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When
I was young, I loved in thought to plod 


The
lands of long ago, when creatures trod 


The
earth, with spines or fangs, or talon-shod, 


Like
none that lives today. I wished some god 


Would
whisk me back to stride the selfsame sod 


As
mammoth, saber-tooth, or sauropod, 


            and
others just as odd.


 


But
now I know that on this present sphere, 


However
sane, conventional, and drear 


My
swarming fellow anthropoids appear, 


Beneath
the fragile civilized veneer 


Of
men lurk spirits every kit as queer 


As
brontosaurus or titanothere 


            And
worthier of fear.


 


L. Sprague de
Camp, 1968
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            No, I'm sorry, Mr. Seligman,
but I can't take you hunting late-Mesozoic dinosaur.


 


            Yes, I know what the
advertisement says.


 


            Why not? How much d'you
weigh? Fifty-four kilos? Let's see—that's under sixty kilos, which is my lower
limit.


 


            I could take you to other
periods, you know. I'll take you to any period in the Cenozoic. I'D get you a
shot at an entelodont or a uintathere. They've got fine heads.


 


            I'll even stretch a point
and take you to the basal Pleistocene, where you can try for one of the mammoths
or the mastodon.


 


            I'll take you back to the
Triassic, where you can shoot one of the smaller ancestral dinosaurs. But I
will bloody well not take you to the Jurassic or Cretaceous. You're just too
small.


 


            What's your size got to do
with it? Look here, mate, what did you think you were going to shoot your
dinosaur with?


 


            Oh, you hadn't thought, eh?


 


            Well, sit there a minute ...
Here you are: my own private gun for that work, a Continental .600. Does look
like a shotgun, doesn't it? But it's rifled, as you can see by looking through
the barrels. Shoots a pair of .600 Nitro Express cartridges the size of
bananas; weighs nearly seven kilos and has a muzzle energy of over twenty-two
hundred KGMs. Costs twenty thousand dollars. Lot of money for a gun, eh?


 


            I have some spares we rent
to the sahibs. Designed for knocking down elephant. Not just wounding them,
knocking them base-over-apex. That's why they don't make guns like this in
America, though I suppose they will if hunting parries keep going back in time.


 


            Now, I've been guiding
hunting parties for twenty years. Guided 'em in Africa until the game gave out
there except on the preserves. And all that time I've never known a bloke your
size who could handle the six-nought-nought. It knocks 'em over, and even when
they stay on their feet they get so scared of the bloody cannon after a few
shots that they flinch. And they find the gun too heavy to drag around rough
Mesozoic country. Wears 'em out.


 


            It's true that lots of
people have killed elephant with lighter guns: the .500, .475, and .465
doubles, for instance, or even .375 magnum repeaters. The difference is, with a
.375 you have to hit something vital, preferably the heart, and can't depend on
simple shock power.


 


            An elephant weighs—let's
see—four to six tonnes. You're proposing to shoot reptiles weighing two or
three times as much as an elephant and with much greater tenacity of life.
That's why the syndicate decided to take no more people dinosaur hunting unless
they could handle the .600. We learned the hard way, as you Americans say.
There were some unfortunate incidents ...


 


            I'll tell you, Mr. Seligman.
It's after seventeen-hundred. Time I closed the office. Why don't we stop at
the bar on our way out while I tell you the story?


 


-


 


            ... It was about the Raja's
and my fifth safari into time. The Raja? Oh, he's the Aiyar half of Rivers and
Aiyar. I call him the Raja because he's the hereditary monarch of Janpur. Means
nothing nowadays, of course. Knew him in India and ran into him in New York
running the Indian tourist agency. That dark chap in the photograph on my
office wall, the one with his foot on the dead sabertooth.


 


            Well, Chandra Aiyar was fed
up with handing out brochures about the Taj Mahal and wanted to do a bit of
hunting again. I was at loose ends when we heard of Professor Prochaska's time
machine at the big University.


 


            Where's the Raja now? Out on
safari, in the Early Oligocene after titanothere, while I run the office. We
take turn about, but the first few times we went out together.


 


            Anyhow, we caught the next
'plane to St. Louis. To our mortification, we found we weren't the first. Lord,
no! There were other hunting guides and no end of scientists, each with his own
idea of the right way to use the machine.


 


            We scraped off the
historians and archeologists right at the start. Seems the bloody machine won't
work for periods more recent than 100,000 years ago. It works from there up to
about a billion years.


 


            Why? Oh, I'm no four-dimensional
thinker; but, as I understand it, if people could go back to a more recent
time, their actions would affect our own history, which would be a paradox or
contradiction of facts. Can't have that in a well-run universe, you know.


 


            But, before 100,000 B.C.,
more or less, the actions of the expeditions are lost in the stream of time
before human history begins. At that, once a stretch of past time has been
used, say the month of January, one million B.C., you can't use that stretch
over again by sending another party into it. Paradoxes again.


 


            The professor isn't worried,
though. With a billion years to exploit, he won't soon run out of eras.


 


            Another limitation of the
machine is the matter of size. For technical reasons, Prochaska had to build
the transition chamber just big enough to hold four men with their personal
gear, and the chamber wallah. Larger parties have to be sent through in relays.
That means, you see, it's not practical to take jeeps, launches, aircraft, and
other powered vehicles.


 


            On the other hand, since
you're going to periods without human beings, there's no whistling up a hundred
native bearers to trot along with your gear on their heads. So we usually take
a train of asses—burros, they call them here. Most periods have enough natural
forage so you can get where you want to go.


 


            As I say, everybody had his
own idea for using the machine. The scientists looked down their noses at us
hunters and said it would be a crime to waste the machine's time pandering to
our sadistic amusements.


 


            We brought up another angle.
The machine cost a cool thirty million. I understand this came from the
Rockefeller Board and such people, but that accounted for the original cost
only, not the cost of operation. And the thing uses fantastic amounts of power.
Most of the scientists' projects, while worthy enough, were run on a
shoestring, financially speaking.


 


            Now, we guides catered to
people with money, a species with which America seems well stocked. No offense,
sport. Most of these could afford a substantial fee for passing through the
machine into the past. Thus we could help finance the operation of the machine
for scientific purposes, provided we got a fair share of its time. In the end,
the guides formed a syndicate, one member being the partnership of Rivers and
Aiyar, to apportion the machine's time.


 


            We had rush business from
the start. Our wives— the Raja's and mine—raised hell with us for a while.
They'd hoped that, when the big game gave out in our own era, they'd never have
to share us with lions and things again, but you know how women are. Hunting's
not really dangerous if you keep your head and take precautions.


 


-


 


            On the fifth expedition, we
had two sahibs to wet-nurse; both Americans in their thirties, both physically
sound, and both solvent. Otherwise they were as different as different can be.


 


            Courtney James was what you
chaps call a playboy: a rich young man from New York who'd always had his own
way and didn't see why that agreeable condition shouldn't continue. A big
bloke, almost as big as I am; handsome in a florid way, but beginning to run to
fat. He was on his fourth wife and, when he showed up at the office with a
blond twist with "model" written all over her, I assumed that this
was the fourth Mrs. James.


 


            "Miss Bartram,"
she corrected me, with an embarrassed giggle.


 


            "She's not my
wife," James explained. "My wife is in Mexico, I think, getting a
divorce. But Bunny here would like to go along—"


 


            "Sorry," I said,
"we don't take ladies. At least, not to the Late Mesozoic."


 


            This wasn't strictly true,
but I felt we were running enough risks, going after a little-known fauna,
without dragging in people's domestic entanglements. Nothing against sex, you
understand. Marvelous institution and ail that, but not where it interferes
with my living.


 


            "Oh, nonsense!"
said James. "If she wants to go, she'll go. She skis and flies my
airplane, so why shouldn't she—"


 


            "Against the firm's
policy," I said.


 


            "She can keep out of
the way when we run up against the dangerous ones," he said.


 


            "No, sorry."


 


            "Damn it!" said
he, getting red. "After all, I'm, paying you a goodly sum, and I'm
entitled to take whoever I please."


 


            "You can't hire me to
do anything against my best judgment," I said. "If that's how you feel,
get another guide."


 


            "All right, I
will," he said. "And I'll tell all my friends you're a
God-damned—" Well, he said a lot of things I won't repeat, until I told
him to get out of the office or I'd throw him out.


 


            I was sitting in the office
and thinking sadly of all that lovely money James would have paid me if I
hadn't been so stiff-necked, when in came my other lamb, one August Holtzinger.
This was a little slim pale chap with glasses, polite and formal. Holtzinger
sat on the edge of his chair and said:


 


            "Uh—Mr. Rivers, I don't
want you to think I'm here under false pretences. I'm really not much of an
outdoorsman, and I'll probably be scared to death when I see a real dinosaur.
But I'm determined to hang a dinosaur head over my fireplace or die in the
attempt."


 


            "Most of us are
frightened at first," I soothed him, "though it doesn't do to show
it." And little by little I got the story out of him.


 


            While James had always been
wallowing in the stuff, Holtzinger was a local product who'd only lately come
into the real thing. He'd had a little business here in St. Louis and just
about made ends meet when an uncle cashed in his chips somewhere and left
little Augie the pile.


 


            Now Holtzinger had acquired
a fiancée and was building a big house. When it was finished, they'd be married
and move into it. And one furnishing he demanded was a ceratopsian head over
the fireplace. Those are the ones with the big horned heads with a parrot's
beak and a frill over the neck, you know. You have to think twice about
collecting them, because, if you put a two-meter Triceratops head into a
small living room, there's apt to be no room left for anything else.


 


            We were talking about this
when in came a girl: a small girl in her twenties, quite ordinary-looking, and
crying.


 


            "Augie!" she
cried. "You can't! You mustn't! You'll be killed!" She grabbed him
round the knees and said to me:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, you
mustn't take him! He's all I've got! He'll never stand the hardships!"


 


            "My dear young
lady," I said, "I should hate to cause you distress, but it's up to
Mr. Holtzinger to decide whether he wishes to retain my services."


 


            "It's no use,
Claire," said Holtzinger. "I'm going, though I'll probably hate every
minute of it."


 


            "What's that,
mate?" I said. "If you hate it, why go? Did you lose a bet, or
something?"


 


            "No," said
Holtzinger. "It's this way. Uh—I'm a completely undistinguished kind of
guy. I'm not brilliant or big or strong or handsome. I'm just an ordinary
Midwestern small businessman. You never even notice me at Rotary luncheons, I
fit in so perfectly.


 


            "But that doesn't say
I'm satisfied. I've always hankered to go to far places and do big things. I'd
like to be a glamorous, adventurous sort of guy. Like you, Mr. Rivers."


 


            "Oh, come," I
said. "Professional hunting may seem glamorous to you, but to me it's just
a living."


 


            He shook his head.
"Nope. You know what I mean. Well, now I've got this legacy, I could
settle down to play bridge and golf the rest of my life, and try to act like I
wasn't bored. But I'm determined to do something with some color in it, once at
least. Since there's no more real big-game hunting in the present, I'm gonna
shoot a dinosaur and hang his head over my mantel if it's the last thing I do.
I'll never be happy otherwise."


 


            Well, Holtzinger and his
girl argued, but he wouldn't give in. She made me swear to take the best care
of her Augie and departed, sniffling.


 


            When Holtzinger had left,
who should come in but my vile-tempered friend Courtney James? He apologized
for insulting me, though you could hardly say he groveled.


 


            "I don't really have a
bad temper," he said, "except when people won't cooperate with me.
Then I sometimes get mad. But so long as they're cooperative I'm not hard to get
along with."


 


            I knew that by
"cooperate" he meant to do whatever Courtney James wanted, but I
didn't press the point. "How about Miss Bartram?" I asked.


 


            "We had a row," he
said. "I'm through with women. So, if there's no hard feelings, let's go
on from where we left off."


 


            "Very well," I
said, business being business.


 


            The Raja and I decided to
make it a joint safari to eighty-five million years ago: The Early Upper
Cretaceous, or the Middle Cretaceous as some American geologists call it. It's
about the best period for dinosaur in Missouri. You'll find some individual species
a little larger in the Late Upper Cretaceous, but the period we were going to
gives a wider variety.


 


            Now, as to our equipment:
The Raja and I each had a Continental .600, like the one I showed you, and a
few smaller guns. At this time we hadn't worked up much capital and had no
spare .600s to rent.


 


            August Holtzinger said he
would rent a gun, as he expected this to be his only safari, and there's no
point in spending twenty thousand dollars for a gun you'll shoot only a few
times. But, since we had no spare .600s, his choice lay between buying one of
those and renting one of our smaller pieces.


 


            We drove into the country
and set up a target, to let him try the .600. Holtzinger heaved up the gun and
let fly. He missed completely, and the kick knocked him flat on his back.


 


            He got up, looking paler
than ever, and handed me back the gun, saying: "Uh—I think I'd better try
something smaller."


 


            When his shoulder stopped
hurting, I tried him out on the smaller rifles. He took a fancy to my
Winchester 70, chambered for the .375 magnum cartridge. This is an excellent
all-round gun—perfect for the big cats and bears, but a little fight for
elephant and definitely light for dinosaur. I should never have given in, but I
was in a hurry, and it might have taken months to have a new .600 made to order
for him. James already had a gun, a Holland & Holland .500 double express,
which is almost in a class with the .600.


 


            Both sahibs had done a bit
of shooting, so I didn't worry about their accuracy. Shooting dinosaur is not a
matter of extreme accuracy, but of sound judgment and smooth co-ordination so
you shan't catch twigs in the mechanism of your gun, or fall into holes, or
climb a small tree that the dinosaur can pluck you out of, or blow your guide's
head off.


 


            People used to hunting
mammals sometimes try to shoot a dinosaur in the brain. That's the silliest
thing you can do, because dinosaur haven't got any. To be exact, they have a
little lump of tissue the size of a tennis ball on the front end of their spines,
and how are you going to hit that when it's imbedded in a two-meter skull?


 


            The only safe rule with
dinosaur is: always try for a heart shot. They have big hearts, over fifty
kilos in the largest species, and a couple of .600 slugs through the heart will
slow them up, at least. The problem is to get the slugs through that mountain
of meat around it.


 


-


 


            Well, we appeared at
Prochaska's laboratory one rainy morning: James and Holtzinger, the Raja and I,
our herder Beauregard Black, three helpers, Ming the cook, and twelve jacks.


 


            The transition chamber is a
little cubbyhole the size of a small lift. My routine is for the men with the
guns to go first, in case a hungry theropod is standing near the machine when
it arrives. So the two sahibs, the Raja, and I crowded into the chamber with
our guns and packs. The operator, Bruce Cohen, squeezed in after us, closed the
door, and fiddled with his dials. He set the thing for April twenty-fourth,
eighty-five million B.C., and pressed the red button. The lights went out,
leaving the chamber lit by a little battery-operated lamp. James and Holtzinger
looked pretty green, but that may have been the fighting. The Raja and I had
been through all this before, so the vibration and vertigo didn't bother us.


 


            The little spinning black
hands of the dials slowed down and stopped. The operator looked at his
ground-level gage and turned the handwheel that raised the chamber so it
shouldn't materialize underground. Then he pressed another button, and the door
slid open.


 


            No matter how often I do it,
I get a frightful thrill out of stepping into a bygone era. The operator had
raised the chamber just above ground level, so I jumped down, my gun ready. The
others came after.


 


            "Right-o," I said
to the chamber wallah, and he closed the door. The chamber disappeared, and we
looked around. There weren't any dinosaur in sight, nothing but lizards.


 


            In this period, the chamber
materializes on top of a rocky rise, from which you can see in all directions
as far as the haze will let you. To the west, you see the arm of the Kansas Sea
that reaches across Missouri and the big swamp around the bayhead where the
sauropods five.


 


            To the north is a low range
that the Raja named the Janpur hills, after the Indian kingdom his forebears
once ruled. To the east, the land slopes up to a plateau, good for
ceratopsians, while to the south is flat country with more sauropod swamps and
lots of ornithopod: duckbill and iguanodont.


 


            The finest thing about the
Cretaceous is the climate: balmy, like the South Sea Islands, but not so muggy
as most Jurassic climates. It was spring, with dwarf magnolias in bloom all
over.


 


            A thing about this landscape
is that it combines a fairly high rainfall with an open type of vegetation
cover. That is, the grasses hadn't yet evolved to the point of forming solid
carpets over all the open ground. So the ground is thick with laurel,
sassafras, and other shrubs, with bare earth between. There are big thickets of
palmettos and ferns. The trees round the hill are mostly cycads, standing
singly and in copses. You'd call 'em palms. Down towards the Kansas Sea are
more cycads and willows, while the uplands are covered with screw pine and
ginkgoes.


 


            Now, I'm no bloody poet—the
Raja writes the stuff, not me—but I can appreciate a beautiful scene. One of
the helpers had come through the machine with two of the jacks and was pegging
them out, and I was looking through the haze and sniffing the air, when a gun
went off behind me—bang! bang!


 


            I whirled round,
and there was Courtney James with his .500, and an ornithomime legging it for
cover fifty meters away. The ornithomimes are medium-sized running dinosaurs,
slender things with long necks and lees, like a cross between a lizard and an
ostrich. This kind is over two meters tall and weighs as much as a man. The
beggar had wandered out of the nearest copse, and James gave him both barrels.
Missed.


 


            I was upset, as
trigger-happy sahibs are as much a menace to their party as theropods. I
yelled: "Damn it, you idiot! I thought you weren't to shoot without a word
from me?"


 


            "And who the hell are
you, to tell me when I'll shoot my own gun?" he said.


 


            We had a rare old row until
Holtzinger and the Raja got us calmed down. I explained:


 


            "Look here, Mr. James,
I've got reasons. If you shoot off all your ammunition before the trip's over,
your gun won't be available in a pinch, as it's the only one of its caliber. If
you empty both barrels at an unimportant target, what would happen if a big
theropod charged before you could reload? Finally, it's not sporting to shoot
everything in sight, just to hear the gun go off. Do you understand?"


 


            "Yeah, I guess
so," he said.


 


            The rest of the party came
through the machine, and we pitched our camp a safe distance from the
materializing place. Our first task was to get fresh meat. For a twenty-one-day
safari like this, we calculate our food requirements closely, so we can make
out on tinned stuff and concentrates if we must, but we count on killing at
least one piece of meat. When that's butchered, we go off on a short tour,
stopping at four or five camping places to hunt and arriving back at base a few
days before the chamber is due to appear.


 


            Holtzinger, as I said,
wanted a ceratopsian head, any kind. James insisted on just one head: a
tyrannosaur. Then everybody'd think he'd shot the most dangerous game of all
time.


 


            Fact is, the tyrannosaur's
overrated. He's more a carrion eater than an active predator, though he'll snap
you up if he gets the chance. He's less dangerous than some of the other
theropods—the flesh eaters, you know—such as the smaller Gorgosaurus from
the period we were in. But everybody's read about the tyrant lizard, and he
does have the biggest head of the theropods.


 


            The one in our period isn't
the rex, which is later and a bit bigger and more specialized. It's the trionyches,
with the fore-limbs not quite so reduced, though they're still too small
for anything but picking the brute's teeth after a meal.


 


-


 


            When camp was pitched, we
still had the afternoon. So the Raja and I took our sahibs on their first hunt.
We had a map of the local terrain from previous trips.


 


            The Raja and I have worked
out a system for dinosaur hunting. We split into two groups of two men each and
walk parallel from twenty to forty meters apart. Each group had a sahib in
front and a guide following and telling him where to go. We tell the sahibs we
put them in front so they shall have the first shot. Well, that's true, but
another reason is they're always tripping and falling with their guns cocked,
and if the guide were in front he'd get shot.


 


            The reason for two groups is
that, if a dinosaur starts for one, the other gets a good heart shot from the
side.


 


            As we walked, there was the
usual rustle of lizards scuttling out of the way: little fellows, quick as a
flash and colored like all the jewels in Tiffany's, and big gray ones that hiss
at you as they plod off. There were tortoises and a few little snakes. Birds
with beaks full of teeth flapped off squawking. And always there was that marvelous
mild Cretaceous air. Makes a bloke want to take his clothes off and dance with
vine leaves in his hair, if you know what I mean.


 


            Our sahibs soon found that
Mesozoic country is cut up into millions of nullahs—gullies, you'd say. Walking
is one long scramble, up and down, up and down.


 


            We'd been scrambling for an
hour, and the sahibs were soaked with sweat and had their tongues hanging out,
when the Raja whistled. He'd spotted a group of bonehead feeding on cycad
shoots.


 


            These are the pachycephalosaurs,
small ornithopods about the size of men with a bulge on top of their heads that
makes them look almost intelligent. Means nothing, because the bulge is solid
bone. The males butt each other with these heads in fighting over the females.


 


            These chaps would drop down
on all fours, munch up a shoot, then stand up and look around. They're warier
than most dinosaur, because they're the favorite food of the big theropods.


 


            People sometimes assume
that, because dinosaur are so stupid, their senses must be dim, too. But it's
not so. Some, like the sauropods, are pretty dim-sensed, but most have good
smell and eyesight and fair hearing. Their weakness is that, having hardly any
minds, they have little memories. Hence, out of sight, out of mind. When a big
theropod comes slavering after you, your best defense is to hide in a nullah or
behind a bush, and if he can neither see you nor smell you he'll just wander
off.


 


            We skulked up behind a patch
of palmetto downwind from the bonehead. I whispered to James:


 


            "You've had a shot
already today. Hold your fire until Holtzinger shoots, and then shoot only if
he misses or if the beast is getting away wounded."


 


            "Uh-huh," said
James.


 


            We separated, he with the
Raja and Holtzinger with me. This got to be our regular arrangement. James and
I got on each other's nerves, but the Raja's a friendly, sentimental sort of
bloke nobody can help liking.


 


            We crawled round the
palmetto patch on opposite sides, and Holtzinger got up to shoot. You daren't
shoot a heavy-caliber rifle prone. There's not enough give, and the kick can
break your shoulder.


 


            Holtzinger sighted round the
last few fronds of palmetto. I saw his barrel wobbling and waving. Then he
lowered his gun and tucked it under his arm to wipe his glasses.


 


            Off went James's gun, both
barrels again.


 


            The biggest bonehead went
down, rolling and thrashing. The others ran away on their hindlegs in great
leaps, their heads jerking and their tails sticking up behind.


 


            "Put your gun on
safety," I said to Holtzinger, who'd started forward. By the time we got
to the bonehead, James was standing over it, breaking open his gun and blowing
out the barrels. He looked as smug as if he'd come into another million and was
asking the Raja to take his picture with his foot on the game.


 


            I said: "I thought you
were to give Holtzinger the first shot?"


 


            "Hell, I waited,"
he said, "and he took so long I thought he must have gotten buck fever. If
we stood around long enough, they'd see us or smell us."


 


            There was something in what
he said, but his way of saying it put my monkey up. I said: "If that sort
of thing happens once more, we'll leave you in camp the next time we go
out."


 


            "Now, gentlemen,"
said the Raja. "After all, Reggie, these aren't experienced hunters."


 


            "What now?" said
Holtzinger. "Haul him back ourselves or send out the men?"


 


            "We'll sling him under
the pole," I said. "He weighs under one hundred kilos.''


 


            The pole was a telescoping
aluminium carrying pole I had in my pack, with padded yokes on the ends. I
brought it because, in such eras, you can't count on finding saplings strong
enough for proper poles on the spot.


 


            The Raja and I cleaned our
bonehead, to lighten him, and tied him to the pole. The flies began to light on
the offal by thousands. Scientists say they're not true flies in the modern
sense, but they look and act like flies. There's one huge four-winged carrion
fly that flies with a distinctive deep thrumming note.


 


            The rest of the afternoon we
sweated under that pole, taking turn about. The lizards scuttled out of the
way, and the flies buzzed round the carcass.


 


            We got to camp just before
sunset, feeling as if we could eat the whole bonehead at one meal. The boys had
the camp running smoothly, so we sat down for our tot of whiskey feeling like
lords of creation, while the cook broiled bonehead steaks.


 


            Holtzinger said: "Uh—if
I kill a ceratopsian, how do we get his head back?"


 


            I explained: "If the
ground permits, we lash it to the patent aluminium roller frame and sled it
in."


 


            "How much does a head
like that weigh?" he asked.


 


            "Depends on the age and
the species," I told him. "The biggest weigh over a tonne, but most
run between two and five hundred kilos."


 


            "And all the ground's
rough like it was today?"


 


            "Most of it," I
said. "You see, it's the combination of the open vegetation cover and the
moderately high rainfall. Erosion is frightfully rapid."


 


            "And who hauls the head
on its little sled?"


 


            "Everybody with a
hand," I said. "A big head would need every ounce of muscle in this
party. On such a job there's no place for side."


 


            "Oh," said
Holtzinger. I could see he was wondering whether a ceratopsian head would be
worth the effort.


 


            The next couple of days we
trekked round the neighborhood. Nothing worth shooting; only a herd of
ornithomimes, which went bounding off like a lot of ballet dancers. Otherwise
there were only the usual lizards and pterosaurs and birds and insects. There's
a big lace-winged fly that bites dinosaurs; so, as you can imagine, it s beak
makes nothing of a human skin. One made Holtzinger leap and dance like a Red
Indian when it bit him through his shirt. James joshed him about it, saying:


 


            "What's all the fuss
over one little bug?"


 


            The second night, during the
Raja's watch, James gave a yell that brought us all out of our tents with
rifles. All that had happened was that a dinosaur tick had crawled in with him
and started drilling under his armpit. Since it's as big as your thumb even
when it hasn't fed, he was understandably startled. Luckily he got it before it
had taken its pint of blood. He'd pulled Holtzinger's leg pretty hard about the
fly bite, so now Holtzinger repeated the words:


 


            "What's all the fuss
over one little bug, buddy?"


 


            James squashed the tick
underfoot with a grunt, not much liking to be hoist by his own
what-d'you-call-it.


 


-


 


            We packed up and started on
our circuit. We meant to take the sahibs first to the sauropod swamp, more to
see the wildlife than to collect anything.


 


            From where the transition
chamber materializes, the sauropod swamp looks like a couple of hours' walk,
but it's really an all-day scramble. The first part is easy, as it's downhill and
the brush isn't heavy. Then, as you get near the swamp, the cycads and willows
grow so thickly that you have to worm and hack your way among them.


 


            I led the party to a sandy
ridge on the border of the swamp, as it was pretty bare of vegetation and afforded
a fine view. When we got to the ridge, the sun was about to go down. A couple
of crocs slipped off into the water. The sahibs were so tired that they flopped
down in the sand as if dead.


 


            The haze is thick round the
swamp, so the sun was deep red and weirdly distorted by the atmospheric layers.
There was a high layer of clouds reflecting the red and gold of the sun, too,
so altogether it was something for the Raja to write one of his poems about. A
few little pterosaur were wheeling overhead like bats.


 


            Beauregard Black got a fire
going. We'd started on our steaks, and that pagoda-shaped sun was just slipping
below the horizon, and something back in the trees was making a noise like a
rusty hinge, when a sauropod breathed out in the water. They're the really big
ones, you know. If Mother Earth were to sigh over the misdeeds of her children,
it would sound like that.


 


            The sahibs jumped up,
shouting: "Where is he? Where is he?"


 


            I said: "That black
spot in the water, just to the left of that point."


 


            They yammered while the
sauropod filled its lungs and disappeared. "Is that all?" said James.
"Won't we see any more of him?"


 


            Holtzinger said: "I
read that they never come out of the water because they're too heavy to
walk."


 


            "No," I explained.
"They can walk perfectly well and often do, for egg-laying and moving from
one swamp to another. But much of the time they spend in the water, like
hippopotamus. They eat hundreds of kilos of soft swamp plants a day, all
through those little heads. So they wander about lakes and swamps, chomping
away, and stick their heads up to breathe every quarter-hour or so. It's
getting dark, so this fellow will soon come out and lie down in the shallows to
sleep."


 


            "Can we shoot
one?" demanded James. 


 


            "I wouldn't," said
I. 


 


            "Why not?"


 


            I said: "There's no
point in it, and it's not sporting. First, they're almost invulnerable. They're
even harder to hit in the brain than other dinosaurs because of the way they
sway their heads about on those long necks. Their hearts are too deeply buried
to reach unless you're awfully lucky. Then, if you kill one in the water, he
sinks and can't be recovered. If you kill one on land, the only trophy is that
little head. You can't bring the whole beast back because he weighs thirty
tonne or more, and we've got no use for thirty tonnes of meat."


 


            Holtzinger said: "That
museum in New York got one."


 


            "Yes," said I.
"The American Museum of Natural History sent a party of forty-eight to the
Early Cretaceous, with a fifty-caliber machine gun. They killed a sauropod and
spent two solid months skinning it and hacking the carcass apart and dragging
it to the time machine. I know the bloke in charge of that project, and he
still has nightmares in which he smells decomposing dinosaur. They had to kill
a dozen big theropods attracted by the stench, so they had them lying around
and rotting, too. And the theropods ate three men of the party despite the big
gun."


 


-


 


            Next morning, we were
finishing breakfast when one of the helpers said: "Look, Mr. Rivers, up
there!"


 


            He pointed along the shore
line. There were six big crested duckbill, feeding in the shallows. They were
the kind called Parasaurolophus, with a long spike sticking out the back
of their heads and a web of skin connecting this with the back of their necks.


 


            "Keep your voices
down!" I said. The duckbill, like the other ornithopods, are wary beasts
because they have neither armor nor weapons. They feed on the margins of lakes
and swamps, and when a gorgosaur rushes out of the trees they plunge into deep
water and swim off. Then when Phobosuchus, the super-crocodile, goes for
them in the water, they flee to the land. A hectic sort of life, eh?


 


            Holtzinger said:
"Uh—Reggie! I've been thinking over what you said about ceratopsian heads.
If I could get one of those yonder, I'd be satisfied. It would look big enough
in my house, wouldn't it?"


 


            "I'm sure of it,
mate," I said. "Now look here. We could detour to come out on the
shore near here, but we should have to plow through half a mile of muck and
brush, and they'd hear us coming. Or we can creep up to the north end of this
sandspit, from which it's three or four hundred meters—a long shot but not
impossible. Think you could do it?"


 


            "Hm," said
Holtzinger. "With my 'scope sight and a sitting position—okay, I'll try
it."


 


            "You stay here,
Court," I said to James. "This is Augie's head, and I don't want any
argument over your having fired first."


 


            James grunted while
Holtzinger clamped his 'scope to his rifle. We crouched our way up the spit,
keeping the sand ridge between us and the duckbill. When we got to the end,
where there was no more cover, we crept along on hands and knees, moving
slowly. If you move slowly enough, directly towards or away from a dinosaur, it
probably won't notice you.


 


            The duckbill continued to
grub about on all fours, every few seconds rising to look round. Holtzinger
eased himself into the sitting position, cocked his piece, and aimed through
his 'scope. And then—


 


            Bang! bang! went a
big rifle back at the camp.


 


            Holtzinger jumped. The
duckbill jerked their heads up and leaped for the deep water, splashing like
mad. Holtzinger fired once and missed. I took one shot at the last duckbill
before it vanished, too, but missed. The .600 isn't built for long ranges.


 


            Holtzinger and I started
back towards the camp, for it had struck us that our party might be in theropod
trouble.


 


            What had happened was that a
big sauropod had wandered down past the camp under water, feeding as it went.
Now, the water shoaled about a hundred meters offshore from our spit, halfway
over to the swamp on the other side. The sauropod had ambled up the slope until
its body was almost all out of water, weaving its head from side to side and
looking for anything green to gobble. This is a species of Alamosaurus, which
looks much like the well-known Apatosaurus, the one they used to call Brontosaurus.


 


            When I came in
sight of the camp, the sauropod was turning round to go back the way it had
come, making horrid groans. By the time we reached the camp, it had disappeared
into deep water, all but its head and seven meters of neck, which wove about
for some time before they vanished into the haze.


 


            When we came up to the camp,
James was arguing with the Raja. Holtzinger burst out:


 


            "You crummy bastard!
That's the second time you've spoiled my shots."


 


            "Don't be a fool,"
said James. "I couldn't let him wander into the camp and stamp everything
flat."


 


            "There was no danger of
that," said the Raja. "You can see the water is deep offshore. It's
just that our trigger-happy Mr. James cannot see any animal without
shooting."


 


            I added: "If it did get
close, all you needed to do was throw a stick of firewood at it. They're
perfectly harmless."


 


            This wasn't strictly true.
When the Comte de Lautrec ran after one for a close shot, the sauropod looked
back at him, gave a flick of its tail, and took off the Comte's head as neatly
as if he'd been axed in the Tower. But, as a rule, they're inoffensive enough.


 


            "How was I to
know?" yelled James, turning purple. "You're all against me. What the
hell are we on this miserable trip for, except to shoot things? Call yourselves
hunters, but I'm the only one who hits anything!"


 


            I got pretty wrothy and said
he was just an excitable young skite with more money than brains, whom I should
never have brought along.


 


            "If that's how you
feel," he said, "give me a burro and some food, and I'll go back to
the base by myself. I won't pollute your pure air with my presence!"


 


            "Don't be a bigger ass
than you can help," I said. "What you propose is quite
impossible."


 


            "Then I'll go
alone!" He grabbed his knapsack, thrust a couple of tins of beans and an
opener into it, and started off with his rifle.


 


            Beauregard Black spoke up:
"Mr. Rivers, we cain't let him go off like that. He'll git lost and
starve, or be et by a theropod."


 


            "I'll fetch him
back," said the Raja, and started after the runaway.


 


            He caught up with James as
the latter was disappearing into the cycads. We could see them arguing and
waving their hands in the distance. After a while, they started back with arms
around each other's necks like old school pals.


 


            This shows the trouble we
get into if we make mistakes in planning such a do. Having once got back in
time, we had to make the best of our bargain.


 


            I don't want to give the
impression, however, that Courtney James was nothing but a pain in the arse. He
had good points. He got over these rows quickly and next day would be as
cheerful as ever. He was helpful with the general work of the camp, at least
when he felt like it. He sang well and had an endless fund of dirty stories to
keep us amused.


 


            We stayed two more days at
that camp. We saw crocodile, the small land, and plenty of sauropod—as many as
five at once—but no more duckbill. Nor any of those fifteen-meter
super-crocodiles.


 


-


 


            So, on the first of May, we
broke camp and headed north towards the Janpur Hills. My sahibs were beginning
to harden up and were getting impatient. We'd been in the Cretaceous a week,
and no trophies.


 


            We saw nothing to speak of
on the next leg, save a glimpse of a gorgosaur out of range and some tracks
indicating a whopping big iguanodont, eight or ten meters high. We pitched camp
at the base of the hills.


 


            We'd finished off the
bonehead, so the first thing was to shoot fresh meat. With an eye to trophies,
too, of course. We got ready the morning of the third, and I told James:


 


            "See here, cobber, no
more of your tricks. The Raja will tell you when to shoot."


 


            "Uh-huh, I get
you," he said, meek as Moses.


 


            We marched off, the four of
us, into the foothills. There was a good chance of getting Holtzinger his
ceratopsian. We'd seen a couple on the way up, but mere calves without decent
horns.


 


            As it was hot and sticky, we
were soon panting and sweating. We'd hiked and scrambled all morning without
seeing a thing except lizards, when I picked up the smell of carrion. I stopped
the party and sniffed. We were in an open glade cut up by those little dry
nullahs. The nullahs ran together into a couple of deeper gorges that cut through
a slight depression choked with denser growth, cycad and screw pine. When I
listened, I heard the thrum of carrion flies.


 


            "This way," I
said. "Something ought to be dead— ah, here it is!"


 


            And there it was: the
remains of a huge ceratopsian lying in a little hollow on the edge of the
copse. Must have weighed six or eight tonne alive; a three-homed variety,
perhaps the penultimate species of Triceratops. It was hard to tell,
because most of the hide on the upper surface had been ripped off, and many
bones had been pulled loose and lay scattered about.


 


            Holtzinger said: "Oh,
shucks! Why couldn't I have gotten to him before he died? That would have been
a darned fine head."


 


            I said: "On your toes,
blokes. A theropod's been at this carcass and is probably nearby."


 


            "How d'you know?"
said James, with sweat running off his round red face. He spoke in what was for
him a low voice, because a nearby theropod is a sobering thought to the
flightiest.


 


            I sniffed again and thought
I could detect the distinctive rank odor of theropod. I couldn't be sure,
though, because the carcass stank so strongly. My sahibs were turning green at
the sight and smell of the cadaver. I told James:


 


            "It's seldom that even
the biggest theropod will attack a full-grown ceratopsian. Those horns are too
much for them. But they love a dead or dying one. They'll hang round a dead
ceratopsian for weeks, gorging and then sleeping off their meals for days at a
time. They usually take cover in the heat of the day anyhow, because they can't
stand much direct hot sunlight. You'll find them lying in copses like this or
in hollows, wherever there's shade."


 


            "What'll we do?"
asked Holtzinger. "We'll make our first cast through this copse, in two
pairs as usual. Whatever you do, don't get impulsive or panicky."


 


            I looked at Courtney James,
but he looked right back and merely checked his gun.


 


            "Should I still carry
this broken?" he asked.


 


            "No; close it, but keep
the safety on till you're ready to shoot," I said. "We'll keep closer
than usual, so we shall be in sight of each other. Start off at that angle,
Raja; go slowly, and stop to listen between steps."


 


            We pushed through the edge
of the copse, leaving the carcass but not its stench behind us. For a few
meters, you couldn't see a thing.


 


            It opened out as we got in
under the trees, which shaded out some of the brush. The sun slanted down
through the trees. I could hear nothing but the hum of insects and the scuttle
of lizards and the squawks of toothed birds in the treetops. I thought I could
be sure of the theropod smell, but told myself that might be imagination. The
theropod might be any of several species, large or small, and the beast itself
might be anywhere within a kilometer's radius.


 


            "Go on," I
whispered to Holtzinger. I could hear James and the Raja pushing ahead on my
right and see the palm fronds and ferns lashing about as they disturbed them. I
suppose they were trying to move quietly, but to me they sounded like an
earthquake in a crockery shop.


 


            "A little closer!"
I called.


 


            Presently, they appeared
slanting in towards me. We dropped into a gully filled with ferns and scrambled
up the other side. Then we found our way blocked by a big clump of palmetto.


 


            "You go round that
side; we'll go round this," I said. We started off, stopping to listen and
smell. Our positions were the same as on that first day, when James killed the
bonehead.


 


            We'd gone two-thirds of the
way round our half of the palmetto, when I heard a noise ahead on our left.
Holtzinger heard it, too, and pushed off his safety. I put my thumb on mine and
stepped to one side to have a clear field of fire.


 


            The clatter grew louder. I
raised my gun to aim at about the height of a big theropod's heart. There was a
movement in the foliage—and a two-meter-high bonehead stepped into view,
walking solemnly across our front and jerking its head with each step like a
giant pigeon.


 


            I heard Holtzinger let out a
breath and had to keep myself from laughing. Holtzinger said: "Uh—**


 


            Then that damned gun of
James's went off, bang! bang! I had a glimpse of the bonehead knocked
arsy-varsy with its tail and hind-legs flying.


 


            "Got him!" yelled
James. "I drilled him clean!" I heard him run forward.


 


            "Good God, if he hasn't
done it again!" I said.


 


            Then there was a great
swishing of foliage and a wild yell from James. Something heaved up out of the
shrubbery, and I saw the head of the biggest of the local flesh-eaters, Tyrannosaurus
trionyches himself.


 


            The scientists can insist
that rex is the bigger species, but I'll swear this blighter was bigger
than any rex ever hatched. It must have stood six meters high and been
fifteen meters long. I could see its big bright eye and twelve-centimeter teeth
and the big dewlap that hangs down from its chin to its chest.


 


            The second of the nullahs
that cut through the copse ran athwart our path on the far side of the palmetto
clump. Perhaps it was two meters deep. The tyrannosaur had been lying in this,
sleeping off its last meal. Where its back stuck up above the ground level, the
ferns on the edge of the nullah masked it. James had fired both barrels over
the theropod's head and woke it up. Then the silly ass ran forward without
reloading. Another six meters and he'd have stepped on the tyrannosaur.


 


            James, naturally, stopped
when this thing popped up in front of him. He remembered that he'd fired both
barrels and that he'd left the Raja too far behind for a clear shot.


 


            At first, James kept his
nerve. He broke open his gun, took two rounds from his belt, and plugged them
into the barrels. But, in his haste to snap the gun shut, he caught his hand
between the barrels and the action. The painful pinch so startled James that he
dropped his gun. Then he went to pieces and bolted.


 


            The Raja was running up with
his gun at high port, ready to snap it to his shoulder the instant he got a
clear view. When he saw James running headlong towards him, he hesitated, not
wishing to shoot James by accident. The latter plunged ahead, blundered into
the Raja, and sent them both sprawling among the ferns. The tyrannosaur
collected what little wits it had and stepped forward to snap them up.


 


            And how about Holtzinger and
me on the other side of the palmettos? Well, the instant James yelled and the
tyrannosaur's head appeared, Holtzinger darted forward like a rabbit. I'd
brought my gun up for a shot at the tyrannosaur's head, in hope of getting at
least an eye; but, before I could find it in my sights, the head was out of
sight behind the palmettos. Perhaps I should have fired at hazard, but all my
experience is against wild shots.


 


            When I looked back in front
of me, Holtzinger had already disappeared round the curve of the palmetto
clump. I'd started after him when I heard his rifle and the click of the bolt
between shots: bang—click-click—bang—click-click, like that.


 


            He'd come up on the
tyrannosaur's quarter as the brute started to stoop for James and the Raja.
With his muzzle six meters from the tyrannosaur's hide, Holtzinger began pumping
.375s into the beast's body. He got off three shots when the tyrannosaur gave a
tremendous booming grunt and wheeled round to see what was stinging it. The
jaws came open, and the head swung round and down again.


 


            Holtzinger got off one more
shot and tried to leap to one side. As he was standing on a narrow place
between the palmetto clump and the nullah, he fell into the nullah. The
tyrannosaur continued its lunge and caught him. The jaws went chomp, and
up came the head with poor Holtzinger in them, screaming like a damned soul.


 


            I came up just then and
aimed at the brute's face, but then realized that its jaws were full of my
sahib and I should be shooting him, too. As the head went on up, like the
business end of a big power shovel, I fired a shot at the heart. The
tyrannosaur was already turning away, and I suspect the ball just glanced along
the ribs. The beast took a couple of steps when I gave it the other barrel in
the back. It staggered on its next step but kept on. Another step, and it was nearly
out of sight among the trees, when the Raja fired twice. The stout fellow had
untangled himself from James, got up, picked up his gun, and let the
tyrannosaur have it.


 


            The double wallop knocked
the brute over with a tremendous crash. It fell into a dwarf magnolia, and I
saw one of its huge birdlike hindlegs waving in the midst of a shower of
pink-and-white petals. But the tyrannosaur got up again and blundered off
without even dropping its victim. The last I saw of it was Holt-zinger's legs
dangling out one side of its jaws (he'd stopped screaming) and its big tail
banging against the tree trunks as it swung from side to side.


 


            The Raja and I reloaded and
ran after the brute for all we were worth. I tripped and fell once, but jumped
up again and didn't notice my skinned elbow till later. When we burst out of
the copse, the tyrannosaur was already at the far end of the glade. We each
took a quick shot but probably missed, and it was out of sight before we could
fire again.


 


            We ran on, following the tracks
and spatters of blood, until we had to stop from exhaustion. Never again did we
see that tyrannosaur. Their movements look slow and ponderous, but with those
tremendous legs they don't have to step very fast to work up considerable
speed.


 


            When we'd got our breath, we
got up and tried to track the tyrannosaur, on the theory that it might be dying
and we should come up to it. But, though we found more spoor, it faded out and
left us at a loss. We circled round, hoping to pick it up, but no luck.


 


            Hours later, we gave up and
went back to the glade.


 


-


 


            Courtney James was sitting
with his back against a tree, holding his rifle and Holtzinger's. His right
hand was swollen and blue where he'd pinched it, but still usable. His first
words were:


 


            "Where the hell have
you two been?"


 


            I said: "We've been
occupied. The late Mr. Holtzinger. Remember?"


 


            "You shouldn't have
gone off and left me; another of those things might have come along. Isn't it
bad enough to lose one hunter through your stupidity without risking another
one?"


 


            I'd been preparing a warm
wigging for James, but his attack so astonished me that I could only bleat:
"What? We lost .. . ?"


 


            "Sure," he said.
"You put us in front of you, so if anybody gets eaten it's us. You send a
guy up against these animals undergunned. You—"


 


            "You God-damn' stinking
little swine!" I said. "If you hadn't been a blithering idiot and
blown those two barrels, and then run like the yellow coward you are, this
never would have happened. Holtzinger died trying to save your worthless life.
By God, I wish he'd failed! He was worth six of a stupid, spoiled, muttonheaded
bastard like you—"


 


            I went on from there. The
Raja tried to keep up with me, but ran out of English and was reduced to
cursing James in Hindi.


 


            I could see by the purple
color on James's face that I was getting home. He said: "Why, you—"
and stepped forward and sloshed me one in the face with his left fist.


 


            It rocked me a bit, but I
said: "Now then, my lad, I'm glad you did that! It gives me a chance I've
been waiting for ..."


 


            So I waded into him. He was
a good-sized bod, but between my hundred kilos and his sore right hand he had
no chance. I got a few good ones home, and down he went.


 


            "Now get up!" I
said. "And I'll be glad to finish off!"


 


            James raised himself to his
elbows. I got set for more fisticuffs, though my knuckles were skinned and
bleeding already. James rolled over, snatched his gun, and scrambled up,
swinging the muzzle from one to the other of us.


 


            "You won't finish
anybody off!" he panted through swollen lips. "All right, put your
hands up! Both of you!"


 


            "Do not be an
idiot," said the Raja. "Put that gun away!"


 


            "Nobody treats me like
that and gets away with it!"


 


            "There's no use
murdering us," I said. "You'd never get away with it."


 


            "Why not? There won't
be much left of you after one of these hits you. I'll just say the tyrannosaur
ate you, too. Nobody could prove anything. They can't hold you for a murder
eighty-five million years old. The statute of hmitations, you know."


 


            "You fool, you'd never
make it back to the camp alive!" I shouted.


 


            "I'll take a
chance—" began James, setting the butt of his .500 against his shoulder,
with the barrels pointed at my face. Looked like a pair of bloody vehicular
tunnels.


 


            He was watching me so
closely that he lost track of the Raja for a second. My partner had been
resting on one knee, and now his right arm came up in a quick bowling motion
with a rock. The rock bounced off James's head. The .500 went off. The ball
must have parted my hair, and the explosion bloody well near broke my eardrums.
Down went James again.


 


            "Good work, mate!"
I said, gathering up James's gun.


 


            "Yes," said the
Raja thoughtfully, as he picked up the rock he'd thrown and tossed it.
"Doesn't quite have the balance of a cricket ball, but it is just as
hard."


 


            "What shall we do
now?" I said. "I'm inclined to leave the beggar here unarmed and let
him fend for himself."


 


            The Raja gave a little sigh.
"It's a tempting thought, Reggie; but we really cannot, you know. Not
done."


 


            "I suppose you're
right," I said. "Well, let's tie him up and take him back to
camp."


 


            We agreed there was no
safety for us unless we kept James under guard every minute until we got home.
Once a man has tried to kill you, you're a fool if you give him another chance.


 


            We marched James back to
camp and told the crew what we were up against. James cursed everybody.


 


            We spent three dismal days
combing the country for that tyrannosaur, but no luck. We felt it wouldn't have
been cricket not to make a good try at recovering Holtzinger's remains. Back at
our main camp, when it wasn't raining, we collected small reptiles and things
for our scientific friends. The Raja and I discussed the question of legal
proceedings against Courtney James, but decided we were up a gum tree in that
direction.


 


            When the transition chamber
materialized, we fell over one another getting into it. We dumped James, still
tied, in a corner, and told the chamber operator to throw the switches.


 


            While we were in transition,
James said: "You two should have killed me back there."


 


            "Why?" I said.
"You don't have a particularly good head."


 


            The Raja added:
"Wouldn't look at all well over a mantel."


 


            "You can laugh,"
said James, "but I'll get you some day. I'll find a way and get off
scot-free.'


 


            "My dear fellow!"
I said. "If there were some way to do it, I'd have you charged with
Holtzinger's death. Look, you'd best leave well enough alone."


 


            When we came out in the
present, we handed him his empty gun and his other gear, and off he went
without a word. As he left, Holtzinger's girl, that Claire, rushed up crying:


 


            "Where is he? Where's
August?"


 


            There was a bloody
heart-rending scene, despite the Raja's skill at handling such situations.


 


            We took our men and beasts
down to the old laboratory building that the university has fitted up as a
serai for such expeditions. We paid everybody off and found we were broke. The
advance payments from Holtzinger and James didn't cover our expenses, and we
should have precious little chance of collecting the rest of our fees either
from James or from Holtzinger's estate.


 


            And speaking of James, d'you
know what that drongo was doing? He went home, got more ammunition, and came
back to the university. He hunted up Professor Prochaska and asked him:


 


            "Professor, I'd like
you to send me back to the Cretaceous for a quick trip. If you can work me into
your schedule right now, you can just about name your own price. I'll offer
five thousand to begin with. I want to go to April twenty-third, eighty-five million
B.C."


 


            Prochaska answered:
"Why do you wish to go back again so soon?"


 


            "I lost my wallet in
the Cretaceous," said James. "I figure if I go back to the day before
I arrived in that era on my last trip, I'll watch myself when I arrived on that
trip and follow myself around till I see myself lose the wallet."


 


            "Five thousand is a lot
for a wallet," said the professor.


 


            "It's got some things
in it I can't replace," said James.


 


            "Well," said
Prochaska, thinking. "The party that was supposed to go out this morning
has telephoned that they would be late, so perhaps I can work you in. I have
always wondered what would happen when the same man occupied the same stretch
of time twice."


 


            So James wrote out a check,
and Prochaska took him to the chamber and saw him off. James's idea, it seems,
was to sit behind a bush a few meters from where the transition chamber would
appear and pot the Raja and me as we emerged.


 


-


 


            Hours later, we'd changed
into our street clothes and 'phoned our wives to come and get us. We were
standing on Forsythe Boulevard waiting for them when there was a loud crack,
like an explosion, and a flash of fight not twenty meters from us. The shock
wave staggered us and broke windows.


 


            We ran towards the place and
got there just as a policeman and several citizens came up. On the boulevard,
just off the kerb, lay a human body. At least, it had been that, but it looked
as if every bone in it had been pulverized and every blood vessel burst, so it
was hardly more than a slimy mass of pink protoplasm. The clothes it had been
wearing were shredded, but I recognized an H. & H. .500 double-barreled
express rifle. The wood was scorched and the metal pitted, but it was Courtney
James's gun. No doubt whatever.


 


            Skipping the investigations
and the milling about that ensued, what had happened was this: Nobody had shot
at us as we emerged on the twenty-fourth, and that couldn't be changed. For
that matter, the instant James started to do anything that would make a visible
change in the world of eighty-five million B.C., such as making a footprint in
the earth, the space-time forces snapped him forward to Present to prevent a
paradox. And the violence of the passage practically tore him to bits.


 


            Now that this is better
understood, the professor won't send anybody to a period less than a thousand
years prior to the time that some time-traveler has already explored, because
it would be too easy to do some act, like chopping down a tree or losing some
durable artifact, that would affect the later world. Over longer periods, he
tells me, such changes average out and are lost in the stream of time.


 


            We had a rough time after
that, with the bad publicity and all, though we did collect a fee from James's
estate. Luckily for us, a steel manufacturer turned up who wanted a mastodon's
head for his den.


 


            I understand these things
better, now, too. The disaster hadn't been wholly James's fault. I shouldn't
have taken him when I knew what a spoiled, unstable sort of bloke he was. And,
if Holtzinger could have used a really heavy gun, he'd probably have knocked
the tyrannosaur down, even if he didn't kill it, and so have given the rest of
us a chance to finish it.


 


            So, Mr. Seligman, that's why
I won't take you to that period to hunt. There are plenty of other eras, and if
you look them over I'm sure you'll find something to suit you. But not the
Jurassic or the Cretaceous. You're just not big enough to handle a gun for
dinosaur.


 


-


 


II


 



[bookmark: _Toc300517364]The Cayuse


 


            Yes, Mr. Ahmadi, we use asses
for transport on these time safaris—oh, the proper Arabic plural is safariin?
Very well, safariin it shall be. But as I was saying, when we have
to move supplies and equipment, we use asses—no, I don't mean our arses or
rumps. That's a bloody Americanism. Where I come from, down-under, an ass is a
beast I ride on, while an arse is the part of me I sit on.


 


            Why not power vehicles?
Several reasons. One, only the smallest kind can fit into Prochaska's
transition chamber and leave space for the necessary equipment and personnel.
Two: There's no source of fuel in case we run out. Three: No roads. Four: If
anything goes wrong with your off-trail vehicle, you're stuck. And finally, in
an emergency you can eat an ass, which you cannot do with an OTV.


 


            I suppose that, if one made
enough trips in the transition chamber and brought back enough supporting
equipment and people, one could put such a vehicle to effective use. It's like
our guns. In theory, if we were stuck back there long enough, we might run out
of ammunition and have to try making ourselves bows and arrows, which probably
wouldn't work worth a wombat's arse. Even if we were competent bowmen and
fletchers, the game's too bloody big. If you shot an arrow into a big theropod,
you'd only rile him up to come looking for you to eat you. So we allow a large
safety factor in extra ammunition.


 


            Power vehicles are, you
might say, on the borderline between what is practical and what is not. I was
once talked into trying one out, and the results made it pretty plain that they
weren't for Rivers and Aiyar, Time Safaris.


 


            You want the story? Okay. It
was seven or eight years ago, when Charles Redmond, the manufacturer, signed up
for one of our trips. Like most trophy hunters, he wanted to go to the
Cretaceous and bring back a theropod head for his new mansion—


 


            What's a theropod? The
Theropoda is one of the suborders of the Saurischia, which is one of the two
orders of reptiles that in common speech are lumped together as
"dinosaurs." The suborder Theropoda includes all the meat eaters: Allosaurus,
Tyrannosaurus, and such down to little ones the size of a chook. The big
theropods are the only really dangerous dinosaurs. They will not only go after
any other creature that looks edible, but in addition they're smarter than the
plant eaters. Not that any reptile is an animal genius: but theropods are less
stupid than most. All the others, the plant eaters, will generally leave you
alone if you do the same with them.


 


            Redmond was the head of
Superior Motors, which builds all those lorries and recreational vehicles. From
all I'd heard, he built the company up from nothing, and it was a major
independent motor maker until one of the Big Three bought control a few years ago.


 


            Redmond had the reputation
of a whiz as a businessman, and he had got fantastically rich in the process.
He turned out a pretty average sort of bloke: middle-aged, middle-sized, and
well-set-up except for a bit of a paunch. But that happens to most men,
especially if they lead sedentary lives.


 


            Anyway, he came in with a
gorgeous dollybird half his age on his arm. He introduced her as "Mrs.
Redmond" and asked if we could set up a safari for the pair of them.


 


            "Sorry," I said,
"but we don't take ladies. To be exact, we don't take parties mixed as to
sex."


 


            Redmond started to argue:
"Now look, Mr. Rivers—" in that forceful way of his, intense but
still smiling and friendly, so it was hard to work up a real snit against him.
That mannerism was probably half the secret of his success. But then the twist
put a hand on his arm, saying:


 


            "Oh, please don't
insist, Charles! You know I never really wanted to go. You go alone, and I'll
spend the time choosing rugs and curtains for the new house."


 


            After more talk, Redmond
gave in, saying: "Oh, all right, darling, if you don't mind my going
alone."


 


            So we made arrangements to
whisk him, and one other sahib who had signed up for that slot, back to the
Cretaceous. By this time we were well-enough organized so that it wasn't
necessary for both Aiyar and me to go on every time safari. He was out in the
Pliocene, and when he got back I should take Redmond and our other client while
the Raja held down the office. I call Chandra Aiyar "Raja" because by
descent he actually is lord of some place in India called Janpur, though
nowadays that's purely honorary. He swears he wouldn't go back there and king
it even if the Janpuris came and begged him to. He's safe in saying that,
because we all know that will never happen.


 


            Redmond signed up and then
launched into a sales talk on Superior Motors and their new off-trail vehicle,
the Cayuse. He was a hard man to say "no" to. Some people just have
that ability. They become presidents, dictators, leaders of cults and religions,
or tycoons like Redmond. At last, to shut him up as much as anything, I agreed
to come round to his sales room nearby and at least take a look at the Cayuse.


 


            What's a Cayuse? I
understand it's the name of some tribe of Red Indians—Native Americans, they
call them nowadays. Then the word was used for the horses the Native Americans
rode in the old days, before the whites beat them into submission; and in the
western states it's often used as a slang term for any horse.


 


            Anyway, I left the office in
charge of Miss Minakuchi and went down the street with the Redmonds to their
agency and showroom. There in the center of the floor with a big sign stood the
Cayuse. I can best describe it as a four-wheeled motorcycle, with two seats in
tandem and no top.


 


            "You see,
Reginald," said Redmond. He followed the Yank sales pitch of immediately
calling prospects by their given names as if they were old friends. "You
see, it meets the objection you cited, of taking up too much room in the
transition chamber. It's as compact as it can be made."


 


            "What's its fuel?"


 


            "Diesel 432."


 


            "How far
does it get on a liter?"


 


            "Eighteen on a paved
road. That's almost as good as some motorcycles."


 


            He went on and on and
finally said: "Look, Reginald, I have an idea. I'll arrange to give you a
Cayuse, free, if you'll take it on our safari and let us get some publicity out
of it.


 


            "Just think of the
freedom it would give you! Back in the Cretaceous you won't have to worry about
some environmentalist nut popping up to say: You can't shoot that critter; it's
an endangered species! Or another eco-freak saying: You can't run your jeep
here: it'll tear up a fragile environment! You're free of all that long-haired
nonsense, the way our ancestors—yours and mine—were when they first settled
empty continents."


 


            It struck me that the Native
Americans and the Native Australians might see the process a little differently,
since to them North America and Australia weren't "empty" at all. But
it would not have been good business to argue the point. It was also plain that
Redmond was the kind of businessman who would regard as "long-haired
nonsense" anything that interfered in the slightest with the sale of his
product. I did say:


 


            "And suppose we're in
the Cretaceous outback, and your Cayuse breaks down? Are you a bonzer mechanic,
who can fix it?"


 


            He hesitated. "Not
really, Reginald. I can change a tire and things like that, but I'm not up to
fiddling in the vehicle's guts. Tell you what! We've got a first-class mechanic
here at the agency, Joe Voth. I'll bring him along with us."


 


            "At the usual
rates?" I said, not wanting him to come the raw prawn with me.


 


            "Sure," he said.
"Since Melissa's not going, it won't cost me any more than I'd already
budgeted. Less, in fact, since the company will pay and it'll be income-tax
deductible."


 


            He started another sales
pitch, about the wonders of Superior Motors and the Cayuse in particular. I cut
him off, saying:


 


            "Thanks a lot, Charles.
I shall have to discuss your offer with my partner, who gets back from the
Pliocene later this week. Now I've got to return to the office."


 


            Actually, I didn't go back
to the office. I went round to the Herald Building. I had a friend on the Herald,
who had looked up the other sahib's record for me; and now I asked him to
look up Redmond's.


 


            The other client? He'd
already signed up. He was Rex Ligonier, and what I learned through my
journalistic friend was that he had inherited a stack, blown it by high living
and bad investments, and tried to make it up by marrying an heiress. He hadn't
held a steady job since, because this wife was always jerking him away to fix
the plumbing in their summer home and the like.


 


            Time was when a man in his
situation would have simply settled down to enjoy life as a gentleman of
leisure, but no more. Nowadays any grown man feels he has to do something
to justify his existence: either to earn money or, if he's already rich, to
volunteer for some unpaid do-good post. The Yanks started it with their
Protestant work ethic; or maybe it was the Germans. In any case, it's spread to
the rest of the Western world. I don't know if it's got to your country yet;
but if it hasn't, it will.


 


            Poor Rex Ligonier had tried
several jobs, which his connections among the upper crust and pleasant
personality enabled him to get despite lack of special training. But none had
lasted long, because the wife would snatch him away. I'm no psychiatrist, but I
suspect she did that as much as anything to prevent him from getting too
independent and to keep him under her thumb. So now he suffered guilt about
living on his wife's money without earning any of his own.


 


            He had signed up with Rivers
and Aiyar because, like the Redmonds, the Ligoniers had just built a big new
house—a mansion, really. I thought my wife and I had a nice house, but Rex's
made ours look like a dunny. Mrs. Ligonier thought the space over one of the
fireless fireplaces needed the head of some prehistoric beast. She didn't care
whether it was Permian or Pleistocene, so long as it was big and ugly—a
"conversation piece." So she sent Ligonier to us.


 


            Come to think, I suppose the
Raja and I are as responsible as anyone for this new rich man's fad of hanging
heads of extinct animals on their walls. A century or two ago, it was common to
mount the heads of game animals—mostly deer of one kind or another, with glass
eyes. But people who could afford the travel often mounted Asian and African
species, like buffalo and rhinoceros.


 


            Nowadays that's practically
impossible, since what little wildlife is left is confined to preserves and
sanctuaries, and the rangers are likely to shoot first and ask if you're a
poacher later. I've turned down offers for the Raja and me to go back by
ourselves and fetch the head of some particular prehistoric species, so one of
these blighters can hang it up and tell tall tales of how he got it.


 


            But that's not sporting. I
tell 'em, if you want a dinosaur head, you can bloody well come back with us
and collect it yourself. I shan't say I mightn't weaken if the bribe were big
enough; I've got two children in college. But so far it hasn't been.


 


-


 


            As for Rex Ligonier, he was
a pretty average bloke in size and appearance; but younger than Redmond, with
more hair. Redmond had lost most of his, and what remained was silvery gray.
Ligonier had a much less aggressive manner than Redmond; in fact, downright
modest and retiring. Where Redmond was ready to argue anything, especially if
he could work in a plug for Superior Motors, Ligonier avoided argument. If you
gave him a hot sell on the idea that the world was flat, he'd only say:
"I'm sure you're right."


 


            As for Charles Redmond, what
I learned on the business side was all to the good. He was honest, fair,
shrewd, and had energy enough for two.


 


            On the personal side his
record was spottier. The wife I had met was his fifth; he was one of those rich
men who collect trophy wives. As fast as one began to look a little shelf-worn,
he'd dump her and go after a younger one. One would think the girls would learn
of his track record and catch on. Perhaps they figured they could shake him
down in the divorce settlement for enough to live on forever. Not my idea of
family life; but that wasn't our business.


 


-


 


            The Raja got back with his
Pliocene party on schedule. He hadn't lost any clients, and they brought back a
couple of mastodon heads and heads of several kinds of buck. These were relatives
of the present American pronghorn, with weird horn arrangements. One had four
horns; one, two long, straight horns with a spiral twist; and one, a forked
horn on the nose as well as a pair in the usual place.


 


            While we tidied up from the
Pliocene safari, I told the Raja about our next expedition, with Redmond and
Ligonier to the Cretaceous. He was enthusiastic over the Cayuse; but then,
Chandra Aiyar is enthusiastic over every new idea, whether good, bad, or indifferent.


 


            The original plan had been
for him to hold down the office while I nursemaided Redmond and Ligonier; but
the prospect of driving the Cayuse around the Mesozoic outback so excited him
that he begged to come along, too, leaving Miss Minakuchi in charge. I gave in,
largely because our calendar for the rest of the year was already pretty full.
There were bloody few time slots left in Prochaska's schedule that we could
have fitted a safari into, between those already reserved for the scientists.


 


            So on a fine spring morning
we gathered in Professor Prochaska's building, outside the transition chamber.
Besides the Raja and me there were Charles Redmond, Rex Ligonier, and Joseph
Voth, Redmond's mechanic. Voth was a short, hairy bloke who looked like something
left over from the Pleistocene; but he was quiet and respectful enough, seldom
saying anything but "Yes, Mr. Redmond" and "No, Mr.
Redmond." And of course there were Beauregard Black and his crew, together
with the camp equipment and the dozen asses to haul the stuff when we shifted
camp.


 


-


 


            We had chosen a time a
millennium after one of our first safaris (or safariin, if you prefer),
the one on which we lost a client to a tyrannosaur because the other client of
the pair wouldn't follow orders. At this period, the chamber materializes on
top of a rocky rise, from which you can see the Kansas Sea to the west, the big
sauropod swamp around the bayhead, and to the north the low range that the Raja
named the Janpur Hills after his ancestors' kingdom. Sixty or seventy million
years earlier, there had been an active volcano to northward in sight of the
place, but in the later Cretaceous that had long since been extinct and eroded
away. A geologist tells me that in the Janpur Hills he'd found remnants of lava
flows from that volcano.


 


            The Raja and I and the
sahibs crowded into the chamber with our packs and guns, and the Cayuse was
wheeled in. It was a tight fit, which we managed only by having two of
us—Richmond and the Raja—sit on the tandem bucket seats. I gave Bruce Cohen,
the chamber wallah, the all-clear signal, and he spun his dials and pushed his
buttons.


 


            The transition through time
is bloody upsetting the first time you experience it. You get vibration,
nausea, and vertigo, to the point where Cohen has equipped the chamber with
airsickness bags for those who feel crook. He's fussy about keeping his
transition chamber neat.


 


            As usual, the Raja and I got
out first with our guns ready, just in case. Then the others; we had to
manhandle the Cayuse out because the slope of the ground put the floor of the
chamber half a meter above the ground on the door side. Then Cohen closed the
door. The chamber gave a shiver and disappeared with a whoosh on its way
back to the twenty-first century, to fetch Black and his crew and the asses.
This took three more trips.


 


-


 


            The first day, the Raja and
I took Redmond and Ligonier on the usual hunt for fresh meat. Voth wasn't
interested in hunting. He preferred to stay in camp and check out the Cayuse,
to make sure every nut was tight and no tubes leaked.


 


            I tossed a coin to see who
should get the first shot, and Ligonier won. When we came upon a pair of
man-sized thescelosaurs eating leaves, I whispered to Ligonier:


 


            "There you are, Rex.
Have a go!"


 


            Ligonier raised his rifle
and squinted. He held it steady enough—I had checked him out on the target
range and found him competent—but he didn't fire.


 


            After a while he lowered the
rifle, took a few deep breaths, and tried again. Again he didn't fire.


 


            At last he lowered the gun
and turned a pale, strained face to me. "I'm sorry, Reggie. I just
can't."


 


            "Huh? What's the
matter, sport?"


 


            "I just can't make
myself shoot anything alive. If I had to kill all my own meat, I'd be a
vegetarian."


 


            "You poor guy!"
murmured Redmond. "Want me to shoot it for you, Rex?"


 


            "I'd consider it a
favor," croaked Ligonier in a strangled voice. "Go ahead!"


 


            All this cross-talk had
aroused the thescelosaurs, which started to trot away. Redmond coolly brought
up his rifle and cut loose with a bang. One thescelosaur dropped instantly,
kicking and writhing as reptiles will even if you cut off their heads. The other
ran. Redmond, we found, had made an excellent shot, drilling the thescelosaur
through the small brain in its skull, even though the animal was moving, with
its head jerking back and forth like a chook's.


 


            "Good-o!" I said.
"Anyone want to butcher it?"


 


            "Let me," said the
Raja, and went to work on the twitching carcass with that bloody great knife he
carries. In record time he had the guts out and the remains ready to lash its
legs to the carrying pole.


 


            While he was doing this, I
kept an eye on Ligonier, in case he should faint. Rex didn't pass out, but his
skin got paler and more greenish, and his eyes got bigger. At last he muttered
"Excuse me!" and bolted off to some nearby bushes. There I could hear
him chundering his guts out.


 


            By the time he came back, we
had the pole and the carcass hanging from it ready to hoist to our shoulders.
Ligonier insisted on taking one end of the pole, as if to make up for his
downfall as a hunter. As he plodded on, with Redmond taking his turn on the
other end of the pole, I asked Ligonier:


 


            "Do you usually have
this sort of trouble?"


 


            "Y-yes; 'fraid I
do," he said. "Not that I've ever done enough hunting to matter.
Can't stand the sight of blood."


 


            "Then why in Aljira's
name did you come on this safari, if you knew you weren't fitted for it?"


 


            He gave a helpless sort of
wave with his free hand. "My wife insisted ..."


 


            "Think you're up to
trying again?"


 


            "I'm determined to do
so, Reggie! I won't have people thinking I'm—that I'm not ..." He let it
trail off.


 


            Then the Raja took the front
end of the pole, and Redmond came aft. I must say that Charles Redmond was
decent about the whole thing. Some men would have made nasty digs at Ligonier,
casting doubts on his courage or his manhood. But not Charles Redmond; his
approach was:


 


            "Sure, Rex, you just
had a bad day. Next time it'll be different. Get in there and fight! When you
drive the Cayuse, it'll give you the feeling of power you need!" (Trust
Redmond to work in a sales plug for his vehicle!)


 


            When we got back to the
first camp, there was Joe Voth going over the Cayuse with a rag, shining up its
brightwork. He looked up and said:


 


            ' Mr. Redmond! I think it's
ready to go; but I gotta tell you about something."


 


            "Eh?" said
Redmond.


 


            "While I was working on
the machine, one of them big dinosaurs come out of the trees and kind of
wanders over this way."


 


            "What land?" I
asked.


 


            "Jeez, Mr. Rivers, I
wouldn't know about them things. All I know is, it scared the shit out of me,
and me without no gun—"


 


            "I can tell you,"
said Beauregard Black. "Joe called to us, and I done told him it was a
harmless plant-eater. It was one with that long spike sticking out the back of
its head: a Para—Para—"


 


            "Parasaurolophus,"
I
prompted him.


 


            "Maybe it was
harmless," said Voth; "but who wants an animal big enough to squash
you if it steps on you hangin' around? And that's what it did, just hang
around, all the time rolling its eyes at me and the Cayuse."


 


            "What finally
happened?" asked Redmond.


 


            "Oh, after a couple of
hours it wandered off. I ain't seen it since."


 


            The Parasaurolophus, Mr.
Ahmadi? That's one of the bigger hadrosaurids or duckbills. They're all
plant-eating bipeds, and several of the family have peculiar crests in the form
of spines or fans. The Parasaurolophus has a single tube, over a meter
long, sticking backward out of its skull like the horns of an oryx. Only it
isn't a horn, since it ends in a bulbous tip. They once thought it was a kind
of snorkel, for breathing under water; but that proved wrong when a better
skull showed that the tube was closed at the end, so it couldn't be breathed
through.


 


            Now they argue as to whether
it's a kind of resonator, to give the animal a carrying bellow; or to provide
extra fining to the breathing system to make their sense of smell keener. Maybe
it's both. Duckbills need keen senses of sight, sound, and smell, to warn them
of things like a tyrannosaur. They don't have armor like an ankylosaur, or horns
like a ceratopsian, nor can they run so fast as one of the so-called ostrich
dinosaurs. The duckbills' defense is their early-warning system, to enable them
to perceive a carnosaur before the carnosaur perceives them and to get the hell
away.


 


-


 


            Anyway, since both Redmond
and Ligonier were pretty bushed by their first day's hike, we decided to let
them take it easy the following day and make our first camp move the day after.
Redmond had an excellent pair of binoculars. He and Ligonier spent that day taking
turns looking through these glasses at distant dinosaurs and identifying them,
like a couple of bird watchers bubbling over at the sight of a yellow-bellied
sap-sucker.


 


            During the afternoon, a Parasaurolophus
loomed up out of the greenery and came to the edge of the camp. We all
piled out with our guns; but the big hadrosaurid ignored us, staring at the
Cayuse, which was parked in the open space between the tents and the site of
the transition chamber.


 


            "All right, Rex,"
I told Ligonier, "there's your head if you can make yourself shoot
it."


 


            "Okay," said
Ligonier, and took aim. But the same thing happened as the day before. He aimed
and aimed but couldn't bring himself to pull the trigger. Then he lowered his
gun, saying: "It's no use, Reggie. Besides, it doesn't seem sporting to
shoot it while it's just standing there gawking, a few meters away. It would be
like those guys who pay huge sums to walk up to a white rhino, raised on a game
farm and as tame as a cow, and shoot it."


 


            "Depends on what you're
after," I said. "Do you want me to shoot it for you, as Charles did
with the thescelosaur?"


 


            "No, sir! I'm
determined to do my own shooting!"


 


            He aimed some more but never
did fire. After a while, the hadrosaurid, who had ignored us, opened its mouth
and gave a bellow or moo. It certainly was a carrying sound; like a foghorn, or
somebody playing a chord on the organ at maximum volume. The vibration went
right through you.


 


            Rex Ligonier hoisted his
rifle up again, but again without shooting. The hadrosaurid gave another toot.
Beauregard Black said:


 


            "You know, Mr. Rivers,
if I didn't think it was a crazy idea, I'd swear he was tryin' to make time
with that there tractor thing, even though it don't look much like a female
hadrosaurid."


 


            "Perhaps," said
the Raja, "the diesel fumes act as a pheromone."


 


            "Hey, Charles!"
said Ligonier. "Here's your chance to breed a cross between a dinosaur and
your Cayuse!"


 


            "We didn't design it
for that," said Redmond. "If you got a lech for a lobster, what could
you do about it?"


 


            "Ouch!" said
Ligonier. "It gives me the willies just to think about it!"


 


            The dinosaur gave one last,
mournful toot and walked off.


 


-


 


            The Raja and I had decided
to make our first shift of camp in a south-southwest direction, to get near the
sauropod swamp. We would not go directly to the borders of the swamp, as we had
done on other safaris. For one thing, the lowlands round the swamp are heavily
grown with cycads willows, so you have to worm and hack your way through them.
The ground is muddy underfoot, so you gain half a centimeter in stature with
every step, from the mud that sticks to the soles of your boots.


 


            While the Raja and I are
well hardened to this sort of thing, we find that for most of our clients it's
just too bloody exhausting. The last thing we want is to have a client drop
dead of a heart attack; bad for business. Having poor young Holtzinger eaten by
a tyrannosaur almost put us into bankruptcy.


 


            There is, however, a stream
of modest size, which feeds into the swamp to the east. The Raja has named it
the Narbada; says he's waiting to come upon a really big river before he calls
it the Ganges or the Brahmaputra. The ground is more negotiable and the
vegetation less crowded than nearer the swamp.


 


            Besides, we had that OTV of
Redmond's with us. I didn't see how we could ever get it through that great
thicket bordering the swamp. When we got it there, if we weren't careful where
we parked it, it would sink out of sight in the ooze and never be seen again.


 


            We routed our sahibs out
early, so Black and his boys could strike the camp. They'd become bloody
efficient at it; in less than an hour after the tents were vacated, they had
the whole thing bundled up and loaded on the jacks.


 


            There were no special
incidents on the way to our new camp on the Narbada. We saw a few dinosaurs and
other animals, including a big ankylosaur, the squatty armored kind. This bloke
just hunkered down and waved that big tail with a bone club on the end, to warn
us not to get close enough to bother him.


 


            Redmond said he had better
ride the Cayuse, since he was used to it. And he did, maneuvering it around
obstacles with the confidence of an old-timer. The rest of us hiked.


 


            By early afternoon we had
arrived, and in another two hours the boys had the new camp set up. Then the
Raja asked Redmond if he could have a tryout with the Cayuse. He was full of
boyish enthusiasm, although in fact he's a mature family man just as I am.
Redmond said certainly, and showed him how to work the controls.


 


            Where the Narbada River
makes a bend, there's a wide, sandy beach on the inner side of the curve. We
were camped on the flat above the beach. Away went Chandra Aiyar, waving his
hat and yelling:


 


            "Yippee! Git along,
little dogie!" and other American stockman expressions.


 


            He ran it up and down the
beach, going faster and faster. Then, at one end of his travel, he whipped it
into another tight turn, only this time he made the turn where the dirt beneath
his wheels was wet. The Cayuse skidded, spun round wildly, and went into the
Narbada with a tremendous splash, taking the Raja with it.


 


            The Cayuse fell over on its
side in somewhat less than a meter of water, pinning the Raja's leg beneath it.
By bending and stretching, he could just barely get his face out of water. He
shouted:


 


            "Help! Blub-blub!"


 


            Everybody yelled and began
to run around like a bunch of headless chooks. I roared for Black and the boys
to fetch a rope.


 


            "Gonna tie it to him
and pull him out?" asked Redmond.


 


            "Don't be a fool!"
yelled Ligonier. "He's pinned, can't you see? First we've got to haul the
machine off him. Can I take it out there, Reggie?"


 


            "That's really my
job," I said. "The swamp has some big crocs that make those of our
time look like lizards. If one of them comes up the river ..."


 


            "Hell with that!"
said Ligonier. "Gimme!"


 


            He snatched the end of the
rope and splashed out. When he got to the Cayuse, hip-deep, he crouched down
and tied a loop, under water, around the steering post. Then he waved to the
rest of us to pull. He had proved that there was nothing wrong with his
courage, and I suspect that the same thought occurred to him.


 


            We pulled, and the vehicle
came up. When it got into ankle-deep water, Joe Voth waded out, heaved it
upright, and wheeled it ashore by pushing. I don't think any of the rest of us
could have done that alone; Joe was a bloody strong bloke.


 


            After him came Rex Ligonier
and Chandra Aiyar, with one of the Raja's arms around Ligonier's neck to help
him to walk. Luckily his leg wasn't broken, although he had a bruise the size
of your hand and limped the rest of this safari.


 


            While the rest of us
clustered round the Raja, asking how he felt and was anything broken, Joe Voth
just looked up from the machine with a reproachful expression. He said:


 


            "You hadn't oughta done
that, Mr. Raja. Ain't no way to treat a good piece of machinery."


 


            We agreed that there had
been enough excitement for one day. Voth spent the rest of the afternoon and
half the night meticulously taking the Cayuse apart, cleaning and drying each
part and lubricating it where that was called for.


 


-


 


            The next day we started out
just looking at things: a couple of sauropods downstream, around the mouth of
the Narbada, where it loses itself in the swamp. The prevailing genus of
sauropod at this time and place is the Alamosaurus. It's only
medium-sized as sauropods go, most adults being under twenty meters; though we
occasionally find one up to thirty, which is bloody big. While they like the
swamp margins because of the unlimited supplies of greenery, it's not true that
they are confined to watery places. They walk perfectly well on dry land and
often do, when their never-ending hunt for fodder takes them away from rivers
and swamps.


 


            We didn't see any theropods
for Redmond's trophy, nor anything to furnish Ligonier with his conversation
piece. There was one of those super-crocodiles, Phobosuchus, lying on a
sand bar with its mouth open so little birds could pick its teeth, and a few
small pterosaurs circling round after insects. And speaking of which, the
insects harassed and bit our sahibs, despite the repellant they had smeared on
themselves, until they were glad to call off the nature watch.


 


            After lunch, I noticed that
Redmond and the Raja had their heads together, while Redmond lectured on the
fine points of the Cayuse. At last they straightened up, and Redmond said:


 


            "Watch how I do it,
Raja!"


 


            He climbed into the front
seat and started the engine; there's no mistaking that popping Diesel sound. He
engaged the clutch slowly, so that the Cayuse started off as gently as a baby's
kiss. He ran it along the stretch of beach that parallels the water, on much
the same route that the Raja had followed earlier in his cowboy act, but more
slowly and cautiously.


 


            All went smoothly until he
got to the end and started to turn around. He'd gone father than the Raja had,
where the beach narrowed down till he could not make the turn all at once. He
had to back and fill.


 


            While he was doing this, we
all jumped as that terrific moo or hoot or honk or bellow—whatever you want to
call it—of Parasaurolophus drilled through our skulls. The big
hadrosaurid stepped out of the trees and bore down on Redmond and his Cayuse
with two-meter strides.


 


            Redmond took one appalled
look and saw the creature looming over him, not only with its big forepaws
reaching out but also its great hook-shaped male organ, as long as a man is
tall, extruding and getting longer by the second.


 


            I don't know whether Redmond
thought the hadrosaurid was going to bugger him; but he did the only thing he
could. He opened the throttle to full.


 


            At that precise instant, the
hadrosaurid grabbed at Redmond with one big four-fingered paw. It's not really
a hand, since it has no thumb and can't move its fingers separately, as we can.
But it can curl the paw into a hook, and it caught the collar of Redmond's bush
jacket. As the dinosaur hoisted Redmond out of his seat, the engine roared and
the Cayuse took off like a scared wallaby. It's too bad nobody had his camera
ready, though I doubt if a picture of Redmond dangling from the dinosaur's paw
would have sold many Cayuses.


 


            The hadrosaurid glanced at
Redmond, evidently decided that he would be no good eating, and tossed him
aside. Then it trotted after the Cayuse. The unguided vehicle plowed into the
river and kept going until, a dozen meters or so from shore, it dropped out of
sight. The engine gave a sputter and stopped.


 


            The hadrosaurid waded out to
where the Cayuse had disappeared. It put its head down under water, so that all
we could see of it was that long spine in back. After a few seconds it raised
up again and gave another long toot. It may have been my imagination, but to me
the cry had a mournful note.


 


            It stood there, alternately
ducking its head and rearing up to honk, for a couple of minutes. Then it
looked about in a wary sort of way. The reason soon came to light. Out from the
trees appeared a theropod, a gorgosaur. This is much like the famous Tyrannosaurus,
but is smaller, more lightly built, faster, and if anything, more
dangerous.


 


            The gorgosaur was moving
fast, bobbing its head with each long stride. It bore down on the hadrosaurid,
standing half submerged in the river. The hadrosaurid turned to flee, but too
late. The gorgosaur's jaws snapped on one of the hadrosaurid s hind legs,
bringing it down with a tremendous splash. As the victim tried to struggle back
on its feet, the gorgosaur put a clawed hind foot on its body and shifted its
grip to the hadrosaurid's belly.


 


            The battle sent up so much
splash that it was hard to see just what went on. Presently the gorgosaur
straightened up with a rending sound and a huge mass of the other s guts in its
jaws. Holding the hadrosaurid down with one hind foot, the gorgosaur reared up
and spent several minutes gulping that mouthful down. Like snakes, their skulls
stretch this way and that so they can engulf an astonishing mass ail at once.
It stood there, going gulp, and a few centimeters of mouthful would disappear;
gulp, and in would go a little more, until it was all gone. We could see
the throat distended until it looked ready to burst as that huge gobbet went
down. Rex Ligonier excused himself and went off into the bush to be sick.


 


            The gorgosaur started to
reach down for another gulp, when Redmond's rifle banged near me. He had picked
himself up, covered with sand and mud, and fetched his gun. The Raja had got
his and my guns from our tent and was just handing mine to me.


 


            Down went the gorgosaur with
a great splash. Redmond said: "There are our trophy heads. When we get 'em
ashore, I'll take the theropod's, and Rex can have the other."


 


            The trouble was that, being
reptiles, they took forever to die, although Redmond had again made an expert
brain shot. It was almost sundown before those two dinosaurs stopped thrashing
and twitching. I waded out and saw what had happened to the Cayuse. I got a
rope around the gorgosaur's leg, and we started to haul it ashore. When not
even all the men—the Raja with his crook leg and I, the sahibs, and the
helpers— could fetch it, Beauregard hitched up the asses as well. With their
help we got the animal up on the beach.


 


            Then we started to do the
same with the hadrosaurid. We were coming along great when Ligonier yelled:


 


            "Hey, we've got more
company!"


 


            So we had. One of those
giant Cretaceous crocodiles, alerted by the blood washed down the river to the
swamp, had swum upstream and grabbed the hadrosaurid's other leg, the one we
didn't have the rope belayed to. That halted the salvage operation. We pulled
on the rope, men and beasts, while the croc backed water with its tail. Neither
party could gain more than a centimeter on the other. I couldn't see much of
the croc in that muddy, bloody water; but I should guess it was about a
fifteen-meter specimen, big enough to swallow a man whole.


 


            After several minutes of
this tug-of-war, the croc tried another stunt. Since they're unable to chew
their meat, they swallow it whole. This means they have to separate their prey
into pieces of manageable size. This one did a fast barrel roll, turning over
and over, until most of the leg came off with a rending sound, then it swam back
downstream with this limb in its jaws, which allowed us to finish hauling the
remains ashore.


 


            "All right," I
said, "if you blokes want the heads, you'll have to start cutting them
off, now. We're moving camp tonight."


 


            "Good God!" said
Redmond. "You crazy, Reggie?"


 


            "Not so crook in the
head as I should be if we stayed here. Those two carcasses will attract more
theropods, and probably more crocs as well. We should find ourselves in the
middle of a battle royal over the carrion, and a carnivore who gets ranked out
of his share will go after the asses or us. If we tried to fight them off at
night, we should probably end up shooting one another."


 


            They grumbled a bit, but I
made it plain that was how things were bloody well going to be.


 


            "But my Cayuse!"
said Redmond.


 


            "Seems to have fallen
into a pothole," I said. "It's two or three meters down. We should
need a cove with diving gear, who didn't mind the chance of being seized by a
croc, to get a rope on it."


 


            Ligonier said: "I'm a
good swimmer. Bet I could dive down there for long enough to slip a noose in
place."


 


            "I don't doubt
it," I said. "So could the Raja, or so could I in a pinch. But at
night, with the reptilian guests due any minute, it would be too bloody
dangerous. We can't afford to lose our clients; bad for business. I'm afraid we
shall just have to charge that buggy to experience."


 


-


 


            We had a hectic time
striking the camp that night and feeling our way away from the river by
electric torchlight. There's not much more to tell about this safari. Loads had
to be redistributed to let the Raja ride an ass, since his leg was still
painful to walk on. We pitched two more camps, watched more Cretaceous fauna at
work and play, and returned to the original site for Cohen to pick us up. We
got our clients home safe with their trophies.


 


            But you can see, Mr. Ahmadi,
why we're not partial to motor vehicles on time safaris. It's a crook enough
job, keeping the local carnivores—carnosaurs, creodonts, or saber-tooths, as
the case may be—from eating either us, or the asses, or both. But having a
dinosaur fall in love with your transport is one bloody thing too much!


 


-


 


III



[bookmark: _Toc300517365]Crocamander Quest


 


            Please, Ms. Brownlee! I
assure you I have nothing against women. I've been married to one—the same
one—for twenty-odd years, and we get along fine.


 


            Even if I'm not a male
chauvinist, though, I bloody well won't change my rule against taking ladies on
time safaris, at least along with men. Not that women can't rough it in the
outback as well as men. But when you mix the sexes in a small, close group,
you're asking for trouble. When people are thrown together so intimately, they
either form close attachments or come to hate one another. Adding the sexual
factor merely makes a difficult situation impossible. I'll tell you how we once
tried such a mixed party and what came of it.


 


            If your women's-rights
organization would like to get up an all-women time safari, we'll consider it.
Of course I should have to see how my wife would take it. When she heard I had
signed up five clients, including a woman, to the Triassic, she said:


 


            "Reginald Rivers, what
on earth are you thinking of? Having a quick go in the cycads with this twist?
You're asking for problems."


 


            I assured her I had nothing
of the sort in mind, but in the end she could have said: "I told you
so!" Not that the dear girl ever said it aloud; but I knew she was
thinking it.


 


            About the time Aiyar and I
launched this mixed safari ... That's Chandra Aiyar in the photo on the wall,
the dark chap with the dead dinosaur. I call him "Raja" because he's
the hereditary ruler of some little place in India named Janpur. Of course
that's purely honorary nowadays, like the title of that Frenchman, the Comte de
Lautrec, who had his head taken off by a flick of the tail of a sauropod he
annoyed.


 


            I'd been getting some flak
about our men-only policy; so the Raja and I thought we'd try a mixed safari
once to see how it worked. There was a couple named Alvarado, Tomas and Inez,
who wanted to go back to the Age of Reptiles. Tom Alvarado was a stout Spaniard
who made his living singing in operas. He must have been stone-ginger good at
it, to be able to afford a time safari. They weren't much interested in hunting
or trophy collecting; but they were bonzer travelers, who had covered all the
continents and most of the countries of the present-day Earth and were looking
for something new. They weren't even going to take a gun; but I persuaded them
to rent a nine-millimeter Mannlicher. Otherwise the party would have been a little
too lightly armed for safety.


 


            It jarred me a bit when Tom
introduced Mrs. Alvarado as "my former wife, Inez." (He pronounced it
to rhyme with "Macbeth.") When I asked him about this later, he said:


 


            "Oh, yes, Inez and I
have been divorced for years. We could not stand living together; but then we
found we liked each other better than anyone else around. So we do what americanos
call going steady.' "


 


            Well, I don't consider his
private arrangements, no matter how bizarre, any of my business. Inez was a
Yank of, I believe, Mexican antecedents; quite a stunner in a black-haired
Latin way.


 


            The Raja and I decided we
wouldn't send them to the Jurassic or Cretaceous, when one finds the most
spectacular dinosaurs, because of the risk. We also had a prospect who was keen
to get to the Triassic but couldn't afford to do it solo, because his grant
from the Auckland Museum of Natural History wouldn't cover the fees. We have to
charge high to include the costs to Professor Prochaska's laboratory, since the
time machine uses fantastic amounts of electric power.


 


            This third sahib was a New
Zealander, Professor Doctor Sir Edred Ngata, a paleontologist. He was a
picturesque cove, two meters tall, built like a locomotive, with a
leather-brown skin and bushy black hair just beginning to gray. He must have
been at least three-quarters Maori. I was glad to have a Kiwi along, who
wouldn't poke fun at my Aussie accent.


 


            The reason Ngata was keen
for the Triassic, where the wild life is less spectacular than it becomes
later, is that he wanted to study all the little lizardy creatures to find out
which were the ancestors of the reptiles and mammals of later times. He told
me:


 


            "Also, Mr. Rivers, I
want to study the distribution of the later rachitomes—"


 


            "Excuse me," I
said, "the racket wants?"


 


            "Rachitomes,
or their offshoot the stereospondyles. They're orders of amphibians, in decline
in the Triassic but still abundant and including some large creatures like Paracyclotosaurus
from your own Australia. Imagine a newt or salamander expanded to crocodile
size, with a huge head for catching smaller fry, and you'll have the
idea."


 


            "Might call it a 'crocamander',
eh? At least that's easier to say than the name you just gave it."


 


            Ngata chuckled. "True;
but the short, easy Latin names have been pretty well used up by now."


 


            "I see," I said.
"Trouble is, I no sooner get one of those jaw-breaking names memorized
than you bods go and change them, or at least change the classification. But
why particularly crocamanders?"


 


            He explained: "They
help to date the breakup of Pangaea."


 


            "You mean that
super-continent that, they say, once included them all?"


 


            "Right-o. The breakup
started in the Triassic. First the northern half, which we call Laurasia,
separated from the southern, or Gondwanaland, when the Tethys Sea formed
between them. So if we find one of your—ah—crocamanders in the land that became
North America, very similar to one of ours in the southern continent, we can be
fairly sure that the land connection between the two parts of Pangaea still
existed."


 


            "Why couldn't
crocamanders swim from one to the other, the way the salt-water crocodile
does?"


 


            "Because most
amphibians can't take salt water, with those soft, moist skins."


 


            The fourth sahib was an
American, Desmond Carlyle, who knew the Alvarados. He was a good-sized fellow,
well-set-up with sandy hair and a little blond mustache. He had done a bit of
mountaineering and had the old idea that it proves one's manhood to hang the
stuffed heads of large wild animals on one's wall. I've outgrown that sort of
thing myself; but I don't discourage it because it keeps clients coming in to
the firm of Rivers and Aiyar, Time Safaris. Carlyle hoped to work up to a
Cretaceous safari for a tyrannosaur head but thought a Triassic jaunt would be
a good way to get broken in.


 


            Last to join was a young man
named Willard Smith. He was from one of those complicated families where both
parents had been divorced and remarried ever-so-many times. One of his many
stepfathers had given him the time trip as a present on his graduation from
college. I've always heard that such extended families are a sure way to
produce juvenile delinquents, addicts, and criminals; but young Smith didn't
show any such symptoms. He did, however, confide:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, I hope you
won't mind that I'm a klutz."


 


            "Eh?" I said.
"What's that? Some sort of secret society, demanding compulsory birth
control for comedians or something?''


 


            "No, no, nothing like
that. It's Pennsylvania Dutch for an awkward, clumsy person."


 


            That gave me pause. I said:
"Well, I don't know. If you're that kind of gawk, how do I know you won't
trig over a root and blow somebody's head off?"


 


            'Oh, I'm not interested in
shooting," said Smith. "I'll be quite happy just tagging along and
taking pictures. That's my real enthusiasm."


 


            A little against my better
judgement, I let Smith's registration stand. I told myself to keep an
extra-close watch on young Willard. In former geological eras, if you gash
yourself with a skinning knife, or shoot yourself in the foot, or step in a
hole and break your leg, there's no telephoning die ambulance to come fetch you
to the hospital. But if Smith didn't carry a gun, at least he couldn't
accidentally shoot any of the rest of us.


 


            Hunting dinosaurs isn't
especially dangerous if you make all your moves smoothly and correctly,
and don't commit foolish mistakes like catching a twig in the mechanism of your
gun, or stepping on the tail of a sleeping carnosaur, or then climbing a small
tree the dinosaur can pluck you out of. Even clumsiness isn't fatal if you have
sound judgment, are in complete control of yourself, and take whatever extra
care is needed to make up for your lack of coordination.


 


-


 


            So on a fine spring day we
gathered with our gear at Professor Prochaska's laboratory here in St. Louis.
The service personnel were our longtime herder Beauregard Black, two camp
helpers, and a cook. By then the Raja and I were experienced enough so we
didn't feel that both had to be along on every safari. One could stay behind to
hold down the office; that's why I'm here now, while the Raja takes a group
back to the Eocene.


 


            This time, however, we
agreed that the Raja should come along, because the period was new and also
because it was our first safari mixed as to sex and therefore an experiment.
The Raja is better at human relations than I. He can calm down an excited man—
excuse me, person—or cheer up a despondent one, or jolly along a bad-tempered
one in a way I've always envied.


 


            On other safaris we had
taken the parry coasting about the local area, breaking camp and setting it up
again half a dozen times. We decided that this time, since we had some decided
tenderfeet, one a female, we had better leave the camp where we first pitched
it and merely make one-day walkabouts in different directions. So we didn't
need a train of packasses to haul our gear round the country.


 


            Eh? Why don't we use
off-trail vehicles? We tried it once, and weren't happy. In the first place, we
could take only those of the smallest kind—practically toys— because of the
size of the transition chamber. In the second, there's no source of petrol in
case we run low on fuel. In the third, Mesozoic country is often so overgrown
and poorly drained that even the most versatile vehicles have a hard time. And
lastly, if your jeep breaks down or skids into the river, it's done for; you
can't get it back to the transition chamber. The asses on the other hand can
live off the country; and in dire straits you can eat them—if some hungry
carnivore doesn't beat you to it. You can't eat a petrol-powered vehicle.


 


-


 


            The sahibs, the sahiba, the
Raja, and I crowded into the transition chamber with our guns and packs. It was
policy for the guns to go first, not knowing what sort of reception committee
might be waiting for us. The operator squeezed in after us, closed the door,
and worked his buttons and dials.


 


            I had told the laboratory
people to set it for May first, 175 million B.C. So die chamber wallah set his
dials for that date and pressed the red button. The fights went out, leaving
the chamber lit by a little battery-powered lamp. The sahibs gave some grunts
and groans at the vertigo and vibration, and that horrid feeling of being in
free fall. But the Raja and I had been through all this before.


 


            When the spinning dial hands
stopped, the operator checked his gages to make sure he could safely set the
chamber down. It wouldn't do to land it in an inland sea or on the side of a
cliff. Sometimes he has to move the chamber back and forth in time by half a
million years or so to find a soft landing. This time we were lucky to come
down on fairly level soil. Another button opened the door.


 


            As usual, I jumped down
first, my gun ready. I hadn't been in the Triassic before, but I'd read up on
the period. I saw rolling country with water in the distance, and a fairly
heavy growth all around of trees and shrubs you find nowadays only in the form
of little "living fossils," they call 'em, like horsetails and ferns.


 


            For real trees we had
araucarias, trees of the ginkgo type, and cycads looking much like palms. No
grass, of course; that didn't evolve for another hundred million or so, and
likewise no flowers.


 


            The only sample of the fauna
I saw on that first look-around was one little lizardy fellow running away on a
pair of long hindlegs. I was watching it disappear into the ferns when Sir
Edred Ngata shouldered me aside, whipped up his shotgun, and fired, bang-bang!
at the vanishing two-legger. I said:


 


            "Hey, Sir Edred! You
agreed to shoot only when I told you to!"


 


            "I say, I'm frightfully
sorry!" said Ngata. "But it looked like a thecodont, one of those
that evolved into the big dinosaurs. One of my objectives is to get some
specimens to mount or dissect. I suppose I missed; but please, let me go look!"


 


            He started off, but I said:
"Damn it, Sir Edred, reload your gun first! And keep heavy buckshot in one
barrel!"


 


            He turned back with a
shamefaced grin. "You're right, of course. And forget the 'Sir.' Just call
me 'Edred,' will you, old boy?" Ngata was an amiable sort of bloke whom it
was hard to stay angry with for long.


 


            Meanwhile the rest of the
party came out of the chamber, which vanished back to Present to pick up
Beauregard and his crew and the kit. All this took a bit of time, during which
I scouted around to pick a campsite near a stream.


 


-


 


            As soon as camp was pitched,
our first job was to get fresh meat. Being unfamiliar with the period, I asked
Sir Edred for advice. We wanted an animal, preferably a plant-eater, not too
large (which would rot before we got it eaten) or too small (in which case
there wouldn't be enough to go round). Ngata said:


 


            "If I were you, I'd try
for a dicynodont. I think you'll find them on the higher ground."


 


            "What's a dicynodont
like?"


 


            "Just imagine a
hairless, saber-toothed sheep and you'll come close."


 


            Since it was too late in the
day to start out, we stayed in camp. The service personnel had set up one big
tent for themselves and four small ones for the rest of us. I put Ngata and
Alvarado in one tent, Carlyle and Smith in another, and gave one to Inez
Alvarado. The Raja and I took the remaining tent, since we should have to
consult on managing our party. Also, since we went watch-and-watch, there was
no use waking up one of our lambs every time we changed watch.


 


            If the Alvarados had been a
normal married pair, I should have given them a tent to themselves. But I
didn't know if they were currently on a balling basis— excuse me, Ms.
Brownlee—and it's not the sort of thing one cares to ask people right out.


 


            Sleeping proved not so easy
as one might think. Besides the big cockroaches, whom the smell of food brought
swarming into the camp, the insects included a huge cricket whose crurp sounds
like a burglar alarm going off.


 


-


 


            Next morning we set out on
our routine meat hunt. We went uphill, pushing through vast fem beds; there
didn't seem to be any game trails. A heavy growth of ferns can give you a real
workout to wade through, so we were soon filthy and drowning in sweat. Besides,
the ground is so broken by nullahs that every walk is an up-and-down scramble.


 


            We saw a pair of
coelophysids—slender, long-tailed, bipedal flesh-eating therapsids weighing
about as much as a small man—ah—person. They were prowling through a fern
brake, looking for smaller creatures to snap up in those narrow, toothy jaws.
As soon as they saw us, they took off and vanished. Carlyle, our one really
dedicated hunter, sent a shot after them but missed.


 


            When we got to higher
ground, the ferns thinned out. All the while, Smith clicked his camera this way
and that. Ngata dashed excitedly about, banging away with his little 28-gage
shotgun. Now and then he came back holding up some little lizardy fellow before
popping it into his collecting bag. Once I said:


 


            "There's a little
one!"


 


            I pointed to a stubby
lizardlike animal, no bigger than a rat. Ngata brought up his shotgun; then
said:


 


            "No, better not. It
looks like an ictidosaur, and I might shoot one of my own ancestors!"


 


            "At which point, I
suppose you'd vanish like a blown-out match flame?"


 


            "Or all of us
might," he said.


 


            "More likely, we should
all be snatched back to our own times and torn to pieces in the process,"
I said, "to prevent a paradox. That's what actually happened to one client
of mine, who tried to occupy the same time slot twice."


 


            After a couple of hours'
hiking, the Alvarados complained of sore feet. So I split up the parry,
bringing Carlyle and Ngata, as the ones most hardened to such stress, along
with me, and leaving the others to take a spell with the Raja.


 


            As we climbed, the landscape
opened out, with more bare spaces between clumps of trees, mosdy looking much
like ginkgos, and conifers resembling the modern monkey-puzzle pine. People who
expect a Mesozoic landscape to be colorful are apt to be disappointed, since
all the plant life is pretty much the same dark, somber green, without flowers.
Through one of the gaps in the forest we could see, beyond the next few rises,
the big conical shape of a volcano, with a plume of smoke and vapor coming out
the top.


 


            Soon after leaving the
others, I heard noises of animal life. Ngata began to burble and would have
dashed ahead if I had not caught his arm.


 


            "Easy, easy!" I
said. "We want to see what we're getting into first."


 


            "But there aren't any
allosaurs or tyrannosaurs in this period ..."


 


            "I know," I said,
"but from what I've read, some of the carnivores are still big enough to
kill you."


 


            So I led the way, peering
ahead through the shrubbery and holding my rifle ready. The Raja and I were
using .375 magnums. We had left our six-nought-noughts, our real dinosaur
killers, back home, figuring that nothing we were likely to meet required such
heavy artillery, which is fair cow to drag through the bush.


 


            At last we arrived at a little
glade in which four dicynodonts were feeding. I crept up, keeping a clump of
cycads between me and the animals, until I got a good view through the gaps.
Carlyle had lagged behind us, and for some minutes I didn't notice his absence.


 


            There was one male,
distinguished by his tusks, and three females. I can't say they reminded me of
hairless sheep. Hairless they were, but stoutly built, about the size and shape
of your American black bear, with potbellied bodies tapering aft to thick
reptilian tails. Their heads began with horny beaks like those of turtles, plus
those saber tusks on the male.


 


            All four were chomping away
at leaves and fronds. Bloody ugly things, I should call them; but then I
suppose we should seem equally so to them. When I got ready to shoot, Ngata
touched my arm.


 


            "Wait a bit," he
said. "Want to observe them first."


 


            So we stood watching, though
seeing an animal simply eat, eat, eat soon loses its entertainment value. I was
again getting ready to shoot, when Ngata whispered:


 


            "Hold it, Reggie;
something's coming!"


 


            The something turned out to
be another male dicynodont. The resident male looked up from its eating and
uttered a warning grunt.


 


            The newcomer grunted, even
louder. For most of a minute these two beggars stood glowering at each other,
if anything so expressionless can be said to glower, and grunting.


 


            Then the newcomer yawned,
exposing his tusks. The resident male then yawned, too; and all the while they
continued to grunt. During this time, Carlyle caught up with us, mumbling
something about having to re-tie his bootlace.


 


            The newcomer moved closer,
yawning and grunting. The two circled each other until I was no longer sure
which was the newcomer. At last one of the two, whichever it was, made a
shambling slash at the other's shoulder; and the other backed off, still
yawning and grunting. When the wounded one had put enough distance between
them, he turned and waddled away. That was all there was to this clash of the
titans, if you want to call it that. All the while, the three females kept on
munching vegetation as if this duel were no business of theirs.


 


            "Can't leave all three
ladies husbandless," I said, and to Carlyle: "Your shot. Take the one
on the left."


 


            He fired at the nearest
female, and down she went. The remaining three looked around in a vague sort of
way but showed no disposition to flee.


 


            "They've never
developed a flight reaction to gunfire," said Ngata. "I fear we shall
have to chase them away."


 


            He picked up a cycad frond
and advanced on the dicynodonts, yelling and waving the frond. Carlyle and I
came with him, shouting and waving; and soon the three survivors turned and
shambled off in no great hurry.


 


            By the time we reached the
carcass, Ngata fell to measuring and writing notes. While he was so engaged,
the Raja called from the bush, and presently he appeared with the rest of our
party. Young Smith was shooting pictures.


 


            The Raja and I got out our
knives to clean the animal, to lighten it for carrying back to camp. I had a
folding magnesium carrying pole in my pack. But when I started to cut out the
guts, Ngata cried:


 


            "I say, Reggie! You're
not going to leave all those lovely intestines here?"


 


            "Certainly," I
said. "What's the point of lugging an extra thirty kilos of inedible stuff
back to the camp?"


 


            "But I need to study
all those organs! Don't you realize that nobody has ever described the internal
anatomy of a dicynodont before? All we've had to work with were bones! It's as
if we had stepped out on another planet!"


 


            "Well, if you want to
shovel that pile of guts into your specimen bag—"


 


            "I can't do that! The
bag's full already!"


 


            "I'm sorry, but we do
what we can. What we can't, just doesn't get done. And you'll have other
chances. Come on, give me a hand with tying this bugger's feet to the
pole!"


 


            By coaxing and bullying, the
Raja and I got Sir Edred calmed down enough to lash our beast's feet together
so we could carry it suspended from the pole. Since Ngata and I were the
biggest men of the party, it fell to us to bear the pole. The Raja carried my
rifle as well as his.


 


            Hallway back, I asked
Willard Smith to take my end of the pole, he being the youngest and almost my
size, and I not so young as I once had been. I had forgotten about his being
what he called a "klutz." But we hadn't gone another fifty meters
when Smith tripped over his own feet and fell flat on the trail. Since Ngata
remained upright, the dicynodont slid down the pole on top of Smith, who got
pretty crook bloody.


 


            So I took back the pole for
the rest of the hike. We got back in time for billy, with enough time left over
to clean up before a dinner of dicynodont steaks. Our cook, Ming, has learned
never to be surprised by the creatures we bring in to camp and tell him to cook
for us.


 


            While our tucker was
cooking, we sat round the fire, telling stories and enjoying a tot of whiskey,
while Mrs. Alvarado sat with her feet in a bucket of warm water. Alvarado and
Carlyle and Smith also wanted to soak their feet; but there was only one
bucket, so I gave Inez the first crack at it.


 


            As for the whiskey, I had
served out pretty potent portions; but then Desmond Carlyle demanded seconds.


 


            "No, sorry," I
said. "I told you, that one's it for tonight."


 


            "Liquor flows like glue
here," he grumped. "I could put away half a liter and not feel
it."


 


            "Sorry about
that," I said. "Our supply is calculated to last the fortnight. I
don't want to run short before the chamber returns."


 


            Actually I was more
concerned with what might happen if one of my lambs got too disinhibited from
liquor. I'd seen that happen on other safaris, where the imbiber did something
silly like picking a fight. You never can tell how a person will react to
liquor. Some get talkative, some amorous, some despondent, and some
belligerent. The only way to find out is to get them drunk, and the risks were
too great in these surroundings, a couple of hundred million years from help.


 


            Carlyle's drink was strong
enough, however, to get him talking. He told a fanciful tale of hunting a lion
in Africa. From what I know of Africa, it wasn't much of a hunt; there isn't
any more of that, really, there. Somebody ran a lion farm and then, when a
would-be hero with enough money showed up, he would turn one lion loose in a
big private preserve and send the man in with a gun.


 


            Since the lion was semi-tame
and had never learned either to attack or to fear a human being, it just lay or
stood quietly while the joker walked up and shot the poor beast. A pretty poor
idea of sportsmanship, if you ask me. But then, I suspected Carlyle of being a
skite with a lot of fictitious adventures he liked to trot out to impress the
women.


 


            Then my attention was drawn
to Sir Edred Ngata. He was squatting in front of a cloth on which he had laid
out a score of specimens he had brought down with birdshot. Except for one
primitive tortoise they were all lizardlike, looking pretty similar to my
unscientific eye. The astonishing thing, though, was that tears were running
down Ngata's big brown face.


 


            "Edred!" I said.
"What's the matter, cobber?"


 


            He looked up, choked back a
sob, and took a swallow of his drink. "You wouldn't understand, Reggie.
I'm suffering from information overload."


 


            "So what? I never heard
that too much news was anything to cry over."


 


            "No; it's just that
there's such a damned colossal job here to be done, and only one man—me—to do
it. I can't even scratch the surface. It's as if you were, say, a historian,
and were sent back in time with a copying machine to the Library of Alexandria
in the days of the Ptolemies and told you could photocopy all the lost
manuscripts you could do in one hour. You'd know you couldn't copy more than a
fraction of one per cent in the time allowed; and how could you choose among
them? I'm in a similar fix."


 


            "Well, hadn't you
better get those specimens into the alcohol jars before they begin to
stink?"


 


            "Good-o," he said,
wiping away the tears.


 


-


 


            The party was tired enough
from the day's hike so there was no argument over turning in early. In our
headquarters tent, the Raja and I talked. It was unlikely there were any very
spectacular sights to see within the radius of one-day excursions, such as a
huge waterfall like your Niagara. There was that volcano we had seen from where
we bagged the dicynodont; but I think volcanoes, like the larger carnosaurs,
are best admired from a respectful distance.


 


            So we decided simply to box
the compass, taking our lambs out in a different direction until we had covered
them all in the two weeks allowed. Then the Raja said:


 


            "Reggie, I have an
uneasy feeling about our female time traveler."


 


            "Afraid she'll collapse
on the trail?" I said.


 


            "No; she's in good
physical shape, even if she got sore feet the first day out. But it's the
sexual thing. The way she was trading long, speculative glances with some of
the men—well, it gave me qualms. We had better keep an eye on her."


 


            Understand, Ms. Brownlee,
I'm no wowser. Got nothing against sex. Marvelous institution and all that, but
not when it interferes with the smooth operation of Rivers and Aiyar. So I
said:


 


            "Right-o, Raja!"


 


            You see, the Raja s one of
these intuitive chaps. I've learned that, when he warns of problems building up
in the human sphere, I'd better listen.


 


-


 


            As I said, I had given Inez
Alvarado a tent of her own. So I was surprised next morning, when I was making
rounds just before dawn at the end of my watch, to see that great, hulking
Maori, Sir Edred Ngata, coming out of the tent I had assigned to Mrs. Alvarado.


 


            "What the hell?" I
said, giving him a sharp look. "I thought you were in with Tom."


 


            He gave a kind of giggle,
like a child caught out, and held the tent flap back to show the tent was
empty. He finally said, between giggles:


 


            "Well—ah—Inez begged me
to change places with her. And—all—what gentleman could refuse a lady such a
simple request?"


 


            "You knew they were an
ex-couple?"


 


            "Yes, I heard that. But
some religions say, once married, always married. So I figured—ah ..."


 


            "Oh, cut it out,
mate," I said. "I have enough problems bringing my lambs through
these safaris alive without trying to manage their sex lives as well."


 


            So I went about my business.
When Inez came out of Alvarado's tent, I just looked through her as if she
weren't there.


 


-


 


            The Raja and I decided our
lambs were bushed enough from the previous bike, so we went nowhere that day.
Ngata spent it happily examining his specimens, dissecting those of which he
had duplicates and getting blood up to his elbows, and explaining to anyone who
would listen that this one was probably a rhincocephalian, while that one was
more likely an eosuchian, like those ancestral to the dinosaurs.


 


            "Aren't there any real
dinosaurs in this period?" asked Inez Alvarado.


 


            "That depends,"
said Ngata. "In one sense, it's a matter of where you draw the line
between the dinosaurs and their thecodont ancestors. Most of my colleagues put
the coelophysids, which we saw yesterday, in with the dinosaurs. In other words,
it's a question of definitions.


 


            "From another point of
view, I could say no, there weren't, on the ground that there really are no
such things as dinosaurs."


 


            "What?" said Inez,
startled. "But what about all those big skeletons in the museums? I know
there's that preacher who goes around arguing that all those fossil bones are
just a hoax by Satan to destroy men's faith ..."


 


            "What I mean,"
said Ngata, "is that the first paleontologists to dig them up, in the
nineteenth century, assumed that all those giant reptiles belonged to the same
order, which they called Dinosauria. Now we know that they fall into two
long-separated orders: the Saurischia and the Ornithischia, no more closely
related than, say, we are to bats. The difference lies in the shape of the
pelvis. That difference goes way back, to some thecodont common ancestor in a
period earlier than this one. My job is to try to straighten out these obscure
family trees.


 


            "You've seen an example
of an early saurischian in those little coelophysids, which aren't big enough
to bother you. We call that bipedal, flesh-eating stem of the saurischians the
theropods, the coelophysids being one branch and the carnosaurs, like the
famous tyrannosaur, the other. The other saurischian stem is made up of plant
eaters ancestral to the sauropods, which became the biggest land animals ever.
Those from this period look a little like long-necked versions of those cow
dicynodonts we saw yesterday. All the rest of the so-called dinosaurs are
herbivorous ornithischians.


 


            "True, in the later
Triassic beds one finds fragments of carnosaurs, such as the European Teratosaurus,
large enough to be dangerous. But I don't know that such organisms existed
at the time we are now in; and even if they did, whether they ever got to these
lands before Pangaea broke up."


 


            As we sat around, talking
and examining equipment and listening to Sir Edred lecture, I began to sense a
restlessness among the sahibs: After a number of these safaris—an Arab client
on one of them said the correct plural was safariin—one comes to
recognize the symptoms. Carlyle in particular seemed out of sorts, prowling
about, cleaning and re-cleaning his gun, and generally acting like a caged
animal. I heard him mutter:


 


            "I've got to kill
something!"


 


            The Raja and I decided to lead
the party next day northwest. We had gone pretty much due north on the meat
hunt; so by going round the compass we could cover the territory within a
radius of twenty or twenty-five kilometers from our base camp.


 


            That night went off
peacefully enough, if you don't count the shrieks of those giant crickets
advertising for a mate and the other rustles, grunts, and hisses of a Mesozoic
night.


 


            Next day we hiked as
planned. We saw more dicynodonts, in fact whole herds. When we had finished our
lunch and were plowing on a little farther before taming back, Inez Alvarado
said:


 


            "Reggie, would you mind
taking the rest on without me for a bit? I'll catch up."


 


            "AH right," I
said, knowing that ladies, too, have calls of nature. We set out at a leisurely
pace but had been out of sight of Inez for not more than ten or fifteen minutes
when we heard her shriek:


 


            "Help! Help!"


 


            We raced back through the
brush. She was standing before a little group of cycads, swinging her rifle—the
nine-millimeter Mannlicher I had rented the Alvarados—by the barrel at a group
of three quadrupedal flesh-eaters, which Ngata identified as rauisuchids.


 


            They were the size of a
large dog, with thicker limbs and a body that tapered lizardwise into a thick
tail. They had heads like carnosaurs of that size, with a mouthful of fangs.


 


            Carlyle proved the fastest
runner. When I puffed up after him, he already had his gun up. At the first
shot, one rauisuchid flopped over, writhing and snapping. Bang! Down went
another. The third seemed to get the idea, because it ran off. When I came up,
I said:


 


            "For God's sake, Inez,
why didn't you shoot?"


 


            "When I reached into my
ammunition pouch, I found I'd left all my cartridges back at the camp. I'm
sorry to be so stupid."


 


            I just sighed. This is the
sort of thing one has to put up with in my trade, and fussing and fuming won't
help. "Oh, well, it's time to start for home anyway. Want a trophy,
Desmond?"


 


            "You bet!" said
Carlyle, and got to work on one of the carcasses with a big sheath knife.


 


            Pretty soon, with help from
the Raja, he had the head off. We set out with him carrying it in a scarf he
wore. The scarf got bloodsoaked; but since the animal lacked hair and external
ears, there wasn't any other easy way to hold it.


 


            I suppose he could have put
his fingers into the open mouth; but reptiles don't die all at once. This
fellow's jaws kept snapping now and then for at least a quarter-hour after its
head had been cut off. Or he could have whittled a point on a stick and impaled
the head on it. The thought, when it came, reminded me unpleasantly of those
French revolutionaries who made such a point of carrying people's heads around
on the points of spears. Bad taste, eh?


 


-


 


            This time there was no
problem with getting everyone tucked into bed early. As usual, the Raja and I
took watch and watch through the night. When the sky was lightening before
dawn, who should pop out of Inez Alvarado's tent but young Willard Smith!


 


            "Hey!" I said.
"What the devil ..."


 


            "Just me," said
Smith, "getting up to take a piss." (Excuse me, Ms. Brownlee.)


 


            "But what were you
doing in that tent?"


 


            He scuffed his feet, twisted
his hands, and generally acted as if caught in the act of breaking all Ten
Commandments, including worshiping graven images. If the light had been
stronger, I'm sure I should have seen him blushing.


 


            "Ah—Mr. Rivers,"
he choked out at last. "There wasn't anybody in that tent."


 


            "You were," I
said.


 


            "Sure. But that was
just because Mrs. Alvarado asked me to trade places with her. So I—well, what
else could I do?"


 


            "You could have asked
me before making any change," I began, "and let me as leader
decide—"


 


            Just then an angry shout
aroused the camp, followed by yells and curses. Some sort of commotion was
going on in and around the tent assigned to Smith and Carlyle. I got there in a
dead heat with the Raja, who had been taking his turn to sleep.


 


            The tent was heaving like a
hooked fish, and as we arrived it collapsed. Out from the wreckage crawled Tom
Alvarado and Desmond Carlyle, both in their underwear. No sooner had they cast
off the folds of canvas than Alvarado sprang at Carlyle, grabbing for his
throat.


 


            As I said, Alvarado was a
bit on the corpulent side, while Carlyle was in whipcord-tight physical shape,
being in fact something of a fitness fanatic. Carlyle blocked Tom's attempt to
strangle him and knocked him down. Alvarado landed on something hard. He felt
around beneath his body and came up with Carlyle's big sheath knife. In no time
he had it out and was lunging at Carlyle.


 


            Meanwhile, Carlyle grabbed
an edge of the Canvas and threw it back, reaching for his rifle. In casting off
the canvas he also uncovered Inez Alvarado, curled up on one of the bunks and
naked as a frog. Before Alvarado got within stabbing distance, Carlyle stood up
with his rifle.


 


            The Raja tackled Alvarado,
while I grabbed Carlyle's gun and twisted it to point up. It went off with a
bang, fortunately without hitting anything, and with another wrench I got it
away from him.


 


            I stepped away to cover
both. The Raja had wrested the knife from Alvarado, though he got a cut on the
arm in doing so.


 


            "All right, you
idiots!" I said. "Stand with your hands clasped behind your necks, or
by God I'll shoot off a member or two! Now, what's the story? You first,
Tom!"


 


            Tom was so enraged that for
the moment he forgot his excellent English. "Este cabrón cqje mi
mujer!" He shouted, waving his fists and dancing about. He followed it
with a translation, which I won't trouble a lady's ears with. Then Mrs.
Alvarado, who stood up with a sheet wrapped around her, screamed:


 


            "Ya no estoy su
mujer! Hago lo que quiero!"


 


            The two kept
shouting until they ran out of breath. She argued that as a single woman she
had the right to a trot in the sheets whenever and with whomever she liked.
Besides, Tom had been pestering her to marry her again, and she wanted to
sample the field to have a standard of comparison.


 


            When his turn came, Carlyle
shrugged the whole thing off. "What do you expect?" he said. "I
knew they weren't married. Even if they had been, what normal man would turn
down such an offer?"


 


            The Raja and I agreed on the
following judgment:


 


            That everyone should
thereafter stick to his or her own tent. If we found any more trading beds, we
would tie up the culprits and leave them in camp while the rest of us went
exploring. Ngata said confidentially:


 


            "I'm just as glad,
Reggie, that she never got down her list to me. I don't know that my hot
Polynesian blood would have let me turn her down!"


 


-


 


            Most of the rest of the trip
went off in a routine way, with nothing notable on the part either of my sahibs
or the rest of the fauna. Alvarado and Carlyle were formal with one another,
calling each other "Mister" when they had to communicate. Ngata
collected and dissected more pseudo-lizards.


 


            Carlyle shot a big
knobby-headed anomodont with a parrotlike beak and hauled its head back to
camp. Smith and the Alvarados took scads of photographs. We got soaked by a
heavy thunderstorm, but that was all in the game.


 


            Towards the end, I led our
lambs westward, down a long slope to the water we could see in the distance.
The Raja, whose arm was still bandaged from that cut, stayed in camp to
supervise the packing up for departure.


 


            The water proved a bend in a
big river, which meandered through flat country with a lot of swamps and oxbow
lakes alongside it. The going got really bushy, with masses of ferns as high as
your head to hack your way through, and squilchy mud underfoot. If our sahibs
thought they had got hot, sweaty, and dirty before, they soon learned it was
nothing compared with this.


 


            We finally found an area
where we had a good view of the river and a bit more open country stretching
back from it. The river gurgled and the insects swirled and buzzed and chirped.
Desmond Carlyle said:


 


            "Hey, Reggie! Look at
that croc! Bet it beats any of those you have in Australia!"


 


            Sure enough, on a meter-high
bank on the edge of the river was a big pseudo-crocodile, which Ngata identified
as a phytosaur, dozing under a small conifer. It looked for all the world like
the gavial or ghariyal of modern India, except that its nostrils opened in a
bump on its forehead instead of at the end of its snout. Ngata said:


 


            "I don't know, Desmond.
The salt-water croc grows up to five meters, and I don't think this one's over
four. Of course this may not be the largest of its kind."


 


            "Dangerous?" said
Alvarado.


 


            "Not really. Those
narrow jaws say it's a complete fish-eater. Of course if you walk up and kick
it in the ribs, it's likely to retaliate."


 


            Carlyle said: "May I
shoot it, Reggie? I want the skin for my wall."


 


            "All right," I
said, "if you'll skin and haul it. Be sure to sever the spine, or it'll
scramble into the water and be lost."


 


            Desmond stalked the
phytosaur with his gun ready. At about thirty meters the brute saw him, opened
its toothsome jaws, and hissed. Carlyle raised his gun, took his time, and
squeezed off a round.


 


            The phytosaur rolled over,
writhing and thrashing. About half its length went off the bank and into the
river; but Carlyle, running up, caught the end of its tail and pulled it back
on shore. Being a reptile, it continued squirming and snapping long after it
was officially dead.


 


            Young Smith ran up, hopping
around to get camera shots from different angles. The others also took
pictures.


 


            "Will!" said
Carlyle commandingly, pulling out his big knife. "Can you lend a hand with
the skinning?"


 


            "If you'll show me what
to do," said young Smith doubtfully. "I suppose you know how?"


 


            "Oh, sure! I'm an old
hand with alligators and crocodiles, and I'm sure these guys work the same
way." He began to slit the skin from chin to belly. "Now catch hold
here and pull the skin back...."


 


            Skinning any animal is a
gory spectacle, though one gets used to it. But it's also pretty dull. After
the other lambs had taken all the pictures they wanted, Ngata fell to studying
the guts of the phytosaur as Carlyle and Smith uncovered them. The Alvarados
had been having some argument in an undertone. Tom Alvarado said:


 


            "Reggie, if you do not
mind, I will take a little walk with Inez. We have family matters to
discuss."


 


            "Just don't get out of
sight," I said, and turned back to watch Carlyle and Smith struggle with
that huge hide.


 


            Time passed, and insects
buzzed. They had the skin almost all off when young Smith, stepping back from
the carcass, backed off the bank and slid down into the water, knee-deep.
Carlyle said:


 


            "Oh, you idiot!"


 


            I said: "Get out of
there fast, Will! You don't know what's—"


 


            Smith was already scrambling
back up the bank; but then he gave a shriek: "Something's got me!"


 


            With a convulsive effort, he
managed to clutch the trunk of the tree on top of the bank. I grabbed my gun and
looked over the edge. Something had his right foot in its jaws—something with a
wide head over a meter long, with a pair of goggle eyes on the flat upper
surface.


 


            "It's a big
stereospondyl!" yelled Ngata. "Hold on, Will, while I study it! It
proves that Pangaea:—"


 


            "Study it, hell!"
I said and fired. The bullet splashed right over that great head; but the
crocamander seemed not to notice. Behind the head I could dimly make out a
barrel body, four stout legs with webbed feet, and a long tail flattened for
swimming. The animal must have been at least four meters long. You know how a
creature like a snake or a newt swims, with undulating curves moving from front
to back? Well, this bugger was undulating from back to front. In other words,
it was trying to back water, to pull Willard Smith in with it.


 


            "I think it mistook
Will's foot for a fish," said Ngata.


 


            Carlyle and I fired again
and again, to no apparent effect. One trouble was that the crocamander was
under water, and even high-velocity bullets lose their speed fast in water.
Besides, a cold-blooded life form like that can take a lot of punishment
without fatal effect.


 


            "Grab his arm," I
told Carlyle, "and I'll take the other, and we'll pull him up ..."


 


            Then I heard a shriek from
inland. When I looked around, Inez Alvarado was legging it toward us. Behind
her came Tom Alvarado, and behind him came a dinosaur—and never mind that Ngata
claimed there were no such things. This was an unmistakable carnosaur, the same
group that includes monsters like Tyrannosaurus and Epanterias.


 


            This one was
much smaller but still big enough to kill and eat a man, just as a lion or a
tiger could. It must have been about four meters long from nose to tail. When
it ran on its hindlegs, with its body horizontal, it came up to about belt
height; but when it stood up, bracing itself with its tail like a roo, it
towered up to Sir Edred's height of two hundred centimeters.


 


            I got ready to shoot; but I
had to make sure neither of the Alvarados was in line with the carnosaur. This
was a problem, since both were headed straight for me, and the carnosaur was
pursuing them in as straight a line as if it were following a tape laid out on
the ground.


 


            While I stood there for some
seconds, with my gun raised but unable to shoot, I heard yells and splashing
behind me; but I didn't dare turn to look.


 


            Then Tom Alvarado stopped,
whipped off his bush jacket, and waved it at the approaching carnosaur in
matador style. Just before the creature reached him with jaws agape, he hopped
to one side. The carnosaur went right past him.


 


            Any carnosaur, large or
small, can work up a fair turn of speed on a straightaway, but they can't make
quick turns. In other words, they're not agile; something to do with the
structure of their leg joints.


 


            After three or four strides
the beggar got it into its little reptilian brain that its prey was no longer
before it; and it skidded to a stop, swinging its head this way and that.
Seeing Alvarado waving his jacket behind it, it charged him again; and again he
stepped nimbly aside. When I got a momentary clear view, I pulled the trigger.
I got only a click, because I'd shot off my whole magazine at the
stereospondyl.


 


            This time the carnosaur did
not overshoot its mark by such a wide margin. I started reloading; but Inez
came up and grabbed me around the neck, squealing: "Help! Ayudarme!"


 


            I pushed her
off, a bit roughly I'm afraid, saying: "God damn it, sister, will you get
out of the way and give me a clear shot?"


 


            Meanwhile Tom and the
carnosaur had gone through their toreador routine for the third time. This time
the carnosaur was only a few steps from Alvarado when it turned, so that one
stride would bring it to a position to reach out and bite his head off. As it
started forward, I got it into my sights and fired. The impact knocked it down,
where it lay thrashing and snapping. When it started to get up, I gave it two
more rounds.


 


            This time it stayed down,
though it continued to jerk and thrash.


 


            I turned back to see how
poor young Smith was doing. You can fancy my relief when I saw him sitting at
the base of the conifer with his back against the trunk, muddy but apparently
unharmed. Carlyle explained:


 


            "I couldn't pull Will
away from the beast alone, and Edred was loaded only with birdshot."
(Ngata either forgot or ignored my order to carry buckshot in one barrel.)
"So he jumped off the bank, waded out, and bashed the creature over the
head with his gun butt. About the third bash, it got the idea that it wasn't
wanted and swam off."


 


            "How's your foot?"
I asked Smith.


 


            "Sore," he said,
pulling up his wet trouser leg. His boot and thick sock had taken most of the
punishment, but a few of the crocamander's sharp little teeth had gone through
and punctured his skin, where a pair of big purple bruises were forming from
the pressure of those jaws.


 


            I hauled out the tube of
disinfectant and the roll of bandage that I carry. We never did learn whether
the crocamander had really mistaken Smith's foot for a fish or was trying, like
a real croc, to pull him in to drown him. A crocodile would then cache him and
eat him later, when the corpse had softened enough to come apart easily.


 


            "And what of you
people?" said Carlyle, while I worked on Smith's bleeding ankle.
"What's that beast?" He pointed to the carnosaur.


 


            "By God!" cried
Sir Edred, examining the carcass. "I'm damned if that isn't a close
relative of Teratosaurus! I want as much of it as we can take back with
us!"


 


            "Oh, no, you
don't!" said Carlyle. "I need the head for my wall!"


 


            "I need the whole thing
to study!" said Ngata.


 


            Those two had a rare old row
until I stepped in. "Now look here, bods, you needn't argue the toss. I
shot the blighter, so I can do what I like with the remains. Since you,
Desmond, have already got the phytosaur skin, I hereby give the carcass of the
carnosaur to Sir Edred, to do with as he likes. If you two decide to exchange
your trophies, that's all right with me, so long as everyone's agreed."


 


            Carlyle looked sober.
"We-el, come to think, my walls are going to be pretty crowded already. So
Edred can have the dinosaur and I'll take the pseudo-croc."


 


            "Willard," said
Ngata to young Smith, "How about giving me a hand with this carcass? Skin
and skeleton both. limping but game, Smith did not object, since I suppose he
was feeling guilt about having fallen into the river from sheer clumsiness.
Ngata said to Alvarado:


 


            "I say, old man, where
did you learn to dodge slavering predators like that? I knew carnosaurs were
not good at quick turns, but that's not a theory I'm keen to try out
personally."


 


            Alvarado
grinned. "When I was younger, I wanted to be a bull-fighter. So I trained
for it, but I also practiced my singing. Now singing gives a man a big
appetite, and so I got too fat for the corrida. At least, my torero framing
was not time wasted!"


 


-


 


            There's
little more to tell. On the way back to camp, the Alvarados acted like
honeymooners, and that night I avoided noticing any changes in sleeping
arrangements. Next day the transition chamber appeared, right on schedule. We
loaded the gear and service personnel in first, leaving the sahibs and the guns
for last in case something inimical showed up at the site. It took an extra
trip by the chamber to fetch back all the bones and hides and pickled heads and
other specimens to the present.


 


            Eh?
About Tom and Inez? No, so far as I know the Alvarados did not remarry. -I'm
sorry I can't give the tale a proper happy romantic ending. Despite all their
endearments on the way back to camp, the last I saw of them, as they left Prochaska's
laboratory, they were quarreling furiously over something, but in Spanish too
fast for me to follow. Watching them made me happy to have just a nice, steady,
easy, humdrum domestic relationship. I get all the excitement I need on these
time safaris.


 


            So
now you can see why I won't mix the sexes on these expeditions. It's not the
dinosaurs and other animals that cause the main problems; it's the human
beings. It was more by luck than by management that neither Tomas Alvarado
stabbed Desmond Carlyle, nor Carlyle blew Tom's head off. You can reason and
argue all you like; but when the primitive sexual instinct takes over, anything
can happen. One of those in a lifetime is quite enough, thank you.


 


            I'll
admit that not even an all-male group is proof against such outbursts. Once I
had an all-male party, of whom three—though I didn't know it when I signed them
up—formed the comers of a homosexual love triangle, which came within a whisker
of another murder. But that's another story.


 


-


 


IV



[bookmark: _Toc300517366]Miocene Romance


 


            Have we ever acted as Cupid
in connection with one of these time safaris, Ms. Pierce? Not really. You see,
early in the history of Rivers and Aiyar, Time Safaris, we decided not to mix
the sexes on our safaris. Come to think, there was one case that involved a
romance of sorts, but it wasn't our doing. In fact, it was done in spite of us.
The Raja—my partner, Chandra Aiyar—and I should have bloody well nipped it in
the bud had we known what was brewing. And it didn't turn out as you might
expect.


 


            We had enrolled a pair of
clients named Swayzey, father and son—James and Lawrence Swayzey. Jim Swayzey,
the older of the two, who was paying for this safari, had a reputation as a
hunter in Present. You understand, I'm sure, that there are bloody few places
left on Earth where there are any really wild game animals, not half tamed from
being penned up in parks and preserves and watched over by rangers. The older
Swayzey paid extra for bringing his taxidermist along, to prepare animal heads
and other trophies.


 


            A couple of days after the
Swayzeys signed up, a dollybird bounced into our office—excuse me, Ms. Pierce?
Oh, "dollybird" is just our Aussie way of saying "sweet young
thing." Anyhow, in came this gorgeous, auburn-haired young woman, in her
early twenties, giving the name of Willow Lamar and saying she wanted a place
on the Swayzey safari. I explained our policy of not mixing the sexes on these
jaunts through time, having had unfortunate experiences with such mixed groups.
At that she waxed wroth, as they used to say, accusing us of rampant sexism and
threatening a class-action suit, one of those quaint Yank institutions that
lets anybody sue anyone for anything, to the vast enrichment of the legal
profession.


 


            "Go ahead," I
said. "Our insurance company assures us their lawyers can handle it."


 


            "Oh, hell!" she
said. "I might have known you'd have taken legal precautions."


 


            "We got good advice
when we started," I said. "Anyway, you look a bit small and delicate
for hauling a big-game rifle around the trackless prehistoric landscape. It's a
bloody rough country, with nothing resembling a road."


 


            "Oh, I wasn't going to
hunt anything."


 


            "Eh? What then?
Photography? We've had some nice—"


 


            "No. I represent the
S.T.L.O." 


 


            "What's that?"


 


            "The letters stand for
'Suffer the Little Ones.' It's an animal-rights group, opposed to all hunting.
To kill an animal that doesn't threaten you is the same as murder."


 


            "Oh, come off it!"
I said. "Murder is what the law says it is, and by that definition it
doesn't include hunting."


 


            "We obey a higher
law," she snapped, with a fanatical gleam in her pretty eyes.


 


            "I find it all I can do
to obey the lower laws," I said. "Anyway, what did you propose to do
for your cause on this safari? Preach to the Swayzeys? Pa Swayzey gives the
impression of being one bloody tough egg. He says hunting is the only proper
sport for a he-man with his pants on."


 


            "That wouldn't stop
me," she said. "One method we've found effective is, when we see a
hunter about to shoot some poor beast, we wave a flag and blow a whistle. Then
almost any animal will run away."


 


            "All the more reason
for not taking you along," I said. Then, trying to talk her into a more
reasonable frame of mind, I added: "You know, Miss Lamar, believe it or
not, I'm a wild-life conservationist, too. I spend my own hard-earned money on
organizations that try to protect endangered species, of which the Earth has
lost hundreds in the last century. But the beasts my clients hunt on these time
safaris are all long extinct anyway. Ending the safaris wouldn't bring any
dinosaurs or mastodons back to life.


 


            "In fact, some safaris
have captured young extinct animals and brought them back to Present alive, so
now they actually exist once again in Present."


 


            My argument missed fire
entirely. She said: "But you still foster hunting! It's not whether a
species is threatened but the wrong in killing an individual animal that
concerns us. Abuse is abuse regardless of the species!"


 


            "Nowadays hunting is
almost impossible anyway," I said. "That's why we go back in
time."


 


            "But it's still
catering to sadistic instincts, left over from primitive times!" She
practically spat the words at me. "Killing for fun is a crime against the
universe!"


 


            "Now, now, my dear
young lady—"


 


            "I'm not your
dear young lady!"


 


            "All right then, my
good female, remember that hunting was the normal life of our ancestors, along
with picking berries and nuts, for millions of years before the discovery of
agriculture and the domestication of edible animals. Are you a vegetarian, by
the way?"


 


            "Of course!" she
snapped.


 


            "Well, you're at least
consistent. But the species probably wouldn't have survived, and we shouldn't
be ere arguing, without the occasional high-protein food our hunting-gathering
ancestors brought in. That means meat. So—"


 


            "Whether or not our
ancestors hunted, there's no excuse for it now, when there's plenty of plant
food to go round—"


 


            "I don't know about
that. Heard about the latest famine in Africa?"


 


            "Oh, you're
impossible!" and she flounced out of the office.


 


-


 


            One condition in our
contract with the Swayzeys was that both the Raja and I should go along on Jim
Swayzeys safari. We had by that time begun alternating, one to man the office
while the other led the hunting party. But we had no strong objections to our both
going.


 


            Jim Swayzey, I found, had a
tendency towards imperial ideas, expecting to be attended at all times by
flunkeys, the way your American Presidents move surrounded by a swarm of
menials and assistants. The older Swayzey had become rich in the petroleum
business and retired to devote his life to hunting. Since hunting was
practically finished in Present, he gravitated to the time safaris of Rivers
and Aiyar and a couple of other hunting-guide groups.


 


            The day before departure,
the Raja and I were in the building housing Professor Prochaska's time chamber
and its vast mass of supporting equipment. Prochaska, a chunky little man with
gray beard and mustache and a Middle-European accent, said:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, do you
know a young woman named Willow Lamar?"


 


            "Slightly. Why?"


 


            "She has been hanging
around the building asking questions of me and the other chamber personnel. I
like to show visitors the transition chamber, but this has become a
nuisance."


 


            "Well," I said,
"at least this dollybird is easy on the eyes."


 


            Prochaska snorted. "You
may not be too old for such considerations, Mr. Rivers, but I most definitely
am! Here comes the taxidermist of Mr. Swayzey, senior."


 


            This fellow, a skinny young
bloke named Fuller— Plautus Fuller—came in with a whole lorryload of equipment:
cans of chemicals, worktables, instruments, and so on, mostly wrapped in black
tarpaulins. I could see that this man and his apparatus would require at least
one extra trip by the chamber to get him and his equipment back to the upper
Miocene, the era we had targeted for the Swayzey safari.


 


            I had little to do with this
part of the operation. Beauregard Black, our longtime camp boss, got all this
mass of stuff lined up so that it could be efficiently stowed in the chamber
when the time came.


 


            The next day, we joined the
Swayzeys and Plautus Fuller in Prochaska's building for takeoff. Jim Swayzey
was a big bloke, with a leathery skin, bristly gray hair, a Texan accent, and a
pair of ice-cold gray eyes that didn't miss much. Larry Swayzey was about half
his sire's age, of more average size, shape, and coloring, but handsome in a
movie-actor sort of way.


 


            Each brought a couple of
big-game rifles—not dinosaur-killers like the Raja's and my double 600s, but
there was no need for such heavy artillery in the period we were going to. No
dinosaur, although some Creationist preachers insist there must have been
dinosaur at that time and we just haven't looked hard enough for them. Since
the transition chamber has to stay at the same latitude and longitude,
regardless of how far it goes back in time, there's no way we can roam round
the world to confirm or disprove their claims.


 


-


 


            Anyhow, we trooped into the
chamber with our packs and guns. Bruce Cohen shut the doors, twirled his dials,
and pushed his buttons. Off we went, with all the usual nausea, vertigo, and
general discomfort.


 


            We were aimed for the upper
Miocene, 13,500,000 years ago—about the time of the Hemphill and Blanco
formations in Texas. At the stop, Cohen turned his handwheel, looking at his
radar screen, and shouted to me over the roar of the machinery:


 


            "Hey, Reggie! I think I
got you a nice, easy landing this time! No seas or swamps or cliffs!"


 


            One of our problems is that
the surface of the ground changes over the eras. Since the chamber can't move
horizontally, you have to take what you can get. If there's open water beneath
the chamber, or a bottomless bog, or a slope too steep to set the thing down
on, you just have to go on to another time until you find a site where you can
ground the chamber safely.


 


            As usual, the Raja and I
hopped out first, guns ready. But no animals were in sight. The chamber
alighted on the crest of a rise in slightly rolling country with an open
forest—almost a savannah, like those that covered much of East Africa before it
was taken over for farming. The vegetation was enough like that of modern
Missouri and Illinois so you'd have to be a paleobotanist to tell the
difference. It was mostly cedars, oaks, elms, walnuts, maples, ash, and other
common deciduous trees. The rainfall here was not quite enough yearly to
support a dense, continuous forest; but if we trekked east a few score
kilometers, we should probably find ourselves in such a woodland.


 


            Such a site would be less
suitable for our purposes than this more open land. Some people think of a
dense forest or jungle as swarming with animals. But it's not so; at least, as
regards big game. The reason is that, if the rainfall is heavy enough to
support such a flora, then most of the vegetable food is in the form of leaves
up in the trees. So the plant eaters have to be able to climb up for their
tucker.


 


            The place you find the big
herds of plant eaters, or did before people killed them off, are open, grassy
plains, where there's plenty of green stuff on the ground where grazers can get
at it. For the best game-rich conditions, you want a rainfall roughly between
fifty and a hundred centimeters per year. If you have more, you get forest; if
less, you get poor steppe or desert, neither of which supports the kind of
fauna that hunters go balmy over.


 


            The chamber disappeared with
a whoosh as it went back to Present. An hour later it was back with Beauregard,
his helpers Pancho and Bruno, and a train of a dozen asses—burros, you'd call
'em. It had to go back for Ming the cook and the camp equipment; and once more
for Plautus Fuller and his taxidermic materials.


 


            While Fuller and the crew
were hauling Fuller's bundles out of the chamber and setting them up in the
part of the campsite we had dedicated to taxidermy, Pancho suddenly shouted:


 


            "Hey! ¡Estd
viviente! This one is alive!"


 


            We all stopped to stare at
the bundle he had carried out of the chamber and dropped. The tarpaulin opened,
and out stepped Miss Willow Lamar, in a new khaki safari suit and carrying an
umbrella.


 


            "Well," said Larry
Swayzey, "dip me in guano!"


 


            "Stone the crows!"
I said.


 


            "Jai Ram!" said
the Raja.


 


            ' Dog my cats!" said
Beauregard Black.


 


            "Good God!" roared
Jim Swayzey, in the kind of voice God might have used on Sodom and Gomorrah.
"It's that little bitch from the S.T.L.O.! Think you're gonna spoil our
fun, do you? I'll show you! I'll hog-tie you so you can't move!"


 


            Jim started for Willow with
his hands out to grab, ignoring a cry from young Larry: "Hey, Dad, you
can't ..."


 


            Willow ran away from Jim
Swayzey, chortling: "You can't catch me, gramps!"


 


            "We'll see!"
yelled Swayzey, running for all he was worth. Both disappeared among the
scattered trees, although we caught glimpses of them, getting smaller and
smaller. Then they were entirely out of sight. Larry Swayzey said:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, what's the
meaning of this? Did you arrange for this wench to stow away in the time
chamber?"


 


            "Absolutely not!"
I retorted. "I was as bloody surprised as you. It's the first time anyone
has stowed away in Prochaska's chamber; have to see that a special guard is
posted henceforth."


 


            The building already had a
night watchman. I suspect, though without any sort of proof, that Willow
seduced this bloke with her alabaster body to sneak her in.


 


            After some speculative
chatter among young Swayzey, the Raja, Fuller the taxidermist, and me, I said:
"Anyway, we'd better get the camp set up."


 


            By the time this operation
was finished, Jim Swayzey appeared, red in the face and walking slowly, as if
his run had bloody nearly done him in.


 


            "She got away," he
mumbled.


 


            I said: "Now look here,
Mr. Swayzey, you signed an agreement to obey your guide's orders. That means
not dashing off into the woods, unarmed, because of some bloody personal
difference. You might have run into a bear-dog, which would have made short
work of you."


 


            "Personal
differences!" he howled. "Here I been looking forward to this trip
for years, and this crazy bitch comes along to ruin it, and you call it just a
'personal difference'!" (Excuse the expression, Ms. Pierce; I'm just
giving a literal account.)


 


            "Calm down, Dad,"
said Larry. "I'm sure Mr. Rivers would have stopped this if he'd known
about it. What worries me is, what will she do for food and shelter?"


 


            "Serves her right if
she starves to death, or gets et by one of them bear-dogs," snarled Jim.


 


            The Raja spoke up: "Mr.
Swayzey, we really cannot let that sort of thing happen if we can stop it. It's
just not done, you know."


 


            "Maybe not by your
fancy-pants kind," barked Jim, "but that wouldn't stop a real
man!" (He did not add "like me," but I'm sure he thought it.)


 


            I said: "What I'm
thinking is, who's going to pay for her passage in the chamber?"


 


            "Make her pay in
trade," snarled Jim Swayzey. "You know, so much a screw."


 


            "Sorry, sport," I
said. "That won't work. I'm a married man and want to stay that way."


 


            Larry said: "My guess
is that hunger will bring her round. Since she's unarmed and doesn't believe in
killing wild things, she can't live off the country."


 


            "If she comes
back," growled Jim, "it'll be on my goddam terms."


 


-


 


            Altogether, the atmosphere
at dinner that night was as miserable as a bastard on Father's Day. It wasn't
lightened up by the distant flashes of lightning and growls of thunder. Sure
enough, the rain began towards midnight and drummed on the canvas all night.


 


            Next morning it was still
pouring, with no sign of Willow Lamar. The schedule called for us to make a
one-day trek after fresh meat and then pack up and head westward, where the
Geological Survey maps for this period showed a big river flowing south, possibly
the great-grandfather of the Mississippi.


 


            You can't really identify
any river you come across in periods earlier than the Pleistocene with any
stream in Present, because the rivers shift their beds about the continent and
even change their direction of flow from eon to eon. Often they just disappear.


 


            Jim Swayzey wanted to set
out on the meat hunt, downpour or not. He was in a fever of impatience to kill
something, but I told him we would do no such fool thing. It would be as silly
as a gum tree full of galahs. In this weather, it would be easy to get lost and
not be able to find the camp again. Whether he liked it or not, we should
bloody well wait out the rain and then do some careful exploring round about
the local outback.


 


            The rain went on and on,
cascading down from an endless procession of blue-black, swag-bellied clouds.
On the third day it was still coming down. When along towards midday it let up,
a small voice called:


 


            "Please, may I come
in?"


 


            I looked out the Raja's and
my tent. Sure enough, there was little Willow Lamar, looking like a drowned
rat. I said:


 


            "G'day, Miss Lamar!
What brings you back?"


 


            "I found I couldn't
live off this country. No nuts or fruits in season. So it was either come back
here or starve to death."


 


            "Yes," I said.
"Too bad we humans don't have those multiple stomachs like cows and goats,
so we could digest leaves and grass. But that's typical of the temperate-zone
forest most of the year.'


 


            "And then I got
lost," she went on, "and thought I'd never find this place again.
Just luck that I stumbled on—"


 


            "Well, well!"
growled Jim Swayzey, appearing from his tent. "I heard voices ... Willow,
what the hell d'you think you're gonna do? We're going hunting as soon as the
rain quits for good. After that, we got some strenuous hikes ahead of us. When
we're hunting, you can stay in the camp if you like; but we won't put up with
none of your animal-rights lunacy. I'd sooner shoot you myself."


 


            "I—I thought,"
said she, "I'd like to go along on one of your hunts, just to watch. If
I'm to work against that sort of thing, I ought to know what it is I'm
opposing, oughtn't I?"


 


            "Reckon you
ought," said Larry Swayzey, appearing behind his father.


 


            "But without any of
your nutty stunts to scare the game!" roared Jim Swayzey. "The first
one of those you pull I'll hog-tie you myself!"


 


            "I—I promise," she
said, looking tearful.


 


            "Okay then,"
growled the older Swayzey. "By the way, if you're gonna stay with us,
where you gonna spend the nights? All our tents are full up."


 


            After some round-and-round
discussion, Plautus Fuller said: "There's room in my tent for Miss
Lamar." I thought I saw a lecherous gleam in his eye.


 


            "Fine," I said.
"But then you'll have to squash in with the crew."


 


            "Oh," said he in a
disappointed tone.


 


            "You needn't make Mr.
Fuller move," said Willow. "I don't mind sharing a tent with
him."


 


            "Maybe you don't,"
I said, "but I do." I thought this safari had enough complications without
having to meld in the sex factor.


 


            "It is against the
Rivers and Aiyar policy," said the Raja firmly and primly. He is actually
more of a puritan in such matters than I am. So Plautus Fuller had to move his
stuff in with Beauregard, Pancho, and Bruno.


 


            "And please," said
Willow, "may I have something to eat? Otherwise I'll pass out from
starvation."


 


            "Serve you right!"
growled Jim Swayzey. But he made no objection when the Raja got Ming to whip up
some extra tiffin.


 


-


 


            Although the skies cleared
that afternoon, by the time we had finished all the yabber and the shifting of
accommodations, it was too late to start on a hunt. I gave Willow a clean
toothbrush that I had packed as a spare, but otherwise she made do with just
the clothes she wore. In my experience, women are much more bothered by lack of
changes of clothes and other items of personal baggage than most men; but
Willow took these minor hardships very well indeed.


 


            Next morning we set off on
our deferred meat hunt. Besides the Raja and me and the Swayzeys, Plautus
Fuller elected to come, too; although his only arm was a one-shot small-gage
shotgun, meant for birds and small mammals. Then Willow showed up with her
umbrella. Larry Swayzey asked:


 


            "What do you want to
lug that along for, Willow? It's a fine day."


 


            "It came in mighty
handy when I was out in the bush in the downpour," she said. "So I'll
keep it, thank you."


 


            We hiked in leisurely
fashion off to westward, getting occasional glimpses of wild animals of the
smaller kinds, such as squirrels and gophers, and vast numbers of birds. The
sky was a brilliant blue in that clear, pre-gasoline air, in which puffy little
cumulus clouds of blazing white began to form as the day wore on. Wildflowers
bloomed here and there in scarlets and golds and blues. I find I miss them in
the Mesozoic and earlier periods.


 


            We hadn't seen any
impressive animals until we topped a rise and found ourselves overlooking a
streamlet flowing through the dingle on the far side. Trees—willows and
cottonwoods—grew along the stream, so we did not get much of a look at it,
merely a patch of silvery reflection here and there. Jim Swayzey said in a
hushed voice:


 


            "Hey, something's
moving on the far side of the creek! Let's stalk 'em!"


 


            He started off, slinking as
close to the ground as such a big bloke could get, with a predatory gleam in
his eyes. The rest of us followed in single file.


 


            When we reached the little
gallery forest along the creek, Jim Swayzey glided through those trees like a
bloody ghost. He was a man who had really studied and practiced hunting. When
we got to a clearer view of the stream, I saw that a small herd, perhaps eight
or ten, of small equids—early horses—were drinking on the far side of the stream.
They were slender little creatures standing about waist-high, with stripes like
a zebra's on their forequarters. While some had their heads down guzzling,
others would have theirs up, looking around for danger. Then the drinkers and
the lookers would exchange roles.


 


            "Hey, Reggie!"
whispered Jim Swayzey. "Are those the three-toed kind?"


 


            I took a good look through
my glasses. "I think so,"


 


            I said. "I think the
side toes don't come all the way to the ground, unless the animal walks over
soft soil, so the main hoof sinks in. In this period the only equids with three
toes were some browsers, who were dying out. For those ancestral to the modern
horse, you'd have to go farther west, to the prairies, and hunt up the one-toed
grazers."


 


            "I want one of them three-toes,"
he whispered back. "I'll have Plautus mount the whole animal ..."


 


            I heard the tiny click as he
thumbed the safety catch on his rifle. Before he could shoot, however, Willow
pushed past him. He muttered:


 


            "Hey! What the
hell—"


 


            Then Willow was through the
trees on this side, between us and the equids. She snapped open her umbrella,
dug a whistle out of her jacket, and started blowing with all her might.


 


            You can be bloody sure the
equids weren't slow in reacting. In a second, the whole herd was racing away.
They vanished over the nearest ridge.


 


            Jim Swayzey gave a hoarse
shout, between a roar and a scream. "You little son of a bitch!" he
yelled, getting his genders mixed in his passion. "You promised you
wouldn't spoil our hunts, or I wouldn't have let you come along!" He
actually had tears in his eyes.


 


            Willow had turned back
towards us and was furling her umbrella. As she turned, I saw that on its
convex surface, the umbrella bore a fierce painted animal face, with scowling
eyes and a mouthful of fangs. She had a triumphant expression, which she tried
with little success to modify to look apologetic. She said:


 


            "I'm sorry, Mr.
Swayzey. I had to obey a higher law."


 


            He swung up his rifle and
pointed it at her. "I'll higher-law you, God damn it! If I loll you here
and now, nobody can do a goddam thing to me for it! By God, I think I
will...."


 


            He brought the rifle to his
shoulder. Then several things happened at once. Plautus Fuller yelped:
"Hey! Mr. Swayzey!"


 


            The Raja said: "You
can't! No gentleman—"


 


            "Hell!" shouted
Swayzey. "I ain't no fucking gentleman! I'm just a lucky oil-field
roughneck...."


 


            Larry Swayzey, who had
walked past us towards Willow, sprang in front of her, holding his arms out as
if he were practicing up for a crucifixion.


 


            I put the muzzle of my own
rifle against Jim Swayzey's back at about kidney level and said: "If you
shoot, Jim, I'll shoot you! Put that rifle on safety and drop it!"


 


            After a couple of seconds'
hesitation, he dropped the gun, which the Raja pounced upon and snatched up.
Larry Swayzey had meanwhile turned to face Willow. He wrenched away her
umbrella.


 


            "We can't have this
kind of thing," he said. "The next such stunt you pull, we'll tie you
up and leave you in camp while we hunt!"


 


            It was a bloody sober,
silent party that hiked back to our first camp. We had one piece of luck.
Plautus Fuller, of all people, fired a load of buckshot from his little .410
into an ancestral peccary that wandered into our path. So we did have fresh
meat after all, at least for one meal. The peccary, no larger than the modern
kind, was pretty well demolished by the ten meat-eating human beings in the
camp that night; Willow passed up her share because of her vegetarian
principles.


 


            I can't say I looked forward
to the rest of this safari; but what were the choices? We couldn't simply
cancel out and go back to Present until the chamber came to fetch us. Meanwhile
we could either go through with our trek as planned, in which case Willow Lamar
would have to come with us on her own feet; or cancel it and stay where we
were. In the latter ease we could tie up Willow and leave her bound in the camp
while we went out hunting. If we did that, I wouldn't put it past her to
persuade one of the crew to turn her loose in our absence, as I suspect she did
in getting Prochaska's night watchman to let her hide herself in the chamber.
Then Aljira only knew what might happen.


 


            The Raja and I talked the
matter over that night in our tent and decided to go through as planned, hoping
the threat of being bound and gagged if she misbehaved would keep Willow in
order.


 


-


 


            Breakfast next morning was
as uncomfortable as the previous dinner had been. Jim Swayzey and Willow Lamar
had developed a full-fledged mutual hatred that you could bloody well feel
whenever one of them looked at the other. They refused to speak to each other;
thus Jim Swayzey would say to me:


 


            "Reggie, ask Miss Lamar
to pass the jam, wouldja?"


 


            While we ate, the crew were
striking the tents and packing up the gear to load on the asses. By mid-morning
we were on our way.


 


            We headed west towards the
big river shown on the Geological Survey maps for this period. The Survey
people had made their own time safaris, shooting their little rocket-powered
camera up half a kilometer, where it opened a parachute and snapped pictures on
the way down. The big river—you might call it the pseudo-Mississippi—was a few
kilometers west of our site.


 


            We came across a sizable
stream flowing westward, not shown on the Survey map. I guessed that the creek
where we had seen the equids was a tributary of this stream, which in turn
flowed into the pseudo-Mississippi.


 


            Since this tributary flowed
the way we were going anyway, we followed it downstream for a couple of
kilometers. From time to time we glimpsed a few animals, but all were too far
off to tempt our hunters. There were, for example, a herd of what could be
called either humpless camels or giant llamas, on a distant rise. Then we
startled what I took to be an ancestral tapir in the woods along the tributary.
It took one look at us and bolted into thicker brush.


 


            At one point, the stream
opened out into the good-sized pool or lake. When we found a place free enough
of trees to give us a view, Jim Swayzey pointed and said:


 


            "Hey! What's that in
the water?"


 


            Through my glasses I picked
out a dark blob. I saw a pair of ears, a pair of eyes, and a snout with a small
horn on it, just clearing the surface.


 


            "Looks like a
hippo," said Swayzey, peering through his own glasses. "Seen em in
Africa."


 


            "Close," I said.
"I'm pretty sure it's a kind of rhino, called Teleoceras. It's
built like a hippo, with the same short legs; but it has a little rhinoceros
horn on its nose."


 


            "I want its head,"
growled Swayzey. "How can we get it to come ashore so I can shoot
it?"


 


            "We should have to camp
here overnight," I said. "If its habits are like those of the
hippopotamus, it comes ashore at night to feed and then goes back in the water
to float around all day digesting its meal. But we're not going to stop here.
That would cost us an extra day, and we may need the time to get back for the
chamber to pick us up."


 


            Jim grumped a bit but didn't
argue the toss, and we continued downstream. I noticed that Larry Swayzey was
walking beside Willow Lamar, and those two were having a livery conversation in
low tones. I once saw Jim Swayzey, up front, turn round to send them a glare
that would have melted a hole in a plate-glass window if a plate-glass window
had been between him and them. Then he faced forward and continued to march,
always peering this way and that for game.


 


            As we approached the
pseudo-Mississippi, the country flattened out and became swampy. We had to
detour farther south to avoid getting stuck in the mud. Here the vegetation
grew more thickly, with lots of swamp cypress. The day was nearing its end, so
we were happy to stop on a little knoll, from which we could see the
pseudo-Mississippi through the trees in the middle distance, and pitch our
camp.


 


            The knoll was at least drier
than the ground on all sides about us. It was not, however, above mosquitoes'
cruising altitude. The little buggers were all over us, and there was a run on
mosquito-repellant. Some bugs seemed so determined that they bit us through the
smears of repellant. When Willow swatted one on her arm, I clucked:


 


            "Tsk, tsk! I thought
abuse was abuse regardless of the species!"


 


            "We allow reasonable
self-defense, you idiot!" she said.


 


            They tell me the Native
Americans, in the days when they went around naked in hot weather, used to
smear themselves all over with animal fat to ward off the mosquitoes. Of course
it made them stink, and I didn't think such a plan was practical for us. For
these safaris you need lots of pockets, as in those vests we wear; so complete
nudism isn't very practical.


 


            While the crew were pitching
the camp, Larry Swayzey came up to me. "Reggie," he said, "the
big river's only a five-minute walk from here. Willow and I would like to go
for a swim. Is there anything dangerous in the river?"


 


            "Not knowing, can't
say," I told him. "Maybe alligators ranged this far north at this
period, the climate being a degree or two warmer than it would be in Present.
Without anyone to hunt them, alligators can grow up to four or five meters
long. I doubt if there are any, but it's a possibility."


 


            "Well, in any case we
need someone to sit ashore with a gun to watch over us. Will you do it?"


 


            "I promised your old
man a lesson in Miocene paleontology," I said. "But I'll ask the
Raja." I have since thought that this was a bad judgment call on my part,
and mat we were luckier than we deserved to be.


 


            Presently Larry, Willow, and
the Raja with his gun set off westward towards that gleam of muddy water. A big
red sun was descending but wouldn't set for another hour. The elder Swayzey and
young Fuller and I broke out our ration of whiskey and sat round the fire,
while I tried to pass on what I thought I knew about the evolution of North
American life during the Miocene. I'm sure any professor of the subject could
have done it better.


 


            I couldn't get much
information across anyway, because Jim Swayzey was not the sort of bloke to sit
quietly while someone else lectured him. He soon kidnapped the conversation and
dragged it off to his own favorite subjects, guns and hunting. I understood him
to own a fabulous gun collection.


 


            Jim also told dull stories
of his pursuit of the American whitetail deer, the main quarry of North
American hunters, and a species whose numbers are carefully controlled to give
the hunters a beast to shoot indefinitely.


 


            Then he went off on guns,
about details of calibers, muzzle energy, magazine capacity, and so on. Of
course this was all old hat to me. Finally he got on the villainy of those who
tried to limit gun ownership, roaring that any real man had a God-given right,
sanctified by the Constitution, to buy and use any God-damned kind of gun he
liked, and anyone who disagreed was an agent of some sinister foreign power
seeking to disarm the American people in preparation for either invasion or
revolution.


 


            He went on and on, until I
could think of no way to turn him off short of hitting him with a stick of
firewood. The sun was just setting when the missing trio returned. Larry
Swayzey and Willow were laughing and chattering, a sight that cut short Jim's
harangue on the virtues of the new Mannlicher-Schönauer seven-point-five
millimeter and brought a ferocious scowl to his face.


 


            I saw that my partner has a
glum, discomfortable expression, as if he had sat down on something wet. When I
had poured him his tot of whiskey—practically the Raja's only concession to the
pleasures of sin—he said:


 


            "Reggie, step aside for
a minute, will you old chap?"


 


            "Yes?" I said.
"What went wrong?"


 


            "That depends on how
one looks at it," he said. "When you suggested this little jaunt, I
didn't stop to think about the lack of suitable garb. When we got to the shore,
where there's a nice little stretch of beach, those two simply peeled off every
last stitch and walked into the water. I was jolly well embarrassed, I can tell
you."


 


            I couldn't help laughing.
"D'you mean they lay down on the sand for a quick screw?" Excuse the
expression, Ms. Pierce.


 


            "Good lord, no! Though
I shan't say the idea might not have crossed their minds but for the
mosquitoes. Anyway, I saw no sign of alligators.


 


            "But when they came out
of the water, they danced around trying to get dry. Then they came up to me and
stood no further than I am from you, with drops still dripping off their bare
hides and everything showing, and asked me about our safari experiences. I
didn't know where to look!"


 


            I laughed some more.
"That's just your Hindu puritanism, old sport! They tell me that sort of
thing is now common in America. Then what?"


 


            "The mosquitoes
descended upon them in bally clouds, so they dressed in a hurry."


 


            "Did you see any
animals that might interest our clients?"


 


            "Yes, matter of fact I
did," he said. "I meant to tell you the first thing, but
this—ah—experience left me a bit shaken and rather blasted it out of my mind. A
little way north, at the edges of that big swamp where the tributary meets this
river, there's a herd of shovel-tuskers feeding."


 


            "Ah!" said I.
"I shall ask Jim Swayzey if he wants a head. It's bloody big, but I think
we could haul at least the skin and skull back to base."


 


-


 


            Jim Swayzey was enthusiastic
about hunting shovel-tuskers. They are a kind of mastodon common in this
period, where swamplands furnished a lot of soft plants for food. They were
smaller than a modern elephant, less than two meters high at the shoulder. In
the upper jaw they carried a pair of tusks, in most species rather small ones.
Then in the lower jaw they had another pair of tusks, expanded into a huge
scoop, over which their short, thick trunks fitted. They were animated
excavating dredges, which could make short work of a bed of reeds, cattails, or
any other swamp plant.


 


            Because of this elongation,
the heads are a couple of meters long and a bit of a problem to collect. It's
like the heads of Cretaceous ceratopsians, such as Triceratops. If
you're going to mount such a head in your house, be sure you have a good, big
room to hang it in, or it won't leave room for anyone else.


 


            Next morning, Jim Swayzey
and I set out, leaving the crew to clean up the camp. Larry, Willow, and the
Raja begged off, saying they wanted to make a cast south or downstream to see
what there was there. After a couple of hours of squilching through mud and
muck, we reached the borders of the swamp.


 


            There in plain sight were
half a dozen mastodon, busily scooping up the muck in which the swamp plants
grew with their shovel-tusks and shoving it back with their stubby trunks to
where they could swallow it.


 


            The elder Swayzey grinned at
me. "Bet I could get one from here; but maybe I oughta go a little closer,
to be sure."


 


            So he and I moved up towards
the shovel-tuskers until we found a big swamp cypress that gave us cover. Jim
peered around it at the mastodon, which simply went on eating like so many
inanimate dredging machines.


 


            Up came Jim's gun, and bang!
down went one shovel-tusker with a splash.


 


            The other animals raised
their heads and looked round in all directions; but they did not flee. This
reaction is common among prehistoric fauna. Never having been shot at, they may
be startled by the report of a gun but don't connect it with danger and death.
I suppose to them it's merely a kind of thunderclap.


 


            "That was the
biggest," I said. "It should give you your trophy, when we get Fuller
on the job."


 


            "Look!" said
Swayzey. "They realize something's wrong with the big bull, and they're
trying to get him up."


 


            In fact, three of the herd
had clustered round the fallen one. With those monstrous muzzles they were
trying to heave him back on his feet; but that mastodon was dead. Jim Swayzey
was too skilled a hunter to waste shots.


 


            Then he raised his rifle and
fired again. Down went one of the bull's would-be helpers. About this time, the
rest of the herd began to suspect that something very wrong was happening. When
Swayzey fired a third shot and killed a half-grown calf, they were sure of it
and began to trail off. But Swayzey wasn't yet satisfied; he fired twice more,
killing a mastodon with each shot. That left only one of the herd still on its
feet. Swayzey then had to reload, and by the time he got all five cartridges
into the butt of his rifle the lone survivor was out of range.


 


            "I got em!" he
roared, waving a big fist. "I got 'em!" He didn't actually pound his
chest, but he looked as if he would have liked to.


 


            "What are you going to
do with all those carcasses?" I asked. "We can't possibly haul five
mastodon heads back to base."


 


            "One, the big one, will
suit me," he said. "For the others, y'all can feast on mastodon
steaks as long as we're here. They say an elephant's trunk is the best-eating
part of him, and maybe it's the same with these critters."


 


            "But why wipe out the
whole herd?" I asked. "Not sporting."


 


            "Hell, man, that's
hunting! That's what a real man does! There ain't no thrill to compare with
hearing your gun go bang and seeing a big brute like that keel over! That's
livin'! I only wish it was one of them dinosaurs or mammoths. I'd be hunting
them things now, only Larry thought we oughta start easier, in a less dangerous
period." Swayzey shook his head. "Sometimes I think that boy ain't
got no real killer instinc', like I have." He looked sharply at me.
"I hope you ain't gettin' no shitty ideas from the Lamar bitch!"


 


            "I try to avoid
extremes," I said. "We'd better put Plautus to work." Inside, I
began to have a certain sympathy for Willow Lamar, for all her goofiness. But
it wouldn't have been good business to say so.


 


            It took Plautus Fuller all
next day to collect and prepare the head of the biggest mastodon. We didn't see
anything else of interest, save little things like rabbits.


 


            The day after, we started
down the pseudo-Mississippi to our third camp. During the day we were there,
Jim Swayzey shot a giraffe-camel, an animal the size and shape of a giraffe,
but with what looks like the head of a camel or llama on that fantastic neck.
They tell me it's an offshoot of the camel family, which went extinct without descendants.


 


            No, Jim Swayzey didn't want
the head or any other part of the animal. All he wanted was the fun of killing
it, photographing it, and entering in his hunting diary. He explained:


 


            "They used to have
these here safari clubs, where hunters would get together and tell of the
animals they'd killed all over the world. If you killed at least one each of,
say, a hundred different kinds, they gave you a medal and called you a senior
hunter or something. But there ain't no more of 'em; they gave out when the
wild game did.


 


            "Now we got time
travel, some friends of mine and I are talking about starting a new safari
club. So to get a head start, I want to kill as many different kinds as I
can."


 


-


 


            Next day we packed up again
and started back for base camp. The Raja and I had been keeping close track of
where we'd gone and how far. With modern navigating instruments, we'd become
pretty bloody adept and have never been unable to find our way back to base.
Some time safaris have got lost and never seen again.


 


            I was glad to see the end of
this journey approaching. Besides the hostilities among the clients, the crew
were getting itchy at the way Jim Swayzey ordered them about, and particularly
at his open contempt for persons of the racial backgrounds of Beauregard,
Pancho, and Bruno. He didn't actually call Beauregard a "nigger," but
he made it bloody plain that his mind ran along those lines.


 


            On this trek, Jim Swayzey
strode along up front. He shot a small hornless rhinoceros, genus Aphelops, an
animal more like a modern tapir than what you would think of as a rhino. Again,
he did not collect any part of the animal; merely took a photo and made a note
on his diary pad.


 


            When we stopped for tiffin,
the sky began to cloud over. Willow said: "Boys, I've got to make a
comfort stop. Where's my umbrella?"


 


            "Huh?" said Larry
Swayzey. "What do you need that for?"


 


            She pointed up at the cloud,
and just then came a rumble of thunder. So the younger Swayzey went to
Beauregard, who was busy staking out the asses to graze. Soon Larry presented
Willow with her umbrella.


 


            She was gone for some time.
Then, from the other side of a clump of trees, came a feminine yell of
"Help!"


 


            Larry Swayzey jumped up and
grabbed his gun. The Raja and I were only seconds behind him, as were Jim
Swayzey and Plautus Fuller.


 


            Round the clump, we came on
a strange sight. There were three mammals: Willow Lamar, flapping her umbrella;
a small sabertooth of the period; and confronting Willow, the biggest of the
bear-dogs, Dinocyon.


 


            The sabertooth
was not a sabertooth "tiger," as the big ones of the Pleistocene are
often called. It was only half the size of these and were better called a
sabertooth puma or leopard. It was a tawny cat with faint brown spots, like
those of a leopard or jaguar but not so conspicuous. It was slinking away,
turning its head to snarl at the bear-dog.


 


            This animal was about the
size of the biggest bears, say a polar or a Kodiak brown, with a head like that
of a canid but twice as big. It's more lightly built than those bears, but
stouter than a dog or wolf.


 


            As we rounded the trees, the
bear-dog roared like a Hon and sprang forward with its big paws up. It came
down on Willow and knocked her flat. Before those huge, slavering jaws could
close on some part of her, Larry Swayzey got his rifle up and cracked off a
shot. It took the bear-dog amidships and knocked it sideways, so that it didn't
fall on top of Willow. She made a quick roll away from it and scrambled up.


 


            The bear-dog had a piece of
her umbrella in its jaws and champed on it. Then the Raja and I both fired. The
bear-dog arched its body, shuddered, and went still. Meanwhile the sabertooth
had run off and disappeared.


 


            Next, Willow and Larry
Swayzey threw themselves into each other's arms. I heard a growl like one the
bear-dog might have uttered, but it was only Jim Swayzey. The Raja, who had
stepped close to the bear-dog, picked up the mangled remains of Willow's
umbrella, saying:


 


            "I am sorry, Miss
Lamar, but I fear ..." He stopped when it was plain that there were not
listening.


 


            Back at the tiffin site,
Willow explained: "I was on my way back here when out of the trees came
this cat. It snarled but didn't attack me. Guess it thought I was too different
from its usual prey. I opened the umbrella, and it backed off, snarling and
yowling. Then out of nowhere came the bear-dog. It roared at the cat as if to
say: 'Get out, you; this is my piece of meat!'


 


            "I flapped my umbrella
and blew my whistle, but the bear-dog didn't get the message that it was supposed
to go away. In fact, my demonstration only seemed to infuriate it. The cat was
just leaving and the bear-dog was crouching to spring when you people
appeared."


 


            Jim Swayzey said:
"Suppose we could track that sabertooth? I'd sure like it for my hunting
record."


 


            "Not bloody
likely," I said. "But you can have the bear-dog's remains."


 


            "Nope," he said.
"You-all shot it and I didn't, so it wouldn't be ethical."


 


            "Why didn't you shoot,
Dad?" asked Larry with an edge to his voice. "Were you hoping the
bear-dog would eat Willow?"


 


            "No. I was behind the
rest of you, and by the time I got out to the side where I'd have a clear shot,
y'all had finished it off. No use spoiling the hide with more bullet
holes."


 


            "Well," I said,
"if you, Larry, want a fine bear-dog rug, you could ask Plautus to skin
it."


 


            "Thanks; think I
will," said Larry. Then the rain started. So we passed a couple of hours
huddling in our slickers while the poor taxidermist did his work in the rain.


 


            There's not much more to tell
about the rest of that leg of the safari, save that Jim Swayzey shot a couple
more animals: a Synthetoceras, an antelope with a forked horn on its
nose; and a hyena-dog about the size of an Alsatian but with thick,
bone-crushing jaws. As the name implies, it's mainly a carrion eater, though I
shouldn't care to be cornered by a pack of them.


 


            Relations remained strained
all the way. Besides the mutual hostility between Jim Swayzey and Willow Lamar,
which had not abated in the least, things weren't cozy between Jim and his son
Larry, either.


 


            The growing friendship
between Larry and Willow stuck in Jim's craw; I heard furious arguments between
them in their tent at night.


 


-


 


            The transition chamber
showed up on time, and back we went to Present. Our basafiri scattered
to their homes, and I heard no more about them until about a year later, when I
ran into Larry Swayzey at a meeting of one of the societies I belong to. I
asked how life was with him. Before he could answer, my wife put in her piece
by saying:


 


            "How did things work
out between you and Miss Lamar, Larry? Reg told me that you two seemed pretty
thick when you came back to Present."


 


            I should never have had the
gall to ask such a personal question; but women don't seem to have that kind of
inhibition. Larry said:


 


            "We were engaged to be
married. It caused all sorts of row with my old man. He was so outraged that he
disinherited me, kicked me out of his house, and got me fired from my job with
his oil company. He's supposed to have retired, but he still swings a lot of
weight with the company he founded."


 


            "How dreadful!"
said my wife.


 


            "Oh, I survived. Got
another job, with a rival oil company. But poor little Willow's dead."


 


            "Oh!" said I.
"Sorry to hear that, even if she was a bit of a problem. What
happened?"


 


            He took a deep breath.
"We figured out we'd both have to change some attitudes if we were ever to
get along as a married couple. So I promised to give up hunting, which I was
never so fanatical about as my old man anyway; and she would give up crusading
for the S.T.L.O. So things looked hunky-dory.


 


            "But Willow's fanatical
streak found another outlet. While she gave up trying to stop hunting, she
became instead a fanatical anti-tobacconist. Must be a fanaticism gene, like
the one my father has about guns and hunting.


 


            "Of course not many
smoke nowadays; neither my old man nor I have ever done it. But there's still
an industry of raising tobacco in the Carolinas, and politicians from those
parts have enough clout to cause the government to subsidize that crop.


 


            "The anti-tobacco group
she joined decided on direct action. That meant going to the Carolinas, hunting
down tobacco plantations, spraying the plants with kerosene, and burning them.
Willow was in one of these arson parties when the tobacco farmer shot
her."


 


            "How about you?"
my wife asked.


 


            "Oh, I got over it. Now
I have my own house and another girl."


 


            "Reg's told me about
trouble between you and your father. Are you and he reconciled?"


 


            "Not yet, though he
began to soften a little after he heard of Willow's death. But beware the
fanaticism gene, Reggie!"


 


            "I try to," I
said. "But how do you tell, just by looking at a bloke, whether he's got
it?"


 


            "Wish I knew."
Larry Swayzey spread his hands, shrugged, and wandered off.


 


-


 


V



[bookmark: _Toc300517367]The Synthetic Barbarian


 


            How's that, Miss Bergstrom?
My strangest client? Let's see ... There was ... Come to think, I'm sure the
balmiest was young Standish, Clifton Standish. Of course you'll be careful of
using people's true names in your story, because of the chance of lawsuits.


 


            I first heard about Standish
when I got back from taking a party of paleontologists to the Permian, so they
could settle arguments over which kind of Permian lizard was the ancestor of
the dinosaurs, and which of the mammals, and all the rest. They explained that
most of these creatures weren't really lizards but belonged to other orders.
But they looked like lizards and scuttled like lizards, so I'm willing to call
them "lizards," just as we call all members of two quite distinct
later reptilian orders "dinosaurs."


 


            The Raja—that is, my
partner, Chandra Aiyar—had been holding down the office in my absence. One day
this bloke Standish came in with his friend Hofmann, saying they wanted a time
safari to cave-man days, to shoot dinosaurs the way our ancestors used to do.


 


            The Raja told me: "I
explained that this was jolly well impossible, since dinosaurs disappeared from
the Earth sixty-odd million years ago, and the first organisms one could
rightly call 'men' didn't appear till about four or five million years ago,
when they were still pretty apish. Also it took them another couple of million
years to learn to hunt large, dangerous game. I cited the authorities, but I'm
afraid they didn't believe me; they wanted to speak to you. I think I detected
a touch of ethnic prejudice."


 


            "You know I won't stand
for that sort of thing," I said. "Did you throw them out of the
office?"


 


            "No, Reggie. Knowing
you were due back shortly, I made another appointment for them. In fact, I
think that buzzer means they're here now."


 


            Standish and Hofmann came in
and were introduced. Both were in their early thirties, but different in looks.
Frank Hofmann was a good-sized bloke with the build of a former football
player, now beginning to show a bit of fat. Dark hair, receding, and a little
dark mustache.


 


            What you noticed first of
all about Standish was his height; he must have topped 200 centimeters. I'm a
good-sized bod, but he stared down at me. He had a decided stoop, probably from
ducking door lintels. He was a skinny fellow with blond hair and blue eyes,
clean-shaven, wearing gold-rimmed glasses. He thrust out a hand and bawled at
me:


 


            "Jambo, bwana!"


 


            It had been some
years since I was last in East Africa, but I managed to recall enough Kiswahili
to answer:


 


            "Hujambo, rafiki
yangu! Unataka nini?"


 


            That bloody well
shut Standish up. Hofmann spoke next: "Mr. Rivers, we want a safari to the
days of the dinosaurs, so we can hunt them the way our cave-man ancestors did.
Mr. Aiyar says we can't. Is it true they lived at entirely different
times?"


 


            "Absolutely," I
said. "If the Raja tells you something like that, you can take it as fair
dinkum; he knows the field as well as I do. I've seen enough Mesozoic
landscapes to have a good idea, and there was never any sign of human
beings."


 


            Hofmann looked around
uneasily. "Mind if I smoke?" he said.


 


            "No. Hand him that
ashtray, Raja, will you?"


 


            Hofmann lit a cigarette.
"Sorry; I'm a genuine addict. I once tried to stop it; but after a year
without smoking, the craving was just as strong as ever. So I said what the
hell? and gave up." He blew rings.


 


            "But," said
Standish, in a strained, high-pitched voice, "how about all those movies
and comic strips that show men chasing dinosaurs and vice versa?"


 


            "If you believe that
Alice fell down a rabbit hole, or crawled through a mirror into Looking-Glass
Land— you've read Lewis Carroll's 'Alice' books, of course?"


 


            Those two looked blankly at
each other. No offense, Miss Bergstrom, but I can't say I'm overwhelmed by your
American educational system, if upper-class blokes grow up in such ignorance of
the classics.


 


            I explained, as patiently as
I could, that something in fiction proves nothing about the real world. I went
into the geological eras, but the argument ground on and on without getting
anywhere. Standish was one of those coves a little loose in the top paddock,
who won't give up an idea no matter how wrong you prove it. He was still
muttering about cave men and dinosaurs when I said:


 


            "Now look here, sport!
Would you, today, buy a ticket to France on the theory that you'd meet
Napoleon?"


 


            "No, of course not—oh,
I see what you're driving at. All right. Then let's go back to the dinosaur
age, the one you call the Missi—Mesa—"


 


            "Mesozoic," I
said.


 


            "Okay, Mesozoic. Well
still go hunting dinosaurs, even if there aren't any Neanderthal men around to
watch us do it."


 


            "Very well," I
said. "The next thing is armament. Have you your own guns, or will you
rent them from Rivers and Aiyar?"


 


            "Thought I'd take my
Bratislava 11-millimeter," said Hofmann.


 


            "That's a good
gun," I said. It actually has a higher muzzle energy than my old
Continental 600, and is also a magazine rifle. With four in the magazine and
one in the chamber, you're better off if a dinosaur or whatever comes after you
than with a double-barrel like mine. On the other hand, it's a heavy bastard—
must weigh over ten kilos—to lug round rough Mesozoic country, where the ground
is bloody uneven. The grasses had not yet begun to take over the bare ground in
the Cretaceous, so erosion was faster than in similar wild country today. I
next asked:


 


            "How about you, Mr.
Standish?"


 


            "Oh," he said,
"I don't plan to take a gun at all."


 


            "Mean you're a camera
fan? That's okay."


 


            "No, that's not what I
meant. I'm going to kill a dinosaur all right, but the way our ancestors would
have done it—with a bow and arrow."


 


            "What on earth—"


 


            "I'll explain. You see,
I'm really a barbarian at heart. A psychic once told me I'd been a barbarian in
a previous life, and I knew right away what she meant. It all fitted
together."


 


            "You mean you think
you're a reincarnation of Attila the Hun or one of those types?"


 


            "Exactly, though I
can't say whether it was Attila or somebody else. I don't think I could have
been a Hun, since they were Mongolians and I'm a Nordic type. Maybe a Goth or a
Viking.''


 


            "Never heard that souls
were given a choice of bodies in their next lives," I said. "But I
can tell you right now, I bloody well won't lead any jaunt into the Mesozoic
for bow hunting."


 


            "Why not?"


 


            "Look, sport. Have you
ever killed a large reptile of any kind?"


 


            "N-no."


 


            "Well, I can tell you
they're damned hard to kill— much harder than mammals or birds. That is, they
can absorb fatal damage that would instantly lay out a mammal or bird of that
size and still remain active long enough to kill you dead. The fact that such a
reptile later lay down and died of its wounds wouldn't be much
consolation."


 


            "I'll take my
chances—"


 


            "You can take all the
chances with your life you bloody well wish, but not with our business. Losing
a client is one of the worst things that can happen to us ..."


 


            That argument ground on for
another half-hour, till I wondered whether taking on these clients was worth
the money they'd pay us. At last Standish said:


 


            "All right then,
suppose we don't go clear back to the Age of Dinosaurs. Why can't we go back to
this Plasticene" (He meant Pleistocene) "when men lived with mammoths
and saber-toothed tigers?"


 


            "Sorry, but we're not
allowed to send parties into that period."


 


            "Why not?" he
asked.


 


            "Because they're afraid
we might interact with those human beings and alter subsequent history. Can't
have that sort of thing in a logical universe. The instant you start to do
that, the space-time forces snap you back to Present. The effect is like being
dropped from an aircraft a kilometer up. Nobody survives it."


 


            Standish took off his
glasses, wiped them, and put them back on. He said: "I read somewhere that
the ancestors of the Native Americans only arrived in the Americas ten or
twenty thousand years ago. Why couldn't we go back to a little before they
arrived? Plenty of big game, like those mastodons and things that got caught in
the tar in California."


 


            "Sorry; still
off-limits. They're afraid we might meet the first immigrants from Siberia,
especially since there's a wide disagreement about their date of arrival. Some
think they came over much sooner than others do."


 


            Standish furrowed his brow.
"But couldn't we go back to a time earlier in the Age of Mammals, but
still later than the dinosaurs?"


 


            "Right-o. We've taken
groups to every epoch from the Paleocene to the Pliocene." (Actually, we
are allowed the earliest Pleistocene in North America; but I thought that too
dangerous for this rather eccentric pair.)


 


            "What sort of trophies
do those different periods have?"


 


            I got down one of our
reference books, which had pages of drawings to scale of contemporary mammals
from the epochs and continents of the Cenozoic. For instance, there's a page
that shows the principal forms from the lower Miocene of South America; another
illustrating the Eocene of eastern Asia; and so on.


 


            Standish, who seemed the
dominant one of the pair even though the goofier, thumbed through the book. He
and Hofmann muttered over the pictures. Finally Standish said:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, the
handsomest trophies shown in here are from the Old World, like that Baluchitherium
and those dinotheres. The weirdest are some of those from South America.
Could we get to one of those?"


 


            "Afraid not," I
said. "Professor Prochaska's transition chamber travels back in time but
keeps the same latitude and longitude. It must, to make bloody sure it
materializes back in the present in the exact place it departed from. If it
didn't, we might have a monster explosion."


 


            "Then," said
Hofmann, "let's go over the North American faunas again, Clint."


 


            There was another wait for
them to make up their minds, if that is the word I want. The Raja and I spent
the time totting up the accounts of my Permian safari. Then Standish spoke:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, I think we
want to go to the Oily— the Oligocene, to get ourselves a brontothere head or
two. The critters from the later North American periods seem to be mostly
smaller; until we get to the Plasticene, they all look pretty much alike, like
hornless sheep and goats, without the wool."


 


            A brontothere, Miss
Bergstrom? They were the largest of the titanotheres, dominant in the early
Oligocene and related to modem horses and rhinos. The big ones looked like
elephant-sized rhinos, except that instead of one or two horns on the
centerline of the skull, they had a pair of blunt horns side by side on the
nose. My scientific friends says those bumps are not technically horns, but
mere bony outgrowths of the skull, covered in life by hard skin. But for
practical purposes we call them "horns."


 


            Anyway, we agreed to make
this trip to the Oligocene, about the time of the White River formation in
Wyoming and Colorado. We don't have a formation of that date in this part of
the States, but it must have held a similar fauna, with local differences.


 


            We set the date of departure
for a fortnight ahead, to give our clients time to get ready. Then we got a
call from a Professor Huang Xijing of the University of Nanjing, asking if he
could go on this safari, too. He said he didn't intend to hunt; instead he
hoped to settle some scientific questions. Since his university was putting up
the money, we were glad to have him; every additional client helps to pay the
time-chamber fees, which are bloody steep. The thing uses fantastic amounts of
electric power.


 


-


 


            Before the date of
departure, I went to my friends on your newspaper staff and got them to look up
the good oil on these two. Seems they were boyhood chums. Nothing remarkable in
Hofmann's record; as I guessed, he had played football in college, but flunked
out. Standish had never gone at all. He'd been sent to that fancy school where
there was a big scandal around twenty years ago, with a lot of—ah—


 


            Thank you, Miss Bergstrom.
Since you say so, it was half the boys buggering one another and cocksucking
the teacher. I wouldn't have put it quite so—ah— baldly to a lady, but ... I
don't think your editor will let you get away with it; but that's your problem.


 


            Since then, Clifton Standish
had held a few jobs, none of which lasted long; and he'd done a spot of
traveling. Frank Hofmann's adult record was similar. Since both were filthy
rich, they didn't have to worry about their tucker. Standish hadn't been one of
the homosexual gang at the school; but he felt tainted by having gone there and
was determined to prove his masculinity. This, I suspected, accounted for his
itch to play cave man.


 


            I learned one thing more
that gave me pause. Seems Hofmann had married the girl that Standish had been
courting for several years.


 


            One other preliminary was to
check out the clients on the range, to judge how far they were to be trusted
with guns. I met the pair there, Hofmann with his Bratislava and Standish with
his bow. The gun was straightforward, and Hofmann proved himself a reasonably
good shot.


 


            Standish's bow looked like
no bow I'd ever seen. The bow proper was an arc of some metal-and-plastic
combination, with offsets so the arrow went through the centerline. Instead of
a plain cord, the string was led through pulleys. The bow had a sight,
adjustable for range and windage. Robin Hood would never have recognized the
thing. Standish said:


 


            "You don't think I can
kill things with this, Reggie? Set me up a board, two centimeters thick, and
I'll show you!"


 


            The board was set up, and
Standish sent an arrow clear through it, so that the head stuck out on the
further side.


 


            "Okay," I said,
"so long as you remember not to shoot at anything without the word from
me."


 


-


 


            On the appointed day, we
gathered in the time-chamber building. Although it was the Raja's turn to lead
a party in the field, while I manned the office, he wasn't going because his
wife was expecting. I was there with Standish, Hofmann, the Chinese professor—a
pleasant enough little bloke—and our supporting cast: Ming the cook, Beauregard
Black the camp boss, his three helpers, and a dozen asses. You'd call em
burros, I suppose. Why don't we use motorized transport? That's a long story;
remind me to tell you some time.


 


            In the Cretaceous, the
chamber materializes on a fairly high ridge, giving a good view of the
surrounding country. By the Oligocene, that ridge had disappeared. The country
is still somewhat rolling, and the chamber wallah set us down on a low rise,
with a bushy flat on one side and several clumps of trees nearby.


 


            Once you get past the K-T
Event, which ended the Mesozoic and the dinosaurs along with it, the vegetation
looks quite modern. Where we were, the trees ran to oaks, cedars, and maples
much like those of today, although I daresay a paleobotanist could point out
differences.


 


            Despite the trees, we could
see fairly well, though the view did not compare with the one we got in the
Cretaceous from that point. The ground sloped in directions different from the
Cretaceous ones. In the Cretaceous there's a river, which the Raja has named
the Narbada, emptying into the Kansas Sea. It's only half a day's trek south
from the chamber site. By the Oligocene, this river had disappeared along with
the Kansas Sea.


 


            Instead, there was a bigger
stream flowing south about a kilometer west from our site. I don't know if it
evolved into the modern Mississippi. We shall know better when the U.S.
Geological Survey completes their survey of the area round the chamber site
over the geological eras. They have a neat little gadget, a rocket-propelled
robot camera. It shoots straight up from the site, deploys a parachute, and
snaps pictures on the way down.


 


            Following our usual drill, I
hopped out first with my gun ready, although I didn't expect to find anything
dangerous waiting for us. The chamber and then Reg Rivers, however, startled
the hell out of a spotted feline, devouring its prey on an open space a few
meters from the site. In size it was a bit smaller than a leopard or a puma,
with a long tail and a pair of big, protruding upper canine teeth. It was, I
believe, an ancestor of the later sabertooths, although its sabers had
developed only half as far as those of later members of the family.


 


            Be that as it may, this cat
took one look, gave a kind of spitting yowl, and bounded away, dragging a piece
of its half-eaten prey with it.


 


            "What pity!"
murmured Huang, looking at the remains of the prey animal. "It is one of
the oreodonts, or merycoidodontids if one must be technically precise. My main
purpose in coming to this period is to study their digestive systems, but this
one has been too badly torn up to furnish much information."


 


            "What about their
digestive systems?" I asked.


 


            "One of the debates
among my fellow paleontologists is which of the many lines of Cenozoic
artiodactyls—" Excuse me, Miss Bergstrom, but that's how Doctor Huang
talked, like a textbook. He meant split-hooved animals, like sheep, cows, and
deer. "—of Cenozoic artiodactyls developed the multiple stomachs of
ruminants and which did not. The oreodonts are thought by some to have
developed this feature, and by others not. One scientist called them
'ruminating hogs.' The question cannot be settled by fossils, since the soft tissues
are almost never preserved."


 


-


 


            The day after we arrived, I
told my sahibs we were going out on our regular meat hunt. When we were
assembled, Hofmann had on his regular khaki safari rig, including one of those
canvas vests with enough pockets to carry supplies for a month in the field. He
toted his Bratislava.


 


            Huang carried a big
collecting bag and had an assortment of knives and other dissecting utensils
stuck through loops in his belt. He explained that he was no gunman but would
rely on Hofmann and me to protect him.


 


            Clifton Standish showed up
carrying his futuristic bow, but he wasn't wearing a bloody thing else except
an athletic support—I believe the Yank term is "jock"—made of some
fur, which looked like bear. He also wore sandals and had his quiver slung over
his back.


 


            "What in Aljira's
name?" I said.


 


            "I am a barbarian at
heart!" cried Standish. "I've always wanted to face the wilds as a
true barbarian should!"


 


            I could have pointed out
that the eyeglasses and the futuristic bow rather spoiled the picture; but
there was no point in quarreling with a cash customer. I only said:


 


            "Okay, if you don't
mind the bug bites and don't get badly sunburned."


 


            So off we went. After a bit
of a hike we came upon an agriochoerid browsing. It was about the size of a
medium-large dog. Although it's a vegetarian, with a head not unlike that of
one of our asses, it has feet like a dog's, with blunt claws.


 


            Standish drew his arrow to
the ear, in proper Agincourt style, released—and missed. The animal jerked its
head up at the whistle of the arrow. While it was looking round, Hofmann gave
it a bullet from his rifle.


 


            He hit the beast all right.
The trouble was that with a dinosaur-killer like the Bratislava, the impact
spreads a small creature like an agriochoerid over the landscape.


 


            "That's a funny
combination," said Hofmann. "A land of hornless goat with dog's
feet!"


 


            Standish said: "I read
an article once on the giant panda of China. It said it was once a meat-eater
like wolves and cats but for some reason took to eating bamboo instead and
developed teeth and a gullet to enable it to do so. Could this be the same sort
of thing: an animal that started out to be a wolf and changed its mind?"


 


            "I don't believe
so," I said. "According to my scientific friends, nearly all mammals
had feet like those back in the early Eocene, regardless of their diets.


 


            This kind was a plant-eater
all along but forgot to evolve its paws into hooves."


 


            Looking at the spread-out
remains, Huang uttered what I took to be Chinese curses. Then he said:


 


            "What pity! I shall
have difficulty in coming to definite conclusions from this mass of dispersed
viscera. Mr. Rivers, is there not a smaller rifle for such game?"


 


            "Yes, there is," I
said. "But Frank wanted to bring his cannon in case we met something
bigger."


 


            Huang sighed. "At
least, you will wish mainly the limbs and other muscular parts for aliment. I
shall do what I can with the internal organs."


 


            So, while Hoffman and
Standish and I butchered and cut out the more edible parts of the agriochoerid,
Huang squatted over the spilled guts, turning over this and that internal
organ, popping some of them into his bag, and getting bloody all over. Standish
obviously did not like this sort of job. He turned a little green but manfully
stuck to his task, though so clumsy at it that Hofmann and I could, I am sure,
have done the job faster without his help.


 


            By the time the meat was
ready to go, Huang looked up with a smile. "It is not so bad as I
feared," he said. "I believe that I have identified a separate
division of the digestive tract combining, in a primitive way, features of the
rumen and the reticulum. One might say that this animal was well on the way to
evolving into a full ruminant."


 


-


 


            We went out for the next two
days. We saw plenty of animals, but all were small, nondescript ancestors of
modern horses, rhinos, camels, etcetera, the size of dogs of different breeds
and all looking much alike. Hardly a horn amongst the lot, save the little Protoceras,
a kind of ancestral pronghorn scarcely bigger than a jackrabbit. It has two
pairs of hornlike bumps on the head of the male. But neither of my hunters
wanted it for a trophy; too small, they said.


 


            My clients got itchy over
our endless walk through an outdoor zoo, stocked with a rather prosaic lot of
smallish beasts. These animals all looked remarkably alike, despite the fact
that their descendants varied enormously in size and appearance. So I told
Beauregard to pack up to shift camp the following day. We should go westward to
the river that, I had heard, ran south past the chamber site.


 


            The trek took off before
sunrise. Standish went in front in his cave-man outfit, muttering things like:
"Yield thee, civilized degenerate weakling!"


 


            The thought struck me that,
if Standish got much more peculiar, we might have to tie him up. The Raja's
better at handling disturbed minds than I, but he was not with us.


 


            It was a bright, hot day
when we stopped for lunch. Beauregard's crew had unsaddled the asses and staked
them out to browse. We were munching our sandwiches when Standish made some
remark about how much more sensibly he was dressed than we were; our khakis
were all pretty sweat-soaked.


 


            We were sitting in a circle,
eating, when Hofmann muttered an exclamation. In one motion he gulped down his
mouthful of sandwich, grabbed his gun, and bounced to his feet.


 


            I looked behind me. Headed
for the staked asses at a shambling run came the biggest predator of that time
and place, a hyaenodon of the largest species, H. horridus. It was about
the size of a tiger, with similar stripes but with a longer skull, more like
that of an oversized wolf or hyena, and an impressive set of canine fangs.
Despite the name, it's really no horrider than any other big predator,
programmed by its teeth and its instincts to eat other animals.


 


            I was rising with my gun
when Hofmann fired. It was one of the best-executed shots I have seen in all my
guiding. He nailed the hyaenodon between the eyes, and down it went.


 


            Nobody argued that Hofmann
had not won his trophy fair dinkum. But I asked:


 


            "What are you going to
take home, Frank? Just the head? If so, I'll help you cut if off. Or you may
decide to make a fur rug out of it. That means skinning the whole animal and
separating out the skull, so the taxidermist can stretch the skin of the head
over it."


 


            "I think I'd like the
rug," said Hofmann. "But it would take us all afternoon to skin
it."


 


            "Then," said
Standish, "we'd better carry the creature with us until the camp is
pitched again."


 


            "Sure," said
Hofmann. "We'll sling it on the carrying pole, and Clint and I will each
take one end."


 


            "I don't know," I
said. "Better think about what you're letting yourselves in for. The thing
must weight well over a hundred kilos. Oh, Beauregard!"


 


            "Yes, Mr. Rivers?"


 


            "Could we use an ass or
two to carry this animal?"


 


            "I don't think
so," said Black. "They is scared shitless now, and if we even moved
that thing near them, they'd go real sure frantic. Besides, they're full-loaded
now, and you gents would have to carry their loads."


 


            We ended by eviscerating the
carcass, roping it to the pole, and struggling over many kilometers with the
thing on our shoulders. Hofmann and Standish, who had talked boldly of carrying
it the whole way, were glad to have little Huang, who was no muscle man, and me
spell them with the carrying.


 


            Slowed by this load, we got
to the river after sunset. Standish suffered from insect bites. At the new
campsite, the mosquitos went to work on him. After much slapping and cursing,
he was at last persuaded to put on a shirt and pants.


 


            "While you're about
it," I said, "better take a good look for ticks. With all those long
grasses and herbs we've waded through, you should be hosting a few of
them."


 


            Sure enough, examination by
electric torch showed a dozen or so on Standish's legs, busily drilling away.
None had had time to suck much blood yet, and we got them out with a glowing
cigarette in Hofmann's hands. We were lucky, since hardly anyone smokes
nowadays. If you simply pull a tick out, the head often breaks off and remains
in the skin to give you trouble.


 


            Standish said: "Does this
mean I'm liable to come down with spotted fever or something?"


 


            "Don't know for sure,
but I doubt it," I told him. "So far back, you'll find bloody few
microorganisms that can live in a human bloodstream long enough to cause an
illness."


 


            Then he complained of
sunburn. When he took off his shirt, his face, shoulders, and back were the
color of a tropical sunset. As I swabbed him down with lotion, I said:


 


            "All right, my lad,
that's the last time I shall let you run around all day dressed as Ug-Wug the
cave man. If you come down with something serious, aside from my little store
of antibiotics, there's not a damned thing I can do for you until the chamber
comes back, ten days from now."


 


            With a face as long as a
month of Sundays, Standish muttered a surly assent. Then he said: "Maybe
the Great Spirit just doesn't want me to be a real barbarian." His lower
Up quivered as if he were going to burst into tears.


 


            "Come, come,
Clint!" said Hofmann. "You've had your fun. We pale North European
types can't take so much sun, because our ancestors lived where it was cloudy
most of the time."


 


            The remark showed better
sense than I should have expected from that pair. Skinning the hyaenodon kept
us busy all evening.


 


-


 


            The day after the move, my
sahibs were pretty tired, not being hardened to such activity. I gave Hofmann
and Standish the day off, but I went after Huang, saying:


 


            "Professor, you've
bloody well got to wash those khakis. The blood of that agriochoerid has begun
to stink so that all the others are complaining."


 


            He looked vague. "But
Mr. Rivers, can you not get one of the camp crew to wash them for us?"


 


            "Not their job, and
they've got plenty to do."


 


            "But, sir, I have never
washed a garment of my own! I do not know how!"


 


            "I'll give you a hand
and show you how. Hey, Beauregard, will you dig us out a scrubbing brush and a
piece of soap, please?"


 


            I led Huang, still muttering
objections, down to the river. A couple of alligators were sunning on the sandy
margin, but they slipped into the water and went away as we approached.


 


            One thing you must remember
in going back to former eras is that the animals, never having seen human
beings and never having been hunted by them, don't have the built-in fear of them
that you find in areas of the present where wild animals are still wild.
Instead of running away, as they're apt to do now, they may come sniffing
around you to investigate these strange creatures at close quarters. That can
be dangerous, even if you have no intention of killing anything.


 


            Huang and I spent a couple
of hours at the cleaning job. The blood had dried and so was much harder to get
off than if we had done it the day Huang got his clothes mucked up.


 


-


 


            Next morning I rose early to
get the sahibs up for some animal watching, since the beasts are better seen
along the river at this time than during the heat of the day. Standish was
already dressing, I was glad to see in his regular khakis, including a safari
vest like Hofmann's, and not in his cave-man get-up.


 


            "Where's Frank?" I
asked.


 


            "He went out earlier to
look at animals on his own."


 


            "Damn!" I said.
"He knows he's not supposed to go buzzing round the outback without
me—"


 


            I was interrupted by a loud
bang from the direction of the river; Hofmann's Bratislava without a doubt.
Then came three more shots.


 


            I dashed out of the tent,
grabbed my own rifle, and ran toward the sound. As I came in sight of Frank
Hofmann, he let off another shot, aimed out into the river.


 


            "What the hell are you
doing, Frank?" I shouted. "Just shooting at some alligators," he
said. "I think I hit a couple."


 


            "What for?" I
asked.


 


            "Though I'd like a
couple of skins to take home. But they sink when I hit them, so I don't know
how I could recover them"


 


            I gave him an eloquent
calling-down for wandering off unescorted. I didn't go into the ethics of
killing things of no use to the killer, just for fun. Too much talk of that
sort would be bad for our business. I know that's how many people feel
nowadays; but I assure them that, since the things we kill are all long extinct
anyway, it's not as if we were doing in some endangered species.


 


            Frank Hofmann, I must say,
took his wigging very well. He apologized and promised not to do anything like
that again. We went back to the camp, ate the breakfast Ming served us, and set
out along the east bank, detouring where the gallery forest along the banks
grew so thick a dog couldn't bark in it.


 


            We had gone perhaps half a
kilometer when Huang and I, in the lead, spotted something moving ahead. When
we got closer, I saw an amynodont, a big hippolike herbivore, munching
greenery. Beside me, Huang said:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, that is a Metamynodon,
of the family Amynodontidae, superfamily Rhinoceroidea, order
Perissodactyla. I very much want some pictures." He adjusted his camera.
"How close can we get?"


 


            "A hundred meters is
considered the minimum safe distance for thick-skinned game like that," I said.
"We'd better circle round to the left, to get downwind of him."


 


            The other two had come up
with us and were peering through field glasses—Hofmann's pair, which he and
Standish looked through alternately.


 


            "Huh!" said
Standish. "I don't want him for a trophy; no horns or antlers, and not so
spectacular as a modern hippo."


 


            Let me explain, Miss
Bergstrom. The Metamynodon is, you might say, a member of a branch of
the rhinoceros tribe that tried to evolve into hippopotami and didn't quite
make it. In build it is much like a modern rhinoceros, without any horns and
not quite so squatty as the modem hippo. The hippo's ears, eyes, and nostrils
all open on top of the head, so the animal can lie in the water with only those
organs showing. In the Metamynodon, those parts hadn't yet moved so far
up the skull.


 


            Its habits seem to have been
much like those of the modem hippo. A hippopotamus comes out at night and
wanders around, gobbling everything green it can find. Then it goes back in the
lake or river and lies there awash all day, digesting that enormous meal.


 


            The Metamynodon follows
a similar routine. It has tusks, like a hippo's but not so magnificent.


 


            No, it's not related to the
hippo, save in the sense that all animals are related. But you'd have to go
back to the Paleocene Epoch to find their common ancestor. It's an odd-toed
animal, like horses and tapirs; while the hippo is even-toed and related to the
pigs. It's a case of what my scientific friends call parallel or convergent
evolution.


 


            To get back to the story:
None of my sahibs wished to kill the amynodont, but Huang still wanted his
photographs. So I sent him and Hofmann ahead to stalk the brute, warning them
to go no closer than a hundred meters. I thought that Huang, with his telephoto
lens, could get all the pictures he wanted at that distance. I followed.


 


            We tell the sahibs that we
put them in front to give them the first shot. That is true, but it's not the
only reason. It's also a fact that every now and then one of these amateur
Nimrods trips over a root and stumbles or falls, and if the guide were in
front, he might get his bloody head blown off.


 


            "Keep behind me,
Clint," I told Standish. "That bow of yours wouldn't make much
impression on a thick-skinned bloke like that."


 


            So I stood, gun ready, as
Hofmann and Huang walked toward the amynodont. At about a hundred yards, they
stopped for Huang to look through his eyepiece. But then they started advancing
again, slowly and stealthily. I wanted to call out a warning to go no further;
but to do so would only excite the amynodont. It might run away, in which case
Huang would not get his pictures; or it might charge, in which case they would
have to rely on Hofmann's rifle, with me as a back-up. Having seen Hofmann
shoot, I didn't think I had much to worry about on that score; but I started
forward, too, keeping a constant distance behind my clients.


 


            They kept stalking closer
and closer. They must have covered another fifty meters, and I was filling my
lungs to yell "Stop!" when they halted. The amynodont had quit eating
and raised its head suspiciously. I snatched a look through my own glasses.
Although I know creatures like that don't have facial expressions, I couldn't
help thinking that it was glowering at my clients.


 


            They froze, and after a few
seconds the amynodont went back to chewing the leaves off a bush.


 


            Huang raised his camera and
began photographing. Whether the motion of his hands or the tiny buzz and click
of the camera aroused the amynodont, I don't know. But all of a sudden the
animal looked up again, uttered a thunderous snort, champed its jaws—showing a
fine set of tusks—and began bounding towards my clients like an animated blimp
at racehorse speed.


 


            Huang turned and ran towards
me. Hofmann raised his rifle and seemed about to fire, but nothing happened.
Then he began looking through the pockets of his safari vest. In the field you
need a lot of pockets; but with those bloody things—I wear one, too—there are
so many pockets that it takes forever to go through them all. I remembered that
Hofmann had emptied his magazine potting alligators, and I didn't recall seeing
him reload. Evidently he was looking for more cartridges and not finding them.


 


            "Run!" I yelled.


 


            The amynodont was getting
closer when Hofmann looked up, saw the beast bearing down on him, and belatedly
turned and ran after Huang. Behind him came the amynodont, puffing and
galumphing along and gaining with every bound. I hoped it would not catch
Hofmann before he got out of a straight line between me and the animal, to give
me a clear shot.


 


            Hofmann raced past, and I
sighted on the animal's skull. But then the amynodont unexpectedly halted. It
stood for several seconds, panting and peering about. Then it calmly turned and
waddled back toward the river, to resume its browse on that bush. It must have
run out of wind, and those short-legged animals do on a long run.


 


            My mind was snatched back
from watching the beast by sounds of a violent quarrel behind me: "You've
got my vest!"


 


            "I have not!"


 


            "Let's see it. There,
it's got my cartridges!"


 


            "Must have been a
mistake when we got dressed—"


 


            "The hell it was! You
wanted me killed, to give you another chance at Marta!"


 


            "That's a lie! I never
had any such idea—"


 


            The two had a rare old row;
got so bloody furious that I was trying to think how to get the rifle and the
bow away from them. Standish insisted that he and Hofmann had inadvertently
traded safari vests when they dressed. Hofmann thought Standish had done it on
purpose, hoping Hofmann would get himself killed, so Standish could court
Hofmann's widow, whom he'd been romancing before she married his friend.


 


            I could see a strong
argument either way. Standish couldn't have known that Hofmann would shoot off
all his magazine at alligators and forget to reload. On the other hand, it was
equally unlikely that Standish would put on the vest, with a kilo or two of
rounds in its pockets, without noticing the weight.


 


            A couple of years later, I
still don't know the good oil. Maybe I ought to get in touch with that psychic
who told Standish he'd been a barbarian in an earlier life. Of course, if you
believe in reincarnation, fifty-odd centuries ago everybody was a barbarian; so
that's what you'd have had to be.


 


            Wishing I had the Raja along
to handle the situation, I managed to calm those two down enough so there was
no immediate danger of mutual homicide. We spent a couple of bloody unpleasant
days at that river camp.


 


            You said something at the
start of this interview, about how people thought I ought to have the most fun
of anyone in the world at this occupation. Well, at times you can be as happy
as a possum in a gum tree, when everything goes as planned. But that doesn't
happen often. And when you have a pair of clients who want to kill each other,
it's no bloody fun at all! Not only is there no beak or walloper you can appeal
to; but also, how could you convict anyone of a murder committed tens of
millions of years ago?


 


            Another thing about hunting
these animals, or even just watching and photographic them: It's the nature of
the beasts to be thick one day and all gone the next. That's how it was here.
Plenty of game the first day, and then the countryside empty; not a beast in
sight save a couple of alligator sculling along the river. Then we had a rainy
day, which kept us in camp.


 


            By the time we got back to
the chamber site, Standish and Hofmann were at least on speaking terms again,
though no longer good mates. The first day after our return, I heard a
hullabaloo and came out to see. Running into the camp was Pancho, one of
Beauregard's crew, holding a bag full of garbage. After him came the second
biggest local herbivore, the entelodont of that time, called Archaeotherium.
It's a relative of the pigs and hippopotami.


 


            If you imagine a
buffalo-sized warthog, you'll have the general idea. It doesn't have the tusks
curling up outside its mouth, as our warthog does. Instead, it had big canine
teeth, like those of the hyaenodon and other carnivores. Like a warthog, it has
big, bony bumps on its skull, I suppose to protect it when the boars fight over
sows or territory.


 


            Pancho had been dutifully
taking a load of garbage away from the camp to bury it. The entelodont must
have thought the smell too delicious to pass up and made for the bag with its
fangs bared to grab it. Pancho had orders not to feed garbage to the animals,
since it might make them more familiar with the camp than we liked. These
beasts have no instinctive fear of man, since there weren't any in their time.
If you let them get familiar, they come to expect service; and if they don't
get it they're likely to take out their resentment with teeth, horns, or
hooves.


 


            All Pancho could do was to
drop his shovel and race back with the bag, the entelodont one bound behind
him. Pancho's a smallish bloke, but he put on a notable turn of speed, as
Professor Huang had done with the amynodont. Still, there's nothing like being
chased by a prehistoric monster to bring out the best in any runner.


 


            By the time I got there with
my rifle, Pancho was just entering the camp, and Clinton Standish was lining up
the entelodont in the sights of his bow. Hofmann was just ducking into their
tent to grab his gun.


 


            As the entelodont entered
the camp, Standish loosed his arrow. For once it didn't miss, but struck with a
meaty sound and buried itself in the animal's body between neck and shoulder.


 


            The entelodont halted and whirled
halfway round, looking this way and that to see what had punctured it. As it
presented its broadside, Standish gave it another arrow, this time in the ribs.
When it whirled about again, he gave it another on the other side.


 


            The entelodont halted, hanging
its head. Standish shot another arrow, into the beast's neck. Blood dripped
from the animal's muzzle. It turned about and started to walk out of the camp.
Outside the boundary it collapsed on the ground, where it lay, kicking in a
feeble, uncoordinated way until it died.


 


            "Ya!" yelled
Standish, "Who says I'm not a barbarian?" The silly galah screamed: "Yeow!"
and pounded his chest with his fist.


 


            "There's your
trophy," I told him. "Bear a hand with cutting off and salting the
head."


 


            His expression changed.
"You mean I've got to get all mucked up with blood and goo?"


 


            "Of course! When did a
true barbarian mind a little gore? Come on!"


 


            He came on, though I could
see he hated every minute of it. At least he didn't faint or vomit.


 


-


 


            After that, things were
quiet for the next couple of days. I shot an oreodont for Huang to dissect,
getting blood all over himself again. We had to have another session with soap
and brush. This was harder, since we had to haul our water from a little local
stream.


 


            Before the transition
chamber arrived to take us back to Present, there was one more incident. I told
you there was a bushy, open stretch on one side of our camp. The last day
before the chamber arrived, I was in my tent when Beauregard called:


 


            "Mr. Rivers! Come out;
here's suthin you gotta see!"


 


            My sahibs and I arrived to
where Beauregard stood almost simultaneously: Huang with his camera, Standish
with his bow, and Hofmann and I with our rifles. What Beauregard called about
was a full-grown male Brontotherium, ambling across the meadow and
eating as it went. It was fully as large as one of the smaller adult elephants
and can't have been over fifty meters away.


 


            "There's your other
trophy, sports," I said. "Who wants it?"


 


            Standish and Hofmann
muttered between themselves, and Hofmann said: "I'll pass. The oreodont
skin will do me fine. Marta would never let me mount that critter's head in our
living room; it wouldn't leave room for people."


 


            "Me neither," said
Standish. "The entelodont's enough for me. I suppose Reggie'd want me to
help cut it up again?"


 


            "Bloody right I
would," I said.


 


            "Well, anyway, I doubt
if my bow would do the job." It was his first admission that his marvelous
bow wouldn't kill anything in sight.


 


            At the sound of our voices,
the brontothere raised its head and took a couple of steps toward us. Hofmann
and I checked our rifles.


 


            Then the brontothere seemed
to lose interest. I could imagine what was going on in that primitive little
brain. Nothing over there smells good to eat, and those creatures don't look
dangerous. Why waste time on them when there's all this lovely edible green
stuff?


 


            Of course that's just my
imagining. All I can state as a fact is that the brontothere turned away and
went back to its herbs. It ate and ate and ate its way across the meadow and
then, still eating, disappeared into a copse of trees.


 


            You might say it was an
anticlimax to our adventure; but on the whole I was just as glad things turned
out as they did, with no homicides or other casualties. The main thing with
loonies like Standish is that you can never be sure what they'll do next, so
you don't know what precautions to take.


 


-


 


            And that's the story of the
strangest client I've had, although when I think back I could tell of some who
ran Standish a close second and maybe outdid him. The chamber arrived on time;
we boarded with our trophies; and Cohen the chamber wallah whisked us back to
Present without further complications.


 


            I haven't heard about Frank
Hofmann since. Standish did break into the news about a year ago.


 


            Seems he married a girl who
turned out to be a bit of a tart. A few months later, he caught her in bed with
another bloke, whom he promptly strangled to death. He must have been stronger
than he looked. He was acquitted at the trial, dumped the dame, and dropped out
of sight.


 


            As I said, these safaris can
be fun; but more often it's a case of batting down one bloody emergency after
another. I've come to hate surprises. And don't forget to send me a copy of
this interview when it's printed!


 


-


 


VI



[bookmark: _Toc300517368]The Satanic Illusion


 


            Yes, Mr. Proctor, we have
had trouble with wowsers like that. If you had come by a couple of years ago,
you'd have seen a line of pickets outside our office here. The signs they
carried denounced the Raja— that is, my partner, Chandra Aiyar—and me as murderers
and emissaries of Satan. I was never quite clear as to whether one of us was
supposed to be Old Nick himself, and the other an assistant imp. It was a
bloody nuisance while it lasted, but I don't think it actually turned away many
would-be clients. The blokes who go on time safaris with us are not the sort to
let the seven days of Genesis stop them.


 


            All right, I'll tell you the
story. It was my turn to man the office while the Raja took a party to the
Jurassic. Somehow the hard cases always seem to come up on my watch.


 


            Anyway, one afternoon Miss
Minakuchi told me that two clerical gents were here to see me. This was
unusual; but I said, send them in. They turned out to a big, stout one, the
Reverend Gilmore Zahn, and a little, skinny one, the Reverend Paul Hubert. I'd
heard of Zahn, St. Louis' leading hellfire-and-damnation Fundamentalist
preacher. Miss Minakuchi used to cut out newspaper stories, in which Zahn made
remarks about Rivers and Aiyar as leading souls into unbelief and damnation;
but I never paid much attention.


 


            This visit surprised me, as
if the leading anti-liquor crusader were to drop in at the headquarters of
Schneider's Brewery for a donation. But in business you have to take the rough
with the smooth. So I said:


 


            "What can I do for you
gentlemen?"


 


            Zahn answered: "We want
to go on one of your time safaris, not to hunt, but to look over the landscape
and the fauna and flora for various so-called geological eras. I am Gilmore
Zahn, and this is my assistant pastor, the Reverend Paul Hubert."


 


            "Pleased to meet
you," I said. "I believe the papers have carried some of the remarks
you've made in sermons, touching upon my partner's and my business."


 


            "Oh, that." Zahn
waved a big, pudgy hand and smiled a big, round smile. "Nothing personal,
I do assure you. From all I hear, you are a pillar of the community, a good
family man who faithfully performs his civic duties and leads a quiet, normal
life. Naturally, there are philosophical differences between us; but that
should not preclude a friendly personal relationship."


 


            The big bloke had an
ingratiating manner, which made it hard to dislike him. Then the Reverend
Hubert spoke:


 


            "We hope you won't mind
if this survey ruins your business. What we're trying to do is to nail down the
truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth."


 


            "Eh?" said I.
"Why should it ruin our business?"


 


            He leaned forward, pointing
his sharp nose at me as if it were a weapon. "Because it will expose the
falsity of the whole evolutionary heresy. It will demonstrate that all these
prehistoric beasts, whereof your clients bring home heads, hides, and
photographs, did not live in succession, but all the same time." To
emphasize, he slapped my desk with his palm, which I thought a bit of cheek.


 


            "Oh, really?" I
said.


 


            "Yes, really,"
continued Hubert, shaking a finger at me. "It will show that they were
created by God all at once, as the Bible says."


 


            "How about all those
thousands of extinct forms, of which they have dug up fossils, and which our
safaris have seen in the flesh?"


 


            "They are species that
couldn't make it to the Ark," said Hubert.


 


            "Calm down, Paul,"
said Zahn. "Don't get Mr. Rivers' back up. You, sir, can evidently take
hunters back to an ancient time—either thousands of years ago, as we believe,
or millions of years, as the false religion of scientism claims, to hunt
animals that are extinct in the present world. I do not see why you cannot go
on doing just that, regardless of the truth or falsity of the evolutionary
theory. Will you take us?"


 


            I shook my head. "No, gentlemen,
I don't think a time safari of the sort you have in mind is practicable. Too
far out of our regular line of work. Besides, the Reverend Hubert looks to me
too small a man to take to the Mesozoic."


 


            "What does my size have
to do with it?" asked Hubert, bristling.


 


            "Because you're too
small to handle the kind of gun that's needed for confronting dinosaurs. The
only time we ever lost a client was the result of taking too small a man to the
Cretaceous. A tyrannosaur ate him, even after he had pumped it full of .375
magnums."


 


            "We have no intention
of hunting or shooting anything," said Zahn. "From what I hear about
wildlife, if you leave them alone they will mostly do you the same courtesy. No
guns; we shall be quite satisfied to view the dangerous ones at long range,
through binoculars. How about it?"


 


            "No, sorry. Our
business is to take trophy hunters to periods where they shan't have to worry
about endangered species, not to prove theological points."


 


            "Mr. Rivers," said
Zahn, "did you or did you not give a talk on time safaris at the West Side
YMCA last March?"


 


            "Yes, I
did."


 


            "And did you or didn't
you say that you wished you could take some of these foolish Fundamentalists
back on one of your safaris, so they could see how the world really was in
prehistoric times?"


 


            "Yes, I suppose I
did."


 


            "Well then," said
Zahn, beaming, "here is your opportunity to have your wish. I am sure a
man with your well-developed Australian sporting instincts would not go back on
his word."


 


            At that point, this pair had
me by the short and curlies. After some more yabber I said: "Okay, I'll do
it, provided you fellows can pay our rates. They're admittedly steep, because
Professor Prochaska's time chamber uses fantastic amounts of electric
power."


 


            "How much?" asked
Zahn.


 


            I told him; and do you know,
the big bloke pulled out a checkbook on the spot and wrote me out a check for a
quarter of the total as a deposit! I saw that the check was drawn on his
church.


 


            I told them we couldn't push
off until the Raja got back from the Jurassic; but they were agreeable about
time. We set the date of departure tentatively for the following month.


 


            As soon as they had left the
office, I went around to the Herald Building and asked a friend who worked on
that paper about the finances of Zahn's church. It seemed that these were
good-o, and I started to go to the bank when my journalistic friend, Spencer
McMurtrie, detained me.


 


            "Reggie," he said,
"if you're really going to take these godlies back in time, to see whose
theory wins— evolution or Genesis—I want to go along, too. I think I can get
the paper to put up the cash. It'll make a whopping story!"


 


            "Okay," I said,
"if you can make the arrangements. Can you shoot? Neither of these
preachers intends to carry a gun, and that makes us too lightly armed for
comfort."


 


            "Oh, sure," he
said.


 


            Later, I took him out to the
range and found him a fair shot. Since he didn't own a gun heavy for the sort
of sightseeing we were doing, I rented him one of our double .600s. On the
range, being a stocky, well-set-up bloke, he showed he could handle it.


 


            On the appointed day, we
assembled in the time-chamber building. The building belongs to the University,
but in fact Prochaska's apparatus and the supporting equipment take up most of
it. The preachers were in brand-new khaki safari outfits. The newspapers had
sent reporters to see us off, and the man from the Post-Dispatch asked:


 


            "Is it true, Mr.
Rivers, that the purpose of this expedition is to convert the Reverend Zahn to
evolution? I know he'll try to convert you to his brand of Christianity."


 


            "Not exactly," I
said. "I'm not trying to convert anyone to anything. I shall simply lay
the evidence before him, and he can bloody well draw his own inferences."


 


            The man from the Globe-Democrat
said: "Why aren't you taking along that train of burros, as you have
on some previous safaris?"


 


            "Because we don't plan
to move camp away from the time chamber—merely to make four or five stops in
time and spend about a day or two at each one. We shall start with the Devonian
and come on down, fifty or a hundred million years at a jump, to the most
recent date we're allowed to travel to, the Pliocene."


 


            "Why can't you stop in
the Pleistocene, when all those mammoths and things were running around, with
cave men chasing them or vice versa?"


 


            "Not allowed," I
said. "We might run into one of those blokes and, by interacting with him,
change all subsequent history. The universe doesn't allow that sort of
paradox."


 


            "Or," put in the
Reverend Zahn with his Humpty Dumpty smile, "as I should express it, 'God
is not mocked.' Sixth chapter of Galatians."


 


            I went on: "The instant
you start to do something that would affect the present, the space-time forces
snap you back to Present and bloody well kill you in the process."


 


            "Then you can't
actually show the Reverend an ape-man and say: 'There's our ancestor, believe
it or not'?"


 


            "No, we can't. Even if
we could, those fellows were all in the Old World, and there's no way to move
the chamber around the Earth's surface. They didn't get to the Americas until
they had already evolved into Homo sapiens. Those who came over from
Siberia were just Red Indians, as we used to call them. Native Americans, I
believe, is the favored term now."


 


            Cohen, the chamber wallah,
spoke up: "Reggie, are you and your party ready to go?"


 


            "Half a minute, Bruce,"
I said. "Any more questions? I'll allow just one more."


 


            "Mr. Rivers," said
a man from one of the suburban papers, "aren't you and the Reverends going
to do any hunting or trophy collecting?" 


 


            "I hunt only with
these," said Hubert, pointing to the cameras slung round his neck.


 


            "And I am a hunter, not
of beasts, but of souls," said Zahn. "Not that I take this environmentalist
nonsense seriously, please understand. As it says in first Genesis: God gave
man 'dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over
the cattle, and over all the earth, and over every creeping thing that creepeth
upon the earth.' If a species of no practical use to man goes extinct, that's
no real loss, except to sentimentalists who care more for such creatures than
for their fellow men. But I have never hunted in the usual sense and feel no
urge to take it up at my time of life."


 


            "Time to go," I
said, and set about herding my lambs into the transition chamber. Although we
were stripped down to a minimum as regards equipment, it still would take two
trips by the chamber to get us all to whenever we were going. There were eight
of us: me, the two preachers, the journalist, and the support crew, consisting
of Beauregard Black the camp boss, two helpers, and Ming the cook. We could
have squeezed the eight of us into the chamber all at once, with our packs on
our backs; but that would still leave no room for the tents, galley, and other
needful equipment for the week in the field I had planned.


 


            The door closed. Cohen
pushed buttons, and the machinery whined. "When to, Reggie?" said he.


 


            "Set it for this date,
275 million B.C.," I said. "That should put us into the
Devonian."


 


            You understand, Mr. Proctor,
that the dates of geological eras are more or less approximate. Likewise there
are limits to the accuracy of the time-distorting machinery. Accuracy has
greatly improved since Prochaska began his project; but your arrival may still
be off by hours or days or even months when you arrive. The farther back you go
in time, the greater becomes the margin you have to allow for error.


 


            So Bruce Cohen pushed his
buttons and twirled his dials, and the light faded. You've never made a trip in
the transition chamber, have you, Mr. Proctor? Thought not. It's a bloody
devastating experience the first time, with vibration, vertigo, nausea, and a
horrid feeling of being in free fall, even though your conscious mind tells you
your feet are firmly planted on the chamber floor.


 


            I must say, the preachers
took it well. I've known better men than Zahn to chunder up last week's
breakfast; that's the reason Cohen had equipped the chamber with airsickness
bags. McMurtrie was looking squeamish; but the two men just stood there, jaws
grimly set, silently moving their lips. I daresay they were praying.


 


            When the dials indicating
time stopped spinning, Cohen carefully turned a little handwheel, looking at a
radar screen, to adjust our altitude. The altitude of the ground varies from
epoch to epoch, and it wouldn't do to materialize either above or below ground
level. In the first case the chamber would drop like a stone; in the second,
you'd have an explosion of the nuclear kind, which would leave nothing of the
chamber or the people in it.


 


            At last he set us down with
hardly a bump and opened the door. From force of habit I jumped out with my gun
ready, although I was sure that in this period there wouldn't be anything on
land more formidable than an insect or a crab.


 


            Indeed, nothing of an animal
nature was in sight. The sun was just rising over a huge range of mountains
east of us, curving around to westward on the north; while in the western sky a
full moon, looking half again the size of ours of today, prepared to set.


 


            Astronomers tell me that it
was closer to the Earth than it now is, and hence the tides were higher. That's
why the days were shorter than now. The tides act as a brake, which has slightly
slowed the Earth's rotation in the last half a thousand million years. If you
go back then, you need a watch or clock that can be set to run several percent
faster than normal to keep time under control.


 


            While the others climbed out
of the chamber, I looked around. As I said, there was a big range of mountains
to the east and north of us. We had materialized at the base of the foothills.
These mountains were absolutely bare of vegetation, like some I once saw at the
western end of Texas. Likewise our landing place was bare of plant life—at
least, plant life large enough to be seen with the naked eye—which gave us a
fine view in all directions. Since there wouldn't be any proper firewood in
this period, we had brought along a little paraffin camp stove, so my clients
wouldn't have to live on cold army rations.


 


            These mountains, I thought,
must be the Appalachians, before erosion wore them down to stumps. It turned
out later that I was wrong. The forces of erosion had worn these mountains down
to a flat plain long before the Appalachians had formed; then another movement
of the Earth's surface had raised this part of the country. Erosion had carved
out a new range, originally quite as impressive as these, and then had worn it
down to low, rounded hills, the present-day Appalachians.


 


            To the west, the prospect
was quite different. A few kilometers away, down a gentle slope, stood a band
of dark green, and beyond that an arm of the sea, just visible over the
treetops.


 


            Hubert asked sharply:
"Mr. Rivers, are you sure you haven't taken us forward in time, to a day
when mankind has vanished from the Earth?"


 


            "Quite sure," I
said. "Professor Prochaska has tried to explain it to me, but I'm no
four-dimensional thinker. Seems that, according to his equations, it's
theoretically possible to send the chamber forward in time—that is, into the
future—but not to get it back. If, for instance, he sent me forward in the
machine, and I saw certain things happening, then when I got back I might do
something to stop them from happening, or at least to happen differently. That
would cause another paradox. Can't have that sort of thing in a logical
universe."


 


            "Unless you admit
divine intervention," said Zahn, looking benevolent. " 'God hath
power to help'—second Chronicles, twenty-five."


 


            "You can admit it if
you like," I said. "Me, I'm a hunting guide, not a theologian, and I
won't try to argue such questions. Anyway, the professor doesn't want to lose
his multi-million-dollar transition chamber by sending it to the future and not
be able to recover it."


 


            I pulled out my pocket
diastemeter and looked at the distant line of greenery. I said: "The
vegetation along the shoreline is about three kilometers from here. If you want
to see some Devonian life close up, how about walking down to the shore and
back? By that time the crew will have the camp set up, and Ming will have
tiffin ready."


 


            The godlies agreed.
McMurtrie said: "Reggie, should I bring my gun?"


 


            "I don't think
so," I said.


 


            "I see you've got
yours."


 


            "Force of habit,"
I said. "After leading so many safaris and coming upon some bloody
formidable creatures, I just don't feel comfortable without it. But I'd suggest
you leave yours, so the weight won't tire you out."


 


-


 


            The Reverend Zahn proved our
least able hiker. Overweight and out of fitness, he kept panting and groaning
and complaining about his new field boots. But he stuck with us until we
reached the strip of vegetation along the shore of that unknown sea, which
stretched to the horizon. The water and sand looked just like water and sand of
our own time, the sea being very smooth and calm, with little ripples slapping
the sand. But the plant fife was something else.


 


            Have you ever dreamed that
you were shrunk to the size of an ant, pushing your way among grass stems on
someone's lawn? Well, pushing one's way through a Devonian forest gives that
illusion, too. The plants are the ancient relatives of a lot of primitive little
things such as you find along stream banks: ferns, horsetails, and lycopods or
ground pines. But the lycopods, instead of being little mossy finger-sized
plants, were scaly-barked trees ten or fifteen meters tall, without anything
you would recognize as leaves.


 


            The horsetails, instead of
being the right size for a potted plant, were three or four meters high. And
the ferns, like the lycopods, became real trees with trunks like those of
palms. The greenery at the top, instead of the fronds of palms, was a mass of fiddlehead
ferns. I had the funny feeling that if a man had appeared in this landscape,
he'd be the height of a seven-storey building.


 


            At first we saw no sign of
animal life. As we strolled through the greenbelt toward the water, looking
this way and that, Hubert and McMurtrie had their cameras buzzing. McMurtrie
cried:


 


            "Hey, there's a
bug!"


 


            He ran a couple of steps and
stooped to grab the creature, whatever it was; but it got away from him. He
said:


 


            "It looked like a
silverfish from our own time. Weren't they the first true insects to come
ashore?"


 


            "So scientists tell
me," I said.


 


            Hubert said: "I do
believe that's a spider!" He adjusted one of his cameras for a close-up
shot.


 


            "Better not try to pick
it up," said McMurtrie. "I don't know if they'd evolved poison glands
so early, but we'd better not take chances."


 


            We sauntered on; McMurtrie
exclaimed over a tiny milliped he saw on a tree trunk. He said to Zahn:


 


            "Well, Reverend, you
must admit this little forest is like nothing from our own time."


 


            "I admit nothing,"
said Zahn. "For all I know, Mr. Rivers may have set us down on some
forsaken coast of his native Australia. They have all sorts of strange plants
and animals there."


 


            "But you must admit we
haven't seen any animals except a few—what's the name for all the
jointed-legged creatures like insects and spiders, Reggie?"


 


            "Arthropods, I
believe," I said.


 


            "Okay, arthropods. But
no mammals, birds, or reptiles. That fits what the evolutionists tell us about
the earliest land life."


 


            "Does not prove a
thing," said Zahn. "There are many parts of the present Earth where
the wild life has been killed off or driven away. The fact that we don't see
any antelopes or kangaroos does not prove that we might not see plenty if we
crossed yonder mountain range." He pointed.


 


            "Hey!" exclaimed
Hubert. "There's a real land animal—a reptile, I think!"


 


            We were at the upper edge of
the beach, looking toward the water, where little ripples tinkled. On such a
coast in Present, you'd expect to find swarms of sea birds, nesting ashore and
foraging out in the water. But there was nothing whatever of that sort here.


 


            Hubert indicated a creature
lying in the sand a couple of meters from the water's edge. It was of
lizardlike shape, clad in a soft, purple-brown skin; I suppose scientists would
class it not as a reptile but as an amphibian, a kind of newt or salamander. It
must have been about thirty centimeters long and stout for a newt.


 


            Hubert hurried to where the
creature lay, bringing up one of his cameras. At his approach, the newt hoisted
itself off the sand on its four short legs but did not seem at all inclined to
retreat before its human visitor.


 


            It stood there, unmoving,
while Hubert shot pictures. Then Hubert thrust out a finger as if to prod the newt
into activity. Just as the finger touched the shiny, moist-looking hide, the
newt whipped around and clamped its jaws on that finger.


 


            "Ow!" cried Paul
Hubert, jumping back and raising his arm. The newt kept its grip and was
hoisted off the sand, dangling from Hubert's finger.


 


            "Reggie!" cried
Hubert. "How do I get this darned thing to let go? This hurts!"


 


            "Try dunking it in the
water," I said.


 


            He stepped to the edge of
the sea and lowered the newt into the water. Presently it let go of his finger.
Hubert tried to kick it but missed, and it swam away with an eelish wriggle.


 


            "That'll teach you not
to bother the local wildlife," I said, "unless you intend to shoot
something for a trophy."


 


            "Blast it!" he
said. "Got my shoes soaking wet. Can I take them and my socks off to dry
before we start back?"


 


            "Whatever you
like," I said.


 


            When Hubert got his shoes
and socks laid out on the strand, he decided to go wading. So he rolled up his
pants legs above the knee and walked into the sea. McMurtrie decided to do
likewise; since he was wearing shorts, the process was simpler for him. Presently
the pair were splashing around and having a high old time.


 


            "Like children,"
said the sonorous voice of Gilmore Zahn. "If you do not mind, I think I
will take off my shoes and socks, also; but not for wading. I need to rest my
feet."


 


            "Takes a bit of
practice to harden one," I said.


 


            "You are right.
Gluttony and sloth are my deadly sins, against which I ever struggle. I should
take more regular exercise."


 


            Then an outcry from the
waders brought me round. They splashed back to shore with alacrity, and
McMurtrie said:


 


            "We just saw the
damnedest thing out there! I guess you'd call it a Devonian lobster, only it
didn't look like any lobster I ever saw."


 


            Hubert chimed in:
"About as long as I am, with a tapering jointed body. It had a lot of
legs, with the first pair ending in pincers and the last pair flattened for
oars."


 


            "Probably
harmless," I said. "Not that I should care to get into a tub with one.
That's a eurypterid or sea scorpion."


 


            "Scorpion, eh?"
said Hubert. "Does it have a sting in its tail?"


 


            "Don't know, but I
doubt it," I said. "When you blokes have dried your feet and got
yourselves shod again, it'll be time to start back."


 


-


 


            There wasn't much more to
the Devonian stop. There was really little for non-scientists like my sahibs to
see, and we had bloody well exhausted the possibilities that morning. So it was
no surprise when, that afternoon, they asked me to have Cohen bring them
forward to the next stop without spending a night in the Devonian.


 


            I passed the word to Cohen.
Beauregard and his helpers looked a little disgruntled at having to pack up the
tents and stuff without using them; but Beauregard was too practiced and self-disciplined
to fuss. I thought I heard Pancho mutter something like "¡Tal tonteria!"
I pretended not to hear, not wishing to make an issue of it. By tea time we
were on our way through time again.


 


-


 


            Our next stop was in the
Pennsylvanian, which European geologists call the late Carboniferous. This
turned out to be even less fruitful than the Devonian stop. The topography had
changed around the site; we seemed to be in a flat, swampy plain. Whether anything
was left of the range of mountains east and north of the Devonian site, we
couldn't tell, because we arrived in a pelting downpour. It rained and rained
from a blanket of low gray clouds, blotting out sight of any mountains that
might have existed.


 


            We did see a couple of big
amphibians—or perhaps reptiles, or halfway between—like overweight newts over a
meter long, waddling among the trees. These trees were much like those we had
seen in the Devonian, only bigger and more of them, from what little we could
see through the deluge. During the lulls in the storm, we heard some grunts and
croaks, like the noises frogs make in springtime for mating calls, only these
were basso profundo.


 


            Since we had
gained a day on our schedule, we thought to wait out the rain. But when on the
third day it was pouring as hard as ever, my clients indicated they would be
just as glad to go on to the next time stop.


 


            "Very
interesting," said Zahn. "I did not know there were any such
rain-forest swamps left, since the Brazilians and others have destroyed theirs
to grow crops. But I understand they have set aside some areas as national
parks; perhaps this is one."


 


            "You mean," said
McMurtrie, "you just won't believe we're back two hundred million-odd
years B.C.?"


 


            "Not unless you can
prove it by the word of God," said Zahn, smiling.


 


            The crew packed up the tents
and the galley again, sloshing about in the downpour, and off we went to the
later Jurassic.


 


-


 


            This time, when we got out
of the chamber, I cautioned my clients to stay close by me. "There are
some bloody dangerous theropods," I told them. I looked especially hard at
the Reverend Hubert, because I had sized him up as an impulsive, combative sort
of bloke, just the kind likely to put himself and his fellow trippers in harm's
way in dinosaur country.


 


            "But not the famous Tyrannosaurus?"
he said.


 


            "No; that comes forty
or fifty million years later."


 


            "According to your false
theory," said Hubert sharply, as if he wanted to make a Donnybrook out of
it.


 


            "Be calm, Paul,"
said Zahn. "Reggie said he wouldn't try to convert us to evolution; merely
present evidence and let us make up our own minds. So let us watch, and
observe, and save our inferences till we get home."


 


            "I've made up my
mind," said Hubert. "Anyway, I shouldn't think there'd be anything
much to worry about without the tyrant lizard."


 


            "Not quite true, I'm
afraid," I said. "There's a whole assortment of theropods of
different sizes. That's how it works in nature; each size has its special prey,
so different species of predator don't much compete. The biggest at this time
is Allosaurus, or at least a tyrannosaur-sized theropod, which some
think is just an allosaur that has lived a long time. You know, most reptiles
lack our internal cut-off mechanism, which stops growth at a certain stage. So
the longer they live, the bigger they get.


 


            "Some of my
paleontological friends think these biggies should be put in a separate genus,
which they call Epanterias. In any case, they are not the sort of blokes
you want to take chances with."


 


            Hubert stared about him in
the forest. "Don't see any of them here, now," he said.


 


            "Lucky for us," I
said. "Here, don't wander into the chamber area! It's got to be kept clear
so the chamber wallah can set it down in the same place with the crew."


 


            We were in well-wooded
country. As far as I could see from the site—not very far—it was more rolling
than the flat plain of the Pennsylvanian. The trees around us were mostly palms
of one sort or another; and also cycads, looking like thick, stumpy palms with
flowerlike growths on their trunks. There were also a few araucarias or
monkey-puzzle trees. At this period ancient relatives of the modern ginkgo also
occurred, but I didn't see any of these at this site.


 


            Among the trees were shrubs,
some of them calanines or horsetails like those that, back in the Devonian,
were among the first plants to invade the land. These were smaller and less
impressive than the Devonian ones. There was no grass whatever, since it hadn't
yet evolved.


 


            Altogether, the flora began
to look a little more like plants from our own era and less like things from
another planet. Everything was pretty much the same somber green, which gets
monotonous if you have to look at it for a long enough time.


 


            There was also a buzz of
insects, lack of which I had noted on the Devonian stop. As to other life
forms, we should have to wait and see.


 


            "Don't anybody wander
off," I said. "In woods like these, it's the easiest thing in the
world to get lost the minute you're out of sight of your base. You memorize a
particular tree to help you find your way back; then, when you look for it, it
has turned into a dozen trees, all looking exactly alike and all beckoning in
different directions."


 


            The crew arrived and set up
the camp. While they were doing this, McMurtrie called: "Hey, there's a
critter!"


 


            The beast that had wandered
out of the trees and was looking at us in a blank sort of way was a camptosaur,
one of the smaller iguanodonts. A typical adult must weigh around a hundred or
150 kilos. When it stands up on its hindlegs, using its tail for a prop, it
looks you in the eye. When it drops down to walk or run, it's about waist high,
with the head sticking out horizontally in front and the tail projecting aft to
balance. Otherwise it's a bloody unimpressive dinosaur: no noteworthy horns,
fangs, or killing claws.


 


            This bloke looked us over
calmly and began to bite the tips off the nearest shrubs and saplings. Presently
it wandered on, and after it came more of the same. The camptosaur is a herd
animal, and the first one had been merely the point man—excuse me, point
reptile—of a herd of twenty-odd. This included several young, who kept to the
middle of the herd. They ambled past, munching browse and casting brief,
incurious glances our way. I said:


 


            "If you want dinosaur
steak for dinner, there it is on the hoof."


 


            McMurtrie said: "May I
shoot, Reggie?"


 


            "Okay," I said. He
got out his gun, sighted on the nearest camptosaur, and fired. Down went the
little dinosaur, rolling and thrashing. The others of the herd, startled,
looked around, first at their conspecific and then at us. Then they all set off
at a trot and were soon out of sight.


 


            I was starting toward the
carcass to butcher it, when Zahn called: "Hey, Reggie! Look what is
coming!"


 


            Here came a stegosaur—in
fact, a herd of twelve or fifteen of them. These plodded on all fours, with
their back plates upright. They tell me these plates are not armor but
heat-control radiators, like an elephant's ears. They browsed much as the
camptosaurs did but closer to the ground, because their heads were carried
lower in their natural stance.


 


            The stegosaurs seemed even
less interested in us than the camptosaurs had been. They were perhaps fifty
meters distant through the trees, when Hubert said:


 


            "Reggie, I've got to
get closer for some pictures!"


 


            "Me, too," said
McMurtrie, almost as hot a camera fanatic as Hubert.


 


            "Okay, provided Spence
brings his gun," I said. "How about you, Reverend?" I asked
Zahn. The preacher had so imposing a presence that it never occurred to me to
address him as "Gilmore" or "Gil."


 


            "I shall be happy where
I am," said Zahn, lolling in one of our camp chairs. "After this
parade of beasts of the field, the only thing I should really like to see would
be a behemoth."


 


            "Eh? Isn't that some
mythical Biblical animal?"


 


            "There is no such thing
as a 'mythical' Biblical animal, Reggie," he said severely. "Some say
the Hebrew word re'em, translated as behemoth,' is nothing but a
hippopotamus, which they suppose to have dwelt in the rivers of Palestine in
ancient times. But since the word from context means something enormous, I am
sure it refers to one of your biggest dinosaurs—the ones with the long necks
and small heads."


 


            "You mean
sauropods?"


 


            "Yes, I believe that is
indeed the name. Since a sauropod, from what I hear, outweighs a dozen
hippopotami, this merely shows that the word of God is nought but the literal
truth; and the sauropods did not become extinct millions of years ago but still
lived in Biblical times."


 


            "Hey, Reggie!"
said Hubert. "Come on, or they'll all be out of sight!"


 


            "Okay," I said.
"We shall finish the argument later, Reverend. Better let Spence and me go
ahead this time." Ordinarily I put the clients in front and follow them so
that, first, they shall get the first shot; and second, so that if one of them
stumbles he won't blow the guide's head off. Since Hubert had no gun, there was
no point in this procedure on this occasion.


 


            We had covered about half
the distance to the herd of stegosaurs when a couple of them noticed us. They
peered in a dimwitted way and resumed browsing; perhaps they took us for a herd
of camptosaurs.


 


            I waved Hubert forward.
McMurtrie was already clicking away; he had his gun slung over his back to free
his hands. Soon Hubert's video camera was whirring away.


 


            Then the nearest stegosaur
snorted. At once the rest of the herd looked around and gave similar snorts.
They then all faced toward the center of the herd and plodded forward until
they formed a tight circle, heads inward, with the two muskoxen in reverse.


 


            "What's up?" asked
Hubert, turning off his machine and looking back at me.


 


            I was peering about pretty
lively, too; for I had a suspicion of the meaning of this maneuver. I sniffed
the air, trying to detect the rank reptilian odor of carnosaur.


 


            "We'd better start
back, sports," I said. "Something tells me this soon won't be a
healthy place. Spence, sling your camera and bring your rifle round to where
you can see it!"


 


            McMurtrie and I began
backing toward the camp, gripping our guns and looking about. Hubert was so
involved in his picture taking that he stayed where he was.


 


            "Come on back,
Paul!" I shouted.


 


            But Hubert continued
photographing, shifting from one of his three cameras to another. Beside me,
McMurtrie muttered: "Oh, my God!"


 


            I looked in the direction he
did, and here came the biggest Epanterias I've ever seen; must have been
over fifteen meters long. It's built much like the tyrannosaur, except that it
has much bigger forelimbs, with grasping claws.


 


            This theropod's attention
was currently on the circle of stegosaurs, and it strode towards them with the
direct approach of a hungry man to dinner.


 


            As it came closer and seemed
about to take a bite, the stegosaurs all began to lash their tails right and
left. Each tail is armed with four big spikes, like horns. When the carnosaur
leaned over to bite, one of these tails struck him in the belly with an impact
like that of a bass drum. The sound almost made me say "Ouch!" in
sympathy.


 


            The theropod backed up with
a grunt. After a few seconds of appraising the situation, it started round the
circle. From my experience with animals, I suspected that it was really after,
not one of the full-grown stegosaurs, but one of the smaller young ones in the
center. I let out a full bellow:


 


            "Paul Hubert! God damn
it, come on back!"


 


            He gave us a vague wave and
kept on filming. The theropod marched clear around the circle of stegosaurs,
now and then making a tentative snap at their hindquarters; but the lashing
tails kept him away. At last he came around to the side of the circle where Hubert
stood, buzzing and clicking away. It turned toward him as if to say: Well, what
have we here?


 


            "Get your gun
ready!" I told McMurtrie, and then loudly to Hubert: "Come on, you
idiot galah!"


 


            Hubert seemed at last to
have got the idea. He slung his cameras and started to run toward us. The
theropod came after him with long strides.


 


            "Better shoot," I
said. "Don't hit the Reverend by mistake. Aim for the heart."


 


            We hoisted up our .600s and
let fly, one barrel, then the other. At that range I'm sure all four shots hit.
The impact knocked the theropod back on its haunches—or rather, back on its
tail, which it uses as a prop when standing. Hubert ran past us, the cameras
slung round his neck swinging this way and that and banging one another.


 


            "Reload!" I said,
hauling two more rounds out of my vest as I broke the gun.


 


            McMurtrie was reloading when
something took our attention and the theropod's too. It neared the place where
lay the camptosaur that McMurtrie had shot earlier. Unexpectedly, the
camptosaur rolled to its feet, took one look at the theropod towering over it,
and ran off. The theropod swiveled its head, following the fleeing camptosaur,
and then started after it. In seconds, both were out of sight, though we could
hear the crashing of their passage.


 


            "Damn!" said
McMurtrie. "I should have done as you advised."


 


            "Why, what did you
do?" I asked.


 


            "Tried for a brain shot
instead of a heart shot."


 


            "And doubtless the
bullet glanced off the skull and stunned the animal. With dinosaur, the brain
is so small in proportion to the skull that you have only an outside chance of
hitting it."


 


            "I've always heard they
were pretty stupid," said McMurtrie.


 


            "No stupider than
modern reptiles. They're all equipped with instincts that take care of all the
contingencies they're likely to meet, like that circle the stegosaur formed.
And these blokes lasted a couple of hundred million years, compared to a mere
couple of million for our own land. So don't snoot the dinosaur!"


 


            The stegosaur maintained
their circle for at least an hour after the theropod had disappeared; then they
broke up and went back to browsing. Whether the Epanterias caught the
camptosaur, or whether it lay down and died of its bullet wounds, I shall never
know. It's against my principles to let a wounded animal get away, probably to
die somewhere and be of no use to anyone but the local scavengers. Not
sporting. But in this case, I think I could be excused for not following up the
matter. I had enough problems from having to wet-nurse a pair of preachers who,
though they tried to be nice about it, were sure I was a limb of Satan.


 


            When we returned to the
camp, Zahn grabbed his assistant in a smothering embrace, with tears running
down his fat face. "Oh, Paul!" he cried. "I thought you were
done for! I should never have let you come on this expedition, knowing your
imprudence! What would I ever tell your sister?'


 


            The upshot was that, since
the day was nearly gone, we should camp there through the night and set out for
the next stop, the early Eocene, on the morrow.


 


            "I have seen all I need
to here," said Zahn. "If I missed the behemoth, I have seen the
dragon—the veritable dragon alluded to in Job, Isaiah, and sundry other places.
Like the Behemoth, it evidently survived down to historic times. It is but one
more proof of the Bible's literal veracity."


 


            Of course any geologist
would call that nonsense, citing the age of the last deposits in which
dinosaurs are found, sixty-odd million years before Present. But such arguments
would roll off the Reverend Zahn's mind like gravel off a turtle's shell.


 


            During the night, McMurtrie
was on watch and I was trying to get my four-hour turn of sleep, when the sound
of raised voices from the next tent woke me up. It sounded as if the preachers
were having a dispute. I heard Zahn, in that splendid orotund baritone, say:


 


            "But, Paul, do you not
see? Once you start admitting that certain verses in the Bible may be
interpreted as figures of speech, you open the door to all the Biblical
historians and analysts, who want to reduce God's word to a lot of legends and
folk tales. You end up with a document with no more authority than the
Mahabharata. It is the camel's head in the tent, the thin edge of the
wedge."


 


            "But, Gil!"
protested Hubert. "On some points the scholars have us by the short hairs;
for instance, where the Bible contradicts itself, as in the two diverse
Creation narratives and the two Flood narratives."


 


            "It only seems like a
contradiction to our limited mortal minds," said Zahn. "To divine
wisdom, the solution is plain; and we should not set ourselves up as wiser than
God."


 


            "But, Gil,"
persisted Hubert, "don't we have to allow some figures of speech, as for
example where it speaks of the 'four corners of the earth' in Job and again in
Revelations? We all know the Earth doesn't have corners."


 


            "In such cases,"
said Zahn, "we apply Galileo's explanation, that the Bible was written in
language that the people of the time of writing could understand, under divine
guidance. But you miss the main point."


 


            "What's that?"


 


            "Once you admit
Biblical fallibility, you undermine its authority as the moral code that God
commanded men to live by, and you know as well as I that the morals of our
country have—if you will excuse the expression—gone to Hell in the last
century. You know the figures on divorce, juvenile criminality, and all the
rest. If you start by saying: Oh, well, the 'seven days' of Genesis are just a
figure of speech for the 'thousand years' of the ninetieth Psalm, the next step
is to discard the prohibitions on adultery and fornication as just figures of
speech; and you end up discarding the laws against theft and murder. We—
ministers of God like us—are civilization's last defense against barbaric
anarchy."


 


            "But all those
prohibitions can just as well be argued on a rational basis—"


 


            "What rational
basis?"


 


            "Why, the long-term
effect of unchecked offenses, from fornication to murder, when everybody starts
indulging in those vices. You end up with gangster rule.'


 


            "That's how the Secular
Humanists talk. A secular philosophy may look fine on paper, but it's like a
shiny new boat that will not float. Look what happened to Marxism, which had
moral codes much like those of Christianity! It, too, looked fine and logical
on paper; so it was tried out in Russia. After seventy years it was obviously
not giving people the better fives it had promised. So the people, who had been
forced by ferocious penalties to submit to it, rose up and threw it away. I
fear, Paul, that you are headed down that same primrose path."


 


            "I am not! If
something's plainly untrue, you can't expect me to defend it to the
laity—"


 


            "Hush, man! You will
awaken the whole camp!" The argument continued but in an unintelligible
grumble.


 


            It seemed to me that Zahn
implied, without saying so out loud, that a little pious fakery was okay if it
helped to lead the masses along the moral paths they ought to follow for their
own good. I'm not qualified to judge such a view as either good or bad.


 


            At breakfast next day, I
noticed that feelings between two preachers were not of the best. They never
spoke to each other, save for such needfuls as "Please pass the
salt." It looked as if their disagreement over Biblical interpretation had
blown up into a major quarrel. Otherwise they ate in grim silence, and this
continued while the crew packed up the equipment for the next jump in time.


 


-


 


            The next stop was in the
lower Eocene, about the time of the Wasatch formations. This would show the
profound difference between this fauna and the one that, fifteen or twenty
million years earlier, had roamed the land. Before the K-T Boundary Event, the
country swarmed with dinosaurs: big ones, little ones, and every size between.
After the Event, there was nothing but the little mammals, the size of rats and
mice, and the birds that survived the Event. The pterosaurs had also vanished;
so had some of the marine reptiles, though I couldn't demonstrate that in the
middle of a continent.


 


            Cohen set us down on a
little hill on a fine spring morning. I got out first, as usual, but there was
nothing to be alarmed about. We were in a drier climate than on the last two
stops, so the trees tended to cluster in valleys and along watercourses,
leaving the hilltops clear. There were even little patches of real grass,
though nothing like the grassy meadows and plains that appeared in the Miocene.
Grass was a welcome sight after all the bare earth, even in well-watered
places, of the Mesozoic and earlier. The bare Mesozoic earth is speckled with
shrubs and herbs, often spiny; but these don't give the mental comfort of real
grass. And wildflowers bloomed everywhere, red and violet and everything in the
spectrum between.


 


            Of animal life, none was in
sight until, through my glasses, I picked up a herd of small beasts wandering
over a hillside in the middle distance, nibbling at the greenery. I called my
clients' attention to it, saying:


 


            "That's the sort of
thing you can expect to see in this period."


 


            "How big are those
animals?" asked McMurtrie.


 


            "Hard to tell from
here, but I should guess about the size of a setter dog. The condylarth Phenacodus,
I think. You won't find many larger kinds."


 


            Looking through his own
binoculars, Paul Hubert said: "That's funny. They're eating leaves and
buds, but they seem to have paws like a dog's instead of hooves."


 


            "That's common in this
period. The herbivores had only just begun to evolve their claws into
hooves."


 


            "Are you sure there are
no dinosaurs?" said Hubert.


 


            I shrugged. "I've been
here before, and to the still earlier Paleocene, and I've never seen a sign of
one. I won't say that a remnant of the dinosaurs—probably one of the little
blokes—might not have survived the Event somewhere; but no fossils have yet
been found of such survivors."


 


            "That doesn't prove
they don't exist in some other part of the world," said Zahn.


 


            "Quite true, old
sport," I said. "But what's been found is all we've got to go
on."


 


            "You have the word of
God," he said. "But there, I oughtn't to preach to you."


 


            "How about
predators?" asked McMurtrie. "Seems to me that, wherever you have a
lot of plant eaters, you ought to find some critters that have evolved to eat
the plant eaters."


 


            "Right-o!" I said.
"But the carnivores here are pretty primitive, too. They belong to an
order called Creodonta, which died out without descendants. The biggest locally
is a fellow named Oxaena, about the size and shape of our modern sea
otter, though it lives on dry land. There are also doglike and foxlike forms.


 


            "And yes, I almost
forgot. There's a big flightless bird of prey. Early in the Age of Mammals,
such birds evolved to prey on the mammals, which were mostly small, nondescript
creatures. They flourished most in South America, which was cut off from the
rest of the world. When the more modern carnivores evolved among the mammals,
these birds couldn't take the competition and disappeared.


 


            "The one we have to
watch out for here is Diatryma, which looks like the Aussie emu; except
that instead of a long, thin neck with a small head, it has a stout neck and a
head like an eagle's, only bigger."


 


            "Shouldn't think a bird
would be anything to worry about," said McMurtrie.


 


            "Famous last
words," I said. "The first law of survival is: Don't take chances
with anything big enough to kill you. This bird is."


 


            "Here's breakfast, gentlemen,"
said Ming.


 


-


 


            After breakfast, I laid out
a course for a two-hour morning's hike. I found this nature walk bloody
frustrating, because it proved hard to keep my lambs moving. Zahn complained
about bis sore feet. McMurtrie and Hubert wanted to stop and photograph
everything, plant or animal. The fauna, as I warned them, proved such a
monotonous lot of small, nondescript creatures that they complained about that.


 


            When McMurtrie, pointing to
a group of terrier-sized animals, asked: "How would you classify
them?"


 


            I replied: "I wouldn't.
If we had a real paleontologist here, he could tell us which are the ancestors
of the horse, and which of the rhino, and so on. Some are archaic mammals that
died out without descendants."


 


            The biggest beasts we
flushed were a pair of coryphodonts, like enlarged pygmy hippopotami, about a
meter high and two meters long. They were munching plants along the bank of a
small stream. When we came up, the male evidentiy thought we threatened his
female, for he faced us, flashed his four big tusks, and gave a loud grunt.
McMurtrie and I got our guns ready; but when we advanced no closer, the
coryphodonts went back to eating.


 


            We were headed back to camp,
when Hubert cried: "Hey, look at that!" In an instant he was kneeling
and sighting with his camera.


 


            The rest of us lined behind
him to see. What he was photographing was a snake—a two-meter one— swallowing a
small mammal. The snake had engulfed the head and was, millimeter by
millimeter, working its jaws forward over the body.


 


            "Kill it!" cried
Zahn.


 


            "No, you don't!"
said Hubert. "I want this on film."


 


            "The snake is the
symbol of evil! The Lord God cursed the serpent above all cattle, and ordained
that man should bruise its head! See Genesis eight."


 


            "Medieval
superstition," growled McMurtrie, struggling to untangle his camera from
the sling holding his rifle across his back.


 


            "So says an ignorant
unbeliever!" cried Zahn. "Know you not—"


 


            "Please!" I said.
"We shall be late for tiffin. Come along, all of you, and let the
arguments rest. Come on, Paul."


 


            "I want to get the
whole sequence," said Hubert, focusing on the snake, which proceeded with
engulfing its prey as if we were not even there. "Go ahead. I'll catch
up."


 


            "Better come,
Paul," I said. "This place may not be so harmless as it looks."


 


            "Oh, leave me
alone!" he snapped.


 


            I struggled with my own
temper, got it under control, and said: "I'm going back to camp, and I
advise all you blokes to come along. Otherwise I shan't be responsible." I
was bloody irritated with my clients.


 


            I started off. McMurtrie,
after one more camera shot, came after me; and then came Zahn. That left
Hubert, still kneeling and filming. I faced determinedly away and marched up
the slope leading to the camp.


 


            We had got perhaps thirty
meters from Hubert when McMurtrie looked back and cried: "Hey, Reggie!
Turn around, quick!"


 


            I turned. Zahn was a few
meters behind McMurtrie and me. A big diatryma had come out of the nearest
copse and advanced on Hubert, jerking its head back and forth with each stride.
Hubert was so absorbed in his photography that he seemed oblivious to the
bird's approach.


 


            "Hey, Paul!" I
yelled as loudly as I could, at the same time bringing up my own gun. McMurtrie
was also trying to get his rifle into the shooting position, but he had got the
gun sling tangled with one of his camera straps.


 


            Hubert looked up just as the
diatryma stooped, shot out that raptorial head, and snapped up both the snake
and its prey. When it raised its head, the snake dangled, writhing, from its
beak.


 


            Hubert's obvious cue was to
jump up and run like hell. But, as I said, he was an impulsive, hot-tempered
bloke. What the silly galah did was to yell: "Bastard!", grab his
broad-brimmed canvas hat, and whack the diatryma in the face with it.


 


            I couldn't shoot, because
Hubert was directly between me and the diatryma. The bird dropped the snake,
shot out that wicked beak, and gave Hubert a mighty peck. Hubert took one step
back and fell into the grass.


 


            The diatryma stooped and
started looking around for its snake. I fired, and the bird toppled back into
the grass.


 


            We all rushed back, but too
late to do anything for Paul Hubert. The bird's beak had laid open a gash in
his neck as long as the span of your fingers and centimeters deep. Blood was
still pouring out. Hubert made a bubbling moan and then lay still. A check of
his pulse showed no heart action. I suppose an ambulance with a crew of
paramedics could have done something to save him, but we didn't have that.


 


            I took a quick look around
for the snake, but there was no sign of it. I imagine that when the bird
dropped it, it had beat a hasty retreat, perhaps thanking its reptilian gods
for deliverance.


 


-


 


            I needn't go into the dismal
details of that hike back to camp, with two of us carrying Hubert's body,
taking turns. There was no argument for continuing the safari further, although
I had planned a stop in the Pliocene. We put the body in a body bag I had
stored with our gear. I had packed it without telling anyone, just in case.


 


            While the crew were stowing
gear in the chamber, McMurtrie said: "Reggie, may I speak to you
privately?"


 


            "Okay," I said.
"Let's go over this way, and keep your voice down."


 


            He said: "I saw the
whole thing, because I kept looking back when you didn't. The Reverend Zahn saw
the bird come out of the woods and start towards Hubert. Instead of warning
Hubert, who was so intent on his pictures that he wasn't aware of anything
else, Zahn quietly, without a word, started after us. I think he wanted the
bird to get Hubert."


 


            "Maybe you've got
something," I said, and told McMurtrie about the dispute I had overheard
between the preachers the night before, when McMurtrie had been out on watch.
"He must have regarded Hubert as a deserter from the army of
righteousness."


 


            "It sounds like
murder!" said McMurtrie. "Though I don't know if you can indict a man
for simply walking away from a disaster in the making. He saw that bird coming
and never uttered a peep."


 


            "I doubt if we could
make any charge stick," I said. "We never know what's really going on
in another bloke's mind, and you'd have a hell of a time proving anything to a
jury. Even if we had the good oil on him, he'd claim a murder committed back in
the Eocene didn't come under any contemporary laws."


 


            "He doesn't believe we
were fifty million years back. Four or five thousand, maybe, to squeeze
geological time into the 6,000-year frame of Genesis."


 


            "Four or five thousand
would be quite far enough back to antedate the laws of the state of Missouri.
No, we'd better leave bad enough alone. This will raise hell with the finances
of Rivers and Aiyar; the other time we lost a client we almost went out of
business."


 


-


 


            That wasn't quite the end of
the story. We got back to Present without incident. Zahn took over the disposal
of Hubert's body and gear, for which I was grateful. When we parted, he gave me
that big, bland smile, waved a farewell, and said:


 


            "Very interesting,
Reggie. Very interesting indeed! But I fear you have not converted me to your
irreligious views." And off he went.


 


            A few days later, this
picket line of marchers from Zahn's church showed up with their signs, some of
which not only accused me of being old man Antichrist himself but also implied
that I had caused Hubert's death. The story Zahn had told from his pulpit was
that I had deliberately exposed Hubert to danger by walking away from him when
he wouldn't stop his photographing and come along. As for Gilmore Zahn's part,
he said he knew nothing of the diatryma's approach until McMurtrie and I looked
around and began shooting. McMurtrie remembered otherwise, so it would have
been his word against Zahn's.


 


            In another sermon he made a
different claim, that the whole experience was a satanie illusion. They had not
gone back in time at all, but I and my assistant devils had cast an illusion on
him and Hubert, like the nonsense people think they experience on certain
drugs. I couldn't very well disprove this statement, except that it didn't
explain why poor young Hubert arrived back in Present dead. But such people
don't worry about consistency.


 


            After a few days of
picketing, I went to Zahn's sumptuous big church, an ornate structure with lots
of gold leaf. I sent word that I wished to speak with Zahn and was led in at
once. When we were seated, I told Zahn to call his pickets off, saying:


 


            "McMurtrie and I have sat
on the true story of Hubert's death, although Spence has published everything
else about the trip in his paper. If you don't call off your dogs, I'll see to
it that his unvarnished account is published."


 


            "He could never prove a
thing," said Zahn with that damned smile. "Questions of who first saw
the bird would be his word against mine, and mine carries a lot of
weight."


 


            "I don't doubt
that," I said. "But it wouldn't do you and your church any good, now
would it?"


 


            "I would sue them for
libel!"


 


            "And the paper would
counter-sue, and the case would end up enriching the lawyers and impoverishing
everyone else."


 


            "I will not be dictated
to by a scoffing infidel!"


 


            "I haven't scoffed at
you or your beliefs or your church. I daresay it does much good, even if I
don't agree with your theology. But I have now told you what I shall do if your
people don't leave my partner and me alone. Good-day, sir!"


 


            That was that. Perhaps it
was a coincidence, but the next day there were fewer pickets, and the next still
fewer. On the third day there was only one sign carrier, and he was the last. I
still occasionally saw in the papers where Zahn and his new assistant pastor
denounced me as a threat to Christian civilization.


 


            This went on for a year, but
then a big scandal blew up. Seems Gilmore Zahn had been siphoning off the
church's revenue and spending the money in ways not authorized by his governing
board. Officially, it was on certain charitable enterprises he was personally
interested in. He did undoubtedly spend some of it thus; whether he also spent
some on a dollybird or put it in his own bank account, it was impossible to
tell for lack of records. It was plainly illegal, but ostensibly done for such
good purposes that they let him off with a slap on the wrist. But a hostile
faction in the church used the incident as a pretext for getting him booted
out. I don't know where he is now.


 


            Anyway, Mr. Proctor, you can
see why I'm averse to leading time safaris to settle theological arguments.
Time travel is mysterious enough without dragging in God!


 


-


 


VII



[bookmark: _Toc300517369]The Big Splash


 


            What was my closest call,
Mr. Burgess? Let's see. There was the time that drongo Courtney James woke up a
sleeping tyrannosaur by shooting a gun over its head ... But if you really want
to know, on these time safaris we haven't had so much trouble from the animals
as from the people, and we haven't had so much grief from the people as we have
from natural forces. Like that time we ran into Enyo. No, not Ohio, Enyo.
That's what those scientific blokes call the K-T Event. Somebody named it Enyo
after some Greek goddess of destruction.


 


            Ta, don't mind if I have
another.


 


            The K-T Event? That's what
killed off all the dinosaurs, pterosaurs, plesiosaurs, etcetera at the end of
the Cretaceous. So Rivers and Aiyar, Time Safaris, took a couple of scientists
to the edge of the Event, hoping it would not kill us off along with the ornithopods.
And it nearly bloody well did. If Bruce Cohen, the chamber wallah, had been a
second sooner or later with the doors, Aljira only knows what—


 


            Who's Aljira? That's the
head god of one of the tribes of Abos—excuse me, Native Australians—in the
outback. You see, down-under we have lots of wowsers, worse than your Puritans
here in America. If they hear you say "By God!" they raise a stink.
So I long ago got into the habit of swearing by Aljira to avoid arguments.


 


            But to get back. The
scientists had been arguing for half a century over the nature of the K-T
Event. Some said a comet or a planetoid hit the Earth; others, that one or more
of those big super-volcanoes, like the one that made your Yellowstone Park, cut
loose with an eruption that blanketed the Earth with ash and smoke.


 


            When Professor Prochaska,
here in St. Louis, got his time chamber working right, and the Raja and I made
a going thing of Rivers and Aiyar, a couple of big universities thought to
settle the question by sending a pair of their biggest brains back in time for
a first-hand look at the Event. One came from Harvard and one from Yale, since
no other unis could have afforded the rates.


 


            The man from Harvard was a
paleontologist, George Romero of the Museum of Comparative Zoology; a short,
plump, middle-aged fellow with sparse gray hair. The other was a geologist,
Sterling Feather-stone of Yale, a bit younger; a tall, angular, black-haired
bloke of the kind they call "raw-boned." Imagine a younger Abraham
Lincoln without his whiskers and you've got the idea.


 


            This pair came into the
office together and broke the news. I had a pretty full schedule lined up, but
in one slot I had only two cash customers ticketed: Clarence Todd, a trophy
hunter, and Jon O'Connor, an artist. If you wonder why an artist should be keen
to go back to the Mesozoic, or how an artist could afford the fare, he had a
contract with that museum in San Francisco to paint Cretaceous scenes from
life. They paid his way.


 


            "You understand,"
said Romero, "that we shall also have to have an astronomer. We need him
to keep watching the sky, in hope of calculating when Enyo will hit.'


 


            "Who's Enyo?" I
said.


 


            "That's our name for
the planetoid whose fall caused the K-T Event—"


 


            "He means," said
Featherstone, "if, as he believes, the Event was the impact of an
extraterrestrial body. I'm a supercaldera man myself."


 


            "Has anybody seen this
body circling the sun?" I said. "They keep track of a lot of
asteroids with their telescopes."


 


            "Of course not!"
said Romero. "The impact vaporized it."


 


            "Silly of me. Have you
picked your astronomer?"


 


            "Yes," said
Romero. "If it's okay with you, it'll be Einar Haupt of CalTech."


 


            "I shall want to meet
Mr. or Doctor Haupt," I said. "We always like to judge our sahibs
before we take them on. A crook choice can cause serious trouble later, as
we've found to our sorrow. Right, Raja?"


 


            "Absolutely," said
the Raja—that is, Chandra Aiyar. I call him "Raja" because he's
actually the hereditary lord of some place in India called Janpur. If he went
back there now and tried to assert hereditary claims, the locals would probably
throw things at him. I gather the last reigning Raja of Janpur, before the
Republic, wasn't universally beloved.


 


            Doctor Haupt turned out a
big, beefy fellow, almost my size, with red hair and whiskers. He needed the
beef to lug his instrument: a super-scientific combination of telescope,
transit, and radar set, all over knobs and lenses. By means of the radar he
could get a quick reading on the distance of anything this side of Mars.


 


            The first complication
popped up when I talked to Beauregard Black, our camp boss, about the trip. The
problem was that, since the Event was likely to be a bloody catastrophe for
everything around, we had to have the chamber stay with us the whole time we
were there leading up to the Event, so we could make a quick getaway. There's
no telephone line to Present, so you can ring up and yell:


 


            "Come and get us,
quick!"


 


            Bruce Cohen, who ran the
chamber, said that was okay with him as long as he was paid his regular rate.
In fact, he said, he was glad of a chance for a good look at one of these
primeval landscapes he'd been ferrying people to. So far he'd had only brief
glimpses when he opened the chamber doors for the time travelers to hop out and
later back in.


 


            When we explained this to
Beauregard, he said he had to talk to the rest of the crew, the helpers and
herders and Ming the cook. Next day he came back to say in effect: sorry, mate,
no dice. The sahibs and I could go back and sit on a log to watch the end of
the Mesozoic world, but to him and the others that was taking too much of a
chance. He said:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, I don't
know how fast we'd have to skedaddle; but it would sure be a lot faster than
the usual way, with at least two trips in the chamber. With the jacks, it'd
take at least three. And we jest ain't gonna stand around watchin' the world go
up in smoke waiting for the chamber to come back for the next load."


 


            "We're not taking the
asses," I said. "Since we don't know the exact time of the Event, we
shan't dare go far enough from the landing site to call for moving the camp. So
the crew will be smaller."


 


            Beauregard shook his head.
"Jeez, I'm sorry, Mr. Rivers; but I'm afraid we jest ain't gonna. I've
talked with the other boys, and we all agree. We got famblies and that kind of
thing."


 


            The Raja and I tried to
argue Beauregard round, but we might as well have tried to knock over a mammoth
with a flyswatter. I suppose I could have fired him and the others for breach
of contract; but I doubted I should ever again find such a bonzer camp boss.
We'd been on several safariin together, so I knew Beauregard pretty
well. Not having our regular helpers would rather leave us up a gum tree. It's
not the sort of expedition on which you could rely on casual, untrained help.
To push off with such a crew would be asking for disaster.


 


            And so it turned out, when I
discussed the problem with our five sahibs. The scientists complained that all
the pitching and striking camp, cooking and cleaning up, etcetera, wouldn't
leave them time for their scientific work. O'Connor complained that it wouldn't
leave him time for his art. But the loudest complaints came from Todd, who was
one of these little, Napoleonic types who tries to make up for his physical
stature by a prickly, aggressive attitude.


 


            "If this safari doesn't
have the things it was advertised as having," he said, "I'm damned if
I'll go along on it. I won't be able to get in a decent hunt if I've got to
fuck around collecting firewood and all that nonsense. I'll expect my deposit
back, too."


 


            Later, when the Raja and I
were alone, he said: "I believe I see a way out, Reggie." Back
down-under nobody calls me "Reggie." There, it's "Reg." But
the Raja had been through one of those English-style educations and picked up
some pommy habits. Americans on these jaunts hear him and copy him; so to them
I'm "Reggie," too. I don't mind; life is full enough of real problems
without stewing over trifles. The Raja explained:


 


            "Suppose Mr. Black and
his crew come back to the pre-K-T with us, set up camp, and then go back to
Present. Then let Mr. Cohen bring the chamber back to pre-K-T and stay there.
When time comes to leave, we shan't strike camp in our usual
environmentally-careful way; just heave the small, valuable items like guns and
instruments into the chamber and leave the tents, camp chairs, and so on where
they are. The universities won't like the cost of wasting that stuff, but we
shall simply tell them this is the only way the job can be done."


 


            That's how it was decided.
The sahibs still grumbled; but their protests were muffled when Ming decided to
come along for the whole stretch, so at least they wouldn't have to cook and
wash dishes. He explained:


 


            "Mr. Rivers, some day
I'll have my own restaurant, and I'll advertise myself as the world's greatest
cook for dinosaurs and other extinct animals. You shoot 'em, I'll cook 'em.
Besides, I want to try out that new set of kitchen hardware you bought for this
time trip."


 


-


 


            The first problem, Mr.
Burgess, was in setting down the transition chamber at the right time—within a
convenient interval before the Event, but not so far ahead that we should grow
old while waiting for it. The dating for rocks from the time of the formation
had narrowed down the time of the onset of the Event to about a year and a
half. They were pretty sure it began in 65,971,453 B.C. or the year following.
They couldn't get any closer, and certainly it was bloody marvelous to be able
to pin it down to one part in tens of millions.


 


            Neither would it do to
overshoot our mark and land in the midst of the Event, which might cause the
chamber and us inside it to go poof. It would also be unsatisfactory to
land after it was over. We could witness the aftereffects but not to be able to
tell what caused them, which was after all the main purpose of the project.


 


            So we agreed that Cohen
should pilot the chamber to somewhere in the low sixty-six millions, and then
we should bring it forward in time by jumps of ten years, with Haupt setting up
his instrument at each step to try for a dekko at Enyo—that is, assuming this
asteroid or comet really existed. As we neared the date of the Event, we should
shorten the jumps, first to a month each and then to a day.


 


            The next question was, would
the time we chose to settle in provide us with a suitable landing area? The
chamber moves back and forth in past time but stays at the same latitude and
longitude, and as the centuries fly past the land changes beneath you. For a
part of the Cretaceous, the area around St. Louis, Missouri, was under an arm
of the Kansas Sea, and the chamber's not equipped for landing in water. At
other times, this spot might be the side of a cliff, or a mucky swamp where the
passengers couldn't leave the chamber. It has telescoping legs, which allow it
some latitude in terrain; but only within limits.


 


            Since we couldn't move the
chamber horizontally over the Earth's surface, we had to learn what we could
from the sites we stopped at, whatever these turned out to be. The
scientists—those who believe in an extraterrestrial Enyo, that is—have various
ideas as to where it hit. The largest vote was for some place in the Caribbean
Sea or the adjacent Yucatan peninsula. Others held out for India, and one group
argued that the impact had caused Bering Sea.


 


            There was no sense in
fetching the entire crew and equipment back with us each time. Each step required
Haupt to sit up all night with his face glued to his eyepiece, while he
twiddled knobs and either the Raja or I stood behind him ready to shoot any
carnosaur that thought we smelled edible.


 


            As things turned out, no
carnosaurs came near us during a couple of score of these all-night vigils. As
an astronomer, Haupt was used to these odd sleeping hours; but the Raja and I
found them a bit—ah— taxing. We did see a lot of plant eaters, always much the
more numerous in any fauna. Mostly smaller species of hypsilophodonts and
hadrosaurids, they merely looked us over and waddled away, as if to say they
did not know what sort of creatures we were but didn't care to take chances on
us.


 


            I tell you, those months of popping
in and out of the late Cretaceous and standing guard over Haupt while he
fiddled with his instrument were just plain bloody hard, tedious work. Half the
time, when we opened the chamber door, there'd be an overcast or rain. Then we
should have to button up the chamber and go on to another day, better for
Haupt's seeing.


 


            One night, after his usual
hours at the eyepiece, Haupt said: "Don't get your hopes up, Reggie; but I
think I may have something."


 


            "You mean you've got
this Enyo in your sights at last?"


 


            "It looks that way.
Something at about twice lunar distance is headed our way."


 


            "When's it going to
hit, and where?" I asked. I'm afraid I let the excitement show in my
voice.


 


            "Can't tell yet,"
said Haupt. "Let me finish my observations. When we get back to Present, I'll
have a stack of records for the boys to crunch in their computers. Want a
look?"


 


            I looked, but all I could
see in the crosshairs was a little spot of light, like another star. "How
do you know that's it?" I asked.


 


            "The radar gives the
distance, now about 800,000 kilometers and also tells us it's fast approaching.
If we had a real star at that distance, we'd all be fried to grease spots in no
time."


 


            "Could this be a near
miss?"


 


            "I doubt it. Its
bearing is close to constant, which means we and it are on a collision course.
Even if it's not aimed for a bull's eye, Earth's gravity will partly correct
that."


 


            "How soon will it
arrive?"


 


            He shrugged. "Have to
let the number-crunchers chew on my results. As a rough guess, I'd say three or
four days."


 


            "Stone the crows! That
gives us bloody little time to get the reception committee in place. We'd
better be off like a bride's nightie to fetch our people, if O'Connor's to have
time for his paintings and Todd for his hunt."


 


            I admit that Haupt's words
gave me a bit of a shiver. I felt the way a fly must feel when it sees the
swatter on its way down, and it's too late to take off—if you can imagine an
intelligent fly.


 


-


 


            So Bruce Cohen took us back
to Present and, yawning from being up all night, I rounded up the gang. When I
had explained Haupt's findings, Romero said to Featherstone: "Ha,
Sterling! So much for your supercaldera theory!"


 


            "Not at all,
George," said Featherstone. "If this thing hit, the impact would send
the grandfather of all earthquakes roaring around the globe. Then any
supercalderas in a stressed condition might be touched off in eruptions, which
otherwise might not happen for thousands of years. A few of those would have a
more global effect than just the one impact of Enyo."


 


            "Hm, we shall
see," said Romero. "Reggie, how would it be for us to sit out the
whole sequence, to try to detect by instrument whether any such eruptions
occurred right after the impact?"


 


            "According to what you
scientific blokes tell me," I said, "the impact will send out a shock
wave that will kill everything bigger than an insect and set fire to anything
combustible, at least over the hemisphere in which the impact takes place. If
you want to try it, you'll have to sign forms releasing us of any
responsibility if we go back to Present leaving you alone with your
instruments. Myself, I wouldn't dare try it; my wife would kill me for taking
foolish chances."


 


-


 


            Beauregard and his boys loaded
the equipment into the chamber, and in we piled. O'Connor complained he'd
forgot his sheath knife, but we didn't have time for him to go back for it.


 


            The morning after Haupt's
all-night vigil that discovered Enyo, Cohen took the whole party back to midday
of that same day. I let several hours elapse between the time Haupt and I left
the Cretaceous and the time we returned to it, for safety's sake. It wouldn't
do to try to occupy the same time slot twice, since that would create a
paradox. Can't have that sort of thing in a well-run universe, so the
space-time forces snatch you back to Present and blow you to bits in the
process.


 


            The place we set down the
chamber was about as good as we could have asked for. We were on the shoulder
of a hill looking off to southeastward. There wasn't much vegetation on the
shoulder, just some scrubby cedars and one big tree like the bombax I used to
see in India. On the edge of the shoulder and on down the slope grew some
stilt-rooted pandanus trees or screw pines. If we cut down a couple of these we
should have a clear view to the south and southeast; in other words, straight
at the area where the blokes who favored a Caribbean or Yucatecan impact
thought it would fall. On a clear day, Featherstone claimed he could see an arm
of the sea on the horizon; but I doubt that. In any case, if the Caribbean bods
were right, the thing hit at least two thousand kilometers distant. That was
quite close enough for me.


 


            Below the hill, the country
was flat and, from what I could see through my glasses, swampy, with a dense
forest cover. My American sahibs agreed that the trees were mostly a kind of
bald cypress, like the one they knew from their own time.


 


            I ought to know more about
such things; but there's a limit to what you can cram into one mind. It's hard
enough to master the fauna and flora of one area— say, within a hundred-meter
radius of St. Louis—for one geological period. When you try to cover the biotas
of a couple of hundred million years, it gets bloody hopeless.


 


            As usual, the Raja and I
jumped out of the chamber first, with our big guns ready, in case something
hostile were out there to receive us. All we saw was a flock of black-and-white
birds, which flew up out of a tree. They looked like normal present-day birds, like
your American mocking bird. I couldn't see whether they had teeth in their
beaks, as some birds from this time have.


 


            While the crew were setting
up the camp, I told O'Connor: "You'd better get on with your painting,
Jon. Don't go away from the camp farther than shouting distance—say, fifty
meters—and stay in sight."


 


            So off went O'Connor with
his load of canvases, paints, and accessories. He was the youngest of our
sahibs, with the shaggy-artist look. If he'd been cleaned up and given a proper
haircut, he'd have been movie-actor handsome. Otherwise he seemed a mild,
obliging sort of young man, if a bit vague about non-artistic matters.


 


            Then up bustled little Mr.
Todd, saying: "Look here, Reggie, with so little time, I ought to start my
hunt right now."


 


            "Sorry, but we
can't," I said. "The Raja and I are tied up with setting up the camp.
In an hour or so, one or the other of us ought to be able to take you on a
little recco."


 


            "But," says he,
"I want to go now, while the daylight lasts! If you can't come along, I'll
go by myself!"


 


            "Now, Clarence," I
said, "you agreed in writing that you'd follow your guides' orders. It
won't kill you to wait a bit. When that Thing gets closer, we shall all have to
stay close to camp, to be able to board the chamber in seconds."


 


            "You let O'Connor go
off by himself!"


 


            "Only to a distance of
fifty meters, so we can watch each other. That distance wouldn't do you any
good for hunting."


 


            He turned away, grumping,
and I went back to siting the tents and the galley. When that was done and the
crew were filing back into the chamber, I asked Haupt:


 


            "Is there any
indication yet what part of the Earth that Thing will strike?"


 


            "Give me another night,
and I can make at least an educated guess. The distance of Enyo and its present
velocity, with a correction for the acceleration by the Earth's gravity, will
tell us when it will arrive; and knowledge of the time tells us which side of
the Earth will be turned toward—"


 


            He and I both jumped at the
thunderous bang of Todd's heavy rifle. I looked around the camp but saw no sign
of him. I yelled at the Raja:


 


            "Did you see that bloke
leave the camp?"


 


            "No," said Aiyar.
"I was working with Ming on the supplies."


 


            I was so angry at Todd that
I was damned if I'd go crashing off in the outback looking for him, although I
had a pretty good idea of where the shot came from. So the Raja and I spent the
next half-hour waving off Cohen and the crew in the chamber and getting our
sahibs settled.


 


            By then it was near sundown.
O'Connor straggled in, loaded with canvases, stands, palette, paints, and a
camera. The Raja and I agreed it was time for our evening's spot of lubricant,
so I called time. We were sitting round drinking our tot of whiskey. (I'm
pretty strict about how much I allow per person. I've seen what can happen when
someone goes over his limit on grog.) O'Connor showed off his sketches and
talked a streak about reculement and other artistic matters that went
over my head.


 


            We all turned round as Todd
came staggering up the slope. He was covered with blood, and for a bad second I
thought he'd lost a chewing contest with a theropod. But he seemed cheerful,
with his big-game rifle in one hand and his other arm around his trophy. This
was the head of one of the smaller sauropods, the ones that look like a
gigantic snake threaded through the body of an elephant. I think this was an Alamosaurus;
there were still a few sauropods around at the end of the Cretaceous, though
nothing like so conspicuous as they were in the late Jurassic.


 


            Todd had the head and almost
two meters of the animal's neck balanced on his shoulder like a drooping log.


 


            I never advise my sahibs to
shoot sauropods. It's not at all sporting, any way you look at it. They're
harmless creatures if you leave them alone, pretty stupid even by dinosaur
standards. I don't mean that dinosaurs are extraordinarily stupid, any more
than modern crocs and other reptiles. They have a set of serviceable instincts,
which see them through most of the crises of their lives; and they can actually
learn, though not so quickly as any mammal.


 


            All the sauropods do,
however, is eat, eat, eat anything green they can reach with those long necks.
Some are bigger than people thought anything could be and still walk on dry
land. But it seems the limiting factor is not the strength of their legs but
how much greenery they can gulp down and process in those mighty guts in any
one day.


 


            They can survive a lot of
gunfire, too. Todd was lucky to have got one in the heart with his first shot.
And if you kill one, what have you got? Just that silly little head on that
long stalk of a neck.


 


            None of that had stopped
Todd. "See?" he said, grinning ear-to-ear. "I got my trophy, and
all by myself. Hacked off the head with my machete, and here it is."


 


            "How far down the slope
were you when you shot it?" I asked.


 


            He waved. "Maybe
two-thirds of the way down, just inside that timberline of bald cypress, where
the trees are stunted and scattered."


 


            "And you left the
carcass there?"


 


            "Sure! Did you expect
me to haul ten metric tons of dinosaur up that slope? Where's the salt to
preserve it with?"


 


            "You bloody
idiot!" I said. We get all kinds on these time safaris, but the buggers
who cause the most grief are those out to prove their manhood. I went on:
"Don't you know the smell will draw carnivorous dinosaurs like flies?
They'll be having a grand carrion party before the night is over. That's all
right so long as they stay round the carcass; but what's likelier is that a big
one will chase off a smaller. Then the smaller, not to be done out of its
tucker, will wander up here looking for more—us."


 


            "Scared, eh?" he
sneered.


 


            "Why, you ratbag—"
I began. Things were making up to a first-class row, when the Raja took hold of
Todd's arm and led him aside, saying: "Now look, Mr. Todd, if we start off
with a mutiny, we might as well all get back in the chamber and return to
Present..."


 


            They passed out of my
hearing; but the upshot was that Aiyar calmed Todd down to the point where,
looking crestfallen, he came back to me and mumbled something about hoping
nothing bad would come of his impulsiveness. The Raja found him the preserving
materials while Ming got our tea—what you fellows call "dinner."


 


            On a normal time safari, I
take the sahibs out on the first full day to hunt fresh meat; that gives us the
protein we shall need for scrambling around a rough landscape and also to judge
which of the time travelers is to be trusted with a loaded gun. In the
Mesozoic, that means one of the smaller herbivorous dinosaurs, like a bonehead
or a thescelosaur. This time our stay was to be so brief that it didn't seem worthwhile.
We had enough food from Present to do us. Besides, Todd seemed the only one
keen on hunting.


 


-


 


            As I had predicted, the
theropods gathered round the carcass of Todd's sauropod down the slope. We
could hear their grunts and bellows as they sorted themselves out into a
pecking order; but there was so much meat there that they didn't have to
compete for it. Anyway, none came up to the shoulder of the hill where we were
camped.


 


            When the sun came up next
morning, the last of the theropods had gorged itself until it could barely
waddle, and little by little they all wandered off into the cypress swamp.
Looking through the glasses I could see a set of bare ribs sticking up.


 


            I suspected there was still
a fair amount of meat left on the carcass, so we had better keep our guard up
against theropod visitors. We don't get the famous Tyrannosaurus around
our site at this particular time, but those we do get include an Albertosaurus
big enough to make a snack of you.


 


            Einar Haupt was up most of
the night stargazing. After breakfast, he came up with a little pocket-sized
computer, saying:


 


            "Reggie, I think I've
got Enyo's arrival nailed down. According to my instruments' figures, it'll hit
about dawn the day after tomorrow, and pretty certainly on this side of the
planet."


 


            "Can you fix the place
of impact any closer than that?" I asked.


 


            "Nope. If we were back
in Present, my fellow astronomers could dope it out; but we're not."


 


            That gave me an idea of what
those blokes must have felt in the two big wars, when they were in a city the
enemy was going to bomb. You might comfort yourself with the thought that there
was a good chance the bombs wouldn't hit you; but it would be a lot nicer if
they didn't fall at all.


 


            "In other words,"
I said, "we may expect the lady in a little less than two complete
revolutions of this bloody planet?"


 


            "That's right." I
hadn't said "forty-eight hours" because at that time the Earth
rotated a bit faster than it does now, so the hours—I mean the twenty-fourths
of one revolution—were shorter. This complicates our efforts to run a safari on
schedule, since the sahibs' watches don't conform to the movements of the sun.
I've thought of having special watches and clocks made; but the Raja and I
decided the expense would be out of proportion to the benefits. Such timepieces
would have to be adaptable to the planet's angular velocity for all the times
back to the pre-Cambrian.


 


            It was building up to a
sticky-hot day. Sterling Featherstone wandered by, saying: "Have you seen
George around, Reggie? There s a geological question I want to discuss with
him."


 


            No, I hadn't seen Romero;
and a search of the camp failed to turn him up. Oh, lord, I thought; don't tell
me another of these coves has gone walkabout by himself! It wouldn't have much
surprised me with O'Connor, who seemed a vague, dreamy sort—but not George
Romero, a brisk, no-nonsense field scientist. I thought scientists of all
people were supposed to have better sense, but I find that's not necessarily
so.


 


            I made the round of the
camp, questioning everyone as to what had become of George Romero. At last Todd
told me:


 


            "He said something,
half an hour ago, about taking a little walk to watch the local fauna
undisturbed by our presence. I'm sure he hasn't gone far."


 


            The Raja saw I was about to
blow my top over the matter. He said: "Calm down, Reggie; I'll go hunting
for—"


 


            Then a disturbance
interrupted. Around the bend of the hill came George Romero, doing a fair turn
of speed in spite of being short and middle-aged. Right behind him ran a steno,
trying to get close enough to flesh its fangs in his back.


 


            A steno? That's short for Stenonychosaurus,
one of the saurornithoids of his period. We call them "stenos"
because people find Stenonychosaurus hard to remember. They're smaller
flesh-eaters. One weighs around fifty kilos—in other words, as much as a
smallish human being. They have a slim running shape, and when moving they come
up about to your navel, with the head and tail sticking out horizontally. When
they rear up, they can look you in the eye. They're normally harmless, since
their prey is little things like lizards, birds, and the mammals of those
times, all of which looked much like rats and mice.


 


            But here this bloke was
chasing our scientist with obvious hostile intent. Romero ran through the camp
and headed for the time chamber, which stood on a slight rise on the edge with
its doors open.


 


            I jumped for the Raja's and
my tent and came out with my heavy rifle, in time to see Romero dive in the
doors of the chamber. Cohen was in the chamber, making adjustments, and I heard
a startled yell from him. Then the doors slammed shut in the steno's face.


 


            The reptile went splat
against the steel doors and backed off, shaking its head as if in wonder at
human technology. It looked about, seeming to realize for the first time that
it had blundered into territory off-limits to dinosaurs.


 


            I hesitated to shoot, lest I
hit somebody or something in the camp. The Raja came out with his gun, but he
paused likewise. Then the steno set off at a dead run, out of the camp and
around the curve of the hill where it had chased Romero. In a few seconds it
was out of sight.


 


            By banging on the chamber
door, we persuaded Cohen to open up. Romero, still breathing hard, came out
looking like a lad caught with his hand in the lolly jar. He apologized all
over the place: I had seemed too busy to bother, and he took only a little
stroll, etcetera. Meanwhile Cohen locked the chamber doors behind him in a
marked manner.


 


            "But," I said to
Romero, "what on earth did you do to rile up that steno? Normally they
leave us alone, since we're much too big to serve as their normal prey."


 


            "It was this way,"
he said. "I walked quietly around the hill till the camp was just out of
sight. There was a pair of these stenos on a little flat place, doing a kind of
dance. So I watched. One just stood, while the other went through what looked
like the calisthenics I do when I get up in the morning. It did deep-knee
bends, squatting down and rising up again; then it stayed up but bowed down and
touched its head to the ground, over and over. Then it went back to squatting
and rising.


 


            "I figured out that
this was a mating dance, and the one doing the setting-up exercises was the
male, hoping to get the female into a receptive mood. It seemed to be working,
because the male extruded that great long hook-shaped hemipenis—or rather, he
extruded the half of it on the side toward the female. Then he grabbed the
female with his foreclaws, hoisted one leg over her hindquarters, and started
feeling around her underside with this organ to find the point of entry.


 


            "I couldn't resist the
temptation to shoot a few frames on my camera. Whether the tiny click of the
shutter aroused the male, or the motion of my arm, I don't know. But he suddenly
stared at me, let go the female, and withdrew his hook inside him. He uttered a
kind of caw, like a crow, and started for me. Not being armed, I ran for
it."


 


            The Raja and I had the same
thought, and we both burst out laughing. "Sport, he thought you were a
rival, who wanted to screw his mate," I said. "Naturally, no
right-thinking bull steno is going to stand for that!"


 


            The whole camp had a good
laugh over the incident. But then our spirits sank as the clouds formed huge
anvils, with lightning and thunder. By the time for tucker, rain was coming
down in buckets.


 


            It kept up the whole night.
Maybe theropods gathered again round the sauropod carcass to resume their
feast; but the storm made so much noise we couldn't have heard them. The next
day was more of the same, all day.


 


            "Lousy luck," said
Featherstone. "If we can't see the results of the impact from a distance,
we don't dare hang around until it happens. The shock wave might catch us
unawares and smear us."


 


            Haupt said: "There may
be enough light from Enyo to warn us as it makes its final plunge, even through
the cloud cover."


 


            "How about the big
wave?" asked Romero. "If that Thing lands in water, it'll kick up the
grandfather of all tsunamis. You know what they say: If you're at the beach and
see a tsunami coming, it's already too late to save your life."


 


            "Unless," said
Featherstone, "you had a fast motor vehicle and floored the gas away from
the beach."


 


            "And if," said
Romero, "the road wasn't jammed with other people trying to do the same
thing. But how about this tsunami?"


 


            "Don't worry,"
said Haupt. "One might wash inland over flat country for a few
kilometers—maybe ten or twenty—but we're at least a hundred kilometers from any
sea. The speed—"


 


            "How do you know,"
interrupted Todd, "that we're a hundred kilometers from the sea, when we
haven't a map of the area for this period?"


 


            Haupt answered with the
forced patience of a schoolma'am with a backward pupil. "Because if it
were closer, we could see it plainly from this altitude. The speed of the wave
would be only a fraction of that of sound, which is a little over 330 meters
per second, and which is also the speed of the shock wave."


 


            I held up a hand to quiet
the argument and said: "Listen, please. We shall get up hours before the
expected impact. Then we shall load into the chamber all the stuff we plan to
take back with us and stand by the doors, ready to leap in the minute you
blokes see a flash in the sky. We shan't wait for any shock wave but take off
for Present instantly."


 


            So it was decided; but as
things turned out, that scenario did not prove necessary. During a day of rain,
I had to listen to Todd's complaints over not getting a second hunt, and
O'Connor's complaints over not being able to paint more pictures, as if I were
somehow responsible for the weather.


 


            The evening before the
Event, the rain tapered off and the clouds broke up. We loaded into the chamber
the stuff we were taking back, like Todd's sauropod head and O'Connor's
pictures. Ming hauled a bag full of our new kitchen utensils; he wasn't going
to sacrifice them if he could help it.


 


-


 


            When we got up before dawn,
we had a clear, deep-blue sky overhead, in which the stars were going out one
by one as the glow of the coming sunrise brightened in the east.


 


            "Where's Enyo?" I
asked Haupt.


 


            "She'll be up any
minute," he said. "The Earth has to turn more towards her—ah, there
she comes! Call your gang together!"


 


            Rising from the southeastern
horizon, which was still a pretty dark blue, came another spot of light,
somewhat resembling the planet Venus at her maximum brightness. I stared at it
but could not see any relative motion between Enyo and the few stars still
visible.


 


            "Is she going to make
it?" I asked Haupt. "She doesn't seem to be getting anywhere."


 


            "She's moving, but too
slowly to make out with the bare eyeball," he said. After we had stood for
a while, jittering and thinking—at least I was thinking—whether it wouldn't
have been smarter to have used robot instruments instead of human observers,
Haupt said: "Look carefully, now. She's visibly declining toward the
horizon."


 


            I looked; and sure enough,
the spot had moved. Down it went, at first as slowly as the minute hand of a
clock, then faster.


 


            "There she goes!"
cried Haupt.


 


            The spot disappeared below
the horizon, but almost at once a glow sprang up in the southeast. The glow of
the corning sunrise in the east was already quite bright, but it was as if two
suns were rising at the same time, almost a right angle apart. The normal
sunrise went on at its usual leisurely pace; but the other one brightened much
faster. Then there was a perfect blaze of light from south-by-east. I shan't
say it was brighter than a million suns; but for a few seconds it made the true
rising sun in the east look like a mere candle.


 


            "Look at the
horizon," said Romero. "I think the people who bet on Windward
Passage are going to lose. The bearing indicates Yucatan."


 


            The bright light faded, but
then followed something the like of which I had never seen. A kind of
illuminated dome thrust up over the horizon. This thing went up and up,
becoming the top of a vast single column. It was of mixed colors, mostly red.
Along the top it was a dark red, with a kind of ragged appearance, as if made
of a million separate jets of steam or water or lava. Further down the column,
the color brightened to a brilliant yellow at the base, and little blue flashes
of lightning played all over the surface of the whole fantastic thing. Moreno
said:


 


            "What's the azimuth of
that, Einar?"


 


            Haupt squinted and made an
adjustment, with his eye to the lens. "Eighty-four—no, eighty-five
degrees."


 


            "That would be the east
coast of Yucatan," said Romero.


 


            I asked Haupt: "Why
haven't we heard anything?"


 


            He said: "What do you
expect? That's about two thousand kilometers from here, so it'll take at least
twenty minutes for the sound and the shock wave to get here."


 


            I looked at my watch and
said: "Twenty minutes, and we must all be in the chamber and buttoned up.
Has anybody any last-minute thing he wants to do?"


 


            The column continued to
rise, although more slowly, and the colors darkened and faded a bit. It
reminded me of a flick I once saw, showing the explosion of the American H-bomb
on some poor little island in the Pacific. This was something like that, but on
a vastly greater scale.


 


            "Fifteen minutes!"
I said. "Are you ready to let us in, Bruce?"


 


            "Yep," said Cohen.


 


            "I'll hold the door
when he opens it," said the Raja. "Ten minutes!"


 


            A band of darkness appeared
above the horizon and seemed to be creeping closer.


 


            "Dust, smoke, and water
vapor, I think," said Featherstone.


 


            Change crept over the
cypress-swamp plain before us. It started at the limits of vision and came
swiftly closer. The change was the turning of the whole forest into a vast
bonfire. The trees along the leading edge of the change blazed up in bright
yellow and orange and then were hidden by a colossal cloud of black smoke,
while the next nearer line of forest blazed up likewise.


 


            "There's our shock
wave," said Featherstone.


 


            "Five minutes!" I
said. "Into the chamber, all of you! Fast!"


 


            We ran to the chamber, to
find Cohen and the Raja on hands and knees in front of the closed doors.


 


            "What in God's
name?" I cried.


 


            "Bruce dropped his
keys," said the Raja. "Don't anybody disturb the soil!"


 


            They hunted and hunted,
sweeping their hands over the ground. The time couldn't have been more than
seconds, but to me it seemed hours. I thought the dawnlight was already dimmed
by the onrushing cloud of smoke, but that may have been my imagination.


 


            "Let me," said
Todd. He produced an electric torch, which he played back and forth over the
ground. Just as it looked hopeless, Cohen yelled: "Got 'em!" and
pounced.


 


            At any rate, Todd had proved
himself something more than a mere pain in the arse. Cohen got the door open
the quickest I'd ever seen, and we piled in. I counted noses as they went by
and said:


 


            "Where's O'Connor? Oh, Jon!
Where the bloody hell are you?"


 


            "Coming," said
O'Connor, walking in a leisurely manner from the tents towards the chamber,
with a framed square of canvas under his arm. "Forgot this sketch,"
he explained.


 


            "Run, God damn
it!" I yelled.


 


            At last I got him safely
inside and then myself. Bruce Cohen, at the controls, had his hand out to the
door-closing lever, when another shadow fell across the doorway. I was sure all
my sahibs were in. Several set up a yell as the newcomer leaped in with more
agility than any mere human being could command.


 


            Cohen hesitated, then
frantically pulled the lever. The doors slammed shut. The newcomer uttered a
squawk, because the closing doors had snipped off the last centimeter or two of
the point of its long tail. It was in fact a steno, like the one that had
chased George Romero into the chamber two days before.


 


            "Take her to
Present!" I shouted at Cohen, already working his controls.


 


            There was a motion of the
chamber that was not just going through time; it was a physical movement in the
late Cretaceous.


 


            "Earthquake!"
cried Featherstone.


 


            By then Cohen had us well on
the time-travel route. The lights dimmed, and everybody felt the horrid vertigo
and vibration and nausea. I looked towards our stowaway, huddled in a corner of
the chamber near the door. What the hell should we do with it? To fire a shot
in those close quarters would be suicide. On the other hand, to leave our
people at the mercy of a Mesozoic carnivore....


 


            "He seems unaggressive,
Reggie," said the Raja. "Must have remembered the chamber from the
day before yesterday and, when he saw his world going up in smoke, figured that
this was the safest place for him. They're considered bright as reptiles—oh,
oh!"


 


            The nausea affected the Stenonychosaurus
so that it puked up its last meal on the floor of the chamber. Bruce Cohen,
when he saw, did some of the fanciest swearing I've ever heard. Made the most
eloquent bushie seem like a schoolma'am.


 


            The Raja was right about the
steno's being smarter than most reptiles. Some museum coves reason that if it
hadn't been for Enyo, the dinosaurs might still be going strong and the steno's
descendants might have evolved into the reptilian equivalent of mankind.


 


            "If we leave him
alone," said the Raja, "he'll probably do likewise to us. He must
have been more frightened by the Event than by us. Lots of zoos would love a
live dinosaur. The museum that tried to bring back eggs had no luck; they
didn't hatch. I'll see if he'll let me bandage his tail; you know me and
animals."


 


            "By God!" said
Moreno. "I do believe he's my sometime rival for the affections of that
female. Has the same scar on his muzzle. The poor girl will have been killed by
the shock wave."


 


            "Too bad we couldn't
bring the pair back," said Featherstone, "and breed them."


 


            I said: "If you museum
blokes will produce the money to fetch a pair, you'll find Rivers and Aiyar
ready to talk business."


 


-


 


            And that, Mr. Burgess, is
the story of my closest call. It's like being shot at and missed. Makes you
feel good at the time and gives you a story to dine out on; but on the whole
you'd rather not take that kind of chance again. No more for me, thanks. My
wife's due to pick me up. Ta-ta!


 


-


 


VIII



[bookmark: _Toc300517370]The Mislaid Mastodon


 


            Eh, Mr. Schindler? What has
given us the most trouble, not in prehistoric times, but right here in Present?
Well, there was that lawsuit by the relatives of the Reverend Hubert after the
silly galah got himself pecked to death by a Diatryma in the Eocene. Then
there were those hearings before the Missouri Senate, where the fringe nuts
argued that time safaris were a plot to discredit the Bible, or to change
history and make us all go poof, or to violate the rights of animals.


 


            The oddest objection,
however, came from the hunting ranches. You know, those places where, for a few
thousand, some urban bloke who has never taken ten steps off the footpath can
shoot a tame lion as it comes up to lick his hand and then pose for photographs
with a foot on the carcass. Then he hangs the picture on the wall of his
apartment. When he's got a dollybird in, he can use the picture to show what a
macho hero he is and soften her up for horizontal sports. If that's sport, I'm
a bloody ballet dancer!


 


            These game ranches did well
for a while, with the disappearance of all the real wild lands except for parks
and preserves, where the beasts are protected. The technique of breeding
animals has got to the point where you need only a few of any species and you
can keep your breeding group furnishing more specimens indefinitely.


 


            Once Professor Prochaska got
his transition chamber working, all the real hunting sahibs wanted to go back
in time, shoot some local fauna—especially mammoth and dinosaur—and bring back
heads and hides to prove it. So the game ranches had been going broke, and they
hired a lobbyist to stop time safaris.


 


            The lobbyist for the Game
Ranch Association was a bloody shrewd lawyer named Jason Eckler. He made a
pitch against importing fossil fauna to the Present.


 


            The Raja and I had brought a
couple of stenonychosaurs back from the late Cretaceous. These are man-sized
theropods—flesh-eating dinosaurs. That Wildlife Park in San Diego reports that
they have bred successfully. The Park people are all of a twitter over a
half-dozen little stenos running around and snatching each other's meat
rations.


 


            Now there was talk of
fetching something more ambitious. Each year the Raja and I find that fewer of
our clients want to kill anything and more who prefer just to study, photograph,
or watch the beasts, or wish to bring them back to Present alive, as we were
trying to do.


 


            This bloke Eckler spoke of
the dangers of importing exotic fauna, of which a pair might get loose and fill
the country with their descendants. He cited the starling, the walking catfish,
the Mediterranean fruit fly, the kudzu vine, and so forth. He pictured America
overrun with tyrannosaurs stalking and gobbling citizens.


 


            In my turn, I pointed out
that the same objection applied to bringing in any exotic species, as for zoos
and circuses. In fact, some game ranches had imported Asian deer, which had got
loose and out-competed the native deer. Australia well knows these dangers, as
witness our troubles with imported rabbits and foxes.


 


            Then another cove whom I
knew took the stand. He was a big bloke with a ruddy complexion, conventionally
dressed except for long black hair hanging down his back. He was Norman
Blackelk, a Native American of the Crow or Absaroka tribe. He, a lawyer, headed
the Redintegration Society, which was footing the bill for our mastodon hunt.
On the stand, he explained that it was a matter of conscience with him to try
to restore as much as possible of the North American Pleistocene climax fauna.
The theory is that Blackelk's ancestors had come over from Siberia twenty or
thirty thousand years ago. Finding the continent swarming with mammoths,
mastodons, ground sloths, camels, horses, and other big, edible creatures that
had never learned to cope with men, they killed and ate the lot. When the big
mammals—the mega-fauna, my scientific friends call it—were nearly all gone,
along with the lions and sabertooths that preyed on them, the invaders starved
until they learned to grow maize and beans and to trap smaller beasts like
marmots—woodchucks, I think you call them.


 


            Another witness was Horace
Dunbar, a lean, weather-beaten bloke with a potbelly overhanging his belt and a
Texan accent. He owned a game ranch, and he told a pitiful tale of how he had
worked long and hard to put his children through college, and now these foreign
coves were going to bankrupt him with their devilish time-travel contraption.
Had a couple in the audience shedding a tear.


 


            After the hearing, the Raja
and I—that dark chap you met when you came in was my partner, Chandra Aiyar. I
call him "Raja" because by descent he actually is one, if anybody
paid attention to that sort of thing nowadays. We went down with Blackelk to
unwind, taking a table for four. Presently Eckler, finding all the stools along
the bar taken, asked if he might sit at our table. I said certainly.


 


            "No hard
feelings?" he said. "I'm just an advocate, doing what the Game Ranch
Association pays me to do."


 


            "I understand," I
said. We talked of lightweight matters while our drinks were coming. Then the
Raja, who is a near-teetotaler, excused himself and went away to meet his wife.
Eckler said:


 


            "May I offer a small
piece of advice, Mr. Rivers?"


 


            "Sure, if you
like," I said. I looked sharply at him, wondering if the next remark would
lead up to a threat or a bribe offer. "Is your meter turned off?"


 


            He laughed. "Oh, I'm
not charging for this. I was going to say, next time you're on the witness
stand, speak a little more slowly and distinctly than normal. As it is, that
Australian accent causes some Americans to miss an occasional word."


 


            "Thanks; I'll
try," I said.


 


            Then Eckler, looking round,
spotted Dunbar, searching for a place to sit. He called: "Hey,
Horace!"


 


            Soon Dunbar, after
apologies, occupied our fourth chair. After a bit of persiflage, Dunbar looked
at me through narrowed eyes.


 


            "Mr. Rivers," he
said, "do I understand rightly that your next Safari won't be for hunting,
but to bring back one of them mammoths or mastodons to the present world?"


 


            "That's right," I
said. "Mr. Blackelk hopes to get enough of these Pleistocene animals to
establish breeding herds."


 


            "We aim," said the
Native American, "to start with Mastodon americanus, a once very
common, successful species. It will have to be young, because the transition
chamber isn't large enough for a full-grown specimen; likewise with the three
species of mammoth of the North American Pleistocene."


 


            Dunbar gulped his third
drink—he was a two-fisted drinker—and said: "I've got a client who'll pay
a hefty five-figure sum to shoot one of them mastodons."


 


            "Well then, send him to
Rivers and Aiyar, Tame Safaris," I said.


 


            "No, that won't work.
This guy's got a phobia, I guess you'd call it, about your time machine. He's
mortal afraid it'll get him back to some ancient time and then break down,
leaving him stranded millions of years back. He's had a couple of experiences
with machines that make him leery—an airplane forced to land in a cow pasture,
or a train that ran off the rails, or a ship that went aground. And he figures
time travel's the trickiest of all."


 


            "It's always worked for
us," I said. "We've made dozens of time trips in it, and it's never
failed to fetch us home to Present."


 


            "That don't make no
difference. This client's got his mind set and wouldn't listen to you. How
about if you was to bring your mastodon back to now and then sell him to
us?"


 


            "Hey!" said
Blackelk. "You mean so you can stake it out for your client to walk up and
shoot?"


 


            "Sure. This guy's crazy
mad to kill an elephant, irregardless of how he does it. Only nowadays there
ain't no elephants for shooting. The few that still live are all numbered and
watched over like so many prize chickens, both the African and the Asiatic kinds.
There's no place you're allowed to shoot one. One of my customers tried
poaching, and the rangers shot him dead. Well, Mr. Rivers, how about it?"


 


            "I'm not interested in
that kind of 'sport,' " I said. "Anyway, the animal will be the
property of Mr. Blackelk and his Redintegration Society."


 


            "And you can be damn
sure we wouldn't consider any such deal," said Blackelk. "We're
trying to restore the species, not exterminate it a second time over."


 


            Dunbar by now had had four
or five drinks. He growled: "All right, you snotty sons of bitches! I'll
show you! Gonna put me out of business, eh? After I've spent half my life
trying to build up an honest sporting establishment—"


 


            Eckler grabbed Dunbar's arm
and squeezed hard, saying: "Shut up, Horace! This is your lawyer
speaking!"


 


            Dunbar subsided, belched,
and mumbled: "Sorry, guys. Guess I let my feelings run away with me.
Anyways, I gotta go. Put my drinks on your bill, Jason. See y'all." He
rose and staggered off.


 


-


 


            The first job in our
mastodon hunt was to adapt Prochaska's transition chamber. A full-grown
American mastodon would stand about two and a quarter meters high at the
shoulder and be perhaps five and three-quarters long. That's not so tall as a
big modern bull elephant, but it is longer in the body and about as heavy.


 


            Prochaska was dubious about
our taking liberties with his precious transition chamber; but he became
enthusiastic at the prospect of hauling an endless series of extinct organisms
beck to Present. That is how it has worked out. He hovered over us while our
workmen took out the chairs that the passengers normally sat in during the
transition. Then we put a row of stout steel bars round the chamber wallah's
corner, so that none of our animal cargo could lay a claw or a fang on Bruce
Cohen while he handled his controls.


 


            As usual, these
modifications took twice as long and cost twice as much as estimated. For one
thing, we needed a pen to hold the animal back in Present until the
Redintegration people could come and take it away. Since the local zoo didn't
have any vacant pens we could borrow or rent, I rounded up some carpenters and
bought some lumber: good, stout ten-by-ten centimeter timbers. The carpenters
assembled these on the university grounds and bolted them together, with the
sides cross-braced in case the animal tried to push one of his walls over.


 


            As an example of the
unforeseen delays that bedevil such a project, we were talking with Joseph
Hockersmith, a specialist in catching wild animals uninjured for zoos and
scientific institutions. When he saw Cohen's cage being assembled, he cried:
"Hey! You've got to put padding on those bars!"


 


            "Eh?" said I.
"What for?"


 


            "You want to catch a
member of the elephant tribe, don't you?"


 


            "Yes," I said,
"though there's a question about calling a mastodon a member of the
elephant tribe, since elephants are descended from mastodons."


 


            "But he'll have tusks,
won't he?"


 


            "If he's a two-thirds
grown one, he will."


 


            "And you'd like to
deliver him with tusks undamaged, wouldn't you?"


 


            "Righto!"


 


            "Well, if you put the
beast in a cage with iron bars before he's had a chance to get used to you,
he'll be so angry and frightened that he'll bang his tusks against the bars hard
enough to break them. He'll arrive in the present with only the stumps. I've
handled elephants."


 


            So we had to hold up
proceedings to pad the bars and also to hang sheets of that quilting that
moving men use in their vans to keep the furniture from damage.


 


            At last we assembled in the
chamber building: the Raja and I, Norman Blackelk, the cook Ming, and our crew.
These were Beauregard Black, the crew boss, and his helpers Pancho, Bruno, and
Rodrigo. Then there were Hockersmith and his three assistants, and one more
man: A young cove, Wilmer Delarue, whom the University of Minnesota had sent
us. A graduate student and assistant instructor, Delarue was bucking for his
doctorate in paleontology. We were always glad to have a real scientist on
these safaris, because it gives certain tax advantages.


 


            There had been a number of
such young blokes on our safariin, some easy to get along with and some
not. Delarue seemed a harmless chap except for a know-it-all tendency to set
everybody right on details, such as the pronunciation of words like Apatosaurus.
When Norman Blackelk pronounced it with the accent on "pat,"
Delarue picked him up and said the word should be stressed on the
"ap."


 


            "Wilmer," said
Blackelk, "the most successful lawyer I've known, when a client came in to
hire him, if the client mispronounced a word, this lawyer in later conversation
used the same mispronunciation, even though he knew better."


 


            "That's why the
language goes all to hell," said Delarue.


 


-


 


            We hoped to scare up
mastodons near enough to the chamber site so as not to need to shift camp.
Therefore we did not bring a train of asses to haul our stuff around the
outback. We thought that, if we had to move camp, we could send the chamber
back to Present with Black and his crew to fetch them.


 


            As a last-minute addition, Hockersmith's
boys brought a barrel of apples, which they manhandled into the chamber.
Hockersmith explained:


 


            "This is my bait. Don't
let any of your people swipe them. With elephant, I never found anything that
brings 'em round so fast as ripe yellow apples. They love 'em. The only thing
that would fetch them quicker would be the fruit of the umganu tree of Southern
Africa. It ferments as it ripens, and the elephants there got drunk on 'em. I
didn't have any umganu fruit, and perhaps it's just as well. A sober elephant
is problem enough to handle, so you can imagine what it would be like with a
drunken one!"


 


            "Bloody good
idea," I said. We filed into the chamber, and off we went.


 


            By then, departure was
pretty much routine. The dizziness of transition through time caused one of Hockersmith's
men to lose his breakfast. He managed to keep it in until the Raja passed an
airsickness bag back to him. Cohen had taped envelopes of these bags to the
backs of the seats; but then the chairs were taken out, and nobody gave the
bags a thought. Bruce Cohen's as fussy about keeping his chamber clean and
shipshape as anybody's maiden aunt, so he had laid in his own supply.


 


            I had told Cohen to set his
dials for one million years before Present. That was the closest Prochaska's
scientists would let users of the chamber come to Present. They didn't want to
have time travelers meet Blackelk's ancestors coming over from Siberia. Such a
meeting would affect later history and cause a paradox. To prevent that, we
should all be thrown back to Present, boom!, and killed in the process.


 


            Actually, I am sure that a
setting of half a million b.p. would not impose any risk, since all the
evidence is that the first Red Indians arrived in North America well after
100,000 b.p. But Prochaska's committee of experts insisted on an extra-wide
safety factor.


 


-


            Cohen found us a nice, soft
landing place. He can't move the chamber horizontally, but by hunting back and
forth in time he can find a period when the site is flat and hard enough to
provide a safe alighting. The landscape of 1,000,000 b.p. looks hardly
different from today in those national forests, all named after Mark Twain,
across southern Missouri. This state is pretty bloody flat, with a little roll
but nothing an American from a western state would call a mountain. The highest
place is a hill in Iron County called Taum Sauk Mountain, less than 500 meters.
In Colorado they wouldn't bother to name it.


 


            For millions of years, this
area has been part of the big temperate-zone forest, which covered the eastern
third of the continent until the white men moved in and cut down most of the
trees for farmland. It's pretty well out towards the western edge of this
forest, and the edge moves back and forth with the weather. In a series of dry
centuries, the forest retreats eastward, leaving most of Missouri as grassland;
then a sequence of wet centuries brings the forest back again.


 


            We had evidently hit one of
the drier periods. There was still plenty of timber around us, mostiy maple,
hickory, and several kinds of oaks; but it was broken into clumps and copses.
In our business, we prefer this to a solid, dense forest. Not only are the
animals thicker, since the grass provides them with food down where they can
reach it, but also we can better see them. In a real jungle you're bloody lucky
to see fifty meters. You never know how many beasts of the kinds you're looking
for are just outside that limited radius of vision.


 


            In any case, there were no
animals but a couple of squirrels in sight when the Raja and I hopped out with
guns ready. After a trip by the chamber back to Present to fetch our equipment,
setting up the camp kept us all busy for the first couple of hours.


 


            One of our preparations was
to spread a big sheet of canvas away from the camp. This sheet was attached by
a steel cable to a power winch, and the winch in turn was belayed to the bars
of the chamber and plugged in to the chamber's power point. If we could get our
mastodon to stand on the sheet, we could tranquilize it and use the winch to
haul it into the chamber. I had the boys build a little earthen ramp from the
ground of our landing place to the sill of the chamber door. But the canvas
could be carried only as far from the chamber as the length of the cable
allowed.


 


            I was about to call time for
tucker when we heard crashing from a clump of trees south of us.


 


            "Hey!" said
Hockersmith. "Maybe that's our mastodon, right to hand! Fred, get out the
apples!"


 


            Hockersmith's boys rolled
out the barrel, while the Raja and I cautiously approached the grove. As we
slunk around the clump of trees, the cause of the disturbance came in sight. It
was a big ground sloth, which had hooked its claws under the roots of a young
maple and pulled it out of the ground. Now it was sitting up on its hindlegs
and tail, holding the uprooted sapling in its forepaws and eating its way down
the tree. It had already eaten all the leaves and twigs, branch by branch, most
of the distance from top to base.


 


            Imagine an animal like an
oversized bear with a big, bushy tail, or better yet a wolverine scaled up to
the bulk of a small elephant. The hind feet had heels that stuck out to the
rear almost as far as the rest of the foot did forwards, which certainly gave
the animal a solid stance.


 


            The ground sloth looked at
us in a vague sort of way and went back to its feeding. Hockersmith asked:


 


            "What d'you call that
critter, Reggie?"


 


            "Ground sloth," I
said. "First discovered by your President Jefferson, who got hold of a
fossil claw and named the animal Megalonyx. He thought it some sort of
Hon."


 


            "Excuse me,
Reggie," said young Delarue. "I'm sure that one belongs to the genus Mylodon,
not Megalonyx."


 


            "Okay, call
it what you like."


 


            "Are we going to do
anything about it?" asked Delarue.


 


            "I see no reason to.
Some clients would shoot it just to hear the gun bang and see the animal drop
dead. But we shan't have room in the chamber for it and our mastodon, too,
assuming we catch one. So I would leave it be."


 


            "It doesn't seem afraid
of us," said Hockersmith.


 


            "Has never seen
creatures like us," I said. "If the books are right, the only
predator it seriously had to fear was the sabertooth. The ground sloth has an
armor of little round bones embedded in its skin, and it would take those
saber-fangs to reach a vital organ. We don't look or smell like sabertooths.
Even the American Hon might have found it too tough to handle, since a swipe
with those big claws could take your head off."


 


            We watched; but all the ground
sloth did was just eat, eat, eat. From what I've seen of large plant eaters,
especially those who live on leaves or grass, that is what they mostly do. They
have to spend their time eating, because grass and leaves have a bloody low
nutritional value.


 


            Soon the Mylodon had
cleaned that sapling of every last leaf. It dropped the trunk, came down on all
fours, and ambled into the grove, looking for another sapling. It walked on the
knuckles of its forefeet, somewhat as a gorilla does, and paid us no more heed.


 


            In looking for animals to
shoot, photograph, or just gawk at, one must be prepared for the
unpredictability of their appearance. During the following days we saw other
Pleistocene mammals—deer, bear, ground sloth, horse, a bear-sized beaver, and a
glimpse of a Hon at long distance—but no mastodon. Hockersmith explained:


 


            "It's the same with
elephants. They are always migratory, because they have such enormous appetites
that a herd soon strips all the greenery from any place they inhabit, even the
bark of the trees. So they have to move on, leaving the area they have
devastated to recover. That may take years, and this fact complicates trying to
preserve them."


 


            More time passed without
sight of mastodons. One of Hockersmith's men shot a deer, so the camp had fresh
meat for a while. One day Hockersmith and the Raja came in from a hike in
considerable excitement.


 


            "There's something of
the elephant kind near here!" said Hockersmith. "We passed a fine
pile of elephant turds; no mistake!"


 


            We got up a safari to look
into the matter. After some hours of tracking, we heard a rumble ahead.


 


            "We're getting
close!" said Delarue. "That's the proboscidean borborygmus."


 


            "The what?" said
Blackelk, turning his coppery face to me. "What does he mean?"


 


            I said: "That's
technical for the rumble that gases make in an elephant's guts."


 


            We went ahead cautiously
until we could hear the sound of breaking branches. At last we sighted our
quarry, about seventy meters off and pulling the branches from a basswood tree
to eat the twigs and leaves.


 


            It proved a big mammoth, a
good four meters at the shoulder. It was rather short in the body but
longlegged, covered with reddish-brown fur, nowhere near so long as that of the
smaller true or woolly mammoth further north. It also bore a fine pair of long,
spirally curved tusks, crossing at the tips, which would have driven any of my
trophy-hunting sahibs into ecstasies. There was once a lot of argument over
what use such crossed tusks could be, since the points could not be applied to
anything. Then it was figured out that the bulls used them as snow shovels to get
at food in winter, the cows and young following behind. Time travel has
confirmed the theory.


 


            "Columbian
mammoth," I said. "Paraloxodon jeffersoni, if I remember the
textbooks."


 


            "Oh, that terminology's
obsolete," said young Delarue in his irritating way. "Nowadays most
specialists lump it in with the woolly mammoth as Mammuthus. Some even
want to cram them all back in Linnaeus's Elephas, but I wouldn't go that
far."


 


            We watched the mammoth; but
just looking at an animal eat, eat, eat gets pretty bloody boring after a
while. Hockersmith asked:


 


            "Shall we try to
capture it, Reggie?"


 


            I shook my head. "He's
too tall to fit into the chamber, unless we could get him to go down on knees
and elbows and crawl in. I don't see much prospect of that."


 


            "You could shoot him
with a tranquilizer charge," said Delarue. "He'd fit in lying down,
I'm sure."


 


            "Yes? And suppose I did
give him a tranquilizer shot. He'd just fie down and doze; and then how should
we get him to the chamber? We must be a kilometer from the camp, and almost as
far from the pallet." That was what we called the canvas sheet attached to
the chamber. "Besides, he must weigh at least five or six tons. Anybody
want those tusks for trophies?"


 


            "Not I," said
Blackelk. "My ancestors did enough of that."


 


            "Then let's return to
camp."


 


            "Hey, wait!" said
Delarue, fiddling with his camera. "I want a close-up shot."


 


            Off he trotted, right
towards that bull mammoth. I had read that lone males of the elephant tribe are
likely to be short-tempered; lack of regular sexual outlets, I suppose. I
called:


 


            "Hey, come back
here!" But Delarue just gave a vague wave and kept on towards the mammoth.


 


            When he had covered half the
distance, the mammoth noticed him with its rather dim eyesight, I suppose; or perhaps
it caught his smell. It dropped the ranch it was eating and started towards
Delarue with its trunk up and waving about, sniffing. Delarue, who had no gun,
kept his eyes glued to the camera finder.


 


            The mammoth gave a squealing
grunt and kept coming. I got ready to shoot. Delarue at last caught on to what
was happening and rose to his feet. As he turned to run back to us, with the
mammoth looming over him, the silly galah tripped over his own feet and fell
sprawling. Now I dared not shoot for fear that the mammoth would fall on
Delarue and squash him.


 


            Then, to one side, the
Raja's gun went off. The mammoth staggered as if from a tremendous blow. It
regained its balance and shuffled away, shaking its head.


 


            "I shot him through
that bump on top of his skull," said the Raja. "Knowing you didn't
want him killed. The bullet just went through that spongy mass of bony
cavities. He may have a headache for a while, but the holes should soon heal
up." That dome atop the heads of mammoths provides anchorage for the huge
neck muscles, which have to be bloody powerful to support those tusks.


 


            "You should have killed
him," said Delarue. "I could have gotten a paper out of a study of
its head, or even my thesis."


 


            "You didn't speak
up," said the Raja.


 


            "But I should think
anyone with brains—" began Delarue.


 


            My own temper was getting
frazzled, and I did my lolly: "Look, God damn it, you almost got us into
serious trouble by going close to the mammoth when I told you not to, and then
falling over your own stupid feet in the animal's path. The next stunt of that
kind you pull, we'll hogtie you, put you in the chamber, and tell Cohen to drop
you off at Present."


 


            "I—I'm sorry," he
mumbled.


 


-


 


            More days passed without a
sign of mastodon, although all the paleontological finds indicated that at this
time the place should swarm with them. The Raja and I began to worry, since the
charges for keeping the chamber back in the Pleistocene were mounting up.
Norman Blackelk worried, too, saying:


 


            "I don't know, Reggie,
how much more money the directors of the Redintegration Society are willing to
sink in this trip. Perhaps we ought to shift camp after all."


 


            "That would run the
charges up pretty fast, too," I said. "We should have to go back to
Present and round up some extra crew and our train of asses—burros, if you
prefer—to help with the move."


 


            Hockersmith said: "Why
don't we try to catch one of the smaller mammals: say, a Pleistocene horse or
beaver; or even that ground sloth."


 


            Blackelk looked dubious.
"We may come to that; but first I'd have to consult the exec committee of
the Society. They were pretty definite that they wanted a young mastodon. They
already have a breeding stock of several other Pleistocene species, and they
want to spend their money where it'll do the most good."


 


            "Hey, Norm!" said
Hockersmith. "Just had an idea. You're a real Native American, aren't
you?"


 


            "So they tell me,"
said Blackelk. "Less than one-quarter white genes."


 


            "Well, the Indians used
to put on ceremonies, with dances, to encourage animals of the kinds they
hunted to come around and let themselves be killed. I seem to recall that the
Ghost Dance, which got poor old Sitting Bull killed, was supposed to bring back
the buffalo. It didn't, of course, since by then the whites had shot most of
the buffalo with repeating rifles."


 


            Delarue cleared his throat.
"Don't you mean 'bring back the bison'?"


 


            "No; I said 'buffalo*
and I meant 'buffalo.' That's what the animal was always called in that time
and place. A 'bison' is something an Aussie like Reggie here uses to wash his
hands in."


 


            "Oh, bulsh!" I
said. "A dinkum Aussie does not pronounce 'basin' and "bison'
alike. Unless you're hearing-impaired, you can hear the difference: 'basin,'
'bison,' 'basin,' 'bison.'"


 


            "I see," said
Delarue. "You move "basin' halfway to 'bison,' and 'bison' halfway to
'boyson.' "


 


            Blackelk asked: "Is
there such a word as 'boyson'?"


 


            Delarue shrugged. "I
once knew a Mr. Boysen." He turned to Blackelk. "What did the Crows
call it, Norm?"


 


            Blackelk spread his hands.
"Don't know. I learned Absaroka in school, although all the tribe are
Anglophones now. The theory was that the language mustn't be allowed to die
out, because it was a priceless cultural heritage or something. I never became
fluent in it. Actually, 'bison' and 'buffalo' are both names for several kinds
of Old World wild cattle. The white invaders carelessly applied both Old World
names to the one American species, since they couldn't pronounce the Native
American words for the animal."


 


            Hockersmith said:
"We're getting away from the subject. Norm, we want you to do a ghost
dance to bring back the mastodon. It may not work, but what have we got to
lose?"


 


            "Don't know that I
could do that," said Blackelk. "Even if I could remember enough
Absaroka, the language has no word for 'mastodon.' Maybe it did once, but if so
it must have been forgotten soon after the animal went extinct."


 


            "Well then, simply call
it 'mastodon.' Your Native American gods would understand."


 


            "I'll see what I can think
up—"


 


            "Don't do it,
Norm!" said Delarue. "It's just pandering to primitive superstition.
The world will never be able to manage its affairs in a rational manner as long
as people go in for irrational, unscientific cults and sects, with gods and other
spooks."


 


            Delarue's cocksureness even
got under the skin of Joe Hockersmith, usually an even-tempered,
self-controlled man. "Look, squirt," he said. "We'll make it a
sporting proposition. If Norman comes up with a ghost dance, what'll you bet
the mastodon don't appear in a reasonable time, say ten days? How about ten
bucks?"


 


            "Make it fifty,"
said Delarue. "I don't ordinarily bet, but against a silly superstition
it's a sure thing."


 


            They shook hands. Blackelk
said: "The first thing I need is a drum. Too bad we didn't bring
one."


 


            After much yabber, we
decided to convert Hockersmith's barrel of apples into a drum. We dumped the
apples out in the chamber, took a sheet of plastic used as a tarpaulin, and
with much tugging and grunting got it pulled tight over the empty barrel and
dogged down. It gave a satisfactory boom when Blackelk slapped it. He
said:


 


            "Now I need some
dancers. Reggie, you and Joe ought to do."


 


            "Me, dance?" said
Hockersmith. "Never have in my life. My wife's been after me for years to
take lessons—"


 


            "You thought up this
project," said Blackelk, "so you can damn well play your part in
it."


 


            "What steps have we got
to learn?" asked Hockersmith.


 


            "I'll show you."
The steps proved simple enough, with much stamping and raising the knees, as in
that British parade step the Commonwealth armies used to practice.


 


            After tucker that night,
when full dark came, we cleared a space and went to work. Blackelk sat on a
camp chair with the barrel between his knees. Stripped to the waist, he had a
necktie knotted around his forehead for a headband and some feathers, which
Ming supplied from a fresh turkey in our commissariat, stuck in the band. He
began a chant in Absaroka. I can't reproduce any of it. It had a rather
monotonous little tune with about three notes, while Blackelk slapped his drum.
Hockersmith and I hopped and stamped around him in circles, as Blackelk had
taught us. The rest of the crew, standing about in the firelight, kept time by
clapping. After a while the rhythm and the pounding got into our blood, as they
got into mine when I once took part in a corroboree with some Native
Australians in the outback.


 


            When Blackelk ran out of
song and Hockersmith and I out of wind, we paused. From the dark woods came a
squeal, and then another. Then several proboscidean throats let loose with that
sound called 'trumpeting,' because it does sound like some sort of trumpet,
only a horn with spit in it.


 


            Everybody turned to look
while the Raja and I got our guns. Presently an animal hove into view, near
enough so that we could dimly make it out by firelight. It stared at us and
turned away; the light showed it to be an American mastodon. I guessed it to be
a female from its slender tusks. I had read that elephant herds are commonly
bossed by the oldest cow; they have alpha females instead of alpha males.


 


            After this first mastodon
came another, then a couple of little ones no more than waist high; then
another big one, following the track of the first. More went by until at least
a dozen had passed. All, as nearly as I could judge, were cows and young. At
the tail of the procession, a big bull ambled along. This one looked our way,
hoisted his trunk to sniff, and flapped his ears. Then we heard a loud toot,
which seemed to come from the head of the line. The bull turned away and
single-footed it after the herd like a Bondi tram. It must, I thought, have
been the big cow who headed the line, the matriarch, telling the bull:


 


            "Hurry up, you stupid
male! Close up!"


 


            With his hand out,
Hockersmith walked up to Delarue. "Fifty bucks, please!"


 


            "Damned
coincidence!" grumbled Delarue. But he paid.


 


            Did I think our ghost dance
had anything to do with the herd's appearance? Not really; but I try to keep an
open mind in such matters. There is so much that human beings don't yet
understand.


 


-


 


            It did not seem practical to
go after the herd that night. We got up extra early next morning and set out
with our helpers and equipment. Hockersmith carried not only his gun but also a
big bag of apples hanging round his neck. He explained:


 


            "In my experience, you
can train almost any animal of the smarter kinds, such as elephant or bear, to
come for a free handout. The trouble starts when you run out of goodies. Then
the animal may decide to take you apart to see where you've got the rest of the
stuff hidden."


 


            Trailing the herd presented
no problem. I am not the trailsman that some black trackers are down-under.
Some claim these Native Australians can track an animal across bare rock. I
don't believe that; but what they can do is remarkable enough. However, between
the big, round footprints wherever the soil was a little soft, and the
droppings, following that herd needed no Native Australians. We could tell when
we came near the herd by the sound of breaking branches.


 


            We scouted round to get
up-wind and stole up on them. Everybody was told to keep quiet. Hockersmith
warned that if startled, the animals might charge, forcing us to slaughter
them, or all run off along their migration route and not be seen again in this
area for a year.


 


            "All right, Joe,"
I said. "Your turn."


 


            "Which one do you
want?" asked Hockersmith.


 


            "That young bull,"
said I, pointing to an animal not quite old enough to have gone off on its own
yet. It stood about two meters at the shoulder, with thick male-mastodon tusks
only about half as long as those of the herd bull, and a coat of golden-brown
fur like that on the mammoth that Delarue had bothered. I asked:


 


            "Where is the big bull
now?"


 


            "Don't see him,"
murmured Hockersmith. "Ah, here he comes. Seems to have something on his
mind."


 


            Out from behind some trees
came a young female mastodon and, right behind her, the big bull. This last
obviously had something on his mind, for his huge penis, the size of a big
man's arm with the fist clenched, was fully extended. It seemed, though, that
his lady love did not want any just now. After her came the bull with squeaking
sounds, which I suppose were mastodontic endearments. She single-footed away
fast, weaving among the trees and other members of the herd with the bull
behind her. Soon the two passed out of sight, so we never did learn whether the
bull consummated his passion.


 


            It took self-control not to
burst out laughing. In fact, young Delarue did emit a sputter until the Raja
shushed him.


 


            "Okay, here goes!"
said Hockersmith.


 


            He stole in Red Indian style
towards the young bull I had pointed out. When there was nothing between him
and the juvenile male but a big bush, he took an apple from his bag and tossed
it. It bounced off the flank of the mastodon, which was munching a shrub it had
uprooted. The mastodon jerked up its head and turned this way and that to see
what had disturbed it.


 


            Hockersmith tossed another
apple, so that it landed on the ground a couple of meters from the mastodon's
head, in the direction of the pallet.


 


            The mastodon stood weaving
this way and that and sniffing in all directions. It located the second apple,
walked to it, and ate it. This brought it in sight of Joe Hockersmith. It gave
him a suspicious stare but otherwise followed the trail of apples that
Hockersmith was laying down by tossing them ahead of the beast.


 


            An hour of this brought us
to the canvas pallet. When, by the use of more apples, Hockersmith had
maneuvered all four of the mastodon's feet on the canvas, he slipped a
tranquilizer charge into his rifle and fired. Tranquilizers nowadays work much
faster than those of the last century, when this method of immobilizing animals
began. The mastodon squealed, gave a prodigious yawn, and sank down on the
canvas. I called the camp on my communicator and told Beauregard to start the
winch.


 


-


 


            The rest of that capture was
routine. With the help of the winch, we got the mastodon, still tranquilized,
into the chamber. The transition back to Present went off without a hitch, save
that the beast crapped on the floor. This led Cohen to put on one of his
expositions of high-class cursing.


 


            Thank Aljira that
Prochaska's transition chamber was on the ground floor of its building!
Otherwise I don't know how we should ever have got a couple of tons of mastodon
down a flight of stairs and round corners. With all members of the safari
pulling and heaving on the canvas, we got the tranquilized beast to the exit.
By detaching the winch from inside the chamber and rigging it with extension
cords in our timber pen, we gave the winch a clear shot at hauling the mastodon
into the inclosure.


 


            During a break in this
chore, Norman Blackelk telephoned Redintegration headquarters and told them to
send a lorry to pick up their specimen. He also told them to bring a few
hundred kilos of lettuce and cabbages to feed the creature on its way to
California.


 


            The lorry took a week to
reach us. Meanwhile we got better acquainted with the animal, for which someone
suggested the name 'Lancelot.' Once a day we opened his cage door to shove in a
hundred-kilo bundle of hay and a few cabbages. Lancelot gobbled the cabbages
but did not much like hay. He let the bundle sit for hours before starting to
eat it. Delarue explained that, while the mastodon would eat anything
vegetable, it was really more of a browser than a grazer. What he would really
have liked was an equal weight of cuttings from the branch ends of trees and
bushes; but we lacked the time to arrange for that.


 


            When the cage door was
opened, Lancelot backed away, snorting and grumbling. If I could sum up his
attitude towards us, I should call it 'surly,' although I know better than to
attribute human emotions and attitudes to an animal of another species. The
only one for whom Lancelot seemed to have slightly warmer feelings was Joe
Hockersmith. Every day he came to the cage with a couple of apples, which
Lancelot learned to take from Hockersmith's outstretched hand. When Hockersmith
went away, you could see regret in the mastodon's stance, with drooping head,
trunk, and eyelids.


 


-


 


            At last the lorry arrived.
It was not a semi-trailer rig but a one-piece ten-wheeler. Still, its body was
just about the dimensions of the transition chamber, so there should be no
problem with fitting Lancelot into it.


 


            My crew wrestled the timber
ramp into place outside the door of the cage, and the driver backed the lorry
up against its high end. At its rear, the lorry had a pair of swinging doors.
When closed, they were secured by a pair of big vertical bolts, running from
top to bottom. When the lorry was buttoned up, these bolts were held down by a
couple of hinged latches, which in turn were secured by padlocks.


 


            Lancelot plainly did not
like the looks of the lorry. He backed into the farthest corner of his pen and,
whenever one of us tried to coax him to climb the ramp into the lorry, he
trumpeted and swiped at us with his trunk and tusks.


 


            "Think we'll have to
tranquilize him again?" said Blackelk.


 


            "I hope not," I
said. "He's had so much of that already that it might impair his
health."


 


            "Let me try," said
Hockersmith. He came back soon with the bag of apples round his neck.


 


            In the cage, Hockersmith
approached Lancelot with an apple, talking in friendly, man-to-mastodon tones.
Lancelot took the apple, ate it, and began sniffing round until he located the
bag. Hockersmith pulled the bag open and let Lancelot extract an apple. Then he
moved slowly towards the open gate. Lancelot took another apple, and another,
and another. Soon Hockersmith had him up the ramp and inside the lorry. I heard
a shout:


 


            "Hey, you dumb brute,
let go! I'll give you the goddam bag!"


 


            Peering round the door
frame, I saw that Lancelot, having figured out where the apples were coming
from, had wrapped his trunk around the bag and was trying to pull it away from
Hockersmith. The latter ducked and slid out of the loop just in time to keep
Lancelot from breaking his neck. Hockersmith came out, saying:


 


            "Okay, Mr. Barnes,
close her up!"


 


            The sun was setting; getting
the equipment in place and Lancelot into the lorry had taken us all day, and we
were bloody tired. So it was decided not to send Barnes off with the lorry that
night but to let him get a good night's sleep.


 


            "Lancelot won't really
mind being in the dark," said Hockersmith. "In the elephant tribe,
the sense of sight is weak, while those of smell and hearing are very keen. He
will sniff out the rest of those apples."


 


            Barnes pulled down the
door-holding bolts into their bolt holes. But he did not bother to fasten the
padlocks.


 


-


 


            Next morning, my wife drove
me to the University grounds early. Instead of the Redintegration Society's
lorry, backed up to the timber pen outside the transition-chamber building,
there was no lorry but a lot of people talking excitedly and a couple of coppers.
One of these troopers was taking down statements from Norman Blackelk on a pad.
I hurried up, saying:


 


            "What's happened? Has
Barnes left already?"


 


            "Hell, no!" said
Hockersmith. "Lancelot's been hijacked!"


 


            "Eh? What
happened?"


 


            "When people came to
work this morning, they found poor old Fitz bound and gagged, with a story of
having been held up after midnight by masked men with an assault rifle."
FitzHerbert was the University's night watchman. "They tied him up,
hot-wired the truck, and drove away."


 


            That is how, a couple of
hours later, I found myself riding a police helicopter over the southern
suburbs. We quartered back and forth over a huge area, looking for our lorry,
with another vehicle nearby. Alarms had been sent out for our lorry, of course,
and there was little chance of its even getting to the state line. With its
description and known license number, it would easily be picked up: the
mastodonnappers had not had time to disguise it.


 


            Since the drongos would
probably have figured this out, it seemed likely that they would have brought
another lorry to which to transfer Lancelot. I thought they might not have an
easy time with this. Lancelot had got used to the Raja's and my people to the
point of tolerating us; but any lot of strangers who confronted him might
suffer difficulties.


 


            At last I pointed down and
told the pilot policeman: "That looks like it." I tried to read the
license number with my binoculars, but the aircraft's vibration made this
impossible.


 


            A lorry just like the Redintegrationists'
stood in a clear space in a bushy area that the cockies had abandoned but that
developers had not yet cut up and built over. That was not all; a big
semi-trailer rig was backing towards the rear of the smaller lorry. I could
understand why the hijackers would bring a larger vehicle, since they would not
know how big a Pleistocene animal we should fetch back to Present.


 


            . The cop spoke on his radio
to headquarters. He had to study a map to give the exact location. Then he
circled and went to a small airfield, used by private-aeroplane owners. He got
permission to land, and down we went.


 


            More cops drove up, and one
of their cars took me. The cop who was driving said: "Mr. Rivers, I don't
think we can go busting in shooting like it was a show. They got one of them
assault rifles, and all we got its pistols. Have to wait for more
artillery."


 


            "Too bad I haven't got
my dinosaur gun," I said. "Didn't have a chance to pick it up."


 


            "Okay, but it don't
spray bullets like an assault rifle does. So keep your head well down when we
get near these perps."


 


            Eventually we found a little
rise from which with glasses we could sweep the area where the lorries were
parked. There seemed to be three in that push: one carrying the gun, while two
others worked to erect a movable platform between the two lorries. This was one
of those steel contraptions on wheels, where the platform is raised on scissor
legs by a hydraulic jack. One man was turning a crank to pump up the platform,
now about halfway up to the lorries' doorsills. The other of that pair I
recognized as Horace Dunbar, the game-ranch owner.


 


            "Don't you blokes keep
rifles handy for such occasions?" I asked my cop.


 


            "Yeah," he said,
"but you gotta go through red tape to take 'em out. Takes time." He
spoke in low tones into his handset, then back to me: "Keep your shirt on,
Mr. Rivers. They're sending some of the boys with more fire power."


 


            We left the car to creep up
a little closer to the lorries. When I looked through the glasses again, I saw
that the platform wallah now had the thing all the way up to the lorry sills.


 


            The man who had worked the
hydraulic jack climbed up on the platform. He undogged the bolts that secured
the doors of the smaller lorry. I saw that Bames had made a mistake in not
closing the padlocks. Even if he had, that would only have delayed things a
bit, provided the hijackers had brought a bolt cutter or some such implement
with them.


 


            The fellow hoisted the two long
bolts out of their sockets and dogged them in the raised position. Then he
climbed down to the ground again and went to the tractor unit of the
eighteen-wheel semi. He climbed up into the cab, and soon the door at the arse
end of the trailer began to rise. It had one of those roll-up doors in
sections, which rises like a window shade and stows itself against the roof of
the trailer. Soon the end of the trailer yawned wide open.


 


            Then this bloke climbed
down, came aft again, and climbed back on the platform. Meanwhile Dunbar stood
watching and giving orders, while the cove with the rifle stood with his back
to the lorry, looking in all directions.


 


            The man on the platform took
hold of the door handles and pulled die doors open. Dunbar handed him up a dowel
rod about a meter and a half long, with a steel hook in the end. I recalled
seeing a circus man control an elephant by catching his ear with such a hook. I
had a feeling that Lancelot would not take kindly to such treatment.


 


            Then Dunbar climbed into the
cab of the smaller lorry. I could not see what the ratbag did; I suppose he
opened the window in the back of the cab, and that in front of the lorry body,
and poked something through. At any rate, Lancelot gave a shrill toot and
emerged on the platform between the vehicles. The man with the goad leaped off
the platform when Lancelot took a swipe at him.


 


            It's a comfort to know that
we were not the only ones to make mistakes. I suppose the man who jacked up the
platform neglected to turn the handle that locked the platform in the raised
position. As soon as Lancelot put his full weight on the device, it started to
sink slowly back to ground level, while the crank handle spun in reverse.


 


            Even at that distance, we
could hear the shouts of the three men. As the platform neared the bottom of
its travel, Lancelot stepped down to the ground. He trumpeted, lashed the air
with his trunk, and started off.


 


            Dunbar, who had come down
from the lorry cab, yelled and put himself in front of that mastodon, waving
his arms, like those people who stand in front of tanks when a government tries
to put down an insurrection. Lancelot gave a swipe of his trunk, brushing
Dunbar to one side but not quite knocking him down.


 


            Dunbar yelled, stepped back
to the mastodon, and grabbed the animal round the foreleg. I suppose he had
counted on Lancelot to keep him out of bankruptcy, by the money he would get by
letting his rich client shoot the beast; and he couldn't bear to see his last
financial hope shuffle away. Desperate, he did one of the most foolish things
you can do, which is to try to match muscle with a big wild animal. Even a
fifty-Mo chimp is much stronger than any mere human being. But desperate men
often go a bit nuts.


 


            Lancelot just gave a kind of
sidewise kick, which sent Dunbar flying into a bush. Then cops with rifles
sprouted from the shrubbery, yelling to the remaining two. The one with the
assault rifle dropped it and raised his hands. With the leader of the push down
and out of action, there was no reason for the subordinates to make it a fight
to the death.


 


            Joe Hockersmith appeared
with another bag of apples. The mastodon gave a happy squeal and grabbed it.


 


            There's little more to tell.
Horace Dunbar died on his way to the hospital in the ambulance. He was in his
sixties, and that kick had broken some things inside him. Blackelk and his
Society got their mastodon, and Lancelot is growing into a fine big tusker. But
the only one who can safely approach him on foot is Joe Hockersmith, provided
he brings some apples with him.


 


            You asked what had caused us
the most trouble in Present. I think this case, the only one where we brought
an extinct form forward to Present and had it hijacked, qualifies, eh, Mr.
Schindler?


 


-


 


IX



[bookmark: _Toc300517371]The Honeymoon Dragon


 


            Oh, forget the "Sir
Reginald," Mr. Saito! Just call me "Reggie," as everyone else
does. Of course, in my native Australia it would be "Reg"; but
Americans have got it into their heads that it's "Reggie," and I've
given up trying to set them right.


 


            Matter of fact, I don't take
the tide so seriously as do many people, especially Americans. I might even
have declined the knighthood offer from London, except that my wife had been salivating
over the chance to be "Lady Brenda," and I didn't want to disappoint
her.


 


            Let me get the dinkum oil on
this, Saito-San. You've been sent here to look into the prospects of Japanese
financing of another transition chamber in Ulan Bator, Mongolia. So you wish to
know about our experience with the first such chamber, here in St. Louis; and also
about my recent visit to the new one in Australia? Of course Professor
Prochaska, who invented the bloody thing, can tell you more about the technical
features; but you want to know what lessons I have learned in running time
safaris from the point of view of the travelers in time, eh?


 


            Until my recent jaunt to
Australia, I had never taken my wife on a time safari. Once when my partner,
Chandra Aiyar—"the Raja," as I call him—and I were new in the
business, I planned to take Brenda on a time trip. But then she got preg, and
we didn't want to take a chance. Then, after some unfortunate experiences with
parties mixed as to sex, the Raja and I decided to turn down any more such
mixed parties. Anyway, Brenda was kept busy for years with a couple of active
nippers. The subject has come up since, but there was always some problem that
made the time trip impracticable.


 


            When our twentieth wedding
anniversary was coming up, I asked Brenda what she would like for a bloody
ripper present. She said she would love a time safari. Didn't want to kill
anything—she never does— but just go back and have a look round. By coincidence,
I had just received an invitation from the new Aussie transition chamber in
Darwin, urging me to come and try it out. They would pay the travel expenses,
not only mine but also those of any colleagues I brought along.


 


            Well, we decided that I
should take Brenda and leave the Raja to run the business in my absence. Of
course, I had to invite Professor Prochaska. But he had already been there
during the construction and testing of the Darwin chamber, so he begged off.
Instead, he urged that I take Bruce Cohen, our chamber wallah, who was eager to
have a look at the competition.


 


            I had another reason for
wanting to go down-under.


 


            Transition-chamber people
have a trade journal, The Time Traveler, which comes out bimonthly in
Darwin, Australia. It was originally published here in St. Louis, but a few
years ago it moved to Australia to cut costs. The then editor of this little
magazine was one Mark Prendergast. Although I had never met him, for some
strange reason he had taken a violent dislike to me from the start. There was
never an issue in which he didn't work in a few gibes and insults. Strange,
when you consider that we had never seen each other; but there it was. The
latest issue of The Time Traveler ran a piece stating, among other
things, quote:


 


            "I hear that we
down-under are about to be blessed with a visit from the Lord of Bull Art,
Reginald Rivers—beg pardon, now Sir Reginald. They say he is coming on a second
honeymoon. I suppose we common Aussies will have to approach His Lordship on our
knees, place our hands between his, and swear fealty in medieval style. He will
doubtless have a big bloke standing by with a spiked club, to let any impudent
upstart who gets above himself have it on the sconce."


 


            Prendergast had been going
on like that ever since the magazine started. This puzzled me, since I had
never met the cove or exchanged communications with him. Anyway, I thought it
would do no harm to meet the bloke and size him up. If he were laboring under
some whopping great misapprehension—let's say, he had confused me with another
man who was a convicted thief or child molester—perhaps I could straighten him
out.


 


            Labor trouble in the
Australian transition chamber? Yes, Mr. Saito, there was, in connection with
Prendergast's antics. I'll tell the whole story.


 


-


 


            Brenda and I alighted at
Darwin, a neat, tidy little green-and-white town. One reason it's rather pretty
is that it was twice razed in the last century, once with bombs by your fellow
countrymen, and again in 1974 by a hurricane. (They call it a
"cyclone" there.) So they rebuilt the city with some care, low to the
ground, against future calamities.


 


            The only thing wrong with
those parts, aside from their damp tropical climate, is that, although there
are fine beaches along the northern coast, nobody in his right mind goes
swimming there. The water is infested with the box jellyfish or "sea
wasp," whose sting can be fatal; with sea snakes, which are marine members
of the cobra family; and with the great white shark, which when it sees a human
swimmer says: "Yummy!" If none of these critters gets you, there is
also the salt-water crocodile. This croc is the nearest thing in Present to a
living dinosaur, ranging up to ten meters long. The name just means that, while
it is usually found in fresh-water rivers and lakes, it doesn't mind swimming
across stretches of ocean to get where it wants to go. There's a farm nearby
where they raise salties for their hides—and for their meat, for people who
don't gag at the idea.


 


            The Darwin chamber had a delegation
on hand to meet us. As we piled out of the airplane, the Director, Rudy Havens,
introduced himself and presented his mates. These included a big black eye-glassed
Native Australian, Algernon Malgaru, a professor of anthropology at Northern
Territory University; and a little roly-poly bloke with a nervous grin,
identified as Mark Prendergast. Meanwhile I was doing likewise for Brenda and
Bruce Cohen.


 


            Prendergast gave me a
limp-dishrag handshake, muttering about being glad to see me after following my
exploits in print for so long. Not a word about the nasty things he had been
printing in his trade journal for years. Naturally, I did not bring these
matters up in the midst of a ceremonious greeting. Prendergast also stuck out a
hand to Brenda; but she only nodded and kept her own hands firmly on her purse
and carry-on bag. Havens said:


 


            "Sir Reginald, if you
don't object, I shall send Mark and Algy back with you. Mark can't afford to
miss recording what is really an historic occasion; while Algernon has already
been back to the Pleistocene in our chamber and so gets the picture of the local
terrain and biota. He'll take good care of you."


 


            I said: "I hope my
visit will be far enough removed in time from Doctor Malgaru's to provide a
safety factor against an overlap."


 


            "I'm sure it
will," said Havens. There will be a gap in time of at least five thousand
years."


 


            You see, Mr. Saito, we must
be careful not to put two sets of time travelers into the same past period, or
the same party twice into the same time slot. This would create a paradox, and
an orderly universe just doesn't allow such contradictions. The minute you
tried to do that, the space-time forces would snap your travelers back to
Present and kill them in the process.


 


-


 


            At the dinner in Darwin's
best hotel, the new Darwin Hilton on Mitchell Street, Prendergast showed
himself a jolly dinner companion, joking and laughing at a great rate. Perhaps
he was trying to forestall any embarrassing discussion of those nasty
editorials in The Time Traveler.


 


            I was seated
next to the Native Australian, Algy Malgaru. He was a big bloke with a
chocolate-brown skin, the snub nose and beetling brows of the Australoid race,
and a bush of Oxford-brown beard beginning to gray. I asked how he came to be,
of all things, a professor of anthropology. He chuckled, showing those big
Australoid teeth in a wide mouth.


 


            "Sir Reginald, if
you're born an Abo—" (he used the old abbreviation for
"aborigine," nowadays considered rude for a white Australian to use
toward a Native Australian) "—if you're born an Abo but have a bent toward
reading and writing, your best bet is the academic life. That's where you'll
encounter the least ethnic prejudice. And if you've spent much of your youth in
the outback among fellow tribesmen, you might as well capitalize on the
experience by going into anthropology, since you've already got a bloody head
start."


 


-


 


            Since we did not expect to
meet any large thick-skinned game like elephant or dinosaur, I had brought
along my new Mannlicher-Schönauer seven-point-five, with an eight-round
magazine. I figured it should pack enough punch to take care of anything we
might encounter, up to the marsupial lion Thylacoleo. Bruce Cohen had
borrowed from the Raja's and my armory a Bratislava with similar
characteristics.


 


            When Cohen, Brenda, and I
approached the van to take us to the chamber, Prendergast and Malgaru already
occupied the middle seats, behind those of the driver and his seat mate.
Havens, who was driving, said:


 


            "Mark, you and Algy
will have to move back to make seats for Sir and Lady Rivers and Mr.
Cohen."


 


            "Okay," said
Prendergast. "Why don't you blokes hand your guns back here? I'll take
care of them."


 


            "Be careful!" I
said. "Mine's loaded, with the safety on." I don't usually load so
early in the game. But when Havens and his van were over an hour late, I'm
sorry to say I got restless and loaded up to give my hands something to do.


 


            Brenda took the front seat
next to Havens; Cohen and I took the two middle seats. Malgaru sat on a jump
seat behind us, and Prendergast scrunched down in the rear with the guns.
Craning my neck, I asked:


 


            "What are you blokes
armed with?"


 


            Prendergast spoke up.
"I'm relying on you two, since I shall be kept busy working the
camera." He pointed to a big video recording apparatus.


 


            Malgaru said: "I was
never a good enough shot for guns, because of defective eyesight. That's one
reason I never became a real bushie. So I brought along this." He picked
up from the floor a boomerang over a meter long. "Whittled it myself. It's
not one of those toys that'll spin round in a circle and come back to the
thrower. This is a real killer. I practiced with one as a kid until I could
knock over a roo at fifty paces."


 


            I said: "If you're
determined to use stone-age weapons, Algy, wouldn't a spear be more effective?
I've heard you Native Australians can throw spears with such accuracy as to
bring down a bird on the wing."


 


            Malgaru shook his head.
"Once upon a time, perhaps. But nowadays you won't find any Abos who know
how to make a proper spear, let alone throw one accurately. I knew the last Abo
flint knapper, before that art died out completely. Now most of them farm or
work as stockmen, or as you Yanks call them, cowboys. Or they j*o into
white-collar work, as I did."


 


            "I'm no Yank,' I said.
"Born and raised in Brisbane."


 


            "Technically I suppose
you're not; though you bloody well sound a bit like a Yank."


 


            "It's those years in
America, I suppose," I said. "Inside, I'm still a dinkum
Aussie."


 


-


 


            At last we lined up outside
the Australian transition chamber, in the big concrete building they've put up
on the outskirts of Darwin. Cohen was deep in conversation with the local
chamber wallah, a bloke named Draga Radich.


 


            To my considerable relief,
Prendergast handed me back my gun. It had occurred to me during the drive that,
if he really felt the way his editorials implied, he might have shot me in the
back with it and then said, oh, sorry, that was an accident. But then he
unfolded a sketch map, saying:


 


            "This shows the lay of
the land about 500,000 B.C., when Algy went back and checked it out. We can
hope the topography won't have changed drastically in the interval."


 


            Since we planned to spend
only a few hours in the Pleistocene, we did not bring along camp equipment and
helpers to set it up. Havens merely shooed us into the transition chamber and
waved us off. Radich set his dials for 495,000 B.C. and pushed his buttons.


 


            The vertigo and other
symptoms of time travel had Brenda looking like a very dead fish by the time
the dials stopped spinning. Radich set the chamber down with scarcely a bump,
and out we piled.


 


            The landscape looked pretty
much like the present-day Australian bush, dusty green and brown. The timber
was mostly eucalyptus and acacia, with some araucaria and pandanus. There was
none of that pest, the Opuntia or prickly-pear cactus, which some idiot
introduced a century or two ago and whose spread the Aussies have been battling
ever since. A few birds flew up, but otherwise we saw no animal life, no sign
of the marsupial Hon or other predators.


 


            Prendergast spread out his
map. "I figure, we're just about here," he said. "Now, if the
terrain is anything like that of five thousand years ago, the ground drops off
west of here into a little dingle or gill, with a billabong at the bottom, and
then rises back up on the far side. If you want to see wild life, that's the
place for it, since the animals have to come to the billabong for a drink. I'll
show you the way."


 


            We set out after
Prendergast, with his video recorder on his shoulder. It must have weighed
twenty kilos, but the little bloke didn't seem to mind.


 


            After a half-hour scramble,
we came to the edge of the depression Prendergast had mentioned. Sure enough,
through the bush we could glimpse water at the bottom of the depression. There
were also a couple of animals drinking at it. We couldn't tell much about them
at that distance and with all the bush in the way, even through the glasses,
save that looked to be of pretty good size and clad in brown fur.


 


            "Diprotodons,"
said Prendergast. "Want to go closer for a look, eh?"


 


            "Oh, yes!"
breathed Brenda, stringing the cord of her little camera round her neck. She
had stood up under the hike very well. "This is what I've dreamed
of."


 


            "You two go down,
then," said Prendergast. "I'll stay up here to shoot pictures, if I
can find a spot with a better view." To Cohen and Malgaru he said:
"You stand by, please, since I need your fire power. As soon as I've shot
a good strip, we'll go down and join them." Turning to Brenda and me, he
added with a nasty little smirk: "That'll give you two some privacy—that
is, if Sir Reg can still rise to the occasion."


 


            As the implications of
Prendergast's remark sank in, I felt myself getting as mad as a meat-ax. I
started to make a fist to bash the blighter. It wouldn't have been sporting,
with my being twice the fellow's size; but at that instant I didn't care.


 


            Then Brenda smiled sweetly
in a way that warned me she was going to slip in the stiletto. She said:


 


            "I assure you, Mister
Prendergast, that Sir Reginald can do all the things he did as a young
man—perhaps better if not quite so often. Come on, Reg!"


 


            Away she went, skidding down
the slope in her new boots.


 


            Ordinarily I should have
been a bit more cautious in my approach; but I couldn't let my life's partner
show me up. So I slung my rifle over my back to leave both hands free; and down
I went, skidding and stumbling. I took one small tumble, but I grabbed a branch
and stopped my fall before it did any harm. I called out to Brenda:


 


            "Watch where you put
your feet! Snakes!"


 


            Australia has today a fine
assortment of venomous serpents, and we may assume that they slithered around
quite as frequently in the Pleistocene. But Brenda bounded on ahead of me as if
she were still a schoolgirl. After so many years of dealing with wildlife, I
have no irrational horror of snakes, as many have. But I don't take chances
with organisms that can kill me with one little bite.


 


            "Slow up!" I
called. "You'll scare the critters away from the water hole with a noisy
approach." Actually, most of the animals we see in prehistoric times show
little or no instinctive fear of human beings, because they have never been
hunted by man.


 


            As we neared the bottom of
the slope, we began pushing through the bush toward the billabong. Soon we had
a good view of the diprotodons, relatives of the present-day wombat but vastly
larger. In size this pair resembled a grizzly bear or even a rhinoceros.
Otherwise they were rather nondescript creatures, with thick plantigrade limbs
and big, bulbous heads with little round ears, and all clad in the same
dark-brown fur.


 


            The diprotodons had finished
drinking and were just turning away from the pool, when Brenda exclaimed
"Hey!" She had her little camera up. "Wait!"


 


            The diprotodons paused at
her shout, swiveling those huge heads around. Brenda burst out from cover, ran
forward a few steps, dropped to one knee, and focused the camera.


 


            The diprotodons turned away
again and lumbered off. Brenda ran a few steps after them, trying for another
shot. In so doing, she bumped into—literally bumped into—another patron of the
water hole, who had just come out of the bush on its way to the billabong.


 


            The newcomer was a
fawn-colored giant kangaroo, so large that it made the biggest present-day
kangaroos look like joeys. It had been poling its way forward at the
slow-moving gait that modern roos employ in grazing, using its forelimbs as
crutches to swing its huge hindlimbs forward as a pair. When Brenda brushed
against it, the animal reared back and straightened up, raising its head a good
three meters above ground. It towered over Brenda, who is a good-sized girl.


 


            I must confess that I had
been so busy watching Brenda and the animals that I had forgotten to unsling my
rifle, still strapped across my back. I squirmed out of that sling faster than
ever before and started to bring the rifle to bear.


 


            At the same time, the giant
roo took a swipe with one of its forefeet at this strange little creature that
had barged into it. Brenda gave a yelp of pain and swung her camera on its cord
so that it banged the roo on its nose. The roo jerked away in a startled manner
and cut loose with a huge bound, over some low bush. By the time I had the
beast in my sights, it had taken off on a second bound and quickly disappeared.


 


            The whole confrontation
lasted only a few seconds. I could, I suppose, have shot the roo before it
passed out of sight. But the brute evidently had no intention of bothering us
further, and my main concern was for Brenda. I hurried up to find her nursing a
single long scratch on her forearm, with little drops of blood forming along
it.


 


            I had a bottle of
disinfectant in the pocket of my safari vest, and in a few seconds I was
swabbing the scratch. It was not serious—the roo's claws had barely penetrated
the skin—but we don't take chances with strange infections.


 


            I was bandaging the injured
arm when I saw Brenda's eyes, looking past me, widen with apprehension. I spun
round as something huge came pouring down the slope after us. A large hole
yawned in the side of the slope, and we had passed that gap without noticing it
in our carefree descent. The new arrival had popped out of this cave and was
headed toward us with evidently unfriendly intent.


 


            This formidable creature
stood at the apex of the Australian Pleistocene food chain: not a marsupial or
even a mammal, but a reptile, Megalania. It was a monitor lizard,
related to the Komodo dragon but ranging up to fifteen meters in length. It
thus surpassed the biggest crocodiles, the salties; to find a crocodile of such
size you would have to go back to the Cretaceous. Megalania had larger
and stouter limbs, enabling it to get around faster on land than any croc; and
crocs can trot along faster than you might think when you see one snoozing
after a meal.


 


            One argument among
paleontologists has to do with the way the limbs of quadrupeds are joined to
the body. In salamanders, the legs protrude sideways and have only limited
mobility. In the more primitive reptiles, the shoulder and hip joints still
cause the upper part of the limb, the thigh and the upper arm, to project
horizontally from the body; but the forearm and lower leg are set vertically,
enabling the animal to move in a livelier way.


 


            The final step towards full
quadrupedal locomotion is the modification of the hip and shoulder joints to
bring the upper limb bones to vertical, as it is in mammals. A completely
vertical limb, acting as a column, can obviously support the weight of the body
with less muscular effort than a limb that is bent into a right angle.


 


            Back in the Permian, some
lines of reptiles made this transition. These included the dinosaurs, the
crocodiles, and those that evolved into mammals. But the ancestors of the
lizards did not. Well, at the K-T boundary between Cretaceous and Paleocene,
all the dinosaurs went poof, along with several other orders of
reptiles. But the lizards survived, despite this awkward limb arrangement of
the upper joints. The dragon that charged Brenda and me was just an oversized
lizard, with the primitive hip and shoulder joints. But that fact did not stop
it from being a bloody effective predator, about the nearest thing to the
conventional dragon that I had ever seen—


 


            Oh, sorry, Mr. Saito. I
sometimes get to lecturing on the wonders of prehistoric life and forget the
story I'm telling.


 


            Believe it or not, in
setting up this jaunt into the Aussie Pleistocene, I had completely forgotten
about Megalania. I had read about the animal, of course; but in planning
this mini-safari I must have thought only of the larger marsupial carnivores
that we might meet. During the Cenozoic, South America had a marsupial
sabertooth, Thylacosmilus, just as big and bloodthirsty as the more
familiar sabertooth cats from other continents.


 


            So here came this
super-lizard, scrambling down the slope with its big yellow eyes locked on
ours. It was mostly slate gray, like the Komodo dragon; but with faint
grayish-green stripes on its flanks instead of those red markings on that model
Megalania in the Australian Museum in Sydney.


 


            I brought the animal's head
into my sights, aimed between the eyes, and pulled the trigger. The gun went—click!


 


            I worked the
bolt and tried again: another click. The Megalania approached within a
dozen meters, looking a hell of a lot more dragonny than any Komodo monitor. It
was quite as intimidating as any theropod dinosaur I had ever faced, although
in a fight between a Megalania and a Tyrannosaurus or an Epanterias
I'd bet on the dinosaur. Being a biped, the theropod could simply bend down
and grab the lizard by its spine, either the neck or the back.


 


            Sorry, I'm digressing again.
You can bloody well bet I didn't think any such thoughts while the super-lizard
was rushing upon us.


 


            A quick check showed that
the magazine of the rifle was empty. I felt as that bloke Siegfried in the
opera would have felt, as he stood outside the dragon's cave and cocked a snook
at the dragon. Then, when Fafnir (I think that was its name) took him up on the
challenge and came roaring out, the hero found he had left his sword back in
camp.


 


            Brenda threw a stone. It
bounced off the dragon's head, but the animal seemed not to notice. On it came,
hissing like the whistle of one of those steam-powered excursion boats they run
on the Mississippi and some other places for tourists.


 


            I stepped in front of
Brenda, fumbling in my safari vest for a cartridge. It was a toss-up whether I
could get a round into the chamber before the Megalania got its teeth
into one of us; it was already gaping and showing the scarlet lining of its
gullet. I remember thinking that, if bashing the brute over the head with the
butt didn't stop it, perhaps I could jam the gun down its throat.


 


            Then something whirled
across the terrain with a swishing noise and struck the dragon in the flank
with a boom. It was Malgaru's boomerang. The dragon staggered and swiveled
round toward the source of the blow. At that instant, Cohen's Bratislava
banged, once, twice, and thrice. The impacts knocked the dragon off its feet,
writhing and thrashing in the bush. Three more shots, one from my rifle, which
I finally got loaded, quieted the lizard down—though like other reptiles it
continued to twitch and snap long after it was officially dead.


 


            The boomerang had not done
the dragon much harm, save perhaps to crack a rib. But without the distraction
of that blow, the lizard would surely have fleshed its fangs in one or the
other of the Riverses before anyone could shoot.


 


-


 


            Cohen and Malgaru burst out
of the bush and trotted up to see if we were safe. I said: "Where's Prendergast?"


 


            "Over that way, taking
some more shots," said Malgaru. "Told us to go ahead and he'd catch
up. Here he comes now."


 


            Prendergast, with the video
camera balanced on his shoulder, stepped into view, burbling: "What a
marvelous film sequence! This will make a bonzer story for my next issue!"


 


            As he approached, I looked
closely at Prendergast's safari vest, and found the pockets bulged
suspiciously. I said:


 


            "Mark, let me have a
look at those pockets."


 


            "No need for
that," he replied airily. "Just spools of extra film."


 


            "Then there's no harm
in examining them." Smiling, I took a step toward him.


 


            "No, sir!" he
said, backing away. "I won't have you searching my person: that would be
an invasion of privacy! I know my rights as an Australian citizen. Go get a
warrant from a magistrate!"


 


            "Okay," I said,
trading looks with Cohen and Malgaru. "Since there won't be any
magistrates for half a million years, we shall have to do it the hard
way."


 


            I started for Prendergast.
He turned to run, but I brought him down with the kind of tackle they use in
American football. Cohen and Malgaru grabbed his arms. In his pockets, as I
suspected, I found the missing cartridges for my Mannlicher-Schönauer.


 


            We hauled him back to the
chamber, tied him up, and told Radich to return us to Present. There was one
delay, when Brenda said:


 


            "Darling, do you know
what I'd really love as a souvenir of this trip? The hide of that dragon, to
hang on our family-room wall, would make this honeymoon just perfect!


 


-


 


            Well, that's the story, Mr.
Saito. When we got back, there was the kind of stink you would expect. We told
our story; Prendergast told his. He said my rifle had been fully loaded, but I
got buck fever at the sight of the dragon and couldn't shoot. Then we three had
ganged up to frame him in revenge for some of the things he had written in his
magazine. Since Cohen's, Malgaru's, and my stories tallied, Prendergast's
version failed to convince. Havens fired him.


 


            The Australian union of
time-chamber employees struck to try to force Doctor Havens to take Prendergast
back. Unions have long been a major force in Australia, you know; and these
were loyally standing up for a fellow employee regardless of what he had done.
Algy Malgaru said with a broad grin:


 


            "What do you expect,
Reg? That's simple tribalism, among people who think themselves superior to us
Abos because they've evolved beyond that sort of thing."


 


            After a couple of months,
the dispute was compromised by the chamber's paying Prendergast some back
salary instead of re-hiring him. Prendergast dropped out of sight, and I have
no idea of where he is now.


 


            But if you would care to
visit us, I'll show you the hide of a fine Megalania, spread out on our
wall. Of course the tail is bent around, because we have no rooms with walls
fifteen meters long!


 


            Why did Prendergast carry on
this one-sided feud? Damned if I know, Mr. Saito. I'm no shrink; but if I had
to guess, I should say it was simple jealousy, allowed to flower into an
obsession. I'm no world shaker; but I have been, and done, and seen a lot of
things that I daresay Prendergast wishes he had been and done and seen. Because
he is younger than I, and because the paradox tabu stops transition chambers from
affecting human history, there is no way he could go back in time a little way
and get into the time-safari business ahead of me.


 


            No, I have no idea of how he
knew there was a cave in that slope, with a Megalania lurking in it.
Perhaps he had made an unauthorized time trip just before the one we made—say,
within a year of our safari. That's dangerous, because a slight miscalculation
can throw you into a paradox, and then—bam! you've had it. He must have
known the risk but have hated me with sufficient venom to have taken the
chance. l£ that's what the silly galah did, he got away with it on his
time trip, but in the long run he lost.


 


-
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            In 1954, I read a story by a
colleague, telling of a hunt for dinosaurs by time machine. I had been a
dinosaur buff since the First World, or Kaiserian, War, when my parents gave me
a copy of the 1912 edition of The Book of Knowledge. This included a
page of appallingly inaccurate and wretchedly-drawn pictures of prehistoric
life: a mammoth, a mastodon, several dinosaurs, and other Mesozoic reptiles.
Hooked, I read everything paleontological I could find and haunted the fourth
floor of the American Museum of Natural History, at 77th Street and Central
Park West, New York, where fossil skeletons were displayed.


 


            Fate denied me the lifetime
role of paleontologist; but I still thought I saw egregious scientific errors
in my colleague's story. These irked me to the point of writing my own story of
dinosaur hunting by time machine, "A Gun for Dinosaur," trying to
show how it should be done.


 


            Comes 1990; Bob Silverberg
asked me to write a dinosaur story for his proposed anthology, published in
1991 as The Ultimate Dinosaur. Feeling that Reginald Rivers ought to
have many good tales to tell besides "A Gun for Dinosaur," I wrote
"Crocamander Quest" for Bob.


 


            Then, finding myself between
books, I wrote five more Reggie Rivers reminiscences. I also edited "A Gun
for Dinosaur" to bring it into line with what I think I have learned in
the last thirty-seven years. For instance, I assume that by the time of these
tales, in the 21st century, the metric system, already in force in Reggie's
native Australia, will also have been generally adopted in the backward United
States.
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YOU RANG?


 


We'd gone two-thirds of the way round
our half of the palmetto, when I heard a noise ahead on our left. Holtzinger
heard it, too, and pushed off his safety. I put my thumb on mine and stepped to
one side to have a clear field of fire.


 


The clatter grew louder. There was a
movement in the foliage and a two-meter-high bonehead stepped into view,
walking solemnly across our front and jerking its head with each step like a
giant pigeon.


 


Then that damned gun of James s went
off, bang!


 


 


"Got him!" yelled James. "I
drilled him clean!" I. heard him run forward.


 


"Good God, if he hasn't done it
again!" I said.


 


Then there was a great swishing of
foliage and a wild yell from James. Something heaved up out of the shrubbery,
and I saw the head of the biggest of the local flesh-eaters, Tyrannasaurus
trionyches kimself ...


 


 


 


 


RIVERS OF TIME


 


This is a work of fiction. All the
characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance
to real people or incidents is purely coincidental.


 


Copyright © 1993 by L. Sprague de Camp 


 


"A
Gun for Dinosaur" is copyright © 1956 by Galaxy Publishing Corporation.
Copyright renewed 1984 by L. Sprague de Camp. 


"Crocamander
Quest" is copyright © 1991 and first appeared in The Ultimate Dinosaur.


"Miocene
Romance" is copyright © 1993 and first appeared in Analog magazine
under the title "Pliocene Romance."


"The
Synthetic Barbarian" is copyright © 1992 and first appeared in Asimov's
Science Fiction Magazine.


"The
Satanic Illusion" is copyright © 1992 and first appeared in Asimov's
Science Fiction Magazine.


"The
Big Splash" is copyright © 1992 and first appeared in Asimov's Science
Fiction Magazine.


"The
Mislaid Mastodon" is copyright © 1993 and first appeared in Analog magazine.


 


All rights reserved, including the right
to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form.


 


A Baen Books Original


 


Baen Publishing Enterprises 


P.O. Box 1403 


Riverdale, N.Y. 10471


 


ISBN: 0-671-72195-X


 


Cover art by Bob Walters


 


First printing, November 1993


 


 


 


To Nick Hotton
and Bill Sarjeant, who
vetted my paleontology, 


and to Graeme
Flanagan, who
checked my Australian.


 


 


 


 


Distributed by


SIMON &
SCHUSTER


1230 Avenue of
the Americas


New York, N.Y.
10020


 


Printed in the
United States of America


 


 


 


* * * * * *


Back cover


 


 


 


HAVE GUN, WILL
TIME TRAVEL


 


Time travel came along just in time to
save Reginald Rivers' livelihood: guiding safaris hunting big game. There is no
longer any big game surviving outside of preserves, but in the world millions
of years past, from the Paleocene to the Pleistocene, bigger game than any in the
modern world was available in abundance. Anyone who could pay Rivers'
considerable fee could hunt the dinosaur of his or her choice. And, high as it
is, Rivers sometimes thinks his fee is much too low considering the headaches
he gets from his clients.


 


Among his motley crew of time voyagers
are fundamentalists determined to prove that evolution is a fraud, a stowaway
animal rights fanatic who doesn't care that the animals Rivers shoots have been
extinct for millions of years, a pair of scientists keen to watch the asteroid
impact that wiped out the dinosaurs, and a woman intent on bedding every member
of the safari, including her ex-husband. Tyrannosaurus Rex is a mere
inconvenience compared to this assortment of Homo sapiens....


 


 


 


cover.jpeg





