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Philip Jose Farnmer - Time's Last Gft (1972)

(Scanned by: Ki sl any)

The explosion was as loud as a 75-nillineter cannon's.

At one second, there had been nothing but dead wet grass and |inmestone rocks on the edge
of the steep hill. A gray torpedo shape appeared as if precipitated by sone invisible chenmical in
the air. The displacenent of air caused the boomthat rattled down the hillside and the valley and
across the distant river and bounced back to the vehicle.

The H G Wlls |, without noving a micron in space, had traveled from A D. 2070, Spring,
to circa 12,000 B.C., Spring. Inmediately after naking the long leap in tine, it noved in space.
The vehicle had appeared two feet in the air and on the lip of the hill. It fell with a crash to
t he ground and began rolling.

Forty feet long, its hull of irradiated plastic, it did not suffer fromthe very steep
t hree- hundred-foot descent. It was not even scratched, though it broke off sharp projections of
|inme-stone, and eventual |y stopped upright at the bottomof the hill after snapping off a score of
dwar f pines.

'That was better than the fun-house,' Rachel Silverstein said in a quivering voice. She
smled, but her skin was al nbost as pale as her teeth.

Drummond Sil verstein, her husband, grunted. H s eyes were wide, and his skin was gray. But
the bl ood was returning swiftly.

Robert von Bill mann spoke with a very slight trace of German accent.
"I presunme it is safe to unstrap oursel ves?

John Gribardsun twi sted sone dials on the instrument board before him A slight whirring
told of the projection of a TV canera. The vi ew changed froma blue sky with sone high white
clouds to dead wet grass ahead and, a mle away, the river at the bottom of the valley.

He turned another dial, and the view switched to the hill down which they had rolled.
Hal fway up, a fox-like aninal junmped out from behind a rock

The canera swiveled. On the other side of the valley was another animal. Gibardsun turned
the cl oseup dial

"A hyena,' Giibardsun said. Hs voice was deep and authoritative. 'A cave hyena. Looks
i ke a Kenyan hyena except it's nuch larger and all gray.'

Gi bardsun had paled only slightly when they had rolled. He spoke with a British accent
with a very slight underlying suspicion of another. Von Billmann, the |inguist, had never been
able to identify it. He had refused to question the Englishman about it because he wanted to | abe
it hinself. He prided hinself on his ability to recognize any of the major |anguages and at | east
two hundred of the minor. But he had no idea of what tongue underlay the Englishman's speech

The screen showed the view behind the vehicle. Atiny figure stepped out fromthe shadow
of a huge overhang of rock. It ran to a large rock and dropped behind it.

Rachel said, 'That was a nman, wasn't it?
'"Has to be,' Gibardsun said.

He kept the canmera upon the rock, and, after several minutes, a head appeared. He cl osed
up, and they were | ooking at a seemng distance of ten feet into the face of a nman. His hair and
beard were |light brown, tangled, and |ong. The face was broad and a pronmi nent supraorbital ridge
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shaded eyes of some light color. The nose was | arge and aquiline.
‘I"'mso thrilled,' Rachel said. 'Qur first man! The first hunman bei ng. A Magdal eni an!'

The man stood up. He was about six feet tall. He wore a fur vest, fur knee-length pants,
and calf-length fur boots. He carried a short flint-tipped spear and an atlatl, a stick with a
notch at one end, which enabled himto cast the spear with greater force. A skin belt held a skin
bag which | ooked as if it held a small animal or large bird. The belt also supported a skin sheath
fromwhi ch protruded a wooden hilt.

Gri bardsun | ooked at a dial. 'Qutside tenperature is fifty degrees Fahrenheit,' he said
"And it's fifteen mnutes past noon, late May - perhaps. Warner than | had expected.'

"There's very little green as yet,' Drunmond Silverstein said.

Nobody spoke for a noment. They were just beginning to feel the awe that they had expected
to feel. The transition and the rolling had nunbed them and the anesthesia of wonder and fright
was j ust beginning to dissolve.

Gri bardsun checked that the equi pment was operating at one hundred per cent efficiency. He
ran through the CAA (checkout-after-arrival), calling out each itemto von Billnann, who sat on
his left. The German repeated each, and the words of both were taped. At the end of the checkout,
a green light flashed on the panel

Gribardsun said, 'The air outside is pure. It's air that we haven't known for a hundred
and fifty years.'

"Let's breathe it,' Drummond Sil verstein said.

The Engli shman unstrapped hinself and stood up. He was six-foot-three, and the top of his
head nissed the ceiling by only an inch. He | ooked as if he were thirty. He had | ong, straight,
very bl ack hair, dark gray eyes, and a handsone, slightly hawkish face. The sheer single-piece
tunic revealed a body like Apollo's. He was the M D. of the expedition, a physical anthropol ogist,
an archeol ogi st, a botanist, and a linguist. If England had not abolished titles, he would have
been a duke.

Robert von Billmann stood up a nminute later. He was six-foot-two, well-built, thirty-five,
titian-haired, and handsone in a pale Baltic way. He was the world's forenmpost |inguist, a cultura
ant hropol ogi st, an art specialist, and had the equivalent of a master of arts in chem stry.

Rachel Silverstein followed him She was short, petite, and dark but had |ight blue eyes.
She was | ong-nosed, but pretty. She had Ph.D.s in genetics and zool ogy and consi derabl e training
in botany and neteorol ogy.

Drummond Silverstein was about six feet tall, thin, and dark. He was a physicist and
astrononer and was well trained in geology. He was also a well-known virtuoso on the violin and
expert on nusicol ogy, preliterate and civilized.

Gri bardsun turned the | arge wheel and pushed open the bank-vault-like port. He stood for a
monent in the exit while the others crowded behind him He breathed deeply and then turned his
head to themand smiled slightly.

"I suppose | should say sonething as poetic as Arnstrong's words when he first put foot
onto the Mion,' he said.

He stepped out onto a narrow strip, the top of a flight of twelve steps, which had slid
out when the port was opened. The air was bracing. He sniffed as if he were a great cat, and then
he went down the steps. The canera on top of the vehicle had bent over to take in the area of the
port because he had set it to track himwhen he energed. Its audio was al so on. His inage and
words woul d be recorded for posterity - if the vehicle returned.

"This is Time's last gift,' he said |loudly, |ooking up at the canmera. 'Mddern man wil |
never again be able to travel to this point intinme. W, the crewof the H G Wells I, will do
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our best to thank Tine and Mankind for this great gift.'

The others | ooked di sappoi nted. Evidently they thought that, if they had been given the
chance, they coul d have uttered nore notabl e words.

Gi bardsun went back into the vessel and unlocked a box of weapons. Rachel followed him
and renoved cl othes of sone light but very warmmaterial which retai ned body heat very
effectively. Arned and weaponed, and two equi pped with caneras the shape and size of Anmerican
footballs, they noved out. The port had been cl osed, but the canmera on top of the vessel tracked
them They began the steep clinmb with the Englishman at their head. They were in excellent
physi cal condition, but all except Gibardsun were puffing and red-faced by the tine they reached
the top.

Gri bardsun turned and | ooked back down. The vessel was small. But it weighed three hundred
tons, and it had to be noved back up to the physical point where it had energed from Ti ne.
O herwi se, when the tinme cane to be pulled back to A D. 2074, the vessel would remain in 12,000
B.C. And so would its crew. The mechanics of tine-travel devices required that the vessel, and its
original mass within plus or nminus ten ounces, be in the exact |anding place.

Gi bardsun drove a nunber of sharp plastic spikes into the ground to nark the outlines of
t he depression fornmed where the vessel had fallen. Four years from now, the depression mght be
snoot hed out, and thus it would be inpossible to | ocate.

Rachel and von Billmann took filnms of the spot, and then Gibardsun and Drunmond
Silverstein took the coordi nates of the depression fromthree |large rocks sticking out of the soi
near by.

The H G Wells | had been set on a wooden platformon top of a hill before being
chronol ogically launched. The edge of the hill in the Vezere River valley, France, A D. 2070, was
forty feet away fromthe vessel. It had been expected that the edge of the hill in 12,000 B.C.

woul d be even nore distant. The geol ogists had affirmed this to be a fact. Gibardsun wondered if
they had been correct but a slight displacenment in space had occurred. The theoreticians said that
this would not occur, but the truth was that they did not know what woul d happen in practice.

The process of time travel required an enornous amount of energy. The further back into
time the nachine went, the nore the energy. This period was as far back as a machi ne could be
sent. There was a factor, which only a few mat hemati ci ans understood, which required that the nost
expensi ve and nost dangerous journey be nade first. If the time travelers waited, say, eight years
nore before attenpting to go into the Magdal eni an, they would find thenselves in circa 8000 B.C.
The era of 12,000 B.C. would be forever out of reach. And if they waited for ten years, they would
find that 4000 B.C. was as far back as they could go.

Moreover, there was a strange and unexplained Iimt at the other end. The first snmal
experimental manl ess nodel had been sent back one day into tinme. But it had never arrived, as they
knew it would not, having been present the day before. Were the nodel went was not known. Then
anot her nodel, at great expense of materials and energy, was sent back a week. This did not
appear, as the experinenters knew it would not. But they had to be sure.

At this tinme, the news nedia | earned about Project Chronos, and it was suspended for a
while until the public, and Congress, were satisfied that it was safe. The old science-fiction
idea that tanpering with time would change the course of events had to be dealt with. Stories by
various witers fromWlls to Silverberg and Bradbury and Heinlein, illustrating the paradox and
danger of tine travel, were reprinted and even dramatized. MIIlions of people were fearful that
time travel would result in one of their ancestors being killed, and so their descendants woul d
vani sh fromthe face of Earth, as if the boojumwere prowing it.

Jacob Mdishe, |eader of the project teamthat had invented the tine-travel machines,
quieted this formof protest. He showed, in a series of articles, that if tinme travel was going to
make any changes, it had al ready done so, and therefore there was nothing to fear. By then the
original goal of circa 25,000 B.C. was |lost forever. Too nuch tine had el apsed. The expedition
woul d have to settle for the middl e Magdal eni an. The funds were restored, and a small nopdel was
sent back to one hundred years, and a search was made for it. The theory was that it had appeared
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in A D. 1973 and had been picked up by soneone who did not, of course, recognize it. But, since it
was practically indestructible, it existed now and was probably in someone's possession. O
perhaps buried sone place. Wrldw de advertising failed to turn up the nodel

Meanwhi | e, another had been sent to A D. 1875, and the advertising for this one went
around the world. None showed up. A third one was sent back at a cost that staggered Congress and
the public. This one was set to bob up about A D. 1850 within fifty feet of where the project
bui | di ngs st ood.

Dr. Mbishe's researches had shown that, in 1850, this hilltop in Syracuse, New York, had
been the scene of a nysterious and exceedingly violent explosion. He reasoned that the expl osion
had been caused when the nodel had appeared inside sone solid matter, such as soil or a tree; the
result of two solid objects trying to occupy the sanme space had been the explosion. A conplete
conversion of matter to energy had not occurred, of course. Oherwise, the hill and nuch of the
surroundi ng countryside woul d have di sappear ed.

The nodel contained radioactive particles, and so, after it was sent back to 1850, the
area for a nmile around was scanned with geiger counters. A piece of the radioactive particle-
beari ng nodel was |ocated and identified. Accusations of fraud were, of course, nade, but Dr.

Mbi she had foreseen this and nmade fool proof arrangenents. He had even gotten six congressmen and
the Secretary of Science to watch the entire procedure.

One of the theories about the failure of the first two nodels to be found was i medi ately
di smissed. This theory postulated that the structure of time was such that tinme travel was
i mpossible within any period in which contenporaries had been living. In other words, tine, to
avoi d a paradox, but not the pathetic fallacy, would not permt travel except in a tine before
anybody living in A D. 2070 had been born. The critics pointed out, none too gently, that this
woul d nean that sonmebody born before A D. 1875 was still living and that his presence was keeping
the nodels fromappearing in A D. 1973 and 1890. If the hypothetical person was born in, say, A D
1870, then he would today be 200 years old. And that was inpossible, for several reasons. For one
thing, a record existed of the birth date of everybody living, and the ol dest person in the world
was 130. She had been bora in A D. 1940.

The theory was admittedly farfetched, if not crackpotted. Its proponent, who |ater
committed suicide for unknown reasons, and so discredited any reputation he had for sanity,
replied that anyone that old m ght have sonme reason for not wanting to be known. And it was not
i npossi ble to fake records.

John Gri bardsun was thinking of this when Rachel Silverstein touched his arm She seened
to be touching himat least ten tines a day, as if she were testing to make sure that he existed
O because she liked to touch him He did not mind it, though he knew that Drumond disliked it.
But it was up to her husband to say sonething about it to her, and, so far as he knew, the man had
never opened his nouth about it.

"Do you think we can get the ship back up by ourselves? she said. Her |ight blue eyes
were bright, as if she were burning with excitenent.

"l suppose so,' he said. "But | think we could do it far nore swiftly and easily if we had
the strong backs of sonme cavenmen hel ping us. So we won't worry about it now After all, we have
four years.

Robert yon Bill mann said sonething sharply. He was | ooking through binoculars to the
nort heast, across the valley. Gibardsun saw the figures that had attracted von Bill mann. He
lifted his own binoculars. The heads and antlers of several brownish reindeer came into view He
nmoved the glasses and within a mnute had zeroed in on a big grayish shape. It was a wol f. Soon
he caught about a dozen with a sweep of the gl asses.

The deer were well aware of the wolves. They continued to crop at the npbss between
liftings of the head, to sniff the air, and to eye the slinking beasts sone fifty yards distant.

Presently some of the gray shapes floated behind a hill and soon appeared ahead of the
herd. They di sappeared again, and then those that had remai ned noved in slowly toward the herd.
The deer waited for a minute to make sure that the wolves would not stop and suddenly, as if the
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| eader had spoken, they bounded away. The wolves ran after them and then, as the herd passed the
hill behind which the others were, they veered away. Six wolves had run out at them One wolf
caught a doe that stumbled, and the others |eaped upon it. The remini ng deer got away, except for
a buck that slipped when he | eaped across a brook. Before he could get up again, he found two

wol ves tearing at his | egs. These were joined by others, and the wolves quit running.

Gri bardsun had been watching with keen interest. He put the binocul ars down and said, 'And
to think that the only wolves in our tine were in zoos or small reservations. These beasts have a
whole world to roamin. And there nust be millions of them

"Sonetines | think you' re the zool ogist,' Rachel said.
‘I ama naturalist.'

He turned and | ooked down the valley where they had seen the man. He had | ong ago hi dden
behind a rock and, though Gi bardsun had stopped on the way up the hill to search for himwth his
bi nocul ars, he had failed to find him Now the man, having seen the four |eave the vessel, was
approaching it.

"Curiosity kills nore than a cat,' Gibardsun said.

The man's hone nmight be a little way off or many miles. The expedition had quite a few
daylight hours left, so they nmight as well take advantage of it. There was nmuch work to do.

He allowed the others to collect their sanples of soil, plants, and rocks and to take sone
nmor e phot ographs. Then he said that they should return to the vessel, store their sanples, pick up
food and trinkets, and set out up the valley to |ook for a human habitation

They started back down the slope. The man was within a hundred yards of the great torpedo
shape. Seeing the four coming down the hill, he ducked behind a boul der. He renained there unti
G i bardsun opened the port of the vessel. Then he rose and, bending over, ran to a nore distant
rock. Drummond Silverstein took some nore filns of him

They packed their bags and strapped themonto their backs. Gibardsun took the 500-caliber
express rifle. Von Billmann and Drunmond carried the rifles which shot anesthetic darts. Rache
carried a 30-caliber automatic rifle. Each had an automatic pistol in the holster at his belt, and
they had expl osive and gas grenades in their sacks.

They started up the valley and presently cane to a snmall stream whi ch neandered down to
the river below They followed along the streamfor a tine. The nan kept ahead of themby a
quarter of a nile.

At the end of two niles, they decided to clinb up through the base of the cliffs. There
were some overhangs that |ooked interesting. These turned out to have been inhabited by nen
judging fromthe rude hearths of stone, the bones, flint, and chert fragments, and pi eces of wood
and fur. A half mle on, they found a narrow cave which stank as if hyenas had once lived there.
Rachel said that she would study it |ater and deterni ne what hyenas ate and so forth. She threw
sone rocks into the interior but got no result.

They wal ked five nmles before they canme to the man's home. The vall ey suddenly w dened
here, and the overhang whi ch housed hunan beings was at the top of a steep slope. They coul d not
see any wonen or children fromthis angle, but the twelve nmen would not have gathered in ful
sight on the edge of the hill unless they had sonmething to defend.

G i bardsun | ooked around before giving the order to ascend. It seened likely that there
woul d be other nmen out hunting, and he did not want to be surprised by nen attacking from behi nd.

The man they had first seen had scranbl ed up ahead of themto warn the others. Now he
stood with the others, brandishing his spear and yelling at the invaders.

Gi bardsun activated the bullhorn device on his chest and then told the others to drop
about a hundred feet behind him He | ooked for large rocks on the lip of the hill. He was ready to
junmp if they rolled any down on them But there did not seemto be any nor was there evidence at
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the foot of the hill that they had rolled any down in the past.

He wondered what the natives were thinking. There were twelve warriors there, defending
their home territory, and there were only three nen and a worman bol dly approaching them Their
appear ance, of course, would be inpressive. There would be sonething very alien about the
i nvaders; the clothes, the weird-I|ooki ng weapons, the cl ean-shaven faces. Mst nystifying, and
terrifying, would be the confidence with which the greatly outnunbered party approached.

Gri bardsun had had | ong experience with savages. He was much ol der than he | ooked and
renenmbered when Africa and Asia still hid genuine preliterates with very little know edge of
civilization. It was this experience which gave hi mconfidence, because he knew that these people
did not really want to engage in conbat with an unknown eneny. The others of his party had had
little to do with genuine primtives; they had been born too | ate; the savages had di ed out or
been citified; the fewleft on reservations were too well-educated to be 'real' primtives.

Nevert hel ess, the natives were dangerous. They nust have fought eneny humans and they nust
have hunted the dangerous mammoth, rhi noceros, cave bear, and cave lion

Gri bardsun got well within range of the spears before he held up his hand for the others
to stop. He advanced slowy then, speaking through the bullhorn. His voice, |ike a thunder god' s,
bel |l owed at them They stopped yelling and waving their weapons when the first words struck them
Even at this distance he could see their flushed skins turn pale.

He stopped, too, and pulled out a Very gun and fired it straight up into the air. The
parachute expanded fromthe stick, at two hundred feet, and as it fell it burned a bright green
and then a bright scarlet and then exploded loudly at a fifty-foot altitude.

The warriors becane rigid and silent.

They must have wanted to run, but that woul d have neant abandoning the women and chil dren
And that they would not do.

Gri bardsun approved of this. Though they must have fell a terrible awe of this evi
magi ci an, yet they stood their ground.

The Englishman held out both hands - his express rifle was still supported by a strap over
his shoul der - and he advanced smling.

A tall heavily built man with dark red hair mngled with gray stepped out of the Iine and
approached Gi bardsun slowy. The brown-haired man whom the party had foll owed al so cane down the
sl ope though he stayed a few feet behind the red-haired man. The chief held a big stone axe in his
right hand and a thick-shafted spear in his left. He was about as tall as G bardsun

The Englishman spoke through the bullhorn again. At the thundering speech, the chief and
hi s conpani on stopped. But Gibardsun continued to snmle, and then he turned the anplifier off,
|l owering his hand slowy so he would not alarmthe two. After that, he raised his hand and spoke
with his normal voice. The eyes of the two widened at this. However, they seenmed to understand
that the change in | oudness was neant to signify friendliness.

Gri bardsun wal ked slowy upward until he was about ten feet fromthem At this range, he
could see that both were quivering. But it was the alienness of the intruders that was naking them
shake, not the prospect of conbat.

Gribardsun tal ked and at the sane tine nade signs to reinforce the words. He used the sign
| anguage of the Kal ahari bushnen, not because he expected the sign | anguage of these people - if
they had any - to coincide but because the signs would be additional reassurances of his peacefu
i ntentions.

He told themthat the four came froma far place and that they brought gifts and that they
were friends.

The chief finally snmled and | owered his weapons, though he still kept his distance. The
other man also sniled. The chief turned, still watching Gibardsun out of the corner of his eyes,
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and shouted at the warriors above. Then he beckoned Gibardsun to follow him and he and the brown-
hai red man preceded the four. At the top they found thensel ves ringed by the warriors but these
made no threateni ng gestures.

The four could now see that there was a | arge canp under the inmense |inmestone overhang.
The north end was bl ocked by stones piled on top of each other and part of the eastern end was
al so bl ocked. There were about thirty 'w gwanms,' tents of skin supported by wooden pol es, near the
rear of the overhang. Gibardsun counted thirty adult wonen, ten juvenile girls, six juvenile
mal es, and thirty-eight children. Later, when hunters returned, the total adult male popul ation
woul d be twenty-four

There were small fires in every hearth and wooden spits over many, sone of which held
ski nned and gutted rabbits, marnots, birds, and parts of a bear. In one corner was a wooden cage
in which was a bear cub. Before one of the tents was a pole held up by a pile of rocks and dirt.
Stuck on its end was a bear skull easily as large as the |argest of the Kodi ak bears of
Gribardsun's tine. Gibardsun wondered if the skull and the cub neant that the tribe had a bear
cult.

Water woul d have to be brought up fromthe river. A nunber of skin bags on the dirt floor
seermed to hold water.

There were bones all over the place, and a strong odor fromthe north indicated that human
excrement was dropped over the edge of the hill on the other side of the rude wall. The odor of
the natives, and their matted hair and beards and dirty skins, showed that they cared little for
personal cl eanli ness.

Gi bardsun wal ked over to the nearest tent and | ooked inside w thout objection from
anybody. There were very | ow beds with wooden frames and furs piled on top. On one lay a boy of
about ten. He stank of sickness.

Gibardsun crawmed into the tent after telling Rachel to hold the skin flap open for him
The boy | ooked at himwith glazed eyes. He was too sick to be frightened by the stranger

A woman shout ed sonet hing outside and then crawed in to watch the stranger. She was
maki ng sure that the nysterious man with the voice |like thunder did not intend to harm her child.

Gibardsun smled at her but also made a gesture for her not to interfere.

He put a reflector on his head and shone a light into the boy's eyes and down his throat
and into his ears. The boy submitted though he trenbled with fear

Gri bardsun had to decide whether or not to take sanples of skin tissue, blood, saliva, and
urine. So many of the preliterate societies he had known had objected to giving speci nens. They
feared that these woul d be used against themby evil nmagic. If this tribe had the same
superstitions, it mght react violently, no matter how awed they were at this nonent.

He considered. The flat instrunent he had applied to the boy's skin indicated a fever of
104° Fahrenheit. The skin was flushed and dry. The breath was foul. The heartbeat was eighty-five
per mnute. The breathing was rapid and shall ow. These synptons coul d nmean a dozen different
di seases. He needed specinens for a diagnosis.

He could just back off and | et nature, or whatever the local w tch doctor m ght have in
the way of efficacious nedicine, do its work. He had been warned that he should not get involved
with nmedical matters if he thought that his interference m ght backfire. After all, everybody he
woul d neet was dooned to die, would have been dead for al nbost fourteen thousand years when he was
born. But procedure was left to his discretion. If he thought he could cure a sick native, and
thereby aid the goal of the project, he could proceed. But if he did not wish to endanger the
project, he could just let the natives die.

There was no question of concern about his interference changing the course of events.
What ever he was to do had been done, and events and lives had been determ ned before he was born
even if he had hel ped deternine them
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Gi bardsun's back kept the nother from seeing what he was doing. She said sonething in a
protesting tone, but he paid no attention. He stuck the tip of the instrument against the arm
twisted a little knob on its side, the syringe filled with blood. He drew off sone saliva fromlie
boy's open nouth. Getting urine would be difficult only if the nother objected. He secured another
instrument at the proper place, and pressed a button plunger on the end of a flexible netal tube
If there was any urine available, it would come out without delay, and it did. He renoved the
i nstrument and packed it away. When he returned to the vessel, he would rmake his anal yses. Rather
the small medical conputer in the ship would. And tonorrow, if things went right here today, he
woul d transport the conputer-analyzer to this site.

The nother protested sone nore, but she crawl ed out of the tent a nonment |ater. Perhaps
she was going to the chief and the nedicine man. He took advantage of her absence to drop a pil
into the boy's mouth, raise his head, and pour ill-snelling water into his nmouth froma skin bag

The pill was a general panacea - a redundancy in ternms - which could sl ow down the
devel opnent of a dozen diseases. It might not contain anything to hel p whatever was naking the boy
sick, but there was nothing in it to hurt him

Qut si de, the woman was talking rapidly and loudly and gesticulating to the chief and a
short muscular nman with a forehead covered with synmbols painted with ocher. The symnbol s mat ched
those on the skin of the tent. This man had just come in fromthe hunt. H's wonan was carrying off
two rabbits and a | arge badger

Two nore nmen clinbed over the edge of the hill. One, a huge man with the massive nuscles
and the pot-belly of a gorilla, was carrying part of a large male reindeer over his shoul ders. The
other, shorter and | ess stout, was carrying a snmaller portion over his shoulders and a nmarnot tied
by the neck to his belt.

The two stopped when they saw the strangers. The carcass dropped with a thunmp and a cl ash
of antlers against a hearth, and the giant advanced toward them The chief said sonething to him
and the giant stopped, scowing.

The first thing to do was to establish "identities.' Gibardsun got themto pronounce - or
try to pronounce - their nanmes. They did better with John than with his surnane.

The chi ef was Thamash. The brown-haired man was Shivkaet, the tribal artist. The painted
man was G amug, the witch doctor or shaman. The giant was Angrogrim The sick boy was Abinal, son
of Dubhab. Dubhab showed up during the name-learning. He was a short lean man with a wide friendly
snmle, and he seened to be the npst articulate of his people. He introduced others, including
Lam nak, his daughter, a pre-teenager, and Anaga, his wife.

Gribardsun told his colleagues it was tine to go back to the vessel. They woul d not stay
too long today. Despite their violence-free reception, they were putting the natives to a strain.
They would retreat and let the tribe discuss the strangers. Tonorrow they would return and stay a
little longer. And the day after they would increase the length of their visit even nore. In tineg,
the natives would get used to them

Von Billmann said, 'l can hardly wait to study their |anguage. Did you catch that
synchronic articulation of the nasal bilabial and the velar bilabial and the ejective consonants
with simultaneous glottal stops?

"I caught them' Gibardsun said.

Rachel rolled her Iarge blue eyes and said, 'l think I'mgoing to have troubl e speaking
their | anguage anywhere near correctly. The sounds sound inpossible.’

Drummond said, 'Robert, you | ook as excited as if you were about to make | ove.
"Which he is, in a way,' Gibardsun said.

They left, while the tribe gathered on the edge of the hill to watch them Sonme of the
smal | boys started down after them but were called back by their parents. The peopl e stood
toget her and watched themuntil they were out of sight.
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They were not very tal kative on the way back. Von Bill nann had stuck the speaker of his
pocket recorder-player into his ear and was listening to the sound of the | anguage over and over.
Rachel and Drunmond spoke infrequently and then softly to each other. Gibardsun sel domtal ked
much unl ess the occasion dermanded it.

However, when they returned to the H G WIlIls I, their spirits rose. Perhaps it was
because they were hone. Even the grimgray torpedo shape was a haven and reni nder of the world
they had left.

"W' Il sleep here tonight,' Gibardsun said. 'W can put up our dones |ater on. Qbviously
we can't wal k back and forth to the village every day, and we can't nove the vessel, so we'll have
to establish canmp close to our subjects.'

Rachel busied herself getting supper, though this took only two m nutes to cook and open
the prepared packages. She did pour out small glasses of wine to celebrate. Gibardsun ran the
speci mens through the anal yzer while she was getting supper

' The boy, Abinal, has typhus,' he said. 'That can be caused by a rickettsia or body lice
| didn't see anybody el se sick, so | doubt that it was caused by body lice, though Abinal may just
be the first. Whatever the cause, he can transmit it through his own body lice. | propose tonorrow
to give Abinal an anti-typhus nmedicine and to give the others a preventative. Plus a medicine
which will kill their body lice.'

'How do you propose to get themto take the medicines? von Billnmann said.
"I don't know yet.

"It might cause nore trouble than it's worth,' Drummond said. 'Not that |I'mignoring the
human side of this,' he added, seeing Rachel's frown. 'But, after all, we want to study themin
their natural habitat and in their natural node of life as nmuch as possible. If we prevent
di seases, how will we know how they react to then? | nmean, what nedicines and magical rituals they
use, their burial cerenmonies and so forth. You know they're going to die anyway - in fact, they've
been dead for a long tinme, actually. And what kind of resentnents will you stir up if you
interfere with the shaman's profession or fail to cure a sick person? You night even get bl amed
for the death.

"That's true,' Gibardsun said. 'But if the tribe is w ped out by typhus, or sone other
di sease, then we have no tribe to study, no |language to |l earn. And nobody to hel p us haul the
vessel to the top of the hill. I'"mtaking what they used to call a calculated risk."'

Rachel | ooked curiously at himand said, 'Every once in a while you use an ol d-fashi oned
phrase. Not self-consciously but as if - well, | don't know. You roll themout as if you were to
the phrase born, if you know what | nean.'

"I read a lot,' he said. '"And | have a tendency to repeat sone of the good old phrases.'

"I"'mnot deprecating it,' she said. 'l like to hear them It's just that they startle ne.
Anyway, supper's on. Let's have a little toast first. John, you're our chief; you propose it.'

He raised his glass and said, 'Here's to the world we | ove, whatever she may be.'
They drank down the wi ne. Rachel said, 'That's a strange toast, John.'
"John's a strange man,' Drunmond said, and he | aughed.

Gibardsun smled slightly. He knew that Silverstein resented his wife's obvious
admration for him but he did not think that the issue would be an irritating one, even if they
were forced to be together for four years. The scientists in charge of the project had studied
their conmpatibility charts and were well satisfied with them Nobody on the expedition was
psychol ogical ly unstable, as far as the tests could determ ne

I f Drunmond got out of line, he would have to be straightened out. He was a reasonabl e
man, except where his wife was concerned. And even there he could be reassured. Gibardsun was
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sure of that. It was only in the last few weeks before the |aunching of the H G Wlls | that
Drunmond had started to show signs that he thought his wife adnired Gibardsun nore than she
shoul d. Even then he had expressed hinself in only nild oblique remarks. Several nornings, he and
Rachel had | ooked as if they had not slept well the night before. Gibardsun had thought of asking
for their withdrawal before the day of |aunching got too close. But the two had not | et whatever
was bothering theminterfere with their duties, and he knew how deeply they would be hurt if they
were taken off the project. So he had said nothing to his superiors.

"We'| | get up early,' he said. 'Seven o'clock, ship's time. After breakfast we'll tranp
around and coll ect sone nore specinmens. Then we'll visit our natives. But | think we can establish
even better relations if we take them sone neat.

After eating, they went outside. The sun was just touching the horizon. The air was very
cold. A herd of about thirty reindeer, a couple of huge rhinoceroses, twelve adult nmanmoths and
t hree babies, and a dozen bison were by the river. At this distance they |ooked |ike snal
ani mat ed toys.

The four were thrilled at their first sight of the rhinos and mammot hs. There were stil
el ephants in zoos and reservations in their world, but the marmoths with the hunp of fat on their
heads and shoul ders and the curved tusks were quite different. And the rhinos were extinct in the
twenty-first century.

"There're sone wol ves!' Rachel said.

She pointed, and they saw a dozen of the gray shapes floating out of the shadows of a
hill. The reindeer raised their heads, and the faint trunpeting of the nmamoths reached the four.
But the wolves ignored themand trotted to a spot about sixty yards down fromthe herbivores.
There they drank, and the herbivores continued to drink, though watching the wol ves nervously.

The sky above passed from pale blue to dark blue to sable. The stars came out. Drunmmond
Silverstein nmade sightings, then set out his tel escope and canera. Rachel stayed out with him Von
Bill mann returned to the vessel to listen sone nore to the sounds of his new | anguage. Gri bardsun
took his express rifle and wal ked back up the hill. By the tine he reached the top, the half noon
had appeared. It |ooked exactly |ike the noon he knew, except that he knew that no nmen were
burrowed deep in its rock and no dones or spacecraft were on its surface.

He faced the wind, which was blowi ng at about six mles an hour fromthe northwest. It
al so brought sounds: fromfar off a lion's roar; nearer, a small cat's scream the snorting of
sone | arge beast, rhino or bison; the clatter of hoofs on rocks to the west. The lion roared again
and then was silent. He smiled. It had been a long tine since he had heard a lion roaring. This
one was deeper than any he had known; the cave |ion was somewhat |arger than the African. A
manmot h trunpeted shrilly fromnear where the lion's roar had cone. Then there was silence. After
a while he heard a fox bark. He lingered a few nore nonents, drinking in the rising noon and the
pure air, and then he returned to the ship below. Drunmond Silverstein was putting away his
astrononi cal equi pnent. Rachel had gone.

"I like this world already,' Gibardsun said. 'l knew | would. It's sinple and savage and
uncrowded wi th hunmans.'

"Next you'll be saying you want to stay behind when we | eave,' Silverstein said.
He sounded as if he did not altogether disapprove of the idea.

"Wll, if a man wants to know this tinme thoroughly, hell have to stay here the rest of his
life," Gibardsun said. 'He could explore Europe and then cross the land bridge to Africa. As |
understand it, the Sahara is a green and wet land with rivers full of hippos. And the sub- Sahara,
my old stanping ground, is a paradise of animal life. And there mnmight even be a few subhumans
|l eft, roam ng the savannahs or the forests.'

'That woul d be self-indulgent and suicidal,' Drummond said. 'Wo would gain anything from
it? All that data and no one to leave it to.'

"I could leave a record of sone sort at an agreed-upon place, and you could pick it up
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i mediately on returning,' Gibardsun said. He | aughed, then picked up a large plastic box
cont ai ni ng recordi ng equi pnent and followed Silverstein into the vessel

"You talk like von Billmann,' Silverstein said. 'He's grunbling already because he won't
get a chance to locate and record pre-Indo-Hittite speech. He's talking of making a trip by
hinself to Germany.'

"There's nothing wong with dreanming,' Gibardsun said. 'But we're all scientists and
t horoughly disciplined. W'll do our job and then go hone.'

"I hope so,' Drummond said as he stowed away his equipnent in the mddle cabin. 'But don't
you feel sonething in the air? Sonmething ...?

'"WIld and free?" Rachel said. She was | ooking at Gibardsun with a peculiarly intent
expression. 'The soul of the primtive is floating on the air.

"Very poetic,' von Billmann said. 'Yes, | feel it too. | think it's because we' ve been
living in a cranped and regul ated world, and suddenly we're rel eased with a whol e unspoiled world
to ourselves, and we feel like exploding. It's a psychol ogical reaction that our psychol ogists

didn't foresee.'

Gri bardsun did not conment. He was thinking that if this were true, then those who
originally were the wildest and had repressed the nost, would react the nost violently.

The Silversteins let down their wall bunks in the mddle roomand closed the port after
sayi ng good night. The other two went to bed. The vessel was not spacious, but it was designed to
be lived in for four years if the explorers found it necessary.

Gibardsun's ear alarmwent off at five AM, ship's tine. He rolled out and did a few
sitting-up exercises, ate breakfast, put on clothes, and left. He carried an express rifle in one
gl oved hand and a short-range rifle which shot anesthetic mssiles in a sheath over one shoul der.
He al so carried a big hunting knife and an autonatic pistol

The air was cold and pale. The sun had not risen, but it was bright enough to see
everything clearly. His breath steanmed. He clinbed briskly despite the weight of sack and weapons.
H's clothing was thin and light but very warm After a while he had to unzip the front of the one-
piece suit to cool off.

At the top he stopped to | ook back. He had left a nessage for themin the recorder-player
He m ght be back before they awakened.

He turned and trotted away down the gentle slope. He was exuberant. This was a wild | and,
not nearly as vegetation-grown as he would have liked it, but the open stretches had an appeal

He had gone perhaps a mile, still trotting, when he flushed out grouse froma stand of
dwarf pines. A nminute |later he saw a brownish fox scud froma ravine and across a field to a
hi di ng pl ace behind a boulder. Half a nile farther on, he had to swing northward because of six
wool | y rhi noceroses, one of which nade short savage charges toward him

He kept on trotting. The sun rose, but not for Iong. C ouds appeared and covered the sky
qui ckly. And half an hour later, rain fell heavily.

H s clothing was waterproof. But the water was cold and chilled his face. He passed a herd
of vast shapes with hunped heads and necks and great curving tusks. They were plucking up noss and
the large flat cushions of a plant with white flowers (Dryos octopetda probably), saxifrage, and
the dwarf azaleas, willows, and birch. He could hear the runmbling of their stonmachs above the
downpour. It was an old sound and a soothing one. He felt at hone despite the freezing rain.

Alittle later he came to stands of dwarf pines again. As the glaciers retreated
nort hward, the pines would appear in growi ng nunmbers. South, in lower lberia, taller pines would
be spreadi ng over the | and.

Gi bardsun had been followi ng the edge of the top of the valley. Wen he was above where
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he estimated the natives were, he |ooked over the edge. He had stopped al nbst exactly above them
The overhang, of course, hid their dwelling place, but he recognized the hill and the | and bel ow
it. There was no sign of life. Either the hunters were staying hone because of the rain, which did
not seemlikely since they had not been overstocked with neat, or they had already left. He
resumed his trot but turned northward again, intending to make a circle and return to the vessel
He woul d be late, but that did not matter. They had their work to do first, and they could stil
start out for the site on schedule. He wasn't worried about the boy, Abinal. The panacea he had

gi ven hi m worked agai nst typhus. Its effect would last for several nore hours.

The rain was as heavy as before. He splashed along for a while and then decided to cut
straight back to the vessel. The rain had di scouraged nost beasts from com ng out.

He turned to the west and started back up the long slope. As he passed by a high outcrop
of linmestone, he slowed down. |f he poked around in there, he night scare sonething out. He
stopped and renoved his small notion-picture camera fromthe bag and took sone shots. Then he went
up to a gap between two tall rocks and threw several stones into it. Sonething grunted from deep
wi thin. He backed away and pointed the camera at the opening. Nothing, however, energed.

He threw sonme nore stones inside, heard another grunt, and entered the gap. He did not
know what was inside. There were no tracks since stone covered the entranceway and the rain woul d,
in any event, have washed away odors. Wen he got about twelve feet inside the gap, however, he
snel |l ed bear. He had installed the canera inside his hood; its base was secured to a hel net-1like
arrangenent which fitted around his head and which he had renoved fromthe pack. Thus, he could
take pictures and at the sanme tine handle his express rifle. If the light was too dimto give good
pi ctures, he could always erase the electronic film

He did not intend to kill the beast. He never killed unless he had to do so for defense or
meat. But he had been so | ong w thout adventure that he could not resist sticking his head into
the den. Later, he admitted to hinmself that he had | ost his good sense for a nmonment. What did he
expect a bear on its home territory to do other than charge the trespasser?

The beast heard or snelled him and it snarled. He went on, his rifle held out ahead of
him The gap curved to the left for about ten feet and then straightened out. It had narrowed
overhead to a thin line and then, within a few feet, its edges nerged.

About that tinme, either his wits returned or his blood cooled. He was not afraid, but he
did not want to kill the bear. What good would it do anybody? Then it occurred to himthat the
meat woul d not spoil. The people woul d wal k through the rain to get it, even if it was about five
mles away. He could block up the entrance with rocks to keep the hyenas and wol ves away. And this
nmorni ng' s i ndul gence (that was what it was) could be justified.

O course, he could have killed a marmmoth or rhino but then the carcass woul d have been
out in the open and so subject to the carrion eaters.

He grimaced. He did not have to justify hinself to anybody except hinself.

The snarling becane a roaring, a huge head with white-edged eyes and dripping saliva
showed itself a few feet ahead of him The gap was so narrow that the great beast had to shove
bot h shoul ders against the walls to get through. Giibard-! sun fired the rifle; the noise was
deafening in the tight corridor; the 500 express bullet went through the skull between the eyes
and the beast fell dead.

Anot her bear behind it, roaring, tried to get at Gibardsun by clinbing over the carcass.
It becane stuck in the narrower opening higher up, and Gibardsun's bullet went into its throat.
It died on top of its mate.

The Englishman clinbed over the top body and into the dark and fetid chanber. He turned on
a flashlight and inspected the cave. As he had expected, there were two cubs. They cowered in the
rear but snarled at himwhen he picked themup. He threw them ahead of himover the bodies,
clinmbed out again, and then had to chase them down. He had expected themto stay close to the
bodi es of their parents, but they wanted their freedom

After catching the cubs, he injected a dorngen shot into each. While they snoozed away, he
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piled large rocks and small boul ders over the entrance to the cave. Satisfied that hyenas and

wol ves woul d have a hard time getting in to the bodies, he picked the cubs up, one under each arm
and set off. He returned at a faster pace and so was only half an hour behind the tinme he had
promi sed to return.

The others were worried because he was late, and they were surprised on seeing the cubs.
Rachel thought they were darling, but she was concerned about feeding them

'They' re past the nursing period," Gibardsun said. 'Meat and berries are all they'l
need.'

He brought out a package which he unfolded on the | ee side of the vessel. It was a conica
framewor k about three feet high. He spread a thin sheet of plastic over it, secured its corners,
and then sprayed a thick coat of foamover the plastic. The foamdried within ten minutes, and he
sprayed anot her coat and then another. The three coats made a covering four inches thick. He cut a
hol e at the base for the cubs and used the cutout as a sw ngi ng door. The cubs now had a snug warm
house.

The bear house was a smaller scale nodel of the dwellings that the humans would erect |ater
on. These were very light and even Rachel could carry one for mles, though the size nade them
awkward to handl e. They coul d be dragged through the roughest |and, however, w thout danaging
them And axles and wheels, also stored in the vessel, could be attached to them when they were to
be noved any di stance.

At noon, they were all back at the tribal canpsite. This was to be referred to in the
official reports, and so unofficially anong thenselves, as Site A-One or just A-One. Again, they
were confronted by a nunber of warriors. Gibardsun proceeded ahead of his fellows but rmuch nore
swiftly this tine, as if he expected to be received w thout suspicion. He headed for the tent
housi ng Abinal and entered with a nod to the nother, Anmaga. Abinal |ooked nmuch better. He was
frightened on seeing the stranger, but Gibardsun talked in a soothing tone while he exam ned him
He gave the boy another pill, but the boy refused to swallowit.

Gri bardsun, sniling, took out another and swallowed it to show Abinal that it was
har nl ess.

Abinal still turned his face away, and his nother jabbered away at Gibardsun. It seened
she was trying to get himto | eave the boy al one.

Gri bardsun nmade signs indicating that Abinal would die if he did not take the pill. He
al so indicated that the others would die, too, but he was not sure that he was getting his nessage
acr oss.

He left the tent because it was obvious that Abinal was too scared of himto do anything
he was goi ng to suggest. Rachel was taking films of a wonman skinning a marnot. Drummond was
knocki ng off sanples of rocks with a pick while a crowmd of children watched himalong with severa
of the nen. Robert von Billmann had given an ol d white-haired woman, who probably wasn't nuch over
fifty-five, sone neat, and she was teaching himthe | anguage. She was show ng hi mvarious objects
as referents.

Gi bardsun decided that their canp should be set up about a quarter-nile down the valley.
There was a slight overhang hal fway up a steep hill that would give themprotection fromthe
weat her. They woul d be cl ose enough to visit the site without wasting nmuch travel tine. But they
woul d not be so close that the natives would feel that the aliens were sitting on top of them

Gri bardsun entered the tent again. The boy was being fed by his sister, Lam nak, who
appeared to be about twelve years old. She | ooked up startled when Gibardsun came in, but she
smled at him He snmled back at her and, squatting, felt Abinal's pulse. It was seventy-six, and
his skin was warm but noist. Gibardsun stood up and turned away and i nserted a panacea into the
spout of a bag of water. That the pill would be nuch diluted did not matter. It was extrenely
powerful . Moreover, if the others drank fromthe bag, that was all the better. G bardsun woul d
have |iked to dope all the water bags.

The boy said sonething, and the girl stood up and faced the Englishman. She spoke to him
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in a protesting manner. He understood, after a minute, that Abinal had seen himdrop sonething
into the water. Gribardsun did not try to deny it. He tried instead to denonstrate, with sign
| anguage, that he nmeant to nake Abinal well.

Lanmi nak called out, and Amaga, her nother, entered. There wasn't nuch roomto stand in the
tent then. Gibardsun bent over and went out through the narrow, | ow opening.

"What's going on in there?" Rachel asked.

Gi bardsun told her, and she said, 'If you get themupset, then we | ose our chance to
study them at cl ose range.

"And if they all die, then we | ose our chance too,' he said. 'Besides, | can't see letting
anyone die if | can prevent it. Even if...’

"Even if they're going to die anyway and, in one sense, are already dead?' Rachel said.

He smiled and said, 'In that sense, we also are already dead. And we know it! But that
doesn't stop us fromtrying to live forever, does it?

Amaga cane out of the tent with the bag of water. She wal ked to the end of the | edge and
poured the water down the hillside. Then, after a quick but triunphant glance at the Englishman
she went back into the tent.

'They won't accept ny help,' he said. 'They're afraid I'lIl get control of themif they
take my medicine, | suppose. And so Abinal may die.'
"It's a matter of timing,' she said. 'If we had only gotten here a week or so sooner, they

m ght have accepted your nedici ne when Abi nal got sick. But...

Gi bardsun was not one to dwell long on what-if's. If he could not help Abinal now, then
he woul d work to establish confidence in hinself through the tribe's elders. He might be able to
help Abinal later on. If it was too late then, so be it.

Through sign | anguage, he conmunicated to the adult males that he had killed two bears -
or two large ferocious aninals and that they should follow himto the scene of the kill. They were
reluctant. Then, understanding at |last that they were afraid to | eave the wonen and children while
any of the four stayed behind, he told the others they would have to come with him Von Bill mann
protested, but Gibardsun said that their work would go better if he could nake these people
grateful to him

Gri bardsun al so suggested that those wonen who coul d be spared should come along with
them After about twenty minutes, they set out with the four aliens in the |l ead. The natives were
still suspicious, but the image of all that meat was too tenpting.

Long before he reached the site, Gibardsun knew that sonmeone had been at the bears.
Through the slight drizzle, he saw that the stones he had piled up had been torn down and roll ed
awnay.

He entered the gap in the rocks slowy, cautiously. There were no humans there, and only
parts of the bears remained. The entrails had been | eft behind, and there was bl ood on the rocks
here and there. However, the robbers had done a relatively neat job.

Gi bardsun paid no attention to the furious chatter of the disappointed men and wonen nor
their reproachful expressions. He cast around the area past the rocky floor until he found a
footprint in the half-frozen nmud. It was filling in swiftly, but there was enough of an outline to
show himthat a large man with boots or sone kind of shoes had slipped off a rock and stepped into
t he mud.

He went north and within a hundred yards found that a bear's paw had trailed in the nud
for several feet. It nust have slipped off the shoulders of the man carrying it.

"There nust be quite a fewin the party,' he said to von Billnmann, 'Those bears together
wei gh over two thousand pounds, and while they were cut into smaller pieces, no ten nmen are going
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to carry the pieces away. | wonder why | wasn't attacked. They nmust have been watching ne while |
bl ocked the gap.'

He decided that it was because he was a queerly clothed stranger, and al so because they
m ght have been scared by the firing of the rifle.

There was a shout, and they | ooked up to see a band of six hunters approachi ng them These
were d anug, the shaman, Shivkaet, Angrogrim Gullshab, Dubhab, and the chief, Thanmash. They
carried pieces of two reindeer wapped in the skinned-off hides of the aninals.

There was a loud and fierce conference with frequent glances and gesticul ations at the
four strangers.

By now, Gibardsun and von Billmann had | earned that the basic word for an adult mal e bear
was wotaba and for a female adult bear was ivotaing. There were frequent references to both, and
Gri bardsun coul d not understand this. Perhaps they knew fromthe entrails and the single nark of
the claw that the animals were bears, but how did they know the sex of each? Then he renenbered
that sonme of them had gone into the cave and nust have deduced from evi dence there that there were
beasts of two sexes. He would find out their nmethod of detection when he | earned the | anguage.

He interrupted the angry conference by bell ow ng through the bullhorn at them Then he
made signs that he would follow the robbers and indicated that he would |ike sone of themto join
him The robbers could not be too far ahead, even if they had started to work i mrediately after he
left the cave. They woul d be heavily burdened.

The Silversteins were upset at the turn of events. Von Billnmann appeared ready to do
what ever Gri bardsun wanted. The Englishman told the Silversteins to return to the canpsite with
the natives. He and the German, and sone of the nmen, if they would agree, would track the robbers.

"But we can't get involved in the quarrels of these people!' Drumond said. 'W don't want

to get into the position of having to take sides! Maybe even having to kill their enemnies!'’
"W'll have to play favorites,' Gibardsun said. 'There's no way of getting away fromit.
Moreover, the nore deeply these people are in our debt, the sooner they' |l open up for us. W

can't stay neutral.'
"You have no right to shoot those nmen!' Drunmond Sil verstein said.

"Who said | would shoot then?' Gibardsun said, staring hard at Silverstein. 'Wy don't
you ask me what | intend to do instead of naking your assunptions?

"I"'msorry," Silverstein said. 'Perhaps |'mwong. But | don't see how you can attenpt to
take all that neat away fromthese savages w thout having to fight them'

"I have to re-establish our prestige,' the Englishman said. 'Qherwise we'll never be able
to know these people inside and out. |1've said that twice. Once should be enough.'

He turned away. ' Cone on, Robert.’

Four of the tribesmen joined them anong them Thamrash and the gi ant Angrogrim They set
out northward with the Englishman in the lead. He trotted along, |ooking to both sides for signs.
After a mile he saw a track, and a little farther on where a man had spit. Then they entered a
nmor ass which held many prints. Giibardsun thought that the party was conposed of fourteen nen.

They crossed a plain while going toward sone hills about a hundred feet high on the
hori zon. In the distance, to both left and right, were herds of gray-brown manmot hs and browni sh
rei ndeer. A pack of a dozen hyenas skul ked al ong behind the reindeer. A brown-gray fox sped across
the plain after a hare and presently caught it. And then Gibardsun saw their quarry far across
the plain. They were all, except for six rearguard nmen, half covered with parts of the bears.

Gi bardsun sl owed his pace to allow von Billmann to draw even with him Von Bill mann was
panti ng, though he had gone through the rigorous yearlong physical training prior to the
| aunchi ng. The hunters trotted along, their breaths slightly steaming as the late afternoon turned
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even col der, the slush splashing over their bare |egs. They did not seemin the |east hard
pressed.

'"The two tribes would have cone into contact sooner or |later anyway,' Gibardsun said.
"One of them probably has only recently nmoved into this territory. | intend to scare this one away
so our subject-study will be left al one.'

"But we want to study their war patterns, too,' von Billmann said.

"That can cone |later.'

As he ran he was taking filns of the men ahead, the area around, and of the men trotting
al ong behind. He ran backward as swiftly as he ran forward while he filnmed those behind. By the
tinme they got across the plain, they had lost their quarry, vanished up a pass between two | ow
hills. Here were dead winter grasses with lichen on the rocks and dwarf birches and pines and sone
beds of saxifrage. A black-and-white badger waddl ed away fromthemas they ran into the pass.

G i bardsun supposed that the nen they were foll owi ng had seen them so he halted his party
after it had gone a few yards into the pass. Ahead, the hills grew taller and started to nove
closer. A brook about five feet wide followed the nmiddle of the pass downward toward the plain,
where it suddenly turned and foll owed the edge of the hills toward the west.

Gibardsun in the lead, his express rifle ready, the party noved slowy up the pass. He
expected an anbush, but they got through the pass w thout incident. They cane out onto a snal
val | ey which had been fornmed by a small river. Across the river, up near the top of the hil
opposite, was an overhang. This was walled on two sides with piles of stones, and in between were
skin tents, tiny at this distance, and a blue haze of snmoke under the projecting rock. The robbers
were fording the river, and the rearguards were waving at those under the overhang. And, no doubt,
they were shouting an al arm

By the tine the invaders reached the bottom of the valley, they could hear the shrilling
of bone whistles and flutes and the beat of skin-and-wood druns.

The four tribesnen were | ooking at each other out of the corners of their eyes and
muttering. They were glad to stop at the river when Gibardsun paused to take stock

"It's not just a matter of a territorial inperative,' von Billmann said. 'W're heavily
out nunbered. |'msurprised they've gone this far with us.'

' They know fromny signs that | have killed two bears so they nmust have sonme faith in ny
skill, even if they don't know how it was done,' Giibardsun said. 'But | wouldn't be surprised if
t hey ran anyway.'

The | edge under the overhang was alive with nmen brandi shing weapons. Qther nen, hunters
returning, were hastening up the hill to join the defense. The defense, Gibardsun thought, which
may soon becone an offense. There are only six of us. However, the robbers nust believe that one
of the invaders had killed two bears with a | oud noise. And that neant that the noi semaker was a
power ful rmagician. He woul d have control over great and nysterious forces. And it was their fear
of these forces that Gibardsun depended upon in his plan

The four natives, however, did not cross the ford. They stood on the bank and gazed
apprehensively at the display of spears and dubs on the | edge. Gibardsun turned when he was
across the river, shouted at them and made encouragi ng notions. But they would not follow

The Englishman took the small Very pistol fromhis sack, loaded it, and fired it into the
air. The explosions and colors silenced the noisy nob on the | edge. Before the flare had
parachuted to the ground, the four natives were across the river and standing by Gibardsun's
side. They | ooked pale and grim but they had evidently decided that it would not be good to
offend this wi tch doctor

The six advanced slowy up the hillside. Halfway up, they halted. The defenders were
behind a row of | arge boul ders along the rimof the | edge, undoubtedly only waiting to shove them
over once the intruders were closer.
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Gri bardsun enptied his express rifle and rel oaded with five high-explosive bullets. He
aimed at the center boulder on the | edge and fired the bullets, one after the other

The boul der was a heap of fragments.
The warriors had di sappeared.

Gri bardsun rel oaded with explosive bullets and continued clinbing. Before reaching the
| edge, however, he stopped and shot three times into the overhang just underneath its edge.
Several large pieces of rock fell off. Screanms foll owed the explosions, and warriors, wonen, and
children deserted the site. They fled in tw streans down the sides of the | edge and on down the
hillside, falling, |eaping up again, yelling, shrilling mndlessly.

"l hope they don't hurt thenselves,' Gibardsun said.

Their four natives were whooping with joy and sl apping each other on the back or the
thi ghs. Then Angrogrimstarted toward the refugees on their right. He held his spear high, shaking
it, and screami ng threats at them

Gibardsun called after him but the giant continued to run toward the refugees. The
Englishman fired into the air, and Angrogrimturned to see what he was doing. Gibardsun gestured
fiercely at himto conme back. Scow ing, the giant obeyed. Gibardsun shook his finger at himand
scolded himas if he were a child. Angrogrimlooked down at himas if he thought he was very odd.
But he did not protest, and when he saw the others continue their clinb, he followed them

At the top, they | ooked around the deserted site. Von Billmann used his novie canera.
Gi bardsun | ooked cautiously through the tents and found an old man and wonan cowering in one and
a sick five-year-old child in the other. He got the child to swallow a panacea and then ran the
di agnoser over his body and took a sanple of bl ood.

The ol d coupl e were al nost toothless, and the woman was blind. Both shook so violently
that they could not answer when Thamash spoke to them Finally, the woman replied, and Thanmash
rai sed his eyebrows, shrugged his shoulders, and turned his palnms upward. It was evident that he
did not understand the wonman's | anguage.

Von Bi |l mann made signs that Thammash should continue to elicit speech fromthe couple.
But Thammash was nore interested in loot. He and the others were busy prow ing around, inspecting
and appropriating flint and bone spearheads, atlatls, bone fishhooks, and needl es and bone and
ivory figurines.

Gri bardsun wat ched them carefully, and when he saw Gull shab enter the tent of the sick
child, he went after him He was just in tine to stop himfrom plunging his spear into the boy's
sol ar plexus. Qullshab was sonewhat resentful, but he understood that the child was not to be
harmed, and he passed the nessage along to the others.

However, Angrogrimdid not think that the restriction applied to the old couple. He picked
up a club and started toward the ol dsters' tent but stopped when Gibardsun shouted at him He
threw the club down angrily and wal ked of f.

Gri bardsun made signs that each should pick up a piece of bear and start back. It would be
dusk within half an hour. It was evident that they would have to | eave at |east half of the bear
meat behind, so several of the nen started to foul it. Gibardsun ordered themto stop, and when
they pretended they did not understand him he nmade threatening signs. Reluctantly, they turned
away and hoisted the neat they had chosen onto their shoul ders.

"I just wanted to scare the strangers away so we coul d recover sone of the neat and thus
i npress both parties,' Gibardsun said. '|I see no reason why we can't contact these people |ater
and perhaps conduct studies of them too.'

Gi bardsun hoisted a hind | eg of cave bear upon his shoulder and | ed his band back down
the hill. The refugees had halted their mad flight and the two groups were now standi ng near the
bottom of the hill and watching the strangers. The six nen proceeded slowy and carefully under
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their burdens, unhindered by the two groups. After they had crossed the river, they did hear
threateni ng shouts but these were nere bravado. None of the shouters ran after themto throw
spears.

Darkness fell swiftly. The wind died down, but the air got even colder. Alion roared
about half a mle to the west. A mammoth trunpeted shrilly. Sonething snorted deeply behind a
hi || ock.

The four natives talked to each other in | ow but happy voices and occasionally said
sonething to Gibardsun or von Billmann. They did not expect to be understood, but they just
wanted the two to know that they were not being excluded fromthe geniality.

Gi bardsun turned on his flashlight, causing the nmen to noban with awe. They dropped behi nd
for a while as if they were afraid of the Iight. But when a lion coughed about a hundred yards in
their rear, they crowded upon the Englishman's heels.

Their entrance to the canpsite was a victorious one. The Silversteins turned their
flashlights on themas they cane up the hillside, and then torches flared as the people streaned
down to shout with joy at the sight of the neat. Once on the | edge under the overhang, the four
men recounted their adventures. The others | ooked with awe at Gibardsun. G bardsun took
advantage of his increased prestige to enter the tent where Abinal |ay and give hi manot her
panacea. Abinal was sicker, and Gibardsun was not sure that the pill would do himmuch good. In
fact, he would not have been surprised if the boy were dead by norning. He hoped not. Aside from
hi s human concern, he didn't want to be blaned for the boy's death. He did not |ike the I ooks
whi ch d anug, the shaman, gave hi m when he cane out of the tent. If the boy lived, d anug woul d
try to take the credit. If the boy died, danug would put the responsibility on the stranger

The shaman had put on a headband of grouse feathers and, with a bag full of nedicine-magic
objects and a reindeer's bladder filled with pebbles tied to the end of a stick, was dancing
slowy around the tent. He chanted in a shrill voice while he danced. Amaga, the nother, stood by
the flap of the tent with a pine torch and waved it around in circles. The father, Dubhab, had
painted his forehead with a m xture of wood ash and sone dark clay, but he took no part in the
cerenpny. He sat by a hearth and ate roast bear and seened to be cracking jokes with sone of his
heart hmat es.

After a while danug, tired by the day's hunting and the trek after the stol en neat,
fl opped down by the hearth. Rachel quit taking films of the cerenony. Drummond squatted by a
hearth and chewed on a piece of bear nmeat while his black eyes noved fromside to side. He | ooked
tired and had al ready nmentioned that he would like to go home. Robert von Billmann was recording a
speech by Dubhab, who seened to be telling of the raid.

The villagers (Gibardsun was thinking of the place as a village) were occupied in having
a good tine, though some were busy with chores that could not be put off. Sonme young nothers were
suckling their babies, which were wapped up in furs. A m ddl e-aged wonman had stuffed herself with
meat and now was chewing on a piece of skin to nake it soft. An hour and a half passed, and nost
had crawled into their tents and tied down the flaps to keep out the wind. The fires in the
hearths were covered with ashes; the coals would be revivified in the norning.

Dubhab and Anmaga and the girl, Lami nak, had retired into the tent with the sick boy.
d anug danced again around the tent, chanting in a | ow voice, shaking his rattle, and occasionally
maki ng a sign at the four major points of the conpass. He folded his thunb and two mddle fingers
toget her and extended his little finger and index finger. Al four of the scientists noted the
sign; it was indeed an anci ent one.

@ anug soon tired again. But he did not enter his tent, even though his w fe had stuck her
head out fromtine to tine and | ooked at himas if she wi shed he woul d cone hone. d anug got a
huge bison fur and wapped hinself in it while he sat in front of the sick boy's tent. Hi s head
was hidden in a great fold of the fur, but one hand was out in the cold, holding the reindeer
bl adder. Evidently he was on duty all night, guarding against the spirit of sickness and death.

The scientists decided to call it a day. They started out on the cold and weary walk to
the vessel. The village was quiet; there were no guards; even G anmug was snoring in the depths of
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hi s robe.

The next norning they ate a good breakfast and rehashed the previous day's events. Rachel
and Gri bardsun fed the bear cubs and played with thema little. Rachel seemed happier than the day
before. Gibardsun wondered if it was because she was with him She sniled nuch at him |aughed at
al nrost everything he said, and reached out and put her hand on his arm or shoul der and once noved
her fingertip along his jaw. He was aware that yesterday's events had raised himeven further in
her esteem Whatever was driving the Silversteins apart was carrying her toward him He did not
believe that he was the original force that had split them But he m ght get blamed before they
settled their troubles.

He deci ded that he would have to talk seriously to her, perhaps to both of them apart or
together, and straighten themout. But he did not think that now was the tine for it. He would put
it off for a while. If he did so, then her interest in himnmight die away, or she mght find neans
to sublimate it, or she and her husband might cone to terms with their differences. He believed
much in allowing tine to effect cures.

The next job was to nove the building materials to the site chosen for their canp.
Carrying | arge packs, they hiked to the | edge, where it took themonly an hour to erect two
beehi ve- shaped bui |l dings. Since these were so light that a strong wind could carry them away, they
were encl osed around the bases with piles of stones. And sone small boul ders were placed on the
floor inside to secure themeven further. The Silversteins nmoved into one building; the Englishman
and Gernman into the other.

At noon they returned to the vessel and packed nore materials. They carried these to the
"village,' where the wonen and children and a few nmen crowded around themin wonder. The peopl e
were anazed at the spraying and hardening of the foam Only after sonme tal k anong thensel ves did
they get courage enough to approach and touch the plastic. They watched as the four piled stones
around t hese and pl aced sone heavy ones inside. Gibardsun cut out the door and replaced it with
hi nges and a | ock. This dome was to hold artifacts and records and specinens and to serve as a
tenporary honme and workshop. Gibardsun wal ked around it twelve tinmes chanting Carroll's The
Hunting of the Snark and maki ng neani ngl ess gestures. He hoped by doing this to convince the
vill agers that magi ¢ was being invoked to protect the done.

After that, he went in Abinal's tent and found the boy sitting up and eating nmeat froma
bone. The boy, who had been laughing with his sister, fell silent as Gibardsun entered. But
Lam nak spoke a few words to him and he rel axed sonewhat. Gibardsun exam ned him noticing that
the boy shrank fromthe touch of his fingers. But his sister jollied him and she even spoke to
Gri bardsun, though she knew he coul d not understand her

When the Englishman and the girl left the tent, he pointed at various people or objects
and asked Lami nak their nanes. She caught on and entered the game with enthusiasm She was a
pretty girl in spite of the dirt and the cunbersone fur she wore. Her hair was waist-|length, wavy,
and woul d, if washed, have been a rich chestnut color. Her face was broad but her nose was medi um
in size and well shaped. Her lips were full and grease-sneared, |ike those of her fellows, to
avoi d chapping. Her breasts were just beginning to swell. She had | arge dark eyes that |ooked
merry nost of the time. And she seened to |lack the fear for himthat the others had.

He liked her very much, and this liking reinforced her attitude to him She was
intelligent; she was soon putting the nanes of objects into short sentences for his benefit. O,
rather, as he discovered, incorporating theminto words, since the | anguage of the Wta' shaing
| acked sentences in the English neaning of the word. A Wta'shaing 'sentence’ was a 'word,' a
string of syllables or single phones attached to each other in a certain sequence with the object-
termas the nucl eus.

Later, Gibardsun and von Billmann were to agree that the structure of the speech of the
Bear Fol k had striking parallels to the structure of both Eskino and Shawnee. The sounds were
different, of course, and Wta' shaing had no relation to either of those two | anguages.

Von Bil Il mann, who was fluent in both Basque and Georgian, could determne no relationship
bet ween Wt a' shai ng and either of those | anguages. He admitted that his studies of a possible
rel ationship were superficial and that a deep study by many scholars m ght reveal a kinship. But
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he doubted it.

Von Billmann's field was Indo-Hittite with Celtic as his specialization. But he had been
highly trained in other fields, including Anerican Indian | anguages. No one el se was as conpetent
as he to study the middl e Magdal eni an t ongues.

Two

The days and nights went by swiftly. The sun became hotter, and the earth bl ooned. The
wonen | eft the area to dig for roots and collect nedicinal plants and edible berries. They al so
tanned the skins their nen brought in, cut theminto desired shapes, and sewed themw th ivory or
bone needl es and thin gut-thread. They spent endl ess hours chew ng hides to nake them soft. They
smoked neat in little huts on racks. They worked fromdawn to far past dusk

A baby was born to Gragmrri, a young wonman. Gri bardsun wanted to assist, or at least to
make sure that the delivery was sanitary. But the birth took place in a specially erected tent to
whi ch no nen, not even d amug, the shaman, were adnmitted. And both the baby boy and the nother did
well. Gragmirri was up and working the second day, and the men were handling the baby and
exclaiming over its fine physique. damug sprinkled sone nmilk on its head, and the bear cub |icked
the mlk off while the baby cried and @ amug | oudly chanted. By then the four were versed enough
in the | anguage to know that the baby, Shankunnap, had been initiated into the tribe. He was now a
menber of the fanmly of the Great Bear, and if he died he would go to a place where the G eat
Bear, sone sort of ancestral spirit, would provide himwith all the conforts of life.

The four scientists worked al nost as hard as the Bear People. They nade records and fil ns
and col | ected speci nens. Drummobnd and Rachel took short field trips. He studied the geology of the
area, she collected specinens of plant and aninmal |ife and of soil and made nany phot ographs.

The days were getting warm enough so that they need wear only shorts and shoes. One day,
Gibardsun started to wear native garb entirely. At this season, that consisted of a skin
| oincloth and a broad | eather belt. He even went barefooted, revealing to his fellow scientists
feet with thick calluses on the soles.

"I'f you had a beard, you could pass for a Wta'shaing,' Rachel said. She | ooked adniringly
at his powerfully nuscled yet beautifully proportioned body.

"You could play Tarzan in the trivis,' she said.
Drummond di d not | ook happy. He said, 'Were in hell did you get those call uses?

"I never wore shoes when | lived in Africa,' the Englishman said. 'You know that | spent
many years on the |Inner Kenyan Sanctuary. The natives there were barefoot; so | was barefoot too.

Gi bardsun's bl ack hair was shoul der-length after the fashion that had cone in two years
before, and he wore bangs across his forehead. He | ooked even nore savage than the savages, since
his skin was a uni form bronze but theirs was pal e except on the face and the arns. During the past
few days he had taken to throwing a spear with an atlatl at a target of wood and grass that he had
built. Though he practiced only half an hour a day, he was becoming very accurate. And he coul d
al ready throw a spear about twenty yards beyond the best cast of Angrogrim the chanpion of the
Wt a' shai ng.

Thi s acconplishnent did not |essen his attractions for Rachel

| al ways thought that the Cro-Magnons, having nmuch sturdier bones for muscle attachnents,
woul d be stronger than nodern nmen,' she said.

'These aren't the very early Cro-Magnons,' von Billnmann said. 'But even so, they are
| arge, and their constant use of their nuscles in hunting and | abor shoul d nake them very strong.
In fact, they are stronger than Drunmond or ne. Even their snallest, Dubhab, is stronger. But the
duke seems to be an exception. Indeed, if | thought such a thing possible, I'd say he is an
atavism a throwback. But he just happens to be exceptionally powerful.'

Von Bill mann sonetines referred to the Engli shman as the duke, or His Gace. The reference
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was not al together sarcastic. Von Billmann had a high regard for G bardsun which was not,
however, unnixed with envy.

The four were by the riverbank at the bottom of the valley below the village site. The
German was sitting in a folding chair and transcribing notes fromthe playback of his recorder
Drunmond was breaki ng open sonme geodes with his hammer. Rachel had been coll ecting pollen sanples,
but she had stopped to watch the spear-atlatl practice.

"John said he neant to take part in the first big hunt,' she said. 'He wants to carry only
nati ve weapons.'

"Admirable, this desire to get into the subjects' skin,' Drunmond said, |ooking up from an
egg- shaped rock. '"But | think he's carrying it too far. What if he gets killed? Wiat benefit wll
that be to science?

"I would think you'd Iike -' Rachel said and then closed her nout h.

"Like himto be killed? Drumond said in a low but fierce voice. 'Do you really believe
I"mjealous of hin? Should | be? Have you given ne any reason?

"Don't be a fool!' Rachel said. Her face was red. She turned and wal ked away a few feet
but stopped by von Billmann's chair.

"l don't know what's the matter with him' she said, half to herself, half to von
Billmann. 'He was acting a little peculiar a few weeks before we |aunched. But since then he's
gotten terrible. Do you think that there's sonething about this world, or about being cut off from
his owmn tinme, that...?

"Has Drunmond checked the excess or lack of certain ions in the atnosphere?

'He has, but | don't renmenber the results,' she said. 'It should have been the first thing
I thought of. But | haven't noticed any change in ny behavior. O yours. O John's.

"I don't know about John,' von Billnmann said. 'l've always detected a certain je-ne-sais-
quoi about John, a certain repressed - uh - what the nineteenth-century witers called ani nal
magneti sm Do you know what | nean?

"Yes,' she said, |ooking at Gibardsun as he straightened up after a throw. The hand t hat
held the long notched atlatl turned, and the nuscles | eaped out along his arm

'There's somet hing strange about him' von Billmann said. 'I've known him off and on, for
twenty years. There's sonething of the wild beast about him | don't mean that he's bestial, or
degraded. He's one of nature's gentlenen, to use another archaic phrase. But there's definitely
sonet hi ng scary deep down under that handsone hide."'

' The spear went dead center in the bull's eye,' she said. 'l don't see how anybody using
that stick can get any accuracy.'

That evening the four sat around a hearth with Dubhab's famly and watched pieces of deer
sizzle on the ends of sticks they held. They were visiting Dubhab today; tonorrow, Waz-winis
famly would be their hosts. To avoid any show of favoritism the four visited each fanmly by
turn. This rotation also enabled themto becone nore famliar with each fanmily. And, since each
had his own pet interests, the visitors could get a broader view of Magdal eni an soci ety. Dubhab
for instance, a short, very hairy man with bright blue eyes and thin |lips, was a born trader
Rat her, he was a born confidence nman, since he was always trying to get sonething for nothing or
at least, for very little.

Dubhab al so liked to listen to himself talk and so he would |aunch into a | ecture on
al nost any subject if he thought he had an audi ence. The four picked up nuch information - and a
| ot of superstitions and m sinformation - about many things. But even the folk tales and the wong
data were information. They were part of the picture of what the Wta' shai ng believed.

Amaga was about Dubhab's age, sonewhere between thirty-two and thirty-eight. She |acked
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five front teeth and a nunber of back teeth. Smallpox had scarred her face, as it had of half the
tribe. Her naked beasts were huge and pendul ous, though she informed themthat they had been high
and firmwhen she was a young worman. She had narried Dubhab because he seened to be on his way to
the chieftainship. And he had been a very good provider. But later, he tal ked nore than he acted,
and he was always trying to get the better of others in a bargain. So he had becone just another
medi ocre hunter, and he tal ked nmore than any wonman, and she had, in effect, thrown herself away on
hi m

She did not say all this in front of Dubhab, of course, because he woul d have beaten her
i f she had deneaned his nmanhood in public. But, inside the walls of her tent, Amaga told hi mwhat
she told the strangers.

Abinal, the son, was a 'norrmal' boy. He wanted to be a mighty hunter, and perhaps a chief,
and he played at these fantasies when he wasn't working. H's work consisted of |earning to hunt,
whi ch was no work at all for him and how to pick berries and other plants in the sumrer. He
shuttl ed back and forth between learning a man's work and a wonan's work. When he cane of age - at
twel ve or thereabouts - he would go through the rites of passage and no | onger help the wonen.

Lanmi nak's rites woul d be conducted by the wonen in the sunmer in sonme place hidden from
men's eyes. In the neantine, she was becoming a woman without getting official approval. She
wor shi pped John Gri bardsun and frequently nade a nui sance of herself by hangi ng around when he
wanted private talks with others. But he did not get angry.

Toni ght, Dubhab was trying to get Gibardsun to pronise himthe horn of a rhinoceros or
the tusks of a manmoth. Tonorrow, the Wta' shaing were going on a big hunt, and the four strangers
- the Sha'shing - were going along. Dubhab was certain that Gibardsun would kill some of the big
ganme with his |loud noise stick, and he wanted a gift. The horn of a rhinoceros, set before the
tent of a warrior, ensured that that nman woul d have strength and courage and prosperity. The tusk
of a manmoth was al so val uabl e for several reasons

John Gribardsun politely refused several tines, saying that whoever deserved the horns or
tusks, according to the custons of the Wta'shaing, would get them Dubhab argued that it was a
certainty that Gibardsun would kill many with the stick. Wiy couldn't he see his way clear to
gi ving Dubhab at |east one?

Finally Gibardsun, irked, said that he did not want to hear any nore about it. For one
thing, he did not plan to use his thunder stick. Von Billmann would be carrying it, but he would
use it only if he had to. He, Gibardsun, would be with the hunters and using the same weapons
t hey used.

Dubhab swal | owed hi s di sappoi ntnent and managed to snmile at the Englishnman. Gibardsun -
or Koorik, as he was called, neaning Thunder Death - would be a mighty hunter even with ordinary
weapons. He would surely slay a dozen great beasts with his spear alone. Wiy couldn't he...?

Gri bardsun disliked cutting the nan off because of his fondness for Lam nak. But he stood
up, bade them good night, and wal ked off. The others were caught by surprise, but they foll owed
him He went to the fire around which sat Tham mash, the chief, Wazwim the singer, danug, the
shaman, and Angrogrim the strong man. It was the customthat everyone say good night to the chi ef
before retiring, and Gibardsun tried to live within the custons as well as he coul d.

The nen had been squatting by the big hearths. Over this pile of stones the head nen of
the Wbt a' shai ng gat hered each evening. As the four approached the hearth, the head nen stood up
d amug got up last, not because of any reluctance to honor them but because of his rheumatism
Though he m ght have resented the presence of m ghtier magicians, he did not seemto do so. He had
already hinted that if they had anything to alleviate rheumati sm he would be nost grateful. H s
danci ng was beconing steadily nore painful. Gibardsun had said that he would see what he could
do. He was studying his medical books in the |ate evenings, seeking a cure for G anug's ail nment.
Rheunmati sm was unknown in nodern days though not when he was a young man. But he had paid it no
attention then, and when he becane an MD. fairly late in life, he had never had reason to |learn
much about it.

The party had been inocul ated agai nst every di sease supposed to be ranmpant in the
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Pl ei stocene, but since they were genetically invulnerable to rheurmati sm they had taken no shots
nor brought al ong any books about the di sease. This was one of the curious om ssions that the
expedition ran across every now and then. It was well known, froma study of the bones of mddle
Magdal eni an man, that rheunati smand kindred arthritic di seases were commobn. But, sonehow, these
had been overl ooked.

Actually, the planners could not be blamed. It was not part of the expedition' s purpose to
cure the people they found. Their primary mssion was to study. Any good they could scatter al ong
the way would be up to their individual decisions.

The head nen said good night in turn, the chief speaking first. The four set off through
the darkness, their lights probing ahead. Near their canmp, they heard squeals and then a chilling
| augh. They hurried and were in tinme to see several huge hyenas slink off. They had been trying to
get into the done in which the two pet bears were kept.

When the expedition had first cone, the hyenas had seened fairly common. But when war mer
weat her cane, the Wta' shai ng had hunted down all the |large predators in the neighborhood,
i ncludi ng the hyenas. These big brutes were dangerous, since they often hunted in packs, were not
at all cowardly, and had jaws stronger than a cave lion's. But many of themdied, and in a short
time they ventured out only at night in this area. But the fewleft did venture quite close to the
two human habitations.

Gi bardsun checked to make sure that the bears were unharnmed and that their food and water
supply was full. Then he went into his own dome with von Billmann after saying good night to the
Silversteins. He fell asleep quickly but was awakened at three o' clock by his alarm He shook the
German awake, and they ate breakfast. Von Billmann dressed in hiking clothes with boots, but
Gi bardsun put on the skin loincloth and threw a fur cloak over his shoul ders. They went outside,
where the Silversteins were just |eaving their hone. They set out for the overhang, drinking
coffee fromtheir thernos and saying little.

At the village, they found a bonfire going, before which the hunters, adults, and
juveniles sat. The wonen and children sat about twenty yards away and nade no noi se during the
cerenony that followed.

The strangers, except for Rachel, sat down at the right end of the hunters. Though she was
not forbidden to take part in the hunt, she was not allowed to participate in the cerenony. She
sat with the wonen.

As the dawn turned the world blue and green, d anug cane out fromhis tent. He was naked
except for a reindeer loin covering, a rhinoceros skull over his head, and a cloak of bear fur
H s body was painted with ocher, green, brown, black, and yellow synbols. One of these was a
swastika with its arms to the right, the good-luck gamuadi on. This was the first tinme any of the
four had seen this, though there were a variety of other types of crosses painted on the skins of
the tents.

Rachel filmed d anug; Gibardsun made a nental note to conment in the vessel's log on the
earliest recorded appearance of the ancient and once honorabl e synbol

d anug held in one hand a rhinoceros tail and in the other two small painted figurines of
a rhinoceros and a manmoth. These were made of ground bone dust m xed with ocher and bear fat and
baked in a srmall stone oven.

d anug danced before the hunters, shaking the rhino tail and occasionally flicking the
hunters in the face with its tip. He chanted a song which the Silversteins understood not at al
and which the other two conprehended only partially. After a while the two nen perceived that the
chant was a linguistic fossil, preserved froman earlier stage of the |anguage. It was as if a
nmodern Engli shman were to sing a song in Mddle English to an audi ence which did not know what
hal f of the words nmeant. Gribardsun | ooked at von Bill mann, who was grinning with delight at this
treasure trove of speech.

At the end of the cerenpbny, d anug cast each of the figurines into the flame after
reciting a short but savage prayer over each figure. As the rhino and mammoth figurines were
thrown into the fire, the hunters bell owed or nade a trunpeting sound.
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| mredi ately thereafter, G anmug ran to the tenporary tents at one corner of the | edge and
got his weapons. All of the hunters had slept there last night, jamred agai nst each other, keeping
each other warmw th their body heat. The night before a hunt for any of the |arge and dangerous
beasts, the hunters slept away fromall wonen. Nor were they to be touched by the wonmen until they
returned fromthe hunt and went through a cerenbny to propitiate the ghosts of the slain beasts.
The wonen went through a separate cleansing cerenony before they received their mates in their
tents.

The nman who | ed the hunters to the plains was not the chief nor the shaman nor the
greatest hunter, Shivkaet. He was a youth, Thrink, who had gone through the rites of passage only
two years before. Last night he had dreanmed that he had encountered a famly of rhinos in a narrow
val | ey debouching onto the plain. And in the dream he had skin the male. For this reason he was
given the lead, and the hunters sang about his prowess-to-be as they marched al ong.

When they reached the edge of the plain, they fell silent. They forned into three
crescents with the greatest hunters in the first. Gibardsun was put on the right-hand tip of the
first crescent. Von Bill mann stayed to one side of the group, shooting film He carried the
express rifle. Drunmond Silverstein was with the Gernman, though he had originally said that he had
too much work to do to acconpany them But he had changed his nind

Fleetingly, Gibardsun wondered if Silverstein was hoping that his rival (as he
undoubt edly thought of him would get killed. He was the only one who had not protested when
G i bardsun said he was going to hunt with only native arnmns.

Silverstein, however, could not win. If Gibardsun was killed or hurt, then Silverstein's
guilt would punish him If Gibardsun performed well, then Rachel would regard hi meven nore
highly, and Silverstein would dislike himeven nore.

The yout h, Thrink, went straight to the pass giving onto the narrow valley he had seen in
his dream O course, he nust have seen it in reality nore than once. Though the valley was six
mles away fromthe village, it was within the territory ranged by the Wta' shaing. The tri besnen
had not conme here recently, however, for fear of encountering the other people who had noved in
The Wbt a' shaing called these the Wtagrub, the Bear Robbers.

The contacts of the two people had been few and brief after the invasion of the Wtagrub's
vill age. The Wt agrub fled whenever they met Wta' shai ng, even though the latter were outnunbered.
Once, however, a lone youth - Thrink, in fact - had al nost been hit by a heavy boomerang. The
weapon had conme sailing froma pile of boulders on the side of a hill. Thrink had foolishly tried
to locate his assailant, but the man was gone.

The head nen had urged Gibardsun to cl ean out the Wtagrub, saying that there was not
enough gane in the area to support their own people for long, let alone an additional tribe.
Mor eover, the Whtagrub had not been punished enough for their theft.

Gi bardsun had refused. He had nothi ng against the so-called Wtagrub, who had done only
what their enem es would have done in their place. Mreover, though he did not tell the
Wit a' shai ng so, he intended to study the Wtagrub. And he certainly could not get friendly with
themif he deci mated them

The hunters stopped when Thanmash rai sed his hand with a spear held straight up init. He
nodded at Thrink, who had al so stopped. The youth shook his spear at them smiled, and trotted off
into the pass. He was a tall fellowwth [ight browm hair and a scraggly beard. He had not yet
attained his full growh. He was noted for his swift running and his high spirits, alternating
with fits of deep depression. His father was Kaengron, the best worker in stone and wood weapons
in the tribe. But Thrink and his father quarrel ed often

The nucl eus of the best hunters, with Kaengron, who was supposed to stay close to his son
and Gibardsun, trotted after Thrinmk a mnute later. Von Billmann clinbed the side of the hill on
one side of the gap, and Silverstein clinbed the other side to take pictures.

A narrow stream wandered out of the nouth of the valley. Along its sides were unusually
heavy growths of vegetation, though none were over six feet high. Gibardsun saw the vegetation
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nmovi ng. COccasionally Thrink's head woul d appear. Then he saw the brown tip of a horn plow ng
through the little trees. He repressed a shout. A nonment |ater he heard the sudden thuddi ng of
heavy feet and the thrashing of little trees bending and breaki ng under the onslaught of a huge
body.

Thrink should have gone in far nore cautiously, and he should have tried to lure the
behemobt hs out into the open. But he must have been overconfident because of his dream And he al so
probably wanted to inpress the tribesmen with his bravery. \Watever his reasons, he had nade a
fatal m stake.

Thrink yelled, there was a very loud thud, and the youth's body went sailing through the
air while a tall horn followed it and then the shorter horn appeared and then the head of the
rhinoceros as the beast conpleted the upward toss.

Bot h beast and man di sappeared, but the vegetation waved and shook as the beast turned and
char ged agai n.

The hunters were setting up loud cries by now They ran up to the edge of the vegetation
and poked their spears into it and shouted. Gibardsun | ooked up at von Billnann. Gibardsun was
not wearing the tiny comunication set today. Now he regretted not having pernmitted hinself any
product of civilization.

The Gernman, however, saw him and waved at him Then he gestured into the valley and held
up seven fingers. Seven rhinos.

Presently the vegetation thrashed and bent and cracked again, and a great woolly
rhinoceros burst out. He was |arger than any the group had yet seen, and his hide was covered with
browni sh, tightly coiled hair Iike rather sparse sheep's wool.

He stopped after he broke the greenery, snuffed, and then trotted back and forth, his head
lifted high.

A fenmal e and her baby broke out of the woods and then another nale and femal e and a baby
and a hal f-grown fenal e

The first beast had bl ood upon his horn and on his hoofs.

Kaemgron yelled and ran forward and then cast his spear. It struck the huge nmale on the
shoul der, and the tip of reindeer antler penetrated about two inches. The atlatl had given the
spear consi derabl e force.

At that the rhino, which had not been able to nmake up its mnd which way to charge, or
i ndeed, to charge at all, started out for Kaengron. The earth shook as its heavy | egs pounded, and
its head was slung | ow.

Kaengron turned and ran. Angrogrimthrew his spear, and the m ssile penetrated perhaps
three inches into the right rear flank just forward of the upper part of the leg. But the rhino
did not even seem aware of the wound.

QO her spears nissed or, striking, bounced off harnm essly.
The nen scattered.

The rhino did not allowitself to be distracted by all the yelling and running figures. It
headed straight for Kaengron and was going to catch up with himw thin the next twenty or so
yar ds.

The second nal e al so char ged.

Gibardsun ran in with a spear he had snatched froma man in flight, and ramred it into
the eye of the beast as it passed himby at three feet.

The spear was torn out of his grasp, and he was whirled around violently and thrown to the
ground.
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Von Billmann's express rifle boonmed, and the second rhino stunbled, recovered, and charged
agai n, though not as vigorously. Its goal was Gibardsun, who was just getting to his feet.

The express booned twi ce, the rhino collapsed, its legs folding under it. Blood ran out of
three wounds on its left side and out of its nouth.

The first behenpth was al so dead. Gri bardsun's spear had driven into its brain.

The remai ni ng beasts had turned uncertainly and noved back into the brake. Von Bill mann
signal ed that they were now noving rapidly up the valley. Gibardsun picked up one of the spears
that had ricocheted off the beast and went into the brake. It did not take long to find what
remai ned of the unfortunate Thrink.

Kaengron pushed past Gibardsun and then wailed |oudly. He went around the corpse three
ti mes wi ddershins, dragging his speartip in the earth, and then he returned to the body of the
rhino that had killed Thrink. There he beat the animal over the head with the butt of his spear
wai | ing and weeping all the time. Then he wal ked three tines counterw ddershins around the beast
and cut off its tail with his flint knife. He gave the tail to Gibardsun, who stuck it in his
belt. Gibardsun recovered his spear, noting that the reindeer antler tip was |oose.

Kaemgron returned to his son's body to nourn. Those who followed himal so began wailing.
But those who stayed to cut up the two carcasses were jubilant. They | aughed and sneared bl ood
over their foreheads and lips and dipped their index fingers in the bl ood and spotted Gi bardsun's
forehead with the blood. After von Billmnn came down off the hillside, he was daubed with bl ood,
t 0o.

' That was very good shooting, Robert,' Gibardsun said.

Tve practiced enough in the preserve,' von Billmann said. But you, you were nagnificent!
Ri ght through the eye, and you had to crouch and drive it upward, the rhino's head was so low |If
it had turned on you...'

"But it didn't,' the Englishrman said. 'He had his heart set on Kaengron. Though it is true
that the beasts are very unpredictable and he night have turned.'

He did not seemto want to talk about his feat. But he |ooked as if he were bursting with
happi ness.

Drummond joined them He said, 'I got sonme fine shots, but the people back hone aren't
going to believe them'

Thammash approached Gibardsun. 'W have plenty of neat for a week or so,' he said. 'And
the mourning for Thrinmk nust start soon. But the day is far frombeing over, and it would be well
if we pushed on and killed nore. What do you think?

Though he had been treated with great politeness and respect fromthe begi nning,
G i bardsun had not before been asked to deci de any course of action. Apparently his spectacul ar
feat had made hi mthe equal, or perhaps even the superior, of the chief. He was now one of them -
in some respects anyway.

Von Bill mann had been daubed with the rhino blood, and he was treated with great respect
too. But the tribesnmen seened to believe that he was secondary to the Englishman, Perhaps they
t hought this because Gribardsun, being the first one to use the rifle, was considered to be the
owner. And he had | oaned his thunder stick while he killed the rhino with unnagi cal weapons to
show that he could use them as no one el se coul d.

Gri bardsun consi dered and then said, 'W should push on, | believe. Wiy waste the day?

The body of Thrink was w apped in a great bearskin and six nen were del egated to watch the
body and to cut up the two behenoths. Leaving these behind weakened the party, but the hyenas,
wol ves, lions, and bears had to be kept away.
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The party set out again toward the edge of the plain where a herd of manmot hs was eati ng.
The great beasts did not pay themany attention until the hunters were within fifty yards. They
were downwi nd, and the mammot hs, |ike the el ephants of Gibardsun's tinme, were weak-eyed. But when
they detected the mass of hunmans, they began noving away. Several big bulls, however, threatened
themw th short charges and nuch trunpeting and tearing up of small trees.

The very long and fantastically curved tusks, the huge hunp of fat on top of the head, the
| ong reddi sh-brown hairs, and the sheer size of the beasts was very inpressive.

The nen spread out in a deep crescent formation. Wiile the center held the attention of
the bulls, the horns advanced very slowy.

One of the bulls broke and ran toward the herd. The other two kept up their bluffing
charges until the center had gotten within fifty feet and the horns of the crescent were past
them Then the biggest bull charged.

The plan was for the center to turn and flee, drawing the beast after it. The horns would
close in and try to hanstring or spear the beast.

The center was not imtating panic. Its nenbers were scared, and rightly so. The beast was
over eleven feet high at the shoul der, wei ghed possibly four tons, and was running faster than any
nman.

Only Gribardsun did not run. He waited with his spear butt resting against the notch of
the atlatl. Wen the beast was a shrilling gray and reddi sh-brown wall with great curving ivory
tusks and uplifted trunk and big outspread ears and little red eyes, only thirty feet away, he
sped to one side.

The mamoth started to turn toward him but it wasn't fast enough. Gibardsun cast the
spear fromthe atlatl, and half its length di sappeared into the beast's left front |eg.

The ani mal went down with a crash that nust have broken sonme of its bones. Trunpeting
agoni zedly, it struggled to get back onto its feet.

The hunters ran in and lunged, driving their flint or reindeer-antler-tipped spearheads
into the stonmach or under the tail

But they ran away then, because the second bull had decided to charge too. It shook the
earth, and it screamed through its uplifted proboscis.

Gri bardsun's spear had been snapped of f when the beast fell on it. He had only a stone
axe, which he took fromhis belt and threw. But, it might as well have been nade of feathers. It
rotated through the air and its head struck the animal in the open nmouth. It bounced out, and now
the manmoth was concentrating on him

He turned and ran. As he did so, he |ooked for von Billmann, who had been on the left with
the rifle. He could see nothing of himand had no time to specul ate where he was.

Though Gri bardsun was very fast, he was not as swift as the mammoth. Its long | egs covered
the ground faster than his could, and suddenly the trunpeting and thundering of the hoofs was
cl ose behind him Wth a yell he |leaped to one side, and the mamoth reared up and whirled around
with an unbelievable, and terrifying, sw ftness.

Gribardsun ran forward and through the front legs of the startled creature and then threw
hinmsel f to one side.

The mamot h whirled around him stopped, and reversed its horizontal rotation on seeing
the man rolling away.

Angrogrim vyelling, ran in past Gibardsun and hurled his spear into the open nouth of the
beast. Its point disappeared into the pinkish flesh

Gi bardsun | eaped up and ran off with the mammot h agai n pursuing him Shivkaet |aunched a
spear fromhis atlatl not ten feet fromthe beast, and the shaft drove at least a foot into its
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si de.

The mammot h, however, would not be turned aside. It had its heart set on tranpling
Gri bar dsun.

The Englishman | ooked to his right. The tribesnmen were running toward themwith the
intention of hurling their spears at the beast. Beyond, Drummond was | ooki ng through the canera's
viewfinder. He was carrying a 32-caliber rifle with explosive bullets, but he seenmed intent only
on getting good pictures.

The yelling hunters swarmed in and the spears flew. One scraped Gibardsun's shoul der and
anot her plunged into the ground and he had to | eap over it.

But a series of thuds told himthat many had plunged into the mammoth. He | ooked behi nd
him the beast had sl owed down. Half a dozen shafts were sticking out fromits sides, and one had
entered a fewinches into its right front leg and laned it.

Then the express rifle booned out three tines, and the beast, gouting bl ood from great
holes in its side, fell over. The inpact nade the earth quiver under Gibardsun's naked feet.

Drummond, his rifle still suspended on a strap over his shoul der, wal ked up and circled
the beast, his canera taking in all the details.

Von Bi |l mann, | ooked distressed, ran up to the Engli shnan.

"I"'msorry | didn't shoot sooner,' he said. 'But | caught my heel on a rock and fell on ny
head. | was stunned for a mnute or so.'

He brushed the back of his head and showed Gibardsun the blood still welling fromthe
cut.

Silverstein did not comment. The Englishman said, '|I realize the necessity of taking
films. But didn't you understand that | was in bad trouble?

Silverstein flushed and said, "No, | didn't. By the tine |I realized that von Bill mann
shoul d be shooting, it was too late. And then things happened so fast that | froze. But Robert did
shoot then, and everything seenmed all right.'

"In the future, the caneraman will have to be a backup for the riflenman,' Gibardsun said
"An alert backup.' He turned away. There was nothing nore to say. Silverstein was an intelligent
man and woul d realize what Gibardsun could have said. Gibardsun was not sure that Silverstein
had frozen because of panic. He m ght have been hopi ng, consciously or unconsciously, that the
manmot h woul d tranpl e Gi bardsun

The Englishman waved away the tribesnen who wanted to smear his forehead with the
mamot h's bl ood. He sterilized the cut on the German's head and sprayed it w th pseudoskin. Then
he accepted the mammoth's tail and pernmitted the daubing.

The rest of the day was heavy work. The beasts were cut up into pieces small enough to
haul . The entire tribe, except for the sick and the very old, of whomthere were few, helped to
carry the neat in.

Wil e the work was going on, the vultures, ravens, wolves, and hyenas gathered around.
Presently two cave |ions appeared, scattered a pack of hyenas, and occupied their spot. They sat
wat chi ng, occasionally roaring but not offering to approach closer. And then the hyenas suddenly
attacked the |ions.

Gri bardsun shouted at Drunmmond to take pictures. This was too good to miss. There was
not hi ng cowardly about these great beasts, and their teamwrk was worthy of wolves. One woul d dash
in and snap at a lion, and when the lion whirled and | eaped, another would run in behind himand
bite. Every tinme a |lion bounded after a fleeing hyena, he had to quit chasing it because of
pai nful bites on his tail or rear |egs.
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But a hyena was caught and killed by one of the lions as it tornented the other. Before it
di ed, the hyena bit down once and the i mensely powerful jaws broke the lioness's right front |eg.
The lioness closed her jaws on the hyena's hindquarters and scooped out its entrails with a huge
paw. But she was crippled thereafter, and her mate, a giant possibly a third larger than the
African lions of Giibardsun's tinme, was hard put to it to defend her. He was of a beautiful golden
color that rem nded Gibardsun of a pet he had once had in Kenya. He | acked the mane of the
African lion, however.

The peopl e had stopped worki ng on the nmanmot hs when the uproar of the battle broke out.
Thammash spoke to Gri bardsun

' Those lions nay be the ones that killed Skring last year. It would be good if we made
sure that the male is dead, too, and so revenge Skring. And also nake |life a bit safer for us.'

"I think the hyenas will do your work for you,' Gibardsun

The lion had just wheeled on a tormentor, and as he did so, the two who had been dancing
just a fewfeet fromhim ran in and seized a |l eg. They gave one bite and spun and raced away. The
lion turned again, but he fell on his side. Though he got up imediately, it was evident that he
was hanstrung in one leg. 'After the lion is dead, kill the hyenas,' Thanmash said. 'W have | ost
nore people, especially children, to the hyenas than to the lions.'

"When | was a young man, | hated hyenas,' Gibardsun said. 'They seened to me to be only
cowardly stinking carrion eaters. But | came to know them better and to end up by admiring them
They are not cowardly, just intelligently cautious. They hunt quite often and bring down gane. And
they have affection for their cubs and can, if caught young and rai sed properly, be very
intelligent and affectionate pets.'

The idea of raising any aninmal as a pet - except for the bear cubs - boggl ed Thamrash. But
that anybody could admire hyenas al nost staggered him

The tormenting attacks |asted for about five mnutes nore. Then the Iion was bow ed over
and he and about six hyenas becanme a rolling, roaring, cachinnating, yelping ness. Two hyenas were
killed and one was severely wounded. But the lion was dead, his w ndpi pe crushed between a nale's
j aws.

The |ioness was next, and she ripped the side off a hyena before she died. The survivors
began eating at once, and the wolves and birds noved in closer, waiting for their chance. Thammash
ordered sone of his nen to follow himin an effort to drive off the hyenas. He wanted the two
heads and the tails. The rest the hyenas coul d have, since there was already so much neat
harvested. The hyenas retreated reluctantly but did not attack. The heads and tails were hacked
of f and brought back triunphantly.

"This has been a great day!' Thanmash cried. 'You have brought us nmuch good fortune,
Koori k!

Thamash did not think the fortune was so good when the people noved on to the site of the
dead rhinoceros. He and the three strangers and half of his tribe were noving across the plain to
t he rhinoceroses when they saw three nen racing toward them Thammash ran out to nmeet them
Gibardsun followed. He was in tinme to hear Shinkoobt, a man of about forty, gasp out the end of
his story.

Wil e the six Wta' shaing were cutting up one of the rhinos, they were attacked by
fourteen Wbt agrub. These sprang out fromthe heavy growh, yelling and throw ng spears and
boomerangs. Treekram had fallen with a spear sticking out of his thigh. The remaining five had
thrown their spears wi thout effect. The invaders had then thrown a second volley, and Lrang' bud
had been hit in the neck with a heavy boonerang. The Wt agrub had been charged, and the four had
turned and fled. But another boomerang struck Kwakang on a |l eg and he fell down. Before he could
get up, he was speared.

The news was a great shock. The loss of the neat was not so nmuch, since they had two
manmot hs at the other site. But the |l oss of four nen in one day was a terrible blowto the
Wt a' shai ng.
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The wonen, on hearing the news, started to wail. Thammsh told themto keep quiet and get
back to their work. He detail ed Angrogri mand Shivkaet to follow himand set off. Gibardsun and
von Billmann went with him Silverstein stayed behind to guard.

G i bardsun had wondered for only a few seconds why the chief took only two nen with him
agai nst the invaders. But then he saw that Thanmash expected Gi bardsun and von Billmann to use
their nagi cal weapons agai nst the Whtagrub. The Englishman was now carrying the express rifle.

On seeing themat a distance of half a mile, however, the Wtagrub ran off; but not without taking
those parts of the rhinoceros which the Wta'shaing had al ready cut off.

Al'l of the bodies, including Thrink's, had been nutilated and the heads renpved. Von
Bi I I mann took some filns of these and then vonited.

Thamuash stood silent for a long tinme. Then he spoke to Gi bardsun
"Shouldn't we go after themand kill thenf

Gibardsun did not reply at once. The deaths of the nen had affected him since he was
comi ng to know them as individuals and even beconing fond of several. Mreover, if the killings
wer e unpuni shed, the Wdtagrub would try again. And if the tribe lost many nore nmen, it would be in
a critical situation. '

However, he did not like to take on the powers of a god. He would have liked to stand to
one side and study the relationships of the two tribes. Let themwork out their own histories; if
one perished, then that was too bad. But that was al so the way things were. And he al so hoped to
be able to nake friends with the Wtagrub and study them He could not do so if he killed their
nen.

"Once you're involved, you have to take a stand,' he told von Billmann in English. "If we
take the lives of their enemes, we'll become one of the Wta'shaing. Literally, because |I'm sure
they'll adopt us. That is, if they have the custom of adoption.'

He asked Thammash if the tribe ever nmade aliens nmenbers of their people.
Thanmmash said, '| have never heard of such a thing.'

Evidently these people were not as advanced as, say, the North American Indian of pre-
Col unbi an ti nes.

"If you capture a baby,' Gibardsun said, 'what do you do with hinP Kill hinf

Thammash's face brightened. He said, 'No, of course not, if he is healthy. W raise himto
be a warrior and a hunter. But that is different. A baby is not an enemnmy. Nor even a Wta' shaing.'

A Wt a' shai ng was a human being. A non-Wta' shai ng was not fully hunan.
'He beconmes a Wt a' shai ng when he goes through the initiation of nanhood,' Thammash sai d.

Gri bardsun knew that he could not turn down the request for help. The relationship between
the explorers and the tribe would never be the sane again. And there was the strong urging of his
own feelings to consider. He was outraged, and even touched by grief, at the death and the
mutilation of his tribesnen.

H s tribesmen! he thought.
He said, 'Very well. W'll trail them'
And we'll see what happens then, he thought.

The four - Gibardsun, Thanmash, von Billmann, and Shivkaet - set out. They avoi ded anbush
in the heavy growth by clinmbing above it on the hillside. Gibardsun thought it unlikely that the
Wit agrub woul d dare to try an anbush, but there was no sense taking chances. They trotted al ong
swiftly but |ooked for tracks or other signs of the pursued. They found a few that |ed toward the
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over hang under which the Witagrub lived. Rather, it was the overhang under which they had |ived.
When they cautiously approached the site, they found the tents gone and cold ashes in the hearths.

' They nmust have noved sone tine ago,' G ibardsun said.

They cast about on all sides, including the hill above the overhang. But the frequent
spring rains tended to wash out footprints and to carry off bits of fur caught on plants or
dr opped obj ects.

"Gve nme the 32 and its anmp,' Gibardsun said to von Billmann. 'I'm going after those
fellows, and | don't want to be held back by slow runners."

Von Billmann did as he was requested w thout protest. Gibardsun told the two tribesnen
what he planned to do. They protested that they wanted to be in on the death. The Engli shman
refused to allow themto go with him

" Your people need you,' he said. 'Now. Every hand avail abl e should be carrying the neat
and the tusks of the beasts.'

"You are a very strong man,' Thamash said. 'You could carry much neat.'

Gribardsun smiled and said, 'True. But it is nmore inportant that | convince the Wtagrub
that they should | eave us al one.'

Von Billmann said, 'I can see the necessity of ensuring that our subjects are protected so
we can study them But you shouldn't go al one.’

"But | am' Gibardsun said. He ran off down the hillside and was soon lost to sight as he
made his way back up the hill to the top

The two tribesmen poked around the canp for anything of value the eneny mght have |eft
behi nd. And then the three departed.

Thr ee

Rachel Silverstein was very disturbed by the account of the hunt, Gibardsun's narrow
escape, and the killings and nutilations. But she was nbst upset by the report of his |one
expedi tion.

"Wy did you | et himgo?

Von Billmann shrugged and said, 'I'mnot strong enough to force himto return. Besides, he
is the | eader.

"But he's out alone in that savage w | derness! Anything could happen to him W m ght
never see himagain, not even know what happened!

"That's true,' von Billmann said. 'And he knows it. But |I'mnot worried. Not much, anyway.
He can take care of hinself. |If anybody can, he can. Wuld you like to see the films of the hunt?
You'll see what | nean then.'

Drummond Silverstein said, 'Rachel, if | had gone, would you be as concerned?

Von Bi |l |l mann, enbarrassed, wal ked away. He | ooked back a nonent |ater and saw them face to
face, their skins flushed and their nouths withing.

The last of the carcasses was brought in after dusk. Everybody except the babies went to
bed very late that night. They cooked a great quantity of the nmeat and ate with good appetite,
despite the wails and tears of the nmourning wonen and children. Some of these ate greedily between
fits of grief. And racks of wood were prepared and neat placed over themto be snoked. The neat
was scraped off the rhino skulls, which were then broken open so that the brains could be cut out.
The skulls were later placed in holes in the ground and filled with water. Heated stones were
dropped in, and the pieces of nmeat left on the skulls were boiled free to make soup. Rachel tal ked
to some of the widows. Their I ot was not to be a happy one, not that it had been envi abl e when
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their mates were still alive. They woul d becone the secondary wi ves of the nost inportant men in
the community, if they were still of chil dbearing age. They woul d be under the authority of the
first wives. They and their children would al ways get what was left over in the way of food or
attention. This would be nore than enough when tinmes were good. The tribe did not want w dows and
orphans to suffer needlessly. But when neat was scarce, the first wives and their children would
get first choice

On the other hand, the high death rate anong fenml es of chil dbearing age gave the
secondary wives a chance to becone first. Life was hard and insecure for everybody.

Four days went by. The three fretted. Rachel and Drunmmond hardly spoke to each other unti
the norning of the fourth. Then they becane civil and ki ssed each other good norning. Apparently
they had had some form of reconciliation that night, though probably not until after sone verba
vi ol ence.

Von Bil Il mann said, 'Too nuch time has gone by. |I'mgoing out to | ook for himtonorrow.
Wul d you two want to cone al ong?'

"Of course we will,' Rachel said.

'He shoul d have taken along a radio,' Drumond said. 'H s idea of going native was stupid.
He coul d at |east have taken a radio and we'd know where he was and if he was all right.'

"It was stupid of us not to think of it,' von Billmann said. 'But | was too excited, and
he just doesn't think about such things as keepi ng people infornmed of his whereabouts. He's a
strange man, no doubt of that. There's sonething very peculiar about his being picked to go on
this expedition, you know. Al npst sinister, though | hate to say that about Gribardsun.

"I would think so!'" Rachel said. She nade no attenpt to hide her anger. 'How can you say
anyt hi ng bad about hin? What's he done? Let's hear it!’

" Your enotions are showing,' Drunmond said in a dull voice.

"Way shouldn't they?' she said. 'Isn't it natural for ne to get upset if any one of us
should be missing? Isn't it right?

"I"'msorry | said anything,' he replied.

"What did you nean, alnobst sinister?" Rachel said to von Billmann. 'And why is there
anyt hi ng strange about his being chosen? He's certainly qualified, isn't he?

"I don't think there's any doubt about that now,' von Bill mann said. 'But when the
expedition was first proposed, de Longnors was the outstanding candidate as the | eader. He was a
brilliant nedical doctor, both as diagnostician and researcher. He also had witten nany
out standi ng - sone of them classic - works on physical anthropol ogy, and he had done brilliant
work as an archeol ogi st and botanist. He was just the type of man needed, one who could carry out
superb research in a nunber of fields.

'l had heard that he was considered,' Drumond said. 'But | thought that he was finally
rej ected because he was too hard to get along with.'

'"That did go against him but nobody else had his brilliance. John Gibardsun was one of
the other candi dates considered. He had the same versatile background as de Longnors but he had
not been famous in any of them He had published very little, and his nmedical practice was Iimted
to taking care of the natives on the Inner Kenyan Sanctuary, where he lived so many years. But
then the nane of Gibardsun was heard nore and nore often in the news nmedia and the guests shows.
And he appeared on various guest panels, you know, and charmed his audi ence.’

"Hypnoti zed them you nean,' Drummond said.

"In a way perhaps; he does have sonme curiously nmagnetic quality,' von Billmnn said.
" Anyway,' he went on, 'we people interested in the project, in the know about the scene behind the
curtains, you mght say, soon found out that he was being considered as de Longnors' backup. There
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were other nmen even nore qualified who had been bypassed.'
' How do you know they were nore qualified? Rachel said.

' The project executives thought so,' von Billmann said. 'At first, anyway. | was told that
the test ratings indicated Gibardsun was about sixth on the list. But, suddenly, he was second.
There was a good deal of talk about that. Some peopl e thought Gibardsun nust have found out
sonet hi ng about sone of the top executives, or some of the politicians connected with the project,
and was bl ackmailing them'

"That's a terrible thing to say!' Rachel said. 'How could anybody believe it?

" You know how people are,' von Billnmann said. 'You'll have to adnit that it was
mysterious. It's still nysterious. Though there's no doubt in ny mnd that the right nan was
chosen. The question is, were the right nethods used to pick hin? O, rather, did he use the
proper channels and procedures to get chosen?

'"Did he?' Rachel said.

Von Billmann shrugged and said, 'l do not know It was all so odd and so sudden. De
Longnors di sappears. ..

'"We knew about that, of course,' Drummond sai d.

"And after a while the executives announce that John Gibardsun has been chosen to take
his place. Then, a week |ater, de Longnors is found wandering on the seventh | evel of Center
Paris. He is incoherent and suffering fromammesia. He recovers sonewhat in that he renmenbers
everything except the period of his disappearance. That is a blank. By then, the vessel was
schedul ed for launch. De Longnors had nissed too nmuch of the necessary training. Besides, he mght
be mentally unstable. So he was |eft behind.'

Rachel was 'furious but controlling herself. She said, 'Are you hinting that John m ght
have had something to do with de Longnors' di sappearance and his amesia? That he was abducted and
drugged?’

"No, I'"'mnot hinting that John had anything to do with it. As you nust know by now, | have
not hi ng but the greatest admiration for John Gibardsun. 1'mglad that he, and not de Longnors,
was picked. Al I'msaying is that sonething strange was going on at the tine. And that, a year
before the vessel was | aunched, John Gibardsun had little chance of being on it.

"It's a tremendously inportant thing to be chosen as one of the crewof the H G Wlls,'
von Billmann continued. 'This is a unique voyage. There will be other trips into tine, but none
this far back again. We are indeed fortunate. |'ve thanked whatever gods there are that | was one
of the four chosen out of thousands who qualified. And that brings up another thing. John once
told me that he started training for this trip over twenty years ago, when it was first proposed
that the theory of tinme travel m ght be nmade a reality. He was already a cultural anthropol ogi st;
he had a Ph.D., though he had never taught. So he figured out what type of man woul d be needed on
an expedition into the past, and he becane an M D., and then got a doctor's degree in archeol ogy
and botany and several nmaster's degrees in related fields.

"Now, a man that determined to get a berth on the tinme ship, one who sets out twenty years
before it is established that there will be a ship - that man isn't going to I et a ki dnapping and
a drugging get in his way.

"You nmake ne furious!' Rachel said. 'First you tell us all these sinister bits of
i nformati on. Then you say they're just guesses, and you worship Gibardsun, and then...

"I admire and respect himvery nmuch. | didn't say anything about worshi pping him You nust
understand. | don't want to think any ill of John. | like himtoo nuch for that. But | ama
scientist, and | have to consider certain theories. Especially when certain facts start to build
up a certain picture. But nothing is proved anyway. Or probably ever will be.'

"Vell, I wouldn't blane himif he had played a dirty trick on de Longnors,' Drummond sai d.
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Rachel | ooked surprised. Her husband said, 'Nor would | have blanmed de Longnors if
G i bardsun had been in his place and he was the one who did the abducting and druggi ng. The crew
of the H G Wlls | will be famus forever.'

"I think that it won't be good to have this kept anmong us three,’ von Billmann said. 'W
should bring it out in the open; talk it over with Gribardsun. | don't want you to think I'm
tal ki ng behind his back. Nor would I want himto think that. So why don't we tell himabout this
conversation?

"That woul d at | east be honest,' Rachel said.
"But not womanly,' Drummond sai d.
"What do you nean by that?

"Just a thought,' Drunmond said. 'It doesn't apply to you, of course, since you're so
out spoken. '

"I don't know,' she said. 'Perhaps we should reconsider. If he felt that we suspected him
of under handedness - of, in fact, crininal behavior - wouldn't that make things difficult? It's
bad enough as it is, being forced into intimte contact for four years, never seeing any other
human bei ngs. Real hunman beings, | mean,' she said, as von Billmann opened his nmouth to protest.

Drumond | aughed.

"You know what | rnean!' she said. 'Civilized men, then! People who think as we do! But,
really, what good will it do? You don't expect himto adnmit anything dishonest, do you? And what
if he did? O didn't, for that matter? \Wat then? Wiat good would it do? |I've changed nmy m nd.
think we ought to keep such suspicions to ourselves.'

"I don't,' von Billmann said. 'John isn't the kind who likes festering secrets. He'd
rather bring themout in the open.’

"I think it should be discussed,' Drummond said, |ooking strangely at Rachel

The funeral rites took nost of one day. The dead nmen were placed side by side in a single
shal | ow grave. They were placed on their right sides, knees drawn up against their bellies and
arms down their sides, the fingers touching the ankles. They were clad in full skin suits, their
necks hung with chains of perforated stones and pierced bear teeth and claws. Their stones and
wooden weapons were pl aced beside them and pi eces of nmammoth and rhino meat were placed near the
nmout hs. The bodi es were then covered with bearskins and nore bear teeth strewn over the skins.
Dirt was piled over the skins while the widows and their children, along with Thrink's parents,
circled the grave wi ddershins. They wail ed and wept and beat their breasts with their fists and
sonmetimes called on Wta'ai ngkring, the G eat She-Bear. Later, Rachel would ask them what they
t hought about the afterlife. But they, like the civilized and savage people of the tinme-travelers
own period, had only a vague and often contradictory concept of what happened after they died.

The adult men and wonen then piled rocks on top of the dirt until there was enough to
di scourage bears and hyenas from di ggi ng them up. d anug danced around shaki ng a baton and
chanting from behind his bear mask. Wen the | ast rock was piled on, the tribe wal ked sl owy back
to the shelf under the overhang. And there they had a big feast.

The scientists stood around at a respectful distance and filmed the entire cerenony.

On the way hone that evening, Rachel said, 'l wonder what happened to that burial site? |
know t hat very spot was dug up sonetinme in 1980, and not hing was found there.'

Drummond shrugged and said, '|I suppose very few graves survived. They were dug up
eventual ly by animals or washed away. And many nust have been renoved during the buil ding of
houses and ot her constructions in the early days when people didn't pay nuch attention to such
things. And, of course, there nust be thousands of burial sites which just haven't been discovered
yet because there was no apparent reason to dig. In any case nothing but the stone inplenents and
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beads would renain.’

"When we get back, I'mgoing to |look this spot over,' Rachel said. 'There night be
sonet hi ng they overl ooked, even if it's only a fossilized bear tooth or a flint spear head.'

"A lot can happen in 14,000 years,' he said.

Two nore days passed. Rachel fretted until she got on Drummond's nerves. He told her to
quit worrying, or at least keep it to herself. And he added that he doubted that she would worry
as nmuch if he were gone that long. This led to another quarrel, which they tried, unsuccessfully,
to keep fromvon Bill mann, who guessed its origin correctly. He said nothing to either of them he
did not care to get involved, especially in an affair which he disapproved of. They were
scientists and so should have left their |less worthy enotions behind themin A D. 2070. He could
under stand why Rachel had fallen for Gibardsun, since he did in fact, despite his earlier
protestation to her, conme as close to worshipping the nan as he would allow hinmself to. But she
shoul d repress her feelings and not pernit themto interfere with their work.

He did not tell themthis, of course. But they knew himwell; they could alnost read his
t hought s.

On the fifth day, John Gibardsun wal ked into canp. Wth himhe brought two strangers.
At a distance, bis coll eagues woul d have had troubl e recogni zing himif he had not still been
cl ean- shaven.

H s two conpani ons were alnost as tall as Gibardsun and fully as broad-shoul dered. One
had reddi sh hair and the other yell ow brown. Their eyes were blue. Their bones were |arge, and
their supraorbital ridges were proninent. Though they were Caucasi an, they had slight epicanthic
folds, indicating, perhaps, some Mngolian genes.

Gibardsun strode into canp as if he owned it which, in a sense, he did. The strangers
hung back until he turned and gestured for themto join him They put their spears and atlatls and
boomerangs on the ground and clinbed up to the | edge. Their wooden-handl ed flint knives were stil
in their sheaths, however.

Gi bardsun introduced them as Kl hmhach and Rhtinkhl hk. They sniled nervously and spoke in
a strange whi spering speech.

Von Bill mann, hearing them sniled so broadly that his face threatened to split.
G i bardsun | aughed and said, 'Their language is a linguist's delight, Robert. Very few vowels and
nmost of the consonants are unvoi ced. And nothing |ike anything ever recorded in Europe.

The Bear People did not |like the strangers at all. Thanmash protested |oudly while he made
threatening gestures at the two. They noved closer together, but their faces renained
expressionless and their fingers were w despread.

There was a brief interruption when Lam nak, Dubhab's pre-teenaged daughter, ran to
Gi bardsun and threw her arms around his wai st and hugged hi m while she wept. The Englishnman
patted her head and murrured somnet hi ng about bei ng happy to see her again. Then he gently pushed
her away, and her nother took her hand and | ed her away while she scol ded her.

"You' ve made anot her conquest,' Rachel said. Her snile was hard.

Gribardsun did not reply. He addressed the entire tribe, telling themthat he had nade
peace with the strangers, the Wtagrub, whose nane for thensel ves was Krhshnhnhi k. This nmeant The
Peopl e. The tribesnmen were unable to pronounce the word anywhere near correctly, nor would they
make nuch of an effort. For them the Krhshnhnhi k remained the Wt agrub

Gri bardsun did not say how he had tal ked the Wtagrub into maki ng peace. Nor did he say
anyt hi ng about taking revenge for their having killed so many Wt a' shai ng. From now on there woul d
be peace. The Wbt agrub woul d nove even farther away. The borders of the two tribes would be such
and such, and he defined them as exactly as he could, using | andmarks both tribes knew well. If
one tribesman ventured into the territory of the other tribe, he nust refrain fromhunting there
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The Wota' shaing did not Iike anything he said. They wanted an eye for an eye. In fact, two
eyes for an eye. And they could not understand why such a powerful magician and warrior as
Gri bardsun did not exact vengeance

The Englishman expl ai ned that he could have wi ped out the whole tribe easily. But he saw
no reason to do so. That was that.

He later told his colleagues that it would have done no good to have gone into ethics or
morality. The Wota' shai ng woul d not have understood his nodern phil osophy. The best thing to do
was to issue an edict as if he were a god. They could understand that. |If they did not understand
rationality, they understood power. The great nmgician and wi cked warrior - to them w cked was a
conpliment - required such and such or would punish them So they would do as he said, even if
they did not like it.

Gi bardsun ordered a feast, and the two strangers squatted with the el ders of the tribe
and the scientists and ate with them After that, they relaxed. The Wta' shaing were not likely to
murder themif they ate with them The sharing of food inplied safety for those who shared. There
was no spoken law to this effect. It was just understood.

The tinme travel ers exam ned the boonerangs of the strangers. These were carved with flint
and consi sted of a heavy cl ose-grai ned wood which they could not identify as yet. The wood did not
grow in this area. Gibardsun said he could speak only a few words - word-sentences, rather - of
the strangers. But through sign | anguage he had | earned that their origin was far to the south,
and that they had brought these boonerangs fromtheir native territory. That was probably either
in southern I beria or possibly North Africa. The two would be connected with a | and bridge, of
course, since the Mediterranean Sea was nmuch smaller and | ower now. The Wt agrub had once had many
boonerangs, but they had been in this country so long that they had | ost nost of them And there
was no wood appropriate for naking new ones.

"I believe that a trip southward, say about the time fall is due, would be consistent with
our purpose,' Gibardsun said. He chewed on a piece of rare-cooked ibex steak for a nonment and
then said, 'W could travel swiftly to get away fromthe effects of winter here. Wnter farther
south won't be so severe that we can't travel. And | think we should take a ook at the |and
bridge and at North Africa.’

"Isn't that rather dangerous, putting ourselves so far away from our vessel ?' Drumond

said. 'l adnit the scientific desirability of studying the southern area. But we nust wei gh the
possi bl e results agai nst the chances of killing ourselves off and so ruining the entire
expedition. After all, the power spent on getting us here and back, the fact that this is
absolutely the only chance we'll get for a personal |ook into the Magdal enian period - well, |
don't think we should get too far away from our base of operations. Here we have the situation
well in hand. But if we wander around, just four of us, we're subject to attack, to accident, to

many things. W night be cut off. W might...'

"Anyt hing that could happen south coul d happen here,' Gibardsun said. 'Let's think about
it. W have a nonth before autumm comes. We'll consider the feasibility of austral explorations
t hen."'

"Meanwhile,' von Billnmann said, 'I'd |ike to record the |Ianguage of the Wtagrub. Do you
think it would be all right if I returned with these two?'

"Way not?' Gribardsun said. 'But 1'd like you to collect sone ani nal specinens, too,
i ncl udi ng ent onol ogi cal specinens, if you could. And get sanples of the blood of the Whtagrub if
you can. Don't push too hard at first about that, though.’

The German was delighted. He stood up and said, |I'lIl get ny tent and recorder and other
equi prent and | eave as soon as possible.'

"Sonetine tomorrow,' Gribardsun said, smiling. 'W have sonme things to thresh out, a
policy to determine regarding the Witagrub. It's necessary that everybody understand exactly where
we stand. And that won't be easy, since we have to conmunicate with the Wtagrub through signs.'

It was |late when the fires were allowed to dimand the tine travelers, the elders, and the
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two strangers went to bed. But Gribardsun was satisfied that everybody understood, in general
what the relationship of the two tribes was to be.

The followi ng afternoon, von Billmann, carrying a | arge pack on the dural um numrack on
hi s back, wal ked off with the two strangers. They al so carried packs, the German's equi pnent and
supplies. Von Billmann was exhilarated, and he joked with his two conpani ons. They coul d not
understand a word he said, of course, but they understood his joy, and they smled back at him

Rachel , watching himmarch off between them said, 'Do you really think that it's wise to
I et himgo off alone, John?

He did not answer. He had a habit, annoying to her, of not answering questions if he
t hought they didn't deserve an answer.

Rachel bit her lip and | ooked at Drunmond. He shrugged and noved away. He knew that she
wanted himto give her noral support when she questioned Gibardsun about his past. But von
Bill mann had |l eft them so suddenly that they felt weakened. It had been easy to tal k about the
questions they would ask Gibardsun when he returned. But now that he was here, he seened
form dable. He woul d doubtl ess resent their questions and refuse to answer them And even if he
did, then what? The fact was, they were all here together and they nust all work together. In any
case, Rachel did not credit a word of their absurd suspicions that Gibardsun had sonehow got on
the expedition through foul play.

Drummond had asked her how she knew. Did she really know the Englishnman that well?

Rachel had admitted that she did not, certainly not in any sense that Drummond rmay have
implied. But her femnine intuition, her perceptivity, irrational perhaps but neverthel ess valid,
told her that Gibardsun was not a felon or a mani ac. She knew he was a decent human being, just
as a noth knows that certain flying objects are not bats. But her antennae were invisible.

Drumond had | aughed at that and asked her how in the world she had ever gotten her
doctorate in zoology. Angrily, she had replied that perhaps he was right about her intuitions.
They had told her that Drunmmond was a strong man, a good husband, and that he was in love with
her. But she had been m staken. So perhaps her intuitions about Gibardsun were al so w ong.

Drummond had then becone angry in turn, and they had quarrel ed again
Four

The sumrer passed swiftly, the short autumn of the glacial age was upon them G i bardsun
had by then apparently given up the idea, at |least tenporarily, of traveling to the south. There
was so much to be done in this little area that it woul d have seened shirking their duties to
travel el sewhere

Gribardsun's study of the Wta' shai ng | anguage had so far reveal ed a vocabul ary of nore
"words' than he woul d have expected. He was convinced that there were at |east that many nore.
Al though it was a poor |anguage for comunicating intellectual ideas, it was surprisingly
versatile in words for enotions, sensations, and inpressions. And, it had a highly technica
| anguage for those things nost inportant to the Wta' shaing: hunting, fishing, various types of
ani mal s and stones, shades of l|ight, kinds of snow and i ce.

Their numeral systemwent up to twenty, and past that they used the word for 'many.' But
they coul d describe exactly each menber of a group exceedi ng the nunber of twenty, sonme of them
being able to list with all necessary distinguishing features each bison of a herd of forty.

They all had a phenonenal ability for reciting long tales and certain conmon magi ca
fornmul ae. Wazwim the singer, could chant four thousand Iines of a poemw thout pronpting. He did
this three times over a period of two nonths for Gibardsun, and his |lines seldomvaried. However,
whenever he thought of an inprovenent, he would pronptly make it then and there.

The chant was only roughly a poem The feet were based on quantity, though far renoved
fromthe classical Latin or Geek quantity. The Iine was roughly conposed of a sort of trochaic
hexameter. There was no rhyne but much alliteration. Nor could the poembe called an epic in the
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true sense of the word. It was a |l oose collection of narratives of heroes and totem ani mal s and
evil spirits interm xed with nagical fornulae and fol k wisdom The closest parallel to the 'epics
that nodern man knew was the Finnish Kal eval a. Everything had taken place |long | ong ago, starting,
in fact, before the creation of the universe and continuing up until a dozen generations ago, when
the I ast of the heroes had died. Men today were only ordinary nen, according to the song,
weakl i ngs and poor-spirited. They didn't nake men like they did in the old days.

Gri bardsun was surprised that such a small, technologically retarded society could have
produced such a relatively sophisticated poem and with, for all its serviceable flexibility, a
nonet hel ess essentially prinitive vocabulary. Its existence in such a society went against all
that he knew and had been taught. He said as nuch.

"That's the frustrating thing about the linmtations of tine travel,' Drummond said. 'W
can't go even farther back to check out the origin and the devel opnent of the so-called epic. O
of anything."'

Gri bardsun nodded, but he did not seemtoo unhappy about it. It was obvious that he was,
in fact, very happy. He went out hunting with the others, or sonetinmes alone, and he al ways cane
back with nmeat. He sel dom used his nmodern weapons but confined hinself to using the tribal ones.
He broke his own rule only when a big animal charged and nmade it necessary to use a rifle. O when
he went bird hunting. There were enornmous flocks of ducks and geese settled around the |akes, and
he went out happily dawn after dawn to hunt these. At first he killed themwith a small spear or
stones froma sling, or trapped them But he occasionally took a shotgun and brought down dozens
in one day.

"This is a paradise!' he said one evening to the Silversteins. 'A world such as it should
be! Dammed few hunmans, and an abundance of wild life! And yet this place is barren conpared to
what Africa nust be! W nust go down there when spring cones!

Drummond sonetinmes felt |like remonstrating with Gibardsun. He thought that the Englishman
spent too rmuch tine hunting when he should have been doing his scientific work. But Rachel said
that he was learning the inner intimate Iife of the tribe by participating in their activities -
not just by observations. Mreover, could Drumond truthfully say that Gibardsun had negl ected
any of his scientific work?

Every second day, von Billmann reported via their tiny transceivers. By the time the first
snows cane, he had recorded and noted enough of the |anguage to keep himbusy for years. He had
al so succeeded in gaining sone fluency in the strange whispering speech

"I"lIl be comng tonorrow,' he said. 'Leaving here, that is. They're giving a big shindig
for me tonight. W'll be eating manmoth and bi son and horse neat, |ots of duck, and plenty of
berries and greens. And that fernented berry and fruit juice | told you about. It tastes like
hell, but it sure packs a punch.’

That was anot her unexpected discovery. It had not been suspected that al cohol had been
made so early. But the know edge of al cohol was apparently not extensive as yet. The Wt a' shai ng,
for instance, knew nothing of it.

The main reason that von Billmann was returning, aside fromhis longing for civilized
conpani onshi p, was that the Wtagrub were novi ng out.

Thi s was anot her di scovery that went against the supposed facts. It had been assuned t hat
they roanmed during the warm seasons and holed up in caves or under overhangs during the w nter
The arctic winters of middle Europe were surely too harsh to pernit nuch novenent by hunans.

But the Eskinpbs traveled over the arctic ice and lived off it during the winter. They were
integrated with their environnent. They had all the technol ogy needed to enable themto cope with
it. And so had the Magdal eni ans.

Sometinmes, the tribes did hole up in one place all winter, if there was enough gane in the
area to support them But when the gane becane scarce, the tribe packed its tents and bel ongi ngs
and went wherever the herds went. The gane was getting scarce around here, partly because of the
strangers' nmagi cal weapons. Everybody had eaten very well indeed, and fewer babies had died. But
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the big animals, the manmot hs and t he rhinos, had been scared out. They were becomn ng scarcer
every year, anyway. The bison and the horses had nmoved on to some other area. The ibex were scarce
for sone reason. Even the great predators, the cave bear and the cave |ion, had been killed or
decided that the area was unsafe for them And the reindeer had cropped up all the lichen and
fungi and noved on

Gi bardsun solved the conflicting problenms of remaining with the tribe to study them
intensively and of exploring the land to the south.

Knowi ng that the tribesmen tal ked much anong thensel ves of their dreans, and that they
depended much on G anug to interpret their dreans for them G bardsun planted the idea of going
sout h. He described how nuch easier life would be where the snows weren't so deep, and soon sone
peopl e did dream of traveling far south. They di scussed these dreans anpbng thensel ves and then
went to danmug with them

Several had dreamed that Gribardsun | ed them south. Since the dreans were obviously
wi shes, and since they felt protected and provided for under Gibardsun, they wi shed himto
conduct theminto the paradise.

d anug cane to the Englishman and told himof what his people had dreanmed. Gribardsun
agreed with d anug's analysis. Yes, he would be happy to guide theminto the unknown |lands to the
south. They should start as soon as the long gray vessel was hauled up to the top of the hill and
secured.

The ground was frozen, and a thin coat of ice had covered it after a partial snow. Even
t hough they had gotten over nobst of their awe of the travelers thensel ves - though they retained
all the original respect - they had never approached the vessel. Now, under Gibardsun's urgings,
they pol ed over the vessel until they had it on wooden and bone sleds. |Ivory and bone wedges were
driven into the slots on top of the sleds to keep the vessel fromrolling off.

Meanwhi | e, other workers had chopped with reindeer antler picks through the ice and into
the frozen earth. Stakes were driven into the holes. The | ong rawhi de ropes were attached to the
sl eds and the other ends run several times around the stakes. The tribe, digging in their boots
into the chopped-out steps along the slide, heaved on the ropes. The sleds and their three-hundred-
ton burden noved sl ow y} oh, so slowy, upward.

It took until past dusk to get the H G Wlls | over the crest of the steep hill. The
work was carried on by burning pine torches and by lights set up by the travelers. The air was
cold; the breaths steaned; and their sweat froze on their faces and on their beards. But they had
eaten well, and Rachel had made gal |l ons of hot cocoa, which the tribe tasted for the first tine
and coul d not get enough of. Gribardsun kept up a stream of jokes and worked al ongsi de t hem
pitting hinmself against Angrogrim who tried to show that he was not only as big as a horse but as
strong as one.

By ten o' clock that night, without the death or injury of a single person, they had
restored the vessel to its original position. Large boulders were rolled alongside to keep it from
nmoving in any direction.

"There's nothing to keep sone wandering tribe fromrolling it dowm again if they want to
go to the trouble,' Gibardsun said. 'But | doubt that anybody will touch it. It's too
frighteningly alien for these people.

The foll owi ng nmorning was bright and cl ear, though cold. The tribe packed their tents and
other artifacts and piled themon travois-Ilike poles. These had broad ends, somewhat |ike skis,
whi ch slid over the snow wi thout sinking much. The wonen and the juvenile nmales pulled the travois
whil e the men spread out ahead, behind, and on the flanks as guards. They all sang the Goi ng- Away
Song, taking farewell of the place which had protected themfor three seasons and to which they
would return - if they were fortunate.

They al so sang the Song of Shing' gaing, a | egendary hero who had led the tribe fromthe

far south in the far past. At the end of the song they substituted Gibardsun's name for
Shing' gaing; the inplication was that he was a new hero and even greater than the ol d.
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The trek southward was slow. Heavy snows began to fall, and there were days when they
could do nothing but hole up. Rachel and Drummond tended to stay huddl ed up inside their foam hut,
whi ch had been transported on skis. Giibardsun and von Billmann went out with the hunters, and
they used their rifles. To have restricted thenselves to native weapons m ght have neant that the
tribe would starve, or at |east go very hungry for sone tine. The gane just seened to have
di sappeared. Yet they knew that the deep snows hid plenty of bison and reindeer. The behenoth
mammot hs and rhi noceroses should al so be sonewhere around, penned in by high walls of snow. If
they could be | ocated, they could be speared with little chance of their escaping.

Gibardsun finally located a 'yard" which held a herd of thirty bison. He shot three
mal es, and they butchered themwhile the other bulls pawed the snow streaked grasses and snorted
and nmade runbling noi ses. But none charged, and presently the carcasses of the bulls were haul ed
away in many pieces. Then the big gray wol ves appeared and devoured what the nmen had |eft behind
The | ast Gri bardsun saw of them they were slinking toward the herd. He doubted that they would
dare attack in the 'yard" where the bulls had freedom of novenent and the wol ves coul d not get
away swiftly.

The tribe ate for three days and then set out again. They continued through the deep
snows, with frequent rest stops, until they came to the foothills of the Pyrenees. The passes of
the range were bl ocked with snow and ice. The tribe could either canp until after the spring thaws
- and nuch of the snow never nelted even in the sunmer - or go around the nountains by way of the
sea.

Here Gribardsun nmet his first serious resistance fromthe Wta'shai ng. They knew not hi ng
of boats; they did not even know how to swim Wen they |earned what was expected of them they
refused. They woul d not set out on the ghastly gray seas even if they could stay dose to the
shore. The very idea paralyzed themwith terror.

The travelers built a boat by hollowing out a log. (This far south there were sone trees
| arge enough to provi de adequate trunks for dugouts.) The four worked energetically for three
days, and on the fourth they launched the craft in the heavy-rolling bitterly cold surf of what
woul d sone day be called the Bay of Biscay. They paddl ed around for an hour to denonstrate to the
tribe what could be done with a boat. Then they returned to the beach to still unconvinced
observers. And that was all the people wanted to be: observers. Participation was unthinkable for
them or so they clained.

There were only two exceptions. Angrogrimvolunteered to acconmpany them since he felt
that his reputation for courage nust be upheld. The ot her was Lani nak, who said she would go
wher ever Gri bardsun went.

The Englishman seized on this chance to hold up the others to scorn. Were they fearful to
go where a twelve-year-old girl dared to go? Were the nen of the Wita' shaing really | ess brave
than a girl-child?

Gi bardsun pressed this line and finally said that he woul d make up a song about the
cowardly warriors of the Bear People if they did not show some guts very quickly. And so the nen,
and then the wonen, reluctantly agreed to build boats and set out along the coast. But it was two
weeks before the people were able to handle the craft well enough, and several times a boat was
capsi zed and the paddl ers dunped. Three caught pneunonia but were brought quickly back to health
with Gibardsun's medicine. Every person wore an inflatable preserver around their waist. These
had been brought fromthe tinme-vessel stores. There were so many in the stores because Gi bardsun
t hought they might cone in handy if supplies and specinens were to be haul ed by boat at any tine.
The floaters could support |arge heavy containers if they should chance to get dunped into the
water. In the neantime some were used as stabilizers on the prinitive craft.

The fleet of ten large dugouts left the shores of what would sone day be Gaul, and then
France, and the boats, staying close to the shore, crept around the northern edge of the Iberian
Peni nsul a. Near what would be the site of Lisbon, the boats put in for the last tinme and were
dragged i nshore and hi dden. The Bear People were rmuch relieved; at no tine had they becone fond of
sea life, and they hoped never to have to endure it again.

Gribardsun | ed them across the peninsula, angling southeastward nost of the tinme. They
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crossed great plains and went through heavy forests. Here the aninmal |ife was somewhat different;
red deer and wild pigs were nunerous, and there were many shaggy forest horses. But there were

al so great brown nountains of bison and woolly rhinos and mammot hs, though these were not as
nunerous as on the other side of the Pyrenees. Conditions were changing, and within a thousand
years or perhaps even | ess, the behenpths would be extinct in Iberia. The forest el ephant was
replacing them The cave bear and |lion and hyena were numerous enough to require caution in
hunting. And the tribesnmen of Iberia were as hostile as their northern kinsmen. These, however,
were easily dispersed with a few shots fired into the air or, if they persisted, were routed with
a few hypodernic nmissiles containing a drug. The nmissiles were not harm ess; they struck with
consi derabl e inpact and | eft great painful bruises and sonetinmes broke ribs or arns. But they did
not kill except once, when a hostile warrior, allergic to the drug, died in a seizure a few

m nutes after being shot.

Gri bardsun di ssected the corpse thoroughly, taking photographs of every organ, analyzing
the bl ood and other tissues and studying the genetic structure. In the neantinme, von Billnann
recorded the speech of three prisoners. By the tine they were rel eased, they had supplied himwth
a basic grammar and about six thousand vocabulary itens. One of the prisoners, however, died a few
hours before his fellows were given their freedom He seened to have nothing outwardly wong with
him he just gave up the ghost and died. Gibardsun thought that the death was the result of an
al arm syndronme. His dissection confirnmed his diagnosis. The man had gone into a shock from which
he could not recover. He had been terrified fromthe tine he woke up to find hinself in the hands
of alien peoples. And he had, unfortunately, seen Gibardsun carry off parts of the first
di ssection into the woods where he left themfor the wolves to eat. He expected a sinmilar fate, no
doubt .

Von Bi | | mann, however, was rejoicing. He was sure that his prisoners spoke a | anguage
whi ch just mght be the ancestor, or collateral ancestor, of Basque speech. It would be inpossible
to confirmit until the scientists nmade an extensive study after the vessel returned. In addition,
of course, the evidence collected by the next expedition, planned for 8000 B.C., would have to be
conpared with von Billmann's. The gl ottochronol ogy of a | anguage over many thousands of years
woul d show a consi derabl e change. In fact, the stages of npbst | anguages separated by three
t housand years would | ook Iike two entirely unrelated tongues to the |ayman and, indeed, to al
but the nost astute linguists. There were sone tongues that resisted change nore than others, such
as Lithuanian and Russian; the stages of these did not show nearly as nuch nmutation as, say, that
bet ween vul gar Latin and nodern French

But 12, 000 years changed any | anguage so nuch that the untutored would doubt that there
was any rel ationship anong the various branches which had evolved fromit. Thus, the nonlinguist
finds it difficult to believe that English, Russian, and H ndustani sprang fromthe sane parent
tongue. And the parent was only 3,500 years old. How nuch nore degeneration in 12,000 years?

'The theory, which is entirely unbacked by evidence, is that the Basque tongues of our day
are the | ast descendants of a vast superfam |y which once existed all over Europe and perhaps in
North Africa and parts of Asia,' Robert said. 'But the rise of Indo-Hittite speakers swept away
nost of the Ur-Basque speakers. A small group, or snmall groups, of Indo-Httites in the area near
the El be River expanded. And through conquest and absorption inposed their dialects on other
areas. And these changed, in time, to becone the parents of the Germanic, Slavic, Baltic, Italic,
Hel lenic, Hittite, Tocharian, Armenian, and Indie tongues, and God knows what others that history
does not record. That is why | amso eager to go to that area and determine if | can find
| anguages whi ch could be pre-Indo-Httite. Then the expedition in 8000 B.C. can get later
speci nens. Then we can establish sone sort of glottochronol ogy!

Von Bi |l mann paced back and forth while his whole being glowed. His |ove for ancient
| anguages was far nore passionate, and enduring than any he could have had for a woman. O so it
seened to Rachel who, however, was given to exaggeration. Von Billmann adnmtted that there were
probably just as nmany tribes in France, and perhaps in any section of Europe, which used the pre-
Basque | anguages, as there were in |Iberia. But since one had been found here - or at |east one had
been found which might be pre-Basque - then it was likely that there were others in this area.
Therefore, nore speakers shoul d be captured.

There was an ethical point to consider in his proposal. It was one thing to drug and
capture nmen who attacked. But did the scientists have the right to track down hunman bei ngs and
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inmprison themeven if it was only for a while? And for the sake of science, of course?

Gri bardsun said that they had only four years here, and that their tinme was so limted
that they could make only a spot check here and there. They could not resol ve the existence of
wi despread pre-Basque speech if they were overly scrupul ous about the aborigines'rights.' He neant
to get specinens. After all, they would be treated well, and he would | oad them down wi th neat
when he rel eased t hem

Rachel objected. She said that one nan had died of shock just from being inprisoned. It
was |ikely that what had happened once woul d happen agai n.

'"That was only because | wasn't prepared for such an event,' the Englishman said. 'I have
the drugs to counteract shock, and at the first synptom of an alarmsyndronme, |1'll use the drugs.

Rachel did not like it, but she gave in. Drunmond said that these people would all be dead
in a short tinme anyway, and that the benefits to science overrode any small inconvenience the
abori gi nes m ght have.

"Wuld you say that if sone tinme traveler fromA D. 3000 put you in a cage for scientific
study?' Rachel said.

"Sure | would. | might not Iike the practice, but I would never refute the theory.'

Gri bardsun, von Billmann, Angrogrim and Dubhab went hunting for 'specinens.' They found a
young worman and her two children carrying firewod. Gibardsun hesitated; he did not want to
frighten the children.

"I'f we start discrimnation, we'll end up not taking any specinens,' von Billmnn said.
"But then that may be the best thing.

He was evidently having second thoughts.

' The wonan nay have a baby which is being taken care of tenporarily by a nei ghbor or an
old worman,' the Englishman said.

"The children will be horribly frightened,' von Bill mann sai d.

Gri bardsun smiled, shrugged, and stepped out from behind the big rock. The wonan saw hi m
first. Screaning, she dropped her firewood, grabbed her children's hands, forcing themto drop
their wood, and ran away. The four nen followed her slowy, and by the time they reached the canp,
they were confronted by a dozen arned warriors, how ing defiance and shaki ng spears and stone
axes.

Est abl i shing peaceful relations with this tribe took time, of course. But a display of two
colorful and loud shots froma Very gun qui etened them down. G bardsun approached them maki ng
signs of peace. It so happened that none of his signs agreed with theirs, but they understood the
i ntent back of them And though it took three days before the travel ers could approach a tribesman
wi t hout the person beginning to shake and to edge away, the tinme spent was well worth it. Now,
instead of only several terrified prisoners, the scientists had an entire tribe to study. They
stayed on good terns by a display of nagic tricks and by shooting several bison and holding a
great feast afterward.

Their own tribe finally overcane their suspicious hostility and mingled with the other for
a while. But this put such a strain on everybody that Gibardsun requested the Wta' shaing to stay
away fromthe strangers.

Von Bi |l mann was happy because he had a new | anguage but unhappy because it seened to be
totally unrelated to his pre-Basque speci men.

After two weeks, the scientists led the Wta' shaing away. But they nade contact with
another tribe farther south, the largest unit encountered so far. This consisted of eighty
i ndi vidual s, and they used hardwood boonerangs. Mbreover, their speech was obviously related to
the Wotagrub of the north. Von Billmann settled down for a three-weeks' recording and interview
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session. At the end of that time, the two groups said farewell at a big feast of horse and ibex
meat, nost of which was provided by Gibardsun's rifle.

It was during this time that the scientists began to have trouble with Dubhab

Dubhab was a friendly man, usually smling and joking. But behind the jesting was a
determ nation to get all he could fromeverybody he net. Dubhab was the ancestor of all con nen.
And he was exceedingly anbitious. Unlike the others, he was not content with his position in the
tribe. He might never have tried to nove out of his place in the pecking order if the four
strangers had not shown up. But fromthe begi nning he had been very interested in the principles
and operation of the firearnms and the drugs and nedici nes.

Gri bardsun had explained as well as he could within the technically limted vocabul ary of
the Wt a' shaing. And he had pernitted Dubhab to handle the firearms and to shoot aninals severa
times.

This was a m stake. The other authorities, jealous, asked to use the guns. Gibardsun saw
that it would not be good if the tribesmen overcane their awe of the thunder sticks, as they
called them They nmight actually try to seize themand turn themon the scientists, though this
did not seem probable, since the tribesnen knew that the four strangers had many ot her resources.
And they al so regarded them as not quite human; as being, in essence, spirits in flesh

Gri bardsun deni ed the requests. He said that Dubhab had been all owed to handl e the guns
only to test his reaction to them It was thought wi ser not to |l et anybody else try them and,
furthernore, Dubhab woul d be denied their use fromnow on. Dubhab smled and said that whatever
the strangers wi shed was his wi sh also. But Gibardsun wondered what was behind that snile and the
bi g blue eyes. Dubhab continued to praise the charnms of his ol der daughter Neliska and to say
openly that Gibardsun should take her as a mate. There was no doubt that Dubhab hoped to profit
fromhis position as father-in-Iaw

Nel i ska said that she would be honored to becone Gibardsun's nmate. G bardsun said that
Nel i ska was very desirable, but he had no plans for taking a nate for sone tine.

Dubhab then suggested, when he was alone with Gibardsun, that the Englishman take Neliska
wi t hout benefit of the marriage cerenony. A great spirit such as Gibardsun woul d not be bound by
the conventions that bound nere hunman beings. And Neliska would be happy to bear a child to the
great spirit.

Gri bardsun told Dubhab to shut up about this business or he would turn himin to the
el ders. And the elders might consider exiling Dubhab for even thinking of breaking the custons of
the tribe.

Dubhab turned gray at this remark. Like all preliterates, he dreaded nore than anything
being cut off fromhis tribe. The nmere suggestion turned his bones to ice.

Yet it was only two days later that he remarked to Gri bardsun that a man equi pped with
firearns would be in a position to change the custons of the tribe.

"That man is not only the archetypal con man,' Rachel said. 'He is the Ur-Napol eon, the
pre-Hitler type.'

The Basi c- Napol eon- cum Confi dence- Man, however, was begging Gri bardsun a week later to
pull one of his teeth. He was suddenly suffering excruciating pain froman inpacted wi sdom t oot h.
The Englishman used his tiny sonic machine to take pictures, and found that the tooth was deeply
abscessed. Mdreover, the other three teeth were rotten and would have to conme out. And all three
woul d fall apart during extractions; they would probably have to be dug out.

Gri bardsun expl ai ned to Dubhab what he had to do. And he al so made sure that Dubhab
understood that he now owed his life to Gribardsun. If the teeth were left to natural processes,
or to the brutal and inadequate oral surgery of d anug, Dubhab woul d die. Gibardsun took such
pains to establish Dubhab's debt of gratitude because he wanted to insure bis behavior in the
future.
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The operation was a success, and the patient did not die, although there were tinmes when
he said he woul d al nost rather be dead.

The entire tribe witnessed the operation. The nost renarkable thing to them was that
Dubhab sl ept through it.

d anug asked for, and received, Dubhab's teeth, which were mainly fragments. He put them
into alittle skin pouch, waved his one-eyed baton de conmandenent over it while he chanted
protective phrases, and then buried themsecretly on the side of a mountain under a rock. No one
woul d be able to use themin magical rites agai nst Dubhab. But Gibardsun suspected that 4 anug
kept several small pieces of a wisdomtooth in case Dubhab ever becane hostile to him

Then agai n, perhaps d anug was innocent. By custom Dubhab could kill himand go free if
he caught d anug using any parts of his body - nails, teeth, hairs, saliva - against him

Dubhab recovered amazingly fast, hel ped by the antibiotics and Gibardsun's care. Three
days later, the tribe packed their tents and bel ongi ngs and noved southward again. Gibardsun
mar ched at the head. Behind himwere his three coll eagues. Behind themwas G anmug, shaking his
baton or the pebbles in a gourd at the end of a stick. Then Thanmash the chief and Angrogrimthe
greatest warrior. And then Wazwim the singer, who was in one sense as nuch a witch doctor as
d anug, since nost songs were sung for nmmgi cal purposes. After Wazwi m was Shi vkaet, the carver and
the painter, who did nmuch of his work under the supervision of @amug. H's products were nostly
used for magi cal purposes, too. Then canme Dubhab, who had | ost bis smle and seened rmuch wi t hdrawn
and grouchy. After him came other males according to their unstated but well-recognized rank in
their society. And then the wonmen and children according to their ranks.

The flanks and the rear were guarded by the lesser warriors and juveniles who had not been
' bl ooded' as yet. The 'blooding,' in nost cases, would consist of a symbolic conflict during a
cerenony. There was very little actual fighting between tribes. The hostilities with the Wtagrub
had taken nore casualties in a few m nutes than even the ol dest man, Kwakang, remenbered havi ng
taken place in his whole life. Cccasionally a | one hunter or perhaps a couple of hunters had
accidentally run into alien hunters and there had been sone exchange of spears or rocks. And now
and then a man had been killed or a woman or child anbushed. But these incidents were infrequent.
In fact, several days |ater, while Kwakang was recounting the |largest battle he renmenbered, which
had taken place during the Wnter of the Red Show, Kwakang dropped dead. Whether it was the
excitement of the nenory coupled with an age-weakened heart, or whether his heart woul d have given
way at that nonent anyway, no one knew. Gribardsun di ssected hi mbecause he was eager to get data
on the incidence of heart disease anpbng t he Magdal eni ans. Kwakang was white-haired and winkl ed
and had had a slight palsy. But the dissection convinced Gibardsun that Kwakang was probably not
more than sixty. H's heart was that of an eighty-year-old man. At sone tine in Kwakang's life he
had had rheumatic fever. He had al so had rheurmati sm snall pox, and had | ost about twelve teeth.
But six had been knocked out during an encounter with a cave bear. The others had been rotten, and
d anug had pulled them out without nmuch trouble for hinself and only great pain for Kwakang.

Two days later, Gibardsun delivered the baby of Meena, a sixteen-year-old worman, w fe of
Shi mkoobt. Both the nother and baby woul d have died if Gibardsun had not been there, since he was
forced to take the infant by caesarian

G anug told himthat caesarians were not unknown. But al nost always the nother died and
the baby was lucky to survive.

Gi bardsun recorded this data. And he wondered when the first caesarian had been
performed. No one woul d probably ever know, since no tinme machine could yet go deeper into the
past .

'"So you have affected the future materially,' Rachel said. 'Wo knows? If it weren't for
you, many of us twenty-first centurians woul dn't exist. Perhaps even you woul dn't exist.'

'Speculation is interesting but essentially useless,' the Englishman said. '| have changed
not hi ng. Before | was born, everything |I had done in the past had been done.'

"Let's not get involved in any nore of these tine paradoxes,' Rachel said. 'l always end
up with a dizzy feeling, and slight sickness at the stonach, after trying to untangle the
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met aphysi cs and supernechanics of Tine!'

"Tinme is sonething man will never conprehend,' Gibardsun said. 'Partly because Tinme is
outside man. Man is, of course, partly in Tinme, but there are elenents of Tine that are conpletely
exterior to him He can't even see those elenents and never will because they can't be put under
the mcroscope or tel escope or be detected by radiation-sensitive equipnent.'

He and Rachel were wal king down the slope of a valley. He had three hares on a rope sl ung
over his shoulder. The beasts had been caught in traps, and the two were headed for another trap
they had set two days before. The snow covered the ground by about two feet. Tall green snow | aden
firs and pines rose on every side, but presently they cane to a clear stretch. A dozen or so |large
boul ders were scattered around the clearing. Their breaths steaned, and above them a | arge eagle
swung, running its stiff-w nged shadow ahead of them

Gi bardsun had not wi shed to be alone with Rachel, but she had asked if she could
acconpany him He disliked saying no, because she had behaved toward himfor nonths as if he were
just another scientist. Apparently she and Drunmmond were now living with no nore than the friction
nmost married coupl es experienced.

"The thing to do is to enjoy Tinme as nuch as you can,' he said. 'Live as the beasts do.
Fromday to day. If you think of the end of Time, that is, of your own death, accept it as part of
Ti me. You can do nothing about it, so why worry about it??

"But you, you're the exception -' Rachel said, and then she stopped. Her eyes were w de
and her mouth open. Her hand was at her throat, as if she would choke off her words.

"I an®?' he said.' Wy?

"I nean,' Rachel said, 'that you, or anybody, m ght be the exception. That's what | neant.
What if sonebody found a neans to extend his life span for a very long tinme, and then...?

"And then what?' Gibardsun said. He had stopped and was | ooki ng down at her with | arge
and bright gray eyes.

Rachel shivered, and yet she could not have been cold. The sun was warm and she was
covered and hooded with the thin but very warmthernicron materi al

"I was just speculating,' she said. 'Surely, sonetine in nan's history, sonmebody nust have
stunbl ed across an elixir of a sort, sonething which kept a man young for a very long tine. Don't
you think that's possible?

"It's possible,' he said, sniling. She shivered again. 'Wien | was a young nman, | heard
stories anong the natives of Africa about witch doctors who had invented an elixir of youth. It
was al so supposed to confer immunity to all diseases. But nmankind wi shes for such an elixir and so
he makes up stories to the effect that such a thing does exist.

"Well,' Rachel said, 'just suppose such a person as | postulated did exist? Wuldn't you
think he'd becone very lonely? He'd see those he loved get old and ugly and die. And his own sons,
and his grandsons, would age and die. And he'd be bound to fall in love many tines, and raise

children, and each tine his wife would inevitably die.’

She stopped, licked her lips, and noved closer to him Her chin was lifted high so she
could look up into his eyes.

"Unless,' she said, 'this man knew how to nake the elixir. Then he could keep his w fe and
his children young al so. O course, he'd have to swear themto secrecy, and that mi ght be such a
dangerous thing that he would hesitate. It would be difficult for nost people to keep such a
secret to thenmsel ves. Myst people, | say.'

"But not for you?' he said, smling.

"Yes, but not for ne!' she said.
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"l hope you find sonmeone who has the elixir,' he said. 'If he should exist. Which he won't
in this era, of course. Al though you never know. Perhaps sonme plant exists which could provide the
basis of an elixir. And then that plant will becone extinct. But the elixir only has to be used
once. The effect of the elixir mght be pernanent, relatively speaking.'

"Maybe | shouldn't be saying anything,' she said. 'But when you were gone, visiting the
Wbt agrub, Drummond and Robert and | had a long tal k about you. W concl uded that there was
sonet hi ng very strange about your being chosen as a nenber of this expedition. And we agreed that
there was sonething strange about your background. Every once in a while you let slip sone
peculiar remarks that can only be accounted for by your having lived a long long tine, far
| onger..."'

Gri bardsun had not lost his smle. He said, 'l wonder if your displacenent in tinme hasn't
resulted in some sort of shock. Shall we call it tenporal shock? O the tenporal syndrone? A human
being can't be catapulted backward in tinme, to an age so alien in nature, so savage, and so very
far awmay fromhis own world, wthout suffering a neurosis or perhaps even psychosis.'

"If that were true, then you'd be just as nmuch in shock as we,' she said. 'But you're
getting me off the track. | was...'

She stopped. He had | ooked up over her shoul der at sonmething far up the hill. He had
sti ffened.

"What's wong?' she said. She turned around and | ooked up the steep slope. But she could
see only the sun-bright snow and the green and white firs and pines, the eagle; and several gray
shadowy shapes - wolves - far to the right near the top of a ridge. But he was | ooking to the
left.

"I thought | saw sonething noving up there,' he said. 'Anong the trees.'

She noved agai nst himand put her arms around hi mw t hout thinking about it. It was the
expression of her long-repressed desire, and he knew it at once. She realized it several seconds
later, but by then it was too late. She did not w thdraw, she stood on her toes and ki ssed him

The bullet tore the fabric of their solitude within an inch of their ears - or so it
seenmed - and then the report of the rifle reached them

Gri bardsun shoved her sprawling into the snow and dived after her

Rachel had uttered a muffled scream Now she raised her head, |ooking Iike a snow nai den
The powdery stuff was over her face and ringing her |arge blue eyes.

"It's Drumond!' she said. 'But why would he do it? How could he? It's not like him He's
not violent! He's not a nmurderer!’

Gi bardsun may have considered that her husband was the nost probable suspect. But he
said, 'Let's not accuse anybody until we know for certain who...'

Anot her bullet cut off his speech; it came so close that it al nost seened to have severed
the words issuing fromhis nouth. It threw up a spray of snow only an inch before him

Gribardsun rolled to one side and then said, 'Very good shooting, or the man's very | ucky.

He coul dn't have seen ne behind the snow, | don't think. Get over behind that boul der!' Rache
crawm ed swiftly to the designated rock, and another bullet threw up snow a few i nches from her
foot. Gibardsun said, a nonment later, 'I think he's about four hundred yards away, judging from

the difference in tine between the bullet striking and the tine it takes the report to reach us.'
Rachel noaned. 'What reason could Drunmond have? We've never done anything!'

'Reason?' Gibardsun said. He did not add anything, but she understood him Human bei ngs
were far nore notivated by irrationalities than by reason

Gri bardsun waited until another bullet had gone by and then rolled over to the boul der
behi nd whi ch Rachel crouched. He broke open his 365 rifle to nmake sure that the barrel was

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20J0se%20-%20Time's%20Last%20Gift.txt (46 of 85) [1/19/03 7:19:44 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Phili p%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20Time's%20L ast%20Gift.txt

uncl ogged by snow, and then he told Rachel to stay where she was.
He junped up and dived into the snow, rolled, and was behind a tree.

Rachel heard two nore shots and then could not resist |ooking around the side of the
boul der. She could see neither man. The top of the hill |ooked enpty of life. Gibardsun nmust be
fairly near, but he was behind a tree somewhere up the hill. She waited for an hour by her watch.
Only one nore shot was fired during that rinme. She cried and wi ped the tears away and then cried
some nore. She could not believe that her husband was really trying to kill her. Perhaps he had
been shooting just at Gibardsun, but no, those first bullets had cone too near her as well. He
nmust not have cared whether he struck her or Gibardsun

Presently she heard John's voice far away. Cautiously, she | ooked over the boul der. He was
atiny figure near the top of the mountain. He was waving at her to come up. A nonent |ater he
used his anplifier. Hi s voice bell owed down at her, like God's telling H s worshi pper to ascend
t he Mount of Judgnent.

It took her half an hour to get to him The snow was deep nobst of the way, and the sl ope
was steep. By the tine she reached him she was breathing as if she had asthna.

She did not want to see what he was pointing at, but she knew that she nust sooner or
| ater. And she was al so aware that she did not want to show weakness before John. She dreaded his
contenpt, even though she had never experienced it.

Drummond was sitting in a hollow of snow H's face was between his mttened hands, and he
was rocking back and forth. H's hood was off, permitting her to see a bloody patch on the back of
his head. Hs rifle was gone.

G i bardson pointed at tracks | eading away fromthe holl ow down over the other side of the
ridge. 'Drummond was watching us,’ he said. 'But he clains that he did not shoot us, and | believe
him Soneone canme up behind himwhile he was spying on us, hit himover the head, shot at us with
his rifle, and then left with it before | could get close to him'

"It couldn't be Robert!' she said.

"I doubt it very much,' John Gibardsun said. 'But if it was an aborigine, he'd have to be
one of our tribesmen, since nobody el se would have the faintest notion howto operate a rifle. The
only one who's had any practice at all is Dubhab, and he's not had enough to be as good a shot as
the man who was shooting at us.'

' Maybe -' Rachel | ooked up, and she stopped.

Drunmmond | ooked up from between his mttens at her. H's eyes were | arge, bloodshot, and
m ser abl e.

' Maybe Drunmmond was shooting at us, and then the intruder knocked hi mover the head and
took his rifle away,' Gibardsun finished for her

"That's a lie!" Drummond sai d.

"It's only a speculation," Gibardsun said. 'And don't inply I'ma liar any nore. You're
in no position to be calling names or accusing anybody of anything.'

"Are you all right, Drummpnd?' Rachel said. She sounded synpathetic, but she did not nmake
any nmove toward him

"My head feels as if | have a fracture.'

Gri bardsun exam ned his scalp and then applied the sonic photo canera to the wound. Six
seconds later, the filmslid out of the tiny box. He |ooked at it through a nagnifying glass and
said, 'There's no fracture of the skull. But you do have a slight concussion.'

"Slight!" Drummond sai d.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20J0se%20-%20Time's%20Last%20Gift.txt (47 of 85) [1/19/03 7:19:44 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%020Farmer/Farmer,%20Phili p%20Jose%620-%20Time's%20L ast%20Gift.txt
"You're lucky to be alive," Gibardsun said. 'You escaped killing twice.'
"Way don't you put me out of ny misery? Drunmond said.

"Don't be an ass,' the Englishman said, and he |ifted Drunmond to his feet. 'You saw us
ki ssing, no doubt. That was entirely unpreneditated; it was brought about because of a peculiar
concatenation of circunstances. Not that it might not happen again, if you continue to be such an
utter ni nconmpoop. "'

"A what?' Drunmmond sai d.

"An archaic word,' Gibardsun said. 'Another nail in the coffin of your absurd suspicions.
You forget that I'mnore than a doctor and physical anthropologist. I'malso a |inguist.'

He turned Drummond over to Rachel, and she half supported himwhile Gibardsun | ed the way
down the other side of the nmountain. He followed the deep tracks of the intruder. Cccasionally he
halted and warned the others to get down in the snow while he reconnoitered. Wen the possibility
of an anmbush was cl eared away, he notioned themto continue.

The tracks suddenly di sappeared when they were within a quarter of a nmle of the canpsite.
The man had taken to a pile of boulders and smaller rocks, the tops of which had been swept clean
of snow by the wind. He had | eaped fromone bare spot to another. Since the rocks were w despread,
and since there were many tracks fromthe tri bespeople around the rocks, the man had effectively
el uded t hem

He woul d, however, have had to conceal the rifle and the box of amunition he had stol en
This he could easily do by taking the rifle apart and concealing it under the heavy fur garnents.
But if he thought to hide it in his tent, he would soon be found out. There was very little
privacy inside the canp and few places to hide anything inside a tent. He would have to concea
the rifle inside furs, and the first tine one of his famly bunped into the bundle, the contents
woul d be detected. It was probable that the rifle and amunition had been hi dden somewhere in the
several acres of rock detritus near the canp.

Gri bardsun put Drummond inside his plastic hut and nade anot her exam nation. Then he went
straight to the tent of Dubhab. Lami nak greeted himw th her usual joy and unconceal ed worship.
G i bardsun gave no evidence that he was | ooking for her father. He chatted with her for a few
m nutes, then said that he nustn't be holding up her work, which was sewi ng a parka. \Were was her
fat her?

Lam nak said that he was out hunting of course. She hoped he would bring home at |east as
much as Gri bardsun had, she said, |ooking at the hares still slung over his shoul der.

Gri bardsun saw nothing in her deneanor to indicate she was |ying. Besides, he did not
think that she woul d make the slightest effort to deceive him She |oved himnore than anybody,
even her father.

Gi bardsun gave her a hare and left, though she was trying desperately to keep hi m by
asking a string of questions. He said he would speak to her later, then stooped and went out
through the exit. At that nonent Dubhab | eft the woods nearby and approached the canp under the
overhang of rock. He saw Gi bardsun waiting for himbut did not check his pace. He sm|ed when he
got closer and loudly greeted him

Gri bardsun had deci ded by then that Dubhab had hidden the rifle - if he was the thief -
and that it would be better not to et himknow he was a suspect. He talked with himfor a few
m nutes, inquired about his hunting, and was told that Dubhab had been very unlucky. Gibardsun
mentioned that he had left a hare for his famly, and wal ked away.

That evening, after everybody had eaten, he announced at the council fire that they would
be noving on the next day. And their journey for many days woul d be hard. He wanted to get as far
south as possible. Once they had reached a warnmer |and, they would stop. The next day, he watched
Dubhab as closely as possible. But the man went about his normal business in a nornal manner.

Five
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Drummond cane out of his white cone several hours after dawn. He noved slowy as if he had
aged consi derably overnight or was in great pain. He reported only a slight headache, however.
Agai n, he asserted that he was innocent.

"Rachel and | have had our trouble, no denying that,' he said. 'And she is very nuch
attracted to you. | don't know whether it's because she is on the bounce fromne or if she would
have fallen for you in any event. Even | can see what she neans by your animal magneti sm And
you' ve becone doubly attractive in this world; you could well have been born in it, you fit in
with it so well.

"And | don't deny |I've been jealous. But, damm it, I'mnot a nurderer! |I'ma scientist!
didn't get ny doctorate by | acking severe self-discipline. | have a trenendous anmount of self-
control. Too nuch, in fact. It's not ny nature to kill, and even if it were, | have the strength

to repress such an urge.

Gibardsun waited until he was through. He said, 'All this tal k neans nothing. Wen |
catch the man who took your rifle, I'lIl get his story fromhim one way or another. Until then
let's drop the subject.’

"But | don't want you suspecting ne!' Drummond said. 'You'll never trust ne behind you
agai n!'

"I don't trust anyone behind ne,' Gibardsun said. 'Everyone is autonatically suspect.'

He wal ked away. An hour later the tribe was ready, and it started down the nountains
toward the great plains of Spain. These were not the sem deserts that Gibardsun had known. They
were well watered and covered with grass and there were nany trees. They al so had an abundance of
animal |ife: great herds of bison, horses; the giant aurochs, and the infrequent mamot hs and
rhi noceroses. The lions of the plains were smaller than the cave lions; they resenbled the African
lion of the reservations of the twenty-first century.

Gri bardsun said that even now he found it strange to see lions in snow. But then that was
just because he had associated the big cats with the tropics. After all, the Siberian tiger and
the snow | eopard of the twentieth century (both extinct in the twenty-first) had lived quite well
in freezing climates.

He decided to canp for several weeks. The place chosen would be, in approximtely 11,000
years or so, the city of Madrid. He ignored the protests of the tribesnmen, who said that he was
contradicting hinmself in stopping here when he had said that they would not pause until they
reached a warmcountry. He told themthat he wanted to study the hunting habits of lions in snow
and ice. Mreover, there was a tribe about six mles away which could provi de anot her |anguage for
von Billmann's recorders.

Lramg' bud, a juvenile, was blooded at this time. Wth an atlatl and two spears, a stone
axe and a knife, he went after a nale lion that was eating a freshly killed horse. The lion acted
as if it could not believe the stupidity of the man. Surely no one would be unintelligent enough
to attack it while it was dining. But Lrang' bud went on in, |ooking brave enough, though there was
no telling what his feelings were. The Iion at |ast decided that he would not put up with the foo
danci ng around and stabbing at him He charged, and the youth slamed a spear through the big
cat's shoulder with an atlatl. The lion got up on three | egs, and Lrang' bud drove his second spear
deep into its chest. Despite this, the lion got to himand knocked his axe away with a bat of his
massi ve paw. Lrang' bud seized the spear sticking fromthe chest and clung to it while the lion
carried himbackward. Suddenly, the beast collapsed; blood poured fromits mouth; its eyes gl azed.
And Lramg' bud had a lion's head and lion's skin cloak to wear.

Everybody was happy, and the warriors feasted on lion neat that evening. Gibardsun ate
his share raw. Lately he sel dom ate cooked neat. Von Billmann had joked about this, and the
Engli shman had replied that he had al ways preferred raw neat. Von Billmann said that it was
dangerous; raw neat was too likely to be infested with parasites. Gibardsun had nerely smled and
conti nued chew ng.

"It's not a question of when in Rone, do as the Romans do,' Rachel said. 'Even these
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savages cook their neat thoroughly. It disturbs themthat you eat yours bl oody."'

' Chacun a son gout,' Gibardsun said and |icked the blood off the corners of his nouth.
The fire lit his rugged and handsone face and seened to be reflected in his gray eyes. Rache
turned away and went back to the wonen's feast. She had cone over to the chief's "table' to ask
hi ma question and had been unable to resist joining the conversation.

Drumond | ooked at Gri bardsun with an indeci pherabl e expression. Wen he saw t he
Engl i shman's eyes on him he | ooked down. But he was doing only what everybody did who tried to
out stare Gibardsun.

Three days later, they packed and left. Efforts to make friendly contact with the nearest
strangers had failed. The tribe had picked up and decanped nort hward.

The fourth night after leaving the site of Madrid-to-be, sonebody shot out the |ock of the
door of Gribardsun and von Billmann's hut, stuck the barrel in, and bl azed away. After discharging
five cartridges, the rifle was withdrawn, and the man who had fired ran away.

If the rifleman had noved the barrel around a wider arc, he would have struck both
occupants a nunmber of times. In which case it is doubtful that either would have |ived, since the
i mpact of the high-velocity and heavy bullets was deadly.

But he had made the m stake of blow ng out the | ock when he could instead have fired
straight through one of the walls. And he had noved the nuzzle only a few inches to either side,
not enough to send the bullets past one of the small boulders set inside the hut to hold it down.
They had sinply ricocheted off the boul der and out again through the walls.

Though unhurt, the two nen had been deafened by the explosions. They sat in their origina
positions for twenty or so seconds after the expl osions ceased, unable to hear the slapping of the
woul d-be killer's soft |eather boots on the rock. Then Gibardsun, rifle in one hand, burst
t hrough the doorway, banging the door to one side and tearing it off with the inpact of his body.

By then the canp was awake. Several torches were thrust into the enbers of fires, and the
peopl e canme out of their tents.

Gri bardsun i medi ately ordered a head count. Thamash and @ anug |ined everybody up and
had them call out by nane.

Bef ore the counting was done, a rifle expl oded sonewhere in the darkness. A bullet skimred
Gi bardsun's shoulder. He rolled away into the darkness, out of the light of the torches, and then
was up and into the nearby woods.

The Englishman had had nany years of experience as a woodsman. He could nove through the
forest, winter or sumrer, w thout making a sound. But the man he was hunting had been born in a
worl d where a man has to be one with the woods or starve. He had di sappeared sonewhere deep into
the trees. Gibardsun finally found his tracks and started after him avoiding but staying closely
parallel to the tracks. Snow began to fall, and he realized that his quarry's trail would soon be
covered. Morreover, if he did not return to the canp, he might find hinmself |ost or bogged down.

The wi nd had cone up, and the snow was pelting down when he got back to canp. By then, von
Bill mann had started the head count again. Gibardsun waited to one side grimy. He | ooked for
Dubhab and did not see himand then, suddenly, Dubhab was coning out of his tent. He had gone back
into it when the shot cane fromthe woods, he said.

Nobody was missing. The rifleman had circled back and sneaked into canp during the
hul | abal oo.

The Englishman regarded himfor a noment and then he, too, smled. 'Light sone nore
torches!' he said. 'Robert, set up sonme lights and equi pnent in our hut! We'll give themthe
paraffin test!'

Von Billmann and the Silversteins | ooked puzzled. Gibardsun spoke in Wta' shaing so that
the tribe could understand what he intended to do. He explained that when a man fired a rifle, he
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got sone small particles of the gunpowder on his hand or on his clothes. This could be detected
through the use of a substance known as paraffin. It would be easy to find out who had fired the
rifle by exam ning the hands, or the gloves, of every man in the canp except, of course, those
whom Gi bardsun knew were not in the woods.

Von Billmann said in English, 'I never heard of that test, John. Is that sone nore of your
old lore?

'The paraffin test was used at one tinme, Robert,' Gibardsun said. 'But it wasn't used
exactly as | said. Nor would we use it under these conditions, even if we had the paraffin.

'That doesn't matter. What does is that the would-be killer will believe that we can
detect himwi th these neans, and he. ..

Dubhab had suddenly started running. He went past d anmug and Thammash and Angrogrim his
short |legs punping rapidly, his face a twi st of despair.

Gi bardsun's hand noved; suddenly it held a steel knife. He threwit, it glittered in the
torchlight, and then its hilt was sticking out of the bear fur over Dubhab's back

Later, Gibardsun said that he believed in swift justice. He did not want a trial because
that woul d have been too painful for Dubhab's famly and there was no reason to nake the man
hi msel f suffer. Moreover, if he had tried to capture the man, and had fail ed, Dubhab m ght have
gotten to his hidden rifle in tine to use it.

The other scientists were shocked, though not as much as they woul d have been had they not
had time to get used to this world. Justice in their world was often agoni zingly sl ow. Everything
that could be done to safeguard the rights of the accused and of the accuser was done. Moreover,
no person had been executed for a crinme for sixty years anywhere in the world. And prison was
unknown except as a nmeans for restraini ng dangerous people while they underwent therapy.

Gribardsun said, 'l don't believe that we'll ever find the rifle.

Rachel cried, '"Is that all you can think about? My God, you just killed himas if he were
an animal! He didn't have his chance in a trial; you judged and convicted and executed himin two
seconds!'

Gribardsun did not reply. He withdrew his knife and wiped it clean and then wal ked over to
Thammash and G anug and spoke briefly to them Angrogrim picked up Dubhab and carried himto his
tent, where he stretched himout a few feet in front of the entrance. Amaga, Abinal, Lam nak, and
Nel i ska stared for a while, pale and tearless, at the body and then they went inside the tent and
closed the flap.

By norni ng, Dubhab's body was frozen stiff. The funeral took all day, and he was buried
under a pile of rocks in the mdst of general nourning. That he had been a crimnal and a traitor
did not matter after he had died. He was then one of the tribe and to be treated with all the
honors of any brave warrior and good hunter, which he had been nost of his life.

Afterward, Gibardsun found what obligations he had taken upon hinself by killing Dubhab
He was now responsible for Dubhab's family. It was up to himto provide for them

Abinal's attitude toward the Englishnman did not seemto have changed. But when he becane a
man, he woul d have to deci de whether to forgive Gibardsun or kill him He knew that; everybody
knew that. For the tine being, the matter would be put into abeyance.

Amaga did not care who took care of her. Gibardsun told her that he would protect her and
hunt neat for her. But he was not her mate and did not intend to be. Amaga was indi gnant and
justly so, since tribal customdecreed that Gibardsun should replace Dubhab in all his duties. He
stated sinply that he did not care to. Anaga then told all the tribe, but for the first tine the
tribe did not dare to punish a custom breaker. The wonan sullenly accepted the reality of the
situation, but a short time later she brightened. Perhaps Gibardsun preferred the beautiful and
hard-wor ki ng Neliska as his mate? Gibardsun said he was considering that. Rachel |ooked shocked
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Drumond sniled but did not say anything to her. Neliska | ooked happy. Lani nak, weeping,
ran away.

Rachel said, 'But you'll be leaving in a few years! Wuld you just wal k out on her? O
were you thinking of taking her back with you as a speci mnen? That woul d be cruel; she could never
adjust to the bew | dering nodern world. Anyway, she's a tribal creature, and she'd die if she were
cut off from her people.’

'l said | was considering her as a mate,' Giibardsun said. 'I didn't say when | would cone
to a decision. | rather believe that by the time I'd be able to speak for her, she would be |ong
married."'

Rachel later said to Drunmond, 'I don't think I'Il ever understand that man. Hi s thought

processes are too deep. O nmaybe just too different. That's sonething not quite normal ? - human,
about him'

"Time keeps a man hunan. But eternity would give hima nonhuman di mension,' Drummond sai d.
"Perhaps he isn't quite human. But | just can't go along with your theories about someone finding
the elixir. | just can't believe in such a phenonenon as an elixir. Especially in the nineteenth
century, which would be when Gi bardsun was born, if you were right. That business about the first
tinme machines and the linmts of the 1870s indicates that something is rotten.'

At the tinme this conversation took place, they had just crossed the half-frozen Guadi ana
Ri ver. Four days later, after they had established a canp on the south side of a heavy brake of
trees, Drummond attacked Gri bardsun.

The assault was entirely verbal, although there was one noment when the tall thin
physici st seened on the point of attacking the Englishman with his fists.

Ever since the incident of the stolen rifle, Gibardsun had refused to |l et Drunmond hunt
with him He went either with Rachel or von Billmann, and Drummond found that a tribesman was
al ways shadowi ng hi m when Gi bardsun was out on a hunt. He said nothing about this, not even to
his wife, until the evening of the fourth day after crossing the Guadi ana. Gibardsun said that
they would canp there for several days while he went out hunting wild horses with a dozen
tribesnen. He intended to restrict hinself this tinme to native weapons again. Von Bill mann woul d
go along as 'shotgun,' as usual.

Drunmmond belligerently said that he intended to acconpany them
Fine,' Gibardsun said. 'If you |l eave your firearns here.'

"Why should I?' Drummond | eaped up, his hands ball ed.

"l want to nake sure there are no accidents.'

"Accidents, hell! You nmean you want to make sure | don't shoot you in the back, is that
it?" Drunmond yel | ed.

"That is exactly it,' Giibardsun said coolly.

" Damm you, you have no right to suspect nme of trying to kill you!' Drumond screaned. |
admt | was watching you two, and | have every right to do so, and fromwhat | saw, ny suspicions
were justified! But | did not shoot at you! It was Dubhab, and you know it!'

"I don't know any such thing,' Gibardsun said. 'As for your suspicions being valid, what
did you see? Nothing really, because nothing happened. Nor will it, unless you bring it about with
your psychotic jeal ousy. Frankly, Silverstein, | don't understand what's happened to you. | saw
your psych ratings, and they indicated a stable character and a reasonably well-adjusted narriage.
But all of a sudden you go ape.'

Gibardsun smled when he said the |ast two words, and Drumond wondered why, but he did
not ask.

"I think that the sudden thrust into a strange world, the tenporal dislocation, caused an
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enotional inbalance. Let's hope that you regain your normal state of enotion before |ong.
O herwi se, you nay end up insane or dead.'

"Is that a threat?" Drummond shout ed.
"I don't make veiled threats. | amnerely stating likely alternatives.'

Gri bardsun paused and then said, 'l amsorry that this happened, because an efficient
scientific teamneeds as little friction and as nuch good will as possible anbng its nenbers. W
have a relatively short time to do nuch, and we shouldn't be wasting it with human pettiness.
So...'

"Pettiness!' Drummond yelled. 'You call losing my wife a pettiness? Being accused of
attenpted nurder is a pettiness?

"You haven't lost your wife nor have Rachel and | done anything to deserve your
condemmati on. Nor have | accused you of attenpted nmurder. But you are definitely under suspicion.

Drummond lifted his open hands to the night sky and said, 'How |l ong? How | ong? Do | have
to go the rest of nmy |ife under suspicion? Wiat charges will you bring when we get back? Wuld you
wreck ny career on the basis of nothing at all, circunstantial evidence and weak at that? Wat can
| do to clear nyself? Wuld you hold a trial?

"There is no way of clearing you," Gibardsun said. 'So | propose that we continued to
work together and try to get along together as best we can. | just do not propose to put nyself in
a position where | will be at your mercy.'

'Look at her! Look at her!' Drummond said, pointing at Rachel. 'The devoted wi fe! The
trusting spouse! My beautiful innocent |oving Rachel! She believes you! She thinks | was trying to
shoot you!'

"O her. O both of us,' Gibardsun said.

"Drumond, you're sick,' Rachel said. 'l just can't believe that you would try to kil
anybody. |'ve known you too long. And yet, | never knew you to be jeal ous, at |east, not
abnornmal |y so. Sonet hing has happened to you, and it nmakes nme sick, just sinply sick in the pit of
my soul. But...'

"G to hell! Go to hell, both of you!' Drummond said. He | ooked at von Bill mann, who had
been sitting with head bowed, sipping on his coffee.

"You can go to hell too!'
"What did | do to you?' von Billnann said.
"You believe them not me!' Drummond said, and stanped off into the darkness.

The others were silent. They had been sitting on inflatable cushions around a wood fire.
Their huts were two white cones in the firelight. Fromthirty yards away cane the sound of many
voi ces as the tribesnen called back and forth and | aughed at jokes. They were happy. Nobody was
sick, and they had plenty of neat.

The explorers had nade their canp some distance fromthe others because they had wanted to
di scuss their plans for tonorrow without interruption. They intended to study the region for three
days before noving on. But Drumond's outbursts had cut off the planned conversati on.

Rachel | ooked out into the starl ess and noonl ess night and said, '| hope he conmes back
soon. It's dangerous wandering around out there. He's only got his pistol, too.'

"I'"d suggest a physical and nental exami nation for him' Gibardsun said. 'But he would
obj ect, and he nmight be justified. | don't know how objective | nyself could be in ny
exam nat i on.

"Do you suppose it could be tenporal shock?" Rachel said.
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"I think so,' von Billmann said. 'I'monly just now getting ny sense of reality back. For
a long tine everything seened distorted, out of focus slightly, you mght say. Weird. Sinply not
true to reality. How about you, John? Did you feel anything like that?

"The first three or four days,' Gibardsun said. 'Though even that was not an overpowering
feeling by any neans.'

Von Billmann went to bed. The tribesnen crawmed into their tents and tied the flaps shut.
Rachel and Gi bardsun sat before the fire and stared into its flanmes or | ooked now and then into
the snowwhite night. The only sound was the crackling of the firewbod, the distant how of a
wol f, and an even nore distant bellowi ng fromsone aurochs in sone snow wall ed area.

After a while, Rachel |ooked up across the fire at Gibardsun. Tears were runni ng down her
cheeks. 'Drumond and | should be so happy,' she said. 'W don't really have any reasons for
friction between us. W share so many conmon interests, and before he got noody he was sonetines
anusi ng, though too serious nmost of the tine. But not always. And we were chosen to go on this

expedi tion, and that al one should have kept himhappy. But...' She wi ped the tears away and
swal | owed and then said, 'But sonething happened. He's so miserable and unhappy. And everything is
just ruined for us, just ruined. It'Il never be like it was. It just can't be. And if he keeps on

the way he has, he'll end up trying to kill you or me or both. O probably he'll kill hinself. He
has a tendency to turn his anger inward against hinself.'

Gi bardsun said, 'Mst hunan beings seemto go wong in one way or another to a greater or
| esser degree. They're nmuch |less stable than animals, and this instability is the price humans pay
for their sentience and their conplicated enptional system Self-consciousness and the power of
speech are the requisites, though not the only ones, for progress in man. But man pays for his
greater potentiality by a greater vulnerability to inbalance. And your Drummond is just one of the
ten billion inbalances of the twenty-first century.'

"And that theory makes nme one of the ten billion unbalanced too, right? she said. 'Well
God knows that | know that. But what about you, John?

"Human, all too human,' he said, smling slightly. "But nmy early life, the really
formative period, was rather peculiar. I'mnot sure that | ook at the world through an entirely
human prism But that doesn't really make nmuch difference in nmy response to the world. The kind of
i mbal ance that | amtal king about is largely genetic. The very nature of a man's nervous system
forces himto stunble; he makes mi stakes and errors and reacts in a unique egotistic manner to the
worl d, and he gets sick. Mental sickness is the sentient's way of |life, you m ght say.

"l suppose |I was lucky. | have an unusual stability. But for that | nust pay a price, of
course. What that price is...'

"Ch, you're so nysterious!' she said. 'You' ve been talking a | ot and you've said al nost
not hi ng nmeani ngful! What is all this about your early years? Weren't you rai sed by hunman bei ngs?
Surely you aren't some sort of Mowgli or Ronmulus or Renus? Everybody woul d have heard about it if
you had been, and, besides, the very idea is ridiculous. And |I happen to know that you were born
on the Inner Kenyan Reservation and you were raised by your parents and the black natives.'

"That's what the records say.

"l know what you've been doing with all this nysterious nonsensical talk. You' ve been
taking my mind off Drumond!

You're very clever. But thoughtful. | thank you for your concern. But | have to worry
about him What is he doing out there, wandering in the snow? He night get |ost or some bear or
lion mght get him or...

"This isn't nmountain country so there aren't any bears, and besides, the bears are
hi bernating,' he said. 'And we haven't seen a |lion for days.'

'The wol ves!' she said.
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"When he left he knew what he was wal king into," Gibardsun said. 'l suggest that you go
to bed and put himout of your nmind, if you can. He'll be coming hone soon enough, and in the
morning we'll see how he feels. W do have work to do, you know, and...'

He started to rise, but she said, 'Sit down, John. Please! Just for a noment! Don't |eave
me!'’

He | owered hinself on the cushion again and said, 'Very well. |I'll stay alittle while, if
it will help you.'

She | eaned forward and said, 'John! Do you or do you not |ove nme?
He smiled slightly again, and she said, 'Don't |augh at ne!'’

"I wouldn't do that,' he said. 'I was just thinking of - well, never nmind. There were
worren bol d enough even in nmy youth. | knew nore than one who would cone out with the same question
if she felt the need for an answer. But | sonetimes forget how free nodern wonen are. That,
however, is neither here nor there, is it? You asked, and you shall receive. | find you very
attractive, Rachel, and if you were free, | might ask you to marry ne. But you aren't free, and |
am ol d-fashioned. | don't believe in adultery, and | wouldn't try to break up a nmarriage or take
advantage of the fact that it's breaking up. | don't love you with the intensity or the passion
you nmeant when you asked ne if | loved you. | do like you very nmuch. But | don't |ove you.'

There was a silence. Sonething white, a huge bird, glided past the snow | aden branches of
the trees just on the edge of the firelight.

Finally, Rachel said, 'I thought you weren't in love with nme, but | was hoping that you
were and that you felt you couldn't say or do anything because | was still narried. But you don't
|l ove ne, and | thank you for telling nme so honestly, even though it does hurt.'

"I seldom have regrets,' he said, 'since regret changes nothing. But | amsorry that this
whol e affair developed. It's not only maki ng you and Drunmond unhappy, and naki ng Robert niserable
and nmysel f uneasy; it's decreasing the scientific efficiency of all four of us.'

"And we have an obligation to those who sent us here,' she said. '|I know But what can |
do to make things better?

"Call me when Drummond gets in,' he said. I'll get up, and we'll have this out before
breakfast, if he shows up soon enough, of course.

"l don't know that he'll listen to reason any nore.'

'Then he won't, and we'll proceed fromthere.'

"You're so practical,' she said. 'And so self-controlled."’

"I'"ve had nuch practice,' he said. He rose and walked to bis hut and then turned. 'l don't
like to | eave you alone, but there really is no point in staying up. If Drummond hasn't returned
by morning, | may go out after him He is an adult and so shouldn't have to be watched as if he

were a child. But | amthe head of this expedition, and it's up to ne to keep watch on mny peopl e.
Rachel sat for ten minutes by the fire and then went into her hut.
Si x

The first pal eness of dawn acted as al arm cl ocks on the Whta' shaing. The |ight seenmed to
penetrate the skins of their tents. The light touched their eyelids, and their |ids opened. They
craw ed out of their tents into the start of a light snowfall. They went into the woods and
enptied thensel ves, and then the wonmen poked the enbers buried under deep ashes and pil ed on wood
shavi ngs made by flint knives and then put on nore wood. The fires were roofed and partially
wal | ed with boughs laid over each other in two |layers. The snow was beginning to pile up on the
fire huts, as they were called. The nen gathered around the fire, hawking, blow ng their noses,
spitting, and grunbling. They tal ked about the chances for hunting, which did not | ook good.
Fortunately they had plenty of nmeat and the partially digested contents of bison and deer
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stomachs. They could afford to lie around the canp for a week, if they had to do so. By |lying
around they did not nean idleness. They woul d be repairing their spears and harpoons and worKking
new flint and ivory and bone points, carving bone and ivory figurines of aninmals for use in magic,
and figures of wormen to bring about increased fertility.

The three scientists ate their breakfast in a gloony silence. Imediately afterward,
Gi bardsun said that he would go out and | ook for Drummond. The others volunteered to go with him
but he said that he could travel faster alone. He put food, ammunition, and a small camera in his
backpack and left. He carried coll apsible snowshoes in the pack too, but would not use these unti
out of sight of the tribesnmen. It was agreed that the explorers would not introduce any
technol ogi cal innovations to the Magdal eni ans. Snowshoes were, according to the twenty-first
century anthropol ogi sts, not known to the Europe of 12,000 B.C. But the explorers used themonly
when they were unobserved by humans.

Gri bardsun thought that this was an unnecessary precaution. Chviously, since late
Pal eol i t hi ¢ Europe had not known snow shoes, then they would not be introduced by the tine
travel ers. Thus, why worry? Use themin sight of the tribesnmen. Teach the tribesnen how to nake
them The know edge woul d be | ost because it had been | ost.

However, the agreenent had been made, so he would stick to it

Once around a low hill and out of sight of the Wta' shaing, he put on the snowshoes and
set out swiftly on Drummond's trail. The physicist had gone around the hill and cut on a straight
Iine across the plain, which was about two mles wide. He had not, as Gibardsun had suspected he
woul d, hung around to spy on himand Rachel. Evidently he wanted to get as far away as possible.

As the Englishman pushed across the flat and conparatively treel ess plain, the snow began
to fall nmore heavily. Before he reached the low hills at the other end of the plain, the tracks
were conmpletely filled in.

G i bardsun stopped anong the trees and considered. He could keep on a straight |ine
hopi ng that Drumond had done the same. Or he could describe large circles, hoping to cone across
sonme sign of the man. O he could do the sensible thing and return to canp. Let Silverstein, who
had put hinmself in this mess, get hinmself out of it.

But Gribardsun's obligations included doing all he could to nake the expedition a success.
If he allowed Silverstein to die, he would be cheating the world of the physicist's |labors. There
was an i mense anmount of work for each nenber of the expedition and if one were elimnated, the
others couldn't possibly replace him Besides, he just did not like the idea of letting the nan
wander around until he died even if it was his own fault. There was a tine when he woul d not have
cared if anyone lived or died unless the person's fate had happened to touch his own interests.
But time had changed that.

He decided to take the straight line for another half a nmile and then describe a spiral
He had travel ed perhaps two niles and seen not a sign of Drummond when he heard faint sounds far
to his right. He went through a pass between two low hills covered with firs. Beyond was a series
of broad low hills which ran for half a mile. On the other side was a | ow nountain, and at the
base of this were twelve nen. They were on their bellies, working their way through the snow
behi nd various |arge boul ders. Their goal was Drunmmond Sil verstein, half hidden behind a |arge
boul der. He was firing about once a mnute to drive the men back. But they were slowy decreasing
the di stance between them

Gi bardsun watched themfor a while. They were big nen with [ight brown or blond hair and
Iight skins. They wore bear or bison skins; they carried spears, axes, and |eather slings and
stones. Two lay face down on the snow with small pools of frozen bl ood radiating out fromthem
They knew what the thunderstick could do and yet they were still going after the man using it.
This required high courage or a lowintelligence or possibly a conbination of both.

Gri bardsun wal ked out from behind the tree he had been using as a spy post and sl ogged
through the snow toward the fight. A few seconds later he dived into the snow. A bullet had
screaned by his head.
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He did not cry out to Drummond that he had nade a ni stake. Drummond nust have recogni zed
him the fact that he was carrying a rifle was enough to identify him It was possible that
Drumond was in a near mndless frenzy and was shooting at anything that noved. That often
happened to nmen wi thout experience when they were first in battle. However, he did not think that
this was the situation. Drumond had certainly been cool and deliberate enough about firing at the
natives with his revol ver.

Gri bardsun began to work his way to the left toward a stand of snow | aden trees part way
up the hill. But the natives had seen him and five of themwere com ng through the snow toward
him They were yelling and brandi shing their spears in their gloved hands. They certainly nade
excel lent targets for Silverstein, but he did not fire at them It was then that Gibardsun
decided that Silverstein had shot at hi mknowi ng who he was. Now Silverstein was hoping that the
nati ves would do what he had failed to do

Gribardsun, still lying in the snow, raised his rifle, which was set for single-shot
action, and fired over the heads of the nen advancing upon him He did not think that would stop
them but he would make the effort. After that, if they continued, they deserved what they got.

They kept advanci ng, though they sank into the snow to their knees.

Gibardsun fired with about twelve seconds between each shot. He wanted the survivors to
appreciate the fact that no shot was now nissing and that he was taking his tine. But three fel
before the two renmi ning deci ded to nmake off. They slogged away at right angles to their fornmer
path, determined to get away fromboth riflemen.

By then Silverstein had hit two nore nmen in the snow, and the rest had decided that it
woul d be best to retreat.

Gibardsun had quit firing, but Silverstein knocked over every nman who stood up

The total was fourteen dead. Sonewhere nearby was a tribe which had | ost nmuch of its adult
mal e popul ati on.

Gi bardsun thought that Silverstein had truly gone insane

By then he was behind a tree. He adjusted the bullhorn anplifier around his neck and
roared, ' Throw your gun out, and cone out with your hands up!

'So you can shoot ne down in cold blood!" Drumond' s anplifier thundered back

"You know | wouldn't do that!' Gribardsun said. 'You' re a sick man, Drummond! You need
medi cal care! That's all |I'm concerned about! | want you to get well so you can do your work! We
need you! And you need us!

"I don't need you or anybody! |I'mjust going to keep on nmoving until | can go no nore! And
then I'11 die!

Gri bardsun was silent for a while. The snow had ceased falling, and the grayness overhead
was breaking up. Several tinmes in the next ten mnutes the sun shone through nmonmentary brighter
patches. It fell on the dark bodies scattered around the open arena. From downwi nd cane the
faraway cry of wolves. These may have snelled the bl ood and might be on their way to the promni sed
feast. If so, they would be | ate, because six ravens had just flown in and alighted near a body.
But there was enough to feed a hundred ravens.

The big black birds cautiously approached the body and then, deciding that it was not
pl ayi ng possum tore at it. The eyes di sappeared down bl ack throats; the |lips were pecked and
stripped away; the tongue began to shred away in sharp beaks.

Gi bardsun watched the eating indifferently. If anything, he approved. Ravens were one
met hod for getting rid of garbage, of keeping the world clean

But Silverstein could not stand the sight. He fired, and a raven flew apart in a spray of
bl ack feathers. The others took off cawi ng and flew around describing black interrogation narks.
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When they fluttered back to the original corpse, they were scared away by another shot. This
m ssed them but struck the head of the corpse and split it open. The ravens returned a second tine
and began to eat the blood and the brains. Silverstein did not shoot at them again.

Gri bardsun stuck his head conpletely around the tree trunk, only to jerk it back. He was
too late, of course, but the bullet gouged out a big piece of trunk and screamed off to the right.
A few pieces of wood were stuck in the left side of his face. He picked themout while the bl ood
froze on his cheek.

A few nminutes |ater he junped. Sonething had cracked loudly in the woods behind him

It could have been the cold splitting open a branch, but he could not afford not to
i nvestigate. He crawl ed away, keeping the tree between hinself and Silverstein until he got over a
low ridge. His scouting reveal ed nothing except a fox which expl oded from beneath a snow heavy
bush, and, a minute later, the hare which the fox had been hunting.

Gi bardsun watched the rodent with its big hairy feet bound along on top of the thin
frozen crust of the snow. And then darkness expl oded in him Wen he awoke, he had a sharp pain in
the back of his head. He was lying on his side, and his hands were tied behind him A pair of
bi son- hi de boots were directly in front of his eyes. He | ooked up al ong wol f-hide trousers and a
spotted black and white horse-hide parka. The man had a |ong dark beard with red undertones, thick
bl ack eyebrows and greenish eyes. He held a reindeer antler-tipped spear

Gi bardsun turned over slowy and saw six other strangers.

A nmoment later, three nore came through the snow with a fourth whose hands were tied
behi nd him

"This is a fine ness you' ve gotten us into!' Drummpnd sai d.

Gi bardsun m ght have smled at this if his head had not hurt so nuch. A stone axe nust
have been thrown at him That had to be so, since he was sure that not even an abori gi nal woodsman
could get close enough to hit himwi th a weapon in hand before he heard him

He was sure that they had not arrived after the firing had ended. They nust have been
burrowed down in the snow, able to see himwi thout his seeing them Then, when he turned his back
one had gotten up slowy and thrown his axe.

He was surprised that he was still alive, but he was glad. Wiile he lived, he had hope.

A big man Iifted himup and set himon his feet. Then he knocked him down again with a
fist in his solar plexus.

Gri bardsun withed around for a while, sucking in air, though he was not so badly hurt as
he pretended. He had had tine to tense his nuscles and also to throw hinself slightly backward to
ride with the bl ow.

The big man pi cked himup again, raised his fist, probably expecting Gibardsun to wi nce,
and then lowered it at a word froma nan who seened to be the chief.

Gibardsun and Silverstein were led away to the south with a spearman behind each to prod
himif he | agged. Their snowshoes had been | eft behind. Either the strangers had not seen them use
them and so did not understand their use, or they were ignoring what they had seen because they
did not fully conmprehend it. But one nman carried Drummond's revolver in his belt. The chief
carried Gribardsun's rifle. They had gone roughly half a nile when they saw a dozen or so gray
shapes drift along the side of the hill, sliding in and out between the trees. The wol ves were on
their way to the feast.

After two nmiles of hard wal king - or wading - through heavy snow that was sometinmes wai st -
deep, they came to the canp. This was pitched against the south side of a steep hill and consi sted
of thirty-three wigwam|like tents. Trenches had been cut through the twenty-foot-high drifts to
connect the tents. But snow was a good thernmal insulation material, and as long as the tents did
not coll apse, they woul d keep the inhabitants warm As Gibardsun was to find out, the tribesnmen
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had dug out nuch of the snow inmediately around the tents, |eaving the top projections untouched
Thus, there was not as nmuch weight on the tents as there seenmed at first sight.

At the nonent, Gribardsun was in no position to nmake detail ed observations. Sonme of the
worren, on hearing of the disastrous casualties, launched screans and wails to the skies and their
nails at the faces of the prisoners. Both nmen suffered deep gashes before the nmen pulled the wonen
of f. Gibardsun, however, kicked three wonen in the stomach, knocking out two and making the third
vomt. He could have killed all three but thought he would be better off if he did not.

The big man who had hit himwith his fist |aughed when the wormen went sailing out of the
pack. He sl apped Gibardsun several tines in the face after he had rescued him but not in a
vengeful spirit. The man was grinning gap-toothed as he hit Gibardsun, as if he enjoyed seeing
the wonen hurt. He also enjoyed hitting the prisoner, but he wasn't out to hurt him badly.

The prisoners were led through a trench of snow which rose high over Gibardsun's six-foot-
three head. The central tent of the three concentric circles of tents was the |argest. The chi ef
lived in this with two adult wonen - his nother, apparently, and his wife - two juvenile females,

a juvenile nmale, a six-year-old boy and a year-old girl. Woden frames held the butchered
carcasses of a deer and a quarter of a bison and other franmes held spears and axes and cutting and
choppi ng stones and sew ng equi pnent of bone and sinew. A single fire in the center, confined in a
stone hearth, sent blue snoke upward to the narrow opening in the top. It also sent nuch of the
snoke around the tent.

The occupants were naked except for loin strips, though the tenperature was about ten
degrees above zero Fahrenheit except very near the fire. The tent stank of stale sweat, saliva
burning in the fire, wet furs near the fire, rotting teeth, gumy dirt, rotten neat on sone bones
in a corner, and excrenment in two open dug-out trunks of wood used as chanber pots.

After being out in the open, the stench was al nost as bad as a fist blow But both nen had
encountered this every tinme they had entered a winter tent of the Wta' shaing. Gibardsun had
adapted - or at |least had not conplained - alnbst inmediately. Silverstein had never really becone
at ease in the stench.

Three nen pointed their spears at the two while the wonen renoved the packs fromtheir
backs. Al their clothes except their shorts were taken off. To get the parkas and undershirts
off, their hands were untied. Gibardsun estimted his chances of breaking | oose and deci ded
against them Even if he could get past the spears inside the tent and the nob outside, he would
be naked. He still night escape freezing if he ran all the way back to canp. He did not have these
peopl e's tol erance for cold, but he had nore than nost twenty-first centurians.

However, his chances at this tinme were just too slim He would wait.

When his hands were retied, they were fastened in front of him This was an advantage, but
his ankle was tied by a tough sinewto the bottomof a tent pole. Silverstein was simlarly
tethered. The sinew was |ong enough for themto sit by the fire, which they did w thout objection
from anyone. The chief and the big man seened anused by the shivering of their prisoners.

"What do you think is going to happen to us?" Drunmond said through chattering teeth.

"l don't know,' Gibardsun said. 'But since we killed so many, sonewhere near half their
adult males, we'll probably be required to suffer for it.'

"Torture?
"It's not outside the real mof possibility,' Gibardsun said

The nen left. The prisoners were in the charge of the juvenile nmale and the wonen. The
juvenile sat on a pile of furs and pointed a spear at them The wonen sat or squatted near the
edge of the tent and | ooked intently at their guests. One of the young fenales was quite pretty,
if the dirtiness of her hair and face and the streak of mucus running fromnose to lip were
di scounted. She | ooked back into Gibardsun's eyes for a long tine before dropping her gaze. She
wore only a strip of wolf fur around her waist, revealing a well-rounded and full-breasted form
Her face was a nodified and attractive version of her father's. But her nmother's sagging fat
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figure was a sad forecast.

Gri bardsun was not that taken by her, but he did hope he could sonehow use her to escape
So he gazed adnmiringly at her, smled, and even w nked once.

That was a m stake. She | eaped up shrieking and plunged out through the opening.

A mnute later, the angry voices of the chief and other nen were at the entrance, and then
the chief entered with a man whose pai nted face and one-eyed baton de commandenent indicated the
witch doctor. They were foll owed by the big man who had previously hit Gibardsun and severa
others. The juvenile male was standing up, his spear jabbing at Gibardsun. His skin was pale and
his knees were shaking. The other wonmen | ooked frightened. The juvenile was the only one who had
seen the w nk.

Gri bardsun coul d understand nothing of the words shouted at him of course. But he
under st ood after several mnutes of dancing and chanting by the doctor that he should not have
wi nked. To this tribe, that was a formof the evil eye. Gibardsun did not know what to do next.
If he winked at the witch doctor, for instance, to show himthat his nagic was stronger, then the
witch doctor might logically decide to put Gibardsun's eyes out.

What foll owed was unexpected but not unwelcone. In this tribe, virtue, that is, white
magi c, that is, the tribe's own magic, triunphed over evil, that is, black magic, that is, the
magi ¢ of another tribe.

But the nagic nust be put to the test, and so Gibardsun was taken outside where he and
the big man entered a snall arena dug out of the snow Silverstein was taken along. The big nman
stripped naked, and Gibardsun's bonds were untied and his shorts renmoved. The adult mnales then
crowded around the walls of the snow pit, and juvenile nmales and sone of the other women pressed
in behind them

The big man was about six-foot-five and broader-shoul dered, heavier-Iegged, and thicker-
armed than Gi bardsun. He had sone fat but not enough to give the inpression of obesity.

Gri bardsun understood w thout being told that this was to be trial by conbat. He wondered
briefly, if this customhad actually arisen in this tribe and spread out fromthere. But he knew
that it was doubtful that one small group would have originated the custom In any event, no one
woul d ever know, since study of this period was so restricted.

He hopped up and down and flexed his legs and arns and worked his fingers to restore his
circulation. H's shivering, however, had stopped.

The big man, smiling confidently, walked up to Gibardsun with his arms out and his hands
open.

Silverstein, shivering in one corner of the arena, guarded by the juvenile expected
Gi bardsun to win. Though the tribesman was bigger, Gibardsun knew all the phil osophies and
techni ques of twenty-first century schools of hand-to-hand fighting. He should be able to chop his
opponent down with karate or judo in short order.

But the Englishman at first nmade no attenpt to use anything but brute strength. He grabbed
the tribesman's hands in his and waited. The big man, grinning, pushed against his snmaller
opponent. Gibardsun dug his naked heels into the snow and pushed back. The two slipped back and
forth and then, suddenly, Gibardsun tw sted the other man's hands, and the man dropped sideways
onto the snow. The nman struck heavily. The spectators grunted, or said sonething |ike' Uhunga!"'

H's grin lost, the man got to his feet. Gibardsun seized his hands again and yanked
downward and i nward, and when the man was near enough, brought up his knee and drove it agai nst
the chin beneath the thick beard.

This tinme the man had great difficulty getting to his feet.

Gri bardsun hel ped hi mup, grabbed him by the back of the neck and his thigh and lifted him
above his head. He turned around and around, slowy, snmiling at the awed tribespeople, and then
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heaved the man, who nust have wei ghed at |east 280 pounds, over their heads and agai nst the edge
of the arena. The man struck it side-on, slid down, and lay at its bottom notionl ess.

The w tch doctor advanced fromthe crowd, shaking his baton and nuttering sonething
rhythm c. He brought the end of the baton under Gibardsun's nose, held it there, and then noved
it fromside to side

Gri bardsun suddenly grabbed the baton, tore it fromthe doctor's grasp, and sent it
spinning far out into the snow

The doctor turned gray under the paint on his face and chest.

The next step was up to the tribesnen. Silverstein hoped they would not try sonething
sinple and | ogical, such as |launching every spear they had against the two prisoners.

Nobody moved. Everybody stared at Gribardsun. He smiled and wal ked toward the exit of the
ar ena.

They gave way before him and he took Silverstein's hand and | ed himback to the chief's
| odge. There they sat down by the fire. Gibardsun added wood to it despite a muttered protest
fromthe old woman who had not wi tnessed the conbat outside.

The witch doctor and the chief entered. Gibardsun | ooked at the fire and ignored them
The doctor danced around the fire, passing behind Gibardsun and shaki ng his baton, which he had
rescued, over the Englishman's head. He went around the fire w ddershins twelve tines and stopped
on the other side of the fire just opposite Gibardsun. He raised the baton to his eye and | ooked
through the hole inits end at Gi bardsun

Gribardsun raised his eyes and stared back at the doctor, then made an Owi th his thunb
and first finger and stared at the doctor through that.

The witch doctor becane pal e.

"When anong the Romans, out-Roman them' Gibardsun said to Silverstein.

He stood up and wal ked around the fire and seized the doctor by the nose and twi sted it.
The doctor yel ped with pain and flung his baton across the tent.

Gri bardsun rel eased the nose and went to the side of the tent and picked up the baton. It
was of carved bone, and the hole in its end was | arge enough so that the shaft of a spear could be
thrust through it. Oiginally, in the nineteenth century, the scientists had thought that the
bat ons de comuandenent were for use in magical rites only. Then they had decided, in the twentieth
century, that the batons were used to straighten out shafts. The truth, as the expedition had
di scovered, validated both theories. Some batons were used as physical tools and sonme as nagica
tools. In a sense, the magical batons were al so shaft straighteners, since they were used by the
witch doctors to straighten - or to bend - the invisible shafts that bound the universe together.
The witch doctors kept the philosophy of the use of batons as a guild secret, transmtting the
know edge only to their successors. Giibardsun had tried to get anug to tell himthe arcana of
his trade, but danug had refused. However, by using a highly sensitive directional microphone
G i bardsun had eavesdropped on the school d amug conducted for his two sons. He knew that the bone
or wood or ivory baton was considered to be powerful. But a doctor who was powerful enough to use
his own fingers to formthe nmmgi cal shaft-straightening hole was dreaded. There were very few. In
fact, danug had never actually seen one. But the great doctor of tribal history - Sinmaung - had
used only his own fingers.

Gi bardsun assuned that this tribe had its equival ent of Sinmaung, and that its doctor
woul d be aware of the dangerousness of such a man. He was right. The witch doctor gave way
completely. He |owered his baton and stared w de-eyed at Gibardsun. Then he reversed the baton
and wal ked around the fire and handed it to him The Englishman passed his finger through the hole
init several tinmes and handed it back to the doctor.

Silverstein had watched all this bew | dered. Gibardsun explained and then told himto put
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on his clothes. He doubted that anyone would interfere.

The chief and the witch doctor conferred in |low tones for a while on the other side of the
fire. Gribardsun got tired of waiting for themto come to a decision. He got up and put on his own
clothes and resunmed his place by the fire. Silverstein took out his pocket transceiver and soon
got into contact with Rachel. He described as best he could their situation and | ocation

"W were their prisoners, and | suppose we still are,' Drummond said. 'But, sonehow, John
has gotten the upper hand. | don't know how | ong he can keep it, though.'

Silverstein confined hinmself to reporting the situation, though Rachel tried to get himto
tal k about his running away. Gibardsun gestured, and Silverstein brought the transceiver to him

"Don't cone after us,' he said to Rachel. 'You nmight upset the rather delicate bal ance of
the situation. We'll keep in touch. I'Il report in an hour.'

"And if you don't?" Rachel asked.
' Then you can cone after us. But if this tribe |oses any nore nen, it's going to perish.'

That evening the chief, the doctor, the big man (subdued and somewhat banged up), and a
white-haired old nan ate with the two prisoners in the tent. They tried to carry on a conversation
with sign | anguage. The chi ef managed to get across the idea that they were not prisoners but that
the tribe could use the help of the two. By then the firearns had been returned to Gibardsun, who
used signs to indicate that he would use his rifle to get neat for them

Gribardsun also tried to find out fromthem what had happened to cause themto attack
Silverstein, but he failed. Silverstein stuck to his story that they had junped him and he had
been forced to shoot them Gibardsun did not say anything about his narrow escape from one of
Drunmond' s bullets. But he did not return the revolver to Drunmond, nor did Drummond protest when
Gri bardsun dismantl ed the pistol and put the parts in his pack

He did object when the Englishnman said they would spend the night in the tent and perhaps
stay for several days.

They' Il nmurder us in our beds!' he said. 'They nmust be just waiting to catch us off guard.
My God, we killed alnost half their nen!'

"But through what is, to them nmagical neans,' Gibardsun said. 'So they expect us to
rei nburse them sonehow. W are under obligation to them At least, that is the feeling | get. And,
in away, we are obligated.'

"But we can't support everyone we run across!' Silverstein protested. 'You've already got
Dubhab's family on your hands. In fact, the whole tribe, since they've cone to depend nore and
nmore on you. Wuld you add another tribe to your entourage?

"W are intruders,' Gibardsun said. 'Qur presence is unnatural, if anything that exists
in nature can be said to be unnatural. W are here to observe and study. But our very intrusion
upsets the natural order of things, so that we are not observing things as they would be if we
were not here. We constitute an exanple of Heisenberg's Principle of Uncertainty, but in a social
sense. W can't but affect what we would like to see in its natural state. So our observations are
necessarily distorted or qualified.

"I know that!' Silverstein said inpatiently.

"Yes, but the point is that if we cone to these people and bring catastrophe and ruin,
then we nust do sonething to help them If we could be the ideal observers, invisible, unnoticed,
then we woul d have an obligation not to interfere in the slightest. W could gather valid
scientific data about them and if they flourished or perished, were well or ill, tortured or the
torturers, we would be the ideal observers, the unseen camera. But we can't be. To make an
intimate study, we have to becone intimate with them And that, to ne, involves a certain anount
of obligation.'
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"I don't see why we should be obligated to people who tried to kill us w thout reason.'

"I don't know that they had no reason,' Gibardsun said. He turned his large gray eyes on
Silverstein, who flushed and chewed savagely on the piece of bison nmeat he had just put in his
nmout h.

"I feel I owe sone obligations,' Gibardsun said. 'But |I'mnot neurotic about it. There
are limts to what | owe.'

"Are you tal ki ng about them or about ne?
"Both.'

Alittle while later he stretched out on a pile of bison hides and apparently went to
sl eep al nost at once. He did not cover hinself with furs, as the natives did, since his thermcron
suit kept himwarm enough. In fact, he had to open sonme vents in it against getting too warm The
many bodies in the tent built up the tenperature.

Silverstein opened his own suit at nany places and took refuge beneath three wol f-skin
bl ankets. But he had trouble getting to sleep. The stench of snoke and unwashed bodies and rotting
teeth and chanber pots and the |oud snoring of the chief and his old nmother and a bite now and
then froma | ouse kept hi mawake for hours. He had no sooner fallen asleep, or so it seened to
him than a noi se awakened him He sat up and saw Gri bardsun pushing the teenager bl onde from him
Evidently she had just cone over to him But Gibardsun was havi ng none of her

In the nmorning, Drumobnd comented on the incident. Gibardsun said, 'lI have no nora
objection to tenporary matings, and | may even have offended her deeply. She probably Wanted to
have a child by ne because | am a powerful nagician and warrior, according to her lights. But |
woul d feel an additional obligation if she had a child by ne. |I'mnot ready for any such thing -
yet.'

"You nmean you nmay be ready sone day?' Drummond queried. 'How could that be?
"You'll know if it happens.'

They did not talk nuch during the rest of the day except on matters of business.
Silverstein filmed the day's hunting, which consisted of finding a herd of bison penned inside
deep walls of snow. Gibardsun shot one bull to renmind the tribesnen of the power of his rifle.
Then he used spears to kill several nore bulls. After that, he called a halt to the slaughter. By
signs he told themthey shouldn't waste the nmeat by killing the whole herd. They wouldn't be able
to haul all the nmeat honme today, and if they left carcasses behind, the wolves would get them The
bi son were trapped in the 'yard' and nost of them would probably starve as soon as they had dug
down through the snow and eaten all the grass under it. This was a common event; the heavy snhows
often trapped the herbivores.

The next day, Silverstein asked for, and got perm ssion, to return to home canp. He
hesitated for a few seconds before saying, 'l don't like to go unarned.'

Gri bardsun took the revolver and a box of ammunition fromhis pack. 'Use themw th good
sense,' he said.

Drummond flushed and said, 'Sonehow, | have to clear nyself. But | seemto get in deeper
all the time. Yet | swear |'minnocent!’

'You haven't been proved guilty yet,' Gibardsun said. 'So you are presumed i nnocent unti
then. But that doesn't nean you're not on trial. The verdict depends on what you do in the
future.’

"This is the damedest situation!' Drunmond said, striking his thigh with his fist.
" VWhoever woul d have thought, when we got into the nmachine to go to 12,000 B.C., that | would be
suspected of trying to nurder you? O that Rachel and | woul d be estranged, perhaps beyond any
chance of reconciliation? This is supposed to be a scientific expedition, but if things continue
as they have, we're going to fail! We'll return - if we return - with relatively little to show.
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And that would be a disaster! If this expedition doesn't pay off, there may never be another. Tine
travel costs too nuch!’

'Then | suggest that you curb your enptions and work harder,' Gibardsun said. 'Now, |
prescribe a tranquilizer for you, but not while you're on the way hone. You'll need to be as alert
as possi bl e.

Drunmmond agreed to take the pill when he got back to hone canp. He al so promised to radio
the canp every five mnutes so his progress could be checked. And he set out across the deep snow.

Silverstein did not get to the Wta'shaing canmp until late that afternoon. G bardsun
received fromvon Billmann the report that Silverstein had been sighted. Ten minutes later, von
Bil Il mann, very excited, called in. Silverstein had pulled his revolver as he wal ked up to Rache
and had shot at her. She had dropped to the ground, and so the bullet missed her. Drunmond fired
three times as she rolled away but missed each tinme. By then von Billmnn had | oosed six rounds
fromhis rifle. One bullet struck Drummond in the left shoul der, spun himaround and tore off nmuch
of the flesh and part of the bone of the shoul der

Von Bill mann had had a concentrated course in first aid and preventive medi ci ne since he
was to take over as doctor if anything happened to Gi bardsun. He had sl apped pseudo-protein over
the wound and then given Drumond nassive doses of P-blood fromthe stores brought fromthe
vessel. Every person in the tribe had been bl ood-typed, and Gi bardsun had convi nced themthat
they coul d be donors and nobody woul d establish an evil control over themthrough their blood. (95
% of the tribe was A with 40% Rh negative.)

By the tinme Gribardsun arrived, late that evening, Drumobnd seened to be out of physica
danger. But it was evident next norning that he was suffering fromnore than physical shock. He
did not recogni ze anybody; he seenmed to have gone back to the age of twelve. He was a youth on the
third | evel of Budapest, and his nother was dying. He spoke rmuch in Mandarin Chi nese, which his
nmot her had taught him She was half Chinese and had been born in Lin Shiang and |lived there
thirteen years before her famly went to Budapest in one of those nassive interchanges of
popul ati on which took place during the early part of the twenty-first century and still occurred
to a | esser extent.

"Here's another obligation for you,' Rachel said as she led himinto the conical hut.

All Gibardsun could do at that tine was to exam ne himand conmend Robert von Bill mann
for his medical ability.

Since Drumond coul d not be noved yet, Gibardsun returned in two days to the other tribe,
the Shluwg, as they called thenmsel ves. He supervised the care of Drummond through the transceiver
at various times of the day. The rest of the time, he studied the Shluwy | anguage and al so wor ked
out a means of conmunicating by signs. He succeeded in putting across his intentions and then
| eaving themto think things over, he went back to the Wta' shaing canp. There he perforned
several operations on Drumond; he replaced the destroyed bone with plastic so that the shoul der
woul d be al nost as good as new. Wen they returned to their time, the plastic could be repl aced
wi th bone.

Drunmmond was sitting up and wal king by then. But he was still w thdrawn.

The day canme when the Shluwg tribe marched into the area next to the Wta' shai ng canp. The
Bear People were prepared for this and so, though they were not friendly, they were not hostile
either. They did not approve of Gibardsun's idea of anal gamation of the two groups. But they
woul d do as he suggested and try to get along with the strangers.

To do this it was necessary to set up channels for communi cati on and certain rul es of
behavi or. Several people fromeach tribe were set to the task of |earning the | anguage of the
other. Gibardsun led hunters fromboth tribes on a great three-day hunt which brought in an
i mrense amount of meat. He distributed the neat equally and then, after it was prepared, organized
a three-day feast. There were only a few fights, - which he managed to cut short by threatening to
puni sh both sides severely, regardl ess of where the fault |ay.

Seven
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One fine sunny day, the two tribes set off for the trek southward. In three weeks, they
had reached G braltar. The great rock was larger than in the twenty-first century. G bardsun
halted the tribes | ong enough to establish contact with several related tribes which Iived on or
about the rock. Specimens of their |anguage and body tissues were taken along w th photographs.
Meat was exchanged for their tools and weapons and their necklaces of sea shells.

The bl ood taken fromthe Gbraltar tribes was heavily B and slightly A wth four
i ndi vidual s who were O This presented a puzzling picture. The answer, if it would ever be found,
woul d probably cone after all data was brought back to the twenty-first century.

The two tribes narched on across the |and bridge which, at that tinme, was over six mles
wi de. They entered North Africa and continued al ong the coast eastward. The coast was about four
to five hundred feet below the | evel of the Mediterranean as the twenty-first century knewit. The
group nmoved sl owy, because the three scientists were busy taking speci mens and neasurenents. As
the scientific collection increased, nore people had to be detailed to carry the growi ng bul k of
infornmation. And that meant that the work of the bearers had to be parcel ed out anong the others.
As a result, Gibardsun had to spend nore tinme hunting with the rifle to feed the nmob. But he al so
had to devote extra time to the scientific work, since Silverstein was incapable of performng his
duti es.

The total range of duties kept Gibardsun working fromdawn or before until far past
supper. But he was an excellent adm nistrator, in that he knew the value of letting his inferiors
share the burden.

"I learned that in H's Majesty's Service,' he told Rachel
"His? But...

"I meant Her Majesty's, of course.'’

'Even so,' Rachel said, 'that woul d nmake you born...'

It was just a matter of speaking,' he said. 'One of the archaic phrases of which I'mso
fond. I neant, in the governnent service, of course. But | learned that if you don't want to kil
yourself with work and worry, you del egate responsibility.

"You shoul d be exhausted,' she said. 'But you took fresh as ever. |I'mthe one who's dying
of overwork and | ack of sleep, and yet ny duties are as nothing conpared to yours.'

"You're worried about Drummond.'

"Yes. It's all over between us. And he may even have tried to - well, he did try to kil
me, and | believe he tried to kill you. But he was nentally ill. He couldn't help hinself. | don't
hate him | just don't love himany nore. Yet, | feel responsible for him Sorry for him I
suppose. | can understand him | sonetinmes feel that |'m going insane nyself. | just can't get a
strong grip on reality. If this is reality. It all seens so dreanlike and too often nightnarish.
Sonetimes | think 1'Il screamif | don't see sonething famliar. |I knowit's blaspheny, froma
scientific viewpoint, but | wish that we could return to our time tonorrow. I'd chuck all that has

to be learned for a chance to clinb aboard and know that in a few mnutes |'d be back in the
twenty-first century.

"This reaction - this tenporal shock - is just as valuable a datumas anything we'll bring
back,' he said. 'l hope it won't cause tine travel to be abandoned. | doubt it, since only one of
us is very much incapacitated, and we can't prove that that happened because of tenporal
di slocation. In any event, you can be sure that those chosen for future expeditions will be nuch
nmore deeply tested. But,' he added, smiling, 'it will be too late for anybody on this expedition.

"Way do you smile?
"I'"l'l tell you sone day.'

The two tribes noved on al ong the coast of Mrocco. Though it was cold, often bel ow
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freezing, and snow fell, the clinmate was not as rigorous as in Iberia. They marched nore swiftly,
but their halts were |longer, since the three scientists had enough to do to keep themin each area
for six nonths. They took thousands of photographs, nade maps of the coastal areas, took sanples
of the soil and the water and speci nens of flora and fauna, fromlocal bacteria and anpbeba and
earthworns up to the el ephants. They could not take the el ephant bodies with them of course, but
Gi bardsun and Rachel Silverstein did random di ssections and preserved tissue slides. They nade
Car bon- 14 and xenonargon datings on the spot with their equi pnment. They fished and then studied
speci mens before giving themover to the cooks.

The tribes living on the coast were generally small and lived by hunting and fishing.
Rivers ran through the Sahara and enptied into the western half of the Mediterranean. The river
mout hs were plentiful with fish and seal and porpoise, and inland were the el ephants and
rhi noceroses, antel ope and deer and goat, horses, aurochs, and even bison. There were also lions
and bears and | eopards. Although the great snow | eopards existed in France and Iberia, Gibardsun
had never seen one in those regions. But he had not been in Africa nore than a week before he
glinpsed three at a distance.

The natives were larger than the Arab-Berber type of the nodern era but somewhat small er
t hi nner-boned and darker than the nodern Europeans. They were al so | onger-headed and tended toward
aquiline faces. So far, no Negroes had been encountered nor had any of the Africans ever heard of
bl ack mnen.

"It's too late, even in 12,000 B.C., to determine the origin of the Negro race,
Gibardsun said. 'l don't suppose we'll ever know if it's true that they arose somewhere in
southern Asia and then migrated to Africa and Austronesia and were killed off or absorbed on the
Asiatic mainland. O if they originated in Africa and then, sonehow, sone nmigrated to New Cui nea
and Mel anesia, |eaving damm few traces along the trail. Even so, we night learn sonething if we
coul d explore East Africa now and |learn what types are living there. | suspect there' d be somne
Caucasoi d and Capsoi d types and perhaps sone Negritos.'

"You surely aren't thinking of taking us down there? Rachel said.

"I would object,' von Billmann said. 'That would take us entirely too far fromthe vessel
it would definitely inperil the expedition. Mreover, if we're going to roamfar and w de, we
shoul d be doing it in central Europe, preferably sonewhere between the El be and Vistula. W should
be ascertaining whether proto-Indo-H ttite speech exists there, or '

Gibardsun smled but shook his head. 'You're the greatest |inguist of the twenty-first
century, Robert, and you have a very high intelligence. But | have to keep reninding you that
those rivers are buried under vast masses of ice. If you ever did find your proto-I-H speakers, it
woul d be somewhere to the south. Maybe in Italy. O in France, a few mles fromwhere the vesse
energed. O maybe on this coast, a few mles ahead of us. O behind us, a fewmles inland.'

Von Bill mann | aughed, but his face was red. 'I know,' he said. 'But that's ny blind spot.
My brain slips a cog every time | think of my love. | know that glaciers cover that area, but I'm
so eager to |locate ny |anguage, ny bel oved | anguage, that | forgot. But | have a hunch, an
intuition, worthless perhaps and only the expression of a wish, that nmy speakers are |iving not
too far to the south of the glaciers, perhaps in Czechosl ovakia."

"Next year, if circunstances permt, we'll go. to Czechoslovakia,' Gibardsun said. 'W
have to study the edges of the glaciers, anyway. And if we can go to North Africa, we can
certainly go to central Europe.'

Von Bil |l mann had never | ooked so happy.

The tribes noved on slowy eastward. By now they could conmmunicate fairly well with signs
and a m xture of each other's vocabul ary. The structure of the two | anguages was dissimlar, and
each contained sounds difficult for a nonnatal speaker to master. The result was the gradua
building up of a pidgin. It contained sounds that both the Wta' shaing and the Shluwg coul d
pronounce, and vocabulary itens which the two tribes had agreed to accept, though the agreenent
was apparently entirely unconscious. The structure of the pidgin tended nore toward that of the
Wt a' shaing, since they were the dominant tribe. But it was considerably sinplified, and before a
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year was up, its structure had been deternined. Von Billmann was ecstatic at being present at the
birth of a new | anguage. He recorded it as it devel oped and, in fact, since he knew nore about

pi dgi ns and synthetic and artificial |anguages than anybody in this or any other tine, he played a
big part in the devel opnent of this one. He knew what the ideal |anguage should be, and he used
his influence to shape the pidgin

"If the two tribes stay together,' he said, 'they may abandon their own | anguage and
substitute the pidgin. That would be the npbst econonical and | ogical course.'

Though the two tribes were of sonmewhat different physical type, and their way of | ooking
at the universe differed greatly in many respects, they shared many simlar customs. Their
attitudes toward nmarriage and their sexual habits were near identical, their nethods of hunting
were identical, and their governnental systenms were nmuch alike. They ate practically the sane
foods; the tabus of each were few, and neither objected to the other tribe eating its tabu anim

Then Tkant, the big man whom G'i bardsun had defeated in the snow arena, decided that he
could provide for two famlies. So he asked for, and got, Neliska, Dubhab's daughter, as his
second wi fe. Gibardsun, as her protector, gave her away. He had one |ess obligation, though
Nel i ska had asked him before she accepted Tkant, if he intended to marry her. Gibardsun
hesitated and then said that he thought it best if she married Tkant.

Lam nak, Neliska's sister, was happy at this decision. She had just gone through her rites
of passage and so was, theoretically, eligible at the age of twelve for marriage. In practice, the
young fermales did not marry until they were fourteen; sone not until they were sixteen. Mst of
the early married did not bear children until they were eighteen or even older. This was not
because of any nethod of birth control; the wormen did not becone fertile until relatively late.

On the other hand, sone of the tribes along the coast had many fenal es who bore children
at the age of twelve. The rate of death at childbirth was higher for both infant and nother in
these tri bes.

The two tribes wal ked eastward, encountering peoples who either fled or were easily awed
by the display of Very lights or a few shots fired over their heads. No lives were | ost on either
side in these encounters, and after Gibardsun shot a rhinoceros or two or some wild cattle for
the natives, a peaceful if sonmetimes uneasy rel ationship was established.

About the middle of January, the group arrived in what would be, soneday, Tunisia.
Actual ly, they were in an area that would be underwater off the Tunisian coast in the nodern age,
but the scientists nade a nunber of treks fromtheir base canp into the interior. Here the snows
| ay not too deeply on the winter grass and on top of the nmany trees. A broad river wound through
the land and poured down into the Mediterranean. Gibardsun followed its course for two hundred
m | es before reluctantly turning back.

"I get the sane joy fromseeing the vast herds of many different types of aninmals and the
great predators that feed on them as Robert does when he finds a new | anguage,' he said to Rachel
"This is the way a world should be. Few human bei ngs, many aninmals, plenty of water and grass.
would like this even better if there were nany nore trees, but | know that these do exist further
south. The air is pure, and nature works unhi ndered by man.'

"I long for the day when | can return honme,' she said. 'But you sound as if you dread it.
"Far fromit,' he said. 'l look forward with joy to the day that the vessel returns.’

That was only one of the many puzzling statenments he made. Rachel did not ask hi mwhat he
meant . By now she knew that he just would not reply.

After a nonth and a half at their Tunisian canp, Gibardsun gave the word to march again.
They set off toward Sicily. The stealing of water by the great northern glaciers had not only
resulted in a land bridge across what would be the Straits of Gbraltar. There was another, and
far greater, land bridge between Italy, Sicily, Tunisia, and part of Libya. The Mediterranean was,
at this time, two snmaller seas separated by the extension of Italy.

The tribes nmoved on the western coast of the bridge with the hills high on their right.
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And the sixth day out, Drummond found their first human fossil skull.

Apparently, though he was still living in the age of twelve, he had not forgotten
everything he had | earned since then. He was out wal ki ng near the canp, acconpani ed by Lam nak and
a juvenile nale for protection, when he saw a piece of the skull sticking out of a |ayer of
I i nestone hal fway up a hill.

He told von Billmann of it. He would not speak to Rachel or John then - another indication
that he was not entirely stuck at an early age. Robert verified the find and told the other two
scientists. They spent a week delicately digging out the skull and some pieces of skeleton and
| ooki ng for other fossils.

The study of the stratum and the bones, and the gaseous content and decay of the rocks,
i ndi cated that the skull belonged to a young man who had |ived about 200,000 B.C., during the
Third A acial. H's massive features indicated a human internedi ate between Hei del berg and
Neanderthal man. No tools were found in conjunction with the fossil

The descendant of Honp hei del bergensis and the ancestor of Honmp neanderthal ensi s was
dubbed Honp Silverstein

Though every menber of the tribe was alerted to evidence of fossils, and sone fossi
animal s and plants were found, no nore human fossils were seen

The | and bridge was crossed and the safari was traveling on the west coast of Sicily, or
rather, on land that would be hundreds of feet below the twenty-first century Sicilian beaches.
Cccasionally, the scientists went to the nmountains inland to make observati ons and coll ect
speci mens.

The next bridge was between Sicily and Italy. Wen they arrived at the nouth of the Tiber,
they went up the river valley to the site of Rone-to-be. A snmall tribe of particularly brutish
people lived there. They were short and squat and had skel etal characteristics which indicated a
m xi ng with Neanderthals at sone tine in the past. They wore no cl othes and daubed thensel ves with
mud to keep thenselves warmin the winter. Their weapons and tools were far too primtive for even
12,000 B.C., and they practiced cannibalism

Fart her north was another group which was a physical double of the pre-Romans. But these
were far nore advanced in technology and wore fur clothing skillfully sewn together and used fine
stone, wood, and bone tools and weapons. Their |anguage was related to that of the Tiber people.

Gi bardsun had a theory that was, he admitted, mystical to sonme extent, and a nodification
of Jung's. He believed that each group of people had its own particular soul or collective psyche.
The factors creating this soul were unconscious but deliberate. That is, the collective nmnd
determ ned, in sonme as yet unanal yzable nanner, to fashion itself into a node belligerent or
paci fist, lazy or busy, poetic or practical, progressive or static or regressive. Sone collective
soul s yearned for a place by the gods; others, by sw ne.

The two groups they had just left were exanples of the difference of collective psyches in
two simlar groups. Both had picked up sonme Neanderthal genes, and isolation fromHono sapi ens had
enabled themto retain these genes. It was possible that the two had only recently been one, and
that the split had taken place only a few generations before. But one seened to be deliberately
brutish; the other, quite human

"I don't think your colleagues at the University of G eater Europe would accept that
theory,"' von Billmann sai d.

"I do not care. It's only a theory, anyway, with no way to prove it, and | don't intend to
waste time trying to do so,' Gibardsun said.

By early spring, they had entered that prong of [and which took in the islands of El ba,
Corsica, and Sardi nia. These conprised one | and mass connected with Italy and covered with firs
and pines and filled with gane, including el ephants, cave bear and lions. Sone of the tribes had
Negroi d skeletal traits, but they were definitely Caucasoid. Their hair was curly, but only
| oosely so, and their lips, though full, were not overly everted. There was a small mnority of
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bl onds anobng t hem

By late April, the safari crossed the border-to-be between Italy and France. Gi bardsun
havi ng determined the border by astronom cal and geodesic observations, was the first to walk
across the imaginary line. Hunming the Marseillaise, he strode along. Hi s thick black hair was cut
short straight across his forehead; the rest sw nging shoulder-length. H s face was shaven; he had
not yet overcone his dislike of beards. He wore a yell owbrown |ion-skin cape and a red deer
| oi ncloth and brown bearskin boots. The rifle was slung over his shoulder, and he carried a flint-
ti pped spear in one hand. His big steel hunting knife was in a sheath at his | eopard-skin belt.

Behi nd hi m cane d anug, holding high at the end of a wooden pole a cave-bear skull. His
face and body were painted with bright synbols, and he was chanting a protective ritual. Behind
him cane the chiefs and chief warriors of both tribes in their pecking order and then the
Wt a' shai ng. Behind them was the standard bearer of the Shluwg, holding on a pole a wldcat skull
and after himhis tribe. The drumers and fluters and whistlers of both tribes were playing their
own 'national' anthems, and their people were singing, respectively, the Song of the Father Bear
and the Song of the Great WIldcat Mther. The only ones whose nusical sensibilities were offended
were the time travelers.

"Laf ayette, we are here!' shouted Gibardsun in French. He seened to be unusually
exuberant that day. They had covered over 3,600 nmiles in nine nonths by taking their time at sone
pl aces and nmaki ng | ong forced marches between others. Gibardsun woul d have liked to stop off for
about two weeks to rest at their starting point, the overhang in the Vezere River valley. After
their strength was restored, they could go northwestward across France and cross the |land bridge
into England, follow ng the Thames, which ran across the bridge and into Europe.

But when, at the end of their two-weeks' rest, he suggested this plan, he found that the
tribes refused to go. They had had enough of wandering. Now they wanted to settle down for the
sumrer, hunt animals, pick berries, dig roots, tan skins, fish in the rivers for sal non, hold
feasts, repair tents, and nake new ones.

The chiefs and the doctors | ooked apprehensive when they said no to Gibardsun. But he did
not threaten or shoot off the thunderstick. He replied, smling, that he understood how very weary
they must be and that they had to prepare for the winter in the short tine they had. He thanked
them for the great endurance and forbearance they had shown in follow ng himaround the great
waters. It was true that he had shown them many strange | ands and peopl es and thus broadened their
outl ook and their know edge. And he had strengthened them by bringing about the fusion of the two
tribes. Neverthel ess, they had shown nmuch courage and patience in this great task, and he thanked
t hem

But he and his coll eagues had their work, too. They would | eave for a good part of the
sunmer. But they woul d be back. And he woul d expect the tribes to be on their best behavior, as
they were when he was present. The two tribes nust continue to submt any disputes to the council
conmposed of the elders of each tribe. And they nust continue to inprove their mutual |anguage,
Gal ush. And they nust continue to cooperate in every respect. Wien he canme back he woul d ask how
well the two tribes had behaved toward each other and al so anong t hensel ves.

I f, however, any individuals of either group wished to volunteer to go along with
G i bardsun, then they must be allowed to go. He would overrule the tribal elders in this single
matter. He needed carriers for the specimens that woul d be collected.

A nunmber of juveniles volunteered, but their fathers overruled them They could not be
spared. Their absence woul d i npose great hardships on their fanilies.

Gribardsun had to admit that the fathers were right. In this primtive econony, every able
hand nmust be used to its fullest ability.

The juvenil es were di sappoi nted, since they would nmuch rather be roam ng around the
country than working day and ni ght at hone under the strict supervision of father in particular
and the tribe in general

"Very well,' John Gibardsun said. I'll make the trip by nyself. | can do it three tines
as fast by nyself. 1'Il nmake a flying survey of England as far north as the edge of the gl aciers.
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| think | can do it in four weeks.'
Von Billmann said, 'Are you running nost of the way?

"Practically,' Gibardsun said. 'I'll be carrying the rifle and anmunition and a canera
and filmand sone recording balls. 1'll live off the country, eat only twi ce a day, and use every
bit of daylight to travel.

"I't's about six hundred niles fromhere to the southern edge of the glacier in England as
the crow flies," von Billmnn said. 'Twelve hundred miles round trip. And you'll probably cover
three hundred or so mles in England itself. To get back here in a nonth, you'll have to average
about fifty mles a day.

"I may take a little [onger than a nonth,' the Englishman said.
"You won't have any thick woods to slow you up,' Rachel said. 'But even so...

The ni ght before he was to | eave, the four sat around a fire in front of their huts. Mst
of the tribespeople had gone to bed, filled with neat and berries and boiled greens they had
devoured during the feast to celebrate Gibardsun's departure. Many had cried and enbraced him
saying that they would mss himvery nuch and hoping that evil spirits or bad aninals woul d not
get him Their grief seemed genui ne enough, but Gibardsun remarked | ater that a sense of relief
underlay the sorrow. Wth himgone, they would be able to get back to a nmore normal - or at |east
a less tense - life. Having a demi god around was not conducive to relaxation or confort.

"I've said that | object to your going off on your own, and | protest again,' Rachel said.
"You're the one who keeps everybody in line here. Qur authority nmay not be up to keeping the peace
between the two tribes. And what if one of us falls sick? You' re the doctor. You won't be here to
treat us. If something should happen to you - and you nust admt that the chances are high - we
woul d have no way of know ng where you are. W couldn't even go |ooking for you; it would
j eopardi ze the expedition itself. You aren't even taking along a radio."'

"As the head of this expedition, |I nake the decisions,' John said. 'Everything we do here
is chancy. | believe that a survey of conditions in England will be a valuable addition to our
data and so the trip is justified. Besides,' he added with a snile, 'l want to see what jolly old
Engl and | ooks Iike now. You can't call it atight little island, of course, since it's just part

of a huge land nass extending as far as Iceland. But | amcurious to see what the Thanmes and the
site of London-to-be look like. And what my ancestral estates in Derbyshire and Yorkshire | ook
like.'

At dawn, Gibardsun stepped out fromhis hut. He wore a wol f-skin vest and deerskin
| oi ncl oth and his bearskin boots. He carried a pack on his back containing ammunition and his
meager scientific and medi cal equi pnent, several containers of dehydrated fruit juice and
concentrated protein, a suit and a tent of thermcron (though it was sumer it would be cold near
the ice fields of England), and a pair of binoculars. He was not even taking shaving equi pnent,
t hough he could have shaved with the edge of his hunting knife. He was growing a beard on this
trip.

Lam nak was wailing with the scientists. She threw her arms around hi mand wept, and he
ki ssed her and told her not to grieve. Rachel |ooked sour. She had tried to overcone her
irrational feelings of jealousy, but she could not endure the child. Gibardsun m ght seem anused
by Lami nak's devotion, but she could not get rid of the idea that he was just waiting for her to
become a little older. Gibardsun thought so much of her, her intelligence was very high, - she
was sensitive, perceptive, and open-hearted, and showed signs of being a beauty. Before it would
be tine for the travelers to return, she would be fifteen, and Gi bardsun nm ght take her back wth
him She believed this despite his protests that that could never happen

Drumond Sil verstein said goodbye to Gibardsun and then burst into tears. He had becone
very much attached to the Englishman, partly because they spent an hour al nbost every day in
therapy. Gribardsun was using a conbination of drugs and hypnotismto break through the wall of
time that Drummond had erected inside hinmself. But he had had little success. However, Drunmond
had becone very dependent on him
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"I'f I thought that nmy leaving would injure him | mght stay,' Gibardsun said. 'But the
t herapy has not been spectacul arly successful, so it won't be upset with ny absence. But | want
you two to watch himclosely for signs of inprovenent or regression. You have ny instructions
concerning him'

Ten minutes later, he was out of sight. He left at a trot, which he said he could keep up
all day. Except in the roughest terrain, he expected to average about fifty nmles a day.

The days passed. The sunmmer was hot but short, and the work for both the scientists and
the tribespeople was hard. Rachel trained Drunmond to help her in her fields of botany, zool ogy,
and genetics, but had to suppress an ever present irritation with him She tended to regard him as
mental ly retarded, whereas he was actually a very bright twel ve-year-old. He learned swiftly, but
he di d make mi stakes, and she was sharp with hi mwhen these occurred. Nor did she feel synpathetic
when he now and then called her 'nother.' She was, in fact, furious.

Von Bill mann showed signs of discontent. Mdre and nmore he conpl ai ned about the | ow chances
of ever getting to Czechosl ovaki a.

' The speakers of proto-Indo-Httite nust be | ocated and their |anguage recorded,' he said.
"And doing this will take tinme. We should be traveling there right now But, instead, John
Gibardsun is visiting that barren piece of |and, England. | doubt that he'll find a single human
being there.’

"That's not what he's | ooking for,' she said. 'You know he's nmeking a geol ogi cal and
nmet eor ol ogi cal survey.'

"W shoul d have brought along a small plane,' he said peevishly. 'W could have covered
hundreds of nmiles, saved nonths of travel time. | could be in Czechoslovakia right now.'

She had known von Bill mann for nmany years before the expedition and had never once seen
himin a bad hunor. Perhaps he was being affected by tenporal dislocation. Though he had been nore
resi stant than she or her husband, he was succunbing now. And she, instead of getting better, was
feeling less and | ess attached to reality. She and von Bill mann were weakeni ng, she was sure,
because their pillar of stability was gone. As long as Gibardsun was around, reality seened nore
solid. He radiated strength and assurance.

Ei ght

A nonth passed. The hunters brought in hares, |enm ngs, narnots, voles, grouse, foxes,
wol ves, ibex, reindeer, horses, nusk oxen, aurochs, bison, rhinoceroses, and mamoths. The
fi shernen brought in salnon and fresh-water nmussels. The wonen brought in berries and tubers and
greens of various kinds. Meat and fish were snoked and dried. Tubers were dried or ground into a
powder. Skins were tanned, cut, and sewn. An old nan (about sixty) died. Ten babies were born,
four of whomdied at birth. Three nothers died. A hunter cane too close to a mammth whi ch had
fallen into a trap and was lifted up and dashed to death by the huge beast's trunk. A youth fel
off acliff while hunting ibex, broke his back, and was eaten by cave hyenas before his conpani ons
could get to him A man savagely beat his wife when he found her with another man behind a |arge
boul der. She recovered but |ost nunerous teeth and an eye.

Casual ties were normally high anong these people, but this nonth they were unusually high
frighteningly so to the tribes-people. They blaned G bardsun's absence for the evil things
happeni ng to them

When thirty days had passed, Rachel and von Bill mann began to | ook for Gibardsun. Every
day thereafter they expected, or at |east hoped, to see his tall, |ong-Ilegged, broad-shoul dered
figure and handsone face appear down the valley. But two weeks went by, and they started to worry.
They knew that he was not conforming to a timetable, and that he nmight have run across many
i nteresting phenonmena to detain him But he was a man of his word, and if he said he would be back
in a nonth, he would try to keep reasonably close to that tinmne.

The day of the seventh week after his departure, Rachel was on a herpetol ogical field
trip, about five mles fromthe canp, with Drummond. She had taken filnms at |long range of a field
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where vipers lived. Having been fortunate to photograph a viper in the act of swallow ng a young
| enmi ng, she went into the area to catch the snake. She found the hole into which it had

di sappeared and she and Drunmond began digging into it. After fifteen mnutes of hard work with
the shovel, she exposed the snake sleeping in the burrowwith its mddle swollen with the | enm ng
She lifted it and dropped it into a bag.

And t hen she dropped bag and snake as Drummond yel | ed behi nd her

She whirled and saw himrigid and pointing at a |larger viper poised to strike only a foot
away.

"Stand still!' she said. 'And be quiet! I'Il get him'

She wi thdrew her pistol slowly fromher holster, but Drummond yel |l ed agai n and junped away
as the upper part of the snake's body swayed back and forth. The snake flashed forward at the
sudden novenent, and Rachel shrieked. She thought that the snake had struck Drunmond.

Her revolver mssed the viper with the first two shots, but the third blew its backbone
apart just behind the head.

Drumond remai ned frozen and gray.

'"Did it bite you?' she asked. She reached into the bag she wore suspended from her belt.
It held anti-venom drugs, but the effect depended on quick injection

"I don't think so,' he said finally, staring down at his leg. "It struck ne, but only with
the tip of its snout, | think. |I was going away fromit when it did hit.'

He suddenly sat down and covered his face with his hands. Rachel got down on her knees and
rolled up his pants leg. She could find no bite.

"You're all right,' she said.

"Where exactly am1?" H's eyes | ooked at her bewi | dered through his fingers.
She knew then, wi thout being told, what had happened.

"I remenber shooting at you,' he said. 'My God, what happened? Were are we?

By the tinme they had returned to canp, he knew everything. But it was all hearsay to him

He renenbered nothing fromthe nmonent he had tried to kill her

"And the old snake-pit treatment brought ne back,' he said. '"In one way | wish it hadn't.
But of course | wouldn't want to remain a child forever. | wonder why | got stuck at that age? It
doesn't matter, | can find out when | get back to our tine. If we ever do...'

He began to weep, saying as he regained control, 'My God, what have | done? Wat's

happened to nme? To us?'

She did not reply for a while, and then she said, 'Whatever it is, it's sonething that
brought out in us what already existed. It didn't originate anything.'

"I can't believe that these psychol ogi cal changes are brought about just by the shock of
time dislocation,' he said. 'lI wonder if there aren't sone subtle somatic effects caused by tine
travel. Sonething that causes an el ectrocheni cal i nbal ance.’

"That is something that will be determ ned by the nmedics when we get back,' she said.
"Unl ess, of course, the trip back restores our bal ance.'

She started to say sonething, shut her nouth, then put out her hand to stop him

"John is gone,' she said, '"and it's possible he may never return. | can't help feeling
that sonet hi ng bad has happened to him But if he does return, then what? Are we going to go
t hrough the sane thing? Do | have to be afraid that you'll be shooting at us?
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"l suppose it's all over between us, no matter what | do from now on,' he said.

"Yes, | won't lie, even if | amafraid of you,' she said. 'I'mgetting a divorce as soon
as we get out of quarantine.’

"And then you and Gibardsun will be getting married?

She | aughed and said, 'Ch, yes! Right away! You fool! He doesn't love ne! | asked him and
he said no!'

"And you two weren't cheating on ne? O intending to?
"This is the twenty-first century!' she said.
"No, it isn't. It's the hundred and twentieth B.C. You didn't answer ny question.'

"No, we weren't cheating on you. You know | woul dn't deceive you; 1'd tell you what | was
doing or what | intended to do. And John woul d never stoop to do anything behind a person's back
You shoul d know hi mbetter than that! Can you actually conceive of himdoing anything base or
sneaky?'

" Nobl e John. Nature's aristocrat!’
They were silent. He started toward the canp again but stopped after a few steps.

"I swore | wouldn't ever say anything about this until we returned. But | feel | nust tel
you now. Only you will have to pronise ne you won't tell Robert or Gribardsun.'

"How can | do that if it turns out that what you're going to tell nme nmay hurt John if |
keep silent?

He shrugged and said, 'Unless you promse not to tell anyone, | won't tell you.

Rachel | ooked steadily at himas if she were trying to tunnel straight into his nind, into
t he chanmber where the secret hid. Then she said, 'All right. | promse.'

"You mean it?

"Have | ever lied to you?

"l don't think so,' he said.
He licked his Iips.

"Wl l, here goes. The day before our quarantine, de Long-nors called nme and asked if he
could talk to me in private. You were gone, so | said yes. He was at our apartnent in ten m nutes,
and after making sure the place wasn't bugged, and with ne wondering what was going on, he told ne
everything he knew - and suspected - about Gibardsun.'’

"Naturally he'd be angry with John.'

"There was nore to it than that. You see, he'd tal ked with Mishe, not too |ong before
Mbi she di ed. Mishe was al ready sick by then, and he knew he was going to die. He called in de
Longnors, who at that time was to be head of our expedition. He told de Longnors a strange tale,
one which de Longnors found difficult to believe. Mishe said that thirty years before, in 2038,
when he was still working on his theory of tine nechanics, he was approached by Gibardsun. At
that tinme al nost no one knew what Mi she was worki ng on and those who did thought he was a
crackpot. In fact, Moishe alnmost lost his position as an instructor in physics at the University
of Greater Europe because his superiors thought he was an inbecile or psychotic. O both.

"But the pressure fromthem suddenly and inexplicably eased off. And Mdi she was given the
go-ahead. Not only that; he was granted | eave fromhis teaching duties and given nore conputer
facilities.
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' Mbi she said that this took place al nost i mMmediately after he had explained to Gi bardsun
what he was doing. Apparently Gibardsun had a grasp of Mishe's theory that no one el se had at
that time. Mishe said it wasn't because Gibardsun was such a great nmathematician. But he seened

to have an alnost intuitive conmprehension. As if he spoke - or thought - in a | anguage that had
the sane structure as Mishe's mathematics. Mishe couldn't explain what his inpressions of
Gri bardsun were, but he felt a repressed force and sonething slightly unhuman - not inhuman - in

him As if the man had a sonewhat non-Hono sapi ens Wl t anschauung.

"What ever Gri bardsun was, he wanted Mishe to go full jets ahead. And Mdi she was given
everything he asked for. At the tine he did not connect the Englishman's visit with what foll owed.
Gri bardsun had not prom sed anything. But |ater, Mishe made a few investigations - after he
becanme suspicious, that is; he could not prove it, but he suspected that Gibardsun had sonehow
pull ed strings to get the project going. All of this was thirty years before construction on the
vessel had started. Twenty-four years before the final project was approved.'

' Mbi she was always a very busy man. But he got several nen interested in Gibardsun, nen
in the International Criminal Agency who, in the event, took a long time to find out little. But
their findings were significant, though inprovable. Mstly, they concluded that sonething was
rotten, not in Denmark, but in England and in Time. And in Africa.

"By using the facilities of the Wrld Reference Bank, they |earned that Gibardsun had
been interested for a long tune in trying to anal yze the structure of Time. Mreover, so had his
father. Now, our John Gibardsun was born in Derbyshire in 2020, which makes himfifty years old -
fifty-one by now He |looks as if he's thirty, which is no miracle in this day of rejuvenation
drugs. His father, who | ooked exactly like him was born in 1980, and di sappeared while sailing
of f the coast of Kenya. Apparently not nmuch was known about his father. Though an English duke, he
spent nost of his life in East Africa.

"H's father was born in vague circunstances in Wst Africa - exact |ocation not known -
raised in indeterm nate circunstances in West Africa, and came into his ducal title only after
some shenani gans on the part of a relative, who tried to bilk himout of it. This man |lived nost
of his life in Africa and then disappeared in 1970, whereupon his grandson becane Duke Gi bardsun
of Penberley. But the grandfather was born in 1872.'

Rachel said, 'Wat about it? Wiat about any of this stuff? What's the point?

"To start with, from John Gibardsun born in 1872, every Duke of Gibardsun spent nobst of
his life in Africa. And though they served their country in war, they took no other part in public
Iife. Moreover, their source of income was very shadowy. They were suspected of having a gold m ne
somewhere in Central Africa, and the original duke and his descendants had nmuch trouble - if
runors could be believed - with crimnals determined to find that mne. And if you think that is a
fairy tale, let me tell you that every once in a while an eruption of gold onto the black market
could be traced back to Africa. But never directly to the doorstep of the Gibardsuns. Mney was
abandoned everywhere in the early twenties, if you'll renmenber. The econony of abundance was
adopted worldwide. And at the sane tine the British peerage was abolished. So the G bardsuns | ost
both title and their secret wealth at the same tine. But our John went into the professions. He
was a doctor and al so an adnministrator of the Wrld Reference Bank. He had access to the
admini strative records, and to the men who kept them both as their doctor and as their
supervi sor. A strange double career, don't you think? Especially in these days, when no nman has to
work if he doesn't care to. Yet Giibardsun had two professions. And during his |l ong and frequent
vacations, he spent nuch tinme on the Inner Kenyan Sanctuary and t he Ugandan Preserve. It was there
he did his work for his MQA thesis on physical anthropology. And it was out of there, if you can
believe the findings of the ICA that sone strange tales began coming - all about John Gibardsun
his great strength, his ability to live off the jungle, his singular ability to get along with
animal s. There were even runors that he was agel ess. The natives of the sanctuary and the preserve
spoke of that. They clainmed that he was several hundred years old and been given a magic potion
when he was very young by a native witch doctor. These stories were discounted, of course. But
then | CA cane across sone disquieting - or maybe just puzzling - things when they were checking
out the World Reference Bank. There were indications - but nothing that could be proved - that the
records had been tampered with.'
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"What in the world are you driving at?" Rachel said. But her eyes were wi de, her skin
pal e, and a pul se beat in the holl ow of her neck

"Well, the ICA men were thorough, and very well trained, but not what you m ght cal
i magi native. They put together a picture and then refused to believe it. They did, however, check
out the fingerprints, photographs, and biographical data of the John Gibardsun born in 1872
agai nst each of his descendants. They did so, they said, as a matter of routine, but they were
| ooki ng for sonething which | don't think they expressed even to each ot her

' However, his descendants, though they |ooked nuch like him had different fingerprints.
And t hough the original John never had retinal or ear or brainwave prints, his descendants did.
And theirs were unique. But then, false records can be made. And the lives of the |ater
G i bardsuns, which should have been nmuch nore thoroughly docunmented and detailed, were al nost as
shadowy as that of the man born in 1872. The Gibardsuns did not even go to public school; they
all had private tutors.'

"Curiouser and curiouser,' Rachel said, but she did not look as if she were nocking him

"But the thorough investigation into our John turned up nothing that could be used agai nst
him And so the investigation was dropped. But then the first experiments with tine travel were
made. And that strange bl ock which extended fromour tinme back to around 1870 was di scovered. O
all the theories advanced - and there were some wild ones - the wildest was, | believe, the true
one. You renenber ny comenting on it last year when we were tal king about the early experinments?
Perrault said that perhaps sonmeone who had been born in the late seventies still lived. And the
structure of Tine was such that no object or person could be sent back to a tinme when anybody
living then was still living in our time. He was scoffed at, of course, because that woul d nean
that somewhere in the world was a nan two hundred and sone years old.'

She nodded and said, 'l know. But with the drugs and techni ques we now have, sone day
people will live as long as that - |onger - and yet be young.

"Yes, but they didn't have those drugs in the nineteenth or twentieth century.

' Sonebody m ght have. Sone backwoods witch doctor perhaps. You can't say it's beyond the
bounds of possibility.'

He shook his head and hit his tenple with the butt of his palm

"When Mbishe heard this theory of Perrault's, he was the only scientist who didn't pooh-
pooh it. At least, he made no statenent whatever on it. But that 1872 date rang the gong, you
m ght say. He began thinking about Gibardsun. Yet he didn't want to do anything to antagonize the
man. Gibardsun, he was sure, was responsible for tinme travel. He didn't originate the theory or
work out the physical techniques, of course. But if it hadn't been for him Moishe could never
have gotten any place. He was certain of that - though, again, he couldn't prove it.

"But what was Gribardsun's notive? If Gibardsun did have the elixir a hundred years or so
bef ore anybody eke, why was he so interested in tinme travel, why had he worked so hard to bring it
about ? Especially when it |ooked as if he wasn't going to enjoy its benefits. He was only sixth in
priority, and he had only gotten that high in sone unaccountabl e nanner

"And t hen, suddenly, he was second. One thing after another had happened to those in |ine
ahead of him Sickness, a sudden |oss of interest or of courage. One man resigned w thout giving
any reasons and took off for Tahiti. Very nysterious.

' Mbi she was very sick by this tine then. He...'
"Are you suggesting that Gibardsun poisoned him too? Rachel said.

'No. Mi she was never intended to go on the expedition. He was too old and besides, he
didn't have the qualifications. No, he got one of the rare incurable cancers - as you know - and
he was dying. He hoped he'd live | ong enough to see the expedition off. It was his greatest wi sh,
and he never got it. Myses before the Prom sed Land, he used to say, when he felt well enough to
j oke. Which wasn't often. But Gibardsun worried him He couldn't see what sinister notive the nman
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had, if his notive was sinister. Then de Longnors di sappeared, and Mishe was certain that

G i bardsun was responsible. But Mishe didn't have long to live, and he did owe Gibardsun a great
debt, and he did not want to nake accusations which would result in the expedition being held up
A few days' del ay woul d nean he'd die before the launching. As it turned out, he did die before the
| aunchi ng. Anyway, he told ne the story. And he asked ne not to tell anybody. But | was to keep an
eye on Gibardsun, and, after | returned, if I felt it was justified, | was to reveal the whole
story. O course | promised, but | felt like a fool. The whole thing was so fantastic. O so |

t hought then. Now | don't think so at all. And when | get back...'

"You still have nothing to tell,' she said. 'Moreover, you have been nmentally sick, and
your story would be hushed up to protect you nore than John.'

"Do you nmean that you think it's all nonsense?

"No, | don't. | think that what you and Mi she suspected is true. But what can any of us
do about it? Besides, | can't believe that John woul d do anything di shonest or in any way evil.'

"That's because you're still in love with him'

" Probabl y."

Drunmmond cl anped his teeth tightly and ball ed his hands.
Strange sounds cane from beneath his teeth.

Rachel said, 'Drummond! Don't! | can't help it! Please don't get sick again! You have to
face reality!

He opened his fists and rel eased the tension on his jaws and breathed out heavily. He

said, "All right. | can face it. But | wish...'
'There's Robert!' she said. 'He |ooks worried. | wonder if anything' s happened to John!'
She ran toward him Von Billmann said, 'Lanmi nak's very sick. | need your help.

The girl was lying on furs on the floor of the tent, the walls of which had been rolled up
so that the cooling wind could pass over her. Amaga, her nother, and Abinal, her brother, squatted
near her. d anug was not present with his nedicine paint, his spirit-scaring nask, his rattles and
bull roarer and his baton de commandenent. He was out hunting and, since gane was scarce near the
canp, was probably miles away.

Lam nak's skin was flushed but dry, and her fever was 101-6°F. She | ooked dully at the
three as they bent over her, and then she nunbl ed, 'Koorik?

‘"He's not here, but |'msure he soon will be,' Rachel said.
She patted the girl's hand, and then lifted her head to give her a drink fromher canteen.

Wth Rachel's help, von Billmann took saliva, skin, and blood sanples into the little
medi cal anal yzer, together with their observations on her fever and other physical synptonms. The
anal yzer was able to detect every virus and bacterium and germknown to the twenty-first century,
to define any type of cancer, and to interpret synptons.

It took fifteen minutes to run through the sanples from Lam nak, and the coded result on
the tape was: DI SEASE UNKNOMN. POSSI BLE PSYCHOSOVATI C ORIG N. Lanmi nak's fever rose to 102-1°F. and
stayed there until late that night. She would drink water but had no desire to eat. She becane
delirious that evening, and she rmunbl ed and groaned rnuch

O the few words they could determine, Koorik was the nost frequent.

' She's been pining away ever since Koorik left," Amaga said. 'Then she brightened up when
the tine cane for himto return. But as the days passed and he did not come, she becane sick. Last
ni ght, she started to burn, and she will not stop now until she is dead, unless Koorik cones back
And there is not nuch time for that.
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"I can't believe that she could get so sick just grieving for John,' Rachel said.

"But she can,' von Billmann said. 'The tribe has stories of nmen and wonen, and chil dren
who have nade thensel ves sick, killed thenselves, with grief at the | oss or prol onged absence of a
| oved one. It's a psychol ogi cal mechanism true, but it operates far too effectively.

"W don't know that that is the cause of her sickness,' Rachel said.
"True. But until we have a better explanation, 1'll accept grief.

Rachel stayed with Lam nak even after d anug returned and began to nmake the canp hi deous

with his howings, shrill chantings, rattlings, bull roarings, and sudden shrieks. She did all she
could to help the girl and at the sane tine stay out of danug's way. She al so kept a close
observation of the progress of the illness for the expedition's records.

The norning of the third day, just as the sun cane up, Lam nak breathed her death rattle

d amug stopped his shuffling and chanting, got down on his knees, and marked her forehead
and breasts with red ocher.

Then he stood up, renoved his mask, and | ooked at Rachel with tired eyes and drooping
face.

"For a little while last night, |I rested,’ he said. "And | had a vision. | saw Koorik
running toward us across a field with a high cliff ahead. And behind hi m bounded a Iion. The |ion
was very close, and then Koorik was running through the shallow stream at the base of the cliff.
This slowed himdown, and the lion roared with triunph, and it seized Koorik. And then they were
rolling in the water, and Koorik had only his shining gray knife to defend hinself against the
great lion. Hs thunder stick was enpty; it had lost its death-dealing powers. And his spear was
in the throat of a Iioness, the mate of the lion that pursued Koorik.'

Rachel understood that d amug had fallen asleep for a few mnutes, though she could have
sworn that his racket had gone on all night wi thout a second' s break. He had had a dream and, as
was the custom he nmust tell the nearest person the dream as soon as possi bl e.

"Did Koorik get away fromthe lion? O was he... ?

"Was he killed? danug said. 'l do not know. The vision faded, and | was sitting outside
the tent of Laminak and shivering with the cold. Not with the cold of the night w nd, because that
was warm Wth the cold of the wind that blows death.'

Rachel told Drummond and Robert of d anug's vision. Drumond scoffed at it, saying that it
was a wi sh on the part of the witch doctor, who nust resent Gibardsun's takeover of his role as
heal er. That was all there was to it. Von Billnmann, who had experience with sanctuary people, was
not so skepti cal

"But if his dreamwas a formof telepathy, why didn't | see John instead of danug? |'m
much cl oser to John than that primtive quack!'

'He's no quack; he believes in what he does and practices to the best of his ability,' von
Bill mann said. 'As for why he received the nmessage - if there was a nessage - well, he is a
receiver, and you are not. He's tuned in, on the proper wavel ength.’

Rachel sneered, but she was worried. She would have | aughed about the vision in her own
environnent, the towering nmany-|leveled twenty-first-century megal opolis, but in this savage world
it was as easy to believe in ESP and ghosts as it was to believe in nmamot hs and cave lions. It
was sunmer and therefore hot. The huge deer flies and the smaller flies were numerous, and the
tribe nust not be kept too long fromreaping the summer. The wake took place that day, and Lam nak
was buried at dawn the next norning. A hole five feet long and three feet wide and two feet deep
was dug. A mammoth hide was placed in the bottomof the hole and on this bear hides were pl aced.
Lam nak, wrapped around the loins with the fur of a female bear cub, her body el sewhere daubed
with red ocher, and a chaplet of bright saxifrage around her head, was carried by four nmen to the
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grave. There, while drunms beat, flutes wailed, and a bull roarer booned, she was placed on her
right side. Her face was toward the rising sun. She wore a strand of sea shells around her neck
and a wooden doll with human hair, the doll she had put aside two years ago but kept with her few
val uabl es, was pl aced by her side.

More bright saxifrage petals were strewn over her and two manmot h tusks were crossed over
her. Then dirt was thrown over her with wooden shovels, and afterward | arge rocks were piled over
the dirt to keep the hyenas and the wol ves off.

Rachel wept as the dirt fell over the blue-gray, red-streaked face and the bright yell ow
hair. She had resented, even disliked the child, because of her love for Gibardsun and his
obvi ous affection for her. But she was crying, and it may have been for both reasons. Even she did
not know. But there was no doubt that in the death of the girl she saw nore than one death.
Per haps she was reminded of the inevitability of the death of everyone who had been born and who
was to be born. O what use was life when it nust end? Once you were dead, it did not matter if
you had lived a hundred years, a happy hundred years. You did not know that you had |ived, and you
m ght as well never have lived.

Ti me had di scarded Lami nak, and Time would renpve even the evidences of her burial. Rache
knew every inch of this area, because part of her training for the expedition had been an
archeol ogi cal survey of the territory. Every bit had been dug up, and there was no grave here in
Rachel's tinme. There was not even evidence that Lam nak's tribe had canped for generations under
this overhang. Sonetinme in the postglacial age, storns, heavy rains, and floods woul d wash away
everything fromunder the overhang down to the time when Neanderthals had |lived here. And then the
dirt deposited above the Neanderthal |ayers would be free of human traces. And Lam nak's grave
woul d be washed out and her bones carried down the valley and | ost somewhere in the river. The
wat ers woul d come with such force they would roll away even the | arge stones piled above her

When the | ast stone had been placed, d anug danced nine tines around the grave, shaking
the baton to the north, east, south, and west. Then he abruptly quit the place, walking toward his
tent, where his wife had prepared a broth of water and various boiled roots in a bow nade from
the skull of a reindeer. He would drink that cleansing drink, and the cerenony woul d be over

Two days later, Rachel saw John Gibardsun. She had been filing away the filmpellets and
speci mens in the vessel. Her work conpleted, she left the vessel and at once saw the tiny figure
far to the northwest. Even at that distance, it was obviously John. Using her binocul ars, she was
able to anplify himenough so that she could see the details of his face. Her heart began beating
even nore rapidly.

He recogni zed her and waved at her but did not increase his pace. He was trotting al ong at
a rate that would have prostrated the other scientists and would have | eft even the strongest of
the tribespeople far behind. Yet, when he stopped before her, he was not breathing overly hard.

He smiled and said, 'Hello!' and she cane to himput her arms around him and wept. She
told himof Lam nak and, with a cruelty she could not understand until later, told himthat
Lam nak had died of grief for him

Gri bardsun pushed her away and said, 'You don't really know what killed her, do you? The
anal yzer isn't infallible or panoramic in its coverage of diseases, you know.'

"I"'msorry,' she said. 'l shouldn't have told you that. But all of us thought that was why
she died. It was so evident.'

"l can't be bound to one place or to one person,' he said. 'If what you say is true, then
she woul d have been. ..’

"Unsuitable for you?' she said. 'She wouldn't have nmade a good wife for you after all?
John, you nust be out of your mind. She couldn't have gone with you to our time. She would have
died there, in an alien and conpletely bewi ldering world, and cut off fromher tribe. If she died
just because she thought you woul d never return, she surely would have died if she were separated
forever from her own people. You know how these primtives are.

"I didn't say | planned to nmarry her,' he said. '|I was very fond of her. And | feel -
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feel ...’

He turned away and wal ked around to the other side of the vessel. Rachel wept again, this
time partly for her synpathy with him because she was sure he was crying for Lam nak, and partly
for herself, because his grief for Lanmi nak nmeant that he did not |ove Rachel. O perhaps her tears
were for everybody.

A few ninutes |ater, his eyes red, he reappeared. 'Let's go to the canp,' he said. 'You
tell me what's happened while |'ve been gone.'

But Rachel insisted on knowi ng whether or not he had been attacked by lions. He was
surprised, but when she told himof danmug's vision, he said, 'He does have a form of ESP. Not hing
too rare in that anmong preliterates. Yes, | had a run-in with a lion and his mate, and things went
much as d amug said.'

"But he said you had only a knife to defend yourself agai nst an unwounded | i on.
"That's true,' he said. 'And here | am and the lion is dead.'
And that was all he would say about the incident.

That night, while his colleagues and the chief men of the two tribes sat around a |arge
fire, he described his journey. He had travel ed northwestward on as straight a line as he could
mai ntai n. He averaged about fifty miles a day, though there were a few days when he just wal ked
al ong so that he could nake a rapid study of the terrain and the fauna and flora. He had crossed
the Iand that would be under the English Channel when the glaciers had sufficiently nmelted. He
found the Thanmes and the site of what would be London, much of which was covered with nmarsh or
shal | ow | akes

The |l and was even nore barren and tundra-like than in France. He had seen a few mammot hs
and rhinoceroses, but exceedingly few lions, bears, or hyenas. But there were many wol ves, which
hunted nostly the rei ndeer and horses.

He had seen not a single human being, though there should be a few in England along the
sout hern coast.

He journeyed northward and found that the glacier did not cover the site of his ancestra
hal | between the sites of Chesterfield and Bakewell in Derbyshire-to-be. But it had only recently
retreated, and nothing but nbss and sone azal eas and saxifrage were growi ng. Gibardsun's ot her
mai n ancestral holding, in Yorkshire, where his famly's twelfth-century castle would stand, was
still covered with hundreds of feet of ice.

"I made a nunmber of observations along the glacial front, traveling a hundred mles al ong
it,” he said. "And then | turned back and headed toward home. But | was held up for two days in a
cave in the land bridge by a pack of wolves who didn't seemto know t hey shoul d have an
instinctive fear of man. There nust have been over fifty in the pack; |'ve never seen such a |arge
one.'

"What happened to your rifle?" von Billnmann asked.

"I lost it when | was clinbing up the hill to get away fromthe wolves. | was stopping now
and then to shoot one, but they were not discouraged by their |osses. They just ate their dead and
kept on after ne. | think they were especially hungry, otherw se they wouldn't have been so
det er m ned.

"Anyway, | slipped and had to grab hold of indentations in the rocks to keep fromfalling

into their nouths. And the rifle went down a fissure, and | could not reach it after I got rid of
the wolves. So | went on.

"You shoul d have taken a revol ver,' Rachel said.
"I wanted as little weight as possible.’

"But how did you get rid of the wolves if you had only your knife?" Drunmond asked him
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Gi bardsun had told themthat the spear he had used on the |lioness had been nade after the wolf
i nci dent .

"I killed a few as they cane up the hill at nme,' Gibardsun said. 'They could only squeeze
through the opening into the cave one at a tine. After a while, they gave up. | think they'd eaten
so many of their own pack, the edge of their hunger was gone.

When told that Drunmond had regai ned his sanity, Gibardsun had nade only one conment. He
said that he hoped that Dumond had regained all of his mnd. Rachel supposed that he neant by
that that he hoped Drumobnd had gotten over his desire to kill her and Gribardsun

Drummond assured themthat he had accepted reality, and that, whatever they did, he would
not try any violence. Not that he ever had, except for the tinme when he had shot at Rachel

Gri bardsun gave Drummond a series of psychol ogical tests designed to uncover deeply hidden
feelings of violence toward particul ar persons. The results seened to satisfy him since he gave
Drunmond firearns. But Rachel noticed that Gibardsun never allowed Drumobnd to get behind him
when he was ar ned.

Sonet hi ng deci si ve had happened to that group. Though there was al ways a certain anount of
reserve anong the three - von Billmann alone being treated quite warmy by all the others - they
got along with a mininumof friction. Al worked harder than before. Moreover, there were |ong
peri ods when they did not see each other. Their studies of the area around the canpsite had
exhausted everything of interest there except the tribespeopl e thensel ves. They went farther and
farther afield on their own specialties.

Wnter struck. Though the world tenperature was slowy clinbing, and the glaciers would
nmelt alittle nore every year, the cold and the snow were brutal. And this year the tribes had to
| eave the overhang and follow the reindeer herds. The big gane in this area had been cleaned out.
Mor eover, the herds seemed to have deserted this part of France.

To von Billmann's joy, Gibardsun decided they shoul d head for Czechosl ovaki a-to-be. They
woul d progress slowy because of the heavy snows, but when they got to Czechosl ovakia, they woul d
settle down there for the winter, and al so the next sunmer. Provided, of course, that game was not
too scarce there

They nmoved north of the Al ps, which were covered with giant glaciers, and into Germany and
al ong t he Magdal eni an Danube - which did not follow the course of the twenty-first century river -
and then northward i nto Czechosl ovakia. There they stayed in a sem cave during the whiter
Thammash, the chief, developed arthritis, which Gibardsun alleviated with nedicine. But the
medi ci ne had an unexpected and | ong-hi dden side effect, and one day that summer, while Thanmash
was running after a wounded horse, he dropped dead. Gibardsun dissected himand found that his
heart muscl es were danmaged. The damage was the result of an intricate series of inbalances, a sort
of somatic Rube Gol dberg Mechani sm

No babi es or nothers died during birth that year, though there were several mscarriages.

Angrogrim the strong nan, slipped just as he was about to drive a spear into a baby
mamot h that had been cut out fromthe herd. H s head struck a rock, and he died even before the
baby stepped on his chest and crushed it.

Amaga narried Krnal, a Shluwg whose wi fe had choked on a fishbone.

The follow ng sunmer, the tribes noved back to the overhang in the valley of La Vezere in
France. Von Billmann was very di sappoi nted, because he had not found a single | anguage which
seened capabl e of developing into Indo-Httite.

"You really didn't think you would, did you?' John said. 'Woever the pre-Indo-Httites
are, they are probably in Asia or Russia sonewhere. They won't be migrating to Germany for severa
t housands of years yet - probably.

"OfF course,' he added, smiling slightly, "it's possible that they are only a few niles
fromus at this very nonent.'
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"You have a snall sadistic streak in you, John,' von Billnann said.

' Perhaps. However, if you are on the next expedition, which will go to 8000 B.C., you may
find your |ong-Ilost speakers.'

"But | want to find them now'

' Perhaps sonething entirely unforeseen will happen to enlighten you.'
Von Bill mann remenbered that remark nuch | ater

Ni ne

Time went swiftly, and then suddenly the day of departure was cl ose. Four years had
passed. The vessel was crowded with specinens and only a few had yet to be collected. These were
mai nl y spermat ozoa and ova which woul d be taken from aninmals shot with the anesthetic-bearing
m ssiles. Wien the vessel returned to the twenty-first century, the frozen sperm and eggs woul d be
thawed out and appropriately united in tubes. The fetuses would be placed in the uteri of foster
mot hers - cows in the case of nost of the larger animals but, in the zoo, elephants or whales in
the case of the largest. The biol ogical science of the twenty-first century pernmtted the young of
one species to flourish in the wonb of another. And so, the twenty-first century would soon have
in their zoos and reservations beasts that had been extinct for many thousands of years.

Mor eover, the sperm and eggs of humans were in the cryogenic tanks. These would be united
and i nplanted in hunman fenal es, and the children would be brought up by their foster parents. In
everyt hing except physical structure, they would be twenty-first centurians. But they would be
studied by scientists. And their children, hybrids of Magdal eni ans and nodern, woul d be studied.

To conpensate for the mass of the specinmens, parts of the vessel had to be renoved.
Everything was renoved except the files and those devices needed to keep the speci nens from decay.
Everyt hi ng had been carefully wei ghed before the vessel was |aunched, but everything was wei ghed
agai n. The day before the vessel was to be retrieved, the weighing apparatus was renoved, and its
mass was replaced with artifacts fromthirty tribes, each of which had been weighed. It was
Gri bardsun who suggested that each nenber of the four should al so be rewei ghed

"If something should happen to one of us, and he wasn't able to get aboard, his weight
shoul d be replaced by sonethi ng val uabl e.'

'For heaven's sake, John!' Rachel said. 'Wat could happen? We're not |eaving the vicinity
of the vessel except to go to the farewell feast tonight. And if sonmebody got sick or fell and
broke his neck, we'd still take himalong.'

"True, but | feel that we should take no chances. You know how serious a deviation in
wei ght can be when the tracers'|| be searching for us. Let's take no chances what soever.'

The 'reserves,' as von Billmann called them were artifacts reluctantly discarded because
there just was not enough roomfor them Four piles were carefully selected, each representing the
wei ght of one of the four. \Whatever additions or subtractions had to be nade were done with
m neral speci nens.

The cel ebration that night was | ong and exhausting and often touching. The tribes,
carrying pine torches, followed themto the vessel and then each nmenber of the Wta' shaing and the
Shl uwg ki ssed each of the explorers. And then, wailing and chanting, they retreated to a distance
of a hundred yards. There they settled down to wait for the dawn, since the departure retrieva
was set for shortly after sunrise.

The four nmade no attenpt to sleep. They sat in their chairs and tal ked and now and t hen
| ooked at the screen showing themthe outside. The tribespeople were all awake too, except for the
babi es and snmall children

The four tal ked aninmatedly and even gaily; for the first time in a long while the shadow
of the past had lifted. Rachel found herself hoping that Gibardsun nmight forget his prejudices
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agai nst coning between a man and his wife. She would file a divorce claimas soon as she was out
of quarantine, and she would convince John that he did | ove her, that he had only suppressed his
| ove because of his ol d-fashioned norality.

A few ninutes before sunrise, John Gibardsun rose fromthe chair. He turned, pulled out a

bl ack recording ball, and placed it in a depression on the arnrest of chair.
Time leaving now,' he said. "You'll want to stow nmy pile of artifacts aboard as quickly as
possible to replace nmy mass. Anything you want to knowis in the ball. Please don't ask ne

anything now or try to hold me back. You can't do that; all three of you together aren't strong
enough and you know it.

"I"'msorry to be so abrupt. You're very shocked. But | don't like | ong goodbyes or
argunments, and | knew that that was what |'d get if | told you ahead of tine.'

He paused, |ooked at their pale faces, and said, Tmstaying here. | prefer this world to
the one we left. That's all.'

He turned and pressed the button that opened the vault-like door and stepped outside. As
he did so, the tribespeople cried out and sonme raced toward him They nust have guessed that he
had decided to stay with them and they were happy. At |east, nost of themwere. No man ever |ived
that was one hundred per cent popul ar

Rachel cried out, 'Stop him Stop him'

"Wth what?' Drummond said. He had recovered swiftly fromhis shock and seenmed al nost as
joyous as the tribesnmen. "W don't have any guns, and he wouldn't pay any attention to themif we
did. And, as he said, he could take all three of us on and not even get up a sweat.'

He ran to the pile that was to be Gibardsun's substitute and picked up a bag of
artifacts. 'You two had better help nme, and quick!' he said. 'W haven't got nuch tine!

Rachel was weeping by now and she | ooked as if she would like to run after G bardsun. But
she picked up a bag, too, and wal ked to the vessel after Drummond. Von Billmann foll owed her with
two sacks. He lowered themto the floor by the entrance and bl ocked her as she tried to get out
again. Drunmmond pressed the button, and all three were quickly shut in again. They got into their
chairs and strapped thenselves in and waited.

On the screen they could see Gibardsun standing before the tribe. He lifted a hand in
farewel |

Si xty-three seconds passed. And they were back in the twenty-first century. The vessel was
forty yards fromthe edge of the hill, and the walls around the buil dings of the project towered
over them Then figures clad in white helnets and suits, carrying tanks on their backs and hoses
in their hands, stepped out of a small building on their right. The first phase of the quarantine
had start ed.

Von Bil Il mann answered the chief adm nistrator. The eyes of the entire world were on them
everyone of the nine thousand, nine hundred and ni nety-nine channels were devoted to the tine
vessel . But Rachel was paying no attention to the outside. She had dropped the recording ball, no
larger than a child's marble, into the machine, and she was listening to John Gibardsun's voice

Seven days later, the three were allowed to | eave. The first thing they did was to go to
the vall ey bel ow, where the overhang still existed. Here they saw the hole in the back wall,
broken open by the archeol ogi sts and project scientists. Behind six feet of rock was the chanber
G i bardsun had prom sed they would find. And they also found the great stacks of artifacts and
records that he said he planned to | eave there, if he lived | ong enough

Most of the records were in the formof John's handwiting on vellum and then on paper
But his |ast nmessage, nade in 1872, was recorded in a ball in one of the machines he had taken
fromthe vessel

"To you three, Robert, Drumond, and Rachel, it's only been a week, but to ne, al nost
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14,000 years have passed. | have lived for nore than that; | have lived far |onger than seens
right.'

"I did not think, the day | said goodbye forever to you, that | would live nearly this
long. | amconpletely unafraid of death - which makes me sonewhat nonhuman. |'mnot afraid - but |
al so have a very strong will to live. Yet the mathematical probabilities of nmy living this |ong
were very low. So many accidents can happen in 14,000 years; so nmany people and beasts would try
to kill me. But they failed, and though | came near dying a nunber of tines, | still live.'

"I still live. But for how | ong? Today is January 31, a Wednesday. Tonorrow, or sonetime
in the next few days, 1'll be conceived.'

"WIIl Tine tolerate two John Gi bardsuns?

"I's there sonmething in the structure of Tine which win kill ne? O wll | be erased from
the fabric of Space-Tinme?

"I''l'l knowonly if I amspared. If | amkilled or erased, I will be conscious one second
and unconsci ous, because dead or obliterated, the next.

"\What ever happens, | can't explain. | have lived as no other man has lived, and for |onger
than any other man has |ived.

"As you know now, | was fortunate enough to be given an elixir by a witch doctor who was
the last man of his tribe. He belonged to a family the original head of which, sonme generations
before, had discovered how to nmake the elixir, a vile-tasting devil's brew, fromcertain African
herbs, bl ood, and several other constituents I will not even hint at. He had a high regard for ne
because | saved his life and al so because he thought | was sone sort of a demi god. He knew of ny
rat her peculiar upbringing.

"But all that was explained on the ball | gave Rachel
'How are you, Rachel ? And you, Drumond? And you, Robert?

"Strange to speak to the unborn. | have gotten accustoned to speaking with the | ong dead.
But the unborn - Well, | won't take up the valuable recording space in the ball to talk about the
paradoxes of Time. That could go on and on

'"Robert, | know that the expedition of 8000 B.C. located your pre-Indo-Hittite speakers. |
was one of the infornmants, None of the expedition suspected that | had already recorded the pre-I-
H dialects in far nore detail than they would ever be able to do with their limted tine. And they

were | ooking for ne, too. | suppose they were | ooking for me because of this message. But they
failed. I won't tell you why, of course, because then the expedition would be able to identify me.
Ever if, in a sense, the expedition has already occurred. Well, | said I'd not get into the

par adoxes.

"You'll find, Robert, that your pre-lIndo-Httite speech of 8000 B.C. arose fromthe very
| ast place you woul d have, suspected.

"Qur two tribes, the Wta' shaing and the Shluwg, eventual |y abandoned their origina
tongues and adopted the pidgin. The result was a sinple analytical system But over the course of
six mllennia, it becanme a polysyllabled synthetic speech which eventually devel oped into the pre-
Indo-Hittite the second expedition studied. And this, of course, becane the Gernmanic, Balto-
Slavic, Indo-Iranian, Geek, Italic, Celtic, and a dozen other |anguage fanilies which were not
recorded or even heard of by civilized peoples. Until now'

G i bardsun chuckl ed and said, '"So if it hadn't been for time travel, Robert, Indo-Httite
and hence, German, Yiddish, English, French, and all those other related tongues woul d never have
exi st ed.

"Yes, | know you're going to say that our tribes had different blood groups than the Indo-
Hittite speakers. But nany invasions - migrations, rather - occurred fromthe East, and our tri be,
whi ch had becone rather |arge between 12,000 B.C. and 8000 B.C., absorbed so many of the
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newconers, and inposed their |anguage on so many, that the original blood group was |largely |ost.

Von Bill mann had turned pal e shortly after Gibardsun started tal king. He sat down. He
seermed to be having trouble getting his breath. Rachel brought hima drink of water, and he sat up
and | ooked around as if he hoped sonmeone had strength to give him

"Do you realize what he's saying? | won't be on the 8000 B.C. expedition! But why? Was |
dead before it could be |aunched? O - why?

Ander son, the project head, turned on the recorder again, since no one could give an
answer and they did not want to dwell on the subject.

' There was one ot her expedition, that which was sent in 3500 B.C. to the Mesopotam an
area. The others that had been planned were not realized. | waited for them but they did not
show. | wonder why. Sonething catastrophic prevented then? |I don't know, and you, of course, won't
know why until it happens.

"Be that as it nmay, here are the collections | nade. The expedition would never have been
made if it had not been for ne, as you now know. But | still feel a sense of obligation to the
peopl e who gave ne this chance to |live when the world was fresh. And | have had so much scientific
training that | do appreciate what this collection will nean. So, throughout the mllennia, | have
cached artifacts and speci nens and nmade notes. There are at |east a hundred thousand phot ographs
here, since | kept back some of the balls for this purpose. You will find photographs,
surreptitiously taken, of course, of the original historical Hercules - nyself - Nebuchadnezzar
the historical Mdses - not nyself - Julius Caesar, Shakespeare, Eric the Red, whom | took from
behi nd a bush, having been waiting for six nonths for himto land, the historical GOdysseus, the
real city of Troy, the first Pharaoh, several of the first enperors of China and Kublai Khan and
Marco Pol o. There are al so photos of the historical Jesus, Gautama, and Mohammed, Charl enagne,

Sal adin, the historical Beowul f, a group photograph of the actual founders of the city of Rome. No
Romul us and Renus existed, | amsorry to say. 'l could go on, but you'll find everything

catal ogued. 'I was a nerchant-ship captain supplying the Achaean arny, and | am nmentioned in
Honmer, though not exactly in the role of a merchant. But | stayed away fromthe fighting there, as
| stayed away from nmost fighting. As | stayed away from nost centers of civilization. | decided
that if | was going to survive for a long tinme, | would have to |live a backwoods, backcountry
life. | spent altogether a thousand years in the wilds of Africa and another in Asia and the pre-
Col umbi an Ameri cas, though not in a continuous stretch, of course.

"Still, I got hungry for city Iife now and then, and | did want to keep watch on the rise
of civilizations. So | spent time in Egypt and Mesopotania and al ong the Indus and the Yell ow
River and in ancient Crete and G eece. And | was once Quetzalcoatl, the details of whose story you
will find here. 'I have been everywhere a dozen tines and seen everything. | was the first human
to set foot on the island of Tahiti; the second time | went there, | beat the first raftl oad of
Pol ynesi ans by a week.

"But all this is in the records

"I have been nmarried nany tinmes and fathered many children. Each of you is ny descendant.
I would say that al nobst every human being that has lived since 5000 B.C. is ny descendant. | am ny
own ancestor nmany tines over

"I could talk forever. | could reveal what |ay behind nany of the great nysteries of
history and | could solve many of the |esser, but just as intriguing, nysteries. For exanple,
was on the Marie Celeste.

I will be sitting under this overhang when nmy nonent of conception cones. What w |l happen
then? | suggest you researchers read the newspaper accounts and determine if the body of a man six-
foot-three, with black hair and gray eyes, was found on this ledge. If it wasn't, then | may just
have di sappeared. O perhaps | was found only after 1'd beconme a skeleton. O some body snatcher
took me away. The possibilities within Tinme's fold are many.

"VWhat ever happens, | amgrateful that | have lived a life such as no man has |ived.

"And now, Rachel, for you. You will be on the 3500 B.C. expedition. And we will be married
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in U of the Chaldees. You will decide to stay behind when your colleagues return to their tine.
"And there we two will live as Terah and his wife, and you will bear Abraham

"I tell you this because, of course, the tine came when we had to part again. You never
got the elixir because | never had a chance to analyze it and so nake sonme nore. So you di ed.

"I amtelling you this so that you may try to change the course of Tinme. If you deci de not
to go on the expedition, then something will happen contrary to ny experience, to ny know edge of
Tinme as it happened.

"I's this possible? | don't know. I'Il know the day the expedition arrives.

"But | did cone to | ove you, Rachel. And you were the ancestress of Mses and King David
and, of course, of yourself. And of ne.

' But perhaps you do not want this.
"W shall see

"In the nmeantine, here is ny collection, the secrets of the ages revealed, art objects
that were thought | ost forever. Know edge that nanki nd woul d never have possessed ot herw se.

"Tinme's last gift.

' Goodbye, ny friends. Hello, Rachel. Perhaps.’
There was an uproar when the voice ceased.
Rachel was weepi ng.

But she was happy.

End.
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