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Ti mel i ne
by
M chael Crichton

For Tayl or

"All the great enpires of the future will be enpires of the nmnd."
W NSTON CHURCHI LL, 1953

"I'f you don't know history, you don't know anything."
EDWARD JOHNSTON, 1990

""'mnot interested in the future. |"'minterested in the future of the future."
ROBERT DONI GER, 1996

| NTRODUCTI ON

Science at the End of the Century

A hundred years ago, as the nineteenth century drew to a close, scientists around the world were
satisfied that they had arrived at an accurate picture of the physical world. As physicist
Alastair Rae put it, "By the end of the nineteenth century it seened that the basic fundanenta
princi pl es governing the behavior of the physical universe were known."* |ndeed, many scientists
said that the study of physics was nearly conpleted: no big discoveries remained to be nade, only
details and finishing touches.

But late in the final decade, a few curiosities cane to |light. Roentgen discovered rays that
passed through fl esh; because they were unexpl ained, he called them X rays. Two nonths | ater

Henri Becquerel accidentally found that a piece of uraniumore enitted sonething that fogged

phot ographic plates. And the electron, the carrier of electricity, was discovered in 1897.

Yet on the whole, physicists remained calm expecting that these oddities would eventually be
expl ai ned by existing theory. No one would have predicted that within five years their conplacent
view of the world woul d be shocki ngly upended, producing an entirely new conception of the

uni verse and entirely new technol ogies that would transformdaily life in the twentieth century in
uni magi nabl e ways.

If you were to say to a physicist in 1899 that in 1999, a hundred years |ater, noving inmages woul d
be transmitted into homes all over the world fromsatellites in the sky; that bonbs of

uni magi nabl e power woul d threaten the species; that antibiotics would abolish infectious disease
but that disease would fight back; that wormen would have the vote, and pills to contro
reproduction; that mllions of people would take to the air every hour in aircraft capable of
taking of f and | andi ng wi thout human touch; that you could cross the Atlantic at two thousand

m | es an hour; that humankind would travel to the noon, and then |lose interest; that m croscopes
woul d be able to see individual atons; that people would carry tel ephones wei ghing a few ounces,
and speak anywhere in the world without wires; or that nost of these miracles depended on devices
the size of a postage stanp, which utilized a new theory called quantum nechanics - if you said
all this, the physicist would al nost certainly pronounce you nad.

Most of these devel opnents coul d not have been predicted in 1899, because prevailing scientific
theory said they were inpossible. And for the few devel opnents that were not inpossible, such as
ai rpl anes, the sheer scale of their eventual use would have defied conprehension. One night have
i magi ned an airplane - but ten thousand airplanes in the air at the same tinme would have been
beyond i magi ni ng.

So it is fair to say that even the nost inforned scientists, standing on the threshold of the
twentieth century, had no idea what was to cone.

Now t hat we stand on the threshold of the twenty-first century, the situation is oddly sinilar
Once again, physicists believe the physical world has been expl ai ned, and that no further
revolutions |lie ahead. Because of prior history, they no | onger express this view publicly, but
they think it just the sane. Sone observers have even gone so far as to argue that science as a
discipline has finished its work; that there is nothing inportant |left for science to discover
But just as the late nineteenth century gave hints of what was to conme, so the late twentieth
century al so provides some clues to the future. One of the nost inportant is the interest in so-
call ed quantum technology. This is an effort on many fronts to create a new technol ogy that
utilizes the fundamental nature of subatomic reality, and it promi ses to revol utionize our ideas

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (1 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

of what is possible.
Quantum technol ogy flatly contradicts our common sense ideas of how the world works. It posits a
worl d where conputers operate wi thout being turned on and objects are found wi thout |ooking for
them An uni magi nably powerful conmputer can be built froma single nolecule. Information noves
instantly between two points, without wires or networks. Distant objects are exam ned w t hout any
contact. Conputers do their calculations in other universes. And tel eportation - "Beam ne up,
Scotty" - is ordinary and used in many different ways.
In the 1990s, research in quantumtechnol ogy began to show results. In 1995, quantumultrasecure
nmessages were sent over a distance of eight mles, suggesting that a quantum Internet would be
built in the coming century. In Los Al anps, physicists neasured the thickness of a hunman hair
using laser light that was never actually shone on the hair, but only might have been. This
bi zarre, "counterfactual” result initiated a new field of interaction-free detection: what has
been called "finding sonmething w thout |ooking."
And in 1998, quantumtel eportation was denonstrated in three | aboratories around the world - in
I nnsbruck, in Rone and at Cal Tech.* Physicist Jeff Kinble, |eader of the Cal Tech team said that
quantumtel eportation could be applied to solid objects: "The quantum state of one entity could be
transported to another entity. . . . W think we know how to do that."2 Kinble stopped well short
of suggesting they could tel eport a human being, but he inmagi ned that someone mght try with a
bacterium
These quantum curiosities, defying |logic and common sense, have received little attention fromthe
public, but they will. According to sone estimates, by the first decades of the new century, the
mej ority of physicists around the world will work in sone aspect of quantum technol ogy.
It is therefore not surprising that during the m d-1990s, several corporations undertook quantum
research. Fujitsu Quantum Devices was established in 1991. IBMformed a quantum research teamin
1993, under pioneer Charles Bennett. ATT and other conpanies soon followed, as did universities
such as Cal Tech, and government facilities |like Los Alanps. And so did a New Mexico research
conpany called ITC. Located only an hour's drive fromLos Al anos, | TC nade remarkabl e strides very
early in the decade. Indeed, it is nowclear that | TC was the first conpany to have a practi cal
wor ki ng application enployi ng advanced quantum technol ogy, in 1998. In retrospect, it was a
conbi nati on of peculiar circunstances - and considerable luck - that gave ITCthe lead in a
dramati c new technol ogy. Although the conpany took the position that their discoveries were
entirely benign, their so-called recovery expedition showed the dangers only too clearly. Two
peopl e di ed, one vani shed, and another suffered serious injuries. Certainly, for the young
graduate students who undertook the expedition, this new quantum technol ogy, harbi nger of the
twenty-first century, proved anything but benign
A typical episode of private warfare occurred in 1357. Sir Aiver de Vannes, an English kni ght of
nobility and character, had taken over the towns of Castelgard and La Roque, along the Dordogne
River. By all accounts, this "borrowed lord" ruled with honest dignity, and was bel oved by the
people. In April, Sir AQiver's lands were invaded by a ranpagi ng conpany of two thousand
bri gandes, renegade kni ghts under the command of Arnaut de Cervole, a defrocked nonk known as "t he
Archpriest."” After burning Castelgard to the ground, Cervole razed the nearby Mpnastery of Sainte-
Mere, murdering nonks and destroying the famed water nill on the Dordogne. Cervol e then pursued
Sir ADiver to the fortress of La Roque, where a terrible battle followed.
Aiver defended his castle with skill and daring. Contenporary accounts credit Oiver's efforts to
his mlitary adviser, Edwardus de Johnes. Little is known of this man, around whoma Merlin-like
myt hol ogy grew up: it was said he could vanish in a flash of light. The chronicler Audrei msays
Johnes cane from Oxford, but other accounts say he was M1l anese. Since he traveled with a team of
young assistants, he was nost likely an itinerant expert, hiring hinself out to whoever paid for
his services. He was schooled in the use of gunpowder and artillery, a technol ogy new at that
tinme. .
Utimately, diver lost his inpregnable castle when a spy opened an inside passage, allow ng the
Archpriest's soldiers to enter. Such betrayals were typical of the conmplex intrigues of that tinme.
From The Hundred Years War in France
by M D. Backes, 1996

CORAZON

"Anyone who is not shocked by quantum theory does not understand it."
NElI LS BOHR, 1927

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (2 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

"Nobody under stands quantum t heory."

Rl CHARD FEYNMVAN, 1967

He shoul d never have taken that shortcut.

Dan Baker winced as his new Mercedes S500 sedan bounced down the dirt road, headi ng deeper into
the Navajo reservation in northern Arizona. Around them the | andscape was increasingly desol ate:
distant red nesas to the east, flat desert stretching away in the west. They had passed a vill age
hal f an hour earlier - dusty houses, a church and a small school, huddl ed against a cliff - but
since then, they'd seen nothing at all, not even a fence. Just enpty red desert. They hadn't seen
anot her car for an hour. Now it was noon, the sun glaring down at them Baker, a forty-year-old
buil di ng contractor in Phoenix, was beginning to feel uneasy. Especially since his wife, an
architect, was one of those artistic people who wasn't practical about things |like gas and water.
H s tank was half-enpty. And the car was starting to run hot.

"Liz," he said, "are you sure this is the way?"

Sitting beside him his wife was bent over the map, tracing the route with her finger. "It has to
be," she said. "The gui debook said four mles beyond the Corazén Canyon turnoff."

"But we passed Corazén Canyon twenty m nutes ago. W nust have nmissed it."

"How coul d we miss a trading post?" she said.

"I don't know." Baker stared at the road ahead. "But there's nothing out here. Are you sure you
want to do this? | mean, we can get great Navajo rugs in Sedona. They sell all kinds of rugs in
Sedona. "

"Sedona, " she sniffed, "is not authentic."
"OfF course it's authentic, honey. Arug is a rug."
"Weavi ng. "

"Ckay." He sighed. "A weaving."

"And no, it's not the same," she said. "Those Sedona stores carry tourist junk - they're acrylic,
not wool. | want the weavings that they sell on the reservation. And supposedly the trading post
has an ol d Sandpai nti ng weaving fromthe twenties, by Hosteen Klah. And | want it."

"Ckay, Liz." Personally, Baker didn't see why they needed another Navajo rug - weaving - anyway.
They al ready had two dozen. She had themall over the house. And packed away in closets, too.
They drove on in silence. The road ahead shimered in the heat, so it |ooked like a silver |ake.
And there were nirages, houses or people rising up on the road, but always when you cane cl oser
there was not hing there.

Dan Baker sighed again. "W nust've passed it."

"Let's give it a fewnore nmles," his wife said

"How many nore?"

"I don't know. A few nore."

"How many, Liz? Let's decide how far we'll go with this thing."

"Ten nmore nminutes," she said.

"Ckay," he said, "ten mnutes."

He was | ooking at his gas gauge when Liz threw her hand to her nouth and said, "Dan!" Baker turned
back to the road just in tine to see a shape flash by - a man, in brown, at the side of the road -
and hear a loud thunp fromthe side of the car.

"Ch ny God!" she said. "W hit him"

"What ?"

"We hit that guy."

"No, we didn't. W hit a pothole."

In the rearview mrror, Baker could see the nman still standing at the side of the road. A figure
in brown, rapidly disappearing in the dust cloud behind the car as they drove away.
"We couldn't have hit him" Baker said. "He's still standing."

"Dan. W hit him | sawit."

"l don't think so, honey."

Baker | ooked again in the rearview mrror. But now he saw nothing except the cloud of dust behind
t he car.

"W better go back," she said.

" \le?ll
Baker was pretty sure that his wife was wong and that they hadn't hit the man on the road. But if
they had hit him and if he was even slightly injured - just a head cut, a scratch - then it was

going to nean a very long delay in their trip. They'd never get to Phoenix by nightfall. Anybody
out here was undoubtedly a Navajo; they'd have to take himto a hospital, or at least to the
nearest big town, which was Gl lup, and that was out of their way-
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"I thought you wanted to go back," she said.
"l do."

"Then let's go back."

"I just don't want any problens, Liz.
"Dan. | don't believe this."

He sighed, and slowed the car. "Ckay, |'mturning. |'mturning."

And he turned around, being careful not to get stuck in the red sand at the side of the road, and
headed back the way they had cone.

"Ch Jesus."

Baker pulled over, and junped out into the dust cloud of his own car. He gasped as he felt the

bl ast of heat on his face and body. It nust be 120 degrees out here, he thought.

As the dust cleared, he saw the nman |lying at the side of the road, trying to raise hinself up on
his el bow The guy was shaky, about seventy, balding and bearded. Hs skin was pale; he didn't

| ook Navajo. H's brown clothes were fashioned into | ong robes. Maybe he's a priest, Baker thought.
"Are you all right?" Baker said as he helped the man to sit up on the dirt road.

The old man coughed. "Yeah. I'mall right."

"Do you want to stand up?" he said. He was relieved not to see any bl ood.

"I'n a mnute."

Baker | ooked around. "Were's your car?" he said.

The man coughed again. Head hanging linply, he stared at the dirt road.

"Dan, | think he's hurt,"” his w fe said.

"Yeah," Baker said. The old guy certainly seened to be confused. Baker | ooked around again: there
was nothing but flat desert in all directions, stretching away into shimering haze.

No car. Not hi ng.

"How d he get out here?" Baker said.

"Come on," Liz said, "we have to take himto a hospital."

Baker put his hands under the nman's arnpits and helped the old guy to his feet. The man's cl ot hes
were heavy, nmade of a material like felt, but he wasn't sweating in the heat. In fact, his body
felt cool, alnost cold.

The ol d guy | eaned heavily on Baker as they crossed the road. Liz opened the back door. The old
man said, "I can walk. | can talk."

"Ckay. Fine." Baker eased himinto the back seat.

The man lay down on the leather, curling into a fetal position. Underneath his robes, he was
wearing ordinary clothes: jeans, a checked shirt, N kes. He closed the door, and Liz got back in
the front seat. Baker hesitated, renmining outside in the heat. How was it possible the old guy
was out here all alone? Wearing all those clothes and not sweating?

It was as if he had just stepped out of a car

So maybe he'd been driving, Baker thought. Maybe he'd fallen asleep. Maybe his car had gone off
the road and he'd had an accident. Maybe there was soneone else still trapped in the car.

He heard the old guy nmuttering, "Left it, heft it. Go back now, get it now, and how "

Baker crossed the road to have a | ook. He stepped over a very l|large pothole, considered showing it
to his wife, then decided not to.

Of the road, he didn't see any tire tracks, but he saw clearly the old man's footprints in the
sand. The footprints ran back fromthe road into the desert. Thirty yards away, Baker saw the rim
of an arroyo, a ravine cut into the |landscape. The footprints seened to conme fromthere.

So he followed the footsteps back to the arroyo, stood at the edge, and | ooked down into it. There
was no car. He saw nothing but a snake, slithering away from hi manong the rocks. He shivered.
Sonet hi ng white caught his eye, glinting in the sunlight a few feet down the sl ope. Baker
scranbl ed down for a better look. It was a piece of white ceranmic about an inch square. It |ooked
like an electrical insulator. Baker picked it up, and was surprised to find it was cool to the
touch. Maybe it was one of those new materials that didn't absorb heat.

Looking closely at the ceramic, he saw the letters | TC stanped on one edge. And there was a kind
of button, recessed in the side. He wondered what woul d happen if he pushed the button. Standing
in the heat, with big boulders all around him he pushed it.

Not hi ng happened.

He pushed it again. Again nothing.

Baker climnbed out of the ravine and went back to the car. The old guy was sl eeping, snoring
loudly. Liz was | ooking at the nmaps. "Nearest big town is Gl lup."

Baker started the engine. "Gllup it is."

Back on the main highway, they nmade better time, heading south to Gallup. The old guy was stil

sl eeping. Liz |ooked at himand said, "Dan . "
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"What ?"

"You see his hands?"

"What about thenP"

"The fingertips."

Baker | ooked away fromthe road, glanced quickly into the back seat. The old guy's fingertips were
red to the second knuckle. "So? He's sunburned."

"Just on the tips? Wiy not the whol e hand?"

Baker shrugged.

"His fingers weren't |ike that before,"” she said. "They weren't red when we picked himup."
"Honey, you probably just didn't notice them"

"I did notice, because he had a manicure. And | thought it was interesting that some old guy in
the desert would have a manicure."

"Uh- huh." Baker glanced at his watch. He wondered how | ong they would have to stay at the hospita
in Gallup. Hours, probably.

He si ghed.

The road continued strai ght ahead.

Hal fway to Gallup, the old guy woke up. He coughed and said, "Are we there? Are we where?"

"How are you feeling?" Liz said

"Feeling? |'mreeling. Fine, just fine."

"What's your nane?" Liz said.

The man blinked at her. "The quondam phone nmade me roam "

"But what's your name?"

The man sai d, "Nane sane, blanme gane."

Baker said, "He's rhymng everything."

She said, "I noticed, Dan."

"I saw a TV show on this," Baker said. "Rhynmi ng neans he's schizophrenic."

"Rhyming is timng," the old nman said. And then he began to sing |oudly, alnost shouting to the
tune of the old John Denver song:

"Quondam phone, nmakes ne roam

to the place | bel ong,

ol d Bl ack Rocky, country byway,

guondam phone, it's on roam"

"Ch boy," Baker said.

"Sir," Liz said again, "can you tell ne your nane?"

"Ni obi um may cause opprobrium Hairy singularities don't pernmit parities."

Baker sighed. "Honey, this guy is nuts."”

"A nut by any other nanme would snell |ike feet."

But his wife wouldn't give up. "Sir? Do you know your nane?"

"Call CGordon," the man said, shouting now "Call Gordon, call Stanley. Keep in the famly."

"But, sir-"

"Liz," Baker said, "leave himalone. Let himsettle down, okay? W still have a long drive."
Bel l owi ng, the old nan sang: "To the place | belong, old black magic, it's so tragic, country
foam nakes nme groan." And inmediately, he started to sing it again.

"How much farther?" Liz said

"Don't ask."

He tel ephoned ahead, so when he pulled the Mercedes under the red-and-creamcolored portico of the
McKi nl ey Hospital Trauma Unit, the orderlies were waiting there with a gurney. The old nan

remai ned passive as they eased himonto the gurney, but as soon as they began to strap hi m down,
he becane agitated, shouting, "Unhand ne, unband ne!"

"It's for your own safety, sir," one orderly said.

"So you say, out of nmy way! Safety is the last refuge of the scoundrel!"

Baker was inpressed by the way the orderlies handl ed the guy, gently but still firnmy, strapping
hi m down. He was equally inpressed by the petite dark-haired wonman in a white coat who fell into
step with them "I'm Beverly Tsosie," she said, shaking hands with them "I'mthe physician on
call." She was very calm even though the man on the gurney continued to yell as they wheeled him
into the trauna center. "Quondam phone, nmakes ne roam "

Everybody in the waiting roomwas | ooking at him Baker saw a young kid of ten or eleven, his arm
inasling, sitting in a chair with his nother, watching the old man curiously. The kid whi spered
sonmet hing to his nother.

The old guy sang, "To the plaaaaace | bel ongggg.
Dr. Tsosie said, "How | ong has he been this way?"
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"From t he begi nning. Ever since we picked himup."

"Except when he was sl eeping," Liz said.

"WAs he ever unconsci ous?”

"No. "

"Any nausea, vomting?"

"No. "

"And you found hi mwhere? Qut past Corazén Canyon?"

"About five, ten mles beyond."

"Not much out there," she said.

"You know it?" Baker said.

"I grew up around there." She smiled slightly. "Chinle."

They wheel ed the old man, still shouting, through a swinging door. Dr. Tsosie said, "If you'l

wait here, 1'll get back to you as soon as | know sonething. It'Il probably be a while. You m ght
want to go get lunch."

Beverly Tsosie had a staff position at University Hospital in Al buquerque, but lately she'd been
comng to Gallup two days a week to be with her elderly grandnother, and on those days she worked
a shift in the McKinley Trauma Unit to make extra nmoney. She liked McKinley, with its nodern
exterior painted in bold red and cream stripes. The hospital was really dedicated to the
community. And she liked Gallup, a smaller town than Al buquerque, and a place where she felt nore
confortable with a tribal background.

Most days, the Trauma Unit was pretty quiet. So the arrival of this old nman, agitated and
shouting, was causing a |l ot of commotion. She pushed through the curtains into the cubicle, where
the orderlies had already stripped off the brow felt robes and renoved his N kes. But the old man
was still struggling, fighting them so they had to | eave himstrapped down. They were cutting his
jeans and the plaid shirt away.

Nancy Hood, the senior unit nurse, said it didn't matter because his shirt had a big defect
anyway; across the pocket there ran a jagged |line where the pattern didn't match. "He already tore
it and sewed it back together. You ask ne, pretty lousy job, too."

"No," said one of the orderlies, holding up the shirt. "It's never been sewn together, it's al
one piece of cloth. Wird, the pattern doesn't |line up because one side is bigger than the other.
"What ever, he won't miss it," Nancy Hood said, and tossed it on the floor. She turned to Tsosie
"You want to try and exani ne hinP"

The man was far too wild. "Not yet. Let's get an IV in each arm And go through his pockets. See
if he's got any identification at all. If he doesn't, take his fingerprints and fax themto D.C.
maybe he'll show up on a database there."

Twenty minutes later, Beverly Tsosie was exanmi ning a kid who had broken his armsliding into
third. He was a bespectacl ed, nerdy-1looking kid, and he seenmed al nost proud of his sports injury.
Nancy Hood canme over and said, "W searched the John Doe."

" And?"

"Not hi ng hel pful. No wallet, no credit cards, no keys. The only thing he had on himwas this." She
gave Beverly a fol ded piece of paper. It |ooked |like a conmputer printout, and showed an odd
pattern of dots in a gridlike pattern. At the bottomwas witten "non. ste. nere."

" “Monstenere?' Does that nean anything to you?"

Hood shook her head. "You ask ne, he's psychotic.”

Beverly Tsosie said, "Well, | can't sedate himuntil we know what's going on in his head. Better
get skull filnms to rule out trauna and hematoma. "
"Radi ol ogy' s being renodel ed, renenber, Bev? X rays'l| take forever. Wiy don't you do an MRl ? Scan

total body, you have it all."

"Order it," Tsosie said.

Nancy Hood turned to leave. "Ch, and surprise, surprise. Jimy is here, fromthe police."

Dan Baker was restless. Just as he predicted, they'd had to spend hours sitting around the waiting
room of MKinley Hospital. After they got lunch - burritos in red chile sauce - they had cone back
to see a policeman in the parking lot, |ooking over their car, running his hand al ong the side
door panel. Just seeing himgave Baker a chill. He thought of going over to the cop but decided
not to. Instead, they returned to the waiting room He called his daughter and said they'd be
late; in fact, they mght not even get to Phoenix until tonorrow

And they waited. Finally, around four o'clock, when Baker went to the desk to inquire about the
old nan, the wonan said, "Are you a relative?"

"No, but-"

"Then please wait over there. Doctor will be with you shortly."
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He went back and sat down, sighing. He got up again, wal ked over to the wi ndow, and | ooked at his
car. The cop had gone, but now there was a fluttering tag under the w ndshield w per. Baker
drunmed his fingers on the windowsill. These little towns, you get in trouble, anything could
happen. And the longer he waited, the nore his mnd spun scenarios. The old guy was in a cong;
they couldn't |eave town until he woke up. The old guy died; they were charged w th mansl aughter.
They weren't charged, but they had to appear at the inquest, in four days.

When sonebody finally came to talk to them it wasn't the petite doctor, it was the cop. He was a
young policeman in his twenties, in a neatly pressed uniform He had long hair, and his nanetag
sai d JAMES WAUNEKA. Baker wondered what kind of a nanme that was. Hopi or Navaj o, probably.

"M. and Ms. Baker?" Wauneka was very polite, introduced hinself. "I've just been with the
doctor. She's finished her exam nation, and the MRl results are back. There's absolutely no

evi dence he was struck by a car. And | | ooked at your car nyself. No sign of any inpact. | think
you may have hit a pothole and just thought you hit him Road's pretty bad out there."

Baker glared at his wife, who refused to neet his eye. Liz said, "Is he going to be all right?"
"Looks like it, yes."

"Then we can go?" Baker said.

"Honey," Liz said, "don't you want to give himthat thing you found?"

"Ch, yes." Baker brought out the little ceranmc square. "I found this, near where he was."

The cop turned the ceramic over in his hands. "ITC, " he said, reading the stanp on the side.
"Where exactly did you find this?"

"About thirty yards fromthe road. | thought he m ght have been in a car that went off the road,

so | checked. But there was no car."

"Anyt hi ng el se?"

"No. That's all."

"Wel |, thanks," Wauneka said, slipping the ceramic in his pocket. And then he paused. "Ch, |

al rost forgot." He took a piece of paper out of his pocket and unfolded it carefully. "W found

this in his clothing. | wondered if you had ever seen it."

Baker gl anced at the paper: a bunch of dots arranged in grids. "No," he said. "I've never seen it
before."

"You didn't give it to hin®"

"No. "

"Any idea what it might be?"
"No," Baker said. "No idea at all."

"Well, | think I do,"” his wife said.
"You do?" the cop said.
"Yes," she said. "Do you nmind if I, uh . . ." And she took the paper fromthe policenan.

Baker sighed. Now Liz was being the architect, squinting at the paper judiciously, turning it this
way and that, |ooking at the dots upside down and si deways. Baker knew why. She was trying to
distract attention fromthe fact that she had been wong, that his car had hit a pothole, after

all, and that they had wasted a whole day here. She was trying to justify a waste of tinme, to
sonehow gi ve it inmportance.

"Yes," she said finally, "I know what it is. It's a church.”

Baker | ooked at the dots on the paper. He said, "That's a church?"

"Well, the floor plan for one," she said. "See? Here's the long axis of the cross, the nave.

See? It's definitely a church, Dan. And the rest of this image, the squares within squares, al
rectilinear, it looks like . . . you know, this might be a nonastery."”

The cop said, "A nonastery?"

"I think so," she said. "And what about the |abel at the bottom “non.ste.nere.' Isn't “nmon' an
abbrevi ation for nmonastery? | bet it is. I'mtelling you, | think this is a nonastery." She handed

the picture back to the cop

Poi nt edl y, Baker | ooked at his watch. "W really should be going."

"OfF course,"” Wauneka said, taking the hint. He shook hands with them "Thanks for all your help
Sorry for the delay. Have a pleasant trip."

Baker put his armfirmy around his wife's waist and | ed her out into the afternoon sunlight. It
was cool er now, hot-air balloons were rising to the east. Gallup was a center for hot-air

bal | ooning. He went to the car. The fluttering tag on the wi ndshield was for a sale of turquoise
jewelry at a local store. He pulled it from behind the wi per, crunpled it, and got behind the
wheel. Hs wife was sitting with her arns crossed over her chest, staring forward. He started the
engi ne.
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She said, "Ckay. |I'msorry." Her tone was grunpy, but Baker knew it was all he would get.

He | eaned over and kissed her cheek. "No," he said. "You did the right thing. W saved the old
guy's life."

Hs wife smled.

He drove out of the parking Iot, and headed for the hi ghway.

In the hospital, the old nan slept, his face partly covered by an oxygen nmask. He was cal m now,
she'd given hima |ight sedative, and he was rel axed, his breathing easy. Beverly Tsosie stood at
the foot of the bed, reviewing the case with Joe Nieto, a Mescal ero Apache who was a skilled
internist, and a very good di agnhostician. "Wite nale, ballpark seventy years old. Cones in
confused, obtunded, disoriented tines three. MIld congestive heart failure, slightly el evated
Iiver enzynes, otherw se nothing."

"And they didn't hit himwith the car?"

"Apparently not. But it's funny. They say they found hi mwandering around north of Corazén Canyon.
There's nothing there for ten mles in any direction.”

" So?"

"This guy's got no signs of exposure, Joe. No dehydration

dehydration, no ketosis. He isn't even sunburned."”

"You think somebody dunped hin? Got tired of grandpa grabbing the renpote?"

"Yeah. That's ny guess."

"And what about his fingers?"

"I don't know," she said. "He has sonme kind of circulatory problem His fingertips are cold,
turning purple, they could even go gangrenous. Whatever it is, it's gotten worse since he's been
in the hospital."

"He di abetic?"

"No. "

"Raynaud' s?"

"No. "

Ni eto went over to the bedside, |ooked at the fingers. "Only the tips are involved. Al the danage
is distal."

"Right," she said. "If he wasn't found in the desert, 1'd call that frosthite."

"You check him for heavy netals, Bev? Because this could be toxic exposure to heavy netals.
Cadmium or arsenic. That would explain the fingers, and al so his denentia."

"I drew the sanples. But heavy metals go to UNH in Al buquerque. | won't have the report back for
seventy-two hours."

"You have any | D, nedical history, anything?"

"Not hi ng. We put a missing persons out on him and we transmtted his fingerprints to Washi ngton
for a database check, but that could take a week."

Ni et o nodded. "And when he was agitated, babbling? Wiat'd he say?"

"It was all rhynes, the sane things over. Sonething about Gordon and Stanley. And then he woul d
say, " ~Quondam phone nakes nme roam'
"Quondan®? Isn't that Latin?"

She shrugged. "It's a long tine since | was in church."

"I think quondamis a word in Latin," N eto said.

And then they heard a voice say, "Excuse ne?" It was the bespectacled kid in the bed across the

hall, sitting with his nother

"We're still waiting for the surgeon to conme in, Kevin," Beverly said to him "Then we can set
your arm”

"He wasn't saying "~ quondam phone,' " the kid said. "He was saying ~quantumfoam' "

"What ?"

"Quantum foam He was saying " quantum foam'
They went over to him Nieto seemed amused. "And what, exactly, is quantum foan®"

The kid | ooked at them earnestly, blinking behind his glasses. "At very small, subatomc

di mensi ons, the structure of space-tine is irregular. It's not snmooth, it's sort of bubbly and
foany. And because it's way down at the quantumlevel, it's called quantum foam"

"How ol d are you?" N eto said.

"El even."

Hi s nother said, "He reads a lot. His father's at Los Al anps."

Ni et o nodded. "And what's the point of this quantum foam Kevin?"

"There isn't any point," the kid said. "It's just how the universe is, at the subatomc |level."
"Way woul d this old guy be tal ki ng about it?"

"Because he's a well-known physicist," Wauneka said, coming toward them He glanced at a sheet of
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paper in his hand. "It just canme in on the MP.D. Joseph A Traub, seventy-one years old,

mat eri al s physicist. Specialist in superconducting nmetals. Reported m ssing by his enployer, |ITC
Research in Bl ack Rock, around noon today."

"Bl ack Rock? That's way over near Sandia." It was several hours away, in central New Mexico. "How
the hell did this guy get to Corazén Canyon in Arizona?"

"I don't know," Beverly said. "But he's-"

The al arms began to sound.

It happened with a swi ftness that stunned Ji nmy Wauneka. The old man raised his head fromthe bed,
stared at them eyes wild, and then he vonited blood. H s oxygen nask turned bright red; blood
spurted past the mask, running in streaks across his cheeks and chin, spattering the pillow, the
wal | . He nade a gurgling sound: he was drowning in his own bl ood.

Beverly was already running across the room Wauneka ran after her. "Turn the head!" N eto was
saying, conming up to the bed. "Turn it!" Beverly had pulled off the oxygen mask and was trying to
turn the old man's head, but he struggled, fighting her, still gurgling, eyes w de with panic.
Wauneka pushed past her, grabbed the old man's head with both hands and wrenched hard, tw sting
himbodily to the side. The man vom ted again; blood sprayed all over the nonitors, and over
Wauneka. "Suction!" Beverly shouted, pointing to a tube on the wall.

Wauneka tried to hold the old man and grab for the tube, but the floor was slick with bl ood. He
sl i pped, grabbed at the bed for support.

"Come on, people!" Tsosie shouted. "I need you! Suction!" She was on her knees, shoving her
fingers in the man's mouth, pulling out his tongue. Wauneka scranbled to his feet, saw Nieto

hol ding out a suction line. He grabbed it with bl ood-slippery fingers, and saw Nieto tw st the
wal | val ve. Beverly took the neoprene probe, started sucking out the guy's nouth and nose. Red

bl ood ran up the tubes. The nman gasped, coughed, but he was growi ng weaker.

"I don't like this," Beverly said, "we better-" The nonitor alarns changed tone, high-pitched,
steady. Cardiac arrest.

"Dam, " she said. There was blood all over her jacket, her blouse. "Paddl es! Get the paddles!"

Ni eto was standi ng over the bed, holding the paddles in outstretched arns. Wauneka scranbl ed back
fromthe bed as Nancy Hood pushed her way through; there were people clustered all around the nan
now. Wauneka snelled a sharp odor and knew the man's bowel s had rel eased. He suddenly realized the
old man was going to die

"Clear," N eto said as he pushed down on the paddl es. The body jolted on the table. The bottles on
the wall clattered. The nonitor al arns conti nued.

Beverly said, "Close the curtain, Jimy."

He | ooked back, and saw the bespectacl ed kid across the room staring, his nouth open. Wauneka
yanked the drapes shut.

An hour later, an exhausted Beverly Tsosi e dropped down at a desk in the corner to wite up the
case sunmary. |t would have to be unusually conpl ete, because the patient had died. As she thunbed
through the chart, Ji my Wauneka canme by with a cup of coffee for her. "Thanks," she said. "By the
way, do you have the phone nunber for that |ITC conpany? | have to call them?"”

"I''l'l do that for you," Wauneka said, resting his hand briefly on her shoulder. "You' ve had a

t ough day."

Bef ore she could say anythi ng, Wauneka had gone to the next desk, flipped open his notepad, and
started dialing. He smiled at her as he waited for the call to go through.

"I TC Research."

He identified hinself, then said, "lI'mcalling about your mi ssing enployee, Joseph Traub."

"One nonent please, I'Il connect you to our director of human resources."”

He then waited on hold for several mnutes. Mizak played. He cupped his hand over the phone, and
as casually as he could, said to Beverly, "Are you free for dinner, or are you seeing your
granny?"

She continued to wite, not |ooking up fromthe chart. "I'm seeing Ganny."

He gave a little shrug. "Just thought I'd ask," he said.

"But she goes to bed early. About eight o'clock.”

"I's that right?"

She sniled, still |ooking dowmn at her notes. "Yes."

Wauneka grinned. "Well, okay."

"Ckay. "

The phone clicked again and he heard a wonman say, "Hold please, | amputting you through to our

seni or vice president, Dr. Gordon."
"Thank you." He thought, Senior vice president.
Anot her click, then a gravelly voice: "This is John CGordon speaking."
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"Dr. Gordon, this is Janes Wauneka of the Gallup Police Departnent. |I'mcalling you from MKinl ey
Hospital, in Gallup,"” he said. "I'mafraid | have sone bad news."

Seen through the picture wi ndows of the I TC conference room the yell ow afternoon sun gl eaned of f
the five glass and steel |aboratory buildings of the Black Rock research conplex. In the distance,
af t ernoon t hundercl ouds were fornming over the far desert. But inside the room the twelve |ITC
board nmenbers were turned away fromthe view They were having coffee at a side table, talking to
one another while they waited for the neeting to begin. Board neetings always ran into the night,
because the | TC president, Robert Doniger, was a notorious insomiac and he schedul ed themt hat
way. It was a tribute to Doniger's brilliance that the board nenbers, all CEGCs and mmj or venture
capitalists, cane anyway.

Ri ght now, Doniger had yet to nake an appearance. John Gordon, Doniger's burly vice president,

t hough he knew why. Still talking on a cell phone, Gordon began to nake his way toward the door

At one tine Gordon had been an Air Force project manager, and he still had a military bearing. His
bl ue business suit was freshly pressed, and his black shoes shone. Holding his cell phone to his
ear, he said, "l understand, Oficer," and he slipped out the door

Just as he had thought, Doniger was in the hallway, pacing up and down |ike a hyperactive kid,
whil e Diane Kraner, |ITC s head attorney, stood to one side and listened to him Gordon saw Doni ger
jabbing his finger in the air at her angrily. Cearly, he was giving her hell

Robert Doniger was thirty-eight years old, a brilliant physicist, and a billionaire. Despite a
potbelly and gray hair, his manner remai ned youthful - or juvenile, depending on whomyou tal ked
to. Certainly age had not nellowed him |ITC was his third startup conpany; he had grown rich from
the others, but his managenent style was as caustic and nasty as ever. Nearly everybody in the
conpany feared him

In deference to the board neeting, Doniger had put on a blue suit, forgoing his usual khakis and

sweats. But he | ooked unconfortable in the suit, |like a boy whose parents had nmade hi mdress up
"Well, thank you very much, O ficer \Wauneka," Gordon said into the cell phone. "W'Ill make all the
arrangenents. Yes. We'll do that inmrediately. Thank you again." CGordon flipped the phone shut, and
turned to Doniger. "Traub's dead, and they've identified his body."

"Wher e?"

"Gl lup. That was a cop calling fromthe ER "

"What do they think he died of?"

"They don't know. They think nassive cardiac arrest. But there was a problemwth his fingers. A
circulatory problem They' re going to do an autopsy. It's required by |aw. "

Doni ger waved his hand, a gesture of irritable dismssal. "Big fucking deal. The autopsy won't
show anything. Traub had transcription errors. They'll never figure it out. Wiy are you wasting ny
time with this shit?"

"One of your enpl oyees just died, Bob," Gordon said.

"That's true," Doniger said coldly. "And you know what? There's fuck all | can do about it. | feel
sorry. Ch ne oh my. Send sonme flowers. Just handle it, okay?"

At nmoments like this, Gordon would take a deep breath, and rem nd hinself that Doni ger was no
different from nost other aggressive young entrepreneurs. He would rem nd hinself that behind the
sarcasm Doni ger was nearly always right. And he would rem nd hinmself that in any case, Doniger
had behaved this way all his life.

Robert Doni ger had shown early signs of genius, taking up engineering textbooks while still in
grade school. By the tine he was nine, he could fix any electronic appliance - a radio, or a TV -
fiddling with the vacuumtubes and wires until he got it working. Wen his nother expressed
concern that he would electrocute hinself, he told her, "Don't be an idiot." And when his favorite
grandnot her died, a dry-eyed Doniger inforned his nother that the old lady still owed himtwenty-
seven dollars, and he expected her to nake good on it.

After graduating sunma cum | aude in physics from Stanford at the age of eighteen, Doniger had gone
to Ferm |l ab, near Chicago. He quit after six nonths, telling the director of the |ab that
"particle physics is for jerkoffs." He returned to Stanford, where he worked in what he regarded
as a nore prom sing area: superconducting magneti sm

This was a tinme when scientists of all sorts were |eaving the university to start conpanies to
exploit their discoveries. Doniger left after a year to found TechGate, a conpany that nade the
conmponents for precision chip etching that Doniger had invented in passing. Wen Stanford
protested that he'd nmade these discoveries while working at the |ab, Doniger said, "If you' ve got
a problem sue ne. Qtherw se shut up."

It was at TechGate that Doniger's harsh nanagenent style becane fanous. During neetings with his
scientists, he'd sit in the corner, tipped precariously back in his chair, firing off questions.
"What about this?" "Way aren't you doing that?" "Wat's the reason for this?" If the answer
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satisfied him he'd say, "Maybe. . . ." That was the highest prai se anyone ever got from Doniger.
But if he didn't Iike the answer - and he usually didn't - he'd snarl, "Are you brain-dead?" "Do
you aspire to be an idiot?" "Do you want to die stupid?" "You're not even a half-wit." Wen really
annoyed, he threw pencils and not ebooks, and screaned, "Assholes! You're all fucking assholes!"
TechGat e enpl oyees put up with the tantruns of "Death March Doni ger" because he was a brilliant
physicist, better than they were; because he knew the problens his teanms were facing; and because
his criticisns were invariably on point. Unpleasant as it was, this stinging style worked;
TechGat e nade remarkabl e advances in two years.

In 1984, he sold his conpany for a hundred mllion dollars. That same year, Tine magazine |isted
himas one of fifty people under the age of twenty-five "who will shape the rest of the century."
The list also included Bill Gates and Steve Jobs.

"Coddam it," Doniger said, turning to Gordon. "Do | have to do everything nyself? Jesus. Were
did they find Traub?"

"In the desert. On the Navajo reservation.”

"Where, exactly?"

"All I knowis, ten mles north of Corazén. Apparently there's not nmuch out there."

"Al'l right," Doniger said. "Then get Baretto fromsecurity to drive Traub's car out to Corazén
and leave it in the desert. Puncture a tire and wal k away."

D ane Kramer cleared her throat. She was dark-haired, in her early thirties, dressed in a bl ack
suit. "l don't know about that, Bob," she said, in her best lawerly tone. "You're tanmpering with
evi dence-"

"Of course |I'mtanpering with evidence! That's the whole point! Sonebody's going to ask how Traub
got out there. So leave his car for themto find."

"But we don't know exactly where-"

"I't doesn't matter exactly where. Just do it."

"That means Baretto plus sonmebody el se knows about this.
"And who gives a damm? Nobody. Just do it, Diane.”
There was a short silence. Kraner stared at the floor, frowning, clearly still unhappy.

"Look," Doniger said, turning to Gordon. "You renenber when Garnman was going to get the contract
and ny old conpany wasn't? You renenber the press | eak?"

"I remenber," Cordon said.

"You were so worried about it," Doniger said, smirking. He explained to Kramer: "Garnman was a fat
pig. Then he lost a |lot of weight because his wife put himon a diet. W |eaked that Garman had

i noper abl e cancer and his conmpany was going to fold. He denied it, but nobody believed him
because of the way he | ooked. W got the contract. | sent a big basket of fruit to his wife." He
| aughed. "But the point is, nobody ever traced the leak to us. All's fair, Diane. Business is
busi ness. Get the goddam car out in the desert.”

She nodded, but she was still [ooking at the floor

"And then," Doniger said, "I want to know how the hell Traub got into the transit roomin the
first place. Because he'd already nmade too many trips, and he had accunul ated too many
transcription defects. He was past his limt. He wasn't supposed to nake any nore trips. He wasn't
cleared for transit. W have a lot of security around that room So how d he get in?"

"We think he had a nai ntenance cl earance, to work on the machines," Kraner said. "He waited until
eveni ng, between shifts, and took a nmachine. But we're checking all that now "

"I don't want you to check it," Doniger said sarcastically. "I want you to fix it, Diane."

"We'll fix it, Bob."

"You better, goddamm it," Doniger said. "Because this conpany now faces three significant

probl ens. And Traub is the |east of them The other two are nmajor. Utra, ultra, major."

Doni ger had al ways had a gift for the long view. Back in 1984, he had sold TechGate because he
foresaw that conputer chips were going to "hit the wall." At the tine, this seemed nonsensi cal
Conput er chi ps were doubling in power every eighteen nonths, while the cost was hal ved. But

Doni ger recogni zed that these advances were nade by cramr ng conponents closer and cl oser together
on the chip. It couldn't go on forever. Eventually, circuits would be so densely packed that the
chips would nelt fromthe heat. This inplied an upper Iimt on conputer power. Doniger knew that
soci ety woul d demand ever nore raw conputati onal power, but he didn't see any way to acconplish
it.

Frustrated, he returned to an earlier interest, superconducting nmagnetism He started a second
conpany, Advanced Magnetics, which owned several patents essential for the new Magnetic Resonance
I magi ng machi nes that were starting to revol utionize nedicine. Advanced Magnetics was paid a
quarter of a mllion dollars in royalties for every MR nachine nade. It was "a cash cow," Doni ger
once said, "and about as interesting as nmilking a cow. " Bored and seeki ng new chal |l enges, he sold
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out in 1988. He was then twenty-eight years old, and worth a billion dollars. But in his view, he
had yet to make his mark.

The foll owi ng year, 1989, he started |ITC.

One of Doniger's heroes was the physicist Richard Feynnan. In the early eighties, Feynman had
specul ated that it might be possible to build a conputer using the quantum attributes of atons.
Theoretically, such a "quantum conmputer” would be billions and billions of times nmore powerfu
than any conputer ever nmade. But Feynman's idea inplied a genuinely new technology - a technol ogy
that had to be built fromscratch, a technol ogy that changed all the rul es. Because nobody coul d
see a practical way to build a quantum conputer, Feynnan's idea was soon forgotten

But not by Doni ger.

In 1989, Doniger set out to build the first quantum conmputer. The idea was so radical - and so
risky - that he never publicly announced his intention. He blandly naned his new conpany | TC, for
I nternati onal Technol ogy Corporation. He set up his main offices in Geneva, drawi ng fromthe pool
of physicists working at CERN

For several years afterward, nothing was heard from Doni ger, or his conpany. People assuned he had
retired, if they thought of himat all. It was, after all, common for prom nent high-tech
entrepreneurs to drop fromview, after they had nade their fortunes.

In 1994, Tine nagazine nmade a |list of twenty-five people under the age of forty who were shaping
our world. Robert Doniger was not anong them No one cared; no one remenbered.

That same year he nmoved | TC back to the United States, establishing a |aboratory facility in Black
Rock, New Mexi co, one hour north of Al buquerque. A thoughtful observer m ght have noticed that he
had again noved to a location with a pool of avail able physicists. But there were no observers,

t hought ful or otherw se.

So no one noticed when during the 1990s, |ITC grew steadily in size. Mire |abs were built on the
New Mexi co site; nore physicists were hired. Doniger's board of directors grew fromsix to twelve.
Al'l were CEGs of companies that had invested in ITC, or venture capitalists. Al had signed
draconi an nondi scl osure agreenents requiring themto post a significant personal bond in escrow,
to submt to a polygraph test on request, and to allow ITC to tap their phones w thout notice. In
addi tion, Doni ger denmanded a mini numinvestnment of $300 million. That was, he expl ai ned
arrogantly, the cost of a seat on the board. "You want to know what |I'mup to, you want to be a

part of what we're doing here, it's athird of a billion dollars. Take it or leave it. | don't
give a dam either way."

But of course he did. ITC had a fearsone burn rate: they had gone through nore than $3 billion in
the last nine years. And Doni ger knew he was going to need nore.

"Probl em nunber one," Doniger said. "Qur capitalization. We'll need another billion before we see
daylight."

He nodded toward the boardroom "They won't come up with it. | have to get themto approve three
new board nenbers."

Gordon said, "That's a tough sell, in that room"”

"I know it is,"” Doniger said. "They see the burn rate, and they want to know when it ends. They
want to see concrete results. And that's what | amgoing to give themtoday."

"What concrete results?"

"Avictory," Doniger said. "These dipshits are going to need a victory. Some exciting news about
one of the projects.”

Kraner sucked in her breath. CGordon said, "Bob, the projects are all long-term"
"One of them nust be nearing conpletion. Say, the Dordogne?"
"It's not. | don't advise this approach."

"And | need a victory," Doniger said. "Professor Johnston has been out there in France with his
Yalies for three years on our nickel. We ought to have sonething to show for it."

"Not yet, Bob. Anyway, we don't have all the land."

"W have enough of the land."

"Bob . . ."

"Diane will go. She can pressure themnicely."

"Prof essor Johnston won't like it."

"I'''m sure Di ane can handl e Johnston."

One of the assistants opened the door to the conference roomand | ooked into the hall. Doniger
said, "In a goddam mnute!" But he inmedi ately began wal ki ng toward the door.

He | ooked back at them over his shoulder and said, "Just do it!" And then he went into the room
and cl osed the door.

Gordon wal ked with Kramer down the corridor. Her high heels clicked on the floor. Gordon gl anced
down and saw that beneath the very correct and corporate black Jil Sander suit, she was wearing
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bl ack slingback heels. It was the classic Kranmer |ook: seductive and unattainable at the sane
time.

Gordon said, "Did you know about this before?”

She nodded. "But not for long. He told ne an hour ago."

Gordon said nothing. He suppressed his irritation. Gordon had been with Doni ger for twelve years
now, since Advanced Magnetics days. At ITC, he had run a major industrial research operation on
two continents, enploying dozens of physicists, chemists, conputer scientists. He'd had to teach
hi nsel f about superconducting netals, fractal conpression, quantum qubits, and high-flow ion
exchange. He'd been up to his neck in theoretical physicists - the very worst kind - and yet

m | est ones were reached; devel opnent was on schedul e; cost overruns were nanageable. But despite
his success, Doniger still never really confided in him

Kraner, on the other hand, had al ways enjoyed a special relationship with Doniger. She had begun
as an attorney in an outside law firm doing work for the conmpany. Doniger thought she was snart
and cl assy, so he hired her. She was his girlfriend for the next year, and even though that was
long over, he still listened to her. She'd been able to head off several potential disasters over
t he years.

"For ten years," CGordon said, "we've kept this technol ogy quiet. Wen you think about it, it's a
nmracle. Traub was the first incident to get away fromus. Fortunately, it ended up in the hands
of sonme doofus cop, and it won't go any further. But if Doniger starts pushing in France, people
m ght start to put things together.

W' ve already got that reporter in Paris chasing us. Bob could blow this w de open.”

"1 know he's considered all that. That's the second big problem"”

"Goi ng public?"

"Yes. Having it all conme out."

"He's not worried?"

"Yes, he's worried. But he seens to have a plan to deal with it."

"I hope so," CGordon said. "Because we can't always count on having a doofus cop sifting through
our dirty laundry."

O ficer James Wauneka cane into MKinley Hospital the next norning, |ooking for Beverly Tsosie. He
t hought he woul d check the autopsy results on the old guy who had died. But they told himthat
Beverly had gone up to the third-floor Inaging Unit. So he went up there.

He found her in a snall beige roomadjacent to the white scanner. She was talking to Calvin Chee,
the MRI technician. He was sitting at the conputer console, flicking black-and-white inages up
one after another. The inmages showed five round circles in a row. As Chee ran through the inmages,
the circles got smaller and smaller.

"Calvin," she was saying. "lIt's inpossible. It has to be an artifact."

"You ask ne to review the data," he said, "and then you don't believe ne? |'mtelling you, Bev,
it's not an artifact. It's real. Here, ook at the other hand."

Chee tapped the keyboard, and now a horizontal oval appeared on the screen, with five pale circles
inside it. "Ckay? This is the palmof the left hand, seen in a midsection cut." He turned to
Wauneka. "Pretty nuch what you'd see if you put your hand on a butcher bl ock and chopped straight
down through it."

"Very nice, Calvin."

"Well, | want everybody to be clear."”

He turned back to the screen. "Okay, |landmarks. Five round circles are the five pal mar bones.
These things here are tendons going to the fingers. Renenber, the nuscles that work the hand are
nmostly in the forearm Okay. That little circle is the radial artery, which brings blood to the
hand t hrough the wist. Ckay. Now, we nove outward fromthe wist, in cut sections." The inages
changed. The oval grew narrower, and one by one, the bones pulled apart, |ike an anpeba dividi ng
Now there were four circles. "Ckay. Now we're out past the palm and we see only the fingers.
Smal | arteries within each finger, dividing as we go out, getting smaller, but you can still see
them See, here and here? Ckay. Now noving out toward the fingertips, the bones get larger, that's
the proximal digit, the knuckle . . . and now. . . watch the arteries, see how they go

section by section . . . and now. "

Wauneka frowned. "It | ooks like a glitch. Like sonething junped."”

"Sonething did junp,"” Chee said. "The arterioles are offset. They don't line up. I'll show you
again." He went to the previous section, then the next. It was clear - the circles of the tiny
arteries seened to hop sideways. "That's why the guy had gangrene in his fingers. He had no
circul ati on because his arterioles didn't Iine up. It's like a m smatch or sonething."

Beverly shook her head. "Calvin."

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (13 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

"I'mtelling you. And not only that, it's other places in his body, too. Like in the heart. Cuy
di ed of massive coronary? No surprise, because the ventricular walls don't line up, either."
"Fromold scar tissue," she said, shaking her head. "Calvin, cone on. He was seventy-one years
old. Whatever was wong with his heart, it worked for nore than seventy years. Sanme with his
hands. If this arteriole offset was actually present, his fingers would have dropped off years
ago. But they didn't. Anyway, this was a newinjury; it got worse while he was in the hospital."
"So what are you going to tell ne, the machine is wong?"

"It has to be. Isn't it true that you can get registration errors from hardware? And there are
someti mes bugs in scaling software?"

"l checked the nmachine, Bev. It's fine."

She shrugged. "Sorry, |I'mnot buying it. You've got a probl em sonewhere. Look, if you're so sure
you're right, go down to pathol ogy and check the guy out in person.”

"I tried," Chee said. "The body was al ready picked up."

"I't was?" Wauneka said. "Wen?"

"Five o' clock this norning. Sonmebody from his conmpany."”

"Wel |, that conpany's way over by Sandia," Wauneka said. "Maybe they're still driving the body-"
"No." Chee shook his head. "Cremated this norning."

"Real | y? Where?"

"Gal lup Mortuary."

"They cremated hi m here?" Wauneka sai d.

"I"'mtelling you," Chee said, "there's definitely sonmething weird about this guy."

Beverly Tsosie crossed her arnms over her chest. She | ooked at the two nen. "There's nothing
weird," she said. "His conpany did it that way because they could arrange it all by phone, |ong-
di stance. Call the nortuary, they cone over and crenmate him Happens all the tine, especially when
there's no family. Now cut the crap," she said, "and call the repair techs to fix the nachine. You
have a problemwi th your MRl - and that's all you have."

Ji my Wauneka wanted to be finished with the Traub case as soon as possible. But back in the ER
he saw a plastic bag filled with the old guy's clothes and personal bel ongi ngs. There was not hi ng
to do but call ITC again. This time he spoke to another vice president, a Ms. Kraner. Dr. Gordon
was in nmeetings and was unavai l abl e.

"I't's about Dr. Traub," he said

"Ch yes." A sad sigh. "Poor Dr. Traub. Such a nice man."

"H s body was cremated today, but we still have sonme of his personal effects. |I don't know what
you want us to do with them"”

"Dr. Traub doesn't have any living relatives," M. Kraner said. "I doubt anybody here woul d want
his clothes, or anything. What effects were you speaki ng of ?"

"Well, there was a diagramin his pocket. It |ooks Iike a church, or maybe a nonastery."”

"Un- huh. "

"Do you know why he woul d have a di agram of a nonastery?"

"No, | really couldn't say. To tell the truth, Dr. Traub got a little strange, the | ast few weeks.
He was quite depressed, ever since his wife died. Are you sure it's a nonastery?"

"No, I"'mnot. | don't know what it is. Do you want this di agram back?"

"I'f you wouldn't mind sending it along."

"And what about this ceranic thing?"

"Ceram c thing?"

"He had a piece of ceramic. It's about an inch square, and it's stanped "I TC.'
"Ch. kay. That's no problem™

"I was wondering what that mght be."

"What that nmight be? It's an ID tag."

"It doesn't look like any IDtag | ever saw. "

"I't's a new kind. W use them here to get through security doors, and so on."
"You want that back, too?"

"If it's not too nmuch trouble. Tell you what, 1'll give you our FedEx number, and you can j ust
stick it in an envel ope and drop it off."

Ji my Wauneka hung up the phone and he thought, Bullshit.

He call ed Father Grogan, the priest at his local Catholic parish, and told himabout the di agram
and the abbreviation at the bottom non.ste.nere.

"That woul d be the Monastery of Sainte-Mre," he said pronptly.

"So it is a nonastery?"

"Ch absolutely."

"Wher e?"
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"l have no idea. It's not a Spanish name. "Mere' is French for “Mther.' Saint Mther neans the
Virgin Mary. Perhaps it's in Louisiana."

"How woul d | locate it?" Wauneka sai d.

"I have a listing of nonasteries here soneplace. Gve ne an hour or two to dig it up."

"I"'msorry, Jimy. | don't see any nystery here."

Carl os Chavez was the assistant chief of police in Gallup, about to retire fromthe force, and he
had been Ji my Wauneka's adviser fromthe start. Now he was sitting back with his boots up on his
desk, listening to Wauneka with a very skeptical | ook.

"Well, here's the thing," Wauneka said. "They pick up this guy out by Corazén Canyon, denented and
ravi ng, but there's no sunburn, no dehydration, no exposure."

"So he was dunped. H's famly pushed himout of the car."

"No. No living famly."

"Ckay, then he drove hinself out there."

"Nobody saw a car."

"Who' s nobody?"

"The peopl e who picked himup."

Chavez sighed. "Did you go out to Coraz6n Canyon yourself, and look for a car?"

Wauneka hesitated. "No."

"You took sonebody's word for it.

"Yes. | guess | did."
"You guess? Meaning a car could still be out there."
"Maybe. Yeah."

"Ckay. So what did you do next?"

"I called his conmpany, ITC "

"And they told you what ?"

"They said he was depressed, because his wife had died."

"Figures.”

"l don't know," WAuneka said. "Because | called the apartnment building where Traub lived. | talked
to the building manager. The wife died a year ago."

"So this happened close to the anniversary of her death, right? That's when it usually happens,
Jimmy. "

"I think I ought to go over and talk to sone fol ks at | TC Research."

"Why? They're two hundred and fifty mles fromwhere this guy was found."

"I know, but-"

"But what? How nany tines we get sonme tourist stranded out in the reservations? Three, four tines
a year? And half the time they're dead, right? O they die afterward, right?"

"Yes. "

"And it's always one of two reasons. Either they' re New Age fl akes from Sedona who cone to conmune
with the eagle god and got stuck, their car broke down. O they' re depressed. One or the other

And this guy was depressed.”

"So they say. . . ."

"Because his wife died. Hey, | believe it." Carlos sighed. "Sone guys are depressed, sone guys are
overjoyed."

"But there's unanswered questions," Wauneka said. "There's sonme kind of diagram and a ceranic
chip-"

"Jinmmy. There's always unanswered questions.
trying to inpress that cute little doctor?"
"What little doctor?"

"You know who | nean."

"Hell no. She thinks there's nothing to all this.”
"She's right. Drop it."

Chavez squinted at him "Wat's going on? Are you

"But - "

"Jimy." Carlos Chavez shook his head. "Listen to nme. Drop it."
"Ckay. "

"I''"'mserious."

"Ckay, " Wauneka said. "Ckay, I'Il drop it."

The next day, the police in Shiprock picked up a bunch of thirteen-year-old kids joyriding in a
car with New Mexico plates. The registration in the glove conpartnent was in the nane of Joseph
Traub. The kids said they had found the car on the side of the road past Corazén Canyon, with the
keys still in it. The kids had been drinking, and the inside of the car was a nmess, sticky with
spill ed beer.
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Wauneka didn't bother to drive over and see it.

A day after that, Father G ogan called himback. "I've been checking for you,'
is no Mnastery of Sainte-Mre, anywhere in the world."

"Ckay, " Wauneka said. "Thanks." It was what he'd been expecting, anyway. Another dead end.

"At one tinme, there was a nonastery of that name in France, but it was burned to the ground in the
fourteenth century. It's just a ruin now In fact, it's being excavated by archaeol ogi sts from
Yal e and the University of Toul ouse. But | gather there's not nuch there."

"Uh-huh. . . ." But then he remenbered some of the things the old guy had said, before he died.
Sone of the nonsense rhynmes. "Yale in France, has no chance."” Sonething |ike that.

"Where is it?" he said

"Somewhere in sout hwest France, near the Dordogne River."

" Dor dogne? How do you spell that?" Wauneka sai d.

he said, "and there

DORDOGNE

"The glory of the past is an illusion
So is the glory of the present.”

EDWARD JOHNSTON

The helicopter thunped through thick gray fog. In the rear seat, D ane Kraner shifted uneasily.
Whenever the nist thinned, she saw the treetops of the forest very cl ose beneath her. She said,
"Do we have to be so | ow?"

Sitting in front alongside the pilot, André Marek | aughed. "Don't worry, it's perfectly safe." But
then, Marek didn't look like the sort of man to worry about anything. He was twenty-nine years
old, tall, and very strong; mnuscles rippled beneath his T-shirt. Certainly, you would never think
he was an assistant professor of history at Yale. O second in command of the Dordogne project,
whi ch was where they were headed now.

"This mist will clear in a mnute," Marek said, speaking with just a trace of his native Dutch
accent. Kramer knew all about him a graduate of Urecht, Marek was one of the new breed of
"experinental " historians, who set out to re-create parts of the past, to experience it firsthand
and understand it better. Marek was a fanatic about it; he had | earned nedi eval dress, |anguage

and custons in detail; supposedly, he even knew how to joust. Looking at him she could believe
it.

She said, "I'msurprised Professor Johnston didn't conme with us." Kranmer had really expected to
deal with Johnston himself. She was, after all, a high-level executive fromthe conpany that

funded their research. Protocol required that Johnston hinself give the tour. And she had pl anned
to start working on himin the helicopter

"Unfortunately, Professor Johnston had a prior appointnment.”

" Ch?"

"Wth Francois Bellin, the mnister of antiquities. He's com ng down fromParis."

"I see." Kraner felt better. CQbviously, Johnston nust first deal with authorities. The Dordogne
project was entirely dependent on good relations with the French governnent. She said, "ls there a
pr obl enf"

"l doubt it. They're old friends. Ah, here we go."

The helicopter burst through the fog into norning sunlight. The stone farnhouses cast |ong
shadows.

As they passed over one farm the geese in the barnyard fl apped, and a wonan in an apron shook her
fist at them

"She's not happy about us,"” Marek said, pointing with his massive muscular arm

Sitting in the seat behind him Kraner put on her sunglasses and said, "Well, it is six o' clock in
the norning. Wiy did we go so early?"

"For the light," Marek said. "Early shadows reveal contours, crop marks, all that." He pointed
down past his feet. Three heavy yell ow housings were clanped to the front struts of the
helicopter. "Right now we're carrying stereo terrain mappers, infrared, W/, and side-scan radar."
Kraner pointed out the rear wi ndow, toward a six-foot-long silver tube that dangled beneath the
helicopter at the rear. "And what's that?"

"Proton magnetoneter."

"Uh-huh. And it does what?"

"Looks for magnetic anomalies in the ground below us that could indicate buried walls, or
ceramcs, or netal."
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"Any equi prment you'd |like that you don't have?"

Marek smiled. "No, Ms. Kranmer. We've gotten everything

everyt hing we asked for, thank you."

The helicopter had been skinmm ng over the rolling contours of dense forest. But now she saw
outcrops of gray rock, cliff faces that cut across the | andscape. Marek was giving what struck her
as a practiced guided tour, talking al nost continuously.

"Those linestone cliffs are the remains of an ancient beach," he said. "MIlions of years ago,
this part of France was covered by a sea. Wen the sea receded, it left behind a beach. Conpressed
over eons, the beach becane linmestone. It's very soft stone. The cliffs are honeyconbed with
caves."

Kraner could i ndeed see nmany caves, dark openings in the rock. "There're a lot of them" she said.
Mar ek nodded. "This part of southern France is one of the npbst continuously inhabited places on
the planet. Human bei ngs have lived here for at |east four hundred thousand years. There is a
continuous record from Neanderthal man right up to the present.”

Kramer nodded inpatiently. "And where is the project?" she said.

"Comi ng up."

The forest ended in scattered farns, open fields. Now they were heading toward a village atop a
hill; she saw a cluster of stone houses, narrow roads, and the stone tower of a castle rising into
t he sky.

"That's Beynac," Marek said, his back to her. "And here comes our Doppler signal." Kraner heard
el ectroni c beeps in her headphones, conming faster and faster

"Stand by," the pilot said.

Marek flicked on his equipnent. A half dozen |ights gl owed green.

"Ckay," the pilot said. "Starting first transect. Three . . . two . . . onhe.
The rolling forested hills fell away in a sheer cliff, and Diane Kramer saw the valley of the

Dor dogne spread out beneath them

The Dordogne River twisted in loops |like a brown snake in the valley it had cut hundreds of
thousands of years before. Even at this early hour, there were kayakers paddling along it.

"I'n nedieval tines the Dordogne was the military frontier," Marek said. "This side of the river
was French and the other side was English. Fighting went back and forth. Directly beneath us is
Beynac, a French stronghol d."

Kraner | ooked down on a picturesque tourist town with quaint stone buildings and dark stone roofs.
The narrow, twi sting streets were enpty of tourists. The town of Beynac was built against the
cliff face, rising fromthe river up to the walls of an old castle.

"And over there," Marek said, pointing across the river, "you see the opposing town of Castel naud.
An English stronghold."

H gh on a far hill, Kramer saw a second castle, this one built entirely of yellow stone. The
castle was small but beautifully restored, its three circular towers rising gracefully into the
air, connected by high walls. It, too, had a quaint tourist town built around its base.

She said, "But this isn't our project. "

"No," Marek said. "I'mjust showi ng you the general layout in this region. Al along the Dordogne,
you find these paired, opposing castles. Qur project also involves a pair of opposing castles, but
it's a fewmles dowmstreamfromhere. W'll go there now "

The hel i copter banked, heading west over rolling hills. They left the tourist area behind; Kramer
was pl eased to see the | and beneath her was nostly forest. They passed a small town called Envaux
near the river, and then clinbed up into the hills again. As they came over one rise, she suddenly
saw an open expanse of cleared green field. In the center of the field were the remains of ruined
stone houses, walls set at odd angles to one another. This had clearly once been a town, its
houses | ocated beneath the walls of a castle. But the walls were just a line of rubble, and nearly
not hi ng of the castle remained; she saw only the bases of two round towers and bits of broken wall
connecting them Here and there, white tents had been pitched anong the ruins. She saw severa
dozen peopl e working there.

"Al'l this was owned by a goat farnmer, until three years ago," Marek said. "The French had nostly
forgotten about these ruins, which were overgrown by forest. W've been clearing it away, and
doi ng some rebuilding. What you see was once the famobus English stronghold of Castelgard."

"This is Castelgard?" Kramer sighed. So little remained. A few standing walls to indicate the
town. And of the castle itself, alnpbst nothing.

"1 thought there would be nore," she said.

"Eventually, there will be. Castelgard was a large town in its day, with a very inposing castle,"
Marek said. "But it'll be several years before it's restored."

Kraner was wondering how she would explain this to Doniger. The Dordogne project was not as far

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (17 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

advanced as Doniger had imagined it to be. It would be extremely difficult to begin ngjor
reconstruction while the site was still so fragmented. And she was certain Professor Johnston
woul d resi st any suggestion to begin.

Marek was saying, "W've set up our headquarters in that farmover there." He pointed to a
farnmhouse with several stone buildings, not far fromthe ruins. A green tent stood beside one
building. "Want to circle Castelgard for another |ook?"

"No," Kraner said, trying to keep the di sappoi ntnent out of her voice. "Let's nove on."

"Ckay, then, we'll go to the mlIl."

The helicopter turned, heading north toward the river. The | and sl oped dowward, then flattened
al ong the banks of the Dordogne. They crossed the river, broad and dark brown, and cane to a
heavi |y wooded island near the far shore. Between the island and the northern shore was a
narrower, rushing stream perhaps fifteen feet wide. And here she saw ruins of another structure -
so ruined, in fact, that it was hard to tell what it once had been. "And this?" she said, |ooking
down. "Wat's this?"

"That's the water mll. There was once a bridge over the river, with water wheels beneath. They
used water power to grind grain, and to punp big bellows for making steel."

"Nothing's been rebuilt here at all," Kraner said. She sighed.

"No," Marek said. "But we've been studying it. Chris Hughes, one of our graduate students, has
investigated it quite extensively. That's Chris down there now, with the Professor."

Kraner saw a conpact, dark-haired young man, standing beside the tall, inposing figure she
recogni zed as Professor Johnston. Neither man | ooked up at the helicopter passing overhead; they
were focused on their work.

Now the helicopter |eft the river behind, and noved on to the flat Iand to the east. They passed
over a conplex of low rectangular walls, visible as dark lines in the slanting norning |ight.
Kramer guessed that the walls were no nore than a few inches high. But it clearly outlined what

| ooked like a small town.

"And this? Another town?"

"Just about. That's the Monastery of Sainte-Mre," Marek said. "One of the wealthiest and nost
power ful nonasteries in France. It was burned to the ground in the fourteenth century."”

"Lot of digging down there," Kraner said.

"Yes, it's our nobst inportant site."

As they flew by, she could see the big square pits they had dug down to the cataconmbs beneath the
monastery. Kramer knew the team devoted a great deal of attention here because they hoped to find
nmore buried caches of nonastic docunents; they had already discovered quite a few.

The hel i copter swung away, and approached the linmestone cliffs on the French side, and a snal
town. The helicopter rose up to the top of the cliffs.

"We cone to the fourth and final site," Marek said. "The fortress above the town of Bezenac. In
the Mddle Ages it was called La Roque. Although it's on the French side of the river, it was
actually built by the English, who were intent on maintaining a permanent foothold in French
territory. As you see, it's quite extensive."

And it was: a huge mlitary conplex on top of the hill, with two sets of concentric walls, one

i nside the other, spread out over fifty acres. She gave a little sigh of relief. The fortress of
La Roque was in better condition than the other sites of the project, and it had nore standing
wall's. It was easier to see what it once had been

But it was also crawling with tourists

"You let the tourists in?" she asked in dismy.

"Not really our decision," Marek said. "As you know, this is a new site, and the French governnent

wanted it opened to the public. But of course we'll close it again when we begin reconstruction."
"And when will that be?"
"Ch . . . between two and five years from now. "

She said nothing. The helicopter circled and rose higher
"So," Marek said, "we've cone to the end. Fromup here you can see the entire project: the

fortress of La Roque, the nonastery in the flats, the mll, and across the river, the fortress of
Castelgard. Want to see it again?"
"No," Diane Kraner said. "W can go back. |'ve seen enough."

Edward Johnston, Regius Professor of History at Yale, squinted as the helicopter thunped by
overhead. It was headi ng south, toward Donme, where there was a |l anding field. Johnston gl anced at
his watch and said, "Let's continue, Chris."

"Ckay," Chris Hughes said. He turned back to the conputer nmounted on the tripod in front of them
attached the GPS, and flicked the power button. "It'll take me a minute to set up."
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Chri stopher Stewart Hughes was one of Johnston's graduate students. The Professor - he was

i nvariably known by that nane - had five graduate students working on the site, as well as two
dozen under graduat es who had becone enanored of himduring his introductory Western G vilization
cl ass.

It was easy, Chris thought, to becone enanored of Edward Johnston. Although well past sixty,
Johnston was broad-shoul dered and fit; he nmoved quickly, giving the inpression of vigor and
energy. Tanned, with dark eyes and sardoni c manner, he often seenmed nore |ike Mephistophel es than
a history professor.

Yet he dressed the part of a typical college professor: even here in the field, he wore a button-
down shirt and tie every day. Hs only concession to field work were his jeans and hi ki ng boots.
What made Johnston so bel oved by his students was the way he involved hinself in their lives: he
fed themat his house once a week; he | ooked after them if any of themhad a problemwth
studies, or finances, or famly back honme, he was always ready to help solve the difficulty,

wi t hout ever seenming to do anything at all.

Chris carefully unpacked the netal case at his feet, renoving first a transparent liquid crysta
screen, which he mounted vertically, fitting it into brackets above the conputer. Then he
restarted the conputer, so that it would recogni ze the screen

"I't'll just be a few seconds now," he said. "The GPS is calibrating."

Johnston just nodded patiently, and sniled.

Chris was a graduate student in the history of science - a bitterly controversial field - but he
neatly sidestepped the disputes by focusing not on nodern science, but on nedieval science and
technol ogy. Thus he was becom ng expert in techniques of netallurgy, the manufacture of arnor,
three-field crop rotation, the chenmistry of tanning, and a dozen other subjects fromthe period.
He had decided to do his doctoral dissertation on the technology of nedieval mlls - a

fasci nati ng, much-negl ected area.

And his particular interest was, of course, the mll of Sainte-Mre.

Johnston waited calmy

Chris had been an undergraduate, in his junior year, when his parents were killed in an autonobile
accident. Chris, an only child, was devastated; he thought he would drop out of school. Johnston
nmoved the young student into his house for three nonths, and served as a substitute father for
many years afterward, advising himon everything fromsettling his parents' estate to probl ens
with his girlfriends. And there had been a Iot of problens with girlfriends.

In the aftermath of his parents' death, Chris had gotten involved with many wonen. The subsequent
conplexity of his life - dirty looks in a seminar froma jilted lover; frantic mdnight calls to
his room because of a m ssed period, while he was in bed with soneone el se; clandestine hotel-room
meetings with an associ ate professor of philosophy who was in the nidst of a nasty divorce - al
this becane a familiar texture to his life. Inevitably his grades suffered, and then Johnston took
hi m asi de, spending several evenings tal king things through with him

But Chris wasn't inclined to listen; soon after, he was naned in the divorce. Only the Professor's
personal intervention prevented himfrom being expelled fromYale. Chris's response to this sudden
jeopardy was to bury hinmself in his studies; his grades swiftly inproved; he eventually graduated
fifth in his class. But in the process he became conservative. Now, at twenty-four, he tended
toward fussiness, and stomach trouble. He was reckless only wth wonen.

"Finally," Chris said. "It's coming up."
The liquid crystal display showed an outline in bright green. Through the transparent display,
they could see the ruins of the mll, with the green outline superinposed. This was the | atest

met hod for nodeling archaeol ogical structures. Formerly, they had relied on ordinary architectura
nodel s, nmade of white foantore, cut and assenbl ed by hand. But the techni que was slow, and

nodi fications were difficult.

These days, all nodels were nade in the conputer. The nodel s coul d be quickly assenbl ed, and
easily revised. In addition, they allowed this method for |ooking at nodels in the field. The
conmput er was fed napped coordinates fromthe ruin; using the GPS-fixed tripod position, the inage
that came up on the screen was in exact perspective.

They watched the green outline fill in, making solid forns. It showed a substantial covered
bridge, built of stone, with three water wheels beneath it. "Chris," Johnston said, "you' ve nmade
it fortified." He sounded pl eased.

"I knowit's arisk . . . ," he said.

"No, no," the Professor said, "I think it nmakes sense."

There were references in the literature to fortified mlls, and certainly there were records of

i nnunmerabl e battles over nmlls and mlIl rights. But few fortified mlls were actually known: one
in Buerge and anot her recently di scovered near Mntauban, in the next valley. Mst nedieva
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hi storians believed such fortified mill buildings were rare.

"The colum bases at the water's edge are very large," Chris said. "Like everything else around
here, once the m |l was abandoned, the |ocal people used it as a quarry. They took away the stones
to build their own houses. But the rocks in the colum bases were | eft behind, because they were
sinmply too large to nove. To ne, that inplies a nassive bridge. Probably fortified."

"You may be right," Johnston said. "And | think-"

The radio clipped to his waist crackled. "Chris? Is the Professor with you? The minister is on-
site.”

Johnston | ooked across the nonastery excavation, toward the dirt road that ran al ong the edge of
the river. A green Land Rover with white lettering on the side panels was racing toward them
raising a |arge plunme of dust. "Yes indeed," he said. "That will be Francois. Always in a rush."
"Edouard! Edouard!" Francois Bellin grabbed the Professor by the shoul ders, and kissed himon both
cheeks. Bellin was a | arge, balding, exuberant man. He spoke rapid French. "My dear friend, it is
al ways too long. You are well?"

"I am Frangois," Johnston said, taking a step back fromthis effusiveness. Wenever Bellin was
excessively friendly, it neant there was a probl em ahead. "And you, Francois?" Johnston said. "How
does it go?"

"The sane, the sanme. But at ny age, that suffices." He | ooked around the site, then placed his

hand on Johnston's shoulder in a conspiratorial way. "Edouard, | nust ask you a favor. | have a
smal | difficulty."
n d]?ll

"You know this reporter, fromL'Express-"

"No, " Johnston said. "Absolutely not."

"But Edouard-"

"I already talked to her on the phone. She's one of those conspiracy people. Capitalismis bad,
all corporations are evil-"

"Yes, yes, Edouard, what you say is true." He |l eaned closer. "But she sleeps with the mnister of
cul ture.”

"That doesn't narrow the field rmuch," Johnston said.

"Edouard, please. People are starting to listen to her. She can cause trouble. For nme. For you
For this project."

Johnst on si ghed.

"You know there is a sentinent here that Anmericans destroy all culture, having none of their own.
There is trouble with novies and music. And there has been di scussion of banning Anericans from
wor ki ng on French cultural sites. HmP"

Johnston said, "This is old news."

"And your own sponsor, |TC, has asked you to speak to her."
"They have?"

"Yes. A Ms. Kraner requested you speak to her."

Johnst on si ghed again

"I't will only take a few minutes of your tine, | prom se you,'
Rover. "She is in the car.”

Johnston said, "You brought her personally?"

"Edouard, | amtrying to tell you," Bellin said. "It is necessary to take this wonman seriously.

Her name is Louise Delvert."

As she clinbed out of the car, Chris saw a wonan in her md-forties, slender and dark, her face
handsone, with strong features. She was stylish in the way of certain mature European wonen,
conveyi ng a sophi sticated, understated sexuality. She appeared dressed for an expedition, in

khaki shirt and pants, straps around her neck for canera, video and tape recorder. She carried her
notepad in her hand as she strode toward them all business.

But as she cane cl oser, she slowed down.

Del vert extended her hand. "Professor Johnston," she said, in unaccented English. Her smle was
genuine and warm "l cannot tell you how nuch | appreciate your taking the tine to see ne."

"Not at all," Johnston said, taking her hand in his. "You have cone a |ong way, Mss Delvert. | am
pl eased to help you in any way | can."

Johnston continued to hold her hand. She continued to smile at him This went on for ten seconds
more, while she said that he was too kind and he said on the contrary, it was the very | east he
could do for her.

They wal ked t hrough the nonastery excavations, a tight little group: the Professor and M ss

Delvert in the front, Bellin and Chris foll owi ng behind, not too close, but still trying to hear
the discussion. Bellin wore a quiet, satisfied snmle; it occurred to Chris that there was nore

Bellin said, waving to the Land
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than one way to deal with a troubl esone culture ninister

As for the Professor, his wife had been dead for many years, and although there were runors, Chris
had never seen himw th another woman. He was fascinated to watch hi mnow Johnston did not change
his manner; he sinply gave the reporter his undivided attention. He conveyed the inpression that
there was nothing in the world nore inportant than she was. And Chris had a feeling that Delvert's
guestions were nuch | ess contentious than she had pl anned.

"As you know, Professor," she said, "for some tinme now, my newspaper has been working on a story
about the American conpany |ITC "

"Yes, |'maware of that."

"Am | correct that | TC sponsors this site?"

"Yes, they do."

She said, "W have been told they contribute a nmllion dollars a year."

"That's about right."

They wal ked on for a monent. She seened to be trying to frane her next question carefully.

"There are sone at the newspaper," she said, "who think that's a great deal of npney to spend on
medi eval archaeol ogy. "

"Well, you can tell themat the newspaper," Johnston said, "that it's not. In fact, it's average
for a large site like this. ITC gives us two hundred and fifty in direct costs, a hundred and a
quarter in indirect costs paid to the university, another eighty in schol arships, stipends, and
travel and living expenses, and fifty for |aboratory and archiving costs."

"But surely there is nmuch nore than that," she said, playing with her hair with her pen, and
blinking rapidly. Chris thought, She's batting her eyes at him He'd never seen a woman do that.
You had to be French to pull it off.

The Professor appeared not to notice. "Yes, there is certainly nore," he said, "but it doesn't go
to us. The rest is reconstruction costs for the site itself. That is separately accounted, since
as you know, reconstruction costs are shared with the French government."

"Of course," she said. "So the half mllion dollars your own team spends is in your view quite
usual ?"

"Wel |, we can ask Francois," Johnston said. "But there are twenty-seven archaeol ogi cal sites being
worked in this corner of France. They range fromthe Paleolithic dig that the University of Zurich
is doing with Carnegie-Mllon, to the Roman castrum the fort, that the University of Bordeaux is
doing with Oxford. The average annual cost of these projects is about half a million dollars a
year."

"l did not know that." She was staring into his eyes, openly adnmring. Too openly, Chris thought.
It suddenly occurred to himthat he m ght have m sjudged what was happening. This mght sinply be
her way of getting a story.

Johnston gl anced back at Bellin, who was wal ki ng behind him "Francoi s? What would you say?"

"l believe you know what you are doing - | mean, saying," Bellin said. "Funding varies fromfour
to six hundred thousand U.S. Scandi navi ans, Germans and Americans cost nmore. Paleolithic costs
nmore. But yes, half a mllion could be an average nunber."”

M ss Del vert renmi ned focused on Johnston: "And for your funding, Professor Johnston, how rmuch
contact are you required to have with | TC?"

"Al nost none. "

"Al nost none? Trul y?"

"Their president, Robert Doniger, came out two years ago. He's a history buff, and he was very
enthusiastic, like a kid. And I TC sends a vice president about once a nmonth. One is here right
now. But by and large, they |l eave us alone."

"And what do you know about |TC itself?"

Johnston shrugged. "They do research in quantum physics. They nmake conponents used in MRl s,

nmedi cal devices, and so forth. And they are devel opi ng several quantum based dating techni ques, to
precisely date any artifact. We're helping with that."

"l see. And these techniques, they work?"

"W have prototype devices in our farnmhouse office. So far they've proven too delicate for field
wor k. They're al ways breaking down."

"But this is why ITC funds you - to test their equi pnent?"

"No," Johnston said. "It's the other way around. |ITC is naking dating equipnment for the sane
reason | TC funds us - because Bob Doniger is enthusiastic about history. W're his hobby."

"An expensive hobby."

"Not for him" Johnston said. "He's a billionaire. He bought a Gutenberg Bible for twenty-three
mllion. He bought the Rouen Tapestry at auction for seventeen nillion. Qur project's just snmall
change. "
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"Perhaps so. But M. Doniger is also a tough businessman."

"Yes. "

"Do you really think he supports you out of personal interest?" Her tone was |ight, al nost

t easi ng.

Johnston | ooked directly at her. "You never know, M ss Delvert, what soneone's reasons are."
Chris thought, He's suspicious, too.

Del vert seened to sense it as well, and she imediately reverted to a nore businesslike nanner
"Of course, yes. But | ask this for a reason. Isn't it true that you do not own the results of
your research? Anything you find, anything you discover, is owed by ITC "

"Yes, that's correct."

"This doesn't bother you?"

"I'f I worked for Mcrosoft, Bill Gates would own the results of ny research. Anything | found and
di scovered, Bill Gates would own."

"Yes. But this is hardly the sane.”

"Why not? ITCis a technical conpany, and Doniger set up this fund the way technical conpanies do
such things. The arrangenent doesn't bother nme. W have the right to publish our findings - they
even pay for publication.”

"After they approve them"

"Yes. W send our reports to themfirst. But they have never comented."

"So you see no greater |ITC plan behind all this?" she asked.

Johnston said, "Do you?"

"l don't know," she said. "That is why |I am asking you. Because of course there are sone extrenely
puzzling aspects to the behavior of I TC as a conpany."

"What aspects?"

"For exanple," she said, "they are one of the world's I argest consuners of xenon."

"Xenon? You nean the gas?"

"Yes. It is used in lasers and electron tubes."

Johnston shrugged. "They can have all the xenon gas they want. | can't see how it concerns ne."
"What about their interest in exotic netals? ITC recently purchased a N gerian conpany to assure
their supply of niobium?"

"Ni obi um" Johnston shook his head. "What's ni obi unP"

"It is anmetal simlar to titanium"

"What's it used for?"

" Super conducti ng nmagnets, and nucl ear reactors.”

"And you wonder what ITCis using it for?" Johnston shook his head again. "You' d have to ask them
M ss Delvert."

"I did. They said it was for "research in advanced magnetics.
"There you are. Any reason not to believe then?"

"No," she said. "But as you said yourself, ITCis a research conpany. They enploy two hundred
physicists at their main facility, a place called Black Rock, in New Mexico. It is clearly and
unquestionably a hi gh-technol ogy conpany. "

"Yes. "

"So | wonder: Why woul d a hi gh-technol ogy conpany want so rmuch | and?"

"Land?"

"I TC has purchased large land parcels in renpote | ocations around the world: the nountains of
Sumatra, northern Canmbodi a, southeast Pakistan, the jungles of central Guatenala, the highlands of
Peru."

Johnston frowned. "Are you sure?"

"Yes. They have made acquisitions in Europe, as well. Wst of Ronme, five hundred hectares. In
Germany near Hei del berg, seven hundred hectares. In France, a thousand thousand hectares in the
linestone hills above the River Lot. And finally, right here."

" Her e?"

"Yes. Using British and Swedi sh hol di ng conpani es, they have very quietly acquired five hundred
hectares, all around your site. It is nostly forest and farm and, at the nonent."

"Hol di ng conpani es?" he said.

"That makes it very difficult to trace. Whatever ITCis doing, it clearly requires secrecy. But
why woul d this conpany fund your research, and also buy the land all around the site?"

"l have no idea," Johnston said. "Especially since |ITC doesn't own the site itself. You'll recal
they gave the entire area - Castelgard, Sainte-Mre and La Roque - to the French governnent | ast
year."

"Of course. For a tax exenption."
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"But still, I1TC does not own the site. Wiy should they buy | and around it?"

"I will be happy to show you everything |I have."

"Per haps," Johnston said, "you should.”

"My research is just in the car."

They started together toward the Land Rover. Watching themgo, Bellin clucked his tongue. "Ah,
dear, dear. It is so difficult to trust these days."

Chris was about to answer in his bad French when his radio clicked. "Chris?" It was David Stern
the project technologist. "Chris, is the Professor with you? Ask himif he knows sonebody naned
Janmes Wauneka. "

Chris pressed the button on his radio. "The Professor's busy right now. Wat's it about?"

"He's sone guy in Gallup. He's called twice. Wants to send us a picture of our nopnastery that he
says he found in the desert."

"What? In the desert?"

"He might be alittle cracked. He clainms he's a cop, and he keeps babbling on about some dead | TC
enpl oyee. "

"Have himsend it to our e-mail address," Chris said. "You take a look at it."

He clicked the radio off. Bellin was |ooking at his watch, clucking again, then |ooking at the
car, where Johnston and Delvert were standing, their heads al nost touching as they pored over
papers. "l have appointrents," he said mournfully. "Who knows how long this will take?"

"I think," Chris said, "perhaps not |ong."

Twenty minutes later, Bellin was driving off with Mss Delvert at his side, and Chris was standing
with the Professor, waving good-bye. "I think that went rather well,"” Johnston said.

"What' d she show you?"

"Some | and- purchase records, for the area around here. But it's not persuasive. Four parcels were
bought by a German investnment group about which little is known. Two parcels were bought by a
British attorney who clains he's going to retire here; another by a Dutch banker for his grown
daughter; and so on."

"The British and the Dutch have been buying land in the Périgord for years," Chris said. "It's
not hi ng new. "

"Exactly. She has sone idea that all the purchases could be traced to ITC. But it's pretty
tenuous. You have to be a believer."

The car was gone. They turned and wal ked toward the river. The sun was higher in the sky now, and
it was getting warm

Cautiously, Chris said, "Charm ng woman. "

"I think," Johnston said, "that she works too hard at her job."

They got into the rowboat tied up at the river's edge, and Chris rowed them across to Castel gard.
They left the rowboat behind, and began clinbing toward the top of Castelgard hill. They saw the
first sign of castle walls. On this side, all that renmained of the walls were grassy enbanknents
that ended in | ong scars of exposed, crumbled rock. After six hundred years, it al nost |ooked |ike
a natural feature. But it was in fact the remains of a wall.

"You know," the Professor said, "what she really doesn't like is corporate sponsorship. But

ar chaeol ogi cal research has al ways depended on outside benefactors. A hundred years ago, the
benefactors were all individuals: Carnegie, Peabody, Stanford. But these days wealth is corporate,
so Nippon TV finances the Sistine Chapel, British Tel ecomfinances York, Philips Electronics
finances the Toul ouse castrum and |ITC finances us."

"Speak of the devil," Chris said. As they canme over the hill, they saw the dark form of Di ane
Kraner, standing with André Marek.

The Professor sighed. "This day is conpletely wasted. How long is she going to be here?"

"Her plane is at Bergerac. She's scheduled to | eave this afternoon at three."

"I"'msorry about that woman," D ane Kramer said, when Johnston cane up to join her. "She's
annoyi ng everybody, but we've been unable to do anything about her."

"Bellin said you wanted nme to talk to her."

"W want everybody to talk to her," Kranmer said. "W're doing everything we can to show her there
are no secrets.”

"She seemed nostly concerned," Johnston said, "that | TC was nmaking | and purchases in this area."
"Land purchases? | TC?" Kranmer |aughed. "I haven't heard that one before. Did she ask you about

ni obi um and nucl ear reactors?"

"As a matter of fact, she did. She said you' d bought a conpany in Nigeria, to assure your supply."
"Nigeria," Kranmer repeated, shaking her head. "Oh dear. Qur niobiumcones from Canada. Ni obiums
not exactly a rare netal, you know. It sells for seventy-five dollars a pound." She shook her
head. "W offered to give her a tour of our facility, interviewwth our president, bring a
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phot ogr apher, her own experts, whatever she wants. But no. It's nodern journalism don't let the
facts get in your way."

Kramer turned, and gestured to the ruins of Castelgard all around them "Anyway," she said. "l've
taken Dr. Marek's excellent tour, in the helicopter and on foot. It's evident you're doing

absol utely spectacul ar work. Progress is good, the work's of extrenely high academ ¢ quality,
recordkeeping is first rate, your people are happy, the site is managed well. Just fabul ous.
couldn't be happier. But Dr. Marek tells ne he is going to be late for his - what is it?"

"My broadsword | esson,"” Marek said.

"Hi s broadsword lesson. Yes. | think he should certainly do that. It doesn't sound |ike sonething
you can change, like a piano lesson. In the neantine, shall we walk the site together?"
"Of course," Johnston said.

Chris's radio beeped. A voice said, "Chris? It's Sophie for you."
“I'Il call her back."

"No, no," Kramer said. "You go ahead. 1'll speak to the Professor alone."
Johnston said quickly, "I usually have Chris with ne, to take notes."
"I don't think we'll need notes today."

"Al'l right. Fine." He turned to Chris. "But give ne your radio, in case."

"No problem" Chris said. He unclipped the radio fromhis belt and handed it to Johnston. As
Johnston took it in his hand, he clearly flicked on the voice-activation switch. Then he slipped
it on his belt.

"Thanks, " Johnston said. "Now, you better go call Sophie. You know she doesn't |like to be kept
wai ting."

"Right," Chris said.

As Johnston and Kramer began to wal k through the ruins, he sprinted across the field toward the
stone farmhouse that served as the project office.

Just beyond the crunmbling walls of Castelgard town, the team had bought a dil api dated stone
storehouse and had rebuilt the roof, and repaired the stonework. Here they housed all their

el ectronics, |ab equi pment and archival conputers. Unprocessed records and artifacts were spread
out on the ground beneath a broad green tent adjacent to the farmhouse.

Chris went into the storehouse, which was one |arge roomthat they had divided into two. To the
left, Elsie Kastner, the team s |inguist and graphol ogy expert, sat in her own room hunched over
parchnent documents. Chris ignored her and went straight ahead to the roomcramred with el ectronic
equi prent. There David Stern, the thin and bespectacl ed technical expert on the project, was

tal king on a tel ephone.

"Well," Stern was saying, "you'll have to scan your docunent at a fairly high resolution, and send
it to us. Do you have a scanner there?"

Hastily, Chris runmaged through the equi pnent on the field table, |ooking for a spare radio. He
didn't see one; all the charger boxes were enpty.

"The police departnent doesn't have a scanner?" Stern was saying, surprised. "Ch, you're not at
the - well, why don't you go there and use the police scanner?”

Chris tapped Stern on the shoul der. He nouthed, Radio.

St ern nodded and unclipped his own radio fromhis belt. "Well yes, the hospital scanner woul d be
fine. Maybe they will have sonmeone who can hel p you. W need twel ve-eighty by ten-twenty-four
saved as a JPEG file. Then you transnit that to us. "

Chris ran outside, flicking through the channels on the radlo as he went.

From t he storehouse door, he could | ook down over the entire site. He saw Johnston and Kraner
wal ki ng al ong the edge of the plateau overlooking the nonastery. She had a notebook open and was
showi ng hi m sonet hi ng on paper

And then he found them on channel eight.

"-ignificant acceleration in the pace of research," she was saying.

And t he Professor said, "What?"

Pr of essor Johnston | ooked over his wire-frame spectacles at the wonan standing before him "That's

i npossi bl e," he said.
She took a deep breath. "Perhaps | haven't explained it very well. You are already doing sone
reconstruction. What Bob would like to do," she said, "is to enlarge that to be a full program of

reconstruction.”

"Yes. And that's inpossible.”

"Tell me why."

"Because we don't know enough, that's why," Johnston said angrily. "Look: the only reconstruction
we' ve done so far has been for safety. W've rebuilt walls so they don't fall on our researchers.
But we're not ready to actually begin rebuilding the site itself."
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"But surely a part," she said. "I nean, |ook at the nonastery over there. You could certainly
rebuild the church, and the cloister beside it, and the refectory, and-"

"What ?" Johnston said. "The refectory?" The refectory was the dining roomwhere the nonks took
their neals. Johnston pointed down at the site, where low walls and crisscrossing trenches nmade a
confusing pattern. "Who said the refectory was next to the cl oister?"

"well, 1-"

"You see? This is exactly nmy point," Johnston said. "W still aren't sure where the refectory is
yet. It's only just recently that we've started to think it might be next to the cloister, but we
aren't sure."

She said irritably, "Professor, academ c study can go on indefinitely, but in the real world of
results-"

"I"'mall for results," Johnston said. "But the whole point of a dig like this is that we don't
repeat the mstakes of the past. A hundred years ago, an architect naned Viollet-le-Duc rebuilt
monurments all over France. Sone he did well. But when he didn't have enough information, he just
made it up. The buildings were just his fantasy."

"l understand you want to be accurate-"

"I'f I knew | TC wanted Di sneyland, |I'd never have agreed."

"W don't want Disneyland."

"I'f you rebuild now, that's what you'll get, Ms. Kramer. You'll get a fantasy. Medieval Land."
"No," she said. "I can assure you in the strongest possible terms. W do not want a fantasy. W
want an historically accurate reconstruction of the site."”

"But it can't be done."

"We believe it can."

" How?"

"Wth all due respect, Professor, you're being overcautious. You know nore than you think you do
For exanple, the town of Castelgard, beneath the castle itself. That could certainly be rebuilt.”
"l suppose . . . Part of it could, yes."

"And that's all we're asking. Just to rebuild a part.™

David Stern wandered out of the storehouse, to find Chris listening with the radio pressed to his
ear. "Eavesdropping, Chris?"

"Shhh," Chris said. "This is inmportant."

Stern shrugged his shoulders. He always felt a little detached fromthe enthusiasns of the
graduate students around him The others were historians, but Stern was trained as a physicist,
and he tended to see things differently. He just couldn't get very excited about finding another
medi eval hearth, or a few bones froma burial site. In any case, Stern had only taken this job -
which required himto run the electronic equi pnment, do various chem cal anal yses, carbon dating,
and so on - to be near his girlfriend, who was attendi ng sunmer school in Toul ouse. He had been
intrigued by the idea of quantum dating, but so far the equi pment had failed to work.

On the radio, Kramer was saying, "And if you rebuild part of the town, then you could also rebuild

part of the outer castle wall, where it is adjacent to the town. That section there."” She was
pointing to a |l ow, ragged wall running north-south across the site.
The Professor said, "Well, | suppose we coul d. "

"And, " Kranmer continued, "you could extend the wall to the south, where it goes into the woods
over there. You could clear the woods, and rebuild the tower."

Stern and Chris | ooked at each other.

"What's she tal king about?" Stern said. "Wuat tower?"

"Nobody' s even surveyed the woods yet," Chris said. "W were going to clear it at the end of the
summer, and then have it surveyed in the fall."

Over the radio, they heard the Professor say, "Your proposal is very interesting, M. Kraner. Let
me discuss it with the others, and we'll neet again at |unch."”

And then in the field below, Chris saw the Professor turn, look directly at them and point a

st abbing finger toward t he woods.

Leaving the open field of ruins behind, they clinbed a green enbanknent, and entered the woods.
The trees were slender, but they grew close together, and beneath their canopy it was dark and
cool. Chris Hughes followed the old outer castle wall as it dimnished progressively froma wai st-
high wall to a |l ow outcrop of stones, and then finally to nothing, disappearing beneath the
under br ush.

From then on, he had to bend over, pushing aside the ferns and snall plants with his hands in
order to see the path of the wall

The woods grew thicker around them He felt a sense of peace here. He renenbered that when he had
first seen Castelgard, nearly the entire site had been within forest like this. The few standing
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wal I's were covered in noss and |ichen, and seenmed to energe fromthe earth |ike organic forms.
There had been a nystery to the site back then. But that had been | ost once they cleared the |and
and began excavati ons.

Stern trailed along behind him Stern didn't get out of the |ab nuch, and he seened to be enjoying
it. "Why are all the trees so snmall?" he said.

"Because it's a new forest," Chris said. "Nearly all the forests in the Périgord are less than a
hundred years old. Al this land used to be cleared, for vineyards."

" And?"

Chris shrugged. "Disease. That blight, phylloxera, killed all the vines around the turn of the
century. And the forest grew back." And he added, "The French wi ne industry al nost vani shed. They
were saved by inporting vines that were phylloxera-resistant, from California. Sonething they'd
rather forget."

As he tal ked, he continued | ooking at the ground, finding a piece of stone here and there, just
enough to enable himto follow the Iine of the old wall

But suddenly, the wall was gone. He'd lost it entirely. Now he woul d have to doubl e back, pick it
up again.

" Damm. "

"What ?" Stern said.

"I can't find the wall. It was running right this way" - he pointed with the flat of his hand-"
and now it's gone."

They were standing in an area of particularly thick undergrowmh, high ferns interm xed with sone
kind of thorny vine that scratched at his bare |legs. Stern was wearing trousers, and he wal ked

forward, saying, "l don't know, Chris, it's got to be around here. "
Chris knew he had to doubl e back. He had just turned to retrace his steps when he heard Stern
yel |.

Chris | ooked back.

Stern was gone. Vani shed.

Chris was standing alone in the woods.
" Davi d?"

A groan. "Ah . . . damm.
"What happened?'

"I banged ny knee. It hurts like a nmother."

Chris couldn't see himanywhere. "Where are you?"

"In a hole," Stern said. "I fell. Be careful, if you cone this way. In fact " A grunt.
Swearing. "Don't bother. | can stand. |I'mokay. In fact - hey."

"What ?"

"WAit a minute."

"What is it?"

"Just wait, okay?"

Chris saw the underbrush nove, the ferns shifting back and forth, as Stern headed to the left.
Then Stern spoke. His voice sounded odd. "Unh, Chris?"

"What is it?"

"I't's a section of wall. Curved."

"What are you sayi ng?"

"I think I'"m standing at the bottom of what was once a round tower, Chris."

"No kidding," Chris said. He thought, How did Kraner know about that?

"Check the conputer,” the Professor said. "See if we have any helicopter survey scans - infrared
or radar - that show a tower. It may already be recorded, and we just never paid attention to it."
"Late-afternoon infrared is your best bet," Stern said. He was sitting in a chair with an ice pack
on his knee.

"Wy | ate afternoon?”

"Because this linmestone holds heat. That's why the cavenen liked it so nuch here. Even in winter
a cave in Périgord |linmestone was ten degrees warner than the outside tenperature.”

"So in the afternoon . "

"The wall holds heat as the forest cools. And it'll show up on infrared."

"Even buried?"

Stern shrugged

Chris sat at the conputer console, started hitting keys. The conputer made a soft beep. The inmage
swi tched abruptly.

"Oops. W're in e-nail."

Chris clicked on the nmail box. There was just one nessage, and it took a long tinme to downl oad.
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"What's this?"

"I bet it's that guy Wauneka,'
didn't conpress it."

Then the i nmage popped up on the screen: a series of dots arranged in a geonetric pattern. They al
recogni zed it at once. It was unquestionably the Mnastery of Sainte-Mre. Their own site.

In greater detail than their own survey.

Johnston peered at the image. He drunmed his fingers on the tabletop. "It's odd," he said finally,
"that Bellin and Kranmer woul d both just happen to show up here on the sanme day."

The graduate students | ooked at each other. "Wat's odd about it?" Chris said.

"Bellin didn't ask to neet her. And he always wants to neet sources of funding."

Chris shrugged. "He seened very busy."

"Yes. That's the way he seenmed." He turned to Stern. "Anyway, print that out,'
what our architect has to say."

Kat heri ne Erickson - ash-blond, blue-eyed, and darkly tanned - hung fifty feet in the air, her
face just inches below the broken Gothic ceiling of the Castelgard chapel. She lay on her back in
a harness and calmy jotted down notes about the construction above her.

Eri ckson was the newest graduate student on the site, having joined the project just a few nonths
before. Originally, she had gone to Yale to study architecture, but found she disliked her chosen
field, and transferred to the history department. There, Johnston had sought her out, convincing
her to join himthe way he had convinced all the others: "Wy don't you put aside these old books
and do sone real history? Sonme hands-on history?”

So, hands-on it was - hanging way up here. Not that she mnded: Kate had grown up in Col orado and
was an avid clinber. She spent every Sunday clinbing the rock cliffs all around the Dordogne.
There was rarely anyone el se around, which was great: at honme, you had to wait in line for the
good pitches.

Usi ng her pick, she chipped off a few flakes of nmortar fromdifferent areas to take back for
spectroscopi ¢ anal ysis. She dropped each into one of the rows of plastic containers, like film
contai ners, that she wore over her shoul ders and across her chest |ike a bandolier

She was | abeling the contai ners when she heard a voice say, "How do you get down fromthere?

want to show you sonet hing."

She gl anced over her shoul der, saw Johnston on the floor below "Easy," she said. Kate rel eased
her lines and slid smoothly to the ground, landing lightly. She brushed strands of blond hair back
fromher face. Kate Erickson was not a pretty girl - as her nother, a honeconi ng queen at UC, had
so often told her - but she had a fresh, all-Anmerican quality that nmen found attractive.

"I think you'd clinb anything,” Johnston said.

Stern said. "I told himto send a pretty big graphic. He probably

he said. "W'Ill see

She unclipped fromthe harness. "It's the only way to get this data."
"If you say so."
"Seriously," she said. "If you want an architectural history of this chapel, then | have to get up

there and take nortar sanples. Because that ceiling' s been rebuilt many times - either because it
was badly made and kept falling in, or because it was broken in warfare, from siege engi nes."”
"Surely sieges," Johnston said.

"Well, I"'mnot so sure," Kate said. "The nmain castle structures - the great hall, the inner
apartnments - are solid, but several of the walls aren't well constructed. In sone cases, it |ooks
like walls were added to make secret passages. This castle's got several. There's even one that
goes to the kitchen! Woever nade those changes nust have been pretty paranoid. And naybe they did
it too quickly.” She wi ped her hands on her shorts. "So. Wat've you got to show ne?"

Johnston handed her a sheet of paper. It was a conputer printout, a series of dots arranged in a
regul ar, geonetric pattern. "Wat's this?" she said.

"You tell me."

"I't looks like Sainte-Mre."

"Is it?"

"1"d say so, yes. But the thingis . . ."

She wal ked out of the chapel, and | ooked down on the nonastery excavation, about a mle away in
the flats below. It was spread out alnobst as clearly as the drawing she held in her hand.

"Huh. "

"What ?"

"There's features on this drawi ng that we haven't uncovered yet," she said. "An apsidal chape
appended to the church, a second cloister in the northeast quadrant, and . . . this looks like a
garden, inside the walls. . . . Were'd you get this picture, anyway?"

The restaurant in Marqueyssac stood on the edge of a plateau, with a view over the entire Dordogne
val |l ey. Kraner | ooked up fromher table and was surprised to see the Professor arriving with both
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Marek and Chris. She frowned. She had expected to have a private lunch. She was at a table for
t wo.

They all sat down together, Marek bringing two chairs fromthe next table. The Professor |eaned
forward and | ooked at her intently.

"Ms. Kranmer," the Professor said, "how did you know where the rectory is?"

"The rectory?" She shrugged. "Well, | don't know.
Wasn't it in the weekly progress report? No? Then maybe Dr. Marek nentioned it to ne." She | ooked
at the solem faces staring at her. "Gentlenen, nonasteries aren't exactly ny specialty. | rmust

have heard it sonmewhere."

"And the tower in the woods?"

"I't nust be in one of the surveys. O the old photographs."”

"We checked. It's not."

The Professor slid the drawing across the table to her. "And why does an | TC enpl oyee named Joseph
Traub have a drawi ng of the nonastery that is nmore conplete than our own?"

"l don't know. . . . Were did you get this?"

"Froma policeman in Gallup, New Mexico, who is asking sone of the sane questions I am"

She said nothing. She just stared at him

"Ms. Kramer," he said finally. "I think you' re holding out on us. | think you have been doi ng your
own anal ysi s behi nd our backs, and not sharing what you've found. And |I think the reason is that
you and Bellin have been negotiating to exploit the site in the event that |I'mnot cooperative.
And the French government woul d be only too happy to throw Americans off their heritage site."
"Professor, that is absolutely not true. | can assure you-"

"No, Ms. Kraner. You can't." He |ooked at his watch. "What tine does your plane go back to | TC?"
"Three o' cl ock."

"I"'mready to | eave now. "

He pushed his chair away fromthe table.

"But 1'mgoing to New York."

"Then | think you'd better change your plans and go to New Mexico."

"You'll want to see Bob Doniger, and | don't know his schedule. . . ."
"Ms. Kranmer." He |eaned across the table. "Fix it."
As the Professor left, Marek said, "I pray God |l ook with favor upon your journey and deliver you

saf e back." That was what he always said to departing friends. It had been a favorite phrase of
the Count Geoffrey de la Tour, six hundred years before.

Sone t hought Marek carried his fascination with the past to the point of obsession. But in fact it
was natural to him even as a child, Marek had been strongly drawn to the medi eval period, and in
many ways he now seenmed to inhabit it. In a restaurant, he once told a friend he would not grow a
beard because it was not fashionable at the time. Astonished, the friend protested, "O course
it's fashionable, just look at all the beards around you." To which Marek replied, "No, no, | nean
it is not fashionable in ny tine." By which he neant the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries.

Many nedi eval scholars could read ol d | anguages, but Marek could speak them M ddle English, Od
French, Cccitan, and Latin. He was expert in the fine points of period dress and manners. And with
his size and athletic prowess, he set out to master the martial skills of the period. After all

he said, it was a tinme of perpetual war. Already he could ride the huge Percherons that had been
used as destriers, or warhorses. And he was reasonably skilled at jousting, having spent hours
practicing with the spinning tournanent dunmy called the quintain. Marek was so good with a

| ongbow t hat he had begun to teach the skill to the others. And now he was learning to fight with
a broadsword.

But his detail ed know edge of the past put himoddly out of touch with the present. The

Prof essor's sudden departure |left everyone on the project feeling bereft and uneasy; wild runors
flew, especially anmong the undergraduates: ITC was pulling its funding. |ITC was turning the
project into Medieval Land. |ITC had kill ed sonebody in the desert and was in trouble. Wrk

st opped; people just stood around talking.

Marek finally decided he'd better hold a neeting to squelch the runors, so in the early afternoon
he call ed everyone together under the big green tent outside the storehouse. Marek expl ai ned that
a dispute had arisen between the Professor and I TC, and the Professor had gone back to I TC
headquarters to clear it up. Marek said it was just a m sunderstandi ng, which would be resolved in
a few days. He said they would be in constant touch with the Professor, who had arranged to cal
them every twel ve hours; and that he expected the Professor to return soon, and things to be
normal once again.

It didn't help. The deep sense of unease remai ned. Several of the undergraduates suggested the
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afternoon was really too hot to work, and better suited for kayaking on the river; Mrek, finally
sensing the nood, said they might as well go.

One by one, the graduate students decided to take the rest of the day off, too. Kate appeared,
with several pounds of netal clanking around her waist, and announced she was going to clinb the
cliff behind Gageac. She asked Chris if he wanted to cone with her (to hold her ropes - she knew
he woul d never clinb), but he said he was going to the riding stables with Marek. Stern decl ared
he was driving to Toul ouse for dinner. R ck Chang headed off to Les Eyzies to visit a coll eague at
a Paleolithic site. Only El sie Kastner, the graphol ogi st, remained behind in the storehouse,
patiently going over docunents. Marek asked if she wanted to cone with him But she told him
"Don't be silly, André," and kept working.

The Equestrian Center outside Souillac was four niles away, and it was here that Marek trained
twice a week. In the far corner of a little-used field, he had set up an odd T-shaped bar on a
revol ving stand. At one end of the T-bar was a padded square; at the other end, a |eather teardrop
that | ooked Iike a punching bag.

This was a quintain, a device so ancient that it had been drawn by nonks at the edges of

illum nated manuscripts a thousand years earlier. Indeed, it was fromjust such draw ngs that

Mar ek had fashi oned his own version

Maki ng the quintain had been sinple enough; it was much nore difficult to get a decent lance. This
was the kind of problem Marek faced again and again in experinmental history. Even the sinplest and
nmost comon items fromthe past were inpossible to reproduce in the nodern world. Even when noney
was no object, thanks to the ITC research fund.

In nmedieval tines, tournanment |ances were turned on wood | athes nore than el even feet |ong, which
was the standard | ength of a jousting lance. But wood | athes of that size hardly existed anynore.
After much searching, Marek |ocated a specialty woodworking plant in northern Italy, near the
Austrian border. They were able to turn out |lances of pine to the dinmensions he specified, but
were astoni shed to hear he wanted an initial order of twenty. "Lances break," he told them "I'I
need a lot of them" To deal with splinters, he fitted a piece of screening to the faceplate of a
football helnet. Wien he wore this helnet riding, he drew considerable attention. He | ooked |ike a
denment ed beekeeper.

Eventual | y, Marek succunbed to nodern technol ogy, and he had his lances turned in alumnum by a
conmpany that made baseball bats. The al unmi num |l ances had better balance and felt nore authentic to
him even though they were wong for the period. And since splintering was no |longer a problem he
could just wear a standard riding hel net.

VWhi ch was what he was wearing now.

Standing at the end of the field, he waved to Chris, who was over by the quintain. "Chris? Ready?"
Chris nodded and set the T-bar at right angles to Marek. He waved. Marek | owered his | ance, and
spurred his horse forward.

Training with the quintain was deceptively sinple. The rider galloped toward the T-bar, attenpting
to strike the padded square with the tip of his lance. If he succeeded, he set the T-bar spinning,
obliging himto spur his nount past before the | eather bag swung around and hit himin the head.
In the old days, Marek knew, the bag had been heavy enough to knock a young rider from his nount.
But Marek made it just heavy enough to deliver a stinging rebuke.

On his first run, he hit the pad squarely, but he was not quick enough to avoid the bag, which
boxed himon the left ear. He reined up, and trotted back. "Wy don't you try one, Chris?"

"Maybe later,"” Chris said, repositioning the T-bar for the next run

Once or twice in recent days, Marek had gotten Chris to try a run at the quintain. But he
suspected that was only because of Chris's sudden recent interest in all aspects of horsenmanship.
Marek turned his charger, reared, and charged again. Wen he first began, galloping full tilt
toward a foot-square target had seemed absurdly difficult. Now he was getting the hang of it. He
generally hit the target four out of five tinmes.

The horse thundered ahead. He | owered his | ance

"Chris! Hallo!"

Chris turned, and waved to the girl riding up on horseback. At that noment, Marek's lance hit the
pad, and the | eather bag swung around, knocking Chris flat on his face.

Chris lay there, stunned, hearing peals of girlish laughter. But she quickly di smounted and hel ped

himto his feet again. "Ch Chris, I'msorry to laugh,"” she said in her elegant British accent. "It
was all my fault, in any case. | oughtn't to have distracted you."
"I'"' mall right,"” he said, a little sulky. He brushed dirt fromhis chin and faced her, nanaging to

smle.
As al ways, he was struck by her beauty, especially at this nonent, her blond hair backlit in the
aft ernoon sun so her perfect conplexion seened to glow, setting off her deep violet eyes. Sophie
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Rhys- Hanpt on was t he nost beautiful wonman he had ever nmet in his life. And the nost intelligent.
And the nost acconplished. And the nost seductive.

"Ch, Chris, Chris," she said, brushing his face with cool fingertips. "I really do apol ogi ze.
There, now. Any better?"

Sophi e was a student at Cheltenham Col | ege; twenty years old, four years younger than he. Her

fat her, Hugh Hanpton, was a London barrister; he owned the farnhouse that the project rented for
the sunmmer. Sophie had cone down to stay with friends in a farnmhouse nearby. One day she had cone
round to collect sonething fromher father's study. Chris had seen her, and pronptly wal ked into a
tree trunk.

Whi ch seened to have set the tone for their relationship, he thought ruefully. She | ooked at him
now and said, "I'mflattered | have this effect on you, Chris. But | worry for your safety." She
giggled, and kissed himlightly on the cheek. "I called you today."

"I know, | got tied up. W had a crisis."

"A crisis? What constitutes an archaeol ogi cal crisis?"

"Ch, you know. Fundi ng hassles."

"Ch yes. That | TC bunch. From New Mexico." She made it sound like the ends of the earth. "Do you
know, they asked to buy ny father's farne"

"Did they?"

"They said they needed to rent it for so many years ahead, they might as well buy it. O course he
said no."

"Of course." He smiled at her. "Dinner?"

"Ch, Chris. | can't tonight. But we can ride tonorrow. Shall we?"
"Of course."

"I'n the morning? Ten o' cl ock?"

"Al'l right," he said. "I'lIl see you at ten."

"I'"mnot interrupting your work?"

"You know you are."

"It's quite all right to do it another day."

"No, no," he said. "Ten o'clock tomorrow. "

"Done," she said, with a dazzling snile.

In fact, Sophie Hanpton was al nbst too pretty, her figure too perfect, her manner too charming to
be quite real. Marek, for one, was put off by her.

But Chris was entranced.

After she rode away, Marek charged by again. This tine Chris got out of the way of the sw nging
qui ntain. When Marek trotted back, he said, "You' re being jerked around, ny friend."

"Maybe," Chris said. But the truth was, he didn't care.

The next day found Marek at the nmonastery, helping Rick Chang with the excavations into the
cataconbs. They had been di gging here for weeks now. And it was slow going, because they kept
finding human remai ns. Wenever they cane upon bones, they stopped digging with shovels, and
switched to trowel s and toot hbrushes.

Ri ck Chang was the physical anthropologist on the team He was trained to deal with human finds;
he coul d | ook at a pea-sized piece of bone and tell you whether it canme fromthe right wist or
the left, nmale or female, child or adult, ancient or contenporary.

But the human remains they were finding here were puzzling. For one thing, they were all male; and
sonme of the |ong bones had evidence of battle injuries. Several of the skulls showed arrow wounds.
That was how nost soldiers had died in the fourteenth century, fromarrows. But there was no
record of any battle ever fought at the nonastery. At |east none that they knew of.

They had just found what |ooked Iike a bit of rusted hel met when Marek's cell phone rang. It was
t he Professor

"How is it going?" Mrek said.

"Fine, so far."

"Did you neet with Doniger?"

"Yes. This afternoon.”

" And?"

"I don't know yet."

"They still want to go forward with the reconstruction?"

"Wll, I"mnot sure. Things are not quite what | expected here." The Professor seemed vague,
preoccupi ed.

"How s that?"

"I can't discuss it over the line," the Professor said. "But | wanted to tell you: | won't be
calling in the next twelve hours. Probably not for the next twenty-four hours."
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"Uh- huh. Okay. Everything all right?"

"Everything is fine, André."

Marek wasn't so sure. "Do you need aspirin?' That was one of their established code phrases, a way
to ask if sonething was wong, in case the other person couldn't speak freely.

"No, no. Not at all."

"You sound a little detached."

"Surprised, | would say. But everything's fine. At least, | think it's fine." He paused, then
"And what about the site? What's going on with you?"

"I"'mwith Rick at the nonastery now. We're digging in the cataconbs of quadrant four. | think
we'll be down | ater today, or tonorrow at the latest."

"Excel l ent. Keep up the good work, André. I'Il talk to you in a day or two."

And he rang off.

Marek clipped the phone back on his belt and frowned. What the hell did all that nean?

The helicopter thunped by overhead, its sensor boxes hangi ng beneath. Stern had kept it for

anot her day, to do norning and afternoon runs; he wanted to survey the features that Kranmer had
mentioned, to see exactly how nmuch showed up in an instrunent run

Mar ek wondered how it was going, but to talk to him he needed a radio. The nearest one was in the
st or ehouse.

"Elsie," Marek said as he wal ked into the storehouse. "Were's the radio to talk to David?"

O course, Elsie Kastner didn't answer him She just continued to stare at the docurment in front
of her. Elsie was a pretty, heavyset woman who was capabl e of intense concentration. She sat in
this storehouse for hours, deciphering the handwiting on parchnments. Her job required her to know
not only the six principal |anguages of nedi eval Europe, but also |long-forgotten |ocal dialects,
sl ang and abbreviations. Marek felt lucky to have her, even though she stayed al oof fromthe rest
of the team And she could be a little strange at tines. He said, "Elsie?"

She | ooked up suddenly. "Wat? Oh, sorry, André. |'mjust, uh, | nmean a little . She gestured
to the parchnent in front of her. "This is a bill fromthe nonastery to a German count. For
putting up his personal retinue for the night: twenty-nine people and thirty-five horses. That's
what this count was taking with himthrough the countryside. But it's witten in a conbination of
Latin and Cccitan, and the handwiting is inpossible."”

El sie picked up the parchnent and carried it to the photography stand in the corner. A canmera was
mount ed on a four-|egged stand above the table, with strobe lights aimng fromall sides. She set
t he parchnent down, straightened it, arranged the bar code ID at the bottom put a two-inch
checkerboard rul er down for standardization, and snapped the picture.

"El sie? Where's the radio to talk to David?"

"Ch, sorry. It's on the far table. It's the one with the adhesive strip that says DS."

Mar ek went over, pressed the button. "David? It's André."

"Hi, André." Marek could hardly hear himw th the thunping of the helicopter.

"What' ve you found?"

"Zip. Nada. Absolutely nothing," Stern said. "W checked the nonastery and we checked the forest.
None of Kraner's |andmarks show up: not on SLS, or on radar, infrared, or UW. | have no idea how
they made these discoveries."

They were galloping full tilt along a grassy ridge overlooking the river. At |east, Sophie was
gal l oping; Chris bounced and jolted, hanging on for dear life. Odinarily, she never galloped on
their outings together, in deference to his lesser ability, but today she was shrieking with
delight as she raced headl ong across the fields.

Chris tried to stay with her, praying she would stop soon, and finally she did, reining up her
snorting and sweaty black stallion, patting it on the neck, waiting for himto catch up

"Wasn't that exciting?' she said.

"I't was," he said, gasping for breath. "It certainly was that."

"You did very well, Chris, | nust say. Your seat is inmproving."

Al he could do was nod. His seat was painful after all the bouncing, and his thighs ached from
squeezi ng so hard.

"I't's beautiful here," she said, pointing to the river, the dark castles on the far cliffs. "lsn't
it glorious?"

And then she gl anced at her watch, which annoyed him But wal king turned out to be surprisingly
pl easant. She rode very close to him the horses al nost touching, and she | eaned over to whisper
in his ear; once she threw her arm around his shoul der and ki ssed himon the nmouth, before

gl anci ng away, apparently enbarrassed by her nonent of bol dness.

Fromtheir present position, they overlooked the entire site: the ruins of Castelgard, the
nmonastery, and on the far hill, La Roque. O ouds raced overhead, noving shadows across the
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| andscape. The air was warm and soft, and it was quiet, except for the distant runble of an

aut onobi | e.

"Ch, Chris," she said, and ki ssed himagain. Wen they broke, she | ooked away in the di stance, and
suddenl y waved.

A yel l ow convertible was winding up the road toward them It was sone sort of racing car, |ow
slung, its engine growing. A short distance away, it stopped, and the driver stood up behind the
wheel , sitting on the back of the seat.

"Nigel!" she cried happily.

The man in the car waved back lazily, his hand tracing a slow arc.

"Ch Chris, would you be a dear?" Sophie handed Chris the reins of her horse, disnmunted, and ran
down the hill to the car, where she enbraced the driver. The two of themgot in the car. As they
drove off, she | ooked back at Chris and bl ew him a kiss.

The restored nedi eval town of Sarlat was particularly charm ng at night, when its cranped

buil dings and narrow alleys were lit softly by gas lanps. On the rue Tourny, Marek and the
graduate students sat in an outdoor restaurant under white unbrellas, drinking the dark red w ne
of Cahors into the night.

Usual |y, Chris Hughes enjoyed these evenings, but tonight nothing seened right to him The evening
was too warm his nmetal chair unconfortable. He had ordered his favorite dish, pintade aux cépes,
but the guinea hen tasted dry, and the nmushroons were bland. Even the conversation irritated him
usual Iy, the graduate students tal ked over the day's work, but tonight their young architect, Kate
Eri ckson, had net some friends from New York, two American couples in their late twenties - stock
traders with their girlfriends. He disliked them al nost i medi ately.

The men were constantly getting up fromthe table to talk on cell phones. The wonen were both
publicists in the same PR firm they had just finished a very big party for Martha Stewart's new
book. The group's bustling sense of their own self-inportance quickly got on Chris's nerves; and,
i ke many successful business people, they tended to treat academics as if they were slightly
retarded, unable to function in the real world, to play the real games. O perhaps, he thought,
they just found it inexplicable that anyone woul d choose an occupation that woul dn't rmake them a
mllionaire by age twenty-four.

Yet he had to adnmit they were perfectly pleasant; they were drinking a | ot of wine, and asking a
| ot of questions about the project. Unfortunately, they were the usual questions, the ones
tourists always asked: Wat's so special about that place? How do you know where to di g? How do
you know what to | ook for? How deep do you dig and how do you know when to stop?

"Why are you working there? What's so special about that place, anyway?" one of the wonmen asked.
"The site is very typical for the period," Kate said, "with two opposing castles. But what nakes
it areal findis that it has been a neglected site, never previously excavated."

"That's good? That it was negl ected?" The worman was frowni ng; she canme froma world where negl ect
was bad.

"It's very desirable,” Marek said. "In our work, the real opportunities arise only when the world
passes an area by. Like Sarlat, for instance. This town."

"I't's very sweet here," one of the wonen said. The nen stepped away to talk on their phones.

"But the point," Kate said, "is that it's an accident that this old town exists at all

Oiginally, Sarlat was a pilgrimge town that grew up around a nonastery with relics; eventually
it got so big that the nonastery left, |ooking for peace and quiet el sewhere. Sarlat continued as
a prosperous market center for the Dordogne region. But its inportance dim nished steadily over
the years, and in the twentieth century, the world passed Sarlat by. It was so uninportant and
poor that the town didn't have the noney to rebuild its old sections. The ol d buil dings just

remai ned standing, with no nodern plunbing and electricity. A lot of them were abandoned."

Kate explained that in the 1950s, the city was finally going to tear the old quarter down and put
up nodern housing. "André Malraux stopped it. He convinced the French governnment to put aside
funds for restoration. People thought he was crazy. Now, Sarlat's the nmpbst accurate medi eval town
in France, and one of the biggest tourist attractions in the country.”

"It's nice," the wonman said, vaguely. Suddenly, both nmen returned to the table together, sat down,
and put their phones in their pockets with an air of finality.

"What happened?" Kate said.

"Mar ket closed," one explained. "So. You were saying about Castelgard. What's so special about
it?"

Marek said, "W were discussing the fact that it's never been excavated before. But it's also

i mportant to us because Castelgard is a typical fourteenth-century walled town. The town is ol der
than that, but between 1300 and 1400 nost of its structures were built, or nodified, for greater
def ense: thicker walls, concentric walls, nore conplicated noats and gates."
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"This is when? The Dark Ages?" one of the nen said, pouring w ne.

"No," Marek said. "Technically, it's the H gh Mddl e Ages."

"Not as high as I"'mgoing to be," the man said. "So what cones before that, the Low M ddl e Ages?”
"That's right," Marek said.

"Hey," the man said, raising his wineglass. "Right the first tine!"

Starting around 40 B.C., Europe had been ruled by Rone. The region of France where they now were,
Aqui taine, was originally the Roman colony of Aquitania. Al across Europe, the Romans built
roads, supervised trade, and nmaintained | aw and order. Europe prospered.

Then, around A . D. 400, Ronme began to withdraw its sol diers and abandon its garrisons. After the
enpire coll apsed, Europe sank into | awl essness, which lasted for the next five hundred years.

Popul ation fell, trade died, towns shrank. The countryside was invaded by barbarian hordes: Coths
and Vandal s, Huns and Vi kings. That dark period was the Low M ddl e Ages.
"But toward the last millennium- | mean A .D. 1000 - things began to get better," Marek said. "A

new organi zati on coal esced that we call the feudal system - although back then, people never used
that word."

Under feudalism powerful lords provided |ocal order. The new system worked. Agriculture inproved.
Trade and cities flourished. By A D. 1200, Europe was thriving again, with a |larger popul ation
than it had had during the Roman Enpire. "So the year 1200 is the beginning of the H gh Mddle
Ages - a tinme of growth, when culture flourished."

The Americans were skeptical. "If it was so great, why was everybody buil di ng nore defenses?"
"Because of the Hundred Years War," Marek said, "which was fought between Engl and and France."
"What was it, a religious war?"

"No," Marek said. "Religion had nothing to do with it. Everyone at the tine was Catholic."
"Real | y? What about the Protestants?"

"There were no Protestants.”

"Where were they?"

Marek said, "They hadn't invented thensel ves yet."

"Real | y? Then what was the war about?"

"Sovereignty," Marek said. "It was about the fact that England owned a | arge part of France."

One of the nmen frowned skeptically. "What are you telling nme? England used to own France?"

Mar ek si ghed.

He had a termfor people like this: tenporal provincials - people who were ignorant of the past,
and proud of it.

Tenporal provincials were convinced that the present was the only tine that mattered, and that
anyt hing that had occurred earlier could be safely ignored. The nodern world was conpelling and
new, and the past had no bearing on it. Studying history was as pointless as |earning Mrse code,
or howto drive a horse-drawn wagon. And the nedieval period - all those knights in clanking arnor
and | adies in gowns and pointy hats - was so obviously irrelevant as to be beneath consi deration
Yet the truth was that the nmodern world was invented in the Mddl e Ages. Everything fromthe | ega
system to nation-states, to reliance on technology, to the concept of romantic |ove had first
been established in nedieval tines. These stockbrokers owed the very notion of a market econony to
the Mddle Ages. And if they didn't know that, then they didn't know the basic facts of who they
were. Wiy they did what they did. Were they had conme from

Prof essor Johnston often said that if you didn't know history, you didn't know anything. You were
a leaf that didn't know it was part of a tree.

The stock trader continued, pushing in the stubborn way that sonme people did when confronted with
their own ignorance: "Really? England used to own part of France? That doesn't nmmke any sense. The
Engl i sh and French have al ways hated each other."

"Not always," Marek said. "This was six hundred years ago. It was a conpletely different world.
The English and French were nuch closer then. Ever since soldiers from Normandy conquered Engl and
in 1066, all the English nobility were basically French. They spoke French, ate French food,

foll owed French fashions. It wasn't surprising they owned French territory. Here in the south,
they had rul ed Aquitaine for nore than a century."”

"So? What was the war about? The French decided they wanted it all for thensel ves?"

"More or |ess, yes."

"Figures," the nan said, with a know ng nod.

Marek | ectured on. Chris passed the time trying to catch Kate's eye. Here in candlelight, the
angl es of her face, which | ooked hard, even tough, in sunlight, were softened. He found her
unexpectedly attractive.

But she did not return his |ook. Her attention was focused on her stockbroker friends. Typical
Chris thought. No matter what they said, wonen were only attracted to nmen with power and noney.
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Even manic and sl eazy nen |ike these two.

He found hinself studying their watches. Both men wore big, heavy Rol exes, but the neta

wat chbands were fitted | oosely, so the watches flopped and dangl ed down their wists, like a
wonan's bracelet. It was a sign of indifference and wealth, a casual sloppiness that suggested
they were pernmanently on vacation. It annoyed him

When one of the men began to play with his watch, flipping it around on his wist, Chris finally
could stand it no longer. Abruptly, he got up fromthe table.

He nmunbl ed sonme excuse about having to check on his anal yses back at the site, and headed down the
rue Tourny toward the parking |Iot at the edge of the old quarter

Al'l along the street, it seened to himthat he saw only lovers, couples strolling armin arm the
worman wi th her head on the man's shoul der. They were at ease with each other, having no need to
speak, just enjoying the surroundings. Each one he passed made himnore irritable, and nade him
wal k faster.

It was a relief when he finally got to his car, and drove hone.

Ni gel

What kind of an idiot had a nanme |ike N gel?

The foll owi ng norning, Kate was again hanging in the Castel gard chapel when her radio crackled and
she heard the cry "Hot tamales! Hot tamales! Gid four. Come and get it! Lunch is served."

That was the teamlis signal that a new di scovery had been made. They used code words for all their

i mportant transm ssions, because they knew | ocal officials sonmetines nonitored them At other
sites, the government had occasionally sent agents in to confiscate discoveries at the nonent they
were first found, before the researchers had a chance to document and eval uate them Although the
French government had an enlightened approach to antiquities - in many ways better than Anericans -
i ndividual field inspectors were notoriously inconsistent. And, of course, there was often sone
feeling about foreigners appropriating the noble history of France.

Gid four, she knew, was over at the nonastery. She debated whether to stay in the chapel or to go
all the way over there, but finally she decided to go. The truth was that much of their daily work
was dull and uneventful. They all needed the renewed enthusiasmthat came with the excitenent of

di scoveri es.

She wal ked t hrough the ruins of Castelgard town. Unlike many others, Kate could rebuild the ruins
in her mnd, and see the town whole. She |iked Castelgard; this was a no-nonsense town, conceived
and built intine of war. It had all the straightforward authenticity that she had found m ssing
in architecture school

She felt the hot sun on her neck and her | egs and thought for the hundredth tinme how gl ad she was
to be in France, and not sitting in New Haven at her cranped little workspace on the sixth floor
of the A & A Building, with big picture wi ndows overl ooki ng fake-col onial Davenport College and
fake- Got hi ¢ Payne Wiitney Gym Kate had found architecture school depressing, she had found the
Arts and Architecture Building very depressing, and she had never regretted her switch to history.
Certainly, you couldn't argue with a sunmer in southern France. She fitted into the team here at

the Dordogne quite well. So far it had been a pl easant summer.
O course, there had been sone nen to fend off. Marek had made a pass early on, and then Rick
Chang, and soon she would have to deal with Chris Hughes as well. Chris took the British girl's

rejection hard - he was apparently the only one in the Périgord who hadn't seen it conming - and
now he was behaving |like a wounded puppy. He'd been staring at her last night, during dinner. Men
didn't seemto realize that rebound behavior was slightly insulting.

Lost in her thoughts, she wal ked down to the river, where the teamkept the little rowboat that
they used to ferry across.

And waiting there, smling at her, was Chris Hughes.

"I1'"I'l row," he offered as they clinbed into the boat. She let him He began to pull across the
river in easy strokes. She said nothing, just closed her eyes, turned her face up to the sun. It
felt warm relaxing.

"Beautiful day," she heard hi m say.

"Yes, beautiful."

"You know, Kate," he began, "I really enjoyed dinner |ast night. | was thinking maybe-"

"That's very flattering, Chris," she said. "But | have to be honest with you."

"Real | y? About what ?"

"I've just broken up with soneone."

"oh. Uh-huh. . . "
"And | want to take some time off."
"Ch," he said. "Sure. | understand. But maybe we could still-"
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She gave himher nicest snmile. "I don't think so," she said.

"Ch. kay." She saw that he was starting to pout. Then he said, "You know, you're right. | really
think it's best that we just stay colleagues.”

"Col | eagues, " she said, shaking hands with him

The boat touched the far shore.

At the nonastery, a large crowd was standing around at the top of grid four, |ooking down into the
excavation pit.

The excavation was a precise square, twenty feet on a side, going down to a depth of ten feet. On
the north and east sides, the excavators had uncovered flat sides of stone arches, which indicated
the dig was now within the cataconb structure, beneath the original nonastery. The arches
thensel ves were filled in with solid earth. Last week, they had dug a trench through the north
arch, but it seened to | ead nowhere. Shored up with tinbers, it was now i gnored.

Now al |l the excitement was directed to the east arch, where in recent days they had dug anot her
trench under the arch. Wrk had been sl ow because they kept finding human remains, which Rick
Chang identified as the bodi es of soldiers.

Looki ng down, Kate saw that the walls of the trench had coll apsed on both sides, the earth falling
i nward, covering the trench itself. There was now a great nmound of earth, like a |andslide,

bl ocki ng further progress, and as the earth coll apsed, brownish skulls and | ong bones - lots of
them - had tunbl ed out.

She saw Ri ck Chang down there, and Marek, and El sie, who had left her lair to come out here. Elsie
had her digital canmera on a tripod, snapping off shots. These would | ater be stitched together in
the conputer to nake 360-degree panoranas. They woul d be taken at hourly intervals, to record
every phase of the excavation.

Mar ek | ooked up and saw Kate on the rim "Hey," he said. "lI've been | ooking for you. Get down
here. "

She scranbl ed down the | adder to the earthen floor of the pit. In the hot nidafternoon sun, she
snelled dirt, and the faint odor of organic decay. One of the skulls broke free and rolled to the
ground at her feet. But she didn't touch it; she knew the remains should stay as they were unti
Chang renpved them

"This may be the cataconbs," Kate said, "but these bones weren't stored. WAs there ever a battle
her e?"

Mar ek shrugged. "There were battles everywhere. |'mnore interested in that.'
the arch, which was wi thout decoration, rounded and slightly flattened.

Kate said, "Cistercian, could even be twelfth century. . . ."

"Ckay, sure. But what about that?" Directly beneath the central curve of the arch, the collapse of
the trench had | eft a black opening about three feet wi de.

She said, "What are you thinking?"

"I''mthinking we better get in there. Right away."

"Why?" she said. "Wat's the hurry?"

Chang said to her, "It looks |like there's space beyond the opening. A room maybe several roons."
" So?"

"Now it's exposed to the air. For the first tine in maybe six hundred years."

Marek said, "And air has oxygen."

"You think there's artifacts in there?"

"I don't know what's in there," Marek said. "But you could have consi derabl e danage within a few
hours.”™ He turned to Chang. "Have we got a snake?"

"No, it's in Toul ouse, being repaired." The snake was a fiber optic cable that could be hooked to
a canmera. They used it to view otherw se inaccessibl e spaces.

Kate said, "Wy don't you just punp the roomfull of nitrogen?" Nitrogen was an inert gas, heavier
than air. If they punped it through the opening, it would fill the space up, like water. And
protect any artifacts fromthe corrosive effects of oxygen.

"l would," Marek said, "if | had enough gas. The biggest cylinder we've got is fifty liters."

That wasn't enough

She pointed to the skulls. "I know, but if you do anything now, you'll disturb-"

"I wouldn't worry about these skeletons," Chang said. "They've already been noved out of position
And they |l ook |ike they were mass-graved, after a battle. But there isn't that much we can |l earn
fromthem" He turned and | ooked up. "Chris, who's got the reflector?"

Up above, Chris said, "Not nme. | think they were | ast used here."

One of the students said, "No, it's over by grid three."

"Let's get it. Elsie, are you about finished with your pictures?"

"Pushy, pushy."

He poi nted ahead to
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"Are you, or not?"

"One mnute nore."

Chang was calling to the students above, telling themto bring the reflectors. Four of themran
of f excitedly.

Marek was saying to the others, "Ckay, you people, | want flashlights, | want excavation packs,
portabl e oxygen, filter headsets, lead |lines, the works - now"

Through the excitenent, Kate continued to eye the opening beneath the arch. The arch itself |ooked
weak to her, the stones held | oosely together. Nornmally, an arch kept its shape by the wei ght of
the walls pressing in on the center stone, the keystone of the arch. But here, the whol e upper
curve above the opening could just collapse. The | andslide of earth underneath the opening was

| oose. She watched pebbles break free and trickle down here and there. It didn't | ook good to her
"André, | don't think it's safe to clinb over that. . . ."

"Who' s tal king about clinbing over? We'll |ower you from above."
" NB 2"
"Yeah. You hang from above the arch, and then go inside." She nust have | ooked stricken, because

he grinned. "Don't worry, I'Il go with you."

"You realize, if we're wong . " She was thinking, W could be buried alive

"What's this?" Marek said. "Losing your nerve?"

That was all he had to say.

Ten minutes later, she was hanging in nmidair by the edge of the exposed arch. She wore the
excavati on backpack, which was fitted with an oxygen bottle on the back and had two flashlights
dangling |ike hand grenades fromthe waist straps. She had her filter headset pushed up on her
forehead. Wres ran fromthe radio to a battery in her pocket. Wth so nuch equi pnent she felt

cl unky, unconfortable. Mirek stood above her, holding her safety line. And down in the pit, Rick
and his students were watching her tensely.

She | ooked up at Marek. "G ve ne five." He released five feet of line, and she slid down until she
was lightly touching the dirt mound. Little rivulets of earth trickled away beneath her feet. She
eased herself forward

"Three nore."

She dropped to hands and knees, giving the nound her full weight. It held. But she | ooked up at
the arch uneasily. The keystone was crunbling at the edges.

"Everything all right?" Marek call ed.

"Ckay," she said. "I'Il go in now"

She crawl ed back toward the gaping hole at the arch. She | ooked up at Marek, unhooked the
flashlight. "I don't know if you can do this, André. The dirt nmay not support your weight."
"Very funny. You don't do this alone, Kate."

"Well, at least let ne get in there first."

She flicked on her light, turned on her radio, pulled down her headset so she was breathing
through filters, and craw ed through the hole, into the blackness beyond.

The air was surprisingly cool. The yell ow beam of her flashlight played on bare stone walls, a
stone floor. Chang was right: this was open space beneath the nbnastery. And it seened to continue
for sone distance, before dirt and collapsed rubbl e bl ocked the far passage. Sonmehow this chanber
had not been filled with dirt Iike the others. She shone her light up at the roof, trying to see
its condition. She couldn't really tell. Not great.

She crept forward on hands and knees, then began to descend, sliding a little, down the dirt
toward the ground. Monments later, she was standing inside the cataconbs.

“I''m here."

It was dark around her, and the air felt wet. There was a dank odor that was unpl easant, even
through the filters. The filters took out bacteria and viruses. At npbst excavation sites, no one
bot hered with masks, but they were required here, because plague had cone several tinmes in the
fourteenth century, killing a third of the popul ati on. Al though one form of the epidenic was
originally transmtted by infected rats, another formwas transnitted through the air, through
coughs and sneezes, and so anybody who went into an old, seal ed space had to worry about -

She heard a clattering behind her. She saw Marek comi ng through the hol e above. He began to slide
so he junped to the ground. In the silence afterward, they heard the soft sounds of pebbles and
earth, trickling down the nound.

"You realize," she said, "we could be buried alive in here."

"Always | ook on the bright side," Marek said. He noved forward, holding a big fluorescent |ight
with reflectors. It illumnated a whole section of the room Now that they could see clearly, the
room appeared di sappointingly bare. To the |l eft was the stone sarcophagus of a knight; he was
carved in relief on the Iid, which had been renmoved. When they | ooked inside the sarcophagus, it
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was enpty. Then there was a rough wooden table |l eaning against a wall. It was bare. An open
corridor going down to their left, ending in a stone staircase, which | ed upward until it

di sappeared in a nound of dirt. Mre nounds of earth in this chanber, over to the right, blocking
anot her passageway, another arch.

Marek sighed. "All this excitenent . . . for nothing."

But Kate was still worried about the earth breaking free and comng into the room It made her

| ook closely at the earth nounds to the right.

And that was why she sawit.

"André," she said. "Cone here."

It was an earth-col ored protrusion, brown against the brown of the nound, but the surface had a
faint sheen. She brushed it with her hand. It was oilcloth. She exposed a sharp corner. QGlcloth
wr appi ng sonet hi ng.

Mar ek | ooked over her shoul der. "Very good, very good."

"Did they have oilcloth then?"

"Ch yes. Qlcloth is a Viking invention, perhaps ninth century. Quite comon in Europe by our
period. Although | don't think we have found anything else in the nonastery that's wapped in
oilcloth."

He hel ped her dig. They proceeded cautiously, not wanting the mound to cone down on them but soon
they had it exposed. It was a rectangle roughly two feet square, wapped with oil-soaked string.
"I amguessing it's docunments,"” Marek said. His fingers were twitching in the fluorescent |ight,
he wanted to open it so badly, but he restrained hinmself. "W'I|l take it back with us."

He slipped it under his arm and headed back toward the entrance. She gave one | ast | ook at the
earth mound, wondering if she had m ssed sonething. But she hadn't. She swung her |ight away and-
She st opped.

Qut of the corner of her eye, she'd caught a glinpse of sonething shiny. She turned, | ooked again.
For a nonent, she couldn't find it, but then she did.

It was a small piece of glass, protruding fromthe earth.

"Andr é?" she said. "I think there's nore."

The glass was thin, and perfectly clear. The edge was curved and snmooth, alnobst nmodern in its
quality. She brushed the dirt away with her fingertips and exposed one | ens of an eyegl ass.

It was a bifocal |ens.

"What is it?" André said, comi ng back to her.

"You tell me."

He squinted at it, shone his light very near. H's face was so close to the glass, his nose al npst
touched it. "Wiere did you find this?" He sounded concer ned.

"Ri ght here."

"Lying in the open, just like now?" Hi s voice was tense, al npbst accusing.
"No, only the edge was exposed. | cleaned it off."

" How?"

"Wth ny finger."

"So: you are telling nme it was partly buried?" He sounded |like he didn't believe her.

"Hey, what is this?"

"Just answer, please."

"No, André. It was nmostly buried. Everything but that left edge was buried."

"I wish you had not touched it."

"l do, too, if I'd known you were going to act |ike-"

"This must be explained,"” he said. "Turn around.”

"What ?"

"Turn around." He took her by the shoulder, turned her roughly, so she was facing away from him
"Jesus." She gl anced over her shoulder to see what he was doing. He held his Iight very close to
her backpack and noved over the surface slowy, examining it minutely, then down to her shorts.
"Uh, are you going to tell ne-"

"Be quiet, please."

It was a full nminute before he finished. "The |lower |eft zip pocket of your pack is open. Did you
open it?"

"No. "

"Then it has been open all the time? Ever since you put the pack on?"

"l guess. O

"Did you brush against the wall at any tinme?"

"I don't think so." She had been careful about it, because she hadn't wanted the wall to break

| oose.
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"Are you sure?" he said.

"For Christ's sake. No, André, |I'mnot sure."

"All right. Now you check nme." He handed her his light, and turned his back to her

"Check you how?" she said.

"That glass is contam nation," he said. "W have to explain howit got here. Look to see if any
part of my pack is open."

She | ooked. Not hi ng was.

"Did you | ook carefully?"

"Yes, | looked carefully," she said, annoyed.

"I think you didn't take enough tine."

"André. | did."

Marek stared at the earthen nound in front of them Small pebbles trickled down as he watched. "It
could have fallen fromone of our packs and then been covered. "

"Yes, | guess it could.”

"If you could clean it with a fingertip, it was not tightly buried.
"No, no. Very | oose."

"Al'l right. Then sonehow, that is the explanation."

"What is?"

"Sonehow, we brought this lens in with us, and while we were working on the oilskin docunents, it
fell fromthe pack, and was covered by dirt. Then you sawit, and cleaned it. It is the only

expl anation.”

"Ckay. . . ."

He took out a canera, photographed the glass several tines fromdifferent distances - very close,
then progressively progressively farther back. Only then did he bring out a plastic baggie, lift
the glass carefully with tweezers, and drop it into the bag. He brought out a small roll of bubble
wrap, encased the bag, sealed it all with tape, and handed the bundle to her. "You bring it out.
Pl ease be careful ." He seemed nore rel axed. He was being nicer to her

"Ckay," she said. They clinbed the dirt slope again, headi ng back outside.

They were greeted by cheers fromthe undergraduates, and the oil skin package was handed over to
El sie, who quickly took it back to the farnmhouse. Everyone was | aughing and sniling, except Chang
and Chris Hughes. They were wearing headsets, and had heard everything inside the cave. They

| ooked gl ooy and upset.

Site contam nation was extrenely serious, and they all knew it. Because it inplied sloppy
excavation technique, it called into question any other, legitinmate discoveries made by the team
A typical instance was a minor scandal at Les Eyzies the year before.

Les Eyzies was a Paleolithic site, a habitation of early nan beneath a cliff |edge. The

ar chaeol ogi sts had been digging at a | evel that dated to 320,000 B.P., when one of themfound a
hal f - buried condom It was still in its nmetallic wapper, and nobody thought for a monent that it
bel onged at that level. But the fact that it had been found there - half-buried - suggested that
they were not being careful in their technique. It caused a near panic anong the team which
persi sted even after a graduate student was sent back to Paris in disgrace.

"Where is this glass lens?" Chris said to Marek

"Kate has it."

She gave it to Chris. Wile everyone el se was cheering, he turned away, unw apped the package, and
hel d the baggie up to the light.

"Definitely nodern," he said. He shook his head unhappily. "I"Il check it out. Just make sure you
include it in the site report.”

Mar ek said he woul d.

Then Rick Chang turned away and cl apped his hands. "All right, everybody. Excitenent's over. Back
to work!"

In the afternoon, Marek schedul ed archery practice. The undergraduates were anused by it, and they

never m ssed a session; recently Kate had taken it up, as well. The target today was a straw
filled scarecrow, set about fifty yards away. The kids were all |ined up, holding their bows, and
Mar ek strode down behind them

"To kill a man," he said, "you have to remenber: he is alnobst certainly wearing plate arnmor on his
chest. He's less likely to have arnmor on his head and neck, or on his legs. So to kill him you
must shoot himin the head, or on the side of his torso, where the plates don't cover."

Kate |istened to Marek, anmused. André took everything so seriously. To kill a man. As if he really

meant it. Standing in the yellow afternoon sunlight of southern France, hearing the distant honk
of cars on the road, the idea seemed slightly absurd.
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"But if you want to stop a man," Marek continued, "then shoot himin the leg. He'll go right down.
Today we'll use the fifty-pound bows."

Fifty pounds referred to the draw wei ght, what was needed to pull the string back. The bows were
certainly heavy, and difficult to draw. The arrows were al nost three feet |ong. Many of the kids
had trouble with it, especially at first. Marek usually finished each practice session with sone
weight lifting, to build up their nuscles.

Marek himself could draw a hundred-pound bow. Al though it was difficult to believe, he insisted
that this was the size of actual fourteenth-century weapons - far beyond what any of them could
use.

"Al'l right," Marek said, "nock your arrows, aim and | oose them please.

Arrows flew through the

air. "No, no, no, David, don't pull until you trenble. Maintain control. Carl, |ook at your
stance. Bob, too high. Deanna, renenber your fingers. Rick, that was much better. Al right, here
we go again, nock your arrows, aim and . . . |loose them"

It was late in the afternoon when Stern called Marek on the radio, and asked himto conme to the
farmhouse. He said he had good news. Marek found himat the m croscope, exam ning the |ens.

"What is it?"

"Here. Look for yourself." He stepped aside, and Marek | ooked. He saw the |lens, and the sharp line
of the bifocal cut. Here and there, the lens was lightly spotted with white circles, as if from
bacteri a.

"What am | supposed to see?" Marek said.

"Left edge."

He noved the stage, bringing the left edge into view Refracted in the light, the edge | ooked very
white. Then he noticed that the whiteness spilled over the edge, onto the surface of the |ens
itself.

"That's bacteria growing on the lens," Stern said. "It's |ike rock varnish."

Rock varnish was the termfor the patina of bacteria and nold that grew on the underside of rocks.
Because it was organic, rock varnish could be dated

"Can this be dated?" Marek said.

"It could,"” Stern said, "if there was enough of it for a C14 run. But | can tell you now, there
isn't. You can't get a decent date fromthat amount. There isn't any use trying."

" So?"

"The point is, that was the exposed edge of the lens, right? The edge that Kate said was sticking
out of the earth?"

"Right. . . ."

"So it's old, André. | don't know how old, but it's not site contam nation. Rick is |ooking at all
the bones that were exposed today, and he thinks some of themare |later than our period,

ei ghteenth century, maybe even nineteenth century. \Wich neans one of them could have been wearing
bi focal s. "

"I don't know. This lens |ooks pretty sharply done.
"Doesn't nean it's new," Stern said. "They' ve had good grinding techniques for two hundred years.

I"'marranging for this lens to be checked by an optics guy back in New Haven. |'ve asked Elsie to
junp ahead and do the oilskin docunents, just to see if there's anything unusual there. In the
meantinme, | think we can all ease up."

"That's good news," Marek said, grinning.

"I thought you'd want to know. See you at dinner."

They had arranged to have dinner in the old town square of Domme, a village on top of a cliff a
fewmles fromtheir site. By nightfall, Chris, grunpy all day, had recovered fromhis bad nood
and was | ooking forward to dinner. He wondered if Marek had heard fromthe Professor, and if not,
what they were going to do about it. He had a sense of expectancy.

H s good mood vani shed when he arrived to find the stockbroker couples again, sitting at their
table. Apparently they'd been invited for a second night. Chris was about to turn around and

| eave, but Kate got up and quickly put her armaround his waist, and steered himtoward the table.
"I'd rather not," he said in a low voice. "I can't stand these people." But then she gave hima
little hug, and eased himinto a chair. He saw that the stockbroker nust be buying the w ne

toni ght - Chateau Lafite-Rothschild '95, easily two thousand francs a bottle.

And he thought, Wat the hell

"Well, this is a charning town," one of the wonmen was saying. "W went and saw the walls around
the outside. They go on for quite a distance. H gh, too. And that very pretty gate coming into
town, you know, with the two round towers on either side."

Kate nodded. "It's sort of ironic," she said, "that a lot of the villages that we find so charm ng
now were actually the shopping nmalls of the fourteenth century."
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" Shoppi ng mal | s? How do you nmean?" the woman asked.

At that moment, Marek's radio, clipped to his belt, crackled with static.

"André? Are you there?"

It was Elsie. She never cane to dinner with the others, but worked | ate on her catal ogi ng. Marek
held up the radio. "Yes, Elsie."

"I just found something very weird, here."

"Yes. "

"Woul d you ask David to cone over? | need his help testing. But I'"'mtelling you guys - if this is
a joke, | don't appreciate it."

Wth a click, the radio went dead.

"El si e?"

No answer.

Mar ek | ooked around the table. "Anybody play a joke on her?"

They all shook their heads no.

Chris Hughes said, "Maybe she's cracking up. It wouldn't surprise nme, all those hours staring at
par chnent . "

"I'"ll see what she wants," David Stern said, getting up fromthe table. He headed off into the

dar kness.

Chris thought of going with him but Kate | ooked at him quickly, and gave hima smile. So he eased
back in his seat and reached for his wine.

"You were saying - these towns were |ike shopping malls?"

"Alot of themwere, yes," Kate Erickson said. "These towns were specul ative ventures to make
nmoney for |and devel opers. Just |ike shopping nmalls today. And like malls, they were all built on
a simlar pattern.”

She turned in her chair and pointed to the Domme town square behind them "See the covered wooden
market in the center of the town square? You'll find simlar covered markets in |lots of towns
around here. It nmeans the town is a bastide, a new, fortified village. Nearly a thousand bastide
towns were built in France during the fourteenth century. Sone of themwere built to hold
territory. But many of themwere built sinply to nake noney."

That got the attention of the stock pickers.

One of the nmen | ooked up sharply and said, "Wait a nminute. How does building a village nake
anybody noney?"

Kate sniled. "Fourteenth-century economcs," she said. "It worked like this. Let's say you're a
nobl eman who owns a | ot of |and. Fourteenth-century France is nostly forest, which neans that your
land is nostly forest, inhabited by wolves. Maybe you have a few farners here and there who pay
you sone neasly rents. But that's no way to get rich. And because you're a nobl eman, you're always
desperately in need of noney, to fight wars and to entertain in the lavish style that's expected

of you.
"So what can you do to increase the incone fromyour |ands? You build a new town. You attract
people to live in your new town by offering them special tax breaks, special |iberties spelled out

in the town charter. Basically, you free the townspeople fromfeudal obligations."

"Way do you give themthese breaks?" one of the nen said.

"Because pretty soon you'll have nerchants and markets in the town, and the taxes and fees
generate nuch nore noney for you. You charge for everything. For the use of the road to conme to
the town. For the right to enter the town walls. For the right to set up a stall in the market.
For the cost of soldiers to keep order. For providing noneylenders to the narket."

"Not bad," one of the nmen said.

"Not bad at all. And in addition, you take a percentage of everything that's sold in the market."
"Real | y? What percentage?”

"It depended on the place, and the particular nerchandise. In general, one to five percent. So the
market is really the reason for the town. You can see it clearly, in the way the town is laid out.
Look at the church over there," she said, pointing off to the side. "In earlier centuries, the
church was the center of the town. People went to Mass at |east once a day. Al life revol ved
around the church. But here in Domre, the church is off to one side. The market is now the center
of town."

"So all the noney conmes fromthe market?"

"Not entirely, because the fortified town offers protection for the area, which nmeans farmers wll
clear the nearby land and start new farns. So you increase your farming rents, as well. Al in
all, a newtown was a reliable investnent. Wich is why so nany of these towns were built."

"I's that the only reason the towns were built?"

"No, many were built for nilitary considerations as-"
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Marek's radio crackled. It was Elsie again. "André?"

"Yes," Marek said.

"You better get over here right away. Because | don't know how to handle this."
"Why? What is it?"

"Just conme. Now. "

The generator chugged |oudly, and the farmhouse seened brilliantly lit in the dark field, under a
sky of stars.

They all crowded into the farmhouse. Elsie was sitting at her desk in the center, staring at them
Her eyes seened distant.

"El sie?"

"I't's inpossible," she said.

"What' s i npossi bl e? What happened here?"

Mar ek | ooked over at David Stern, but he was still working at sone analysis in the corner of the
room

El sie sighed. "I don't know, | don't know. "

"Well," Marek said, "start at the beginning."

"Ckay," she said. "The beginning." She stood up and crossed the room where she pointed to a stack
of parchments resting on a piece of plastic tarp on the floor. "This is the beginning. The
docunent bundle | designated M 031, dug up fromthe nonastery earlier today. David asked ne to do
it as soon as possible."

Nobody sai d anything. They just watched her.

"Ckay," she said. "I've been going through the bundle. This is how!l do it. | take about ten
parchnents at a tinme and bring themover here to ny desk." She brought ten over. "Now, | sit down
at the desk, and | go through them one by one. Then, after |'ve summarized the contents of one
sheet, and entered the sunmary into the conputer, | take the sheet to be photographed, over here."

She went to the next table, slipped a parchnent under the canera.

Marek said, "We're familiar with-"

"No, you're not," she said sharply. "You're not fanmiliar at all." Elsie went back to her table,
took the next parchnent off the stack. "Ckay. So | go through themone by one. This particular
stack consists of all kinds of documents: bills, copies of letters, replies to orders fromthe

bi shop, records of crop yields, lists of nobnastery assets. Al dating from about the year 1357."
She took the parchnents fromthe stack, one after the other
"And then" - she renpved the last one - "I see this."

They st ared.

Nobody sai d anyt hi ng.

The parchnent was identical in size to the others in the stack, but instead of dense witing in
Latin or dd French, this one had only two words, scrawled in plain English

HELP ME
4/ 7/ 1357

"I'n case you're wondering," she said, "that's the Professor's handwiting."

The roomwas silent. No one noved or shifted. They all just stared in conplete silence.

Mar ek was thinking very fast, running through the possibilities. Because of his detailed,

encycl opedi ¢ knowl edge of the medieval period, for many years he had served as an outside

consul tant on nedieval artifacts to the Metropolitan Museumof Art in New York. As a result, Marek
had consi derabl e experience with fakes of all kinds. It was true that he was rarely shown faked
docunents fromthe medi eval period - the fakes were usually precious stones set in a bracelet that
was ten years old, or a suit of arnor that turned out to have been made in Brooklyn - but his
experience had given hima clear way to think it through

Marek said, "Ckay. Begin at the beginning. Are you sure that's his handwiting?"

"Yes," Elsie said. "Wthout question."

"How do you know?"

She sniffed. "I'ma graphol ogi st, André. But here. See for yourself."

She brought out a note that Johnston had scrawl ed a few days earlier, a note witten in bl ock
letters, attached to a bill: "PLS CHK THI'S CHARGE. " She set it beside the parchnent signature.
"Block letters are actually easier to analyze. His H for exanple, has a faint diagonal beneath.
He draws one vertical line, lifts his pen, draws the second vertical, then drags his pen back to
draw the crossbar, making the diagonal below. O |ook at the P. He nakes a downward stroke, then
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goes up and back to position to nake the senmicircle. Or the E, which he draws as an L and then
zi gzags back up to make the two added lines. There's no question. It's his handwiting."
"Soneone coul dn't have forged it?"

"No. Forgery, you have pen lifts and other signs. This witing is his."

Kate said, "Wuld he play a joke on us?"

"If he did, it isn't funny."

"What about this parchnment it's witten on?" Marek said. "Is it as old as the other sheets in the
stack?"
"Yes," David Stern said, coning over. "Short of carbon dating, |1'd say yes - it's the sane age as

the others."

Mar ek t hought: How can that be? He said, "Are you sure? This parchnent |ooks different. The
surface | ooks rougher to ne."

"It is rougher," Stern said. "Because it's been poorly scraped. Parchnment was val uable material in
medi eval times. Generally it was used, scraped clean, and then used again. But if we look at this
parchnent under ultra-violet. . . . Wuld sonmebody get the lights?" Kate turned themoff, and in
the darkness Stern swung a purple |anp over the table.

Marek i mediately saw nore witing, faint but clearly there on the parchnent.

"This was originally a bill for lodging," Elsie said. "lIt's been scraped clean, quickly and
crudely, as if sonmebody was in a hurry."

Chris said, "Are you saying the Professor scraped it?"

"I have no idea who scraped it. But it's not expertly done.”

"All right," Marek said. "There's one definitive way to decide this, once and for all." He turned
to Stern. "What about the ink, David? Is it genuine?"
Stern hesitated. "I'mnot sure."

"Not sure? Wy not?"

"Chemically speaking," Stern said, "it's exactly what you'd expect: iron in the formof ferrous
oxide, mxed with gall as an organic binder. Sonme added carbon for blackness, and five percent
sucrose. In those days, they used sugar to give the inks a shiny surface. So it's ordinary iron-
gall ink, correct for the period. But that in itself doesn't nean nuch."

"Right." Stern was saying it could be faked.

"So |l ran gall and iron titers," Stern said, "which | usually do in questionable cases. They tel
us the exact amounts present in the ink. The titers indicate that this particular ink is sinlar
but not identical to the ink on the other docunents."”

"Simlar but not identical,"” Marek said. "How simlar?"
"As you know, nedieval inks were m xed by hand before use, because they didn't keep. Gll is
organic - it's the ground-up nuts of an oak tree - which means the inks would eventually go bad.

Sonetimes they added wine to the ink as a preservative. Anyway, there's usually a fairly large
variation in gall and iron content from one docunent to another. You find as nuch as twenty or
thirty percent difference between docunents. It's reliable enough that we can use these
percentages to tell if two docunents were witten on the sane day, fromthe sanme ink supply. This
particular ink is about twenty-nine percent different fromthe docunents on either side of it."
"Meani ngl ess, " Marek said. "Those nunbers don't confirmeither authenticity or forgery. Did you do
a spectrographi c anal ysi s?"

"Yes. Just finished it. Here's the spectra for three docunments, with the Professor's in the
mddle." Three lines, a series of spikes and dips. "Again, simlar but not identical."

"Not that simlar,” Marek said, |looking at the pattern of spikes. "Because along with the
percentage difference in iron content, you' ve got lots of trace elenments in the Professor's ink
including - what's this spike, for instance?"

" Chrom um "

Mar ek sighed. "Wich means it's nodern."

"Not necessarily, no."

"There's no chromiumin the inks before and after.”

"That's true. But chromiumis found in manuscript inks. Fairly comonly."

"I's there chromumin this valley?"

"No," Stern said, "but chromiumwas inported all over Europe, because it was used for fabric dyes
as well as inks."

"But what about all these other contam nants?" Marek said, pointing to the other spikes. He shook
his head. "I"'msorry. I'mjust not buying this."

Stern said, "I agree. This has to be a joke."

"But we're not going to know for sure without a carbon date," Marek said. Carbon-14 woul d enabl e
themto date both ink and parchnent within about fifty years. That would be good enough to settle
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the question of forgery.

"I'd also like to do thernol un nescence, and nmaybe a | aser activation while we're at it," Stern
sai d.

"You can't do that here."

"No, I'll take it over to Les Eyzies." Les Eyzies, the town in the next valley that was the center
of prehistoric studies in southern France, had a well -equi pped | ab that did carbon-14 and

pot assi um argon dating, as well as neutron activation and other difficult tests. The field results
weren't as accurate as the labs in Paris or Toul ouse, but scientists could get an answer in a few
hours.

"Any chance you can run it toni ght?" Marek said.

"I try."

Chris canme back to join the group; he had been tel ephoning the Professor on a cell phone.
"Not hi ng," he said. "I just got his voicenmail."

"Al'l right," Marek said. "There's nothing nore we can do right now | assume this message is a
bi zarre joke. | can't inmagi ne who played it on us - but somebody did. Tomorrow we'll run carbon
and date the nessage. | have no doubt it will prove to be recent. And with all due respect to

Elsie, it's probably a forgery."

Elsie started to sputter.

"But in any case," Marek continued, "the Professor is due to call in tomorrow, and we'll ask him
In the meantime, | suggest we all go to bed and get a good night's rest."

In the farmhouse, Marek cl osed the door softly behind himbefore turning on the Iights. Then he
| ooked around.

The room was i mmacul ate, as he woul d have expected. It had the tidiness of a nonk's cell. Beside
the bed stood five or six research papers, neatly stacked. On a desk to the right, nore research
papers sat beside a closed | aptop conmputer. The desk had a drawer, which he opened and rumraged
t hrough qui ckly.

But he didn't find what he was | ooking for

He went next to the arnbire. The Professor's clothes were neatly arranged inside, with space

bet ween each hangi ng garnment. Marek went fromone to the next, patting the pockets, but he stil
did not find it. Perhaps it wasn't here, he thought. Perhaps he had taken it with himto New
Mexi co.

There was a bureau opposite the door. He opened the top drawer: coins in a small shallow dish
Anerican dollar bills wapped in a rubber band, and a few personal objects, including a knife, a
pen and a spare watch - nothing out of the ordinary.

Then he saw a plastic case, tucked over to one side.

He brought the case out, opened it up. The case contai ned eyegl asses. He set the glasses out on
the counter.

The | enses were bifocals, oval in shape.

He reached into his shirt pocket and brought out a plastic bag. He heard a creak behind him and
turned to see Kate Erickson coming in through the door

"Goi ng through his underwear?" she said, raising her eyebrows. "I saw the light under the door. So
I had a | ook."

"Wt hout knocking?" Marek said.

"What are you doing in here?" she said. Then she saw the plastic. "Is that what | think it is?"
"Yes. "

Marek took the single bifocal lens out of the plastic bag, holding it with a pair of tweezers, and
placed it on top of the bureau, beside the Professor's eyegl asses.

"Not identical," she said. "But 1'd say the lens is his."

"So would I."

But isn't that what you always thought? | nean, he's the only one on the site who wears bifocals.
The contami nation has to be fromhis eyegl asses. "

"But there isn't any contam nation," Marek said. "This lens is old."

"What ?"
"David says that white edge is bacterial growmh. This lens is not nodern, Kate. It's old."
She | ooked closely. "It can't be," she said. "Look at the way the lenses are cut. It's the sane in

the Professor's glasses and this lens. It nust be nodern.”
"I know, but David insists it's old."

"How ol d?"

"He can't tell."

"He can't date it?"
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Mar ek shook his head. "Not enough organic material."
"So in that case," she said, "you came to his room because

She paused, staring at the

eyegl asses, then at him She frowned. "I thought you said that signature was a forgery, André."
"I did, yes."

"But you also asked if David could do the carbon test tonight, didn't you."

"Yes. "

"And then you came here, with the gl ass, because you're worried. . . ." She shook her head as if
to clear it. "About what? What do you think is going on?"

Mar ek | ooked at her. "I have absolutely no idea. Nothing rmakes sense."”

"But you're worried."

"Yes," Marek said. "I"'mworried."

The foll owi ng day dawned bright and hot, a glaring sun beneath a cl oudl ess sky. The Professor
didn't call in the norning. Marek called himtw ce, but always got his voicenail: "Leave ne a
message, and I'Il call you back."

Nor was there any word from Stern. Wien they called the |ab at Les Eyzies they were told he was
busy. A frustrated technician said, "He is repeating the tests again! Three tinmes now "

Why? Marek wondered. He considered going over to Les Eyzies to see for hinself - it was just a
short drive - but decided to stay at the storehouse in case the Professor call ed.

He never call ed.

In the mddle of the norning, Elsie said, "Huh."

"What ?"

She was | ooki ng at another piece of parchnent. "This was the docunent on the stack right before
the Professor's," she said.

Mar ek cane over. "Wat about it?"

"It looks like there are ink spots fromthe Professor's pen. See, here, and here?"

Mar ek shrugged. "He was probably |ooking at this right before he wote his note."

"But they're in the margin," she said, "alnost |like a notation."

"Not ation to what?" he said. "Wat's the docunment about ?"

"I't's a piece of natural history," she said. "A description of an underground river by one of the
monks. Says you have to be cautious at various points, marked off in paces, so on and so forth."
"An underground river. " Marek wasn't interested. The nonks were the scholars of the region
and they often wote little essays on | ocal geography, or carpentry, the proper time to prune
orchard trees, how best to store grain in winter, and so on. They were curiosities, and often

wWr ong.

" “Marcel lus has the key,

she said, reading the text. "Wnder what that neans. It's right where

the Professor Professor put his marks. Then . . . something about . . . giant feet . . . no .
the giant's feet? . . . The feet of the giant? . . . And it says vivix, which is Latin for
let me see. . . . That's a new one. "

She consulted a dictionary.

Rest| ess, Marek went outside and paced up and down. He was edgy, nervous.
"That's odd," she said, "there is no word vivix. At least not in this dictionary.
note, in her nethodical way.

Mar ek si ghed.

The hours craw ed bhy.

The Professor never call ed.

Finally it was three o' clock; the students were wandering up to the big tent for their afternoon
break. Marek stood in the door and watched them They seenmed carefree, |aughing, punching each
ot her, nmaking j okes.

The phone rang. He inmmedi ately turned back. Elsie picked it up. He heard her say, "Yes, he's here
with me right now. "

He hurried into her room "The Professor?"

She was shaking her head. "No. It's soneone fromI|TC " And she handed hi mthe phone.

"This is André Marek speaking," he said.

"Ch yes. Please hold, M. Mrek. | know M. Doniger is eager to speak to you."

"He is?"

"Yes. W've been trying to reach you for several hours. Please hold while | find himfor you."

A long pause. Sone classical music played. Marek put his hand over the phone and said to Elsie,
"I't's Doniger."

"Hey," she said. "You nust rate. The big cheese hinself."

"Why i s Doniger calling nme?"

She nade a
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Five minutes later, he was still waiting on hold, when Stern wal ked into the room shaking his
head. "You're not going to believe this."

"Yes? What ?" Marek said, holding the phone.

Stern just handed him a sheet of paper. It said:

638 + 47 BP

"What is this supposed to be?" Mrek said.
"The date on the ink."

"What are you tal king about?"
"The ink on that parchnent,"”
m nus forty-seven years."
"What ?" Marek said.

"That's right. The ink has a date of A D. 1361."

"What ?"

"I know, | know," Stern said. "But we ran the test three tines. There's no question about it. If
the Professor really wote that, he wote it six hundred years ago." Marek flipped the paper over
On the other side, it said:

Stern said. "It's six hundred and thirty-eight years old, plus or

AD 1361 + 47 years

On the phone, the nusic ended with a click, and a taut voice said, "This is Bob Doniger. M.

Mar ek ?"

"Yes," Marek said.

"You may not renenmber, but we nmet a couple of years ago, when | visited the site.”

"1 renmenber very well," Marek said

"I"'mcalling about Professor Johnston. W are very concerned for his safety."

"I's he m ssing?"

"No, he's not. W know exactly where he is."

Something in his tone sent a shiver down Marek's spine. Marek said, "Then can | speak to hinP"
"Not at the nonment, |I'mafraid.”

"lIs the Professor in danger?"

"It's difficult to say. | hope not. But we're going to need the help of you and your group. |'ve
al ready sent the plane to get you."

Marek said, "M . Doniger, we seemto have a nessage from Prof essor Johnston that is six hundred

years-"
"Not on a cell phone," Doniger said, cutting himoff. But Marek noticed that he didn't seemat al
surprised. "It's three o' clock nowin France, is that right?"

"Just after, yes.™

"Al'l right," Doniger said. "Pick the three nenbers of your team who know the Dordogne regi on best.
Drive to the airport at Bergerac. Don't bother to pack. We'll supply everything when you get here.
The plane lands at six p.m your tinme, and will bring you back to New Mexico. Is that clear?"
"Yes, but-"

"I"ll see you then."

And Doni ger hung up.

David Stern | ooked at Marek. "Wat was that all about?" he said.

Marek said, "Go get your passport."”

"What ?"

"Co get your passport. Then come back with the car."”

"W goi ng sonewhere?"

"Yes, we are,"” Marek said.

And he reached for his radio.

Kate Erickson | ooked down fromthe ranparts of La Roque Castle into the inner bailey, the broad
grassy center of the castle, twenty feet below The grass was swarming with tourists of a dozen
nationalities, all in bright clothes and shorts. Canmeras clicking in every direction.

Beneath her, she heard a young girl say, "Another castle. Wiy do we have to go to all these stupid
castles, MnP"

The not her said, "Because Daddy is interested."

"But they're all the sane, Mom"

"1 know, dear. "

The father, a short distance away, was standing inside |low walls that outlined a forner room "And
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this," he announced to his famly, "was the great hall."

Looki ng down, Kate saw at once that it wasn't. The man was standing inside the remains of the
kitchen. It was obvious fromthe three ovens still visible in the wall to the left. And the stone
sluice that had brought water could be seen just behind the man as he spoke.

"What happened in the great hall?" his daughter asked.

"This is where they held their banquets, and where visiting knights paid homage to the king."

Kate sighed. There was no evidence a king had ever been to La Roque. On the contrary, docunents
indicated that it had always been a private castle, built in the eleventh century by someone naned
Armand de Cl éry, and later heavily rebuilt early in the fourteenth century, with another ring of
outer walls, and additional drawbridges. That added work was done by a knight nanmed Francois |e

G os, or Francis the Fat, around 1302

Despite his nanme, Francois was an English knight, and he built La Roque in the new English style
of castles, established by Edward |. The Edwardi an castles were large, with spacious inner
courtyards and pl easant quarters for the lord. This suited Frangois, who by all accounts had an
artistic tenperament, a lazy disposition, and a propensity for noney troubles. Francois was forced
to nortgage his castle, and later to sell it outright. During the Hundred Years War, La Roque was
controll ed by a succession of knights. But the fortifications held: the castle was never captured
in battle, only in conmrercial transactions.

As for the great hall, she sawit was off to the left, badly ruined, but clearly indicating the
outlines of a rmuch larger room alnost a hundred feet [ong. The nmonunental fireplace - nine feet
hi gh and twelve feet wide - was still visible. Kate knew that any great hall of this size would

have had stone walls and a tinber roof. And yes, as she | ooked, she saw notches in the stone high
up, to hold the big horizontal tinbers. Then there would have been cross-braci ng above that, to
support the roof.

A British tour group squeezed past her on the narrow ranparts. She heard the gui de say, "These
ranparts were built by Sir Francis the Bad in 1363. Francis was a thoroughly nasty piece of work.
He liked to torture men and wonen, and even children, in his vast dungeons. Now if you |l ook to the
left, you will see Lover's Leap, where Madane de Renaud fell to her death in 1292, disgraced
because she was pregnant by her husband's stable boy. But it is disputed whether she fell or was
pushed by her outraged spouse. . . ."

Kat e sighed. Were did they conme up with this stuff? She turned to her sketchbook notes, where she
was recording the outlines of the walls. This castle, too, had its secret passages. But Francis
the Fat was a skilled architect. Hi s passages were nostly for defense. One passage ran fromthe

ranparts down behind the far wall of the great hall, past the rear of the fireplace. Another
passage foll owed the battl enents on the south ranparts.
But the nobst inportant passage still eluded her. According to the fourteenth-century witer

Froissart, the castle of La Roque had never been taken by siege because its attackers coul d never
find the secret passage that permtted food and water to be brought to the castle. It was runored
that this secret passage was linked to the network of caves in the |imestone rock bel ow the
castle; also that it ran sone distance, ending in a conceal ed opening in the cliffs.

Somewher e.

The easiest way to find it now would be to | ocate where it ended inside the castle and to foll ow
it back. But to find that opening, she would need technical help. Probably the best thing would be
ground radar. But to do that, she'd need the castle enpty. It was closed on Mndays; they night do
it next Monday, if-

Her radi o crackled. "Kate?"

It was Marek.

She held the radio to her face, pressed the button. "Yes, this is Kate."

"Cone back to the farmhouse now. It's an energency."”

And he clicked off.

Ni ne feet underwater, Chris Hughes heard the gurgling hiss of his regulator as he adjusted the
tether that held himin place against the current of the Dordogne. The water clarity was not bad

t oday, about twelve feet, and he was able to see the entire large pylon of the fortified mll
bridge, at the water's edge. The pylon ended in a junble of large cut rocks that ran in a straight
line across the river. These rocks were the renains of the forner bridge span

Chris nmoved along this line, exam ning the rocks slowy. He was | ooking for grooves or notches
that woul d hel p himdeterm ne where tinbers had been used. Fromtine to time, he tried to turn one
rock over, but it was very difficult underwater because he could get no |everage.

On the surface above, he had a plastic float with a red-striped diver's flag. It was there to
protect himfromthe vacationi ng kayakers. At |east, that was the idea

He felt a sudden jerk, yanking himaway fromthe bottom He broke surface and bunped his head
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agai nst the yellow hull of a kayak. The rider was holding the plastic float, shouting at himin
what sounded |ike German

Chris pulled his nouthpiece out and said, "Just |leave that alone, will you?"

He was answered in rapid Gernan. The kayaker was pointing irritably toward the shore.

"Listen, pal, | don't know what you're-"

The man kept shouting and pointing toward the shore, his finger stabbing the air.

Chris | ooked back

One of the students was standing on the shore, holding a radio in his hand. He was shouting. It
took Chris a nonment to understand. "Marek wants you back to the farmhouse. Now. "

"Jesus, how about in half an hour, when | finish-"

"He says now. "

Dark cl ouds hung over the distant nmesas, and it |ooked |like there would be rain. In his office,
Doni ger hung up the phone and said, "They've agreed to cone."

"Good," Diane Kramer said. She was standing facing him her back to the nountains. "W need their
hel p."

"Unfortunately," Doniger said, "we do." He got up fromhis desk and began to pace. He was al ways
restl ess when he was thinking hard.

"l just don't understand how we | ost the Professor in the first place," Kramer said. "He nust have
stepped into the world. You told himnot to do it. You told himnot to go in the first place. And
he must have stepped into the world."

"W don't know what happened," Doni ger said. "W have no damm idea."

"Except that he wote a nessage,” Kraner said.

"Yes. According to Kastner. Wien did you talk to her?"

"Late yesterday," Kramer said. "She called me as soon as she knew. She's been a very reliable
connection for us, and she-"

"Never mind," Doniger said, waving his hand irritably. "It's not core.”

That was the expression he al ways used when he thought something was irrel evant. Kramer said,
"What's core?"

"Getting himback," Doniger said. "It is essential that we get that man back. That is core."
"No question," Kraner said. "Essential."
"Personal ly, | thought the old fart was an asshole," Doniger said. "But if we don't get him back

it's a publicity nightmare."

"Yes. A nightmare.”

"But | can deal with it," Doniger said.

"You can deal with it, I'msure."

Over the years, Kraner had fallen into the habit of repeating whatever Doniger said when he was in
one of his "pacing noods." To an outsider, it |ooked |ike sycophancy, but Doniger found it useful
Frequently, when Doni ger heard her say it back, he would disagree. Kramer understood that in this
process, she was just a bystander. It night |ook |ike a conversation between two people, but it
wasn't. Doni ger was talking only to hinself.

"The problem " Doniger said, "is that we're increasing the nunber of outsiders who know about the
technol ogy, but we're not getting a commensurate return. For all we know, those students won't be
able to get himback, either."

"Their chances are better."

"That's a presunption." He paced. "It's weak."

"l agree, Bob. Wak."

"And the search team you sent back? Wio did you send?"

"Conez and Baretto. They didn't see the Professor anywhere."

"How | ong were they there?"

"l believe about an hour."

"They didn't step into the world?"

Kramer shook her head. "Wy take the risk? There's no point. They're a couple of ex-nmarines, Bob
They woul dn't know where to | ook even if they did step in. They wouldn't even know what to be
afraid of. It's conpletely different back there."

"But these graduate students nay know where to | ook."

"That's the idea," Kranmer said.

Di stant thunder runbled. The first fat drops of rain streaked the office w ndows. Doniger stared
at the rain. "What if we |ose the graduate students, too?"

"A publicity nightnare."

"Maybe, " Doniger said. "But we have to prepare for the possibility."

The jet engines whined as the GulfstreamV rolled toward them "ITC' in big silver letters on the
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tail. The stairs lowered, and a uniformed flight attendant rolled out a strip of red carpet at the
bottom of the stairs.

The graduate students stared.

"No kidding," Chris Hughes said. "There really is a red carpet."

"Let's go," Marek said. He threw his backpack over his shoul der and | ed them aboard.

Marek had refused to answer their questions, pleading ignorance. He told themthe results of the
carbon dating. He told themhe couldn't explain it. He told themthat | TC wanted themto conme to
hel p the Professor, and that it was urgent. He didn't say any nore. And he noticed that Stern,
too, was keeping silent.

Inside, the plane was all gray and silver. The flight attendant asked them what they wanted to
drink. Al this luxury contrasted with the tough-Iooking man with cropped gray hair who cane
forward to greet them Although the man wore a business suit, Marek detected a nmilitary manner as
he shook hands with each of them

"My nanme's CGordon," he said. "Vice president at |ITC. Wl conme aboard. Flying time to New Mexico is
nine hours, forty mnutes. Better fasten your seat belts.”

They dropped into seats, already feeling the aircraft begin to nove on the runway. Mnents |ater
the engi nes roared, and Marek | ooked out the wi ndow to see the French countryside fall away
beneath t hem

It could be worse, Gordon thought, sitting at the back of the plane and | ooking at the group
True, they were academics. They were a little befuddl ed. And there was no coordi nati on, no team
feeling anong them

But on the other hand, they all seenmed to be in decent physical condition, particularly the
foreign guy, Marek. He | ooked strong. And the wonman wasn't bad, either. Good nmuscle tone in the
arns, calluses on her hands. Conpetent manner. So she nmight hold up under pressure, he thought.
But the good-1ooking kid would be usel ess. CGordon sighed as Chris Hughes | ooked out the w ndow,
caught his own reflection in the glass, and brushed back his hair with his hand.

And Gordon coul dn't decide about the fourth kid, the nerdy one. He'd obviously spent time
outdoors; his clothes were faded and his gl asses scratched. But Gordon recognized himas a tech
guy. Knew everythi ng about equi pnent and circuits, nothing about the world. It was hard to say how
he'd react if things got tough

The big man, Marek, said, "Are you going to tell us what's going on?"

"I think you already know, M. Marek," CGordon said. "Don't you?"

"I have a piece of six-hundred-year-old parchnent with the Professor's witing onit. In six-
hundr ed-year-old ink."

"Yes. You do."

Mar ek shook his head. "But | have trouble believing it."

"At this point," CGordon said, "it's sinply a technological reality. It's real. It can be done." He
got out of his seat and noved to sit with the group

"You nean tinme travel," Marek said.

"No," CGordon said. "I don't nmean tinme travel at all. Tinme travel is inpossible. Everyone knows
that."

"The very concept of tine travel nmakes no sense, since tinme doesn't flow. The fact that we think
time passes is just an accident of our nervous systems - of the way things look to us. In reality,
time doesn't pass; we pass. Tinme itself is invariant. It just is. Therefore, past and future
aren't separate |ocations, the way New York and Paris are separate |ocations. And since the past
isn't a location, you can't travel to it."

They were silent. They just stared at him

"It is inportant to be clear about this," Gordon said. "The I TC technol ogy has nothing to do with
time travel, at least not directly. What we have devel oped is a form of space travel. To be

preci se, we use quantum technol ogy to nani pul ate an orthogonal nultiverse coordi nate change."
They | ooked at hi m bl ankly.

"It means," CGordon said, "that we travel to another place in the nultiverse."

"And what's the nultiverse?" Kate said.

"The multiverse is the world defined by quantum nechanics. It neans that-"

"Quant um nmechani cs?" Chris said. "Wat's quantum nechani cs?"

Gordon paused. "That's fairly difficult. But since you're historians,
explain it historically."

"A hundred years ago," Gordon said, "physicists understood that energy - like light or magnetism
or electricity - took the formof continuously flow ng waves. W still refer to “radio waves' and
“light waves.' In fact, the recognition that all forns of energy shared this wavelike nature was
one of the great achievenents of nineteenth-century physics.

he said, "let me try to
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"But there was a snall problem"” he said. It turned out that if you shined light on a nmetal plate,
you got an electric current. The physicist Max Planck studied the relationship between the anpunt
of light shining on the plate and the amount of electricity produced, and he concl uded that
energy wasn't a conti nuous wave. |nstead, energy seened to be conposed of individual units, which
he called quanta. "The discovery that energy came in quanta was the start of quantum physics,"
Gor don sai d.

"A few years later, Einstein showed that you could explain the photoelectric effect by assum ng
that |ight was conposed of particles, which he called photons. These photons of l|ight struck the
metal plate and knocked off el ectrons, producing electricity. Mathematically, the equations
worked. They fit the view that |ight consisted of particles. Ckay so far?"

"Yes. "

"And pretty soon, physicists began to realize that not only light, but all energy was conposed of
particles. In fact, all nmatter in the universe took the formof particles. Atons were conposed of

heavy particles in the nucleus, light electrons buzzing around on the outside. So, according to
the new thinking, everything is particles. Okay?"
"Ckay. . . "

"The particles are discrete units, or quanta. And the theory that describes how these particles
behave is quantum theory. A mmjor discovery of twentieth-century physics."

They were all noddi ng.

"Physicists continue to study these particles, and begin to realize they're very strange entities.
You can't be sure where they are, you can't neasure them exactly, and you can't predict what they
will do. Sometinmes they behave like particles, sonetinmes |ike waves. Sonetinmes two particles wll
interact with each other even though they're a mllion mles apart, with no connection between
them And so on. The theory is starting to seemextrenely weird.

"Now, two things happen to quantumtheory. The first is that it gets confirmed, over and over
It's the nmost proven theory in the history of science. Supermarket scanners, |asers and computer
chips all rely on quantum nechanics. So there is absolutely no doubt that quantumtheory is the
correct mathematical description of the universe.

"But the problemis, it's only a mathemati cal description. It's just a set of equations. And
physicists couldn't visualize the world that was inplied by those equations - it was too weird,
too contradictory. Einstein, for one, didn't like that. He felt it meant the theory was fl awed.
But the theory kept getting confirmed, and the situation got worse and worse. Eventually, even
scientists who won the Nobel Prize for contributions to quantumtheory had to admit they didn't
understand it.

"So, this nade a very odd situation. For npbst of the twentieth century, there's a theory of the
uni verse that everyone uses, and everyone agrees is correct - but nobody can tell you what it is
sayi ng about the world."

"What does all this have to do with rmultiple universes?' Marek said.

"I"'mgetting there," Gordon said.

Many physicists tried to explain the equations, Gordon said. Each explanation failed for one
reason or another. Then in 1957, a physicist named Hugh Everett proposed a daring new expl anation
Everett claimed that our universe - the universe we see, the universe of rocks and trees and
peopl e and gal axi es out in space - was just one of an infinite nunber of universes, existing side
by side.

Each of these universes was constantly splitting, so there was a universe where Hitler lost the
war, and anot her where he won; a universe where Kennedy di ed, and another where he lived. And al so
a worl d where you brushed your teeth in the norning, and one where you didn't. And so forth, on
and on and on. An infinity of worlds.

Everett called this the "nmany worlds" interpretation of quantum nechanics. Hi s expl anati on was
consi stent with the quantum equations, but physicists found it very hard to accept. They didn't
like the idea of all these worlds constantly splitting all the tine. They found it unbelievable
that reality could take this form

"Most physicists still refuse to accept it," Gordon said. "Even though no one has ever shown it is
wrong. "

Everett hinmself had no patience with his coll eagues' objections. He insisted the theory was true,
whet her you liked it or not. If you disbelieved his theory, you were just being stodgy and ol d-
fashi oned, exactly like the scientists who disbelieved the Copernican theory that placed the sun
at the center of the solar system - and which had al so seermed unbelievable at the tinme. "Because
Everett clainmed the many worlds concept was actually true. There really were nultiple universes.
And they were running right alongside our own. Al these nmultiple universes were eventually
referred to as a multiverse.' "
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"Wait a minute," Chris said. "Are you telling us this is true?"

"Yes," Gordon said. "It's true."

"How do you know?" Marek said

"I'"ll show you," Gordon said. And he reached for a nanila file that said "I TC CTC Technol ogy. "

He took out a blank piece of paper, and began drawi ng. "Very sinple experinent, it's been done for
two hundred years. Set up two walls, one in front of the other. The first wall has a single
vertical slit init."

He showed t hem the draw ng.

"Now you shine a light at the slit. On the wall behind, you'll see-"

"A white line," Marek said. "Fromthe light coming through the slit."

"Correct. It would | ook sonething like this." Gordon pulled out a photo on a card.

Gordon continued to sketch. "Now, instead of one slit, you have a wall with two vertical slits in
it. Shine alight onit, and on the wall behind, you see-"

"Two vertical lines," Marek said.
"No. You'll see a series of light and dark bars." He showed t hem
And," Gordon continued, "if you shine your light through four slits, you get half as many bars as

bef ore. Because every other bar goes black."

Marek frowned. "More slits mean fewer bars? Wy?"

"The usual explanation is what |'ve drawn - the |ight passing through the slits acts like two
waves that overlap. In sone places they add to each other, and in other places they cancel each
other out. And that makes a pattern of alternating |ight and dark on the wall. W say the waves
interfere with each other, and that this is an interference pattern.”

Chris Hughes said, "So? Wiat's wong with all that?"

"What's wong," Gordon said, "is that | just gave you a nineteenth-century explanation. It was
perfectly acceptabl e when everybody believed that |ight was a wave. But since Einstein, we know
that light consists of particles called photons. How do you explain a bunch of photons making this
pattern?"

There was silence. They were shaking their heads.

David Stern spoke for the first tinme. "Particles aren't as sinple as the way you have descri bed
them Particles have sone wavel i ke properties, depending on the situation. Particles can interfere
with one another. In this case, the photons in the beamof light are interfering with one another
to produce the sanme pattern.”

"That does seem |l ogical," Gordon said. "After all, a beamof light is zillions and zillions of
little photons. It's not hard to imagine that they would interact with one another in sone

fashi on, and produce the interference pattern."”

They were all nodding. Yes, not hard to imagi ne

"But is it really true?" CGordon said. "lIs that what's going on? One way to find out is to
elimnate any interaction anong the photons. Let's just deal with one photon at a tine. This has
been done experinentally. You nmake a beam of |ight so weak that only one photon cones out at a
time. And you can put very sensitive detectors behind the slits - so sensitive, they can register
a single photon hitting them Okay?"

They nodded, nore slowy this tine.

"Now, there can't be any interference fromother photons, because we are dealing with a single
photon only. So: the photons come through, one at a tinme. The detectors record where the photons
land. And after a few hours, we get a result, something like this."

"What we see," CGordon said, "is that the individual photons land only in certain places, and never
others. They behave exactly the sane as they do in a regular beamof light. But they are coming in
one at a time. There are no other photons to interfere with them Yet sonmething is interfering
with them because they are nmking the usual interference pattern. So: What is interfering with a
si ngl e photon?"

Si | ence.

"M. Stern?"

Stern shook his head. "If you calculate the probabilities-"

"Let's not escape into mathenatics. Let's stay with reality. After all, this experinment has been

performed - with real photons, striking real detectors. And sonething real interferes with them
The question is, Wiat is it?"

"I't has to be other photons," Stern said.

"Yes," Gordon said, "but where are they? W have detectors, and we don't detect any other photons.
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So where are the interfering photons?”

Stern sighed. "Okay," he said. He threw up his hands.

Chris said, "What do you nean, OCkay? Ckay what?"

Gordon nodded to Stern. "Tell them™

"What he is saying is that single-photon interference proves that reality is much greater than
just what we see in our universe. The interference is happening, but we can't see any cause for it
in our universe. Therefore, the interfering photons nust be in other universes. And that proves
that the other universes exist."

"Correct," Gordon said. "And they sonetinmes interact with our own universe."

"I"msorry," Marek said. "Wuld you do that again? Wiy is some other universe interfering with our
uni ver se?"

"I't's the nature of the nultiverse," Gordon said. "Remenber, within the nultiverse, the universes
are constantly splitting, which neans that nmany other universes are very simlar to ours. And it
is the simlar ones that interact. Each tinme we make a beam of light in our universe, beans of
light are simultaneously made in many sinilar universes, and the photons fromthose other
universes interfere with the photons in our universe and produce the pattern that we see."

"And you are telling us this is true?"

"Absolutely true. The experinment has been done nmany tines."

Marek frowned. Kate stared at the table. Chris scratched his head.

Finally David Stern said, "Not all the universes are simlar to ours?"

"No. "
"Are they all sinmultaneous to ours?"
"Not all, no."

"Therefore some universes exist at an earlier tine?"

"Yes. Actually, since they are infinite in nunber, the universes exist at all earlier tinmes."
Stern thought for a nmonment. "And you are telling us that |ITC has the technology to travel to these
ot her universes."

"Yes," Gordon said. "That's what I'"'mtelling you."

" How?"

"W nake wornhol e connections in quantum foam "

"You nmean Wheel er foan®? Subatomic fluctuations of space-tinme?"

n Yes. n
"But that's inpossible.”
Gordon smled. "You'll see for yourself, soon enough.”

"W will? What do you nean?" Marek said.

"l thought you understood," CGordon said. "Professor Johnston is in the fourteenth century. W want
you to go back there, to get himout."

No one spoke. The flight attendant pushed a button and all the windows in the cabin slid closed at
the sane tinme, blocking out the sunshine. She went around the cabin, putting sheets and bl ankets
on the couches, making them up as beds. Beside each she placed | arge padded headphones.

"We're goi ng back?" Chris Hughes said. "How?"

"It will be easier just to show you," Gordon said. He handed them each a snmall cell ophane packet
of pills. "Right now, | want you to take these."

"What are they?" Chris said.

"Three kinds of sedative," he said. "Then | want you all to lie down and |isten on the headphones.
Sleep if you like. The flight's only ten hours, so you won't absorb very nuch, anyway. But at

| east you'll get used to the |anguage and pronunciation."

"What | anguage?" Chris said, taking his pills.

"dd English, and M ddle French."

Marek said, "I already know t hose | anguages.
"l doubt you know correct pronunciation. War the headphones.
"But nobody knows the correct pronunciation," Marek said. As soon as he said it, he caught

hi msel f.

"I think you will find," Gordon said, "that we know. "

Chris lay down on one bed. He pulled up the blanket and slipped the headphones over his ears. At

| east they blotted out the sound of the jet.

These pills nust be strong, he thought, because he suddenly felt very relaxed. He couldn't keep
his eyes open. He listened as a tape began to play. A voice said, "Take a deep breath. |nmagine you
are in a beautiful warmgarden. Everything is famliar and conforting to you. Directly ahead, you
see a door going down to the basenent. You open the door. You know the basenent well, because it

i s your basenent. You begin to wal k down the stone steps, into the warm and conforting basenent.
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Wth each step, you hear voices. You find thempleasant to listen to, easy to listen to."

Then mal e and fenal e voices began to alternate.

"Gve ny hat. Yiff nay nean haht."

"Here is your hat. Hair baye thynhatt."

"Thank you. Grah mersy."

"You are wel come. Ayepray thee."

The sentences became | onger. Soon Chris found it difficult to follow them

"I amcold. | would rather have a coat. Ayeamchillingcold, ee wolld leifer half a coot."
Chris was drifting gently, inperceptibly, to sleep, with the sensation that he was still wal king
down a flight of stairs, deeper and deeper into a cavernous, echoing, conforting place. He was
peaceful , though the |ast two sentences he renmenbered gave a tinge of concern

"Prepare to fight. Dicht theeselv to ficht."

"Where is ny sword? Whar beest nee swearde?"

But then he exhal ed, and sl ept.

BLACK ROCK
"Ri sk everything, or gain
not hi ng. "

GEOFFREY DE CHARNY, 1358

The night was cold and the sky filled with stars as they stepped off the airplane onto the wet
runway. To the east, Marek saw the dark outlines of nesas beneath | ow hanging cl ouds. A Land
Crui ser was waiting off to one side.

Soon they were driving down a hi ghway, dense forest on both sides of the road. "Were exactly are
we?" Marek said.

"About an hour north of Al buquerque,"” Gordon said. "The nearest town is Black Rock. That's where
our research facility is."”

"Looks like the niddle of nowhere," Marek said.

"Only at night. Actually, there are fifteen high-tech research conpanies in Black Rock. And of
course, Sandia is just down the road. Los Al anpbs is about an hour away. Farther away, Wite Sands,
all that."

They continued down the road for several nore niles. They cane to a prom nent green-and-white

hi ghway sign that read | TC BLACK ROCK LABCRATORY. The Land Cruiser turned right, heading up a
twisting road into the forested hills.

From the back seat, Stern said, "You told us before that you can connect to other universes."
"Yes. "

"Through quantum foam"

"That's right."

"But that doesn't nake any sense," Stern said.

"Why? What is quantum foan®?" Kate said, stifling a yawn.

"It's a remmant of the birth of the universe,” Stern said. He explained that the universe had
begun as a single, very dense pinpoint of matter. Then, eighteen billion years ago, it expl oded
outward fromthat pinpoint - in what was known as the bi g bang.

"After the explosion, the universe expanded as a sphere. Except it wasn't an absolutely perfect
sphere. Inside the sphere, the universe wasn't absol utely honbgeneous honpbgeneous - which is why
we now have gal axies clunped and clustered irregularly in the universe, instead of being uniformy
di stributed. Anyway, the point is, the expanding sphere had tiny, tiny inperfections init. And
the inperfections never got ironed out. They're still a part of the universe."

"They are? \Were?"

"At subatonic dinmensions. Quantumfoamis just a way of saying that at very snall dinensions,
space-tinme has ripples and bubbles. But the foamis smaller than an individual atonic particle.
There nay or nmay not be wormholes in that foam"

"There are," Gordon said.

"But how could you use themfor travel? You can't put a person through a hole that small. You
can't put anything through it."

"Correct," Gordon said. "You also can't put a piece of paper through a tel ephone |ine. But you can
send a fax."

Stern frowned. "That's entirely different."

"Why?" Gordon said. "You can transmt anything, as long as you have a way to conpress and encode
it. Isn't that so?"

"In theory, yes,"” Stern said. "But you're tal king about conpressing and encodi ng the information
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for an entire human being."

"That's right."

"That can't be done."

Gordon was smling, anmused now. "Wy not?"

"Because the conplete description of a human being - all the billions of cells, howthey are

i nterconnected, all the chenicals and nol ecul es they contain, their biochenical state - consists
of far too nuch information for any conmputer to handle."”

"It's just information," CGordon said, shrugging.

"Yes. Too nuch information."

"We conpress it by using a |lossless fractal algorithm™

"Even so, it's still an enornous-"

"Excuse nme," Chris said. "Are you saying you conpress a person?"

"No. We conpress the information equivalent of a person.”

"And how is that done?" Chris said.

"Wth conpression algorithms - nethods to pack data on a conputer, so they take up | ess space.

Li ke JPEG and MPEG for visual material. Are you fanmiliar with those?"

"I've got software that uses it, but that's it."

"Ckay," Cordon said. "Al conpression prograns work the same way. They | ook for simlarities in
data. Suppose you have a picture of a rose, made up of a nmillion pixels. Each pixel has a location
and a color. That's three mllion pieces of information - a |lot of data. But nost of those pixels
are going to be red, surrounded by other red pixels. So the program scans the picture line by
line, and sees whether adjacent pixels are the sane color. If they are, it wites an instruction
to the conputer that says nake this pixel red, and also the next fifty pixels in the line. Then
switch to gray, and nmake the next ten pixels gray. And so on. It doesn't store information for
each individual point. It stores instructions for howto re-create the picture. And the data is
cut to a tenth of what it was."

"Even so," Stern said, "you're not tal king about a two-di nensional picture, you're tal king about a
three-di nensional |iving object, and its description requires so mich data-"

"That you'd need massive parallel processing," Gordon said, nodding. "That's true."

Chris frowned. "Parallel processing is what?"

"You hook several conputers together and divide the job up anmong them so it gets done faster. A
big parallel-processing computer woul d have sixteen thousand processors hooked together. For a

really big one, thirty-two thousand processors. W have thirty-two billion processors hooked

toget her."

"Billion?" Chris said.

Stern | eaned forward. "That's inpossible. Even if you tried to make one . . ." He stared at the

roof of the car, calculating. "Say, allow one inch between notherboards . . . that makes a stack .
uh . . . two thousand six hundred . . . that makes a stack half a nile high. Even reconfigured

into a cube, it'd be a huge building. You' d never build it. You'd never cool it. And it'd never
wor k anyway, because the processors would end up too far apart.”

Gordon sat and sniled. He was | ooking at Stern, waiting.

"The only possible way to do that much processing," Stern said, "would be to use the quantum
characteristics of individual electrons. But then you'd be tal king about a quantum conputer. And
no one's ever made one."

Gordon just sniled.

"Have they?" Stern said.

"Let nme explain what David is tal king about," Gordon said to the others. "Ordi nary conputers nake
cal cul ations using two el ectron states, which are designated one and zero. That's how all

comput ers work, by pushing around ones and zeros. But twenty years ago, Richard Feynnman suggested
it might be possible to make an extrenely powerful conputer using all thirty-two quantum states of
an electron. Many |aboratories are now trying to build these quantum conputers. Their advantage is
uni magi nably great power - so great that you can indeed describe and conpress a three-di nensi ona
living object into an electron stream Exactly like a fax. You can then transnit the el ectron
streamt hrough a quantum f oam wor mhol e and reconstruct it in another universe. And that's what we
do. It's not quantumtel eportation. It's not particle entanglenent. It's direct transnmission to
anot her universe."

The group was silent, staring at him The Land Cruiser canme into a clearing. They saw a nunber of
two-story buildings, brick and gl ass. They | ooked surprisingly ordinary. This could be any one of
those small industrial parks found on the outskirts of many Anerican cities. Marek said, "This is
| TC?"

"W |ike to keep a low profile," Gordon said. "Actually, we chose this spot because there is an
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old mine here. Good mnes are getting hard to find now So nmany physics projects require them"
Of to one side, working in the glare of floodlights, several nen were getting ready to |launch a
weat her bal |l oon. The ball oon was six feet in dianeter, pale white. As they watched, it noved
swiftly up into the sky, a small instrument bundl e hangi ng beneath. Marek said, "Wat's that
about ?"

"W nmonitor the cloud cover every hour, especially when it's stormy. It's an ongoing research
project, to see if the weather is the cause of any interference."

"Interference with what?" Mrek asked.

The car pulled up in front of the |argest building. A security guard opened the door. "Wl cone to
ITC," he said with a big snmle. "M. Doniger is waiting for you."

Doni ger wal ked qui ckly down the hallway with Gordon. Kramer followed behind. As he wal ked, Doni ger
scanned a sheet of paper that |isted everybody's nanes and backgrounds. "How do they | ook, John?"
"Better than | expected. They're in good physical shape. They know the area. They know the tine
period."

"And how nuch persuading will they need?"

"I think they're ready. You just have to be careful tal king about the risks."

"Are you suggesting | should be I ess than entirely honest?" Doniger said.

"Just be careful how you put it," Gordon said. "They're very bright."

"Are they? Well, let's have a | ook."

And he threw the door open

Kate and the others had been left alone in a plain, bare conference room- scratched Form ca
table, folding chairs all around. On one side was a | arge nmarkerboard with fornulas scrawl ed on
it. The formulas were so long that they ran the entire width of the board. It was conpletely
nysterious to her. She was about to ask Stern what the fornulas were for, when Robert Doni ger
swept into the room

Kate was surprised by how young he was. He didn't |ook nuch older than they were, especially
dressed in sneakers, jeans and a Quicksilver T-shirt. Even late at night, he seened full of
energy, going around the table quickly, shaking hands with each of them addressing them by nane.

"Kate," he said, snling at her. "Good to neet you. |'ve read your prelimnary study on the
chapel. It's very inpressive."

Surprised, she managed to say, "Thank you," but Doniger had al ready noved on

"And Chris. It's nice to see you again. | like the computer-sinulation approach to that mill

bridge; | think it will pay off."

Chris had time only to nod before Doni ger was saying, "And David Stern. W haven't net. But |
gather you're also a physicist, as | am"

"That's right. . . ."

"Wl come aboard. And André. Not getting any shorter! Your paper on the tournanments of Edward
certainly set Monsieur Contanine straight. Good work. So: please, all of you, please sit down."
They sat, and Doni ger nmoved to the head of the table.

"I will get right to the point," Doniger said. "I need your help. And I will tell you why. For the
| ast ten years, ny conpany has been devel oping a revolutionary new technology. It is not a
technol ogy of war. Nor is it a comercial technology, to be sold for profit. On the contrary, it
is an entirely benign and peaceful technology that will provide a great benefit to mankind. A
great benefit. But | need your help."

"Consi der for a monent," Doniger continued, "how unevenly technol ogy has inpacted the various
fields of know edge in the twentieth century. Physics enpl oys the nost advanced technol ogy -

i ncluding accelerator rings nmany mles in dianmeter. The same with chem stry and biol ogy. A hundred
years ago, Faraday and Maxwel|l had tiny private | abs. Darwin worked with a notebook and a

m croscope. But today, no inportant scientific discovery could be nmade with such sinple tools. The
sciences are utterly dependent on advanced technol ogy. But what about the humanities? During this
same tine, what has happened to thenf"

Doni ger paused, rhetorically. "The answer is, nothing. There has been no significant technol ogy.
The scholar of literature or history works exactly as his predecessors did a hundred years before.
Oh, there have been sone minor changes in authentication of docunents, and the use of CD ROV, and
so forth. But the basic, day-to-day work of the scholar is exactly the sane."

He | ooked at each of themin turn. "So we have an inequity. The fields of human know edge are
unbal anced. Medi eval scholars are proud that in the twentieth century their views have undergone a
revol uti on. But physics has undergone three revolutions in the sane century. A hundred years ago,
physi ci sts argued about the age of the universe and the source of the sun's energy. No one on
earth knew the answers. Today, every school child knows. Today, we have seen the |length and breadth
of the universe, we understand it fromthe | evel of galaxies to the | evel of subatomc particles.
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W have | earned so nuch that we can speak in detail about what happened during the first few

m nutes of the birth of the expl oding universe. Can nedi eval scholars match this advance within
their owmn field? In a word, no. Why not? Because no new technol ogy assists them No one has ever
devel oped a new technol ogy for the benefit of historians - until now."

A masterful performance, Gordon thought. One of Doniger's best - charming, energetic, even
excessive at nonents. Yet the fact was, Doniger had just given theman exciting explanation for
the project - without ever revealing its true purpose. Wthout ever telling themwhat was really
goi ng on.

"But | told you | needed your help. And | do."

Doni ger's nmood changed. He spoke slowly now, sonber, concerned. "You know that Professor Johnston
came here to see us because he thought we were withholding information. And in a way, we were. W
did have certain information that we hadn't shared, because we couldn't explain how we got it."
And, Cordon thought, because Kramer screwed up.

" Prof essor Johnston pushed us," Doniger was saying. "lI'msure you know his way. He even threatened
to go to the press. Finally we showed himthe technol ogy we are about to show you. And he was
excited - just as you will be. But he insisted on going back, to see for hinself."

Doni ger paused. "W didn't want himto go. Again, he threatened. In the end, we had no choice but
to let himgo. That was three days ago. He is still back there. He asked you for help, in a
message he knew you would find. You know that site and tine better than anyone else in the world.
You have to go back and get him You are his only chance."

"What exactly happened to himafter he went back?" Marek said.

"We don't know," Doniger said. "But he broke the rules.™

"Rul es?"

"You have to understand that this technology is still very new. W've been cautious about how we
use it. We have been sendi ng observers back for about two years now - using ex-narines, trained
mlitary people. But of course they are not historians, and we have kept themon a tight |eash.”
"Meani ng what ?"

"We haven't ever let our observers enter the world back there. W haven't allowed anyone to stay
| onger than an hour. And we haven't allowed anyone to go nore than fifty yards fromthe nmachine.
Nobody has ever just left the nachi ne behind and gone off into the world."

"But the Professor did?" Marek said.

"He nust have, yes."

"And we'll have to, too, if we're going to find him W'Il have to enter the world."

"Yes," Doniger said.

"And you're saying we're the first people ever to do this? The first people ever to step into the
wor | d?"

"Yes. You, and the Professor before you."

Si |l ence.

Suddenly, Marek broke into a broad grin. "Terrific," he said. "I can't wait!"

But the others said nothing. They | ooked uneasy, edgy.

Stern said, "About this guy they found in the desert. . . ."

"Joe Traub," Doniger said. "He was one of our best scientists."

"What was he doing in the desert?"

"Apparently, he drove there. They found his car. But we don't know why he went."
Stern said, "Supposedly, he was all nessed up, there was sonething about his fingers.
"That wasn't in the autopsy report,"” Doniger said. "He died of a heart attack."
"Then his death had nothing to do with your technol ogy?"

"Not hing at all," Doniger said.

There was another silence. Chris shifted in his chair. "In layman's terns - how safe is this

t echnol ogy?"

"Safer than driving your car," Doniger said without hesitation. "You will be thoroughly briefed,
and we' Il send you back with our experienced observers. The trip will last a maxi mum of two hours.
You'll just go back and get him™"

Chris Hughes drunmed his fingers on the table. Kate bit her |ip. Nobody spoke.

"Look, this is all voluntary," Doniger said. "lIt's entirely up to you whether you go or not. But
the Professor has asked for your help. And | don't think you would I et himdown."

"Why don't you just send the observers?" Stern said.

"Because they don't know enough, David. As you're aware, it's an entirely different world back
there. You have the advantage of your know edge. You know the site, and you know the tinme, in
detail. You know | anguages and custons."

"But our know edge is acadenic," Chris said.

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (55 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

"Not anynore," Doniger said.

The group filed out of the room heading off with Gordon to see the machi nes. Doni ger watched them
go, then turned as Kranmer entered the room She had been watching everything on the closed-circuit
t el evi si on.

"What do you think, Diane?" Doniger said. "WII| they go?"

"Yeah. They'll go."

"Can they pull it off?"

Kranmer paused. "I'd say it's fifty-fifty."

They wal ked down a broad concrete ranp, |arge enough for a truck to drive down. At the bottom was
a pair of heavy steel doors. Marek saw a hal f-dozen security caneras mounted in different

| ocations around the ranp. The caneras turned, follow ng themas they wal ked down to the doors. At
the bottom of the ranp, Gordon | ooked up at the security caneras, and waited.

The doors opened.

Gordon |l ed themthrough into a small room beyond. The steel doors clanged shut behind them Gordon
went forward to an inner set of doors, again waited.

Marek said, "You can't open them yourself?"

"No. "

"Why? They don't trust you?"

"They don't trust anybody," Gordon said. "Believe ne, nobody gets in here unless we intend for
themto get in."

The doors opened.

They wal ked into an industrial-1ooking netal cage. The air was cold, faintly nusty. The doors

cl osed behind them Wth a whir, the cage began to descend.

Marek saw that they were standing in an el evator.

"We're going down a thousand feet," CGordon said. "Be patient."

The el evator stopped and the doors opened. They wal ked down a | ong concrete tunnel, their

f oot steps echoing. Gordon said, "This is the control and mai ntenance | evel. The actual machines
are anot her five hundred feet below us."

They canme to a pair of heavy doors that were dark blue and transparent. At first, Marek thought
they were nmade of extrenely thick glass. But as the doors slid open on a notorized track, he saw
slight novenent beneath the surface. "Water," Gordon said. "W use a |lot of water shielding here
Quantum technology is very sensitive to random outside influences - cosmc rays, spurious
electronic fields, all of that. That's why we're down here in the first place.”

Up ahead, they saw what appeared to be the doors to an ordinary | aboratory hallway. Passing

t hrough anot her set of glass doors, they entered a hallway painted antiseptic white, with doors
opening off on either side. The first door on the |left said PREPACK. The second, FIELDPREP. And
further down the hallway, they saw a sign marked sinply TRANSIT.

Gordon rubbed his hands together. He said, "Let's get right to the packing."

The room was snall and rem nded Marek of a hospital l|aboratory; it nade himuneasy. In the center
of the roomstood a vertical tube, about seven feet high and five feet in dianeter. It was hinged
open. Inside were dull strips. Marek said, "A suntanning nachi ne?"

"Actually, it's an advanced resonance imager. Basically it's a high-powered MRI. But you'll find
it's good practice for the machine itself. Perhaps you should go first, Dr. Marek."

"Co in there?" Marek pointed to the tube. Seen up close, it |ooked nore Iike a white coffin.

"Just rempove your clothes and step inside. It's exactly like an MRl - you won't feel anything at
all. The entire process takes about a mnute. W' Il be next door."

They went through a side door with a snmall w ndow, into another room Marek coul dn't see what was
in there. The door clanged shut.

He saw a chair in the corner. He went over and took his clothes off, then wal ked into the scanner
There was the click of an intercomand he heard Gordon say, "Dr. Marek, if you will |ook at your
feet."

Mar ek | ooked down at his feet.

"You see the circle on the floor? Please nake sure your feet are entirely within that circle."
Marek shifted his position. "Thank you, that's fine. The door will close now "

Wth a mechani cal hum the hinged door swung shut. Marek heard a hiss as it seal ed. He said,
"Airtight?"

"Yes, it has to be. You may feel some cold air coming in now W'IIl give you added oxygen while we
calibrate. You' re not claustrophobic, are you?"

"I wasn't, until now. " Marek was | ooking around at the interior. The dull strips, he now saw, were
pl astic-covered openings. Behind the plastic he saw lights, small whirring nachines. The air
becane noticeably cool er

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (56 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

"We're calibrating now," Gordon said. "Try not to nove."

Suddenly, the individual strips around himbegan to rotate, the machines clicking. The strips spun
faster and faster, then suddenly jerked to a stop

"That's good. Feel all right?"

"I't's like being inside a pepper mll," Marek said.

Gordon | aughed. "Calibration is conpleted. The rest is dependent on exact timng, so the sequence
is automatic. Just follow the instructions as you hear them OGCkay?"

"Ckay. "

A click. Marek was al one.

A recorded voice said, "The scan sequence has begun. W are turning on |lasers. Look straight
ahead. And do not |ook up."

Instantly, the interior of the tube was a bright, glowing blue. The air itself seermed to be

gl owi ng.

"Lasers are polarizing the xenon gas, which is now being punped into the conpartnment. Five
seconds. "

Mar ek t hought, Xenon gas?

The bright blue color all around himincreased in intensity. He | ooked down at his hand and coul d
hardly see it for the shinmering air.

"W have reached xenon concentration. Now we will ask you to take a deep breath."

Mar ek t hought, Take a deep breath? O xenon?

"Hol d your position without moving for thirty seconds. Ready? Stand still - eyes open - deep
breath - hold it. . . . Now"

The strips suddenly began to spin wildly, then one by one, each strip started to jerk back and
forth, alnpbst as if it were |ooking, and sonetines had to go back for a second | ook. Each strip
seermed to be noving individually. Marek had the uncanny sense of being exam ned by hundreds of
eyes.

The recorded voice said, "Very still, please. Twenty seconds renaining."

Al around him the strips humed and whirred. And then suddenly, they all stopped. Severa
seconds of silence. The machinery clicked. Now the strips began to nove forward and back, as well
as laterally.

"Very still, please. Ten seconds."

The strips began to spin in circles now, slowy synchronizing, until finally they were al
rotating together as a unit. Then they stopped.

"The scan is conpleted. Thank you for your cooperation.™

The blue light clicked off, and the hinged door hissed open. Marek stepped out.

In the adjacent room Gordon sat in front of a conputer console. The others had pulled up chairs
around him

"Most people,"” CGordon said, "don't realize that the ordinary hospital MR works by changing the
quantum state of atons in your body - generally, the angul ar momentum of nuclear particles.
Experience with MRIs tells us that changi ng your quantum state has no ill effect. In fact, you
don't even notice it happening.

"But the ordinary MRl does this with a very powerful magnetic field - say, 1.5 tesla, about twenty-
five thousand tinmes as strong as the earth's nmagnetic field. W don't need that. W use
superconducti ng quantum i nterference devices, or SQU Ds, that are so sensitive they can nmeasure
resonance just fromthe earth's nagnetic field. W don't have any magnets in there."

Marek cane into the room "How do | |ook?" he said.

The i mage on the screen showed a translucent picture of Marek's linbs, in speckled red. "You're

| ooking at the marrow, inside the |ong bones, the spine, and the skull," Gordon said. "Now it

buil ds outward, by organ systens. Here's the bones" - they saw a conpl ete skeleton-" and now we're

addi ng nuscl es.
Wat chi ng the organ systens appear, Stern said, "Your conputer's incredibly fast."

"Ch, we've slowed this way down," Gordon said. "Qtherw se you wouldn't be able to see it
happeni ng. The actual processing tine is essentially zero."

Stern stared. "Zero?"

"Different world," CGordon said, nodding. "Od assunptions don't apply." He turned to the others.
"Who' s next ?"

They wal ked down to the end of the corridor, to the room marked TRANSIT. Kate said, "Wy did we
just do all that?"

"We call it prepacking," CGordon said. "It enables us to transmt faster, because nost of the

i nfornati on about you is already | oaded into the nachine. W just do a final scan for differences,
and then we transmt."
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They entered another elevator, and passed through another set of water-filled doors. "Ckay,"
CGordon said. "Here we are."

They came out into an enornous, brightly lit, cavernous space. Sounds echoed. The air was col d.
They were wal ki ng on a netal passageway, suspended a hundred feet above the floor. Looking down,
Chris saw three semcircular water-filled walls, arranged to forma circle, with gaps between

| arge enough for a person to walk through. Inside this outer wall were three smaller semcircles,
form ng a second wall. And inside the second wall was a third. Each successive senicircle was
rotated so that the gaps never lined up, giving the whole thing a nazeli ke appearance.

In the center of the concentric circles was a space about twenty feet across. Here, half a dozen
cagel i ke devices stood, each about the size of a phone booth. They were arranged in no particular
pattern. They had dull-colored netal tops. Wite nist drifted across the encl osure. Tanks |ay on
the floor, and heavy bl ack power cables snaked everywhere. It |ooked |like a workroom And in fact,
sone men were working on one of the cages.

"This is our transmi ssion area," Gordon said. "Heavily shielded, as you can see. W're building a
second area over there but it won't be ready for several nonths." He pointed across the cavernous
space, where a second series of concentric walls were going up. These walls were clear; they
hadn't been filled with water yet.

Fromthe gangway, a cable elevator went down to the space in the center of the glass walls.

Marek said, "Can we go down there?"

"Not yet, no."

A technician | ooked up and waved. Gordon said, "How long until the burn check, Norn®"

"Couple of mnutes. Gonmez is on her way now. "

"Ckay." CGordon turned to the others. "Let's go up to the control booth to watch."

Bathed in deep blue light, the nachines stood on a raised platform They were dull gray in color
and humed softly. Wite vapor seeped along the floor, obscuring their bases. Two worknen in bl ue
parkas were down on their hands and knees, working inside the opened base of one of them

The machi nes were essentially open cylinders, with nmetal at the top and bottom Each machi ne stood
on a thick netal base. Three rods around the perineter supported the netal roof.

Techni ci ans were draggi ng a tangle of black cables down froman overhead grid and then attaching
the cables to the roof of one machine, |like gas station attendants filling a car

The space between the base and the roof was conpletely enpty. In fact, the whol e nachi ne seened

di sappointingly plain. The rods were odd, triangul ar-shaped, and studded along their length. Pale
bl ue snmoke seenmed to be coming fromunder the roof of the machine.

The machines didn't look like anything Kate had ever seen. She stared at the huge screens inside
the narrow control room Behind her, two technicians in shirtsleeves sat at two consol e desks. The
screens in front of her gave the inpression you were | ooking out a wi ndow, though in fact the
control roomwas w ndow ess.

"You are |l ooking at the | atest version of our CTC technol ogy," Gordon said. "That stands for
Closed Tinelike Curve - the topol ogy of space-time that we enploy to go back. W' ve had to devel op
entirely new technologies to build these nachi nes. Wiat you see here is actually the sixth
version, since the first working prototype was built three years ago."

Chris stared at the machines and said nothing. Kate Erickson was | ooking around the control room
Stern was anxious, rubbing his upper lip. Marek kept his eye on Stern

"All the significant technol ogy," Gordon continued, "is |located in the base, including the indium
gal l'i um arseni de quantum nenory, the conputer lasers and the battery cells. The vapori zing | asers,
of course, are in the nmetal strips. The dull-colored netal is niobium pressure tanks are

al um num storage el enents are pol yner."

A young wonman with short dark red hair and a tough manner wal ked into the room She wore a khak
shirt, shorts and boots; she |ooked as if she were dressed for a safari. "Gonez will be one of
your ai des when you go take your trip. She's going back right now to do what we call a “burn
check.' She's already burned her navigation marker, fixing the target date, and now she's going to
meke sure it's accurate."” He pushed the intercom "Sue? Show us your nav marker, would you?"

The wonan held up a white rectangular wafer, hardly larger than a postage stanp. She cupped it
easily in her palm

"She'll use that to go back. And to call the nmachine for the return - show us the button, would
you, Sue?"

"It's alittle hard to see," she said, turning the wafer on edge. "There's a tiny button here, you
push it with your thunbnail. That calls the machi ne when you're ready to return."”

"Thank you, Sue."
One of the technicians said, "Field buck."
They turned and | ooked. On his console, one screen showed an undul ati ng three-di nensional surface

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (58 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

with a jagged upswinging in the mddle, |ike a nountain peak. "N ce one," CGordon said. "Cassic."
He explained to the others. "Because our field-sensing equipnent is SQUJ D-based, we're able to
detect extrenely subtle discontinuities in the local magnetic field - we call them "field bucks.'
W'l |l register themstarting as early as two hours before an event. And in fact, these started
about two hours ago. It nmeans a nachine is returning here."

"What nachi ne?" Kate said.

"Sue's nachine. "

"But she hasn't left yet."

"1 know," he said. "It doesn't seemto nake sense. Quantum events are all counterintuitive."

"You' re saying you get an indicator that she is returning before she has left?"

"Yes. "

"Why?" Kate said.

Gordon sighed. "It's conplicated. Actually, what we are seeing in the field is a probability
function - the likelihood that a machine is going to return. W don't usually think about it that
way. We just say it's com ng back. But to be accurate, a field buck is really telling us that it
is highly probable a machine is com ng back."

Kate was shaki ng her head. "I don't get it."

Gordon said, "Let's just say that in the ordinary world, we have beliefs about cause and effect.
Causes occur first, effects second. But that order of events does not always occur in the quantum
worl d. Effects can be sinultaneous with causes, and effects can precede causes. This is one m nor
exanpl e of that."

The wonman, Gonez, stepped into one of the nachines. She pushed the white wafer into a slot in the
base in front of her. "She's just installed her nav narker, which guides the nachine out and
back. "

"And how do you know you'll get back?" Stern said.

"A multiverse transfer," CGordon said, "creates a sort of potential energy, like a stretched spring
that wants to snap back. So the machi nes can conme hone relatively easily. Qutbound is the tricky
part. That's what's encoded in the ceramc.”

He | eaned forward to press an intercombutton. "Sue? How | ong are you gone?"

“I''ll be a minute, nmaybe two."

"Ckay. Synch el apsed."

Now t he technicians began to talk, flipping switches at a console, |ooking at video readouts in
front of them
"Hel i um check. "
"Read as full,"
"EMR check."

" Check. "

"Stand by for laser alignnent."

One of the technicians flipped a switch, and fromthe netal strips, a dense array of green |asers
fired into the center of the machine, putting dozens of green spots on CGonez's face and body as
she stood still, her eyes cl osed.

The bars began to revolve slowmy. The wonan in the center remained still. The | asers made green
hori zontal streaks over her body. Then the bars stopped.

"Lasers aligned."

CGordon said, "See you in a nmnute, Sue." He turned to the others. "Okay. Here we go."

The curved water shields around the cage began to glow a faint blue. Once again the nachi ne began
to rotate slowy. The wonan in the center stood notionless; the nachi ne noved around her

The hunm ng grew |l ouder. The rotation increased in speed. The woman stood, cal mand rel axed.

a technician said, |ooking at her consol e.

"For this trip," CGordon said, "she'll use up only a mnute or two. But she actually has thirty-
seven hours in her battery cells. That's the linmt these nmachines can rermain in a | ocation wthout
returning.”

The bars were spinning swiftly. They now heard a rapid chattering sound, |ike a machine gun

"That's the clearance check: infrared sensors verify the space around the nmachi ne. They won't
proceed without two neters on all sides. They check both ways. It's a safety neasure. W woul dn't
want the nachine emerging in the mddle of a stone wall. Al right. They're rel easing xenon. Here
she goes."

The hunm ng was now very |oud. The enclosure spun so rapidly, the netal strips were blurred. They
could see the worman inside quite clearly.

They heard a recorded voice say, "Stand still - eyes open - deep breath - hold it. . . . Now"
Fromthe top of the machine, a single ring descended, scanning quickly to her feet.

"Now watch closely. It's fast," Gordon said.
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Kate saw deep violet lasers fire inward fromall the bars toward the center. The wonman inside
seenmed to glow white-hot for an instant, and then a burst of blinding white light flashed inside
the machine. Kate cl osed her eyes, turned away. \Wen she | ooked back again, there were spots in
front of her eyes, and for a nonent she couldn't see what had happened. Then she realized that the
machi ne was snaller. It had pulled away fromthe cables at the top, which now dangl ed free.

Anot her | aser flash.

The machi ne was smaller. The wonan inside was snaller. She was now only about three feet high, and
shrinking before their eyes in a series of bright |laser flashes.

"Jesus," Stern said, watching. "What does that feel |ike?"

"Not hi ng," Gordon said. "You don't feel a thing. Nerve conduction time fromskin to brain is on
the order of a hundred nilliseconds. Laser vaporization is five nanoseconds. You're |ong gone."
"But she's still there."

"No, she's not. She was gone in the first |aser burst. The conputer's just processing the data
now. What you see is an artifact of conpression stepping. The conpression's about three to the

m nus two. .

There was another bright flash. The cage now shrank rapidly. It was three feet high, then two. Now

it was close to the floor - less than a foot tall. The wonan inside |ooked like a little doll in
khaki s.
"M nus four," CGordon said. There was another bright burst, near the floor. Now Kate couldn't see

the cage at all.

"What happened to it?"

"It's there. Barely."

Anot her burst, this tine just a pinpoint flash on the floor

"M nus five."

The flashes cane nore quickly now, winking like a firefly, dimnishing in strength. Gordon counted
t hem out .

"And mnus fourteen. . . . Cone.
There were no nore fl ashes.
Not hi ng.

The cage had vani shed. The floor was dark rubber, enpty.

Kate said, "We're supposed to do that?"

"I't's not an unpl easant experience," Gordon said. "You're entirely conscious all the way down,
which is sonething we can't explain. By the final data conpressions , you are in very smal

dormai ns - subatom c regions - and consci ousness should not be possible. Yet it occurs. W think it
may be an artifact, a hallucination that bridges the transition. If so, it's analogous to the
phantom |l inb that anputees feel, even though the linb isn't there. This may be a kind of phantom
brain. OF course, we are tal king about very brief tine periods, nanoseconds. But nobody
under st ands consci ousness anyway. "

Kate was frowning. For sone tine now, she had been | ooking at what she saw as architecture, a kind
of "formfollows function" approach: wasn't it renarkable how these huge underground structures
had concentric symmetry - slightly rem niscent of nmedi eval castles - even though these nodern
structures had been built w thout any aesthetic plan at all. They had sinply been built to solve a
scientific problem She found the resulting appearance fascinating.

But now that she was confronted by what these machines were actually used for, she struggled to
make sense of what her eyes had just seen. And her architectural training was absolutely no help
to her. "But this, uh, method of shrinking a person, it requires you to break her down-"

"No. We destroy her," Gordon said bluntly. "You have to destroy the original, so that it can be
reconstructed at the other end. You can't have one wi thout the other."

"So she actually died?"

"I wouldn't say that, no. You see-"

"But if you destroy the person at one end," Kate said, "don't they die?"

Gordon sighed. "lIt's difficult to think of this in traditional termnms," he said. "Since you're

i nstant aneously reconstructed at the very nonment you are destroyed, how can you be said to have

di ed? You haven't died. You've just noved sonewhere el se."

Stern felt certain - it was a visceral sense - that Gordon wasn't being entirely honest about this
technol ogy. Just looking at the curved water shields, at all the different nachi nes standing on
the floor, gave himthe sense that there was quite a bit nmore that was being |l eft unexplained. He
tried to find it.

"So she is in the other universe now?" he asked.

"That's right."

"You transmitted her, and she arrived in the other universe? Just |ike a fax?"
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"Exactly."

"But to rebuild her, you need a fax machine at the other end.”

Gordon shook his head. "No, you don't," he said.

"Way not ?"

"Because she's already there."

Stern frowned. "She's already there? How coul d that be?"

"At the monment of transmission, the person is already in the other universe. And therefore the
person doesn't need to be rebuilt by us."

"Why?" Stern said.

"For now, just call it a characteristic of the nultiverse. W can discuss it later if you |ike.
I'"mnot sure everybody needs to be bothered with these details,"” he said, nodding to the others.
Stern thought, There is sonething nore. Sonething he doesn't want to say to us. Stern | ooked back
at the transnission area. Trying to find the odd detail, the thing that was out of place. Because
he was sure that sonething here was out of place.

"Didn't you tell us that you' ve only sent a few peopl e back?"

"That's right, yes."

"More than one at a tinme?"

"Al nost never. Very rarely two."

"Then why do you have so many machi nes?" Stern said. "I count eight in there. Wuldn't two be
enough?"

"You're just seeing the results of our research program" CGordon said. "W are constantly working
to refine our design."”

Gordon had answered snoot hly enough, but Stern was certain he had seen sonething - sonme buried
glint of uneasiness - in Gordon's eyes.

There is definitely sonething nore.

"I woul d have thought," Stern said, "that you'd nake refinenents to the same machines."

Gordon shrugged again, but did not answer.

Definitely.

"What are those repairnen doing in there?" Stern said, still probing. He pointed to the nmen on
their hands and knees, working on the base of one nmachine. "I nean by the machine in the corner
What exactly are they repairing?"

"David," Gordon began. "I really think-"

"I's this technology really safe?" Stern said.

Gordon sighed. "See for yourself."

On the big screen, a sequence of rapid flashes appeared on the floor of the transit room

"Here she comes," Cordon said.

The flashes grew brighter. They heard the chattering sound again, first faintly, then |ouder. And
then the cage was full-size; the humm ng died away; the ground nmist swirled, and the woman cli nbed
out, waving to the spectators.

Stern squinted at her. She appeared absolutely fine. Her appearance was identical to what it had
been before.

Gordon | ooked at him "Believe ne,
"How d it | ook back there, Sue?"
"Excellent," she said. "Transit site is on the north side of the river. Secluded spot, in the
woods. And the weather's pretty good, for April." She glanced at her watch. "Get your team
together, Dr. Gordon. I'mgoing to go burn the spare nav marker. Then let's go back there and pul
that old guy out before sonebody hurts him™

"Lie on your left side, please." Kate rolled over on the table and watched uneasily as an elderly
man in a white lab coat raised what | ooked |like a glue gun and placed it over her ear. "This wll
feel warm?"

Warn? She felt a burning rush of heat in her ear. "Wat is that?"

"It's an organic polyner," the nman said. "Nontoxic and nonallergenic. Gve it eight seconds. A
right, now pl ease make chewi ng notions. W want a | ooser fit. Very good, keep chew ng."

She heard hi m going down the line. Chris was on the table behind her, then Stern, then Marek. She
heard the old man say, "Lie on your left side, please. This will feel warm . . ."

Not |ong after, he was back. He had her turn over, and injected the hot polynmer into her other ear
Gordon was watching fromthe corner of the room He said, "This is still a bit experinental but so
far it works quite well. It's nade of a polyner that begins to biodegrade after a week."

Later, the nman had them stand up. He expertly popped the plastic inplants out of their ears,
nmovi ng down the |ine.

Kate said to Gordon, "My hearing is fine, | don't need a hearing aid."

he said. "It's perfectly safe.” He turned to the screen
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"It's not a hearing aid," Gordon said.

Across the room the man was drilling out the center of the plastic earpieces and inserting

el ectronics. He worked surprisingly quickly. Wen the electronics were in place, he capped the
hole with nore plastic.

"I't's a nmachine | anguage translator and a radio mke. In case you need to understand what people
are saying to you."

"But even if | understand what they're saying," she said, "how can | answer back?"

Mar ek nudged her. "Don't worry. | speak Cccitan. And M ddle French."

"Ch, that's good," she said sarcastically. "You going to teach it to me in the next fifteen

m nut es?" She was tense, she was about to be destroyed or vaporized or whatever the hell they did
in that machine, and the words just popped out of her nouth.

Mar ek | ooked surprised. "No," he said seriously. "But if you stay with ne, | will take care of
you. "

Sonet hi ng about his earnestness reassured her. He was such a straight arrow She thought, He
probably will take care of ne. She felt herself relaxing.

Soon after, they were all fitted with flesh-colored plastic earpieces. "They're turned off now, "
Gordon said. "To turn themon, just tap your ear with your finger. Now, if you'll cone over here
Gordon handed them each a snall | eather pouch. "W've been working on a first-aid kit; these are
the prototypes. You' re the first to enter the world, so you may have a use for them You can keep
them out of sight, under your clothing."

He opened one pouch and brought out a small al um num cani ster about four inches high and an inch
in dianmeter. It looked like a little shaving creamcan. "This is the only defense we can provide
you. It contains twelve doses of ethylene dihydride with a protein substrate. W can denonstrate
for you with the cat, H G Were are you, H G?"

A bl ack cat junped onto the table. Gordon stroked it, and then shot a burst of gas at its nose.
The cat blinked, nmade a snuffling sound, and fell over on its side.

"Unconsci ousness within six seconds,” Gordon said, "and it | eaves a retroactive amesia. But bear
inmnd that it's short acting. And you nust fire right in the person's face to ensure any
effect.”

The cat was already starting to twitch and revive as Gordon turned back to the pouch and held up
three red paper cubes, roughly the size of sugar cubes, each covered in a |layer of pale wax. They
| ooked |i ke fireworks.

"If you need to start a fire," he said, "these will do it. Pull the little string, and they catch
fire. They're marked fifteen, thirty, sixty - the nunber of seconds before the fire starts. Wax,
so they're waterproof. A word of warning: sonetines they don't work."

Chris Hughes said, "Wiat's wong with a Bic?"

"Not correct for the period. You can't take plastic back there." Gordon returned to the kit. "Then
we have basic first aid, nothing fancy. Anti-inflammatory, antidiarrhea, antispasnodic, antipain.
You don't want to be vonmiting in a castle,” he said. "And we can't give you pills for the water."
Stern took all this in with a sense of unreality. Vonmiting in a castle? he thought. "Listen, uh-"
"And finally, an all-purpose pocket tool, including knife and picklock." It |ooked |like a stee
Swi ss arny knife. Gordon put everything back in the kit. "You'll probably never use any of this
stuff, but you' ve got it anyway. Now |let's get you dressed.”

Stern could not shake off his persistent sense of unease. A kindly, grandnotherly wonan had gotten
up fromher sewi ng machi ne and was handing themall clothing: first, white |linen undershorts -
sort of boxer shorts, but without elastic - then a leather belt, and then black wool en | eggi ngs.
"What're these?" Stern said. "Tights?"

"They're call ed hose, dear."

There was no elastic on them either. "How do they stay up?"

"You slip themunder your belt, beneath the doublet. O tie themto the points of your doublet.”
" Poi nt s?"

"That's right, dear. O your doublet."

Stern glanced at the others. They were calmy collecting the clothes in a pile as each article was
given to them They seened to know what everything was for; they were as calmas if they were in a
departnment store. But Stern was |lost, and he felt panicky. Now he was given a white linen shirt
that came to his upper thigh, and a | arger overshirt, called a doublet, nade of quilted felt. And
finally a dagger on a steel chain. He |looked at it askance.

"Everyone carries one. You'll need it for eating, if nothing else."
He put it absently on top of the pile, and poked through the clothing, still trying to find the
"points."
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Gordon said, "These clothes are intended to be status-neutral, neither expensive nor poor. W want
themto approximate the dress of a middling nerchant, a court page, or a down-at-the-heels

nobl eman.” Stern was handed shoes, which | ooked like |eather slippers with pointed toes, except

t hey buckl ed. Like court jester's shoes, he thought unhappily.

The grandnotherly wonan sniled: "Don't worry, they have air soles built in, just |ike your Nikes."
"Way is everything dirty?" Stern said, frowning at his overshirt.

"Well, you want to fit in, don't you?"
They changed in a | ocker room Stern watched the other men. "How exactly do we, uh . . ."
"You want to know how you dress in the fourteenth century?" Marek said. "It's sinple."” Marek had

stripped off all his clothes and was wal ki ng around naked, relaxed. The man was bul ging with
muscles. Stern felt intimdated as he slowy took off his trousers.

"First," Marek said, "put on your undershorts. This is very nice quality linen. They had good
linen in those days. To hold the shorts up, tie your belt around your waist and roll the top of
the undershorts around the belt a couple of times, so it holds. Al right?"

"Your belt goes under your clothes?"

"That's right. Holding up your shorts. Next, put on your hose." Marek began to pull on his black
wool tights. The hose had feet at the bottom like a child' s pajanmas. "They have these strings at
the top, you see?"

"My hose is baggy," Stern said, tugging themup, poking at the knees.

"That's fine. These aren't dress hose, so they aren't skintight. Next, your linen overshirt. Just
pull it over your head and let it hang down. No, no, David. The slit at the neck goes in the
front."

Stern pulled his arns out and twi sted the shirt around, funbling.

"And finally," Marek said, picking up a felt outershirt, "you put on your doublet. Conbination
suit coat and wi ndbreaker. You wear it indoors and out, never take it off except when it is very
hot. See the points? They're the | aces, under the felt. Now, tie your hose to the points of the
doubl et, through the slits in your overshirt."

Marek managed this in only a few nonents; it was as if he'd done it every day of his life. It took
Chris nmuch longer, Stern noted with satisfaction. Stern hinself struggled to twist his torso, to
tie the knots at his backsi de.

"You call this sinple?" he said, grunting.

"You just haven't |ooked at your own clothes lately," Marek said. "The average Wsterner in the
twentieth century wears nine to twelve itens of daily clothing. Here, there are only six."

Stern pulled on his doublet, tugging it down over his waist, so it cane to his thighs. In doing
so, he wrinkled his undershirt, and eventually Marek had to help himstraighten it all out, as
well as lace his hose tighter.

Finally, Mrek |ooped the dagger and the chain | oosely around Stern's waist, and stood back to
admire him

"There," Marek said, nodding. "How do you feel ?"

Stern wiggled his shoul ders unconfortably. "I feel like a trussed chicken."

Mar ek | aughed. "You'll get used to it."

Kate was finishing dressing when Susan Gonez, the young wonan who had taken the trip back, cane
in. Gomez was wearing period clothes and a wig. She tossed another wig to Kate.

Kate nade a face.

"You have to wear it," Gonmez said. "Short hair on a wonan is a sign of disgrace, or heresy. Don't
ever | et anyone back there see your true hair length.™

Kate pulled on the wi g, which brought dark blond hair to her shoulders. She turned to ook in the
mrror, and saw the face of a stranger. She | ooked younger, softer. Waker

"It's either that," Gomez said, "or cut your hair really short, like a man. Your call."

"Il wear the wig," Kate said.

D ane Kramer | ooked at Victor Baretto and said, "But this has always been a rule, Victor. You know
that."

"Yes, but the problem" Baretto said, "is that you're giving us a new mssion." Baretto was a

| ean, tough-looking man in his thirties, an ex-ranger who had been with the conpany for two years.
During that tinme, he had acquired a reputation as a conpetent security man, but a bit of a prim
donna. "Now, you're asking us to go into the world, but you won't let us take weapons."”

"That's right, Victor. No anachronisnms. No nodern artifacts going back. That's been our rule from
the beginning." Kraner tried to conceal her frustration. These nilitary types were difficult,
particularly the men. The wonen, |ike Gonez, were okay. But the nmen kept trying to, as they put

it, "apply their training" to the ITC trips back, and it never really worked. Privately, Kramer
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thought it was just a way for the nmen to conceal their anxiety, but of course she could never say
that. It was difficult enough for themto take orders froma worman |ike her in the first place.
The nen al so had nore trouble keeping their work secret. It was easier for wonmen, but the nen all
wanted to brag about going back to the past. O course, they were forbidden by all sorts of
contractual arrangenents, but contracts could be forgotten after a few drinks in a bar. That was
why Kramer had inforned themall about the existence of several specially burned nav wafers. These
waf ers had entered the nythol ogy of the conpany, including their nanes: Tunguska, Vesuvius, Tokyo.
The Vesuvius wafer put you on the Bay of Naples at 7:00 a.m on August 24, A D. 79, just before
burni ng ash killed everyone. Tunguska left you in Siberia in 1908, just before the giant neteor
struck, causing a shock wave that killed every living thing for hundreds of niles. Tokyo put you
inthat city in 1923, just before the earthquake flattened it. The idea was if word of the project
becanme public, you might end up with the wong wafer on your next trip out. None of the nilitary
types were quite sure whether any of this was true, or just conpany mythol ogy.

Whi ch was just how Kranmer liked it.

"This is a new nission," Baretto said again, as if she hadn't heard himbefore. "You' re asking us
to go into the world - to go behind eneny lines, so to speak - w thout weapons."

"But you're all trained in hand-to-hand. You, Gonez, all of you."

"I don't think that's sufficient."

"Victor-"

"Wth all due respect, Ms. Kramer, you're not facing up to the situation here,’
stubbornly. "You've already |ost two people. Three, if you count Traub."

"No, Victor. W've never |ost anybody."

"You certainly lost Traub."

"We didn't lose Dr. Traub," she said. "Traub vol unteered, and Traub was depressed."

"You assunme he was depressed.”

"We know he was, Victor. After his wife died, he was severely depressed, and suicidal. Even though
he had passed his trip limt, he wanted to go back, to see if he could inprove the technol ogy. He
had an idea that he could nodify the machines to have fewer transcription errors. But apparently,
his idea was wong. That's why he ended up in the Arizona desert. Personally, | don't think he
ever really intended to cone back at all. | think it was suicide."

"And you | ost Rob," Baretto said. "He wasn't any danm suicide."

Kraner sighed. Rob Deckard was one of the first of the observers to go back, alnost two years
earlier. And he was one of the first to show transcription errors. "That was much earlier in the
project, Victor. The technol ogy was | ess refined. And you know what happened. After he'd nade
several trips, Rob began to show minor effects. He insisted on continuing. But we didn't |ose
him"

"He went out, and he never cane back," Baretto said. "That's the bottomline."

"Rob knew exactly what he was doing."

"And now t he Professor.”

"We haven't |ost the Professor,” she said. "He's still alive.”

"You hope. And you don't know why he didn't come back in the first place."

"Victor-"

"I'mjust saying," Baretto said, "in this case the logistics logistics don't fit the mission
profile. You're asking us to take an unnecessary risk."

"You don't have to go," Kramer said mldly.

"No, hell. | never said that."

"You don't have to."

"No. |'m going."

"Well, then, those are the rules. No nodern technol ogy goes into the world. Understood?"
"Under st ood. "

"And none of this gets nentioned to the academ cs."

"No, no. Hell no. |I'm professional."

"Ckay, " Kraner said.

She wat ched him | eave. He was sul king, but he was going to go along with it. They always did, in
the end. And the rule was inportant, she thought. Even though Doniger liked to give a little
speech about how you coul dn't change history, the fact was, nobody really knew - and nobody want ed
torisk it. They didn't want nodern weapons, or artifacts, or plastic to go back

And they never had.

Baretto said

Stern sat with the others on hard-backed chairs in a roomw th maps. Susan Gonez, the worman who
had just returned in the machine, spoke in a crisp, quick manner that Stern found rushed.
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"We are going," she said, "to the Mnastery of Sainte-Mre, on the Dordogne River, in southwestern
France. W will arrive at 8:04 a.m on the norning of Thursday, April 7, 1357 - that's the day of
the Professor's nessage. It's fortunate for us, because there's a tournanent that day in
Castelgard, and the spectacle will draw |l arge crowds fromthe surrounding countryside, so we won't
be noticed."

She tapped one map. "Just for orientation, the nonastery is here. Castelgard is over here, across
the river. And the fortress of La Roque is on the bluffs here, above the nonastery. Questions so
far?"

They shook their heads.

"Al'l right. The situation in the area is a little unsettled. As you know, April of 1357 puts us
roughly twenty years into the Hundred Years War. It's seven nonths after the English victory at
Poitiers, where they took the king of France prisoner. The French king is now being held for
ransom And France, without a king, is in an uproar.

"Ri ght now, Castelgard is in the hands of Sir Oiver de Vannes, a British knight born in France.
diver has also taken over La Roque, where he is strengthening the castle's defenses. Sir Oiver's
an unpl easant character, with a fanously bad tenper. They call himthe "Butcher of Crécy,' for his
excesses in that battle."”

"So Aiver is in control of both towns?" Mrek said

"At the nonent, yes. However, a conpany of renegade knights, led by a defrocked priest called
Arnaut de Cervol e-"

"The Archpriest,” Mrek said.

"Yes, exactly, the Archpriest - is noving into the area, and will undoubtedly attenpt to take the
castles fromQiver. W believe the Archpriest is still several days away. But fighting nay break
out at any tinme, so we will work quickly."

She noved to another map, with a larger scale. It showed the nonastery buil di ngs.

"We arrive approximately here, at the edge of the Forét de Sainte-Mere. Fromour arrival point, we
shoul d be able to | ook right down on the nmonastery. Since the Professor's nmessage cane fromthe
monastery, we will go directly there first. As you know, the nonastery takes its main neal of the
day at ten o'clock in the norning, and the Professor is likely to be present at that time. Wth

luck, we'll find himthere and bring himback."
Mar ek said, "How do you know all this? |I thought nobody's ever gone into the world."
"That's correct. No one has. But observers close to the nmachi nes have still brought back enough

that we know the background at this particular time. Any other questions?"
They shook their heads no.

"All right. It is very inportant we recover the Professor while he is still at the nonastery. If
he noves to either Castelgard or La Roque, it will be nmuch nore difficult. W have a tight nission
profile. | expect to be on the ground between two and three hours. W will stay together at al
times. If any of us is separated fromthe others, use your earpieces to get together again. W
will find the Professor, and cone right back. Okay?"

"CGot it."

"You'll have two escorts, nyself and Victor Baretto, over there in the corner. Say hello, Vic."

The second escort was a surly man who | ooked |ike an ex-marine - a tough and able man. Baretto's
peri od clothes were nore peasantli ke, |oose-fitting, nmade of a fabric like burlap. He gave a nod
and a slight wave. He seenmed to be in a bad nood.

"Ckay?" CGonez said. "Other questions.”

Chris said, "Professor Johnston has been there three days?"

"That's right."

"Who do the locals think he is?"

"W don't know," Gonmez said. "We don't know why he left the machine in the first place. He nust
have had a reason. But since he is in the world, the sinplest thing for hi mwould be to pose as a
clerk or scholar fromLondon, on a pilgrinmage to Santiago de Conpostela in Spain. Sainte-Mre is
on the pilgrinmage route, and it is not unusual for pilgrins to break their trip, to stay a day or
a week, especially if they strike up a friendship with the Abbot, who is quite a character.

The Professor may have done that. O he nmay not. W just don't know. "

"But wait a mnute," Chris Hughes said. "Wn't his presence there change the |ocal history? Wn't
he influence the outcome of events?"

"No. He won't."

"How do you know?"

"Because he can't."

"But what about the tine paradoxes?"

"Ti me paradoxes?"
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"That's right," Stern said. "You know, |ike going back in time and killing your grandfather, so
that you can't be born and couldn't go back and kill your grandfather-"

"Ch, that." She shook her head inpatiently. "There are no tinme paradoxes."

"What do you nean? O course there are."

"No, there aren't," cane a firmvoice behind them They turned; Doniger was there. "Tine paradoxes
do not occur."

"What do you nean?" Stern said. He was feeling put out that his question had been so roughly

treat ed.

"The so-called tine paradoxes," Doniger said, "do not really involve tine. They involve ideas
about history that are seductive but wong. Seductive, because they flatter you into thinking you
can have an inpact on the course of events. And wong, because of course, you can't."

"You can't have an inpact on events?"

"“No. "

"COf course you can."

"No. You can't. It's easiest to see if you take a contenporary exanple. Say you go to a basebal
gane. The Yankees and the Mets - the Yankees are going to win, obviously. You want to change the
outcone so that the Mets win. What can you do? You're just one person in a crowd. If you try to go
to the dugout, you will be stopped. If you try to go onto the field, you will be haul ed away. Mst
ordinary actions available to you will end in failure and will not alter the outcome of the gane.
"Let's say you choose a nore extrene action: you'll shoot the Yankee pitcher. But the minute you
pull a gun, you are likely to be overpowered by nearby fans. Even if you get off a shot, you'l

al nost certainly niss.

And even if you succeed in hitting the pitcher, what is the result? Another pitcher will take his
pl ace. And the Yankees will win the gane.

"Let's say you choose an even nore extrenme action. You will release a nerve gas and kill everyone
in the stadium Once again, you're unlikely to succeed, for all the reasons you're unlikely to get
a shot off. But even if you do manage to kill everybody, you still have not changed the outcone of

the gane. You may argue that you have pushed history in another direction - and perhaps so - but
you haven't enabled the Mets to win the gane. In reality, there is nothing you can do to nake the
Mets win. You remain what you al ways were: a spectator

"And this same principle applies to the great majority of historical circunstances. A single
person can do little to alter events in any neani ngful way. O course, great nasses of people can
“change the course of history.' But one person? No."

"Maybe so," Stern said, "but I can kill ny grandfather. And if he's dead then |I couldn't be born
so | would not exist, and therefore | couldn't have shot him And that's a paradox."

"Yes, it is - assunming you actually kill your grandfather. But that may prove difficult in
practice. So many things go wong in life. You may not nmeet up with himat the right tine. You may
be hit by a bus on your way. O you may fall in love. You nmay be arrested by the police. You may
kill himtoo |ate, after your parent has already been conceived. O you may cone face to face with
him and find you can't pull the trigger."

"But in theory . "

"When we are dealing with history, theories are worthless," Doniger said with a contenptuous wave.
"A theory is only valuable if it has the ability to predict future outcones. But history is the
record of human action - and no theory can predict human action.”

He rubbed his hands together.

"Now then. Shall we end all this speculation and be on our way?"

There were murnurs fromthe others.

Stern cleared his throat. "Actually," he said, "I don't think |I'mgoing."

Mar ek had been expecting it. He'd watched Stern during the briefing, noticing the way he kept
shifting in his chair, as if he couldn't get confortable. Stern's anxiety had been steadily
growi ng ever since the tour began.

Mar ek hinsel f had no doubts about going. Since his youth, he had lived and breathed the nedi eva
worl d, imagining himself in Warburg and Carcassonne, Avignon and M| an. He had joi ned the Wl sh
wars with Edward |I. He had seen the burghers of Calais give up their city, and he had attended the
Chanpagne Fairs. He had lived at the splendid courts of Eleanor of Aquitaine and the Duc de Berry.
Marek was going to take this trip, no matter what. As for Stern-

"I"'msorry," Stern was saying, "but this isn't nmy affair. | only signed on to the Professor's team
because my girlfriend was going to sumrer school in Toulouse. I'mnot a historian. I'ma
scientist. And anyway, | don't think it's safe.”

Doni ger said, "You don't think the machi nes are safe?"
"No, the place. The year 1357. There was civil war in France after Poitiers. Free conpanies of
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soldiers pillaging the countryside. Bandits, cutthroats, |aw essness everywhere."

Mar ek nodded. If anything, Stern was understating the situation. The fourteenth century was a

vani shed world, and a dangerous one. It was a religious world; npost people went to church at | east
once a day. But it was an incredibly violent world, where invading armes killed everyone, where
wonen and children were routinely hacked to death, where pregnant wonen were eviscerated for

sport. It was a world that gave lip service to the ideals of chivalry while indiscrimnately

pill agi ng and nurdering, where wonen were inagined to be powerless and delicate, yet they ruled
fortunes, conmanded castles, took lovers at will and plotted assassination and rebellion. It was a
worl d of shifting boundaries and shifting allegi ances, often changing fromone day to the next. It
was a world of death, of sweeping plagues, of disease, of constant warfare.

Gordon said to Stern, "I certainly wouldn't want to force you."

"But renenber," Doniger said, "you won't be alone. W'Il be sending escorts with you."
"I"'msorry," Stern kept saying. "l'msorry."

Finally Marek said, "Let himstay. He's right. It's not his period, and it's not his affair."
"Now that you nmention it," Chris said, "lI've been thinking: It's not nmy period, either. |I'm nuch
nore late thirteenth than true fourteenth century. Maybe | should stay wi th David-"

"Forget it," Marek said, throwing an armover Chris's shoulder. "You'll be fine." Marek treated it
like a joke, even though he knew Chris wasn't exactly joking.

Not exactly.

The roomwas cold. Chilly mist covered their feet and ankles. They left ripples in the nist as
they wal ked toward the machi nes.

Four cages had been |inked together at the bases, and a fifth cage stood by itself. Baretto said,
"That's mine," and stepped into the single cage. He stood erect, staring forward, waiting.

Susan CGonez stepped into one of the clustered cages, and said, "The rest of you cone with ne."
Marek, Kate and Chris clinbed into the cages next to her. The nachi nes seened to be on springs;
they rocked slightly as each got on

"Everybody all set?"

The ot hers murnured, nodded.

Baretto said, "Ladies first."

"You got that right," Gomez said. There didn't seemto be any love | ost between them "Ckay," she
said to the others. "W're off."

Chris's heart began to pound. He felt |ight-headed and pani cky. He balled his hands into fists.

Gonez said, "Relax. | think you'll find it's quite enjoyable." She slipped the ceranmic into the
slot at her feet, and stood back up
"Here we go. Renenber: everyone very still when the tine cones."”

The machi nes began to hum Chris felt a slight vibration in the base, beneath his feet. The
humm ng of the machines grew | ouder. The m st swirled away fromthe bases of the machi nes. The
machi nes began to creak and squeal, as if netal was being tw sted. The sound built quickly, until
it was as steady and |oud as a scream

"That's fromthe liquid helium" Gomez said. "Chilling the netal to superconduction tenperatures.”
Abruptly, the scream ng ended and the chattering sound began

"Infrared cl earance,” she said. "This is it."

Chris felt his whole body begin to trenble involuntarily. He tried to control it, but his |egs

wer e shaking. He had a nonent of panic - maybe he should call it off - but then he heard a
recorded voice say, "Stand still - eyes open-"

Too late, he thought. Too | ate.

"-deep breath - hold it. . . . Now"

The circular ring descended from above his head, noving swiftly to his feet. It clicked as it
touched the base. And a nonent later, there was a blinding flash of light - brighter than the sun -
comng fromall around him- but he felt nothing at all. In fact, he had a sudden strange sense of
cold detachnent, as if he were now observing a distant scene.

The worl d around himwas conpletely, utterly silent.

He saw Baretto's nearby machi ne was growing |larger, starting to |l oomover him Baretto, a giant,
his huge face with nonstrous pores, was bendi ng over, |ooking down at them

More fl ashes.

As Baretto's machine grew |l arger, it also appeared to nove away fromthem revealing a w dening
expanse of floor: a vast plain of dark rubber floor, stretching away into the distance.

More fl ashes.

The rubber floor had a pattern of raised circles. Now these circles began to rise up around them
like black cliffs. Soon the black cliffs had grown so high that they seemed |ike bl ack
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skyscrapers, joining overhead, closing off the Iight above. Finally, the skyscrapers touched one
anot her, and the world was dark.

More fl ashes.

They sank into inky blackness for a nonent before he distinguished flickering pinpoints of |ight,
arranged in a gridlike pattern, stretching away in all directions. It was as if they were inside
some enornmous glowi ng crystalline structure. As Chris watched, the points of |ight grew brighter
and larger, their edges blurring, until each became a fuzzy glowi ng ball. He wondered if these
wer e at omns.

He could no longer see the grid, just a few nearby balls. H s cage noved directly toward one

gl owi ng ball, which appeared to be pulsing, changing its shape in flickering patterns.

Then they were inside the ball, imersed in a bright glowing fog that seenmed to throb with energy.
And then the gl ow faded, and was gone.

They hung in featurel ess bl ackness. Not hi ng.

Bl ackness.

But then he saw that they were still sinking dowward, now heading toward the churning surface of
a bl ack ocean in a black night. The ocean whi pped and boiled, nmaking a frothy blue-tinged foam As
they descended to the surface, the foamgrew larger. Chris saw that one bubble in particular had
an especially bright blue glow

H s machi ne noved toward that gl ow at accel erating speed, flying faster and faster, and he had the
odd sensation that they were going to crash in the foam and then they entered the bubble and he
heard a | oud piercing shriek

Then sil ence.

Dar kness.

Not hi ng.

In the control room David Stern watched the flashes on the rubber floor beconme snaller and
weaker, and finally vanish entirely. The machi nes were gone. The technicians inmediately turned to
Baretto and began his transm ssion count down.

But Stern kept staring at the spot in the rubber floor where Chris and the others had been

"And where are they now?" he asked Gordon

"Ch, they've arrived now," Cordon said. "They are there now "

"They' ve been rebuilt?"

" Yes. n
"Wthout a fax machine at the other end."
"That's right."

"Tell me why," Stern said. "Tell nme the details the others didn't need to be bothered with."

"Al'l right," Gordon said. "It isn't anything bad. | just thought the others might find it, well,
di sturbing. "

"Un- huh. "

"Let's go back," CGordon said, "to the interference patterns, which you renenber showed us that

ot her universes can affect our own universe. W don't have to do anything to get the interference
pattern to occur. It just happens by itself."

"Yes."

"And this interaction is very reliable; it will always occur, whenever you set up a pair of
slits."

Stern nodded. He was trying to see where this was going, but he couldn't foresee the direction
Gordon was taki ng.

"So we know that in certain situations, we can count on other universes to nmake sonet hi ng happen
We hold up the slits, and the other universes nake the pattern we see, every tine."

"Ckay. . . ."

"And, if we transmt through a wormhol e, the person is always reconstituted at the other end. W
can count on that happening, too."

There was a pause.

Stern frowned

"WAit a minute," he said. "Are you saying that when you transmit, the person is being
reconstituted by another universe?"

"In effect, yes. | mean, it has to be. We can't very well reconstitute them because we're not
there. We're in this universe."
"So you're not reconstituting.
"No.

"Because you don't know how," Stern said.

"Because we don't find it necessary," Gordon said. "Just as we don't find it necessary to glue
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plates to a table to nake them stay put. They stay by thensel ves. W nmake use of a characteristic
of the universe, gravity. And in this case, we are naking use of a characteristic of the

mul tiverse. "

Stern frowned. He i medi ately distrusted the analogy; it was too glib, too easy.

"Look," Cordon said, "the whole point of quantumtechnology is that it overlaps universes. Wen a
quant um conput er cal culates - when all thirty-two quantum states of the electron are being used -
the conputer is technically carrying out those calculations in other universes, right?"

"Yes, technically, but-"

"No. Not technically. Really."

There was a pause.

"I't may be easier to understand," Gordon said, "by seeing it fromthe point of view of the other
uni verse. That universe sees a person suddenly arrive. A person from another universe."

"Yes. "

"And that's what happened. The person has come from anot her universe. Just not ours.”

"Say agai n?"

"The person didn't conme from our universe," Gordon said.

Stern blinked. "Then where?"

"They canme froma universe that is alnpst identical to ours - identical in every respect - except
that they know how to reconstitute it at the other end."

"You're joking."

"No. "

"The Kate who |lands there isn't the Kate who | eft here? She's a Kate from anot her universe?"
"Yes. "

"So she's al nbst Kate? Sort of Kate? Sem - Kate?"

"No. She's Kate. As far as we have been able to tell with our testing, she is absolutely identica
to our Kate.

Because our universe and their universe are al nost identical."

"But she's still not the Kate who |eft here.”

"How coul d she be? She's been destroyed, and reconstructed.”

"Do you feel any different when this happens?" Stern said.

"Only for a second or two," Cordon said.

Bl ackness.

Silence, and then in the distance, glaring white |ight.

Comi ng cl oser. Fast.

Chris shivered as a strong electric shock rippled through his body, and nade his fingers twitch.
For a nonent, he suddenly felt his body, the way one feels clothes when you first put themon; he
felt the enconpassing flesh, felt the weight of it, the pull of gravity downward, the pressure of
his body on the soles of his feet. Then a blindi ng headache, a single pulse, and then it was gone
and he was surrounded by intense purple light. He winced, and blinked his eyes.

He was standing in sunlight. The air was cool and danp. Birds chirruped in the huge trees rising
above him Shafts of sunlight came down through the thick foliage, dappling the ground. He was
standi ng in one beam The nachi ne stood beside a narrow nmuddy path that wound through a forest.
Directly ahead, through a gap in the trees, he saw a nedi eval vill age.

First, a cluster of farmplots and huts, plunes of gray snoke rising fromthatched roofs. Then a
stone wall and the dark stone roofs of the town itself inside, and finally, in the distance, the
castle with circular turrets.

He recognized it at once: the town and the fortress of Castelgard. And it was no |onger a ruin.
Its walls were conpl ete

He was here.

CASTELGARD
"Nothing in the world is as
certain as death.”

JEAN FRO SSART, 1359
37:00: 00

Gonmez hopped lightly out of the machine. Marek and Kate stepped slowy out of their cages,

seem ngly dazed as they | ooked around. Chris clinbed out, too. H's feet touched the npbssy ground.
It was springy underfoot.
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Marek said, "Fantastic!" and imredi ately noved away fromthe machi ne, crossing the nuddy path for
a better look at the town. Kate foll owed behind him She still seemed to be in shock.

But Chris wanted to stay close to the nmachine. He turned slowy, looking at the forest. It struck
himas dark, dense, prineval. The trees, he noticed, were huge. Sone of them had trunks so thick
you coul d hide three or four people behind them They rose high into the sky, spreading a | eafy
canopy above themthat darkened nost of the ground bel ow.

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Gomez said. She seenmed to sense that he was uneasy.

"Yes, beautiful," he answered. But he didn't feel that way at all; something about this forest
struck himas sinister. He turned round and round, trying to understand why he had the distinct
feeling that sonmething was wong with what he was seeing - sonething was m ssing, or out of place.
Finally, he said, "Wat's wong?"

She | aughed. "Onh, that," she said. "Listen."

Chris stood silently for a nonment, listening. There was the chirp of birds, the soft rustle of a
faint breeze in the trees. But other than that

"l don't hear anything."

"That's right," Gonez said. "It upsets sone people when they first arrive. There's no anbient

noi se here: no radio or TV, no airplanes, no nmachinery, no passing cars. In the twentieth century,
we're so accustonmed to hearing sound all the time, the silence feels creepy.”

"I guess that's right." At |east, that was exactly how he was feeling. He turned away fromthe
trees and | ooked at the nuddy path, a sunlit track through the forest. In many pl aces, the mud was
two feet deep, churned by many hooves.

This was a world of horses, he thought.

No nachi ne sounds. Lots of hoofprints.

He took a deep breath, and let it out slowmy. Even the air seened different. Heady, bright-
feeling, as if it had nore oxygen in it.

He turned, and saw that the machi ne was gone. CGonmez appeared unconcerned. "Were's the machi ne?"
he said, trying not to sound worri ed.

"It drifted.”

"It drifted?"

"When the machines are fully charged, they're a little unstable. They tend to slide off the
present nonent. So we can't see them"

"Where are they?" Chris said.

She shrugged. "We don't know, exactly. They must be in another universe. \Werever they are,
they're fine. They al ways cone back."

To denmonstrate, she held up her ceram ¢ nmarker and pressed the button with her thunbnail. In
increasingly bright flashes of Iight, the nachine returned: all four cages, standing exactly where
they had been a few minutes before.

"Now, it'll stay here like this for nmaybe a minute, maybe two,
will drift again. | just let themgo. Gets 'emout of the way."

Chri s nodded; she seened to know what she was tal king about. But the thought that the machi nes
drifted nmade Chris vaguely uneasy; those nmachines were his ticket back hone, and he didn't like to
think that they behaved according to their own rules and coul d di sappear at random He thought,
Wyul d anybody fly on an airplane if the pilot said that it was "unstable"? He felt a cool nhess on
his forehead, and he knew in a nmoment he woul d break out in a cold sweat.

To distract hinself, Chris picked his way across the path, followi ng the others, trying not to
sink into the nmud. On solid ground again, he pushed through thick ground cover, some kind of dense
wai st-hi gh plant, |ike rhododendron. He glanced back at Gonez: "Anything to worry about in these
woods?"

"Just vipers," she said. "They're usually in the | ower branches of the trees. They fall down on
your shoul ders and bite you."

"Great," he said. "Are they poi sonous?"

"Very."

" Fat al ?"

"Don't worry, they're very rare," she said.

Chris decided not to ask any nore questions. Anyway, by now he had reached a sunlit opening in the
foliage. He | ooked down and saw t he Dordogne River two hundred feet below him tw sting through
farm and, and | ooki ng, he thought, not very different fromthe way he was used to seeing it.

But if the river was the sanme, everything else in this |andscape was different. Castel gard was
entirely intact, and so was its town. Beyond the walls were farnm ng plots; sone of the fields were
bei ng pl owed now.

But his attention was drawn to the right, where he | ooked down on the great rectangul ar conpl ex of

Gonez said. "But eventually it
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the nmonastery - and the fortified nmill bridge. Hs fortified bridge, he thought. The bridge he had
been studying all sumer-

And unfortunately, |ooking very different fromthe way he had reconstructed it in the conputer
Chris saw four water wheels, not three, churning in the current that ran beneath a bridge. And the
bri dge above was not a single unified structure. There seened to be at |east two i ndependent
structures, like little houses. The |larger was nmade of stone and the other of wood, suggesting the
structures had been built at different tinmes. Fromthe stone building, snoke belched in a
continuous gray plume. So nmaybe they really were making steel there, he thought. If you had water-
power ed bell ows, then you could have an actual blast furnace. That woul d explain the separate
structures, too. Because nmills that ground grain or corn never pernmtted any open fire or flane
inside - not even a candle. That was why grinding nmills operated only during daylight hours.
Absorbed in the details, he felt hinself relax.

On the far side of the nuddy path, Marek stared at the village of Castelgard with a sl ow sense of
ast oni shnent .

He was here.

He felt |ight-headed, alnost giddy with excitement as he took in the details. In the fields bel ow,
peasants wore patched | eggings and tunics in red and bl ue, orange and rose. The vivid colors stood
out against the dark earth. Mdst of the fields were already planted, their furrows closed over
This was early April, so the spring planting of barley, peas, oats and beans - the so-called
Lenten crops - would be nearly finished.

He watched a new field being plowed, the black iron blade haul ed by two oxen. The plow itself
turned the earth of the furrow neatly on both sides. He was pleased to see a | ow wooden guard
nmount ed above the bl ade. That was a nol dboard, and it was characteristic of this particular tine.
Wal ki ng behi nd the pl ownan, a peasant sowed seed with rhythmc sweeps of his arm The sack of seed
hung from his shoul der. A short distance behind the sower, birds fluttered down to the furrow,
eating the seed. But not for long. In a nearby field, Marek saw the harrower: a man riding a horse
that dragged a wooden T-frame wei ghted down by a | arge rock. The harrower closed the furrows,
protecting the seed.

Everyt hing appeared to nove in the sanme gentle, steady rhythm the hand throw ng seed, the plow
turning the furrow, the harrow scraping the ground. And there was al nost no sound in the stil

nmorni ng, just the hum of insects and the twitter of birds.

Beyond the fields, Marek saw the twenty-foot-high stone wall encircling the town of Castel gard.
The stone was a dark, weathered gray. In one section, the wall was being repaired; the new stone
was lighter in color, yellowgray. Masons were hunched over, working quickly.

Atop the wall itself, guards in chain mail strode back and forth, sometimes pausing to stare
nervously into the distance.

And rising above everything, the castle itself, with its circular towers and bl ack stone roofs.
Flags fluttered fromthe turrets. Al the flags showed the sane enbl em a maroon-and-gray shield
with a silver rose.

It gave the castle a festive appearance, and indeed, in a field just outside the town walls, a

| arge wooden viewi ng stand, |ike bleachers, was being erected for the tournanent. A crowd had

al ready begun to gather. A few knights were there, horses tied beside the brightly colored striped
tents that were pitched all around the tournanent field itself. Pages and groons threaded their
way anmong the tents, carrying arnmor, and water for the horses.

Marek took it all in and gave a |ong, satisfied sigh

Everything he saw was accurate, down to the snmallest detail. Everything was real

He was here.

Kate Erickson stared at Castelgard with a sense of puzzlenment. Beside her, Marek was sighing |ike
a lover, but she wasn't sure why. O course, Castelgard was now a lively village, restored to its

former glory, its houses and castle conplete. But overall, the scene before her didn't | ook that
different fromany rural French | andscape. Perhaps a little nore backward than nost, with horses
and oxen instead of tractors. But otherwise . . . well, it just wasn't that different.

Architecturally, the biggest difference she saw in the scene before her and the present was that
all the houses had | auzes roofs, nade of stacked bl ack stone. These stone roofs were incredibly
heavy and required a great deal of internal bracing, which was why houses in the Périgord no

| onger used them except in tourist areas. She was accustomed to seeing French houses with ocher
roofs of curved Roman tile, or the flat tile of the French style.

Yet here, lauzes roofs were everywhere. There was no tile at all

As she continued to | ook at the scene, she slowy noticed other details. For exanple, there were a
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| ot of horses: really a lot, when you considered the horses in the fields, the horses at the
tournanent, the horses ridden on the dirt roads, and the horses put out to pasture. There mnust be
a hundred horses in her view right now, she thought. She couldn't renmenber seeing so nmany horses
at one tinme, even in her native Col orado. All kinds of horses, from beautiful sleek warhorses at
the tournanent to barnyard nags in the fields.

And whil e many of the people working in the fields were drably dressed, others wore colors so
brilliant they al nost reminded her of the Caribbean. These clothes were patched and patched agai n,
but always in a contrasting color, so that the patchwork was visible even froma distance. It
becane a ki nd of design

Then, too, she becane aware of a clear demarcation between the relatively small areas of human
habitation - towns and fields - and the surrounding forest, a dense, vast green carpet, stretching
away in all directions. In this |andscape, the forest predom nated. She had the sense of
enconpassi ng wi | derness, in which human beings were interlopers. And minor interlopers at that.
And as she | ooked again at the town of Castelgard itself, she sensed there was sonething odd that
she couldn't put her finger on. Until she finally realized, there were no chi meys!

No chi meys anywhere

The peasant houses sinply had holes in the thatched roofs fromwhich snoke issued. Wthin the
town, the houses were sinilar, even though their roofs were stone: the snoke issued froma hole,
or froma vent in a wall. The castle | acked chi meys, too.

She was | ooking at a time before chimeys appeared in this part of France. For some reason this
trivial architectural detail made her shiver with a kind of horror. A world before chimmeys. Wen
had chi meys been i nvented, anyway? She coul dn't renenber exactly. Certainly by 1600, they were
common. But that was a long tinme from now.

This "now," she rem nded herself.

Behi nd her, she heard Gonez say, "What the hell do you think you're doing?"

Kat e | ooked back and saw that the surly guy, Baretto, had arrived. H's single cage was visible on
the other side of the path, a few yards back in the woods.

“I'"ll do what | damm well want to do," he said to Conez

He had pulled up his burlap tunic, revealing a heavy leather belt with a holstered pistol and two
bl ack grenades. He was checki ng the pistol

"If we're going into the world," Baretto said, "I'mgoing to be prepared."
"You're not bringing that stuff with you," Gonez said.
"The hell 1'mnot, sister.”

"You' re not. You know that's not allowed. Gordon would never permt nodern weapons to be taken
into the world."

"But Gordon's not here, is he?" Baretto said.

"Look, goddamm it," Gonmez said, and she pulled out her white ceranic marker, waving it at Baretto.
It looked as if she was threatening to go back

36: 50: 22

In the control room one of the technicians at the nonitors said, "W're getting field bucks."
"Ch, really? That's good news," Gordon said.

"Why?" Stern said.

"I't neans," CGordon said, "that soneone is headed back in the next two hours. Undoubtedly your
friends."

"So they will get the Professor and be back here within two hours?"

"Yes, that's exactly-" Gordon broke off, staring at the undulating imge on the nmonitor. Alittle
undul ating surface, with a spike that stuck up. "Is that it?"

"Yes," the technician said.

"But the anplitude's much too |arge," Gordon said.

"Yes. And the interval's getting shorter. Fast. "You mean someone is coning back now?"

"Yeah. Soon, it looks like."

Stern glanced at his watch. The team had been gone only a few mnutes. They coul dn't have
recovered the Professor so quickly.

"What does that nean?" Stern asked him

"I don't know," Gordon said. The truth was, he didn't like this devel opment at all. "They must be
havi ng sonme sort of trouble."

"What ki nd of trouble?"

"This soon, it's probably nmechanical. Maybe a transcription error."”

Stern said, "What's a transcription error?"

The technician said, "I"'mcalculating an arrival in twenty mnutes fifty-seven seconds." He was
measuring the field strengths, and the pulse intervals.
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"How many are comi ng back?" Gordon said. "All of then"

"No," the technician said. "Just one."

36:49: 19

Chris Hughes couldn't help it; he was anxious again. Despite the cool norning air, he was
sweating, his skin cold, his heart pounding. Listening to Baretto and Gonez argue did nothing to
i ncrease his confidence.

He went back to the path, stepping around the pools of thick nud. Marek and Kate were coning back
too. They all stood a little apart fromthe argunent.

"All right, all right, goddam it," Baretto was saying. He took off his weapons and put them
carefully on the floor of his cage. "All right. Does that satisfy you?"

Gonez was still speaking quietly, barely a whisper. Chris couldn't hear her

"It's fine," Baretto said, alnobst snarling.

Gonez again spoke softly. Baretto was grinding his teeth. It was very unconfortable to be standing
there. Chris noved a few steps farther away, turning his back to the argunent, waiting for it to
be over.

He was surprised to see that the path sloped downward rather steeply, and he could see through a
break in the trees to the flatland bel ow. The npbnastery was there - a geonetric arrangenent of
courtyards, covered passageways, and cloisters, all built of beige stone, surrounded by a high

stone wall. It looked like a dense, conpact little city. It was surprisingly close, perhaps a
quarter of a mle. No nore than that.
"Screw it, I'mwalking," Kate said, and she started down the path. Marek and Chris | ooked at each

other, then followed after her

"You people stay in sight, dam it,"'
Gomez said, "I think we'd better go."

Baretto put a restraining hand on her arm "Not until we get sonmething cleared up," he said.

"About how things are handled on this expedition."

"I think it's pretty well cleared up," CGomez said.

Baretto | eaned close and said, "Because | didn't like the way you . . ." And the rest was too | ow
to hear, just the furious hiss of his voice.

Chris was grateful to move around the curve in the path and | eave them behi nd.

Kate started at a brisk walk, feeling the tension | eave her body as she noved. The argunent |eft
her feeling cranmped and edgy. A few paces behind her, she heard Chris and Marek tal king. Chris was
anxi ous, and Marek was trying to cal mhi mdown. She didn't want to hear it. She picked up the pace
alittle. After all, to be here, in these fantastic woods, surrounded by these huge trees

After a minute or two, she had |eft Marek and Chris behind, but she knew t hey were near enough

and it was nice to be alone. The woods around her felt cool and relaxing. She listened to the
chitter of birds and the sound of her own feet padding along on the path. Once she thought she
heard sonething el se, too. She slowed a bit to listen

Yes, there was anot her sound: running feet. They seenmed to be conming fromfarther down the path.
She heard soneone panting, gasping for breath.

And al so a fainter sound, like the runble of distant thunder. She was trying to place that runble
when a teenage boy burst around the corner, racing toward her

The boy was wearing black hose, a bright green quilted jacket and a bl ack cap. He was red-faced
with exertion; he'd clearly been running for sonme tinme. He seened startled to find her wal ki ng on
the path. As he came toward her, he cried, "Aydethee ansel! Gassa due! Aydethee!"

An instant later, she heard his voice translated in her earpiece: "Hi de, worman! For the sake of
God! Hide!"

H de from what? Kate wondered. These woods were deserted. What could he nean? Maybe she hadn't
understood himright. Maybe the translator wasn't correct. As the boy passed her, he again cried,
"Hi de!" and shoved Kate hard, pushing her off the path and into the woods. She tripped on a
gharled root, tunmbled into the undergrowh. She banged her head, felt sharp pain and a wave of

di zzi ness. She was getting slowy to her feet when she realized what the runbling sound was.

Hor ses.

Riding at full gallop toward her

Chris saw the young boy running up the path, and al nost i mediately, he heard the sound of
pursui ng horses. The boy, finally out of breath, stopped for a nmonent beside them doubled over,
and finally managed to gasp, "Hi de! Hide!" before he darted away into the woods.

Marek ignored the boy. He was | ooki ng down the path.

Chris frowned. "What is all that about-"

"Now, " Marek said, and throwing an arm around Chris's shoulders, he pulled himbodily off the path
and into the foliage.

Baretto called to them
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"Jesus," Chris said, "would you mind telling me-"

"Shhh!" Marek put his hand over Chris's nouth. "Do you want to get us killed?"

No, Chris thought, he was clear on that: he did not want to get anybody killed. Charging up the
hill toward them were six horsemen in full arnor: steel helnets, chain mail and cloth surcoats of
mar oon and gray. The horses were draped in black cloth studded with silver. The effect was

om nous. The lead rider, wearing a helnmet with a black plunme, pointed ahead and screaned, "CGodin!"
Baretto and Gonez were still standing beside the path, just standing there, apparently in shock at
what they saw gall oping toward them The black rider |eaned over in the saddl e and swung his
broadsword in an arc at Gonez as he rode past her

Chris saw Gonez's headl ess torso, spurting blood, as it toppled to the ground. Baretto, spattered
with blood, swore loudly as he ran into the woods. More riders galloped up the hill. Now they were
all shouting, "Godin! Godin!" One rider wheeled on his horse, draw ng his bow

The arrow struck Baretto's |eft shoulder as he ran, the steel point punching through the other
side, the inpact knocking himto his knees. Cursing, Baretto staggered to his feet again, and
finally reached his machine.

He picked up his belt, yanked one of the grenades free, and turned to throwit. An arrow struck
himfull in the chest. Baretto | ooked surprised, coughed, and fell back, sprawled in a seated
position against the bars. He nade a feeble effort to pull the arrow out of his chest. The next
arrow passed through his throat. The grenade dropped from his hand.

Back on the path, the horses reared and whinnied, their riders wheeling in circles, shouting and

poi nti ng.
There was a bright flash of |ight.
Chris | ooked back in tinme to see Baretto still seated, unnoving, as the machine flashed

repeatedly, shrinking in size.

In monents, the machi ne was gone. The riders now had | ooks of fear on their faces. The bl ack-

pl umed rider shouted something to the others, and as a group, they whipped their horses and raced
on up the hill, out of sight.

As the black rider turned to go, his horse stunbled over Gonmez's body. Cursing, the rider wheel ed
and reared his horse repeatedly, stonping the body again and again. Blood flewin the air; the
horse's forelegs turned dark red. At last the black rider turned, and with a final curse, he
gal l oped up the hill again to rejoin the others.

"Jesus." The suddenness of it, the casual violence-

Chris scranbled to his feet, ran back to the path.

Gonez's body lay in a nmuddy pool, crushed al nost beyond recognition. But one hand was fl ung
outward and | ay open on the ground. And next to her hand lay the white ceranic narker

It was cracked open, its electronic innards exposed.

Chris picked it up. The ceramic fell apart in his hands, bits of white and silver fluttering to
the ground, falling into the nmuddy pool. And in that noment, their situation was clear to him
Their gui des were both dead.

One machi ne was gone.

Their return marker was shattered.

Whi ch neant they were stuck in this place. Trapped here, w thout guides or assistance. And with no
prospect of ever getting back.

Not ever.

36: 30: 42

"Stand by," a technician said. "Coming in now."

In the rubber floor, in the center of the curved water shields, small flashes of |ight appeared.
Gordon gl anced at Stern. "We'Ill know what happened in just a minute."

The flashes grew brighter, and a machi ne began to energe above the rubber. It was about two feet
hi gh when Gordon said, "CGoddanmm it! That guy is nothing but trouble.”

Stern said sonething, but Gordon paid no attention. He saw Baretto sitting there, propped up

agai nst a bar, clearly dead. The nachine reached full size. He saw the pistol in his hand. He knew
of course what had happened. Even though Kranmer had specifically warned Baretto, the son of a
bitch had taken nbdern weapons back with him So of course Gonez sent him back, and-

A smal|l dark object rolled out onto the floor

"What's that?" Stern said.

"I don't know," Gordon said, staring at the screens. "It alnost |ooks |like a gre-"

The expl osion flashed in the transit room blooming white on the video screens, washi ng everything
out. Inside the control room the sound was oddly distorted, nore |like a burst of static. The
transit roomwas inmrediately filled with pal e snoke.

"Shit," CGordon said. He banged his fist down on the console.
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The technicians in the transit roomwere screanming. One nan's face was covered with blood. In the
next nonent, the man was swept off his feet in the rush of water as the shields coll apsed,
shattered by grenade fragnents. Water three feet deep sl oshed back and forth Iike surf. But al npst
i mediately, it began to drain out, |eaving the newWy bare floor hissing and steam ng

"It's the cells," Gordon said. "They've | eaked hydrofluoric acid."

bscured by snoke, figures in gas nasks were running into the room helping the injured
techni ci ans. Overhead beans began to crash down, shattering the remaining water shields. O her
beams smashed down into the center of the floor.

In the control room sonmeone gave a gas nmask to Gordon, and another to Stern. Gordon pulled his
on.

"W have to go now," he said. "The air is contam nated."

Stern was staring at the screens. Through the snoke, he could see the other machi nes shattered,
toppl ed over, |eaking steam and pale green gas. There was only one still standing, off to one
side, and as he watched, a connecting beam crashed down on it, crunmpling it.

"There are no nore machines," Stern said. "Does this nmean-"

"Yes," Gordon said. "For now, |I'mafraid your friends are on their own."

36: 30: 00

"Just take it easy, Chris," Marek said.

"Take it easy? Take it easy?" Chris was al nost shouting. "Look at it, for Christ's sake, André -
her marker's trashed. We have no marker. \Wich means we have no way to get home. Which neans we
are totally screwed, André. And you want nme to take it easy?"

"That's right, Chris," Marek said, his voice very quiet, very steady. "That's what | want. | want
you to take it easy, please. | want you to pull yourself together."

"Way the hell should I1?" Chris said. "For what? Face the facts, André: we're all going to get
killed here. You know that, don't you? We're going to get goddanm killed. And there is no way out
of here."

"Yes, there is.”

"l nmean, we don't even have any food, we don't have goddamm anything, we're stuck in this - this
shithol e, wi thout a goddamm paddl e, and-" He stopped and turned toward Marek. "Wat did you say?"
"I said, there's a way out."

n |_b\l\/?ll

"You' re not thinking. The other nmachi ne has gone back. To New Mexico."

"So?"

"They' Il see his condition-"

"Dead, André. They'll see he's dead."

"The point is, they' Il know something is wong. And they will come for us. They'll send anot her

machi ne to get us," Marek said.

"How do you know?"

"Because they will." Marek turned and started down the hill.

"Where are you goi ng?"

"To find Kate. W have to keep together."

"I'mgoing to stay right here."

"As you like. Just as long as you don't |eave."

"Don't worry, I'Il be right here."”

Chris pointed to the ground in front of him "This is exactly where the machine arrived before.
And that's where |I'm staying."

Marek trotted off, disappearing around the curve in the path. Chris was alone. Al nost imediately,
he wondered if he ought to run and catch up with Marek. Maybe it was better not to be alone. Stay
toget her, as Marek had said.

He took a couple of steps down the path after Marek, then stopped. No, he thought. He'd said he
woul d stay where he was. He stood in the path, trying to slow his breat hing.

Looki ng down, he saw he was standing on Gonez's hand. He stepped quickly away. He wal ked a few
yards back up the path, trying to find a spot where he could no | onger see the body. Hi s breathing
slowed still nore. He was able to think things over. Marek was right, he decided. They would send
anot her machi ne, and probably very soon. Wuld it land right here? Was this a known spot for

I andings? O would it be somewhere in the general area?

In either case, Chris felt certain he should stay exactly where he was.

He | ooked down the path, toward where Marek had gone. Were was Kate now? Probably sone di stance
down the path. Couple of hundred yards, naybe nore

Jesus, he wanted to go hone.

Then, in the woods to his right, he heard a crashing sound.

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (75 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

Someone was appr oachi ng.

He tensed, aware that he had no weapon. Then he renenbered his pack, which was tied to his belt,
beneath his clothes. He had that gas canister. It was better than nothing. He funbled, lifting his
overshirt, searching for the-

" Ssss. "

He turned.

It was the teenage boy, coning out of the woods. His face was snmooth and beardl ess; he couldn't be
more than twelve, Chris realized. The boy whispered, "Arkith. Thou. Earwashmann."

Chris frowned, not understanding, but an instant |ater he heard a tinny voice inside his ear

"Hey. You. Irishman." The earpi ece was translating, he realized.

"What ?" he said.

"Coumen hastealey." In his ear he heard, "Come quickly."

The boy was beckoning to him tense, urgently.

"But . . ."

"Cone. Sir GQuy will soon realize he has lost the trail. Then he will return to find it again."
"But . . ."

"You cannot stay here. He will kill you. Cone!"

"But . . ." Chris gestured helplessly toward the path where Marek had gone.

"Your manservant will find you. Come!"

Now he heard the distant runble of horses' hooves, rapidly grow ng | ouder.

"Are you dunb?" the boy asked, staring at him "Cone!"

The runbl e was cl oser.

Chris stood frozen in place, not certain what to do.

The boy lost patience. Wth a disgusted shake of his head, he turned and ran off through the
forest. He imedi ately vani shed in dense undergrowth

Chris stood alone on the trail. He | ooked down the path. He didn't see Marek. He | ooked up the
path, toward the sound of the approaching horses. Hs heart was poundi ng again.

He had to deci de. Now.

"I"'mconmi ng!" he shouted to the boy.

Then he turned and ran into the woods.

Kate sat on a fallen tree, touching her head gingerly, her wig askew. There was bl ood on her
fingertips.

"Are you hurt?" Marek said as he came up to her.

"I don't think so.”

"Let me see.”

Lifting the wig away, Marek saw matted bl ood and a three-inch gash across the scal p. The wound was
no | onger bleeding freely; the blood had begun to coagul ate agai nst the nmesh of the wig. The
injury deserved sutures, but she would be all right w thout them

"You'll survive." He pushed the wi g back down on her head.

She sai d, "Wat happened?”

"Those other two are dead. It's just us now Chris is a little panicked."

"Chris is a little panicked." She nodded, as if she had expected it. "Then we better go get him"
They started up the path. As they wal ked, Kate said, "Wat about the markers?"

"The guy went back, and he took his. Gonez's body was tranpled, her narker was destroyed."

"What about the other one?" Kate said.

"What ot her one?"

"She had a spare."

"How do you know?"

"She said so. Don't you remenber? When she came back fromthat reconnai ssance trip, or whatever it
was, she said that everything was fine and that we should hurry up and get ready. And she said,
"I'"'mgoing to go burn the spare.’ O sonething like that."

Mar ek frowned.

"I't nakes sense there would be a spare," Kate said.

"Well, Chris will be glad to hear it," Marek said. They wal ked around the final curve. Then they
st opped and stared.

Chris was gone.

Pl ungi ng through the undergrowth, ignoring the branbles that scratched his | egs and plucked at his
hose, Chris Hughes at last glinpsed the boy running, fifty yards ahead. But the boy did not heed
him did not stop, but continued to run forward. He was heading toward the village. Chris
struggl ed to keep up. He kept running.

Behind on the trail, he heard the horses stanping and snorting, and the shouts of the nen. He
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heard one cry, "In the wood!" and another answered with a curse. But off the trail, the ground was
densely covered. Chris had to scranble over fallen trees, rotting trunks, snapped branches as
thick as his thigh, dense patches of branble. Was this ground too difficult for horses? Wuld they
di smount? Woul d they give up? O would they chase?

Hel I, they woul d chase.

He kept running. He was in a boggy area now. He pushed through the waist-high plants with their
skunkli ke smell, slipped in mud that grew deeper with each step. He heard the sound of his panting
breath, and the suck and slap of his feet in the nud.

But he didn't hear anyone behi nd him

Soon the footing was dry again, and he was able to run faster. Now the boy was only ten paces
ahead of him still going fast. Chris was panting, struggling to keep up, but he held his own.

He ran on. There was a crackling in his left ear. "Chris."

It was Marek.

"Chris, where are you?"

How di d he answer? WAs there a m crophone? Then he renenbered they' d said sonet hing about bone
conduction. He said aloud, "I'm. . . |'mrunning. "

"I hear that. \Wiere are you running?"

"The boy . . . the village . "

"You're going to the village?"

"I don't know. | think so."

"You think so? Chris, where are you?"

And then, behind him Chris heard a crashing, the shouts of nen, and the whinny of horses.

The riders were comng after him And he had left a trail of snapped branches and nuddy
footprints. It would be easy to follow

Shit.

Chris ran harder, pushing hinmself to the [imt. And suddenly he realized the young boy was no

| onger vi si bl e ahead.

He stopped, gasping for breath, and spun around in a circle. Looking-

Gone.

The boy had vani shed.

Chris was alone in the forest.

And the riders were com ng.

On the nuddy path overl ooking the nonastery, Marek and Kate stood listening to their earpieces.
There was silence now, Kate clapped her hand over her ear to hear better. "I don't get anything.”
"He nmay be out of range,"” Marek said.

"Way is he going to the village? It sounds like he's follow ng that boy," she said. "Wy would he
do that?"

Mar ek | ooked toward the nonastery. It was no nmore than a ten-mnute wal k fromwhere they were
standi ng. "The Professor is probably down there right now W could just go get him and go hone."
He kicked a tree stunp irritably. "It would have been so easy."

"Not anynore," Kate said.

The sharp crack of static in their earpieces nade them w nce. They heard Chris panting again.
Marek said, "Chris. Are you there?"

"I can't . . . can't talk now"

He was whi spering. And he sounded scar ed.

"No, no, no!" the boy whispered, reaching down fromthe branches of a very large tree. He had
whistled, finally taking pity on Chris as he spun in panicky circles on the ground bel ow. And he
had waved himto the tree.

Chris was now struggling to clinmb the tree, trying to pull hinmself up on the | owest branches,
getting extra |l everage by bracing his | egs against the trunk. But the way he did it upset the boy.
"No, no! Hands! Use only the hands!" the boy whi spered, exasperated. "You are dumb - | ook now t he
mar ks on the trunk, by your feet."

Hangi ng froma branch, Chris |ooked down. The boy was right. There were nuddy streaks, very clear
on the bark of the trunk
"By the rood, we are |ost,"'
ground.

"What are you doi ng?" Chris said.

But the boy was already running off, through the branbles, nmoving fromtree to tree. Chris dropped
back to the ground and foll owed.

The boy nmuttered irritably to hinself as he inspected the branches of each tree. Apparently he
wanted a very large tree with relatively | ow branches; none suited him The sound of the riders

the boy cried, swinging over Chris's head and dropping lightly to the
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was grow ng | ouder

Soon they had traveled a hundred yards or nore, into an area carpeted with gnarled, scrubby ground
pines. It was nore exposed and sunni er here because there were fewer trees to his right, and then
Chris saw they were running near the edge of a cliff that overlooked the town and the river. The
boy darted away fromthe sunlight, back into the darker forest. Al nbst at once, he found a tree he
Iiked, and signaled Chris to conme forward. "You go first. And no feet!"

The boy bent his knees, laced the fingers of his hands, and tensed his body, bracing hinself.
Chris felt the youth was too slender to take his weight, but the boy jerked his head inpatiently.
Chris put his foot in the boy's hands, and reachi ng upward, grasped the | owest branch. Wth the
hel p of the boy, he pulled hinself up, until with a final grunt he swung hinself over so he lay on
his stomach, bent doubl e over the branch. He | ooked down at the boy, who hissed, "Mve!" Chris
struggled to his knees, then got to his feet on the branch. The next branch above was wi thin easy
reach, and he continued to clinb.

Bel ow, the boy leapt into the air, gripped the branch, and pulled quickly up. Al though slim he
was surprisingly strong, and he noved from branch to branch surely. Chris was now about twenty
feet above the ground. His arns burned, he was gasping as he went up, but he kept on going, branch
to branch.

The boy gripped his calf, and he froze. Slowy, cautiously, he | ooked back over his shoul der, and
saw the boy rigid on the branch beneath him Then Chris heard the soft snort of a horse and
realized the sound was cl ose.

Very cl ose

On the ground below, six riders nmoved slowy and silently forward. They were still sone distance
away, intermttently visible through gaps in the foliage. Wen a horse snorted, its rider |eaned
forward to pat its neck to quiet it.

The riders knew they were close to their prey. They | eaned over in their saddl es, scanning the
ground, | ooking to one side and the other. Fortunately they were now anong the scrubby | ow pines;
no trail was visible.

Communi cati ng by hand gestures, they noved apart, separating thenselves as they came forward. Now
they formed a rough |ine, passing beneath the tree on both sides. Chris held his breath. If they

| ooked up . .

But they didn't.

They nmoved onward, deeper into the forest, and finally one of them spoke aloud. It was the rider
with the black plume on his helnet, the one who had cut off Gomez's head. Hi s visor was up.

"Here is enough. They have slipped us."

"How? Over the cliff?"

The bl ack kni ght shook his head. "The child is not so foolish." Chris saw his face was dark: dark
conpl exi on and dark eyes.

"Nor quite a child, ny Lord."

"If he fell, it was by error. It could not be otherwise. But | think we have gone awy. Let us
return as we cane."

"My Lord."

The riders turned their nounts and started back. They passed beneath the tree again, and then rode
of f, still wi dely spaced, heading into sunlight.

"Perhaps in better light, we shall find their track."

Chris gave a long sigh of relief.

The boy bel ow tapped himon the leg and nodded to him as if to say, Good work. They waited unti
the riders were at |least a hundred yards away, nearly out of sight. Then the boy slipped quietly
down the tree, and Chris followed as best he coul d.

Once on the ground, Chris saw the riders noving off. They were coning to the tree with the nuddy
footprints. The black kni ght passed it, not noticing. Then the next-

The boy grabbed his arm pulled himaway, slipping off in the underbrush.

Then: "Sir Quy! Look you here! The tree! They are in the tree!"

One of the knights had noti ced.

Shit.

The riders spun on their nounts, |ooking up at the tree. The black kni ght came back, skepti cal
"Eh? Show ne."

"I do not see themup there, ny Lord."

The kni ghts turned, |ooked back, |ooked in all directions, |ooked behind them

And they saw them

"There!"

The riders charged
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The boy ran hard. "God's truth, we are lost now," he said, glancing over his shoul der as he raced
forward. "Can you sw nP"

"Swi n?" Chris said.

O course he could swim But that was not what he was thinking about. Because right now they were
running hard, flat out - toward the clearing, toward the break in the trees.

Toward the cliff.

The | and sl oped downward, gently at first, then nore steeply. The ground cover becane thinner
with exposed patches of yellowwhite |inestone. The sunlight was gl aring.

The bl ack kni ght bell owed sonething. Chris didn't understand it.

They canme at last to the edge of the clearing. Wthout hesitation, the boy |eapt into space.
Chris hesitated, not wanting to follow d ancing back, he saw the knights charging him their

br oadswor ds rai sed.

No choi ce

Chris turned and ran forward toward the cliff edge.

Marek wi nced as he heard Chris's screamin his earpiece. The screamwas loud at first, then
abruptly ended with a grunt and a crashi ng sound.

An i npact .

He stood with Kate by the trail, listening. Witing.

They heard nothing nore. Not even the crackle of static.

Not hing at all.

"I's he dead?" Kate said.

Marek didn't answer her. He wal ked quickly to Gonez's body, crouched down, and started searching
in the nud. "Conme on," he said. "Help ne find that spare marker."

They searched for the next few minutes, and then Marek grabbed Gomez's hand, already turning pale
gray, the nuscles stiffening. He lifted her arm feeling the col dness of her skin, and turned her
torso over. The body splashed back in the nud.

That was when he noticed that Gomez had a bracel et of braided twine on her wist. Marek hadn't
noticed it before; it seened to be part of her period costume. O course, it was conpletely wong
for the period. Even a nodest peasant woman woul d wear a bracel et of netal, or carved stone or
wood, if she wore anything at all. This was a hippie-di ppy nmodern thing.

Marek touched it curiously, and he was surprised to find it was stiff, alnost |ike cardboard. He
turned it on her wist, looking for the latch, and a sort of lid flicked open in the braided
twine, and he realized that the bracelet covered a small electronic tinmer, like a wistwatch.

The tiner read: 36:10: 37.

And it was counting backward

He knew at once what it was. It was an el apsed counter for the machi ne, showi ng how much tine they
had | eft. They had thirty-seven hours initially, and now they had | ost about fifty m nutes.

We shoul d hold on to this, he thought. He untied the bracelet fromher arm then wapped it around
his own wist. He flipped the little lid shut.

"We've got atiner," Kate said. "But no marker."

They searched for the next five mnutes. And finally, reluctantly, Marek had to admt the hard
truth.

There was no marker. And w thout a marker, the machi nes woul d not come back

Chris was right: they were trapped there.

36: 28: 04

In the control room an alarmrang insistently. The technicians both got up fromtheir consol es
and started out of the room Stern felt Gordon grab himfirmy by the arm

"W have to go," CGordon said. "The air's contam nated fromthe hydrofluoric acid. The transit pad
is toxic. And the funes will be up here, too, soon enough." He began to |l ead Stern out of the
control room

Stern gl anced back at the screen, at the junble of girders in snpbke in the transit site. "But what
if they try to cone back when everybody is gone?"

"Don't worry," Gordon said. "That can't happen. The weckage will trigger the infrared. The
sensors need six feet on all sides, remenber? Two neters. They don't have it. So the sensors won't
| et the nmachines come back. Not until we get all that cleared away."

"How long will it take to clear it away?"

"First, we have to exchange the air in the cave."

CGordon took Stern back to the long corridor leading to the nmain elevator. There were a | ot of
people in the corridor, all leaving. Their voices echoed in the tunnel

"Exchange the air in the cave?" Stern said. "That's a huge volune. How long will that take?"
Gordon said, "In theory, it takes nine hours."
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"I'n theory?"

"We've never had to do it before," Gordon said. "But we have the capacity, of course. The big fans
should cut in any mnute.”

A few seconds later, a roaring sound filled the tunnel. Stern felt a blast of wind press his body,
tug at his clothes.

"And after they exchange all the air? Wat then?"

"W rebuild the transit pad and wait for themto come back," Gordon said. "Just the way we were

pl anning to do."

"And if they try to come back before you' re ready for then®?"

"I't's not a problem David. The nachine will just refuse. It'll pop themright back to where they
were. For the tinme being."

"So they're stranded," Stern said.

"For the nonent," Cordon said. "Yes. They're stranded. And there's nothing we can do about it."
36: 13: 17

Chris Hughes ran to the edge of the cliff and threw hinself into space, scream ng, arns and |egs
flailing in the sunlight. He saw the Dordogne, two hundred feet bel ow, snaking through the green
countryside. It was too far to fall. He knew the river was too shallow. There was no question he
woul d di e.

But then he saw the cliff face beneath himwas not sheer - there was a protruding shelf of |and,
twenty feet below, jutting out fromthe upper rimof the cliff. It was steeply angl ed bare rock
with a sparse cover of scrubby trees and brush.

He sl anmed down on the shelf, landing on his side, the inpact blasting the air fromhis |ungs.

| nmedi ately, he began rolling helplessly toward the edge. He tried to stop the roll, clutching
desperately at underbrush, but it was all too weak, and it tore away in his hands. As he tunbl ed
toward the edge, he was aware of the boy reaching for him but Chris mssed his outstretched arns.
He continued to roll, his world spinning out of control. Now the boy was behind him with a
horrified | ook on his face. Chris knew he was going to go over the edge; he was going to fall-
Wth a grunt, he slammed into a tree. He felt a sharp pain in his stomach, then it streaked

t hrough his whol e body. For a nmonment, he did not know where he was; he felt only pain. The world
was greeni sh white. He canme back to it slowy.

The tree had broken his descent, but for a nonent he still could not breathe at all. The pain was
i ntense. Stars swam before his eyes, then slowy faded, and finally he saw his | egs were dangling
over the edge of the cliff.

And novi ng.

Movi ng downwar d.

The tree was a spindly pine, and his weight was slowy, slowy bending it over. He felt hinself
begin to slide along the trunk. He was helpless to stop it. He grabbed at the trunk and held
tightly. And it worked: he wasn't sliding anynore. He pulled hinself along the trunk, working his
way back to the rock.

Then, to his horror, he saw the roots of the tree begin to break free of the rocky crevices, one
by one snapping |oose, pale in the sunlight. It was only a matter of tine before the entire trunk
broke free

Then he felt a tug at his collar and saw the boy standi ng above him hauling himback to his feet.
The boy | ooked exasperated. "Cone, now"

"Jesus," Chris said. He flopped onto a flat rock, gasping for breath. "Just give ne a mnute-"

An arrow whi ned past his ear like a bullet. He felt the wind of its passage. He was stunned by the
power of it. Energized by fear, he scranbled along the shelf, bent over, pulling hinself fromtree
to tree. Another arrow snapped down through the trees.

On the cliff above, the horsenen were | ooking dowm on them The black knight shouted, "Fool
Idiot!" and cuffed the archer angrily, knocking the bow from his hands. There were no nore arrows.
The boy pulled Chris forward by the arm Chris didn't know where the path along the cliff went,
but the boy seened to have a plan. Above him the horsenen wheel ed, turned away, headi ng back into
t he woods.

Now t he shelf ended in a narrow | edge, no nore than a foot w de, which curved around an angle in
the cliff. Below the | edge was a sheer drop to the river. Chris stared at the river, but the boy
grabbed his chin, jerked his head up. "Do not | ook down. Cone." The boy pressed hinself flat
against the cliff face, hugging the rock, and noved gingerly along on the | edge. Chris foll owed
his exanple, still gasping for breath. He knew if he hesitated at all, panic would overcone him
The wind tugged at his clothes, pulling himaway fromthe cliff. He pressed his cheek to the warm
rock, clutching at fingerholds, fighting panic.

He saw the boy di sappear around the corner. Chris kept going. The corner was sharp, and the path
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beneath had fallen away, |eaving a gap. He had to step across it carefully, but then he rounded
the corner, and sighed in relief.

He saw the cliff now ended in a | ong green slope of forested |and, which continued all the way
down to the river. The boy was waving to him Chris noved ahead, rejoining the boy.

"Fromhere it is easier." The boy started down, Chris behind him Al npbst at once, he realized the
sl ope was not as gentle as it had appeared. It was dark beneath the trees, steep and nuddy. The
boy slipped, slid along the nuddy track, and vani shed into the forest below. Chris continued to
pi ck his way downward, grabbing branches for support. Then he, too, lost his footing, slapped down

in the nmud on his backside, and slid. For some reason he thought, | am a graduate student at Yale.
I aman historian specializing in the history of technology. It was as if he was trying to hold on
to an identity that was rapidly fading fromhis awareness, |ike a dreamfrom whi ch he had

awakened, and was now forgetting.
Sliding headlong in the mud, Chris banged into trees, felt branches scratch at his face, but could

do nothing to slow his descent. He went down the hill, and down.
Wth a sigh, Marek got to his feet. There was no marker on Gonez's body. He was sure of it. Kate
stood beside him biting her Iip. "I know she said there was a spare. | know it."

"I don't know where it is," Mrek said.

Unconsciously, Kate started to scratch her head, then felt the wig, and the pain fromthe bunp on
her head. "This damm wig . . ."

She stopped. She stared at Marek.

And then she wal ked away into the woods al ong the edge of the path. "Where did it go?" she said.
"What ?"

"Her head."

She found it a nmonent | ater, surprised at how small it seemed. A head without a body wasn't very
big. She tried not to ook at the stunp of the neck

Fi ghti ng revul sion, she crouched down and turned the head over, so that she was | ooking at the
gray face, the sightless eyes. The tongue hal f-protruded fromthe slack jaw. Flies buzzed inside
t he nout h.

She lifted the wig away and i mmedi ately saw the ceranmic marker. It was taped to the nesh inside
the wig. She pulled it free.

"Cot it," she said.

Kate turned it over in her hand. She saw the button in the side of the marker, where there was a
smal|l light. The button was so small and narrow, it could only be pushed with a thunbnail

This was it. They had definitely found it.

Marek cane over and stared at the ceramic

"Looks like it to me," he said.

"So we can go back," Kate said. "Anytinme we want."

"Do you want to go back?" Marek asked her

She thought it over. "We came here to get the Professor,” she said. "And | think that's what we
ought to do."

Mar ek gri nned.

And then they heard thundering hooves, and they dived into the bushes just nonments before six dark
horsenen gal | oped down the nuddy path, heading toward the river bel ow

Chris staggered forward, knee-deep in boggy marsh at the edge of the river. Mid clung to his face,
his hair, his clothes. He was covered in so nmuch nud that he felt its weight. He saw the boy ahead
of him already splashing in the water, washing.

Pushi ng past the last of the tangles along the water's edge, Chris slid into the river. The water
was icy cold, but he didn't care. He ducked his head under, ran his hand through his hair, rubbed
his face, trying to get the nud off him

By now the boy had clinbed out on the opposite bank and was sitting in the sun on a rocky outcrop
The boy said sonething that Chris could not hear, but his earpiece translated, "You do not rempve
your clothes to bathe?"

"Way? You did not."

At this, the boy shrugged. "But you may, if you wish it."

Chris swamto the far side, and clinbed out. H's clothes were still very nuddy, and he felt
chilled now that he was out in the open air. He stripped off his clothes down to his belt and
linen shorts, rinsed the outergarnments in the river, then set themon the rocks to dry. Hi s body
was covered with scratches, welts and bruises. But already his skin was drying, and the sun felt
warm He turned his face upward, closed his eyes. He heard the soft song of wonen in the fields.
He heard birds. The gentle lap of the river at the banks. And for a nmonment, he felt a peace
descend on himthat was deeper, and nore conplete, than anything he had ever felt in his life.
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He lay down on the rocks, and he nust have fallen asleep for a few minutes, because when he awoke
he heard:

"Howbi te thou speakst fool sinple ohcopan, eek invich array thouart. Essay thousooth Earisher?"

The boy was speaking. An instant later, he heard the tinny voice in his ear, translating: "The way
you speak plainly to your friend, and the way you dress. Tell the truth. You are Irish, is it so?"
Chris nodded slowy, thinking that over. Apparently, the boy had overheard hi m speaki ng to Marek
on the path and had concluded they were Irish. There didn't seemto be any harmin letting him

thi nk that.

"Aye," he said.

"Ai e?" the boy repeated. He forned the syllable slowy, pulling his Iips back, showing his teeth.
"Ai e?" The word seened strange to him

Chris thought, He doesn't understand "aye"? He would try sonething el se. He said, "Qui?"

"Qui . . . oui. . . ." The boy seened confused by this word, as well. Then he brightened. "CQurie?
Seyngt hou ourie?" and the translation came, "Shabby? Are you sayi ng shabby?"
Chris shook his head no. "I amsaying “yes.' " This was getting very confusing.

"Yezz?" the boy said, speaking it |like a hiss.

"Yes," Chris said, nodding.

"Ah. Earisher." The translation cane: "Ah. Irish."

"Yes."

"Wee sayen yeaso. Oriwis, thousay trew "

Chris said, "Thousay trew " Hi s earpiece translated his own words: "You speak the truth."

The boy nodded, satisfied with the answer. They sat in silence a nonment. He | ooked Chris up and
down. "So you are gentle."

Gentle? Chris shrugged. O course he was gentle. He certainly wasn't a fighter. "Thousay trew "
The boy nodded judiciously. "I thought as nuch. Your nanner speaks it, even if your attire ill-
suits your degree.”

Chris said nothing in reply. He wasn't sure what was neant here.

"How are you called?" the boy asked him

" Chri stopher Hughes."

"Ah. Christopher de Hewes," the boy said, speaking slowy. He seened to be assessing the nanme in
some way that Chris didn't understand. "Were is Hewes? In the Irish | and?"

"Thousay trew. "

Anot her short silence fell over themwhile they sat in the sun

"Are you a knight?" the boy asked finally.

"No. "

"Then you are a squire," the boy said, nodding to hinself. "That will do." He turned to Chris.
"And of what age? Twenty-one year?"

"Cl ose enough. Twenty-four year."

This news caused the boy to blink in surprise. Chris thought, What's wong with being twenty-four?
"Then, good squire, | amvery glad of your assistance, for saving me fromSir Guy and his band."
He pointed across the river, where six dark horsenen stood watching themat the water's edge. They
were letting their horses drink fromthe river, but their eyes were fixed on Chris and the boy.
"But | didn't save you," Chris said. "You saved ne."

"Di dnt?" Anot her puzzled | ook.

Chris sighed. Apparently these people didn't use contractions. It was so difficult to express even
the sinplest thought; he found the effort exhausting. But he tried again: "Yet | did not save you
you saved ne."

"Good squire, you are too hunble," the boy replied. "I amin your debt for ny very life, and it
shall be ny pleasure to see to your needs, once we are to the castle."

Chris said, "The castle?"

Cautiously, Kate and Marek noved out of the woods, heading toward the nonastery. They saw no sign
of the riders who had gall oped down the trail. The scene was peaceful; directly ahead were the
nmonastery's farmplots, demarcated by | ow stone walls. At the corner of one plot was a tal
hexagonal nonunent, carved as ornately as the spire of a Gothic church

"I's that a nontjoie?" she said.

"Very good," Marek said. "Yes. It's a nmilestone, or a |land marker. You see themall over."

They noved between the plots, heading toward the ten-foot-high wall that surrounded the entire
nmonastery. The peasants in the field paid no attention to them On the river, a barge drifted
downstream its cargo bundled in cloth. A boatman standing in the stern sang cheerfully.

Near the nonastery wall were clustered the huts of the peasants who worked in the field. Beyond
the huts he saw a snmall door in the wall. The nonastery covered such a large area that it had
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doors on all four sides. This was not the main entrance, but Marek thought it would be better to
try here first.

They were novi ng anong the huts when he heard the snort of a horse and the soft reassuring voice
of a groom Marek held out his hand, stopping Kate.

"What ?" she whi spered.

He poi nted. About twenty yards away, hidden from easy view behind one of the huts, five horses
were held by a groom The horses were richly appointed, with saddl es covered in red velvet trinmred
with silver. Strips of red cloth ran down the fl anks.

"Those aren't farm horses,” Marek said. But he didn't see the riders anywhere.

"What do we do?" Kate said.

Chris Hughes was following the boy toward the village of Castelgard when his earpi ece suddenly
crackl ed. He heard Kate say, "Wat do we do?" and Marek answered, "I'mnot sure."

Chris said, "Have you found the Professor?"

The boy turned and | ooked back at him "Do you speak to ne, squire?"

"No, boy," Chris said. "Just to nyself."

"Justo nysel f?" the boy repeated, shaking his head. "Your speech is difficult to conprehend."

In the earpiece, Marek said, "Chris. Were the hell are you?"

"Going to the castle,"” Chris said aloud. "On this lovely day." He | ooked up at the sky as he
spoke, trying to make it appear as if he was talking to hinself.

He heard Marek say, "Wy are you going there? Are you still with the boy?"

"Yes, very lovely."

The boy turned back again, with a worried | ook on his face. "Do you speak to the air? Are you with
sound m nd?"

"Yes," Chris said. "I amwith sound mnd. | wish only that ny conpanions mght join ne in the
castle.”

"Why?" Marek said in his earpiece

"I amsure they shall join you in good time," the boy said. "Tell me of your conpanions. Are they

Irisher, too? Are they gentles |like you, or servants?"

In his ear, Marek said, "Wy did you tell himyou are gentle?"

"Because it describes ne."

"Chris. "Centle' means you are nobility," Murek said. "Gentle nan, gentle wonan. It neans of noble
birth.

You'll draw attention to yourself and get enbarrassing questions about your famly, which you
can't answer."

"Ch," Chris said.

"I amsure it does describe you," the boy said. "And your copains as well? They are gentles?"
"You speak true," Chris said. "My conpanions are gentles, too."

"Chris, goddamm it," Marek said through the earpiece. "Don't fool with what you don't understand.
You're asking for trouble. And if you keep on this way, you will get it."

Standi ng at the edge of the peasant huts, Marek heard Chris say, "You just get the Professor, wll
you?" and then the boy asked Chris another question, but it was obscured by a burst of static.
Mar ek turned and | ooked across the river toward Castel gard. He coul d see the boy, walking slightly
ahead of Chris.

"Chris," Marek said. "l see you. Turn around and cone back. Join us here. W have to stay

t oget her. "

"Most difficult."”

"Why?" Marek said, frustrated

Chris didn't answer himdirectly. "And who, good sir, may be the horsenen on the far bank?"
Apparently, he was talking to the boy.

Marek shifted his gaze, saw nmounted riders at the river's edge, letting their horses drink,

wat chi ng t hem go

"That is Sir Guy de Malegant, called "Guy Téte Noire.' He is retained in the service of ny Lord
Aiver. Sir Quy is a knight of renown - for his many acts of nurder and villainy."

Li stening, Kate said, "He can't come back to us here, because of the knights on horseback."

"You speak true," Chris said.

Mar ek shook his head. "He should never have left us in the first place."

The creak of a door behind them made Marek turn. He saw the faniliar figure of Professor Edward
Johnston coming through the side door of the nmobnastery wall and stepping into sunlight. He was

al one.

35:31: 11

Edward Johnston was wearing a doublet of dark blue, and bl ack hose; the clothes were plain, with
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little decoration or enbroidery, |lending hima conservative, scholarly air. He could indeed pass
for a London clerk on a pilgrimge, Mrek thought. Probably that was the way Ceoffrey Chaucer
anot her clerk of the tinme, had dressed on his own pilgrimge.

The Professor stepped carelessly into the norning sun, and then staggered a little. They rushed up
to his side and saw that he was panting. His first words were, "Do you have a narker?"

"Yes," Marek said.

"It's just the two of you?"

"No. Chris also. But he's not here.

Johnston shook his head in quick irritation. "All right. Qickly, this is howit is. AQiver's in
Castelgard" - he nodded to the town across the river - "but he wants to nove to La Roque, before
Arnaut arrives. His great fear is that secret passage that goes into La Roque. Oiver wants to
know where it is. Everyone around here is nad to discover it, because both Aiver and Arnaut want
it so badly. It's the key to everything. People here think I'mw se. The Abbot asked ne to search
the old docunents, and |I found-"

The door behind them opened and sol diers in maroon-and-gray surcoats rushed them The soldiers
cuffed Marek and Kate, knocking them away roughly, and Kate nearly |lost her wig. But they were
careful with the Professor, never touching him wal king on either side of him The soldiers seened
respectful, as if they were a protective escort. Getting to his feet and dusting hinself off,
Marek had the feeling they had been instructed not to injure him

Mar ek wat ched in silence as Johnston and the soldiers mounted up and set off on the road.

"What do we do?" Kate whispered.

The Professor tapped the side of his head. They heard himsay in a singsong, as if praying,
"Follow nme. I'Il try to get us all together. You get Chris."

35:25:18

Foll owi ng the boy, Chris cane to the entrance to Castel gard: double wooden doors, heavily
reinforced with iron braces. The doors now stood open, guarded by a soldier in a surcoat of
burgundy and gray. The guard greeted them by saying, "Setting a tent? Laying a ground cloth? It is
five sols to sell in the market on tournanment day."

"Non sunus nercatores," the boy said. "W are not merchants."

Chris heard the guard reply, "Anthoubeest, ye schul e payen. Quinquesols maintenant, aut decem
postea.” But the translation did not follow imrediately in his ear; he realized the guard was
speaki ng an odd m xture of English, French and Latin Then he heard, "If you are, you nust pay.
Five sols now, or ten later."

The boy shook his head. "Do you see nerchant wares?"

"Herkle, non." In the earpiece: "By Hercules, | do not."

"Then you are answered."

Despite his youth the boy spoke sharply, as if accustoned to comandi ng. The guard nerely shrugged
and turned away. The boy and Chris passed through the doors and entered the vill age.

I nmedi ately inside the walls were several farmhouses and fenced plots. This area snelled strongly
of swine. They nade their way past thatched houses and pens of grunting pigs, then clinbed steps
to a winding cobbl estone street with stone buil dings on both sides. Now they were in the town
itself.

The street was narrow and busy, and the buildings two stories high, with the second story

over hangi ng, so no sunlight reached the ground. The buildings were all open shops on the ground
floor: a blacksmth, a carpenter who al so nade barrels, a tailor and a butcher. The butcher
wearing a spattered oil skin apron, was slaughtering a squealing pig on the cobblestones in front
of his shop; they stepped around the flowi ng bl ood and coils of pale intestine.

The street was noi sy and crowded, the odor al nbst overpowering to Chris, as the boy led him
onward. They energed in a cobbled square with a covered market in the center. Back at their
excavations, this was just a field. He paused, |ooking around, trying to natch what he knew with
what he now saw.

Across the square, a well-dressed young girl, carrying a basket of vegetables, hurried over to the
boy and said with concern, "My dear sir, your |ong absence does vex Sir Daniel sorely."”

The boy | ooked annoyed to see her. He replied irritably, "Then tell my uncle | will attend himin
good tinme."

"He will be nost glad of it," the girl said, and hurried away down a narrow passage.

The boy led Chris in another direction. He nmade no reference to his conversation, just wal ked
onward, muttering to hinself.

They came now to an open ground, directly in front of the castle. It was a bright and colorfu

pl ace, with kni ghts paradi ng on horses, carrying rippling banners.
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"Many visitors today," the boy said, "for the tournanment."

Directly ahead was the drawbridge | eading into the castle. Chris |ooked up at the | oom ng walls,
the high turrets. Soldiers walked the ranparts, staring down at the crowds. The boy |ed him
forward without hesitation. Chris heard his feet thunp hollowy on the wood of the drawbridge.
There were two guards at the gate. He felt his body tense as he cane cl oser

But the guards paid no attention at all. One nodded to them absently; the other had his back
turned and was scraping nmud from his shoe.

Chris was surprised at their indifference. "They do not guard the entry?"

"Why shoul d they?" the boy said. "It is daytinme. And we are not under attack."

Three wonen, their heads wapped in white cloth, so that only their faces showed, wal ked out of
the castle, carrying baskets. The guards again hardly noticed. Chattering and | aughing, the wonen
wal ked out - unchal |l enged.

Chris realized that he was confronted by one of those historical anachroni snms so deeply ingrained
no one ever thought to question it. Castles were stronghol ds stronghol ds, and they always had a
defensi ble entrance - a noat, drawbridge, and so on. And everybody assuned that the entrance was
fiercely guarded at all tines.

But, as the boy had said, why should it be? In tinmes of peace, the castle was a busy soci al
center, people coming and going to see the lord, to deliver goods. There was no reason to guard
it. Especially, as the boy said, during daytime.

Chris found hinmself thinking of nodern office buildings, which had guards only at night; during
the day, the guards were present, but only to give information. And that was probably what these
guards did, too

On the other hand

As he wal ked through the entrance, he glanced up at the spikes of the portcullis - the large iron
grate now rai sed above his head. That grate could be lowered in a nonent, he knew. And if it was,
there would be no entry into the castle. And no escape.

He had entered the castle easily enough. But he was not sure it would be as easy to | eave.

They entered a |l arge courtyard, stone on all sides. There were many horses here; soldiers wearing
mar oon- and-gray tunics sat in small groups, eating their m dday neal. He saw passageways of wood
hi gh above him running the length of the walls. Directly ahead he saw another building, with
three-story-high stone walls, and turrets above. It was a castle within the castle. The boy I|ed
himtoward it.

To one side, a door stood open. A single guard nunched a piece of chicken. The boy said, "W are
to the Lady Caire. She wishes this Irisher to do her service."

"So be it," the guard grunted, uninterested; they went inside. Chris saw an archway directly
ahead, leading to the great hall, where a crowd of nmen and wonen stood tal king. Everyone seened
richly dressed; their voices echoed off the stone walls.

But the boy did not give himnmuch opportunity to look. He led Chris up a winding, narrow stair to
the second floor, then down a stone corridor, and finally into a suite of roons.

Three maids, all dressed in white, rushed forward to the boy and enbraced him They appeared very
relieved. "By the grace of God, ny Lady, you are returned!"

Chris said, "My Lady?"

Even as he said it, the black hat was thrown away, and gol den hair tunbled down over her

shoul ders. She gave a little bow that turned into a curtsy. "I amheartfelt sorry, and beg your
forgiveness for this deception.”

"Who are you?" Chris said, stunned.

"I amcalled aire."

She rose fromher curtsy and | ooked directly into his eyes. He saw that she was ol der than he had
t hought, perhaps twenty-two or -three. And very beauti ful

He gaped and said nothing. He had no idea what to say, or to do. He felt foolish and awkward.

In the silence, one of the maids came forward, curtsied and said, "If it please you, she is the
Lady Claire of Eltham newy wi dowed of Sir Geoffrey of Eltham who holds great estates in GQuyenne
and M ddl esex. Sir Geoffrey died of his wounds from Poitiers, and now Sir Qiver - ruler of this
castle - serves as ny Lady's guardian. Sir Aiver feels she nust be narried again, and he has
chosen Sir Guy de Mal egant, a nobleman well known in these regions. But this match, ny Lady
refuses. "

Claire turned and shot the girl a warning glance. But the girl, oblivious, chattered on. "My Lady
says to all the world that Sir GQuy | acks the neans to defend her estates in France and Engl and.
Yet Sir Aiver will have his fee fromthis nmatch, and Guy has-"

"El ai ne. "

"My Lady," the girl said, scurrying backward. She rejoined the other nmmids, who whispered in the
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corner, apparently chastising her

"Enough talk,"” Caire said. "Here is ny savior of this day, Squire Christopher of Hewes. He has
delivered me fromthe predations of Sir Guy, who sought to take by force what he could not win
freely at court."

Chris said, "No, no, that is not what happened at all-"

He broke off, as he realized that everyone was staring at him their nouths open, their eyes wi de.
"Soot h, he speaks queerly," Caire said, "for he cones fromsone renote part in the |ands of Eire.
And he is nmpodest, as befits a gentle. He did save ne, so | shall today introduce himto ny
guardi an, once Christopher has proper attire." She turned to one of the ladies. "Is not our horse
master, Squire Brandon, of his same |length? Go to and fetch ne his indigo doublet, his silver
belt, and his best white hose." She handed the girl a purse. "Pay what he asks, but be quick."
The girl scurried off. As she left, she passed a gloony elderly nan, standing in the shadows,

wat ching. He wore a rich robe of maroon velvet with silver fleurs-de-lis enbroidered on it, and an
erm ne collar. "How now, ny Lady?" he said, coning forward.

She curtsied to him "Well, Sir Daniel."

"You are safely returned.”

"I give thanks to God."

The gl oony man snorted. "As well you should. You strain even His patience. And did your trip yield
success equal to its dangers?"

Claire bit her lip. "I fear not."

"Did you see the Abbot?"

A slight hesitation. "No."

"Speak ne the truth, Caire."

The girl shook her head. "Sir, | did not. He was abroad, on a hunt."

"Apity," Sir Daniel said. "Wy did you not await hin®"

"I dared not do so, for Lord Aiver's nmen broke sanctuary, to take the Magi ster away by force.
feared di scovery, and so fled."

"Yes, yes, this troublesone Magister,"” Sir Daniel reflected gloomly. "He is on every tongue. Do
you know what they say? That he can nake hinself appear in a flash of light." Sir Daniel shook his
head. It was inpossible to tell whether he believed it or not. "He nust be a skilled Magister of

t he gunpowder." He pronounced it gonne-poul der, and spoke the word slowy, as if it were exotic
and unfamliar. "Did you set eyes upon this Magister?"

"I ndeed. | spoke to him™"

" Cho"

"Wth the Abbot gone, | sought himout. For they say the Magi ster has befriended the Abbot, these
recent days."

Chris Hughes was struggling to follow this conversation, and he realized belatedly that they were
tal ki ng about the Professor. He said, "Mgister?"

Claire said, "Do you know t he Magi ster? Edward de Johnes?"

He i nmedi ately backpedaled. "Uh . . . no. . . no, | don't, and-"

At this, Sir Daniel stared at Chris in open astonishnent. He turned to Claire. "What does he say?"
"He says he does not know the Magister."

The ol d man renni ned astoni shed. "I n what tongue?"

"A kind of English, Sir Daniel, with some Gaelic, so | believe."

"No Gaelic as | have ever heard," he said. He turned to Chris. "Speak you |la Langue-doc? No?
Loqueri squi de Latine?"

He was asking if he spoke Latin. Chris had an acadeni c knowl edge of Latin, a readi ng know edge.
He' d never tried to speak it. Faltering, he said, "Non, Senior Danielis, solum perpaul ul um
Perdoleo." Only a little. Sorry.

"Per, per . . . dicendo ille Ciceroni persinmlis est." He speaks |like Cicero.

"Perdol eo." Sorry.

"Then you may profitably be silent." The old nman turned back to Claire. "Wiat did the Mgister say
to you?"

"He could not assist ne.
"Did he know the secret we seek?"

"He said he did not."

"But the Abbot knows," said Sir Daniel. "The Abbot nust know. It was his predecessor, the Bi shop
of Laon, who served as architect for the last repairs of La Roque."

Claire said, "The Magi ster said that Laon was not the architect.”

"No?" Sir Daniel frowned. "And how does the Magi ster know that?"

"I believe the Abbot told him O perhaps he saw it anong the old papers. The Mgi ster has
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undertaken to sort and arrange the parchnents of Sainte-Mre, for the benefit of the nonks."

"Does he," Sir Daniel said thoughtfully. "I wonder why."
"l had no tinme to ask before Lord Aiver's nmen broke sanctuary.”
"Well, the Magister will be here soon enough,” Sir Daniel said. "And Lord Qiver hinmself will ask

t hese questi ons. He frowned, clearly unhappy at this thought.

The old man turned abruptly to a young boy of nine or ten, standing behind him "Take Squire

Chri stopher to ny chanber, where he may bathe and cl ean hinself."

At this, Caire shot the old man a hard | ook. "Uncle, do not thwart my plans."

"Have | ever done so?"

"You know t hat you have tried."

"Dear child," he said, "nmy sole concern is ever for your safety - and your honor."

"And nmy honor, Uncle, is not yet pledged." Wth that, Caire wal ked boldly up to Chris, put her
hand around his neck, and | ooked into his eyes. "I shall count every nonent you are gone, and niss
you with all ny heart," she said softly, her eyes liquid. "Return to me soon."

She brushed her lips lightly across his nouth, and stepped back, releasing himreluctantly,
fingers trailing away fromhis neck. He felt dazed, staring into her eyes, seeing how beautiful -
Sir Dani el coughed, turned to the boy. "See to Squire Christopher, and assist himin his bath."
The boy bowed to Chris. Everyone in the roomwas silent. This was apparently his cue to | eave. He
nodded, and said, "l thank you." He waited for the astonished | ooks, but for once, there were
none; they seenmed to understand what he had said. Sir Daniel gave hima frosty nod, and Chris left
the room

34: 25: 54

The horses clattered across the drawbridge. The Professor stared strai ght ahead, ignoring the

sol diers who escorted him The guards at the castle gate barely glanced up as the riders entered
the castle. Then the Professor was gone from sight.

St andi ng near the drawbridge, Kate said, "Wat do we do now? Do we follow hinP"

Marek didn't answer her. Looki ng back, she saw that he was staring fixedly at two kni ghts on

hor seback, fighting with broadswords on the field outside the castle. It appeared to be sone kind
of denopnstration or practice; the knights were surrounded by a circle of young nen in livery -
some wearing bright green, the others in yellow and gold, apparently the colors of the two
knights. And a large crowd of spectators had gathered, |aughing and shouting insults and

encour agenent to one knight or the other. The horses turned in tight circles, alnost touching each
other, bringing their arnored riders face to face. The swords clanged again and again in the
norning air.

Mar ek stared, w thout noving.

She tapped himon the shoul der. "Listen, André, the Professor-"

"In a mnute."

"But-"

"In a mnute."

For the first tine, Marek felt a twinge of uncertainty. Until now, nothing he had seen in this
worl d had seened out of place, or unexpected. The npnastery was just as he had expected. The
peasants in the fields were as he had expected. The tournament being set up was as he had pictured
it. And when he entered the town of Castelgard, he again found it exactly as he had thought it
woul d be. Kate had been appall ed by the butcher on the cobbl estones, and the stench of the
tanner's vats, but Marek was not. It was all as he had inmagined it, years ago.

But not this, he thought, watching the knights fight.

It was so fast! The swordplay was so swift and continuous, attenpting to slash with both downsw ng
and backswing, so that it |ooked nore like fencing than sword fighting. The clangs of inpact cane
only a second or two apart. And the fight proceeded w thout hesitation or pause.

Mar ek had al ways i magi ned these fights as taking place in slow notion: ungainly arnored nen

wi el di ng swords so heavy that each swing was an effort, carrying dangerous nonentum and requiring
time to recover and reset before the next swing. He had read accounts of how exhausted nmen were
after battle, and he had assuned it was the result of the extended effort of slow fights, encased
in steel

These warriors were big and powerful in every way. Their horses were enornous, and they thensel ves
appeared to be six feet or nore, and extrenely strong.

Mar ek had never been fooled by the snmall size of the arnor in nmuseum di splay cases - he knew t hat
any arnmor that found its way into a nuseum was cerenoni al and had never been worn in anything nore
hazar dous hazardous than a nedi eval parade. Marek al so suspected, though he could not prove it,
that much of the surviving arnmor - highly decorated, chiseled and chased - was intended only for

di spl ay, and had been nade at three-quarter scale, the better to show the delicacy of the
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craftsmen' s designs.

Genui ne battle arnmor never survived. And he had read enough accounts to know t hat the nost
celebrated warriors of nedieval times were invariably big men - tall, rmuscular and unusually
strong. They were fromthe nobility; they were better fed; and they were big. He had read how t hey
trai ned, and how they delighted in performng feats of strength for the anusenent of the | adies.
And yet, sonehow, he had never inmagi ned anything renotely like this. These nen fought furiously,
swiftly and continuously - and it |looked as if they could go all day. Neither gave the | east

i ndi cation of fatigue; if anything, they seened to be enjoying their exertions.

As he watched their aggressiveness and speed, Marek realized that left to his own devices, this
was exactly the way he hinself would choose to fight - quickly, with the conditioning and reserves
of stamina to wear down an opponent. He had only inagined a slower fighting style from an
unconsci ous assunption that nmen in the past were weaker or slower or |ess inmginative than he was,
as a nodern man.

Mar ek knew this assunption of superiority was a difficulty faced by every historian. He just
hadn't thought he was guilty of it.

But clearly, he was.

It took hima while to realize, through the shouting of the crowd, that the conbatants were in
such superb physical condition that they coul d expend breath shouting as they fought; they hurled
a streamof taunts and insults at each other between bl ows.

And then he saw that their swords were not blunted, that they were sw nging real battle swords,
with razor-sharp edges. Yet they clearly intended each other no harnm this was just an anusing
warmup to the com ng tournanent. Their cheerful, casual approach to deadly hazard was al nost as
unnerving as the speed and intensity with which they fought.

The battle continued for another ten minutes, until one mghty swi ng unhorsed one knight. He fell
to the ground but i mediately junmped up |aughing, as easily as if he were wearing no arnor. Money
changed hands. There were cries of "Again! Again!" A fistfight broke out among the liveried boys.
The two kni ghts wal ked off, armin arm toward the inn

Marek heard Kate say, "André. . . ."

He turned slowy toward her

"André, is everything all right?"

"Everything is fine," he said. "But | have a lot to learn."

They wal ked down the castle drawbridge, approaching the guards. He felt Kate tense al ongside him
"What do we do? What do we say?"

"Don't worry. | speak Cccitan.”

But as they cane closer, another fight broke out on the field beyond the noat, and the guards

wat ched it. They were entirely preoccupi ed as Marek and Kate passed through the stone arch and
entered the castle courtyard.

"We just walked in," Kate said, surprised. She |ooked around the courtyard. "Now what?"

It was freezing, Chris thought. He sat naked, except for his undershorts, on a stool in Sir
Daniel's snall apartnent. Beside himwas a basin of steam ng water, and a hand cloth for washing
The boy had brought the basin of water up fromthe kitchen, carrying it as if it were gold; his
manner indicated that it was a sign of favor to be treated to hot water

Chris had dutifully scrubbed hinself, refusing the boy's offers of assistance. The bow was snall
and the water soon black. But eventually he'd managed to scrape the mud from beneath his
fingernails, off his body and even off his face, with the aid of a tiny netal nmirror the boy
handed hi m

Finally, he pronounced hinself satisfied. But the boy, with a | ook of distress, said, "Master

Chri stopher, you are not clean." And he insisted on doing the rest.

So Chris sat shivering on his wooden stool while the boy scrubbed himfor what seened |ike an
hour. Chris was perpl exed; he'd always thought that nedieval people were dirty and snelly,
imersed in the filth of the age. Yet these people seened to make a fetish of cleanliness.
Everyone he saw in the castle was clean, and there were no odors.

Even the toilet, which the boy insisted he use before bathing, was not as awful as Chris had
expected. Located behind a wooden door in the bedroom it was a narrow closet, fitted with a stone
seat above a basin that drained into a pipe. Apparently, waste flowed down to the ground floor of
the castle, where it was renoved daily. The boy explained that each nmorning a servant flushed the
pi pe with scented water, then placed a fresh bouquet of sweet-snelling herbs in a clip on the
wal |l . So the odor was not objectionable. In fact, he thought ruefully, he'd snelled nuch worse in
airplane toilets.

And to top it all, these people w ped thenselves with strips of white Iinen! No, he thought,
things were not as he had expected.
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One advantage of being forced to sit there was that he was able to try speaking to the boy. The
boy was tolerant, and replied slowy to Chris, as if to an idiot. But this enabled Chris to hear
hi m before the earpiece translation, and he quickly discovered that imtation helped; if he
overcanme his enbarrassnent and enpl oyed the archaic phrases he had read in texts - many of which
the young boy hinmself used - then the boy understood himnuch nore easily. So Chris gradually fel

to saying "Methinks" instead of "I think," and "an" instead of "if," and "for sooth" instead of
"in truth.” And with each small change, the boy seened to understand him better
Chris was still sitting on the stool when Sir Daniel entered the room He brought neatly fol ded

clothes, rich and expensive-1ooking. He placed them on the bed.

"So, Christopher of Hewes. You have involved yourself with our clever beauty."

"She hath saved nine life." He pronounced it say-ved. And Sir Daniel seened to understand.

"I hope it will not cause you trouble."

"Tr oubl e?"

Sir Daniel sighed. "She tells ne, friend Chris, that you are gentle, yet not a knight. You are a
squi re?"

"In sooth, yes."

"A very old squire," Sir Daniel said. "What is your training at arns?"

"My training at arns . . ." Chris frowned. "Wll, | have, uh-"

"Have you any at all? Speak plain: Wat is your training?"

Chris decided he had better tell the truth. "In sooth, I am- | mean, trained - in ny studies - as
a scholar.”

"A schol ar?" The old nman shook his head, inconprehending. "Escolie? Esne discipulus? Studesne sub
magi stro?" You study under a naster?

"Ita est." Even so.
"Ubi ?" Where?
"Uh . . . at, uh, Oxford."

"Oxford?" Sir Daniel snorted. "Then you have no business here, with such as ny Lady. Believe ne
when | say this is no place for a scolere. Let nme tell you how your circunstances now lie."

"Lord diver needs noney to pay his soldiers, and he has plundered all he can fromthe nearhby
towns. So now he presses Claire to marry, that he may gain his fee. Guy de Ml egant has tendered a
handsonme offer, very pleasing to Lord diver. But Guy is not wealthy, and he cannot rmake good on
his fee unless he nortgages part of my Lady's holdings. To this she will not accede. Many believe
that Lord Aiver and Guy have long since made a private agreenent - one to sell the Lady daire,
the other to sell her lands.”

Chri s sai d nothing.

"There is a further inpedinent to the match. C aire despi ses Ml egant, whom she suspects had a
hand i n her husband's death. GQuy was in attendance of CGeoffrey at the tinme of his death. Everyone
was surprised by the suddenness of his departure fromthis world. Geoffrey was a young and

vi gorous kni ght. Although his wounds were serious, he nmade steady recovery. No one knows the truth
of that day, yet there are runors - many runors - of poison.”

"I see," Chris said.

"Do you? | doubt it. For consider: ny Lady mght as well be a prisoner of Lord AQiver in this
castle. She may herself slip out, but she cannot secretly renmove her entire retinue. |If she
secretly departs and returns to England - which is her wish - Lord Aiver will take his revenge
agai nst me, and ot hers of her household. She knows this, and so she must stay.

"Lord Adiver wishes her to marry, and ny Lady devises stratagens to postpone it. It is true she is
clever. But Lord AOiver is not a patient man, and he will force the natter soon. Now, her only
hope lies there." Sir Daniel wal ked over and pointed out the w ndow

Chris cane to the wi ndow and | ooked.

Fromthis high wi ndow, he saw a view over the courtyard, and the battlements of the outer castle
wal | . Beyond he saw the roofs of the town, then the town wall, with guards wal ki ng the parapets.
Then fields and countryside stretching off into the distance.

Chris | ooked at Sir Daniel questioningly.

Sir Daniel said, "There, ny scolere. The fires."

He was pointing in the far distance. Squinting, Chris could just make out faint colums of snoke
di sappearing into the blue haze. It was at the limt of what he could see.

"That is the conpany of Arnaut de Cervole," Sir Daniel said. "They are encanped no nore than
fifteen mles distant. They will reach here in a day - two days at nost. Al knhowit."

"And Sir diver?"

"He knows his battle with Arnaut will be fierce."

"And yet he holds a tournanent-"
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"That is a matter of his honor," Sir Daniel said. "H's prickly honor. Certes, he would disband it,
if he could. But he does not dare. And herein |lies your hazard."

"My hazard?"

Sir Dani el sighed. He began pacing. "Dress you now, to neet ny Lord Aiver in proper fashion. |
shall try to avert the coning disaster."

The old man turned and wal ked out of the room Chris |ooked at the boy. He had stopped scrubbing
"What disaster?" he said

33:12:51

It was a peculiarity of nedieval scholarship in the twentieth century that there was not a single
contenporary picture that showed what the interior of a fourteenth-century castle | ooked |ike. Not
a painting, or an illumnated nmanuscript inmge, or a notebook sketch - there was nothing at al
fromthat time. The earliest imges of fourteenth-century life had actually been nmade in the
fifteenth century, and the interiors - and food, and costunes - they portrayed were correct for
the fifteenth century, not the fourteenth.

As a result, no nodern schol ar knew what furniture was used, how walls were decorated, or how
peopl e dressed and behaved. The absence of information was so conplete that when the apartnents of
King Edward | were excavated in the Tower of London, the reconstructed walls had to be left as
exposed pl aster, because no one could say what decorations m ght have been there.

This was al so why artists' reconstructions of the fourteenth century tended to show bl eak
interiors, roonms with bare walls and few furnishings - perhaps a chair, or a chest - but not nuch
el se. The very absence of contenporary inmagery was taken to inply a sparseness to life at that
tinme.

Al'l this flashed through Kate Erickson's mnd as she entered the great hall of Castelgard. What
she was about to see, no historian had ever seen before. She wal ked in, slipping through the
crowd, follow ng Marek. And she stared, stunned by the richness and the chaos displayed before
her .

The great hall sparkled |like an enornous jewel. Sunlight streamed through high wi ndows onto walls
that gleamed with tapestries laced with gold, so that refl ections danced on the red-and-gol d-
painted ceiling. One side of the roomwas hung with a vast patterned cloth: silver fleurs-de-lis
on a background of deep blue. On the opposite wall, a tapestry depicting a battle: knights
fighting in full regalia, their arnor silver, their surcoats blue and white, red and gold; their
fluttering banners threaded with gold.

At the end of the room stood a huge ornate fireplace, |arge enough for a person to walk into

wi t hout ducking, its carved nmantel pi ece gilded and shinmrering. In front of the fire stood a huge
wi cker screen, also gilded. And above the nantel hung a patterned tapestry of swans flying on a
field of lacy red and gold fl owers.

The roomwas inherently elegant, richly and beautifully executed - and rather fem nine, to nodern
eyes. Its beauty and refinenment stood in narked contrast to the behavior of the people in the
room which was noi sy, boisterous, crude.

In front of the fire was laid the high table, draped in white Iinen, with dishes of gold, al
heaped high with food. Little dogs scanpered across the table, hel ping thenselves to the food as
they liked - until the man in the center of the table swatted themaway with a curse

Lord diver de Vannes was about thirty, with small eyes set in a fleshy, dissolute face. His nouth
was permanently turned down in a sneer; he tended to keep his lips tight, since he was m ssing
several teeth. Hs clothes were as ornate as the room a robe of blue and gold, with a hi gh-necked
gold collar, and a fur hat. Hi s necklace consisted of blue stones each the size of a robin's egg
He wore rings on several fingers, huge oval gems in heavy gold settings. He stabbed with his knife
at food and ate noisily, grunting to his conpani ons.

But despite the el egant accoutrenments, the inpression he conveyed was of a dangerous petul ance -
his red-rimred eyes darted around the roomas he ate, alert to any insult, spoiling for a fight.
He was edgy and quick to strike; when one of the little dogs cane back to eat again, diver
unhesitatingly jabbed it inits rear with the point of his knife; the animl junped off and ran
yel pi ng and bl eeding fromthe room

Lord diver |aughed, w ped the dog's blood off the tip of his blade, and continued to eat.

The men seated at his table shared the joke. Fromthe | ook of them they were all soldiers,
Aiver's contenporaries, and all were elegantly dressed - though none matched the finery of their
| eader. And three or four women, young, pretty and bawdy, in tight-fitting dresses and with | oose,
wanton hair, giggling as their hands groped beneath the table, conpleted the scene.

Kate stared, and a word cane unbidden to her mnd: warlord. This was a nmedieval warlord, sitting
with his soldiers and their prostitutes in the castle he had captured.

A wooden staff banged on the floor, and a herald cried, "My Lord! Magi ster Edward de Johnes!"

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (90 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

Tur ni ng, she saw Johnston shoved through the crowd, toward the table at the front.

Lord diver |ooked up, wiping gravy fromhis jows with the back of his hand. "I bid you wel cone,
Magi ster Edwardus. Though | do not know if you are Magi ster or magicien."

"Lord diver," the Professor said, speaking in Cccitan. He gave a slight nod of the head.

"Magi ster, why so cool," diver said, pretending to pout. "You wound nme, you do. Wat have | done
to deserve this reserve? Are you displeased | brought you fromthe nonastery? You shall eat as
well here, | assure you. Better. Anyw se, the Abbot has no need of you - and | do."

Johnston stood erect, and did not speak

"You have nothing to say?" diver said, glaring at Johnston. His face darkened. "That wll
change, " he grow ed.

Johnston renmai ned unnovi ng, silent.

The nmonent passed. Lord Aiver seenmed to collect hinmself. He snmiled blandly. "But cone, come, |et
us not quarrel. Wth all courtesy and respect, | seek your counsel," Qiver said. "You are w se,
and | have much need of wi sdom- so these worthies tell ne." Guffaws at the table. "And | amtold
you can see the future.”

"No man sees that," Johnston said.

"Ch so? | think you do, Magister. And | pray you, see your own. | would not see a man of your

di stinction suffer nmuch. Know you how your nanesake, our |ate king, Edward the Foolish, net his
end? | see by your face that you do. Yet you were not anong those present in the castle. And
was." He smiled grimy and sat back in his chair. "There was never a mark upon his body."
Johnston nodded slowy. "His screans could be heard for niles.”

Kat e | ooked questioningly to Marek, who whispered, "They're tal king about Edward Il of England. He
was inprisoned and killed. H's captors didn't want any sign of foul play, so they stuck a tube up
his rectumand inserted a red-hot poker into his bowels until he died."

Kat e shivered.

"He was al so gay," Marek whispered, "so it was thought the nmanner of his execution denonstrated
great wit."

"I ndeed, his screanms were heard for mles,” Oiver was saying. "So think on it. You know many
things, and I would know them too. You are ny counselor, or you are not long for this world."
Lord Adiver was interrupted by a knight who slipped down the table and whispered in his ear. This
kni ght was richly dressed in maroon and gray, but he had the tough, weathered face of a

canpai gner. A deep scar, alnpost a welt, ran down his face fromforehead to chin and di sappeared
into his high collar. Aiver listened, and then said to him "Ch? You think so, Robert?"

At this, the scarred kni ght whi spered again, never taking his eyes off the Professor. Lord Qi ver
was al so staring at the Professor while he listened. "Well, we shall see,” Lord Oiver said.

The stocky knight continued to whisper, and diver nodded.

Standing in the crowd, Marek turned to the courtier beside himand, speaking in Cccitan, said,
"Pray, what worthy now has Sir Oiver's ear?"

"Faith, friend, that is Sir Robert de Kere."

"De Kere?" Marek said. "I do not know of him"
"He is newto the retinue, not yet in service a year, but he has found nmuch favor in Sir Oiver's
eyes."

"Ch so? Wiy is that?"
The man shrugged wearily, as if to say, Who knows why things happen at the high table? But he
answered, "Sir Robert has a martial disposition, and he has been a trusted adviser to Lord Qi ver

on matters of warfare." The man |l owered his voice. "But certes, | think he cannot be pleased to
see anot her advi ser, and one so em nent, before himnow "
"Ah," Marek said, nodding. "I understand."

Sir Robert did indeed seemto be pressing his case, whispering urgently, until finally Oiver made
a quick flicking sign with one hand, as if brushing away a nosquito. Instantly, the kni ght bowed
and stepped back, standing behind Sir Qi ver

diver said, "Mgister."

"My Lord."

"I aminfornmed that you know the nmethod of Geek Fire."

Standing in the crowmd, Marek snorted. He whispered to Kate, "No one knows that." And no one did.
G eek Fire was a fanous historical conundrum a devastating incendiary weapon fromthe sixth
century, the precise nature of which was debated by historians even now. No one knew what G eek
Fire really was, or how it was made

"Yes," Johnston said. "I know this method."

Marek stared. What was this? Cearly the Professor had recognized a rival, but this was a
dangerous gane to be playing. He would undoubtedly be asked to prove it.
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"You can yourself make Greek Fire?" diver said.

"My Lord, | can.”

"Ah." diver turned and shot a glance back at Sir Robert. It seened the trusted adviser had given
wong advice. diver turned back to the Professor

"I't will not be difficult," the Professor said, "if | have ny assistants."
So that's it, Marek thought. The Professor was making prom ses, in an attenpt to get them al
t oget her.

"Eh? Assistants? You have assistants?"

"l do, ny Lord, and-"

"Wel | of course they can assist you, Magister. And if they do not, we shall provide you whatever
hel p you need. Have no concern there. But what of Dew Fire - the fire of Nathos? You know it, as
wel | ?"

"I do, ny Lord."

"And by denonstration you will showit to nme?"

"Whenever you wish, nmy Lord."

"Very good, Magister. Very good." Lord diver paused, looking intently at the Professor. "And you
al so know the one secret that | wish to know above all others?"

"Sir diver, that secret | do not know "

"You do! And you will answer ne!" he shouted, banging down a goblet. Hi s face was bright red, the
vei ns standi ng out on his forehead; his voice echoed in the hall, which had gone suddenly silent.
"I will have your answer this day!" One of the snmall dogs on the table cringed; with the back of
hi s hand, he smacked it, sending it yelping to the floor. Wien the girl beside himstarted to
protest, he swore and sl apped her hard across the face, the bl ow knocking her, chair and all, on
her back. The girl did not nmake a sound, or nove. She remained notionless, her feet up in the air.
"Ch, | amwothed! | amsore wothed!" Lord Aiver snarled, standing up. He | ooked around him
angrily, his hand on his sword, his eyes sweeping the great hall, as if seeking sonme culprit.
Everyone inside the hall was silent, unnoving, staring down at their feet. It was as if the room
had suddenly becone a still life, in which only Lord Aiver noved. He puffed in fury, finally took
out his sword, and crashed the blade down on the table. Plates and goblets junped and clattered,
the sword buried in the wood.

Aiver glared at the Professor, but he was gaining control, his fury passing. "Mugister, you wll
do ny bidding!" he cried. Then he nodded to the guards. "Take himaway, and give himcause to
meditate."

Roughl y, guards grabbed the Professor and haul ed hi mback through the silent crowds. Kate and

Mar ek stepped aside as he passed, but the Professor did not see them

Lord Aiver glared at the silent room "Be seated and be nmerry," he snarled, "before |l amin
temper!”

I mredi ately, the nusicians began to play, and the noise of the crowd filled the hall.

Soon after, Robert de Kere hurried out of the room follow ng the Professor. Marek thought that
departure nmeant nothing good. He nudged Kate, indicating that they should follow de Kere. They
were nmoving toward the door when the herald' s staff banged on the floor.

"My Lord! The Lady Caire d' Eltham and Squire Christopher de Hewes."

They paused. "Hell," Marek said.

A beautiful young woman canme into the hall, with Chris Hughes wal king at her side. Chris was now
wearing rich, courtly clothes. He | ooked very distinguished - and very confused.

St andi ng besi de Kate, Marek tapped his ear and whispered, "Chris. As long as you're in this room
don't speak, and don't act. Do you understand?"

Chris nodded slightly.

"Behave as if you don't understand anything. It shouldn't be difficult."

Chris and the wonan passed through the crowd and wal ked directly to the high table, where Lord

A iver watched her approach with open annoyance. The worman saw it, dipped |ow, and stayed there,
close to the ground, head bowed in subm ssion

"Conme, cone," Lord Aiver said irritably, waving a drunstick. "This obsecration ill-suits you."
"My Lord." She rose to her feet.

Aiver snorted. "And what have you dragged in with you today? Another dazzl ed conquest ?"

"If it please nmy Lord, | present you Christopher of Hewes, a squire of Eire, who saved ne from
villains who woul d have ki dnapped ne today, or worse."

"Eh? Villains? Kidnapped?" Amused, Lord Oiver |ooked down the table at his knights. "Sir GQuy?
What say you?"

A dar k-conpl ected man stood angrily. Sir GQuy de Ml egant was dressed entirely in black - black
chain mail and a black surcoat, with a black eagl e enbroidered on his chest. "My Lord, | fear ny
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Lady amuses hersel f at our expense. She knows full well | set nmy nen to save her, seeing that she
was alone and in distress."” Sir Guy wal ked toward Chris, glaring at him "It is this man, ny Lord,
who placed her at risk of her life. I cannot think she now defends him except as display of her

unconmon wt."

"Eh?" diver said. "Wt? My Lady Claire, what wit is here?"

The wonman shrugged. "Only the witless, ny Lord, see wit where none is wit."

The dark knight snorted. "Quick words, to quick conceal what |lies beneath." Ml egant wal ked up to
Chris, until they were standing face to face, inches apart. He stared intensely as he slowy,

del i berately began to take off his chain-nmail glove. "Squire Christopher, is it how you are
cal | ed?"

Chris said nothing, only nodded.

Chris was terrified. Trapped in a situation he did not understand, standing in a roomfull of

bl oodthirsty soldiers, no better than a bunch of street-corner thugs, and facing this dark, angry
man whose breath stank of rotting teeth, garlic and wine - it was all he could do to keep his
knees from shaki ng.

Through his earpiece, he heard Marek say, "Don't speak - no natter what."

Sir Quy squinted at him "I asked of you a question, squire. WIIl you answer?" He was still taking
off his glove, and Chris felt sure he was about to hit himwth his bare fist.

Marek said, "Don't speak."

Chris was only too happy to follow that advice. He took a deep breath, trying to control hinself.
H's | egs were tremul ous, rubbery. He felt as if he might collapse in front of this man. He did his
best to steady hinself. Another deep breath.

Sir Quy turned to the wonan. "Madam does he speak, your savior squire? O nerely sigh?"

"If it please Sir GQuy, he is of foreign parts, and often does not conprehend our tongue."

"Dic mhi nonen tuum scutari." Tell ne your nane.

"Nor Latin, |I fear, Sir GQuy."

Mal egant | ooked di sgusted. "Conmodi ssine. Mst convenient, this dunb squire, for we cannot ask how
he cones here, and for what purpose. This Irish squire is far fromhone. And yet he is not a
pilgrim He is not in service. Wat is he? Wiy is he here? See how he trenbles. Wat can he fear?
Not hing fromus, ny Lord - unless he be the creature of Arnaut, cone to see howthe land |ies.
This woul d make hi m dunb. A coward woul d not dare speak."

Mar ek whi spered, "Do not respond. . . ."

Mal egant poked Chris hard on the chest. "So, cowardly squire, | call you spy and scoundrel, and
not man enough to admt your true cause. | would have contenpt for you, were you not beneath it."
The knight finished removing his glove, and with a di sgusted shake of his head, he dropped it on
the floor. The chain-mail glove Ianded with a clunk on Chris's toes. Sir Quy turned insolently
away and started back to the table.
Everyone in the roomwas staring at Chris.
Beside him Caire whispered, "The gl ove.
He gl anced at her sideways.

"The gl ove!"

What about the gl ove? he wondered, as he bent over and picked it up. It was heavy in his hand. He
held the glove out to Claire, but she had already turned away, saying, "Knight, the squire has
accepted your chall enge."

Chris thought, What chall enge?

Sir Quy said imedi ately, "Three | ances untipped, a outrance."

Mar ek said, "You poor bastard. Do you know what you just did?"

Sir Guy turned to Lord Aiver at the high table. "My Lord, | pray you let the day's tourney begin
with our challenge conbat."

"So it shall be," diver said.

Sir Daniel slipped forward through the cromd and bowed. "My Lord Adiver, ny niece carries this
jest too far, with unworthy result. It may amuse her to see Sir @iy, a knight of renown, provoked
into conbat with a nere squire, and so dishonored by the doing. But it ill-serves Sir Quy to be
taken in by her ruse."

"I's this so?" Lord AQiver said, |ooking at the dark knight.

Sir GQuy Mal egant spat on the floor. "A squire? Mark nme, this is no squire. Here is a knight in

hi di ng, a knave and a spy. His deceit shall have its reward. | will contest himthis day."
Sir Daniel said, "If it please ny Lord, | think it is not nmeet. Sooth he is a squire only, of
little training at arns, and no match for your worthy knight."

Chris was still trying to understand what was goi ng on, when Marek stepped forward, speaking

fluently in a foreign | anguage that sounded sonmething |ike French, but not exactly. He guessed it
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was Cccitan. Chris heard the translation in his earpiece.

"My Lord," Marek said, bowi ng smoothly, "this worthy gentleman speaks truth. Squire Christopher is
my conpanion, but he is no warrior. In fairness, | ask you to allow Christopher to nane a chanpi on
in his stead, to neet this challenge."

"Eh? Chanpi on? What chanpion? | do not know you."

Chris saw that Lady Claire was staring at Marek with unconceal ed interest. He returned a brief

gl ance before speaking to diver

"Please ny Lord, | amSir André de Marek, late of Hainaut. | offer nyself as his chanpion, and God
willing, | shall give good account with this noble knight."

Lord diver rubbed his chin, thinking

Seei ng his indecision, Sir Daniel pressed forward. "My Lord, to begin your tourney wth unequa
conbat does not enhance the day, nor nake it nenorable in the mnds of men. | think de Marek will
give better sport.”

Lord diver turned back to Marek to see what he would say to that.

"My Lord," Marek said, "if ny friend Christopher is a spy, then so aml. In defamng him Sir CQuy
has defanmed ne as well, and | beg | eave to defend ny good nane."

Lord Aiver seened entertained by this new conplication. "How say you, Quy?"

"Faith," the dark knight said, "I grant you this de Marek may be a worthy second, if his arm has
the skill of his tongue. But as a second, it is neet he fight my second, Sir Charles de Gaune."

A tall man stood at the end of the table. He had a pale face, a flat nose and pink eyes; he
resenbled a pit bull. Hs tone was contenptuous as he said, "I shall be second, with pleasure."

Marek nade one final attenpt. "So," he said, "it appears Sir CQuy is afraid to fight ne first."

At this, the Lady Claire openly smled at Marek. She was clearly interested in him And it seened
to annoy Sir Cuy.

"I fear no man," Quy said, "least of all a Hainauter. If you survive my second - which I rmuch
doubt - then | will gladly fight you after, and bring your insolence to an end."

"So be it," Lord Adiver said, and turned away. Hi s tone indicated that the discussion was ended.
32:16:01

The horses wheel ed and charged, racing past each other on the grassy field. The ground shook as
the big animals thundered past Marek and Chris, who were standing at the | ow fence, watching the
practice runs. To Chris, the tournament field was huge - the size of a football field - and on two
sides, the stands had been conpl eted, and | adi es were beginning to be seated. Spectators fromthe

countrysi de, roughly dressed and noisy, lined the rail

Anot her pair of riders charged, their horses snorting as they gall oped. Marek said, "How well do
you ride?"

He shrugged. "I rode with Sophie."

"Then | think | can keep you alive, Chris," Marek said. "But you nust do exactly as |I tell you."
"All right."

"So far, you haven't been doing what | tell you," Marek remnded him "This tine, you nust."
"Ckay, okay."

"Al'l you have to do," Marek said, "is stay nounted on the horse | ong enough to take the hit. Sir
GQuy will have no choice but to aimfor the chest when he sees how badly you ride, because the
chest is the largest and steadiest target on a galloping rider. | want you to take his | ance

square on the chest, on the breastplate. You understand?"

"I take his lance on the chest,"” Chris said, |ooking very unhappy.

"When the lance strikes you, let yourself to be unseated. It shouldn't be difficult. Fall to the
ground and do not nbve, so you appear to have been knocked unconsci ous. Wi ch you may be. Under no
circunstances get to your feet. Do you understand?”

"Don't get to nmy feet."

"That's right. No matter what happens, you continue to lie there. If Sir GQuy has unhorsed you, and
you are unconscious, the match is over. But if you get up, he will call for another |ance, or he
will fight you on foot with broadswords, and kill you."

"Don't get up," Chris repeated.

"That's right," Marek said. "No nmatter what. Don't get up." He clapped Chris on the shoul der

"Wth luck, you'll survive just fine."

"Jesus," Chris said.

More horses charged past them shaking the ground.

Leaving the field behind, they passed anong the nmany tents arranged outside the tournanent ground.
The tents were small and round, boldly colored with stripes and zi gzag desi gns. Pennants ri ppl ed
in the air above each tent. Horses were tied up outside. Pages and squires scurried to and fro,
carrying arnor, saddles, hay, water. Several pages were rolling barrels over the ground. The

file:/l/F|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt (94 of 192) [1/14/03 11:11:04 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Micheal%20Crigton/Timeline.txt

barrel s made a soft hissing sound.

"That's sand," Marek explained. "They roll the chain mail in sand to renove rust."

"Uh-huh." Chris tried to focus on details, to take his mnd off what was to cone. But he felt as
if he were going to his own execution

They entered a tent where three pages were waiting. A warnmng fire burned in one corner; the arnor
was laid out on a ground cloth. Marek inspected it briefly, then said, "It's fine." He turned to
| eave.

"\Where are you goi ng?"

"To another tent, to dress.”

"But | don't know how"

"The pages will dress you," Marek said, and left.

Chris | ooked at the arnmor lying in pieces on the ground, especially at the helnmet, which had one
of those pointy snouts, |like a large duck. There was only a little slit for the eyes. But beside
it was another helnmet, nore ordi nary-1ooking, and Chris thought that-

"Good ny squire, if it please you." The head page, slightly older and better dressed than the
others, was talking to him He was a boy of about fourteen. "I pray you stand here." He pointed to
the center of the tent.

Chris stood, and he felt many hands novi ng over his body. They quickly renoved all his clothes
down to his linen undershirt and shorts, and then there were murnurs of concern as they saw his

body.

"Have you been sick, squire?" one asked.

“Uh, no. . . ."

"A fever or an illness, to so weaken your body, as we see it now?"

"No," Chris said, frowning

They began to dress him saying nothing. First, thick felt |eggings, and then a heavily padded

| ong- sl eeved undershirt that buttoned at the front. They told himto bend his arnms. He could
hardly do it, the cloth was so thick

"It is stiff fromwashing, but it will soon be easier,"” one said.

Chris didn't think so. Jesus, he thought, | can hardly nove, and they haven't put on the arnor
yet. Now they were strapping plates of netal on his thighs, calves and knees. Then they continued
with his arns. As each piece went on, they asked himto nove his linbs, to be sure the straps were
not too tight.

Next a coat of chain mail was |owered over his head. It felt heavy on his shoul ders. Wile the
breastplate was being tied in place, the head page asked a series of questions, none of which
Chris could answer.

"Do you sit high, or in cantle?"

"WIIl you couch your lance, or rest it?"

"Do you tie-brace the high ponmel, or sit free?"

"Set your stirrups |ow, or forward?"

Chris made noncomm ttal noi ses. Meanwhile, nore pieces of arnmor were added, with nore questions.
"Fl ex sabaton or firn®"

"Vanbrace guard or side plate?"

"Broadsword | eft or right?"

"Basci net beneath your helm or no?"

He felt increasingly burdened as nore wei ght was added, and increasingly stiff as each joint was
encased in netal. The pages worked quickly, and in a matter of mnutes he was entirely dressed.
They stepped away and surveyed him

" '"Tis good, squire?"

"It is," he said.

"Now the helm" He was already wearing a kind of metal skullcap, but now they brought over the
poi nty-snout hel net and placed it over his head. Chris was plunged into darkness, and he felt the
hel net's weight on his shoulders. He could see nothing except what was strai ght ahead, through a
hori zontal eye slit.

Hi s heart began to pound. There was no air. He couldn't breathe. He tugged at the hel net, trying
tolift the visor, but it did not nove. He was trapped. He heard his breathing, amplified in the
metal. His hot breath warned the tight confines of the helnmet. He was suffocating. There was no
air. He grabbed at the helnet, struggling to renove it.

The pages lifted it off his head and | ooked at hi mcuriously.

"I's all well, squire?"

Chri s coughed, and nodded, not trusting hinself to speak. He never wanted that thing on his head
again. But already they were |eading himout of the tent, to a waiting horse.
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Jesus Christ, he thought.

This horse was gigantic, and covered in nore netal than he was. There was a decorated plate over
the head, and nore plates on the chest and sides. Even in arnor, the aninal was junpy and high-
spirited, snorting and jerking at the reins the page held. This was a true warhorse, a destrier
and it was far nore spirited than any horse he had ever ridden before. But that was not what
concerned him Wat concerned himwas the size - the damm horse was so big, he couldn't see over
it. And the wooden saddl e was raised, nmaking it still higher. The pages were all |ooking at him
expectantly. Waiting for him To do what? Probably to clinb up.

"How do I, uh. . . ."

They bl|nked surprised The head page stepped forward and said snoothly, "Place your hand here,
squire, on the wood and sw ng up. .
Chris extended his hand, but he could barely reach the pommel, a rectangle of carved wood in the
front of the saddle. He closed his fingers around the wood, then raised his knee and slipped his
foot in the stirrup.

"Un | think your left foot, squire.”

O course. Left foot. He knew that; he was just tense and confused. He kicked the stirrup to get
his right foot free. But the arnor had caught on the stirrup; he bent forward awkwardly and used
his hand to tug the stirrup free. It still was stuck. Finally, at the moment of release, he |ost
his balance and fell on his back near the horse's rear hooves. The horrified pages quickly dragged
hi m cl ear.

They got himto his feet, and then they all helped himto mount. He felt hands pressing agai nst
his buttocks as he rose shakily into the air, swng his foot over - Jesus, that was hard - and

| anded with a clank in the saddle.

Chris | ooked down at the ground, far below. He felt as if he were ten feet in the air. As soon as
he was nounted, the horse began to whinny and shake its head, turning sideways and snappi ng at
Hughes's legs in the stirrups. He thought, This danmm horse is trying to bite ne.

Reins, squire! Reins! You nust rein him"

Chris tugged at the reins. The enornous horse paid no attention, pulling hard, still trying to
bite him

"Show him squire! Strongly!"

Chris yanked the reins so sharply, he thought he'd break the aninal's neck. At this, the horse
merely gave a final snort and faced forward, suddenly cal ned.

"Well done, squire."

Trunpets sounded, several |ong notes.

"That is the first call to arns," the page said. "W nust to the tourney field."

They took the horse's reins and led Chris toward the grassy field.

36: 02: 00
It was one in the norning. Frominside his office at 1 TC, Robert Doni ger stared down at the
entrance to the cave, illumnated in the night by the flashing |lights of six anbul ances parked al

around. He listened to the crackle of the paranedic radi os and wat ched the people | eaving the
tunnel . He saw Gordon wal king out with that new kid, Stern. Neither of them appeared to have been
hurt.

He saw Kraner reflected in the glass of the wi ndow as she entered the room behind him She was
slightly out of breath. Wthout |ooking back at her, he said, "How nany were injured?"

"Si x. Two sonewhat seriously.”

"How seriously?

" Shrapnel wounds. Burns fromtoxic inhalation."

"Then they'll have to go to UH " He nmeant University Hospital, in Al buquerque.

"Yes," Kraner said. "But |'ve briefed them about what they can say. Lab accident, all that. And |
called Wiittle at UH, rem nded himof our last donation. | don't think there'll be a problem"
Doni ger stared out the wi ndow. "There mght be," he said.

"The PR people can handle it."

"Maybe not," Doni ger said.

In recent years, ITC had built a publicity unit of twenty-six people around the world. Their job
was not to get publicity for the conpany, but rather to deflect it. ITC, they explained to anyone
who inquired, was a conpany that made superconducti ng quantum devi ces for magnetoneters and

nmedi cal scanners. These devices consisted of a conpl ex el ectro-nechani cal el enent about six inches
I ong. Press handouts were stupefyingly boring, dense with quantum specifications.

For the rare reporter who remained interested, |ITC enthusiastically scheduled a tour of their New
Mexico facility. Reporters were taken to selected research labs. Then, in a |large assenbly room
they were shown how the devices were nade - the gradioneter coils fitted into the cryostat, the
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superconducting shield and el ectrical |eads outside. Explanations referred to the Maxwell
equations and electric charge notion. Al nost invariably, reporters abandoned their stories. In the

words of one, "It's about as conpelling as an assenbly line for hair dryers.”
In this way, Doniger had nanaged to keep silent about the npbst extraordinary scientific discovery
of the late twentieth century. In part, his silence was self-preservation: other conpanies, like

I BM and Fujitsu, had started their own quantum research, and even though Doni ger had a four-year
head start on them it was in his interest that they not know exactly how far he had gone.

He al so was aware that his plan was not yet conpl eted, and he needed secrecy to finish. As he
himsel f often said, grinning like a kid, "If people knew what we were up to, they'd really want to
stop us."

But at the sane tine, Doniger knew that he could not nmaintain the secrecy forever. Sooner or

| ater, perhaps by accident, it was all going to come out. And when that happened, it was up to him
to manage it.

The question in Doniger's mnd was whether it was happeni ng now.

He watched as the ambul ances pull ed out, sirens whining.

"Think about it," he said to Kraner. "Two weeks ago, this conpany was buttoned down tight. Qur
only problemwas that French reporter. Then we had Traub. That depressed ol d bastard put our whole
conmpany in jeopardy. Traub's death brought that cop from Gallup, who's still nosing around. Then
Johnston. Then his four students. And now six techs going to the hospital. It's getting to be a

| ot of people out there, Diane. A lot of exposure."”

"You think it's getting away fromus," she said.

"Possibly,"” he said. "But not if |I can help it. Especially since |I've got three potential board
menbers com ng day after tonorrow. So let's button it back down."

She nodded. "I really think we can handle this."

"Ckay," he said, turning away fromthe wi ndow. "See that Stern goes to bed in one of the spare
roonms. Make sure he gets sleep, and put a block on the phone. Tonorrow, | want Gordon sticking to
himlike glue. Gve hima tour of the place, whatever. But stay with him | want a conference cal
with the PR people tonmorrow at eight. | want a briefing about the transit pad at nine. And | want

those nedia dipshits at noon. Call everybody now, so they can get ready."

"Right," she said.

"I may not be able to keep this under control," Doniger said, "but I'msure as hell going to try."
He frowned at the glass, watching the people clustered outside the tunnel in the dark. "How | ong
until they can go back in the cave?"

"Ni ne hours."”

"And then we can nmount a rescue operation? Send anot her team back?"

Kraner coughed. "Well "

"Are you sick? O does that nmean no?"

"Al'l the machines were destroyed in the explosion, Bob," she said.

"Al'l of then"

"l think so, yes.™

"Then all we can do is rebuild the pad, and sit on our asses to see if they cone back in one

pi ece?"

"Yes. That's right. W have no way to rescue them"

"Then let's hope they know their stuff," Doniger said, "because they're on their own. Good fucking
luck to them"

31: 40: 44

Through the narrow slit of his helnet visor, Chris Hughes could see that the tournanent stands
were filled - alnost entirely with ladies - and the railings crowded with conmoners ten deep
Everyone was shouting for the tournanent to begin. Chris was now at the east end of the field,
surrounded by his pages, trying to control the horse, which seenmed upset by the shouting crowd and
had begun to buck and rear. The pages tried to hand hima striped | ance, which was absurdly | ong
and ungainly in his hand. Chris took it, then funbled it as the horse snorted and stonped beneath
hi m

Beyond the barrier, he saw Kate standi ng anong the commoners. She was smiling encouragenent at
him but the horse kept twi sting and turning, so he could not return her gaze.

And not far off, he saw the arnmored figure of Marek, surrounded by pages.

As Chris's horse turned again - why didn't the pages grab the reins? - he saw the far end of the
field, where Sir Guy de Mal egant sat calmy on his nmount. He was pulling on his black-plumed

hel net .

Chris's horse bucked once nore and turned himin circles. He heard nore trunpets, and the
spectators all |ooked toward the stands. He was dimy aware that Lord Adiver was taking his seat,
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to scattered appl ause.

Then the trunpets bl ared again.

"Squire, it is your signal," a page said, handing himthe | ance once nore. This tinme, he managed
to hold it long enough to rest it in a notch on his pommel, so that it crossed the horse's back
and pointed ahead to his left. Then the horse spun, and the pages yelled and scattered as the

| ance swung in an arc over their heads.

More trunpets.

Hardly able to see, Chris tugged at his reins, trying to get the horse under control. He glinpsed
Sir Guy at the far end of the field, just watching, his horse perfectly still. Chris wanted to get
it over with, but his horse was wild. Angry and frustrated, he yanked hard at the reins one final
tinme. "Goddamm it, go, wll you?"

At this, the horse snapped his head up and down in two swift notions. The ears went flat.

And he charged

Mar ek wat ched the charge tensely. He had not told Chris everything; there was no point in
frightening himany nore than necessary. But certainly Sir Guy would try to kill Chris, which
meant he would aimhis lance for the head. Chris was bouncing wildly in the saddle, his |ance
jerking up and down, his body swaying fromside to side. He nade a poor target, but if Quy was
skilled - and Marek had no doubt that he was - then he would still aimfor the head, risking a

m ss on the first pass in order to nake the fatal hit.

He watched Chris jolt down the field, precariously hanging in the saddl e. And he watched Sir Cuy
charging toward him in perfect control, body |eaning forward, |ance couched in the crook of the
arm

Well, Marek thought, there was at |east a chance that Chris would survive.

Chris could not see nmuch of anything. Lurching wildly in the saddle, he had only blurred views of
the stands, the ground, the other rider coming toward him Fromhis brief glinpses, he could not
estimate how far away GQuy was, or how long until the inpact. He heard the thundering hoof beats of
his horse, the rhythmc snorting breath. He bounced in the saddle and tried to hold on to his

| ance. Everything was taking nmuch | onger than he expected. He felt as if he had been riding this
horse for an hour

At the | ast nonent, he saw Quy very close, rushing up to himat frightful speed, and then his own
| ance recoiled in his hand, slaming painfully into his right side, and sinultaneously he felt a
sharp pain in his left shoul der and an inpact that tw sted himsideways in the saddl e, and he
heard the crack! of splintering wood.

The crowd roared.

Hi s horse raced onward, to the far end of the field. Chris was dazed. What had happened? H's
shoul der burned fiercely. H's |lance had been snapped in two.

And he was still sitting in the saddle.

Shit.

Mar ek wat ched unhappily. It was bad |uck; the inpact had been too glancing to unseat Chris. Now
they woul d have to charge another tine. He glanced over at Sir Quy, who was cursing as he pulled a
fresh lance fromthe hands of the pages, wheeling his horse, preparing to charge again.

At the far end of the field, Chris was again trying to get control of his new |ance, which swing
wildly in the air like a nmetronone. At |last he brought it down across the saddle, but the horse
was still tw sting and bucki ng.

Quy was humiliated and angry. He was inpatient, and did not wait. Kicking his spurs, he charged
down the field.

You bastard, Marek thought.

The crowd roared in surprise at the one-sided attack. Chris heard it, and saw that Guy was al ready

gal loping toward himat full speed. His own horse was still twisting and unruly. He jerked on the
reins and at that nonment heard a thwack as one of the groons whipped his horse on the hind-
quarters.

The horse whinnied. The ears flattened.

He charged down the field.

The second charge was worse - because this tine, he knew what was com ng

The inmpact slamred him streaking pain across his chest, as he was lifted bodily up into the air.
Everyt hi ng becanme sl ow. He saw the saddl e noving away fromhim then the horse's rear flanks
reveal ed as he slid away, and then he was tilted back, staring up at sky.

He snashed onto the ground, flat on his back. H s head cl anged agai nst the helnet. He saw bri ght
bl ue spots, which spread and grew | arger, then becane gray. He heard Marek in his ear: "Now stay
there! ™

Sonewhere he heard distant trunpets as the world faded gently, easily into bl ackness.
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At the far end of the course, Guy was wheeling his horse to prepare for another charge, but

al ready the trunpets had sounded for the next pair.

Marek | owered his | ance, kicked his horse, and galloped forward. He saw his opposite, Sir Charles
de Gaune, racing toward him He heard the steady runble of the horse, the building roar of the
crowd - they knew this would be good - as he raced forward. This horse was running incredibly
fast. Sir Charles charged forward, equally fast.

According to the nedieval texts, the great challenge of the joust was not to carry the | ance, or
to aimit at this target or that. The challenge was to hold the line of the charge and not to veer
away fromthe inpact - not to give in to the panic that swept over nearly every rider as he
gal | oped toward his opponent.

Marek had read the old texts, but now he suddenly understood them he felt shivery and | ocose, weak
in his linmbs, his thighs trenbling as he squeezed his nount. He forced hinself to concentrate, to
focus, to line up his lance with Sir Charles. But the tip of his | ance whi pped up and down as he
charged. He raised it fromthe pommel, couched it in the crook of his arm Steadier. H s breathing
was better. He felt his strength return. He lined up. Eighty yards now.

Char gi ng hard.

He saw Sir Charles adjust his lance, angling it upward. He was going for the head. O was it a
feint? Jousting riders were known to change their aimat the |last monment. Wuld he?

Si xty yards

The head strike was risky if both riders were not aiming for it. A straight lance to the torso
woul d i mpact a fraction of a second sooner than a lance to the head: it was a matter of the
angles. The first inpact would nove both riders, nmaking the head strike |less certain. But a
skill ed knight m ght extend his lance farther forward, taking it out of couched position, to get
six or eight inches of extra length, and thus the first inpact. You had to have enornmous arm
strength to absorb the instant of inpact, and control the lance as it socked back, so the horse
woul d bear the brunt; but you were nore likely to throw off the opponent's aimand tinng.

Fifty yards.

Sir Charles still held his |ance high. But now he couched it, leaning forward in the saddle. He
had nmore control of the |ance now. Wuld he feint again?

Forty yards.

There was no way to know. Marek decided to go for the chest strike. He put his lance in position
He woul d not nove it again.

Thirty yards.

He heard the thunder of hooves, the roar of the crowd. The nedi eval texts warned, "Do not close
your eyes at the noment of inpact. Keep your eyes open to nake the hit."

Twenty yards

H s eyes were open

Ten.

The bastard raised his | ance

He was going for the head.

| npact .

The crack of wood sounded |ike a gunshot. Marek felt a pain in his left shoul der, stabbing upward
and hard. He rode on to the end of the course, dropped his shattered | ance, extended his hand out
for another. But the pages were just staring at the field behind him

Looki ng back, he saw that Sir Charles was down, |ying on the ground, not mnoving.

And then he saw Sir Guy pranci ng and wheeling around Chris's fallen body. That would be his
solution, Marek thought. He'd tranple Chris to death.

Marek turned and drew his sword. He held it high

Wth a howl of rage, Marek spurred his horse down the field.

The crowd screaned and pounded the railings like a drunbeat. Sir Guy turned, and he saw Marek
com ng. He | ooked back down at Chris, and kicked his horse, making it nove sideways to stonp him
"Fie! Fie!" the crowd shouted, and even Lord Aiver was on his feet, aghast.

But then Marek had reached Sir Guy, unable to stop his charge but sweeping past him shouting,
"Asshol e" as he struck Quy's head with the flat of his sword. He knewit wouldn't hurt him but it
was an insulting blow, and it woul d nake hi m abandon Chris. Wiich it did.

Sir Guy imediately turned away from Chris as Marek reined up, holding his sword. Sir Guy pulled
his sword fromthe sheath and swung viciously, the blade whistling in the air. It clanged off
Marek' s bl ade. Marek felt his own sword vibrate in his hand with the inpact. Marek | ashed out in a
backswi ng, going for the head. Guy parried; the horses wheel ed; the swords cl anged, again and
agai n.

The battle had begun. And in sone detached part of his mind, Marek knew that this would be a fight
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to the death.

Kate watched the battle fromthe railing. Marek was hol ding his own, and his physical strength was
superior, but it was easy to see that he did not have the expertise of Sir Guy. H s swi ngs were
wi l der, his body position | ess sure. He seened to know it, and so did Sir Quy, who kept backing
his horse away, trying to open space for full swings. For his part, Marek pressed cl oser, keeping
the di stance between themtight, like a fighter staying in the clinch

But Marek could not do it forever, she saw. Sooner or later, Guy would get enough distance, if
only for a nonent, and nmake a | ethal bl ow

Marek's hair was soaked with sweat inside the helnmet. Stinging drops dripped into his eyes. He
could do nothing about it. He shook his head, trying to clear his vision. It didn't help nuch.
Soon he was gasping for breath. Through the slit of the helnet, Sir Quy appeared tirel ess and

i mpl acabl e, always on the attack, swi nging repeatedly in a sure, practiced rhythm Marek knew t hat
he had to do sonething soon, before he becane too tired. He had to break the knight's rhythm

H s right hand, holding the sword, already burned from constant exertion. H s |left hand was
strong. Wiy not use his left hand?

It was worth a try

Spurring his horse, Marek noved closer, until they were chest to chest. He waited until he had

bl ocked one swing with his own sword, and then with the heel of his |eft hand, he punched upward
at Sir Quy's helnmet. The hel met snapped back; he felt the satisfying thunk as Guy's head struck
the front of the hel net.

I medi ately, Marek flipped his sword over and slamed the butt of the handl e agai nst Guy's hel net.
There was a loud clang, and Guy's body jerked in the saddle. H s shoul ders sl unped nmonmentarily.
Marek struck agai n, banged the hel met harder. He knew he was hurting him

But not enough.

Too late, he saw Guy's sword hiss in a broad arc, toward his back. Marek felt the brutal sting
like a whip across his shoulders. Did the chain mail hold? WAs he hurt? He could still nove his
arms. He swung his own bl ade hard agai nst the back of Guy's helmet. Guy did nothing to ward off
the blow, which rang |like a gong. He nust be dazed, Marek thought.

Mar ek swung agai n, then wheel ed his horse, com ng around; and he swung broadly for the neck. Quy
bl ocked it, but the force of the inpact knocked hi mbackward. Reeling, he slid sideways in the
saddl e, grabbed for the pommel, but could not prevent his fall to the ground.

Marek turned, started to disnmount. The crowd roared again; |ooking back, he saw that Guy had | eapt
easily to his feet, his injuries a sham He swung his blade at Marek while he was stil

di snounting. Marek, with one foot still raised in the stirrup, parried awkwardly, sonmehow got
clear of his horse, and then swng back. Sir GQuy was strong, sure of hinself.

Marek realized his situation was now worse than before. He attacked fiercely, but Guy backed up
easily, his footwork practiced and qui ck. Marek was gaspi ng and wheezing inside his helnet; he was
sure @uy could hear it, and would know what it meant.

Mar ek was wearing down.

Al Sir Guy had to do was keep backi ng away, until Marek exhausted hinself.

Unl ess .

Of tothe left, Chris obediently still lay flat on his back

Marek swung at Quy, moving to the right with every stroke. Guy continued to nove lightly away. But
now Marek was driving himback - toward Chris.

Chris awke slowy to the clang of swords. G oggy, he took stock. He was |lying on his back
staring at blue sky. But he was alive. Wiat had happened? He turned his head inside his black
helmet. Wth just a narrow slit for vision, it was hot and stuffy and cl austrophobic.

He began to feel sick

The sensation of nausea built quickly. He didn't want to throw up inside the helnmet. It was too
tight around his head; he would drown in his own puke. He had to get his helnet off. Still |ying
there, he reached up and grabbed the helnmet with both hands.

He tugged at it.

It didn't budge. Why? Had they tied it on hin? Was it because he was |yi ng down?

He was going to throw up. In the dam hel net.

Jesus.

Frantic, he rolled on the ground.

Marek swung his sword desperately. Behind Sir Guy, he saw Chris begin to nove. Marek woul d have
shouted to himto stay where he was, but he had no breath to speak

Mar ek swung agai n, and again.

Now Chris was pulling at his helmet, trying to get it off. Guy was still ten yards from Chris.
Danci ng backward, enjoying hinmself, parrying Marek's bl ows easily.
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Mar ek knew he was alnpst at the limts of his strength now H s swings were increasingly weak. GQuy
was still strong, still snooth. Just backing and parrying. Waiting for his chance.

Fi ve yards.

Chris had rolled over on his stomach, and he was now getting up. He was on all fours. Hanging his
head. Then there was a | oud retching sound.

Quy heard it, too, turned his head a little to | ook-

Mar ek charged, butted himin the breastplate with his head, and CGuy staggered backward, fell over
Chris, and went down.

Mal egant rolled quickly on the ground, but Marek was on him stanping on Guy's right hand to pin
the sword down, then swinging his other I eg over to pin the opposite shoulder. Marek held his
sword high, ready to plunge it down.

The crowd fell silent.

GQuy did not nove.

Slowy, Marek |l owered his sword, cut the laces to Guy's helmet, and pushed it back with the tip of
his bl ade. Guy's head was now exposed. Marek saw he was bleeding freely fromhis left ear

GQuy glared at him and spat.

Marek raised his sword again. He was filled with rage, stinging sweat, burning arns, vision red
with fury and exhaustion. He tightened his hands, prepared to swing down and cut the head fromthe
body.

Quy saw it.

"Mercy!"

He shouted, so everyone woul d hear

"I beg nercy!" he cried. "In the name of the Holy Trinity and the Virgin Mary! Mercy! Mercy!"

The crowd was silent.

Wi ti ng.

Marek was not sure what to do. In the back of his nind, a voice said, Kill this bastard or you
will regret it later. He knew that he nust decide quickly; the longer he stood here, straddling
Sir Quy, the nore certain he would | ose his nerve.

He | ooked at the crowd lining the railing. No one noved; they just stared. He | ooked at the
stands, where Lord Aiver sat with the |adies. Everyone was notionless. Lord Aiver seened frozen
Mar ek | ooked back at the cluster of pages standing by the railing. They, too, were frozen. Then
in a nove that was al nost subliminal, one page raised a hand to midchest and nade a flicking wi st
motion: cut it off.

He's giving you good advice, Marek thought.

But Marek hesitated. There was absolute silence in the field, except for the retches and groans of
Chris. In the end, it was those retches that broke the nonent. Marek stepped away from Sir Guy and
extended a hand to hel p himup

Sir Quy took his hand, got to his feet in front of Marek. He said, "You bastard, |I'll see you in
HelI," and turned on his heel and wal ked away.
31: 15: 58

The little stream wound through nossy grass and wil dfl owers. Chris was on his knees, plunging his
face into the water. He canme back sputtering, coughing. He | ooked at Marek, who was squatting
beside him staring off into space.

“I've had it," Chris said. "lI've had it."

"I imagi ne you have."

"l could have been killed," Chris said. "That's supposed to be a sport? You know what that is?
It's a game of chicken on horses. Those people are insane." He dunked his head in the water again

“"Chris."

"I hate to throw up. | hate it."

“Chris."

"What ? What is it now? You going to tell me I'Il rust ny arnor? Because | don't give a shit,
Andr é. "

"No," Marek said, "I'mgoing to tell you your felt undershirt will swell, and it'll be difficult
to take the arnor off."

"I's that right? Well, | don't care. Those pages will cone and get it off ne." Chris sat back in
the noss and coughed. "Jesus, | can't get rid of that snmell. | need to take a bath or sonething."

Marek sat beside him said nothing. He just let himunw nd. Chris's hands were shaking as he
talked. It was better for himto get it out, he thought.

In the field below them archers in naroon and gray were practicing. lgnoring the excitenent of
the nearby tournanent, they patiently fired at targets, noved backward, fired again. It was just
as the old texts said: the English archers were highly disciplined, and they practiced every day.
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"Those nen are the newmlitary power," Marek said. "They decide battles now Look at them"
Chris propped hinself on his el bow "You're kidding kidding," he said. The archers were now nore
than two hundred yards fromtheir circular targets - the length of two football fields. So far
away, they were small figures, and yet they were confidently drawing their bows toward the sky.
"Are they serious?"

The sky was black with whistling arrows. They struck the targets, or |anded close by, sticking up
in the grass.

"No kidding," Chris said.

Al nost i mredi ately, another thick volley filled the air. And another, and another. Marek was
counting to hinmsel f. Three seconds between volleys. So it was true, he thought: English archers
really could fire twenty rounds a mnute. By now, the targets bristled with arrows.

"Chargi ng knights can't stand up under that kind of attack," Marek said. "It kills the riders, and
it Kills the horses. That's why the English knights disnount to fight. The French still charge in
the traditional way - and they're just slaughtered, before they ever get close to the English.
Four thousand kni ghts dead at Crécy, even nore in Poitiers. Large nunbers for this tine."

"Way don't the French change tactics? Can't they see what's happeni ng?"

"They do, but it nmeans the end of a whole way of life - a whole culture, really," Marek said.
"Knights are all nobility; their way of life is too expensive for conmoners. A knight has to buy
his arnmor and at |east three war-horses, and he has to support his retinue of pages and ai des. And
t hese nobl e kni ghts have been the determi ning factor in warfare, until now. Nowit's over." He
pointed to the archers in the field. "Those nmen are commmoners. They wi n by coordination and
discipline. There's no personal valor. They're paid a wage; they do a job. But they're the future
of warfare - paid, disciplined, faceless troops. The knights are finished."

"Except for tournanents,"” Chris said sourly.

"Pretty much. And even there - all that plate arnor, over the chain mail - that's all because of
arrows. Arrows will go clean through an unprotected man, and they'll penetrate chain mail. So

kni ghts need plate arnor. Horses need arnor. But with a volley like that " Marek pointed to
the whistling rainfall of arrows and shrugged. "It's over."

Chris | ooked back at the tournanent grounds. And then he said, "Well, it's about tinme!"

Marek turned and saw five liveried pages wal king toward them along with two guards in red-and-

bl ack surcoats. "Finally I'mgoing to get out of this damed netal ."

Chris and Marek stood as the nen cane up. One of the guards said, "You have broken the rul es of
tourney, disgraced the chivalrous knight Guy Ml egant, and the good offices of Lord Aiver. You
are made arrest, and will come with us.”

"WAit a minute," Chris said. "W disgraced hinP"

"You will come with us."

"Wait a minute,” Chris said.

The sol dier cuffed himhard on the side of the head, and pushed himforward. Marek fell into step
besi de him Surrounded by guards, they headed toward the castle.

Kate was still at the tournanent, |ooking for Chris and André. At first, she thought to look in
the tents ranged beyond the field, but there were only men - knights and squires and pages - in

that area, and she decided against it. This was a different world, violence was in the air, and
she felt a constant sense of risk. Nearly everyone in this world was young; the knights who
swaggered about the field were in their twenties or early thirties, and the squires nere
teenagers. She was dressed in ordinary fashion, and clearly not a nenber of the nobility. She had
the feeling that if she were dragged off and raped, no one woul d take nuch noti ce.

Even though it was m dday, she found herself behaving the way she did in New Haven at ni ght. She
tried never to be alone, but to nove with a group; she skirted around the clusters of nales,
giving them w de berth.

She nmade her way behind the bl eachers, hearing the cheers of the crowd as the next pair of knights
began to fight. She | ooked into the area of tents to her left. She did not see Marek or Chris
anywhere. Yet they had left the field only mnutes before. Were they inside one of the tents? She
had heard nothing in her earpiece for the last hour; she assuned it was because Marek and Chris
had worn hel nets, which bl ocked transm ssion. But surely their helnets were off now.

Then she saw them a short distance down the hill, sitting by a meandering stream

She headed down the hill. Her wig was hot and itchy in the sun. Perhaps she could get rid of the
wig and just put her hair up under a cap. Or if she cut her hair a little shorter, she could pass
for a young nan, even without a cap

It might be interesting, she thought, to be a man for a while.

She was t hi nki ng about where to get scissors when she saw the sol di ers approachi ng Marek. She

sl owed her pace. She still heard nothing in her earpiece, but she was so cl ose, she knew she
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shoul d.

Was it turned off? She tapped her ear.

I medi ately, she heard Chris say, "W disgraced hin?" and then sonething garbled. She saw t he
soldiers push Chris toward the castle. Marek wal ked al ongsi de him

Kate waited a noment, then foll owed.

Castel gard was deserted, shops and storefronts |ocked, its streets echoing and enpty. Everyone had
gone to the tournanment, which made it nore difficult for her to follow Marek and Chris and the
soldiers. She had to drop farther back, waiting until they had gone out of a street before she
could follow them hurrying ahead at a near run until she caught sight of them again, then duck
back around a corner.

She knew her behavi or | ooked suspi cious. But there was no one to see it. High in one w ndow, she
saw an old wonman sitting in the sun, eyes closed. But she never |ooked down. Perhaps she was

asl eep.

She came to the open field in front of the castle. It, too, was now deserted. The knights on
pranci ng horses, the nock conbats, the flying banners were all gone. The sol diers crossed the
drawbridge. As she followed after them she heard the crowd roar fromthe field beyond the walls.
The guards turned and shouted to soldiers on the ranparts, asking what was happeni ng. The soldiers
above could see down to the field; they shouted answers. Al this was acconpani ed by nuch
swearing; apparently, bets had been nade.

In all the excitenent, she wal ked through, into the castle.

She stood in the small courtyard known as the outer bailey. She saw horses there, tied to a post
and unattended. But there were no soldiers in the bailey; everyone was up in the ranparts,

wat chi ng the tournanent.

She | ooked around for Marek and Chris but did not see them Not know ng what else to do, she went
through the door to the great hall. She heard footsteps echoing in the spiral staircase to her
left.

She started up the stairs, going round and round, but the footsteps dimnished.

They must have gone down, not up

Qui ckly, she retraced her steps. The stairs spiraled dowward, ending in a | owceilinged stone
passage, danp and noldy, with cells along one side. The cell doors were open; no one inside.
Sonewher e ahead, beyond a bend in the corridor, she heard echoing voices, and the clang of netal
She noved cautiously forward. She nust be beneath the great hall, she thought. In her nmind she
tried to reconstruct the area, fromher nmenory of the ruined castle she had explored so carefully
a few weeks earlier. But she did not renenber ever seeing this passageway. Perhaps it had
col | apsed centuries before.

Anot her metal clang, and echoing | aughter.

Then f oot st eps.

It took her a nonent to realize they were coning toward her

Marek fell back into soggy, rotting straw, slippery and stinking. Chris tunbled down al ongside
him sliding on the mush. The cell door clanged shut. They were at the end of a corridor, with
cells on all three sides. Through the bars, Marek saw the guards | eaving, |aughing as they went.
One said, "Hey, Paol o, where do you think you are going? You stay here and guard them"

"Why? They are not going anywhere. | want to see the tourney."

"I't is your watch. diver wants them guarded."”

There was sone protesting and swearing. Mre |aughing, and footsteps going away. Then one heavyset
guard canme back, peered in through the bars at them and swore. He wasn't happy; they were the
reason he was nissing the show He spat on the floor of their cell, then wal ked a short distance
away, to a wooden stool. Marek could not see himanynore, but he saw his shadow on the opposite
wal | .

It | ooked as though he was picking his teeth.

Marek wal ked up to the bars, trying to see into the other cells. He could not really see into the
cell to the right, but directly across fromthem he saw a figure back against the wall, seated in
t he dar kness.

As his eyes adjusted, he saw it was the Professor

30:51: 09

Stern sat in the private dining roomof ITC It was a snmall roomwith a single table, white
tabl ecl oth, set for four. Gordon sat opposite him eating hungrily, scranbled eggs and bacon.
Stern watched the top of Gordon's crew cut head bob up and down as he scooped the eggs with his
fork. The man ate fast.

Qutside, the sun was already clinbing in the sky, above the nesas to the east. Stern glanced at
his watch; it was six o' clock in the norning. The I TC technicians were rel easi ng anot her weat her
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bal | oon fromthe parking |lot; he remenbered that Gordon had told themthey did it every hour. The
bal | oon rose quickly into the sky, then disappeared into high clouds. The nen who had released it
didn't bother to watch it go, but wal ked back to a nearby | aboratory buil di ng.

"How s your French toast?" Gordon said, |ooking up. "Rather have sonething el se?"

"No, it's good," Stern said. "I'mjust not very hungry."
"Take some advice froman old mlitary man," Cordon said. "Always eat at a meal. Because you never
know when your next one will be."

"I"'msure that's right," Stern said. "I'mjust not hungry."

Gordon shrugged and resuned eati ng.

A man in a starched waiter's jacket cane into the room Gordon said, "Ch, Harold. Do you have
cof fee ready?"

The man in the jacket said, "I do, sir. Cappuccino if you prefer."

“I'"l1l have it black."

"Certainly, sir."

"How about you, David?" Gordon said. "Coffee?"

"Nonfat latte, if you have it," Stern said.

"Certainly, sir." Harold went away.

Stern stared out the window He listened to Gordon eat, listened to his fork scrape across the
plate. Finally, he said, "Let ne see if | understand this. At the nonent, they can't come back, is
that right?"

"That's right."

"Because there is no landing site.”

"That's right."

"Because debris blocks it."

"That's right."

"And how |l ong until they can come back?"

CGordon sighed. He pushed away fromthe table. "It's going to be all right, David," he said.
"Things are going to turn out fine."

"Just tell ne. How | ong?"

"Well, let's count it off. Another three hours to clear the air in the cave. Add an hour for good
nmeasure. Four hours. Then two hours to clear the debris. Six hours. Then you have to rebuild the
wat er shields."

"Rebuild the water shields?" Stern said.

"The three rings of water. They're absolutely essential."

"\ 2"

"To m nimze transcription errors."

Stern said, "And what exactly are transcription errors?"

"Errors on the rebuild. Wen the person is reconstructed by the machine."

"You told ne there weren't any errors. That you could rebuild exactly."

"For all intents and purposes, we can, yes. As long as we're shielded.”
"And if we're not shiel ded?"
Gordon sighed. "But we will be shielded, David." He glanced at his watch. "I w sh you'd stop

worrying. There's several hours nore before we can fix the transit site. You're upsetting yourself
needl essly."

"I't's just that | keep thinking,
message, nmake some ki nd of contact.
Gordon shook his head. "No. No nessage, no contact. It's just not possible. For the nonent,
they're entirely cut off fromus. And there's not a thing we can do about it."

30: 40: 39

Kate Erickson flattened herself against the wall, feeling danp stone on her back. She had ducked
inside one of the cells in the corridor, and now she waited, holding her breath, while the guards
who had | ocked up Marek and Chris wal ked back past her. The guards were | aughi ng, and they seened
i n good hunor. She heard one of themsay, "Sir Qiver was sore displeased with that Hainauter, to
make a fool of his lieutenant."

"And the other one was worse! He rides like a flopping rag, and yet he breaks two | ances with Téte
Noire!" GCeneral |aughter.

"Sooth, he nmade a fool of Téte Noire. For that, Lord Aiver will take their heads before
nightfall.

"Else | mss ny guess, he will chop their heads before supper."

"No, after. The crowd will be larger." More |aughter

They nmoved down the corridor, their voices fading. Soon she could hardly hear them Now there was

Stern said, "that there nust be something we can do. Send a
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a short silence - had they started back up the stairs? No, not yet. She heard them | aughi ng once
again. And the |aughter continued. It had an odd, forced quality.

Somet hi ng was wrong.

She listened intently. They were sayi ng sonething about Sir GQuy and Lady Caire. She couldn't
really make it out. She heard ". . . nmuch vexed by our Lady . . ." and nore |aughter.

Kat e frowned

Their voices were no longer quite so faint.

Not good. They were com ng back

Why? she thought. Wat happened?

She gl anced toward the door. And there, on the stone floor, she saw her own wet footprints, going
into the cell.

Her shoes had been soaked fromthe grass near the stream So had the shoes of everyone el se, and
the center of the stone corridor was a wet, nuddy track of many footprints. But one set of
footprints veered off, toward her cell

And sonehow t hey had noticed.

Dam.

A voi ce: "Wen does the tourney draw cl osed?"

"By high nones."

"Faith, then it is nigh finished."

"Lord diver will haste to sup, and prepare for the Archpriest."

She listened, trying to count the different voices. How many guards had there been? She tried to
remenber. At |east three. Maybe five. She hadn't paid attention at the tine.

Damm.

"They say the Archpriest brings a thousand nen-at-arns. . . .
A shadow crossed the floor, outside her door. That nmeant they were now on both sides of the cel
door.

What coul d she do? Al she knew was that she couldn't let herself be captured. She was a woman;
she had no business here; they would rape her and kill her

But, she reflected, they didn't know she was a wonman. Not yet. There was sil ence outside the door
then a scuffling of feet. What would they do next?

Probably send one man into the cell while the others waited outside. And neanwhile the others
woul d get set, draw their swords, and raise them high-

She couldn't wait. Crouching | ow, she bolted.

She banged into a guard as he came through the door, hitting himat knee level fromthe side, and
with a howl of pain and surprise, he fell backward. There were shouts fromthe other guards, but
then she was through the door, a sword clanged down agai nst stone behind her, spitting sparks, and
she was running up the corridor.

"A woman! A woman!"

They ran after her.

She was in the spiral staircase now, going up fast. From sonewhere bel ow, she heard the cl ank of
their arnmor as they started up after her. But then she had reached the ground floor, and wi thout
t hi nki ng, she did the immediate thing: she ran straight into the great hall

It was deserted, the tables set for a feast, the food not yet laid out. She ran past the tables,

| ooking for a place to hide. Behind the tapestries? No, they were flat to the wall. Under the
tabl ecl ot hs? No, they would | ook there and find her. \Were? Wiere? She saw t he huge fireplace, the
fire still burning high. Wasn't there a secret passage out of the dining roon? WAs that passage

here in Castelgard, or was it in La Roque? She couldn't remenber. She should have paid nore
attention.

In her mind s eye she saw herself, wearing khaki shorts and a Polo T-shirt and N ke sneakers,
nmoving lazily through the ruins, taking notes on her pad. Her concerns - to the extent she'd had
any at all - had been to satisfy her scholarly peers.

She shoul d have paid nore attention!

She heard the nen approaching. There was no nore tine. She ran toward the nine-foot-high fireplace
and stepped behind the huge gilded circular screen. The fire was bl azing hot, waves of heat

radi ati ng agai nst her body. She heard the nen conming into the room shouting, running, |ooking.
She crouched behind the screen, held her breath and waited.

She heard ki cking and banging, the clatter of dishes on tables as they searched. She could not
meke out their voices clearly; they nmerged with the roar of the flanes behind her. There was a
metal clang as sonething fell over; it sounded Iike a torch stand, sonething big.

She wait ed.

One nman barked a question, and she heard no reply. Another shouted a question, and this tine she
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heard a soft answer. It didn't sound like a man. Who were they talking to? It sounded |ike a
worman. Kate |listened: Yes, it was a worman's voi ce. She was sure of it.

Anot her exchange, and then the sound of clanking arnor as the nen ran fromthe room Peering
around the edge of the gilded screen, she saw them vani sh through the doorway.

She waited a nonment, then stepped from behind the screen.

She saw a young girl of ten or eleven. She wore a white cloth that wapped over her head, so only
her face showed. She had a | oose sort of dress, rose-colored, that cane alnmost to the floor. She
carried a gold pitcher, and was pouring water into goblets at the tables.

The girl met her eyes and just stared.

Kate waited for her to cry out, but she did not. She just stared curiously at Kate for a nonent
and then said, "They went upstairs."

Kate turned and ran.

Inside the cell, Marek heard the blare of trunpets, and the distant roar of the tournament crowds,
drifting in fromone of the high wi ndows. The guard | ooked up unhappily, swore at Marek and the
Prof essor, and then wal ked back to his stool

The Professor said quietly, "Do you still have a marker?"
"Yes," Marek said. "I do. Do you have yours?"
"No, | lost it. About three minutes after | got here."

The Professor had | anded, he said, in the forested flatlands near the nonastery and the river. ITC
had assured himthis would be a deserted spot, but ideally situated. Wthout going far fromthe
machi ne, he could see all the principal sites of his dig.

VWhat happened was pure bad | uck: the Professor |anded just as a party of woodcutters was headi ng
into the forest to work for the day, their axes over their shoul ders.

"They saw the flashes of light, and then they saw ne, and they all fell to their knees, praying.
They thought they had seen a miracle. Then they decided they hadn't, and the axes cane off their
shoul ders," the Professor said. "I thought they were going to kill ne, but fortunately |I knew
Cccitan. | convinced themto take ne to the nonastery. Let the nonks settle it."

The nonks took himaway fromthe woodcutters, stripped him and searched his body for stigmata.
"They were |l ooking in rather unusual places,” the Professor said. "That's when | denanded to see

the Abbot. The Abbot wanted to know the | ocation of the passage in La Roque. | suspect he's
promised it to Arnaut. Anyway, | suggested it nmight be in the nonastic docunents." The Professor
grinned. "I was willing to go through his parchments for him"

"Yes?"

"And | think I have found it."

"The passage?"

"I think so. It follows an underground river, so it is probably quite extensive. It starts in a

pl ace called the green chapel. And there is a key to finding the entrance."

"A key?"

The guard snarl ed sonething, and Marek broke off speaking for a nonent. Chris got up, brushing the
danp off his hose. He said, "W have to get out of here. Were is Kate?"

Mar ek shook his head. Kate was still free, unless the shouts fromthe guards he'd heard down the
hal | way neant that she'd been captured. But he didn't think they'd caught her. So if he coul d nmake
contact with her, she nmight be able to help get them out.

That meant sonehow overpowering the guard. The problemwas that there were at |east twenty yards
fromthe bend in the corridor to where the guard was sitting on his stool. There was no way to
take himby surprise. But if Kate was within range of their earpieces, then he coul d-

Chris was banging on the bars of the cell and shouting, "Hey! Quard! Hey, you!"

Bef ore Marek coul d speak, the guard stepped into view, |ooking curiously at Chris, who had reached
one hand through the bars and was beckoning him "Hey, come here! Hey! Over here!"

The guard wal ked up to him swatted Chris's hand, which extended through the bar, and then broke
into a sudden fit of coughing as Chris sprayed himwith the gas canister. The guard wobbled on his
feet. Chris reached through the bars again, grabbed the guard by the collar, and sprayed a second
time right in his face.

The guard's eyes rolled up in his head, and he dropped like a rock. Still holding on, Chris's arm
banged agai nst the crossbars; he yelled in pain, then released the guard, who fell away fromthe
bars and coll apsed in the middle of the floor

Far out of reach.

"Nice work," Marek said. "Wat's next?"

"You know, you mght help ne," Chris said. "You're very negative." He was down on his knees,
reaching through the bars to his arnpit, his hand grasping outside. H s outstretched fingers could
al nrost reach the guard's foot. Al npost, but not quite. Six inches fromthe sole of his foot. Chris
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stretched, grunting. "If we just had something - a stick, or a hook - sonething to pull him
"It won't do any good," the Professor said fromthe other cell.

"Way not ?"

He cane forward into the Iight and | ooked through the bars. "Because he doesn't have the key."
"Doesn't have the key? Were is it?"

"Hangi ng on the wall," Johnston said, pointing down the corridor.

"Ch shit,"” Chris said.

On the floor, the guard's hand twitched. One | eg kicked spasnodically. He was waki ng up

Pani cked, Chris said, "Wat do we do now?"

Marek said, "Kate, are you there?"

"I'"'m here."

"\Wher e?"

"Just down the corridor. | cane back because |I figured they'd never | ook for nme here."

"Kate," Marek said, "cone here. Quickly."

Mar ek heard her footsteps as she ran toward them

The guard coughed, rolled onto his back, then propped hinself up on one el bow. He |ooked down the
corridor and hastily began to get to his feet.

He was on his hands and knees when Kate ki cked him snapping his head back, and he fell onto the
floor again. But he wasn't unconscious, only dazed. He started to get up, shaking his head to
clear it.

"Kate," Marek said, "the keys. . . ."

"Wher e?"

"On the wall."

She backed away fromthe guard, got the keys on a heavy ring, and brought themto Marek's cell.
She put one key in the lock and tried to turn it, but it didn't turn.

Wth a grunt, the guard threw hinmself at her, knocking her away fromthe cell, into the center of
the room They grappled, rolling on the floor. She was much smaller than he was. He held her down
easily.

Mar ek was reaching through the bars with both hands, pulling the key out of the |ock, trying
another. It didn't fit, either.

Now t he guard was straddling Kate, both hands around her neck, strangling her.

Marek tried another key. No luck. There were six nore keys on the ring.

Kate was turning blue. She made rasping, choking sounds. She pounded her fists on the guard's
arns, but her blows were ineffectual. She punched at his groin, but his surcoat protected him
Mar ek shouted, "Knife!l Knife!" but she didn't seemto understand. Marek tried another key. Stil
no success. Fromthe opposite cell, Johnston yelled sonething in French to the guard.

The guard | ooked up and snarled a reply, and in that noment Kate brought her dagger out and
slammed it into the guard's shoulder with all her strength. The blade didn't penetrate the chain
mail. She tried again, and again. Furious, the guard began to pound her head agai nst the stone
floor to nake her drop the knife.

Marek tried another key.

It turned with a |oud creak

The Professor was shouting, Chris was shouting, and Marek flung the door open. The guard turned to
face him getting to his feet, releasing Kate. Coughing, she swung the knife at his unprotected
l egs, and he yelled in pain. Marek hit himtwi ce in the head, very hard. The guard fell on the
floor, not noving.

Chris unlocked the door for the Professor. Kate got to her feet, color slowy returning to her
face.

Marek had pull ed out the white wafer and had his thunb on the button. "Okay. W're finally al

together." He was | ooking at the space between the cells. "Is this big enough? Can we call the
machi ne right here?”
"No," Chris said. "It has to be six feet on each side, remenber?"

"W need a bigger space." The Professor turned to Kate. "You know how to get out of here?"

She nodded. They started down the corridor

30: 21: 02

She led themquickly up the first flight of spiral stairs, feeling a new confidence. The fight
with the guard had sonmehow freed her; the worst had happened, and she had survived. Now, even

t hough her head was throbbing, she felt calnmer and cl earer than before. And her research had al
come back to her: she could renenber where the passages were.

They came to the ground floor and | ooked out into the courtyard. It was even busier than she had
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expected. There were many soldiers, as well as knights in arnmor and courtiers in fine clothes, al
returning fromthe tournament. She guessed it was about three in the afternoon; the courtyard was
bathed in afternoon |ight, but shadows had begun to | engthen

"W can't go out there," Marek said, shaking his head.

"Don't worry." She led themupstairs to the second fl oor, then quickly down a stone passageway
with doors opening to the inside, windows on the outer side. She knew that behind the doors were a
series of small apartments for famly or guests.

Behind her, Chris said, "lI've been here." He pointed to one of the doors. "Claire is in that room
there.”

Marek snorted. Kate continued on. At the far end of the corridor, a tapestry covered the left
wall. She lifted the tapestry - it was surprisingly heavy - and then began to nove al ong the wall
pressing the stones. "lI'mpretty sure it's here," she said.

"Pretty sure?" Chris said.

"The passage to take us to the rear courtyard."

She reached the end of the wall. She didn't find a door. And she had to admit, |ooking back al ong
the wall, that it didn't appear as if there was a doorway anywhere in this wall. The stones were
snoothly and evenly nortared. The wall was flat, with no bulges or indentations. There was no sign
of any additional or recent work. \Wen she put her cheek against the wall and squinted al ong the
length, it seemed all of a piece.

Was she w ong?

Was this the wong place?

She coul dn't be wong. The door was here sonewhere. She went back, pressing again. Nothing. Wen
she finally discovered it, it was by pure accident. They heard voices fromthe other end of the
corridor - voices comng up the stairwell. Wen she turned to | ook, her foot scraped against the
stone at the base of the wall.

She felt the stone nove.

Wth a soft netallic clink, a door appeared directly in front of her. It only opened a few inches.
But she could see that the masonry had conceal ed the crack with cunning skill

She pushed the door open. They all went through. Marek cane | ast, dropping the tapestry as he

cl osed the door

They were in a dark, narrow passageway. Small holes in the wall every few yards allowed faint
light to enter, so torches were not necessary.

When she had first mapped this passage, anong the ruins of Castelgard, Kate had wondered why it
existed. It seened to make no sense. But now that she was here, she immediately understood its
pur pose.

This wasn't a passage to get fromone place to another. It was a secret corridor to spy into the
apartments on the second fl oor

They noved forward quietly. Fromthe adjacent room Kate heard voices: a wonan's and a nan's. As
they came to the small holes, they all paused, peered through

She heard Chris give a sigh that was al nost a groan

At first, Chris saw only a nman and wonan sil houetted against a bright window It took a nonment for
his eyes to adjust to the glare. Then he realized that it was Lady Claire and Sir GQuy. They were
hol di ng hands, touching each other intimately. Sir Quy kissed her passionately, and she returned
his kiss with equal fervor, her arns around his neck

Chris just stared.

Now t he | overs broke, and Sir GQuy was speaking to her as she stared intently into his eyes. "My
Lady," he was saying, "your public manner and sharp discourtesy provoke nany to | augh behind ny
back, and talk of ny unmanliness, that | should tol erate such abuse."

"I't nust be so," she said. "For both our sakes. This you know full well."

"Yet | would you were not quite so strong in your nanner."

"Ch so? And how, then? Wuld you chance the fortune we both desire? There is other talk, good

kni ght, as you know full well. So long as | oppose nmarriage, | share those suspicions that many
harbor: that you had a black hand in ny husband's death. Yet if Lord Qiver forces this marriage
upon ne, despite all ny efforts, then no one can conplain of nmy regard. "Tis true?"

" '"Tis true," he said, nodding unhappily.

"Yet how different is the circumstance, if | show you favor now," she said. "The same tongues that
wag will soon whisper that | too was party to nmy husband's untinmely end, and such tales will

qui ckly reach ny husband's fanmly in England. Already, they are of a nmind to retake his estates.
They lack only the excuse to act. Thus Sir Daniel keeps a watchful eye upon all | do. Good knight,
my wonan's reputation is easily defiled, never to nake repair. Qur sole safety lies in ny
unbendi ng hostility toward you, so | pray you tolerate what slurs nay vex you now, and think
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i nstead upon your coming reward."

Chris's jaw dropped open. She was behaving with exactly the same intense intinmacy - the warm

gl ance, the low voice, the soft caresses on the neck - that she had used with him Chris had taken
it to mean he had seduced her. Now it was clear that she had seduced him

Sir Quy was sul ky, despite her caress. "And your visits to the nonastery? | would you visit there
no nore."

"How so? Are you jeal ous agai nst the Abbot, my Lord?" she teased him

"I say only, | would have you visit there no nore," he said stubbornly.

"And yet ny purpose was strong, for whoever knows the secret of La Roque conmands Lord Qiver. He
nmust do as he is asked to gain the secret."

"God's truth, Lady, yet you did not learn the secret," Sir Quy said. "Does the Abbot know it?"

"I did not see the Abbot," she said. "He was abroad."

"And the Magister clains to know not."

" '"Tis so, he clains. Yet | will ask the Abbot again, perhaps tonorrow. "

There was a knock on the door, and a nmuffled male voice. They both turned to | ook. "That mnust be
Sir Daniel," he said.

"Quick ny Lord, to your secret place.
Sir Quy noved hastily toward the wall where they were hidden, pulled aside a tapestry, and then
as they watched in horror, he opened a door - and stepped into the narrow corridor al ongside them
Sir Quy stared for a nonment, and then he began to shout, "The prisoners! Al escaped! Prisoners!"
This cry was taken up by the Lady Claire, who called out in the hallway.

In the passage, the Professor turned to them "If we're separated, you go to the nonastery. Find
Brot her Marcel. He has the key to the passage. Ckay?"

Bef ore any of them could answer, the soldiers came running into the passageway. Chris felt hands
grab his arns, pull himroughly.

They were caught.

30: 10: 55

A solitary lute played in the great hall while servants finished setting out the tables. Lord
Aiver and Sir Robert held the hands of their nistresses, danced as the dancing naster cl apped
time, and smiled enthusiastically. After several steps, when Lord Oiver turned to face his
partner, he found that her back was turned to him diver swore.

"Atrifle, nmy Lord," the dancing master said hastily, his smle unwavering. "As your Lordship
recalls, it is forward-back, forward-back, turn, back, and turn, back. W nissed a turn."

"I mssed no turn,"” diver said.

"I'n deed, ny Lord, you did not," Sir Robert said at once. "It was a phrase in the nusic which
caused the confusion." He glared at the boy playing the lute.
"Very well, then." Qiver resuned his position, held out his hand to the girl. "Wat is it then?"

he said. "Forward-back, forward-back, turn, back
"Very good," the dancing nmaster said, smiling and clapping the beat. "That's it, you have it now.

From the door, a voice: "My Lord."

The nusic stopped. Lord Aiver turned irritably, saw Sir Guy with guards, surrounding the

Prof essor and several others. "Wuat is it now?"

"My Lord, it appears the Magi ster has conpanions."

"Eh? What conpani ons?"

Lord diver cane forward. He saw the Hainauter, the foolish Irisher who could not ride, and a
young woran, short and defiant-|ooking. "Wat conpani ons are these?"

"My Lord, they claimthey are the Magister's assistants."”

"Assistants?" diver raised an eyebrow, |ooking at the group. "My dear Magi ster, when you said you
had assistants, | did not realize they were here in the castle with you."

"I was not aware nyself," the Professor said.

Lord diver snorted. "You cannot be assistants.” He | ooked fromone to the other. "You are too old
by ten year. And you gave no sign you knew the Magister, earlier in the day. . . . You are not
speaki ng sooth. None of you." He shook his head, turned to Sir Guy. "I do not believe them and |
will have the truth. But not now Take themto the dungeon."

"My Lord, they were in the dungeon when they got free."

"They got free? How?" Inmmediately, he raised his hand to interrupt the reply. "Wat is our nost
secure place?"

Robert de Kere slipped forward and whi spered.

"My tower chanber? Wiere | keep Mstress Alice?" Aiver began to laugh. "It is indeed secure. Yes
| ock themthere."
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Sir Guy said, "I will seetoit, ny Lord."

"These "assistants' will be surety to their master's good conduct." He smiled darkly. "I believe,
Magi ster, you will yet learn to dance with nme."

The three young people were dragged roughly away. Lord O iver waved his hand, and the lutist and
the dancing naster departed with a silent bow So did the wonen. Sir Robert |ingered, but after a
sharp glance fromdiver, he too left the room

Now there were only servants, setting the tables. O herw se, the roomwas silent.
"So, Magister, what ganme is this?"

"As God is ny witness, they are ny assistants, as | have told you fromthe start,
sai d.

"Assistants? One is a knight."

"He owes nme a boon, and so he serves ne."

"Ch? What boon?"

"I saved his father's life."

"I'n deed?" diver wal ked around the Professor. "Saved it how?"

"Wth nedicines."

"From what did he suffer?"

The Professor touched his ear and said, "My Lord diver, if you wish to assure yourself, bring
back the kni ght Marek at once, and he will say to you what | say now, that | saved his father, who
was ill with dropsy, with the herb arnica, and that this happened in Hanpstead, a hanlet near to
London, in the autumm of the year past. Call himback and ask him"

diver paused.

He stared at the Professor

The nonent was broken by a man in a costunme streaked with white powder, who said froma far door
"My Lord."

Aiver whirled. "What is it now?"

"My Lord, a subtlety."

"A subtlety? Very well - but be quick."

"My Lord," the nman said, bow ng and sinultaneously flicking his fingers. Two young boys raced
forward with a tray on their shoul ders.

"My Lord, the first subtlety - haslet."

The tray showed pale coils of intestines and an animal's large testicles and penis. diver wal ked
around the tray, peering closely.

"The innards of the boar, brought back fromthe hunt,"” he said, nodding. "Quite convincing." He
turned to the Professor. "You approve the work of ny kitchen?"

"I do, ny Lord. Your subtlety is both traditional and well executed. The testicles are
particularly well made."

"Thank you, sir," the chef said, bowing. "They are heated sugar and prunes, if it please. And the
intestines are strung fruit covered with a batter of egg and ale, and then honey."

"Good, good,"” diver said. "You will serve this before the second course?"

"I will, Lord Qiver."

"And what of the other subtlety?"

"Mar chepane, ny Lord, colored with dandelion and saffron." The chef bowed and gestured, and nore
boys cane running with another platter. This held an enornous nodel of the fortress of Castel gard,
its battlenents five feet high, all done in pale yellow, matching the actual stones. The
confection was accurate down to small details, and included tiny flags fromthe sugary

battl ements.

"El égant! Well done!"™ Aiver cried. He clapped his hands with pl easure, delighted as a young child

t he Professor

for the nmonent. "I am nost pleased."

He turned to the Professor and gestured to the nodel. "You know the villain Arnaut lies fast upon
our castle, and | nust defend agai nst hin®"

Johnst on nodded. "I do."

"How do you advise ne to arrange ny forces in Castel gard?"

"My Lord," Johnston said, "I would not defend Castelgard at all."

"Ch? Why say you that?" Oiver went to the nearest table, took a goblet, and poured wi ne.
"How many soldiers