ONE SMALL STEP FOR MAN ONE QUANTUM LEAP FOR
MANKIND

Theorizing that aman could time travel within hisown
lifetime, Dr. Sam Beckett stepped into the Quantum
Leap Accelerator—and vanished.

Somehow he was transported not only in time, but
into someone else's life.. ..

And the Quantum Leap Project took on a whole new
dimension.

QUANTUM LEAP

Now dl the excitement and originaity of the acclamed television show are captured in these inde-pendent
novels. .. al-new adventures, dl-new leaps!

OUT OF TIME. OUT OF BODY. OUT OF CONTROL.

Praisefor Quantum Leap: The Novel ...
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HEADQUARTERS 7100TH SUPPORT WING WIESBADEN AREA COMMAND
INFORMATION AND INSTRUCTIONS FOR
NONCOMBATANTS IN THE EVENT
OF AN EMERGENCY
3. alert signals: The signal for an alert will be
a five (5)-minute rising and falling blast of the sirens
in the Wiesbaden Area (not to be confused with
the one (1)-minute rising and falling blast sounded
Monday noon for test purposes or the less-than-one
(1)-minute steady blast of district sirens for calling
police and fire officers to routine duties). In addition,
an airplane will fly low over the Wiesbaden Area
firing double red flares.
4. ACTIONUPONALERT:
a. In the event of an alert all noncombatants will:
1) Return immediately to their quarters.
2) Assemble the items listed in paragraph 5
below. . . .
3) Await further instructions . . .
4) If not contacted . . . within two (2) hours
of the Alert Signal, proceed to the Eagle Club.
(cont'd.)



CHAPTER
ONE

"Children should quickly learn the fact that their misbehavior can cause ther fathers to suffer officid
humiliation."
—Innumerable guidesto military life

By now he knew what it felt like to Leap out of someoné's life, had learned to recognize the moment of
completeness, of rightness that precipitated the lunge Out.

But he would never, never learn how to prepare for the Leap in. He never knew if he would end up in
the body of a pregnant woman, a retarded teenager, a college professor, or hisown best friend. Or even
himsdf. He never knew if he would find himsdf in the middle of giving a college lecture or in the aftermath
of making love, of catching a pop fly or flying a fighter jet.

Or, as now, absorbing a blow that sent him reding back againgt awadl. He was aware of the impact of
flesh againg flesh and flesh againg wall, of a degfening shriek, and the smdl of juniper berries.

Bar fight? he wondered, holding a hand to a lip, feding blood, bunching his muscles to uncail in self-
Odfene

Another blow, and he found himsdf sorawling. Must be one hell of a big guy, he thought muzzly,
Saggering up again.

The dhrieking was resolving itsdf into words. The dark blur in front of him was becoming a figure, an
impossibly tal backlit shadow with alifted hand. Despite himsdlf he ducked back, fdl again.

"Dont you tak back to me" the shriek was say-ing. "Damn you, don't you tak back to me™

He opened his mouth to say, "But I'm nat," then thought better of it. It wasn't in his best interest to
argue with a giant.

The hand before him dropped suddenly, and the shriek was replaced by a sob. The giant fdl down
before him on her knees, and when the hand was lifted again it was to brush dumgly at his brow. "Misyy,
Missy hongy, I'm sy, Mammy'ssanry, dontt cry honey, Mommy didn't mean it. Don't cry.”

Mommy? Missy? He glanced down a himsdf, as much to get away from the dcohalic fumes as to
check and see who he was thistime.

"Oh, nuts" he whispered. He was wearing a dress again.

The stroking hand paused. " 'Nuts? 'Nuts?" The hand pulled back and descended again in a
lightning-quick dap, at too short a range to have much power behind it, but strong enough to rock him
back again. "You get to your room!" The woman heaved hersdf to her feet, Saggering, and extended
one unsteady hand to point the way. "You get in there right now, you hear me, and you don't come out
agan until | &l you"

He was tempted to crawl, to stay beneath and out of range of that threstening hand, but something
wouldn't let him, and besides, he could move faster when he was on his feet and knew what to expect.
He scurried down the hdl and ducked behind the indicated door, dosing it behind himsdf with adgh o
relief.

His face was beginning to hurt, and he was cer-tain that he had a bruise on the back of his head where
hed hit the wal. He couldn't fed any other injuries.

From the other side of the door he could hear wegang.



He wondered if he should be crying, too, instead of feding—what did he fed, anyway? Bewildered,
certanly. Shocked. A sck feding that there mus have been a reason, that he—no, not him, it couldn't
have been him, he wasn't even there—that someone must have done something to cause that sobbing,
those words, those blows. There had to have been a reason.

But reason or not, there was no possble excuse. And the emotiond reaction there was easy to
iden-ify. Taking a deep breath and Ietting it out again, he decided it was anger.

Never, in the opinion of a good-natured quantum physicigt, a very congdructive emotion; one he had
aways fdt fantly ashamed of. But this was one of those rare occasons when even Sam Beckett fdt
anger was fully judtified. With a muttered curse, he let fly with a spinning kick at thin air.

And landed on hisrump, tangled in arag rug.

Hed been right the firg time. Anger was not a constructive emotion.

Sruggling to his feet again, rubbing the tender place on his posterior, he findly took a good look
around the room.

A twin bed, with apink bedspread.

A picture of a Disney Alice, having tea with the Mad Hatter and the March Hare, hung on the wal
over the bed. He snorted in sympathy at the confused look on the cartoon character's face. Alice didn't
know the hdf of it. The headboard was white, with imitation gilt paint inimitation plasterwork. A chain of
plagtic daises hung from one of the bedposts.

A pink plush stuffed dall, with a plagtic face and threadbare patches, was propped carefully against a
lace-edged pillow.

He turned dlowly.

There was a window, with tiny plastic horses perched on the windowsill. A smal bookcase, stuffed to
the gills with very thin books. A miniature dresser next to a full-size one.

The miniature dresser came complete with miniature mirror. Taking a deep breath, he steeled him-sdlf
and stepped into square with it and looked at the person reflected in the frame.

She was a very pretty little girl. About six, he judged. She had long brown hair, neatly parted and braided,
with bangs cut severely across her fore-head, and she had lovely violet eyes. He blinked, fascinated to
watch the long lashes moving, and blinked again. It took him a moment to realize that he couldn't see her
blinking.

He couldn't watch himself blinking, because his eyes were closing too. His eyes, which were her eyes,
which were amogt the color of the bruise risng on the side of her face. He raised a hand to touch,
carefully, and the little girl in the mirror winced.

So did he, and not just at the stab of pain from the cheekbone. Sam Beckett had aways
considered himsdf the flexible sort. Adaptable. Versatile.

But he'd never been a six-year-old girl before.

"Oh, boy," he said.

Verbeena Beeks straightened up and folded her stethoscope neatly into the pocket of her lab coat. The
man in the bed stared at her, wide-eyed and silent, and Verbeena shut her eyes briefly and sighed.
A whimper of apprehension came from the bed, and the doctor opened them again and smiled brightly.

"Hello there! My name is Dr. Beeks. What's yours?'

His hands clutched at the sheet covering him, and he sneaked a look past her at the white walls,
the eerie blue light. "Is this a hospita?' he whis-pered. His voice was oddly high pitched to the doc-tor's
ears.

"It's a kind of hospita,” she agreed, making care-ful note of the pitch. Sometimes it was difficult to
identify the Vidtor, and every clue helped. "What's your name? Y ou didn't tell me."

"Is my mommy here?' He looked around again, clear apprehension in his eyes.

No mirrors for this one, Verbeena decided. No reflective surfaces, even. Thisis a really young one.
"You didn't tell me your name, honey."

"Missy. My name is Missy. M'lissa Renee Robi-cheaux," he said, pronouncing the words carefully.
"Where's my mommy?'

"Melissa?' Verbeena choked. Not only a child, but a girl child? It took her a deep breath to recover
enough to say, "That's a very nice name. How old are you, Melissa?"

"Missy," he corrected ingtantly, and then flinched, his gaze darting around the white room as if looking for



someone. "I'm six." It was a whisper.

"WEéll, youre avery big girl for six yearsold,” the doctor said. Oh, Lord. Sam, where are you
now? What have you gotten into this time? "Thisis... thisislikeahospital, Missy. You need to
stay herefor alittle while."

"Do | have to get a shot?" His hands—Ilong, elegant musician's hands—twisted around
each other.

"No, honey. No shots here." She smiled and patted the sheet.

The wary gaze snapped back to her, as if assess-ing, and then he asked cautioudy, "Can | have my
Suse?!

Verbeena dredged her memories of her childhood. "Is Susie your dolly?"

A flash of fineindignation: "Sus€smy friend. I'm too big to have adally.”

"You certainly are, dear." Verbeena sghed again. Thisone wes garg to be vay, vay complicated. "I'm afraid
Suse ian't here rignt now, and we weren't, um exading you Do you—" how to put this—"do you know
where you live?'

"Einundsvanzig Texasstrasse, apartment five. Mgor Robicheaux's quarters.”

The recitation was flat, without that qudity of "affect” that the doctor was used to in her invol-untary
patients. It took her by surprise. "I beg your pardon?'

"Brud—"

"No, no, that's dl right. | heard you the fird time" Missy cringed, and Verbeena changed the subject
hedtily. This one was afraid of anything that looked like criticism. "Do you know what town you're in,
horgy?'

"Hainerberg.” Once again, there was no emation. The words had no meaning for the little girl. "Is my
oy aaming oon’?!

Hainerberg? Where the hdl is Hainerberg? Ver-beena wondered. She shrugged; she could aways
aome bak to it Meanwhile let Zigny, slenly moni-toring, take the data and run with it. "And when is your
birthday, Missy?'

"Thismonth!" He amiled, a amile to break her heart. "I'm going to be Sx whole years old this morii!”

"You mean, you aren't x yet?" Thisis even worse than | thought.

"Almogt! | dmost am!" He cringed, pressed himksdf back into the bed, away from her. "I didn't lie”

"No, no," she soothed, a terrible suspicion begin-ning to dawn in her. She paused, mentaly adding up
the flickering gaze, the twiging hands, the shrinking away from her shadow, even the repeated requests
far her mather, the reponse to paroaved carmedions
At gx, surdly she should be more independent? "No, you didnt lie I'm not mad at you, honey." She
reached out, carefully, and took one of his handsin hers, patting it gently. "Nobody's mad at you here, |
promise.”

He relaxed minutely, and the doctor reached out to brush the lock of white hair out of his eyes. His
gaze never |eft her hand, asif he expected her to lash out without warning.

"Tel meabout yoursdf, Missy," e sad. "Tdl meabout your family. Tel me about Hainerberg.”

"Al, I'm redly worried about thisone" she said two hours later in the main conference room. "This could
be very, very bad."

The samdl dapper man across the table from her rolled an unlit cigar back and forth in his mouth. "Bad?
How bad can this be? He's Leaped into a sevid killer, for God's sake. He's been pregnant! How much
Worse can you get than pregnant?’

"I'm sure he found it a very soul-enriching experi-ence, Admird," Verbeena said, glaring. "Pregnancy is
a wonderful thing. Having a child you've wanted and loved and planned for . . ." She paused. Sam
Beckett had certainly never planned to be pregnant. Shifting gears, she went on, "That isnt the point I'm
trying to make here. Dr. Beckett has had quite a lot of experience by now with Legping. I'm more
worried about our gues.”

"Why? She won't remember anything. They nev-er do. It's that swiss-cheese effect. Plays hdl with
Sam, but | dways figured it worked in our favor with the guys he traded places with." Despite the title,
he was nat in uniform; he was wearing avilian dothing. Defiantly, vividy avilian dothing.



"Thisisnot aguy, Admird."

Her repeated use of his title instead of his name findly penetrated, and he redized she was redly
annoyed. He took out the cigar and leaned forward.

"He's been awoman before.”

"Thisis not awoman, Admird. Thisisalittle girl. A very litle girl. And any minute now she's going to
redize that she'sin the body of an adult mae. Al, thisis.... thisisakind of child abuse." She chewed her
lower lip. "And the worst thing . . ."

"Child abuse? Sam? Are you nuts?' Al was on his feet and pacing, his ams flaling like windmills
"Sam Beckett would no more—"

"l redlizeit isn't his choice, Al, but what's going to happen to that little girl? If she remembers any-thing
about this, it will scar her for the rest of her life" She took a deep bresth and let it go. "And the thing is,
I'm afraid she may adready be carrying some scars. | think Missy Robicheaux may dready be an abused
child"

CHAPTER
TWO

"Though there is no apparent rank among wives, tradition and courtesy expect proper recognition
and regpact to be accorded thosewhose hudbends occupy positions of high respongibility.”
—Protocol, Officers Wives Club

Sam could well imagine that it was taking Al and Ziggy a while to figure out where and when he'd landed
this time. He ill wasn't sure himsdf. The hours shut up in the bedroom stretched on. Looking out the
window, he could see two rows of identi-ca brown buildings rectangular, three stories tdl, facing each
other across a narrow street. A scatter-ing of saplingsin full lesf dotted the lawn between them. It looked
like a young, grim housing project. The street was dmost completdly free of traffic. He spotted a handful
of carsin diagond dots in front of the buildings, they were massve and blunt, sation wagons modly,
dating from the mid- to late Fifties. Wédll, that gave hm some idea when he was, even if he didn't know
for sure where he was yet.

The angle of the sun fet wrong for the season the trees showed. All that told him, redly, was that he
wasnt in the same |atitude he grew up in; you could

take the physicig out of Indiana, but you couldn't take the farm boy out of the physicist. He watched the
shadows stretch out and listened to the sounds on the other Sde of the door and wondered what on
earth he was supposed to do thistime. Report being dapped? To whom, and how?

A man with a leashed German shepherd came around the corner from the next building over. Sam
leenad forward, draining to see the dog wore aheay muzzle, and resisted the lead. The man yanked him dong
impatiently, clearly wanting to get this"wak" business over with.

Fndly, the dog began siffing a a convenient bush, and the man stood dill, checking his watch
impetiently. Sam could sympathize with the dog; he was beginning to fed a reminder of liquids past
himsdf. The dog had judt lifted hisleg when, from a loudspeaker some distance away, came the sound of
atrumpet.

Sam watched with amazement as the man giff-ened in place, yanking the dog away from the bush, and



remaned a grict atention as the trumpet—a scratchy recording—played "Retreat,” and then the
Nationd Anthem. The man did not relax, nor dlow the dog to finish, until the trumpet was slent.

The man and dog circled the building and dis-appeared. Sam sghed, put his ebows up on the
windowsll, and rested his chin on his doubled figts. After a while a pair of children crossed his fidd of
view, heading toward the end of the building, fol-lowed a few minutes later by three more. He could hear
the faint sounds of children shouting, and won-dered idly what games they were playing.

His train of thought was interrupted by a brisk pounding a the bedroom door. "Missy! You get out
here and wash your hands and set the tablel”

With relief, Sam headed for the door, pausing only long enough to let Mrs. Robicheaux disappear
down the hdll. The location of the bathroom was awild
guess that proved to be alucky one; he closed the door behind himsdf and faced the same problem he
seemed to face every time he Leaped to the oppo-site sex: amind wired for one set of reflexesin a body
configured for another. Fortunately, by thistime, he had learned to compensate and adapt to the physica
requirements of the body he occupied, whatever they might be. Though fagening a bra behind his back
was dill something of a chalenge, as he recalled. Fortunately or otherwise, Missy was too young to
worry about that.

A brown wooden step, obvioudy handmade, was next to the snk, ready for a child to stand upon.
Wadhing his hands afterward, he studied the bruise reflected in the mirror. It was darker now, and
omi-nous looking. Sam shook his head, carefully—sud-den motion made his head ache—and checked
the rest of the child's body with dinicd thoroughness, looking for other sgns of abuse.

There were a couple of faded ydlow marks aong her ribs, and a more recent, greenish one on her leg.
There were beetings, then, but not every day. Sam suspected that they might be a result of the moth-er's
drinking, and the paucity of old bruises and scars might mean that she had only just progressed to
attacking her daughter. That might mean that he had Leaped to somehow short-circuit the cycle of child
abuse. He hoped s0. He found himsdf liking the little girl whose body he occupied, even though he had
never—would never?—have the opportunity to meet her in person.

W, he might, someday. Sam had given up pre-dicting the future about the time that the past had
gone berserk. It didn't matter, anyway. He would do what he was supposed to do, Leap, and ... do
what he was supposed to do.

"Sory of my life" he murmured to the child in the mirror.

"Missy?Did you fdl adeep in there?'

"No. .. Mom," he answered, scrambling to re-gpoond.

At the other end of the hdlway from the bedrooms was the living room, dining room, and kitchen. Two
doors a the far end of the living room led to a closet and, presumably, an exit.

His pdl-mdl rush came to a screeching hdt as he registered what rested next to the door. He looked
over uncertainly to find the woman—now that he knew he had Leaped into a child, he redized that she
wan't redly a giant—reaching into a china cabinet, getting out a set of cut-crystal glasses.

He looked again, gave the living room a quick scan. Yes, that was a tired-looking overduffed green
couch against the far wall, and a mas-dve lesther dub chair, battered from years of use. He
couldnt see atdevison set anywhere, but a cherrywood cabinet in the corner had four large doors
and stirred a faint memory, as if the Beckett family might have had a Smilar cabinet, back in
Indiana. He wasn't sure, but the Sght of it gave him a pang of homesick-ness.

Over the couch, a mountain landscape in an ornate frame held pride of place. On the floor, a loose
carpet that had once been red covered the floor. An elaborately carved, dark coffee table hedd an empty
cydd candy dish and a squared-off stack of magazines and newspapers. He made a mentd note to
take alook at them as soon as he had a chance. They'd give him detalls about where and when he was.

And lined up next to the door, waiting, were three large suitcases, and three quart bottles of water.

Nothing in the scene went with cut-crystal glass-ware.

"Are you going to stand there dl day?' the woman said sharply. " Snap to!"

"Yes, Maam!" he responded, startled.



From a corner of the kitchen, a boy of perhaps ten sneered at him.

Uh-oh, hethought. I'll bet a girl's big brother isn't any better than a boy's big brother. And then
he recalled, with a start of guilt, that he had been a girl's big brother once upon a time, as wel as a boy's
younger shling, and wondered if this Legp wasn't Someone's way of paying him back for some of the
tricks held played on hislittle Sster Katie.

"Dammit, Missy! How many times do | have to tdl you to move! Are you deef?'

She was awoman of forty years and average height, not dender and not stocky, her blonde har short
and badly permed, her hands red about the knuckles, her dark blue eyes lined, her faceiill and tired. Just
now she was dutching the top of a dining room chair as if it could keep her from fdl-ing somehow,
pressing it back againg the flowered shirtdress.

He cleared histhroat. "Mom, are we... are we garngavay somenhae?'

Missy's mother closed her eyes. "No. Not unless they cdl the dert. | explained dl that to you. Now
st the table, unless you want a spanking.”

Sam moved around her warily—nearly tripping over a voltage transformer in the process—keep-ing
out of driking range just in case, and noticed gratefully that Missy's putative brother was taking knives,
forks, and spoons out of a drawer and put-ting them on a countertop. He dived for the slver-ware, and
began to move around the table, putting it in place in front of the chairs. There was one more char that
needed a place setting. Missy's mother left the kitchen and walked dowly down the hdll, her hands at her
temples.

"You're gonna get in trouble, you're gonna get in trouble,”" the boy sang off-key. The kid had the same
brown hair Missy did, the same violet eyes. He was thin and wiry. dressed in alone-deeved shirt and
gray slacks. He got up on a step stool and opened a cupboard, getting out three plates. Sam wondered if
those long sleeves covered the boy's share of bruises, too.

Three? Only three? Sam wondered. He was begin-ning to wish Al would show up. There were
a lot of questions he'd like the answer to, questions he couldn't ask. Like, for instance, Where's Daddy?

"She's gonna tel Daddy on you, and you're gonha get it when he gets back,” the boy said, as if
answer-ing him.

Sam made another trip out to the dining room, carrying plates, and back again. "When's he coming
back?' he asked, as casualy as possible. How does a six-year-old girl sound? he wondered desperately,
suddenly redlizing another pitfal of this particular Leap. He couldn't for the life of him remember what his
little sister Katie sounded like when she was six.

The boy started to answer, then stopped. "That's a secret," he said, irring something in a pot on the
stove. He moved around the kitchen as if he were well used to putting a meal on the table without
the assistance of an adult. Sam wondered just how often Missy's mother hit the bottle, and how hard. He
was gill wondering when the telephone in the living room rang, a shrill double note.

The boy raced out to answer it.

"Mgor Robicheaux's quarters, Tom speaking, may | help you?' he recited breathlessly. Sam blinked. So
Missy's brother was named Tom. Sam's own older brother was named Tom, too. Interesting coinci-dence.
And this was Magjor Robicheaux's quarters. And a ten-year-old answered the telephone in a way
that would put many a professional secretary to shame.

Tom laid the handset down carefully and yelled, "Mom! It's Colone Baker's wife!"

Mrs. Robicheaux came back, ill pale. She picked up the phone, paused to take a deep breath,
and
said cheerily, "Doris? How nice of you to call."

Sam thought she didn't look very pleased, though. The circles under her eyes were more pronounced, and
she kept rubbing her temples.

Tom had paused in carrying a platter of pot roast to the table, and was openly watching his moth-
er. Mrs. Robicheaux, catching sight of him, turned away. After a short conversation she hung up the phone.

"Isit the Russians, Mom?' Tom said, his voice tense and oddly adult.

"Don't be slly, Tom. It's just the Officers Wives Club mesting."

She said nothing more, even when Sam, reaching for the pepper and migudging the length of his arm,
knocked over his glass of milk during dinner. Tom flinched, but Mrs. Robicheaux only sighed, squeez-ing
her eyes shut as if to deny the entire scene. Sam hopped out of his chair and ran for a dishcloth to



clean up the mess, and the meal continued in silence.

Afterward, he got up automatically to clear the table, and was rewarded with a wan smile. Tom
shot him a dirty look and recited, "May | be excused please and go out and play?"

Mrs. Robicheaux lifted a hand as if to restrain him, and hesitated. "Don't go far, Tom. Remember to
check in."

"I will." The boy pushed himsalf back from the table and ran for the door, passing the suitcases as if he
never even noticed them.

Sam continued to clear the table, trying hard not to let the plates and slver make a noise. After a while
the woman sitting at the table got up and went back down the hal toward the bedrooms.

It was about time, Sam thought, for Al to show up. Maybe the Observer could tel him what to do next.
Not that it wasn't clear enough: boyhood on a farm that didn't have time for fancy things
like
dishwashers was excellent preparation for doing the evening dishes.

It wes uiet inthe goartment now. Thearly sounds were those of water, of a squeezed sponge, of his own—of
Missy's own—feet as he stepped up and down from the metd stool Tom had tucked away in the corner.
There was no televison, no radio, no sounds of life from outside. It might have been spooky. Instead, it
was comforting. It dlowed him time to think, something to occupy his hands, and lesure to summon his
patchwork of memories and formidable inteligence to the problem of who and where he was, and why
he was where he was, thistime.

And, perhaps, try to retrieve some more memories d his omn youh His iddized ddar brather Tom, the
Vietnam vet, had . . . survived the war? Been killed? In one verson of the past, Tom had died. But he
thought he had awisp of a memory of being the best man at his older brother's wedding, and if that were
S0, Tom mudt have lived. He remembered Legping into a member of his brother's squad. He thought he
saved him. Had he redly? Did Tom die later?

He never knew when he changed things, if they stayed changed or not. Maybe that was why he kept
on Leaping—to get the past nailed down the way it was supposed to be.

Supposed to be for what? So that Sam Beckett could get severad doctorates, and design a hybrid,
neurocel computer named Ziggy? Why did he do that? So that he could Leap into past lives and
draighten things out so that he could get severd doctorates, and. . . .

It wascircular logic, and it offended him.

The only explanation held ever been hdfway hap-py with was that the timdine that contained Sam
Beckett wasn't as red as the ones he Legped into and changed. He was making himsdf possible.
Making some specific event possible, possibly something
besides the creation of Ziggy. Maybe held created Ziggy to correct something that had gone wrong in his
own past. Tom's death, maybe?

If Tom was dill dive, and Sam was il Legping, it meant there was something else. And he couldn't
remember what it might be, or even if there was anything at dl.

Evey time he Leaped, he was supposed to change something, put something "right." Fix a disaster,
however minor or mgor, in someone's life He had it down to a science now: He Leaped, shortly there-
eter Al popped inwith thelink to Ziggy the comput-er and told him what Ziggy thought was supposed to change,
he changed it, and he Leaped again. Except when Ziggy was wrong, of course, which happened more
often than not.

But the change had to be made. He and Al had speculated that success had nothing to do with whether
he Leaped or not, but if he wasn't supposed to change something, what was the point of Legping at dl?
Or he might try and fail, and Whoever or Whatever was controlling the Leaps might send him somewhere
Elseto try agan. If that was so, then there did indeed have to be a Plan, a Find Purpose to his dizzying
journey through the last forty-some years of higory. And every falure meant even more Legps until
whatever, in the greater scheme of things, findly got straightened out, and he could go back to being Sam
Beckett in Sam Beckett's body and Sam Beckett's time. He wanted to go home.

At times like this, he was grateful for mundane chores like doing the dishes. Dirty siverware, a leedt,
he could handle.



He finished drying the crystal water glasses and carried them out to place them carefully on the din-ing
room table. He didn't want to take the chance of bregking one; they were lovdy things, collecting prisms
of light in the hand-cut sharp edges and throwing it back as rainbows on the drab walls He
wonderad if they were herlooms and if o, why they were used for an ordinary dinner.

And that brought him back to the origind set of standard questions. Who. When. Where. Why.

Hehed Legped intothebody of Missy Robicheaux, who was at best six years old. Missy had abrother, Tom,
and amother with aheadache. She dlso had a father, aMgor Robicheaux, who was mysterioudy
absent. So that was "who."

Judging from the cars, the time was the late Fif-ties. He saw nothing to contradict that estimate; he
would check the newspapers and magazines on the coffee table so he could get a better idea of the
date. He did think it rather strange that there was no tdevison. He'd grown up with it, and its absence in
this house fdt like the gap when a tooth had been pulled—not painful, exactly, but an absence dl out
of proportion to its Sze. There had to be televison; he could only Legp within his own lifetime.

He wondered whose Plan it redly was, who decid-ed that this time he needed to be Sx years old and
femdein order to fix whatever it was. God's? Fate's? Ziggy's? Sher random chanoe? No; if it were dhence, he
woudnit haveto drangeanythinginorder to Legp again. There had to be some reason, some design to dl this.

Most dreadful possibility of dl, wasit redly his own design, and had he programmed Ziggy to do this
to himsdf?

What was so terribly wrong with Sam Beckett's life that he would take it upon himsdlf to change the
universe? As far as he knew, or remembered, he wasn't an egomaniac to that scale, casudly dtering
other peopl€e's lives to fit what he wanted. Was he?

He shivered, rgecting theidea.

" Somebody walking over your grave?

It was Al at last, dressed in a natty red suit with a matching scarlet fedora and a paidey tie that
shrieked againg a black shirt. Sam nearly dropped

a bone china plate in surprise. Not a the cloth-ing—for Al, that was practicdly subdued—but at the
suddenness of his appearance, out of nowhere. Which, in a sense, was a perfectly accurate descrip-tion

"Where have you been?" It was practicdly aritud question by now.

"Working," Al said, with a sdlf-righteous jab of his unlit cigar. "Trying to figure out why you're here. It
ignt easy, when Verbeena won't even let me tak to the person in the Waiting Room." Al surveyed him
caefully, from the tips of his Keds to the top of his braided head. "Aw, you'e cute. But whered you get
the shiner?'

Sam sneaked alook over his shoulder before ask-ing his next question. Sometimes he had a problem
remembering that other people couldn't see Al, and his conversations with the Project Observer looked
like conversations with thin air. But there was no one to see, thistime, and judging from the slence down
the hdl, it didn't sound like Mrs. Robicheaux was coming out anytime soon.

So hedrugged, and responded, "Never mind about thet. Why wont Vebeanalld you tdk to ha? Do you mean you
don't have any information?’

Al sghed "Oh Ivegatinfammetion Mareinfaommertion than | want. It's just not quite the right informa-tion thet |
wat, if youfdlov me But Vabesnawont let me in the Waiting Room because she's afraid our vigtor is going
to redize she's vigting in your body, and our headshrinker is afraid it will traumatize her little mind.”

Why should Missy Robicheaux be any more trau-matized than any other visitor? Sam started to
ask. Then he looked down &t the pink play-dress and reconsidered. He didn't often think about how his
own body was being treated, hogdting the minds or souls or awarenesses or whatever the hdl it was, back
inthe Waiting Room; something to do with
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"The Berlin Wdl? You aren't suggesting I'm here to stop the Wall?' Sam nearly fdl off the step stoal in
shock.

"No, of course not." Al jabbed at the handlink and frowned. "At least, we don't think so ... No,
it's way too late to stop the Wall. The East Germans are leaving by the thousands, every day, and the
Russians—yeah. They just forbade ministers to go to an interfaith conference in Berlin. Nope, Missy isn't
going to stop the Wall."

"So," Sam said with exaggerated patience, "what am | here to do? Something for Missy?"

Al was fantly embarrassed. "Wdl, actudly, as a matter of fact—"

"Let me guess. You don't know." Sam snapped a dish towd next to where Al would have been
gand-ing, if Al, instead of his hologrammatic image, had actudly been sanding there. "'l thought you said
you had dl these files on her?"

Al crunched the cigar between his teeth. "Well. Sort of. We have the files on her father; he never got
promoted past mgor. He's dill dive. Her mother, let's see—" The data stream was fragmented and hard
to read; he dapped the handiink and the jJum-ble fdl back into words. "Her mother dies in 1989. Her
brother has a perfectly ordinary career as an eectricad engineer, gets married, has a couple of kids™

"AndMiss/?'

Al cocked an eye a him. It was unsattling—with one part of hismind, the part linked through Ziggy, he
could see Dr. Samud Beckett. With another, he could see a little gifl giving him a mutinous stare, lower
lip stuck out, wisps of hair escaping from long braids. Sam was going to have to learn how to braid har
inthis one. Al smothered agmile

"Missy stays Sngle. Gets a doctorate in psychol-ogy—now that's interesting, wonder if it's because of
her childhood? Seems to be perfectly happy.” He shook his head. "I don't know if having you Leap into
her childhood's going to change that.”

"So what happened to Missy in August of 19617

Al took a deep breath and shrugged. "Nothing, so far as we can tdl." The datdink flickered. "Oh, wait.
No. She broke her am.”

Samis—ar Miss/s—jaw dropped. "Se broke her arm? Are you tdling me | Leaped here to keep a
six-year-old from getting a broken am? Is Ziggy sure about that? What happens, it doesn't get set right?*

The dataink cubes glowed in some sequence that made sense only to the computer. Al squinted at the

screen. "Er, no. It doesn't seem to make any dif-ference. Ziggy says there's only a sixty-two-percent
chance tha you're here to keep her from getting her am broken."

"And that'sal you've got? How doesit happen?'

"That's dl welve got right now," Al corrected him. "And we don't know how it happened. That part
was never recorded anywhere, not even in the hospitd records. Ziggy can't access what was never
written down, you know. He can't read minds" Except may-be yours and mine, he did not add. He
wasn't sure gbout thet. Thelinks Ziggy's dhips weare mede fram his nerve tissue and Sam's, after dl—that was
why he was the Observer, why he could dways find Sam, eventudly, no matter where in time he landed.

"Well, can't you ask her?'

"Adkwhowhe?"

Sam spun around to see Missy's mother sanding in the doorway. "Ah—"

"Ask what? Who are you taking to?" The woman sounded angry.

Al decided that this would be a good time to do a fade and leave Sam to the inevitable explanations.



He waggled his fingers good-bye and pushed the handlink control that opened the Door back into the
Accelerator.

The Imaging Chamber of Project Quantum Leap looked the same as it dways did, an octagond
blue-white room with glowing pands for wals. He was ganding on a slver disk. Another floated over his
head. He released a bresth he didn't redlize he was holding and said, "Ziggy?"

"Admird Cdavicd," a bodiless feminine voice acknowledged. "There are no changes apparent since
you left.”

This breath he did know he was holding. Sam's mucking around in time meant that things weren't
particularly stable in the Project. Little things could be different. Every oncein awhile, mgor changes

occurred. So far the changes had unchanged them-selves, and no one but Ziggy, and Al, were in a postion
to redlize that anything had ever been dif-ferent. It did make personnel matters interesting from time to
time, though.

"What timeisit?' he asked as he started down the ramp into the Control Room.

"Eighteen hundred hours," the voice informed him. "Mogt of the staff are in the cafeteria."

There was, in fact, no one in the Control Room, not even a technician to work on the great table made of
colored cubes, a larger version of the handlink, that took up most of the space in the middle of the room.

"Is there anybody with the ... in the Waiting Room?"

"Only our vidgtor." Ziggy was miffed. The comput-er didn't like to be left alone.

Al paused, looked up at the ceiling. "She's by her-self? Verbeena's gone to dinner too?

"That's correct, Admiral." There was a pause while the computer correlated the exchange
with its database on Al Calavicci's behavior, made pro-jections, and added warily, "Dr. Beeks specificaly
forbade you to enter the Waiting Room during this Leap, Admird."

"Oh, come on. | just want to ask a couple of ques-tions. | wouldn't hurt her."

"Dr. Beeks is concerned about the possible psychic damage the child may experience if she remembers
awakening in Dr. Beckett's body."

"Hey, if there was going to be any damage, it would have already been done, right? If she's awake, she's
figured it out. And it wouldn't be me hurting her. Come on, Ziggy. Can you find the information we need?
That Sam needs?'

"l am pursuing several avenues of investigation,” the computer protested.

"But it would redly help if we had some ideas, now wouldn't it?" Al had perfected wheedling over
the course of five marriages.

Ziggy, though more immune than any of the wives—not being burdened with
hormones—recog-nized bullheaded determination when it scanned it. "I assume you will require advance
warning if Dr. Beeks returns from the evening meal."

"Bingo," Al crowed, and headed for the Waiting Room.

Like al the working areas in the core of the Pro-ject, the Waiting Room was basic white, shaded in blue
by the indirect lighting. A hospital bed, the latest thing in medica technology, was placed in the middle of
the room. Stairs againgt the far wall led to the observation room, where a technician usu-aly sat, keeping
an eye on lights and readouts. But this evening, there was no technician; the individ-ud in the Waiting
Room was not confined to the bed.

Al paused in the doorway, watching. The other occupant of the room was stting on the far side of the
bed, head down, apparently staring at the floor. A white lab suit stretched across broad shoulders. Brown
hair, grown a little longer than usual, lay flat against the nape of the neck.

Al bit his lip. Every time he entered this room he wanted to cal out the name that ought to go with the
person sitting on the bed, and every time he had to make himself stop and look again.

The person on the bed stood up and turned around.

Al'seyes closed involuntarily in denial.

It was Sam Beckett: It was certainly Sam Beckett's body. It was a man in his early forties, tdl, fit but not
thickly muscled, hazel eyes open and honest, well-defined jaw perhaps a shade long, a stray lock of hair,
gartlingly white against the brown, hanging down over his left brow.

But Sam Beckett's body did not move with its accustomed grace; the turn was clumsy, and one
hand stretched out to catch at the bedsheets to prevent afdl.

And Al, looking into those eyes, saw instead of Sam Beckett alittle girl, Sx years old and terrified.

He found himsdf wondering whether this was such a good idea after dl.

"Hi there," he said, holding out a hand.



Sam—Miss—edged avay framhim It was dovi-ous that she'd been told never to talk to strangers, and dl
she had seen for the last severa hours were strangers—V erbeena and her gaff. Even her own body was
agtranger suddenly.

"My nameisAl," Al said. "Dr. Beeks says your nameis Missy. That's a pretty name™ He dropped his
am and remained where he was, and the person across the bed from him relaxed minutdly.

"l bet you think thisis a pretty srange place” he went on. "Have you ever been in a place like this
before?'

Missy shook Sam's head. No.

Hed phrased it wrong, Al redized. He needed a question that required an answer of more than Yes or
No.

And then he redized that he had another gtring to his bow. "Missy, your Daddy is in the Air Force,
it he? What rank is he?'

"Mga," camethe prompt reponse Sam Bedkdts vocd cords made it much deeper than Missy's own voice,
but she was hearing it with Sam Beckett's ears and brain, and she didn't flinch at the tenor pitch.

"l used to beinthe Navy," Al confided. "'l was an Admird."

Ingtant skepticism lit the wide eyes. Like any military brat, she knew rank, and the maen in front of her
didn't look like an Admird. Admirds didn't wear red suits. Only Santa Claus wore a red suit.

"Look," Al said. "Il show you my ID." Hefished in hislapd pocket for hiswadlet and did the card auL

He had to put it on the bed between them. Once he retreated a few steps, Missy picked it up and
examined it, looking from the picture to Al and back again. Even at Sx, a military kid knew what an ID
card looked like, but Al hoped she was too young to pick up the differences between the ones her
parents showed every time they entered the PX and the ID cards issued in the late ningties The
Robicheaux cards, for ingance, probably didnt use a hdagammic Amaican flag to kegp them fram bang
duplicated.

She caught on to the flag, tilting the card back and forth to make it wave, but accepted it as one of
those strange things the Navy did. Surrendering the card rductantly, she looked a him with an entirdly
different attitude.

"Now, Missy, you want to get home, don't you?"

A shadow passed over her face, but she answered promptly enough. "Yes, gr.”

"Okay. | need to ask you some questions, and | need you to tdl me everything you can. Can you do
that?'

"Yes, 9r." She was obedient. Alert. Respectful. Al wondered how much hdll she raised when she was
on her own.

"Okay. Now, you livein Han—" he sumbled.

"Hainerberg.”

"Yes That. Okay. With your mommy and your daddy and your brother, right?’

"And Marta"

"Marta?' Who the hdl was Marta, and why hadn't Ziggy sad something about her? "Tdl me about
Marta"

"Marta's our maid. She lives downdairs in the maids quarters.”

A muffled squawk from a speaker said that Ziggy had had second thoughts about supplementing this
information, a least while Al was talking to Missy. Al made a mental note to have a long talk with
the computer as soon as he was through with the dild

"Whet's Matallike?' THswes awhde new avenue of information; Sam's Leap could have something to do
with the previoudy unknown Marta

"She's old. She makes roses out of butter when | cut it up.”

Al dosad hiseyesand nodded. Of course "Doyaulike Marta?"

"She doesn't speak very good English," Missy said thoughtfully. "She doesn't speak very good German
ather.”



Al opened his mouth to ask another question, then closed it again. Not very good German ether?
"How doyou knon?'

"| asked Renate. She says she's a dee pee.”

Now Al was getting redly confused. "Renate's a ... oh, a displaced person?' In Germany? Well,
cetanly, butin 19617 Wasn't that kind of late, Sxteen years after the war?

"Whet?' Missy ws geing confusad too, and withrdrawing as a result. She knew initids, but apparent-ly didn't
know whét they stood for.

"A DP, honey. Renate isa DP? Who's Renate?!

"No." Her voice was sharp with frudration, and she brushed againg Sam's forehead, shifting the lock
of white hair out of the way. "Renates my friend. Maria's aDP."

"Oh." It wasn't much clearer. Al decided to shift gears. "Okay. Tdl me about your daddy.”

Sugpicion flared again. "Cant."

"It'sasecret.” Shewas backing away again.

Al stopped. Hed never had kids of his own, thank God, but he knew plenty of fdlow officers who
had. Some of those officers had been involved in a num-ber of Top Secret assgnments. Hed never
thought too much about how those assgnments would affect their families He had the uneasy feding he
was
seding that effect right now: Missy, only six years old, had dearly been warned repeatedly about any-one
asking questions about what her father did. She was looking around the room now seeking an avenue of
escape.

"And you'e redly good at keeping secrets, aren't you, Missy?' he said, meking sure she could hear
the gpprova inhisvoice. "I'll bet your daddy is redly proud of you."

"Where's my daddy?' she said.

It was a wall of utter heartbreak, a little girl's cry in the voice of his best friend, and Al Caavica
couldnt handleit. "It's okay, honey, honest," he muttered, retreating toward the exit. "Well get you hame
oon, | promie | promise” Hedosad the door behind himsdlf with asgh of rdlief.

Which turned to a choke &t the sght of Dr. Beeks waiting, ams crossed, standing in the corridor like
an avenging angel.

"Exactly what do you think you're doing, Admi-ra?' she snapped. "I placed a redriction on the
Waiting Room for this Leap. Just what were you doing in there?"

"I was trying to find out something to hdp Sam,” he sad Fram the lodk in Vatbeards eyg e thought it
sounded as weak as he himsdf did. "I am the Observer, Verbeena, it's part of my job."

"Not thistime, it isn't. | don't want thet little girl to be traumatized—"

"What could | do to her that's worse than she's dready been through, Legping into Sam's body?" Al
demanded. "What are you gonna do, Verbeena, fill her up with drugs and keep her unconscious until
Sam sumbles over what he's supposed to do that will get her back where she belongs? Don't you think
she's noticed the body she's in dready? Just because you don't have any mirrors in there doesn't meen
she hasn't looked a hersdf and noticed some things are real different!”

Verbeena Beeks dumped against the corridor wall, crossed her arms in front of herself defensively, and
eyed the man. "Yes," she admitted cautioudly. "I've been tdling her she's having a dream, and nothing bad
is happening to her, and when she wakes up shelll be in her real body again. But | don't know how long
she's going to believe that. | have considered putting her under—with hypnosis,”" she said, raising one hand
to forestall Al's outrage. "I think it might be best, this time" The glaring lights threw ugly blue highlights
againgt her dark skin, making her look tired. Or perhaps it was just the job that made her tired.

"l should have done something about the Waiting Room before,” she muttered. "Every time, | think, why
didn't we dress up this place a little bit? Why does everything have to be blue and white? Some calico
curtains, something in green, would be so nice—"

"Ten stories underground?’ Al was completely lost. "Why would you want curtains underground?”

"Never mind, Al." She gave him a weary smile. "It's just displacement worrying. But | want you to
promise not to go in there again, okay?"

Al took a deep breath. "Okay, | promise. But you have to promise to ask her any questions that we come



up with. I'm not going to leave Sam hanging for lack of information."

Verbeena was nodding, accepting the bargain, when Ziggy's voice interrupted. "Admird, we have new
data."

Al and Verbeena looked up at the celling smulta-neoudy. "We do?' Al said. "What isit?'

"Unlikdy as it origindly appeared,” the comput-er said, "there is now a ninety-four-percent chance that
Dr. Beckett has Leaped into the body of Missy Robicheaux to prevent World War Three from bresk-ing
out over the building of the Berlin Wall."

CHAPTER
FOUR

ISSUE OF FURNITURE FOR MAID ROOMS,

7112th Supply Squadron, Office of Base Ac-countable Officer:

. . . the following policy will govern the issue of furniture for Maid Rooms within the Wieshaden
Military Post. . . .
c. Only the following items are authorized to meet minimum requirements: (1) one cot, folding, steel one
mattress, cotton two blankets, wool one pillow, cotton or feather

"Prevent World War Three? Al, that's ridiculous. World War Three never happened. If it had, we wouldn't
be here. There. In the future. | mean—" Sam shook his head, frustrated. Time travel played hdl with the
tenses. "If World War Three had hap-pened, the world would have blown itself up. If the world had blown
itself up, the Project would never have happened, and | wouldn't be here now.

"Besides, | never change big thingsin history. Only little ones. So what's the deal here?'

Al sghed. "Ziggy says that you must have Leaped back origindly to change something else. But
some-thing you've done in the meantime has caused a change that will cause the big kablooie."

"And does Ziggy have the foggiest notion what that 'something' might be?' Sam said, gtting up in bed
and hooking his arms around his knees. "What does Missy have to do with the Wall, anyway? It hasn't
even been built yet."

Al nodded. "Nope. Not for another week. Mean-while, you remember Legping into Eddie Ellroy?"

Sam nodded. He thought he could remember Eddie, whose brother Mack built bomb shdlters. It had
been a profitable busness, feeding on hys-teria. "So?"

"You remember how tense things were? Berlin is one of the big reasons why. And that was in the
Sates—this is Germany. Man, they had thousands, thousands of people leaving East Germany, dl
their scientists and skilled workers and good people. They even passed alaw againg it. Khrushchev was
meking public speeches that warned that the world would be a smoking ruin by the time they got through
with us. Our own generas were advocating pulling avilians out of Europe.”

"She's sx—" Sam caught himsdf shouting and lowered his voice to a whisper with a glance at the
bedroom door. "She's sx years old, All How could anything she does possbly make a difference to
internationd palitics and the Wal?'

Al shrugged. "I'm just tdling you what Ziggy tells me. It has something to do with her father."

"Her father isn't even herel”

"No," Al agreed, squinting at the handlink. The light by which he read the datascreen came from the
Imaging Chamber in which he stood, forty-odd years in the future. "Her father's in Berlin, waiching the
Russians gear up. Somehow he gets permission for a quick vist home—yprobably a sde trip, snce hed
be
going back and forth between bases a lot. He comes back Monday night, and then he leaves again. And
somehow, you've changed things”



"Youd think whoever was responsible for this would have more sense,” Sam muttered, saring through
Al into the darkness.

Al refrained from pointing out the possbility that Sam himsdf was responsible, not only for Project
Quantum Leap but for the Legp pattern itsedf— that was one of severa theories bruited about by the
Project members who actudly knew what hap-pened to their Director—and chewed ferocioudy on his
ever-present, unlit cigar.

"Ziggy's got to be wrong,” Sam announced at last. "The whole scenario makes no sense. It goes
agang everything we know about my Legping."

Al considered the randomly appearing and re-gppearing holesin Sam's memory and said nothing about
"evarything we know."

"Unless" the Project Director went on, tilting a little girl's head so that her hair fdl over her shoul-der,
and brushing it impatiently aside in dmogt the same movement, “there's something about her father
coming back."

"Ziqy ayess” Al sad, wadhiing the cdlored aubes blink in coded rhythm.,

"That's good of him," Sam answered, dripping sar-caam.

"Getting alittle snarky here, are we? Didn't you get your nap this afternoon?’

Sam favored him with a glare that would fry glass. Al chortled, then looked back at the datascreen.
"Uhdh"

"Now what?"

"Zigogy says that you have to keep Missy's father from losing some papers? We can't tdl—maybe he
|eaves them behind?'

"Where is Ziggy getting dl this? From data in atimdine that doesn't exig?'

"It's gpeculation. But it's ninety-four percent cer-tain peculation.”

Sam heaved a dgh. "So what's 'uh-oh’ about it? Can't | just get him to day an extra day or
some-thing?'

Al's mouth twisted. "I can't figure out how Missy can keep her father from reporting for duty. It just
wouldn't happen, Sam. But according to this, it's gatto”

Sam dared a him, confused. "Sure it can happen. All | haveto dois ... wel, if something happened to
Missy, held stay, right?"

Al shook his head. "No, Sam. Hed let hiswife handle it. You've got to understand: Thisis the United
States Air Force, Europe. Thisis Germany. Thisis the Berlin Criss, Part Two. Sabres are raitling on
both sides. Khrushchev is threatening to Sgn a separate peace treaty with East Germany and cut off dl
supplies to Berlin. Nearly a thousand people a day are running for the border. Generd Maxwel Taylor is
taking about nuclear war, Robert Kennedy is warning Russia not to push us too far, axd Jdn Kenady is
hdding press conferences about mobilization and asking Congress to fund a defense buildup. There are
Russan troops maneuvering less than two hundred miles from here. Mgor Steve Robicheaux is not going
to leave his post for any-thing short of Missy's dying. And possibly not even then.”

Sam opened hismouth and shut it again. "Oh."

"Oh" Alagresd

After amoment Sam said, "Maybe that's why hiswifeisleaving him."

Al gtared a him as if Sam were suddenly speak-ing Finnish. He opened and closed his mouth a few
times, and then punched at the handlink. A moment later, he said, "Where the hdl did you get that ides?’

"Go look by the front door,” Sam advised.

Al raised an eyebrow and punched the handlink again, blinking into nothingness. A few moments later
he popped back, considerable rdief on hisface. "Oh, that. Y ou mean the suitcases.”

Sam nodded.

"That's not Janie leaving her husband. That's standard operating procedure.” When Sam looked blank,
he elaborated. "I keep tdling you, Sam. It's 1961—Augus 1961. For years evay militay family in Europe has
had packed suitcases Stting by the front door. If the dert goes, they'd have two hours to collect the kids,
get in the car, and get the hdl out of town. Evacuation preparedness. Although two hours . . ." he paused,



sheking his head. "Two hours would have been too long. And there redly wouldn't be any place to run.
They knew it, too. They couldn't possibly outrun missles launched from 200 miles away. But those were
the orders.”

Sam watched him, curious. "Were you stationed here then?!

"What? Oh, no, | was learning to fly Phantoms back then. | studied it, though. Some people say tha
losng face over Berlin was whét led to the misslesin Cuba, the Missles of October, but that's not true.
They're dready building the Cuban missle stes. | think Berlin was just one of the things they did to
digtract us" He had an expression on his face Sam had rarely seen before: abstracted, thoughtful, sad.
The lights from the handlink flicked on and off in an irregular pattern, illumingting his face in
pnk—orange—grean—ue Hisvacewasvay it "World War 111 was so close. It would have been so easy
for it to happen. The littlest thing could have st it off. In away, the miracle was that it didn't heppen.”

It wasn't the Al Sam was used to, and he wasn't sure he liked it.

"Al. Al

Al blinked.

"What does dl this have to do with a six-year-old girl?'

Al took a deep breath. "I don't know, Sam. But it has to have something to do with it, because Ziggy says
that we're in Neverneverland. A sort of quan-tum physics Limbo, until it's settled.”

"Would you mind explaining what you just said?'

"Me? You're the genius." Al shook his head. "I'm just repeating what Ziggy says. In the origind histo-ry,
the big kaboom kafizzled. Now we're going down a path where it kablasts. But if it does, then the Project
never happens, so you never Leap back, and what-ever you did to change history never happens, so the
Project does happen, and you Leap back, and. . . ."

"Never mind. I'm afraid I'm beginning to under-stand you."

"Things went kaka," Al summarized. "Until we know which way to jump—or Leap—"

"Please. Things are bad enough as it is. Don't you have any idea what changed things?'

"Sure. You did."

Sam threw a pillow at him. The pillow passed through and hit the top of the dresser, knocking a carousel
music box to the floor.

"Missy!" The voice from the living room cracked almost as sharply as the carousdl.

"Yes?' Sam answered, midway into picking up the pieces.

"'Yes, Maam,' " Al warned him. The term of address was atitle, as he used it.

Too late. The door came open so hard it hit the wall and bounced. The ceiling light popped on, blinding
him. "Y es what?"

"Yes, Maam," Sam amended hastily.

"What are you doing in here?' Jane's gaze lit on the pink and gold rose shards of the carousel. "You
broke it! That was my mother's!" She saw the pillow, too. "You were playing in here again, weren't you? |
told you to go to deep, didn't I”? Didn't I! You stupid,
dupid, worthless brat! What did | tell you to do! What did | tel you!" Her voice was risng nearly to a
shriek.

"Goto deep," Sam whispered, backing away. But it was a smal room, and he couldn't back far enough.

"Don't you touch him!" Al yelled helplesdy, but it was too late. Jane's nails bit into Sam's shoulder, lifting
him off his feet, and he rocked back with the force of her dap. "Shut up! Shut up, dammit! | don't want to
hear it! You clean that up right now, and you get into that bed and | don't want to hear one word out of you
till morning, do you hear me!"

"Don't say anything, Sam," Al warned. "Don't. Just pick up the pieces and put them on the dresser."

He waited until the talons digging into his shoul-der loosened, and then bent down, face dinging, eyes
ginging, to pick up al the pieces of the carou-sel and put them carefully on top of the dresser, lined up in
a neat row. He gave Janie Robicheaux awide berth as he moved around to the bed, got in, lay down
and pulled the covers up to his chin, never looking away, never looking her in the eye. Her lips, white
edged, were pressed into a thin ling; her nostrils flared, her chest heaved. Everything about her said
Suppressed Rage. With one part of his mind Sam wondered how much of it was an act. With another, he
wished desperately that she would go away. He couldn't seem to stop shaking.

Al, standing next to the woman, was doing a fair rendition of fury himsalf. "Y ou—you—you monster,” he
sputtered. "Hitting a little kid like that. How'd you like to pick on somebody your own size?'

Janie, of course, didn't hear him. She looked around the floor, searching for neglected bits and



pieces; not finding any, she gave Sam one last glare and turned the light off, damming the door behind
herself.

"Some people shouldn't have kids" Al snarled, making a rude ethnic gesture to the closed door.
"Il bet she's going back to hit the bottle some more. | hate a drunken femde."

It took severd deep breaths for Sam to bring the body's physdogcd reedtions under contrdl. "Maybe this is
what I'm here for," he whispered. "To stop Missy from being hit."

"W, Warld War Threewould dopit,” Al agreed, his attention jolted from the door back to Sam. "But it's a
little more permanent than 1'd like, persondly. 1'd rather you took care of the end of the world firg, if you
don't mind."

"A sx-year-old child cannot stop a nuclear war,” Sam said through clenched teeth.

" didn't think she could start one, ether, but it looks like that's what happened. Will happen. Might
happen. . . ." Al gave up, frustrated.

Sam threw himsdf back againgt the mattress, reaching back for a post of the headboard. Missy's am
was too short. He had to scoot back up toward the pillow, and by that time no longer needed
some-thing to hold on to. He laced hisfingers beneath his head instead. "'l haven't done anything," he said
thoughtfully, no longer protesting againg the idea. "So maybe it's something that Missy did, or would
have done, that | didn't do, or wouldn't do."

Al floated closer, punching at the handlink. "Ziggy says that there isn't any data, but logic says there's a
fifty-fifty chance that you're right.”

Smrdled hiseyes "No. Redly? Maybe you augt to go back and tak to Missy some more and get the
data."

"l can't do that,” Al answered without thinking. Then he saw the look on Sam's face, and rephrased.
"Dr. Beeks won't let me do that."

"Hne by me" Sam raised and dropped his shoul-ders in a horizonta shrug. "I'm not the one who says
the fate of the world depends on it. I'll just try to figure out a way to make Missy's mother stop hitting
her."

Nonplussed, Al tightened his lips and looked from Sam to the handlink and back again. Sam was
dar-ing a the caling. Al nodded once, sharply, and punched in the recdl. The Door opened behind him.
He stepped into the opening and took one last look over his shoulder.

"Try to give the fate of the world some thought while you're a it, okay?' he said, and the Door
snapped into nothingness, taking the Observer with it.

CHARTER
FIVE

6. NONCOMBATANTS—DEFINED: The following personnel are considered noncombatants under the
provisons of this plan:

a. Dependents of members of the US Armed
Forces, of US Government employees and of
authorized Allied Nationals.

b. UScitizens and Allied personnd employed
by the US government.

BY ORDER OF THE COMMANDER:

Missy Robicheaux sat on the edge of the bed and swung Sam Beckett's feet back and forth, back and
forth, fascinated.
So this was what it was like to be a grownup. The beds got smaller.



She took a deep breath and looked around. There was a lady in the little room at the top of the stairs. She
saw Missy looking and waved. Missy waved back, hesitantly, and then rubbed her hands togeth-er. They
were s0 big, and yet they felt like they were just the right size.

This must be what Goldilocks felt like when she was eating dl that porridge, Missy thought. Though she
had always suspected that Goldilocks called
Baby Bear's porridge "judt right” because she'd got so full egting Papa Bear's and Mama Bear's. These
were Papa Bear hands, but they fdt like her own, littler hands did. The sheets on the bed fdt the same,
no matter what sze her hands were. If her swinging hedls hit the bed frame, it ill hurt.

It was a boy's body. She knew that. Her brother Tam showed her onoe how boys looked differart. But when
she needed to go to the little girls room, it fdt just about the same. She could am better, though. That
was interesting. She played with that for a while, and then she didn't need to go any more and the nurse
lady camein and wanted her to take a pill. She didn't want to, though. Mommy took pills a lot. So they
gave her a puzzle book instead. That was fun too.

The lady up in the little room was talking to a knob on a stick, snesking looks a Missy when she
thought Missy wasn't watching. The lady was prob-ably taking about her, Missy deduced.

She wondered if in her dream she was going to have to stay in this body. She hoped not. She wished
the dream people would tdl her things. The lady in the little room, and the Negro lady in the white coat,
didnt act like they wanted to tdl her any-thing. It was probably a secret, like the suff Daddy did.
Sometimes Daddy talked to Mom about things, but he wouldn't tdl her or Tom. Tom acted like he knew
lots of things, but it probably wasn't true. Tom fibbed a lot.

The Negro lady in the white coat was a doctor, Missy thought, even though she'd never seen a Negro
doctor before. She said her name was "Dr. Beeks" Like a bird's besk. Missy had never seen a lady
doctor ether. She didn't give shots, though, so maybe she wasn't a doctor at dl. She asked lots and lots
and lots of quedtions, and sometimes she stuck things on Missy's head and there were wires and a
mechine that lit up. Her hair was shorter than it used to be. She reached up to fed and the lady in the little
room started talking to the stick again. Missy waited. Sometimes things happened when the lady talked
to the stick. Sometimes they didn't, but it was fun to watch. Nothing happened this time, though, so
Missy just kept on wetching her to see what she would do next.

That lady had dark hair and dark eyes, like Marta, but she wasnt fat like Marta. Missy wanted to go
up into the little room and look around, see if maybe the lady put everything away the way Marta did.
Dr. Beeks wanted to know if Missy was going to make her bed, but that was what Marta did.

The room was dl white. The walls were white, the floor was white, the sheets on the bed were white.
It hurt her eyes. She had to squeeze her eyes shut. The lady must have talked into the little stick again,
because when she opened her eyes back up the light was different and her eyes didn't hurt so much any
more

She wanted to go out and play, but they wouldn't let her. She never saw anybody except Dr. Beeks
and thelady she didnit know and onog amenwho sad he was an Admira. He asked questions about Daddly,
and Daddy said that she should never, never answer questions about what he did. She thought the man
might have been an Admird, even if he dressed fun-ny. Sometimes Daddy didn't wear his uniform too,
but he never wore clothes like that. But Admirds were Navy, and Daddy said the Navy did funny things,
30 maybe they had funny awvie clothes.

Dr. Besks asked her onoe about Mammy. Shedidnit want to talk about Mommy, even though Mommy didn't
do secrets. Missy thought Mommy might be mad because she was gone so long, but Dr. Beeks sad it
wauld be okay, Mammy knew wharedewas Missy hoped that was right. She didnt like it when Mammy gat
med

Mammyht

Jane Robicheaux sat in her living room, paging through a fashion magazine without redly seeing the words
and pictures. It was something to do while waiting for the news. The upper right-hand door of the cabinet
was open wide, reveding the combination radio and phonograph built in. A symphony was just finishing,
and the announcer was ratling on in gutturd German.



She should have gone to the bridge party tonight. She needed to make an appearance. But it was
Martas night off, which gave her a reasonable excuse. She didn't redly want to ded with those other
women who were dways so perfectly turned ou, 0 Lredt themsdves who hed such pafect dil-dren. None of
them seemed to ligen to the news.

She closed the magazine, impatiently, and tossed it back on the coffee table next to a copy of the
Sars and Stripes that Missy had been play-reading. She'd gotten redly absorbed in it, too. Jan€'s lips
curved fondly. She had quite an imagination, did Missy— pretending she could redly read, taking to
imagi-nary friends. She supposed a sngleton child needed that sort of thing. Missy was artidtic, too. Like
her mother and her aunt had been. Jane's face changed as she thought about dl the plans she and Jeanne
hed had, before she married. She and Jeanne had shared their dreams and their art.

Of course, Missy wes d0 dumsy, subbom, impa-tinent, and talked back. She and Jeanne had never done
that.

The telephone rang, and she jJumped and clutched at it. It took a moment of drict discipline to wait for
the second double ring.

"Hdlo?" There was a amdl pause, and then, with a ddigted driek, "Matha! Oh nmy goodnesd Oht How
wordatful for you to—Moathe? Issomahingwrong?'

There was another pause. "Jeanne? Jeanne? Oh, Mather, no—0..."

The voice on the other end was broken, too. "It was a terrible wreck, Janie, just anful, she was dl
broken—"

Jane Robicheaux doubled over, sobbing.

"—we know you can't just come back any old time, but she's your twin, honey, the funerd is on
Wethestay—"

She cried again, and the handset fdl, and she curled into a bal, howling to hersdf, wanting oblivion,
wanting a bottle. . . .

Sunday, August 6, 1961

5. ITEMS FOR ASSEMBLY:

a. The following listed items should be on hand in each family unit and plans made for their rapid
assembly in the event of an emergency:

1) Warm clothing including raincoats or sub-
stitute. Female personnel should wear slacks.

2) Two (2) blankets per person.

3) One (1) small handbag per person, con-
taining a change of clothing, toilet articles, impor-
tant family documents, etc.

(4) Individual identification, such as AGO
cards, Passports, ID cards or Tags, etc.

5) Military Payment Certificates and/or oth-
er negotiable dollars instruments (all on hand at
time of alert).

6) Inventory of household goods and person-
al effects.

7) Two (2] days' supply of non-perishable
packaged food stuffs, also canned milk for chil-
dren.

8) Suitable water containers to provide one
(1) quart capacity per person.

9) Automobiles with valid certificates of reg-
istration and title.

10) A minimum of seven (7) gallons (or tank



one-half full) of gasoline will be kept in the tank or
otherwise immediately available at all times.
11) One (1) first-aid kit, commercial or home

made equivalent per automobile.

CHARTER
X

"... 2900 East German refugees poured into West Belin today in a desperate effort to escape
before the Communigts block air, sea, and land routes to the city. . . ."

Sam woke the nedt maming to the sound of a vaouum cdleaner next to the bed, and opened his eyes to see a
large, square-shaped woman with smdl, very dark eyes and equadly dark har leening over the bed. She
was wearing a worn, badly made navy blue cotton dress.

The woman said something in a language Sam didn't understand. But her impatient gesture was clear
enough, and he jJumped out of bed and ran for the bathroom. The bruise on his face was turning yelow
around the edges.

By the time he reumed the women wes smoahing down the newly made bed, grunting softly as she
draightened up. She glared & Sam and spoke again, this time in English. "You deep dl day? Lazy girl!
Get dressed! Bregkfast waiting!”

Sam gulped and opened the dresser, trying to act both as if he knew what he was doing and as if it
didn't bother him to have the woman wetch as

he shed the pgamas and got dressed. Missy had a drawer full of underwear, another one full of shorts
and shirts He didnt think she would be wearing a dress. He looked a the large woman for
confirmation of his choice. Her expression was blank, neither gpproving nor disgpproving. It mus be dl
right, he dedded.

He weas wrang, &s he dsoovered when he dowed Lp a the breskfast table. Tom was wearing a blue uit,
white shirt and a tie, his har neatly dicked back. Mrs. Robicheaux was wearing a brightly flowered
dress. There was nothing on the breakfast table but glasses of water.

"Am | to understand,” Mrs. Robicheaux said with gladid cam, "thet you are not going to go to Mass
with us today?

Sam winced. It was Sunday, Augus 6. He wished Al had been there to remind him. "l forgot.”

"Do you want God to forget you?"

"No, mdam." He turned and ran for the bedroom again. The large woman looked at him again and
sniffed, cailing up the cord to the vacuum and drag-grgit dong behind her to thenext becroom. Miss/'s parents,
Sam thought.

He had no idea when Mass was supposed to begin, but probably soon, based on Tom's appear-ance.
Remembering himsdf as a ten-year-old, he didn't think the boy would be able to preserve that prigtine
sharpness for very long.

He would ded with how to behave when he got there. With luck, Al would show up to coach him
through the Mass, he seemed to recdl that the Tridentine Mass, before Vatican 11, was pretty
complicated, with lots of kneding and standing and gtting. At least, it was complicated from the point of
view of a midwestern Protestant farm boy. On the other hand, it would be in Lain, and he could handle
Latin. Hed trandated Suetonius for fun as an undergraduate.



Come to think of it, that probably wouldn't hep much after dl. He doubted they would be spending
much time on Cdigula

The selectionsin the closet were limited: four dresses, dl with frills and ruffles. A scuffed pair of white
patent leather shoes neetly digned on the floor suggested themsdlves by their very uniqueness. He closed
his eyes, trying to remember how Katie dressed for church on Sunday. Pink. There was lots of pink
involved.

Missy didn't lean to pink, apparently, despite yes-terday's play dress. There was, however, a sunny
ydlow dressin a light fabric. He did it over his head and struggled with buttons and a bow thet tied
behind his back, found a pair of socks, dipped on the shoes, and ran back for the dining room.

A look of great pain crossed Janie Robicheaux's face. "Go have Marta do your har," she said. "You
have five minutes” She took an elaborate ook at her waich.

He imagined that she meant it. He went looking for Marta. At least he now had a name to go with the
large woman.

The door to the master bedroom was closed. He opened it without knocking. "Marta?'

Marta was on her hands and knees on the other sde of the queen-size bed, and her head popped up in
response to hiscal. "What?'

"Could you hdp mewith my hair, please?' Sam said. It was, he redlized, gticking out in dl direc-tions,
half-loosed from the rubber bands confining the pigtalls. It hadn't even occurred to him to check his hair
before going out before. He had to remind himsdf that he was a little girl now. At least, occu-pying the
body of alittlegirl. A litle girl with long hair, unfortunately.

Theroom was dark, dark from the black cherry furniture and the graying carpet and walls washed to
pde streaks. On thetdl dresser was a black-and-
white photograph of Jane Robicheaux, her pae face accentuated by dark lipgtick, her hair done up in a
corond braid; fadng it was a portrait of a man in Air Force uniform, lean and handsome, peering
hawk-like from under the visor of his hat. Another framed photograph on the wal showed Jane and
another woman, her mirror image, in identica high school prom formads, seated a an angle to each other
as if to emphasize their resemblance. Another photograph showed Tom and Missy, panfully scrubbed
and not happy about having their picture taken.

Marta had to grasp the edge of the dresser to pull hasef up, knodking thepdured Mgor Robidhesux out of
dignment.

"l need my hair done," Sam repeated.

"Nat supposed to behere” Matasad. "Gotoyour room”

"Missy! Three minuted” came the warning echo-ing down the hdl.

Heaving a vast Sgh, Marta herded Sam back into Missy's bedroom and pulled the rubber band off,
caching a few strands as she did so. Sam smothered a yelp. Martas thick fingers were ficient but
gen-le, taking a bristle brush and sweeping it through Missy's long brown hair, twiging it into nest
precise braids.

She was dmog finished when she paused. Her gaze met Sam's in the miniature dresser's mirror, and
shifted to the door. Her hands rested lightly on Sam's head as she thought, and decided, and Started
over yet again.

Misg"

"Caing’”

Marta was cregting a smooth, even French braid, tight againg Missy's scap. She had just completed
tucking in the find wigps when Mrs. Robicheaux appeared in the doorway. "Are you ready?'

"Yes, mdam." Marta was dill ganding behind him, and he was unable to duck away from the hand
that grasped his shoulder and pulled him forward and around.

"l suppose that will do." Jane Robicheaux sounded amost disgppointed. "Get downgtairs.” Without
acknowledging the other woman, she turned and left, forang Sam with her through the gpartment, past
the waiting suitcases and out the front door.

It was Sam's fird time outside. The large numer-a 5 on the apartment door was matched by a6 on the



door opposite on the smdl landing. He tried un-successfully to catch a glimpse of what was updtairs as
he was hustled down the gtairs between Mrs. Roadeaux and Tam

Tom led the way to a robins-egg blue Chevrolet station wagon, scrambling into the back seat. From
his body language, Sam gathered that Missy shared the back seat with her brother. He aso gathered that
Tom regarded thiswith a mixture of glee and disgust.

It didn't matter. He looked out the window with intense curiogty. He thought he remembered visiting
Gemany at some time or another, but his memory was as aways uncertain, and in any case he had never
hed the chance to seeit like this. It was hot and humid, a haze of water vapor on the horizon, and once
out of the American housng area the surviving trees were tdl and lush and green. Elegant old
carved-stone buildings dternated with open spaces, dmogt like miniature parks that hadn't quite matured
yet, and ugly new congruction with Sgnsin German. After a few blocks he figured out that the miniature
parks had been places once occu-pied by eegant buildings too, bombed into rubble during the war. The
ruins had been tidied away. Almost every house had window boxes riotous with flowers. The streets and
the Sdewaks were scrupu-loudy nest.

The people dong the way stared at the station wagon as it went by. He caught glimpses of people
gandng a one another as they passed. He tried waving to the children, dressed in white aprons or gray
shorts and shirts. No one responded. Tom laughed a him and thumbed his nose out the window. Jane
caught 9ght of thisin the rearview mirror.

"Tom! Stop that thisinstant!”

Tom stuck out his tongue at the back of his moth-er's head, but subsided. The gaion wagon pulled
into the parking lot of the American Chapdl, a new building tucked between older ones like an upstart
reldive or an unwanted visitor, and nosed into one of the last parking places. They exchanged gregtings
with other worshipers as they approached the front door; Sam paused a moment to scan the Sgnin front,
which lised services for Cathalics, Protes-tants, and Jews.

As he turned in response to Jane's edgy command, he caught the eye of another woman who was
dar-ing a him curioudy. He thought for a moment that the woman actudly saw him, until he overheard
her asking Jane about "Missy's poor little eye.”

Jane shook her head. "I redly don't know what I'm going to do with that child," she said. "She was
running in the gpartment and tripped and hit the edge of the coffee table. It scared me to death; | thought
she was going to lose the eyel But it's just a bruise, and shell be fine. Children bounce back so quickly,
thank God." Sam looked up at her, marve-ing. He had never heard anyone lie quite so fluently before

Evidently neither had the other woman. She smiled, a patently fdse amilethat said, "I don't believe you
for aminute, dear, but I'm not going to show the bad manners to dispute you," and nodded and moved
away. Tom came over and tried to punch Sam in the arm. Sam dodged, kegping Jane between Tom and
himsdf as they entered the chapdl.

There was no stained glass, and the pews and

the kneders were removable; atable flanked by a pair of lecterns at the front of the room served as an
dtar. It didn't fed like achurch & dl.

"You put your fingersin the water and you cross yoursdf," avoice sad in Sam's ear as they paused at
the entrance to the sanctuary.

"Al' Whaehaveyou—"

"Shh' Al sad, indhouswith Jane, who reeched for a braid to pull and found her hand diding off the French
braid instead. Al's voice was uncharacteri-gticaly low pitched as he continued, "You can't talk here. Do
whet | do."

Al had to repeat the gesture twice, in dow moation, for Sam to caich what he was doing out of the
corner of hiseye. But Tom and Jane and everyone else who came in was doing it too, dipping the tips of
ther fingersinto the water in a white marble haf-cup fixed to the wal. They touched their wet fingertips
to forehead, chest, and left and right shoulders in order, a smooth flowing gesture that Sam imitated
awkwardly. He knit his brows to Al in interrogation, was startled when Al shook his head.

Al didnt have his cigar, Sam noticed. And he was dressed in a reaively conservative striped



gray-and-white shirt and matching slvery gray suit.

Al was actudly attending the Mass, he redized shortly. He watched, fascinated, as his best friend
meade the responses and stood and kndlt with the rest of the congregation. He couldn't St without St-ting
on someone; the hologram hovered in the aide between the rows of pews.

Sometime &fter an incomprehensible sermon, peo-ple began standing and filing out of the pews,
advancing in orderly twin rows down to the dtar. Jane and Tom stood too. Sam made as if to go after
them, and Al punched in a query, win-dng as the handlink squealed. The sound was audible only
to Sam and Al, but Al shushed the little machine anyway. "You haven't had Firs Communion yet,"
he whispered. "Stay where you are.”

Sam wasnt exactly clear about what Firs Com-munion was, but he remaned where he was.
Event-udly Jane and Tom filed back into the pew, knelt and bowed ther heads. Tom looked angdic.
Jane looked weary.

Al floated past Jane and leaned over to whigper in Sam's ear as the rest of the congregation moved up
to the dtar, spread dong the rall, received Com-munion, and marched back to ther pews. "Ziggy says
that Mg or Robicheaux will be back tomorrow evening—Monday—hecausethedngdan cdled hing she's had a
desth in the family. He's going to be bringing with him some plans for the mokbilization of American forces.
The number of East Germans leaving has gone through the roof, and the Russans are mohilizing tanks on
the other sde of the border. Ziggy says the Russans somehow get alook at the pas—"'

"Sovids" Sam hissad. "It wasn't the Russans, it was the Soviets”

Jane nudged him sharply with an ebow.

Al sghed and continued, his voice dill low. "Asfar as anybody in the here and now is concerned, Sam,
itsthe Russans. It's Khrushchev. Don't inter-rupt, you're in church. Now, the Russans get a look at the
plans and decide it means the Americans are going to do a preemptive strike. So they preempt our
preemptive strike, ano—"

"Theworld goesboom,” Sam finished.

"Ite, missa est," the priest intoned.

Go, the Mass is ended, Sam trandated automati-caly. The congregation rose and filed out; Jane
col-lected her two and waited in the pew until dmogt everyone was gone. Then she said, spesking very
oftly, "You ought to know that your Aunt Jeanne died in a car wreck yesterday. Your Gramma caled
meto let me know. We're going to ask Father Jacobs
to say a Mass for her, because we can't go back for the funerd.”

"Who's Aunt Jeanne?" Sam asked, without think-ing

Jane's face crumbled, and she fumbled for a hand-kadhd.

"Her twin sigter, Sam," Al supplied. "Boy, you put your foot into it."

“I'm sorry,” he said helplesdy. But Jane was dill weeping, and Tom looked at him with contempt.

"You don't even remember her,” Tom said. "You were too little. She's Mom's Sster. She looks judt like
Mam”"

Sam bit hislip. And Jane wexpt.

CHAPTER
SEVEN

"Khrushchev claimed today that it was'afairy tale' that the West would fight to preserve Ber-lin, and
that "hundreds of millionswill diein anuclear holocaud..."”

Sam returned to the Robicheaux gpartment with Jane and Tom to find a ful med lad out on the din-ing
room table. Sunday brunch was a tradition in the Robicheaux household. Sam noticed in bemusement
thet the butter came in squares, and had been carved into very redidtic-looking ydlow roses. "Marta," Al
avissdl



Sam ate his bread dry rather than spoil the cho-lesterol creation. Tom had no such compunction,
mashing a rose fla with the butter knife and taking a large swipe out of it. The three of them ate in
dlence, the only noise the sound of Slver againg china Al stood by, examining the handlink and bouncing
back and forth impatiently. Sam bolted the last of his French toast, eager to get away from the gray
depression surrounding the medl. "Ask to be excused,” Al prompted.

"May | please be excused?' It reminded Sam of his own childhood, the manners his parents had
indilled in him. But his mother had never given him the icy glance that Jane Robicheaux bestowed upon
her daughter. He found himsdf checking over his plate to make sure it was empty, his knife and fork to
make sure they were properly digned across the smdl pool of syrup.

"Go change your clothes™ she said a last. Sam pushed away from the table. "Tom, | didn't say you
could go anywhere," he heard her say behind him to Missy's brother.

"Don't wear the shorts" Al advised him as he peeled off the ydlow dress and hung it back up.

"Why not?" Sam said, pausing as he hdd up the brief khaki clothes.

"The Army decided shorts were in bad taste last month, and issued an order that women couldn't
wear them. Bermudas are okay, though.”

"You'rekidding, aren't you?"

"What? No, of course not. No shorts, no bikinis on the wives, daughters, or dvilian employees of U.S.
militay personndl. Didn't apply to the Air Force, of course, but they pretty much adopted it too.
Couldnt have the Ammy bang mare mord then the Air Foree™” Al, a Navy man himsdf, shook his head.
"Bermuda shorts were okay, though. See if she's gat any of those."

Sam shook his head, put away the khaki shorts and burrowed deeper in the dresser. "Are these
okay?" he said, holding up a pair of Bermudas and the orange-and-yellow blouse he had changed out of
earlier. Even he could see that they didn't match.

Al'smouth twiged. "W, far agx-year-dd, | Sup-pose so. Yeah, go ahead.”

Sam dressed himsdf. "Okay," he asked, pulling the same blouse over his head, "how do the plans
disappear? Marta?'

Al had the look of a man whose surprise had been gpailed. "Howd you know?”

Sam shrugged. "It's only the body of a six-year-old, remember? Besides, who dse could it be? She's
from the Ead, isn't she?’

Al nodded, dudying the haendlink. "No. Yes Wdl, shds from the
German-Polish-Russ an-your-guess-is-as-good-as-mine border area, o it's kind of hard to tdl. She's
definitdy a digplaced person. She's dso an agent of the East German intelligence services, planted on the
family. | wonder how many of the maids were actudly agents? They were supposed to be cleared.”

"l imagine not as many as the Soviets wouldve liked, given the tensons of the times. Maids would be
inan excdlent postion to do damage if people got careless.”

Al nodded, gving a low whidle as he read the datascreen. "Yeah, yeah. That's it. Ziggy says Tom
Robicheaux has the plansin his briefcase and Marta reads them, passes them dong. Ka-blooie"

"Sodl | haveto do istdl the Mgor that the maid is a spy, and itll dl be over." Sam looked into space,
remembering the look in Marta's dark eyes when she changed her mind and got rid of the convenient
handles Missy's braids made. He closed his eyes and took a breath. "It makes sense.”

"But you dont likeit" Al's mouth twistedl. ™Y ouve got another one of those damned gut fedings again, don't
you." He looked at the handlink. "Sam, World War Three is receding. How can you argue with thet?"

Sam leaned back, garing at the caling. "l can't argue with it. It just seems like a bigger thing than |
usudly handle, you know. I'm only one person. Things as big as nuclear wars take more than one person
to start, and more than one person to pre-vat"

"Things as big as nudear wars," Al sad firmly, "take the cumulative actions of individuds to start. And
the cumuldive action of individuas to stop.

One person can stop the cumulation.”
Sam dropped his head and stared at the dapper figurein Slver gray. "That's pretty profound, com-ing



from you."

"Itsthe people] heng ot with” Al groned. "Dont make a big dedl out of it."

"l wasn't planning to." Sam paused. "Wait a min-ute. You said it was "receding.’ "

"Thirty-seven percent,” Al agreed. He frowned at the handlink, dapped it in frugration. "It's stuck. It's
not moving any more."

Sam waited.

"It won't drop any more. | can't figureit out.”

"Maybetherésachancel don't tell him?"

Al shook his head, dowly. "I can't imagine you not tdling him." He looked over a Sam, see-ing an
earnest little child with smoothly braided brown hair and dark blue eyes, porcdain skin, and a rosebud
mouth; seeing a Sx-foot-tall man with brown eyes and brown hair, with asngle streak of white at his
left temple. Since the process that combined nerve cdls with comput-er chips and created Ziggy, Al
would know Sam anywhere, anywhen. He knew Sam better than anytody.

And he literdly couldn't imagine Sam not tdling the Major about his housemaid.

But he looked a Sam again, and saw a six-year-old girl, and he wondered if the Mgjor would bother
to listen.

Tina Martinez-O'Farrell placed cotton between her toes, the tip of her tongue between her teeth, and a
tiny brush into atiny bottle. The brush came out dripping red. She dabbed at the nal of the large toe on
her left foot, cocked her head to consider the efet

It was, like, pretty.

Each toe recelved the same trestment in turn.

Now came the hard part. If the Project just wasn't so far away from everything, shed have her
quick-dry spray and she wouldn't have to worry. But she kept forgetting to buy it, and they wouldn't
keep it on hand, no matter how much she explained to Supply that she redlly needed it. They kept tdling
her that it wasn't considered necessary for Project operations. Only necessary things were stocked by
Siply.

Quick-dry wasn't necessary.

Nether was dam chowder, but they dways had lots of that on hand. Nonieha told her in private it
was because the Director liked dam chowder. Tina had sad that she liked quick-dry spray, but
Nonieha said that didn't count.

Stretching out one long leg, she splayed out her toes and gave them one last criticd look. They'd do.
Sheld have to wait alittle while longer before she did her other foot.

Her quartersin the depths of the Project were decorated in frills and ruffles and tiny prints, with lots of
stin pillows flung around. She was dressed in old-fashioned pink baby-doll pgamas, and her red har
was up in huge rollers, and she looked like anything but an expert in computer architec-ture. Her voice
was high and bresthy and suffered from voca pauses, except when she was present-ing professond
papers. She liked red toenal pol-ish and sdf-lighted jewery and lots of ruffles and satin pillows and
redly, redly wel designed com-puters. The Project was one of her very favorite places, even though she
couldn't tel anybody about it, because it had Al and Gushie and the very best computer in the whole
world. It used to have Sam Beckett, too, but Dr. Beckett was too involved with his work to notice her,
even if—she rotated her foot in the air and decided the nails were dry enough to remove the cotton—she
did use her very best pafume

Sill, if he ever came back from this Legping thing, maybe held notice her. Probably not, and she
certain-ly wouldn't want to hurt either Al or Gushie for the world, but it was fun to think about. He
catanly was handsome, and he was smart, too. It wasn't easy to find a man as smart as she was. So
Project Quantum Leap was probably the very best place that Tina Martinez-O'Farrdll could possibly be.

But she did wish they'd stock quick-dry spray.

Meanwhile, she'd have to ask Ziggy who was on her calendar this evening.

Elsawherein the living quarters of the Project, Dr. Verbeena Beeks leaned back from the large screen



and rubbed her eyes wearily. The lighting in the office side of the room dimmed in sympethy.

"Next reference,” she said.

The screen blinked. A moment later, when Ver-beena dill hadn't removed her hands from her eyes,
Zigoy asked, "Do you require an andgesic, Doctor?!

Verbeena heaved a 9gh. "No, thanks. Agpirin isn't going to help thistime”

"Thereisnt anything in the literature about this particular subject, you know," the computer remarked.
" have one hundred forty-two more citartions related to multiple persondity syndrome, but thet isn't the
samething a dl.”

"No, it int," she agreed. It used to be disconcert-ing to carry on a conversation with someone who
not only wasn't there, but wasn't even a person. Com-puters weren't supposed to be capable of this
kind of independent judgment. Some months after arriv-ing a the Project to take the podtion of
obsarving psychologist, shed come to the conduson that her primary patient was going to be a
computer. And sheld never be able to publish.

She couldnt even write to her Sgter and tdl her what was redly going on. Anisha wrote her long
letters asking her if she was dill working with the

famous Dr. Beckett, and she'd write back saying no, she was doing some disassociative reaction studies.
Anisha would write back about her accounting firm and her husband and kids and wonder when they
were going to get together for a vacation agan— "Ver, you're dways so busy!” And it was true, she
was busy. Trying to figure out how much of Ziggy was Ziggy, how much was Sam Beckett, and if a
computer could have had a childhood trauma.

Sheld haveto go visit Anisha soon. Really soon.

Glandng up at the wall, she ft her lips curve into a smile. She had pictures of her parents, of her Sster
and her sgter's family, of their graduations and commencements and weddings. Verbeena had never
missed having children of her own; 'Nishas had dways met her craving for young ones, and the
scientigts, engineers, technicians of the Project, even the ones older than hersdf, filled her need for older
ones, her need to be needed.

But she would liketo be able to publish again.

"Ziggy," she said  lagt, "what do you think about it?”

There was along slence. Sam had programmed pauses into Ziggy's responses. V erbeena thought they
probably sgnaled "Y ou're not gaing to like this answer."

"I'm not sure | know what you mean,” Ziggy responded. "Could you be more explicit, Doctor?!

Trandaion: "You're really not going to like this answer."

Veabesaaossd her legs lausfashion, and sviv-ded around in her chair. "I mean, what do you think about
Dr. Beckett's current Leap, Ziggy? | know you have an opinion.”

"I don't have opinions, Doctor." Ziggy had a very humenvaos and it was dsoonoating to hear it comHing fram
evaywhae and nonvhae & once Vabesa had decided long Since that for conversation pur-poses, Ziggy
would be "present” at a point on the caling, about two feet from the corner opposite the door.

She faced that point now and raised an eyebrow.

"I have hypotheses," the computer continued.

"Oh. | see. Wdll, tell me about your hypotheses.”

Another long pause.

"I think," the computer said, its voice remark-ably hesitant, "that the net result of Dr. Beckett's Legping
Isto move us outsde of Time complete-ly. So many things have been changed, so many posshbilities
extinguished and so many new futures created, that we represent the sum of dl that is possible. But since
not everything that is possble can coexist, weve been—shunted aside, if you will. In some sense, in
order for us to exig a dl, we have to have had existed. We wouldn't be where we are if we'd never
exiged. And yet thisis sdf-evident.”

The computer paused again, and Verbeena held her breath. She'd never heard Ziggy become quite so
philosophica before. She recognized the trait from Sam Beckett's persondity, but had never seen it quite



50 cdearly expressed in hisbrain child.

"The course in which Dr. Beckett is currently engaged has a measurable chance of resulting in a globd
holocaust,” Ziggy went on. "Y et we know this has not happened, because if it had, we wouldn't be here
to consider the possihilities. That, in itsdf, decreases the probability to zero. Y, it might hap-pen. If it
did, of course, we would dl wink out of existence asif we had never happened.”

Verbeena looked a the pictures of her family, and her lips tightened.

“In one sense, Dr. Beckett is independent of us, and the changes he makes are red changes. He could,
therefore, end the world. Or prevent the world from ending.” Ziggy was fretting now. The psychologist
imagined she could hear the srain in its voice. "He—and | extrapolate we, though I'm not certain about
this—exist independent of the origind
history. He can change the past—any of the pasts— because none of them are redly hisown.”

“I'm not sure | falow your reasoning,” Verbeena sad cautioudy. The computer was beginning to
sound like an obsessve-compulsve she had treated once as an intern. The patient had fixated on
wak-ing around ared char and dtting in it. He did thisfor hours at atime. When interrupted, he became
violent. HeEd hold rationd conversations as long as you let him wak around the chair, St down, get up,
wak around the chair, St down, get up. . . .

“I'm not certain | understand them either,” Ziggy admitted. "The whole concept of timetrave is drict-ly
science fictiond. It doesn't redly make sense at dl”

Breakthrough! Verbeena thought, and then she considered that her current "patient” was sever-a
miles of flash memory and computing abilities created of melded slicon chips and human nerve cdls,
buried under empty acres of lava and caliche, and wondered who she was kidding. Sam Beckett had
spent entirdly too much time reading ASmov as a child, she decided.

"Isthe world going to blow up or isnt it?' she demanded.

"I don't know." Now Ziggy was back to its old, petulant sdlf, and Verbeena breathed a 9gh of rdidf.

It was just as wdl she couldn't publish, she decid-ed. Nobody would believe this anyway.

Sam could hear shouting coming from the dining room. Tom was arguing with his mother about going out
again. She was tdling him he couldn't go, that he had to say in the apartment. He had to gpologize to
someone firgt. Tom was complaining that he nev-er got to go anywhere or do anything, that he hated this
place, and he was leaving and that was dl there was to it. There was a sudden yelp of pain, and the
shouting stopped. Sam could hear footsteps coming down the hdl, and fought the impulse to hide. He
could hear a door open, and Mrs. Robicheaux say, "You day in here until you learn proper manners,
young man."

The door closed again, and the footsteps crossed the hdl. Another door opened, and Sam relaxed.
Mrs. Robicheaux was in her bedroom. Missy had evidently learned that the sound of her mother going
into her bedroom and dosing the door meant at least temporary safety; the relaxation was a learned reflex.

He thought about going out and doing the dishes and decided that he wouldn't. It might, after dl,
attract unwanted attention. So he stayed where he was, and when the door to Missy's room edged open
afew minutes later, he greeted Tom without sur-prise. It was what his own older brother would have
done, too, if held been sent to his room. Though Sam couldn't remember that ever having happened.

Tom was & least four years older than Missy, sev-erd inches taler and much heavier. Sam waiched
curioudy as the boy, ignoring his Sster, came over to the windowsll and picked up one of the toy horses,
tumning it over and over in his hands as if he had never seen it before. Tom put it down and picked up
another, angling his body so that Missy could see what he was doing. Sam got the impresson that
he was waiting for Missy to protest, that his handling the toys was a means he used to torment his little
gger. Snce Sam wasnt his little Sster and the toy horses meant nothing to him, he merdly watched.
Since the toys belonged to the little girl whose body he occupied, he promised himsdf that if Tom were
to damage them in some way, held be in for a consderable surprise.

"l wish | could run away,” Tom sad at last, col-lgpsing into a cross-legged heap on the floor. He was
wearing a long-deeved shirt with wide horizontad stripes in green and brown, brown pants, and tennis
shoes. His hair was trimmed very short. He looked neat and clean, well fed, well cared for. "l wish | was



an orphan,” he said.

CHAPTER
EIGHT

... "no true military wife would admit worriesto hersdf, or especidly to her husband. It just isn't
done."

Jane Robicheaux held her fingers to her temples as if doing so could prevent her pounding head from
splitting open. The neighbors had heard her scream-ing at Tom, she was certain. And they'd heard Tom's
cry of pan. She could hear Tom's cry of pain ill, echoing in the empty living room.

She could il see his face, red with rage, shouting at her. She and Jeanne had never, never spoken to
their parents the way Tom spoke to her.

Jeanne. A difled wall echoed, twisted ingde her. She took a quick bregth, ignoring it, difling it. She
hed to cope with her children now, not mourn—

She couldn't imagine spesking that way. But noth-ing she did seemed to affect him. Sheld tried
reason-ing, and shed tried ordering him to his room, and shed tried spanking, and nothing seemed to
work.

It was as if each time they moved, Tom got worse. As a baby, hed been stubborn in Hawaii, when
they were sationed a Hickam Fied. At Whedus held taken to refusng to answer her. In Washington

hed sarted taking back—at least there they'd been living among dvilians. Now he was rude,
disobedi-ent, angry dl the time. Snippy to a colond's wife! Defying direct orders! She'd tried to explain it
to hisfather, but Steve just looked at her and said, "Take care of it."

Steve didn't want his brother officers thinking he couldn't maintain order in his own family. And Jane
could remambar widly the vay firg Officars Wives luncheon she had attended, just a year after she and Steve
were married, where the topic of conversation was a captain's wife who wore her skirts right at the knee
and didn't leave cards when she visited. When she closed her eyes, she could il see the bright eyes, the
shared thin knowing amiles, hear the dink of glver and glass and the well-bred amusement. She had fdt,
then, that any minute they were going to redize that she wasnt redly one of them, and they'd turn on her
and tear her to pieces too, and Steve's career dong with her. Instead sheld amiled too, not quite sure
about dl the gaffes they chuckled over but chuckling too, just to be like them, just to look the same.

Sheld tried to tdl Steve, and Steve had looked at her again. It was the look that said, "Of course things
are thisway. Why do you want them any other way? What's wrong with you?"

Children out of line, wives acting ingppropriatdy, did nothing to forward a man's career. Somehow,
she had to find away to keep Tominline or a least quiet, so people wouldn't talk about him.

Shuddering, she went into the kitchen and got out the bottle of gin. It tasted terrible; that was one of
the ways, she thought, that you could control your drinking, one of the ways you knew you didn't redly
have a problem—you only drank things you hated, so you never redly drank too much. She hdf filled a
water glass and took along swalow, shuddered and grimaced. After a moment the warmth began,
and she could fed the large musdes begin to relax the least bit.

They weren't even supposed to be in Hainerberg, they were supposed to be in Crestview, where the
senior officers lived. But Steve was on temporary duty in Berlin when the orders came, and sheld had a
week to get the kids ready and have everything shipped fran Washington to Eurgpe And when they got to
Wieshaden, there was no housing a dl avail-able, and they'd had to stay in a hotdl. It wasn't her fault that
the firg hdfway suitable place to become avallable was in a development that housed both officers and
NCOs. Sheld had to decide dl by hersdlf, not even taking it over with family.

But it meant that Steve was the highest-ranking officer in the building, and it meant that people wetched
hm Watched her. All the time Seve hedhtt said anything to her when hed comein and found aut what happened. He
was aways one to make the best of things But dill, he was disappointed; held wanted to bein Credview.



Seocoud tl fram the look in his eyes. Then held Ieft again, and she'd had to get Tom into the American
School in the middle of the year and find something for Missy to do.

Poor Missy. Sheld just made friends in Washing-ton, brought home a little girl from kindergarten, and
then they'd moved again. Missy never com-plained. But it didnt seem right, somehow, for a little girl to
give up her friend so willingly, as if friendship was one of those things that was tempo-rary anyway. She
was S0 quiet. Never any problem, redly. She didn't have to think about Missy.

She had to think about Tom. Tom didn't under-stand that he couldn't just go wandering off. She had to
know where he was every minute. She lisgened to the news on the radio every night, lisened to
Khrushchev's threats and the planes flying over-head, and prayed tha the Russans wouldn't come; she
woke up in the middle of the night, swesting,
sure that the evacuation dert Sren had gone off and she'd missed it, that everyone in Hainerberg had |eft,
packed everything in ther cars, and she and Tom and Missy were the only ones 4ill there, and the tanks
were coming down the street looking for them.

It would take sometimes an hour for her to be convinced that it was only a dream, that theré'd been no
gren. Shed get up and look out the win-dows, trying to see if there were dill cars parked in front of the
building. Once she had even gone downgtairs and stood outsde in the middle of the night in her robe to
seeif there was a plane fly-ing overhead, shooting off the double red flares of warning.

She took another swalow of gin. God, it was poi-sonous duff. But it did help her rdax. Tha time
sheld gone outside, looking for people, shed come back and had a whole glassful, just so she could
unwind enough to go back to deep. And the next morning shed had a terrible headache. That's when
she discovered that a quick drink, alittle one, helped with that too. Of course, she'd never normdly drink
inthe morning, but this was an exception.

She took another swalow, looked at the leve of liquor in the glass. It wasn't going to be enough, she
could tell. She got the bottle out and filled the glass again to the hafway mark. Lord, Tom had looked so
shocked when sheld dapped him. She fdt so damned guilty about that, but she had to shut him up. She
hed to.

Shetilted the bottle over the glass again, and watched as the last of the gin approached the rim.

"Where would you go?' Sam asked, genuindy curi-ous. From time to time held gotten mad at his own
brother Tom, or his father, when he was growing up. When heéld needed a place to go, it usudly ended
up being the barn, and sometimes held be so mad held

clean the milking machines just to have something to do with his hands.

Years later, hed wondered at the timing of the fights that sent him steaming, furious, to the barn. It
would be unworthy of Tom Beckett to get his litle brother angry just to get out of his turn at
milking-machine maintenance. Unworthy, but Tom was no fodl either. Milking machines were a hitch to
clean.

There weren't any milking machines in Hainer-berg, as far as he knew. And Tom Robicheaux didn't
look like the type who would take out his anger con-structively anyway. He was dight and dark haired
and fine boned, and his eyes were the same shade of violet blue as his sster's, and he was cracking his
knuckles and gtting with his shoulders hunched over asif he expected a blow.

"Where would you go?' Sam asked again.

The back of Tom's head moved from side to side in negation. "I don't know. | don't care. Away from
here.

"1 wish she was dead instead of Aunt Jeanne.”

He meant it, Sam redlized. His voice was filled with smple conviction. He redly did hate his moth-er,
and redlly did wish her dead.

"What did she do?" . . . this time, hefinished men-taly, going cold with dread.

"Shesays| taked back to Colond Elphengtane's wife, and she said | had to gpologize. | couldn't go
out until | did. Mrs. Elephent asked meif | liked it here and | said no! That's not talking back!"

"It doesn't sound likeit," Sam agreed cautioudy. "What happened then?"



"Mrs. Elephent said she thought | should like it because it was Germany. And | said | hated it because
of the Russans. And Mrs. Elephent said | shouldn't think about the Russians. And | said she was dumb if
she didn't because they have a bunch of tanks and they're going to come and shoot usdl
dead. And then they're going to bomb us. It said so on the radio." Tom 4ill hadn't lifted his head. He
didn't need to for Sam to sense his hitterness and fear. He believed implicitly in what he said. So did most
Americans a the time, he redized. But these Americans were, quite literdly, on the front lines of a
potentid nuclear war, and the Americans a home would never have that experience.

He thought about the suitcases, packed in case of evacuation, and wondered how many of the
Ameri-can military personnd had explained to ther chil-dren exactly why they had to remain within cal at
dl times, why they had to be ready to abandon everything on two hours notice to flee a threat that would
inevitably outpace them. He wondered how many had explained to their wives, much less their children.

Probably not many. How could you explain away the news coming every day over the radio, in the
Sars and Sripes and the Wieshaden Post and dl the other newspapers in dl the other American duty
daions in Europe? The ones who under-stood the full extent of the threst were bound by the
classfication of thar knowledge. As for the rest—it was 1961, after dl, and few husbands took time to
explan to ther wives, fewer par-ents took time to explain to therr children. But the women and the
children weren't deaf and weren't stupid, and they could measure distances on maps and look toward the
horizon to see what wascoming

There were newspapers and radios. There were the orders to be ready to leave. Perhaps the officers
and enlisted men assumed that that was enough, that and the orders they passed dong to ther fami-lies.
Orders that came down the chain of command, from the Presdent to the Joint Chiefs to the mili-tary
commands in Europe to the individua units and then, inexorably, to the families.

Back in the States, they might be nervous. In Europe, and paticularly in Germany, they were there.
Ther only hope was the diplomacy of the paliticians and, for the rdigious, the mercy of God and the
might of the United States military.

Trickle-down discipline, Sam thought, and squel ched the phrase firmly.

"You probably shouldn't have cdled her Mrs. Elephent,” he observed, kegping his tone as mild as
possible. "If her nameis Mrs. Elphengane.”

Tom raised hishead at last, and afant grin crossed his face. "She looks like an eephant. You said so
yoursdf."

Oaps Santhougt. Miss/sno angd ather. "Wl | wouldn't say o to her facel™

The grin faded. "Mrs. Elphengtane cdled and told her. And Mom told me | had to say | was sorry, and
| sad no. So she said | can't go out because Mrs. Elphengane is the secretary of the Officers Wives
Club and Mom would get in trouble and Dad-dy would get in trouble too and it would be my fault.”

"Why would Daddy get in trouble?"

Tom took the opportunity to condescend to his little Sster and regain his equilibrium at the same time
"Sesthe sordary o the Officars Wives Glub, dummy,” he repeated. "Shelll tdl Colond Elephent and hell tl
Dads boss and itwill end yp on Daddy'sffidecy repart.”

"What you sad?'

Tom nodded. Pulling his knees up, he laced his fingers around them, and the cuff of the shirt did up,
reveding aydlow mark above hiswrigt. He caught Sam garing, and did the deeve up farther, daring a
an old, large bruise with critica interest. "She says | have to wear these shirts until the mark goes away,
even though it's hot. | think she's afraid somebody will see them and think | don't snap to fast enough.”

It took Sam a few seconds to find his voice. "lIsn't she afraid somebody will report her for hitting you like
that?'

The look Tom gave him was honestly confused. "Report her? Who to?'

"Wel.. . You could." Sam redlized, uncomfort-ably, that he really didn't know to whom one might
report child abuse in the military in 1961. He resolved to remember to ask Al about it.

"We can't report things. We're kids." Tom turned away, dismissing the suggestion with such finaity that



even Sam didn't want to pursue it.

"I hate her," he repeated. "I'm going to run away."

Sam was beginning to think this conversation was going nowhere. "Where would you go?' he
tried again.

Tom shrugged. "Dunno. | could go to the dump, | guess. Or | could go into the park and live there."

"What would you eat? Where would you sleegp?"

Tom shrugged.

"Areyou going to go tonight?"

"You can't come!" Tom got up in one smooth move-ment and dashed the collection of plastic horses off
the windowsll to the floor. "I'm going to go by myself. I'm going to do what | want to do, and not follow
dumb rules and be polite dl the time." He headed for the door. "I'm not going to let her hit me any more.”

Grasping for straws, Sam said, "Aren't you going to wait for Daddy to come home?"

"Daddy's never coming home." Tom had one hand on the door, but he had stopped, waiting, as if he
wanted to be talked out of what he'd just said.

"He's coming home tomorrow night. | heard." Six-year-olds weren't expected to be precise, Sam
realized. Tom wouldn't expect Missy to be able to explain what she knew.

"Redly?"

Sam nodded vigorously.

"Then I'll stay until he goes away again, and then I'll run away."
Not if | can help it, Sam thought. I'm not here to stop World War Three. I'm here to stop you.

CHAPTER
NINE

West Berlin "must be eliminated as a strong- point of the Cold War."
—Walter Ulbricht, East German |eader

Verbeena did a large sheet of drawing paper under the Visitor's hands and placed a tin box full of loose
crayons on the white table next to her. "Do you like to draw pictures, Missy?"

The tentative smile was aimost like one of Sam Beckett's, but Missy made no effort to touch either paper
or colors. "Yes, maam."

"That's wonderful!" Verbeena made herself show more enthusiasm than she actualy felt. "Would you
like to draw a picture now?"

"Yes, maam." There was alittle pause. "What would you like me to draw?"

"Anything you want, honey. You choose." Her doctorate wasn't in child psychology, but she was
refreshing her memory of the courses she'd taken. Art therapy was suggested for trauma. It wasn't limited
to children. She was willing to try anything, at this point.

"Anything | want?' Missy said.

"Anything," Verbeena repeated.

Missy reached for the colors, kegping one eye on the doctor, and chose one. Looking down, findly, at the
paper and the crayon in her hand, she hesitated. "Could I—"

The wax cylinder was red.

"Do you want ancther color, honey?"

Missy nodded, and her eyes—Sam's eyes—filled with tears.

"Missy, you can use any color you want. You can use dl the colors, if you want. And there's lots of
paper, too. You can draw as many pictures as you want. You can use it all up, and I'll bring some
more tomorrow." It was difficult to keep her voice cheerful and encouraging when what she wanted to do
was find the adults who had intimidated and ter-rified this little girl to the point that she was afraid to pick
up a second crayon without permission, to the point that she was afraid to color a picture. "Would you like
for me to go away while you work on it?' Find them and strangle them.

Missy hesitated again.

It wasn't fair to ask her to answer that question, V erbeena realized. She couldn't tdl an adult to go away.



"Tdl you what. I'll go up the stairs to that little room." She pointed to the observation office. Missy looked
where she pointed and nodded. "I'm going to do some things. When you're finished, you wave your hand,
and I'll see, and then well play another game, dl right?’

Missy nodded vigoroudy, and Verbeena gave her a quick, impulsve hug. The broad shoulders tensed.
Verbeena planted a light kiss on the white lock of hair and let go, thinking, Girl, I'm gonna find your
parents and just purely kill them, | swear!

She made her way up the stairs and into the observation deck, settled herself into the chair and made a
show of shuffling papers. At the same time, she changed the angle of a view screen to give her-self a
more convenient view.

Missy was looking up at her. She waved and smiled. Missy smiled back, a little less tentative now,
and reached for a crayon.

"Ziggy," Verbeena said, "show me what she's doing, please.”

The screen filled with the image of a man's hand clutching a colored stick too small for it, the long fingers
moving up and down, trying to find a com-fortable grip. Sam Beckett had had a good eye for detail, and
was a fair draftsman, but he was no great artist. His talents had always been in music.

Missy, though, had some talent. Even with the handicap of a much larger body and synapses she wasn't
used to, it showed. She was drawing a house.

The camera panned closer. No, it wasn't a house after al. An apartment house, maybe: a long build-ing
with three doors, and matching sets of six win-dows in three pairs above each door, scaled to the proper
sze. Each window, except the one in the uppermost left corner, had its own window box, with dots of color
to represent flowers. Missy carefully etched in a line of green for a lawn in front of the building, and then
picked up a white crayon and colored in the sky. Not clouds, Verbeena noted, but a homogenous, white
sky.

She stopped then, studying the composition with a tilt of the head, and then carefully put the drawing to
one side.

"No people,”" Verbeena murmured.

"This representation is an approximation of the building in which the Robicheaux family lived dur-ing
Mgjor Rabicheaux's tour in Germany,” the com-puter responded. The image of the drawing froze
and shrank to one side of the screen. The other side of the screen was filled with the image
of a black-and-white photograph of a building. The resemblance was close enough to be recognizable, with
the exception of the window boxes. None of the windows in the photograph had window boxes.

"l aupposethisiswhaethefanily lived” Vebesnasaid, tapping lightly at the window in the upper left

"Thet's coredt, Doctor. How did you know?' Ziggy was sometimes displeased to be reminded that mere
humans could aso draw vaid conclusions. It was part of the massive ego that had been programmed
into it. One of Dr. Beckett's less ingpired decisions, Verbeena had aways thought.

"She thinks everyone e se has something they dont," the doctor regponded. "Srethinks other people are happy .
They have flowers. Her family doesn't.” Glancing down at the Vigitor, she saw Missy hard a work again.
"What's she doing now?"'

"Family,” Ziggy said succinctly, dill miffed. "Her skills a portraiture are consonant with her age gaup.”

Verbeena dlowed one eyebrow to rise, but said nothing. The screen changed again to show a view
over the Vigtor's shoulder. The picture was obscured by the hand creeting it and by the other hand,
which not only held the paper in place but shielded the sketch.

The drawing hand paused. Verbeena guessed that Missy was snesking a look up &t the deck, and
dlowed hersdf an daborate yawn before looking up to smile encouragingly at the child. Missy returned
the smile, and then, turning back to the sketch, abruptly wadded it up and put it on the corner of the
table. She promptly started a new drawing.

"Didnt like that last one, did she?' Verbeena mused. "What's the best shot we had of it?'

It waant good enough All de could s2 were lines and circles. Missy had kept it obscured, even from the
computer's scanner's.

But it was only wadded up, not torn, and ingteed of throwing it on the floor as any other child her age
might have, she had set it aside. To be rescued later and examined by her friendly locd psychologidt. . . .

Missy kept it up for more than an hour before she put the scattered crayons back into the box and
shyly waved a hand. Three pictures had been wadded up and set dong the top of the desk. Verbeena
checked thetime—dmod Sppatime—and came back doan the gtairs to join the child. She couldnt let it go



too long. Sam's body's need for food and deep would be different from Missy's, but it was Missy's mind
that was running Sam's body, and Missy had the mind of a growing child.

"May | seeyour pictures?' she asked.

The completed work was neatly stacked under Missy's elbow. Verbeena watched for any sgn of
reluctance as the girl pulled them forward, and saw none

"Theearevay good," desdd It was nat an exag-garaion. Somed the pidiures were dumsy, but dl of them showed
alevd of detall, such as the flowers in the flower boxes, that Verbeena truly admired. "This one is very
nice. Is thiswhere your family lives?'

"Ahuh." Missy was a bit wary, but pleased with the praise. "We live up here"

"That'swhat | thought. That's anice building." She scanned the other drawings.

There were birds and horses and trees and houses, but no people at dl. "Why do you color the sky
that adar, Miss/?'

Heavy brows knit in confusion. "That's the color it is™

"1 dwaysthought the sky was blue.”

Missy shook her head. "No. The sky is white."

She was definite enough about it that Verbeena didnt want to argue. There mus be some reason the
child thought so. Though come to think of it, the photogrgohs Ziggy hed come up with did seamn to present a
uniformly drab sky. She'd have to remem-ber to ask the computer, later on.

But it was a shame she wouldn't be able to bring Missy up to the surface of the Project, take her out
to run around the buildings and look up into the brilliant, pure blue. Missy would have to stay in the
Wiaiting Room, just in case Sam accomplished whatever it was that he was supposed to do, so he could
Leap again.

And if Missy and the world survived, maybe some-day she would be able to see the blue New Mexico
sky with her own eyes anyway.

"l suppose you didn't like these," Verbeena said. She reached out and scooped up the rejected draw-ings
and put them in the pocket of her lab coat before Missy could protest. "I'll take care of them for
you."

Later, over adinner of her own in the tiny caf-eteria the Project boasted in the cinderblock build-ing on
the surface, she smoothed the first drawing out and positioned it so that Al could see it too.

"Yeah, s0?7' he said, spping at a cup of coffee and making the ritual grimace. "Stick figures."

"These are the only pictures of people shedid."

Al poked at the sheets, separating them. "l don't know anything about art, but | know this isn't very
good.”

"She's only six, Al. Not even that, really. Her birthday's this month.”

Al shrugged and looked again. The first picture showed four figures, two smal, one, set farther off,
medium sized, and the fourth much larger, looming over the two smal ones.

"Mommy and Daddy and the kids," he said. "So?"

"So, very smal kids, very very large Mommy whao's holding on to them by the shoulder. And there's
Daddy, with his hat over his eyes, far away. And look at this second one. Nobody's smil-ing. And the
third one . . . Al, none of them even have a face. But in every one, Mommy's hold-ing on.

"I'm not a child psychologigt, but | think there are some obvious conclusions we could draw here.”

"Are the obvious conclusions always the right ones?' The oven in the cooking partition cheeped, and Al
got up to retrieve a pair of pot pies. Return-ing, he put one in front of Verbeena, one in front of
himsdf, and muttered, "I know the real reason Sam Leaped out of here. He was looking for a decent
mesdl."

Verbeena chuckled and cracked the pastry shell, alowing steam to escape. "I offered to cook, you know."

"Verbeena, if one of us is going to cook, I'll do it, okay?" He stabbed his own pot pie. "With all
due respect, your cooking is even worse than this stuff.”

V erbeena shrugged.

"The point is that there's information here that we may be able to use to help Sam."

"And maybe help Missy, too, eh?"

"Well, of course." Al stuck a forkful of steaming mush into his mouth and yelped, none too discreet-ly.

Verbeena ignored his frantic efforts to cool his burned tongue. "Ziggy said there was a ninety-four
percent chance that Sam was supposed to prevent World War Three."



Al nodded vigoroudy, findly getting the food down. "Y ow. | mean, yes. Ninety-four percent.”

"S0 there's a six-percent chance he's supposed to do something else.”

Al looked disgusted. "Y ou don't shoot craps, do you, Verbeena?'

"No, why?"'

"Or play poker? Or blackjack?"'

Verbeena gave him a fond, exasperated look. "Y ou're saying the odds are againgt it."

"l wouldn't bet my retirement pay on six chances out of a hundred.”

"But didn't you say that Sam doesn't think that's why he's there, either?”

"Oh, Sam." Al waved his hand dismissvely. "He gets dl kinds of ideas about why he's Leaped
some-place.”

"And he'susualy right, isn't he?"

Al stopped in mid-wave and looked at her. "Whose side are you on, anyway?"

"Missy's. Sam's. Yours, really."

"Have you looked outside lately?’

Verbeena shuddered. "No, thanks."

The Project existed in the moment of time in which it could exist: a dice which, at the moment, was
exceedingly narrow. Those redly drastic changes in the timestream which threatened the very existence of
the Project dipped it "sideways' until things set-tled down again. So far, things had always settled down.
No one wanted to think about the conse-quences if they didn't. Meanwhile, the continuum of "sideways,"
outside the perimeters of the Project, was—chaos.

Someday they would consider the whole subject in detail. But not. Right. Now.

"But that's my argument, you know," Verbeena went on. "Either Sam saves us, or it doesn't hap-pen to
begin with, because if it had, we wouldn't be here."

"It must have been Sam's feminine side that pro-grammed Ziggy," Al snarled to himself. "Nobody can
twist logic like a woman." He sighed and rocked his head back, staring at the ceiling. "Okay. Ziggy,
humor the lady."

"It's a legitimate question, Admiral," Ziggy snapped. "There's no need to be patronizing."

Al rocked forward to look at Verbeena. "Am | pat-ronizing you, V erbeena?”

Verbeena amiled with real humor, well used to his particular quirks. "You wouldn't dare.”

Al nodded emphatically. "Damn right. Ziggy? If the end of the world doesn't happen, what does go on?"

"Besides us," Verbeena added.

There was a pause, while the computer extrapo-lated the history of the world from an unknown. It took
some time, even for Ziggy.

"There is a steadily increasing chance that Missy Robicheaux will be placed in a foster home within the
next two weeks."

"What?' Verbeena and Al chorused. "How does that fit in with your end-of-the-world scenario?’
Verbeena continued.

"What happened to her father? Did he get shot at the Wall or something?' Al's focus was dightly
different.

Ziggy heaved a very human, very atificid sigh. "As you know, Admira and Doctor, we dea with more
than one set of possihilities at atime. Thisisanew aspect of a second-order set of posshilities, of which |
felt you should be aware. To answer your question, Admiral, Major Robicheaux retires from the military in
a Reduction in Force in 1967."

Al's browsknit. "He didn't get promoted?”’

"The impact on the major's efficiency report was such that he was not considered promotable. The mgjor
isdill dive today, however, having retired from a second career with a nationa accounting firm."

"And what happened to Mrs. Robicheaux and Tom?" Verbeena asked.

"And what had an impact on his efficiency report?' Al said.

"It seems that Tom Robicheaux ran away from home. That may or may not be related to the event
recorded on the efficiency report, which you must admit would impact the mgor's efficiency: Mrs.
Robicheaux's suicide."

Al and Verbeena stared at each other.

"He gets that tendency to melodrama from Sam, too," Al said sourly.



CHAPTER
TEN

... theU.S anditsaliesmust hold on to West Berlin evenif it meansanuclear war with Russa. . . .
Western civilization isin great-er danger now than at any timein the past." —Sam Rayburn, Speaker
of the U.S. House of Representatives

"How does she commit suicide?' Sam asked as he clattered down the steps into the gpartment build-ing
basement. It was deserted on this late Sunday afternoon. Sam, findly away from the apartment and on
his own, had decided to explore.

"Rillsand dcohal, Ziggy says. Nobody knows whether it was deliberate, a reaction to the death of her
twin, a response to the pressure of being here, or just another stupid accident. But the kids go to a foster
home because ther father has to be away so much and there's nobody to take care of them, and when he
retires, he makes a ded with the foster parents to keep them.” Al was watch-ing the handlink with
fascination as the possibility o theend of thewarld receded with evary ggp down that Sam took.

"Which probability set isthis?' Sam inquired,
peering down the dark stairway and fumbling for alight switch.

"Ssoond ool

Sam nodded, asif digmissing the news. Al knew better. He had a habit of appearing to ignore the
obviousin order to chase down the detalls fird. It was only an appearance.

"Hey, what else is down here?' Sam said at the foot of the dairs.

Al looked from the handlink to the area around them. "Over there are the torage cages,” he sad,
indicating the chainHlink gates that went from floor to celing. There were 9x of them, one for each
goartment in the sairwell. One stood empty, the door gaping; the rest were suffed to various degrees
with boxes, trunks, suitcases, and the odd piece of furniture collected by families who moved at least
evay three years and didnt dways have the time, indination or finenda resources to get rid of
every-thing and start over fresh every time.

"Laundry room." Sam hopped down from the lagt step and stuck his head around the corner. The
amdls of wet laundry and soap were like adap in the face.

It was alarge, gray concrete room, badly lit by the evening sun shining through paper-lined clerestory
windows. Lines of wet laundry dripped from wal to wall, creating panels of white sheets and towels and
underwear. Along the wall, three washing machines stood empty, waiting for new loads.

"Themeds quaters are don thisway.” Al flceted past the storage cages.

"The laundry room is as big as the storage area and the maids quarters?”

"Put together,” Al affirmed. "Hey, don't blame me. | didn't approve the blueprints. Besides, it doesn't
look like anybody's home anyway."

Al floated through the wallsto look. It wastrue.

The maids quarters were the same Sze as the stor-age cages, perhaps big enough to hold a military
folding cot and a weathered dresser and a stove. A very amdl stove. But no maids.

" donit uppoeyou cantdl whichareisMattas™ Sam said, running to the end of the little hdlway and back
agan.

Al raised an eyebrow. Sam had a disconcerting tendency sometimes to take on characterigtics of the
people he Legped into. Running up and down might not be something the adult Sam Beckett would
nor-maly do, but a six-year-old with too much energy woud

And the adult Sam Beckett would never, never peek through a keyhole in an effort to see into
some-one ese's bedroom. That was behavior Al reserved for himsdf. "Wait, thisisit.”

"How doyouknow?'

"Pictures on the dresser. Looks like Martawith alittle girl about your age.”



Sam grimaced and straightened up again, remem-bering adult dignity. "Do you know where Marta is
now?'

Al poked at the handlink. "Nope. No records. But thisisinteresting . . . Ziggy's found some duff in the
old East German Staas files Seems our Marta is an agent, dl right, but she isn't redly a pro. She's got
reldivesin the old country.”

"Areyou serious?'

"Absolutdy. But you gotta remember, Sam, in this case the old country is less than three hundred
miles—helooked around to get hisbearings painted through the laundry room—"that way.

"Marta's one of those people who got co-opted by the various Soviet intdligence services to collect
informetion on American military personnel. She's not doing it because she's a committed Communis;
she's doing it because she has parents in East Ger-many, and her daughter is there with them. And

she picks up some extramoney, too."

"So shetakes military information?"

"Sam, she's got no commitment to us. And she doesn't have any idea what the Suff is, anyway. They
gve her a camera, she takes pictures, they give ha mongy. If $e gas enough mongy, maybe e can live in a
place that's alittle bigger than a shoe closet someday. Marta's a good capitdist at heart.”

"Therés something Sck about a system that makes people soy on other people” Sam muttered,
kicking the wdll.

Al, remembering the leve of security required at Project Quantum Leap, sad nothing. If Sam didn't
remember his own security clearance, well. . . may-be held remember the next time.

"When is she going to get back?"

Al consulted the handlink again. "Well, Ziggy doesn't exactly have her schedule down—otherwise we
wouldn't be down here in the first place—but we could try again in an hour or s0."

"What happensin an hour?'

Al shrugged. "I don't know. | don't think Ziggy does either. Things are alittle vague.”

The handlink squedled. Al snorted. "Smartass computer,” he muttered. "Actudly, maybe it has
something to do with getting transportation back into the area. Ziggy thinks that Marta may be off vigting
friends, or maybe even her controls. But she needs to be back here in aout an hour, or she won't be
ableto get back at dl."

"So the others will be coming back soon too," Sam speculated.

"Hey, that's right. Maybe they dl went out on the town. Hey, where are you going?'

"Outtoplay.”

Al watched as the amdl girl/adult man marched back up the steps and out the door.

Hainerberg was ardatively new housing develop-ment. None of the trees were very old, though they
would look taler from the perspective of a child. A long dope, good for winter dedding but for now il
covered in green, led down to the next building. A line of low bushes with dark green leaves and bright
red berries lined the top of the dope.

Sam followed the sdewak down the length of the building. The darwel with the Robicheaux
gpart-ment was Number 21; the building adso contained sarwdls 19 and 17. The only thing that
digin-guished it from every other building in Sght were the numbers by the front door.

Past the end of the building were more bushes and a fenced playground containing a swingsst, a dide,
and a large concrete-edged sandbox. Tom was dtting on the sde of the sandbox, deep in discusson
with another boy his own age. Sam wandered over to the swings, the better to keep an unobtrusive eye
on him. He got into a who-can-swing-higher contest with another little girl, who gave it up after a while
and went away in a huff, without spesking to him.

"What do the second-order probabilities indicate an the kids fure?’ He st an the wooden board s,
beginning to swing idly back and forth, scraping his feet on the ground. "Since we have to assume they
have one"

The Observer tapped a button. "Hmmmm. Missy dill ends up as a psychologist. Never gets married.
Tom. . ." Al dapped the handlink. "It keeps going in and out. Now it looks like Tom's a mechanic, has a



wife and two kids."

Sam shook his head. "So if I'm here to save the warld frambdoning up, and Tam fram ruming away, and thelr
moather from committing suicide, it's so she can go on abusing them?'

Tom and the blond kid had their heads together over something of greet interest ingde the sandbox. A
blue shimmer in the air between them caught Sam's eye. The two boys were playing with fire, holding
lighted twigs up againg the sky, waving
them around. The flames went out on one smdl brandh, ad the blond boy pulled out abax of wooden matches
and litit again.

"Or perhaps to hold the family together. | don't know, Sam. Thisis a tough one."

Shadows were beginning to stretch across the playground. A few other children came in, looked
around, spotted Tom and hisfriend, and hadtily went elsawhere.

"Heisn't very popular, ishe?'

"Nope. | think he's bascdly a good kid, Sam, it'sjud that. . . oh-oh."

The boy with Tom was nudging him and nodding toward Sam. Tom was ressting some suggestion.

"So maybe if Tom doesn't run away, his mother won't attempt suicide—" Sam continued, oblivious.

"We don't know that it was suicide, Sam. And | think you'd better pay some attention to those little
devils" Al was punching in a query to Ziggy as he sooke

"Whetdevils—"

But by thistime the two boys were swaggering over to the swings.

"Hey, Missy,” Tom'sfriend said.

Something about his tone of voice got Sam's atten-tion. He was a pae blond boy with nearly invisble
eyebrows. Tom was hanging back, letting the other boy take the lead.

"What do you want?' Something about the kid made Sam's skin crawl. If he pushed away from the
two boys themovemant of thesningwould tekehim closer. He didn't much want to be closer. Either one of the
boys was bigger than Missy; the two of them loomed over im

He wasn't much used to beng intimidated by someone else's sze. He wasnt, in his own body,
paticularly bulky, but he was quick and fit and wel trained in severd martid arts. Hed never lacked
courage.

But he wasn't in his own body. Missy wasn't frag-ile, but she was a child, and she'd learned to read
the body language of the people around her, par-ticularly when it came to potentid threats. That body
language meant trouble, and that was why Missy shrank away. The conflict between his host's gut
knowledge and Sam's mentd abilities got him into some interesting Stuations.

Thiswas one of them.

"We want to see your panties,” the blond boy sneered.

"Oh, no," Al groaned. "Thisis Wat Davis, Sam. He's bad news."

Sam flicked an Oh, really? What a surprise! glance a Al, then turned his attention back to the boys.

Sam looked at Tom. Tom looked away.

The blond boy poked at Sam, reaching for the waistband of Missy's shorts. Tom refused to look his
gder inthe eyes.

"Don't touch me," Sam said sharply.

"Whatcha gonna do, scaredycat?' Wat punched San/Missy in the arm, hard. "Come on!"

"You little proto-rapist,” Al snarled. It was a good thing the Observer was a hologram, Sam thought
flegtingly, or he would have drop-kicked Walt right out of the playground.

Sam twigted out of the swing. Missy didn't have the reach he was used to, but on the other hand, Sam
didn't have the mentd limits Missy did. When he hit, he expected to be able to use the power of an adult
mae Missy wasn't an adult male, but that bdief certainly exercised everything her fral body was capable
of, both in terms of the impact to his opponent's ssomach and in terms of running away.

Al hung around behind to see wha happened. Wat doubled up and collapsed. Tom stared
gape-jawed after the image of hisfleaing kid sster, and down at his friend, and decided to pursue neither
Missy nor the issue. He leaned over to talk to his



friend. Al nodded smugly. "Gushie, center me on Sam”

But there were 4ill limitsto what a child could do, no matter what its mentd abilities. Sam was hanging
on to the front door to the sairwell of num-ber 21, chest heaving like a bellows, face daming-ly red. It
took along five minutes before he could reach up and push one of the buttons beside the namepl ates.

Somewhere ingde the building, a doorbell buzzed. There was no answer. Sam tried again, swalowing
Sittle.

Again, therewas no answer.

Sam took another moment, making sure that his bresthing was norma before he tried to tak. "Al, go
up and check, will you?'

Al looked over his shoulder, back down the line of the building toward the playground. There was no
oneingght.

He hit the button. Ziggy and Gushie, monitoring, centered him on Mrs. Robicheaux.

Mrs. Robicheaux was passed out on the floor in the master bedroom.

Al stared down at the body sprawled in front of him. One hand was twisted in the fringes of the
bedspread, dragging it loose from the pillows. Her mouth gaped open, and she snored, loudly.

Lips pressed into a thin ling, Al shook his head. "It wouldn't do any good to shout at you even if you
could heer me" he muttered. "How could you let this happen to yourself? How could you let it happen to your
hushand and kids?'

The body on the floor didn't answer.

Al punched in a redignment on the handlink, and appeared next to Sam. "It isnt going to work,” he
sad, "she'sin no condition to press the door release . . . Sam?'

Sam wasn't paying attention. Abruptly, Al red-ized why. Walt and Tom were coming up the walk.

The blond kid was ill waking carefully, but the ook in his eye was unmistakable. Tom, beside him, was
taking to him, his words rapid, urgent, and completely ignored.

"Thislookslike moretrouble.”

"No kidding," Sam muttered. He had his breath back, but the origind blow plus the panicked run had
taken alot out of the six-year-old body. Besides, there was no place se to go.

He started hitting other buttons beside other names, any other names.

"That's going to get her into trouble," Al observed.

Sam gave him an incredulous ook and pounded on the buttons again.

A daticky voice came through on the speaker. "Who is that? Who's down there?"

"It's Missy, and | redly need to get ingdel" Sam ydled

The boys heard. Walt grinned and started moving faster. Tom put out one hand to stop him, or at leest
dow him down, and was shaken off without a backward glance.

"You'd better quit ringing my bell, or your parents are going to hear about it!" The speaker clicked off.

Sam punched the bell again. "Please!”

“I'm going to report you if you do that one more time" Thistime the speaker didn't bother to ask who
was ringing.

By this time the boys were standing in front of the doorstep. Walt had an ugly grin on his face, not
improved by the fact that he'd recently lost a baby tooth in front. Tom was looking a the windows of the
gpartments with an expression comprised equa-ly of uneasiness and anxiety.

"What's the matter, Missy, don't you have any place to run?"

“If you don't leave me done, you're gonna get reported,” Sam said, turning to face his tormentor. "l
didn't do anything to you."

"Y egh, wdl, we're gonna do something to you, aren't we, Tom?"

Tom hit hislips. "Walt, people can see" he said. "Come on, leave her done.”

"Shehit mel™

Sam a least had the satidfaction of hearing Wdt admit held been hit. Al was dill muttering over the
hendlink and glaring usdlesdy a the two boys. "You deserved it, you little bastard,” he muttered.

Wt stepped forward, crowding Sam back into the doorway, out of the line of Sght of the apartment



windows. He kept his eyes on Missy's hands, clearly not willing to risk another dug to the stomach.

Sam feinted to hisright, twisted, and hit the door buzzers again.

The doors remained closed.

Far away, a recording of a bugle sounded, playing "Retreet.” A car on the street pulled over. Even
Tom and Walt seemed to hold their breath for the dura-tion of the melody. "Retreat” ended, the Nationd
Anthem began, and Walt snickered.

"Theres somebody getting out of the car,” Sam said desperately. "Leave medone or I'll scream.”

Wt looked over his shoulder. It was long enough for Sam to shove desperately at his shoulder, trying
to knock him off balance and clear a path to run. But Tom was standing in the way, offering no red threat
but acting as an obstacle nonethdess, and thistime Wadt had been prepared. He hit back, and Sam went
flying againg the closed door.

"You little jerk!™ Al exploded. "Who taught you you could hit a girl!" He spun on Tom. "Why aren't
you gticking up for your Sgter!”

One pat of Sam's mind wondered about the equi-ty of that particular rule, while the rest of it
won-dered whether the person getting out of the car was going to notice what was going on, and stop it.
The peoplein Hainerberg seemed to have devel oped the art of kegping out of other people's business to
a
very high leve indeed. He wished somebody would descend to his leve for a minute or two, or at lesst
long enough to keep him from being beaten up and stripped haf-naked by a little ten-year-old savage
with ayen for little girls panties. HEd never been like this when he was ten.

"Heyl Walt" Sam could hear theurgangy in Tamisvoice, warning his friend off. "Walt, quit it."

At the same time he could hear Al, ganding practi-cally indgde the door behind him, saying, "It's Marta.
She's back from wherever she went. Shelll stop it.”

"She's only amaid,” Walt snarled, asif in answer, and reached for Sam again.

CHAPTER
ELEVEN

"YouaregangtoamtheGamanswithnudear weapons. Y ou talk about reunification, and the German
people do not want to reunify . . ."
—Soviet Ambassador Mikhail Menshikov

Sam saw Walt's blue eyes widen in shock as Marta's heavy hand descended on his shoulder and
clenched into the fabric of his shirt. "What you boys doing?' she asked, her accent even more
pronounced than usud.

"Go away," Wt sad, reaching for Sam again.

"Nyet!" Marta said, pushing the boy away. His eyes widened, and he kicked at the woman. She
grunted and moved hersdf in between Sam and the two boys. Walt cursed and ran away, ydling, "Youll
be sorry!" as he went.

"Sam, that did it!" Al was saring a the datdink, practicaly sputtering with excitement. Sam opened his
mouth to ask what did what, but Marta had him by the shoulder, was pulling out an old-fashioned key
ring, unlocking the door, and herding im indde.

Tom was fallowing, hesitantly. Marta turned on him. "What do you think you will do?'

"Not—nothing. I'm not going to do anything. I'm sorry if Missy got scared, | tried to tdl him to stop it.
People were waiching!"

"You think thisis good reason? That people watch?' Marta wasn't impressed.

Tom shut up, confused. It was a good reason, Sam redized, from Tom's point of view, and the point
of view of Tom's parents and Tom's peers. It might not be the only reason, but Tom wouldn't understand



Marta's rejection of it. Marta motioned Sam up the dairs, trudging after, her heavy steps echoing in the
darwel as they made thair way up the paired flights of stairs. Tom trailed dong behind, dragging one
hend dong the stairwell railing and looking miserable.

Marta had a key to Apartment 5 as wel. She searched through the keys on the ring, holding them up
to the light, and findly picked the right one. Al, choosing not to wait, floated through the door before it
was opened.

Sam entered the gpartment, stepping around the duitcasss with consderable rdief. He wondered how often
Missy had had to fend off Tom's friends.

But not, a least, Tom himsdf. Missy's brother cleared his throat and said, "Look, I'm sorry, Walt
shouldn't have done that. It won't happen again.”

Sam, who had gpologized to a little Sster once or twice himsdf, appreciated the effort. "That's okay.
He's gonna be mad, though."

"He sureis, Sam," Al chimed in. "He's going to report Marta as a spy.”

"How?' Samasked Al

Martasnorted again, her opinion obvious.

"Wt dways gets mad when he doesn't get hisway." Tom, who thought the question was direc-ted at
him, aso fdt he was explaining the obvious. "WhaesMan?'

Marta glanced at the closed master bedroom door and said nathing.

"She'sin there, Sam. Passed out on the floor. You don't want to go in there, and neither does Tom.”

"I think she's taking a ngp,” Sam said hadtily. He cast a worried glance a Al; but Al, who had seen
quite afew drunksin histime, waved a hand a him reassuringly.

"Don't worry about her, Sam. She's gaing to wake up with ahdl of a headache, but that's it.”

"Sure sheis”" Tom didn't believe "Missy's’ con-venient story, but made no effort to check.

He mugt be used to having his mother "take angp* a odd moments, Sam thought. He shook his head
and went over to the radio in the living room, making a mental note to look in on the woman later on,
whentharewould be no anetowitnessagiidild trying to remember how to act like a medicd doc-tor. He was
inclined to accept Al's expertise in the matter, but held Hill fed better if he checked Mrs. Robicheaux's
vitd sgns himsdif.

Tam disgppeared doan the el into his own room. Marta surveyed the dining room area criticdly and went
into the kitchen. The sound of running water announced that she wasn't satisfied with the way someone
hed done the dishes.

"What do you mean about Walt reporting Marta?' Sam sad quidly over his shoulde to Al as he fidded with
the ivory radio dids. He found a gtation playing classca mudc, and the sounds of Beethoven came
softly from under his fingertips.

"He tdls his father what she said, and his father reports it." Al was scanning the handlink. "Walt's
father—uh-oh. He reports it as carelessness on the mgor's part, dlowing his wife to hire a Russan.
Marta gets fired immediatdy, of course, and held for questioning. She never getsto sted the papers. The
probaility set that contained the war just evap-orated. It never happens.”

"Sowhy havant | Legped? Thereissamdhingdse I'm supposed to do, isn't there?!

Al chewed vigoroudy on his cigar. "Wadl, it looks that way. When tha litle bugger—I mean,
Wadt-tdls on Marta, there's the dert—the mgor loses his place on the promotion lig. And it dl starts
with the suicide. Maybe that's—"

"Wait aminute! What dert? What did Marta sy?'

"Oh. Yeah. | forgot you didn't know this yet. There's an evacuation drill tomorrow night. That's when
Mrs. Robicheaux takes too many pills and booze, and dies. Great timing, huh?’

Sam closed his eyes and leaned his forehead againgt the smooth brown plastic of the radio case.
"That'sit," he says. "Tha's what I'm supposed to do. | have to save her."

Al nodded rductantly. "Y ou said yoursdf that if you do, the abuse will continue.”

"It's the stress, Al. | don't think she's deliberate-ly doing this. But look a what's going on in this
woman's life She's just had a death and can't even get home for the funerd, her husband is gone, she



doesn't know exactly where or why, except that it has something to do with this criss she hears
dl about the internationd ten-sion, Khrushchev's speeches and the replies from the Americans and
French and British, and she knows that Russan tanks are on maneuvers less than one hundred miles
away. All those sabres are rattling right next to her, she's in a for-egn country with two young
children, and the world's about to blow up, and there's nothing she cando.”

"And people are watching,” Al quoted dryly. "Appearances are everything for the good military wife. |
guess the surprising thing is that more of them didn't crack.”
"You can't blame her,"” Sam went on. "She's try-ing to do the best she can. Her kids aren't heping
much”

"They're kids, after dl. Kids think that whatever ther circumstances are, is normd. They don't have
the experience to know any different.”

Sam shot him a glance. Al had said things, from time to time about his oan youhfu “aroumdances” Sam
wondered if the Observer redly grew up think-ing he wasin a norma environment. An orphanage, pool
hdls, thesatre....

Of course, being Al, he would have fled anything resembling a normd life anyway. Al was the type to
fill lifés cup brim full, durp it down, and look for a chaser.

There was one little point that ill escaped him. "What did Marta say?' he asked. "What's Wt going
to report, anyway? It's not like it was the firg time held ever seen her. He knew who she was. What
makes this time different?’

"Oh, that. She said 'nyet." "

"'No?'

“In Russian, Sam."

"Sheld get fired for saying oneword in Russan?’

"Remember what you were just saying about those tanks?' Al pointed out. "One word isdl it takes. It
wasn't so long ago that Joe McCarthy had people in cold sweats for Stting next to the wrong person in
church. Somebody actudly spesking Russan was presumed to be a spy. And remember, she actud-ly
Is."

"But that's not her fault,” Sam argued. "And besides, she protected me from Walt."

"Nahing isever anybody'sfaut Al sngpped. "But somehow, things dill happen, don't they? What are we
supposed to do, let her get away?'

" think s0."

Alfdl slent, reoognizng thelook on Samisface He could be amazingly stubborn when it came to Doing What
Was Right. Probably, the Observer thought, sulking, that was the reason he was picked by Whatever
was the moativating force behind the
Leaps to begin with. If there was ever a person who was appropriate for setting things right that once
went wrong, Sam Beckett was that person.

"Do you think if you warn Marta, you're going to Legp?" he asked.

"No. | never have fdt this end-of-the-world suff had anything to do with this Leap. It's just
some-thing | should do." With that, he squared his host's shoulders and marched into the kitchen. Al
followed him, shaking his head.

Marta was elbow-deep in dishwater. One sink was full of suds, the other contained water that once
was clear and now was dotted with idands of bubbles. The kitchen smelled of hot water and vinegar.

"Matzp

Marta glanced a him, took a plate out of the soapy water and swished it back and forth in the rinse
water, examined it criticdly, and st it in the drainer. She was wearing thick ydlow kitchen gloves that
sent a pang of nogtagiathrough Sam for a moment; his mother used to wear gloves like that when she
did the dishes, too.

"Yes, what isit?"

It took a moment for Sam to redize that the mad wasn't spesking English any more, but German. It
added congderably to her fluency. He answered her in the same language, gartling her into immohbility.



"Marta, | know what you're supposed to do here, and | think you should know that Walt—that boy
with the ydlow hair—is going to tdl hisfather that he heard you spesking Russan.”

"l speak no Russan," Marta spat, turning to face him and peding off her gloves. She towered over
Missy's dight figure. "'l hate the Russians. I'm a good Gamen”

"But they've got your parents and your little girl, don't they? And even if they didnt, it doesn't mat-ter.
When you were warning Wat away, you said 'nyet.' "

"Oreward, aly. You Amaicas thirk having sev-erd languages means | am a spy, because you only have
one" Her heavy brows beetled over smdl, dark eyes. "But you're spesking good German. How did you
learn so quickly?'

"That doesn't matter." Sam was hedging, and Marta could tdl. "Wha matters is that you were
sup-posed to take some papers from Major Robicheaux, weren't you, and give them to someone. But
Walt's going to tdl his father, and they're going to come and take you away for questioning.”

A look of utter blankness, a solid wall, descended over the maid's heavy features. She stood very dill,
daing at Sam without expression, for avery long momat.

"How do you know this?' shesaid a last.

"It doesn't matter how | know, doesit? It'strue.”

"I will not let them take me away," Marta whis-pered. "But iy litle gr—they have nmy litle gi—" 1t wasn't
clear, in her words, just who was going to be taking her away and who had her child. So far as Sam
could tdl, it didnt matter. Police could operate under different flags and serve different economic
systems, but they were dill, dways and forever, Police. They were aways the knock on the door in the
dead of night, and Marta clearly feared both sides equdly.

Sam and Al exchanged glances. "Sometimes you just can't win," Al said quietly, even though there was
no chance that Marta could hear him. "'If Marta is arrested, who knows what they'll do to her family. If
she isnt, but just quits, wel, we don't know that either. There aren't any records. The Staas were pretty
thorough in some places about getting rid of evidence when the Wl fdl."

"Marta" Sam said gently, "l just thought you should know what Walt's going to do. | can't tdl
you anything about your little girl or your parents.”

Marta stood in the middle of the kitchen floor, water dipgang fram the goves in he hands "Do you speak
Russian, too?" she asked, suddenly, harshly, in that language.

Sam heditated, nodded. "Yes, | speak Russan,” he answered in kind.

Marta asked a question again, presumably about another language in that language. It was one that
Sam didn't know, so he remained Slent.

Marta smiled grimly. "So even demons have their limits™

"Maybe the police do too.”

"You are not Missy. Missy has no German, no Russan. Who are you?"'

"That doesn't matter, does it?" Sam took a deep breath, not wanting to get into a discusson of the
Project at this point. "If you take the papers from the Magjor, there will be more trouble than just getting
arrested. I'll tdl hmwhat | heard you say."

"My mother is Russan," Marta said. "But she's not a bad person. It's not her fault. She had a hard time
here, after the war. Germans don't like Russians. It was easer for her and my father to say in the eastern
zone"

"No, of course she's not bad. | understand, Marta, redly. I'm not condemning you. I'm just letting you
"They wanted to stay," she went on. "l thought | could get more work if | came here. | do good wak”
She was explaining hersdf, Sam redized. Offer-ing judtifications, not to him, but to the police she

expedted to come far her. Rehearsng whet e wauld have to say, even though she bdieved it would make no

difference.

"They let me go," Marta went on in awhisper. "But they kept my little girl. They said | could work for
Americans and earn alot of money, and my par-ents and my Frisel would have a home and good
food. Thereisno food in the east.”



Sam kept slent. Marta looked at him a while longer, then pulled her gloves back on and turned back
to the kitchen snk, draining the cold wash water and adding haot, finishing the dishes. "I an supposed to
gvenatice" she said over her shoulder. "Fifteen days."

"Thereisnttime,” Samtold her.

She nodded without turning around. "l give my notice to you, then. Yes?'

e

The handlink chirped as Al asked for data.

"Ziggy says that she finishes the dishes, goes down to her room, packs, and disappears. Nobody ever
hears from her again.”

Sam asked a dlent question. Al picked up on it. "We don't have any data about her family, Sam. I'm
sorry. They just drop out of higtory, as far as Ziggy can tell. The spooks check into Walt's report, but
she's gone before she could do any damage, so they don't follow up on it ether.”

It was unexpectedly painful not to know. He was used to finding out what happened to people, to
having the flash of satisfaction in knowing thet at least there was some redemption, if not actudly a happy
ending, before he Leaped. But this time there was no information and no Leap, ether. He would never
know if tdling her had been the right thing to do. There would never be any feedback on this one from
anything except his own conscience.

In thelong run, that was enough. It had to be.

He turned and | eft the woman behind.

There was Mrs. Robicheaux to check on, dill. He eased open the door to the master bedroom and
looked around, catching a glimpse of "himsdlf in the mirror above the vanity. Despite himsdf, he tried on
agmileto see how it looked on Missy's features. It looked like any other amile assumed for the occasion,
minus aright incisor. He shrugged and
knelt by the recumbent figure of Missy's mother.

She had curled up by thistime and was adeep, snoring softly, her head pillowed on her left am. Sam
fdt under the curve of her jaw for her pulse. It was dull and steady. He took a pillow off the bed and
dipped it under her head, wondering mean-while what would have happened if he had tried to pick her
up and someone—Tom, for indance— had come in. He wished sometimes that it had been his body that
Leaped, not just hismind, or soul, or awareness, or whatever it was. It would certainly be convenient in
terms of gtuations like this one.

On the other hand, it would have been hdll finding Bermuda shorts to fit.

Maybe in some other timdine it had happened that way, and somehow the dothing problem was
solved, but he wasin this timdine and had to cope with its limitations.

He dhrugged again and straightened Mrs. Robi-cheaux's legs and dress, took the bedspread off the
bed and spread it over her, tucking her in. It didn't seem likdy she was going to move for the rest of the
night. There was no sense in letting her get a chill.

"Sad, in't it?" Al said, as Sam brushed his hands free of lint.

"I'm not sure sad is exactly the right word." Sam looked around, decided there was nothing more he
could do to make the woman comfortable. "Okay. Now, where do we stand? What does Ziggy say
history looks like now?'

Al peered at the handlink. "Now Ziggy thinks that the Mg or comes in tomorrow afternoon, stays afew
hours, and leaves again. There's an evacuation drill tomarrow evaning, but the Raicheaux family doesnt make it
to the Eagle Club—that's the assembly point. The day after tomorrow, in the morning, Mrs. R is found
dead in this apartment of a combination of pills and acohoal. A fairly understandable scenario,”

Al added, cocking an eyebrow at Mrs. Robicheaux. She muttered softly to hersdf and snuggled deep-er
into the bedspread. "Missy's here. Tom's gone. Ch—"

"Oh what? What happened to Tom?"

"They find Tom's body in a utility shed, dead of smoke inhdation." Al touched a series of the colored
cubes in careful order. "Now Ziggy says you're here to save Tom. Probably . . . This is weird, Sam.
Ziggy can't decide whether Tom lives and grows up to be an engineer, or diesin that fire. It looks like it's
up to you. Ninety-four-percent chance.”



Sam, who had heard those particular odds quoted before, gave him a look of pure exasperation. "Is
there anything stable about this Legp? What about his mother?!

Al shook his head. "As close as we can tdl, the deaths happened just about the same time, Sam. So
you could save one or the other of them, but not both. I'm not sure how you're supposed to do that,
though."

"Was there something specific that triggered the incident? Why did she take the pills?!

Al shrugged. "Who knows? Stress? An evacuation drill might have set her off."

"Was that when they would have grabbed the suit-cases?'

Al nodded. "They'd set up pontoon bridges across the Rhine and the other rivers, and the military
personnel would report for duty. Their wives had two hours to corrd the kids and throw everything they
were dlowed to take into their cars and get to the rendezvous points.”

"Ova pontoon bridges?' Sam asked inoredlogly, trying to imagine his mother, Thema Beckett, driv-ing
the Robicheaux station wagon across a pontoon bridge.

"They were in a hurry, Sam, and the exiging bridges couldn't carry the treffic.”

"What if they couldn't find the kids? If they were out playing, or a a movie, or—"

Al took adegp bregth. Hisgeze met Samisurflindringly, mercilesdy. "They left them behind.”

CHAPTER
TWELVE

"Our partners and friends are making al preparationstoresst. . . ."
—Konrad Adenauer, Chancellor of the Federa Republic of Germany

"Those are the facts" Al said. "I don't like them any better than you do. You don't like them any better
then any militay man. We're taking about their kids, you know. But you can't hold up a militay
operation because akid gets logt. Evenif it's your oawn”

" "War is not hedlthy for children and other living things' " Sam quoted softly.

"So to speak,” Al said. There was a certain barrier between himsdf and Sam on this subject. Al was
career military. Sam preferred a nonviolent solution to problems wherever possible. Al might consider
that his firgt option, but he was prepared to back it up with a destroyer fleet and a couple of arcraft
cariersif necessary.

"So did Missy get lost too?!

Al queried Ziggy. "No. She got picked up by the military police and turned over to the block war-das"

Sam looked down at Mrs. Robicheaux, who was amiling now in her deep. "It doesn't seem right that
sheld be dead thirty-ax hours from now. Or Tom ether.”

"Nope." Al chewed ferocioudy a hisunlit cigar. "On the other hand, if she dies, at least the kids won't
be abused any more” At Sam's glare, he added hadtily, "I mean, if one or the other of them is going to
die, if you can only save one, that's something you have to think about.”

"l don't think they'd be abused if she was out of here. She's so worried about the politicd Stuation and
how what she does will affect her husband's career, it's no wonder she's on the thin edge.”

"Wdl, shefdl over it, and dl the king's horses and dl the king's men couldn't put her together again.”

"You sound like you've aready written her off. Isn't thet alittle cold-blooded, even for you?"



Al looked hurt. "Sam, there's only one of you. You can't be in two places a once, even with me
hdping. If you've got to make a choice—"

"I don't think | do." Sam rarely got angry, but when he did it went deep and stayed hot. Usudly, the
things that got him angry were things that got to Al too—blatant injustice, crudty to the hepless,
sensdess waste. Every once in a while, though, the two hit something on which they disagreed on the
most basic leve. In such cases, oddly enough, it was usudly the normaly peaceful Sam who got angry at
Al rather than the other way around. Al might get excited and wave hisarms and ydl, but he rarely, very
rardly, truly logt his temper & Sam.

He wasn't about to do so now, mostly because he could recognize and understand Sam's frudration.
"Look, Sam, you can try, but if you can't save them both, you have to think about which one gets the
effort. It's exactly like medicdl triage. Y ou use dl the resources available to save the ones that can
be saved. Otherwise you're going to lose them both, and what good will that do anybody? Missy ends
up in foster care. Besides, the chances are good you're going to save Tom. In a least one future he
grows up to be an engineer, remember?’

The sound of the front door opening and closing agan came from the front of the gpartment. Marta
was leaving. Al hiked his eyebrows, looked & Ziggy again, and nodded to himsdf.

"Look, whatever you do, you can't do any of it tonight," Al said a last. "You may as wdl go to bed.
Tomorrow looks like it's going to be ahdl of aday.”

Unwillingly, Sam agreed.

"l jug wishthingswould settledown,” Al complained later to Verbeena. ™Y ou'd think we could pick up a tdepghone
book and dheck to seeif theguy wesliged, and that would be our answer." They were back in the dining room,
which had taken on its evening character as a gathering place for Project personnel. At the moment, that
meant that two technicians were comparing dress materids in a corner, and another was noodling at the
keys of a battered piano on the other side of the room.

Verbeena was the only person Al had ever told about the shifts in history—the different pasts that he
and Zigoy could remembe. Vabemmaweasdweaysa part of ther present, and the past she recaled was dways
the most recent one as if it had dways been, but she was a good ligener. And unlike Ziggy, she was
human and could understand the gut frustration and unspoken fears that worked on the Observer.

It was dmog as if the moment Sam took his fird Leap, the entire Project had, in an equd and
opposite reaction, been plunged into tempora flux. The longer Al spent with Sam, the more likdly it was
that something would be different when he Ieft the Imaging Chamber and came back into the Project
itsdf. Usudly, the changes were very smdl, some-times hardly noticeable. The professond aspects—
Verbeena being the Project psychologist, Gushie being chief programmer, Al as adminidtrative direc-tor
and Observer—never seemed to change, perhaps because they were so necessary to Ziggy's
function-ing. But the persond relationships were subject to flux. This time, Tina and Gushie were
married. Since Tinweastheaurat loved Al'slife thismedethingsdfficuit

Al couldn't even tdl Tina about how things changed. How could he explain to her that some-times she
was his lover, and sometimes she was Gushie's wife, and sometimes she was carrying on with Gushie
behind Al's back, and every time he came out of the Imaging Chamber he had to check with Ziggy to
find out who the players were and who they were playing with thistime?

Verbeena, for her part, suspected that one of the fears that Al lived with was that someday hed come
out of the Imaging Chamber and find that Verbeena hersdlf had changed. She recognized, intdlectud-ly,
that that might have dready happened, sever-d times, depending on what Sam did to change things a
any paticular time. But that way lay mad-ness, and Verbeenas job was to fend it off, not to explore it
for hersdf. Fortunately, she had a well-grounded sense of who she was. No matter what Sam Beckett
did.

By definition, the only thing that would remain stable in any particular Leap would be the identity of the
individud in the Waiting Room. Verbeena was taking advantage of Missy Robicheaux's six-year-old
energy by making sure that Sam Beckett's body danced and jumped rope and ate a perfect-ly balanced
diet. It was better than keeping the body sedated dl the time. She was able to feed the child's voracious



curiogty with games, puzzles, smple physics experiments, and the ever-popular
crayons, meanwhile digtracting her from the fact of the body she wasin.

It was a good thing that Missy was only six. Her span of attention wasn't that long to begin with, and
Verbeena and her assgtants were able, with a long-practiced matter-of-factness, to let her know that
there was nothing particularly strange or horr-ifying about her being in a man's body. Because she was a
child, she took her cues about what was awvful from the adults around her. Verbeena was hoping that
would mean no trauma for her later. She just hoped the child retained the sdlf-esteem they were trying to
indill. Verbeena went around these days with her fingers more or less permanently crossed.

"So Sam's deeping safe?"

"Bet you can't say that three timesfast.”" Al tried to amile. It was a decent effort, dl things consid-eed

Verbeena gave him a get-serious glance, and he capitulated. "Yeeh, hel's adeep. Tomorrow Missy's
dad comes home for aflying vist, and about three hours &fter he leaves, dl hdl breaks loose. He needs
dl the deep he can get.” He nodded in the generd dredion—down—a the Wating Room. "How's .. . um,
Missy doing?"

Verbeena amiled. "Have you ever watched little kids running around and wished you had that kind o
aagy?

"Yeeh 97

"Let's put it thisway: Sam's body isgetting a lot of exercise” She chuckled. "I dill wish | could bring
inmy nieces to play with her. She's a sweet kid."

"Are you dill worried about psychologica dam-age?”

The chuckle was wiped away, and Verbeena chewed on her lower lip. "So long as the people around
her don't make an issue out of it; so long as we trest her like a child, without particularly empha-garg grl
dhld olag asit doexnt legt toolag. . .
| don't think there's going to be lasting damage.”

"Why don't you want to emphasize that she's a git?'

"Because fird and foremogt, she's a child. But a the same time, she's not stupid. She believes she's
having along dream where she's a grown-up man, even though she knows that's not redly possible. We
don't want to keep reminding her of the impossbil-ity of the Stuation.” The doctor drew a long breath.
"Inthe long run, it might even be beneficid for her. As she's ‘pretending’ to be a man, were encour-aging
her to explore options. One of the problems femde children have had, higoricdly, is the idea that
because they're femde, there are cartain things they can't do in thar lives The early axties were very
repressive. | hope that she remembers playing with a stethoscope as a doctor instead of assuming that
sheld have to be anurse”

Her face dosed off far amomatt, and Al, wetdhing her, redized that Verbeena Beeks hersdf had been about
that age in the early Sxties. She had faced externdly imposed redrictions not only because she was
femde but because she was black as wdl. She would have grown up during a time when
African-American culturd awareness was brought to the awareness of the whole country. Al wondered
how many people had tried to tdl Verbeena Beeks that sheld have to stle for something other than
what she redly wanted.

"Will she remember?’ Vidtors tended not to recdl ther stays in the Wating Room; the same
swiss-cheese effect that scrambled Sam's memory made hash out of theirs, too. Which helped explain
how they didnt know wha Sam had been doing in thar bodies when ther backs were ... wel, not
turned, exactly, but. . . Al gave up. Metaphors were not hislong suit.

"Probably not,” Verbeena conceded. Across the room, someone was trying out some honky-tonk on
the piano, without much success. "But we're hoping to plant a seed. Who knows?"

"Who knows?' Al agreed. Whoever or Whatever had Sam Legping, presumably. Al hoped that
Some-body hed a plan.

"Ch, thares Tina Wil you exause mefar amomat, Al? | need to tak to her before she and Gushie go to
Phoenix." Verbeena got up and crossed the room to speak to a tdl, leggy redhead who was standing
next to asomaemd ovewagt menwith athin musache Al watched the ensuing conversation, hoping thet his



fedings weren't showing.

It had been a shock to dlick out of connection with Sam, returning to the rdativey drab Imaging
Chamber, only to have Ziggy inform him that Tina and Gushie had gotten married last month, and he
himsdf had given away the bride.

It was asif there were amillion timdines out there, amillion of Sam's strings, and on every one of them
marched an Al Cdavicc. And every time he came back to the Imaging Chamber, he came back on a
dightly different timeling, and had to integrate a new verson of his memory. He loved Tina, he was
amog sure. It redly hurt to see her with somebody ese.

He consoled himsdf with the thought that the timdines seemed to re-cross themselves with regu-larity.
Next time he looked in on Sam and then came back, it was likdy that Tina would be sngle again, and
reedy to pick up where they Ieft off time before last. It would be a lot easier to ded with, though, if his
"absences' were more than just waking from one room to another.

He didn't actudly "go" anywhere when he looked in on Sam; tha was the maddening part. He just
walked up the ramp, through the airlock and into the Imaging Chamber, and cdled on Ziggy to trig-ger
thelink created by the shared neurd network on Ziggy's biochips. In less than the blink of an
eye, he was "there" wherever Sam was, sharing his perceptions of his surroundings, his consciousness
catapulted back to whatever time Sam's was Leaped to. Ziggy had created the "Door” to the Imaging
Chamber as a concession to both Sam and Al, so that they'd have a cognitive marker for the tran-gition
between the Accderator part of the Project’'s Imaging Chamber and wherever Sam was, but it wasn't
red.

Nothing was red when timewouldn't stay puit.

But it would be very nice if he could figure out how to nal down certain ements of it, he thought
longingly as he watched Tina swaying her way out the door.

However, nothing could be done about it right now. He looked at his watch and rubbed his tem-ples.
It wasn't dl that late, but he wasn't sure what he could do next. Go talk to Ziggy? The idea lacked gopedl.
Go back tohisoan dfice and do pgparwork? The idea definitely lacked apped. They were near-ing the end
of thefiscd year, and reports had to be prepared and next year's budget worked on, capital equipment
funds had to be spent by the firgt of the month, there were rumors the G.A.O. was interested again.

Sam had Leaped away from more than bad cooking, blast him.

But that was what he was paid for. That and keeping track of Sam in time. Sghing, he got up and
headed for the exit, leaving behind him the sound of honky-tonk and technical chatter.

Monday, August 7, 1961

HEADQUARTERS 7100TH SUPPORT WING WIESBADEN AREA COMMAND
INFORMATION AND INSTRUCTIONS

FOR NONCOMBATANTS IN THE EVENT OF AN EMERGENCY 4. ACTION UPON
ALERT: (cont'd)

d. Noncombatants will utilize civilian vehicles for transportation and move under the control of
War-dens and/or Deputy Wardens to predesignated supply points and then to areas of safety.
Individual private vehicles will not be permitted to travel alone but must be incorporated in convoys
proceeding under military control.

f. Noncombatants will be limited to one light hand-bag and two (2) blankets per individual. No persons
will be evacuated (maids, etc.] who are not author-ized noncombatants.



CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

"A statement issued by the United States, France, Britain, and West Germany warned Russia not to
overrun West Berlin. .. "

Sam Beckett woke up on Monday morning, August 7, to the sound of an Armed Forces Radio
announc-er comparing Gus Grissom's space flight the month before and Titov's current journey. He
ligened, won-dering, as the announcer portentoudy concluded that space travel would never last
because of the deleterious effects of weightlessness lasting more than seventy-two hours.

The next topic was the increase in the flow of East German refugees. "Anadysts bdieve that the end of
the German school year has enabled German fami-lies to leave their homes under the guise of teking a
'vacation trip.' East German authorities refuse to acknowledge that their people are fleang the repres-sve
pdiicd s/gam of Communid e Meanwhile more than seventeen hundred refugees were regis-tared in the
Maiatdd Camp in Balin thisweskend. Many refugees indicate fear that the Communids are about to close
the Berlin escape hatch. Others have decided to leave because of party pressure

to speed up work in factories and on fams. Centrd party authorities are pressing dl the way down the
lirefar morework to overcome dortages—induding the labor shortage helped by the flight of refugees.”

Theradio crackled, shut off. The bedroom door swung open without a warning knock. "Missy, get up.
| don't know where Marta could be, but you've got to eat breskfast. I've got a Gray Ladies mesting in
less than an hour. Come on, please.”

She sounded sober and rationd. She looked sober and rationd and very tired, with dark circles under
her eyes inexpertly covered with makeup. She was wearing abaggy gray dress that looked dmogt like a
uniform, with red crosses on the blunt collar points. She good waitting, one hend on the doarknob. "Came on,
Missy. The eggs are getting cold.”

One of the sacrifices Sam had to make, Leagp-ing into other peoples lives, was pretending to enjoy
things he normdly hated. Soft-boiled eggs, for example. Findly dressed, he came into the dining room to
find awhite egg cup decorated with ydlow roses waiting for him, with a spoon and napkin beside it.
Steam rose from a bow!l deys
"St down and eat," she said. "Lord, I'm never going to get out of here on time—What are you looking
a7

"Nothing," Sam muttered, diding into his seat. He usad the gooon to ladean egginto the egg aup, medke a face,
and cracked it. "Smdl end or big end?' he said under his bresth as he rotated the cup, tapping carefully.
People declared war over the strangest things. Eggs. Wadlls. "Something there isthat doesn't loe ™

"What did you say?' Missy's mother had finished edting dready, was setting a plate with two dices of
toast, carefully buttered and cut diagondly, down on the table in front of her daughter. "Did you say

"No. Nothing." Sam wasn't indined to explain the connection between breakfast and satire. It was too
early in the moring to pretend to be Sx. Too many impossible things before breakfast—but no, that was
Lewis Carroll. He kept on tapping, thinking that he redlly wasn't being too swift this morning.
"Sometimes | think you're just crazy,” she said. "Taking to yoursdf like that. What will people think o
Yo

Something in her tone made Sam look up quickly. She was garing a him, her fingers were curled
around the top rung of the char next to him, and for one frozen moment he fdt like a deer, spotlighted
out of season.

"| think you're just crazy,” she repeated.

He didn't know what to say. The edge of the spoon touched the egg, tentative Tap? Once agan,
when the woman said nothing—a little stronger, as if oper-ating by itsdf, not as anything under his



control: Tga?Tgo?

"Damn it! Sop playing with your food!" Jane Robicheaux's hand swept down and caught at the egg
cup, twiding it out of his hand and sweeping it in a wild arc at the far wall, olattering yolk and abumen
and shdl and chinain awide pattern. Sam had no time to duck away. The woman snatched for the collar
of the blouse he wore, dragging him up the back of his chair until he was choking againg the top button,
and her other hand dapped a him, back, forth, one Sde of his face and then the other, repeatedly, as she
kept on screaming, "Damn you! | told you | was going to be late, but you don't care! You dont care
about me! You little mongter, mondter, mondter, how dare you st there and make fun of e Stop it!"

He was dawing at the top of the blouse, trying to loosen it, trying to let himsdf breathe, trying to
deflect the blows raining down on him, and the words were becoming a blur. He kicked, franticaly, and
hisfoot managed to get over the top of the table. It only gave her more leverage, and she pulled harder,
and his other leg came up until they were both thrashing, kicking, knocking the bowl of eggs to the floor,
kicking the glass off the table, and she continued to scream at him, continued to hit him, with her fig this
time

"You little bitch, you selfish inconsiderate little bitch, look at what you've done, look at it, look
at it, damn you, damn you, you're going to clean that up, you're going to clean every bit of that
up, you little monger!”

Quite suddenly, it was over. His ears ached with the sudden dlence. His eyes were closed to pro-tect
them againg blows no longer fdling. The hand twisted in the back of his collar lowered him to the
table—his struggles had brought his entire body up—and the fingers loosened, dowly, asiif circulation
was dow to return to them.

He kept his eyes closed. He could not imagine what might happen next.

What happened next was the sensation of the blouse being tugged down into place, the wrin-kles
smoothed away as if to erase what had just occurred, and Jane Robicheauix's voice again, quiet, a bit
raw, saying, "You see wha you make me do when you play with your food like that? Look at dl this
mess. Y ou're going to clean up this mess for Mommy, aren't you?"

He dared to look, dared to peek from between rap-idly sweling eyelids, to see her looking down a
him with an expression of patience, of understanding, of tolerance, of sympathy leavened with firmness,
and he thought, She's fucking insane!

"I wish | knew where Martawas" Jane fretted, sraightening. "She ought to be up here by now to do
the dishes and the beds. | dont want her hdp-ing you, though. This mess is your responshility,
understand?

"If that Tom doesn't get up soon, he's going to have to go without his breakfast, and he's going to be
cranky dl day." She moved away to the sideboard and picked up a par of gloves and a hat. "I'm going
to cdl him. Now | don't want you two fighting, do you hear? Last time | thought Captain Jessup was
gaing to report us, the way you two carry on. So you be nice, you hear?'

Sam thought the warning might have been better directed to Tom, but held his peace, rdling off the
table and fdling to the floor, picking himsdf up agan as fast as he could, dmost dipping in the ruin of
eggs from the bowl.

"Now, don't expect meto fix you another one, not after the way you've wasted dl this food. Look at
thismess™ She shook her head.

Sam dared a her, wide-eyed and incredulous. The way he had wasted—? But she seemed to see
nothing the least bit incongruous ather in her words, or in the change in her manner from raging Fury to
exasperated, but perfectly cam, mother.

Sam started to shake his head in negation and stopped. It hurt. Possible concussion, he thought. "No,
thank you. Oneisenough.”

"Wdl." Jane dapped her hands againgt her dress. "You do remember your manners after dl. That's
wonderful. Why couldn't you do that last week at the Jessups?"

Sam ducked hisheed, unehleto mekeany regponse about what Missy might have done last week. Apparently
her mother didn't require or expect an answer.



“I'm going to put the key up here. If you go out, youll have to take it with you, or if Tom takes it youll
have to stay with himif you want to get back in. Do you understand?’

"Yes, madam." Somehow, based on yesterday's events—had it only been yesterday?—Sam didn't
think that depending on Tom for safe access to the
gratmant was agood plan He kept away eye on the woman as she rummeaged in her purse for the keys. It
would take dl day to dean up the mess, anyway, he thought, and he didn't want to go outsde anyway
ad expose the new adledtion of bruises he could fed cropping up to the curious gaze of the neighbors. He
thought she had knocked a tooth out, too.

On the other hand, he needed to figure out away to keep Tom from running away.

On the third hand, perhaps running away was an excdlent idea, and he ought to be hdping Tom with
his escape plans.

Thewoman looked around, disstisfied, asif sure she had forgotten something important. "l should be
home by lunchtime. Tdl Marta to fix sandwiches. | need to get to the commissary on Saturday.” Her
voice trailed off. Then, asif a new source of energy had opened up, she marched over and gave hm a
kiss on the cheek. "All right. I've got to go to my meeting. You be a good girl, dl right? I'm going to ask
Father about a novena fo—" her breath caught in a sob, and she took a deep brave breath and began
again—"about a novena for Jeanne. Put the dishes in the kitchen for Marta, get this mess cleaned up, and
Il be back in alittle while, okay?'

"Okay, Mom," Sam whispered.

He no longer fdt guilty about addressng strang-ers by intimate names. It would be far more
distressing, and far more awkward, to explan why he didn't. He had to play the role he was dedt as
well as possible.

Eventhisrole.

He wasn't sure what Missy would say to her moth-er next, though, so he kept quiet. The door closed
behind Mrs. Robicheaux, and he breathed a Sgh of thanks. Now dl he had to do was clean up and ded
with Tom. After yesterday's experience—after this morning's—hed rather do that without adult
witnesses.

The door to Tom's room was an inch or 0 gar. He knocked, gently enough to keep from opening it
farther.

"Can| comein?'

There was a short, amazed slence. Sam couldn't imegire his litie S9a ading for pemisson to come into his
room when he was growing up, either. She a@ther came in, or wouldn't be caught dead there.

The door opened, and Tom stood in the doorway. "What do you want?'

Sam couldn't quite see past him. "1 want to talk to you about what you said yesterday.”

"Whet do you meen, Whet | said?| sad | wes oy dready.” He looked at his sster appraisingly. "She got you
pretty good, huh?'

Sam shrugged and waited. He was 4ill shaking. He did not want to talk about it.

Tom stepped back & last, and Sam followed him in

The firg thing that struck him were the mode planes hanging from the calling, fighters and bomb-ers
and transports. The bedspread was covered with pictures of arrplanes. The rug in the middle of the room
had an outline of an arplane. A haf-completed modd occupied the top of the dresser. The room
amdled of glue and patience.

A wdl-guffed knapsack hung on one of the bed- pods

"You said you were going to run away," Sam said, eyeing the knapsack.

"Yeah, s0? Y ou can't come.”

Sam closed his eyes. At the moment, the refusal sounded like one more door swinging shut, trapping
him even more firmly in the body of a battered child

"l don't want to," he said at lagt, though it took more courage than he knew he possessed. "I want to
tdl you not to go."



Tom looked a him with a mixture of utter dis-dain and disbdief. "You can't tdl me what to do. |
outrank you. I'm older than you are.”

Sam wished passonately held found someone else to Legp into. "If you run away, what will Mom
do?' he sad, trying to put the argument in terms that Tom would understand. "Shelll get redly mad then."
Shell beat her daughter to death.

Tom understood. He paused, and said, "She won't hurt you. Shélll be mad a me. Only | won't be
here"

Sam refrained from pointing out what would, to an adult, be obvious that when the target of anger
wasn't present, the target of convenience would do. The part of his mind struggling to remember that he,
Sam Beckett, was an adult speculated that Jane's outburst was due to her anger and pain from the news
of the loss of her sgter. It didn't help.

"What happens if we have to leave and you're not here?' he appealed next.

Tom shrugged. "Don't care.”

"Youll get Dadintrouble.”

Tom shook his head. "l just want to get out of here. | hate her."

"She's your mother. You dont redly hate her, doyau?”

"Yes| do!" Tom met hiseyes. "You do, too."

"No | don't!" Sam denied. And it was true, he redlized; he didn't hate Jane Robicheauix. He feared
her, but more than anything ese he pitied her.

Tom went over to the dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a pair of socks. He duffed them into
the knapsack. "What are you looking at?'

"Wharewill yougo?"

"I'mnot going to tell you."

"IsWadlt going too?'

"None of your business.”

"Walt's taking you into this, isnt he?' Sam said, a light dawning. ™Y ou're doing this because he says
<"

"Am not. Get out of my room.” Tom was shifting mental gears, becoming defensve and territorid, and
he was going to turn on hislittle Sster any moment now. Sam backed down.

"Wdl, you could at least wait until after Daddy gets home" he said, and immediady regretted the
words. Al had told hm the boy ran away &fter his father Ieft. What had he done, ensured that the event
he was supposed to prevent would in fact actudly happen?

Tom paused. "You said that before. What makes youthink Daddy's gaing to come home? Hesin Ba-lin or
someplace.”

"He's coming home tonight." Maybe he could say something to the Mgor, let him know there was
impending trouble. "'l heard Mom say s0." He was improvisng. He spent most of a Legp improvisng.
Usudly it worked better than this

"Oh, Mom. Y ou don't believe her."

"Why not?" It didn't seem reasonable that Missy wouldn't believe what her mother told her. It didn't
seem reasonable that Tom wouldn't, either. She might be abusive, but she was firg of dl Moth-er, and
they were her children. Sam wondered if Jane redized that she had dready battered her son's trust to
desth, even if he himsdf was ill dive

"They wouldn't tdl Mom if Daddy was coming home™ Tom explained. "They don't tdl families” But he
had stopped packing long enough to look at the model on the dresser. Unlike mogt of the other models,
which were of contemporary arcraft, this one was of an antique biplane. Sam came over to look at it
more closdly, reached out without thinking to touch a wooden srut. Tom hit his am away, with
impersond force.

"That's mine. Keegp your hands off."

"| wasn't going to break it," Sam protested. "l just wanted to see.”

"It'sming" Tom repeated. "Leaveit done. | keep tdling you not to touch my guff.”



"Okay, okay." Sam put his hands behind his back, sgnding concession. "l was just looking.”

Tom looked as though he expected more of an argument. When he didn't get it, he turned back to the
modd and touched it lightly. "It's dmost done,” he said.

"Y ou can't tekeit with you if you run away."

Tom's hand dropped away. "l don't want to go," he admitted, talking dmaost to himsdif.

"“Then dont."

"But | hate her! | hate being yelled at!"

And, Sam thought, he hated watching his mother drink, and he hated being hit and waiching his little
gder be hit. Tom hated being watched, as they had been watched in church the day before, being
men-taly graded and assessed and used to grade and assess ther parents. He hated the pressure of so
many eyes. He wanted to run away from the eyes.

Sam could see it, could understand it, and couldn't begin to explain to him that running away wouldn't
et rid of the saring eyes; if anything, it would make things worse.

Always assuming, of course, that he even survived the experience of running away, which according to
Ziggy wasn't going to happen. Degath by fire. He shuddered, sick at the thought.

Once, Sam had been caught in a house fire. He had Lesped out before the roof collapsed on him.
Sometimes, dill, his swiss-cheese memory tossed the memory up a him, the heat and the terror, the
amdl of burning and the choking sensation of smoke filling up his throat, and the image of burning timbers
descending upon him. At odd moments he wondered about the dtruism of Whatever made him Leap, of
Whoever had gotten him out of there only to replace Sam Beckett with the origind owner of the body.
Clayton Fuller had taken afiery desth
for im. He hoped that the Leap had cut things closdy enough that Clayton didn't have time to fed the
terror he had taken with him on his Leap out.

He didn't want to think that Tom would find him-sdf in the same Stuation. Sam was preity sure that
Clayton had died when the burning roof beam col-lapsed on him. If Tom died of smoke inhdation, it
meant that he would probably be dive and conscious long enough to redize he was trapped with no way
out. Sam desperately did not want that to happen. He didn't have the firg idea about how to prevent it.
He wished Al would show up.

"Daddy's coming home tonight. Why don't we tell him then about how Mom hits us?' he repested.

But the very words seemed traitorous, and he wondared how any dhild could bring himsdf to "l on a parent.
Especidly one like Jane Robicheaux. Agan, with the split vison he so often experienced recently in
Leaps, he could sympathize, with an adult's understanding, with the pressures on the woman without
condoning her actions. As a child, looking through a child's eyes, he could only see the results.

"l don't believe you," Tom said flatly, and returned to randomly pulling dothing out of the dresser and
duffing it into the knapsack. "I don't think he's coming at dl." When the sack overflowed, he pulled
evaything out again and scattered it on the floor. "Tdl Marta not to comein here" he said, getting on his
knees and sorting through the debris for atoy arplane. 1t was the firg thing to go back into the bag.

"Martas not coming back. She's gone.”

Thet sopped Tomagan "Whet do you meen, esgone? She's right downgtairs. Boy, you're dumb.”

"She left. She had to go—Walt was going to tdl on her. He was gonna tdl his father she was a y."
He paused, thought about this. "Which she was," he added, to be scrupuloudy fair.

"Y ou're making things up. Mom's gonna wale you again, you keep making things up like that.”

"Am not." Sam had no idea how to explain how he knew what he knew. Being able to retreat to a
child's responses made life a great ded easier. Nobody expected a child to explain.

Except another child. Tom continued to pack.

"Mom went to her Gray Ladies meeting, so you dontt have to run away right now, do you? You coud wait il
later and seeif Dad comes home." At this point Sam was willing to take this Legp one minute at a time.
"You could est breskfast fird."

Hndly, held hit on a suggestion that got through. Tom dropped the knapsack. "Come on, then.”

He wasn't going to let Sam remain in his room. Thiswasfinewith Sam; aoediently, he fdlomed Tom out to the



dining room.

The room was dill a mess, with rgpidly drying egg on the wals and floor. Tom shook his head. "We
better get this cleaned up, huh?'

Sam glanced a him gratefully. Tom had to have heard Jane's shouting. The two of them buckled down,
wetting down dish towels and wiping up the mess as best they could. When they finished, Tom looked
around and announced, "l want cinnamon toast.”

"Oh, good,” Sam exclamed. "I love cinnamon toast.”

What the hell. It would keep Tom off the Streets.

CHARTER
FOURTEEN

"... theWest fears Khrushchev is orchestrating a showdown over Berlin . . "

Mrs Rabicheaux came home far lundh, as pramised. As she came in the door, the test Srens went off, risiing
and fdling. She and Sam both stood transfixed, ligening, counting off the seconds. When the dren died
down, a the end of one minute, both of them heaved sghs of relief.

Tom was out playing. At least held left the knap-sack behind, so Sam fdt farly secure that he was
planning on coming back.

"Where's Marta?' Jane said, ripping off her goves

Sam didn't fed up to explaining things He occu-pied himsdf with setting forks carefully to the left of
the plates, hoping that this evidence of preparedness for lunch would soften whatever explosion might
e

"Didnt she even come in today? Good Lord, can't | depend on anybody for anything?' She was
gand-ing in the doorway to the kitchen, having bardy given a glance to the sains where the eggs had
ben

Sam glanced around and winoed. Heand Tam hed done their best to clean up the eggs; but then there was the
toast. Hed tried to clean up after the toast blitz too, truly he had. But there were crumbs on the floor,
and Tom had put the butter too far up on the counter for him to reach to put away, and there was a
certain crunchy fed to the kitchen floor from the unswept sugar.

"This place is a pigsy! If we had an ingpection right now | would die, | would just die! Look at this
breed”

They'd forgotten to put away the bread, too. Sam found himsdf shrinking back againgt the wall.

"ltsgang to get mddy! I'm gaing to have to throw it away! Do you think money grows on trees? We can't
afford to buy anew loaf of bread every time you think you want a piece!”

She sounded angry, but not irrationd. Sam found himsdf watching her every move. Her black patent
lesther purse dangled from her right hand, casting back reflections of the table, of the plates, of Sam
backing hedtily away, out of the dining room.

But she wasn't screaming. Hyperventilating, yes, her bresth was coming faster and faster. Her free
hand fumbled for a chair, pulled it out from the table, and she collapsed into it, looking around at the
dining room and kitchen as if she had never seen them before and they were horrifying and dl her
respongbility. "l was going to have the Gray Ladies over for tea this afternoon,” she said. "'l was going to
invite them into this house, thismess."



At least "this mess" wasn't nearly as bad as the mess shed left behind this morning. But it didn't look
like Jane even remembered the morning's inci-dent. Sam didn't think the way the place looked now was
that bad. The counter needed to be cleaned up, and the floors could stand to be swept, and the garbage
needed to be thrown out—the eggs were getting a bit ripe in the August hest—but there
was nothing ten minutes of brisk activity wouldn't take care of. "They're not coming?' he asked.

"No." Jane swalowed incipient rage. "No, they aren't coming. They decided they needed to be at
home" She heaved a deep, shuddering sigh. "Thank God for amdl favors. All I'd need is to have Mrs.
Marmison show up with those damned whitt doves d hers. She thinks she can pull an ingpection any time she
likes, damn her." She looked over a Sam, appar-ently not even seeing her daughter's puffy cheeks, solit
lip, half-closed eyes. "You mudn't repesat that, Missy. Do you understand?’

"Yes, maam." Sam stepped around the voltage transformer and edged to the other end of the table.
"Do you want to have lunch, Mom?"'

"l suppose.” She didn't look enthusiagtic. "Where's Tan?'

"He went off to play."

"He knows he's supposed to check in, doesn't he?

"Yes, maam." Tom hadn't said anything about "checking in," but Sam wasn't going to say so now.
Jane Robicheaux looked dmost normd again. She et the purse on the table, opening it and rummeag-ing
for lipstick.

"Widl, do you want a sasndwich?' she said, dmost deafully.

"Yes plesee”

"Yauhavesuchlovdy mammassomaimes Missy. | just wish you could be thisway dl the time”

No you don't, Sam thought. Believe me, you don't. But he said nothing, and stood by patiently as the
woman went into the kitchen, took out more of the much-mdigned bread, and made
peanut-butter-and-jelly sandwiches, diagondly diced, with the crusts carefully trimmed.

Missy got haf a sandwich with a glass of milk. Her mother got the other hdf, plus a whole sand-wich,
and aglassfull of clear liquid that smelled of juniper berries. She refilled the glass, and never

finished thefirst half-sandwich.

Afterward, she went back to the master bedroom, muttering something about changing out of her Gray
Ladies uniform. She staggered a little as she walked, but the wall was there to catch her. Sam got up to
take the plates and glasses back to the kitchen, putting the untouched food on a separate plate by itself.
Tom might actualy check in, and if he did, he could have it. It wouldn't go to waste.

And there was a broom in the pantry. He got it out and began to sweep, awkwardly. There was no
dishwasher, but at least he could get the sugar up off the floor. The broom was longer than Missy was tdl,
and awkward to maneuver, but with concentrated effort he managed to produce a smal pile of dust and
sugar and cinnamon. A brush would be nice, but he couldn't find one. He pushed the debris into the
dustpan with the broom and a sense of triumph.

He was beginning to wonder where Al was. It would be nice to know a little more exactly when the
Major was scheduled to show up, and for how long, and if the Observer had any good ideas about how
Sam was supposed to convince Tom to stay home and his mother not to drink, they'd be most welcome.

Come to think of it, Sam would take any ideas at dl, good ones or not. He wasn't even sure Tom would
come back to check in, knapsack or no knapsack. The whole idea of checking in probably was related to
the possibility of an dert, but Tom wouldn't see it that way.

He wondered if they'd ever gone through an aert, and if o, if the exercise was successful. He wished
Al were around to ask.

He hated having nothing to do.

Onered block on the yellow block. One blue block on the red block.
The hand that belonged to Sam Beckett fdl away from the blocks. Missy Robicheaux sat cross-legged
in front of the little tower and stuck out a low-er lip.
"What's the matter, Missy? Is something wrong?' Verbeena got up from the rocking chair she'd had
ingdled in the Waiting Room, set aside her cro-cheting, and came over to squat beside her. Sam's body
bulked large beside her, but she patted Missy on the back as if the child were Hill in the body she was born



in.

"I'm too big to play with blocks" Missy said. "Blocks are for babies."

"I know," Verbeena said, sympathetically. "We don't have very many things here for a little girl. What
would you like to play with instead?"

Missy turned Sam's head and looked Verbeenain the eyes. "Am | redly alittle girl?* she said.

A chill trickled down Verbeena's spine.

"Of course you are, honey."

"l don't fed like alittle girl."

Oh, Lord, help me with this one, Verbeena thought. "No, | don't suppose you do." She sat down beside
Missy, crossing her legs to mirror the other's position. "Can | tell you a story, Missy?"

Missy looked at her, the need to say No! clear in her expression. But she was obedient, and she
nodded. Verbeena reached out and smoothed back a stray lock of hair from the broad forehead.

"Wdl. Once upon atime, there was a very smart man whose name was Sam. . . ."

Later, she met Al, Tina, and Gushie in the Project's main conference room. The room was sterile, white,
and would hold fifty; the four of them clustered at one end, near the coffee machine, as if seeking
warmth. The fifth member of the meeting liked the cold, and was invishle anyway, at least in this room.
"You told her everything?' Tina said, her brows knitted as if completely befuddied by the concept. "Is that,
like, safe?"

Verbeena sghed. "l dont see wha ese | could have done. Do any of you have any better
sugges-tions?' She looked chdlengingly from one to the next. Tina dill looked confused; Gushie clasped
his hands together and smiled nervoudy, chewing on stray mustache hairs, and Al said nothing, stirring his
coffee with a plastic mixer from a Las Vegas hotd. It was something to do with his hands, since he had
put neither milk nor sugar into the drink. He wouldn't meet her eyes. If it were anyone ese, Verbeena
would suspect that he fdt guilty of some-thing, but in Al... he probably did fed guilty of something, but
whet the hell.

"She probably won't remember, when she Legps back,” he said. "I don't think any harm has been
done. | mean, she didn't get hygericd or anything when you told her, did she?'

"No." Verbeena got a cup for hersdf and sat down in one of the swivd chairs, rocking back and forth
in haf-circles as she sudied the rest of the Pro-ject's top management. Tina, who helped desgn and
build the computer; Gushie, who programmed it; Al, who was one of its two fathers. members of what
Verbeena somewhat irreverently thought of as the Project's Board of Directors. All exceedingly bright
people, dmogt as bright as Sam Beckett himsdf. And like Sam Beckett, not one of them had any idea
what to do about the human problems ther creation had engendered. "I told her what happened, and
told her she was having an adventure, but it would be over soon and sheld be back in her own body.”

"What did she say?" Gushie wanted to know. He was wringing his hands now. Verbeena wondered
sometimes what Tina saw in him. She was much more Al's type of woman, and Al wouldn't even look a
her. Al could be very old-fashioned sometimes, V erbeena thought. He didn't mess around with mar-ried
women.

"She wanted to know when. | told her nobody knew:"

"Then what?' Al said, setting aside the well-tirred coffee without drinking it.

"Then shewanted amirror.”

There was a callective indrawn breath. "Did you giveit to her?' Al had a knack for getting to the pairt.

"Yesldd"

"What did she do?" Tinawas horrified and fasci- neted.

"Shelooked"

Missy had looked. She had reached out with Sam Beckett's hand to touch the little makeup mirror the
tech kept in the observation deck desk—quite agang regulations—to touch the reflection not her own
Veateaa hed 9opped bresthing as Missy fraze in mid-motion, incredulous, and then completed the gesture,
watching fascinated as hand met image of hand in the mirror. It was not her hand, but it moved like her
hand. Neither image nor flesh looked like her own, but she could fed the cool smooth surface of the
glass



Then, foausing an the face in the mirrar, Missy hed wrinkled Sam's nose, waggled his eyebrows, opened his
mouth wide, grimaced and made faces, touched the image in the mirror and the face reflected there, and
she had laughed. "It's like Halloween,” she said. "It's like a Halloween mask.”

"Yesitis" Verbeena had agreed with overwhem-ing reief, and thinking that while Sam wouldn't be
overly flattered by the comparison, held certainly understand it. "Just exactly like a Halloween cos-tume.
It's just one you can't take off yet, okay? But you will, red soon.”

"She didn't seem too upset,” Verbeena continued, returning to the present. "She was willing to accept
the explanation | gave her. I'm going to continue to monitor her, of course. I'd redly like to have the best
available data from Ziggy."

"If you change therapy, it may change her choices when she returns to her body, and her history will
change accordingly," the voice from the celing inter-jected. "The data available on Missy Robicheaux is
correspondingly—fuzzy." Ziggy, the invisble fifth member of the meeting, sounded dissatisfied.

"Data on dl our Vistors is fuzzy while they're Vis-iting," Gushie added, trying to be helpful. "Because
their future isin flux until Dr. Beckett accomplishes whatever it is he's supposed to change, our past isin
flux too."

"Do we have any better ideas on how to get him home?' Al asked. "Maybe then our past will stop
fluxing."

"Al, is Sam under some kind of particular stress in this Leap? More than usud, | mean?' Verbeena said,
looking at him curioudly. "Y ou seem to be upset.”

Al shook his head. He was dressed relatively con-servatively today, in a deep purple suit with black
pingtripes and a black shirt. The only vivid color was a fine silk tie, heavy, expensive, beaitiful, fluo-rescent
purple with tiny bright pink squares and circles. The tie was one of his favorites.

"No. | just wish we could make more progress on getting him back. I'm tired, and if I'm tired, | know he
istoo. He never gets a break.” He pulled a long cigar out of an inner coat pocket, rolled it back and forth
between his fingers. "l wish we knew what keeps him from just Leaping back. It's like some kind of wall
he can't get over. It's nuts."

"There's something he has to do," Tina said, with an assurance none of the rest of them felt. "When he
does that, then he can come home."

"But why all this stuff in the meantime?"

"Wdl, maybe he has to fix dl the stuff around the stuff he has to fix," she said, after a smal pause to
work it out. "It's like one of Gushi€'s programs. Y ou have to get dl the subroutines right first.”

"Then why can't the subroutines be a little more routine, dammit!" Al snapped.

They dl fdl dlent, looking away from each oth-er.

"Are we satisfied about what Sam has to do in this Leap?' Verbeena asked.

"There is a ninety—" Ziggy began. Verbeena raised her hand, and the computer shut up.

"Al?

Al shrugged, gtripping the cellophane wrapping off the Muy Grande. "Firgt-order probability now is that he
has to prevent Jane Robicheaux's suicide, and Tom's death by fire. But I'm not sure we know what that
actually changes. | mean, they live, but other than that, it doesn't seem that they actually make a
huge difference. It's a dysfunctional family." He shrugged, baffled. "I mean, it sounds cold, but there it is."

"How big a difference makes a difference?' Gushie asked. From a programmer, it was a logica
gues-tion. Al opened his mouth to answer it, and then closed it again.

"It would make a pretty big difference to me if | were dive instead of dead,” Tina pointed out. "Even if |
never did anything important with my life" She smiled radiantly at her husband. Al winced.

"Okay, okay. It makes a difference," he conceded. "Now will somebody tel me how Sam's supposed to
do it?'

CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

"... East Germans are fleeing the country at the rate of oneaminute. . . ."



It was a problem that Sam had been working on, too, in spare moments. He hadn't redlized how full a
grdl child's day could be. After deaning up the kitchen, he went looking for liquor bottles, planning to
pour out dl the acohol on the theory that Jane couldn't get drunk if there wasn't anything for her to dink.
Therewasquiteala of it 9x new batles o gn, ane of Sootch and three large battles of wine He had them dl lined up
on the kitchen counter beside the sink, and was sruggling to open one of the gin bottles, when he heard a
key in the front door.

He recognized the man in the blue uniform from the picture in the bedroom. Steve Robicheaux weas tdll,
thin, athletic, and gave the impresson of being a attention even when leaning over to set down his
battered leether briefcase beside the family's suit-cases. Sam hesitated, feding uncomfortable about ydiing
"Daddy!” and umingino theamsd acom-plete stranger. Instead he stood back, hands behind his back, and
waited for the man to look up and notice his daughter, waiting.

Apparently, reticence was appropriate. The mgor straightened up, caught sght of her, and a flegting
dint of shock lit hisicy blue eyes for a moment. But his firs words were not, as Sam expected, "What
the hdl happened to you?"

Instead, he roared, "Well, Airman! Reporting for duy?'

Sam nodded uncertainly. He could remember his own father gresting him; it had never been like this

"What does an enlisted man do when he sees an officar?’ the mgor said, with mock sternness.

Sam's eyes widened with atouch of panic. An enlisted man? Did heactudly . . . ?

Apperently, he adudly. Mgor Roidnesux dhiftad, subtly, and somehow he was standing at attention. Sam
copied his posture, searching for any other sgns, either of approval or of concern at the bruises marking
his daughter's face. He couldn't find ether one.

He did see a frown beginning, as if expectations weren't being fulfilled. Though he had no idea what
those expectations might be.

"Sdute, Sam," came Al's voice from behind him. Sam breathed a sgh of rdief and brought his right
hand up to his eyebrow.

"Straght hand, not cupped,” Al coached. Sam flat-tened his hand and executed a credible sdute.

"No," Al sadwithatouch of exagparaion. "Y oure supposed to hold it urtil he returns the sdute.”

At this point Sam would have liked to ask Al some serious questions about what Navy recruiting
practices conssted of—or perhaps it was Air Force recruiting that concentrated on preschoolers. But
the narrowing of the mgor's eyes indicated that Al was probably correct, so he hadiily raised his hand
once again, in the approved flat arrangement, and held it to his eyebrow.

The mgor returned the sdlute in precise, academy fashion.

"Okay, Sam, finishit."

Sam snapped hisarm down.

"What does an officer do when he sees a swabbie with marks like those on his face?' Al growled,
having moved around from behind Sam and caught sgt d Miss/s face "Good God Aimighty, Sam, whet
heppenad to you?'Y au look like somebody put you through a mest grinder!™

"Vey good," Steve said. After his fird reaction, he seemed to notice nothing unusud &t dl. "Now,
aren't you going to give me a hug?'

Sam took a deep breath, stepped forward, and raised his arms. He was surprised at the enthus-asm
with which the officer grabbed him and lifted him exuberantly into the air. "That's my girfl!" he said. "Did
you miss me?'

"Oh, yeah," Sam gasped, flaling for the ground and just missng kicking Missy's father in the Good
Condudt rilbbon. The feding of bang lifted compleerly off his feet and swung into the ar was extremdy
disconcerting. He wondered fledingly if any wom-en had fdt this way when he picked them up. He
wondered if he had ever picked awoman up. He thought it was likey. He made a menta note to try to
remember that it might not be an enjoyable experiencein dl cases for the pick-ee.

"I'm okay," he added for Al's benefit.

"Yes gr," Al sad wamingly. "Yau dontt ssy yedh in this house” He shook his head. "Look like some-body



dready pointed that out to you. Are you sure you're dl right? Did Jane do this?'

"l mean, Yes, dr," Sam corrected himsdf, and answered both questions a once in the most
eco-nomica fashion possible. Hislips hurt.

"Good girl." Sam fdt a bit like a cocker soanid puppy being praised. The mgor set m down agan
and patted him on the head. "We're going to make a red little airman out of you."

"Yeah, right," Al cracked. "Not so little, redly.”

Sam turned and glared at the Observer, careful to keep his expression out of Steve's line of sight. It
made no difference. The magjor picked up the briefcase and walked past, as if having greeted his
daughter he could now completely ignore her existence. In a few strides he arrived at the door of
the master bedroom, and disappeared inside.

"What the hell was that dl about?' Sam asked angrily. "Am | supposed to be his kid or one of his
recruits?'

Al shrugged and waved his cigar in an expressive circle. "There isn't any difference, from his point of
view," he said. "Discipline is discipline, right?"

Sam was incredulous. "Are you teling me you think it's okay to have kids saluting their fathers?"

Al shrugged again. "Hey, it's not my kid. And | can understand it. It's the same standard he applies to his
subordinates in his command; Missy is his subor-dinate at home. Why should there be a difference?"

"Where's the real Al and what have you done with him?"

Al stopped and stared at him. "l said | under-stood, Sam, not that | approved. It's not the way you or |
were brought up, but that doesn't make it immoral.”

"] think it'ssick!”

"Sck iswhat Jane's doing, not what the mgjor wants. You're sure you're okay?' When Sam nod-ded, Al
shook his head. "You never did understand the military mind." He floated over to the kitchen counter,
making a show of examining the bottles lined up there. "What's this dl about?’

"l was going to pour them out." Sam was ill upset, but considered that there was no point in continuing
the argument. He felt as if someone had argued the reasonableness of some aien custom, such as eating
puppies. There was no logica reason not to, but the emotiona reasons could be just as compelling. While
the mgjor really had greeted his
daughter with affection, the business of sauting struck Sam as bizarre.

Al was punching data into the handlink. "I wouldn't suggest trying it now. Ziggy says the
major likes a drink. Maybe not as well as his wife does, but if he finds that his little girl has
poured out a lot of expensive booze, she's going to find herself court-martialed.”

Sam grimaced, and began to put the bottles back. He couldn't expect to Leap into people whose
cus-toms, experiences, and beliefs were just like his own. Until he could demonstrate that sauting actually
damaged the child in some way, he had to accept it. Childhood customs in many places were
bizarre, after al. In some times and places, girl children were expected to curtsy to their parents. Saluting
was jugt another version of hdlo, he thought. A par-ticularly distasteful one. But "court-martia"? Surely that
was alittle extreme?

He could hear voices coming from the bedroom, mostly unintelligible. There were sounds of wel-come,
then a reference to "chaplain contacted me' and "Jeanne,” "Russians' and "readiness.” Sam left the bottles
and moved down the hdl, trying to catch more of the discussion.

"Maybe hell stay home and prevent everything,” he said hopefully.

As he spoke, he could hear Jane saying, " ... she keeps tripping and faling into that table . . ."

"Nope," Al said. "He's here to comfort his wife, pick up a change of uniforms, and make sure his family is
ready for the alert. That's not kosher," he added disapprovingly. "They're not supposed to have any advance
warning." Al stuck his hologrammic head through the door. Most, but not all, of his body followed.
Sam looked away. He knew that Al wasn't physicaly present, but watching haf a body ill bothered his
stomach.

"Al, quit eavesdropping,” he whispered. "Come on."

The Observer stuck his head out of the door. "Oh, like you aren't standing there trying to hear
some-thing?' he said acidly. "Do you want to know what's going on or not?"

There wasn't any answer for that, either. "All right," he responded. "What's going on?"

"I don't know yet. But he's doing a pretty good job of saying hello to hiswife." Al stuck his head back into
the bedroom.

Al



Al pulled out again, reluctantly. "What?"

"Could you exercise your voyeuristic tendencies somewhere else, please? I'm trying to accomplish
something here!”

"Oh, dl right." He checked the handlink, as a formdity, and nodded. "Nope, nothing's changed. Daddy
stays for dinner, leaves, there's a big fight, and Tom runs away."

And dies, Sam realized with achill.

"What if he doesn't come home while his father's here?’

"Doesn't matter,” Al said, querying the computer. "Whether he comes home for dinner and gets into a
fight afterward, or never comes back, he ill goes out and sets a fire."

"I'll bet Walt was with him," Sam muttered.

The handlink squealed. "Well, yes, as a matter of fact it looks like he might have been," Al reported,
examining the data stream. "Nothing official, but somebody mentioned questioning him. I'll bet he was there,
the little sneak.”

"What happensto Walt?"

"It looks like . . . yeah, he becomes an internation-al sales representative for one of those margina phone
companies. He ends up dying of AIDS in about twenty-five years. Contracted from a blood transfusion
during some surgery he had in France in the eighties. That tainted-blood scandal.”

"Ouch."

"Would you be happier if he'd died in a car wreck? He'd ill be dead. Or cancer, maybe? It can take just
aslong to die of cancer as auto-immune defi-ciency.”

"What is wrong with you?' Sam demanded. "I know you're cynical, but this is something else!”

"Noitisn't." Al tapped on the handlink. When this met with no response, he slapped it with the
flat of his hand. The machine burped and blinked as if startled.

The bedroom door opened, dicing through Al as if he wasn't there—which, in fact, was true. Sam dill
jumped at the sight.

The mgjor apparently thought his daughter was suffering from guilt at being caught. "What are you doing
there?' he snapped. He made no concession to the fact that he was spesking to a child. His voice was
harsh, clipped.

"Nothing," Sam responded automatically. A stray memory surfaced of a book he had read once, with the
engaging titte Where Did You Go? Out. What Did You Do? Nothing. He understood the title perfectly,
of a sudden.

But it didn't matter now. He stepped back, away from the towering, threatening figure.

Apparently the magor decided Missy had been suf-ficiently intimidated, or perhaps he recognized how
little it took to overwhelm a preschooler.

"Where's your brother?' he asked next.

"l don't know," Sam replied with complete hones-ty. He shot a glance at Al.

"l can't seem to center on Tom," Al said, frowning at the handlink. "We didn't get a good fix on him."

"He was supposed to have checked in by now," Jane said, appearing in the doorway behind the major.
She was tying the fabric belt of a robe. "I can't imagine where he'd be. Missy, do you
know?'

Sam shook his head.

The mgor checked his watch. "He's past due” Brding by Sam, he mardhed inio Missy/'s room and went to
the window, opening it wide. Sam followed him just in time to see him raise his hands to his mouth asif to
whidle

Three earsplitting blasts later, the mgor pulled the window shut. "That will bring him.”

Him and evary dog for four counties Sam thought. But he kept quiet, following Missy's father out of the room
and into the dining room. As predicted, Steve went from there into the kitchen.

"What'sal this?' he said, indicating the bottles.

Sam glanced around, took a deep breath. "'l was going to pour them out,” he said. His voice sounded
high pitched and frightened, even to himsdif.

"Y ouwerewhat? Why?"

"Because Mom drinks too much.”

The ice blue eyes widened in shock. Then they shifted and looked up. Heart snking, Sam turned to



find Jane Robicheaux standing behind him, a red flush risng in her cheeks.

"What are you taking about?"

Feding committed far beyond the point any child should be, Sam repeated, "Mom drinks too much.
And then she hitsme. So | was going to pour it aL”

"Just who do you think you arel" Jane snapped, grabbing him by the shoulder and spinning him around.
"How dare you say things like that! Who taught you to say things like thet!"

"I'd like to know who she heard it from too," the mgor said grimly.

Both parents were ddiberately ignoring Sam's accusation about being beaten, and were focusng on
the drinking. They didn't believe ther daughter coud have come to the conduson an ha oan, Sam redlized.
Missy was too young. She was dill at the age where she would repeat what she heard, like a parrot. But
the woman's fingers bit into his shoulder
nonetheless, her fingernails making little semicircdles of pain through the thin shirt.

"Who told you?' he said. "Who did you hear that frar?'

"No-nobody." His voice was quavering, Sam noticed with disgust. But he couldn't seem to contral it. "I
just thought—"

"How dare you'" Jane hdf shrieked. Her hand left his shoulder, drew back and flashed forward to
grike Missy's face with lightning speed. "How dare you tak about me that way! Y our own mother!™

"She had to have heard that from somewhere” Sam heard Steve say, through a red haze of pain and
blinding tears. "Unless—Have you been drink-ingagan?'

Holding one hand up to hisdinging face, Sam stepped away, getting out from between the two furious
adults. They ignored him, squaring off asif for battle.

"Haveyau been dirking agan?' the mgor repest-ed.

He was paying no atention to his daughter's pain, no atention at dl to the evidence in front of his eyes
about the source of his daughter's bruises. Sam sniffed back the tears threatening to over-whem him—a
reaction less to the pain than to the shock of the blow, he thought, interesting thet it should affect a child
o differently from an adult— and stepped back to watch.

"It doemit dhangeaything” Al sad. Sam jumped. Hed completly fargatten about the Obsarver. Al was watching the
confrontation too, tense and as angry as either of the participants. "How could she hit her kid that way?'
he muttered, to himsdlf rather than to Sam. "And he doesn't even notice!™

Sam let go of a breath he wasn't aware he was holding. The two adults were dill arguing, their voices
pitched low so as nat to carry through the wals to any interested listeners.

"For God's sake," Jane was saying, "o | have a drink every once in a while. So do you! There's
nothing wrong with it! | don't know where she gets these ideas! | do not get drunk!™

"l should hope you dont,” the mgor was respond-ing. "That's dl 1 need right now; a wife who
parades around drunk. Do you think they're going to trust me with a bigger command if | can't even
keep my own house in order? Damn it, | told you to quit drinking!"

"I haven't been drinking like that!" she shot back.

"Then what's that andl on your breath? Mouth-wed?'

"Look, | have adrink every oncein awhile. So does everybody else, there's nathing wrong with it!"”

Sam, nursing the pain of his bruised face and shoulder, could have told her differently. Neither one of
them thought to look at the little gifl tanding | in the corner, huddied behind the Observer, who had
moved in front of her to protect her, however futile the gesture might be.

"Look, things are getting hot,” the mgor said, lowering his voice dill further. Sam couldn't tel
whether the man was meking an effort to placate his wife, or was trying to be more intimidating. Jane
was facing him with her hands baled into figs, her eyes suspicioudy bright. "We have to be ready.
Ready, do you undersand?

"Oh, ready." Jane laughed. It was interesting, Sam thought, that even laughter tinged with hysteria
could be kept discreetly low. "Ready to duck missles? What chance do we have if they decide to
cross the border? What's the point?"

"You don't have any chance a dl if you're not ready,” the mgor said. His voice was definitdy lower



now. "Look, | can't leave a mess like this behind me. | only have afew hours anyway. Come on, Janey.
Do we need to pour out that liquor or not?"

"Of course nat!" she said. "If you think you can't depend on me—" She laughed again, a laugh that
ended in a srangled sob. "It's not asif 1 can run home to Mother, now is it? Mother's three thousand
milesavay!"

Steve closed his eyes, acknowledging the change, however minor, in his wifes attitude. "Look, the
cheplain said you might need me, but if you think you have things under control here—I have to get my
things together. | have to eat something and get on the road again. | have some briefings Things are
getting redly bad—" He caught himsdf and shut up quiddy.

Jre pickad up on the cu-off thought. "Its gaing to be soon, isn't it?" she whispered. Her hands relaxed, her
fingers dretching as if seeking something to grasp. "It's redlly going to happen, isnt it?"

"We don't know that. | didn't say tha," he sad quickly. But it was too late, and not convincng.
Somahingwat out o her, and e ssamed to drirk ingde

Theimmediate threat abated, Al had relaxed a little too, and the officer's words had him tapping Zcgy
far deta "Its begming” he tdd Sam. "Theyve restricted the movement of East German workers into West
Belin. Restricted, hel, they've stopped it. Sixty thousand people just logt their jobs because they lived an
ane dde o the drest and worked on the other. And they're tumning the West Berliners back a Brandenburg
and dl the other gates. Hoenecker— that's the East German security chief, a least he is now, bl be
Pemie o Eagt Gamany laer on—hes stopped talking to the Allied representatives. If you had to Legp into
somebody, Sam...."

Sam shook his head. He was watching the Robicheauixs. They were dill garing at each other, ganding
perhaps five feet apart, making no effort to comfort each other, as if something invisble and high
Separated them from each other.

It was Jane Robicheaux who broke the tableau. "You have to eat," she said, as if feeding her hus-band
before he left again was the most important thing she could do. "Tom will just have to wait, if he doesn't get
hereintime”

Her husband didn't say anything, but only stepped aside to let her pass. Neither one of them looked at
their daughter.

CHARTER
SIXTEEN

"Wewill useforce. . ."
—Gerhart Eider, East German propaganda minister

They ate dinner in silence, with quick, precise move-ments, chew, swallow, asif efficiency were
every-thing. They had water glasses and wine, and Jane drank slowly but steadily. Her cheekbones and her
eyes were bright from the alcohol, but her hands didn't tremble.

Major Robicheaux checked hiswatch every few minutes. "Where was he going?' he said at last.

Sam wasn't sure the question was directed to him, so he kept silence, moving mashed potatoes around the
plate and guiding brown gravy through channels. It hurt too much to open his mouth wide enough to get
food inside, much less to chew.

"I asked you a question," the mgjor said.
Sam looked up, alarmed. The question had been directed to him, after al. "Yes?"
"Yes, sir,” Al prompted quietly from behind him. Sam jumped, covering it by reaching for his water glass
and knocking it over. A flood of water soaked the linen tablecloth.
"I'm sorry!" he said breathlessly, jumping up and trying to soak up the damage.



"Stdomn”

The words jerked Sam's head around as if they were gring attached to his nose. The mgor was
daing at him, his cold blue eyes expressionless. The water soaked its way to the edge of the table and
began to drip to the floor. Sam sat down, carefully. Part of him was afraid of the expression in those
eyes. Another part took it as a chdlenge. But dl of hm was glad that Al was a his back, hologram or
not. "Yes, 9r?' he said evenly.

"I asked you a question, and you haven't answered it."

Sam opened his mouth and closed it again. If he answered as Sam Beckett would have answered,
they would doubtless consider their daughter pos-sessed. The fact that she was possessed,  least in a
manner of speaking, didn't make things easier. He had to make them think he was only a child, and a a
moment like this one, he wasn't sure how.

"Sy youre oy, Samy" Al prompted fram behind him. Sam could hear the soft whitles of the handlink.

"I'm sorry," hesaid.

He started to continue, but Al said, "No. Just keep quiet. I'l tdl you what to say.”

Sam shut up and waited for his next cue.

"Wherée's Tom?' Robicheaux repeated.

"Say, 'He went outside." "

"Hewent outsde.”

"Don't say any more yet," Al warned. "Y ou're Sx, remember. And you're scared.”

"Where outsde?' the mgor roared, leaning for-ward and reaching out. Sam didn't have to pretend to
flinch away.

"... | dont know," hedammeared, before Al coud coach him. "'l don't know where he went."

Why was he so frightened? he wondered, even as he squirmed back in his seat. But looking at the size
of the angry adult rdlaive to Missy, he knew the answer. Mgor Robicheaux didnt make alowances for
the cognitive development of a preschool child. He had a question, and he wanted an answer.

"Tom didn't tdl me where he was going,” Sam said. "He judt left.”

"Yauknow youre supposed to comewhen youre clled?”

"Maybe he didn't hear." Sam was periloudy close to arguing with the man, and it would only end in
disaster. "He couldn't comeif he didn't hear."

Thedink of glass agang glass, as Jane emptied a bottle of wine, distracted them both.

"Dont try to fight him," Al cautioned. But Sam aready knew better than to fight, and the inter-ruption,
deliberate or not, had served to defuse the Stuation.

The door buzzer sounded, Sgnding a request for release of the downdtairs entrance. "There he is”
Jane said with rdlief. She had set aside her glass and was rubbing her temples.

The mgor got up and strode to the door, hitting the speaker button. "Who isit?'

"Corporad Adams," came the response, barely understandable beneeth the datic. "Your car, Sr.”

Jane made a sound of protest.

The man smothered a curse. " Stand by!"

"Yesar!

Maor Robicheaux turned away and looked a his wife and daughter, and for a split second Sam
thought he saw a gleam of fear in his eyes. "When Tom shows up,” the mgor said, "you tdl hm he's
confined to quarters until further notice. He knows what the rules are. He's supposed to check in every
two hours, no matter what he's doing. I've been here dmost five hours and we haven't heard anything.
That isn't acceptable. Do you understand?”

Not sure whether the man was addressing hiswife or his daughter, Sam nodded. Out of the cor-
ner of his eye, he could see Jane nodding too. Her forehead was furrowed with pain.

"l haveto leave now," Robicheaux continued.

"But you just got here," hiswife protested. ™Y ou only had a few hourd™

"That's dl they'd give me" he said. He was addressing his wife done this time, and once agan Sam
fdt asif he had vanished from the room, as thoroughly as ever Al did stepping into the Door. "l have to
getto ... | haveto leave, that'sdl.”



"MAC Headquarters, I'l bet," Al said softly, gill behind Sam. "He was supposed to go directly, but
when the chgplan cdled about the death of his wifés Sster, he got permisson to stop off to see his
family while he had the chance. Shame the kid wasn't here”

Evidently the mgjor thought so too, but looked at it differently. "Tdl Tom he's going to have to answer
to me" he said. He went back into the master bed-room, returned with a briefcase and his uniform
jacket, and came over to the table where Jane dill sat. "You tdl hmthat,” he said, as if he had never Ieft
the room.

"Il tell him," shesaid.

"And you—" he turned to Sam—"l don't want to hear another word out of you about drinking,
under-stand? That subject is off limits Period.”

"Yes gr." Sam wondered if the man had noticed who had consumed mogt of the wine with dinner. He
probably had. But no offica notice was being taken, and therefore, it never happened. Just as no officd
notice was being taken of the damage to Miss/sface

"I want you to obey your mother, you understand? When I'm gone, she's in charge. No arguments.
Dont give her any problems.”

"Yes gr" It wes dmcdt like a denge-of-command ceremony, he thought, fascinated, except that Ameri-can
commanders rarely transferred their commands

with aquick kisson the lips. It took Jane by surprise, too. She tried to amile a her husband, but it was
too dffiaut.

The mgor took a deep breath and looked around him, as if trying to remember something important.
But nothing recommended itsdf to his atention, and he nodded, sharply. "All right. I'll be back. .. as soon
as | can. Remember what | told you, Jane. It's important. And get Tom back here, understand? We can't
have him running off any old time."

"Yes, dear," she murmured, the words aggravating what was clearly a large headache.

The door closed behind her husband, leaving her done in the gpartment with Sam.

"My head hurts," she murmured, and went back to the dining room table. There was 4ill a hdf glass of
wine a her husband's place. She picked it up and drained it, moved around to her own place a the
opposite end, picked up her own glass, and noticed that it was empty. So was the bottle. She took the
glassinto the kitchen.

Sam followed her. "Please don't do tha,” he sad, as she took up another bottle of wine and
unwrapped thefail.

Jremedeawaddy tum and looked & hm "Daont do whet?”

"Please don't drink any more."

She raised her eyebrows, viewing her daughter and the bottle in her hand. "This? Thisis just because
Mommy has alittle headache, honey. This igtt redly adink Her eydrows squeezed togather. "Besides, didn't
you hear what Daddy said? Y ou're not supposed to talk about Mommy having a drink. Not ever."

She was sober enough, 4ill, to work the cork out of the bottle, even if she did a bad job of it. Sam
looked desperately to Al for some ideas, some sug-gestions, some encouragement, something. Al shook
his head.

"I don't know, Sam. Ziggy says she died from pills and acohol. | don't know about the pills but she's
certainly doing a good job with the acohol."

"Maybe | can do something about the pills, then," Sam said.

"What did you say?' Jane asked, clicking the lip of the bottle against the crystal.

"Nothing." What did you do? Nothing _

He dipped away, leaving Jane behind him topping off the glass. Al floated after, giving the woman a
wide berth and a pitying glance.

"Now what?' the Observer asked. "She's drink-ing, and we don't know where Tom is. You know, you
could have picked somebody a little more— proactive—to Leap into this time. What can a little girl do,
after dl?'

"It wasn't exactly my decison," Sam said, going into the bathroom and climbing up on the toilet
and, from there, to the sink, where he knelt pre-carioudy, hanging on to the edge of the mirrored cabinet



door.

"Will you look at that!" Al said. The cabinet was fairly stuffed with small brown plastic bottles labeled in
white.

"Miltown—Vdium—ook at this. Every prescrip-tion by a different doctor. What's she doing, going
doctor shopping?'

"Military medical," Al said. "No such thing as a regular doctor. You see whoever's there. By the time you
go in again, he's been transferred. Sometimes they don't bother to go through the medicd records, just
give the patient what he asks for."

"Isthat medicine?' Sam said, outraged.

Al shrugged. "It isin the military. Oh, there are good doctors too. You just don't get to choose.”

"It's obscene." He began to take bottles out and put them on the sink, two at a time. By the time
he had them all on the sink, three had fallen on the floor.

Siding down was easier than getting up. He had just poured the contents of the first bottle into the toilet
when voices from the living room caught Al's attention. The hologram ducked out to see what was going
on. Seconds later, he was back.

"It's Tom. He's home. You'd better get out here, Sam."

Tom was late and unrepentant. He was startled, though, at the sight of the dining room table.

"You aready had dinner,” he said. "You had din-ner without me."

"Where were you? You were supposed to be home hours ago. You were supposed to check in." Sam
could hear the hint of shrillnessin her tone that warned of a potential explosion, and he prepared to
duck.

Tom shook his head, more as if to didodge an annoying fly than to deny anything, and took a piece of
bread.

Jane snatched the food out of his hand.

"Oh, no," Al groaned. "That doesit."

"Your father was here, and you didn't check in! You were supposed to check in! You're confined to
quarters, do you understand me?' She was leaning over, her face only inches from his. "We have to know
where you are dl the time!"

"l was just out playing!" Tom didn't know whether he should be frightened or angry. The smell of wine on
the woman's breath was amost overwhelming, even to Sam, a few steps away. "I came home for dinner!"

"Your father was here for dinner!" she screamed at him. "Your father was here and you weren't home!
He cadled you and you didn't come! Where were you? You lazy, useless, disobedient boy! You don't
deserve to have a father! You don't deserve to have a family!"

"Daddy came home?' Tom was looking at Sam now, shocked. "He was redly here?"

Sam nodded. He was trying to keep an eye on both of them at once, though he wasn't
sure what he could do. Jane straightened unevenly, the dice of bread Hill in her hand. "Go to your room
and stay there," she said carefully. "Don't come out until | tell you to."

Sam could see Tom dill looking at the bread, and realized the boy was hungry. He wished there was
some way he could tel Tom that he would sneak him some food later, if he'd only go obediently to his room
and not argue now.

For a moment it amost looked as if the boy would go. Jane stepped back toward the table, taking her
glass again. She realized that she was gill holding the bread and looked at her hands, as if confused about
which one she should put down and which one she should drink.

Tom snorted and went for an apple from the centerpiece bowl of fruit.

Bread and wine went crashing to the floor as his mother dapped at him. "Dammit, | told you to go to your
room! | want you to do what you're told! Can't you ever do what you're told?"

Both Tom and Sam stepped back involuntarily. Jane's eyes were black with fury, her hair was stick-ing
out at odd angles, red patches stood out againgt her pale skin. "Go on!"

Tom retreated, step by step, and she followed, backing him literdly down the hdl and into his room, her
hand raised, ready to strike. "Don't you ever do what you're told!"

"Don't you hit him," Al ydlled, furious. "Don't hit him. He hasn't done anything.” But Jane couldn't see
him, and Sam couldn't respond to him, as much as he might want to, as much as he agreed with the
Observer's anger.

"l just wanted to get something to eat!” Tom fina-ly yeled, pushed beyond endurance. "What are you
going to do, starve me?"

Jane lashed out, knocking the boy into the dress-er. Reaching out to catch himsdf, he clutched at the



half-finished modd, and it crumpled in his hands. Seeing it, feding the destruction, he shrieked and threw
it at his mother.

She shrieked back and knocked a whole series of completed models off the table in the process
of reaching for him. "Don't you talk back to me! Damn you, don't you talk back to me! You little ungrateful
monster! Monster!"

Tom dodged, half falling over the knapsack propped beside the bed. Sam watched, sick,
as the boy's fingers closed over the strap and he came up swinging. The knapsack caught his
mother in the face, and she staggered, catching herself on the dresser. "Tom!" she screamed.

But it was too late. Tom was out the door, knap-sack in hand, and Jane and Sam and Al could dl hear
the front door damming behind him.

"There he goes," Al said gloomily. "Nothing's going right this Leap."

"Oh my God," she moaned, diding down the wal to st on the floor. One hand covered her left eye, and
she curled up into herself, moaning.

"Are you hurt?" Sam asked, coming over to exam-ine her. The buckle on the strap had caught
her above the eye, and blood was beginning to well up. "You need to put some ice on that right away."

"My little nurse," she mumbled. "Take care of Mommy. Mommy needs her little nurse. Mommy needs
somebody. . . . Oh, please, somebody, take care of Mommy. Somebody. . . ." She burst into tears.

"I'll get theice," Sam said. "Don't move."

"She doesn't look like she can move" Al said. "She's haf out of it." He followed Sam out to the kitchen,
watched as he scrambled into the small freezer compartment for ice cubes, broke them out of the tray and
wrapped them into a rough linen towel. "Going to be a nurse, huh?'

"I'm not a nurse, I'm a doctor,” Sam said. "And she ought to see a doctor about that cut."

"You're six," Al said. "You're agirl. Of course you're going to be a nurse. That's what girls do."

Sam shot him a look that should have melted the ice by sheer radiant heat. Al smirked and raised his
hands in mock surrender. The return to the bedroom erased any trace of levity. "Ooooh, she looks bad," he
said, whispering in sympathy, even though Jane couldn't hear him.

Sam had to agree. She was slumped into the corner formed by the dresser and the wall, blood
welling around the hand pressed to her forehead and trickling down her wrist to stain the
cuff of her white blouse, sobbing quietly amid the ruins of the toy airplanes. Sam moved her hand
away, mesting no resistance, and pressed the package of ice to her forehead.

She whimpered and tried to flinch away, without success. Sam held her hand away and applied the ice to
the rapidly swelling and blackening cut. "It's okay," he said. "It's okay, please don't cry."

After amoment she took the ice herself. "That's so cald," she said, trying to smile.

"It'sice, it's supposed to be cold,” Sam said.

"Where did Tom go?"

"He ran away," Sam said with a sudden chill. "He. . . ran away."

The tentative smile vanished. "Oh, God, it never goes right. Nothing | do ever goesright. . . ."

Asif in agreement, in the distance, sirens began to wail.

CHAPTER
SEVENTEEN

"The borders of the German Democratic Repub-lic must, if necessary, be defended militarily . . .the war
hysteriaignited in West Germany ismadness. . . ." —Walter Ulbricht

Al, caught by surprise, dropped his cigar. It van-ished as soon as it left his hand. "What is it?' Sam asked
sharply.



"l don't know whether it's a drill or the real thing," he said. "I don't know which history we're in any more.
Things are too different.”

The sound of the sirens—the rising and fdling blast that was not happening at Monday noon for
test purposes, was not stopping after only one minute—finaly penetrated to Jane. "Oh my God," she
whispered. "That's it. That's it, the alert. Where's . . . ?' She tried to get to her feet, pulling herself up by the
edge of the dresser, and dipped back again to her knees. "We have ... we don't have any time.
Tom—where's Tom? We have to go! We have to find Tom!" She couldn't get up. "Tom? Steve?"

"Is the major going to come back to get them?' Sam asked Al as he tried to support her.

Jane heard only part of the sentence, the part she thought made sense. "Steve? Come back?' Despite
hersdlf, she laughed.

"No way," Al sad firmly. "He's a battle stations, or whatever the Air Force types cdl it. He can't
come back. She has to get the family together and evacuate. She's got two hours to have the kids and dll
their uff together and get on the road, Sam. That'sit.”

"But Tomisgone—"

"Tom's gone for a date with afire” Al reminded him. "And she'sin no shape to help. You have to find
him!

"You have to find him," Jane repeated, in an eerie echo. "Find Tom. Bring im home. I'm . .. going to
take care of things"

Al swiveled his head around at her tone. "Oh no. She's going to take the pills—Sam, you can't leave
her."

They could hear voicesin the gairwell as the neighbors across the landing came out of the apart-ment.
"I could ask the people across the way to ssay—" Sam began.

"Theyrenat gang to day for her,* Al sAd. "Theyreleaving”

"No," Jane sad at the sametime. "Go on. Go get Tom, honey, we don't have much time"" She shifted
to her knees, struggled to get up.

"No, please" Sam said. "Say quiet, please. Il get Tom. Just stay here, please? Promise?’

Janetried to smile. "Okay, honey, | promise.”

Sam shot a desperate glance at the Observer, who was reading the data feed from the handlink and
sheking his head. Nothing had changed. Promise or no promise, the woman would die. Unless he got rid
of the pills He got up and dashed to the bathroom, snatched up bottles and dumped them as fast as he
could, his ears ringing to the sounds of the sSrens waling and the echoing voices in the stairwells, the
crashes and dams of people running down steps while carrying bags and suitcases, children crying,
women shouting. Hushing the toilet repeatedly, he bardly waited to see if the pills went swirling away
before he left to check again on Jane.

"Sam, you've got to hurry," Al warned unneces-saily.

She was dill gtting on the floor, wiping gingerly at the cut on her forehead. "Missy? Missy, what are
youdang hee?'Y ouire supposad tofinrd Tam!" Shetried to get up, held her hand to her mouth as the movement
nauseated her. "Missy, pleasal"

“I'mgoing,” Sam said. "I'll find him. It1l be okay. Redly:"

He hoped it would be okay, but for the life of him he couldn't see how.

The sarwdl was empty, the other occupants of the apartments gone dready. Sam raced down Sx
haf-flights and reached for the front door, then stopped, dill in the little vestibule of the firg floor. "Al?
Whaean| gang?

Al, not bound to mere dairs, floated draight down from the third floor to the fird, sudying the
handlink. "Y ou've gotta find the kid," he Started.

"I know that." Sam reached for the door and stopped again. "I don't know where to look. | don't
know where to gtart. | don't know where Tom hangs au, o—"

"Where he plays" Al corrected. "He won't start hanging out for oh, a few years yet." He shook his
head. "He's found in a utility shed, but we don't knovwhichone—"

"WoudMissy knon?'

Al shrugged. "Would your little sster know, when you were that age? Ten years old, you don't want



your kid sister tagging around after you. Y ou spend alot of time trying to keep your life private.”

"If Missy isanything like Katie was, she knows everything about him anyway. I'm going to look in
the basement and over by the playground, just in case; go talk to Missy, okay? See if she knows any-thing."

Al studied him a moment, and then his gaze drifted downward to the handlink, as if he were reluctant to
use it. But without further comment, he punched in the proper code, and the Door opened. He punched the
handlink again, and the Door dropped shut, and Sam was alone.

The laundry room was dill paneled in sheets and underwear. The fabric muffled the repeated wails of
the sirens. Sam paused at the door. "Tom! Are you in there?'

There wasn't any answer. But if Tom were there, ignoring the evacuation sgnd, he wouldn't answer a
cdl from hislittle sister either, so Sam moved down one side of the room, looking down the tunnels made
by line after line of laundry. There was no one else in the room.

All the doors to the maids quarters were shut. Behind one of them Sam could hear women sob-bing and
praying in German, something about the Russians coming, and rapes, and Berlin. He listened for a moment,
feding sick at the waves of fear com-ing through the closed door. There would be no room for the German
maids in the evacuation of American dependents. They would be left behind, defenseless, to meet the
invaders. If there were any invaders. If there was anything left to invade, once the bombs fell. . . .

Tom wouldn't be there. Sam moved on, trying the doors behind which silence waited. Some were
locked. One, Marta's, was open; the room was emp-ty.

The storage cages were ill filled with goods and empty of humanity.

He took the steps back up two at a time and went outside. The sun was setting. Only one car,
the Robicheauxs' car, was parked in front of the
building. It had been perhaps thirty minutes since the sirens first sounded, and Texasstrasse was emp-ty.
All the families, well trained to fear, had grabbed the packed suitcases waiting by their respective front
doors and vanished as if in smoke.

Sam saw a movement in the hedge dividing Missy's apartment block from the next one down and ran to
see. It was the German shepherd, gill muzzled, a red leash hanging from its collar. The dog paused to look
a him and growled softly. Sam kept very dill and counted to himself. Eighteen seconds later, the dog
whined and dunk away, looking for its mis-sing master, dragging the leash behind itself. Sam turned and ran
toward the playground. He could hear traffic somewhere, far away, but he couldn't see anyone, anywhere.
Hainerberg had become a ghost town, as if the smoke from the red flares had dissolved everything human
it had touched. In the distance, he could hear the rapidly receding sound of automobile engines as
dependents fled.

The siren gtill beat at his ears as he scanned the swings, the sandbox where Tom and Wat had
played with matches only a day ago. Walt—where did WAt live? Would Tom be with Wat? He wished Al
would get back with some more information. The playground was empty too. One of the swings moved
back and forth, gently, as if recently abandoned. It was as if the occupant—as wel as the rest of the
several thousand people living in the housing com-plex—had "bailed out" of the swing and the artificia town
itsdlf to flee to some imagined safety, out of range of the missiles and tanks swiveling to aim Westward into
their front windows.

He didn't know where Walt lived. But he could keep looking, at least, knowing that no matter how far he
went or how logt he got, Al would find him and make sure he got back in time. At least now, with the pills
gone, he could worry less about Jane. All he had to do now was find Tom before it was too late.

Through the chain-link and berrybush playground boundary he could sse a seden go by, noving doy, amost
prowling. It was marked with the inggnia of the Military Police. Probably to keep looters from moving in,
he thought. There would probably be opportunists willing to take advantage of the mass abandonment of
the complex.

He considered briefly the possihility of enlising the MPs in the search for Tom, and decided agand it,
at least until he found out what Al had to say. If hetried to explain, they'd be as likdy as not to pick him
up and bundle im off to an evacuation rendezvous without bothering to lisgen. To them, after dl, he was
alitle girl, too young yet to be in the firs grade, out alone. They'd assume her family had left without her.
It was their job to pick up stragglers.

Maybe they'd picked up Tom. He cherished the thought for at least a minute and a hdf before reluc-
tently ebendoning it. If Tam wes sete, Al would have come back to tdl him, or he would have Leaped. Since
neither event had occurred, he had to assume that Tom was dill doomed until he managed to find him
and change higtory.



Trotting down the length of the playground, he left through the gate at the far end. Before him, a series
of gpartment buildings, identicd to the one in which the Robicheaux family lived except for the numbers
painted by the sairwells, rose up in an orderly file He couldn't see anyone on the lawvn stretching from
the front of the building to the street, so he swung around to follow the back line.

There were externa entrances to the basements, he noticed, with a sngle flight of dtairs stretching
down. A low shed was attached to the back of each building, too. He paused to look at the firgt one, but
the door was padlocked shut. There wasn't anyone there. He kept going, puffing to himsdlf, caling out

when he dared. There was no one to answer.
Hainerberg seemed to be empty of everything but sSrens and one smdl figure, doggedly searching.

The imege of the garwdl blinked out as Al lifted his finger from the handlink the lagt time, and he was
ganding in the Imaging Chamber again, in the cold blue-white light that pervaded the Project. He blinked
and shook his head, adjudting to the abrupt dage

"Ziggy?" His voice sounded tight, even to himsdif. It fdt tight, too.

"Yes Admird." Ziggy'svacewesalitlelessbrisk and businessike than usud, he thought.

"What's changed?'

If the computer could 9gh, it would have. In the event, a soft burr of static served instead. "Noth-ing
substantid has changed since you entered the Chamber, Admird. Tina and Gushie are dill mar-ried. Dr.
Beeksisin her quarters. She has asked to be naotified when you return.”

Al blinked again, kesping his eyes closed a little longer this time. He ought to be used to it by now.
Lord knows he'd gone through it often enough.

He took a deep breath. The best he could hope for was that when Sam findly got back home, the
timestream he returned to, the one that would remain fixed, would be the one Al wanted most. But there
were no guarantees in thislife. None.

Right now, there were more important things to worry about than his love life. Not many, perhaps, but
a least two: Tom and Jan€'s lives. "Ziggy, tel Verbeena we need to get some information from Missy right
avay. A her to met meinthe Wating Room'

"Are you planning to go there directly?' Ziggy asked. At the same time, Al knew, the request was
being trangmitted to Verbeena. He wasn't sure how many people in the Project Ziggy could talk to at

one time, or how many simultaneous conversations the computer could carry on; it didn't matter, redly, but
it did tend to cut down on communications lag, which was nice.

The computer could probably transmit voices, too, but they had never tried that particular experiment. Al
was rather glad of that. He suspected Sam had arranged to have his own unique sense of
prudishness programmed in, and Al didn't want to find some of his more intimate encounters broadcast al
over the Project as a combined practical joke and lesson in morality.

He exited the airlock and strode down the ramp. The techs at the control table, a larger version of the
handlink, nodded as he went by. They used to look at him eagerly every time he came out, hoping that he'd
have word that the Director had made it back. Now they smply nodded greetings at him. Nobody expected
good news these days. The Director was smply gone, and no one knew when or if he would ever get
home again.

The door to the Waiting Room, beyond the Con-trol Room, unlatched as he approached. Ziggy had
informed the observer on duty and opened the door for him. No one had warned Missy, though, and she
jerked around in her chair, startled, as he came in the room and waved an abstract greeting to the
aide in the observation booth. She was dtting at a worktable, intent upon a new coloring book, and the
movement caused crayons to Soill across the floor in a spatter of colors.

"Hdlo, Missy," he said. "How are you doing today?'

"Hdlo," she responded, standing up and facing him. "I'm fine."

"Good." He looked around for some placeto put his unlit cigar, failed to find an ashtray, and
stuck it in the inner coat pocket he'd had lined for the purpose. He hated getting tobacco in
the fabric of
his good coats. "Missy, | need to talk to you about your brother."

The brown eyes darkened as the pupils dilated. "My brother? |s he here?"

"No, sweetheart, he isn't here. He's at home. At least, he used to be home, but he's run away. Did he



talk to you about running away? Did he ever say to you that he wanted to run away? Can you
remember?"

It was too much, too fast. Missy looked stunned. "Tom ran away? Is he here too?'

"No. We don't know where he is. He's lost. We need your help to find him. Please, Missy, you have to be
abig girl now. Help us."

CHAPTER
EIGHTEEN

"For 2,200,000 people they will declare war, and hundreds of millions of people will perish.. . ."
—Nikita Khrushchev

Too much, too fast, and just as he realized it Verbeena entered, tossing him a terrifying look as she
moved to envelope Missy, who had collapsed to the floor, crying. She was dressed in a red-and-orange
velveteen caftan and looked like a swirl of flame.

"Al, what are you doing here?' Verbeena knelt beside Missy and glared up at him. "What did you say to
her?'

"Didnt Ziggy explain? I've got to get some infor-mation, right now. The aert went off, and they're

evacuating, and Tom's. . . ." Abruptly, he realized that Missy was lisening. She was only sx, but even a
sx-year-old in Hainerberg knew that "dert" and "evacuating” meant Something Very Very Bad had
happened.

"Tom ran away," he went on, facing Missy now and speaking directly to her. He had to think of the
person in front of him as Missy; his mind, linked
to Sam's, refused to recognize the physica body in front of him as Sam, even though his eyes told him
clearly that that was who it was. But 4ill it was a bit of an adjustment to see the little movements of hands
and eyes and head and body and see "man" and think "child.” "Where would Tom go when he ran away?"

V erbeena was trying to comfort the girl, her arms around her. "Honey, do you understand what Al wants
to know?"

"He wants to know where Tom is" she said, draw-ing back into the shelter of the doctor's caftan-winged
arms.

"That'sright,” Verbeena said. "Can you tdl us where he might go? We really need to know, lamb-kin. It's
very important.” She was talking softly but firmly, not so much coaxing as ordering, stroking the brown hair
with the wisp of white at the left temple. "Please tell us now."

"l don't know," Missy sad, predictably. She wouldn't meet Al's eyes, hiding against Verbeena's arm.

Al regarded Sam Beckett in the doctor's arms, nuzzling into the slky material, and felt ill. He wanted
Sam back, damn it al. Nothing against the kid, and it would be okay if she got back to her own
body, too, but he didnt want to see his best friend acting like somebody else any more. Espe-cialy when
the "somebody else" was only six.

"Didn't you ever follow Tom around to see what he did and where he went?' he asked. "Where did he
like to play?'

V erbeena shook her head warningly. "Too many questions, Al. She's scared. One thing at a time."

Al took a breath to tell her that there wasn't time for "scared,” but the look on Verbeena's face sad that
she wasn't having any of that. He pulled in a deep breath, let it out dowly, and said, "Missy, did you ever
follow Tom around when he played?’

"No." The words were muffled.

"Missy, when Tom goes out to play, where does he go?' Verbeena asked. She moved her away from her
shdltering shoulder, turned her to face Al. Her hands rested on the broad shoulders, keeping Missy turned
away from herself. The child craned her head around to answer her.

"Helikes to go to the shed."

"Where's the shed?' Al snapped. "Which shed?' Missy shrank away.

The look Verbeena gave him warned him that he was treading on thin ice indeed. He throttled back his
impatience as the doctor kneaded the muscles under her hands, soothing. "It's okay, honey. Al's not mad at
you, really. He just doesn't know what shed you mean. Could you tell us alittle more?"

"The shed with the wood init," the child said, gill talking to V erbeena rather than to Al.

"Isit close to where you live?" the doctor coaxed.



"It's by my house."

"She may be referring to the storage shed behind the building,” Ziggy commented. Missy jumped, looking
for the owner of the new voice. An aer-ial photograph of Hainerberg blinked into exis-tence
on the east wall of the Waiting Room, taking up the entire wall with a grainy, black-and-white image
of large buildings and half-grown trees.

"Oh!" Missy exclaimed. "Television!"

"The Robicheaux family lives at this address," Ziggy went on. The photo on the wall became even
grainier as it blinked, sized, narrowed on one building, and expanded until the image of a single, three-story
building—or at least its roof—took up most of the wall. "This is a photograph taken by a
reconnaissance flight less than a year before the period of interest.”

"Ziggy, you know you're not supposed to talk in the Waiting Room," V erbeena scolded.

"An immediate resolution is required,” Ziggy responded. "Sometimes rules are meant to be bro-ken,
Doctor."

"Who is that lady who's talking?' Missy whis-pered, tugging at the sleeve of the caftan. "Where is she?"

"She's in another room, child. Hush now." There were no visble speakers in the Waiting Room, so
Verbeena had to direct her comments to the ceiling. "I would appreciate it if you would consult me before
breaking rules related to the mental health of our vigitors, Ziggy. In fact, | am asking the Admira as senior
Project management to ensure that you are reprogrammed in such a way as to prevent you from doing so.
The potential consequences. . . ."

Al blinked. "Y ou're asking me to—"

"I am," Verbeena said firmly. "I will not permit my professional responshilities to be taken over by a
computer, however unique. Do | make mysdf clear?”

"Oh, yeah, very clear." Al ralled his eyes. "But con-sidering the current situation, Doctor—" he hoped
that his use of her title would assure Verbeena that he got the message—"don't you think that we could let
Missy show us what she's talking about on the, er, televison?

"l object,” Ziggy said. "l was deliberately pro-grammed for and intended to exercise valition. Dr. Beeks's
request isin direct contradiction of the aims of the origind Project.”

The aims of the origina Project. Al wondered if that was supposed to be a not-too-subtle hint from Ziggy
to himsdf that to tinker with Ziggy's voli-tiond programming might very well have more far-reaching
effects than anyone besides Al could sus-pect.

"Of course,” the computer continued, "if you don't want me to provide input to the problem—" The
picture on the wall blinked out.

Missy made a nearly inaudible sound of protest.

Al raised an eyebrow at the doctor. "Wdl, Doc-tor?"

She gave a smdl sigh of exasperation. "Of course we want your input, Ziggy. Please restore the
pic-ture.”

There was a significant pause, as if Ziggy was con-sidering human options, and Missy said, "Where's the
televison?'

The image blinked back on, a severely fore-shortened view of the building and surrounding area,
including the playground and part of the next building. Minute blurry figures represented children
playing. Longer white streaks were cars moving along the street in front of the build-ing.

"Do you know what that place is, Missy?' Al said, gesturing to the wall.

"Tdevidon," she said. Getting up, she went over to the east wall and reached up to the images up on the
wall, stretching high to brush the circle of the sandbox with long fingers. For a moment, watching, Al saw
the image of ayoung Sam Beckett, arching high to shoot a basketball straight and true into the basket.

"That's your playground, Missy," Al said. "That's your sandbox. They took the picture from an air-plane,
way up high. Can you see the swings?'

The hand drifted down and to the | eft.

That's right. Those are the swings. Those are probably kids on the swings. It might even be you
in the picture.”

Missy looked back at him, uncertainly.

"You can't tel whoit is, but that's okay." He took a deep breath. "Now, Missy, can you show us where
the shed is where Tom likes to play?"

She studied the photograph again, from one cor-ner to another. "It isn't here,” she said at last. "I can't see
it."



"Zigay, expand the scope, please."

The photograph jumped and refocused, now re-vealing several buildings. Finer details, such as chil-dren
in the playground, became mere dots.

"Can you find it now?"

"Isthis my house?' she asked, touching the image below the playground.

"Yes, that'sit." Al held his breath.

"Thisisit, I think." The long fingers brushed a smudge at the back of 21-19-17 Texasstrasse, at
the end of the building containing the Robicheaux's stairwell, at the far end from the playground.

The photo jumped again under the hand, and she squealed and laughed in surprise. The focus now was
on the smudge. Even with the specific high-light, the graininess of the image showed only a dark brown
rectangle.

"Is there any other place Tom likes to play?* Al asked, trusting that Ziggy would have the valition, if not
the common sense, to record the exact coor-dinates of the shed in memory. Sill, if there were any other
possibilities, they might as well identify them now. He could tel that he was going to have to have a long
tak with Verbeena when this Leap was over—the doctor had quite a few ruffled feathers that needed
smoothing over.

"Walt's shed," Missy replied. "He likes to go play with Walt." There was the dightest possible hesi-tation
when she mentioned the name. Al made a menta note of it. He would have to ask Sam if there was any
meaning to it. And Ziggy, who was being suspicioudy silent. The computer had undoubted-ly scanned its
banks for the name "Walt" among dl American dependents resident in Wiesbaden in 1961, and
narrowed down the identity to a specific individud, already; it might even be able to specu-late about the
reason for the hesitation.

It might be relevant, after all.

"Where is Walt's shed?"

"By Walt's house."

Al shrugged. "Wdll, that makes sense.”

"I havethelocation," Ziggy said. "Admiral. . . ."

"On my way." Al headed for the door.

"Where'd it go?' Missy said, the disappointment in her voice amost overwhelming. "Where's tdevi-sat?'

Al paused. "Verbeena, couldn't Ziggy show her something? 'Captain Planet’ or something?"

" 'Captain Kangaroo,' perhaps,”" Ziggy said firmly. "It's from that period."

Missy lit up. "Please?"

Verbeena closed her eyes, shook her head, and gave up. "All right, she can watch 'Captain Kanga-roo.'
Although—"she shot daggers at Al—"I don't see why she'd want to, since she has Mr. Green Jeans right
here."

"I can't stay," Al said hagtily, and headed for the door again.

Sam was panting as he jogged at a slow, steady pace down the sidewak. He wasn't sure how
many buildings he had circled, tried, and failed to enter. He wanted Al. He wanted Ziggy.

He wanted to find someone, anyone dive in Hainerberg. He had seen the MPs patralling, and hidden until
they had gone by; but other than the weeping maid, he had heard no human voices since he left the
apartment. In one place someone had left a record player going, playing Elvis Predey, and for a few
minutes he had hoped there was someone else left. But as he punched at the buttons, the record had begun
to skip, and no one came to pick up the needle.

He sagged against the doorway. Tom was around somewhere, he had to—

"Okay, Sam, got something—"

"Where have you been?" Sam gasped.

"Getting information,” Al said. "Okay, there are two possihilities, sheds where Missy says Tom plays.

One by their building, and another by Walt's—"

"That'sit," Sam said with gut certainty. "Walt's. Where is it?'

"Two buildings over," Al said, orienting on the handlink and pointing with the cigar in a generaly northerly
direction. "In that direction.”

"It figures," Sam muttered, and took off again. "Are you sure .. . . you can't. .. center on ... Tom?"'

"I'm sure," Al said, floating serenely beside him. "Boy, it sure is quiet. These people took getting the hell



out of here serioudy, didn't they?"

Sam nodded without spesking and kept going. As he rounded the second building, he slowed to a walk,
holding a hand to his ribs.

"What's the matter? Out of shape?' Al asked, too innocently. Sam glared. "Okay, okay. Missy says that
Tom likes to hang out in the shed, so that would be—" He started to point again, and fell slent as
Sam waved his hand in a "shushing" motion. Not that anyone else could hear Al—

The shed was not large, perhaps five feet high and six feet long and four feet wide. It was made
of brownish black wooden planks, and had an ill-fitted door with a broken lock. It was the sort of place that
a ten-year-old boy would look at and visualize with a "no Gurls Alowed" sign featured prominently on the
outside.

There were no voices, but there was a scent in the air, and the faint crackling sound of
flames. Sam moved up on the shed, peering through a gap between door and frame. "He's there, | can
see him moving around. He's got a nice little campfire going." He had the feding that the upcoming
confrontation was going to be rather unpleasant. "Why don't you go and check on Jane?"

"You could cdl in the MPs now," Al suggested, finger hovering over the handlink. "Have them pick up
our little pyromaniac here, and tell them that Mrs. R is4ill at home. Sew everything up nice and
neat, and Leap right out of here."

Sam took a breath to argue, and stopped. He could do exactly that, and what would be the
consequences? If he Leaped, a least he'd have the satisfaction of knowing he'd done what he was
supposed to do. Of course, the mgor's career would probably be ruined ... if the point of this Leap
was to save the whole family, he had to try to find a way to do it without attracting undue
attention from the military establishment. He moved uncertainly toward the street, keeping one eye on
the flames in the little shed.

"Except, of course," Al went on, stopping him in his tracks, "there's never a cop around when you need
one."

"Thanks a lot." It was true; the prowling MPs were nowhere to be seen. He craned his neck to
see as far up the street as possible; there was nothing. He strained to listen. He could hear the crackling of
flames, the siren. But no traffic.

"Anytime." The moving finger descended, and hav-ing descended, moved on, taking Al with it.

"'Anytime' my . .. oh, never mind," Sam mut-tered. "Tom!"

No answer.

Tom"

No answer.

The flames were louder. Sam took hold of the broken hasp of the door, pulling it open. Tom was sitting
against the far wall of the shed, huddled with his arms around his knees. The inrush of air caused
the fire before him to leap up, sending waves of heat ahead of them. Sweat began to roll into Sam's
eyes.

Sam glanced around the inside of the shed and mentaly cringed. The fire was fed on odd sticks and hits
of scrap wood and rolled-up paper. Next to Tom were more papers, more wood, and what looked like
empty paint cans and drop cloths. The place was a funera pyre waiting to happen.

"Tom?' he called again. The boy didn't move. Sam edged around the fire. It was amost exactly in the
center of the floor space, hot enough to singe as he tried to avoid the splinters. He tripped on a two-by-four,
caught himsdlf on the wall, looked down to see a colony of glossy earwigs disdodged from beneath the plank
scurrying away from the heat, their mandibles opening and closing.

Tom ill didn't move. As Sam approached, he tightened up, hugging himsdlf tighter.

"Tom?' Sam said, casting an anxious glance at the fire. "Tom, didn't you hear the sirens? We have to go.
It's an dert.”

"l don't care," came the muffled response. "L et them come.”

"Tom, come on." Greatly daring, Sam reached for one arm and tugged. "Come on\ We've got to get out
of here!"

Tom shrugged away. "No. | don't want to go back." He raised his head and looked at his sister. "I hate
her. She broke my plane. She hates me. She hates you too. | hope she dies. | hope we dl die."

With a sudden chill, Sam realized that Tom was speaking the smple truth. He stepped away, closer to the
fire, and tripped over the plank again.

His yelp of panic broke Tom out of his paraly-sis, and he lunged to catch Sam as he flailed. The
movement knocked the end of the plank into the fire, scattering it. The flames licked at the cloth against the



wall, and caught. Tom screamed as he stepped on a coad. In twisting away from the flames, Sam put out
his left arm to catch himsdlf, got tan-gled, and heard the crack as board and bone broke together.

It was asif the scream had summoned oxygen and Al at the same moment. To Sam's eyes, Al appeared
asif out of the flames, shouting, "Sam! Y ou've got to get back—she found some more pills, she—" The
Observer took the time to look around, and said, "Sam! Get out of here!"

"I'm trying," Sam gasped. He picked himsdf up and grabbed at Tom. "Come on!" he ydled, tugging with
his good hand.

Al ducked out again. Sam pulled a Tom. The flames hit the paint cans, gulped them down, and roared.
Tom screamed again.

Once again, Al appeared. "There are MPs down the street, Sam. They're coming—can you get him ou?"

Sam kicked at a burning mass of twigs and paper, frantic to get away from the heat and the noise and
the horror. Tom twisted and struggled to get away, but he was moving to the back of the shed, not the
front, and Sam had to go around him and push him through the line of what used to be a campfire.

They burst out, finally, as the fire roared up behind them. Above the moaning of the evacuation
siren came a new note, as if the siren was being answered by another of its kind. Tom was crying. So was
Sam.

Al wasn't. He was frantically punching data into the handlink and beating on it, frustrated, trying to read
the results. "Sam, you have to get back. She found some pills she's taken them, she's out and | think .. .
Ziggy says she dies and Tom gets arrested by the MPs, everything goes to hell. Sam—qget the kid away—"

"Go check on her again,” Sam gasped, and pulled Tom toward the end of the building. The shed was
consumed by flames now, and they were beginning to lick up the side of the building. Sam wondered if
every shed was the same kind of firetrap. It seemed likely.

Tom was limping, dowing them down; Sam slowed down too, hugging his left arm to himsdaf, glad of the
chance to catch his breath again. "Are you okay?' he asked.

"Yeah," Tom said. "Arethe MPs coming?'

"Yes" Sam looked bedk. They were danding in the shelter of a young oak tree, hidden from the activity
around the shed by alow bush. "They've got afire truck.”

"A red one?'

Sam shook his head. "A red one. But if you go to look, they're going to know you set thet fire, and
you're going to bein lots of trouble.

"How couldthey know?'

"Because you have black marks on your face, and you have burns on your arms, and you're limping,”
Sam pointed out. "It won't be too hard to figure out.”

Tom ingpected the red marks on his ams and regarded him with amazement. "How did you get so
smat?'

Sm ook hsheed. "Wehaveto gt hame Comeon”

"l dontt wart to go home”" Tam pulled beck. "Mamisthere.”

Sam took a deep bregth. "Yes, sheis And she's sck. She's redly, redly sck, Tom, and the only way
we can help her isto go home. Right now. It's not her fault she's the way she is. She doesn't want to hurt
us"

"But she does anyway."

Sam couldnt find an answer for that one. Tom couldn't understand a complicated psychologica
explanaion, even if Sam had dl the answers, which he mogt definitely did not. What it came down to,
from the point of view of both Tom and Missy, was smple Mom hurts us. Mother means pain. He
couldn't find a good reason to ask Tom to go back to that.

Butif hewasgang to kegp Tamframbaing caught by the military police, he had to bring him aong, and—

"She's getting pale, Sam, and | don't like her breething.”

It was Al, and it was bad news. Sam made a deason
“I'm going to go home anyway," he said. "She needs me. She's sck, and somebody has to cdl the
"You can't do that,” Tom objected. "Y ou're only five"
"l can cdl. I'm dmogt six." He started jogging again, heading back for 21 Texasstrasse. He could hope



that Tom would fallow, but he didn't plan to wait around to find out. If he got picked up, too bad. At
leest he was dive. The problem now was to get hep to Jane before it was too late. And he couldn't go
back to the police and fire units clustered by the shed, ether; they wouldn't ligen to a little girl. They'd
take one look a him and bundle hm away somewhere, and by the time he got them to ligen, Jane
Robicheaux would be dead.

CHARTER
NINETEEN

"If thiswar isfought, there will be nothing left in Germany to unite. . . ."—NikitaKhrushchev

Tom followed, ill limping. Sam wasn't capable of going dl that fast himsdf. His arm was beginning to
ache fiercdly. Al floated dongside, urging greater speed and muttering to himsdf and Ziggy, trying to
trace the results of the changes caused by Sam's sav-ing Tom. The data was 4ill shifting, as if with every
step Sam took something €lse became the future.

They got to the front door and Sam dug in his pocket for the key. The rigng and fdling sound of the
grens stuttered and paused. After amoment it took up again, this time in a steady note that lasted a few
seconds, paused, repeated itsdf.

"Ligen,” Tom said, grabbing at Sam. "Ligten!”

Sam ydped and tried unsucoessfully to twigt away. Y aurehuing me” hepointed aut. "Came on, let go. We've got to
oet updars”

Tom ignored him. "The Sren stopped. It stopped! That's not the adert any more, it's the All Clear! It's
over! It was adrill!"

"Let go!" Sam found the key and unlocked the door. It took more effort than he redized to dimb
the steps, six half-flights to the third floor. Tom was gill downstairs, and it didn't seem as if he was going to
come back up.

"Better hurry, Sam,” Al advised.

Widl, perhaps it didn't redly matter if Tom showed up or not. He got the key in the door and
swung it open.

"Mami”

The apartment was very still.

"She'sin the bedroom,” Al said. "Hurry."

Sam hurried.

Jane Robicheaux was lying on the bed, her head turned to one side, her breathing heavy and ragged. She
had changed clothes, and was dressed in a lilac dressing gown and had applied fresh lipstick with an
unsteady hand; the streak of red trailed from her lips across her cheek like a gash.

"This is attempted suicide," Sam said. "She's got to wake up." He leaned over and yeled in the
uncon-scious woman's ear. "Jane! Jane, wake up!"

There was no response. Sam climbed up on the bed beside the recumbent woman and turned her head
back and forth by the chin. It lolled, offering no resistance, and she didn't blink.

"Sam, something better break soon,” Al said. "Ziggy says she's gonna die.”

"Sheis not going to die" Sam said grimly, and dapped her.

There was a very faint grunt. "There," Sam said, and hauled off to dap her again, as hard as he could.
"Jane! Wake up!"

"Sam, it isn't enough. You've got to cal some-body." Al moved around for a better view, standing in the
middle of the bed. "How do you know it's suicide?"

"She dressed up to die" Sam explained between his teeth. "Do you mind? I'm trying to save alife here."

"Well, you're not succeeding. Y ou'd better call."

"I'm afraid to stop." He was shaking her now, one-handed, cdling to her, refusing to let her dide any
deeper into her coma.



"She can't hear you." It was Tom, home at last, standing in the doorway and watching with great interest
and no willingness to help. "Did she drink too much?"

"Yes. And she took some pills, and she's going to die if we don't do something.”

"Can | hit her?"

Sam looked up increduloudly.

"Wdl, you were," Tom pointed out reasonably. "Why can't | have a turn?"

"I'm trying to wake her up, not hurt her."

"You mean it's for her own good?' Tom said wick-edly.

"You ought to give him a shot,” Al suggested. "It's only fair, considering what she's done to him. Not to
mention what she's done to Missy. And to you."

"All" Sam said, horrified.

"Wha's Al?' Tom asked.

"It doesn't matter who Al is. Call adoctor.”

"Why?' Tom looked dowly from his sister to his mother and back again, challenging. "What will hap-pen
if we don't?"

"l don't think he would cdl a doctor,” Al said. "He redly does want to see her die."

"No kidding," Sam said, grimly agreeing. "I'll call the doctor. Get me the number." He climbed off the bed,
brushed by the boy on the way to the living room. Tom stepped forward, and he caught at the boy's shirt.
"Don't you hit her," he said. "Don't you hit her just because she hit you. That's not right."

Tom paused. "Can | shake her?' he asked, as if pleading. C'mon, can't | hurt her a little?

Sam considered jugtice and the relative strength of a ten-year-old child, the need to keep the wom-an
from diding deeper into coma, the memory of the beating over the soft-boiled eggs, and the fact
that even he was not always perfect. "Y eah, you can shake her."

He ran into the living room. Al followed behind, pushing buttons on the handlink and reading the data
stream. "Thisis great—"

"l don't care how great itis" Sam said. "l need the number for an ambulance.”

"Oh, the number, the hospita number. Yeah." Al pushed a colored cube, read out Ziggy's response. Sam
reached for the phone.

"It redly is great, Sam," Al went on. "She's going to live, and—and when the ambulance comes by they
see Missy, too, and as a result Jane's going to get help. She goes into—" he whistled— "years of
therapy. Back in the States.

"The mgjor takes early retirement, though. And Missy does grow up to be a psychologist. Specializes in
hypnotherapy for victims of child abuse. And Tom has a family, and. . . ."

But there was a voice on the other end of the line by then, and he had given the address, and it was
enough. The moment of completeness had arrived. The pieces had fdlen into place, he knew it was right,
and he Leaped.

He was floating through blue-white light, without sensation, without weight, without flesh, no taste,
no scent, in a state of eternal stillness, eternal waiting. He was moving nowhere, doing nothing,
only wait-ing. Time itself, eternity itself, had stopped.

It was almost familiar now, the eternal waiting, the loneliness. He was almost resigned to it.
Almost, but not quite. He wanted to go home, but this time, he was certain, there would be no home.
He didn't know what he had accomplished, what he had made right. People had lived who once
would have died, but he wondered if their living was worth it. He wondered if the changes he made
were worth it. They were, after all, changes he had made, not changes they
had made for themselves. Did it not matter who changed things in people's lives? And if so, why did
he have to be the one to do it?

"Dr. Beckett." The voice again. He never remem-bered the voice unless he was floating in the
light, but once he had returned to the light he remembered and he waited, and it always came.

"Here | am." Here | am, regard me and have pity. He might have felt small, if he had any sense of
self at all; the voice was a presence as overwhelming as the light itself. Perhaps the voice and the
light were the same. "Why are you doing this to me?"

It was the question he always asked, the question that was never answered. Nor was it answered
this time. The presence swept him up and examined him, 2nd suddenly he was filled with a vast
feeling of disappointment, of failure.

"It is not complete," the voice said as if pronoun-cing doom. "It is not enough."



He felt a dreadful weight of despair. It was never enough. He would never be able to do what
needed to be done. He was only one person, and there were too many things wrong. And he was
tired, so tired of trying. "Please,” he whispered. "Please, let me go home."
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If all it takes for Evil to triumph is for good men to remain silent, then if Good is to overcome those
men must speak out . . .

CHAPTER
TWENTY

"TheWal will stand for ahundred yeard"
—Erich Honecker, January 1989

Verbeena Beeks helped the aides ettle the body back into the hospitd bed, hooked up the monitors,
and dudied the pattern of the brain waves.

"Whereishe?' Al sad.

Verbeena shook her head. "I don't know, Admi-rd. We're getting the same readings. His brain is
keeping his body going, but it's just as if there's nobody home. Even a patient in a coma has some
response to outsde dimuli. Some part of the brain will respond, will be avare. What we see here is the
response without the awareness, and | can't begin to explain it. It isn't supposed to happen thisway."

Al let go of along breath. "I won't ask how long," he said. He and Verbeena traded wry glances. One
of the chif myderies of the Project was where Sam Beckett went when he was between Leaps.
What-ever controlled the process had no regard for the persons with whom he traded minds, Missy had
just finished another drawing, a sunny, bright picture filled with hope and smdl rabbits, when in mid-word
the brown eyes had grown huge and round and the body of Sam Beckett had collapsed to the floor of
the Waiting Room.

Al Cdavica had found himsdf in the middle of a sentence talking to the blank walls of the Imag-ing
Chamber, his mouth opening and dosing like a fish gasping for water. He had shaken his head,
grimaced at himsdf, and hit the controls to open the airlock door. Usudly whoever Leaped Sam had
better manners than that, but it wasn't the first time a Legp had taken them by surprise.

"Are things better, a least?" Verbeena said. "Poor little girl." Her hand stole across the forehead of
the body in the bed, asif in afarewell caress. The body did not move.

"Oh yeehy" Al sad. "He momgat hdp. Her father retired and started a consulting business™” He had left the
hendlink in the Control Room, was reciting from the last flurry of facts that Ziggy had passed dag.

At least history had settled down for afew minutes. Aslong as Sam was mucking around in Time—or
between Time—nothing was predictable. But between Leaps, things stayed quiet. Al had established a
pattern; if he was returning to the Project to take a break from his duties as Observer, hewoud chedk with
Zgy onay danges thefiudng timelines had made in the Project. But when Sam Leaped, he would come
fird to the Waiting Room to seeif thistime the Director had Leaped home.

So far, he hadn't. So Al would then go someplace by himsdf to find out what had changed this time.
This particular time he was hoping for some changesin particular.

"How much more abuse did Missy and her brother have to put up with before her mother was treated?!
Al glanced a the doctor, Sartled at the leve of raw anger in her voice. "None, according to Ziggy. She
went into therapy, and the beetings stopped. Of course, it probably helped alot to have her sent

back to the States. In any case, the effects couldn't have been too bad. Missy and Tom have full lives of
their own.”



"What kind of lives?' Verbeena asked, facing him full on. "Jugt because Missy has a career doesn't
mean she doesn't have emotionda scars.”

"It doesn't mean she does, ther,” Al pointed out. "Yau know aswdl as| do thet it dgpends as much on the
kid asit does on the leve of abuse, Verbeena"

Vabesnadoppad. Al wesrdieved to ss2 her bink. He didn't want to have to come right out and remind her
that he had suffered an abusive childhood him-sdif, without a home, moved around from one foster home
to another, living in an orphanage and findly running away repeatedly. If he did, she might start thinking
about what kind of emotiond scars he car-ried, and Al Cdavica wasn't about to submit himsdf to ay
psyddagicd praaing, no sr. Hewesfing jud fine, thanks. Not a thing wrong with him.

He could see where Missy might be pretty mixed up, even if she looked successful and happy. He just
didnt think it would do her any favors to expect her to be a mess. People tended to live down to other
peopl€e's expectations, in his experience.

At leadt, he certainly did.

And it was damned annoying when he ran across somebody who turned out to have higher
expectations instead of lower ones. He looked down at the recumbent figure and felt helpless and
angry.

"Ishe okay?' hesad.

"As okay aswe know how to make him."

Al sighed. "Okay. I'm going back to my quarters, and then I'll get something to eat. Let me know if. . .
anything happens.”

"1 will," Verbeenaassured him.

They both knew it might be minutes, or hours, or even weeks befare the body in the bed begen $onMng
awareness. Time moved differently between Leaps for Sam than it did for the Project. Al had explained

that to him, the very first time the Director had Leaped into that test pilot. It was another one of those
mysteries. Al really wished Sam was back to figure it out. He didn't know anybody €lse who could.

He left the Waiting Room and its attendants behind, taking the long half-finished tunnd to the
elevator that would bring him to the living-quarters level. They hadn't quite had the funding to finish this
particular area off the way they wanted to, and as a result, it was aways chilly, even when the surface

was baking hot.
He made his way to the bare room that was his residencein the Project's living quarters and looked
around. Nothing had changed. "Ziggy?' he said.

"Dr. Martinez-O'Farrell is single in this present,” Ziggy's disembodied voice said.

Al nodded to himsdlf. Trust the computer to know what was really important to him. "I don't suppose you
know . . ." "No, Admira. | have no idea where, when, or into whom Dr. Beckett has Leaped." The
computer's voice was that of a spoiled, petulant woman. It used to be that of a spoiled, petulant man, but
Tina Martinez-O'Farrell had made some adjustments when the computer had begun taking matters into its
own microchips and begun expanding its own capabilities beyond anything envisioned by its creator.

Al wasn't sure that anything besides the pitch of its voice had actualy changed. Ziggy had been
pro-grammed with awill of its own, far too successfully in Al's opinion. Willful didn't begin to describe it at
times.

He stripped off his clothes down to his skivvies and stretched out on the bunk, trying to relax. Tina was
sngle, and that was great news. But Sam ill hadn't Leaped home. And no progress had been made in
identifying the parameters of Leaping.

"Ziggy," he said, his eyes dill closed, "what does my schedule look like today?'

"Budget and manpower meetings, testimony for the subcommittee—that's already been prepared— and
you have a dinner date with Tina."

Al smirked. The smirk vanished suddenly. "Ah, do | owe her anything? Apologies or anything?"

"No, Admiral. Your relationship with Tina has been extremely postive of late."

Al nodded—a difficult gesture from flat on his back. "Ziggy, how the hdll do you keep track?'

The question was greeted with silence.

"Ziogy?

"l... cannot answer the question,”" the computer said, oddly hesitant.

Al's eyes snapped open. "Why not?"



Another long pause. "The reason . . . appears to be related to the process of Leaping. Whatever
the mechanism is that causes Dr. Beckett to Leap appears to have moved us outside of Time for the
duration of each Leap. He, and you, and | are the only ones who always coexist both within and outside of
time. The Project itsalf isonly in stasis for those moments in which its existence is moot."

"You've said that before.”

"l don't know," the computer findly admitted. "I dont have the storage capacity for everything |
remember. It isn't possible."

"But it's happening anyway."

"Yes. It seemsto be to our benefit, at least.”

"I'm glad something about this mess is to some-body's benefit,” Al growled. "Is there anything we can do
right now?'

"Nothing," the computer admitted even more reluc-tantly.

"Then I'm going to get some sleep. Wake meif... you know."

"Yes, Admira, | know." The lightsin the spartan bedroom dimmed. Moments later, Al was snoring.

If he was moving through air, through space, through electronic circuits, there was no way to tell.
If time was passing, in either direction, there was no way to tell. And then the voice was gone, and
there was the sensation of movement, of rushing through great consequences, of being tossed and
torn by something for which he had no name, of being carried once again to a destination he had
not chosen, and he was swept up in the moving whirlpool of light, drawn up, up, up, and then down
in a dizzying rush, drawn in—

"Missy? Areyou dl right? You look pale."

CHAPTER
TWENTY-ONE

"The entire East German cabinet, the Commun-ist Party Politburo, and the Central Commit-tee of the
Communist Party have resigned. It isachange unimaginable only afew months ago...."

By now he knew what it felt like to Leap out of someone'slife, had learned to recognize the moment of
completeness, of rightness that precipitated the lunge Out.

But he would never, never learn how to prepare for the Leap in. He never knew if he would end up in the
body of a pregnant woman, aretarded teenager, a college professor, or his own best friend. Or even
himself. He never knew if he would find himself inthe middle of giving a college lecture or in the
aftermath of making love, of catching a pop fly or flying afighter jet.

But this. . . He looked up into a face he had seen before, aface with icy blue eyes netted now in subtle

wrinkles; aman tall, thin, athletic, who gave the impression of being at attention even when holding out a
glass of wine.

"Missy? What the hdl is wrong with you now?" The eyes lacked sympathy.

Sam's gaze fdl on the proffered glass. It was a cut-crystal goblet, and it was familiar, too. He took it
caefully, looking at the hand that accepted it asif he had never seen it before. 1t was a fine-boned hand,
unadorned by jewdry. The nals were nestly trimmed and unpolished.

From another room came dill giggles followed by a reprimand in a deep voice, and slence. Sam
took agp of wineto cover a quick survey of his surroundings.

He was ganding in the middle of a living room. The panting over the sofa was the same, gener-ic
mountains and stream; the sofa was different, newer. A tdevison set in an entertainment unit— his mentdl
cdendar automaticaly added years— was showing a commercid about cornflakes. The sound was
muted.



"I'm sorry,” he mumbled. What am | doing? he thought, not for the firg time,

"Are you going to drink that or look at it?" the man muttered.

Sam took another hasty sip, choked asit went down the wrong way. Another man, dso tal, thin, and
ahletic, but a generation younger came into the living room from a sde hdl. "They're in bed. | told them
to settle down. Did you get the cards done?'

He was looking at Sam as he spoke, and Sam got the impresson that he was being asked if he had
carried out orders. He had no idea what the cards were or if they were done. He coughed to clear his
throat. "Um, I'm sure they're okay," he said cautioudy.

"They need to go out tomorrow,” the older men said.

Sam amiled and nodded, hoping he didn't ook as uncertain as he fdt.

"l told dl the neighbors”" the older man said. "They never saw her, of course. She hardly ever Ieft the
house."

"Didyou st up thefligt?” Once again, the young-er man directed the question to Sam, who nodded, hoping
that his host had taken care of the secretar-ial details. "I can't afford to be late getting back.”

The tdevison shifted to a news report. Dan Rather said something grave and important, and the scene
shifted, gill mute, to ariot.

Some things were no helpin dating a Legp at dl.

It hadn't happened before in quite this way. He knew the older man, and he knew the younger man,
and he even knew the person he had Leaped into. He was back in Missy Robicheaux, and he had no
ideawhy.

Tom had lived to grow up. The mgor was hade and hearty, as far as he could see. Which left Jane,
Missy's mother.

Sam finished the wine in one gulp, and went look-ing for the kitchen, ignaring the stares of the two
men. As he passed through the hal he paused at the mirror by the front door.

Missy had grown up, too, to be a very pretty wom-an, perhapsfive feet three inches tdl. Her hair was
short now, brushed back in a syle reminiscent of one of Princess Di's, and she wore low-key makeup
and delicate gold earrings. She was dressed in a maroon business suit and a white blouse with a frill of
lace at the throat. She was the very image of a modern businessvoman. One hand crept up to finger the
jabot, tug one edge down. Missy's neck was swanlike. More important, it had no bruises.

On the opposite wal were family pictures. There was one of Missy as a child, taken a about the time
Sam had Leaped into her, and another high school graduation picture, paired with one of Tom. He was
wearing a uniform. In the background was a
didd, embossd with the words "S. Midned's Mili-tary Academy.” Between them was a picture of thar
parents. The mgjor, dressed in advilian suit, was amiling. Jane had her lips pressed together as if she had
bitten something sour. Another picture, of Jane and her Sster, looked familiar; it was the one he had seen
in the bedroom in the Hainerberg gpartment.

He passed the photo gdlery and made his way to the kitchen. If anyone had esten a med recent-ly, it
waan't obvious. Every surface was spotless. He rinsed the wineglass and st it carefully in the Sainless
ded snk.

The Doar whooshed opan beinrd im "San? Y aull never believe this”

"Don't bet onit."

"Y ou've Leaped back into Missy."

"I know that aready. Do you have any idea why"! | thought | was finished with her."

"W, maybe you are, but somebody elseian't. | guess™ Al was dressed in hunter's green, with a vest
pingriped in Slver. "When Verbeena told me who was in the Waiting Room, you could have knocked
me over with a feether." He was as disgppointed as a child a the spoiled surprise.

"l wesalittleshocked mysdlf. Whet does Ziggy—"

The conversation was interrupted by Tom, who came out and rattled the cupboards, looking for
something and nothing. "Did you see some indant?' he asked at lagt.

"I'm not sure,” Sam responded. He kept slent, waiting for more cues.



"It turns out that Missy redly did get that doc-torate,” Al said. "She's a certified hypnothergpist. Tom
here is an dectrica engineer, jud like Ziggy predicted. Pretty low-levd guy, though. Not only is he
divorced, but he has trouble getting along with his bosses.”

Tom pulled out asmdl jar and hed it out to Sam. "Not too strong, okay?"

Sam didn't understand for a moment. Then he did, and looked & Tom with a new perspective,
grongly tinged with distaste. "Thanks," he said deliberately, "but | don't care for any. | think the cups are
up there" He gestured at a cupboard over the Sink.

Tom blinked in surprise. Before he had a chance to say anything more, Sam turned his back on him
and |eft.

Once out in the hdl, he stood uncertainly for a moment, then turned in the direction opposite the way
that led back to the living room. He found him-sdf facing a hdlway full of doors. The fird led to a
bathroom; as he opened the second he heard child-voice whispers, quickly stifled.

Edging the door open, he peeked in to find a pair of dark-headed boys lying on a moonlit pillow, ther
eyes shut judt alittle too tightly. The light cast odd shadows across the bed. He withdrew and closed the
cloor gtly.

"Arethey dill taking?' Tom said behind him.

"No," Sam sad "They look like they're adeep.” It was perfectly true.

"Yeeh, they look likeit," Al said. "Thoseare David and Paul, Tomisboys Thar mather is Jessca Tomisdivorosd™

"They'd better be," Tom sad. "If you hear any-thing, let me know." He started back toward the Mg
room

"And its Novamber aghth, 1989, and we jugt arent sure why you're here and why you've Leaped back into
Missy. Ziggy's taking to himsdf. Hersdf."

"ltsdf," Sam muttered, continuing to move down the hall.

"What?' Tom turned back, thinking his Sster was addressing him.

"Nothing,” Sam reassured him. Tom shrugged and went around the corner.

The next door led to dill another bedroom, this one decorated with photographs of jets and a dusty
wooden model set up on a dresser. The bed was neatly made, and the closet door stood open, hangers
waiting for clothing. A garment bag lay across the bed. It was, Sam guessed, Tom's room.

Opposite, another door stood gjar, and he looked in. By its barrenness it looked like another guest room,
but a pair of high heels and a purse beside a suitcase identified its occupant. Sam glared a the
heels—Missy was wearing flats at the moment—and settled in a chair to rummage through the
purse.

"You're here in time for Jane Robicheaux's funer-al tomorrow,” Al said. "Tom and the kids came in from
Omaha. Missy isn't married. She has a practice in Los Angeles—you're in Portland, Oregon, by the way."
He studied the handlink. "It looks like this is the last time the family is together. Missy and Tom
have written to each other, but they haven't had any personal contact for the last several years, and none at
dl after this. The major's fill dive, but they haven't any contact with him, either.”

A wry smile twisted Missy's features. "l aways sort of wondered what happened to people after |
Leaped out,” Sam said. "Now | know. They just go on living their lives, don't they?"

"But they're better lives. | mean, think what would have happened if you hadn't been there."

Sam heaved a sigh. "Right. Okay. What does Ziggy think I'm supposed to do this time?"

"Ziggy doesn't have the foggiest idea.”

"lsn't technology wonderful "

"We'reworking on it."

Sam gave him a look. "Thank you, that's a great help.”

"Widl, we are." Al could get alot of mileage out of an injured tone.

Sam looked at the watch on the thin gold chain around his left wrist. "It's only nine o'clock. Do you have
any idea what they were talking about, or am | going to have to go in and punt again?'

"Forty-two, seventy-three, sixteen, hut." Al shrugged.

Sam glared at him, wheeled, and headed back into the kitchen.

The mgor and his son were dtting at the table, sharing a comradely beer and exchanging stories about
Jane Robicheaux.



"Do you remember the sash she made you for Boy Scouts?' The mgor chuckled. "She decided no son of
hers was going to wear Army green."

"l had the only Air Force blue sash in the coun-try,” Tom laughed awkwardly. "Got a real kick out of it."

Sam paused by the door, listening. "How old were you then?' he asked.

"Oh, what was it, thirteen, fourteen?' the mgjor said.

"l don't really remember." There was a smile on Tom's face, but Sam was watching his hand, grip-ping
the handle of a beer stein. The fingers were white and red. "l was just a kid."

"She made you wear that sash to every mesting," the mgjor laughed.

"Every one," Tom agreed, still smiling.

"She liked her men in uniform," the major went on. "She made sure you had white, long-deeved shirts
and blue dacks just like mine, even when you were just a little kid." His voice quavered a little, and he took
aquick drink to hideit.

"They hid the bruises," Sam interrupted, his voice harsh even to his own ears.

The two men looked over in amazement. "They what?' Maor Robicheaux said.

"What are you taking about?' Tom said. "What bruises?’

"The marks on your arms," Sam said. "She made you wear long sleeves to hide them."

"What the hdll are you talking about?' Tom said. "What bruises?'

He was garing at his Sgter asif trying to tdl her something with the intendty of his gaze aone.

"Whet the hell d'you mean?' the major echoed.

Sam looked from one to the other. The bruises. From where she hit us"

Tom closed hiseyes. "Oh, God. Not that again.”

"What?" The mgor was beginning to sound like a broken record. "Whét bruises?’

Sam dtared at him, aghast. He could remem-ber, even through the swiss-cheesing of his Leap, sduting
this man, holding his hand straight, not cupped, to a face that had just been beaten black and blue. Hadn't
he seen? Didn't he even notice? Or had he redly believed the excuse about "trip-ping’ and "dumsy” that
Jane Robicheaux had offered?

"She's a psychologist, Dad,” Tom said, his voice thick with scorn. "She's got to andlyze everything. She
thinks that a spanking is some big dedl.”

"Itissomebig ded," Sam began.

Tom interrupted. "Why don't you just shut up about that Suff? For God's sake, the woman is dead.
Y our mother is dead! You don't have to smear her evenin her grave, do you?'

"I'm not—" Sam began.

"l don't think | want to hear any more of this”" the mgor said with findity. He got up from his chair,
moving asif hisjoints ached. New wrinkles etched themsdves across his face. He looked a Sam and a
Tom, and shook his head. ™Y our mother loved you. You just remember that. She loved you alot.”

They watched him go in slence, ligening to his footsteps down the hdl, the soft grunts of age, the
fumblings of sound as he opened his bedroom door and reached for the light and shut the confrontation
away from him.

"I hope you're happy, dammit,” Tom growled at last. "I told you once dready | didn't want to get your
lettersif you had to go on and on about Mom.

Y ou'd think you could let up. It wasn't thet big a dedl.”

"Isthat what you think?'

"That's what | know," Tom emphasized, dapping the table. "So shut up, understand. I'm sick of you
meking up lies about her."

"Werethey lies?' Sam said. He wondered what was in the letters Missy had written. She might have
lied, he supposed.

"Damn right they werelies, and you know it! And if you tell Dad—if you hurt him any more, I'm .. . I'm

"She hit us—" Sam began.

He didn't expect the reaction the words evoked. Tom lunged around the table, coming directly for hm

"Shut up! Shut up, dammit! | don't want to hear it! | don't want to hear one more word about this, do



you hear me! She did not hit usl Y ou're making it up! It's not truel™

Involuntarily, Sam stepped back, away from the rage in the other man's voice. He found himsdlf lifting
one hand as if to placate Tom, and dropped it. There was no placating him; he was on his feet and
coming toward Sam, his face flushed, his eyes dmogt black. He looked completely out of control, wild
with rage.

In trying to give him space, Sam was backed againg the counter. He reached insgde himsdf to find the
quiet place that he would need to defend himedi—

—and Tom stopped, an inch short of outright assault, baffled by Sam's slence. He towered over Sam,
hisfacewarking, and did an aonupt about-face "Get the hdll out of here” he said. "Jugt get away framme”

"Soundks like a good idea to me”" Al commanted. It was a good thing that Tom was fading in the other
direction; Sam glared at his Observer, who gave
him an innocent look and jerked a thumb toward the doorway. When Sam hesitated, Al waggled his

eyebrows and jerked his thumb again. "Thattaway, Sam."
Giving Tom's back one last glance, Sam followed him.

CHAPTER
TWENTY-TWO

"The borders between East and West, locked in an Iron Curtain for more than thirty years, have been
opened to immigration ..." —May 1989

"l know you," Missy Robicheaux said to Verbeena Beeks. "Have we met before?’

"I'm not sure," Verbeena said warily.

"At aconference, perhaps? I'm Dr. Robicheaux."

There was a moment before Verbeena could gath-er her wits to take the hand held out to her, and in that
moment Missy's gaze fell on the hand she was holding out, and she screamed.

This part, at least, Verbeena was used to. "Ziggy!" she snapped, stepping away from the other woman.
"Class three!"

Obediently, the computer directed a puff of color-less gas from an invisble vent under which the Visi-tor
was standing. It wasn't something they liked to do—it was the same body getting gassed every time, and
after a while the effects would add up—but sometimes it was necessary. They'd had to ingdl it after a few
Vigtors tried to become violent.

Class three, at least, merely calmed things down a little. Verbeena waited until she felt the fan at

her back disspating the remainder of the chemicd, and stepped forward again, teking Sam Beckett's
hend in hers. "'l know thisisfrightening,” she began soahingy.

Missy was looking around at the white room with the white wals and the Observation room at the top
of the steps, at the little table they hadn't got-ten around to moving out after the last Leap, a Verbeena,
wide-eyed.

"It'sadream,”" she murmured, her voice betraying her confusion. "Thisisthe same dream | had when |
was a little girl. The very same dream. You were in it then, and you're in it now. And I'm in another
body. In a man's body.

"It'sareaction,” she sad dreamily, a amile begin-ning to appear on her face. "Reaction formation to a
feding of helplessness engendered by re-exposure to the familid environment. And my unconscious
bdief that men are better able to cope expresses itsdf in my being in a man's body." She frowned. "I
thought | got over that." She reconsidered. "I could write a paper about this."

"At least somebody could,” V erbeena muttered, guiding the woman over to the bed.



"Oh look, it's the same bed and everything." She lodked up & Verbeana Y cuwereny guardian angd, before.
Areyou thistime, too? Is thisgoing to be a good dream?”

"Oh, absolutely, honey, you bet," the doctor answered as she settled her in. | certainly hope so. Sam!
Wl you quit getting into these messes!

"He looked like he was gonnackill you," Al said. "Muga got that temper from his mother.”

They were in the bathroom again, a pleasant enough room decorated in green. A bar of deodorant
soap in a seashdl soap dish sat next to a snk with gold and plastic faucets. It seemed asif at least once
every Leap he and Sam had a conferencein
abathroom, usudly not nearly as nice as this one. It wasn't so bad when Sam Leagped into a man, but in
his heart of hearts, Al did fed the least hit uneasy when Sam was in a woman's body and they were in
the bathroom together. There was just Something allittle too strange abot it.

"Yesh, he did,” Sam said. "So? What have you got?"

Al shrugged. "Nada."

"Na-da? NA-da? What do you mean, 'nada’?"

Al took a deep breath, removed his cigar, and said again, "Nada. Nothing. Zilch. The nearest thing
Ziggy can figureis, you haven't finished yet. That's happened before.”

"Not redly," Sam protested. "Except one—I can't remember. Something about arifle—"

Al chomped down on the cigar again, refusng to be drawn. Ziggy had postulated thet there was
probably avery good reason for Sam to have these hdesinhis mamary, and Al weant ebaut tofill them in if he
didnt have to. Especidly holes rdaing to previous Legps. He seemed to retain the information he
needed about Missy, though, so it was prob-ably safe enough to tak to him about that one. Of course,
Ziggy dso postulated that there was a very good reason for him to Legp into Missy Robicheaux twice,
and the computer couldn't figure that one out ether.

"Thefunerd isin the morning.” Al took control of the conversation again. "The day after that, Tom and
the kids go home, and so do you."

"Leaving the mgor here?’

Al nodded. "He's got friends and duff here. He's okay. Still kicking, even in our time. A little dower,
maybe And 0isTom, ad isMissy. Nobody desthistime. They just don't get together again.”

"W, that makes for a nice switch. Ther not dying, | mean.” Sam leaned back againg the bath-room
counter and crossed his arms.

Al cocked his head, watching him. "Doesn't that feel funny?'

"What?'

"You know." Al mimed crossing his arms, holding them well away from his chest. Sam looked down at
the arms pressed against his—Missy's—breasts.

"Oh. That. No. | don't even notice any more."

"I would,” Al muttered. No matter how many times it happened, he couldn't get over the
idea of aman being in a woman's body. It didn't seem right somehow.

"Il bet you would,"” Sam agreed. "Can we get back to the point here, please? Isn't Ziggy going to quote
me odds on something” ?"

Al shook his head and dapped at the handlink, which squealed in token protest. "Nope. Not a thing."

"Al, how am | supposed to Leap out of here if | don't change something?' There was a tinge of
desperation in Sam's voice. "Am | going to spend the rest of my life as Missy Robicheaux?"

"Damfino." The two friends stared at each other helplesdy.

"Then you don't think anything's going to happen tonight, either?"

Al shook his head.

"Then go pound some data out of Ziggy for me. I'm going to bed."

Al opened his mouth.

Sam forestalled him. "No, you cannot watch me get undressed.”

The Observer managed alook of offense at the mere suggestion, opened the Door, and |eft.

Some part of Sam wasn't the least bit surprised when he was awakened at the crack of dawn by the
sounds of people moving around. Fortunately or otherwise, he had become more than familiar with sunrise



as aboy working on afarm. "Mass is at eight A.M. sharp," the major called
through the bedroom door. "It's six. Let's get going.”

What, no "eight hundred hours"? Sam thought, as he brushed his teeth and put on makeup. Not bad,
he thought, inspecting the results. It was a good thing that Missy didn't wear much to begin with. He redly
hated messing with mascara and eydiner— he fdt as if he was going to poke himsdf in the eye every
time.

Underwear was no longer a problem; sometimes he thought he could trade pantyhose tips with
trans-vestites, make a new career out of it, in fact, if the quantum physics thing didn't pan out. Of course, if
it didn', that meant he was stuck, and he wouldn't be a transvestite, exactly. Transsexual ?

No, dammit. He was Sam Beckett. If Leaping had taught him anything, it was that the important thing
was the person you were indde, not outside. It was the person insde who counted. It redly didn't matter if
you were male or female, black or red or white, a super-genius or mildly retarded; what mattered was the
kind of human being you were. It was, he sometimes thought, the whole point of Quantum Leaping.

He found a dark green dress hanging in the closet, decided that it was acceptable for a funeral, and put it
on. The next problem was the shoes. Gritting his teeth, he did his feet in and practiced walking back and
forth on the bedroom carpet, trying to let the body's reflexes control his stride. It was tricky. The body
might know how to walk in the damned things, but in his own mind he was certain no human being was
supposed to walk at a constant tilt like that. He would never get used to high heels.

As ready as held ever be, he wobbled out to the kitchen and met the two men and the twin boys. David
and Paul were about seven, too old to perceive him as Sam Beckett; he greeted them gravely. They both
had violet eyes and dark brown hair, family traits shared by their father and aunt. In their case,
thar hair was dicked back hard, sill showing the furrows of combs, and they were identicaly dressed in
blue suits, miniature versons of their father's. Something about them echoed the mirror portrait of their
grandmother and grest-aunt, who were twins as wdl. Twinning skipped a generation, as Sam recalled.

"Hands?' their father demanded.

They hdd out ther hands, pink with scrubbing, turning them pam-up, pam-down to demonstrate tharr
cleanliness.

“That'll do."

Sam thought he caught a shared glance between the two, but it was too quick to interpret.

The mgor was dressed in a dark charcod-gray suit, with a gold-buttoned vest and spotless, faultiedy
ironed white shirt. His cufflinks matched his vest buttons. He wore the st asif it were a unfam

Looking a him, Sam could not detect any visible sgns of grief. Steven Robicheaux looked at his
watch. "Let's get this show on the road, shdl we?' he said.

It was an odd way to refer to one's wife's funerd, to say the least. If Sam hadn't seen the expression
on the man's face the night before, he might have believed the occasion meant nothing to him.

They piled into a sedan, Sam in between the two boys in the back, Tom and the mgor in front, and
drove through atypicd late-fal morning. The boys exdlaimed at the first bridge they passed over, until a
sharp word from their father slenced them. There-after they looked out the windows and leaned
for-ward, once they redized Sam didn't mind, to trade looks and point out new sghtsin perfect slence.

The church wasn't like the American chapd. The only thing it appeared to have in common with the
place Sam had lagt attended Mass, in fact, was the holy water font just insde the front door. The dtar

was a the gpex of three fans of pews divided by two wide aides, behind it an abstract Sained glass
window stretched upward to the heavens, casting blue and ydlow and green shadows across the few
other people making up the congregation for this Thursday-morning service.

They filed into the firg paw on the far rigt. Before them, a brass casket rested on a bier. Sam made sure he
was on the end, and waited for Al to show up. At least, he thought, he had gone through this Mass
business once before, and he could remember the gestures and responses.

The priest's entrance disabused him of that notion. Comparing this service to the one he had been
through before, he found it difficult to identify the amilarities The prayers were in English, not Lé&tin, the
priest was facing the wrong way, and the trandations were fluid. There didnt seem to be as much
kneding, ether.



Al showed up hdfway through. Sam made a dis-creet face & him; Al shrugged. "Hey, this is a
mod-ern Mass, Sam. | don't know it any better than youdo.”

His voice was dill a whisper, though, Sam noted. You could take the libertine out of the Church,
per-haps, but not the Church out of the libertine.

It was not only a modern Mass, but not much of a funera. There was no sermon. In the middle of the
sarvice, the priest and the two dtar boys came over to cense the casket, the smoking gold thurible
awinging back and forth and crosswise, leaving the air thick with burning perfume.

He managed to make it through, nonetheess. This time the priest dismissed them in English: "Go, the
Mass is ended.”

They left with the amdl of incense dill dinging to their dothing. Sam took deep bresths to clear the
scent from his lungs. The mgor didn't pause to speak to the priest afterward.

"l want to clear out some of the insurance things and the clothing," he said. "Let's get back to the house
and take care of that, and then we can go to lunch."

"Have the boys eaten?' Sam inquired. He wasn't particularly bothered at the prospect of missing
breakfast, but he wondered at the casual dismissal of the children's needs.

Both the mgjor and Tom looked surprised. "They can wait," Tom snapped. "We have things to do."

"They can not wait,” Sam responded firmly. "I'll feed them."

The chill this evinced remained until they returned to the house. The magor kept his fedings about
insubordination amost to himself. Tom shrugged, indifferent. By the time they got back to the house,
feeding the children was uppermost on the agenda. Sam herded the boys into the kitchen and began making
cinnamon toast.

"What about eggs?' the major suggested.

Sam flinched and shook his head. "No, thanks. Unless you've got a poacher, and like them hard enough
to nail to the wall. I've got a thing about eggs.”

"Quit yoursalf." The mgjor looked around, vague-ly dissatisfied. "When you get finished, there's a trunk of
your mother's you need to go through. See if there's anything you want in there. The rest of it well get rid
of. Giveit to charity or something."

Sam winced, wondering if there was anything he should save for Missy. Now there was a reason, as if
he needed one, for getting out of here quickly: to let her choose her memories of her mother.

Though come to think of it, perhaps she would best like to have no memories at al.

The trunk was shoved into the back of a walk-in closet, asif it contained useless things, things which would
never be called for but were too good to throw
away. Sam wrestled it out of its corner and pried open the lid.

Two pairs of violet eyes peered over his shoul-ders.

"Oh," one of the boys said—Sam thought it might be Paul, though to be honest he couldn't redly tel them
apart. "That's just paper and junk. There isn't any good stuff."

Sam tossed him a grin. The trunk contained a length of Irish linen tablecloth; lifted away, it
revedled a layer of several cardboard boxes and manila folders. He lifted out one of the folders, paging
through it a random. It contained recipe clippings and notes on sewing patterns. The first two boxes
contained dusty, very much out-of-style shoes. The boys, bored, wandered out of the room.

He continued to burrow. Another folder held report cards for Missy and Tom, dating back to
nursery school. Stll another contained al the hills for therapy received, beginning in September 1961 and
continuing for the next twelve years. Tucked in on top was a hotation on Missy's broken arm, with a note
from the doctor indicating the patient could not recall how the injury had happened.

One of the boxes contained black-and-white and color photographs in various stages of brittleness,
including pictures of Missy's and Tom's graduations, hoodings, and robings from the eighth grade through
doctorate—Missy's, at least; Tom didn't seem to have gone past the MS.

There were other things in the boxes, too. He sorted, stacked, and eventualy returned amost everything
to the trunk, unable to decide what to keep and what to throw away.

But there was one item he kept out. He'd show it to Tom, he decided. Maybe it would help. Help what,
he wasn't sure.



CHAPTER
TWENTY-THREE

"Nothing will be the same again."
—Willy Brandt, November 1989

He came out of the bedroom and into the living room to find Tom staring down at his sons, a look of
utter disgust on his face. Sam could see why. The once-pristine blue suits were rumpled and dirty, and one
of the boys had torn a hole in the knee of his pants.

"l can't believe you didn't have the sense to change clothes," their father was saying bitterly.

"We were playing," one of the boys said.

"Don't you talk back to me! Damn you, don't you talk back to me!" He raised his hand, and Sam moved
forward to prevent the blow. But he stopped himsdlf; seeing the lift of the boys heads when they caught
sight of Sam moving in, he turned around.

"Can you bdlieve these kids?' he said wearily. "Look at them. They'll never be able to wear those suits
again."

"They'd probably grow out of them before they had the chance,” Sam said, watching him carefully.

"Don't make excuses for them. They come up with plenty of their own. They're always taking back. |
can't believeit. You and | never talked back the way these kids do."

Sam, who had never heard the kids in question talking back, and remembering dl too vividy what
happened when Missy and Tom had done o, held his peace.

"Have you seen the news?' he asked instead. "They're tearing down the Berlin Wall."

Tom nodded. Then, amost as an afterthought, he turned back to the boys. "You're dismissed. Go get
cleaned up and changed. And | don't ever want to see you playing in your good clothes again. Not ever, do
you understand me?"

"Yes, dr," the two mumbled in chorus, and took off at a dead run.

Tom looked after them, shaking his head and run-ning his hand through his hair. "Honest, 1 don't
know what to do with those kids sometimes. Maybe they would have been better off with their mother
after al. Though she never heard of discipline. Lets them run wild every time they go vist. It's hel getting
them sgquared away again once | get them back. Going back and forth is hard on kids."

Sam nodded. "Um, Tom, could we talk about that a little?"

Tom laughed. "What, is my baby sister the psy-chologist going to teach me how to raise my kids now?"

"Do you redly not remember how Mom used to beat us?'

Tom's face became a mask. "I remember she was dtrict with us. There's nothing wrong with that. Kids
have to learn to respect their parents.”

"She was more than strict. Don't you remember how she hit me the morning of the aert, when | didn't
eat a soft-boiled egg fast enough?' Behind Tom, he could see the Door dide upward, and Al come out to
join them.

"He wasn't there for that," Al said. "He was still
in his room, packing to run away. But don't let that stop you, Sam, you're on the right track.”

"No," Tom said, tightlipped. "I remember tdling you | didn't want to talk about this stuff anymore,
though.”

"Don't you remember helping me clean up the mess that day? That was the day you ran away.
That was the day | broke my arm. The day Mom—" he stumbled, redizing suddenly that Tom might very



wel never have been told that his mother had tried to kill hersdf. He wasn't sure whether using a
euphemism at this point would help or hurt matters. "The day Mom took the pills and liquor,” he said, opting
for the exact truth, "and we had to call the ambulance."

"I remember when she got sck,” Tom said. "But not the rest of it. | don't think the rest of it ever
hap-pened. You're just making al this stuff up, using it as an excuse not to get married and have a family."
He shook his head. "This psychology crap of yours never did anybody any good. Mom or anybody."

"It probably kept her from killing her daughter," Sam said, his voice very soft. "You redly don't
remember, do you? Y ou've blocked it dl out."

"Well, either I've blocked it dl out or it never happened to begin with,” Tom responded sharply. "And
since | seem to be doing okay with my life, | know which answer | think is right.”

"Yeah? You're not doing dl that okay," Al jeered. "You got divorced, you got fired, you lost a promotion
a your last job. Real okay, huh?"

"Do you remember this?* Sam said, holding out what he had been carrying, what he had found in one of
the boxes in the trunk, carefully preserved.

Something flickered in Tom's expression as he took the mode biplane in his hands, turning it around and
around, carefully, as if examining the workmanship. "What's this, one of my old toys? Where did you dig
this up?'

"It wasin the trunk. Mom saved it. Are you sure you don't remember? This is the one that got broken
the day you ran away. She saved it. She tried to fix it. Look." There was a glob of glue, inexpertly
gpplied, on one wing, halding it to the body of the plane.

Tom bit hislower lip and shook his head. "Nope. It's a broken toy. God knows weve got enough of
them back at the house. Those kids can't keep their toysin one piece. Y ou planning on keeping this?'

" was hoping you would,” Sam answered quietly, beginning to lose hope. He had redly believed that
the sght of the little biplane, so carefully preserved far 0long, would have evoked the mamariesin Tom, so that
he would see the connections between what he was doing to his sons and what had been done to him, so
many years ago.

"Itisn't enough,” Al said. "He redlly has buried it degp”

The Observer and the Project Director watched as Tom Robicheaux tossed the toy into a convenient
wastebasket. "Does this conclude our sesson?' he asked. "Send your hill to my office, litlle Sster. And
quit bugging me about it, okay? I've had just about enough of your fantasies of being beaten. Y ou're the
sck one, if you ask me”

"I'm open to suggedions,” Sam sad later, taking to Al in the back bedroom. He had excused him-sdif
from dedling with Tom and the mgor, tdling them he was going to sort clothing. Meanwhile, hed
rescued the modd from the wastebasket and was trying in vain to draighten a warped strut. "l redly
thought seeing this would have made him remem-ber."

"Mayle he doesremambe;,” Al uggested. "Hejust doesn't want to admit it. Missy says she's araid he's going
to go the same route Jane did. Carry-ing abuse forward another generetion. It happens
alot. Most child abusers were abused themsdves, she says. They don't think it's abuse because that's
whet they grew up with. They think it's normd dsidine”

"I can't believe anybody redly thinks that hitting a kid is the right way to discipline him.”

"Y ou never got spanked when you were akid?"

"W, yeeh, once or twicg but aly when | desaved it

"Jane only hit her kids when they deserved it, too," Al pointed out. "It'sdl in the eye of the behold-er.
Or in the standards you grew up with."

"I wasn't abused,” Sam said, swift to the defense of his parents. "l knew my parents loved me"

"Nobody said they didn't. But one or two spank-ings over a childhood isnt the same thing Tom and
Missy grew up with before Jane went into thera-py."

"So what happened, did she find a magic bul-let and quit, just like that?' Sam was getting frus-trated.

"There aren't any magic bullets. But she learned to control hersdf once she redized what she was
doing. She loved her kids, too. Just like Tom loves his'

Sam nodded, recdling the folders and pictures. "So what am | supposed to do?’



"Youve dready figured it out,” Al informed him. "Y ou're here to break the chain of abuse. To stop
Tom before he redly gets started. Otherwise those kids are going to be damaged the same way he was,
and it's never going to end.”

"How am | supposed to do that when he won't even admit he was abused? He doesn't even want to
tak about it!"

Al shrugged. "You got me" he said. "I thought the modd airplane would do it, mysdf."

"Does Ziggy have any idess?'

"Sam, if you're out of ideas, and I'm out of idess, it isn't very likely that Ziggy's going to be able to come

up with anything. | mean, he's smart, but he's still a computer.”

"What about Missy? What about V erbeena?'

"Verbeena says that if an abuser acknowledges the problem, that's more than haf the battle. Tom just
won't, that's al."

"l wish you could play back for him that day," Sam murmured. "He may think he's forgotten it, but I'll
bet he hasn't. | don't see how anybody could possibly forget something like that."

"He hasn't forgotten it, he's denied it ever hap-pened.” Al pecked at the handlink. "Maybe if we could
do a hologrammatic light show for him—Nope. Ziggy says it won't work. | don't know how you're going
to do it, Sam. But Ziggy says that you've got to find some way, or you aren't going to be able to Leap."

Dinner that evening was an uneasy meal. Sam redized early on that Missy's father and brother
expected the woman in the house to take care of the meal, s0 he took the boys into the kitchen
with him and made spaghetti, ignoring the futile attempts by Al to taste the sauce and offer culinary
criticism. They were good at setting the table, only having to go back once for the right number of place
settings. A massive china cabinet in the dining room held the crystal and china he remembered,
but he opted to use instead the more workaday, modern dmost-china and plastic glasses from a cupboard
over the dishwasher.

He set David to tearing lettuce for salad, and Paul to peding carrots, while he set water to bail for the
pasta.

"You aren't redly going to use one of those mixes for the sauce, are you?' Al mourned. "Sam, dl you
gotta do is get some fresh oregano. . . ."

Sam, unable to respond because of the presence of the twins, closed his eyes and thought dark

thoughts. Despite the dubious assistance of the hologram, the chef and his assistants managed to put

together areasonable facsimile of ameal. Al finally gave up and returned to the Project to fix an Italian

meal of his own—"without using one of those damn mixes," as he informed Sam.

The mgor and Tom appeared to approve. They ate, at least, with every evidence of enjoyment.

"A round of applause for Paul and David," Sam insisted, as Tom polished off the last piece of homemade
garlic bread. "I couldn't have done it without them."

"We did the salad dl by ourselves," David said shyly.

"Widl, | think you did a damn fine job," the mgjor growled, and applauded as directed. After a moment
Tom joined in, and Sam looked at the boys glow-ing faces. How could Tom see this, and not under-stand
the. difference between this and the lack of expression his sons habitudly wore? He thought they
respected him. Sam cdled it fear.

"So you're going to grow up to be chefs and wear white hats?' Tom jibed. "You'l look pretty slly."

"Wewon't besilly," Paul said.

"If | say you're dlly, you're slly." It sounded like a joke, but it wasn't. The mgjor stopped clapping and
looked at his son.

But he said nothing. He saw what was going on, Sam redized, just as he had seen bruises twenty-eight
years before. But he was willing to accept those bruises as the result of an accident then, and he was
going to let Tom's remark pass as a joke now.

And Sam was trapped too, because if he made an issue of it now, it would exaggerate the entire
inci-dent out of proportion. But he had to say something. "You might look slly," he offered, "but you'd ill
be very good chefs."

The ingtant the words were out of his mouth he was disgusted with himsalf. Surely he could have come
up with something more devastating to Tom, more supportive to the children?



He'd probably think of something, three Leaps from now.

Meanwhile the boys were giving him grateful glances and Tom was shaking his head to himself.

They finished dinner, and the men moved into the living room to continue talking about world events and
footbdl, while Sam and the boys remained behind to clean up. Paul scraped carrot peelings and
other salad scraps into the disposal, while David rinsed the dishes and put them in the dishwasher. Sam
findly redlized he was in the way, and stood back to let them work.

"You do thisall the time at home?' he asked.

"Yes," they chorused. "Is something wrong?' David added, standing in the middle of the kitchen floor
with a plate in his hands. "We're doing it right. Aren't we?"'

"Sure you are," Sam reassured him. "Y ou're doing it fine."

They finished up, and he sent them back into their room to play with some toy trucks. He paused at the
door to the living room, listening to the conversa-tion about Gorbachev and Honecker, perestroika and
glasnost, the opening of internationa borders, the fal of the Wall. He could remember being involved in
conversations like that, years ago, when he worked on Star Bright.

But he had no desire to become involved in a discussion of them now, and they showed no inclination to
invite him to participate anyway. The mgor glanced up and said, "l could use another cup of coffee, hon,"
and went on talking.

Sam took the cup back to the kitchen, refilled it, and brought it back. He sat in one of the armchairs,
dipped off his shoes, and pulled his legs up under him—a very comfortable posture in this body. The
conversation continued. He made one or two contri-butions, largely unnoticed. After a while Al showed up
again, took in the stuation, and clamed a corner of the couch opposite the mgor, adding a running
commentary of his own. The information that Ziggy hadn't come up with anything new was incidental.

The mgjor didn't want his children to leave in the morning, Sam could tell. He was pouring out months of
conversation, observation, ingtructions meant to show that he was ill the Father, ill an important man in
his house. But as it got later, he began to fade, and he findly caught himsdf gifling a yawn and abruptly
decided to go to bed.

Sam and Tom and Al remained, sharing a few moments of peace and quiet, Tom finishing his cof-fee
and Sam trying franticaly to think of a way to convince the man to deal with the past before he left
Portland and the influence of his sister forever, Al polluting the atmosphere of the Imaging Chamber with a
good cigar and vast contentment.

"Y ou ought to do this more often,” the Observer informed Sam. "It's been a long time since we've had a
bull session like this one.”

Sam blinked, exasperated. He couldn't respond directly. And there were more important issues to deal
with.

"They're good boys," he said at last.

Tom smiled. "You aren't going to start again, are you?"

Sam's skin crawled. The threat was implicit in the words, not the tone. It was as if that
pattern of words had been used before, innumerable times, and each time the incident ended in violence.

And each time ... he wondered. How could Tom not remember? How deeply barricaded were those
memories that it was so desperately important that he not let out?

He got up and went into the bedroom, retrieving the toy airplane and bringing it back to the living

room where Tom still sat.

Al saw the modd and the expression on Sam's face. "Uh, oh. You've got an idea, don't you?"

Sam smiled grimly. Maybe Ziggy couldn't play it back for Tom—but he, Sam Beckett, didn't
have a photographic memory for nothing. And he, Sam Beckett, was the only one who could play it
back. Because he had been there.

"l don't like thelooks of this," Al said.

Neither did Tom. "What the hedl is that for?' he said. "I told you that subject was closed.”

"I know what you said," Sam answered. He set the model down on the coffee table between them,
propping up the broken strut so it looked whole. "You really don't remember how this happened?"

Tom looked at the model and shrugged. " Stepped on it, probably.”

Sam thought about it, nodded. "Something like that." He leaned forward in his chair, placed both feet flat
upon the floor.

"Don't you remember what your room looked like in Hainerberg?' he said. It was there before him, as if
apicture in stereoscope, the gift of a photographic memory when there weren't any holes. "Y ou had model



planes hanging from the ceiling. You had a Fokker and a Mosqguito and a bomber, a B-52, and one of those
big transport planes | never knew the name of. Remember?"

Tom shifted uneasily, shaking his head. "So? Every kid had planes.”

"You had airplanes on your bedspread. With pic-tures of pilots wearing red slk scarves and wearing
goggles. Remember, Tom? And you had one of those rugs, a shag rug, and it had an airplane on it—what
kind of plane was on the rug?’

"A Messerschmidt. It was a German design. Mom made it up for me."

Sam nodded. "Y eah. Messerschmidt.” He reached

out with one finger and touched the wing of the wooden model. "But you huilt the others. The ones hanging
from the celing, and the ones on the table, the finished ones you didn't have time to hang up yet. The room
smelled like glue, airplane glue. You spent alot of time on it, didn't you? Building those planes was a lot of
fun."

"Y eah, s0?'

"It took alot of time. A lot of effort. Didn't it? Can you remember how careful you had to be . . ."

"Oh, will you cut it out! Yeah, | was careful! | was a kid! It was a kid's hobby! So what!" He started to
get to his feet.

"So what," Sam said, his voice as low and as ugly and as much like that of Jane Robicheaux, that
long-ago Monday afternoon, as he could make it. "Don't you talk to me in that tone of voice.”

Tom flinched back. "What—"

With a sweep of his right hand, Sam knocked the mode off the table, sending it crashing into the wall,
and got to his feet, standing over the man on the couch. "Don't you talk back to me Damn you, don't
you talk back to me! You little ungrateful monster! Monster!

"All you wanted was something to eat,” Sam went on, in his own voice, but gill shouting, ill chipping
away. "You were late. Daddy came home and left again, we had dinner and you weren't there, dl you
wanted was something to eat! Remember? Remem-ber?" He stepped away long enough to snatch up the
pieces of the modd, thrust it under the man's nose. "Y ou were working on this model. This modd!"

His voice changed again to the pitch and texture Jane Robicheaux had used, so many years ago. "You
came home late. Your father was here for dinner!" he screamed at the man on the couch. "Your father
was here and you weren't home! He called you and you didn't come! Where were you? You lazy,
useless, disobedient boy! You don't deserve to have a father!

You don't deserve to have a family!" Isn't that what she said to you that day? Isn't it? And she said,
‘Don't you ever do what you're told!" and you said, ‘All | wanted was something to eat! What are you
going to do, sarve me?

"And thenwhet heppened? What hgppened, Tom?What came next? You remember, don't you? What came
next?'

"She hit me" he said, shrinking back into the cushions. "She hit me, and she knocked the modes
down, and she broke it. She hit me into the wal and she broke it—"

"And then what happened?' Sam sad inexorably, hammering a him. "What happened next, Tom?"

"|—hit—her—back—and | ran away," he gasped. "I ran away, and then there was the dert, and the
fire, and you came—"

"Why did you run away, Tom? Why did you run anvay?'

"Because she hit us, and she ydled a us, and she cdled us named” Tom was crumbling, caught up in
the memory Sam was being for him, playing back for him.

"And it hurt, didn't it?" He couldn't let up now. Not yet. Out of the corner of his eye he could see Al,
burning cigar forgotten, Saring at him with his mouth open, and he could tdl that the mgor was standing
inthe doorway just outsde the periphery of hisvison. "It hurt, didn't it!"

"I was bad!" Tom walled, weeping openly now. "I didn't check in! | talked back! | deserved it!"

"No,"” Sam said, in an dmog norma voice now. His throat hurt. It didnt matter. He was bresking
through. "You did not deserve it. If you remember what happened to you, you remember wha
hap-pened to me, too. Neither one of us deserved it. No kids deserve that kind of treatment. We didnt
deserve it then, and your kids don't deserve it now."

"l—I don't hit my kids," Tom gasped.
"Neither did your mother, to begin with," Al and Sam said at dmog exactly the same time, and traded



adartled glance.

"It doesn't start with hitting,” Sam went on. "It tarts with ydling. And you are ydling exactly the same
things a your boys that your mother ydled a you, twenty-eight years ago. You dmost hit them this
afternoon for tearing their clothes. Can you see this? Damn it, Tom, can you see it now?"

He wouldn't look up a Sam, but he looked a the broken pieces of the modd, took them up in his
hands, and he nodded. "She said those things to us™ he whispered. "That's how | learned to say them
too. Those are the words you say." His gaze shifted then, and he met his Sster's eyes. "I remember. It
happened just that way. | remember.”

"No" themgar sad fran the doarway. "No. | dont believe it. Y ou're meking it up. You're lying.”

He faced his children and he denied it, denied his son's tears, his daughter's unfamiliar rage.

"Yausaw my facewhenyou camehomethat dey," Sam said. "You saw.”

"You fdl into the coffee table. Y ou were awaysfdling into things."

" was pushed. | was dapped. | was hit with a closed fid. | was thrown againg the wal."

"Liar." There was utter loathing and condemna-tion in the old man's tone. "Liar."

"No. |l amnotaliar.”

"Shes not lying," Tom said. "She's not. | remem-ba”

“Liar," the old man repeated. "l want you to get out of my house. | want you to go away and nev-er
come back. Y our mother loved you. She never hit you.”

"Jane Robicheaux loved her children,” Sam said with precision. "She loved them desperately. And she
wasin terrible, terrible pain. And as a result she abused them every day, verbdly and physical-
ly. She cut them down with words as well as with blows. She told them they were stupid, that they were
worthless. She hit them and told them it was their fault for getting hit. And because they were kids they
believed her, and now Tom is doing the same things to his children, the children that he loves, because he
was taught that that's the way you love someone. And | want to see it stop now."

"Liar," the old man repeated, and turned his back on him.

"He's never going to bdieve you,” Tom said. "He wouldn't see it then and he won't believe it now."

"The point is, do you? Areyou going to get help?"

"That stuff you were talking about in your |et-ters?'

"Exactly that stuff,” Sam agreed. "Are you going to do it?'

Tom looked down at the mode in his hands. "I love my kids" He caught back a sob, startling himsdlf. "I
love my kids."

That was it. The moment of completeness. Of rightness. Of redemption.

"Bingo," Al said.

And Sam Leaped.

AUTHOR'S NOTE

The American housing development of Hainerberg, Germany, is a real place. Street names in Hainerberg
did consist of state names combined with the Ger-man word for "street"—thus, "Texasstrasse”" is a real
street, and the apartment building described did (and ill may) exist. American dependents living in
Hainerberg and elsewhere in the Federal Republic of Germany in the late fifties and early sixties did keep
bags packed and ready in case international tensions exploded and evacuation was required on short notice.

The author is not, however, aware of any actual evacuation aert or drill taking place in Wiesbaden on the
date, or during the time period, described. The Robicheaux family is fictiond, and any resemblance to any
real family living in Hainerberg at that time or at that address is purely coincidental.



The quotations that head the chapters are either from actual documents provided by the American
military to its dependents, or from the public record of the time.



