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FOREWORD

BE AT EASE. |'m not about to pretend this story is true. First, that claimis
a literary convention which went out with Theodore Roosevelt of happy nenory.
Second, you wouldn't believe it. Third, any tale signed with ny nane nust
stand or fall as entertainment; | ama witer, not a cultist. Fourth, it is ny



own conposition. \Were doubts or gaps occur in that nmass of notes, clippings,
phot ographs, and recollections of words spoken whi ch was bequeathed nme, | have
supplied conjectures. Nanmes, places, and incidents have been changed as seened
needf ul . Throughout, ny narrative uses the techniques of fiction

Finally, | don't believe a line of it nyself. Ch, we could get together, you
and I, and ransack official files, old newspapers, yearbooks, journals, and so
on forever. But the effort and expense would be large; the results, even if
positive, would prove little; we have nore urgent jobs at hand; our

di scoveries coul d concei vably endanger us.

These pages are nerely for the purpose of saying a little about Dr. Robert

Anderson. | do owe the book to him Many of the sentences are his, and my aim
t hr oughout has been to capture sonething of his style and spirit, in menoriam
You see, | already owed hi mnuch nmore. In what follows, you may recognize

certain things fromearlier stories of mne. He gave ne those ideas, those
backgrounds and people, in hour after hour while we sat with sherry and Mzart
before a driftwood fire, which is the best kind. | greatly nodified them in
part for literary purposes, in part to make the tales ny own

work. But the core remained his. He woul d accept no share of payment. "If you
sell it," he laughed, "take Karen out to an extravagant dinner in San

Franci sco, and enpty a pony of akvavit for ne."

O course, we tal ked about everything else too. My nenories are rich with our
conversations. He had a pawky sense of hunor. The chances are overwhel m ng
that, in leaving ne a boxful of material in the formhe did, he was turning
his private fantasies into a final, gentle joke.

On the other hand, parts of it are uncharacteristically bleak

O are they? Afewtinmes, when | chanced to be present with one or two of his
smal l er grandchildren, 1'd notice his pleasure in their company interrupted by
nmonent s of what | ooked |ike pain. And when last | saw him our talk turned on
t he probabl e shape of the future, and suddenly he exclainmed, "Ch, God, the
young, the poor young! Poul, mnmy generation and yours have had it outrageously
easy. All we ever had to do was be white Anericans in reasonable health, and
we got our place in the sun. But now history's returning to its normal climate
here al so, and the normis an ice age." He tossed off his glass and poured a
refill nmore quickly than was his wont. "The tough and lucky wll survive," he
said. "The rest . . . will have had what happi ness was granted them A nedica
man ought to be used to that kind of truth, right?" And he changed the

subj ect.

In his latter years Robert Anderson was tall and spare, a bit stoop-shoul dered
but in excellent shape, which he attributed to hiking and bicycling. Hs face
was |ikew se | ean, eyes bl ue behind heavy gl asses, clothes and white hair
equal ly runpled. Hi s speech was slow, punctuated by gestures of a pipe if he
was enjoying his tw ce-a-day snoke. H s manner was rel axed and ami abl e.
Nevert hel ess, he was as independent as his cat. "At my stage of life," he
observed, "what was earlier called oddness or orneriness counts as |ovable
eccentricity. | take full advantage of the fact." He grinned. "Conme your turn
remenber what 1've said.”

On the surface, his life had been calm He was born in Philadel phia in 1895, a
distant relative of nmy father. Though our

famly is of Scandinavian origin, a branch has been in the States since the
Cvil War. But he and | never heard of each other till one of his sons, who
happened to be interested in geneal ogy, happened to settle down near ne and
got in touch. When the old man cane visiting, nmy wife and I were invited over
and at once hit it off with him

Hs own father was a journalist, who in 1910 got the editorship of the
newspaper in a small upper-Mdwestern town (current popul ation 10, 000; |ess
then) which | choose to call Senlac. He later described the household as

nom nal | y Epi scopalian and principally Denocratic. He had just finished his
premedi cal studi es when Anerica entered the First Wrld War and he found
hinself in the Arny; but he never got overseas. Discharged, he went on to his
doctorate and internship. My inpression is that meanwhil e he expl oded a bit,



in those hip-flask days. It cannot have been too violent. Eventually he
returned to Senlac, hung out his shingle, and narried his longtinme fiancée.

I think he was al ways restless. However, the work of general practitioners was
far fromdull-before progress condemmed themto do little nmore than nman
referral desks-and his marriage was happy. O four children, three boys |ived
to adul thood and are still flourishing.

In 1955 he retired to travel with his wife. I net himsoon afterward. She died
in 1958 and he sold their house but bought a cottage nearby. Now his journeys
were | ess extensive; he remarked quietly that without Kate they were less fun
Yet he kept a lively interest in life.

He told nme of those folk whom |, not he, have called the Maurai, as if it were
a fabl e which he had invented but |acked the skill to make into a story. Sone
ten years later he seened worried about nme, for no reason | could see, and
inm turn worried about what tine night be doing to him But presently he
canme out of this. Though now and then an underlying gri mess showed t hrough

he was nostly hinself again. There is no doubt that he knew what he was doi ng,
for good or ill, when he wote the clause into his will concerning ne.

I was to use what he left ne as | saw fit.

Late | ast year, unexpectedly and asl eep, Robert Anderson took his death. W

m ss him

-P. A

THERE W LL BE TI ME

I

THE BEG NNI NG shapes the end, but | can say al nost nothing of Jack Havig's
origins, despite the fact that | brought himinto the world. On a cold
February morni ng, 1933, who thought of genetic codes, or of Einstein's work as
anyt hi ng that could ever descend fromits mathematical O ynpus to dwell anong
men, or of the strength in | ands we supposed were safely conquered? | do
renenmber what a slow and difficult birth he had. It was El eanor Havig's first,
and she quite young and small. | felt reluctant to do a Caesarian; maybe it's
my fault that she never conceived again by the same husband. Finally the red
wri nkl ed ani mal dangled safe in ny grasp. | slapped his bottomto rmake him
draw his indignant breath, he let the air back out in a wail, and everything
proceeded as usual

Delivery was on the top floor, the third, of our county hospital, which stood
at what was then the edge of town. Renobving ny surgical garb, | had a broad
view out a wi ndow. To ny right, Senlac clustered along a frozen river, red
brick at the mddle, frane hones on tree-lined streets, grain elevator and

wat er tank rearing ghostly in dawnlight near the railway station. Ahead and to
my left, hills rolled wide and white under a | ow gray sky, here and there
roughened by | eafl ess woodl ots, fence lines, and a couple of farnsteads. On

t he edge of sight |oonmed a darkness which was Mrgan Wods. My breath m sted

t he pane, whose chifi made ny sweaty body shiver a bit.

"Well," | said half al oud, "welcone to Earth, John Franklin Havig." H s father
had i nsi sted on having nanes ready for either sex. "Hope you enjoy yourself."
Hell of a time to arrive, | thought. A worldw de depression hangi ng heavy as

Wi nter heaven. Last year noteworthy for the Japanese conquest of Manchuri a,
bonus march on Washi ngton, Lindbergh ki dnappi ng. This year begun in the sane
style:

Adol f Hitler had becone Chancellor of Germany. . . . Well, a new President was
due to enter the Wiite House, the end of Prohibition | ooked certain, and
springtime in these parts is as |lovely as our autumm.

| sought the waiting room Thomas Havig clinbed to his feet. He was not a

denonstrative man, but the question trenbled on his lips. | took his hand and
beamed. "Congratul ations, Tom" | said. "You' re the father of a bouncing baby
boy. | know 1l just dribbled himall the way down the hall to the nursery."

My attenpt at a joke came back to nme several nonths afterward
Senlac is a commercial center for an agricultural area; it maintains sone
light industry, and that's about the list. Having no real choice in the



matter, | was a Rotarian, but found excuses to mnimze ny activity and stay
out of the lodges. Don't get nme wong. These people are mne. | like and in
many ways admire them They're the salt of the earth. It's sinply that | want
ot her condi ments too.

Under such circunstances, Kate's and ny friends tended to be few but cl ose.
There was her banker father, who'd staked ne; | used to kid himthat he'd done
so because he wanted a Denocrat to argue with. There was the | ady who ran our
public library. There were three or four professors and their w ves at Hol berg
Col I ege, though the forty nmiles between us and them was consi dered rather an
obstacle in those days. And there were the Havigs.

These were transpl anted New Engl anders, always a bit honesick; but in the
'30's you took what jobs were to be had. He taught physics and chenistry at
our high school. In addition, he nmust coach for track. Slim sharp-featured,

t he shyness of youth upon himas well as an inborn reserve, Tom got through
his secondary chore mainly on student tol erance. They

were fond of him besides, we had a good football team El eanor was darker

vi vaci ous, an avid tennis player and active in her church's poor-relief work.
"It's fascinating, and I think it's useful,"” she told me early in our

acquai ntance. Wth a shrug:

"At least it lets Tomand ne feel we aren't altogether hypocrites. You nay've
guessed we only bel ong because the school board would never keep on a teacher
who didn't."

| was surprised at the near hysteria in her voice when she phoned ny office
and begged me to cone.

A doctor's headquarters were different then fromtoday, especially in a

provincial town. |I'd converted two front roonms of the big old house where we
lived, one for interviews, one for exam nation and treatnents, including mnor
surgery. | was my own receptionist and secretary. Kate helped with

paperwor k-1 ooki ng back fromnow, it seenms inpossibly little, but perhaps she
never let on-and, what few tines patients nust wait their turns, she

entertained themin the parlor. 1'd nmade ny norni ng rounds, and nobody was due
for a while; | could junp straight into the Marnon and drive down Union Street
to Elm

| remenber the day was furnace hot, never a cloud above or a breath bel ow, the
trees along ny way standing |ike cast green iron. Dogs and children panted in
their shade. No birdsong broke the grow of ny car engine. Dread cl osed on ne.
El eanor had cried her Johnny's nanme, and this was polio weather

But when | entered the fan-whirring venetian-blinded di mess of her hone, she
enbraced ne and shivered. "Am | going crazy, Bob?" she gasped, over and over.
"Tell me |'m not going crazy!"

"Whoa, whoa, whoa," | murnured. "Have you called Ton?" He eked out his neager
pay with a sunmer job, quality control at the creanery.

"No, I. . . | thought-"

"Sit down, Effie.” | disengaged us. "You | ook sane enough to me. Maybe you've

l et the heat get you. Relax-flop |oose- unclench your teeth, roll your head
around. Feel better? Okay, now tell ne what you think happened."”
"Johnny. Two of him Then one again." She choked. "The other one!"

"Huh? Whoa, | said, Ellie. Let's take this a piece at a tine." Her eyes

pl eaded whil e she stunbled through the story. "I, I, | was bathing hi mwhen
heard a baby scream | thought that nust be from a buggy or sonething,
outside. But it sounded as if it came fromthe . . . the bedroom At |ast |

wr apped Johnny in a towel-couldn't |eave himin the water- and carried him
along for a, a look. And there was another tiny boy, there in his crib, naked

and wet, kicking and yeffing. | was so astonished |I. . . dropped mine. | was
bent over the crib, he should ve |anded on the mattress, but, oh, Bob, he
didn't. He vanished. In midair. 1'd nade a, an instinctive grab for him All
caught was the towel. Johnny was gone! | think I rnust've passed out for a few

seconds. And when | hunted |-found- nothing-"
"\What about the strange baby?" | demanded.
"He's. . . not gone. . . | think."



"Come on," | said. "Let's go see.”

And in the room imensely relieved, | crowed: "Wy, nobody here but good ol
John. ™

She clutched my arm "He |ooks the sane." The infant had cal med and was
gurgling. "He sounds the same. Except he can't be!"

"The dickens he can't. Ellie, you had a hallucination. No great surprise in
this weather, when you're still weak." Actually, I'd never encountered such a
case before, certainly not in a woman as | evel headed as she. But ny words were
not too inplausible. Besides, half a GPs nedical kit is his confident tone of
voi ce.

She wasn't fully reassured till we got the birth certificate and conpared the
prints of fingers and feet thereon with the child' s. | prescribed a tonic,
joffied her over a cup of coffee, and returned to work.

When nothing simlar happened for a while, | pretty well forgot the incident.

That was the year when the only daughter Kate and | woul d ever have caught
pneuroni a and di ed, soon after her second birthday.

Johnny Havig was bright, imaginative, and a loner. The nore he cane into
conmmand of |inbs and | anguage, the less he was inclined to join his peers. He
seened happi est at his mniature desk drawi ng pictures, or in the yard
nodeling clay animals, or sailing a toy boat along the riverbank when an adult
took himthere. Eleanor worried about him Tomdidn't. "I was the sane," he
woul d say. "It makes for an odd chil dhood and a terrible adol escence, but |
wonder if it doesn't pay off when you' re grown."

"We've got to keep a closer eye on him" she declared. "You don't realize how
often he disappears. Oh, sure, a ganme for him hide-and-seek in the shrubbery
or the basenment or wherever. Gand sport, listening to Mormy hunt up the close
and down the stair, hollering. Someday, though, he'll find his way past the

pi cket fence and-" Her fingers drewinto fists. "He could get run over."

The crisis came when he was four. By then he understood that vani shings neant
spanki ngs, and had stopped (as far as his parents knew. They didn't see what
went on in his room. But one sunmmer norning he was not in his bed, and he was
not to be found, and every policeman and nost of the nei ghborhood were out in
sear ch.

At midnight the doorbell rang. El eanor was asl eep, after | had conmanded her
to take a pill. Tom sat awake, alone. He dropped his cigarette-the scorch mark
in the rug would long renmind himof his agony-and knocked over a chair on his
way to the front entrance

A man stood on the porch. He wore a topcoat and shadowi ng hat which turned him
featurel ess. Not that that made any difference. Tom s whol e being torrented
over the boy who held the nan by the hand.

"Good evening, sir," said a pleasant voice. "I believe you' re looking for this
young gent| eman?"

And, when Tom knelt to seize his son, hold him weep and try to babbl e t hanks,
t he man depart ed.

"Funny," Tomsaid to nme afterward. "I couldn't have been focusing entirely on
Johnny for nore than a m nute. You know El m Street has good | anps and no
cover. Even in a sprint, no-

body coul d get out of sight fast. Besides, running feet woul d' ve set a dozen
dogs barking. But the pavenent was enpty."

The child woul d say nothing except that he had been "around," and was sorry,
and woul dn't wander agai n.

Nor did he. In fact, he energed fromhis solitariness to the extent of
acquiring one inseparable friend, the Dunbar boy. Pete fairly hul ked over his
slight, quiet conmpanion. He was no fool; today he manages the local A & P. But
John, as he now wanted to be called, altogether dom nated the relationship.
They played his ganmes, went to his favorite vacant |lots and, later, his chosen
parts of Mdrgan Wods, enacted the histories of his visionary worlds.

H s nmot her sighed, in ny cluttered carbolic-and-|eather-snelling office: "I
suppose John's so good at daydream ng that even for Pete, the real world seens



pal e by contrast. That's the trouble. He's too good at it."

This was in the second year following. 1'd seen himthrough a couple of the
usual ailnments, but otherw se had no cause to suspect problenms and was
startl ed when El eanor requested an appointnment to discuss him She'd | aughed
over the phone:

"Well, you know Toml s Yankee conscience. He'd never let ne ask you

pr of essi onal questions on a social occasion." The sound had been forlorn

| settled back in my creaky swivel chair, bridged ny fingers, and said, "Do
you mean he tells you things that can't be true, but which he seens to believe
are? Quite conmon. Al ways outgrown."

"I wonder, Bob." She frowned at her lap. "Isn't he kind of old for that?"
"Perhaps. Especially in view of his remarkably fast physical and nental

devel opnent, these past nonths. However, practicing nedicine has driven into
nmy bones the fact that 'average' and 'normal' do not nean the sane.

kay. John has imagi nary pl aymat es?"

She tried to smle. "Well, an imaginary uncle."

| lifted my brows. "lIndeed? Just what has he said to you?"

"Hardly anything. What do children ever tell their parents?

But |1've overheard himtalking to Pete, often, about his Uncle Jack who comnes
and takes himon all sorts of marvelous trips."

"Uncl e Jack, eh? What kind of trips? To this kingdom you once nentioned he's
i nvented, which Leo the Lion rules over?"

"N-no. That's another weird part. He'll describe Animal Land to Tom and ne; he
knows perfectly well it's pure fantasy. But these journeys with his 'uncle'
they're different. What snatches |'ve caught are, well, realistic. A visit

to an Indian canmp, for instance. They weren't storybook or novie Indians. He
descri bed work they had to do, and the snell of drying hides and dung fires.
O, another time, he claimed he'd been taken on an airplane ride. | can see
how he m ght dream up an airplane bigger than a house. But why did he dwell on
its having no propellers? | thought boys |loved to go eee-yoww |ike a diving
pl ane. No, his flew snpboth and nearly noisel ess. A novie was shown aboard. In

Techni col or. He actually had a nane for the machine. Jet? Yes, | think he said
"jet.""

"You're afraid his inmagination nay overcone hin?" | asked needl essly. Wen she
nodded, swallow ng, | |eaned forward, patted her hand, and told her

"Ellie, imgination is the nost precious thing childhood has got. The ability
to imagine in detail, like those Indians, is beyond valuation. Your boy is
nore than sane; he may be a genius. Whatever you do, never try to kill that in
him"

| stifi believe | was right-totally m staken, but right.

On this warm day, | chuckled and finished, "As for his, uh, jet airplane, I'lI

bet you a dozen doughnut hol es Pete Dunbar has a few Buck Rogers Big Little
Books. "

Al small boys were required to | oathe school, and John went through the

nmoti ons. No doubt nuch of it did bore him as nmust be true of any kid who can
think and is forced into | ockstep. However, his grades were excellent, and he
was genui nely gripped by what science and history were offered. ("A star
passed near our sun and pulled out a ribbon of flamng gas that became the
planets. . . . The periods of world civilization are Egypt, Geece, Ronme, the
M ddl e Ages, and nodern time, which began in 1492.")

Hs circle of friends, if not intimtes, w dened. Both sets of parents
regretted that ny Billy was four years older, Jimy two and Stuart three years
younger, than Johnny. At their stage of life, those gaps dwarfed the G and
Canyon. John shunned organi zed games, and by and | arge existed on the fringes
of the tribe. For instance, Eleanor had to do the entire organizing of his
birthday parties. Neverthel ess, between his gentle manner and his remarkabl e
fund of conversation-when sonmeone el se took the initiative and stinul at ed
himhe was fairly well 1iked.

In his eighth year he caused a new sensation. A couple of older boys fromthe



tough side of the tracks decided it would be fun to lie in wait for

i ndi viduals on their way back from school and punmel them Buses only carried
farmchildren, and Senlac wasn't yet built solid; nmpst wal ki ng routes had

| onely spots. Naturally, the victins could never bring thensel ves to conpl ain.
The sportsmen did, after they junped John Havig. They bl ubbered that he'd
called an arny to his aid. And beyond doubt, they had taken a systematic

dr ubbi ng.

The tal e earned them an extra punishnent. "Bullies are always cowards," said
fathers to their sons. "Look what happened when that nice Havig boy stood up
and fought." For a while he was regarded with awe, though he bl ushed and
stamered and refused to give details; and thereafter we called him Jack

O herwi se the incident soon dropped into obscurity. That was the year when
France fell.

"Any news of the phantom uncle?" | asked El eanor. Sonme famlies had gotten
together for a party, but | wanted a respite frompolitical talk.

"What ?" She blinked, there where we stood on the Stock-tons' screened porch
Li ght ed wi ndows and buzzi ng conversation at our backs didn't blot out a ful
nmoon above the chapel of Hol berg College, or the sound of crickets through a
war m and green-odorous dark. "Ch." She dinpled. "You mean ny son's. No, not
for quite a while. You were right, that was only a phase."

"Or else he's learned discretion.” | wouldn't have uttered my thought aloud if
|'d been thinking.

Stricken, she said, "You mean he may have clanmed up conpletely? He is
reserved, he does tell us nothing inportant, or anybody else as far as | can
| earn-"

"I.e.," | said in haste, "he takes after his dad. Wll, Ellie, you got
yoursel f a good man, and your daughter-in-law will too. Come on, let's go in
and refresh our drinks."

My records tell ne the exact day when, for a while, Jack Havig' s control broke
apart.

Tuesday, April 14, 1942. The day before, Tom had nade the proud announcemnent
to his son. He had not nentioned his hope earlier, save to his wife, because
he wasn't sure what woul d happen. But now he had the notice. The school had
accepted his resignation, and the Arny his enlistment, as of term s end.
Doubt | ess he coul d have gotten a defernent. He was over thirty, and a teacher
of science at that. In truth, he would have served his country better by

stayi ng. But the crusade had been preached, the wild geese were flying, the

wi dowmaker whi stled beyond the safe dull thresholds of Senlac. | also,

nm ddl e- aged, | ooked into the possibility of uniform but they tal ked ne out of
trying.

El eanor's call drew nme from bed before sunrise. "Bob, you' ve got to cone,

ri ght away, please, please. Johnny. He's hysterical. Wrse than hysterical
I"'mafraid . . . brain fever or-Bob, cone!"

| hurried to hold the thin body in ny arns, try to nake sense of his ravings,
eventual ly give himan injection. Before then Jack had shrieked, vomted,

clung to his father like a second skin, clawed hinmself till blood ran and
beat en his head against the wall. "Daddy, Daddy, don't go, they'Il kill you,
know, | know, | saw, | was there an' | saw, | |ooked in that w ndow right

there an' Mot her was crying, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!"
| kept himunder graduated sedation for the better part of a week. That |ong

was needed to quiet himdown. He was a listless invalid until well into My.
This was absolutely no normal reaction. O her boys whose fathers were off to
war gloried, or clainmed they did. Well, | thought, Jack wasn't any of them

He recovered and buckl ed down to his schoolwrk. He was in Tom s conpany at
every inmagi nable opportunity, and sone that nobody woul d have i nagi ned

bef orehand. This included furl oughs, spent at hone. Between times, he wote
al nost daily letters to his father-

-who was killed in Italy, August 6, 1943.
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A DOCTOR cannot endure having nmade his inevitable grisly blunders unless he
recal Il s enough rescues to offset them | count Jack Havig anbng those who
redeened nme. Yet | helped | ess as a physician than as a man.

My special know edge did let me see that, beneath a tight-held face, the boy
was seriously disturbed. Qutside the eastern states, gasoline was not rationed
in 1942. | arranged for a colleague to take over ny practice, and when schoo
closed, Bill and I went on a trip. . . and we took Jack al ong.

In Mnnesota's Arrowhead we rented a canoe and entered that w | derness of

| akes, bogs, and splendid tinmber which reaches on into Canada. For an entire
month we were myself, my thirteen-year-old son, and my all but adopted son
whom | believed to be nine years of age.

It's rain and nobsquito country; paddling against a headwind is stiff work; so
is portaging; to make canp required nore effort than if we'd had today's

i ngeni ous gear and freeze-dried rations. Jack needed those obstacles, that

ni ghtly exhaustion. After fewer days than m ght have been awaited, the |and
could begin to heal him

Hushed sunrises, light gold in the uppernost |eaves and ashiver across broad
wat ers; birdsong, rustle of wind, scent of evergreen; a squirrel coaxed to
take food froma hand; the soaring departure of deer; blueberries in a bright
war m openi ng of forest, till a bear arrived and we nost respectfully turned
the place over to him nmpose, gigantic and unafraid, watching us glide by;
sunsets whi ch shone through the translucent w ngs

of bats; dusk, fire and stories and Bill's young wonderings about things,

whi ch showed Jack better than | could have told himhow big a world lies
beyond our sorrows; a sleeping bag, and stars uncountabl e.

It was the foundation of a cure.

Back home again, | nade a mistake. "I hope you're over this notion about your
father, Jack. There's no such thing as foreknowi ng the future." He whitened,
whirled, and ran fromne. | needed weeks to regain his confidence.

Hs trust, at any rate. He confided nothing to me except the thoughts, hopes,
probl ems of an ordinary boy. | spoke no further of his obsession, nor did he.
But as nuch as tine and circunstance allowed, | tried to be a little of what
he so desperately | acked, his father

W coul d take no nore | ong excursions while the war | asted. However, we had
country roads to tranp, Mdrgan Wods to roamand picnic in, the river for
fishing and sw mm ng, Lake Wnnego and my snall sail boat not far off. He could
cone around to ny garage workshop and make a bird feeder for hinself or a
broomrack for his nother. W could talk.

| do believe he won to a neasure of cal mabout Tomls death by the tinme it
happened. Everybody assuned his prenonition was coi nci dent al

El eanor had already taken a job in the library, plus giving quite a few hours
per week to the hospital. Wdowhood struck her hard. She rallied ganely, but
for a long while was subdued and unsocial. Kate and | tried to get her out,
but she declined invitations nore often than not.

When at | ast she began to | eave her shell, it was nmostly in the conpany of
others than her old circle. I couldn't keep fromremarking: "You know, Ellie,
I'"'mdamm glad to see you back in circulation. Still-forgive nme-your new
friends are kind of a surprise.”

She reddened and | ooked away. "True," she said | ow.

"Perfectly good people, of course. But, uh, not what you'd call intellectua
types, are they?"
"Nono. . . . Al right." She straightened in her chair. "Bob, let's be frank

| don't want to | eave here, if only because of what you are to Jack. Nor do
want to be buried alive, the way | was that first couple of years. Tom
i nfluenced me; | don't really have an acadenic turn of mnd like his. And

you who we went with. . . you're all married."
| abandoned as useless ny intention in raising the mtter- to tell her how
alien her son was to those practical - m nded, | oud-Iaughing men who squired her



around, how deeply he was coming to detest them

He was twel ve when the nuclear thunderbolts slewtwo cities and man's | ast

i nnocence. Though the astonishing growh rate | had noted in himearlier had
sl owed down to average since 1942, its effects remained to make him

precoci ous. That reinforced the extrene solitariness which had set in. No

| onger was Pete Dunbar, or any schoolmate, nore than a casual associ ate.
Politely but unshakably, Jack refused everything extracurricular. He did his

| essons, and did themwell, but his free tinme was his and nobody else's: his
to read enornmously, with enphasis on history books; to take niles-1ong hikes
by hinself; to draw pictures or to shape things with the tools I'd hel ped him
col | ect.

| don't nean he was norbid. Lonely boys are not uncommon, and generally becone
reasonably soci able adults. Jack was fond of the Anps 'n' Andy program for

i nstance, though he preferred Fred Allen; and he had a dry wit of his own.
renenber various of his cartoons he showed nme, one in particul ar suggested by
a copy of The Qutsider and hers which | Ient him In a dark, dank forest
were two human figures. The first, cowering and pointing, was unm stakably H.
P. Lovecraft. Hi s compani on was a tweedy wonman who snapped: "OF course they're
paf fid and nmushroom i ke, Howard. They are rnushroons."

Wil e he no | onger depended on nme, we saw a good bit of each other; and the
age difference between himand Bifi was |less inmportant now, so that they two
someti mes went together

for a walk or a swmor a boat ride-even, in 1948, a return to northern

M nnesota with Jimand Stuart.

Soon after he came back fromthis, ny second son asked ne: "Dad, what's a good
book on, uh, phil osophy?"

"Eh?" | laid down ny newspaper. "Philosophy, at thirteen?"

"Why not ?" Kate said across her enbroidery. "In Athens he'd have started
younger . "

"Well, rn-rn, philosophy's a mghty wide field, Jim" | stalled. "Wat's your

i medi at e question?"

"Ch," he nmunbled, "free will and time and all that jazz. Jack Havig and Bill
talked a |l ot about it on our trip."

| learned that Bill, being in college, had begun by posing as an authority,
but soon found hinself entangled in problens

-was the history of the universe witten before its beginning? if so, why do
we know we nmake free choices? if not, how can we affect the course of the
future . . . or the past?-which it didn't seem a high school kid could have
pondered as thoroughly as Jack had done.

Wien | asked ny protégé what he wanted for Christmas, he answered: "Sonething
| can understand that explains relativity."

In 1949, Eleanor renarried. Her choice was catastrophic.

Sven Birkelund neant well. H s parents had brought himfrom Norway when he was
three; he was now forty, a successful farner in possession of a large estate
and fine house ten niles outside town, a conbat veteran, and a recent w dower
who had two boys to raise: Sven, Jr., sixteen, and Harol d, nine. Huge,

red- haired, gusty, he blazed forth mal eness-adnitted Kate to ne, though she
couldn't stand hi mand he was not unlettered either; he subscribed to

magazi nes (Reader's Digest, National Geographic, Country Gentleman), read an
occasi onal book, like travel, and was a shrewd busi nessman.

And . . . Eleanor, always full of life, had been celibate for six years.

You can't warn someone who's tunbled into love. Neither Kate nor | tried. W
attended t he weddi ng and reception and

of fered our best wi shes. Mstly | was conscious of Jack. The boy had grown
haggard; he noved and tal ked |ike a robot.

In his new hone, he rarely got a chance to see us. Afterward he would not go
into detail about the nmonths which followed. Nor shall 1. But consider: Were
El eanor was a dropout fromthe Episcopal Church, and Jack a born agnostic,



Bi rkel und was a Bi bl e-believing Lutheran. \Where El eanor enjoyed gour net
cooki ng and Jack the eating, Birkelund and his sons wanted nmeat and pot at oes.
Tom spent his typical evening first with a book, later talking with her. If

Bi rkel und wasn't doing the accounts, he was glued to the radio or, presently,
the tel evision screen. Tom had nmade a political liberal of her. Birkelund was
an ardent and active American Legi onnaire-he never m ssed a convention, and if
you draw the obvious inference, you' re right-who became an out spoken supporter
of Senator Joseph MCart hy.

And on and on. | don't nean that she was disillusioned overnight. |I'msure
Birkelund tried to please her, and gradually dropped the effort only because
it was failing. The fact that she was soon pregnant must have forged a bond

bet ween t hem which | asted a while. (She told ne, however, | being the fanily
doctor, that in the later stages his nightly attentions becane distasteful but
he woul dn't stop. | called himin for a Dutch uncle lecture and he nade a

sul ky conprom se.)

For Jack the situation was hell fromthe word go. Hi s step-brothers,
duplicates of their father, resented his invasion. Junior, whose current
interests were hunting and girls, called hima sissy because he didn't like to
kill and a queer because he never dated. Harold found the nunberless ways to
torment himwhich a small boy can use on a bigger one whose fists may not

def end.

More wi thdrawn than ever, he endured. | wondered how.

In the fall of 1950, Ingeborg was born. Birkelund named her after an aunt
because his nother happened to be called O ga. He expressed di sappoi nt nment
that she was a girl, but threw a | arge and drunken party anyway, at which he
repeat edly decl ared, ami dst general laughter, his intention of trying for a
son the mnute the doctor allowed.

The doctor and his wife had been invited, but discovered a prior commtnent.
Thus | didn't see, | heard how Jack wal ked out on the celebration and how

i ndi gnant Birkelund was. Long afterward, Jack told: "He cornered nme in the
barn when the | ast guest had | eft who wasn't asleep on the floor, and said he

was going to beat the shit out of me. | told himif he tried, I'd kill him |
meant that. He sawit, and went off growing. Fromthen on, we spoke no nore
than we couldn't avoid. | did ny chores, ny share of work cone harvest or

what ever, and when |'d eaten dinner | went to ny room"

And el sewhere

The bal ance held till early Decenber. What tipped it doesn't matter-something
was bound to-but was, in fact, Eleanor's asking Jack if he'd given thought to
the college he would like to attend, and Birkel und shouting, "He can damm well
get the lead out and go serve his country like | did and take his G if they
haven't cashiered him" and a quarrel which sent her upstairs fleeing and in
tears.

Next day Jack was not there.

He returned at the end of January, would say no word about where he had been
or what he had done, and stated that he would | eave for good if his stepfather
took the affair to the juvenile authorities as threatened. |'mcertain he

dom nated that scene, and won himnmself the right to be left in peace. Both his
appear ance and hi s deneanor were shocki ngly changed.

Agai n the househol d knew a shaky equilibrium But six weeks later, upon a
Sunday when Jack had gone for his usual |ong wal k after returning from church
he forgot to lock the door to his room Little Harold noticed, entered, and
rummaged through the desk. His find, which he pronptly brought to his father
bl ew apart the whol e m serabl e works.

Snow fell, a slow thick whiteness filling the wi ndows. \Wat daylight seeped
t hrough was silver-gray. Qutdoors the air felt al nbst warmand how utterly
silent.

El eanor sat on our |iving-roomcouch and wept. "Bob, you' ve got to talk to
him you, you, you've got to help him. . . again.

What happened when he ran away? Wat did he do?"



Kate laid arms around her and drew the weary head down to her own shoul der.
"Not hi ng wong, my dear," she nmurrmured. "Ch, be very sure. Al ways renenber,
Jack is Toms son.”

| paced the rug, in the dull twlight against which we had turned on no

lights. "Let's spell out the facts," | said, speaking bolder than | felt.

"Jack had this m neographed panphl et that Sven descri bes as Comuni st
propaganda. Sven wants to call the sheriff, the district attorney, anybody who
can force Jack to tell who he fell in with while he was gone. You slipped out
to the shed, drove off in the pickup, net the boy on the road, and brought him
here.”

"Y-y-yes. Bob, | can't stay. Ingeborg's at hone. . . . Sven will call nme an
an unnatural nother-"
"I mght have a few words to say about privacy," | answered, "not to mention

freedom of speech, press, and opinion." After a pause: "Uh, you told nme you
snaf fi ed the panphl et ?"

"I-" El eanor drew back from Kate's enbrace. Through tears and hi ccoughs, a
strength spoke that | remenbered: "No use for himto call copper if the

evi dence is gone."

"May | see it?" | asked.

She hesitated. "It's . . . a prank, Bob. Nothing s-s-significant. Jack's
wai ting-"

-in ny office, by request, while we conferred. He had shown ne a

sel f-possession which chified this wi nter day.

"He and | will have a talk," | said, "while Kate gets some coffee, and
expect sone food, into you. But |I've got to have something to tal k about."
She gul ped, nodded, funbled in her purse, and handed nme several sheets stapled

together. | settled into ny favorite arnchair, left shank on right knee, a
good head of steamin ny pipe, and read the docunent.
| read it twice. And thrice. | quite forgot the wonen.

Here it is. You won't find any riddles.

But hark back. The date was the el eventh of March, in the year of CQur Lord

ni net een hundred and fifty-one.

Harry S Truman was President of the United States, having defeated Thonas E.
Dewey for election, plus a former Vice

Presi dent who would | ater have the nanhood to adnmit that his party had been a
gl ove on the hand of Moscow. This was the capital of a Soviet Union which ny
adored FDR had assured ne was a town-neeting denocracy, our gallant ally in a
holy war to bring perpetual peace. Eastern Europe and China were down the
gullet. Ctizens in the news included Al ger Hi ss, Oven Lattinore, Judith

Copl on, Morton Sobell, Julius and Ethel Rosenberg. Somehow, to ny friends and
nmysel f, they did not nake Joseph McCarthy | ess of an abomi nation. But under
the UN flag, Anerican young nen were dying in battle-five and a half years
after our V-days!-and their kifiers were North Korean and Chi nese. Less than
two years ago, the first Russian atonic bonmbs had roared. NATO hardly ol der
was a piece of string in the path of hundreds of divisions. Mst of us, in an
enotional paralysis which et us continue our daily lives, expected World \War
1l to break out at any instant.

I could not altogether blame Sven Birkelund for jumping to concl usions.

But as | read, and read, ny puzzl ement deepened.

Whoever wote this thing knew Comuni st | anguage-1'd been through sone books
on that subject-but was enphatically not a Conmuni st hinself. Wat, then, was
he?

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

Apart froma few extrenists, Anerica had never thought to question her own
rightness, let alone her right to exist. W knew we had probl enms, but assuned
we could solve them given tinme and good will, and eventually everybody of
every race, color, and creed would live side by side in the suburbs and sing
fol k songs together. Brown vs. Board of Education was years in the future;
student riots happened in foreign countries, while ours worried about student
apat hy; | ndochina was a place where the French were experiencing vaguely



noticed difficulties.

Tel evision was hustling in, and we discussed its possible effects.

Nucl ear-armed intercontinental mssiles were on their way, but nobody imagi ned
they coul d be used for anything except the crudest exchange of destructions.
Over popul ation was in the news but would soon be forgotten. Penicillin and DDT
were unqualified friends to man. Conservati on neant preserv

ing certain areas in their natural states and, if you were sophisticated about
such matters, contour plowi ng on hillsides. Snmog was in Los Angel es and

occasionally London. The ocean, immortal nother of all, would forever receive
and cl eanse our wastes. Space ifight was for the next century, when an
eccentric millionaire mght finance a project. Computers were few, |arge,

expensi ve, and covered with blinking lights. If you foll owed the science news,
you knew a little about transistors, and perhaps | ooked forward to seeing
cheap, pocket-sized radios in the hands of Anericans; they could make no
difference to a peasant in India or Africa. All contraceptives were
essentially nechanical. The gene was a | ocus on the chronmpsone. Unl ess he

bl asted hinself back to the Stone Age, man was committed to the nachine.

Put yourself in 1951, if you can, if you dare, and read as | did that jape on
the first page of which appeared the notice "Copyright (c) 1970 by John F
Havig."
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W TH T'S COLLEGQ ATE DI CTI ONARY

Acti vi st: A person enploying tactics in the cause of |iberation which, when
used by a fascist, are known as MCarthyi smand repression.
Aggression: Any foreign policy advocated by a fascist.

Bl ack: O whole or partial sub-Saharan African descent; fromthe skin
color, which ranges frombrown to ivory. Not to be confused with Brown, Red,
VWhite, or Yellow This word replaces the forner "Negro," which today is
considered insulting since it means "Bl ack."

Bonbi ng: A method of warfare which delivers high explosives fromthe air,
condemmed because of its effects upon wonen, children, the aged, the sick, and
ot her nonconbat ants, unless these happen to have resided in Berlin, Hamburg,
Dresden, Tokyo, Gsaka, etc., though not Hiroshim or Nagasaki. Cf. mssile.
Br own: O Mexi can descent; fromthe skin color, which ranges from brown
to ivory. Not to be confused with Black, Red, White, or Yellow

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

Chauvinism Belief of any Western Wiite man that there is anything to be said
for his country, civilization, race, sex, or self. Chauvinist: Any such man;
hence, by extension, a fascist of any nationality, race, or sex.

Col oni al i st: Anyone who believes that any European- or North

Ameri can-descended person has any right to remain in any territory outside
Europe or North America where his ancestors happened to settle, unless these
were Russian. Cf. native.

Concentration canp: An enclosed area into which people suspect to their
government or to an occupyi ng power are herded. No progressive country or

i berati on novenent can operate a concentration canp, since by definition

t hese have full support of the people. NB: Liberals consider it inpolite to
nmention Nisei in this connection

Conform st: One who accepts establishment val ues without asking troubl esone
guestions. Cf. nonconfornist.

Conservati ve: See aggression, bonbing, brutality, chauvinism colonialist,
concentration canmp, conform st, establishnment, fascist, inperialist,
McCart hyi sm nercenary, mlitaryindustrial conplex, mssile, napalm pig,

pl utocrat, prejudice, property rights, racist, reactionary, repression, storm
trooper, xenophobi a.

Crimnal: A fascist, especially when apprehended and punished. Cf. nmartyr.



Denocracy: A nation in which the governnent, freely el ected, remnains
responsive to the popular wifi, e.g., Czechoslovaki a.

Devel opnent : (1) I'n fascist countries, the bulldozing of trees and
hillsides, erection of sleazy row houses, etc., or in general, the
exploitation of the environment. (2) In progressive countries, the provision
of housing for the nmasses, or in general, the utilization of natural resources
to satisfy human needs.

Ecol ogy: (1) Qbsolete: The study of the interrelationships of |iving things
with each other and with the general environment. (2) Everythi ng nonhuman
which is being harmed by the establishment, such as trees and fal cons but not
including rats, sparrows, algae, etc. Thus progressive countries have no

ecol ogy.
Est abl i shnent : The powers that be, when these are conservative.
Fal | out: Radi oactive material froma nucl ear weapon, widely distributed if

this is tested in the atnosphere, universally condemed for its del eterious
ef fect upon public health and heredity, unless the test is conducted by a
progressive country.

Fasci st : A person who favors measures possibly conducive to the survival of
the West.

Freedom Instant gratification

dory: An outworn shi bbol eth, except when applied to a hero or martyr.

Hero: A person who sacrifices and takes risks in a progressive cause. Cf. pig
and storm trooper.

Honor : See glory.

Human rights: All rights of the people to freedom when held to take infinite
precedence over property rights, since the latter are not human rights.

I mperialist: A person who advocates that any Western country retain any
of its overseas territory.

Li beration: Foreign expul sion and domestic overthrow of Wstern governnents,

i nfluences, and institutions. Sacred |iberation: Liberation intended to result
in a (People's) Republic. Love: An enotion which, if universally felt, would
automatically solve all human probl ens, but which sone (see conservative) are
by definition incapable of feeling.

Martyr: A person who suffers or dies in the cause of liberation. Not to be
confused with a crimnal or, collectively, with enemy personnel
McCart hyi sm Character assassination for political purposes, by asserting

that some person is a nenber of the Communi st conspiracy, especially when this
i s done by an admrer of

Sen. Joseph McCarthy. Not to be confused with asserting that sone person is a
menber of the fascist conspiracy, especially when this is done by an admrer
of Sen. Eugene MCart hy.

Mercenary: A soldier who, for pay, serves a governnent not his own. Cf.
United Nations.

Mlitary-industrial conplex: An interlocking directorate of nmilitary and

i ndustrial |eaders, held to be in effective control of the USA. Not to be
confused with mlitary and industrial |eaders of the USSR or the various
(Peopl e's) Republics.

M ssile: A sel f-contai ned device which delivers high expl osives fromthe
air, condemmed for its effects upon wonen, children, the aged, the sick, and
ot her nonconbat ants, unless these happen to have resided in Sai gon, Da Nang,
Hue, etc. Cf. bonbi ng.

Napal m Jeffied gasoline, ignited and propelled agai nst eneny personnel



condemmed by all true liberals except when used by Israelis upon Arabs.

Nati ve: A non-Wite inhabitant of a regi on whose ancestors di spossessed
the previous |ot.

Nonconform st: One who accepts progressive val ues w thout asking troubl esone
guestions. Cf. conformst.

Nucl ear weapon: A weapon enpl oying sone form of atonic energy, used by fasci st
governments for purposes of aggression and by progressive govermments to
further the cause of peace.

One nman, one vote: A legal doctrine requiring that, fromtime to time, old
gerrymanders be replaced with new ones. The object of this is the achi evenment
of genui ne denocracy.

Organi c: O foods, grown only with natural nanures, etc., and with no
chemi cal sprays, etc., hence free of harnful residues and of earthborne

di seases or serious insect infestation, since surrounding | ands have been
artificially fertilized and chemi cally sprayed.

Peace: The final solution of the fascist problem Peacefu

coexi stence: A stage prelinmnary to peace, in which aggression is phased out
and sacred |iberation proceeds.

Peopl e: (Al'ways used with the definite article and often capitalized.)
Those who support |iberation. Hence everyone not a fascist is counted anong
them whether he wants to be or not.

Personnel : Menbers of a mifitary or police organization, whether hostile or
useful. Not to be confused with human bei ngs.

Pig: (1) An animal known for its value, intelligence, courage, self-reliance,
kindly disposition, loyalty, and (if allowed to followits natural bent)
cleanliness. (2) A policeman. Cf. activist.

Plutocrat: A citizen of a republic who, because of enornmous weal th which he
refuses to share with the poor, w elds undue political power. Not to be
confused with a Kennedy.

Poor: (Al ways used with the definite article and often capitalized.) That

cl ass of persons who are defined by sonmeone as possessing |l ess than their
rightful wealth and privilege. The progressive definition includes al
non-fasci st Black, Brown, Red, and Yell ow persons, regardl ess of incone.
Pot: Marijuana. Must we go through that

al cohol -t obacco-tranquili zers-are-1legal routine again?

Prejudice: Hostility or contenpt for a person or group, on a purely class
basis and regardless of facts. Not to be confused with judgnent passed on
enem es of the people (see conservative).

Pr ogr essi ve: Conduci ve to |iberation.

Property rights: The alleged rights of persons who have earned or otherw se
| awful |y obtained property, or of taxpayers who have simlarly acquired
property which is then designated public, to be secure in the enjoynent

t hereof, irrespective of human rights.

Raci st : A VWi te person who, when any Bl ack person rings a bell, fails to
sal i vate.
Reacti onary: Not progressive.

Red: (1) O Anmerican Indian descent; fromthe skin color

whi ch ranges frombrown to ivory. Not to be confused with Bl ack, Brown, White,
or Yellow, nor with "Mexican," even though nost Mexi cans are of American

I ndian stock. (2) Struggling for liberation or struggling in its afternath.
Repression: Denial of the right of free speech, e.g., by refusal to provide a
free rostrumfor an activist, or the right of a free press, e.g., by refusing
to print, televise, or stock in libraries every word of an activist, or the
right to be heard, e.g., by nob action against an activist. Not to be confused
with protection of the people fromreactionary infection.

Republic: A country whose governnent is chosen not on a basis of heredity or
riches but by the electorate, fromwhompolitical power grows. People's



Republic: One in which the electorate consists of a gun barrel

Self-deternmination: The right of a culturally or ethnically distinct group to
govern thensel ves, as in Biafra, East Pakistan, Goa, Katanga, the Sinai

Ti bet, the Ukraine, etc.

Stormtrooper: A person who sacrifices and takes risks in a fascist cause. Cf
her o.

United Nations: An international organization which enploys Swedish, Indian
Irish, Canadian, etc. troops in other parts of the world than these so as to
further self-determnation

White: OF Caucasoid descent; fromthe skin color, which ranges frombrown to
ivory. Not to be confused with Bl ack, Brown, Red, or Yellow.

W nds of change: Poetic metaphor for the defeat of reactionary forces. Not
applicabl e to any advance or restoration of these.

Wren' s Li beration: A novement which opposes mal e chauvi ni sm

Xenophobi a: Distrust of the ability of strangers to run your life for you.

Yel l ow O Mongol oi d descent; fromthe skin color, which ranges frombrown to
ivory. Not to be confused with Bl ack, Brown, Red, or VWhite.
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FOR A MOVENT, as | entered, my office was foreign to me. That rolltop desk,
gooseneck readi ng | anp, worn | eather-uphol stered swi vel chair and
horsehair-stuffed seat for visitors, shelf of reference books, franmed dipl ona,
door ajar on the surgery to give a glinpse of cabinets wherein lay instrunments
and drugs that Koch would nostly have recogni zed-all was out of place, a tiny
island in time which the ocean was swiftly eroding away; and | knew t hat
inside of ten years |I'd do best to retire.

The snowfall had thickened, nmaking the windows a pal e dusk. Jack had turned
the Ianp on so he could read a magazi ne. Beyond its puddle of |ight, shadows
| ay enornmous. The steamradiator grunbled. It turned the air dry as well as
war m

He rose. "Sorry to give you this bother, Dr. Anderson," he said.

I waved himback into the arncthair, settled myself down, reached for a fresh
pi pe off the rack. That nuch smoking was hard on the nouth, but ny fingers
needed somet hing to do.

Jack nodded at the panphlet 1'd tossed on the desk. "How do you like it?" he
asked tonel essly.

| peered through the upper half of ny bifocals. This was not the boy who knew
he woul d 1 ose his father, nor the youth who tried and failed to hide his

wr et chedness when his nother took unto hima stepfather-only last year. A
young man confronted me, whose eyes were ol d.

They were gray, those eyes, in a narrow straight-nosed face upon a | ong head.
The dark-blond hair, the slim mddle-sized, slightly awkward body were Tom s
the nmouth, its fullness and

mobility out of place in that ascetic countenance, was El eanor's; the whole
was entirely Jack Havig, whom | had never fathoned

Al ways a carel ess dresser, he wore the plaid wool shirt and blue deninms in
whi ch he had gone for that tranp across the hills. H s attitude seened al ert
rat her than uneasy, and his gaze did not waver from m ne.

"Well," | said, "it's original. But you must admt it's sort of confusing."
| oaded t he pi pe.

"Yeah, | suppose. A souvenir. | probably shouldn't have brought anything
back. "

"Fromyour, uh, trip away from home? Where were you, Jack?"

"Around. "

I remenbered a small stubborn person who gave the sanme reply, after an unknown
had returned himto his father. It led me to recall mnuch el se.



My wooden match nade a scrit and flare which seened unnaturally strong. | got
t he tobacco burning, took a good taste and snell of it, before | had ny speech
put together.

"Listen, Jack. You're in trouble. Wrse, your nother is.'

That jarred him

"I"'mthe friend of you both, I want to help, but damation, you'll have to
cooperate."

"Doc, | wish | could,” he whispered.

| tapped the panphlet. "Ckay," | said, "tell me you' re working on a

sci ence-fiction story or sonething, laid in 1970, and this is background
material. Fine. 1'd think you re needl essly obscure, but never mind; your

busi ness."” Gesturing with the pipestem "Wat is not your business is the fact
it's m nmeographed. Nobody m nmeographs anything for strictly personal use.
Organi zations do. \Wat organization is this?"

"None. A few friends." H's neck stiffened. "M ghty few, anong all those
Gadar ene swi ne happily squealing their slogans."

| stood. "How about a drink?"

Now he smiled. "Thanks. The exact prescription | want."

Pouring froma brandy bottle-sonmetines it was needful for both a patient and
nmysel f, when | rmust pronounce sentence

-1 wondered what had triggered ny inpulse. Kids don't

booze, except a little beer on the sly. Do they? It came to nme afresh, here
was no | onger a kid.

He drank in the way of an experienced if not heavy drinker. How had he

| earned? He'd been gone barely a nonth.

| sat again and said: "I don't ask for secrets, Jack, though you know | hear a
lot in ny line of work, and keep them | demand your help in constructing a
story, and laying out a program of future behavior, which will get your nother

of f the hook."

He frowned. "You're right. The trouble is, | can't think what to tell you."
"The truth, maybe?"

"Doc, you don't want that. Believe me, you don't."

"Beauty is truth, truth beauty-' Wiy did Keats hand the world that particul ar

pi ece of BS? He'd studi ed nedicine; he knew better. Jack, I'll bet you ten
dollars | can relate a dozen true stories which'll shock you worse than you
coul d ever shock ne."

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

I waited.

He tossed off his drink and held out the glass. In the yellow I anplight, gaunt
agai nst the winter window, his face congealed with resolution. "Gve ne a
refill, please," he said, "and | wifi tell you."

"Great." The bottle shook a bit in my grasp as the liquor clucked forth. "I
swear to respect any confidentiality."

He | aughed, a rattling noise. "No need for oaths, Doc. You'll keep quiet."

I waited.

He sipped, stared past nme, and murrmured: "lI'mglad. It's been such a burden

t hrough ny whole life, never to share the

the fact of what I am"

| streamed snmoke fromny lips and waited

He said in a rush, "For the nost part | was in the San Franci sco area,

especi ally Berkeley. For nore than a year."

My fingers clenched on the pipe bow .

"Uh-huh." He nodded. "I canme hone after a nonth's ab

sence. But |'d spent about eighteen nonths away. Fromthe fall of 1969 to the
end of 1970."

After a noment, he added: "That's not a whole year and a half. But you've got
to count ny visits to the further future."

Steam hissed in the radiator. | saw a sheen of sweat on the forehead of ny al
but adopted son. He gripped his tunbler as tightly as | ny pipe. Yet in spite
of the tension in him his voice remained |evel

"You have a tinme machine?" | breathed.



He shook his head. "No. | nmove around in tine by nyself. Don't ask ne how. |
don't know. "

Hs smle jerked forth. "Sure, Doc," he said. "Paranoia. The delusion that |'m
somet hing special in the cosnbs. Ckay, |I'll give you a denonstration." He
waved about. "Cone here, please. Check. Make certain |'ve put no mrrors,
trapdoors, gimmckry in your own famliar office."

Nurmbly, | felt around him though it was obvious he'd had no chance to bring
al ong, or rig, any apparatus.

"Satisfied?" he asked. "Well, I'll project nyself into the future. How far?
Hal f an hour? No, too long for you to sit here gnaw ng your pipe. Fifteen

m nutes, then." He checked his watch against ny wall clock. "It's 4:17,

agreed? 1'll reappear at 4:30, plus or mnus a few seconds.” Wrd by word:
"Just make sure nobody or nothing occupies this chair at that period. | can't
energe in the same space as another solid body."

| stood back and trenmbled. "CGo ahead, Jack," | said through the thuttering in
ny veins.

Tender ness touched him He reached to squeeze ny hand. "Good old Doc. So

[ ong. "

And he was gone. | heard a nuted whoosh of air rushing in where he had sat,
and nothing el se. The chair stood enpty. | felt, and no form occupied it.

| sat down once nore at ny desk, and stared for a quarter of an hour which
don't quite renenber.

Abruptly, there he was, seated as he had been.

| struggled not to faint. He hurried to ne. "Doc, here, take it easy,
everyt hing's okay, here, have a drink-"

Later he gave ne a one-m nute show, stepping back from

that near a future to stand beside hinself, until the first body vani shed.

Ni ght gat her ed.

"No, | don't know how it works," he said. "But then, | don't know how ny
nmuscl es work, not in the way you know and you'll agree your scientific
information is only a glimer on the surface of a nystery."

"How does it feel?" | asked, and noticed in surprise the cal mwhich had cone
upon ne. |'d been stunned | onger on Hiroshima Day. Well, maybe the bottom of
my m nd had al ready guessed what Jack Havi g was.

"Hard to describe." He frowned into darkness. "I . . . wifi nyself backward or
forward intime . . . the way I will to, oh, pick my glass off your desk. In
other words, | order whatever-it-is to nove ne, the same as we order our
fingers to do sonething, and it happens.™

He searched for words before he went on: "I'min a shadow world while
time-travel. Lighting varies fromzero to gray. If |I'mcrossing nore than one
day- and-ni ght period, it flickers. Objects |look dim foggy, flat. Then

decide to stop, and | stop, and |I'mback in normal time and solidness.

No air reaches nme on ny way. | have to hold my breath, and energe occasionally
for a lungful if the trip takes that long in my personal tine."
"Wait," | said. "If you can't breathe en route, can't touch anything or be

touched, can't be seen-how come you have the feeble vision you do? How can
[ight affect you?"

"I don't know either, Doc. |'ve read physics texts, however, trying to get a
noti on about that as well as everything else. And, oh, it nust be sonme kind of
force which noves me. A force operating in at |east four dinensions,
nevertheless a force. If it has an el ectronagnetic conponent, | can inagine
how a few photons m ght get caught in the field of it and carried al ong.
Matter, even ionized matter, has rest nass and therefore can't be affected in
this fashion. . . . That's a layman's guess. | wish | dared bring a rea
scientist in on this."”

"Your guess is too deep for nme already, friend. Uh, you said

a crossing isn't instantaneous, as far as you yourself are concerned. How | ong
does it take? How many m nutes per year, or whatever?"

"No particular relationship. Depends on nme. | feel the effort |I'm exerting,



and can gauge it roughly. By, well, straining, | can nove . . . faster

than otherw se. That | eaves ne exhausted, which seens to ne to prove that tine
travel i ng uses body energy to generate and apply the thrusting force. . . .
It's never taken nmore than a few m nutes, according to nmy watch; and that wa
atrip through several centuries."

"When you were a baby-" My voice halted

He nodded anew. "Yeah, |'ve heard about the incident. Fear of faffing's an
instinct, isn't it? | suppose when ny nother dropped ne, | threw nyself into

t he past by sheer reflex.

and thereby caused her to drop ne."

He took a swallow of brandy. "My ability grew as | grew. | probably have no
[imt now, if | can stop at need, along the way, to rest. But | amlimted in
the mass | can carry along. That's only a few pounds, including clothes. Mre,
and | can't nove; it's |ike being weighted down. If you grabbed me, for
instance, I'd be stuck in normal time till you let go, because you're too nmuch
for me to haul. | couldn't just |eave you behind; the force acts, or tries to
act, on everything in direct contact with ne." A faint smle. "Except Earth
itself, if | happen to be barefoot. | suppose that much mass, bound toget her
not only by gravitation but by other, even stronger forces, has a- what?-a
cohesi on?-of its own."

"You warned ne against putting a solid object where you planned to, uh
materialize," | said

"Right," he answered. "I can't, in that case. |'ve experinmented. Traveling
through time, | can nove around meanwhile in space if | want. That's how
managed to appear next to nyself. By the way, the surface |'mon nmay rise or
sink, but | rise or sink |ikew se, same as when a person stands sonewhere in

normal time. And, aside from whatever walking | do, | stay on the sane
geogr aphi cal spot. Never mind that this planet is spinning on its axis, and
whirling around a sun which is rushing through a galaxy. . . | stay here.
Gravitation again, | suppose

Yes, about solid matter. | tried entering a hill, when | was a child and

t houghtl ess. | could go inside, all right, easy as stepping into a bank of

fog. But then I was cut off fromlight, and | couldn't emerge into norma

time, it was like being in concrete, and ny breath ran out-" He shivered. "I
barely made it back to the open air."

"I guess matter resists displacement by you," | ventured. "Fluids aren't too
hard to shove aside when you energe, but solids are.™

"Uh-huh, that's what | figured. If |1'd passed out and died inside that rock
and dirt, | guess ny body woul d' ve-well, been carried along into the future at
the ordinary rate, and fallen back into normal existence when at |ast the hil
eroded away fromaround it."

"Amazi ng how you, a nere tad, kept the secret."

"Well, | gather | gave ny nother a lot of worries. | don't actually renmenber.
Who does recall his first few years? Probably | needed a while to realize

was uni que, and the realization scared nme-maybe tinme traveling was a Bad Thi ng
to do. O perhaps | gloated. Anyway, Uncle Jack straightened nme out."

"Was he the unknown who brought you back when you'd been | ost?"

"Yes. | do remenber that. 1'd enbarked on a |ong expedition into the past,

| ooking for Indians. But | only found a forest. He showed up-having searched
the area through a nunber of years-and we had it nice together. Finally he
took nmy hand and showed me how to cone hone with him He could ve delivered ne
within a few mi nutes of ny departure and spared ny parents those dreadful
hours. But | believe he wanted nme to see how I'd hurt them so the need for

di scretion would really get driven into ne. It was."

H s tone grew rem niscent: "W had sone fine excursions later. Uncle Jack was
the ideal guide and nentor. 1'd no reason to di sobey his comands about
secrecy, aside from sone disguised bragging to ny friend Pete. Uncle Jack I|ed
me to better things than I'd ever have discovered for myself."

"You did hop around on your own," | rem nded him

"Cccasionally. Like when a couple of buffies attacked me. | doubl ed back



several tines and out nunbered them"

"No wonder you showed such a growh rate. . . . Wen you | earned your father
was going into the service, you hoped to assure yourself he'd return safe,

ri ght?"

Jack Havig winced. "Yes. | headed futureward and took qui ck peeks at
intervals. Until | |ooked in the wi ndow and saw Mot her crying. Then | went
pastward tifi | found a chance to read that tel egramoh, God. | didn't travel
intine again for years. | didn't think I'd ever want to."

The silence of the snow | apped about us.

At length | asked: "Wen did you nost recently meet this nentor?"

"I'n 1969. But the previous tinme had been. . . shortly before | took off and

| earned about my father. Uncle Jack was particularly good to ne, then. W went
to the old and truly kind of circus, sometine in the late nineteenth century.
| wondered why he seened so sad, and why he reexplained in such detail the
necessity of keeping our secret. Now | know. "

"Do you know who he is?"

Hs mouth lifted on the left side only. "W do you suppose?"

"I resuned time traveling last year," he said after a while. "I had to have a
refuge fromthat, that situation on the farm They were jaunts into the past
at first. You' ve no idea how beautiful this country was before the settlers
arrived. And the Indians-well, | have friends anong them 1 haven't acquired
nore than a few words of their |anguage, but they wel come me and, uh, the
girls are always ready, able, and eager."

| could not but |augh. "Sven the Younger makes a | ot of your having no dates!"
He grinned back. "You can guess how those trips relieved ne." Serious again:
"But you can guess, too, how nore and nore the whol e thing at hone-what
Birkelund is pleased to call nmy home-got to feel silly, futile, and stuffing.
Even the outside world. Like, what the devil was | doing in high school ?
There | was, full-grown, full of these marvels |I'd seen, hearing teen-agers

gi ggl e and teachers drone!"

"I imagine the famly flareup was what sent you into the future?"

"Right. I was half out of ny mnd with rage. Mainly | hoped to see Sven

Bi rkel und's tonbstone. Twenty years forward seenmed |ike a good round numnber.
But knowing |I'd have a lot to catch up on, | made for late 1969, so as to be
prepared to get the nost out of 1970. . . . The house was still in existence.
Is. WII be."

"Sven?" | asked softly.

"l suppose he'll have survived." Hi s tone was savage. "I don't care enough to
check on that. In two nore years, ny nother will divorce him"

" And- ?"

"She'll take the babies, both of them back to Massachusetts. Her third
marriage wifi be good. | rnmustn't add to her worries in this time, though
That's why | retuned~ | made ny absence a nonth long to show Birkelund | thedn
busi ness; but | couldn't nmake it longer than that, | couldn't do it to her."

I saw in himwhat | have seen in others, when those they care about are sick
or dying. So | was hasty to say: "You told nme you net your Uncle Jack, your

ot her self."

"Yeah." He was glad to continue with practicalities. "He was waiting when
appeared in 1969. That was out in the woodlot, at night-1 didn't want to risk
a stray spectator-but the ot had been | ogged off and planted in corn. He'd
taken a double roomin the hotel-that is, the one they'll build after the
Senlac Arns is razed-and put me up for a few days. He told nme about ny nother
and encouraged ne to verify it by newspaper files in the library, plus show ng
me a couple of letters she'd recently witten to him. . . to me. Afterward he
gave me a thousand dollars-Doc, the prices in twenty years!-and he suggested

| ook around the country.

"News magazi nes indicated Berkel ey was where it was at- uh, a future idiom
Anyway, San Francisco's right across the Bay and 1'd always wanted to see it."
"How was Berkel ey?" | asked, renenbering visits to a staid university town.



He told me, as well as lie was able. But no words, in 1951, could have
conveyed what | have since experienced, that wild, eerie, hilarious,
terrifying, grotesque, m nd-bending assault upon every sense and comopn sense
which is Tel egraph Avenue at the close of the seventh decade of the twentieth

century.

"Didn't you risk trouble with the police?" | inquired.

"No. | stopped off in 1966 and registered under a fake name for the draft,

whi ch gave ne a card saying | was twenty-one in 1969. . . . The Street People
hooked ne. | cane to them an ol d-fashi oned bunpkin, heard their version of

what' d been goi ng on, and nobody else's. For nmonths | was anong the radicals.
Hand-t o- nout h odd-j ob exi stence, denonstrations, pot, dirty pad, unbathed
girls, the works."

"Your witing here doesn't seemfavorable to that," | observed.

"No. I'msure Uncle Jack wanted me to have an inside know edge, how it feels
to be somebody who's foresworn the civilization that bred him But | changed."
"Mmm |'d say you rebounded. Way out into right field. But go on. What

happened?"

"I took a trip to the further future."

" And?"

"Doc," he said nobst quietly, "consider yourself fortunate. You're already
getting old."

"I"ll be dead, then?" My heart stunbled.

"By the tinme of the bl owup and breakdown, no doubt. | haven't checked, except
| did establish you're alive and healthy in 1970." | wondered why he did not

snmle, as he should have done when giving nme good news. Today | know, he said
not hi ng about Kate.

"The war-the war-and its consequences come later,"” he went on in the sane iron
voi ce. "But everything follows straight fromthat witches' sabbath | saw part
of in Berkeley."

He sighed and rubbed his tired eyes. "l returned to 1970 with some notion of
stemming the tide. There were a few people around, even young people, who
could see a little reality. This

broadside . . . they helped me publish and distribute it, thinking me a stray

Republ i can. "

"Were you?"

"Lord, no. You. don't inagine any political party has been any use what soever

for the past three or four generations, do you? They'll get worse."

He had enptied his glass anew, but declined nmy offer of nmore. "1'd better keep
a clear head, Doc. W do have to work out a cover yarn. | know we wil |

because ny not-so-nuch-ol der self gave me to understand |I'd handl e ny present
troubles all right. However, it doesn't let us off going through the notions."

"Time is unchangeabl e?" | wondered. "We-our l|ives-are caught and held in the
conti nuumlike ifies in anber?"

"I don't know, | don't know," he groaned. "I do know that ny efforts were
wasted. My fornmer associates called me a fink, my new friends were an
insignificant mnority, and, hell, we could hardly give away our literature."
"You mustn't expect mracles in politics," | said. "Beware of the nan who
proni ses them"

"True. | realized as much, after the shock of what |1'd seen uptinme had faded a
bit. in fact, | decided ny duty was to cone back and stand by my nother. At

least this way | can nake the world a tiny bit less horrible.”
H s tone softened: "No doubt | was foolish to keep a copy of ny flyer. But the
dearest girl helped me put it together.

Vll. In a way, |'ve lucked out. Now one other hunman being shares nmy life.
|'ve barely started to feel how lonely | was."

"You are absolutely unique?" | whispered.

"I don't know. |'d guess not. They're doubtless very rare, but surely nore

time travelers than ne exist. Howcan | find then?" he cried. "And if we
shoul d join together, what can we do?"
5



Bl RKELUND PROVED | ess of a problemthan expected. | saw himin private, told
himthe witing was a |l eftover script froman amateur show, and poi nted out
that it was actually sarcastic- after which I gave himholy hell about his

treatment of his stepson and his wife. He took it with ill grace, but he took
it. As remarked earlier, he was by no neans an evil man.
Still, the situation renmai ned expl osive. Jack contributed, being daily nore

short-tenpered and self-willed. "He's changed so nuch,"” Eleanor told nme in
grief. "H s very appearance. And | can't blanme all the friction on Sven and
hi s boys. Jack's often downright arrogant."

O course he was, in his resentnent of home, his boredomin school, his burden
of foreknow edge. But | couldn't tell his nother that. Nor, for her sake,
could he make nore than overni ght escapes for the next two or three years.

"I think," |I said, "it'd be best if he took off on his own."

"Bob, he's barely eighteen,"” she protested.

He was at |east twenty-one, probably nore, | knew. "Od enough to join the
service." He'd registered in the | awful manner on his birthday. "That'll give

hima chance to find hinmself. It's possible to be drafted by request, so as to
be in for the mninum period. The board wifi oblige if | speak to 'em™

"Not before he's graduated!"

| understood her dismay and di sappoi ntnent. "He can take correspondence
courses, Ellie. O the services offer classes, which a bright lad |ike Jack

can surely get into. I'"'mafraid this is our best bet."

He had already agreed to the idea. A quick uptinme hop showed himhe woul d be
posted to Europe. "I can explore a lot of history," he said; then, chill:
"Besides, |1'd better |earn about weapons and conbat techniques. | dam near

got killed in the twenty-first century. Couple nenmbers of a canni bal band took
me by surprise, and if | hadn't managed to wench free for an instant-"

The Arny was ill-suited to his tenperanent, but he stuck out basic training,
proceeded into electronics, and on the whol e gai ned by the occasion. To be
sure, nmuch of that was due to his excursions downtine. They totaled a pair of
extra years.

Hs letters to me could only hint at this, since Kate would read themtoo. It
was a hard thing for me, not to open for her the tremendous fact, not to have
her beside me when at |ast he cane hone and through hour upon hour showed ne
hi s notes, photographs, menories.

(Details were apt to be ungl anorous-probl ens of vaccination, |anguage,
transportation, noney, law, customfilth, verm n, disease, cruelty, tyranny,

vi ol ence- "Doc, |I'd never dreaned how different medi eval nman was. Huge
variations fromplace to place and era to era, yeah, but always the
Oientalness? . . . no, probably it's just that the Orient has changed |ess.”

However, he had watched Caesar's legions in triunph through Rone, and the
greyhound shapes of Viking craft dancing over Gslo Fjord, and Leonardo da
Vinci at work.

He' d not been able to observe in depth. In fact, he was maddened by the
superficial quality of alnobst all his experiences. How nmuch can you learn in a
totally strange environnment, when you can barely speak a word and are liable
to be arrested on suspicion before you can swap for a suit of contenporary

cl ot hes? Yet what would | not have given to be there too?)

How it felt like a betrayal of Kate, not telling her! But if Jack could keep
silence toward his nother, | rnmust toward ny wife. H s ol der persona had been
was, would be right in stanmping upon the child a reflex of secrecy.

Consi der the consequences, had it become known that one man-or one little
boy-can swi mthrough tinme. To be the sen

sation of the age is no fit fate for any human. In this case, imagine as well
t he denmands, appeals, frantic attenpts by the greedy, the power-hungry, the

i deol ogy-besotted, the bereaved, the frightened to use him the race between
governments to sequester or destroy himwho could be the ultimte spy or

unst oppabl e assassin. |If he survived, and his sanity did, he would soon have
no choice but to flee into another era and there keep his tal ent hidden

No, best wear a mask fromthe begi nning.



But then what use was the fantastic gift?

"Toward the end of nmy hitch, | spent nore tine thinking than roving," he said.
W' d taken ny boat out on Lake W nnego. He'd cone hone, discharged, a few
weeks earlier, but nmuch remained to tell me. This was the nore true because
hi s nmother needed his noral support in her divorce from Birkelund, her nove
away from scenes which were now painful. He'd matured further, not only in the
flesh. Two of ny years ago, a man had confronted ne:

but a very young man, still groping his way out of hurt and bew | dernment. The
Jack Havig who sat in the cockpit today was in full command of hinself.

| shifted ny pipe and put down the helm We cane about in a heel and swoosh
and rattle of boom Springtine glittered on blue water; sweetness breathed
fromthe green across fields and trees, from apple blossons and fresh-turned
earth. The w nd whooped. It was cool and a hawk rode upon it.

"Well, you had plenty to think about,"” | answered.

"For openers," he said, "how does time travel work?"

"Tell me, M. Bones, how does tine travel work?"

He did not chuckle. "I learned a fair amount of basic physics in the course of
becom ng an electronics technician. And | read a I ot on ny own, including
stuff I went uptine to consult- books, future issues of Scientific Anerican
and Nature, et cetera. All theory says that what | do is totally inpossible.
It starts by violating the conservation of energy and goes on fromthere."

"E PUT Si nuove."

"Huh? . . . Oh. Yeah. Doc, | studied the Italian Renai ssance prior to visiting
it, and discovered Galileo never did say that. Nor did he ever actually drop
wei ghts off the Leaning Tower of Pisa. Well." He sprawl ed back on the bench

and opened anot her bottle of beer for each of us. "Okay. So there are hookers
in the conservation of energy that official science doesn't suspect.

Mat hemati cal |y speaking, world lines are allowed to have finite, if not
infinite discontinuities, and to be multi-valued functions. In many ways, tinme
travel is equivalent to faster-than-light travel, which the physicists also
declare is inmpossible.™

| watched ny tobacco snoke stream off on the breeze. Wave-lets smacked
"You've left me a few light-years behind,” | said. "I get nothing out of your
| ecture except an inpression that you don't believe anything, uh, supernatura
is involved."

He nodded. "Right. \Watever the process may be, it operates within natura
law. It's essentially physical. Matter-energy rel ationships are invol ved.

Wll, then, why can | do it, and nobody el se? I've been forced to concl ude
it's a peculiarity in ny genes."

" Ch?"

"They'll find the nol ecul ar basis of heredity, approximtely ten years from
now. "

"What ?" | sat bolt upright. "This you' ve got to tell ne nore about!"

"Later, later. I'll give you as much informati on on DNA and the rest as | can

though that isn't a whale of a lot. The point is, our genes are not sinply a
bl ueprint for building a fetus. They operate throughout life, by controffing
enzyne production. You might well call themthe very stuff of life. . . . \at
besi des enzymes can be involved? This civilization is going to destroy itself
before they've answered that question. But | suspect there's sone kind of
resonance-or sonething-in those enornmous nol ecul es; and if your gene structure
chances to resonate precisely right, you're a tine traveler."

"Well, an interesting hypothesis.” | had fallen into a habit of understatenent
in his presence.

"I"ve enpirical evidence," he replied. Wth an effort: "Doe,

I'"ve had quite a few wonen. Not in this decade; I'"'mtoo stiff and gauche. But
uptime and downtine, periods when it's fairly easy and | can use a certain

gl amour of mysteriousness."

"Congratulations," | said for |lack of anything better

He squinted across the lake. "I'mnot callous about them" he said. "I nean,



well, if aronp is all she wants, |ike those Dakotan girls two-three centuries

ago, okay, fine. But if the affair is anything nore, | feel responsible. | my
not plan to live out ny life in her company-l1 wonder if 1'll ever marry- but
check on her future for the next several years, and try to make sure she does
well." H's countenance twisted a bit. "O as well as a nortal can. 1've not
got the nmoral courage to search out their deaths."

After a pause: "I'mdigressing, but it's an inportant digression to nme. Take
Meg, for instance. | was in Elizabethan London. The probl ens caused by ny

i gnorance were less than in nmost mlieus, though | did need a while to learn
the ropes and even the pronunciation of their English. A silver ingot I'd
brought al ong converted nore easily than usual to coi n-people today don't
realize how rmuch suspicion and regul ation there was in the oh-so-swashbuckling
past-even if | do think the deal er cheated nme. Well, anyhow, | could | odge in
a lovely half-tinbered inn, and go to the d obe Theatre, and generally have a
bal I .

"One day | happened to be in a slumdistrict. A wonan plucked nmy sl eeve and

of fered me her daughter's nmai denhead cheap. | was appall ed, but thought I
shoul d at |east neet the poor girl, naybe give her noney, maybe try to get ny
landl ord to take her on as a respectable servant. . . . No way." (Another of
hi s anachronistic turns of speech.) "She was nervous but determ ned. And after
she'd explained, | had to agree that an alley |ass of independent spirit
probably was better off as a whore than a servant, considering what servants
had to put up with. Not that anyone was likely to take her in such a capacity,
class distinctions and antagoni snms bei ng what they were.

"She was cocky, she was good-I|ooking, she said she'd rather it was nme than
some nasty and probably poxy dotard. Wat could | do? Disinterested

benevol ence just plain was not in

her mental universe. If she couldn't see ny selfish notive, she'd' ve decided
it must be too deep and horrible for her, and fled."

He glugged his beer. "All right," he told nme defiantly. "I noved into |arger
gquarters and took her along. The idea of an age of consent didn't exist
ei ther. Forget about our high school kids; 1'd certainly never touch one of

them Meg was a woman, young but a worman. We lived together for four years of
her life.

"OfF course, for me that was a matter of paying the rent in advance, and now
and then coming back fromthe twentieth century. Not very often, | being
stationed in France. Sure, | could | eave whenever | wanted, and return with no
AWOL time passed, but the trip to England cost, and besides, there were al
those other centuries. . . . Nevertheless, | do believe Meg was faithful. You
shoul d' ve seen how she fended off her relatives who thought they could batten
on nme! | told her I was in the Dutch dipl omatic service.

"Ch, skip the details. I'"'mtalking all around ny subject. In the end, a decent
young journeyman fell in love with her. | gave them a weddi ng present and ny
bl essings. And | checked ahead, dropping in occasionally through the next
decade, to make sure everything was all right. It was, as close as could be
expect ed. "

He sighed. "To get to the point, Doe, she bore himhalf a dozen children
starting inside a year of their marriage. She had never conceived by nme. As
far as |'ve determ ned, no woman ever has."

He had gotten a fertifity test, according to which he was nornmal.

Nei t her of us wanted to dwell on his personal confession. It suggested too
strongly how shaped our psyches are by whatever happens to be around us. "You

mean," | said slowy, "you're a mutant? So much a nutant that you count as, as
a different species?"
"Yeah. | think ny genes are that strange."

"But a fellow tine traveler-a fenale-"

"Right on, Doe." Another futurism

He was still for a while, in the blowing sunlit day, before he said: "Not that
that's inmportant in itself. Wat is inmportant- maybe the nost inportant thing
in Earth's whol e existence-is to find those other travelers, if there are any,



and see what we can do about the horrors uptine. | can't believe |'ma
nmeani ngl ess acci dent!"
"How do you propose to go about it?"

H s gaze was cat-cool. "I start by becoming rich."
For years which followed, | ambarely on the edge of his story.
He'd see me at intervals, | think nore to keep our friendship alive than to

bring me up to date-since he obviously wanted Kate's conpany as nuch as nine
But | have only indirect news of his career. Oten, in absence, he would
become a dreamin ny mnd, so foreign was he to our day-by-day
faster-and-faster-aging snmall-town life, the growing up of our sons, the
adventure of daughters-in-law and grandchildren. But then he would return, as
if out of night, and for hours | would again be dom nated by that |onely,
driven man.

I don't nean he was fanatical. In fact, he continued to gain in perspective
and in the skill of savoring this world. His intellect ranged w dely, though
it's clear that history and anthropol ogy nust be his chief concerns. As a drop
of fortune, he had a talent for |earning | anguages. (He and | wondered how
many tinme travelers were wing-clipped by the nere | ack of that.) Sardonic
hunor and traditional M dwestern courtesy conbined to make his presence

pl easant. He becane quite a gournet, while staying able to Iive on stockfish
and hardtack w thout conplaint. He kept a schooner in Boston, whereon he took
Kate and ne to the West Indies in celebration of our retirenent. Wile the
usages of his boyhood made himreticent about it, | |earned he was deeply
sensitive to beauty both natural and manmade; of the latter, he had speci al
fondness for Baroque, O assical, and Chinese music, for fine ships and
weapons, and for Hellenic architecture. (God, if You exist, | do thank You
fromny innmost heart that | have seen Jack Havi g's photographs of the unruined
Acropolis.)

I was the single sharer of his secret, but not his single friend.
Theoretically he could have been intimate with everyone great, Mses,

Pericl es, Shakespeare, Lincoln, Einstein. But in practice the obstacles were
too much. Besides | anguage, custom and |law, the fanmous were hedged off by
bei ng busy, conspicuous, sought-after. No, Havig-1 called him"Jack" to his
face, but nowit seens nore natural to wite his surnane-Havig told ne about
people like his lively little Meg (three hundred years dust), or a nountain
man who acconpanied Lewis and Clark, or a profane old nmoustache who had

mar ched wi t h Napol eon

("H story does not tend to the better, Doe, it does not, it does not. W

i magi ne so because events have produced our glorious selves. Think, however.
Put aside the romantic |egends and | ook at the facts. The average Frenchman in
1800 was no nore unfree than the average Englishman. The French Enpire could
have brought Europe together, and could have been liberalized fromwthin, and
there m ght have been no World War | in which Western civilization cut its own
t hroat. Because that's what happened, you know. We're still busy bleeding to
death, but we haven't far to go now. ")

Mainly his time excursions were for fun, in that period between his acquiring
t he techni ques and resources to make themeffective, and his devel opnent of a
search plan for fellow nmutants. "To be honest,"” he grinned, "I find nyself
nore and nore fond of |owdown life."

"Toul ouse-Lautrec's Paris?" | asked at random He had already told ne that
earlier decadences were overrated, or at |east consisted of tight-knit upper
cl asses which didn't wel cone strangers.

"Well, | haven't tried there," he admtted. "An idea, maybe. On the ot her
hand, Storyville inits flOmering-" He wasn't interested in the prostitutes;

i f nothing el se, he had by now seen enough of the human condition to know how
gruesone theirs usually was. He went for the jazz, and for the conpany of
peopl e whom he said were nore real than nost of his own generation, not to
speak of 1970.

Meanwhi | e he nade his fortune.



You suppose that was easy. Let himl ook up the stock market quotations-1929 is
an obvious year-and go surf on the tides of Wall Street.

The fact was different. For instance, what m ght he use for noney?

While in Europe, he bought gold or silver out of his pay, which he exchanged
for cash in various parts of the nineteenth and |l ater eighteenth centuries.
Wth that small stake, he could begin trading. He would take certain stanps
and coins uptime and sell themto dealers; he would go downtinme with a few

al um num vessel s, which were worth nore than gold before the Hall process was
i nvented. But these and simlar dealings were necessarily on a mnute scale,
bot h because the mass he could carry was limted and because he dared not draw
overmuch attention to hinself.

He considered investing and growi ng wealthy in that period, but rejected the

i dea. The rules and nores were too peculiar, too intricate for himto master
in as much of his lifespan as he cared to spend. Besides, he wanted to be
based in his own original era; if nothing else, he woul d need swift spati al
transportati on when he began his search. Thus he couldn't sinply | eave noney
in the sem -distant past at compound interest. The intervening years gave too
many chances for sonething to go wrong.

As for a more manageabl e point |ike 1929, what gold he brought woul d represent
a conparatively truing sum Shuttling back and forth across those frantic
days, he could parlay it- but within strict limts, if he wasn't to be unduly
noti ced. Al so, he nust take assorted federal agencies into account, which in

t he years ahead woul d become ever better equipped to be nosy.

He never gave ne the details of his operations. "Frankly," he said, "finance
bores me like an auger. | found ne a couple of sharp partners who'd front, and
an ultra-solid bank for a trustee, and |l et both nmake nore off my 'economc
anal yses' than was strictly necessary."

In effect, John Franklin Havig established a fund, including an arrangenent
for taxes and the like, which was to be paid

over to "any collateral male descendant” who net certain unanbi guous
standards, upon the twenty-first birthday of this person. As related, the bank
was one of those Eastern ones, with Roman pillars and cathedral di mess and, |
suspect, a piece of Plymouth Rock in a reliquary. Thus when John Franklin
Havi g, collateral descendant, was contacted in 1954, everything was so

di screet that he entered his mllionaire condition with scarcely a ripple. The
Senl ac Trunpet did announce that he had received a substantial inheritance
froma distant relative

"I let the bank keep on managi ng t he bucks,'

he told ne. "What | do is wite

checks. "
After all, riches were merely his means to an end.
No, several ends. |'ve nmentioned his pleasures. | should add the hel p he gave

his mother and, quietly, others. On the whol e, he disdained recognized
charities. "They're big businesses," he said. "Their executives draw down nore
nmoney than you do, Doe. Besides, to be swinishly blunt, we have too many
peopl e. When you' ve seen the Bl ack Death, you can't get excited about

M ssi ssi ppi sharecroppers.” | scolded himam cably for being such a

ri ght-w nger when he had w tnessed | ai ssez-faire in action, and he retorted
am cably that in this day and age liberals |like me were the ones who had

| earned nothing and forgotten nothing, and we had us a drink. . . . But
believe that, w thout fuss, he rescued quite a fewindividuals; and it is a
fact that he was a substantial contributor to the better conservationi st

or gani zat i ons.

"We need a reserve of life, every kind of life," he explained. "Today for the
spirit-a glinpse of space and green. Tonorrow for survival, flat-out
survival ."

The War of Judgnent, he said, would by no neans be the sinple
capitalist-versus-Conmuni st sl ugfest which nost of us inmagined in the 1950's.
"I"ve only the vaguest idea yet of what actually wifi go on. Not surprising.
I've had to make fugitive appearances-watching out for radioactivity and a | ot



el se-and who in the imedi ate sequel is in any condition to give me a reasoned
anal ysis? Hell, Doe, scholars argue today about what went wong in 1914

to '18, and they aren't scranbling for a | eftover can of dogfood, or arning
agai nst the Mong who'll pour across a Bering Straits that all the dust kicked
into the atnosphere will cause to be frozen."

H's inpression was that, like Wrld War |, it was a conifict which everybody
antici pated, nobody wanted, and men woul d have recoiled fromhad they foreseen
t he consequences. He thought it was |ess ideol ogi cal than ecol ogi cal

"I have this nightmare notion that it came not just as a result of huge areas
turning into deserts, but cane barely in time. Do you know the oceans supply
hal f our oxygen? By 1970, insecticide was in the plankton. By 1990, every
ocean was scummy, and stank, and you didn't dare swmin it."

"But this nust have been predicted,” | said.

He | eered. "Yeah. 'Environment' was very big for a while. Ecol ogy Now stickers
on the wi ndshields of cars belonging to hairy young nen-cars which dripped oi
wher ever they parked and took off in clouds of snoke thicker than your pipe
can produce. . . . Before long, the fashi onabl e cause was sonething el se,
forget what. Anyhow, that whol e phase-the wave after wave of causes-passed
away. People conpletely stopped caring.

"You see, that was the logical conclusion of the whole trend. | knowit's
stupid to assign a single blame for sonething as vast as the War of Judgnent,
its forerunners and aftermaths. Especially when I'"mstill in dark about what
the events were. But Doe, | feel a noral certainty that a |large part of the

di saster grew fromthis particular country, the world' s nost powerful, the
vanguard country for things both good and ill . . . never really trying to
nmeet the responsibilities of power.

"We' || nake hal fhearted attenpts to stop sone enemies in Asia, and because the
attenpts are halfhearted we'll piss away human |ives-on both sides-and
treasure-to no purpose. Hoping to placate the inplacable, we'll estrange our
last few friends. Men elected to national office will solemly identify
inflation with rising prices, which is like identifying red spots with the
nmeasl es virus, and slap on wage and price controls, which is |like papering the
cracks in a house whose foundations are slid-

ing away. So econom c collapse brings international inpotence. The well -off
whites wifi grow enough aware that we have distressed nminorities, and give

t hem enough, to bring on revolt without really hel ping them and the revolt

will bring on reaction, which will stanp on every remant of progress. As for
our foolish little attenpts to bal ance what we drain fromthe environnent
agai nst what we put back-well, | nmentioned that car carrying the ecol ogy

sti cker.

"At first Americans wifi go on an orgy of guilt. Later they'll fee

i nadequate. Finally they'll turn apathetic. After all, they'll be able to buy
any anodyne, any pseudo-existence they want.

"I wonder if at the end, down underneath, they don't welcone their own
multinmllionfold deaths."

Thus in February of 1964, Havig came into the inheritance he had nade for
hinsel f. Shortly thereafter he set about shoring up his private past, and
spent nonths of his Iifespan being "Uncle Jack." | asked himwhat the hurry
was, and he said, "Anong other things, | want to get as nuch foreknow edge as
possi bl e behind nme." | considered that for a while, and choked off ny | ast

i mpul se to ask himabout the tonmorrows of ne and mine. | did not understand
how rich a harvest this would bear until the day when they buried Kate.

| never asked Havig if he had seen her gravestone earlier. He may have, and
kept silent. As a physician, | think I know how it is possible to possess such
i nformati on and yet snile.

He didn't go straight fromone episode with his childhood self to the next.
That woul d have been nonot onous. Instead, he made his pastward visits
vacations fromhis studies at our state university. He didn't intend to be
frustrated when agai n he sought a non-English-speaking mlieu. Furthernore, he



needed a baseline fromwhich to extrapol ate changes of |anguage in the future;
there/then he was also often a virtual deafnute

Hi s concentration was on Latin and G eek-the latter that koine which in its
various forns had wi der currency through both space and time than O assica
Attic-plus French, German, Italian, Spanish, Portuguese (and English), with
enphasi s on

their evolution-plus some Hebrew, Aranaic, Arabic-plus quite a bit of the
nuner ous Pol ynesi an t ongues.

"They do have a civilization on the other side of the dark centuries," he told
me. "1've barely glinpsed that, and can't nake head or tail of what's going
on. But it does look as if Pacific Ocean peopl es domi nate the world, speaking
t he dammedest |ingua franca you can imagi ne."

"So there is hope!" gusted from ne.

"I still have to find out for sure." H's glance speared m ne. "Look, suppose
you were a tine traveler from well, Egypt of the Pharaohs. Suppose you cane
to today's world and touristed around, trying to stay anonymous. How much
sense woul d anyt hing make? Wuld the question 'Is this devel opnent good or
bad?' even be meaningful to you? | haven't tried to explore beyond the early
stages of the Maurai Federation. It'Il be the work of years to understand that
nmuch. "

He was actually nore interested in bygone eras, which to himwere every bit as
alive as today or tonorrow. Those he coul d study beforehand-in nore detai

than you might think, unless you re a professional historiographer-and thus
prepare hinself to nmove around with considerable freedom Besides, while the
past had ghastlinesses enough, nothing, not the Black Death or the burning of
heretics or the M ddl e Passage or the Al bigensian Crusade, nothing in his mnd
mat ched t he Judgnent. "That's when the whol e pl anet al nbst goes under," he
said. "I imagine ny fellowtime travelers generally avoid it. I'"'mlikeliest to
find themin happier, or |ess unhappy, eras.”

G ven these activities, he was biologically about thirty when at |ast he
succeeded. This was in Jerusalem on the day of the Crucifixion

6

HE TOLD ME of his plan in 1964. As far as practicable, his policy was to skip
intervals of the twentieth century equal to those he spent el sewhen, so that
his real and cal endar ages woul dn't get too rmuch out of step. | hadn't seen
himfor a while. He no longer dwelt in Senlac, but made his headquarters in
New Yor k

-a post office box in the present, a sunptuous apartnent in the 1890's,
financed by the sale of gold he bought after this was again nade | egal and
carried downtinme. He did come back for visits, though. Kate found that

touching. | did too, but | knew besi des what need he had of ne, his only
confi dant.
"Wy . . . you're right!" | exclained. "The noment you' d expect every

traveler, at least in Christendom to head for. Wy haven't you done it
bef or e?"

"Less sinple than you suppose, Doe," he replied. "That's a long haul, to a
nost thoroughiy alien territory. And how certain is the date, anyway? O even
the fact?"

I blinked. "You nean you've never considered seeking the historical Christ?
know you' re not religious, but surely the nystery around him"

"Doe, what he was, or if he was, makes only an academ c difference. What
counts is what people through the ages have believed. My life expectancy isn't
enough for me to do the pure research I'd like. In fact, |'moverdue to put
fun and games aside. |'ve seen too rmuch human misery. Time travel has got to
have sone real value; it's got to be nade to help." He barely smiled. "You
know |'"'mno saint. But | do have to live in nmy own head."

He flew from New York to Israel in 1969, while the Jews were in firmcontro
of Jerusalemand a visitor could nove around freely. Fromhis hotel he wal ked
out Jericho Road, carrying a handbag, till he found an orange grove which

of fered conceal nent. There he sprang back to the previous m dni ght and made



hi s preparations.

The Arab costune he had bought at a tourist shop would pass in Biblical tines.
A knife, nmore eating tool than weapon, was sheathed at his hip; being able to
blink out of bad situations, he seldomtook a firearm A |eather purse held
phrase book (specially conpiled, for pay, by an American graduate student),
food, drinking cup, Hal azone tablets, soap, flea repellent, antibiotic, and
nmoney. That |ast was several coins of the Roman period, plus a small ingot he
coul d exchange if need be.

Havi ng stowed his nodern clothes in the bag, he drew forth his last item of
equi pment. He called it a chronolog. It was designed and built to his
specifications in 1980, to take advantage of the superb solid-state

el ectroni cs then avail abl e. The engi neers who nmade it had perhaps required

| ess ingenuity than Havig had put into his cover story.

| have seen the apparatus. It's contained in a green crackle-finish box with a
carrying handl e, about 24 by 12 by 6 inches. Wen the lid is opened, you can
fold out an optical instrument vaguely suggestive of a sextant, and you can
set the controls and read the neters. Beneath these lies a mniature but nost
sophi sticated computer, running off a nickel-cadm umbattery. The weight is
about five pounds, which edges near half the Iinit of what a traveler can pack
t hrough time and hel ps explain Havig's reluctance to carry a gun. Ot her itens
are generally nore useful. But none approaches in value the chronol og.

| magi ne. He projects hinself backward or forward to a chosen nonment. How does
he know "when" he has arrived? On a short hop, he can count days, estimate the
hour by sun or stars if a clock isn't on the spot. But a thousand years hold a
third of a mllion dawns; and the chances are that many of themwon't be
identifiable, because of storny weather or the tenporary existence of a
bui l ding or some sinilar accident.

Havi g took his readings. The night was clear, sufficiently cold for his breath
to snoke; Jerusalem s |lights hazed the sky northward, but el sewhere the
country lay still and dark save for outlying houses and passing cars;
constel l ati ons wheeled brilliant overhead. He placed the nmoon and two pl anets
inrelation to them set the precise Geenwi ch tinme and geographical |ocations
on appropriate dimglow ng dials, and worked a pair of verniers tifi he had
nunbers corresponding to that Passover week of Anno Domi ni 33.

("The date does seemwel |l established,” he'd remarked. "At least, it's the one
everybody would aimat." He | aughed. "Beats the Nativity. The only thing
certain about that is it wasn't at mdwi nter-not if shepherds were away from
hone watching their flocks!")

He had been breathing in and out, deep slow breaths which oxygenated his bl ood
to the fullest. Now he took a |ungful-not straining, which would have spent
energy, just storing a fair amount-and | aunched hi nself down the world |ines.
There was the sensation, indescribable, but which he had told ne was not quite
unl i ke swi mm ng agai nst a high tide. The sun rose in the west and ski dded
eastward; then, as he "accelerated," |light becane a vague pul sation of
grayness, and everywhere around hi mreached shadow. It was altogether silent.
He glinpsed a sheil burst-soundl ess, msty-but was at once past the Six Day
War, or had that been the War of Independence or the First Wrld War? Wan
unshapes drifted past. On a cloudy night in the |ate nineteenth century he
nmust reenter normal time for air. The chronol og coul d have given himthe exact
date, had he wanted to shoot the stars again; its detectors included
sensitivities to those radi ati ons which pierce an overcast. But no point in
that. A couple of mounted men, probably Turkish sol diers, happened to be near
Their presence had been too brief for himto detect while traveling, even were
it daylight. They didn't notice himin the dark. Horseshoes thunped by and
away.

He conti nued.

Dimthough it was, the | andscape began noticeably changi ng. Contours remained
about the sane, but now there were nmany

trees, now few, now there was desert, now planted fields. Fleetingly, he

gli npsed what he guessed was a great wooden stadi um wherein the Crusaders held



tourneys before Saladin threw them out of their bl ood-sneared ki ngdom and he
was tenpted to pause but held to his purpose. Stops for breath grew nore
frequent as he neared his goal. The journey drained strength; and, too, the

i dea that he might within hours achieve his dream nade the heart hamrer in his
breast.

A warning light blinked upon the chronol og.

It could foll ow sun, moon, planets, and stars with a speed and precision
denied to flesh. It could allow for precession, perturbation, proper notion
even continental drift; and when it identified an aspect of heaven
corresponding to the destination, that could be nothing except the hour which
was sought.

A light flashed red, and Havi g stopped.

Thur sday ni ght was ending. If the Bible spoke truly, the Last Supper had been
hel d, the agony in the garden was past, and Jesus lay in bonds, soon to be
brought before Pilate, condemed, scourged, |ashed to the cross, pierced,
pronounced dead, and laid in the tonb.

("They tie themin place," Havig told me. "Nails wouldn't support the weight;
the hands woul d tear apart. Sonetimes nails are driven in for special revenge,
so the tradition could be right as far as it goes." He covered his face. "Doe,
|'ve seen them hangi ng, tongues black fromthirst, beffies bloated-after a
while they don't cry out any |longer, they croak, and no mind is |left behind
their eyes. The stink, the stink! They often take days to die. | wonder if
Jesus wasn't physically frail, he won to his death so soon. . . . A few
friends and kinfol k, maybe, hover on the fringes of the crowd, hardly ever
daring to speak or even weep. The rest crack jokes, ganble, drink, eat picnic
l unches, hold the kiddies up for a better view Wat kind of a thing is nman,
anyway ?"

(Put down your pride. Qurs is the century of Buchenwal d and Vorkut a-and Havi g
rem nded me of what had gone on in the nostal gically remenbered Edwardi an part
of it, in places like the Bel gian Congo and the southern United States-and

he told ne of what has yet to happen. Maybe | don't envy himhis tinme travel
after all.)

Morni ng made an eastward whiteness. Now he had an olive orchard at his back
beyond whi ch he glinpsed a huddl e of adobe buil dings. The road was a rutted
dirt track. Afar, half hidden in lingering twlight, Jerusal emof the Herodi an
ki ngs and the Roman proconsul ate crouched on its hills. It was snmaller and
nore conpact than the city he renenbered two nillennia hence, mainly within
wal I s though homesteads did spread beyond. Booths and felt tents crowded near
the gates, erected by provincials cone to the holy place for the holy days.
The air was cold and snelled of earth. Birds twittered. "Beyond one or two
hundred years back," Havig once said to ne, "the daytinme sky is always full of
W ngs. "

He sat panting while |ight quickened and vigor returned. Hungry, he broke off
chunks of goat cheese and tortilla-like bread, and was surprised to realize
that he was taking a perfectly ordinary nmeal on the first Good Friday in the
wor | d.

If it was. The scholars m ght have gotten the date wong, or Jesus m ght be
not hi ng nore than an Gsirian-Essene-Mthraic nyth. Suppose he wasn't, though?
Suppose he was, well, maybe not the literal incarnation of the Creator of
these acres, those wildfowl, yonder universe . . . but at |east the prophet
from whose vision stemmed nost of what was decent in all tinme to come. Could a
life be better spent than following himon his mnistry?

Wl |, Havig would have to becone fluent in Aramaic, plus a mllion details of
living, and he would have to forget his quest.

He sighed and rose. The sun broke over the |and.

He soon had conpany. Neverthel ess he wal ked as an out si der

("If anything does change man," he said, "it's science and technol ogy. Just

t hi nk about the fact-while it |asts-that parents need not take for granted
some of their babies will die. You get a conpletely different concept of what



a child is." He nmust have seen the nmenmory of Nora ifit across ny face, for he

laid a hand on ny shoul der and said: "lI'msorry, Doc. Shouldn't have nentioned
that. And never ask me to take a canera back
to her, or a shot of penicillin, because |'ve tried altering the known past

and sonet hi ng al ways happens to stop ne.

Thi nk of electric bulbs, or even candles. Wen the best you ve got is a
ifickering wick in a bowl of oil, you' re pretty well tied to daylight. The
sinmple freedomto stay awake late isn't really that sinple. It has all sorts
of subtle but far-reaching effects on the psyche.")

Fol k were up at dawn, tending |ivestock, hoeing weeds, stoking fires, cooking
and cl eani ng, agai nst the Sabbath tonorrow. Bearded men in ragged gowns

whi pped starveling donkeys, overloaded with merchandi se, toward the city.
Children, hardly begun to wal k, scattered grain for poultry; a little ol der

t hey shooed gaunt stray dogs fromthe | anbs. Wen he reached pavenent, Havig
was josfied: by caravaneers from afar, sheikhs, priests, hideous beggars,
farmers, artisans, a belated and very drunken harlot, a couple of Anatolian
traders, or whatever they were, in cylindrical hats, acconpanying a nman in a
Grecian tunic, and then the harsh cry to make way and tranptranp-tranp,

qui ckstep and nmetal, a Roman squad returning from ni ght patrol

|'ve seen phot ographs which he took on different occasions, and can well

i magi ne this scene. It was | ess gaudy than you may suppose, who live in an age
of aniline dyes and fluorescents. Fabrics were subdued brown, gray, blue,

ci nnabar, and dusty. But the sound was enornous-shrill voices, |aughter

oat hs, extravagant l|ies and boasts, plang of a harp, fragments of a song;
shuffling feet, clopping unshod hoofs, creaking wooden wheel s, yel pi ng dogs,

bl eati ng sheep, grunting canels, always and al ways the birds of springtine.
These people were not stiff Englishmen or Americans; no, they windnmilled their
arnms, they shaped the air with their pal ms, backsl apped, jigged, clapped hand
to dagger in affront and al nost instantly were good- hunored again. And the
snel I s! The sweet sweat of horses, the sour sweat of nen; snoke, fragrant from
cedar or pungent fromdried dung; new baked bread; |eeks and garlic and rancid
grease; everywhere the droppings and passings of aninmals, often the ammoni a of
a conpost heap; a breath of nusk and attar of roses, as a veiled woman went by
borne in

alitter; a wagonload of fresh |unber; saddle |eather warm ng beneath the

sun- Havi g never praised this day when nails were beaten through living bodies;
but not hing of what he inhal ed made hi m choke, or hurt his eyes, or gave him
enmphysena or cancer.

The gates of Jerusal em stood open. Hi s pul se beat high

And then he was found.

It happened all at once. Fingers touched his back. He turned and saw a stocky,
wi de-faced person, not tall, clad simlarly to himbut also beardl ess,
short-haired, and fair-skinned.

Perspirati on sheened upon the stranger's countenance. He braced hinself

agai nst the stream ng and shoving of the crowd and said through its racket:
"Es tu peregrinator temporis?"

The accent was thick-eighteenth-century Polish, it would turn out-but Havig
had a considerable mastery of classical as well as later Latin, and
under st ood.

"Are you a tine travel er?"

For a nonent he could not reply. Reality whirled about him Here was the end
of his search.

O theirs.

H s height was unusual in this place, and he had left his head bare to show
the barbering and the Nordic features. Unlike the majority of comunities in
hi story, Herodian Jerusalemwas sufficiently cosnopolitan to |l et foreigners
in; but his hope had been that others |ike himwould guess he was a stranger
intine as well as in space, or he mght spy one of them And now his hope was
fulfilled.



H s first thought, before the joy began, was an uneasy idea that this nman
| ooked far too tough

They sat in the tavern which was their rendezvous and tal ked: Wacl aw Krasi ck
who left Warsaw in 1738, Juan Mendoza who left Tijuana in 1924, and the
pilgrims they had found.

These were Jack Havig. And Coenraad van Leuven, a manat-arns from
thirteenth-century Brabant, who had drawn his sword and tried to rescue the
Savior as the cross was being carried toward CGol got ha, and was urged back by
Krasi cki one

second before a Roman bl ade woul d have spified his guts, and now sat stunned
by the question: "How do you know that person really was your Lord?" And a
gray-bearded Othodox nmonk who spoke only Croatian (?) but seermed to be naned
Boris and fromthe seventeenth century. And a thin, stringy-haired, pockmarked
worman who hunched gl aze-eyed in her robe and cow and nuttered in a | anguage

t hat nobody could identify.

"This is all?" Havig asked unbeli eving.

"Well, we have several nobre agents in town," Krasicki answered. Their
conversation was in English, when the Anerican's origin was known. "W're to
nmeet Monday evening, and then again right after, hm Pentecost. | suppose
they'Il turn up a few nore travelers. But on the whole, yes, it seens like
we'll make | ess of a haul than we expected."

Havi g | ooked around. The shop was open-fronted. Customers sat crosslegged on
shabby rugs, the street and its traffic before them while they drank out of
clay cups which a boy filled froma w neskin. Jerusal emcl anored past. On Good
Fri day!

Krasi cki wasn't bothered. He had nentioned | eaving his backward city, country,
and time for the French Enlightenment; in a whisper, he had | abeled his
partner Mendoza as a gangster. ("Mercenary" was what he said, but the
connotation was plain.) "It's nothing to me if a Jewi sh carpenter who suffers
fromdeliriumis executed," he told Havig. Wth a nudge: "Nor to you, eh? W
seemto have gotten one reasonable recruit, at any rate."

In fact, that was not the Anerican's attitude. He avoi ded argunent by asking:
"Are tine travelers really so few?"

Krasi cki shrugged. "Wio knows? At least they can't easily come here. It nakes
sense. You boarded a flying machine and arrived in hours. But think of the
difficulties, the downright inpossibility of the trip, in nbst eras. W read
about medi eval pilgrinms. But how many were they, really, in proportion to
popul ati on? How many died on the way? Al so, | suppose, we'll fall to find sone
time travel ers because they don't want to be found

-or, maybe, it's never occurred to themthat others of their kind are in
search-and their disguises will be too good for us."

Havig stared at him and at inperturbable Juan Mendoza, three-quarters-drunk
Coenraad, filthy rosary-clicking Boris, unknown crazy woman, and thought:

Sure. Wy should the gift fall exclusively on ny type? Wy didn't | expect
it's given at random to a conplete cross-section of humanity? And |'ve seen
what nost humanity is |ike. And what makes ne inmagi ne |I'm anything special ?
"We can't spend too nmany man-hours hunting, either,"” Krasicki said. "W are so
fewin the Eyrie." He patted Havig's knee. "Mther of God, how glad the Sachem
will be that at |east we found you!"

A third-century Syrian hermt and a second-century B.C. |onian adventurer were
gathered by two nore teanms. Report was given of another wonman-she seened to be
a Coptic Christian-who vani shed when approached.

"Arotten harvest," Krasicki grumnmbled. "However-" And he led the way, first to
the stop after Pentecost, which yielded naught, then to the twenty-first
century.

Dust drifted across desert. in Jerusal em nothing human renai ned except bones
and shaped stones. But an aircraft waited, needl e-nosed, stubby-w nged,

nucl ear - powered, taken by Eyrie nen from a hangar whose guardi ans had had no



chance to throw this war vessel into action before the death was upon them
"We flew across the Atlantic," Havig would tell me. "Headquarters was in .
what had been . . . Wsconsin. Yes, they let me fetch ny chronol og from where
I'd hidden it, though | pleaded | anguage difficulties to avoid telling them
what it was. They thensel ves had had to cast about to zero in on the target
date. That's a clunsy, |ifespan-consuning process, which probably hel ps
account for the dearth of travelers they found, and certainly explains their
own organi zation's reluctance to make |long tenporal journeys. Return was

easi er, because they'd erected a kind of big billboard in the ruins, on which
an indicator was set daily to the correct date.

"In late twenty-first-century Anerica, things were barely getting started, The
canp and sheds were inside a stockade and

had been attacked nore than once by, uh, natives or marauders. Fromthen we
nmoved on uptine to when the Sachem had sent his expedition out to that

Easter."

I do not know if ny friend ever |ooked upon Jesus.

4

AFTER A HUNDRED- ODD YEARS, the establishnent was considerable. Fertility was
increasing in formerly tainted soil, thus letting population build up
Grainfields ripened across low hills, beneath a mld sky where sumer cl ouds
wal ked. Cultivation of tinber had produced stands whi ch made cupol as of darker
green where birds nested and wi nd nurnured. Roads were dirt, but laid out in a
grid. Folk were about, busy. They had not hing except hand tools and

ani mal - drawn machi nes; however, these were well-made. They | ooked nuch alike
in their nostly honespun blue trousers and jackets-both sexes-and their floppy
straw hats and cl unmsy shoes: weat her-beaten and work-gnarled |Iike any
pre-industrial peasants, hair hacked off below the ears, men bearded; they
were small by the standards of our tine, and many had poor teeth or none. Yet
they were infinitely better off than their ancestors of the Judgment.

They paused to salute the travelers, who rode on horseback fromthe airfield
site, then imredi ately resuned their toil. An occasional pair of nounted

sol diers, going by, drew sabers in a deferential but |ess servile gesture.
They were uniformed in blue, wore steel helmets and breastpl ates, bore dagger
at belt, bow and quiver and ax at croup, lance in rest with red pennon
aflutter fromthe shaft, besides those swords.

"You seemto keep tight control," Havig said uneasily.

"What el se?" Krasicki snapped. "Mst of the world, including nost of this
continent, is stifi in a state of barbarismor savagery, where nman survives at
all. W can't manufacture what we can't get the materials and machinery for
The Mong are on

the plains west and south of us. They would cone in like a tornado, did we |et
down our defenses. Qur troopers aren't overseeing the workers, they're
guardi ng them agai nst bandits. No, those people can thank the Eyrie for

everyt hing they do have."

The nedi eval -1ike pattern was repeated in town. Families did not occupy
separate hones, they lived together near the stronghold and worked the I and
collectively. But while it |ooked reasonably clean, which was a wel cone
difference fromthe Mddl e Ages, the place had none of the medieval charm
Brick rows flanking asphalted streets were as nonotonous as anything in the
Victorian Mdlands. Havi g supposed that was because the need for quick though
stout construction had taken priority over individual choice, and the economc
surplus remained too snall to allow replacing these barracks with real houses.
If not- But he ought to give the Sachem the benefit of the doubt, till he knew
nmore. . . . He saw one picturesque feature, a wooden building in a style which
seened hal f Asian, gaudily painted. Krasicki told himit was a tenple, where
prayers were said to Yasu and sacrifices nmade to that Oktai whomthe Mng had
br ought .

"Gve themtheir religion, make the priests cooperate, and you have them" he
added.

Havi g grimaced. "Were's the gall ows?"



Krasi cki gave hima startled glance. "W don't hold public hangi ngs. What do
you think we are?" After a nonment: "Wat nil ksop neasures do you inmagi ne can
pul I anybody through years |ike these?"

The fortress | oomed ahead. High, turreted brick walls encl osed several acres;
a nmoat surrounded themin turn, fed by the river which watered this area. The
architecture had the sane stemfunctionality as that of the town. Flanking the
gates, and up anong the battl enments, were heavy machi ne guns, doubtl ess

sal vaged from w eckage or brought piece by piece out of the past. Stuttering
noi ses told Havig that a nunmber of notor-driven generators were busy inside.
Sentries presented arnms. A trunpet blew Drawbridge planks clattered,
courtyard flagstones resounded beneath horsehoof s.

Krasicki's group reined in. A nedley of people hastened

fromevery direction, babbling their excitenent. Mst, |ivened, nmust be castle
servants. Havig scarcely noticed. Hs attention was on one who thrust her way
past themuntil she stood before him

Ent husi asm bl azed from her. He could barely follow the husky, accented voice:
"Cktai's tail! You did find 'm"

She was nearly as tall as him sturdily built, with broad shoul ders and hi ps,
conparatively small bust, long smooth linbs. Her face bore high cheekbones,

bl unt nose, |arge nouth, good teeth save that two were m ssing. (He would

| earn they had been knocked out in a fight.) Her hair, thick and mahogany, was
not worn in today's style, but waist-length, though now coiled in braids above
barbarically | arge brass earrings. Her eyes were brown and slightly

al nrond- sone I ndian or Asian bl ood-under the heavy brows; her skin, sun-tanned,
was in a few places crossed by old scars. She wore a loose red tunic and kilt,
| aced boots, a Bowie knife, a revolver, a |oaded cartridge belt, and, on a
chain around her neck, the articulated skull of a weasel.

"Where 'ey fronP? You, yon!" Her forefinger stabbed at Havig. "'E Hi gh Years,
no?" A whoop of laughter. "You got aplen'y for tell me, trailmte!"

"The Sachemis waiting," Krasicki rem nded her

"'Kay, I'll wait alike, but not 'e whole jokin' day, you hear?" And when Havig
had di smounted, she flung arnms around himand kissed himfull on the lips. She
snel l ed of sunshine, |eather, sweat, snoke, and woman. Thus di d he neet Leonce
of the dacier Folk, the Skula of Wahorn

The office was the antechanber of a suite whose size and luxury it reflected.
OGak paneling rose above a deep-gray, thick-piled carpet. Drapes by the w ndows
were |ikewi se furry and feel abl e: mnk. Because of their massiveness, desk,
chairs, and couch had been fashioned in this section of time; but the care

| avi shed on themwas in contrast to the austerity Havig had observed in other
roons opening on the hallways which took himhere. Silver frames held sone
phot ographs. One was a period piece, a daguerreotype of a faded-I|ooki ng wonman
in the

dress of the mddle nineteenth century. The rest were candid shots taken with
an advanced canera, doubtless a miniature using a telescopic lens like his
own. He recogni zed Cecil Rhodes, Bisnmarck, and a youthful Napol eon; he could
not place the yell ow bearded man in a robe.

Fromthis fifth fl oor of the main keep, the view showed wi de across that
conpl ex of |esser buildings, that bustle of activity, which was the Eynie, and
across the land it ruled. Afternoon light slanted in I ong hot bars. The
generator noi se was a muted pecki ng.

"Let's have nusic, eh?" Caleb Wallis flipped the sw tches of

a nol ecul ar recorder fromshortly before the Judgment. Notes

boomed forth. He | owered the volume but said: "That's right,

a triunmphal piece. Lord, I'mglad to have you, Havig!" The

newconer recogni zed the Entry of the Gods from Das Rhei ngol d.

The rest of his group, including their guides, had been dism ssed, not

al together untactfully, after a short interview had denonstrated what they
were. "You're different," the Sachemsaid. "You' re the one in a hundred we
need worst. Here, want a cigar?"



"No, thanks, | don't snoke."

Wallis stood for a nonment before he said, enphatically rather than loudly, "
am the founder and master of this nation. W mnust have discipline, forms of
respect. I'mcalled "sir.""

Havi g regarded him Wallis was of medi um hei ght, bl ocky and powerful despite
the paunch of mddle life. H s face was ruddy, sonewhat fl at-nosed,
tufty-browed; gingery-gray nutton-chop whiskers crossed upper 11p and cheeks
to join the hair which fringed his bal dness. He wore a black uniform silver
buttons and insignia, goldwork on the collar, epaul ets, ornate dagger
automatic pistol. But there was nothing ridicul ous about him He radiated
assurance. His voice rolled deep and conpelling, well-nigh hypnotic when he
chose. H's small pal e eyes never wavered.

"You realize," Havig said at last, "this is all new and bew | dening to ne.
sir."

"Sure! Sure!" WAllis beamed and sl apped hi mon the back

"You'll catch on fast. You'll go far, nmy boy. No limt here, for a man who
knows what he wants and has the backbone to go after it. And you're an
American, too. An honest-to-God American, from when our country was herself.
M ghty few like that anmong us."

He | owered hinsel f behind the desk. "Sit down. No, wait a minute, see ny
liquor cabinet? 1'll take two fingers of the bourbon. You help yourself to
what you like."

Havi g wondered why no provision for ice and soda and the rest had been made.
It should have been possible. He decided Wallis didn't use such additions and
didn't care that others night.

Seated in an arncthair, a shot of rum between his fingers, he gazed at the
Sachem and ventured: "I can go into detail about my biography, sir, but I
think that could nore usefully wait till |I know what the Eyrie. . . is."
"Right, right." Wallis nodded his big head and puffed on the stogie. Its snoke
was acrid. "However, let's just get a few facts straight about you. Born
in-1933, did yQu say? Ever let on to anybody what you are?" Havig checked the
i mpul se to mention nme. The know edgeabl e questi ons snapped: "Went back as a
young man to gui de your chil dhood? Went on to inprove your station in life,
and then to search for other travel ers?”

"Yes, sir."
"What do you think of your era?"
"Huh? Why, uh, well. . . we're in trouble. |I've gone ahead and glinpsed what's

in store. Sir."

"Because of decay, Havig. You understand that, don't you?" Intensity gathered
like a thunderhead. "Civilized man turning against hinself, first in war,
later in noral sickness. The white man's enpires crunbling faster than Rone's;
the work of Clive, Bisnmarck, Rhodes, MKinley, Lyautey, all Indian fighters
and Boers, everything that'd been won, cast out in a single generation; pride
of race and heritage gone; traitors-Bol sheviks and international Jews-in the
seats of power, preaching to the ordinary white man that the wave of the

future was black. 1've seen that, studying your century. You, living init,
have you seen?"
Havig bristled. "I've seen what prejudice, callousness, and stupidity bring

about. The sins of the fathers are very truly visited on the Sons."

Walls chose to ignore the absence of an honorific. Indeed, he sniled and grew
soothing: "I know. | know. Don't get me wong. Plenty of colored nen are fine,
brave fellows-Zulus, for instance, or Apache Indians to take a different race,
or Japs to take still another. Any travelers we may find anobng themw |l get
their chance to occupy the same honored position as all our proven time agents
do, as you will yourself, |I'msure. Shucks, | admre your Israelis, what |'ve
heard about them A nongrel people, racially no relation to the Hebrews of the
Bi bl e, but tough fighters and clever. No, |I'mjust tal king about the need for
everybody to keep his own identity and pride. And I"'monly mad at those
classes it's fair to call niggers, redskins, Chinks, kikes, wops, you know
what | mean. Plenty of pure-bl ooded whites anong them |'msorry to say,



who' ve either lost heart or have outright sold thenselves to the eneny."
Havig forced hinself to remenber that that basic attitude was common, even
respectable in the Sachems birth-century. Wy, Abraham Li ncoln had spoken of

the inborn inferiority of the Negro. . . . He didn't suppose Waffis ordered
cruci fixi ons.
"Sir," he said with nuch care, "l suggest we avoid argunent till we've made

the terms of our thinking clear to each other. That may take a |l ot of effort.
Meanwhi |l e we can better discuss practical matters.”

"Right, right," Waffis runbled. "You' re a brain, Havig. A man of action, too,

t hough maybe within Iimts. But I'll be frank, brains are what we need nost at
this stage, especially if they have scientific training, realistic

phil osophies."” He waved the cigar. "Take that haul today from Jerusal em
Typical! The Brabanter and the G eek we can probably train up to be useful
fighting nen, scouts, auxiliaries on time expeditions, that sort of thing. But
the rest-" He clicked his tongue. "I don't know. Maybe, at nost, ferrynen,
fetching stuff fromthe past. And | can only hope the woman' || be a breeder."
"What ?" Havig started half out of his chair. It |eaped inside him "W can
have chil dren?"

"Wth each other, yes. In the course of a hundred years we've proved that."
Wallis guffawed. "Not with nontravelers, no, not ever. W' ve proved that even
oftener. How d you like a nice little servant girl to warm your bed tonight,
hn? Or we have sl aves, taken on raids-and don't go noralistic on nme. Their
gangs woul d' ve done the sane to us, and if we didn't bring prisoners back here
and tame them rather than cut their throats, they and their brats would go on
maki ng troubl e al ong our borders.” His nmood had reverted to serious. "Quite a
shortage of traveler wonen here, as you'd expect, and not all of themwlling
or able to becone nothers. But those who do- The kids are ordinary, Havig. The
gift is not inherited."

Consi deri ng the hypothesis he had nade (how far ago on his multiply tw sted
world Iine?), the younger man was unsurprised. If two such sets of chronosones
could interact to make a life, it nust be because the resonances (?) which
otherwi se barred fertility were cancel ed out.

"Well, then, no use trying to breed a race fromourselves," Wallis continued
wistfully. "Oh, we do give our kids educations, preference, |eadership jobs
when they're grown. | have to allow that, it being one thing which hel ps keep
nmy agents loyal to me. But frankly, confidentially, I'moften hard put to find
handsome- | ooki ng posts where sonebody's get can do no harm Because the
parents are time travelers, it doesn't follow they' re not chuckl eheads fit
only to bring forth nore chuckl e-heads. No, we're a kind of aristocracy in
these parts, | won't deny, but we can't keep it hereditary for very |ong.

woul dn't want that anyway."

Havi g asked softly: "Wat do you want, sir?"

Wallis put aside his cigar and drink, as if his next words required the piety
of fol ded hands on the desk before him "To restore civilization. Wy else did
God make our kind?"

"But-in the future-1've glinpsed-"

"The Maurai Federation?" Fury flushed the wi de countenance. A fist thudded
down. "How rmuch of it have you seen? Damm little, right? |'ve explored that
epoch, Havig. You'll be

taken to learn for yourself. | tell you, they're a bunch of

Kanaka- whi t e- ni gger - Chi nk-Jap nongrels who'll come to power

-are starting to conme to power while we sit here-for no other reason than that
they were less hard-hit. They'll work, and fight, and bribe, and connive to

dom nate the world, only so they can put bridle and saddl e on the hunman race
in general, the white race in particular, and stop progress forever. You'l
see! You'll see!"

He | eaned back, breathed hard, swallowed his whiskey, and stated: "Well, they
won't succeed. For three-four centuries, yes, I"'mafraid nmen will have to bear
their yoke. But afterward- That's what the Eyrie is for, Havig. To prepare an
afterward. "



"I was born in 1853, upstate New York," the Sachemrelated. "My father was a
poor storekeeper and a strict Baptist. My nother-that's her picture." He

i ndicated the gentle, ineffectual face upon the wall, and for an instant a
tender ness broke through. "I was the |last of seven children who lived. So
Father hadn't a lot of tinme or energy to spare for ne, especially since the
ol dest boy was his favorite. Well, that taught ne at an early age how to | ook
out for myself and keep my nmouth shut. Industry and thrift, too. | went to
Pittsburgh when I was officially 17, knowi ng by then how nmuch of the future
was there. My older self had worked closer with ne than | gather yours did.
But then, | always knew | had a destiny."

"How di d you make your fortune, sir?" Havig inquired. He was interested as
wel | as diplomatic.

"Well, ny older self joined the Forty-niners in California. He didn't try for
nore than a good stake, just enough to invest for a proper profit in sutlering
when he skipped on to the War Between the States. Next he had ne run over his
time track, and when | cane back to Pittsburgh the rest was easy. You can't

call "em|land specul ati ons when you know what's due to happen, right? | sold
short at the proper point in '73, and after the panic was in a position to buy
up di stressed property that woul d become val uable for coal and oil. Bought

into railroads and steel mills, too, in spite of trouble fromstrikers and
anarchi sts and suchlike trash. By 1880, my real age about thirty-five,

figured

I'd made mmy pile and could go on to the work for which God had created ne."
Solemmly: "l've left my father's faith. | guess nost tine travelers do. But |
still believe in a God who every now and then calls a particular man to a
destiny."

And then Walls laughed till his belly jiggled and excl ai med:

"But my, oh, my, ain't themhighfalutin words for a plain old Anerican! It's
not gl amour and gl ory, Havig, except in the history books. It's hard, grubby
detail work, it's patience and self-denial and being willing to |l earn fromthe
nm st akes nore than the successes. You see how |'m not young any nore, and ny
pl ans barely started to blossom |let alone bear fruit. The doing, though, the
doing, that's the thing, that's to be alive!"

He held out his enpty glass. "Refill this," he said. "I don't ordinarily drink
much, but Lord, how Il've wanted to talk to sonebody both new and bright! W
have several shrewd boys, |ike Krasicki, but they're foreigners, except a
coupl e of Americans who |'ve gotten so used to I can tell you beforehand what
they' Il say to any remark of mine. Go on, pour for me, and yourself, and let's
chat awhile."

Presently Havig could ask: "How did you make your first contacts, sir?"

"Way, | hired me a lot of agents, throughout nost of the nineteenth century,
and had them go around pl aci ng advertisenments in papers and magazi nes and

al mnacs, or spreading a word of nmouth. They didn't say 'time traveler,' of
course, nor know what | really wanted. That wordi ng was very careful. Not that

| made it nyself. I'"'mno witer. Brains are what a nan of action hires. |
hunt ed around and found ne a young Englishman in the '90's, starting out as an
author, a gifted fellow even if he was kind of a socialist. | wanted sonebody

late in the period, to avoid, umm anticipations, you see? He got interested
in my, ha, 'hypothetical proposition,' and for a few gui neas wote ne sone
clever things. | offered himmnore noney but he said he'd rather have the free
use of that time travel idea instead."

Havi g nodded; a tingle went along his nerves. "Sone such thought occurred to

me, sir. But, well, | hadn't your single-

m ndedness. | definitely don't seemto have accunul ated anything |ike your
fortune. And besides, in ny period, tine travel was so common a fictiona
thenme, | was afraid of publicity. At best, it seened |'d nerely attract
cranks. "

"I got those!" Wallis adnmitted. "A few genuine, even: | mean travel ers whose

gift had made thema little tetched, or nmore than a little. Renmenber, a dimmt



or a yokel, if he isn't scared green of what's happened to hi mand never does
it again-or doesn't want to travel outside the horizon he knows-or doesn't get
taken by surprise and nurdered for a witch-he'll hide what he is, and that'l
turn himstrange. O say he's a street urchin, why shouldn't he make hinself
rich as a burglar or a bookmaker, something like that, then retire to the life
of Riley? O say he's an Injun on the reservation, he can inpress the devil

out of his tribe and make them support him but they aren't about to tell the
pal ef aces, are they? And so on and so on. Hopel ess cases. As for one |ike ne,

who is smart and anbitious, why, he'll lay |ow sane as you and | did, won't
he? Often, I'"'mafraid, too low for any of us to find."

"How. . . how many did you gat her?"

"Sir."

"I"'msorry. Sir."

Wallis gusted a breath. "El even. Qut of a whole bloonm ng century, eleven in
that original effort."” He ticked themoff. "Austin Caldwell the best of the
lot. A fuzzy-cheeked frontier scout when he came to ny office; but he's turned
into quite a man, quite a man. He it was who ni cknanmed me the Sachem | kind
of liked that, and let it stick

"Then a magician and fortuneteller in a carnival; a professional ganbler; a
poor white Southern girl. That was the Anericans. Abroad, we found a Bavari an

sol dier; an investigator for the Inquisition, which was still going in Spain,
you may know, a fermale Jew cultist in Hungary; a student in Edi nburgh, working
his heart out trying to | earn from books what he might be; a lady mlliner in

Paris, who went off into tine for her designs; a young peasant couple in
Austria. We were lucky with those last, by the way. They'd found each

ot her-maybe the only pair of travelers who were ever born nei ghbors-and had
their

first child, and wouldn't have left if the baby weren't small enough to carry.
"What a crew You can inagine the problens of |anguage and transportation and
per suadi ng and everyt hing. "

"No nore than those?" Havig felt appall ed.

"Yes, about as nmany, but unusable. Cracked, like |I told you, or too dull, or
crippled, or scared to join us, or whatever. One strapping housew fe who
refused to | eave her husband. | thought of abducting her-the cause is bigger
than her damm confort-but what's the good of an unwilling traveler? A man,
maybe you could threaten his kin and get service out of him Wnen are too
cowardly. "

Havi g renenbered a fl anboyant greeting in the courtyard, but held his peace.
"Once | had ny first disciples, | could expand,” Waffis told him "W could
explore wider and in nore detail, |earning better what needed to be done and
how. W coul d establish funds and bases at key points of . . . mm. . . yes,
space-time. We could begin to recruit nore, mainly fromdifferent centuries
but a few additional fromour own. Finally we could pick our spot for the
Eyrie, and take command of the |ocal people for a |abor supply. Poor starved
harried wetches, they wel comed warl ords who brought proper guns and seed
corn!"
Havi g tugged his chin. "May | ask why you chose that particular place and year
to start your nation, sir?"
"Sure, ask what you want," Waffis said genially. "Chances are |I'll answer.

| thought of the past. You can see fromyonder picture |'ve been clear back
to Charl enagne, testing ny destiny. It's too long a haul, though. And even in
an unexpl ored section like pre-Col unbi an Anerica, we'd risk | eaving traces for
archeol ogi sts to discover. Remenber, there could be Maurai tinme travelers, and
what we've got to have is surprise. R ght now, these centuries, feudalisnms
like ours are springing up everywhere, recovery is being made, and we take
care not to | ook unique. Qur subjects know we have powers, of course, but they
call us mmgicians and children of the Those
-gods and spirits. By the tine that story's ifitered past the wild
people, it's only a vague runmor of still another superstitious cult."
Havi g appreci ated the strategy. "As far as |'ve been able to find out, sir,



which isn't much," he said, "the, uh, the Maurai culture is right now forn ng

in the Pacific basin. Anybody fromits |later stages, com ng downtine, would

doubt| ess be nmore interested in that genesis than in the politics of obscure,

i mpoveri shed barbarians."

"You do your Americans an injustice," WAllis reproved him "You're right, of

course, fromthe Maurai standpoint. But actually, our people have had a run of

bad | uck."

There was sone truth in that, Havig nust agree. Parts of Oceania had been too

uni mportant for overdevel opnment or for strikes by the superweapons; and those

enornous waters were |l ess corrupted than seas el sewhere, nore quickly

sel f-cl eansed after man becane again a rare species. Yet the inhabitants were

no sinple and sinpering dwellers in Eden. Books had been printed in quantities

too huge, distributed over regions too wide, for utter |oss of any significant

information. To a | esser degree, the sane was true of much technol ogi ca

appar at us.

North America, Europe, parts of Asia and South America, fewer parts of Africa,

hit bottom because they were overextended. Let the

i ndustrial -agricul tural -nedi cal conpl exes they had built be paralyzed for the

shortest of whiles, and people would begin dying by nmillions. The scranbl e of

survivors for survival would bring everything el se down in weck

Now even in such territories, know edge was preserved: by an oasis of order

here, a half-religiously venerated community there. At last, theoretically, it

could diffuse to the new barbarians, who would pass it on to the new savages
theoretically. Practice said otherwise. The old civilization had stripped

the world too bare.

You could, for exanple, log a virgin forest, mne a virgin Mesabi, punp a

virgin oil field, by primtive methods. Using your gains fromthis, you could

go on to build a larger and nore sophisticated plant capable of nmore intricate

operations. As resources dwindled, it could replace |lunber with plastics,

squeeze iron out of taconite, scour the entire planet for petrol eum

But by the tine of the Judgnent, this had been done. That combi nation of

machi nes, trained personnel, well-heel ed consunmers and taxpayers, went under

and was not to be reconstructed.

The data needed for an industrial restoration could be found. The natura

materials could not.

"Don't you think, sir," Havig dared say, "by their devel opnent of

technol ogi cal alternatives, the Maurai and their allies will do a service?"

"Up to a point, yes. | have to give the bastards that," Wallis growed. H's

cigar jabbed the air. "But that's as far as it goes. Far enough to put them

hard in the saddle, and not an inch nore. W're |earning about their actua

suppressi on of new devel opments. You will |ikew se."

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

"Anyhow, as to our organization here. My key nen haven't stuck around in

uninterrupted norrmal time, and | |ess. W skip ahead-overl apping-to keep

| eader shi p conti nuous. And we're doing well. Things snowball for us, in past,

present, and future alike.

"By now we've hundreds of agents, plus thousands of devoted comoners. W

rul ed over what used to be a couple of whole states, though of course our

traffic is nore in tinme than space. Mainly we govern through conmmon- born

deputi es. Wen you can travel along the lifespan of a prom sing boy, you can

make a fine and trusty man out of himespecially when he knows he'll never
have any secrets fromyou, nor any safety.
"But don't get ne wong. | repeat, we aren't nonsters or parasites. Sonetines

we do have to get rough. But our aimis always to put the world back on the

path God laid out for it."

He | eaned forward. "And we wifi," he al nost whi spered.

"I"ve travel ed beyond. A thousand years hence, |'ve seen- "Are you with us?"
8

"By AND LARCE, the next several nmonths were good," Havig would relate (would
have related) to nme. "However, | stayed cautious. For instance, | hedged on



gi ving out exact biographical data. And | passed the chronolog off as a

radi onic detector and transmitter, built in case visitors to the past had such
gear in use. Waffis said he doubted they did and lost interest. | found a
hiding place for it. If they were the kind of people in the Eyrie | hoped they
were, they'd understand when | finally confessed ny hesitation about giving
them sonething this hel pful ."

"What rmade you wary?" | asked.

His thin features drewinto a scow. "Ch . . . nminor details at first. Like
Wallis's whole style. Though, true, | didn't have a proper chance to get
acquai nt ed, because he soon hopped forward to the foll owi ng year. Think how

t hat | engthens and strengthens power!"

"Unl ess his subordinates conspire against himmeanwhile," | suggested.

He shook his head. "Not in this case. He knows who's certainly |oyal, anong
both his agents and his hand-reared commoners. A hard core of travelers
shuttles in and out through tine with him on a conplicated pattern which

al ways has one of themclearly in charge.

"Besi des, how d you brew a conspiracy anong neek comoner farners and

| aborers, arrogant conmoner soldiers and officials, or the travelers

t hensel ves? They're a wildly diverse and pol ygl ot band, those | nmet in the
castl e and those stationed

in outlying areas. Nearly all from post-nedi eval Western civilization-"

"Why?" | wondered. "Surely the rest of history has possibilities in
proportion.”

"Yeah, and Wallis said he did mean to extend the range of his recruiters. But
the difficulties of long tenporal trips, |anguage and culture barriers,
trai ni ng whonever you brought back, seened too great thus far. H's Jerusal em
search was an experinent, and aside fromne had a di sappointing result."

Havi g shrugged. "To return to the main question,” he said, "American English
is the Eyrie's official |anguage, which everybody's required to |earn. But
even so, with nost | could never comunicate freely. Besides accents, our

m nds were too different. Fromny angle, the najority of themwere ruffians.
Fromtheirs, | was a sissy, or else too sly-acting for confort. And they had,
they have their nutual jeal ousies and suspicions. Sinply being together
doesn't stop themregardi ng each other as Lineys, Frogs, Boches, Quineas, the~
hereditary enemy. How woul d you give them a common cause?

"And, finally, why on Earth should they mutiny? Only a few are idealists of
any kind; that's a rare quality, remenber. But we lived-they live-Ilike
fighting cocks. The best of food, drink, tinme-inported |uxuries, servants, bed
partners, sports, liberal furloughs to the past, if reasonable precautions are
observed, and anpl e pocket noney provided. The work isn't hard. Those who need
it get training in what history and technol ogy are appropriate to their

tal ents. The abl e-bodi ed | earn commando skills. The rest become cl erks,
tenmporal porters, adnministrators, or researchers if they have the brains for
it. That was our routine, by no neans a dull one. The work itself was
fascinating

-or would be, I knew, as soon as ny superiors decided | was properly trained.
Think: a scout in tine!

"No, on the whole | had no serious conplaints. At first."

"You don't seemto have found your associates really congenial, however," |

sai d.

"Afew !l did," he replied. "Wallis hinmself could charmas well as domineer: in
hi s fashion, a spellbinding conversationalist, what with everything he'd
experienced. Hs top |ieutenant,

Austin Cal dwel I, gray now but whipeord-tough still, crack shot and horseman,
epi ¢ whi skey drinker, he had the sanme size fund of stories to draw on, plus
nmore hunor; in addition, he was a friendly soul who went out of his way to
make ny begi nnings easier. Reuel Ovrick, that former carnival magician, a
delightful old rogue. Jerry Jennings, hardly nmore than an English school boy,
desperately trying to find a new dream after his old ones broke apart in the
trenches, 1918. A few nore. And then Leonce." He smiled, though it was a



haunted snile. "Especially Leonce."

They rode forth upon a holiday, soon after his arrival. He had barely gotten
nmoved into his two-room castle apartnment, and as yet had few possessions. She
presented himwi th a bearskin rug and a bottle of d enhivet fromdowntime. He
wasn't sure if it was nere cordiality, like that which sone others showed, or
what. Her manner baffled himnmore than her dialect. A lusty kiss, within five
m nutes of first sight-then casual cheerful ness, and she sat by a different
man practically every mess- But Havig found too nuch el se to occupy his nind
t hose early days.

The proffered concubi ne was not anbng them He didn't |like the idea of a woman
bei ng ordered to his couch. This was an extra reason to wel cone Leonce's
invitation to a picnic, when they got their regular day off.

Bandi ts had been thoroughly suppressed in the vicinity, and nounted patrols
assured they would not slip back. It was safe to go out unescorted. The pair
carried pistols only as a badge which none but their kind were all owed.
Leonce chose the route, several mles through fields dreany beneath the
nmorning sun, until a trail left the road for a tinberlot big enough to gl adden
Havig with nenories of Morgan Wods. A scent of new cut hay yielded to odors
of leaf and hurmus. It was warm but a breeze ruffled foliage, stroked the
skin, made sunfl ecks dance in shadow. Squirrels streaked and chattered over
branches. Hoofs beat slowy, nuscles noved at |eisure between human thighs.
On the way she had eagerly questioned him He was glad to

oblige, within the broad circle drawmn by discretion. Wat normal man does not
like to tell an attractive wonman about hinsel f? Especially when to her his
background is fabul ous! The | anguage fence toppl ed. She had not been here | ong
either, less than a year even if tenporal trips were reckoned in. But she
could speak his English fairly well by now when she wasn't excited; and his
tal ented ear began to pick up hers.

"Fromthe High Years!" she breathed, |eaned in her stirrups and squeezed his
arm Her hands bore call uses.

"Uh, what do you nean by that?" he asked. "Shortly before the Judgnent ?"
"Ay-yeh, when men reached for nmoon an' stars an'-an' ever'thing." He realized
that, despite her size and brashness, she was quite young. The tilted eyes
shone upon him from beneath the ruddy hair, which today hung in pigtails tied
with ribbons.

When we dooned ourselves to become our own executioners, he thought. But he
didn't want to croak about that. "You look as if you cone from a hopef ul
period," he said.

She nade a noue, but at once grew pensive, cradled chin in fist and frowned at
her horse's ears, until: "Well, yes an' no. Same's for you, | reckon."

"Wn't you explain? |I've heard you're fromuptine of here, but |I don't know
nore."

When she nodded, red waves of |light ran over her mane. "'Bout 'nother hun'erd
'n" fifty year. dacier Folk."

After they entered the woods they could not ride abreast. uiding, she led the
way. He admired her shape from behind, and her grace in the saddle; and often
she turned her head to flash hima grin while she tal ked.

Her honel and he identified as that high and beautiful country which he had
known as d acier and Waterton Parks and on across the Bitterroot Range. Today
her ancestors were in its eastern part, having fled from Mong who conquered
the plains for their own herds and ranches. Already they were hunters and
trappers nore than small hold farmers, raiders of the | owl and eneny, el sewhere
traders who brought furs, hides, ores, slaves in exchange for foodstuffs and
finished products. Not

that they were united; feuds anong famlies, clans, tribes would rage for
gener ati ons.

But as their nunbers and territory expanded, a neasure of organization woul d
evol ve. Leonce tried to describe: "Look, you, I'mo" the Ranyan kin, who

bel ong in the Wahorn troop. Akin's a. . . a gang o' famlies who share the



same blood. A troop neets four tines a year, under its Sherf, who leads 'emin

kfflin cattle for Gawd an' Cktai an' the rest o' what fol k here-aroun' cal

the Those. Then they tal k about things, an' judge quarrels, an' maybe vote on

| aws-t he grownups who could come, nen an' wonen both." Merrinment pealed. "Ha

So we per-ten'. Mainly it's to neet, gossip, dicker, swap, gorge, booze, joke,

show of f. . . you know?"

"I think I do," Havig answered. Sone such institution was common in prinmtive

soci eti es.

"In later tine," she continued, "Sherfs, an' whatever troop people can go

"l ong, been neetin' |ikew se once a year, in the Congers. The Jinral runs that

show. first-born to the line o' Injun Samal, in the Rover kin who belong to no

troop. It'd be a blood-flood, that many diff'rent kin together, or would ve

been at the start, 'cep' it's at Lake Pendoray, which is peace-holy."

Havi g nodded. The wild nmen becanme |less wild as the advantages of |aw and order

grew in their mnds-no doubt after Injun Samal had knocked the heads of their

chi eftai ns together.

"When | left, things were perty quiet," Leonce said. "The Mong were gone, an'

we traded of'ner'n we fought with the new | ow anders, who're strong an' rich.

More 'n' more we were copyin' 'em" She sighed. "A hun'erd years after ne,

I've learned, the G acier Folk are in the Nor'wes' Union. | don't want to go

back. "

"You seemto have had a rough life just the sane."

"Ay-yeh. Coul d'a been worse. An' what the jabber, | got plen'y life to go.
Here we are."

They tied their horses in a small meadow which fronted on a brook. Trees

behind it and across the swirling, bubbling brown water stood fair against

heaven; grass grew thick and soft, starred with late wildflowers. Leonce

unpacked the |lunch she

had commanded to be prepared, a hearty enough collection of sandw ches and

fruit that Havig doubted he could get around his whole share. Wll, they

wanted a rest and a drink first anyway. He joined her, shoul der to shoul der

t hey | eaned back against a bole and poured wine into silver cups.

"Go on," he remnded. "I want to hear about you."

Her |ashes fluttered. He observed the tiny freckles across cheekbones and

nose. "Aw, nothin' nex' to you, Jack."

"Please. |'minterested.”

She | aughed for delight. Yet the tale she gave him in matter-of-fact phrases

t hat begged no synpathy, had its grimess.

In nost respects a Aacier famly, which turned such fangs to the outer world

was affectionate and close-knit. An earlier tradition of equality between the

sexes had never died there, or else had revived in an age when any woman m ght

at any nonent have to hunt or do battle. O course, some specialization

exi sted. Thus men took the heavi est manual |abor, wonmen the work demandi ng

nost patience. Men always offered the sacrifices; but what Leonce called

skuling was a prerogative of the female only, if she showed a bent for it.

"Foreknowi n' ," she explained. "Unravehin' dreans. Readin' an' witin'. Heahin'

some kinds o' sickness. Drivin' black fogs out o' heads. Sendin' ghosts back

where they belong. That kind o' job. An'

mmm. . . ways to trick the eye, fool the mnd-you know?" But hers was no

sl ei ght-of -hand or ritual performance. No

ol der self came to warn that child about keeping secrecy.

Her father was (would be) Wl fskin-Jem a warrior of note. He died fighting

of f an attack whi pped up by the Dafy kin, ostensibly to kill the "thing" which

had been born to him actually to end a | ong-snol dering feud. But his wfe

Onda escaped with their children, to find refuge anong the Donnal troop. There

foll owed years of guerrifia war and intrigue, before the Ranyans got allies

and nmade their crushing coneback. Leonce, as a spy through time, played a key

role. Inevitably, she becane the new Skul a.

Among friends she was regarded initially with respect, not dread. She | earned

and practiced the normal skills, the normal sports. But her gift marked her



out, and awe grew around her

as her ability did. From Onda she learned to be sparing of it. (Al so, despite
stoic fatalism it hurt to foreknow the m sfortunes of those she cared about.)
Nevert hel ess, having such a Skul a, Wahorn waxed mi ghty.

And Leonce, ever nore, becane lonely. Her siblings married and noved away,

| eavi ng her and Onda by thenselves in Jenmis old | odge. Both took |overs, as
was the custom of unwedded wonen, but none of Leonce's sought nmarriage, if
only because she seened to be barren, and gradually they stopped seeking her
at all. Former playmates sought her for help and advi ce, never pleasure.
Reachi ng after conradeship, she insisted on acconpanying and fighting in raids
on the | ow ands. The kindred of those who fell shunned her and nunbl ed

guesti ons about why the Skula had all owed deaths that surely one of her powers
coul d have forbidden-or did she want them ? Then Onda di ed.

Not much | ater, Eyrie scouts tracked down a far-flung runor to the source,
hersel f. She wel coned themw th tears and jubilation. Wahorn woul d never see

her agai n.

"My God." Havig laid an arm around her. "You have had it cruel."

"Aw, was plen'y good huntin', skim, feastin', singin', lots o' jokin' once
I'd gotten here." She had downed a quantity of wine. It made her breath
fragrant as she nuzzled him "I don't sing bad. Wanna hear?"

"Sure."

She bounded to fetch an instrument like a dwarf guitar from a saddl ebag, and
was back in a second. "I play a bone flute too, but can't sing 'long o' that,
hn? Here's a song | made nyself. | used to pass a lot o' |one-tine nakin'
songs. "

Alittle to his astonishnment, she was excellent. "-Ride were strides a rattle

o' rocks, / Thunder 'e sun down t' dance on your |ance-" What he could foll ow
rai sed gooseflesh on him

"Ww, " he said | ow when she had finished. "Wat else do you do?"

"Well, | can read an' wite, sort o' . Play chess. Rul es changed sone from hone
to here, but | take npbs' ganes anyhow. An' Austin taught ne poker; | win a
lot. An' | joke."

" HP"

She grinned and | eaned into his enbrace. "Figgered we'd joke after |unch
Jack, honeybee," she murrmured. "But wy not 'fore an' after? Hm m m nP"

He di scovered, with glee which turned to glory, that one nore word would in
t he course of generations change its meaning.

"Yeah," he told me. "We nmoved in together. It lasted till | left. Severa
nmonths. Mostly they were fine. | really

liked that girl."

"Not | oved, evidently," | observed.

"N-n-no. | suppose not. Though what is |ove, anyway? Doesn't it have so

infinitely many ki nds and degrees and mutati ons and quantum junps that- Never
mnd." He stared into the night which filled the wi ndows of the roomwhere we
sat. "W had our fights, roof-shattering quarrels she'd end by striking me and

taunting ne because | wouldn't strike back, till she rushed out. Touchy as a
fulmnate cap, r~iy Leonce. The reconciliations were every bit as wild." He
rubbed weary eyes. "Not suitable to ny tenperament, eh, Doc? And I'Ill adnmit |

was j eal ous, ny jeal ousy brought on a ot of the trouble. She'd slept with
many agents, and commoners for that matter, before | arrived, not to nention
her highland | ads earlier. She went on doing it too, not often, but if she
particularly liked a man, this was her way to be kind and get closer to him |
had the sane freedom naturally, with other women, but . . . I . . . didn't
want it."

"Why didn't she get pregnant by an, uh, agent?"

H's mouth twi tched upward. "Wen she heard in the Eyrie what the situation
was, she insisted on being taken to the |last Hi gh Years, partly for a | ook
around, like me going to Pericles' Geece or Mchelangelo's Italy, but also to
get a reversiblesterilization shot. She wanted children in due course, when



she felt ready to settle down-d acier wives are chaste, it seems- but that
wasn't yet and nmeanwhil e she enjoyed sex, same as she enjoyed everything el se
inlife. Judas priest, what a lay she was!"

"If she mainly stayed with you, however, there nust have been a strong
attraction on both sides," | said.

"There was. |'ve tried, as near as ny privacy fetish will let me, to tell you
what held nme to her. From Leonce's side

hard to be sure. How well did we actually know each other? How well have any
man and wonman ever?-My | earning and, yes, intelligence excited her. She had a

fine mnd, hit-or-mss educated but fine. And, I'Il be frank, | doubtless had
the top JOin the Eyrie. Then, too, | suppose we felt the attraction of
opposites. She called nme sweet and gentl e-not patronizingly, because | did do
pretty well in ganmes and exercises, being froma better-nourished era than

average-but | was no stark nountai neer or roughneck Renai ssance nercenary."
Agai n ghosts dwelt in his snile. "On the whole," he said, "she gave ne the
second best part of ny life, so far and | think probably forever. 1'll always
be grateful to her, for that and for what followed."

Havi g' s suspi ci ons devel oped slowy. He fought them But piece by piece, the
evi dence accumul ated that sonething was being withheld fromhim It lay in the
evasion of certain topics, the brushoff of certain questions, whether wth
Austin Caldwell's enbarrassnent, or Coenraad van Heuvel's brusque "I may not
say what | have been told," or Reuel Orick's changing the subject and
proceeding to get weeping drunk, or the mld "In God's good time all shall be
reveal ed to you, ny son" of Padre Diego the Inquisitor, or an obscene conmand
to shut up fromvarious warrior types.

He was not alone in this isolation. O those others whom he approached about
it, nmost were conpl ai sant, whether from prudence or indifference. But young
Jerry Jenni ngs excl ai med, "By Jove, you're right!"

So did Leonce, in nore pungent words. Then after a nmonent she said: "Well,
they can't give us new 'uns ever'thing in a single chaw, can they?"
"Coenraad's as new as | am" he protested. "Newer than you.,'

Her curiosity piqued, she found her own nethods of investi

gation. They were not what you' d think. She could match a tough

woman- despi si ng man-at-arns goblet for goblet till he was sodden and pli abl e,
whi |l e her head remmined ice-clear. She could trap a sober person by an adroit
qguestion; it hel ped having been a shaman. And she appal | ed Havi g by whi spering
to himat night, amdst schoolgirl giggles, how she had done what was strictly
forbi dden wi thout permi ssion, slipped into different periods of the Eyrie's
exi stence to snoop, pry, and eavesdrop

She concluded: "Near's | can learn, ol' Walls's jus' feared you an' 'emlike
you m ght get mad at what some o' the agents do in sonme times an' places.
Anyhow, till you're nore used to the i-dear."

"I was arriving at the same notion nyself," Havig said bleakly. "I've seen
what earlier ages are |like, what personalities they breed. The travel ers who
respond to his conme-ons, or make thensel ves conspi cuous enough for his
searchers to hear about, are apt to be the bol d-which in nost cases neans the
rut hl ess. Coming here doesn't change them"

"Seens |ike orders is, you got to be led slowto the truth. I s'pose I'monly
kep' fromit 'cause of bein' by you." She kissed him "'S 'kay, darlya."

"You mean you'd condone robbery and-"

"Hush. W got to use who we can get. Maybe they do be rough. Your folk, they
never were?"

Si ckly, he remenbered how. . . from Wunded Knee to My Lai, and before and
after . . . he never disowned his nation. For where and when-if it had not
abdi cated all responsibility for the future-existed a better society?

(Denmar k, maybe? Well, the Danes boasted about Viking ancestors, who were

confortably distant in time, but stayed notably silent about what happened
during the slave uprising in the Virgin Islands, 1848, or less directly in
Greenl and. By 1950 or so, of course, they were free to relax into a snugness



shared by the Swedes, who had not only traded with Hitler but let his troop
trains roll through their |Iand. And yet these were countries which did nuch
good in the world.)

"'Sides," Leonce said candidly, "the weak go down, 'less they're |lucky an' got
somebody strong to guard 'em An' in the

end, cone the 01' Man, we're all weak." She thought for a minute. "Could be,"
she mused, "was | undyin', I'd never kill nmore'n a spud, an' it only for food.
But | wifi die. I"'min the game too. So're you, darlya. Let's play for the
best score we can make, hnP"

He pondered | ong upon that.

"But if nothing else," he told ne, and | heard his anguish, "I had to try and
make certain the gold was worth nore than the tailings."

"Or the end could justify the means?" | responded. "Sure, | follow To say it
never does is a counsel of perfection. In the real world, you usually mnust
choose the |l esser evil. Speaking as an old doctor-no-well, yes, I'll adnmt

I've given ny share of those shots which end the incurable pain; and sonetines
t he choi ce has been harder. Go on, please do."

"I"d been prom sed a survey of the Maurai epoch,"” he said, "so | could satisfy
nmyself it was, at best, a transition period, whose | eaders becane tyrants and
tried to freeze the world. So |I could agree that, when the Maurai hegenony
began to crunbl e-perhaps hastened by our subversion-we ought to intervene,

sei ze power, help turn nmen back toward achi evenent and advancenent."

"Not openly, surely,” | objected. "That, the sudden mass appearance of tine
travel ers, would produce headl i nes nobody could m st ake."

"True, true. W were to spend centuries building our strength in secret, tifi
we were ready to act in disguise. It wasn't made cl ear exactly what disguise;

but it was adnmitted that information was still sparse, because of the usua
difficulties. Besides, | heard | ong phil osophical arguments from guys |ike
Padre Di ego, about free will and the rest. | thought the | ogic stank, but said
not hi ng. "

"Had, urn, Leonce already been taken uptinme?"

"Yes. That's why she basically favored Wallis, in spite of her occasiona
naught i nesses. She told ne about a world where progress had been nade, nore
and nore peaceful -1 ooking for a | ong span of history. Except she coul d not
agree this was

necessarily progress. Granted, that world did have fleets of efficient sailing
ships and el ectric-powered dirigibles, ocean ranches, solar energy screens
chargi ng accumul ators, wi descal e use of bacterial fuel cells which ran off the
wastes of living organisns, new devel opnents in both theoretical and applied
sci ence, especially biology-"

He stopped for breath and | tried to inject a |light note:

"Don't tell ne your pet Val kyrie used such terns!"

"No, no." He continued earnest. "I'manticipating what | saw or had expl ai ned
to nme. Her inpressions were nore general. But she had that huntress and
sorceress knack of close observation. She was quite able to trace the basic
course of events."

"Wai ch was?"

"Men did not go on to any fresh peak. |Instead, what they reached was a

pl at eau, where they stayed. The bio-technol ogical culture didn't inprove
further, it nerely spread further

"That was scarcely her ideal of the H gh Years restored, or Wallis's of
unlimted growth and acconpli shment.

"The tour skimred fast through a | ater phase of what appeared to be
retrogression and general violence. Eyrie agents don't dare explore it in

detail till they have a |larger and stronger organization. Nor can they
understand what |ies beyond. It seens peac~ful once nore, but it's not
conprehensible. Fromthe glinpse | had, |I'mprepared to believe that."
"What was it like?" | asked. "Can you tell ne?"

"Very little." Hs tone fell rough. "I haven't time. Sound strange, com ng



fromme? Well, it's true. I'ma fugitive, renenber."
"I gather your trip uptime did not renove your skepticismabout Vallis's

intentions," | said, nore calmy than | felt. "Wy?"
He ran fingers through his bl ond, sweat-dankened hair. "I'ma child of this
century,"” he replied. "Think, Doc. Recall how inteffigent nen like, well,

Bertrand Russell or Henry Wllace took extensive tours of Stalin's Russia, and
cane hone to report that it did have its problens but those had been
exaggerated and were entirely due to extraneous factors and a benev

ol ent governnent was copying with everything. Don't forget, either, the
chances are that nost of their guides did think this, and were in ful
sincerity obeying instructions to shield a foreign visitor fromwhat he m ght
msinterpret." His grin was unpl easant. "Maybe the curse of ny life is that
I"ve lost the will to believe."

"You mean," | said, "you wondered if the world really would benefit fromthe
rule of the Eyrie? And if maybe the Maurai were being slandered, you being
shown not hi ng except untypical badness?"

"No, not exactly that, either. Depends on interpretation and

-oh, here's a prinme exanple."

Not every recruit was given as thorough a tour as Havig. Plainly Wallis deened
himto be both of particular potential value and in particular need of
convi nci ng.

By doubling back and forth through chronol ogy, he got a |l ook at docunments in
ultra-secret files. (He could puzzle themout, since Ingliss was an offici al
second | anguage of the Federation and spelling had changed | ess than
pronunci ation.) One told how scientists in H nduraj had cl andestinely

devel oped a hydrogen-fusi on generator which would end Earth's fuel shortage,
and the Maurai had as clandestinely |learned of it, sabotaged it, and applied
such politico-econom c pressures that the truth never becane public.

The notive given was that this revol utionary innovation woul d have upset the
Pax. Wirse, it would have made possible a rebirth of the ancient rapacious
machi ne culture, which the planet could not endure.

And yet . . . uptime of the Maurai dom nion, Havig saw huge sil ent devices and
energies . . . and nen, beasts, grass, trees, stars bright through crystaffine
air.

"Were the Pacific sociologists and admrals sincere in their belief?" he said
in a harsh whisper. "Or were they only preserving their top-dog status? O
both, or neither, or what?

"And is that farther future good? It could be a snoot h-

runni ng nonstrosity, you know, or it could be underm ning the basis of al
life's existence, or- How could | tell?"

"What did you ask your guides?" | responded.

"Those sane questions. The | eader was Austin Caidwell, by the way, an honest
man, hard as the |Indians who once hunted his scal p but neverthel ess honest."
"What did he tell you?"

"To stop ny goddam qui bbling and trust the Sachem The Sachem had done grand
thus far, hadn't he? The Sachem had studi ed and thought about these matters;
he didn't pretend to know everything hinself, but we'd share the w sdom he was
gathering as it becane ready, and he would | ead us onto the right paths.

"As for me, Austin said, |'d better remenber how sl ow and awkward it was,
getting around like this, having to return across centuri es whenever we needed
transportation to a new area. |'d already had as nuch |ifespan and trouble

spent on ne as | was worth, anyhow at ny present stage of devel opnent. If |
couldn't accept the discipline that an outfit must have which is enbarked on
danger ous endeavors-well, | was free to resign, but |I'd better never show ny
hi de near the Eyrie again.

"What could I do? | apol ogi zed and cane back with them"

9

HE WAS G/AEN a coupl e of days off, which he spent regaining his spirits in



Leonce's conpany. The period of his training and indoctrination had brought

wi nter's chances for ol d-fashioned sports outdoors and i ndoors. Thereafter he
was assigned to reread WAllis's history of the future, ponder it in the |ight
of what he had witnessed, and discuss any questions w th Wacl aw Krasi cki, who
was the nost scholarly of the garrison's current directorate.

The Sachem admitted he was far from ommiscient. But he had seen nore than
anyone el se, on repeated expeditions with differing escorts. He had ranged
nore wi dely across Earth's surface as well as through Earth's duration than
was feasible for subordinates, transport being as limted as it was. He had
conducted interviews and interrogations, which others rmust not |est too many
events of that sort arouse sonebody's suspicions.

He knew the Eyrie would be here, under his control, for the next two
centuries. He had net hinmself then, who told himhow satisfactorily Phase One
of the plan had been carried out. At that date, the vastly augnmented force he
was shown rmust evacuate this stronghol d. Nuclei of renascent civilization were
spreading across all Anerica, the Maurai were everywhere, a realmlike his
could no longer stay isolated nor maintain the pretense its | eaders were
not hi ng extraordi nary.

A new base had been (would be) constructed uptinme. He visited it, and found it
totally unlike the old. Here were nodern

material s, sleek construction-nmostly underground-housi ng advanced nmachi nery,
aut omati on, a thernonucl ear powerpl ant.

This was in the era of revolt against the Maurai. They had in the end failed
to convert to their phil osophy the gigantically various whol e of nankind.
Doubts, discontents, rebeffiousness anmong their own people led to vacillation
in foreign policy. One defiant nation redevel oped the fusion energy generator
and it nade no attenpt at secrecy. AOd countries and alliances were

di sintegrating, new being born in turnoil.

"Always we need patience as well as bol dness and briskness,"” VWalls wote. "W

wi Il have far nore resources than we do in Phase One, and far nore skill in
enpl oying them That includes the use of time travel to multiply the size of a
mlitary force, each nan doubling back again and again till the opposition is

overwhel med. But | amwell aware this sort of thing has its linmts and
hazards. In no case can we hope to take over the whole world quickly. An
enpire which is to last thousands of years is bound to be slowin the

bui I di ng. "

Was t hat how Phase Two woul d end: with a planet once nore pastoralized, in
order that the overlordship of the Eyrie men, in the fabul ous engi nes they
woul d have devel oped, be unchal | engeabl e? WaAllis believed it. He believed
Phase Three woul d consi st of the benign renolding of that society by its new
masters, the creation of a wholly new kind of man. Ranging very far uptine, he
had glinpsed narvel s he could not begin to describe.

But he seemed vague in this part of his book. Exact information was

maddeni ngly bard to gather. He meant to continue doing so, though nore and
nore by proxy. In general, he recognized, his |lifespan woul d be spent on Phase
One. The self he met at its end was an aged man.

"Let us be satisfied to be God' s agents of redenption," he wote. "However,

t hose who wi sh may cherish a private hope. Is it not possible that at |ast
science wifi find a way to make the ol d young again, to make the body
imortal ? And by then, | have no doubt, tine travel wll be understood, nmay
even be commonpl ace. WII not that wonderful future return and seek us out,
who brought it into being, and give us our reward?"

Havig's nouth tightened. He thought: |'ve seen what happens when you try to
straitjacket man into an ideol ogy.

But |ater he thought: There is a lot of flexibility here. W could conceivably
end nore as teachers than masters.

And finally: I'Il stick around awhile, at least. The alternative to serving
him seens to be to let ny gift go for nothing, ny life go down in futility.

Krasi cki sunmoned him It was a steely-cold day. Sunlight shattered into



brilliance on icicles hanging fromturrets. Havig shivered as he crossed the
courtyard to the office.

Uni formed, Krasicki sat in a roomas neat and functional as a cell. "Be
seated," he ordered. The chair was hard, and squeaked.

"Do you judge yourself ready for your work?" he asked.

A thrill went through Havig. Hi s pul ses hamered. "Y-yes. Anxious to start.
|-" He straightened. "Yes."

Krasi cki shuffled some papers on his desk. "I have been watchi ng your
progress,"” he said, "and considering how we m ght best enploy you. That

includes mininumrisk to yourself. You have had a good deal of extratenpora
experi ence on your own, | know, which makes you al ready val uable. But you've
not hitherto been on a mission for us." He offered a stiff little snmle. "The
i dea which cane to ne springs from your special background."

Havi g sonehow nmai ntai ned a cool exterior

"We nust expand our capabilities, particularly recruiting," Krasicki said.
"Well, you've declared yourself reasonably fluent in the G eek koine. You' ve
described a visit you made to Byzantine Constantinople. That seens like a
strategi c place fromwhich to begin a systematic search through the nedieval
period. "

"Briffiant!" Havig cried, suddenly happy and excited. It rushed fromhim
"Center of civilization, everything flowed through the Gol den Horn, and, and
what we could do as traders-"

Krasicki lifted a palm "Hold. Perhaps |ater, when we have nore manpower, a

wi der network, perhaps then that will be

wort hwhile. But at present we're too sharply limted in the man-years

avail able to us. W cannot squander them Never forget, we nust conpl ete Phase
One by a definite date. No, Havig, what is necessary is a quicker and nore

di rect approach.”

"Wat - ?"

"G ven a large hoard of coin and treasure, we can finance ourselves in an era
when this is currency. But you know yoursel f how cunbersonme is the
transportati on of goods through time. Therefore we nust acquire our capital on
the. . . on the spot? . . . yes, on the spot. And, as | said, quickly."
Havi g' s suspi ci ons exploded in dismay. "You can't mean by robbery!"

"No, no, no." Krasicki shook his head. "Think. Listen. Araid on a peaceful
city, massive enough to reap a useful harvest, that woul d be dangerously
conspi cuous. Could get into the history books, and that could weck our cover.
Besides, it would be dangerous in itself, too. Qur nen woul d have snall
nunbers, not overly well supplied with firearns. They woul d not have powered
vehi cl es. The Byzantine arnmy and police were usually large and

wel | -di sciplined. No, | don't propose nadness."

"What, then?"

"Taki ng advant age of chaos, in order to renove what woul d otherwi se be stol en
by merciless invaders for no good purpose.”

Havi g stared.

"I'n 1204," his superior went on, "Constantinople was captured by the arm es of
the Fourth Crusade. They plundered it fromend to end; what renained was a
broken shell." He waved an arm "Wy should we not take a share? It's lost to
the owners anyway." He peered at the other's face before adding:

"And, to be sure, we arrange conpensation, give them protection from sl aughter
and rapine, help themrebuild their lives."

"Judas priest!" Havig choked. "A hijacking!"

Having briefed hinmself in the Eyrie's large mcrotape library, having had a
costunme made and sinilar details taken care of, he enbarked.

An aircraft deposited himnear the twenty-first-century ruins

of Istanbul and took off again into the air as quickly as he into the past. A
| ot of radioactivity lingered in these ashes. He hadn't yet reveal ed the fact
of his chronolog and nmust find his target by the tedi ous process of counting
sun-traverses, adding an estimate of days missed, making an initial emergence,



and zeroing in by trial and error.

Leonce had been furious at being | eft behind. But she | acked the know edge to
be useful here, except as conpanion and consol er. Indeed, she would have been
aliability, her extreme foreignness drawing stares. Havig meant to pass for a
Scandi navi an on pilgrimge-Catholic, true, but less to be detested than a
Frenchman, Venetian, Aragonese, anyone fromthose western Mediterranean

nati ons which pressed wolfishly in on the dying Enpire. As a Russian he woul d
have been nore wel cone. But Russians were comon thereabouts, and their
Othodox faith nade themwell understood. He dared not risk a slip.

He didn't start in the year of the conquest. That would be too turbulent, and
every outsider too suspect, for the detailed study he rmust make. The Crusaders
actually entered Constantinople in 1203, after a naval siege, to install a
puppet on its throne. They hung around to collect their pay before proceedi ng
to the Holy Land. The puppet found his coffers enpty, and tenporized. Friction
bet ween East Romans and "Franks" swelled to terrifying proportions. |In January
1204, Al exius, son-in-law of the deposed Enperor, got together sufficient
force to seize palace and crowmn. For three nonths he and his people strove to
drive the Crusaders off. Their hope that God woul d somehow come to their aid
col | apsed when Al exius, |ess gallant than they, despaired and fled. The
Crusaders marched back through opened portals. They had worked thenselves into
hom ci dal sel f-righteousness about "G eek perfidy," and the horror began

al nost at once.

Havi g chose spring, because it was a beautiful season, in 1195, because that
was anply far downtime, for his basic job of survey. He carried well-forged
docunents which got him past the city guards, and gold pieces to exchange for
nom snae. Alter finding a roomin a good inn-nothing |like the pigsty he'd have
had to endure in the Wst-he started expl oring.

H's prior visit had been to hal cyon 1050. The nagnifi cence he now encountered,
the liveliness and cosnopolitan col orful ness, were no | ess. However raddled
her dom ni on, New Rone remmi ned the queen of Europe

Havi g saw her under the shadow.

The house and shop of Doukas Manasses, goldsnmith, stood on a hill near the

m ddl e of the city. Square-built neighbors elbowed it, all turning blind faces
onto the steep, w de, well-paved and well-swept street. But fromits flat roof
you had a superb view, fromend to end of the vast, towered walls which

encl osed the city, and further: across a maze of thoroughfares, a
count | essness of dweffings and soaring church dones; along the grand avenue
called the Mesé to flowering countryside past the Gate of Charisius, on inward
by col ums whi ch upbore statuary fromthe nobl est days of Hellas, nonasteries
and nuseuns and libraries which preserved works by men |i ke Aeschylus and
worren | i ke Sappho that later centuries would never read, through broad foruns
pul sing with life, to the H ppodrone and that sprawl ing spl endid conpl ex which
was the Inperial Palace. On a transverse axis, vision reached fromglittering
bl ue across the Sea of Marnora to a mast-crowded Col den Horn and the rich
suburbs and smaragdi ne hei ghts beyond.

Traffic rivered. The noise of wheels, hoofs, feet, talk, song, |aughter

sobbi ng, cursing, praying bl ended together into one ceasel ess heartbeat. A
breeze carried a richness of odors, sea, woodsnoke, food, aninals, hunanity.
Havi g breat hed deep

"Thank you, Kyrios Hauk," Doukas Manasses said. "You are nost courteous to
praise this sight.” His manner inplied mld surprise that a Frank woul d not
sneer at everything Greek. To be sure, Hauk Thomasson was not really a Frank
or one of the allied English, he was from a boreal ki ngdom

"Less courteous than you, Kyrios Manasses, to show nme it," Havig replied.

They exchanged bows. The Byzantines were not basically a strict folk-besides
their passionate religion and passi onate sense for beauty, they had as nuch
bustling get-up-and-go, as

much i nborn gusto, as Levantines in any era-but their upper classes set store
by cerenoni ous politeness.



"You expressed interest," Doukas said. He was a gray-bearded man with handsone
features and nearsighted eyes. His slight frame seemed lost in the usua

dal matic robe

"I merely remarked, Kyrios, that a shop which produced such el egance as does
yours mnust be surrounded by inspiration.” You could case public buildings
easily enough; but your way to | earn what private hands held what wealth was
to go in, say you were looking for a gift to take hone, and inspect a variety
of sanpl es.

Wl |, dammit, Doukas and his apprentices did do exquisite work.

"You are too kind," the goldsmth nmurmured. "Although | do feel-since all good
stenms from God-that we Romans should | ook nore to His creation, less to
conventionality, than we have done."

"Li ke this?" Havig pointed at a bl ossoning crabapple tree in a |large planter
Doukas smled. "That's for ny daughter. She |oves flowers, and we cannot take
her daily on an outing in the country."

Wren enj oyed an honorable status, with many legal rights and protections. But
per haps Doukas felt his visitor needed further explanation: "W may indul ge
her too much, nmy Anna and |I. However, she's our only. That is, | was wedded
bef ore, but the sons of sainted Eudoxia are grown. Xenia is Anna's first, and
nmy first daughter."

On inpul se he added: "Kyrios Hauk, think nme not over-bold. But |I'mfascinated
to neet a. . . friendly. . . foreigner, fromso renote a country at that. It
is long since there were many fromyour lands in the Varangian Guard. | would
enj oy conversing at |eisure. Wuld you honor our home at the evening neal ?"
"Why-why, thank you." Havig thought what a rare chance this was to find things
out. Byzantine trades and crafts were organized in tight guilds under the
direction of the prefect. This nman, being distinguished in his profession
probably knew all

about his coll eagues, and a | ot about other businesses. "I should be
delighted."

"Wwuld you mind, ny guest, if wife and child share our board?" Doukas asked
shyly. "They will not interrupt. Yet they'd be glad to hear you. Xenia is,
well, forgive ny pride, she's only five and already learning to read."

She was a singularly beautiful child.

Hauk Thomasson returned next year and described the position he had accepted
with a firmin Athens. Greece belonged to the Enmpire, and would till the

cat astrophe; but so nuch trade was now under foreign control that the story
passed. His work would often bring himto Constantinople. He was happy to have
this opportunity of renew ng acquai ntanceshi p, and hoped the daughter of
Kyri os Manasses woul d accept a small present- "Athens!" the goldsnith

whi spered. "You dwell in the sou

of Hellas?" He reached up to lay both hands on his visitor's shoul ders. Tears
stood in his eyes. "Ch, wonderful for you, wonderful! To see those tenples is
the dreamof nmy life

God better nme, nore than to see the Holy Land."

Xeni a accepted the toy gratefully. At dinner and afterward she |istened, rapt,
till her nanny shooed her to bed. She was a sweet youngster, Havig thought,
undeni ably bright, and not spoiled even though it seened Anna woul d bear no
nore children

He enjoyed hinself, too. A cultured, sensitive, observant man is a pleasure to
be with in any age. This assignment was, for a while, losing its nightnmare
quality.

In truth, he sinply skipped ahead through tinme. He nust check up periodically,
to be sure events didn't nake his original data obsolete. Sinultaneously he
coul d devel op nore | eads, ask nore questions, than woul d have been practica
in a single session.

But - he wondered a few cal endar years later-wasn't he being nore thorough than
needful ? Did he really have to make this many visits to the Manasses famly,
become an intimate, join themon holidays and picnics, invite themout to



di nner or for

a day on a rented pleasure barge? Certainly he was exceedi ng his expense
estimate. . . . To hell with that. He could finance hinmself by placing

f oreknow edgeabl e bets on events in the Hi ppodrome. An agent working al one had
broad di scretion.

He felt guilty about lying to his friends. But it had to be. After all, his
obj ective was to save them

Xeni a's voi ce was sonewhat high and thin, but whenever he heard or remenbered
it, Havig would think of songbirds. Thus had it been since first she overcane
her timdity and |laughed in his presence. Fromthen on, she chattered with him
to the limt her parents allowed, or nore when they weren't | ooking.

She was reed-sl ender. He had never seen any human who noved with nore

graceful ness; and when decorum was not required, her feet danced. Her hair was
a mdni ght mass which, piled on her head, seened as if it ought to bend the
delicate neck. Her skin was pale and clear; her face was oval, tilt-nosed, its
lips always a little parted. The eyes doni nated that countenance, enornous,
heavy-1ashed, |uni nous black. Those eyes may be seen el sewhere, in a Ravenna
nosai ¢, upon Enpress Theodora the Geat; they may never be forgotten

It was a strange thing to nmeet her at intervals of nonths which for Havig were
hours or days. Each time, she was so dizzyingly growmn. In awe he felt a sense
of that measurel ess river which he could swimbut on which she could only be
carried fromdarkness to darkness.

The house was built around a courtyard where flowers and oranges grew and a
fountain played. Doukas proudly showed Havig his | atest acquisition: on a
pedestal in one corner, a bust of Constantine who nade Rome Christian and for
whom New Rone was named. "Fromthe life, | feel sure," he said. "By then the
art of portrayal was losing its former nastery. Neverthel ess, observe his

i mperiously tight-held nmouth-"

Ni ne-year-old Xenia giggled. "What is it, dear?" her father asked.

"Not hing, really," she said, but couldn't stop giggling.

"No, do tell us. | shan't be angry."

"He. . . he. . . he wants to nmake a very inportant speech, and he has gas!"
"By Bacchus," Havig exclained, "she's right!"

Doukas struggl ed a noment before he gave up and joined the fun

"Ch, please, will you not cone to church with us, Hauk?" she begged. "You
don't know how lovely it is, when the song and incense and candl efl anes ri se
up to Christ Pantocrator." She was el even and overflowi ng with CGod.

"I"'msorry," Havig said. "You know | am am Catholic."
"The saints won't mind. | asked Father and Mdther, and they won't nind either
W can say you're a Russian, if we need to. 1'll show you how to act." She

tugged his hand. "Do cone!"
He yi el ded, not sure whether she hoped to convert himor nmerely wanted to
share sonething glorious with her honorary uncle.

"But it's too wonderful!" She burst into tears and hugged her thirteenth
birthday present to her before holding it out. "Father, Mther, see what Hauk
gave nme! This book, the p-p-plays of Euripides-all of themfor ne!"

When she was gone to change clothes for a nodest festival dinner, Doukas said:
"That was a royal gift. Not only the cost of having the copy made and binding
it as a codex. The thought."

"I knew she | oves the ancients as nuch as you do," the travel er answered.
"Forgive ne," Anna the nother said. "But at her age . may Euripides not be,
wel |, stern readi ng?"

"These are stern tinmes," Havig replied, and could no | onger feign joy. "A
tragic line may hearten her to neet fate.” He turned to the goldsmth.
"Doukas, | tell you again, | swear to you, | know through ny connections that
the Venetians at this very nmoment are negotiating with other Frankish |ords-"



"You have said that.'
white

"It's not too late to nove you and your famly to safety. I'Il help.
"Where is safety better than these walls, which no invader has ever breached?
O where, if | break up my shop, where is safety from pauperdom and hunger?
What woul d ny apprentices and servants do? They can't nove. No, ny good old
friend, prudence and duty alike tells us we nust remain here and trust in

The gol dsnmith nodded. H's hair and beard were nearly

God." Doukas uttered a small sad chuckle. ""dd," did | say? You never seemto
change. Well, you're in your prine, of course.”

Havig swal lowcd. "I don't think I'lIl be back in Constantinople for sonme while.
My enpl oyers, under present circunstances- Be careful. Keep unnoticeabl e, hide
your wealth, stay off the streets whenever you can and al ways at night. | know
the Franks."

"Well, I, 1'll bear your advice in mnd, Hank, if- But you go too far. This is
New Rone. "

Anna touched the arns of both. Her smile was uncertain. "Now that's enough
politics, you men," she said. "Take off those long faces. W're naking nmerry
on Xenia's day. Have you forgotten?"

Ti me-skipping in an alley across the street, Havig checked the period of the
first Latin occupation. Nothing terrible seenmed to happen. The house drew back
into itself and waited.

He went pastward to a happier year, took a night's |odging, forced hinmself to
eat a hearty supper and get a lot of sleep. Next nmorning he onmitted breakfast:
a good idea when you may soon be in conbat.

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

He could be no nore than an observer through the days and nights of the sack
H s orders were explicit and nmade sense:

"I'f you can possibly avoid it, stay out of danger. Under no conditions m ngle,
or try to influence events. Absolutely never, and this is under penalties,
never enter a building which is a scene of action. W want your report, and
for that we need you alive."

Fire | eaped and roared. Smoke drifted bitter. People huddled like rats

i ndoors, or fled like rats outside, and sone escaped but thousands were ridden
down, shot down, chopped down, beaten, stonped, tortured, robbed, raped, by
yelling sooty sweaty bl ood-spattered men whose fl eas hopped about on silks and
altar cloths they had flung across their shoul ders. Corpses gaped in the
gutters, which ran red till they clotted. Many of the bodies were very small.
Mot hers crept about shrieking for children, children for mothers; nost fathers
| ay dead. Orthodox priests in their churches were kept in pain until they
reveal ed where the treasury was hidden; usually there was none, in which case
it was great sport to soak their beards in oil and set these alight. Wnen,
girls, nuns of any age lay munbling or whinpering after a row of men had
violated them Humiliations nmore ingenious m ght be contrived.

A drunken harlot sat on the patriarch's throne in Hagia Sophia, while dice
ganes for plunder were played on the altars. The bronze horses of the

H ppodrone were carted off to Venice's Cathedral of St. Mrk; artwork,

jewel ry, sacred objects would be scattered across a continent; but at |east
these things were preserved. Mire was nelted down or torn apart for the

preci ous netal s and stones, or smashed or burned for amusenent. So perished
much cl assical art, and nearly all classical witing, which Constantinople had
kept safe until these days. It is not true that the Turks of 1453 were
responsi bl e. The Crusaders were there before them

Afterward came the great silence, broken by furtive crying, and the stench

and the sickness, and the hunger

In this wise, at the beginning of that thirteenth century which Catholic
apol ogi sts call the apogee of civilization, did Western Chri stendom destroy
its Eastern flank. A century and a half later, having devoured Ma Mnor, the
Turks entered Europe.



Havi g ti me-ski pped.

He woul d return to a safe date, seek out one of his chosen sites, and advance
t hrough the whol e period of the sack, flickering in and out of normal tine,
until he knew what was to happen there. Wen he saw a Franki sh band enter a

pl ace, he focused

nmore sharply. In nost cases they staggered out after a while, sated with death
and tornent, kicking prisoners who carried away their spoils. Those buil di ngs
he wote off. You couldn't change the past or future, you could nerely

di scover what parts were your own.

But in certain instances-and only a conparative few woul d be accessible to the
Byri e conmmandos; they hadn't many man-nonths to spend on this job- Havig saw
mar auders frightened off, or cut down if need be,

by submachine gun fire. The spectacle did not make himgloat. However, he knew
a chilly satisfaction while he recorded the spot.

Fromit, the Eyrie nen would cart their loot. They were dressed in conqueror
style. Amidst this confusion, it was unlikely they would attract notice. A
ship was arranged for, to bear the gains to a safe depot.

They woul d take care of the dwellers, Krasicki had prom sed. What to do woul d
depend on circunstances. Sonme famlies need sinply be left unharnmed, with
enough noney to carry

on. Others nust be guided el sewhere and staked to a fresh begi nning.

Par adoxes need not be feared. The tale of how veritable saints-or denons, if
one was a Frank-had rescued so-and-so might live a while in fol klore but would
not get into any chronicle. Witers in Constantinople must be cautious for the
next fifty-seven years, until M chael Pal eol ogus ended the Latin ki ngdom and
rai sed a ghost of Enpire. By then, anecdotes would have been | ost.

Havig didn't look into the i mredi ate sequels of these agent actions. Besides
the prohibition laid on him he already was overburdened. Many sights he

wi t nessed sent himfleeing downtinme, weeping and vomting, to sleep till he
had the strength to conti nue.

The Manasses home was anpng the earliest he investigated. It wasn't quite the
first; he wanted to gain experience el sewhere; but he knew he was going to be
dul l ed | ater on.

He had cherished a hope it m ght be entirely overl ooked. Sone of his points
were. It being unfeasible to check the Cru

saders in the fanmous places, he had investigated | esser ones, whose aggregate
weal th was what counted. And Constantinople was too big, too |abyrinthine, too
rich and strange for the pillagers to break down every door

He felt no extrene fears. In this particular case, something would be done if
need be, by hinmself if nobody el se, and Caleb Wallis could take his destiny
and stuff it. Neverthel ess, when Havig fromhis alley saw a dozen filthy nen

| ope toward that open entrance, the heart stunbled within him Wen |ead
sleeted fromit, and three Franks fell and were quiet, two lay sprattling and
shrieking, and the rest how ed and fl ed, Havig cheered.

Hs return was a sizable operation in itself.

Bet ween the radioactivity and the time uncertainty, he couldn't proceed up to
dead Istanbul and hunt around for an agreed-on hour at which the aircraft
woul d neet him Nor could he appear in an earlier epoch-the Eyrie's planes
were not available then-or at a later one-the site would be reoccupied. He'd
| ook too peculiar, and would still have the problem of reaching a geographica
poi nt where contact could be made.

"Now you tell me!" he nmuttered to hinself. For a while he nmarvel ed that the
obvi ous answer hadn't occurred when this whol e project was being di scussed.
Use his twentieth-century persona. Cache sone funds and clothes in a
contenporary |stanbul hotel; feed the managenent a |ine about being invol ved
in production of a nobvie; and there he was, set.

Wl l, he'd been overwhel med by things to think about. And the idea hadn't cone
to anyone el se. While Wallis enployed sone gadgets devel oped in the High



Years, he and his lieutenants were nineteenth-century men who had organi zed an
essentially nineteenth-century operation

The plan called for Havig to doubl e back downti ne, make nore money if he had
to, engage passage on a ship to Crete, there find a specific isolated spot,
and project himself uptine.

Actual ly, effort, cranped quarters, dirt, noise, snmells, noldy hardtack

scumy water, weird fell ow passengers, and all, he

didn't care. He needed sonething to take his mnd off what he had seen
"Splendidly done," Krasicki said across the witten report. "Splendidly. I'm
sure the Sachemwi Il give you public praise and reward, when next your two
tinme-lines intersect.”

"Hn? Oh. Ch, yeah. Thanks." Havig blinked.

Krasicki studied him "You are exhausted, are you not?"

"Call me Rip van Wnkle," Havig nuttered

Krasi cki understood his gauntness, sunken eyes, slunped body, tic in cheek, if
not the reference. "Yes. It is conmon. W allow for it. You have earned a

furlough. In your home mlieu, | suggest. Never mind about the rest of the
Const anti nopl e business. If we need nore fromyou, we can always ask when you
return here." Hs smle approached warnth. "CGo, now We'Ill talk later. | think

we can arrange for your girl friend to acconpany-Havi g? Havi g?"
Havi g was asl eep

H s trouble was that later, instead of enjoying his | eave, he started

t hi nki ng.

10

HE WOKE with his resolve crystallized. It was early. Light over the high
rooftops of the Rive Gauche, Paris, 1965, reached gray and as cool as the air,
which traffic had not yet begun to trouble. The hotel room was shadowy. Leonce
breat hed warm and tousl e-haired beside him They had been night-clubbing Iate-
anong the chansonni ers, which he preferred, now that her wish for the big
glittery shows was sl aked-and come back to make | eisured and tender |ove.
She'd hardly stir before a knock, sone hours hence, announced coffee and

croi ssants.

Havi g was surprised at his own rousing. Wll, nore and nore in the past couple
of weeks, he'd felt he was only postponing the inevitable. H s consci ence nust
have gotten tired of nagging himand delivered an ultimatum

Regar dl ess of danger, he felt at peace, for the first time in that whole
whi | e.

He rose, washed and dressed, assenbled his gear. It lay ready, two nodul es

wi thin his baggage. There was the basic agent's kit, an el aborated version of
what he had taken to Jerusalem plus a gun. (The Eyrie's documents section
furni shed papers to get that past customs.) He had onitted itens Leonce had in
hers, such as nost of the silver, in order to save the mass of the chronol og.
(He had unobtrusively taken it back with himon this trip. She asked hi mwhy
he lugged it around. Wen he said, "Special electronic gear," the incantation
satisfied her.) Passport, vaccination certificate, and thick wallet of

travel er's checks conpleted the list.

For a minute he stood above the girl. She was a dear, he

t hought. Her joy throughout their tour had been a joy to him Dirty trick
sneaki ng out on her. Should he | eave a note?

No, no reason for it. He could return to this hour. If he didn't, well, she
knew enough contenporary English and procedure, and had enough funds, to
handl e the rest. (Her own American passport was genui ne; the Eyrie had made
her a birth certificate.) She m ght perhaps feel hurt if she knew what had
gotten himkill ed.

Chances were he was sinply courting a reprimand. In that case, she'd hear the
full story; but he'd be there to explain, in ternms of loyalty which she could
under st and.

O would it nuch matter? That she called him"darlya" and spoke of |ove when



he enbraced her was probably just her way. Lately, though, she'd been hol di ng
his hand a | ot when they were out together, and he'd caught her smling at him
when she thought he wasn't noticing. . . . He was a bit in love with her too
It could never last, but while it did- He stooped. "So long, Big Red," he

whi spered. His |ips

brushed hers. Straightening, he picked up his two carrying cases and stole
fromthe room By evening he was in Istanbul

The trip took this many hours out of his |lifespan, nostly spent on the plane
and airport buses. Tinme-hopping around anmong ticket agencies and the |ike nade
the cal endrical interval a couple of days. He had told me through a wy grin:
"Know where the best place usually is for unnoticed chronokinesis in a nodern
city? Not Supernman's tel ephone booth. A public lavatory stall. Real romantic,
huh?"

He ate a good though lonely dinner, and in his luxurious though |onely chanber
took a sl eeping plll. He needed to be rested before he enbarked.

Constantinople, late afternoon on the thirteenth of April, 1204. Havig energed
in an alley downhill fromhis destination. Silence pressed upon himno slap of
buski ns, clop of hoofs, runble and squeal of cartwheels, no song of bells, no
voi ces tal king, chaffering, |aughing, dream ng aloud, no children at their

i menorial small ganes. But the stillness had back-

ground, a distant jagged roar which was fire and human shrieking, the nearer
desperate bark of a dog.

He nade ready. The gun, a 9-mm Snmith & Wesson nmule-killer, he holstered at
his waist. Extra ammunition he put in the deep pockets of his jacket. Kit and
chronol og he strapped together in an al um num packframe which went on his
back.

Entering the street, he saw cl osed doors, shuttered wi ndows. Mbst dwellers
wer e huddl ed inside, hungry, thirsty, endlessly at prayer. The average pl ace
wasn't worth breaking into, except for the pleasures of rape, nurder, torture,
and arson. True, this was the district of the goldsmths. But not every

buil ding, or even a majority, belonged to one. Residential sections were not
based on economic status; the poor could be anywhere. Wth booths and ot her

di spl ays renoved, you couldn't tell if a particular facade conceal ed wealth or
a tenenment house-
-until, of course, you clapped hands on a | ocal person and wenched the

i nformati on out of him

Evidently those who rushed the Manasses honme were in advance of the nobs which
woul d surely boil hither as soon as pal ace and church buil dings were stri pped.
Were they here yet? Havig hadn't been sure of the exact tinme when he saw t hem
He trotted around a corner. A man |ay dead of a stab wound. Hi s right arm
reached across his back, pulled fromits socket. A shabby-clad woman crouched
above him As Havig passed, she screamed: "Wasn't it enough that you made him
betray our neighbor? In Christ's nane, wasn't that enough?"

No, he thought. There was also the peculiar thrill in extinguishing a life.

He went on by. The agony he had seen earlier returned to himin so nonstrous a
flood that the tears of this wi dow were lost. He could do nothing for her
trousers, short hair, shaven chin marked hima Frank in her eyes. Wen he was
born, she and her grief were seven hundred years forgotten

At | east, he thought, he knew how the Crusaders had | ocated Doukas's shop. One
anong t hem nust understand sonme Greek, and their band had decided to seek out
this part of town ahead of the rush. He knew al so that his scheduling was
approxi mately right.

Yells, clangor, and a terrible stanmer reverberated wall to wall, off the
cobbl es, up to soot-befoul ed heaven. He stretched Iips over teeth. "Yeah," he
muttered, "I got it exactly right."

He qui ckened his pace. H's younger self would be gone by the time he arrived.
Qovi ous: he had not seen his later self. He didn't want that house unwatched
for many m nutes.



Not after considering what sort of nman the average Eyrie warrior was.

The street of his goal was steep. Gravity dragged at him He threw his nuscles
against it. H s bootsoles thudded |ike his heart. H's nmouth was dry. Snoke
stung his nostrils.

Ther e!

One of the wounded Crusaders saw him struggled to his knees, raised arns.

Bl ood shone its wild red, hiding the cross on the surcoat, dripping in thick
gouts to the stones. "Am ," croaked froma face contorted out of shape, on
whose waxen-ness the beard stubble stood blue. "Frere par |lesu-" The other
survivor could nerely groan, over and over.

Havig felt an inpulse to kick their teeth in, and i nredi ate shame. Mrta
conbat corrupts, and war corrupts absolutely. He ignored the kneeling man, who
sl unped behind hin he lifted both hands and shouted in English:

"Hold your fire! I amfromthe Eyrie! Inspection! Hold your fire and let ne
inl"™ Not without a tightness in his own unriddled guts, he approached the

door way.

An oxcart stood by, the aninmal tethered to a bracket which had formerly upheld
Doukas's sign, twitching its ears against flies and with mld interest

wat ching the Crusaders die. It would have been arranged for beforehand, to
bring gold and silver and precious stones, ikons and ornanments and brida
chaplets, down to the ship which waited. Havig wasn't the only travel er who
had been busy in the years before today. An operation like this took a great
deal of work.

Nobody guarded the entrance. Armed as they were, the agents could deal with
interference, not that any such attenpt woul d be made. Havig st opped.

Scow i ng, he exami ned the door. It was nassive, and had surely been barred.
The Franks had doubtless neant to chop their way in. But at the point when
Havi g glinpsed them and halted for a clear look, it had stood open. That was
one fact which had never stopped pl agui ng him

Fromthe way it sagged on its hinges, scorched and half splintered, Vallis's
boys nust have used a dynamte charge. That had been done so quickly that, in
Havi g' s di m chronokinetic sight, their arrival had blurred together wth that
of the Franks a few minutes afterward.

Why had they forced an entrance? Such inpatience would panic the househol d,
conplicate the task of assisting it to safety.

A scream fled down the roons inside: "No, oh, no, please!" in Geek and
Xenia's voice, followed by an oath and a guffaw. Havig crouched back as if

st abbed.

In spite of everything, he had come |late. At the nonent of his arrival, the
agents had al ready bl own down the door and entered. They'd posted a nan here
to await the plunderers whom Havig had reported. Now he'd gone back within to
join the fun.

For an instant which had no end, Havig cursed his own stupidity. O naiveté-he
was new to this kind of thing, bound to overl ook essentials. To hell with
that. Here he was and now he was, and his duty was to save whatever m ght be
left.

H s call must not have been noticed. He repeated it while he went through the
renmenber ed house. That sobbed-out cry for nercy had come fromthe | argest
chanmber, which was the nmai n workshop and storeroom

Fam |y, apprentices, and servants had been brought together there. It was nore
light and airy than usual in Byzantium for a door and broad wi ndows opened on
the patio. Yonder the fountain still tinkled and tw nkl ed, oranges gl owed am d
dar kgreen | eaves, Eastertide flowerbeds were buddi ng, the bust of Constantine
stood in eternal enbarrassment. Here, on shelves and tables, everywhere
crowded that beauty which Doukas Manasses had seen to the naking of.

He sprawl ed near the entrance. H s skull was split open. The bl ood had spread
far, making the floor slippery, staining footwear which then left crinmson
tracks. But much had soaked into

his robe and white beard. One hand still held a tiny anvil, wth which he nust
have tried to defend his wonen.



Four agents were present, dressed as Crusaders. In a flash, Havig knew t hem
Mendoza, of the Tijuana underworld in his own century, who had been anong

t hose who went to Jerusalem was in charge. He was ordering the natives to
start collecting loot. Moriarty, nineteenth-century Brooklyn gangster, kept
guard, submachi ne gun at the ready. Hans, sixteenth-century Landsknecht,

wat ched Coenraad of Brabant, who had wanted to draw sword and save the Savi or
struggle with Xenia.

The girl screaned and screanmed. She was only fourteen. Her hair had fallen

| oose. Sweat and tears plastered | ocks to her face. Coenraad grasped her
around the waist. His free hand ripped at her gown. A war hamer, stuck in his
belt, dripped bl ood and brains.

"Me next," Hans grinned. "Me next."

Coenraad bore Xenia down to the wet floor and funbled with his trousers. Anna,
who had stood as if blind and deaf near the body of her husband, wailed. She
scuttled toward her daughter. Hans decked her with a single blow "Mybe you
later," he said.

"Hard men, you two," Mriarty |aughed. "Real hard, hey?"

The sequence had taken seconds. Havig's call had again failed to pierce their
excitenment. Mendoza was first to see him and exclaim The rest froze, unti
Coenraad |l et Xenia go and clinbed to his feet.

She stared up. Never had he thought to see such a |ight as was born in her
eyes. "Hauk!" She cried. "Ch, Hauk!"

Mendoza swung his gun around. "Wat is this?" he demanded.

Havig realized how far his own hand was from his own weapon. But he felt no
fear-hardly any enotion, in fact, on the surface, beyond a cougar al ertness.
Down underneath roiled the fury, sorrow, horror, disgust he could not now
afford.

"I mght ask you the sane,"” he replied slowy.

"Have you forgotten your orders? | know them Your job is

to gather intelligence. You are not to risk yourself at a scene of operations
like this."

"I finished ny job, Mendoza. | cane back for a personal |ook."

"For bi dden! Get out, and we'll talk | ater about whether or not | report you."
"Suppose | don't?" Despite control, Havig heard his voice rise, high and

saw edged: "l've seen what | wasn't supposed to see in one |lunp, only piece by
pi ece, gradually, so I'd make the dirty little conpromses till it no |onger
mattered, |I'd be in so deep that 1'd either have to kill myself or becone |ike
you. Yes, | understand."

Mendoza's shrug did not nove the tommygun barrel ained at Havig' s stomach.
"Wel |l ? What do you expect? We use what human material we can find. These boys
are no worse than the Crusaders-than man in nost of history. Are they, Jack?
Be honest."

"They are. Because they have the power to conme into any tine, any place, do
anyt hi ng, and never fear revenge. How do they spend their holidays, | wonder?
| inmagine the taste for giving pain and death nust grow with practice.”
"Listen-"

"And Wallis, his whole damed outfit, doesn't even try to control them"
"Havi g, you talk too nuch. Get out before |I arrest you."

"They keep the few like me fromknowi ng, till we've accepted that crock-about
how the nmission of the Eyrie is too inportant for us to waste |lifespan on
enforcing comon humanity. Ri ght?"

Mendoza spat. "Hokay, boy, you said plenty and then sone. You're under arrest.
You' || be escorted uptine and the Sachemwi || judge your case. Be good and
maybe you'll get off easy."

For a nonent it was tableau, very quiet save for Xenia's sobs where she
cradl ed the head of her half-conscious nother. Her eyes never |eft Havig. Nor
did those of the household he had known-hopeful young Bardas, gifted | oannes,
old Maria who had been Xenia's nurse, all and all of the dozen-nor those

of Mendoza and Mriarty. Hans's kept flickering in animal wariness, Coenraad' s
in thwarted | echery.



Havi g reached his decision, made his plan, noted the position of each nan and
weapon, in that single hard-held breath.

H msel f appeared, sixfold throughout the room The fire-fight expl oded.

He cast hinmself back in time a few m nutes while sidestepping, sped uptine
whil e he drew his pistol, energed by Hans. The gun cracked and ki cked. The
Landsknecht's head geysered into pieces. Havig went back again, and across the
chanber.

Afterward he scarcely renenbered what happened. The battle was too short, too
ferocious. thers could do what he did, against him Coenraad wasn't

qui ck-wi tted enough, and died. Mriarty vani shed fromHavig's sight as the
latter arrived. Mendoza's gun bl asted, and Havig sprang futureward barely in
time. Traveling, he saw Moriarty's shadow form appear. He backtracked, was
there at the instant, shot the man and twi sted off into time, away from
Mendoza.

Then the Mexican wasn't present. Havig slipped pastward

-a night when the famly slept at peace under CGod-to gasp air and let the
sweat stop spurting, the |inmbs stop shaking. At last he felt able to return
and scan the period of combat in detail. Beyond a certain point, not |ong
after the beginning, he found no Mendoza.

The fell ow nust have gone way uptimnme, maybe to the far side of the Judgnent,
for help.

This meant fast action was vital. Havig's friends could not tine-hop. The
eneny woul d be, no, were handi capped by the difficulty of reaching a precise
goal w thout a chronolog. But they could cast around, and wouldn't m ss by
nmuch.

Havig rejoined Earth at the earliest possible second. Mriarty threshed about,
yamering angui sh, |ike those nen outside whom he, perhaps, had been the one
to shoot. Never mind him The Byzantines huddl ed together. Bardas |ay dead,
two ot hers wounded in crossfire.

"I come to save you," Havig said into the reek of powder and fear, into their
unconpr ehendi ng gl azed-eye shock. He

drew the sign of the cross, right to left in Othodox style. "In the nane of
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. In the nane of the Virgin
Mary and every saint. Come with me, at once, or you die."

He hel ped Xenia rise. She clung to him face buried agai nst his breast,
fingers clutching. He runpled the | ong black hair and remenbered how he a
child would grasp at a father bound for death. Across her shoul der he snapped:
"l oannes, Ni cephorus, you look in the best shape. Carry your |ady Anna. The
rest of you who're hale, give aid to the hurt." English broke from him
"Goddammi t, we've got to get out of herel™

Numbl y, they obeyed. In the street he stopped to don the surcoat off a dead
Crusader. His pack he gave a man to carry. From another corpse he took a
sword. He didn't waste tine unbuckling the scabbard belt. That weapon

i ndi cated a high enough rank that his party wasn't likely to neet

i nterference.

Several streets down, dizziness overwhelned him He nust sit, head between
knees, till strength returned. Xenia knelt before him hands anxiously trying
to hel p. "Hauk," went her raw whisper. "Wh-wh-what's wong, dearest Hauk?"
"W're safe,” he finally said

Fromthe i mediate threat, at least. He didn't suppose the Eyrie would spend
man-years scouring Constantinople for himand these, once they had vani shed
into the multitudes. But he had still to safeguard their tonorrows, and his
own. The know edge gave hima glacial kind of resolution. He rose and |l ed them
further on their stunbling way.

"I left themat a certain nonastery,” he told nme (long afterward on his own
world line). "The place was janmed with refugees, but | foreknew it'd escape
attention. In the course of the next several days, local time, | nmade better
arrangenents. A sinple task-" he grinaced-"distasteful but sinple, to hijack
unidentifiable loot fromordinary Franks. | made presents to that nonastery,



and to the nunnery where | later took the wonen. This won favor for the people
I'd brought, special favor out of the hordes, because with ny donations the
nmonks and nuns coul d buy bread to feed their poor."

"What about the hordes?" | asked softly.

He covered his face. "Wat could | do? They were too many."

| gripped his shoulder. "They are always too many, Jack."

He sighed and snmiled a little. "Thanks, Doe."

| had exceeded ny day's tobacco ration, but the hour was far into night and ny
nerves required sone help. Drawing out ny pipe, | made an evil-snelling
cerenony of cleaning it. "Wat'd you do next?"

"Went back to the twentieth century-a different hotel-and slept a lot," he
said. "Afterward. . . well, as for nmy Byzantines, | could do nothing in their

i mediate futures. |1'd cautioned them against talking, told themto say they'd
just fled froma raid. After a 'saint' had rescued themfrom'denons,' it was
a safe bet they'd obey. But as fail-safe, | did not tell the men where | |ed

t he wonen.

"Further than that, no transportation being available, and me not wanting to
do anyt hi ng which nmight nmake them noticeable, ny best tactic was to | eave t hem
al one. The organi zed institutions where they were could care for them better
than I'd know how.

"Besides, | had to provide for nmy own survival."

| reaned the pipe with needless force. "Yes, indeed," | said. "Wat did you
do?"

He sipped his drink. While he dared not blur mind or senses, the occasiona
taste of Scotch was soothing. "I knew the | ast date on which | had publicly

been J. F. Havig," he told ne. "At the start of ny furlough, in 1965, in
conference with a broker of mine. True, there had been | ater appearances in

normal time, like ny 1969 trip to Israel, but those were brief. N neteen
sixty-five marked the end of what real continuity there was in ny official
persona. - Everything was in order, the broker told me. | didn't see how so

conplicated a financial and identity setup could be faked. Thus my existence
was safe up to that point."

"The Eyrie couldn't strike at you earlier? Wiy not?"

"Ch, they could appear at a previous nonent and lay a trap of sonme kind, no
doubt. But it couldn't be sprung till later. On

the whole, | doubted they'd even try that. None of themreally know their way
around the twentieth century, its upper echelons in particular, as | do;"
"You nean, an event once recorded is unalterable?"

Now his smile chilled ne. "I suspect all events are," he said. "I do know a
travel er cannot generate contradictions. |'ve tried. So have others, including
Wallis hinself. Let nme give you a single, personal exanple. Once in young
manhood | thought I'd go back downtinme, break my 'uncle's' prohibition, revea
to ny father what I was and warn hi m agai nst enlisting."

"And?" | breathed

"Doe, remenber that broken |leg of mne you treated?"

"Yes. Wiit! That was-"

"Uh-huh. | tripped on an electric cord sonebody had carelessly left at the top
of some stairs, the personal-tine day before | planned to set out. . . . Wen
| was well and ready to start afresh, | got an urgent call fromny trust

conpany and had to argue over assorted tedious details. Returning to Senlac, |
found ny nother had nade her final break with Birkelund and needed ny
presence. | | ooked at those two i nnocent babies he and she had brought into
this world, and got the message.”

"Does CGod intervene, do you think?"

"No, no, no. | suppose it's sinply a logical inpossibility to change the past,
same as it's logically inpossible for a uniformy colored spot to be both red
and green. And every instant in tine is the past of infinitely many other
instants. That figures.

"The pattern is. Qur occasional attenpts to break it, and our failures, are
part of it."



"Then we're nothi ng except puppets?”

"I didn't say that, Doe. In fact, | can't believe we are. Seens to me, our
free wifis nust be a part of the grand design too. But we'd better take care
to stay within the area of unknownness, which is where our freedomlies."
"Coul d this be anal ogous to, well, drugs?" | wondered. "A man mi ght
deliberately, freely take a chemi cal which grabbed hold of his m nd. But then
while its effects |asted, he would not be free."

"Maybe, maybe." Havig stirred in his chair, peered out into night, took

anot her small swal |l ow of whi skey. "Look, we may not have time for these

phi | osophi cal musings. Waffis's hounds are after me. If not in full cry,
surely at any rate alert for any spoor of me. They know somet hing of ny

bi ography. They can find out nore, and make spot checks if nothing else.”

"I's that why you avoided me, these past years of ny life?" | asked.

"Yes." Now he laid a conforting hand on ne. "Wile Kate |lived- You
under st and?"

| nodded dunbly.

"What | did," he said, hastening on to dry detail, "was return to that

sel fsane date of 1965, in New York, the last one |I could be reasonably sure
of . Fromthere | backtracked, laying a groundwork. It took a while. |I had to
make sure that what | did would be so hard to trace that Waffis woul dn't
assign the necessary man-years to the task. | worked through Sw ss banks,
several series of dunmies, et cetera. The upshot was that John Havig's fortune
got widely distributed, in the names of a nunber of people and corporations
who in effect are me. John Havig hinself, publicity-shy playboy, explained to
his hired financiers that this was because-never mnd. A song and dance which
sounded enough like a tax-fraud schene, though actually it wasn't, that they
were glad to wash their hands of me and to know not hi ng inportant.

"John Havig, you recall, thereupon quietly dropped out of circulation. Since
he had no intimates in the twentieth century, apart fromhis nother and his
ol d homet own doctor, only these would ever miss himor wonder nuch; and it was
easy to drop them an occasional reassuring letter."

"Postcards to me, mainly," | said. "You had ne wondering, all right." After a
pause: "\Were were you?"

"Havi ng covered ny tracks as well as mght be,’
Const anti nopl e. "

he answered, "I went back to

In the burnt-out husk of New Rome, order was presently restored. At first, if
not hi ng el se, troops needed water and food, for which | abor and sone kind of
civil governnent were needed, which neant that the dwellers could no | onger be
har

ried |ike vermin. Later, Baldwin of Flanders, lord over that fragment of the
Enpi re whi ch became his portion and included the city, desired to get nore use
than that out of his subjects. He was soon captured in war against the

Bul gari ans and died a prisoner, but the attitude of his brother and successor
Henry | was the sanme. A Latin king could oppress the Geeks, squeeze them
hum liate them tax themto poverty, dragoon theminto his corvées or his
armes. But for this he nmust allow them a neasure of security in their work
and their |ives.

Though Xenia was a guest, the nunnery was strict. She met Havig in a chilly
brick-wall ed gl oom under the di sapproving gaze of a sister. Robed in rough
brown wool, coifed, veiled, she was forbidden to touch her male visitor, let
al one seek his arnms, no matter how generous a benefacti on he had brought

al ong. But he saw her Ravenna eyes; and the garnents could not hide how she
had begun to grow and fill out; nor could every tone in her voice be
flattened, which brought back to himthe birds on countrysi de days with her
and her father- "Ch, Hauk, darling Hauk!" Shrinking back, drawi ng the

cross, starting to genuflect and hesitating a-trenble: "I . . . | beg your
pardon, your forgiveness, B-b-blessed One."

The old nun frowned and took a step toward them Havig waved wildly. "No, no,
Xenial" he exclained. "lI'mas nortal as you are. | swear it. Strange things



di d happen, that day |ast year. Maybe | can explain themto you |l ater. Believe

me, though, ny dear, |'ve never been anything nmore than a man."
She wept awhile at that, not in disappointnment. "I, I, 1"'mso g-glad. | mnean
you. . . you'll go to Heaven when you die, but-" But today he was not anong

her stiff stern Byzantine saints.

"How i s your nother?" Havig asked.

He could barely hear: "She. . . has taken the veil. She begs nme to do
1-1-likewise." The thin fingers twi sted together till nails stood white; the
| ook raised to himwas terrified. "Should I? | waited for you-to tell ne-"

"Don't get me wong, Doe," Havig said. "The sisters nmeant well. Their rule was
severe, however, especially considering the

unsureness when overlords both tenporal and spiritual were Catholic. You can

i magi ne, can't you? She | oved her God, and books had al ways been a main part
of her life. But hers was the spirit of classical antiquity, as she dreaned

t hat age had been-1 never found the heart to disillusion her. And her
upbringi ng- nmy influence too, no doubt-had turned her early toward the living
wor |l d. Even | acking that background, a round of prayer and obedi ence inside
the sane cloisters, nothing else till death opened the door-was never for her
The ghastly thing which had struck her did not take away her birthright, which
was to be a sun-child."

"What'd you do?" | asked.

"I found an elderly couple who'd take her in. They were poor, but | could help
them financially; they were childless, which made them extra gl ad, extra kind
to her; and he, a scribe, was a scholar of sorts. It worked out well."

"You made periodi c checkups, of course."

Havi g nodded. Gentl eness touched his mouth. "I had ny own projects going," he
said. "Still, during the next year or so of ny lifespan, the next three of
Xenia's, | went back fromtine to tine to visit her. The times got to be
oftener and oftener."

11

THE SHI P was a trimaran, and huge. Fromthe flying bridge, Havig | ooked across
a sweep of deck, beautifully grained hardwod whereon hat ches, cargo boons,
donkey engi nes, sun-power screens, and superstructure made a harnmoni ous whol e.
There was no brightwork; Maurai civilization, poor in netals, nust reserve
them for the nost basic uses. The cabins were shingled. Bougainvillea and
trunpet flower vines rioted over them At each forepeak stood a carven figure
representing one of the Trinity-Tanaroa Creator in the mddle, a columm of
abstract synbols; Lesu Haristi holding his cross to starboard; to port,
shar k-t oot hed Nan, for death and the dark side of life.

But they were no barbarians who built and crewed this nerchantman. The triple
hul | was designed for ultimte hydrodynam c efficiency. The three great
A-frame nmasts bore sails, true, but these were of esoteric cut and acconpani ed
by vanes which got their own uses out of the wind; the entire rig was
continuously readjusted by snmall notors, which biological fuel cells powered
and a computer directed. The personnel were four kanakas and two wahi nes, who
wer e not overwor ked.

Captain Rewi Lohannaso hel d an engi neering degree fromthe University of
Wl |l antoa in N Zeal ann. He spoke several |anguages, and his Ingliss was not

t he debased dial ect of sone Merican tribe, but as rich and precise as Havig's
native tongue.

A stocky brown man in sarong and bare feet, he said, slowy for the benefit of
hi s passenger who was trying to naster the nodern speech: "W kept science
after technol ogy's worl dmachi ne broke down. Qur problemwas to find new ways
to ap

ply that science, on a planet gutted and poi soned. W've not wholly solved it.
But we have cone far, and | do believe we wifi go further."

The ocean rolled indigo, turquoise, aquamarine, and aglitter. \Waves rushed,
wavel et s chuckl ed. Sunlight fell dazzling on sails and on the wi ngs of an

al batross. A pod of whal es passed majestically across vision. The wi nd did not



pipe in the ears, at the speed of the ship before it, but lulled, brought
salty odors, stroked cool ness across bare sun-warned skins. Down on deck, a
young man, off duty, drew icy-sweet notes froma banboo flute, and a girl
danced. Their nude bodies were as goodly to see as a cat or a bl ooded horse.
"That's why you've done a grand thing, Brother Thomas," Lohannaso sai d.

"They' |l jubilate when you arrive." He hesitated. "I did not radio for an
aircraft to bring you and your goods to the Federation because the Admralty
m ght have obliged. And . . . frankly, dirigibles are faster, but |ess

reliable than ships. Their engines are feeble; the fireproofing anticatal yst
for the hydrogen is experinental ."

("I think that brought home to me as nuch as anything did, the truth about
Maurai society in its best days," Havig said to ne. "They were-will not be
back-to-nature cranks. On the contrary, beneath the easygoing affability, they
may well be nore devel opnent-m nded than the U S. A today. But they won't have
the fuel for heavier-than-air craft, anyhow not in their earlier stages; and
they won't have the heliumfor blinmps |like ours. W squandered so much of
everything.")

"Your discovery waited quite a few centuries," Lohannaso went on. "Wn't hurt
if it waits some extra weeks to get to Wllantoa."

("I'f 1 wanted to study the Maurai in depth, to | earn what percentage of what

Wall s said about themwas true and what was lies or blind prejudice, | needed
an entrée. Beginning when they first started becom ng an inportant factor in
the world, | could follow their history onward. But | had to nmake that

begi nning, fromscratch. | could pose as a Merican easily enough

-anong the countless dialects English had split into, mne would pass-but why
shoul d they be interested in one nore bar-

bari an? And |'d no hope of pretending to be froma semcivilized conmunity

whi ch they had trade relations wth.

VWll, | hit on an answer." Havig grinned. "Can you guess, Doe? No? Ckay.
Through a twentieth-century dumry | acquired a ness of radioi sotopes, like
Carbon 14. 1 left themwhere they' d be safe-their decay must be real-and noved
uptime. There | becane Brother Thomas, from an inland stronghold which had

preserved a nodi cumof learning. |1'd discovered this trove and decided the
Maurai should have it, so carted it myself to the coast. . . . You see? The
mai n thrust of their research was biological. It nmust be, both because Earth's

ecol ogy was in bad need of help, and because life is the sunpower converter
But they had no nuclear reactors to manufacture tracer isotopes whol esale. To
them ny 'find" was a godsend.")

"Do you think I'Il be accepted as a student?" Havig asked anxiously. "It would
mean a lot to my people as well as nme. But |'m such an outsider-"

Lohannaso laid an arm around his shoul der in the Maurai manner. "Never you
sweat, friend. First, we're a trader folk. W pay for value received, and this
val ue i s beyond ny guessing. Second, we want to spread know edge,

civilization, as wide as we can. W want allies ourselves, trained hands and
brains."

"Do you actually hope to convert the whol e of manki nd?"

"Belay that! Anyhow, if you nean, Do we hope to make everybody into copies of
us? The answer is, No. Mnd, I"'mnot in Parlianment or Adnmralty, but | follow
debates and | read the phil osophers. One trouble with the old machine culture
was that, by its nature, it did force people to become nore and nore alike.

Not only did this fall in the end-disastrously-but to the extent it succeeded,
it was a worse disaster." Lohannaso snote the rail with a mghty fist.
"Damation, Thomas! W need all the diversity, all the assorted ways of living
and | ooki ng and thinking, we can get!"

He | aughed and finished: "Inside of limts, true. The pirates have to be

cl eaned up, that sort of job. But otherwise- Well, this's getting too bl oody
sol emm. Al nost noon now. Let me shoot the sun and do ny arithmetic, then Tera
cones on duty

and you and I'lIl go have lunch. You haven't lived tifi you' ve sanpled ny
beer."



("I spent nore than a year anong the early Maurai," Havig told nme. "Being
eager to spread the gospel, they gave nme exactly the sort of education
needed for my purposes. They were dear, nerry peopl e-oh, yes, they had their
share of bad guys, and human failings and miseries, but on the whole, the
Federation in that century was a happy place to be.

("That wasn't true of the rest of the world, of course. Nor of the past. I'd
keep tinme-skipping to twentieth-century Wellington or Honol ulu, and catching
pl anes to Istanbul, and goi ng back to see how Xenia was getting on

("When at last | felt 1'd reached the point of dimnishing returns, as far as
that particular future nmilieu was concerned, |

cane once nore to Latin Constantinople. Xenia was ei ghteen

Shortly afterward, we married.")

O their life together, in the five years of hers which were granted them he
told me little. Well, | haven't much | care to tell either, of what really
mattered between Kate and ne.

He did nmention some practical problems. They were tripartite: supporting her
decently, getting along in the environment to which she was confined, and
stayi ng hidden fromthe Eyrie.

As for the first, his undertaking wasn't quite sinple. He couldn't start a
busi ness, in a world of guilds, nonopolies, conplicated regulations, and fol k
who even in a netropolis-before the printing press, regular mail service,

el ectroni ¢ communi cati ons-were as gossipy as villagers. It took him

consi derabl e research and effort to establish the persona of an agent for a
new y formed association of Dani sh nerchant adventurers, nore observer and
contact man than factor and thus not in conpetition with the Franks. Finance
was the |east of his worries; alittle gold, carried downtine, went a |ong
way. But he must have a pl ausi bl e explanation for his noney.

As for the second, he thought about nmoving a good, safe distance off, perhaps
to Russia or Western Europe, perhaps to N caea where a Byzantine nonarchy held
out and would, at last, regain Constantinople. But no, there was little good
and no safety. The Tartars were conming, and the Holy Inquisition. Sacked and
conquered, this great city neverthel ess offered as much as any place outside a
hopel essly alien Orient; and here Xenia was anong fam liar scenes, in touch
with friends and her nother. Besides, wherever they mght go, they would be
mar ked, she a Levantine who called herself a Roman, he something el se. Because
of his masquerade, they nore or less had to buy a house in Pera, where
foreigners customarily lived. But that town lay directly across the Gol den
Horn, with frequent ferries.

As for the third, he kept a low profile, neither conspicuously active nor
conspi cuously reclusive. He found a new pseudonym Jon Andersen, and trained
Xenia to use it and to be vague about her own origin. Helpfully, his Catholic
acquai ntances had no interest in her, beyond wonderi ng why Ser Jon had

handi capped hinself by marrying a heretical Geek. If he nust have her, why
not as a concubi ne?

"How much of the truth did you tell Xenia?" | inquired.

"None." Hs brows bent. "That hurt, not keeping secrets but lying to her. It
woul dn't have been safe for her to know, however, supposing she coul d' ve
grasped the idea . . . would it? She was al ways so open-hearted. Hard enough
for her to maintain the deceptions | insisted on, like the newidentity I
clained | needed if | was to work for a new outfit. No, she accepted ne for
what | said | was, and didn't ask about ny affairs once she realized that when
I was with her | didn't want to think about them That was true."

"But how did you explain her rescue?"

"I said |'d prayed to ny patron saint, who' d evidently responded in striking
fashion. Her menmory of the episode was blurred by horror and bew | dernment; she
had no trouble believing." He winced. "It hurt nme also, to see her I|ight
candi es and plead like a well-behaved child for the baby of her own that I
knew we coul d never have."



"Hm apropos religion, did she turn Catholic, or you go through the notions of
conversion to Othodoxy?"

"No. 1'd not ask her to change. There has not been a soul |ess hypocritica
than Xenia. To me, it'd have been a nminor fib, but I had to stay hal fway
respectable in the eyes of the Italians, Normans, and French; otherw se we
coul d never have maintai ned ourselves at a reasonabl e standard. No, we found
us an Eastern priest who'd performthe rite, and a Wstern bi shop who'd grant
me di spensation, for, hm an honorarium Xenia didn't care. She had
principles, but she was tolerant and didn't expect 1'd burn in hell,
especially if a saint had once ai ded me. Besides, she was deliriously happy."
He smiled. "I was the sanme, at first and nost of the tine afterward.”

Thei r house was nodest, but piece by piece she furnished and ornanented it
with the taste which had been her father's. Fromits roof you | ooked across
crowded Pera and shi ps upon the Golden Horn, until Constantinople rose in
wal I s and towers and dones, seeming at this distance nearly untouched. Inland
reached countrysi de where she | oved bei ng taken on excursions.

They kept three servants, not nmany in an age when | abor to do was abundant and
| abor to hire cane cheap. Havig got along well with his groom a raffish
Cappadoci an married to the cook, and Xenia spoiled their children. Housemaids
canme and went, thenselves taking considerable of the young wife's attention
our machi nery today spares us nore than physical toil. Xenia did her own
gardening, till the patio and a small yard behind the house becane a
fairyland. O herw se she occupi ed herself with needl ework, for which she had
unusual talent, and the books he kept bringing her, and her devotions, and her
superstitions.

"From nmy viewpoint, the Byzantines were as superstitious as a horse," Havig
said. "Magic, divining, guardianship against everything fromthe Evil Eye to

t he pl ague, omens, quack nedicines, |ove philters, you nane it, somebody swore
by it. Xeha's shibboleth is astrology. Well, what the deuce, that's done no
harm she has the basic commpn sense to interpret her horoscopes in a
reasonabl e fashi on-and we'd go out at night and observe the stars together

You could do that in a city as well as anywhere el se, before street |anps and
everlasting smog. She is nmore beautiful by starlight even than daylight. O
God, how I rnust fight nyself not to bring her a tel escope, just a small one!
But it would have been too risky, of course.”

"You did a remarkable job of, well, bridging the intellectual gap," | said.
"Not hi ng remarkable, Doc." H's voice, nmuted, caressed a nenory. "She

was-i s-younger than me, |I'd guess by a decade and a half. She's ignorant of a
ot that | know. But this works vice versa, renenber. She's famliar with the
ins and outs of one of the nmpbst glorious cosnopolises history will ever see.
The people, the fol kways, the lore, the buildings, the art, the songs, the
books-why, she'd read Greek classics ny age never did, that perished in the
sack. She'd tell ne about them she'd sit chanting those trenendous lines from

Aeschyl us or Sophocles, till lightnings ran up and down ny backbone; she'd get
us both drunk on Sappho, or howing with laughter out of Aristophanes. Know ng
what to look for, | often 'happened to find books in a bazaar. . . downtine."

He stopped for breath. | waited. "The everyday, too," he concluded. "Wen you
finished up in the office, weren't you interested in what Kate had been doi ng?
And then-" he | ooked away-"there was us. W were always in |ove."

She used to sing while she went about her household tasks. Riding past the
walls to the stable, he would hear those little mnor-key nel odies, floating
out of a window, suddenly sound very happy.

On the whole, he and she were comparatively asocial. Now and then, to keep up
his facade, it was necessary to entertain a Western merchant, or for Havig
alone to attend a party given by one. He didn't mnd. Mst of themweren't bad
men for their era, and what they told was interesting. But Xenia had all she
could do to conceal her terrified | oathing. Fortunately, no one expected her
to be a twentieth century-style graci ous hostess.

When she stepped fromthe background and well ed and sparkled with Iife was



when Eastern friends cane to dinner. Havig got away with that because Jon
Ander sen, advance man for an extrenely di stant conpany, nust gather

i nformati on where he could, hunting crumbs fromthe tables of Venice and
Genoa. He liked those persons hinmself: scholars, tradesnen, artists, artisans,
Xenia's priest, a retired sea captain, and nore exotic types, come on

di pl omacy or busi ness, whom he sought out-Russians, Jews of several origins,
an occasional Arab or Turk.

When he must go away, he both wel coned the change and hated the | oss of

i fespan which m ght have been shared with Xenia. Fairly frequent absences
were needed for himto stay in character. To be sure, a man's office was
normally in his house, but Jon Andersen's business would require himnot only
to go see other men in town, but irregularly to nmake short journeys by |and or
sea to various areas.

"Some of that was unavoidable, |ike accepting an invitation," he told nme. "And
once in a while, like every man regardl ess of how thoroughly married, | wanted
to drift around on ny own for part of a day. But mainly, you realize, |I'd go

uptime. | didn't-1 don't know what good it might do, but |1've got this feeling
of obligation to uncover the truth. So first 1'd project nyself to |stanbul
where | kept a false identity with a fat bank account. There/then I'd fly to
what ever part of the world was indicated, and head futureward, and continue ny
study of the Maurai Federation and civilization, its rise, glory, decline,
fail, and aftermath.”

Twi | i ght stole slow across the island. Beneath its highest hill, land |ay
darkling save where firefly lanterns gl omed anong t he homes of sea ranchers;
but the waters still glinmered. Wite against a royal blue which arched

westward toward Asia, seen through the boughs of a pine which a hundred years
of weather had nade into a bonsai, Venus gl eaned. On the verandah of Carelo
Keaji mu's house, snoke drifted fragrant froma censer. A bird sat its perch
and sang that intricate, haunting repertoire of nelodies for which nmen had
created it; yet this bird was no cageling, it had a place in the woods.

The old man nmurmured: "Aye, we draw to an end. Dying hurts. Nonethel ess the
forefathers were wise who in their nmyths nade Nan coequal with Lesu. A thing
whi ch endured forever woul d becone unendurabl e. Death opens a way, for peoples
as well as for people.™

He fell silent where he knelt beside his friend, until at |ast he said: "Wat
you rel ate nakes me wonder if we did not stamp our sigil too deeply."

("I"'d followed his life," Havig told ne. "He began as a brilliant young

phi | osopher who went into statecraft. He finished as an el der statesman who
wi thdrew to becone a phil osopher. Then | decided he could join you, as one of
the two normal -tine human beings | dared trust with ny secret.

("You see, I'mnot wise. | can skimthe surface of destiny for information
but can | interpret, can | understand? How am | to know what should be done,
or what can be done? |'ve scuttled around through a | ot of years; but Carelo
Keajimu |ived, worked, thought to the depths of ninety unbroken ones. | needed
his help.")

"That is," Havig said, "you feel that, well, one elenent of your culture is
too strong, at the expense of too much else, in the next society?"

"From what you have told ne, yes." H s host spent sone minutes in rumnation
They did not seemoverly long. "Or, rather, do you not have the feeling of a
strange dichotomy uptine, as you say . . . between two concepts which our
Maurai ideal was to keep in bal ance?"

Science, rationality, planning, control. Myth, the |liberated psyche, nman an
organi c part of a nature whose rightness transcends know edge and wi sdom

"It seens to me, fromwhat you tell, that the present over-valuation of
machi ne technol ogy is a passing rage," Keajimu said. "A reaction, not
unjustified. We Maurai grew overbearing. Wrse, we grew self-righteous. W
made t hat which had once been good into an idol, and thereby allowed what good
was left to rot out of it. In the name of preserving cultural diversity, we
tried to freeze whol e races into shapes which were at best nerely quaint, at



wor st grotesque and dangerous anachronisns. In the name of preserving ecol ogy,
we tried to ban work which could lay a course for the stars. No wonder the
Ruwenzorya openly order research on a thernonucl ear powerplant! No wonder

di saf fection at hone nakes us inpotent to stop that!"

Again a quietness, until he continued: "But according to your report, Jack ny

friend, this is a spasm Afterward the bulk of mankind will reject scientism
will reject science itself and only keep what ossified technology is needful
to maintain the world, They will beconme ever nore inward-turning,

contenpl ative, nystical; the common man will ook to the sage for
enlightenment, who hinself will ook into hinmself. Am 1 right?"

"I don't know," Havig said. "I have that inpression, but nothing nore than the
i mpression. Mstly, you realize, | don't understand so much as the | anguages.

One or two | can barely puzzle out, but |1've never had the tine to spare for
gai ning anything like fluency. It's taken ne years of lifespan to | earn what
little | have | earned about you Maurai. Uptinme, they' re further renoved from
ne.
"And the paradox is deepened,"” Keajinu said, "by the contrasting sights you
have seen. In the mddle of a pastoral |andscape, spires which hum and shi mer
with enigmatic energi es. Noiseless through otherw se enpty skies glide

enor nous ships which seemto be made | ess of netal than of force. And

the synbols on a statue, in a book, chiseled across a lintel, revealed by the
motion of a hand . . . they are nothing you can conprehend. You cannot inagine
where they came from Am| right?"

"Yes," Havig said nmiserably. "Carel o, what should |I do?"

"I think you are at a stage where the question is, Wat should I |earn?"
"Carelo, I, I'"'ma single man trying to see a thousand years. | can't! | just,
well, feel this increasing doubt. . . that the Eyrie could possibly bring
forth those machi ne aspects. . . . Then what wll?"

Keaj i mu touched him a noth-wi ng gesture. "Be calm A nman can do but little.
Enough if that little be right."

"What's right? Is the future a tyranny of a few technic masters over a
humanki nd that's turned | ofty-m nded and passive because this world hol ds
not hi ng except wetchedness? If that's true, what can be done?"

"As a practical politician, albeit retired," Keajinu said with that sudden
dryness which could always startle Havig out of a

mood, "Il suspect you are overlooking the nore grisly possibilities. Plain
despotismcan be outlived. But we Maurai, in our concentration on biology, may
have left a heritage worse than the pain it forestalls."

"What ?" Havig tensed on his straw mat.

"Edged netal may chop firewood or living flesh," Keajim declared. "Expl osives
may cl ear away rubbl e or inconvenient human beings. Drugs-well, | wll tell
you this is a problemthat currently troubles our governnent in its npst
secret councils. W have chem cals which do nore than soothe or stinulate.
Under their influence, the subject cones to believe whatever he is told. In
detail. As you do in a dream supplying every necessary bit of color or sound,
happi ness or fear, past or future.

To what extent dare we adninister these potions to our key troubl emakers?

"I amalnmost glad to learn that the hegenony of the Federation wifi go under
before this issue beconmes critical. The guilt cannot, therefore, be ours.™
Keaj i mu bowed toward Havig. "But you, poor tinme wanderer, you nust think
beyond the next century. Come, this evening know peace. Observe the stars
tread forth, inhale the incense, hear the songbird, feel the breeze, be one
with Earth."

| sat alone over a book in ny cottage in Senlac, Novermber 1969. The ni ght

outside was brilliantly clear and ringingly cold. Frostflowers grew on ny
wi hdowpanes.
A Mozart synphony lilted froma record player, and the words of Yeats were on

nmy |lap, and a finger or two of Scotch stood on the table by ny easy chair, and
sometines a nmenory crossed ny mind and smled at ne. It was a good hour for an



ol d man.

Knuckl es thumped the door. | said an uncharitable word, haul ed my body up
constructed excuses while | crossed the rug. My tenper didn't inprove when

Fi ddl esti cks slipped between ny ankles and nearly tripped me. | only kept the
damm cat because he had been Kate's. A kitten when she died, he was now near
his ending- As | opened the door, winter flowed in around nme. The

ground beyond was not snow covered, but it was frozen. Upon it stood a nan who
shivered in his inadequate topcoat. He was of nedium height, slim blond,
sharp-featured. Hi s age was hard to guess, though furrows were deep in his
face.

Hal f a decade without sight of himhad not dimed nmy nmenories. "Jack!" |

cried. A wave of faintness passed through ne.

He entered, shut the door, said in a | ow and uneven voice, "Doc, you' ve got to
help ne. My wife is dying."

12
"CH LLS AND FEVER, chest pain, cough, sticky reddish sputumyes, sounds |ike
| obar pneunonia,"” | nodded. "What's

scarier is that devel opnent of headache, backache, and stiff neck. Could be
meningitis setting in."

Seated on the edge of a chair, nouth withing, Havig inplored, "Wat to do? An
anti biotic-"

"Yes, yes. |'mnot enthusiastic about prescribing for a patient 1'll never
see, and letting a layman give the treatnment. | would definitely prefer to
have her in an oxygen tent."

"I could ferry-" he began, and slunped. "No. A big enough gas contai ner weighs

too much. "
"Well, she's young," | consoled him "Probably streptonmycin will do the
trick.” I was on ny feet, and patted his stooped back. "Rel ax, son. You've got

time, seeing as how you can return to the instant you left her.”

"I"'mnot sure if | do," he whispered; and this was when he told me everything
t hat had happened.

In the course of it, fear struck me and |I blurted nmy confession. Mdrre than a
decade back, in conversation with a witer out California way, | had not been
able to resist passing on those hints Havig had gotten about the Maurai epoch
on his own early trips thence. The culture intrigued nme, what tiny bit | knew
| thought this fellow, trained in speculation, mght interpret sonme of the
puzzl es and paradoxes. Needless to say, the information was presented as sheer
playing with ideas. But presented it was, and when he asked ny permi ssion to
use it in some stories, 1'd seen no reason not to agree.

"They were published,"” | said mserably. "In fact, in one of them he even
predi cted what you'd discover |ater, that the Maurai woul d nmount an undercover
operation agai nst an underground attenpt to build a fusion generator. What if
an Eyrie agent gets put on the track?"

"Do you have copi es?" Havig demanded.

| did. He skinmmed them A neasure of relief eased the lines in his
countenance. "I don't think we need worry," he said. "He's changed nanmes and
other itens; as for the gaps in what you fed him he's guessed wong nore
often than right. If anybody who knows the future should chance to read this,

it'll look at nmost |ike one of science fiction's occasional close-to-target
hits." His laugh rattled. "Wich are nade on the shotgun principle, remenber!
But | doubt anybody will. These stories never had wide circulation. They

soon dropped into conplete obscurity. Tinme agents wouldn't try to scan the
whol e mass of what gets printed. Assuredly, Wallis's kind of agents never
woul d. "

After a noment: "In a way, this reassures nme. | begin to think |I've been
over - anxi ous toni ght. Since nothing untoward has happened thus far to you or
your relative, it scarcely will. You've doubtless been checked up on, and

di smssed as of no particular inportance to ny adult self. That's a major
reason |'ve let a long tinme pass since our |ast neeting, Doc-your safety. This
ot her Anderson-why, |'ve never net himat all. He's a connection of a



connection.”

Again a silence until, grimy: "They haven't even tried to strike at ne
through nmy nother, or bait a trap with her. | suppose they figure that's too
obvious, or too risky in this era they aren't famliar with-or too

somet hi ng-or-other-to be worthwhile. Stay discreet, and you should be okay.
But you've got to help nme!l™

-Night was grizzled with dawmn when at |last | asked: "Wy come to ne? Surely
your Maurai have nore advanced medicine."

"Yeah. Too advanced. Nearly all of it preventive. They consider drugs as first
aid. So, to the best of my know edge, theirs are no better than yours for
somet hing |ike Xenia's case."

| rubbed my chin. The bristles were stiff and nade a scratchy noise. "A ways

did suspect there's a natural limt to chenotherapy,” | remarked. "Damm, |'d
like to know what they do about virus diseases!"

Havig stirred stiffly. "Well, give ne the anpoul es and hypodermic and I'lIl be
on ny way," he said.

"Easy, easy," | ordered. "Renenber, I'mno longer in practice. | don't keep
hi gh- powered materials around. W' ve got to wait till the pharmacy opens-no,
you will not hop ahead to that minute! | want to do a bit of thinking and

studying. A different antibiotic m ght be indicated; streptonycin can have
side effects which you' d be unable to cope with. Then you need a little
teaching. 1'Il bet you've never made an injection, let alone nursed a

conval escent. And first off, we both require a final dose of Scotch and a | ong
snooze. "

"The Eyrie-"

"Relax," | said again to the haggard man in whom | could see the
despair-shattered boy. "You just got through deciding those bandits have | ost
interest in me. If they were onto your arrival at this point in tine,
they' d' ve been here to collar you already. Correct?"

H s head noved heavily up and down. "Yeah. | s'pose.”

"I sympathize with your caution, but I do wish you' d consulted ne at an
earlier stage of your wife's illness.”

"Don't 1?7 . . . At first, seened like she'd only gotten a bad cold. They're
tougher then than we are today. Infants die like flies. Parents don't invest
our kind of love in a baby, not till it's past the first year or two. By the
same token, though, if you survive babyhood the chances are you'll throw off
| ater sicknesses. Xenia didn't go to bed, in spite of feeling poorly, till
overnight-" He could not finish

"Have you checked her personal future?" | asked.

The sunken eyes sought nme while they fought off sleep. The exhausted voice
said: "No. |'ve never dared."

Nor will | ever know how wel | -founded was his fear of foreseeing when Xenia
would die. Did ignorance save his freedom or nerely his illusion of freedon?
| know not hing except that he stayed with me for a pair of days, dutifully
resting his body

and training his hands, until he could mnister to his wife. In the end he
sai d good-by, neither of us sure we would cone together again; and he drove
his rented car to the city airport, and caught his flight to Istanbul, and
went pastward with what | had given him and was captured by the Eyrie men.

It was |ikew se Novenber in 1213. Havig had chosen that nonth out of 1969
because he knew it would be inclenment, his enemies not likely to keep a

st akeout around nmy cottage. Along the Golden Horn, the weather was |ess
extreme. However, a chill had bl own down from Russia, gathering rain as it
crossed the Bl ack Sea. For defense, houses had nothing better than charcoa
brazi ers; hypocausts were too expensive for this climte and these straitened
times. Xenia's slight body shivered, day after day, until the gerns awoke in
her 1ungs.

Havig frequently nmoved his Istanbul lair across both mles and years. As an
extra saTety factor, he always kept it on the far side of the strait fromhis



hone. Thus he nust take a creaky-oared ferry, and wal k fromthe dock up
streets nearly deserted. In his left hand hung the chronolog, in his right was
clutched a flat case containing the life of his girl. Raindrops spattered out
of a |l owering grayness, but the m sts were what drenched his Franki sh cl oak
tunic, and trousers, until they clung to his skin and the cold gnawed i nward.
H s footfalls resounded holl ow on slickened cobbl estones. CGutters gurgled. Dm
am dst swirling vapors, he glinpsed hinmself hurrying down to the waterfront,
hooded agai nst the danp, too frantic to notice hinmself. He would have been
absent a quarter hour when he returned to Xenia. Though the time was about
three o' clock in the afternoon, already darkness seeped from bel ow

H s door was closed, the shutters were bolted, wan | anplight shone through
cracks.

He knocked, expecting the current maid-Eulalia, was that her name?-to lift the
atch and grunble himin. She'd be surprised to see him back this soon, but
the hell wth her.

H nges creaked. d oom gaped beyond. A nman in Byzantine robe and beard occupi ed
t he doorway. The shotgun in his grasp

bul ked nonstrous. "Do not nove, Havig," he said in English. "Do not try to
escape. Renenber, we hold the woman."

Save for an ikon of the Virgin, their bedroomwas decorated in gaiety. Seen by
what light trickled in a glazed wi ndow, the painted flowers and beasts jeered.
It was wong that a | anb shoul d ganbol above Xenia where she lay. She was so
small and thin in her nightgown. Skin, drawn tight across the frail bones, was
like newfallen snow dappled with blood. Her nouth was dry, cracked, and
gunmed. Only the hair, tunbling | oose over her bosom and the huge frightened
eyes had luster.

The man in East Roman gui se, whom Havig did not know, held his left armin a
practiced grip. Juan Mendoza had the right, and smirked each tinme he put
backward pressure on the elbow joint. He was dressed in Wstern style, as was
Wacl aw Krasi cki, who stood at the bedside

"Where are the servants?" Havig asked mechanically.

"We shot them" Mendoza sai d.

"What - "

"They didn't recognize a gun, so that wouldn't scare them W couldn't let a
squawk warn you. Shut up."

The shock of knowi ng they were dead, the hope that the children had been
spared and that an orphanage m ght take themin, struck Havig dully, like a

bl ow on flesh injected with painkiller. Xenia's coughing tore himtoo much.
"Hank, " she croaked, "no, Jon, Jon-" Her hands lifted toward him
strengthl ess, and his were caught inmmobile.

Krasicki's broad visage had noticeably aged. Years of his |ifespan nust have
passed, uptime, downtinme, everywhen an outrage was to be engineered. He said
in frigid satisfaction:

"You may be interested to know what a |l ot of work went on for how | ong,
tracki ng you down. You've cost us, Havig."

"Why. . . did. . . you bother?" the prisoner got out.

"You did not imagine we could | eave you alone, did you? Not just that you
killed nmen of ours. You're not an ignorant |lout, you' re smart and therefore
dangerous. |'ve been giving this job ny personal attention."”

Havi g t hought drearily: What an overestimate of ne.

"We nust know what you' ve been doing," Krasicki continued. "Take ny advice and
cooperate."

"How di d you-?"

"Plenty of detective work. We reasoned, if a Geek fanmily was worth to you
what you did, you'd keep in touch with them You covered your trail well, |
admt. But given our linited personnel, and the problenms in working here, and
everything el se we had to do throughout history-you needn't feel too smug
about your five-year run. Naturally, when we did close in, we chose this
nmonent for catching you. The whol e nei ghborhood knows your wife is seriously



ill. W waited tifi you went out, expecting you' d soon be back." Krasick

gl anced at Xenia. "And cooperative, no?"

She shuddered and barked, as an abandoned dog had barked while her father was
slain. Blood colored the nucus she cast up

"Christ!" Havig screaned. "Let ne go! Let ne treat her!"

"Who are they, Jon?" she pleaded. "Wat do they want? Were is your saint?"
"Besi des," Mendoza said, "Pat Mriarty was a friend of mne." He applied
renewed pressure, barely short of fracturing.

Through the ragged darknesses which pain rolled across him Havig heard

Krasicki: "If you behave, if you cone along with us, not nmaking trouble, okay,
we'll leave her in peace. |I'll even give her a shot fromthat kit | guess you
went to fetch."

"That. . . isn't. . . enough. . . . Please, please-"

"It's as nmuch as she'll get. | tell you, we've already wasted whol e man-years

on your account. Don't nake us waste nmore, and take added risks. Look, would
you rat her we broke her arns?"

Havi g sagged and wept.

Krasi cki kept his prom se, but his insertion of the needl e was clunmsy and

Xenia shrieked. "It's well, it's well, mnmy darling, everything's well, the
saints watch over you," Havig cried fromthe far side of a chasm which roared.
To Krasicki: "Listen, let me say good-by to her, you've got to, I'll do

anyt hing you ask if you let me say good-by."

Krasi cki shrugged. "Okay, if you're quick."

Mendoza and the other man kept their hold on Havig while he stooped above his
girl. "l love you," he told her, not knowing if she really heard hi mthrough
the fever and terror. The munmy lips that his touched were not those he
remenber ed.

"Al'l right," Krasicki said, "let's go."

Upti me bound, Havig | ost awareness of the nen on either side of him They had

substance to his senses, |ike his own body, but only the shadowifickers in
the roomwere real. He saw her abandoned, reaching and crying; he saw her
becorme still; he saw soneone who nust have grown worried and broken down the

door step in, days later; he saw confusion, and then the chanber enpty, and
then strangers in it.

So he mght have resisted, wified hinself to stay in normal tinme at their
first stop for air, an inertness which his captors could not nmove. But there
are ways to erode any will. Better not arrive at the Eyrie crippled alike in
body and spirit, ready for whatever mght occur to Caleb Waffis. Better keep
the capability of revenge.

That thought was vague. The whol e of himwas drowned in her death. He scarcely
noti ced how t he shadows shifted-the house which had been hers and his torn
down for a larger, which caught fire when the Turks took Pera, and was
succeeded by building after building filled with faces and faces and faces,
until the final incandescence and the drifting radioactive ash- nor their halt
anong ruins, their flight across the ocean, their further journey to that
future where the Sachem waited. In himwas nothing except Xenia, who saw him
vani sh and | ay back to die al one, unshriven

Whi |l e sumer bl anketed the Eyrie in heat and brazen light, the tower room
where Havi g was confined stored cool dimess in its bricks. It was bare save
for a washstand, a toilet, a mattress, and two straight chairs. A single

wi ndow gave upon the castle, the countryside, the peasants at |abor for their
mast ers. Wien you had | ooked out into yonder sunshine, you were blind for a
whi | e.

A wire rope, welded at the ends, stretched five feet froma ring | ocked around
his ankle to a staple in the wall. That suf

ficed. Atine traveler bore along whatever was in direct contact with him
such as clothing. In effect, Havig would have had to carry away the entire
keep. He did not try.

"Sit down, do sit down," Caleb Wallis urged.



He had planted his broad bottomin one of the chairs, beyond reach of his
prisoner. Black, epauletted uniform neatly conbed gi ngery whi skers, bare pate
were an assertion of |ordship over Havig's grined archaic clothes, stubbly

j aws, bl oodshot and mnurk-encircled eyes.

Waffis waved his cigar. "I'mnot necessarily mad at you," he said. "In fact, |
ki nd of adm re your energy, your cleverness. I'd like to recall themto ny
side. That's how cone | ordered the boys to I et you rest before this
interview | hope the chow was good? Do sit down."

Havi g obeyed. He had not ceased to feel nunb. During the night he had dreaned
about Xeni a. They were bound sonewhere on a great trimaran whose sails turned
into wings and lifted them up anong stars.

"We're private here,” Wallis said. An escort waited beyond the door, which
stood thick and shut. "You can talk free."

"Supposing | don't?" Havig replied.

The eyes which confronted himwere like bullets. "You will. |I'ma patient man,
but | don't aimto let you monkey any further with my destiny. You're alive
because | think maybe you can give us sone conpensation for the harm you' ve
done, the trouble you've caused. For instance, you know your way around in the
later twentieth century. And you have nmoney there. That could be mghty

hel pful. It better be."

Havi g reached inside his tunic. He thought dully: How undramatic that a

new made w dower, captive and threatened with torture, should be unbathed, and
on that account should stink and itch. He'd remarked once to Xenia that her
bel oved cl assical poets left out those touches of aninmal reality; and she'd
shown hi m passages in Honmer, the playwights, the hymers, oh, any nunber of
themto prove himwong; her forefinger danced across the |lines, and bees
humred anong her roses.

"I gather you were keeping a wench in Constantinople, and

she fell sick and had to be let go," Walls said. "Too bad. | synpathize, kind
of. Still, you know, lad, in a way you brought it on yourself. And on her."
The big bald head swayed. "Yes, you did. I"'mnot telling you God has puni shed
you. That could be, but nature does give people what they deserve, and it is
not fitting for a proper white man to bind hinself to a female like that. She
was Levantine, you know. Wi ch means nongrel - Armeni an, Asiatic, hunky, spig,
Jew, probably a touch of nigger-" Again WAllis's cigar noved expansively.

"M nd, 1've nothing against you boys having your fun," he said with a jovial
wi nk. "No, no. Part of your pay, | guess, sanpling damm near anyone you want,
when you want her, and no nonsense afterward out of her or anybody else." He
scowl ed. "But you, Jack, you married this'n."

Havig tried not to listen. He failed. The voice booned in on him

"There's nore wongness in that than neets the eye. It's what | call a
synmbolic thing to do. You bring yourself down, because a m xed-breed can't
possi bly be raised to your level. And so you bring down your whole race." The
tone harshened. "Don't you understand? It's always been the curse of the white
man. Because he is nore intelligent and sensitive, he opens hinmself to those
who hate him They divide himagainst hinself, they feed himlies, they slide

their sliny way into control of his own homel ands, till he finds he's gotten
allied with his natural eneny against his brother. Ch, yes, yes, |'ve studied
your century, Jack. That's when the conspiracy flowered into action, wecked
the worl d, unlocked the gates for Mong and Maurai. . . . You know what | think

is one of the nost awful tragedies of all time? Wen two of the greatest

geni uses the white race ever produced, its tw possible saviors fromthe Slav
and the Chinaman, were lured into war on different sides. Douglas McArt hur
and Adolf Hitler."

Havi g knew an instant later, first with slight surprise, next with a hot

sati sfaction-that he had spat on the floor and snapped: "If the General ever
heard you say that, | wouldn't give this for your life, Wallis! Not that it's
worth it anyway."

Surprisingly, or maybe not, he provoked no anger. "You

prove exactly what | was tal king about." The Sachem s manner verged on sorrow.



"Jack, 1've got to nmake you see the plain truth. I know you have sound
instincts. They've only been buried under a stack of cunning lies. You' ve seen
that nigger enpire in the future, and yet you can't see what ought to be done,
what nust be done, to put mankind back on the right evolutionary road."

Waffis drew upon his cigar tifi its end gl oned beacon-red, exhal ed pungent
snoke, and added beni gn-voiced: "OF course, you're not yourself today. You've
lost this girl you cared about, and like | told you, |I do synpathize." Pause.
"However, she'd be |ong dead by now regardl ess, wouldn't she?"

He grew utterly intense. "Everybody dies,"” he said. "Except us. | don't
beli eve we travelers need to. You can be anong us. You can live forever.
Havig resisted the wish to reply, "I don't want to, if you're included in the
deal ." He waited.

"They're bound to find immortality, far off in the world we're buil di ng,

Wallis said. "I"'mconvinced. I'Il tell you something. This is confidenti al

but either | can trust you eventually or you die. |I've been back to the close
of Phase One, nore thoroughly than 1'd been when | wote the nmanual. You
renmenmber |1'I1 be old then. Saggi ng cheeks, rheuny eyes, shaky liver-spotted
hands . . . not pleasant to see yourself old, no, not pleasant." He stiffened.
"This trip | |earned sonething new At the end, | am going to di sappear.

wi Il never be seen any nore, aside fromny one short visit |'ve already paid
to Phase Two. Never. And |ikew se a nunber of ny chief lieutenants. | didn't

get every nane of theirs-no use spending lifespan on that-but | wouldn't be
bow ed over if you turned out to be anong them™

Faintly, the words pricked Havig' s returning apathy. "Wat do you suppose wifi
have happened?" he asked.

"Why, the thing | wote about," Waffis exulted. "The reward. Qur work done, we
were called to the far future and nmade young forever. Like unto gods."

In the sky outside, a crow cawed.

The trumpet note died fromWlls's words. "I hope you'l

be included, Jack," he said. "I do. You' re a go-getter. | don't mnd admitting
your tal k about your experiences on your own hook in Constantinople was what
gave Krasicki the idea of our raid. And you did valuable work there, too,

bef ore you went crazy. That was our best haul to date. It's given us what we
need to expand into the period. Believe ne, Caleb Wallis is not ungrateful
"Sure," he purred, "you were shocked. You cane new to the hard necessities of
our m ssion. But what about Hiroshima, hey? What about some poor honesick
Hessian |l ad, sold into service, dying of lead in his belly for the sake of
Ameri can i ndependence? Come to that, Jack, what about the men, your conrades
in arns, who you killed?

"Let's set themagainst this girl you happened to get infatuated with. Let's
chal k of f your services to us against the harm you' ve done. Even-Steven,
right? Okay. You nust've been busy in the years that followed. You nust've
collected a lot of information. How about sharing it? And | eading us to your
noney, signhing it over? Earning your way back into our brotherhood?"
Sternness: "Or do you want the hot irons, the pincers, the dental drills, the
skilled attentions of professionals you know we got-till what's left of you
obliges me in the hope I'Il let it die?"

Ni ght entered first the room then the wi ndow. Havig gazed stupidly at the
recorder and the supper which had been brought him until he could no | onger
see them

He ought to yield, he thought. Walls could scarcely be Iying about the future
of the Eyrie. If you can't lick "em join 'em and hope to be an influence for
nmercy, in the nane of Xenia's timd ghost.

Yet if-for exanple-Walls | earned about the Maurai psychodrugs, which the
Maur ai thensel ves dreaded, and sent men uptinme- Well, Julius Caesar butchered
and subjugated to further his political career. In the process he laid the
keel of Western civilization, which inits turn gave the world Chartres

Cat hedr al ,

St. Francis of Assisi, penicillin, Bach, the Bill of Rights, Renbrandt,



astronony, Shakespeare, an end to chattel slavery, Coethe, genetics, Einstein,
worman suf frage, Jane Addanms, man's footprints on the moon and man's vision
turned to the stars . . . yes, also the nuclear warhead and totalitariani sm
the autonobile and the Fourth Crusade, but on the whole, on balance, in an
aspect of eternity- Dared he, mere Jack Havig, stand against an entire

t oror r ow

for the sake of a little bel oved dust?

Coul d he? An executioner would be comng to see if he had put sonething on

t ape.

He had better keep in nmind that Jack Havig counted for no nore in eternity

t han Doukas Manasses, or Xenia, or anybody.

Except: he did not have to give the eneny a free ride. He could make them burn
nmore of their lifespans. For whatever that m ght be worth.

A hand shook him He groped his way out of uneasy sleep. The pal mcl apped onto
his mouth. In blackness: "Be quiet, you fool," whispered Leonce.

13

A PENCI L FLASHLI GHT cane to life. Its beam probed until the iron sheened on
Havig's ankle. "Ah," she breathed. "That's how they bottle you? Like

reckoned. Hold this." She thrust the tube at him Dizzy, rocked by his

heart beat, scarcely believing, he could not keep it steady. She said a bad
word, snatched it back, took it between her teeth, and crouched over him A
hacksaw began to grate.

"Leonce-mny dear, you shouldn't-" he stammered.

She uttered an angry grunt. He swallowed and went silent. Stars glistened in
the w ndow.

When the cable parted, leaving himwith only the circlet, he tottered erect.
She snapped off the light, stuck the tube in her shirt pocket-otherw se, he
had glinpsed, she wore jeans and hi king shoes, gun and knife-and grasped hi m
by the upper arns. "Listen," she hissed. "You skip ahead to sunrise. Let 'em
bring you breakfast before you return to now. Got nme? W want "emto think you
escaped at a later hour. Can you carry it off? If not, you re dead."

"Il try," he said faintly.

"Good." Her kiss was brief and hard. "Be gone."

Havi g noved uptine at a cautious pace. Wen the wi ndow turned gray he energed,
arranged his tether to | ook uncut to a casual glance, and waited. He had never
spent a | onger hour.

A commoner guard brought in a tray of food and coffee. "Hello," Havig said

i nanel y.

He got a surly look and a warning: "Eat fast. They want to talk to you soon."
For a sick instant, Havig thought the nman would stay and watch. But he
retired. After the door had sl ammed, Havig nust sit down for a minute; his
knees woul d not upbear him

Leonce- He gul ped the coffee. WII and strength resurged. He rose to travel
back ni ght ward

The light-gleamalerted himto his noment. As he entered normal time, he heard
a hoarse murnur across the room

"-Can you carry it off? If not, you' re dead."

"IN try. "

"Good." Pause. "Be gone."

He heard the little rush of air ifihing a vacuum where his body had been, and
knew he had departed. "Here | am" he called | ow.

"Huh? Ah!" She nust see better in the dark than he, because she cane directly
to him "All 'kay?"

"Yes. Maybe."

"No chatter," she conmmanded. "They may decide to check these hours, 'spite of
our stunt. Here, hold nmy hand an' slip downtinme. Don't hurry yourself. | know
we'll make it. | just don't want "emto find out how "

Part of the Eyrie's training was in such sinultaneous travel. Each felt a
resistance if starting to nove "faster"” or "slower" than the partner, and



adj usted the chronokinetic rate accordingly.

A few nights earlier, the chanber was unoccupi ed, the door unlocked. They

wal ked down shadow stairs, across shadow courtyard, through gates which, in
this period of unchallenged reign, were usually left open. At intervals they
nmust emerge for breath, but that could be in the dark. Beyond the | owered
drawbri dge, Leonce | engthened her stride. Havig wondered why she didn't sinply
go to a day before the castle existed, until he realized the risk was too
great of encountering others in the vicinity. Alot of nen went hunting in the
primeval forest which once grew here.

Dazed with fatigue and grief, he would do best to follow her |ead. She'd
gotten himfree, hadn't she?

She really had. He needed a while to conceive of that.

They sat in the woods, one sumer before Col unbus was born. The trees, oak and
el mand birch mngled together, were gigantic; their fragrance filled the air,
their | eaves cast green shadows upon the nearly solid underbrush around them
Sonmewher e a woodpecker drunmed and a bl uejay scol ded. The fire gl owed | ow

whi ch Leonce had built. On an inprovised spit roasted a grouse she had brought
down out of a thousandfold flock which they startled when they arrived.

"I can never get over it," she said, "what a wonderful world this is before
machi ne man screws things up. | don't think a lot o' the H gh Years any nore.
|'ve been then too often.”

Havi g, | eaned against a bole, had a brief eerie sense of déja vu. The cause
cane to him this setting was not unlike that alnost a m |l ennium hence, when
he and she- He regarded her nore closely than hitherto. Mahogany hair in a

ki nd of Dutch bob, suntan faded, the Skula' s weasel skull |eft behind and the
bi g body in boyish garb, she m ght have cone straight fromhis honme era. Her
Engl i sh had | ost nost of the d acier accent, too. O course, she still went
arnmed, and her feline gait and haughty bearing hadn't changed.

"How | ong for you?" he inquired.

"Since you left me in Paris? 'Bout three years." She frowned at the bird,
reached and turned it above the coals.

"I"'msorry. That was a shabby way to treat you. Wy did you want to spring
ne?"

Her scow deepened. "S pose you tell me what happened.”

"You don't know?" he exclaimed in amazenent. "For heaven's sake, if you
weren't sure why | was under arrest, how could you be sure | didn't deserve-"
"Talk, will you?"

The story stunbled forth, in bare outline. Now and then, during it, the tilted
eyes sought him but her countenance renmai ned expressionless. At the end she
said: "Well, seems ny hunch was right. | haven't thrown away much. WAs gettin'
nmore an' nore puked at that outfit, as | saw how it works."

She m ght have offered a word for Xenia, he thought, and therefore he matched

her brusqueness: "I didn't believe you' d object to a spot of fighting and
robbery."

"Not if they' re honest, strength 'gainst strength, wits 'gainst wits. But
those . . . jackals . . . they pick on the helpless. An' for sport nore'n for

gain." In a kind of |eashed savagery, she probed the fow w th her knife
point. A drop of fat hit the coals; yellow flame sputtered and fl ared.
"'Sides, what's the sense o' the whol e business? Wy should we try to fasten
machi nes back on the world? So Cal Walls can be pronmpted to God j.g.?"

"When you learned 1'd been | ocated and was being held, that touched off the
rebel i on which had been gathering in you?" Havig asked.

She didn't reply directly. "I went downtine, |ike you' d guess, found when the
roomwas enpty, went uptinme to you. First, though, 1'd spent some days future
o' that, not to seeminvolved in your escape. Ha, ever'body was runnin' 'round
like guillotined chickens! | planted the notion you nmust've co-opted a
traveler while you were in the past." The broad shoulders lifted and dropped.
"Well, the hooraw bl ew over. Evidently it didn't seemworth nentionin' to the
earlier Walls, on his inspection tour. Wiy admt a failure? H s next

appear ance beyond your vani shment was years ahead, an' nothin' awful had



happened nmeanwhile. You didn't matter. Nor will 1, when | never return fromny
furlough. | s'pose they'll reckon | died in an accident." She chuckled. "I do
like sports cars, an' drive like a bat out 0' Chicago."

"I'n spite of, uh, opposing a restoration of nmachi ne society?" Havig wondered.
"Well, we can enjoy it while we got it, can't we, whether or not it'll last or
ought to?" She observed himsteadily, and her tone bl eakened. "That's ' bout

all we can do, you an' ne. Find ourselves sone nice hidey-holes, here an'
there in space-tine. Because we're sure not goin' to upset the Eyrie."
"I"'mnot certain its victory is predestined," Havig said. "Maybe w shful
thinking on ny part. After what |'ve seen, however-" H s earnestness hel ped
cover the enptiness in himwhere Xenia had been. "Leonce, you do wong to put
down science and technol ogy. They can be m sused, but so can everything.

Nat ure never has been in perfect bal ance-there are many nore extinct species
than live-and primtive man was quite

as destructive as nodern. He sinply took |longer to use up his environnent.
Probably Stone Age hunters exterm nated the giant mammal s of the Pl eistocene.
Certainly farmers with sickles and digging sticks wore out what started as the
Fertile Crescent. And nearly all mankind died young, from causes that are

prevent abl e when you know how. . . . The Maurai will do nore than rebuild the
foundation of Earth's life. They'll nmake the first attenpt ever to create a
bal anced environnment. And that'll only be possible because they do have the
scientific know edge and neans."

"Don't seemlike they'll succeed."

"I can't tell. That nysterious farther future . . . it's got to be studied."

Havi g rubbed his eyes. "Later, later. Right nowl'mtoo tired. Let ne borrow
your Bowi e after lunch and cut some boughs to sleep on for a week or three."
She noved, then, to conme kneel before himand |lay one hand on his neck, run
fingers of the other through his hair. "Poor Jack," she murnmured. "I been kind
o' short with you, haven't |? Forgive. Was a strain on ne also, this gettin'
away an'- Sure, sleep. W have peace. Today we have peace."

"I haven't thanked you for what you did," he said awkwardly. "I1'Il never be
able to thank you."

"You bugbrain!" She cast arnms around him "Wy do you think I haul ed you out

o' there?"

"But - but-Leonce, |'ve seen ny wife die-"

"Sure," she sobbed. "How!l . . . I'd like to go back .

an' neet that girl. If she made you happy- Can't be, | know Well, I'll wait,
Jack. As long as needful, I'lIl wait."

They weren't equipped to stay nore than a short while in ancient America. They
coul d have gone uptine, bought gear, ferried it back. But after what they had
suffered, no idle idyll was possible for them

More inportant was the state of Havig's being. The wound in himheal ed sl owy,
but it healed, and left a hard scar: the resolve to make war upon the Eyrie.
He didn't think it was nmerely a desire for vengeance upon Xenia's nurderers.
Leonce assuned this, and | eagued hersel f

wi th himbecause a d aci er womman stood by her nan. He admitted that to a
degree she was correct. (Is the inpulse always evil? It can take the form of
exacting justice.) Mainly, he believed that he believed, a brigand gang mnust
be done away with. The ghasthnesses it had al ready nmade, and woul d nmake, were
unchangeabl e; but could not the sum of that hurt be stopped from nounti ng,
could not the remoter future be spared?

"A thing to puzzle over," he told Leonce, "is that no time travelers seemto
be born in the Maurai era or afterward. They m ght stay incognito, sure, sane
as the majority of them probably do in earlier history-too frightened or too
crafty to reveal their uniqueness. Nevertheless . . . every single one? Hardly
sounds pl ausi ble, does it?"

"Did you investigate?" she asked.

They were in a md-twentieth-century hotel. Kansas City banged and wi nked
arotind them early at night. He was avoiding his forner resorts until he



could be sure that Walls's nmen woul d not discover these. The | anplight gl owed
soft over Leonce where she sat, knees drawn close to chin, in bed. She wore a
transl ucent peignoir. O herw se she gave himno sign that she was anyt hing
nmore in her heart than his sisterlike conpanion. A huntress |earns patience, a
Skul a l earns to read soul s.

"Yes," he said. "lI've told you about Carelo Keajimu. He has connections across
the globe. If he can't turn up a travel er, nobody can. And he drew bl ank."
"What does this nean?"

"I don't know, except- Leonce, we've got to take the risk. W' ve got to make
an expedition uptine of the Maurai."

Agai n practical problens consuned |ifespan

Thi nk. One epoch does not suddenly and entirely replace another. Every trend
is blurred by nunberl ess counter-currents. Thus, Martin Luther was not the
first Protestant in the true sense-doctrinal as well as political-of that
word. He was sinply the first who made it stick. And his success was built on
the failures of centuries, Hussites, Lollards, Albigensians, on and on to the
heresi es of Christendom s dawn; and those had

origins nore ancient yet. Likew se, the thernonucl ear reactor and associ ated
machi nes were introduced, and spread wi dely, while nysticismout of Asia was
denying, in mllions of mnds, that science could answer the questions that
mat t er ed.

If you want to study an epoch, in what year do you begi n? You can nove through
time, but once at your goal, what have you besi des your feet for crossing
space? Where do you shelter? How do you eat?

It took a number of quick trips futureward to find the start of a plan
Details are uninportant. On the west coast of thirty-firstcentury North
America, a hybrid Ingliss-Murai-Spanyol had not evolved too far for Havig to
grope his way along in it. He took back a grammar, a dictionary, and assorted
readi ng material. By individual concentration and rmutual practice, he and
Leonce acquired some fluency.

Enough at omi c- power ed robot-crewed comerce brought enough visitors from
overseas that two nore obvious foreigners would attract no undue attention
This was the nore true because Sanci sco was a favorite goal of pilgrimges;
there the guru Duago Samito had had his revel ati on. Nobody believed in
mracles. People did believe that, if you stood on the man-scul ptured hills
and | ooked down into the chalice which was the Bay, and | et yourself becone
one with heaven and earth and water, you could hope for insight.

Pilgrinms needed no credit account in the financial world-nmachine. The age was,
in its austere fashion, prosperous. A wayside househol der could easily spare
the food and sl eeping roomthat would earn virtue for himand travelers' tales
for his children.

"If you seek the Star Masters-" said the dark, gentle man who housed t hem one
night. "Yes, they keep an outpost nigh. But surely sone are in your |and."
"We are curious to see if the Star Masters here are |like those we know at
hone," Havig replied. "I have heard they nunber many kinds."

"Correct. Correct."

"It does not add undue kil onmeters to our journey."

"You need not walk there. A call wifi do." Havig's host indicated the

hol ogr aphi ¢ communi cat or which stood in a corner of a room whose proportions
were as alien-and as satisfying- to his guests as a Japanese tenple woul d have
been to a nedieval European or a Gothic church to a Japanese.

"Though | doubt their station is manned at present,"” he continued. "They do
not come often, you know "

"At |east we can touch it," Havig said.

The dark man nodded. "Aye. A full-sense savoring. . . aye, you do well. Go in
Cod, then, and be God, happily."

In the norning, after an hour's chanting and neditation, the famly returned
to their daily round. Father hand-cultivated his vegetabl e garden; the reason



for that seened nore |ikely depth-psychol ogi cal than econonic. Mt her
continued her work upon a paramat hematical theoremtoo esoteric for Havig to
grasp. Children i mersed thenselves in an el ectronic educational network which
m ght be planetwi de and night involve a kind of artificial tel epathy. Yet the
house was small, unpretentious except for the usual scrinshaw and Oriental
sweep of roof, nearly alone in a great tawny hill scape.

Trudgi ng down a dirt road, where dust whoofed around her boots while a
many- ar med aut omat on whi spered through the sky overhead, Leonce sighed:
"You're right. I do not understand these people.”

"That could take a lifetinme," Havig agreed. "Sonething new has entered
history. It needn't be bad, but it's surely new"

After a space he added: "Has happened before. Could your paleolithic hunter
really understand your neolithic farmer? How nuch alike were a man who |ived
under the divine right of kings and a man who |ived under the welfare state?
don't always foll ow your mind, Leonce."

"Nor | yours." She caught his hand. "Let's keep tryin'.
"It seens-" Havig said, "I repeat, it seems-these Star Msters occupy the

ul tra-mechani zed, energy-fl ashing bases and the enormous flying craft and
everything el se we've glinpsed which contrasts so sharply with the rest of
Earth. They cone

irregularly. Gtherwi se their outposts lie enpty. Does sound like tine

travel ers, hey?"

"But they're kind.o', well, good. Aren't they?"

"Therefore they can't be Eyrie? Wiy not? In origin, anyhow. The grandson of a
conquering pirate may be an enlightened king." Havig marshal ed his thoughts.
"True, the Star Masters act differently fromwhat one woul d expect. As near as
| can make out-remenber, | don't follow this nodern | anguage any nore cl osely
than you do, and besides, there are a mllion taken-for-granted concepts
behind it-as near as | can make out, they conme to trade: ideas and know edge
nmore than material goods. Their influence on Earth is subtle but pervasive. My
trips beyond this year suggest their influence will grow, till a new
civilization-or post-civilization-has arisen which | cannot fathom™

"Don't the locals describe 'emas bein' sonetinmes human an' sonetinmes not?"

"I have that inpression too. Maybe we've garbled a figure of speech.”

"You'll make it out," she said.

He gl anced at her. The gl ance lingered. Sunlight lay on her hair and the tiny
drops of sweat across her face. He caught the friendly odor of her flesh. The
pilgrims robe nolded itself to long |inbs. Tineless above a cornfield, a
red-w nged bl ackbi rd whi st ed.

"We'll see if we can," he said.

She smil ed.

Clustered spires and subtly curved domes were deserted when they arrived. An
invisible barrier held themoff. They nmoved uptine. When they glinpsed a ship
anong the shadows, they halted.

At that point, the vessel had nade groundf all. The crew were com ng down an
i material ranp. Havig saw nmen and wonen in close-fitting garnents which
sparkled as if with constellations. And he saw shapes which Earth coul d never
have brought forth, not in the age of the dinosaurs nor in the |ast age when a
swol l en red sun would burn her barren

A shei |l backed thing which bore claws and nothing identifia

ble as a head conversed with a man in notes of nusic. The man was | aughi ng.
Leonce screamed. Havig barely grabbed her before she was gone, fleeing
downt i me.

"But don't you see?" he told her, over and over. "Don't you realize the marvel
of it?"

And at last he got her to seek night. They stood on a high ridge. Uncountable
stars gl eamed from horizon to zenith to horizon. Often a neteor flashed. The
air was cold, their breath snoked wan, she huddled in his enbrace. Quietness
encl osed them "the eternal silence of yonder infinite spaces.™



"Look up," he said. "Each of those lights is a sun. Did you think ours is the
single living planet in the universe?"

She shuddered. "VWhat we saw"

"What we saw was different. Magnificently different." He searched for words.
H s whol e youth had borne a vision which hers had known only as a | egend. The
fact that it was not forever lost sang in his blood. "Were el se can newness,
adventure, rebirth of spirit, where el se can they cone from except difference?
The age beyond the Maurai is not turned inward on itself. No, it's begun to
turn further outward than ever nmen did before!™

"Tell me," she begged. "Help ne."

He found hinself kissing her. And they sought a place of their own and were
one.

But there are no happy endings. There are no endings of any kind. At nost, we
are given happy nonents

The norni ng cane when Havi g awakened besi de Leonce. She slept, warm and sil ky
and nmusky, an armthrown across his breast. This time his body did not desert
her. Hi s thinking did.

"Doc," he was to tell me, his voice harsh with desperation, "I could not stay
where we were-in a kind of Renai ssance Eden-1 couldn't stay there, or anywhere
el se, and | et destiny happen.

"I believe the future has taken a hopeful direction. But how

can | be sure? Yes, yes, the nane is Jack, not Jesus; ny responsibility mnust
end somewhere; but exactly where?

"And even if that was a good eon to be alive in, by what route did nen arrive
t here? Maybe you renmenber, | once gave you mny opinion, Napol eon ought to have
succeeded in bringing Europe together. This does not mean Hitler ought to
have. The chi nmey stacks of Bel sen say different. \What about the Eyrie?"

He roused Leonce. She girded herself to fare beside her man.

They m ght have visited Carelo Keajinu. But he was, in a way, too innocent.
Though he lived in a century of disintegration, the Maurai rule had al ways
been m|d, had never provoked our organized unpity. Furthernmore, he was too
prom nent, his lifetine too likely to be watched.

It was insignificant me whom Jack Havig and Leonce of Wahorn sought out.
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APRIL 12, 1970. Were | dwelt that was a day of new springing greenness wet
fromthe night's rain, clouds scudding white before a wind which ruffled the
puddl es in my driveway, earth cool and thick in ny fingers as | knelt and

pl anted bul bs of iris.

Gravel scrunched beneath wheels. A car pulled in, to stop beneath a great old
chestnut tree which dominated the lawn. | didn't recognize the vehicle and
swore a bit while | rose; it's never pleasant getting rid of sal esnmen. Then

t hey stepped out, and I knew hi mand guessed who he nust be.

"Doc!" Havig ran to hug nme. "God, I'mglad to see you!"

I was not vastly surprised. In the nonths since |ast he was here, | had been
expecting himback if he lived. But at this mnute | realized how nuch I'd
fretted about him

"How s your wife?" | asked.

The joy died out of his face. "She didn't live. I'Il tell you about it

later."

"Ch, Jack, I'msorry-"

"Well, for me it happened a year and a half ago." Wen he turned to the rangy

redhead approaching us, he could again snile. "Doc, Leonce, you' ve both heard
pl enty about each other. Now neet."

Li ke him she was careless of ny nuddy handclasp. | found it at first an
unsettling encounter. Never before had | seen soneone fromout of time; Havig
didn't quite count. And, while he hadn't told me nuch concerning her, enough
of the otherness had cone through in his narrative. She did not think

or act or exist renotely like any woman, any hunman creature, born into ny
epoch. Did she?



Yet the huntress, tribal councior, she-shaman, casual |over and unrepentant
killer of-how many?-men, wore an ordi nary dress and, yes, nylon stockings and
hi gh- heel ed shoes, carried a purse, smled with a deftly |ipsticked nouth, and
said in English not too different frommny own: "How do you do, Dr. Anderson?
have | ooked forward to this pleasure."

"Come on inside," | said weakly. "Let's get washed and, and I'Il make a pot of
tea."

Leonce tried hard to stay demure, and failed. Wile Havig tal ked she kept

| eaving her chair, prowing to the windows and peering out at ny quiet
residential street. "Calmdown," he told her at length. "W checked uptine,
renmenber? No Eyrie agents.™

"We couldn't check every minute," she answered.

"No, but-well, Doc, about a week hence I'll phone you and ask if we had any
trouble, and you'll tell me no."
"They could be readyin' sonethin',

Leonce sai d.

"Unlikely." Havig's manner was a bit exasperated; obviously they'd been over
this ground before. "W're witten off. |'"mcertain of it."

"I s'pose | got nervous habits when | was a girl."

Havi g hesitated before he said, "If they are after us, and onto Doe's being

our contact, wouldn't they strike through hin? Well, they haven't." To ne:
"Hard to admit |'ve knowi ngly exposed you to a hazard. It's why | avoid ny
not her . "

"That's okay, Jack." | attenpted a laugh. "G ves me an interesting hobby in ny
retirement."”
"Well, you will be all right," he insisted. "I nade sure."

Leonce drew a sharp breath. For a time nothing spoke except the soughing in
t he branches outside. A cloud shadow cane and went.

"You mean," | said at last, "you verified I'll live quietly till | die."

He nodded.

"You know the date of that," | said.

He sat unnovi ng.

"Well, don't tell me," I finished. "Not that |'m scared. However, |'d just as
soon keep on enjoying nyself in the ol d-fashioned nortal style. | don't envy

you-that you can lose a friend tw ce."
My teakettle whistled.

"And so," | said after hours had gone by, "you don't propose to stay passive?
You nean to do somnething about the Eyrie?"

"I'f we can," Havig said | ow.

Leonce, seated beside him gripped his arm "What, though?" she al nost cried.
"I been uptine nyself-quick-like, but the place is bigger'n ever, an' | saw
Cal wallis step froman aircraft

-they got robotic factories built by then-an' he was gettin' old but he was
there." Fingers crooked into talons. "Nobody'd killed the bastard, not in that
whol e while."

I lunmped my pipe. Wehad eaten, and sat anong ny books and pictures, and I'd
decl ared the sun sufficiently near a nonexistent yardarmthat whi skey m ght be
poured. But in those two remained no sinple enjoynment of a call paid on an old
acquai ntance, or for her a new one; this had faded, the underlying grief and
anger stood forth |ike stones.

"You have no conpl ete account of the Eyrie's future career,” | said.

"Well, we've read Walls's book and listened to his words," Havig answered. "W
don't believe he's lying. Hs kind of egotist wouldn't, not on such a topic."
"You miss ny point." | wagged ny pipestemat them "The question is, Have you
personal |y made a year-by-year inspection?"

"No," Leonce replied. "Originally no reason to, an' now too dangerous." Her
gaze steadied on ne. She was a bright lass. "You aimn' at somethin', Doctor?"
"Maybe." | scratched a match and got ny tobacco lit. The snmall hearthfire
woul d be a confort in ny hand. "Jack, |'ve spent a |lot of thought on what you



told me on your previous visit. That's natural. | have the leisure to think
and study and- You've come back in the hope |I might have an idea. True?"

He nodded. Beneath his shirt he quivered.

"I have no grand solution to your problens,” | warned them "Wat | have done
is ponder a remark you made: that our freedomlies in the unknown."

"Go on!" Leonce urged. She sat with fists cl enched.

"Well," | said between puffs, "your |atest account kind of reinforces ny
notion. That is, Waffis believes his organization, nodified but basically the
thing he founded, he believes it will be in essential charge of the
post - Maurai world. Wat you've discovered there doesn't nake this seem any too
pl ausi bl e, hey? Ergo, sonewhere, somewhen is an inconsistency. And. . . for
what happened i n between, you do merely have the word of Caleb Waffis, who is
vai ngl ori ous and was born nore than a hundred years ago."

"What's his birth got to do with the matter?" Havig demanded.

"Quite a bit," | said. "Qurs has been a bitter century. Hard | essons have been
| earned which Waffis's generation never needed, never imagi ned. He may have
heard about concepts |ike operations analysis, but he doesn't use them they
aren't in his marrow. "

Havi g tensed.

"Your chronol og gadget is an exanple of twentieth-century thinking," |
continued. "By the way, what becane of it?"

"The one | had got left in Pera when . . . when | was captured,” he replied.
"I imagi ne whoever acquired the house later threw it out or broke it apart for
junk. O maybe feared it might be nmagical and heaved it in the Horn. |I've had
new ones nade."

A thrill passed through ne, and | began to understand Leonce the huntress a
l[ittle. "The nen who took you, even a fairly sophisticated man |ike that
Krasicki, did not think to bring it along for exam nation," he said. "Wich
illustrates nmy point nicely. Look, Jack, every time traveler hits the bl oody
nui sance of targeting on a desired nmonent. To you, it was a matter of course
to consider the problem decide what would solve it-an instrument-and find a
conpany whi ch was able to accept your commi ssion to invent the thing for you."
| exhaled a blue plunme. "It never occurred to Wallis," | fin-

i shed. "To any of his gang. That approach doesn't conme natural to them"

Si | ence descended anew.

"Well," Havig said, "I amthe latest-born traveler they found prior to the
Judgnent . "
"Uh- huh,"” | nodded. "Take advantage of that. You've nade a begi nning, in your

research beyond the Maurai period. It may seemincredible to you that Walls's
peopl e haven't done the sane kind of in-depth study. Remenber, though, he's
froma tine when foresight was at a nmininmuma time when everybody assuned

| oggi ng and strip-mning could go on forever. It was the century of Cerk
Maxwel I, yes-1'mthinking mainly of his work on what we call cybernetics-and
Babbage and Peirce and Ri cardo and C ausewitz and a slew of other thinkers
whomwe're stifi living off of. But the seeds those m nds were planting hadn't
begun to sprout and flower. Anyhow, like many tinme travelers, it seenms, Wallis
didn't stay around to share the experiences of his birth era. No, he had to
skite off and becone the al m ghty supernman.

"Jack, fromthe painfully gathered |earning of the race, you can profit."

Leonce seened puzzled. Well, ny phil osophy was new to her too. The nan had
grown al t oget her absorbed. "What do you propose?" he asked | ow
"Not hi ng specifically," | answered. "Everything generally. Concentrate nore on

strategy than tactics. Don't try to canpaign by your |one selves against an
organi zation; no, start a better outfit."

"Where are the nenbers com ng fron®"

"Everywhere and everywhen. Walls showed a degree of imagination in his
recruiting efforts, but his methods were crude, his outl ook parochial. For

i nstance, surely nore travelers are present that day in Jerusalem Hi s agents
| at ched onto those who were obvious, and quit. There nust be ways to attract
the notice of the rest.”



"Well . . . rn-rn-rn . . . | had been giving thought to that nyself." Havig
cupped his chin. "Like rnaybe passing through the streets, singing lines frorn
the G eek nmass-"

"And the Latin. You can't afford grudges.” | gripped rny pipe hard. "Another
poi nt. Why rnust you stay this secretive? Ch, yes, your 'uncle' self was
right, as far as he went. A child revealed to be a tine travel er woul d' ve been
inafairly horrible bind. But you' re not a child any |onger

"Moreover, | gather, Wallis considers ordinary persons a |l esser breed. He's

| abel ed them ' commoners,' hasn't he? He keeps themin subordinate positions.
Al'l he's acconplished by that has been to wall their brains off fromhirn
"I"ve done a little quiet sounding out, at places |ike Hol berg Coll ege and

Ber kel ey. There are good, responsible scholars at Berkeley! | can nanme you
rnen and wornen who'll accept the fact of what you are, and respect your

confi dence, and hel p you, sanme as ne."

"For why?" Leonce wonder ed.

Havi g sprang fromhis chair and stormed back and forth across the roomas he
gave her the bl azing answer which had broken upon him "To open the world,
darlya! Qur kind can't be born only in the West. That doesn't make sense.

Chi na, Japan, India, Africa, America before the white man cane-we' ve got the
whol e of humanity to draw on! And we-" he stuttered in his eagerness-"we can

| eave the bad, take the good, find the young and, dammt, bring themup right.
My God! Who cares about a wetched gang of bullies uptinme? W can nmake the
future!”

It was not that sinple, of course. In fact, they spent nore than ten years of
their lifespans in preparing. True, these included their private concerns.
When | saw them next (after his one tel ephone call), briefly in March, they
behaved toward each other |ike any happily | ong-married couple. Nonethel ess,
that was a strenuous, perilous decade.

Even nore was it a period which demanded the hardest thought and the subtl est
realism The gathering of Havig's host would have used every year that

remai ned in his body, and still been inconplete, had he not gone about it
along the lines | suggested. Through nme he net those nenbers of think tanks
and faculties | had bespoken. After he convinced them they in turn introduced
himto chosen coll eagues, until he had an exceedi ngly hi gh-powered advi sory
team (Several have later quit their careers, to go into different work or
retirement. It puzzles their associates.) At intervals | heard about their
progress. The met hods they devel oped for maki ng contact-through nuch of the
hi story of much of the world-would fill a book. Mst failed; but enough
succeeded.

For exanple, a searcher |ooked around, inquired discreetly around, after
peopl e who seenmed to have what ever kind of unusual ness was | ogical for a
traveler residing in the given mlieu. A shaman, village witch, |ocal nonk
with a record of hel ping those who appealed to himor her by especially
practical mracles. A peasant who flourished because sonmehow he never planted
or harvested so as to get caught by bad weather. A merchant who nade
correspondi ngly lucky investnents in ships, when storns and pirates caused
heavy attrition. A warrior who was an uncatchable spy or scout. A boy who was
said to counsel his father. Once in a while, persons |like these would turn out
to be the real thing. . . . Then there were ways of attracting their heed
such as being a wandering fortuneteller of a peculiar sort.

To the greatest extent possible, the earliest traveler recruits were trained
into a cadre of recruiters, who wasted no energy in being uptime overl ords.
Thus the finding of folk could snowball. Here, too, nethods were avail able
beyond the purview of a ni neteenth-century American who regarded the twentieth
as decadent and every other culture as inferior. There are nodern ways to get
a new | anguage into a mind fast. There are ancient ways, which the West has
negl ected, for devel opi ng body and senses. Under the |ash of wars,
revol uti ons, invasions, and occupations, we have | earned how to form

di scipline, protect, and use a band of brothers-systematically.



Above everything el se, perhaps, was today's concept of working together. |
don't mean its totalitarian version, for which Jack Havig had total | oathing,
or that "togetherness," be it in a corporation or a comune, which he

despi sed. | nean an

enlightened pragmati smthat rejects self-appointed aristocrats, does not
bel i eve received doctrine is necessarily true, stands ready to hear and wei gh
what anyone has to offer, and maintains well-devel oped channels to carry al

i deas to the | eadershi p and back agai n.

Qur age wifi go down in fire. But it will leave gifts for which a later
mankind will be grateful

Now finding tinme travel ers was a barebones begi nning. They had to be

organi zed. How? Way should they want to | eave home, accept restrictions, put
their lives on the |line? Wat would keep them when they grew tired or bored or
fearful or |onesone for renmenbered | oves?

The hope of fellowship with their own kind would draw many, of course. Havig
could gain by that, as Walls had done. It was insufficient, though. Wallis had
a variety of further appeals. Gven the resources of his group, a man saw the
worl d brought in reach and hardly a linit put on atavistic forns of

sel f-indul gence. To the intelligent, Wallis offered power, grandeur, a
chance-a duty, if you let yourself be convinced, which is gruesonely easy to
do-to becone part of destiny.

Then there were those who wanted to | earn, or be at the highest nonents of
manki nd' s achi evenent, or sinply and honorably enjoy adventuring. To them
Havi g coul d prom se a better deal

But this would still not give notive to wage war on the Eyrie. Monstrous it

m ght be, the average travel er woul d concede; yet npst governnents, nost
institutions have in their own ways been nonstrous. Wat threat was the
Sachen?

"Setting up indoctrination courses-" Havig sighed to me. "A nasty word, that,
isn't it? Suggests browbeating and i ncessant propaganda. But honest, we just
want to explain. We try to nake the facts clear, so our recruits can see for
t hensel ves how the Eyrie is by its nature unable to | eave thembe. It's not
easy. You got any ideas on how to show a sanurai of the Kanmakura Period that
the will of anybody to rule the world, anybody whatsoever, is a direct nenace
to hin? I'mhere mainly to see what ny anthropol ogi sts and semantici sts have
come up

with.-Meanwhile, well, okay, we've got other pitches too, like primtive
loyalty to chief and conrades, or the fun of a good scrap, or . . . well, yes,
the chance to get rich, in permssible ways. And, for the few, a particular
dream "

At that, | envied himthe challenge of his task. |magine:

finding, and afterward forging nmutuality between a Confucian teacher, a
boomer ang- wi el di ng kangaroo hunter, a Polish school boy, a nedieval
Mesopot am an peasant, a West African ironsmith, a Mexican vaquero, an Eskino
girl. . . . The very effort to assenble that kal ei doscope nay have been his
greatest strength. Such people did not need to | earn nuch about the Eyrie
before they realized that, for nost of themas tinme travelers, Havig's was the
only gane in town.

They got this prelimnary training in scattered places and eras. Afterward
they were screened for trustworthiness; the neans were a weird and wonderfu
pot pourri. The dubi ous cases-a mnor percentage-were brought to their hone

| ocations, guided to their hone years, paid off, and bidden farewell. They had
not received enough information about the eneny to contact it; generally they
lived thousands of mles away.

The majority were led to the main base, for further training and for the work
of building it and its strength.

This was near where the Eyrie would be, but imensely far downtinme, in the

m ddl e Pl ei stocene. That precaution created problens of its own. The tenporal
passage was lengthy for the traveler, requiring special equipnent as well as
i nternedi ate resting places. Caches nust be established en route, and



everything ferried piece by piece, stage by slow stage. But the security was
worth this, as was the stronghold itself. It stood on a wooded hill, and

t hrough the valley below ran a nmighty river which Leonce told me shone in the
sunlight |ike bronze.

The search nethods had di scovered menbers of both sexes in roughly equa
nunbers. Thus a community devel oped-kept childl ess, except for its youngest
menbers, nevertheless a comunity which found an identity, |aws and
precedences and cerenoni es and stories and nysteries, in a nere few years, and
was bound together by its squabbles as well as its |oves. And

this was Havig's real triunmph. The Sachem had created an armny; the man sworn
to cast himdown created a tribe.

| heard these things when Havig and Leonce paid ne that March visit. They were

then in the mdst of the work. Not till Al Hallows' Eve did | |earn the next
part of their story.
15

THE SHADOWS which were tine reeled past. They had form and col or, weight and
di stances, only when one energed for food or sleep or a hurried gulp of air.
Season after season blew across the hills; glaciers fromthe north ground
heights to plains and withdrew in a fury of snowstorms, |eaving |akes where
mast odon drank; the |akes thickened to swanps and finally to soil on whose
grass fed horses and canels, whose treetops were grazed by giant sloths, unti
the glaciers returned; mld weather renewed saw those earlier beasts no nore,
but instead herds of bison which darkened the prairie and filled it with an
eart hquake drunroll of hoofs; the pioneers entered, coppery-skinned men who
wi elded ffint-tipped spears; again was a Great Wnter, again a G eat
Springtime, and now the hunters had bows, and in this cycle forest clained the
noraines, first willow and larch and scrub oak, later an endl ess cathedra
magni fi cence

-and suddenly that was gone, in a blink, the conquerors were there, grubbing
out a mllion stunps which the axes had left, plow ng and sow ng, reaping and
t hreshing, laying down trails of iron fromwhich at night could be heard a
rush and a I ong-drawn wail strangely |ike mastodon passing by.

Havig's group stopped for a last rest in the house of a young farner who was
no traveler but could be trusted. They needed it for a depot, too. It would
have been inpossible to go this far through time on this point of Earth's
surface without mniature oxygen tanks. Otherw se, they'd nore than once have
had to stop for air when the country | ay drowned, or been unable to because
they were under a mle of ice. Those were strong bar-

riers which guarded the secret of their nmain base fromthe Eyrie.

The equi pnent absorbed npbst of their mass-carrying ability. Here was a chance
to get weapons.

Lantern |ight glowed nellow on an oil cloth-covered kitchen table, polished

i ron and copper, stove where wood crackled to keep warm a gi ant pot of coffee.
Though the nearest neighbors were half an hour's horseback ride straight
across the fields, and screened off by trees, Oav Torstad nust always receive
his visitors after dark. At that, he was considered odd for the occasiona

m dni ght gleamin his wi ndows. But he was otherwi se a steady fellow nost
likely, the neighbors decided, now and then a bachel or woul d have trouble

sl eepi ng.

"You're already fixing to go agai n?" he asked.

"Yes," Havig said. "We've ground to cover before dawn, renenber."

Torstad stared at Leonce. "Sure don't seemright, a | ady bound for war."
"Where el se but by her man?" she retorted. Wth a grin:

"Jack couldn't talk ne out of it either. Spare your breath."

"Well, different tinmes, different ways," Torstad said, "but I'"'mglad | was
born in 1850." In haste: "Not that | don't appreciate everything you' ve done
for me."

"You' ve done nmore for us," Havig answered. "W grub-staked you to this place
strictly because we needed sonething of the kind close to where the Eyrie will



be. You assuned the ongoing risk, and the burden of keeping things hidden
and- No matter. Tonight it ends." He constructed a smle. "You can get rid of
what stuff we |eave behind, marry that girl you' re engaged to, and live the
rest of your days at peace.”

For a few seconds, behind Torstad's eyes, sonmething rattled its chains. "At

peace?" Abruptly: "You will come back, won't you? Tell me what happened?
Pl ease! "
"I'f we win," Havig said, and thought how many such promi ses he had left, how

many nore his followers nust have | eft, across the breadth and throughout the
duration of the spacetine they had roved. He junped fromhis chair. "Cone on
let's get the mlitary gear for our nmen. If you' Il hitch up a team we'd like
a wagon ride to the site. Let's nove!"

O hers were noving. They are. They wifi be.

It was no enornous host; it total ed perhaps three thousand. Sone two-thirds
were woren, the very young, the old, the handi capped: tine porters, nurses,
what ever ki nd of nonconbatants were required. But this was still too many to
gat her at one internediate station, making runors and traces which an eneny

m ght conme upon. Sinply bringing themall to America had been an endl essly
conpl ex problemin | ogistics and secrecy.

Beneath huge trees, in a year before Col unbus, sonme took a deer path. The
Dakot an who gui ded them woul d have beconme the next nedicine man of his tribe,
had a patient wanderer not found him The chronolog he carried, |ike other

| eaders el sewhere and el sewhen, would identify an exact place before he set it
for an equally precise instant.

Once during the eighteenth century, certain coureurs de bois nmade rendezvous
and struck off into the wilderness.

Not quite a hundred years after, the captain of a group explained to what few
white people he net that the governnent in Washi ngton wi shed a detail ed survey
prior to establishing a territory.

Later it becanme common if unofficial know edge that you saw Negroes

her eabout s-bri ef | y-because this was a station on the Underground Rail way.

In the 1920's one did not question furtive novenments and gatherings. It was
common if unofficial know edge that this was a favorite route for inporters of
Canadi an whi skey.

Later an occasional bus marked CHARTERED passed through the area, setting off
passengers and baggage in the mddle of the night, then proceeding with its
sign changed to NOT IN

SERVI CE
Toward the close of the century, a junbo jet lunbered aloft. The notley |ot of
humans aboard drew no special attention. "International Friendship Tours" were

an al nost everyday thing, as private organizations and subdivi si ons of
practically

every governnent snatched at any inmagi nable neans to help halt the dream dance
down to catastrophe.

Wel| afterward, ea fair-sized band of horsenmen trotted through the region
Their faces and accouternments said they were Mong. The invaders never did
establish themselves in these parts, so their early scouts were of no

i mport ance.

Havi g and his half dozen flashed back into normal tine.

H s chronol og had wi nked red an hour before sunrise, on New Year's Day in the
one hundred and seventy-seventh year of the Eyrie's continuous existence. The
sky | oomed darkling to the west, where stars and pl anets stood yet aglow, but
icegray in the east. Shadow ess light brought forth every brick of walls and
keep and towers; it glimered off w ndow gl ass and whitened frost upon
courtyard paving. Enormous stillness enclosed the world, as if all sound had
frozen in that cold which bit lungs and snoked from nostrils.

Thi s band had rehearsed what they nmust do often enough. Nonethel ess his gl ance
swept across them these his troopers chosen for the heart of the m ssion



They were dressed alike, in drab-green parkas, padded trousers tucked into

| eat her boots, helnets and weapons and equi prment -1 oaded belts. He knew their
faces better, their very gaits, after |ifespan years of conradeship: Leonce,
abl aze wi th eagerness, a stray ruddy | ock crossing the brow he had ki ssed;
Chao, Indhlovu, CGutierrez, Bielawski, Matuk ibn Nahal. For a pul sebeat their
hands remai ned cl asped together. Then they let go. He set down his chronol og.
They readied their guns ere the sentries at the battlenments should spy them
and cry out.

The odds favored surprise. The hinterland was firmy controlled, had been for
| ong years, would be for longer. Had not the Sachemverified this on his
journeys to his future selves? Mire and nore the Eyrie prospered, not alone in
wealth but in recruits to serve the great purpose. So one could be at ease
during a holiday. As many agents as possible took their furloughs in wnter,
to escape its gloomand cold. But the Sachem was al ways present for a New
Year, whose eve began with cerenonies and speeches, ended with revelry. Wo
could blanme a

guard if, in the bitterness before dawn, eyes bleared and |ids drooped?
"Ckay," Havig said; and: "I |love you, Leonce," he whispered. Her |ips w nged
across his. The band | oped to the door of that tower wherein dwelt Caleb
Vallis.

It was inmmovable. The wonan cursed: "-Cktai's tail, | didn' 'spec'-" Matuk's
.45 bl asted out the | ock. The noi se snote eardrunms and rang between the

sl eeping walls. A thought flashed through Havig. No combat operation goes
perfectly. My studies told ne, always allow a margin- But this was the one
part of the whole thing where slippage could nost readily throw himoff the
cliff.

He led their way inside. Behind them he heard a shout. Was it nore puzzled
than al arned, or did he delude hinself? Never mind. In the entryroom up the
stairs!

Soles clattered on stone. The inpact jarred through Havig' s shins, clear to
his teeth. Four were at his back, |eaping along a dusky skyward spiral
GQutierrez and Biel awski had taken station below, to guard main door and

el evator exit. Indhlovu and Chao peeled off on the second and third levels, to
capture the apartnents of a secretary-Havig didn't know who he currently
was-and Austin Caldwell. And here, next |anding, brass-bound, here bul ked the
portal to Wallis.

That wasn't secured. Nobody dared enter uninvited, unless they cane armed to
bring this whole creation dowmn. Havig flung the door wide.

Agai n he knew wai nscoting, furriness, heavy desk and chairs, photographs of
masters and nother. The air lay hot and danp. Frost blinded w ndowpanes,
maki ng twilight within. Maatuk whirled about to keep the entrance. Havig and
Leonce burst on into the suite beyond.

Wallis surged froma canopi ed doubl e bed. Havig was flickeringly shocked at
how t he past several |ifespan years had bitten the man. He was quite gray. The
face was less red than netted in broken veinlets, and sagged beneath its

wei ght. Horrible, somehow, because of being funny to see, was his nightshirt.
He groped for a pistol on an end table.

"Ya-a-a-ah!" Leonce screanmed, and | aunched herself in a flying | eap

Wai | s vani shed from sight. Likew se did she, her fingers upon him They
reappeared, rolling over and over across the floor, westling, he unable to
flee through time while she gripped himand set her will to stay in the now
Their breath rasped through the shrieks of some commoner girl behind the bed
draperies. Havig circled about, in search of a way to hel p. The grapplers were
wel | matched, and desperate. He saw no openi ng whi ch wasn't gone before he
coul d strike.

@unfire raged in the anteroom

Havig pelted to the inner door, flattened hinself, peered around the janb.
Maat uk sprawl ed novel ess. Above him Austin Cai dwell swayed, dripped bl ood,
wheezed air through torn lungs, while his revolver wavered in search of nore
foe-nmen. The old Indian fighter rmust have gotten the drop on Chao, or taken a



couple of bullets and slain himanyway, as Maatuk had then been slain- "You're
covered! Surrender!" Havig call ed.

"G . . . to. . . hell . . . traitor's hell. . . ." The Colt roared anew.
Across years Havi g renmenbered nmany ki ndnesses and rmuch grim swal | owi ng of pain
at what had seened to be horrors inescapable in the service of the Sachem He
recalled his own followers, and Xenia. He slipped a mnute uptinme while he
stepped into the doorway, emerged, and fired. His bullet clove air and
shattered the gl ass on Charl emagne's phot ograph. Cal dwel | had crunpl ed.
Expl osi ons racketed down in the yard, throughout keep and ancillary buil dings.
Havi g hastened back to Leonce. She had gotten | egs around Walls's | ower body
and thunbs on his carotid arteries. He beat her about the shoul ders, but she

| owered her head and hung on. His blows turned feeble. They stopped.

"Make himfast," she panted. "Quick."

From a pocket Havig drew the set of manacles and chai n which were standard
equi prent for every person of his. Squatting, he linked Vllis to the

bedst ead.

"He's not going anywhere," he said. "Unl ess sonebody cones to rel ease him You
stand guard agai nst that."

She bridled. "An' mss the fun?"

"That's an order!" he snapped. She gave hima mutinous | ook but obeyed. Their
whol e plan turned on this prisoner. "I'll see about getting sonebody to spel
you, soon's may be," he said, adding: Wen the battle's over. He left. The
concubi ne had fled, he noticed, and wondered briefly whether she was bereaved
or relieved.

On the next |evel a bal cony overl ooked the courtyard. Here the Sachem
delivered his speeches. Havig stepped forth, into waxing bleak light, and
gazed across chaos. Fights ranmped between nen and knots of men; wounded
stirred and groaned, the slain | ooked shrunken where they lay. Yells and
weapon-cracks insulted the sky.

There didn't seemto be a pattern to anything which happened, only ugliness.
He~ unshi pped a pair of binoculars and studied the scene nore closely. They
let himidentify an occasional conbatant. Or corpse . . . yes, Juan Mendoza
yonder, and, O Christ, Jerry Jennings, whom he'd hoped could be saved- A new
squadron of his army blinked into normal time and

depl oyed. And suddenly parachutes bl oomed overhead, as those who had | eaped
out of a twentieth-century airplane, each with his chronolog, entered this
day.

The confusion was nore in seeming than truth. Fromthe start, WAlls's on-duty
garrison, nost of them commoners, was nearly matched in nunbers by a group of
their travel er associ ates-who had been here for years and had quietly avoi ded
drinki ng thensel ves befuddl ed |l ast night. The fifth colum was invented | ong
bef ore Havi g was born; but his generation saw the unmerciful peak of its

devel opnent and use.

Gven it, and information carried forth by its nenbers, and that precise
ti m ng which the chronol og made possible, and plans hamered out by a team
whi ch included professional soldiers, tested and rehearsed over and over on a
nmockup of the Eyrie itself . . . given this, Havig's victory was inevitable.
What counted was to mininmize the nunber of agents who,

seeing their disaster, would escape before they could be killed or secured. O
secondary inportance in theory, but equal in Havig's breast, was to mninmze
casual ties. On both sides.

He | et the binocul ars dangle | oose, took a wal kie-talkie radio off his

shoul der, and began calling his squadron | eaders.

"Between surprise and efficiency,” he told nme, "we didn't |ose nany who

ti me- hopped. Some of those we collared 'later.' Knowing fromthe registers who
they were, we could nmake fairly good guesses at where-when they'd head for. It
woul dn't be a randomifight, you see. A man would have to seek a nilieu where
he m ght survive by hinmself. That didn't give too wi de a choice.”

"You didn't net the entire lot?" | fretted.



"No, not quite. We could scarcely hope for that."

"I should think even one, prowing |loose, is too many. He can slip back
uptime, though pastward of your attack, and warn-"

"That never worried ne, Doc. | knew nobody ever has, therefore nobody ever
will. Not that that can't be explained in ordinary human ternms, quite apart
from physi cs or metaphysics.

"Look, these were none of them supernen. In fact, they were either weaklings
who' d been assigned civilian-type jobs, or warriors as ignorant and
superstitious as brutal. Aside fromwhat specialized training fitted them for
Wal |l s's purposes, he'd never tried to get them properly educated. |f nothing
el se, that might have led to questioning of his righteousness and
infallibility.

"Therefore, those who did escape had their norale pretty well shattered. Their
mai n concern nust be to stay hidden fromus. And if they thought about the
possibility of returning, they'd realize that we'd have agents of our own

pl anted t hroughout the period of Walls's reign, just a few but enough to keep
a | ookout for themand hustle them away before any warning could be
delivered." Havig chuckled. "I was surprised nyself, when first | |earned who
some of those people would be. Reuel Orick, the old carnival charlatan .
Boris, the nonk who went to Jerusal em "

He paused for a drink of my Scotch. "No," he finished, "we sinply didn't want
bandits | oose who're able to skip clear of their crimes. And | think-1 dare
hope-t hat never happened. How can, say, a condottiere, penniless,
educationl ess, entirely alone, how can he get along in any era of white
America or nake his way to Europe? No, really, his best bet is to seek out the
I ndi ans. And anong them he can do better as a nedicine man than a robber. He
m ght actually end his days a useful nenber of the tribel That's a single

exanpl e, of course, but | imagine you get the general idea."

"Regardin' the future," Leonce said, her tone tiger-soft, "we hold that. The
Eyrie for the years it has left; the Phase Two conmplex till it's no |onger
needed-an' we built it. W' ve |learned from our camnpai gn. Nobody will shake us
| oose. "

"Well, inamlitary sense," her husband was quick to put in. "It can't be
done overnight, but we nean to raise the Eyrie's subjects out of peonage, nake
theminto a free yeomanry. Phase Two never will have subjects: instead,

nontravel er menmbers of our society. And-goes w thout saying-our agents behave
t hensel ves. They visit the past for nothing except research and recruitnent.
When they need an econom c base for operations, they make it by trade which
gi ves val ue for value."

Leonce stroked fingers across his cheek. "Jack cones froma sentinental era,"
she crooned.

| frowned in ny effort to understand. "Wait a nminute," | protested. "You had
one huge problemw th spines and fangs, right after you took the Eyrie. Your
prisoners. \Wat about then®"

An ol d trouble crossed Havig's countenance. "There was no good answer," he
said tonelessly. "W couldn't release them nor those we arrested as they cane
back from furlough or surprised in their fiefs. W couldn't gun them down.
nmean that in a literal sense; we couldn't. Qur whole force was drawn from
peopl e who had a conscience, able to | earn humaneness if they hadn't been
brought up with it. Nor did we want to keep anybody chained for life in sone
secret dungeon.”

Leonce grimaced. "Wrse' n shootin', that," she said.

"Well," Havig plodded on, "you may renenber-| think I

told you, and the telling is closer to your present than it is to m ne-about
t hose psychodrugs they have in the late Maurai era. Do you recall? My friend
Carelo Keajinmu will be afraid of them they give such power. Inject a person
talk to himwhile he's under the influence, and he'll believe whatever you
order himto believe. Absolutely. Not fanatically, but in an 'of course' way
that's far nore deeply rooted. His own mind wifi supply rationalizations and
fal se nenories to explain contradictions. You see what this is? The ultimate



brai nwash! So conplete that the victimnever even guesses there ever was

anyt hing el se."

I whistled. "Good Lord! You mean you converted those crooks and but cher boys
to your side, en nmasse?"

Havi g shuddered. "No. If nothing else, | at |east could never have stood such
a gang of, of zombies. It'd have been necessary to wipe their entire past
lives, and-inpractical, anyhow Keajinu had arranged for several of ny bright
| ads to be trained in psychotechnol ogy, but their job was quite big enough

al ready. "

He drew breath, as if gathering courage, before he proceeded: "Wat we
destroyed in our prisoners was their belief in time travel. W brought themto
their home mlieus-that took a ot of effort by itself, you realize-and
treated them They were told they'd had fever, or denobnic possession, or

what ever was appropriate; they'd imagi ned uncanny things which, being totally
i npossi bl e, rmust never be nentioned and best never thought about; now they
were well and should return to their ordinary lives.

"Qur nen released them and came back for nore.”

| pondered. "Well," | said, "I admt finding the idea a bit repul sive nyself.
But not too much. |'ve been forced to do certamthings, tell certain lies, to
patients and-"

Leonce stated: "There were two exceptions, Doe."

"Come with nme," the mnd nolder said. Hi s voice was gentle. Drug-nunbed, Caleb
Walls clung to his hand as he left.

Havi g remai ned, often toiling twi ce around the sane clock, till he and his
lieutenants had properly underway the i mense

task of making over the Eyrie. But tinme flowed, time flowed. At last he had no
escape fromthe nmonent when the psycho-technician told himhe could enter that
guar ded tower.

Per haps the nost appalling thing was how wel |l the Sachem | ooked, how jauntily
he sat behind his desk in an office fromwhich scars and bl oodstai ns were
blotted as if they had never been

"Well!" he greeted. "Good day, ny boy, good day! Sit down. No, pour for us
first. You know what | like."

Havi g obeyed. The snmall eyes peered shrewdly at him "Turned out to be a

m ghty | ong, tough m ssion, yours, hey?" Wallis said. "You' ve aged, you have.
I"msure glad you carried it off, though. Haven't read your full report, but I
intend to. Meanwhile, let's catch up with each other." His glass lifted. "To
the very good health of us both."

Havig forced down a sip and | owered hinself to a chair.

"You' ve doubtl ess heard already, mne hasn't been the best,"” Walls continued.
"Down and out for quite a while. Actual brain fever. Sone damm germ from past
or future, probably. The sawbones clains gernms have evol ution |ike animals.
|'ve about decided we should curtail our explorations, partly on that account,
partly to concentrate on building up our power in normal time. What d' you

t hi nk of that?"

"I think it would be wise, sir," Havig whispered.

"Anot her reason for pulling in our horns is, we lost a |lot of our best nen

while you were away. Run of bad luck for us. Austin Caldwell, have you heard?
And Wacl aw Krasicki- Hey, you're white's a ghost! What's wong? Sure you're
okay?"

"Yes, sir. . . . Still tired. I did spend a nunber of years downtine, and-"

-and it had been Leonce who found Krasicki chained, said, "Xenia," drew her
pi stol and shot himin the head. But it was Havig who could not nake hinsel f
be sorry this had happened, until Xenia sought himin his sleep and wept
because he did not forgive.

vell. "1l recover, sir."

"Fine. Fine. W need nmen like you." Wallis rubbed his brow For a mnute his
voi ce cane high and puzzled: "So nmany peo

pie here. So many old gone-or are they? | can't tell. | look fromny bal cony



and see strangers, and think I ought to see, oh, sonebody naned Juan, sonebody

naned Hans . . . many, many. . . but | can't place them Did | dreamthem
while | lay sick?" He hugged hinself, as if winter air had seeped through into
the tropical warmh around him "Oten, these days, | feel alone, alone in al

space and time-"

Havi g nustered briskness: "Wat you need, sir, if | may suggest it, is an
ext ended vacation. | can reconmend pl aces."

"Yes, | think you're right. I do." WAlls gulped fromhis tunbler and funbl ed
after a cigar.

"When you return, sir," Havig said, "you ought to work | ess hard. The
foundati on has been laid. W' re functioning snmoothly."

"I know. | know. " Walls lost hold of his match

"What we need, sir, is not your day-by-day instruction any |onger. W have
pl enty of conpetent men to handl e details. We need nore your broad overview,
the basic direction you foresee-your genius."

Behi nd the gray whi skers, Walls sinpered. This tinme he got his cigar lit.
"I"ve been tal king about it with various officers, and thinking a lot, too,"
Havi g proceeded. "They've discussed the matter with you, they said. Sir, |et
me add ny words to theirs. We believe the ideal would be if a kind of schedule
was established for your passage through the future. O course, it'd include
t hose periods your past self will visit, to et you show hi mhow wel |
everything is going. O herw se, however-uh-we don't think you should spend
nmore than a mni nrum of your lifespan in any single continuous set of dates.
You're too precious to the grand project.”

"Yes. |'d about decided the same for nyself." Wallis nodded and nodded.

"First, like you say, a real good vacation, to straighten out ny thoughts and
get this fuzziness out of ny head. Then, a . . . a progress through tonorrow,
observing, issuing orders, always bound onward . . . till at the end, when ny
work is done- Yes. Yes. Yes."

"God!" | exclained, a word as close to prayer as I'd cone in fifty skepti cal
years. "If ever there was a revenge-"

"This wasn't," Havig said through |ips drawn taut.

"What, well, what'd it feel |ike, when he canme?"

"I"ve avoi ded being on hand for most of that. Wien | had to be, it was
natural ly always a festive occasion, and nobody cared if | got drunk. Men who
regularly deal with himtold ne-tell ne-one gets used to | eading the poor
apparition through his Potenkin villages, and off to sone sybaritic place
downtime for one of the long orgiastic cel ebrations which use up and shorten
his lifespan. They're alnpost fond of him They go to great lengths to put on a
good show. That eases their thought of the end."

"Huh? Isn't he supposed to vanish in his old age?"

Havig's fist knotted on the armof his chair. "He did. He will. He'll scream
in the night, and his roomw || be enpty. He nust have thrown hinself far in
ti me, because searchers up and down will find nothing reappearing." Havig
tossed off his drink. |I saw he needed nore, and obli ged.

Leonce caressed him "Aw, don't let it gnaw you, darlya," she nurmured. "He's
not worth that."

"Mostly | don't," he said, rough-throated. "Rather not discuss the business."
"I, I don't see-" | couldn't help stanmering.

The big woman turned to me. She smiled in tenderness for her vul nerable man.
What she said was, to her, a remark of no inportance: "W been told, now an'
then as it's dyin' a brain throws off the effect o' that drug an' recalls what
was real ."

16
IN 1971, October fl fell on a Sunday. That neant school next day. The little
spooks woul d come thick and fast to nmy door if they nust be early abed. | laid

in anmple supplies. Wien | was a boy, Hallowe' en gave license for linited
hell -raising, but I'mglad the custom has softened. Seeing themin their
costumes brings back my own children at that sane age, and Kate. Wen ny
doorbell has rung for the last time, | usually nake a fire, settle with ny



favorite pipe and a nug of hot cider, maybe put some music she |liked on the
record player, look into the flanmes and renenber. In a quiet way | am happy.
But this day called me forth. It was cool, noisy with wi nd, sunshine spilling
t hrough di anond-clear air, and the trees stood scarlet, yellow, bronze, in
enornous tossing rustling masses agai nst bl ueness where white cl ouds scudded,
and froma V passing high overhead drifted down a trunpet song. | went for a
hi ke.

On the sidewal ks of Senlac, |eaves capered before ne, making sounds |ike

| aughter at the househol ders who tried to rake theminto neat piles. The
fields outside of town stretched bare and dark and waiting; but flocks of
crows still gleaned them wuntil rising in a whirl of wings and raucous
merrinent. | left the paved county road for an old dirt one which cars don't
use much, thanks be to whatever godling |oves us enough to wage his rearguard
fight against this kind of Progress. In its roundabout fashion it al so brought
me to Morgan Wods.

I went through that deliriumof color till I reached the creek. There |I stood
a while on the bridge, watching water gurgle

above stones, a squirrel assert his dominion over an oak which nmust be a

century old, branches toss, |eaves tear loose; |I listened to the rush and
skirl and deeper tones around ne, felt air slide by like chilly liquid, drew
in odors of danmp and fulfillment; | didn't think about anything in particul ar
or contenmplate, or meditate, | just was there.

At last ny bones and thin flesh rem nded nme they had a goodly ways to go, and
| started honme. Tea and scones seened an excellent idea. Afterward | should
wite Bifi and Judy a letter, nake specific proposals about nmy visit to them
this winter in California.

| didn't notice the car parked under the chestnut tree before |I was al npst
upon it. Then my pul se junped inside ne. Could this be-? Not the sanme machi ne
as before, but of course he a'ways rented- | forgot whatever ache was in ny
legs and trotted forward.

Jack and Leonce Havig sprang forth to greet ne. W enbraced, the three of us
inaring. "Welconme, welcone!" | babbled. "Wy didn't you call ahead? I'd
not've kept you waiting."

"That's okay, Doc," he answered. "W've been sitting and enjoying the scene.”
He was nmute for a second or two. "W're taking in as much of Earth as we're
able.™

| stepped back and considered him He was | eaner than before, deep furrows
besi de his mouth and between his eyes, the skin sun-touched but | eather-dry,

the blond hair fading toward gray. Mddle forties, | judged; sonmething like a
decade had gone through himin the weeks of mne since |ast we net.

| turned to his wife. Erect, lithe, nore full-figured than earlier but
carrying it well, she showed the passage of those years less than he did. To
be sure, | thought, she was younger. Yet | marked crow s-feet winides and the
tiny frost-flecks in that red mane.

"You' re done?" | asked, and shivered with sonething else than the weat her

"You beat the Eyrie?"

"We did, we did," Leonce jubilated. Havig nerely nodded. A starkness had
entered the alloy of him He kept an arm around her waist, however, and

didn't suppose she could stay happy if at heart he were not too.

"Wonderful!" | cried. "Cone on in."

"For tea?" she | aughed.

"Lord, no! | had that in mind, but-ny dear, this calls for Aal borg akvavit and

Carl sberg beer, followed by Aenlivet and- Well, I'll phone Swanson's and have
"emdeliver gourmet itens and we'll fix the right breed of supper and-How | ong
can you stay?"

"Not very long, I'mafraid," Havig said. "A day or two at nost. We've a lot to

do in the rest of our lifespans.”

Their tale was hours in the teffing. Sunset flared gold and hot orange across
a greeni sh western heaven, beyond trees and nei ghbor roofs, when | had been



given the skeleton of it. The wind had dropped to a munble at my threshol d.
Though the room was warm enough, | felt we could use a fire and bestirred
nmyself to fill the hearth. But Leonce said, "Let me." Her hands had not | ost
their woodcraft, and she remained a pleasure to watch. Pleasure it was, also,
after the terrible things | had heard, to see how his gaze foll owed her
around.

"Too bad you can't forestall the founding of the Eyrie," | said.

"We can't, and that's that," Havig replied. Slowy: "I"'mnot sure it is too
bad, either. Wuld a person like me ever have had the . . . determ nation?
started out hoping for no nore than to neet ny fellows. Wy should | have
wanted to organi ze them for any special purpose, until-" H's voice trailed
of f.

"Xenia," | nurnured. "Yes."

Leonce gl anced around at us. "Even Xenia doesn't tip the balance," she said in

a gentle tone. "The Crusaders would not've spared her. As was, she got rescued

and lived nine years onward."” She smiled. "Five of themwere with Jack. OCh,

she had far less than luck's given nme, but she did have that."

| thought how Leonce was outwardly changed | ess than her man, and inwardly

nore than | had guessed.

Whi |l e Havig made no renmark, | knew his wound rnust have heal ed-scarred over, no

doubt, but nonet hel ess heal ed-as wounds do in every healthy body and spirit.

"Well," | said, trying to break free of sonberness, "you did

get your Kkind together, you did overcome the wong and establish the right-

Wll, | hardly expected I'd entertain a king and queen!"

"What ?" Havig blinked in surprise. "W aren't."

"Eh? You rule the roost uptinme, don't you?"

"No. For a while we did, because sonebody had to. But we worked together with

the wi sest people we could find-not exclusively travel ers by any neans-to end

this as soon as might be, and turn the mlitary society into a free republic
and at last into nothing nore than a sort of l|oose guild."

Fire, springing aloft when she worked the bellows, cast gleans from Leonce's

eyes. "Into nothin' less than a dream" she said.

"I don't understand,” | told them as frequently this day.

Havi g sought words. "Doc," he said after a bit, "once we've left here, you

won't see us again."

| sat quite quietly. Sunset in the wi ndows was giving way to dusk.

Leonce sped to nme, cast arms around my shoul ders, kissed nmy cheek. Her hair

was fragrant, with a touch of snokiness fromthe little chuckling flanmes. "No,

Doe, " she said. "Not 'cause you'll die soon."

"I don't want-" 1 began.

"Ay-yeh." Barbarian bl untness spoke. "You said you don't want to know the date
on your tonmbstone. An' we're not about to tell you, either. But damm, | will

say you're good for a fair while yet!"
"The thing is," Havig explained in his awkward fashion, "we, Leonce and |
we'll be leaving Earth. | doubt we'll come back."

"What was the good of time travel, ever?" he denanded when we coul d di scourse
of fundanental s.

"Way, well, uh-" | floundered.

"To control history? You can't believe a handful of travelers would be able to
do that. Walls believed it, but you can't, |I'mcertain. Nor do you believe

t hey shoul d."

"Well . . . history, archeol ogy-science-"

"Agreed, alnost, that there's no such thing as too much know edge. Except that
fate ought not to be foreknown. That's the death of hope. And learning is an
esthetic experience-or ecstatic-but if we stop there, aren't we being flat-out
seffish? Don't you feel know edge should be used?"

"Depends on the end, Jack."

Leonce, seated beside him stirred in the yellow gl ow of a single shaded | anp,
t he shadowrestl ess many-hued sparkle fromny fireplace. "For us," she said,



"the end is goin' to the stars. That's what time travel is good for."

Havig smiled. Hi s manner was restrained, but the sane eagerness vibrated: "Wy
did you i magine we went on to build the- Phase Two conpl ex-what we oursel ves
call Polaris House? | told you we don't care to rule the world. No, Polaris

House is for research and developnent. Its work will be done when the first
ships are ready."
"An' they wifi be," Leonce lilted. "W' ve seen."

Passi on nounted in Havig. He | eaned forward, fingers clenched around the gl ass
he had forgotten he grasped, and said:

"I haven't yet nastered the scientific or engineering details. That's one
reason we nust go back uptinme. Physicists talk about a mathematica
equi val ence between traveling into the past and flying faster than light. They
hope to develop a theory which'll show them a nmethod. Maybe they'll succeed,
maybe they won't. | know they won't in Polaris House, but nmaybe at last, in
Earth's distant future or on a planet circling another sun. But it doesn't
ultimately matter. A ship can go slower than light if people |like us are the
crew. You follow ne? Her voyage m ght |last centuries. But to us, nmoving uptine
whi | e she noves across space, it's hours or mnutes.

"Qur children can't do the same. But they'll be there. W'Il have started nan
on his way to infinity."

| stared past him In the wi ndows, the constellations were hidden by
flanelight. "I see," | answered softly. "A tremendous vision for sure.”

"A necessary one," Havig replied. "And wi thout us-and thus, in the | ong view,
wi t hout our great eneny-the thing would

never have been done. The Maurai mght've gathered the resources to revive
space exploration, at the height of their power. But they did not. Their ban
on enornous energy outlays was good at first, yes, vital to saving this

pl anet. At last, though, |ike nmobst good things, it becanme a fetish. .
Undoubtedly the culture which foll owed them woul d not have gone to space."

"We did," Leonce exulted. "The Star Masters are our people.™

"And a lifebringer to Earth," Havig added. "I nean, a civffization which just
sat down and stared at its own i nwardness

-how soon woul d it becone stagnant, caste-ridden, poor, and nasty? You can't

t hi nk unl ess you have something to think about. And this has to conme from
outside. Doesn't it? The universe is imeasurably larger than any nind."

"I'"ve gathered," | said, nmy words covering awe, "that that future society

wel cones the starfarers.”

"Ch, yes, oh, yes. Mire for their ideas than for material goods. |deas, arts,
experience, insights born on a thousand different worlds, out of a thousand

di fferent kinds of being-and Earth gives a fair return. It is well to have

t hose nystics and phil osophers. They think and feel, they search out neanings,

t hey ask disturbing questions-" Havig's voice lifted. "I don't know where the
conmuni on between themand us will |ead. Maybe to a higher state of the soul ?
| do believe the end will be good, and this is the purpose we tinme travelers

are born for."

Leonce brought us partway back to our bodies. "Miinly," she | aughed, "we
'spec’ to have a hooraw o' fun. Cinb down off your prophetic broonstick
Jack, honeybee, an' pay attention to your drink."

"You two intend, then, to be anong the early explorers?" | asked redundantly.
"W've earned the right," she said.

"Ul h-pardon ne, none of my business, but if your children cannot inherit your

gift-"

W st ful ness touched her. "Maybe we'll find a New Earth to raise themon. W're
not too old." She regarded her man's sharp-edged proffie. "Or maybe we'l|l
wander the universe till we die. That'd be enough.™

Silence fell. The clock on ny mantel ticked al oud and the wi nd outside flowed
past like a river.

The doorbell pealed. | left nmy chair to open up for a glinpse of Aquila. Three

small figures were on the stoop, a clown, a bear, an astronaut. They hel d out
paper bags. "Trick or treat!" they chanted. "Trick or treat!"



A year has fled since Jack Havig and Leonce of \Wahorn bade ne farewel|l. |
often think about them Mostly, of course, dailiness fills my days. But |
often find an hour to think about them

At any nmoment they nay be somewhere on our planet, desperate or triunphant in

that saga | already know. But we will not nmeet. The end of their |lives reaches
untel l ably far beyond nine.

Well, so does the life of man. O Earth and the cosnos.

I wish . . . | wish many things. That they'd felt free to spend part of their

stay in this sumrer which is past. W could have gone sailing. However, they
naturally wanted to see El eanor, his nother, in one of the fewintervals they
had been able to make sure were safe, and tell her-what? ~She has not told ne.
I wish they or | had thought to raise a question which has lately haunted ne.
How did the race of tine travelers conme to be?

W supposed, the three of us, that we knew the "why." But we did not ask who,
or what, felt the need and responded.

Meani ngl ess accidental rmnutation? Then curious that none |like Havig seemto
have been born futureward of the Eyrie- of, anyhow, Polaris House. In truth it
woul d probably not be good to have them and their foreknow edge about, once

t he purpose has been served of freeing man to roam and di scover forever. But
who deci ded this? Wi shaped the reality?

| have been readi ng about recent work in experinmental genetics. Apparently a
virus can be made to carry genes fromone host to the next; and the hosts need
not be of the same species. Nature may have done this already, may al ways be
doing it. Quite likely we bear in our cells and bequeath to our children bits
of heritage from ani mals which were never ampbng our

forebears. That is well, if true. | amglad to think we may be so close to the
whol e |'iving world.

But could a virus have been made which carried a very strange thing; and could
it have been sown through a chosen part of the past by travelers created anew
in sone unimgina-. bly renote tonorrow?

| wal k beyond town, many of these nights, to stand under the high autummal
stars, | ook upward and wonder.



