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"Who areyou?'

The words rang around the tiled walls. The naked figure on the table did not move. His chest rose and
fell steadily, lifting with it the tangle of catheters and eectrodes that covered therib cage.

"Still no change." The woman who crouched over the oscilloscope made atiny adjustment to the controls
with her left hand. She was nervous, her eyesflicking to the screen, to the table, and to the man who
stood by her side. "He's till in adeep rhythm. Heart and blood pressure stable.™

The man nodded. "Keep watching. Incresse the level of stimulation. | think he's coming up, but it will
takeawhile"

He turned back to the recumbent figure.
"Who are you? What is your name? Tell me, who are you?"

Asthe questions went on, the only sound in the big room, the woman ran her tongue over her lips,
seemingly ready to respond hersdlf to the ingstent queries. She was big-boned and tall, her nervous
manner an odd contrast to her round and impassive-looking face.

"Here he comes,” she said abruptly.

Therewas a gtir of movement from the body's left arm. It rose a couple of inches from the table,
twitching the powerful sinews of the wrist and hand.

"Reduce the feedback." The man leaned over the table, peering down at the fluttering eyelids. "Who are
you?"

Therewasasigh, agrunt, the experimentd run of air over thevoca chords. "Ah—Ah'm—DBayle." The
voicewas thick and choking, amouthing through an unfamiliar throat and lips. "I'm Bayle. I'm Bayle
Richards." The eyes opened suddenly, an unfocussed and startling blue.

"Got it. By God, I've got it." John Cramer flashed afiercelook of triumph at the woman and straightened
up from the table. "1 wondered if we ever would. "Helaughed. "We don't need the stimulants now. Turn
to asedative—hell need deep in afew minutes. Let's see how well it took, then well end it for today."

Heleaned again over the table. "Bayle Richards. Do you remember me? I'm John Cramer. Remember?
John Cramer?'

The blue eyesrolled dowly, struggling to find afocus. After afew secondsthey fixed on Cramer'sface.

"John Cramer. Uh, | think so. Don't know what happened. John Cramer." He moved hisarm and made a
weak effort to st up. "Think | remember. Not sure.”

The eyesfocussed more sharply, filled with darm. "What happened to me? What's wrong with me?”

"Not athing." Cramer was smiling broadly, nodding to the woman. "Bayle, you're going to be better than
you ever werein dl your life. Youll fed dizzy for awhile. Do you have any pain?’

"My mouth, and my chedt... stiff. What you do to me? Was| in an accident?"



"No. Bayle, you'refine. Don't you remember? Thiswas mostly your idea”
The woman turned her head quickly at that. " John. That's not what he—"

"Shut up, Lana." He waved her to silence with an abrupt chop of his hand and returned his attention to
theman. "Bayle, I'll tel you dl about thislater. Now you ought to get somerest. Just lie there quietly, and
well get thisplumbing off you.”

Asthe sedatives began to take effect, Bayle Richard's eyes closed again. Cramer began to strip the
electrodes and the monitoring sensors off the naked body, his fingersworking rapidly and accurately.

"John." The woman stood up from the control console and moved to the table. "Don't you think you
ought to dow down? | thought we were going to watch the monitors for a couple of hours, seeif it was
al normd. Suppose we get anew problem?"

"No chance of it." Cramer's voice was exultant. "Lana, don't try and tell my my business. Thisisa
success, | fed itin my bones. Did you see any sign of instability on those monitors? Let'sget himinfull
control, then we can art the second transfer.” He laughed again. "Well pull in those memories as soon
aswe can hook him up. Twenty-two thousand years, the carbon dating says. Helll tell astory, once we
get him Sarted.”

His gaze moved over the figure on the table, revelling in the firm, unblemished skin and the smooth
muscles. "Look at that body. Bayle, you never had it so good! Wait until he seeshimsdf inamirror.”

Lana Cramer was automeatically beginning to strip off the sensors and uncouple theI-V's. Her placid face
was il troubled.

"John, do you think you're being fair to him? We gtill haven't explained what caused the trouble in the
primary transfer—suppose that produces acomplication when we try and connect with the memories?’

Cramer continued his systematic trestment of Bayle Richards, his manner confident and casua. He did
not look up &t her.

"Don't you worry about that, Lana. Thinking isn't your department. A week from now, well know more
about Cro-Magnon man than anyone has ever known. Bayle Richards should have known the risks when
he got into this. If he didn't, the morefool heis"

Theimage flashed up on the big screen, an accurate color reproduction. Cramer adjusted the focus.
"There, Bayle. That used to be you. Now you can see what a good trade you made.”

Bayle Richards fidgeted as he examined the screen. He was dressed now in agrey suit that hung
elegantly on histal, thin frame, but somehow hisair of discomfort extended beyond the clothing to the
body itsalf. He moved as though the limbs themsalves were a poor fit. He kept looking down at his
hands, examining the smooth musclesin the palm and aong the base of histhumbs. When helooked at
the screen, hiseyeswere afraid.

"Wasthat redly me? Why don't | have aclearer memory of it? It seemslike something | dreamed.”

"That wasyou, al right." Cramer looked at the screen with grest satisfaction. The figure shown therewas
small and thin, with a sideways curve to the spine and a big head that sat crooked on the thin shoulders.
Big brown eyes svam myopicaly out of the screen through thick-lensed glasses.

"You lived in that for twenty-six years, Bayle. Y ou never had agood job, never had awoman. When



wevefinished and you leave here, you'll have both—but we've got to run afew experiments before that
happens.”

"Experiments?’ The expression of fear mirrored the world-view of the old Bayle Richards. It did not
match thetall, poised body, with its clear eyes and regular features. "Dr. Cramer, | don't remember things
right. Did | agree to some experiments?”

"You did. Asamatter of fact, | could say that body is on loan to you—it won't be yours until we
complete the experiments. I'll show you the contract that you signed, if you want it. Don't worry. We're
not going to do anything bad to you, just explore some old memories.”

"I don't seem to have memories, not red ones. | havelittleincidentsin my head, but | can't put them
together." Bayle Richardslooked again at his hands.

"John." She had been stting quietly, watching the two men. Now Lana Cramer leaned forward and
placed her hand on her husband's arm. " John, do we have to do this now? | was wondering, wouldn't it
be better to |et Bayle take a couple of weeksto get comfortablefirst? Pierre will fill be waiting, even if
we took a month before we began.”

The flash of irritation in John Cramer's eyes came and went so quickly that it was hard to catch. After a
moment he patted Lana's hand reassuringly, but he did not look at her.

"Now then, dear, you know | can't do that." Histone was mildly reproving. "I told the Paris Ingtitute that
Pierre would be back therein thirty days. We have to begin work now, as soon as the equipment is set
up. Bayleand | agreed to dl thislong ago."

"But he doesn't remember it."

John Cramer shrugged. He was of middle height, broad and well-built, with aheavy chin and thick,
barred eyebrows.

"We haveit dl in writing—on videotape, too. Y ou know we awayswondered if al the memorieswould
carry over, that's why we took such complete records.”

"And | remember it," said Bayle Richards suddenly. "Y ou showed me what | would look like, and |
sgned the paper. | can seeit, ssemy hand doing it." He shuddered. "1 wasin pain dl thetime, from my
back and my arm. God, no wonder | signed. I'd have signed anything.”

"Maybe." Cramer's voice was soft but insstent. "Maybe you would have signed anything, | can't tell. But
you did sign, and | approved thiswork because of that. Now we have to carry through on it, and do
what you agreed to do. It's not anything that will harm you, Bayle—even Lanawill agree with methere.
But we have to get started soon, or we won't be finished in amonth.”

"But | must know some other things." Richards voice showed that he had lost any real argument. "'l
haven't been told what you were doing, and | don't remember it. Y ou said my memory will come back in
patches, but when?'

John Cramer shrugged and stood up. "'l can't say. We have no history on that. | don't see aproblem,
though, we can tell you anything you need to know. Or Lanacan, | should say. | have to go now and get
the equipment ready. We have approval to begin work tomorrow, and | don't want to lose time at the

beginning.”

"John!" Lana Cramer's voice hated him at the door. "'l don't know some of the technical details mysdif.
Y ou're the only one who hasthefull picture.



Cramer shrugged. "'l can't see why you'd want that much detail. If you do, cal out some of thefiles onto
the screen. | have arecord of everything, and theindex is set up to be used by anybody. I'll be back ina
few hours."

After hewas gone, Lana Cramer smiled uncertainly at Bayle Richards. "I'm sorry. That'sjust John, he
never has enough time for anything, especidly explanations. I'll do my best. What isit you want to know
firg?"

"Whoam|?"'

"What?" She was confused, suddenly carried back to the previous day, with Cramer'sinsstent "Who are
you?" ringing through the operating thegater.

"I want to know who | am." Richards leaned forward, stunning her with those gtartling, clear eyes. "I'm
Bayle Richards, sure. But thisisn't my body, my body was awreck. | want to know who | am now.
Wherésthe origina owner?

"Y ou don't remember that"? It was the last thing you talked about with John before we began.”

"I'mtelling you, | don't remember it. | remember abit about cloning, how it'sdone, but | don't remember
anything about this body. Did | meet the owner?!

Lanapaused. Maybe the persondity was Bayl€e's, but he seemed to be picking up something from the
physiology and glandular balance of hisnew body. The old Bayle had never been so insistent on answers.
Shelooked at him again, seeing thefit of mind and body for thefirst time.

"| think it would be best if | show you. It may be a shock whatever we do. Come on.”

She stood up and led the way out of the room. Moving along the corridor behind her, Bayle Richards
seemed to be il experimenting with movement, feding the flex of musclesin hislong legs. Shewasabig
woman, but he was haf ahead taler. It was anew experience. He could remember the old Bayle
Richards, peering up at everyone. That sudden memory was so painful that he paused and stretched
upwards, savoring the new look of the world.

Lana Cramer had stopped at adoor near the end of the corridor and was working the combination,
shidding it with her body. Watching her bent over, Richards felt another unfamiliar sensation, asurge of
lust more powerful than the old body had ever known. He remembered Cramer'swords, "never had a
woman". Part of the reason for that was alack of desire. The old body was too racked by pain and
physical mafunction to support astrong sexud urge.

He moved forward as Lana swung open the heavy door. A gust of cold air met them asthey entered the
long, high-cellinged room. The whitetile wals gave off abreath of forma dehyde and methyl dcohol. The
wholefar wall was abank of massive drawers, a couple of feet wide and high. Each of them boreitsown

neetly typed label.
Bayle Richards shivered with sudden recognition, as Lanaturned to him.

"Y ou remember what thisis, Bayle?'
"Yes. Now | do. It'samorgue. Y ou made me aclone from a dead man's body, right?

"Sort of." Lana Cramer moved forward to one of the drawers and placed her finger on the button that
would openit. "Y ou don't remember it dl yet? Bayle, | was hoping thiswould trigger it for you. You'rea
clonefrom adead man dl right."



"I don't mind that." He seemed relieved. No chance now that he would meet himself in a hospital
corridor, or out on the street. " Show me the body, that won't worry me."

"It might." Lanaremained with her finger on the button but she did not pressit. "Bayle, | want to tell you
before | show you, because this may be ashock. Y ou heard John say that we had promised to get Pierre
back to the Paris Indtitute in thirty days? Well, you are Pierre. And Pierreisthe body inside here.”

"Wel? What difference does the nationaity make?"

"It's not the nationality that matters, Bayle. John borrowed Fierre from Paris, and over there he's known
as'Vieux Pierre—old Pierre. He comes from a sort of peety salt march near the Dordogne River, just
east of Bordeaux."

She pressed the button, and the drawer began to dowly dide open with alow hum of an electric motor.

"Fierredied fighting in the marsh, and fell over into adeep part. They found him when they were draining
the marsh two years ago. For some reason, the chemical balance therein the marsh preserves anima
tissue perfectly. When they got him out, Old Pierre had been lying there for twenty-two thousand years.”

The body was adark, uniform brown, wrinkled deeply al over like adried fruit. Bayle had managed one
long look before he moved back, nausested, to lean againgt the wall. There was nothing horrifying in the
gppearance of the body itself. It was hard to think of it as human tissue. The shrunken skin suggested a
mode of painted papier méaché, achild's attempt to shape the human form with paste and paper. Bayle
Richardss nausea came from adeeper cause, a sudden fegling that he had lurched back through timeto
the salt marsh where Pierre had met hisviolent end. A gaping holein the throat—from man or
beast?—told how he had died. Violently, and quickly.

"But how did Dr. Cramer do it?" he asked, looking across the table at Lana and again feding the comfort
of thelong, straight spine and well-set head and neck. "1've heard of clones, but how could he clone from
adead man? He would need complete cellsto do it—how could he get those from Pierre?”

"Hedidn't." Lanahad seen how shaken he was by the sight of the mummified body. She had taken him
back to their roomsin the hospital and given him coffee and brandy—tiny amounts of both. The
gtimulants were completely new to that body, and there would be no built-in tolerance for them. Shefelt
guilty about how she had handled the situation. There had been no need to show Bayle Richards, she
ought to have been ableto do it al with more indirect explanations. He had taken the shock probably as
well asanyone could, but there was till alook of perplexity in hiseyes.

"John knew he couldn't do adirect cloning,” she went on. "He transplanted the nucleic structures from a
diploid cdll in Pierré's arm to a denucleated ovum from ahost female.” She blushed alittle as she spoke.
"We did forced growth of that to maturity in the vitro-labs in the hospital basement. The chromosome
transfer was tedious, but we've done it before with no problems.”

"Y our ovum?"' Bayle had caught her look when she spoke of it.

"Y es. But it could have been anybody—none of my DNA got through to thefina cell. You aredl
Pere”

"Except for my mind. | have no memories of Pierre.”

"Of coursenot. They aredl carried in Pierreésbrain, not in hisDNA. That was John's next step. He had
to do the memory transfer from you, the old Bayle, to the cloned body. That was the hard piece. He had
built the scanning instrument to read out from you, and read into the new body, but he had problems with



it

Richards was spping tentatively at the brandy, hisnose wrinkling up in surprise. "If | didn't know | could
drink this, my body would insg st it was poison. Twenty-two thousand years, you say." He shook his

head. "Lana, if I'm acave man—I still have trouble accepting the ideaat all—why don't | look like acave
man? The pictures I've seen looked more like my old body, dl hunched over the chinless. I'm nothing like
that."

"Y ou're probably remembering pictures people drew of Neanderthal man. But you're Cro-Magnon.
From al we can tell, he had a better body and abigger brain than people do now.” Shelooked him up
and down as he lounged back in the armchair. It was asif she were doing what he had been doing
himsdlf for the past twenty-four hours, taking an inventory of anew property that had been around for a
while but had not been previoudy appreciated. It wasimpossible to relate the strong, handsome manin
front of her with the old Bayle Richards. She could fed hisinterest in her. With Bayle, she had never
been aware of any questions of sexual attitudes. The man stting opposite her made such athought
unavoidable.

Lanaforced hersdf to continue, to ignore the sudden sexud tension in the room. "Cro-Magnon manis
probably what we al descended from, but we don't know much about him. When you fed likeit, I'll
show you some of the cave paintingsthat he did. After dl"—she smiled, trying to change the
mood—"you're alot closer to him than most of us now."

"Y es. But you haven't told mewhy."

"I will. But theré's one other thing | haveto tell you firs." She hesitated, knowing that she was going to
do something that would enrage John Cramer if he found out about it. Usudly she did anything she could
to avoid hisdisapprova, but thiswasliterdly alife-and-degth issue for Bayle Richards.

"Y ou signed an agreement with John to let him transfer your memoriesto Pierre's cloned body. You
agreed when you signed that he would not be held responsible for any failure, no matter what happened.”

"But nothing did happen, did it?" Richardswas |ooking dightly dizzy. Even the smal amount of
a cohol—less than haf an ounce—was producing an effect on him. "1 mean, I'm ditting here, in Pierre's
body, and | fed fine."

"You look fine. I don't want you to ever tell John that | said thisto you—promise me that—but
something did happen. No one has ever done a successful transfer of memoriesto a stranger's cloned
body before. John isthe expert init, and he had troubles. Everything went smoothly for thefirst few
hours, and we were scanning memories out of your old body and into the one you have now. A couple of
hours before we were finished, things went wrong."

"What do you mean, things went wrong? I'm here, and I'm in good shape.”

"Y ou seem to be. But before all the memories were transferred, the old body died. We don't know why.
Bayle Richards just sopped breathing, and we couldn't start him again.”

Lanaleaned forward, her cam face full of unusual urgency. "Bayle, you may not think you care about this
oneway or the other, but your old body doesn't exist now. John won't admit it, but there are things about
the consciousness transfer process that no one understands yet."

"So why should | care about that?" Richards was gradually moving to the acceptance of his new status.
Cramer had completed the transfer, and the loss of the old body was perhaps a good thing. It was no
pleasure to be reminded of that crippled, tormented past.



"Sowhat?' herepeated. "I'm here, aren't |7

"Y ou're here, Bayle, but you don't understand.” She leaned forward, took his handsin hers, then quickly
released them. She dare not give the wrong signasto the new Bayle Richards. "Y ou Sgned an agreement
that if you occupied this new body, old Fierre's clone, you would help John in his experiments with it.
Don't you know what he wantsto do next? He didn't pick out this old body, and perform al that work
onit, for nothing."

She was looking nervoudy around her, afraid suddenly that John Cramer would appear while she was
speaking. "Bayle, John wantsto try and do some memory transfer from old Pierre to you, to this body.
Hefalled when hetried to do transfers to another subject, but he thinks that it would be possible with a
cloned body form of Old Pierre when it wouldn't work with astranger. Now do you seewhy I'm
worried? Johnisgoing to indgst onit, but there are ill things about the process that we know we don't
understand. If we did understand, why would the old Bayle Richards have died in the last transfer?!

The French countryside was flat and baked under the hot August sun. In the west the land fell dowly
away towardstheriver. Thefocus moved in, shrinking the broad landscape view to a narrower scene of
moss and isolated clumps of grey-green sedge. That dreary prospect seemed far removed in time and
gpace from the Bordeaux land of vinesand lush fruit.

John Cramer paused as he was about to move the scene to closer focus. He looked up in annoyance as
the door was opened and light flooded into the darkened room.

"Keep that door shut!" He squinted up, eyes unable to handle the brighter light. "Lana, what the hell are
you doing. Y ou know I'm not to be interrupted when I'm working here."

"John." She closed the door and sat down next to him. "I haveto talk to you."

"Not now. I'm micro-viewing some of the French material for tomorrow. We haveto haveit ready so |
can navigate with Fierre.”

"That'swhat | haveto talk to you about, John. Y ou have to give up the experiment. Last night | did as
you asked with Bayle, and we went over alot of thingsthat he should remember from before the
transfer.”

John Cramer signed and switched off the micro-viewer with agesture of irritation. "'Lana, what's got into
you? Theré's no way I'm going to stop the experiments now—we're amost hafway there.”

Shewas sitting so close that he could sense her nervous hand movements. "We're not half way, John.
That'swhy we have to stop. Look, you think that you transferred most of Bayle€'s memories, so you till
think he'sthe old Bayle. Heisn't. For one thing, he hasless memories than we redlized—when we looked
indetall & what herecdlsof hisold life, it'smostly blanks and vague emotiond recal.”

"Of courseitis." John Cramer felt a sudden impulseto violence. A week ago, she would never have
dared to press him with thiskind of intrusion. Hisworking hours were sacred. "L ook, Lana, I'll say one
more thing, then | want you out of here so | can get my materias prepared. Bayle Richardsisin anew
body—onethat | ill own. Theless he remembers of the old body, the better the chance that we can
induce memories from Pierre into the new one. He doesn't recall much of the old Bayle because he
doesn't want to. Can't you seeiit, the last thing he needs cluttering up his head is the knowledge of what a
disaster he used to be? | don't think the experiment went wrong—I think he suppresses the old Bayl€'s
memories, rgectsthem from hismind.”

Therewas asilence next to him, but he sensed that it was not the silence of acceptance. She was refusing



to argue, waiting him out. Hefelt arising fury at Richards, at the other man's attitudes. Just as Bayle
Richards had been replaced by anew Bayle, the same process seemed to be turning the familiar and
pliable Lanato amore obstinate and annoying form.

"Wdl?" he said after afew more seconds. "Do you agree with me, or don't you? I've got work to do.”
Sherecoiled a theintensity in hisvoice.

"I'm sorry,” shesaid a last. "Maybe youreright, he can't bear to think of what he used to be.”

"Do you wonder?

"No. | can't bear to think of it, either. John, I'll go now, but tell me one thing. What will you do if he
refuses to work with you on the next set of transfer experiments?’

There was acreak from his chair as Cramer jerked forward on it. "Refuses? Now, when we're so
committed, and he signed the papersto agreeto it? Y ou ought to know the answer to that, Lana. | don't
let anybody cross melike that, ever. He won't keep that new body of hisfor aday. I'll trash him, that's
what I'll do."

"But hisold body died. Anyway, you couldn't condemn himto live in that again—you've seen how heis

"Wait and seewhat I'd do, Lana. I've seen you getting closer to Richardsin the past couple of days. Do
that al you like, help him get adjusted to that new body. But remember, | own that cloned body. Legally,
it'sno more than apiece of experimenta tissue | assembled in the labs. I'll get cooperation from
Richards, or I'll recyclethetissue.”

She stood up abruptly. "That's murder, John."

He laughed, asnarl of bitter amusement in the darkness. "Go and learn the law, Lana Until | Sgn off on
it, that body has no independent status. It'swhat | makeit, that'sdl. If | haveto, I'll start again with
another subject. Now, get the hell out of here. Go and tell dl that to Richards. | have work to do. If
you're so fond of him, you'd better explain what he hasto do if he wants to keep that handsome new

She made a noise between asigh and agroan, blundering in the darkness towards the door. Before she
reached it he had turned the micro-viewer back on and was adjusting its focus to the French scene. His
expression in the darkness was of grim satisfaction. He knew Lana. Now and again, it was necessary to
show her who wasin control.

"Do | need to run over it again, or do you have everything clear?'

John Cramer's voice was dispassionate but not unfriendly. Now that the experiment was beginning, he
had no room for emotions.

"I know what to do." Bayle Richards waslying flat on the bed, a sheet draped over his naked body. A
et of electrodes rose from his shaven skull to the computer monitor that hung suspended above him like
aslver bee-hive. A second tangle of wiresled to the sedled coffin on the table.

"Let'sget onwithit," hesaid. "l assume Old Pierre knows what he's doing?’

Hisvoice, unlike Cramer's, was hitter. He and Lana had spent many hours discussing the Stuation, but
alwaysthey came to the same conclusion. John Cramer wasin control, and al that he cared about was



the continued experimentswith Old Pierre,
"Do you think he's doing this because of—us 7' Lana had asked.

"I don't think he careswhat we do." Richards il felt uncomfortable, even though Cramer had made it
clear during their discussionsthat he knew there was something between them. "He as good astold me
that you would do whatever hetold you to do. | don't think he worries about your body—he wants
possession of your mind."

She had clung to him, but neither of them had faced the red question. Did John Cramer control her?
Bayle Richards thought so, but Lanawould have denied it.

There was one sustaining thought thet lessened Bayl€e's concerns: no matter what John Cramer's views
might be of Lana, or what he might know of the affair, nothing would be alowed to stand in the way of
the experiments—and Bayle was centrd to those. Attemptsto transfer memoriesfrom Old Pierre
through random volunteers hed dl been dismd failures.

Cramer was peering at the array of dials on the outside of the coffin, then adjusting the settings of the
controlsthat raninddeit.

"| think we've reached the best possible temperature in the casket. It's warm enough to stimulate the right
brain areas, and it's cool enough to let us keep going without setting up interference reactionsin the body.
Bayle, just let your mind run where it wantsto. If you begin to get visud or auditory images, just talk into
the microphone. I've put that there as a stimulus—well pick you up anyway, if you beginto
sub-vocdize™

Heturned to Lana, who was again at her position as anesthetist and monitor of sgnd transfer.

"All right. Run alow level sedation rhythm. | think welll get better responseif Bayles activity leve is
down from norma . He has to be conscious enough to comment, but not to do too much thinking. Can
you find that setting?'

Lananodded. Her wide mouth was firmed to aworried line. Bayle had not only refused to fight againgt
John Cramer'sintent—he had displayed asurprising interest in the project himsdif.

"Y ou don't understand, Lana," he had said. "1 want to know al | can about Pierre. It sounds stupid, but
he's closer to me than any of the rest of you."

That remark had wounded her. She had done al she knew to draw him closer, to make him fed that the
future would belong to the two of them. Bayle had taken what she offered, but little more than physical
attention had been given in return. How much of that was smple physica need? John was unreachable,
locked into hisworld of charts and plans. She sometimes suspected that he had planned her affair with
Bayle, to give him more control over both of them.

Her attention was suddenly drawn back to the controlsin front of her.
"Something's coming through,” she said. "I'm getting primary brain rhythm from Pierre.”

Cramer grunted. "Predicted. We got that far with the last subject, it's not an information-carrying signal.
Watch for that mixture of alpha and betawavesthat you saw when we were doing the Richards transfer
to Pierre. That'swhen ared signd will be getting through.”

"I'm getting that too."



"What!" Cramer was over by her side ingtantly, watching the monitorsintently. "Damn it, you're right. We
never had that with the others, not even when wetried for hours.” Hewas as excited asasmall child with
anew toy. "Keep the Sgnal to Bayle as constant as you can, let him start to soak up the flow. After he's
had five minutes, well cut off the inputs from Fierre and see what weve got. | don't think we can

expect—"

"Sun. Bright sun." The murmured words from the figure on the table cut Cramer off in mid-sentence. He
swung around, moved quietly to Bayle Richards side.

"Keepit going, Lana. Don't cut back on the transfer.”

"Some of us." Richards paused, as though somehow |ooking around him, athough the form on the table
did not move. "Five of us, walking towards the sun. Fedlslike soft mud under our feet. Skinitches, itches
alot. Something bad there."

Cramer saw that Lanawaslooking at him, her expression worried. "Parasites. Pierre wouldn't notice
them, he was used to fleas and lice. Bayle'stoo senstive to fed comfortable in the Stone Age. Keep the
signdl going”

She looked unhappy, then nodded. "Datarate is up again. Want me to back it off?"

"No. Let'sget al the sensory signdswe can. I'm tuned in to pick up mainly visualsfrom Pierre, but I'm
going to increase band width and see if we can get audio and tactile—looks as though Bayle has been
picking up some of them anyway, he's aware of the skin sensations coming through from Pierre.”

He went to the casket and began to reset the probe levels. After afew moments Bayle Richards began to
grunt.

"Hungry. Following scent. Horns went thisway, two days ago, must keep following until we can surround
them at night. Don't like smell. Danger somewhere near us, not our people.”

He was sniffing the air, turning his head from side to sde. Somehow his features seemed to have become
more primitive, full of asuggestion of anima awareness. After afew seconds his eyelidsflicked open,
then closed again.

"Won't find today,” he said at last. "Dark coining, country here strange, can't keep going now. Look for
safe place, seeif can find water and bad food. Hungry. Hungry."

Hisvoice wastrailing off, the wordslosing clarity.

"All right." Cramer turned back from the casket. "We could keep going and pick up another signal, but
there's enough there for me to analyse. I'm cutting off Pierré'sinputs. Bring him round, | want to try him
with afew visud comparisons.”

Ten minutes later, and the el ectrodes had been removed. Bayle Richards had sunk into adeep natura
deep.

"Do you want meto give him astimulant?' Lana Cramer seemed rdlieved, as much as her husband was
exhilarated.

"No." Helaughed. "Let him deep awhile, he has someinformation processing to do. Then welll talk to
him about what he saw—couldn't get that out while we were working there, but I'll bet he kept most of
those visud images that came across from Old Pierre. Just think of it, Lana. He's been looking at the
earth today asit was twenty-two thousand years ago—he could tell you the colors of the butterflies,



describe the actua wesather." He took a deep breath. "God, it's enough to make me want to have myself
cloned into Pierre's body form. Do you redlize what this means? We have anew way to explore the
whole of history, right back to the earliest fossils of man. We can find out when language devel oped,
when writing was invented, when we mastered fire—everything.”

Helooked for along moment at the body on the table, then turned to leave. "Stay with him, Lana. Stay
with him, but et me know as soon as he wakes. | want to hear every word."

"John, what did he mean by 'bad food?* Her face was puzzled, while she watched tenderly over the
unconscious form of Bayle Richards. "Was that something to harm them?”

He shook hishead. "I don't know, but | don't think so. | think that he was talking about grasses and
berries—thingsthat they could egt if they had to, just to keep going, but things that didn't really count.
They were meat eaters, that's what they wanted. Deer, and cattle, and wild boar—risky business. That's
why they had to hunt in groups. Well know soon enough. Watch him, Lana."

Hiswords were unnecessary. Lana Cramer was crouched over the body. Everything seemed to have
gonewdl, but she wanted to see him awaken, to hear him talk to her again before shewould be
convinced.

"We were waking across some kind of—what's the word?—scree? L oose shale and gravel. Funny thing
is, | havenoideaat al what it looked like. Seems as though I've blanked it out." Bayle Richards |ooked

up a the ceiling, squeezing his eyes hard shut with the effort of recollection. " Same with the trees and the
grasses," hesad at last. "'l don't get much from them—just their smell, and afedling about some of them.”

"What sort of feding?' Cramer was listening intently, the tape recorder by his Sde slently preserving
every word. "Colors?'

"No. Definitely not colors. A feding for uses. That's not right either. A fedling for some specid function.”
He shook his head in annoyance. "What's wrong with me? It's as though there are big blank spotsin my
memory—nbut | can seealot of the surroundings when | close my eyes, and | can hear the sound of the
birdsand thewind. Isit abad transfer?’

"Bad?' Cramer laughed, excited and stimulated enough to drop his usud role of theimpassve scienti<t.
"It'snot bad, it'smore than | dared hope for. Bayle, you're doing fine. Y ou have three things working
againg totd recdl, and | was afraid that any one of them might make the whole experiment afalure.
Firgt, Lana probably told you that Pierre is perfectly preserved, but that's not really possible. There was
some decay, there had to be. We were lucky to find as much as we have of preserved chemica
memories. Then we had to transfer to you, and that has been abig success. Y ou've been getting more
sensation than we ever hoped you'd experience.”

"I've had sensation dl right." Richards wriggled his shoulders. "Old Pierre had cuts and scratches all over
him. He didn't even register them, but they came across to me down below the consciouslevel. When |
woke up | felt asthough | had been cut and bitten and stung by every plant and insect in creation. He
didn't notice any of it. But what's the other thing working againgt us?'

"Outlook." Cramer began to flick through the didesin the big projector. "Y ou are trying to see the world
through his eyes, but hisuniverseistotaly different from the one we havein our heads. Ninety percent of
the things that he thought were important are not in your database at dl. Y ou will interpret what he saw,
what he did—»but the reasons he did them? That's something well never know. Here, do any of these
look familiar to you?'

The didesthat flashed onto the screen represented months of careful work in France. John and Lana



Cramer had travelled over the whole region, recording characteristic land forms and geological
features—anything that might have survived for over twenty thousand years. Asimage after image passed
across the screen, Bayle Richards shook his head.

"Not aglimmer. Dr. Cramer, | guessyou'reright. Pierre didn't even seethingslikethis.”

"Keep looking. They must have had someway of knowing where they were, and how to get back from
thehunt.”

"I'll look, but I think you may be on the wrong track. The one thing that Pierre dways seemed to be
conscious of isthe position of the sun. Could he be navigating by that?"

"Maybe. But what about cloudy days?" Cramer shrugged. "L et's keep looking. What about fire? Did you
cary any with you?'

"Fire." Richards hunched his head forward. "Y eah. That brings up al sorts of images. But not on the hunt.
There was fire back where we came from—along way back. Seemsto me we had been farther on this
hunt than ever before. They were worried about getting into enemy territory, some place where there
were other animals or people that would hurt them. Pierre has asort of built-in smell reaction, histest for
diens. No fire on the hunt, though, and afedling that we were an awful long way from home. Many days.
Maybe we were doing more than just hunting.”

"Many days?' Cramer turned to Lana, who had been patiently taking notes of the conversation. "Maybe
we spent too much time in the west when we were over there. Do you have anything fifty or a hundred
milesto the eest? | didn't bother.”

"Skip to theend." Shefrowned, uneasy with the role of decision maker. ™Y ou remember, when you went
up to Paris | stayed behind and did some sight-seeing. There may be afew shotsin there."

Cramer began to flick rapidly through an assortment of images, pastord villages, inns, river valeys, and
mountain valeys.

"Hold it." Richards sat upright. "Back up acouple. There. What'sthat one? | recognize it, and I've never
beento Franceinmy life"

"Thisone?' Cramer frozeon onedide.

"That'sit. That's where we came from. Welivein caves dong the side of one of those big ridges. I'm sure
of it—I can even remember which cavel lived in, one with anarrow part that broadens out againinto a
second chamber." Richards stood up. "Whereisthat?'

Lana Cramer was consulting her notes. "It's Auvergne, in the hills of the Massif Centrd, ahundred miles
east of the Dordogne. We didn't cover that far over—I took that just asagood view."

"Damn good thing you did." Cramer dapped his notebook againgt hisknee. "That's frugtrating. We didn't
expect that Pierre would have been so far away from his home base when he got into trouble. I'll haveto
cal Parisand seeif they can ship me a couple of hundred other dides of the eastern area. | want to pin
down histravelsasmuch as| can."

"Y ou want to end it for today?" Richards was|ooking tired, but still stimulated by Pierreés memories. "I'd
like to keep going for awhile. When you showed that shot, | got awhole bunch of other thoughts. A
woman, and achild. | think they may be Pierre's.”

"Y ou and Lanacan keep going for awhile. | want to get these other images ordered, but | don't see any



problem if you take notes of everything." Cramer stood up. "Tomorrow, well seeif we can tap that same
area, keep the hunt going and find out how it ends. Make sure you get enough deep. | think we get better
transfer if you are rested.”

He left abruptly, hismind aready moving on to the next session of the experiment. Lanamoved in and
turned off the tape recorder. Her calm face had changed, become that of a tormented woman who
cannot see any answer to adifficult problem.

"Bayle, | can't go on pretending. It soundstrite, but it'safact.”

"Y ou said you were going to talk to him. Did you change your mind about that?' Bayle Richards did not
sound particularly interested in her answer. His eyes werefar away, still back in the mesh of aien
memories.

"Bayle, | can't face John." Lana sensed the separation but misunderstood the reason for it. Y ou know he
can beat me down, he dways could. Canyou doit?If | try and talk to him now, hell ignore me unlesshe
thinksthat you can affect his precious experiments by refusing to cooperate with him."

"Hecan forcemeto."

"No. He can force you to pretend to work with him, but he knows that he's at your mercy when it comes
to the memories you say you have or don't have. That'syour edge, Bayle."

Helooked at her uneadily. "What are you suggesting, Lana? What should | tell him?"

"Make the bargain with him. Y ou'll work with him to the end of the experiments with old Pierre. But set
your pricefor that."

"And my price?" Hisvoice wastoo cold, she did not think she was persuading him.

"Y our priceisyour freedom.” Her voice dropped. "And mine. | could never win it from him without you
helping. He'stoo strong for me.”

He shrugged. "What makes you sure there will be an end to the experiments? Suppose that he wantsto
go on with them forever?'

"No. Not this experiment. Y ou heard what John said, he thinks he has akey that will unlock al human
history. There are another twenty preserved bodies scattered in Ingtitutes around the world. If he wants
to explore the past with them, helll need to have other clones devel oped, give them consciousness from
other Bayle Richardses. When he doesthat, well be free. He won't care where you go when this
experiment isover.”

Hewas quiet for along time, so long that she thought he was not going to give any reply at dl. Hisface
was unreadablein thedim light.

"All right,” he said at last. "We need to know how long thisislikely to go on, whatever happens after it.
He has access to those other preserved bodies?’

"He aready made the arrangements. | helped him do it. Bayle "—she moved close to him, touching his
head gently as though she was afraid that he would suddenly disappear into the shadows of the
room—"whenwill you doit, Bayle?"

"Tomorrow. Before the experiment. Don't worry, I'll do it. | don't want to stay in this place forever, when
| could be out there in the world starting everything over with a decent body."



"Both of us”

Hewas slent again. Finaly he shrugged. "I guess so. If John Cramer agrees. Y ou're hiswife. Y ou ought
to know himwdll, but if he saysno, what do | do then?”

She put her arms round him. "He won't say no." The words were more like a prayer than a statement.
"Hewon't say no to you."

The imagesthat John Cramer had requested from Paris had been scanned and transmitted overnight.
Lana Cramer, hurrying back with them from the communi cations office of the hospitd, found the lab
aready a scene of gresat activity when she arrived there. John Cramer was supervising the ingtdlation of a
ceiling projector directly above the table where Bayle Richards would again lie during the information
transfer from Old Pierre.

"Over there, then get to the anesthetist station.” Cramer's manner to her was cold and brusque. She
placed the images on the side table, near the projector, and |ooked across to where Bayle was aready
connected to the multiple eectrodes that would carry the sgnd for memory transfer. He was staring
across at her.

"Did you talk?" she mouthed to him. Her husband was bending over the casket that contained Pierre's
body, but she dare not go acrossto Bayle.

He nodded, and she gave him an exaggerated questioning look and a shrug of interrogation. He turned
his thumb up, then down, and returned her shrug. John had listened, but he hadn't given any definite
answer at al. She knew that reaction, the steady nodding of his head, then the sudden turn away or the
switch of subject.

"Ask him again later?" She mouthed her question, not sure how well Bayle was getting her meaning.

He nodded, then lay back on the table. She would have to wait until this session was over for
details—there was no chance that they would be coming from John, and his stony look made her fear the
worst.

"Sedation patterns again, same as yesterday," he ordered, abruptly standing up from his position by the
casket. "We're set up today so that we can throw scenes for Bayle'singpection while the experiments are
il going on. Well haveto bring himin and out of contact with Fierre while that's being done, but |
believe we have that degree of control now. Tell mewhen you are getting first sgndl transfer.”

Lanaforced her attention to the control console and watched the pattern of brain waves that was
crawling across the oscilloscope. It was establishing itsalf even quicker than last time, the resonances
building between Bayl€'s brain and Old Pierre's.

"It ought to get easier and easier,” Cramer had told her when she expressed surprise at the ease of
contact. "Don't forget their brains are structurdly identicd. It's not like trying to establish contact between
two dissmilar objects. When these experiments are over, we ought to have sucked out most of Pierre's
useful memories. It ought to be abigger chalenge when we leave the Cro-Magnons and try it with
Neanderthdenss and Habilis. I've located well-preserved specimens of both of them.”

Put that way, dl the complex experimentsthat had led to Bayle€'slinks with Old Pierre sounded easy and
natural. Lanacomforted hersaf with that thought asthe transfer signal sirength grew on the screen.

"Don't like sméll." Thewords came suddenly from thefigure on thetable. "Bad smell. Like the others.”
Bayle Richards hand moved convulsively, grasping at something by hisside. "Will haveto fight again,



beat the othersto the horns.”

"He'sdill onthetrail,” said Cramer softly. "I've edited the images that camein from Paris. Keep the
transfer rate high until | tell you, then push it right down. | want him to look at one of the images.”

Lananodded. Cramer seemed to be the same as yesterday, but she knew from long experience that her
own ahility to read hisemoationswas negligible. At least the experiment was going well, that suggested he
would bein agood mood later.

"Others ahead," said the figure on the table. Was it Bayle Richards a the moment, or was he no more
than avessd for Old Pierre's memories? "Must fight the others, can't go back without food. Cold, need
food."

"Northern France still glaciated." Cramer sounded pleased. "I couldn't understand yesterday, when he
said it was hot. Makes more sense for him to fedl cold today."

"See many ahead of us. They are not the people, they are others. We get ready, move towards them.
Bad place to fight ahead, not covered.”

"Now." Cramer gestured acrossto Lana. "Cut the transfer for the moment, | want to try and get afix on
whereheis"

Asthe sgnd switched from mildly sedating to stimulating, Cramer flashed a scene onto the ceiling above
Richard's unconsciousform.

"Bayle." The eyesflickered open, then closed again. "Bayle, look up there. Do you recognize that scene?
Isit onethat you'vejust looked at?'

The eyesflickered open again, stared up at the color image. Bayle Richards shuddered.
"That'sit. That's where we are heading, where the others are. Danger, | think there's danger.”

"Shall | cut the connection?' Lanasat with her hand poised over the switch that would inhibit al transfer
from Pierreto Bayle.

"No." John Cramer'svoice wasfull of some strange satisfaction. "'l know what's happening, it'sal right.
Put him back to full tranfer, let's keep thisgoing.”

"But what's the scene you showed him?* Lana, poised over the dids, had apoor view of the ceiling
display.

"I'll tell you later." Helooked at her impatiently. "Lana, get that sgnal back up now. Well lose transfer,
and that would ruin everything."

Automatically she responded to the command in hisvoice and turned on the full Sgnd again. Bayle
Richardsjerked spasmodicaly, strained his head around him.

"'See them now, they see us. Go forward now, must win and follow the horns. We dl go forward
together."

He had begun to pant, his deep chest filling to its maximum capacity benesth the covering sheet.

"John, what's happening?' She could hear the deep grunt of effort coming from the man on the table.
"Shdl | cut thesgnad?'



"No." John Cramer had moved to her side, leaning over the control panel. "Keep it like that, maximum
trandfer rate.

I'll tell you when to changeit.”

"But, John, what's he doing.” Shelooked again at the groaning figure on the table. "He doesn't seem to be
walking, and look at hisarms moving. Do you know what's going on?"

Struck by a sudden thought, she pushed her chair away from the console and leaned far back, looking up
at the scene on the celling projector. She screamed as soon as she saw theflat plain with its sparse cover
of grass and sedges.

"John! That'sthe salt marsh where Old Pierre was found. If Bayle isthere now, it meansthat hell—"

She screamed again and threw herself a the control panel. John Cramer was there before her. Asthe
figure on the table thrashed and gargled, the sounds coming from histhroat suddenly agonized and
blood-clogged, Cramer held the transfer rate switch open to full maximum. He was too strong for Lana
to get near it, even though she struggled desperately. The sound from the table took on a new and more
terrible urgency.

He came awake in one piece, his muscles flexing him upright at the same time as his eyes opened to the
flat whitelight. Although he waslying up high, heingtinctively rolled down to thefloor, reaching up to his
head to tear away the uncomfortable attachmentsto his bare scalp.

Naked, he crouched low and looked around him. He had been brought here without the comforting
presence of stone axe and spear, without the cheering smells and sounds of the People. The smellsthat
filled his nogtrils now were dien and menacing. In front of him, two others struggled together, not seeming
toseehim at all or to detect his scent. Before they could attack, he had legpt forward to strike hard at
the base of the neck, first the man, then the woman. To his surprise, they both crumpled unconsciousto
theleve floor of the white cave.

He bent over and sniffed more closely at the man. Certainly dien, not of the People. With one efficient
movement he snapped the neck, then bit the jugular vein to reach the blood. It had been many days since
he remembered eating, but for some reason his hunger was satisfied amost a once. He dropped the
man's body to the floor, surprised by the peculiar skinsthat seemed to cover it.

The woman's scent was different. She was not of the People, but it was good to mate outside the People.
If he could find hisway out of the strange cave, he would take the white-haired woman with her strange
mixed smell back with him to the Home. But he wondered if he would find hisway Home. If he had been
ended in the marsh—hislast memory was of the spear in histhroat—then he must make anew lifefor
himsdf here, inthe After-Life. First he must possess the woman, to show that she belonged to him.

He knew how to be patient. L ooking around the new cave, he squatted next to her on the floor and
waited for her to wake. Already her eyelids were moving. It would not take long now.



