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Chapter 1

The Novenber wind bit with cold, savage intensity, as it
whi stl ed round the ancient houses-houses so ol d that
their very style of architecture was lost in the msts of an-
tiquity.

Wthin the boundary of what had been the prehistoric
Brandenberg, the tiny townships fifty mles to the north-
west of the ancient German capital of Berlin had beeD
| argely passed by. The savage, soulless arm es of Rajak
the Magnificent, dictator of Eurasia, had found little in
that historic conmer that was consi dered wocthy of plun-
der. From Perleberg to Pritzwal k, from Whi stock to
Kyritz and Havel berg, life continued in rmuch the sant
pattern as during the |ast thousand years. Governnents
had changed, dictators had cone and gone, the ghastly
t hree-cornered fight between the maj or powers had raged,
with and without atomic interludes, for nearly twenty
years-but that was two centuries ago. Now there was
peace, if such a subsistence as had cl anped itself down
over the whol e area could be caned "peace."

Raj ak hi nsel f was a strange individual,a giant,
austere deni-god or dem -devil, dependi ngg upon a nan's
political convictions. By his own inner party of supporters,
this strange, al oof, thinking machine of a man was
regarded as a savi or whose excel |l ence exceeded even that
of Jesus of Nazareth. To the vast mpjority of his "saved"
subj ects, Rajak was delineated as sonething out of the pit
of hell. He was the great beast, the aggressive, mnurderous
nonst er .

A very renote observer woul d, perhaps, nave found
something in favor of his. legislation It term nated
anything mthe nature of merstate nvalry mEurasia,in
the sane way that the coming of the Norman Ki ngs and
t he production of the Domesday Book had ended the petty
Angl o- Saxon rivalries of prehistoric Engl Rnd. But in that
nort hwest corner of Brandenberg at 53.5 degrees N by 12
degrees E there existed a kind of transient paradise, a cor-
ner of an ancient civilization, like a living nmonument to
the past. And yet a few thousand sinple townsfol k and
outlying rustics, who inhabited the |land between the little
t ownshi ps, knew, deep down within thensel ves, how pre
carious their existence was, and all the time there hung
over them like the sword of Danocles, a great fear that
the full attentions of Rajak the Mgnificent would be
focused on to the tiny, partially explored comer of his
multimllion square mle enpire.

There were strange doi ngs beneath the streets of
Perl eberg. Ancient cellars had been enlarged into a net-
wor k of honeyconbed secret passages that woul d have
done justice to the | ong-dead deni zens of the cataconbs.
And if there was any shape or form of organized
resistance to Rajak, it was here, beneath these ancient
cobbl ed streets" that that resistance was concentrated.



VWi spers spread, even through the great Eurasian em
pire, and if any of Rajak's victinms ever escaped fromtho
dreaded security guards, it was to PerJeborg that they fled.

The jet was old. To be precise, it was nearly three cen-
turies old. Mke Gafton had found it purely by chance in a
hangar that had niracul ously escaped bonb damage of a
prehistoric war. Vast piles of dusty rubble had covered the
hangar, and there, in that isolation of man-made wil -
derness, Gafton, fleeing desperately fromthe pursuing
security nen, had stumnbled across the entrance to the
hangar

Despite their super-electronic probes, their stellar vision
i nterconms, and the thousand and one rel entl ess devices by
whi ch the security forces ferreted out Rajak's enenies,
Grafton had gone tenporarily undi scovered. He lay | ow,
surviving on a few scraps of food that he had brought with
him wuntil hours turned to days and days into a week. He
felt certain that the security nmen had tenporarily called off
the pursuit. .

He was a tall, well-built man, was G afton, w th dark,
penetrating eyes and black curly hair. H's nuscles were
hardened to steely whipcord by nmonths of rough living.

They rippled on his powerfully built frame. H s mnd was

as quick as the brain of a fox. He had | earned his scout-
craft in the hard school of do-it-right-or-die. Like an old
fox, Grafton knew all the tricks of a pursued man, and I|ike
a young fox, he had speed and agility, which enabled him
to carry out his subterfuge, and fast, daring noves,

noves that meant the difference between |life and death;

bet ween Iight and darkness; between freedom and extec-

m nati on.

He felt' the wind whistling round him as he | ooked from
t he doorway of his ruined hangar to the south of the an-
cient rail town of Rhinow Less than two mles to the west
he coul d see the broad expanse of an island | ake, and
away to the north of himthe ruins of an anci ent cana
crossed the railroad-the iron tracks overgrown and
rusted al nost beyond recognition. He stepped out into the
freezing Novenber air, and fromthe heavy pack on his
back began selecting a bundle of deadly sticks. . . an
essential part of his saboteur's stock in trade. Anong his
many ot her nefarious pursuits, Mke Gafton was an ex-
pl osi ves expert. In the superb destructive technol ogy of
the 24th century, explosives were one of the finest arts
practiced by nan. He | ooked at the rubble, and he | ooked
at the ,hangar door. His brilliant mnd nmade a series of
rapi d cal cul ati ons; cal cul ations that took in blast, shock
wave and cl earance direction. And as he cal cul ated, he
began planting the deadly little sticks. He checked the
time fuses carefully, and then began to walk swiftly to the
south. On the browof a little hill, beneath the rubble of
what had once been a very stalwart wan, he lay flat and
began counting the seconds before the expl osi on. Even at
that distance, his index fingers pressed firmy into his ears
and he crouched, with every nmuscle tensed, as he waited
for the dull reverberation which would prove to him
whet her or not his cal cul ati ons had been correct. Even as
he waited, he knew that that prehistoric jet would be his
only chance of reaching Perl eberg w thout being detected,
for the security forces had already thrown their cordon



around the area, which was still narked as "sem -

devel oped" on the huge map in their headquarters.

There was a low runbling in the distance; a runbling

which grewto a mghty roar as chro.ge after charge picked
up its message of expl oding violence. And then there was
nothing to be seen but a vast cloud of rubble and dust. He

waited a few mnutes till the vast cloud settled, wondering
as he waited whether it would bring the security forces
around his ears, like a pack of angry and destructive

hor net s.

That was sonet hing that woul d have to be chanced.
The dust was cl earing now, and he began runni ng pur-
posefully in the direction of the buried hangar. As the | ast
of the debris floated back to earth, he realized with a
wi I dly beating heart that his cal cul ati ons nmust have been
t he best he had ever made. The thought crossed his mind
that it is very often dark necessity which brings the best
out of a man. It tenpers his innate abilities and focuses
his powers.

The hangar |ay w de open before him In front of it. a
rough rubbl e-strewn track opened out. between an avenue
of bomb-danmaged houses and mounds of bl ackened.
stunted vegetation. He was rem nded of the fantastic
stories he had heard of the |ong-dead city of Ponpeii
and of how the vol canic ash had protected and preserved
everything within it. Such was the case here. The ancient
jet mght have been left there only yesterday. Now the way
to freedomlay open before him Wether or not any of its
chemi cal fuel remmined was a matter for conjecture. But
then. reflected Grafton, so were so nany other things. It
was these nmillion-to-one chances that had saved him so
often in the past. It was a wild ganble that beat the
croupier on the roulette wheel: the staking of everything
on one nunber, with thirty-three chances against it com ng
up. and yet it appeared. And it was a fortune. not suicide.
that awaited the ganbler. Gafton had a crude stairway of
boul ders. bricks. packing cases and assorted debris | eading
up to the cockpit. He scranbled up it with urgent haste.
knowing full well that the electronic detectors of the
security guards would pick up that telltale explosion all too
soon. He reached the cockpit and clinbed in. The ancient
controls were al nost unbelievably sinple for the man
whose nmind was attuned to the technol ogi cal conplexities
of the 24th century. He did a brief calculation, wondering
what the date could be. He had been in hiding for over a
week. That brought it up to Novenber 25th. He repeated it
to hinmsel f. "Novenber 25th. 2309." Strange how dates.
how time itself. were al nbst neaningless to a man on the
run. Yet he liked to keep track of them It was a tiny shred
of normality in a frightening and abnoi mal environnment.

He got to work on the control panel with deft. skillfu
fingers. and to his delight and amazement, the engine
roared into life. "Three hundreds years. alnost." he
whi spered. "and it works. By thunder. they built things to
last in those years." Wether or not his newfound airship
woul d crash, as the pressure of that Novenber wi nd cut,
and shook its antique fusel age and airel ons, he had no
manner of knowi ng, but so far the miracle was paying
unexpect ed di vi dends. There was no tine |like the present



to take the rest of the ganmble. Bunping over the rubble-
strewn causeway, the jet lurched out of the hangar. Tine
after time, as he taxied down that road, he averted disaster
by inches; and yet SOO ehow the ol d airship hung together
and the roar of its engines grew |louder as the iliJottle
opened and it ga~ered speed. Straight into the teeth of

that biting Novenber gale he flew. The airelons held. He
gave a great sigh of relief as the bunping gave way to the
snoot hness of flight. He was airborne; airborne, in a ma-
chine that had not seen the light of day for nearly three
centuries, but airborne all the sanme. There was a wonderfu
feeling of freedomand exhilaration, and for just a few
brief seconds his mnd escaped fromthe toils of the

know edge that the security forces were everywhere. Here
inthe air, alone, piloting his own machine, he was safe,
and if only for a few seconds, it was a freedom from pur-
suit nmore real than anything he had previously known in

the whol e of his struggle against Rajak. . . . Even the an-
cient compass was still working perfectly, and al ready he
found hinmself flying in a northwesterly line, |eaving the
great |ake like a shimrering block of rippling silver bel ow
him The ancient canal wound its mnurky, bonb-blistered

way over to his right and di sappeared into the distant east.
He opened the throttle still further. Northwest, -ever north-
west, he flew, and al nost before he realized it, his air-
speed indicator and nmilonmeter told himthat he nust be
within five mles of his destination. He throttled back. So

far the sky was still clear. . . he throttled back still farther
and began to circle in, |ooking for a |anding. Down .
down. . . down. . . he took the antique jet, until it cut like

a knife the tracery of the | ow Novenber clouds, and the,re
below himlay the city of Perleberg. Already he could feel
his feet pacing those ancient cobbl estones. It seenmed too
good to be true. It seened that there could not have been
such a | oophole in the apparently inescapabl e network of

t he Eurasian powers. But here he was, flying over

Perl eberg, the town of mysteries; the town which, if |egend
spoke truly, held the secret of escape fromthat vile
totalitarian machi ne which Rajak the Magnificent

descri bed as his Eurasian U opi a.

The problemwas to land; to land as quietly and unob-
trusively as possible; to | and sonewhere within reach of
the town, sonewhere within the deadly cordon he felt
sure must surround it. And as his gaze was concentrated
downwards, in his search for a landing strip in that grey
Novenber day, one of the huge anti-grav warshi ps of Ra-
jak the Magnifice-nt plunmeted out of the sky above him
i ke an eagl e decending on its prey. The great warship fel
quite silently. There was no roar of engines to give it
away. It fell like a descending thunderbolt of Nemesis;
and yet sonehow, just before the nmOD ent of destructive
i npact fromits huge, reinforced ranm ng edge, that
woul d shatter his tiny plane into a thousand fragnents,
Grafton glanced up and saw it. It hung over himlike a
huge, bl ack, steel cloud. . . . Faster than thought he flung
the jet into a screani ng power dive. Lower and |lower it
screeched, as fast as the dropping nmenace- above him
Now faster. The gap was begi nning to wi den, and sud-
denly he saw a tiny ray of hope. Surely the commander of
that huge anti-grav warship wasn't going to make the one



fatal m stake which would enable his prisoner to escape

surely he would realize. . . ?
The ground was hurtling up to neet Grafton. Still he
kept the stick forward, and still the antique jet screeched

its way earthward in a superb power dive, a breathtaking
spectacl e of speed and power. Less than a thousand feet
separated himfromthe enornous warship, the huge iron-

cl ad destruction machi ne above. The ground seened
frighteningly near; he was dropping at terrifying speed,
droppi ng faster than a bullet. There were .only split-
seconds in which to act. . . . He calculated his own nmass,
and the mass of the huge juggernaut trying to crush him
out of the sky. He realized that unless sone new nodifi ca-
tion, of which he was unaware, had been made in that

m ghty warship, then, in his excitenent at the prospects of
destroying this saboteur, the captain had nade the fata
error. Grafton took a long, deep breath. The ground was

so close that he could al nost have touched it. Wth all the
power of his arm he yanked the ancient stick back, hop.
ing and praying that the antique nmachine would answer to
her controls in tinme-that he had not miscal cul ated her
maneuverability.

There was a terrible shuddering Vibration as he cane
out of the dive. He |level ed up and screamed away at ful
speed, banking swiftly, aware of the vibration in the
| oosened joints of the wings and fusel age; he knew that he
woul d be airborne for only a matter of mnutes, if not
seconds. Air and earth shook in a tremendous crash behind
him and gl ancing quickly to the starboard, he realized
that he had been right. The captain of the huge Eurasian
anti-grav warship had plumeted to his death. These anti -
gravs had no gliding surfaces. Like prehistoric craft, they
relied purely upon their ability to nove upwards and
sideways very swiftly. . . . The vast and essential dif-
ference between the anti-grav warships and the pre-historic
hover craft lay in their propulsion unit. The anti-gravs
were not powered, except for their lateral novenent.

They were |like huge battleships of the sky, and their
notive power lay in the shielding beneath them shielding
whi ch worked on a series of shutters.

It had been di scovered that a conbi nation of very rare
al l oys, none of which was to be found on the earth itself,
had the strange power of shutting off conpletely, and
shi el ding fromany object above them that strange acci-
dent in the space-tine conti nuumwhich terrestrial scien-
tists had long dignified by the nane of gravity. Wen the
folding metallic shutters were closed, shielding the actua
anti-grav alloy fromthe surface of the planet, then, like
any other heavier-than-air body, the huge battl eships
woul d sink; would nore than sink-would drop like a "
stone at ever increasing speed, until the shutters were
opened once nore, the anti-grav took over, and the vast
wei ght of the aerial juggernauts woul d becone conpletely
i nsignificant. The dead commander in his heap of
wr eckage had forgotten that it takes a certain tinme for the
anti-grav alloy to operate. He had been insulated from al
t houghts of safety, caution, or plain comon sense by the
possibility of destroying Gafton, or whoevec it mght be
in the antique ship. He had paid dearly for his indis-
cretion. . . . Not until it was too |late had the anti-grav



shutters been snapped back to allow the alloy to operate
and renmove the weight of the hurtling projectile. The
hurtling ship had fallen like a neteor. She and her proud
crew were tw sted and mangl ed beyond recognition on the
cold grey stones. The vibrations in Mke Grafton's antique
j et becane increasingly nore pronounced.

H s one thought now was not to get down in Perleberg
but to get down anywhere at all . . . alive. He guessed that
the security forces would be fully occupied with their shat-
tered conrades, and that the damaged ship would com
mand nost of their attention. He hoped that in the ensuing
confusion, one fleeing fugitive nmight sneak through the
Per| eberg cordon. Bel ow himthere was a wi de open field.
Hol di ng his breath, he eased the stick slowy forward, the
j et nosed downwards, shuddering and coughi ng as she
went. He knew It was only a matter of seconds now before
the gallant old plane would disintegrate. . . . However, he
deci ded, she had certainly served her purpose.

The | andi ng wheel s touched the field; he throttled back
i medi ately, and as he did so, the port |anding whee
buckl ed and broke. The port w ng cane down and
snapped clean fromthe fusel age. The jet rolled over three
times and lay like a stricken bird, snoke pouring from her
gi gantic exhaust. Battered, bruised and shaken, bl ood
dripping fromhis forehead, Mke G afton hung across the
controls, feeling nore dead than alive. He could snell the
acrid fumes of the highly inflammble chem cal fuels as
they poured fromthe weckage of the plane, and he knew
that he had at npbst a matter of split-seconds to get clear
before the whol e of the debris exploded into an engul fing
sea of destructive flane. H s dazed fingers struggled with
the strap for what seened |ike hours. In desperation he
tore the stout clasp knife fromhis pocket and sl ashed
through the thick |l eather. He was free. He was out. He
was staggering away across the field, ten yards. . . twenty

thirty. . . . He was fifty yards away fromthe hot,

snoki ng, stinking, weckage, when there cane a roar of
thunder and the jet disintegrated in a great sheet of flane.
Behind himin the distance he saw running figures, and
t hose sonbre grey unifornms told him'wthout a second
gl ance that these were the dictator's security forces.

Battered and shaken as he was, he ran with the nad
strength of desperation. He ran as Horatius once swam

in Macaul ay' s fanbus poem

"Never, | ween, did swinmrer in such an evil case,
Struggl e through such a raging flood, safe to the | anding
pl ace."

He made it; nmade it to the ancient city wall, with hi S
grey uniformed pursuers | ess than a hundred yards behi nd.
He coul d hear the crackling staccato echo of their snall
arms as the electronic bolts fromtheir hand guns flashed
and snmoked through the walls around him At any second
he expected a I ncky shot to stretch him hel pless in a heap
of blistered flesh, at the feet of his ruthless pursuers. He
only hoped that if they did hit him it would be conpletely
fatal, for he had no wish to fall alive into the hands of Ra-
jak's secret police.

Per|l eberg was a nass of narrow all eyways and anci ent



houses. Like the Casbah, it was a perfect spot for
fugitives. He wondered as he ran why they had left it as
I ong as they had, why the dictator had not considered
obliterating it conpletely. For surely his spy network mnust
have drifted the news to him Yet, he wondered as he ran
per haps the hatred was so wi despread that no information’
had gone out. He hoped that his own wild, flurried escape
woul d not be the clue that would bring the hordes of
destructi on down upon the | ast drainpipe--the |ast escape
route--the last little pocket of freedomin a corrupt conti
nent .

He coul d hear pounding footsteps and the rattling of
guns around the coner behind him H's head swam the
pul ses in his tenples pounded |ike hamrers. Hi s heart
hudded agai nst the walls of his chest, and he felt that he
was al nost done for.

Quite suddenly a tall white stranger steppea out froma
door in front of him seizing his arm dragged hi minside
and sl ammed the door. As he stood | eaning on the |ine-
washed wal |, gasping faintly for air, he heard the sound of
bolts being driven hone. Wth a clang, a huge steel shutter
sl amred back over the door. For a second he wondered
whet her he had fallen into the hands of the security police
but one glance at the stranger told himthat this tall civilian
had no nore love for the dictator than he had. A swift jerk
of the other's head, and the one interrogative word
"Police?" and he knew he was with friends. He was safely
in the hands of the resistance.

Poundi ng feet sounded in the street. The tan. gaunt
old man was sparse in his use of words, "Hurry. This
way." Still holding Grafton by the arm he ran on down
the Iinme-washed corridor. Qutside, the security men were'
flashing their electronic detectors. He heard confused
shouting, and the smashing of rifle butts against the door
as they pounded with the hilts of their electronic disin-
tegrators. He wondered how | ong the steel would hold.
Not | ong agai nst the power bolts, he knew, but possibly
| ong enough. It depended how nmany bolt holes there were
in this particular neck of the warren. "Name?" asked the
ol d man suddenly.

"Grafton," he panted, "M ke Gafton."

"I't was you who destroyed the airship?"

"It was," he grunted.

"Well done." The old man patted his shoulder with al-
nost paternal affeclion: "Very well done. That w Il cost
Rajak a'mllioo international credits, at |east."

There was a tearing, reverberating, grinding sound, then
a flat, rather frightening clang as the protective shutter
yielded to the bl ows of the weapons and the disintegrating
force of the energy bolts fromthe security nen's power
bl asters. There were pounding footsteps in the |line-
washed corridor behind them and then the air suddenly
grew choki ng hot, as bolts of pure energy flashed and
crackl ed past them in the narrow confines of the ancient
house. "Hurry," ordered the old nman, |eading Gafton
downwar ds. Anot her steel door fastened behind them as
t hey sped on. And now they found thenselves at the he~
of a flight of steps. The hammrering behind them grew | oud
and insistent, and they coul d hear the power bl asts agai nst
the last of their steel shutters. The flight of steps ended in



a small circular room In the center was a cylindrical glass
cabi net .
"Ask no questions. Trust me. Inside, quickly," gasped

the old man. And with a lever, he raised the tall glass
cylinder. Gafton trusted himinstinctively. Anything was
better than falling into the hands of the dictator's sadistic
guardsman. He found hinmsel f standi ng on sonethi ng rather
like solid crystalline quartz. He | ooked down into it, and
saw that it had been cut with particular skill and care. Its
strange ' crystalline surface reflected like a mllion prisms of
finest glass. It gave hima strange hypnotic feeling, alnost
of drowsiness, to ook down into the strange depths of th~
crystal.

"Take a deep breath,” shouted the old man. Hi s voice
sounded strange and far away. There was a tearing clang,
and the steel door at the head of the stairs burst open

"Now, " roared the old man, and pulled a | ever at the
side of the glass cylinder. A great sheet of flame shot up~
like a burst of natural gas, and obliterated everything from
G afton's view .

The next thing he knew he was envel oped in a strange
gray, weird holocaust. On the side of the glass cylinder in
huge red print appeared the date, Novenmber 25th, 2309.
The brightness of the red lettering turned progressively
fainter, and nore blurred in outline, as it nelted like the
wax of a red candl e which had been caught in the sunlight;
nelted and was gone, so there was nothing but the greyish
white translucency of the gl ass.

Grafton touched the confines of his prison and found
that it was strangely warm and vi brated as though
charged with many nmillions of volts of power. As though
froma mllion mles away, separated by enornous | eagues
of time and space, he could hear what sounded like rifle
fire and confused shouting. And then the hypnotic effect
of the crystalline flooring seened to overcone himcom
pletely, and he sank down with his face against those
reflective, translucent angles, and was mrrored a thou-
sand times in the depths of the strange cylinder. The grey
m st got denser and denser, and he was aware of a strange
hunm ng, whirring noise in his ears; a noise as of a thou-
sand dynanos, puffing relentlessly on, as though he were
enneshed in the bowel s of sone naChi ne, sone superb
t echnol ogi cal nmasterpi ece. And yet there was nothing to
be seen but the grey opal escent light that rose and fell in
intensity, and Grafton in his sem -conscious state was
filled with a feeling of conplete andntter unreality. What
was this weird cylinder? Where was he? There was a
strange sensation of notion, and yet it was not notion as
we understand it. It was rather the hallucinatory feeling
that we get when sitting in a train at the station, waiting to
pul | out. We watch another train pull past us, and we get
the feeling that it is us, and not the other train, that is
nmovi ng. The greyness. grew deeper, becanme tinged with
purple, and the purple in turn gave way to the bl ackness of
ni ght. The bl ackn~ grew thi cker and dar ker and deeper
until it becane Stygian in its intensity, until it becane al-
nost as tangi ble as black velvet. He felt that it was
crushing him suffocating him forcing itself into his |ungs
and his eyes. He felt like a man who js drowning in a bar-
rel of darkness. It was thick, terrifyingly thick, and it was



everywhere. He realized that was |argely psychol ogi cal

it was largely in his own mnd. Yet he had the weirdest
obsession that the intensity of the blackness was so great
that it was inpeding the novenents of his body. He felt
like a paralyzed sleeper. H s pulses and his heart sl owed
down till he felt that he would surely die of the sheer
inertia. Then, inperceptibly at first, gradually nore

noti ceably, the darkness began to lift. It was |less gripping,
| ess velvety, less tangible. It becanme nore like the

dar kness of a subterranean cave, and fromthere it thinned
and was diluted till it resenbled the darkness of an or-
dinary night. Fromthe darkness of night it becane the
pal e grey darkness of dawn, and now the purple tinge was
di scerni bl e once nore.

The purple gave place to grey, and the grey to a.greyi Sh
white. The greyish white becane a kind of opal escent

transl ucency once nmore. . . and strange red bl obs ap-
peared on the wall for a split-second in the place where
the date had previously been. They did not remain |ong
enough for himto clarify the outline. Vaguely through the
greyness he heard the sound of horses chanping restlessly
at their bits. It was a sound he had difficulty in identifying
for sone tine, and then he was quite Sure it was horses. "
Through the greyness he saw the outline of an antique car-
riage.

Chapter Two
Proj ection Poi nt

The security guards seized the old man, and the grim
faced captain handcuffed himw th ruthless efficiency.

"I dentification nunber," he barked savagely. The old
man rai sed his hands to the pocket of the sinple tunic he
wore and produced the netallic identification disc, which

was conpul sory for all Eurasian citizens. "l see," snhapped
the captain. "Eric Rhinegow. You are to cone with us.
Yon will be interrogated. In the nmeantime," his eyes

flashed to his mnions, "search the rest of the passages.
The other: can't have gone far."

The search was over even before they got Rhinegow to
the top of the stairs.

"There was no one else," he said softly, "and there are
no passages, Captain."

"You are lying," replied the security man quietly. "W
have ways and nmeans of making you tal k, of nmaking you
tell the truth.” He licked his narrow, sadistic lips, as
t hough the anticipation of the interrogation was pl easant
to him The old man was as gaunt and as al oof as the | ast
of the Mhicans. .

"You will get no information fromne," he said softly,
"you can do what you like." The security officer |aughed.
It was not a pleasant laugh. It was cold, nmetallic and
i nhuman.

"This way." They reached security headquarters, and
Rhi negow was strapped into a heavy | eather-backed chair.

"You are under some m sapprehension, no doubt," said
t he captain, "when you foolishly decide-you have not hi ng
to tell us. Believe ne, we are not so primtive as



you--er-liberation people--" he spat out the word
"liberation" as though it was a ,dirty sound-"as you
i beration people would |ike to nake out,"” he concl uded.

"We are familiar, of course, with all the historic forns
of torture. Indeed, at the beginning of our regi e we had
several methods of our own, but such things are ol d-
fashi oned, and Eurasia is a nodern power, a very nodern
power. As far back as the beginning of the twentieth cen-
tury, the narcotic and hypnotic drug research was goi ng
on. It has been perfected in the secret |aboratories of Ra-
jak the "Magnificent." He bowed his head as he spoke the
dictator's name. "Qur scientists have now produced drugs
of an intensity and a concentration far beyond i magi nati on
You will see a denonstration in a few mnutes.-in fact,
you will not only see it; you will take part init. W are
only waiting for Dr. Korblenz to arrive to adninister the
necessary injection. You will then be conpletely sub-
jugated to our power."

Sonet hing that m ght have been the first flicker of fear
shadowed the old nan's eyes, but he gave no other sign

"And what is to prevent me fromconmtting suicide
bef ore you can apply these drugs, even if they do work,
which | very much doubt?" H's voice was cold and
cynical; as cold, inits own way, as the sharp netallic
voi ce of the security captain. The guards officer |aughed.
"I will tell you what is to prevent you fromcomitting
sui cide." He banged one great fist down on a thick
bl anket..topped table. "The vigilance of my men. If you

die, they will die also. You nust remain alive till the troth
drugs have been adnministered; after that, they may do
with you as they will. You will be squeezed dry like an an-

ci ent sponge, and after that, when you can be of no further
use to the glorious powers of Eurasia, you shall suffer the
penalty for having opposed us. Then as an old and
wi t hered sponge you shall be cast away, as human refuse."
"Have you ever heard of the powers of the m nd?"
asked old Eric. "Don't you know that it is possible for a
man to will Wself to death?"
A | ook of apprehension crossed the captain's face.
"Thank you for your kindness," he said swiftly. And
before the old man coul d speak again, a rubber truncheon
t hudded down with stunning force at the base of his skull.

"The doctor will be here very shortly," said the captain.
"At the slightest sign of his regaining consciousness, you
will administer a mld blow at the same spot." The guards

nodded, and the security officer stormed out.

A d Rhi negow was just opening his eyes when the Eura-
sian security doctor wal ked in. Their gazes net for |ong
tense seconds, and before the old man coul d nove, think
or speak, he felt the sharp jab of a hyperdernmic syringe in
his arm

"It will take about two minutes,” said the doctor
quietly. "At the end of that tine, you will find yourself
conpletely in our power. Not only will you answer our
guestions, but of your own free will, you will tell us every-

thi ng you know, everything that could be of any interest.
You are anxious to talk to us," his voice droned on. "You
have a burning desire to communi cate all your know edge
to us, because you know how wong it was of you, how



very, very wong, how evil, how wi cked, ,to oppose the

great force of right; which is Eurasia. How could you be

so treacherous as to oppose the will of the great and holy

di ctator, Rajak the Mgnificent? Soon your conscience

will begin to stir. " The hypnotic voice went on and on,
like the murrmur of a distant waterfall, and struggle as he
woul d against it, Eric found hinself sinking dowmn into a

kind of oblivion; a pit of little dancing red and blue lights,
in which the only thing he could hear was the voice of the

security doctor. "You will tell us everything you know, tel
us all your ideas, hopes and plans, confess to us every-
thing that you have done wong. You will then be able to

take your place in this great and generous society-the
peopl e of Eurasia, followers of Rajak the Mgnificent."
Every tine the dictator's name was nentioned the security
guards bowed their heads forward in a gesture of
obei sance. It was a scene of revolting humlity.

The doctor glanced at his watch, "The drug shoul d have
taken effect now, Captain," he said quietly. "Proceed."
He packed his inplenents, sterilized his hyperdernic
recharged it, and began naking for the door

"Must you go so soon; Doctor?" asked the captain.

"I have ot her appointnents.. W are, as you know,
working at full pressure, for the benefit of our great and
glorious society." Hs voice rang with fanatical en-
thusiasm "Gdory to Rajak." the captain said. He raised
both hands in the air; the doctor returned the salute and
echoed the words. The door cl osed behind him and he
was gone. The security officer turned his attention to the
trance-like figure of old Eric Rhinegow, as he sat bolt
upright in the interrogation chair. Hi s voice had lost its
sharp, whip-like, bullying tone. It was soft and fatherly as
the doctor's had bt'.en as he intoned his hypnotic sugges-
tions.

"Tell us," he began. "Tell us all you can about the world
of the resistance novenent, and by doing so you will
cl ean your inner self, your very soul, of all that dark stain
of treason that you have put upon it. You are sorry now

t hat you have worked against us, but we will forgive you,
and you will be able to start again. Speak. The nore you
tell the happier you will feel."

The old man's |ips nmoved, but at first no sound cane
out .

"Don't be afraid," persisted the captain gently. "Just
speak quietly to us. Tell us all that you know, talk
H s voice, like the doctor's, had assuned a sem -hypnotic
quality. "Talk. . . talk . " he said the word with a
resonance that made it sound |like a sharp saw goi ng
through a dull old log. "Talk," he repeated again. Eric
Rhi negow s eyes opened very wi de; he stared before him
with the glassy gaze of the hypnotized subject. It was as
t hough m nd, body and soul had becone separate entities,
as though there were no consciousness left to defend the
menory at the back of his once magnificent mnd. The
fiendish truth drug was beginning to work only too well. It
was disintegrating his personality. He was as easy to ex-
tract information fromnow as a filing cabinet. If anything
it was easier, because the suggestions had taken effect. He
was all too anxious to reveal all that he knew, everything
whi ch might be of possible interest to the Eurasian security



office. Hs |lips noved again, and the officer notioned for
the recorder to be brought. A mcrophone descended in

front of the old man's face, and while one of the technica
assistants controlled the volunme intake, the old man began

speaki ng.

"You must follow me very carefully. | shall have to
convert one or two ideas which are al nbst universally ac-
cepted. | shall have to modify themfor you, if you are to

understand in any degree all the principles of the nma-
chine." The security nen exchanged gl ances. "What na-
chi ne?" interpol ated one of the m nions.

"Quiet," commanded the captain. "W shall find out;
probably sonmething to do with the di sappearance.”

"Your geonetry, and to a large extent, your math-
emati cal presuppositions are founded on ni sconception,"
went on the old man softly, intently. "I do not wish to ac-
cept anything wthout reasonable ground for it. You will
soon admit as nuch as | need fromyou. You know, of

course, that a mathematical line, a line with no thickness at
all, aline of thickness nil, has no real existence. They
taught you that in college, |I know | know " He repeated

hinself, as is the way with the old who are verging on
senility. "A mathematical plane has no exi stence either

These things are nere abstractions, nere abstractions,” he
muttered to hinmself. He drew a deep breath, and the old

head lolled over to one side. H's hand attenpted to make
pictures in the air, but they were tied securely to the chair.
"Nor, having only length, breadth and thickness, can a

cube have any real existence." Again the captain and his

men exchanged gl ances. "OF course a cube can have ex-

i stence," said the captain quietly. "It's a solid object, and
solid body does exist. It's a real thing. "

"So nost people think," interrupted the old man. "But
wait a nmoment, and think carefully. . . ponder -. . . con-

centrate." He paused dramatically. "Can an instantaneous
cube exist?"

"Say that again," said the captain.

"Can an instantaneous cube exist?" repeated the old
man. "Can a cube that doesn't last any tinme at all have a
real existence?" The captain was silent. "Cearly," went
on the old man, "any real body nust have extension in
four directions. It nust have length; it nust have breadth
and duration. But through natural infirinity of the flesh
which I will explain to you in a nonent, we are inclined
to overlook this fact. There are really four dinensions.
There are three which we call the three planes of space,
and a fourth which we call time. However, we have a ten-
dency in our very finite minds to draw an unreal distinc-
tion between the forner three dinmensions of space and the
fourth di mension, which constitutes time. . . . In our con-
sci ousness we nove intermittently in one direction along
the latter, fromthe beginning to the end of our lives. W
are therefore unable fully to conprehend it for what it is.
W are moving through it so relentlessly-rclentlessly,” he

repeated senilely. The officer snapped his fingers. "It is
clear to me now, please continue."

"It is very remarkable iliat it is so extensively
over| ooked," went on old Eric Rhinegow. "Really this is
what is neant by the fourth dinension, iliough sone peO-

pl e who tal k about the fourth di nension do not know t hat



iliey mean it. It is only another way of |ooking at tine.
There is no real dilierence between time and .any of the

t hree di mensi ons of space, except that our consciousness

noves al ong. But sone fools have gotten hold of the

wrong side of that idea. You know what they say about

this fourth dinension, don't you?" He m ght have been
addressing a class of students; it was tragic to see the shat-
tered remains of that majestic intellect spilling its

know edge like a flood of liquid gold at the feet of these
pagan, savage, boorish Philistines.

"Well, it is sinply this," he went on. The pld professor
was throwi ng his choicest pearls at the feet of the sw ne
who were destroying him "Sinmply this,” he nuttered to
hi nsel f. "Space, as our nmathematicians have it, is spoken
of as having three di nensions, which one may. call | ength,
breadth and thickness. It is always definable by reference
to three planes, each of which is at right angles to each
oilier. But some phil osophers have been asking why there
are three dinensions particularly; why not anoilier at right
angles to the oilier three? They've even tried to construct a
four-di mensi onal geonetry. Ah, there was a professor once,
many years ago, expounding to the New York Math-
emati cal Society how, on a flat surface, which has only
two di nensions, we can represent the figure of a three-
iinmensional solid. And similarly they think that on a
nodel of three dinmensions they could represent one of
four, if they could only naster tlle perspeotive of the thing.
I"msure iliat nmust be clear to you." There was a | ong
pause. The ol d eyes closed, and the professor's head |olled
forward on his chest as though he were exhausted. . . .

"It's tlle effect of the drug," said the captain shortly.

"It's narcotic as well as hypnotic; he'll continue soon
Just switch the recorder off for a couple of seconds." The
guard obeyed. | ooking up expectantly for the first sign of
nmoverrent fromtheir prisoner. . . . Rhnmegow s |ips began
to twitch again. "On," snapped the captain.

"I"ve been working on this geonetry of the fourth
di mrension for a very long tine--a very long tinme indeed,"
went on Rhmegow. "For instance, | had a collection of
portraits, a portrait of a child about six years old, another
at ten, another at fifteen, another at seventeen, another at
twenty-three, another at twenty-five and so on, right
through the Iife of the man until he was well over forty.

Al these in ny opinion are sections--cross sections--of

hi s three-di mensional representation; a three-di nensiona
representation of his four-dinensional being, which is in

its compl eteness a fixed and unalterable thing. W scien-

tists know that time is only a kind of space. Think again

of that very sinple thing, the weather record. If you trace
the I'ine nade by the novenent of the baroneter with its

little ink pencil, you will see that yesterday it was at a cer-
tain height, that during the night it fell, and this nmorning it
rose again. And so it goes up and down, up and down

again." He leaned forward as though to enphasize his

point, while his voice droned on in the sane semn -dazed

nmonot one. "The nmercury in that baroneter did not trace

that line in any of the dinmensions of space generally

recogni zed, but certainly it traced such a line. That I|ine,

we nust therefore conclude, was alon.2 the tinme dinen-

sion."



"I have a question," interposed the captain quietly, "if
time is only a fourth dinmension of space, why is it, and
why has it always been regarded as sonething different,
even by the magnificent scientists of the Eurasian
technol ogi cal coll eges? Wiy can't we nove about in tine
as we nove about in the other dinensions of space?"

"Are you really sure that we can nove about in the
ot her di mensi ons of space? W can go to the right and the
left; we can go backwards and forwards freely enough
Men have al ways done so, fromprehistoric tines; | admt
we nove freely in two di nensions. But how about up and
down? Gravitation limts us there, you know. "

"Gravitation limts us?" ejacul ated the captain, aston-
ished in spite of hinmself. "Wen our battl eships, equipped
with their anti-grav shielding, can fly into the depths of
the solar systemitsel f? When we can transverse the
universe in all directions, you say we are limted by
gravity? You're living in the past, old man; you're living in
t he past."

"But before anti-grav, before airplanes, before bal -

[ oons,"” went on the old man, "before these scientific

mar vel s appear ed~xcept for junping up and down, and

but for the inequalities of the surface of this earth, man
had no freedom of vertical novenent."

"Yes, but he could still nove up and down a little."

"Would it not be easier,"” said the old scientist "far, far
easier for himto nove down than to nove up?"

"W can't nove at all in time," said the captain. "W
can't nove away fromthe present nonent. "

"That's just where you are wong," said the old nan.
"That's just where the whole world has gone wong. W
are always getting away fromthe present noment. Qur
nmental existences, which are inmmterial and have no
di mensi on, are passing along the- time dinmension with a
uniformvelocity fromthe cradle to the grave. Just as we
should travel down if we began our existence fifty mles
above the earth's surface. "

"But the great difficulty is this," said the captain.
"Surely you can see this-you can nove about in al
directions of space, even though | will agree with you that
before the invention of mechanical assistance, sone of
thGCse dinensions were limted. Sonme of our novenent in
t hose di mensions was highly limted. On the other hand,

we could quite definitely nove in themall, but you cannot
move in tine." The old professor scratChed the arm of the
thick lea.ilier chair with his fingertips.

"But you are wwong to say that we cannot nove about
intine. That is th~ essence of ny great discovery. It is the
germof my idea. For instance, if | amrecalling sonme inci-
dent in my past life very vividly, | go' back to the instance
of its recurrence. | go back in my mind, in ny nenory, in
nmy recollection. | become absent m nded, we say. Just for
a nonent, | junp right back into time. And | |ive once
nore the nmoment that | lived ten, twenty, thirty years ago
O course, we have not the nmeans of staying back for any
length of time,' any nore than a savage ani mal woul d be
able to junp into the air and stay six feet above the
ground. But a civilized man, a nenber of the great Eura-
sian community."

The: captain noted with pleasurable triunmph how far the



i ndoctrination of the doctor's hypnotic suggestion had
been successful --ol d Rhi negow was now doi ng his best to
best ow t he benefit of his entire know edge upon the Eura-
sian conmunity.

"OfF course,"” he repeated, "we have no means of staying
back for any length of time--but a civilized man-" He
was becom ng confused; he was wandering a little; his
head was dropping onto his chest. "If a civilized man can
go up and down in his anti-grav machi ne, surely he may
be able to stop or to accelerate his drift along the tine
di rensi on; he may even turn about and travel the other

way. "

"Do you really believe this?" asked the captain.

"But of course," said the professor sinmply. "It's the
truth.”

"It's against all reason and all science," said the cap-
tain.
"What science? Wat reason? What | ogic?" asked the

pr of essor.
"Ch, but you can prove black is white by arguing," said
the captain, "but you'll have a job to conVince ne. o
"Possibly I will, and possibly I won't," said old Eric.

"But now you begin to see the object of ny investigations,
i nvestigations into the reality of four dinmensions. Long
ago, when Eurasia was still a young power, | had a vague

i nkling of a nachine; a nmachine that could travel through
time; a 'machine that could travel indifferently in any
direction through space and tinme, as the driver deter-

m ned. But | had to nodify ny original hopes and pl ans,
and confine it to novenent into time itself."

"By the asteroids: that great glass cylinder that we
couldn't understand! The di sappearance of the other man,
wi th no passages, no secret tunnels, nowhere he could
have hi dden. Qur electric devices proved that that room
was as enpty of that man as this old fool's head is enpty
of will-power."

"Experinental verification," nuttered the old man.
"Experinental verification."

The greyness cl eared conpletely; the glass cylinder had
gone. So had the underground room so had everything ex-
cept the ghostly sem -material horses. And even as he
wat ched, M ke Grafton saw them grow i ncreasingly nore
solid with every passing second. He was aware, too,
someone had passed him a man of about his own age and
build with a white, strained, frightened face. Passed him at
tremendous speed and then seenmed to dissolve into a
patch of grey mi st before Gafton's unbelieving eyes. But
before the man vani shed, there was a rustle, as of some-
thing falling.. Grafton stooped and snatched it up. It was a
smal | | eat her package. which fromthe feel of it, contained
papers or docunents.

It was carefully sealed at both ends. Unthinkingly, he
thrust the packet into his pocket and. with the instinct of a
fugitive, fled into the dark shadows at the other side of the
horses. There was somnething vaguely famliar about the
little town in which he found hinself. A dozen things here
and there nmade sense; others didn't. . . . Wth a start he
realized that the town in which he found hinself was al -
nost, but not exactly, like the town in which he had taken



sanctuary when the prehistoric jet crashed. He knew sud-
denly with a terrifying shock, just exactly where the
greatest differences lay. The whol e place seened sonehow
smal l er, the old buildings nmore nunmerous, and with a flash
of blinding inspiration, he had the ghost of an understand-
ing of the nmeaning of the strange grey mst.

"No," he breathed, "it can't be." Yet how el Se could,it
be? How el se coul d he have escaped the relentless pursuit
of the security forces of Eurasia? How el se coul d he have
drifted through nothi ngness, and then suddenly found him
sel f outside--when he had previously been inside a cellar?
At no point had he | ost consciousness, though he had been
very close to it. Yet he knew that at no tine had his con-
sci ousness slipped so far fromhimthat he woul d have
been aware of being carried out of the cellar into the street
beyond. And this wasn't just the street beyond. It was the
street beyond with certain essential differences. He nade
his way quietly back over the cobbl estones in the direc-
tion of the horses. A group of anxious nen surrounded
t hem and appeared to be | ooking for soneone. He thought
at once of that fleeing figure that had passed hi m and
vani shed. Who could it have been? Were had he gone?

How? And why? And what of the nysterious package
whi ch he carried? The package the stranger had dropped
in his frightened flight?

He made his way toward the group. One of them
crossed to himand asked hima question of sone sort. He
knew German reasonably well, but this was not the GCer-
man that was taught in the linguistic colleges of Eurasia.
This was an old, archaic German. which he had sone dif-
ficulty in conprehending. Finally he shook his head and
shrugged his shoul ders. He pointed down the road. The
guesti oner seened satisfied, though he noti Ced that the
ostl er beside the horses was eyeing his strange cl othing
curiously, He made his way to the inn door. He nust hide,
he- told hinmself, away fromprying eyes; nmix with the
crowmd, find out who and what they are; study tbeir habits,
blend in anong them |ike a pebble on the beach. . . . That
was the way to escape recognition and detection. It was
the fugitive instinct. very strong in his nind. .

The | andl ord was a broad-shoul dered, thick-set indi-
vidual running a bit toward m ddl e-aged spread; a powerfu
man for all that. Matching his nodern accent to the coll o-
qui al German that he had heard outside, he asked for a
room The inn-keeper | ooked at hi M suspiciously.

"Do you have any nmoney?" he inquired. It suddenly
struck Grafton that he hadn't. At |east he hadn't anything
that woul d satisfy these people.

"I have just cone from abroad," he said suddenly. "It
had slipped ny. nind." He flashed a roll of inter-
continental credits. By the standard of printing that the
i nnkeeper had seen, they | ooked nagnificent. . . but he
shook his head. "Wat bank are they issued on? \Wat
credit house?"

"They come fromthe other side of the Atlantic," said
Grafton, lying desperately, and trying to think of
somewhere sufficiently relttote to conviJlce the sinple
Perl eberg inn-keeper. "But if you do not wi sh to accept
them perhaps there is sone other way, naybe sonething
that r could sell to you? | have a very fine wist watch."



He took his watch off and showed it to the inn-keeper. It
was an el ectroni c masterpiece, operated by a battery about
the size of a match head, which would run for about tenor
fifteen years. The ghostly fear that had gripped him that
had told himthe dreadful truth about what had happened,
warned hiMthat if, as he feared, he had i ndeed gone back
t hrough time, he nust not allow the watch to seemtoo
marvel ous. "There is a special w nding device inside
which fits right to the back of a man's wist,"” he lied

plausibly. "It is a nost wonderful watoh, and will not re-
qui re winding for nmany years. The actions of your oW

hands will wind it as you nove about. If you keep it suffi-
ciently wound, and put it in the drawer at night, it will not

stop until you put it on again.'
opened in honest astoni shment.
"It has no tick. It runs so silently," explained Gafton
"It is the nost beautiful piece of machinery |I have ever

seen anywhere," exclained the inn-keeper. "How nuch

do you want for it?"

Grafton indicated a thick gold chain suspending the
man's own watch. ,"How rmuch did you pay for the watch
you have?" he asked.

"Many guilders," sighed the inn-keeper ruefully.

"You | ook an honest nman to nme," said Gafton. "I'lI
accept twice the price you paid for that-"

"But | am a poor man and Cannot pay so nuch
nmoney. "

"Il tell you what I'Il do," said Grafton suddenly. "G ve
me a thousand guilders and et me stay with you as |ong as
I wish. A thousand guilders and a nonth's free board, and
the watch is yours-what say you?" The inn-keeper n(Jd-
ded imrediately. "If it were not that you cannot change
my notes, | would not dream of parting with so wonderfu
a watch," said Gafton, "which you can well understand.
However, until | can visit Berlin and change ny currency
for gold or guilders, | rmust be prepared to nake sone
sacrifices." He,leaned forward and whi spered confidingly
in the inn-keeper's ear, "One has to be very careful these
days. Very often a man has to travel with great speed and
stealth, but of course you understand. You nust see many
such." The inn-keeper nodded.

"The English gentleman who just left was another such
He was a coUriec, | believe, not traveling under his own
nane. They do say," his voice dropped to a | ow whi sper
"they do say the gentlel 1lan has di sappeared. They're | ook-
ing for himnow out in the inn yard. It's ny belief the
ot hers have got him . . ." |

"The others"?" inquired Gafton eagerly, seeking as
much know edge as possible of his environment. The one
thing he wanted to find was the date~ for history had never
been his strong point. He knew that he was sonewhere in
t he past, but the thing was-where? and when? That this
pl ace was still recogni zable as Perleberg he had little
doubt, but the Perleberg of which period?

Horse travel took it back a considerable way, yet the
peopl e were not prinmitive, as you wqul d have expected

from genui nely nedi eval types. Jt was difficult to know.

He |istened intently to the landlord' s account of the wars.
And suddenly the nane Napol eon nailed the date as near

as need be to Grafton's inquiries.

The i nn-keeper's eyes



"W are such an unconscionable tinme com ng over," he
sai d suddenly, apropos of nothing, "and rve conme straight
fromthe coast." He laughed a little bit sheepisly. "You
know, this may surprise you, but rmnot sure of the
date--is it Wdnesday or Thursday?"

"\Why, good gracious ne, it's Friday," said the inn-
keeper, not a little surprised, but apparently fully com
prehendi ng the reason. "Friday, sir, the 25th Novenber,
in the year of our Lord, 1809."

"The 25th Novenber. . ." echoed Mke Gafton. "I
had no idea it was so late." He | ooked staggered; his ni Ad
felt 3S though it had been kicked by the foot of sone evil
deity. . . . "Twenty-fifth of Novenber," he whistled over
to hinmsel f, "1809." He had gone back into the past five
hundred years. Gradually, through his shock-dinl ned con-
sci ousness, he became aWare that the inn-keeper was
speaki ng agai n.

"You can have the roomthe English gentl eman cane
out of, if you like, sir. If you' re not superstitious about
that, with him di sappearing.”

"No, no, not at all. | don't mind in the least." A room
t hought Grafton, any room to get out of the sight of ny
fellow nmen for a few nonents.

"You haven't such a thing as a change of clothes you
can set me up with?" he asked the inn-keeper

"I"l1l have a l ook, sir. Are they the new fashion over the
Atl antic, now?"

"Yes, they are, and | had to oone in a hurry; there was
no tine to stop for clothing. I was |ucky enough to get a
ship."

"I dare 'say you were, sir. What are their feelings there
about the war?" Grafton shrugged his shoul ders. "They're
pretty mxed, as they always are."

"Yes, | can understand that," said the inn-keeper. "Sur-
prising how a sinple nman like nmyself gets to know about
politics-you' d never think a little town |ike Perleberg
could have so nmuch excitement one way and another. OCh,
tis very strange.

Oh, thought Grafton, we've got the date and the place. |
was right. | haven't traveled in space, at |east not very far
but I've traveled in time. By the gods, how |'ve travel ed

five hundred years, 1809. He shook his head sadly,
"1809," he whispered. . . . "Five hundred years, five cen-
turies before the Eurasian dictatorship. Five hundred
years before anyone ever heard of Rajak the Magnifi-
cent." He recalled what little history he did know. He
realized that |ooking retrospectively at history, |ooking
back into the past, was |ike | ooking dowmn into the |ions
den fromthe safety of the parapet rocks. But |ooking for-
ward to a horror that he knew nust cone, be it five cen-
turies away, Was like being chained to a railway track
while a distant express gathered its destructive speed, an
force.

The inn-keeper took a rtlassive ir9n key fromthe boar<
above the bar and showed himthe way up to tlle rQOOD
over|l ooki ng the courtyard. "Here you are, sir. | hop
you'll be very confortable, and | certainly hope you won
| eave us quite so suddenly and unexpectedly as the prf
vi ous gentl eman. "

"I hope so, 'too," said Mke G afton.



The i nn-keeper brought sone clothing. "I hope these'

fit you fairly well, sir, but you' re a considerable sight taller
than | am However, they're the best | can find, and in these
circunstances | don't suppose you'll mnd very much."

"Not at all,"” said Grafton. "l assure you | appreciate

your help. There are times when clothes are worth nore
than gold, ny friend."

"Aye, that's very true, sir," said the inn-keeper. "That is
very true indeed." They exchanged gl ances.

No doubt he's witten me off as a spy, thought M ke.
No doubt he has seen so many spies, what w th Engl and,
Austria, France and Russia all involved. But as |ong;
nmy nmoney or ny watch is good, he'll be happy. He
| ocked the door and slid hone the heavy iron bolts, taking
the candl e which the inn-keeper had left and | ooking.'
carefully around the room

He was struck with curiosity by some little fragnents of
paper in the fireplace. They had obvi ously been burnt, yet
not with any purpose of lighting a fire, for there was
neither kindling nor |ogs avail able. They had been burnt
wi th one purpose only. Sonebody wanted them safely
destroyed. There nmust have been sone pretty interesting
contents in those papers. Grafton found one, the edge of
whi ch was only charred and not conpletely consuned.
He picked it up and found to his amazenent that it was
witten in good, legible English. It was an educated hand
that had witten the words, and he remenbered that the
man who had so nysteriously di sappeared, and for whom
a search of the inn yard was progressing at thAt very no-
ment, had been an English gentl enan. He wondered who
he coul d have been. And then he renmenbered sonet hing
el se--the seal ed package whi ch he now had in his own
pocket. He wondered if there was any connection between
t hem

Chapter Three
The Manuscri pt

Wth trenbling fingers Mke Grafton broke open the seals
of the package which the vani shed man had dropped. It
contained two or three sheets of closely witten parch-
ment. The witing matched the witing on the fragnelnts
he had taken fromthe grate, in every possible detail
Grafton began to read by the uncertain light of the flicker-
ing candle, and as he read, his interest grew with every
par agr aph:

"Whosoever may find these docunents, | wish it to be
known that my nane is Benjanin Bathurst. | was born
in London, 14th March, 1774, and in the year 1807
| was sent to Vienna with inportant dispatches by the
British Governnent. But | amgetting ahead of nyself, for
| wish to give first some nore details of nmy fanmly
background, so that the finder may be able to informny
parents and ny bel oved wife Phillida shoul d anything un-
toward happen to ne on this mssion. | am surrounded by
enem es on every hand, and my fear of treachery, both
within nmy own party and fromoutside, grows with every



passing day. My father is Henry Bathurst, the Lord
Bi shop of Norwi ch, and | was brought up in Norwi ch
Epi scopal Palace. Qur famly home is at Cirencester, in
dle beautiful old English peace of Bathurst Park. As | sit
in the roomof this miserable inn, witing what may be the
| ast words mny pen shall ever set down, | amall too aware
that I woul d exchange all my worldly wealth to be back
once nmore in the sanctuary of our ancestral home. But fate
has decreed otherwise, or so it seens to ne, and as the no-
ble Bard of Avon says, 'Sone have prom nence, if not
grealness, unwillingly thrust upon them'

"There have been prominent men in our fanmily before.
My ancestor the Earl of Bathurst, who was born in 1684,
was a noble scholar, a friend of Swift, Addison and Prior
The third Earl was born in 1762, and is now one of our
great and promni nent statesnen. My father was Canon of
Christ Church, Oxford, and was |ater an |Incunbent at
Durham He is a wonderful, godly old man, and has
travel ed extensively during the course of his mnistry.
Now, as to nyself, I will go back to the purpose in hand.

Every footstep outside the door warns nme that tine may
be running out. How strange time is-but | digress again."
The words sprang up and hit Grafton with the force of liv-
ing things. It was odd, he thought, that this Benjanin
Bat hurst had witten that phrase, for it was time which
had somehow swirled himback into the past by the inge-
nuity of that 24th century scientist of the Resistance
Movenent. It had indeed saved himfromthe attention of
the security police, but placed himin a predi canment
stranger-and even nore terrible.-"in spring, this year
Lord Mul grave appointed ne as Secretary of the Legation
at the Court of Stockholm and afterwards | was nade En-
voy Extraordinary to the Court of Vienna, on an inpor-
tant secret nission, which as you may well guess, con-
cerned our present struggle with Napoleon. | enclose at
this point a copy of a letter which I sent to ny friend
Willians. | wote the letter at the begi nning of June when
I was' in the city of Pest and | copy it sinply because
fear that the original has not reached ny friend. Should
this prove to be the case, perhaps you, the unknown fi nder
of this package, will convey nmy words to him Here, then
is the letter.

My dear Phil
It woul d be usel ess going over what has happened to
me since ny being on this station, where | have hitherto
wi t nessed scarcely anything but distress and m sfortune; |
got to Vienna the very day of the terrible account from
t he Danube, and have seen little since to cheer the scene.
The desperate resolution of the Austrians keeps pace with
the mlitary blunders they inprove upon daily. No
reverses can correct, no experiences instruct them A
cause quite sacred, pursued with fanatic zeal. An in-
conpar abl e arnmy and resources w thout end, an yield to
the - ascendant of our abom nabl e opponent and his

superior mlitary skill. A mracle, or another battle of
Aspern-which was little |l ess-may restore us, but
scarcely any other effort. | cannot say, ny dear Phil. | am

quite in Paradise through a very flattering situation, and
i medi ate action in events which inspire the deepest in-



terest atone a little for the separation fromPhillida and a
variety of other inconvenien~."'

"I't may not nean much to you, but ny friend will un-
derstand it. Perhaps | am |l acking in nodesty, but ny
friends tell nme that | have pronise. Sone indeed have
gone so far as to say that as a diplomat | show occasi ona

flashes of brilliance. They tell ne also that ny disposition
i s sangui ne. Yon, who have never net me, will have to
judge what little you can fromthese words | | eave behind.

| have heard no word fromny parents and ny famly for

some long tinme. for | have been traveling incognito by a
circuitous route, tQ avoi d being recogni zed by the French
Before sitting down to wite and seal this nmessage, | have
gone carefully through all my diplomatic papers, and

burned anyt hi ng which m ght be of use to our abom nable
opponent. | haye many suspicions of nmy enem es, and

per haps, unknown finder, should you turn out to be a

friend, you will nake those suspicions known. There is
Kraus, the nessenger who travels with ne; | neither |ike

nor trust the man. Yet | may be m sjudging him Above

all, if you who find this package, especially so if you find
it upon ny corpse, on no account make Kraus your confi -
dant, for | have ny suspicions that he is secretly in the
pay of the enemy. Al so, very foolishly, | pulled out ny

wat ch and ny purse, which is wellstocked, in the kitchen

of this inn, not so very long back, and | saw the avari ci ous
greed in the eyes of an ostler and a postillion. I wonder if
they plan sonme m schief against nme. | have al so quarrel ed,
understandably, with one of ny servants, and he, in a fit of
temper, has sworn to revenge hinself. Perhaps | may fal

by his rebellious hand. To try and throw t hem off the

track, two nights back | rode, secretly and al one, to a Con-
sul | know several mles away, near the seacoast. \Wen I
reached his house, a girl carrying a candl e opened the door
to nme, her hand on her forehead, shielding her eyes against
the Iight of the candle she bore. | wore ny cap and had

nmy roquel aure w apped around ne. As she opened the

door, a keen wind blew out the light she carried. | asked if
t he Consul was at hone, and she replied that he was not.

She then asked ne ny nane, and | answered, 'Never m nd

that, but tell your nmaster that an English gentlenman has
called and will see himat the Post House tonorrow,

early." | went to the Post House and waited as |ong as
dared, but he did not arrive, and | rode back to Perl eberg.

| heard, in the very hour that | penned this, that the boat in
which | had intended to cross to Sweden is reported to be
lost. There is another fact which | nust state. Should ny
body be found with marks of violence upon it, or should it
be found in circunstances which nmight | ead the unknow ng

to suppose that | took ny owmn "life, | wite here, as
solemmly as | could aver anything on the great Day of
Judgnent, that | have no reason so to do. | have |lost no
nmoney at play. | have been guilty of no di shonourable

m sconduct. |If | do not reach England safely, | shall cer-
tainly die by a hand other than my own. | fear the French
| fear the Russians, | fear nmy own party, above' aU |l fear

the Count d' Entraigues. | fear him naster spy that he

i s-who knows whi ch side those bl oodstai ned hands work

for? And here |I rnust copy another letter in case the

original did not reach its destination. To me, it is the nost



i mportant part of this docunent. rpray that you who find
these | ast words, wheilier you be friend or foe, that you
convey this, at least, to ny beloved wife, Phillida Bathurst.
| dispatched the original letter fromBuda on Cctober 14th
of this year, and | give a copy here bel ow

My dearest Phillida,

| amable to give you a few words of intelligence of
me, ny dearest, by Heliogol and, though hardly nore, by
the smal | ness of the package 1 amobliged to send by this
channel . Things are in the nost desperate condition, and
i f Bonaparte can be rempved from Vi enna wi thout sone
very signal catastrophe to Austria, the utnost of our
hopes will be fulfilled. My fate, of course will be decided
anong the other Articles of the Peace. If the intercourse
with England is put an end to, which is next to certain,
tonight | shall try to nmake ny escape. But should | prove
unsuccessful, | trust that this package may reach its
destination.'’

"There is one word nmore | would wish to say to you,
the unknown finder, and that is this. As a |ast rose of de-
coy, to throw ny enemes off ny track, | have witten a
letter, whose contents are nuch the contents of this
package, and have hidden it in an old pair of oVa"
trousers. Those overalls | have entrusted, together with
five guineas in English gold, to an old woman of thi S
village whom | believe | can trust, not so nuch for her
character's sake as for the gold that | have given her. Her
task is sinmple, should | disappear, as | intend to of ny
own volition and not at the hands of ny enenmies. Should
di sappear and be able to make nmy way safely through the
clutches of ny foes to the sanctuary of Engl and once
nore, to give me a little nore time, she is to produce these
trousers, after ny disappearance has been spread abroad,
and she is to say that she found themin a wood on the
banks of the Elbe. | shall, of course, by traveling in a
conpletely different direction, a direction which nust re.
main a secret even fromyou, ny unknown friend-or ny
unknown enerny. Tinme has gone. There is so much left un-
said which | wish to say. But tinme is time, and waits for
no man. The worst master and the best servant in the
whol e of creation is the clock on the wall of the Pal ace of
life. And so, | wilJ sign nyself, dear sir, or nmadam
whoever you may be, hopefully yours,
Benj ami n Bat hurst."

The manuscript ended, but Gafton read it through
again and again. His heart felt strangely touched, by the
out pouring of the young English nobleman's very soul into
what nmust have been his | ast nmessage and he felt a strange
fellow feeling, and a bond of synpathy with this man who
had died five hundred years before his own time. . . . Yet
as he read, he thought of the fleeting figure who had
flashed past himin the grey mst, dropping its precious
package as it Passed. He knew t hat whatever el se may
have happened to the di pl omat, Benjam n Bat hurst was by
no means dead in the comonly accepted sense. Vani shed
fromthe world of men, beyond their ken and their con-
tact, yes, but M had not gone through the door by which
his fellow 9lortals were all destined to pass. As he sat in
the silence of that upper room which the m ssing diplonat
had so recently vacated, M ke G afton pondered many



t hi ngs. And as he pondered, with a strange feeling of guilt,
he realized that his own precipitous flight fromthe powers
of the Eurasian dictator were, in all probability, nore than
partly responsible for the di sappearance of Benjanin

Bat hurst in the cloud of grey mist. He tried the best he,
could, for he was a fine technician and scientist in his own
right, to understand the principles of the tine nachine,

but it was far beyond his conprehension. It occurred to

hi m however, that in all principles of science, nature and
the basic |aws of the universe abhor a vacuum above al

else. It was therefore very necessary for a vacuumto be
filled-to be filled by an equival ent anount of either mat.
ter or energy, dependi ng upon the exact nature of the

enpty val ency to be taken up. If in sonme strange way the
old freedomfighter sci,entist, back in the Perleberg of
2309, had created a machi ne which could produce a tem
porary rift in the tine dinmension of the continuum that
rift, fault or vorrex-eall it what you will-had to be
filled. To use a physical anal ogy, he, Mke G afton, had
been di spl aced fromhis own natural environnent in the

24t h century. He had been standing at a preci Se spot in
space at a precise instant of time. Rifts, geologically, he
knew, had a tendency to run in sharp vertical lines. They
ran with precision. They responded to certain inalienable

| aws.

Therefore, if he was to di sappear, he nust disappear at
the extremity of a certa,in time cycle. Anything which
would fill his place must, in all probability, be standing at
the other end of the vortex, the ani podes of the cycle from
whi ch he had been drawn. At that precise spot five hun-
dred years ago stood Benjam n Bat hurst. He had wal ked
around the head of his horses, with his seal ed docunent
half in and half out of his hand. He had been caught by a
strange fourth-di nensional time vortex, and he had never
been seen again in his own world. It was a terrifying con-
clusion, but a conclusion which Gafton had to accept.

Chapt er Four
Doubl e Pursult

Grafton had no nore time to spend pursuing the
manuscri pt. There was the sudden sound of footsteps on
the stairs; heavy footsteps, footsteps which in any age
could meamonly one thing . . . trouble! There was a thun-
derous knocki ng on the door

"Who's there?" he asked in his best approach to archaic
Ger man.

"Les douaniers," roared a harsh voice fromw thout.
"Francai s. Vive Napol eon."

Devi| take Napol eon, thought G aftoo, and quite sud-
denly he realized what had happened. Either the inn-
keeper, or one of those in the bar who had seen him
ascend the stairs had tipped off the | ocal CGuardier Poste,
and the captain had put two arid two together and nade
five. The mysterious Englishman they had been wat ching
t he previous night disappears, another man appears, just
as nysteriously, comes to the inn, and is now ensconced in
t he room whi ch the previous nman occupi ed. Sone secr et
nmessage has probably been left in a pre--arranged hiding
place in this room The nen are working hand in glove; If



one is.an English spy, sois the other. . . . If one is on a
danger ous di pl omatic mission, so perhaps is the other; in-
deed, it might even be a clever ruse--the first nman

returned in disguise. Gafton realized the thoughts that
woul d go tblough the nasty suspicious little mnd of the

| ocal French guard's captain. He had had enough ex-

perience with the Secret Police in his own century not to

wi sh to repeat it here. Methods were probably nuch

auder, possibly much nore effective! But after all, he told
hinself, it matters very little whether a man neets his end
by a rough | ead nusket ball, or whether he fries as a power

charge hits him
The ultimate result is identical. The thunderous
knocki ng becane even nore thunderous, and G afton
rai sed an eyebrow in appreciation of the fortitude of the
door. But he knew that, tough as it was, it certainly could
not |ast forever. The heavy ol d four-poster was the ob-
vi ous barricade, and luckily he was a strong man. It was
the work of two sweating mnutes to haUll it across the
room and fasten it securely against the reverberating door
He | ooked out the window. In the dim lanplit courtyard,
he coul d see the ground scarcely fifteen feet bel ow him
There was no one guardi ng the wi ndow, as far as he could
see. He crossed the roomin thlee quick strides, flung w de
t he narrow casenent, and scranbled hastily through the
wi ndow. A short drop and his them o-plastic boots con-
t act edt he cobbl estones, and with a light athletic spring, he
was racing on his way.
As he ran tblough the darlnmess, he heard nuffled
noi ses behind him and realized that his barricade had
parted conpany with the door. He saw dark figures
sil houetted agai nst the wi ndow, and a fusel age of nusket
shots rattied around himin the darkness. Friendly bunch
he thought, as he ducked into the shadow of a tree, and a
col d savage anger began to grow within himas ball after
bal | snicked the ground around his cover. The thought of
being injured in an age when nedical scie.nce was prim
itive, to put it mldly, did not appeal to himparticu-
larly. He had no particular quarrel with these guardiers
on the other hand, and they had no particul ar quarre
with him if they had taken the trouble to find out. The
t hought only served to increase his anger. "I'll give 'em
nmuskets," he nuttered savagely and, hauling the power
bl aster fromhis belt, he | oosed an energy bolt in the direc-
tion of the inn window. The effect was el eotrifying, both
literally and metaphorically. The offensive group of mlitia
seened to be flung back fromthe w ndow as though they
had been struck by Iightning-which in effect they had.
Man- made |ightning; deadly lightning; the ultimte
destructive weapon in the field of hand arns that the
technol ogy of the 24th century could produ.ce. The
douani er reel ed back am d the snoking weckage of the
room Sone were dead on their feet; others were dying.
Two survived. There were no nore nusket shots. .
Grafton felt a fleeting pang of regret after he had fired
the energy bolt at the French guards. He felt that he had
taken an unfair advantage of the day and generation, that
he had no nore right to fight themw th the weapons of his
own technology than a man could in fairness fight a child.
It was |ike a heavyweight taking on the snallest of |ight-



weights. It was |like a mechani zed arnored unit cutting
through a trench full of light infantry. It was unchivalrous,
somehow. And yet he had had no option. He crouched in
t he darkness anong the trees, trying to decide on his next
nove. He knew no one. He knew little of the terrain. He
was uncertain about the politics of the time, and how the
conbatants were ranged. He felt in every sense of the
word that he was a stranger in a strange land. Al his sur-
vival data, the information which his subconsci ous had
carefully picked up fromthe nonent of his birth, was
geared to life in the 24th century. It was not geared to the
vastly different problem of life in the early 19th century,
and yet, as he stowed the hand bl aster carefully back in
his belt, he knew perfectly well that there were nany
aspects of his own generation and his own environnent
that woul d be an advantage to himhere. He wondered j ust
how much of his superior technol ogical skill he would be
able to enploy in the struggle for existence. He drew a
smal I phosphorescent torch fromhis trouser pocket and
gl anced at the charge nmeter on the hilt of the blaster. The
weapon ought to be all right for several weeks at |least. He
was glad then, in a way, for the superior technical skill that
his century possessed in the arts of war weapon nanufac-
ture. He thought of the great weapon shops of Eurasia, the
pride of Rajak's government; the favorite toys of the san-
guinary dictator. The principle of the power blaster was
conparatively sinple; the heavy shielded butt contained
a chemico-atomnmic el enent nixture, which had | atent
within it the power to reach a point just below critical
mass and remain at that point till rel eased. Having been
fired, the charge slowy built up again, so that, providing
t he weapon was not used too often in quick succession, it
woul d last for a very considerabl e period. The energy
rel eased by the action and inter-action of the elenents
concerned was transmuted into an electrical power charge,
coupled with an additional thernal devastation. Anything
that got anywhere within range of a Eurasian hand bl aster
was not usually ranked as a particularly good insurance

M ke Grafton put both blaster and torch away again,
and set off carefully through the darkness; he had deci ded
that in view of the attention which |le douanier and his
men were paying, it would not be a bad idea to put as
much di stance as possi bl e between them

It occurred to himthat Bathurst's suspicions about both
t he i nn-keeper and his staff were-probably well justified. It
now | ooked to Grafton as though the rather |echerous
hostl er had sold himout for the sake of the watch, not
wanting to provide a free nonth's board as his side of the
bargain. He still had the remains of the thousand guil ders,
however, and was gl ad he had at |east that nuch.
However, he missed the watch, and with a stubborn deter-
m nation that was typical of the man, he deci ded that
when an opportunity presented itself he would relieve the
i nn-keeper of his ill-gotten gains.

Had he been an historian, he would probably have
noted the extent of the underdevel oped woodl and in the
vicinity of early 19th century Perl eburg. However, not
bei ng an historian, he was glad, as a practical man is gl ad
that it provided himw th adequate cover



It had not occurred to himuntil then just how tired he
was. He realized that it was going to take -all his will-
power to keep his eyes open for very much |onger. He
pl unged deeper into the scrubby undergrowth beneath the
trees till he came to a secluded pl ace where he thought he
woul d be safe till the nmonming. He renmenbered the Indian
proverb, "The hunted nan sl eeps with one eye open," and
it was with every sense on the verge of consciousness that
M ke Grafton slept that night.

Li ght and troubl ed though his sleep was, he did nanage
to sleep. -But he was 'troubled by many strange weird
dreanms. Fromout of the midst of one of these dreans he
saw the m sty features of a strong, dark-haired Corsican
face; a face that was moody, yet flas.hed with a | ook of
keen intelligence. . . . Mke Gafton heard a voice.

"I am Napol eon Bonaparte,” said the voice fromthe
m sty countenance. "Not a drop of French bl ood fl ows
t hrough these veins, for all that | amthe master of France
and Europe." The lips parted into a thin enignmatica
smle. "I amscarcely even a Frenchman by birth, for ny
native town, Ajaccio, is situated in the island of Corsica,
and Corsica itself was only handed over to France by the
Republic of Genoa in 1768, just one short year before
was born, on August 15, 1769. They tell me that | ama
typi cal Corsican, that | am nobody, exacting, yet brave and
constant. They say what they will, but | am master of
France and of Europe. That in itself is a strange thing. For
years ny nmost intense enotion was hatred of France, ha-
tred of the oppressor of ny native land. This feeling was
strong within ne when | went to the French Mlitary
School at Brienne. | was only a boy of nine then, and at
fifteen .1 began Service in the French arny as a second
lieutenant of artillery-until the time of the French
Revol ution. | spent much of my tine in Corsica on |eave,
during the early period of that Revolutioo, and | studied
the great French phil osopher Rousseau, and at |ast, after
| had read enough of him | accepted his new politica
doctrines. For | knew that they were right. First, being a
strong - Irian with strong views, | cane into conflict with
t he Monarchi st faction on that little island, and with ny
famly | was forced to escape to France in 1793. | remem
ber that summer well. " H's eyes regarded G afton
coldly in the dream and M ke tossed restlessly. . . . "In
that same year at Toulon., | showed them what ny energy
and genius could do, | showed themthe power of ny anbi-
tion. It was |, Napoleon, who directed the artillery at the
siege of that rebellious French city. It was | who brought
about its downfall. . . but Fate was against ne." Hs
proud, brooding face fl oated above Grafton's. The eyes
| ooked upward as though to the inscrutable heavens, "Fate
was agai nst me," whispered this dream of Napol eon again:
"It was Robespierre and the Jacobeans with whom | had
established friendly relations. It was on those | placed ny
bet. But they fled frompower. | had staked a dying horse.

In 1795 | was back in Paris, deprived of ny command
wi t hout noney, under suspicion by reason of ny Jacobean
connections. But that was the |last year of misfortune. In
Septenber, with only a whiff grape shot to help ne, |
def ended t he Republican government agai nst a Royali st
uprising in Paris . . . and the Directory rewarded ne by



maki ng me the Conmander of the French arny in Italy,

agai nst the Austrians and their allies. In the neantine,"
the eyes grew msty, "I had fallen in love with a young

wi dow, Josephi ne de Beauharnais." There was a | ong pause,
and the ghostly face floated in front of Mke Gafton's
closed eyes. . . . "The Italian canpai gn showed mny ful
mlitary genius, and it stirred ny great ambition to life
again. In 1796 | defeated the Sardinian troops five tinmes in
el even days. | threatened Turin and conpel |l ed peace.

Then | turned eastwards agai nst the Austrians, and | had
advanced to within eighty niles of Vienna when they of-
fered peace. In 1797, by the Treaty of Canmpo Form o
France was given Bel gium which was then called the
Austrian Netherlands, and accepted the Rhine as a fron-
tier between the Republic and the Sisal pine Republic
which | had established in northern Italy. By way of com
pensation to the Austrians, | gave them nost of the ter-
ritories of the old Venetian Republic which | had
destroyed. . . ." As the recital went on, Mke G afton had
been getting nore and nore restless, tossing and turnng
like a man in a fever. . . . "Next the governnent sent ne
with a large arny to Egypt, and there on the banks of the
Nile | hoped to strike a blow at France's nost powerfu
eneny, England, by opening a route to India. | seized

Al exandria and, at the Battle of the Pyram ds, fought near
Cairo on 17th July 1798. | defeated the Egyptian ar-

my-" the great powerful jaw closed |ike a steel trap; the
lips trenbled for an instant, "-but my fleet was

destroyed by the British in the Battle of the Nile at Abukir
Bay, and | was cut off fromny reinforcements. . . . But

what of it? | succeeded in evading the British frigates, and
| landed in France on Cctober 9th, 1799. Wen |

returned, |I found the government had been discredited, so

| joined in the plot, which in Novenber, 1799, overthrew
the old Reginme and set up in its place a governnent called
the Consul, with nyself, Napol eon Bonaparte, as the first

of its three Consuls. In 1802 | becane First Consul for

life. Now | grasped political power and became master of
France. Myold anbition was realized. But new ones were

already forming. . . . Inamnd as brilliant as mne there
nmust al ways be progress, always ambition-anbition that
never ends. True, | had failed to build up an eastern Em

pire; now !l aspired to restore the western enpire of
Char |l emagne. At the Battle of Meringo in 1800 | defeated
the Austrians, and by the Treaty of Amiens in 1802, | ob-
tai ned peace with Britain. But even in peace | continued
to carry out ny anbitious plans. In the fourteen nonths
before the conflict began anew, | becane Prt:sident of the
Italian Republic. | annexed Piednont, Parma, and the

I sland of Elba. |I planned the partition of Turkey, and the
foundati on of a Col onial enpire which was ,to include
America, Egypt, India and Australia; the other European
powers felt conpelled to renew the conflict against ne.

But still victory smled upon ne, Napoleon the Geat.
At the Battle of Austerlitz, on Decenber 2nd, 1805, | de-
feated both the Austrians and the Russians. | dealt the

Prussi ans a crushing blow at Jena on Cctober 14th, 1806,
and by the Battle of Friedl and fought agai nst the Russians
on June 14; 1807, | brought nost of Europe to ny feet;
only one obstacle barred ny way to conplete mastery of



west ern Europe, and that obstacle was Britain. . . . In
1805 | planned to invade Britain and reduce it to subms-
sion, but my favorabl e nonent has not yet cone. For in
the Battle of Trafalgar in 1805, the English Navy
destroyed both ny own and the Spanish fleet. . . . Wen |
t hi nk back to the monenm of the height of ny greatness,
think of all that | have done for these great |ands of nine
Look what | have done for the Roman Catholic
Church which had been repressed in the Revolution. | re-
established it by an agreenent with the Pope, the Concord
Act of 1801. The old confused | egal system was swept
away, too, and | founded a new system the code
Napol eon. Step by step | built up my own position. In
1804 | secured a popul ar vote, sanctioning the change
fromthe Consulate to an Enpire, with the title Enperor
of the French, and the right of handing down the throne

to ny descendants. In 1809 | said farewell, divorced poor
Josephine and nmarried Marie Louise, the eighteen-year-

ol d daughter of the Austrian Enperor. | thus allied nyself
with one of the oldest royal famlies of Europe. . . . | set

nmysel f to the work of reorganizing Europe. The Sisal pine
Republ i ¢ was now changed to a nonarchy, and | nyself
was crowned King of Italy. And do you know what the
English Prine Mnister Pitt said after the battle of
Austerlitz? 'You can roll up the map of Europe; there will
be no need for it for ten years to cone.' And | have had
Europe at ny feet ever since. My stepson Eugene was
made Viceroy of Italy. My brother Louis received the
ki ngdom of Hol | and, Joseph becane King of Spain, and
CGeneral Mirat, ny brother-in-law, succeeded to the va-
cant Napol eon throne. The shadowy Holy Roman Enmpire
| dissolved in 1806. Now the high point so far in ny
career, following the Peace of Tilsit, in 1807, was on a
raft on the River N enen, when the Czar, Al exander of
Russia, was won over to ny plans. Al exander and | are to
di vide Europe between us; in return, he will aid me in ny
Continental system The object of ny systemis to close
Europe to British goods, and so destroy Britain's trade
Every state in Europe except Turkey and Portugal wll be
forced into ny oonmercial system But there is one snall
dark cloud on ny horizon. The patriotic fire is being lit in
Spain. For a few short nonths ago the British sent troops
to help the Spaniards, and the Peninsula War has begun
A fewinches at a time, our forces are being pushed back
beyond t he Pyrenees, but we shall subdue the Spani ards
again, of that | have no doubt. Austria has renew the
struggle, | crushed her at the Battle of Wagramin July
only a few short nmonths ago, but | have my doubts about
Al exander of Russia. | fear that he will desert ny system
It may be necessary for war between us. It is difficult to
tell." The ghostly face of the great I|nperator faded away
into a green translucent mst, and as it faded M ke G af-
ton awoke. . . awoke in a strange sweat of terror.|ndeed
of vani shing away into the depths beyond nmenory, the
dream stayed clear and vivid in his mnd. He recalled
every word that the ghostly voice of the Enperor had said
and he knew fromwhat little history he could renenber
that it nust all be true. But whence had the voice conme?
Why had this strange dream singled rumout as he lay in
the I eafy coner of the forest? It was, he decided, prac-



tically inexplicable. As he lay in the | eafy darkness,

t hi nking over this strange ethereal visitation, he began to
wonder whet her or not he had just the rudinent

of an expl anation, the enmbryo, the germof an idea form
ing at the back of his consciousness. It occurred to rum
that his mnd, although he was just an average citizen
nmust be five hundred years ahead biologically, in the
natural evolutionary process; mnmust be half a mlleniumin
advance of the minds around him He had that addition of
sensitivity which they had not. He had intellectual power
whi ch was above theirs, and he probably had greater

depths of nental sensitivity than had been vouchsafed to
them He thought of the tension and of the conflicts that
were taking place around rumat this particular time; he

t hought of the anxiety that nust be in all the m nds
around him the anxi ety concerni ng Napol eon, concerning
the great Enperor's history, the great Enmperor's future

He thought of the great m nds of Europe, sone that |oved
and sone that hated Napol eon Bonaparte. He thought of

the great mind of Bonaparte hinself, brooding on the
future and the past, considering how his subject nust feel
consi dering how they would react to his every wum to his
every word, to his every order. . . . And as he pondered on
these things, he realized that in all probability, nearly
every mind in France and in Europe, in Gernany, in

Perl eberg, nust be thinking to a greater or |esser degree,
consci ously or subconsciously, of Napol eon. And that

Napol eon hinsel f nust be thinking of his people, so that
to a sensitive nmnd the whol e at nosphere was alive with

t hought s of Napol eon. And because his mind, fromthe

24t h century, was sufficiently sensitive to pick up that
concentration of thought forns, he had received a concen-
tration of this congloneration of nental inages. It ac-
counted for the dream the dream was the condensed
reception by his subconscious of all the | oose drifting

t houghts that floated through the continental ether, the

t houghts that appertained to the great dictator

It. struck himas a rather odd coincidence that, although
separated by five hundred years, there was a certain
simlarity between the two worlds, in which he found him
self an unwitting and an unwilling subject. He had not
asked to be born into the Eurasian "Utopia" of Rajak the
Magni ficent. He had never asked to be one tiny cog in a
vast soci ol ogi cal machine. He had not asked to have

within himthat vital spark of freedom which detested dic-
tatorship and struggled for liberty. These things had cone
upon hi m unasked, as night and day cone upon a man .

as hunger and thirst, tiredness and wakeful ness. . . as
dreans thensel ves cone upon a man. He thought of all the
events in his own Iife that had cone upon himin the sane
way, as he had been dragged relentlessly down the one-way
street of existence. . . which we call the time track. This
had |l asted for the first thirty years of his life, and then
wi th catacl ysm ¢ suddenness, his own particular time track
had di ssol ved, and now he had no tine track at all. Every-
thing that he knew and understood and conprehended,;
everything to which his survival data was geared had sud-
denly. been taken away fromhimas conpletely as if it had
never been, and here he was back in the weird, in-
conprehensi ble past. His mnd was a confused junbl e of



t hought as he lay sheltered anong the | eaves. .
He cocked his head on one side, listening intently.
There was noise. . . a noise which he dreaded
instinctively. The noise of footsteps. Someone was ap-
proachi ng. Gafton peered through the foliage, unable to
penetrate its leafy opacity. H's every sense was alert. H's
nerves screaned a silent warning in the body's own in-
ternal | anguage. There was danger in the darkness, dread-
ful, intangi ble danger. He realized as he crouched there in
the thicket that the whole hypothesis of fear consisted of
t he question "Wat if?"
What if there were an invisible eneny, sneaking
stealthily closer? What if some fiend, graced with nocturna
vi sion, were poised to strike himdown at that very second?
What if a musket was even now |l evel ed at his unprotected
chest? What if? A thousand ghastly probabilities, each
nore terrible than its predecessor, |oomed above himlike
multiplicities of the sword of Danocles. Suddenly a voice
broke the tension of the whispering forest.

"Grafton, Grafton, can you hear ne? Don't shoot; I'm
a friend."

"I's this sone sort of trick?" answered Grafton
suspi ci ously.
The first thing that Ben knew was that he had dropped
hi s precious package and he swore quietly, with the
refined manners of a first-class English gentl eman, po-
litely, Under his breath. At all costs he did not want that
particul ar package to fall into the hands of the French
-or any of Napol eon's other m nioos, cone to that
O course, it contained nothing incrimnating, nothing
whi ch woul d be of value to an alien government All the
same, he would like to have gotten it to the coast Al
t houghts of the coast were receding fromhis nmnd as he
found himself in this uncanny grey mst Hmfirst thought
was that he was the victimof sone diabolical trap-the
fiendi sh invention of the Count d'Entraigues, or the
douani ers. Napol eon's scientists, perchance, had stunbled
on sone devilish new invention that could suck a man off
the face of the earth and cast himinto heaven al one knew
what ghastly package. Just for a second he could still hear
his horses; and he was al so aware that there was a nman
somewhere near him perhaps the scientist in charge of
this horrible machi ne. He had no neans of know ng, and
yet the man | ooked as frightened as he hinself felt. He
was wearing a strange dark tunic, unlike any clothing that
t he young di pl omat had seen anywhere before. It crossed
his mind for a nmoment that perhaps Napol eon had secret
allies, sone hidden race that the Enperor bad di scovered
in North Africa. . . . Yet the nmen's skin was not dark
Per haps he had cone across a hidden village in the nmoun-
tai ns whose peopl e had devel oped a strange tedtnol ogy of
their own. Perhaps-for even to an educated man in the
ni neteenth century, witchcraft and nagic were not im
possibilities-there was sone supernatural power behind
this weird mist. . . . And yet to Bathurst's brilliant nind,
this hardly seenmed a genuine possibility; it was one of the
wild sem-civilized thoughts that lurk at the back of so-
phi sticated mnds. Before he had tine to ponder any
| onger, the stranger had gone and the horses were gone.
And strange red marki ngs appeared on a curved surface



whi ch was gradually solidifying out of the mst in front of
him Cautiously Ben put out his hand and touched the sur-
face. It felt for all the world like thick glass. He was aware,
too, that his feet were no |longer on the cobbles of the inn
yard. He stooped and | ooked down at them He found that

he was standing 00 a surface that |ooked |ike highly pol-

i shed quartz, cut in strange prismatic formations. The ef-
fect made himthink of the strange experinents

of Dr. Mesner, of which he had heard. It seened to

himthat the weird prismatic gl ow was al nbst alive and

| ooked back at himwi th a thousand w cked eyes of its

own. He felt Iike a bird, captivated and charnled by a
snake. He felt for the pistols he was never wi thout, and
found that both they, his powder horn, and his stock of
balls were still intact. At |east, wherever they were taking
hi m or whatever had happened to him he would sell his

life dearly. He wondered if he would be able to destroy
this strange machine, or whatever it was; he wondered if it
woul d respond to the inpact. . . . The red markings on the
wal 'l had cleared and solidified," until they now fornmed a
date, Novenber 25th, 1809. As he watched, the solidifica-
tion gave place to an anorphous change. The letters

nelted as though they had been nmade of wax; now even

the red col oring had gone. He was surrounded by not hi ng

but a grey mist, which grew rapidly deeper in shade,

tinged with purple. Translucence gave place to opacity,

and he found hinself surrounded by darkness; the purple
gave way to bl ackness, a bl ackness such as he had seen
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tom He got his fingers under it and raised the glass

wi thout difficulty. He found hinmself in what was obviously
a cenent-lined cellar, rather like the wine cellar you would
expect to find boo.eath a house of the period. Yet sone..
thi ng about the concrete was not famliar. It was not |ike
the nortar of his own day. It was harder, tougher, and
somehow gave the inpression of being much nore

durable. He slid out fromunder the glass with a feeling of
great thankfulness. . . . He felt as an insect nust feel when
it has been inprisoned in an upturned gl ass.

He crossed the cenent-floored cellar in four quick

strides, his hands never straying far fromthe butts of his
pistols. He noticed that the walls were bl otched and

dar kened in places as though they had recently been sub-
jected to intense heat. . . . He touched one of them which
was still warm and his fingers tingled as they canme in con-
tact with the stone. He drew back, wondering what had
caused the strange burnings on the concrete. The only exit
was a flight of stone steps |eading upward, and with a fina
qui ck gl ance around the small chanber, Bathurst set his

foot upon the | owest step. He ascended quietly and
stealthily, every sense on the alert for the first sign of at-
tack. Apart fromthe fact that he was in what |ooked Iike
an adapted wine cellar, he had no idea at all of his where-
abouts. At the top of the steps he noticed an iron shutter
twi sted as though it had al so been subjected to the sane
tremendous heat that had bl ackened the walls. Beyond the
broken shutter were the remains of a door. He had just set
foot across the threshold when he heard footsteps slowy
appr oachi ng.

He froze notionl ess where he was and heaved the pisto
fromhis belt. He could hear voices, and his keen ears told
himthat there were two nen approachi ng the un-
derground room He cocked the pistols with grimdeter-

m nation, and pressed his back flat into the dark recess
besi de the doorway. The footsteps grew closer. The air

was electric with expectancy. Around the corner wal ked

two figures dressed in grey. He had never seen either

bef ore, but there was sonethi ng deci dedly odd about

them he felt. They | ooked perfectly normal in many
respects, yet sonething in the contour of face and head
showed that though they were men, they were nen of a

type he had never encountered before. Just as racial
characteristics are noticeable in every day and generation
so they are noticeable in every epoch and era of tinme. Five
centuries cannot roll by without maki ng a physi ol ogi ca

di fference in the appearance of hono sapiens. The faces

were cruel, cold and hard, and Bathurst felt an instinctive
di sli ke of these grey-unifornmed newoners. He listened in-
tently and heard their speech. To his ears it seened fast,

al nost vul gar and uncouth in its use of words, and yet he
had little difficulty, linguist that he was, in making sense
out of it. That it had been derived fromat |east one of the
Eur opean | anguages whi ch he knew, he had no doubt, but



its variation was wi de, and here and there an occasi ona
word flew by himunconprehended.

"The old man will tell us everything of inportance in
time," said Dr. Korblenz, "but | have an inpatient ten-
dency; that is why | left the interrogation roomearly. |

wi sh to see the roomin which you tell me that the man
you suspect was Grafton made his mracul ous di sap-
pearance. | have studied many faculties of science besides
that of pure nmedicine, and' | have a suspicion that | may
know at | east part of the answer to the nystery."

"The roomis down here, Doctor," said the security
guard beside him "It is just around the corner. You will
see the remains of the door which we had to break." The
footsteps were al nost on top of Bathurst now, he drew
back still further into the shadow, his pistols |eveled. The
figures came within four feet of himas they rounded the
corner of the doorway. He knew that these were not nen
wi th whom he could take chances. For if the man who had
just addressed the other as "doctor" had i ndeed broken
t hrough that steel door, then he nust have consi derabl e
power at his fingertips. Bathurst was a nman of brave in-
tellect and swift, decisive action. He could, when the
necessity arose, be ruthless. It was himor they. H s piSctols
bar ked si mul taneously, and both nen fell w thout a sound. -
For 1ike nmost English gentlenmen of his day, Benjanmin
Bat hurst was an expert shot. He stooped swiftly over his
fallen adversaries, stooped |ong enough to be quite satis-
fied that they were both dead, and as he did so his eyes
fell interestedly upon the strange weapoos both nmen car-
ried at their belts. It was obvious to himthat they were
some formof firearm for they were roughly pistol-shaped.
And the projection under the hand guard coul d be not hing
|l ess than a trigger. How they worked, and by what princi-
pl e, of course, he had no idea. But it occurred to himthat
t here nust be a connection between those hand weapons
and the nmelting of the steel door. He decided that, ef-
fective as his pistols were, it would not be amiss to arm
hinself with the weapons of this strange race anong whom
he had fallen. He withdrew the blasters fromthe dead
men's belts and thrust theminto his own. Pausing only
| ong enough to reload his own pistols, he continued on his
way al ong tCe corridor. He had no sooner reached the
door than he decided that, in the daylight outside, his
clothing would single himout a mle away. . . . He stood
undeci ded for a second, |ooking out into the street beyond.
Everybody was wearing the same kind of tunics, though of
different colors. The two grey uniforned men he had j ust
di spatched were obviously in the mlitia of the power into
whose territory he had come. He ran swiftly back down
the corridor and stripped off the dead nen's uniforms. He
noti ced that the one addressed as "doctor" had been car":
rying a bag, and although he did not understand the pur-
pose of half the surgical instrunents or the drugs within it,
he decided it mght be a useful asset in case of emnergency.
The bag was by no nmeans full, and he had no difficulty in
stuffing the uniformwhich was constructed of sone |ight
mat eri al s, whose basic conmponent he could only guess
at-in with the surgical inplenments. Five mnutes |later he
energed, wearing one uniformand carrying the bag. Hs
pi stols were secured inside the tunic jacket, and the pair of



hung one on either side of his belt. He knew t hat
bl uff and braveness were far better than tinmdity; nobody
t hi nks twi ce about a man in the uniform of the period,
wal king swiftly and decisively across the street, as. though
bound on sonme errand. On the other hand, a timd man in
strange outdated clothes would attract imredi ate atten-
tion. .
Bat hur st made his way across the narrow cobbl ed
street, wondering what his next objective should be. Mre
than anything el se he longed to find sone place of
security, where the conparatively uninterrupted peace and
qui et would enable himto sit and try to work out what
had happened. The experiences which had recently been
his were whirling round inside his nind |ike an enornous,
di sjointed jigsaw puzzle. He had to find an answer, or he
felt that his brain would burst. Yet w thout |ong, carefu
reflection, there did not seemto be any answer. He had
renmenber ed wal ki ng out of the inn yard, around the heads
of the horses, and next mnute--phutl-the grey mst, the
glass cylinder, and all that had happened since. It made no
kind of logic or material sense. Bathurst was intelligent
enough to realize that there was far nore to the universe
than the straightforward, scientific, material side of things.
Sci ence was. beginning to realize that it probably held the
key to nost problens, and yet it was a key which as yet
was only being tentatively tried in the |ock; while he him
self had nore of a romantic turn of mnd, preferring the
intrinsic glories of rinspoilt creation to the mechanica
enormties that were blotting the fair escutcheon of earth.
He tried to work out a |ogical sequence of events, in which
humani ty mi ght have devel oped since his own tine. For it
was. obvious to him deep down in his subconscious, al-
t hough the higher levels of his mnd were unwilling to ac-
cept the fact that he had, in sonme mracul ous way,
transcended both time and space when he passed through
the weird grey mst.
There had been a cess~tion of nmovenent during that
peri od, when he lay paral yzed upon the crystalline quartz
floor and yet knew that the novenment was by no neans
t hrough any of the physical dinmensions. He had travel ed
neither up nor down, sideways nor back. He had noved
al ong a path; that path could not be described
geonetrically-at least not in the geonetry which
Bat hurst had learnt. He noved a hand inside his jacket
and rested it on the pistol butt. There was a certain com
fort in the hard cold touch of the polished wood. He tried
to make his nmind grasp and realize the faCt that he had
been, in some mracul ous way, transported either forward
or backward through time. It nust have been forward, he
was muttering to hinself; it must have been. He was so
engrossed with his thoughts that he did not see the gnone-
like little man who had suddenly appeared on the cobbl ed
paverent beside him He just suddenly gl anced down, and
the man was there. He wore a | oose-fitting cl oak of
brown, unlike the other citizens that Bathurst had seen
and this brown cl oak obviously disguised an unpl easantly
twi sted and mal fornmed body. Yet the nan's eyes were
bright and kindly. They reflected a soul that |ooked bigger
and taller than the twisted vessel in which it was stored.
"Are you lost?" said the little gnome suddenly. Bat hur st



| ooked down at him

"Why do you ask?" he inquired suspiciously. He
sl ackened his pace as he realized the little creature was
having difficulty keeping up with him The little man
could not have been nore than about four feet eight

i nches tall, and yet, by the bul ges beneath the cloak, it
| ooked as if that twi sted spine had once been nuch
straighter and taller. H's shoulders were still quite broad,

al t hough they were tw sted and sl opi ng now. Bathurst had
t he sickenng inpression that this gnome-like creature
with the bright eyes had once been as tall and erect as he
hi nsel f, perhaps even taller. The creature was quite
hairless; and its scal p bore evidence of several |ong-heal ed
scars. It occurred to Bathurst that the nman had been in
some kind of terrible accident in the distant past.
The gnome was regarding himagain, intently. It seened
that the bright eyes were boring into his very soul

"Why do you ask?" repeated Bathurst.

"I"'ma very curious little chap," replied the gnone.

"Very curious indeed, you see. There's sonmething just a
little bit "wong' about you, and | want to know why,
want to know, whether perhaps it is because you aren't
what you seem You see, if you are what you seem then
you had better go away quietly. But if you aren't what you
seem| will stay and talk to you. W may be able to help
each other. Let me just take a guess. H what | say neans
nothing to you," he chuckl ed, "then perhaps we shall find
that you are not what you seemand | amnot what | seem
and that nothing is what it really seens." Bathurst shook
his head-this was strangely bew | dering. "You see, you
mustn't take too rmuch notice of ne because," the gnone
| aughed a strangely frightening | augh, "ny brain isn't al
there. They took parts of it away, you know, in the Big
House. It was a doctor just like you who did it. They
thought | was in the liberation novenent, Funny things
peopl e think. but of course, they've got all the new truth
drugs now, they don't need to take people's brains away."
He twiddled his fingers as a child would play "cat's
cradle,” "They tried several ways to nake ne give them
information. | wish they'd had the truth drugs ready. It
took a long tine the old way, but since they did things to
nmy head | don't really mnd, It's just that | wonder if you
are what you seem" Cbviously the unhappy creature had
difficulty concentrating, Bathurst |ooked down at him
with a mxture of wonder and pity. "Wat would you be
able to tell me if I wasn't what | seemed?" he asked
smlingly, and quite suddenly the tw nkling m schief had
gone fromthe gnome's eyes, and they were the cold,
sober, earnest eyes of a highly intelligent mind. "I could
take you to a place where you'd be given all the informa-
tion you need to orientate yourself to this strange environ-
ment. 1'I1 ask you one thing only, and | warn you now, if
you are a doctor in the security Guard, which your
uniformtells me, then | shall shoot you down in cold
bl ood. | have a power blaster under this cloak. H you are
not, then you mayt:ome with us."

This was no village idiot, decided Bathurst; this was
somet hing conpl etely inexplicable. "H you don't respond
to the key word, you're dead," said the gnome. Bat hur st
noti ced one of the bul ges under the brown cloak had the



sini ster appearance of a pistol barrel, and he realized that
it was a weapon simlar to the two which hung at his own
belt. "The thing | noticed about you," said the little man,
his voice still deadly serious, "is, of course, that your face
isn'"t quite like ours. | don't nmean there's anything wong
withit-it's just different. The shape of your head is dif-
ferent. It's only a little thing, but one has to be trained to
ook for little things. You carry a doctor's bag and you
wear a doctor's uniform but you carry two bl asters-
Now, why? No one ever carries nore than one. . . it's not
necessary. It's like a man driving two cars at once. The
only explanation is that you're pretending to be sonething
different, in order to wormyour way into the inner cham
bets, or you genuinely are sonething el se. Here are the
key words: "M st, glass, darkness." He spat them out one
after tlte other. "Well?" Bathurst could see the bul ge un-
der the brown cl oak, pointing straight at his chest. He
renenbered the bl ackened heat stains on the way. . . the
little man's eyes were fixed unshakably on the bl asters.
Bat hurst's hand rested on the butt of his rel oaded pistol
He edged round a trifle sideways, wondering whet her he
could pull the trigger before the otlter. He decided that
they could both bargain froma position of strength.
"I notice tlte bul ge under your cloak," he said, "and
before | give you the reaction to your key words, |1'd Iike
you to notice there's a bulge under my tunic. | don't carry
only the two blasters you see at ny waist. My hand is rest-
ing on the hilt of a weapon which is rather ol der, but
equally deadly. | can pull the trigger just as fast as you can
so the slight trenor frombeneath the folds of that cloak
and we shall both be dead. "
"You're cool," said the little nman suddenly, "If you are
what | hope you are, and not what you look like, I think
we shall get on extrenely well together, but |I can't afford
to take chances. Now then, as | see that the cards aren't
all gn ny side of the table, you'd better tell ne what the
key words nean to you. Then we can deci de what we are
going to do afterwards, if you give ne the right answer."
He eyed the bul ge beneath Bathurst's tunic. Bathurst eyed
t he bul ge beneath his cl oak

Bat hurst's face broke into just a suggestion of a grinl

fighting man's smile. "Well," he began, "this is ny story.
My name is Benjam n Bathurst and |I'm an English

di plomat. | have been to the court at Vienna, with secret
di spatches, | was returning fromthat court, on the 25th

day of Novenber, in the year of our Lord, 1809, and I|'l
swear to that on ny dying oath, | stopped at the little
town of Perleberg, in Germany, and | was on the verge of
departing again. My coach and horses were in the yard;

ostlers and postillions were standing around ne. | was just
checki ng the horses for nmy own satisfaction, for no man
can afford to have horses that will run out on hi mwhen he

is in such a dangerous predicanment as | was, chased by the
French, Russians, and various other international es-
pi onage agents, not |east anong themthe Count d'En-

traigues. So, as | said, | checked ny horses for nyself. As
I wal ked around the head of the horses, | becane aware
of a strange grey nmist. | dropped an inportant package
was carrying, and the next mnute, | can't explainit, | was

envel oped in this mst. The mist turned purple and then



bl ack. The bl ackness becane as thick and intense as nud.
| felt as though I were drowning. The next instant it began
to ease up. | felt the stress being alleviated a little; grad-
ually it grew lighter. It became purple then grey, and
finally as a kind of opalescent light filled the place | saw
as a round glass cylinder. It lifted at the touch of ny hand,
and | stepped off the strange floor of what |ooked Iike
crystalline quartz and found nyself in a room an un-
derground roomw th concrete walls. | made my way up
some steps and heard two nen conming toward me. | didn't
like the ook of them They struck ne as evil nen, though
I had never seen anything like thembefore. | also heard
fromtheir conversation that they were com ng down into
the cellar to search it, to |l ook at the nachine, or whatever
it was, that | gathered was responsible for my being here. |
wasted no time; secreting nyself in the doorway, |I fired
my pistols and killed them both. One of those pistols, the
ef fecti veness of which I have just recounted to you, is
| evel ed at your heart, and | would Iike to rem nd you of
that fact, in case your finger is growi ng inpatient upon the
trigger of your blaster--or whatever you people call them
They seemto throw |ightning from heaven."
"More likely lightning fromhell,"” gritted the little
gnome. "But continue with your story, if you please."

"I put on the uniformof one of the men because
| ooked so conspicuous. | then picked up their hand
weapons and thrust theminto ny belt and nmade ny way
across the street, wondering what to do next. That in
outline is what has happened to ne. You can tell me now
whet her you believe it, or whether you can explain it."
"Very strange indeed," said the little gnone. "You're
not the man | took you to be. 1'll tell ny side of the story
now and put you in the picture. | think perhaps we had
better go sonmewhere a little |less open." Wth strange
jerky movenents the dimnutive figure with the brown
cloak led the way down a side alley and through a | engthy
congl omerati on of warren-like doors and cellars. The an-
cient town of Perleberg was w thout doubt the perfect
hi de-out for the resistance nove: ment of the 24th century
. a perfect 'warren in which the enem es of Rajak the
Magni ficent mght breed and nultiply and hatch their
plots for the destruction of the ruthless dictator
After what seened miles of wal king, the dimnutive
gnone called a halt outside the door of a tall building hid-
den deep within the maze of passages and al |l eyways | ead-
ing off fromthe main street in which he had first net
Bat hurst. They wal ked forward into the depths of the
nmysterious building. Bathurst realized that w thout the
gui dance of his conpanion it would be utterly inpossible
for himto make his way back to the H gh Street of the
town, for the nmaze was | abyrinthine in its conmplexity. The
ol d house was illuni nated by phosphorescent strips which
cast a cold, rather eerie glow over the jagged stone corners
of the roomin which the young dipl omat now found him
self. It was as bleak and barren as the original chanber in
whi ch he had extricated hinself fromthe cylinder of the
strange devi ce, which he now knew, deep down within
hi msel f, must have been a tine machi ne. The met hod of
its working was utterly beyond him he only knew it did
wor k. The gnome was | ooking at himvery intently.



"In a few nmnutes," he said startlingly, "you shall neet
the | eader of our organization, and he will then explain
everything to you. Just wait here." The tw sted figure went
away i nto a darkened corner of the room and di sapp, eared
into what seened to be a doorway. Bathurst's eyes re-

mai ned on that dark comer. There were strange, furtive,
shuffling sounds, and | ess than ten seconds |ater, from out
of the darkness of that corner, strode a tall, broad-

shoul dered individual; taller and broader even than

Bat hurst, a powerlul, athletic man. As he | ooked at the
awe-i nspiring newconer, Ben felt his throat suddenly con-
tracting in dread, for despite the trenendous ~hangein the
physi cal proportions, the head, and the eyes in particular
were those of the gnome-like creature who had |l ed himin-
to the secret place

Chapter Five
Crossfire

A d Eric Rhinegow had tal ked until his throat was dry and
until his tongue was cleaving to the roof of his mouth. He
had poured out every shred and scrap of information to
t he avarici ous nmechani cal ears of the police tape recorder
He had gone through every scientific technol ogi cal detai
of the manufacture of the tinme machine, and Captain
Ertzmann was quite confident that the regi me back-room
boys could easily reproduce it whenever they w shed. He
was a man who did not believe in taking chances of any
ki nd what soever, and he at once had the nagnetic record-
ing duplicated, a copy locked in the safe, and three
transcriptions taken fromthe remaini ng one. The
transcriptions on their mcrofilmwere i mediately rushed
to regional headquarters in Berlin. The wheel s of Rajak's
magni fi cent Enpire would go into operation, the gears
engaged, the clutch rel eased, and the machinery of auto-
cratic governnent, the weapon of tyranny, began to
oper at e.

As far as Ertzmann was concern his job was done
until further orders reached him He | ooked at the pathetic
brai n-washed ol d creature, who had once been a prom
inent scientist 'in the |iberation noverent. He | aughed, a
short, callous laugh, for there was in hima streak of
savage sadismthat typified nost of the security guards in
Raj ak's empire. .. Al right. He's yours; we're finished with
him" he said to the guards. "He's of no nmore use to the
Enmpire; destroy himas you think best. "

Hal f an hour |ater, when he returned, he was interested
only partially by the withing figure pinned to the floor by
bayonets. As he looked in for a final inspection a few
hours later, he noticed that the withings had ceased. He
made arrangenent for a disposal detail, and the |ast nor-
tal remains of Eric Rhinegow were disintegrated as

t hought| essly as though they had been so nmuch garbage.

It was the followi ng day when the party fromBerlin ar-
rived. A double security cordon had been thrown around
Perl eberg, for the scientists had cone at Rajak's own per-
sonal instruc~ons, and they were considered significantly
inlportant to the success of the Eurasian Enpire. Wth the



information that the truth drug had extorted fromthe
dead freedom fighter, it took themless than thirty-six
hours fully to conprehend the machi nati ons of the tine
travel ing device. The process was copi ously noted, and
copies filed in all principal security check points, and tine
travel had become an ultimate fact in the arm of Rajak the
Magni fi cent. .
It seened to be yet another seal; a seal with which he
fastened the doors of his enpire; a seal with which he
bade a last grimfarewell to any hopes the freedom fighters
m ght have had. .

And that tiny isolated township, which had been the
| ast pocket of resistance, becanme the place at which, to al
ntents and purposes the conplete imutability of Ra-
jak's tyranny was finally and irrefutably established.
Captain Ertzmann was very pleased with the com
nmendati on given to himby the visiting scientists, but his
pl easure waned with a sudden, though understandabl e
al acrity when he received special orders. "You will take a
party of security guards selected by you and, at the direc-
tion of scientists A34 and A36, you will be transmitted
with your men through the time vortex. It will be your
duty to seek out and destroy G afton the |iberationist, who
i s suspected of having made his escape by this route.”
It was with a strangely sick feeling at the pit of his
stomach that Ertznmann realized that there was no provi-
sion for a return, for either hinself or his detachnent.
However, being a | oyal and obedi ent servant of the Em
pire, he tried to persuade hinself that such a mnor detai
was bound to have been taken care of by the superbly effi-
cient scientists, who controlled the destinies of their in-
feriors in Rajak's forces. He also knew, with a streak of
al nost rebellious realism that there would be no earthly
use in his endeavoring to disobey the order, for the
slightest sign of distrust of one's superiors, the slightest
hesitation in carrying out an order, particularly by a
security officer, could have only one |ogical conclusion
the devitalizing chanber. It was a process as irrevocable
as the process of day and night. If one obeyed Rajak in
every respect, one lived-that is, until Rajak decided that
one had lived | ong enough. H one did not obey Rajak in
every respect, one died-swiftly, ruthlessly very often
painfully. It was not so much a question of choosing be-
tween |ife and death as of choosing between a protraction
or an extinction of life. Sooner or later, by Rajak's weird
code, everybody in the society becanme redundant. Wen a
man's turn cane and he was no | onger regarded as being
of any use to the commnity, he was dealt with. If he had
served the community well, he could have a few extra
years of life. H he was one of the inner party, he m ght be
allowed to die naturally of old age. But with the nmajority
of the citizens of Eurasia, old age had ~ to becone a
problem They knew with grimcertainty, and accepted as
one of the facts of life, the know edge that they would
never be an enbarrassing burden to the community by
reason of their white hairs. Rajak, in his owm way, could
sol ve any problem He had been faced with a probl em of
over-popul ation. He had solved it with a ruthl essness that
m ght be expected of him He had set a series of physica
and nental tests for the citizens of his community. The



twenty percent who failed to pass were declared "un-
suitable." They met their end within twenty-four hours of
the tine the results were known. Shoul d the popul ation
figures again prove a problem there was little doubt in the
m nds of Rajak's subjects that he would deal with themin
the sane swiftly ruthless, efficient manner.

Ertzmann | ooked grinly at the thirty men conprising
the Perl eberg detachnent. There was an al nost frighten-
i ng sameness about them he decided, and as he | ooked
fromone to the other he knew that they woul d obey his
orders with the sane resigned, unquestioni ng acceptance
as he in turn obeyed the orders of those higher up the |ad-
der. The Rajak's Eurasian "Uopia" was a masterpiece, if
one |iked one's masterpieces neat and wel |l -disciplined.
Not hi ng was out of place. Nothing so untidy as hunman
desires, human wi shes or human rights were allowed to
protrude their heads above the neatly disciplined
framework of the state and the comunity. Ertzmann
hinself realized that had there ever been any possibility of
a rebellion, it had gone. It had gone, at |east as far as he
coul d ascertain, fromthe second that the truth serum was
punped into the old scientist's arm The dictator held
within his grasp the power to traverse tine. Ertzmann was
not an inmaginative man by any neans, but he coul d see
what it neant.
He could see that any rebellion that |ooked as if it were
getting out of hand could be nipped in the bud, and once
the rebellion had started, one knew who the enemies were.
One sent a small, highly trained suicide detachnent back
Into the past; one destroyoo the | eader of the rebellion in
his cradle, if necessary. The rebellion would not take place.
And then, even as he nade his selection of the nen who
were to acconpany himinto the tine machine in the
search for Mke G afton, he becane aware of another
t hought. He wondecoo if any of the other liberationists
knew t he secret of the machine. . . he wonderoo if that
had been its original purpose. O course if tinme travel
could be used to stanp out the enem es of the Republic, it
woul d al so have an equally sinister purpose in the hands
of the revolutionaries thenselves. For if one could destroy
the infant Rajak, the Republic, the whole police state as
such woul d cease to exist. The thought was a deep and
nmet aphysi cal one. It was beyond the conprehension of the
stolid and rather mundane police captain. . . . He won-
dered how many ot her things would be affectoo. He won-
dered what difference the man fromthe future would
make when he went back into the past. These were tltings
he woul d have likoo to discuss with the scientists.
When he had gotten his nen groupoo together, the area
sub-of ficer, who was Ertznmann's superior by about eight
degrees in the security promotion scale, cane to brief
them on the m ssion

"The position, " he said coldly and nechanically, "is
this." H's face, thought Ertzmann, is like the face of a
robot. He wondered if they all got |ike that when they
went higher up the scale toward the | eadership of the
security force, and the | eader hinself was perhaps nothing
nore than an automat on, answerable to every whimof the
di ct at or.

"It will be necessary for you all to assume the costune



and weapons of the period. You will, of course, carry with
you our nore nodem weapons in places of conceal nment.
W have succeeded in tracing the exact historic
background and period into which G afton has disap-
peared. There we have a consi derabl e advant age over him
i nsofar as he was probably quite ignorant of the point at
whi ch he would be jettisoned, due to the nagnificent
t echnol ogi cal advance of the suprene scientists of the
Eurasi an Utopia. That nmagnificence in turnis entirely
dependent upon the magnificence of our glorious Rajak."
Agai n the bowi ng of the head and t he two-handed sal ute.
As | have said, the superior science of our own
t echnol ogi sts has succeeded in conprehending far nore
about that machine than the original |iberationist in-
ventor." It did occur to Ertzmann to wonder, if these
scientists were so superior technol ogically, why they
hadn't invented the nmachine before the |iberationist whose
body had so recently been disposed of; . . . But he w sely
kept these thoughts to hinself,
"The period was the early 19th century. The
uni forms have been carefully copied fromthe nmuseum
and are now being flown to you by airograph transport
and will be here by the tine this lecture is conpleted. You
will then don the unifornms and receive an intensive course
in the history of the period, and in addition, the French
| anguage of the tines. This course will be ele:ctrically in-
terpreted to your brains, by the new process w th which
you are no doubt reasonably fanmiliar. . . . It is of course
an adaptation and reversal of the 20th century tel egraph.”
The officer's voice was a clipped staccato as he went on

with their briefing. "You will then present yourselves, as
t he encephal ograph machine will instruct you, as nenbers
of the Douani er Guard, and to the local inhabitants you
will say that you are in pursuit of a spy who has been

wor ki ng in close collaboration with another spy who has
nmysteriously di sappeared. Fortunately our records at this
point are extrenmely good. Through the brilliant research
wor k of the Archeol ogical Institute, we have at our

di sposal the conplete records of the nysterious disap-
pearance of one Benjam n Bathurst in the year 1809. CQur
scientists have shown us that the machine is set to project
someone fromthe future into the year 1809. The ori gi na
designer did not know at the tine that he was creating a
deal vacuumvortex in the tine continuum This, of course,
our glorious scientists have already di scovered." Ertzmann
found the repetition of the propaganda phrase extrenely
irksone. It was a feeling that had never troubled him

bef ore.

"Qur glorious scientists,”" went on the officer as though
dleliberately to irritate Ertzmann still further, "are now in
a position to say with accuracy that this nysterious Bem
jam n Bat hurst, whose di sappearance has nystified
historians for centuries, was sucked through the tine vor
tex, and is now | oose somewhere in our present day and
age. Unfortunately, it was not until too late that we
di scovered where he had nade his arrival. The bodies of
our |ate coll eagues, Dr. Korblenz and Fritz Miller, have
been found in the chanber containing the |iberationists
ti me machine. The bodi es were not destroyed by nodern
nmeans. Post-nortem has proved that they were destroyed



by a | ead ball discharged froman ol d-fashi oned gun-

powder pistol-a pistol such as would have been conmon

in that century. . . . Al our efforts to |locate the man from
t he Past have not so far net with satisfactory results al-
t hough success is expected at any nonent." Again

Ertzmann felt Iike winkling his nose in disgust at the re-
peat ed propaganda phrases. "Are there any questions?"
snapped the officer suddenly. Ertzmann's attention jerked
back fromthe present m<Xnent to the matter in hand. He

| ooked down the line of nen, none of them he knew !

woul d dream of posing a question. They were still at that
stage where if the dictator said so, one did it. Ertzmann -
realized with a trenor of excitenent that he had begun to
think. He was in danger! Hi s synpathies |ay, although he

hi rsel f woul d have been the last to admit it, nore with
the liberationist principle than with the principle of his
own governnent. Yet he knew that one fal se nove, one

fal se word, one fal se gesture, even, would be nore than
enough to bring swift and ruthless destruction on him

wi thout a second's hesitation. He too shook his head as
the officer's eyes bored, ginlet like, into the entire row

"No questions, sir," he said sharply on behal f of the
| etachment and hinsel f. "Thank you for the briefing, sir.
Most conci se; nost hel pful." Soft soap, he told hinself.
Soft soap and grease is the only way to live in the dic-
tatorship. Keep on telling himhow wonderful the party is,
keep on repeating the old parrot phrases. Lay it on, with a
trowel. Don't |let them suspect anything. They've got to
keep on believing that I'mas indoctrinated as the rest;
otherwise ny life isn't worth a tinker's curse. Odd
t hought s were shaping at the back of his mnd; thoughts
about what he might be able to do when he got back into
the past. The past is a big place, and even if they could
send ot her detachnents of guards in pursuit of his own, he
had little doubt that they would be able to elude capture in
so vast and untranmel ed an area, as they would be in the
limted confines of his own day and age and generation

with its eloctric mnd-probes and its two-way stellar vi-
sion relays; with its hidden m crophones and its hidden
T.V. cameras. Aworld in which the Secret Police are
everywhere. A world in which the Secret Police know
everything. Aworld in which security has beconme sone-
thing of a god; an evil deity, an omisci ent badness, that
evaded and infiltrated. .

Living in the Rajak Eurasian Utopia was rather like Iiv-
ing on a microscope slide. It was like existing all the tine
at the viewing end of a tel escope. One was constantly un-
der the glare of the footlights, constantly under observa-
tion. Every word and deed were subject to scrutiny and
anal ysis. They were checked and rechecked, certified,
verified. It was an accountant's paradi se and a human
bei ng' s nightmare. The whol e soci ol ogi cal stratum was
gradual | y becoming a kind of civiliZation nachine, a nma-
chine in which there was no room whatever for irregulari-
ties. And as the society pressed on renorselessly to its
ghastly ultimte, so it becane narrower and tighter
Thought, even secret thought, becane channel ed down. A
man's | ooks, his very vocabul ary, could cause himto be
suspect ed of espionage against the state. Even the mil dest
form of suspected espi onage was a capital offense in the



Eurasi an Ut opi a of Rajak the Magnificent. .
This was "1984" a thousand tinmes nore terrible than
CGeorge Orwell ever envisaged it. This was the day of the
Dictator. This was an earth that had been turned into hell.
This was MIton's "Paradi se Loot" with no trace, not even
the faintest suspicion, of any redenption. There was no
savi or-at |east none, as far as the people could see; none,
as far as their fear-conditioned mnds were able to
i magi ne, who could ever deliver themfromthe ghastly-
subsi stence into which |ife had degenerat ed.

The guards marched out with Captain Ertzmann at
their head. Even in his own thoughts he had been
Ertzmann for so long now that he had forgotten his Chris-
tian name. Christian nanmes were frowned upon; one had a
surname and a nunmber. If one was a sufficiently high
rai nking officer, one could drop the surname and be known
by one of the priority nunbers only. So far he had got. as
far as being "Ertzmann." Until the last few hours he had
dreaned of dropping the Ertzmann and becom ng one of
t hose super-efficient nunmbers; a super-efficient cog in tho
machi ne; one of the inner wheels, one of the nmjor gear
that ground the huge conmplex, civilized structure along, to
a concl usi on which he could now see was not hi ng ot her
than ultimate destruction. His face was conpletely inop t
passive, but his mnd was a mass of brilliant thoughts, that
had lain dormant for so |ong that he hinmself had been
unaware of their existence until that nmonent. He gl anced
over his shoulder at the line of guardsnen behi nd.
hi m men who would follow blindly into the gl ass cham
>her in that roomto which they had now descended.

A36 and A38 stood waiting by the firing mechani sns.
A strong guard of other security nmen lined the doorway
and the walls. The area sub-officer saluted in the official
way.

"May success attend you, in the nane of RaJak tne
Magni ficent," he intoned. The fanaticismhad becone al -
nost a religion with the automatons who carried out its
every dictate. Ertzmann suddenly renmenbered his Chris-
tian name. It had been Paul. Paul Ertzmann. He |iked the
sound of Paul. It was sonmehow vaguely individualistic.
"Individualistic." A forbidden word, part of the old for-
bi dden vocabul ary. He knew that the |iberationists used it.
They often used it when they were questioned, or at |east
when they had been questioned by the old physical torture
nmet hods. Nowadays the truth drugs seenpo to knock it al
out of them It even swept their vocabul aries away. . . . It
made t hem speak |ike nenbers of the New Order. He
t hought carefully again about this trait of individualism
Men were not cogs in a machine, turned out with the sane
precisjon that men turned. out ball bearings and gears and
el ectronic relays. Men were considerably nore than that.

They had personalities. Personalities. Another forbidden
word! He knew now that these words meant sonet hing.
When he hinmself had been fully convinced, he had been as
certain and fanatical about the doctrines of the New O der
as all the other nenbers of the security guard were, and
as the high ranking officers above himwere; in the recent
past, he hinself had been convinced that these things were
so right and correct that they were the only way of life.
Then he had felt that the unfortunate |iberation forces



wer e poor deluded fools who prattled meani ngl ess words,
simply because they were nal adj usted to the society. And
t hat expl anation had actually satisfied him He realized
now that the |l ong arm of coincidence did not stretch so
far, that it was inmpossible for a whole group to have ex-
actly the identical mal adjustnent. .

He found hinself breaking off short in his train of

t hought, as A36 gestured toward the gl ass gl obe.

"Before you take your place, the machine will be shown
briefly to you; then the el ectro encephal ograph reversa
treatment will inplant the necessary survival data for the
epoch in which you will find yourselves, as | explained in
the briefing," said the officer. They | ooked carefully at the
machi ne. Paul | ooked carefully at the guards with
hi m his sel ect band! Deep down inside hinself, his rea
personality was laughing grimy. He renenbered the
words of sone historic religious song that he had cone
across sonmewhere in some ecclesiastical prem ses that had
been rai ded-funny how things stick in your nmind, he told
Homself. . . . |
"O happy band of pilgrins." That was it. "O happy
band of pilgrims." He | ooked round at his own hand- pi cked
thugs, his sadists, his hired automatic killers. Men in nane
only. Simply obedient flesh and bl ood. Machi nes that need
rood and water instead of oil and grease. Deep within him
ais heart sank. In a few years this would be all that was
left of humanity. For the first tine in his life he felt a
genui ne pang of regret and renorse. He felt a trenmendous
sense of shanme when he thought of the part he had played
in the death of old Eric Rhinegow Fool, he accused him
self, blind, idiotic, fanatical fool, and then recalled sone-
thing el se that he had found in a pile of ancient literature
that was being burnt. "The blood of the martyrs is the seed"
of the Church." He had not understood the words at the
time. They had seemed no nore than the strange ravings of
t hese peculiar liberationists. "The bl ood of the martyrs,"”
he repeated nmentally, "is the seed of the Church." They
clicked into place now, he knew t he meani ng' of the words -
fully. . . . Amrtyr-a man who di ed for something he
believed in-as liberationist after |iberationist had died by
cruel torture for the things that he or she had believed in.
ad Eric Rhinegow had been one of those. . . . H s blood
that had spilt onto the security guard room fl oor where the
bayonets had his aged flesh. That bl ood had been the seed
of the new i dea, the new dawni ng, the draw ng aside of the
curtains.

These |iberationists, Ertzmann knew, believed in sone
kind of Iife after death; they believed in a soul, an
i ndestructible eternal essence that went on when |ife was
extinct. When the physical body was destroyed they
beli eved that the real person, the real nman, the real nind
went on and was not extinguished. If that was so, then the
real Eric R4inegow mi ght even be watching himat that
monent. And if the eternal spirit of the old man was able
to |l ook deep within himand read his innernost thoughts,
as even the security guards were unable to do, then he
woul d have in sone way atoned for his part in the death.

For he knew that the old man would find satisfaction in
what he saw.

He realized, as they fitted the el ectro encephal ograph



reversal indoctrinator to his head and to the heads of the
party who were acconpanying him even as his sub-
consci ous was inbi bing the archaic French and the ot her
i nformati on that they would need in the epoch to which
they were about to be transported-that there was far, far
nore to life than he had ever envisaged in his wldest and
nost i nmprobabl e dreans. There were, he could see, cer-
tain noral standards, things which he had al ways regarded
as the ravings of the wildest lunatics. and yet standards
whi ch now held i nexorably true. As though the dirt of cen-
turies had been swept away fromhis mnd, revealling
somet hing cl ean and worthwhile, he was able to realize in
t he depths of his own understanding that all the nmean-
i ngl ess words and phrases which had tunbled fromthe
lips of captured liberationists had been true; had been part
of a huge gestalt, or pattern, which now made overwhel m
i ngly strai ghtforward Commobn sense

It opened up to himwhole new vistas of thought. Life
changed from shades of drab grey to a magnificent
panor ama, a phantasnmagoria of superb tints and hues.
He was vaguely aware the reversal device was being
renmoved fromhis head He | ooked round at his nen. He
and they knew that when they required it, deep within
their mnds, as ~ for themto recall as this norning's
breakfast, or the headlines of today's paper, was a com
pl ete new vocabul ary, even the ability to think in archaic
French if they required it. They knew wi thout being told
the manners and the custons, for the carefully garnered
data fromthe I nperial Research Miuseum had been
recorded on to a tape. The tape, containing the vocabul ary
and all necessary information, had then been fed as a
series of code electronic patterns into the reversal device.
It had been picked up by their own subconsci ous mi nds
and was now as nuch a part of their nenories as if it had
been acquired by a process of long, slow nmental effort. It
was the perfect nethod of learning. It saved time, and
time was as vital as obedi ooce in the Eurasian Utopia of
Raj ak the Magnificent. Tl Dle, nature, and eventually the
whol e cosnos itself, if the party and the dictator had their
way, woul d eventually beconme one huge, snmoothly ron-
ni ng machi ne that obeyed w t hout question the dictates of
that great dictator.

Again a two-, handed salute fromthe area sub-officer
who was ei ght grades superior in the order. Looking at
him Paul Ertzmann wondered what kind of mind the man
really had. It gave himno small sense of satisfaction to
realize that however superior the officer mght be in the
order of the dictator, and by the standards of the Eurasian
regime, as far as personality, and plain, straightforward
humanity were concerned, the nman was practically nonex-
istent. . . . He was a nonentity; he had not found tnat one
vital spark which had been kindled into a sudden flarina
light in the heart of security Captain Paul Ertzmann.

The glass cylinder lifted, there was roomin a pinch
four men inside, and believing as they did in efficiency,
the scientists had decided that four mobo shoul d go.
Ertzmann and three of his hand-pi cked guards nmade their
way on to the crystalline quartz, and the glass cylinder set-
tled around them Oddly enough, Ertzmann was not
afraid. Many nen woul d have been overawed at the



possibility of traveling through tine, but there was stil
sufficient of the Eurasian military disciplin about himto
cast out all fear in obedience to orders. It was that kind of
di sci pli ne which enabled the Eurasian arnies to charge
t hrough hails of crackling energy bolts to death in battles
for the expansion of their borders. It was this obedience to
di sci pline which enabled the Eurasian anti-grav pilots to
bring their gigantic warshi ps crashing down wth suicida
vel ocities upon eneny shipping. It was, in fact, the reac-
tion of the conpletely conditioned mnd to any environ-
ment. And yet in Ertzmann's case there were other
feelings present. Although his nmilitary training and condi -
tioning had renoved all fear fromhis mnd, the curiosity
whi ch was part of the natural mati, now reasserting itself,
after years of contrary training, was |ooking round with
great interest at the interior of the time vortex chanber.
The grey mi st was beginning to infiltrate, as if it were
poi son gas punping into the devitalizing chanmber. .. . The
m st ~w thicker, and Ertzmann decided that it mght be
a good idea to take a deep breath, in case there was any-
thing actively unpleasant in the grey mst. He was gl ad
that he had done so, for he noticed a few seconds |ater
that as the nmist grewin intensity and became tinged wth
purple and finally black, his coll eagues were having dif-
ficulty in remaining upright. One by one the security
guards slunped to the floor. Ertzmann reached his hand
out to touch the side of the cylinder and managed with
swi mming head to remain upright. The glass itself disap-
peared; the date becane evident in fiery red letters, then
nelted |like wax before the heat of a torch. Then
Ertzmann felt that he, too, nust succunb. H s knees
buckl ed, his broad shoul ders bowed, his great deep chest
heaved. Then he, too, sagged down on top of the un-
consci ous security guards. He did not fully |ose con-
sci ousness, but experienced a kind of paralysis which
gri pped him

The great grey-black m st continued to press in and
encl ose them . The darkness grew nore and nore pro-
nounced, becane darker and thicker and note tarij!;ible
wi th every passing second. Ertzmann was vaguely aware
that the guardsnmen beneath hi mwere groani ng as though
they were under great stress or in pain. Their eyes were
cl osed, but he could see the retinas were noving under -
neath, as the nerves tw tched the nmuscles of the eyes
t hensel ves. His eyes grew heavier and heavier until at |ast
he was forced to close them
He knew, even though they were closed, that the
dar kness was still there. It grew thicker still. He felt al-
nost overcome by it. He felt that his heart, his lungs, his
nmuscl es, his bones, his sin~ws, nust yield to this crushing
bl ack anorphousness, and yet it did not do so. He lived as
t hough he were dead. He felt as though his body had been
lowered into wet black concrete, concrete which was set-
ting and contracting with every passing second. . . . He felt
that the end of the world had conme and gone a thousand
times. It was like being in the grip of sonme dreadful inplo-
sion; as though he were shrinking, and then ~xpanding; as
t hough he were a diver without a suit, being dragged to th~
bott om of the ocean by renprsel ess | ead wei ghts upon his
ankl es, and, as the pressure increased; as though his body



were being ground down into th~ size of a walnut. Yet he
knew t hat there was no real physical change taking place.
There was no alteration in his physiol ogi cal chara~

teristics. He was still Paul Ertzmann; he still weighed
around a hundred and seventy pounds. His hair was stil

bl ack and his eyes were still grey. He could not nove his
arms and | egs, the body was still responsiv~ to the m nd

but both lay hel pl essly paral yzed above th~ ot her bodies
slunped on the crystalline quartz of the floor. Just as it
seenmed that flesh and bl ood could stand no nore, when it
seened that nerve and sinew nust surely snap with the
tremendous in-pressing strain, when it seened that the
trenmendous pressure nmust overcone the nost courageous
effort of physical endurance, the mracle happened. The
dar kness began to lift. . . slowy. . . slowy, so slowy that
it didn't seemreal; |ike a man who has placed hi.~ hand ac-
cidentally on a hot pipe and finds that he cannot get it off,
and then in spite of the blistering agony, finds that the
pipe is gradually starting to cool. And so it was with
Ertzmann and the other guards. Inch by inch; ounce by
ounce; the great w-ight and pressure of the dreadfu
Stygi an bl ackness seened gradually to lift. The bl ackness
gave way to grey, the grey to purple, the purple to grey,
and the grey to opal escent light. And the dreadful voyage
backwards through time was over. There was a short red
flash on one of the cylindrical walls, and then even the
cylinder disappeared. There was nothing but a puff of grey
m st .

They found thenselves in the courtyard of an inn
There was no one in sight. Their conditioning sprang un-
bi dden to their nenories. Ertzmann gave swi ft orders
whi ch he knew his men woul d conprehend before he even
bothered to utter them For he knew that they, too, had
received simlar conditioning. The thoughts of freedom
and the new i deas about |iberationism which had pre-
vi ously gone through his head, he pushed gently into the
background until he judged that the opportunity would be
ripe to bring theminto operation. There were four nore
guardsmen due to arrive when the cylinder discharged its
second | oad; and when the original party had recovered
fromtheir journey and gotten their bearings, the second,
party had arrived. It had not occurred to Ertzmann unti
that nmoment to consider how t horoughly efficient the con-
ditioning nust have been. For at some tinme or other, while
he and his followers had been under the influence of elec-
tro encephal ograph reversal process, their uniforms had
been changed to perfect replicas of the douaniers' uniform
of the period. They knew their lines, and like actors in
costume, they were ready to play their part. Each had al so
been supplied with a nental inmage of the features of M ke
Grafton. There would be very little difficulty for themin
tracki ng hi mdown. When the entire party of eight was
assenbl ed, they made their way to the inn door

"W are | ooking for a stranger."

Ertzmann gave as close a description as he could of the
m ssing man. The inn-keeper noted the nunber in the par-
ty, the grim determ ned expressions on the cold, stem
faces, and his heart sank within him

"He-er-he has been here,"” he adnmitted.

"I's he here now?" denmanded Ertzmann in the archaic



french that sprang so naturally to his Iips, now that there
was an occasion to use it. Silently the inn-ke-eper nodded
agai n. Another | ook at those cold grimfaces told himthat,
it would be advisable to tell the whole story. Briefly he
poured out the episode of the watch and the man with the
strange grey cl ot hes.

"Yes, an English spy, as we suspected. He was | ast seen
wrearing such clothes,"” snapped out Ertzmann quickly. In-
wardly he knew it was Grafton wi thout a shadow of
doubt. The inn-keeper showed the watch, and a final sea
was put upon the know edge that the security men had
al ready hel d al nost for certain.

"He's in the roomupstairs,” whined the inn-keeper. "I
trust | have. done nothing to offend the Enperor

"You have done not hing worthy of punishnent,” said
Ertzmann coldly. "It is well, though, that you have told us
the truth and not attenpted to shield this spy. Cone."
with a swift novenent of his arm he beckoned the
security guards upstairs. As they nounted the stairs, he
wonder ed whet her there would be any possibility of saving
Grafton. He wanted very much to have a talk with the
liberation man. It might be his great chance to nake a
break. He | ooked round at his own forces, eight of them
Seven to one if he tried to pull anything. It would be dif-
ficult. It would have to be made to seem|ike an order
Their discipline was so great that if he could only prove to
themthat it was for the good of the Eurasian Utopia and
for the sake of Rajak the Magnificent, they woul d!
wi 11i ligly march to their death into an open bl ast furnace.
It woul d have to be an adequate reason, but it need not be
a clever reason, for their skulls were thick. However, it
had to be a |l ogical one, for even the | owe-st of the security
men understood that lives, loyal lives, nust not be wasted
at least not the lives of the young. The old they never
guest i oned.

Ert zmann wondered whether or not G afton woul d be
expecting conpany. Probably not; he m ght even be fool ed
into thinking that this was a genui ne douaniers' guard, in
whi ch case he nmight not be particularly afraid. On the
other hand. . . the question was |arge and conpl ex, and
for the tinme being he was content to |l eave it unan$wered.
he led his men up the stairs toward the fugitive's room At
the stairs head he called a halt and sent the party forward
to break open the door. It did not take very |long. He heard
the sound of a bed being dragged across the floor to act as
a barricade, and it suddenly occurred to himthat G afton
woul d probably try to nake his escape out of the wi ndow.

Del i berately he kept the idea to hinself. None of the nen
dared make a suggestion, thus proving that he had thought
of somet hing before his captain had. Such actions were
usu"ally regarded as insubordinati on and were puni shed ac-
cordingly. Initiative was not very often rewarded in the
Eurasi an U opia. Ertzmann was rather glad of that par-
ticular feature of Eurasian life at that precise time. The
door gave way, and he urged the nen forward.

"Search the room" he ordered fromth~ background,
hopi ng that Grafton had nade good his escape.

"He is not here, Captain. The ~dow is open."

"Well, look out and see if you can see him" ordered
Ertzmann, delaying the order to fire as long as possible.



Finally he felt that even their conditioned ninds woul d
begin to question his motives, if he delayed any | onger
"Fire if you see him" he said reluctantly.

"W see a noving shadow, Ca.ptain."

"Keep firing until you hit him" ordered Ertznmann,
agai n hopi ng agai nst hope that they would not be suc-
cessful.

"Do we use our own weapons?"

"No, you must stick to the weapons of the period," he
snapped. There was a faint chance that Gafton could
avoid a musket ball, but a power charge, when he was
sheltered only by a tree, would be a vastly different mat-
ter. It would be as dangerous as seeking shelter froma
thunderstormin the mddle of a wood. The nuskets con-
tinued to crack and the heavy | ead balls pounded and
ri chocheted around the fugitive's hiding place. Ertzmann
kept well to the back of the group. It had just occurred to
himthat Grafton might be able to fire back at the security
men, if he had some kind of weapon with him If he did, it
woul d probably help to solve the captain's own problem.

He saw moonlight gl eam ng on sonet hing behind a shadow
of the tree and wondered what that thing mght be. . . . A
sudden bolt of energy filled the room and with a blinding,
choking flash the group at the wi ndow staggered back in
wi | d, desperae confusion.

Chapter Six
Exposition

"You | ooked surprised," said the tall, brown-cl oaked
stranger. Surprised was about the greatest understatenent
t hat Benj am n Bat hurst was capabl e of comprehendi ng at
that precise nonent. Hi s eyes narrowed

"You're the same man," he comented. "You' ve got
some fiendishly clever form of disguise. How on earth you

do it, | couldn't pretend to have the inkling of an idea."
"My name you will never learn, for none knowit." He
smled enigmatically, "In fact, | have alnost forgotten it

nmyself. It is sufficient for you to know that | amthe | eader
of the liberationist forces and the | eader of those who fight
agai nst the Eurasian powers." In a few brief words he put

the diplomat in the picture about the set-up of the tines.
"So you see that, in our tinle, is the world in which we
live. There are few, very, very few who are fighting against
the evils of that world. As for your own strange ex-
periences, | can explain themto you quite sinply. One of

our nen, by the nane of G afton, escaped through a tine
vortex machine, an electronic device, the cul mnation of

our entire technol ogical science. It was the only possible
channel of escape, and nuch as we regret the nachine

falling into the hands of our enem es, we still consider the
sacrifice worth it to save a human life, for those are our

i deals and our principles. It is also necessary for nme to tel
you sonet hi ng about how you cane here. But to do that |

must expl ain the workings of the machine. To put it

simply, you cane because the machi ne creates a space-

ti me vacuum vortex, and when the operation took place

here, your own particul ar time-space epoch becane over-
crowded by one individual at that particular point. You



were nearest to the other end of the channel. So it was you
who was plunged upwards here into the future with us. |
think, in all fairness to you, to alleviate sonme of your
bewi | dernment, | will try and give you a sinple exposition
of time and the workings of the machine. The first thing
that you nust try to understand is a new scientific princi-
ple, a principle newto you, at any rate. It is known as the
theory of Relativity. It was di scovered or propounded by a
great scientist called Einstein, who lived a hundred and
fifty years after your own tinme, in nid-twentieth century.
That theory of Relativity brought about a change in the
fundament al conception of space and tine. Another great
scientist of the sane time, M nkowski, said that

henceforth space in itself and time in itself would sink to
nmere shadows, and only a kind of union of the two

preserve an i ndependent existence."

"This union, which is called space-tine," went on the
stranger, "is the subject which, I amgoing to try and ex-
plain to you."

"Just one nonent," said Bathurst. "The first thing
woul d I'ike you to explain is how you come to be so
changed. This disguise-howis it done?" The intense,
burni ng eyes becane rather sad as they went back to a
menory of events which the other wouJdd have preferred to
forget. "Sonmetinme before they had perfected their system
of truth drugs," he said quietly and gravely, "the security
forces relied on the ol d-fashi oned and sadi stic nethod of
physical torture to exhort 'confessions' fromliberationists

who were captured. So far as | amaware, | amthe only
man who has ever been captured and survived. But you
see we, although small in nunber in the |iberationi st

group, possess scientists who are every whit the equal of
our opponents. The very creation of the tine machine it-
self should be sufficient evidence of that. These nmen num
ber anong their ranks sone of the forenmpst nedical ex-
ponents of the day. Wien | returned after ny escape,

was as you saw nme a few nmonents ago, before

transformed nyself back to my original physical ap-
pearance. My bones and sinews were broken and tw sted.

It took five years, and a | ong succession of medical pro-
cesses, vitam n injections and hornone treatment, to
restore ne to the man that | had once been. And | owe a
debt of gratitude which I can never repay to the nedica
scientists of the |liberation nmovenent. As you may wel |
guess, however, they took the process a stage further, for
during ny restoration they di Scovered just how flexible the
human body can becone. It is sinply a matter of bringing

t he subconscious faculty into full control of the conscious

mnd. . . . | can nmake ny hair cease growi ng, or | can
make it grow at unbelievable speed. | can change the col or
of nmy eyes, the tinbre of ny voice, ny height, ny weight,
my bt'lild, my coloring-al nost everything. You see al

these things are under the control of the mind, but nor-
mally, in the average individual, they rely entirely upon
the control of the subconscious. In ny case, | amable to
nmove ny tissues and sinews at will. | can nove ny body

into positions that would defeat the nost skilfully trained
contortionist, because | have the subconsci ous power of
nmovi ng nmuscles that are normally entirely involuntary. |
can simul ate the synptons of nobst diseases. | can contro



the cardiac condition; in fact, like the | egendary en-
chanters of the prehistoric fairy tales, | amrather |like the
magi ci an who could turn hinself into any beast at will.

Wth the amount of material in ny frame | could becone
anything up to nine feet tall, and broad in proportion, but I
shoul d weigh no nore. | should | ook rather fearsone. |

can twist ny face into a mask that woul d appall the

creator of the | egendary Frankenstein. Or | can sinulate

my own features, or, at the opposite extrenme, | can

become as handsone as what | believe in your own tine

woul d be known as theatrical actors, and in a | ater genera-
tion becane filmstars. . . . But they are a junp ahead of
your period-you nust forgive me. And so it is that the
agonies that | endured, far from destroying me, have nade

me a man with adaptive possibilities far beyond the com

prehensi on of any other. | have the ultimate in disguise.

There was, | believe, once upon a tine a crimnal who was

known as ' Rubberface.' He could tw st his expression, by

a conscious effort of will, into alnmst any pattern he

desired. It was this ability to alter his facial contours, by an
effort of will and nuscul ar contraction, that enabled him

to escape the police net on several occasions. Al that |
have done, by harn~sing the full powers of the sub-
conscious, is to make it possible for my body as well as
my features to be nolded into al nbst any pattern, and to
remain in that pattern, w thout conscious effort, for as
long as | will. It was as that horrible, deformed gnone
that the security guard renmenbered nme. A gnone with a

di seased m nd. An object of their scorn and ridicule. A
harlinless little Sinple Sinmon, who could trot in and out of
the security offices at will. Hardly anyone notices him |
make tea for them sonetines-rather amusing. And at
others," his eyes suddenly went very cold and hard, like
the eyes of a marble statue, "I plan their deaths with a
strange, but perhaps understandabl e delight in ny work

Bat hurst was conpletely and utterly taken aback

"Good heavens," was all he could say. The ot her
fl ashed hi m anot her of those enigmatical sniles.

"Right," he said briskly. "Let us go back to our con-
sideration of the tinme nachine. | feel that, as one who has
experienced it, you certainly deserve sone kind of ex-
pl anation. All conceptions of space and tinme are con-
siderably difficult to grasp, because all our thought and
concepts are activated by sense experiences and they only
have a meaning for us when we think of themin a context
of these sanme sense experiences. However, thoughts and
concepts are in reality the product of the spontaneous ac-
tivity of the human nmind. They are not, therefore, in a
| ogi cal consequence. If we wish to grasp the essence of
conpl i cat ed, anorphous, abstract notions and ideas, then
we nust, on the one hand, investigate the rel ationships
bet ween the concepts and the assertions that are nade
about them On the other hand, we nust investigate how
they are related to the experiences. Concepts are con-
nected with one another and with the experiences, and
that far, there is no difference between the concept
systens of science and those of ordinary everyday life,
either in your country or in this one. The concept systens
of science, both our science and the early science of the
17th and 18th centuries, have grown out of those of or-



di nary everyday affairs and occurrences. But they have
been rounded off according to the objects of the particul ar
science that we have in mnd. . . . The nore universal a
concept or an idea is, the more frequently it cones into
our thinking. The nore indirect its relation to our every-
day experiences, the nore difficult it is. for us to com:-
prehend its nmeaning. You will find that this is particularly
the case with the prescientific concepts that could be re-
ferred to in the sinple questioning words Were? Wen?
Why? Being? In fact, volunes of philosophy w thout num
ber have been witten on the el ucidation of those sane
concepts. In fact," he shrugged those broad, straight
shoul ders, "we are no nearer to solving the probl emthan
is afish who is trying to clear its mnd about 'Wat is
water?' But |let us concern ourselves first about the nean-
ing of space; that is, the neaning of 'Where.' There is no
quality in our own individual sense of experiences that we
may designate as spatial. Rather, what is spatial appears
to be the order of material objects of experience. For ex-
anpl e, when we think of a material object we nust bear in
mnd if any other ideas concerning space are to any degree
possi bl e. Logically-and alas, how illogical human bei ngs
are.--logically, | say, it nmust be the very first of all our
ideas. It nust be the basic stepping-stone. It nust be the
junping off point. Just think about it for a nonment, and
you will see that if we try to analyze our ideas about
space. --for exanple, take the words 'next to' or the word
"touch' and so on-that is, if we endeavor to nake our-
selves aware of their equivalents in experience then it
becomes obvious that the materia.! object concept is a vita
begi nning. Now the idea of 'object' by itself is sinply a
nmeans of taking into account, by our reasoning, the per-
sistence in tine or the continuity of certain groups of ex-
peri ence conpl exes. The exi stence of objects is thus a con-
ceptual affair. The neaning of the concepts of objects de-
pends wholly on their being connected, and connected, if
you like, by nmeans of human intuition with groups of
el ementary sense experiences. This immuaturity of asso-
ciation, or connection, if you like, is the basis of the illu-
sion which makes primtive experience appear to infol:m
us directly about the relation of material bodies which ex-
ist, when all is said and done, only insofar as they are not
thought. . . . In the sense that we have just gone into, we
have the indirect experience bf the contact of two bodies.
We need do no nore than think for a few m nutes about
this, as for the purpose of ny exposition and expl anation
we can gain nothing by singling out the individual ex-
periences, to which so sinple an assertion alludes. Many
solid material bodies occupying space can be brought into
per manent contact with one another in a great variety of
di fferent nethods. W speak in this sense of the positiona
reilatioilships of bodies, or as the Gernmans woul d have it,
| agenbezi ehungen. "

"Now there are general |aws existing, |aws which dea
with the position relationships, and these | aws are essen-
tially the concern of basic geonetry. If we do not wish to
restrict ourselves to regarding and to studying the proposi-
tions that occur in this branch of know edge, the various
rel ati onshi ps between words that have been set up, ac-
cording to certain principles-then this must of necessity



hold good. . . . But perhaps | amgetting ahead of you

nmy dear friend. | forgot that, brilliantly intellectual man
t hough you are, you, like all the rest of humanity, nust to
a great extent be a child of your age, and I will deal for a
few nmonents with something that | will call pre-scientific
thought. I will try and bring the whol e business down to a

| evel , which--'""though | do not wish to sound patroniz-

i ng-may be sinpler and easier for you to. conprehend.

Let us begin by asking ourselves again what is the mean-

ing of the concept space. | think | can best explain it by
sayi ng the concept of space in this type of pre-scientific

t hought is characterized by a sentence like this. W can

t hi nk away things but not the space which they occupy.

Now | want you to think very deeply about that for a'no-
ment. We can think away things, but not the space which
they occupy. It is as if, wthout having any experience of
any sort, we have an idea, a concept, a presentation of
space, and if we ordered our sense experience, with the
hel p of this concept, present a priori. On the other hand,
we may 'say that space is a reality, a thing which exists

wi t hout thought, just as material objects do. Under the

i nfluence of this view of space, the fundanmental concept

of geometry, the point, the straight line, the plane, m ght
be regarded as having a self-evident character. The basic
principles that are concerned with these configurations
woul d be regarded as being necessarily valid and true, and
hol di ng good in the vast mpjority of circunmstances. At the
same time they were held to have an objective content.

For exanple, no one felt any scruples in those early days
in ascribing an objective neaning to such statenents

as-'' He paused, trying to think of an exanple; then he
snapped his fingers. "This one's quite a classic. Three em
pirically given bodies (practically infinitely small) lie on
one straight Iine. Wthout demandi ng a physical definition
for such an assertion, ther~ was a pathetically blind faith
in evidence and in the inmedi ately real neanings of the
concepts and propositions of geonetry which becane un-
certain only after the introduction of the non-Euclidean
geonetry. Let us begin with the viewthat all concepts of
space are associated with contact expel,iences of solid bod-
ies; then it is easy for us to understand how t he concept

of space itself began. It began solely and sinply as a thing
i ndependent of bodies and yet enbOOying their position
possibilities, or as the Germans woul d have had it,

| agerungsnogli chkeiten. H " went on the stranger, "we

had a system of bodies in contact and at rest relative to
one anot her, sone could, of course, be replaced by others.
This property of allow ng substitution is interpreted scien-
tifically and philosop: hically as avail abl e space. Space
denoted the property in which rigid bodies can occupy dif-
ferent positions. The view that space is something with a
unity of its owm is different, and is perhaps due to the cir-
cunst ances of those pre-scientific days, and the pre-
scientific thought that went witl:I them For, as | said sone
time ago, we are all very much c~dren of our age. And

we are affected by our relative environment. In those

days," he went on, "it was thought that all positions of
bodi es were referred to one body, which was known as

a reference body. The nost obvious thing was the e<{rth.

Now i n genui ne nodern scientific thought-though when



say 'nmodem | say it with a smle, for it is over three hun-
dred years old-the earth is represented by the co-

ordi nate system The assertion which has been often

made, that it would be possible to place an unlimted num
ber of bodies next to one another, denotes that space is in-
finite. In pre-scientific thought, the concept of space and
time and body reference is scarcely sorted out at all. But I
felt that it was necessary for nme to go over these points
with you in order that you m ght have a full and clear un-
derstandi ng of them You nust al ways renenber that a

pl ace, or a point in space, if you like to give it a nore
techni cal reference, is always taken to nmean a materi al
point on a body of reference. Now to put you nore fully

in the picture, let us go on to the basis of Euclidean
geonetry. We may say that the basis of Euclidean geone-

try is to be found, insofar as it refers to the | aws regul ating
the positions of rigid bodies, and it turns to account the

i ngeni ous thought of tracking back all relations concerning
bodies in their relative positions. . . to the very sinple
concept of distance. Distance denotes a rigid body on

which two material points, marks or signs have been
specified. Now, the concept of the equality of distances
and, incidentally, the equality of angles refers to experi
ments invol ving various coi nci dences. And the sane

remarks apply to theorenms on congruence. Euclidean

geonetry is entirely dependent, at least in the formin
which it is handed down to your generation, on the idea

that a straight line is the shortest connection between two

points.. | amnow going to outline briefly how the basis of
Eucl i dean geonetry nay be gained fromthe concepts of
distance. W will start with the equality of distances. Sup-

pose of two unequal distances one is always greater than
the other, the sane axi ommust hold for the inequality of
di stances as holds for the inequality of numbers. W will
do it sinmply. There are three distances: AB, BC, and CA
Now i f CA can be suitably chosen, you will have the marks
AAl, BBlI, CO superinposed on one another in such a
way that a triangle ABC results. The distance CAl has an
upper limt for which this construction is still just possible.
The points A(BBI) and Cthen lie in a straight line. This
|l eads to the followi ng concepts, first producing a distance
by an ampbunt equal to itself; second, dividing a distance
into equal parts; and third, expressing a distance in terns
of a nunber by neans of a neasuring rod, or in other
words, definition of the space interval between two points.
When the concept of the interval between two points or
the I ength of a distance has been gained in this way, all we
need to do is to follow Pythagoras' theorem in order to
arrive at Euclidean geonetry analytically. To every point
of space, or body of reference, three nunbers of three co-
orrlinates XY Z may be assigned, and conversely in such a
way for each pair of points A (X, YlI, Z) and B (X2,
Y2, Z2) the theorem hol ds.

"Measure nunmber AB-the square root of (X2-X)2
{Y2-YI)2 plus (Z2-21)2.

"I think 1 nmust have now sai d enough to rem nd you of
t he fundanental principles of the Euclidean geonetry with
whi ch, as an educated nman of your tinme, you should have
been fam liar. But | nust now go on to tell you the serious
difficulties encountered in those representations and inter-



pretations of geonetry, insofar as the rigid body of ex-

peri ence does not correspcnd exactly with the geonetrica
body. There are no absolutely definite marks, and

nor eover, we nust always renenber that tenperature,

pressure, and other circunstances of the environnent

trust nodify the laws relating to position. It is also to be
recoll ected that the structural constituents of mat-
ter-such as atons and the el ectron-assuned by nodem

physics, are not in principle comensurate with rigid
bodies, for they are, in actual fact, electrical discharges
Nevert hel ess the concepts of geonmetry are applied to them
and to their parts. For this reason nodemthi nkers havc

been disinclined to allow real contents and facts, or as, the
Germans would put it, Teal e tatsachenbestande. These

facts they make out do not correspond to geonetry al one.

In fact, they consider it preferable to allow that the con-
cept of experience corresponds to physics and geonetry
conjointly.

"Now, if we go on to apply the theorem of Pythagoras
toinfinitely near points, it reads like this:-DS2_DX2 plus
DY2 plus Dz2. \Where DS denotes the neasurable inter-
val between them for an enpirically given DS the coor-
dinate systemis not yet fully determ ned for every com
bi nati on of points by this equation, and | rather doubt if it
ever will be. In applying Euclidean geonetry to pre-
relativistic mechanics, a further indeterm nateness is
bound to come in when we use the co-ordinate system
The state of notion of the co-ordinate systemis arbitrary
to a certnm degree, nanely, in the substitutions of the co-
ordinates of the form -

"Xl - X- VT

"YI-Y

"zl -Z"

Bat hurst, brilliant man that he was, was experiencing a

great deal of difficulty in keeping up with these exposi -
tions of space, time and relativity. The other, the tall dark
stranger, was speaking slowy and clearly, as a patient
teacher speaks to a backWard child. And yet he was begin-
ning to wonder how nuch of his explanation was taking

root in this fertile mnd that had been tomout of its native
century. .

"Let us consider now," he went on, "the appearance of
time itself. Every event that happens in the world is deter
m ned by the space co-ordinates of XYZ and the time cO-
ordinate T. Thus the physical description nust be four
di mensional right fromthe beginning. But the four dinlen-
sional continuum seens to resolve itself iJlto a three
di mensi onal conti nuum of space, and a one .di nensiona
conti nuum of tine. Now this apparent resolution owes its
originto the illusion that the nmeaning of the concept of
simultaneity is self-evident. This illusion arises fromthe
fact that we receive news of a new event al nost sinul-
taneously, owing to the agency of light. This faith in the
absol ute significance of simultaneity was destroyed by the
| aw regul ati ng the propagation of light in enpty space.

O, if ny nmenory serves ne rightly, in the dimdays of
scientific history, by the Maxwel | ~Lorentz el ectro-
dynam cs, two infinite near points can be connected by
means of a light signal, and in that case the rel ation-
ship may be mathematically expressed like this: DS2



C2D f2-DX2- -DY2 - DZ2 - O It nust further follow
fromthis, as | amsure you will agree, that the expression
DS has a val ue which for chosen points, infiliitely near in
space time, is indepeDrlent of the particular inertial system
that is selected. In agreement with this, we filid that pass-
ing fromone inertial systemto another, when the equa-
tions of transformation hold, which they do not in general
| eaves the tine values of the events unchanged. So surely
we nust now realize," his voice becane very firmas he
hamrered honme the points of his argument, "it nust thus
become quite clear, that a four-di mensional continuum of
space cannot be split up into a tinme conti nuumon the one
hand, and a space continuumon the other, for the in-
variable quantity DS may be neasured by neans of
nmeasuring rods and by cl ocks."

Bat hur st shook his head as though to clear his mnd of
the new i deas and concepts which were being presented to
bin} by this brilliant 24th century scientist. He realized
that he was attenpting sonething well nigh inpossible, as
he strove to gain a fundamental nastery of the rudinents
of this technol ogy, five hundred years ahead of his oW
generation. The stranger sniled synpathetically, "Let ne
just go on now and give you a word about four dinmen-
sional geometry," he said softly. "On that invariable DS
that we've been tal king about, it is possible to build up a
conpl ete four dinmensional geonetry, which is anal agous
to Euclidean geonetry, in three dinmensions. \Wen we
think of it Iike that, physics becomes a sort of statics, in a
four-di mensi onal conti nuum because apart fromthe dif-
ference in the nunber of dinensions, the latter continuum
can be distinguished fromthe old Euclidean geonetry be--
cause DS2 may be greater' or less than zero. Correspond-
ing to this we can separate and distinguish tinme-Iike and
space--like line elenent. The boundary between themis
mar ked out by what we may call the [ight cone. The |ight
cone is sinply DS2_0, and that cone starts out from every
point." He paused to let that piece of basic mathematica
i nformation sink in before going on again. "Wen we
think of all the el enents which belong to the same tine
val ue, we can put forward this mathematical formula

DS2-:-DS2_DX2 plus DY2 plus DZz2-

and then we find that the el enents DS have real coun-
terparts in distances at rest, and the Euclidean geonetry
will still hold good for these elenents. Wth regard to the
effects of Relativity, special and generalized, we cone to a
nodi fication of the whole idea of space and tine, a
nodi fication which the idea has undergone through the
restricted theories and concepts of relativity. The whol e
i dea of space has been still further nodified by the genera
theory of Relativity, sinply because this theory insists on
denying that the three-di mensional space perception of the
space-time continuumis Euclidean in character. And it
goes on to assert, and to assert nost strongly, that the old
flat surface Euclidean geometry cannot, does not and wll
not hold for the relative positions of bodies that are con-
tinuously in contact. Let us regard the enpirical |aw of the
equality of inertial and gravitational mass. You will find
that we are led to interpret the state of the continuumas a
gravitational field and to treat non-inertial systenms as
equivalent to inertial systenms. A paradox, mny friend, a



parad6x that has no basis in ultimate reality. .

"There was a great early scientist of considerable ge.-
nius,' who lived well over three hundred years ago, a nan
who was not very nuch after your own tinme. Hi s nane
was R emann, and he held up a system of geonetry which
hol ds good for a space of N dinmensions, and his geonetry
bears the sanme relation to Euclidean geonetry, as does the
general geonetry of curved surfaces to the geonetry of the
pure and | nust add inmaginary flat plane. There is a |l oca
co-ordinate systemfor the infinitesiml neighborhood of
a point on a curved surface, in which the di stance DS be-
tween two infinitely near points is given by this equa-
tion:-DS2_DX2 plus DY2, Eor other co-ordinate
systens, however, we may use a different expression. The
expression is DS2-A |~ DX2 plus2Gl2, DXI, DX2 plus
&2, DX22, and that holds good in a finite, bounded and
limted region of the curves surface. Just as the ol d-
fashi oned Eucli dean geonetry space concept that we have
been t hi nki ng about refers to the position possibilities of.
rigid bodies, of firm unnoving bodies, so the generally ac-
cepted and understood theory of Relativity, that we may
delineate as the space-time concept. refers to the genera
behavi or of matter, energy, space and tine and of course
is measured by our old friends the clocks in part, at |east.
Now to the really inportant parts of what | have been say-

ing. | want us to consider tine itself. If what | have said
now has been conplex, | trust you will forgive nme; | have
endeavored to sinmplify it insofar as ny limted verba
powers will permit. . . . The physical time concept answers

to the tine concept of the extra scientifically inclined
m nd. We experience the nonent 'now,' or to express it
very accurately, what nay be called the present sense ex-
perience. O since we are still in Perleberg, we will use the
not heT tongue of the proVince and say the sinnen Erlebais
in conmbination with the recollection of earlier sense ex-
peri ence. That is why our sense experiences seemto form
a series. In other words, the tine series which we indicate
by the sinple words, earlieT and |later, before and after
Now and then, or in reverse, then and now. The ex-
perience series is regarded as a one-di mensi onal con-
ti nuum al though we have al ready seen that a one-
di rensional time continuum cannot be separated fromthe
t hr ee- di mensi onal space continuum W nust realize that
iliereis a fallacy in the argument up to this point, and that
ilie natural everyday experiences and the primary sense in
whi ch they are accepted differ very vastly fromthe true
state of affairs in the space-tinme continuum of the
uni verse in which we exist.

"The experience series can repeat itself, and can of
course be recogni zed and understood and conprehended.
It can al so be repeated wi thout necessary exactness, and
in that case, sone events are replaced by others w thout
the character of the repetition being completely lost. In
this way we formin our nminds a tine concept as a one-
di mensi onal frane which can be filled in by experiences in
various ways. The experiences thenselves are really sub-
jective tine intervals. Wien we nove from subjective
time, or as the nother tongue of this |location wuld have
it, the ich-Zeit, when we turn fromthat to the tine con-
cept of pre-scientific thought, we find that it is connected



with the creation fom ation, the manufacture, or the idea
that there is a real external world, independent of the sub-
ject. In this sense, the objective event, which we have just
been think;ng of, corresponds with the subjective ex-
peri ence, and they are attributed to the subjective tine of
t he experience and real time of the correspondi ng objec~
tive event. When we then conme to contrast experiences of
outward events and their order of precession and recession
intime, then we find that we have at |ast reached a con-
cept which has a validity for all subjects. W find that we
have arrived, if | may use an old cliche, at a noment of
truth.

"Then, of course, there is the process of objectivism
whi ch doesn't encounter difficulties except for the fact
that the time order of the experience corresponding to a
series of outward events is not the sanme for all individuals.
Let us | ook at sonething straightforward from everyday
life. Wien we see sonething, when we nake a visual per-
ception in our daily lives, then the two things correspond
exactly, and it is because they correspond exactly in nor-
mal straightforward, unconplicated everyday life that
there is an object time order, which has beoo established to
a remarkabl e degree and to a very wi de extent. But when
we cone to work out the idea of an objective world of ex-
ternal events, and when we try to take this working out in-
to a system denmandi ng the utnost detail, then we find it
very necessary to make both the experiences and the events
depend on each other; to make them i nterdependent and
interrelated in a nuch nore conplicated way. The. origina
attenpts to bring this about were nade by neans of rules
and net hods and | aws of thought, if you like, which were
gai ned by man instinctively, as part of the evol utionary
process and the uprising of the human nmind. By these
instinctive rules and nodes of thought, the conception of
space plays a particularly prom nent part. Hwe go on to
define the process, to condense and to analyze it down to
its ultimate conclusio~ then we find that we have led ul-
timately to the goal of natural science. W know pedectly
well that we neasure time with the clock O the watch or
the chronometer, but let us ask ourselves exactly what a
cl ock does. Let us ask ourselves for a dictionary definition
of this conmon everyday object, for in both your centw
and mne a clock was as fanmiliar as a house, or clothing or
food. The purpose of the clock is automatically to pass in
succession through an equal series of events. The nunber
of those periods, which we will call clock tine, which has
el asped, serves as a sinple and not terribly accurate
nmeasure of tine.

"Let us think of a sinple time observation experiment.
You will see immediately what | amdriving at. If an event
occurs in the nei ghborhood of one clock in the sane
space as the occurrence of the event, everybody watching
t he event observes the sane clock tine sinultaneously
with the event. They observe by neans of the eye, and
t hey observe independently of their position." He sighed
deeply. "How wonderfully sinmple it woul d have been if
everything had been as direct as that. " There was j ust
the slightest trace of bitterness in his voice. "Until the
theory of Relativity was propounded, it was assuned that
t he conception of sinultaneity had an absol ute objective



meani ng for events that were separated in space, just as it
had a meaning for events that took place in the sane area
of space. That sinple happy, honely little idea was shat-
tered by the discovery of the |law of the propagation of
light. You see the velocity of light in enpty space is a
quantity that is independent of the choice of the inertial
systemto which it is referred. So no definite absolute or

i nvari abl e meani ng can be assigned to the conception of

the sinmultaneity of events that occur at points separated
by a distance. in space. A whole system has had to be
allocated to every inertial system And If no co-ordinate
systemor inertial systemwas used as a body of reference,
there was no sense in asserting that events that took place
at different places in space occurred at the sane tine.
"Before | can really cone to the climx of the expl ana-
tion that | amtrying to give, | nust just put you in the pic-
ture as regards the neasurenent of time, which has taken

pl ace between your day and ours. You see, the whole prob-

| em of the measurenment of time neans that we nust

refer first of all to its psychophysical basis, unless we are
going to be conpletely sinple and give it a mere enpiric
treat ment because of its practical necessity. Wen ex-

peri ences are repeated cl osely enough to each other, then
we associate these with ideas of things and indeed with

i deas of reality. Indeed, the whole psychol ogical history of
the construction of our world, of our universe and of our
sol ar system of the entire gal axy and the cosnos woul d
appear to have its basis here. W |ook, then, over a
nmeasurenent of time, toward some process or other which

has recogni zabl e repetitions-repetitions which are easy

for us to count. This idea replaces the inpal pable idea of
duration. And it thus takes us into the real mof neasured
quantities. Let us think of a few sinple exanples; the beat
of the pulse, the alternations of day and ni ght, the ap-
pearances associated with definite spectral lives. These

t hi ngs, of course, are all natural processes. They have ac-
tually served this purpose, aiid then of course we have al
our man-made instruments: the bal ance watch, the pen-

dul um cl ock, the nodem el ectrode chrononeter, the

radi o-active clock, and so on, alnost to infinity. W have
turned the neasurenment of tine into an extrenely fine art.
Let us think then for a few nmonents of what the absolutely
essential features of an ideal tine neasurenment instrunent
woul d be, and we find that our ideal instrunent would be a
gyroscope, nounted w thout friction inside a case, which
mayor may hot rotate itself and is held absolutely friction
free at the comon axis. O nore abstractly still, let us

i magi ne two particles which we will call A and B revol ving
at different angul ar speeds at a common center which we
will call O Each new passage of A past B is a repetition,
gi ving account of a step of time. An apparatus |ike that

m ght be used for neasurements of tinme, as precisely as a
pair of conpasses can be used for measuring space. But if
we do not know that the revolution of Awth respect to B
is conpletely constant and unvaried, that it is, in other
words, an invariant, then, using our old anal ogy of a pair
of compasses, we have a pair of conpasses that are not
known to be stiff at the joint. The nmeasure can still be
made for what it is worth, and it may, in fact, be the only
one possible. Hthe interval of tine neasured falls between



two interval counts, we have a problemin which we nust
subdi vide the standard unit by constructing a smaller unit,
whi ch is standardi zed by conparing it with the standard.

No new probl ems were introduced there, and from even

the earliest historic times, as far as science is concerned,
various known nethods have been applied to this treat-

ment of the parallel and contrast for the measurenment of
one- di mensi onal space and of tinme. Measurenent of one-

di mensi onal space is practically perfect through the con-
struction of a yard, a nmeter, and an international marking
unit, dependi ng upon which country and which time you

bel ong to." He snil ed understandingly at Bathurst. "And
when that yard or nmeter has been nade, copies are ,taken
and conmpansons are drawn. if the copy, which we will cal
Al, Bi, is conpared with the standard AB,the mark Ais
seen to agree with the mark Al at a particular time, and
the mark Bl to agree with the mark B at a different tine.
The difference 18 the time taken by the observer to travel
fromAto B. Nowif we were to put a mrror at Al and B

so that the congruences may be observed sinultaneously,

so that we have observed both the points at the very sane
instant of tine, we have not really abolished the time dif-
ference. W only think we have, because instead of
traveling oursel ves, we have made light the traveler. The
difference is essentially a differenCe of a kind. Now |l et us
consi der the standard for tine nmeasurenent.

"W have a gyroscope in which there is a mark A rotat-
ing within a case on which there is a mark B; conpare thi S
with a copy Al Bl. The cases B, Bl nmay be in rotation,
and the marks B, B 1 cannot be brought into permanent
coi nci dence. W then have a step of tinme between the two
passages of Al across Bl, but it is a step of tine which
may be conpared with that occupied by two passages of A
across B. Only we nust nake. an allowance for the tine
taken for the signal to pass across the space between B
and Bl. If B and Bl are the sane, as they may be, if
both are effectively the sphere of stars, then the all owance
for the passage of the signal is abolished, and the com
pari son of the two standards of time i & nore perfect than
that of two standards of distance. The reason for this is
that at the two finds of a standard of space we cannot have
the sane time, but for the two ends of a standard of tinme
we can have the sanme point of space. By the science of
your primtive time and ny conplicated tine we can pass
to and fro in space but not, as far as has previously been
known, can we pass to and fro in tine. Now |l et us go back
to our hypothetical spheres and nmeasuring instrunents
and conparisons. The two points Al and A2 pass across
B at an interval which is an ascertained fraction of the
period of Al in respect to B. Then, even though we may
know no~i ng el se about them we. require an hypothesis.

W require an hypothesis in order to tell fromthis ob-
servation exactly what fraction of four right angles Al,

A2 suntends at 0, which you renenber is the axis. If A

and A2 rotate or revolve as if they were completely rigid

and conpletely uniform the fraction is the same as the
fraction of the period; but if on the other hand, they rotate
i ndependently, if they rotate under the action of exactly

the sane acceleration to the center O then no concl usion
what soever can be drawn without further data. Cenerally,



we nust always renmenber that if we are to define notion
inrelation to the right angle, it would be necessary first of
all to define the netric of the space in which it takes

place. In addition, of course, we would have to assign it its
own | aw. But when special statenent is absent, rigidity

and uni formrotation nust be pre-supposed by us, and

they will in turn make the time interval.in the angle Al, O
A2 which we will find to be the equival ent neasures."

Bat hurst was waiting with an ill-conceal ed inpatience

for this brilliant technol ogical scientist to come directly to

the point of his exposition. H's patience was now
rewar ded

"The gl ass cylinder," went on the other suddenly, | ook-
ing as if he had read the diplomat's thoughts, "the glass
cylinder which is an integral part of our time transcending
device, is inreality not glass at all. It is conposed froma
series of seni-condensed static atons, which are designed
to be for only an instantaneous duration. |In other words,
just as in the science of an earlier century, the photon was
supposed to be the smallest particle of light energy, just as
the el ectrons, neutron and positions of an atom were con-
sidered to be the smallest positively and negatively
charged el enments of matter, so the instanton in: our
generation is regarded as the indivisible instant, the
smal | est possible particle of time. By a process so |ong
and conplicated that its telling would make the facts
have just given you seemlike nursery rhynmes by com
parison with it, | nmust tell you that we have been able to
create a cylinder which can only exist in the fleeting in-
stant of now. In other words, its existence is so transient
that it can find any type of palpable reality only in the
instanton itself. Now, having created this elenment, we
found that it did not vanish and nelt away into noth-
i ngness, as one woul d suppose an el enent of this nature
to do. Hit can have only the nost transitory of all possi-
bl e exi stences, why, we asked ourselves in our
| aboratories, when it was first created did it continue to
exi st? And here we found the answer to our problem It
exi sted not because its duration was |onger than the
i nstanton, but because by an el ectro-atom c process,
which is innate in its own basic conposition, it has the
ability to leap frominstanton to instanton in either direc-
tion. And as it leapt at a speed which, by the way, far and,
away exceeds the supposed ~ .of light-1 say supposed
because it was so supposed in a science a little later than
your own-because it can exceed a speed which is
bel i eved to be inexceedable, it creates through tinme itself
t hrough the fourth edge in the conti nuuma vortex, a vac-
uum a channel, a rift, a fault---call it what you will-it
causes a passage through which it is possible for human
bei ngs, for anything placed within the passage, to travel
The unfortunate thing is that we are not yet able to contro
entirely the direction or the duration of that which does
the traveling. As | said, our glass cylinder is able to travel
through time and create a vortex in its wake, in the sane
way that a vehicle traveling through the air creates a vac-
uum behind it. It isin, as it were, time echo, or a slip
streamof time that it is possible for the traveler to jour-
ney. Now | want you to pause and think for a nonment of
the full neaning of that fact. Wat we have done is to



create sonething which is entirely indestructible. No mat-
ter how fast the velocity of your energy bolt, your. I|ead
bull et or an axe in your hand, you will be unable to
destroy that glass cylinder-1 go on referring to it as
"glass,' though of course, it is sonmething far, far nore
conplex. It is inpossible to destroy it for the sinple
reason that at no second, at no instanton of time, could
any bullet reach it, no energy crash through it. It is possi-
ble to touch it with your hand, but that is purely subjective
ment al experience. It is not an experience which woul d
have its counterpart in any physical denonstration of
destructive energy or matter. For by the second that the
bull et arrived or the energy bolt was delivere4, the cylin-
der woul d have departed, either into a new instanton a
fraction ahead of the mssile or a fraction into the past."

Bat hurst had hardly been listening to the last part of his
new f ound acquai ntance's remarks. An icy hand of sone-
thing akin to fear and | oneliness was clutching at the
young di plomat's heart. One phrase in particular that the
exposi tor had spoken had | odged indelibly in his mnd.

"You said," he asked quietly, "that it was not quite
possible to control the direction or the duration of travel
t hrough the vortex?"

"No, I'mafraid it isn't," replied the other

"You mean then," went on Bathurst softly, "that |I'm
here forever?" The other nodded, and opened his mouth
as though to speak, but at that second came the sound of
footsteps fromoutside. The tall stranger Swore vol ubly un-
I der his breath. "I don't know how they've done it, but it
seens the fiends have succeeded in tracki ng us down. W
must act with speed!"

To Bathurst's 19th century eyes, there did not appear to
be any escape fromthe roomin which they stood, but
there was a glint in the stranger's expression that was by
no nmeans a | ook of despair. . . . "You will find," he said
under his breath, "that what | said about our technol ogy
was by no nmeans an exaggeration. Come." Seizing the
unresi sting Bathurst by the wist, he ran toward what ap-
peared to be a conpletely blank wall. Behind themthe
poundi ng of the security men grew | ouder, and there cane
t he om nous crackle of an energy bolt being rel eased from
a hand bl aster.

Chapter Seven
Centrifuge

When M ke Grafton discharged his energy bolt at the fun
wi ndow, Paul Ertzmann seized his chance. Hi s sub-
consci ous had been working overtime even while he was
directing the actions of his colleagues with his normal con-
sci ousness. He realized nowto the very depths of his being
that his synpathies.. were entirely with the fugitive bel ow
and the cause of the liberationists he served. It was a thing
whi ch had often been done before which Paul Ertzmann
now did. Since the very first war brought its confusions to
t he ranks of men, unpopul ar officers and i ndeed the ot her



ranks have had strange tendencies to di sappear on active
service, usually in the process of going over the top, and
there is nothing quite so canouflaging as a battl eground
full of bursting, blistering shrapnel and enemy missiles, for
the assassin to strike in any direction which may suit him
best. Although Ertzmann's mind was now patterned and

set on the liberationist cause, he, Iike nmost nmen of the
24t h century, believed intrinsically w thout qual mof con-
science that the end justified the means, and with the sane
relentl ess fanaticismw th which he had previously sup-

i ported the dictatorship of Rajak the Magnificent, he now
worked for its overthrow

Ertzmann's deci sion was by no neans a difficult one. It
woul d have been strange if it had been. Hi s environment
and conditioning had nade himto a | arge extent the man
he was. He had al ready expenenced a renarkabl e
transformati on of character, yet there were certain deeply
i ngrai ned tendenci es, which would never. in the span of a
normal lifetime be eradicated froma nmind as nmature as
hi s.

Just for a second, a fleeting flash of something that
m ght have been a deep call to a kind of perverted |oyalty
tried to nake itself felt: But the call was an extrenely
weak one, like a faint and far away radi o signal" heard on
an ineffectual set. . . . It was difficult to feel any degree of
affecti on whatever for the cold, fish-faced subservient
bei ngs who were his fellow security guards. It was difficult
to feel much regret about destroying a rat or a slug. These
creatures, he told hinself, were quite definitely sub-
human, as he knew that he hinself had been sub-hunman
while his mnd had been fettered by the fanatici smwhich
had bound himto the new order and the foul regine of Ra-
jak the Magnificent. He saw at once that of the group by
the wi ndow, at |east half had been seriously injured, if not
killed. The others were still pretty dazed. Wth calmcold
del i beration, he drew his own blaster and fired into the "
stunned dyi ng survivors. Wen the acrid funes had
cl eared away, he was the soul living occupant of that
room
It |ooked for all the world as though |ightning had
struck with the devastating force of sone angry god,
wr eaki ng its vengeance. He went purposefully down the
stairs to the inn-keeper waiting at the bottom He had
repl aced the weapon inside his tunic and had nothing in
hi s hand but an undi scharged nusket. No trace of ex-
pression showed on his well-trained face. In the archaic
French engrained in hiS mnd, he spoke swiftly to the inn-
keeper.

"It seens that the stars thenselves are fighting on the
side of that man out there," he said in a good simulation
of an awe--struck whisper. "There is no sign of a storm
but lightning struck the building. Either he's in | eague with

the devil or called up brinmstone fromhell." He tried to
| ook sorrowful. "My nmen, my douaniers, they are al
dead. "

"Al'l dead," whispered the inn-keeper

"Aye," he replied soberly, '"all dead. Not by bullets, not
by an assassin's dagger, not killed in battle, but killed by.
lightning, fromeither heaven or hell, | know not which.-1In
nmy opinion that English spy out there is in | eague with the



Bete Noire."

The inn-keeper crossed hinself superstitiously. "It is a
possibility," he whispered, his voice a m xture of dread
and awe. "Wat are you going to do now, Captain?"

"I"'mgoing out there to see if I can find him™"

"You are a brave man," said the inn-keeper. "My the
heavens protect you."

"Thank you," answered Ertzmann. "I hope they will. |
shal | probably need their protection. Let us hope there is
no more of this strange lightning." There was a deeper
significance to his words than the inn-keeper could
possi bl y understand. He wal ked out into the darkness of
the inn yard and crossed it into the shadow of the trees.
He hunted for what seened an eternity. At |ast, sheltering
hi rsel f behind the thick trunk of an ancient oak, he called
softly into the darkness, "G afton, fJrafton, can you hear
me? Don't shoot; I'ma friend."

A voice cane fromthe distattce. "lIs this sonme sort of
trick?"

No, | swear it isn't, but I've no way of proving it, ex-
cept to say that the only evidence you'll find is in that
[ nn.

"What do you nean exactly r said Grafton quietly.

"I mean that until a few mnutes ago, as we understand
time in our century, | was Captain Paul Ertzmann of the
security guard. | was sent with a detachment of seven nen
t hrough the tinme nmachine to bring you back. Those
douani ers you just fired at were seven security guards. W
went through an encephalic conditioning that gave us the
necessary archaic French and Gernman of this epoch. W
were al so conditioned on custons and natural history.

W therefore had quite an advantage over you, who cane,
as we believe, unprepared. Now |listen carefully to me. O
t he seven guards, you killed two or three; you probably
saw t hat yoursel f."

"Yes, that's right. But if they really were security
guards why didn't tlley use power blasters instead of th0S6
anti que musket s?" asked G afton suspiciously.

"Because | ordered themnot to," said the captain
quietly. "I ordered themnnot to, because | hoped very
much they would niss you. They woul dn't have m ssed if
they had used their own weapons."

"Why did you betray then?" asked Grafton. He could
feel in his liberationist heart no particular love for a man
who could so ruthlessly betray his own, no matter how
alien the ideas of his own people were to Grafton's ideas.

"I believe that the end justifies the nmeans," said
Ertzmann. It was alnost as if he had read Grafton's mind
"You see, |I'mthe nan who captured and interrogated the
old scientist who put you through the tinme machine.

"What becane of hin?" asked Grafton coldly.

"He's dead,"” replied Ertzmann. "He was killed by those

men who just died on the end of your blaster, and in
cidentally of mine. That is the only proof | have got of ny
integrity. You will probably have noticed that you did not
kill the entire group. | turned ny own blaster on the sur-
vivors. You'd think lightning had hit that inn."

"I can believe that," answered Grafton. "I saw a charge
above the light of the candle. There probably isn't nuch
left of that room except a few charred walls and the snok-



i ng weckage, of a bed."

"That's a pretty accurate description froma nan who
hasn't seen it," conmmented the captain. He was not
without a grim ironic, sense of hunor. There was a | ong
pause. "The point is this: surely the fact that | gunned
down my ot her nmen nust nean sonething to you, mnust
nmean that | have undergone a change of heart." Gafton
| aughed col dly.

"I wasn't born yesterday."

"You certainly weren't," said the captain again with that
odd cynical flicker of hurmor. "If you had been born
yesterday you'd be something like five hundred years old."
Grafton let the, full meaning of the remark sink in before
repl yi ng. He wondered whet her that strange voice coning
to himfromthe trees was on the level, or whether this was
just another diabolical trick, another subterfuge, a product
of the cunning m nd of the security forces that he had
fought for so |ong.

"I'f you mean what you are saying, shine your torch on
yoursel f and conme across with both hands up. Wen you

get here, throw nme your blaster. |I'll keep talking so that
you can follow the direction of ny voice."
"Agreed," said Erttzann. "You will notice that | have

considerably nore trust in you than you appear to have in
nme, because of the new ideas | have of the |liberationists
and their nmovenent. 1'Il talk as .1 conme across as well. |
only hope | can convince you."

"So do I, for your sake," said Grafton, "though I'lI
readily admit that | shouldn't be sorry to have an
ally-lost inthis alientine as | am"

"The feeling's entirely mutual,"” agreed the captain, as
with his torch switched on and his hands hi gh above his
head, he began advancing slowy and purposefully toward
the sound of Mke Gafton's voice.

"You see," said Ertzmann, "it all began when | found
sone words in an old book we were detailed to burn. 'The
bl ood of the martyrs is the seed of the Church.' | didn't

understand the words at the time, but | understood thema
little while ago. | understood them when | watched ny
troops nmurder the old scientist, the man who put
you through the time machi ne. Rhi negow was subjected to
truth drugs. He told us everything he knew. He told us
everyt hing he knew of the working of the machine. In con-
sequence of that, two top level scientists, A36 and A38
were sent down fromthe Berlin headquarters. Those sane
two scientists put me and the seven nen through the nma-
chine. They got us through in two batches of four. You'd
be surprised how crowmded it was.. . . | came through with
three conmpanions first. . . ." He broke off. He was al nost
within an arms length of the conceal ed |iberationist.

"Throw down' your gun," said Grafton's voice, prac-
tically straight in front of him Slowy and carefully he
reached his hand down, unbuttoned the front of his tunic
and tossed out the bl aster

"I"1l have that musket as well, just for the tine being,
said Grafton. "Even a lead ball is fatal, and | should not
appreciate the irony of being shot by an antique firearm
after |I've disarmed you of your blaster. It mght appeal to
your sense of hunor, but it doesn't appeal to mine."
"You're a sensible man," said the captain as he | owered



t he nusket to the ground beside the |iberationist.
"I"d like you to go nore deeply into your so-called 'con-
version' ," said Gafton quietly. "Tell me nore.
They tal ked I ong and earnestly, and when the security
man had finished, Grafton felt an odd inclination to trust
him In normal circunstances he woul d rather have sat
down beside a rattlesnake than beside a security guard of
the Eurasian Utopia of Rajak the Magnificent. Yet cir-
cunstances alter cases, as has been said before. In this
i nstance circunstances had altered cases to such purpose
that he really felt there was sonething in what Ertzmann
was saying. They were in a unique situation, and adversity
often gave a man strange compani ons. .
When Ertzmann had finished his story, Gafton said,

"The main point seens to be how we are going to get back

to our tine. | thought when I first came here | would be
able to escape permanently, but living in the past is |like
living with the dead. . . . Over the centuries humanity has

attenpted in various forms to foretell the future. Going

back through the past gives us a perfect know edge of what

the future will hold. At least it gives us as good an idea as
our history allows us to hold. But what if we have that

know edge? We then find as you will find when you have

been in the past, that there is a conplete and utter .sense of
futility, Nothing seenms to have any point or purpose any

nmore. There's no reason for doing anything, no notive for

carrying out any course of action. | aman idealist. |I have
to be an idealist or I wouldn't be in the |iberation forces,
risking ny neck daily: | have to have a future to work for

But the future for ne doesn't begin for five hundred years.
Any action which | may carry out in this renote e.poch {)f
the past, in this strange nedi eval aeon, is not likely to

have any particularly useful repercussions in the age with

whi ch ny heart is genuinely concerned. | am sure you
foll ow ne. "
Ertzmann nodded, "I follow you only too well, and

even though |I have been here only a matter of m nutes-

He shrugged his shoul ders. "Strange how we can tal k of

m nut es when we have just traveled a fantastic distance of
five hundred years into the past. But | feel as you do

| ooki ng back is a kind of inprisonnent of the soul, far
wor se than any physical incarceration could ever be. In
fact, | would rather risk all the perils and hazards of our
own generation, knowing that by living in that day and
generation, we can to some small extent mold the future.
No matter how insignificant our weight may be, we can
still nmake that wei ght of sone account. If a mllion gmns
of sand can eventual |y bal ance one ton, then |I would
rather be one of those grains of sand than nothing at all.
No matter how small and how blunt nmy chisel, | prefer to
live in a day and age in which | may | eave a mark upon the
rock of history than to live in a day so renote that ny
chisel is utterly ineffectual."

Grafton was a nore practical man than the Captain.

"I agree, Ertzmann," he said, "and that's all very well.
But the thing is, what course of action can we take? W
have agreed on the ultimte goal; now we must get to it.
The captain admired this practical streak in his newfound
conpani on. The |ibecationists were nmen of character, even
t hough they had seemed to himmen of unattainable



ideals. . . . Strange how views alter, he thought.

"Right," snapped Grafton. "There's only one line of ap-
proach open to us-we nust stay within the region of the
end of the vortex." Slowy, keeping to the shadows, the
two nmen nmade their way back to the inn yard. They
| ooked up at the roomin which they had jointly cotn-
mtted i ncendiary mayhem Gafton with a feeling of
satisfaction; Ertzmann with a kind of cold al oof ness. He
had been through so rmuch, in the |light of changing ex-
peri ences, that his mnd was becom ng confused. He was
glad that Grafton had taken the | ead.

"I'f we stay here long enough," said Grafton,there's
just a faint possibility that another operation fromthe ma-
chine may haul us back to our 24th century. Even if we
find that nothing but an execution is awaiting us . . ." The
captain nodded. "I'mwth you in that," he agreed. They
stood quietly like St. Francis and the wol f.

The eternal stars shone down as they "had shone down
for amllion years and woul d shine down in the same con-
stellations a mllion years bence. It gave -tbemthe feeling,
| ooking up at tbose stars, that time itself was a snall and
i nsignificant thing-and yet the smallest of interruptions
could affeot the small, insignificant lives of two small and
insignificant men. . . . Yet they also had a feeling tbat they
were in a way superior to the stars--etemal, gigantic, and
everlasting as those flamng orbs were, the finite mnd of
man contai ned them-could matbematically cal cul ate tbeir
courses--coul d analyze their atom c chem cal struc-
tures--could forecast their novenents--could date
them -could survey themwith his radio tel escopes. Stars,
t hought Grafton, cannot evaluate a man-but man can
eval uate the stars. As they stood gazing up into the blue
vel vet vault of the heavens, with its nyriad pinpricks of
gl eami ng colored light, they becane aware of a strange
trenbling vibration in the air all around. Then Grafton
laid his hand quickly on the captain's arm

"Listen," he said softly, "do you hear anythi ng?"
Ert zmann nodded. "It's the sanme kind of vibration that 1
heard in the machine. Do you think . . . ?" He left the sen-

tence unfinished; a grey m st was beginning to swrl
around them

A grey mist that was all too fanmliar.

"Take a deep breath," said Ertzmann.

"I haven't forgotten," answered Grafton quietly. Next
nmonent the grey nist had envel oped them conpl etely,
and they found thenselves swirling away once nore into
t he weird, uncanny vort ex.

Chapt er Ei ght
Focus

The poundi ng f oot st eps behind them and the crashi ng of
rifle butts agai nst the door of the underground headquar -
ters of the Perleberg resistance novenent lent wings to
the flying feet of Benjamn BathUrst and the tall gaunt
stranger with the penetrating eyes. They reached the bl ank
wal |, and for a second, Ben wondered if the fear of cap-
ture had turned the nmind of this incal cul able stranger. But
his eni gmati c conpanion ran on straight into the bl ank



surface of the wall, as though he had been a ghost.

Bat hurst, feeling that at any second his face and body

woul d cone into violent contact with what appeared to be
hard, solid stone, continued to follow trustfully. He threw
up an arminstinctively to guard his face, and to his
amazenment the wall yielded. It had no nore consistency

than soft half set jelly. O all the scientific marvels that he
had so far experienced in this unaccountabl e technol ogica
century, this to himat |east seened the greatest. It was
like a conjuring trick, yet it was far nore graphic than any
stage illusion could ever be. This was nore than the art of
any Houdini. This was nore than the wi zardry of a court
conjuror. This was a technological nmiracle, a nmiracle of

sci ence, and he knew at that particular instant that it had
probably saved their lives. . . .

Once through the walls, they found thenselves in an al -
nost identical chanber. Before continuing their flight, the
tall stranger paused and pulled down a |ever. "Now touch
the wall," he said to Bathurst, just a trace of justifiable
pride in his voice. The diplomat did so, and found, as he
had hal f expected when he had seen his conpani on pul
the switch, the wall was now as solid as any other bricks
and nortar. This was the ultimte in secret passages; this
was the escape route par excellence.

"How on earth . . . ?" he began.

"No time to explain now," said the other, "except to
say briefly that it's rather like a very advanced version of
the sinple experinent that any school boy can make with
sul phur. Certain alloys exist in certain chenmical forms or
i sotopes. For exanple, if you take sul phur, or brimstone

as you called it in your day, and heat it till it nelts, and
then pour it swiftly while it is still nolten into cold. water
you will find that it forns a crust on the outside

but that it is quite soft and malleable, |ike putty. That
formis known as super-cool ed sul phur. On the other

hand, you can get rock sul phur, flowers of sul phur, severa

ot her isotopes. Now the sane thing can be applied in a

much nore advanced technology to certain other alloys.

While no electrical discharge is running through it, that

wall is as soft as cotton wool. You and | could pass

through it quite easily; it's no nore than wal king through a
curtain of thin, filmy gauze. But once an electrica

di scharge is passed through it, the atoms and the nol ecul es
set in sharp, rigid patterns, and it has .the density and ten-
sile strength of steel. It also has the advantage of being
practically undetectable. The strongest shutters, if they are
obviously shutters, will eventually yield to the attentions of
a hand bl aster or a power drill. If they won't yield to that.,
they'lIl yield to a good charge of explosive. The best door-
way i s what we have here. As long as they don't discover

that, we should gain a considerable |ead on them But what
you've just seen is nothing to what | am about to show

you. The very fact that they had di scovered t hese head.
guarters neans that they are altogether too close for the
safety and continued existence of you and ne, ny friend.

The tinme nmachi ne of which you have al ready had a
denponstration is only one aspect of a far greater device
which I will denonstrate to you in a very few tpinutes."

He | ed the way through another series of |abyrinthine cor
ridors and passages and underground chanmbers. At |ast he



called a halt before an enornous berylium door, studd~_d
wi th heavy chromiumset into its nassive franeworKk.
Bathurst's eyes net the other's inquiringly. But the tal
stranger gave himno answer. Instead he pulled a brown
plastic plate fro~ his pocket and held it over an identica
plate set in the side of the door. "Wat's that?"

"It's an electronic |ock," explain3d the other tersely. "A
certain magnetic pattern has been etched invisibly into this
pl ate. The sane pattern eiists on this plate set in the door
When the two plates are superinlposed, the electric circuit
is pemitted to run. That circuit starts the notor which un
wi nds the lock. There is only one of these plates in the
whol e worl d; | alone possess it. You are going to see a Se
cret which no other nenber of the resistance novenent
knows about. For behind this doorway |lies the greatest of
all our technol ogi cal weapons agai nst the dictator-the ul-
ti mate escape roote."

"But how, what?" began Bathurst. The other raised his
hand for silence as the door slid noiselessly back and,
beckoni ng his conpanion, the tall stranger |ed the way
t hrough the aperture that was reveal ed. They stepped in.
side into a-vast underground chanber, a chanber worthy
of the magnificent portal that guarded it.

"I's this a natural cavern?" asked Bathurst. The other
shook his head. . . . "No tine for questions now, " he
answered. "I'Il explain as we travel" He led the way
across the chanber to where a large nmetallic trap door
was set in the floor. He reversed the plate that he carried
in his hand and applied it to a simlar |ocking device to the
left of the trap. There was a pause of perhaps ten seconds;
then this door also slid back, quite silently on invisible
rollers. Below thema great flight of steps |ed down into an
even | arger underground cavern. Bathurst couldn't help
t hi nki ng that these subterranean works were trenendously
el aborate. Their purpose eluded himconpletely. The tal
stranger continued to | ead the way as they journeyed
downwards. It seemed to Bathurst that they were descend-
ing into the very bowels of the earth.

Lower and lower. . . until finally, in thick, inky
dar kness, the tall stranger whispered, "W have reached
our destination."

They halted, and Bathurst strained his eyes, trying to
penetrate the gloom No matter in what direction he
gazed, he could see nothing. As sure-footed as a cat, the
tall stranger took a pace forward. There was a click, and
t he vast subterranean chanber becane flooded with |ight.
The sight that nmet the English nobl enan's gaze was one
of unparalleled and maj estic nmechani cal conplexity. Vast,
towering machi nery rose above him and it seemed that it
must penetrate ,into the upper air. He understood then the
size of the caverns, and the depth of thi S vast underground
undertaking. The tall stranger led the way through a com
pl ex maze of enornous machi nes whose purpose the nman
fromthe past could only vaguely guess at. This was
sci ence, he kept rem nding hinmself, that was five hundred
years ahead of his own.

His guide led the way to the circular entrance of a tube-
i ke structure; for a second Ben hesitated.

"There is nothing to be afraid of," he was told, "but it
is necessary for us to journey through thi S structure. You



wi Il understand everything in a little while."

So, overconing his hesitation, Bathurst made his way
t hrough the enornous tubul ar structure. After they had
passed the circul ar opening, he realized that the cross sec-
tion of tbe device was becoming triangular. The walls met
in an apex above his head. They left tbe circular branch of
the tunnel and passed through a sliding alloy door, set at a
tangent, to another passageway of the same triangul ar
desi gn.

"Cone," said the stranger; "we are about to comence
our journey." Bathurst took hold of the other's arm and
they made their way together through what seenmed an in-
definite distance along the strange passageway. Wen they
had been wal ki ng for what seened an unconsci onabl e tine,
Bat hur st suddenly noticed that the passageway ahead of
t hem ended quite suddenly and sharply. A flat black stab
seal ed of f the triangul ar passage. Hi s guide seenmed not in
the | east disconcerted. Inserting his fingecs into the soft
texture of the black material, he slid the doorway back
t hey stepped through, and as he rel eased his hold, the
bl ack portal automatically fastened itself behind them On
the othec side was a carriage, a carriage so strange and
odd in design that the man fromthe past hardly
recogni zed it as a neans of |oconptiOn. Yet ther:e was no
doubt that this was its purpose. Like the corridor in which
they traveled, this carriage was triangular in shape, and it
was fitted with sledge-like runners on the under side. The
two nmen entered the triangular vehicle and cl osed the door
behi nd them An array of conplicated sw tches nade up
the control panel. Wth deft skillful fingers, the resistance
| eader began switching over the relay circuits and pressing
| evers and buttons. Wth a snmooth gliding notion, the
triangul ar carriage began to glide forward upon its run-
ners. Inside were confortabl e padded bunks |ining the
wal | s.

"This will probably take sonme time," said the resistance
man, "so if you'd like to make" yourself confortable. . . |
will go into sonme of the facts. W are now traveling in a
machi ne whi ch exceeds the possibilities: of ilie tine ma-

chine. Here, we have overcone the problem of dinmen-

sional transition. There is a nethod of manipul ati ng mat -
ter fromthe present environnent into Q her worlds, which

t hough they are no less real, are conpletely invisible and
m your day and generation were unguessed at. If we go

back in tine to where there was only a huge bl ack void,

and we have the very nmonent of geological tinme, that no-
ment was the beginning of the present. Tinme, and the

uni verse which is in time, began to |live and nove and

have its being. After that first prinmeval nonment, every
follow ng instant on was not nerely a fixed point in space
and time, but becane the doorway to an infinite nunber

of possibilities. Wen you | ook back into your life, you
realize that at an infinite nunber of points, you could have
decided to do an infinite number of things, on such and

such a day. The very-fact that we took a certain course of
action in the past is responsible for our having to take a
certain course of action in the present. Present actions wll,
in turn, affect the future. Suppose you had taken a dif-
ferent course of action fromthe one that has led you to this
present nonent? If you had not driven to Perl eberg, but



driven on to Wttenberg, or taken ship fOr the coast, you
woul d not have found yourself snatched into the future by
t he backlash slip streamof the vortex. Just as there are an
infinite nunber of possibilities for your life and ny life, so
there are an infinite nunber of worlds on which these
possibilities could becone realities.
"Such different tine sequences are del|neated by our
nmet aphysi cs as probability tracks. The thought that we
m ght go fromone world to another, through a different
type of |oconotive action was at one tine considered as
conpl etely inpossible, as traveling through tinme itself.
But you have seen that tinme travel is perfectly sinple.™
"I wouldn't say it was sinple," said Bathurst ruefully.
"Well, shall we say sinple by conparison with sone of
t he ot her technol ogi cal achi evenents? The point is that |
have perfected a device, the device we are traveling in at
this very monent, which will enable us to wal k between
the worl ds, a device which can take us fromthe world in
whi ch we find ourselves now to another world; a world,
whi ch although it exists at the sanme point in time and
space, is because of its different vibration frequency, com
pletely invisible to us while we exist in the other world.
will try and explain to you a little of the Mdbius
theorem If you take a piece of paper and twi st it just
once, then join the two ends together so that it fornms a
twisted circle, and if you then take a pencil and draw a
line fromany point on one side, and continue draw ng,
never crossing over the edge, but continuing always in the
same direction, you will eventually arrive back at the
poi nt whence you started. The sane things holds equally
true of the solid figure, and here you see just one nore
poi nt at which the old Euclidean geonetry hol ds good. For
if you take a triangular solid body and give all the angles
just one turn, if we call the apex A and the two bottom
coners B and C then, if you turn Ato B, and Bto C, and
Cto A you will find that you have a solid figure that yet
i s possessed of only one dinmension. If you travel at ever in-
creasing speed until you reach a velocity that will alter the
vi bration frequency of the physical atonms and nol ecll les
within the body, then, by virtue of the fact that you are a
t hr ee- di mensi onal body traveling inside a one-dinmensi ona

figure, you will find that you have passed fromthe prob-
ability track on which you are to another probability
track. You will have wal ked between worlds. You will

find yourself in a conpletely different environnent in
whi ch you m ght have been, had you or a vast nunber of
peopl e made different choices at sone tine or other in the
past." He broke off, and Bathurst realized that they were
already traveling at a fantastic rate inside the triangul ar
section.

"And that is what we are doing at this nonment?" he
asked. The tall guide nodded. "This is another power facet
of the same nechanismthat is responsible for the tine
machi ne. We know that nunerically we shall never be able
to defeat the armies of Rajak the Magnificent, so our bat-
tlefield has had to become a battlefield of ideas and ideals.
That heartl ess regi me has produced a wonderful crop of
brilliantly practical scientists. But they are scientists who
| ack the one vital spur, inventiveness. They are analytica
scientists rathed: than researchers. They have ability, but it



is directionless, purposeless, vague and anorphous. W,

on the other hand, lack nearly all their resources, but the
few scientists we had-for many of them have been fer-

reted out and destroyed-were nen with a flair of in-
ventiveness. They coul d sol ve probl ens which the Eura-

sian scientists hadn't even thought up."

Bat hur st nmade a gesture which indicated all the com
plicated machinery in the underground cavern. "All this

how di d a handful of resistance workers do this?"

The | eader sniled. "Were everything was once done
by hand, in the 24th century, practically nothing is done
by hand except in the slave |abor canmp. W have na-
chines for raising edifices and constructions that make it
al nost possible for one man to build a city in the space of
a single day and night." He paused to let the effect of this
st upendous announcenent sink in. "These caverns and
this whol e mass of machinery are entirely ny own work.
dug them | blasted them | cleared them and | built both
the tinme machi ne and this dinmensional transverser alone
and unai ded in conplete secrecy. For the first essenti al
thing that | |earned about resistance work is that not even
your nost trusted conpani on should be allowed to know
too much. For exanple, there is the unfortunate case of
the old scientist Eric Rhinegow, with whom 1 coll aborated
on the tinme machine. It was necessary for ne to nke cer-
tain precautions with regard to that; | amso glad now that
| did take those precautions. Wen Mke Gafton, who
was a |liberationist escaping into Perleberg, was thrust
backward into tinme by my |late coll eague, Rhi negow was
unfortunately caught and arrested, shortly after G afton
made hi s escape."

"Then Grafton would be the man who passed ne in the
grey mst, " said Bathurst, snapping his fingers.

"Exactly," said the tall stranger. "As | was saying, the
i berationist scientist who jettisoned himthrough the vor-
tex was interrogated by means of truth drugs. | have
agents even inside security headquarters, and | have
| earned that Rhi negow told everything he knew and was-

t hen destroyed. He knew al mbst as much as | do, but that
al nost is very inmportant. Therein lies the difference be-
tween |ife and death, between victory and defeat." He

wei ghed the words carefully and thoughtfully as an orator
wei ghs words. "I knew that if he did not appear to know a
great deal about the tine machine, they woul d suspect the
exi stence of another power and cone | ooking for ne.

There is no man so well hidden as the man whose ex-

i stence is not known," he said sagely. "As long as they do
not know of mny existence there is no |ogical reason they
shoul d search for me. If they believe Rhinegow was the

| eading scientific mnd of the liberation forces, and poor
Rhi negow i s dead, they have destroyed" their eneny-or

so they think.

"The information which I had gi ven Rhi negow was
conpr ehensi ve, thorough, and up to a point conplete.

One of the nost effective nethods of telling lies is to tell a
hal f-truth, a fallacious extension, if you wi sh, a slight
divergence. It's like twisting the sights of a gun by just a
fraction. The further the bullet traveds the further it will be
of f course. So it was with Rhinegow Poor Eric, | fee

sorry to think that he hinself was deluded, for he was



such a good and faithful conpanion, such a loyal old ser
vant. But | amsure that, wherever he is, he will under-
stand that it was necessary."
He si ghed deeply, reached in the pocket of the brown
cloak for a cigarette and proffered one to Bathurst, who
took it and, inhaling deeply, found that he had never
tasted tobacco refined to such a point. It nust be, he
t hought, one of the conpensations for living in the age of
the Eurasian dictator.

"Very good," he remarked.
"What ? The cigarettes?" said the | eader. "These are
only cheap ones; the good ones-now, that's what | call a
snoke, but you can't get themunless you' re a nmenber of
the inner party." He shrugged his broad shoulders with a
wry, cynical grin. "There soon won't be any inner party if
we have our way. No Rajak, either. | hadn't quite finished
telling you about Eric Rhinegow, and it's pretty inportant.
He gave themall the information he had about the ma-
chine and its operation, but-here's the essenti al
poi nt-every time Rhi negow mani pul ated t he machi ne, as
he thought, on his own, | was observing him by neans of
a closed circuit stellar vision, fromthe depths of the sub-
terranean chanber we have just left. The two machi nes
are different facets of the same power factor, and when
Rhi negow operated the tinme nmachine, | pulled in a safety
switch whicll prevented the power output in the tine ma-
chine sector of the whole construction fromreaching a
critical mass and causing a flashback. through that vortex.
Every tine Rhi negow operated the tinme nachine, it was
necessary for me to throw in the safety device. Rhi negow
had no idea this device was necessary or that it was in
operation. Therefore when he told the security guards
everything he new, he obvioUsly ,couldn't tell them about
the safety device. That is the point about which their truth
drugs break down. They can't extort information froma
man who hasn't got the information. As the victim
willingly co-operates, there is no necessity to verify the
facts. Besides," again that wy grin crossed his face, "I
don't think their scientists are so very capable, in spite of
all that propaganda which they are continually shooting
out. So now we have our bel oved enem es operating the
time machine while | deliberately don't operate the safety
device. So far as | amaware fromny recording instru-
ments in the-other chanber, they have so far used the nma-
chine tw ce." He paused thoughtfully, "There is another
way of |ooking at it, though. The building up of the kinetic
energy potential within the time machine facet of this |arge
power factor will nean that, ultimately, the whol e nech-
ani sm ~ going to be deitroyed or hopel essly warped an4
no | onger usable."

"Does that nmean the eneny will no |onger be able to
make use of it? | thought they had copied all the plans.
assuned from what you were telling me that what
Rhi negow tol d them enabl ed themto build a duplicate
machi ne. "

"No, not at all Rhinegow just gave themthe outward
machi nations. It | ooked good on paper, and renenber
that we are dealing with analytical scientists, not research-
ers. Wiile they had the machine tllere in front of them
t hey had enough know edge to operate it mnus the safety



factor. But if the machine was not in existence, it would
be very doubtful if they would be able to proouce anot her
They think they have a machine with which they can scour
the past and the future, and their phrase. 'The secret
police are everywhere,' will, they believe, be true. But they
are living in a fool's paradise,"” he said with a roar that
was hal f hunor and hal f vehemence, "for they will never
know what caused the bl owup of the tine facet of the
machi ne, and the cross reaction will also probably disinr-
tegrate the machine that we ourselves are traveling on
Bat hurst | ooked at himwith a trace of apprehension on
his face. "Does that nean that whatever it is that is going
to happen to the time machine will destroy us as well?"
The ot her |aughed, "No; we shall be vibrations away
when that happens, and that's better thJdIn being nile
away. W shall be so far away, and yet in another sense so
close, that the whole world could disintegrate, this suit
could discharge into a super nova, so | believe; a chain
reaction of atom c expl osions could destroy the entire
solar system in their world, and we &hould be conpletely
unt ouched. Such is the power of this machine, and such is
t he di vergence between the probability tracks. It nakea
me think of the old phrase: so near and yet so far, it's
never been truer than this. W are occupying
geonetrically practicaldly the Snile space, and yet we are
so utterly separated fromthemthat nothing they do can
af fect us in any way whatsoever. At least | hope so.
Not hi ng we do can possibly affect them™

The sensation of vibrating had increased considerably
as the car continued to hurtle round its circular track in-
side the triangular framework. Faster and faster they
whirl ed, higher and higher grew the pitch of the vibrations,
and then Bathurst had the feeling that he had said, "W
have taken the step. W are now on the other side of the
tracks. W have crossed over the great gulf that is fixed.
W have wal ked between the worlds; we have stepped be-
tween the dinensions.” It was just like slipping across a
step. It was like stunbling over an unseen obstacle in the
gloom There was no nore to it than that; just a feeling
that things had somehow gotten out of gear, that they
weren't quite what they had been a little while ago. It was
rather, he felt, like crawing through a fence and findi ng
yourself in a different field on the other side. Yet he knew
that the change was a far nore radical one than that. As
he wat ched the madly spi nni ng panorama through the
visiports of the car, he becane aware that the notion was
gradual |y sl owi ng down. They were decelerating quite fast.
H s conpanion was smling at himreassuringly. "W have
made it," he said. "W have explored the nysteries of
space and another tine, and yet the only difference is one
of vibratory frequency. We are still jn the same space and
time geonetrically, yet we are | ess nmanifest than ghosts,
or spirits, or the ether that the scientists of a | ong-dead,
nm st aken age used to talk about. We are as invisible as ra-
dio waves; we are as sightless as the wind. Qur forner
nei ghbors are as conpletely unaware of us as we are of
them As far as their world is concerned, we have vani shed
and left no trace, and as far as we are concerned, t1llat
wor |l d has gone as though it had never been." There cane a
sudden reverberating runble, and the smle froze on the



liberationist's lips. "lIt's the time power aspect," he said; "it
must have reached its critical velocity. Hthe machine

di sintegrates before we get clear-" He broke off and

made an expressive noverment with his forefinger across

his throat. It was a universal gesture which Bathurst un-
derstood perfectly. The tall stranger |eaned down and

pul l ed on an emergency brake. "W've got to get out," he

said, "and get out fast. \Watever you do, stay with ne, be-
cause | forgot to warn you that when we get into this new

realm you will find everything terrifyingly strange. You
will find that the old co-ordinates and the ol d physica
senses don't make sense any nore. You will find that the
old laws of matter and energy no | onger hold good. You

will find that all the survival data you have | earned, even
the sinple things," he shrugged his broad shoul ders, "like

down is down and up is up don't make sense herel -at |east
they don't necessarily make sense. There was a book writ-
ten not long after your time, entitled 'Alice in Wn-
derland.' It's a pity you weren't able to read it. | was. It's
still a classic,”" he went on, sniling, "and we're certainly in
Wonder | and now, the wonderl and of the probability tracks.
And when we descend fromthis carriage and get out here
into this world, believe me, we can expect anything."
Just one question framed itself in Bathurst's mnind
"Have you been here before?" he asked. The tal
resi stance | eader shook his head. "No," he said softly,
"but at least | have studied the theory enough to know
What we may have to encounter. W are in a cOOlpletely
new world." His vOce, usually so confident, alnost brash
had sunk to a subdued murmur. "A conpletely new
world. "

Chapter N ne
The Real m of Insanity

The first thing that Ertzmann becane aware of was the
difference in the grey mst. He was just aware that G afton
was still in sight, but apart fromthat nothing was quite the
same. The grey had not given place to purple on this occa-
sion. Instead there had been an uncanny vibration, a vi-
bration which pervaded his whol e being fromhead to foot,

a vibration which gave himthe uncanny sensation of not

bel onging. It was |like the shake-up a man got when riding

in an atomic oar. It was not the kind of vibration to which
pri soners had once been subjected in the days before the
perfection of the truth drugs. It was sonething horribly
different. . . . Gafton had obviously noticed it, too, for al-
t hough both nmen found thensel ves unable to speak, their

eyes met in a look that spoke vol unes. Suddenly a

triangul ar aperture appeared ahead of them an aperture

t hrough whi ch they found thensel ves being carried, as

t hough by sonme powerful and conpletely irresistible force.
There were not many things that scared M ke G afron

and the disciplined njnd of the ex-security captain was

not a particularly fertile soil for seeds of terror, yet both
men were aware of a grow ng apprehension as they found

t hensel ves being forced through the uncanny three.

cornered figure. Once they were through, they seened to



be in sone strange nechani cal tunnel. How they bad cone
there neither of them knew, and yet, unless their senses
were deceiving themconpletely, they were traveling in a
kind of orbit around the twi sted triangular circuit at ever-
i ncreasi ng speeds. And yet, apart fromthe sense of vi-
bration that acconpanied them there Was no visible

nmeans of |oconotion present. After they had been

traveling for what seemed eons, they found that they were
growi ng gi ddy. And an awful feeling of apathetic resigna-
tion seized Gratton's mnd. The nonotony of the projec-
tion through that twi sted triangul ar channel was broken by
the sudden jolt. Their eyes net again, and Ertzmann knew
that his conpanion had also felt it. Sonething seened to
have slipped, not something physical, but rather sone-
thing cosmc. It was al nost as though they thensel ves re-
mai ned stationary while everything around them had

nmoved slightly but swiftly. The universe seemed sonehow

to have changed gear. The rushi ng novenent sl owed

down, inperceptibly at first, and gradually the decel era-
tion grew nmore pronounced. And now, before their eyes,
ghostly figures began to appear, very faint at first. But as
they continued to slow down the figures grew clear; it was
possi bl e to recogni ze them as human bei ngs. They
decelerated still further. Wth a rolling, swirling notion
they found thensel ves outside the triangular tunnel. How it
had happened neither of them knew, they were just aware

of the change.

Two figures were wal king toward them

The tall resistance | eader lurched forward into the new
panor ama of the extra-dirnensional world. Ahead of him
growi ng nore distinct with every passing nonment, he
could see the outline of strong human figures. As he and
Bat hur st approached, they stood up and seenmed to be
regardi ng the di pl omat and hi nsel f.

Wth a start, he recognized both of them He was a man
on whom surprises normally had little effect, but even he
was startled by what he saw. Instinctively he raised his
armin greeting, for one of the men was his erstwhile col -
| eague, M ke Grafton, whose de.wiption he knew per-
fectly fromhis role as resistance | eader, although they had
never met physically. The other he had seen many tines in
the flesh before. It was Captain Paul Ertzmann of the
Eur asi an security guards. Bathurst noticed that his com
pani on was wavi ng a greeting.

"Do you know t hese peopl e?" he asked in astonish-
nent .

"I certainly do," was the quiet reply. "One of thenmls a
security captain of Rajak's secret police, and the othes is
one of ny owmn nmen. Hi s name is Gafton. The captain's
nane is Ertzmann." The four nmen were wal ki ng toward
each other as he spoke; the resistance | eader's hand
hovered over the butt of his hand blaster. He wondered
whet her Grafton was a prisoner, or whether the roles were
reversed. He was puzzled that neither seemed to be acting
the role of jailer to his conpanion. They were wal ki ng side
by side in much the same way that he and Bat hurst were
wal ki ng. A nman does not become | eader of so skillful an
organi zation as the resistance novenent of Eurasia
wi t hout bei ng possessed of an extrenely shrewd m nd.

The third possibility occurred to the leader's quick in-



tellect in a matter of seconds. Had one or the other of the
two nmen now approachi ng hi m undergone some change of
heart? The thought that the devilish Ertzmann ni ght have
been converted to liberationismseened highly im

pr obabl e, but unless they had gone to work on Grafton

with the truth drug, it was even nore inprobable that the
raki sh freedom fighter had changed his cause, unless he
was pl ayi ng sone el aborate game with the security man.

The greatest problemof all was what they were doi ng
there? As the gap closed and the four men stood facing
each other, the answer presented itself to him It had to be
the machine. H they had been standing, he reflected, at the
other end of the time vortex back in Bathurst's day when
the tine nmachine was actually in process of going into
operation, then they woul d have been drawn up into that
vortex. The tinme machi ne had never been used previously

in conjunction with the di nensional transverser. In addi-
tion, the safety factor had not been enployed. It could
only mean that, having begun their journey through the
time vortex, the fact of using the transverser had in-
troduced a deviation into the power factor, a deviation
whi ch had dragged them fromthe past, not back into the
future, back to their own generation, but sideways as well
as forward and had thrown them from 1809 into the prob-
ability track on the vibrational frequency equivalent to
2309. The possibilities of the time vortex and the di nen-
sional transverser becane even nore fantastic as the

resi stance | eader thought about it. Wiile the four nen
stood | ooki ng at each other speechlessly in those first no-
ments of neeting, the |liberationist raced over the com
plicated el ectro-mathematical formula in his fertile mnd
That had to be the answer, he reflected. He substituted
one constant for another and changed the co-ordinates of
his formula, and the pattern clicked into place. It was a
rare occurrence, but then, so are many other scientific
phenonena. And the evidence was plain before him

These were not ghosts that he was | ooking at. The im

pr obabl e had happened, and the operation of the dinmen-
sional transverser had swept the four men together as
though it were sone great cosm c broom and had brought
theminto the parallel world on the other frequency. H s
hand still hovered above the hilt of the hand blaster; his
eyes never left Ertzmann's. The ex-captain returned his
gaze stolidly.

"Don't shoot," said Gafton, as though he, too, al-

t hough he had never net the resistance | eader, knew that
the brown cloak and the tall man were the synbols by
whi ch he was known.

Ertzmann and Grafton told their stories in a few swift
words. The | eader added a short expl anation of the opera-
tion of the machine, but his hand still hovered above the
hilt of the hand blaster. He had by no nmeans made up his
m nd about Ertzmann. Perhaps the man coul d be trusted;
per haps not.

VWhen expl anations were over, they started to take an
interest in the | andscape. Everything was pervaded by a
weird green glow full of grey shapes that danced I|ike
flames, and over by the skyline was sonething that m ght
have been trees. It had a strange appearance, vaguely akin
to alien vegetation, but it didn't seemquite real, sonehow



It was nore |like painted vegetation, nore like a two-
di mension inpression of trees than real trees. One felt that
it was possible to ook at them but not physically to wal k
t hrough them Between the dinension travelers and the
trees lay a broad expanse of green, flat, smooth terrain,
br oken by gentle undul ati ons and marked by small jagged
out croppi ngs of rock

Even as they stood watching, the green began to fade;
until it becane a dark, alnost purplish blue. The bl ue
grew gradually lighter, grew thinner and paler until it had
become as blue as the sky of an earthly sumer norning.
Low down on the hoPzon, a faint golden glowtinged it
wi th blue as though a distant sun were about to rise. The
gol den gl ow became brighter and stronger and cast blurry
shadows,. like long dark fingers, tenuously behind the out-
croppi ngs of the rock. Into this uncanny phantasnmagoria
new i ntrusi ons appeared. At first the travel ers thought
they were sone kind of circular disc, but they were not.
As the light steadily inproved, it became obvious that
they were not flat discs but spheres. They appeared to be
joined together by black lines, |like bars of thick painted
steel. The spheres varied in size fromten or twenty feet in
di aneter down to the size of a billiard ball. The bl ack
lines | ocked themconstantly into position. They were by
no nmeans uniformin color. Wite, blue, purple, green
red, the whole spectrum "was represented, and the whol e
system of themwas drifting purposefully across the
| andscape as though they were as light and airy as bal 1s of
gossamer. Before the spheres had by any neans di sap-"
peared, the whole sky becane a brilliant flam ng crinson.
Agai nst this background, which gave the appearance of an
enornous planetarium they could see the trenmendous
i mage of a man, a powerful, strong-faced man, secured to
t he sky by enornmous, thick, blue steel chains. That this
was only sone kind of projection they could have little
doubt. Yet it seemed so real that an uncanny sensation of
fear affected themall. The inmage of the nan faded, shim
nmered for an instant, and di sappeared. .

An aura of expectancy settled over the extra-
di mrensional world in which they found thensel ves. There
was a huge arch of a railway, but for all its appearance of
solidity, the watchers felt that it had no nore basis in
reality than had the chained ~an-figure. Behind the arch
the sky lost sonme of its brilliant color and subsided to a
dull orange. Beneath the arch, the unni stakable form of
antique railway carriages appeared. They were so old dl at
even Bat hurst had no difficulty in recogni Zing themfor
what they were. So obvious a formof |oconotion had a
uni versal application; the Iine in which the carriages ran
became clearly visible to the observers. They could see
lights in the wi ndows, faces |ooking out, as the enornous
ghost train pulled slowy away, under the arch behind
them One of the doors opened suddenly, and a man
alighted. He wore a costune later than Bathurst's own,
but many years earlier than the 24th century man's. Ho
| ooked to right and left, and then sprinted away as though
all the hounds of hell were after him
He di sappeared fromtheir view for 'an instant behind
some kind of enbankment, and when tlley saw hi m again,
agai nst the skyline, he was being pursued by creatures that



made Raj ak's Eurasian Uopia | ook |ike a Sunday Schoo
ohildren's party by conparison. The creatures were
vaguel y hurmanoi d. They had fl at-topped heads which
sl oped down to their chest. There was no neck what -
soever. The bone structure of the skull was one with the
bone structure of the chest. The flesh had a ghastly white
pal | or, as though they were used to living underground.
Their bodi es were round and grotesque, |ike the bodies
caricatured by cartoonists, but there was nothing
hunor ous about the creatures. . . . Fromthe shoul ders
hung human arns, but fromthe body, between shoul der
and wai st, branched an additional pair. This gave them fue
appearance of a cross between a spider and a nan; they
were so uncanny, they seenmed to have no niche in the
schene of things. They were garbed in dark green tunics,
covered by | eather harnesses, crossed at the backs, and
fastened to belts from which hung two hol sters. The | egs
whi ch supported these ghastly, white-faced nonstrosities
were sturdy-they had to be, to support the weight of the
grotesque round torsos above. The green uniformtrousers
ended in thick blue netal boots, and the watchers fancied
they could al nost hear the clang as fiends hurled them
selves forward in pursuit of the fugitive. .

Al ways inpul sive, Mke Grafton felt he must do sone. -
thing to prevent that obviously human figure from being
dragged down by the pursuers. Even though he felt this
m ght only be a projected shadow show, yet he drew with
tremendous precision-for his |life had many tines
depended on the speed with which he could draw his
bl aster-and as he fired sone of the green fiends vani shed
as though they had never been. Then the whol e panorama
folded up on itself and vanished also. . . . A great jagged
hol e seened to have shot itself into the sky. Through that
hol e the watchers got a glinpse of |andscape, the like of
whi ch they had never seen before. There was a wide plain
of pink sonething-it mght have been sand; it might have
been rock; it mght have been a particularly viscous and
turgid fluid. The only outstanding thing about it was its
bright pink quality. Beyond, they could see brilliant
clusters of stars and the infinitude of deep black space.
The stars were not the fantillar, friendly constell ations that
t he wat chers knew, but seenmed cold in their strangooess.

A trenendous vibration seenmed to be shaking the pink

plain, and as the watchers | ooked, the pink surface

cracked in all directions, and great jagged points of rock

t hrust themsel ves upward, as though they were the daggers

of some assassin, tearing the planet to pieces. . . . Yet this
was not a planet which hel ped to nmake up their own sol ar
system there was sonething indescribably alien about the
pi nk world and the constellations behind it. The jagged
needl es of rock lurched skyWards till, like an army of
skyscrapers, they crossed what had been a snooth, un-
troubl ed surface. There was a terrific explosion, and a
series of circular craters appeared on the cracked pink sur-
face, as though some bonmbardnent were seeking to rip

the world to shreds and tatters. Again and again those
crashi ng expl osions rang and reverberated, until it seened

t hat the pock-marked surface could sustain no nore

craters. As suddenly as it had begun, the bonbardnent

ended. They felt they had watched an age in a few sec-



onds. Even the star constellations had changed their pat-
terns, as though they too had felt the change which tine
al one can inpart to a universe. There was a flash, and
whoo it had gone, it left a gleam ng, netallic roadway
behind it, along which a streant of beautiful and gracefu
cars sped on sone nission. As they ,watched, the outline
of that distant world grew hazy, until planet, road, rocks
and craters had all nerged as though they were being
dissolved in a celestial nelting pot.

The hole in the sky closed up as though intelligent
hands were actively at work repairing it.

As the four men stood wondering what was to happen

next, the previously solid footing on which they had been
standi ng gave way beneath them They felt as if they were
sinking into a thick, gooey nmass. The feeling was

i ndescri bably horrible. They felt that they were being
sucked down into quicksands of unguessabl e dept hs,

qui cksands whi ch were al nmost certain to destroy them

The air becane thick and unbreat hable, and away on the

di stant horizon strange changes were taking place. Sone-
thing was coning toward them -sonet hing huge and fan-
tastically horrible. It resenbled a nonstrous crab-three
hundred feet |ong by a hundred feet high. deamng red
eyes radi ated an aura of terrifying evil, and had the
travel ers not been rooted to the spot by the suction of the
qui cksands, they woul d have been unable to nmove, by vir-
tue of fear alone. The oval oid nonstrosity continued its
deadl y approach. Its nethod of |oconotion was a series of
perhaps twenty jointed |l egs. Surely no evol utionary pro-
cess could have produced so foul and evil a nonster. It
was gat hering speed as it ran, and the expl orers wondered
just how long it would be before the foul, clawike ex-
tremties seized themand crushed the life fromtheir en-
trapped bodi es.

It was only Bathurst's presence of mnd which had
enabl ed himto recline backwards agai nst the entrapping
subst ance and nmake any effectual progress against it The
man fromthe past was very athletic and a powerful sw m
nmer. and it was his cool head and skill in this athletic field
whi ch had enabled himto keep hinself a little higher out
of the cloying substance than his compani ons. Conse-
quently, it was he al one who was able to reach his hand
bl asters as the nonster bore down upon them H s com
pani ons were hel pl essly pinioned in the path of the beast,
and Bathurst |eveled the unfanliliar weapons with a coo
efficiency, and fired point blank at the |oom ng gargantuan
creature, which had paused and was regarding themwth
its foul red eyes. .

The effect of the hand blasters was conpletely and ut-
terly devastating. The crab nonster disintegrated in a
shower of sparks and associ ated el ectrical discharges.
There was nothing left but a horrible greenish-blue vapor
and a rancid snell, that was alnost the snell of evil itself;
a stench of fetid decay that had within it sonething so
anor phously horrible that it was al nost enough to distort
the human mind by its sheer intensity.

A wind arose fromnowhere, it seened; and the bl ue-
green vapor with its foul acridity dispersed and di ssi pated
before their eyes. Ertzmann and M ke Grafton were up to
their necks in the putty-like substance that held them



Their struggles were worse than useless. As he realized the
plight of his conpanions, it occurred to Bathurst that
despite the fact that they were taller and broader than he
was, they were not quite so strong, and this was probably
due to a regression in the human race. Five centuries of
nmechani zed |iving had i nmproved the stature of nen, but it
had weakened the actual tone and quality of their rnuscles.
They were fine.-1ooking nmen, and yet there was sone vita
spark, sone essential quality mssing-a quality which he
possessed.

Slowmy at first, Bathurst began to struggle clear. It was
not until he was al nbst out that another peculiar thought
struck him Wy was it, he wondered, that the enonnous
crab-1ike nonster had not sunk in the qui cksands? Before
he coul d give any further thought to the problem there
was a hideous growing sound to his left. Lying back upon
the nmud, in the way that an experienced swimer floats to
rest his nmuscles, he saw that a creature of even greater
horror than the crab was now approaching. It was every
bit as big as the previous entity, though its shape was dif-
ferent. If anything, it resenbled a huge and horrible
caricature of humanity. It stood towering above them
wel | over two hundred feet in height, a mam ve | eathery-
skinned thing, with a single eye and a great horn sur-
mounting its head. Dark shaggy hair covered the | ower
hal f of its bi-pedal body, and it |ooked for all the world
like a |l egendary Cyclops of antiquity. Even now it was
stooping forward, the cavernous nouth open, revealing
j agged fangs, each one as large as a pit.

Bat hurst fired again, fired with the same deadly preci-
sion with which he had destroyed the crab nonster. The
humanoi d caricature disintegrated in the sane kind of
cl oud of evanescent vapor as had the crab nonster before
it. .

The heavens seened to fill with distant thunder. Rever-
berati ons echoed and re-echoed across the darkening sky.
A strange tingling sensation pernmeated every fibre of the
young di pl omat's body. Sonethi ng was happeni ng, some-
thing weird and uncanny. The outlines of the panorama
around hi m becane blurred and uncertain; it took on the
i mpression of a phantasmagoria world with blurred, in-

di stinct edges. The whol e cosnbs seermed to nelt and fl ow
together in a confused junble of indistinguishable shapes
and color. It |looked Iike a three-dinensional Picasso,
cone to life. It was surrealismwhich had sonehow found
exi stence. Yet, in the very act of appearing to cone to
life, it was leaving life. The sense of unreality grew in-
creasingly pronounced, arid Bathurst was acutely aware

of a sensation of IW bel ongi ng.

He stooped as | ow as possible over the cloying nmud, and
endeavored to support his drowning, asphyxiating com
rades. The darkening sky |l owered evilly above them and

t he whol e cosnps dissolved in a series of violent trenors.
Horrific ululations rent the air.

It was over as suddenly as it had begun. The whol e

real mof insanity faded into nothingness and was gone, as
t hough it had never been. A new world began crystallizing
around them



Chapter Ten
Raj ak the Magnificent

"Incredible,” exclainmed the resistance | eader as he fought
to recover his breath. The others | ooked at hi m ex-
pectantly, awaiting some sort of explanation. Hi s dark,
penetrating eyes regarded each of them sol emmly.

"By a fantastic, yet thoroughly |ogical process," he
began, "we have returned to our tine. We are in the 24th
century once nore. And nore wonderful still. we are in
the one place where the resistance fighters have never
been able to penetrate previously." They gazed at their
surroundings with interest.

"We are in the courtyard of Rajak's own persona
stronghol d," said the resistance | eader dramatically.

"But how. . ." began Bathurst, in bew | dernent.
"W nust not waste tine in talk," replied the tal
stranger, "but | will tell you all that it is necessary to

know. Cone. W nust advance as we talk, for this is an
opportunity that must not be [06t." They began novi ng
purposefully forward, keeping to the shadows of the walls
that towered forbiddingly above them

"When we found ourselves in the strange dinension, it
was obvious that the qui cksands whi ch engul fed us, and
the nonsters which attacked us, had no real basis in
physical or material existence. There nust have been
something in that world, something conpletely alien and
i nexplicabl e, which gave our thoughts image-existence."

"You mean those nmonsters and that quicksand were
only in our mnds?" asked G afton.

The resistance | eader nodded.

"But none of us were thinking about crab nonsters or
Cycl ops, " objected Paul Ertzmann.

"Not consciously," agreed the resistanCe | eader "But in
the primtive depths of the m nd, no man can say what
foul nonsters live and nove and have their being."

"I think | begin to follow you,"” put in Gafton pen
sively.

"There are evil desires in the id nore ghastly than any-
thing that wal ked the earth in the age of reptiles,” went on
the resistance | eader quietly. "The qui cksands thensel ves,
and the ghastly nmonstrosities, were the personified i nages
of the evil in our own subconscious nminds, evil that was
personi fi ed because of something in the constitution of the
non-scientific forces ruling that weird di mension across
the probability tracks." He paused, and the others | ooked
at himexpectantly. "Wen you fired at the creatures, you
expected themto be destroyed; therefore they were
destroyed. |If you had not had faith in the power blaster, it
could not have worked."

"But why did it all disappear?" asked Ertzmann. "Wy
are we back here?"

"Because of the safety factor in the time nmachi ne and
t he di nensional transverser,"” answered the |iberationist.
"The safety factor was not taken into consideration, and
t he machi nes were destroyed by the fission of the power
source. It had not occurred to nme before, and yet it should
have been relatively sinple, if | had only foll owed the pro-
cess in anticipation to its logical conclusion. W were only



able to reach the other dinmension because of the vibrations
of the nmachine. Therefore, once the nachi ne broke down,

our vibrations would return to normal, and we would find
oursel ves back in our own probabiJitytrack, the world that
istous the world of reality.”

"Way did we find ourselves inside Rajak's stronghol d?"
asked Grafton, as though the fact were still too good to be
true.

"That's tile one thing I"'mnot quite certain about
nysel f," replied the resistance | eader slowy. "However, |
think that the explanation is to be found in that weird el e-
ment in the other world, the world across the tracks; the
el ement that turned thoughts into realistic inages. It was
somet hing that aided thought to becone reality. Al of us,
wi th the possible exception of our friend fromthe past,
were determned to destroy Rajak and his foul dic-
tatorship; therefore those thoughts, coupled with the
strange power of that alien realm have | anded us here
where the alien world dissolved."

"You can include me in your opinions of dic-
tatorships,"” broke in the 19th century diplomat. "No
Engli sh gentl eman of any era woul d approve of .Rajak or
his met hod of governnent."

"Tal k of angels," said Ertzmann, and pointed with a
hand that trenbled excitedly. The tall shaven-headed
figure of Rajak the Magnificent was approaching their
hi di ng place, The tall, gaunt, brutal-featured <lictator was
acconpani ed by a well-armed escort. There was not a sec-
ond to | ose. The ~tance nen reached for their blasters
and waited in breathless anticipation.

Raj ak and hi s entourage rounded the coner.

"Now, " shouted the l|iberationist |eader, and the air was
filled with the acrid stench of rel easing energy bolts,
screans of anger and pain, cries of fury and agony,
bl ended with the roar of the small arns.

"Death," screaned the fanatical resistance |eader
"Death to the dictator."

The coner of the castle becane a hol ocaust of snoke
and destruction. Friend and foe were | ocked together in a
death struggle of terrible ferocity, until only one living
man staggered out toward the exit. . . . The reign of Rajak
the magni fi cent was over, and M ke Graftoo was the new
| eader of the freedomfighters. H s great heart was sad at
the I oss of three gallant conrades, including the man from
t he past, the courageous English gentleman, lost to his
own time, and yet a noble hero in the future. He had been
unable to avert the dictatorship of Napol eon, but he had
been instrumental in ternminating a far nore evil reign

The new era that foll owed Rajak's death was nc*.
without its struggles, its bloodshed and its bitterness, but
was a vast inprovenent on the tyranny that had gone
bef ore.






