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For Debbie

Things are more like they are now than they ever were before
--Dwight D. Eisenhower

Timeisanillusion perpetrated by the manufacturers of space
--Nobody

Book One
The World of Pez Pavilion: Preliminary to the Groundbreaking Ceremony

Day One

Just at hoon on the seventeenth of February, 1996, Frank Mihdik becamethe first person to travel
backward through time. He looked like an explorer and he spoke like a pioneer. He wastdl and
broad-shouldered and well-muscled, with a deep chest covered with the right amount of dark hair --
virile but not atavistic -- with large strong hands but the gentle manner of aman who has made agracious
peace with the powerful body nature had given him. He had short dark hair and bright unyielding eyes.
Hisface was rugged and handsome, but not pretty and definitely not cute. He spokein alow earnest
voice and smiled often. He was intelligent but not tedious, agood friend in times of happiness or sorrow,
ajoy to hisaging mother, asolid citizen, and agood credit risk. He had been chosen to make the first trip
into the past because Cheryl, his girlfriend, had roomed at college with awoman who was now atalent
coordinator on apopular late-night holovision talk show. Such awoman had alot of influencein the last
years of the twentieth century.

Thejourney -- or, a least, Mihalik's departure -- was broadcast live al over the world. Peoplein
every nation on Earth saw Mihaik step from the slver van where held eaten breskfast and gone through
hisfina briefing. Accompanied by the brooding brilliant director of the project, Dr. Bertram Waters,
Cheryl, and Ray, Mihdik's backup man, the volunteer walked the last fifty yards to the embarkation
stage. At the foot of the stepsleading up to the stageitself, Mihalik shook handswith Dr. Waters and
Ray. He hugged Cheryl and kissed her, fondly but not passionatdly; this was a moment for emotional
control and steadiness. Mihaik went up the steps and sat in the folding chair that had been placed &t the
target point. He waited while the voice of the project's control counted down the seconds. At T minus
zero there was aflicker of amber light, asizzle, asnap, and amoderate clap of thunder. Mihdik was
gone. He had plummeted into the past.



He was now gitting in adarkened room. He knew immediately that it was no longer 1996. He
wondered where he was -- rather, when hewas. Hewould still bein New Y ork City, of course. He
stood up, acrooked smile on his handsome face. He ran ahand through his mildly rumpled hair, made
sure hisfly was zipped, and felt hisway across the room toward a door that leaked athin line of light at
the bottom.

Outside it was summer. In 1996 it had been February, cold and blesk; here it was warm and bright,
the sky partly cloudy, the temperature in the mid-eighties, the humidity somewhere around 40 percent.
Therewas alarge crowd of people outside, and they were wandering from one building to another; it
seemed to Mihalik that he wasin some kind of exhibition. The people carried maps, and the parents
among them struggled to control their small children, al of whom wanted to run off in directions other
than straight ahead. Mihdik walked close to ayoung couple with ababy in agtroller. Helooked at the
book the man was carrying: Official Guide Book -- New York World's Fair 1939, For Peace and
Freedom.

The building Mihalik came out of wasthe Hall of Industry and Metals. He walked adong the avenue,
marveling at the past and the peace and quiet and brotherhood and Chrigtian fellowship everyone
showed toward his or her neighbors. There were no fights on the sdewak. There were no vagrants, no
troublemakers, no drug dedlers or prostitutes. There were only happy families and corporate exhibits.
Thiswas the golden past, an era of innocent bliss, of concern for the rights of individuals and respect for
private property. Mihalik was grateful for the opportunity to escape the mad world of 1996 to spend a
little time in this more humane place. He would return to the present refreshed, and he would be ableto
help his own world identify the essential problems that created jed ousy and mistrust among people.
Mihalik was not unaware of the weight of respongbility he carried; he had been charged with the duty of
returning to 1996 with some token of what society had lost in the intervening sixty years.

Mihdik waked toward a great white needle and agreat white globe. He had seen pictures of these
sructures. the Trylon and Perisphere. They werelocated at the Fair's Theme Center, and Mihdik had a
feding they represented something important. Hisfirst task, as he began to orient himsdlf in theworld of
1939, wasto find out just what these two imposing symbols meant to the people of his grandparents
generation. He stopped a young woman and spoke to her; shelooked at his unusua costume -- he was
wearing the thin, olive green one-piece garment of 1996 -- and assumed he was one of the Fair's
employees. “What do these marvel ous buildings mean to you?' he asked.

“The Trylon?’ shesad. “The Trylonisasymbol of man's upward yearnings, pointing into the sky
where dwell dl hope and ambitions.”

“That'sjust what | wasthinking,” said Mihdik.

“ And the Perisphere, well, the Perigphereis the promise of Democracity, you know.”

“Democracity?’ asked Mihdik.

“You walk into that big bowl and spread out before you isamodd of the city of the future. Have you
ever seen acity of the future?’

“Yes” said Mihdlik, “on numerous occasions.”

“Most cities of the future are too conservative, | fed,” said the young woman. “We need monorails.
We need aerid bridgeslinking cloud-piercing office buildings and apartment towers. We need parks
where dums now blight the boroughs. We need fourteen-lane highways that paralld new sparkling
waterways. We need shopping and recreation centers where citizens may spend their newly won leisure
and newly earned wealth. We need bright, airy schools where young minds may learn to vaue the gift of
lifethat has been given them. All this lieswithin the Perisphere -- adream of timesto come, avision of
the New Y ork City that will existin our children'slifetimein this place. The Perisphereisaringing
challenge, aconcretdization of our hope and ambitions as symbolized by the Trylon, drawn down to
earth and made manifest for our ingpection. Itisakind of miracle”

“I can't wait to seeit,” said Mihalik.

“Y eah, but theresthishugeline al thetime,” she said. “Y ou got to be ready to wait. | hate lines, don't
you? Y ou'd be better off seeing something else.”



“What would you suggest?’

The young woman thought for amoment. “Have you seen the Monkey Mountain in Frank Buck's
Jungldand?’

“No,” sad Mihdlik, “I just got here.”

“I love to watch monkeys,” said the woman. “Well, enjoy yoursdlf.” She waved goodbye.

“Thank you,” he said. He decided to see Democracity another time. He wanted to look at the other
buildings, the exhibitions, and the beautiful, quaint Art Deco architecture of thisharmlessidand inthe
past. The buildings themsalves reminded him of something: their graceful curved lineswhere, in 1996,
they would instead have had sharp forbidding edges; their naive pride in proclaiming which company or
nation had erected them; their clean accentsin glass, brick, and stainless stedl. After amoment he knew
what they made him think of -- it was the colors, the pastel pinks and pale greens. They were the same
colorsasthelittle candy hearts he used to see on Vaenting's Day, the ones with the clever little dogans.
Oh Baby and Kiss Me and You Doll and 2 Much. The candy colors contributed to the feding of
childlike innocence Mihdik fdlt. It made no difference that the buildings celebrated the very things that
turned thiswonderful world into the anxiety-ridden bankrupt ruin of 1996.

He walked toward the Lagoon of Nations. It was heartwarming to see families enjoying their outing
together. That sort of thing wasrarein Mihalik'stime. Herein 1939, mothers and fathers ill protected
their children from the evils of the world, instead of just throwing up their handsin futile despair. Here
there were parents who wanted the best for the young ones, who still thought it was valuable to show the
children new things, educationa things, sights and sounds and experiencesthat |et the boys and girls grow
up feding that they participated in an exciting, vibrant world. Mihaik wished that his parents had been
more like that. He wondered, then, where his parents were; in 1939, he redlized, his mother had not even
been born. Hisfather was aboy of two, running around in adarling little sailor suit somewherein Elkhart,
Indiana. Mihdik was sorry that he had only afew hoursto spend in the past; he would have been curious
to vigt hisgrandparents. That was only one of the interesting things he could do in 1939.

Adventuresin Yesterdayland

Mihdik looked at hiswatch; it was eleven o'clock. He sat on abench aong Congtitution Mall, under
the cold stone eyes of the giant statue of George Washington. There was a newspaper on the bench.
Mihalik paged through the paper happily, laughing doud a the smple views people had of theworld in
this day. He expected to be astounded by the pricesin the advertisements, and hewas: linen suits went
for $8.25 or two for $16, a beef roast was $0.17 a pound. They didn't have linen suits or beef roastsin
1996. But Mihalik had been prepared for this. He had been briefed, he had been carefully indoctrinated
by technicians and specidists so that whatever erahe ended up in, he wouldn't be stunned into inactivity
by such things asthe price of abeef roast. So Mihdik was not parayzed by tempora shock. He found
that he could still turn the pages of the newspaper. On the sports page he read that both the Dodgers and
the Giants had logt, but that the Y ankees had crushed the Browns 14-1 on Bill Dickey's three home runs.
Hedidn't have any ideawhat any of that meant.

“Hdlo,” said aman in atan suit. Helooked like he never got any sun; Mihalik thought the man'sface
was the unhealthy color of white chocol ate Easter bunnies. The man took a seat on the bench.

“Hello,” said Mihalik.

“I'm from out of town. I'm from South Bend, Indiana” Mihdik recalled that Indiana had been one of
thefifty-two “sates’ that had once composed the United States. “Y ou're probably wondering why I'm
not over at the Court of Sport,” said the resident of 1939.

“Yes” sad Mihdik, “that'sjust what | wasthinking.”

“Because they're raising the blue and gold standard of the University of Notre Dame over there, right
thisminute. But | said to mysdlf, ‘Roman,’ | said, ‘why trave dl thisway by train and cometo this
wonderful Fair, just to see them raise aflag and give some speeches?”

“I know exactly what you mean. | came along way, too, and I'm trying to decide what to seefirgt.”

“I'm looking forward to seeing the girlsin the Aquacade.”



Mihalik looked at hiswatch. He didn't know how long he would have in the past, and he thought he
could spend the time more profitably examining al the fascinating little things that contributed to the peace
and plenty and harmony he saw all about him. “ Someone recommended the monkeysin Frank Buck's
Jungldand,” hesaid.

The man from Indianaseemed angry. “I didn't come al thisway to see monkeys,” he said. He stood
up and walked away.

“No,” thought Mihdik, “you came dl thisway to see shamelesswomen.” He glanced through the
newspaper alittle further. In the comics, Dixie Dugan was wondering about a handsome stranger who
was coming into the Wishing Well Tea Shoppe every day. An articleinformed him that in Berlinthe
Germanswere having practice air raid drills because, as a German spokesman said, the fact isthat air
attack in modern timesis not beyond the range of possibility. Mihalik recalled that the Second World
War was due to start any time now, so the Germans were laughing up their deeves at the rest of the
world. And the United States had revoked its trade agreement with Japan because of Japan's conduct in
China, and in afew months there would be an embargo on raw materials.

Yet dl around him, Mihaik saw happy people enjoying the summer morning, crushing the carnations
aong Condtitution Madll, dropping paper cups on the sidewalk, littering George Washington's feet with
mustard-covered paper napkins. Could they not see how international events were building toward the
great cataclysm that would lead inexorably to the terrifying world of 19967 Would he haveto grab them
al, one by one, and scream into their faces, “ Behold, how the world rushes headlong to its doom!”
Would they listen? No, admitted Mihdik, not with the Y ankees so comfortably in first place. To these
people, everything was right with the world. Everything seemed normad. They had no idea that they were
the architects of the future, each of them individually, and that their attendance here at the World's Fair
was part of the reason their descendants fifty-seven years hence were suffering. “Enjoy it while you can,”
murmured Mihdik bitterly.

Further up Condtitution Mall were four statues, four white figuresin the overstated, heroic manner that
Mihalik always associated with totaitarian governments. “I must bewrong,” he thought. “ These statues
were put here to celebrate the best aspects of the American Way, asit was understood decades before
my birth, during one of the great ages of the ascendancy of the United States.” The Statues represented
the Four Freedoms. There was a haf-naked woman looking up, depicting Freedom of Religion. There
was a half-naked woman gesturing vagudly, illustrating Freedom of Assembly. A third half-naked woman
with a pencil and notepad took care of Freedom of the Press. And apartialy draped man with his hand
upraised somehow conveyed the notion of Freedom of Speech. The statues were white; everything dong
Condtitution Mall waswhite: the Trylon and Perisphere, the flowers, the Satues, al the way to the
Lagoon of Nations. Thingsin other areas were color-coded: each building in a particular section of the
Fair was the same color, but the farther away from the Theme Center it was, the deeper the shade, It
was not long before Mihalik learned to find hisway around the complex of streets and walkways.

About noon he redlized that he was very hungry. “ They ought to have sent some provisonswith me,”
he thought. For the first time, he fdlt that the scientists who planned hisjourney into the past had
overlooked some important details. They had failed to foresee dl the difficulties he might encounter. For
instance, he had no money. There were hamburgers and popcorn and cotton candy and Cokes dll
around him, but Mihdik was helplessto get anything to eat. He watched sadly aslittle children dropped
large globs of ice cream on the sdewalk. “What awaste,” he said to himsdlf. “That could feed afamily of
gx Dutch refugeesin 1996.” It aso could have fed him. He sat on another bench and tried to devise a
way of getting something to eat. He didn't know if he would have to spend an hour in the past or aday or
aweek. He had had agood breskfast in the silver van, but now it was lunchtime.

“Tired?’ said aman who sat next to him on the bench. Mihaik made amental note to report on the
friendliness of the people of the past. They al seemed eager to share hisviews and listen to his opinions.
That was very rarein 1996.

“Yes” said Mihdik. “1've been walking al morning, and I've just discovered that | have no money.”

“Y ou've been robbed? A pickpocket?’ The man seemed outraged.



“l guess s0,” said Mihalik.

The man looked at Mihalik's green jumpsuit. “Where did you keep your wallet?’ he asked.

“My wdlet?

“Y ou don't have any pockets.”

“Wel,” sad Mihdik lamely, “1 carried my money in my hand.”

“Uh huh,” said the man dubioudly. “Do you sill have the stub from your ticket?”

“Yeah,” said Mihdlik, “it'sright here. Oh, my God! Thethief must have stolen that, too!”

“Sure, pd. I'm adetective, and | think | ought to take you--"

Mihalik got up and ran. He didn't look back; he was big and strong and fast, and he knew that he
could outdistance the detective. Mihdik ran to theright, into the Heinz Dome. He looked around briefly,
but what interested him the most were the samples of al the Heinz products they were giving away free.
He went back to each again and again until the employees of the Dome began whispering among
themsalves. Mihdik took that as a cueto leave, and he walked out of the building. Severa spoonfuls of
relish and catsup had done little for his hunger, but he did have anice plastic souvenir, apinin the shape
of apickle. On thetop of the Dome was astatue of the Goddess of Perfection. Mihalik was not aware
that there was a goddess of perfection, in anyone's pantheon; it was just something el se that had been
forgotten on the way to the end of the century.

He checked hiswatch again, and he found that it had stopped at 1:07. The sky was becoming darker;
the newspaper had mentioned a great drought the city had suffered for more than amonth. It looked like
this afternoon there would be some rdlief. “ Just my kind of luck,” he thought. But there would be plenty
of interesting things he could see while he waited for therain to pass.

Thefirst heavy dropsfdl just as heleft the Washington State Exhibit. Therain fell with flat spatting
sounds on the concrete paths. Mihalik looked around quickly, then ducked into the Belgian Pavilion. He
saw more films and exhibits of things that would soon become extinct. He wondered how horrified these
peoplewould beif they knew how tenuous their existence was, how little time was | eft for their world, for
the things they so took for granted. A Belgian girl wasworking away in poor light, making lace. What
place wastherein 1996 for lace, or for Belgian girlsather, for that matter? Both had virtually ceased to
exid. Yet Mihdik dared not passthat information on to these people: they very definitely were not world
leaders, not even stars of stage and screen who would have some influence over world opinion.

In one part of the Belgian Pavilion there were diamonds from the Congo, which at thistime was still a
Belgian colony. Therewas acopy of a statue of King Albert made of diamonds. It |looked foolish to
Mihalik, but the diamonds made him think of rock candy, the kind he used to eat when he was young,
with thelittle piece of string insde that always stuck between histeeth. There were many diamonds and
other precious gems, Mihalik wished that he had just one to buy ahot dog with.

The day passed quickly. Mihalik wondered what he ought to do. He knew that it was very expensive
to keep him in the past; he was surprised that he hadn't been brought back aready. He didn't think he
could learn much more at the Fair: the redly interesting exhibits charged admission, and he didn't havea
sngle penny. And he might aswell not even bother going over to the amusement section. It didn't make
any difference where he was when the technicians recaled him; he didn't have to bein the same place he
garted from. But he hadn't completely answered the questions the great thinkers of the future wanted
solved. “I've been here since about ten o'clock thismorning,” he thought. “It's now after nine o'clock.
Maybe they're going to go for afull twelve hours.” Mihalik shrugged; in that case, the best thing to do
was stay at the Fair. At ten o'clock there was going to be an invasion from Mars, and he kind of wanted
to seeit.

At quarter of ten he started walking toward Fountain Lake, where the 212th Coast Artillery had set
up. Marswas as close to Earth asit had been in fifteen years, closer than it would be for another
seventeen. The management of the Fair had taken the opportunity to show what would happen if
Martianstook it into their pointy little green heads to attack the 1939 New Y ork World's Fair. Airplanes
flew by overhead. There was a complete blackout around Fountain Lake, and instead of the usua nightly
gpectacular, there were flares and fireworks and anti-aircraft bursts and machine-gun fire, dl for Peace



and Freedom, and then the fountains themsal ves began dancing and throwing their red, green, blue, and
ydlow sreamsat theinvisible, cowardly invaders. In afew minutesit wasdl over, and the public began
walking dowly toward the Fair's exits. It wastime to go home, time to digest the marvelous holiday, time
to tuck in Junior and Sis and thank God and Mayor LaGuardiafor the swell day at the Fair and the
victory over the Martians. It wastime for Mom and Dad to count their blessings and hug each other and
redize just how lucky they wereto be living in the World of Tomorrow. It wastime for Frank Mihalik to
figure out what he was going to do next. He obvioudy wasn't flashing back yet to 1996, and he wasn't
welcome any longer on the Fairgrounds, not until nine o'clock the next morning. Thiswas something he
hadn't considered: he had no money and nowhere to go.

He walked with the crowd through the exit and into the subway. Even though he didn't have the fare,
he was ableto dip on atrain in the middle of the throng. He stood in the crowded subway car, trying to
keep his baance and at the same time avoiding shameless body contact. He wondered if there could be
any ridesin the amusement section of the Fair that were as frightening and revolting as the subway; he
doubted it because anything so terrible would have made its mark on civilization, and would have been
known to the historians of 1996. “We're jammed in here like aboxful of Milk Dudsal crushed together,”
he thought. He rode for along time, through the borough of Queens and into Manhattan. He was
tempted to get off and walk around the famous places that had once existed in New Y ork: Broadway,
Times Square, Fifth Avenue. But he didn't think he would be so lucky later, trying to get back on the
subway without money. He decided to spend the whole night on thetrain.

There were fewer and fewer people on thetrain astime passed. He looked at his watch: it was amost
midnight. The train was pulling into alarge, noisy underground station. He waited for the doorsto open.
Therewasaflicker of amber light, asizzle, asnap, and amoderate clap of thunder. Then everything went
dark. “Thank God!” said Mihalik aloud. He knew he was back home. Very soon he would see Cheryl,
hisgirlfriend, and Ray, his backup. Ray would be sorry he missed the Fair. At least Mihdik had brought
back apickle pinfor Cheryl. He got up and tried to fed hisway in the dark. He wondered where he had
materialized. He found adoor after afew moments and walked through.

A Necessary and Fundamental Changein GamePlan

Outsdeit was bright daylight. “That isn't right,” thought Mihalik. Thetimein 1996 was two hours
ahead of 1939; he had |eft at noon and arrived at ten in the morning. He had last looked at hiswristwatch
just before midnight; it ought to be 2 am. “I'll bet | know what it is,” thought Mihdik, awide amile
appearing on hisface, “I'll bet there's thistime-dilation principle. Maybe twelve hoursin 1996 trandate to
more or lessthan that in 1939. So | really wasn't kept in the past aslong as | thought. | just got the
benefit of the Mihdik Effect.” Heliked the sound of that alot.

He was less happy when heleft the building. It turned out to be the Hall of Industry and Metdls. “My
God,” hethought, “they brought the whole building back with me.” All around him he saw laughing,
happy people enjoying what was clearly the 1939 New Y ork World's Fair. Mihalik was sturdy and he
was amost fearless, but he had atough time handling disappointment. Sometimes he chose the most
incredible theories rather than face up to the truth. “They brought the whole damn Fair back!” he cried.
“Wadll, at least they'll be able to study thisperiod at their leisure.” Privately Mihdik thought it wasan
extravagant waste of time, energy, and research bucks.

In lighthearted moments, Mihdik had tried to imagine his welcome back in the gritty, weary world of
1996. He had pictured plenty of blue and yellow bunting hanging from buildings, politica figures on hand
to share hisglory, beautiful San Diego screen starswith orphans for him to kiss, bands, cheering, free
beer. He saw none of that. It was all very disillusoning to him. There was aband, he had to admit that,
but it was the Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, Girls' Pipe Band, and they had played at the Fair yesterday
and had somehow been snatched into the future along with the rest of the World of Tomorrow.

He saw ayoung couple whedling astroller. They looked familiar; it took a moment, but Mihalik
recdled them. They had been the couple whaose copy of the guidebook yesterday let him know where he
had arrived. And evidently, they had returned to the Fair for a second day, only to be whisked through



time aong with the Saskatoon Girls Pipe Band. He felt he owed them some sort of gpology.

He found a bench and sat down to wait. Someone would come to get him soon, he knew. He needed
to be debriefed. He needed to be debriefed and fed. He hoped the scientists and technicians had a hearty
med waiting for him, and awarm bath, and a nice bed, because he didn't fed that he could face world
leaders and San Diego screen starsin his present condition. He would be ashamed to spend another hour
in the same green Jumpsuit.

There was a newspaper on the bench. Mihalik picked it up and read it for amoment before he
redized that it was from the day before. That made him wrinkle his brow; he was sure, from al that he
had seen, that the Fair's sanitation employees wouldn't have left the newspaper on the bench al day and
al night. But there were the same stories: the air raid drillsin Berlin, the revocation of the Japanese trade
pact, Dixie Dugan and her handsome stranger, Bill Dickey and histhree home runs. He took the paper
with him, intending to throw it in atrash container. He had alway's been civic-minded.

“Hello,” said aman.

“Hello,” said Mihalik.

“I'm from out of town. I'm from South Bend, Indiana. Y ou're probably wondering why I'm not over in
the Court of Sport.”

Mihalik studied this joker. He was wearing a suit the color of Bit-O-Honey. Why had al these people
come back for another day, and why were they dl wasting their time going back to the same places he
had seen them at yesterday? Didn't they redlize it was 1996 beyond the Fair's gates now, no longer their
comfortable, secure 1939? Well, he didn't want to be the oneto tell them. Let them find out on their
own. Therewas no red way to prepare them for it, anyway. “I'll bet | know,” said Mihalik. “I'll bet you
said to yoursdf, * Roman, why trave al thisway by train and come to thiswonderful Fair, just to see
them raise aflag and give some speeches?”

The man stared at Mihdik. “How did you know | was going to say that? How did you know my
name was Roman?’

“Did | guessright?’ asked Mihalik.

“Right asrain. Both times.”

“I'm an amusement attraction. Y ou owe me twenty-five cents.”

“Gee,” said Roman, gtill astonished, digging out aquarter from alittle change purse, “they don't have
anybody like you in South Bend.”

Mihalik nodded wisdly. “Y ou got to cometo New Y ork for that,” he said. “ Thisisthe big city. You
be careful now, you hear?’

“Gee” said the man again. He walked away, shaking his head.

“Y ou cameto seethegirlsin the Aquacade, right?” Mihdik caled after him. The man's mouth
dropped open. “Don't worry, that one's on the house. Have agood time!” Mihalik wished that the
designer of the officid time-travel project's suit had foreseen aneed for pockets. It meant that he had to
carry the quarter in his hand until he decided how to spend it. He walked around the Fair, noticing many
other people he had seen the day before. He found that increasingly odd.

As hewas sitting on another bench, aman came up to him. “Tired?’” the man asked.

“Yes” said Mihalik. “It's tough, guessing peopl€e's occupations, you know. | bet | can guessyours,
easy. For adollar.”

“Concessionslikethat are dl over in Carnivaland,” said the man. “ And don't none of them cost a
dollar.”

“Yourescared totry,” said Mihalik.

“Yourealiar,” said the man. “All right, go ahead. What am 1?7’

“You're adetective.”

“Naw.”

“Yeah, you're adetective. Y ou've got abadge in ablack wallet in the insde pocket of your jacket.”

“Do look like adetectiveto you?” said the man grimly.

“Y ou want me to fish the goddamn badge out for you?’ asked Mihalik.



“Sure, pal, you just try. Say, | ought to--"

“Never mind, keep your dollar. | must have been out of my mind.”

The man studied Mihalik closdly. “How'd you know | wasadick?’

“Your intelligent face,” said Mihdik.

“Look, pd, | think I'm going to take you--"

Mihdik got up and ran. He thought while he ran, something he had learned to do while sill in his
teens. He redlized that he was faced with two mutualy exclusive explanations for the day's events. The
first was that the whole Fair had been picked up bodily from Fushing Meadowsin 1939 and transported
to 1996, and the people who had done the moving were taking their time about announcing themsealves.
The second was that, in some weird and super-science way, he was living Thursday, July 27, 1939, all
over again. He had reached no conclusions when he came to the Heinz Dome; neither of the choices
were particularly attractive.

The matter was decided not long after. While he wandered into a part of the Fair he had not seen the
day before, he casudly looked at hiswatch. It had stopped at 1:07, the same time it had before. “Hmm,”
sad Mihdik. He knew sgnificance when he encountered it. Evidence was piling up in favor of the second
explanation.

He passed by some more things he either had already seen or wasn't interested in. It seemed that he
might be forced to spend longer in 1939 than anyone had anticipated. “Maybethisisal adream,” hetold
himsdf. “Maybe yesterday was al adream, and thisisit coming true. Maybe yesterday wasred and I'm
dreaming about it now.” For afew minutes those thoughts were more entertaining than the film he was
watching in the Science and Education Building. It was cdled Trees and Men. Hewas Sitting through it
because he wanted to see the one that came after, Dawn of Iran. He was curious to find out what an
“iran” was.

He saw more people he recognized, and turned his early twenty-five-cent victory into atidy four and
ahdf dollars, which he spent on aMaryland soft-shell crab at one place and some strawberriesin
Moselle wine at the Luxembourg Exhibit in the Hall of Nations. Individudly the itemswere spectacular.
Together they werelousy; but Mihdik had little experience in dining so extravagantly. Red strawberries
surprised him. They tasted nothing like the Lifesavers and Turkish Taffy that presented themselves as
strawberry-flavored.

Therain garted right on time. Mihdik smiled and went into the Petroleum Industries Building and
watched another terrible film, Pete Roleum and His Cousins, a puppet animation. In 1996 therewas a
worldwide ban that prohibited puppet animations, now Mihaik understood why.

It rained on the twilight concert of the Manhattan Music School Chorus and on the Reverend
Carleton F. Hubbard of the Ocean Parkway Methodist Church, who gave an address few people
listened to. Mihalik was getting very tired. He had been robbed of hisentire night and had not dept now
in-- how long? He'd lost track. He wondered where he could go to spend his second night in the
romantic past. He looked around the Fair, at the people who were still having aterrific time.
“Persondly,” hethought, “1've had just about enough.” Finally he decided to do just what he had done
the night before. He watched the obsolete airplanes fly to victory over the no-show Martians --
interplanetary combat decided by default. Mihdik shook his head ruefully -- if only thered thing had
been so easy in 1992.

He got on the subway and was again disgusted by the crowded conditions. It was only natural that
he'd fed the same; these were the same people. He was getting weary of the beauties and quaintness of
this bygone age. He was sick to death of Thursday, July 27.

Just at midnight there was aflicker of amber light, asizzle, a snap, and amoderate clap of thunder.
Then everything went dark.

A Sign from the Future or God or Something
Mihalik sat on the chair in the lightless room. “I've been here before,” he thought. He was exhausted,
hungry, and thirsty, yet his curiosity urged him to ignore dl that and run to the door. There were two



possihilities: either he had returned to the future, to hishomein 1996; or he had cycled around once
again, locked into Thursday asif on an endlesstape loop of the hours between 10 am. and midnight.
Neither logic nor the way these thingswork out in stories permitted anything else. Suddenly despairing,
Mihaik wasin no hurry to learn the truth. He stretched himsdlf out on the floor and dept until his spent
energies had restored themselves. Only then did herise and fed hisway to the exit. He grasped the
doorknob, took a deep bregth, and went through.

Hewas gtill a the Fair. Mihalik accepted hisfate quietly: he was stranded in the past, marooned upon
thereefs of time, lost possibly forever on this same long-dead day. He maintained some hope because he
had faith in the science of tomorrow and the dedication of everyone involved in thetime-travel project.
Heredlized that hisfate included an unusua inconvenience: he would have to adjust to afourteen-hour
day.

He made the unused room in the Hall of Industries and Metals his home, hisfortress. “I must beginto
provide for mysdlf,” he thought. It was seven o'clock in the evening. He wandered through the Fair in the
dackening rain, and he saw that fortunately everything he required for agood life was available here.
There were food and shelter, clothing and companionship, candy and balloons. He looked at hiswatch,
which had again stopped at 1:07 during hisnap. It was asymbol to him of hisisolation. It also suggested
that if herelied on hisintelligence and wits, he would suffer littlein amateria way. He could do nothing,
however, about the essentid londliness of the shipwrecked traveler. The world he came from could not
be reached on a handmade raft of logs.

The days passed, dl of them basicdly identical. Mihalik amused himsdf by learning the movements of
the people and things he saw during the day. After awhile he began to win money by betting with
vigitors. “ See that woman in the white hat?” he would ask. He pointed to awoman with a hat decorated
with many white bals, like a chocolate nonpareil covered with round white sprinkles.

“What of it?’

“I'll' bet you a buck that she stops by that bench, bends down, and takes off her shoe.”

“You'recrazy.”

And soon Mihdik had the price of adinner of hot dogs and a soft drink. It didn't take long before he
knew who would accept a bet and how much he could raise the stake. He even began calling the people
by their names, like old friends, gartling them or fooling them into believing he had strange mentad
powers. It made no difference: after midnight, when it al began again, they dways forgot what happened
on the previous version of the day.

But inagmilar and more ominous fashion, Mihdik lost everything he gained during the day. Hetried
to build up asupply of food, but it disappeared a midnight. A pillow and ablanket that he moved into his
secret home vanished during the night aswell. Every mark he made upon thisworld of the past
evaporated with the rising of the sun at 10 am. Mihalik wasforced to go out each day and begin al over
again. He could not save againgt hard times. He could not afford to be sick or to take aholiday. Hislife
became adaily struggle to hunt for or gather food.

The man from 1996 avoided thinking about the ramifications of that fact. He had been given, in effect,
alicenseto perform the most hideous crimes -- whatever catastrophes and personal tragedies he created
would al be made better at midnight. Whatever the police did to him, wherever they took him, at
midnight he would be back in the dark room in the Hall of Industries and Metals. On afew occasions, in
unsettled moments, he alowed himself to behave without conscience, knowing that no genuine damage
could be done. He robbed, he assaulted, and once he beat a man severely beneath the granite gaze of
Freedom of Assembly. He was frightened by the fear and frustration that were unleashed; he didn't know
such horrible things were pent up insde him, and he vowed to stand guard against being taken over by
them.

“A man in my situation will descend into madness,” he thought. “It isthe natural and expected course
to follow.” Mihalik decided to forego the years of dow deterioration and fal gpart in one quick plunge.
That was the way things were done where he came from.

Although he knew it was a pointless thing to do, he began ajournd. “ This Fair has become a Carnival



of Despair,” hewrote. Herather liked that line; he thought it showed acertain style. “I am aone here,
among a crowd of 101,220 (71,491 paid; Fair Total to Date: 15,562,809). Everyone | knew is dead to
me, or might aswell be -- Cheryl, my beloved; Ray, the greatest old backup aman could want; al the
guysin thelong white lab coats; every friend and relative and enemy and total stranger | ever saw. In
theselast few days | haverailed againgt the fate that brought me here. That was afruitlessexercise. |
have cursed the gods for singling me out for this punishment. That, too, brought me no nearer asolution. |
perceived at firdt that | had no chance of rdlief: | had neither food, house, clothes, nor weapon on which
to rely. There was nothing but deeth before me. Isthisthe way it would end for Frank Mihdlik,
Chronologic Trailblazer? Devoured in the past? Murdered by savagesin asavage time, starved to desath
inthe midst of plenty? As night approached | again fought off these phantoms and determined to deep
soundly, and to take appropriate measures in the morning.

“This| attempted to do. In the light of the new day | saw, to my great surprise, that upon the shores
of time's great ocean, upon which | had been cast up by the inscrutable Governor of the universe, there
were aso such things as | needed for my livelihood, if not my complete happiness. | tried to build alittle
store of things, agathering of provisionswon by cleverness, stedlth, and yes, occasiond violence. But
these provisions disappeared at midnight, like the magical accoutrements of Cinderella, and | was | eft
each morning with only thosethings | had brought with me through the corridors of time -- mysdlf, my
clothing, and my wristwatch.” Mihalik abandoned his attempt to record histriads when he redlized that the
journal, aswell, would disappear at midnight, and that he could never keep track of anything from one
day to the next. A calendar wasimpossible; even scraiches made onthewall or dashes carved into a
wooden pole would vanish with the day. It wasjust aswell, hetold himsdf; the journa had started to go
off the degp end before it was a page old.

Mihalik was troubled by the notion that hisimprisonment was, in fact, aform of punishment,
something that had been planned and implemented by unknown forcesin his own time, something kept
secret from him but set up specificaly to torment Frank Mihdik. He didn't understand why; he had
aways been amodé citizen. Hisonly flaw, or, at least, dl that he could recal anyway, wasthat he
coveted his neighbor's ass. But therewas alot of that in 1996; he thought it was unfair that he had been
singled out for such mongtrous treatment. He wanted everyone to know he was heartily sorry. But that
didn't seem to be enough.

One day Mihalik rose from his deep sometime after noon -- hiswatch had stopped asit did every
day, at 1.07 -- and went forth to have fun and find entertainment among the people. The newspaper was
whereit dwayswas, on the bench. Mihdik read it once again, paying attention thistime to articles he had
only glanced at before. He thought he might go into Manhattan one evening to see amovie; the scientists
in 1996 would want to know about popular entertainments. He considered seeing Naughty But Nice,
with Ann Sheridan, the Oomph Girl. Therewas aseriouslack of “Oomph” in Mihdik'sworld of the
future. He would be doing everyone agreat service by returning with hisimpressions of the red thing.

But there were alot of exciting showsto choose from. There were funny little itemsin the news, too,
and he wished that he could talk about them with Cheryl, his girlfriend. He missed her and her smple,
guildess gpproach to life.

One article caught Mihalik's eye. He had read it before, but had paid little attention to it -- it had been
just an amusing example of how foolish these people could be when they took themselvestoo serioudly.
The story described how some scientists at amajor university had unlocked the secret of atomic
sructure. “Within the heart of the atom,” clamed Dr. Z. Marquand, “isasolid little nucleus, shaped likea
footbal. Tiny things called eectrons whip around the nucleus, and that's about al thereistoit.”

“Thiswill make an entertaining diverson,” thought Mihdik. He went to a public telephone, dropped in
anicke, and had the operator connect him with Dr. Marquand's office at the university.

“Hello,” said agruff no-nonsense voice a the other end, “thisis Zach Marquand.”

“Hdlo, sr. My nameisunimportant. | am caling in reference to your announcement concerning the
nature of the atom.”

“Yes, indeed. A mgjor leap forward in our understanding of the world around us, if | do say so



mysdf.”
Mihdik withheld hislaughter. “Tell me, Dr. Marquand,” he said, “what isthelittle footbal nucleus

mede of 7’

There was along silence on the line. Finadly Marquand spoke up. “1 was afraid someone would ask
methat. Who isthis? IsthisNiels Bohr? Isthat you, Niels?’

“Dr. Marquand, | am atraveler from the future. | come from the year 1996. In my time we know
quite abit more about the mysteries of the universe, and | can tell you candidly that the nucleusis not
football-shaped. It lookslike alittle root beer barrel. And it's made up of protons and neutrons, which
arein turn made up of smaler things, which in turn are made up of even tinier things. There doesn't seem
tobeanendtoit.”

“I knew that already,” said Marquand. “We just made that announcement to throw the Germans off
thetrack. Say, are you really from the future?’

“Sure” sad Mihdik, “why would | lie?’

“Then you could tell me marvelous things. Would you answer one question for me? It would mean a
great dedl.”

Mihdik hesitated, but then he recalled that this conversation was not redly taking place, that at
midnight Dr. Marquand would forget all about it. “ Ask anything you like,” he said.

“Will skirtsever get any shorter?’ asked the scientist.

Marquand hung up the telephone; so much for the day'sfun. Now it wastimeto find lunch. He
looked around the Fair. A seagull flew by overhead, the same seagull that flew by every day at precisdy
4:25:18. That meant that he could meet aman named Eddie Rosen from Paramus, New Jersey and win a
dollar from him. That would buy a pleasant medl and leave him enough change to go into the Genera
Motors Futurama, which was hisfavorite exhibit.

The afternoon rain fell, but Mihdik ignored it. He saw Eddie Rosen waking toward him, just ashe did
every afternoon, but something new had been added: with a shock, thetime traveler saw five children
holding the strings of helium-filled balloons. He had never seen the children before. “How can that be?’
he thought. He felt achill of apprehension. He had adjusted marveloudy to being marooned; but if now
the universe had decided to play impish tricks on him by changing the natura way of things, Mihaik
redized he wasin serious danger. There was something about the balloons the children carried,
something tantdizingly familiar....

Red, yelow, black, orange, green.

He knew that sequence. It represented something to him.

Red, yellow, black -- ablack balloon? Mihalik had never seen achild with ablack balloon before.
Now hewas sure it was some sort of signa. But from whom? And what did it mean?

Friday, at Last

At 10:15, theforces of Earth began their defense of the home world once again. Mihalik watched it dl
wearily. He had twenty-two dollarsin his pocket, and in one hour and forty-five minutesit would al melt
away. He consdered taking ataxi into Manhattan and getting blitzed in some dismd nightclub; he
wouldn't need to worry about getting home, of course. That was afunction of the universe. All around
him anti-aircraft guns blasted, flames danced, fountains sprayed, and colored lights flashed. But somehow
it was different. Mihalik came quickly to attention: somehow it was different. There was arhythm and a
pattern to the colored lights as they played upon the fountains. Blink, blink, blink, blink, blink. Instead of
smoothly shifting melodies of color, the lights changed in regular, staccato order. Two colors, then a besat
of darkness, then two more colors; the sequence repeated itself exactly, over and over. It had never
donethat on any of the previous Thursday evenings.

Red, ydlow, darkness, orange, green.

It was the same sequence as the colors of the children's balloons.

Mihalik was a good man, a kind man, who would someday make awonderful husband and father.
Everyoneliked himin 1996, and he felt certain that some of the folksin 1939 enjoyed talking with him,



too; they might have becomefriends, if they didn't forget al about him each night at twelve o'clock. It
caused the young man agreat deal of mental anguish that some great cosmic force was toying with him,
teasing him and torturing him, for unknown reasons. How could he hope to fight the power of natura
law? It was a hopeless struggle; Mihaik had aways avoided hopel ess struggles before because they
looked bad on his résumé, but there seemed to be no escape from this one. He left the Martian invasion
and went into the amusement area, Carnivaand. He thought the pure lunacy of the rides might distract his
mind.

He rode the Dodg'em for fifteen cents and smashed into a car driven by alittle old lady with blue hair;
it didn't make him fedl any better. He shattered china dishes with wooden balls. He rode through the L aff
inthe Dark and didn't 1aff. He dropped two hundred fifty feet on the Parachute Jump, yet the mystery ill
waited for him on the ground. He watched motorcycle riders challenge the Wall of Death but nobody
crashed and it was dmaost midnight.

Then, like awallop from Elektro, the Motor-Man, the significance of the balloons and lights hit him.
Red, ydlow, black, orange, green: that was the color sequence in a package of Chuckles. Mihaik was
overcome with éation. It couldn't be coincidence; taking ten possible color choices, the number of
permutationstaken five a atimeisgiven by theformulaM = n (n-1) (n-2).... (n-p+1). Mihdik
substituted 10 for nand 5 for p, multiplied it out, and arrived at the conclusion that the odds of the
balloons appearing in just that sequence were 1 in 30,240; the odds of both the balloons and the colored
lights repesting the sequence were therefore 1 in (30,240). Did they have Chucklesin this primitive time?
It made no difference -- it could mean but one thing: the scientists of 1996 had not abandoned him. They
were even now working feverishly to spring him from the tempord dammer. He hurried to gobble down
the rest of ahamburger; it would vanish in less than fifteen seconds. Asthe second hand of hiswatch
approached twelve, avoice caled to him over the loudspeakers. “Mr. Frank Mihalik, please report--"

Therewas aflicker of amber light and dl the rest of it.

“Ouch! Damnit!” said someonein the dark.

It hadn't been Mihdik'svoice. “Who isit?’ he asked.

“I can't seeadamn thing,” said the voice.

“Wait aminute, | know where the door is.” Mihdik waked quickly to the exit and opened it; light
flooded into the room.

Therewas another chair near hisown. Hisgirlfriend, Cheryl, wasstting init.

“Cheryl!” hecried. “What are you doing here?’

“They sent me back, Frank, to let you know they're having alittle trouble.” Shejoined him by the
door. He touched her long auburn hair and thrilled again to the vivacity in her green eyes. Her luscious
gamswere hidden by her green jumpsuit, but his memory of them wasimpeccable. She was some dish.
He put hisarms around her and held her for amoment. Then he gazed deeply into her eyes and kissed
her. It was an emotional moment.

“Oh, Cheryl,” hesaid, “I've missed you s0.”

“I've missed you, Frank.”

“How's Ray?’

“Ray'sfine, he sendshisregards.”

Sadnessfilled Mihdik as he redlized how Cheryl had sacrificed hersdlf to bring a message that was
rather self-evident. “We may never go home,” he said. “Y ou may be trapped here with meforever.”

“It makes no difference to me where we are, Frank, so long as I'm with you. What is this place?’

Mihalik led her out into the morning sunshine. He put hisarm around her shoulders and let her drink in
the spectacle. “This,” he announced grandly, “isthe New Y ork World's Fair of 1939!”

“Oh,” shesad, sghing.

“Y ou sound disappointed.”

She shrugged and smiled. “It'snothing,” said Cheryl. “1 wasjust hoping for something redlly exciting,
liketheltalian Renaissance.”

“But thisisredly exciting! | have so much to show you. Wait until you see the thrills and wonders



they've collected here.”

They walked dong Condtitution Mall. Cheryl exclaimed over such things asthe quaint clothing and
odd architecture. “The buildings are so strange,” she said. “They're built in laminated layers, like licorice
of dl sorts. They pile horizonta planes or stick them on end beside one another, and then round off al the
edges.”

“Yes” sad Mihalik, “thisis a safety-conscious age. These people are the sowers of the seeds of our
world. These are our ancestors, Cheryl. Everything we are, we owe to them. Think of it: the
Mediterranean still exigsin thistime. The Antarctic Inflow hasn't been discovered yet. Thereisno space
travel, and people ill haven't learned the terrible truth about vitamins.”

“What abrave old world itis,” said Cheryl. “I'm hungry.”

Mihalik led her to the bench near the Washington statue, the one with the newspaper. They sat down;
he held her handsin his strong grasp. “Cheryl,” he said, “let metell you of the nature of our
imprisonment.” And he sketched for her the immutable laws under which they had to live.

“Why, that's not so awful,” she cried. “We can make awonderful life together. We can overcome
anything, so long as we have each other.”

“But we can't build anything. At midnight, everything we've accomplished is destroyed, leaving uswith
nothing. We return to the same point in time and space, and have to begin again.”

Cheryl was not distressed. “I have confidencein you, Frank,” she said. “Y our mother told me what a
clever little boy you were. Shetold me al about the summer you were acamp counselor and thetime
you found that logt little kid in the woods. I'll put my well-being in your hands and trust to providence that
well be happy and hedthy and everything. Well earn money during the morning and spend it at night.
Thenwell get plenty of rest, maintain aregimen of good grooming habits, and get married somehow. It
will be swell, Frank, don't you see? How many people get the opportunity to honeymoon in the past?’

Mihalik said nothing for afew seconds. “We don't have any identification, Cheryl,” he said. “We don't
have our birth certificates or our nuclectide registers.”

“What does that matter? Were young and we'rein love, and thisis the romantic past. These people
of 1939 will move mountainsto see that we're happy, just likein al those musical comedies”

“Well see” Actudly, Mihalik was touched by her faith. He didn't explain to her histheory that they
had been trapped as a punishment for tampering with the mechanisms of time. He had cometo bdieve
that there were certain things that should not be messed with by the hands of men. He was sure that he
was being punished, but he didn't know by whom -- people of the far future? Nature? God? The
Hershey Chocolate Company?

Cheryl was enthralled by the possihilities. “We have the chance to influence our own world, Frank,”
shesaid, indicating that she hadn't been paying close attention. “\We can create an atmosphere of
harmony and understanding, and steer the world away from the terrible courseit will take without our
guidance. We can gart right here, right in this Fair. We can give them anew path to follow that will ater
the future. Can't you seeit, Frank? Right over there, among those statues, there will riseatal, sharp,
clean building that will teach these primitiveswhat they must learn if they areto avoid their fata errors. |
can seeit asplain asday: agpacious centra court decorated with cement swans, artistic but disciplined
exhibition areas on both Sdes, every surface adifferent materid, everything in cool pastel colors, atribute
to the after-dinner mint and Necco Wafers and--"

Mihalik dapped her face, hard; she stopped rambling. “I'm sorry,” he said. “But if we're going to live
inthis place, we have to keep adeadly redistic outlook.”

“Yes, dear, | understand,” she said. “Maybe we should just forget about the Necco Wafers.”

“1 have been thinking about leaving notes for peoplein the future to discover. They buried atime
capsule in the Westinghouse Building. It will be opened in the year 6939.”

Cheryl felt her jaw; nothing seemed broken. “6939? But welll be dead by then, Frank,” she said.

Mihalik nodded grimly. “1 know that. But no doubt they will have perfected timetravel, and they will
be able to zip back here and rescue us, then drop us off in 1996 on the way back to their own era.”

“If that were true, they would have done it aready. The fact that they haven't rescued us means that



they won't rescue us.”

Mihalik considered her objection. “But we haven't left the note yet,” he said.

Cheryl explained it to him dowly, asif he were just another dim bulb from the past. “I1t's al the same
whether we |eave the note today or tomorrow or ten years from now. The note will get to 6939 at the
sametime, whenever we put it into the capsule, see?’

Mihalik squinted his eyes and tried to focus on her meaning. “Let's suppose | plan to put the note
there this afternoon.”

“Okay.”

“ At the moment I'm walking toward the time capsule, up therein the future it's dready 6939.”

“That'sright.”

“And the noteis dready there.”

“Uh huh.”

“Then why do | haveto bother putting the note in the capsule?’

Cheryl chewed her lip thoughtfully. She had been an adhesives maor in college and it hadn't prepared
her for this sort of reasoning. “Because,” she sad, “if you look at it that way, the note wasin 6939 even
before you came back here. The note has always been in 6939, but it hasn't dways been here. So you
have to put the note in the capsule here before they can come get us.”

Mihalik pretended that her explanation made sense. “But at midnight everything we do disappears.
The note would disappear, too.”

“Maybeit wouldn't,” said Cheryl. “Maybe it would be safe in the time capsule.”

“How are we going to get it into the time capsule?’ asked Mihdik.

She looked exasperated. “I don't know,” she snapped. “Why do | haveto think of everything? You're
the big hotshot explorer. You think of something for achange.”

“Here comes Roman,” hesaid. “I'll get us money for lunch.”

TheWorld of Tomorrow Ddliversthe Goods

There was no way for Mihdik to know how long he had been trapped in Thursday, July 27, 1939. It
had been many months, but whether they totaled ayear he did not know. Cheryl had been with him for at
least six weeks, and she had adjusted to the routine of life. Indeed, she seemed to have a quicker grasp
of the possibilities than he did. It was her suggestion that prompted him to give Dr. Zach Marquand
another call.

And s0, a quarter past twelve on the afternoon of July 27, Mihdik, Cheryl, and Dr. Marquand rode
the subway out to the Fair -- to Mafiana Meadow, asit was caled, to view A Happier Way of American
Living Through a Recognition of the Interdependence of Men and the Building of a Better World of
Tomorrow with the Tools of Today. They had virtualy kidnapped the scientit, bribing him with bits of
information, luring him with hints of the future. He hadn't visited thefair yet, anyway, and like the hayseed
from Indiana, he had heard all about the attractions that featured swell dames.

They got off thetrain and paid their way into the Fairgrounds. “Now watch closdy,” said Mihdik.
“Do you see that man over there? In about five seconds he's going to take off his suit coat and awallet
will fal on the ground.”

Dr. Marquand said nothing. In afew seconds, just as Mihalik described, the coat came off and the
wallet fel. “How did you know that?" asked Marquand.

Mihalik shrugged. “I've seen it happen again and again, every day at just this hour. I've lived through
thisday hundreds of times. | know exactly what is going to happen. Look, quickly, over there. That kid
with the candy cigarette in hismouth is going to lose his balloon. See? And in about ten seconds a band
will start playing some march.”

““The Thunderer,”” said Cheryl.

“Great Caesar's Ghogst!” cried Dr. Marquand when the band started playing. “Y ou've persuaded me.
Y ou are indeed travelers from the future. But how can | help you?’

They walked dowly aong the avenue, past the statues of the Four Freedoms. “The crew in our time



gave meamessage,” said Cheryl. “They haven't been able to return Frank and meto our own era
because they can't overcome something they call tempora inertia. No matter how much energy they
pump into their gpparatus, they can't budge us from the past. That has to be done from this sde. What
you haveto do isfind someway of giving usjust atiny shove, and then the people in 1996 will be able to
recover useesly.”

Dr. Marquand stared a a young woman straightening the seams of her silk stockings. “ Then what we
need isasource of great energy,” he said, “enough energy to topple you out of the space-time trap. Too
bad we don't have that cobalt bomb you told me about.”

Mihalik stopped to win adollar from ayoung married couple he had come to know and like. Hetold
them their names, their address, the names of their parents, the years they graduated from high schoal,
whom they voted for in the last eection, where they had spent their honeymoon, and the location of a
strawberry birthmark on the young woman's body. He came back and gave the dollar to the scientist.
“Doesit have to be something like an exploson?’ he asked. “Maybe they could drop us off abuilding or
something.”

“I'd rather be blown up al a once,” said Cheryl.

“I suspect,” said Dr. Marquand, “that there's something here at the Fair that would serve us. Let me
think.... I've seen picturesin the newspaper -- | know! The Genera Electric Building! Let'sgo.”

Cheryl wanted to pick up asouvenir for Ray, who would be disappointed if they returned without
bringing him anything. She chose apickle pin from the Heinz Dome. “Hell likethis,” she said. For hersdif,
shefound apin in the General Motors Futuramathat said | Have Seen the Future. It was poignantly
appropriate.

“Hell get akick out of the pickle pin,” said Mihaik.

The two chronoventurers walked hand in hand. Mihalik took the opportunity to say goodbyeto al the
people he'd come to know here on Day One; of course, none of them knew who he was, but they all
acted polite, if uncomfortable.

“What asweet agethisis,” murmured Cheryl. “How they dumber unaware. There are no
monostellaphenazide lesks, no Chou-Tsen plague, no tick wormsin the Midwest, no signalsfrom Sinus
to worry about.”

“Itign't al wonderful,” said Marquand. “We have our share of worries, too.”

Mihalik paused to take alast look around the Fair. “It's been wonderful,” he said, “but | kind of ook
forward to not knowing what's going to happen next. Dr. Marquand, do you want usto tell you what is
going to happen in your world?’

The scientist thought for amoment. “I1t would give me a peculiar responsibility,” he said. 1t could be a
terrible secret to know ahead of time, afearful curse. But why not? What the hell, go ahead. Tell me.”

Mihdik and Cheryl took turnsfilling in the history of the world, as much asthey could recall, from
1939 t0 1980. Mihdik was able to remember some of the winners of certain sporting events aswell as
financial trends during those decades. “In 1980, the presidentia eection will be won by Ronald Rea--"

“Who cares?’ said Marquand. “I'll probably be dead by then. Here we are, the General Electric
exhibit.”

They went in. Dr. Marquand's reputation allowed them to examine the machinery used in the
demondtrations of artificid lightning -- redlly just astatic eectricity generator that produced dramatic
displays of metal-vaporizing and timber-shattering. The centrepiece of the demonstration was an arc of
ten million voltsthat lesped thirty feet from one pole to ancther. “Gee,” murmured Cheryl.

“Yes,” said Dr. Marquand soberly, “scienceis our friend; but we must be careful, for without a sense
of responsbility the playthings we create may become our deadliest enemies.”

“Like nuclear energy, for indance,” said Mihdik.

“Wdl,” said the physicit, “1 wasthinking of the martini and the gimlet, mysalf. There won't be another
exhibition herefor dmost fifteen minutes. Let's position you on that target pole and whip acouple of bolts
at you. That ought to do thetrick.”

Cheryl dipped her hand into Mihdik's. “ Are you afraid?’ she whispered.



“Not at dl,” said Mihalik. Helaughed in the face of degth.

“If thisdoesn't work,” said Dr. Marquand respectfully, “it will char you into alittle pile of black
powder. Y oure avery brave man.”

Mihdik laughed again. “Well try anything, Sir,” he said. “We're from the future.”

“Yes, | keep forgetting. Okay, hold till. I'm al ready here. Before you go, however, there's
something | want to ask you. Do you know which of al the different versions of today will be the regl
one? The one everyone will remember?’

Mihdik shook his head. Cheryl had no answer, either.

“Another thing,” asked Marquand. “Why do sweets play such an important part in your lives? Isthere
some Situation in the future that makes candy more vauable than it istoday?’

Mihalik looked at Cheryl. “Dr. Marquand,” he said, “we can't answer that, either. All we know isthat
over the years the manufacturers have become immensely powerful. It began during the Second World
War, | think. We don't know how or why, but something started civilization on the road to what, in
1996, amountsto avirtua sucrocracy. It isamystery that baffles our historians.”

“Thank you,” said Marquand. “1 will watch the trend carefully. Knowing about it will guarantee me
security in my old age. Now hold very ill--"

Thetechnology of the past exploded upon Mihdik and Cheryl; ten million volts of blazing lightning
smote them, but al they experienced was aflicker of amber light....

With an echo of thunder in their ears, they fell to the floor. Both were dazed and groggy. They opened
their eyes. They were no longer in the Generd Electric Building. They were now in asmal room that
appeared to be someone's office. There was adesk and afiling cabinet, atelephone, atypewriter ona
gmall stand, and aframed picture of the Man from Mars -- the chairman of the candy company who had
become boss of the world years ago. “Were back,” whispered Mihadik. “ Such amiracle asthisis
evidence of the secret hand of Providence governing the world, that the eye of an infinite power searches
into the remotest corner of space and time, and sends help to the miserable whenever it pleases.”

“Well,” said Cheryl, “1 givealot of credit to Dr. Marquand, too.”

“Or dseitwasal just alucky accident. | wonder whatever happened to Marquand, that primitive
genius. Wewill haveto find out. But for now it's enough just to rgjoin our world and our own time. Ray
will beglad to see us; | have to admit that I've missed his ugly mug. Say, did those pins come with you
through time?’

Cheryl opened her hand; the souvenirs were gone. “Hell understand,” she said sadly. “Maybel
dropped them.”

“Tough break, kid.”

“| wonder about something, Frank. Do you suppose that our telling Dr. Marquand about candy could
be what actudly began the trend? That somehow we influenced our own present by going into the past?’
“Y ou mean that if we hadn't told him about it, when we came back hereit would al be some other

way?’

Cheryl nodded.

“What difference doesit make?’ he asked. “If it hadn't been candy, it would have been something
else. Something worse, like green vegetables or foss| fuels”

“You'reright, Frank. I'm lucky to be your girlfriend.” Mihdik smiled.

They went to the door of the office. He put his hand on the knob. “Weve left the sepia-tinted days of
yesteryear,” he said. “It was fun and it was terrifying, but now we're safely home. Once we step through
this door, well be back in our very own dull, drab, nougat-centered, cavity-prone World of
Tomorrow.”

“Can't you wait just amoment?’ asked Cheryl. She pressed her warm, moist lipsagaingt hisina
lingering kiss.

Mihalik pulled away. “No,” he said decisively, “1'd like to stay here with you, but | have aduty to the
project. I'm crazy about you, Cheryl, but you must respect my mora obligation.”

“I do, Frank, redly. I'm sorry for acting so foolish.”



So together they Ieft the office and walked into the uncertainty of therest of their lives. That, inthe
find andyss, isthe great adventure in which each of ustakes part: what more courageousthing isthere,
after dl, than facing the unknown we al share, the danger and joy that await usin the unread pages of the
Book of the Future....

Book Two
1361 A.D. Considered as a Row of Tenements

A Sight Miscalculation?

When they walked through the door, the returning time travelers were greeted by aroomful of people.
Colorful streamers hung from the glowing panels overhead; blue and white crepe paper decorated the
edges of arow of tables, on which lay trays of hors d'oeuvres and bowls of punch; like tinted snow,
handfuls of confetti drifted gailly down on the heroes shoulders. It was aglorious moment, fit for song,
laughter, and drunkenness; but there was also history to consider.

Frank Mihdik and Cheryl were entirdly surprised and pleased by the reception. They stood like noble
Satuesfor amoment, poised, speechless, Mihaik was still consdering history, and laboring mightily to
come up with something memorable to say. The people in the room cheered and cheered. Cheryl tugged
a Mihdik's deeve and whispered, “ Say something.” Mihdik's mind was blank, a condition invariably
induced in him by those two terriblewords: Say something! Hefdt like anidiot, and he was glad thet it
was such a spectacular occasion, because no one would really notice how foolish he looked.

“Hi, everybody,” he said. “It'snice to be back.” At least Six people scribbled down his exact words,
for they would quickly be carved into the pediments of town halls and the cornerstones of libraries newly
dedicated to the first volunteer to trave into the past and return.

Hiswords, as smple and straightforward as the man himself, set off another round of cheering. By
now Mihdik was beginning to get control of himsdf. He had dways handled himsdf well in front of
crowds; that had been part of histraining after he had been selected as thefirst chrononaut. He had
studied certain aspects of public relations: waving confidently to camera crews, flashing brief determined
smilesthat bespoke courage; suddenly becoming modest and even self-effacing on an ingant's notice. All
these things were the difficult part of hisinstruction. Traveling through time was the easy part; dl he had
to dowas stin achair and be struck by somekind of ray.

Mihalik raised one hand, and the shouting died away. “ Say,” he said, smiling briefly, “can | get
something to drink? A little gin, if you've got it. Beer, if you don't. Cheryl?”’

She was il looking around the room with wide eyes. It hadn't occurred to her before that she wasa
hero, too. “Oh, just some sodawater,” she said. Neither she nor Mihaik was used to luxury, or even
comfort. In their impoverished world of 1996, a bottle of beer was something to remember for days.

Y et both cel ebrities saw that there was a buffet spread for them more € aborate than anything they
had ever seen. Mihalik looked past the appetizers and saw standing rib roasts and baked hams, huge
turkeys stuffed and waiting for the carver's blade, pans of succulent vegetables keeping warm, al set for
the preiminariesto end and the red fedtivitiesto begin. “Look,” he murmured.

“Gee, | know,” whispered Cheryl. “1t's some layout.”

“I wonder if they were expecting somebody else. Maybe we were supposed to bring somebody back
with usfrom the past.”

“Y ou know that would have been impossible, Frank,” she said. She clutched hisarm moretightly.
“All thisisredly for us!”

Mihalik was till dubious. “Cheryl,” he said, “they don't even throw thiskind of a clambake for the



Heisman Trophy winner.” Before his companion could reply, Mihdik noticed alarge info set mounted on
thewall nearby. Glowing figuressaid February 18, 1996. According to the calendar, they had been
gone only aday -- yet both he and Cheryl had spent weeks, months, perhaps ayear stranded in the past.
And yet it was only the eighteenth of February; they hadn't even managed to missthe end of winter.
“Look at the date, Cheryl,” hesaid.

She was as astonished as he had been. “But it can't be!” she said. While they watched, the clock
changed from 12:59 to 13:00.

“Thirteen o'clock?’ asked Mihalik. “ That's strange.”

A man came toward them with their drinks. He was wearing a military-style uniform of slver and blue.
“Thisisared privilege for me,” hetold them. “I'm Generd Vadin Ransom. I'd liketo introduceyou to a
few important people. If you'll just come with me--"

“Certainly,” said Mihdik, waving confidently to the cameracrews.

Once again, Cheryl tugged at hisdeeve. “Frank,” she said in an urgent tone, “1'm sure there's
something wrong.”

He smiled down at her; how dear she was, how sweet, how wonderfully in need of protection. “Y ou
just haveto get used toit, honey,” hetold her. “Were famous people now. We're going to get thiskind
of treetment for awhile, and then, as quickly asit came, it will al go away again. It may be sometime
before we even get alittle privacy. It'sjust another one of the sacrifices we knew we'd have to make.”

“It'snot that, Frank! Look around! Everything's Wrong!”

Mihalik paused to sp from his glass. He wondered what Cheryl could possibly mean: everything
seemed just swell to him, so far. The gin was okay. Then, dowly, hefelt an uneasiness spread through
him. Thingsthat he had heard and seen since their arrival had, at last, become the basis of thoughts. He
amost choked.

There were framed pictures on the wal. One of them was afamiliar pose, a photograph of the Man
from Mars, thetitular head of the candy company and the actud ruler of theworld -- but the facein the
photograph was wrong, different. The festive bunting should have been blue and yelow, not blue and
white. The general waswearing auniform Mihalik had never seen beforein hislife. And everyonedse
should have been wearing the uniform of 1996, olive green jumpsuits, like Mihdik, like Cheryl; but there
wasn't another jumpsuit in the crowd. Attire ran moreto casua dacks and sports coats for the men, with
the women wearing knee-length plaid skirts and swesters with circle pins. The most unusual festure of the
room was the abundance of framed dogans everywhere:

LESSISMORE
MARSISEARTH
TOMORROW ISYESTERDAY

“Holy crow,” said Mihdik in ahoarse voice, “what the hdl isthis?’

“Is something the matter?’ asked General Ransom. “Did you pick up some disease in the past or
something? What can we do for you?’
“I suppose,” whispered Cheryl, “that we better talk to someone from the project, and quick.”
“Youd think Dr. Waterswould be here,” said Mihdik. “Y ou'd think that he'd be the first one to meet
“That's something e se to wonder about,” said Cheryl. “And wheres Ray?’
Mihalik nodded, knowing that no force on Earth could have prevented Ray, the faithful backup man,
from being there. “Don't worry, baby,” said Mihalik, “I'll handleit.” His bravery training took over, and
for afew moments he would be able to function without regard for the unsettling things hismind was
beginning to tell him. When he spoke, it waswith aclear and manly voice. “Generd,” hesaid, “were
quite healthy and in good spirits. However, thereis one smal matter of ahighly scientific and technica
nature that we must discussimmediately with one of the upper-level supervisors of the project. It isof the
utmost urgency.” And with that, his bravery dipped away; he seemed to wilt just alittle as panic,

us



confusion, disorientation, and mild nausea attacked him.
Generd Ransom hadn't worn auniform for thirty years without learning when asituation was
obvioudy out of hishands. “Right,” he said briskly, and turned away to find someone to give an order to.

TheProof Isin the Eating

Cheryl led Mihdik toward the buffet tables. “I've never seen food like thisbefore,” she said. “I
remember my parents talking about it sometimes. Like they sort of missed it. Once my mother described
to me something called a“cutlet.” | wastoo young to understand, though.”

“Thisislike the food we saw inthe past,” said Mihalik. “Real mest. Real vegetables. And lots of it
al.” A thin narrow-shouldered man was standing beside them, staring at them and munching on
something on a cracker. Suddenly Mihalik turned to him and grabbed him by the shirt. “Hey!” Mihalik
cried. “Wherés dl the candy?’

The man sprayed a cloud of cracker crumbsinto the air and coughed. Cheryl took aquick glance up
and down thetables; it was true -- there wasn't asingle bowl of M & Msor sour balls or those awful
orange peanut-shaped things that taste like bananas.

“Answer me!” Mihaik demanded. He had lifted the poor little man off hisfeet; dangling there, the
fellow looked lesslike a human being than an accessory or atachment for someone Mihdik'ssize.

“Frank!” said Cheryl sharply. “Put him down!”

Mihalik looked at her, blinking, then dowly returned the smal man to the floor. “ Sorry,” he muttered.

The man looked at Mihdik with amixture of astonishment and fear. He plucked at hisrumpled
shirtfront, but he couldn't improve its appearance. “1t'sal right,” he said when held regained his
composure. “Y ou've probably been through alot. Y ou were zipping through time there for awhile,
you're bound to be alittlejittery. Forget it.”

“Okay,” said Mihaik. He held out his hand. “Frank Mihdik,” he said.

The man shook hands. “Name's Smith,” he said. He turned to Mihdik's girlfriend. “Y ou must be
Cheryl. | saw you hurrying past my office last night. Before they shot you back through time.”

Cheryl smiled pleasantly while she scooped potato salad onto a paper plate. “Y ou may not believe
this, but we spent along timein the year 1939. Months went by. And now herewe are, and it'sonly the
day after weleft.”

Smith looked impressed. “No wonder you're jumpy. But it'll make aterrific story. I'll bet you'll be
ableto sl it to the moviesfor afortune. They'll have famous San Diego film stars playing you, and when
they finishwithiit, it won't be anything at dl likethered truth.”

“Probably not,” said Cheryl. “Would you pile some of that ham and turkey and some of that roast
beef on this plate, please?

“Sure” said Smith. “1 thought the tech boys had dl the angles figured out.”

“Sodidwe,” sad Mihdik. “They drilled me on possible mafunctions for weeks. We went through
every damn emergency procedure they could think of. So what happens?’

“A paradox,” said Smith.

“A what?" asked Mihalik.

“A time-travel paradox,” said the small man. “There wasn't any failure with the equipment. It wasn't
the hardware. Y ou just ran into one of the basic laws of the universe, something we don't know much
about yet. Fortunately it wasjust alittle paradox.”

“Little?” cried Mihalik. “We were trapped back there on the very same day, Thursday, July 27,
19309. It kept repeating over and over, exactly the same way every time, for month after month. | was
going crazy. | fdt like the Robinson Crusoe of time, until Cheryl showed up. And you're saying that'sa
little paradox?’

“He meansthat it could have been awhole lot worse, Frank,” said Cheryl.

“How the hell does he figure that?’

Smith looked around nervoudy. “ Could you kind of keep your voice down?’ he said. “ They're
looking.”



“Let’emlook.” Mihdik was garting to fed annoyed with Smith. He began piling food on his paper
plate. He skipped the vegetables.

Smith picked up another hors d'oeuvre. “I meant that it could have been one of those cases where
you go back in time and change some little, inggnificant thing, and when you get back home, everything's
different. It isn't the same present anymore.”

Mihalik glanced a Cheryl over Smith'sfair-haired head. “Well,” said Cheryl dowly, “you know, we
have noticed just ateensy bit of that around here.”

“You have?’ asked Smith. He suddenly looked very frightened.

“Uh huh,” said Mihdik. “Like, who'sthat guy in the picture?’

“That'sthe Man from Mars,” said Smith. “Y ou have to know who heis”

Mihalik's face suddenly bore aweary look. “1 know all about the Man from Mars. But that joker isn't
him.”

Smithwinced. “Yes, itis” hesad. “Hesthe new man from Mars. He has been for the last twelve
years.”

Cheryl swallowed aforkful of candied yams. “When we |eft -- yesterday -- it was still the old Man
from Mars. Thefirst one. Whereis he these days?’

Smith shrugged. “He just disappeared twelve years ago, and they had to name a successor. The
company stopped making candy altogether back then. They have too much to do just governing
everybody, | guess. That'swhy thereisn't any candy here; it stopped being important twelve years ago.
But you should know dl of this”

“Look, pd,” said Mihdlik, poking a heavy forefinger into Smith's sunken chest, “we don't know any of
that. That just isn't the way the world was when we left. So were only aftrifle upset to come home and
find everything al screwed up like this. With no one from the project hereto tell uswhat's going on. Isn't
that just alittle unlikey?

Smith looked around the room at the other guests, who were lining up at the buffet tables and
freshening their drinks. “ Thisreception isstrictly an Agency affair,” he said. “ The Agency getsto show
you off before the scientists get their hands on you.”

Mihalik closed his eyes and rubbed his forehead with one hand. Then he opened his eyes again and
looked squarely a Smith. “What, if you don't mind my asking, in the name of Baby Ruth isthe Agency?’

Smith dropped his cracker. He grabbed Mihalik's arm with one hand, and Cheryl's arm with the
other. “Y ou mean you don't know what the Agency is?’ he whispered.

“There was no Agency where we came from,” said Cheryl.

“Oops,” said Smith. “We haveto get out of here, and very fast. Just ease toward the door there.
Pretend that you're browsing aong, looking at the food. Smile at people. That'sit.”

“Where arewe going?’ asked Mihalik. He jerked hisarm out of Smith's grasp.

“My apartment,” said Smith.

“What for?’

“Trust me,” said Smith. “You'rein big trouble. And so am |, probably, for talking to you. The Second
Squad will be here any minute. I'll bet you were never supposed to leave thisroom.

“I don't understand any of this, Cheryl,” complained Mihdik. Smith urged them through the admiring
people.

“Don't ask me,” said Cheryl.”

“Arewe going to trust thisone lunatic, or wait until the normal, reliable officid dignitaries show up?’

“They should have been here dready, Frank,” said Cheryl thoughtfully. “Maybe we don't want to
know who's going to come. ThisStuation is getting crazier by the minute.”

They were dmost to the door. Mihdik stopped suddenly. Smith turned to him, his mouth open to
plead that they continue to hurry. Mihalik shut him up with one good authoritative frown. “Onething first,
Smith,” hesaid. “Y ou got anything to et at your place?’

Smith was surprised by the question. “ Plenty,” he said. “Everyone here always has plenty to eat.”

“Wdl,” said Mihdik, giving in at lat, “that doesit. That proves we're not home. Where we come



from, the only place you can see stuffed turkeysisin the Smithsonian.” Quickly, cautioudy, thethree
dipped out of the room.

What a Difference a Day Makes

It wasacold, grim, gray afternoon. Thewind lashed freezing rain in their faces as they hurried across
alarge marble-paved plazaand down abroad flight of marble stairs. Mihaik and Cheryl had spent the
lagt year in summer, and neither had redlly given any thought to the fact that here it would be entirely
different. The fierce weather was only thefirst in a series of shocks.

Mihadlik grunted asthe wet winter gusts bit through histhin garment. “I'm beginning to think we should
have stayed in 1939,” he said as they made their way toward a parking area.

“A lesser man might have chosen that, Frank,” said Cheryl. “To stay therein that placid time, on that
tranquil day. But you've explained to me too often about honor and duty and your responsibility to the
project. That's one of thereasons| love you, Frank. Just as we faced the terrible fact of being marooned
there, well face thistrouble together, too. Whatever it is.”

“Yeah,” said Mihdik unhappily, “sure.”

Smith led the way; his smal automobile was parked somewhere in avast many-storied garage that
served the huge building they had just exited. Thiswas another shock; in the 1996 that Mihalik knew,
only top government officials and certain entertainment persondities were permitted to own cars. Here
there were thousands of them; the garage rose level upon leve into the sky. The cars were every color
they could be, rather than the standard olive green. “Thisismine,” said Smith, looking for hiskeys. HEd
stopped beside agrimy blue coupe.

“How do you remember whereit is?” asked Cheryl. It wasn't alarge car; it was built for economy
rather than comfort. Even S0, it was much more luxurious than the best modd Cheryl had ever seenin her
own world.

“We're assigned places. It's very organized. The Agency is very organized about everything.” Smith
unlocked the doors; dl three sat squeezed together on the front seet.

On the street beyond the parking garage, Mihalik could study the Agency Building. It was ahuge,
cheerless edifice, al white marble more than ahundred storiestall. There were few other buildings
anywhere around it. AsMihalik looked down the avenue, first in one direction, then in the other, it struck
him that the street seemed only occasiondly populated with any sort of structure at al. And there were
very few people about. “Thisiscreepy,” he said. “Where is everybody?’ Hewasfrom aNew Y ork City
where buildings leaned against one another, crowding the narrow streets and taking up every available
plot of ground. There were no open spacesin the New Y ork of Mihdik'stime. And he was used to
sdewalks teeming endlesdy with bustling pedestrians, day and night. They were dwaysvisible, dways
reminding you of how inggnificant you were, and how powerlessto dter your futilelife or your disma
fate. That was why there was such a sengitivity to what people cdled “ shameless body contact” ; there
was 0 little free space that one was dways aware of the proximity of some stranger.

Here, though, things seemed to be different in that regard. For instance, the people at the party had
mingled in an easy and relaxed manner, without the hogtility and defensvenessthat usualy marked the
group gatherings Mihalik was familiar with. He shook his head. He wasfedling the very same sort of
culture shock here, in what was supposed to be “home,” that he had experienced when hefirgt arrived in
1939. He shuddered.

“Look, Frank,” said Cheryl, pointing to another large building severd blocks away.

“That'sthe Ministry of Eternity,” said Smith. “The Second Squad works out of there. Scary place.

Y ou don't want to go there. Minitern, we call it.”

“Minigtry?’ said Mihdik. “What'saministry?’

Smith turned his head and regarded the time traveler for afew seconds. “ The government is divided
up into bureaus; they're called ministries. The heads of the ministries advise the Man from Mars.
Sometimes | think you just ask these things to make me think you don't really know the answers.”

Mihdik felt himsalf getting angry. He would have liked to grab Smith's shirtfront again, and he would



have if Smith hadn't been speeding aong through traffic. Cheryl sensed the tension. “Where we come
from, Mr. Smith, the government is divided up into departments,” she said. “We have the State
Department, the Defense Department, the Offense Department, and so on.”

“Department, ministry, it probably doesn't matter very much,” said Smith.

“It matters because it's not supposed to bethisway,” said Mihdik. “Any changeisafrightening
change. Even thiscity has me upset. Thereisn't the tiniest resemblance to the New Y ork we grew up in.”

“Wel,” said Smith with asigh, “I can understand why you'd be upset.”

“Yes,” sad Mihdik, “because somehow the entire world has been changed.”

“Yes, of course, theresthat,” said Smith. “But | meant that thisisn't New Y ork, old boy. Thisis
London.”

Therewas acold, sickening silencein the car for along moment. “I1t couldn't be,” said Cheryl at last.

Smith turned toward her and smiled. “Trust me,” he said. He pointed across their bodies, out the right
passenger window. “ Do you know what that iS?’

“Yeah,” sad Mihdik, “some bridge acrossariver.”

“Y ou don't have abridge like that in New Y ork, do you?’

“No,” admitted Mihdik.

“But you've seen it before? Pictures of it, | mean? In books and movies?’

“l guesss0.”

“We'rein London, Frank,” said Cheryl gloomily. The time displacement was ugly and terrifying, but a
least it was apart of their origina situation: they had gone back in time, and something strange had
happened; now they had gone forward in time, and something strange was happening. But the spatid
aspect was more difficult to fathom. It was hard to see how they could have been trangported negtly from
one continent to another.

“I think | can explainthat,” said Smith. “Look, imagine that while you're in the process of moving
through time, the Earth itself is aso continuing to move. Rotate, revolve, you know. So between that
instant that you left the past and the instant you appeared here, the Earth turned abit. Y ou tarted in New
Y ork City and landed, luckily enough, in London. Y ou could have plopped down in some more
unhedlthy place”

“It didn't happen going the other way,” objected Mihdik. “1 left New Y ork in 1996, and when | got
t0 1939 | was till in New Y ork. The samewastrue for Cheryl.”

“Aw, hdll,” said Smith, “what do you want from me? | don't have all the answers.”

They were passing the Minisiry of Eternity; an immense portrait of the Man from Mars decorated one
face of the stark building, and below it were the three dogans:

LESSISMORE
MARSISEARTH
TOMORROW ISYESTERDAY

Cheryl leaned closer to Mihalik's ear. “Look at that man's face, Frank,” she whispered. “Doesn't he
remind you of someone?’

Mihdik studied the billboard-sized poster asthey drove by. “Uh huh,” he said. “ That guy who played
the leader of the Danish Remnant in that holofilm we went to with Ray. The guy who tried to tunnel under
the Copenhagen Wadll.”

“No, no! Look a him! Doesn't helook like your chief? There'sarea resemblance there, Frank.”

“Dr. Watersisahell of alot younger than that guy,” said Mihdik.

“Then he looks like he could be Dr. Waterss big brother.”

“Nah,” said Mihdlik.

The Golden Country
They drovefor along while, and Mihalik thought that if thiswasindeed London, then it was a strange
and decimated version of the city that existed in the true world. Every section of the city, every



neighborhood, was as sparsely built-up asit was near the Agency headquarters. The Londoners
themsdalves must have been in hiding, because al the way from Hyde Park to Smith'sresidencein
Stepney they saw no more than adozen people about. “They'redl| a work,” said Smith with a shrug.
“You saw dl the carsin the parking garage. I'd guess that a quarter of London's people are employed in
the Agency Plaza. Therest work for the various ministries.”

“What about the shopkeepers and merchants?’ asked Cheryl. “What about the customersin those
shops? We should have seen them.”

“Oh,” said Smith, growing tired of explaining things, “thereisn't agreet ded of shopkeeping these
days. The Agency provides everything we need, and in abundance. It's considered amost unpatriotic to
go into ashop and actualy buy something.”

“So what's the actua population of London, then?” asked Mihdik.

Smith thought for amoment. “Forty or fifty thousand, 1'd say. But that'sincluding al the suburbs and
the outlying villages”

Mihalik shook hishead. “ Another thing, Smith--"

“Just a second, please. Let me just get this car up to the curb. 1've never been very good at paralée
parking. Wdll, thisismy place. There are Six gpartmentsin the building. I'm on thefirst floor.”

“That's something else | wanted to ask you about,” Mihalik continued, asthey got out of the car and
back into the swirling blizzard. They moved as quickly asthey could toward the shdlter of the building's
foyer. “Why don't you sound like an English guy? | mean, sometimes your accent'sal right, but then you
usewordslike ‘ gpartment’ instead of ‘flat.” That kind of thing. I've been noticing it al afternoon.”

“I honestly don't know what you mean,” said Smith. “1 speak the way | speak, the way everyone
speaks. If you're suggesting the English we use here in London has become more like that in New Y ork,
blame modern communications. Having direct holovision broadcasts from around the world come right
into your home has made everyone sound more or lessdike. Didn't that happen in your world?’ He
glanced quickly into his mailbox, but there was nothing there. Mihalik looked at the card taped above the
doorbell:

W. Smith. Rm. 101.

“No,” said Cheryl, “we don't have holovision in our homes. We're lucky if they print a newspaper
twice aweek.”

“Sounds dreary,” said Smith. “Come aong, my placeisjust down here. It's not fancy, but it's home.”
He unlocked the door and gestured for them to enter.

It was a spacious, magnificent, apartment. There was alarge living room furnished with good taste
and an eyefor eegance. Therewasalot of old dark paneling, polished to arich glow; rare Oriental rugs
lay upon abeautiful parquet floor; the furniture was likewise old and lovely and in excellent condition. A
firewas aready blazing in the hearth. Mihdik went over to it and warmed himsdlf. “Nice place” he sad.

“Thank you,” said Smith, “I find it comfortable. Let me see what the cook's done up. Y ou're welcome
to sharemy little supper.”

“Oh, no,” said Cheryl, dtill thinking of her own 1996, where a person's supper might consist of only a
rice bal or some marinated plant stems.

“I'm sure theré's enough. The cook always prepares enough so that if | decide to entertain during the
day, | needn't worry. | usually throw away morethan | eat. As| said, the Agency providesin
abundance.”

Mihalik watched as Smith went out of the room; then he turned to Cheryl. “1 don't know what to
make of al this, honey,” he said.

Her shoulders dumped. “| fed like were getting farther and farther away from home the longer were
here”

Suddenly Mihdik knew that it was al up to him once more. He was going to have to be ahero dl
over again, even though hed already done enough of that for one day. That morning, which had begun
with the luring of the physicist, Marquand, to the World's Fair, seemed like aweek ago. “1 hopewedid
the right thing, coming to Smith's gpartment,” he said. “We till need to get some answers. We haveto



understand just what kind of world thisis. Then we have to figure away to get home.”

“Maybe we should go back to 1939 again,” said Cheryl. “Then we might try another method of
finding our own 1996.”

“Maybe,” said Mihalik doubtfully.

“I think you'll enjoy this,” said Smith, returning with alittle card in one hand. “The cook has prepared
Foie gras en crodte, accompanied by arather fine Dom Pérignon 1991; Poulets a la portugaise, with
a Chéteau Margaux 1976; Saddle of lamb, with a Chéteau Latour 1971; Mimosa saad; Crepes
spécialité de la maison, with amost remarkable Chéteau d'Y quem of 1975; and, of course, Café
bralot. Comeinto the dining room with me. I'd hate for the pété pastriesto cool.”

Mihalik waited for Cheryl to walk by him. “Do you know what dl of that was?’ he asked.

“I could understand the French words,” said Cheryl, “but | find it very hard to believe that peoplein
thisworld eat some of those things.”

“Don't tedl meabout it,” said Mihdik. They joined Smith in the dining room, which wasjust as
elaborately furnished as the room they had left. There was a huge old oaken table; Smith took his seet at
one end, and Mihdlik and Cheryl sat to either side of him. They were served by a smiling young woman.

“Is shethe cook?’ asked Cheryl.

“Oh, Kdila? Yes, sheis. She does quite alot of things around here for me. She was provided by the
Agency. The Agency provides--”

“Yes, so you keep saying,” said Mihalik.

“I dothink,” said Smith, “that you can drop that tone of voice with me. Particularly here, a my
table”

Mihdlik once again fdt likeafoal. “I gpologize again, Mr. Smith,” he said. Helooked down &t the
little pastry that had appeared before him. It was light and flaky and perfectly done. He wondered what
hed find ingdeit. Kailasmiled at him and filled his glass with champagne.

Mihdlik had become familiar with champagnein 1939, and heliked it. If nothing esein the medl
proved edible, he was sure that he could fill up on Dom Pérignon. It would help to make this bizarre
verson of redlity more acceptable.

He tasted the foie gras and rolled it around on histongue, deciding if heliked it. He did, evidently,
because he didn't have to force himsalf to take a second forkful.

“I understand, Mr. Mihdik,” said Smith. “Y ou're arugged explorer. Y ou have afew rough edges.
And you're astranger to our world, our society. | suppose I'll have to be alittle more tolerant, too. Are
you enjoying your food?’

“Yes, indeed,” said Cheryl. Kalilas dark eyes shined; she seemed very pleased, smiling even more
broadly. But she gtill hadn't uttered aword.

One after the other, the courses followed, each accompanied by its appropriate wine. It was arare
treat in Mihadik'stime to dine on two separate dishes. Here, at this banquet fit for aczar or aprivate
dermatologist, he felt ashamed. He could not hel p remembering the hungry people of hisownworld. He
could not forget the indigent nightmare to which both he and Cheryl longed to return.

After more than an hour and a half, they cameto the end of the feast. They sipped the spiced,
brandied coffee and tried to ignore the unusua fedling of satiation. Once or twice Mihdik thought that he
was going to beill, but hisiron will saved him. He knew that it would be awhile, however, before held be
able to stand up. He burped.

“In some parts of theworld,” said Smith, frowning alittle, “that's an indication that you're satisfied and
that you enjoyed the meal. Not here, however.” So much for histolerance.

Mihdik ignored the remark. “Now that you've spirited us out of the Agency's clutches and
demonstrated your stunning wedlth, I'm wondering what your reasons arefor dl of this.”

Smith gestured toward the remains of the meal, which Kalilawas busily clearing away. “I'm not arich
man, Mr. Mihdik, by any means. I'm aminor Agency clerk. | have no private fortune. Everyonein
London livesthiswell.”

“What about Kdila?" said Cheryl.



“Oho!” Smith beamed happily. “I knew you'd ask methat. Well, when shefinishes here, she goes
hometo alavish suite aslovely asthis one. And she has a domestic who will prepare for her something
gmilar in grandness to what she prepared for us. And her cook has a cook. The Agency has provided
for everyone.”

“Therésacatch inthissomewhere” said Mihdik, “and we just haven't found it yet. Now dl of this
has been extremely pleasant; but afew hours ago you were scared out of your wits by something. Let's
talk about that.”

“The Second Squad,” said Cheryl.

“Right,” said Mihdik. “What is the Second Squad?’

“The executive branch of the Agency,” said Smith. He smiled.

“Y ou mean the police,” said Cheryl.

Smith looked more uncomfortable. “Wel,” he said, “in amanner of spesking.”

“What's the First Squad, then?’ asked Mihdik.

Smith looked blankly at him. “What?’

“TheFirgt Squad.”

“Thereisno First Squad,” said Smith. Heturned to Cheryl. “Hes got astrong jaw, dear, but he's
dow.”

Cheryl smiled swestly. “1 love him just theway heis,” shesaid.

Smith explained. “ The Second Squad isthe Agency's means of keeping crime under contral. It's
impaossible to commit any sort of misdemeanor or felony anywhere in the world without the Second
Squad knowing about it. They're probably even aware of this conversation we're having.”

Mihalik and Cheryl glanced around the dining room, looking for peep-holes or hidden cameras.

“Theword ‘ Second’ means‘ one sixtieth of aminute,” you know,” said Smith. “Not * preceding
Third.” They'rethe guardians of time.”

Mihalik was completely lost. “How do they know when a crime has been committed?” he asked.

“Y ou mean they spy?’

“Inaway, inaway.” Smith seemed unwilling to say more.

“Y ou're saying they watch everybody all thetime,” said Cheryl. “Likethe National Enquirer inour
world.”

Smith'seyes got large. “Oh, no. There are no monitor screensin this gpartment, no concealed
microphones.”

“Then how do they doit?’ said Mihdik impatiently.

“They wait until after acrimeis committed, and then they gpprehend the culprit,” said Smith. “ Just the
way apoliceforceis supposed to work: democratically, with full respect for the rights of the citizen.”

“Uh huh,” said Mihdik. It wasn't dways that way in his own 1996.

“| il don't seewhy you claim that it'simpossible to commit acrime, then,” Cheryl said. “If they wait
for someone to go ahead and, say, rob somebody, it's aready committed. And if they're not spying, how
could they be aware of this conversation? Y ou're contradicting yoursdlf, Mr. Smith.”

Their host began to perspire. He quite evidently didn't enjoy pursuing thisfurther. “It'svery smple,”
he said, spreading his hands helplesdly. “ They wait until you've gone ahead and done it; then they go back
to beforeyou did it, and arrest you.” He shrugged.

Mihalik looked a Cheryl; shelooked back expressonlesdy. “Hey,” hesaid, “| wasthefirst man to
go back intime. | did that ‘ yesterday,” according to your calendar. | found out that it doesn't work; you
can't really move about in the past. Y ou get stuck on asingle day. Timetravel doesn't exist.”

“In your world, in your 1996,” said Smith, “time travel doesn't exist. Yet. In our world it's been
perfected, and the Agency controlsit. The Second Squad policesit.”

“All since yesterday?’ asked Mihdlik.

“Welve had timetravel for about twelveyears,” said Smith. “We got it from the future. They came
back intime and gaveit to us. Likeagift.”

“So there was no Frank Mihalik in your world,” said Mihdlik, trying to grasp the idea.



“Yes, therewas,” said Smith.

“Remember, Frank?’ said Cheryl. “The people at the reception knew who we were. And Mr. Smith
said herecognized ‘me’ last night, before ‘I’ went back to join ‘you’ in 1939.”

“I dontgetita dl,” said Mihdik. “If you had time trave al perfected for the last twelve years, why
did your Frank Mihalik go back to 1939 yesterday?’

“Hehad to,” said Smith. “ Otherwise the people from the future would never have devel oped the
solution to the problem you discovered. It sounds complicated, but you -- Mihalik, our Mihaik -- had to
play by the rules. And so did our Cheryl. Otherwise the whole fabric of our universe might have
unraveled in some cataclysmic resolution.”

“Then where are they now?’ asked Cheryl. “Y our Mihdik and your me, | mean?’

Smith just shrugged.

“I getit,” said Mihdik suddenly. “This Second Squad of yoursis like sometime-traveling FBI.” Smith
closed hiseyes and groaned alittle; it had taken Mihdik at least Sx minutesto digest that information.
“So they don't need to spy on you. They always know who's done what. People are probably being
arested dl thetimein utter confusion, because they haven't yet committed the crime they're being hauled
away for. How do the cops proveit, then?’

“Potemkin,” said Smith. He seemed nearly exhausted.

“Who'sthat?’ asked Mihalik.

“It was an early motion picture by the Russian director, Sergel Eisenstein,” said Cheryl.

“No, | don't mean that,” said Smith.

“It was about a battleship called the Potemkin,” said Cheryl.

“Not that, either.”

“Named after afamous Russian prince at the court of Catherine the Grest.”

“Nol” cried Smith. “Potemkin: Post-tempora Kinespection. It'sagreat boon to democracy because
no oneis ever taken into custody on suspicion. Every arrest is based on absolute evidence of acrime
committed, witnessed by the Second Squad. There hasn't been acase of an innocent person takenin to
Minitern during the last twelve years. And Potemkin's a great time-saver, too; the Second Squad doesn't
have to worry about searches and staking out locations and al that sort of thing.”

““Time-saver,”” snorted Mihaik. “That'srich.”

“All this began just about the same time your second Man from Marstook over,” said Cheryl
thoughtfully.

Smith hesitated. “Yes,” he said, “ some coincidence, isn't it?’

“And they're using this Potemkin to keep tabs on usthis very second,” said Mihalik.

“Wadl,” said Smith, “only if our evening together leads to some overt crimina activity.”

“And if it does, they'd be busting down the door right this minute.”

“l guesss0.”

“So they knew exactly when Cheryl and | would appear at that Agency party.”

“Of course,” said Smith. “That'swhy | was hurrying you out of there.”

It was Mihalik's turn to be disgusted. “ Then how the hell did we manage to escape?’ he demanded.

There was along, empty silence in the room. “ There does seem to be some sort of paradox there,”
admitted Smith. Mihalik wished that he had more champagne, but he didn't want to ask Smith for it.

“Y ou've never explained why you think werein trouble,” said Cheryl.

“Because you're unpersons, that'swhy,” said Smith. “And here | am, feeding unpersons and chatting
with them asif they ever existed.”

Mihalik gently pushed his chair away from thetable. “Well,” he said quietly, “1 think I've had my limit
of this. | think it'stimeto find Dr. Waters. He must bein that Agency Building somewhere.”

Smith barked aloud raucous laugh. “Dr. Waterd” he said in amazement. “Why do you think Dr.
Waters would sparetime to seeyou?’

Mihalik glared acrossthe table. “Dr. Watersisthe head of my project,” hesaid in alow, tightly
controlled voice. “He assumed the responsibility for my safety. We became pretty good friends during



my training. He owes something to me, and | owe something to him and to the project.”

“Dr. Waters probably isn't interested in your project any longer,” said Smith with some amusement.
“He has much more important things to worry about. Dr. Watersisthe Man from Mars.”

“Dr. Bertram A. Waters?’ said Mihalik, stunned.

“Of course” said Smith. “But you saw his picture and didn't recognise him.”

“See, Frank?’ said Cheryl. “Didn't | say it looked like him?”

Mihalik shook hishead. “I don't believeit. First, Dr. Watersis a dedicated scientist; he couldn't care
less about ruling the world. Second, that picture shows aguy awholelot older that the man | know.”

Smith nodded. “ Dr. Waters | eft our present twelve years ago, to go into the future for some kind of
vital work. He stayed in the future for about sixteen years, and then returned to 1984. So he's older than
if he had just lived in the present dl thetime.”

Mihalik wastrying to sort out this new information. “ And you say that now he's the boss of the
world?

“That'sright.”

“And he'sthe head of the Agency, and that means he's given the order to hunt Cheryl and me
down?’

“Right again.”

“I'll never believethat,” said Mihalik with findity.

Smith shrugged. “ Suit yoursdlf. I'vetried to help you; but if you ingst on sticking your own head into a
noose, there's nothing more | can do.” Kalilaappeared with liqueur glasses and acrystal decanter. “Well
take that in the other room,” said Smith. He indicated to his gueststhat they should precede him into the
parlor. Mihdik and Cheryl took seats on asofa, and Smith dropped into an overstuffed armchair. They
spped the sweet liqueur for afew moments and studied each other.

“All right,” said Cheryl, “I'mwilling to accept dl thisfor the sake of argument. Now please explain
those three dogans we see dl over the place.”

Thiswas asafer topic for discussion, and Smith seemed more relaxed. “ They belong to Minipeep, the
Ministry of People. Thereisamassive program under way at the moment to resettle great numbers of
people; the poor souls come from lands more crowded and poverty-stricken than here. Not everyonein
theworld isasrich and comfortable aswe haveit in London, I'm afraid; but the Agency istaking care of
the Stuation. The god isto have every individud in theworld fitted into just such arewarding life before
the turn of the century. | think well succeed.”

“That'struly amazing,” said Cheryl. “Then that's why weve seen so few people about. Most of your
population's been resettled.”

“That's precisdy it,” said Smith, with atouch of pride. “I have asmall part in the process, mysdf.”

“And then the first dogan means--"

Smith interrupted. “I1t means Ssmply that the less people there are, the more there isfor the remaining
folk.”

Cheryl shook her head. “Y our dogan'swrong. It should be *fewer’”

“| dont follow you,” said Smith.

“LESS IS MORE isaphrase from a poem by Robert Browning,” said Cheryl. “It wasused asa
generd statement about art by the architect Miesvan der Rohe. If Minipegpisusing it theway you mean,
it should be FEWER ISMORE. Or have you resettled grammar, aswell?’

Smith looked at Mihdik and Cheryl and mused, “A fool and a pedant; what awful company to be
aresedin.”

The sentiment passed over Mihadik's head. “ The second dogan, MARS IS EARTH, obvioudy refers
to the Man from Mars.”

“That'syour firg point of the evening, Mr. Mihdik,” said Smith sourly.

“But | don't underssand TOMORROW ISYESTERDAY .”

Smith finished thelast of hisliqueur. “It becomes smple enough when you redlize that the resettlement
| mentioned takes place not in space, but in time. We find new homesfor the huddled masses and the



wretched refuse on some bright, prosperous day in somelong-ago year. They are given anew start in the
coloniad Empire of the Past, and we are relieved of the burden of their welfare.”

Theimplications of this casud statement horrified both Mihadik and Cheryl. They had spent only a
year imprisoned in the past, on one “ bright, prosperousday,” and only their mutua love and will to
survive saved them from madness. They consdered what it must be like for the “colonids,” who were
doomed to spend the remainder of their lives repesating the same day endlesdy, without hope of ateration
Or rescue.

“That's the catch,” said Mihalik findly. “I knew wed hear it sooner or later.”

Smith pretended he didn't know what Mihalik meant. “We smply don't see it that way,” he said. “In
any event, you have no right to make judgments about the way we handle our affairs, you don't even
belong to thisworld. | suppose your world is governed better.”

“No,” said Cheryl, “we come from a place that's pretty terrible in alot of ways. We are hungry and
cold and frightened. But at least we don't solve our problems by casting millions of other peopleinto a
bottomless pit and forgetting them. And we don't have an Agency looking over our shoulders every
moment of the day.”

Smith made a disdainful gesture. “No, you don't have resettlement, and you don't have the Agency;
but I'll bet neither of you ever tasted a Chéteau Latour before, either.”

“Y our Chéteau istoo expensve,” said Cheryl.

“That,” said Smith, “isamatter of opinion, my righteous young lady.”

“Yes,” Mihdik said, “but we know your opinion. | wonder what the people you've dumped into
history would say about it. They've had the chance to spend afew years watching the same dead leaves
blow by at the same time every afternoon. It gets very boring, let metdll you.”

That didn't concern Smith. “Only if you have no other occupation,” he said. “Boredom goes hand in
hand with idleness. | can't bring mysdlf to fret over such beggars.”

Cheryl held up ahand. “Forget it, Frank,” she said disgustedly. “Y ou can't reason with him.”

“Wdl,” said Mihdik in bewilderment, “what are we going to do?’

“Y ou might stay here,” said Smith, affable once more. “Learn to love our world. It isn't difficult. It
soundsto measif your own hasvery little to offer.”

Mihdik stood up and took Cheryl's hand. “Come on, honey,” he said, “let's go see the chief.
Somehow in this place they've forgotten the meaning of * home.””

Asthey |eft Smith's apartment, they heard him laughing. Mihaik dammed the door behind him. It was
dill very cold outside.

Checking into the Hyatt Infinity

When Mihadlik and Cheryl arrived at the Agency Plaza, they learned that things were generdly as
Smith had described them. This Agency, whatever it was, had entirely replaced the previous world order.
“Man from Mars’ was now merely an ornamenta title, and the word “Mars’ did not appear anywhere
on the building's directory. They found Dr. Waterss name, and learned that his offices were on the 111th
floor.

“Bet hehasaniceview,” said Mihdik, asthey rode up in an express elevator, listening to gentle
ingrumental versions of songsthey couldn't identify. Such piped-in music had disappeared from their own
world asaresult of an international movement; a petition had been signed by over oneand ahdf billion
people. Hearing the soft music now gave the time travelers amelancholy nostagia.

Immediately beyond the bank of elevators was a corridor leading to a checkpoint; the way was
guarded by several armed men and women, al wearing the same style silver and blue uniform the genera
had worn at the party. One of the men stepped forward asif to block Mihdik'sway. “Yes?’ hesaidina
gruff voice.

“I| want to see Dr. Waters,” Mihdik said. “It'sme, Frank Mihdik. And Cheryl. Hell want to see us,
just let him know were out here.”

The man in the Agency uniform gave them both aquick but thorough scrutiny, then turned to a



speaker mounted in awall. There was a smal holoscreen there, too, but Mihalik couldn't see to whom
the soldier was reporting.

“You know,” said Cheryl, “if Smith's story were completely accurate, the Second Squad would know
we're here, and these guards would have been ready for us.”

“I don't know what to believe,” said Mihdik. “I'm just waiting until | can heer it al from Dr. Waters
himsdf.”

The soldier returned, his expression respectful. “ Just walk right through here, please,” he said. “ Right
down the corridor and past that officer a the desk. HEll buzz you through. Dr. Waterss officeisjust
beyond that.”

“Thank you,” said Mihalik. He was on his best behavior, and minding his manners. Helet Cheryl go
through first. Whatever his relationship had been to Dr. Watersin the past, Mihaik was now going to
meet the ruler of the world. Everything around him indicated that thiswas a no-nonsense kind of place.
He suddenly got the unhappy notion that thisinterview might not be so easy as he had figured.

They went by all the security checks as swiftly asthough a guardian angel hovered abovethem. Ina
way, that wastrue; Dr. Waters had personally ordered that Mihalik and Cheryl be shown every
courtesy. Asthey approached nearer to Waterss suite, the carpeting was more luxurious. Mihdik had
never walked on anything likeit, not even during the three-day al-expenses-paid holiday he had been
given just before his legp through time. He had gone to Russell Stoverworld in Orlando, Horida

Dr. Waters walked through the door to meet them. “Frank!” he said, smiling. “ And Cheryl!
Marvelousto see you both! It's been aremarkable day, hasn't it?’

“Dr. Waters--" began Mihalik.

“Frank, come into my office. Sit down, be comfortable. I want to hear al about your adventure.
Sorry | couldn't be at your reception. No rest for the weary, you know. Look out there, isn't that
beautiful? Lonely at the top, though, just like they say. Cheryl, you look lovely. Did you like the past?
1939, wasn't it? World's Fair, | understand. Bit of amuddle about bringing you back, | believe. Weve
got that al worked out now, | hear. Best men and women working around the clock. Never happen
agan, | promiseyou. Wdl.”

Mihalik was struck dumb with astonishment. Dr. Waters never spoke that way. He was athoughtful,
reticent man. When you were with him, you were dways aware that his powerful brain was constantly
observing, cataloguing, evaluating, and deciding; but he rardly shared whatever important conclusonshe
reached. He was atdll, dender man, strong, but not in abulky way. He had -- or he had had, inthe
proper 1996 -- black hair in a sharp widow's peak; a narrow, straight nose; deep dark eyesthat people
unfailingly described as*“magnetic’; prominent cheekbonesthat gave hisface along, somewhat snister
gppearance; and his one affectation -- a carefully trimmed mustache of the sort film stars wore when the
city of Hollywood still existed. He liked stylish clothing, and customarily wore adinner jacket and black
tie in the evening. Someone had once remarked, accurately, that Dr. Waters|ooked like Satan played by
ayoung Erroll FHynn.

The Dr. Waters who stood smiling at Mihalik was older, grayer, and alittle dump-shouldered from
the weight of hisduties; he had diminated the mustache. Mihalik thought the man looked no morelike his
project's administrator than the giant photograph had. And on top of that, it seemed that Watersswhole
manner had changed aswel. Mihdik glanced a Cheryl; she gave him alittle shrug to indicate that she
was just as perplexed.

“Dr. Waters,” said Mihdik, trying desperately to calm down alittle, “we met this man Smith who
sad--"

“Smith!” cried Waters. “Yes, of course you'd run into him. Told him to go to that party and take care
of you. The man can be alittle hard to bear sometimes, thinks he knows absolutely everything. He used
to givemealot of trouble afew years ago, but | changed histune. Hell argue with you al night if you let
him, but the thing to do istdl him right off you won't stand for it. He won't dare use that on me anymore.
Lovesme like abrother. Of course, I'm the ruler of the world now, so maybe that has something to do
with it. Just as hard to put up with asthe arguing. Hahal What did hetell you? Some rot about putting



you right back to work, no doubt. Well, never mind him. How would you and Cheryl like avacation?
Y ou've earned one, no doubt about it. Where, though? Anywhere you like, you just nameit. There's
nobody in Venicethistime of year, but | wouldn't recommend it.”

Mihalik took adeep breath and tried again. “ Sir, there's been some kind of terrible accident, and
you're the only hope we have of setting everything right. Even if you aren't the Dr. Waters we knew, you
must have the knowledge and imagination necessary to help us. Thisisn't our world. Thisisn't the 1996
we left; it'sal different. Weve got to know if we can get back to our own, or if it's been destroyed
forever and replaced by this. Can you do something, or must we spend the rest of our lives here?’

Dr. Waters seated himsdlf comfortably behind his desk and gazed thoughtfully for awhile a the
panoramic view of London. From the 111th floor, the city looked even lesslike the London of Mihalik's
world. There was a scattering of buildings here and there; once in awhile aroad joined afew blocks of
houses or apartment buildings; there were severd large blocky edifices that must have been the various
ministries; but al in dl the city was comprised mostly of large park-like expanses, clad now in snowy
white. The peaceful stillnesswas by far the mogt dien quality of thisfase universe,

Theruler of theworld turned at last and faced Mihalik. “Put your minds at rest,” he said. “Y ou won't
have to stay among us, if that's your choice. Glad to find ahomefor you. Get right to work on it. Sad to
hear that you're rgjecting our smple, rather comfortable society. It's been alittle project of mine, you
know, getting the world into decent shape. Don't know what your world islike, but it must be something
specid, if you'rein such arush to return. Do my best for you, of course, but it's not so easy. Not just a
case of tapping your hedstogether and wishing. Y ou're not Dorothy, and your separate redlity's not
Kansas.”

“It's not amatter of rgection, Dr. Waters,” said Cheryl. “It'sjust that everything we know, everyone
welove, our own past and our own future, al of that isin another world different from this. We just want
our own place, better or worse than yours asit may be.”

Dr. Waters nodded sadly. “And | suppose there's another Dr. Watersthere, too, eh? Not like | am, |
guess. Different in some ways. If you don't have timetravel, then your Dr. Waters hasn't goneinto the
future. He'syounger, am | right? Still has the mustache, no doubt. Well, maybe you're quite correct;
maybe my younger self was morelikable.” He sighed. “When you get older, you'l see that the road from
youth to middle ageis not so straight asit seems. | often wonder how | got here myself. Where were the
turnings? A smdll choice, adecison that didn't seem important at the time -- thousands of them add
together, and what you're left with iswhat you see every morning in the mirror.” Hisvoicetrailed off.

Mihalik wondered why it was so difficult to keep Dr. Waterss mind on the point of the conversation.
“This Smith guy mentioned something about the Second Squad, and that Cheryl and | could expect
trouble from them.”

“Oh, yes, of course,” said Waters. He looked uncomfortable. “ That's quite true. Y ou're supposed to
be arrested. Ought to occur just asyou leave this office. They'll take you away, toss you into Minitern,
probably never seeyou again. You'l be resettled, if you survive. Best thing for everybody. WElI find a
nice sunny day for you. Even let you pick the year. Any year you like. Y ou just nameit.”

Cheryl got quickly to her feet. “But why?’ she cried.

Dr. Waters looked even sadder. “Haveto,” hesaid. “Y ou're unpersons.”

“Smith cdled usthat,” said Mihdik. “What the hell doesit mean?’

The Man from Marstoyed with asmall round glass paperweight on his desk. The paperweight had a
bit of pink corad embedded init. He didn't look up at Mihdik as he explained. “Y ou're not the real Frank
Mihalik, or thered Cheryl -- that is, the ones we sent through time yesterday, to keep the strands of
tempord unity untangled. Y ou're the Frank and Cheryl from some other universe, coexistent with ours.
So you're not even human beings; you're figments of the cosmic imagination. A disruption of our
conveniently regulated society. Well, we know how to ded with disruptions. Cause you no unnecessary
pain, | assure you. Though there may be agood ded of necessary pain if you're particularly hard to
persuade. The Frank and Cheryl of thisworld would have gone off happily to be resettled, proud of the
chance. LESS IS MORE, you know. But you're not them; they're gone.”



“That'sright,” said Mihalik, damming afist on Waterss desk. “We're here and they're not. Where
did they go?’

Dr. Waterss smile brightened. “Have you ever heard of the Paradox of the Infinite Hotel?” he asked.

“No,” said Mihaik impatiently.

“Timetravel isamother lode of paradoxes,” sad Waters. “Have afondness for them, mysdlf. Kind of
ahobby of mine. Studied them al in the future. Don't pretend to understand them al the way they do
centuriesfrom now. They have them all sorted out there. But the Hotel, now, | do comprehend. Imagine
that theré'sahotel with an infinite number of rooms.”

“What does this have to do with getting Cheryl and me home?” Mihdik said. Therewas akind of
anima snarl inhisvoice.

Dr. Watersignored him. “And theré'saguest in every room in the place, get it? Now a convention
comesin late in the day. Big convention. Even an infinite convention, with no reservationsin advance.
They'redl tired from traveling. People want to go up to nice clean rooms, wash up, take anap, go out
for dinner. Maybefind somegirls”

“What's the point?” shouted Mihdik.

“So the desk clerk isalittle upset because dl hisrooms are taken, and he hasto dedl with all these
grumpy salesmen or whatever they are. Then he has a brilliant idea. He goesto Room 1 and knocks on
the door and takes the guest from that room and puts him in Room 2. Then he puts the originad Room 2
guest in Room 4. He puts the Room 3 guest in Room 6. See? What he's doing, he's putting al theold
guestsin al the even-numbered rooms. There's an infinite number of even numbers, soit'sno problem.
They'll fit. Then he takes the infinite number of new convention people, and puts them in the now vacant
odd-numbered rooms. It al works out very well unlesstoo many of them call down to the desk for early
wake-up calls. And they better not al want ice at the sametime, ether.”

Mihdik was furious. He wanted to grab Dr. Waters the way he had grabbed Smith's shirt, but he
resrained himsalf. “Y ou're saying that every Frank and Cheryl in dl theinfinite possible universesjust
moved over one, like playing musicd chairs”

“Something likethat,” said Dr. Waters. “ Gratified you can see my meaning. Y ou're not redl, not by
the standards of thisuniverse.”

“1 wonder if dl the Franks and Cheryls are having this problem,” said Mihdik. He shivered ashe
glimpsed thevast array of Mihaliks, al lost in thissameterrible vison.

“Many of them are settling down comfortably in whatever situation they find themsdlves,” said Dr.
Waters. “ Asyou should. Accept resettlement.”

“No,” said Mihdik. “Were going to find our way home.”

Dr. Waters thought for amoment. “Why don't you and Cheryl come with me? | have something to
show you. It might change your thinking about our world.”

Mihalik only grunted; Cheryl came toward the desk. “If you can help us get home,” she said, “well do
anything you ask.”

“Y ou should be learning,” said Dr. Waters, “that you can't choose among aternate redities asif you
were looking at tomatoesin agrocery store.”

“Weknow that,” said Cheryl. “But why can't you just reverse whatever process brought us herein
thefirst place?’

“Comewithme,” said Dr. Waters. He smiled at both of them.

A Small Token of Our Esteem

It was getting late. Mihdik's watch had stopped, but he had heard bells somewhere tolling twenty-one
o'clock. He was sitting with Cheryl and Dr. Waters at atablein alarge hdl. There were other decorated
tables around them; Mihalik turned to see how large the crowd was, and he redlized that he couldn't see
thefar end of the room. There must have been thousands of people, dl seated at small round tables made
festive with vases of mixed blue and white carnations. There was ahead table with arostrum set up, and
asmall, elderly, pink-haired woman was speaking into a microphone. She was extremely nervous



because of the presence of Dr. Waters.

“It's been absolutely marvelous working for the Agency al these years,” she said. She glanced around
at the people at the head table. “I want to thank my supervisor, and my foreman, Mr. Sokol, and | want
to thank dl the other men and women who worked with mein the Delitescence Section for making it so
pleasant. | love you, and I'm going to missyou dl.” Tears began to stream down her face.

Another woman, younger and wearing the Agency uniform, stood up and joined her. “Thank you,
Diota,” shesaid. “I'm surethey'll adl missyou, too. Go sit down, dear, that'sit. Hurry up, now. Next I'd
liketo introduce Captain Telek Shacross, who isretiring after nearly thirty-eight yearsin the Second
Squad. Captain Shalcross was recruited in 1874, and spent most of hisyears with us policing the
settlements of the sixth and seventh centuries. He has chosen for hisretirement home aday he visited
twicein the line of duty, September 23, 681 a.d. Let's have anice hand for Captain Shalcross.”

There was anice hand, and Shal cross came to the microphone. He wastall and broad-shouldered,
with amilitary bearing that made him seem even larger. “1 have only oneregret,” hesad. “I wish | could
take this uniform with me. I've worn the silver and blue for most of my life, and it will be strange to dress
asacivilian again. Especidly in seventh-century clothes.” For an ingtant asmile touched hislips, then
disgppeared. “1t isan honor and aprivilege to serve the Agency, and dl the difficult times and hardships
I've known have been repaid tonight, just to glimpse Dr. Waters herewith us. That'sal | haveto say.
God blessyou dl.”

“See?’ said Dr. Waters. “They dl love the Agency. All happy about being resettled. All these
wonderful people, loya workers and friends, retiring tonight. They don't have to worry about what the
futurewill hold. If their old age will belonely and wretched. They know exactly what their declining years
will belike, because they've picked their resettlement sites themsalves. They've searched through
extendive catalogues of pleasant, halcyon times and chosen the very perfect sort of day. Whatever their
preferences. Most people go for June or September. Have anumber of winter enthusiasts, however.
Makes no difference. Weve presdected the years for prosperity, peace, and health conditions. | think
it'swonderful.”

“If they had anything bad to say about the Agency,” said Cheryl, “they wouldn't be here, because the
Second Squad would have arrested them this afternoon.”

“A vdid point,” admitted Waters. “Unlikdy, though, that any such person would have stayed on with
usuntil retirement age.”

One senior employee after another spoke his thanks into the microphone, and then was hustled out of
the spotlight. Everyone seemed animated with anticipation; no one seemed particularly anxious. It dl
tended to bear out Waters's words.

“Do these people know what happens after they're abandoned on their chosen day?” asked Mihalik.
“Do they know they can't go anywhere because at midnight they'll be whisked back to their precise point
of arrival? Every day darts at the same place, wherever they may have traveled during the previous
hours. And they can't acquire anything because a midnight, when the next repetition of the day sarts, dl
they've gathered disappears. Their only permanent possessionswill be just what they take with them from
the present. That meansthey have to go out each morning and find food or medicine or whatever they
might need. They can't put up asupply for afew days. They can't afford to get sick or injured. And none
of thethingsthey do will have any effect on the past; when the day starts over, none of the true local
inhabitants will remember the previous version of the day. Broken thingswill be magicaly mended. New
friendswill be strangers again. Thereisn't the dightest sense of continuity. It can drive apersoninsane.”

“I know, | know,” said Dr. Waters. “ And these people understand that. A difficulty, | agree.
Preferable, even with dl that, to the over-crowded, starving world we had before. Flawsin the system.
We're not perfect, never claimed to be. But we take precautions. All these retiring men and women are
settled near agood food source. Asyou say, each midnight everything returnsto the condition it wasin
when the resettlee arrived. Meansthe food supply isinexhaugtible. They cannot go hungry. Sameistrue
for most of their needs. We do our best.”

Suddenly Cheryl sat up very straight. “That captain,” she said. “He visited his resettlement day twice



in the line of duty. And the Second Squad -- | never made the connection before. They have no problem
at dl traveling through time, backward or forward. Time travel has been perfected. Y ou don't need to
strand these folks on isolated daysin the past. It doesn't have to bethat way &t al. You'redoing it for
other reasons, something you're not telling us.”

“Of course,” said Dr. Waters reasonably. He smiled.

“What are you hiding, then?” asked Mihalik.

“Not going to tell you. Tried persuasion, showed you how nice we can be. Showed you all these
marvelous people. Just didn't dent your thick skulls. Now well haveto try threats and ugliness. Hate to
doit. You're so much like Frank and Cheryl, my friends whose places you've taken. But you've forced
me. We have other catal ogues, you know. Catalogues of particularly gruesome days, in years so bad
they've become legendary. We could throw you down anywhere we choose. There are some daysin
Americain 1968 that would make the French Reign of Terror seem like afield trip to the zoo. My
favoriteis 1361 a.d. A Black Degth year. Some perfectly horrendous weeks to choose from right herein
England. All we have to do is show aholofilm of one of those days, and criminds confess anything. But
we won't bother entertaining you with films. Just pluck one of the worst dates in recorded history out of
the hat, and kick your contumacious assesinto the middle of it.”

Mihalik cleared histhroat. It was very obvioudy time to regain control of the Situation. He gave Dr.
Waters his cool, devagtatingly cadm smile. “ Thank you for everything,” he said, “but | believe that once
aganit'stimefor Cheryl and meto begoing.” He got dowly to hisfeet. Cheryl looked a him, wondering
what he was planning. She pushed her chair back and stood up, also.

“You're going nowhere,” said Dr. Waters, still seated. “ The Second Squad--"

“The Second Squad can't touch us,” said Mihalik, “or they would have by now. Wereinvisbleto
them because we're not of your world and we just don't exist in your future.”

Dr. Waters gave asatisfied grin. “Because in afew hoursyou'l find yoursdf filed avay in some
perilous and dreadful year, with other villains just like yoursalves locked into days on either side. But
unlike prison, you won't be able to communicate with the people in the other cdlls. All that will exist for
you isyour own grim, narrow holein the cdendar.”

Mihalik let out adeep breath. “Dr. Waters,” he said, and then he swung a powerful blow that
smashed the Man from Marsin the face. Mihdik grabbed Cheryl's hand and half dragged her away; they
ran toward the nearest exit. They didn't stop to see what reaction they had caused, Mihaik could hear
the beginning of aloud uproar. He was moving as fast as he could, and Cheryl was not far behind. A
woman in an Agency uniform was guarding the exit; Mihdik dashed at her throat with the sde of his
hand, and the woman collgpsed. Then he was through the door and running for the elevators.

“Wevegot it made,” Mihdik caled over his shoulder.

“Hope s0,” gasped Cheryl.

“Second Squad,” said Mihdik, punching the evator button furioudy, “would have prevented that.
No other security people around.”

“Then we don't exist inthisfuture.”

“Right. Either Dr. Waterswill catch us and do what he threatened, or €lse were going to escape.”

“How?’ asked Cheryl.

“Don't know yet.” The devator arrived, and Mihalik pushed Cheryl in ahead of him. The doors
closed; the elevator dropped toward the ground floor. For amoment there was peace except for the
lilting melodies from the hidden spesker. Mihalik looked a Cheryl; she was abravelittle woman, he
thought. She's been through so much, and she's till holding up. He gazed into her beautiful green eyes
and wanted to hold her, to kiss her moist, sensuouslips. But thiswas not the time or the place for that.

Twiceinto the Same River

They ran out of the Agency Plazaand down the marble steps. “ Damn this snow!” Mihdik cried. He
hated cold westher. It was night, and the pale beams from the streetlamps made the drifts glitter like
crushed diamonds.



“Where are we going?’ asked Cheryl.

“Don't know yet.”

“There must be somebody--"

Then Mihdik knew. There was one person in thisworld who could hel p them, who would be glad to
help them. “Ray,” hesaid.

“But Ray'sin New York,” said Cheryl.

“Dr. Waters was supposed to bein New Y ork,” said Mihalik. “We were supposed to be returned to
New York. The project wasin New Y ork. But in thisworld, the project meansthe Agency, and al of
that ishere, in London. Ray will be here, too.”

“Unless he's been resettled,” said Cheryl. “How do we find him?’

Mihalik thought for afew seconds. “Phone book,” he said. There were so few buildings nearby,
however, where there might be pay phones. “We have to go back into the Agency Building.” He
grimaced; hedidn't likethat ideaat al. They ran back up the marble steps and into the building. There
were severa phones against awall opposite the elevators. There were no phone books, not of the kind
Mihaik wasfamiliar with in his own world. The holophones were different, too. For an ingtant Mihalik
was afraid. He wondered how long they had before the pursuit arrived.

“Look,” said Cheryl breathlessly, “there's a button on the phone marked Info.”

She punched it and the screen it up. A synthesized computer voice asked what information they
wanted, and Mihalik gave it Ray's name. He murmured a prayer and waited. A few seconds later, a
section of apage number. “I'll remember the address,” he said. “and you remember the phone number.”

“All right,” said Cheryl.

The voice asked if there was other information they required. “Can | make acollect cal to that
number? | don't have any coins.”

“Yes, dr,” sad thevoice. “Your name, please?’

“Tel himit'sFrank Mihdik.”

“Just amoment, please.”

And then the screen wasfilled with Ray's familiar, grinning mug. Ray was more than just Mihdik's
backup, the temponaut who would have plunged into the past if Mihalik had turned up lame or with his
liver suddenly lilied. Ray was crony and compotator, tennis partner and paraclete. He was the loyal
Petroclusto Mihalik's Achilles. Ray was dmost as good as Mihdik at everything atime traveler needed
to know; Ray was even better at certain things, like being funny at press conferences. Mihaik was often
stuck for agood evasive quip on such occasions, though by means of €ectronic stimulation of the brain
Dr. Waters had inserted more than a thousand into Mihdik's memory. Indeed, the primary reason
Mihalik had been chosen over Ray -- and thiswas a fact wholly unsuspected by either man -- was
Cheryl. Ray didn't have agirlfriend or even awife. Some of the project's psych peoplefelt that in an
unexpected crisisthat might be a disadvantage. They had been correct about that; thoughts of Cheryl had
kept Mihalik going when there wasllittle dse maotivating him to survive.

“Back so soon?” said Ray jovidly. “ The good old days not what you expected?’

“Ray,” cried Mihdlik, “it's great to seeyou. Y ou haveto listen carefully.” He sketched the Situation
briefly, emphasizing that “time was of the essence,” that they were being threstened with “afate worse
than death,” and that only Ray's presence indicated that Providence had, after dl, “fitted the cloud with a
slver lining.” The project's chief had loaded Mihalik up with cliches, too, because Dr. Waters hated to
see s0 much blank space in Mihdik's mind just going to waste.

“Soit's not you,” said Ray thoughtfully. “It just lookslike you. And just talking with you could get me
thrown away into the trash, on some Godforsaken prehistoric day before the invention of beer. The SS
might be coming up the Sairsright now.”

“The SS?’ Mihalik asked.

“The Second Squad,” said Cheryl helpfully.

“Isthat Cheryl'svoicel heard?’ asked Ray. “Isthat thered Cheryl with you?’

“She seemsred enoughto me,” said Mihalik.



“But then, who wouldn't?” Ray shook his head. “Never mind. Y ou say you'reintrouble. Tell me
whereyou are, and I'll come get you. Any friend of mineisafriend of Frank's. Even though you've never
met him, I'm sureyou'd like him. And I'm sure hed want meto give you abresk.”

Mihalik didn't try to follow that logic. “Werein the lobby of the Agency Plaza.”

“Hiding out under their noses, huh? Very clever,” said Ray. He laughed. “ Acrossthe street and to the
right, about seven blocks, thereés a service gation. Y ou lock yourself in the men'sroom, and Cheryl
locks hersdlf intheladies room. Wait for me; I'll be therein about half an hour.”

“All right,” sald Mihdik. “Ray, you're our only hope.”

“I know. Y ou'relucky I'm not jedlous or resentful or anything like thet, because thiswould be the
perfect opportunity to clean your clock. You're lucky that were such great pals. Of course, you don't
have any ideawhat our rdationship islikein this 1996; you're banking on our friendship in your 1996.
But you awayswere an intuitive lad.”

“Loveto chat with you, Ray,” said Mihdik, “but were kind of pressed for time.”

“I'm on my way. I'll knock eleven times.” Then the holoscreen went blank.

“Eleven?’ Mihalik asked Cheryl. She just shrugged.

They found the gas gtation easily enough, and did as Ray had directed. It was cold in the rest rooms,
and the minutes passed dowly. At last, as Mihalik was studying his hairlinein the mirror, there came
twelve knocks on the door. “Ray?’ he caled.

“That'sme.”

Mihalik unlocked the door, and felt agreat wave of rdief when he saw hisfaithful sidekick. “You
knocked twelve timesinstead of eleven,” he said.

Ray hugged Mihdlik fiercely, even though, for Ray, it had been only aday since he had seen hisfriend.
“Then why did you open the door?” he asked.

“Because you said you wereyou,” said Mihadlik. “Let'sgo get Cheryl.”

Soon the three climbed into Ray's flashy red car, and headed up the avenue away from the Agency
Plaza, toward Minitern. Ray began making frequent turns, asif euding hypothetica shadowers. In afew
minutes Mihalik, at least, had no ideawhere he was. “Where are we going?’

“Let meknow onething,” said Ray. “Where do you want to go?’

“Home,” said Cheryl. “Our home. Our own 1996.”

“Well,” said Ray confidently, “there's only one person who can help you do that. Dr. Waters. You
say that he's not very receptive to the idea at the moment. So well outthink him.”

Mihalik snorted skepticaly. “ The three of us combined couldn't think in an hour what Dr. Waters can
think while hés shaving.”

“Frank,” said Cheryl, “let'slisten to Ray'sidea.”

“Thanks,” said Ray. “Now heres my plan. Were going to bundle you off to the future, centuries from
now. The people there perfected time travel then came back to giveit to us. That'swhere Dr. Waters
went in 1984 to get a complete education in chronics. When you meet him there, remember that he won't
know what's happened here during the last twelve years. He won't know about yesterday or today. He'll
be glad to help you, and the people of the future will probably have asmple solution to your
predicament.”

“That sounds perfect, Ray,” said Cheryl. “It'sbrilliant.”

“Therésonly one hitch,” said Ray. “If, in the future, your arrival there or the results of your journey
cause some kind of unpleasantness, they'll know about that, too. They'll bein apostion to prevent it,
unlike our SS. And then, too, you may not go into the future, after al. Y ou may end up stuck back on
that day in 1939.”

In the silence that followed, the windshield wipers made dull, lonely noises. “I like to hear about the
risksin advance,” said Mihdik.

“Well, that'sthem,” said Ray. “ The brighter sde of the coin isthat theresavery good chance you'll
end up just where you want to be, back in your very own 1996. The people in the future may be
maneuvering things toward a happy ending, if they like your looks. In that case, you won't need to go to



their time. That may be why you haven't been caught by the SS. The people of the future may be clearing
apath for you.”

“If that'strue,” said Cheryl, “we won't have any trouble from now on, either.”

“Right,” said Ray. “Well see”

Paradoxes and nonlinear time-flow made Mihdik fed the same way he did when hetried to read
poetry that didn't rhyme. “ So where are we going?’ he asked.

Ray's deek car squedled around a corner, and Agency Plaza stood before them about a mile away.
“Oh,” said Cheryl.

“Dontworry,” said Ray. “Were al well-known facesin there. I'll be able to get usinto the
transmission room. | can set the coordinates and al the rest. If you haven't been stopped by now, you
can assumethat you'll get away clean.”

They left the car in Ray's assigned place in the parking garage, and once more hurried up theicy
marble steps. Ray led them to the devator, and they rode up to the project's facilities on the fifty-seventh
floor. No one challenged them. Mihalik began to fed more confident; it was beginning to look asif Ray
was right. They said hello to abored Agency man -- guard or janitor they couldn't tell -- and hurried to
the transmission room. It didn't resemble the equipment Mihdik had used, but thisworld had the benefit
of ahdping hand from the future. The two nervoustime travelerstook their places on the transmission
stage while Ray went about the business of setting the controls; evidently, once perfected, the procedures
involved with timetravel were not especialy complicated.

“I wish you could stay herelonger,” said Ray, when held finished getting everything ready. “ After you
leave, there won't be aFrank or Cheryl inthisworld.”

“Maybe your own will come back,” said Mihalik.

“Maybe,” said Ray dubioudy. “ Anyway, give my regardsto the Ray in your time. Areyou al set?’

“All st,” said Mihalik. Hetook Cheryl's dim hand and pulled her close. “Once moreinto the
Unknown!”

At that moment they were interrupted by danger in the form of Dr. Waters and six armed Agency
soldiers. “ Stop them!” cried the ruler of the world.

Mihdik silently damned dl theories and the people who inflicted them on normd folk. “Push the
button!” heyelled.

“Wait!” shouted Waters. “Listen! I've got something important to tell you! When you hear this, you'll
think twice about taking your chances with another jump through time.” He looked from Mihdik to
Cheryl. He eyed them magneticdly.

Before Mihdik had a chance to make a courageous sardonic reply, there was aflicker of amber light,
aszzle, asnap, and amoderate clap of thunder. It was obviousthat afew things had changed dightly
during those seconds. The room looked just alittle different, larger, and brighter; the electronic
equipment was bulkier and |ess sophiticated; the armed guards were gone; Dr. Waters was younge,
smiling, and once more sported a devilish mustache; Ray was pretty much the same, except now he and
Dr. Waters were dressed in olive green jumpsuits, the same as Mihalik and Cheryl wore. Most happily of
all, abuffet table was set up, but this one did not bear fantastically abundant and sumptuous food;
instead, there were platters of frozen Milky Way bars and caramel apples without the apples and sheets
of little candy buttons stuck on paper. To drink there were bottles of Vernor's ginger de, the Officia
Beverage of the Conquest of Time. Civilization had gone back on the candy standard.

“Ray wasright,” said Cheryl with wonder. “We're home.”

“Good old Ray,” said Mihdik, helping her down from the transmission stage. They turned to receive
their welcome. It wasn't so elaborate as their reception in the false 1996, but it wasinfinitely more
pleasant. That thought led Mihdik to another: hefet grateful that they had managed to find the right suite,
somehow, in the Infinite Hotel. They had come along way, and they could use somerest.

“I'll bet you're glad to see me,” said Dr. Waters.

“Wait until wetdl you about it,” said Mihadik.

“That can wait,” said Dr. Waters. “First, I'm sure you'll want to rest and get cleaned up. Then we can



tak.”
“Have you ever thought about shaving off your mustache?’ asked Cheryl.
Dr. Waterslooked at her, bewildered. “No,” he said dowly.
“Don't,” said Mihadlik. “Don't ask mewhy, just don't.”
“Anybody want ajawbreaker?’ asked Ray.
Mihalik turned and looked at hisfaithful backup man. It was nice to be back.

Book Three
Just Because Everything Is Different Doesn't Mean Anything Has Changed

Almost Only Countsin Horseshoesand Hand Grenades

Dr. Waterswas holding alarge box of gold foil-wrapped chocolate-covered cherry-flavored
processed food product. Real cherries had disappeared years before during aworldwide frenzy of
hatred directed against anything that grew on trees. Trees needed to grow on land, and most people
believed that housing was more important than fruit. For atime, many nations operated their own
orchards, then it was learned that high officiasin certain countries had made themsel ves wedlthy by
tearing down low-income housing projects and leasing the property to the government as prime nectarine
acreage or guava plantations. The public rose up in itswrath and its anger could not be appeased. In
those days, the expression “I do not careafig” took on awhole new meaning. It seemed that chaos
would overthrow democracy and totditarianism adike. Then, miraculoudy, in 1992 a scientist named Rod
Marquand, nephew of the physicist Zach Marquand, learned to grow quinces, whortleberries, and
grapefruits on vines that climbed up buildingslike claw ivy. Somefruits of amost every variety were
making acomeback, no longer dangling from space-wasting trees, but sagging ponderoudy from e egant,
rapidly spreading creepers. Many buildings were entirely clad in green leaves, and people could reach
right outside their windows to harvest guavas, plums, wanuts, satsumas, cranberries, or amost any other
fruit. Except cherries. It wastoo late for cherries; they had sadly been the victim of theindignant fury of
the masses. Marquand tried his best to recreate the cherry by sophisticated botanical methods, but al he
could come up with was akind of maraschino grape that fooled nobody.

“Here,” said Dr. Waters, “have another one.” His magnetic eyes sparkled with good humor.

“I couldn't eat another thing,” said Mihdik.

“What I'd really like,” said Cheryl, “isahot bath and a clean jumpsuit. We weren't in the alternate
1996 long enough to have either, and there was aterrible lack of washateriasin 1939. We had to take
our clothes down to the East River and pound them on rocks.”

Dr. Waters and Ray laughed. “ That's the past for you,” said Ray in his gentle cheerful manner,
“dways primogenid. Y ou can't get away fromit.”

“I guess not,” said Cheryl. Shetook asip of club soda.

“But you're here now,” said Dr. Waters, “and al those experiences are behind you. | know you'd like
alittletimeto rest up and relax, and let me assure you that you'll haveit. Y ou don't know how critical
things are here. I've worked out a rather delicate assgnment that needs someone with experiencein
handling emergencies. None of our field operatives has suffered the kind of bad luck that you ran into. As
soon asyou're able, 1'd be grateful if you'd comeinto my office to discuss the matter with me. Maybein
ten days or two weeks. Enjoy yoursdf in the meantime.”

“Fine, boss,” said Mihalik. He glanced at Cheryl, whose face had gone pae. “What's the matter,
honey?’ he asked. “ Dr. Watersjust said something about ‘field operatives.” What kind of field
operatives?’



“Agency field operatives, of course,” said Ray.

There was no need for Cheryl to explain it to Mihalik. They just looked at each other; they weren't
home, after all. They had arrived in 21996 very smilar to their own, but it was still not theright one.

“Close, but no cigar,” said Cheryl.

“You'rejust now redizing that you're not in theright universe,” said Dr. Waters.

“Yeah,” said Mihdik. “ So how did you know we were coming? Y ou seem to have expected us.”

“My equations predicted it.” Dr. Waters didn't bother to elaborate. “ They tell me how to send you
home, aswell. To the correct redity.”

“Donttel me” said Mihadlik, “well haveto do you some kind of favor first. This delicate assgnment
you were talking about.”

Dr. Waters shrugged. “1'd send you home immediately, if | could. Believe me. But wereengagedin a
sort of timewar, with arebel group trying to destroy the Agency. WEell have to root them out of the past
before we can regain control of the cross-tempora matrix.”

“And you want usto do therooting for you,” said Cheryl.

“It seemsonly fair,” said Ray. “Y ou're going to create the rebel army yoursalves. Y ou're responsible
for thewhole messin thefirg place.”

“| wouldn't do something like that,” objected Mihalik.

“You can't hepit,” said Dr. Waters sadly. “Y ou're doomed to lay the groundwork for the Temporary
Underground. It's your destiny, it'sfate. Y ou can call it kismet, Frank, or karma. It'sin the cards.”

“Inthecards,” said Mihdik. “Do your equationstell you al this, too?’

“Moreor less. | have other means of knowing the future, but that's not important now. Listen, Frank,
| don't hold it against you. About founding the Underground, | mean. | can't expect you to love the
Agency. It doesn't exist where you come from. Y ou can't understand how vitd the Agency isin
maintaining order in acosmosthat doesn't particularly enjoy order. | can tell you this much, though: you
aren't going to attack the Agency directly. Y ou aren't going to lead the revolution yoursdlf. But things that
you do and say are going to impress men and women of an insufficient moraity, and they will exaggerate
and distort your ideas. From that corruption will arise the Temporary Undergound, and we will haveto
fight them on battlefields dl up and down the thoroughfares of time. We are fighting them now. Ina
sense, we have dway's been fighting them. And we need you. Both of you.”

Mihalik considered Dr. Watersswords for only afew seconds. “Y ou can count on me, sir,” he said.
He had cast hislot with the forces of truth and justice. It seemed like the right thing to do at the time.

“And me, too,” said Cheryl.

“I knew you'd have no problem making up your mind,” said Dr. Waters. He looked at both of themin
turn; his eyeswere serious and stern, yet at the sametime friendly and wistful, and allittle magnetic, and
courageous and weary and brown. “Ray will get in touch with you next week, and welll giveyou a
briefing. Our ESB techniques of implanting essentiad knowledge are much advanced over thosein your
ownworld. Your missonwill beto atimefar in the past, but you'll have nothing to fear: youll fit right into
whatever erawe send you to.”

Frank and Cheryl in Duel Roles

The ESB training made the assumption that virtually everyone would hold asword in theright hand,
so quite naturaly it was just Mihdik's luck that the Cardina's Guard who attacked himwasa
left-hander.

“Monseur,” said Mihdik, “has no one troubled to inform you that you fence perversay? Surdly the
cardina would not countenance such an abominable disregard for convention.”

“| pray to advise you, monsieur,” said the guardsman, “that the cardina does not concern himself
overmuch with convention. His Eminence caresonly for victories, and | am compelled to admit that in
that regard | have always provided him with great satisfaction.”

Their rapierstouched briefly, and Mihalik retreated beyond the other's reach, observing the fighting
gyleof hisfoe. “Y ou mean, monseur, that you have managed to survive. That may not -- will not --



adwaysbethe case. In any event, itisnot the fierce lion aone that outlivesthe victims of hisfangsand
claws”

“I fear, mongieur, that | do not apprehend your meaning.” The guardsman gave alittle flourish by way
of salute, then drove forward to the attack.

“Timid rabbits that flee the battle a so survive their more conventiona brothers.” Mihdik fell back a
few stepsin mock retreat, drawing his angry opponent toward him. The guardsman started alunging
attack from low position; Mihalik tapped the man's blade on the outside, turning it in, and in the same
motion scored a bloody touch on the guardsman's shoulder.

“Damn,” muttered the cardina’s man. Mihalik's stinging taunt about fleeing bunnies had made the
guardsman careless. He drew back now with more respect for Mihalik's clever siwordplay.

Despite hisinexperience in dueling | eft-handed swordsmen, Mihaik knew from the instant they
crossed blades that this man of the cardina's was as good as vanquished. A red mist seemed to float
before Mihdik's eyes, and agrim fighting smile played upon hislips. Hewaited, inviting in octave, certain
that his opponent would eventudly display afata weakness. The guardsman guarded in sixte, ashe
would in apractice match with foils; it was an error in real combat that would cost him dearly. Mihdik
noticed immediately that the other man's elbow was bent too much and the undersurface of the forearm
was entirely exposed. He extended hisrapier and began afeinting attack; the guardsman parried but did
not riposte. Mihdik recovered forward and lunged, his sword's point thrusting under the other's guard,
piercing the cardindist's forearm. The guardsman fdll back quickly, changing the sword from hisleft hand
to hisright.

“Y ou waver, mongeur, asyou retreat,” Mihalik criticised. “Y our difficulties arise from your lack of
balance”

“Y ou perceive correctly, though it pains me to admit it. However, | have defeated many a confident
musketeer possessed of superior equilibrium, but insufficient samina.”

Mihalik smiled. “Ohla, monsieur! Y ou force upon me the observation that our encounter must be
brought to an early end.” He lunged, and the guardsman fell back; he lunged again, and once more the
other man retreated. Mihdik stood up straight and dropped his point, inviting attack. As the guardsman
extended hisrapier, Mihdik relaxed on guard, hisblade in octave. The cardinalist lunged forward,
attacking Mihdik's front leg above the knee, intending to pierce the thigh and restrict Mihdik's
movement. Mihadik counterattacked, thrusting forward and drawing hisfront foot back at the same
moment. The unbalanced |eft-hander ducked his head as he continued his downward stroke -- and
Mihalik drove his point through the man'sthroat. The guardsman gave agurgling cry and fdl to the
courtyard's stone pavement.

Mihalik glanced around quickly, to see which of his comrades most needed his aid. Porthos was
toying with ayoung guardsman who was hardly more than a boy; it seemed that the boastful Musketeer
was reluctant to end the youth'slife, and was giving him alesson in thefiner points of swordplay. Athos
had aready dispatched one foe and was pressing a second unmercifully. Aramiswasrecitingapsamina
cheerful voice as he duded; he did not seem to bein any immediate difficulty. Cheryl was il disguised
asaman, and she aso seemed quite in control of her opponent. Mihalik took the opportunity to catch his
breath. He watched as Porthos disarmed the boy, sending the rapier clattering across the stones. 1 beg
of you, my son,” said Porthos sadly, “ don't retrieve the weapon.”

“I mugt,” said the young guardsman. He ran after it. Mihalik was closer to it. He scooped up the
sword and refused to relinquishit.

“Then | must surrender,” said the boy. “The cardinal will not be pleased.”

Porthos put his huge hand on the young man's shoulder. “When you tell him that it was Porthos of the
King's Musketeers who defeated you,” he said, “the cardind will have nothing but admiration for your
courage.”

Athosjoined them. Thefleeting joy of victory faded rapidly from hisface; then he wasthe grim
inscrutable man who commanded the awe of everyone who knew him. He nodded to Mihalik and to
Porthos, but he did not speak.



“Comeaong, Aramis,” called Porthos. “Finish your sermon and have an end to it. Y ou need not
quote Holy Scripture to your man; helll meet the Author himself soon enough.”

“Asyou say, my friend,” said Aramis. With an eegant combination of binding and thrugting, he drove
hisrapier through the luckless guardsman's heart.

“How unfortunate that His Eminence could not spare more of hisloya defenders this afternoon,” said
Porthos. “Thiswas bardly worth the inconvenience to five such sawartsas us.”

Only Cheryl ill battled in the chilly March afternoon. Theringing of her blade againgt the guardsman's
echoed in the tillness. Slowly she drove her man back; shelunged and he retreated out of reach, trying
to avoid her flashing rapier. It seemed to Mihalik that she was weaving adeadly net of sted around the
cardind's man. At last he was brought up against awall of the courtyard; he grunted, unable to retreat
farther. Shelooked a him camly, dropping her point into low position, alowing him agraciousfina
chance. The man snarled afew unintelligible words and launched afuriousflailing attack. Cheryl did not
flinch. She held her ground, taking hisblade on hers, deflecting it, and riposting immediately. She dipped
ingde hisguard and impaled him. He fell forward, tearing the sword from her hand.

“Very pretty,” said Mihalik, as Cheryl stooped to recover her wegpon. She smiled a him.

“Y ou two young lads fight aswell asanyonein France,” remarked Aramis.

“From the lips of one of France's greatest swordsmen,” said Cheryl, “that is the supreme
compliment.”

Athos gave a short-lived smile. “It waswell earned, without a doubt. And our dinner isaso well
earned. Let usretire to consider the proper care of our weary bodies, which have served us so well this
afternoon.”

“And let us not neglect our spiritual selves” said Aramis.

“No,” said Porthoslightly, “we must remember to light acandle at our convenience, and attend mass
sometimein the future, and perhaps even go to confession, though in my case al such activity isonly for
the sake of good form and custom. The cardind's villainsleave me no spare time to commit an honest Sn
for which to repent.”

They dl laughed heartily and walked arm in arm out of the courtyard, in search of honor, fame, and a
fineroast fowl.

Reporting for Work in Someone Else's Novel

Paris. City of Light, Capitd of the World, the city that islike awoman with flowersin her hair. Paris:
the tree-lined boulevards, the bookstdls and intimate cafés, the artists and poets, the city of lovers. But
shewas not dways s0. In the days of Louis X111, Pariswas acity of poverty and misery, burdened by
the policies and taxesimposed by the King's chief minister, Cardinal Richdlieu. Revolts againgt the
cardind were plotted al over France, by peasants and by dissatisfied noblemen. In thistime of intrigue
and danger, Frank Mihdik and the lissome Cheryl hoped to stay dive long enough to complete the
mission Dr. Waters had given them.

Cheryl'sauburn hair was cut short and hidden beneath adark wig in the style worn by gentlemenin
the mid-1600s. Her features were regular but ambiguousin gender: dressed in masculine clothing in the
uniform of the King's Musketeers, with aplumed hat riding her artificid ringlets, Cheryl appeared to bea
young man, old enough to seek hisfortune, young enough so that the lack of abeard and a man's sterner
expression did not arouse suspicion.

Mihalik and Cheryl shared a single room above a butcher shop in the Rue de Charpie. Unlike other
newly made musketeers, they had no man-servant to act as squire. Cheryl explained thisto those who
inquired by pleading poverty, though it was clear from her clothing that her concept of poverty included a
certain alowance for style and fashion. The truth wasthat they did not trust the generdly dull-witted yet
inquigitive lackeys availablefor hire. In any event, they did not plan to remain long in the seventeenth
century.

“It'skind of fun to be ableto handle arapier so well,” said Cheryl one morning.

Mihalik grunted; he was wolfing down large chunks of stale bread dunked in arather coarse red wine.



“I il fedl funny stabbing another man to desth. | don't enjoy killing people.”

Cheryl gave asad smile. “Dr. Waterstold us not to worry about that. Thisisn't red life, here. These
people aren't real. We're not redly killing anybody.” Her expression was dubious, however.

Mihadlik didn't share that view, either. When held skewered the guardsman earlier, the dying man shed
dark red blood and fell to the ground in avery persuasveimitation of death.

The day was as gray and chilly aswinter could be. Mihalik and Cheryl dressed in their musketeers
doublets, with rapiers belted securely in place, and soft floppy leather boots protecting their feet from the
muck and mire of the Parisian streets. They walked to their heedquarters, the Hotel de Tréville.

They were greeted warmly by the other Roya Musketeers who lounged, gambled, bragged, fenced,
joked, drank, and otherwise entertained themsel ves whilefilling up the house of their captain. Monsieur
de Tréville. The story of the encounter with the Cardina's Guards had passed from Musketeer to
Musketeer, growing alittlein each tdling. By midmorning, Mihdik and Cheryl had attained quite alittle
reputation of their own, which did not suffer by its connection with the godlike trio of Athos, Porthos, and
Aramis.

“Messieurs,” said aMusketeer whose name Mihdik did not yet know, “Mongeur de Tréville has
ordered that you wait upon his pleasurein his chamber immediately.”

“Thank you, Guichard,” said Cheryl. She shot aglance at Mihdik, who read nothing in the look. He
wondered if Trévillewould be angry or joyful about their defeet of the cardind’s men.

Cheryl rapped lightly on Trévillesdoor. “Comein,” called the captain's strong voice. Cheryl grasped
the knob and opened the door. Mihaik followed her in; Athos, Porthos, and Aramis were aready
assembled before Trévill€'s great desk.

“Ah, Juvin,” said Tréville, addressing Cheryl by her nom de guerre. The captain sood and offered his
hand; Cheryl removed her magnificent plumed hat and her gauntlet, bowed, and shook Tréville's hand.

“You will recal my comrade from Ste. Clothilde,” said Cheryl, indicating Mihalik.

“Yes, of course. Y ou have made agreat beginning to your career, Monsieur Chauvet.”

“Thank you, monsieur,” said Mihdik. He too shook Trévilles hand. Cheryl nudged him, and Mihalik
came smartly to attention beside the unsmiling Athos.

“Perhaps you wonder why | asked you to appear before me thismorning,” Tréville began.

“It must concern our unfortunate collision with the men of the Cardind's Guard,” said Porthos, trying
to hide hissatisfied amile,

“Ah, yes. That.” Treévillesface clouded for aningant. “1 must get to the King to explain that little
contretemps before Mongeur le Cardind explainsit from his point of view. But no, you will receive no
congratulations from me; you were but performing your duty as Roya Musketeers. And you will receive
no condemnation, for reasons | suppose you aready understand well enough. | have asked you to attend
me for quite another purpose.”

“Then it must concern the King,” said Athos. “Or more precisely, the Queen.”

Trévilles expresson did not change, but his glance lingered for along silent moment on the face of
Athos. “Yes, my friend,” hesaid at last. “I wonder if it is necessary for me to speak to you of the matter
at al. But perhaps your young apprentices do not share your perception. It isimportant that they, too,
have dl the factsthat you have evidently dready gleaned from some secret source.

“For some time, my Musketeers, | have known of arumor that threstens to shake the very throne of
France. Whether it istrue or not | cannot say, but that is not of very great importance. The rumor itself is
the danger: it isthat our Queen, Anne of Austria, the beautiful and graciouswife of Louis X111, has been
replaced by atwin, awoman so precisely like the Queen in al respectsthat not even the King himsdlf
suspectsthet it is an imposter who accompanies him at court.”

“If not in the boudoair,” said Porthos.

Trévilleseyes closed, like aman enduring akind of agony. “Y ou do our King no credit with such an
observation,” he said coldly.

“Forgive me,” said Porthos, “but, to be sure, it is common knowledge--"

“If I may continue,” said Tréville. “ According to the sories, the genuine Queen isacaptive in the



Badtille, aprisoner of the Red Duke, Cardinal Richelieu. No one knows his motives or his schemes, but
they cannot bode well for the Queen, or for France.”

“Y ou wish usto search out the truth in this matter,” said Aramis placidly. He held adender volume, a
book of prayerswith his place marked by alady's handkerchief.

“Yes, that isthe case. Y ou must perform this task with utmost delicacy, secrecy, and tact. The fate of
France may depend upon your actions. The fate of our dear Queen -- a queen, but a so an innocent
woman caught in the tangled plottings of the cardind -- that, too, isin your hands.”

“But have no fear,” said Athos, “for there is no one esein France so capable as we three. Wefive,
now that we are of that number.” He bowed politdy to Mihalik and Cheryl, who returned his elegant
sute.

“I am not fearful,” said Tréville, “for | trust your skill and judgment. But | do not deep well these
nights, and | shall not until thisaffair is concluded. Now go, and make your planswell. | will do
everything | canto aid you inyour inquiry. | pray you to report to me daily, and do nothing to arouse the
suspicions of the cardina or hismen.”

Sometime later, over amidday med of roast saddle of hare, the five musketeers began to devise their
scheme. “It isnot an easy thing Monsieur de Tréville has set before us,” complained Porthos.

Cheryl swallowed some de and wiped the foam from her lips. “But it may not beimpossible, either,”
shesaid. “We must place someonein the palace itsdf, someone who is not well known to the King, the
cardind, or the guards.”

“Then it cannot be mysdlf,” said Aramis, “for | have adight acquaintance with certain ladies of the
court. And Athos and Porthos are dso too familiar. Juvin, you or your young countryman, Monseur
Chauvet, may be perfect for thisrole.”

Mihdlik felt achill wind whispering down his neck. He wanted to tell Aramisthat there wasno way in
hell hed march into the paace of King Louis X111 and begin poking around in al the corners. “I accept
the assgnment gladly,” he said. He shivered.

“Wdl said,” cried Porthos. “ And remember that we will defend you with al our abilities, though we
must remain outsde the palace walls. Y ou will have our encouragement and support and good wishes.
And if you sound an darm, we will hurry to your side as quickly aswe can. All for one, and so forth.”

“I will beinyour debt,” said Mihdik. Thiswasjust the kind of thing his beloved old mother had
warned him against; Mihalik had away's been too eager to go dong with the crowd. He didn't want
Athos, Porthos, and Aramisto think he was some sort of coward and aweakling. He didn't want to look
likeachicken in front of Cheryl. The Musketeers opinions were important to him even though, asDr.
Waterswould insst, the three swordsmen didn't redlly exist.

TheKidsfrom the Future Play the Palace

Aramis, through one of his connections a court, was able to secure for Mihalik a position that gave
him a certain amount of liberty to investigate the roya apartments unobserved. His contact, Madame de
Romiers, was lady-in-waiting to Queen Anne. The lady, swept away by Mihdik's rugged good looks and
charmingly odd accent, fell in love with him amost ingtantly. Mihalik was glad Cheryl could not know
about it. Sometimes Madame de Romiers permitted hersaf certain liberties of aphysica nature that
shocked Mihadlik's sengbilities, which had been formed &fter dl, in the more inhibited and prim world of
the late twentieth century. The French aristocracy of the 1600s seemed to be alewd and licentious|ot,
and their behavior frequently embarrassed Mihdik.

Madame de Romiers dways made such conduct entertaining, however, if not entirely acceptable by
Mihalik's standards of decency. “Y ou arein danger,” she whispered one evening. They had metina
place arranged in advance by Aramis. Mihdik did not know what she had said; he was staring into her
lovely gray eyes, suddenly forgetful of hismisson. “Please, monsieur,” she said, “you areinterrible
danger. | am sure that something has happened to our beloved Queen. There are spies and agents
everywhere.”

“But isthat not usualy the case?’ he asked.



“That istrue,” she admitted, “but these are not the usua spieswhom | have cometo recognize. There
are new and strange people a work, and | wonder if even the cardina himself isin control of them.”

Rebels of the Temporary Underground, no doubt; Mihalik was sure of it. He wished that Cheryl were
near enough to be consulted. He wondered if held have to protect the safety of the entire world, of the
entire future, without help from Dr. Waterss Agency. It wasacruel and unfair baptism of fire.

Y et hefelt comfortable and safe beside Madame de Romiers. It was evident that she, too, returned
hisfedings, dthough married to awed thy wine merchant, shelived alondy and unfulfilling life at court.
Her days were spent attending to thetrivia needs of Anne of Austrig, avoiding the traps and schemes of
Monsieur le Cardinal, and staying out of the clutches of every lecherous nobleman she chanced to meet.
Sherecognized in Mihalik aforthright spirit who honestly liked her, unlike the many men who, though
clad in silk and brocade, concealed malignant souls benesth their rich costumes.

Each day brought new information, but Mihalik was unable to make sense of most of it. There were
countless plots and counterplots. some of them were formed by courtiers to overthrow the King; some of
them were directed at the cardinal; some of them seemed to be more dl-inconclusive, possibly devised
by the Temporary Underground to wrest control of this erafrom the Agency. But wasthat perhaps only
Mihalik'simagination a work? He had no tangible evidence that the rebels were present. He did his
work in the palace and hoped that Cheryl was able to interpret things correctly. Their lives depended on
that.

Sometime later, Mihaik was preparing for bed in histiny apartment in the palace, exhausted after a
long day of arduous labor. Just as he had dipped into hiswoolen nightshirt, there came afrantic knocking
on hisdoor. “Whoisit?’ he cdled. There was no reply, but the knocking came again. Mihaik grabbed
his rapier and went to the door.

He was surprised to see Madame de Romiers, who could not afford to be seen in this part of the
paace. “Mongeur Chauvet,” she said bregethlesdy, “your lifeisinimminent peril. Please, let me come
in”

“Of course, madame,” he said. He sllently prayed that thiswas no trick of hers, a pretenseto alow
her the opportunity for yet more shameless body contact. He stood aside and she swept by him, her
exquiste gown of satin and lace rustling so loudly, Mihalik was sure even His Eminence must heer it.

Madame de Romiersturned to him, her expression anxious and afraid. “Do you love our Queen?’ she
asked.

Mihalik merely nodded.

“Then you must learn of the dark secret that the Red Duke wields as aweapon, directed against the
very heart of France.”

“Y ou are speaking of the Queen'stwin,” said Mihaik.

Madame de Romiers was astonished. Her face flushed. “ How do you know of this?" she whispered.

Mihalik gave her amodest smile. “I am not what | seem,” he said. Herather liked cloaking himsdf in
alittle mygery.

“I have known that from the moment we met.” Her long lashes dowly covered her gray eyes, and she
looked down at the floor in some emotional distress.

Asmuch asMihdik fdt inclined to pursue their persond relationship, there were more vita mattersto
attend to. “Y ou claimed that | am threatened, even now,” he said. “ By whom? And for what reason?’

“Y ou are certainly more than you seem, Monsieur Chauvet, even though it is only now that my belief
has been proved true. But others have not only entertained their suspicions, but also acted upon them. A
cregture of the cardinal'sis preparing, even aswe speak, to end your life this very night. We must--"

A loud, urgent rapping interrupted her. Mihdik glanced at Madame de Romiers; she shrugged, not
knowing if the vigitor wasthe n or amore welcome guest.

“Whoisit?’ cadled Mihalik, trying to sound unconcerned.

“Cheryl,” camethereply.

“Oops,” said Mihaik. He was uncomfortable, discovered by his girlfriend with the opulent Madame
de Romiersin hissuite; but hewasrelieved, aswdl. “I am not done,” he murmured to his sweetheart as



he opened the door.

“Who do you havein there?’ asked Cheryl. Shewas only alittle jealous. She was ill dressed asa
young man, though not in the uniform of the King's Musketeers. Mihdik closed the door again behind
her.

“Madame de Romiers” said Mihdik, “1 have the privilege of presenting to you my countryman,
Mongeur Juvin.”

“I have observed Monsieur Juvin on severa occasions,” said Madame de Romiers, “but until now |
have been denied the pleasure of his acquaintance.”

Cheryl accepted her hand and bowed gallantly over it. “Madame,” she said, “you have been denied
but littlewhile | have learned only now how empty my life has been.” Madame de Romiers amiled at this
extravagant flattery.

“What you have told me, madame,” said Mihalik, “you may aso trust with Monsieur Juvin. We are
closer than brothers”

“Then you are both in danger. Y ou must |eave the palace tonight, this very hour.”

“Already?’ asked Cheryl. “The criss has come?’

“Yes, apparently,” said Mihdik.

Madame de Romierslooked frightened. “ Richdlieu's men are everywhere. Thereis no safe way to
trangport you from the palace. We must find away to hide your identities from the guard.” She thought
for amoment. “If we were able to enter the suites belonging to the ladies attendant on the Queen--"

“Yes” said Cheryl, “that isjust what | wasthinking. But can we get there safely?”

Madame de Romiers shook her head. “1 do not know. It isarisk that must be taken.”

Cheryl nodded reluctantly. Mihalik still didn't know what stratagem had been decided. The three
dipped from his quarters and began the journey to the apartments of the ladies of the court, which were
two floors below and in the farthest wing of the palace. They moved quickly and quietly, but even so they
were surprised by aguardsman, not more than fifty yards from their goa. “I wastold to expect you,” he
said with acrooked leering grin.

Mihdik'srapier sang as heripped it from its scabbard. The guardsman's smile grew wider. Mihaik
waited for the guard to attack; the man was hesitant to begin the battle, but it was not for lack of
courage. He waswaiting for the arrival of others who would make the risking of his own blood
unnecessary. Mihdik had to dispatch the man before the reinforcements arrived. The red mist floated
again before his eyes; he lunged and compelled the guard to defend himsdlf. The cardind'’s man parried
and riposted, and Mihdik fell back afew inches, guarding now in sixte. The guardsman drew back as
well, galing. Mihdik began aflashing attack, hisblade ringing in the narrow passageway as he sought to
discover his opponent's weakness. There was no time for asow and methodical duel. Pressed
desperately by the fury of Mihdik's ondaught, the guard began to show how inadequate was his kill.
Mihalik scored once on the forearm, once through the shoulder, and yet another hit on thewrist.

The guard opened his mouth; he was going to shout for help. “Quickly!” cried Madame de Romiers.
Mihdlik did not hear her plea. He captured the man's blade on hisand did by it with afalling lunge. His
point dipped between the guard'sribs, and the cardind's man fell to the carpeted floor, hiscal for aid
dillbornon hislips.

Gasping alittle from the exertion, Mihdik led the two women down the corridor. Madame de
Romierstouched his arm when they reached the entrance to the ladies' apartments. “1 must go firgt,” she
whispered. “ Even among the Queen's ladies there are doubtlesdly traitors. If no oneis about, | will lead
you into my suite, where we may assemble a hasty costume to cloak your true selves.”

Mihdik understood at last, and he wasn't pleased by the plan: he would have to escape from the
palace dressed as awoman. Cheryl wasin an even more implausible situation -- she would be awoman
dressed as aman dressed as awoman. Well, mused Mihalik, it worked for Shakespeare's characters al
thetime,

It did not take long for Madame de Romiers to choose garments for them. Over her masculine attire,
Cheryl put on the cogtly appard of the Queen'slady-in-waiting. She abandoned her high boots and



dipped her feet into apair of Madame de Romierss pumps. Thefinal touch wasawig in the current
fashion, blond rings and curls piled high upon the head. “Y ou will make acharming lady,” said Madame
de Romiers.

“Thank you,” said Cheryl. Shewasill a ease, but Mihdik thought that she was probably more than a
little pleased with the compliment. After amoment, Cheryl looked asif she were beginning to enjoy the
masquerade.

Not so Mihaik himsdf. He had no ideawhat some of the items were, or how they operated.
Madame de Romiers dternated between amused teasing and nervous bullying. “No, not that way!” she
cried. “ The other way around! How did you ever get to be aKing's Musketeer, knowing so little about a
lady's undergarments?’

At last, however, both time travelers were dressed according to the lady's specifications. After the last
perfectionist touches of makeup, Madame de Romiers stepped back to survey her accomplishment.
Parbleu!” shecried.

“What isit?’ sad Mihdik anxioudy. “ Do you hear the guards?’

“No, no, itisnot that,” she said. “Look.” She held up amirror.

Mihalik saw nothing in the mirror but his painted face beneath atowering blond wig. He presented a
rather attractive picture, dl in al, but nothing spectacular. “What do you see?’ he asked.

Madame de Romiersturned to Cheryl. “Do you agree?’ she said. “Is he not amarvelous likeness of
the Queen hersdlf?’

“I an?’ said Mihdik, astonished.

“Heis?’ said Cheryl, likewise surprised.

“Certes,” said Madame de Romiers, “and | am one who should know. But thereisno time for
wonderment. We must make haste.”

“My rapier--" said Mihalik.

“Youmust leaveit,” said thelady. “To carry it would invite disaster.”

Reuctantly Mihalik agreed. They |eft the apartment and hurried back the way they had come. Leaving
the palace, fortunately, was asimpler matter than finding away in.

Many minutes later, at a gate used primarily by servants and tradesmen, Madame de Romiersbid
them both farewell. “1 may never see you again, my darling,” said the Queen'slady. Cheryl moved away
to give the other two abit of privacy.

“You must not tell yoursdlf such athing,” said Mihdik galantly. He kissed her lightly, trying to keep
histal blond wig from bumping her tall blond wig.

“Adieu, then, my hero,” she whispered. Her cheek was wet with tears.

“Adieu,” said Mihalik. He drew away. The beauty spot she had placed beside his nose was starting to
itch like crazy.

Mihalik and Cheryl had not gone more than ahundred yards before the catastrophe occurred. To
Mihalik it seemed asif the moon turned as red as a crushed tomato, and the stars began to vibrate and
hum with an evil energy, and then they exploded. It was adetonation of darkness, however, and it
swallowed Mihdik up and silenced histhoughts. There was no way to measure timein that total absence
of light, and Mihdik floated about, not living and not deed, until there was another explosion. Thisone
was of pain.

There was a solid chunk of agony at the back of his skull, and it beat there like a second heart. Every
movement exaggerated the pain, so Mihdik tried to stay as motionless as possible. Even breathing
brought tearsto his eyes, and the grinding soreness claimed al hisattention. It was dmost an hour before
he thought to wonder where he was.

Queen for a Day

“Hello?’ hecdled.

There was no answer. The only sound was the steady drip of water somewhere close by. Mihalik's
senses began to awaken and report information, little of it cheering to hisfearful mind. Helay on adamp,



cold stonefloor. Therewasalitter of straw benesath him, and he was aware of the sharp ends sticking
into his bare shoulders and neck. Now that he was fully conscious he redlized that his head was shut upin
somekind of ... mask. Somekind of heavy iron mask. “Oh no,” said Mihalik. “Oh, no. Oh, no.”

He got to hisfeet, which were bare; he had kicked off Madame de Romierss shoes at the first
opportunity. He was il clothed in her layers of garments and devices, over which he wore her tightly
bodiced gown of ruffed taffeta. “Guard!” he shouted. There was till no answer.

The cdl was small and dark. The only light came from the smoky flickering torch that lit the corridor
beyond his cdl door's smal grill. There was not enough room to exercise his cramped muscles. Each
minute, marked by forty or fifty throbs of hisaching head, passed with vicious downess.

Findly, after aminor eternity, aman came with awooden bowl of food. “Wheream |7’ croaked
Mihdik.

“Bequiet,” snarled the guard. “I'm not supposed to talk with you.”

“But can't you see there's been some kind of mistake?’

“I see nothing.” He dropped the bowl beside Mihdik'slegs. There was a shackle around one ankle,
and it was chained to the sonewall.

“Why have | been arrested?”’

The guard gave him awicked grin. “You'll learn the answer to that from the cardind himself,” he said.
For some reason the man thought hiswords were particularly clever or funny, and |eft the cell laughing to
himsdf. Mihalik called after him to no avall; there was an echoing bang as the guard dammed the door
closed, aloud snap as he fastened the iron lock.

Mihaik was once more aone. He picked up the wooden bowl and ate ravenoudly. Every bite caused
him renewed pain.

He measured out the days by the medls: there was abowl of grud in the morning, and athin stew of
fish or mutton at night. The bowlswere dways brought by the same taciturn guard. Twice aday Mihdik
pleaded for an audience with his captors, for a chance to prove that aterrible mistake had been made.
All he earned for histroubles was dy, sadigtic laughter from hisjailer.

Asthe days passed, Mihalik's mind began to weaken. Entombment in the dark, fetid cell done might
have driven aman mad; the horror of theiron mask multiplied his sense of hopelessness. In the beginning,
he counted on Cheryl's resourceful ness to rescue him; she was the only person who might know who and
where he was. When no rescue came, he guessed that she too was a captive, or dead. He believed that
he was a prisoner of Dr. Waterss enemies, the Temporary Underground; as his sanity wavered, he
began to suspect that Madame de Romiers had led him into thistrap, that Cheryl had abandoned him,
and that both women were secretly in the employ of the rebels.

“Youthink I am Anne of Austria?’ he shouted into the darkness. There was no reply but the startled
sgueaking of arat. “How can | be the Queen? Look, I'm not even awoman!” It did no good.

Mihalik plotted his escape, but each ideadied in frustration. He had no wegpon with which to
overpower the guard; he could not escape for long, dressed in the grimy, tattered dress of one of the
Queen'sown ladies; even if he did eude the rebels, he was trapped in this false past with no means of
returning to hisown time and redity.

At last, when the hysteria had given way to a quiet, calm acceptance that was beyond despair,
Mihdik wastold that he would be given an audience with the King's minister. Cardina Richelieu himsdif.
The guard's manner had changed dramatically; he now addressed Mihalik as*Y our Mgesty,” even
though it was clear from the bits of beard that stuck out beneath the hideous iron mask that the prisoner
was not awoman. Mihalik was conducted by four armed guards from the damp dungeon in the Badtille
to the cardind's gpartmentsin the palace.

“Ah,” said Richelieu, when the soldiers had | ft the room, “it is good that we have thistalk.”

“Tak?" cried Mihalik. “I want to know what's going on. | demand that you remove this mask. |
demand that you release me.”

Richelieu studied Mihalik in slence for along moment. He was dressed in hisred robe and red
skullcap; he looked like Charlton Heston with a pasted-on beard. One long bony forefinger stroked his



carefully trimmed mustache. *Very few people make demands of me and live to witnessthe resuilts,” he
said at last. Hisvoice was very soft.

Mihalik felt no fear; he wondered why that was. “Y our Eminence,” he said, “ether | am the Queen, in
which case | may speak as| like; or else | am not the Queen, in which case you've made a monstrous
error that will prove dangerousfor you.”

Thecardinal smiled. “And in that event, | would be wiseto hide my blunder. In an iron mask, inthe
deepest, darkest pit in the kingdom. Or in an unmarked grave almost anywhere. It seemsthat it would be
well for you to be the Queen. What have you to say now?’

“| say that | am not the Queen. | am not even awoman. Have your guards no eyes? Look, I'm a
man!” Tearing the materid of thefilthy dress, Mihdik presented his most persuasive argument.

Richelieu said nothing while he considered the matter. “ Perhaps that seemsto you like adequate
proof,” heremarked dryly. “But | must disagree, monsieur; it isno defence. | have known the King too
long and too well. | am aware of his, ah, predilections, and the fact that the Queen may not be awoman
does not startle me so much as you may have hoped.”

That remark upset Mihdik. He didn't know what to say. The interview was rapidly degenerating into
theirrationd, but that was nothing new for timetravel. “1 takeit, then. Y our Eminence believes meto be
the Queen. And that you have a double to take my place. Isyour double also aman?’

The Cardina seemed vexed. “No,” he admitted.

“Don't you think that Louis X111, however unusud his predilections, will discover the changein his
roya wife?’

Richdieu uncovered his chilly smile again. “The Queen may be the King's consort, but that does not
mean that Their Mg estiesredlly do, ah, consort. If you understand my meaning. Our secret may go
unguessed for quite along time.”

Mihdik had the strangest fedling that he was dedling not with afictionaized version of ahistorica
personality, but with ashrewd and clever agent of the Temporary Underground. It was an unlikely
notion, but it wouldn't go away. “I know for certain that I'm not the Queen. That meansif Y our Eminence
has planted yet another duplicate on the throne, there is athird woman -- the genuine Queen -- running
around. Did you capture her, too? Is shein another cell, with another iron mask hiding her face?’

“Y ou have come at last to the flaw in my scheme; but so long asthe two of you are kept out of sight,
al will bewell. | cannot bring mysdf to end the life of the Queen, and | am not sure at this moment which
of you that is. So you will haveto grow content with my hospitality. | trust things have not been too
terriblein the Badtille. | intended that thistalk should have cleared away my doubts, but | see now that
my hopeswerein van.” He clapped his hands twice, and aguard entered the chamber. “ Convey this
lady back to her cell, and pay no heed to her ravings. Sheis quite mad, the poor creature.”

The guard put arough hand on the prisoner'sarm. “ Stop!” cried Mihdik in apanic. “1'm not the
Queen! You'vegot to listen to me!”

“TotheBadtille” said the cardinal. He had dready lost interest in the matter, and was examining some
papers on his desk.

We Meset the Enemy, and Hels Them

The guard released Mihdik'sarm. “I am not what | seem,” murmured the guard.

“Oh, redly?’ said Mihdik. “Neither am 1.”

“I've come to rescue you. |'ve come to take you back to the twenty-first century.”

Mihdik's heart beat wildly. “Thank God!” he said. “ Can we get me out of thisdressand thisiron
mask?’

“No, we don't have aminute to spare. They'll take care of the mask back in our time. Right now we
have to get away from the palace; that won't be difficult because | have the cardind's safe conduct.”

“What about Cheryl?” asked Mihadlik. “I haven't heard anything about her since | was captured.”

“Who?" asked the guard.

“Cheryl. | was beginning to imagine shed |eft me here holding the bag.”



“I don't know anything about any Cheryl. | wasjust sent to get you.”

Mihalik walked dongside his rescuer, through the foul muddy streets of seventeenth-century Paris.
“Victory isalmost in our grasp,” said the guard.

“Hooray for us. Y ou know, no one has ever redly told me what thiswar isal aout. What isthe
Agency fighting for? What are the Underground terrorists fighting for? 1 don't know. Power? That doesn't
make sense, not the way they're going about it. What good isthe past to them, anyway?’

“Nobody answers my questions, either,” said the guard. “Mostly it'slike agreat big game of
hide-and-seek down all the dleyways of time. But | think we're working on some way to makethe
present more responsive to changesin the past.”

That chilled Mihdik. He didn't want anybody -- neither the Agency nor the Underground -- to
experiment with atering the present. It was an immensdly disturbing notion. | hate to admit this” he said,
“but sometimes it sesemsto me that the Agency is doing the wrong thing. Sometimes | think that thereisn't
much to choose from between the two sides. The Agency may bejust as Snister asthe Temporary
Underground.”

The guard stopped suddenly in the street. “ Say,” he said camly, “what did you say your name was?’

“Mihdik. Frank Mihaik.”

“I don't know any Frank Mihaik,” said the guard. He drew hisrapier. “| was sent here to recover
Brother Fortunati, but it lookslike I've ssumbled on an Agency spy.”

“Oh, hell,” said Mihalik. “Would you redly kill melike this? Would you leave me here dressed like
this, with this goddamn mask on my head?’

“We have no pity in the Temporary Underground. That isaweakness and aluxury. Weve cometo
expect that from horslike you.”

“Say what?’

“Hors. From hora, the Latin word for *hour.’ It's a contemptuous name we have for you people who
bdieveintime”

“Oh. Wdl, why don't you just leave me here? | can't hurt anybody or interfere with your plans, stuck
in this storybook.”

“I can't do that. | haveto--" The guard was silenced by a crashing volley of thunder. Mihdik looked
up; the sky was bright and cloudless. The guard seemed to be frightened by the noise, and he was now
cowering on the ground in terror.

‘“What'swrong, man?’ asked Mihdik. “Y ou're behaving like a superdtitious savage.” Then he saw that
the guard was not writhing in fear, after dl; he was writhing because three gaping holes had been blown
through his body. The man's blood pumped out upon the mossy cobblestones and trickled away toward
the Seine. The guard stopped writhing.

“Come, Chauvet,” called Athos. Mihdik turned and saw hisfour companions -- the Three
Musketeers themsdaves and Cheryl. They carried primitive firearms. Of course, thought Mihdik; that's
why they're called musketeers. They understood that in certain circumstances, rapiers made little sense,
“We persuaded Juvin not to abandon you,” Athos said.

Mihaik gave Cheryl ahurt and puzzled look from within the iron mask.

“Dr. Waters sent acourier to fetch me,” she explained, abit flustered. “We thought you were dead,
that the cardina had disposed of you days ago. Then we got a message from one of our spiesin the
Cardind's Guard, one of the men who ddlivered you to the palace from the Bagtille. We cameto your
rescue as soon as we heard the news.”

“I'mso glad,” said Mihalik coolly. He didn't want to have anything more to do with the time war or
anything connected with it. He wanted to find hisway back to his own crummy world, where & least the
Agency and the Temporary Underground didn't exist.

“Y our young friend lost hope severd times,” said Aramiswith aserene amile. “AstheKing's
Musketeers, we require proof before we give our friends up, but perhaps customs are different among
your countrymen.”

Mihalik frowned at Cheryl, but she still could not seeit. “Were you redly so quick to leave me



behind?" he asked.

Shelooked asif she wasready to cry. She did not answer.

“May | ask you something?’ said Porthos. “Why are you barefoot and wearing that hideousiron
meask and that disgudtingly filthy gown?’

Mihalik laughed bitterly. “It's just a custom where we come from,” he said. “I'm the April Fool.”

A Mind Unused to Activity StirsUneasly

Mihdik and Cheryl were fetched by atal handsome young man in the blue and silver uniform of the
Agency. Helooked absurdly out of place among the foppishly costumed Musketeers at the Hétel de
Tréville. His name was Private Brannick, and he had black hair and steely eyes, and it didn't seemto
bother him at al that he was out of place. “Y ou get used to that, shuttling up and down the catwalks of
time” hesad.

“But doesn't your appearance cause problems?’ asked Cheryl. “Don't the natural residents of the past
notice you? Doesn't that change history sometimes?’

Private Brannick shrugged. “It might,” he admitted. “It would, | mean, if thiswerethe real past; but
thisisn't theredl past. Didn't you redlize that?”

Mihalik had realized no such thing. “How could this not be the past?’ he asked. “How can you go
back intimeto anything other than the past? | mean, it hasto be the past, by definition.”

Private Brannick laughed indulgently. “ The Three Musketeers never truly lived, you know. Y ou've just
had alittle vacation. Ask Dr. Watersto explainit al to you. It'sjust like aholashow, with
better-than-usua specia effects.”

“Vacation!” cried Mihalik. Brannick had pried off theiron mask, to Mihalik's great relief, but
Brannick had brought no spare uniform or change of clothes. Cheryl wasin her musketeer outfit, and
Mihalik wasin histattered and bedimed gown. No one seemed to be taking his recent torment serioudy,
and hefdt like bugting this Brannick guy in theface.

“Now, now,” said the Agency man, “Dr. Waters warned me about your irrationa spells. Well just
dip out of sight here, and fling ourselves back to the present.”

“To your present, you mean,” said Cheryl. “Well still be stuck in thiswrong universe.”

“It doesn't seem wrong to me,” said Brannick. “It doesn't even seem wrong to these French guys. It
seemswrong only to you, so | think we can safely say that if anything iswrong around here, it isn't the
universe'sfault. I'd say even you two were beginning to fit in rather well. If you'd just start thinking of our
world as‘right,” everybody would be happy.”

“You know,” said Mihdik thoughtfully, “this whole stuation reminds me of something else. A book or
afilmor something.”

They ducked behind an arras, and Private Brannick performed some operation with some bit of
equipment. Almost ingtantly they were thrown forward more than three centuriesto Dr. Waterss
laboratory in the Agency Building. There was no oneto greet them thistime.

“It reminds me of something, and it'snagging me,” indsted Mihadik. “1 wish | could think of what.
Something very obvious”

“Dr. Waterswill want to meet with you after dinner. 1t's now about noon. Y ou can refresh yourselves
and rest until then. | think Dr. Waters will send someone for you when he'sready.”

“Thanks,” said Cheryl. Private Brannick nodded and |ft the quiet |aboratory.

“Itwill cometome,” said Mihdik.

“Whatever are you muttering about?’ asked Cheryl.

“I want to get this goddamn dress off. Let's go down to our quarters. | need a bath, too.”

“I'll say,” shesaid.

An hour later, when both had showered and changed into the officid Agency uniform, Cheryl went
into her room and closed the door to take anap, and Mihalik lay on hisbunk and stared at the
soundproof ceiling. He was desperately tired, but his body wanted to fade away into pleasant dreams,
and hismind was too agitated. The circumstances were tantdizingly familiar. It irked Mihdik that he



couldn't put hisfinger onit; it waslike trying to wrestle a popcorn hull from between histeeth. The more
he thought, the farther the answer seemed to be. His mind's tongue just wasn't strong enough. The
popcorn hull stayed lodged.

At lagt, Mihdik's exhausted body won out and he fell adeep. He had a disturbing dream. “Good,” he
told himsdf, “maybe my unconscious mind isworking on the problem even while I'm adeep.” He saw
himsalf inasmall rickety boat buffeted by the strong current of some vast, dark river. It isthe Orinoco. It
isthe Kasai, before it joins the Congo above Kinshasa. It is Tinker's Creek, behind my grandmother's
house, and | am till aboy. There are shinning fish in the depths, their hungry eyesbulging a me, their fat
lips osculating like the kisses of faithless mermaids. The water iscool and inviting, and my brow is so hot.
| would dip into the coffee brown river but | know that to do soisdeeth; till | tease myself with theidea
and itisexciting. | may yet legp in or some person may push me.

Y es, there are other people in the boat. Thereisawoman, adim beautiful woman with auburn hair
and eyesthe color of the veldt grasses after the rainy months. She tempts me with unfinished smiles, but |
am strong and brave and trust no one, because thisis adream and even my best friends have screwed
me up in dreams. Sheis Cheryl, yet in some sinister way | know sheisan dly of the water creatureswho
wait for my living flesh.

There are men. | can't count them. There are many men, and they pay no attentionto me at al. They
are not friends. Are they waiting for meto die? They must desire Cheryl, they must want meto fal
overboard, yet none of them approaches me. It is Cheryl who glances at me with heavy-lidded eyes. She
would tell me how cool the water is, how it would take away thisfever, make me whole again.

There: | havelearned that | am not now whole. What iswrong? A fever. | have afever, aterrible
fever, and | am not in my right mind. Of course I'm not, I'm dreaming. No, even for adream | am not
thinking clearly. Otherwise, how could | imagine the gentle, devoted Cheryl could ever suggest such
things, that she could ever threaten horror and death? Cheryl isall that is good and clean in theworld, the
only unspoiled, generous spirit | have known, the only person | can love without reservation. And that
includes Dr. Waters (the real Dr. Waters), who, after al, evenin our own universe, cares more for the
results of his scientific inquiriesthan for the safety of hisvolunteers. Yes, | love Cheryl, and it ismy duty
to guard her and keep her safe from these men and from whatever dwelsin the reeking and filthy water,
s0 | go to her and sheis glad. She comforts me. She puts her cool white hand on my brow.

What isthisfever? What does it mean? | fed very weak suddenly; Cheryl whispersto me, but it does
no good. | have no strength at al, and if the men came now | could not defend mysalf or Cheryl. | must
not think about that; | have enough experience with dreamsto know that if | think something must not
happen, it will certainly hap--

Mihalik awoke, thrashing weakly on his bunk. His head ached and he felt feverish. Therewasan
awful tastein hismouth. “Cheryl!” hecried.

She hurried from her room to his. She sat beside him and stroked hishair. “ There, there,” she
murmured. “1t was only adream.”

“I know that,” said Mihdik impatiently, “but it was important. Fever has something to do with what |
wastrying to remember before. And traveling. A girl and agroup of men.”

“It'samost timeto see Dr. Waters.”

“Damnit, | won't be ableto rest until | think of it.”

“Just take it easy, honey,” said Cheryl. “Forget about it for now. Well tak about it later.”

“Easy for you to say. Y ou don't have the fate of our whole universe resting on your shoulders.
Whatever's on the tip of my tongue isthe key to this phony redity. I'm sure of it.”

Pay No Attention to That Man Behind the Screen

Private Brannick arrived to escort them to Dr. Waters's suite, where the head of the Agency was just
finishing hisdinner. They joined him &t the table and were each served a delectable tangerineice and a
glassof Dr. Pepper. A large platter strewn with barbecued rib bones stood in the middle of the table, and
there were white cardboard containers of fried dumplings and moo shu pork with one leftover pancake.



A cobdt blue cocktail shaker was hdf filled with liquor, and amartini glass stood neglected by Dr.
Waterss hand, empty but for apearl onion. Dr. Waters|ooked benignly from Cheryl to Mihdik. Private
Brannick stood shifting hisweight afew feet away, trying to be inconspicuous.

“Wadl, now,” said Dr. Waters.

“Therésalot we haveto tak about,” said Mihdik. He had felt acertain quality growing in him lately,
akind of daring, forthright recklessness that was pleasurable but risky. He had aways been agood
follower, he had dways prided himself on histremendous skill a being second in line. If someone else
would break the ground, if someone else would send back instructions, Mihalik was the very best there
was at being runner-up. He had been thefirgt to travel through time only because he thought that Dr.
Waters had solved every problem, had, in effect, blazed thetrail. Mihalik fully expected merely to obey
orders and do nothing on hisown initiative; the way things had turned out, though, it had taken him alittle
whileto find this new inner strength. It made him fed clever and tough and powerful. It excited Cheryl,
too, and he liked that.

“What do we haveto talk about?’ asked Dr. Waters, puzzled.

“We haveto talk about getting back to our universe,” said Mihalik.

“Tedious, Frank,” said Dr. Waters. “ Don't be tedious.”

“It'sthe most important thing on our minds,” said Cheryl.

“Anybody want the last of the moo shu pork?” asked Dr. Waters. Obvioudy he didn't want to talk
about their dilemma.

“Look, gr,” said Mihdik, banging hisfist on the table, but not heavily, “you sent us back to Louis
XI1I's France for some reason of your own, just like--"

“Just likethe Wizard of Oz,” said Cheryl.

Mihalik stared at her. His mouth opened, then closed. “That'sit!” he shouted. “ That's just what I've
been trying to remember dl afternoon! The Wizard said held help Dorothy get back home, if first she did
thisone little thing for him. She had to steal the Wicked Witch's broom. Just like you had us go back to
the seventeenth century and clear out the Temporary Underground for you. Well, we did, and now were
back. And you have to help us go home.”

“What'sthisWizard jazz?" asked Dr. Waters. Helooked at Private Brannick, who only silently shook
his head.

“Itsafilminour universe” said Cheryl. “With Shirley Temple asthelittle girl.”

“So what happens?’ asked Dr. Waters. “ Does the Wizard get her back home?’

“It wasn't Shirley Temple,” said Mihdlik.

“Yes, it was Shirley Temple, | remember her tap dancing with Bill * Bojangles Robinson, who played
the Licorice Man who ferried them across the Root Beer River.”

“I don't give adamn about any of that!” cried Dr. Waters. “ What happens?”

“Oh, the Wizard can't help her,” said Cheryl. “It turns out that it doesn't matter, anyway, because the
girl isactudly dying of blackwater fever, and dl of this Oz businessisjust addirious nightmare she's
having in the hospital, and al the people in the dream are redlly the doctors and nurses taking care of
her.”

“So she never does get home?’ asked Private Brannick sadly.

“Well, shedies, see” said Cheryl, “but at the end you see her going up to Heaven, which looks just
like Oz but al her family isthere, just like at home. They dl died of thefever, too.”

Dr. Waters drummed hisfingersimpatiently on thetable. “Y ou're telling me that none of thisisredl.

Y ourewrong, folks. It isred. You may not be real, Frank, and Cheryl may not beredl, but al the rest
of thisisred. If you died right here on the spot, | promise you that the rest of uswouldn't blink out of
existence. You're not God, Frank.”

“I never claimed that | was.” Suddenly, Mihalik's eyes opened wider. “ Do you remember, Cheryl, the
other Dr. Waters said something about how it wouldn't be so easy to get back home? Not like just
tapping our heelstogether and saying ‘ Theré's no place like home 7’

“Yes” shesad breathlesdy.



“Damnit,” said Mihdik. “I'm getting confused, trying to keep straight which Dr. Waters said whét.
Weve met three of you aready. Y ou seemed more substantial than the last one, because this universe
looks more like ours. But thisone and dl the others are just blurry, distorted copies of the red universe.”

Dr. Waters laughed softly. “Y ou can make up theorieslike that dl night if you want to. The important
point -- the only truly important point -- isthat you are here, whatever you want to think about this
universe, It'syour problem, not ours.”

“But you haveto help usl” said Cheryl.

“Show mewhereit saysthat,” said Dr. Waters. He took out one of his expensive imported cigarettes
and leaned atall white taper over to light it.

“Then you never meant to help us,” said Mihalik. He raised himsdlf hafway out of his chair.

“Now, now, Frank, you've aways been hotheaded. I'll do what | can, whichisn't much. I'ma
chronicist, not awizard. But | owe you something. First, though, | want you to tell me exactly what you
accomplished on your misson.”

Mihalik looked blankly at Cheryl. “We don't know,” she said.

“Wdl,” said Dr. Watersimpatiently, “did you run up against the Underground?’

“Of coursewedid,” sad Mihdik. “Y ou could have given us alittle more information before we | eft
here. It took me afull day to figure out that the Musketeers were the good guys and the Cardind's
Guards were the rebels.”

Dr. Waters squinted alittle. “When you left here, we didn't know who the rebels were. But I'm pretty
sure they weren't the Cardind's Guards. They weren't, at least, the last time | checked.

“But the Musketeers couldn't have been, either,” said Cheryl.

“That'sright,” said Dr. Waters.

“Then who the hell was the Temporary Underground?’

Private Brannick cleared histhroat loudly. “We, uh, we've since learned that they've taken over the
Flemish textileindustry. Y ou should have infiltrated the society of Hemish merchants.”

Mihalik looked at Cheryl. “I didn't see agoddamn sign of any Flemish merchants, did you, Cheryl?’

“Nope.”

“No Flemish merchants,” growled Mihdik. “No Dutch uncles, no German shepherds, no English
muffins, no Spanish moss, no Portuguese men-of-war, no Swiss cheese, and no Matese falcons.”

Private Brannick frowned and took awarning step toward him. “Remember where you are, Mr.
Mihdik” hesaid softly.

“Can't take ajoke,” said the chrononaut. “ That's the trouble with all you time fascists, no sense of
humor. So if the Musketeers weren't the Underground and neither were the Guards, who the hell was
that guy who was |ooking for Brother Fortunati ?’

Dr. Watersraised his eyebrows. “ Fortunati? He's one of the Commander's right-hand men.”

“Who isthe Commander?’ asked Cheryl.

“Thetop dog of the Temporary Underground,” said Private Brannick with a murderous expression.
“The head honcho. The big noisein the mutiny department. A number 1. The beg'sknees and the clam's
garters, asfar as sedition goes. He thinks he's hot stuff and ared pipperoo, but he's not so tough. He's
nothing to write home about.”

“Sounds like Brannick's spent too much time on the sidewalks of New Y ork sixty years before he
washborn,” said Mihdik.

“Oh,” said Dr. Waters with some amusement, “Brannick's | right. That will beall, private.” When the
uniformed man | eft the suite, Dr. Waters smiled again. “He'd love to get his hands on the Commander,
but that guy's dippery as an ed. The Commander likesto hide in the most Godforsaken places and eras.
We found him once on Samoain 220 a.d. Who would have thought to look for him there?’

“Who did think to look?’ asked Cheryl.

“Y our buddy there,” said Dr. Waters.

“Me?’ sad Mihalik.

“Wedll, the real Mihdik did.”



Cheryl raised ahand. “Let's not start that business again. We thought the Cardina's Guard were the
enemy. We decimated them, and then we came back. If we werewrong, it wasn't our fault. We didn't
havetheright information.”

Dr. Waterssighed. “I guessit's ultimately my fault. Anyway, no harm done; we can accomplish our
objectives by sending another misson back to the sametime. There won't be asingle Flemish textile
trader divein that century when we're through. But | do owe you something for |etting me know where
that Fortunati bastard isholed up.”

Mihdik relaxed alittle. “Then you will hep us, after al?’

“Certainly, Frank, certainly! What do | look like, some sort of tyrant, some awful despot of time? Ha
ha, we're old friends, even if we've only just met. Now what do you think would be the best thing to
try?’

“I don't know,” said Mihalik thoughtfully. “ The other Dr. Waters-- | mean, the second Dr. Waters, in
the universe we vidited just before this -- well, he said that we ought to go into the future, where they've
got dl thissort of thing figured out.”

“That makes sense”

“Wait aminute, though,” objected Cheryl. “It made sense before, too, and dl it got uswas aquick
trip to another wrong universe.”

“It might work thistime,” said Mihalik. “We're sarting out alot closer to home than before.”

“But there are an infinite number of universes, Frank,” explained Cheryl patiently. “Y ou keep
forgetting that. We can get closer and closer from now until doomsday, and till never find our way
back.”

“Now, now, my dear girl,” said Dr. Waters, fixing his magnetic gaze on the distraught young woman.
“Y ou are correct, after afashion. However, the differences between any two universes may be so smdll
that for al practica purposesyou may cdl them identical. Suppose you land in another wrong redlity, but
the only reasonit's ‘wrong’ isthat two tiny grains of sand in the Sahara Desert are trangposed in position.
Would you ever know about it? Of course not. That ‘wrong’ universe would seem completely ‘right’ to
you. And | don't need to remind you that auniverse exists for every possible combination of details: for
every trangposition of every grain of sand, or drop of water, or atom of hydrogen, or anything else you
careto mention. There are astaggeringly vast number of universesthat will seem ‘right’ to you.”

Cheryl jJumped up. “The problem with your line of reasoning isso big, | don't even need to discussit,”
shecried.

“Well, | don't seeit,” said Mihdik glumly.

Cheryl didn't pay any attention. “Have you noticed, Frank,” she said, “that when we try to reason our
way out of some situation, nothing happens? And that when we just act, things change?’

Dr. Waters patted the air soothingly with one hand. “Have you noticed, Cheryl, that when things
change, they change for the worse?’

Cheryl had no answer to that; she sat down again and waited for Mihaik to make some contribution.

“I likewhat Dr. Watersjust pointed out,” he said. “Our trouble is that we've been going off
half-cocked. Our own Dr. Waters wasn't entirely sure about what he was doing -- that's the way it
seemsto me now. He just punted the both of us through some trapdoor in the air, and we landed entirely
by accident in 1939. Then that crazy Marquand guy zapped us with hislightning bolt just because it
seemed like agood ideato him. No calculations, no preparation, no safeguards. And look where we
ended up then.”

“Some awful place where everybody aways has enough to eat and somebody else to cook it for
them,” said Dr. Waters. “ Frightening.”

“Y ou had to be there to see how terrible it was,” said Cheryl.

“And then,” Mihdik went on, “the second Dr. Waters shunted us here. He was aiming for the far
future, so histechnology couldn't have been much better than the Dr. Watersin our ownworld.”

Cheryl shook her head. “Y et he claimed that time travel had been perfected, too.”

“Timetravel, maybe,” said Dr. Waters, “but not inter-reaity travel. That's something altogether



different. Asit happens, | don't have that kind of universe-leaping perfected, either, but at least | havea
lot of promising equations and a plausible modd to base my experiments on. If you'd bewilling to
volunteer, 1'd be glad to provide whatever limited assistance | can.”

“Y ou want to send us off, willy-nilly, into the infinite congregation of universes?” asked Cheryl. She
looked dubious.

“You'vedready doneit twice,” said Dr. Waters, smiling in akindly way. “Y ou're no worse for the
experiences, areyou?’

“Weve been incredibly lucky,” said Cheryl. “There are more ways for a universe to be wrong than to
be right. The next time, we might end up in auniversewith no Dr. Waters at dl, no time travel, maybe not
even human life”

Dr. Waters shrugged. “ Thereisthat chance, | must admit. But come on, aren't you game? Aren't you
up for the adventure?’

“I know that | am,” said Mihdik. “ Adventureis my professon.”

“Good lad,” said Dr. Waters.

“If only you had some kind of emergency recal mechanism,” said Cheryl wigtfully. “Somekind of
insurance.”

“I'll giveyou insurance: I'll makethetrip with you. I'd love to vist another plane of existence. Y ou
know that | wouldn't take the risk unless | was pretty certain of success.”

“All right, then,” said Cheryl, “let'sdoiit.”

“Fine” said Dr. Waters, standing and beaming at both of them. He went to his desk and pushed a
button. “I sgnded Ray. Hell meet us at the transmission stage.”

“Good old Ray,” said Mihdlik.

“Hell have to operate the screen. Hell push us through to my selected universe, and then draw us
back after sixty minutes. If it seems acceptable to you, we can send you there permanently. How does
that sound?’

“Great,” said Mihalik, “ unless something horrible happens during that hour.”

Dr. Waters frowned. “1'm disappointed in you, Frank. Wheré€'s your explorer's zest for discovery?’

“Oh, I'm not worried for mysdlf, sir. | was just concerned about you and Cheryl. Y ou don't have dl
the tempo-neering training I've had. Besides, the universe and | seem to be reaching an understanding.”

Dr. Waters|aughed. Together the courageoustrio |ft the suite and took the elevator to the
laboratory. Ray was there to meet them, just as Dr. Waters had promised; both Mihalik and Cheryl
shook his hand and promised to be careful. “Weve been doing alot of thislately,” said Cheryl. “ Saying
goodbyeto you two, | mean.”

Dr. Waters and Ray were amused. They took their positions: Ray at the controls of the apparatus, the
three adventurers on the transmission stage. “ Ready?’ cdled Ray. “ Counting down now: Five, four,
three, two, one, switch on!”

Therewas aflicker of blue light, and Dr. Waters disappeared.

“My God!” cried Cheryl. “Come back! Don't go without us!”

“It'sthat damn movie again,” muttered Mihadlik. “ The Wizard going off in the balloon, leaving Dorothy
behindin Oz.”

“My fault,” called Ray, “1 forgot to split the beam. I'm sorry. I'll splitit in two, now. Counting down
again: five, four, three, two, one, switch on!”

After another shimmer of blue and arolling crackle of thunder, the world went dark. There were
coiling migts on the ground and afaint yellow glow everywhere. Mihdik and Cheryl looked around in
terror. There was nothing to see. They were nowhere at al.



Book Four
Time IsWhat Keeps History from Happening All a Once

ThisPlace | s Fantastic!

Mihdik and Cheryl said the same thing at the sametime: “ Now you've doneit,” said Mihdik.

“Now you'vedoneit,” said Cheryl.

Usudly when they said the same thing at the sametime, they thought it was cute. It wasa sign of how
closethey were and how similar their thinking was. Now they just glared at each other.

“Frank--"

Mihadlik turned and stalked off through the swirling mist. “ Frank--"

Hewhirled and glowered at her. “1 don't even want to talk about it.”

“Well, what are we going to do?’

“I said | didn't want to talk about it.” He turned around again and marched through the dimness.

Cheryl watched him anxioudy for afew seconds. Thiswasn't like him, she knew. He seemed redly
afrad.

The paldy loitering fog didn't cause Mihdik much terror, and neither did the absolute lack of other
thingsto look at, the absence of the sky, the ground, the horizon, everything. Y et he had never
experienced such mad, paralyzing horror before. There was no terror, but the horror was tremendous.
till, he had been trained, expensively trained -- to shrug off fear.

Mihaik took a deep breath and shrugged off the fear. The horror was il there, though.

He shrugged off the alarm, the dread, and the panic, too; but the horror hung right in there. “Here's
where| gtart to earn my money,” he thought, but deep inside he had no real relish for it. The horror grew
out of the beginning of the hint of theideathat he wasn't ared hero, after dl. One crud part of hismind
nagged him: “A rea hero wouldn't have felt that horror. He wouldn't even have recognised it. He would
have stepped right into this nothingness the way you step into awarm bath. But no! You're horrified!

Y ou're S0 horrified you can't think straight! And you aren't thinking straight, are you? Y ou don't even
trust yoursdlf to talk to Cheryl. What, do you think she's not afraid? She didn't have your training. A real
hero would be concerned for her first, but you--" The crud voicein Mihdik's head was prepared to go
on like that throughout eternity. Infact, it did go on just like that for aslong as Mihalik continued to draw
breath. What made him truly a hero wasthat he stopped paying attention to it. After awhile.

There was something about this place -- this nonplace -- that was hard on your nerves, besidesthe
obviouslondinessand unredlity of it dl. Therewastenson in the air, ahovering, penetrating potential for
yet more horror. Mihalik had felt that sort of thing before, but never to this numbing degree. It waslike
walking into a dentist's waiting room after hours, or when you know you don't have to have any work
done on your own teeth. Still, just the whine of the drill or the sight of it clipped up into its resting position
isenough to give you aquick jolt of darm. The drill Ststhere like the most patient viper in theworld, and
you fed aninverted thrill stab through you, starting somewhere near your groin and clawing up toward
your heart. The difference was that you could turn and walk away from the dentist's office; here, you
could turn and walk, but there didn't seem to be any direction at al labeled “ Away.”

“Frank--"

Mihalik jumped, startled. “Don't sneak up on melikethat,” he said.

“I'm sorry,” said Cheryl. She put her hand on hisarm. Shewondered if he was quivering with worry
or chill. “What are you doing?’

Mihalik laughed sardonicdly. “ Oh, nothing much,” he said. “Just killing time. That'sajoke, Cheryl.
What we ought to be doing is saving time, | guess. | mean, we have no timeto lose, right?’

For amoment, Cheryl couldn't tell if Mihdik'stime puns were agood sign or bad sign. Because she
was ahaopeful, cheerful sort of young woman, she concluded at last that things were getting better by the
minute, because at least her beloved Frank was no longer ssumbling witlessy around in the clinging fog.
He was bantering with her. That was agood sign; soon they'd put their heads together and andyze the
Stuation and list the positive and the negative points and figure their options and come to amutually



agreeable decison. Then it would be smply amatter of putting their plan into effect -- that was Frank's
part, of course; he wasthe truly dynamic one of the team. Cheryl believed (though she would never have
spoken it doud to him) that she had a deeper understanding of the ways of the world in general, and that
she was quicker to adapt to changing conditions; but she did not hesitate to award her boyfriend all
honorsin the action department.

But not just yet. While she watched, Mihalik's smile, which had never redlly progressed further than
causticness, dipped back into what was very clearly agrimace of distress. Mihdik himself dipped down
into the wafting coils of ydlowish mig.

Hewas sitting up to his neck in the stuff, with just his handsome head visble. “Wel,” he said, letting
out asigh, “hereweare.”

Now Cheryl was beginning to get impatient. “ That's grest, Frank,” she said standing over him with her
hands on her hips, one foot tapping invisbly, enunciating her irritation in caseit hadn't come through in her
tone of voice. “Herewe are: that's your contribution.”

He shrugged. “Let'shear yours,” he said.

Cheryl opened her mouth, redlized she didn't have anything further to add to “Herewe are,” and
closed her mouth again. Her foot continued to tap, but it dowed down bit by bit.

“Might aswell rest herefor awhile,” said Mihdik. “Gather our strength while we can. We never
know what danger we may have to face soon. Let's just take five here. Smoke’ em if you got ’em.”

“Dangers, Frank? What dangers? Thereisn't anything here at al, dangerous or otherwise.”

Helooked up at her through half-closed eyes. “ Cheryl,” he said, “1 agree with you that there isn't
anything here at dl. That doesn't mean, however, that something dangerous might not show up here at

The notion dismayed her; she hadn't thought of that. Once again, she'd underestimated Mihalik's grasp
of the gtuation.

My! People Come and Go So Quickly Here

Before they could carry the discussion any further, apatch of the fog ahundred yards avay began to
swirl about in an unusud and unnatura way. It twisted dowly upward, spiraling and climbing, and more
fog rushed in aong the ground to replace the fog that was rising toward the -- Sky. There wasn't any sky,
of course, but you can't get away from thinking of overhead as“ sky.” Thefog wasforming asmall
cyclonic cloud, growing denser and rotating faster every second. The whirling cloud was soon a broad
wall of dirty yellow, no longer amist or haze but something resembling aminiature tornado. Y et the
tornado was upside-down, thicker near the ground and tapering up into a conica spinning spindle of
vapor. The base of the tornado spread outward toward Mihalik and Cheryl. When the diameter of the
bottom was about twenty or thirty yards, thetall, tenuous point began to fall back into the centre. What
had been arapidly turning cone became a disk, then arotating sphere.

“It'sdowing down, Frank,” said Cheryl. The sphere was indeed coming to agradua stop; now it
looked likeasolid ball of churning gasesten feet high.

Mihalik got up and began to walk toward it. “I've got to investigate it, Cheryl, honey,” he said. “It's
the only phenomenon weve got here.”

She nodded, understanding that he was duty-bound. “Be careful, Frank,” she murmured.

Before he crossed half the distance between them and the ball, it disappeared. It popped just like a
soap bubble, with avaguely metdlic, ringing, echoing sound. The ball vanished, blowing away the curling
ydlow migtsthat hung nearby; in its place were four people. Therewas onetall beautiful woman spesking
to three uniformed men. The woman wore brown trousers and black leather riding boots, abeige
turtleneck sweater with the deeves pushed up over her elbows, and she carried ariding crop tucked
under one arm. She had a great mass of black hair that had been carefully coined a sometimeinthe
past, but now it was disheveled and awry and every few seconds she ran a hand through it to no great
effect. Shewastdl and dim with amarvelousfigure, and her face was beautiful in atheatrica kind of
way. Shereminded Mihdik of Elizabeth Taylor about the time she made Cleopatra. She was evidently



very disturbed about something, because every few seconds she'd underscore her angry wordswith a
dash of theriding crop, and the three uniformed men looked from her face to the ground with unhappy
expressions. The woman pointed in the direction of Mihalik and Cheryl, and then she led her three aides
through the once again innocent mit.

“Excuseme,” said Mihalik, when the woman and her three underlings passed without noticing them.

The woman and the uniformed men went on by. It was asif the time traveler had not even spoken.

Cheryl stepped in front of the woman. “1'm sorry to bother you,” she said, “but we're new here and
we were wondering--"

One of the men grabbed Cheryl and literally tossed her out of theway. She ssumbled and fdll, then
bounced right back to her feet. She ran after the small party and put her hand on the shoulder of the man
who'd thrown her. She spun him around and dapped him sharply acrossthe face. “Who the hell do you
think you are?’ cried Cheryl.

“Who isthis?’ asked the woman with the riding crop.

By thistime, Mihalik had caught up. He turned on the man who'd trested Cheryl so roughly. “I'm
going to give you three seconds, pa,” he said angrily, “and then if | haven't heard one hell of an apology,
I'm going to deck you. One. Two. Thr--"

“Who are they?” shouted the woman. Her tone reminded Cheryl of nothing so much as the Queen of
Heartsydling “ Off with their headd”

“--ee” And then Mihdik decked the uniformed man with one terrific straight right to the chin.

“Nice,” said one of the other uniformed men.

The one on the ground got dowly to hisfeet, rubbing hischin and glaring a Mihdik. “ That wasa
mistake,” he said in alow, ominous voice. Mihalik laughed.

“Slence!” cried the woman. There was silence. “ Arthur, you and Migue restrain thisman. Rellly, if
your faceisn't hurting too much, do you think you can handle the woman?’ Reilly's expression was by
turns humiliated, furious, and hateful. He nodded. “ Good. Now, who the hdll are you and what are you
doing here?’

“I'll tll you, if you'll get your goddamn hands off me,” said Mihdik. The woman nodded at Arthur and
Miguel; they let Mihdik go. Reilly, however, ill held on to Cheryl. “Were scientific explorers. Were
time travelers who've been sent across time from one universe to another. Through some cosmic
accident, we ended up here. We don't know where we are, and we don't know how we got here, and
we don't have any idea how to get back where we came from.”

The woman with the riding crop nodded. “ That sumsit up rather precisdly, thank you. Y ou're
nobody.” Shelooked at her aides. “Bring them along. We can't let them just wander around here.” She
turned and strode of f through the mist. The uniformed men put their hands on Mihdik again and shoved
him dong &fter her.

“Wadl,” said Cheryl, turning to Mihalik, “what do you think? Is she agood witch, or abad witch?’

Mihdik gave her asour expression. “Very funny, Cheryl,” he said. Helooked to the Side, at Arthur or
Migud. “Do you want to tell mewhat's going on?" he asked.

“No,” sad one military man.

Mihalik turned to the other, who had one hand around Mihalik's upper arm, and the other hand firmly
around Mihdik's elbow, “What about you?’

“My nameis Generd Arthur Scott Leidecker. I've been in Her Mgjesty's service since the age of
nine, when my parents were killed in a mysterious accident. I've risen through the ranks from private, the
only one of Her Mgesty's generalsto do so. | know the names of al the men in my command, just as
Caesar did. | think it was Caesar. Maybe it was Alexander or Bdlisarius. | know al the names, but | get
the faces confused sometimes. It doesn't redlly make any difference, though; | have plenty of colondsand
majors and other officers, and they all have clipboards with rogters. The men have agenuine affection for
me, they'd follow me anywhere. They cal me‘The Old Fogeater.” In the coming battle Her Mgesty has
gracioudly granted me the honor of guarding her right flank, and everyone agreesthat's her best sde. I'm
counting on my men, on my military brilliance, and the blessings of Almighty God to lead usto agresat



victory that will end this stalemate once and for dl. | foresee an irresistible breakthrough that will crush
the enemy and push our lines forward far beyond the present position, adding greetly to the domain and
glory of Her Mgesty, Queen Hesternia, who commands my loyaty and my love.”

Mihalik didn't speak for amoment. He had been taken aback by Leidecker'slife story. “1 don't care
about any of that,” he said at last with some bitterness. “| want to know where we are, and how we're
going to get out of here.”

“Y ou aren't anywhere, sefior,” said Miguel, the other generd. “ That's the whole point. Y ou're where
thereis neither time nor space. Y ou're between universes. Y ou're on the battleground where the fate of
those universesis decided. Asfor getting out of here, no one gets out of here. Y ou can't get out of here
because you can't get into the universesfrom here.”

“Wegot into here from there,” said Cheryl.

“You couldn't have,” said Migud smply.

“Well, now we know oneimportant thing,” said Mihdik. “We can forget about learning anything from
thesetwo idiots.” Hefdt both Arthur and Migud tighten their grips on him. He wanted more than
anything to clip them on the jaw as he had Reilly. He suspected that held get his chance eventually.

“| can seethat she's abusy woman and everything,” said Cheryl to Rellly, “but do you think we could
have aword with Her Mgesty? I'm sure she could straighten this out quickly.”

“It'll get sraightened out quickly, dl right,” said Reilly vicioudy. “Well just execute you. We don't
have to consult Her Mg esty about that, either. We're generas.”

“They're going to execute us, Frank,” said Cheryl.

“I heard him; don't pay any attention. He'sjust the kind of impotent son of abitch who likesto
frighten girls I'll think of something.”

“I know you will, Frank,” said Cheryl. They smiled at each other while the generdsforced them on a
Hesternias quick pace.

For abattlefield, this zone of twilight had its pluses and minuses. It was big and flat and dry. You
didn't have to worry about the enemy riding down on you from some hillside, or picking off your men
from some Devil's Den of astronghold. That's because there was no topography at al. None. On the
negative sde, there seemed to be two obvious things that were necessary for the great battle: Heternias
troops and the enemy's troops. No doubt they had some way to get around this detail, but the answer
wasn't obviousto Mihdik.

When the Music Stops, Find the Nearest Army and Join It

Mihalik ticked off their choices on hisfingers: one, they could join; or two, they could die. It was
about as smple aproblem asheld ever faced: it could be solved with only one decison. “Wdll, Cheryl,”
he said as he sat in the mist with her, “what do you think?’

“Youmean ‘joinor die?

“Uh huh.”

“Redlly, Frank, what do you expect? Wejoin.”

“Good,” said Mihdik. He just wanted to be certain that she agreed with him. He thought too much of
her to make important decisonsinvolving her fate without consulting her. She deserved at least that
much consideration.

“I wish | knew what we were going to join, though,” she said.

“Queen Hegternids army, | guess,” said Mihalik.

“I never thought I'd end up asafoot soldier,” sad Cheryl. “Things were so pretty back at the 1939
World's Fair. Thingswere so smple, so innocent. We should have stayed there.”

“Y ou know why we couldn't stay there,” said Mihalik.

“I used to know, Frank; but I'm forgetting fast. If you think we couldn't stay in that happy, carefree
world because our duty was to come here and carry spears for this Hesternia person, well, maybe |
should have just minded my own business when they wanted someone to volunteer to come looking for
you. | should have just mourned you in my shabby little roomin 1996. | didn't have to comelooking for



you, Frank. | did it because | love you.”

Mihalik chewed hislip for amoment. “Y ou did it because nobody € se would volunteer, didn't you?’

“Wdll....”

“Nobody else did volunteer to try and save me, did they? Not even good old Ray?’

“I'm sure Ray would have, sooner or later. | didn't give him achance.”

“Wait until we get home, wait until I get my hands on those guys....”

They were Sitting back to back in the gloom, with Migud keeping aclose eye on Cheryl and Reilly
keeping watch over Mihdik. Rellly's jaw was bruised and swollen, and he looked like hewas just
davering for an excuse to carve Mihdik up. Leidecker must have been e sewhere with Hesternia. “ Forget
about your fase friends back home, Frank,” said Cheryl. “We have to take our problemsone a atime.
We haveto get out of this messfirg.”

“You'reright again, honey,” said Mihadik proudly. “Having you with meisamost asgood as having
Dr. Waters himsdlf. So well tell Her Mgesty that well be glad to join and follow her orders and help
however we can in the battle. | hope that doesn't mean actualy lasering other people. I'd never forgive
mysdf if I've gotten you into real danger.”

“I'll bedl right, Frank, aslong asyou're with me.”

“You've never been in combat, Cheryl. It can be afrightening and ugly experience.”

“Well faceit together. If we please her, maybe Queen Hesterniawill help us get home.”

Mihalik frowned. “None of her generals sounded very hopeful on that score; but like you say, well

Generad Leidecker approached them, but Her Mgesty was still off somewhere else attending to
something. “Good news, fellows,” said Leidecker heartily. Reilly and Miguel looked up at him
disdainfully, asif he were the last person they wanted to see; neither said anything, though. “ The Queen
expects the battle to begin very shortly. That meanswe haveto go rally our troops and make our
dispositions. We can go anytime welike.”

“What about thesetwo?’ Migud jerked histhumb at Mihalik and Cheryl.

“I'mtill infavour of pushing in the boron rods and shutting them down for good,” said Reilly witha
amdl tight smile.

Leidecker waggled afinger. “None of that now, Rellly. Her Mgesty said that they wereto be given a
fair chance. She said that | was to make sure you didn't kill them unlessthey chose to be uncooperétive.
She said | was supposed to tell her immediately if you killed them againgt her wishes.”

“Y ou would, too, wouldn't you?’ said Reilly with asneer. “You'd rat. You'd rat on anybody.
Everybody knowsit, Leidecker. We dl know what you're like; you're not fooling anybody, not even Her
Majesty. Don't think she doesn't know about you. She knows, Leidecker. She knows just what you're
redly like, too.”

“Because you told her, I'll bet,” said Leidecker.

“Aw, hdl,” muttered Migud. He had been squatting back on his hedls, listening to L eidecker and
Reilly bicker. Now he stood and walked up closeto Mihaik and Cheryl. “What'll it be? Join or die?’

“Well join,” said Mihdik.

“Fine” said Leidecker, “you can beinmy army. | don't think you'd be safein Rellly's, and | don't
think Migud wantsyou in hiseither.” Migud's expresson didn't change.

“Wed be proud to bein your army,” said Cheryl. “Whereisit?’

Leidecker waved an arm vaguely. “ Over there,” he said. He whipped thearm over hishead ina
series of loops, faster and faster, and the fog began to rush in around them. Leidecker was making his
own little upside-down tornado, and it was spinning o fast thet it made both Cheryl and Mihdik dizzy;
they had to close their eyes. “ Close your eyes,” cried Leidecker over the roar of thewind. “It helps
sometimes until you get used to this”

“Doyou dwaystrave like--"

Therewas aloud, ringing pop, and the three of them were in another part of the nowhere. Herethere
were trenchesin the “ground.” They weren't dugouts because the ground wasn't made of earth. The



trenches |ooked like permanent regular features molded into the contour of whatever the ground was
made of, put there when the ground had been put there. There was less fog, but there was still somethin
yellowish mist cregping down into the trenches and hanging around about kneeleve. In the trenches were
hundreds and thousands of soldiers, al with black stuff smeared on their faces, dl with riflesand
soup-plate hdmets, dl with large frightened eyes and cleverly engineered bayonets, dl with nervoustics
and World War One British Army uniforms. They were waiting for something. They'd probably been
waiting for it along time. They looked likeif they had to wait much longer, they'd go whanging off likea
busted guitar string snapping and whipping around at the end of the fret board.

“Wadl,” said Cheryl. Therather historica-looking scene, dmost band initsimplications, was at least
more comprehensble than the vast empty place they had come from. To be sure, this place was till part
of that skyless, sunless, earthless universe, but here there were more people and things. It made this
nonplace seem more lived-in; it gave this nightmare ahomey touch.

Generd Arthur Leidecker jumped down into one of the trenches. Everyone immediately cameto
attention. Leidecker asked who wasin charge of the unit. A captain saluted and identified himsdlf;
Leidecker nodded in a preoccupied way, indicated Mihdik and Cheryl, and then strode off down the
trench, stopping now and then to cheer up aterrified young man or straighten someone'stunic.

The captain looked up at the brave temponauts. “ Don't just loll around waiting for abloody invite,” he
cried. “Get down here before you get your arses shot off.” They turned and tried to gaze through the mist
behind them; but if there were enemy trenches nearby, they were out of Sght. Mihdik put hisarms
around Cheryl and handed her down gently to the captain, then jumped down nimbly beside them. “Rifles
inthat bunker,” said the officer briskly. “I've got alot to see to before the balloon goes up. Y ou two take
care of yourselves?’

“Yes, dr,” said Mihdik.

“Good show. WEell be counting on you to do your part.”

“For God and Admiral Nelson,” said Cheryl under her bregth.

“For the Queen,” said the captain over his shoulder. Then he was gone.

“God save the Queen,” said Mihalik. Helooked at Cheryl. “Wdll, herewe arein thethick of it again.
At least they're not using thasers or static guns. | hope we do aswell with rifles aswe did with the rapiers
againg the cardind's men.”

“We had the benefit of Dr. Waterss ESB training then,” Cheryl reminded him. “Without thét, |
wouldn't have known which end of therapier to hold. | know even less about rifles.”

“They can't be that complicated,” said Mihdik. “I'll get usacouple, and maybe one of these guyswill
give usafew pointers.” He went down to the bunker and returned in afew minutes with two rifles,
ammunition, and two hemets. “ They wanted meto leave adeposit on the rifles and the helmets,” he said.
“I couldn't believeit. | told them | didn't have any money at all with me. | had to sign for them, and they
sadthey'd collect it after the battle, if we were il dive.”

Cheryl laughed without humor. “I assumethat if we're killed, we won't haveto pay.”

“Who knows, in thisplace?” said Mihdik. “ They may have some way of--"

“Watch where you're pointing that thing, baby,” said adeepy-eyed young soldier. He waswearing a
ripped, mud-stained uniform; Mihaik wondered where the mud came from.

“Sorry,” said Cheryl. She swung the old Enfield around by its ding, trying not to get in anyone's way.
The soldiers were packed shoulder to shoulder in the trench, and it was easy to step on someone's foot
or accidentally put an elbow in someone's eye.

“It'sdl right,” said the soldier. He didn't sound British at dl. He looked at them for alittle while.
“Hdmets” hesad at last. “ All you got are helmets. Y ou're dressed kind of informally for going over the
top, aren't you?” Mihdik and Cheryl looked at their helmets, which they were holding in the hands that
weren't holding Enfields. They clapped their hemets on their heads.

“We got our orders at the last minute,” said Mihdik. “Y ou know how it is”

The young man nodded. He closed his eyes and his head drooped; it looked like he'd fallen suddenly
adeep. A moment later his eyes opened again halfway. “My nameis Sopko,” he said. He stuck out a



grimy hand.

“Frank Mihalik.” Hetook Private Sopko's hand and shook it. “ Thisis Cheryl. She'sagamelittle
lady.”
“She better be,” said the young man. “Y ou just call me Petie. | guess we're buddies now.”

“Guess s0,” said Mihalik.

“Trench life demands that you have buddies,” said Petie. “They die on you, though. Y ou watch them
get blown to bitsin shell holes or machine-gunned down in front of you, you watch them on barbed wire
or bayoneted in no-man's-land. Then you make new buddies. Without buddies, what have you got?’

Neither Mihalik nor Cheryl had the faintest idea. “We're from New York,” said Cheryl. “Whereare
you from?’

Petie looked at her curioudy. “Nowhere,” he said. “Where is there to be from?’

“New York, for one” said Mihalik.

“No such place,” said Petie. “There aren't any red places. Theresonly this, and thisisn't ared place.
If you saw aplace and it wasredl, it wouldn't be here, so it wouldn't exigt. It can't exist, QED. Take
your New Y ork, for instance.”

“Y ou may be right about New Y ork,” said Cheryl, “but I've been in some other placesthat were
mighty persuasive about being red.”

Petie laughed and shrugged. “Oh, sure,” he said, “haven't we dl? That doesn't prove anything, though.
They're not real because they're not here. It'sasmple test you can apply to anywhere you happen to
find yoursdf.”

There was along silence while Petie seemed to go to deep again and Mihalik and Cheryl thought over
what held had to say about redlity. “Y ou know,” said Mihdik after awhile, “1 think the whole question of
the nature of redlity ispointless: you can never defineredlity. You can't say, ‘ Thisuniverseisred and that
universeisnt.’ | think I'm going to stop thinking about it and just dedl with our problems. The hdl with
whether or not they'rered problems.”

“Psychosomatic pain hurts just as much asred pain,” said Cheryl. She looked at her rifle.
“Psychosomatic death may be virtualy indistinguishable from the red thing, too.”

“Think of al the universes as salf-enclosed units bound in some kind of matrix, like motesof dustina
beam of sunlight. One mote has no knowledge of any other mote, and can't have any knowledge of the
sunbeam, either. Then we, in our dust-mote universe--"

“Frank,” said Cheryl wearily, “philosophers were going through all that before the time of Socrates.
That's the oldest question on the books. Y ou're defining redlity again, and you just said you weren't going
to do that anymore.”

“I had trouble with enuresiswhen | wasakid, too,” said Frank. “Eventualy | triumphed, as | will this
timeaso.”

Cheryl kissed him lightly on the cheek. “1 have the utmost confidencein you, Frank,” she said.

Petie woke up again. “Missanything?’

“Nope,” said Mihaik.

“Damnit,” said Petie. “Hoped the signd'd come and gone, and everything was over.”

“A soldier'slifeisatiresomeone,” said Cheryl.

“Who arewefighting, anyway?’ asked Mihdik.

Petie laughed; it must have been aludicrous question. “ Those guys,” he said, pointing in the direction
of the enemy trenches, il invisbleto Mihalik and Cheryl.

“What'sit dl about?’ asked Mihalik.

Petie squinted hiseyes. “Y ou redly don't know?’

Cheryl shook her head. “We're new here.”

“Ah,” sad Petie, “some sort of miracle. Created out of nothing as adults, like Adam and Eve.”

“No,” said Mihalik, “weve been trying to tell you. We came from someplace else.”

Petie shook hishead dowly. “It's easier for me to believe the spontaneous cresation theory.”

“Whatever,” said Cheryl.



“Why arewefighting them?’ asked Mihalik.

“‘Causethey want tokill us,” said Petie.

Mihalik looked a Cheryl. “ Sounds like agood enough reason to me,” he said.

“Uhhuh,” shesad.

“See” sad Petie, “the Queen--"

“Queen Hesternia?" asked Cheryl.

“Y eah. The Queen--"

“The strong-willed kind,” said Mihdik. “ She reminds me of ateacher | had in eeventh grade.
Hesternias got anicer build on her, though. I'd like to get her &l mussed up and muddy.”

Petie's eyes opened very wide. The whites of his eyes completely encircled theirises. “ Y ou've seen
the Queen?’ he asked reverently.

“Taked with her. Gave her apiece of my mind, | hopetotell you,” said Cheryl.

“1 saw you arrive with the generd. Old Foghead. But the Queen hersdlf.... I've never known anyone
who'd actually been that closeto her.” Helooked at Mihaik and Cheryl with akind of awe.

Mihalik just shrugged modestly. “ She seemed dl right, once you got to know her.” He saw afaint
greenish glow of jealousy in Cheryl's eyes and added, “I suppose she'sjust not my type, though.” He put
hisarm around Cheryl'swaist, and they kissed.

“It seems an odd time and place for apublic display of affection,” said Petie.

“So who knows?’ asked Cheryl. “We may never have another opportunity. That might well have
been our last kiss.”

Mihdik gave Petieawry smile a one Side of hismouth. “No, it won't be our last kiss,” he said, and
he kissed Cheryl once more.

The Battle of Passchendaele, Back by Popular Demand

Petie was about to say something when alieutenant clambered out of the trench and began to shout.
“That'smy platoon leader,” said Petiewith asigh. “I guessit's show time, folks.” Thelieutenant drew his
pistol and ordered his men to follow him. All aong the trench, men carrying heavy packs and gripping
1917-vintage rifles started to holler and push and fight their way up the rickety wooden ladders. They
were going over thetop.

“Herewe go,” said Mihdik to Cheryl. “ Stay back, and I'll cover for you. When everything quiets
down alittle, you can come up and join me. Either we're going to chase the enemy out of itstrenches, or
they'll punch us back here. Y ou and | will betogether again whenit's safe.”

“I'm going with you now, Frank,” she said. “If we die, we die together.”

“Cheryl--"

“Y ou picked afinetimefor adomestic squabble,” said Petie. They watched the other soldiers
scrambling out of the trench. Then Petie added his shout to the cacophony of the battlefield: “ Let's go get
"em!” Aningant later, Private Sopko was out of the trench, reaching down to help steady Cheryl while
she climbed the crude ladder. Mihalik followed her and then al three were standing on the mist-shrouded
ground, watching L eidecker's forces charging across the wire-strung, booby-trapped no-man's-land.
Shellswere exploding al around them, some from Queen Hesternias artillery behind them, some from
the enemy's artillery far ahead. The explosions made no mark on the ground, but there were plenty of
built-in shell holesto jump into; these shell holes must have been provided &t the same time the trenches
had been laid out. The artillery rounds didn't even scratch the ground, but the flying shrapnel wastaking
itstoll. Mihaik watched tensdy as dozens of men nearby fell screaming. No one seemed interested in
rescuing and treating the wounded. Mihalik never saw anyone who looked like amedic.

“Frank!” shouted Cheryl over the noise of the bombardment. He had been logt in thought, hisrifle
hanging loosdly from the ding in hishand. Now he redlised how vulnerable he was and he began to move.
He made hisway forward toward the first shell hole where Petie and Cheryl were waiting.

“Sorry,” he sad, after he'd dropped into the shallow crater. “1 wasjust thinking.”

“Y ou ought to practice thinking more often,” said Petie. “ That way when you get an idea, it won't



freeze you up. Some people haven't thought for so long that when they have ared insight of their own,
they get totdly incapacitated.”

“Say, pa,” said Mihdlik, “make dl the jokes and snide comments you want. Even tough old veterans
likeyou must get alittle quaky when the big guns start to talk.”

“Naw,” said Petie, “I'm not nervous. I've been through this a hundred times before.”

“Then let's keep up with the rest of the company,” said Mihalik. “They'real ahead of us now. We got
to keep moving.”

“No, wedon't,” said the private. “How do you think I've lasted so long in this army? What we're
doing, see, iswere guarding the rear. Well just stay here until we don't hear any more shells going off.
Then well run like hell, bellowing like heroes, and grab a place in the next trench. Or dse, in the case of
disaster, well just mix ourselvesinto what'sleft of our own company asit fightsitsway back to our
origind trench. There's been so many battles, and they aways end with one side capturing atrench or
two from the other sde. From Tommy's point of view, it doesn't seem like anything changes oneway or
the other, but who am | to make judgments? We do what we're ordered to do, and well end up in some
trench not far from here, waiting until the generals decide to order anew assault. Thewaiting isharder to
takethan thefighting.”

“Youmakeit sound so futile,” said Cheryl.

“That'sjust what itis,” said Petie.

A shell detonated afew feet from their hole. Ingtinctively dl three people ducked down asfar asthey
could and clutched their helmetstightly to their heads. If this place had had real ground, fragments of
stone blasted out of the new crater would have injured as many men asthe explosion itsdf. The only
danger here, though, was from the shell itsdlf; the explosion or the shrapnd could kill you. Other than
that, Mihalik, Cheryl, and Petie were perfectly safe, at least as safe asthey'd been inthetrench. “It'sa
matter of statistics,” said Petie, Stting with hisarms crossed on his knees, hisrifle tossed casudly to one
gde. “What are the odds that one of those whiz-bangswill land right herein this hole? Pretty dim, I'd
say. If we got out of the hole, the enemy’s sharpshooters would have three fine plump targetsto aim at.
Let them aim a somebody else”

“What do you mean, ‘plump’ 7’ asked Cheryl. She sounded annoyed.

“Never mind,” said Petie. “Just be quiet and watch the war.

“So who isthe enemy?’ asked Mihdik. “ The army of somebody just across the border from Queen
Hegterniasterritory?’

“Uh huh,” said Petie, “inaway.”

“Nobody's ever told uswhat Queen Hesterniais the Queen of,” said Cheryl.

The soldier raised an eyebrow. “ She's the Queen of the Past. Sherules over all timethat has aready
been and gone. Out thereisthe army of King Proximo, who rulesthe future.”

Mihalik and Cheryl exchanged dubious glances. “How can anyone rule the past or the future?” asked
Cheryl. “How did Hesternia get to be Queen of the Past?’

Petie shrugged. “It'sacrummy job, | admit,” he said, “but someoné's got to do it.”

“Thismust be an old war, then,” said Cheryl.

Petie laughed. “1t goes back along way.”

“I don't understand why there should be awar at al,” said Mihdik. “Therés no way for the future to
rule the past. What's past is past.”

“What's past is Queen Hesternias domain,” said Petie. “It's ahuge empire, but it's not infinite. King
Proximo, however, has an open-ended empire that might go on through eternity. The Queenisjeaous.
Shetriesto grab as much of Proximo'sterritory as she can, alittle at atime. The King never attacks, he's
fighting to keep things at astandstill, but Her Mgjesty won't et him relax. She never letsup. | said this
war was futile, and that nothing changes. That's not precisdly true; Hesterniakeeps pushing, and the front
linesmove hit by bit. A year ago, we were back there.” He pointed behind them, beyond the trench
they'd come from. “ A year from now, well be up there someplace. Thiswar has been going on sincethe
beginning of the universe, and it will probably go on until thewhole universe itsdf dies.”



“I see” said Cheryl, alook of dawning comprehension lighting her eyes. “ And so the present--"

“Thereredly isn't any present,” said Petie. “It'sjust a convention, an idea without concrete meaning.
The present isalways moving, just asthe Queen'sarmy isaways moving.”

“So the present isredlly just the point between the two armies,” said Cheryl. “Wherever the front
happensto be.”

“That's oversmplified, but, yes, that's the way it works out. There would be no time-flow in the unred
universesif this struggle ended. Fortunately we've been able to push King Proximo back rather
conggtently; if hisarmy rdlies and drives us back, time-flow in the other universesreverses.”

“Nobody's ever noticed time running backward, at least not where we come from,” said Mihdik.

“Y ou're not equipped to noticeit,” said Petie. “ It probably occurs often, but your brain and your
sensory organsmake it seem asif your life were continuing ong in one direction only, gliding on through
the days as smoothly asalubricated cat. It's like your eyesight; you actualy see things upside down, but
your brain takes the images and flips them for you. Likewise, your brain edits out the backward-running
episodes, o you're never aware of them.”

“That's the reason the Queen and her generals can't send us home, Frank,” said Cheryl. “They rule
over the past, and the past isn't any good to us. We've already been there.”

Mihdik nodded thoughtfully. “What do you know about this King Proximo?”

“Nothing,” said Petie. “I've never been close even to my own queen. | know even less about the
enemy'sking.”

“Except that he rules the future, and the Queen is aways nibbling away a hisempire and adding it
onto her own,” said Cheryl.

“Sounds like opportunism to you, | guess,” said the private. “Well, if Proximo can't hold onto his
territory, why shouldn't Her Mgesty takeit if shecan?’

Nether Mihalik nor Cheryl had agood reply to that. “I didn't think the philosophy of time would lead
tothis” shesaid. “A battle through eternity, for eternity.”

“It'saliving.” sad Petie. He leaned back againgt the wall of their shell hole and tried to go to deep.

Mihalik and Cheryl waited until the soldier's breathing became dow and regular; findly he started to
snore. Then the two people from 1996 conferred in whispers. “We have to get out of here,” said
Mihdik.

“I know,” said Cheryl. “If we don't, welll have no hope at dl of getting home. What do you think we
should do?’

“I think we should dip across this damn no-man's-land and see if King Proximo can be of more useto
us”

Cheryl agreedin principle. “The only question | have,” she said, “is how do we accomplish it?’

“Fleetness of foot,” said Mihdik. “Weleave the shdlter of thislittle crater, and we haul ass after
Hesternia's army. When we catch up with it we keegp on running through it, and we join up with
Proximo'sarmy. Then we find Proximo. Well have to wing it from then on.”

“1 wouldn't doiit,” said Petie. Mihdlik jerked around, surprised that Petie had overheard them.

“Why not?’ asked Cheryl.

“Because Hesternias very jedlous. She deals very hard with traitors.”

“We never asked for thisin thefirst place,” said Mihalik. “We were coerced and pressed into service.
Where we come--" But Petie was adeep again. “ Grab your rifle, Cheryl. Follow me, up and over. Then
we race straight through the fog toward the enemy. Stay low and zigzag.”

“Y ou're going to be between two vast armies, and both sides will be shooting at you,” said Petie.

“I put my trust in Providence,” said Mihdik smply. “It's better than spending the rest of my lifeina
phony shell hole”

“I don't know about that,” said Petie. “ Thisisthe most comfortable crater I've ever beenin.”

KissYesterday Goodbye
“Goodbye, Petie,” Cheryl said. “I hope you get through this battle safely.”



“Weadl got to go sometime,” said the soldier stoicdly. “We got to go now,” she said.

“Comeon, Cheryl,” murmured Mihaik. Then he climbed out of the shell hole and started to sprint
bent over, clutching hisrifleto his chest, and making azig or azag every few yards. Cheryl followed him
without acomplaint. Shewasin good physica condition, so Mihdik didn't have to worry about her
collgpsing from fatigue in the danger zone.

The two chronatic explorers raced across the open ground, through the barbed wire into
no-man's-land, and toward the rear of Hesternia's advancing army. Shells continued to burst al around
them, and the explosions were congtant and deafening. Soon Mihdik could hear nothing but aloud
ringing in his ears. He looked over his shoulder and saw Cheryl, hunched over just as he was, closing the
gap between them with every gtride. Bullets from the enemy'srifles made a high-pitched zanging noise as
they struck the ground nearby. Mihalik prayed that they wouldn't be cut down between the trenches.
Soon Cheryl was running beside him, breathing through her mouth. They were both nearing exhaugtion;
they didn't have enough wind to talk, so together they just charged slently ahead. Thereredly wasn't
anything to discuss, anyway.

They passed through the back ranks of Hesternia's forces and went on toward the vanguard. Mihalik
felt Cheryl'shand on hisarm, and he glanced at her. She pointed up toward the “sky.” A World War
One biplane -- maybe a Sopwith Camdl, but Mihalik had no detailed knowledge of early aircraft, not
enough to make a pogtive identification -- was circling overhead. If it belonged to King Proximo, it might
be getting ready to strafe the advancing troops; if it belonged to Hesternia, it might be providing air
support or spotting enemy gun emplacements. There weren't any other planes, soit waslikdly that this
anglearcraft wasjust aspy plane gathering intelligence.

In afew minutes, asthey were forging their way through the front line of Hesternia's army, they saw
the biplane leaving a message overhead. It was skywriting without a sky -- in script, rather than block
|etters. The message was.

SURRENDER MIHALIK OR DIE

“Remember the Wicked Witch on her broom, spelling out * Surrender Dorothy or Di€’ over the
Emerald City?’ asked Cheryl, panting between words.

Mihdik nodded. “How did Hesternia know about our plans? How does she know my name?’

“It's her job, Frank. She must know absolutely everything that happened in the past, whether shewas
physicaly present or not. Otherwise she wouldn't be the Queen of the Past.”

“Wdll, I'm not going to surrender,” said Mihalik. “Maybe to Proximo, but definitely not to Hesternia”

“Oh, Frank,” said Cheryl breathlesdy, “you're aways so brave!”

That made him laugh right in the middle of one of hiszags. “Y ou're herewith me,” he reminded her.
“I'm not being brave, I'm just being ahero. You're the brave one. Y ou don't have to be here.”

“You're sweet,” shesaid. Then they put dl their energy into running. Soon they'd outstripped the
Queen'sfront rank and they were al aone, getting closer and closer to the trenches of tomorrow. When
at last they reached the first of the enemy trenches, it was deserted. They jumped downinto it and
searched quickly for someone wearing an army of the Future uniform. They found connecting trenches
and tunnels and hurried through them, farther into Proximo'sterritory. They were beginning to get
discouraged -- there was no one to capture them, to take them to King Proximo, to give them a chance
to beg for freedom and help. They turned a corner and suddenly there was a dense crowd of futuristic
defenders. Mihalik and Cheryl smiled to show they intended to do no harm.

“Drop those pieces,” said aburly man with athick black beard. He was wearing ablue and silver
uniform that reminded Mihalik of the Agency's uniform he'd seen in one or another of the false universes
they'd visited.

“Right,” said Cheryl. Shethrew her rifle to the ground and so did Mihdik. They expected to be taken
away to be questioned, but they were mistaken. The bearded man gave them each another rifle, the kind
used by Proximo'sinfantry.



Mihalik looked at hisnew rifle, then at Cheryl. “Honey,” he said softly, “1 think we've been drafted
agan.”

It'saLong, LongWay to Tipperary

“Seethem?’ asked the sergeant pointing back across no-man's-land, where the front ranks of Queen
Hesternias army were just emerging from the fog and smoke and mustard gas.

“Those guys?’ sad Mihdlik, thinking fast.

The sergeant in the blue and white uniform glanced at him briefly, apitying look on hisface. “What
happened?’ he asked Cheryl. “Did your buddy here throw himsalf on a grenade to save his squad and
miss?’

“No,” she sad pleasantly, “he's dways been like this.”

“Ah, well.” The black-bearded sergeant coughed. “Then I'll takeit dower. ‘ Those guys,” ashe so
aptly put it, are coming to do you harm.”

“Naw, they wouldn't,” said Mihdik. “I've met those guys. They're all decent sorts.”

“I know that,” said the big man, “I know they are. Believe me, though, when they get here, they'll be
shooting and stabbing to make your hair stand on end. Why ese arethey carrying rifles? Ask yourself
that one, my boy. Why else do the rifles have such devilish-looking bayonets? Not just for parade and
impressing the girlson Lady Day. Now listen: me and my boys, we've been in thistrench for along time.
A long time. And we've taken a vote and we've decided that it's about time we moved along. Headed
back abit, gave up abit of ground if we haveto. A strategic withdrawal, asit were, advancing to the
rear. Y ou're going to have to cover our backs. It's going to be up to you to see that we get away dive.
It'sheroic action I'm asking of you. I'm asking you now, do you think you'reup to it?’

“Of course,” said Mihdik, his chest beginning to swell up at the mention of the word “heroic.”

“Wait amoment, wait aminute!” said Cheryl. “Thisisn't quite right. Those were our comrades, just a
little while ago. Now you'retelling usto shoot them down while you and your friends hit the dusty trail.

Y ou want usto hold off adl of Queen Hesternids army, just the two of us, whileyou turn tail. Why in hell
should we?’

The sergeant thought about that for a second, maybe two. “I could bring up the matter of how you'd
be executed as spiesin aminuteif | decided that you should be; but leaving that aside, think of it as
Vietnamization.”

“Aswhat?’ asked Mihdik.

“We'returning the war over to you who ought to be fighting it in the first place. We've been dying for
you, you know, not that we haven't been glad to do it; but it'stime you folks from the unredl universes
began shouldering some of the respongbility. Now start shooting, because I'm beginning to see the whites
of some eyes out there. Good luck, and watch out: these Mausers tend to shoot alittle shorter than you'd
think.” With that, the sergeant ducked down and hurried around aturn in the trench, gone before Cheryl
could get out another objection.

“What would happen if we ran after him?’ asked Mihalik.

“They'd probably shoot us down as we turned the corner,” said Cheryl.

“That'swhat | wasthinking. So instead welll stay here and fireinto our buddies advancing lines.” He
shrugged; it was dl the sameto him.

“Wadl, Frank, they never were our buddies, none but Petie, redly; and he surewon't be up herein the
front. Well never livelong enough to risk taking ashot at Petie. Let your conscience be clear. They'll
overwhelm us herein the trench and well be dead meat before Petie shows up. Don't worry about it.”

“‘Dead meat,” said Mihdik. Therewasabrief pause. “ Cheryl,” he said findly, “my conscienceis
clear. Why didn't that sergeant speak German and wear a German uniform?’

“Just start shooting, Frank. Well learn the answers together in heaven.”

Mihalik raised his Mauser and drew abead on afaceless Tommy, some hundred yards away. Before
he could squeeze the trigger, acalm somewhat amused voice said, “Wait.”

“What?' asked Mihdlik. It hadn't been Cheryl'svoice.



“I sad, ‘Wait.”” There was ayoung man standing beside them in the trench, wearing yet another sort
of uniform. He didn't seem to have reached histwenties, yet hisface showed that held experienced many
of the crudties of warfare himsdlf, that life had not been easy for him, ether. He put ahand on Mihdik's
shoulder, and histouch was gentle but manly.

“Who areyou, sr?’ asked Cheryl. “ And where did you come from?’

“My name?’ The young man gazed off across no-man's-land, abrief smile upon hislips. “It doesn't
matter, | guess, but | am Captain Hartstein of the Time Patrol. There's no onein the Time Patrol but me.
It'salondy job, or it would beif | didn't have--" Hartstein stopped himsdlf abruptly. “None of that is
important now. All you need to know isthat I've come from the far, far distant future to rescue you from
this untenable position.”

“Good,” said Mihdik, “that's just what | hoped would happen. Y ou read the note we left in thetime
capsule a the Fair. It sure took you long enough. Y ou put us through alot of unnecessary
inconvenience.”

“Frank,” said Cheryl in aloud whisper, “he's here to help. Mind your manners.”

Mihalik was genuinely abashed. “I'm sorry,” he said.

“Think nothing of it,” said Captain Hartstein. “No, | didn't read your messagein thetime capaule. It's
along story. You see, in the near future -- that is, your future-- | mean, the future of your own lives, not
of this nontime and nonplace -- you will visit me, and give me va uable encouragement whenI'mina
gtuation even worse than this”

“Oh, what atangled web we weave....”

“Wewill?" asked Cheryl. “How can that be?’

“Thetwists and turnstime can make,” said Hartstein, smiling and shaking his head. “When you travel
intime, you snag yoursdf around the lines of many other people. If some of them aretravelingintime,
too, your meeting may happen in your present but their past or future. Or their present, or any
combination -- look, we don't have time for adiscussion of dl this, just take my word for it. When |
needed it, you tried to restore my morale. Now, later for me but earlier for you, | want to return the
favor. I've come back to this point in your travels when you need assistance, and I'm going to take you
out of here. In yearsto come, people will honor you as the Odysseus and the Penelope of Time.”

“Gee,” sad Mihalik, obvioudy pleased. He liked the sound of that: the Odysseus of Time.

“Sowewon't haveto kill our friends?’ asked Cheryl. “Asyou sad, they weren't redly your friends,”
sad Hartgtein patiently. “But no, you won't haveto kill them.”

“Good,” she said. She dropped her rifle to the ground.

Mihalik did the same.

“Now listen some more,” said Hartstein. “ The reason that you haven't been able to get homeisvery
sample. You'rein the future, and the future doesn't redly exist. Y ou've been in the future ever snceyou
left the World's Fair--"

“But when we | eft there, we went back to 1996,” said Mihdlik. It was just the wrong 1996.”

Hartstein shook hishead. “I1t wasthe right year, the right month, but thewrong day,” he said.
“Remember? Y ou arrived exactly twenty-four hours later than you departed. So you were technicaly
and effectively in the future, whichisdl fantasy, unredity, and not to be trusted. Y ou've been in the future
ever since. Thereésno such thing asthe ‘red’ past or the ‘red’ future. Never mind about that now; it's
something Dr. Waterswill have to discover with his calculations before you even get home. Y our only
hope isto get back to your present, which will be the seventeenth of February, 1996. All the many
months you've been gone will not have passed in your present. Remember, though, that aslong asyou're
as much as one minute in the past or one minute in the future, you'll be trapped in one unred universe or
another. You have to find the present...” And with those words, Hartstein's image began to fade away
like adream, like the snows of yesteryear, like a projected image in adarkened room when the lights are
turned up brightly.

“But how?’ called Cheryl.

Hartstein's disembodied voice came to them weakly. “Y ou better close your eyes so you'll bein tune



with theInfinite)” hesad.

“A linefrom The Wizard of Oz,” muttered Mihdik. “Even from him.”

“Closeyour eyes, Frank!” cried Cheryl.

They both closed their eyes, but they heard and felt nothing. They stood like that for along time, until
they began to fed foolish and alittle afraid. The army of Queen Hesternia should be rushing upon them
very soon. First Cheryl opened her eyes, then Mihalik. They looked around. The trenches were gone; the
dim and foggy battlefield had vanished; the frightening world of between-time was now somewheredse,
asit was supposed to be. The two explorers stood in abroad bright meadow of flowers, benesth aclear
blue sky and awarm heartening sun. Mihalik looked at Cheryl, down at the flowers, and up at Cheryl
again. His expression twisted sourly. “Poppies,” he said disgustedly.

Book Five
The Future Is Just Like the Present, Only Longer

A Place Where Therelsn't Any Trouble

Mihalik and Cheryl trudged southward through the meadow. They had picked that direction because
it was generdly downhill; there was nothing to seein the other directions except the gently waving red
flowers. “If we cometo ayelow brick road,” threatened Mihalik, “1'm going to give up. I'm going to wait
for Glindato come take me by the hand. I'm not going to budge an inch. I've had it.”

Cheryl was surprised by hisvehemence. “I don't understand, honey,” she said. “I thought you liked
TheWizard of Oz.”

“If | never seethat movie again, it will bejust finewith me.” Hefet grumpy, and it actudly cheered
him alittle to crush the innocent poppies underfoot. They didn't make him deepy, and no snowstorm
came to rescue them from an evil witch's spdll. It was just afield of red poppies; there was no magic here
a dl. Mihdik was slently thankful for smal favors.

“We used to watch it every timeit came on, even though it was made back in the old 2-D days,” said
Cheryl. “Remember how excited we were when they put the * Jitterbug’ sequence back in?’

“Yeah,” sad Mihdik.

“So what'swrong?’

“It doesn't bother you that for the last few universes everybody we run into seemsto have The
Wizard of Oz on the brain? Doesn't it seem kind of coincidental or strange, or even ominousto you?’

“How could Shirley Temple be ominous, Frank?’

Mihalik stopped walking; Cheryl went on afew steps before she redlized that he wasn't keeping up.
Sheturned around and looked at him questioningly. “There you go again,” he said. “Shirley Temple. |
told you before: it wasn't Shirley Temple, it was Judy Garland. And what was that phony stuff you told
Dr. Waters about Bill ‘ Bojangles Robinson being in the movie? He never had anything to do withit.”

“Judy Garland?’ said Cheryl, laughing. “Frank, try to make sense. That isn't even logicd. Dorothy isa
little girl in the book, maybe five or Sx years old. When the movie was made, Judy Garland would have
been in her late teens, her young budding breasts thrusting againgt her childish gingham dress, her ripening
hips swaying suggestively as she passed fearfully through the haunted forest, her full, sensuouslips--"

“That's enough, Cheryl. My God, Shirley Temple would have been just awful. She would have made
the picture so sweet you wouldn't be able to stand it. At least Judy Garland had areal voice. | can't
imagine Shirley Templetrying to sing ‘ Over the Rainbow.””

“Sing what, Frank?’

“*Over the Rainbow."”



Cheryl looked a him blankly. “Y ou remember that, which wasn't in the movie, but you don't
remember Shirley Temple tap-dancing with Bill Robinson and Buddy Ebsen by theriver, singing ‘No
Way to Stay the Day and Play?”

Mihalik smacked his forehead with one hand. “Buddy Ebsen?Y ou mean Davy Crockett's pa? What
would hebedoingin The Wizard of Oz?”

“Paying the Tin Woodman. He was one of the best all-around hoofeurs in Hollywood, Frank, and he
made a great team with Bill Robinson. And Shirley Temple was apretty fair little hoofeuse, for being
only eleven. That'salot closer to Dorothy's age according to the book, you know.”

Mihdik began walking beside her again. They continued the argument as they went down the
blossom-covered hillsde; they cameto astream at the bottom, and followed it until they saw what were
unmistakably the towers of afuturistic city on the horizon. They stared at it for amoment, then looked at
each other. “Don't say--" said Mihalik.

“Theres Emerdd City! Oh, we're amost there, a lagt, at last!”

“--sgy it,” finished Mihdik glumly.

Cheryl laughed a him. “Don't take it so serioudy, Frank. | wasjust joking.”

“Buddy Ebsen, huh?Y ou don't remember Jack Haley at al?’

“Who's Jack Haley, Frank?’ asked Cheryl innocently.

“The Tin Woodman!” cried Mihdik in frugration. “Look, MGM never could have gotten Shirley
Templefor that picture. She was under contract to somebody €l se, Paramount or somebody.”

“Studiostraded stars dl thetime. | think MGM was going to et Paramount use Carole Lombard for a
couple of picturesin return. Lombard didn't get around to making those moviesfor dmost ten years, asit
turned out, but they were gresat. First she did--"

“Carole Lombard died only three or four years after The Wizard of Oz was made,” said Mihdik
coldly. “Inaplane crash.”

Now Cheryl looked shocked. “Y ou're thinking of somebody e se, Frank. Y ou're thinking of Wil
Rogers or somebody.”

“You'retdling methat | have Will Rogers confused with Carole Lombard?’

“Carole Lombard didn't diein a plane crash. She and Clark Gable became one of the best-loved
teamsin movie history. They made awhole series of wonderful comedies together. They had the best
writersin the businessworking for them, back when movies were still made in Hollywood. They
appeared on Broadway in a George S. Kaufman play written just for them, called The Merry Whitlow,
and it made an even better film. S. J. Perelman adapted The Taming of the Shrew for them and cdled
it Wedded Blitz, that wasin 1940, and the war was going on in Europe, see? Then about 1947 Lombard
got an Academy Award for her drameatic acting, as Daisy in The Great Gatsby with Tyrone Power.”

“Carole Lombard died in 1942. Tyrone Power never played Gatsby, and I've never heard of those
other pictures.”

Cheryl only shrugged. “I can't help that, Frank. We dl have our little areas of ignorance.”

“Goddamn it, Cheryl,” said Mihalik angrily, “1 may beignorant, but I know about movies. | know a
lot about movies, Cheryl, because thick-skulled brutes like me are too stupid to read books, but we like
to watch movies. Theflickering light soothesus.”

“Now, don't get sarcastic, Frank,” she said.

“Why the hell are you telling me dl this nonsense for, then?’

Cheryl folded her arms across her chest and turned away from him. “It isn't nonsensg, it'sthe truth.
Why would | makedl this up? Just because you can't remember who played Dorothy.... You are a
thick-skulled idiot sometimes. Y ou move your lips when you read. Y ou move your lips when you watch
movies, too. I've seenyou do it.”

Mihalik stomped on toward the distant city, muttering under his bregath.

“Frank?’ cdled Cheryl, suddenly londly and afraid of their quarrel.

He stopped and turned to face her. “ Carole Lombard died in 1942,” he said.

“She did not. Shewas married to Clark Gable until he died, and then afew yearslater she married



Szzlin Sid McCoy. Sheintroduced the stories on Carole Lombard Presents on televison for years.
Then she divorced M cCoy and wrote two volumes of autobiography. She retired and died when she was
in her mid-sixties, | think. Don't you remember?’

“Who the hell was Szzlin' Sid McCoy?’ asked Mihalik in adangeroudy quiet voice.

Cheryl squinted a him. “Only the greatest pitcher in the history of basebdll, that'sal. Don't pretend
you've--"

“Never heard of him.” He shook his head. “ Come on, we want to get to the city before dark.”

They waked in silence, each thinking over what the other had said. It seemed absurd that either one
was inventing al these names and dates, but the only possible explanation was too unpleasant to
consder. It took along time before Mihalik found the courage to expressit. “ Cheryl,” hesaid at lastina
profoundly sad voice, “ Y ou're not thered Cheryl.”

“I'mred, dl right,” she said hotly, “but it's obviousthat you aren't my Frank.”

“Y ou're from the wrong universe. Y ou sure as hdl didn't come from mine.”

She looked at him in wonder. “I may not have come from your universe, al right; but that doesn't give
you theright to cal it ‘wrong.’” It wasdways‘right’ to me.”

He snorted. “And this from awoman who thinks Shirley Temple played Dorothy in--"

Cheryl began to cry. Shejust stopped in her tracks, lost the impetus of her outrage, and fell apart
emotiondly. Thelong adventure had al been too much for her. She wasfindly exhausted, findly pushed
just alittletoo far. She sank dowly to the ground, put her face in her hands, and sobbed.

Mihdik didn't know what to do. Thiswas dwaysadifficult Stuation for him. A crying woman was
more intimidating to him than a dozen murderous Finnish pirates. It'sthe way heroes are supposed to be,
and Mihdik was made from the genuine materia; he was helpless around hysterica women. “There,
there,” hesaid. It didn't seem to help.

“What are we going to do?’ asked Cheryl, gasping the words between sobs. She looked up at him
with reddened, puffy eyes.

“Do?Well do what we always do -- well keep on until we get where we're going. Come on, old girl,
the sun's getting low in the sky.”

“Oh, Frank,” she said, drying her tears and sniffing, “you're so dependable.” He just smiled down at
her and offered her ahand.

All'sFair....

Asthey drew nearer to the city, it became increasingly obviousto Mihadik and Cheryl that it was not,
infact, acity. The buildingswere, however, disturbingly familiar, disgugtingly familiar. The most unusua
aspects of the kylinewerethetall, skinny pyramid and the big ball; that isto say, the Trylon and the
Perisphere. It wasthe 1939 New Y ork World's Fair, the World of Tomorrow, for Peace and Freedom
and All That Jazz. It was missing only oneimportant thing:

New Y ork City, which ought to have surrounded the Fair like afist around a penny.

Encircling the Fair there were only endless meadows of flowers -- the poppy fields Mihdik and
Cheryl had crossed, tulips, daffodils, geraniums and poinsettias, marigolds, morning glories, al without
regard to season or climate, al blossoming together in abewildering display of color and scent. From the
edge of the Fair, Mihdik and Cheryl looked back over thesefidds of flowers, wondering how the Fair
had been torn loose from its secure mooringsin 1939 and brought here. Wherever here was.

“Remind meto pick up another pickle pinfor Ray,” said Mihdik, asthey went through aturngtile and
found their way to the reflecting pool on Congtitution Mdl. They sat down on abench and watched
people going by. Neither fet like talking for along while.

At last, Cheryl noticed something. “ These people,” she said dowly, “they're not dressed in the same
kind of clothing the people in 1939 wore.”

Mihalik looked closaly at aman nearby, who had on gold pantaloons and agreen vest. That'sal, no
shirt, stockings, or shoes. “They surelook odd,” said Mihalik.

“Well, werrenot in 1939, that'sfor sure,” said Cheryl.



“They had acity around thisthing back then. All right, we're here. That Captain Hartstein brought us
here for some reason. Now it's up to usto figure out why. There must be some clue here that will get us
home -- | mean, get each of ushometo hisor her right home. That is-"

“I know what you meant, Frank,” said Cheryl. She stood up. “1 see something over there that you're
not going to like. Y ou're not going to like it even more than you didn't likefinding thisFair here.”

“Maybe | don't want to know about it, Cheryl,” said Mihalik. “ Sometimes I'm better off just not
knowing about certain things.”

“Yes, but thisisan important detail. Our whole future may ride on this one unsettling little
incongruity.”

Mihalik thought for afew seconds, chewing hislip. “I'll tell you what,” he said at last, “why don't we
get something to est first? Maybe ride afew rides, go see something like The Story of Diphtheriain the
Medicine and Public Hedlth Building, take our minds off thingsfor alittle while, and then, when wereina
good mood and relaxed and rested, then you can tell me al about thisthing | don't want to know about.
Maybe aweek from next Tuesday. For sure.”

Cheryl laughed asif he were making ajoke. “Haha, Frank. If | didn't know you better, I'd think
you'd left your hero-training back in the trenches.”

“Theres dwaysthe danger of getting too much of agood thing,” he said. “I'veredly enjoyed pitting
my talents and abilities againgt the meanest obstacles the universe can think up. | realy have. | think I've
grown as a person on account of al our adventures; but | could use avacation, you know? Too much of
thisand you gtart to lose your fine edge. All work and no play, right? Why don't we get something to eat
and ride afew rides--"

“You dready said that, Frank,” said Cheryl impatiently. Around them in the degpening dusk, the lights
of the Fair began to blink on. Colored spotlightslit the fountains. Cheryl took one of Mihaik's hands
gently and pointed it toward alarge, white marble-faced building, immensdly tall and square and clearly
out of placein the Art Deco environs. “What'sthat?’ she asked. “It wasn't there before.”

“That's where the Heinz Dome is supposed to be, damn it. Ray's going to be sore about this. We
better not tell him that we lost the pin and then couldn't get another one. Actudly, both Rayswill be
upset, mine and yours. We both have to keep our lips--"

“Frank!” cried Cheryl. “Forget the goddamn pickle pin! What the hdll isthat building?’

“It looksfamiliar, too,” he said thoughtfully.

“It looks--"

“Oh, hell,” he murmured. “It's the Agency Building. From London, remember? When we thought we
were back homethefirst time.”

They looked at each other. They didn't like the fact that the Agency Building had sprouted in the midst
of the 1939 New Y ork World's Fair, which didn't seem to bein 1939 anymore; but it was definitely
something to be investigated, and they were getting tired and hungry, and they figured they might aswell
find out what they were up againg this time. There was no point in delaying matters. They waked up the
marble stairs to the row of glass doors.

A man dressed in the silver and blue of the Agency came out of the middle door and held out his
hands to them. He was smiling broadly and his crinkly blue eyeswere twinkling merrily. “ Frank and
Cheryl, hereat lagt!” he said happily. “Welcome, welcometo your fatel”

“Thanks,” said Mihalik grumpily, “but we've been welcomed before -- several times -- and our fates
haven't been dl that terrific up to now.”

“All that'sgoing to change, you'll see” said the man, never loang amillimeter of hisenthusagtic amile.
Mihdlik could tell that smiling was what this man was paid for; hewasared professona, and he was
good at it, too.

“IsDr. Waters here or what?” asked Cheryl.

The man waggled an index finger back and forth. “All in good time, my dear, dl ingood time,” he
sad. “Youll have your chanceto ask questions later. I'm sure you'd liketo freshen up alittle, relax ina
hot bath, put on some clean clothing.”



It was awonderful suggestion. Both Mihdik and Cheryl redlized that it had been along time since
they'd had a chance to wash, and asfor their clothes, well, it wastimeto bail out of them altogether and
into whatever their host would provide. “ Thanksalot, Mr.--

“You can cadl meBwana,” said their new friend, smiling. “No connection with the ancient Swahili
word.”

Mihalik looked at Cheryl. “*Cdl Me Bwana’ Wasn't that a picture--"

“Bob Hope and Hope Lange,” she said. “1963. Anita Ekberg wasin it, too.”

“Bob Hope and Edie Adams,” said Mihdik coldly. “Anita Ekberg wasin it, too.”

“Hope Lange.”

“Edie Adams.”

“Stop, stop, you're both wrong!” said Bwana, chuckling. “It was Bob Hope and Suzy Christenson.”

“Who?" asked Mihdik.

“Who?’ asked Cheryl.

“Never mind. And it wasn't Anita Ekberg, it was Diana Dors. Come aong, we have alot to do.”

Mihalik jerked histhumb at the plump Agency man. “How'd he know we were coming?’

Bwanalooked back over his shoulder and smiled. “ Thisisthe future, folks. We know everything
here”

“Y ou should have guessed that, Frank,” said Cheryl.

Hedidn't bother to reply. “Hope Lange,” he muttered under his bregth. “ Suzy Christenson.” Then he
repeated a phrase Bwana had used -- “All in good time, my dear, al in good time” -- but Mihalik spoke
it in the high threatening voice of the Wicked Witch of the West. He shook his head in resignation and
followed Cheryl into the building.

The Unexpected Reintroduction of Social Stratification

They were led to separate suites where cheerful servants, al clad in blue and silver, helped them
undress, run baths, dry themsalves with big fluffy towels, and dip into fresh new blue and slver outfits.
Cheryl found thisluxurious and wonderful; Mihdik found it fussy and annoying. Their suites adjoined, and
when Cheryl had made the trangition from weary, travel-stained adventurer to squeaky-clean guest of the
Agency, she rapped on the communicating door.

“Yo,” cdled Mihdik.

“Areyou decent?’

“Letitbeasurprise” hesad. “Comeonin.”

Cheryl opened the door and came into Mihdik's sitting room. He was sitting. “What do we do now?’
she asked. She sat down on asilver and blue divan with cabriole legs.

Mihalik just shrugged. “1 can't get over the fedling that we're prisoners. | always get the feding that
we're prisoners because we dways are prisoners. So adl we can do iswait around for Bwanaand his
friendsto decide what they're going to do with us. Then welll get shoved through into some equdly rotten
universe with just as many referencesto The Wizard of Oz, and thiswill keep on happening over and
over until wefinaly drop dead from old age.” He folded hisarms on his chest and stared acrossthe
room, where large picture windows gave alovely view of the Fair and the unending miles of flowers
beyond.

“Frank, that sounds dangeroudly close to despair. Heroes aren't allowed to despair, you know.”

Heglared a her now. “Y ou show mewhereit saysthat, you just go ahead and show me. Heroes can
despair, baby. Heroes can even be afraid and heartsick and entertain thoughts of treachery. What
separates heroes from the run of ordinary peopleisthat heroes don't act on those emotions. They just
keep plugging away. I'll keep plugging away, don't worry. Haven't | done an adequate job so far? | think
I've done pretty well, dl things considered, and | don't expect that to change. That doesn't mean | have
to be enthusiastic about it.”

“I need you to be strong, Frank.”

He opened his mouth, thought better of it, and looked at her asif for thefirst time. His heart was



flooded with atender feding for thisaien Cheryl, so like his own Cheryl except thisone camefrom a
universe that was popul ated with insane motion picture producers and casting directors. “1'll be strong,”
he murmured. “For you.” He amost rose from his chair to go to her, when the front door opened and
their happy, obnoxious host came into the room.

“Well, well, well!” cried Bwana. “All cleaned up, | see! Y ou both look handsome. How are you
feding?’

“Swell,” said Cheryl.

“Hungry,” said Mihdik.

“Ah,” said Bwana. “Wdll, you'll have to wait just alittle longer before dinner. Y ou have an important
appointment to keep.” He looked from one to the other with glittering eyes, asif his surprise was so
wonderful he could barely keep his excitement from brimming over and doshing onto the thick
slver-and-blue carpet. “ The King wants to speak with you. The King himsglf!”

“Wow,” said Cheryl. She'd already met a queen and she hadn't been very impressed. She wasn't
impressed now, knowing that she was about to meet aking. Royalty was aluxury of inferior universes,
she had decided, one that her own could scarcely afford. She had grown contemptuous of placesthat il
played at classdigtinctions.

Bwanawas startled by her tone. For the briefest instant hisimplacable cheerfulness wavered, but then
he caught himsdlf and wasimmediately chuckling asif something amusing had been said. “Y ou've been
treated roughly in some of thereditiesyou've visted,” he said. “1 ought to have anticipated your fedings.
Y our attitudeis quite out of place here, my dear. Thisisawonderful happy world, and the King is
everyone'sideaof acharming, personable, generous, and thoroughly old-fashioned fairy tale king.”

“I suppose hewas aprince once,” said Mihdik.

“Of course,” said Bwana, guessing what was about to be said, “and he was charming then, too.”

“Let'sget thisover with, then,” said Mihdik. “I'm starving.”

“Of course” said Bwana, bowing dightly and indicating the door.

Mihalik and Cheryl preceded him into the hall. As she passed by him, Cheryl asked Bwana, “What
exactly isyour job?’

“Job?" he said, puzzled. “No one hasjobs here. All work isdonein the past, by other people. We
just dance and sing and play. It's very pleasant.”

“Danceand sing and play?’ said Mihdik.

Bwana shrugged, closing the door to the suite behind him, leading them down the hall to theright.
“Maybe it sounds shdlow to you, but that's how we laugh the day away--"

“--inthemerry old Land of Oz,” said Cheryl. She was starting to get tired of it, too, just like Mihalik.

“Wdll, no,” said Bwana, “thisisn't Oz.”

“Then wherethe hell are we?’ said Mihdik. “Y ou've never told usthat.”

“Thefuture” said Bwana, smiling. “1 did tell you that. The realm of Good King Proximo.”

“King Proximo?’ said Cheryl with ahollow voice. “ The one who's fighting the war with Queen
Hesternia? | thought weleft dl that behind--"

Bwana shook his head. They had come to an eevator and were waiting for it to come up ahundred
and twenty-six floors to meet them. “Y ou can leave the past behind, but you can't leave the future behind.
It'svery difficult, probably impossble”

“I mean, | thought we |€eft that universe with Hesterniaand Proximo in it behind,” said Cheryl.

“Inthefuture, theré's only one universe,” said Bwana.

“What's that mean?’

“It'svery smple. Whatever universe you come from, you end up here. Thisuniverseisthe future for
every other possible universe. They al lead here. Whatever happened in whatever version of the padt, it
hasto evolveinto this. Thisisthe only futurethereis”

“Captain Hartstein suggested otherwise,” said Mihdik.

“Hartstein,” said Bwanadisparagingly, “what does he know? He meant that al futures are equaly
probable, and that every time you go forward into the future, you find a different, random one. That has



nothing to do with where you are now. Thisisn't ‘thefuture’ asyou're accustomed to thinking of it. Thisis
more like the control room of the future; were actually outside of time, just asthe World War One
battlefield was outsde of time, marking the position of the present. ThisisKing Proximo's headquarters,
from which he can look into time, into al the possibilities and redlities”

Cheryl consdered that as the elevator doors opened. They got in. “Then--"

“Up, please,” Bwanaingtructed the elevator girl.
“Then he can differentiate among the universes? He can send us back to the correct one for each of
U7

Bwanalaughed indulgently. “How the hell should I know?” he said fondly.

Mihalik amost clipped him on the jaw, but Cheryl restrained him. They rode the rest of the way up to
King Proximo's throne room in strained silence.

In Which WeMeet aMerry Old Soul

“Approach him dowly,” whispered Bwana, “and when you get to the foot of the throne, knedl and
walit for himtotdl youtorise”

“Thehdl | will!” said Mihdik indignantly. “Who in blue blazes does he think heis?’

“Héesthe guy who's got your whole future in the palm of hishand,” said Bwana.

“Do you want usto kneel on one knee or both?” asked Cheryl.

“Wait aminute,” said Mihalik. “1 don't kned to anybody. I'm an American and we stopped knedling
to people afew years ago when we got our independence back.”

“I'll kned, Frank,” said Cheryl. “Y ou go ahead and stand if you want to. Thisisadifferent place and
they have different rules, and you have to respect their customs.”

“What if he wantsto take your virginity?’ said Mihdik. “Kings can do that.”

“Takeit where, Frank?" asked Cheryl.

“Please” urged Bwana, “ cease this argument and follow me. The King is courteous and magnificent
and dl therest, but sometimes he getsirked if people just hang around wasting histime. He's running out
of it, you know. And no one's more aware of that than His Mgesty.”

Mihdik and Cheryl followed Bwana across the polished ebony floor. They looked at each other.
“TheKing of the Futureis running out of time?’ said Mihdik.

“Curiouser and curiouser,” said Cheryl.

“I thought Proximo's kingdom wasinfinite,” said Mihdik, “and that's why Hesterniawantsto bite off
chunksof it dl thetime.”

“Don't ask me,” said Cheryl. “I'm new here mysdlf.”

They reached thefoot of the throne. King Proximo beamed down at them. He was a chubby, jolly,
red-faced, bearded and mustached old gentleman. He looked like a king from adeck of playing cards,
complete with long gray hair donein akind of Prince Vaiant style. He wore a crown and held a scepter
and looked every inch aking. He chuckled as Bwana abased himself at hisfeet. “Sire,” said Bwana,
“Your Mgesty, these are our visitorsfrom the past.” Then Bwana backed away dowly, staying as close
to the glossy black floor as he could without flopping on hisface.

Mihalik and Cheryl both kndlt. It seemed theright thing to do. “Good boy,” whispered Cheryl.

“I figured, who'sit going to hurt if | kned alittle?’ said Mihalik.

“It'ssokind of you to vist meinmy londliness” said Proximo, smiling broadly.

“Areyou so londly then. Your Mgesty?” asked Cheryl.

“No, no,” he said, laughing, “not at dl. | just thought you'd appreciate hearing another quote from
your favorite movie.”

“Itisn't my favoritemovie,” said Cheryl. “My favorite movieis Shane, with Glenn Ford.”

“Glenn Ford!” cried Mihalik.

King Proximo looked at him and exploded with merriment. He said pleasantly, “1 have areputation
for being a pussycat, but that doesn't mean | tolerate bad manners. So you two have gotten yourselves
into quite apickle, haven't you?’



“It seems 0. Your Mgesty,” said Cheryl. Mihdik had clamped his mouth shut and decided that he
wasn't going to say anything more unless he absolutely had to. Let Cheryl carry the bal thistime. Hetried
to imagine Glenn Ford in Shane, but it wasimpossible.

“And you've cometo metofix it for you.”

“Well, yes. Your Mgesty. That is, no, Your Mgesty, we didn't know we were coming here. Weve
mostly been sent places at the whim of other people. We haven't had any choice in the matter. We ended
up here, and you're the person with authority over us now.”

“Y ou could have stayed out in the flowers,” said Proximo. “Y ou could have begun entirely new lives
for yoursalves, Adam and Eve among the carnations and mums. Instead, you've come to my capitd and
you've come into my court.”

“We were brought here, Y our Mgesty,” insgsted Cheryl. “And we haven't asked for anything.”

King Proximo glanced over their heads and winked at someone behind them; both Mihalik and
Cheryl weretoo afraid to turn around. The King laughed gently. “Not yet, you haven't; but you would, if
| gave you achance, en?’

“Possibly,” admitted Cheryl.

“Haha Good girl. | admire honesty in aperson. Well, | think | know what you want, and the great
and powerful Proximo has every intention of granting your request. Indeed, | think | will put your fates
into your own hands. Y ou may choose your future yoursdlf. It will provide usdl with afew moments of
entertainment in this otherwise dull and care-ridden reign of mine. We will attend to that tonight, after
dinner.”

“May | ask aquestion, Your Mgesty?’ said Cheryl.

“Certainly, my dear.”

“What did our guide mean when he said that you were running out of time? | thought your kingdom
extended onward throughout eternity.”

King Proximo could barely suppress his glee; afew titters did manage to escape hislips. Then he
quieted himsdlf. “1 live backwards, just asMerlin did,” he explained. “How e se could one manage the
future? | know absolutely everything that will happen, because I've dready been there. | was created at
theend of time, and | am living backward until | run smack-dab into Hesternia's ample bosom. Is she ill
carrying that riding crop? I'm not sure about that, the riding crop business. I've aways been attracted to
softer, more feminine women. Like you, my dear.” Helaughed heartily again. “When the time comes
when Hesterniaand | meet in some unimaginable place, the future will cometo an end, and sowill 1.” He
laughed, less heartily thistime.

“The future will cometo an end, as you know it,” said Cheryl, “but the future will till exist for us,
wont it?’

“Oh, of course. But who cares about you?’

Cheryl decided not to answer that question. Mihdik had an answer ready, and an impertinent
question of his own, but he was wise enough to keep his silence, too. When King Proximo redized that
neither of his guests had anything further to say, he chuckled some more, rolled off histhrone, and made
hisway toward the far doors. Trumpets blared, courtiers bowed low, and there was the general flash and
swirl of a Shakespearean monarch's entourage going offstage to alow the principas afew moments of
didogue.

Beat the Clock

The dinner wasn't quite as sumptuous as Mihdik and Cheryl imagined it might be: corned beef
sandwiches (on white with mayonnaise), potato pancakes, and orange Jell-O for dessert. The King
seemed to enjoy the meal tremendoudly -- he laughed and joked al through it; but it was beginning to
look asthough he laughed a anything. His laughter was not necessarily asign of hisgood humor. After
the dishes were cleared away, he remembered the promise hed made in the throne room. He coughed a
couple of timesto tune his voice, then announced to his entire court, “ Our two guestswish to leave us.”

There was an immediate chorus of disbelieving voices crying, “No, how can that bel” and smilar



sentiments. To Proximo's followers, it wasincredible that anyone would prefer another time and place to
thiswonderful magic kingdom.

Proximo held up ahand for silence, and he got it. “Do not think harshly of them, my friends” he said,
amiling. “They come from the dim reaches of antiquity -- from within the shadow of Hesternia, let us not
forget -- and so their minds are not so developed as ours. If they believe they will be happier in their own
world, then we will give them achance at that illusory joy. Frank, Cheryl, come here.” Thetimorous
chrononauts approached the roya presence. “Haha, don't be afraid,” said the King. Mihadik felt likea
four-year-old boy going up to get his picture taken on Santa's lap: he wasterrified. “ Cheryl, my dear, you
will get your choicefirgt. It has become evident that you are from adightly different universe than our
friend Frank. Y our universeis concealed behind one of these three doors. Which one do you want, Door
Number One, Door Number Two, or Door Number Three?’

Cheryl stared at King Proximo with wide eyes. “What's behind the other two doors?’ she asked.

“Haha, can't tell you!”

“And | have to choose one of them?Wheat if | choose wrong?’

“Y ou go through it anyway.”

“Into what?’

“Haha”

Cheryl looked helplesdy at Mihalik. He looked helplessly back. “Take Three,” he said. “ They never
put the good prizesin the middle.”

Cheryl looked back at the King. “Y ou can't make me choose my fate blind likethis,” she said. “It's
outrageous! It's--"

Proximo laughed delightedly and said, “It's the way we do things around here. Choose.”

Cheryl's shoulders dumped. “Door Number One,” she said.

There was aloud buzzer and the crowd groaned. “Oh, oh,” said King Proximo with some
amusement. “Y ou get to spend the rest of your life on adesert idand on aworld with no other land
masses a al and no other living things, with a hundred cases of King Norway Sardines, a Speidd
watchband, and afifty-dollar gift certificate from the Spiegel catalogue.”

“| told you to take Number Three,” said Mihdlik.

Cheryl turned on him furioudy. “I'll give you Number Three,” she said. Sheraised afigt to hit him, but
shewas restrained by acourtier.

“And now you, Mr. Mihalik. My subjects have put something new behind Door Number One. It may
be your universe, and it may not.”

“Three,” said Mihdik, feding his pulse begting faster.

The rude buzzer sounded again. Mihdik fdt his sscomach tighten. The crowd groaned. Proximo
seemed to smile even more broadly than ever. “ Sorry, son,” he said, “but you get to be ablind beggar in
acity in central Europe in the twenty-second century, atime of famine and pestilence. You aso get a
year's supply of Eskimo Pies and the home version of our game, ‘ Time Spy.” But you've both been good
gports. Let's give these people abig hand.” The entourage applauded politely.

Mihalik wasn't going to berailroaded into such adisma fate so easily. He was about to step forward
and put his hands around the plump neck of the happy old King, when Cheryl interrupted. “Isthisfor
rea?’ she asked. “I want to know, becauseif it is, we're both going to be very upset. When we get
upset, we sometimes lose control .”

“Isthat athreat?’ asked Proximo, laughing.

“Uh huh,” said Mihdik.

“No,” said theKing, “itisn't for red. Y ou'vefound meout. It wasjust alittle stunt, alittle after-dinner
prank. Surprise, surprise, the joke's on you! But you are good sports, after al, aren't you?’

Mihalik let out his breath in a sudden loud snort. “Maybe I'll throttle you anyway, just for practice,” he
sad.

“Go ahead, Frank, | want to watch,” said Cheryl.

“Haha, dwayskidding, you guys,” said Proximo. “Well, | guess you want to know what I'm really



going to do with you.”

“We are developing acertain curiosity,” said Mihalik. “1 will admit that much.”

The King laughed boisteroudly, obvioudy tickled. “I don't know,” he said.

“Ligten,” said Cheryl patiently, “whatever you do with us, it will bein the future, becauseit hasn't
happened yet from our point of view. Y ou're supposed to know everything that happensin the future,
because you've aready been there. Y ou have to know what's going to happen to us. Do we get to our
homes dl right? Doesthis ever end?’

Proximo smiled and shook hishead. “1 don't know. | lie about things sometimes.”

Mihalik took another angry step forward. 1 can stop that easily enough,” he said inasurly voice.

Therewasalittleflurry of activity behind them at the great ebony doors of the banquet hall. Mihalik
and Cheryl turned to watch, and they saw Bwanawrestling with atall, dender cadaverous man dressed
al inwhite. Thetal man clasped his hands together and brought them down heavily on the back of
Bwanas neck; there was the faint crack of splintering bone, and Bwanaféel limply to the polished floor.
The gaunt man strode toward the table, not bothering to bow to King Proximo. “Who'sthat?’ asked
Cheryl.

“Pay no attention to that man behind the curtain,” said the King sourly, smiling.

“Oh,” said Mihdik, “I get it: the power behind the throne.”

“Thered power,” said Cheryl.

“Pleased to meet you,” said the starved-looking man. “1'm the Historian. Ignore thisfat puddle of
jovid blather. What can | do for you?’

Mihdik was pleased by the Historian's businesslike manner. “We want to go home,” he said.

The Historian considered the request for abare second. “Easy enough,” he said. “Isfirst thing
tomorrow morning dl right with you?’

Mihalik glanced at Cheryl. “ Sure,” shesaid.

The Historian took out asmall notebook and made an entry. “Right,” he said. “Did anybody save me
asandwich?’

A Stitchin Time

“Y ou know who helookslike?’ asked Mihalik, as he sat in the front row and munched popcorn.

“Who?’ asked Cheryl.

“The Higtorian. If he had theright facid hair and outfit, he'd look just like Cardina Richelieu. | mean
the Cardina Richelieu who tossed meinto the Badtille in the iron mask. Some coincidence, don't you
think?’

“If you say s0,” said Cheryl. “What's it supposed to mean?’

“I can't think of anything. It'sjust aresemblance, | guess. Though, cometo think of it. Cardina
Richelieu was a power behind the throne, too.” He tossed some more popcorn into his mouth. They
were watching the Historian setting up his equipment for aspecid performancein their honor. King
Proximo sat nearby on histhrone, glumly laughing at everything that was said or done, but no onewas
paying him any attention. All eyes were on the Historian. He turned and addressed Mihdik and Cheryl.

“Inyour era,” said the spider-thin man, “your scientists have yet to discover that the universe consists
of infinitesma phantom units, one of which isthe chronon. Chronons are not particles, not waves, not
wavicles. They don't seem to be made of anything. By manipulating them we can control time: our
passage through it from past to future or in the opposite direction, or acrossit, from redlity to redlity.

Y our travelsfrom universe to universe have been entirely in accord with the laws of physicsas| have
come to understand them. Y ou have not been able to control these adventures becauise you have no
concept of time asatangible entity.”

The Historian checked the digital digplays of awide bank of meters; he compared thefiguresto a
sheset of paper on his clipboard and seemed satisfied. “ Everything isready,” he announced. “1 will
demongtrate how smpleit isto dter redity.” He twisted aknaob, flicked a switch, and punched a button.
Nothing happened; that is, nothing seemed to happen for afew seconds. Then, on the eastern horizon,



where an unfamiliar constellation hovered, the night sky began to lighten. Dawn came swiftly -- too
swiftly. The sky turned pale blue, then gray, then white, then orange, then... then something wrong came
up over the edge of the world: adouble sun, amagnificent and awful spectaclein the Sky. Therewasa
small white star and amuch greater red star, each pulling spird jets of fiery matter from the other. They
climbed higher and turned the world into alandscape of freakish colors. The grasslooked black, al the
flowers were the wrong shades, and peopl€'s faces |ooked feverish and fearful. There were cries of
dismay, but the Historian smiled camly and raised one hand. “No need for darm,” he said gently. “I
haven't permanently changed our redlity; I've merdly trangported usto another redlity. Herethesunisa
double-star system, and the earth isin apeculiar orbit far enough away to sustain life. It was easy for me
to ignore certain factors -- the concentration of radiation from the giant star, for example, could kill us
ingtantly if | hadn't chosen aredlity where such radiation doesn't exist. There are an infinite number of
redities, remember; and included among them are plenty in which the physica laws of our universe do
not apply. | may congtruct an dternate redlity out of any set of conditions, no matter how nonsensica
they seem by the standards of our own experience. It is merely a matter of applying strict and coherent
principles. Of course, these principles are a secret, handed down from Historian to Historian. 1t would be
disastrousiif everyone could change redity as he saw fit, anytime he grew tired or displeased with the
world asitis”

King Proximo clapped enthusiagtically. “Well done, well done! | salute your double star. You arean
artist, ageniug! Y ou are the grestest Historian of al time. Now take us back to our own universe.”

The Higtorian studied his king for amoment; Mihaik sensed that the two men despised and feared
each other. “ At your command, Y our Mgesty,” said the Historian. He turned the knob, flipped the
switch, and punched a button. The stars, alittle above the horizon, became one, turned yellow, shrunk to
norma size, and disgppeared. It was once again night; the same unfamiliar congtellation hung in the space
where the sun had undergone its transformations.

Proximo's courtiers and the rest of the Agency workers leaped up and cheered. The Historian raised
his hands modestly, then gracioudy accepted the ovation. He waked to where Mihdik and Cheryl were
gtting. “Well,” he said, “what did you think?’

“I'm till stunned,” said Mihalik. “I dropped my popcorn.”

“Sorry,” said the Higtorian, pleased by Mihalik's reaction. He turned to Cheryl. “ And you, young
|ady?”

“It wasn't what | expected, that'sfor sure,” said Cheryl. “1 don't know what | expected, redly. I'd
give anything to have the ability to change redity--"

“Some people are prepared to kill for that knowledge,” said the Historian. *“ Of course, they're very
easy to dedl with. | just switch to aredlity where these particular people don't exist. As| sad, this
scienceisthe ultimate synthesis of al man'sknowledge; it can be used for the ultimate good or the
ultimateevil.”

“We thought the same thing in our own time,” said Mihalik, “about thasers and the charm bomb.”

The Historian smiled indulgently. “Men have dways believed that timeswere as bad asthey could
ever get, that life was as hazardous as it was possible to imagine. Of course, they were often correct
about that -- life as any person knowsit may well be as bad as he can imagine, because he cannot
foresee the next turn of the screw, the next thing that will make his existence even less secure. Yet | fed
confident that nothing will ever surpass the power of the chronon. | have King Proximo's testimony that |
havein my frail human hands the consummate force. The only safe thing to do with such aforce, weve
decided, isto make of it neither tool nor weapon, but art. The position of Historian is nearer that of an
entertainer than ascientist. | amn consdered agreat artist, asengtive creator of imagined possihilities,
rather than atechnician wearing awhite lab coat who fools around with e ectronics and the philosophy of
science”

“What you do besats holoshows dl to hell,” said Mihdik.

“Thank you,” said the Historian. “It should be gpparent to you now, my friends, that 1, and not King
Proximo, am the one who may aid you in your long and weary quest for your true homes.”



“I hadn't even let mysdlf dare hope,” said Cheryl.

The Higtorian smiled. “Don't et your hopes get too high even now. | cannot promise anything with
absolute certainty. As| said, what | do isan exact science. The manipulation of chrononsis acomplex
operation, but governed by certain laws and procedures. However, the infinite number of potential
redities meansthat angling out specific universes can be atime-consuming process. For instance, whét |
did tonight -- changing our sun into adouble star -- was child's play. Thereisan infinite number of
redlitiesin which our sunis part of such asystem. It isalower-order infinity, to be sure, but an infinity
nonetheless; | could choose any one of them. However, setting you into precisely the universe you came
from will require more searching. That is, of course, unlessyou're willing to accept aredlity that is
indistinguishably close to your own. Onein which, for example, the leaves of asingletreein some vast
forest are arranged differently.”

“That would befine,” said Mihalik. “ Aslong asthe difference would never become apparent to me --
tous, | mean.”

TheHigtorian shrugged. “In that case, | can virtually guarantee success”

“Oh, Frank!” cried Cheryl happily. She threw her arms around Mihdik's neck and kissed him.

Mihalik was unhappy about such displaysin public. “Must | remind you, Cheryl,” he began. He got
no further; shelet her armsfal to her sdes and turned away, hurt and near tears. “1'm sorry, Cheryl,
redly | am. | just can't help remembering that you're not my Cheryl, however much like her you are. If
we alowed oursalvesto take such liberties, it would be akind of faithlessnessto the other Frank and the
other Cheryl.”

“Mord tgp dancing,” said Cheryl, sniffling.

The Historian looked uncomfortable. “If you'll excuse me,” he said, his eyes cast down, “maybewe
could talk again tomorrow and begin to make some tentative plans. I'll need a certain amount of data
from you both, in order to set up my cdculations.”

“Sure,” said Mihdik. “Well both be at your convenience.”

“Wonderful,” said the man in white. “1t will be nice to perform some practica good for achange,
though my artistic digplaysare fulfilling in their own way.” He nodded to them both and went back to his

equipment.

Strawberriesand Champagne Retur n with a Vengeance

It was eight o'clock in the morning. Mihdik had gotten into the habit of staying in bed aslate ashe
could, because he never knew how long held have to go without deep. Emergencies and changesin
circumstances had been coming thick and fast, so he stocked up on food, water, and energy whenever
possible. When the knock came on his door, he didn't really want to wake up; he lways rose to some
Stuation he didn't want to be reminded of . The knock came again, louder thistime. Mihdik couldn't help
it; he awoke grumbling. “All right,” he said. He siwung hislegs out of the wide brass bed, dragged on the
Agency clothes, and went to the door.

“Good morning,” said ayoung woman. “1'm Corporal Roxas. I'm here to answer any questions you
may have about the Agency, about your responsbility to King Proximo, or anything el se that may have
occurred to you since last night.”

“Right,” said Mihdlik. “Comein, make yourself comfortable. Can | get some breakfast?’

“Jugt call down and they'll bring it up in afew minutes. Anything you like. Let your imagination run
away with you.” He ordered orange juice and Spoon-Size Shredded Whest, something hisfather had
written once on ascrap of paper when Mihdik was very young, but which didn't exist any longer in his
world. Mihdik had aways been fascinated by the notion of shredding wheet: how had they doneit? It
was alost technologica secret. They must have had to use ateeny tiny shredder, he thought. Grains of
whesat were small uff.

While they waited for the breakfast to be delivered, Mihalik did ask afew questions. “What do you
mean by my ‘respongihilitiesto King Proximo’ 7’

Corporal Roxas smiled. “You don't think al this comes cheap, do you?’ she said, with agesture that



included the room, the imminent breskfagt, the terrific view, the entertainment of the night before, the
clothes, thelittle bars of sogp in the bathroom, everything.

“I thought | wasaguest,” he said. He wondered how he could possibly pay any kind of debt. All he
had was the clothes on his back, and they aready belonged to King Proximo.

“You'reaguest in the most euphemistic sense,” said Roxas.

“I don't carry cash,” said Mihalik, “and my checkbook isbehind in another universe.”

Shewaved ahand in dismissd. “The King isn't looking for that sort of payment. He has dl the
materid wedlth imaginable. He needs your loyaty and your help, in his congtant battle against those who
seek to undermine hisleadership.”

“Agents of Queen Hesternia?’ asked Mihdlik. “Here?’

“Wdll, her spies, of course, but there are other enemies. A man asinfluential and powerful asthe King
atracts commensurate opponents.”

“Who are we talking about, precisely?’

Shewaved ahand again. “Oh, the Historian, for example.”

“I didn't think they were best buddies.”

“You'revery perceptive, Frank. You don't mind if | call you Frank?’ She smiled prettily.

“Of coursenot,” he said.

“Youdon't mindif | take off my tunic? It'sso warm in here.” She began to pull the silver and blue
tunic over her head. She was wearing nothing under it.

“Uh, miss, I'd appreciateit if you wouldn't do that. | come from arather puritanica society, and I'm
just not comfortable in rooms with haf-naked corpords. It's an embarrassing flaw, | know, but you have
to take me, imperfectionsand al.”

“Oh, Frank, I'll take you any way | can get you,” she murmured, dipping the tunic back on. She stood
up and cameto him, Sitting beside him on the sofa. “ Can't you see? I'm crazy about you.”

“Don't kissme.”

“Isit her? Isthat what you're afraid of ? That auburn-haired wench next door? I'll scratch her eyes out.
I'll drop her off the three-hundredth floor observation platform. Oh, Frank, can't you tell? I've been
waiting for you dl my life”

He was saved by another knock at the door. “Breskfast,” he guessed.

“Frank, how can you think of food at atimelike this?’

“According to my estimate,” he said as he went to the door, “that crummy supper we had last night
was our first meal in more than two and ahdf million years. | can't live like that.” He opened the door
and an Agency private nodded to him, standing by a service cart with a covered tray. Just asthe private
wheded the cart by Mihdlik into the Sitting room, the front door of the adjoining suite opened. A tall,
dark-haired, good-looking Agency lieutenant came out, an angry look on hisface below ared
hand-shaped mark across one cheek. He gave Mihdik aquick sullen look and went stiffly but speedily
down the carpeted hdlway. Mihdik gazed after him. Obvioudy he had been pulling on Cheryl the same
thing that Corpora Roxas had tried to pull on him. He thought of the hand print acrossthe lieutenant's
face: good for Cheryl! Mihalik grinned. He closed the door.

“Your breakfast, dir,” said the private.

“Thanks, kid. Do | tip you or something?’

“No, g, it'sbeen my privilege.”

“Great. Now begt it.”

“Yes, ar.”

“And take this soiled dove with you.”

Roxaswas furious. “What?’ she cried.

“Get out,” sad Mihalik camly. “I caught aglimpse of your pa next door quick-marching toward the
rear. OI' Cheryl wasin no more mood for your phony passion than | was. Now leave me alone. Cheryl
and | have some serious planning to do.”

“The King will hear of this” threatened Roxas.



“Sowill theHigtorian,” said Mihalik. Hewas gratified again by her gpprehensive expression; evidently
he'd hit a sore spot. Getting out the door before anything more could be said, she nearly upset an end
table and apink aabaster lamp. She didn't give him another glance, and the door dammed behind her. A
moment later Mihdik knocked on the communicating door between the two suites.

“Whoisit?’ caled Cheryl.

“It'sjust me, honey,” said Mihdik. “1 had this Agency vamp in here, but | got rid of her assoon as|
figured out what shewas up to.”

“They sicced one on me, too, Frank. Wait aminute and I'll unlock this.” She opened the door, and
they smiled at each other, unsure who was going to visit whom. Finally Mihalik stepped acrossinto her
sitting room. It wasidentical to his. The remains of alarge and € egant breskfast, complete with two
half-full champagne glasses, lay on thetable.

“Sharp guy, though,” said Mihalik. “ Saw him when | opened the door to get my breakfast.”

“How did helook?’ asked Cheryl.

“Pained,” said Mihalik. “They'll haveto put his self-respect in acast and give him crutches.” They
both laughed. “What time are we supposed to see the Historian?’

“Nine. We havetimeto finish breskfast and relax alittle.”

“It won't take me much time to finish my breskfast,” said Mihdik. “1 didn't go overboard. | just got a
bowl of cered.”

Cheryl smiled. “That lieutenant brought me a spiced baked apple plopped in heavy cream and Eggs
Sardou and cream cheese crepes topped with strawberries flambéed in kirsch. And a pitcherful of
mimosas -- champagne and orange juice. It'swonderful, Frank, even better than an aspirin in Coke.”

Mihalik nodded. “Y ou have any of those crepes | eft, honey?1'm getting spoiled, | redly like
strawberries. Well never see another one after we go home.”

Cheryl sighed. “1 know. | haven't even touched the crepes. Mr. Wonderful didn't give metime -- he
made his pass during the baked apple. Let'sfinish off the breskfast. 1'd rather shareit with you,
anyway.”

They kissed and Mihdik felt afamiliar blossoming of affection until he recaled that this Cheryl
bel onged to someone e se. His emotions were confused, and he dedlt with them by hiding them away out
of dght. They sat at the table in Cheryl's suite and began to eat the excellent breakfast the Agency had
provided. Halfway through the eggs, while Mihalik was still spooning the strange yellowish sauce to one
Sde, the telephonerang.

“Don't answer it,” he said.

“I haveto, Frank,” said Cheryl regretfully. “1t may be someone important. | mean, how many people
could know we were here?’

“The King or Bwanaor your lieutenant, wanting to make a date to apologize for his behavior. Hell
make another pass then, too.”

“I' know that, Frank.”

“If it'smy mother, tell her I'm not here.”

“Y our mother'sin afeminist Sufi convent, Frank.”

Helooked at her sadly. “My mother's home, Cheryl. Y ou know that aswell as| do.”

“It might be the Historian on the phone ready to send us home.”

“Okay, answer it; seeif | care” Heresumed discarding the hollandaise sauce. It seemed to go on
forever.

Cheryl's part of the telephone conversation was restricted to several well-spaced “ uh-huhs.” She hung
up the telephone and came back to the table. “He wantsto see usright away,” she said.

“Who? The King?’

“The Higtorian. He has most of the universesin the universe sorted out, but he needs quite abit of
information to narrow down the choices. WEll have to work with him.”

“All right. Well go right after breskfast.”

Cheryl looked wistfully at the eggs, the crepes, and the champagne and orangejuice. “He said now.



Histimeisvauable, you know. He said right now, immediately, within the next seven minutes, if weredly
want to go home.”

“Damnit.” Mihaik carried the champagne glassin one hand and stuffed the flambéed strawberry
crepein the pocket of his Agency uniform trousers. “Well, I'm ready,” he said. “I'll eat the crepewhen |
get achance.”

“Youreadob, Frank,” said Cheryl. When his expression turned offended, she added, “A lovable
dob.”

“Yeah, youreright.” He didn't sound moallified. “Come on. Where is his place?”’

“On top. The 316th floor.”

“He must have someview.”

Cheryl shrugged. “ Of what, Frank? The flowers? They'd be avfully tiny from up that high.”
“Thisistill New York, Cheryl, what ought to be the Queens end of Long Idand. He can probably
see for miles: the beautiful brown ocean; the Hudson Riverless Vdley; The Parking Lot, what used to be

Connecticut, and dl those pardld ydlow stripes--”

“Where | comefrom, they didn't turn Connecticut into aparking lot.”

“They should have, back when they had al those automobiles and things. They had to put them
someplace.”

“They made Connecticut into awild game refuge, for theweird, sick people who liked them. Wild
games, | mean. Y ou can get prosecuted for doing that sort of thing in the other States, even in the privacy
of your own home.”

“Just asit should be,” said Mihdik. “1 don't even like the idea of setting aside aplace for those
perverts. It just encourages them.”

“It keeps them off the streets, Frank.”

He shook his head. “Never mind, never mind; it isn't important. Y our world hasitsrules, my world
has dightly different ones. It's pointless to argue about them now.”

“You'reright again, Frank. Let'sgo.” They left the remnants of their breakfasts, with alittle luck, they
might be sent to their dismal homes before lunchtime.

Portrait of the Artist asa Shrewd Cookie

They rode up to the Historian's penthouse. He greeted them warmly and invited them in. Mihalik and
Cheryl exchanged surprised looks when they saw the windows -- the Historian had had them boarded
up. Therewasnoview at dl. “Had todo it, I'm afraid,” he said. “I didn't want to, but little stones kept
hitting them. This high, they're moving at atremendous rate of speed, enough to shatter even the
supposedly shatterproof plastic.”

“Stones?’ asked Cheryl. “ Three hundred and sixteen stories up?’

The Historian nodded. “ The Coriolis Effect,” he said, assuming that explained everything. All it
reminded Mihdik of was ayoung woman who emptied wastebaskets for Dr. Waters back in hisown
time, whose name was Coriolis Mae Jackson.

“What can we do to help?’ asked Cheryl.

“Let'sgt down, shall we? Thismay be atime-consuming job. We might aswell get comfortable.” He
indicated some armchairs and asofa. The Higtorian, for al hisacclaim and influence, had asuitejust like
the ones that had been given to Mihalik and Cheryl. Mihalik approved of that; he was glad the Historian
wasn't atypical power behind the throne, one who used his position to acquire persond wealth and
status, and who mistreated and oppressed the less fortunate. The Historian was Mihdik's kind of man,
apparently just aregular guy, a Joe Doakes with a greet talent.

They seated themsel ves and the Historian opened a spiral-bound notebook. “Do you think you can
send ushometoday?’ asked Mihdik.

The Historian looked up from his notes and smiled. “ Impatient to leave our little paradise?’ he asked.

“The King and his sycophants couldn't believeit, either,” said Cheryl.

“It'snothing to me,” said the Historian. “1 can understand your eagerness. After dl, if you want to go



looking for your heart's desire, you don't have to look further than your own backyard.”

Mihalik frowned. “We don't have backyards where | come from,” he said.

“Shut up, Frank,” said the Historian. “Y ou see, one or more separate reglities are generated by each
event. For example, if you two wereto marry” -- al three people blushed furioudy -- “one universe
would continue in agtraight line from that moment, yet a second universe would split off in which you
didn't marry. That'sasmpleinstance; the trouble comesin when wetry to define theword *event.” You
see, there are separate redlities for the brief lifetimes and quirky behaviors of each subatomic particlein
exigence. A sngle unicdlular organism can generate billions of worldsdl by itself. A creature as complex
as ahuman being, possessed of conscious decision-making powersin addition to the random activities
occurring on the cellular and atomic levels, leaves behind itsdf such animmengty of equaly ‘red’ redlities
that it would be unfeasible to search among them for any particular one. The marriage example | gave,
when taken inits entirety, would generate more than five hundred quintillion worlds for each participant.
It would take longer than the whole lifetime of our galaxy to cata ogue them. | can reduce that time by
asking some specific questions and diminating the redities that don't reflect your answers. Only a
relatively smdl fraction of universesexist in which neither Judy Garland nor Shirley Temple played
Dorothy.”

“How did you know wed been arguing about that very thing?’ asked Cheryl.

“My dear,” said the Higtorian, “King Proximo knows everything that will happen in the future. I, on
the contrary, know everything that happened in the past. And not only the past, but also every past.”

“What do you mean, the past?’ asked Mihdik. “Who decideswhich oneis the past?’

“Shut up, Frank,” said the Historian. “ There are universes where Deanna Durbin played Dorothy.
There are universes where Dorothy was played by the daughter of Gertrude Stein and Maxwell Perkins.
Some universes have ayoung boy playing Dorothy, somein girl's clothes, some as ayoung hero. There
are Dorothys of every age, sex, and color. There are reditieswithout Dorothys at dl, with the Scarecrow
and his buddies addressing lines to the spot where she ought to be. Everything you can imagine exists
somewhere; much more than you can imagine exists, too. In fact, the unimaginable outhnumbers the merely
reasonable by ahuge margin.”

“It sounds kind of frightening when you put it likethat,” said Cheryl with ashudder.

The Higtorian gave her athin smile. “It is kind of frightening,” he said. “Actudly it's chaos out there.”

“Andyou haveit dl at your fingertips,” said Cheryl wonderingly.

“It'sacreepy job sometimes,” said the Historian, “but somebody's got to do it.”

“I'll bet they really had to twist your arm,” said Mihdik. “To accept dl this power, | mean.”

“Shut up, Frank,” said Cheryl. She turned back to the Historian, something like awe or dawning
rapturein her eyes. “Sotell me,” he said, “who discovered America?’

“John Cabot,” said Mihdik. “In 1497.”

“Maroun abu-Taifa, in 1108,” said Cheryl, “but the Mudims thought that colonizing was more trouble
than it was worth. They had more important things to worry about, so Americawasn't redlly colonized
until the Finns started settling in Newfinland.”

“Uh huh,” said the Historian. He jotted down their answersin his notebook.

“Y ou mean Newphondand,” said Mihdik through clenched jaws. “ The phone company dissdents
who wanted to--"

“Telephone company dissdents?’ said Cheryl skeptically. The Historian struggled to regain control of
theinterview.

“Thisisvery helpful,” he said dubioudy. “Now who won the War Between the States?’

“The American Civil War?' asked Mihdik. “The North. The Union.”

“France and the Canary Idands,” said Cheryl.

There were afew seconds of unhappy silence. “Well,” said the Historian at last, “it lookslike | redly
have my work cut out for me. | was hoping that you came from universesthat were alittle closer
together.”

“Isit going to mean trouble?’ asked Mihalik. “Will we be stuck herelong?’



The Higtorian smiled. “1t depends on what you mean by ‘long.” I've been here along time, and King
Proximo's been here even longer. Y ou wouldn't even want to start using the word ‘long’ until a couple of
hundred thousand years go by.”

“What Frank meant by ‘long,”” suggested Cheryl, “wasin the neighborhood of days, weeks, or
months.”

“Yeah,” sad Mihdik.

“Possibly,” said the Historian, “ but possibly not.”

Mihalik looked a Cheryl. “We're getting the runaround again,” he said.

“You'rerecognizing it more quickly,” shesaid. “That'sagood sgn.”

The Higtorian held up ahand. “Ligten, thisis no runaround. | meant what | said: | can send you home.
Y ou can't expect miracles, though.”

“We can't even expect unadorned redlity,” said Mihalik. “ So what do we do next? While we're
wating?’

“I want you to think over my proposition,” said the Historian.

“Proposition?’ asked Cheryl.

“I want you to fight on my side.”

Mihdik felt the snking fedling he had felt afew times before. “We weren't aware that you had aside,
sr. We thought it was Good King Proximo againgt Bad Queen Hesternia. How can you have aside?
How can you line up three armies? Y ou'd need atriangular baitlefield with an equilateral safety zonein
themiddle”

“That's not where you want usto stand, isit?’ asked Cheryl. “In the middle? With three different
armiescoming a us?’

The Higtorian was vastly amused. “Y ou primitives from the past are like a breath of fresh air to me.
Redly, | couldn't have come up with such aridiculousimageif | used teams of stenographers and
worked weekends. No, you just don't understand; | seethat I'll haveto explainit al from the beginning.
What you think isatime war between Proximo and Hesterniais actually a conspiracy to deprive me of
my rightful position asMagtermind.”

“Uhoh,” thought Mihalik, “hereit comes....”

“I'd be agreat Mastermind, too,” said the Historian. “ That's just what eternity needs -- aMastermind
of Time. Proximo can't handle the job; he's stuck in the future. Hesternials stuck in the past. Thework
requires someone who's able to roam around time and do what needs to be done.”

“Just exactly what does need to be done?’ asked Cheryl.

The Historian's eyebrows raised a bit. “ Oh, this, for example.” He reached forward afew inches and
punched a button on the arm of his chair. Both Mihdik and Cheryl underwent an astonishing and none
too pleasant transformation: they were turned into humanoid lizards. They remained the same size and
weight, they stayed in their Agency uniforms, they even kept their proper eye colors. They were just
lizards, gray-green-lizards with long pink tongues and scaesinstead of hair.

“Oh, my God,” said Cheryl softly.

“Don't worry,” said the Historian. “ Everybody in the world isalizard now except me. Asif our
antediluvian forebears had been reptilian, rather than hominoid. The people down in the city are used to
changeslike this now and then. It keeps them on their toes, reminds them who they ought to be niceto
when they pass me on the street. I'll change you back into peoplewhen | fed likeit.”

“Wed be ever o grateful,” said Cheryl. She wasterrified. Her long pink tongue lolled from one side
of her mouth. Shefound, to her vast disgust, that she was glancing around the room, looking for flies.

“I wonder if lizardslike crepes Fitzgerdd,” said Mihalik, remembering that he still had onein his
pocket.

“Will you get your mind on the important issue here?’ cried the Historian. It wasthe most
overwrought either of the temponeers had ever seen him.

“Sorry,” said Mihdik, “1'm not used to thislizard business. It was just my scientific nature taking over,
thinking up an experiment. Y ou're a scientist, too; you should appreciate the unique opportunity--"



“I've been alizard, too, don't kid yourself,” said the Historian. “ And no, they don't like crepes. Not
strawberry ones, anyway.”

“Y ou were beginning to explain the time war thing and how you'd like to be Overlord,” said Cheryl.
Maybe if she got the conversation back on that track, they could stop being lizards sooner.

“Mastermind,” said the Historian. “We had Overlords and we got rid of them positively eons ago. By
the way, how would you like to sop being lizards?’

“If it's convenient for you,” said Mihdik.

“No problem.” The Historian punched another button, and Mihalik and Cheryl went back to being
human again. “ See? Wasn't that something? King Proximo or Queen Hesternia can't do anything like that.
Who would you rather serve -- them or me?’

“You, definitely,” said Cheryl.

“Then you're going home as soon as| can arrangeit,” said the Historian.

“You, for sure,” said Mihalik. “Y ou've got my vote.”

“I'm so pleased.”

“Do you want usto sign astatement or anything?’ asked Mihalik.

“No,” said the Historian, “your word is your bond.”

“You bet,” said Mihdik. “Well, we ought to be getting back to our suites. | left my wallet on the
dresser.”

The Historian smiled and stood up, walking them to the door. Suddenly his smilefaded just alittle.
“Say,” he said suspicioudy, “you wouldn't be co-operating with me just to humor me, would you? So I'll
send you home and not make you into lizards again?’

Mihalik and Cheryl both shook their heads vigoroudy. “Wewouldn't do anything like that,” said
Cheryl. “Wed never be ableto live with ourselves. Besides, we took an oath before we started
exploring. We promised to be moraly upright and al that. We didn't know what kind of people wed be
running into. If we broke that oath, Dr. Waters would never forgive us.”

“Good old Dr. Waters,” said the Historian. “He taught me everything | know.”

Mihalik was startled. “Y ou've met Dr. Waters?' he asked.

“Sure” said the Higtorian. “ After he perfected timetravel.”

“S0 he will perfect timetrave.”

“I just told you s0.”

“When?’

“After you get back home.”

“Then we will get back home?’

“| just told you s0.”

“Let'sgo, Frank,” said Cheryl nervoudy. She could imagine Mihdik antagonizing the Historian into
turning them into something even worse than lizards. Sticks, maybe. Dead sticks.

“Wel,” said Mihdik, “it's been nice schmoozing with you. Cal uswhenever you need more
information.”

“I will,” said the Higtorian. “Night or day.”

“I can't wait,” saild Mihalik. They beat it the hell out of there and back down the eevator to their own
suites.

“Wow,” said Cheryl tiredly asthey sat in Mihalik's parlor and looked out over the flowers.”

“Theguy'scrazy asaloon,” said Mihdik.

“Crazy asa powerful loon. Everybody's crazy here. Everybody's crazy everywhere. Except us, of
course” Mihdik gave her anarrow, appraisng glance. She knew just what he was thinking.

GiveMeLiberty, or Give Me Something Almost as Good

Mihdik hung up the telephone. “ God knows how many millions of yearswe arein thefuture,” hesad,
“and al the operators till sound the same.”

“Begrateful,” said Cheryl. “The Historian could make them sound like Daffy Duck if he wanted to.”



He shrugged. “ If what Bwana said istrue, then it doesn't make any difference what we do from now
on.”

“What are you talking about, Frank? Hey, are you trying to think again?’

“Judt alittle; sometimes| just can't helpit. | mean, if every past, every possible padt, leadsto this
single eventual future, then it doesn't make any difference a dl if you're agood person or abad person; if
you give money to the Reformation Regiment a Christmas or massacre innocent puppies and kittens; if
the good guys or the bad guyswin thiswar or that war; if the wagon train makesit through to California
Nothing means anything! Whether the dinosaurs disappeared or not, whether mankind learned to speak
and read and build cities, whether we drove back the Martiansinto their scummy little holes-- none of it
means adamn thing. Whatever might have happened in the past would lead inexorably to today. To us
herein thisroom, waiting for the Historian to figure out what he's going to try next.”

“Frank,” said Cheryl thoughtfully, “that can't be entirely true. What if human beings never developed
from apdlike ancestors? How could the Historian himself be here to do what he does?’

Mihdik shrugged. “If intdligent earthworms ruled the world, then the Historian would be an intelligent
earthworm who changed redity into onewith intelligent humans.”

“What if life never evolved on earth at dl?’

“Then it came from someplace el se, and the Historian would--"

Cheryl wastoo impatient to wait for him to follow her reasoning. “What if life never developed at all
anywhere, not on any single planet in thewhole, entire universe?’

Mihalik didnt like that ideaabit. “Nowhere? A completely dead universe?’

“Y es. Then where would the Historian have come from?’

“Another universe, one where there were two of them.” It wasthe likely answer, and both Mihaik
and Cheryl knew it immediately. There was an answer for everything -- and the Historian had it. What it
added up to was the bleakest, most inhuman, maost demeaning explanation of the purpose of life anyone
had ever consdered: life, pain, joy, struggle -- al were lessthan nothing, less than futile. The goddamn
universe couldn't care less what you or your species did; it was hurrying on to its absurd, flower-strewn
Wizard of Oz/1939 New Y ork World's Fair future with or without you. Y ou could choose to come
along, or you could dash your wristsin despair. Neither decision -- or any other, at any other moment --
would ater the outcome.

“Boy, isthat depressing,” said Cheryl.

“| don't even want to think about it,” said Mihdik. “1'd go to bed and never get up again if it would
mean anything. It wouldn't mean anything, though, so what'sthe point?’

“That'sjust it, Frank,” said Cheryl tearfully. “What's the point? Why bother going on, trying to find
our homes? Why bother rebuilding our lives? Why bother trying to make the future better for ourselves
and for future generations? If we succeed or wefail, it'sall going to end up like this. We might aswell
spend the rest of our lives watching fireworks over the Lagoon of Nations and being changed into bizarre
figments of the Higtorian'simagination. We might aswell just give up.”

Those were just the words Mihalik needed to hear. He was suddenly thrown into action, asif akey
had been turned, asif apowerful restraint had been removed. “ Give up?” he cried. “Not on your pretty
little ass! Nobody pushes Frank Mihdik and his chick around like that, not even some pissant
Mastermind with omniscience, omnipotence, and powersfar beyond those of mortal men.”

“Y ou make him sound like God, Frank,” said Cheryl shakily.

“God, ha! Well see what he looks like when | get through with him!” He picked up the telephone
again. “1 want to talk to Bwana,” hetold the operator. Helooked at Cheryl. “Bwanas il laid up. The
Historian worked him over pretty hard last night.”

“Maybe we can send him abasket of fruit,” said Cheryl.

“Hello, Bwana? Frank Mihalik here. Y eah, the visitor from the past; you remember. | was wondering
if I could have alittle chat with you today. Oh, about overthrowing the Historian. Bwana? Hello?’
Mihdik hung up. “Hehung up,” said Mihdik.

“Maybe you ought to take it alittle easier, Frank,” said Cheryl. “Everybody seemsto be alittle



touchy about the Historian. They probably didn't like being lizards just as much aswe didn't.”

“Takeit easer! I'll go over the son of abitch'shead! I'll go right to the King!”

“Oh, that'sterrific: the King. Santahimsdf.”

“You wait, Cheryl,” said Mihaik excitedly. “Y ou'll see some action.”

“That'swhat I'm afraid of.” Mihalik rushed out of the room; Cheryl shivered.

King Proximo was as little help as Bwana had been. The old monarch sat on histhrone wearing his
gold crown, holding his gold scepter, hisfat pink face wreathed in abroad smile. “ Frank, Frank!” he
cried happily. “How wonderful to see you thisglorious day! Wereyou alizard just alittle while ago?|
wasalizard. It was marvelous! That Historian! And he has such a sense of humor, too! Haha”

“Your Mgesty,” said Mihaik ashe knelt at Proximo'sfest, “It's about the Historian that | wanted to
talk toyou.”

“Excdlent fellow, came highly recommended, does agreat job and on alimited budget, too.”

“Hé's planning to overthrow you and Queen Hesternia. He's planning to make himsdlf the actud
dictator of time.”

“Haha,” said King Proximo. “ Always something new from that joker. Dictator of time, en? Wdl, we
can't havethat; I'll have to speak to him. Perhaps he just doesn't feel appreciated. We must do something
for him, declare aholiday in hishonor or put his picture on a stamp or something.”

Mihalik was feding desperate. “ He doesn't give ahoot in hell about anything like that! He wantsit all
7

TheKing laughed. “Wdl, he can't haveit dl. | haveitdl.”

“Hell takeit away fromyou.”

“Hewon't. I've been in the future, you know; and I've seeniit. | rule al the way to the end. | mean, the
beginning. My beginning, your end. Y ou know what | mean. Asamatter of fact, | don't think this
Historian is due to last more than another one or two gdactic revolutions.”

“But if he can change things--"

“Hey, can he ever! Do you know what | looked like, oh, two or three thousand years ago? | looked
like aHogarth caricature of Richard I11. It was either hisidea of ajoke or somekind of petty revenge for
something, | forget. | spent decades like that; it wasn't any fun, either, let metell you: limping around,
dragging my leg, my back al hunched over, snarling at everybody, muttering to myself, drowning princes.
Finally he relented and turned meinto this.” Proximo leaned forward and spoke in asoft voice.
“Confidentidly, thisjolly old soul stuff isamost asbad. Haha” It wasthe most pitiful laughter Mihalik
had ever heard.

“If he can change things -- little things, big things -- maybe he can change the future. My future, your
“How can he change my past?’

“1 don't know, Your Mgesty, | don't even understand the rules here. How does he change the
present? Your present, | mean. He managesthat and, from my point of view, that would be more difficult
than changing the future. Anybody can change the future--"

“You'rewrong, there,” said King Proximo. “ The future aways ends up to be thisway. It's even more
locked-in than smple predestination. Thereé's no way around it, so you can't do anything about changing
it”

“How do you know?’

Proximo's eyes opened wider. “Because the Historian told me s0,” he said, astonished. “Haha”

“See? He's setting his plan into motion. In alittlewhile, if you exist a adl, you and Hesterniawill be
doing guest gppearances on talk shows and writing memoirsto pay your rent while Mr. Big-Shot
Historian whips the whole universe around to hisliking. And strictly off the record, he's not quite sane,
you know.”

“He'snot?’ The King began to look terrified at the edges of his cheerful amile.

“How could he be? He's-"

Just then, both Mihdik and King Proximo were changed into other forms. They could till think, but



they couldn't move or speak. They had become large, sentient chocolate-caramels. They heard footsteps
approaching. A few moments later, the Historian's voice penetrated the chocolate. “A little taste of home,
Mr. Mihdik? Mad, an 1?7’ hesaid in alow, even, crazy voice. “Plotting behind my back, are you?| hope
this demondtrates the foolishness of even daring to try such athing. I'll release you sooner or later, but I'll
let you suffer so you won't be tempted to get in my way again. Y ou should see how stupid you look. |
should have made you into pralines, that would have been even sillier. When you're human again, youll
find that you won't savor the tastes of food or drink ever again: a permanent reminder from me. And |

can do worse. | can make sex the most tedious thing in the world. | can--"

Therewas aloud thump, and the Historian fell to the floor, making another thump. “ Frank?” called
Cheryl. Mihalik couldn't answer; he was gtill athree-foot-square lump of chocolate-covered caramd.
Antswere beginning to crossthe glossy black floor of the throne room; Mihalik could hear their tiny
footfalls. “Frank?’ called Cheryl again. She was closeto hysteria “Y ou've got to be here somewhere, |
heard the Historian talking to you; but al | see are these two huge blocks of candy.” She broke off alittle
of Mihdik's chocolate; it hurt him like aknife wound. “1t'slousy chocolate, Frank. We had better stuff
back in 1996. Oh, merciful heavens! Isthat you, Frank?’

Mihalik tried to think of away he could communicate as an inanimate cube of candy. Nothing cameto
mind.

“It must be you! And thismust be King Proximo! | can tell by the crown and the scepter. Al right, I'll
force the Historian to change you back. Thank God he didn't turn you into... into....” She couldn't bring
hersdlf to finish the sentence; despite hersdlf, she was beginning to giggle.

A few minutes later the Historian came to his senses, firmly tied and gagged, with Cheryl sitting on his
chest. “Doit,” shesad.

“Gaagaagaa,” said the Historian. Cheryl removed the gold-threaded cloth from his mouth. “1 can't
do anything likethis” hesaid. “1 have to use my equipment. I'm atechnician, not amagician, you know.”

Cheryl gave him apenetrating stare; she had seen Mihalik and Dr. Watersdo it, but thiswas one of
her firgt. “Okay,” shesaid, “but I'll be watching every move you make.”

“Won't do you any good,” said the Historian. “Y ou won't know what I'm up to. | could switch usall
to auniverse where you don't exist and you'd be gone. Then I'd be unguarded and at complete liberty to
achieve my gods.” Cheryl knew that wastrue; it was some quandary, al right.

It seemed like astalemate; actually it seemed that way because Cheryl preferred astalemate. It was
redly total victory for the Historian, but Cheryl wasn't ready to admit that yet.

“Of course” said the Higtorian airily, “there wouldn't be much pleasure without some kind of
oppostion.”

“Aha,” said Cheryl, “your typical mad-scientist weakness.”

“No,” said the Higtorian, “my gdlantry. Untie me.”

“Why should 17’

“Becauseif you don't, the antswill cart your boyfriend over thereto their holein the ground, gram by
gram.”

Cheryl nodded and let loose the Historian's bonds. “ The King and Mihalik will be people again very
shortly,” he said. “ Then the war can start.”

“Oh, good,” said Cheryl unhappily. Mihdik couldn't talk, of course, but he heard everything that was
sad in the throne room. He was even unhappier than Cheryl.

The Historian walked arrogantly away, and Cheryl sat on the steps of the throne. She watched ants
climb dl over her dear Frank. Then about five minuteslater, without a sound or aflicker of lightning,
Mihdik and King Proximo returned to their former selves. “Uck,” said the King, “thereare ants dl over
me”

“Weve got to get to work,” said Mihdik forcefully. “We don't have much time.”

“You don't have much time,” Proximo reminded him. “I'm going to let him do whatever hefedslike.”

Standing to one side, Cheryl murmured Yip Harburg'slyricsto “1f | Only Had the Nerve.” She
sighed, knowing it was hopeless. “Be alion, not amowess,” she sad.



“Nope, haha”

Mihdik stared at the happy old King. “All right,” he said dowly, “I'll fight him doneif | haveto.”

“And I'll bewith you, darling,” said Cheryl. Mihalik gazed down into her lustrous eyes, and hewas
filled with anew and daring courage.

“And sowill 1,” came avoice from the back of the huge hall. It was Bwana, bandaged and on
crutches, but with alook of defiance on hisface. Behind him were dozens of other men and women.

“You'vedoneit, Frank,” said Cheryl wonderingly. “Just like one of the Dr. Waterses said you would.
Y ou've founded the Temporary Underground.”

“Watch my dugt,” said Mihalik tersely. He turned on his hedl and sirode manfully toward his new
dlies

A Moral Dilemma, or Tough Luck, Cheryl

As many courageous and powerful leaders have learned to their dismay, it is unrewarding to battle an
enemy who knows Everything and can even control the movements of the celestial spheres. How many
people can name the guy who was trying to keep the walls together inside Jericho while Joshuawas
doing hisbit outsde? That was pretty much the position in which Mihalik found himself. The Historian
wasn't God in actud fact, but the effective distinction was so smdll asto be, for al practical purposes,
negligible. For example, the Historian couldn't create life, he couldn't make aman out of insensate clay;
but he could transfer to aredlity where such clay wasjust about to be animated spontaneoudy into a
living man, thanksto somelocal quirk of natura science. It would seem to an unbiased spectator that the
Historian had performed the miracle, and that was good enough.

The Temporary Underground, Mihalik's forces, numbered two hundred and nine, including himself
and Cheryl. The other severd thousand citizens of the city -- the 1939 New Y ork World's Fair, or
wherever and whatever it was -- preferred to huddlein their cdllars and laugh the day away until the
conflict was decided. The Historian had no dlies: he didn't need any. He was barricaded in his suite with
al hisequipment and his clipboard. He was having a gresat time changing the universe every ten minutes
or S0, exercisng his credtivity, gleefully imagining the congternation he was causing the besieging army.

After the time held spent as a cube of chocolate-covered caramel, nothing disconcerted Mihdik; the
other recruitsin his Underground were of |ess cheer, however. They were scared out of their minds. First
they were turned into plastic lawn flamingoes, then they were molecules of forma dehyde floating
randomly in interstellar space, then they were dandelion puffs captured in blocks of Lucite, then they
were keys on Barry Manilow's pianos, then they were unrepentant demons imprisoned in avast sea of
ice. Mihdik wasthe biggest demon, his huge limbsimmobile in the gelid dungeon. He had kind of dug
being adrifting molecule. HEd even had a vague urge to move on toward greater things, maybe an amino
acid or something; but this helplessness and his growing frudtration were driving him dowly buggy.

“Okay, wise guy,” shouted someone from somewhere out of sight, “what do we do now?’

“We wait for our chance,” said Cheryl.

“Right,” said another voice sarcagticaly.

The Historian appeared suddenly, making hisway carefully toward Mihalik, wrapped in agreat black
fur coat and hat. He had fleece-lined gloves on his hands and high black |leather boots on hisfeet. His
breath l€ft little cloudsin the hdlish air. “Whoa,” he said, dmost dipping on theice. “Mihaik? Want to
discussterms?’

Mihalik only clenched histeeth. “Nuts!” cried Cheryl.

“Over herel” ydled an unhappy rebd. “I'll do anything!” The Historian ignored everyone but Mihalik
and Cheryl.

“Don't let him get to you, Frank,” she urged. “He'sjust trying to use psychology.”

“Psychology wouldn't touch him,” said the Historian, smiling wickedly. “I've seen dead flounders with
more on the ball than he has”

“All right,” said Mihalik evenly, “go ahead and gloat. Y ou're mighty and powerful and you've got us at
adisadvantage. Now what?’



“You're*disadvantaged’ right up to your heroic armpits.” The Historian shrugged. “ So here'sthe dedl:
| want you to worship me.”

“Okay,” said Mihalik.

That gtartled the Historian. “You will?’ he asked, suspecting some clever subterfuge.

“Sure” said Mihdik. He didn't even know what “subterfuge’ meant.

“If I send you back to your universe, will you still worship me?’

“If you want.”

“I can check, you know. | can whip you right back into thisglacier if you try any funny stuff.”

Mihdik tried shrugging, but he couldnt move amuscle. “1 know when I'm licked,” he said.

“Frank!” cried Cheryl. “What are you saying? Y ou--"

“Shut up, Cheryl,” said Mihadik. Hed never said that to her before.

“And | want everybody elsein your universe to worship me, too,” said the Historian. “ Y ou'll be my
prophet.”

“Soundsfine,” said Mihdik. “What happensto mewhen | die?’

“Oh, youwon't die. Y ou'll ascend bodily into the 1939 World's Fair.”

“How could anybody ask for more than that? Y ou're on.”

“Frank!” screamed Cheryl.

“Shut up, Cheryl,” said the Higtorian. “Frank, you won't regret this. Y ou'll have al sorts of specia
privileges, too; I'm very generousthat way. I'll get you out of thisice now -- just you. It will takeonly a
couple of minutes.”

“Takeyour time” sad Mihdik, “I'm not busy.” The Historian walked cautiously back acrossthe
frozen lake.

“Y ou cruddy traitor!” yelled one of the rebels. All the other Underground membersjoined in shouting
insults and curses; even Cheryl wept bitterly. It meant nothing to Mihdik; he was made of stern stuff.

A few moments later, just as promised, Mihalik was stlanding in the Historian's parlor; he was normal
size and dressed in afresh Agency uniform. Cheryl had not come with him. The Historian regarded him
warily. “No tricks now,” he said. “Remember what | can do to you. Remember what | can do to your
girlfriend.”

“Youdont havetorubitin,” sad Mihdik grumpily. “I'm atough competitor and afiercefighter, but
I'mnot anidiot. | can Sze up alost causewhen | seeone.”

“Good. Now, let's hear alittle sample worshipping.”

“Thank you, O Higtorian, for releasing me from the dreadful lake of ice.”

The Historian frowned. “ That wasterrible, but | guessyou'll get better with practice. Well, you know
the rules -- one golden calf or anything like that, and it's back to Popsicle City. Got it?’

“To hear isto obey.”

“That's better.” The Historian came toward Mihalik with a couple of sheets of paper in hishand. “I
didn't bother with clay tablets” hesaid. “1 made akind of preiminary list of commandments herethat |
want you to take alook at. There are seventy-six of them so far. Now welll be having atest on this
material tomorrow, so | want you to--"

Mihalik took the pages with one hand and dipped hisright foot behind the Historian's. He jabbed
hard at the man's nose with the hedl of his other hand and yanked the Historian'sleg out from under him
at the sametime. The Higtorian hit the floor hard, and Mihalik dropped beside him ingantly. “I have my
fingers on this pressure point in your throat,” Mihalik saidin an ugly low tone. “1 have my other hand on
the opposite point. Now do you know what happensif | pressreal hard on both of them at the same
time?’ The Hitorian's eyes were wide with fear. “You go to deep,” sad Mihdik. “ Y our brain getsno
blood. If | pressfor alittle while, you'll wake up fedling redl bad. If | presstoo long, you won't wake up
at al. Now we're ready to negotiate.”

“Uh huh,” said the Historian in asqueaky voice.

“I want Cheryl with me.”

“Uh huh.” His nose was broken and bloody, and he was struggling to breathe.



“I want you to send usto our correct universes.”

“Uh huh.”

“Do whatever you want with these fools here, but leave our universes aone from now on.”

“Uh huh.”

“How do | know | can trust you?’

The Historian just stared. They had come to the inescapable fine print in the contract: there was no
way that Mihdik could keep the Historian from pulling some kind of trick once the Historian got his
hands on his equipment again.

“I may be mad, asyou said,” squeaked the Historian. “1 may be ambitious and hungry for power and
all of that, too; but I'm gtill an honorable man. Were dl honorable men, Frank. Shakespeare said that.”

Mihalik thought about that for amoment, but he didn't loosen his hold on the Historian's throat.

“Frank?’ said another voice curioudy.

Mihdik looked up. Standing in the doorway, wearing awhite lab coat and looking bewildered, was
Ray, good old Ray, the best backup man in the business. “Where you &, Ray?’ said Mihalik. He took
his fingers off the Historian's neck, clasped his hands together, and brought them down as hard as he
could on theterrified man'slarynx. The Historian gave astrangled scream, took afew difficult, rattling
breaths, and died.

“You killed him, Frank.”

“Had to, Ray. Did you come to take me home?’

“No, ‘fraid not,” said Ray, staring at the contorted corpse on the carpeted floor. “I cameto tell you
why you're suck here. Why we're stuck here, now.”

“Oh.” Mihalik began to wonder if possibly held been alittle premature in his dispatching of the
Higtorian.

“We need energy, Frank, lots of it. Werre marooned here because of something called ‘ temporal--""

“*—-inertia’ | know. Cheryl told me dl about it before.” Ray looked around the room. “Whereis
she?

Mihalik stood up and took adeep bresth. “ Frozen into an ocean of ice, but it'sall right: she wasn't the
red Cheryl, anyway.”

“Oh, that's okay then, | suppose,” said Ray. “Now, see, we need this huge amount of force from this
sdeto unstick you, and then they'll be able to draw us right back to our world.”

“Wetried that along time ago. It didn't work.”

“You didn't use enough force,” said Ray.

“How big aforce are you talking about?” asked Mihalik.

Ray dug in a pocket and pulled out a scrap of paper. He handed it to Mihdik. “ A whole hdl of alot,”
hesad.

Mihalik read the note; it was written in the familiar scrawl of Dr. Waters: Hi, Frank, how's the boy?
Sight hitch -- need your co-operation if we're ever going to see your foolish mug around here
again, not to mention Cheryl and Ray. Vital that you subject yourselves to great force, a minimum
of 5 x 102 newtons. Ray will be briefed; so if anything happens to Ray, you're finished. Regards
to all. See you soon unless you screw up. Your friend, Bertram A. Waters, Proj. Dir.

Mihalik read the note through a second time. “It still doesn't mean anything to me,” he said.

“I know,” said Ray, “that'swhy he briefed me. See, the force we haveto get hit with isreally huge.
Y ou're not to worry, though, because amost everything has been taken care of. Or it should have been,
alongtimeago.”

“Almost everything? And 5 x 1042 newtons? What in God's name is anewton?’

“Oh, anewton isequa to exactly one hundred thousand dynes. They're units of force. It takes one
newton to accelerate one kilogram one meter per second per second.”

“Uh huh. That would be alittle tap on the wrist. Now the big number--"

“What we get pounded with, you mean.”

“~-isroughly how much force? Giveit to meinterms| can understand.”



Ray smiled. “That's easy, Frank. There's never been aforce like that in the whole history of the world.
Dr. Waters calculated that the only way we could shoot back home isif we stand under the moon when
it crashesinto the Earth.”

“What?”

Ray patted the air soothingly. “Now, | know it sounds risky--"

“When the MOON crashes into the EARTH?"

“There's no other way, Frank. And Dr. Waters's caculations even leave alittle room for error. See,
the mass of the moon is about 7.35 x 10122 kilograms, and its orbital velocity, on the average, is 1.33 X
1010 meters per second. Y ou end up with acollison of a pretty hefty 6.5 x 10"42 newtons, which as
you can seeisasdfety factor of 1.5 x 10"42 newtons, any way you look at it.”

“ Safety factor!” shrieked Mihdik. “With the moon falling down out of space onto our heads, you're
talking about how nicethat it'sgoing to hit alittle harder than you figured? We won't even be jam, Ray.
Wewon't even be adamp stain. The wholeworld isgoing to fed it, buddy, and whoever happensto be
hanging around undernegth while the moon fals those last couple of miles, well, they'll be lucky to have
two eectronsto rub together whenit'sdl over.”

“Thisisall assuming that the peoplein the past -- in the past from the viewpoint of here, in the future
from our own time, | mean -- took care of binding up the moon for us.”

Mihalik laughed; he was actualy delighted. HE'd never heard such intense nonsense before, and hed
listened to alot of it since that high noon in 1996 when helet Dr. Waters bathe him in that amber ray.
Thiswasthe best nonsense yet. “Bind up the moon?’ he asked. He felt agentle curiosity; he hoped Ray
had been briefed on that, too.

“Oh, sure,” said his eager backup man. They were still standing around awkwardly over the dead
body of the Historian. Mihalik gestured toward the armchairs, and they seated themselves. “ See,” Ray
continued, “therésthisthing caled Roche'slimit.”

“Roche'slimit. Okay.”

“Now Roche'slimit saysthat if abody isbeing pulled in toward another body, like the moon toward
the Earth, at a certain distance depending on their relative masses and one thing and another, there will be
these terrific tidal forcesthat will rip and tear a them and pull them gpart and shred them down into puny
little rocks and stones. That's what's going to happen to the moon, see? It will end up just rocks and
stonesin orbit around the Earth, like the rings around the outer planets. Roche'slimit iswhere Old Luna
goes blooie, doing you and me no good at all, except that these wonderful engineers who lived maybe
seven hundred thousand years ago from here were supposed to wrap the moon up in something so that it
would dl hold together.”

“Why would they do that?’ asked Mihalik. “I think rings around the world would be less traumatic
than the whole moon blamming into us broadside.”

“They didit asafavor to Dr. Waters,” said Ray.

“Oh,” sad Mihdik. “What did they use?’

“Wdll, see, I'm not sure they actually accomplished it because | |eft before Dr. Waters came back
from the future to ask them to do it. | think he suggested Dutch tape.”

“Y ou mean duck tape, Ray.”

“I don't know. Dr. Waters, he's the smart one. Hefigured in dl the angles, pd, let metdl you. Did
you know that the Earth has been dowing down on account of the pull of the moon? Ever sincethe
beginning, | guess. And if the Earth dows down, the loss of angular momentum has to be taken up
somewhere elsein the system -- by the moon, that is. So the moon speeds up alittle and escapes alittle
farther away. Now this getstricky but kind of neat the way it all works out and al: way far up inthe
future -- where we have to go -- anormal day will last more than thirty-six hours because the Earth will
have dowed down so much. After acertain point, the moon will be far enough away that it won't be
having as big an effect on the Earth, and the process will start to reverse; the Earth will red themoonin
like agasping trout. That'swhen al the specia effects Sart to go off: volcanoes, earthquakes, al that
end-of-the-world stuff. The moon will be so closeto the Earth, see, it will be whipping around in orbit in



just two hours, instead of amonth. It will be so close you could dmost hit it with adingshot. The Earth
will regain momentum and start spinning faster and faster. Continents will fracture and sink, tidal waves
will dosh over everything, it will be just awful. Right about then, that's when the moon hits Roche's limit.
That'swhen thewhole ball of wax hitsthe fan. Y ou and | will be waiting around to see what happens; if
we're lucky, the duck tape will hold and the moon will go blammo into our tired old world. If the moon
shattersinto fairy dust, well, well bethe first and the last to know about it. How's that for something to
look forward to, Frank? Did you have any ideawhen you volunteered to go back in time that you'd end
up a the end of the world, waiting for the goddamn moon to come screaming down on your head like the
Flyswatter of the Gods?’

Mihalik had listened to this somewhat overwrought speech with his eyes closed, fighting down nausea.
“I just want to go home,” he said. “I just want to wake up in the morning and be home. Maybeit'sdl a
dream, Ray. Maybe--"

“We havework to do,” said hisfaithful companion. “We have to get ourselvesto the last days of the
world aswe know it.”

Mihalik opened his eyes. The dead body of the Historian was right where it had been; the World's
Fair and the everlasting fields of flowerswere till out beyond the boarded-up windows, Frank heard the
locking of little stones hitting the wood, just asthe Historian had claimed. At this moment, Mihalik
regretted his violence. He didn't want to go with Ray to the end of the world; he'd rather take his chances
with Cheryl in thelake of ice, daves of an insane despot.

It wastoo late, though. It wastoo late. Mihalik had acted, he had made his choice, and now he had
to seeit through to the conclusion. His gaze fell on aframed quotation by the Historian's desk (so like the
framed quotations Dr. Waters alway's tacked up everywhere): “Can aman kill time without doing injury
to eternity?’ It was attributed to somebody named Thoreau. Whoever he had been, hedd hit the nail right
on the head.

Theimage of ahammer pounding anail made Mihdik wince -- he was going to be the nail, and the
hammer was going to be the hurtling moon of destruction.

...and Your Little Dog, Too!

They left the Agency Building and wandered out into the Fair. Mihdlik forgot for amoment that Ray
had not actualy seen the Fair before, so he pointed out afew of the more interesting sights. “1 know what
those are,” said Ray, bouncy asachild, hurrying toward the thematic white sphere and pyramid. “ The
Pylon and the Terrasphere.”

“The Trylon and Perisphere,” Mihdik corrected.

Ray turned suddenly. “Frank,” he said, “I know you're a hero, a better hero than | could ever hopeto
be, though we've had dl the same training and I'm younger and stronger than you. | have to remind you,
though, that | did much better on my English College Boards. | know what a“‘pylon’ is, and even
‘terrasphere’ makes dightly redundant sense, but there just aren't any such words as ‘trylon’ and
‘perisphere.’”

Mihalik smiled. “ Ray, one thing you're going to have to get used to about the past and the future:
nobody ever does anything for agood reason. History only pretends that they did.”

Ray blinked hisbig solemn eyes and nodded. “Where are dl the people, Frank? The Higtorian's
defeated, the battl€'s over. Where is everybody?’ Ray turned and looked first down one avenue, then
down another. “ Come out, come out, wherever you are, and meet the young hero who fell from astar.”

Mihdik grunted and grabbed Ray'sarm. “Why the hell did you say that?’ he asked.

Ray looked puzzled. “1 don't know. Why? Did | say something wrong?’

“I just didn't expect you to show up here quoting The Wizard of Oz, too, just like dl the unreal
peoplein the unred universes”

“Did | makeaquote?| didnt redizeit.”

“And haven't you noticed? Y ou haven't once made areference to candy. When you said the Earth
was going to red in the moon, you could have said * like taking a candy cane from ababy’ or ‘like



gobhbling down aboxful of pecanturtles.” Y ou didn't, though.”

Ray shrugged. “ Does dl that mean something?’

“Yes, but it's beyond human reason to comprehend.”

“Maybe Dr. Waterswill know,” said Ray. “ So why are dl the people till hiding?’

Mihaik scratched his scalp. “ Maybe they're afraid of me now. Maybe they think I'll be just another
Higorian.”

“The Dorothy Syndrome, Frank,” said Ray, his expression awed as a philosophica notion took form
in hismind. “ Dorothy's house landed on the Witch, right? Hooray, hooray, Dorothy's a heroine. Now,
what if the Stuation had been dightly different: her house lands on the Witch and aMunchkin; isshe dill a
heroine? Sure, of course -- getting rid of the Wicked Witch isworth the life of one poor Munchkin.
Okay, take athird case: her house flattens the Witch and two Munchkins. Is she a heroine now? How
about four Munchkins? Eight? At some point the Munchkins are going to say, ‘Hey, forget it, we'd rather
just live with the Witch. Y ou stay in Kansas and stop crunching our citizensinto thedirt.””

“ Ding-dong, the Witch isdead!” recited Mihdik thoughtfully. “ And so is Fred! And Paula and
Jake and Monroe and Alma and Larry and Laureen and Estevan and Arly and Sol and--"

“Exactly, Frank. Wed better find out where you -- where we stand pretty fast. We might bein alot
of trouble”

“Y ou mean, these people might not allow usto go to the far future and get pulverized by the moon.”

Ray looked disappointed. “Y ou're having some doubts, aren't you, Frank?’

Mihalik shook hishead. “No, I'm redly starting to enjoy al this. It'slike acombination of a
come-as-you-are party and Amateur Night on the executioner's block.”

“Firgt we gtill haveto find the people who live here”

Mihalik made an impatient gesture. “They can just go fry ice, Ray, for dl | care. Wedon't need’em.”
The mention of ice caused him a sudden, unexpected, and deep stab of remorse. He remembered
Cheryl, trapped for eternity. Her suffering was Mihalik's responsibility. He should have had the Historian
rescue dl the rebe s before Mihdik did anything terminal to the only person who knew how to trade off
the universes.

They walked through the eerily deserted Fair. It was al new to Ray, as exciting and fresh aswhen
Mihalik had first seen it -- how long ago? It wasimpossibleto tell. He redlized that if everything went
according to Dr. Waterss plans -- and Mihalik was now willing to be swept along by them, though he
didn't have dl the confidence in the world -- they'd return to 1996, each only thetiniest tick of aclock,
less than a picosecond, after their separate departures. To the observers, they wouldn't even have
vanished; they'd only have been magically transformed in gppearance. Mihaik would never know how
long hiswanderings had lasted. He wastruly beginning to fed like the Odysseus of Time, dl right; hewas
longing for home and unsure how he was going to get there or what hed find on hisarrival.

“How arewe going to do this?’ asked Mihdik asthey watched flags of al nations snapping in the
warm breeze. How few of those flags or the nations they represented till existed in Mihdik's own
troubled time! Y et that grimy, penniless, weary world called to him, hisown Ithacasnging in hisyearning
blood.

“Do you remember where you arrived? When you first came to the World's Fair?’ asked Ray.

“Uh huh. TheHall of Industry and Metals.”

“Because that's the site where Dr. Waters would eventualy build his chronoport. We're supposed to
look there; Dr. Waters was almost positive the equipment would still be there. It was supposed to be
guarded al through history, the millions of years between 1996 and here, because we'd need to use it
now; otherwise, vast and unpredictable cataclysms might result from the ensuing paradoxes. For eons,
that building was the holiest place on earth.”

“Chronoport?’

Ray looked embarrassed. “ Dr. Watersistrying out different names. Helll probably end up with ‘time
machine,’ but right now hethinksit soundstoo prosaic.”

“Thehdl isover therealittleway,” said Mihdik. He wondered if the ancient machine would till be



thereand, if so, if it could yet be made to function. “Say,” he said, “1 just thought of something. If were
going to use hiswonderful chronoport to zip up to the farther future, why can't we just useit to go
directly home?’

“Becausethisisn't the red future, Frank. I'm surprised you even had to ask. When we witness the
collision of the Earth and moon, we won't bein thered future, elther; but the energy of that collison can
throw usinto our own redlity. Dr. Waterswill do therest. Intheredl future, by the way, nobody's going
to strap the moon up in duck tape. That'sslly, Frank.”

“I thought it sounded silly, but it's getting hard to tell, lately. After you've been a cube of
chocolate-covered caramd....” Helet hisvoicetrail off. “So if the moon doesn't get wrapped--"

“Don't even worry about it. The whole process | described would take hundreds of billions of years.
The sun won't last that long, anyway; both the Earth and moon will be destroyed when the sun becomes
ared giant before its own death. The moon's never going to crash into the Earth; not in thered universe,
aleast.”

“Oh, good,” said Mihdik, amazed that he even gave adamn.

The Hdl of Industry and Metas was as empty and quiet asthe rest of the exhibits. Mihdik led Ray to
the dark storeroom where he had spent so much of the early part of hisadventure. “Right in here,” he
said, opening the door.

There it was, the chronoport, surrounded by velvet ropes and plagues and statues and unguessably
old vessals of ceramic or gold that had once contained flowers or offerings of other kinds. The room had
served asa shrine for avast quantity of time. Maybe the people who had pilgrimaged here had no idea
what the apparatus was, why it was being guarded, and what would eventudly be donewithiit. It may
have been the greatest mystery in thelong story of mankind, more puzzling than the fate of the Mary
Celeste or the disgppearance of the Lost Colony of Painesville.

“Gosh,” said Ray, examining the heaps of treasures and the curious and indecipherable artifacts.

“Let'sjust go,” said Mihalik.

“| want to fill the pockets of my lab coat--"

“Ligten,” said Mihdik, “when we |eft the 1939 World's Fair, Cheryl and | had asouvenir Heinz pickle
pin for you. When we ended up in what we thought was home, the pin had disappeared. Maybe the
goplication of force moves something acrasstime only if it'snot initsright redity to begin with. | don't
think you'll be able to take any of thiswith you.”

“Y ou redly thought to get me a souvenir? That was swell, Frank. | wish | had that pin. Anyway, let
metry.” Mihalik watched sulkily as Ray scooped up emerads -- herein the metaphoric Emerad City,
what else would they be? -- and stuffed his pocketsto bulging. “Okay,” he said. He went to check the
meters and readouts. “ Everything seemsin order here. They've kept it dl in perfect condition. | don't see
0 much asasmudge or afingerprint, and it al smellslike lemon-refreshed ammonia, too. They must
have cleaned it off just thismorning.”

Mihalik was paying no attention. He went to a space enclosed by alow railing of incorruptible gold.
He stepped over and saw two X's set into the floor with hundreds of small emeralds. That waswhere he
and Ray would haveto stand...

Two X's. Did that mean that the past had informed the future (or vice versa, or both) that Cheryl
would not make the journey with them under any circumstances? That Cheryl had been destined from the
beginning to be left behind? Mihdik chewed hislip; okay, if that had always been Cheryl'sfate, why did
hedtill fed guilty?

“Hit your mark, Frank,” said Ray.

Mihdik went to his X and found anote waiting for him on the floor, held in place with alarge, loose
emerald. He bent and picked up the note, |etting the precious stone roll aside. The message was
mankind's first comprehensble communication from intelligent beings from interstellar space.

The Note, Followed by a Contest for the Reader
“What's that you got, Frank?’ asked Ray, as he completed his calibration and pre-push check-out of



the chronoport.

“A note”

“That's srange. Anything interesting?’

Mihdik read it:

Dear Frank:

Y ou don't know us, but wereintelligent beings from interstellar space. We cal ourselves the nuhp.
We visited your world not many years after you made your historic journey through time. We knew
nothing of timetravel, but we were taught its secrets by your Dr. Waters. He told us that you'd planned
to leave anotein the time capsule at the Fair, but that you hadn't actualy accomplished it. No matter, it
was the thought that counted. We would have found the time capsule and read your note, and it would
have been apleafor help. Consider your plea heard. So your argument with Cheryl about the effect of
leaving the note is till inconclusive: you are achieving the desired effect without performing the seemingly
required cause.

Have no fear; your journey to thefar future will go off without a hitch, the careening moon will do its
job, and you and your pal, Ray, will return safely to your present. We hope you don't mind us giving
away the ending.

There are afew things you must tell Dr. Waters when you see him next, because he will not know
these things and he must know them in order to make certain decisionsinvolving the continued existence
of the entire universe. Y ou can see that we nuhp are concerned that everything go smoothly.

First: we have deciphered most of the messages from Sirius. Evidently they are nothing to worry
about. Asyou know, they are the same series of Sgnasrepeated every 11.4 seconds. Thefirst part of
the message makes sense, but it soon dissolvesinto gibberish. The message reads:

YOU MAY ALREADY HAVE
WON MXBLENRFTYPD
WAZN'WSL VRBOK

Second: when we visited your world, we gave your people the necessary knowledge to make
interstellar travel possible. Since then, we have made great mathematical discoveriesthat alow virtudly
instantaneous transportation from any point in the universe to any other point. See diagram and
accompanying mathematica proof. Now you have the freedom of space aswell astime. You areas
gods. So are we. It's better than the insurance racket.

Fig. 1: Schematic of nuhp method of interstellar rapid transit.

Discussion: we have drawn atriangle ABC at whose vertices are Sirius, the bright star that followsthe
congtellation of Orion around; the town of Morristown, New Jersey; and the town of Summit, New
Jersey. These points are chosen merdly for illustration. Point A can be any cosmic locus at dl; points B
and C can aso be any convenient points. It will be shown that the closer points B and C are, theless
timeit will taketo trave to the selected point A.

Now make D the midpoint of AB. It isassumed that, for practica purposes, al points on the Earth's
surface are equidistant from the cosmic locus, therefore, AB and AC are equd. Then:

Bearing in mind that AD = BD, we arrive & the equation:

And then we displace line AB to the position A'B', so that delta-a= B'B = deltarb = A'A. Wetake
logarithms of both Sdesand theresult is:

log b-loga=logsny-log sin x

We differentiate, remembering that x and y are constant: Therefore, b = & that is, AC=BC.

The distance between the Earth and any star is equd to the distance between Morristown, New
Jersey, and Summit, New Jersey, or between whatever pointswe designateas B and C. If B and C are
separated by avery smal distance, then the distance to the cosmic locus A will aso be very smal, and
crossing that minor gulf of space should present few problems. We gpplaud our mathematicians on
bringing the farthest, most mysterious reaches of the universe as nearby and as easily reached asthe



corner forgstore. (We nuhp have withheld forg from the humans of your era, for reasons of our own.)

Human beings must learn and encompass dl things, Frank Mihdik, and you will find that there are yet
greater and more ennobling discoveriesto be made. For onething, blue seas and brown or green land
masses? Come on, Frank. Even our four-year-olds can pick out more tasteful combinations when they
dressthemsdlves. If you want to keep the oceans blue, why not make the land an understated yellow? If
you really want to add afew bold dashes of color (we nuhp are an older race and have moved quite
beyond that sort of thing), why not make the rivers avibrant crimson?

But lose the brown, Frank. Redly. Y ou should hear what some of the other residents of our gaaxy
say about the way Earth looks from space. Brown and blue, it'sunbelievable....

Third: it'scrucid that Dr. Waterslearn about the four basic units out of which the entire universeis
built. No, not earth, air, fire, and water. Y ou know how atomic particles are made up of even smaler
particles, how quarks are made of fantods, which in turn are made of even more ephemerd kleingtens,
which cons gt of the vast variety of ursin different combinations. It seemsto go on forever, Frank, but it
doesn't. There is abottom line, agroup of ultimately smal unitsthat are not particles, waves, or wavicles,
either. We don't have enough time to explain exactly what form they take; they're just congtructsin one
sense, mathemati cal -physi cal-philosophica notions; yet they can be detected and demonstrated. Indeed,
their only quality -- as they seem immune from the effects of the four universal forces-- seemsto be pure
exisence.

“Gee,” said Ray, reading over Mihdik's shoulder, “they'reletting you in on the fundamenta hidden
knowledge of the ages.”

“Right,” said Mihaik scornfully, “just in time for meto get mashed into thin pink grud by the moon.”

“Imagine knowing the secrets of the universel” said Ray. “Aw, hdll.” Mihalik continued reading:

What, we hear you asking, is matter made of, then? The answer seemsto be: something else. These
four units are chronons, animons, gravitons, and Stoff (ahuman word in gpproximation of an idiomatic
nuhp term). Chronons, asyou've learned, are the basic materia of time. Dr. Waterswill have perfected
his knowledge of chronons by the time you return to your own redlity. Gravitons are theoretical units of
gravity, according to human science. Nuhp physicistsisolated them many tens of thousands of years ago.
Animons are the essential basic unit of “spirit” or whatever you want to cal the animating force of living
things. Stoff istheimmaterid qudity that when combined in sufficient quantities becomes*“charge,” “spin,”
“the weak force,” and certain other properties of tangible matter. It'sal alovely unified fied, just asyour
Dr. Eingtein predicted.

Theimportant thing to remember isthat everything in the universe conssts of these four units; aso,
that they are always found in groups of three, never more or less, and never more than one of each type
inany triad. If you put one chronon and one graviton and one bit of Stoff together, you get life. That isthe
essentid difference between aliving animal and a corpse, the presence of thistriad in sufficient quantity.
A bit of Stoff, a chronon, and an animon gives you mind or consciousness. A bit of Stoff, an animon, and
agraviton equa space. And achronon, an animon, and agraviton create time.

“Y ou need achronon, an animon, and agraviton to build time?’ asked Ray. “I thought timewasjust a
flow of chronons”

“Evidently not,” said Mihdik. “Just the way gravity isnt just aflow of gravitons.”

“And time and space are actually composed of these things?’

“Theseimmateria things. Yes, that'swhat they're saying.”

Ray's face screwed up comically ashetried to get agrip on the concepts. “Yes, but | thought space
was, you know, the place where there wasn't anything.”

“Well, we're wrong about that, apparently. Let mefinish the note.”

Now we must give you the most essentia information of al. With aworking knowledge of the four
fundamenta units of redlity, Dr. Waterswill be able to build the defenses againgt the direst threst to life
and liberty the gdaxy has ever known. It is of the utmost importance that you warn him, Frank, that he
hasvery littletime. All life on Earth and on countless other worldsisin hishands. Thisthrest, more
terrifying than anything your writers of fiction could imagine, isfar more than we nuhp, purveyors of



peace and understanding, can hope to battle. Dr. Waters must be your champion and ours, aswell. Tell
him to expect the following early warnings:

The words were at the bottom of the page. There were no more pages. “Oh, grest,” groaned Ray.

“What do we do now?" asked Mihalik.

“Wetake Dr. Waters this stuff and hope that he can make sense of it. We hope that he can recognize
the early warnings without having to be told about them by these nuhp jerks. Y ou think they would have
left such an important message in asafer place. | wonder where the last pageis.”

“Did you seeit over by the control panels?’

Ray shook hishead. “The placeis clean asawhistle, Frank.”

They searched the rest of the room, among the pots and caskets and other junk that had collected in
the shrine during the long millenniums. They began throwing the various treasures around carelesdly,
tearing the place apart to find the nuhp's fina revelation. 1t was hopel ess; after a couple of hours, Mihdik
and Ray were forced to admit that the page was nowhere in the room. “We're just going to have to have
fathin Dr. Waters,” said Mihdik. “Hell have to do the best he can without al the data he was supposed
toget.”

“He'snever falled usyet,” said Ray hopefully. Mihdik wondered how true that sentiment was.

“Areweready?’ asked Mihalik.

“You stand on your X, I'll stand on mine. | can set the machine for atwenty-second delay. Then
thingswill start to happen very fast.”

Mihalik took a deep breath and let it out. “ Fire away,” he said. Ray made afina adjustment and
flipped afew toggle switches, then he hurried to his place on the stage besde Mihaik. Therewasa
flicker of amber light, asizzle, asnap, and amoderate clap of thunder.

Book Six
Pus ¢a Change, Plus C'est laMeme Chose

When the Moon Comes Over the Mountain

TheHall of Industry and Metals disappeared, |eft far behind in the past. The meadows of flowers
disappeared, too. Mihdik had aquick glimpse of dimly lighted rocky landscape, and then hewasroalling
and tumbling down the Side of asteep gorge. The air wasfilled with grotesque thunder, a steady,
bone-rattling, grinding growl that was punctuated frequently by even louder detonations. The stony
ground tore a Mihdik's clothing and lacerated his skin, and he needed desperately to dow hisdide
down the barren rock face. He tried to catch onto a narrow ledge but his momentum carried him over it,
and he succeeded only in scraping his chest raw and bloody. He dug in his feet and spread hisarms as
wide as he could, but it didn't help; he surrendered and fell the rest of the way to the bottom of the
narrow fissure, hitting his head on one boulder, injuring ashoulder on another. When he reached the
bottom, he lay face down on the dry cracked earth, too dazed and too full of pain to move. He gasped
for breath. It was difficult to fill hislungs: first, because hefdt asif he'd cracked arib or two, and second,
because the air didn't seem to be thick enough to breathe. He took shuddering, heaving inhdations, trying
to ignore the pain. The roaring of the hurricane, the rocking and shaking of the quaking ground, therattle
of theloose rocks as they pelted and plunged down on top of him al made him withdraw even further
into himself. He put hisarms around his head for protection, closed his eyes, and tried to catch his
breath.

“Frank?’ It was Ray, cdling in afeeble voice from nearby.



Mihdik didn't want to move, he didn't want to look for hisfriend. Mihalik was no coward, but he was
inno hurry to resume being ahero, either. “Ray,” hecdled, “you al right?’

“That was someride, Frank. | hurt al over.”

“Can you move? Anything broken?’

“I'm never going to be the same again, Frank, but | don't think | broke any bones. | wonder how |
look without skin, though.”

“Probably like | do, acouple hundred pounds of ground round.” Mihalik took a deep breath, held it,
then let it out dowly. He was preparing to roll over and stand up, an act that took as much raw nerve as
anything hed ever had to do in hislife. Herolled over, dl right; but he didn't get up. He was stopped by
the moon, which was growing rapidly in the near-black sky. It filled dmost the whole of the heavens,
eclipsing the sun and everything ese.

“It shouldn't belong now, Frank,” said Ray weakly. “We had only afew secondsto spare.”
Mihdik's wide eyes stared at the terrible sight above him. He lay on his back, paradyzed, unable to
speak, unable to cry out. The moon was so close he could see the strips of silver duct tape that bound it

together. There wasn't enough time even to seek ashalow hole, any sort of insufficient hiding place...

“Frank--"

“Ray--"

How do you even try to describe the catastrophic violence and terror and unbearabl e tumultuousness
of the collison of two planetary bodies? Mihaik would never be able even to make an attempt. He saw
only that brief glimpse and then it happened and then he and Ray were gone, lassoed by mathematics out
of harm's way au nick du temps. Later, when he had regained his grip on sanity, when he had recovered
and rested and was able to think of that instant without panic, he began to wish that he could have
witnessed more. It was surely the most staggering display ever enacted on this particular stage. Still that
sngle moment when he saw the moon hanging overhead, only afew miles away and zeroing in on him,
stayed burned into his nightmaresfor the rest of hislife. It wasn't something that one could cometo terms
with, not even with the best psychoanalysis and pharmacology money could buy.

Andin hisrea home, in hisrea 1996, Frank Mihdik couldn't afford much of either.

On hisback, propped up alittle on his elbows, hisface bloody and filthy and twisted with fear and
pain, hisslver and blue Agency uniform al but torn into tatters, as pathetic asght as could be imagined,
he lay on the transmission stage. The silence was necked with the sound of clicking: it wasfrom the
camerasthat had gone off when the photographers had snapped Mihdik's picture just before hed
disappeared. A bell had begun to toll the noon hour just as Mihdik had been sent into the past, solong
ago, and theringing note still sounded through the stillness. To the others an inconceivably short time had
passed. There hadn't been time for the blink of an eye. There hadn't been enough time for the human
brain to register the transition -- first there had been Frank Mihdik, proud and solemn and dressed in his
one-piece green coveral, sitting on afolding chair -- and then there was... this pitiful wreck of aman,
garing wildly asif held beheld the very end of the world itself.

Hisfirst thoughts were of Ray, who was nowhere to be seen. Mihdik was aone on the transmission
dage. “Ray?’ he caled, startled by the hoarse, dmost inhuman quality of hisvoice.

“I'm here, Frank,” came Ray'sfamiliar, hearty voice from somewhere in the crowd. How could that
be?

Dr. Waters was the firgt to reach the transmission stage. “ Don't move, Frank,” he said. “Well havea
doctor examine you right here. Y ou may have broken bones or internal bleeding. Do you need anything
for thepan?’

“No,” croaked Mihalik. “Ray?’

“This Ray hasn't gone back to get you yet,” said Dr. Waters. “1t will be days before he leaves. Don't
worry; he was rescued the same time you were, but he will go back to the time he came from. Y ou'll be
there when he goes, and when he gets back.”

“Good,” said Mihdik. He was exhausted. “Note.”

“Y ou mean the one from the nuhp?’ asked Dr. Waters.



Mihalik nodded, bewildered. How could Dr. Waters know about the message from the
extraterrestrials now, only afew objective seconds after their handshake prior to Mihalik's departure?
Dr. Waters hadn't known about it then.

“Inthetrillionth of a second while you were gone,” said Dr. Waters, “1 went into the future. | was
actudly taken into the future, to learn al that | needed to know to rescue you. | was returned just about
the time you regppeared. We're both time-travel veterans now, my boy.” His dark magnetic eyes glowed
with agtrange intensity. He absently stroked his carefully trimmed mustache. Already Dr. Waterswas
turning over in hismind the results of this experiment, designing further tests, making newer theories,
planning greater conquests. Suddenly he seemed to shiver, and he returned his attention to Mihdik.
“That'sdl for later, Frank, after you've been atended to. We have plenty of timeto talk. Plenty of time.”
Hiseyesglittered: | Have Seen the Future.

“Yes, gr,” said Mihdik.

“Cheryl'shere,” said Dr. Waters, raisng one eyebrow. He backed away.

Cheryl ran to the edge of the stage and took one of Mihalik's bloody hands. She kissed histrembling
fingers. “Frank!” she said, sobbing.

Mihalik looked at her with apowerful mixture of tenderness and anger. He struggled to understand his
fedlings, but they were too confused, too conflicting, too ingppropriate. “Cheryl,” he murmured.

“| told you to be careful,” she said, in agentle voice.

He was not amused. “Y ou didn't come back, did you?” he said. “Y ou didn't come back to try to save
me. The other Cheryl did, but you didn't. Y ou Stayed here. Y ou never even--"

“Frank,” she said, aghast, “you've been gone only a split second. There hasn't been timeto do
anything. If you needed help, | would gladly have volunteered. Maybe in afew days, if sSomeone needsto
makethetrip, I'll go. | don't understand these time-paradox things. | don't see why someone will haveto
goinafew daysif you're back now, safe and sound.”

“Someone will haveto go,” said Mihalik, feding an odd bitterness, “and it will be Ray, not you.”

“What are you doing, Frank?” said Cheryl, frightened. “Why are you treating me thisway?’

“I don't know,” he said. There was the knowledge that this Cheryl, his Cheryl, had risked nothing,
had never |eft her safe nicheintime. All hisadventures, his pain, and the risks held faced, held shared
with another Cheryl, a Cheryl from another universe who waslost forever. It meant that hisfedingsfor
this Cheryl were now different, but it seemed that never in amillion yearswould he know in what ways
they were different. He sensed his old fedlings beneath an overlay of guilt and betrayal and faithlessness;
he might never sort them out. They sat like acluster of black jujubes at the center of his heart.

“Don't you sill love me?” she asked. “What happened back there? What did you mean, ‘the other
Cheryl’?’

“WEe're going to haveto do alot of talking, honey,” said Mihdik. “I have alot of hedling to do, insde
and out.”

She nodded, letting his hand go. She sat on the edge of the transmission stage, watching him fearfully.

Ray pushed hisway forward. “Y ou were supposed to watch your ass, buddy,” he said. He looked
concerned.

Mihdik forced asmile. “While | was busy watching my ass, something hit me on the head.”

“What?’

“Say, that'sright, you don't even know about it yet. Well, Ray, dl | can say isthanks. Y ou pulled me
out of the damnedest mess you can imagine. I'll never be able to repay you for it.”

“Well, hell, Frank, werre pasand al, and we'rein this project together, and I'm surethat if it wasthe
other way around--"

Mihdik raised a hand to cut him off; they were both alittle uncomfortable. “Just thanks. Even more
now, when | think that you'll do it knowing that you'll come back just asbad off as| am.”

“I will?” Ray turned just atouch paer. “Well, damn it, what are friendsfor? Y ou can't have dl the

glory, anyhow.”
Mihalik laughed; it hurt. “Y ou can have as much asyou want, Ray.” He looked from Ray to Cheryl



and back, wondering about friendship and love, wondering how much of what he felt toward her wasthe
result of hisfind estimation of himsdlf: the inadequacy, thefailure, and the shame.

“Y ou're wearing different clothes, Frank,” said Ray.

“Uh-huh. Picked them up in the future.”

“The future? We sent you into the past.”

“Right. | went into the past firgt, but | ended up in the future. That's where you'll have to come get
me”

Ray shook his head. “1 don't understand. How long were you gone?’

Mihalik shrugged. “ Therésno way to tell. A couple of years dtogether, | think.”

“A couple of years?’ Both Ray and Cheryl were astonished. “ Then you must have had sometime of
it”

“I guess| did,” said Mihdik. A lot of his adventures were aready beginning to seem unred to him;
later on, he probably wouldn't be able to sort out what had really happened from what he had dreamed
about it.

Cheryl moistened a handkerchief with her mouth and wiped away some of the dirt on hisface.
“You've got lines on your face, Frank. Where you didn't have them before.”

“Laughlines,” hesad.

“They make you look alittle more, oh, distinguished. They suit you.”

“Thenitwasadl worthit, | guess,” sad Mihdlik, feding sullen again.

“Will | spend that long in the future, too?” asked Ray.

“No,” sad Mihdlik, “you were only there afew hours.”

“Just long enough to get astorn up asyou.”

“Sorry, pd. It al happened right at the finish.”

Ray sghed. “I can't say I'mrarin’ to go, but--"

“Ray, you're going to have abox segt for the most spectacular event you've ever seen. Thisone
quick, awful look will stay with you aslong asyoulive, | promise.”

Ray didn't look too heartened by that, either. “Then don't tell me about it,” he said. “I don't want you
to spoail it for me.”

“Dr. Waterswill fill you in before you go. Y ou'll know what's going to happen; but believe me, it more
than lives up to your expectations.”

“Okay,” said Ray, “now you've got my curiogity aroused. Now | don't mind getting my knees scraped
alittle”

“That's enough,” said adoctor in agreen overal, carrying ablack bag, “let me through.” Ray stood
aside, and the doctor began a quick examination of Mihalik.

“I think I'm okay,” said Mihdik.

“Compared to what?’ said the doctor. “Let me make the decision, dl right? Nothing seemsfataly
messed up; you don't seem to have left anything important behind you, but were going to put you into the
hospita for afew daysjust to make sure.”

“Hey, I'm--"

“Y ou knew you'd be quarantined. It was part of the plan.” Two men rolled agurney up to the
transmission stage and carefully lifted Mihdik onto it. Cheryl, Ray, and Dr. Waters followed the doctor
to the waiting ambulance. Mihalik tried to ook back at them, but the movement was too painful. He was
grateful for theinterruption; he didn't fed like more conversation, more pretending that he was till brave
and untarnished and ready to do the whole thing over again. Before they even raised him into the
ambulance, he was adeep.

You'reout of thewoods, you're out of thedark, you're out of the night

“Huh?’ said Mihalik, waking suddenly from aterrifying dream of being pursued.

“Just need to get your blood pressure, Mr. Mihalik,” anurse said softly. She wrapped hisarm and
squeezed the bulb. “Y ou cried out in your deep.”



“I hope I'm not disturbing anybody.”

The nurse smiled. “Thereisn't anybody else on thiswhole floor. You've got it dl to yoursdf. We have
you al to ourselves. We're proud to have you as a patient, Mr. Mihdik.”

“Thanks, | guess, but--"

“Dr. Waterstold us you'd be modest; he dso gave us an idea of what you went through. Y ou're on
mild sedation -- your physician thought it would be agood ideafor alittle while. Y ou were trested for
severe bruises and lacerations and we have you on an 1V; but other than that, you seem to have come
through everything just fine.”

“Great.” Mihdik stretched out hislegs; the pain wasn't gone -- he knew it was dtill there, somewhere
-- but it was hiding. The clean sheets and the comfortable pillows felt wonderful. The peace, the soothing
quiet, thelikelihood that he had at last come home did more for his state of mind than any medication.

“We won't be able to feed you aswell asyou dined in the places you've been,” said the nurse. “Y oulll
have to adapt to our standard of living again.”

“You know,” hesaid, smiling, “it will beapleasure. | am hungry. What timeisit?’

“About two in the afternoon. Wednesday. Y ou've dept the clock around. Would you like some
lunch?’

Mihalik nodded. “What do you have?’

“Anything you want,” said the nurse.

“I want abox of Raisnetsand aVernor's” he said.

The nurse unwrapped his arm, made a notation on a chart beside his bed, and nodded. “Well have
that in to you in a couple of minutes. Need something for the pain?’

“Not just yet.”

“All right, Mr. Mihdik, you just lie dill. Y ou've done your part; now it'sour turn.”

That wasdl right by him. He just stared up at the ceiling for awhile not noticing the time pass, until
they brought hislunch in on atray. He wolfed the Raisinets and washed them down with the ginger de.
Then he clicked on the holovision set and watched daytime showsfor awhile. Just before dinnertime, the
telephonerang. He picked it up. “Hello?’ he said.

“Mr. Mihdik, the Man from Marswould like to speak to you. Please hold the line for amoment.”

Mihdik fdt athrill of excitement. He hadn't expected thiskind of reception. “Mr. Mihaik?’ camethe
familiar voice.

“Yes, ar.”

“I hear you've had quite an adventure.”

“Yes, gr.”

“I want you to know that we're al proud of you. It's people like yoursalf who remind uswhét this
world isal aout, why we have to keep fighting to retore it to its former greatness.”

“Yesindeed, Sr.”

“And it's people like yourself who are making the contributions that will go along way toward
bringing about that end. Y ou're an American, aren't you, Mr. Mihaik?’

“Bornand raised, Sir.”

“Well, you know, so am I. | know I'm supposed to spesk for the world asawhole, but | just can't
help being proud that it was an American who conquered time. I'd like to invite you to the White House,
where your President and | would like to congratulate you in aformal ceremony. Y ou'll receivethe
highest civilian award.”

Mihalik couldn't speak for amoment. He was ahero, dl right, he knew that; but he never thought of
himsdlf as anyone specid. “1 don't know what to say, Sir. It's atremendous honor.”

“You bet your sweet assit is. WEIl make arrangements another time, after you've been released from
the hospital. On behdf of the starving, miserable, homeless, squdid, filthy people of the world, thank you
for your courage. And say hello to Dr. Watersfor me.”

“I will, gir.”

“Goodbye.” There wasaclick. Mihalik set the phone down. He was going to the White House, on



Fifth Avenue, to get hisreward -- anever-ending free supply of Three Musketeers barsfor him and dl
his progeny unto the end of time. It wastoo much. Mihalik wegpt.

The thought of the candy reminded him of Athos, Porthos, and Aramis, of Madame de Romiers; of
the other Cheryl, who had fought beside him shoulder to shoulder, againgt the enemies of their beloved
Queen Anne... Mihdik wept some more.

Not long after, asoft knock came at the door. Dr. Waters and Cheryl came in. He took the chair
beside Mihdik, and she sat at the foot of the bed. “How are you doing?’ asked Dr. Waters.

“Fing” sad Mihdik. “Got acal from the Man from Mars. He said to say hello to you.”

“Oh, Frank,” said Cheryl, “that's wonderful.”

“1 have to go to some reception or something.” He looked anxious about the notoriety.

“I'll be there with you, Frank,” said Dr. Waters. “Areyou all recovered?’

Mihalik paused amoment before answering. “Y ou know,” he said at lagt, “this sure fedslike home. It
looks like home. It ought to be home. Yet | can't shake the fedling that maybe it isn't home. That maybe
I'min just another wrong universe, only it'sgoing to take longer than usua for meto find out. I might not
learn the truth for twenty or thirty years. Then, adl of asudden, something bizarre will pop up. | fed like
I'm going to walk around for therest of my life, waiting for the wrong thing to tap me on the shoulder.”

Dr. Waters nodded thoughtfully. “Y ou've earned allittle time to work out your doubts, son,” he said.
“| don't redly know what | or anyone else can do to prove that thisisyour true redity.”

“I don't, either,” said Mihalik sadly. “ And what about the future? Isthere only one?sit
inescapable?”’

Dr. Waters shook hishead. “That was just another lie of afase universe.”

Mihalik nodded; that was good news. “1 thought | was going crazy sometimes.”

“Y ou mean when you started hurting people at the Fair? Back in 19397" asked Dr. Waters.

“How did you know about that?’

Dr. Waters smiled. “I know your whole story. Don't forget, I've been in the future. I've beenfilled in
on everything.”

Mihdik frowned. “Y es, when | started hurting people. | thought, what difference doesit make? Then
when | wasin the future, and people didn't get well a midnight any longer, | sill had that feding: what
difference does it make? These aren't red universes, these aren't real people. At least, that'swhat | told
myself. | never redly believed it, though, and now I'm carrying around alot of guilt for some of the things
| did.”

“Y ou mean the other Cheryl,” said Dr. Waters. “Intheice.”

“Yes” said Mihdik. “1 can't siop thinking about her.”

“What did you do to her, Frank?’ asked Cheryl. This other Cheryl waslike an extension of her. She
wanted to know what had happened.

Dr. Waterswaved a hand at her, and shewas quiet again. “It'sal right, Frank,” he said. “Y ou didn't
abandon her to eternity. Y ou forget about the nature of infinity. In one of theinfinite universesthere will
be someone -- me, aHistorian, Cheryl, you yoursalf -- who will find away to crossto her universeand
st her free”

“But--"

“There has to be, Frank. In an infinite number of redities, it isn't just anything that will occur;
everything will occur. Including the rescue of the other Cheryl. Y ou have nothing to fed bad about.”

“But that means,” said Mihdlik, threading hisway through the concepts, “that meansthat everything
aways hasto work out for the best, becauseif it didn't, someone from another universe would arrive to
fixit”

“| suppose s0.”

“Sowereadl living inthe best of al possbleworlds,” said Cheryl.

“Every world isthe best of dl possibleworlds,” said Dr. Waters.

“How can that be?’ asked Mihalik.

Dr. Waterstook out his expensive French cigarettes and lit one. “1I'll show you the math, Frank,” he



said, exhding smoke, “and you can seeif it makes any senseto you.”

“I'll have to take your word for it, then. Does that mean that we were really helpless? That there was
no way we could have gotten ourselves home to our own universe?’

“It seemsthat way,” said Dr. Waters. “Y ou couldn't have gotten back here any more than an ice cube
can become water again just by wishing. It takes energy. Truth and illusion, George, you don't know the
difference”

“What? Who's George? I'm Frank, remember?’

“It wasalinefrom an Albee play,” said Cheryl helpfully. Dr. Waters nodded. “And the next lineis,
‘No; but we must carry on asthough we did.””

“Isthat profound?’ asked Mihalik.

“Sureis,” said Cheryl.

Mihadlik thought some more. Hefdt the dark stain on his spirit begin to vanish, leaving him with
contentment and hope he hadn't felt in many months. He reached out and took Cheryl's hand. “Y ou ill
have my favorite Moundsin thewholeworld,” he said.

She smiled, though atear dipped from one eye. “And you'll aways be my Almond Joy,” she said.

“Good,” said Dr. Waters, “1 wanted to get you two reconciled again. Now | want to discussalittle
proposition with you, Frank. Something | learned about in the future.”

Mihdlik felt odd misgivings. His heart felt suddenly as cold as afrozen Snickers.

Dr. Waters went on. “ Scientists are supposed to be untainted by thoughts of reward; but if, after all
thework is done, there are financid benefits, what's wrong with collecting them?’

“Nothing, | guess,” said Mihdik warily. He saw one or another Dr. Waterses, Sitting behind abig
desk highin atal skyscraper, widlding uncheckable power.

“Wéll, listen. It occurred to me that very soon, when we have al the bugs worked out, there might be
atremendous potentiad for commercid exploitation.”

“What do you mean?’

“I mean tourism, Frank.”

Mihalik relaxed. Dr Waters wasn't plotting to rule the world. And he wasright; Mihalik had never
consdered how lucrative an industry might spring up from their efforts. “ Tourism?’

“Tripsinto the past,” said Dr. Waters with enthusiasm. It was obvious that held thought about thisa
great dedl, that he had all the detailsworked out. * Just think of it: wouldn't you like to travel around, see
the sights of history, leave our shabby little present for a couple of weeks every year?’

“Sure,” said Mihdik, “but the past--"

“I know. Like said, welll work out the bugs; then you and | can go into businesstogether. The
Mihalik-Waters Trans-tempord Travel Agency. How does that sound?’

Mihalik liked theidea. A hero'slifeisashort and glorious one; but there were always younger, faster
kid heroes coming aong. Mihdik, truth to tell, didn't have many more good yearsleft in him. It wastime
to start casting around for agood long-term investment. “ Sounds good to me,” he said.

“Fine, my boy,” said Dr. Waters, smiling, putting out his hand. “Well shakeon it here. Y ou rest up,
and when you're ready well talk about the Agency some more.”

Mihalik stared. “What did you say?’ he asked in astrangled voice.

“The Agency. Werrefounding the Agency.”

Mihalik lay back on his pillows and closed his eyes. He massaged his throbbing temples. “Uh huh,” he
said. “And | guess| haveto get to work on aletterhead for the Temporary Underground, too.”

“What'sthat, Frank?’ asked Cheryl.

Hed forgotten that she didn't know about any of this. He just waved atired hand.

“Youll find out,” said Dr. Waters glegfully. To Mihalik, it seemed like the man couldn't wait to get
Started.



