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Jeff felt a certain hardness under his backside, |ike he
had fallen asleep on a plush chair and come awake on a park
bench sonewhere.

He opened his eyes and stared at his destiny: a |arge and
messy | ounge of sone sort, outlines indistinct in what nust have
been the reflected Iight of evening street |anps. There was no
doubt about it. The broken-down couch in the corner, worn
wooden study tables to the right, books and papers and m sshapen
arnchairs strewn around |ike sone old runmage sale -- this was a
far cry indeed fromthe cool flow ng continuum of the contro
room The Thorne had worked after all.

Jeff strained to keep his adrenaline in check. Not even a
cl eaning person in the unlit room Good. It was late at night,
maybe even a weekend. No one to bunp into. He pulled a | ow
intensity fireflighter fromhis pocket. 1In the weak
approxi mati on of daylight, the | ounge | ooked even nore 20th
century. Remar kable! On the floor near his feet, he noticed a
ratty | ooking issue of _Look_ magazine. The August 23, 1963
date on the cover caused another rush in his veins, but told him
not enough of what he needed to know. The magazi ne coul d have
been lying around for years by the | ooks of this room

He had to know the exact date of his arrival. It would tel
hi m whi ch of the eight plans to inmplenent. Cutching his
del i berately nondescript suitcase, he wal ked quickly to the
door. He noticed a torn _Time_ nagazi ne dated
Cct ober - sonet hi ng, 1963, and frowned.

Jeff delicately opened the door and patted the shirt of his
janitor's outfit. He was an academic with strong ties to the

working class -- his great-great-grandparents had slaved in
sweat shops -- and he wel comed the prospect of testing out his
jargon, costune, and identity on the |ocal popul ace.
Unfortunately -- or fortunately -- no victins were in sight. He

wal ked out, carefully closed the door behind, and strode in
search of an exit.

"Sher-er-ry, Sherry baby. She-er-ry..."

For some nonents now, Jeff thought he had been hearing a
faint falsetto whining. He walked down the last flight of
stairs, out into the street, and recognized the shrieks as
"Sherry" -- an early rock hit by the Four Seasons. Mbore
i nconcl usive evidence, not particularly heartening. He'd done
a special lecture on the Seasons and t he Beachboys just | ast
year, and knew for a fact this song cane fromthe sunmer of 1962

The air felt chilled, like maybe early Cctober. A '59 or
'60 Fairlane 500, from which the Seasons' song seened to be
emanating, was no nore help in establishing an exact date than

t he song.
The street beyond the Fairlane | ooked clearer and uglier
than he'd expected -- a bright nmessy watercolor spilling onto

itself. He wondered what his expectations about this place were
really based on. Probably nore on Andrews' "Village Square" hit
of last year than the hours of 1980s fil mand phot ographs he had



reviewed till his eyes had burned with fatigue.
He spotted a blonde girl in what used to be called

dungar ees wal king towards him "Uh, pardon me, Mss," he said
as nonchal antly as he could, "do you know the tine ... and the
dat e pl ease?"

She gave hima strange | ook and gl anced at her watch. "A
quarter to twelve," she said, without slowing a step

Wl |l thanks a lot, Jeff thought. "Excuse me, Mss, I'm

sorry to bother you, but if could you tell me the date as
well..." He found hinmself shouting after her. She just kept
wal ki ng. He shook his head and wal ked the ot her way.

The chill was beginning to eat at himas he made his way
towards West Fourth Street and Washi ngton Square Park. There
t he usual conpl enment of derelicts and weirdos -- some things
never change, he smled -- were keeping the late-night vigil.
No point in trying to get a straight answer about the date from
that crew. He sighed, then noticed the quaint old phone booth
on the corner. He picked up the receiver and punped in eight
quarters in rapid sequence to nmake sure he would get a

connection. "Hello, Operator, could you tell me what today's
date is?"

"The date, sir? I'msorry, but we're only supposed to give
out nunbers.”

"Well, is there a nunber | can call to find out the date?"

A faint odor of urine perneated the booth.

"Checking, sir. No, | have a nunber for the tine, but I
don't see one for the date.”

"Well, then, do you think you could be a human bei ng
i nstead of, uh, a computer, and tell nme the date anyway?"

"I"'msorry, sir, but we're only supposed to give out
nunbers. "

"And have you no function in the universe or reason for
exi stence other than giving out nunbers?"

"I have no function, sir."

Jeff slamed the phone down and shook his head. |[|'d nmake a
great diplomat, he thought. At this rate, I--

"Having trouble with the phone, Jack?" Jeff turned to find
hi nsel f addressed by -- was it a slacker or a hippie? -- about
25 years of age. "The phone conpany's been hangin' _every_one
up lately, nman."

"Yeah," Jeff smiled, "it's getting worse and worse. Look
| wonder if you might be able to help ne. [I'mdisoriented, |I've
got to know what the date is." Jeff |eaned out of the booth,
deaf to the quarters that clanged in the coin return.

"I can dig it, man, really."

"Good, then, can you tell ne what the date is?" He inhaled
deeply of the less tainted air outside the booth. Conpared to
what he had just been breathing in, it snelled |ike perfune.

"Well, like, that's a difficult question, man. | nean it's
Novenber 21st now, but it'll be Novenmber 22nd in a few m nutes.
And of course for the cats over in England it's al ready been
Novenber 22nd for a few hours, and--"

"k, good," Jeff said. "And the year?"

"The year?"

"Right, the year -- as in 19..."

"Ch, well that's the sane everywhere, man. 1963."

"Wat ?"

"I knowit, man, time flies faster and faster these days..

Jeff wal ked dazedly down the street, fighting to think
t hrough fl ashes that spat at his brain. What the hell was this?



He was supposed to have energed sone tinme in the Fall -- the end
of Novenber was cutting it a little close, but ok, that stil
gave himat | east sone weeks to get to NASA, Mrton Thi okol
whonever. He knew the Thorne wasn't perfectly precise. How
could it be -- generating the kind of savagely powerful |oca
field needed to keep the Artificial Wrm Hole open | ong enough
to operate across tine. So it couldn't be that exact. But 23
years? What could he do to prevent the Chall enger expl osion
back here in 19637

He shook his head and it cleared a little. He had no
choice now but to return to the | ounge, activate the nmechani sm
for return to 2084, and try the damm thing again. He retraced
his steps to the Student Building. But his | egs noved sl ower and
slower, as if they opposed the decision to return. Finally he
st opped.

He stared at the Student Building across the street. He
focused on its gargoyl ed facade and played with a quarter in his
pocket. He pivoted suddenly and wal ked quickly again in the
direction of the Park. A hundred and twenty-one years was a
long tinme to have traveled into the past just to rush right
back. He could take a few nmore minutes to think this over

* k%

He wandered towards Sixth Avenue, then inside a coffee
shop. He sat down and read the sticky plastic nenu w thout
conprehension. The cracks in the red | eatherette uphol stery
j abbed hi s thighs.

"Had a rough day, huh honey? Wat'll it be?" The dyed
bl onde waitress was right out of a turn-of-the-cen video. Upset
as he was, Jeff the cultural historian liked this.

"Just a tea with mlk, please." By any conceivable |ogic,
he ought to return as soon as possible to 2084, so he could try
this again, and with any luck arrive at |east a few nonths
bef ore January 28, 1986. To do that, he had to go back now to
the I ounge in the NYU Student Building fromwhich he'd emnerged,

t he exact sanme place, that was the way the Thorne worked.

But something in Jeff rebelled against this logic --
something in his nature which said, |ook, you' ve gotten this
far, it's not good, but you may never get this far again, so you
better take what you can of this chance to save the space
program ..

But how?

He' d have to inprovise.

He t hought about the endl ess careful plans his team had
made for himto avoid getting caught up in sone paradox -- keep
the I oop clean, don't do anything in the past that m ght
underm ne the very foundation of this project. Steer clear of
everyone's great-grandparents... Jeez, how the hell was he
supposed to do that back here, 23 years earlier than he'd
pl anned to arrive, when he had no i dea where everyone he was
supposed to avoid was?

Jeff rubbed his head. Every second that he stayed here was
a knife at the throat of his future. He was off the screen, way
out of equation-range -- a single word to a wong person, sone
| and-m ne of the past, could set in notion a chain of events
that erased his coll eagues, maybe even him from existence.

True, he had no close family, no one that he really | oved deeply
anynore -- well, maybe still Rena, in a way -- but he certainly
hadn't undertaken this job to kill his friends, nake hinself a
martyr to a reconstituted future that night never know he'd
existed in the first place.



On the other hand, howreally likely was it that he'd run
into such a |l and-mi ne? Painstaking tests had shown that the
effects of nost interjections in the past were sooner or |ater
washed out in the nyriad of everything el se that remained the
same. And how coul d anyone from his vantage point truly know
what was intended all al ong? Maybe he'd al ways been supposed to
arrive here back in 1963 -- maybe he was ordained to help the
space program or humanity, in sone way other than stopping the
Chal | enger. Maybe that's why the Chall enger blew up after all,
because there was no way he could influence events this far back
to stop the explosion that took the heart and soul out of the
space program had set up the 21st century to be little nore
than an age of conmentary | ooking back on the Golden Age. Hi s
head spun. He could feel the sweet buzzing vortex of paradox

whi spering in his brain, drawing himin... No, | have free will,
"Il do what | damm well choose, | don't have time for paradox
now, | only have tine to act.

He | ooked at the clock on the wall. Twelve mnutes after
twel ve. Too nmuch lead tine for the Challenger -- the shuttle

had barely been conceived of in 1963. He supposed he could Ilive
the next 23 years in normal time here, and devise a new plan to
thwart the expl osion. Thiokol Chem cal Corporation had been
awar ded the NASA contract to build the shuttle's solid rocket
boosters on Novenber 20, 1973 -- just about 10 years from where
he was now -- so if he could hang on for a decade, he night even
be able to begin doing some good then. Leroy Day had been

pi cked to head planning for the shuttle in 1969, a few years
nearer.

But this didn't seem appealing. Ten years, even five, was a
long tine to stay out of trouble. And he couldn't even be sure
that the Artificial WrmHole would remai n operational that
long. The nmost their tests had confirmed was safe return after
18 nmonths in the past.

He of course knew exactly what else he might try to do on
this date. He knew its obvious significance. He didn't have to
be a cultural historian by training to knowit. Jeez, he'd
arrived at the edge of the oldest cliche in the science fiction
CD. Everyone and their great-aunt Martha had witten a story
about it.

What was the l|ikelihood that sone error in the teanis
cal cul ati ons, some unexpected flux in the AWH £ had | anded hi m
here on this of all dates? Maybe it wasn't an acci dent that
he'd sonehow been dropped at the doorstep of what _Tine_ nearly
a century in his past and 37 years from now had dubbed one of
the top five nurders of the m !l ennium

But if so, what was its deeper purpose?

Surely not to stop the events in Dallas tonorrow -- there
really wasn't enough time. He was in New York City, after
m dni ght, on Novenber 22, 1963. Wy too soon for Challenger.
Al but too late for JFK

Al but too late ... But what el se could he could do back
here, then? What el se had he perhaps been _neant_ all along to
do here?

He shook his head.

Did they even have air service to Dallas this late at
night? He didn't know \Wat kinds of planes? Propellers? No,
probably jets already.

Dallas was a thriving city even back in the 1960s, and at
the very | east he would probably be able to get a businessman's
flight early in the norning. But would that |eave hi menough



hours? What was the point of flying all the way to Dallas just
intime to hear that JFK had been shot?

But what was his alternative if he didn't use the AWH to
return to his starting point? Sit around like a jackass and
wait for Walter Cronkite's tear-choked voice to announce the
assassi nati on on TV?

Blondie arrived with his tea. Fortunately it was | ukewarm
and Jeff was able to drink it down in tw gulps. He pulled a
crunpled bill out of his wallet and left it on the table. Sone
bank clerk in the next few weeks would be stunned to see a
1981-issue ten-dollar bill with Donald T. Regan's signature, but
he had no other noney, and had to take a chance that such a
m nor anonynous anachroni smwouldn't disturb the time-1ine.
Loops could be perfectly clean only in theory. The bill would
likely be disnmissed as a clunmsy counterfeit or a joke. O who
knows, maybe it would be |lost before it even got to a bank
teller.

He wal ked out onto Sixth Avenue and surveyed his options
yet one nore tinme. The city was harsh, the air stank, he didn't
bel ong here. The sensible thing to do was return to 2084. And
yet. ..

He flagged down a passing cab. "Kennedy, uh ... Idlewild
Airport. On the double, Chief." As the cab pulled away, Jeff
recal | ed George Bernard Shaw s line that the reasonable nman
adapts to his surroundi ngs, the unreasonable nman attenpts to
change his surroundings to suit hinself, and all progress
depends upon the unreasonabl e man.

There had to be something nore to this than Dallas, but at
this point Dallas seemed the only way to get to it.

I nside the coffee shop, the waitress stuffed the bill in
her bosom pocket and | aughed. "I tell ya," she said to the fat
man stuck behind the cash register |ike a nmelon, "these actor
types are all the sane. They never renmenber to wait for their
change. |'m gonna keep this for good |uck."

* k%

"Tunnel or Bridge?" the cabbie grunted through chewi ng gum

Jeff wasn't conpletely sure what he was tal king about. "Do
what you think best, Mac. Just get me to the airport as fast as
you can." He shifted his weight on the springy seat and | ooked
t hrough the dirt-caked w ndow ...

"Just got off the late shift, right? M brother-in-Ilaw
does the m dnight-to-eight shift for Hel nsl ey. You gotta do what
you gotta do to nake a living these days, right? What's the
use of talking."

"Yeah, the inflation's inpossible," Jeff agreed. Can't go
wrong in any century griping about inflation. And he nade a
note to hinself to get out of the janitor's outfit as soon as he
got to the airport.

"Yeah," the cabbie growmed, "ain't it the truth.”

Jeff felt in his pocket for his reassuring puterwafer but
got no confort fromit. He knew he was fully on his own now,
pl ans pertaining to 23 years in the future all but worthless.

In a worst-case scenario, if all he could catch was an early
nmorning flight, he'd have nmaybe an hour or two to get to the
Book Depository Building in Dealey Plaza after his plane arrived
in Dallas. If he could somehow get to the Building by 11, he'd
stake out the upper floors and try to intercept the gunnman ..

or gunmen ... or gunwonen. He wondered whether he'd find Lee
Harvey Oswal d up there by those wi ndows. Historians would give
their right arns to know. A hundred-and-twenty years of



theorizing had left themno closer to knowi ng who had kill ed
Kennedy than the unsatisfying "lone nut" explanation of the
Warren Conmi ssi on.

One thing Jeff did know the assassination of JFK probably
did nore to ultimately harmthe prospects of humans in space
than even the horrible Challenger disaster. His team had
briefly considered sending hi mback here to 1963 in the first
pl ace, but rejected it on the grounds that too rmuch was stil
unknown about the assassination for themto nount an effective
plan to stop it. So here Jeff was without a plan anyway. ..
rushing like a nmoth to a flame that he had little chance of
ext i ngui shing, but was too attractive to resist..

"Any special termnal, Mac?" The grunt drew Jeff back to
the real world, though this ride seened scarcely nore real than
his musings. He | ooked at his watch and whistled. This old
gasser had gotten himto the airport in under an hour
"American Airlines, Chief, and thanks." Jeff set his watch to
the tine on the foolish-1ooking clock pasted on the cabbie's
dashboard. It was now 1:07 in the norning of Novenber 22.

He paid in dirty dollar bills printed 20 years in the
future and sprinted into the termnal, a garish but not
unchar m ng conbi nati on of wine red carpet and shiny chrone
trimming. It rem nded Jeff of early technicol or novies. He
ducked into the men's room unpacked clothes from his suitcase,
and shortly enmerged a stylish 80s businessman. He expected
this wouldn't cause too rmuch of a problem-- if his clothes
| ooked a little odd, people would likely chalk that up to his
dressi ng European. There was nore difference in henispheric
styles in this century.

He approached what appeared to be a nock-wood ticket desk.
The pert red-headed kewpi e-doll behind the counter added to his
feeling that he was in an ancient film "Am1l in time for the
late-night flight to Dallas?" he asked with his friendliest
smile.

"Ch, I'mvery sorry, sir, but our last flight to Dallas
left at 12:30. Qur next one |leaves at 8:00 this norning, and
believe that Delta has a flight that |eaves at 6:20. Shall |
make a reservation for you?"

Dam. "Could you tell me what time the Delta flight
arrives in Dallas?"

She pull ed out a paper directory and checked. "Nine

fifty-seven Dallas time, sir. Shall | nake the reservation?"
"Yes, please do," Jeff said, "and could you point ne in the
direction of the airport hotel?" Jeff paid in cash -- he had a

bunch of credit cards too, but they were all hopel essly out of
date, in the wong way. She counted the noney and Jeff held his
breath. The bills were small denomination, suitably soiled,
fromthe 1970s. She didn't notice anything askew

Jeff walked slowy to the end of the termnal. It would be
ridiculously close in Dallas -- even if the plane | anded on
time, he'd barely have an hour to get to the Book Depository and
stop the killing.

* k%

The bed in the International was unexpectedly confortable,
t hough the roomlike the airport ternminal had sonme faintly
artificial snell. Jeff fell soundly asleep, and dreaned he was
in a classroomgiving his "Earth Was Never Room Enough" talk
while Dion's "Abraham Martin, and John" played in the
background. Rena sat in the front with her |egs seductively
crossed, but her face |ooked a |lot |ike Sandra Dee's. He could



hear soneone tal king just outside the classroom going on and
on and utterly ignoring his lecture. It was Janmes C. Fletcher
NASA adni ni strator who had had the nost to do with the shuttle
program Jeff was screaming at his students to pay attention
when t he phone rang.

He funbled with the ungainly receiver and dropped it. Then
he smacked hinself in the nouth with it. "Hello," he finally
managed, rubbing his eyes and | ooking in vain for the viewer.

"Good norning, Dr. Harris! Five thirty wake-up call!" a
femal e sing-song voice chined nmerrily.

"Thanks." Jeff replaced the receiver with great effort and
sat up. He rubbed his sore lips and fought off the inpulse to
go back to sleep for just another 15 minutes. He could sleep
for 15 days the way he felt, but he dragged his body out of bed
and quickly dressed. Last night's businessman with maybe a bl ue
knit tie to go with the grey wool suit would do fine.

The cof fee house was a zoo. He hadn't nmuch appetite, but
forced hinself to eat the soggy eggs for strength. Looking
around, he realized again that there was a lot he didn't |ike
about this place. Hi storians like their history fromthe safety
and conveni ence of the future -- the past on a platter with al
the conforts of honme. Not like this..

"Excuse me, sir." The waitress startled Jeff as she | eaned
over with the check. "That's an interesting bracelet you' ve got
on there. My husband's a jeweler, and | don't think |I've ever
seen anything like it."

"Uh, thank you." Jeff glanced down at his watch, scooped
up the check, and quickly left the table. "My, uh, kid's
studying el ectronics,"” he said half over his shoulder, "and it's
somet hing he designed for me." Geat. He'd been wearing this
flector for six years now, and with all the departure commotion
yesterday he'd forgotten to take it off. Hustling to Delta
Departures, he renoved the silver sliver fromits enbed on his
wist and placed it in a side conpartnment of the suitcase. Then
he took out the clunky Timex anal og sonmeone had given him and
stopped a monent to set it and strap it on his wist. He shook
his head in self-disgust. First the future bills he was handi ng
out everywhere |ike candy, and now this. The nmoney he had no
choi ce about, but the flector was sheer stupidity on his part.

He sighed. It didn't really matter. |If by sonme wild luck
he coul d stop the JFK assassination in Dallas, nothing that he
did now woul d make nuch difference. If not, well...

The Delta was a sardine can, and Jeff sat white knuckled in
a wi ndow seat waiting for take-off. Finally it began maki ng
taxii ng noi ses, the conforting runblings of sone great beast's
i nnards, and Jeff |eaned back and tried to relax. The
stewardess had a tight skirt on, pitching her derriere right at
him better view than the w ndow

Well, so far his rating of 1963 was food and decor not too
good, women a distinct possibility. This seened in line with
that refrain fromthe classic Wody Guthrie song about the
social fallout of relativity: Can't go North, can't go South,
or up, down, anynore. But | can still go in and out, M.
Einstein, | can still go in and out..

It remained to be seen whether he could get in and out of
t he Book Depository in tine.

* k%

The 707 pierced like a needl e through the remmants of haze
over Dallas. Jeff peered through his peephole at the airport
bel ow as the captain announced they'd be |anding nmonentarily.



He had so little tinme. Everything depended on his getting
to the Book Depository as quickly as possible. He'd shove
t hrough lines, junp over turnstiles, knock down people if he had
to. No gesture of asinine civility could be allowed to slow his
exit.

The screech of aircraft hitting the ground hiked his pul se.
He felt the seconds ticking, each in phase with his pounding
bl ood. He braced for the perfornance. He coul d see not hing
but taxi at the end of the tunnel, the taxi that would bring him
face-to-face with God-knew what at the Book Depository.

The pl ane shuddered still. Its doors grunbled open
Debar ki ng passengers spilled like mndless ooze into the
termnal. But one of their number was nore m nded than he'd

ever been in his life: single-mnded in his determnation to
dive into that cab. Get out of ny way, you goddamm fools. |
don't have tine to say sorry.

Jeff swamin powerful strokes through the current, half-way
through the term nal, now three-quarters through and al nost out.
Every shred of his being, every ounce of his purpose, was
focused on closing this last little gap to the exit. He was
al nost believing that maybe he would stop the assassination
after all, maybe this was the way indeed that he was destined to
save the space program He saw JFK' s face before him
superinposed on the Chal l enger, superinposed on the fl anes,
superinposed on i nnunerable stars..

VWi ch was why he never saw the towering cart of |uggage
that fell upon himless than three feet fromthe glass doors,
and knocked hi m unconsci ous.

* k%

He opened his eyes to a throbbing headache and blurry white
of what must have been a hospital room Funmes of fornal dehyde
hung in his nostrils and made himgag. "I see you' re awake, Dr.
Harris," a lazy Texas accent jarred him "You ran into a rack
of luggage at the airport and sustai ned a noderate concussion
but you're going to be just fine."

Jeff leaned up on an elbow to get a | ook at the nurse.
"Where am | ?"

"Dall as General Hospital. We'Ill need to run a few tests on
you, and if everything' s all right you'll probably be able to
| eave in the norning."

"I..." Jeff fell back on the pillow and tried to breathe
slowy. He felt cold and clamy and slightly in shock. He took
several deep breaths, and tried to focus nore clearly on the
nurse. Her eyes |ooked red and puffy. CQutside his roomhe heard
what sounded like a radio or holocenter blaring in the corridor
-- atumult of loud talking and wailing. "Wat's going on out
t here?"

Nurse K. Arthur burst into tears, and Jeff got a sudden
feeling in the pit of his stomach that he knew exactly what the
ruckus was about.

"They killed the President," she sobbed. "I really
shouldn't disturb you with this. They rushed himto Parkl and
Merorial, but he was too far gone." She heaved with tears. "He

was so young, so beautiful. Wy would anyone want to _do_
somet hing |ike that?"

Jeff reached out to confort her. "OmM" Pain cut through
his back like a stiletto.

"Here, let me help you." Arthur |eaned over and gently
eased Jeff back into bed. "You probably wenched a nuscle or
two." She puffed up the pillow and smled. "There. I'Il tel



the doctor you're up and I'msure he'll look in on you a little
later." Her smiled suddenly wavered and tears welled up again in
her eyes. "They wounded Vi ce President Johnson and killed
Governor Connally. They say it was one of those Conmunists.
What's going to happen to the country now?"

"I don't know," Jeff barely answered, too tired to tell her
t hat al t hough her information was wong, her sense of inpending
cat astrophe was all too on-target.

He slept fitfully the rest of the day, pestered and
punctured by a procession of interns and orderlies bent on
waki ng himup, taking his tenmperature, and telling himhe needed
nore sleep. He asked for a TV or radio at least five tines and
got not hing. The phone by his bed was broken. He couldn't tel
whet her the norgue-|ike atnmosphere was standard or a consequence
of the assassination. The assassination -- every tinme he
t hought of it, he felt like retching. A |eaden, queasy
t hi ckness of despair seemed to hang over everything.

He fell asleep at last into sonething deeper that let him
dream He watched a team of 19th century surgeons, |ong hair and
whi skers and bitter-sweet al cohol snell in the room work over
what nmust have been a very inportant patient. Straining his
head cl oser, he could see that the patient was a fish, cut open
and spread apart down the nmiddle. The Chief Surgeon produced a
mal | et and began pounding the fish, while others cut off pieces
and put themin little bags. "Ch, I'monly joking, old boy,"
the Surgeon turned to Jeff and said in a crisp British accent,
"this is dinner, of course!"”

Jeff sat up sharply in bed, awakened by yet another nurse
cone to stick something in him "Wat do you want now?" he
rasped, wincing fromthe pain that cane as he propped hinself

up.

"Just some intravenous for the evening, Dr. Harris. [It'l
hel p you sleep." She wheel ed sone torture-like contraption over
to him She was a bi g-boned, handsone, |ight brown woman, about
35, who spoke with a lilting accent.

He shook his head to clear sone of the cobwebs. "I already

ate your |ousy supper. Wiy do |I need intravenous?"

"Pity the nurse who has a doctor for a patient," she said
inthe mldly scolding tone of voice that seened a part of every
nurse's repertoire. "Now why don't you just lie back Iike a
good boy and let nme get this working." A strong arm pushed Jeff
back gently but firmy, and she began applying al cohol to his
ski n.

Once again the door flung open, this time admitting two
burly black men carrying an inpossibly fat TV set.

"I tell you what, Nurse, ah, Daniels." Jeff freed hinself

fromher grip. "I'll take this intravenous only if it's
prescri bed and admi nistered by an intern or resident. So you
want nme on that, you call in a doctor, fair enough?" This

should buy hima little time to think this through. There was
somet hing he didn't |ike about this nurse, not to mention that
he wasn't particularly partial to the prospect of being
festooned with intravenous needl es and tubing, 1960s style,
carryi ng who knew what kind of viruses and sub-vees they didn't
even know about back here, and he night not have been inocul at ed
agai nst .

Dani el s | ooked at the two nen hooking up the TV set and
then back at Jeff. "No nmeat off my behind, honey," she said, and
abruptly wheel ed the equi pnent out the door

Good -- she'd apparently decided it wasn't worth making a



scene in front of the techies. "Thank you, gentlenen," Jeff
told themas they finished up. "See? 1t's not true what they
say about the nedia always causing problens. Sonetines a TV can
be very hel pful ."

They | ooked at himlike he was crazy, and left.

Jeff pivoted gingerly in the bed, placing his feet on the
floor in slow, exaggerated notions. Pushing hinself up shakily
fromhis seated position, he found he coul d stand. He wal ked
unsteadily to a chair by the wi ndow, and sat hinmself down with
the utnost caution. The pain he expected in his back was
mercifully slight. He reached for the suitcase | odged neatly
agai nst the wi ndow and fished inside for his clothing. Thank God
the case wasn't lost at the airport. And a good thing, too,
that it had been progranmed to open only in response to his and
no one else's sweat. O herwi se he'd have had sone explaining to
do about sone of the contents.

He had to get out of here right away. He had to get back
to New York, back to the student |ounge. He reached deeper
i nside the suitcase. The rough fiber of the janitor's uniform
finally chafed his fingertips. He doubted that an NYU janitor
| ooked anything like the hospital variety, but this was stil
his best choice. He dressed very carefully, praying that his
body woul d hold up I ong enough for himto wal k out of this
horror-nmovie of a hospital -- this horror-show of a world.

Suitcase under his arm he tiptoed to the door and opened
it a crack. H's roomseenmed to be in the mddle of a |ong,
orange-pink tiled corridor that stretched in either direction
with no one in sight. Peering out a bit nmore, he could see what
| ooked like a nurse's station down to his right. He hesitated.
Hs mnd felt swollen and paranoid, he had no confidence in his
judgenents. He didn't feel good about just wal king out, but he
felt much worse about staying. He opened the door and strode as
casually as he could to the left.

He slowy becanme aware of voices ahead of him He took a
few nore steps, then stopped and |istened. They were definitely
nmovi ng closer. He | ooked down the corridor the other way. Too
long a distance to try returning to his room He gl anced
qui ckly around at the rooms within reach and tried the door of
t he nearest one.

Locked!

He tried anot her one.

Sanme result!

Hi s hands grew nmoi st and his head |light and the voices
| ouder. He felt nauseated, as if he was about to vomt and pass
out. He breathed deeply, steadied hinmself, and tried another
door.

It opened! He |eaned against the inside of the door
t hankful and quaking, until the entourage passed. From what he
could hear, they seened to be just a team of porters.

Rel axing a bit, he groped for the light switch to see upon
whose room he had intruded. This was an extrenely stupid nove,
he realized just as his hand flicked the switch, for the patient
m ght well begin scream ng. Fortunately the room seened to be
some sort of storage facility.

He | ooked around and stopped on a | unmpy somrething stretched
out in a far corner. Again his heart started pounding, for he
suddenly was sure he was | ooking at a dead body. He forced
hinsel f to wal k over and focus. The lunpy something was a | ong
bag of stained |linen

He resumed his journey down the corridor, this time with a



bit nmore assertion in his gait. He turned randomy down severa
connecti ng passages, passed several orderlies and nurses and
made a point of not avoiding their gazes, and eventually wound
up at what | ooked |like a service elevator. The doors were open
He wal ked in and pressed Lobby and hoped for the best.

The el evator wobbled its way down, Jeff envisioning hinself
a dead nman dangling froma slowy descending rope. The doors
finally opened on a poorly lit hallway that said G ound Fl oor
He wal ked a few feet, and was glad to see the hospital |obby. He
wondered why the act of |eaving a hospital always felt |ike
escape froma high-security prison

He hailed a cab and said take me to the airport. The cabbie
t al ked Kennedy, but Jeff was too tired to give nore than grunts
i n response.

He sank into bed in the notel room utterly drained. He
cl osed his eyes and | ooked again at the lunpy bag in the
hospital laundry room It was a wonman's body, face down, wearing
only a 20th-century bra and shiny beige panties that clung
tightly to her rear. She |ooked famliar. He turned her over
and found eyes staring blankly up at his. He tried to scream
but his throat stuck. The eyes were Rena's.

He sat up in bed, broken out in a cold sweat, and shuddered
for a long tine..

| guess I"'mnot as cut out for tine travel as once
t hought, he thought. But how coul d anyone know t hat beforehand?
You had to actually live through these |oops, bristling with
serrations, to know the toll they took

* k%

Twel ve hours later, he was on a plane for New York
Staring out of the wi ndow as the engi nes revved up, Jeff
realized he was losing a gol den opportunity to stop the killing
of Lee Harvey Oswal d. He | ooked at his watch. That would
happen tonmorrow. He toyed with the idea of making a | ast-mnute
dash fromthe plane and calling the Dallas police. He'd have

plenty of time and ... No! For once he'd do the cautious thing
and return to New York and then 2084. No chance the police
woul d take his call seriously anyway -- just another crank cone

out of the now festering assassi nati on woodwor k.

O course, a crank who knew about Oswal d's nurder would be
someone Jeff would want to nmeet. Wasn't there sone story that
the Dall as police were indeed warned by soneone about the
shooting of GCswal d? Was that sonmeone Jeff? O soneone el se on
trespass fromthe future?

He fidgeted with his seatbelt. Mybe the attenpt on his
life in the hospital last night -- if that nurse with the
i ntravenous was indeed trying to kill him-- was intended
precisely to stop himfrominterfering with Ruby's nurder of
OGswal d.  No, that sort of reasoning would get himnowhere. It
was paranoi d nonsense. Yet he was here on this plane | eaving
the scene of the crinme of the century, when there were plenty of
things he still mght do..

The plane's Iift-off ended his reverie. Jeff tried to
direct his thinking to what awaited him-- going back to 2084
t hrough the Thorne, then into it again, through a new AWH, and
out again in 1985, the time he should have arrived in the first
pl ace, to stop the explosion of the Challenger. He stared

steel -eyed out the window. No one could help JFK -- that should
had been obvious all along. You can't change history on that
major a level. But the Challenger -- that was nore mechani cal

presumably an acci dent of technol ogy, not of sick human



intention, nore anenable to the time traveler's mnistration

That was what he kept telling hinmself, but it gave him
little confort. Cbviously, travelling back to 1985 wasn't as
easy as he and his team had thought -- if it was, why was he
here? There were things about time travel they didn't
under st and.

He | aughed bitterly. The last thing he wanted to be was a
"Fourth Magi" -- that additional wi se man fromthe East who had
gotten a late start in his journey to give the infant Jesus a
gift. The potentate then spent the next thirty years in a vain
search for Jesus, always arriving in places a few hours after
Jesus had left. Wen he finally caught up it was too late --
Christ was already on the cross. Just as Jeff had been with
JFK.  Wbuld he be that way with the Chall enger too? Arriving
just in tine to see that horrendous expl osion that took so nuch
else with it? Inpotent witness wasn't the role Jeff had trained
for.

* k%

He landed at Idlewild in the early evening. The sadness in
the air was thicker than pollution. Soon it would harden into
t he cynicismand outrage that disrupted the sixties and defornmed
a good deal nore of the tines that cane after

It's not nmy fault, Jeff kept telling himself. M/ job was
to stop the Challenger tragedy -- | never really had a chance to
stop what happened in Dallas. | wasn't properly prepared. It
was crazy even to try.

He took a cab back to the Village, the same trip he had

taken 48 hours ago, in reverse. Everything was different. It
was Saturday night, and throngs of people were out, but the
sounds and colors were drained of wvitality -- |ike someone had

pul l ed the plug on the watercolor, and all of its light had
| eaked away.

His cab pulled up to the Student Building. Three
green- and- bl ack police cars huddled like ugly roaches near the
entrance. Students were mlling about, five or six officers
were conferring on the side, and the night air crackled with the
sound of police bulletins and the glare of pulsing lights.

"What's going on here, Oficer?" Jeff demanded, nore
sharply than he'd intended.

"Who the hell are you?"

Jeff funmbled for his faculty ID, crafted to | ook like a
1985 edition, and hoped it would get by the beefy, florid-faced

policeman. "Sorry, Oficer. | teach at the College of Libera
Arts and Science here."
The cop eyed the ID, Jeff, and softened. "You're a teacher

from anot her divi si on?"

"Right," Jeff said, not really knowi ng what that neant.

The cop nodded. "The student |ounge was broken into two
hours ago and severely vandali zed. These ki ds got no respect
for property. Hey Professor, you ok?"

Jeff felt his knees buckle. He reached out to the police
car for support. "Oficer, |I've got to get up there right away.
| ... there are sone inportant papers that | rmust get a | ook

at." He was pleading.
"Qut of the question." A big armrestrained Jeff, already
in motion towards the building. "The place is a mess. dd ass

and garbage all over. Someone torched that whole floor --
probably some kid didn't like his grades. Believe ne,
Professor, it's not safe.”

Jeff pulled free of the blue arm For a second he



considered making a run to the building. But he knew it was
hopel ess. He hadn't the vaguest idea what was really going on
what had happened in the [ounge. But he knew w th cloying
certainty that his |life was now seriously derail ed.

Maybe the AWH had i npl oded, maybe some kid had torched the
pl ace as the cop had said, but whatever had happened there was
no way that soft shimering light would be there for him--
surely no way he could code it for use and enter it even if it
was there now, w thout a dozen w tnesses |ooking on. A few
dozen bills out of tinme he could take a chance on | eavi ng back
here; wal king into the AWH with 1960s peopl e as an audi ence,
maybe even trying to follow, was insane. He couldn't risk what
that would do to reality -- might do to his very existence.

So he turned and wal ked shakily down the street. The cop
m ght have said sonething but he couldn't hear it. The off-key
anmusenment park quality of the Village congealed nowinto a
proper smarny nightmare. Jeff staggered a bit further, then
grabbed on to a corner |anmp pole. Then he | eaned over and did
what he had wanted to do for nearly two days: he threw up what
seened |i ke every ounce of substance in his stonach.

He | ooked at the ness he had nade on street, and wondered
what part of that food m ght have conme from 2084. Wuld be a
long, long tine if ever, he knew, before he was likely to see
any of that again.

* k%

A Beatles' song was playing sonewhere in the distance. A
DJ was talking. No historical noment, no hushed buil d-up. Just
the Beatles...

Jeff opened his eyes. He | ooked out of his w ndow at the
street below. Md-April sunshine coated the sidewal k |ike
clarified butter.

"...traffic light in npost places but still heavy on the
Kosci usko Bridge," the radio continued. "HOA hal fway through the
third shift with you on WABC. Good norni ng!"

Jeff hoisted hinself out of the easy chair. H's clothes
felt stale and runpled -- he had spent the night in them-- and
he needed a shave. He stripped, showered, shaved, and
approached the pile which served as his wardrobe cl oset. Today
woul d be a special day. He put on a blue buttondown shirt, dark
brown corduroy slacks, and pulled his Navy blue knit tie into a
| oose fitting double-Wndsor, the only kind of knot he knew how
to make. He slung a corduroy jacket over his shoul der and
anbl ed down the three flights of stairs.

Jeff played with his scranbled eggs at the Yorkville
Rest aurant and considered his situation for a thousandth tine.
He pushed three pieces of egg to one side. Hs arrival 23 years
earlier than planned, the |uggage accident in Dallas, the
destruction of the student |ounge -- were these all related, or
t hree pieces of random rotten | uck?

He coul dn't accept his being a Robinson Crusoe in the past.
He understood his predicanent, his utter stranding in the 1960s,
| ogi cally enough. And yet sone part of himhad waited these
past five nonths, hoping that one of his team woul d one day
m racul ously appear to rescue him He'd imagined Rena in this
role, but how could she? The mouth to 1963 had been seal ed
with the inmplosion or trashing or whatever had taken out the
| ounge. He'd been back up there several times, when no one was
around, but the | ounge had been totally reconstructed, with no
sign of the AWH

The team had no way of knowi ng he was even here --



presunmably all they would know is that he hadn't succeeded in
stopping the Chall enger disaster. |If they sent anyone el se
back, it would likely be to 1985, where he was supposed to have
gone, not here. And who knows if Rena or whoever woul d succeed
any better than he. Maybe Steven Hawki ng was right in his

chronol ogy protection conjecture -- maybe the universe protects
itself fromalterations via time travel -- renopves unwel cone
Thornes fromits side -- whether by misdirecting travellers,

bl owi ng up AWHs, both, nore.

So he was probably stranded. But maybe not totally w thout
options. He had to gingerly probe the contours of tinme travel
-- see just what small things it mght allow and then perhaps
he'd try a few larger things. Wat he had in nind for today was
the first nodest step in this direction

Jeff paid for his breakfast and wal ked out into the coo

nmorni ng sunlight. H' s nmoney problens were finally over -- he had
a job with a decent salary. Some parts of the team s exhaustive
pl anni ng had worked out after all, had survived his imrersion

inatim 23 years earlier than expected. Their nassive search
of historical records had uncovered fourteen Harrises who had
done graduate work at universities in the nid-20th century. One,
naned Geoffrey, had earned a Ph.D. in social psychology fromthe
Uni versity of Edinburgh in 1958. Their names and acadenic

di sciplines were close enough that Jeff with a m xture of
Ceoff's credentials and his own know edge of the field would
have been able to denonstrate a convincing identity in 1985-86
-- the teams reason for coming up with this. But it turned out
to al so be enough for Jeff to land a job back here as an Adjunct
Prof essor at the third school whose ad he'd answered, his act
sufficiently polished, hinting just enough know edge of new
trends in the field to kindle admration wi thout suspicion. It
was a last-mnute Spring teaching appointnment, to fill in for a
regul ar Professor unexpectedly on | eave, that required only
cursory credentialing. But it was a foot in the door, and it
paid real noney.

He squinted at the sun and inhal ed deeply. The polluted air
still bothered him and he sonetines felt as if little pieces of
bl ack soot were burning holes in his chest. He wheezed
slightly. But the day felt prom sing, even beautiful, and he
caught the crosstown bus to the I RT subway on West 86th Street.
This would take himto the "Intro to Sociol ogy" class that he
taught at City College on I37th Street in Harlem

* k%

Further up the subway |ine, near a place called Pel ham
Parkway in the Bronx, Ms. Sarah Harris also nade her way to
work. The day was beautiful to her too, and she al so wheezed a
bit -- fromasthm -- as she wal ked down the bl ock to Sapernman's
Bakery where she worked behind the counter. Her mind was filled
today, as it was on many days, with images of the Ukrainian
countrysi de around Kiev, and with pictures of her father. She
could see himas clearly as if he were standing right in front
of her, even though she had | ast seen himnore than 60 years ago
and a continent away. Her brown eyes, still keen and al ways
wi se, glistened a drop, not fromsoot but sentiment. Those eyes
were al nost identical to Jeff's. She was his
gr eat - gr eat - gr andnot her

* k%

At City College, in a place presciently named Harris Hall
Jeff labored to make a concluding point about MLuhan. "So
you see, it's not what we watch on television that's inportant,



it's the fact that we're watching television -- rather than

readi ng a book or listening to the radio -- that MLuhan says
really counts. This is what he neans by “the mediumis the
message. ' "

Jeff | ooked at the students, npbst of whom were scribbling
his words wi thout the slightest conprehension. The three girls
from Queens who sniled at himcertainly hadn't the vaguest idea
what he was tal king about. Neither did the foreign kid, his
nmout h conti nuously hangi ng open, who at |east made no attenpt to
di sgui se his puzzlenment. But a fewin the class did seemto have
some tiny understandi ng of what Jeff was saying. The girl in
the back with the soft brown eyes seemed to be in touch with
him Anyway, Jeff |liked the way she | ooked at him

"Ck, that's about it for today. Read the pertinent
sections of _Qutenberg Galaxy_, and I'll see whether | can get
you sone advance copies of _Understanding Media_." Jeff grabbed
his corduroy coat and strode out the door, smiling at the girl
with the soft brown eyes.

He hurried to the subway at |137th Street. He |ooked at his
watch -- the flector nmodel, for Jeff no | onger cared about
keepi ng such m nor aspects of his cover. |In fact, he hoped
future artifacts like this mght attract someone's benevol ent
attention, maybe soneone else fromthe future, who could help
him He'd have gladly kept spending his 1980s nmoney too for the
sane reason, had he not been afraid that sooner or |ater sone
good sanaritan would have himarrested for counterfeiting.

It was 11:56 -- nore than enough tine.

But the subway took |onger than expected, and it was 12: 35
when Jeff ran down the long flights of stairs at the Pel ham
Parkway station in the Bronx. Saperman's was only a few ninutes
away by foot, so Jeff wasn't too worried. Still, he half-wal ked,
hal f-ran.

He was sweating when he reached the bakery. He realized
this was nore fromanxiety than exertion. Hs
great-great-grandmother had died in 1992, at the age of 97. H's
gr andf at her, whom Jeff had spent some of the npbst satisfying
times of his childhood with, had been just 6 when Sarah Harris
had di ed, but grandpa carried menories of her warnmth and voice
and sumers they had spent together in their cottage on Cape Cod
Bay, and Jeff felt he knew Sarah through this.

But he stopped, suddenly not sure he could do this. Wat
woul d he say to this woman? How woul d she react? A snell of
appl e strudel pernmeated his thoughts -- grandpa's strudel, an
old famly reci pe grandpa had | oved to bake -- and this gave him
courage. He wal ked in.

"Hello," he said in the direction of the three matronly
worren who stood behind the counter and | ooked up at himas a
cl anki ng bell on the inside of the door announced his presence.
Not a single one of them | ooked anything like his

great-great-grandnother. "Can | help you?" one of themsaid in
a soothing Jewi sh accent that he'd heard only in the novies.
"Uhm yes ..." he began, not quite sure what to say. "Does

a Ms. Sarah Harris work here?"

Just then he heard a rustle fromthe back. H's
great - gr eat - gr andnot her wal ked out from behind a curtain,
carrying sonme sort of cake in an open box.

"Sarah, a _boichik_to see you," one of the women said with
a | augh.

Jeff felt like shouting with joy. He suppressed this,
along with the urge to junmp over the counter and hug her. She



| ooked great -- like her best picture, from soneone naned Sol's
bar-m tzvah, conme to life

Sarah was snmiling, a wonderful smle he had seen in his
father and some of his aunts and uncles and hi s grandfather.
"You | ook like I know you," she said. "You're one of Louie's
gr andsons?"

"Right, Louie," Jeff answered quickly. His mnd sped
through famly history. Louie was Sarah's ol der brother. The
two had come with a niddle brother -- Hyme -- to New York
around 1900. Sarah was a little girl then, about 5, and Louie
was |ike a father to her. Her real father and nine other

brothers and sisters she would never see again. Louie -- Uncle
Loui e, Jeff's grandfather had always called him-- had noved to
the West Coast after World War Il. He had fathered a big fanily

hi nsel f, and Jeff recalled that these in turn had given Louie
dozens of grandchildren who fromtime to time showed up at
weddi ngs and bar mitzvahs on the East Coast. Good. Jeff for
now woul d be one of them

Sarah took of f her apron and noved out from behind the
counter. "lI'mtaking the rest of the afternoon off," she said to
the matrons. "You tell Murray I'll nake up the time this
weekend, ok?"

"No, no, please, Ms. Harris," Jeff raised his hand and
smled. He didn't think he could take nore than a few m nutes
with his great-great-grandnother in this first nmeeting. "1've
got just alittle over an hour before an appoi nt ment downt own,
and | don't want you to lose tine fromyour job. How about we
go for a cup of tea at the Dairy Restaurant by Lydig Avenue.
It's Kosher, right?" He had checked out this whol e nei ghborhood
a week ago.

Sarah | aughed heartily. "It seenms you know nme and this
area very well. OK, let's goto Lydig. Tell Miurray |I'm back in
an hour," she said over her shoulder to the counter

"So it seens you know ny name but | don't know yours,"
Sarah said as the two wal ked the half a bl ock around the corner
to Lydi g Avenue.

"I"'mJeff. Jeffrey Rosenberg." Jeff was 99% positive that
Rosenberg was Sarah's nai den nane.

Sarah's eyes wi dened in pleasure. "Yosef was the nanme of
nmy father. Wonderful of Shlonp to nane you after him W have
only one son, and we naned himafter ny husband's -- Yitzhak's

-- nother. So you're Shlonmo's boy, then?" Now Sarah's eyes
furrowed in sone confusion. "Or are you Harry's?"

Jeff smiled and thought frantically as they entered the
restaurant. He ushered Sarah to a table, and once seated,
ordered two cups of tea -- with lenon for Sarah, mlk for him--
fromthe elderly waiter who | ooked |ike he had about five
mnutes left to live.

He knew t hat Sarah prided herself on perfect recall of
every relationship in her extended fanmily. Right now she was
probably realizing that as far as she knew, Shlonp had no son
naned Jeffrey, and neither did Harry. Jeff breathed in sharply.
Time to tal k about the inpossible.

"I"'mnot really Louie's grandson,” he said slowy.

In another time and place -- in fact, in nopst times and
pl aces, including this one -- such an adni ssion woul d have been
cause for alarmfor Sarah. But her powerful intuition told her
this was not a stranger to be feared -- not a stranger at all

"You're much closer to ne than Louie's grandchildren,”
Sarah finally said. Her eyes |ooked |Ioving, not challenging, to



Jeff.

"You' ve travelled very far in your lifetime, Sarah," Jeff
said softly. "Do think it mght be possible to travel across
years, across tine, just like you' ve travelled across great
di st ances?"

Sarah chuckled. "You nmean like angels? O maybe I|ike the
_meshugenas_ on the Twilight Zone?" She pronounced the "w' |ike
a "v," so the show sounded Iike "Tvilight Zone."

Jeff couldn't help laughing. He would have sworn that the
only TV this wonan woul d have ever watched ot her than the news

was the Lawence Wl k Show. "Yes, sonmething like that." Jeff
felt much better after laughing. He put his teacup down.
"Sarah, 1'mgoing to tell you something now. You're a very
intelligent women, and what I'mgoing to tell you will seem
totally crazy to you. But please hear ne out. It will take

just a mnute. And then I'mgoing to ask you to do a very
i nportant favor for me. You don't have to agree now, but please
prom se ne that you'll think about it."

"It's about what Hitler did in Europe?" she asked with a
cry in her voice. Her hand shook, and she spilled sonme of her
tea, though the cup was only half full. Jeff suddenly felt very
guilty. H s great-great-grandnother | ooked so rmuch younger than
he had pictured her, seen her in her pictures, that she had
seened at first not so old to him Now she | ooked every one
one of her sixty years, and Jeff felt terrible that he was
stirring up these denobns about the hol ocaust and who knows what
el se. But he had to finish what he had started here.

"No, it's not about Hitler." He paused. "I'myour
great - great - grandson, Jeffrey Harris."

A small shriek came from Sarah, and the blood left her
cheeks. "Sarah, please." Jeff took her hand. "I have to |eave
now. But | need you to do sonething for ne that is very very
important -- ny life nmay depend upon it. In 25 years, you'l
get to know ny grandfather, when he was just a little boy and
you'll be rmuch older." Jeff realized there were tears in his
eyes. "And you'll be a wonderful grandma to him believe ne.
But | want you to promise that you'll tell him-- your little
grandson -- about this neeting. |'mnot asking you to believe
me now. You can tell your grandson that you had this neeting
with a crazy man who clainmed to be your great-great-grandson
years ago. But everything depends on your telling him sonething

-- sonmet hi ng about me, about this -- 25 years from now. "

Sarah's head shook -- not no, but fromtrenors. Her eyes
were a confused m xture of anger, uncertainty, |ove. Now she
slowy shook her head no. "I don't know you," she whi spered.

"I know. But |I'mpart of you -- |I'myour DNA vyour blood."
Jeff stood up, then | eaned over and kissed her. "I |ove you,
Sarah, | always will. Go by your instincts in this." He put a
five dollar bill on the table, and hurried out the door

Now the April breeze caught his face, seemed to nove him
along. He walked in a daze, not really know ng where he was
goi ng, to the Pel ham Parkway station. He paid his fare, wal ked

t hrough the wooden turnstile -- nearly getting a splinter in his
thigh -- and sat down on the rotting green bench to wait for the
train.

And then he renenbered. His grandpa swi nging with himon
t he hammock. Tal ki ng about a summer he'd spent years ago when
_his_ grandma was still alive, on Cape Cod. He was four, maybe
five, so it was 1990 or 1991. His parents and little sister had
gone out to Cooke's for supper. He'd had a bad cold, and had to



stay in the cottage. Grandma Sarah stayed with him It had
started raining -- very hard -- an August Cape Cod stormt hat
seened to drench the beach and every living thing. And she
tol d himabout the strange man who had cone to her long ago in
Saperman's, the bakery where she used to work. ..

Jeff was shaking. Thank you, Sarah -- you came through for
me. He felt like running back and huggi ng her, but didn't dare,
| est this somehow throw a curve into what he had j ust
acconpl i shed here.

He was sure this menory of what his grandfather had told
hi m about what _his_ grandnother had told _him_ hadn't existed
before. It proved that he was real in this convoluted past --
that he could do things here which could indeed change the
future, even if the change were as slight as a grandnother's
words in a Cape Cod storm some 60 years before he'd been born
But those words, his menory of his grandfather's conveyance of
them neant everything. Sarah Harris had given himhis first
real hope. |If he could change the future through her, he could
figure out a way to sonehow contact his team and get back to
wher e he bel onged.

He was crying. For he also realized that in a deep
i ndescri babl e way he m ssed Sarah Harris even nore than his
wor |l d of 2084, and he knew there was no way he ever coul d have
bot h.

* % *

"I think he's very attractive," Carla Caplan of Flushing

said. "You know, not in the Marlon Brando or Paul Newran way,
but in a cuddly way. Like a teddy bear." She stroked her |eft
thunbnail with an enmery board.

"Ch, | don't know, " Amy Jacobson replied. "Hi s accent is a

little strange. And anyway, he never pays any attention to us.
The only girl he ever looks at is the girl in back of the
class. "

Carla noved her hand al ong the nylon stocking on her Ieg.

"That's not true, Amy. |'ve seen himlook at us lots of tines."
"The two of you are ridiculous.” Sandy G eenfarb shook her
curly brown hair. "Besides, teachers don't date students in

this pathetic school. City College is too ol d-fashioned for
that."

"Who said anyt hing about dating?" Carla replied. "And
you're wong, anyway. Didn't you hear about Atwick in the Bio
Departnment? They say he got a girl pregnant. Put some Spanish
Fly in her drink."

Sandy bl ushed. "That's absurd. And anyway, Professor
Harris is nothing like Professor Atwick. He's much nore refined
-- nore of a gentleman."

"How woul d _you_ know?" Any junped back in.

"No one knows rmuch about Professor Harris. He just started
teaching here this term" Carla said.

"He's not married. That's all Carla needs to know. " Any
| aughed.

"Shh," Sandy said as Jeff wal ked into the room

"Late as usual," Any whi spered

"Well, I've read through nost of your papers." Jeff
sl ouched into the chair on wheels and stretched his feet out on
the desk. "And I'msorry to say that they were nore gruesone
than | expected."

A murmur of irritation rippled through the class.

"Now to begin with..." Jeff began, as one student, even
| ater than he, hurried through the door. It was the girl with



the soft brown eyes, who bit her lower [ip in an apol ogetic
smle and slipped into a rear seat as inconspicuously as

possi bl e.
"Mss, uh..." Jeff inquired, returning the snmle
"Laura Chapin."
"Yes, uh, Mss Chapin, | was just telling the class that

nost of these papers on the MLuhanesque interpretation of the
Beatl es m ssed the point entirely. But there were a few
exceptions. And yours was anong the nost refreshing.”

Ay shot an |-tol d-you-so glance to Carl a.

Laura's eyes dilated with delight. "Thank you."

Jeff finished the class five mnutes early and headed
qui ckly out the door. "Professor Harris," Laura called after
him He stopped a few feet down the hall and turned to face
her . Jeff realized she | ooked taller and ol der than he had
t hought, her brown hair jostling invitingly around her
shoul ders. "I wanted to thank you for what you said about ny
paper,"” she said, slightly out of breath.

"You earned it. You have a fine mnd."

She smiled wthout |ooking too enbarrassed. "I was
wondering if we mght be able to get together and tal k sonetine
-- in your office -- I, um have some questions |I'd like to go
over with you about grad school."

Jeff | ooked at his watch and gestured Laura to walk with
himtowards the stairs. "Look, 1'd ask you to join nme for |unch
right now, but |I've a departnmental neeting to attend. Wy don't
we have |unch together next Mnday?"

Now Laura's face flushed a bit. "I ... that would be very
nice, but I've got labs starting at noon that run to four
o'clock. Do you think it m ght be possible for us to neet in
your office at 4:30 on Monday?"

Jeff stopped and | ooked steadily at Laura for a nonent.
Those eyes were alluring. "Mnday at 4:30 it is, then," he said
crisply, and strode away.

* k%

"I alnmost didn't keep our appointment today," Jeff said,
sipping the third glass of red wine he and Laura had partaken
since they'd adjourned their nmeeting fromhis office.

"Ch? And what possibly could have kept you?" The w ne had
| owered Laura's voice to a quiet, warmcontralto. The cafe,
five mnutes on the subway fromhis office, had the snmell of
fine spirits and food.

"I didn't want the aggravation," Jeff said.

Laura consi dered his deadpan face, then burst out |aughing.
"Well thank you very nuch."

"What would you say if |I told you that |I could predict the
future?" Jeff asked off-handedly, taking another sip of his w ne.

"You nmean in a socially forecasting way?"

"I mean in every way."

"Well, Professor Harris, you told us in one of your
| ectures that for very good reasons no one can ever really know
the future. So | would say either you were lying ... or speaking

nmet aphorically."

"CGood," Jeff nodded, "but let's say | stubbornly insisted
that | did know the future, and that this in no way contradicts
what | said in nmy lecture about no one ever being able to know
the future. Wat would you say then?"

"I"d say you were kidding ne or crazy." Laura thought for a
bit. "I don't think the future exists yet -- it doesn't exist
until it's actually created, in the present -- so there's no way



you or anyone could really know it in the way that we know we're
here in this little bistro on Broadway, for instance."

"Fair enough." Jeff waved to the waiter for another round
of wine. "You're sharp. But let's say | were to tell you that
Lyndon Johnson will beat Barry Goldwater by a | andslide this
Novenber ?"

Laura shook her head. "No. Not good enough. Everyone
expects Coldwater to get the nom nation, and there's no way that
Johnson won't win big what with the Kennedy synpathy vote.

You' d have to do better than that."

Jeff smiled and rubbed his lips with his fingers. The
Beatl es' "Thank You, Grl" played | anguorously in the
background. "Gk, how s this: Let's say | tell you that in about

a year and a half fromnow, the Beatles will have a hit record
called "Help' froma novie by the same nane?"

Laura | aughed. "You've got imagination, 1'll say that for
you. But | still don't think I'd be convinced. How do | know

that you're not a personal friend of George Martin's with sone
special information about the Beatles' plans?" Laura frowned

for a noment then snapped her fingers. "No, |'ve got it! You
tell me what nunber on Billboard' s Hot 100 a non_-Beatle record
-- one that won't alnost certainly nmake Nunber One -- will be in
1966, and I'Il believe that you know the future!"

Laura extended her hands in a triunphant gesture, pitching
over a nearly full glass of red wine onto her shirt in the
process. Jeff junped up, napkin in hand, and began patting
Laura's soaked sl eeve dry. He progressed fromher sleeve to her
cheek, and suddenly was | ess than an inch from Laura's upturned
face. Her eyes were rosy with wine, her nmouth soft and parted.
He touched his lips to hers, gently at first, then found hinsel f
lost in a realmof warnth and darkness. .

He finally pulled away. "Well," he managed, gasping a bit
for breath, "no one can ever say that | don't give ny students
personal attention."

"I"d be glad to wite you a letter of reconmendation," she
said, smling. "Now you see why | didn't want to have | unch
with you."

"You found this aggravating?"

"Quite the opposite,” Laura replied.

Still standing over her, Jeff touched her hair with his
finger. "l've got a lot |I need to tell you," he said softly.
"By the way, no one but a record producer would know t he exact
nunber on the charts of a record even now, so your test of ny
know edge of the future is too demandi ng."

* k%

They wal ked hand in hand a few evenings | ater along groves
overl ooking the Hudson River. Across they could see the
Pal i sades of New Jersey, carved whole out of stone as if by sone
suprenme civilization, and near themthe palette of Wave Hil
Park in the late Spring. Wve Hill -- hone of Mark Twain, of
Toscanini, and an Easter parade of a notables across a century.
In the late 1800s, WIIliam Appl eton had lived here, amidst his
publication in Arerica of Darwin and Spencer. JFK had lived in
a house across the street in the 1930s. Recently a British
anbassador had donated nobst of this to the people of New York

Jeff knew it wouldn't especially help his larger
predi cament to get involved with Laura, to tell her what he was
about. On the other hand, what harmcould it do -- set in
notion a jagged tinel oop which would wi nk hi mout of existence?
Not likely. And the smell of her neck and his need to tal k had



been conpelling. So he'd told her. And here he was, stil
around, and feeling fine.

He breathed in slowy. Fragrances real and recall ed bathed
his brain. "You know, when | was a kid, my grandfather used to
tell me about summers he spent on Cape Cod when he was a kid
hinself. At night, sometines two or three in the norning, he'd
wal k al ong the beach and gradually | eave his cottage in the
di stance. Sonetimes he'd turn around and, still seeing the
light of the cottage, would wal k further until it was conpletely
gone. Then he'd close his eyes and think, there's no difference
bet ween what | see with ny eyes open and nmy eyes closed. He'd
sit in the salty water, a foot or two deep, and feel the cold
fluid pul se of the cosnps throbbing through his clothes. Then
he'd get up and wal k again, cold but not shivering, until he
made contact with that spot of light that was his cottage. He
was never sure until it happened that he would see that |ight
again. But when he did, he'd walk with the satisfaction of
knowi ng that after having gone out to the very limts and beyond
of his usual reality, he was about to enter it again. | never
really fully understood what ny grandfather was saying to nme --
until now. "

Laura | ooked at him stroked his face with the center of
her palm "You're serious about this, aren't you?"

"Serious about what?"

"The tinme travel," Laura said.

Jeff said nothing.

"I can be with you anyway," Laura said. "I don't have to
believe it's real. | can pretend to believe it's real, play
along that you're fromthe future, like you say you are. I|I'm

not sure there's all that nuch difference between really
believing and pretending to believe anyway, if you pretend
sincerely enough."

"You' ve got some phil osophy there," Jeff said.

Laura took his hand, put it to her lips.

"And you're not worried that | really _am crazy -- maybe
danger ous?" Jeff asked.

"Ch, you're dangerous all right," she said, grazing her
teeth over his index finger. "And as to your story -- ny feeling
is that whatever the truth of it, you're a good man. | fee
ri ght about that."

Jeff sighed. "You remenber what | said the first day of
cl ass about no one really knowing for sure that anything is rea
-- we could well be dreaming all of this, and m ght even dream
t hat someone pinched us and tried to awaken us and not hi ng
happened -- but that we'd all go crazy unless we took at | east
some |leap of faith, and assuned on nothing better than faith
that the world is real and we were really here?"

"I was late for that lecture, wasn't |?"

"No, I"'mquite sure you were there," Jeff said. "Look, I'm
trying to say that--"
"I know what you're saying." Now she |ooked at himvery

intently. "You want me to take that leap of faith with you and
your story. You want ne to assume that what you're saying is
true, even though | have no evidence for it and it flies in the
face of reason. You want me to say, look, | know this is crazy,
but I'mgoing to give you the benefit of the doubt, entertain
your insanity, see where it leads us. |In other words, pretense
isn't good enough for you -- you want to make this really hard
for me." She turned away.

"Somet hing like that, right," Jeff said.



"What is it about ne that's always attracted to lunatics,"”
she nmurnured. She turned around and kissed himfull on the
lips.

* k%

"Two Papaya." Jeff held up two fingers to the man at the
Papaya King on 3rd Avenue and 86th Street. "One to drink here
and a quart to go." There was nothing like this drink in his
century. \hatever the hell it was -- whatever its special
m xture of pulp and sugars -- it was delicious.

He wal ked down 86th Street, package in hand, towards his
pl ace by the East River. H s place ... he was feeling nore and
nore confortable in this place, and that made himfeel
unconfortabl e, out of place. There were things he nissed from
his world -- faces on the phone, words on the screen, poles of
the planet as easily accessible as the north and south parts of
this borough -- but he mssed themless and | ess. Especially
when he was w th Laura.

Still... He picked up a copy of the _Daily News_. Johnson
was on the cover, saying he was going ahead full force on the
space program and on the inside was a picture of GQus Gissom
Jeff had thought about doing something to prevent the fire that
woul d kill Gissom Wite, and Chafee in their Apollo 1 capsule

on January 27, 1967. But that was still over a year and a half
away, and he couldn't be sure what inpact that m ght have on the
Moon | andi ng, which was still the lonely high watermark of human

penetration of space. No, he didn't dare mess with that --
better to bide his tine, and wait the 19 further years, al nost
to the day, for a chance to avert the Chall enger catastrophe,
and the fatal blow it had delivered, in retrospect, to the space
program

But Jeff didn't suffer abidances of tine very well. \What
was the point of tine travel, anyway, if not to short-circuit
ordinary time, nake new things happen? It seened the last thing
that should be required of the tine traveler was patience. Jeff
knew now, ever since his experience with Sarah, that he could
change the future -- which meant that his existence here could
make a difference. But he had to get sone word back to his team
in 2084. How? He'd even tried taking a page from Asi nov --
what was that book, _The End of Eternity ? -- and placed small,
di screte, but clearly informative ads in a variety of
significant journals and newspapers |ike _The New York Times_.
But not hi ng had happened. He had no idea if any of the ads had
even cone to the attention of the team-- 1964 was after al
wel | before the age of online information, and an ad in a
newspaper this old nmight well have slipped by the Big Scanni ngs
in the new nillennium

He opened the door to his apartment quietly, so as not to
wake Laura. She'd been sleeping over a lot, and Jeff figured
she'd be moving in with himsoon. He wasn't sure how his
col l eagues at City College would take this -- the 1960s were one
of the decades of sexual liberation, but Jeff wasn't enough of
an expert on that aspect of popular culture to know just how far
that went.

He tiptoed into the bedroom He |liked |ooking at Laura
when she was sleeping. Her eyes were open just a crack, and he
could see the bottons of her soft brown eyes tracing sone sort
of REM dream di agram He hoped it was of him He |ooked at her
body, her breasts, one nipple partly exposed. He could do a |ot
wor se than spending the next 23 years with her

He wal ked carefully back into the kitchen, put the papaya



juice into the refrigerator -- he loved it, a living antique,
right out of the Smith-Sonyian -- and took out some eggs. Was
chol esterol verboten in this decade? He'd been neaning to ask
Laura. It certainly wasn't in his. He started a pot of water
boiling for the eggs, and sat down at the table to read the
paper. ..

"Jesus!" he shout ed.

"What's the matter?" Laura shuffled out of the bedroom
rubbi ng her eyes.

Jeff shook his head in shock, disbelief.

"What's the matter, honey?" Laura wal ked over, put a
concerned hand on his shoul der

Jeff pointed to the paper

"What? What is it?" Laura asked.

Jeff jabbed at a picture. "l know her,

was a nenber of ny team Rena Sarrett.”
* k%

he rasped. "She

Laura | eaned over, and read aloud the article associated
wi th the photograph. " run down by a bus on Central Park
South |l ast week.... died the next day ... her co-workers say she
was hired by Gaulin's, an insurance firm about six nonths ago

attenpts to locate Mss Sarrett's relatives have all proven
unsuccessful ... police would appreciate anyone with information
contacting them.."

"She was part of your project?" Laura asked.

"Right," Jeff said, his voice choked with enption

Laura had the presence of mind to turn off the water, which
was furiously boiling. "And you and she were | overs?"

"What ?" Jeff croaked.

"I"'msorry," Laura said.

"Yeah, we were lovers. Once. Along tine ago -- actually,
in atime which doesn't even goddam exist yet. Does that
mat t er ?"

"Did you | ove her?" Laura asked.

"Yes," Jeff said, tears in his eyes. "But not as nuch as |
| ove you."

Laura put her arns around his neck, stroked his chest.
"That's all that matters to me. | |ove you too."

Jeff rubbed the side of his face agai nst her hand.

"What does this mean?" Laura asked. "I nean, your friend
getting killed..."

"It neans they sent her back too -- maybe to find ne here,
who knows, nmaybe they got one of ny nmessages after all," Jeff

said. "Or maybe they were trying to send her back to 1985, to do
the sane job | was supposed to do, but for some reason she got
sucked back here to the 1960s too. | don't know "

"What are you -- we -- going to do now?" Laura asked.

"I don't know," Jeff said.

* k%

"I don't really want to go to this party,"” Jeff said,
t rudgi ng reluctantly after Laura up a steep street in
Washi ngt on Hei ght s.

"Come on," Laura turned around and pulled his hand. "It's
been over a nmonth since you found out about Rena, and all you've
been doing is nmoping and brooding -- it's time you got out and
saw sone people. It's sunmmrer already, for God' s sake."

"Not moping -- thinking," Jeff said. "I was knocked

unconscious in Dallas, Rena was killed by a bus, both in places
we shouldn't have been. There's got to be some conprehensible
pattern in this."



"I know," Laura said, nore softly. "It's alnost as if
there's something in the nature of things that doesn't want
people to time travel -- and punishes them when they do."

"You know | dreamed about Rena dead, shortly after | got
out of the Dallas hospital,"” Jeff said, recalling this for the
first time. "I wonder if that has any connection to any of
this."

"Well, remenber you told nme that Kip Thorpe--"

"Thorne," Jeff corrected.

"Right, Kip Thorne and his peopl e hypothesized that people
flipped into alternate universes when they changed history
through time travel -- that that's how the | oops opened by the
Thorne stayed clean -- so maybe, sonehow, because you're here in
t he past, you've caused an alternate universe to conme into
being, and in that universe you' d already |ived past know ng
about Rena's death, because that universe is progressing at a
di fferent pace, and somehow your dream connected you to this
alternate version of your self..."

Jeff smled. It was at tinmes like this that he could
under stand how he had cone to feel so close to Laura. "You
don't think I'msuch a lunatic anynore, huh?"

Laura snuggl ed against him "You're definitely a lunatic
-- no doubt about that -- but maybe not about time travel."

Jeff Kkissed her on the forehead.

"Well, here we are at Joannie's building," Laura said.
"Don't worry, I'msure there'll be other teachers there. Just

think of this as another great safari into 1960s culture."
* k%

"What can | fix you, Professor?"

"A scotch and water would be fine." Richard Atw ck
adjusted his thin-rimmed gl asses and quietly eyed the hosed | egs
and sl eek red dress of his benefactor. "Wy thank you, Carla,"

he said, taking the drink fromher hand, "and | nust say you're
| ooking as lovely tonight as al ways."

He gul ped half his drink down in one swallow and, sl oshing
the rest around in the glass, began wal ki ng through the six
roonms of Joannie Pernelli's parents' apartment. The place was
packed with partiers in varying states of dress, intinmacy, and
i nebri ation.

"Professor Harris." Atwi ck strode over and extended his
hand to Jeff. "I've seen you around Campus, but | don't think
we've ever formally met. |I'mRichard Atwi ck of Biology." He

suddenly put his hand to his ear as the Beatles' "It Wn't Be
Long" blared forth w thout warning.

"Nice to nmeet you," Jeff said |loudly over the twanging
guitars. "Do you know Laura Chapi n?"

"I don't think so, but I"'mglad to now " Atw ck said.
"Are you doi ng graduate work?"

"Thanks for the conplinent.'

Laura smiled sweetly. "But

I"'mafraid I"'mstill undergrad. And if you two gentl enmen have no
objections, | think I'll go off and mngle now with sone of ny
own kind."

"Nice." Atw ck watched her wal k off and nodded at Jeff
approvingly. "And what are you having to drink, Professor?"
"Please, call me Jeff." Jeff tried not to respond to the

nod. "I guess I'll have sone white wine if there's any around."

"Well, let's just go and find sone, shall we?" Atw ck
tugged on Jeff's armand started towards the bottles on the far
side of the room "You know, |I'mdelighted that you'll be

joining us again this Fall in the Sociol ogy Departnment.



Sociology -- that's a discipline of the future! It's good we're
buil ding up our faculty in that area."

"Well, I'"'mhappy to be here at City College. It's
certainly one of the best schools in the country."

"Vell, we like to think so." Atw ck beanmed. "Ah, here's

some sort of Soave. WII that do? Good." Atw ck began
pouring. "Now |I've heard your specialty is mass culture. And
you did your graduate work at..." Atw ck handed Jeff a briming

paper cup.
Jeff sipped a little and spilled a little on his shirt.
"University of Edinburgh. And ny specialty's really nass nedia

-- you know, the work of Marshall MLuhan -- rather than mass
culture."” Jeff got a pang as he thought agai n about how he had
successfully re-cycled the cover the team had provided -- any

t hought of the team brought al ong pai nful inages of Rena..

"Edi nburgh, yes," Atwi ck was talking. "Splendid nmountain in
the mddle of the city. You worked under Phillip MacKenzi e?"

"Mackenzi e? Nope, don't think I did," Jeff said, wondering
what he would say next if pressed. His credentials would after
all not stand up to anyone who knew the real Geoff Harris, or
even very long to anyone who knew sonmeone who knew Geoff...

The sound quieted down a bit, and it occurred to Jeff that
Atwick had a famliar British accent, naybe |ike a surgeon he
hal f -remenbered hearing once in a hospital..

"Of course, it's a large university--" Atw ck began

"Professor Harris, it's good to see you outside of the
classroom ™" Carla joined the nen. Jeff was delighted for the
i ntrusion.

"You know, I'mreally nmad_ at you for that C+." She
batted her eyelids flirtatiously at Jeff.

"Well, Carla, if Professor Harris had graded you for good
| ooks, I'msure you would have received an A+. Am | right
Jeff 2"

"Absolutely," Jeff said -- thinking that, if his grasp of
history was right, in a few decades that kind of bantering could
bring both Atwi ck and hi mup on sexual harassnent charges. He
shuddered. Insane days they were, at the end of the 20th
century. He'd be doing the world a big favor if the only thing
he did back here was change _that ...

"Aw, | can't stay nad at you guys, you're too charmng,"
Carla mewed. "Do you believe in dancing with students, Professor
Harris? Professor Atwi ck has already honored ne with one of his
cha-chas. "

Atwi ck bowed. "The honor was all mine."

"Well, I'd be pleased to dance with you Carla," Jeff
| aughed, "but |I'mafraid these new dances are too nuch for ne.

Carla smled and subtly shifted her body so that her curves
were nore prominent. "l was thinking of sonething nice and
sl ow. '

"Well, in that case, |1'd be a madnman to refuse.” Jeff
wi nked at Atwick and extended his armto Carla. He |ooked in
vain for Laura as Carla escorted himto a roomin which "The
Best of Johnny Mat his" played incessantly.

An hour and who knows how many red dresses later, Laura
cane up behind Jeff. "Hi," she whispered in his ear and ki ssed
it. "Find out anything interesting?"

"Actual ly, yeah," Jeff said, and handed Laura a gl ass of
wi ne. "Amazi ng how many people seemto know the future when
you're primed to hear that in their conversation. One kid told
me that he thinks the Beachboys will go on to become second only



to the Beatles in mnusical inmportance. Now how could he know
that on the basis of “Surfin Safari' and a couple of other
uncreative songs in 1964?"

"Tall blond, sun-tanned boy, Mark?" Laura asked.

"Yeah, | think so."

"Well, he looks |ike one of the Beachboys, so maybe he's
just self-inpressed,"” Laura |aughed, and spilled her wine.
"Qops. "

"You've got no luck with wine, have you?" Jeff was
| aughing too now. He had to adnmit he was having a good tine.
"Here, take mne, | just poured it, I'lIl go get another."

"I think I'"ve had fantastic_ luck with wine at |east one

" Laura said.

Jeff went to fetch another bottle in an adjacent room The
nmusi ¢ there was | ouder than anywhere else. Jeff cringed a bit
under the sound assault, then realized he was hearing sonething
else mxed in with the nusic ... a piercing wail coming fromthe
next room He dropped the bottle and ran in and found Laura
shrieking on the floor.

"Laura, what's the matter?" He lifted her face and | ooked
intently into her eyes. They were grossly dilated. Her shrieks
suddenly turned into hysterical |aughter

"Professor Harris, is she sick or something?" Sandy, who
Jeff realized had been standing over them was nearly in tears
hersel f.

"I don't know, Sandy. Look, could you please call ne a

time,

cab?"

Jeff helped Laura to her feet. She was scream ng and
yelling at the top of her lungs but Jeff couldn't make out what
she was saying. She passed out in his arns in the elevator. He
carried her into the back seat of the cab that arrived a few
mnutes later. "Get ne to the closest hospital emergency room"
he told the driver, who |ooked like he'd seen it all

He carefully put her head on his | ap and w ped big beads of
sweat fromthe bridge of her nose. Her eyes were tightly shut
and she drooled slightly fromthe corner of her mouth. He
gently wi ped that also. She was noaning and hal f - si ngi ng sone
Beat | es song.

He had read of the effects of sixties psychedelic drugs on

people -- assuming that's what this was, though it seened a
little early in the 1960s for that -- and could see this was a
very bad reaction, likely from sonething nore nasty than LSD

Who the hell had given it to her?

In his day and age, treating it by sinple suffusion would
be child s play. But here nore than a century earlier, with no
nano-syndics at all -- jeez, he hoped these "doctors" were up to
this. Wat would they use to cleanse her chem stry? He sighed,
stroked her face. There was no point in torturing hinself.

That wouldn't stop her fromdying. He had no choice but to put
Laura in whatever primtive doctor's hands this cabbie placed
her .

But why did this happen?

Anot her damm mi shap?

He had a searing insight for an instant. Yes, of course ..
Then he lost it.

He | ooked down at Laura's lips, and trenbl ed.

* k%

Jeff had always found strength in the rivers of New York
He had spent hours as a child wandering al ong the banks of the
Bronx River -- nore a stream really, than a river -- admring



its waterfalls, sticking his toes inits pools, following its
path t hrough the Botani c and Zool ogi cal Gardens. Years |ater

he woul d sit on the terrace of Rena's high-rise on 125th Street,
wat chi ng the powerful Hudson roll through the ninth decade of

t he stagnant 21st century. Good in nedicine, agriculture, the

i ntra-physics that the Thorne enbodi ed, but not nuch else. Good
i n | ooking inward, backward, not outward. He wal ked now around
Carl Schurz Park, |ooking down on the East River and its
reflection of this 1960s city, hoping to find sonething he could
use to recover his bal ance.

Laura was ok, resting in his apartment, well out of danger.
That wasn't the problem

"Close," the doctor had said. "Good thing you rushed her
over here. Conbo of booze and that kind of drug is dangerous.
Good thing it responded to--"

Better get used to it doc -- you'll see a lot nore of it
before this decade is over

Thank God Laura was ok

But Jeff wasn't.

He had sl ept nmaybe an hour after bringing her hone fromthe
hospital, undressing her, tucking her safely in their bed. He'd
had nightrmares -- ol der and younger versions of his
great - great-grandnother conming in and out of his life, changing
it with each appearance, editing the narrative that was him so
many times that he had no bearings. Only alterations, of
al terations.

Jeff had al ways val ued the sanctity and clarity of his
mnd. That's why he'd steered clear of the psychedelic drugs of
_his_ century -- better to inprove external reality than just
your perception of it. But he figured the contam nati on now of
his past and future was far nore toxic to the psyche than the
wor st drugs. Col eridge, de Quincey, Huxley, Leary, Goonatil ake
-- you're all pikers conpared to ne.

But why was he feeling the brunt of this now?

Sonet hi ng Laura had said or done -- not her al nost ODing
but somet hing that had happened then, though he didn't know what
-- had unhi nged hi m -

"H honey." A soft, cool hand touched his as he | eaned
agai nst the stone enbankment. He turned to Laura. She stil
| ooked pal e.

"You shouldn't be out yet. How are you feeling?"

She held up her palnms in an |-don't-know gesture. "I think
pretty much better. | was going crazy in the house, and you
were gone a long tinme. | was worried."

Jeff pulled her close. "Oh, Laura, Laura," he said softly,
sadly. "What's goi ng on?"

They parted and hel d hands, |ooking down at the lights that
slid upon the inky water below. "I don't know, " she said. "Do
you?"

"I think so," Jeff said quietly.

"Tell me," Laura said.

"I think you know "

"No." Laura's face furrowed in confusion

Jeff dropped her hand and turned to face her. "You | ook

very nice in those shorts.™
Laura patted the light red shorts she was wearing on this

hum d sunmer eveni ng and | ooked even nore confused. "Wat do ny
shorts have to do wi th anything?"
"For CGod's sake, stop playing ganmes with nme, Laural" A

nearby elderly woman with blue-tinted hair glared at Jeff. He



gl ared back and | owered his voice. "Try being honest with ne
for a change."

She turned and | ooked out over the water. "I think I have
been honest. I've told you how much | | ove you." Her voice was
husky.

"I don't suppose you renenber nmuch of what you did when the
DMI first hit you?" Jeff continued inpassively.

"No, | don't renenmber nmuch of anything. The whole
experi ence was horrible. You know that." She started crying.

"So you have no idea what song you were singing when | took
you hone in the cab?"

She shook her head. "I can't believe | was singing in that
state--"

"Well would it surprise you to know that you were singing a
few lines of the Beatles' “Yes It |Is' over and over again?
"Please don't wear red tonight..""

"And you place some sort of significance on this?"

"I"ve been driving nmyself crazy, wandering around here for
hours, trying to figure out what's been bothering me ever since
| heard you singing those lines. | didn't even know until | saw
you and your red shorts a few seconds ago that that song was the
problem But now |I'mstarting to understand. You still want to
cl aimyou have no idea what |I'mtal king about ?"

"I haven't the foggiest notion." For the first tine,
annoyance was in Laura's voice. She had stopped crying.

"I think you do. Do you know what today's date is? June
29, 1964. Now the Beatles so far have released two al bunms in
Arerica, _Meet the Beatles_and _The Beatles' Second Al bum.
Actual ly, they also have a third al bumon Veeday Records with
some early songs. There's also an albumwi th songs fromtheir
_Hard Day's Night _ movie and a few new songs, _Something New_,
which will be released here in a couple of weeks. You see
know all of this because | taught history of rock for five years
when | first got ny Ph.D."

"I know all about your past and future," Laura said tartly.

"CGood," Jeff grabbed her arm and raised his voi ce again.
"And do you also know that “Yes It Is' is on none of those
al bums? None of them And in fact it won't be heard in America
until an albumcalled Beatles VI_is released sonetine late
next year?

Laura pulled away and | aughed sarcastically. "And that's
what all this is about? That when | was stoned out of my mind
on some Brazilian drug naybe intended for you | sang some song
that won't be released in the U S. for another few nonths?

There are a thousand explanations for that. | mght know sone
Engli sh guy who heard Lennon and McCartney performthat song in
a personal appearance. You yourself might have sung the song in
your sleep. What's the big deal ?* Her voice was rasping, and
she started to cough

"Your life's at stake," Jeff said. "That's the big deal
Don't you get it?"

Laura just |ooked at him eyes wide and brimrng with
tears. She started to wal k away.

"Listen to nme, goddam it!" Jeff caught up to her, spun her
around, put his hands heavily on her shoulders. "Rena died,
think I was alnost killed. You were alnost killed. These are
serious forces we're playing around with here."

She turned her head away, as if fromthe intensity of his
r easoni ng.

"Tell me the truth!" he demanded.



"I love you," Laura said.

"We need nore now," Jeff insisted.

Laura exhal ed, squeezed close to Jeff, then pulled away.
"It's getting windy out here," she shivered. "Let's go back to
the apartnent and 1'Il try to tell you as nuch as |I can."

* k%

The kettle whistled. Jeff carefully poured the water into
the porcelain teapot, let it warma bit, then added two servings
of darjeeling tea and the extra one for the pot.

Laura was on the couch, arms around her knees and | egs
tucked under, talking. "W knew there was danger right after the
arrival, but we didn't think it continued years after."

"None of our little expeditions before mne ran into any
trouble at all,"” Jeff said. "As far as | know, | was the first
not to return -- the first whose AWH sel f-destructed, or was
destroyed by sonething else, after ny tine junp.”

"None of those little events before yours were intended to
seriously alter history," Laura said. "Your Challenger attenpt
was the first big-scale operation.”

Jeff shivered, touching the teapot for warnmth. The nunber
of lives lost in the Challenger explosion -- if only he hadn't
been funnel ed back here to the 1960s... "Suppose you start at
t he begi nning," he said, "though it still bothers ne to tal k of
begi nnings that in one sense haven't even happened yet."

"The gist is this," Laura said. "My teamwas -- will be --
situated about 15 years after yours in the future. W knew
about your team Knew about you, Rena, her getting killed here.
When your team uncovered her death in a cache of old
m cro-fiche, they stopped the project. Sealed all the files.
_My_ team found out about it and deci ded, secretly and
illegally, to re-openit. M job was to--"

"Don't tell me -- to stop the killing of JFK "

"No," Laura said.

"But you're here in the 1960s," Jeff said.

"My job was to keep an eye on you -- assuming | could find
you, " Laura said.

Jeff's mouth hung open. "They sent you back here to find
_nme_?"

"Actual ly, not back here -- to 1985," Laura said.

"But--"

"Right," Laura said. "But |I wound up back here, just like
you, and just like Rena. M teamdidn't understand that at
first. Neither did . But |I think it's clear what's going on

now. The Thorne operates by creating basins of subatonic
attraction, at both ends of the artificial wormhole. But if you
create enough artificial basins, all in one place, that in
ef fect nust begin to operate |ike one hugely powerful natura
basin, attracting all out-of-time units in its tenpora
vicinity. Like a well worn ditch attracting rivulets of water."
"Three were intended to go back to 1985..." Jeff nused.
"Yes," Laura said, "and they all ended up here nore than 20
years earlier. Think about it. Your teamperfected tine
travel, tried to bury it, my teamdug it up -- you can't as a
soci ety, a species, unlearn a kind of know edge. There mnust be
t housands of time travel operations throughout the future. And

the likely place for many of themto focus is JFK -- first
assassination on film on tape, copied onto digiscan, hol oscan
mrrorinms, and who knows what new media. It's the cultural icon

of assassination, the beacon against which all others are
nmeasured. "



"The glittering prize for time travellers," Jeff said,
bringi ng Laura her tea.

"Yes," Laura said, gratefully sipping.

"And pulling any other tinme travellers back here who
happened to be floating around nearby in tinme-flux," Jeff said.

Laura nodded. "Look at this very year. 1964. The
Beat | es, Bob Dyl an, Marshall MlLuhan -- the sexual revolution
fem nism the ecol ogy novenent all get big boosts in the next
few years. Why all of that packed into this one decade?

Coul dn't be coincidence. The answer is that the 1960s were
infected -- and inspired -- by time travellers. Despite all of
our attenpts at curbing possible cultural contam nation fromthe
future, it can't be done. You' ve seen that. Sone |eaks out --
and causes massive cultural upheavals.™

"John Lennon was a time traveller?" Jeff asked.

"I don't know, naybe," Laura said. "Maybe that's why he
was murdered. At very least |1'd say he was touched by tine
travel . "

Jeff's head was reeling. Soneone else who didn't deserve
to die, whose death he'd like to prevent if he could. Surprise
Chapman in that Dakota alley, break his goddanm gun-hand... Was
Jeff bound to spend his whole life now as a shackled witness to
hi story? "How d you find nme?"

"Wasn't too hard," Laura said. "Once | got back here,
realized | was stranded, | figured I mght as well see if you
| anded back here too. W knew you were a teacher. You had to
live, earn noney sonmewhere. So | went around to every school in
the area, saying | wanted to be a sociol ogy nmajor, and asking
for information about the faculty. This was my plan for 1985,
so | had sonme good credentials ready, made themjust right with
alittle alteration. And when | talked to your Chair at City
College, | knew |l hit pay dirt -- he showed ne your outline, and
its enphasis on McLuhan. MlLuhan's been well known in Canada
for over a decade, but not down here.”

"Why didn't you tell nme who you were?" Jeff asked

"I didn't want to spook you -- have you run away on e,
where | couldn't find you again."

"Good you succeeded at |east at one thing," Jeff smled
tiredly.

"Yeah. "

"Wth all the people who came back to save Kennedy, not a
si ngl e one succeeded at that, did they?" Jeff asked.

"No," Laura, "at |east not as far as we know in our

uni verse of know edge." She shook her head. "I really do think
that there's sonething about history that resists attenpts to
change it."

"Hawki ng' s Chronol ogy Protection Conjecture?" Jeff said.
"Thorne and his coll eagues clained to have refuted that, though
| admit the math was a bit beyond ne."

"Refuted in theory -- with the assunption of clean | oops
with no causality interference -- but |oops are much dirtier in
practice, especially with big events affecting so many peopl e
i ke assassinations," Laura said. "Attenpts to change those
either fail conpletely, or maybe just change the events a little
bit -- or cosnobs forbid, maybe even ironically set up the events
to happen in the first place.”

"Not to mention that they're hazardous to the health of the
tinme travellers," Jeff added.

"You really think we're in danger?" Laura asked.

"Cbviously. M guess is the universe sort of cleans up



after itself -- does what it can to make sure there aren't too
many | oose ends, joints out of time, around at any one tine.

From that perspective, we're irritants to the universe -- our
very being here disturbs it. But that doesn't nean we'l
definitely be killed. Maybe we're just, | don't know, accident
prone, nore likely in a statistical sense to nmeet harmthan
others. If we're really careful, maybe we'll live. After all,
you and | are still alive and kicking."

Laura pulled himdown next to her on the couch

Jeff's mind flipped back to the i mages of the Chall enger
"It's so frustrating. To be back here, and not be able to even
do anything about it. | mean, we have al nost 20 years to plan
some sort of intervention -- maybe we can do sonet hing,
somet hing small that won't rock the boat too much, but just
enough the deflect the disaster, or the worst of it." He saw
the faces again. "Over a hundred kids were killed when the
Chal | enger crashed into that school house near Mam . The Kkids
dead, the astronauts dead, those inmages and flanes burning into
everyone's brains all over Anerica and the world -- no wonder it
stopped the space programdead in its tracks. No President or
Congress could support it in after an accident |like that -- even
dictators couldn't force it on their people--"

"What did you say?" Laura | ooked at him

"What ? About the Chall enger?"

"What do kids in a school house have to do with that?" Laura
asked.

Jeff | ooked puzzl ed.

"The Chal l enger explosion was a terrible thing for the

country, and the space program yes," Laura said. "It was
horrible -- everyone saw those seven astronauts wal king to their
death, waving to the caneras, right on television. But it blew
up just a mnute or so after |launch -- nowhere near Manm or a

school filled with kids."

Jeff gasped. "And the space program continued in your
tineline?"

"Ch yes," Laura said. "I nmean, it's got its problens.
Serious ones. But we've got settlenents on Mars and the asteroid
belt and--"

And for the first time since he had stood in front of the
NYU Student Building with police lights nmocking himin the
ni ght, Jeff had nore than a whisper of hope.

"Maybe the difference between your version of reality and
the one | remenber,"” he said, "is us."



