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This book is dedicated to John and Doris Varley.
My father, John E. Varley, died on January 13, 2005, at the age of 79, in Big Spring, Texas.

He was a very good man who led a good life and raised two good daughters, and me. He hated

the Notre Dame Fighting Irish, the New York Yankees, and the Texas A& M Aggies, and loved

most other Texas teams. He lived to see the Red Sox humiliate the Yankees, and a lot of people
didn't.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Once upon atime in what would one day come to be known as the month of August, many,
many years ago, in a place that would one day be known as M anitoba, aherd of mammoths came
over thelow hillsto the south and into a gentle green valey rich with the scent of water.

There were twenty or twenty-five mammothsin the herd. Maybe thirty. No oneis sure. What
we do know isthat the herd was made up of females of al ages and males younger than fifteen years
old.

Mammothsdid not livein families like we do, with adaddy and amommy and their children, and
maybe agranny and agrandpa. Mammoths were like our elephants today, and their familieswere
bunches of ssters and aunts and nieces and young mae mammoths.

When the maes reached a certain age they became troublesome, bothering the femaesdl the
time... just like boys do today! When this happened, the older female mammoths ganged up on the
youngster and pushed him out of the herd so he wouldn't cause so much trouble. The young mae
would then find hisway to a herd of other males.

The leader of this herd was the oldest and largest femde, what scientists call the alpha cow.
WEell cdl her Big Mama.

Big Mamawas old, maybe forty-five, maybe fifty; no one knowsfor sure because mammoths
didn't have caendars and didn't write down their birthdays like we do, so they didn't know how old
they were. But Big Mama had seen many winters and many summers, and she had been the dpha
cow for many years. She was the wisest and strongest member of the herd, by far, and dl the other
ferma es respected her without question.

It had been ahard summer. The places that would one day be cdled the Mississippi and
Missouri river valleys had not seen any rain in many months but there had been plenty of lightning.
The prairieswere dry and there were many fires.



Big animalslike mammoths and bison and woolly rhinoceras had to kegp moving to find enough
food and water. Big Mama had not led her herd thisfar north in many years, but her memory was
good and she kept them moving.

Sure enough, on that fine day in what would be August, they cameinto aland bursting with
green shrubs and grass and trees with tasty leavesjust waiting to be pulled down by the clever trunks
of the mammoths.

But others were there before them. They were mammoths, but they were strange, completely
covered with hair.

To understand why this should be strange to Big Mamaand her herd, you should know that
there was more than one kind of mammoth, al those years ago. (There were also cousins of
mammoths, called mastodons, but we don't need to worry about them.)

There were people back then, and they hunted the mammoths, but we don't know what they
cdled them. Today, we call the two types of mammoth that lived in North Americathe woolly
mammoth and the Columbian mammoath.

The woolly mammoths stayed mostly in the north, in what we now call Canada.

The Columbian mammoths stayed mostly in the south, sometimes as far south as what we now
cdl Mexico!

But there were places where you could have found both kinds of mammoth.

Mammoths sometimestraveled great distancesin search of food. Scientists cdl this migration.
When woolly mammoths and Columbian mammoths met they usudly didn't get involved with one
another, any more than they concerned themsalves with the giant ground soths or woolly rhinos
or giant bison they shared the plainswith. Y ou can see ascene very much likethisin Africa today,
with elephants and rhinos and gir affes and wildebeests grazing in the same areas peacefully,
ignoring each other.

Mogt of the time the woolly mammoths and Columbian mammothsignored each other, too.

But sometimesthey didn't.
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THE helicopter flew low over alandscape as barren as any to be found on planet Earth. This
was Nunavut. It wasn't a province and hardly aterritory though they caled it that. Asfar as
Warburton was concerned they could giveit al back to the Eskimos—which was exactly what
Canada had done, back in 1999. Nunavut was 810,000 square miles of nothing much, one-fifth of
Canada'sland area.



Warburton looked out hisfrosty window and was amazed to see a polar bear loping dong afew
hundred feet below him. Hunting? Fleeing the helicopter? He was tempted to ask thelittle Inuit with
the brown and weather-beaten face, but realized he could never hope to dedl with the man's name.
Hewasintroduced to Warburton at the Churchill airport as Charlie Charttinirpaag, which sounded
like aman with abad cough and a severe case of the hiccups.

Warburton hated helicopters. And he hated large helicopters even more than he hated small
ones. The one hewas sitting in now was a Sikorsky HB-53F, the civilian version of the military Sea
Stdlion, probably the largest passenger-carrying chopper outside of Russia. It could be configured to
carry fifty soldierswith full combat gear. This one had only two rows of seets bolted to the floor up in
the front, the rest of the cavernous interior was empty. With so little cargo the Sikorsky's range was
enormous, more than enough to make it from Churchill, where the Air Canadaflight had dumped him,
to the ste known to only ahandful of people as Mammoth Seven.

It was damn cold inside, but it didn't seem to bother Charlie. Thelittle Inuit had pushed the hood
of his parkaback, reveaing straight black hair that looked to have been groomed with rendered
walrus blubber. His gnarled brown hands were bare. His coat had a handmade and hard-used look to
it, but hisboots looked like L.L. Beans. He seemed to feel Warburton's gaze, looked across the
helicopter and smiled, reveaing widely spaced but strong, brown teeth. Didn't they chew reindeer
hides to soften them? Or was that just the women? Warburton's own outfit, purchased at
Abercrombie & Fitch during hislayover in Toronto and guaranteed by the sdlesman to protect him
from apolar blizzard, was providing him no more warmth than aBanlon shirt.

Helooked out hiswindow and saw thefirst spot of color he had seen for more than five
hundred miles. The heavily insulated modular dwellings that had been flown in dangling from the cargo
hook of this very helicopter were dmost the same color as the snow. But a short distance from them
was alarge haf-cylinder tent, like a Quonset hut, made of blue and red canvas panels, srongly
anchored with yellow poly ropes, near the bottom of alarge, bare hill. Thiswas Mammoth Seven.

Warburton saw people emerge from one of the trailers. One looked up and waved. Then they
were setting down on abig red X in the middle of ared circle that had been painted on the snow.
Warburton and Charlie unfastened their belts and waited for the pilot, another Inuit, to open the door
and lower the ramp.

Once outside, Warburton reslized he hadn't redly been cold &t al insde the damn helicopter.
This, now this was cold.

There were two people hurrying out to meet him, al but indistinguishable in their puffed-up nylon
and Gore-Tex ouitfits, hoods over their heads, eyes hidden by big blue sunglasses againgt theicy glare.
Warburton followed them toward the big pressurized tent looming like some high-tech circusbig top a
hundred feet up the side of the hill. They trudged up the path and entered through a zipper initsside.

Inside, hoods off, Warburton recognized Dr. Rostov, formerly of the St. Petersburg Museum of
Natura History, now the head of the Mammoth Seven recovery. They werein a square room about
the size of ahotel eevator, which he knew from visitsto previous mammoth sSitesto be asort of air
lock. The tent was held up by interna pressure, so the outer and inner doors of the room could not be
opened at the sametime.

Rostov started to open the inner door, then cleared his throat. Warburton redlized the man was



nervous.

"Now, | know what your first reaction isgoing to be," Rostov said. "It was my firgt reaction, too.
Y ouregoing to think thisis somekind of joke."

Rostov had just atrace of an accent. He looked the part of a university professor, with an
unkempt mane of white hair and a goatee that was more salt and pepper. But hisface wasamost as
wesathered as Charli€'s, and he had an dlarming red nose shaped like a potato. Though his hands were
now clad in fur-lined gloves, Warburton knew the doctor had lost the tips of severd fingersto
frogthite. Being amammoth hunter in the twenty-first century didn't entail the samerisksasit had for
our mammoth-hunting ancestors, but it was no picnic, and it took you to climates that could kill just as
surely as awounded and enraged mammoth.

"It never entered my mind that you would bring me up here as part of ajoke, Doctor,"
Warburton said. Now that the green light had come on over the inner door, Rostov ushered the group
ingde. Theinterior waswell lit, and not nearly as warm as Warburton had hoped, but at least it was
out of thewind.

"We keep it heated to only about four degrees below zero to protect the specimen,” Rostov
said. Warburton trandated from the Canadian centigrade scale: high to mid twenties.

In the center of the tent was the excavation into the side of the hill, arectangular area about
twenty by twenty feet. It waswell lit by floodlights on tripods. The crew had dug out the mammoth's
head and back and most of one side, but those parts were covered with protective cloth. Christian
wanted this frozen creature intact, and that meant excavation was a painfully deliberate process,
garting with smal ice axes, moving to hammers and chisdls, getting down to warm brushesand
toothpicks before the hairy pelt was reached. And even then, when a section of hide was bared, it
was refrozen in distilled water. It would be absurd for this creature to have survived for ten, fifteen
thousand years, perfectly preserved to the point that its flesh was probably still edible, and then to
haveit rot in afew days of digging. The plan wasto free the cresture from the permafrost and then
quickly arlift it to alarge refrigerated facility where further actions could be contemplated at leisure.

"Seven isby far the best and the largest primigenius we have yet investigated,” Rostov said. "In
fact, itissolarge | have begun to wonder if it might be an actud hybrid, possibly with Mammuthus
imperiori, which was quite abit larger than primigenius. Thefleshisin wonderful shape. The nuclel
weve tested so far have yielded promising DNA, though of course we have yet to reach the sexua
organs”

Warburton had learned alot about mammothsin the last four years. He dways had to learn
thingsto keep up with his bosss newest manias. He knew Mammuthus primigenius wasthe Latin
name for the woolly mammoth. He'd learned a bit about cloning, too, though he had no aptitude for
science. But the basic facts were easy enough to absorb. If one wished to re-create a mammoth, one
needed some DNA that was reasonably intact. No perfect specimens had ever been discovered, but
asthe years went by, the criteriafor "reasonably intact” had steadily lowered, as new techniques for
reassembling genetic material had been discovered and elaborated. Four years ago he had dismissed
the whole project as highly unlikely. It hadn't been the first time his boss had pursued a chimera.

The best mammoth cellsto use for cloning would be an egg from afemale or asperm cell from a
male. The resulting embryo could then beimplanted in afemae e ephant—not an easy project initsalf,



asthe reproductive cycle of eephants was complicated and not completely understood.

But maybe it could be done, and that was why orders had come from Mr. Chrigtian to
concentrate on the rear of the giant corpse, to gain accessto the testicles. Or, as Christian had put it
in aphone cdl to Rostov that Warburton had overheard, "I want that bull's balls by next Monday,
Doctor, or I'll find somebody elseto dig ‘em out.”

Thiswas the following Wednesday, and Warburton presumed he was about to be shown
something astonishing concerning mammoth reproduction. It wasn't a prospect he relished, but he'd
undertaken tasks much less gppetizing in hiswork for Christian.

One of the things he had not learned was the precise location of mammoth testicles, but he had
assumed they were pretty much where they would be on other quadrupeds, like horses, sheep, cattle,
and probably e ephants, though he had never actualy seen an e ephant'sfamily jewels. But Rostov
didn't take him dl the way around the massve beast, but to itsleft Sde. The mammoth was sitting
more or less upright, with itslegs folded under it.

Now Rostov indicated alump by the hind legsthat did not fit with any picture of amammoth

Warburton could come up with, unlessitsleft hind leg was twisted grotesquely out to one side. The
lump was covered with the same protective materia that conceded the rest of the mammoth.

Warburton looked at Rostov, waiting, and Rostov sighed and pulled back the cover.

Thelump wasaman.

Hewas huddled tight against the Sde of the mammoth, still partly buried. Only hishead and
torso had been chipped out of theice. Most of hisface and part of his upper arm had been eaten
away, gnawed at by animals. Where Warburton could see the chest, the skin was yellow and
shriveled and looked like wax.

Warburton looked at Rostov again.

"Nojoke," the man assured him, with ahelpless shrug.

"How old?'

"Around twelve thousand years,” Rostov said.

What was | eft of the man's hair was long and wispy and gray. There were scraps of gray beard
lying on his chest. Because of the tissue shrinkage and what Warburton could only think of asan
extreme case of freezer burn, it was hard to estimate his age, but he got the impression the man was
old. Many of histeeth were missing, or blackened, or brown stumps. But that didn't prove much, did
it? Without dental care ayoung man's teeth could rot out, too, and he supposed the best dental care

available where this man had come from was awhack in the mouth with a stone ax.

"l am not an anthropologist,” Rostov said. "What | can see of his clothing is consistent with what
| know of theera”

Warburton didn't think you'd need aPh.D. to figure that out. What clothing he could see was



made from fur and leather. What el se would the man be wearing on amammoth hunt? Spatsand a
school tie?

His mind was racing now. He worked for Howard Chrigtian, who was a complex man of many
interests, but none of them exceeded hisinterest in money, so Warburton immediately was thinking of
waysto turn thisinto alot of cash. A mummified Stone Age man? Good money to be made, no
question. Get National Geographic out here, have them document the removal, show the film on
Discovery Channd or PBS.

"If you lean over just abit,” Rostov said, "you can just see the top of the head of the second
person.”

Second person? Warburton leaned over the corpse—noting it smelled alittle like theingde of
his refrigerator when he returned from along trip—and could just make out what might be the top of
ahuman head through athinrime of ice.

"Youresure?'

"Oh, yes. When we got this far we stopped and did a close-range sonogram scan. Thereisa
second person between this one and the mammoth. It is somewhat smaller. Possibly awoman, or a
child."

Two people? Woman or child? Better and better, Warburton thought. Alley Oop and... what
was her name? Ooma? Oona? The cartoon strip was a bit before histime, but he had to figure that a
Stone Age couple was twice as interesting as alone mammoth hunter. Asfor aman and his son or
daughter, sheltering behind the massive corpse of afreshly killed woolly mammoth while asavage
blizzard froze them solid... well, you couldn't do much better than that.

And then, because he was a troubleshooter and not redly in the business of turning out
made-for-cable documentaries or televison movies, he thought about what sort of troubles he might
be called upon to shoot.

When you got into the area of North American antiquities there was dways the Indian question
to consider. A lot of tribes considered the study of any old dead bones, much less a couple of more
or lessintact corpses, to be grave robbing. What's more, governments lately had begun agreeing with
this, and museums were being forced to return bones for proper burid on triba lands. What wasthe
name of that ten-thousand-year-old skeleton they'd found in Oregon or Washington? Kennebunk
Man, something like that? They'd hasded over that one for years. He made amenta noteto find out
what Canadian law had to say on the subject.

For thefirst time, he noticed that the other man who had accompanied Rostov and himself into
the pit had an Inuit look about him. Warburton looked at him, then a Charlie, and both of them were
looking solemn. Could be a problem, definitely could be a problem.

"How many people know about this?" Warburton demanded.

"Just thefive of uson theteam, Mr. Chrigtian and whoever he told, and you and whoever you
told," Rostov replied.



"Nobody el se? None of you called home and talked about it?"
They al shook their heads.

"Hereswhat we do, then. Talk to no one. Not your mom, not your wife. If you think you might
make alittle money tipping off CNN or Hard Copy, forget about it. | promiseyou | will makeit
worth your while, you'l al be getting substantial bonuses. If, on the other hand, you do talk to
someone, and | find out... well, Howard Christian has about forty billion dollars, and he could make
your lives miserable in ways you can't even begin to imagine. Do you follow me?”

Charlie and the other Inuit nodded. But Rostov clearly had something elseto say.
"What's the problem?" Warburton asked.

Rostov reached out and swept away abit of cloth that had covered the frozen man'sleft forearm
and hand. Warburton saw agleam of metal. He leaned closer, and saw the man waswearing a
wristwatch.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

All those many long years ago, the life of a mammoth was not abad one.

Mammoths were the largest anima s that walked on the land at that time. Therewere no
predator s that could kill them, except when they were very young, and mammoth mothers were very
alert to the approach of abig sabertoothed tiger or alion. (Oh, yes, there werelionsin North
Americain that time, so many years ago! But they didn't bother mammoths.)

Big Mama's herd were Columbian mammoths, and you may be surprised to learn that they were
larger than the woolly mammoths who weretheir close rdatives. They had hair, but it was shorter and
lighter than woolly mammoth hair, and they didn't have as much of it. That was because they lived
most of their livesin warmer climates, and they had lost the thick peltstheir ancestors had. Scientists
cdl this adaptation.

They adso had large ears, like present-day eephants. Woolly mammoths had very small ears.

Woolly mammoths lived farther north, where it was colder. People think that because we cdll it
the | ce Age, everything was covered with thick glaciers. It istrue that vast ice sheets covered parts
of North America, but animas as big as mammoths could not survive there. There wasn't enough to
ed!

But there were many places where not much snow fell during the year, and food could be found
all theyear round. We cdl these places tundras or steppes. Thiswasthe domain of the woolly
mammoth.

Life was not bad for the mammoth females, but for some it was better than for others.

Lifewas best of dl for Big Mama. She had been the leader, or matriarch, of the herd aslong as



she could remember, and she had along memory! None of her ssters or daughters or cousins or
nieces or grandchildren ever gave her any trouble. When a male mammoth reached the troublesome
age shedrove him out. A few whacks from her trunk were aways enough to do the trick!

Lifewas good for the mammoth children, too. Mammoth mothersloved their children and took
care of them for along time, just as human mothers do. Mammoth children were aso looked after
and protected by dl the other grown-up members of the herd.

Lifewasgood... but there was an awkward age for mammoths, just asthereisfor children,
known as adolescence. At about the age of fifteen afemae mammoth was no longer a child, but not
redly an adult yet, either.

At that age afema e mammoth's thoughts would gtart to turn to male mammoths, to falingin
love, and to having babies.

But mammoth society was arranged according to what scientists call a social hierar chy, or
what chicken farmers cal a pecking order. That meansthat one mammoth was on top of the
hierarchy—Big Mama—one was in second place, onein third place, and so on.

And that means somebody was on the bottom. That summer it was a seventeen-year-old femae
named Temba
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MATTHEW Wright sat in his auminum canoe and tried to think like atrout.

Hewas on Clear Lake, some dozen or so miles south of Mount Hood, in Oregon. He had been
told to relax. Takeit easy. Take afew months off, find a hobby, something to take your mind off your
work. Because, frankly, Maitt, people have been remarking about some of your behavior. No, you
haven't stripped naked and painted yourself blue and run through the Student Union shouting about
the end of the world, but you have been acting... well, alittle unusud.

Matthew didn't precisaly remember who it wasthat first suggested trout fishing as asuitable
avocation for ascientist on the verge of anervous breakdown.

"Breakdown? Bregkdown?' he muttered. "A long, long ways from a breakdown. | saw A
Beautiful Mind, too. That was abreakdown. All | was having was panic attacks.”

One of Matthew's colleagues had commented, after seeing some of his preparationsfor his
future hobby, that if Matt had decided to take up snowboarding, step one would have been to
redesign snow, from the molecular level upward, and one day we'd al wake up to find that snow was
half as cold and twice as dippery asit had been before. Matthew Wright was just that kind of guy, the
kind who dways starts from basics and goeslogicaly from there.

Step one, in trout fishing, was to understand trout. How does a trout experience the universe?
What does he see? What does he think?



Tofind out, Matt first went to Safeway and bought atrout, which he then dissected. He learned
alot, including the fact that fish had hard, clear, spherica lensesin the middie of their eyes.

He read what others had learned about trout fishing. Where did they like to hide? What times of
day, what water temperature, what atmospheric conditions made the difference between fish that
were biting and fish that sulked in deep pools?

Using dl the data he had collected he wrote a computer program, avirtud trout, in which he
could adjust twenty-seven variables. After along series of runs on the computer he had charts of
optimum conditions. He could then cast avirtud fly into his program, and seeif his cyber-trout was
interested enough to bite.

After afew weeks he bought a metal canoe, atwenty-five-foot trailer, atackle box for his
specidized flies, and arod and redl. He set out into the wilderness along aroad that used to be part of
the Oregon Trall, only in reverse, fedling plessantly like William Clark or Meriwether Lewis.

At Clear Lake helaunched his canoe and paddied out to the middle of the lovely little body of
water. He opened his laptop and lowered a thermometer into the water, consulted adandy little
handheld westher station from the Oregon Scientific Company, and entered al the resulting datainto
his computer. The result immediately appeared on the screen: lure 14. He removed that lure—a gaudy
onewith two long red feathers and abit of Chrigmastreetinsd, one of hisfavorites—from the tackle
box and tied it to the end of the clear nylon line, and prepared to make hisfirst cast.

Hefigured that, if he did catch atrout, it would have cost him no more than afew thousand
dollars per pound. But that wasn't the point, wasit? He was doing thisto relax, and he had to admit,
just rowing out to the center of the lake was relaxing. Matt was a city boy, not used to such silence, to
trees so green and thick, to the sweet smell of the mountain air.

Hewaved the line back and forth over hishead as he'd seen casters do in one of the videos he
studied, letting out more and more line. Then he cast it out before him.

The hook caught in the shoulder of hisREI canvasfisherman'svest, barely missng hisear. The
length of line hed carefully paid out fell down dl around him, like spider silk.

"Story of my life," he muttered. " Great on theory, poor on execution.”

Hewas lill trying to untangle himself when he heard the sound of an approaching helicopter. He
waited while the noisy machine turned abruptly and hovered over the middie of the lake. He could just
make out someonein the back looking at him through abig pair of binoculars. Then the chopper flew
off to the east, toward where Matt knew there was a clearing large enough for ahelicopter to land.
He stowed hisrod and red and started paddling for shore.

The helicopter's engine had died by the time he reached shore, and as he pulled the boat up on
the sand, alarge, balding, powerfully built man in an expensive-looking gray suit was picking hisway
through the low shrubs and patches of mud that surrounded the shallow lake. Matt started toward
him, indifferent to the mud on hisL.L. Bean heavy-duty fishing boots.

"Y ou must be the guy | talked to on the phone, Mr. Warburton,” Matt said. "And I'm till not
interested.”



"Bethat asit may," the man said, sopping afew yardsfrom Matt, "I have to make my pitch.
You hunguponme.”

"Then pitch. | can give you five minutes. Asyou can see, I'm pretty busy.”
Warburton looked momentarily confused. Then he shrugged it off.

"1 spoke to some of your colleagues at the university, and it ssemsyou're not that interested in
money. Y ou aready have your full professorship. Soit's aproblem, since everybody | ask about
finding the top man in the country concerning the physics of timeimmediately tdls meit's Matthew
Wright. No second place."

"Then you do have aproblem,” Matt said.

"] am prepared to offer you your own private lab with aresearch budget of ten million dollars
yearly. No more faculty committeesto satisfy, no pressure to publish, no agenda, no hindrance at al
to exploring in any direction you choose. After you've addressed the job we're hiring you for, of
course.”

"| dready have most of that,” Matt said. "And the project would be...?"

"As| said on the phone, | can't tell you that until you've signed a secrecy agreement. Thiswould
be in effect whether or not you took the job. We are prepared to pay you one hundred thousand
dollars smply to go with me this afternoon and examine certain artifacts that have comeinto the
possession of the company | work for. Then you take the job or you don't take it; the hundred grand
Isyoursether way."

Mait was going to take the job. He had known he would take it from the moment he hooked his
jacket, before Warburton's helicopter even landed. But there was no sense jumping the gun, nor in
giving up his negotiating advantage.

"We're not talking about the Company, are we? Asin the Centra Intelligence—"

"No, | cantell you that much. It'saprivate company.”

"And what did you say the sdlary would be?' He laughed at the expression on Warburton'sface.
"Who told you | don't need money, anyway? Everybody needs money. That'swhy they cdl it

money.
"I bdieveit was Professor We lburn."

"Of course. Old Wellybdly has hated me since | got the Hawking Chair. I'd likeasdary of ...
two million dollarsayear.”

Warburton, who had been authorized to offer another ten million, tried to look asif the demand
was abitter pill to swallow. After asuitable time frowning, he nodded.

"Done. | have aman aboard who will pack up your gear and drive your—"



"Don't bother with the gear,” Matt said. "If | kept it I'd only be tempted to try fishing again.”

Heflung the brand-new rod and redl out over thewater. Asit hit, two trout began fighting over
thefly, but by then Matt was following Warburton to the helicopter.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Tembahad first come into season two years before that long dry summer, many thousands of
years ago.

Though mammoths and eephants are very much like usin many ways, they are different in other
ways.

Mammoth and & ephant femal es become sexualy mature about the same time that human
femaes do. But human femaes are fertile once amonth, and e ephants and mammoths are only fertile
once ayear. With eephantsthat is usudly in December or January. We are not completely sure when
mammoths cameinto "season,” or asscientistscall it, estrus, but wethink it wasin the summer.

The two summers before that, Temba had watched as the male Columbian mammoths joined the
herd and started looking for mates.

Another way humans are different from e ephants and mammothsisthat during mating season
male e ephants and mammoths go through something caled musth. No other animals that we know of
do this. During musth amale e ephant gets very cranky, like human females sometimes do when they
are having their menstrual period. Hewill tear up trees and go charging about angrily and attack
anything that comes near him. Y ou do not want to get in the way of abull €ephant during musth!

Poor Temba.

She smelled the bull eephants and she wanted to mate with them. But she was at the bottom of
the pecking order, and so every time abull in musth approached her she was shoved rudely aside by
one of her older cousins or aunts. She could only watch through two summers as the mature bulls
passed her by.

But this summer it would be different.

v

HOWARD Christian stood in the Eagle's Eye at the 140th-floor level of the Los Angeles
Resurrection Tower and looked out over the city and saw that it was good.

Chrigtian had conceived the tower asamemorial to the atrocities of September 11, 2001. He
had architects design atower 150 stories high. It was four-sided and square, like the destroyed
World Trade Center, but there the resemblance ended. Christian had dways felt the origina buildings
were too boxy. The architects had solved this by making the walls swoop out of the ground in what



mathematicians called an asymptotic curve, one that gpproached alimiting vertical line but would
never reachiit.

From the moment the plans were unveiled people caled him crazy. A tower that tal, in
earthquake country? The relevant governing bodies would never approveit. A giant, defiant
skyscraper in aworld gtill plagued by horrific terrorist deeds? It would draw zealous maniacslike a
rotten apple drawsflies,

Those who predicted opposition from politicians and city planners had underestimated the
determination of Howard Christian, and the Power of money. With a.combination of backroom horse
trading, numerous quids pro quo, bullying, public reation blitzes, and alot of old-fashioned bribery,
minds were changed, including the important minds that held the power of ayeaor nay over the
project.

What findly sold it was the stainless stedl eagle that perched on the tower'stop. Taller than the
Statue of Liberty, the eagle's baeful gaze turned continuoudly, covering al quadrants of the compass
hourly, afearsome bird of prey ever vigilant to find and punish Americas enemies. At night, two
multimillion-candlepower searchlights beamed from the golden eyes. The tower had weathered the
most recent 6.2 quake with only afew cracked windows.

Unfortunately, the tower had never been more than 70 percent full. Even thismany years after
9/11, there were many people who would not enter askyscraper at dl. Theimages of catastrophe
weretoo vivid.

So the Resurrection Tower was a money-loser for Howard Chrigtian. It ate up amost a quarter
of abillion dallars of his cash each year. Howard didn't mind. At that rate, to misquote Charles Foster
Kane, hed be brokein... 140 years.

Howard Chrigtian was different from most multibillionairesin many respects, and abig one was
this: he bought things. Most members of that very small club that never had meetings and mostly
couldn't stand one another were content to hushand their vast holdings of stock, and if they bought
something, it was probably another corporation. What they did, mostly, was to move money around.
Money in motion generates more money, as surely as one of Newton'slaws.

Chrigtian didn't much care for money movement, for banking, for the stock market. He had
bought companiesin histime, naturally he had his bankers, and he owned agreat deal of stock, but
none of that was hismain interest.

Heliked red edtate, he liked building things on his property, just like the Monopoly games he
had played as a child. He liked research and devel opment, spent upwards of three billion dollarsa
year on projects most accountants would estimate as unlikely to return much profit. More often than
not, they werewrong. His own fortune came from blue-sky research, and he never forgot it. He had,
in fact, made two huge fortunes, though the second triumph wouldn't have been possible without the
infusion of vast amounts of money from thefirg fortune.

Infusion. He liked that. The source of hisfirg fortune was discoveries and patents he held in the
field of nanotechnology, specificaly in the design and assembly of the kind of molecular transistors
currently to be found in the CPUs of almost every computer on the planet, and in outer space, too.
He had done the research for these devicesin atiny laboratory, funded with only afew hundred



thousand in grant money.

The path to the second fortune was paved and greased with billions from hisfirst company,
Nanobyte. Everybody laughed, dl the techno-bullies had kicked silicon sand in hisface and scoffed
that it couldn't be done, but in seven years he had the first practical and functioning fusion reactor. It
was beneath him now, over ahundred feet below Resurrection Tower, and it was the chief reason
that al the lights on al the floors of the tower burned al night, in spite of southern Cdiforniaectric
rates so ruinous that even Howard might not have been able to pay the bill year after year. But fusion
power was cheap, once the reactor was built. A dozen such reactors were being built al around Los
Angeesby his second company, ConFusion, Inc.

But now that al that was done, now that he had revolutionized technology twice, and on ascale
no one had equaled since Edison, Howard Christian devoted most of histimeto histwin passions.
show business and collecting.

He had the means to be a second Hearst, pillaging the world's museums for great art, but he had
tried it and found it unsatisfying. He enjoyed some of the old masters of the Renaissance, but most of
their work was not for sale or came onto the market so infrequently you could grow old waiting to
have acrack at a particular Rembrandt or Titian. He was puzzled by the impressionists, and baffled
by everything since then. What was he supposed to do? Hang an ugly mess by Pollock in his office
and then stand and stare at it, wondering why anybody spent six dollars on crap like that, much lessa
million, and feding like afool? Pretend heredlly liked some stupid scrawl by Picasso? He owned
quite an extensive collection of origina Norman Rockwells, asingle Monet that he found pleasant to
look at, hanging behind his desk, and that was the extent of hisfine art collection.

No, Howard Chrigtian's maniawas for things alot more recent. He collected twentieth-century
ephemera, and automobiles and aircraft of any vintage.

Hisideaof awonderful day wasto drive hisslver-gray 1937 Packard VV-12 convertible coupe
to atoy collectors convention and spend ten or twenty thousand dollars on afew raretin robots from
Japan. Or even better, to toodle along Melrose Avenue in his Hispano-Suiza H6B, made for Andre
Dubonnet by the Nieuport Astra Aviation Company from copper-riveted tulipwood—the only car of
itskind in the world—and turn in under the fabulous white gate of the Warner Brothers Studio, which
he owned, gate and dll.

He dso owned amgjor televison network, severa cable channels, a chain of theme parks, and
Ringling Brothers, Barnum and Bailey Circus.

He stood now in the eagl€s right eye and looked out in satisfaction at the entertainment capital
of the world, much of which he owned. Asthe mighty bird turned, he could pick out al the magor
sites. Over there was Culver City, where MGM once reigned as the big dog of the silver screen.
Now itsold backlot was full of condominiums. Therewas CBS Televison City. And there, to the
west, was the abomination of Century City, and the corpse of 20th Century Fox Studios, now just a
depressing collection of uninspired skyscrapers.

Heloved standing there. It made him fed like Batman.

A bell sounded discrestly.



"Warburton here, Mr. Chrigtian. | have Professor Wright."

"Good. Bring him right up, please.”

MATTHEW Wright wasfirst out of the eevator. "Oh, wow," he said, and strode straight for the
eagles eye, not seeming to see Howard Christian standing there. He looked out over the city, and
down the steep side of the tower.

Chrigtian was somewhat taken aback. No more than a dozen people had ever beenin the
eagl€e's head, other than the maintenance crew. He brought people up to impress them, of course, and
it was ameasure of the reputation Matt Wright had in the smal world of cutting-edge physicsthat
Chrigtian had known immediately that no other place would do for their first meeting. But he had
expected to contral it, as he aways did, and in away he couldn't quite put hisfinger on, he felt he had
lost control aready, before he could get two sentences out.

"Oh, boy," Matt said, shaking his head as he stepped back from the window. "I'm doing it again.
I'm afraid | don't have alot of socid graces, Mr. Chritian. I'm Matt Wright." He held out his hand.

Chrigtian took it, dowly, and alowed his hand to be pumped. Christian saw aman who might be
in hislate twenties, but whose eyes were consderably older. The dossier Warburton had given him
pegged his age at thirty-four. He wore hiking boots and heavy canvas pants, alumberjack shirt, and,
absurdly, akhaki vest with dozens of pockets, festooned with the bright tinsal and feathers of trout
lures. Chrigtian himsdlf disdained business clothing dmost entirely, preferring cheep jeans and western
shirts and outrageoudy expensive hand-tooled cowboy boots made from all manner of exotic
lecthers. Thelast time he could recall wearing forma clothing was three years ago, picking up the
Academy Award for Best Picture.

"] understand you've accepted my offer, Professor Wright."

"Y our man said something about a hundred thousand dollars.”

"Of course. Will you take a check?'

"How long would it take to get it in cash?'

Chrigtian looked at Warburton.

"Five minutes," Warburton said, and reached for atelephone.

"Never mind," Matt said. "1 just never held that much money dl at once.”

"Nether havel, cometo think of it," Chrigtian said.

"What, you don't have amoney bin someplace where you shove tons of coins around with
bulldozers?'

Chrigtian's smile became genuine for thefirgt time. "Y ou know Uncle Scrooge McDuck! I'll have



to show you my comics collection sometime.”
"It would be apleasure.”
Warburton was looking at his wristwatch, and he cleared histhroat.

"Ah... yes" Chrigtian said. "I'm sorry to have ripped you so abruptly from your fishing trip. But |
hope to makeit up to you with alate lunch at the Polo Lounge. We have areservation.”

"Okay. But didn't | read that you've said you'd rather eat at Burger King?"

"1 grew up eating Burger King," Chrigtian said, with atight smile. "Never developed ataste for
thefiner things, | guess.”

"Well, I'm not agourmet, either. Y ou clearly have something you're dying to tell me. Why don't
we save time, est on the way to wherever it iswere going?'

ON the way to lunch, Matt decided he could get used to thisway of life.

The helicopter in Oregon had whisked him quickly to PDX, where one of Howard Chrigtian's
private jets awaited. It was an dl-black vintage Boeing 727 that had once belonged to Hugh Hefner.
A bunny head had been painted on thetail. At the tower, he had been swept up into ahigh place, as
Satan had done with Jesus; only, unlike Jesus, Matt had accepted the offer. Not that he intended to
fal on hisknees and worship at the monetary atar of Howard Christian, but he recognized the
billionaire was now his boss, and he knew bosses could turn out to want many things, some of them

impossble.

Then down in the private eevator to the fifth subbasement, where there were a dozen fantastic
automobiles. Howard Chrigtian didn't believe in letting histoys gather dus—he liked to get them out
and play with them. He was probably the richest man in the world who actually drove very much.

Matt paused at a pae yellow convertible with red trim that |ooked longer, taller, and wider than
any car he had ever seen, and yet managed to seat only two people. It had big globe headlamps and
four chromed pipes coming out of the hood cowl on each Side.

"l seeyou likethisone. It'sa'36 Duesenberg Mode J, specid built with a short wheelbase,
standard Deusy V-12 engine."

"Thisisthe short verson?"
"It was built for Clark Gable. He droveit to and from the studio while he was working on Gone

With the Wind. Or up and down Hollywood Boulevard with Carole Lombard sitting beside him. Get
in, well takethisone."

CHRISTIAN drove them out of the basement and down Wilshire Boulevard, both of them



content to enjoy the soft purr of the engine, the smell of the pale yellow |eather, the luxurious
suspension and road-handling ability, and the stares of other drivers. Sports car enthusiasts might
sneer, but only if they were profoundly ignorant of precision engineering.

Matt asked, "Howard, could | buy this car?’

"It'snot for sdle.”

"No, | mean, could | afford it?"

Chrigian glanced a him.

"What am | paying you?'

“Two million dollarsayear.”

"Y ou could make adown payment.”

Chrigtian looked over at Matt again, with asmile that was a bit smug but with enough sense of
amost adolescent wonder that Matt could forgive him.

Hesad, "They say in Los Angdles, you are what you drive."
"So what does that make you?' Matt asked.

"Anybody | want to be."

THERE was no one in the drive-thru at the Jack in the Box. Christian pulled up to the window
and nearly shut the place down as most of the patrons and employees craned their necksto get a
better view.

Warburton got out of one of the two heavily armored Mercedes SUV sthat had been preceding
and following the Duesenberg, each carrying two heavily armed men, and hurried to Christian as he
was about to pull out with the sack of food sitting next to him. He handed Christian abrown envelope
and went back to his car, where he would swest profusely in the plush air-conditioned interior until his
employer was back in the reative safety of a building Warburton controlled.

Christian handed the envel ope to Maitt, who opened it and found one hundred new-minted
thousand-dollar bills. At least, he supposed it was a hundred; it wouldn't seem right to count it just
then.

"Now we've both held ahundred grand, cash, in our hands," Christian said.

ON an impulse Chrigtian drove to the Santa Monica Pier, where he parked in the lot and was
ingtantly hemmed in by his security crew, who were the very best money could buy, and who, to a



man, wished Howard Christian had never learned how to drive.

Chrigtian unwrapped a hamburger, studied it criticaly, removed adangling string of Bermuda
onion, and took abite.

"Professor Wright," he said, "do you believe timetrave ispossble?’

"Oh, brother," Matt said. "Howard, stop calling me Professor, and please, tell me you don't
want meto build you atime machine."

Chrigtian stopped chewing.

"l had alot of timeto think on the plane ride down," Maitt said.

"And what did you think about?"

"What you might be willing to pay me two million dollarsayeer for, plus alarge research and
development budget. | was pretty sure it wasn't fly-tying lessons, and aside from that, | don't have a
lot of specid skills other than aknack for mathematics.”

"Some knack. | can't follow your papers. Mentioned for the Nobel Prize."

"It'sjust abeauty contest. And don't fed bad about not understanding the equations. It'sonly on
my best daysthat | understand them myself. Y our reputation precedes you, Howard. I'm not talking
of the engineering breakthroughs that made you rich. | mean your... enthusasms. Y our penchant
for..."

" 'Haring off after awild hair," that's what somebody once said about it."

"There was that rigid-frame airship you were talking about awhile back,” Matt said. "What ever
happened to that?"

"That's il in development,” Christian said, abit defensvely. The neozeppdin project,
code-named Zipper, was actudly in the prototype stage, and had thus far eaten well over ahundred
million of Howard Chrigtian's dollars and returned nothing.

"Twicethe length of the Hindenberg, wasit?' Matt asked.

"Pretty expengvetofill it with helium.”

"Were using hydrogen.”

Matt laughed in red admiration.

"That will beared heavy lifter. Solong asyou can keep it from exploding.”

"Not a problem. There won't be anything aboard that can make a spark. Carbon composite



congtruction, throughout.”

"1 dso heard you're trying to clone amammoth. Anyway, knowing just these things about you, |
asked mysdf what aman like you would want from aman like me. Y ou offer alot of money and a
ridein afancy car and afine med"—Mait gestured with half ahamburger—"and then you casudly

ak if | believetimetraved ispossible. The conclusion | draw isthat you may want meto makeyou a
time machine and get you amammoth. It'swild, but it'sal | can think of. Now tell me where | went

wrong."
Chrigtian didn't say anything for afew moments.
"Hrgt, answver my question. Istimetravel possible?"
"Without question.”
"Y ou're talking about something on the subatomic level, aren't you?"

"Sure. Therésatype of quantum entanglement whereby two particles can influence each other
even though they're separated by many light-years of distance and thousands of years of time."

"Okay. Hypotheticaly, then. Isit possibleto build the kind of time machine, the kind
that"—Chrigtian spread his hands wryly—"that aman like me would want to buy?"

"Y ou'retaking about afancy bicycle with acrystal handle and rotating thingamabobs and so
forthlikeinamovie.

"More or less. Something that can get auseful massfrom TimeB to Time A—"

"Without killing it."

"Sure"

"I'd have to say no. See, the theory alowsfor moving in any direction through time... but it
forbidsthe transfer of any information that way, whether the informationisasingle 1 or O bit, or the
information in, say, strands of mammoth DNA, or the rather more complex information that isthe
molecular makeup of aliving body. And Howard, | redlly hateto tell you that, because | was getting
to likethislifestyle, and now | haveto say | can't take your money. That is, if building atime machine

was what you wanted to hire mefor. Was| right?"

Christian looked at the sea, and the big Ferris whedl, and when he turned back to Matt there
was ameasure of satisfaction there.,

"Y ou were on theright track, but not on the money," he said.
"Excdlent. That'swhere you learn things. So how did | go wrong?"
"Not enough information.”

"Therésdwaysthat danger.”



Chrigian turned the key in the ignition and the VV-12 engine rumbled powerfully. He put the
Duesenberg in gear.

"l don't want you to make me atime machine, Matt. | dready have one. | want you to seeif you
canfixit."

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

That same summer in what would one day be caled Canadathere was amale woolly mammoth
wewill cdl Tsehe.

Tsehewasin musth in avery bad way.

Just as human femaes are affected in different ways by their menstrua cycles, mae dephants
react to musth in different ways. For some women, getting their period isno big deal. For others, it
means days spent being sick in bed and getting angry a everyone.

Tsehewaslikethat.

Thelong, thick fur on his head was sticky and matted from smelly stuff that oozesfrom agland
mae mammoths have on their temples. It wasirritating.

His penis, which he normaly kept tucked safely away in a sheath like horses or dogs do, was
now erect dmog al the time. Sometimesit dragged on the ground (mammoths had very long
penises!), which wasirritating.

He urinated constantly and that made a green lgagrow on hismost sensitive parts, and that

irritated him. He took to rubbing himsalf againgt rocks and trees because it itched so badly, but this
only madeit hurt worse.

No wonder mammothsin musth were cranky!

He had a bad headache, like what we would call a migraine, so that colors looked too bright
and every movement around him made him fed dizzy.

At the sametime, he was very sexudly aroused.

All around him for many mileswere herds of woolly mammoth females coming into season. They
were caling out to him. And they were doing it in an amazing way.

Since mammoth females could only become pregnant during four or five days out of the entire
year, it was important that males and fema es get together for courtship and mating during those few

days.

But because males and femaeslived gpart and didn't really have that much to do with one
another during most of the year, this could be aproblem.



Mammoths had very good noses (just ook how long they arel), but thiswas not dways enough
to bring males and femaestogether at the right time.

Mammoths could bellow very loudly, just as € ephants can, but norma sound can only travel so
far before it becomes too quiet to hear.

However, evolution had provided mammoths with away. It was asort of long-distance
telephone, many years before humans invented the telephone. Mammoths could make sounds that
would have been below the range of human hearing. Imagine the degpest musica note you have ever
heard... and then try to imagine anote twice aslow asthat! (Musicians call thisan octave.)

Scientigts cdll these very low notes infrasound, and it travels much farther than normal sound.

When mae mammoths heard these infrasound songs, they became very excited. In mammoth
language, the femaleswere Snging:

"I'm resgy!"

And the maes sang back:

“I'monmy way!"

8

LELAND sad, "How do you give an enemato an € ephant?’
"Diplomaticaly,” Roger suggested.

Susan Morgan sighed and scowled a them from the other side of Queenie. "Will you boys get
serious long enough to get thisdone? Theresalot at stake here.”

"Especidly for Queenie," Leland responded. Roger giggled.

Susan didn't know why she bothered. Leland and Roger were in fact both older than she was.
But they were unable or unwilling to represswhat she thought of astheir frat-boy/med-student
tendency toward the gross-out... what they would have described as irreverent humor.

The procedure they were about to undertake wasn't an enema but, as Leland had observed
yesterday, it was close enough for rock and roll. What they were getting ready for was the last stage
of aprocess Susan was pretty sure had never been tried on an dephant, in vitro fertilization. If it was
successtul, in about twenty-two months Queenie would give birth to a baby that was half Elephas
maximus and haf Mammuthus primigenius.

Inlaymen'sterms, hdf Indian ephant, haf woolly mammoth.



SUSAN Morgan had been working for Howard Chrigtian for amost eight years, but had never
thought of it that way. She was circus people, third generation, and she worked for the circus. If that
circus was owned by a network, which was owned by an Internet service provider, which was
owned by some vast tax-evading offshore holding company that was owned by Howard Christian,
who gave an dephant fart?

She had worked with eephantsal her life, had begun actud training at age Sx under the stern
eye of her grandfather, and there had never really been any question about what she wanted to be
when she grew up. To her, the circus redly was the greatest show on Earth, that was not just a
dogan, and circuses were about el ephants. All that other stuff, the wire walkers and trapeze fliers and
lions and tigers and bears and clowns and human cannonballs, was just window dressing for the
elephants. When twenty e ephants came thundering into the big top, when those elephants reared up
in their bright silk finery and placed their forefeet on the back of another e ephant and curled their
trunks up... well, that was what living was dl about. If that didn't give you goossbumps, you might as
well get back to your video game.

Susan was often at the head of that thundering parade, trotting along beside the leader, but she
was not a performer. The spotlight never sought her out. She had no stage presence, and didn't want
any. Therewas a Russian known as the Great Kristov who handled the glamorous part of the show,
who wore the spangled tights and flashed the perfect teeth. Kristov was touted as the world's grestest
anima handler, but the truth was that if it hadn't been for Susan and two big cat behaviorists doing the
endlesstraining behind the scenes, Kristov wouldn't have lasted aweek in hisbig finde, which
included four elephants, eight lionsand tigers, and eight white horses.

There were those who said the day of animal actswas, or at least should be, over. They said it
was barbarism to teach our anima cousins unnatura behavior, or to have them in captivity at all.
Susan understood their point of view and had witnessed abuses, but as long as shewasin charge her
twenty-six eephants would lack nothing, and would get only the best trestment while working, and
guaranteed carein retirement. She preferred to think of her relationship with her animasasa
partnership, asit was with the best mahoutsin Thailand and Indiaand Sri Lanka, where she had spent
three yearsteaching and learning after getting her D.V.M. Shewasthefirst in her family togo to
college, agreat source of prideto her grandfather.

She had heard of Howard Chrigtian and his mammoth-cloning project and wasn't sure she
approved, though the thought of getting to know an actua mammoth was dmost too seductive to
contemplate.

When Howard Christian sent out the emergency cal for the world's best e ephant handler, he
was informed that there were many who were about equally good, but he aready employed one of
the best at the winter headquarters of the circus, in Sarasota, Florida.

A few hourslater aman named Warburton picked hisway carefully through piles of € ephant
dung and made Susan an offer she couldn't refuse.

NOW Susan checked the tension on the el ephant press as the two mad doctors prepared their
diabolica ingruments of torture down at Queenie's other end.



The procedure actualy would have been more of adiscomfort than torture, but it was academic.
Queenie wouldn't fed athing. Susan had administered a dose of azaperone an hour earlier asa
caming agent, to assst the sometimes touchy process of getting her into the ding without aarming her.
Then she wasled into the elephant press, which was basically like a cattle chute with sdes that could
compress around an e ephant and hold her immobile even if she got frisky.

Oncein the press, Queenie was attached to an overhead winch that took the weight off her feet
but did not lift her free of the ground.

After that, dl Susan had to do was administer the big dose of carfentanil and assist the operation
by monitoring Queeniesvita signs, standing ready to pump doses of diprenorphine and/or ndtrexone
into her if shegot in any respiratory trouble.

The comedy team of Leland and Roger had been lucky. They were very experienced a the
process of in vitro fertilization with cattle and horses. With an eephant, all you'd need was a bigger
probe, right?

Wrong. They had made an attempt to inseminate Queenie without the press and the lift and the
drugs, and were lucky to be alive. And so the call had gone out for an elephant handler and avet, and
Howard had found both in the person of Susan Morgan.

SUSAN had been flown to Los Angelesin ablack private jet. At LAX shewaslimoedto a
helicopter which deposited her at the base of the Resurrection Tower, then whisked to Howard
Chrigian's office. It findly began to seem red to her, shaking hands with the man whose face she had
Seen on many magazine covers.

"Y ou want to clone amammoth, right?" she said. Christian sailed a copy of the secrecy
agreement over hisdesk and sat back in his chair. Susan signed.

Howard Christian had driven her to Santa Monicain acar he said was a 1933 Pierce-Arrow
Silver Arrow V-12. She had no reason to doubt him. The front looked alot like a Rolls-Royce to her
and the rear was a'30s version of acar of the future. The insde was luxurious enough, with alot of
maple wood trim. Cars didn't do much for her, though shetried to feign intere<t.

Their destination was alarge but ordinary sted-sided warehouse in adigtrict near the airport that
had dozens of warehouses just like it. He drove through a big open door and parked beside a dozen
trucks making ddliveries. Then they dodged guys with hand trucks and dollies and forklifts unloading
and stacking an amazing variety of stuff, most of it new in the box. Everybody wasin ahuge hurry.
Howard Christian was used to paying big bonuses for work done very quickly.

Christian dug in one of hisvest pockets and came up with alaminated 1.D. badge with Susan's
picture on it. She was pretty sureit was her driver'slicense photo, probably obtained from the Florida
DMV. These people worked fadt.

In one corner was a big concrete cube, and in it was adoor of the type used on refrigerated
meat lockers. It wasn't cold on the other side, but there was a second door at the end of along room
with adozen heavy parkas on hooks and insulated boots and glovesin cubbies. They donned the



cold-weather gear and Christian punched a code into a pad beside the inner door.

In the center of the big room was a dark, shapeless structure lit from ingde. It was canvas
draped over aframework of scaffolding. Howard Christian held aflap of canvas back for her, but
they both had to duck to get inside.

And thereit was. Sitting back on its massve haunches, leaning alittleto theright against a
support that was no longer there, alooming mass of long, tangled, reddish gold hair. The first
specimen of Mammuthus primigenius Susan had ever been close to, but judging from the many
photos she had seen, possibly the most complete carcass ever recovered.

Theanima was dlill largdly in Stu, reminding her of amuseum diorama. The base was wrapped
in black plagtic, and it looked like they had brought alarge chunk of frozen tundrawith theanimal.

It didn't smell very good. No matter. Susan was used to working in elephant houses, which
weren't very swest, either.

She took in the humps on top of the head and on the shoulders. She moved around the front of
the animal and inspected the tusks, which werefifteen feet long and turned like a corkscrew. She had
never heard an explanation of why mammoths had needed tusksthat big; surely they would be a
hindrancein many things.

Shetook off her glove and ran her hand over the ancient ivory, and smiled.

"The only work we've done on him so far isback here, of course,” Christian said, and guided
her around the mammoth's left Sde. Then she was peering into the incisions that had been made to get
at the beadt's testicles. Mammoths carried them internally.

"Weremoved one," Chrigtian said. "L eft the other in place in case we screw up thefirst one,
then we'd rethink before we took the other. Two men are in charge of recovering and preparing the
spermatozoa. They arewell versed in anima in vitro fertilization... but they don't know e ephants.
That'swhereyou comein.”

Susan took adeep bresth, but there was redlly no sensein beating around the bush. The only
guestion was pretty much as Warburton had expressed it: Did she want to be involved in the
experiment of the century?

"How do | join up?' shesad.

THE well-versed men turned out to be Leland and Roger, the Abbott and Costello of veterinary
medicine. But they were competent enough when it came to manipulating the genetic materid
recovered from the mammoth carcass. Very soon they were ready to implant some reconstructed
DNA into ephant eggs cells.

But first, you needed to gather the e ephant eggs, and these were in the middle of full-grown cow
elephants, eight tons of flesh that might not be eager to surrender them.



Leland and Roger read some papers, caled some colleagues. They figured they had ahandle on
it. They explained what they wanted to Queeni€'s handler, alad who worked at the game farmin Simi
Vadley who had been given just enough ingtruction to lead the animal into astall or onto atruck. He
saw no problem with it; Queenie had never given him any troublein the nearly three months he had
worked with her.

Queenie's previous handler could have told them that Queenie was touchy, and lazy. Shewould
put up with alot until abrink was reached, and then she would act. So it worked well, in preparation.
They carefully inserted the ultrasound probe, which was narrow, unobtrusive, and realy could hardly
befelt by an animal aslarge as Queenie.

That first entry wasfor test purposes, to calibrate the equipment aswell as accustom the
elephant to the process. Encouraged, the handler and the vets decided to go after eggs the very next
day. The extraction process, cdlled transvagind oocyte retrieva, involved locating the ovarieswith
ultrasound, then extending a narrow probe through a needle inserted into the interior of the vagina.
They had done it countless times with horses and cows, and expected no trouble because there were
no nerve endingsingde the vagina

Queenie mugt have felt something, because she turned around and knocked Leand sprawling
forty feet over the messy concrete floor with one massve thrust and shake of her head. She picked up
the ultrasound machine with her trunk and smashed it on the floor, over and over, until it came apart.
Then she went back to her manger and resumed placidly eating the ddlicious green dfdfa

"Could have been alot worse," Susan told them when she heard the story on her first day at
work, which was the very next day after her cross-country trip. " Some of them store up their bad
fedings. Then one day you do something she doesn't like and she pays you back al a once. Next
day, shesfine"

Two days after that, when the quarters and examining and operating rooms were fixed to her
satisfaction, they went in again with Queeniein the press and under mild tranquilizers. They harvested
six ooctyesthat had been primed and ready for ovulation by two weeks of hormone therapy. Under
the mi croscope they looked good, and two of them began to divide after being injected with the
mammoth DNA. They decided to try an implant. They were well into the procedure when Howard
Chrigtian waked into the lab with aguy wearing alot of fishing lures stuck into his clothes.

"Thisisthe mammoth-cloning project everybody seemsto have heard so much about,” Chrigtian
sad, perhaps alittle petulantly. 1t had not exactly been top secret, but he didn't like his projectsto
become the object of too much speculation before they showed results. That was because his
projects had, fairly frequently, failed to show any results. He introduced Leland and Roger to his
guest.

"And thisisDr. Susan Morgan. Susan, Dr. Matthew Wright."

"Just Matt, please”

"And just Susan." Doctor of what? she wondered.

" Susan worked for the circus until afew weeks ago. Now, if thisfertilization is successful shelll
be anursemaid to this el ephant for two years."



"Mugt be quite a change after the glamour of the circus," Matt said with asmile. Susan thought
he might be putting her on.

"l don't know. Shoveling eephant shit isjust about as glamorous here asit isunder the big top.”

"We have abetter grade of e ephant shit herein Cdifornia" Leland offered.

"No, that's bullshit you're thinking about,” Susan said.

"l knew it was some sort of shit.”

It was obvious that Howard Christian was eager to move on, but Matt asked aquestion, then
another, and Christian paused to listen to the answer, and before long he found himsdlf observing the
entireimplantation procedure. Matt seemed utterly fascinated with every aspect.

The three vetsfinished the implantation with Matt watching the ultrasound image over their
shoulders asthey positioned the probe and delicately inserted the tiny mass of tissue that hardly
qudified as an embryo, but which in two years might grow to be the wonder of the century.

Leland pulled the probe out of Queenie, sighed, and stretched.

"Wasit good for you, Roger?"

"l could use acigarette.”

"Oh, sure" Leland said. "Then you'l turn right over and snooze, when what Queenie wantsright
now isalittle cuddling."

Susan was busy injecting a dose of doxapram to bring Queenie back to full consciousness, but
shelooked up in time to see Wright and Christian going through adoor in the wall that divided the
building roughly in half, adoor they'd dl noticed and whose handle dl of them had tried at onetime or
another, with no result.

Susan wondered what was on the other sde.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZ2Y, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Tsehe heard the song, and he came calling. Even though it was the wrong song.

Wooally mammoths and Columbian mammoths were very much dike, but they were different in
some important ways. One of these were the songs they sang during the mating season.

We can't understand the songs whales sing, but a humpback whale knows the difference
between a dolphin song and a sperm whale song. Canaries sing one way, and crows sing another.
Usudly these different speciesignore the songs of other species.

But the two types of mammoth were very closdy related, and Tsehe wasfeding very confused



and out of sorts, so the song sounded okay to him.

When he found the fema e who was singing the song she didn't look quiteright, either. She didn't
have enough hair, for one thing. Since mammoth femaes kept growing until they were thirty yearsold
or s0, amammoth could guess another mammoth's age by her size, and since Columbian mammoths
were abit larger than woolly mammoths, Tsehe took the femal e mammoth to be older than sheredly
was. Asde from her sparse coat, she looked like areal Prizeto Tsehel

Tsehe gpproached the female and began his courtship.

Mammoths liked to stroke each other with their trunks, just like €lephants do. They rubbed
againg each other and smelled each other, paying alot of attention to the urine. Wefind thissmell
unpleasant, but mammothsfound it very exciting!

Right away Tsehe noticed thisfemae smeled funny. Hiseyestold him thiswasafemde
mammoth, and his nosetold him shewasin estrus. His nose d so told him there was something
different about her.

But it was dl too much for hisaching head.

Tsehe hadn't been near the herd very long when Big Mama became aware of him and decided
to cdl ahdlt to the whole business before it got out of hand. The female Tsehe had chosenwasa
grand-niece to Big Mama, and she wasn't about to let thisintruder trifle with the youngster's
affections. Big Mama had her standards. No member of her family was going to consort with
long-haired, smdlly, tiny-eared trash from the wrong side of the tundral

Even though he was angry, confused, and irritable, Tsehe knew when he was outclassed. Big
Mamawas by far the largest mammoth he had ever seen, even if she didn't have much hair. Her tusks
were enormous, and her earswere huge! They were like thewings of agiant bird. Asif that wasn't
enough, there were half adozen other females behind her as she charged at him in acloud of dust.

He stood his ground only for amoment. One swipe of Big Mama's tusksto his aching head and
he turned tail and ran!

The femae watched hisretreat sadly. Normally, thiswould have been the end of things.
Vanquished maes do not mate in mammoth society.

But he had been driven off by females, not by alarger male who would obvioudy make a better
mate.

And it wasn't asif therewasalong line of suitors vying for the trunk of thisfemale mammoth. In
fact, there hadn't been asingle one.

With aguilty look back at Big Mama, till bellowing her triumph, the female started toward the
low hill where Tsehe had gone. Soon she was farther from the herd than she had ever been.

Asyou've probably aready guessed, the female was Temba.



IT looked like abriefcase.

It was fifteen incheslong by twelve incheswide by six inchesthick. It was made of duminum,
with two meta latches. The top fit snugly to the bottom, and there was a rubber gasket between the
two parts. When it was built, it was probably waterproof. Now, in the shapeit wasin, al betswere
off.

Matt had findly been admitted to the inner sanctum, the holy of holies, after dmaost an hour
touring thefacility. The only part of the tour he had enjoyed wasthe artificial insemination of the
elephant, and that had little to do with his own project. Still, it wasn't every day you saw apossible
haf-mammoth embryo implanted in an e ephant.

The object that Christian had assured him was a broken time machine rested on along lab table
in abig room protected by akeypad-locked door. It had been set there on the table and someone
with a sense of the dramatic had positioned ababy spot over it, asif it were abit of sculptureina
museum.

Matt had been looking at it for haf an hour now. He had moved al around it, he had
repositioned the light several times, he had moved a bit closer and squinted at thisor that detail, but he
had not touched it. He hadn't been told not to touch it, the thing was his project, after al, and he
would have to be adlowed to do what he thought best or what wasthe point of hiring himin thefirgt
place? But he didn't want to rush things.

So helooked at it, and tried to think like atime machine.

FIRST there had been the frozen mammoth carcass, and that had been pretty interesting, too.
Chrigtian pulled the plastic back and showed him the frozen man, huddled up against the mammoth's
flank. 1t was gruesome.

"Can you imagine?' Howard amost whispered it. "'l wish 1'd been there. Amazing enough to find
the frozen man, with the mammoth! Did he shelter up against a mammoth that was aready dead, or
did hekill it? Or isit possble he domesticated it? But then... they see the briefcase. Frozen under ice
that had to have formed ten to twenty thousand years ago.”

"Or afew weeks ago," Maitt said.

Christian nodded, reluctantly.

"It'saposshility | can't completely deny. Rostov knows what ahoax like that would do to his
reputation, he'd have to find anew liféswork, and | don't think he's ever cared about anything much
except prehistoric creatures. He admitted to me that, when he saw the briefcase, hisfirst impulse was
to beat aconfession out of hisworkers, but then he saw how scared they were. He's having horrible
and wonderful thoughts right now; he knowsthis could destroy him if he's been swindled somehow.”

"Or win him the Nobel Prize, if they had onein archaeology.”



"Exactly. It wasn't hard to persuade him to keep quiet about it. Asfor the rest of the crew"—he
smiled with half hisface—"some familiesin Nunavut are driving around in brand-new snowmobiles
and Humvess."

"So | won't have to worry about pressure from the media”

"Or the government, so far." Christian held up crossed fingers. "My influence can only work so
far inthat direction. If some spook agency getswind of thisand wantsit, 'in the national interet,’ |
don't know if | could hang ontoit. I'd hire enough lawyersto gag amammoth, of course, but thisisso
revolutionary..."

"Y ou don't have to convince me. Infact, | wonder if you redlize just how revolutionary it could
be." Matt waswondering if anyone, anywhere, a any time, would ever grasp the revolutionary nature
of thisthing aswell ashe did. Like Howard had said, not many people were equipped to do the math.

"MAY BE we could use aspecidist from amuseum,” Matt said, till contemplating the box.
" Someone who knows how to approach the exploration of old artifacts. Things recovered from the
bottom of the seq, thingsthat will crumbleif exposed to the air. Someone who knows how to remove
alayer of unknown substance without damaging whatever layers may be benegth it. | don't know
anything about that. | could use some advice."

"Ask Warburton to find out about that,” Christian said. He was speaking to the small man with
glasses who had been introduced to Matt as " Ralph, who will get you absolutely anything you need,
and keep it dl organized for you." Raph reached for his cell phone and spoke quietly intoit.

"Il need amachinist, and agood computer man, naturally, one who knows whereto find the
right programs or write them if he hasto. An engineer, ametallurgist. They'll tell you what they'll
need.” Matt turned away at last from the box. He shrugged.

"Howard, thetruthis, you don't really need me at al for this stage of your project. | know very
little about engineering, and rebuilding or duplicating thisthing isajob for an engineer. A gadget man.
All I can doislook over his shoulder. Then, when we maybe get an idea of what it's supposed to do,
and some notion of how it's supposed to do it, maybe | can be useful uncovering the underlying theory
behind the thing. But to makeit, and to make it work..."

Chrigtian thought he was seeing an attack of cold feet. He just wasn't used to dealing with aman
like Matt Wright, who told the truth as he saw it most of the time, and dwayswhen it cameto
mathemétics.

"I have confidenceinyou,” he said. "Well have dl that you asked for in place by tomorrow
morning. In the meantime, you probably want to get to your hotel suite and clean up. | imagineit's
been along day."

Matt looked down at histrout-fishing vest, redized it had been along day, but he didn't fedl
tired at dl. He knew there were some interesting times ahead, and he knew that could be a
problem—did Chrigtian know why Matt had been out in the middle of alake fishing in thefirst place?



To tackle this problem, he would have to have some insights on the order of those of Eingtein
when writing histheory of rdlativity, or Heisenberg with his uncertainty principle. Hewould need a
new way of thinking.

Because in the universe he thought he knew, thisthing wasimpossible.

IT was the following afternoon before Matt felt ready to get started.

Most of what would be needed for andysiswasin place, from acomplete forensic lab to amass
spectrometer to afully equipped machine shop. Matt had his engineer, his metdlurgist, his computer
man, and, most important, his restoration speciaist. Thiswas Dr. Marian Carreaux, an intensg, fiftyish
woman stolen away from the Getty Museum. She was a sugpicious woman. The device was being
kept in asealed glove box in ahdlium atmosphere.

"Isthisthing radioactive?’ she asked.

It seemed anatura enough thing to ask. So they brought in a Geiger counter and severa other
ingtruments. They reported only background radiation.

She cleaned it on the outside. There were scratches dl over it, and on the top side three
indentations that Marian said had been made by ameta object, not astone tool. Near the handle, set
into the side, were two standard peanut lights, one red and one green.

It was the bottom that was interesting.

When the grime was cleared away they could see adeep puncture that had been sedled up with
tar. And someone had scrawled a message on the duminum surface. Analysis revealed traces of flint

inthe grooves.

Howard was summoned and they dl looked at the writing on atelevision screen. It had been
computer enhanced.

HAD A GOOD LIFE
NO REGRE

There was another mark, about where the crossbar of a T would have been.

"No regrets?' Howard mused. Helooked grim. "1 haveto say, | cannot imagine aman from our
time going back to the Stone Age and having even atolerablelife, much lessagood one. God, it must
have been abrutd life"

"| agree. Looks like he died before he could finish the sentence.”

"He wanted to send a message to someone, if he was ever found.”

Matt shivered, thinking of the man from... somewhen? Writing out what had become hislast



testament as hisfingers grew too numb to hold the flint arrowhead.
"Any chanceit will release anything toxic when we open it?' Marian asked.
"1 have no idea. What would you recommend?”

She had alot of suggestions. By the time they were ready to open it, they were equipped to
detect dozens of poisonous gases, and to collect any gasor liquid that might come out of the box.
Nothing that might provide aclue asto function or origin would be alowed to get away.

Finaly the moment came. Matt and Howard stood back and |ooked on as Marian reached into
the glove box and prepared to open the time machine.

She secured it with padded clamps, then opened thefirst of two ordinary latches that held the
top down. It squeaked as it came free, and abrownish fluid began to leak around the rubber sedl.

That fluid was collected, and the various monitors were checked. Nothing dangerous seemed to
be coming out, so Marian proceeded to open the second latch and lift the lid, and everyone crowded
around for thefirst look inside.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Y oung Tembagot pregnant that long-ago summer in what would become Canada. But Canada
would not be the young mammoth's home.

Mammoth mothers carried their children for along, long time.

Human mothers take nine months to make a baby. Elephants and mammoths take dmost two
years

Twenty-two months! Ninety-five weeks! Six hundred and sixty-two days!

Temba moved south with the herd and she never saw Tsehe again. We don't know what
happened to Tsehe, but we can hope he led along and happy life up there on the green and grassy

steppes.

Tembadid not miss Tsehe. Mammoths were not like humans, they did not matefor life, andin
fact except at mating season adult males and females did not concern themsalves with the opposite
sex very much.

Thiswould not be agood way for humansto live, but it was fine for mammoths.

The herd drifted south and west as the summer drew to a close and the rains came. That winter
the herd got asfar south asthe place we now cal Arizona. But Arizonawas not likeit istoday, which
Isto say very hot and dry and barren. Much of the American southwest was lush and green and
tree-covered.



The grazing was wonderful, and that was a good thing because mammoths needed alot of food!
Each full-grown mammoth could eat as much as three or four hundred pounds of grass and leaves and
fruitsevery day.

Temba, making a baby, needed even more. She spent most of each day and sometimesinto the
night, eating. Eating and eating and eating. She had never been so hungry!

Summer came again and the herd moved north, but not so far north as they had the year before.
They spent most of the summer in what we would later call Colorado and Nebraska

Then it wastimeto move again.

Now the weather turned bad. The herd had to forage hard to find the food it needed, and
sometimes went afew dayswithout water.

But Big Mamawas old and wise. She had seen hard times before. She had been over this
ground, and many other places aswell. She knew where the pools and wallows were, the places
where the herd could bathe and frolic after ahot and hungry day. And if there were no pools, she
knew every spot where amammoth could dig with her massive feet and find water under the surface,
enough for al her ssters and daughters and nieces to drink enough to get them to the next watering
hole.

All through the bad winter they moved west, and when spring came they found themselves
looking out at more water than any of them but Big Mama had ever seen, so much water that you
couldn't see the other Side of it.

The water was what we would later cal the Pacific Ocean. It wasn't good to drink but it was fun
to swimin, and they werein agreen and lush valey we would later cdl the Los Angeles Basin.

The mammoths had cometo Cdifornia.

10

SUSAN Morgan opened the door in the side of the big trailer box and stepped insideto a
familiar smell. It didn't surprise her that the hired attendant hadn't been as scrupulous a cleaning out
thetraveling sd| as he should have been. Sheld met the man at the elephant retirement ranch up north
and judged him to be one of entirely too many eephant keeperswho had no businesswithin amile of
apachyderm. Elephants frightened him. He relied on ahook to control the beasts, and one day one
would squash him like abug.

Not her problem.

This one was atwenty-five-year-old Indian named Petunia-tu. Most e ephants that young would
still be working, but Petunia-tu had devel oped afoot infection afew years back that had left her
semicrippled, unableto perform, and abehavior problem when the foot was giving her pain. Little
chance of that now; she was doped to the eyebrows with painkillers and tranquilizersfor thetrip to
the big city. The tranks had probably not been necessary. She was a circus veteran, used to traveling



to two or three cities aweek.

Susan had found her a agameranch in Simi Valey, run by ahumane society, where many
circus animaswereliving out their days on rambling grounds that, in some ways, resembled the
African savanna. Not that Petunia-tu would have known that. She was captive-born, in Portland,
Oregon, and her ancestors hailed from Sri Lanka. It was an undemanding life up there in the pleasant
dry heat, having to do little more than stand around behind a cleverly camouflaged barrier and watch
the pickups and SUVsdrive by, full of moms and dads and kids pretending to be on safari. But Susan
didn't doubt Petunia-tu could perform her old routines at the drop of aringmaster'swhistle. Elephants
redly did have good memories.

Now she was about to embark on agreat adventure, and she would never know it.

The keeper had given Susan one useful bit of information about his charge beyond the basic
medical information concerning the missing part of Petunia-tu's|eft front foot. She had afondnessfor
watermelon, so Susan had had one cut into bite-sized—for an el ephant—chunks in awicker basket.
She approached Petunia-tu dowly, aways watching her eyes, reading her body language. Susan felt
she could dways spot anger in an eephant’s eves, and the anima's moverments spoke volumesto
those who could read them. Petunia-tu was radiating calm. She might even have been enjoying her
return to the road. It was sure amoreinteresting life than the game park.

Susan held out achunk of melon and Petunia-tu took it and eagerly jammed it up into her
massive jaws, which began their unique grinding motion. She didn't spit out the seeds. She didn't even
Spit out therind.

When the watermel on was half gone Susan opened the gate that separated the carrier into two
halves. She took the end of the rope looped around Petunia-tu's neck and tugged her gently, and the
living gray mountain lumbered forward, her trunk probing into the wicker basket.

Outside, the keeper had lowered the heavy ramp in front, put there so the cargo didn't haveto
back up, which was dways chancy with abeast weighing ten thousand pounds and lacking arearview
mirror.

Petunia-tu balked at the top of the ramp, not wanting to put her weight on her weak foot to
come down the ramp. The keeper—Susan thought his name was Barry—stepped forward and, sure
enough, there was an eephant hook in his hand. Susan scowled at him and waved him away, and
coaxed Petunia-tu carefully to the ground. After that it was a piece of caketo lead her into her sdl in
the coal interior of the big warehouse. She perked up alittle and raised her trunk as soon as she
smelled the other inmates, and immediately went to the fence of stedl girdersthat separated her
quartersfrom Queenie's on her left. The cows sniffed each other for awhile, and neither seemed
upset. Susan was sure Petunia-tu was instantly aware that Queenie was pregnant, though it would be
many more months before she showed.

She stayed awhile to be sure no conflicts would erupt. Elephants were socid animas and could
be temperamenta about dominance, which they worked out as nicely asthe U.S. Senate, but it was
mostly the maleswho were trouble. Females tended to establish the pecking order peacefully. She
expected Petunia-tu to fit into her growing herd easly enough.

Outside, as she was closing the door to the warehouse, the truck was pulling awvay. Asit left it



revealed the other, more mysterious half of Howard Chrigtian's mammoth obsession, that Matthew
Wright fellow she hadn't spoken to more than haf adozen times since hisfirst day at the project when
she had given him the short coursein artificia insemination. He was Sitting a awrought-iron table
Chrigtian had had ingalled in the parking lot behind the warehouse, next to the ten-foot security fence
that hid the whole ingtalation from prying eyes. He was under abig canvas umbrelathat seemed a
good ideawith his pale complexion; the merciless summer sun would no doubt broil him like alobster
in about five minutes. He had spread the wrapper of a huge Subway sandwich on the table and was
watching her as he ateit. He gestured toward the closed door with the hand holding the sandwich.

"More godless, cruel, antinature experimentation, | presume,” he said. He gestured to the two
enormoudy determined men who had taken it upon themselvesto mount an eternd vigil at the
driveway leading to the warehouse—if "eternd" could be taken to mean nineto five, Monday through
Friday. Susan didn't know their names or who they were affiliated with. She called thetall onewith
the day's growth of beard and the ook of perpetua angdlic bliss on hisface the Martyr. He stood dll
day, muttering something over and over which Susan thought might be the Rosary. She had never
seen him move, but somehow he migrated during the day within athirty-yard range on either side of
the gate of Cyclonefencing.

The other might have been the Martyr's father. There was afamily resemblance in the withered
ruins of thisold man who, once or twice aweek, took his son's place, sitting in alawn chair of nylon
webbing and holding the same sign. He had a case of dowager's hump so bad he couldn't lift his head
abovethelevd of hisshoulders, and hisjowls sagged far below theleve of hisjaws. Shecaled him
Droopy.

The sign they carried read, STOP GODLESS CLONING, NO FRANKENSTEIN
ANIMALS. CALL ORWRITE YOUR CONGRESSMAN.

Shewould havefound it alot easier to ignore them if there hadn't been atiny bit of doubt in her
own mind asto the moraity of what she was doing. She was no technologica darmist and hardly
religiousat al, but sometimes at night she lay avake and wondered if she had theright to pull such a
trick... such a stunt, on innocent beasts.

She wondered what Matt Wright thought about it. Even more to the point, she wondered just
what it was he was doing in his sealed-off haf of the building. Breeding and keeping e ephants, that
took some space. What could Wright be up to that took just as much space? Did it have to do with
mammoths, too?

Sheld never figured out how to ask him.

Now he was gesturing at his sandwich.

"Could | interest you in an Italian bomber with al the trimmings?' he asked.

"No, thanks." Shetook off her hat and wiped her brow. "But I'd like asip of that sodaif you
don't mind."

"I can do better than that." He opened asmall blue six-pack cooler and took out an elght-ounce
stubby glass bottle of Coke, twisted off thetop. A little foamed over the side, and tiny bits of ice clung
toit. Not much elsein the world looked quite that good on a scorching day, except maybe a beer,



which she wouldn't drink until amost sundown. Shetook it gratefully and drained athird, then st at
the table with him.

"| dways order the twelve-incher," he said ruefully. "Then | end up wrapping up haf of it." Susan
redlized he was talking about the sandwich.

"They're okay cold."

" S0 how many female elephants do you havein there now?" he asked.

"Cows. Femae dephants are cows. And Petunia-tu isthefifth.”

"And dl of them are... | mean, except Petuniatu...”

"Pregnant?’ She shook her head. " Just Queenie and the second one, Mabd.”

"And | guessyou haven't figured out any way to rush things."

Susan laughed. "The old-fashioned way is il the only way | know. Twenty-two months. That
would probably surprise old Droopy and the Martyr." He knew immediately who shewastaking
about, and grinned. "They probably think were going to grow amammoth in atest tube. Most of itis
well-established veterinary practice.”

"And hewill be... awoolly mammoth?’

She shook her head. "Hell be half mammoth.”

"Sure, | knew that. But will he have hair?'

"That's a question Howard asks me about three timesaweek. Hair, hair, hair, that'sal he's
interested in, that'swhat thisisredly dl about. Mammoths had aditinctive body profile, lots different
than any of the three living eephant species, and they had longer tusks, and—"

"] thought there were only two."

"No, for quite awhile now weve divided the African genusinto savannaand jungle species. It
was determined genetically; they don't have alot of differencesyou can see. Anyway, I'll tell you what
| tell Howard. We don't know. My guesswould be helll be fuzzy, at least. He probably won't have
theredlly long fur coat the frozen sperm donor had. On the other hand... that donor did have along
fur coat, and that was a bit of asurprise, when wefindly redlized just what it was we had.”

Matt frowned, and shrugged. "A mammoth, right?"

"Y egh, but what kind of mammoth?' She couldn't sop hersdlf from grinning. "I tel you, Matt, if
Howard wasn't so obsessed with cloning, he could already be a celebrity. All hehasto doislet Dr.
Rostov publish hisfindings. Thisfrozen mammoth isn't like any that's ever been found before.”

"Tell meabout it."



She hesitated, then stood and finished her Coke.

"Comeon. I'll show you."

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY,A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Tembahad grown and grown dl the last year. In Californiashe ate even more, and grew even
more. When the time of the year we would later call June arrived, she was S0 big that walking was
awkward. She could fed stirringsinside her asthe baby kicked and twisted, wanting to get out into
the wide world.

And one day shefelt apain like she had never felt before, and she knew it was her time.

Therest of the herd knew it, too. They gathered around her. They pressed against her Sides.
They stroked her with their trunks and made reassuring sounds. All day and into the night they stayed
near, and then the baby's hind legs appeared.

A few minutes later the little mammoth was born.

He was a boy!

But hewas not so little! If there had been scalesto weigh him, he would have tipped them at
about three hundred pounds!

Tembawas very busy for awhile then. Mammoths were born wrapped up in something caled
an amniotic sac, like dogs and cats and horses. Tembaused her trunk to pull this away from her
baby, therein the dark night.

Then shelifted the baby to hisfeet. He tottered for amoment, then fell onto hissde. Temba
lifted him again, and again he fell. But the third time she set him on hisfeet he Stayed there, swaying
and blinking.

The herd gathered around him and his mother and touched him with their trunks. Some of them
flapped their ears nervoudy and shuffled their big, flat feet.

Something was wrong with the baby.
It smelled funny.

It felt funny. Thetrunks of the herd explored thetiny little ears and gathered clumps of hair that
was gtill wet and smelled of blood from the womb.

And then Big Mama came over. The others made way for her, respectfully.

For atime Big Mama explored the baby. We can't know exactly what she was thinking that day,
solong ago, but if we guessit might be something likethis:



(Heisamae baby. Heisavery hairy mae baby. And what about those ears? What isthe ded
with those ears?)

Animascling to their own kind, just like people do. And animals can be very harsh with those
who are not of their own kind. Big Mamas mighty nose and long memory were puzzling over the odd
smédll of the newcomer. Big Mamawasthe ruler of the herd, nobody had even tried to challenge her in
many years, and nobody had any plans to anytime soon. If she decided the new baby was not right, it
wasal over, there would be no argument.

Big Mama kept exploring, and kept up her big, dow thoughts. Finally, she wrapped her trunk
around the new baby and stroked him.

Widl! Did the other mammoths fed relieved that the baby was accepted?

Probably not. Mammoths and other animals don't think like people do. A lot of what they dois
governed by ingtinct. And though mammoths and e ephants are much smarter than most other
animals, they do not think ahead like we do, and they do not worry about the same things we do.
They ded with things asthey come up, and since Big Mama did not decide to drive the new baby
from the herd, no one ever had to deal with it, and so they didn't worry about it. Tembanever knew
her baby's fate was being decided by Big Mama. Probably Big Mamadidn't even know it. She just
sniffed the baby, decided it was odd but okay, and then forgot all about it.

The baby himsdf had no ideawhat was going on, either. He smply knew he was hungry. His
ingtincts drove him to where he could smell his mother's milk, and he pressed hisface into the space
behind her front leg and began to nurse,

Tembawas content.

And the baby's name?

W, mammoths did not give each other names like we do, though they could easly recognize
one another.

But we can cdll the baby Fuzzy.

11

HOWARD Chrigtian held up the shrink-wrapped box and regarded the toy robot insde. It was
arare Bandai X-56 MechaMan, one of the earliest plastic toy robots to become redlly expensive,
mainly because of the extremely limited production run. Howard wasn't abig fan of plastic. Like most
serious robot collectors he went for the older tin models most of the time. But he liked the X-56, and
he didn't have one.

Thiswas the best-known example, and naturdly it was stting on the table of the unquestioned
mogul of collectible toys, aman who caled himsdlf Radicon.

Thetable was near the door to asmall side room off the main floor of the Anahem Convention



Center that housed the severa dozen most exclusive dedlers attending the annua National Toy
Collectors Convention—the Nat-Toy—a gathering Howard had not missed in fifteen years. To get
into this room you had to know someone, or someone had to know your net worth and credit rating.
Toys had changed handsin thisroom for well over one million dollars.

Naturally, Howard Christian was dways welcome. These dederswould, in fact, have been
happy to grant him a private showing for aslong as he wished, but Howard didn't enjoy that. Part of
the fun of a convention, swap mest, or even a garage sae was elbowing through the crowds, looking
for the undiscovered gem. Of course, he knew there would be no discovery here. Every personin this
room could quote the last known price for any of the top one thousand rarities without having to get
out acataog. Y ou would pay top dollar here, but you would get top qudiity.

He turned the box over in his hand. One of severd problems with plastic toys wasthat they had
sarted showing up at the same time manufacturers began packaging most of their waresin boxeswith
clear plagtic windows so you could actudly seethetoy inside. Typicaly, the box would then be either
wrapped in cellophane or shrink-wrapped in amore flexible platic.

This X-56 was NRFB, and bagged in Radicon's own protective wrapper aswell, so no
fingerprints could mar the origind materid. Because, though "never removed from box" was not the
only criterion for collectability, it wasincredibly important. Early in Howard's collecting career he had
paid thirty thousand dollarsfor a 1950stin toy, took it home, unwrapped it, and threw away the box.
He was stunned to learn, afew weeks later, that the value of the item was now about four thousand
dollars. Which meant he could now never show it. Not that he minded losing the twenty-six thousand
so much... but if he showed it without the box, people would redlize he no longer had the box—it
was the only possible explanation. And he didn't want to look like a sap.

Most collectors would not view the presence of origina wrapping as adrawback to atoy. They
would happily put it on their shelf, or more likely in their climate-controlled sealed exhibition case with
the laser darm system, and smugly check the catal ogs every few monthsto see how it was

gppreciating.

But when atoy isencased in shrink-wrap you can't get it out without ruining the sedl, and if you
can't get it out of the box, you can't... well, you can't play withit.

Not actualy play, Howard thought. Not like children play. There would be no bashing and
tossing and stomping, no battles staged, no leaving it out in therain in the sandbox. It'sjust that, when
he got something like atoy robot, he wanted to put a battery init, turnit on, and watch it do itsthing.
Otherwise, why collect? Investment, so important to the mgority of hisfellow fanatics, waslow on
Howard'slist of priorities.

Hedid have a curator on his saff who was very clever with these things. When the man was
done repackaging an item, very few experts could tell it had ever been tampered with.

But afew could, and many of them werein thisroom.
It was a pretty problem.

Howard noticed Warburton had approached him as he examined the X-56. He glanced at him,
then put down the robot and picked up a Pez dispenser in aclear baggie. It was the 1960's



"Psychedelic Eye," one of the more valuable ones. Naturaly it wasin mint condition, and Radicon
wanted $1,500 for it.

"Wright invited Susan Morgan into the gadget |ab about an hour ago,”" Warburton said, following
Howard as he moved from Radicon's table to the adjoining one, which held many boxes of comic
books. He began |eafing through some in the one-to-two-hundred-dollar range.

"Why do you figure hed do that?"

"Beats me. He knowsthe penalties.”

The"gadget" was what they were calling the presumed time machine, for security purposes.
They got it from the Manhattan Project.

Howard pulled out a Justice League comic and examined it critically through the clear plastic
deeve. He got out hisdigital assstant and punched in the volume and issue numbers. A picture of the
comic appeared on the screen, with the notation that it was an issue he had in medium to fine
condition. The onein his hand was marked very fine to mint, and cost $150.

"l don't seethisasmint," Howard told the dedler. "Theres a chip right here on the fold. See?
And isn't that arepaired crease in the corner?' To Warburton he said, "Do we haveit on tape?”’

"That hardly qudifiesasachip.”
"Of course, we tape everything. There'sacameraright over the door."

"A chip'sachip. I'll giveyou ahundred for it. File the tape away. If we ever need to takehhim to
court, it could be vauable."

"| dready ordered it."
"One hundred twenty-five."

Howard took aroll from the light trench coat he dways wore to sdeslike this and peeled off a
hundred and atwenty, laid them on the table. The man scowled, but scooped them up.

"And you pay thetax," Howard said, strolling back to Radicon'stable. He put the comic into
one of the coat's big pockets. The Pez dispenser had vanished. He took another long look at the
X-56 in the sedled box, then shook his head and walked away.

Warburton hurried over.

"Must have dipped hismind," hesaid. "He's very busy.”

"Sure," said Radicon, solemnly, crossing hisarms. They'd played this game before, and would
probably play it again.

"How much wasthat dingus, now...?"



"Twenty-five hundred,” Radicon said, with alook that dared Warburton to haggle. He neednt
have bothered; Warburton would have gone twice that without a peep. But he couldn't hel p thinking,
Fifteen hundred for a lousy little plastic pillbox with a hand holding an eyeball on top. If he
worked for men like Howard Christian al the rest of hislife—and he knew he probably would—he
would never understand them.

Then he hurried to catch up with his sticky-fingered boss.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

At firg little Fuzzy stayed closeto hismother, like dl mammoth babies.

Hewas the smalest member of the herd... but that didn't mean he was smdl! He got hislong
reddish-black hair from hisfather's Sde of the family, but his size he got from his mother.

Likemogt little mamma children, Fuzzy loved to play. Two caves had been born the summer
before, amae and afemale, and they had been dightly smaller than Fuzzy when they were born, but
now weighed amost athousand pounds! Fuzzy played with these two calves, and when another caf
was born afew weeks after his birthday, he played with her, too.

Mammoths were great swvimmers. They loved to romp and splash in the water. It was Fuzzy's
favorite thing, and whenever the herd went to awatering hole he and the other calvesjoyoudy did
down the muddy banks and down into the muddy water, where he would churn around with only the
tip of hislittle trunk showing.

Other creatures came to the watering holes. It was there that Fuzzy first saw the great
saber-toothed catsthat lived in Californiaat that time. These cats had greet fangs that they used torip
and tear at their prey and they were bigger than Fuzzy. They could havekilled him easily, but when
the big cats were near the rest of the herd bellowed and snorted and stamped at the ground and
waved their big flat ears, and the saber-tooths went away. They knew better than to chalenge Big
Mamaand her herd!

Fuzzy was haf woolly mammoth and haf Columbian mammoth, and thisiswhat scientistscal a
hybrid. That means he was a cross between two species.

Though animas stick to their own kind, sometimes two species are enough adike that they can
breed.

When horses breed with donkeys the baby is called a mule or a hinny.

When alion breedswith atiger the baby iscdled aliger or atigon! Ligersare bigger than
ether lionsor tigers. They have stripes only on their hindquarters!

Horses and zebras can breed, and so can cattle and buffalo. Natureisfull of examples of
hybridization.

Usudly, the offspring of these matings are serile. That meansthey can't have any babies. But not



dways.

Was Fuzzy born sterile? Maybe so. We don't know. But thejally little child didn't know and
didn't care. He nursed, hefrolicked, he swam in the mudholes and in the crashing surf of the Pecific
Ocean, and he was happy.

Lifewasgood!

12

MATT was never quite sure why heinvited Susan Morgan into the restricted lab. In the end, he
supposed, it was because he was lonely.

It had been two months, and progress was maddeningly dow. He was spending time mostly with
Jm, the metdlurgist, and Anthony, the master machinist. They were dl nice enough people, ddighted
to be so well paid and not inclined to ask alot of awkward questions. But Matt didn't havealotin
common with any of them.

Truth betold, Matt didn't have alot in common with anybody.

It wasthe story of hislife. Labeled asthe next Eingtein early in childhood, he had found his peers
to be elther confused by hisintellect or actively hostile to it. Even histeachers were often intimidated.
He had achieved his doctorate at Cal Tech at the age of fifteen, and felt hisred studiesdidn't begin
until then. And by then there were precious few who could keep up with him, and even fewer who
could guide him.

At the age of twenty-five he had what was pretty closeto amenta breakdown. Hejust...
stopped talking. He didn't decide to. He found himself unable to speak.

It was amost aweek before anyone noticed.

It was not as though he had asocid life. Arriving at college at the advanced age—for a
prodigy—of twelve was abit of a socia handicap to aboy who hadn't had any redl friends since
elementary school. The philosophy of mainstreaming, both of the handicapped and of the precocious,
pretending everyone had the same gifts and potentia's, was then out of fashion at his schoal.
Accederated programs were back, and the dmost equaly disastrous current wisdom had becometo
let students proceed at their own pace, regardless of their socia progress.

Asfor girls, the business of offering Susan half his sandwich actudly rated asa pretty good line,
by Matt's standards. M ore often he would utter something awkward or inappropriate, or smply stay
dlent. Hisonly red liaisonsin thirty-four years of life had been with two girls even more studious than
himsalf, and neither he nor they had known how to keep the reationships going.

Inaword: londly.

So herehewas, sl smdling faintly of éephant dung from his recent tour of the cloning facility,
showing Susan Morgan something he had no busi ness showing her and she had no business seeing.



And enjoying thehdl out of it.
"I'm beginning to think you're actudly serious,”" she said.
"I'm not much of ajokester,” Matt admitted. " Setting this up would be way beyond my skills."
"Y eah, but pulling the wool over my eyesasto what it actually is... that would be pretty easy.”
Matt looked at her serioudly.

"No, | don't think so. | don't think you'd be that easy to fool, evenif | wasgood at it. And
anyway, look &t it. Can you imagine amundane use for something like this? And think about Howard
Chrigtian, and ask yoursdlf, would he be pouring money into anything lesswacky than atime
mechine?"

Shedid look at it again, frowning even more than she had thefirst time.

"Maybe he's designing a super Rubik's Cube. Onethat only he hasthe solution to. | think
Howard would like that."

"Ah, yes, but | wouldn't help him build one. There are limitsto what I'll do, even for money. And
there are things mankind wasn't meant to know."

Hesaid it so serioudy that Susan had to look up to be sure he was kidding. She laughed, a
sound Matt liked a once. He wanted to say something about that, but was afraid she would take it
wrong. Sory of my life. So he turned back to the window in the big glove box and regarded the
gadget, for possibly the ten thousandth time.

Shegot it right the very firgt time. Inside the a uminum box was a puzzle in three dimensions. Or
maybefour...

When it wasfirst opened Matt was reminded of atoy he was given when he wasthree. It wasa
flat plastic plate containing thirty-five plagtic tiles, each with part of a picture printed on it. Sncethe
plate had room for thirty-six tiles, Six by sx, there was one empty space, and other tiles could be
moved into it. By diding them around properly the puzzle could be solved. Matt had solved it in two
minutes. He would have been quicker but for his clumsy child'sfingers. His parentslooked at him
srangely. It wasthefirg time he redlly knew he was different from other children.

That puzzle showed akitten when he was done. This puzzle was a bit more complicated. The
heart of it was an array of spheres, each one-hdf inch in diameter, no two looking exactly dike. A
box of marbles, but not just dumped in. Stacked together.

Each marble was encased in a cunningly machined cage made of thin stainless sted. Each cage
could attach to adjoining cages and dide up or down, l€ft or right, back and forth. When opened they
had been arrayed in a polygon ten marbles high, twelve marbleswide, and twenty marbleslong,
making the dimensions of the entire Structure five by six by ten inches. That made atota of 2,400
spheres.

Plus one sphere.



Since there were 2,401 little marbles, there was no way to stack them so that they made a neat
ten by twelve by twenty hexahedron. One cube aways stuck out. This had mightily offended Mait's
sense of order, a first, but he didn't tell Susan that.

This entire contraption could be rotated up and out of the box without ever removing it, and an
entire row of ten, twelve, or twenty marbles could be did out of the array, taken apart, rearranged,
and dlid back in. Or one could push arow over, say, three or four spaces, then push another row in
another dimension, until the thing didn't look like a hexahedron at dl, then pushed back together ina
new formétion.

"Of course, dl that camelater,” Matt said. "For the first week, we just probed it with everything
we could bring to bear. This object has been measured more intensely and accurately than just about
anything that exists on the planet.”

"I'm surprised it lasted so well. | mean, you say it was down therein theice for thousands of
years

"We cleaned it up alot. The box had arubber sedl, but naturally that had degenerated. Dirt and
water had gotten in. Our conservator took two weeks to wash it out—she wanted to take a year, but
Howard couldn't wait that long—and then we werefindly able to moveit around. Now al the balls
will turnin their sockets. There was a bit of lubricant left, which turned out to be ordinary 3-in-One
oil, so welve used that to make the rows of bals dide easily." He reached into one of the glovesand
pressed on arow at the left sde. One bal on the right side clicked out of the stack.

"We had it completely apart for thefirst timelast week, when we were sure we could put it back
exactly theway we found it. We had to set up some pretty stringent protocols to make sure we never
got one ball exchanged with another without knowing it. If that ever happened, our chances of getting
it back the way it waswould bedim."

"l can seeit would take along time, trid and error,” Susan said.

Matt snorted.

"Trid and error? Susan, there literdly would not be enough timeto do it. I mean, not enough
time before the heet death of the universe. The universeisfifteen billion yearsold. If wed started
trying out patterns a the Big Bang, and tried out one per second, we would not even have made a

beginning on the permutations by now."

"l guess| dways thought atime machine would be something you sat in, and pushed alever or
something... maybe with asteering whed.” She laughed. "I guessthat's pretty silly."

"I don't think so. | felt the same way, when | thought abouit it a all. Like what Rod Taylor used
in that movie, with abig spinning whed in the back.”

"Or aDelorean with aMister Fusion on thetrunk.”
"Sure. And it would have some sort of odometer onit... call it atemporometer, maybe, like'ltis

now December 4, 54,034 A.D.," and it's spinning like crazy." He gestured again to the thing in the
glove box. "What we got herein theway of instrumentsinstead is a couple of wires attached to the



framework, two little lights, red and green, and what turned out to be the remains of two double-A
Duracdl| batteries. All | could figureis, if thelight islighted, that meansitison. So | replaced the bulb
and the batteries, and absolutely nothing happened. If there's an on/off switch, I can't findit. And |
don't even think it'satime machine... most of thetime, anyway."

She looked surprised.
" thought you just told me—"

"l said | was going to show you what Howard thought was atime machine. And | thought he
might beright, a firs."

"What else could it be?'
Matt threw up his hands, and paced inasmdl circle.

"We may never know. Look, it seems certain that the man traveled intime. That is, unless
Howard is playing avery expensive joke on poor old Warburton and me, because no one else
knows about it... or Warburton is playing asuicidaly stupid joke on Howard. I've considered those
possibilitieslong and hard, believe me | have, and concluded | don't have the resources or the will to
find out one way or the other. If that'swhat's happening, I'll end up wasting Six months, ayear,
something like that, and go home with alot of money. Most of which isaready in the bank. | inssted
on getting it up front when | realized what he wanted meto do.”

"Me, t0o," Susan said.

" S0, why would he want to make usrich? | can't find areason. And beyond that... | seeitin his
eyes. He believes inthisthing.

"S0. The mammoth man isatimetraveler. Furthermore, he probably started off from right
around here... that is, right around now. The aluminum case is made in Belgium; you can order as
many identical ones asyou want. I've got three dozen of them. But maybe he got there... | don't
know, through a'time gate' of some sort. Y ou've seen those in the movies, too. You step into abig
bright noisy thing, and next thing you know you'rein the old Roman Empire. Or diens abducted him
and took him through time and dropped him off in thelast Ice Age, and I€ft thisthing behind, and it's
redly an dien child'stoy, like building blocks. Or it was some sort of natura or occult phenomenon.
A rift opensin space-time, and hefalsthrough it. Or awitch putsacurse on him. Take your pick. Rip
van Winkle. A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court. 1ssac ASmov or Robert A. Heinlein or
Steven Spielberg. There must be athousand ways people have imagined to travel through time, al of
them about equally impossible. None of them demand that you take alunchbox full of marblesto get
whereyou'regoing."

He redlized he had almost been shouting. He stopped himsdlf, deliberately camed down. Susan
didn't seem disturbed by it, but she did glance at her watch.

"It'sfeeding time. I'll haveto go now."

" Sorry about that."



"No, it'snot aproblem. But redly, Queeniell get cranky if she doesn't get her feed ontime. One
thing you don't want to dedl with isacranky eephant.”

"l guessnot.”

"Thanksfor showing methis." She seemed about to say something else, maybe about the chance
she knew he was taking by bringing her here, but she thought better of it. She waved, and started for
the door.

When shewas amost there, she turned.

"I wouldn't mind sharing a sub sandwich with you again one of these days, though. Maybe you
can tell memore."

"Sub sandwich,” he snorted. “Listen, I'd like to take you out for areal med. Kentucky fried
chicken."

"l don't know if | could dedl with luxury likethat. But I'll try."
“Tomorrow?'
“Tomorrow."

Hewaited until he was sure the door was closed behind her, and then did something he seldom
did. He danced.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZ2Y, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Lifewasnot dl fun and gamesfor the mammoth herd. There were dangerous things, and not
just saber-toothed cats.

One day when Tembawas browsing in abig tree, pulling down branches with swest tender
leaves on them and thrusting them into her mouth, Fuzzy wandered off alittle waysto another tree.

Baby mammoths, like baby dephants, were born knowing how to stand up, how to walk, how
to nurse, and they probably know how to swim, too. But they had to learn to use their trunks, just like
baby humans haveto learn to use their hands. A mammoth's trunk contained many thousands of
muscles and agrown-up mammoth could useit to pick up asingle leef or twig!

Theway they learned to use their trunks was the same way people or animalslearn to use
anything: practice!

Fuzzy picked up abranch with histrunk, like he had seen his mother do. He swung it around,
hitting thingswithiit.

He hit the trunk of thetree.



Hehit abig stone.
Hehit abig pile of yellow straw that smdted funny...
And the big pile of straw reared up and screamed at him!

It was big! Bigger than Temba, taller than Big Mama! From thetips of itsthree curved clawsto
thetop of itslittle, angry heed, it was fifteen feet tall.

It was a giant ground doth.

Thereisnothing aivetoday that isanything like agiant ground doth. Itsonly living cousin is
smdl and livesin the treeswhere it hangs upside down and degps amost dl day. But the giant ground
doth was huge, and there were many of them in Cdiforniaat the time little Fuzzy was born.

Giant ground dothswere plant eaters, like mammoths, and usudly they gave the herd no trouble.
But they could be cranky, and they didn't like being rudely awakened any more than most animals do.
Thisonetook aswing a Fuzzy with his mighty arms, and sent the poor little mammoth tumbling over
the dusty ground.

Fuzzy was very frightened, and he cried out for his mother.

Wdl! Innotimeat dl not only Tembabut dl the ssters and cousins and aunts and nieces and
the young bulls who had not yet left the herd were thundering toward the ground doth, trumpeting
their rage!

They came between Fuzzy and the giant doth and stomped and flapped their ears and lifted their
trunks. The doth stood his ground, roaring back, and it could have gotten bloody, but findly the doth
turned around and lumbered away.

The mammothsdid not chase him.

Fuzzy cowered in Temba's shadow for awhile until everybody was camed down. He would
remember the smdll of the giant ground doth, and he would run away if he ever saw one again!

13

THERE was still much work to do.

From the start Matt had decided there were basically two ways to go about this.
One: Repair thismachine,

Two: Build another just likeit.

On histhird day of work he had put the question to Howard Chrigtian. Which approach do you
favor, Howard?



"Do 'em both," Howard had replied.
Okay...

Easier said than done.

NO two of the marbleswere dlike.

Some of them gppeared to be pretty much exactly that: marbles. They were glass, dwaysof a
uniform color. Basicaly slicon, with variousimpurities. Over athousand were minerds, dmost
anything that could be shaped into a sphere and polished to close tolerances. Any geology student in
the world would have loved to have these; many were quite beautiful. Among them were precious and
semiprecious stones, including adiamond sphere and others of emerad and sapphire. The remainder
were metd's, sometimes pure and sometimes dloys.

Full andysisof dl 2,401 balstook amost amonth after the day Matt first invited Susaninto his
lab. It was quite ajob, and nobody could say it was dull.

"Since coming to work for you," said Jm, the metalurgi<t, "I've run into stuff that sent me running
for the textbooks. It'slike afind exam, from a sadistic teacher. It's not every day you come across
some praseodymium, neodymium, gadolinium, dysprosum, and ytterbium. Some guyswill go awhole
career and never ded with some of those."

That's exactly what Matt was coming to fedl, too, that the device was not so much a practica,
working thing as a one-time assemblage put together just to frustrate him. Something for him to look
a, three paper cups for him to study while thered action with the hidden peawas happening
somewherejust out of hissight.

Predtidigitation. Misdirection.

Nevertheess, he couldn't proceed on that assumption until hed ruled out as many other
possibilities as possible. What was important here?

"IN aproblem likethis," hetold Susan, "thefirst thing you doistry to limit the variables. Too
many variables, you never get anywhere.”

"Like your twenty-four hundred marbles.

"Twenty-four-oh-one."

"Wha's counting?'

"Two thousand, four hundred and oneis seven to the fourth power."

"Redly? Isthat important?’



"I wishto hdl | knew."

They were gtting on abench not far from a heart-wrenching scene. Near the edge of asmall
pond amammoth bull stood with his child. The baby had histrunk extended toward afull-grown
female mammoth with tusks that must have been twenty feet long, submerged to the hindquartersin
the water. But the placid surface of the pond was deceiving, Matt knew. Bubbling constantly from the
depths was methane—swamp gas—that you could smell when the wind wasright. Just benegth the
surface lay anearly bottomless pit of asphdt that was more than adequate to humble even such a
mighty beast. The mammoth cow was agoner.

About once aminute the baby mammoth squealed what Matt supposed was the mammoth word
for "Mommy!" All three pachydermswaved their trunks helplesdly.

They were on the grounds of the La Brea Tar Pits, and the mammoths were robots. Within
walking distance was aworking excavation. A sione'sthrow in the other direction, six lanes of traffic
whizzed by on Wilshire Boulevard.

There were athousand very good restaurants within an easy drive of the mammoth warehouse,
and he took her to two before she admitted she didn't redlly enjoy eating in restaurants that much. It
turned out that what she liked was picnics.

"I can do picnics," Mait had said, and headed for the mall. HEd been intending to buy something
from Sears, but halfway there he remembered he wasrich, turned around, and found ashop in
Beverly Hillsthat sold him abeautiful basket complete with Waterford glasses and fine chinaand linen
napery and achill compartment for white wine for a price that only made him alittle light-headed.

Any of the fine restaurants in Santa Monica or Westwood were happy to oblige when Mait
dropped the basket off in the evening and told them, "We will be two for lunch. Surprise us."

They ate together two or three times aweek while Matt gathered the courage to ask her out on
ared date. They tried to vigt adifferent park each time. Today they were on the grounds of the
George C. Page Museum, overlooking the tar pit, and Matt was trying to explain the dimensions of
his problem.

"Allotropes are different ways the same ement can arrange itsdlf, different crystal structures,”
hesad.

"Right, graphite and cod and diamond. All pure carbon, different arrangements.”

"Y es. Some of the metas have severd alotropes. In the marbles, the zirconium and... sorry,
Howard wants meto cal them tempora spheres.”

"Sounds like Howard," Susan laughed.
"Okay, call 'em marbles. Listen, | could explainthiseasier if | showed you, back at thelab.”

"Suitsme. | haveto get back anyway."



A big table had been set up in one part of the warehouse away from the glove box containing the
actual gadget. On it was avery long rack of wooden cubbyholes, set at aforty-five-degree angle for
easy access. They had bought the box from a Chinese language typesetter, who often had over five
thousand characters to keep sorted. This one was thirty cubbies degp and one hundred wide, and al
but the top few rows were full of the marbles they had assembled, marked 0001 to 2401. Each
cubby held twenty identical marbles. Matt was going to make ten identical time machines and hope
that one of them worked. If not, held try afew more things and use the ten spares of each type.

"We didn't want to damage the originals too much," Matt said to Susan, after showing her the
setup. "We couldn't drill them for samples. No matter how finethedrill bitis, it would inflict more
damagethan I'm willing torisk at this point.”

It was a problem with no easy solution. Say you have a sphere of zirconium, one-haf inchin
diameter. How can you be sureit's zirconium clear through?Y ou know the surface is pure zirconium,
but that might be ashell covering alayer of iron or copper.

They had probed each marble with X rays, sonic imaging equipment, and magnetic resonance
and had found no obvious anomalies. The pure zirconium sphere seemed to be pure right to the
center.

"There's no way we could exactly duplicate some of them,” he said. "Y ou ever look through a
bag of marbles?’

"Sure. Girls can play marbles, too."

"Then you know there are no two cat's-eyes perfectly aike. We've sorted through thousands
and found some that are amazingly close... but who knows? And the glass of most of them is marked
up, scratched, tiny little chips. One of them, number 451, has afairly large chunk out of it."

"Y ou know them dl by number?'

"No, but it fedslike | do. Andif | never saw another marblein my life | would be a happy man.”

THE next evening Matt completed the first assembly and called Howard's office to seeiif he
wanted to take alook at it. Howard did, and showed up that night in another of hisvintage
automobiles, an olive-green 1939 Td bot-Lago hardtop racer that had barely room for one personin
its streamlined cockpit.

Matt led him inside and showed him the opened assembly. Beside it were afew numbered glass
dishes containing metal marbles, or temporal spheres, of varying hues. "We wanted to reproduce the
gadget exactly,” Matt said. "Because we don't know just what it does, much lesshow it doesit,
assuming it does anything &t al... we don't know what's important. But if we haveto duplicateit at the
subsubatomic level, were screwed. No way we can analyze the neutrons and protons within the
spheresfor up-quarks and down-quarks, spin, strangeness, charm, all those too-cute words they use
to describe properties nobody can redlly visudize.

"So then therés the nuclear level. Some of the spheres are ninety-nine point nine nine percent



pure. But each element has isotopes—you know, different numbers of neutrons with the same number
of protons—"

"l understand isotopes. Go on, Matt. If you get beyond me, I'll let you know."
"Sorry, Howard, | keep forgetting..."

That I'm smarter than you are, except in the really rarefied realms of math, Howard
thought. 1t grated on him, but he kept quiet about it because he needed Matt. Matt was a professor,
after dl, used to lecturing. And held probably been doing alot of it lately, on hisdaily dates with
Susan Morgan. Wasthereloveintheair?

"Okay. Different isotopes have different weights, per atom. Theratio of isotopes found naturally
isfairly standard; alot of them decay into something ese. Almost dl the single-dlement spheresare
what you'd expect, not some exotic variaion. Y ou follow?'

Howard nodded.

"But afew were alittle odd. Take osmium. Atomic number, 76. Atomic weight, 190 and
change. Seven stable isotopes, sSix radioactive ones, but with half-lives so short theréd be almost none
inanormal sample. Commonest isotope, Os-192. Seventy-sx protons and one hundred sixteen
neutrons. A bit over forty percent of osmium ought to be Os-192. But our little ball only hasthirty-five
percent. To compensate, there's more Os-188 than there should be."

"Isit aradioactive decay thing?' Howard asked. "One form of osmium emitsan apha
paticle—"

"No, no. Osmium decays into rhenium and iridium, alittle tungsten later on. Those are dl there,
in trace amounts, what we'd expect. No, somebody, the builder, made sure the osmium ball had a
different isotopic ratio from norma. So we have to duplicate that ratio, becauseit's so weird it just
has to be something important.” He stopped, and looked at Howard for amoment. "Don't you
think?"'

Howard laughed. "That's what I'm paying you the big bucksfor. If you think it'simportant, | will,

too.

Matt took one of the spheres of the odd osmium, shiny as mercury, and dipped it into alittle
meta rack, then snapped it into place. He stood back and regarded it.

"Thereweare," he said. "The Howard Chrigtian Time Machine, Mark One."
Howard looked surprised.

"Y ou meenit'sfinished?'

"It'sassembled. What comes next is anybody's guess.”

"I'm paying you to guess."



Matt sighed. "Yes, you are. But | don't have the foggiest ideawhat to do at thispoint. | can
manipulateit...." Heflipped the assembly of marbles onto its side and did arow of them to the lft,
then pushed another row back. Several other dides, and it was back together, ten by twelve by
twenty, but the marbleswerein adightly different arrangement.

"Thisway leads to madness. The permutations are damn near infinite. Therésalittle circuit
board in there, identical to the one in the original machine. | went out and bought them at Radio
Shack, off therack. It hasasmall 1C chip, aprocessor, this and that, none of which seemsto be
connected in avery logica way. I'll experiment with that. It hastwo batteries and two lights. What it
doesn't haveis an on/off switch that | can see, any way of setting your destination in time or space, or
ausar'smanua.”

Howard clgpped him on the shoulder. "Y oulll figureit out.”
"Well, | intend to spend the next year trying, anyway."

"Maybe you should just bash it. That usudly works." He thumped the case with hisfist. Nothing
happened. He shrugged, turned, and started back to his car.

"Oh, by theway...," Matt said. Howard stopped and turned back toward him. "If you're going
to take some of the marbleswith you, it would be alot easier on usif you'd let us know which ones
you'retaking. | mean, so we can restock.”

Howard stared at him for along moment.
"l don't know what you're talking about," he said.

"Oh, it'snot aproblem, | mean, not abad one. And you can do what you want, | know thét,
you aready own al the marbles... so to speak.” Mait laughed, but it sounded alittle hollow, evento
him. What was the problem here?

Silence from Howard.
"Didn't you just put acouple of marblesin your pocket?' Matt asked.

Howard had learned an important lesson at the age of eight: Never admit anything. Hisfather
had sent him into a supermarket with instructions to select agood steak and put it under hiswinter
parka. "If you get caught," hisfather had said, "don't say anything. Don't answer any questions, and
aboveadl, don't admit anything. Never admit anything:'

Howard did get caught, and when they found hisfather in another part of the store and brought
hiserrant child to him, Christian Senior had scolded the boy, threatened to give him agood whipping
when they got home, even threatened to tan his hide right there until one of the cops advised him not
to. Howard had cried and cried and cried.

They laughed about it when they got back to the ramshackle trailer with no whedlsthat
Howard'sfather called home. Christian Senior praised the boy for his acting. "Never saw it done so
good," the old man chuckled. Howard was glad to hear what he had done was acting; he'd thought he
was scared to death.



Howard got better at it, until one day he wastoo old to pull it off, and his dad sent him back to
live with his mom, who hardly noticed.

There was another principle he lived by. Never defend yourself. Attack at once. Those two
ruleswould get you through dmost any Situation, Howard figured.

"How many times have you had Susan Morgan in here?'
Matt was speechless.

"It doesn't matter,” Howard said. "Once is enough to invalidate your contract and make you
liablefor everything I've paid you, plus damages.”

"I'm sorry, | thought that since she'sright hereand...”

Howard smiled and relaxed. He had him. Once they apologize, they arelost. Mait had caved in
at once. But what did he expect from alittle wimp who had spent his entire career in auniversity, free
to research just about anything he wanted, aman who had had his entire top-rank education handed
to him while Howard labored and borrowed to put himsalf through a state university system, first in
computer science, then in business.

Howard had never liked Matt very much. No surprise; he hardly liked anybody. But from that
moment, he hated him.

"It'sdl right," hesaid. "I'm not going to do anything.” But | could, always remember that,
Matt. "Still, you'll have to be more security conscious from now on. And, of course, you must stop
bringing Ms. Morgan into thelab. It might even be best if you stopped seeing her.”

"We're not—"

"I know, just friends. Don't imagine there is much about these projects | don't know. | could
show you pictures of you lunching at the tar pits.”

Matt had assumed he was usualy on camerawhile at work. That he might be spied on during his
private hours had not occurred to him.

Howard smiled again.

"Yes, | knew when you firgt brought her in here.”

" thought you didn't mind."

"If you had |€eft it there, | might haveignored it. But you continue to discuss your theorieswith
her. Why not print out acopy of al your work here and giveit to her?* Howard smiled again. "Asit
happens, it's not going to be a problem. Were moving the mammoth operation to aranch near Paso
Robles. | think the € ephants will be happier, and | know Susan will. She's never stopped complaining
about the L.A. traffic.”

Heturned on his hed and | eft.



"WHERE is Paso Robles, anyway?' Susan asked that night.
"l don't know. Up north somewhere." Too far to drive every day, Mait thought.

They wereinthelarge, airy Venice apartment Howard had rented for Susan during her work in
southern Cdifornia. It wasthefirst time Matt had been there, though he had dreamed of visiting under
different circumstances. Now hewasin ablack depression.

"If you don't want to move, you could threaten to quit,” he suggested.

"| can't threaten him with anything. In fact, I'm hoping he won't fire me. I'd be easy enough to
replace. Not like you."

Matt snorted. "If only Howard knew how little of the specia talents he hired mefor have come
in handy so far. Any competent engineer could have done whét 1've done. In fact, my engineering
team has been responsible for what progress we've made so far."

"Y eah, but that's al been preparation, right? Step one. Now you've got the new machines
assembled, you can redlly get to work... right?”

"That's the theory. | only wish | knew what step two is." He hesitated, but was helplessto stop
himsdlf. Y ou could quit.”

"I mean to seethisthrough to the end,” she said, raising her voice.

"Of courseyou do. | didn't meanit, I... well, yes, | meant it, but | can see now it wouldn't work.
| mean, you're dedicated to your work, and dll...."

"Matt, | likeyou," she said, and touched him lightly on the cheek. "I wish | could go on seeing
you. But understand this. Unless Howard cans me, | intend to be there when that mammoth isborn.”

"How about weekends?' he asked. " could fly up on weekends."

"Sure, you could do that." She smiled. So maybe it wasn't the end of the world. His cell phone
rang.

"Yeah?' Heligened for amoment. "I'll be right there." He hung up, and looked at Susan. "That
was Ramon, the night guard,” he said. "Ther€e's been abresk-in at the laboratory."

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Inlittle Fuzzy'sworld, there were not many creatures that went around on two legs. There were
birds. There was the giant ground g oth, which sometimes lumbered around on two legs. And there
was a troublesome species that went around on two legs dl the time. They looked very much like us.
They were humans.



But who were these people? Were they Indians? Wéll, they had their own name for
themsalves, but we don't know what it was, since they didn't have awritten language. They werethe
ancestors of the tribeswho would later livein the areaand cal themsaves names like Chumash,
Gabrideno, Serrano, Luiseno, and Cahuilla. They had crossed over aland bridge that used to
exist during the Ice Ages between the placeswe would later call Siberiaand Alaska. Scientists call
thisland bridge Beringia.

What we cal these people today is Clovis hunters. They made spearheads, called Clovis
points, out of flint and strapped them to long branches to make spears. These spears were very
sharp! One Clovishunter could easily kill arabbit or aturkey with one. Two or three hunters working
together could kill adeer or acamel. (Y es, there were camels in Caiforniawhen Fuzzy lived therel)
But it took alot of the Clovis people to hunt amammoth... and even then, they had better watch out!

One day the herd was munching itsway through abig field full of tender green grassand afew
scattered, twisted oak trees when suddenly the ground collapsed benesth the feet of Big Mama's
younger Sster!

Y ounger Sister trumpeted her darm, and the rest of the herd came running!

At the same time smdll, amost hairless creatures began dropping from the trees. They had been
hiding in the branches, upwind from the trap they had dug and covered with branches and grass, so
the herd would not smell them! They wore the skins of dead animals. They walked on their hind legs,
like birds. And they were shouting, making an awful racket, and throwing sticks and rockd!

Fuzzy hurried to Tembas side and cowered there, barely daring to peek around his mother's
thick, tree-trunk leg. Some of hisaunts herded al the younger mammoths around Fuzzy and Temba
and then made awall of mammoth flesh around them. They bellowed at the chattering two-legs!

Meanwhile, Big Mamaand four or five others charged at the two-legs, who quickly turned and
scattered and ran away. Big Mama could not chase them al, but she caught one with one of her huge
tusks and threw himinto the air! When the two-leg fell to the ground again he didn't move. Big Mama
trod him into the dirt. The other two-legs retreated to anearby hilltop and stayed there. They watched
the herd.

When things had camed down the otherswent to help Y ounger Sister, who was il struggling in
the pit. It was avery nasty thing. It was not very deep, but the Clovis hunters had sharpened tree
limbs and set them into the ground at the bottom of it.

Y ounger Sister had fallen on severd of the sharp points. She was struggling, and crying out in
pain, and Fuzzy was frightened to see it and hear it. After awhile Y ounger Sister struggled out of the
pit. She had severa deep wounds on her legs and her belly, and one sharp branch had broken off in
her Sde.

On the hilltop, the two-legs settled in to wait.
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THE man Susan knew asthe Martyr was not what you'd call aman of action.

Hewas anervousfelow, never oneto thrivein agroup. Terribly convinced of hisown
Inadequacies, his shortcomings, hislack of worth as ahuman being, he had neverthelessfound an
ecologica nichein human society that suited him quite well. Therewasavag tillnesswithin him, a
devout capacity for contemplation. He would have made a perfect cloistered monk, he would have
taken the vow of silence with unfettered joy, and often his heart ached that he had never been allowed
that opportunity. If helet himsdf think about it too much he might even grow resentful, which would
have required an act of contrition and an entire evening spent reciting the Rosary. As he dready spent
nine hours aday reciting the Hail Mary, the Glory Be, the Anima Chrigti, and the Holy Face, this
prospect didn't apped to him. No, he spent his weekdays doing God's work, and kept his evenings
freefor himsdlf. In the evenings heredly cut loose. The evenings were for Bible study and
memorization.

The leader of the duet of pickets at Howard Christian's warehouse of sin wasthe man in the
aluminum lawn chair, the one Susan knew as Droopy. Though these days he looked about as
peripatetic asthe average barnacle, in his younger days Droopy had been apistol. He had spent part
of hisyouth in the merchant marine, and part in the pen. He drank alot and fought alot, and on his
fortieth birthday he found God and devoted himsdlf to God'swork with the same energy he formerly
brought to afistfight. In fact, God's work in those days often did involve afistfight. Many adepraved
abortionist had spent alot of money at the dentist's office after arun-in with Droopy... and Droopy
spent many more nightsin jail asaresult.

But now the bones of his spine had turned into something as light and hole-ridden as pumice,
with the tendle strength of astick of chalk. His chin practically sat on his chest, and when he turned
his head he could hear sounds that more properly should come from amill making stone-ground
wheat than from ahuman body. All he was good for now wasto st day after day in hislawn chair,
the base of abig picket sign jammed between hislegs, and hold the sign where passersby could read
it.

But Droopy, though a God-fearing man, wasn't big on Hail Marys. As he sat there, and ashe
had sat over the last five years a many another site of Satan's work, he planned. He plotted. Hetried
to think of waysto do God's work that would get more attention than Sitting there holding asignrising
from his crotch like his pecker used to but hadn't in over twenty years now.

To make any of his planswork, he had to have an accomplice, as his physical condition limited
the amount of mayhem he could work against Satan'stools. The Martyr was usdess, nothing but a
pious pissant, in Droopy's estimation. But every time he had tried to enlist othersinto his schemesthey
had turned him down. That was probably because they were pretty stupid plans, on the order of
kidnapping the children of abortion butchers and keeping them until the "doctor" swore never to kill an
unborn child again.

But sitting outside Mr. Multibillionaire Tool-of-Satan Howard Chrigtian's house of ungodly
horrors day after day, he had decided he had to do something. This gene-tampering busnesswas
almost as bad as abortion. It had to be stopped.

And thistime he had a plan—and an dly, known only as Python. He was amember of the
Action Wing of the Soldiers of the Anima Kingdom. SAK was antifur, antimest, and antivivisection.
They specidized in actions like the liberation of lab animal's, arson attacks on the property of circuses



and rodeos, and even the bombing of butcher shops. They went so far asto oppose horseback riding
and the keeping of pets—which they caled daves—of any kind.

In the normal course of events Python and Droopy would have been unlikely to meset, as SAK
had itsrootsin the liberd side of the political spectrum. Droopy didn't careif every lab rat and
monkey in the world died ahorrible death. Python and most of his friends championed the murder of
children, which they called awoman'sright to choose.

Their common ground was cloning, which Python and SAK saw as just one more way to abuse
our animal brothers. And their meeting ground was the Internet.

Whilethe Martyr had learned only enough computer skillsto accesstherich lode of Bible
discussionsto be found online, Droopy had taken to cyberspace ingtantly. On the Net, hewasa
strong, young, active man again. In person it was easy to discount the views of atired old fart who
could no longer raise his voice above a hoarse rattle. In antiabortion chat rooms and newsgroups, he
was Swordofthelord, a powerful and well-respected voice in the movement. He met Python on an
anticloning message board, they corresponded for atime, and Droopy got the impression of ayoung
man who wasn't too worried someone might get hurt. Droopy had dways felt that way. If you didn't
hurt them, why would they pay attention to you?

Eventudly they had a meeting. Python was disappointed, naturally enough, at the old ragbag
who had talked so tough. Droopy knew he had to win Python's respect quickly, so he trotted out
some of his best stories of clashes with abortion doctors. Python listened with distaste—he had been
the proximate cause of severd abortions himsalf—but remembered the old man's fervent views on this
new evil of cloning, and knew that in aholy fight it was sometimes necessary to do businesswith
people you would scorn in a perfect world. After awnhile, cautioudy, Python added afew stories of
his own. Droopy didn't mention that he'd hunted deer and rabbitsall through his childhood to put food
onthetable. He hadn't held agun in fifteen years, but the memorieswere till fond.

Python resembled that kraut actor, Maximilian Schell, but just missed being handsome. There
was aburn scar on the sde of hisface, and he was missing the pinkie finger from hisright hand. A
mink had bitten it off while he was freeing her and five hundred of her sstersfrom aranch, which he
called aconcentration camp. Served him right, Droopy thought. Vicious little monsters, minks.

When Droopy mentioned the name of Howard Christian, Python's eyes narrowed with interest.
So he went heavy on that angle, and soon was sitting in Python's car on the way to look over the
mammoth project warehouse.

Python liked what he saw from the start. The warehouse was in an area of Smilar warehouses,
hardly worth a second glance except for the unarmed guard sitting in a booth beside the door into the
building. The whole property was surrounded by aten-foot chain-link fence topped with coils of razor
wire and there was a thirty-foot strip of bare concrete between that and the target. The people who
worked insde parked their carsthere. They gained access by punching a number into akeypad
mounted on a pole, which caused an eectric gate to roll back.

Python drove all around the building, then parked his van a hundred feet away and watched the
gate for awhile. Droopy dumped in the right seet.

"Couldn't 9t here too long without that guard getting interested, if he'sdoing hisjob," Python



pointed out. He looked in the backseat. "That's why you'll comein handy, Lamb." Python, who loved
intrigue, had never asked for the names of his companions, and had certainly never given hisown. He
had code-named them Lamb and Turtle. "Y ou're out here every day?'

"Heis, every day," said Droopy/Turtle. "I am, too, on the days my back lets me move around a
little"

"By now that guy doesn't notice you any more than he doesarock or atreg,” Python said. "Let's
doit."

IT didn't take long. Lamb/Martyr stood in hisusua spot, caming down gradualy when he
realized no one noticed him casudly lifting atiny pair of operaglassesto hisface whenever someone
entered the grounds. The second morning he got the right angle on it. The number was 4-1-5-3-9. He
knew, sadly, that they would go in that night.

Python wasn't a smash-and-grab guy, like Droopy. Hit fast, hit hard, don't worry about who
gets hurt. Droopy wanted to steal adump truck and crash right through the gate and the door, knock
the guard on the head, and start tossing Molotov cocktails. Then dump aload of cow manure al over
the place.

Python liked the cow manure part, but the rest of it sucked. He liked to keep things smple,
minimize the violence to bystanders—after dl, the guard wasn't cloning mongtrositiesin test
tubes—and maximize the time to do as much damage as possible. Contrary to every Hollywood
movie you ever saw, if you started hitting people over the head, sooner or later somebody would be
killed.

"The gateiswired," Python pointed out, "otherwise a Cyclonefenceisajoke. Pair of wire
cutters, and you're through. But if we breach it, an darm goes off in the guardhouse, and the police
are probably caled. We get five minutes, tops."

"It doesn't take long to throw afirebomb,” Droopy pointed out.

"Yeah, andit'sameta building, and wed have to be sure we hit something flammable ingde.
And don't forget, there's haf adozen eephantsin there. Y ou want to be the one to clear them out?'
Python had aready decided that freeing the el ephants was out of the question. It was onething to free
alab full of rats and rabbits or afur farm full of minks, but he knew even that could go badly wrong.
Remembering, he rubbed the sump of hislittle finger. Who could have known such alittle bundle of
fur likeamink could be so aggressive, and bite so hard?

"Wego tonight, a midnight.”

THE first part went smoothly, if dowly. Droopy inssted on going aong. He saw it ashisswan
song, and he wouldn't be denied. Python seethed, douched down in the anonymous rental van where
they had been gtting for dmost five hours.



The guard made adow circuit of the warehouse every haf hour, inserting aplagtic card in atime
clock hafway around to register that he had actualy made thetrip. It took him about five minutes.
That should be just enough time.

So when the guard put down his book and left the small booth at midnight, Python told his
troopsto get ready. In afew moments the uniformed figure turned the corner and vanished into the
darkness.

Python got out of the van and no interior lights came on. He carried abig Maglite flashlight and a
crowbar, the all-purpose tool of the serious vandal. He wore ablack backpack bulging with cans of
paint wrapped in towes. Paint was needed to write dogans on the walls, and could do an amazing
amount of damage when sprayed into the ddlicate innards of scientific equipment. That could be done
before getting down to the soul-satisfying work of smashing everything in Sight that was smashable. In
ahbiology lab, that was going to be alot of stuff.

He hurried to the gate and punched in the number Lamb had obtained. The gate immediately
began to roll back, not silent, but not very noisy, either. He turned around, itching to go...

And they're off! he thought. Lamb and Turtle were dmost hafway to the gate, Lamb with his
Biblein one hand and hisrosary and acrowbar in the other, Turtle jerking hiswalker ahead one step
a atime asfast as he could moveit. It was a toss-up which was moving dower, the hot-blooded old
man or the reluctant monk.

Python had decided that getting inside in one step would be cutting it too close. Hiswatch read
12:04 when they reached the group of Dumpsters against the warehouse wall. He shoved one out and
hurried his accomplices behind it, then pulled it back exactly asit had been.

They heard the guard's footsteps go by, not ten feet away from them, and continue on. They
heard him settle down on a squeaky swivel chair. Python edged one eye carefully around the
Dumpster and saw the man pick up his paperback book and start reading again.

It didn't smell very good back there. He identified elephant dung, rotting vegetables, and a sour
whiff mixed with Old Spice, which he knew was coming from Turtle, ashe had smelled it for the last
five hoursin the van. He heard asound, like dry sticks cracking. He sighed. If the popping of Turtle's
cervical vertebrae didn't bring the guard, they'd be okay, he figured.

The guard left again precisely at 12:30. As soon as he rounded the corner Python's ragtag
commandos hurried over to the warehouse door asfast asthey were able. They punched in the
number and the door opened. Python glanced at the guard's paperback as they passed. It was Why
Me? by Donald E. Westlake.

There were afew lights on, high overhead. As soon as he turned on hisflashlight, he knew a
mistake had been made.

Many of his colleagues had never set foot in alaboratory except to destroy it, but Python knew
hisway around from college classes. He knew the sort of equipment a cloning facility should have,
and as he swept the room with hisflashlight he saw none of it. The machines he did see were more
suited for the practice of metalurgy or physics. There were complicated lathes and drills, afurnace, a
mass spectrometer. What was just asimportant was what he did not see. He didn't see any



glassware. He didn't see a gene sequencer.
He didn't see any eephants. Hard to miss el ephants, if they were present.

Out in the middle of the half-empty, cavernous room were some ordinary folding cafeteria
tables. They were covered with some sort of assemblies, built into aluminum cases. What the hell?
Python swept hisflashlight beam over the array. It would have been beautiful if it hadn't been so
puzzling: marblesin every color of the rainbow.

Heturned, examining the other item of interest and frustration, a huge rack of hundreds and
hundreds of cubbies, or caches, each containing marbles of the same type. At the bottom of each
cubby was a number, but looking closer, he could see the numbers had been painted over what
looked like Chinese characters. Chinese? Thewhole thing looked likeit might be intended to
assemble models of molecules, the kind you could seein ahigh school biochem lab.

Putting asde what he didn't understand, Python swept hislight around the room again, and it
cameto him. Not enough. Not nearly enough spacein here.

"Where did they bring the eephantsin?' he whispered to Lamb. "Which side of the building?"
But Lamb didn't redly hear the question. He was in astate of Rapture.

The concept of Rapture was not, strictly speaking, a Catholic idea, but Lamb/Martyr was not a
grict Catholic. He gravitated to amore recent fusion of the traditiona Church with more evangelical
elements. In the services of this new sect, it was not uncommon for healing to take place, for shouted
testimonials and the speaking of strange tonguesto be heard.

It was the tension of the break-in and the sensory overload of the thousands and thousands of
colorful balsthat set him off. His understanding of molecules being extremely limited, heimagined the
marbles to be genes themsalves, and these tables the very places where the obscenity of cloning was
being carried out.

Wdl, we'd see about that.

"Toolsof evil!" he shrieked, and grabbed the Chinese compositor's board by one corner. It was
heavy and well braced, but his strength was as the strength of ten because he had become the living,
breathing Sword of the Lord. The board tilted and the marbles began to clatter on the floor even
before Lamb swung it over to crash on thefloor.

The racket was incredible. Python had been on hisway to the door connecting what he now
knew to be two laboratories when the clattering, clanging, clanking wal of sound rolled over him and
made ashiver race up his spine. He turned and watched, frozen, as thousands of marblesrolled
noigly al around him. It waslike atruckload of cymbasrolling down adope of broken glass.

"Guide my hand, O Lord!" Lamb cried, and then looked down at the tables. He overturned one,
creating afresh wave of sound. Lamb turned to another table and began flailing with his crowbar,
smashing glass bowlswith more marblesin them, sweeping everything in his reach onto the floor.

No surprise, Python begat Turtle to the door. He flattened himself against thewall so the door



would hide him when the guard siwung it open... as he did, two seconds after Python got there. The
guard swept hisflashlight over the room and saw incredible chaos. A wild-eyed man in abaggy trench
coat was swinging acrowbar over his head and smashing it down on what remained on the tables;
and another fellow, old as anyone the guard had ever seen, wasfleeing directly toward him... with an
aluminum walker. He took afew stepsinto the building, not quite able to add up the different parts of
the scene into anything that made sense. Behind him, Python dipped around the door and gave him a
shove. The guard fell forward, dropping the flashlight. He heard the rapidly retresting footsteps of
Python behind him.

Lamb had cleared the table of just about everything but one last duminum briefcase. Thisone
was latched and locked. Lamb was seized with the desire to see what was insde thisinfernal device.
Herased his crowbar and brought it down. There was adent on the dull silver surface. He hit it twice
more... and ared light came on.

Theresolveleft him as quickly asit had come. Suddenly he was sure it was abomb. The only
question in hismind was, How long do | have?

Take mein Thy arms, Sweet Jesus.

Swest broke out on hisface. The crowbar clattered to the cement floor. As he had in so many
times of gtressin the past, he took refugein hisrosary beads, looking at the ceiling as he waited for
the Lord to take him.

"Move, you asshole!" Turtle shouted, looking back over his shoulder, pumping hiswaker
forward for al he was worth. It was abad ideain aroom covered in marbles. Turtle stepped on a
few and hisfoot flew out from under him. He bobbled, his hands dipped on the walker, and he came
down hard with his left leg bent under him. His knee popped. The good news was he had long since
lost most sensation from the thighs down. The bad newswas, looking at the unnatura angle of his
lower leg, he knew he had surely just taken hislast step on Earth. Whedlchairs from now on.

He strained to raise his head high enough to see the door where Python had fled. He saw two
more uniformed men enter, these carrying shotguns.

"Wdll, fuck me," he sghed, and lay down on his back.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY,A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"
Y ounger Sister got very sick.

She stopped eating, and stumbled after the herd for three days. Always, on aridge asafe
distance away, Big Mama could see the two-legs. At night they built fires, which Big Mama hated, but
aslong asthey kept away from the herd she didn't do anything about it.

Once another group of two-legs came wandering by and they stared at the wounded mammoth.
Thefirst group of two-legs came charging down the hill, chattering and throwing things. The two
groups fought some, but mostly they screamed at each other, and after awhile one group went away.



Which group was the winner, the first or the second? Big Mama didn't know and didn't care.
She was concerned about Y ounger Sister, but had no ideawhat to do about her. Redlly, there was
nothing she could do. Y ounger Sister would get better, or she would die. That wasthe harsh rule of
nature. The herd would live on.

Other anima s began to gather. Sometimes saber-toothed cats would approach, sniffing the air,
until Big Mamadrove them away. Dir e wolves and other scavengers were drawn to the scent of
sickness. Vultures began to circle overhead, and perch in the oak trees.

On thethird day Y ounger Sister sat down and wouldn't get up again, though her relativestried to
help her to her feet. A few hourslater shefell onto her side. Shelay therein the baking noonday sun
asthe herd gathered around her, il trying to help her get up. But Y ounger Sister wastoo tired.

That evening she sopped breathing.

The herd lingered around her until the sun went down, and into the night. They caressed and
amelled her with their trunks. They touched the sharp stick that was ill in her Sde, and smelled the
drying blood. They chased away thefliesthat had gathered around her, but the flies kept coming
back.

In the morning they moved on.
Asthe herd got to the top of ahill Fuzzy stopped and looked back.

The two-legs were coming down from the hill, waving their sharp sticks and throwing rocks and
shouting and chattering, driving away the vultures and dire wolves that had dready gathered around
Y ounger Sister's body.

They waved burning sticks at the two saber-toothed cats and poked at them with the sharp
sticks, and the big cats backed away, screeching angrily.

Then they started to work on Y ounger Sister.

Fuzzy turned away and followed his mother into the next valley, where there waslots of green
grass and leaves and fruit to edt.

15

WHEN Howard Chrigtian arrived at the warehouse—in ared 1950 Crosey Super Sport
because it had been closest to hand when the emergency call came in—there were two Santa Monica
police cruisers on the scene in addition to three Rapid Response Blazers from Robinson Security.
One of the Blazers had acrumpled front fender. Not far away, at the intersection nearest to the
warehouse, wasavan lying onitsside.

He parked next to the blue Ford he knew belonged to Matt Wright. He knew because he had
bought it and presented it to Matt, one more perk of the job. He hurried over to the Robinson man
with the most braid on his uniform, who was standing with a police sergeant and two menin



handcuffs. Warburton and two other bodyguards, serioudy outdistanced by the Crodey, parked their
bulletproof SUV nearby, got out, and scanned the area nervoudly, fearing atrap of some sort.

"Evening, Mr. Chrigtian," the security guard said. "'I'm Al Kraylow, the night systems manager at
Robinson. We got a squedl from the outer warehouse door at 12:34 A.M. We called our man on the
scene, Agent Vasguez, as per procedure, and verified that he had not attempted entry, had indeed
been where he should have been, on his haf-hourly wakaround at the time of the squedl. Two units
with two armed agents were immediately dispatched and Vasquez, who as you know is unarmed,
was advised to wait for backup. While the unit was en route V asquez reported some sort of
disturbance ingde the warehouse. Thefirst of my men arrived at 12:39."

That first unit had been driven by Agent Dawson, an ex-cop who, when he witnessed adark van
leaving the scene at ahigh rate of acceleration, didn't hesitate to pull up behind it and nudge it on the
left Sde just asthe driver was screeching around a corner. The van had lifted up on two whedls, hung
there amoment, and crashed onto its Sde. Dawson had removed the driver at gunpoint as the second
Robinson car arrived and apprehended the other two suspectsinsde the building.

"Y ou say there were three suspects?' Howard asked, looking around.

"Third onewasinjured in afdl,” Kraylow sad. "Weve got him on the way to the hospita right

He examined the remaining suspects. Suspects? Hell, no need to think like acop. They were
guilty until they proved their innocence, smple asthat. Thefirst one stood there defiantly in his
manacles. He had a bloody nose and an old burn scar on one side of hisface. But Python was
actudly feding anything but defiant. He was thinking about hisfingerprintsand DNA getting into the
system at long last, and about where he might have |eft those samples of himself in the past.

Calm had returned, belatedly, to the Martyr. He stood in his customary position, feet together,
eyesto the heavens, but now in shackles. He was prepared to do time. He was prepared to suffer
anything, and intended at al costs not to tell any of these people of the bomb inside, even if it swept
him away with everyone el se. Perhaps the arch blagphemer, Howard Christian, would be insde when
the bomb went off.

HOWARD entered the building and saw Matt Wright and Susan Morgan coming through the
connecting door from the el ephant compound. As he waked, he kicked some of the scattered
marbles and they clattered across the floor. He looked around at the damage, and he knew he had
screwed up. And he knew why.

Not too long after making hisfirst fortune, he had watched an old documentary about Michadl
Jackson on late-night television. At one point Jackson had gone on a shopping spree, in ashop that
sold very ugly antiques. The dude had strolled aong, pointing to things he wanted. When the bill was
totaled, it cameto six million dollars.

Howard had bolted from the bed and thrown up before he reached the toilet.

Why? Not long before seeing the program Howard had spent amillion dollarsfor acar, and in



fact would within amonth or two spend seven million dollars on another car, and never have a
nervous moment about it, much less afull-blown panic attack.

He viewed psychiatrists and al sorts of counseling as awaste of money, and bdieved he could
work out any emotional problem he had just as he solved scientific or business problems. So heread
about it, and thought about it, and decided what was going on here was a tension between his past
and his present. Michadl Jackson had grown up with unlimited money. He had no more idea.of what a
dollar was worth than a man from Mars. Howard had grown up with nothing. He was perfectly able
to take chances, didn't mind gambling. He had spent three billion dollars buying another company, and
he collected expensive things... but only after extensive research. Howard always knew what the
pricetag said, and knew if it was an accurate price tag, and he never paid retail. If he paid seven
million dollarsfor acar, it was with the certainty that he could get seven million dollarsfor it
tomorrow, and probably eight million next year.

What he could not do was pay $2.65 per gallon for gasoline when he could get it afew miles
away for $2.63. He would break out in aswest, his hands would start to tremble. He knew it was
stupid, and for that reason he never fueled his own cars anymore, he never bought consumer items of
any sort. He had staff that did that, and they never told him the prices. But every oncein awhile he
made a decision on the basis of this ravenous miserliness, something he should have known to be a
fase economy, such as deciding to go with only one guard &t night at the time machine project Site,
when Robinson had strongly recommended two so one could dways remain in the shack just outside
the door.

He looked over the chaos again, and knew thiswas the very picture of false economy.

"The dephantsare dl okay," Susan was saying. Elephants? God, he'd forgotten al about them.
Hewondered if Susan had any inkling of just how far onto the back burner he had shoved the cloning
project in favor of thisincomprehensible messtrying to become atime machine. "Looks likethey
never got into that part of the building.”

"That's good," Howard said.

"They came here because they think cloning isevil,” Matt said, with asmal smile. "What do you
figurethey made of dl this?' Howard didn't reply. Matt Sghed. "The damage isn't asbad asit looks.
Give me another week, we can probably be right back where we were."

"Keep a it, then. I'll have dl thelabor you need out here in the morning to get this cleaned up
and sorted out.”

"It won't take much. I've got one unit assembled, that one over there, and it wasn't opened. As
for therest... might aswel wait until the first unit fails before we start assembling the betaversion.” He
stooped over and picked up aclear crystalline sphere from the floor. He tossed it to Howard, who
caught it in one hand. "Asfor thered, it'smostly just sorting.”

Howard's eyes met Matt'sfor amoment. Both of them knew the incident of the purloined
marble would never be mentioned between them again, and that it would affect their relationship
forever.

"Do what you haveto do," Howard said, turning away. "Cal me when you're ready to switch it



"Il cdl you if | find the on switch. That would be news."
They watched him |leave, damming the door behind him. Susan looked around.
"All that work...," shesaid. "I'm so sorry, Matt.”

"It'snot abig dedl. Lucky thoseidiotsdidn't let your herd loose. Imagine the messthat would
have made. I'm going over to look at the alpha gadget. Looks like somebody whacked it with
something.”

He went to the table where the alpha unit lay, went around it, and regarded it from the front for
thefirg time.

One of thelittle lightswas on. It was the red one.
"What doesthat mean?' Susan asked.
"That'swhat I'd like to know."

Heran his hands carefully over the case, which was cool and smooth to the touch, and now
gported three dimples that looked familiar. If he connected the dots with a pen they would form atall
right triangle. Asfar as he could tdll, the three dentswere identical to the dents on the origina unit
recovered with the mammoth and the caveman, now safely stored away in some subterranean vaullt
beneath the Resurrection Tower.

"Isit working?" Susan asked. She stood close, which was probably the only thing that could
have distracted him from the gadget at that moment.

"Therésalittle chipinsde, but | never programmed it for anything. Now it lookslikeit's
programmed itself, enough to turn on thislight, anyway."

"That'sweird."
"That's way beyond weird and right into the occult. Let'stake alook insde.”

He opened the catches and lifted the lid. Inside was a perfect cube, seven marbles on each
edge... with one marble sticking out in the dead center of the upper surface. All of the 194 visble
marbles were clear astiny crysta balls. Susan had found a Maglite on the floor where Python had
abandoned it as he fled; she turned the beam on the array, just three and ahaf inches on each side. It
sparkled magnificently, and somehow, alittle ominoudy. Something about it didn't look right.
Something about it hurt her eyes, like adistorting mirror in afunhouse.

"Can | havethat?' Matt took the flashlight from Susan and ducked down, squinting as he shined
the beam between the rows. He tentatively prodded the cube here and there. Nothing moved. It was
securely attached to the bottom of the case, and the array of little crystal spheresresisted dl hisefforts
to move them. He avoided, for the moment, the congpicuous single marble sitting on the top. He had
theweird ideathat it might be some sort of trap, that he was meant to pressthat marble, and that



whoever had first designed and built this puzzle didn't have Matt Wright's best interests at heart.

"l can't seethroughit,” he said. "Three and ahdf incheswide, | ought be able to see through the
spaces between the rows of marbles and out the other side. But | can't. | just see more light,
wherever | [ook."

"Refraction?" Susan suggested.

"1 don't think the light could be scattered that much in such a short distance. Now, what | had
assumed, looking at it, was that there would be... five cubed, one hundred and twenty-five more
marblesinside, in orderly rows. That doesn't seem to be the case. So... there are more compact ways
of arranging spheres, but if the onesin the center were packed like that, the ones here on the outside
would reflect that crystalline structure if they were packed as solidly asthey seemto be. | think they
are packed in there very tightly indeed. And you know why | think so?'

"It'sway beyond me, Matt. Y ou're the mathematician.”

"Not anymore. Now I'm the student. Because when | locked this box up and went home with
you, there were two thousand, four hundred and one marblesin it, arranged in astack ten high, twelve
wide, and twenty long, with one orphan sticking out of the top. | think we can be pretty sure nobody
opened the box to play aprank on us.

"Now weve got a cube seven by seven by seven. That's three hundred forty-three.”
"Sowhere arethe...”
"Two thousand fifty-seven." He looked back at the shining cube.

"| think they'redl ill in that cube, inamultidimensiond crysta structure. | think were seeing just
one side of an object folded through space.”

HOWARD waswaking toward Kraylow with the intent of giving him indructionsfor the rest of
the night, when the man's jaw dropped open in amazement. Howard frowned... and something like a
big black snake flashed past him, not afoot from hisright shoulder. Kraylow saw it coming and dived
to hisright. The snake hit the ground and popped and hissed for amoment. Howard redlized it was a
severed power line, now drooping from apoledirectly in front of him. He turned around. The
warehouse was gone.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY,A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"
Elephantslove to splash around in pools and mud. Mammoths were very much like elephants,
and they loved to bathe, too. Fuzzy liked it so much that when he smelled awatering hole he got very
excited, and wanted to dive in as soon as he could!

Mammoth children were just like any other children. Sometimesthey didn't think before they



ran. And sometimes they ran off when their mother wasn't looking. That was when they could get into
big trouble!

One day Tembaand Fuzzy were on the edge of the herd when the sweet heavy smédll of a pond
camefloating over the grassy plain. He flapped hislittle ears and heard the sound of frogs peeping. He
lifted hislittle trunk and sniffed the air. There was another smell with the water, something Fuzzy had
never smelled before. But it wasn't ascary smell, like the smell of abig saber-toothed cat or atwo-leg
with a spear. Fuzzy set off acrossthe grassin search of the water. Soon he was farther away from
Temba than he should have been, but he was excited, and he kept going. The smdll of water got
stronge.

Then he saw it, abig circle of treeswith the shimmer of water in the middle! Therewas aso the
smel of mud baking in the sun. Fuzzy loved to rall inthe mud! He started walking faster.

About thistime Temba noticed that little Fuzzy was nowhere to be seen. Sheturned in acircle,
looking for him. She flapped her ears, listening for him, and lifted her trunk, trying to smell him.

She caught his scent on the wind, and another scent that she remembered, abad smdll that
meant death and suffering. She trumpeted loudly!

Come back, little Fuzzy! her criesrang out.

Then she called to the herd. Every ear turned to her at once! She was dready moving, walking
very fast toward the bad scent.

Fuzzy had cometo the pond. It was peaceful and quiet. Ducks were swimming on the water.
Fuzzy stood for amoment at the top of asmall muddy hill and looked at it.

Maybe, just for amoment, he wondered if he should go back to his mother and tell her about
the water and the whole herd could batheiiniit.

But the day was hot and many flies were buzzing around his head, and little Fuzzy hated that, like
al eephants and mammoths. He wanted anice cool coating of mud matted into histoo-long fur to
keep the bugs away. So he started down the dope, and soon he was dipping and diding, feet out in
front of him, down on hisknees.

Wheeeee!

He hit the water with asplash... and he stuck fast! There was some bad-smelling sticky black
stuff beneath the water. He wasin it up to his chest. He struggled, he tugged, he pulled, he dapped
the water with histrunk and almost got that stuck, too. He was as stuck as Br'er Rabbit with the Tar

Baby.
And that waswhat it wad! Little Fuzzy was stuck in atar pit!

If you go to Cdiforniaeven today, to where the city of Los Angelesisnow, you can see these
tar pits. They look cool and inviting, just asthey did that day long ago, but just beneath the surface the
tar isdtill there. Naturd gas, what scientists cal methane, still bubbles out of the water, and that is
what Fuzzy and Tembasmelled.



Not only mammoths got stuck in the tar. Just about everything that walked or crawled or flew at
that time came to the pond to drink, and alot of them got stuck, couldn't get out, and died. Scientists
aredill digging out their bones.

So things didn't look good for poor little Fuzzy!

If Fuzzy had been awoolly rhinoceros or agiant ek or adirewolf, he certainly would have died
therein thetar pit. But Fuzzy was amammoth, even though he was till quite asmall mammoth, and
mammoths did not abandon members of the herd when they were in trouble.

Temba and Big Mama and the others appeared on the top of the low hill and saw little Fuzzy
struggling and heard him calling out. He was only working himself deeper.

They hurried down the dope, dipping and diding, and it was amiracle that some of them didn't
get stuck, too! But they carefully reached around little Fuzzy with their trunks, and they pulled, and
pulled, and pulled, and Fuzzy'slegs came free.

Poor little Fuzzy was amess!

There was ticky tar al over hislegs, and under histrunk. Tembaand Big Mamaand the others
picked at it, and they got tar al over their trunks, too. It was matted in their hair. It was awful!

For weeks after that the tar dried out on Fuzzy's legs, and Temba continued to pick at it. It came
away bit by bit, with clumps of hishair.

Ow! Ow! Ow!

Little Fuzzy had learned hislesson. He would never step into atar pit again!

MATT and Susan never fdt athing.

The lightsflickered briefly, amost too quick for the eye to see. Something changed in the
amosphere and it took amoment for Matt to redlize it was the faint, distant sound of the emergency
generator coming on. Then he heard something held never heard in the building before: the trumpeting
of Susan's eephants.

"Why did you push the button?" Susan asked.

Matt held his hands up in a pose of innocence.

"I didn't push anything. That thing just sank into the cube onitsown.”

They both looked at it, now a perfect cube of small glass spheres. Asthey watched, the central
sphererose again.



"Thisisway beyond spooky," Susan said.

"Y eah... but what happened?!

"Thelights went out, the generator went on.”

"Let'sgo outsde and seeif Howard felt anything.”
"You go. I've got to see what's upsetting my eephants.”

Susan headed for the interior door. Matt walked dowly, thoughts of cleaning up pushed aside
now. Where did al those other marbles go?

Hisinitia reaction, that they might have been folded through space-time somehow, that they
were al somehow gtill there, packed into aseven by seven by seven volume that |ooked too small
from our three-dimensiona perspective but was plenty roomy in, say, five or six dimensions, had
quickly paled. He was embarrassed that held even mentioned it to Susan. What must she think?

Question: Wasthere away to explain the vanished spheres without resorting to extradimensiona
geometry?

Answer: Ask any magician. Ask any thief. Ask any prankster. Ask the gods of coincidence,
chance, error, forgetfulness, and spiteful human nature.

So the box hadn't been opened. So what? The vandals got through the gate. All the data needed
to build the structure now in the box was in Mait's computer; maybe he had been hacked.

Howard was pissed a him. Maybe he hired the vanddls, arranged all thisasa cruel hoax, maybe
he liked to toy with men's mindsthat way. He could affordiit.

Mait's menta state, though greeily improved since meeting Susan, was sometimes ddlicate.
Maybe hed smply replaced the a pha assembly himsdf while in afugue sate, and forgot.

Maybe he had been kidnapped by flying saucer men from Venus and brainwashed and this
whole evening—even thewhole last year—was a virtua redlity experiment of surpassing cleverness.

Any of those things and many more now seemed more likely than multidimensiond gymnastics.
Matt felt consderable relief that he had blurted out hisfirst theory to Susan rather than to Howard. It
would be alot easier to live down.

He reached the door, opened it, and saw that Santa M onicawas gone.

SUSAN was not asfrightened as Matt had feared she would be, at least not at first. The
possibility had existed, they had talked about time travel in the abstract, she knew he was working on
atime machine. But she had not expected to travel through time. If she did, she might have expected
the journey to be more dramatic.



They made acircuit of the building. They felt they had to do a |east that much, even before the
sun came up. In an unknown situation, Matt said, step oneisto establish the parameters of your
problem. For dl he knew, he could turn the corner of the building and find that SantaMonicawas ill
there... or Shangri-La, or an aien spaceship landing on Devil's Tower, or thefirst steps of the Ydlow
Brick Road.

Maitt carried the Maglite Susan had found on the floor, and aside from that light beam, there was
nothing, until they looked up. Then they saw starsin numbers neither of them had seen before, on the
clearest night of their lives. Matt switched the light off for amoment, and they saw even more gars.

"Isthat alight over there?' Susan asked. Matt could barely see her hand, pointing toward what
he figured must be the Hollywood Hills. He thought he might see the tiniest imaginable orange spark
againg the blackness.

"Somebody built afire?' he wondered. "Maybe there's people around here.”

Who could tell? But at that moment they got evidence that there was something sharing the
night with them. It was a blood-curdling screech, very far away, but so powerfully maign that Matt
felt hisknees begin to shake. He turned the light back on, and they soon found themsalves running
around the last corner and into the pale but warm square of light, the door leading back inside the
sed building.

"Can you get us back home?" Susan asked, breathing hard and afraid to look at him.

"l don't know. | think we'd better put that question aside for afew hours and figure out how long
| haveto solve that problem. How long we can expect to live."

"What do you mean?Y ou think timetraveling is harmful ?"

"Not so far as| know. No, | mean how long we can survive.”

IT quickly came down to water.

They sat together in the quiet warehouse and batted it around. Thefirgt thing that became clear
was how utterly dependent people of the twenty-first century had become on the vast, interlinked
network of goods and services and transportation that they called civilization. The second thing they
recalled was that the L os Angeles Basin was a desert.

The tapsweredry, of course. Matt assumed they were cut off abruptly, underground, just like
the asphalt and concrete surrounding the building ended about five feet away from the sides.

They did aninventory. It didn't look good. Each of the five e ephants had adrinking trough, and
they varied from full to half empty. That wouldn't last long and there was no way to refill them. There
were four rest rooms, two on each half of the warehouse, with two toiletsin the ladies rooms and one
each in the men's. That was agood supply in the six tanks, but it wouldn't last long, either.

"1 wish we'd put in one of those water coolers with theten-galon jugs,” Matt said. "There's



aways adozen full ones gitting around.”
"How many do you think well need?’
"Agan, | haven't any idea."

The best news was the Coca-Colamachine. It was a big one, with a curved, lighted front.
Looking at it, Matt suddenly felt very thirsty. He searched his pockets and came up empty.

"Y ou have any change?'

"My pursewasin the car.”

Matt looked around and found the crowbar abandoned by one of the vandals. He set the end of
it againgt the door of the Coke machine and started to pull. The door popped open and hetook out a
cold can of Coke. "Y ou want something?"

"|sthere any Mountain Dew?"

"All we have herethat's clear is Sprite.”

"Thetlll do."

They popped the tops and drank, then were silent for amoment. They had worked for severa
hours on the inventory, not having to talk about the centra fact of their dilemma, but Matt knew it was

unavoidable.

"Look...," he said, and had to stop. He took a deep breath. "I'm sorry abouit this. I'm so sorry
about it."

"About what?'

"About... well, about getting you thrown down atempora wormhole to what might very well be
the year 13,000 B.C."

"|sthat what happened? A tempora wormhole?*

"Y ou know what | mean."

"Sure. The part | don't seeiswhy any of thiswas your fault.”

"| thought it was sort of ... obvious.”

"Not to me." She sighed. "Okay, you were trying to build atime machine."
"Trying to duplicate something that was found that might be atime machine.”

"Don't get technicd. Y ou built it, some ignorant yahoos came in and did something to it—"



"We scientigts cdll that ‘whacking the shit out of it." "

"Getting technica again. Anyway, something happened, which | dearly hope you can somehow
make unhappen..." For just amoment her voice got shaky, but she took a deep breath and plowed
on.

"I keep eephants. | keep them in strong, secure stockades, and | keep people away from them.
But what if those yahoos got in there, opened the gates and the outside doors, and threw a bunch of
firecrackersinto the paddocks? And the el ephants stampeded down Wilshire and hurt alot of
people? Isthat my fault?'

"Wdl..."

"Don't think about it too long." There was atiny edgeto her voice.

"No, of course not. Not if you took reasonable precautions. But did 17

"l don't think anybody could tell what 'reasonable’ was, before this happened.”

"Maybe. Maybe not. | keep thinking | could have done more.”

"Howard sure could have. He could have splurged on two or three guards, around the clock. |
think we ought to take that up with him... when we get back."

He noticed it was when, not if, and was grateful for her confidence... or was shejust whistling
past the graveyard?

"l think | will. But thereésalarger question. What was| doing fooling around with something as
dangerous astimetravel in thefirg place?

"Satifying your scientific curiogity. | don't see anything wrong with that.”

"That's exactly what Robert Oppenheimer and Enrico Fermi and afew dozen other physicists
were doing in the early 1940s."

"So does that make the atomic bomb their fault?'

"People will probably debate that forever. One thing I'm sure of, if they hadn't researched those

questions, if they had opted out from fear of the consequences... somebody e se would have found
the same answers.”

"No question. It's the same with cloning research. We can try to keep it in control, but the
answers will come”

"Yes. | know it'sfoolish to worry too much about the effects of what you might discover. Wed
stop discovering anything a al. Still..." Heleaned back in his chair and sighed, wondering if he
needed to get into this. But there wasn't much they could do until the sun came up, which could be
hours yet. He went on.



"When | was very young, | discovered science. | couldn't get enough of it. | read everything. |
figured I'd continue doing that until | knew everything about everything. Chemigtry, biology, physics,
math, astronomy, you nameit, it was adl the sameto me. Infact, | didn't see any digtinction.”

"Not abad way to look at it," Susan said.

"That'strue. In many ways, thereisn't any difference. Y ou can't do biology without chemistry,
you can't do astronomy without physics... and you can't do any of them without math. That'swhat |
kept coming back to, after | realized there was too much knowledge for any one persontolearnina
hundred lifetimes. So when | reached the point where | had to specialize, | asked people what |
seemed to be the best at, and they all said math. Which was good, because that's what | thought, too.

"And I'd given some thought to the responsibility of the researcher. Astronomy seemed fairly
safe... until you started thinking about the power inherent in stars, in neutron stars, black holes,
quasars. Same with physics. Biology getsinto the ream of redly hairy mora questions, like biologica
or genetic war, which in somewaysis scarier than nuclear bombs. I'll tell you, it got to the point, if I'd
been any good with the harmonica, I'd have dropped out of school and started a blues band.
Unfortunately, | have no talent for music, or sports, or business, or sales, or fishing... no talentsat al,
redlly, except for memory and logica thinking. So | concentrated on math. Math seemed safe”

"Y ou were how old?"
"Twdve"

Susan smiled. "Prodigies. When | wastwelve | waslearning how not to fal off when an eephant
waslifting me on her trunk."

"l wish | knew how to do that."

“I'll teach you. But go on."

Matt wasn't sure he wanted to, but he'd started down the road.

"Wedll... I got my Ph.D. in mathematics. Even in math you're expected to specidize, but | tried to
stay as broadly based as possible. One month I'd be working on the most theoretical things| could
find, another 1'd get interested in what we call ‘real-world' problems. About ayear ago | was noodling
around some equiations concerning superstrings. Do you know whét that is?*

"Sure. It'sthat goop you squirt out of acan at parties. Sticksto stuff.”

"Right. But the other sense of the word concerns what quarks are made of ."

"Quarks being the particles that make up protons and neutrons and such.”

"Yes. Sofar thereisno red evidence of their exigtence, just some interesting mathematical
theories. If they do exig, they are very smal. Anyway, superstrings seemed as remote in one direction

asquasars are in the other. | didn't think it was likely anything | discovered would have alot of
real-world gpplications.”



"Y ou should have remembered that, in 1939, protons and neutrons seemed incredibly tiny."

"Y es, but Eingtein and others knew the potentia for great energy release was there, and had
someideaof the mechanismsto let it loose. Superstrings are about as close to atotally abstract thing
as| canthink of. They are sotiny, it was hard to see how they could ever have much relevance to our
lives, given quantum congraints. | mean, the fundamenta quantum fuzziness of thingsshowsup ona
level trillions of timeslarger than superstrings. At the quantum level, certainty isno longer possible.
How much less certain could we be of anything | might postulate concerning asuperstring?*

"| gather it didn't work out that way."

"At fird, it wasfine. Lovely speculation. Good response to the papers | was publishing,
interesting feedback from the three or four people around the world looking into the same thing.

"Then | stopped publishing. | didn't even redize| had doneit at thetime. | thought | was just
organizing my thoughts, I'd put them down and send them in | ater.

"A year went by, and | started deeping badly. | was getting an inkling of something that was...
frightening me. I'm still not surewhy. It got to be hard to do the math; sort of like writer'sblock, |
guess.

"Then one day | stopped talking.” Matt swallowed hard, and suited action to hiswords. After a
minute had gone by, Susan spoke, cautioudly.

"That must have been anvful."
Matt laughed.

"You'd think so, wouldn't you? Actually, it wasn't so bad, at first. The weird thing wasto
discover | could get through the day pretty easily without spesking at dl. | never had alot of human
contact at work, math isalondly game sometimes. Casua contact could be handled with anod or a
amile. Hell, it'snot like | was the office clown before that; people didn't expect alot of words out of
me. But gradually it became clear that | wasn't choosing not to speak, but that | couldn't speak. I'd
open my mouth to say something, and nothing would come out. | wrote notes, memas, and emailsto
cover mysdlf in mogt things... then | realized | was having trouble writing, too. | knew it wastimeto
get hep.

"And that's sort of where | was when Howard found me. I'd spent amonth in avery nice, quiet
facility in the country, mildly sedated, and after awhile| could talk to atherapist. | was advised to
take afew months off to think things over. | didn't need alot of timeto decide onething: | wouldn't
publish my results on the superstring research. There was too much potentia danger. Infact, | knew |
had to destroy the equations.”

There wasn't much he could add that wouldn't get into more specificity than Susan could handle,
and she seemed to recogni ze that. They were silent for awhile, until Susan looked toward the door
they had left propped open, and redized there was pae gray light coming throughiit.

They approached the door cautioudy. Outside, there were entirely unremarkable trees and
ghrubs. The anaytical sde of Matt's mind noted there was no sign of whatever trees and shrubs had



occupied the ground the time-traveling building now sat on. Were those trees now growing from
Howard Christian'sland in Santa M onica? Something to think about | ater, after they had made aplan.

A plan. It was surprisingly hard to do. There was a strong impulse to just bar the doors of the
warehouse and huddleinsde, |et the outside world take care of itsalf. But time was pressing, events
would not wait. So, step one when in new territory was to define the lay of the land. Therewasa
ladder bolted to the side of the warehouse, and Susan started up immediately, followed by Mait.

At thetop, they looked out over aprimeva Pleistocene landscape, untouched in any way by the
hand of man.

Tothewest, the Pacific was il gray in the morning light. To the north they could see what had
to be the Hollywood Hills, surprisingly green and covered with scrub oaks. To the east the Sky was
orange, the sun about to burst over the horizon... and the mountains over there seemed to be frosted
with snow. To the south, just rolling country and, far in the distance, what looked like aherd of
horses.

"Maybe horses, maybe camels,” Susan said. "I can't tell from thisfar avay."

"Sure, there were severa species. And the horses may have three toes."”

"And thetigers have big teeth.”

"Not redly tigers, Matt, they werealot morelikelions.”

"Y ou're the expert. But we'd probably better watch out for them. I'll bet they could hide pretty
well indl thisunderbrush.”

"If we stick with the e ephants, we shouldn't be bothered much by saber-toothed cats."
"Right. The e ephants. What are we going to do about the elephants?’

"Water them, obvioudy."

"And how do we do that?"

"] think we leaveit to them." They were slent again asthefirg rays of the sun reached them.
"That isso beautiful,” Susan said, with acatchin her voice. "l wish I'd brought my camera.”

Maitt was thinking about saber-toothed cats and wishing held brought agun... avery large gun.
"S0...," Susan said. "Where did you hide your superstring data?"
"It'sin my safe-deposit box, in Portland.”

They looked at each other, and laughed.



"Widl, | should have destroyed it,” Matt said.
"Y ou wouldn't be much of ascientist if you did.”
Matt looked into the distance again, and decided to say nothing.

"I guesswe'd better get to work,” Susan said. "1 think we've got an interesting day ahead of us."

ABOUT twelve thousand yearsin the future, Howard Christian wasfindly at the end of the most
interesting day of hislife, and one of the more expensve ones.

He had heard somewhere that the New Y ork City police department used to have an informal
code for the offering of bribes, away to avoid the awkwardness of just coming out and saying
"Would you take a bribe?" Instead, you could say, "Y ou look like you could use anew hat." What
that meant was. "Would twenty dollars make this problem go away?' Sometimesit took anew suit to
do thejob: one hundred dallars.

Tomorrow ahalf dozen Santa Monica patrolmen would be driving around in brand-new Land
Rovers. Kraylow, Vasquez, Dawson, and probably afew others at Robinson Security had just
earned themsdves new homesin Simi Vdley.

According to Howard'slawyers, there was nothing illegd, initsdlf, in making alarge meta
warehouse vanish from the face of the Earth, and that was dl the police officers had witnessed. The
money they would receive, very discreetly, was smply for not talking about what they had seen.
Howard was confident the matter could be buried easily enough, especialy since each of the superior
officersin the department would be getting the price of two or three Land Rovers.

The price was steeper for the Robinson people because they were the only ones who knew
there had been two people inside the building when it ceased to exist.

Howard's lawyers weren't quite so sure of the ramifications of that one. Unlessit could be
determined just what had caused the warehouse to evaporate it would be difficult to charge Howard
or any of hisenterprises with anything that might have befadlen Matt and Susan... and who could even
prove they had been harmed? Perhaps they were fine... wherever they went. Still, they had been
there, and now they were gone, and the Robinson people knew it, and not mentioning it to the police
might be seen as negligence, a the very least, and so they had earned the price of ahousein Smi
Valley, the dream of every Southland cop and ex-cop.

But where did Matt and Susan go?

That was a question Howard was determined should never be asked. Everyone who knew that
Mait was working on atime machine had either vanished with the building or wasin Howard's
employ, so that was under control.

It would have been alot chegper for Howard if he could have smply stonewalled: My building
disappeared, | don't know why, and | don't know where it went. End of story. But there would never
be an end to it, and he knew it. Reporterswould be al over the story, and soon the bugs would start



crawling out of the baseboards. Roswell flying saucer bugs, crop circle bugs, Area51 bugs. Alien
abductees.

Howard wasn't having any of that. The last thing he needed was to be seen as having screwed
up again, or having let an experiment get out of control. No, hushing up everyone involved was going
to be expensive, but cheap at the price.

It took al morning, but at last hefelt he had it under control. He was exhausted, but willed
himself to drive back to the scene of the disaster. He took one of the Robinson Blazersthistime, not
wishing to draw attention to himsdlf in one of hisantique cars.

There was another Robinson vehicle parked outside the gate, manned by Kraylow, who nodded
at Howard but did not get out. There wasasmall group of people, mostly men who worked in the
area, anding around with puzzled looks on their faces. Luckily, there were not many of them. No
explanation would be offered to them, and what were they going to think, anyway? That the building
had falen into atempora wormhole?

No, they would conclude, sensibly, that somehow Howard Chrigtian, the eccentric billionaire,
had had the structure demolished overnight, right down to the concrete pad, and replanted in
scrubby-looking oak trees.

Howard drove around to the far side where there were no people. He got out, walked to the
chain-link fence, and grabbed it with his hands. He scowled at the treesinside, trees that had
obvioudy grown right where they now stood, for thirty, forty, maybe fifty years. He shook the fencein
frustration.

Where did you take my building, Matt?

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Mammoths did not deep alot. Most nights they would deep only four or five hours, and only for
an hour or so at atime. Somebody was aways awake, watching for danger.

Sometimes they dept standing up. Thiswasn't uncomfortable for mammoths, asit would befor
us. Many animas deep standing up. But sometimesthey liked to lie down on their sidesfor awhile
and deep that way.

One night afew weeks after Fuzzy got into big trouble at the tar pits, he was deeping lying
down. Therewere gill hard bals of tar clinging to hisfront legs and he didn't like that. He rubbed his
legs againgt trees and on the ground, trying to get them off. Maybe he dreamed. What would a
mammoth dream about? \We don't know.

But just after the night was darkest, when the moon had just risen over the hillsto the east, Fuzzy
was awakened by the urgent touch of Temba's trunk. He opened his eyesto see astrange light.

The herd was dl awake, and milling around nervoudy. Fuzzy got to hisfeet and huddled closeto
his mother's side, where he felt warm and safe and secure.



Then the quiet of the night was broken by the high, horrible cries he had heard once before. He
remembered them well.

Two-legd

They came from the south, waving burning sticks that were so bright they hurt the eyes of the
mammoths.

Mogt animasdon' like fire, and mammoths were no different. They ran away!

But the two-legs were determined, they kept coming. The mammoths would stop for bresth, and
once again the two-legs would be admost on them.

And now they were touching their flaming sticks to the ground, and the yellow grassitsdf began
to burn. It raced toward the herd, and the two-legs were close behind.

On and on the mammoth herd ran, into the night, trying to stay one step ahead of the inferno on
the ground. Little Fuzzy began to get very tired.

Then he smelled something that made his young heart beet even fagter. It was asmell he would
never forget, the smell of that awful day when he was dmost swallowed up in the thick black goo that
lurked just beneath the surface of that quiet, inviting pool.

It wasthesmdll of tar!

Fuzzy wanted to turn back. He looked back at thefire. It wasimpossible to go that way. Temba
and Big Mama and the rest of the herd kept going, onward toward the tar pits.

Then they were joined by other mammoths. These were big bulls, the biggest mammoths Fuzzy
had ever seen! They were panicked, too, rushing forward as fast asthey could go.

And then avery, very strange thing happened....

3

SUSAN was alist maker. While Matt made alast attempt to make the time machine work
again, she sat down at her laptop and listed their assets:

2 laptops
1 teramainframe computer

1 generator (diesd fud for 4 days of operation)

WATER:



about 500 gallonsin e ephant tanks
about 40 gdlonsin toilet tanks

97 soft drinks (Coke, 7-Up, root beer)

FOQOD:

assorted snacks from machine
8 watermelons

20 cantaloupes

3 sacks apples

elephant feed for 2 days

CLOTHING:

what were wearing

SHELTER:

1 largewarehouse

WEAPONS:
2fireaxes
8fireextinguishers
1 tranquilizer gun

1 dephant gun

TOOLS:



2 butane lighters
complete machine shop

3 boxes mechanic'stools
1 box woodworking tools
1 electron microscope

1 mass spectrometer

She supposed the lgptops might be useful for something other than the list she was currently
making, but she couldn't at the moment figure what that might be. Asfor the Sate-of-the-art computer
Howard Chrigtian had provided to Matt for andyzing the possible permutations of the time machine...
Matt had told her it would take even that monster millions of yearsto make adent in the problem.
And, when the generator stopped working, the big computer would become nothing more than avery
complex piece of junk. So would the generator itself, and everything inside the warehouse that ran on
eectricity... which wasamost everything.

The food and water Situation could have been better, and it could have been worse. It was too
bad there wasn't acommissary of some kind, or alunch wagon parked on the grounds when the
wormhole opened and swallowed them, but there wasn't. On the other hand, the snack and pop
machines had only been there afew weeks, and Susan had no ideawhy they had been ingtaled.
Sheld never seen anyone buy anything from them, and sheld bet the coin boxes were empty or nearly
so. It would stretch for some weeks, with care, though they'd surely get very tired of Pop-Tartsand

tiny bags of potato chips.

Every few minutes Susan had to stop hersalf from asking Mait how long he thought it would take
to put the machine into reverse and step on the gas, floor the son of abitch full-speed into the
twenty-first century. If he had any idea, she knew he would havetold her, and smply to ask the
guestion wasto invite theimpossible answer, the answer she didn't think she could bear to hear: How
long? It will be thousands of years before we, or our bones, reach the twenty-first century.

Clothing could be aproblem. They didn't know what time of year it was now. Who could even
tell if summer would be hot or winter cold? The climate had changed alot in thousands of years. Both
of them werelightly dressed in what they had thrown on when Mait got the call. 1t seemed pleasant
enough for now, but it had been chilly last night, Susan remembered. What if thiswas summer? What
if the Los AngelesBasin got alot of snow in December? What about tonight, for that matter? They
must find water soon, and that meant that if the elephants didn't find some close by, they would likely
be spending the night in the open, on the ground, and they didn't have so much as ablanket.

More frightening than the idea of getting cold, though, was the idea of getting esten. Susan had
spent some time years ago camping out, but Matt had hardly ever dept outside of abuilding. Neither
of them knew much surviva lore. And there were sure to be things out there happy to make amed of
them. Shelooked at the big € ephant gun lying there on the table, and amost wanted to laugh.

Fiveyears ago, anill-treated elephant had run amok in Los Angeles. It killed three police
officers and soaked up aton of LAPD lead before awesapon powerful enough to kill it had been



brought to the scene. The city council enacted alaw requiring anyone keeping € ephants to have such
aweapon handy at all times. Susan had scoffed at the time, but dutifully took the thing—she had no
idea of the maker or the cdiber, except that it fired bullets that seemed amost as big as beer cans—to
anindoor range and fired it... twice. The firgt time knocked her down and badly bruised her shoulder.
The second shot was to prove to hersalf she could master it. She had, and never intended to fireit

agan.

Now shewas glad they had it. If it would knock down an €l ephant, it ought to deal with a
saber-toothed cat easily enough... if she could hit it. The tranquilizer gun was aso required by law, but
it was more problematic. Shefigured abig cat could chew off a pretty big chunk before the drugs
took hold.

"How are you doing over there?' she called to Matt.
He glanced up, and shrugged.

"I've got agood program roughed out for the computer to run. But I'm flying blind. Give me
another few minutes™

Shewent back to her list.

The ax would be handy for cutting firewood, if they needed heat. Asfar as building a shelter, she
thought staying in the warehouse would be the best idea, unless water wastoo far away.

There had not been a vehicle within range of whatever force had taken them through time. She
thought amid-sized SUV would be able to handle most of the primeval terrain of Los Angeles. Hell,
with the machines Howard had ingtaled in Maitt's|ab, he could probably build an SUV, giventime.
She hoped they wouldn't have that much time.

She looked across the room to the door to the giant refrigerator. She wondered if she should
add that to her list: FOOD: TEN TONS OF MAMMOTH MEAT. In afew daysit would be thawed
and rotting.

She couldn't stand it anymore, so she got up and stood behind Matt. He had the case open, and
was carefully pushing the hypercube here and there, in different combinations. Nothing was
happening, nothing at dl. She got the impression he could keep at it for hours, maybe days.

"What do you say we get moving?' she said.

Helooked up at her, and closed the case. "Y ou'reright. Let'sgo.”

LEARNING to get on the back of an elephant wasn't as easy as Susan had hinted. He had
stepped on Queeniestrunk, asingructed, and then felt she was going to toss him right over her back,
the ride upward was S0 swift, hisweight so negligible to the giant animal. He ended up sprawled
across the e ephant's head, which couldn't have been too comfortable for her, but she displayed
endless patience as Susan grabbed his arm and hel ped him get seated behind her. Then, off they went,
at the head of arow of pregnant pachyderms that would have made P. T. Barnum proud.



The view was spectacular, and the ride wasn't too uncomfortable. He already preferred it to his
onerideonahorse.

He got to enjoy it for dmost amile.

"Thisisno good," Susan said, giving Queenie the touch command that made her stop. "Were
going to havetowalk."

"And | was having such agood time. Why not ride?’

"Too many reasons. These are al former circus eephants, but | didn't train them, and they're dl
rusty. Queenieis responding to most of my commands, but she'sdow, | think she's forgotten some.
And she'sedgy.”

It was anew environment, and heimagined it was full of new and exciting and probably
disturbing smells. He had noticed al the elephants were raising their trunks frequently. It stood to
reason that with ten feet of nose, they smdled things he couldn't even imagine. What if something
scared her?

"Y ou've convinced me," he said.

So they got down, and Matt quickly found the el ephants set a pace alot quicker than he had
redized. So high off the ground, it didn't seem so fadt.

Susan waked a ongside Queenie, guiding the great beast with touches of awooden broom
handle, trying to dow her down. But the other e ephants weren't having any of it.

"1 was hoping they'd accept her asthe herd leader,” Susan told him. " She's the oldest. But
Queenie has never been dominant. They won't follow her."

"So who'sthe leader of the pack?' Matt asked, aready starting to pant from the pace the
€lephants were setting.

"That would be Becky, the one with the notch in her left ear.”
"Why not go to Becky, dow her down?'
"Becky doesn't like me. We never hit it off."

Shetried to dow Becky, but soon the great gray moving wall of flesh had had enough, and
ignored further commands. She set her own pace, which wastoo fast for the humans to keep up with.

"They're getting away," Mait observed, bent over trying to catch his breath.
"Probably for the best."
"You think 07"

Susan shrugged, but he could see she was upset.



"Maitt, they had to go free sooner or later. | can't feed them, | can't water them. They'll haveto
fend for themselves. Which shouldn't be hard; thisland isfull of thingsthey can est, so long asthey
find weter."

"What about our water?"

She pointed to the retreating tails of her former charges. A fleet of trucks might have just passed,
tearing up shrubs, breaking branches off trees, leaving deep indentations in the soil. Tracking aherd of
elephants didn't require the services of Tonto.

"I'm pretty sure they're on the scent of it. All we need to do isfollow, and hopeit'snot a
three-day trip."

So they set off at acomfortable walking pace. Soon the e ephants disappeared over arise, and
when they got to the top of it, the herd was nowhere to be seen.

THEY stopped severd hillslater and sat down to eat afew bags of peanuts and candy bars and
wash it down with cans of warm root beer. Susan kept watch for predators while Matt opened the
time machine once again to glare usdesdy at the gleaming, frozen innards. There had been no change.
Heshut it againin disgus.

Susan looked around at the empty landscape. So far they hadn't seen so much as aprehistoric
bunny rabbit, but any one of those clumps of trees could conceal awhole herd of saber-toothed cats.
Did cats comein herds? Prides? She vaguely remembered reading of aNorth American lion, which
had been bigger than the saber-tooths. Her fingers worked nervoudy on the stock of the elephant
gun. Did the big cats hide in trees and jump down on their prey? Or did they wait in ambush on the
ground, or stalk and pounce? Did they hunt at night, or during the day? She didn't know, and didn't

think even an archaeologist could have told her. But shedd have given alot to have one around just
then.

"Y ou know, Matt, | could realy use some good news here."
Helooked up at her. "Thered light flickered awhile ago.”
"It did? Why didn't you tell me?"

"l don't know what it means. I'm hoping it's detecting something. Some fluctuation in space-time.
If the green light comes on, maybe it will work again.”

"How do we makeit come on?"
"Trid and error, | guess. That'sthe best | can say. Keep moving.”

Susan glanced at the sun, then to the west. She gazed longingly in that direction, then back to the
elephant trail, which Hill led steadfastly eastward. Shelooked at Matt helplesdy, and shrugged.

"Firg thingsfirgt," he agreed. "Find awater supply before we start to get thirsty. It made sense



thismorning, and it till makes sense.”

So they continued down the path the el ephants had beaten for them.

NEITHER of them had agreat picture of Los Angdlesin their heads. As new arrivals who had
spent most of their time working, they knew the neighborhoods where they had lived and worked,
and some other places where people of good income went to shop and dine: SantaMonica,
Westwood, Hollywood, Beverly Hills, Venice. They had made afew excursonsinto Valey
communities. But except for atrip or two to the airport neither of them had ever driven asfar south as
Century Boulevard, and in fact had seldom been south of Venice. In the same way, Western Avenue
was the eastern limit of their known territory. Neither had ever set foot in downtown Los Angeles,
though they knew where it was, had seen its skyscrapersin the distance.

Matt wasn't sure how much good it would have done them, considering that the things an urban
dweller would note about his surroundings would be streets and buildings, al of which were now
gone... that is, none of which were hereyet... but he didn't see how it could have hurt. Twelve
thousand years wasn't enough to have changed the large features of the area. No new mountains had
been built in that time, and the canyonswould be only dightly less eroded now than they had beenin
the twenty-first century. The Santa Monica Mountains had been then, and were now, visblefrom
anywherein the basin, and were basically unchanged asto their gross outlines. Y et even there, his
memory was not much help. Y ou looked at those mountains, and what you noticed was the
Hollywood sign, and thus knew your position roughly. With the sign gone, with dl roads and houses
gone, the Hollywood Hills were fairly nondescript. He could see severd low points. Wasthat one
where Laurel Canyon would be, or was it Coldwater Canyon? Without knowing where such
prominent features of the terrain were, how could he hope to venture aguess asto their present

postion?
And didit redly matter?

He knew there was something over to the east called the Los Angeles River, but he seemed to
recall it was something of ajoke. In the twenty-first century it was awide, flat, concrete ditch, a
favorite of Hollywood film directors for staging car chases, dry most of the year except for atrickle
downthemiddle.

Los Angeleswas adesert then, and it looked like a desert now. The shallow arroyosthey had
crossed were al bone dry. That might be seasond. In some thousands of years aman named
Mulholland would dig along series of aquaductsand L.A. would bloom with imported pam treesand
tropical flowers, but right now the dominant vegetation was sagebrush and scrawny live oaks.

Hedidn't know how far they had come. He had tried counting steps, and quickly lost count as
his mind drifted to other things. Maybe he could estimate the length of their journey by time... but how
many miles could aman wak in an hour? He had only avague idea of their speed.

And to make it even more hope ess, the path chosen by the elephants was far from abedline.
Susan seemed to think they were on the scent of water, but if they were, the scent must be coming
from severa directions, maybe shifting with thewind. They had meandered north for awhile, then
turned back east, then north again, then east. He hoped they knew what they were doing.



ONE good thing: though the trail was growing colder asthey fell farther behind, therewaslittle
danger of it vanishing overnight, or even over the next two or three days. And Susan said the
elephantswould surely stop to browse, whether they found water or not. He was wrapped up in
thoughts like that when he dmost ran into the giant yellow bear.

That was hisfirg thought, anyway. It wasawall of thick fur, and it was so entangled and crusted
with bits of twigs and leaves and acorns and clods of dirt asto almost appear a part of the landscape.
It had been amost under atree, and now it stood up... and stood up...

He stopped in histracks and Susan ran into him.

"What'sthe..." Then shegot alook at it. It must have been twenty feet tall. Susan whispered
something.

"What?' Matt whispered back.

"Soth. Giant ground doth.”

"Soth? Like those things that hang in trees? Y ou gotta be—"

"Related,” she hissed. "Be quiet. | don't think it seesus.”

The thing was turning, ponderoudy. Way, way up there was a head—it had to be ahead, it was
at the end of aneck like atree trunk—that was comicaly smal for its gargantuan body. But smdl isa
relative thing. Matt figured the tree branch it held in itsjaws was about the Size of histhigh, and it
didn't look very big there.

About the time he had that thought, the creature bit through the branch like atoothpick, and spit
out the remains. It was facing them now, looking down with big, soft brown eyesthat held no fear.

"Let's back away," Susan suggested, in awhisper.

"Good idea."

They began adow retreat, and the doth watched them. Then it took astep in their direction.

"Should we run?' Matt asked.

"Best not to, unless we haveto,” Susan decided. "1 figure he could catch usif he wanted to.”

The anima took another step, then another... and Mait redlized that it was running toward them.
Its huge size made the movements seem dow, but each stride was enormous, and it was suddenly a
lot closer to them.

"Run!" Susan hissed. Matt didn't need any prodding. He took haf adozen quick backward

steps, afraid to turn away, then he did turn, and ran asfast as he had ever runin hislife. Behind him he
heard the doth crashing through brush, and the sound of Susan'sfootsteps.



Wait a minute. Guysdidn't run ahead of girls, that just wasn't done. He haf turned as heran,
and Susan nearly ran over him. He was so startled that he tripped over his own feet and hit the
ground, hard.

Helooked up, fully expecting to see the doth towering over him. But it was nowhere near. In
fact, it had stopped not far from the point where they began their hasty retreat. He heard Susan return
to crouch beside him.

"Y ou okay?'

" Skinned my elbow," he said. "Nothing serious.”

They watched the doth, who seemed to have completely lost interest in them.

"Just scaring us off, | guess," Susan said. "It'sso big I'll bet it doesn't have any predators, at least
not whenit'sfull-grown.”

"Lookslikeit could pretty well crush asaber-tooth.”

"No kidding. Did you see the size of the claws on that thing?”

"Three on each hand. Long asmy arm."”

"He's pretty well tearing up that tree.”

They watched, from agood distance, asthe giant doth stripped leaves and bark from atree.
"Wonder why he came after us?' Mait asked.

"Maybeit's afemale, maybe there'sa cub nearby."

IN the next two hours they encountered alot of wildlife, though none as dramaticaly. Severd
times they saw what |ooked to be ordinary jackrabbits darting in and out of bushes. Once awolf
regarded them for awhile from a distance of ahundred yards, then trotted off. Twice they
encountered small herds of deer. They looked like ordinary deer to Matt. He supposed a man who
had spent alot of timewith deer in the crosshairs of hisrifle might have spotted differencesin these
animals and modern ones.

He had never hunted. He might have to learn. Could he figure out how to make auseful bow
and arrows? A spear? Could helearn to throw it hard and far enough to bring down a swift, dert
deer? He suspected he could get mighty hungry while acquiring that skill. Maybe traps would be
better. How did one make arabbit trap?

Sop it, hetold himself. Keep apositive atitude. Y ou will figure out how the machine works.
We will get out of here.



THE sun was till above the horizon when Susan looked around and said this would be agood
placeto stop. Matt didn't likeit.

"Can't we keep on for awhile more? Weve till got somelight.”

"Y ou'd be surprised how quickly that will go away," she said. "Therée's things we need to do, and
it's best to be familiar with theimmediate area before it gets dark. We need every advantage we can
get if there are night-hunting predators around.”

Matt il didn't look convinced, so she added, "Do you redly want to gather firewood in the
dark with saber-tooths prowling around?

There was plenty of wood lying around, both dead branches blown down by thewind and a
couple trees that had been devastated by large herbivores, probably doths or mammoths. They
worked at it for haf an hour, and when they were done it was getting harder to see. They arranged a
fireand lit it with the lighter they had found in adesk drawer. Soon it was crackling, and Susan's
spirits soared with the sparks that legped into the air. Shelooked at Matt, who was swesty,
soot-streaked, and grinning.

"Hreisthebadc unit of civilization," hesad.
"I never thought of it that way... but you may beright."

"It'sthefirg thing that redlly set us off from other animals,” Matt said. "And it till does. Other
animds have languages, other animals use tools. We're dill the only anima that manipul ates energy.”

Susan had felt something like that before, Sitting around a campfire. Out in the woods, just you
and your family or some other Girl Scouts... you redlized that the bad things feared the light, that as
long asyou werein the light, you were okay. If thefire went out, if the darkness closed in, that was
when you werein trouble,

Matt found afew long branches and arranged them with one end in the fire and the other sticking
out where they could reach them.

"If we see anything move out there," he said, "grab one of these and throw it toward the
movement. Likeatorch."

"Good idea."

They ate some of their remaining fruit and a candy bar each.

"Too bad we don't have some—"

"1 wish we had some—"

"—hot dogs!" they finished together, and laughed longer than the coincidence redlly warranted.

When they were through with their meager dinner they sat close together and stared into thefire.
Susan finished her drink and was about to toss the empty can into thefire, then she frowned &t it.



"Say we leave this back hereinthe past,” she said.

"Yeah? Goon."

"Well, what if somebody findsit? Digsit up, back in the future.”

"They'd be mighty puzzled, wouldn't they."

"I mean... would it cause a paradox, or something?'

"I've always operated on the assumption that there are no real paradoxes.”

"] don't get your meaning.”

"l mean 'red-world' paradoxes. Sure, they can exist in math, and inlogic. The human mind can
propose aparadox, but if you examineit you'l find it's either a semantic problem or ahypothetical
physical problem that actualy doesn't exist in thered world.”

"Help me out here.”

"Okay. Take aslly paradox, the one Gilbert and Sullivan described in Pirates of Penzance.
Frederick was apprenticed to the Pirate King until his twenty-firgt birthday, not his twenty-first year.
But hewas born in aleap year, on the twenty-ninth of February. Therefore, though he was
twenty-one years old, he had only had five birthdays. Y ou see, the paradox only arises because of the
way the contract was worded."

"Got it."

"Then there's another classic one, the grandfather paradox. Y ou build atime machine, go into the
past, and kill your grandfather when he's ayoung boy. So your father is never born, and you are
never born..." Hewaited.

"So you never built atime machine and never traveled in time and never killed your grandfather.”

"Exactly.”

"But... that isaparadox. lsn't it?"

"It would be, if timetravel was possible. Up to now, | would have sworn it wasn't possible, so |
didn't spend alot of timeworrying about tempora paradoxes.”

"Sounds like you'd better reorder your priorities.”

"Soundslike."

They were dlent for along time, listening to the crackling of the fire. Susan tried not to look &t it,
not wanting to destroy her night vision. Once she thought she saw amovement at the edge of their

little clearing and she tossed aflaming brand at it. Nothing happened, and the torch soon burned itself
OUL.



"S0," Matt said at last. ™Y ou know any good ghost stories?”

MATT sat up for awhile, fiddling with the time machine with Susan watching over his shoulder.
Hedidn't learn anything he didn't know aready.

"Matt," shesaid quietly a one point. "We may never get out of here, right?"

Helooked at her along time, trying to find it in himsdf to give her areassuring lie. He knew he
couldn't do it, so hejust shook his head. She scooted closer to him and rested her head on his
shoulder. They hadn't found anything like red bedding in their search of the warehouse. The best they
could do were severd plagtic tarps that had been used for variousthings. They were Sitting on one,
and each of them had oneto wrap up in. They weren't very thick, and he could feel her warmth
agang him.

"Maybe we should change our namesto Adam and Eve," she said.

Helooked at her, and for oncein hislife he didn't even think about it, he just leaned over and
kissed her. She responded for amoment, then pushed him gently away.

"] want you to hold me," she said. "L et's get together under both these tarps, well be warmer.”

"Good idea," he said, breathing hard. They struggled to get it al arranged, and then lay down
sSde by sde and hetook her in hisarms. She hugged him tightly.

“I'm afraid,” she whispered.
"Soaml."

"I want you to make loveto me," shesaid. "But | guessit would be too dangerous. There's
things out there, hunting. We need to stay dert.”

"You'reright,” hesaid. Shelet go of him and started squirming around, and he asked, "Wheat are
you doing?"

"Getting out of my pants. Wishing, for thefirst timein along time, that I'd worn askirt, so if we
haveto run for it | wouldn't have to run half-naked."

"Maybe | should get out of my pants, too. So you won't be the only one running away
half-naked."

"That'svery considerate of you," she said. She raised her knees under the tarp and got her jeans
off, then faced him and dipped her hand into the waist of his pants, and squeezed his erection. "Yes, |
do think you should take off your pants."

She helped him, then took his hand and pressed it to her belly. He moved it over her hip, down
her thigh, and then into curly hair and wetness. She kissed him, and he moved over her.



"l wanted to tell you... I've been trying for weeksto tell you that | love you."

She amiled a him. ™Y ou don't have to say that. I'm going to fuck you anyway."

"l wouldn'."

"I know," she said. But Matt noticed she didn't say she returned the love. She asked, "When?"
"When did | fdl inlovewith you?'

"es"

"Y ou want meto pinpoint amoment?’

"Sure. Can't you?"

"I'm tempted to say it happened over time, as | got to know you. But | think it really happened
thefirst timel saw you."

Shelooked at him, and grinned. "Redlly? Love at first Ssght?'

"I'll haveto admit it wasn't thefirst timeit's happened to me. | used to fal inlove a first sght
severa timesaweek. Thiswasjudt thefirst time I've been able to do anything about it.”

Shelaughed. "When did it first happen?'

"My first day of college. But she was an older woman. Shewas, oh, I'd guess around twenty.
And | wastwelve."

"Y ou're something ese, Matt. My first supergenius.”

It was only later that he even thought about that, of other men she might have made loveto, or
been in love with. She might till bein love with another man, she had never talked about it. So maybe
it was despair, surrendering to the idea that they would never go back to the world they knew.
Maybe it wasfear of the darkness out there and the things hiding in it. Maybe it was the need for
human warmth and knowing he was the only one who could provideit. He didn't care. Just then he
lived entirely in the moment, in his body and not in his head. Just then she became his entire world.

THEY never did get to deep that night. The creaturesin the dark made themsalves known with
rustlings, twitterings, and the occasiond terrifying roar. Once they saw eyesreflecting the firelight.
They threw atorch in that direction and the eyes vanished. They taked about taking watches, but
decided againgt it. They made love again, thistime more carefully, if such athing can be done, Matt
kneeling with his back against the tree they sheltered under, Susan on her hands and knees, aware of
each other and aware of their surroundings, too.

When dawn came they started walking again. Within afew hoursthey cameto alow hill
overlooking asmall stream. The Los Angeles River? There was no way of knowing, but they did



know it was quite afew miles from the warehouse. And they weren't the first onesthere. From the
hilltop they could see, haf amile away, aherd of mammoths drinking and splashing.

"My god, they're magnificent," Susan whispered. And they were, too. There were about adozen
of them, with short reddish coats of hair and big curving tusks. "If only we had acamera, or some
fidd glasses"

Matt wanted nothing more than to get away, but he didn't interfere with Susan's pleasure in
seaing the beasts. If they were stuck here, and he was beginning to fear they were, being with an
expert on eephant behavior was alot more luck than he felt he deserved. And being in love with her
into the bargain. They would have to learn to deal with mammoths, and much more.

"1 hadn't thought about that," Susan said. "Naturaly, wherever theré's water, there will be other
animas. Were going to haveto learn to approach it cautioudy, just like al the other animals.
Predators hang around waterholes.”

"Likeright over there,” Matt whispered, and pointed off to their left, where a saber-toothed cat
was dowly gpproaching theriver.

"Jesus" Susan quickly turned and brought her rifle to bear on the cat. It was not quite aslarge as
an African lion, but far larger than Matt would have liked. Itsfangs were Six incheslong and it moved
with the easy grace of aborn killer.

"Here," Susan said, and thrust the gun toward Matt.

"1 don't know anything about shooting!™

"Neither do |, I'vefired it twice. It'sgot agigantic kick. You're heavier than | am so maybe it
won't knock you over. If it comesat us, am in the generd direction and maybe the noise will scareit

away. If it doesntt, keep shooting. If you hit it anywhere you'll probably tear it to pieces.”

Matt followed the beast as best he could with the sight, wondering if he should tell Susan this
wasthefirgt time hed ever held afirearm.

When the cat was ho more than fifty yards away it stopped, looked at them for along moment...
then dismissed them and resumed hiswak down toward the water. Soon it was out of Sght in some
bushes.

"Let'sget out of here," Matt said.

"Whichway?'

"Back toward the warehouse."

THEY taked about it on the way back. Their choices were stark. Neither of them wanted to
move away from the warehouse; it wastheir only protection unlessthey could find a cave. Neither
wanted to spend another night away from the safety of stedl walls. But thisriver wastoo far away to



haul water from.

"WEIl just have to explore the area of the warehouse," Matt said, with more assurance than he
fet. "There's bound to be watering holes. There's plenty of animas around here; they must be drinking
somewhere. There might be onejust over the next hill from the warehouse."

"Or we could head to the ocean," Susan said. "All riversjoin the sea”

"Good idea"

A hit after noon they did find awatering hole... and that's when they redlized they werelost.

They had been following what they thought wasthetrail of their eephants, in reverse, but they
had apparently crossed amammoth trail and not noticed they had taken the wrong turning. They
looked around, trying to orient themsalves, but other than the distant Hollywood Hills there were no
landmarksto guide them.

"We should have blazed atrall," Susan said.

"Next timewe will. It shouldn't be a problem. We can't lose the ocean, and the warehouse isn't
far from that. How many places could it hide?' Thousands of places, Matt told himsdlf, and he knew
Susan redlized thet, too. But there was no point in thinking about that yet. They needed to find it
before dark.

" think we're north of where we should be" she said.

"I think you'reright."

Now that they were looking for them, though, they noticed dozens of mammoth trails. They
followed some until they started to look wrong, then backtracked and tried again, dl afternoon.
Finally it was getting too dark to see, and they had to admit it was time to start gathering wood and
prepare themselves for another night in the open.

"We're not very good at this, arewe," Susan said as she watched Matt blow on the twigs and
leavesto get thefiregoing.

"WEell get better. We haveto.”

They huddled together again, too tired and frightened to make love again, and eventudly they fell
adeep in each other'sarms.

"MATT, something'scoming!”

He sat up quickly. Therewas ared glow far away through the trees. He heard the sound of
breaking branches and what might have been atrumpeting e ephant. Had Susan's herd returned?



"What isit?"
"It sounds like a tampedeto me."

They were both standing now, looking in the direction he knew was west because he had seen
the sun set over there. A wind had come up, blowing from that direction, and it brought with it the
amdl of smoke.

"A brushfire" Susan sad.
"LosAngdes," Matt groaned. "Always either burning down or shaking apart.”

Then the wind brought asound different from the mammoth's trumpeting. The sound was
answered, again and again.

"Tdl metha wasn't ahuman voice" Matt said.
"l think it was. It sure sounded likeawar cry."
"Or ahunting cry." He paused. "l think it's coming thisway."

They both stared into the west. Part of the land was indeed burning, but there were also isolated
points of firelight on the top of the next ridge, moving quickly down. They looked like torches.

" Somebody's herding the mammoths," Susan said in an awed whisper.

It was hard to see. It must be something like being in the heet of battle, Matt thought. He had
read that confusion was the norm, that one seldom had a clear idea of what was happening, there was
not a godlike perspective like you had in the movies. Night made it worse, and so did unfamiliar
terrain.

Everything seemed to be happening at adistance of about amile. What little they could see of it
was on thetop of asmdll rise, and it seemed to be moving down into the draw, getting swalowed up
in the vegetation. Beyond that... was that amoving shape in the darkness? Was that another? It was
hard to see them, though from the trumpeting they knew they must be out there.

"| think we ought to get out of here,"” Susan said.
"Meg, too. Just take the guns, we may not have much time."

Hedidn' like leaving their gear, but the sounds of the mammoth hunt were getting closer pretty
fast. He picked up the tranquilizer gun from the ground, wishing he had more confidence that he could
hit anything with it if he needed to, or that it would bring down amammoth faster than ten or fifteen
minutes. But it was better than chucking rocks, he supposed. With the gun in one hand and thetime
meachinein the other, hefled into the night.

Like anightmare, he didn't know where he was, he didn't know where he was going. He wasn't
sure what was behind him. About dl that was missing was the sense of running in place, of being stuck
to the ground, working hard and not getting anywhere.



And before they had traveled amile, he had that, too.

He stepped in something sticky and hisfoot cameright out of his sneaker. He didn't want to stop
but he knew he had to. He leaned over and pulled at the shoe, which didn't want to come free of the
ground. When it did, it trailed ropes of black goo.

"I know wherewe are," he shouted to Susan.
Shewas dready some distance ahead of him, but she reluctantly hurried back.
"What's that on your shoe?'

"Tar. We're where the intersection of Wilshireand LaBreawill be. Werein thetar pits" At that
moment a bull mammoth crashed through the trees and faced them across amirror-smooth pond.

He was enormous. He had to be fifteen feet high at the head, with abig hump behind that. He
was covered with short fur, and histusks extended so far from hisface that he could not have pointed
his head straight down without poking them into the ground. They flared out, then curved back and
amost crossed each other in front of him. He was no more than fifty feet away from them, and there
was nothing between them but the pond, which did not ook deep.

Hissurprisngly smdl earsflared out and helifted histrunk and bellowed. Heturned in ahaf
circle, every massve musclein his body flexing, knocking over atree and tearing up the ground. He
trumpeted again, and charged at them. Within four steps he was up to his knees, unable to move, and
rapidly sinking deeper into the tar that lay just beneath the surface of the pool.

Matt and Susan stood, frozen in place, and watched as the creature's struggles mired him ever
deeper inthetar. He bellowed, he raged, he thrashed about, and nothing did any good. Soon hislegs
were completely below the surface.

"They're driving the mammothsinto the tar pits" Matt said, in awe. The hunters could end this
bull's struggles with arrows, or spears, or whatever weapons they had, or wait until it died, and
carefully climb onto its back and cut away the parts they could use. An animal likethis could feed a
tribefor ayesr, if they dried the mest.

Hewas going to tell Susan this when he happened to glance down &t the time machine. The red
light was on.

"Matt! Look!"

Helooked up, and a herd of mammoths appeared on the other side of the pond. They milled
around in agitation, turning back and forth between the fire and the water where the big bull was
trapped. Onetook atentative step into the water, sank down to her massive ankle, and pulled back

out.

Matt thought her because, though they were gigantic, none were as big as the doomed bull. Say,
ten feet high, tops. One big cow made her decision, and was heading around the water. The others



hesitated, not seeming to want to leave the bull, terrified of the fire, pulled to follow what seemed to
be the herd leader. But they soon fell into line behind her. In afew momentsthey would beright on
top of Matt and Susan.

"Comeon, let'stry to keep the pond between us!”

"Susan, there's..." Helooked again at the time machine. The green light was on.

"What? What? We've got to get moving, Matt!"

"It'son," hesad, smply.

Susan frowned at him, licked her lips, and raised the elephant gun to her shoulder.

"Do what you can," shesaid.

Matt squatted down and opened the box.

The seven by seven by seven array of clear marbles was glowing with apearly internd light. It
was hypnotic, and strangely soothing. He could amost forget where he was, what was going on....

He touched the cube with hisfinger. It waswarm, and hummed with energy. He fdt hiseyes
going out of focus, felt the rippling patterns of light playing with hismind. It wasn't an unpleasant
feding... but he knew time was running out. Or moving by, or he was moving down timesarow ina
way he couldn't completely understand. What istime? Can it be experienced any other way? There
were mathematical systemsthat said it was possible. He brought those equations to mind, some of
them reaching as far back as Albert Eingtein, others new and untried.

He thought he was beginning to see a pattern.
"Métt, they're heading thisway."
"Quiet. I'vegot to think."

"Quiet? Damn it, Mait..." But she shut up, and aimed the gun toward the gpproaching
mammoths. He looked up in time to see her elevate the barrdl and fire over their heads. The report
was deafening, and the mammoths stopped in their tracks. But, possibly more important, it broke
Matt's concentration.

I'm going crazy, hethought. I'm twelve thousand years from home, knedling on the edge of a
deadly tar pit, a dozen seven-ton behemoths bearing down on us while the land burns and unseen
savage hunters lurk somewhere out there ready to kill usand cook usif the mammoths somehow
miss... and I'm worried about alittle box of marbles.

But he knew he wasright. It wasthelittle box of marblesthat had got them here, somehow, and
somehow it would get them out. So he concentrated.

Soon he was back into whatever zone he had started to enter. He didn't know how to describe
it, but it was a place he had learned to access when he was about six. At first it was arithmetic. He



could stare a apage full of numbers and see relationships among them. Adding them up or finding
percentages was just the start; the longer he stared, the more he saw. He felt the numbers were

Spesking to him.
A few years|ater the concepts of dgebraand geometry hit him like puberty would in hisearly

teens. The ideathat anumber could be anything, that a series of numbers could describe a shape...
he was hooked for life. He invented his own form of caculus before he wastwelve.

Now this hypercube was speaking to him, not in words, but in patternsthat almost made sense.
Hismind whirled, afew steps behind, then a step behind, then half a step.

Without thinking too hard about it, he picked up the cube and twisted it, just like a Rubik puzzle.
Thetop layer rotated easily, and locked into place. The pattern of chasing lights changed, but nothing
dsedid.

Thisis crazy. But heignored the smal voice, and twisted again.

The cube became filled with light, and Matt felt hiseyes crossing asit collgpsed inonitsef ina
way impossible to describe, and suddenly it was sSix by six by six.

The cube went through another iteration that twisted Matt's ssomach. It happened in a series of
quick steps, each one of them seeming logical and inevitable, yet when it was done the cube wasfive
marbles on aside, and there smply wasn't any placethe... Six cubed minusfive cubed equas
ninety-one... the ninety-one marbles on the outer surface to have gone. But they were gone, either
compressed into the middle of the cube or turned through another dimension to a place hismind
couldn't follow.

When Susan fired the gun again, Matt barely heard it. He was committing the events he had just
seen to memory, though aready he felt them fading, in the manner of avivid dreamlosingitsgrip on
redlity with the return of consciousness.

"Matt, we've got to run.”

"Three more seconds.” He wasn't sure where the figure came from, but he knew it was accurate.
He hoped it would be enough time.

Twist. Four by four by four. Sixty-four marbleseft.
Twist. Twenty-seven left. It had to be getting tight in there.
Twist. Only eight now.

Twist.

Helooked up to see aL os Angeles city bus bearing down on him.

16



THE herd of mammoths appeared on the Miracle Mile at 10:18 P.M. on a Thursday night,
amost two days after a building belonging to Howard Christian vanished in SantaMonica

THE matriarch of the herd didn't have aname, but the press would soon dub her Big Mama.
Big Mamawas pissed.

Firg it was the pipsquesk bipeds with their annoying little spears, too smal to do much damage
to amammoth but hurtful if one dared get in close enough to jab, carrying the hateful bright hot light,
setting the world on fire. Then along rush through the night, blinded and sumbling and terrified. Then
Big Daddy sinking up to hisbdly in the sticky pit. It was at that point Big Mamabegan to get angry.

Big Mamawanted to try to help Big Daddy out of the black goo, and would have, even at the
risk of getting caught hersdlf... but the world was on fire. So for afew minutes she had dithered,
swayed back and forth by conflicting duties and impulses and ingtincts, until something inside her
findly broke and sheleft Big Daddy to hisfate. It was a moment that seldom came to domesticated
elephants, but trainers dreaded it like nothing el se, because when an eephant's normally placid temper
broke, she was capable of doing amost anything.

What Big Mamawanted to do waskill afew of these pesky bipeds. As she rounded the tar pit
she could actualy fed biped bones crushing under her mighty feet. It was agood feding.

The explosion of sound startled her and stopped her in her tracks. Another member of the herd,
the one with the notch in her |eft ear, mother of the third child to be born last birthing season, actualy
collided with her, something that would have been unthinkably rude normaly, and would have earned
her abig cuff on the head. Big Mamahardly noticed it. She had no ideaadug of lead big and fast
enough to have torn through her massive skull had passed afew feet over her head. She only knew
she hated that sound. She didn't want to go toward it.

But what was she to do? Behind her the land still burned, and she could smell the gpproaching
hunters even over the stench of smoke. After another few moments she lowered her tusks, amed at
the two bipeds, and charged.

Before she had taken three steps, everything changed.

SUSAN was between Matt and the bus, with her back to it, her whole concentration on the
herd of mammoths bearing down on them. Asthe brakes of the bus began to shriek, Matt got up and
dived a her, hisarms extended, and lifted her right off her feet, thrusting her out of the path of the bus.
Then there was no time to do more than put out his hands as hisfeet got tangled under him. Hewas
faling backward when the bus struck him, the bike rack on the front missing him by an inch. The back
of his heed hit the pavement and his vision wasfilled with bright points of light for amoment... then he
looked up to see the bottom of the front bumper of the bus just above hisface and, inchesfrom his
head, amassive gray foot smelling of urine and tar and € ephant shit. Just above that, he had an
astonishing worm's-eye view of afull-grown Columbian mammoth as she thrust forward with al the
strength in her body. Glittering cubes of safety glass showered down dl over him ashe closed his
eyes, hard, and hoped for the best.



SIGHT isthe fastest sense, and the first thing that assaulted Big Mamawas a scene in which she
recognized nothing. A human could not have been more baffled if she had been instantly transported
to the bottom of the sea.

Sound arrived next, and the only thing familiar in that cacophony was the terrified blegting of the
rest of the herd behind her.

Scent information was the last to arrivein her brain with her first massive inhaation, but it was
the most important to her, and the most awful of al, because there were literdly thousands of smellsin
the night air that were perfectly aien to her. In her norma surroundingsjust one strange scent made
for an exciting day, and she might linger over it for many minutes, fixing it in her comprehengvelibrary
of smells, far more vast than ahuman mind could comprehend.

Therewas a crumpled McDonad's cup lying in the gutter, which had held astrawberry shake;
she smelled that, had a pretty good ideawhere it was, no idea what it was, though she knew it was
edible asit was rdated to her mental folders labeled milk and berries. On the other Sde of the Street a
woman was waking a German shepherd on aleash and Big Mama smelled that, too. It was
something like the dire wolves she had awaysignored in her world, puny little animals, but aso
wildly different, and mixed with ahundred other smells she could separate but not identify: shampoo,
his mistresss perfume, dog food containing the cooked flesh of severd different animals plus carrots,
grains, charcod, and the metalic smdll of thetin the food had comein.

There were dozens of restaurants a short whiff away, each emanating athousand smells, very
few of them pleasant. There were athousand people on the street each with an odor as digtinctive as
aface, each wearing clothing made of aien substances, laundered in harsh detergents, and shoes
made from canvas and rubber and legther.

There were smdlls of creosote from phone poles, paint and plaster and brick from the buildings,
amongtrous panoply of chemicas used in processing paper and plastic and cloth and eectronic
devices and metals and ceramics, a phantasmagoric stench that could be summed up in aword no
puny Pleistocene biped had yet used in Big Mamasworld: civilization.

Over it dl, avast enveloping presence, was the apocalyptic smell she classified as burning tar,
the petrochemica miasma humans congtantly swam through, as obliviousto it asafish to water. The
burned tar products belched from the tail pipes of the bright, low, shiny animasthat darted past her on
all sdes, sweated off the oil-coated sides of their roaring guts, oozed off the hard asphalt surface she
stood on. It was asmell antithetical to everything her heart knew as wholesome, and she hated it.
Hated it.

Now here came another animd, an animal actudly larger than Big Mama, aunique and affronting
experiencein itself and one she normally would have run from, being at her center apeaceful and
cautious beast. But her capacity for caution was gone and there was nothing left but ared and blinding
rage. Sheturned, faced the creature, and lunged at it. Her tusks went right through its eyes, which
were hard and brittle and no match for ten feet of ivory. Insgde the beast she could see other
cregtures, more of the damned bipeds, screaming and fleeing toward the back of the thing's bright
alien belly. Thismade no sense, but she wasfar beyond any concept of sense. Sheroared again, and
tried to flip the creature onto its back. It was too heavy, so she put one huge foot into the broken eye



socket and stomped down onit.

MATT rolled through bits of broken windshield glass, rolled and rolled and was facing the bus
just in time to see the front end dam down on the pavement hard enough to score deeply into the
asphalt beneath it, the asphdt he had been lying on three seconds before. Dazed, overwhelmed by
too many things happening too quickly, he lay there and watched the mammoth attack the city bus
until hefelt ahard tug on hisarm, rolled over onto his back again, and looked up at Susan.

"Matt, you've got to get up!"

He scrambled to hisfeet. He was vaguely aware of people spilling out the back door of the bus,
tumbling over each other. Susan pulled him away and they staggered together to the sidewalk and
Matt watched as Big Mamadid battle. Still backing up, he hit something metal, turned, and redlized
he was backed up on the iron fence surrounding the tar pit. In addition to the animatronic mammoth
that had been mired in the tar for many years, there was now alive one, still struggling and trying to
freehimsdf.

How could that be? He had to accept that it had happened, just asthe building and its contents
had been swept into the past by whatever forces the machine had unleashed... but did the tar the
mammoth was mired in come aong with him—was he stuck in Pleistocene tar, or twenty-first-century
tar? How can | think about a thing like that with half a dozen mammoths raging through
moder n-day Los Angeles?

If Susan was being bothered by such questions she gave no sign of it. She raised the elephant
gun to her shoulder and fired it at Big Mama. It made a pathetic little chunk, with no recoil at al, and
Matt redlized it was the tranquilizer gun. She must have picked it up when he dropped it. She racked
another dart into it and fired again, and then athird time, before lowering the barrel toward the
ground.

"I'm afraid any more might kill her," shetold Mait.

"Susan... you may havetokill her."

"No," Susan said. "If that hasto be done, you doit."

Ashetook the gun from her, he noticed for the first time that tears were running from her eyes.
He redlized with ashock that this must be the redlization of an eephant trainer'sworst nightmare: one
of her charges running berserk, too angry to reason with and too big to be stopped by anything short
of deadly force. He imagined she had envisioned this Situation in nightmares, on deegpless nights.

Herased the gun and amed it a the mammoth, then wondered where the brain wasin that
massve head. Should hetry for the heart? And where was that?

"A littleto theleft, Matt," she Sghed. "But don't shoot unlessyou haveto.”

"l wouldn't dream of it." But if the mammoth turned thisway and took... what, two steps?... he
knew he would haveto.



Make it three steps. And one more for Susan.

|F the extraordinary events of that night had happened twenty years earlier, the LAPD would
have beenill-prepared to deal with them. Back then, apolice specia .38, anightstick, and a shotgun
were deemed adequate for any Situation an officer might be likely to encounter. But severa events of
the intervening years had stretched the bounds of likelihood, including an encounter with two bank
robbersin the Valey armed aswell as athird-world nation, the Rodney King riots, several incidents
involving gangs and drug deal ers packing tank-killers and surface-to-air missiles, and one actua
incident of an escaped € ephant run amok.

Now dl officers carried 9mm Glocks with twenty-cartridge magazines. Most patrol cars had
military assault rifles and concussion grenadesin the trunk. Stationed around the city were specid
wesgpons vehicles that could be anywhere with ten minutes notice. And if dl sefailed, if howitzers
and hdlicopter gunships were called for, there were arrangements with National Guard units that could
be brought to bear anywhere in no more than haf an hour.

A herd of half-crazed mammoths was a problem, but not an insoluble one.

Asin any such stuation, the first minutes were chaos. The word "mammoth” was never uttered
over apolice radio until long after the crisis was past; these were not pa eontol ogists who were called
upon to bethefirgt line of defense againgt the creatures, they were police officers, and to aman and
woman they referred to the animas as dephants, according to the well-known principle that if you
hear hoofbeats your first thought should be horses, not zebras. If it'sgray, twelvefeet tal, weighsten
tons, hastusks and atrunk, anyone could be forgiven for caling it an eephant. Intheend, it didn't
reglly matter. Mammoths were just as vulnerable as elephants to the firepower the LAPD could bring
to bear in an escape situation, and that firepower was being assembled.

Totheir credit, the responding officers did not immediately set about wiping out the animals.
Their first priority wasthe protection of human life, but astrong second to most of them wasto
capture the dephants alive, if possible. Protection of property was clearly in third place, so thefirst
officers at the scene stood by as Big Mama demolished the city bus, onceit was clear there was no
oneingde and al nearby pedestrians and motorists had fled the scene.

Roadblocks were quickly established ablock away in dl directions from the site of the tempora
breakthrough, and lines of cops stood behind them pointing shotguns and handguns at what might
have been six, might have been eight milling and confused pachyderms. It was hard to tell in the dark,
which had been made worse when severd Streetlight poles were knocked over by confused
mammoths.

When two of the animals started to make a charge for freedom the officersin their path first tried
firing into the air, and unleashed such afusllade that the mammoths turned quickly and rejoined the
milling herd.

Thingsremained in astandoff for dmost five minutes.



HOWARD Chrigtian was not physicaly suited to being the only thing he had ever redly wanted
to be: asuperhero. He knew it was childish and so he had never told anyone of hisambition, not even
when he actualy was achild. What he redlly wanted to do was swing through the concrete canyons of
New Y ork on fibers of mutated spider silk, or grow sted clawslike hisfavorite X-Man mutant,
Wolverine

The only thing that had ever been super about him, however, had been his brain. During one of
the periods he had been in school he had been given an | Q test and the teachers had been so
impressed with the result they had sent him to another testing agency for amore accurate one. He
scored 185. The man giving the test told Howard it was the highest score he had ever seen on that
test. For years he had treasured that number, 185, and had amost convinced himsdlf it wasthe
highest score ever... but eventualy he learned of higher scores, of studentswho aced the SAT tests
on which he had managed only a 1540. So even in that he was not the best, not atrue mutant, not
superhero materidl.

But what was the Green Lantern without hisring, or Batman without his gadgets? Just guysin
gpandex suits, that'swhat. When hefindly convinced himsdlf of that he set about playing to his
srengths instead of bemoaning his wesknesses. He began building his own Fortress of Solitude, his
Bat Caveinthe sky.

Now the Dark Lord of Los Angeles, aso known as Howard Chrigtian, sat in the control seat of
the Eagle of Vigilance and surveyed hisredm.

He came here alot, mostly at night, and most of al when he was upset. It was agood fedling,
amogt reclining in the soft leather of the chair custom-built to his body, hisfeet on the pan and tilt
controls, no less than three keyboards arrayed in easy reach, the large red joystick with its array of
buttons built into the right armrest. Before him were eight large hi-def video screens butted together so
that they could display eight separate scenes or one sweeping panorama.

Heliked theterm Dark Lord, but that didn't mean he was bad. He felt hewas up herein the
tallest building in the world to do good, not evil. The dark part came from the fact that hewasa
cresture of the night, unknown to the populace that lay spread out below him. But the night meant
nothing to the Dark Lord. He had athousand eyes. L.A.'sarmada of traffic helicopters, security cams
on amogt every light pole in the city, and satellites that could read a newspaper from space.

If that was al he had, he would be nothing but the world's most high-tech voyeur. No, he had his
own secret wegpon concedled in the basement, known to only afew of his most trusted employees.
Its purpose was to shoot down suicide bombers approaching the Resurrection Tower in hijacked
arplanes. Travelersarriving and departing LAX didn't know it, but in addition to the FAA and
Homeland Security, their planes were being tracked by Howard's secret death ray.

It was, so far as he knew, the world's most powerful microwave laser. If the military had
something bigger, they weren't talking about it. It could burn a hole through armor plate, and cut an
airplanein half in amicrosecond. Of coursg, it wasthere only asalast resort. It had never been used.
But it gave him comfort to St herein his chair, following car chases with the crosshairs centered on
somefleeing sack of shit, knowing he could vaporize the bastard with one squeeze of thetrigger.

Matthew Wright. Matt and Susan and a whole goddamn warehouse full of elephants and
the frozen corpse of a mammoth. Where did they go?



Howard turned his thoughts away from that, for the hundredth time that day. That's what held
come up hereto the Eagle of Vigilancefor, to get hismind off thisinsoluble problem.

Matt Wright, whose 1Q on the Stanford-Binet maxed out somewher e between 210 and
240... the scale wasn't very useful in that range....

"Stop it," he said, then was startled that he had spoken aoud.

He roamed the night with histhousand eyes, hisfinger on thetrigger, his earstuned to the police
radio.

17

BIG Mamatook considerable satisfaction from stcomping the big square animal. It was al sharp
edges and hard asrock, and it stank like nothing she had ever encountered, but none of that bothered
her. After she had knocked its eyes out she devoted herself to destroying the creature's head. Done
with that she hurried to its Side and began pushing, meaning to turn it on its Side and attack what might
be the softer underbelly. The thing might be dead aready, but she wanted to make sure.

But something felt wrong.

Shedidn't fed so good. Her head was swimming. Her massive legs felt wobbly; she swayed for
amoment, then shoved again at the big square mongter. In her rage, she had not even fdlt the tiny
bites of the tranquilizer darts asthey pricked her leathery skin, but the sedatives they had contained
were rgpidly doing their work.

She heaved again, and the creature dmost went over but then it was too much, Big Mama
backed off, and the thing rocked back onto itsround, smelly feet.

She blinked, and looked around, feding more exhausted than she had in her long life. She could
no longer remember where she was. What were dl these new smells? What were these lights up on
shiny treeswith no limbs on them? What were al these noises? Big Mamawas confused. She went
down on her knees. Maybe if she could just deep for alittle...

Inamoment, Big Mamafel onto her sde.

THE herd was dready way beyond upset. They were separated from the matriarch, huddled
and milling together next to atal, smooth cliff. The diff was made of something smooth and clear as
water, but which seemed to have no smell a all. Severd timesthey had tried to get to Big Mamal's
side, and each time some of the two-legs with dark blue heads had pointed sticks at them. These
sticks weren't sharp, but they were horribly noisy, noisier than anything any of them had ever heard
except thunder. There wasfire insde the sticks, and smoke, and the smoke smelled awful.

Now Big Mamafell over on her sde. The betafemale, what humans might have called the
magter sergeant of the herd, raised her trunk, smelled Big Mamas distress, and bellowed.



SUSAN had tried to fire her remaining tranquilizer darts at the herd of mammoths down the
sreet, while the big matriarch was still occupied in her epic battle with the Los Angeles city bus, but
she couldn't seeif she hit anything with the three darts she fired. Shetried to get closer but wasturned
back by police, who didn't have timeto listen to her explanation that she might be able to sedate the
beasts. All her arguments were turned aside, and she saw thiswasn't the time to stand on principle.
The cops were barely organized, frightened, and anything could trigger adisaster.

By then Big Mamawas staggering, looking around in bewilderment. Shelet out amighty bellow.
Then shefdl on her side. Down the Street, the herd began trumpeting.

THE firg cal came from afrantic patrolman crouching behind his car door. He reported a
rampaging € ephant, then three elephants, and then an entire herd of eephants. Howard'sfingersflew
over hiskeyboards as other officers responded, giving their locations and estimated time of arrival a
the corner of Wilshireand LaBrea

One of the screens before him promptly displayed the three commercid satdllites currently in
range of the Los Angeles area. Through long practice, Howard quickly trandated the positions and
derived their look-down anglesin his head, then selected GEOS-324 as the one with the best view
down Wilshire. Asanorma user he would have to make an gppointment or getinlineto gain
controlling accessto one of the satdllite's array of five high-resimaging systems, but Howard owned a
company that owned acompany that owned GEOS-324, so he punched in an override code, and
somebody got bumped. A blurred image of five city blocks appeared on another screen, from an
angle thirty degreeswest off the vertical from the corner of Wilshire and La Brea. He touched another
control and the camera zoomed in until only two blocksfilled the screen. Available light in the city was
usudly enough for a pretty good picture, but Howard wasn't satisfied with what he was seeing, so he
brought up aprogram for real-time enhancement, and the picture clarified and brightened
considerably.

In the back of hismind was an equation he could not justify, but which nagged him nonetheless
on alevel that made his hands sweety: One herd of eephants vanishing in Santa Monica= One herd
of elephants gppearing on the Miracle Mile. Therewasadizzy logic to it that some primitive level of
hismind could not dismiss. Those must be hislost €ephants. He had seen films of what arampaging
elephant could do, and the idea of a herd of them running wild through a city was dmost too
frightening to contemplate.

The picture on his screen wasn't very clear. It looked asif some streetlights were out in the
target area. He brought up an infrared image on a second screen. He enhanced it. He was presented
with aview down Wilshire, looking east. Already quite familiar with interpreting the night-vison
infrared orbital cameras, he quickly picked out aline of vehiclesthat weren't moving, out inthemiddle
of the street, the brightest part of them being the unseen engines under the hoods. Near the curb by
the park that surrounded the tar pits and the museum was alarger heat source that he quickly
identified asacity bus, and right in front of it was amassive, moving object. He clicked up the
magnification twice. It surelooked like an dephant, and it was doing battle with the bus. Beyond it, he
could see police cars, doors open, with officers crouching behind them.



There was something odd about the elephant. Howard switched back to thevisiblelight lens,
and clicked it up two more notches. The resulting picture was grainy and indistinct, even with the
redl-time enhancement, but he immediately noticed the fantagtically long tusks, the hump behind the
animal's head, and the incredible sze, four or five feet taller than hisIndian elephants. Howard was the
first person in Los Angdlesto redize that the city was facing an invasion of mammoths.

THIStime when the herd charged, the fusiliade of shots over their heads had little or no effect.
The mammoths emerged a adead run from the shadows of the building where they had been milling
in confusion, and nothing less than the firepower to stop atank was going to do anything about it. That
sort of ordnance was on itsway, estimated time of arriva five minutes. But for now the LAPD faced
the thundering herd with nothing but handguns and assaullt rifles. None of the weapons at hand had the
punch to reach amammoth's brain or heart.

They held their fire as the herd reached the prostrate form of Big Mama, but the animals paused
only long enough to snuffle at the deeping mammoth with their trunks. The mammoths could tell from
her smdll that she was not dead, and they could seetherise and fall of her massive chest, and they
might have wondered why she had picked this moment, of al moments, to lie down and snooze, but
they didn't linger on the question. What was clear was that something was horribly wrong. The beta
femae, now the de facto herd leader, made her second command decision, raising her trunk and
bellowing, aterrible declaration of frustration and rage that reached right down to the monkey part of
the human brain to make every hair on the body stand up. Instantly the whole herd wheeled and
charged at the line of police cars stretching across the broad street.

The cops held their positions, and most held their fire, but they couldn't hold it forever. A shot
rang out, then another, and the first burst from an automatic rifle set off afusiliade that stopped the
mammothsin their tracks.

The bullets from the handguns did little more than irritate the beadts, but theriflesdid regl
damage. One cow fell to her knees, then staggered up, her head streaming blood. Thefiring
continued, and the charge was stopped. The herd whedled and took off rapidly in the opposite
direction, west on Wilshire,

Asmany police and soldiers have learned when in afirefight, once you have started firing your
weagpon it can be very hard to stop until it istimeto reload. The hail of lead continued asthe
mammoths ran away from the police line. Now they were being hit from behind.

Indl timesand in dl thingsthere was one prime ingtinctive directive dl mammothslived by: The
Herd sticks together. But now herd civilization collgpsed, just ashuman civilization did when a
hundred people tried to escape a burning building through asingle door. The herd ceased to exit,
they no longer pressed together as they ran, but each ran blindly in whatever direction |ooked best to
her overloaded senses. The stedl and glass canyon of Wilshire Boulevard channeled them, but some
were in the middle of the street, some on the sidewalks, and the one who had gone to her knees was
stumbling, bewildered, over rows of parked cars, crushing hoods and trunks.

They went three blocksin avery short time, and found themselves facing another row of police
cars, bumper to bumper acrossthe road. Thistime the order to fire was given quickly, and once more
the mammoths came to a hdt, not as agroup thistime, but one by one asthe bulletstore into their



thick hide. One went down, fell on her side, and though she was breathing, she did not get up. None
of the other mammoths cameto her, they were far beyond noticing afalen comrade now. The
survivors wheeled once more and headed east. The street was spotted with dark puddies of blood.

Severd officers came out from behind their patrol cars and began to advance on thefleeing
mammoths, firing as they went. To the east, more officers were doing the same.

"NO!" Susan shouted. " Stop shooting!" Matt had to grab her and pull her back againgt the
partidly destroyed fence surrounding the tar pit, then force her to the ground as bullets whizzed
through the air al around them. They huddled on the ground and watched asthe herd fell apart, broke
againgt the western line of cops, turned, and came back toward the origina killing ground. One was
down, and a second seemed to have injured herself badly, tearing aforeleg open on ajagged piece of
metal from a Toyota Land Cruiser she had scomped dmogt flat.

"Herethey come again,” Matt said. "Maybe we should get behind the fence here. It won't stop
them, but it might channd them away from us."

Susan could only sob as Matt pulled her to her feet and through the hole in the fence, where they
crouched alittle down the dight dope and watched the daughter continue.

HOWARD watched with increasing horror as the scene unfolded before his satellite-aided eyes.
The big green blobsin the infrared cameras charged west, then east, then west again. One, then two
of them ceased to move.

Hisfrustration was growing. Because of the location of the tar pits, even with hissituation highin
the Resurrection Tower to the south of the unfolding action, he had doubted he would be able to get a
look with the telescope in the tower. He could see things happening in the nearby mountains, seeinto
windows on the sdes of buildings that faced him, and the roofs of dmost any building within fifteen
miles, but atwo- or three-story building two miles away always blocked hisview of the street beyond
it. Hisrecollection of the LaBrea Tar Pits areawas that such buildings stood between him and the
disagter unfolding on Wilshire.

But he called up amap of Los Angeles and was surprised to see he might almost have aclear
sightline right down Curson Avenue. He might be able to see the herd as they passed that street, for a
few seconds.

Bringing the telescope on line, he quickly aimed it north, then digned it with Curson Avenuein
time to see the remainder of the herd, now caught in amurderous crossfire from both ends of
Wilshire, turn one by one and thunder in his direction, big aslife though amost three milesaway. He
thought he could see the blood streaming off their heads asthey ran. He even fancied he could seethe
terror intheir eyes.

Onething hewas sure of. He could see the thin line of police cars, three of them set across
Curson, not quite bumper to bumper, with only six officers sanding behind them. And not quitea
block beyond them, so that Howard was |ooking over their heads, was asingle yelow strip of police



tape tied to lamppogts, holding back a crowd of several hundred people who had come out of their
houses in the resdentia neighborhood, probably drawn by the sound of gunfire.

The scene unfolded like a bad dream. The mammoths turned south down the street. The police
could be seen shouting at each other, unprepared for what was bearing down on them. Two broke
away without firing ashot, running toward the crowd of civilians and screaming a them. The other
copsfired a the mammoths... three, four, five of them, Howard counted... then they too turned and
ran. Most of the crowd started to run but, incredibly, afew stood their ground, asif they thought they
were watching atelevison show or aredly good movie specid effect. Only when the mammoths
crashed over and through the prowl carsdid the redlity of the Stuation completely sink in.

With aflash of heat on hisface, Howard redlized... Thisisit. Thisismy superhero moment.

Howard had made many important decisonsin hislife, critical decisons, even momentous
decisons. But every oncein awhile—and it was by no means certain that a particular person would
ever find himsdf in this Stuation—you might find yoursdf looking a something that you knew must be
decided in the next two or three seconds, and that the lives of people you could see would be
affected, not financidly, but in the saving or losing of lifeitsdf. A Stuation where amistake would be
expressed in the spilling of innocent blood, and where proper conduct would save that life. Copsand
firemen and medica people faced these Situations as part of their jobs. Superheroes faced these
life-or-death choicestwo or threetimesin every issue. And they acted.

Howard acted.

The narrower street had funneled the individua mammoths back into something resembling a
herd. They were no more than fifty feet from the first fleeing onlookers. Beyond that there was nothing
to stop them &l the way to San Vicente Boulevard, where traffic was till flowing normdly. If they
weren't sopped now, they might rampage for along time through residential neighborhoods before
the LAPD could corner them and bring them to their inevitable end.

That they were doomed seemed beyond argument. So, with asick feding in his tomach,
Howard Christian brought the crosshairs to bear on the bloodied head of the lead mammoth, and
squeezed the trigger.

Down in the bottommost basement of the Resurrection Tower, behind avault door monitored
by aretinal scanner that would recognize and admit only three peoplein the world, sat the Beam of
Death. It wasn't as big as you'd expect it to be, no larger than a standard outdoor garbage can,
though the other devices needed to charge it and operateit filled afair-sized room. Massive cables
atached it to the fuson power plant located on the leve just above, and when Howard squeezed the
trigger eectricity flowed through these cables and pumped energy into the laser. For aningtant, al the
lights of the Resurrection Tower, shining opulently through the southern Cdifornianight asthey aways
did, dimmed. The energy that had been accumulating leaped forth, straight up through avacuum pipe
running through the center of the building, hit amoveable mirror just behind the eye of the Eagle of
Vigilance, and burst forward into the air. The beam spread only dightly in the nanosecond it took to
travel from the tower to Curson Avenue, losing no more than 2 percent of its power. Another 1
percent was lost to resistance of the moleculesin the air, and for a second there was a corridor of
charged particles and steam that might have been visble in the daytime, but which quickly dispersed.
Someone below might have heard afaint hiss of the beam's passage, but in most placestraffic noise
was much louder. Other than that, the Beam of Death was virtudly undetectable. There wasno



blazing streak of red or green or violet light, no Hollywood sizzle or zep or rolling thunder of
specid-effect sound. Just that little hiss and amomentary tunnd of fog. The effect when the beam hit
the first mammoth was spectacular enough to make up for al that.

THE firing continued for afew more seconds, then an eerie quiet descended over the stret,
broken amost a once by the arrival of the first police helicopter. Those present were later shocked to
learn that only seven minutes had passed from the mammoths first gppearance to their headlong flight
down Curson.

Asthe searchlight beam from the helicopter played over the street in front of the tar pits, officers
began to emerge from behind their vehicles, shaken but till very much pumped. Many of them waved
to the helicopter pilot, directing him to the street where the mammoths had turned. The blinding pool
of light sivung down Curson, and the men and women in bluefollowed, & arun.

WHEN the shooting stopped, Matt and Susan clambered up the dope from the edge of the tar
pool and saw the police heading down Curson, right in front of them.

"Come on!" Susan shouted, and started running down the street.
"What are we going to do?" Mait asked when he caught up with her.
"Stop them,” she said.

"Stop..." He supposed asking her how was not the sort of thing a supportive soul mate should
do, but he couldn't help wondering. He wasn't sure Susan meant to stop the mammoths or the police,
or both, and wasn't sure which would be the easier task, but he had to admire her flat-out,
no-questions-asked, no-prisoners-taken commitment.

And looking ahead, he began to wonder if stopping the police would even be agood ides,
assuming they could do it, because just beyond them the battered and bloodied herd had just swept
asdethethin wall of police cars on the narrow side Street and were within afew feet of the haf-dozen
gpectators too dow, stunned, or stupid to move out of the way. He saw ayoung mother holding a
crying child, rooted to the spot, and an old man clinging to hisaluminum walker. It looked to Matt like
there was nothing to stop or even dow down the thundering herd.

That was when the firs mammoth exploded. There was no big bang and no flames. The massive
head smply came apart in ashower of blood and meat and bone, and the ten-ton pachyderm hurtling
along at fifteen or twenty miles per hour stopped dead and was shoved backward ten feet asif by a
giant hand, tumbling onto its back and into the mammoth following it. A stream of blood fountained
from the corpse like a high-pressure hose into the face of the second mammoth, which fell over the
body, bellowing in terror. Matt thought he could hear abone snap in the anima'sforeleg, but it was
struggling to itsfeet whenit, too, blew up. Thistime Matt heard a sound he later described asagiant
hammer hitting adab of meat on abutcher's block, and huge chunks of the mammoth's body were
flying through the air. The air wasthick with the smell of burning meat. The anima wasadmost cut in
half, dead beforeit hit the ground.



The cops had stopped running and smply stood there, weapons pointing at the ground, amost
as stunned as the mammoths. Matt and Susan came to astop afew yards behind the police, breathing
hard.

"What is happening, Matt?' she gasped.

"I have noidea." Then helooked down the Street, past the traffic at the end, beyond the low
buildings, and saw the bright pinnacle of the Resurrection Tower looming through the night. The eyes
of the gigantic eagle were looking right at him, and they glowed with bright menace.

Things began diding into place in Matt'smind, likelittle marbles diding around in their meta
racks.

HOWARD fired athird time, then afourth, and now there was only one mammoth left standing.
The animd didn't even try to move. All thefight, even al the fear seemed to have gone out of her. Too
overloaded with impossible sights and sounds, standing in the middle of the carnage that had been her
herd, the only home she had ever known, she smply gave up. Blood seeped from dozens of bullet
wounds.

The young woman with her child had finally managed to get moving and was nowhere to be
seen. There was no one left within fifty feet of the lone surviving mammoth, in fact, but the old man
standing with hiswalker, looking at |east as stunned as the mammoth. He could dmost have reached
out and touched her.

Then a the bottom of his screen Howard saw two bulky men in black clothing and helmets
running north on Curson, their backsto him. They were thefirst of the specia wegponsteamsto
arive, in full combat gear and bringing something heavy enough that they had to carry it between
them. They took a position a hundred feet away and set the weapon down on atripod. One of the
men sguatted behind it.

The old man had gotten maybe ten feet away from the mammoth when she began to follow him.
She had never been the alpha, beta, or even gamma cow in the herd, she had been following all her
lifeand now, in her extremity, her ingtinct took over.

Therewas aflash of light, and Howard realized the specia weapons team had fired awarning
shot over the cow's head.

"No, don't shoot," Howard muttered through clenched teeth.

But they did. Howard saw fingers of orange light streak from the barrel of the machine gun—

—AND Matt saw aline of big holes stitch themselves across the last mammoth's side and,
incredibly, punch out the other. The noise of the gun was stunning. Susan's fingerstightened on his
biceps and her fingernails dug in hard enough to draw blood, but he hardly fdt it.



The mammoth must have been dead before her knees even touched the pavement. She tottered
like that for amoment, then fell onto her side.

FOR Howard, it dl happened in aghastly silence, like watching ahorror movie with no sound
track. First the awful necessity of killing those magnificent beasts, blood of innocents on hisown
hands, he accepted that respongbility.

Heliked animals; he would never have bought the circusif he hadn't.
Plus, the value of aherd of mammoths was amost beyond calculation.
Plus... imagine the liability problemsif thisincident could somehow be traced back to him.

But that last one, that poor stunned animal could have been stopped, could have been contained,
captured, caged, possibly even patched up and trained. If it was permanently maddened from this
trauma, it would be agold mine even in azoo setting. But trained, performing...

In hismind's eye he saw the lightsdim in the big top, heard the drum roll, heard the dramatic
voice of the ringmaster, hisvoice echoing over the public address.

"And now, ladies and gentlemen and children of all ages... Ringling Brothers, Barnum and
Bailey Circus... a Howard Christian Company... the Greatest Show On Earth for over a
century... proudly presents... after an absence from planet Earth of over ten... thousand...
years!... The Columbian Mammoth!" 1t was an announcement he had been dreaming of for over a
decade, and now not only did he not have living mammoths from the pagt, dl hismost promising
hybrids had vanished to wherever his building, his host-mother e ephants, and two of hisemployees
had gone. Howard didn't know where that was, but it was starting to look like it was the Pleistocene
Era

God damn them, trigger-happy cops.

Hetook alast look at the scene of daughter, the remains of what could have been the biggest
circus attraction the world had ever seen, now just hegps of steaming meat with a baffled old man
Sitting on his ass on the asphat beside hiswalker right in the middle of it, and reached for his phoneto
dial Warburton. Howard sensed there was going to be a lot of coverage of thisincident, inquiries,
commissions, press snooping around, private "advocates' of one stripe or another, most of them
looking for somebody to sue for damages, and he needed to dert his senior fixer to get cracking on
containment, at whatever cost. Then he spotted Matthew Wright standing there on the street behind
theline of police.

Matt Wright, Doctor Matthew Wright, with his 1600 SATS, his1Q off the end of the charts,
Matt Wright who was able to do without apparent effort things that Howard Christian had worked his
assoff dl hislifeto achieve. Matt goddamn Wright who had the temerity, the gdl to accuse Howard
of...

He zoomed in on Matt's face. It was a much more battered face than it had been the last time
Howard saw it. Blood and dirt were smeared acrossit in about equal measure. His clothes were



tattered, his hair wasfilthy. Howard nudged the controls of the telescopic sight and now, in addition to
dirt and a smear of blood, crosshairs appeared on Dr. Wright's forehead. Howard felt histrigger
finger twitch.

Matt was talking to awoman standing next to him. Howard redlized it was Susan, the elephant
keeper. She didn't look too grest, either, and she was crying. He wished he could hear what they
were saying.

For amoment, Mait was looking right into Howard's eyes, asif daring him to shoot. He could
amost fed the gigawatts of power gathered in the basement, coiled like asnake, ready to lash out at
the speed of light with the application of only afew ounces of pressure from Howard's finger.

Hetook adeep breath, and removed his hand from the trigger. At amost the same moment,
Matt turned and, pulling on Susan's hand, hurried away down Curson Avenue, directly away from
Howard, amogt asif he sensed the danger.

"Warburton!" Howard shouted into his microphone. "Warburton, get up here, you son of a
bitch! | need you!"

"SUSAN," Matt said, "I'm going to haveto go away for awhile."

They had returned to the corner of Curson and Wilshire, walking at first, then running, Matt
having to drag Susan. When they reached the sdewalk in front of the tar pit Matt stopped and looked
around. It was amazing, the amount of damage done. All the treesin the median strip had been
knocked down. Cars had been trampled. Shattered glass glittered in the remaining streetlights. There
wasthe smdll of spilled gasoline and gun smoke.

It took awhilefor Matt's statement to penetrate through the fog of horror in Susan's mind.
Findly shelooked at him and frowned.

"Go away? Where?'

"l don't know. There are somethings | have to work out. It may take... awhile. I'm not sure
how long."

"But how will I—"

"l can't say any more now, thereisn't time. I'll try to contact you as soon as possible. Until then...
it'svery important. | hope youll just trust me for now."

"I trust you, Matt, but—"

"I'm sorry, Susan, I'm truly sorry. But therésno time. | love you." Therewas no time, no time at
all, and he pulled her closeto him and kissed her fiercely, then turned and ran, not daring to look
back.

Susan tood there for amoment, watching him vanish into the night. Suddenly the reaction setin,



all the horror of the worst night of her life, and she sat down on the twisted remains of the fence that
had separated the sdewalk from the tar pits and the audio-animatronic mammoths that had been
forlornly waving their trunks at the passing traffic on Wilshire for decades. Emergency workers were
running up and down the street in front of her, police were setting up more secure barriers to keep out
the curious while the scene of the catastrophe wasinvestigated. Not far to her |eft people were
cautioudy approaching the huge bulk of Big Mama, gill on her side, and apparently till breathing.

Susan got to her feet and was about to movein the direction of Big Mamato seeif her life could
be saved, when something made her turn around and look at the outdoor dioramabehind her. At that
moment ahdlicopter, searching for any animals that might have been missed, swept its high-intensity
beam over the rubber mammoths, lingered for amoment, then moved on, apparently satisfied that
these were just museum exhibits.

But one of them wasn't. Cowering at the Sde of the femae on the bank of the tar pit, between
the cow and her calf, was a second baby mammoth, this one entirely covered in thick, reddish black
hair. It saw Susan and took a step toward her, then retreated back into the shadows of its new
surrogate mother and attempted to nurse.
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THE lights dimmed dowly under the big top until the audience in the bleachers, just back from
theintermission with their hands full of expensive popcorn and chips and fresh paper cups of beer,
was | eft in darkness broken only by the faint radiance seeping through the glassring of skyboxes
above and behind them, where the corporate sponsors and the very rich dined on primerib and
lobster and caviar and Sipped champagne. There was aburst of excited noise that gradudly fell away.
The sound of the eectronic music, when it came, hammered out of suspended planar speakerslikea
living thing, beginning on an dmost supersonic note and plunging rapidly to spaces way, way, way
bel ow the bass clef, became arumble that grabbed at the guts and shook one's entire body.

Then camethe voice of the ringmagter.

"Ladies and gentlemen... and children of all ages..."

A thousand computer-controlled pencil spotlights blazed in a hundred colors and swept crazily
around the arena as the music swooped stereophonically from one end of the big top to the other.
Fog belched from hidden ducts, and soon the spotlight beams were dicing through it like crazed laser
warfare.

"...Ringling Brothers, Barnum and Bailey Circus..."

The spotlights suddenly merged on agigantic, flat black curtain at the far end of the arena. The
curtain opened owly to each sideto reved... asecond scalloped curtain of red velvet.

"...a Howard Christian Company..."

The vevet curtain began to rise at atantalizing creep, the sound of athousand snare drums
beginning what sounded like the world'slongest drum roll. Sowly, dowly amassive proscenium arch



was reved ed: two stylized giant ground doths carved from ice, thirty feet tal, backed by astainless
gted arch that reached even higher.

"...the Greatest Show On Earth for over... one... hundred... and... thirty... years..."

Jungle sounds began to enter the mix, apolyglot, nonsensical, multicontinental cacophony of wild
animasthat might have been cribbed from an old Johnny Weissmuller Tarzan picture: monkeys
chattering, macaws cawing, lions and tigers and bears roaring, lizards hissing, kookaburras doing their
kookaburrathing.

"...takes you back to the last Ice Age, when vast sheets of ice covered the very ground we
now stand on..."

Now the collective gasp of the audience could actudly be heard over the hugely pumped sound
track asthe vast, billowing big top disappeared to be replaced by towering cloudsin asky so
impaossibly blueit hurt the eyes, the clouds forming and dissolving and whipping by in time-lgpse
madness, and maybe the guy Sitting next to you breathed in an awed voice How did they do that? if
he wasn't in on the trick, which was that, though the big top looked like agigantic tent from the
outsde—it was in fact a gigantic tent, outsde—the acres of canvas covered an inner layer that was
actualy theworld'slargest spread of millimeter-thick hi-def television screens which had cost
millions, set over an arenathat had been dug into the ground deeply enough that the "skyboxes' were
infact dightly below ground level, and the gently billowing shrouds of honey-colored canvas you had
been seeing for the last haf hour while the lights were up during the intermission was actualy only the
picture of theinsde of abig top.

"...and proudly presents..."

And now awind began to howl, acold wind thrust from asolid ring of ducts mounted atop the
skyboxes, awind generated from air that had been supercooling for three hoursin frosty refrigeration
chambers, impelled now into the arena by fansthat used to power supersonic wind tunnels. Hats were
blown off, hair mussed, and atrillion goosebumps crawled over acres of exposed skin. Children
ghrieked in ddight and women snuggled under the arms of their menfolk and complained of the chill
while the men laughed and tried to pretend they weren't cold, too.

"...after an absence from planet Earth of over ten... thousand... yeard!...."

Overhead, night fell rapidly, blazing stars embedded in asky so dark it shimmered like polished
obsidian, asky presided over by afull yellow moon that had to be five times—no, ten times—wait a
minute—twenty times as large as the moon ever gppeared from the Earth, eveninthe lce Age, the
moon was no closer then, was it, daddy? of courseit wasnt, it'swhat they cal artistic license,
sweetheart, or maybe they cdl it making it up asthey go dong, but it'saheck of ashow, isntit,
swestie, so why don't you be quiet for aminute and watch it?

And then, silence. Sllence and darkness, al the music and anima soundsand air blowers
suddenly quiet and dl the lights off, only the murmurings of the crowd filling the dark and dmost at
once that tapered off, too, as everyone knew something big was about to happen... and then, what
wastha smdl?

Wéll, it was essence of mammoth, that'swhat it was, and it wasissuing from tiny openingsin



each and every chair in the joint, angled up at the faces... and essence was the right word, but it was a
dightly edited essence, wasnt it, there was the musky smell of mammoth hide, the dusty smell of
mammoth feet, even the dightly rotten odor of masticated hay and pulverized fruits and vegetables that
made up the brown stuff that accumulated around mammoth teeth... but there was the merest whiff of
what was actudly the dominant olfactory impression one got if onewaked even within acity block of
any mammoth habitat and that was, not to put too fine a point to it, mammoth shit. But nobody ever
said the circus was about realism, the circus was about super redlity, taking red animasand people
and putting them on awonderful stage and hyping them up and watching them do fantastic things. And
the overpowering odor of mammoth dung swamping one's nostrils was definitely not on the menu of
anybody's concept of entertainment, so the carefully crafted smell had just awhiff, just enough to
titillate the noses of the city-bred audience, no worse than strolling through a carefully tended horse
barn at the county fair.

And talk about your superredlity, now the darkness of the giant screens overhead gave way to
shadowy movements, to vast bulks blocking out the stars and being briefly silhouetted against the
awesome globe of the moon. Legsthick as skyscrapers rustled through grasses astall aspinetrees al
around the arena, and for one brief, stunning moment, a dark phantom seemed to step right over the
crowd, one gargantuan leg at atime. And just when people were beginning to wonder if the
ringmaster was going to speak again or if he had been struck dumb by the wonder of it al, hisvoice
thundered out again with the words they'd al been waiting for...

"...The Columbian Mammoth... Big Mama!"

Wéll, that wasn't precisaly what they had been waiting for, but it was good enough, it would do
for now because everyone knew that what they had dl really come to see would be there in hisown
good time, thiswas merely setting the stage, and after dl, thiswas the Greatest Show On Earth, an
organization that would never disgppoint, these were circus people who knew that building the
anticipation was dmost asimportant to the show asthe main attraction itself.

And what abuildup!

The night sky was suddenly shattered by ameteor shower the likes of which the planet hadn't
seen sincethelast mgjor asteroid strike, first ahundred, then athousand streaks of blue-white and
pae yelow and blazing green, some exploding silently at the end of their trgjectories, then larger
chunks, some hitting the ground on the far side of the mountains that could now be seen not only by
maoonlight, but by meteor light. Explosions could be heard (and nobody cared that the speed of sound
dictated that most of those impacts wouldn't be heard until whole minutes had passed, thiswas show
business, not science) and it looked like the Earth was on fire over there, and then one hit on thisside
of the mountains and the entire gigantic building shook, hard enough to spill afew drinksin the
skyboxes and to cause gasps of genuine darm from those who hadn't read the warning in the program
books designed to prevent an earthquake panic ("Explosions, bright flashing lights, and harmless
saigmic effects are included in tonight's show!"). And not one voice was raised in protest that agiant
agteroid impact had killed off the dinosaurs, sixty million years ago, not the mammothsin the recent

past.

And now, hereit came... well, no, not yet, but once more no one complained, because what did
come was the elephants.

The great stedd doors beneath the arched icy ground doths sprang open and they lumbered out,



twenty of them, in full circusregdiaof red leather harness studded with brass, multicolored drapes big
enough to carpet afair-szed room hanging from their sdes, and headdresses of pink feathers. Ten
went |eft and ten went right around the oval arenafloor and they spread out evenly, then turned to
face the center. Then dl twenty eephants reared up on their hind legs and raised their trunks and
darted trumpeting, atruly amazing sound, considering thet their aready ear-splitting volume was
caught by throat mikes, amplified, and sent to the speakers overhead.

And now, thisisit, thisisredly and truly it. The spotlights converged on theicy arch and dowly,
hobbled by athick chain connecting her front legs, Big Mama lumbered into the center of the floor.

Y ou couldn't say she dwarfed the assembled Indian € ephants... well, P. T. Barnum probably
would have said it, he claimed his famous Jumbo stood thirteen feet high at the crown of his head, but
he never et anyone measure him while hewasdive... but she ood in relation to her attendant
pachyderms as a Clydesdale would to an ordinary horse. Shewasin fact thirteenfeet tal at her tallest
point, which was her massive, humped shoulders, and none of the Indian e ephant honor guard
topped out at much over ten feet... and cometo think of it, maybe that does qudify asdwarfing them.

But her tusks. Her tusks!

They werethe crowning glory of the Columbian Mammoth, growing dmost sraight out from her
face, then curving inward until they dmaost touched, ten feet from her mouth. They had been yelowish
in color when she was captured on the streets of Los Angeles, but assiduous dentdl care had made
them gleam white as atoothpaste advertisement.

Big Mamawas a show business veteran by now, used to the bedlam, the flashing lights and the
noise and the smellsthat a onetime were so dien to her. It aso didn't hurt that atranquilizer pill the
sze of an gpple had been mixed with her feed an hour before showtime because, though the circus
didn't liketo talk about it much, Big Mama till had a streak of wildnessin her, had been known to
lash out without warning, had in fact serioudy injured her chief trainer afew years ago because, after
al, you can't keegp an animd in atranquilized torpor twenty-four hours aday evenif, with an anima
like Big Mama, you might liketo.

But the big cow had never been known to act up when the spotlight was on her, it was amost as
if she enjoyed performing, and she was atrooper tonight, following docilely behind her handler, an
anonymous woman with adight limp dressed dl in black so asto be as unobtrusive as possible, like
those Japanese Bunraku puppeteers who manipulated their life-azed mannequinsright out in plain
sight but were hardly noticed. She lumbered once around the ring to thunderous applause, the crowd
on itsfeet, bringing down the house. On the screens above, dawn broke, and computer-generated
mammoths fully as convincing asred ones circled with her, and if you thought that forty or fifty
hundred-foot images of mammoths above would somehow detract from the mgesty, the massive
dignity, the sheer star power of Big Mama, you would have been wrong; this audience had been
weaned on huge screensin outdoor stadiums cheering for the Raiders or the Dodgers, they were used
to towering imagesin replay or magnifying the actions that were tough to see from the nosebleed
seats, they loved it, they understood it was just a setting, a backdrop, that it made Big Mama more of
atowering figure.

She made two circuits of the arenawith the ring of €l ephants dternately saluting her or being
urged into other tricks by their black-clad handlers—headstands, dances, daisy chains, stand
perches—and it helped cover up the fact that Big Mama essentialy had only one "behavior" to



demonstrate, which was standing on her hind legs with her head aimed up o that the tips of her tusks
werethirty feet above the ground, waving her trunk around and bellowing, and few people knew how
hard it had been to get a crusty old bitch like her to do even that. Training eephants, like training any
large and dangerous animd, relied on the animd accepting the unlikely idea that the human trainer,
though demonstrably smaller and weeker, wasin fact bigger and stronger than the trained anima, that
the human ought, by natural right, to be the dominant figurein the socia contract, and Big Mama
had been the leader of her herd for too long to accept that idea with any regularity or consstency
unlesslulled by large doses of tranquilizers.

"And now, ladies and gentlemen and children of all ages...," theringmaster intoned, and
blah, blah, blah, the show went on for afull half hour, astrange mix of Las Vegas and the Discovery
Channel. Showgirls swung down on ropes from hatches concealed in the overhead screen, cladina
lot of pink feathers and not much e se, and landed on the backs of the e ephants, who did more
tricks... sorry, behaviors. At the same time unctuous voi ces took the audience through the evolution of
the order Proboscidae, from the humble little piggish ancestra Moeritherium, up evolutionary
backwaters and dead ends to Dinotherium with its peculiar downturned tusks, Platyhelodon with its
massive shove jaw, pausing amoment to ponder the oddities of the Rynchotheres, of Stegodon,
Mastodon, Stegomastodon, Zygolophodon, and Archidiskodon, each defunct genus and species
faithfully rendered and animated on the heavenly telestrator like moving congtellations, until al headsin
the audience were swimming in more unwanted L atin gobbledygook than they'd encountered since the
classrooms of the ninth grade, right up to what the announcer implied were the three crowning glories
of the Probiscideans. Elephas, Loxodonta, and Mammuthus, better known as Indian and African
elephants and the family of mammoths: Imperia, Columbian, and Great Woolly. And the narrétive | eft
little doubt that of these the greatest of the great was the Great Woally.

So where was the Great Woolly? For thefirst time, the audience began to get alittle restless.

Thisdid not go unnoticed by the producers of the show. Hidden in every tenth seat were
electronic devicesthat functioned pretty much like alie detector, measuring heart and respiration rate,
palm sweet, and the pressure of butts on seats. Lasers were constantly scanning the audience,
measuring pupil dilation and analyzing posiure. These factors were inserted into acomplex
entertainment agorithm to produce a satisfaction index, and every night this presentation produced the
lowest value. But Howard Christian liked this part of the show, so it Stayed in.

Findly the arenawas cleared, the lights and the tent screens faded to black, and one spotlight
and every eyein the place swung once more to the grand entrance arch. Y ou could practicaly fed the
ringmaster take a deep bresth and then announce, in his most grandiloquent manner—which could
have taught the Lord God Almighty Himsdlf thundering "Let there be light!" athing or two about

pomposity—

"And now, without further ado, the star of the show, the most famous, the most bel oved
animal in the world, the Great Woolly Mammoth... Little Fuzzy!"

19

LITTLE Fuzzy the Great Woolly Mammoth was no longer exactly little, not redly fuzzy, and
technicdly not awoolly mammoth, but it was hard to deny his greatness. He was the biggest animal



gar in history, bigger than Jumbo, bigger than Seabiscuit, Lassie, Flipper, Secretariat, and King
Kong. He was bigger than Mickey Mouse.

HOWARD Christian had arrived on that night of carnage five years ago in a1935 Mercedes
roadster, one of the few sightsthat could have appeared on Wilshire Boulevard that would have
digtracted anyone's eye from the horrors al around. He was trailed by four Hummersfull of Beverly
Hills attorneys, public relations people, bodyguards, and genera fixers, under the command of
Warburton. Some of these people managed to work three cell phones at once, rousting everyonein
the Los Angeles areawho could help support the premise Howard Chrigtian was determined to
establish: that thisdebacle, al of it, was the responsbility of Howard Christian and no one else, that
he would indemnify the city and dl the citizens who had suffered damage, that he would in fact begin
cleaning up the mess right now... and that consequently, and as an acknowledgment thereof, sdlvage
rights would devolve upon him, his corporations and representatives and assgns, including the
sedated female mammoth lying by the bus, the bull mired up to hisearsin LaBreatar, and the heaps
of meat that used to be femae mammoths lying in the middle of Curson Avenue. That the animasthat
had appeared suddenly in the night were, in fact, his.

Within afew more minutes the police and emergency response commanders were answering
their own phones and getting their orders from the very top levels. Many of them resented it, at least
at firgt, until they saw how quickly and efficiently the scene was being managed, and then it occurred
to many of them that this could turn out to be the biggest shitstorm to hit L.A. since Rodney King, and
did they redly want their names written down anywhere near it? Of course they didn't. Thekilling of
the herd had gone out on live televison, and it was not going to go down well with animal lovers
around theworld. Best to let Chrigtian shoulder the blame.

Miraculoudy, there were no reports of anyone having been killed or even serioudy injured in the
catastrophe, though the property destruction had been enormous. Crime scene procedures were
drastically shortened, as no one could think of any actual crime that had been committed unless
someone had deliberately unleashed the animals on an unsuspecting city. So Big Mamaand her
daughtered herd were hastily photographed, even as Warburton's trucks were backing up to haul
them away. Thefate of the male mammoth, eventually to be known as Big Daddy, was handed off to
Howard and Warburton with dmost audible sighs of relief.

It wasn't until the arrival of alarge horsetrailer at the edge of the tar pit itself that anyone other
than Howard's people even knew there was a third mammoth till dive.

SUSAN witnessed the arriva of Howard's ridiculous car with morerdief than she would have
believed possble.

Every second for the last haf hour she had feared that she and the baby mammoth would be
discovered. The bull mammoth was mired no more than ahundred feet from where she stood, his
mighty head moving less and less frequently, histrunk lashing wildly, getting stuffed with the thick goo
which hewould then snort out, each time morefitfully than the last. Many times flashlights swept over
him and she heard people shouting about bringing up some big lights, but that was apparently delayed.



The gtreetlightsin the area were mostly knocked down, and the outdoor dioramawas in deep
shadow. Twice flashlightsilluminated the phony bull in the pool and the phony cow and calf standing
on the shore, but Susan was standing behind athick palm tree and whoever had the flashlight either
didn't seethered baby mammoth or accepted it as part of the display, even when he moved hislittle
trunk over the plastic flank of histemporary surrogate mother, and the beam moved on.

At first she had doubted her ability to keep the baby concedled. Looking at him, shefigured he
ran somewhere between three and four hundred pounds; if he wanted to bolt, how was she, a one
thirty soaking wet, going to stop him?

But he had proved amazingly tractable. Mostly he seemed content to hover in the shadow of the
big statue. If he started to move away Susan moved toward him, and he quickly retreated to what he
must have thought of as safety. It seemed reasonable, from his point of view. If this auntie hereisn't
afraid of the two-legs, why should | be?

She had no ideawhat to do. One thing she was sure of, though, and that was that this baby was
not going to be daughtered like the others, most of which were probably his aunts and one of which
was almost certainly his mother. If she had to stand between the baby and the bullets, so beit. She
was not going to let this one get away.

And s, for the firgt time since she had met him, she was happy to see Howard arrive. Whatever
else he might be, Howard was power, and power got things donein thisworld.

It took her awhile to get Howard's attention as he strode up and down the sidewalk above her,
shouting into his cell phone or at Warburton. The shadows that had protected her now frustrated her
in her attemptsto flag him down, there was gtill too much hubbub for her to easily make hersdlf heard,
and shewas afraid if she made too much noise she might spook the calf. Once Howard almost
seemed to hear her hissed words. He looked around and so did one of his bodyguards, but they
didn't see her. He strode off up the street and she almost cried.

Hewas back soon, but thistime a helicopter overhead drowned out any sounds she could
make. She scrabbled around on the dark ground, looking for agood rock, but al she could come up
with were afew clods of dirt. She started throwing them, and the third exploded at hisfeet. He stared
a it dumbly for amoment, then helooked up inthe air asif wondering if he was being pelted by
meteors, and at last one of his entourage pointed down the s ope to where Susan stood with one hand
held out and one finger held to her lips, hoping she was getting across Be quiet, and don't come
down here yet!

Howard gestured to another of his men, this one holding abig Maglite—the great man doesn't
even carry hisown flashlight, he hires help for that—and in amoment Susan's eyes were dazzled, then
the beam swept over the baby mammoth, on pagt it... and she heard a shout even over the racket of
the helicopter. Howard stood there with his jaw dropped and his eyes wide, then he shoved the
flashlight away and was franticaly sgnaling to his people, al of whom turned their backs, as Howard
did, asfour Los Angdes uniformed police walked by in the street. He stood there among them, hands
clagped behind himsalf and looking casually at the sky, in what he gpparently thought was an innocent
attitude. My god, was he actually whistling, too? Susan wondered how he ever got away with
anything asakid if that was the best he could do. When the cops had gone by, he casudly turned and
gave her abroad wink over his shoulder. Her opinion of his ability to handle this mess plummeted.



She needn't have worried. Howard had learned long ago the secret of getting things done, and it
was smple: Hire the people who know how to get things done. He was at that moment surrounded
by adozen such types, headed by the very able Mr. Warburton, the ablest of them all. If Warburton
didn't know how to get it done, he knew somebody who knew somebody who knew somebody who
did. So heturned to Warburton and said:

"Forget dl other priorities| just gave you. We need that baby mammoth out of here, and the
sooner the better.”

Warburton turned to one of his minions and gave hisingructions, and more phone callswere
made. Ten minutes later amoving van pulled up to the closest police tape on Wilshire, and adozen
very large men got out. They were given their ingtructions, and proceeded cautioudy down the gentle
dope to where Susan was standing. They surrounded the little mammoth, ropes were atached, and
the squeding infant was unceremonioudy wrestled up the dope, over the collapsed fence, and into the
back of the van, while a crowd of cops, emergency workers, reporters, and curiosity seekers|ooked
on. Live images of the capture were fed to aworldwide audience by the dozens of news cameras
present both on the ground and in the air.

Susan was dready working her telephone as the door dammed on the back of the van—and
kicking hersdf for not thinking of it afew minutes ago. She could have caled Howard, standing fifty
feet away! But things had been alittle hectic there, and she hoped she could be forgiven for
overlooking it.

Sheknew dl the e ephant keepers from the Griffith Park Zoo, and within an hour most of them
were on their way to the Miracle Mile.

When Big Mamawoke and staggered to her fest, it wasto find hersalf completely immobilized
with ropes and nets. She was bullied and prodded until, not without difficulty, she wasinduced up the
ramp of agiant stake-sided flatbed truck to begin her dow progress through streets lined with most of
the population of Beverly Hills, Hollywood, and al intervening Los Angeles neighborhoods until she
reached the €l ephant house at the zoo, at three in the morning.

At the same time crews were trying to figure out how to rescue Big Daddy, but it was hopeless.
By thetime Big Mamaarrived a her temporary new home, the bull had ceased to move, and shortly
afterward a veterinarian declared him dead, suffocated by the increasing pressure as he sank into the
black ooze. The operation wasimmediately switched from arescue to one of recovery. Howard did
not intend to let twelve tons of mammoth meat and bones—and viable spermatozoa—be swallowed
up to emerge in another twelve thousand years as blackened bones. By the time the sun came up a
massive crane had been moved into place, sabilized and counterbaanced. A giant claw, normally
used for horsing entire giant eucayptuslogs onto truck beds, plunged into the asphalt and clamped
around Big Daddy's corpse. Ribs could be heard cracking as the claw plucked the body freelikea
cork from abottle of very bad vintage wine.

These three ultradramatic operations drew attention away from afourth one going on at the
sametime on Curson Avenue. As hdlicopter cameras followed the progress of the trucks carrying Big
Mamaand the calf, other trucks had arrived on the side street, other cranes and forklifts were
gathering every scrap of gill-steaming mammoth meet and hustling it into refrigerated vans, which
gped off to an undisclosed location. There wasn't anews director in the world who would cut away
from the frantic attempts to save Big Daddy to shots of bullet-riddled pachyderm corpses with



exploded heads, but by the time the big bull was dead the remains of the other adult cows were
nowhere to be found, and even the gallons and gallons of blood had been hosed away. It was asif it
had all been adream, the daughter on Curson Avenue, and if there hadn't been the video to prove it
had happened many people would have preferred to leave it that way.

Infact, by the time Big Daddy was hauled off at noon the next day, Wilshire Street and Curson
Avenue were dready almost back to normal. All the damaged vehicles had been towed away.
Glaziers had replaced al the windows either shot out by police or broken by mammoths. Street
sweepers had sucked up the shards of broken windshields and the sawdust spread to soak up spilled
crankcase oil and gasoline, city crewswere replacing or repairing streetlights. The new pam treesto
replace the onesin the median strip on Wilshire, their roots wrapped in big burlap bundles, were
being lowered into freshly dug holes.

By two that afternoon, not much more than fifteen and ahalf hours after the arriva of the
mammoths, traffic was flowing smoothly again, and Howard Christian, bone weary by now, retired to
his aerie in the Resurrection Tower to begin writing the checksto pay for it al.

But hewas amiling.

I'T was not much later than that before Susan had a chance to catch her bresth and redlize, with
aflush of shame, that she hadn't thought of Matt more than once or twice the entire day. There had
just been too much to do, too many placesto be at once, trying to see the baby mammoth safely to
histemporary new home at the zoo, monitoring and advising during the operations around Big Mama
and Big Daddy by cell phone cameras, with barely any time to weep when Big Daddy breathed his
last, mighty bresth.

But at |ast she and the zoo veterinarians completed their checkup of the little mammoth, who
stood calm and compliant for al the poking and probing, either in shock or unable to fathom what had
happened to him and thus ready to accept any friendly attention, and she sat down with asandwich
and acup of coffee and wondered why Matt had taken off as abruptly as he did. He had said he
might be gone... how long?" A while." One of those maddeningly inexact English words describing
time. A bit. A moment. A tick. A spdll, aflash, ajiffy, ashake, aspace, astretch, abreath.

Inthis case, awhilewould be five years.

20

CENOZOIC Park had been erected over the next few yearsin what had once been farmland
not far east of Portland, Oregon, aong the newly widened Route 26 that went by Mount Hood and
across the Cascades toward Bend.

There was not alot of middle ground when it came to the theme park. Oregonians either loved it
or hated it, and were just about equally divided on the matter. The only thing everyone agreed on was
that nobody but the planners and builders called it Cenozoic Park from the moment ground was
broken. Everybody cdled it Fuzzyland.



Portland had been fighting urban sprawl for decades, and having better luck with it than many
another metropolitan area. When the plansfor Fuzzyland were announced, ayear to the day after the
daughter in Los Angeles, environmenta activists were stunned to discover it was aready adone dedl.
Severd millions of Howard Christian's money, discreetly applied, had obtained variancesto land-use
regulations. The hearingsthat followed were aformdlity. In only weeks bulldozers were a work on
the much loathed Mount Hood Freeway, something planners had thought dead and buried for forty
years. It was dmost finished by opening day, the remaining construction just enough to make the
traffic delays getting there merdly dreadful rather than nightmarish.

But Fuzzyland was promoted as" environmentaly sound,” so an extension of thelocal light-rall
system, known as MAXX, was built on an elevated track right down the middle of the freeway,
stopping at Fuzzyland, Zigzag, and Government Camp, where afunicular railway would take skiers
the rest of theway to Timberline Lodge. ThisMAXX linewas no ordinary two-car light-rail system
like the one that served the rest of Portland, though. Thiswas amonorail that levitated on amagnetic
field, and itsten-car trains reached speeds of 150 miles per hour.

"A shot inthe arm for tourism, and the ski industry!" proclaimed al the various chambers of
commercein the affected areas.

"A blight on the Cascades!" the environmentalists sneered.

Though thewords "tasteful” and "circus’ are not traditionaly used in the same sentence, Howard
ingtructed his architects to do the best they could, and they did manage to avoid the worst excesses of
LasVegas and Orlando. Y ou could barely see the place from the highway, camouflaged asit was by
hundreds of Douglasfirs. (The treeswere actualy meta frameworks supporting colored Styrofoam
bark and easy-to-clean plastic needles, but who cared?)

When you drove through the forest toward the vast underground parking lots you barely got a
glimpse of the park just before plunging into the depths. 1t was mostly low-dung, sorawling, hugging
the ground, dominated by the largest plastic and stedl geodesic dome ever built, gleaming in the spring
sunshine—or, more likely, glistening in the Oregon rain. It wasn't until you took the long escaatorsto
the monorail that circled the park and took you to one of the four themed aress, three resort hotels,
two RV parks, and one campground that you got a sense of the scale of the place.

Y ou quickly realized that the dome was alot bigger than you had imagined. A structure like that,
with very littleto give it asense of scale, it could sort of sneak up on you, it took awhileto redize you
were farther away than you thought. It was big.

Placed between the parking lots and the park itsdf were the hotels, each with its monorail stop.

Firg wasthe smallest, the Alpine, on the Side of the nearest hill, aFrank LIoyd Wright knockoff
of dressed stone and polished wood and glass, cantilevered over arushing river alaFaling Water,
hangout of those who had come mainly to sample the year-round winter sports under the dome or the
winter recreation nearby. Ski bums, hotdogging snowboarders, dumming Euro trash tired of the
dopes of Aspen and Gstaad, aging snow bunny wannabes from the RV parksthereto take their first
and only bobded or luge ride on the short, hair-raising, but guaranteed safe indoor course.

Next wasthe Timberlinell, "the World's Largest Log Cabin," patterned on the WPA structure
on nearby Mount Hood, famous from exterior shotsin Stanley Kubrick's movie The Shining, only



TIl wasten times as large and seemed from the outside to be made entirely of Lincoln Logs. (More
Styrofoam, but who cared?) Thiswas the cheapest of the three, with its retro '30s decor and its
bellhops dressed as forest rangers (but not cheap; for cheap you had to go to the little town of
Zigzag, to the Motd 6s and 8s and Comfort Innsthat had sprouted like weeds when Cenozoic Park
was abuilding, and take a shuttle bus to the park entrance).

Just before the park itself you came to the hot ticket hotel, the Cave, aplace that had sold out a
year in advance purely on the strength of artist's sketches of the exterior, lobby, and rooms, and was
in fact adding on two new wings before the park even opened. It seemed to be built entirely of
stones, giant stones, heaped together dmost at random (more Styrofoam) in the fashion of the
eccentric MadonnaInn in San Luis Obispo, afavorite stopping point for Howard Christian on his
drives up the Cdifornia coast... except, of course, much, much bigger. The cavernous lobby and the
dark, meandering, random halwayswere lit by torches and featured cave paintings cribbed from the
wallsin Lascaux, France, and the rooms were grottos—pl ush-carpeted,
television-and-tel ephone-equipped grottos with comfy king-sized beds and stone-surfaced Jacuzzis,
but grottos al the same. If you wanted the full Cenozoic Park/Fuzzyland experience you had to stay at
the Cave, which quickly cameto be dmost universally known as the Hintstone Hilton.

The trip wound through lakes and hills, not Styrofoam thistime, but not naturd, either, having
been scooped out and piled up by Howard Chrigtian's devouring earthmoving machines and
landscaped by armies of gardeners, here and there getting glimpses of an ever-growing Ice Dome,
until findly the entirety of the park wasvisble.

Firgt the monorail plunged into the dome itself and dl the newcomers would gasp as snow began
to swirl around them, mdting ingtantly when it hit the glass and metd of thetrain cars on asummer
day, clinging in the winter. It was aways snowing in the dome, somewhere, but only when and where
the designers wanted it to snow. Promotersliked to boast that the snow remova budget every week
at the lce Dome was greater than that of the city of Portland for the entire winter. (Well, sure, but
Portland tended to smply spread alittle sand around on the rare occasions when it snowed.) In the
center was Mount Mazama—which had destroyed itsalf thousands of years ago in the explosion that
created Crater Lake, but who cared?—five timesthe height of Disney's Matterhorn and just as
hollow, with abobded ride that ran on redl ice. There were the animal exhibits. the polar bears, the
musk oxen, the penguins, the arctic foxes, arctic owls, Seal 1dand, the white wolves, the caribou herd.
There was Frosty's Snowman Lane and Toboggan Hill and Snow Fort Country for the little ones.
There were three icerinks, and aroller coaster. All the themed areas had roller coasters.

Beyond that was Redwood Empire, Fuzzyland's obligatory nod to the Sierra Club, where you
could wander in the perpetua mists among the towering giants—not Styrofoam thistime, but plaster
so redligtic that crews were kept busy patching woodpecker holes—and learn about Mother Earth
and endangered species and how to recycle your newspaper, where most people paused long enough
to wak around amassive tree trunk, maybe take an educationa ride, pretty much like a Epcot, and
then hurry on to less earnest amusements.

Which were to be found in Cenozoic Park itsalf, now called Cenozoic Safari, originaly intended
to be the heart of the development but now just one of four areas and only the third most popular.
Here were more exciting nature rides, on open-topped robotic excursion buses painted in jungle
camouflage, down paths with names like the Eocene Trek, the Oligocene Adventure, the Paleocene
Expedition, and the Pleistocene Experience. Here you encountered the amazing mammals of the
Tertiary and Quaternary periods, so long upstaged by the big reptiles of the Triassic, Jurassic, and



Cretaceous.

No longer. Fuzzy and Big Mama had changed dl that; extinct mammals were sexy now. And
Cenozoic Park worked hard to make them even sexier. Down these jungle and swampland and
savanna paths the armchair adventurer could now encounter them in dl their cyber-animatronic glory.
Here was Gastornis, a seven-foot nightmare top predator (and, okay, abird, not amammal) that ate
ancestral horsesfor breakfast, and Phorusrhacos, a ten-foot bird that could have had Gastornis for
lunch, if they hadn't lived twenty million years gpart. Down these dusty Eocene paths Brontotheres did
battle like overgrown rhinos on steroids. Dwarfing even these giants were the Indricotheres, the
largest land mammalsthat ever lived, twenty-ton Oligocene behemoths, fifteen feet high at the
shoulder, that could have kicked afull-grown e ephant through the uprights of afootball goapost.
Waiting to spring out at you were Entel odonts, possibly the ugliest mammal s that ever dobbered,
two-thousand-pound pigs that were dl head, jaw, and shoulder, things that made warthogs ook as
pretty as seaotters.

And you want big?'Y ou think dinosaurs were big? Down the swampy ways of the Cenozoic
lurked Basilosaurus—amamma in spite of the reptilian name—an early whae that grew to eighty feet
or more, ate great white sharks like minnows, and could lunge onto shore to dine on primitive
hippopotami... or it did that in the park, anyway, in one of the animated diorama showstoppers that
splashed gallons of water on the delighted safari bus passengers.

Ambulocetus, Durodon, Andrewsarchus, Hyaenodon, Amphicyonia, knuckle-waking
Chalicotheres, turtle-shelled giant Glyptodonts, Ancylotherium, Deinotherium, Propa eotherium,
Moeritherium... by now the kids had had about al the -theriums they could take, it wastimeto get to
the Pleistocene Promenade, time to get to a place where the animals had names you could pronounce
and remember, names like Mammoth, Mastodon, Irish Elk, Cave Bear, Cave Lion, Woolly
Rhinoceros, Saber-Toothed Cat, and Giant Ground Sloth (Megatherium, if you wanted to get
technical, which nobody but the guides did by that point). Here they were, the fabled creatures of the
variousice ages and interregnums, many of which had been hunted, maybe to extinction, by our
ancetors, and like al the large cybersin Cenozoic Park, these didn't just stand there and wave their
trunks and nod their heads and maybe paw the ground, they walked!

But the most popular area, hands down, was the last stop on the mono-maglev train beforeiit
completed itsloop back at the parking lot, was Fuzzyland. If you would rather snowboard on real
dopes, if you got your fill of environmenta indoctrination in junior high school, and if thirty-foot rubber
chalicotheres | eft you cold—and that was the case with virtualy dl of the teenagers and most of the
young adults—Fuzzyland was the place for you.

The theme was Circus. Turn-of-the-century circus (the twentieth century, 1901 if you want to
get picky), with lots of wood and brass, caliopes playing ragtime and rock and rap, penny-pitches
where you actudly pitched slver dollars, vast Victorian canvases depicting two-headed women and
snake boys lining the midway—uwhich actually festured fire eaters, sword swalowers, contortionists,
and other carny actsrather than human freeks—big tents containing virtua redlity video games, dance
halls, funhouses, and shops selling amillion kinds of souvenir and every type of fattening fried food
known to humanity.

Andrides. Ordinary carniva rides and multimillion-dollar vertiginous coasters that had been the
centerpieces of theme parks snce Walt Disney opened Space Mountain.



(So how did that fit with winter wonderland, ecology, and paleontology, the naysayers asked?
Badly, of course, but Fuzzy himsdlf, the reason for this entire carnival, was intended to be part of
Howard Chrigtian's circus from the get-go, and thus Ringling Bros. B& B maintained its only
permanent installation outside of itswinter quartersin Floridaright here, so circusit would be, and
circusit was.)

The center of Fuzzyland was Fuzzy's Big Top, dwarfing al the others and yet tastefully done,
eschewing the gaudy reds and yellows and whites and purples of traditiona big tops for wide vertica
dripes of khaki and olive with gold trim, like adesigner winelabd. Big asit was, though, when
regarded asa part of the larger edifice of Cenozoic Park and its sculpted environs, it seemed asmall

tall wagging avery large dog.

But it wastrue, and everyone agreed on it: Fuzzy the baby mammoth was the reason dl thiswas
here, and without him it might very well dl dry up and blow away. Everybody had agreat time at dl
the surrounding attractionswith al their bells and whistles, they enjoyed thefirst act of the circus
performances, which festured the very cream of lion tamers, clowns, jugglers, and daring aerididts,
they got abig kick out of the opening of the second act with its giant overhead hi-def screensand its
elephants and Big Mama... but what most people came here to see wasthe world's darling, Little
Fuzzy. "Mogt peopl€" meaning those who could afford it. Fuzzy's show was put on twice aday,
except Mondays—separate ticket required, and that ticket was three times what you paid to get in,
and that wasn't cheap—so not everyone who visited the park on a given day would get in to the
show.

The operators went to atwo-tiered system within aweek of the opening day: reservationsand a
much higher price for the skyboxes and front rows, and alottery of park attendees, who won the
privilege of paying for the open seats. An hour before showtime scalping was gtrictly dog-eat-dog,
with crying children and parents sometimes coming to blows.

Twelve shows aweek, and practically everyonein the world wanted to get in, even the
hard-core environmentalists who opposed the park, the circus, and everything it stood for. Everyone,
that is, except for Susan Morgan, who had to be a every one of them.

Twedve shows aweek.

She had been doing it for oneyear, and it was starting to look like alife sentence.

SUSAN |éft the ephant/mammoth compound at eeven P.M., one hour after the end of thefinal
show of the night. She climbed up into the cab of her super-heavy-duty Dodge pickup, emblazoned
on the door with amagnetic smiling baby mammoth logo of Fuzzyland. The beast burt into lifewith a
rumble of itshuge 6.2-liter diesdl engine.

Now shetraveled the route visitors took from the entrance and parking lots, but in reverse, and
by pathways vistors never saw. Off to her left she could sometimes glimpse the maglev rail perched
on its big concrete pylons, but usudly it was concealed behind rows of trees or high fences. Cenozoic
Park was, for the most part, aworld of illuson—that's what the trees and fences were designed to
hide, because the magic went out of thetrick if you knew exactly how it was done. Back here, there
wasnoilluson, just utilitarian blacktop and concrete and nondescript cheap sheet-meta buildings that



housed the workshops and electrical boardsthat kept the machines running, pumps that kept plants
and animals and visitors watered, and storage warehouses that fed the insatiable appetites of the
thousands who entered every day, from cotton candy mix to tons of frozen hamburger pattiesto
bottles of champagne to Cenozoic Park bumper stickers and T-shirtsto Little Fuzzy refrigerator
magnets and rubber keychains.

As she cameto the Cenozoic Safari ared light began flashing and a striped barrier came down,
exactly like at arailroad crossing, and aten-foot gate rolled back, but what came lumbering across
theroad was not atrain but an Indricothere, looking alittle like an dephant from itstree-trunk legs
and dab 9des, alittlelike arhino from the thickness of its neck, alittle like agiraffe from the length of
that neck... but locking most of dl like aterrible mistake, because the concealed hatch on its back
was thrown open and the operator's head and shoulders were sticking out. Susan recognized him, one
of her few friends outside the elephant house. His name was Fred Richardson, and hisfacewasred
and swimming with sweat. She stuck her head out the window and called out to him.

"Hey, you, how about moving that piece of crap?'

"Friggin’ air conditioner broke down again," Fred called out. He stopped the mechanical
mongter, made it turn and lower its head until it was staring right through her windshield, and then it
opened its mouth and roared. Therewas alittle bear in it, and some e ephant trumpeting, and maybe
even ahint of Sar Wars Wookiee, something whipped up in the sound labs. It was sure loud enough.

After the Indricothere had douched across the road and the crossing alarm shut down, Susan
drove past the phony redwoods and skirted the Ice Dome, to the employees gate. The guard waved
her through. A short drive through redl forest and she passed by the Animd Vigil one hundred yards
from the arch of the main park entrance, the closest they could get without being on private property.
They had been there round the clock from opening day. Thislate there were only half a dozen of the
hardest of the hard core, but on weekends there were often a hundred or more. They were not
allowed to pitch tents—twice temporary encampments had been torn down by park security. They
were forbidden to build fires and on arainy Oregon day they could be alugubrious sight, but their
morale gpparently remained high and even tonight they were dowly marching up and down on the dirt
path they had beaten down, chanting dogans and carrying Sgns.

CIRCUS=CRUELTY
MEAT ISMURDER
ANIMALSHAVERIGHTS
FREE WOOLLY!

Not even the mighty Howard Christian could prevent them from doing that, though he had tried,
and they had vowed to stay there until the place closed down. Since Fuzzyland had been pronounced
the most successful entertainment extravaganza since Disney World, Susan figured they had along
wait in store. Or maybenot....

The sght of her truck with its Fuzzyland logo on the side set them off, shaking fists and shouting

dogans. She sped down the road and through the blossoming commercia strip of Zigzag, then
another mile down to aside road and two milesinto the hills. Around a bend, up asteep grade, and



thereit was. Her hideaway.

Theredtor called it acabin, and it wasin fact made of logs—not the kind Abe Lincoln split and
notched together, but the kind made in afactory that redly weren't much more than afacade for the
well-insulated walls behind them. A log cabin with athree-car garage, ahuge cantilevered deck with a
spectacular view of Mount Hood, a vaulted A-frame living room, four bedrooms, four baths, sauna,
Jacuzzi, and winecdlar.

She pulled up the short grave driveway and parked next to her huge fifth-whed trailer. It was
what was called a"garage’ modd. She could drive up aramp at the back in her dune buggy. Andrea
had suggested she should have something to do, some activity or hobby, on her Mondays off. She
had chosen off-roading. Other than that, she didn't have much of alife. She got out and wearily
mounted the twenty stepsto the deck.

Her weariness went away ingtantly, though, when she saw the man sitting with hisback against
the glasswall next to her front door, right there under the porch light.

His clothes were well used, just short of ragged, jeans and high-top sneakers, ablue down vest,
and aflannel lumberjack shirt. There wasasmall backpack sitting beside him, with canteen and
bedroll. His hair was long, black streaked with gray, and fell forward around hisface. He seemed to
be adeep.

He might be one of those animal rights protesters, he had the look. Should she call the sheriff?
And wait haf an hour or more for them to get here?

Thehdl withit.

"Hey, get up and get out of here," she said.
Matt Wright looked up and smiled uncertainly.
"Can wetak for amoment first?" he asked.

She just stood there for amoment, then dowly walked the three steps between them and
dapped hisface as hard as she could.

21

HOWARD Christian reached into his pocket and took out a peanut, cupped it in hispalm, and
held it through the heavy horizonta stedl 1-beams toward the most famous animal that had ever lived,
the most beloved creature that ever walked on four legs—or maybe even on two, for that matter.

Little Fuzzy. His Little Fuzzy.

In the darkness of the far side of the enclosure adarker shadow stirred, as Howard had known
it would. Thiswas supposed to be Fuzzy's deep time, though neither € ephants nor mammoths needed
alot of deep, sometimes having to feed as much as twenty hours per day to support their enormous



bulk on the low-energy foods they consumed—and as much as sixty percent of that went right
through their sixty-foot guts undigested to emerge as a cornucopiafor dung beetles.

Stll, Susan Morgan ingsted her charge get hisrest at night, claiming the two showsaday tired
him out, something Howard had seen no signs of, which was why Howard had to sneak into hisown
building in his own theme park late at night, when Susan was not there, to get alittle qudity timewith

his prize pet.
Fuzzy dept lightly and his hearing or sense of smell was uncanny.
He dways knew when Howard had entered the building, and he dways smelled the peanuts.

Now he shambled over to the mammoth-proof fence and the soft, moist tip of histrunk probed
Howard's hand with infinite delicacy. There was a snuffling sound and the peanut was sucked up, the
nostrils pinched, and the trunk snaked up above the pendulous lower lip and Fuzzy blew thetiny
morsdl into his mouth and crunched it. Immediady histrunk was held out for more.

Lifeisgood, Howard thought. Life is very good.

THERE had been some dodgy daysthere &t first, five years ago, when Fuzzy and Big Mama
and the herd had appeared like magic on Wilshire Boulevard.

Thefirst twenty-four, forty-eight hours had been criticd, as he had known they would be right
from the moment he shut down the big laser. His clamsto ownership of the mammoths were tenuous
at best, but that was what lawyerswere for. By noon of the second day, with the media magl strom
swirling undiminished, Howard'slegd team had filed no fewer than seventeen lawsuitsin five separate
jurisdictions outlining why the prehistoric creatures belonged to Howard Christian and no one else,
under no fewer than three legd theories, each of them contradictory to the other two. His public
relations team was hard a work selling the proposition that not only was Howard entitled to the
spails, it would be atravesty of justice, ablight on the free enterprise system, an insidious undermining
of the basic principlesthat made this country the greatest democracy in the world if ownership of
these poor defenseless creatures was awarded to anyone other than the man who was responsible for
their arrival in the twenty-first century, i.e., the aforesaid Howard Chrigtian.

Unfortunately, that ultimately entailed the revelation of the means whereby they had arrived in
the twenty-first century, something Howard would very much have liked to have kept closeto his
vest, but that was the cost of doing business. Y ou never got everything you wanted, so you
concentrated on the main attraction and gave alittle here and there.

It was alot sexier story than cloning, and that would have been sexy enough. That wasthe angle
his PR teamstook: Howard the time travel pioneer, Howard the techno-wizard, Howard the man
who was going to revolutionize the world once again. And that was fine, too. Wasn't aman entitled to
thefruits of hislabors?

There was dso the matter of actua physica possession. Possession is nine-tenths of the law, or
something like that. That was how hisfather had put it, anyway, and Howard could remember the
exact circumstances when held first heard it, as Dad stuffed a boombox into a gaffed shopping bag



and sauntered casualy out of aWa-Mart, "avoiding the uncongtitutional state salestax,” as he had put
it.

With that in mind, Howard had made sure that neither Fuzzy nor Big Mama spent more than one
night in the elephant compound of the Griffith Park Zoo. At dawn on the second day six lawyers and
two large trucks appeared at the zoo gates, waving a court order from ajudge who wasin atough
redection fight, and one hour after that both trucks were rolling west and north on US 101, the
Ventura Freeway, toward their new homein acompound just outside Paso Robles on the central
coast, safely out of Los Angeles County. Howard had possession of both animas, and dl the
carcasses, and that was nine-tenths of the way to ownership.

Six monthslater he had legal possession aswell, over the protests of the Sierra Club, the Fund
for Animals, the State of Californiaand County of Los Angeles, and many others. On the day the
apped s court issued its ruling Howard gave the go-ahead to his planning team, which had dready
been working on tentative proposasfor the circus that wasto display Fuzzy and Big Mama: Full
steam ahead, boys!

Yes, lifewasindeed sweet, or as sweet asit ever gets. Therésdwaysalittle lemon ped inthe
lemonade, and there are three things you can do about that: minimizeit, add more sugar, and/or learn
to likealittle bitterness. Howard did dl three things, at varioustimes.

There was the question of the daughter of the fleeing mammoths.

There was no way smply to make that ugly event just go away; billions of people had seenit on
live televison. Not that anyone wanted to arrest anybody over it, the animas were clearly out of
control, and if somebody had killed them that was more or less all right... but how? Exactly what had
happened out there that bloody night?

Best answer, five yearslater: Nobody knew. Leading theory: It was some sSide effect of thetime
traveling itsdf. Some invisible force seemed to have seized them when they got acertain distance from
the point of "temporal trandation," as one of Howard's experts put it. It worked like this:

Forces are accumulating as a person travel s through the tempora continuum. Those forces are
strongly locdized to what the expert cdled a"sx-dimensond syndastic infundibular space-time
nexus' (i.e., the ste of the temporal breakthrough), and increased as the cube of the distance from this
nexus to the location of thetime traveler, decreasing only asthe square of the interval between
tempord trandation and "present” time X, measured in seconds. If not enough timeisalowed
between tempord trandation and movement away from the space-time nexus, this expert testified to
five separate investigation boards and a committee of Congress (with adegree of chutzpah that had
serious mathematicians chuckling in admiration even five yearslater), the accumulated forces
discharged, with the awful results everyone had seen repeated endlesdy on videotape.

Or some such bullshit.
Howard, who was no math douch, could not follow al the man's equations, but that was what
he was being paid for. Obfuscation, smoke and mirrors, intended to make the ordinary viewer, smple

congressperson, or even educated layman drop hisjaw and say... duuuuuh, okay, if you say so.

Knowing the public would never be completely comfortable with an explanation like that,



Howard's PR firm suggested how the whole bucket of lemons could be sweetened a bit, and so a
second expert was hired. This one was awell-known populizer of science with the stature and stage
presence of the late, great 1saac Asmov but without Asimov's scruples. That worthy came up with the
following andogy:

Picturethe "tempora substrate" asathick carpet, and atimetraveler as aperson shuffling his
feet ashewaks acrossit. Static eectricity is building up on that man, and must be discharged
somewhere to avoid catastrophic results. If the time travelers, in the case of the mammoth herd, stray
too far from the point of entry into the twenty-first century, the charge they've accumulated will erupt,
al a once and without warning, like the man walking on the carpet when he reaches for adoorknob.

Ouch!

Wéll, yeah... but why didn't the same thing happen when Big Mama and Fuzzy and the corpse of
Big Daddy were removed? Easy. What happensif you don't reach for that doorknob? What if you
wait aminute or two before trying to open the door? Why, the static charge bleeds off into the air.

Violal

Thiswasdl said with such conviction, reasonableness, and gplomb that even Howard amost
found himsdlf ready to believeit. And the public and the investigatory boards, knowing that there was
asolid basis of mathematica gobbledygook underlying this rampant flummery, accepted it, too.

The biggest reason everyone, scientist and layman dike, pretty much had to accept Howard's
verson of eventswas that there was absolutely no proof that it was wrong. Other than to reved that
timetravel had been accomplished, that atime machine existed, Howard had revealed a sum totd
of... nothing.

He knew there were those who viewed his exploding mammoth hypothesis as the sheer claptrap
that it was. There were adternative explanations, of course, some of them wacky enough to make
amusing reading, most just stupid. The Internet was rife with websites claiming to have the Sraight
dope on that fateful night, from UFOs to communiststo vast conspiracies of animal-hating capitaists
to the Wrath of God Himsdlf. There were even afew that got it right, but who waslistening? They all
faded into that vast babble of nuts that everyone was so used to by now, the onlineriffraff, the crazies
with an ax to grind who drowned each other out in their relentless paranoia

Then there were the handful of people capable of following the highest of higher mathematics,
who knew that afew decimal points had been dropped, afew numbers divided by zero, afew
Riemannian terms sneaked into the L obachevskian continuum presented with such gusto. But how
were they going to explain that to those who couldn't even spell continuum, much less understand
what it meant?

Better yet, even many of those who could spot the bad shuffle smply assumed it was ddliberate
disnformation given out not to cover up anything Howard had done, but to conceal what he knew.
So what if somebody had histhumb on the scales of the equations submitted publicly? The
incontrovertible fact wasthat time travel had happened, that human beings had gone back in time and
returned to the present day with living—and dead—yproof that they had been there.

How they had doneit was proprietary, far too closaly held even to risk applying for a patent.



Howard was assumed to be protecting his interests until he had everything sewed up, until he had
figured out how to squeeze every dollar out of this revolutionary new technology, until every
conceivable piece of it and application for it was wholly owned by Mr. Howard Chrigtian. In short, he
was doing exactly what they would have doneif they had discovered timetravel. And nobody could
do adamn thing about it.

If only they knew, Howard thought, as Fuzzy vacuumed another peanut from his open palm. He
had sure put one over on them. On all of them. Yes, life was swest, herealy couldn't complain too
much. Y et in al that sweetness there was one chunk of bitter he had not been able to do adamn thing
about, and every night it threstened to overturn al histriumphs, at least in hisown eyes.

Hedidn't have aclue how to make atime machine.
It was enough to make a billionaire weep.
"Howard, darling, it's getting late.”

Just likethat, al thought of time machines and defeats and that bastard Matthew Wright and that
ungrateful bitch Susan Morgan fled from Howard's mind. He turned, smiling, and drank in the face of
AndreadelaTere.

AndreadelaTerre, head of TerraFirma, the conservation group she had founded and nurtured
into aforceto rival the Cousteau Society or Friends of Nature. TerraFirmawas heartily didiked by
the semi-radicd groups, who sometimes viewed her as wishy-washy—Andreawas not a vegetarian,
for instance—but they had to deal with her because she got things done and she knew everybody.
Everybody that counted, that is, which isto say dl the"green” starsin Hollywood and the music
business. A dozen phone callsfrom her could bring out more star power to araly, and more money
into organizationa coffers, than ayear of hard work by any lobbying group other than the NRA.

AndreadelaTerre, until recently the very definition of Hollywood Libera, who had turned
down amultimillion-dollar cosmetics endorsement over the issue of animd testing, and prevailedina
brand-libel suit brought against her when she publicly burned boxes of eyeliner, lipstick, and rouge.
AndreadelaTerre, the former MelbaHorowitz of Queens, New Y ork City. Top femae box office
draw for the last three years, maker of paliticaly and environmentally responsible epicsthat al'so made
pots of money, much of it for Howard Christian's studio.

Howard had never actualy met her until two years ago. He did not mix with movie sars, even
when they worked for him. They had ended up facing each other across along conferencetable
where he had sat down with groups opposed to Cenozoic Park in an attempt to iron out their
differences. That was Andred's Sated intent, anyway. Howard viewed it as awasted afternoon. He
had intended to St politely and smile politely and nod palitely, and then go back to doing exactly what
he had been doing before. The nerve of the woman, she and her bigshot famous Hollywood idiot
friends, people with perfect teeth and skin and chiseled features, the very guys who had hammered
him in the playground from the time he wasfive, the very girlswho had sneered openly a his shitty
clothes, hisbig ears, hiszits, his stammer. Screw them al.

Until Andrea de la Terre opened her mouth and spoke, and then hewas lost.



ANDREA had brought grapes.

Grapes were on Susan Morgan's approved list, though Fuzzy wasn't supposed to get themin the
middle of the night, but who owned Fuzzy? Susan, or Howard?

Let'sdon't get into that, Howard thought.

She stood there, every man'sfantasy, every woman's unattainable ideal, and Howard marveled
again at athought he would never expressto her: shewas not really beautiful. She was attractive, no
question about it, and no single part of her face was anywhere near grotesque... it'sjust that the parts
were not assembled in away that would normaly qualify agirl as gorgeous. Howard was reminded of
Judy Garland, or of Barbra Streisand, though Andrealooked nothing like either of them. If shewas
sitting in abus station or on astool at Schrafft'syou'd walk right by her.

But in the same way that, when Streisand began to sing, you forgot al about the nose and she
became the most wonderful thing in the universe, when Andrealooked at you, when she spoke, when
she moved... you were lost. From the moment she started talking, Howard would have given her
anything she wanted. (Lucky for him, she never redized that, but he did concede haf adozen points
he had not intended to budge on.)

Howard wasin love.

He had never expected to be, not at his age, not at this point in hislife. He had had the usua
crushes on the prettiest girlsin school, those times when he had been in school and not salf-educating
in an anonymoustrailer park or ajuvenile hall in one state or another. They were purely sexua
dtractions, snce he had seldom exchanged so much as two words with any of those prom queens
and cheerleaders. That had lasted right on through college. Then he was working, inventing, devoting
himsdf to his computers, and there was no time for romance, even in the event he believed any of the
engineering magors he met in the pathetic thing he called asocid life would respond to him.

Then one day helooked around and redlized he wasrich. It redly seemed to happen overnight.
And when othersredlized it, the girls began to show up. He went so far asto marry one, and the
divorce ayear later had cost him (and he got alot of satisfaction every month when he wrote her a
check that seemed pitifully smal to him now, and must have seemed minisculeto her avaricious heart
when she saw what he was worth now), and he learned thelesson dl rich, homely men learnif they
intend to stay rich: Y our bank baance isthe most attractive thing about you.

Then hewas ahillionaire, and one of the most digible bachel ors on the planet, and everything he
had |learned applied doubled, tripled, squared, and cubed. When you have billions, the pool of
possi ble women who might actudly love you for yoursdf narrows enormoudy. Basicdly, they had to
be ether rich or famous, or both, and he smply didn't move with any easein that socia milieu.

He had made afew hafhearted moves to spruce himsdlf up, hired an image consultant who gave
him anew haircut and chose hiswardrobe for him, but he soon drifted back to hisold familiar cowlick
and comfortable clothes. He even tried plastic surgery, eecting to fix, of al the disastrous fegtures the
sawhbones swore he could tidy up, his unfortunate nose which, he had aways thought, could adorn
Mount Rushmore with very little dteration in scale if George Washington ever lost his. But hefelt the
new schnozz didn't look all that much better than the old one, on the one hand, and yet, on the other,
he was sure it was enough different that everyone who knew him saw nothing € se but the nose, and



were snickering behind his back.

And so he added one more thing to the—surprisingly long—list of thingsthat money couldn't
buy: confidence. Arrogance, yes, confidence, no.

Theweek after that conference they were dating, and amonth after that they were deeping
together and dodging the tabloid photographers because, let's face it, though Howard had never been
of much interest to the celebrity-mad masses, being at least as nerdy and homely as Bill Gatesand
twice as boring, Andreawas right up there with Liz and Di and Michael and Elvis and Jackie, who
were al dead now except for Elvis, and maybe Michael, and then there was the Romeo and Juliet
angle, not the star-crossed lovers part or the teenage mad infatuation though it sometimes felt that way
to Howard, but the fact that they were from warring houses, the putative rapist of the environment
versus the Queen of Green.

Now they were to be married, Andrea up to her unlinered eyebrows in preparations for the
Wedding of the Century on aremote Pacific atoll whose name and location were the most closdly
guarded secret since the Manhattan Project, a place the paparazzi couldn't reach if they tried tofly in
onacruisemissle with aguest list part Billboard Top Twenty, part Variety box officeleaderslig,
part Who's Who in Washington, New Y ork, Paris, and Geneva, and Howard spent afew minutes
every day with hislawyers, honing the language of the prenuptia agreement so it would be generous
but not profligate, conservative but not insulting, because no matter how infatuated Howard might be
his permanent adolescent doubts lingered in an aavigtic corner of his brain and he sometimeswokein
the middle of the night Sllently screaming She couldn't possibly love me!

But it redlly seemed she did. There she stood in her high-hedl sneakers, her red dress, with her
wig hat on her head, and over it dl afull-length coat of Columbian mammoth fur, one of only twenty
such coats on the planet, agift from Howard valued a well over amillion dollars and the subject of
endless controversy among anima loversworldwide (Isfur murder if the animal was aready dead?
Would aroadkill possum coat be okay? Isit moral to wear acentury-old mink?)... feeding grapesto

Fuzzy.

Fuzzy loved the coat. It was possible that the pelt had come from his mother, though Howard
had been adamant about never doing the DNA testing to determine just which Curson Avenue
carcass was the mother.

Until the events on Wilshire Boulevard no one had known anything about the skin and possible
furriness of a Columbian mammoth. It turned out that Columbians did have hair, threeto four inchesin
length. Thiswas nothing like the luxurious coat of the woolly, up to three feet long in some places,
black or reddish brown, but it would do, it would do, and Howard found the very best tanners and
furriersin Russia, who worked wonders with the coarse and lifedless materid they were given, ending
with asmal number of coats, hats, and stolesthat sold for unbelievable prices.

Now Fuzzy momentarily ignored the offered handful of grapes and reached through the bars of
the enclosure to rub the sengtive tip of histrunk over Andreds coat, from her shoulders down to the
hem at her knees... and what must he be thinking? Howard wondered.

So who knew what was going through that large brain? Though there could be little of mammoth
scent or of mammoth texture on the hairs Fuzzy was so fondly stroking, who knew what Fuzzy's
incredibly superior nose and extremely sensitive trunk tip smelled and felt? Howard looked into the



old, wise eye—and dl mammoth eyes were old and wisg, just like eephants, even when they were
infants—and he looked at the dight figure of Andrea standing there, looked at the two beings most
beloved to himin the universe, and hefet himsdf amile.

Yes, lifewas good.

THE fedling perssted out of the mammoth house and into asow Oregon drizzle, Warburton
carefully holding abig umbrella over Andreaand abodyguard holding open the door of the pearl-gray
1936 Cord Cabriolet convertible. Howard was about to get behind the wheel when Warburton
leaned over and said something into his ear, and Howard's mellow mood vanished at once. Hegot in
the car and dammed the door and just sat there for amoment, until hisfiancée looked at him with a
brow wrinkled in away only Andreadela Terre could wrinkle an eyebrow.

"Something wrong, darling?' she asked.

For amoment Howard could only sit there, the oversized steering whed in hishands. It had
been five years, fivelong frustrating years since that face had loomed in hissghts, so close he had felt
he could reach out and touch it, and in those five years he had never again felt that feding of utter
omnipotence, never hedd aman'slifein hishands so intimately. And for thefirst two years he had fdlt,
at best, ambivalence about his decision not to shoot because, after dl, there might be answersto
secretslocked up in that head, the secrets of how the universe was really put together, if answers
there were.

Over the next years, as Matt Wright wandered the globe like some demented Diogenes looking
for an honest philosophy, Howard had come to believe the man knew no more than he himsdif did,
that the answers didn't exist. For the last year, Howard had devoted himself to pure and smple
hatred.

At last, he sghed and sarted the car.

"Andrea, Matt Wright has returned.”

22

SUSAN had been contrite about the blow. It was inexcusable for one person to hit another
except in self-defense, she said, and hetold her he figured if anybody ever had good reason to strike
another, shewasit. She didn't have anything to say to that, but after along pause during which he felt
like a specimen under amicroscope, and not avery appetizing one, she unlocked the front door and
invited himin.

And then it was... awkward.
He had amillion things he wanted to tell her and another million things he wanted to ask her, but

he had been far from sure he'd even be invited in the door, and, oncein, histongue seemed tied in
knots.



So... what have you been up to? He knew most of that; Susan's life had been well documented
from the time Fuzzy cameinto her life. She was famous, had been on the televison many timesin the
early years. Hell, she was a character on a Saturday morning animated television show, she had been
played by AndreadelaTerrein the movie verson of Little Fuzzy.

How are you doing? What, you mean after you walked out on me and stayed away for
five years? No, let'sdon't go there just yet.

Therewas only one question worth asking, and he couldn't just come right out and ask i,
certainly not with the cold look in her eye as she sat iffly on abig cane chair opposite him, oneleg
curled up under her and the other one, the bad one, carefully extended. No, you'd have to work up to
that one, if you ever had the gutsto ask it at dl, and she sure wasn't giving anything away.

What little conversation there was soon died away, and she didn't seem to know what to do
with her hands and neither did he, so finaly she asked, in atone of voice that sounded to him alittle
like one you might useif your least favorite uncle had plopped himsdf down in your living room and
just wouldn't go away, if he wanted something to eat. And he wasn't proud, no sir, held use any
excuseto dretch histimewith her until what he was beginning to fee would be the fina and inevitable
outcome, himsdlf trudging once more down that lonesome road outside.

So he showered, and hacked away at his unruly and scraggly beard until it was almost
presentable, dressed in the only change of clothes he had, and descended the stairs again to find her in
the kitchen just pouring spaghetti into a colander.

"Y ou know I'm not acook," she said, wiping the condensed steam from her forehead with the
back of her hand in agesture that made him amost weep with longing. "But there's nobody around
here that delivers except a so-s0 pizzashop, and | did make this sauce—spaghetti sauceisone of the
fivethings| know how to make. Anyway, it's from the freezer, and so isthe bread, and therésno
sdlad because I'm hardly ever hereand | just can't keep the refrigerator stocked with fresh things.”
She shrugged, and set the bowl of noodles and the bowl of bubbling red sauce on the simple pine
table. "Anyway, hereit is. Do you want some wine?'

Hedid, and she sdected ared from awalk-in cellar with rack space for hundreds of bottles,
only adozen of them occupied.

Hewas hungry, he hadn't had anything since an Egg McMuffin for breskfast, having spent the
whole day pacing or ditting on her front deck, and the food was good, when he could bring his
attention to it, but mogt of thetimeit tasted like nothing in his mouth, just something to choke down
until they could move on to the next stage, which wasfinding out if shewasat dl interested in listening
to hisstory or if sheld shake his hand on the way out the door.

It was the tensest med he ever ate, consumed in absolute sllence.

Then they retired to the vast living room with glasses of wine and sheinvited him to st on aplush
couch with some sort of Indian art pattern, facing the fire ring, which was an artful arrangement of
native stones, no mortar, set on glistening white beach sand in the center of the room. A copper funnel
hung from the celling high above to catch the smoke. She struck along match and touched it to
severd places around the stack, then sat in the same chair she had been in before she had invited him
to dinner.



She reached over to the small table beside her chair and picked up asmall stack of postcards,
shuffled them idly through her fingers before tossing them onto the smal| coffee table that separated
them, where they fanned out in accusation. He reached out and picked up the topmost card, saw the
picture of the Big Sur coast, waves crashing on huge rocks. He turned it over and could barely read
his own indecipherable scrawl:

Dear Susan,

I amwell, but cannot contact you as yet.
Wil explain later.

| love you.

Matt

Hisface flushed as heflipped rapidly through them. Had anything ever sounded so lame? But he
didn't know how elseto say it.

Helooked up, and saw her drain her glass of wine. He realized it was her third glass, and the
bottle stting beside her was dmost empty. She gave him atwisted smile, then tossed her empty glass
at the stones, where it shattered.

Shelaced her fingers around her good knee and leaned back.
"So, Mait. What have you been doing with yoursdl f?'

And the words began to spill out of him.

MATT fled the scene of daughter that night with only one thought in hismind: Hehad to find a
quiet place to gather histhoughts, order the events of thelast hour, write it all down. Hisgrasp on
what he had seen in the depths of the time machine was so tenuous it made the waking residua
Images of adream seem as solid asadap in the face. He needed to retreat from the storm he could
see coming. He was standing beside a brand-new pickup truck whose door was wide open, the
owner fled who-knew-where. He saw the key wasin theignition.

Ten minutes later he was on the San Diego Freeway, heading north.

Hedidn't deep, he didn't dare, he knew it would al go up in smoke and blow away if he dept;
the only way he could keep it dl in hishead wasto invent mathematical mnemonicsto trick himsalf
into remembering, o he sat therein the parking lot of aMcDonald's, the first restaurant he had seen,
and when it opened he bought six cups of coffee and drove carefully down the Street to a Bank of
Americaand waited for it to open. When it did, he went inside and, not without some difficulty,
withdrew ahundred thousand dollars from his account, worrying every minute that Howard or some
federal agency would be looking for him, putting aflag on hisaccount or his credit cards. But he
walked out with the cash in a canvas bag and, gulping coffee, found alarge consumer eectronics
store and purchased three persona computersfor six hundred dollars.



Then he drove around town looking for aused car |ot, abandoned the stolen pickup after wiping
the steering whed and door handles and everything ese he might have touched. He knew he must
have left DNA tracesinside, but hoped that for aroutine stolen car the police would only dust for
fingerprints. He walked to the car lot and paid four thousand in cash for an anonymous gray sedan
that looked reliable enough, then droveit to Ventura, where he checked into aMotedl 6 a noon under
the name of Kevin Moore, paying an extrahundred-dollar bill for the privilege of not showing his
driver'slicense.

He holed up in the motel for three days, and someone looking over his shoulder as he worked
his computers would have been utterly mystified asto what he was doing.

At firg it was dense with mathematical symbols, as hetried to document and somehow
rationalize the things he had seen in that little metal box on that fateful night twelve thousand years
ago... or wasit redly fifteen thousand years ago? Was that too linear away of thinking? It made it
sound asif the Pleistocene was in some... direction, a place you could point to, or a vector whose
length and orientation was the sole possible result of a specific equation.

He knew he had seen something that ahuman eyeisnot redlly equipped to see... and yet how
could that be? It was a contradiction in terms, but so was everything € se from the moment they went
into the past. It could not happen, yet it had happened. Which meant that he, Matt Wright,
mathematical genius, was missng something.

On the second day he began to get some inkling of anew direction. At first it was no more than
anitch a the back of his mind, something he had experienced before when anew ideawas struggling
to be born. He knew he couldn't force it to come, so he did what he dways did at timeslike that. He
went to bed. Maybe his subconscious mind would give him aboost.

But he woke up no wiser, and knew it was time to move on. He was rested, felt up to driving
now. So he checked out and drove on up the coast, up US 101, then Cadifornia Route 1 until he got

to Big Sur, where he pulled over and found a place where he could sit and watch the ocean pounding
the shore.

After awhile he noticed a collection of buildings not too far away from him. There weretents,
yurts, apool, gardens, alarge green lawn, odd-shaped buildings with an impromptu, weathered 0ok,
all set inthe rugged, up and down, rocky and deeply forested surf-battered terrain for which Big Sur
was famous. It looked peaceful, secluded, open to the air and the sea. Some sort of resort, maybe.
Possibly just the sort of thing he needed to get his thoughts together.

He got back in his car and soon was driving by asign that said ESALEN INSTITUTE.

IT took amoment to penetrate, then Susan sat forward.
"Eden?’
"That'sright.”

"That place where rich people go to get massages and soak in hot tubs?'



"Well, they're not dl rich, though it's not cheap. And there are hot tubs and massages, but there
are classes, t0o, and discussons of ... well, al sorts of things.”

Susan sat back again.

"Let me get thisgtraight. Whilel was... whilel... you were soaking in ahot tub in Big Sur?'

Susan felt she wasright on the edge. She had loved him, she had worried about him, she had
gotten angry a him asyearsrolled by with nothing but his maddening monthly postcards. She had
briefly thought she hated him, and then she had tried her best to forget him. God knows she had
enough to dedl with, between Howard, Fuzzy, her unwanted fame, and Big Mama, goddamn Big

Mama, who had damn near killed her. Now here he was, and the reason he hadn't come back to her
wes...

Esalen?

In that moment she felt she could hate him again.

"I couldn't just walk right in the door,” hewas saying. "Y ou have to have reservations. But | got
lucky, there was a cancellation. | got in after waiting three days at amotel in Monterey. | enrolled in
'Gegtdt and Evolutionary Psychology' and 'An Introduction to Buddhist Philosophy.' "

"What, no massage?'

"Well, yes, in the evenings." He glanced up &t her, and hurried on.

"l dmogt quit after thefirst day. | had no ideawhat | was doing there, but | had this persstent
feding that | was on thetrail of something important. But the courses were stupid. Therewasno logic
to them. Things were posited with no empirica proof, then accepted as true with no further
discussion. Or, none from anyone but me, that is. | began to redlize that no one there but mysdlf had
any training in math or science... or what | think of as science, anyway. It was another culture entirely,
couldn't have been more foreign to meif 1'd been dropped off in the fourteenth century.”

"Which | guessisno longer just afigure of speech.”

"What? Oh, sure, | guesswe proved it's possible.”

"l didn't prove anything, Matt. | wasjust long for theride."

"Sowas|. Morethan you'l ever know." He sighed heavily, and drank the last of the wine from
hisglass. "Anyway, | stuck it out, and by the third day | felt I was beginning to get ahandle on
something.”

"What, that Buddhism isthe truefaith? Did we travel with aZen time machine?"

She had thought he would laugh, but he merdly looked thoughtful, then dowly shook his head.

"l began to see that therewas atool there... or maybe a et of tools, that could... what | was
looking for, you see, was anew perspective. My scientific one, al my mathematica tools, had failed



"Y ou ever heard of the guy who proved that a bumblebee couldn't fly? I'm not sureit'sagood
anaogy; his math was bad, or the proper math hadn't yet been developed to expose the flawsin his
reasoning. But | wasfeding like him. All my figures added up, | couldn't find any flaw... but | had seen
something, | had been somewhere, or sometime, and the goddamn bumblebee was flying. Obvioudy,
the bee knew something | didn't know, and every day | became more convinced that mathematics, or
at least mathematics alone, could never get meintotheair again.”

He gared into the fire for awhile.

"Goon," shesad. "I'm hanging on the edge here. Did you discover the secrets of the universe?”

"Not right then," he admitted. "On the fourth night they camefor me."

HE was never entirely sure just who they were.

Oh, he had agenera idea. They were Americans. They represented the government... which
theoretically represented the people, but the people would never be consulted on anything this group
did, nor informed of the results of their actions.

He gathered that the people he came into contact with had been assembled from the myriad of
law-enforcement and hush-hush and they-don't-exist agencies for the sole purpose of investigating this
timetravel phenomenon... which meant investigating Matt Wright, as he was the only one who
seemed to know anything about it.

It began in the middle of the night. He had a vague memory of waking up in apanic, unable to
breathe. Hed had dreams like that before, but thistime it turned out to be true. He had a brief glimpse
of aface blackened with soot, big white staring eyes and grinning teeth above him in the darkness, a
sharp smell, thetaste of arag in hismouth.

Later, hefigured it was good old chloroform. The old ways are the best.

When he woke up he might have been afew miles down the road or he might have beenin
Patagonia. He didn't know how long he had been out. He was in a sparsdly furnished room—cot,
sted sink with tin cup and abar of soap, sted tailet, table with three chairs bolted to the floor, no
windowsto the outside, a sted door with a six-by-six mesh-reinforced window at eyelevel, along
mirror set into another wall.

A cdl, no getting around it. Larger than most cells, he supposed, never having seen one except
in the movies, maybe thirty feet square, room for some serious pacing. Only someone who had never
seen atelevison cop show would fail to redize that the big mirror was partidly silvered—the infamous
one-way mirror. The ceiling was at least twelve feet high. A small camerawas mounted in each of the
four corners.



It wasn't particularly clean. Thelinoleum floor was cracked and pedling in afew places, scuffed
here and there, in need of mopping. Dust kitties had accumulated in the floor corners, and there were
cobwebs in the celling corners. There were smudges on the walls that looked like they had been made
by hands, as high as hands could reach. Overhead an ordinary fluorescent light fixture flickered and
clicked maddeningly. Exploring the entire place, seeing absolutely everything there wasto be seen,
took atota of ten minutes.

He was dressed in the clothes he had worn the day before, jeans and shirt, low-top Nike
running shoes, cotton socks—which he had not been wearing in bed, when he was chloroformed and
kidnapped. Someone must have dressed him. There was nothing in his pockets but lint.

Hetook encouragement from what was not there. No car batteries or generators with genital
clamps attached. No manacles, ropes, whips, thumbscrews, vats of boiling ail, rubber hoses, or billy
clubs. Any of those things could be brought in, of course.

Only onefeature of the room worried him, and that was adark brown stain on the floor near the
table. He tried to convince himsdlf it was spilled food or drink. Asthe hours went by he kept looking
at it, wondering if it was the source of the smell that tickled at his nogtrils, over the sourness of the
sheets and blanket and the gathering odor of hisown fear. Wasit blood?

He later estimated they held him there for twenty-four hours before anyone came to question
him. He couldn't be sure. Thelights never went off. It could have been aslittle astwelve hours, or as

many asforty-eight, he supposed.

They fed him three times. It was the same each time: the door opened and a man in white
coverals and wearing awhite bandanna over the lower part of hisface entered with asted tray and
st it onthetable.

Thefirg time Matt sat up from hisreclining postion on the cot.
"l want to spesk to alawyer,” hesad.

The man didn't even glance at him. He dammed the door behind him, and Matt heard akey
turningin alock.

The food was a hamburger steak with gravy, mashed potatoes, peas, bread and butter, adice of
melon, and acup of coffee. He ate it with the only utensi| provided, a plastic spoon. The next two
medls were pretty much the same.

THE second time he woke up it was to find two men in suits Sitting at the table.

They werefairly unremarkable, with more of the bureaucrat than the cop or the torturer in their
appearance and demeanor, perfect FBI types. One was blond, midthirties, tall and clean-cut, the only
thing out of place about him being the argyle socks Matt could see above his black wingtips. The
other was sixtyish, short and rather portly, with arim of feathery white hair around a shiny pink dome
of baldness, thick glasses, and alook of perpetua puzzlement on his smooth baby face. Matt felt
somehow that he should know him. Later, when the questioning began, it was clear hewas



conversant with the higher mathematics needed to ask intelligent questions about timetravel, soit was
entirdly possible Mait did know him; it wasasmall world. But he could never place the face with a
name, and hefinaly put it down to adight resemblanceto Albert Eingtein.

Neither introduced himself and Matt never learned their names, so he quickly started thinking of
them as Albert and Argyle. They sat in two bolted-down chairs on one side of the table, and Albert
gestured for Matt to Sit in the chair across from them.

Argylewent fird.

He gtarted by emptying abox he had brought with him. It contained the things that had beenin
Matt's possession when he was abducted. He spread out the change, took every card and scrap of
paper and dollar bill from the wallet, then opened the Swiss Army knife and meticuloudy opened al
the seams of the wallet, searching for things that might be conceded there—a smal display of
arrogance and power that was not lost on Matt. He dumped the banded stacks of money from the
canvas bag, riffled idly through them, and tossed them aside. He set out the three computers and
turned them on.

Thelast item to emerge from the box was an ordinary glass marble, red in color, in atiny square
cage. Hehdd it up to the flickering overhead light and squinted at it, turning it thisway and that. At
last he put it down and pushed it toward Matt with hisindex finger, and for thefirst timelooked Matt
intheeye.

"What isthis?' hesad.

"Itsamarblein asted cage," Matt said.

Neither Albert nor Argyle said anything for dmaost aminute, both of them looking down at the
object on thetable. Then Argylelooked up again.

"What isthis?' hesaid.

Matt sghed. It waslooking like it would be along day. He had done nothing wrong, but he
knew somehow that that would not matter to these people. He didn't really have alot to hide, ether.

Just one small thing. But, of course, that was what they were after.

"It isacomponent of adevice | was hired to re-create for Howard Chritian. He believed it
would make it possbleto travel backward intime. So to speak.”

Albert jumpedin.

"Explain that |ast sentence.”

"It'shard to. | mean, the phrase 'travel backward in time' is an attempt to put into language a
concept that the language is not equipped to describe. "Travel' isamost certainly not the correct verb,

‘backward' may or may not be a useful modifier to the concept of traveling, and 'time' is a concept
that I've cometo redlizeisfar from adequatdly defined.”



"But you did go somewhere."

"| can't say that for certain. | could say | went 'somewhen,’ but I'm not even sure of that. It is
possiblethat | stayed right where | was and everything el se went somewhere or somewhen. Though
that requires us to define a space-time locus 'where or when | was and st it in opposition to ‘where
or when | went,' or ‘where or when everything elsewent... or didn't go,' and I'm afraid | can't make
that reconcile, rdaivigticaly spesking.”

Albert was nodding. Argyle was gazing fixedly a Matt, mouth dightly open, apparently about as
sentient asa cow. Argyletook over again.

"Whereisthe time machine?'

"l don't know." Truth.

There was another pause.

"Whereisthetime machine?'

"It went somewhere| can't follow.” Truth.

"Or somewhen?" Albert asked.

"Possbly.”

Another long silence. Matt had never been interrogated before. But no literate human in America
could betotaly unaware of afew interrogation techniques. He supposed he was meant to fed a
kinship to Albert, who at least seemed to know alittle math and was conversant with some of the
quantum dichotomies present in the idea of timetraveling, and it was plain as could be that Argyle
intended to be menacing with his silent contempt and simple, repeated questions.

Matt found he was indeed frightened of Argyle, very frightened. The man stank of suppressed
violence and Maitt felt sure that, if orders came from his superiors, Argyle would do absolutely
anything to obtain the location of the missng time machine.

If he was supposed to like Albert, though, the man wasn't doing hisjob.

Albert spoke again.

"Matthew, are you aware that it is no longer necessary to hook aman up to alot of wiresand
clamps and springs to run a polygraph test on him?”

"No, | wasnt, but I'm not surprised. Everything's high-tech these days, isn't it? | don't guessyou
need rubber hoses or thumbscrews or anything so primitive to torture aman today, either, do you?"

Albert looked aborately around the room, asif searching for instruments of torture.

"Have you been threatened in any way?'



Matt laughed.

"l don't know what €lse you'd cdl it when you're kidnapped and held incommunicado and you
don't even know where you are. By the way, I'm asking again to talk to alawyer."

"Y ou don't need alawyer. Y ou haven't been accused of anything. It'sal perfectly legal. Haven't
you heard of the Patriot Act? We just want you to answer some questions.”

"l have. Y ou have more questions?'

"Y es, but thereé's no point going on with them right now. Y our responses have not been entirely
forthcoming.”

"Y ou mean you think I'm lying?"

"No. You'retdling thetruth, but not dl of it. Y oure hiding something." He gave Mait asmal
smile. "I'm afraid | need to regroup alittle, too. It's just possible I'm not getting the right answers
because | don't know how to ask the right questions.

"Join theclub,” Matt said.

Theinquisitors put everything back into the cardboard box and | ft.

MATT was not surprised when they drugged him. It wasthe logical next step.

Therewas nothing to prevent them from smply tying him down and jabbing aneedleinto him,
but they elected to put it into hisfood, or hiswater. And what could he do? He had to eat and drink,
50 he ate and drank, and then felt the strange feeling of euphoriaovercome him.

Helaughed.

They let him laugh for an hour, Albert and Argyle, and then came back in again. All they brought
thistime was his computers.

"Good morning, Mait," Albert said. "How are you feding?’

"I'mfeeling great,” Matt said... and then redlized he hadn't said anything at dl. He had opened
his mouth, he had taken a breath, he had sent the signasto hislips and tongue that should have
produced words, but something had short-circuited and no words had come out.

Helaughed again. It was very funny.

"Y ou know you have to answer these questions, don't you?" Albert said.

"Yes, | know," Matt didn't say, and laughed again. What was so funny was, he wanted to

answer the questions. Oh, there was a part of him, a part that seemed to have been deeply
suppressed by the drugs—and what was this stuff? It was very good!—that wanted to keep his



secret, that il felt it wasimportant, but most of him was eager to spill everything. He knew it would
make him fed very good to tell these fellows everything he knew. But, on the other hand, not tdling
them, not being able to tdl them, didn't make him fed bad... so helaughed.

Albert and Argyle didn't laugh.

"Whereisthetime machine?' Argyle asked.

Maitt tried to tell them. Without success.

Albert drummed his fingers on the table, then abruptly got up and left the room.

Matt and Argyle sat there for ten minutes, staring a each other. Argyle had absolutely no
expression on hisface, and no nervous mannerisms. Somehow, Mait found this scarier than if he had
shown overt hatred, hodtility, menace, even frugtration. Hefelt Argyle could rip out his gutswith
absolute indifference.

But he was not capable of worrying about such things at the moment. Thoughts, observations,
conclusons entered hismind and werefiled away impartialy, with no emotional component. If Argyle
had told him he intended to cut off Matt's arms and legs he would have filed that way, too, with no
fear. Maybe Argyle knew that, and was saving his venom for atime Matt could appreciateit.

Albert came back with a huge stack of paper under one arm. He dapped it down on thetablein
such away that Matt could see what was printed on the front of thefile: DR. MATTHEW WRIGHT.
More psychology, Mait figured. All that paper could obvioudy have been put onto acomputer and

Albert could have consulted that. Albert wanted Matt to see the amount of documentation availableto
him.

Albert flipped through the file and reached the page he wanted.
"Aphada," hesad. "Y ou've suffered fromit before.”

Matt nodded.

"He'sfaking," Argylesad.

Meatt shook his head.

"l don't think heis" Albert sghed. "I think heredly wantsto tdl uswhereit is. Don't you,
Matit?'

Matt nodded.

"Thenwell just haveto play twenty questions, won't we?' Albert said.

BIG asthe dosser with hisname on it was, therewas till more.



They brought in stacks and boxes of paper, spread things around on the table. They made no
attempt to hide any of it from him.

He had to admire their thoroughness. They had re-created his path from Wilshire Boulevard to
Esden in amazing detail. There were transcripts of interviews with everyone he had spoken to. They
must have canvassed every business within amile of US 101 to find them dl. Theinterrogations were
thorough, asking every imaginable question, but they dl boiled down to "Did you see thisman hide
anything?'

Resaults zero.

The Esalen Indtitute had been—was il being—searched. When the government was done
they'd have to rebuild the place practicaly from the ground up. Matt regretted bringing dl that trouble
on them.

Every policeforce and fire department and Nationa Guard unit and Boy Scout troop and,
probably, the Brownies and Bluebirds, were beating the bushes dong his entire route from Los
Angelesto Big Sur, looking for asted attaché case. They had been joined by thousands of civilians
spurred by amillion-dollar reward.

Reaults: abig pile of garbage. Thusthe game of twenty questions.

It can be an effective tool in the hands of askilled questioner, and Albert was no douch. But you
have to know the right questions to ask, or you never even get on the right track.

First they brought out amap. Did you leave the time machine here? No? Did you leave it
here? Here? No, no, and no. All the way down the map, town by town.

Albert thought about it.
Well, did you last see it here? No, no, no, no... yes.
Theyeswas Los Angdles. Albert brought out another map. Pointed to the tar pits.

Yes.

"OH, man," Susan said. "That was..."

"About aweek after our little adventure. I'm not sure precisdly, sincel didn't have aclock and
the drugs screwed up my time sense a bit.”

"That was when they sedled off that whole area. A square mile, evacuated and decontaminated
because of that dirty bomb."

"l read about it later,” Matt said. "It was awhile before | added it up.”

"Y ou think... the government set off the bomb?"



"If therewasabomb."

"Oh, there was abomb. They showed a helicopter shot of it going off, blowing up that truck it
wasin—"

"What | meant was, if there was a dirty bomb. A radiologica bomb, one that would take a
while to decontaminate after it went off. Theway I'd doiit, I'd put some dynamitein atruck, cdl ina
warning so the immediate area can be evacuated. Then I'd blow it up and release a smdl amount of
some relatively harmless radioactive gas, enough to set off the Gelger counters. The story wasthe
terrorists chose that area because of dl the publicity with the mammoths. Then sedl off and evacuate a
sguare mile and ban al overflights because of the radiation danger, to give yoursdf alittle privacy, and
get to work looking. When | heard about it | figured it was too much for coincidence. What wasit,
three weeks before they let anyone back in? That'slong enough to do quite asearch.”

"Almost four weeks," came a voice. Susan gasped, turned, and saw Howard Christian standing
on her deck, looking through her huge front windows.

23

SUSAN had been raised to offer food and drink to any guest, even if shed redlly liketo leave
him out on the front porch looking in like a pathetic waif. But he waswith Andreade la Terre, and
Susan liked Andrea. She had liked her before the woman—amazingly!'—fdl in love with Howard,
first asafan, later as an acquaintance. She knew alot of famous people now and had learned that, for
the most part, they were no better and sometimes alot worse than your ordinary citizen.

Andreawas different. She was one of those rare ones that could somehow transcend her
celebrity, get closeto just about anyone quickly, sothat innotimeat al you felt you'd known her dl
your life, and might even think of her asafriend. So shed shown Andreawhere to hang that
ridiculous mammoth-fur coat in the front closet, and hurried into the kitchen to seeif she had anything
suitable to serve to amultibillionaire and the most famous movie star on the planet.

Howard was easy. She knew that a handful of stale beer nuts would satisfy him. What she had
was a bag of chipsthat was only three days past the sall-by date and an unopened bowl of pretty
good guacamole dip that didn't smell bad.

So what wine goes with chips and salsa, red or white? She dithered awhile over the bottles,
hearing the vague buzz of conversation from the living room behind her, wondering whét the hell they
could be talking about, given the fact that Howard hated Matt. But it wasn't her problem, she
decided. Screw Howard. She grabbed a bottle of red and went back to the living room.

Everyone had sat down again, Howard and Andrea side by side and facing Matt acrossalow
glasstable, the fire crackling off to one side. Susan st the tray down and opened the bottle in dead
slence. Nobody reached for any chips. Oh, well, the important thing was to offer it. She poured wine
into four glasses.

"What should we drink to?' Andrea asked.



"How about the return of old friends?' Howard suggested, glaring at Matt.
"How about full disclosure?' Susan said.

"Disclosure of what?' Andreasaid, brightly. Shelooked from Susan to Matt to Howard,
obvioudy redlizing she wasway behind everybody e se here, but not sseming too concerned about it.

"I'd go for that," Howard said, looking back to Matt.
"Youfirg," Mt sad. "Wasthat your dirty bomb?"
Howard drained hiswine and set the glass down on the table, hard.

"Y ou have entirdly too high an opinion of me," he said. " Or too low, depending on how you look
ait”

"Can somebody catch me up here, please?' Andreasaid.
Matt kept staring at Howard, but findly sighed and looked away.

"Might aswell, | guess. Let's see, where was |? Oh, yes. After the people who may have been
government agents or may have been employed by a certain Mr. Warburton couldn't get anything out
of mewith drugs..."

CAUSE-and-effect was at the heart of the paradoxes of time travel, and Matt had had occasion
to ponder the concept often in his ruminations while trying to construct atime machine for Howard
Chridian.

A Jew from Germany observes an atom of aheavy metad split into two parts, releasing energy.

Effect: The best minds of anation are assembled in strict secrecy. A certainrare oreis mined at
afever pitch and trucked to Tennessee, where the infinitesmal fraction of it that isof any useis
painstakingly extracted. A city rises out of the sand of the New Mexico desart. A deviceis
congtructed and flown first to aremote idand in the Pacific, then to amuch larger idand where, one
fine August morning, it is detonated in the air over acity, incineraing eighty thousand Japanese, mostly
cvilians

A man gitting at atablein aroom pointsto a particular spot on amap and says, "l last saw it
here." In an adjoining room needles on amachine jump and twitch in away that suggest themaniis
probably telling the truth.

Effect...

Three days later the operation had been planned out and preparations made. A truck was driven
Into pogition, abomb threat was caled in. When the loca televison news eyesin the sky werein
place with good camera angles, the bomb in the truck was detonated, right in front of the old May
Company building in the neighborhood known as Museum Row. Damage to the building was minima.



A cloud of smoke formed and drifted dowly eastward, toward the area where there had been that big
hullabal 0o two weeks earlier. Soon the police and special Homeland Security troopsin their radiation
gear were svarming al over the site, picking up every piece of wreckage.

Thefirst reports of radiation came three hours after the explosion and stated that the levelswere
low, nothing to be alarmed about. As a precaution people were being evacuated in athree-block
radius. The next bulletin was three hours later, and stated that radiation levels were abit higher than
had been initialy believed.

But ill no causefor darm. And, oh, yeah, were evacuating six blocksin every direction now.

No more "officid" reports were redlly necessary after that. The only problem wasto keep
Angelenos from voluntarily evacuating the whole metropolitan area. Once again, someone had
serioudy underestimated the fear the public had of radiation, and of government reassurances.

For twenty-four hours the traffic on the freeways was a complete nightmare. Seven people died
from natural causes, just Stting there, ambulances unable to get to them. Airplanesarrived at LAX
virtudly empty and Ieft full. The next day traffic was better than it had been since 1947, at the opening
of the Pasadena Freeway. Every hotel room from San Francisco to Reno to Las Vegasto Phoenix to
San Diego was taken, some of them double-booked. For amilein every direction from the point
where Matt's finger had touched the map, there was hardly ahuman soul in residence. Therewasa
cordon around the whole area.

Now there was room to work. The trouble was... work on what?

Thereaults of Matt'sinterrogation had been very frustrating to those in power. The spectrum of
drugs known collectively as "truth serum” were very sophisticated these days. Something could be
mixed up that would force anyoneto spill everything they knew in only afew hours. Thusthe
interrogators were used to getting the information they needed, pronto, and being able to deny later
that any coercive methods had been used. Matt's hysterical aphasiawas anew oneto the
interrogators, and one that drove them to distraction.

There were older, more distasteful ways of getting information, and back in Washington there
were those who began to advocate them. What the heck? This guy holds the secret to something that
makes the hydrogen bomb seem like aflint arrowhead, we must haveit, and if alittle blood gets
spilled, it will bein agood cause. Always bearing in mind, of course, the fable of the goosethat laid
the golden egg. Becauseit iswell known, it is axiomatic among students of thiskind of thing, that
everybody talks under torture. The only question is how soon, and the answer isthat with most
people you only haveto lay the instruments of torture out there on the table. The tougher cases will
sl out mothers, mates, and children after lessthan an hour of pain. Just give the word, Mr. President,
and we will know everything this man knows by this afternoon.

The president was not one to enter into such an enterprise lightly, however, and the decision was
not entirely up to him, anyway, and so the searchers were sent back to the transcripts to pore over
them for aclue asto thelocation of the device,

The transcripts were maddening.

Q: When did you last see the device?



A: | have probably not yet seenit for thelast time.
(Andysis Hestelling the truth. Probability 90%.)
Q: Where did you last see the device?

A: The question has very little meaning. | showed you on the map where| wasthelast timel
saw it.

(Andysis True, 90%)

Q: Wheredid you put it?

A: Asl sad, the question has no meaning.
(Andysis True, 55%)

He was waffling, he was concealing something, but not once in hisinterrogation did he make a
statement that could be demongtrated to befalse.

And so the search went on.

It was known that he had not had a great ded of time to conceal the device, so most of the
anaystsfigured the device had to be somewhere on the grounds of the park that contained the tar pits
and the museum. And so the park was taken apart.

Magnetometers found many, many things buried on the grounds, from water and dectric linesto
loose change. The walls of the museum were torn out, the plumbing was torn out, the floors torn up,
even the mammoth skeletons on display were disassembled and x-rayed, under the theory that the
device had been made of many smal parts, and they might no longer be hidden asasingle unit.
Nothing was found.

But al that was easy. The nasty part was draining the tar pits themselves.

The pitswent down along way, but were not bottomless. The problem was that, anything with
any weight that was tossed into the pits sank into the goo, just like atrapped mammoth. People had
been tossing old wagons and cars and horseshoes and coins and cans and nails and just endless junk
into the pitsfor over ahundred years, SO a magnetic scan was useless. The only way to search the tar
wasto bring it out, bucket by bucket, and go through it by hand. They dug down one hundred fet,
and found no time machine. Then they had to put it all back.

At the sametime the Nationad Guard was searching house to housein aone-mileradius. It was
Impossible to keep asearch like that a secret, of course, with so many soldiersinvolved. The object
of the search quickly leaked out, television stations were soon showing the pictures that had been
handed to the searchers, so the public's help was enlisted, with the cover story that the meta briefcase
being so urgently sought was thought to contain three pounds of wegpons-grade plutonium smuggled
by the same terrorists who had set off the dirty bomb.

"If you find this briefcase do not touch it! Do not attempt to openit! Cal 911 immediately and



get out of the areal”

Virtudly every field and pond and swimming pool and basement and closet and toolshed in
southern Cdliforniawas searched by someone, elther in the spirit of public service or in hopes of
landing the huge reward. Many thousands of suspicious objects were examined by police. None
contained any plutonium, nor atime machine.

MATT knew none of thisat thetime. He only knew that Albert and Argyle stopped showing up
for the twice-daily interrogations. They put in an appearance now and then, at no predictable
intervals, and asked some new questions, few of which made much senseto Mait, but never stayed
longer than an hour.

Time crawled by, with no way to measureit. It might have been two weeks or it might have
been sx weeks. Med s arrived, sometimes when he was hungry, sometimes when he was not. After
an hour they were taken away, whether he had eaten them or not. He had all the water he needed,
and much more light than he desired, as the overhead fixture was never turned off. There was nothing
to read, no television to watch, absolutely nothing to do but lie on the bunk or exercise. Hejogged
around the room, did push-ups and sit-ups, and soon wasin the best shape of hislife.

Hedept alot at firgt, and then hardly at dl, to the point where he was surprised to wake up lying
in the bunk.

Before long he cameto actudly look forward to the visitsfrom A& A, something he would have
sworn would never happen. He redlized it meant they were wearing him down, and knew there was
not much he could do about it. In spite of himsdlf, he found himsdlf asking them questions. Stupid,
desperate questions.

How is the weather today?

Where are you from?

Is Susan okay?

Do you have more than one pair of argyle socks, or do you wash those every night?

Matt had dways been aloner, but he found to his surprise that he did not seem to actualy be
hermit material. He found himsalf hungering for the barest hint of contact, and even though he was
awarethat Albert was probably doling out these hintswith complete ca culation, with the god in mind
of making Matt emotionaly dependent on him, he soaked up thetiny bits of datalike a sponge.

It's warm and sunny. Perhaps you can get out and enjoy it soon. It's entirely up to you,
Matt.

I'm from Oregon. Yes, | know you are, too.

Susanisfine. Would you like to write her another postcard, tell her you're okay?



Argyle never answered about the socks. Argyle never answered anything. And of course that
was cdl culated, too.

Matt battled it, but there was no denying, he felt more than allittle [ost.

But about hafway through his orded (as he estimated later), he began to adjust. He spent more
and moretime smply dtting. Sometimes he cleared his mind, went into astate of meditation, inventing
for himsdlf the basics of yoga. Other times his mind was very busy indeed, thinking over what had
become the centra problem of hislife: timetravel, and how to accomplishit.

It was during these times of meditation that he decided on hisfuture course.

If he ever got out dive.

THEN one day Argyle showed up without Albert. Another well-known fact about prisonersin
solitary confinement isthat any changein routine, whileit may be welcomein someways, isdso
upsetting. When you are utterly in the power of someone else, and you don't even know who that
someone dseis, thereisasuperdtitious feding that any changeis probably going to be for the worse.
Matt swallowed hard, and got up from his seat on the bed.

"Am | ever going to learn your name?" he asked, trying to put on abrave face. Argyle ignored
the question, as he had ignored every question Matt had ever asked. He walked up to within a pace
of Matt and put hishandson his hips.

"1 want you to know something,” Argyle said. "1 know you've been lying, right from day one. |
know how to get the truth out of you, | could have you talking in fifteen minutes, tops. | could have
you telling me things you didn't even know you knew. | just wanted you to know that." And he hit
Matt in the nose with aright hook before Matt was even aware the man was moving. On hisway
down Matt caught aleft jab to the stomach that explosively brought up the powdered eggs and greasy
bacon and coffee he had eaten afew hours earlier. After amoment of blackness Mait found himsalf
on hisknees gtaring at amixture of vomit and blood on the floor between his hands. The vomiting had
stopped, but the blood was still spurting.

So thisis how it begins, Matt thought. From the first he had been expecting this. In fact, he'd
expected it alot sooner. He had dueled with them for along time, doing his best to conceal the one
nugget of information that might, might, be of some useto them, and did it while dwaystelling the
truth. Always, and it hadn't been easy. He hadn't fooled them—the punch in the nose was proof of
that—but he hadn't given them anything useful, either. He wasn't going to giveit al up now, not after
two punches, not Smply because he was petrified at the very concept of torture. He had to hold out
longer than that, didn't he?

So what would amovie hero do? What would Indiana Jones do? Come out with a snappy line,
that's what he'd do.

Matt stared at the brown wingtipsinches from hisface, and at the argyle socks he had cometo
hate so much.



"l getit," hesad. "Youdon't washthem at dl." Well, it wasn't Hasta la vista, baby, but he
wasn't an indestructible machine, either.

One of the brown shoes came up off the floor and Matt cringed... but the shoe came down. He
felt something wet |and on the back of his head, and redlized he had been spit on. Then Argyle turned
and walked to the door, through it, and, though he didn't know it at the time, out of Matt'slife. Matt
sat back on his hedls and cradled his ssomach and waited to seeif he was going to throw up again.

The door was still open when Howard came in and stopped dead in histracks. His face flushed
bright red and he turned on his hedl and leaned out the door.

"I want that man charged with assault and battery!" he screamed, so angry his voice came out at
the high-pitched squeak that had been the bane of his school years. "I'm awitness! | want him fired,
and | want himin prison!"

Howard came back into the room, shaking with fury, and strode over to the sink, where he
grabbed atowd and hurried back to knedl beside Matt. He started to mop at the blood on Matt's
face, but Matt pulled away and Howard just handed the towel to him. Matt used it to scrub at the
back of his head.

"He spit on me," Matt explained.

There seemed to be two Howards knedling before him. He redlized his eyes were starting to
swell up. He squinted one eye closed, which probably gave him the dubious expression hewas going
for.

"Took you long enough to get here.”
"Matt, 1..."

"Never mind. So what is this? Stage three of the interrogation? Start out soft, go hard, then try
swest reason? Or isthere more brutal ity to come?”

"There was never supposed to be any brutdity in the first place. That man wastaking out his
own frugtrations, and | promise you he'sgoing to pay for it. Here, let's go st down and welll talk
about it." He grabbed Matt under the arm and Mait submitted, letting himself be helped to hisfeet,
where he staggered to the table and fell heavily into achair. The flow of blood had dried to atrickle
but hisnose hurt like hell. He bused himsdlf wiping hisface, giving himsdf timeto think about this new
development.

Wasthis staged for his benefit? Rough him up, then bring in afamiliar, if not exactly beloved
face, and go a him again while he's presumably at his most vulnerable?

Y ou could sure make acasefor it, but Matt couldn't buy Howard Christian asthat good an
actor. He looked across the table and saw a man who might be areal bear at a conference table
doing abusinessded, but who smply didn't haveit in him to smulate the shaking hands, the sick
expression.

He decided to trust him, tentatively. Matt knew himself to be a poor judge of character, not



having spent alot of time studying the human species, but he felt hed learned alot during hisweeksin
here when there was nothing at al to do but study hisinterrogators. Hed certainly read Argyle
correctly.

"Y ou asked me what took me so long,” Howard said. "It took me two weeksjust to find out
who had you."

"Whoisit?"
Howard grimaced.

"All right, I understand you havent told any lies, so | won't either. Part of the dedl that got mein
hereisthat | can't tell you that. Think of them asthe NNSA."

"Americans, right? What'sit stand for?"

"The No Name Spook Agency. That'sall you need to know about them, because there's
absolutely nothing you can do about your detainment here, or the treatment you've received. Have
you been physicaly abused before today?!

"No. Wdll, they never turn off the lights, and they drugged me."

"I'm not surprised. Again, nothing to be done about it. It took me another two weeksto find out
whereyou were."

Matt raised an eyebrow, and regretted it. It hurt.
"New Jersey,” Howard said.
"They kidnapped mein Cdifornia

"It'staken me until now to get in to see you. Matt, believe mewhen | tell you that I've been
working on nothing but the mammoths, and your Stuation, and my Stuation, from the moment this

happened.”
"Y our Stuation?"

"You think I'm immune? It's possible that the only reason I'm not in your Stuationisthat | didn't
run afterward."

"Right," Matt said. "Thet, and forty billion dollars.

"Probably thirty-nine now, after my expenses since the mammoths showed up.” Mait redized it
was an attempt at humor, but he didn't find it amusing, and after amoment neither did Howard. He
hung his head briefly.

"You'reright, of course. My questioning was done with my lawyer at my sde. But don't think it
was pleasant. My wealth shielded me from dl this'—he waved his hand at the room, glanced once
more a the pool of vomit and blood—"but make no mistake about it, the government wantsthe time



machine, and they intend to haveit. I've convinced them thet | don't haveit. Hell, | don't have my
warehouse, my frozen mammoth, my caveman, or any of the things you were working on. But Mait, |
told the government everything. | told the truth, and they tell methey can't prove you ever told them a
lie. But we both know you're hiding something. And I'm not sure | can get you out of here unlessyou
tell them.”

Out of here? Matt hadn't even been thinking in those terms. He had assumed he would be
detained for along, long time.

"Howard... I'm gtill not surethereisa‘them.’ It might be you, keeping me here.”
Howard looked Mait straight in the eyes.

"Maybe | deservethat. | can see how you might think it, anyway. Theré'snoway | can disprove
it, because the people who do have you are never going to revea themsalvesto you, they're not going
to comein here and say, 'Howard Christian has had nothing to do with this; in fact, he'sbeen using
every ounce of influence he hasto stop thistravesty.' All I candoistell you it'snot me, it's not my

people.”

Matt sghed. "L et me go through it all once more. | don't have the time machine. | don't know
whereitis. | havetold you thelast place | saw it, but | don't know where it went after that. | might be
abletofinditif | wasout of here, but I'm not even sure of that.

"Thereisonly one hope here. If | am alowed to leave this place, if they cut meloose and don't
bother me, | might be able to figure out how it works. Or how it worked, anyway. | am on the track
of something... but Howard, it isso crazy, it isso ephemeral, that it goes away every timel look at it.
| haven't even tried to explain thisto the questioners, whatever their names are, because | can't
explainit to mysdf. | need timeto think. | need time to explore new avenues. The answer will not be
where we expect to find it, | know that much. Thisrequires anew way of thinking, and | don't know if
my brain, if any human brain, is equipped to think about it. It needs new tools. Mathematicsian't
enough. Scienceisn't enough. And... that'sabout al | cantell you." Matt spread his hands, and looked
toward the one-way mirror.

" S0 ask them, when you leave here, ask themiif | told one singlelie just now. Will you do that,
Howard? Examinewhat | said, seefor yoursdlf that it'sal the truth, and ask yoursdlf... what could |
possibly be hiding?"

Howard studied Matt's face for awhile, then glanced over his shoulder a the one-way mirror,
and smiled wryly at the unseen observers.

"How about this" hesaid. "I can set up the lab again. No problem. Y ou know we have tapes of
everything you did, we have al the data you stored on our outside servers. Y ou can get right to work
on building ancther time machine.”

Matt clucked histongue and shook hishead sadly, until astab of pain reminded him that wasn't
such agrest idea.

"Howard, Howard, you've been accusing me of not telling dl the truth, and now look at you.
That lab isaready set up, has been since afew days after the incident, and whoever was your number



two choiceto build your time machineishard at work duplicating it with al that datayou're talking
about. Since | voluntarily gave these government people al the datain my files, they're doing it, too."

Howard didn't even look guilty thistime.
"Of course heis. But now you can take over."
"How'she doing?'

"Getting nowhere. Oh, he's built twenty more machines, and we can't turn on asingle one of
them.”

"Have you tried whacking them?”
"What do you mean?'

"Exactly what | said. My machines didn't work, either, until that nut started hitting one of them
with ahammer.”

"Y ou can't be serious.”

"I'm dead serious. The answer, if thereis one, may be just that crazy. It might be that thiswasall
aone-time event, impossble to duplicate. Hitting that box may have shifted something temporaly,
randomly, in away that couldn't be duplicated in abillion years."

"Doyouthink so?'

"l don't know! It's one of the things I've been thinking about, when I'm able to think of anything
at al. Clearly something odd happened, and it wasn't my doing. | think you're al barking up the
wrong tree here, thinking that if you just pressure me enough I'll be able to give you the secret. | don't
know the secret! | don't know how many more waysto say that. But, one moretime... | may be able
tofindit. If you leave me alone.”

"Would you go to my lab to work onit if they let you out?"

"Of course I'd go. I'd do dmost anything to get out of here." Helooked again at the mirrored
window. "Pay attention in there! Test this statement for truth! 1'd go, 1'd spend day after day tinkering
with your usaless boxes. But it would be atotal waste of my time and your time. What | need to find
out won't be found by playing with afistful of high-tech marbleswith alot of government monkeys
looking over my shoulder. | haveto look esewhere.”

Howard shrugged, and spread his hands.

"Where?'

"Esden wasagood dart.”

"Y ou want to go back to Esdlen?”’



"No. | want to be let loose. | want to explore new avenues. | want to find new tools. Because
the answer, if thereis one, will not be found in your lab."

He tapped the side of his head, and winced.

"1t befound up here. If that thug hasn't damaged it too much.”

THE fifth face Matt saw in his cell was awoman who might have been adoctor. She wore no
credentials and gave no name or title, but she carried the tools of the trade: stethoscope, blood
pressure cuff, reflex hammer, one of those little flashlights with alensfor looking into eyes, ears, nose.
She did aroutine exam, carefully checking his pupils and telling him he didn't have a concussion. She
checked his nose and examined the bruising on his abdomen.

Two things struck him while sheworked. Onewasthat it took areatively short time without
them for a prisoner to become amost astonished by the very idea of afemae. He was acutely aware
of the sméll of her, thelook of her, thefed of her skin when shetook his pulse. Hefell head over
hedlsinlove, though shewas not redlly that attractive, and not even very nice.

The other was not so charitable. What kind of doctor would work in aplace like this? Had she
had occasion to treat injuries far more debilitating than his? Had there been bodies to dispose of ?

Sheleft. Three more mealswere delivered. Then Howard returned, possibly twenty-four hours
later, with a cardboard box under one arm.

"I've got good news," he said with abig grin.
"For me, or you?'
"Both of us, | hope. You're outta here." He dropped the box on the table and Matt joined him.

"They ruined some of your stuff,” Howard said, taking out the wallet which Argyle had torn apart
infront of him. ™Y our computers seem to beintact. | didn't access anything in them, but | turned them
on."

"You have dl the dataanyway," Matt said, and Howard didn't deny it. "That'sfine with me. If
somebody esefindsthe answversin there, so beit. I'd welcome the chance to stop thinking about it.”
He pawed through the remains of histhings. "Where's the marble?!

"Marble? Oh, right. They wanted to keep that. | told them it belonged to you." Howard smiled,
and reached into his pocket. He came up with the marble encased in itslittle wire cage. He held it out
to Matt, and Mait knew that if he hadn't mentioned it, Howard would have kept it forever. "Keeping
it assasouvenir?'

"Sort of," Matt said, taking it and turning it againgt the light. It was asuperb little agate, red in
color, with aswirling imperfection in the center that refracted brilliantly. "It'sal that's |eft of the
glorious experiment.”



"That, and the time machine," Howard reminded him, hopefully.
"Yes, wherever itis" Matt agreed. He looked up at Howard. " So, what's the catch?
"Catch?'

"What arethe conditions? | can't believe I'm smply being cut loose. | expect thiswill be more
like parole.”

Howard looked uncomfortable.

"Y ou're probably right. They haven't told me anything about that, but | suspect they'll be keeping
aneyeonyou."

"Sothat'sit, right? | just walk out of here? No releasesto sign? No hillsto pay for the room and
board? No mighty oaths of secrecy to swvear?"

"How can they ask for arelease when you haven't even been here? Asfor secrecy, if you start
talking about thisyou will be punished severdly; it will make what that monster did to you today seem
mild."

"Killed?'

"1 honestly don't know, and very much do not want to know. My opinion? | doubt it. But they
could make you sorry you're dive."

"l dready am."

MATT wasthirsty, and he didn't want any more wine. He redlized held done moretalking in the
last few hours than held donein the last few... months? Y ears, even? He stopped, and therewas a
long sllencein the room.

"Mosgt of thisisnew to me" said AndreadelaTerre.

"l kept meaning to tell you," Howard said, uneasily. "'l never could seem to find the right time."

Andrealooked at him skepticdly.

"Or how to go about it," she suggested.

"Honey, everything hejust said isthetruth.”

She thought about that. "Okay. But what he said isthat you told him you had nothing to do with
his kidnapping and imprisonment. | can believe that's the truth. What | need to hear now is you tdling
me that you didn't have anything to do withiit."

Howard looked hurt.



"Y ou don't bdieve me?"

"Howard, | don't know yet, because you have chosen not to tell me anything about it. | want you
to tell me now."

"l had nothing to do with it," Howard said.

Andrealooked at him for avery long moment, then nodded and patted his hand.

"l believe you." Sheturned to Maitt. "Do you?"

"Yes. | fill do." Hewas going to add thet it didn't really matter, it was along time ago, let
bygones be bygones, but decided she didn't need to hear any doubt in hisvoice. He could give
Howard that much help. Watching the expression of relief on Howard's face, Matt redlized the man
reglly was deeply in love with hismovie star girlfriend, just like the tabloid headlines said. For a
moment he thought Howard was going to kiss her, but he turned instead to Matt.

"So, Matt, you're back at last. | guess you know what my next questionis."

"Should | speak real loud for the NNSA mikes?' Matt asked.

"Doesn't matter much. They're watching me, too. They'll find out what you say."

"All right, then, Albert, or Mister Argyle Socks, or whoever ese has this place bugged, I'm sorry
to bring bad news... but | haven't learned anything.”

Howard looked at Matt blankly. The words didn't seem to have any meaning for him. He said
what people often do when a statement is unacceptable to them:

"What do you mean, you haven't learned anything?”

"l. Haven't. Learned. Anything. Y ou want meto say it again?'

Howard couldn't seem to come up with aresponse.

"Howard... it wasdways an iffy thing. | told you | had a... anction. A hint. A glimmering of
something, if you will. | thought it might lead somewhere. It didn't. I'm a adead end. It was either a
fluke, an act of God, a cosmic joke, or something that isjust beyond the capacity of my poor, abused
brain. I'm through. | give up. | quit."

Matt |ooked theatrically around the room, and held hisarms out, wrists together.

"Y ou hear that, Mr. President? Come on, arrest me again, run me through the wringer. Fuck
you all!"

Matt found himsdf shaking with rage. He knew he had suppressed it for along time. Maybe it
was being near Susan again, the bitterness of the five years without her that had been lost, gone and
impossible to get back, and the very strong possibility that he would never get her back at dl, and
who could blame her?



He got himself back under control again quickly, sat back and glanced at Susan, who was
amiling strangdly at him, then at Howard.

Howard was standing, and his face was red and twisted with fury.

"Wl that'sjust not good enough, goddamnit. | know you'relying."

Matt couldn't think of anything to say to that.

"Howard,” Andreasaid, gently, "if he hasn't found the answer, it will have to be good enough.”

"No, goddamniit! Y ou lost my warehouse, dl my pregnant € ephants, the origind time machine
and dl the duplicates, my frozen mammoth, my caveman and my cavewoman, my—"

"Cavewoman?' Matt asked. "Y ou never mentioned any cavewoman."

Howard seemed to redlize he had said more than he intended. He redlly had been shaken up.

"It was none of your business. After we got the mammoth sperm there wasn't any pressure to
deal with therest of it. The woman had no metal objects on her. So | deferred to Rostov, my
mammoth expert, who wanted to do the recovery properly. Very, very dowly. Then Rostov came
down with pneumonia from working in the cold, and the work was shut down for awhile. Then he
died, and | waslooking for anew mammoth expert when... well, when the whole project vanished.”

"A woman," Matt said.

"Probably awoman."

"Y ou should have told me about that."

"l didn't seeit was relevant to your work."

"Y ou should have told me."

Never defend yourself. Attack. "Screw that. I'mtdling you | think you'relying, and I'm
going—"

"Howard, you owe him an explanation.”

Hetook amoment to cam himsdlf. Andreawastrying to teach him amore forgiving outlook on
things and he was trying to learn. He took a deep breath.

"] didn't tell anybody, because Indian tribes have been raising such an uproar over theremains
of what they claim were their ancestors. They have been burying priceless anthropologica specimens,
bodieswe could learn alot from, and... well, you get in the habit of secrecy.”

"It might have had abearing on my research.”

"How?'



"You just don't hamstring aresearcher that way. Y ou tell me everything, and you let me decide
what'simportant.”

"Okay. | waswrong, | admit it. But now... we both know you'relying. And | won't let you
quit—you know something and | mean to find out what it is."

"I don't work for you anymore, Howard," Matt pointed out. "And | don't particularly like being
cdledaliar.”

"How do | know you haven't been lying right from the start? We al knew you were hiding
something but we could never figure out what it was. I've wondered for along timeif those
government people were abit too heavily invested in their lie detection technology. I've been
wondering if you just happen to be so good aliar that the machines can't catch you. I've had it
researched, it is possibleto fool them."

"My understanding isthat psychoticsare best at it," Matt said.

Howard was about to reply to that when Susan stood up.

"That'sthethird time you've called Mait aliar. Get out of my bouse.”

"Your house? This house belongsto me, and you know—"

"It may belong to you, but it'smy legd residence, and aslong asitis| determinewho is
welcomeinit. Matt ismy friend, and | won't have him insulted in my house. If he says he'stelling you
thetruth, he'stelling you the truth. Now, pleaseleave.”

Howard stood there, stunned. In hisyouth he had been dl too familiar with being ordered
around, but it had been quite along time since anyone had done so, and even longer Since someone
had told him he couldn't have something once he had set his sights on it. He opened his mouth to say
something, then thought better of it. Matt watched him, interested but not particularly afraid of what he
would say next, while one phrase went around in hismind: Matt ismy friend. Friend? Just what did
she mean by that?

Andrea stood up and took Howard's hand.

"Howard, let'sgo," she said quietly. Matt thought she looked alittle confused and conflicted.
There had been alot for her to absorb in the last hour, much more than for any of the rest of them.
She needed timeto think it all over. In the meantime she was shrewd enough to know nothing good

could be accomplished here tonight by dragging out an unpleasant scene.

Howard seemed to redlize that too, findly, and his posture gradually softened and he looked
away from Matt and alowed himsdlf to be led toward the door. But he couldn't resist a parting shot.

"Y ou haven't heard thelast of this" he said.
Matt stayed silent until they had gone. Then he stood and turned to Susan.

"Have | cost you your job here?' he asked.



"Hah! Doesn't hewish?' She saw his uncomprehending ook, and shook her head wearily. "I
haven't filled you in on my wonderful life yet, have 1? No, don't worry, I'm not angry, | wasalot more
interested in hearing your story than telling mine. But I'm going to fal adeep right here on the carpet if
| haveto talk or listen any more tonight. Wel have to save the rest for tomorrow, okay?'

"Okay."
She looked away from him.

"Thereésaguest room at the end of the hall upstairs. Nobody's used it since | moved in—I don't
have much of alife, outside of the park—so there are no sheets on the bed. I'll go up and—"

"It's not aproblem, Susan. I've dept on much worse, believe me.™

"You'l haveto tel meadl about it tomorrow.” She suppressed ayawn. "Well, are you okay for
tonight, then?'

Other than having a broken heart? "I'mfing" hesad.

She moved to him a bit avkwardly and gave him asisterly kiss on the cheek, which hurt more
than a punch in the nose. But she lingered for amoment and whispered in his ear.

"Y ou were lying to Howard, weren't you?"

He kissed her cheek, and whispered, "Yes."

MATT stood for dmost an hour by the luminous did of the watch he had worn religioudy since
thefirst day of hisrelease from the prison cdll in New Jersey, something he had not donein his earlier
life. The moment he hit the street he had been seized by a powerful desire to know what timeit was,
to always know what time it was. Eight weeksin acdll where the lights were never turned off could
do that to you. It was a Setko solar-powered radio chronometer with a stainless steel case and
embedded e ectronics; you could drop it from the Resurrection Tower and run over it with atank and
it would still keep perfect time from the Naval Observatory atomic clock.

He spent the time doing what he often did when confronted by a Stuation he felt inadequate to
dedl with. He asked himsdlf what the hero of aromantic comedy would do. He remembered Clark
Gable erecting a sheet—the walls of Jericho, he caled it—in amote room, and assuring Claudette
Colbert that the wall would not be breached, correctly following the mores of the 1930s. But it was
Susan who had put up the sheet, hadn't she? And thiswasn't the twentieth century.

What would amodern hero do? Probably never have gone meekly to the guest bedroom in the
first place, Matt guessed. But if he did he sure wouldn't have dept there. He would have strode
confidently down the hallway at some romantic hour of the night to hislover's room, opened the door,
and shewould ether have been eagerly waiting for him or he would have dipped into her bed and she
would have been pretending to be adeep, and then pretend to be overpowered. Both of them would
have bright, witty, sexy thingsto say to each other.



Rudolph Vaentino would have ridden dl night on his came and sneaked into her tent and
ravished her, evenif sheressted at first.

Try as he might, he couldn't see Matthew Wright, Ph.D., nondescript and avkward and
tongue-tied and the very definition of the ssumbling, fumble-fingered, maaprop geek from Centra
Cadting, making hisway from hislonely bed to that of hislady without dipping on aroller skate,
toppling apriceless Ming vase, and inadvertently setting fire to the drapes. In the movies, he knew he
would play Jerry Lewis, not Dean Martin. There was very little Casanovain him, amost no Cary
Grant.

Neverthdess, the wee hours of the morning found him making hisway carefully over the plush
carpeting, his heart throbbing in the back of histhroat. What's the worst she could do? Scream and
shout? Throw things? He'd dink back to hisroom, or even out the front door and into the night,
humiliated, but at least aware of where he stood.

The door would be locked, he was sure.

It wasnt. It turned easily under his hand. Now the darm will go off, hetold himself. But it didn't.
He pushed the door dowly open and awedge of light gradualy widened and fell across the king-sized
bed, where the covers had been turned back. Susan waslying there on her side, nude, her back to
him. Sherolled over and sat up on one ebow, then swung her legs over the side and sat up, facing
him.

"Took you long enough,” she said.

"THERE seems to be so much we need to talk about," Matt said, later, "and | can't seem to
think of adamn thing to say."

"I'vevisudized it many times," Susan said, as she nestled hersdf alittle more snuggly under
Matt's protective arm. "'l saw myself screaming and shouting for, oh, hours and hours. Then kicking
your miserable assright out the door. Then crying dl night long.”

"Did | say I'm sorry yet?!

"] think you did. Severd times. | wasabit too busy there for awhileto listen very carefully.”

"Incasel didn't, I'm sorry.”

"You don't haveto be. Inaway, it'sagood thing Howard showed up when he did. Just listening
toyou tel it like you did explained so much. | wondered why you never contacted me but through
those damn postcards. | had no ideayou'd been arrested.”

"l never was, actudly."

"Y ou know what | mean. Abducted? Kidnapped? Whatever you want the call the atrocity they
put you through. | lost alot of faith in Americatonight.”



"Y ou want to know something funny?' Matt said, and laughed quietly. "In away, it made mefed
better about this country.”

Susan sat up and stared down at him. ™Y ou can't be serious.”

"l am. Think about it. There arealot of places where, if the government thought | knew
something they just had to have... well, I'd till beinthat cell, or alot worse one, and they'd be
torturing me every day. Lots of other places they might not torture me, or at least not much, but they'd
never let meloose."

"l can't believethis™"

"I've had five yearsto put it in perspective. Don't get me wrong, I'm not defending it. It was
wrong, it wasimmora. Uncongtitutiona—though probably not illegd, if you can follow that reasoning.
Bad form, poor sportsmanship, nasty and rotten and not fair, al of that. But I'm dive, and I'm out,
and | never thought that would happen. Movies and books and television shows have convinced us of
that. What | found out isthat some peoplein the government have some scruples.”

"If you have abillionaire on your sde," Susan snorted.

"There'sthat, that sure helped. | also don't doubt that even thisNNSA hasformsto fill out and
oversight of some kind, abureaucracy to answer to. Nobody operates with total impunity, everyone
worries about a paper or eectronic trail that may one day bring them in front of a congressiona
committee”

"Covering ther asses.”

"Don't knock it. There are lots of waysto cover your ass, but the best oneisto not do the
cime”

Susan nestled hersdf back againgt his chest, nuzzled his neck.
"Y ou've changed, Matt."

"Isthat good, or bad?’

"It'sjudt different. | think | likeit. | think you'velearned alot."

"l have learned alot about mysdlf. That'sabig part of what thiswhole crazy journey has been

"I've changed some, too," she said, in adifferent tone.
"] want to hear dl about it. Every detail .
"And | want to tell you," she said, then whispered in his ear, "but not here, and not now."

He frowned, then redlized what she meant.



"Y ou think they might—"

"Shh. It's best to assume they might belistening.” Raising her voice, she said, "L ookslikethe
sun's coming up. It'sbeen along night, but would you believeit, | don't fed tired at al. How about we
go for awak?'

"Sounds good to me," he said, hoping he sounded casual.

THERE wasadirt trail leading down the hill where Susan's house sat, that soon reached a small
stream that bubbled over rocks and snags.

Mait followed Susan, who seemed familiar with the place. He noticed her dight limp more here
than he had in the house. She seemed to pick her way over the stones a bit more carefully than he
would have.

Last night in the dimness of her bedroom he had felt the puckered scar on her thigh where the
bone had been shattered and poked through the skin. Her hand had immediately grasped hisand tried
to moveit away, but he had resisted, and eventudly she had let him explore the length of it. She hadn't
wanted to talk about it, but eventualy he got out of her that there had been three operationsto put her
leg back together, that there was a titanium rod where most of her femur used to be.

Shewouldn't let him look at it with thelight on.

Gradually they lost the magnificent view of Mount Hood and the pine forest closed around them.
She stopped, and kissed him fiercely. Then she broke away and gestured toward afdlenlog. "Let's
st herefor aminute, Matt. There are somethings| haveto tell you."

Hewaited.

"Mait, you said you have changed. Y ou're not the only one. When | went into this, al | wanted
to do was be apart of agreat experiment. | don't care about getting my namein the history books.
Howard could have that, him and the gene-pushersthet fertilized the eggs.”

It took Matt amoment to redlize that she was talking about the origind project, the production
of amammoth/elephant hybrid, the job she had been hired to do. So much, so very much had
happened since then; that project was ancient history, supplanted with the arriva of two live
mammoths and a supply of fresh egg cells and sperm from the rest of the herd and from Big Daddy.

"l grew upinthecircus. | love eephants, | loved training them, | felt | was doing some good
keeping the species dive. There aren't many left divein thewild and | felt—dtill do fed—that zoos
and circuses were doing valuable work breeding, preserving the gene pool. | know alot of people
disagree, but that'swhat | felt.”

"But you've changed your mind."

"Partly. Things happen." She was rubbing her thigh, not seeming to be awvare shewasdoing it,
and he wondered if it wasjust because it was sore from the hike.



"Goon."
She amiled wryly a him, and shrugged.

"l guesstheresredly no way to do thisbut to just come out and say it. I'm going to steal Fuzzy.
I'm going to do it tonight. Do you want to help?'

There were SO many things Matt might have said.
You're going to steal the most famous and valuable animal on the planet.

The animal belongsto a billionaire, one of the most powerful men on the planet, and one
who is not always too fussy about his methods.

Fuzzy israther... large. Why not steal the Golden Gate Bridge while you're at it?
There were just about as many questions he could have asked:

How will you hide him?

Where are you going to take hint?

What will you do with him?

Areyou crazy?
And smply, Why?

But what hesaid was, "Yes."
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IT wasfar and away the most amazing show Mait had ever seen.

Hewas familiar with the magic that could be done with computer-generated imagery. But he had
never been to amajor theme park, or abig stage show in Las Vegas or Broadway. He was not
prepared for the hyperredity that could be created by live performers, clever lighting, smoke, mirrors,
and thundering sound. When the giant mammoths strode over his head on the giant screens above
him, hefelt like an ant. He dmost dropped his popcorn.

He had what he figured was one of the best seatsin the house. In afootbal stadium he would be
sitting on about the forty-yard line, five rows up from the field. Some would say the skyboxes were
better but Matt couldn't believe it. They were way up there at the top of the stadium, right above the
cheapest seats. That podition would distort the perspective of the overhead screens, like sitting in the
front row of amoviethester, and it was as far as you could get from the action on the floor. He
supposed it was a status thing, Sitting on acomfortable sofa with servants catering to you, surrounded
by your rich and beautiful friends, eating fancy food.



But why would you come here to eat French five-star cuisine? It wasthe circus, for crying out
loud! A digitized, computer-controlled, steroid-pumped, and amphetamine-boosted version of the
circus, but acircusal the same.

One of Métt's earliest memories was of avisit to the circus. He must have been three or four. In
retrospect it had been a shabby little thing: a musty tent with ripsin the canvas, alion tamer with three
raggedy big cats that had to be coaxed to stand up and roar, aging agrialists who did tricks agood
ten-year-old gymnastic student could top. But it was dl magic to him, and the highlight wasthe
elephants. Four of them, lumbering ponderoudy around and around the single ring to the crack of the
ringmaster'swhip. He still remembered the exciting, anima smell of them, the insistent best of the
marches by John Philip Sousa and Karl King, and the taste of cotton candy and Cracker Jack.

This circus was everything he remembered, to the tenth power, with the sole exception of the
cotton candy. They didn't sall it. Probably too hard to clean up the mess from the deeply padded,
rocking seats. He crunched down on another mouthful of something called Karamel Kettle Korn that
was too sweet but close enough for rock and roll, and made a mental note to speak to Susan about
the crimind lack of Kotton Kandy.

Then he remembered thiswould be her |ast day here, one way or the other. And he didn't figure
they'd be serving alot of circus snacksinjail.

Now cut that out, hetold himsdf. Think positive.

His seat was one of the perks of Susan'sjob. She had ablock of five seatsfor every
performance. She said the practicewas cdled "ice," and it was along showhbiz tradition which she had
known from her earlier circus days, though she had never qudified for it. The headliners all demanded
acertain amount of ice, and the number of seats you got was ameasure of your importance, so they
fought for it fiercely, like movie stars measuring the length of each other's Winnebagos. Up to twelve
hours before ashow she could give or sdll them to anyone she chose. After that they went back into
the lottery pool and she got the money, which was anice piece of cash every night since she hardly
ever had anyone she wanted to give them to.

Susan's other four seats had gone to ayoung couple who obvioudy could hardly believe their
luck, not only winning the daily seeting lottery but getting some of the best seatsin the house. They
had aboy named Dwight who wasfive or six, and agirl, Brittney, around nine years old. Matt
couldn't help noting their reactions. They liked the movie on the tent ceiling but it was obvious they
had seen things like that before. The children shivered and giggled when the cold air came blagting in.
They liked the meteor shower and gasped when the arena shook in the smulated earthquake.

Then came the e ephants, and Big Mama. Matt noticed the huge pachyderm'sfront legs were
chained together and she tended to just stand there until prodded by metal-tipped sticks carried by
her handlers. This stick, called an ankus, was atraditional tool of mahoutsin Asa Susan said it could
cause damage by an unskilled trainer, but was an absolute necessity with even the gentlest, most
socidized captive eephant to remind her who was the boss. The key wasto apply it sparingly, lightly,
and judicioudly, and never, never, never think that it would protect you if the e ephant redlly decided
to do you damage.

Dwight was beside himsdf with delight when Big Mama appeared, and seemed awed by the
girlsintheir gaudy costumes. Brittney smiled and watched it al with interest, but it was clear what she



waswaiting for. She was wearing aFuzzy T-shirt and a Fuzzy hat with afuzzy trunk sticking out in
front and little woolly mammoth earsflgpping at the Sdes, and waving a Fuzzy pennant.

And now hereit came... no, not quite yet. First there were the baby mammoths.

There were adozen of them now, dl full-blooded Columbians, dl the product of Big Daddy's
semen and the egg cdlls harvested from the bodies of the daughtered herd of cows, born to Indian
elephant host mothers. The oldest of them were three years old now, "toddlers’ tipping the scales at
twenty-five hundred pounds. These came out firg, followed in order by smdler and smaller and
amadller youngsters, until thefina pair, year-old infant twins weighing no more than nine hundred.

"It'sMe-tu and U-tul" Dwight shouted, and Mait realized that superstar Fuzzy had at least some
competition in the hearts of the world's children. He knew that many if not most of the kids here could
named| twelve of theseanimals.

Matt found himself on the edge of his seat, dmost as agog asthe children dl around him, asthe
moment arrived for Fuzzy's appearance. The music swelled and quickened and reached a volume that
was amost stunning, but was not loud enough to drown out the shriek from Brittney that dmost broke
Matt's eardrum.

Fuzzy entered in atypica €ephantine lumbering gait, not asfast as he could go but fast enough
so that Susan had to trot at a pretty good pace to stay beside him. Matt remembered Susan telling
him that € ephants—and now mammoths—were the only mammasthat could neither run nor jump.
Susan'slimp was barely perceptible; if you weren't looking for it you'd never notice.

Fuzzy got to the center of the arena and stopped, turning in acircle to acknowledge the
thunderous applause. He seemed absolutely calm, totally unimpressed by al the lights and noise. And
why shouldn't he be? He was aveteran of show business; he had been performing since hisfirst
birthday in the previousincarnation of thisbig, permanent home: the Ringling Brotherstraveling show,
booked into the biggest stadiums and indoors arenas throughout the United States.

Hetowered over hisretinue of youngsters. Susan had told Matt that Fuzzy had recently passed
the two-ton mark, and was seven feet tall.

The producers of the show had rejected the glitter and glitz of the elephant corps for Fuzzy and
the baby mammoths. There were no jeweled and feathered crowns, no spangled blankets, no
howdahs or ankle bracelets or painted toenails for the mammoths. Thiswas better, Matt decided.
These creatures from the distant past would have been diminished by circustrappings. The mammoths
were as nature had created them... abeit alot cleaner than they would have beenin the wild. These
were undoubtedly some of the most pampered animasin theworld. Their coats were shampooed
daily and combed out and conditioned for hours. Their diets were monitored with the care usualy
reserved for arocket launch, and they got thorough veterinary exams every week. Circusesin Japan
and Chinaand Russia had standing offers of twenty million dollarsfor any one of them. Howard had
told Susan he would have sneered at fifty million. He intended to keep atota monopoly on live
mammoths for the foreseegble future.

The Columbian babieswere dl as cute as could be, with their short yellow-gold fur. But Fuzzy
wore acoat that would have made an Itdian movie Sarlet proud. Glossy black with copper highlights,
with a gentle wave that Matt supposed was naturd—he had avision of Fuzzy being done up every



night with hair curlersthe size of oil drums, and had to laugh—it ranged from only four or five inches
on histrunk and around hisfaceto afull three feet long on his sides and belly. The whole glorious pelt
waved as he walked, and it was hard to imagine amore gppeaing animal. Elephants, with their thick,
wrinkled, dusky hidesinspired awe but Matt had never been inspired to reach out and stroke the skin
of any of Susan's elephants. Fuzzy, even at this distance, just made you ache to get close to him and
run your fingersthrough al that fur. He waslike atwo-ton puppy.

Fuzzy's part of the show went on for only about twenty minutes but it seemed timeless. L ater,
thinking it over, Matt realized that not alot redly happened. The youngsters went round and round the
arena, at some points reaching out and grasping the tails ahead of them with their trunks, which
delighted the children. Susan led Fuzzy to within ten feet of the crowd, dowly, so that everyone got a
farly closelook at him. But asfor tricks, neither Fuzzy nor histroop did much. Thiswasagain at
Susan'singstence. Severa times Fuzzy reared up on hishind legs, to wild applause, but there were no
handstands, no balancing on platforms or rolling on big bdls, no tightrope walking, none of the stunts
you would think an eephant or mammoth couldn't do, but actudly could.

Nobody seemed to care. It was enough to see Fuzzy. Matt figured the crowd would go wild if
he just sood there and ate hay. When one of the youngsters lifted histail and unceremonioudy
dropped a steaming load of dung near the center of the ring, the audience, and especialy the children,
went wild with delight. They liked it even more when aitroop of incompetent clowns scurried out and
made a hilarious botch of cleaning up the mess. There must be something universal about toilet humor,
Maitt decided, because he was laughing, too.

When Fuzzy and his entourage findly Ieft the arenathe show was essentialy over, but nobody
moved. Thefind attraction was about to unfold, the nightly Super Lottery, and Matt redized, with a
bit of ashock, that this was the part of the show he wasredlly herefor.

Compared to the Super Lottery, a private papa audience was no big dedl.

Therewere certainly afew people sitting around Matit who would be indifferent to the chanceto
enter Fuzzy's private quarters, get the chance to stroke his big furry flanks, maybe feed him a handful
of his specidly formulated mammoth treats. But even they wouldn't miss the opportunity to brag to
their friends about how they got to hobnob for thirty minutes with the world's most famous animal
celebrity.

Obvioudy the whole throng couldn't pet the anima, al those reaching hands would eventualy
wear him down like apencil eraser. Howard had wanted Fuzzy ingtalled in a glass environment so that
the entire departing crowd could at least file by and see him on their way out, but Susan had vetoed
that. To Matt's considerable surprise, Susan had vetoed alot of Howard's more intrusive ideas, and
he still wasn't sure how she got away with that. But she had givenin to theideaof letting asmal
group—familieswith children only, she had indsted—spend a short time with Fuzzy after the shows.
She had suggested alottery and the show's producers had eagerly agreed, asjust one more way to
heighten the excitemen.

So now the ringmaster announced the Super Lottery, and asked everyone to get out their
tickets. Matt took hisfrom his pocket with ahand that was suddenly moist and shaky. Everything
depended on this.

Theticket wasn't alittle stub of cardboard, but asouvenir initsdlf. It was plastic, three by four



inches. There was a screen that showed a picture of Fuzzy striding across agrassy plain, and some
buttons benegth the screen. After thelottery it became a handheld game, but right now it wasamagic
talisman. Searchlights began crisscrossing the crowd at random as the music built once again.

"And the first winning family is"—the ringmaster's voice thundered, and the entire huge arena
suddenly was quiet enough to hear apin drop—"Paul and Claudette Williamson of Naples,
Florida, and their children, Sonny and Michael!"

Even before the names were announced Maitt heard loud shouting far above him, and he turned
around to see aman and woman and two boys standing and holding their tickets triumphantly above
their heads. The tickets were flashing red. The spotlights converged on them and the rest of the
audience applauded. The Williamsons were met by uniformed ushers at the aide, and led to an exit,
dtill followed by spotlights.

Three more families were announced, one with just asingle child, another with six children, the
last afamily from Japan with three kids who were so astonished Matt wondered if they might pass
out. Matt began to worry. They must be reaching capacity now, there could only be one more family
chosen.

Matt knew something nobody e se in the audience knew, though some suspected, which was
that the lottery could be fixed.

It was openly announced that only familieswith children were digible, of course. Naturally most
people suspected that the families of the rich and powerful had abig edge, but no one had been able
to proveit, and Susan had told Maitt that it wasn't true.

No, the chesting was only gpplied in favor of guests of organizationslike the Make-A-Wish
Foundation, kidswith termina diseases or terrible injuries. Thishad been AndreadelaTerrésidea,
and it had been noticed, but who was going to complain? There had never been an outraged editoria
or exposé, and there never would be.

But thefact that the lottery could be fixed meant that it could be fixed for anyone. It wasal up
to whoever controlled the lottery computer.

"And the last family of the night..."
It seemed the air pressure dropped a bit from al the people inhaling at once.
"...isJerry and Melissa Myers, and their children, Brittney and Dwight!"

To Matt'sright the Myers family was bathed in light and Brittney was proving, incredibly, that
she had hardly begun to demonstrate the power of her lungs earlier in the show. Matt was showered
with Karamd Kettle Korn as she threw her haf-eaten jJumbo box into the air. He glanced at histicket,
which was flashing red, too, then he dipped it back into his pocket and joined in the thunderous
gpplause. Then in an ingtant he was engulfed in the biggest human traffic jam he had ever seen, asal
the people who had not dared to leave while they sill had a chance were suddenly seized by visions
of gridlock in the parking lots, long linesfor trains, and the tantrums of cross and exhausted children.
He sat and waited for abit as hisfeet were stepped on by the shuffling mass, then when hisaidewas
clear he got up and followed the directions Susan had given him.



EVENTUALLY hereached a point where the wide exit corridors branched beneath asign that
reed:

SORRY, NOADMITTANCE WITHOUT A FLASHING TICKET!

The crowd went one way and he went another. At last he had some elbow room. Fifty feet
down ahdl lined with aplagtic junglefilled with capering mechanica monkeys and the sandard
whoops, caws, roars, and yelps of a 1930sjungle epic he cameto avelvet rope barrier manned by a
young fdlow in safari khakis and helmet, who took Matt's flashing ticket, glanced at it, and handed it
back, stifling ayawn. Theme park workers put in long hours for not much pay; this one looked more
than ready to ride the train back to Portland.

Around one last bend and there was the inner sanctum. Compared to the rest of the theme park
it wasrather prosaic. It was abig room, as befitted the big anima Fuzzy had become, divided roughly
in half by astout fence of stedl I-beamsthat would have stymied Big Mamain an escape attemp,
much less Fuzzy. Not that Fuzzy showed any signs of discontent. He was close to the fence, facing it,
extending histrunk over and over to take the mammoth treats held out in the hands of the lucky lottery
children. The kidswere on the far Side of aless substantid railing, designed to keep them two feet
back from their idol; an easy reach for Fuzzy'strunk but too far for achild to reach out and touch his
legsor sde.

Susan stood beside Fuzzy on the other side of the heavy fence. Between the two fences was the
male assistant handler, an old friend of Susan's, who guarded a gate through which he would let
groups of two or three children to a caged enclosure where they could actualy reach out and stroke
Fuzzy'sfur. Mogt of the children did thisin absolute, aved sllence, so delicately and tentatively that it
was asif they feared their tiny hands could somehow hurt the giant beast. Matt noticed that one of the
kids, agirl of about seven, was careful to keep her |eft Sde turned away from the people she was
with. He glimpsed a hideous burn, and anose that was in the process of being reconstructed. The
look of sheer delight on the undamaged side of the girl's face made the back of Matt's throat burn,
and he had to turn away.

What am | doing here? Isthisa good idea?
But it wastoo late for that.

Susan caught his eye, and unobtrusively turned her head and gestured toward adoor off to
Matt'sleft. He nodded, trying not to glance too obvioudly at the cameras set high in the walls of the
enclosure. Once inside, he switched on thelights.

Thiswas Susan's office, and it was much like any office anywhere, dominated by various data
systems. There were afew old-fashioned filing cabinets, a coffeemaker, and amicrowave. He noticed
there were fluorescent lightsin the calling but they hadn't come on. Instead, aseries of attractive lamps
at each work area gave the room awarmth unusua for aplacelikethis.

Onewall facing her desk was agrid of screens displaying various parts of the mammoth
compound. On one Matt could see the children gtill gathering around Fuzzy. On another was aview
of Big Mama's quarters. Two attendants were shoveling hay and fruit into her gigantic manger, while



another used amachine alittle like a Zamboni to muck out the floor, spray and mop it, and spread
fresh straw, al in one operation. All three workers seemed to be keeping awary eye on theirascible
old matriarch, though she was securely chained.

The other screens showed scenes of very little interest. There were ordinary halways, and afew
that were much larger and concrete-floored, presumably for moving the € ephants and Big Mama
from their quartersto the arenafloor and back. One camerawas focused on abig parking lot where
lots of vehicleswere jockeying for position to get through what |ooked like a security checkpoint. At
first Matt thought it was the remains of the audience heading for their homes and hotels, then redlized
it was an employee |ot. He knew enough of the plan to redlize why Susan would be interested in that
lot.

He had been coasting dong on the pleasurable high he got from watching the circus show, but
now the whole improbable plan, which he had been trying not to think about too much, came crashing
back into his consciousness.

Could it work?

Wadll... yes, thefirst part, anyway. He was dubious about their long-term chances, but there
hadn't been timeto fill himin on every detail of that part. But the parts Susan had laid out for him
seemed well thought out, as he would have expected of her.

Once more he asked himsdlf why hewas doing this.

One reason was obvious, and that was hislove for Susan. If she wanted to do this, if she thought
it was the right thing to do, then that was good enough for him. There was a second reason he thought
they might succeed, but he hadn't figured out how to tell her that oneyet. In fact, he hadn't had time to
reconcile himsdlf to the insanity of theidea.

Thethird reason was smple. Any robbery of this magnitude could only be carried out with help
from the ingde. Susan hersalf was the person with the most unquestioned access to Fuzzy, but even
that would not have been enough, aone.

Therewas ancther ingder.
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WHILE Matt waited and fretted in Susan's office, aconfederate he had never met was seated in
aroom, waiting and fretting, only ahundred yards away, beneath the circus grandstand sests. His
name was Jack Elk, which had amost been a problem when he was hired, six months earlier. He had
been born Jack Elkins but had changed his name legally ten years before, at the age of eighteen.

Anyone with the name of an anima was automaticaly flagged by the personnel computers at
Fuzzyland as a potential security risk, asit was fashionable among the more radical animal rights
groups to adopt names like that. But Jack had always told people he was half Apache, reclaming his
racid heritage, and he could passfor it, with hisdark skin and black hair. In fact he was no Indian at
all, but his claim was passed on during the clearance process by a subprogram from the lega



department, which went to great lengths to avoid any accusation of racia discrimination.

Now ashe sat at hisbig, curving console expertly scanning fifty monitors, he thought it might
have been better if he had called himsdlf Jack Mole, because that was what he was. And likeamole
suddenly thinking about leaving his nice, safe tunnel and emerging into the sunlight, he was nervous.
Way beyond nervous,; he was serioudy thinking about chucking thiswhole insane project and just
getting the hell out of Oregon.

How had it happened? How did he come to be sitting here, minutes away from setting in motion
aseries of eventsthat could end up in one of the most spectacular kidnappings of al time? Buit...
could you kidnap an anima? Maybe if you held it for ransom. Call it smpletheft, then. It fill carried a
prison term.

And held only met Susan once. He had inssted on it, even though they both knew it wasa
security risk. He had to look in her eyes and know that she had Fuzzy's best interests at heart, that
shewasn't doing this as part of some personal vendetta against one of the richest men in the world.

Howard Chrigtian. Jesusl He was going up againgt Howard Christian. And he knew for afact
that Christian never forgot, and never forgave. Jack Elk chewed on histenth cherry-flavored Tums of
the night and watched the clock.

MATT was watching the screen that showed the halway outside Susan's office door when he
saw her open it from the outside, then from theingde. It was alittle disorienting. He glanced at the
screen showing Fuzzy's quarters. All the guests had gone; there was nothing to see but the star
himsdf, placidly stuffing trunkfuls of his specialy blended fodder into his mouth.

"It'stime," she said smply, and he stood up. They faced each other for aslent moment, Matt
waiting for her to say something else, and he redlized she was giving him one last chance to back out.
Maybe giving it to hersdlf, too. Her eyes seemed to be pleading with him. It dmost looked asif she
wanted him to talk her out of it. Asfor himsdf, all she had to do was say the word and he was out of
there. With her, of course. He didn't give much of adamn about Fuzzy, and she knew that, and didn't
care, but he knew that her life had revolved around him for five years, and she had undergone a
change at least asradica asthe one that had overtaken him during hislong quest done. And he knew
that he loved her, and would do anything for her. And there was another reason they had to do this,
one he hadn't told her abouit yet.

Sohesad, "Let'sdoit." And surrendered himsaf to Fate.

JACK Elk saw Susan enter her office. Theinside was one of the few placesin Fuzzyland that he
couldn't look into, others being the rest rooms and the offices of some of the top management and, of
course, Howard Chrigtian's offices. Earlier he had seen aman enter, keeping his back mostly to the
camera, but there was another camerathat gave him abetter angle and he had called it up, ran it
backward afew seconds, froze aframe that gave him agood three-quarter profile, zoomed in
digitaly, and enhanced it, just for something to do while he waited. Thiswaswhat he was good at,
skills he had honed in some of the bigger casinosin Las Vegas, where he could spot a pickpocket or



abottom-dedler in acrowd of people as easily as an ornithologist could peg apelican in aflock of
sparrows. He caled up the face-recognition program. His own face program, the one he carried
around in his brain, was excellent, sharpened by years of BOLOsissued by the casinos concerning
card counters and dips and high rollers. Thisguy's face was familiar, one of those faces you felt was
somebody who had been famous briefly, but maybe quite awhile ago. Like that, but older.

The computer found him in three seconds. Matthew Wright.

Whoa! Of course. He was the guy who went back into the past with Susan. Did this change
anything? Jack wondered. He glanced at the box on his screen labeled THREAT leve. Thiswasan
innovation of Chrigtian's, who had designed parts of the security programs, and afairly dumb one,
Jack thought. Christian was a hands-on sort of boss, especialy when it came to computers, which to
Jack trandated as "interfering horse's ass.” He was liable to show up a any time with some lame
suggestion to "improve' systems that had been fine-tuned by generations of Nevadas most devious
minds. Howard's threet level s ran from green to red. Green people were "Perfectly okay" and red
people were "Do not admit under any circumstances.” Trouble was, nobody but Chrigtian seemed to
be entirdly sure what threet levelsblue, yellow, and orange meant. Y ou might get abluerating if you
had ever served timeinjail. Orange seemed to mean "Keep an eye on him.”

Matt was listed asthreet level yellow. Near as Jack could figure out, that meant Howard just
didn't like the son of abitch. Of course, since he was working with Susan, Jack would have let him
dideevenif hewasred... unlessthe reason for the red rating was that he might be a danger to Fuzzy.

Would he be? Of course not, not if hewaswith Susan. Right?

Hewas drawn away from histhoughts by the sight of Susan and Matt coming out of her office.
She stared right into Jack's camera and gave a dow nod. The operation was ready to start.

Jack wiped his pamson his jeans and got to work.

"SO what'sthe dedl with this guy you're working with?* Matt asked, smply for something to say
to take hismind off the wesk feding in hisknees. "Jack..."

"Elk. When | first decided to do this, six months ago, | reached out—very cautioudy, through a
couple hidden Internet accounts—to people | thought might be willing to help. Therésan
underground network out there and it's not easy to get into. Animd rights fanatics, antifur people,
eco-extremists, some of them involved in some very nasty stuff, so naturally they're cautious. But |
had somebody | felt pretty surewould talk to me, at least give me ahearing... I'll tell you about him
later. We're here”

They had been walking down wide, tal, brightly lit corridors, more than big enough to
accommodate a herd of eephants, which was exactly what they werefor. A few zigs and a couple of
zagsthat Matt had paid little attention to, afew doors that had opened to akey card Susan carried on
achain attached to abdt loop, and now they werein avery large open room with amost no light at
al. Large shapes|loomed around them. Susan took aflashlight from a hip pocket and clicked it on,
then swept it around the room.



Thefirg thing the flashlight beam encountered was afull-grown giant ground doth, rearing
twenty feet above them, standing absolutely Hill. Thething was missing itsleft arm at the elbow, and
from there to the shoulder the bare metal of gears and tubing of hydraulics stuck out.

"Repair shop,” Susan whispered. It made no sense at al to be whispering, of course, because if
anybody wasin the room with them they were totally screwed, but he understood perfectly why she
wasdoing it.

"Howard has the biggest toys of anybody on the block, that's for sure," Matt whispered back.
Shegiggled, and it delighted him inordinately that he had made her laugh. How many timesin the last
few years had he had to smply put out of hismind al the little things he loved about her? That, or go
crazy. Now, if they could pull off thisthing, maybe they could be together forever.

Or serve separate prison terms.

No use thinking like that. He followed her down winding paths between mechanica prehistoric
beasts and was amazed, first, at how many of them there were, and second, how many werein for
repairs or maintenance. Getting a colossus like amechanica mammoth to walk redidticaly, something
ababy mammoth could do within an hour of birth, was gill achdlenging problem in cyberneticsand
robotics. Howard's tech people were the best in the world, except maybe for the loya old guard he
hadn't been able to hire away from Disney, but there was alot to go wrong.

Susan led him through the creatures. Matt was taken back to atrip to the Museum of Natural
Higtory in New Y ork when he was very young. Many of the rooms had held massive skeletons, but
newer ones had lifelike mock-ups made of rubber and plastic and fake fur, many of which moved
their heads or opened their mouths. Very primitive stuff, compared to this, but an unforgettable
experience for achild. They reached a second set of doors and Susan's flashlight revesled a
prominent Sgnonit:

NO ADMITTANCE WITHOUT "E" CLEARANCE

"Research and development,” Susan said. She carded the door and turned the handle, which
opened easily with no darm.

"You're an E clearance, obvioudy," Matt said.

"Wouldn't have done me any good if Jack wasn't working with me. Somebody € se would have
noticed this door was being opened, but Jack should be covering that. Did you know that when
Disneyland opened, you bought ticket books, and the E tickets were for the best rides?’

"Redly?'

"Howard enjoystouches like that. Come on."

They entered the R& D facility, which was as dark and deserted asthe repair shop. All they
needed to have the thing blow up in their faces was some nerd working late, but Susan said it wasn't a

problem, and he supposed the mysterious Jack knew the whereabouts of anyone with accessto this
room.



Thefirg thing he saw in the flashlight beam was Fuzzy. The second thing he saw was another
Fuzzy. They could beidentical twins. Just beyond them was a third mechanical mammoth, the same
size and shape but naked, like an eephant, and with a service hatch in its side open. And just beyond
that was another automaton with no skin, just metal bones and wires and a maze of tubes.

"Matt," Susan said, "mest Fuxxy."

THERE was no turning back now, Jack knew. He had taken steps that he could conceal for
some hours, but not forever. A record of his actions would be stored somewhere in computer
memory, and he had no ideawhere, or how to get at it, or how to dter it, if it could be dtered at all.
He supposed a computer genius could do it, given enough time, but maybe not. Because, of course,
one of the biggest weaknesses of any security system was the watchers themselves. They had to be
watched, and at Fuzzyland that was done, asin Las Vegas, by the computers. And Jack Elk, though
one of the best in the business at operating top-of-the-line security systems, was no computer genius
aadl.

When the call had gone out over the underground network for asympathizer with experience
and, most importantly, spotless credentidsin his particular field, it would have been too much to hope
for that the person they turned up would have any hacking skills. Susan had fdlt incredibly lucky to
find any such man at al, and twice blessed to see by hisresume that he was one of thetopsin his
field. Such men were much in demand, and when he quit hisjob as shift manager of the
Eyes-in-the-Sky team (known to the dedlers as the Fink Squad) at the Mirage and moved to Oregon,
the Fuzzyland chief of security was happy to get him, and started him off, as per union seniority rules,
on the night shift, which was just where he needed to be. He quickly learned the system and settled in

peacefully.

Meanwhile, the network was searched for aman who didn't have to be anywhere near as clean
as Jack Elk, and who was afirgt-rate computer genius. That man waslocated (and turned out to be a
woman, though Jack would never know that), and given the problem of getting into the Fuzzyland
Security computers.

Jack spent the next months carrying a credit card-sized digicam in his pocket, snapping pictures
of the layout aswell asthe inputs and outputs and, wherever possible, theinterna wiring of the
security system. He wrote down the manufacturer and model number of every piece of equipment he
could get close to. He took histime, never took chances. He sent the results through the U.S. Mail
and afew weeks later got back atwo-inch square clear plastic chip and detailed instructions about
what to do withit. A week later, in the wee-est of the wee hours of the morning, he plugged the chip
into the machine where he had been told to plug it in. A red light flashed briefly on hispand, then
quickly went out. He waited one minute, then removed the crystal memory chip, pocketed it, and on
theway home put it in an envelope and dropped it in the first mailbox he passed on hisway home as
easgerly ashewould have rid himsdlf of apound of plutonium.

Then he sat back and waited, doing his job.
Severd things could have happened next.

The presence of the tiny spy could have been detected, though it was supposed to protect itself



againg that. In that case there would have been an investigation which may or may not have led back
to Jack Elk. If it did, he would have been quietly dismissed. Nobody noisesit around that there has
been an attempted breach of their security.

The second possibility was that the hacker genius would be stymied, that the Fuzzyland
computers were too well protected for this stunt. Jack could hang around a month or o, then go
back to Vegaswith his conscience clear: he had done dl he could for the Cause.

Thethird possibility was what had actualy happened. He received in the mail asmdl parcd with
nine two-inch plastic cards exactly like the one he had plugged in before, which had explored the
system and diagnosed the proper course of action. Each card was clearly numbered with agrease
pencil, one through nine. With it was ashort list of ingtructions, teling him whereto remove the
appropriate recording cards and plug in the new ones. When the operation has been accomplished,
said thelast part of the printed instructions, replace these cards with the originals, and there will
be no evidence left in the system of just what was done, or how.

At the bottom someone had written in cursive, with apen, Piece of cake!
And now it wastime.

Helooked around the room, which had fifteen stations smilar to his, which wasraised and
behind the others, as befitted ashift manager. All the stations faced along wall with every inch
covered in surveillance screens, ableto display amost every camerain Fuzzyland at onetime. The
pictures were constantly changing. There was no earthly reason for such athing, Jack knew, since
each operator looked only at his own twenty-four screens, but display screenswere cheap and it
made impressive wall paper to show off to big shots getting a behind-the-scenestour. It looked like a
Hollywood version of ahigh-security instalation. People expected it.

InVegeas, dl the stations would be manned 24/7, covering every square inch of public area. At
Fuzzyland, after the park closed, there was no need for anything like that level of paranoia. Mot of
the park had coverage, and every inch of Fuzzy's compound, but there was no need to monitor every
cameradl thetime. Most of them showed nothing but cleaning crews, and after about one A.M. even
those guys would go home. Mation detectors would key in aparticular cameraiif something larger
than a cat moved anywhere in the park, and Jack or one of histwo assstants would take alook and
dedl with the Situation. It was very boring work on the night shift, and boredom is the bane of any
Security system.

He glanced a histwo companions for the night, seated at consoles directly in front of him and
just below. To work this shift they didn't exactly have to be the two sharpest pencilsin the cup, and
they weren't. Security work tended to attract two types: retired cops, and guys who liked to wear
police-style uniforms and hoped to one day get ajob that would let them carry agun.

Ed Crane was a perfect example of the first type, a veteran patrolman from the Beaverton force,
sixtyish, thick around the middle, more than happy to find ajob that let him st in asoft chair dl night
and exercise hisremarkable ability to deep soundly with his eyes wide open. Darryl Mosdy wasthe
wanna-be: agangly redhead with bad skin who never failed to show up in the crisply pressed khakis
his position entitled him to wear, even though the guysin the pit, including Jack, usualy wore street
clothes. Darryl was anew hire, had worked there for only aweek, and clearly had his eye on bigger
things, working hisway up in the organization. He was earnest and hard-working, and Jack sort of



hated to do thisto him. If Susan pulled this off, Darryl wasforever going to be one of the guyswho let
amammoth be stolen right out from under his nose.

Jack sghed and reached down to his|eft to open a pand on the sde of his console. Consulting
hislist, he punched a button and a plastic recording card was g ected partway. He plucked it out and
inserted card 1, punched it home, and quickly did the same with the rest of the new cards. Hewas
about to close the console when Darryl spoke up in his clipped, military fashion, dmost making Jack
jump out of hisskin.

"Got acameraglitch here, chief!”

Jack looked up dowly—It's no big deal, it'sjust a little problem; we get one every night,
don't act strange! —and saw that one of Darryl's twenty-four screens was black.

"Ah... try keying itinagain.” What the hell was going on?

Darryl did asingructed, and for good measure, flicked the screen afew timeswith hisfingernall
on the well-established principle that giving abaky machine awhack or two was apt to fix it. But it
didnt.

"Camerasin Fuzzy's compound,” Darryl said. "Other two in there look okay, though. Critter's
egtin’ hisway through another bale of hay."

Jack could seethat on his own screens.

"How about | go down there and take alook?"

"No!" Jack said, alittletoo loudly. "Uh... you know we aren't supposed to disturb the big boy
unlessit's an emergency. He's got his night keeper watching him." He realized he was explaining too
much. "Let meseeif | can do anything from here.”

Do something, do something.

Following a corollary of the same principle Darryl had used earlier, Jack pressed histhumb
againgt each of the nine cards he had replaced... and felt aclick on number 9.

"Oops! Therewe are, back on ling," Darryl said.

Jack let hisbreath out very dowly. He hadn't redlized he had been holding it.

"TELL meabout this Jack guy," Matt said. "Why's he doing this?*
"lsn't the better question why am | doing this?"

"I've got afedling that'samuch longer story. | just asked because when my mouth is moving my
teeth can't chatter.”



"1 know what you mean." Susan was at adesk, opening and shutting drawers. She found what
she needed—one of the ubiquitous plastic cards that afew years ago would have beenaCD and a
few years before that afloppy disk, and a cobbled-together thing that looked asif it had started out
as aremote control for amode airplane—and they went back to the first Fuzzy. Excuse me, Fuxxy.
Fuxxy Mark Two, according to Susan.

"l didn't screw him, if that's what you were wondering.”

"Never entered my mind." It hadn't. Matt had wondered, from timeto time, if Susan had had any
male companionship during his long absence. It would only have been reasonable and naturd, and he
redly didn't care and didn't want to know unless she wanted to tell him. He had only cared if she
would take him back, and she had. No, he knew she hadn't gone to bed with Jack because she had
said she had only met him once, and it wasn't in her nature to use people that way, to get something
from aguy with sex. If she had screwed Jack, it would have been because she liked him, not to enlist
him.

"Jack Elk isalurker around the edges of the animd rights movement. He's amember of the
Audubon Society and severa other middle-of-the-road anima and conservation groups... pretty
much like me. When he was young he went to afew protest marches and such, he was offered the
chanceto help 'liberate’ some minks from afur farm and declined—which was a good decision,
because most of them got arrested and one had afinger bitten off. HeE's not ajoiner and not an
activigt, a heart.”

Shelifted the amazingly redistic flap of one of Fuxxy Mark Two's ears and found adot thereto
insert the card. When it wasin you couldn't even seethe dot.

"Heisanticircus and antifur and antizoo and a vegetarian, but he's never done much about it, and
we were very lucky to find him, because if held joined any of the more radical groups hedd never have
got past the security checks here. Now hang on aminute here, | only saw this demonstrated once,
and | don't want usto get trampled by amechanica mammoth.”

She concentrated on the controller. A green light came on. She punched afew buttons... and
Fuxxy Mark Two began to breathe.

| swear it, if it wasn't too late already 1'd run to my car and not stop driving until | got to
the Nevada state line.

But it wasfar too late. On screen 1 he could see Susan and Matt and that goddamn contraption
coming down the hall. He had to stick it out. Half an hour, just haf an hour, that's how long she said it
would take.

He got up from his chair, idly walked aong the back galery, stretched hisarms and cracked his
neck as he did a dozen times every shift... and casudly glanced down at Ed Cran€'s console where, if
things were not working, two people and a mechanica mammoth would come around acorner in
about five seconds. Not that Ed was likely to notice it, staring glassy-eyed into space. But Darryl
certainly would, and soon.



Nothing happened on the screen, and he went and sat back down. On his own screen he could
see Susan and Matt and Fuxxy. He said asilent prayer of thanks to the Unknown Hacker. Piece of
cake, my ass.

Sowly, as he watched them move from one screen to another, he camed himself down,
reminded himself why he was doing this, reminded himself that it was a good thing to do and about
time he got up off hislazy, uninvolved assand did it.

All hislife—or since the age of eighteen, anyway, when he had been horrified by the pictures
and stories he had seen at abooth at a career fair at his high school—he had hated the exploitation of
animals. It had been like aborn-again moment for a Baptist; from that day his outlook on life had

changed.

Hisoutlook... but not hisactions. Hewas basically lazy, didn't interact well with people, and had
found the perfect niche for himself in ajob that alowed him to sit down al day and spy on people he
didn't haveto talk to. Hefigured in another ten years his ass would be ayard wide and hed have a
hard time walking from the car to the front door, but he didn't particularly care. It wasthe life that
suited him.

But he spent his spare time—where el se?—dtting at his home computer connecting with some
pretty radica groups, following their exploits, cheering them on from his comfortable safe seet in the
grandstands of life.

Then one day the word had gone out that an operational group—what the straight mediawould
cdl "terrorists'—was looking for someone with skillsthat could have been culled perfectly froma
reading of hisresume. From some dark well of guilt in hissoul, carefully kept covered for the last
decade since that d most-debacle with the minks, he felt the sudden urge to stand up and be counted,
to put hisass on theline, to do something about the terrible evils he read about every day.
Cautioudy, he sent out afeder, and, cautioudy, an approach was made. One thing led to another...

And here he was, participating in what would probably become known asthe heist of the
century.

"HE'S on what they cdl 'come-along’ mode," Susan said. "Hell follow the controller wherever it
goes, never get closer than five feet.”

Fivefeet fdt entirdy too close for Matt, who kept looking back over his shoulder to seeif the
damn thing was still back there, and was never quite sureif he was happy or not to seethat it was, at
asteady, dependablefive feet, lumbering dong as naturdly as any actud living beast he had ever
Seen.

"Soit'sfor useinthe... what do they cdl that part of the park? With al the mechanical critters?”

"No, he'sfor the center ring... maybe.”

"Y ou can't be serious. Howard plansto pam off a mechanica subgtitute for the red thing?*



"l said maybe. Theres dtill alot of bugsto beworked out. Can't have 'Fuzzy' falling over during
the show and just lying there, trying to walk. So they figure they're about ayear away from being able
to chanceit, not with this one, but with Mark Three or Four, which you saw back there being put
together."

Susan sighed heavily.

"It's partly my fault. Howard and | have been head-to-head over thisthing practicaly from day
one. He wanted three shows aday, | wanted one; we settled on two. | wanted two days off per
week, we settled on one. Howard had power over me, because he's sure it would take a lot to make
me quit here. Fuzzy is... like achild to me. It would be very hard to leave him. But I've got some
power over him, too."

"What'sthat?"
Susan grinned.
"Fuzzy won't work for anybody but me."

Matt laughed out loud, then looked nervoudly at the camerathey were just passing. (Not far
away, Jack wondered what the hell the idiot found so funny.)

"You'rekidding."

"Heimprinted on methat night, or he loves me, or he'sjust ornery, look at it any way you want
to. Helost his mother, and never attached to any of the wet nurseswe provided for him. In fact, he
didn't seem to like dephant milk much. He preferred to suck the stuff that | mixed up from abottle.
He has other handlers who groom him and can lead him around from place to placeif they don't get in
the way of what he really wantsto do, but he only fully cooperates with me. Howard didn't find that
out until thefirgt time hefired me, three years ago, and he was gpoplectic.”

"Fred you ‘thefirg time?"

"Oh, he'sfired me saverd times since then, but it lasts about an hour or two. Actudly, awhile
after Andrea came along, he stopped firing me. She's been agood influence on him."

"He could use one."

" Sometimes he seems amaost human. Anyway, this robot was supposed to take some of the
burden off the red Fuzzy. Do the early show, sub three or four times aweek, something like that. But
it's one thing to make atitanothere that can walk around a predetermined track with a human operator
ingde, and something else to make arobot that can do tricks and redlly fool the eye under bright
lights. The project isway behind schedule. I'm sure they'll get it right one day soon... and by then |
redly, really hope they'll need it badly... because here we are, and thisisthe last chanceto turn
back."

JACK watched them on his screen as they opened the gate to Fuzzy's enclosure and Susan
entered, alone. Fuzzy had heard her or smelled her, and he turned from his manger and greeted her
with histrunk. She patted his big flanks, gentling him, offering him atrest which he snarfed up. Fuxxy



had cometo ahalt when Susan turned off the follow-me button on her controller. Now she turned it
on again, and the imposter lumbered through the open gate and into the enclosure, siopping faithfully
just behind her.

Fuzzy wasfascinated.

He explored the newcomer with histrunk. Jack wondered what the beast was thinking. Surdly
Fuxxy didn't smell like amammoth, but he sure looked like one. But when Susan touched hisside
gently with the ankus, Fuzzy turned and went with her outside the stal, and when she touched him
again and spoke to him he stood beside Matt, apparently incurious about this new guy. And why not?
Fuzzy met ahundred new people every day, and wasfriendly to them all. Fuzzy was everybody's
friend, but only took orders from Susan.

Susan got the mechanica monstrosgity positioned just where Fuzzy usudly spent the night. Later,
Fuzzy might normally lie down for an hour or two, seldom longer than that. If hedidn't lie
down—which Fuxxy couldn't do—neither Darryl nor Ed would think anything of it. Jack watched as
Susan did something with the controller. Fuxxy began the dow, back-and-forth swaying that was a
norma behavior for Fuzzy when he was content, or adeep on hisfeet. The mechanica trunk curled
fromtimeto time. It looked pretty lifelike to Jack. He looked over hisboard and down at Darryl's.
Thekid was still getting the tape loop of thereal Fuzzy on his screen. It wasvery, very closeto the
realtime picture now on Jack's. He wiped swest off hisbrow.

Then Susan jammed the controller deep under apile of hay, closed the gate behind her, and
moved out of camerarange with Matt and Fuzzy.

Hefollowed them down severd hallwaysto apoint where aright turn would lead them into the
arena, and aleft turn to abig door to the outside. They turned left. He checked the externa camera.
No one out there. He got out his cell phone and punched 1, which dided Susan's phone. He saw her
answer. She said nothing, and he punched the number 2, which sent the text message dl clear. He
watched her switch off, and punched the e ectric door opener. He gritted histeeth, imagining the
racket the thing was making. If somebody were to drive into the wrong parking lot right now...

They left the building, the door rumbled back down (silently, to Jack), and the unlikely trio
headed out across the parking lot to where Susan had parked her big pickup and monster fifth-whed
trailer. Before they even reached it the tail gate was coming down. From his angle Jack couldn't see
ingde, but he knew there was a dune buggy parked in the garage in back. Susan had been parking the
rig there every Sunday night for months now so she could get an early start for the Oregon Dunes
near Florence, or some other off-roading destination to spend Monday, her only day off.

The next part was tricky. Jack couldn't see most of it because of the angle, but it seemed to go
smoothly. In fifteen minutes Susan climbed into the driver's seet of the pickup, started the engine, and
pulled away.

As soon as she was out of camera range Jack punched nine buttons, gected nine cardsinto his
hands, and replaced them with the proper ones. There wasn't even aflicker on the screens asthe
recorded views were replaced by the red ones. The Unknown Hacker's magic was still working.



SUSAN pulled the truck up beside the security booth and braked gently to astop. Harry, the
night guard, left his booth smiling. He liked Susan. He wouldn't after tonight, but there was nothing she
could do about that.

"Off to the dunes?' he said cheerfully.

"Getting alate start,” Susan said. "Probably head east a bit, there's agood place around Bend.”
"Don't break your fool neck, okay?' Harry noticed Mait Sitting on the other side.

"He'smy guest,” Susan sad.

"Sir, could you give meyour vigtor card?'

Matt handed it over, and Harry swiped it through a device that agreed that Matt had been

legitimately alowed entrance. Susan opened the door and Harry stepped back to let her out. He
followed her around back, and Susan keyed the ramp to come down.

"Damn stupid, having to search this damn thing, Miss Morgan, but you know how itis. Rulesare
rules"

" don't mind abit."

Harry stepped onto the ramp and walked up to the dune buggy parked in the back. There was
room to walk around it and into the kitchen and living area. He shone hisflashlight around, dl the way
to anarrow hallway where the bathroom was, and three steps leading up to the bedroom. If Susan
was stealing office supplies or circus costumes or even computers she could have concedled alot of
them in this place, but why on earth would she? It would be insulting to MissMorganto do a
thorough search of thisrolling Hilton every Sunday night, and nobody had ever asked him to. Hewas
supposed to make sure nobody in alarge vehicle absconded with one of the bigger robotic creatures,
and there sure as shit wasn't enough room to hide any of themin here.

And Fuzzy, of course. Harry chuckled at that idea. He closed the door, edged around the
buggy, and jumped down to the ground beside Susan.

"Wagonsho!" hesaid. "Head 'er out!"

"Good-bye, Harry," Susan said. She got back in the cab and drove away .

NOT far down the road Susan pulled onto the shoulder, legped from the cab, bent over, and
threw up. Matt came around the front of the cab but she waved him away until she was through. After
amoment, she stood up and gestured to the cab.

"You drive. I've only ever driven it from Portland once and to and from work. | hate driving this
thing."

Matt thought about telling her that he didn't have dl that much experience towing, himsdf, but



knew she didn't need to hear that. And he had pulled atrailer, on the very day that hislife had
changed forever on hisgreat Trout-Fishing Adventure, when Warburton came down in ahelicopter
and tempted him into the clutches of Howard Christian. It hadn't been that tough.

He only hoped he didn't have to back the damn thing up.

26

"DID you know Houdini made an e ephant disappear on stage?’ Matt asked.

"Damnright | do. What he did, he led an dlephant into abig box, closed it up, had stagehands
turn it ninety degrees, and then raised curtainsin the front and back. Therewere two big holesin the
box, it seemed like you could look through it and see the back of the stage. No way an e ephant
could beinthere. Thething is, hedid it with mirrors. | couldn't figure out away to make that work
with Harry going ingde. Takethisexit.”

They were barrding through the night &t a perfectly legd fifty-five miles per hour. The freeway
was straight and nearly empty. It was half an hour since Matt had taken over and they were passing
through the community of Troutdale. Matt eased the truck onto the exit ramp and followed acity
street up and over arailroad track.

They had discussed thisleg of the journey. ™Y ou're the mathematician,” Susan had said, "you
figurethe odds.” It was a complex equation.

Howard Chrigtian would discover hismost prized possession was missing by about six & the
latest, three hours away. That would happen when Fuzzy's morning attendants arrived for work and
found the woman they were supposed to relieve, the graveyard watcher, had not been there dl night.
("Of course Howard would never leave Fuzzy unattended, not even for aminute,” Susan had said
when Matt asked. "That was the easiest part of thiswhole deal. There are two girlswho work that
shift, and | told each of them the other was on duty tonight.") By then they could be dmost to their

god.

Almogt. If they kept moving they would avoid the morning rush hour in Portland, but would
probably encounter alot of traffic later on.

Wasit better to trave at night, when they were conspicuous, or during the day, when they were
one of thousands of big RV sroaring through the scenic Pacific Northwest? Kegp moving, and moving
fast, or lay low for abit and lose yourself on the maze of roads that connected 1-84 to I-5 to... well,

to anywhere.

It al hinged, of course, on Howard.
"Turninthere," Susan said.
Taking it dow and easy, Mait turned into asmal parking lot and drove up to adiding chain-link

gate next to asmdll building with asign reading TROUTDALE MINI-STORAGE. Susan handed him
acard and he swiped it through a security device, and the gate dowly rolled back.



"Jugt up the hill there, turn left. Unit 142."

Matt did asingtructed. Asthe truck was gill dowly rolling Susan jumped out and stood by an
orange garage door directing him, then held up her hand and he stopped. The ramp was aready
coming down on its cables as Matt got to the back. Susan hurried insde, tossing him akey ona
sring. He opened the lock, lifted the garage door. The unit was big enough for afair-sized boat and
traller, and it was empty.

Susan sat in the dune buggy, released the parking brake, and let it roll backward and down the
ramp. She hopped out and steered with one hand as she and Mait rolled it into the garage.

"Nasty thing," she muttered. "I'm glad to seethe end of it."
"Did you ever actudly driveit?'

"Once. Just so | could talk about thejoys of off-roading, if | had to. Let metell you, it'svastly
overrated aswd| as being environmentally harmful. Come on.”

They got into the trailer and Susan released a hidden catch. They struggled to lift thefasefloor...
and there was Fuzzy, lying on his side, hisbig, horny feet toward the rear, his head scrunched up
againg the top of awhed well. He wasin a pace that hefit into amost as shugly asaguitar fit into a
guitar case.

"God, I'm glad this part is over. Helovesto go bye-bye—don't you, swestie?' Susan patted his
hairy cheek. "But | was afraid thiswould take him back to that box they put himin to transfer him
from the truck to the zoo compound... never mind. The tranquilizer | gave him did the trick.”

Matt had been amazed at how quietly Fuzzy had stood as Susan stuck abig needleinaveinin
his ear and injected the drug, and how obediently he had gone down on hissde. Therewas
something unnatura-looking about an €ephant or mammoth lying on hisside, but he knew it wasa
natura behavior for them. And the space hewasin... well, Matt was a mathematician and if you had
asked him to walk around the trailer and ook in the open back door he would have strongly doubted
aseven-foot, two-ton mammoth could fit where he was. Susan had had the trailer specialy
adapted—by a customizer who probably thought she was planning to smuggle a lot of pot
somewhere—the floor and sides beefed up, the trap door disguised, extra shocksinstalled.

"Y ou know, one of the leading theories of how Houdini did that vanishing trick wasthat he
smply had the eephant lie down in the box. Most people don't know they even do it, and practically
nobody redlizes how much shorter it makesthem.”

Matt stood back as Susan coaxed Fuzzy to his feet, where he swayed for amoment, looking a
little lost and confused and... well, maybe alittle drunk.

"In another year, thistrick wouldn't have worked,” Susan said, stroking hisface. She started to
coo at him, which he seemed to like. "L ook at the tusks on this baby boy. Aren't you proud of them,
sweetie? Why, in another year they'll be three feet long and starting to curve....”

Thiswas new to Matt. He had seen her handling the big € ephants with kindness, touching them,
talking to them, but had not detected a personal attachment. He redlized he had ared riva in her



affections. Hetried to tell himsalf he wasn't jedous... and knew he damn well better not be, because
he knew Susan wouldn't put up withiit.

"Okay, Matt, I'm leaving it up to you, because frankly I'm too tired and too jazzed a the same
time to make adecison. Stay, or move on?"'

So they were back to Howard.

Everything depended on whether Howard would call the cops. If hedid, they had to go to
ground, and do it for amonth, &t least. Maybe longer. In which case they would head south, where
Susan had rented afarm (Matt hoped she had been very careful with that) with abarn big enough to
hide Fuzzy and thetrailer.

But Susan didn't think Howard would put out the darm. In fact, she admitted she probably
never would have got started with thisif she thought he would. The farm was a backup, something
neither had much faith in. Once the word was out that Fuzzy was... mammoth-napped... every barnin
Oregon and Washington would be examined, by police or a Fuzzy-crazed public, then Idaho, then
Cdifornia, clear to Key West, Florida. She had prepared a hideaway in the barn, but she wasn't
Houdini, and had no faith it would stand up to adetermined search. No, if the police were called in,
their chances were athousand to one against. A million to one.

On the other hand, if Howard didn't cal the cops... Matt figured they had not much better than
onein ten odds. Probably worse.

But Matt didn't think that Howard would et the news out until he absolutely had to. Twenty-four
hours, minimum. Maybe as long as three days. Howard had had a ot of bad publicity during thelega
fights over ownership of Fuzzy, and he hated that. Howard hated to lose, hated to look like afool,
and would not want to be remembered as the man who let a mammoth be stolen out from under his
nose.

"Weday," Matt sad.

AT just about that moment, Fuxxy fell over.

Only Jack saw it happen. That particular camerawas not displaying at Darryl's station at the
moment, though it would soon come up in the regular rotation, and amarching band parading through
the room would not have been likely to wake up Ed. Jack watched the stinking, lousy, bug-ridden,
useless hunk of junk topplein disbelieving horror. Burned-out fuse, busted gyroscope, loose screw...
something.

Jack didn't encourage idle talk with his crew. They were supposed to stay dert, speaking only
when there was something to report. But any movement of the star of the show was areportable
event. Fuzzy's moved to the other side of his pen, he heard that a dozen timesanight. Fuzzy's
taking a nap. Fuzzy just dropped a big load, chief.

A minute passed.



"Lookslike Fuzzy'staking hisnap, chief," Darryl said. He waited, but Darryl said nothing more.
Three minutes passed.

"] don't like theway Fuzzy'slooking, chief."

"He'staking asnooze. What's the problem?' But he could see it himsdf. The damn thing was
twitching itslegs, jerking around. Not horribly, not an epileptic fucking fit or anything, but Fuzzy
usualy dept like alog, and when he got up it was in one smooth motion, surprisingly graceful. Jack
knew that and so did Darryl.

"Wheresthat night girl?*' Darryl said. "Cometo think of it, | ain't seen her go through that room
oncedl night." The night girl spent most of her shift in Susan's office, where there were no cameras,
just awindow to observe Fuzzy.

"Chief, | think | better go down there and see what's up.”
Okay, that'sit. Jack stood.
"I'll go. Stay where you are and I'll run take alook."

Jack hurried out of the pit, flew up two flights of stairs, tried to walk camly down the halway
but ended up almost running, dammed into the outside door, walked to his car, got in, headed for the
exit a the posted limit of 15 mph, dowed down and waved his gate pass and smiled a Harry, who
smiled and waved back... then frowned. Jack accel erated down the road and into the suddenly
threstening night.

DARRYL wasno Eingein, but he wasn't supid.

He saw the chief walking down the corridors, following him with three camerasin sequence, saw
him reach the place where he should have turned to reach Fuzzy's quarters... saw him hurry right on

past it.
Saw him go into the parking lot, get in his car, and drive awvay.
Something funny here.

There was ared button on his console that they called the panic button. It was only to be used in
the event of fire, exploson, terrorist invasion, earthquake, or the second coming of Jesus. It had a
clear plastic cover so you couldn't accidentally punch it. Darryl had wanted to punch that button from
the firs moment he saw it.

Ed was second in command—what ajoke, the man hadn't tirred for hours, could have had a
heart attack and died for al Darryl knew. He decided to show someinitiative. That's what officers
were supposed to do, wasn't it?

Heran dl the way to Fuzzy's enclosure. He glanced through the window into Susan Morgan's
office. No one there. Helooked over therail at the recumbent mammoth. It was twitching aarmingly



now. He had never been this close to the star of the show. Hesitantly, he climbed over therail and
eased up on the beadt, thinking about getting kicked by one of those big feet.

One of Fuzzy's eyes had popped out.

Hefelt a sudden urge to throw up... then an even worse feding as he saw no blood on the
eyeball, saw that it was hanging out of the socket on wires, saw meta in the empty eye socket.

What the fuck?

He got back to hisgtation in haf the timeit took him on the way out, flipped up the plastic cover
on the panic button, and dammed it with hisfigt.

The darm was so loud Ed Crane woke up and fdll out of hischair.

IT started to rain as they walked Fuzzy down the ramp. Fuzzy stopped and |ooked around. The
poor thing hasn't been outside in so long he'sforgotten what rain is, Matt redlized. He got hiswashing
from hoses and his—very clean—wallow tub, and his drinking water from atank. Susan got him
moving into the second unit she had rented, which was strewn with hay and had a basket of Fuzzy's
favorite fruits. Matt drove the truck and trailer out of the storage yard and parked it two blocks away
under sometal treesthat met over the street, the best they could do to foil aeria survelllance, which
was their biggest fear. He hurried back and found Fuzzy had decided to deep off hisdrug hangover.

"Snoozing," Matt observed.

"Yeah. Troubleis, soisthe other one. | got acall from Jack Elk. Fuxxy went haywire. Jack ran
off; nothing he could do about it. The darmis out by now."

Matt saw she was shivering. He was soaked to the skin but she welcomed hisarms around her.
She had done so much, so incredibly much, planning it al out, making the contacts, able to do most of
it only on Mondays when she wasn't aprisoner of her job, in somewaysadaveto her love for Fuzzy.
Now she seemed at the end of her rope. She needed reassurance... and he was happy that he didn't
even havetolieto her.

"Makes no difference,”" he said, stroking her hair. "Howard gains a couple hours.”

"l don't know... | fed we should just get him back inthetrailer and run.”

"Big mistake. If the cops arelooking for us, we're screwed, we both know that. If we move
now, we stand out like a sore thumb. Helll have us before the sun comes up. We stick to the plan, it's
the best one we have."

"But it giveshim moretime to—"

"Hell expect usto keep moving. Every minute the circle he has to search getswider, and helll

concentrate on the circumference of that circle. We stay here, the most intense part of the search
spreads away from us, the search gets harder."



She smiled up a him. "Okay. Y ou're the guy who can do the math, | guess.”
"It'smy thing. Trust me."

He hugged her again. The only trouble was, he knew, Howard was no douch at math himsdlf.

27

THE panic button rang in severd places other than Fuzzyland. The nearest fire station and the
local police were aerted and were soon on their way.

It also rang in Warburton's bedroom, waking him from asound deep. He sat up and looked at
the communi cations console beside his bed. When you worked as the chief troubleshooter for
Howard Christian you were never far from the vast machine that protected Howard and Howard's
interests. He saw at a glance that there was trouble at Fuzzyland.

He punched afew buttons, heard a phone ring and go unanswered. He frowned, punched afew
more keys. He knew that now, in the security pit in Oregon, every single screen on the huge video
wall would be displaying his no-doubt groggy face, rumpled hair, and the collar of hisorange
pajameas.

"Hey!" he shouted. " Somebody pick up the fucking phone! "

Somebody did. The face of afrightened young man appeared on his screen.

"Who areyou?' the kid asked.

"My nameis Warburton, and | an Howard Christian's persond assstant. What is going on?"

"Sr!" the kid shouted, and actually stood up and sauted.

"Sit down, your faceisout of the picture.”

"Sir! The... the, uh... somebody stole the mammoth. Sr!"

"Stole Fuzzy?'

"Yes, grl!”

"Okay, hold on." He punched afew more buttons and heard the phone ring in Howard's
bedroom. Howard answered on the fourth ring. There was no picture.

"Somebody stole Fuzzy," he said. He listened a moment, heard pretty much what he had
expected to hear. He brought the kid back onto his screen.

"Get your supervisor, right now.”



"Sir... he's... uh, hesgone.”
"S0go get him."
"1 mean, Sr, hegot in his car and drove away. Sir."

Of course. She had help. Warburton rubbed his head. Thiswas going to beno fun a all. Hed
catch her, no question, but it wasn't going to be easy.

"What's your name, son?"

"Darryl, sr."

"Ligten very carefully, Darryl. Arethe police and fire unitsthere yet?"

"No, gr."

"Okay. When they get there, you are going to tell them you hit the button accidentally.”

"But, 9, you can't hit the—"

"Listen very carefully, Darryl. | know you're going to look alittle foolish. Don't worry about it.
Y our job issecure. Infact, you arein for apromotion, starting tomorrow, if you smply tell this
harmlesslittlelie. We have the stuation under control down here. Darryl, are you il listening?”

"Yes gr!"

"Tdl thislittlelie, and you are going to be avery, very happy man. Y ou are going to find some
money in your bank account. A good deal of money. Okay, Darryl?

"| undergand, sr."

"Good. Now go meet thefiremen." Warburton immediately started making more phone calls.

DARRY L hung up the phone and looked at Ed Crane, who had been listening in.

"What about me?' Ed said.

"You, Ed, are going to back my play, and | know Mr. Warburton will take care of you. It's none
of our business, right?"

"Right."

Darryl grasped the clear plastic cover that had covered the panic button and twisted it off. He
dropped the cover into his pocket and headed out to eat crow in front of the firemen, abig smileon
hisface.



THE phone woke Andreafirst. Howard could deep through an earthquake. She shivered. She
hated staying over at Howard's apartment in his damn tower, she knew it would fall over in aquake.
But heloved it way the hell up here, and she hadn't talked him out of it. Y et. She shoved him once,
twice. That particular phone wouldn't ring with that particular tone unlessit was very, very important.
He snorted, and sat up quickly.

"What? What?"
"Warburton wants you." She sat back and watched as he punched the speakerphone button.
"Yesh?'

"Somebody stole Fuzzy."

Later, Andreathought that most men, ambushed by a statement like that, musty-headed with
deep, would have said, What do you mean, somebody stole Fuzzy? What Howard said, after only
a half-second pause, was...

"Thet bitch!"

Howard kept talking. In fact, he continued to pace the room for the next fifteen minutes, seeing
nothing, totally focused on the phone pressed to his ear, pausing only to curse steadily ashe diaed
another number. Andrea didn't need to hear the other sides of the various conversations. She was
fairly good at deduction hersdf.

She went to the big closet and scanned the clothesinside. They would be returning to Oregon,
possibly driving down back roads and/or tramping around in the woods. She dipped out of her
nightgown and put on a pair of jeans she had paid four hundred dollars for in Switzerland, even
though she knew something very similar could be had for twenty dollars a Target. What was money
for if you couldn't enjoy shopping? She found a blouse that |ooked good on her and would be warm.
She put on running shoes. Then she followed Howard around, putting her hand on his shoulder to
stop him, prompting him to lift first one foot and then the other so she could dip apair of jeans over
the boxer shorts he always wore to bed. She got ashirt on himin smilar fashion. She set out apair of
shoes but didn't try to put them on him yet. Then sherang for the night bodyguard and houseboy, and
pointed them to the suitcases that were aways kept packed. She told them to carry them to the
elevator, and call the helicopter pilot to warm up the chopper.

There was nothing in the suitcases or in the closet suitable for the conditions they might be
encountering. She would make some calls herself, once they were in the jet, get somebody to have
parkas and Gore-Tex coats and warm wool socks and good hiking bootsin their sizeswaiting for
them when they landed at PDX. It was alittle more than two hours to Portland; that ought to be
enoughtime.

Shetried not to smile. She had to admit she was glad for the excuse to get back out of this
terrorist magnet, this needle on the world's largest seismograph, this damn Resurrection Tower. And
sheliked an adventure.



I'm amazed at you, Susan, she thought. She liked the woman, and she had just made the
biggest mistake of her life, other than carrying atorch for that hopeless nerd Matt Wright. But look
who'stalking, shetold hersalf. She watched affectionately as Howard, supernerd himsdlf, paced the
room.

Sheloved him like this. Sheloved the intendty of hisfocus. She hersdf had areputation on the
st asa perfectionist to the extent that would make Barbra Streisand or Stanley Kubrick seem
devil-may-care. But she never threw atemper tantrum. She didn't have to. Her pictures camein on
time, on budget, and they made oceans of money. She had one Oscar on her mantel and prospects of
another next year. She was so much like Howard it was scary: Howard aways got hisway, in things
that mattered, and so far he had aways been right.

And he worshipped her. She was used to that. Millions worshipped her, and it didn't mean much
to her anymore. At firgt, sure, but now she was devoted to her art, and to her causes. She would do
anything for those two things, and for Howard.

Howard felt the same about her, and about Fuzzy.
Poor Susan.

And yet, inapart of her mind, she had to admit she was... what? Pulling for her? No, certainly
not that, if Susan got away with thisit would devastate Howard.

But shefdt admiration for thisincredible sunt. Damn it, the girl had guts.

MICHAEL Bartlett sat in hisrented truck in the parking lot of a Goodwill storein the town of
Sandy, Oregon, atown that had grown hugely in the last few years because it was just down the road
from Fuzzyland. His driver's license was good, there were no warrants on him. He had led avery
clean lifefor thelast two years... not that it had done him any good. Before, he had not been good at
waiting. He aways wanted to be moving, aways wanted some action. Now, he was an expert at
waliting. Threeyearsinjail did that to you. Y ou learned to wait patiently, or you went crazy.

He had waited along timefor this moment. Many times he had despaired that it would ever
come—the man was just too powerful, too unreachable. He had imagined a dozen waysto kill him,
and he thought afew of them might actualy work—the man's security was good but he was often
cardess. But hedidn't want to kill Howard Chrigtian, not redly, he didn't think of himsdlf asakiller,
only as an avenger, arighter of wrongs, aliberator of the oppressed.

No, what he had been waiting for was the opportunity to kick Howard Christian in the balls,
very, very, very hard. Michad Bartlett, in what by now seemed dmost like apreviouslife, had once
gone by the nom de guerre of Python.

Oddly enough, he was never charged with the destruction he had hel ped to bring about at the
warehouse in SantaMonica. Every shred of evidence had been hurled into the past. The Sitewas
excavated but not even apiece of foundation was found. Sometime in the intervening ten to fifteen
thousand years the whol e structure must have been washed away in aflood or aseries of them,
buried, and eventually covered by the metropolis. Christian didn't want to prosecute, anyway, he



didn't need the possible bad publicity, the demonstrations by animd rights and antiabortion nuts.

Hedidn't have to. Bartlett/Python was connected to several other incidents and eventually
copped aplea: Sx years, medium security. With good behavior he was paroled in three. That was
when hisred troubles began.

He came from an upper-middle-class family but his parents were dead, he had spent hissmal
inheritance, and he didn't have much money of his own. He had a college degree but hadn't worked in
hisfield for some years, devoting himsdlf to the cause of animd liberation. He came out of the joint
determined to stay away from any crimina activity whatsoever, for dl time, end of ory, though he
intended to keep in contact with old friends from the Movement. But no more action, no more
conspiracy. Hewaswell and truly rehabilitated.

Then he found out he couldn't get ajob. No, that wasn't quite right. He got hired severa times,
once went aslong as two weeks before being inexplicably fired. No explanation, sorry, man, it just
turns out we don't need you after al. Here's your paycheck and there's the door.

At thelast place he wasfired the boss relented alittle. "It was Howard Chrigtian,” he admitted.
"Somebody working for him. Some... pressure was brought to bear. Sorry, Michad, | can't afford to
pissthat man off. Good luck."

Good fucking luck. He thought about bringing alawsuit, contact the Equa Opportunity
Commission or whatever it was, but knew ingtinctively there was very little chance, and he had no
money. Money taks, and apparently Howard Christian was willing to spend significant money to
make Michael Bartlett'slife hell.

Shortly after he redlized that, he was kicked out of his small gpartment.

Howard didn't bother him when he got ajob washing dishes or mopping floors, and never
approached the landlords of the rattrap single-room-occupancy hotels he stayed at. But he knew that
somewherein the vast Christian organization there was an employee tasked with kegping an eyeon
Michael Bartlett and making damn sure he was never far from homel essness and hunger. He had, in
fact, experienced both of those things severa timesin ayear and a hdf, before Susan Morgan
contacted him.

Yes, gt just one good, hard kick inthe nuts...

Headlights turned into the parking lot. Bartlett watched the guy kill hislights and hurry from the
ca.

"| was supposed to ask you for acode word," the guy said.

"Python," Bartlett replied. "What'swrong? Y ou weren't supposed to be here for three hours."
"Never mind, it dl blew up. Let's get thefuck out of here."

"What about Fuzzy? Did they get away with Fuzzy?'

"Yeah, for dl thegood it'll do them.”



Python smiled, and started the engine.

"1 heard about him from Andrea," Susan said.

"What's she like?"

Shegmiled a him. "Youreafan?'

"Who isn't? Actudly, I've only seen a couple of her movies, but | thought she was pretty good.”

Outside the sun was probably coming up, though they hadn't looked. The carswould be
creeping adong on [-84. There was no point in moving until nine o'clock. They hadn't talked alot
because the plan was now set and there was no point in hashing it al out again unless one of them had
anew thought, and neither of them had. Both were too buzzed to deep or make love—besides,
Fuzzy would be watching, it wouldn't fed right.

Matt thought he could redlly get to resent Fuzzy, if he let himsdif.

Of course, they had alot of catching up to do, much they had to tell each other, but each wasa
little worried about getting into that.

" like her," Susan said. "Mogtly. I'm not sureif I've ever seen thereal Andrea; I'm not sure, ina
way, if thereisared Andrea, if you know what | mean. | think she's played the part of Andreafor a
long time. | can't imagine what she seesin Howard, and yet they are two of akind, inaway. I've seen
little flashes of something...”

"Of what?'

"Something that tells me that | wouldn't want to be between her and something she redlly wants.
But | think she'sbasically agood person. One of the reasonsisthis guy, this'Python,” Michadl
Bartlett. We were talking one day—she likes to come by and visit Fuzzy when she can, sometimes
without Howard. We were talking about Howard—she likes to do that, and | try to pretend we don't
hate each other, but | don't think | fool her very much—and she admitted he has hisfailings. Heis
capable of acting like abig spoiled baby when he doesn't get hisway. God, do | ever know that.”

"Hekept firing you."

"Until hefinaly conceded Fuzzy won't respond to anybody but me. But helll ways resent me,
because | stland between him and hisfavorite toy. Anyway, she wastrying to talk Howard out of
this... hdl, itsamost like a Sicilian vendetta, except Howard isn't akiller. Whenever Bartlett finds
work, Howard gets him fired. He once bought an apartment building just so he could kick Bartlett out
of it."

"Can he do that? What about tenants rights?’

"Sure, if he'sgoing to tear the building down, which iswhat he did. Hell end up making a profit
on the dedl, can you believeit? Anyway, Andreathought she about had Howard convinced to let the



poor bastard alone. Next she was going to get Howard to tell Bartlett about it, shout
‘olly-olly-oxen-free,’ like akid on aplayground, so he can get back to hislife. Right now, Bartlett
doesn't even try to get ajob.”

"What's helike? Bartlett."

"I've only seen him once, the same time you did; he was the handcuffed guy with the bloody
face. Not the one who was praying; the other one. I've only contacted him by email. Anyway, he was
the one who found the hacker who let us get around the security system, and he was supposed to
help Jack get away, switching carsin case the police started looking for Jack's. HE's made some
other arrangements.” She paused, and looked at Matt's face in the odd light cast by the Coleman
eectric lantern on the floor in front of them. "What you'reasking is, do | like him, right?'

"Swear to god, Susan, I'm not jed ous.”

"No, | don't think you are. In hisemails, he comes across as a sanctimonious jerk. Maybe what
you're asking meis, what's come over me? What made me do this? Have | turned into an animal
rightsfanatic?

Matt grinned. "Y eah, | guessthat'swhat | must have been asking.”

She punched his shoulder, then rubbed her thigh. He had seen the deep scar tissue there. She
had quivered when he first touched it but he had remained firm and she had dowly relaxed. In the
course of their lovemaking he had kissed it once, lightly.

"It started when Big Mamaadmost killed me. My fault. Y ou never, never forget for amoment
that an eephant—| et done amammoth—isabig, powerful, sometimeswillful animdl. | turned my
back on her, and she dug her tusk into my leg and flipped me twenty feet acrossthe dl. | blacked
out dmost a once, but they tell me she was straining on her leg chain. She would have killed meif she
could have reached me."

Matt had been darmed, years ago, when he was doing some reading on elephants so asto be
better able to talk to her, to discover that the occupation of € ephant keeper was one of the most
hazardous professionsin the world, right up there with test pilot. Susan had once told him that the
question when working with el ephants was not if you would get hurt, but when, and how bad.

"Inthe hospital | had alot of timeto think. Did you ever see King Kong? The original, 1933 or
something like that?!

"Y egh. Pretty amazing for itstime, | guess.™

"l saw it when | wasfour or five. And sure, it looks phony today, didn't scare me abit, but it
made me cry. | watched it again from my hospita bed. The guy who brings Kong to New Y ork, he
walks out on the stage with the poor beast in chains, and he says—and | memorized these lines, he
says. 'Hewas aking and agod in the world he knew. But now he comesto civilization, ashow to
grdify your curiosty.'

"Can you think of a better description of Big Mama? She was the matriarch of the herd. She
ruled everything, asfar as her world extended. She was a queen and agoddessin the world she



knew. Now sheistrotted out into a show ring twice aday in chains. Mondays off. Wouldn't you be
pissed?’

"No question.”

"| started questioning my life. And no, | haven't joined any radica animd rights groups. | don't
think animals can have rights,’ as | understand the word. I'm against cruelty. | don't like fur farms or
trapping, | could never be a hunter, but I'm not againgt it. | don't like medical research on primates but
| try not to think about it too much. | don't eat alot of red mesat but | wear leather shoesand | eat fish
and fowl.

"l guesswhat | fed so strongly now is, there is a difference between domesticated animals and
wild animals. | fill favor zoosfor species survival. But | redized | no longer felt it wasright to ‘tame
wild animals and make them perform. Working eephantsin Burmais one thing, it's not much different
from using ahorseto pull acarriage. But putting them in show business... it's benegth their dignity.
And that came very hard to me, Matt, because | grew up in show business, and I'm at the top of the
heap right now. And | redlized | just can't do it anymore. End of sermon. The congregation will now
sing hymn number fifty-two, '‘Born Free.'"

Matt had been so fascinated just watching her face as shetold the story that it took him a
moment to redlize she was waiting for aresponse. Anxioudly.

"Amen, Sger,” hesaid. "1 admit | haven't spent alot of time thinking about it, but that all
sounded right to me. | wince when | see those pictures of rabbits with cosmetics being tested on their
eyes, but | don't much care what they do to alab rat. And I've eaten rabbit. Maybe that makes me a
hypocrite, | don't know."

They both looked at Fuzzy, who was swaying happily and dowly chewing amouthful of hay in
that peculiar back-and-forth jaw motion that worked like a grindstone.

"I'm so glad he's so good-natured,” Susan said. ™Y ou know, he hasn't seen sunshine or breathed
open air for three years?'

"That ssemsstupid.”

"Thelast time he was outdoors was the day some nut flew over in one of those ultraight
arplanes and started shooting a him."

You're kidding seemed anidiotic thing to say, so Mait said nothing.

"Wewerejust lucky it was so windy that day he couldn't aim straight, or maybe hewasjust a
miserable shot. The security guard was better. He put around into the engine and brought the guy
down. He was cheerful about the whole thing. Said he wanted to be the only man diveto bag an
actual mammoth. Maybe he thought wed let him have the heed, | don't know. He said he didn't mind
going to jail. What were we going to charge him with, murder?*

"World'sfull of nuts."

"That'swhat Howard said, too. From then on Fuzzy got his exercise running around in abig



covered yard with me on his back. | suspect the shooter isliving on the Streets of skid row in Portland
now. | mean, considering what Howard did to Michael Bartlett, what do you think he thought up for
that asshole?'

"Themind reds. And in hiscase, | don't mind.” They both laughed. It didn't bresk the tension for
long.

"Mait, do you think the plan is stupid?Isthisall pointless? Can | ever get Fuzzy to aplace
where he can roam around outdoors?’

Matt knew alie wouldn't do.

"Fuzzy can never livea'normd’ mammoth life," hesaid, dowly.

"l don't mean that, | know that'simpossible. Mammoths are socid, they livein herds—at least
until they reach sexua maturity, if they're mae, and if they're like e ephants, which | think they are.
No... | mean..."

Matt took her hand.

"Theplanisnot idictic. If it works, it'll get Fuzzy nearer to anormd life than anything | could
think of. So it's not pointless. Obvioudy, | can't tell you if it'll work or not. But | think we have a
chance

"You do?'
II| mlll
"That'sdl | ask for."

Sheleaned her head on his shoulder and they didn't say anything for along time.

28

THE security industry was agrowth businessal through the last half of the twentieth century and
showed no signs of dacking off in the first decades of the twenty-first. Thiswas true of both the public
and private sectors, but private security usualy had the better technology.

There was no lack of private detective agencies if Howard needed manpower on the streets,
and plenty of firmsthat specialized in guards and survelllance equipment stood ready to provide
anything from armored personnel carriersto high-atitude robot drones to six-man midget submarines.

He thought briefly about the subs because held never been in one. He knew Fuzzy could swim,
but where would he swim to? Anyway, asurface boat would do for that. What Howard needed
mostly, at first, was helicopters. Before he was done he had chartered over a hundred of them.

Howard, Andrea, and Warburton landed at PDX asthe sun was coming up and the rain was



tapering off. It was il too cloudy for Howard's needs—satellite technology would be avital part in
the success of this operation, and visible light was often the best medium for a preliminary search, and
you couldn't see through clouds—but the forecast was good, with westerly winds moving a
high-pressure area over everything from British Columbiato northern Cdifornia. It should be clear as
abel inafew hours, and into the night, which was far more important.

They didn't even leave the plane. It was Howard's persond jet, a 757 modified into aflying
pal ace and equipped with every eectronic device he had back home in the Resurrection Tower. Just
about everything but the actua capture could be accomplished right here. Howard was determined to
bein at thekill so ahelicopter waited afew steps from the plane.

Andrea caled for acook to cometo the airport and make medlsin the planesfull gdley,
otherwise Howard would forget to eat. He would have been content to have Domino's deliver
breakfast, lunch, and dinner, but Andreals tastes were a bit more refined. She had eggs Benedict for
breskfast.

Things were dready well advanced before they even landed. Still, an operation of thisscale
takes a certain amount of timeto get fully in gear, no matter how much money you offer for speed.
Not al the chartered choppers were equipped with the el ectronics needed for the search; that
equipment had to be obtained and installed, crews had to be assembled. A computer laid out asearch
pattern and assgnments were made. All indl, it was eleven before everyone was flying toward their
assigned zones.

All theway therein the plane Howard and Warburton had discussed the options open to them
as Andrea listened but seldom spoke. They worked out a strategy, and Howard was forced to order
his priorities and face some bad possibilities.

"Worst-case scenario,” Howard said, "we search for aset time, then we call in the authorities.
What's the downside?"

Warburton shrugged. He wasn't going to mention that Howard would look like afool; that wasa
given, the whole reason for firgt trying to find the damned beast themselves. Warburton would have
sent up al the flares ten seconds after the first phone call, but he wasn't Howard.

"Not much. You'll catch some flack for not reporting it at once, but the search will be
nationwide, and they’'ll be found.”

"Okay. Next-worst scenario. We find them, but it'sreal public and everybody finds out Fuzzy
was stolen. | mean, much as 1'd like to, we can't just shoot 'em even if we find them isolated out in the
country."

"Howard," Andreasaid, "you wouldn't shoot them in any case.”

"You're right. But we can hold them at gunpoint, make acitizen'sarrest, right? They have stolen
apretty vauable property. They have broken the law."

"Asyou say, men licensed to carry guns can hold them for you,"” Warburton said. "They might
get charged with something later, since thereisno bounty or warrant out on them; we can handle thét.
But thismay not be possible without people finding out about it. In fact, most of the scenarios| can



imagine, it'sgoing to get out that Fuzzy was stolen. It may aready have. Working with this many
people, therewill be leaks."

"Probably," Howard agreed. "But in that case, | want it known that | was the guy who tracked
them down and brought him back."

"Understood.”

"S0... best-case scenario, we find him in atruck on the road somewhere, stop them, and drive
quietly back to Fuzzyland. No publicity, no arrests. Chances?'

"Sim"

Howard sghed. "Okay. I'd settle for the second possibility. But until then welook for him, hard,
and we work hard to find away to end thisquietly.”

"If they've gone to ground in the country, we haven't got a prayer.”

"I know that. Every ingtinct tells me they will stay on the move. They will know they are more
congpicuous on lonely country roads, which meansthey'll stay on the mgjor roads, probably on the
freeways. -84 East and I-5 South get into empty country real fast, so | think they'll head north
toward Sesttle. Easier to lose yoursdlf in abig city, pull into an RV park or something like that if they
need to stop. So our forces on the ground will concentrate on the Seettle metro area. Some of the
helicopterswill follow every road where they could be, with full eectronic enhancement. But | havea
feding well catch them with the satdllites, tonight.”

"Got it. Now, | suggest we set atime frame before we cal in the cops. Twenty-four hours.”

"From now, or from when he was stolen?"

"Theldter."

"Forty-eight hours.”

" Split the difference. Noon tomorrow."

"That's not asplit... but okay."

Andreawas once more conflicted. Part of her was fascinated by the process of the search.
Sheld learned alot aready. On the other hand, watching two boys playing soldier or py or something
with such enthusiasm was rather boring. It wasn't her sort of picture at al. She tended to tune out, but
found hersdf coming back to the problem and the discussion, wondering if she could contribute.

"Beforewe set it dl in motion, we need to prepare rules of engagement,” Warburton said.

"There should be an armed man with every team. They may have guns.”

"Don' beridiculous, dear. Susan wouldn't useagun.”



"Better safe than sorry,” Howard indgsted. "But | don't want any shooting unless someoneis shot
at first. No shooting at al if it could endanger Fuzzy."

"Howard..."
"Don't worry, Andrea. | don't want to hurt them. Not that way, anyway."

Andrea knew that was the best she could get. She could talk him out of taking his revenge later.

HELICOPTERS fanned out along all the roads |eading away from Fuzzyland. With each minute
the number of those possible roads and the mileage involved expanded.

A visud inspection was the first step for vehicles on the road. They had a plate number, but most
of Howard's advisors expected that to have been changed by now. They ignored the tow vehicle; that
could have been changed, too. They werelooking, first, for a beige forty-foot 2008 Wildernessfifth
whedl with abroad red curving swoosh painted on the Side, afashionable design style for that vintage
RV. It had been 3-D computer-modeled from the security videos of its comings and goings a
Fuzzyland. There was a three-foot-long dimple on the | eft sde from where Susan had turned too
sharply coming home one night and scraped it againgt atree. That dimple was till there on the video
from just hours ago.

With thisinformation a hdlicopter could hover over the parking lot of abig shopping center and
send pictures back to computers that could pick such atrailer out of thousands of vehiclesin seconds.
Then the chopper could move in and examineit with infrared.

There were amillion holesin the plan, and Howard and Warburton knew it. There were
covered parking garages, but very few high enough to admit an RV. Aswdll as switching tow
vehicles, they might have switched trailers. A big horsetrailer would do fine, so they were being
examined, too, and there were thousands of horse trailers out there on the country roads. But ahorse
inatraler gave off avery different infrared sgnature from a mammoth, and they could be quickly
diminated.

Both Susan's and Matt's bank records had been scrutinized and showed that Susan had bought
only one RV in her lifetime, and Matt had bought none. Howard didn't know if they had planned this
together, but he was certain they had had outside help. If she was smart, she would have kept her
outside contact to aminimum. Howard was willing to bet only three or four others beyond Matt and
Susan knew anything about this. They would be among the small, clandestine group of animd rights
extremigts, who asarule didn't have alot of money. Of course, onefinancia angel could have
donated another RV for the cause, soif it cameto it every RV, horsetrailer, and truck for athousand
mileswould be examined, but by then it would be in the hands of the police. Howard was going with
hisingtincts, with the percentages, and Susan hadn't had alot of timeto set thisal up. She only had
Mondays to accomplish the physical parts of the plan, and probably most of the rest, too, since she
couldn't risk using her home or office phones or computersat al.

Still, asthe hoursrolled by he knew his prospects were getting grim. It wasjust so damn much
territory, and if he was guessing wrong about any of the variables he was screwed. All she had to do
to beat him wasto gt tight in awell-covered place... and wait to be picked up by the palice.



He was fedling more depressed than at any time he could remember as the reports kept coming
in. Twenty-three smilar trailers had been located so far and examined more closely, and they'd come
up empty. He had to wait for night.

That was when Andrea brought him a sandwich for lunch. She sat down beside him and smiled.

"S0, have you figured out where she's going yet?' she asked.

"Hdll, no. It'sabig country.” Howard took a bite of the fancy sandwich and wished he could
have ordered out for aBig Mac.

"Damnright it is, and that meansyou're just wasting alot of money and letting them get farther
away, which the police won't gppreciate when you arefindly forced to call themin.”

"|sthat what you're saying? Cadl themin now?"

"No, my dear. I'm saying, let's narrow the search.”

"How do you propose to do that?"

"By thinking like Susan. Why did she ed Fuzzy?'

Howard snorted. "Because she objects to him performing like—what wasit she said last time
we had it out over this2—atrained sedl.’ Asif she hasn't spent dl her life making wild animas
perform—"

"Never mind that. She's obvioudy had a change of heart.”

"Unless shejust wantsto poke meinthe eye," Howard said sullenly.

"No, dear, that's your style, not hers.”

Howard said nothing. She wasright. He wasworking on it, but knew held never entirely get his
thirst for revenge under control. That'swhat they were doing herein thefirst place, instead of staying
back home tending to things he could redlly do something abot.

"What does she want for Fuzzy?' Andreawent on.

" She wants him to roam free and natural and not be 'exploited.' " He couldn't keep the sneer out
of hisvoice.

"Where can shefind that for him?"

"Nowhere. Not aslong as| own him. Damn it, | don't treat that animal badly. He workstwice a
day, heisthe most pampered animd in the world, he is happy—he seems happy to you, doesn't—"

"Yes, | think he's happy. Susan thinksit'd be better if hewerein awild animal park of some
kind. She wants him out in the open air. She wants him to browse his own grass and est |eaves off
wild trees”



"Impossible. That nut shot a him."

"l don't know what her answer to that would be. Still, you're going on the assumption that the
only way she can ever hopeto keep himisto hide him. Get to some place she has prepared, which
could be anywhere in the United States... and keep him undercover forever. It would be smaller than
his quarters back in Fuzzyland. She could never let him out in the sunshine—someone's bound to
notice a mammoth wandering around—and all she would have gained isthat he doesn't have to
perform inthe circus. | think even Susan would agree that Fuzzy doesn't actualy mind performing. He
even seemsto likeit, though | wouldn't pretend to read hismind. All | know for surethat Fuzzy likes
Is Susan and grapes. He tolerates me because | bring grapes.”

"So what's your point?"

"Y ou think Susan is stupid enough to go through al this merely to move him from one prison to
another? With a smaller jail cdl when he getsthere?!

"Y ou're going to make me ask the question, aren't you? Okay, whereis she taking him?”'
"Canada”

Howard laughed. Actudly it was more of asnort. Andreadidn't mind.

"Right. With her other troubles, she needsto cross an international border.”

"Thelongest undefended internationd border inthe world. Large parts of it, mogtly in
Washington and Idaho and Montana, are thickly wooded, sparsely inhabited wilderness, not very well
patrolled.”

Howard was beginning to look thoughtful.
"But when she'sthere... shel's got the same problem. Hide him, or lose him."

"Not necessarily. Circus animal actsareillegd in Canadanow. Have been for... how many
years?'

"Eight or nine, | guess," Howard said, grumpily. It was asore point with him. There were no
longer circusesin most of Western Europe, and agrowing but still minority movement wanted to ban
animd acts and rodeosin the United States. He had wanted to take Fuzzy on atriumphant world
tour, but it was never going to happen. There were plansfor an Asian tour. People were il lessfussy
over there. The Japanese, with their cultural quirk for cuteness, were wild about Fuzzy; he sold more
big-eyed Fuzzy soft toys there than anywherein theworld. In China Big Mamawas the ar, for some
reason. Russafet aculturd identification with mammoths. The huge mgority of the frozen oneshad
been found in Siberia, and there were places where ancient mammoth bones piled up like driftwood.
Russians were gaga about both of Howard's mammoths.

"So what? He dtill belongsto me.”

"Maybe, maybe not. Y ou remember the court decisions awarding him to you were highly
controversial. | suspect you greased some whedls."



"Me? Bribeajudge?' He grinned.

"I'm sure it was much more subtle than that. Remember, at the time | was fighting on the other
sde. We heard rumors. I'm still not sure | shouldn't till be on the other side, but like you, | don't
believe Fuzzy has been mistreated. Do you think a Canadian court might be persuaded that your
ownershipis... might we say... questionable?"

Howard said nothing.

"Once she got him acrossthe border... what if sheturned hersdf in? What if ateam of lawyers
was waiting for her when she got there? Do they call them solicitors up there? Anyway... how long do
you think they could keep him tied up in court?'

"Years" Howard muttered. He was resting his chin on his clasped hands, frowning. "1 don't have
alot of connectionsin Canada, not like down here."

"| did alittle Internet search while | wasthinking this over. Canadian public opinionis solidly
behind the 'Free Fuzzy' movement. Once he's actudly there, | think it would be the rare Canadian
who would want to et him go back to the circus.”

"But what does Susan gain?'

Andreaticked off pointson her fingers. "Time, first of dl. Like you said, maybe years. Two,
Fuzzy doesn't have to perform. The Canadian authorities aren't fools; they'll protect him. They could
move him far, far north, near where his natural habitat would be, put him in a preserve with no roads
leading in while the caseis being adjudicated. Every day he staysfree, it would be harder for you to
get him back."

Howard thought about it for most afull minute. Then he smiled.
"Darling, I'vefindly found awoman assmart asme."
"Smarter," Andreasaid.

Howard laughed, and picked up the phone. "' Captain, werejoining Mr. Warburton at Sea-Tac
Airport, as soon as you can get clearance." He punched another button. "Warburton, pull everything
you've got out of Oregon and California. Concentrate the search in the Seettle metro area, but most
of dl along the Canadian border. | want teams at every crossing, and continuous helicopter patrols
from Puget Sound to Montana. I'll tell you about it when | get there.”

Then he stood up, pulled Andreafrom her chair, and kissed her.

THE lady is pretty smart, Warburton admitted to himself after Howard called back to explain
Andred's reasoning. Both of them were. He wouldn't have thought of it; hismind didn't work that
way. Hewouldn't embark on a project knowing he would get caught... but it seemed the best
possible outcome, in Susan's terms. Warburton didn't like Susan, didn't like Andrea even more—she
was aways getting in hisway. Warburton didn't really like anybody very much, not even Howard. He



didn't have much of alife outside hisjob, but the job satisfied him and had made him quite wedthy
over theyears. He was a born problem solver, that was his thing, and he had very few scruples. Fuck
the rules of engagement. He was enough of aredist to know that pointing agun at two people and
shouting Freeze! was worse than pointless unless you were prepared to useit. He would shoot to
wound, theleg or thefoot, if he could. But if worse came to worst he would do what he had to do.
Like any cautious cop, he carried an untraceabl e piece-of-shit throwdown weapon to put in the hand
of an awkward corpse. He had killed men twice before—only when he had to; he was not amaniac.
He had suffered no nightmares. He knew he could do it.

Hewasin the control center of a security company with headquarters at Sea-Tac. Howard had
chartered virtualy the entire firm for the duration. He had two assistants. The aptly named Wedey
Blackstone was a big, no-nonsense black guy with a shaved head. Blackstone had been givento him
as the best man for knowing the terrain aong the border. He was an outdoorsman, wasin fact il
wearing the plaid flannd shirt and heavy boots he had had on when he got aphone call and was
plucked from a backwoods campsite a hundred miles from here. He seemed to know his business.

The other assstant was the owner and operator of the company, awhite man fully asbig as
Blackstone and bald as an egg, though not by choice, by the name of Crowder. He claimed to be the
best at urban environments. Warburton wasn't quite so sure about him. They were looking at a
wall-sized dectronic map of Washington State and lower British Columbia. Locations and unit
numbers of al the aerial and ground search teams currently in operation were displayed. Therewerea
lot of them. A wholelot of them. Maybe even enough to do the job...

The dots and numbers representing searchers moved every few seconds, adjusted by the GPS
units each team carried. Mogt of the air units and many on the ground were now converging on the
border.

"Legd crossing points at Blaine, the big one," Blackstone said. He moved a controller and
highlighted as he spoke. "Then here at State Road 539, here at Sumas, and not another until way over
here, at Lenton Hat. Pretty rough country through there. | wouldn't want to climb it with amammoth.”

"Hannibal crossed the Alpswith war elephants. Patrol it anyway."

"Sure. Then there are seven more before you get to Idaho. Y ou figure they'll try to drive across,
or follow one of these roads close to the border and walk it?"

"Hard to say. Either way will betough.”

"Hereinthewest it'sfairly flat, farmland, they'd stick out like a sore thumb. Fewer peoplein the
eadtern part, alot of it's pretty arid. Desert. | wouldn't go that route, myself.”

"What would you do?'

"Given what you told me?1'd try to drive up to one of the crossings out here in the boonies, go
right up to the customs station and turn mysdf in."

"They've got to crossfirst. Do we have ateam at al of them yet?

"Wewill infifteen more minutes. Stopping them could be awkward, though. U.S. Customs will



probably object if you shoot out their tiresthis side of theline.”

"They can use aknife on thetires. Anyway, if they get to acrossng then Plan A, keeping it dl
quiet, is pretty much busted. They'll make acitizen'sarrest, cusomswill take alook insde and redize
thereisonly onejuvenile mammoth on the planet and he belongs to Howard Christian, and the whole
thing will be confused long enough for me and Howard and fifty lawyersto get there. Susan will
redize that, too. If | was her, I'd try to find a place to get close to the border, and walk it. If we spot
them doing that, we land and take them prisoner. And you didn't hear me say this, but if they happen
to beamile or two over the border... Christian wants them back. Are you reading me?"

"Loud and clear."

"Crowder, you'l continue looking in the Seettle area on the ground, and well give you afew
helicopters to screen the freeways, but send most of the teams into the country up north. | want
somebody in afour-whed drive within ten minutes of every logging road in that forest, every dirt trall
in that desert. | want at least one cross-country motorbike in the back of every vehicle. They haveto
leave the trailer on aroad somewhereif they try to crossonfoot. | don't think they'll try to cross at
Blaine, | understand there are traffic jams up there.”

"They can stretch for miles," Crowder agreed. "Weve got three teamsthere, and we can stop
them before they even see the border."”

"Good. When it gets dark welll get the satdllites to work, and I'm betting we spot them
somewhere out in the wilderness within an hour. We have to be ready to move on them. Anything
ds=?’

"What about ferries?' Crowder said.

"Ferries?’

Crowder touched the keyboard and the map view zoomed in on the waters of the area, from the
entrance to the estuary at the Georgia Strait, running between the Olympic Peninsulaand VVancouver
Idand, to Olympiaat the south end, and the city of Vancouver to the north. There was alot of water,
and alot of idands. A spiderweb of lines appeared, running al over the water.

"Weve always had good ferries up here.”

"Never been on one," Blackstone said with agrin. "'l get seasick in the bathtub.”

"Last ten years they've been adding more. Federal grants or some shit like that, ease the freeway
congestion, not that it did adamn bit of good. There's three times as many ferries now aswhen | was
akid."

"How many go to Canada?'

Crowder touched the keyboard again, and most of the lines disappeared.

"Y ou got your B.C. ferries, and you got your Washington State ferries. One from Port Angeles,
on the peninsula, to Victoria, on Vancouver Idand. From here at Anacortesto Sidney and



Vancouver. Also from Bellingham to Vancouver, and from Everett to Victoriaand Vancouver.”
" S0 you cover Port Angeles, Anacortes, Bellingham, and Everett.”
"1t'd be adumb way to go. Sometimes you can wait for hoursto get aboard.”
"Cover them anyway. It would be a perfect place to catch them quietly.”
"Will do."

Warburton leaned back and sighed. He redlized he hadn't esten yet today, and it was almost
evening. He asked someone to have apizzadelivered.

We'll catch them tonight. The satellites will find them.

29

MATT left the unit at eight that morning, and saw the rain had stopped and the sky was
beginning to clear. Bad luck. He walked to the truck and pulled the trailer around the block and into
the storage yard. Susan was waiting to direct him, and they lowered the ramp.

Susan had noticed that most places like thiswere virtually deserted most of thetime. Thisone
had haf adozen rows of buildings with garage doors facing each other. Her two units could not be
seen from any road or house in the area. There was dways a chance somebody would pick that
morning to visit aunit closeto theirs, but if that happened they would just have to wait.

Matt walked to the end of the row where he could see the entrance gate. He signaled to Susan,
and she opened the garage door and led Fuzzy out and up the ramp, and closed the ramp, then the
door. Thirty seconds, total.

Matt hurried back and entered the trailer through the side door. Susan was Strapping aleather
harness around Fuzzy's middle. She attached it to each sSide of thetrailer with heavy chains.

"He traveled alot before Fuzzyland opened, you know," she said. "He had hisown privatetrain.
He's been in the back of trucks, too, going to and from the shows. Pachyderms are pretty good at
keeping their balance, alot better than you'd think. But we dways used an arrangement likethisasa
sort of seat belt. I'd appreciateit if you tried not to stand on the brake, though, okay?"

"I'll keep way back from the cars ahead.”

They went back outside and carefully peeled off the red contact paper Susan had appliedina
big red swoosh after painting the rig auniform beige. She grimaced as she touched the long indent
where atree branch had scraped the side.

"l did that last week. A computer recognition program would pick that out pretty quick, even
from high up, don't you think? | was going to paint over it but then | thought it might be better to leave
it that way until | was through the security gate."



"Good thinking. Now they may be looking for it. Did you bring the paint?'

"Have| forgotten anything so far?" She got out a bucket and two brushes, and they quickly
dapped on acoat of paint. So maybe the showers sopping was abit of good luck, after al. They got
on 1-84 and headed west. Traffic was stop and go for awhile, especidly around the Rose Garden
mess where the freeway joined I-5. Lucky thing the Trailblazers didn't play gamesin the morning.

Over the Interstate Bridge traffic eased up, and they headed north. Just south of Tacomatraffic
backed up again. They crept along, nervoudy watching the sky.

THEY missed the ferry they wanted in Tacoma, at Point Defiance, which put them an hour
behind where they had hoped to be. It was a short hop to Vashon Idand, at Tahlequah.

Vashon Idand was pretty, still partly rural. They weren't able to make up any time; in fact they
missed another ferry. Every minute Sitting sill in the parking lot was agony, but eventudly they were
waved aboard and undercover again.

Thiswasalarger ferry and they were on the lower deck. They stayed closeto thetrailer in case
Fuzzy started to bellow—uwhich he hardly ever did, but he was in strange surroundings and, besides,
Susan didn't want to get more than about fifty feet from him. Through awide opening on the starboard
side they could see planes on approach to Sea-Tac Airport from the north, then the city of Sesttle
itself. These waters were teeming with boats, many of them other ferries crisscrossing Puget Sound.
They pulled into the termind at Kingston, far behind schedule, knowing they would not get to the last
departure of the ferry they wanted. When they drove past the terminal, they could not even seethe
departing ferry. It waslong gone.

Susan had a backup plan, but she was discouraged. They pulled into abig RV park where
Susan had booked a space aweek earlier under another name. Matt found their space, was relieved
to see it was a pull-through, and they parked as the sun was going down. There were trees around
them, but not the complete cover they would have liked. Neither of them was sureif the satellites
could spot them through trees, anyway.

But there was nothing for it. They would have to spend the night, and hope the search was, by
now, focused far away to the north and east.

THEY made ameal from cansand ateit in sllence. They hadn't bothered to hook up anything,
not even the eectricity, but the refrigerator and stove used propane. There was no reason not to turn
on dl thelights and have a party—Susan had stocked some beer. But the ingtincts of the hunted |eft
them huddling beneath asingle light over the kitchen table. Susan sat facing the back, where Fuzzy
stood, maybe ten feet behind Matt's back. Every oncein awhile she got up to pet him or feed hima
treat. He seemed tired of this whole bye-bye business by now.

"He'srestless," she said as she sat back down opposite Matt. "He missed hisdaily run. Hell, he's
probably even missing doing hisshow."



"He'sacreature of habit,” Matt said. "Hell get used to new habits. Y ou did theright thing."

"Keegp saying that every ten minutes, okay?' She yawned. "I thought 1'd never be ableto deep
agan, but I'm afraid | might drop off right herein the middle of a sentence.”

"l hope you can stay awake alittlelonger. There are somethings| havetotdl you."
She looked up, more aert.

"Therest of your story?"

Heamiled.

"Yeah. The good parts... well, the better parts. Anything would have felt good after getting out
of that cell. And some things you need to know."

"Why don't we get to that part first? Well have plenty of timeto catch up on therest, even if we
haveto do it by mail from our separate prisons.”

"I need to build up toit. I'll keep it as short as possible. I'm pretty deepy, too."

FOR most of thefirst year after hisrelease, Matt hadn't been able to do much but dodge
reporters and continue his researches with his computer on the Internet.

Hetried afew timesto e ude them, managed to shake them off oncein awhile, got into the habit
of withdrawing money from his bank accounts when he had the chance and never using his credit
cards, but they dways found him again. It wasn't hard to do in this day and age. Few people had the
skillsto stay hidden for long, and Mait findly admitted it wasn't worth the effort. He decided to wait
them out. He had plenty of money, his needs were modest. He stayed at inexpensive hotels and
moved every few nights, just to inconvenience the media. Time travel was avery big story, hewas
one of only two people known to have doneit, and the world wanted to know al about it.

At firgt there were actud satdllite trucksthat followed him around as he drove from city to city.
Those gradudly dwindled to afew pool vehicleswith cameras recording him every time he got out of
his car or |€eft his hotel. One shot or another of him showed up on most newscasts for amost amonth.
If he sneezed, it would likely get ontheair. A stumble was apt to cause aflash newsbreak.

Hetried to go to Europe, which was amistake. A good percentage of hisfellow passengers
were reporters, and they weren't shy about crowding around and asking questions. When he got off
the plane in London he was facing awhole new set of reporters, even more aggressive than the ones
at home. Y ou would have thought he was arock star or the president of the United States. He
walked straight to the airline counter and bought aticket back to America.

Gradudly, as he continued his silence—he learned early that even saying "no comment” only
encouraged them—the crowds lessened. It helped that Susan was giving accounts of their
adventure—always on tape, never live, and aways carefully controlled by Howard's spin doctors.
The story shetold wasthe truth, in the sense that she didn't lie about anything, but there was much she



did not or would not tll.

"WE were both sort of in moving prisons, | guess,” Susan said. "l stayed in placeswhere
Howard controlled the security. When | went out | had to sneak around, and | had bodyguards.”

"It must have been awful."

"Not as bad as what you went through. | watched them hounding you. | did moreinterviews
than | wanted to so maybe it would take some of the pressure off you."

Matt smiled. "Y ou know, | thought it might be something like that. Thanks."

"l have noideaif it did any good." Shelooked down &t the table. "I have aconfession to make."
She looked up again. "It was during that first year, after wondering where you were while they had
you locked up, and then seeing what they were doing to you... it wasthen that | redized that | loved
you."

Matt said nothing. Shetook his hand.

"| liked you alot when we were working together. | liked making loveto you, it made me less
afraid of what was happening to us. But | wasdwaysalittle afraid of you."

Matt was genuinely shocked.
"How could you be afraid of me? | didn't think you were afraid of anything.”

"Oh, there's plenty of thingsthat scare me. | just try not to show it. Y ou werejust so... So damn
smart. Y ou were so much smarter than me | just couldn't keep up with you. When you started talking
about quantum physicsand like that, | felt like such adope.”

"Last time| checked, they weren't graduating any dopes from veterinary school. Seemsto me
you need the same skills as somebody who becomes a doctor, only your patients can't even tell you
what's bothering them.”

"Wrong word, maybe. | know I'm smart, but it's... relative, like Dr. Eingein said. | felt likea
dope." She amiled briefly. "I'd never met asupergenius.”

Mait grimaced. "I've had that trouble all my life. | try not to talk shop, explain what itisI'm
researching, but with you, we were both working, and you wanted to know. | probably shouldn't
have, but asaconversationdist, | am adope.”

"I'm not blaming you, Maitt. | wanted to know what you were doing. And you're agood
explainer. But you'd loseme.”

"Likeyou say, it'sdl reative. | hgppen to have amind that's quick with numbers. And you know
what? There are people with an IQ of 60, people who can't even tie their shoes, who can do anything
with numbers| cando.”



"Iswhat you've got to tell me more about the time machine? More quantum theory and chaos
theory and stuff like that?"

"Someof itis. But you don't haveto follow it, becauseit'sablind dley.” Hesighed. "You sad
when Big Mama attacked you it changed your life. Y our point of view. | didn't have ablinding
moment of revelation. | had aseries of ingghtsthat led me to the conclusion that my outlook on the
universe was too narrow. That alot of thethings | had learned were... not exactly wrong, relativity il
works, quantaare till doing their things... but chaos, chaos doesn't even begin to describeit.

"| began to redlize that my point of view was entirely too provincid to explain theuniverse as|
had encountered it.”

THE mediacircusthat hislife had become gradudly abated, though it never entirely folded its
tent. Therewasaflurry of activity at the one-year anniversary and from time to time an enterprising
intern for atelevison show would gpproach him, usualy in restaurants while he was egting, in the vain
hope that he'd suddenly decide to spill his guts. But acircus can't go on forever if the trapeze artist
won't swing.

Maitt deliberately tried to lead as boring alife as possible, in part to discourage the hordes of the
curious. In other words, he sometimes redlized wryly, he tried to return to the kind of life heled
before Howard Chrigtian barged into it. He thought about returning to a university somewhere to
continue his researches, plenty of places would have jumped at the chance of having the guy they
thought of as"the man who invented time travel" on the faculty, no questions asked, no pressure
applied, heresyour lab, Matt, and do whatever you want iniit... but he redlized that didn't appeal to
him anymore. His quest wastaking him in other directions.

He entered amonastery in New Mexico for awhile. Partly it was so he could look out the
window and see the forlorn press pool, only ahandful at that point, forced to stake out the building in
the blistering heat. But heredly wasin need of aquiet, cloistered lifestyle.

Thiswas sort of aClub Med monastery, nondenominationa, catering to people with emotiond
problemsto resolve or deep doubts about existence to work out. Matt put himsdf in the | atter
category. The quarters were Spartan, the food was plain, the brothers wore robes, and you chanted
and sang at appointed hours, but nobody demanded that you believein God. Sort of rdigion lite.

Things eased up greatly when the biggest male box office star in the world was arrested for
murdering hiswife and two children. He claimed to be innocent and there were no eyewitnesses but
his story was Swiss cheese. He hired ateam of high-powered lawyers—some of them lured away
from Howard's schoal of piranha—and suddenly there was hardly room on the newsfor coverage of
the war in Indonesia, much less a nontalking has-been quasicd ebrity like Matt Wright. The news
organizationstook to checking in on him weekly, then monthly, and then he was gone.

Not lost. They found him again easily enough. And during the brief period when there had been
no reporters aware of hiswhereabouts, Matt noticed that two men he had thought were reporters
were dtill dogging him. Onewas avery large man with very little fat on him, maybe an ex-marine. The
other was wiry, moved smoothly asalizard, and had eyes|like stones. He called them Jarhead and
Snake. He decided they were probably Howard's agents, and knew they would never give up, but



they never interfered with him so heignored them.

At one point he was glad they were there. A man walked up to him, drew aknife, and lunged at
him. He never completed the thrust. Snake gppeared like agenie out of abottle, efficiently brokethe
man'sarm in two places, and Jarhead sat on him until the police came. Therewasaminicamin
Jarhead's gimme cap, and he had tape of the attack to show the officers when they arrived. Matt
thanked Snake, who shrugged.

"He was easy. Some of the ones before him were tougher.” He grinned.

"OH, Matt, that's awful."

"Scared me alittle, | admit it. He told me they'd ‘taken down' three men who were trying to do
me harm, and foiled one kidnap attempt. Said they'd heard rumors that one foreign government was
thinking about trying to get their hands on me.”

"What did you do?"

Matt shrugged. "What could | do?1 felt claustrophobic enough with the press corpsfollowing
me around. | didn't like Jarhead and Snake following me, for that matter, but | never complained after
that. | didn't want to lock mysalf away behind walls. | enjoyed the monastery for amonth, but |
wouldn't have wanted to stay longer. | decided to take my chances.

"Anyway, it was just about two years before | thought things had cooled off enough that | could
move around fredly. It wasn't wasted time; | was reading and thinking. | read everything | could find
about timetravel theories. | read every science fiction story | could get my handson, fromH. G.
Wélsto someridiculous thing about taking people off of airplanes that were about to crash. But there
were places | wanted to go, people | wanted to talk to, and | needed to travel...."

MATT became aglobetrotter. For dmost three years he sought out people who might have
indghtsthat had been denied him in his education, which had been the best possible in the sciences
but quite deficient in everything dse.

Hewandered India, spesaking to the holy men of that country's thousand religions. He bathed in
the Ganges. He went to Tibet, to Rome, to Jerusalem, to Mecca. He climbed Mount Fujiyama,
sought out eremitesin Ethiopiaand Egypt. He sat in asweat lodge in Arizonaand chewed peyote and
tried LSD.

Sincethedays of Eingtein, scientists had been searching for a" Theory of Everything,” a
paradigm that would tie together dl the known forcesin the universe. Much progress had been made,
but every time humanity seemed on the verge of being able to writeit al down in an equetion as
elegant as E=mcz, something €l se came aong that made the results more complicated rather than less,
requiring more theoriesto explain the new data.

Matt had begun to wonder if everybody was|ooking in the wrong direction.



"Y OU'RE not going religious on me, are you, Matt?' Susan smiled a him.

"About to the degree that you've become an animal rights nut. Religious? No. Philosophical?
Yes. Spiritud... maybe. What I've decided isthat there is something going on in the universe that will
never be explained by math or physics, and you might aswell call it the spiritual dimension. Asfar as|
cantel, no one has ever studied it rigoroudy. Partly it's because it's much harder to pin down than a
neutrino, and partly it's because science works. It describes the universe as we experienceit...
commonly. But we had an uncommon experience, to say the least, and I've cometo think that it tiesin
to what Eingtein called the 'observer, which meansit may have as much to do with consciousness asiit
doeswith physical laws of matter and energy.

"Ligten, | know you don't want to hear more about string theory, but bear with me aminute.
Youll bereieved when | get throughiit, | promise you.

"What we call a'string’ isa sort of loop of pure energy. They would be very smdl. Imagine the
sun, one million miles across. Now imagine a proton in the center of the sun. Expand that proton until
it isthe size of the Solar System, out to the orbit of Pluto. A string within that proton would be the size
of the proton before we expanded it."

"Pretty damn small.”

"Thetechnica term for it is ‘teeny weeny weeny weeny weeny weeny.' Now, thething is, string
theory has been around along time now... but no one has come up with any experiment that could
prove or disproveit. No one has thought of away to detect astring, to shinealight onit. Thereare
good theoretical reasonsto believe that there is no way for usto detect them. We keep fiddling with
the theory because the math isintriguing, it works out €egantly... but we have no way to know if it
connectswith redlity.” Matt snorted. "Asif we even had auseful definition of 'redity.'"

Susan frowned. "l need abeer. Y ou want one?"

"Sure”

She got up and walked the few stepsto the refrigerator, glad to have a chance to turn her back
on him for amoment. What he had said earlier had settled her mind alot, but she supposed shewould
never be entirely comfortable when hewasin his professorial mode.

You'd better learn to get comfortable with it, girl. A professor iswhat he is, that's the guy
you've fallen in love with, so get used to it.

She popped the tops on two cans of Henry Weinhard's and handed one to Matt, then sat back
downinthelittle lecture hal and tried to look dert.

"So you're saying it could al bejust amenta game," she said.
"What we mathematicians cal ‘jacking off,' " Matt agreed. "Nothing wrong with that. Much of

mathematics has nothing to do with the 'real’ world. But don't worry about it. String theory has nothing
to dowithit, I'm just showing you some examples. Say we could prove string theory. Strings are



made of pure energy. Okay, but what isthe nature of energy? Don't answer that, it doesn't matter.”
"Y ou're saying we've reached a dead end.”

"Very likely. Weve been reaching dead ends dl over the redlm of physics. Don't get mewrong,
thereisavast amount still to learn, and if the past isany guide, alot of what we think we know now
Iswrong.

"But look at the other end of the scale. We can now see out to the theoretical end of the
universe. It's fourteen or fifteen billion light-years away, and it seems we can't see any farther than that
because thereis no 'farther than that.' Spaceis curved, and what we see out there iswhat was

happening fifteen billion years ago. If somebody is out there, on the edge of the universe, looking at
us... what they are seeing isan infant universe. Quasar's, protogaaxies.”

"Youvelost meagan.”

"Don't worry about it. The point is, it'sanother limit. One more example. Black holes. They were
postulated along time ago, and then we found them. A triumph for astrophysics. We can observe
their effects, we can make agood stab at describing the conditions that exist around them, we can
congtruct atheoretical mode of what might be ingde them, if that term has any real meaning with a
black hole... but we can never, never look into one. Another dead end.

"What I'm saying is, we're reaching end points everywherein what | have believed indl my life,
what you might cal rationa science. So what's eft?"

"Irrationd science?"!
Matt laughed.

"That'sagood term for it. | likeit better than mysticism, or pseudoscience, or ‘wacko New Age
suff.' Thereareirrational numbersin math, and they are quite useful.

" Susan, we experienced something that, in arationa universe as| thought | understood it, Smply
could not happen. Therefore, alot of my assumptions were wrong. I've been looking for answersin
other places.”

"And have you found anything?"

Matt spread his hands and sighed. "'I'm ashamed to tell you just how little.”

"Don't be ashamed. I've got afedling you've found out more than anyone else would have."

"Maybe s0, maybe not. Look... wedl travel through time. Wethink of it asatrain traveling at a
steady speed on a straight track. Somebody buys us aticket—"

"Areyou talking about our mothers, or... God?"

"I don't know. We come into existence, we come into consciousness, weridethetrain for a
while, not knowing what our destination is, and then we get off. Not only do we not know what's



outsidethetrain, what's at the gtation, we don't even know what we are. What is consciousness?
Would time exist without consciousness to gppreciate it? Could consciousness somehow be the basis
of it dl?Would there be auniverse a al without an aware being to witnessit? These are the questions
I'vetried to answer."

"I'm not surprised you didn't make much progress.”

Matt smiled. "Maybe 'finding an answer' was the wrong way to put it. | never expected that. |
was exploring the concept of a creator, among other things. Different cultures have come up with very
different ways of looking at theidea. | just wondered, do any of them have a better way of looking at
it than the one | was taught?"

"Do you have areligion? | never asked you that.”

"l never asked you, either. | wasraised in the Christian world, therefore | see the world through
that priam, evenif | don't believeinit. Chrigtianity and Idam, the great monotheistic religions, see God
asomniscient and al-powerful. With Chrigtianity, God is good and Satan isevil... but as| understand
it, the gameisrigged. At Armageddon a great battle will be fought, and the outcomeis aready
known. I mean, we don't call him God for nothing. Which meansthat even God's fate is predestined.
By himsdif, | guess, though | can't imagine why he'd bother to play the gameif he knowsthe
outcome.”

Susan laughed. "I hate to say this, but you're losing me even quicker with this stuff than you did
with the physcs”

"That's exactly how | ft. So | looked around. The older religions, what we look down our
noses at and cal 'mythology,’ like the Romans and Norse and Greeks, had a different worldview.
Hindustoday till seethe universelikethat. Their gods duke it out from timeto time. They arewillful,
van, childish, vindictive, quitewilling to play dice with human lives."

"So'sthe Chrigtian God, in my opinion."”

"1 couldn't agree with you more. But we put al those attributesinto one being. Animistsand
others give different attributes to different gods." Matt sighed heavily. "What I'm going to tell you is
that I've begunto get a... ahint of an inkling of an intuition of an enigma. Remember the old fable of
the blind men and the dephant? One fedl s histrunk and says an elephant islike a snake. Another
thinks he'slike atree, from fedling hisleg. Another thinks an eephant islikeawall.

"What's happened to meislike... like I'm blind, deaf, and have no hands, and you gave me one
hair off Fuzzy's back and asked me to deduce a mammoth from that.”

"Atlagt." Susan laughed. "A metaphor | can understand. How far have you gotten?”

"About asfar as you'd expect. How about the railroad metaphor? | thought that one was pretty
good."

"You'reright. | got that one."

"Then try this. Wethink timeisalong, Straight train ride at constant speed. Actudly, it can turn



into aroller coagter. It'sgot big loopsinit. It turns upside down now and then, and sometimesit goes
forward and then backward. Why? | don't know. But it could be that during human history we've
been riding on an abnormally straight stretch of track, that what we think of asuniversal laws
concerning time areredly only loca. Maybe in the next galaxy down the block time runs backward.
Maybe out there in empty space there are lots of loops, and we have no way to detect them.

"l was struck by something alot of American Indian tribes share, the deity usualy called Coyote.
Thetrickster. He enjoys playing pranks on humans. If thereisagod or gods out there, maybe they're
just having fun with us, putting us on thisride we think is going to be calm and reasonable, and
suddenly the bottom drops out and we fall screaming down the first hill and they laugh and laugh and

laugh.”
"Youve given mealot of maybes.”

"Best | can offer. I've got amillion more. Maybe these loops in time open up more often than we
let oursalves admit. What if the Loch Ness mongter is an aguetic dinosaur that fell through aholein
time and swam around long enough to get spotted afew times, create alegend, and then died? What
if the Sasquatch and the Y eti were time travelers? What if some—some, mind you, ninety-nine
percent of them are swvamp gas—some UFOs are lost astronauts from the future?”

"I've heard some of this suff before. There are websites devoted to it."

"Sure. And until | traveled intime | dismissed them. | have no proof of any of them now, for that
meatter. Asyou say, dl I'vegot isalot of maybes.”

Susan took another drink of her beer and thought it over.
"Y ou're disgppointed, aren't you?' Maitt asked.
"A little," she admitted. "1 was hoping you'd found some answers.

"I'm along way from that. But | did learn to do atrick, and | did make adiscovery. Y ou may
likethetrick, but | don't think the discovery isgoing to be easy for either of usto accept. Watch this."

Matt reached into his pocket and took out something she immediately recognized as one of the
marbles he had tinkered with five years earlier, when he wastrying to duplicate the time machine. It
looked like ordinary red glass, in asquare cage with ridges that could be interlocked with other cages
to dide over each other in any direction.

He hdd it between thumb and forefinger and started twidting it inthe air. Left, right, right some
more, forward, left again... she soon lost track of the permutations. It was like watching a safecracker
twigting the dia, only he turned it through three axes. Then he stopped. Nothing happened.

"Nicetrick," shesaid.
"It doesn't work every time. That'swhat's so frustrating. In science as| knew it, repestability is

everything. With thisstuff... well, like my grandfather used to say, ‘It don't work unless you hold your
mouth right." "



He went through the motions again, and she was amused to see that he actually had screwed up
one side of hismouth in an odd way, though she didn't think he was aware that he was doing it. Then
he set it down on the table between them... and thistime the little wire cube with the clear red glass
ball in it seemed to be seized by amysterious energy. It began to spin.

Then it began to grow.

It... unfolded itself. Watching it, incredul ous, Susan thought each move was aslogica as
unfolding a paper arplane or taking aflattened box and turning it into an assembled one... but neither
of those operations hurt her eyes. Thiswas an evolution that she felt ingtinctively that human eyeswere
not equipped to witness. Now there was alarger cube, three marbles on aside, now four, now five...
and in afew eye-popping seconds there was the whole array, and the box that contained it, laid out
like an opened suitcase in front of her.

She got up and hurried to the bathroom.

"FEELING better?' Matt asked when she got back.

"l didn't actudly lose the beer,” she said. "But for aminute there | felt Sck asadog.”
"| told you it was aroller-coaster ride.”

"Maitt... what did you just do?"

"Theonly thing I've learned to do. That night, the night that began with the mammoths about to
stomp us, and ended up back in Los Angeles... | watched thisthing do its stuff. | ended up with that
onelittleglassbal, and then | got hit by acity bus. | knew | had seen something and | thought | could
remember it, and | knew | had to get out of there. It wasn't until later that | found the bal in my
pocket. | don't remember putting it there. We were sort of busy, if you recdll. Later, | figured out that
the ball was till somehow attached to the rest of the machine. | did computer smulations on the
modd | had stored in my computer, and eventualy came up with an dgorithm thet... that sort of pries
up thelid on the place where the rest of the machineis.”

"Soyouvehad it dl thetime"

"That'sright. All through the interrogation. But | didn't know what to do withit. | still don't."

"Why not just giveit to Howard?'

Matt sighed. "I would loveto do that. | don't want thisthing. It'slike... it'slike you own agun
and you know how to fireit, but you haven't figured out how to amiit yet, and it can shoot in any
direction, totally at random. How often are you going to shoot that gun? It's even worse, though,
because sometimesit just goes off by itself, when it wantsto, when the conditions are right, when God

or Coyotewillsit... I don't know."

"All the more reason to get rid of it. Giveit to Howard."



"Susan, Howard isacollector. That's what he wanted atime machinefor in the first place. He
wanted me to get him amammoth, or the meansto get one. We did, accidentaly. He was fixated on
mammoths at the time... but you think he'd be satisfied with that? Why not dinosaurs? He could build
areal Jurassic Park."

"Well... why not? 1 wouldn't mind getting more mammoths. Fuzzy ought to have more of hisown
kind."

"Believeme, if | thought it wasthat ample I'd go back with abig-game trapper and bring some
more mammothsforward intime. But..."

"But what?'

"But | think it might be very dangerous.”

Susan chewed it over for atime.

"Y ou're talking about changing the pag, right?'

"Yes. | don't know if it's possible. Maybe we could change the past and make a better world.
Maybe we could make aworse one. Or maybe the way things have happened, are happening, and
will happen iswritten in stone, and can't be changed. | lean toward that last possibility.”

"Predestination.”

"If you want to call it that. It could bethat free choiceisilluson. | don't think | havetheright to
testit.”

"] see what you mean. But there's one question I've been meaning to ask you, ever since, ever
since you madethat... that thing appear. Who madeit?'

"l medeit."
"No, no, | know you made that one. Who made the origina one?’
"Thereisonly one. | madeit. Y ou watched me."

"But that's... that's crazy! The only way you knew how to make it was you took it gpart and
found out how to makeit."

"Yegh. It'sapuzzer, intit? Timetravel isfull of suff likethat.”

"But... where did it come from? Why isit here? What's the point of it?'

Matt smiled.

"That'sthe big question, isn't it? Why? All my life I've been much more concerned with what

and how. Sciencein the main doesn't attempt to tackle the meaning of things. | hardly even know how
to phrase the questions | need to ask. I'm till learning my ABCs, and I've got asnesking fedling that



nobody, nobody has even gotten asfar as Z yet, much lesslearned to read. That's been acomfort to
me, trying to understand this, that just about everyone seisamost asignorant asme.

"l don't even think this'time machine is necessary. | think acrysta ball might do it, or tarot
cards. A man from the last century might actudly use avehicle like the onein The Time Machine.
Cavemen might time-travel just by looking into acampfire and thinking the right thoughts.”

"Theright thoughts?'Y ou meen..."

" think it was my mind that sent us back, and brought us home. But it doesn't work al thetime.
Y ou haveto bein theright place, too. We gppear to be on an unscheduled loop on theroller coaster
of time.

"But one of thefew things | know for sureis... that if that |oop hadn't happened, we never would
have met. That'sthe most important thing in the world to me.”

Susan wondered if shewas going to cry. She held it in, because there were till more questions
she had to ask. She was starting to be disturbed.

"What else are you sure of ? Y ou said you had atrick, which you showed me, and that's good
enough, please don't turn it on. And you made adiscovery. And... | thought the roller-coaster ride
through timewasover.”

Matt looked down at the table, then met Susan's eyes again.

"Not quite. To make the discovery, | had to go back to the beginning. | had to go to northern
Canada, to Nunavut.”

30

THE place was called Kangiginig, formerly Rankin Inlet, and it was located about three-quarters
of the way up the western shore of Hudson Bay, which put it in the balmy, sun-kissed southern
regions of Nunavut.

Matt had never felt so cold.

It began as soon as he stepped of f the small plane from Winnipeg, which had been cold enough.
It got worse as he moved around the streets of town. Kangiginig was a bustling metropolis, for
Nunavut. Population amost five thousand, very few of whom seemed to spend any time on the
sreets. It made sense. The wind howled down the arrow-straight streets between the mostly modular
buildings, direct from the North Pole—which was actudly the northernmost point in the territory.

There were alot of parked snowmobiles. Mot of the town was not fancy, but in addition to
traditiona native ways of making aliving there was athriving tourist industry catering to hunters,
fishermen, and eco-touring. People who could afford to indulgein things like that usudly didn't liketo
stay in tarpaper shacks, so there were half adozen fancy resorts built from imported stone and
timber, pretending to be Swiss ski lodges or Colorado vacation mansions. They dl had indoor pools



and gyms, plush rooms, good restaurants. There was actualy agolf course, possibly the northernmost
oneintheworld.

It had taken Matt alot of effort to track down the members of the old recovery team from the
Mammoth Seven site. Rostov was dead. There were only four others and they were dl Inuit, and
scattered al over the territory—which meant they were redlly scattered, as Nunavut covered two
million square kilometers. That was the bad news. The good news was there were only thirty-five
thousand citizens. If it cameto it, Matt could question most of them, and there was a complex web of
blood relationships that meant he should come across an aunt or uncle or third cousin of any of them
sooner or later.

He started down hislist alphabetically, with aguy named Charlie Charttinirpaag.

Charlie had an addressin Kangiqinig. Matt took ataxi there and knocked on the door of a
modular home with alot of junk scattered around it. It looked like Charlie was something of a
packrat. There was aMercedes SUV that had been very fancy when new, about five years ago,
gtting on four flat tires, and three snowmobiles parked in the yard amid dl the clutter.

There was no answer at the door, so Matt went to a neighbor and was greeted by a short,
brown woman with narrow eyes and very little expression on her face. Her yard was very clean, and
the room behind her was spotless. She wasn't eager to give out information to this red-nosed, sniffling
white man, but Matt said he had some money for Charlie—which wastrue, he was prepared to pay
for his story—and a possible job. The woman looked dubious, but told Matt he could probably find
Charliein abar caled the Blind Warus.

The Waruswasn't located in any of the fancy hotels. Matt was the only white face when he
came through the door. Everybody |ooked up and gave him the once-over, but he didn't sense any
hodtility. There were two guys playing pool, haf a dozen stting around watching ahockey match on
an old television, and two men at the bar. The only thing of interest in the room was a stuffed polar
besar, rearing almost up to the ceiling. Matt went to the bar and ordered a beer. He considered his
approach. Just ask the bartender and patronsif any of them were Charlie Charttinirpaag? The
neighbor lady had showed atrace of a smile when he said the name so he wasfairly sure hewas
mangling the pronunciaion.

Later, with dl the thingsto think about concerning fate and free will and time paradoxes and
such, he had to wonder at his good luck at finding Charlie so easily. Because after amoment he was
pretty surethe guy sitting one stool down from him was the man he was looking for. He took the
photo he had printed from the one on file at the Nunavut Department of Motor Vehicleswebsite out
of his pocket and compared it to the face he saw in the bar mirror, and it looked pretty close.

And the man was wearing awatch just like the one on Matt'swrist.

Matt wasn't much of adrinking man, but for oncein hislife he felt he needed a tiff one. He
ordered a shot of Canadian Club and choked it down, chased it with the rest of his beer, and turned
to the Inuit man and smiled a him.

"l couldn't help noticing, you've got awetch just like mine.”

The man frowned, and just for amoment he looked frightened. Matt could understand the initial



hodtility—he was Inuit, Matt was a stranger—but why would he be frightened? The man—Matt was
sure it was Charlie now—Ilooked around asif he expected someone to come crashing through the
door.

"See?' Matt said, turning hiswrist and pointing to the timepiece he had worn since his
incarceration at the secret government facility. "It'sa Seiko Nava Observatory, accurate to abillionth
of asecond.”

Charlierdlaxed alittle, shrugged, and grinned, showing widely spaced, tobacco-stained teeth.

"Not mine," Charlie said. "Mine don't work. Never has."

Not surprising, Matt thought, since it's twel ve thousand years old.

"Let mebuy you adrink,” Matt said.

"CHARLIE sad hefound the watch,” Mait told Susan. "Five years ago. Said he thought it
would bring him good luck, and it did for awhile, but not so much lately."

"Y ou're saying he got the watch off the man beside the frozen mammoth.”

IIYall

"And Howard didn't tell you about it."

"Y ou know Howard. He hates to lose, and he's secretive as hdll. He didn't tell me about the
watch because Charlie soleit before he got there. He didn't tell me about the second person frozen
with the mammoth because it had nothing to do with building atime machine. | didn't need to know.
Howard and his damn secrets.”

"I'm starting to seewherethisisgoing,” she said.

"Yes. Susan... from the very first | considered the possibility that the dead man beside the
mammoth was... me. There was one thing that argued strongly againgt it. | Smply cannot imagine that
| would be able to survive in the Stone Age long enough to be as old as this man was. But | guess
anything's possible. Then, when we went back, | was pretty damn sureit had been me. | figured I'd
explainit to you later, after we had settled in abit.”

"Break it to me dowly. Because there was just you and the frozen mammoth. | wasn't there.
Which meant | must have died before you did.”

"I'm sorry. | just couldn't figure out—"
"It's okay, Matt. | had enough to adjust to asit was."

"Okay. Then we came back... and it no longer made sense that the frozen man had been me.
Then | found Charlie, and the watch.



"| cameto your houseto tell you that | was now surel was not only the 'inventor' of thetime
machine, | wasthe timetraveler. | had figured out that, one way or another, the roller-coaster ride
wasn't over yet, for me, anyway. | wastrying to figure out how to say good-bye to you for good.
Then Howard dropped his bombshell—accidentally, the bastard—and | didn't know whether to laugh
or cry. I've been trying to decide which ever since, and how to tell you.

"1t seems the dead man was me, the dead woman was you, and the dead mammoth was Fuzzy."
"The dead mammoth was a hybrid? Fuzzy isahybrid,” Susan said.

IIY$II

"Ohmy god."

THEY went into the bedroom, got undressed and into bed, and just held each other for awhile
as Susan absorbed it.

"What if you just tossed it into the sound?' she said after awhile.
“I'll doit if youwant meto."
"And then what?'

"And then we see, | guess. Thereason I'm afraid to is, like | said, if we don't go back intime,
live out our lives, and die up north... then | don't see how we will ever meet.”

"But we have met. We're here. Together. What happensto this, to dl that's happened between
ls?l

"What happens when we die? | have no answersto those questions. Can we dter redity? If we
try, then the universe might smply rearrangeitsalf and makeit so that none of this ever happened.
Youll liveyour lifein Florida, inthe circus, and I'll live my lifein Oregon. And | haveto say, from my
perspective in the here and now, whatever that meansin this context, it wouldn't be alife worth living.
But then... would | know?1 don't think so."

Shekissed him.

"| fedl the sameway. | guesswe don't dare messwith it." She drew her head back and |ooked
a him. "But you must have atheory. About what would happen if wetried to get rid of thetime
mechine

Matt sighed. "1 think one of two things would happen. If | threw it over the sideright here, this
RV, the ferry dock, and maybe dl of Port Townsend would be hurled backward into the Stone Age.
Remember, the warehouse and al the € ephants went back with usthefirgt time.”

"And the other thing?"



" think abig fish would swdlow it, get netted, cut up, the time machine would get thrown in the
trash, fal off the trunk on the way to the landfill, get picked up by a scavenger, sold to an antique
shop, and one day we'd walk into that antique shop with Fuzzy on aleash...”

"So, if we avoid antique shops we can at least delay the trip awhile. That's good—Fuzzy has
never been interested in antiques.”

Helaughed and kissed her nose. "'l hadn't thought of that. Let's make avow. When we buy
furniture for our home together, we buy gtrictly new stuff.”

"Our hometogether?'

"l hope s0."

"Me, too." She sighed, and snuggled closer. "I don't much fancy a cave as afirst home, though.
The Stone Age... life wasn't easy back then, Matt. | wasn't even avery good Girl Scout. | don't know
how I'll be & picking roots and berries.”

"I couldn't catch atrout, the onetimel tried. | guesswe'd better start studying survival manuals,
that sort of thing. How are your tegth?”"

"Good. Oh, lord, no medica and dental benefits where we're going.”

"Not even any Novocain. But wéell have each other, and well have atame mammoth. Fuzzy will
be back in hisworld."

"| guess that's something. No, | mean, that's everything, being with you—"

"1 know what you meant.”

"l had no idea, when | took Fuzzy, just how far weld be taking him." She was silent for awhile.
Matt felt himself begin to stir, wondered if she il felt like degping. He touched her, and she proved
shewasn't deepy at al. But first she drew back one more time and looked at him.

" So when does this happen, do you think?"

"Whenit'stime"

31

NIGHT fell, and the satellites opened their infrared eyes.

Howard paid for time on every high-resolution commercia orbiter asthey came over the horizon
until they sank below it. He stayed on the plane with Andrea, parked at the Executive Terminal,
monitoring hisbank of screensand listening to incoming reports from unitsin the field—all negative so
far—while Warburton and histeam watched smilar displaysin the war room of the security company
only about haf amile away.



Warburton was sure they would try to snesk over somewhere in the wilderness, so he
concentrated on the eyes scanning the border, from Blaine to western Montana. They set the system
to look for trailers of theright size, and for large animas. The heat-sensitive cameras could pick out a
single rabbit but the computers were good at sorting through that. They quickly discarded the garbage
and sent the larger hitsto the screensfor ahuman to decide if it was worth checking out.

It got boring very quickly.

Therewas aherd of cattle. Warburton watched as the computer examined severa areasthat
turned out to be nothing but clumps of cows that made an unusudly large heat signature. More cows.
A group of people hiking along amountain trail. He could see their arms and legs moving, and the
beams of thair flashlights. Kind of late to be moving around in the woods. Here was a group of five
deer. More deer. More people. Deer, deer, deer, man alone, deer, deer... what was that? Bear.
Now therewas acar, atent, acampfire, and two people... my, that's an interesting position.

It wasthe last interesting thing Warburton saw for severa hours.

THE clock siwung past midnight, eased into the wee hours. Warburton had to stop and rest his
eyes every fifteen minutes or so. He hadn't had any ideathere were so many deer in thewhole
country, and thiswasjust anarrow strip of Washington and the tip of 1daho. Not to mention RVs.
Those werefairly easy. A mammoth inan RV or atruck would shine like a beacon. They had found
hundreds of garage-type fifth wheels, some with a heat source at the back where Fuzzy would be
standing, but a quick look aways showed it to be the still-warm engines of off-roaderslike the one
Susan had probably abandoned on the roadside somewhere.

He wasn't discouraged yet, they could be undercover somewhere waiting for the occasional
border patrol vehicleto go by, but they had to go across sometime, and he was sure they would be
detected. But he had thought to have them by now, he had to admit that. Time to go back over it,
question his assumptions. Was he missing something?

He called up an area map and looked &t it, tried to make it tell him something. After afew
minutes he frowned.

"What'sthis?' he asked Crowder, pointing to thetip of alittle peninsula about ten mileswest of
Blaine. It was an dmost perfect square, two miles on aside. He hadn't noticed it before, but it wasa
different color from the land aboveit.

"That's the nipple on the hind teat of Canada,” Crowder said, with a chuckle.

Warburton waited.

"It's called Point Roberts. Back when somebody was drawing that straight-line border that starts
back in Minnesota, that line nicked thet little peninsula. 'Fifty-four, forty, or fight,' or some shit like
that. It's part of the U.S. Hardly anybody goes there but Canucks crossing to get bargains on stuff

that's more expensve up there."

"So theré's aborder crossing?’



"Sure”
"Isthereaferry?’

Crowder typed amoment, and the map which had been told to display only ferries that went
from the United States to Canada now showed the whole maze of Washington State ferries. Sure
enough, a couple lineswent to Point Roberts.

" Another boondoggle, you ask me," Crowder said. "Just north of the border isthe gresat big
B.C. ferry dip at Tsawwassen. Who needs another ferry?"

Sawasen? Warburton hated the stupid names up here. Humptulips, Mukilteo, Puydlup... why
couldn't they speak English?

"Theferriesthat go there. Where do they come from?”
"Let's see... hereé's one from Anacortes, one from Bellingham, and one from Friday Harbor."
"Thefirg two are covered. Where's Friday Harbor?'

"San Juan Idands." Crowder pointed to amaze of idands, al highly irregular in shape. It looked
asif there were three or four big ones and dozens of small ones. "One of the ferriesfrom Anacortesto
Sidney, in B.C., stops acouple placesin the San Juans, including Friday Harbor."

"But we've got that covered.”

"Yeah." Crowder frowned at the map. "But there's one that stops at Friday Harbor before going
on to Point Roberts."

"Where doesit sart?'
"Right here. Port Townsend. Over on the Olympic Peninsula™

All they had over there was one team, at Port Angeles, covering the ferry that went to Victoria
Plus, once they decided Susan was going to Canada, they hadn't been checking the main highway
over there, US 101, or much of anything, for that matter. Warburton had thought the only way to
Canada viathe Olympic Peninsula was through Port Angeles, since he had asked only for
internationd ferries.

It was a serious lapse on Crowder's part—he should have thought of the border crossing at
Point Roberts—but Warburton wasn't going to take him to task for it. Not right now, anyway. He
addressed Crowder and Blackstone.

"l don't want you to mention thisto anybody. Not even Howard, yet. Y ou know we've been
picking up chatter, there's been some leaks from some of our employees, naturally, and some notice
of what's going on aong the border. The news and the police are just starting to get wind that
somebody's looking for something the size of an dephant. But | may till have achanceto wrap this
up quietly. I'm going out to take alook for mysdlf. If there's anewsman waiting when | get there, I'll
know how he found out, understand?’



"Don't worry," Blackstone said. Warburton nodded, and went outside to his hdlicopter, thinking
he would retire after this one was over, and never set foot in another helicopter again. He was getting
too old for this shit.

IT didn't take long to get over to Port Townsend. Warburton had the pilot keep it high up. With
the optics he had there was no need to move in close and make alot of noise. He examined two RV
parks before hefound thelikdly trailer and truck, the engine glowing brightly through the trees, the
water heater plainly visible, what looked like two people in the bedroom, and alarge heat sourcein
the back. Hetold the pilot to set it down on the opposite side of town.

There was amotorcycle in the backseat of the chopper. Warburton wrestled it out, pulled ona
warm black leather coat and helmet, and headed out. It had a good muffler on it, making no more
than a powerful purr as he moved down the deserted streets. Halfway thereit Started to rain again,
the low-pressure system he had been watching and worrying about dl night moving in from the Pacific
just now arriving herein the western part of the state. He flipped down hisvisor.

He arrived at the park, killed the engine, and coasted down adight dope, going by the office,
and laid the bike down in shadows. He walked down the rows of deeping juggernauts and almost
missed the one he was looking for. The red stripe was gone, and the long dimple in the side had been
painted over.

Smart girl. He had expected no less.

Heraised hisinfrared glasses and looked at the back wall. It looked like somebody had painted

the outline of a seven-foot-tall mammoth on the sde of thetrailer in bright green. As he watched, the
mammoth's trunk curled up toward his mouth.

He scanned dong the trailer and when he got to the bedroom, perched out above the bed of the
pickup truck he saw, for the second time that night, the infrared figures of a couple making love.

Enjoy it while you can, kids.

He got out his phone and called Howard.

"WARBURTON hasfound them," Howard said.

Andrealooked up from the magazine she had been reading, trying to stay awake. After she had
st them on theright track she had completely lost interest in the search. Again, she was far from sure
whose side she was on, though she felt she had owed it to Howard to give him her advice.

"Crossing the border?'
"No, but you wereright. They plan to crossin the morning." He explained it to her asthey | eft

the plane and walked the short distance to the helicopter. A wind was rising, and she could see storm
cloudsto the west. Not her idea of agood night to fly, but she wasn't too worried about it. They got



aboard and lifted off quickly. They passed out over water and then Howard, sitting beside her in the
backsest, looked thoughtful. They were wearing earpiece/mike units so they could talk over the noise
of the chopper. Howard keyed the pilot.

"Whereis Oak Harbor in reation to Port Townsend?' he asked.

"It'son Whidbey Idand, sir. The Admiralty Inlet to Puget Sound lies between them. Say ten air
miles"

Howard smiled.

"Let'sarivein style," he said to Andrea, then punched anameinto histelephone. "Hello? Frank?
It'sHoward Chridtian... yeah, | know what timeit is. | wouldn't be calling if it wasn't important. What
itis, | waswondering if | could borrow your boat?' He held the phone away from his ear and grinned
at Andrea. "Okay, charter... you owe me, Frank, and now I'll oweyou... okay, you talk to my pilot
now, and cdl the harbormagter, get him out there with the keys. Tak to you later, Frank.”

THE boat was an eighty-foot Bertram with twin 1500 horsepower engines. Howard was not
much of anautical man, though he owned alarger yacht than thisat BahiaMar, Lauderdde, and
sometimes puttered around the inland waterways of Foridain it. He knew how to pull away from the
dock and he knew how to pull into the dock, what was so tough about that? Besides, thisrig could
literally driveitsalf. Y ou could input a destination and it would plot the best course and keep aradar
eyeout for traffic. No need to look for channel markers or worry about tides or depth or weather. If
there was a problem, the boat would tell you about it and tell you what to do.

Howard and Andrea boarded, cast off, and pulled dowly away from the smal marina at the
north end of Whidbey 19 and, threaded through a passage marked on the e ectronic chart as
Deception Pass, and then moved into moderately choppy seas down the west side of theidand and
into the Strait of Juan de Fuca

Hafway there Warburton cdled.
"They're moving. I'm behind them, they should get therein five minutes. I'll meet you there.”

"Seeyou in twenty minutes.”

THEY drovethetrailer down aramp and onto apier jutting out into the sound. It looked new,
or recently refurbished; al that federal money, Warburton guessed. The pier was four laneswide,
paved, and had a stout barrier at the end where the ferry would dock in afew hours. Thetruck and
trailer pulled up to the barrier and cut itslights and engine. Thefirst departure was at sx A.M. There
were no other vehicles parked on the pavement.

Warburton got off his motorcycle at the top of the ramp and walked dowly down toward the
trailer. There were two empty lanesto the left of it, where carswould pull off the ferry. Near the
barrier was a stairway leading down to asmall dock that should accommodate Howard's boat when



it arrived. Warburton wasn't sure the boat was agood idea, but it was better than landing a helicopter
herein the middle of the night, which was sureto attract attention. And anyway, thiswas how
Howard wanted to do it, and he was the boss.

The Bertram arrived fifteen minuteslater. Warburton was standing on the dock to catch theline
Andreathrew him. Hetied it off, and helped them ashore. They went up the stairs and over to the
trailer, Howard holding an umbrella over Andreaagaingt the increasing rain. Howard seemed to be
amogt trembling with anticipation. Warburton took out his gun, a Glock autometic.

"Howard...," Andreasaid.

"Just aprecaution, darling,” Howard said. He knocked on the door. There was no answer, so he
knocked again. The curtain covering the window in the door was raised, but they couldn't see
anything ingde. Warburton held up the pistol, pointing toward the sky. The door opened, and steps
extended themsdlves hydraulicdly.

"Come on out, Susan,” Howard said into the darkness.

"What if | call CNN?"

"Then | look foolish for awhile, and you both go tojall. Isit worth it?"

Susan snapped on an outside light and an insde one. She and Matt were standing there, hastily
dressed, barefoot. Susan was crying. Matt had no expression.

"Can | say good-byeto him?'
"I'll giveyou one minute."

Susan moved toward the back of thetrailer. Howard didn't like thelook Andreawas giving
him. Well, what was | supposed to do, let her get away with it? He had expected to fed alot
better about this, but the sense of triumph of only afew moments ago seemed to have washed away
intherain. Why did she haveto cry? I'mnot a bully. 1've been bullied, until | got too big to push
around.

Matt came down the steps and stood there, getting wet, giving Susan her privacy. His eyes
never left Howard, but he said nothing.

Susan appeared, drying her eyes on her deeve, and started down the steps.
Fuzzy bellowed.

Thewholetrailer shook. In the back, the side of thetrailer dimpled inward, then sprung back.
Another bellow, and again the dimple appeared, and thistime it didn't pop back ott.

Howard hastily climbed the steps and stuck his head in the door. The mammoth was agitated,
rocking back and forth againgt his chains, but Howard had seen this arrangement before, he knew
even Big Mama could not have torn herself loose. The sdes of thetrailer were holding. Maybe it
would be necessary to let Susan ride back here on the return to Fuzzyland, keep him calmed down



until he got back in hisfamiliar quarters.

She was finished with Fuzzy, no question, and if that meant canceling the circus shows until the
animal had been brought around to accepting her loss, that was just the way it had to be. He had
three elephant trainers lined up who guaranteed Fuzzy could be broken, and none the worsefor it, in
no lessthan amonth. Andreadidn't have to seeit.

Then he saw the time machine, sitting right there on the table with its top open. Suddenly al the
excitement he had been feeling came rushing back a him. It was agood day. It was a damn good

day!

He sat where Matt had been Sitting and just stared at it for amoment, visionsof T. rexes and
brontosaurs dancing in his head. Matthew Wright wasn't the only geniusin the world, not the only man
who could figure thisthing out. In fact, according to Matt, he never had figured it out. The damn thing
just turned itsdlf on, took him somewhere, and then brought him back again.

Matt was the only one who witnessed the thing doing whatever it did, and that might help, so
maybe he could work out aded with him to work on it again, though the prospect made him fed like

gegging.

Whatever. It had been demongtrated that the thing worked, that was beyond question, and if it
worked once Howard could make it work again.

He closed thelid, noticing the dents made when that maniac hit it that night in the warehouse. He
snapped the catches, and stood up. He didn't hear the sound of Fuzzy's harness leather ripping.

The next thing he knew, Fuzzy had wrapped histrunk around his neck and dammed him to the
floor on hisback. He looked up into two tons of angry, hairy death as Fuzzy rammed his massive
head downward. He screamed.

Susan bolted back up the stairs. Fuzzy had Howard pinned to the floor, one tusk just missing
him on theright, the other poking into the auminum case on Howard's I eft.

"Fuzzy! Up, Fuzzy, up! Up, Fuzzy!"

The mammoth paused, down on hisknees.

"Up, Fuzzy! That'sagood boy. Up, Fuzzy."

Fuzzy moved back dightly, got to hisfeet, looked down a Howard asif wondering if he might
take just one more poke at the guy who had upset Susan so much... then backed up to where he had
been and stood there, swaying gently.

"Go, Howard," Susan said quietly. "Just get out of here.”

Howard scrambled to hisfeet, thankful he hadn't wet himsdf. He brushed himsdlf off, and went
outsde.

"Areyou okay, darling?' Andreawent to him and put her arms around him. She could feel him



shaking. He hugged her, and turned to Warburton.
"Y ou drive back. Let Susan stay in back with him to keep him cam. I'll meet you at the park.”
"Will do."

Warburton stood there holding the gun, though he knew Matt wasn't going to try anything stupid.
He watched Howard and Andrea hurry down the stairs and cast off the line, then scramble aboard
the boat. The engine started and the boat began to back up.

Then it vanished. There was nothing on the water but some backwash bubbles that quickly
dissipated.

Warburton started running toward where the boat had been. Very near the edge of the pier he
dipped on an oily patch and went down, striking his head on one of the pilings. Matt sarted toward
him, and saw him roll over the edge and fal into the water.

"Matt, what's happening?' He turned and saw Susan standing in the door.

"Y ou keep Fuzzy cam. I'll see." He went to the edge and |ooked. Warburton was floating
facedown in the water. Matt cursed and jumped in. It was quite ashock, hitting the cold water.

Hewas an indifferent swimmer, but he managed to thrash along and turn Warburton over and
get hisarm around his neck in the vaguely remembered lifesaving position, and he treaded water for a
moment, then started for the dock where the boat had been docked until afew seconds ago.

Susan was waiting for him at the dock, and helped him pull Warburton up and lay him out on the
wood planks.

"Do you know what to do?' Matt asked.

"Mouth to mouth, | guess." She didn't seem pleased. At that moment Warburton coughed up
some water, shook his head, and sat up.

They helped him to hisfeet, got hisarms over their shoulders, and staggered up the stairswith
him. Halfway to the trailer, Matt suddenly stopped, dropped Warburton's arm, and ran toward the
trailer. He went up the stairs, was gone for only amoment, then he came back down and faced Susan
and avery groggy Warburton.

"That son of abitch sole my watch," he said.

THEY didn't have any clothesto fit big, bulky Warburton, so he sat across from themin the
breakfast nook, soaking wet and shivering and wrapped in a blanket as he sipped from a cup of
ingtant coffee Susan had heated in the microwave. While Susan was out, Fuzzy had entered the living
area, curious now rather than angry, and had done alittle damage.

"Do you have afirst name?' Susan asked.



"l never useit. Did you loosen the harness on that anima ?"

Susan glared a him, got up, and retrieved the harness from the back of the trailer. She showed
him where the materia had ripped.

"Aidfied?'

"Sorry. | had to ask."

"1 would never have endangered Fuzzy that way."
"Point taken."

They were quiet for awhile, each of them digesting whét they had just seen, none of them quite
sure what to think of it yet. Finaly Matt spoke.

"Howard never told me about the frozen woman between the man and the mammoth," he said.
"Lookslike you had your little secret, too. Howard never heard about the watch the man was
wearing, did he?'

"What was | supposed to do?" Warburton said angrily. "I didn't send amessage in the clear, that
would have been foolish. | just radioed Howard and told him to get up there where they were digging
up his mammoth, there was something he needed to see. Howard knows | wouldn't waste histime.
Between the time | made the call and thetime | got back to the mammoth, that bastard Charlie had
swiped the watch and was over the horizon on his snowmobile. | went up in the chopper and looked
for him, and | don't know how he managed to hidein that wasteland, but he did. Some of the other
Indians, Ekimos, whatever the hell they were, they said Charlie was aweird one, believed in magic,
he must have thought the watch had powerful juju.

"Howard was on hisway. Rostov had showed me the box by then. I knew Howard would be
S0 happy about finding that... what the hell did it matter if the guy was wearing awatch? It was
obvious he had traveled in time and | figured the box was the way he had doneit. There were only me
and five other people, counting Charlie, who knew about the watch. | figured the box wasthe
important thing, but it cost me, plenty, to be sure those other five were quiet about it. One of them's
dead now." Helooked up, saw the expressions on their faces. "Not me. Rostov worked in a
refrigerator, he caught pneumonia, he died. End of story. I'm not ahit man.”

Susan grasped Matt's hand and squeezed.

"Dont fed respongblefor this, Matt," she sad. "We weretaking about fate al night. | think you
pick your fate. Howard did thisto himsdf."

"What about Andrea?’

"That | don't know. But she'swith him, I'm sure of that, wherever they are. And afew hoursago
| had to consider whether I'd be happier in the Stone Age with you, or here without you. And | know
how | decided.”

Matt squeezed her hand.



"It just seems s0 harsh. Howard isthe last man I'd expect to survive hardships like that. And
what took him up to the Arctic Circle?'

"l guess well never know that. But remember what he wrote on the box." She shivered. "I'm just
thinking about Howard up there in Canada, getting off the helicopter, going to look at his mammoth...
and seeing his own dead body."

Nobody had acomment to make about that. Susan looked at Warburton and sighed. "Okay,
when do we start back?”’

Warburton shook his head.

"You think | care about that? My bossisgone, and I'm retiring. Y ou saved my life, and | pay my
debts. I'll call the search off, I'll tell them I'm on my way back to Oregon with the animal, and that's
theend of it asfar as1'm concerned.”

He got up and walked out into the night.

THE rainlet up before sunrise, and the ferry pulled into its dip shortly after that. Half adozen
other vehicles had parked before the gate went up and they al drove aboard. It was the same size as
thefirg ferry they had been on.

The crossing to Friday Harbor was smooth, the day overcast. Quite afew more cars got on,
and then they were off to Point Roberts. Susan stayed in the trailer with Fuzzy, who wasfeding as
closeto grumpy as he ever got. Matt stood at the bow of the ship and watched some dolphinsrolling
infront of them, thinking about many things, rearranging hislife. It looked like there was another jail
cdl in the offing, though Susan thought they wouldn't bein custody for long. He could tolerate it if they
turned thelights out at night. He didn't think any Canadian jailers would be punching him in the nose.

Howard, why did you do it? There at the end, when he was dying, Howard could have done
something, some smdll thing, to twist events around so that he never would have gone back into the
past to live what must have been avery, very hard life. Why didn't he? Before that, he could have
refused to go north.

Had a good life. That wasthe only explanation Matt waslikely to get.

Theferry docked and Susan joined him in the cab for the short drive to the crossing, having
given Fuzzy another tranquilizer and laid him down in the back. The next few days were going to be
Sressful.

They crossed the internationa boundary and pulled up at the Canadian Customs shack. Standing
beside the road alittle way ahead of them in the areawhere Customs could pull you over for a
thorough search, they could see Jack Elk, the man who called himself Python, and two men with
briefcases.

Maétt rolled down hiswindow and looked at the smiling officer.



"Anything to declare?' he said.

Matt and Susan looked at each other, and burst out laughing.

1

THE time traveler pulled the fur robe tighter around himsalf and tried to nestle allittle closer to
the dead mammoth as the snow drifted higher around him, and wondered why he bothered. He was
hours from death, maybe minutes, and he knew it, he welcomed it. He could no longer fedl hisfeet.
Thefingersof hisleft hand weren't moving very well. Only hisright arm had any warmthin it, ill
wrapped around hiswife's body where he had jammed it after he killed the mammoth, waited for it to
bleed to death, and tucked her tenderly asfar as he could under the great hairy body.

He had killed her three days before and she was quite frozen, but somehow she il felt warm to
histouch.

Oh, lord, how he missed her, the woman who had redeemed him, who had made hislife worth
living. He was looking forward to joining her wherever she had gone, heaven or hell or sweet
nothingness

He had the preparation of cyanide in his medicine bag. He could go quickly if he chose. Hiswife
had certainly gone quickly enough, and though it had not been completdly painless, she had thanked
him as she swallowed thefata dose.

Hewould take the poison... but there was a nagging feding of something left undone. He
couldn't imagine what it might be, but he knew he wouldn't let go until it cameto him.

A dying man'slifeis supposed to pass before his eyes and he had been having many, many
memories, but hardly any from before what they cameto call Day One of Year One. It dl seemed
like apast life now. Cities. Helicopters. Computers, satellites, nuclear bombs, cell phones—any sort
of telephone. He could easily believe he had dreamed it all.

But not adream, in retrogpect. A nightmare. A nightmare he had once thought had begun on
Day One, Year One... but now redlized had ended on that horrible day.

THERE they were, floating in Puget Sound in amagnificent eght-million-dollar yacht, and the
world went away.

Everything he vaued in the world, anyway, except for Andrea. There they were, at the entrance
to one of the great metropolitan estuaries on Earth, and dl he could see for miles and mileswas water,
rocks, trees, and asky without airplanes. Here they were, worth thirty-nine billion dollars, on paper
(thirty-nine and ahdf billion, counting Andreal's money), and unable to buy anything. The real meaning
of that phrase, "on paper,” had never come hometo him until that moment.

They spent most of the first day motoring around the sound, looking for sgnsof human life,



Howard raging, Andrea despairing. Was it 1804, were Lewis and Clark somewhere south on the
Columbia? Wasit 100,000 B.C.? Wasit A.D. 100,000, and al the works of mankind crumbled to
dugt?

At some point Howard had redlized that, whatever the date was, he was unlikdly to find afilling
gation. When histanks were dry, that was it. So he anchored and raged some more, and Andrea
despaired some more.

But neither of them were quitters.

They inventoried the Bertram, from the scuppersto the fo'c'de, or whatever they cdled it, and
found they had quite alot of stuff. Like Howard himsdlf, the friend he had borrowed the boat from
had enjoyed gadgets, and liked to have the best. There was plenty of food. There weretools. There
was fishing gear sturdy enough to land akiller whale (Howard had never even baited ahook), and
rifles and shotguns and pistols and ammunition and tools. There were severd computers, including one
Howard had brought himsalf, pocket-sized and able to run on solar energy.

They got out the manuas and learned to run the ship. They turned off the generator on the
second day, to save fud, sat quietly in the dark at night, grudging even asingle candle they could
never replace, talking over the possibilities. During the day they learned to fish. The waters were
teeming with fish. They landed sdlmon the size of atomic submarines.

And day by day a conviction grew in Howard. He could not explain it and he could not proveit,
but he knew what the date was. It was shortly before that horrible, horrible man, Matt Wright, and
that thieving bitch, Susan Morgan, had gone into the past with his time machine and come back with
aherd of mammoths and no timemachine.

Nothing could sway him from this, and Andreadidn't even try. She hersdf didn't much care
where shewas if there was no place to shop, but if she had to be somewhere, southern Cdiforniawas
what she knew, and though she redlized that Rodeo Drive wouldn't be built for ten thousand years or
30, a seavoyage would be better than sitting around here in the damp, cloudy, moldy, rainy, chilly,
fungus-ridden, depressing Pacific Northwest.

And who knew? Maybe Howard's obsession was right. Maybe she could get back to where her
credit cards worked. Andreawas an environmentalist, but no outdoorswoman. The woods were full
of chiggers and mosguitoes and spiders and things.

So Howard made his calculations, found they could just get there on the three thousand gallons
of fud remaining, and they made their way down the coast on just one of the big twin diesds at the
most economical rpm setting as determined by the boat's computer.

They had good luck. When abig storm hit they were able to shelter in San Francisco Bay. How
very, very odd to sal through it with no bridge overhead. There was nothing on Alcatraz Idand,
nothing on Y erba Buena, no '49ers boomtown. Nothing.

Severd timesthey saw, and were seen by, native peoples. Some were on shore, somein
canoes, but nonetried to catch the big Bertram. So it wasn't the age of dinosaurs... but Howard had
known that, the coastline pretty much agreed with the ship's maps—though of course dl the fancy
GPS stuff was usdless with no satdllites overhead—and the continent had been very different when T.



rex stalked the Earth.

They anchored near what Howard figured to be the future site of Santa Monica. Pulling away
from the boat, they noticed for the first time that it had aname painted on the transom (they had
learned alot of boating terms on the way down). Shewasthe Twist of Fate. They laughed, for the
firgt timein along time. They loaded their weapons and shouldered their backpacks and set out for
the LaBreatar pits.

Howard had hoped to find his missing warehouse on the way, but found no sign of it. It proved
nothing, though he scanned the areafrom the top of every rise. He hadn't realized how easy it would
beto hide asingle structure in wildernesslike this. It could bein the next shalow ravine, or he could
be milesaway fromit.

Or, maybe it hadn't arrived yet.

They found thetar pits. Again, nothing. They spent the night, deeplessfrom dl the unfamiliar and
frightening anima sounds, and hiked back to the ship the next day.

On the shore, a hundred people awaited them.

IT was showing harder now. Howard kept brushing it away from hisface, again wondering why
he was bothering.

He remembered something he hadn't thought of for along time: Hisfirst sght of the "caveman”
nestled up againgt the frozen mammoth. He remembered his disgust. Soon, probably before the day
was over, something would make amedl of hisface. Hell, of most of his head. Not a bear, abear
would certainly drag him away and et alot more. Probably not awolf. Mogt likely some of thelittle
snow foxes he had seen on hisway north. They would gnaw a him awhile, then the snow would
cover him. He found the prospect held no emotion for him, oneway or the other. Though if they came
while hewas il dive hed fight them off. Howard Christian was not aquitter.

Helooked at hiswatch... and smiled again. At Matt's watch. Even after al these yearshe il
did it from timeto time. His people felt the watch held very powerful medicine, because the chief
looked at it so often, and they had been sorry to see him leave with it, but of course too polite to say
0.

And it did have heap powerful juju, or voodoo, or power of some sort, though not of atype any
of them would ever understand. Nor, he admitted to himsdlf, did he have more than the faintest,
quasispiritua sense of the watch's power. Hell, it didn't even tell time anymore, hadn't sncetheradio
signd from the Naval Observatory had suddenly winked off on Day One, Y ear One. Y ears ago.

Y ears ago.
How many? He could probably work it out, if it mattered. He had agood memory. There was

Y ear One. Therewasthe Y ear of Building. There wasthe year of Many Fish. Therewasthe Y ear of
the First-Born Child. Therewasthe Y ear of the Firs Mammoth Kill. Therewas...



He had forgotten the sequence. At some point it had ceased to matter. It was probably around
the Y ear Howard Realized Matt Was Not Coming. At some point he had moved from being a
middle-aged man to being an old man, and then avery old man. Probably somewhere between

seventy-five and eighty.

Damn it, what el se was he forgetting?

A few brave souls had actually been aboard the Twist of Fate, but they hadn't ventured inside,
and they had done very little damage. One had put astedl fishhook through his hand, but didn't seem
angry about it. He seemed to treasure the bright, shiny new thing hanging there.

Howard kept hisfinger on the trigger, and he and Andrea both smiled alot, and nodded, and
showed open pams, and got into their Zodiac and—startling everyone when they started the
engine—motored back out to the Twist.

Establishing themselves as White Gods didn't take long. They had apracticaly unlimited supply
of miraclesto offer. Soon everyone was friendly and eager to see new things. When Howard and
Andreawent back to the tar pits and set up atent, part of the tribe went with them to protect them,
and the rest moved their village three miles north to guard the Twist and to fish, which wastheir main
livdlihood.

Howard waited.

To passthetime, he read. His computer memories held much of the future worlds libraries,
most of it absolutely useless but some incredibly vauable to them, from the Boy Scout Handbook to
pal eontology and anthropology texts. Y ear One passed, meticuloudy marked off by theinternal clock
in Howard's computer.

They never caled the next one Y ear Two. When it cameto an end, it wasthe Y ear of Building.
Thingsjust... happened.

Howard wasn't capable of just Stting and waiting, and neither was Andrea. They got involvedin
the affairs of the tribe. He was never going to be able to give them automobiles or rifles, hell, hewould
never even be ableto smdlt iron. But he could teach them things. Andrea picked up the language like
asponge, and he learned it dmost in spite of himself.

And he began to change things. At firgt, it wasfor hisown comfort. The food in the Twist ran
out, and he was sick to death of fish. Howard longed for beef. The People trapped and hunted small
game and picked wild fruit and vegetables. They lived in huts made of sticks and the bones of
mammoths that had died anatura death. Southern Caiforniawas alot cooler now than it would bein
Howard'stime; thewind blew right through the flimsy things, and histent had big ripsin it and was
miserableintherain.

He taught them to build better shelter.

Andrea had ababy, and they named him Adam.



Howard found out how e ephants had been hunted and killed before gunpowder, and taught
them to do that.

Andrea had another baby, and they named her Eve. Eve died two months later of some disease,
and it dmost broke their hearts.

HOWARD couldn't even remember what the year was when he finally abandoned hisvigil at the
tar pits. There wastoo much else going on in hislife by then. He was a part of the community, the
leader, the shaman, the medicine man.

Andrea had athird baby and this one lived, and afourth, and she lived, too. Dear Howie,
beloved Daphne.

The People became the most powerful tribe on the coast for asfar as aman could wak in many
days. They were the ones who dew the mammoths, who had the white gods, and the sticks that killed
a adistance. (Well, they used to. The ammo was gone now.) Howard knew the names of every
person living within miles of him, dl part of histribe, his people, hisfamily.

Then camethe year that he redlized... he was happy. He was happier than he had ever beenin
hislife

That'sit! | remember now....

WHEN their first grandchild was born, Howard began to fed arestlessness.

He had thought much about time travel. He had improved the lives of the People, gave them new
technology. They il lived in the Stone Age, but it was a cleaner, hedlthier, more prosperous Stone
Age. They used to fight with other tribes, but Howard had put an end to that, first with the guns, later
with improved weaponry. He gave them the bow and arrow. But there was a big conundrum. Was he
changing the future? Or was what had happened fated to happen?

It occurred to him that he, Howard Christian, may have been the reason mammoths became
extinct in North America. The thought did not please him... and he eventudly dismissed it. Someone
else would have doped it out soon enough. Some geniusin Europe or Asahad learned to do it
without hishelp.

He had taught the People primitive agriculture because he never grew to like one of their dietary
staples, ground acorns. They had found desiccated tomatoes and potatoes in the larder and nurtured
them, and Howard once more enjoyed fries and ketchup. Where had they gone? No book in his
library mentioned a native Caifornia species of tomato. Lost knowledge, or was he changing the
future? He had thought of doing more. He knew where to find copper ore. Why not make metals?

But... why? He had revolutionized his old world, and it brought him very little red satisfaction.
He spent his billions on toys, or on dominating others, or in meaningless games with money. The
People didn't even have money, didn't need it. He had revolutionized their lives, too... and his



satisfaction was enormous. He had real respect among the people, instead of ass-kissing, fear, or
envy. Sure, being awhite god didn't hurt when it came to gaining respect, but asthe yearswent by, as
hisfamily becametheir family, he one day cameto the redlization that he had one thing he had never
had beforein hisentirelife. He had friends.

Howard had never had afriend, not redlly. Next to family, it was the nicest thing that had ever
happened to him. There were those among the People he would trust with hislife, did trust with his
life when they were hunting mammoth, or fighting off a saber-tooth.

Would he jeopardize that by inventing copper or bronze tools? What if he changed history and it
turned out that he never came back here, never had his children, hisfamily, his People? It wasa
thought too awful to contemplate.

And he didn't think it would work that way, that it could not work that way. Andrea had learned
medicine, surgery, had saved the life of many achild who would have died without her help. Thefirst
time shedid it he worried, they discussed it... and decided that anyone who could stand by and watch
achild diesmply because saving hislife might ater the future, or destroy the universe... was not
somebody either of them wanted to know.

The conviction grew in him that it would al work itself out in theway it had to be. The tomato
and potato plants would die out. His technological innovation would either be forgotten, or the People
would be conquered by amore aggressive tribe and some of their skillslost. The mammothswould
gtill go extinct, and he didn't need to concern himself about whether it was his fault; the future would
be as he rememberediit.

But if that was so, he had some obligations.

AS the snow continued to fal, Howard dug the time machine out from where he had wedged it
near hislegs. How many hours had he wasted staring at the thing, trying to makeit work? It was one
of hisfew regrets, that wasted time. He rubbed his thumb over the hole he had patched with tar, the
hole punched when Fuzzy had dmogt killed him. Then he fumbled aflint arrowhead from a pocket
with ahand grown numb from the cold. Hisleft hand, because his right was trapped benegth his
beloved Andrea. He smiled again. Of course, being right-handed there was no possibility in the world
that, one day, he would recognize his own handwriting. He began to scratch a message on the bottom
of the battered luminum case.

HE gtarted his misson by domesticating mammoths.

He had ahead start by his pying on Susan, preparing for hisgreat coup of findly displacing
Susan in Fuzzy's affections. He learned how they did it in Sri Lankaand Burma. He got the People to
build the necessary surrounds and pens, to hobble the mammoths and break them to the ankus. He
and hisfamily and friends learned to ride them. And they set off acrossthe southwest: hisfamily, some
of the best and brightest among the People, and six docile mammoths.

Oh, my, the saga he could have written about that mighty journey. Acrass country that would



one day be hometo Apache, Navgo, Zuni, Anasazi, much more hospitable now than it would be
then but till harsh, gtill daunting. The tribes they met stood in awe of the People Who Rode
Mammoths. There was never any question of fighting.

They cameto the plains, and finally Howard enjoyed a great steak. Well, Pleistocene buffalo,
actualy, but by then he couldn't have told the difference.

He had noticed that here on the plains there was the occasiona hybrid mammoth, part woolly
and part Columbian. He assumed they were mules. He captured and domesticated an old one and
caled him Fuzzy-Tu. Then he sat back and waited, knowing he would understand when the proper
time came.

It was along time. He had many grandchildren when Andreacameto him and said she was
certain she had cancer. She had drugsthat could help with the pain, but nothing that would cureit. He
asked her if she wished she could be back in the twenty-first century, where therapy might cure her.
She said the thought never entered her mind.

They were somewherein the Dakotas at the time, he thought. They said their farewdlIsto their
family and to the tribe, and set off northward on the back of Fuzzy-Tu.

Winter closed in. Andrea got weaker. At last she asked him to give her thefina gift, and he held
her as she died. He continued north until Fuzzy-Tu was near collapse, then he sorrowfully killed the
great beast.

He sat down to wait.

HE didn't try to remember the words. He let his awkward |eft hand do the writing, etching each
line over and over until it was clear:

HAD A GOOD LIFE
NO REGRE
He stopped. He remembered it clearly now. He and Matt had assumed the time traveler had
died before he could complete his message, unableto finish the verticd line of the T. But Howard was
aivedill, and though very week, he knew he could go on. He could finish the message thisway:
NO HARD FEELINGSMATT

How would Matthew Wright read that? Maybe, "No hard fedings, Matt." Maybe "No hard
fedings, sgned, Matt." Either way, it would surely change his reaction, and thus change history.

For afractiona moment, the old Howard Christian saized his hand. Write it, the old Howard
sad. Get the bastard. Just finish the T and add the S NO REGRETS

But he knew to the depths of his soul that if hetried to write one more stroke... apolar bear
would bite hishead off. A meteorite would come crashing from the heavens and kill him ingtantly. An



earthquake would open a crack in the soil and swallow him up.
And hewouldn't haveit any other way.

He had been thrown involuntarily onto thisinfernd, inevitable roller coaster, and it had turned
into amerry-go-round. He had enjoyed theride.

HAD A GOOD LIFE.
With the last of his strength, he hurled the flint away into the snow.
He closed hiseyes.

Soon, apair of white foxes gpproached the mound in the snow and started digging.

FROM "LITTLE FUZZY, A CHILD OF THE ICE AGE"

Well, maybe you can imagine the fuss when they opened the back of the trailer and found Fuzzy
ingde! And nobody even knew he was missing!

What happened next was confusing, and messy, and not very much fun. Matt and Susan were
putinjail for alittle while, but were quickly bailed out.

At the same time, Howard Chrigtian, the mean rich man, and Andreade la Terre, the glamorous
movie gar, vanished in abig boat that must have sunk somewhere, but nobody ever found it.

And then the lawyers went to work. When alot of lawyers who are making alot of money start
to fight over something in court... oh, my! Things can tekejust forever to get worked out. Howard
being missing didn't make any difference to the rest of the people who owned the circus where Fuzzy
had been kept prisoner for so long. Oh, no! They fought and fought and fought to get Fuzzy sent back
to the United States.

They have been fighting for dmost five years now, and Fuzzy is getting bigger and bigger and
bigger. The lawyerstried to keep Susan away from him, but poor Fuzzy was so unhappy he wouldn't
edt, s0 they had to let her stay. Now Fuzzy livesin abig preserve inthe province of Alberta while
the courts keep hearing his case. He will never have hisfamily back, he will never enjoy the company
of other mammoths... but he lives with some e ephants and seemsto enjoy being with them. Heis out
in the woods and valleys, under the bright blue sky and the lovely sunshine, and people can come and
stand on ahigh observing platform and look at him. Some days they have to use telescopes, since his
preserveis really big and he likes to wander around. Y ou can see him on one of twenty Fuzzycams
right now if you click right here.

Thelast timeweat Friends of Fuzzy went around and asked people, "What do you think
should be donewith Fuzzy?' ...well, 94 percent of Canadiansthink he should stay right where heis!
And what's more, 78 percent of Americansfed the same way!

Right now thereisamovement to declare Fuzzy a palitical refugee, which means somebody



who would bein big trouble if he or she had to go back to his homeland.

Some people say an anima can't be apolitical refugee.

Other people say... why not?

If you are aFriend of Fuzzy, and you think thisisagood idea, why don't you write an email or a
letter to your Member of Parliament and Senator and the Prime Minigter, or if you're an American, to
your Representative and Senators and the President (you can click right her e to do that) and tell them
what you think. Have your mother and or father write, too, and al your friends.

Itisnow (4) daysand (15) hoursuntil thefifth anniversary of Fuzzy's escape, and there will be
big partiesin mogt big cities and many small townsto celebrate what weve sarted cdling "Fuzzy's
Birthday." Click here to find aparty near you. Or, go to Fuzzyland! They are having avery big party

there, and those mechanical mammoths put on quite ashow!

So keep coming back to thiswebsite every day and we will keep you up-to-date on the very
latest on the saga of Little Fuzzy, Child of the Ice Age!

Susan Morgan-Wright, webmaster
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