A CENTURY OF
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By
Fred Saberhagen

"Your heart'sin good shape," she murmured, half to hersdlf. "And we don't have
awhole lot of time locally. Alan, I'm going to prove to you that we can travel in time.
I'm going to bring in someone you'll remember.”

Norlund felt a new clutch of unreasoning fear as Ginny turned toward the door.
"Come in!" she caled in aclear voice, and phantoms of the dead chased through his
imagination...

The door opened. The figure that entered was not one of the phantoms, but a
young man of about nineteen. His right arm, Norlund saw with a shock like that of

fear, ended in what was either an odd glove or a very advanced type of atificid
hand. The arm lay in a supporting ding at elbow leve.

"Al?" the young man asked. It was afamiliar voice.

"Andy." Norlund nodded. It wasn't that Andy had been hard to recognize. The
problem was that he couldn't help recognizing him. And that was a very great
problem indeed, requiring some adjustment. Andy Burns stood before him, solid
and three-dimensional, as red as he had been that day over Regensburg in nineteen
forty-three when Alan Norlund had tried to tighten the tourniquet on the stump of
Andy Burns right arm, then had tightened up his chute harness for him, clamped his
left hand on the D-ring and then had put him out through the right waist gun opening
of the burning Fortress.

And Andy was not only ill dive but not a day older than he was that day forty
years ago. ..
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1984

Norlund hadn't killed anyone for decades, but he was getting in the mood for it
today.

He came out of the hospital's main entrance, a compact, crag-faced, gray-haired
man wearing the rumpled trousers of a gray suit, and a mismatched old corduroy
jacket over a white shirt. After standing for a moment he crossed the street to the
little park and sat down there in the mild spring sunshine of Chicago. He moved with
a dight limp because the old leg wound was bothering him a touch today. But it
wasn't his leg that made him fed like killing.

Before he had been stting on the park bench thirty seconds he had an impulse to
jump up and move on to somewhere else. The trouble was the kids playing in the
park. They were hedlthy kids, dl up on their feet and running around, and al Norlund
could think of, looking at them, was that he was never going to see Sandy doing that
agan.

But he didn't jump up from the bench and move on, because it wouldn't have
helped. Instead he continued to St there, trying not to think about choking the
children who shrieked with their good hedlth and not from pain. He watched the
hospital entrance, and he wished, darkly and sdfishly, that today Sandy's mother
might leave her dowly dying child a little earlier than usual, and come across to the
park to comfort her agingfather who couldn't take it any more...

Norlund, held in isolation by the ugly gray fog of his own fedlings, wasn't redly
aware of the brisk footsteps as they came close to him along the paved walk, then
stopped.
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"Mr. Norlund?'

"Huh?' The voice of the young woman did get through to him, and he looked up,
relieved a any interruption of his thoughts. She was standing ailmost directly in front
of him, amost within reach, wearing a light spring coat. Dark hair and blue eyes,; a
pretty but completely unfamiliar face. Without redly thinking about it, Norlund
assumed immediately that she must have some connection with the hospital.

Her smile was businesslike, pleasant but impersonal itmight certainly have been
that of a hospital administrator. She spoke to Norlund in a low, attractive voice. "I'm
Ginny Butler. I'm so sorry to hear about your granddaughter's illness, and | very
much hope to be able to do something to help." After that many words were out,
Norlund thought he could detect just a hint of something British in her tones.

Whatever she wanted, he continued to fed grateful for the distraction. "There's
not much anyone can do, I'm afraid... will you sit down?' And in a symbolic gesture
of welcome he did over a little on the bench, though there would have been room

enough anyway.

Meanwhile he squinted up into the sunshine at his visitor. Now that he had had
time to think about it, he decided that the hospital probably wouldn't have sent
anyone across the street to tak to him. Therefore this young woman must be some
friend of Marge. Or possibly one of Sandy's teachers. The number of cards and
phone cals Sandy received in the hospital had convinced Norlund that his
granddaughter was a popular girl at school.

But his visitor, whoever she was, remained standing. In a voice touched with
elegance she replied: "No thanks, | redly can't stay now. But | want to assure you
that | do expect to be able to do something for Sandy. Something that will make her,
and your daughter, and you, dl very happy.” The young woman's tones were
forceful, her trim figure erect and full of purpose. Whatever she redly meant, it was
something more than polite well-wishing.

Already Norlund's origind relief was starting to shade into wariness. The last thing
he wanted or needed right now was a confrontation with some kind of crackpot,
fath-heder or whatever. Not now on top of what he was already going through.

He could hear his changing attitude reflected in his voice. "I don't think |
understand. Are you a doctor, Miss? Connected with the hospital in some way?"

She started to confirm Norlund's suspicions by ignoring the question. She had
one of her own, which she now put to him very solemnly: "Mr. Norlund, do you
know how to drive a truck? | don't mean a very large one necessarily, but an older
type. Say one that might have been in use around nineteen-thirty, with that kind of a
stick shift?"

Norlund could fed his newly aroused wariness already flagging. The sheer
irrdlevance of the question was disarming. It seemed unlikely to form part of any
sales pitch or swindle worth bothering about. But it did touch his curiosity, and he
answered patiently: "Yes, | know how to do that. | did it often enough when | was
young. Why?"



"l expect to be able to offer you ajob." This too sounded supremely irrdevant to
Norlund, who hadn't known that he was looking for one. But the young lady was il
utterly serious, and went on: "We can tak about that later. Right now | have some
good news to give you about your granddaughter. During the next few days Sandy's
going to experience a dramatic improvement.” The announcement was delivered with
the cam certainty of a judge awarding a prize in a contest. "And one week from
today, after you have witnessed this improvement for yourself, | want you to meet
me again.”

The attractive blue eyes lifted away from Norlund's face, to gaze around at the
park and its surroundings. "I think right here would be a good place. If it should be
raning, you can wait for me in one of those doorways across the street—the
gpartment building, or the drugstore.”

Automatically Norlund followed her gaze, then frowningly returned his eyes to his
vigtor. "What are you saying about my granddaughter?"

The question was received with perfect patience, as if the young woman had fully
expected that her announcement would have to be repeated. She said, quietly and
distinctly: "1 am saying that not only will Sandy be dive one week from today, she
will be much improved. Very much improved indeed. There is only one condition:
that you say nothing to anyone about my speaking to you, nor repeat what I've said.
Not to your daughter or Sandy or anyone else. |Is that agreeable?’

"Wait aminute. Wait. What did you say your name was?"

"My name's Ginny Butler. But | can't wait now. Remember, meet me one week
from this hour, right here a this bench. Across the street if it's raning. And
meanwhile say nothing to anyone." With a last momentary brightening of her smile
the young woman turned away. Her retreating heels made light, brisk sounds on the
paved wak. Her dark hair—Norlund noticed now that it was somewhat
curly—bounced a little as she waked. She moved steadily away from Norlund, not
looking back, heading for one of the side streets bordering the park.

"But you..." Norlund had risen to his feet at last, and was standing there with one
hand raised. For a moment he even thought of chasing after her.

That was on Friday afternoon. By Saturday evening, Norlund had al but forgotten
his strange encounter in the park. Because dl through Saturday Sandy had been
obvioudly sinking. The little girl was now more often unconscious than awake.

No one, no doctor or nurse, had yet come right out and told Norlund that his only
grandchild was on the brink of death. Not that there was any need for them to do so.

All through Sunday, Sandy's mother and grandfather there were no other
relatives in vigting distance spent most of ther time in her room. Norlund and his
daughter took turns dozing in chairs, spelling each other for occasional leg-stretching
waks down the corridor or vidts to the coffee shop.

It didn't help Norlund's weekend at dl to be treated to a preview of how his



daughter was going to look as an old woman. Marge's hair hung in odd neglected
waves, her eyes looked more dead than dive. Her face seemed to have collapsed, as
if it were compelled to mimic Sandy's sunken features.

Then, ailmost imperceptibly at first, starting Sunday evening or Sunday night, the
tide somehow turned. Probably the first change that Norlund noticed was that
Sandy's breathing had grown easier. A little later, when he looked at her closdly, he
got the impression of someone deeping—resting—rather than sinking into death.
She was clearly in less pain, even when her prescribed drug dosage was accidentaly
delayed.

On Monday morning Sandy opened her eyes at something like a norma wake-up
time. She looked about her and talked; she said she didn't hurt. In genera, she was
fully conscious for the first time in severa days. She was ill painfully weak, and
appeared somehow diminished, younger than her twelve years. But Norlund, no
matter how fiercely he cautioned himsdf against starting to hope, could not help
seeing what he saw: that life was returning to Sandy's face instead of passing from it.

By breakfast on Tuesday, Sandy was eating again, with amost her normal
appetite. She was taking freely, making jokes, teling everyone that she felt better.
And on Tuesday afternoon the oncologist, after taking a close look at the patient,
pronounced the firgt officia notice of the change. "There's been a certain
improvement, | think. Looks like the chemotherapy may be taking hold at last. |
don't want to get your hopes up unjustifiably, but "

Things had aready gone too close to the brink, redity had been engaged far too
deeply, for mere words from anyone to have much effect now on Norlund's hopes.

But when he looked at Sandy, he could not help seeing what he saw.

And by Wednesday the change for the better was so obvious that hope could no
longer be denied. Sandy was ditting up in bed, taking every chance to get up and
walk, eating ravenoudy, and wondering aloud how much school work she was going
to have to make up. Sandy's mother, her hair newly styled, was waking about in a
lightfooted daze, as if uncertain whether she was going to collapse or dance.

And it was only on Wednesday that Norlund remembered, with a smdl private
shock of fascination, the odd event that he had so completely forgotten: that peculiar
interview with the young woman in the park across the street. He happened to be
shaving when he first remembered it, done in his smal apartment condo in a
moderately expensive area of the North Side. With razor in hand he paused, looking
a his angular face in the mirror and wondering if that odd event might have sprung
completely from his imagination, a kind of halucinatory memory provoked by
stress.

At Thursday morning's chemotherapy session, Sandy complained more than
usua about the discomforts of the process. But it was less an invalid's protest than a
wel person's energetic crabbing. On Thursday afternoon, dtting in Sandy's
overfamiliar hospital room while his daughter and granddaughter walked the
corridors arm-in-arm, Norlund found himsdf staring out the window. But instead of



the apartment rooftops opposite he was seeing himself and the young woman taking
in the park across the street.

He tried severa times to recall exactly what she had looked like, and dl the words
of their brief dialogue. Most of it was pretty hazy. The name had definitely stayed
with him, though: Ginny Butler. He couldn't remember ever knowing anyone by that
name. Which didn't prove, he redized, that she wasn't someone he ought to be able
to remember. Norlund had never been good a keeping track of margind
relationships, nor did this faculty, at least for him, tend to improve with age.

That young woman had talked so strangely. Unless he had somehow
misinterpreted her words... But no. He probably wasn't remembering dl the details
correctly, but the strange prophecy had been there.

On Thursday morning, immediately after the chemo session, and again on
Thursday afternoon, Norlund found himsdf on the point of mentioning the park
incident to Marge. Both times he refrained. Maybe it was just that he didn't want to
burden his daughter right now with anything remotely disturbing. Or maybe... maybe
he was afraid of sounding like he'd had some kind of hdlucination, as if he might be
cracking up under the strain.

Which last explanation, Norlund had to admit to himsdlf, was for al he knew quite
possible. There was no way to be sure. No, there was probably one way.

The patient was doing so well by Friday morning that Marge went back to work.
There was tak of Sandy going home in another day or so, barring complications.
Norlund had no such clear-cut decision as Marge's to make about work; he was
three-fourths retired now anyway. He had been manager and part owner of a small
firm wholesaling electronic and electrica parts, and though he still kept his hand in as
consultant and stockholder the business could go on quite wel without him, and |eft
him a lot of flexibility in his schedule. After looking in on Sandy at the hospital
Friday, he came out and stood gazing across the street. He was coatless today, it
was warmer now than it had been aweek ago. Norlund stood there with hands in his
pockets, gazing toward the park.

One week from this hour. That was what she had said. And exactly what hour
had that been? A week ago, Norlund had made no effort to fix the time, but now he
considered that two o'clock had to be approximately right.

He looked at his watch: one thirty. He strolled left toward the corner, where a
traffic light periodically jammed the continua creep of hospital traffic looking for a
place to park. Norlund strolled across the street, across grass, then along the paved
path to the same bench he had been dtting on a week ago. A shower seemed
imminent. If it's raining, you can stand in one of those doorways. Norlund looked
toward those doorways, again involuntarily, but she wasn't waiting for him there.

A few drops were coming down now, but it wasn't raining dl that much.
Belatedly, as so often, Chicago's spring was ariving. The park flowerbeds, largely
dormant a week ago, today were blooming gorgeously. Sitting on his bench again,
Norlund would have been quite willing to accept an halucination or two as a trivid



price to pay for the glory of Sandy's resurrection...

The young woman, wearing the light spring coat he remembered, was walking
toward him, coming from the direction in which she'd disappeared last Friday. As
she drew closer Norlund could see that the dark hair and the blue eyes were as he'd
remembered them.

She approached Norlund directly, smiling as she drew near. It was a more relaxed
and friendly smile, he thought, than it had been a week ago—almost as if they had
somehow spent the week in contact, getting better acquainted. The young woman's
shoes clicked on the wak as they had last Friday. And now she was stopping
directly in front of him, just as she had before.

Norlund got dowly to his feet, and said: "I wasn't sure just exactly what |
remembered from a week ago." He had a momentary impulse to reach out for a
handshake—but he didn't.

The young woman nodded, unsurprised. Her smile faded now, but not grimly;
only with the sheer urgency of the question she now asked. "You didn't mention me
to anyone? | must be sure of that before we can discuss anything else.”

Norlund looked around; it would be hard to imagine a more public place. He
gestured expansively. "Our meeting is supposed to be a secret? Anyone could see
us talking together now."

"Of course. But that's one thing, and your telling someone is something else. For
now just take my word for it. Have you mentioned me? If so, I'll find out later
anyway; but it will save us both time and effort if you admit it now." She halted,
obvioudly in great suspense as she waited for his answer.

Norlund drew in a breath, to let it out again in a kind of sigh. "No, actudly |
haven't mentioned you to anyone. Or your prediction about Sandy. I'm not sure why
| haven't. For awhile there | smply forgot "

"Good." The clear rdief in the young woman's face showed how strong had been
the tension before it. "Then today | will sit down and talk with you for awhile."

"Sure." Norlund sat, then, as before, moved over minimaly. Looking at his
companion carefully as she sat down, he estimated that she was six or seven years
younger than Marge's thirty-two. "Ginny Butler, is that right?"

"Quite right." She nodded, waiting, willing to be questioned.

Now he was sure of the faint British flavor in her voice. "I'm sorry," Norlund said,
"but do | know you? Should |7

"No, not apart from our meeting last week. | do have the advantage of you, as
they say. But | think that you are going to get to know me fairly well."

"Y ou're not asking me how Sandy's doing."

"l didn't ask you about that last week either, did I?' Ginny Butler continued to be
pleasantly business-like. Definitely a salesperson, thought Norlund. Big-ticket items.
She went on: "We both know that Sandy's doing very well right now. So today we



can start talking about a certain job that you can do for me, in return.”

Norlund cleared his throat. "Wait, now, just a moment." He was interrupted by
kids shouting and speeding past them on roller skates—just as, thank God, Sandy
ought to be doing again soon. If... "Let me get this straight. It sounds to me like
you're claming to be responsible for Sandy's improvement. And you're saying you
want me to do something for you in return.”

The woman nodded. It was only a dight movement of the head, but it was very
firm. "Yes, absolutely, Mr. Norlund. |—or the people | represent have helped
Sandy. And | think you do owe us a return favor now."

Norlund thought that hallucinations would have been relatively easy to understand.
He crossed one leg over the other. "l don't even know who you are.”

“I've given you my name," the young woman answered patiently. "Teling you my
life story wouldn't help right now. | think that by helping your granddaughter we have
established a perfectly legitimate claim on your friendship.”

"Who's 'we'? Who's this group you say you represent?”

"We ask only for aday or two of your time, time that | know you can well afford
to spare. You will not be asked to do anything illegd during that day or two, |
promise you that. But at the same time | must continue to insist on secrecy."”

"Lady..." Norlund paused, sighed, shook his head, and tried again. "Look here, |
don't know what you're talking about. | don't admit that you've established any kind
of claim on me."

Ginny Butler remained patient. "Mr. Norlund may!| cal you Alan?'
"Why not?'

"Alan, then | cetanly wouldn't expect you, at this stage, to completely
understand what I'm taking about, as you put it. But | redly think we have
established a clam. Just think back seven days. Y ou sat here on this bench, and you
knew that your granddaughter was dying. And she was. The funera would have been
over by now."

"Just a minute."
"Please, let me finish?"

"A week ago, as | recdl, you made no clam that you were going to be
responsible for curing her."

"Would you have believed me for amoment if | had? Y ou would have been angry
instead of only puzzled. We preferred to make a demonstration instead. I'm sure you
remember what | did tell you aweek ago."

"Not word for word."
The young woman waited slently.

Norlund muttered something like a curse. "All right, you told me she was going to
get better."



"And what happened?"

"I don't care for catechisms, lady." Norlund was darting to get angry. He
supposed it was largely something bottled up from when Sandy had seemed to be
dying. "You come here and talk to the next of kin of dl the cancer patients, is that it?
And when one of them does get wdll, you try to cash in."

Ginny Butler did not appear surprised or angered. "No, that isn't it. Have you
seen me taking to relatives of any other patients? And | haven't asked you for
money; I'll turn down money if you offer it. | say again, I'm asking only for a smal
amount of your time. Perhaps two days."

"My time, doing what, driving an old truck? You could hire a lot better drivers
than | am."

The young lady leaned forward alittle on the bench, eagerly, as if she fdt that she
was starting to get somewhere. "Driving a truck is only part of it. But nothing about
it will be very hard for you. Y ou have dl the qudlifications that we want."

"Such as what?"

"WEIl discuss the details when you've told me that in principle you agree. Two
days of your time?"

Norlund thought that he would eventudly say that he agreed, just to see what
came next. But not yet. "No, lady, | just don't buy it. You redly clam that this
mysterious group of yours is responsible for Sandy's getting well?"

"Yes, | do." "
"And how did they work this miracle cure?’

"When you've agreed to give us two days, a lot of things will be explained to
you."

"And so | should go and drive your antique truck. And stand on streetcorners
and hand out pamphlets for your cult."

It was Ginny Butler's turn to sigh; it was a sound that spoke of disappointment,
but not surprise. And now she surprised Norlund. "All right, Alan, | see we can't get
anywhere just yet. You'll be able to meet me here." And she stood up quickly from
the bench. Again her dark curls bounced as she waked away, not looking back. This
time she left the park in a different direction.

If she was expecting Norlund to come chasing after her, she was disappointed.

That afternoon Norlund went to see Sandy again. They discussed her hopeful
plans of being able to go home soon, and tried to figure out how many doctors
might have to give their approval. Norlund aso had to come up with an opinion as to
which of Sandy's girlfriends she ought to telephone first upon her release; this
subject took up more time than the question of the doctors, as there were social
intricacies involved. Then, with her grandfather's prodding, the patient even
summoned up strength enough to write two brief notesin reply to get-wel cards.



On Saturday morning Norlund, for some reason feding newly edgy, was back in
Sandy's room. He was early, but the oncologist had been in aready, and had
ordered another scan. Sandy was once again experiencing some pain and swelling.

Norlund, looking closely into his granddaughter's face, made sure to keep an
encouraging smile on his own. Even when he saw signs that the bad days had come
again. There was a change around the eyes, the reappearance and waxing of the evil
shadow.

He phoned Marge from the hospital, and talked to his daughter gently, trying to
prepare her for the setback when she came in later. He repeated the latest hopeful
words of one of the doctors about chemotherapy.

And once again, a one thirty in the afternoon, having just seen Sandy ask for and
receive her first pain-reliever in amost a week, Norlund was back on the park bench.
He waited there through a mild shower, hardly aware that he was getting wet.

This time he didn't notice from which direction Ginny Butler came, but here she
was again. Today she had on a tranducent plastic raincoat, over jeans and a dark
sweater. It was colder again today, but Norlund hadn't noticed it till now.

He found himsdlf standing. "What have you done to her?”

A momentary flash of triumph showed in the woman's eyes. She flinched a little
from Norlund's anger, but continued to confront him. She said: "We've done nothing
to harm her. Nothing at al."

"She's had aturn for the—"
"Refusal to help someone is not necessarily a crime.”
"Oh no?' Histhroat fet tight.

"Mr. Norlund. If you were to walk off in that direction, in maybe haf a mile you'd
come to a neighborhood where you wouldn't have to look very hard to find
someone who needs help. Some alcoholic passed out in a gutter or a doorway. A
life that might very wdl be saved with some effort on your part, if you were to see
that such aman got food and a decent place to deep and some routine medical care.
But you're not going over there to find that man, are you?"

"I'm talking about my own—"

"Yes. Exactly. You concentrate on fighting for your own causes. You can't do
everything, save everyone in the world. Besides, maybe that particular man will make
it anyway. Well, maybe Sandy will make it anyway, now that she's had some red
help for a few days. | wish her wdl, | redly do, and maybe now the hospital's
chemotherapy will work." Ginny Butler paused. "If she were my kid, | wouldn't want
to bet on it."

Norlund stood there, staring at the young woman in front of him. The two of them
were just about of aheight. He could imagine himsdlf clubbing her to the ground, or
reaching out to choke her. He could imagine himsdf forcing a laugh, and turning and
waking away. No, he couldn't really. Not with Sandy ...



The young woman, as if perceiving that he had passed some interior turning point,
softened her voice. "Now, what do you want to do? You could make a fuss,
perhaps try to report me to the police. But | haven't asked you for any money; |
repeat that | wouldn't take it if you offered it. | have nothing to fear from your going
to the police. But it would end our relationship.”

Ginny Butler paused at that point, as if to give Norlund time to consider the
implications. Then she went on, in a more optimistic tone: "Or are you ready to do
me the favor | requested, and grant me a couple of days of your time? | promise that
if you do, Sandy will recover."

Norlund only stood looking at her.

She put a hand on his arm, tentatively, amost timidly, and said: "I swear it
solemnly. We want to help her. | want to. If you help us, she will not die of this bone
cancer. No tricks, no catches. Shell go home in a short time, happy and healthy."

Norlund heard himself asking: "She won't die?’
"Not in the immediate future. No one can promise immortality."
"Shell be healthy?"

"Just like them." Ginny gave a confident nod toward the noisy skaters, who were
now off on afar loop of the walk.

Norlund had the sensation that he and Ginny Butler were utterly alone, the rest of
the surrounding city far away. " Something legd, you say? Driving a truck?'

"As | told you, there's a little more to it than just driving a truck. But it's better
than just legd, Alan. In fact it's for avery good cause.”

"Ah. I'm not so sure that's a good sdling point with me. You ought to use that
‘good cause' bit only on your younger clients.”

"l didn't want to emphasize it with you. But it is the truth." Ginny Butler had a
very winning smile when she turned it on.

"You sure you got the right man, lady? | mean, I'm just an ordinary guy. Getting
up in years. There's nothing in my background..."

"l know dl about your background." Her smile had turned impish. "More than
you can imagine. And Norlund could suddenly imagine the possibility of trusting
her.

"And when," he asked, "do you want me to start on this job?"

"l want you to come with me right now. The sooner you start, the sooner you'll
be finished. If you like we can stop a a phone somewhere, and you can cal your
daughter and tell her that you're off on a short business trip. Which will be the truth.
Marge won't be particularly surprised. You still do go off on business trips once in a
while"

Someone had certainly gone to alot of trouble to set this up. What did he have
that could be worth it?"And what about Sandy?"



"You can cdl the hospital tomorrow morning, and find out how she's doing. Tell
you what, Alan. If she's not doing well tomorrow morning the whole thing is off, and
you don't owe us anything."

“Tel me how you work the miracle cure.”
"WEell go into that at the proper time. Along with other explanations.”

"If 1 do go with you now " But the young woman had aready turned and was
waking away. Limping dightly, mumbling swearwords under his breath, Alan
Norlund hurried after her.

Ginny Butler's car, one of a solidly parked line on a street a couple of blocks
away, was a commonplace, year-old Datsun. Norlund made a mentd note of the
[llinois license number as he got in on the right side.

She maneuvered the Datsun neatly out of the parking space. "I assume you do
want to stop and cal Marge?' Ginny was gazing at traffic as she spoke, and her blue
eyes were far away, as if she might be thinking two or three moves ahead. "l know
where there's a handy booth."

Norlund asked: "Y ou know Margie?'
"Only as | know you."

"You've talked to her?'

"No, | didn't mean that."

Ginny drove in slence for a few blocks. Then she pulled into a smal shopping
center where there was a large drug store. "There's a public phone in there. I'll waitin
the car." She smiled at Norlund's puzzled expression. "I'm assuming that you're with
me willingly now, Alan. I'm not kidnapping you, I'm not going to listen to your cal.
You're keeping what we're doing secret because that's the only way you can help
Sandy. Right?'

Norlund got out, then hesitated again before closing the car door. "Two days,
you said. Should | buy a toothbrush?"
"No need. Well provide everything."

Almost to himsdlf, he asked: "Do you think | ought to tdl her that Sandy will get
well?'

"She will get wdl. My promise stands. Tdl Marge whatever you like, as long as
you don't mention me or what we're doing."

Norlund gave her a long look. The blue eyes looked back at him, and he read
both sympathy and amusement in them. Then he turned away and went into the
drugstore, found the booth and made his call.

He was faintly surprised at how readily Marge accepted his story about a business
trip—he supposed that his daughter's attention and energies were focused elsewhere.
For alittle while he talked with her about Sandy. Norlund was optimistic, but made



no direct predictions. Tomorrow morning, he told himsdlf, he would cal the hospita
from wherever he was. Then he would know...

Waking back through the drugstore to the parking lot he felt light-headed, a little
crazy. But there was the Datsun waiting for him, as red as any other car. Somehow
Norlund could not generate a great deal of worry about himself persondly in this
situation. He wasn't wedthy enough for anyone to concoct an elaborate plot to
kidnap him. And now he was at least doing something, which was a hell of a lot
better than smply gitting in the hospital waiting for alittle girl to die.

He got back into the Datsun, and with an energetic movement closed the door.
"Ginny, you say. Short for Virginia."

"Yep." His guide, employer, whatever she was, drove out of the parking lot and
did expertly back into the street's traffic. Now they were heading west.

"Where we going, Ginny?"'

He had expected more mystery, but her answer was frank, or a least sounded
that way. "Out near Wheaton. There's an old house out there, a former farmhouse
actudly, that we use as a kind of base. Well put you up there for tonight, and
tomorrow you'll be on your way. Meanwhile, the rest of this afternoon and this
evening will be spent largely in explanations.”

"Hooray. I'll be on my way where?'
"That's one of the things the explanations are going to cover."
"Do you suppose we could start them now?"

She glanced sideways at him. "It'll be much easier if we do it at the house, bdieve
me. It'll be a sort of show and tell."

"Okay. Aslong as you guys understand I'm not worth kidnapping, | give the plan
a tentative okay." Norlund sat back, watching the passage of ordinary houses and
humdrum people. Then he turned to Ginny. "You know, right now | fed like
thanking you. | don't know what this is going to turn out to be, but a least it's
something. Know what | mean? At this moment, for me, lifeis not terminally dull and
grim."

Ginny showed him her best smile yet. "Now that's the kind of man I like."

With his first look at the place in Wheaton, Norlund slently agreed that it must
have been a farmhouse once. It was a large old structure built on a hill, as a lot of
farmhouses had been when there was endless land around to choose from. Now it
was heavily surrounded by suburbia. Its shingled sides were painted a dull
gray-green, asif in some attempt at camouflage, and it was set back a good distance
from both of the streets bordering its large corner lot. One of these streets was lined
with aging middle-class houses. The other was commercia, with some empty lots,
and a scattering of shops and gas stations. The former farmhouse looked as if it
could not make up its mind which street to belong to. To Norlund, approaching now



adong the resdentia way, it displayed an oversized set of diding garage doors. The
garage was obviously a comparatively recent addition, and made the whole structure
look something like an auto repair shop. If it was, there were no signs to advertise it.

One of the garage doors rolled up automaticaly as Ginny pulled in off the street
and up the long, shaded drive. Then the car was inside, the only vehicle in a garage
eadly big enough for three or four. As the door rolled down automaticaly behind
them, she sighed with what sounded like relief.

"So far," she pronounced, looking at Norlund. The look she gave him was for a
moment happy, almost twinkly; but in a moment her business-like attitude was back.

"You live here?' Norlund asked, as they got out of the car.

"| stay here from time to time." And she smiled again, this time as if a some
private joke.

Norlund stretched his arms and shoulders, damning tiny modern cars as he
usualy did whenever he had to ride in one of them—how did the big guys manage?
Then he looked around the garage. It appeared quite ordinary, maybe somewhat
cleaner than most, with less casua junk and debris. Here and there the concrete floor
was oil-spotted. Along the rear wal a bench held a few tools and boxes, suggesting
that work of some kind was done here at least from time to time.

"Lead on,” said Norlund resolutely. And Ginny obligingly led him out of the
garage and through an interior door that Norlund expected was going to bring them
into a laundry room or kitchen. He was surprised by a narrow passage that traversed
the width of the house to deliver them to another garage as big as the first one. The
vehicle doors here were on a different wal of the house, and Norlund thought that
the driveway approaching them must lead to the commercia street.

The single vehicle now occupying a space in this second garage was facing away
from the large doors, straddling an old-fashioned grease pit sunken in the concrete
floor. There were alot more tools in here, including an overhead engine hoist.

But it was the vehicle that drew most of Norlund's attention. It looked at least as
old as the grease pit—probably older. It was a smdl truck, of the kind that in a
modern version would have been called a van—a tdl, dull black, slab-sided sgquarish
machine that indeed looked as if it had been built sometime around nineteen-thirty.
RADIO SURVEY CORPORATION, read the legend painted in hard-to-see dark
red on the flat black side, along with an uninspired zigzag of ydlow lightning.

Ginny would have led him across the garage to exit by another interior door, but
Norlund delayed, looking at the truck. It appeared to have been quite wel cared for,
but it was no museum piece. There were smdl dents in the large rounded fenders,
and a film of gray road dust on the dark paint. A smal old-fashioned nameplate
informed Norlund that the vehicle was a Dodge.

Ginny had paused, waiting for him patiently. "Think you can drive it without any
trouble?!

Stepping closer to the vehicle, Norlund looked in through the open side window.



From the design of the gearshift, and the other old controls, he judged the truck to
be even afew years older than his first estimate. Behind the two front seats for driver
and passenger, the large windowless interior held two floor-to-ceilling equipment
racks with a short aide between them. Almost in the very rear, at the end of the aide,
was another seat, facing toward the rear with its high back concealing whatever it
faced. The two side racks, of three or four shelves each, were mostly filled with
what looked like appropriately antique radio equipment. Not for decades had
Norlund seen gear remotely like this. wooden cabinets, dternating with black
crackle-finished meta boxes, bulky transformers nested in cloth-insulated wiring,
exposed vacuum tubes the size of sixty-watt light bulbs. From al this stuff archaic
power cables led down into lower wooden cabinets, in which Norlund could picture
primitive lead-acid batteries arrayed in series and paralld.

"Don't see why | couldn't drive it," he answered. "But what's dl this junk here in
back?'

"Come aong, Alan. We're going to start explaining that right away. Among other
things."

"Good." He followed.

The old building was even larger than it had appeared from the outside. They
ascended a narrow stair, old enough to show deep wear on wooden treads. At one
place the head clearance closed to a minimum, but Norlund was short enough to
negotiate it handily. Once they were upstairs, modernity reasserted itsdlf in the form
of a vinyl-floored hallway with fluorescent lighting. The doors on either side of the
hdl were closed. Norlund hadn't seen anyone else since entering the building, but
now he could hear brief footsteps, and a door closing a couple of rooms away.

He looked round sharply when Ginny led him into alarge room, sunlit from a row
of windows fronting on trees and lawn, but unoccupied. This room, thought
Norlund, looked like the place where the sales force might meet to plan monthly
strategy. In the center was a large conference table, the wooden top shiny and
unmarred though the edges and legs were definitely experienced. The room 4till had
plenty of space for assorted other furniture; one table against a wdl held a smal
modern coffee-maker, contents looking ready to pour. A light breeze came in
through the well-screened windows, to stir casual scatterings of papers on various
desks and tabletops.

The most eye-catching thing in the room was a huge photomural that al but
completely covered the wadl opposite the windows. Blown up black-and-white
photographs had been put together on a special board to form a montage of a single
scene. It was some kind of a street, or a pedestrian promenade, with a waterfront in
the foreground and a row of unusual buildings in the rear. No people or vehicles
were to be seen. There was a scattering of trees in full summer leaf, and what
appeared to be flowerbeds among the walks. Centra among the buildings was a
skeletal tower, its top too high to be visble in the picture. In the background beyond
the buildings there was more water, some kind of lagoon perhaps, and beyond that
land again, with at least one more rank of exotic architecture. The buildings that were



clearly visble were a varied lot, and certainly not ordinary houses. The whole thing
reminded Norlund somewhat of a zoo—but there were no cages. A design for a
museum? The world of tomorrow? Wait a minute. ..

"Have a seat, Alan. Coffee?"

"Sure. Thanks." He pulled out one of the ordinary chairs that surrounded the
conference table, and seated himself so he could keep looking at the giant picture.
"Sugar and milk if you've got ‘em." He couldn't puzzle the picture out.

Norlund glanced around at the empty room at the couple of slent typewriters. "Is
your organization somewhat undermanned? Or aren't they back from lunch yet?!
Suddenly he was a skeptic again, feding an urge to needle, to demonstrate
independence. Any moment now, he thought, the fanatics are going to burst out of
concealment and start teaching me the true path to salvation.

Ginny had removed her raincoat and hung it in a smal closet. Now she was
busying herself around the coffee-maker. "We come and go. Youll meet some of
your co-workers later." She turned her head to Norlund briefly. "I expect you'll be
able to recognize one of them."

"Oh?" But it appeared that no details were going to be provided just now. "All
right, lady, you know how to keep me interested.” Norlund found his eyes kept
coming back to the huge picture. Something about it nagged him, as if the scene it
showed ought to have been familiar.

He gave up on it for the time being and looked around at the room again, a the
papers on asmdl nearby table. The top one looked like some kind of printout, with
columns of incomprehensible numbers. In through the windows came the gentedl
murmur of traffic from the suburban resdentid street, invisible behind the summer
screen of trees.

"Inconspicuous,” Norlund pronounced. "Though not redly secret. |Is that the note
you guys are griving for?"

"All organizations have certain secrets." Ginny came to set down a steaming
styrofoam cup on the big table near his hand. "We do have some we consider vitaly
important, but we try not to work at it unnecessarily."

Then, with her other hand, she placed another object on the table for his
Inspection. Somewhat smaller than a banana, it was vaguely the same shape, dark,
smooth, hard-looking, a near-cylinder with tapering ends and a light curve. On each
end there were a couple of smadl flanges with holes in them, evidently for mounting.
"These will be a part of the job you do for us—a large part. Go ahead, pick it up
and look it over."

Norlund first took a sip of his coffee, which was hot and good. Then he picked
up the so-far unnamed object. It was indeed hard and smooth, and moderately
heavy. Metad? No, he decided, some unusual ceramic.

He asked: "What isit?'
Ginny had perched sideways on the big table now, swinging one foot lightly and



sipping from her own styrofoam cup. The jeans and sweater showed her figure to
good advantage. "It's a kind of recording device. Think of what we're doing as
taking a kind of survey; your part of the job will be to distribute a number of objects,
twenty or so, Smilar to this one, according to a plan that you'll be given."

"A survey of what? What do they record?’

"Y ou don't have to worry about that."

"Huh. So I'll be driving around in that truck downstairs, distributing these?"
"Yes."

He shook his head. "Forget what | just said about you guys trying to be
Inconspicuous.”

"To distribute the devices properly, you're going to need help. Either you or your
partner will have to take certain readings on the truck's electronic equipment, while
the other person puts the devicesin place."

Norlund drank coffee again. "First I've heard about a partner.”

"Y ou're going to need one. It could be someone from here—it could, as a remote
possibility, even be me. More likdy it'll be some loca man that you hire when you
get where you're going.”

"Or woman, | suppose?"

Ginny's smile returned faintly. "Anyone you hire locally for this particular job will
amogt certainly be a man."

"Let me guess. Saudi Arabia?'

"Oh no." She turned, directing his attention to the huge photo on the wadl. "You're
going there, in among those buildings—you've been there before, actudly. Y ou used
to livein that city."

"Mystery, mystery. Is it dl right if | have another cup of this? You make good
coffee."

"Sure, help yourself. | don't want to be mysterious, redly, Alan. | want to get on
with the job. It's just that there's aright way and awrong way to explain things."

"Sounds like I'm being prepared for a shocker." He poured himsdf coffee, then
judicioudy measured in a little sugar. He'd go without cream this time. "Sounds
foreign. Not that 1'd necessarily mind. I've lived in a fair number of countries a one
time and another."

"To me it would be foreign. But | think you'l fit right in, Alan, with just a little
preparation before you go." A light tap sounded on one of the closed doors at the
far end of the room, and Ginny hopped briskly off the table. "Excuse me, be right
back." Opening the door, she put her head out and murmured something to whoever
was out there. Norlund couldn't make out any of the words.

Gazing a Ginny Butler's back, he thought momentarily of shifting his position to
where he might be able to see past her, discover who she was taking with. He



decided not. Let them play their games. Instead he went back to drinking coffee, and
studying the naggingly haf-familiar photomural, while in the background he was
aware of the tones of a mde voice that spoke to Ginny from just outside the door.
Agan Norlund was haunted by a sense of cognition; deep in his memory a search
was going on, some connection fdl just short of being made...

He heard the door close. In a moment Ginny was back a his side, gazing a him
as if she expected something of him.

He said: "Y ou were going to tel me what country thisisin."
She said decisively: "A far country indeed. But the city is Chicago."

He looked at her; he couldn't believe that she had suddenly started taking total
nonsense. But if it was logic that she was taking, it had to be the logic of a dream.
Norlund cleared his throat. "I ill don't get it. | live in Chicago now. Whereabouts
are these buildings in Chicago?"

Ginny moved to stand beside the picture. "They were put up on Northerly Island,
for the World's Fair in the early Thirties. Maybe you can remember going to it as a
boy. They cdled it A Century of Progress."

"Where they're talking about having the new fair in Ninety-two."
"That's right."

"Oh." He shook his head. "But those buildings aren't there now. On Northerly
Idand there's the Planetarium, and a beach, and asmall airfield. You said | was going
in among them—?"

"You are."

It was quiet in the room, except for the faint murmur of traffic from outside. "l
repedat, | ill don't get it. You mean they've been—reconstructed somewhere? Or
what?'

"No, | don't mean that." Ginny was standing now at the huge photo's right-hand
edge. Her hand reached down, pointing. "I said 'afar country’, remember, Alan? The
name of it is printed down here."

Her voice was encouraging, but still Norlund knew fear, or something very like it.
It was not an overpowering fegling, but it was deep. The woman who faced him was
not playing games; she was as deeply serious as anyone Norlund had ever seen. This
was no cultist's pitch—or, if it was, there was a frightening intensity behind it.

He leaned forward in his chair, trying to see what she was pointing to. There were
symbols on the photo at her fingertip. The lettering must have been very small to
start with, because even enlarged as it was now, Norlund had trouble reading the
dark shapes against the poorly contrasting background of foliage in the picture.

Norlund got up from his chair and moved closer. " 'A Century of Progress ", he
read aloud, and once more knew the fedling of recognition. " 'Chicago, Summer—" "

Ginny's fingernall, a youthful, red-polished instrument of fate, tapped inexorably
a the photo-board. "Here, Alan. Here. Y ou're going here."



And just a her fingertip were four more symbols. Norlund was never sure,
afterward, if he had read them aoud or not.

1933

There was traffic again on the road outside, a motorcycle blatting. Norlund had
raised his eyes to the face of Ginny Butler.

"Alan, | promised you an explanation of how we were able to help Sandy. She
was treated by medical techniques of the year two thousand and thirty. Exactly how
treatment was administered, I'm not free to say, but that's what she's getting. She's a
very fortunate little girl. Lucky for her that we wanted to recruit her grandpa.”

Norlund shook his head, feding stupid. He didn't know what he thought, and he
certainly couldn't find anything to say. He was dumping dightly now, leaning back
on the conference table for support. With a feding of rdief he gave up and let
himself sit down.

Ginny came closer, peering into his face. She nodded dightly, like a doctor
satisfied with the progress that a patient was making.

"Your heart'sin good shape," she murmured, half to hersdlf. "And we don't have
awhole lot of time locally. Alan, I'm going to prove to you that we can travel in time.
I'm going to bring in someone you'll remember."

Norlund felt a new clutch of unreasoning fear as Ginny turned toward the door
where the whispered conference had been conducted. "Come in!" she cdled in a
clear voice, and phantoms of the dead chased through his imagination...

The door opened. The figure that entered was not one of the phantoms, but a
young man of about nineteen. He moved tentatively, hestantly closer. He was
wearing ordinary modern jeans and a long-deeved sport shirt, and he kept staring at
Norlund with a strange expression.

Norlund found himself getting to his feet, the connections of dream or madness
finaly being made deep in his memory. That voice, when he'd heard it outside the
door... but...

The youth who had entered was no tadler than Norlund, and thin with the
springiness of youth. Hislight brown hair was just starting to grow out of a crewcut.
His right arm, Norlund saw with a shock like that of fear, ended in what was either an
odd glove or a very advanced type of atificid hand. The arm lay in a supporting
ding at elbow levd.

Norlund managed to take in dl these things while hardly taking his eyes from the
young man's face. He kept on staring at that face, and it was as if the last forty years
had gone by in some strange, distorted dream, gone by overnight...

The world had turned gray in front of Norlund, and then briefly disappeared. He
was aware of Ginny Butler guiding him, supporting him, helping him back to a chair.


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

Presently the world was steady again and he looked up. The young man was ill
there. He was standing even closer now and peering down at Norlund anxioudly.

"Al?" the young man asked. It was a familiar voice. Just a minute ago, from
outside the door, it had nagged a Norlund's subconscious with its familiarity. The
youth leaned a little closer. Norlund fet like an accident victim, with this face
looming over him with alook of pity and muffled terror. "Al? It's me. Andy."

"Andy." Norlund nodded. It wasn't that Andy had been hard to recognize. The
problem was that he couldn't help recognizing him. And that was a very great
problem indeed, requiring some adjustment. Andy Burns stood before him, solid
and three-dimensional, as red as he had been that day over Regensburg in nineteen
forty-three when Alan Norlund had tried to tighten the tourniquet on the stump of
Andy Burns' right arm, then had tightened up his chute harness for him, clamped his
left hand on the D-ring and then had put him out through the right waist gun opening
of the burning Fortress. And Andy was not only sill dive but not a day older than he
was that day forty years ago. Or not many days older; his hair had grown longer...

Norlund didn't know that he had finaly completely fainted. He knew only that he
was coming out of a faint, and that he was once more aone in the room with Ginny
Butler. He was lying slumped back in his chair, and his belt had been loosened, and
there was dampness on his face and in his hair as if someone had just sprinkled him
with water. The old man can't take it any longer, he thought with momentary shame.

Then that feding was swallowed up in wonder. He stirred under Ginny's touch on
his hair, and sat upright. "That was..."

She waited for him to complete the statement. When he didn't, she said: "You
know who it was. Y ou recognized him instantly."

"Where'd he go?'

"He was called away. You can tak to him again later." Ginny paused. "Like your
granddaughter, Andy's very lucky that we need you for a job. You're the man
reason that we went back and saved him, out of the air over Germany. It cost to do
that."

"Andy Burns." Norlund was gtting a little forward now, leaning his face in his
hands.

"I hope that, having seen him, you'll be ready to believe we can send you to the
Century of Progress.”

"I guess | have to." Norlund looked up. Andy Burns. Two proofs, Sandy and
Andy. It sounded like the title of a Thirties comic strip. "l put him out of the aircraft
mysalf, but | never saw his chute open..." His voice trailed off. "My war story," he
concluded.

"Y ou flew twenty missions as awaist gunner,” Ginny said. "I'm sure there's more
than one war story you could tell." For a moment she looked a Norlund almost
tenderly. The moment ended in a return to briskness. "However, there's another job
to be done now."



She led Norlund out of what he thought of as the planning room, down a rather
long halway to a smdl bedroom. There was an attached bath, making the quarters
look rather like aroom in a modern motel.

"Your medica checkup is next, Alan, so get undressed if you will. The doctor
will be dong inaminute.” The room's door closed behind her.

He followed orders in a daze, ill too much in shock for examining-room
embarrassment. Andy Burns...

The door opened again, without a knock. The white-coated man who entered was
in his seventies, if appearance could be relied upon after today, but erect and trim.
He wasted no time in introductions or other chitchat, but issued terse instructions
and began to administer a physical.

In addition to making tests, he took some of Norlund's body measurements, as if
he might be fitting him for a suit of clothes. He checked Norlund's teeth, which were
dill origind issue. Some of the instruments that were used in the exam looked
strange and unfamiliar to the patient, but that was nothing out of the ordinary these
days. When the examiner had finished, he brusquely told Norlund to get dressed,
advised him to get a harcut within the next few days, and departed as
uninformatively as he had entered.

Ginny returned not long after the dlent man's departure, knocking before she
entered.

"How'd | do?' Norlund asked.
"Fine. You're in good health."
"I thought | was. What was that about a haircut? He told me | ought to get one."

"Oh. Well, men's hairstyles are somewhat different in the Thirties, as I'm sure
you'll remember. Not that yoursis very long, but "

"Oh." And somehow the whole prospect suddenly became redl.

Ginny was holding open the door to the hal. "Let's get moving," she murmured
abstractedly. "We've got to speed things up."

She led him down again to the garage where the old truck waited. "Let's see how
you start the truck, Alan. Then put it in gear and ease it backward and forward a foot
or so. We can't open the garage doors just now, but don't worry about the carbon
monoxide. We're well ventilated.”

"If you say so." He climbed aboard the truck, while Ginny watched from the
center of the floor. "Shouldn't be much different from driving a modern stickshift,”
he told her out the window. "Except here you have a hand choke to fool with too.
And a hand brake, | see."

But he had no trouble getting things to work. All the machinery seemed to be in
excdlent condition, and memory came back as if the skills had been used only
yesterday. Every now and then Norlund paused for about two seconds, thinking to



himsdf: What in the hell have | got mysdlf into?

Ginny, watching him handle the truck, seemed reassured. "Good, | think we can
assume that the driving per se is not going to present a red problem.” And she
looked at her watch.

"Ginny?" It was the first time he had called her by name.
"Yes?
"How did you manage that? With Andy?"

"We haven't time to go into that now. Youll tak to Andy again before you go.
We went and got him, that's all.”

"And now there's no time."

Her manner softened briefly. "l redize it may sound crazy. But there are ways in
which we can manipulate time, and ways in which we can't, and right now we're in
something of a bloody hurry. I've got to start teaching you how to operate the
equipment in the rear of the truck."

A door in the inner wall of the garage opened, to admit the septuagenarian medic,
dill in his white coat. Ginny went to him and they spoke together in low voices.
Norlund shut off the truck engine and heard her call him Dr. Harbin. Norlund got out
of the truck, not knowing what else he was supposed to be doing.

The doctor approached. He looked into Norlund's eyes for a moment, nodded as
If satisfied, and said: "l want you to listen to these numbers. They'll come in three
groups. Ready?"

"Whatever."

Harbin then indeed pronounced three groups of numbers, sixteen digits in each
group. Norlund to his own amazement found himsaf effortlessly counting and
keeping track. When Norlund had heard dl three groups recited, Ginny approached
him with a small notebook and pencil in hand. He was expecting to be asked to play
the numbers back, but instead she interviewed him on his personal preferences in
clothing.

"You know what | was doing in nineteen forty-three and you don't know what
color shirts | like to wear?'

"That's not so crazy, if you think about it."

"It isn't?

"Just answer, please." And Ginny wrote down his answers, as if they mattered,
and hurried off.

Harbin confronted him again. "Repeat the second group of numbers for me,
please."

To Norlund's considerable surprise, he could ill do so, without even hesitating.
When he looked for the numbers they were there, stting in his mind as if projected
On a screen.



"Good. Fine. And now the first group, backwards?"'

Norlund could rattle those off just as readily. Ginny came hustling back from
somewhere while he was at it. "He's ready to learn,”" the doctor told her.

"Great," she regjoiced quietly. Efficient as usual, she aready had the truck door
open, gesturing Norlund in. "Step into the back of the vehicle, please, Alan, and st
in the seat there. Y ou've got to learn that equipment.”

He went in. The high body of the old vehicle gave Ginny room to stand behind
his swivel seat, lean over his shoulder and point things out. The proximity of her
young body was pleasant, yet somehow not distracting.

The first thing that became obvious to Norlund about the equipment was that the
ancient wires and tubes, even though the filaments were glowing, were no more than
window-dressing; modern gear must somehow lie concealed beneath. The modern
gear was evidently complex, but he learned how to operate it very quickly—too
quickly.

Feding actudly frightened, he interrupted the lesson once. "What've you done to
my brain? | can't forget anything if | try."

“Then don't try. It's nothing harmful, Alan, when it's used sparingly. We've just
given you something to speed up the learning process temporarily, make it more
efficient. Now, these dias here have a code setting, like a safe. They must be set
properly for any of the other gears to work."

As soon as the dias were at their proper settings, what had looked like a primitive
oscilloscope built into the console in front of Norlund cleared its round gray screen
and showed him a color-graphics display as sophisticated as anything he'd seen on
equipment of the Eighties.

Ginny started to explain to him how he was going to use it. After she'd made the
scope turn gray again, displaying one primitive green-line trace like an ancient A-scan
radar, Norlund interrupted the lesson to point at it. "They had scopes like this in
nineteen thirty-three?"'

"l see you weren't doing advanced electronic research in that year. Yes, they did.
Would you believe they had something ailmost like it in eighteen ninety-seven?’

Ginny went on showing him what he was expected to do with the equipment; the
way she talked about it, it didn't sound particularly hard. And maybe he didn't yet
believe wholeheartedly in the redity of dl that she was teling him, but he
remembered everything she said. He also lost track of how much time was passing.
When he began to get overpoweringly seepy, she camly sent him back to his room
to rest.

Lying on his bed, he tried to think. But too much had happened to him today; he
couldn't think straight about any part of it...

He awoke with the feding that he might have dept for haf an hour. The phone at



bedside was chiming musically. When Norlund answered, Ginny's voice invited him
to come downstairs for dinner.

It was 4ill daylight outside, and Norlund's wrist-watch indicated seven o'clock.
He washed up and put on a clean shirt, choosing one of severa that he now found
hanging in the room's closet. He didn't think they had been there when he came
upstairs, but he had been so degpy he hadn't even noticed what time it was. Ginny
had said that everything was going to be provided for him, and he decided to take
her a her word.

Had he been dreaming Andy Burns?

It was just a few minutes after seven when he located some stairs and went down
them. They brought him to the ground floor in sight of arather ordinary dining room,
with atable big enough for eight or ten. Only three places were set, and two of those
were occupied by Ginny and Dr. Harbin.

They both looked up as Norlund approached. Ginny asked: "How're you feding,
Alan?'

"Pretty good, after that siesta. | don't know what happened. | don't usually..."

"Common reaction,” said Harbin, clearing his throat as if it were rusty with
disuse, "after alearning session like the one you had. Sit down."

Norlund sat. A casualy dressed young man Norlund hadn't seen before appeared
in the capacity of waiter, outlined some limited choices in the way of food, and went
casually away.

Norlund looked at the doctor. "Are you the one who's treating Sandy?"

The man's expression did not change, nor did he answer, but went on chewing
methodicaly. Ginny said quickly: "That's not an answerable question right now. Do
you want to cal the hospital, Alan? Y ou may, of course."

"And then cdl again in the morning?'

"Yes, certainly. Use the phone in the next room there. Or the one in your room, if
you prefer.” As Norlund started to rise, her eyes held his. "Alan? Don't give any
hints. About this. It's getting more important hour by hour. It could wreck everything
right now."

"l won't."

He used the phone near the dining room, punching out the never-to-be-forgotten
hospital number. There was more than one way to learn something indelibly. Sandy's
oncologist was naturdly not at the hospital at this time of the evening, nor was Marge
on hand. But the nurse on the floor—one who, after the long struggle, Norlund
thought of as something of a friend reported that the patient was better today,
eating well and resting comfortably.

Norlund announced this when he got back to the dinner table. Ginny and the
doctor smiled to show that they were pleased; neither was in the least surprised.

The food, brought by the casual waiter, was okay: roast beef, mashed potatoes.



Pan home-cookin', folks. Norlund, retreating into his thoughts, tested himsdf
slently, determining that everything Ginny had taught him before he dept was ill
clear in his mind, as available as if he were reading it from a printed page. There
wasn't much talk at table, and none of it about anything more consequential than the
weather. Norlund had coffee again, and enjoyed it, though he was reasonably sure
that they had drugged his coffee earlier. If they wanted to drug him again they'd find
away, as long as he stayed here. And he was not about to jump up and run out. Not
as long as they kept their word on Sandy...

That was true, but it was aso rationdizing. Actualy, and it surprised him to redize
it, on some deep level he was starting to thoroughly enjoy al this.

But he was also tired, in spite of his nap. He turned to Ginny. "Have we got
anything else planned for tonight?*

"Not at dl. Wait aminute and I'll walk you upstairs. | want to get something in my
room."

When the two of them reached Norlund's room, Ginny said, "I think al your new
clothes have probably arrived by now," and walked in with him. She looked at the
garments hanging in the closet, and checked the dresser drawers, which Norlund
now saw were stocked with clothing too.

He took down the coat of the gray suit now hanging in the closet and tried it on.
The mirror mounted on the bathroom door showed him it was a good fit. Though
the suit was clean it didn't look new; it looked used as wdl as old-fashioned, a little
baggy at the elbows. Of course men's suits didn't age much in terms of style. On a
hunch Norlund reached for the hanging gray trousers and examined the fly. Sure
enough, buttons and not a zipper.

Ginny was at the door. "I'll let you get settled in."
"Okay. See you in the morning."

He was deepy again; it had been a day not easly matched in any lifetime. No need
to hypothesize more drugs to explain his tiredness, he thought.

His room had a smdl televison and a radio, but he didn't fed a need for noise. He
was down to his underwear, looking out into the night from a darkened room and
not seeing much, just about ready to turn down the bed and retire, when a light
tapping sounded at his door.

There sprang to mind the image of Ginny coming back, wearing something
filmy... It had been a day of miracles, why not? "Just a minute," he called quietly,
and pulled on his pants again. Then he switched on alight and opened the door.

Nineteen-year-old Andy Burns was standing there, dressed as he had been when
Norlund saw him in the afternoon, with the ding till supporting his atered right arm.

Andy said: "Al? It isyou, ain't it?'
"Yeah," sad Norlund, letting out a sigh. He had the feding that he was dreaming,



though he knew that he was wide awake. He stood back from the door. "Come in,"
he told the kid waiting outside.

Young Andy Burns entered, looking ill-at-ease. He peered around as if he
expected to find someone else. "Ah wanted t'talk t'you," he said. "Ah'm 4ill tryin' to
get it straight in m'mind. They've told me what happened and dl, how they caught
me right outta the air, and Ah gotta believe ‘'em... You mind if Ah smoke? Ah mean,
here, maybe you want one?"

"No." Norlund had quit decades ago, and declined the offered pack. "But you go
ahead. Here, sit down.”

"Thanks." Andy dug out matches and lit up, the flame making his face look, to
Norlund, quite incredibly young. Then he located an ashtray, and threw himsdf into
the one padded chair.

Norlund sat down on the edge of the bed.

Andy gave him alook in which nervousness, fear, and recognition were dl mixed.
"You'reredly..." He didn't know quite how to say it.

Norlund nodded. "Alan Norlund. Yes. Not the same one you remember, not by
forty years. But it's me."

Andy nodded, obviously rdlieved to have his reaction understood, his doubts
accepted.

"Andy, tdl me. For you, how long has it been since we—were in that plane
together?'

"Oh. T'me it was only three weeks ago. Three weeks today. Ginny Butler and
them caught me outta the air, Ah dunno exactly how. Ah don't remember that. | do
remember bein' in the Fort, and knowin' that Ah was hit, red bad. They say you put
me out the waist."

Norlund spoke dowly and softly. "I was afraid that if | waited any longer |
couldn't get you and mysdlf out, both. | thought any minute we'd blow up or go into
aspin. | figured the krauts took care of wounded prisoners, Americans and limeys
anyway, so... Asit turned out, we made it home. | had a shdl fragment in my leg,
too. Yeah, | put your hand on the D-ring and put you out."

Andy nodded solemnly. "And then," he said, exhding smoke, "Ah woke up in a
kind of hospita these people got. It ain't here, in Eighty-four. Ah think it's
somewhere in the future but they won't say where. Y ou been there?'

IINO."

"It's quite a place. All these hah walls like a prison but... Anyway they been
breakin' it dl to me gradualy these three weeks. About time travel and how Ah'm
never gonna be able to go home and dl. They fuckin' tel me that Ah... 'scuse me..."
Suddenly Andy looked flustered, almost as if he were home on leave and had
forgotten and used foul language in his mother's hearing.

Norlund told him: "You can swear if you want. We both of us used to swear a



lot." My God, he thought to himsdlf, did | look as young then, in Forty-three, as this
kid does? Of course | did, | must have. "I guess | kind of got out of the habit,” he
concluded, "when | was raisng a kid myself.”

"Ginny an' them have kinda started hinting that Ah oughta get outta the habit too.
That, and smokin' butts." Andy looked at his cigarette, then back at Norlund. Stll
marveling, he shook his head and blurted: "Y ou sure do sound like him." Confusion.
"Ah mean..."

"I am him," said Norlund. "Asfar as | know," he added in deference to the lately
re-demonstrated insanity of the world. "What're they going to do with you now?
They say you can't go home?"

"Too many problems, with timelines and dl, if they tried to send me. They tel me
Ah'l have me a choice of jobs, once Ah get through orientation. Ah'm in a different
kinda fix from you, see. You'll work a little while and then go home, that's how
they've told meit is. Ah dunno what kinda job Ah'll have, but it's better'n bein' dead.
Tel me, did Graham ever get outta the tail ?"

"Ah." It had been years, or maybe decades, since Norlund had thought about
Graham. "Yeah, that was after you got hit. He did come forward from the tall, |
remember, because both his guns back there were out. We were dl shot to hell.
Damned old Forts. They sure could take it."

The years were blowing away like clouds; for a moment everything was clear.
"Graham came forward and took your gun. Another FW made a pass a us... they
had everything up after us that day, one-oh-nines, one-nineties, everything. | was hit
in the leg mysdlf." The immediacy of it dl faded. "They sent me home, and | became
agunnery instructor."

"What about Graham?"

"Oh yeah. | think he flew two more missions after that, and his tour was up.
Never got a scratch, as far as | know. | lost track of him along time ago.”

Andy was once more looking a Norlund oddly—or perhaps he had never
stopped looking at him that way. "For medl that was just three weeks ago."

Norlund couldn't seem to find a good answer to that. Andy ground out his butt in
the ashtray and lit another. Norlund felt no desire at dl to smoke again. Finaly he
asked: "How's the arm?"

Andy brought it dowly out of the ding, moving it mostly under its own power.
Norlund could see that the fingers moved a little. "It's okay. It's pretty good, they
say itll be rea good soon. That's another thing if Ah did go home, Ah couldn't
keep it." Now Andy rotated the forearm gingerly and made the gloved fingers clench,
adow but natural movement. "Actudly it's pretty keen," he said without too much
conviction. "Ah cain't fed nothin' in it yet but Ah kin do things. Later it might even
be better'n mah own arm. Later they can fix th' skin so's it looks more red."

"That's good. That's great."
Andy was looking at Norlund intently. Asif repeating a lesson learned, Andy said:



"Arm's good and Ah'm glad t' be dive. Ah just ain't never gonna see any of mah
family again, that's dl."

Shortly after that, Andy broke off the conversation farly abruptly and took his
leave. It was not as if he were upset or even tired; more as if his mind was suddenly
busy el sewhere.

Norlund could sympathize. But he himsaf was yawning. Something was running
through his mind about Scrooge, confronted by the ghost of Christmas past. Trying
to redly think about anything had become hopeless...

In the morning, his first impression was that of having been awakened by some
kind of alarm. But whatever it was must have ceased its sgnd in the second before
he became fully conscious of it.

Now the room was quiet, and looked quite ordinary. Norlund lay ill for a while,
trying to fit the strange experiences of yesterday into some kind of pattern of redity
that could be trusted. During the night there had been strange dreams, but he could
no longer remember them.

Andy Burns. That had been no dream. And Ginny had said that he, Alan Norlund,
was the main reason they had gone back forty years and somehow plucked Andy to
safety out of the agrid inferno over Regensburg. It had cost them to do that, she
said, and Norlund could well bdieve it had. So it would seem that he, Alan Norlund,
truly was important.

But Ginny hadn't said why.

Norlund got up and went to the bathroom. He remembered Ginny tdling him how
he should dress today, and he followed her instructions. He picked out clothing they
had issued him, letting his own garments hang in the closet against his return. Sort of
like leaving the barracks to fly a mission, he thought. Though in this case the specid
clothing was not high-altitude stuff. Here instead he got cotton drawers, and a white
cotton undershirt with thin straps across the shoulders. The business shirt was white,
wrinkly cotton aso, lightly starched in collar and cuffs he'd forgotten how the
starch felt when you wore it. The pants of the gray suit with the used look were, as
he'd expected, just a trifle baggy in the knees. There was a matching vest, and a red
tie

Beside his own reading glasses on the dresser had appeared a different pair, in an
old clamshell case, and he put them on and dipped the case into his pocket. The
glasses worked beautifully. Also on the dresser was a smdl tray that he was sure
hadn't been there last night. The tray held the potentia contents of his Thirties
pockets and a wristwatch, leather-strapped and ticking. Norlund gave the winding
stem of the watch a few turns and put it on, leaving his own quartz mode in its
place.

Then there was a leather billfold, dightly worn. It was packed with what certainly



looked like rel US money, circa nineteen-thirty. Norlund counted two hundred and
twenty dollars in assorted bills, some crisp and new-looking, some old and worn.
None of them were dated after nineteen-thirty two. Thoughtfully Norlund rubbed the
money in his fingers before he replaced it in the billfold. The money bothered
him whether because it might be counterfeit or because it might not be, he wasn't
sure.

The billfold also held some business cards, with Norlund's own name on
them someonemust have been sure of his recruitment. The cards gave a Wheaton
address for the Radio Survey Corporation; he wasn't sure whether it was the address
of the building he was standing in. No zip code, of course, but the cards did bear a
phone number—he'd have to ask what that connected to. There was a New York
driver's license, looking new but old-fashioned, aso made out to Norlund and dated
nineteen thirty-three. He wondered why there was no Social Security card, and then
he recalled that in the year he was supposedly visiting, no one in the world had yet
seen one of those.

Something made of cloth was folded up on the dresser beside the tray. It was an
old-style money belt, the kind that you wrapped around your body under your
clothes. Snapping open the belt's pockets, Norlund discovered two thousand dollars
more. God, if the unimaginable redly happened, and he found himsdf living in the
depths of the Depression, he'd be able to buy himsdf a house and a smdl farm and
settle down...

When he'd gotten the belt on, and his clothing readjusted, he inspected the
modest handful of coins that the tray held. Holding up a quarter dollar, he saw that
the coin was of red dlver, its milled edges of the same brightness as the faces. The
quarter was dated nineteen thirty-two, and it was hardly worn a dl. Also mostly
unworn were the Liberty-head slver dimes, the buffalo nickels, the bright copper
whesat-wreathed pennies. There were no Indian cents in the assortment; to the best of
Norlund's recollection the early Thirties would be a little late for them to appear in
common circulation.

Dropping the coins into his left-hand pocket, Norlund absently ran a finger up his
fly, checking that dl the buttons were fastened. Old habits returned quickly. Now,
fully dressed except for the hat that <till waited on the dresser, he looked at his
reflection in the mirror. The old clothes made him look older in some way... not like
his father, no, he'd never looked much like him. But in another odd way he felt that
he was younger, returning to the days of youth. Buddies again with Andy Burns...
no, never again redly that. Suddenly he wondered what Ginny Butler redly thought
of him, of old man Norlund.

He tried on the fedora, which fit perfectly, and now the image in the mirror
reminded him somewhat of his own grandfather. And reminded him also of how as a
kid he'd always looked forward to being able to wear a grown-up hat.

A leather traveling-bag was in the closet. Norlund put it on the bed and packed it
with clothes from the closet and drawers—shirts, underwear, socks, a sweater, a
couple of pairs of pants. He found and packed a new old-fashioned shaving kit and



toothbrush. He reminded himsdf to get a haircut soon after arriva... God, but he
was taking this thing serioudy! He redly thought that he was going to—

Struck by a sudden idea, he got out his newly acquired driver's license and
looked at it again. The date of his birth was given as eighteen seventy-three, and, yes,
there was a place where he was supposed to sign. Getting out the fountain pen that
had been provided on the tray, he took care of that detail.

He was dl ready now, as far as he could tell. He stood for a moment looking at
the modern bedside phone, then picked it up and punched out the number of the
hospital. It was Sunday morning; he just might catch one of the first-team doctors
making rounds.

This time he got through directly to Sandy's room, and it was Marge who
answered. "Our girl is looking pretty fine this morning, Dad. Maybe that little setback
isdl inthe past." And Marge's tone was even happier than her words.

"Can | tdk to her?' And he did. Sandy sounded chipper, very good indeed. Then
he had Marge back on. "She sounds like she's getting well,” said Norlund to his
daughter. "Jeez, | hope so. Hey, | love you guys."

"Wdl then. Dad, | think you ought to hurry back to us. Where are you now? Y ou
didn't redly say."

Norlund cleared his throat. "1 hope I'll see you soon. Tomorrow I'll be back in
Chicago, | think. Maybe the day after that."

When he arrived downstairs in search of some breakfast he found the dining
room deserted. Finding his way into the kitchen, he discovered a pot of coffee on
the stove, but no other signs of activity. He poked around in cabinets, getting out a
few utensils and some instant oatmeal, and made himself a bow! of it. If they wanted
him they could find him, and he was a touch hungry; breakfast was usudly his
favorite med. He made two pieces of toast and then discovered he could eat only
one. Again he thought vaguely that today was like the morning of a combat mission.
Fear was present, but something else too, something to be savored. And where was
Andy Burns this morning? Already out on the ramp and loading ammo?

He finished eating and cleaned up after himsdf a little, as much as he fdt like
cleaning up. Then he picked up the traveling bag that he'd carried downstairs, and
headed in the direction of the garage housing the old truck. He'd thought he'd heard
avoice or two from that direction while he was in the kitchen.

The first thing he noticed on entering the garage was that the Dodge truck had
somehow been turned, so now it faced the overhead doors. It was Hill the only
vehicle in sight. A hunched, white-coated form that looked like that of Dr. Harbin
was doing something inside the cab while Ginny, in worker's coverals this morning,
stood outside talking to him.

She saw Norlund as soon as he entered, and came over to him. Her manner as
she looked him over was dl business. "You look okay," she decided.



Norlund asked, "What's been decided about my partner? Who do | get?’

"You'll hire someone there. Follow the rules we gave you yesterday in choosing
someone. None of our people here can be spared Andy with his artificid arm is
certanly not a candidate. Now let's run through some of the procedures on the
machinery again."

Norlund il hadn't forgotten anything from yesterday's lessons; he had no trouble
in playing back to Ginny his operating knowledge of the gear in the back of the
truck. As for the ultimate purpose of it dl, he hadn't been taught anything and he
didn't ask now.

Ginny was unfolding a paper. "Here's a map of the approximate route that you
should drive once you get there. | think you might be able to finish the job in one
day. Here are shown the approximate locations where the recording devices must
go. Of course, you have to use the equipment to decide on the exact best
positioning."

Presently Harbin came to take a turn at catechizing Norlund. From time to time
Harbin or Ginny would drop other tasks and go over to thewdl a the far side of the
garage, where there was a phone. Whatever they learned in their brief phone
conversations didn't do their morale any good, for Norlund could see strain growing
progressively in their faces.

Then Harbin, returning from one of these conversations, had suddenly acquired a
gunbelt strapped round his waist, over his long white lab coat. The doctor slently
handed a smilar belt to Ginny, who accepted it without comment and camly put it
on. Norlund thought that the weapons in the holsters looked something like Isradli
machine pistols that he'd seen on televison or somewhere; not that he was an expert
on any kind of modern firearms.

He waited for a moment, but when it was clear that they weren't going to volunteer
any explanation of the weapons, he commented: "Doesn't look good, hey?'

Ginny looked up from a checklist that she was going over. "Doesn't fed too
good, either, Alan. But you know | never promised you that this job was going to be
perfectly safe.”

"I never redly suspected that it would be dl that safe. And | know exactly what
you promised me and what you didn't."

She was about to answer, but Harbin—on the phone again was gesturing
violently, calling her into conference.

In a few moments she was back. In a voice more tightly controlled than ever she
ordered: "Here, Alan, take these pills" Her smdlish hand held out two yelow
capsules in front of him, and then produced from somewhere a styrofoam cup of
water. "For launching we want you at peak alertness.”

"Instead of at peak learning ability."
"What was that?"



"l said" heswallowed pills and water "I have to be not quite so impressionable
now. Or when | get there. Someone might tel me to do the wrong thing. Not so
damn suggestible.”

And Ginny surprised him by being briefly delighted, asif she were rooting for him
personally. "You're right. Oh, beautiful, Alan, you're with us, | know it for sure now.
Thisis going to work."

And Norlund, even knowing that he judged from an abyss of ignorance, fet
pleased that he thought so too.

He was up in the driver's seat of the big old Dodge, fumbling briefly for a seatbelt
that of course did not exist, when some kind of almost slent hdl began to break
loose just outside the doors of the farthest bay of the garage. And dl a once those
doors were rolling up by themselves, moving to the accompaniment of Slow
warbling sound effects. The light that came in from outside was not a normal light; it
was mottled, and though at moments it might have been acceptable as normal, it
changed swiftly. It did not look like ordinary daylight, or moonlight, or even any kind
of atificid lighting that Norlund had ever seen before.

The doors were not yet fully open when the odd sounds stopped, and to
Norlund's astonishment a large old-fashioned black sedan, a car that Cagney or
George Raft might have driven through a gangster movie, came rolling in under them.
Ginny and Dr. Harbin, looking as much surprised as Norlund felt, jumped back out
of the car's way.

The old-fashioned sedan entered the garage bouncing on stiff springs, as if it had
had to negotiate some kind of large hump just outside the doors. From where
Norlund was dtting in the Dodge it was impossible to see outside through those
doors, but now the entering light was going mad, putting on a syncopated disco
show. And the ingtant that the sedan was fully inside, the doors came rolling down,
this time with the damming speed of a guillotine.

Men were adready piling out of the black sedan. Not Raft or Cagney, but these
characters clothes would have fitted them: dl three of them were wearing dark
topcoats, dong with other winter garments, and two of them were carrying the third.
On second glance Norlund was sure that he saw snow melting on the black car's
roof, while mist formed on its windows as they warmed.

The first man out of the car was a beefy character about thirty years old. Before
he was completely out he was shouting excitedly at Ginny and Harbin: "When do we
transship? He's got two creases on im!™"

Harbin raised an authoritative voice "We're in the middie of alaunching here "

The two new arrivals who could stand stood holding their helpless comrade who
might have been dead for dl that Norlund could tell. They responded to Harbin in
what quickly became a shouting match.

" attack'sgoing to diffuse this far—"



" pack-year has precessed out of range—" At least that was one set of words
that Norlund's ears seemed to be recording.

" transshipmentclockwise is not an option "

Abruptly Harbin turned back to Norlund. Leaning in through the truck's open
window, the white-coated man spoke with superbly controlled haste. "We're going
to have to launch you immediately. Roll up your window till you get clear of the
garage. When you drive out, you'll be in nineteen thirty-three. We're dl depending on
you to complete this mission properly; if we should lose this "

A klaxon interrupted, deafeningly loud. It had to be some kind of aarm. The
doctor backed away from the truck, motioning for Norlund to raise his window and
get moving. Norlund, cranking up the glass with his left hand, noted that the window
on the other side of the cab was closed already, and reached with his right for the
gearshift. The shooting had started. Well, he'd never believed that this goddamned
survey they were sending him on was as smple as it sounded. This was war. Well,
he'd survived war before...

The doctor was ill yeling fina words toward him, but the words were lost and
Harbin's tense figure obscured behind a red tranducent wal that was condensing like
moisture out of the air in the garage. The red wal was hot; Norlund could fed its
radiance on the left side of his face before he got his window up, the heat coming
and going in waves like the light that had come from beyond the doors. Now
Norlund had closed his window and a lid of the same tranducent red had clamped
down across the truck's flat windshield. That, as Norlund remembered perfectly
from yesterday's briefing, was the sgnd for him to start his engine. The
four-cylinder plant under the hood turned over, coughed once, and settled into a
vibrant purr that had the fed of dependable power.

Now, put it in gear. Now, foot ready on the clutch...

The red lid on the windshield was darkening toward purple, growing more
opague. Through it Norlund saw that the garage doors directly ahead of him were
garting to open. They rose reveding brilliance. Norlund eased in the clutch and
drove dowly forward. Then for a moment he was amost blinded, as they had
warned him he might be, by the shifting light of a rainbow that surrounded his
vehicle, making it impossible for him to see anything else. The world was slent but
for the sound of the truck's engine.

Then he was driving into bright but perfectly naturad summer sunshine. Exterior
sound came back. He could hear the crunch of his tires on a cinder drive, and the
lazy drone of a cicadain one of thetal trees nearby.

Increased warmth engulfed the truck, the sun shining down on it from high in a
clear sky. The truck was rolling dowly adong a cinder drive, which just a few yards
ahead entered a country road, hardly more than a single lane of hard-packed clay and
gravel.

Norlund glanced behind him. He had just driven out of a garage attached to an
isolated farmhouse. It was a narrow garage, big enough for only one car, and its



sangle set of doors were aready closed.

He looked to right, to left, and forward. In every direction weedy meadows and
shabby cornfields stretched into the distance.

1933

Norlund fought back his first impulse, born of shock, to dam on the brakes. True
to his brief training he kept on driving, and turned left out of the driveway. At thirty
miles an hour he followed the otherwise deserted narrow country road, in what was
supposed to be an easterly direction. Glancing back once again, wildly, he saw the
old farmhouse receding behind him, looking abandoned, altered, shrunken.

Now oncoming traffic appeared on the narrow road, in the form of an old Ford,
and Norlund automaticaly steered past it. When the dust raised by the Ford had
settled, the road ahead was empty again. Norlund drove through a deserted
crossroads that displayed road signs of forgotten types. A little farther on, another
intersection was also empty of buildings, but marked the beginning of paved streets.
Now there were narrow, weed-rimmed sidewalks bordering empty fields doubtless
some housing development had been started here during the prosperous Twenties
and abandoned when things fdl apart. Another quarter of a mile and Norlund drove
past afilling station with antique pumps, advertising twelve-cent gas.

It was about at that point that the shock of it dl overtook him. It hit him so hard
that he gave up and pulled off onto the shoulder of the road. He just sat there. His
hands were shaking, and he put his head down on them as they gripped the steering
whedl.

It wasn't so much the shaking hands that had forced him to stop, though that was
bad enough. It fdt as if his mind were shaking too, in danger of giving up on the
effort to keep track of swiftly dtering redity. Reality was what could kill you, and he
feared that if he went on driving he ran arisk of careening head-on into a truck, like
that big square-nosed whatever-it-was approaching now. A sanely fearful part of
Norlund's mind knew that he had no seat belt, and wasn't even sure that the big flat
windshidd in front of him was safety glass. But the demonstrated mushiness of
redity had evoked another component of his mind, and with it he felt no more
apprehension about crashing into the truck than if he had been watching a movie or
playing some damn video game.

Jesus. Jesus Christ. He didn't know if he was praying or swearing, but he did
know that he had to rest for just a minute. He clenched his eyes shut against his
knuckles. He had to think.

| think you'll fit right in when you get there. With just a minimum of
preparation before you go.

Sounds foreign to me.
To me it would be.
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But to him, to Alan Norlund, it wasn't foreign at dl. He clung to the thought that
he had lived in this strange country as a child, that he was—or ought to
be—acquainted with its natives. This fact of his origin was, he supposed, one of
those important qualifications that Ginny Butler had been so sure he had.

The truck naturaly had no ar conditioner, and it was growing hot inside. Norlund
moved mechanically to crank down both side windows. After that he fet a little
better, alittle more in control. He looked around.

Everything around him was ill nineteen thirty-three. And, somewhat to his own
surprise, he found himsdf aready beginning to cope with and accept that fact. The
sudden fancy came to him that the half-century he had lived through following this
year had been one vast dream... but judging from the appearance of his hands, il
locked on the steering whedl, it was a dream that had aged him pretty severely.

Norlund drew a deep breath. He was 4ill a long way from cam, but ready to
drive again. This time he didn't even fumble for the non-existent seatbelt. Did he
need to consult his map? No, not yet, he decided. It had been fixed quite firmly in
his memory.

Haf amile or so ahead of where he had pulled over, he could see some buildings
clustered among trees. It looked like, and probably was, the tal end of some
suburban residentia street. He was heading east, toward the city, and the countryside
would soon come to an end.

Norlund got the truck going again, proceeding with what seemed to him more or
less normal care. Here was another gas station. But he had ailmost a full tank.

He had been warned that one of the first things he must do upon arriva was to
check the date, make sure that he'd reached the target day or was at least within the
window extending a few days on either side. A newspaper was the recommended
way. He was coming in among the houses now. Here the streets were decorated with
someone's collection of old cars, many of the specimens not very well kept up. The
houses were a little strange also that one, good God, had an outhouse behind it.
There were no television antennas to be seen. Paint tended to be peding and fading.
Stll, not counting the outhouse and the old cars, Norlund might have accepted this
scene as current if he had run into it in nineteen eighty-four.

At the firgt stop sign he came to, he turned left onto a larger street, not forgetting
to hand-signa for the turn. Now, a couple of blocks ahead, there appeared a block
of stores, a modest business district; Norlund saw it first framed through a gothic
cathedral arch of em trees, and somewhere in one of the trees a mourning dove was
moaning a soft lament.

At the block of stores the street was wider, painted into diagona parking spaces
adong each curb. Norlund pulled into an empty space there were a lot to choose
from, and no parking meters. Sowly he disengaged his fingers from the wheel his
hands were cramped from the way he had been gripping it. He turned off the
ignition.,

No one in nineteen thirty-three appeared to be taking any notice of his arrival.



On the side of the street that he was facing from his driver's seat, two of the
stores were empty, and their for rent signs appeared to have been up for a
considerable time. The next thing that caught Norlund's eye was the smal movie
theater halfway down the block from where he'd parked. The theater was open this
summer afternoon, and there were black |etters on the white marquee:

SHE DONE HIM WRONG
MAE WEST

Turning to the other side of the street, Norlund spotted a smadl newspaper and
meagazine stand opposite the theater—and, sure enough, next to the newsstand was a
barber's painted pole.

He got out of the truck, setting foot in territory that, he kept telling himsdf, ought
to be basicaly familiar to him. He crossed the street and entered the barber shop,
interrupting a conversation between two old cronies. One of them, in a white
coat Norlund kept trying to see the ederly man as Dr. Harbin came to help
Norlund off with his jacket.

"Yessir. What'll it be?"’
"Trim it dl the way around.”

He heard talk about baseball. The Cubs were in second place. He saw brass
spittoons, and lazy flies. The calendar on the wall, as it should, said July of nineteen
thirty-three. He checked the time on the mgesticaly ticking wall clock, and reminded
himsdlf to reset his wristwatch later.

He also looked over the list of prices posted on the wall. And presently, trimmed,
brushed, and redolent of bay rum, he gave the barber a quarter and told him to keep
the change.

From the barber shop Norlund stepped next door to the newsstand and picked
up a paper off a pile, meanwhile handing another quarter to the old man tending the
stand. The old fingers trembled back his change, two slver dimes, two pennies.
Norlund, struck by a sudden thought, delayed, staring impolitely at those fingers and
their owner. He couldn't help himsalf. The man he was looking at had perhaps been
born in eighteen sixty. As a child he might well have seen

Lincoln, and his father had as likdy as not fought in the Civil War...

Norlund got hold of himsdf, and made himsdf wak away, giving his attention to
the paper he had just purchased. Yes, right on the money, Saturday, July 22,
nineteen thirty-three.

WORLD FLYER ON HOMEWARD LAP
Wiley Post Hops off for Edmonton



STAGE SET FOR ROOSEVELT SON
TO WED TODAY

He'd read more of it later. He returned to his truck and got into the rear seat,
taking off his coat and loosening histie. It was time to get some of the electronics up
and running on battery power. With the equipment running, he calibrated it according
to instructions, and took some preliminary readings. Curiosity about what he was
redly doing began to nag him. The readings he took were recorded somewhere, he
was sure, perhaps also transmitted somewhere. They hadn't told him anything about
that, or even explained to him exactly what it was that the machinery was supposed
to be recording. Well, as long as he got paid...

The preiminary session completed, Norlund turned the electronics off and went
back to the driver's seat. There he got out his map and spread it on his knees. The
areas where he was to ingal recording units were not marked on this map, or
anywhere but in his newly strengthened memory. But having the map in front of him
helped Norlund to visudize the pattern that those areas made. They formed two
lines, with ten units in each, each line several miles long and not quite straight. The
fines converged upon a point of intersection on the Lake Michigan shoreline, right
next to downtown Chicago. Ginny Butler in her teaching had never mentioned the
existence of any such convergence point. Nor was it marked on the map. But it
obvioudly had to be right on the peninsula called Northerly Island, that had been built
out into the lake by landfill as a site for the Century of Progress—the site shown in
the photographic blowup that Ginny had on the wal of her conference room fifty
years in the future.

It was a job, and the thing to do was get on with it and finish it. Looking up and
down the quiet em-arched street, Norlund could see no roaring black sedans, no
men staggering with the burden of wounded comrades. Well, most of war was
aways dull. If Ginny hadn't issued him a gun she must have figured that he wasn't
likely to need one. He was an important man—at least until he finished his job for
her.

His next step was to pick out someone suitable and hire him as temporary helper.
The choice could not be very long delayed. Fanning himsalf with his hat, Norlund
again looked up and down the street, but saw no one at the moment who looked like
alikdy prospect. But after dl this was nineteen thirty-three. He didn't think for a
moment that he'd have a hard time finding someone to take a job.

Jerry Rosen, trudging eastward through the weeds lining the highway dab, thought
he could fed at least two blisters starting to develop, one on his right foot, one on
his left. He was heading back for the big city, dowly making his way home. With
every step, another drop of sweat trickled down from under his cap. What a day for
hiking. Still, he kept trying not to think about the heat and the blisters. It was Jerry's
firm conviction that if your willpower was great enough you could do anything. Wdll,



amost anything. Maybe anything at al except find a job. Each time he heard another
eastbound car approaching, overtaking him from behind, Jerry paused, smiled and
turned, sticking out his thumb. So far he was striking out every time. Each car's
passage hit him with a blast of hot air, momentarily cooling, as he faced east again
and prepared to trudge some more. If no one gave him a ride, eventudly he would
wak dl the way to the western edge of Chicago, where the streetcar lines started,
and there he would spend seven cents and be able to ride most of the rest of the way
home. Maybe he'd spend a whole dime and get a transfer. Hell, he knew he would, if
he had to walk that far.

What a goddamned waste of a day, not to mention the carfare coming and going.
Not that Jerry redly had anything better to do with his days than waste them, and it
had got him out of the house, at least. Maybe Judy and her mother could st there in
the heat ligtening to the baby crying, and the radio, al the goddam day when they
weren't doing housework, but he couldn't. And then in the evening when Judy's dad
came home from the factory...

Jerry could and did fed guilty about wanting to get out and away from his own
wife and kid, sometimes telling them he'd been looking for work when he'd just been
going through the motions, or just Stting somewhere doing nothing. But what else
could aguy do? And today he redly had been looking. He'd packed a sandwich, and
had eaten it for lunch in an opportunely discovered suburban park, washing it down
with water from a drinking fountain there. He could tdl old man Monahan that he'd
redly tried hard today, and look him right in the eye when he said it. And old Mike
would believe him; he nearly aways did. He pretty wdl had to. Everyone knew that
there were no jobs.

If Jerry couldn't redly believe in the possibility of finding work any more, after a
year and a haf of trying, well, he couldn't redly stop bdieving in it either. Some
guys, like Judy's dad, were working. If one out of four workers were unemployed,
like they said, well, that meant that there were till jobs for three of four. And once in
awhile one of those jobs just had to open up.

Even this morning Jerry had felt red hope when afriend had suggested to him that
chances in the suburbs might be a little better than in the city. His friend had been
able to get a couple of days work landscaping, that kind of thing, at a cemetery out
in Westchester. It was certainly worth atry, Jerry had thought this morning, and even
worth the investment of a couple of dimes in carfare. Even if things in the suburbs
redly weren't any better they sure as hell couldn't be any worse, and at least they
ought to be somehow different.

Another car was approaching him from behind, this one not coming very fast.
No, judging from the sound of it, a smdl truck. Jerry turned, with automaticaly
extended thumb and created smile. Clipping along toward him was a black panel
truck, what looked to Jerry like about a'27 Dodge. The truck started to slow down.
The sign painted on the side was poorly contrasting and hard to read, but Jerry made
out RADIO SURVEY CORPORATION.

Gratefully he grabbed at the sun-hot doorhandle as soon as the truck stopped. He



yanked the door open and climbed aboard. The truck pulled back onto the narrow
highway, a cooling breeze generated through its open windows as soon as it got
moving.

"Thanks," said Jerry.

The gray-haired driver nodded. He was compactly built and sort of
intense-looking, one of those lively little old geezer types. The coat of his gray suit
was draped over the back of his seat, and his tie was loosened as you'd expect on a
day like this. Obviously a businessman of some kind; he was too wel dressed to be
smply making deliveries.

"Welcome," the driver replied, not wasting words. And that was dl the old guy
had to say for alittle while, though he kept shooting glances over a Jerry every few
seconds as he drove. Jerry soon got the feding that he was being sized up with a
more than casua interest, for what purpose he couldn't tell.

"How far you going?' the driver asked him at last.

"All the way into the city. If you're going that far." And meanwhile Jerry's
attention had been captured by dl the equipment that was racked in the body of the
truck. "Radio survey, huh? | bet your tubes jar loose alot.”

"Not so often as you might think. We use special locking sockets in arig like this.
Know anything about radio?"’

"Not much. Hell, redly nothing, | guess. My wifée's folks have one. 1'd like to have
one mysdlf."

"What d'you do for aliving? My name's Alan Norlund, by the way."

"Jarry Rosen." They shook hands, Norlund sparing one hand from the whed for
aquick grip. Jary went on. "What do | do—I look for work. Today | been out
around here, looking a golf courses, cemeteries, any place | could think of that
might have work. Until my feet started giving out. A guy told me there might be jobs
out thisway, but... it's the same as in the city. Not even any cooler. Farther from the
lake, | guess.”

Jerry leaned back in the high truck seat and closed his eyes.

"You live with your wife's folks, do you? | guess it saves a little bit financidly if
you can do that."

Jerry opened his eyes. He watched the dien suburban treetops pass between him
and the sky, making the sun blink. "It don't help. There's just nothing else we can do.
And now we got akid. And... | dunno. My wifée's family's Irish." He glanced toward
Norlund. "Not that | got anything against the Irish. Or anyone else. It's just..."

"And you're Jewish? Rosen, you said?’

"My family is." Jerry's tone added: If it's any of your business. "I don't work at
being anything."

The old man drove on for alittle while in silence. He appeared to be thinking.
Then he asked: "Got a driver's license?"



Jerry looked over a him, blinking. "Yeah. | used to drive a ddivery truck
sometimes. Why?"'

"Want a job?"

Jerry's eyes popped wide open, even before, it seemed to him, his brain had had
time to fully understand the words. In a moment he had completely forgotten his
sweaty hike, his blistered feet. During the couple of seconds before he could answer,
the old man glanced his way again, continuing the process of sizing him up.

"You're not kiddin', are you mister?"

"Hdl no, | wouldn't kid about athing like a job. It starts right now. Thing is, my
regular partner's not available. | got to tel you it would be just temporary, for no
more than a day or two."

"Hdl yes, I'll take a job. What do | have to do?' Even as Jerry spoke an idea
struck him, and he glanced back at the racks of radio equipment. Something about
the way the setup looked suggested fake to him. Maybe just because there was so
damn much of the radio stuff. He lowered his voice dightly. "I dready done a little
bootlegging in my time. It wouldn't bother me at al."

"No." The old man calmly shook his head. "Nothing like that. This is completely
legit, just like it says on the side of the truck. We're taking a survey. Measuring how
strong the broadcast sgnd is from certain radio stations, at different points on the
map. That helps the companies judge how many people are listening to 'em, that kind
of thing. I'll pay you adollar an hour."

For afew seconds Jerry's breathing was reverently suspended. Then: "What do |
have to do?" he repeated.

“I'l' show you. It's not that hard. We're mounting little gadgets, call 'em radio
markers, in certain places. Little units | got in abin back there. You'l climb up awal
or tree or something and attach 'em, while | take readings on this equipment in the
back of the truck, and tdl you exactly where they have to go. | suppose you can use
ahammer and a screwdriver?"

"Yeah. Sure."

"That's about dl it takes. | got dl the tools and fasteners well need. Our firgt
instalation ought to be about a mile up this road.” The old man briefly concentrated
on his driving, meanwhile humming under his breath some tune that Jarry didn't
recognize.

Then he looked across at Jerry again, more sharply this time. "Oh, and one more
thing. | expect you to keep quiet about what we're doing. | mean, you can tell your
family you got ajob. But don't tel anyone any details, not even your wife. There's a
lot of competition, you know. Other companies would give a lot to know about
sgnd strength and so on. | mean the methods of how we measure it."

"Jeez, yeah, | will. | can keep quiet about anything."
"Good. Why don't you just reach back there and well see what we can get on the



radio now? See that first brown knob? Then the second one over is the tuner."

Jerry twiddled knobs. A speaker right over his head came to life. First he got
some dame singing, with piano music in the background. It was right at the end of
the song, and now some man's voice came on teling everyone how hedthy ther
skins would be if they used this soap. Jerry estimated Norlund's expression, and
turned the dia for another station. This one had two women's voices, engaged in a
fake-sounding argument with stagy pauses, over whether someone's long-lost
daughter was ever going to come home.

"My wife likes this one," said Jerry. "She's probably listening to it now... Jeez,
I'm on the payroll now?"'

Norlund consulted his wristwatch. "It's just about two o'clock. Starting at two,
okay?'

"Jeez, yes," said Jarry. And he made a mental note to himsdf to make sure that
this nice-sounding old guy actudly paid him for this first half-day's work when
quitting time came around.

Presently Norlund pulled over to the curb. Now he let Jarry take over the driving.
Jerry eased the truck ahead, block by block, going dowly a Norlund's direction,
while Norlund sat in the chair in the rear of the truck and twiddled dials and read
things off and called out orders. Jerry couldn't redly see what Norlund was doing
back there, but then he wouldn't have been able to understand it anyway. He wished
for the millionth time that he had a rea education of some kind. But he didn't have
one, and that fact wasn't about to change. Not having much school just meant that
you had to be that much smarter than you'd have to be otherwise, use willpower and
determination, and look out for yourself every minute.

"Now take it across the street, Jarry. Stop by that vacant lot on the corner. That
should be about it."

"Okay, Boss."

They were ill wdl out in the suburbs, but the houses were gradually getting
closer together and the streets busier. The empty lot beside which Jerry stopped the
truck was crisscrossed by paths worn in the grass and weeds, and littered with a
moderate amount of junk. In the middle a few trees were growing, and in the largest
tree some kids had once put up a treehouse. It was now collapsed likea lot of
other housing plans, thought Jerry.

The old man was swesating when he emerged from the hot back of the truck to
squint in the sunlight toward the lot. "Tell you what, Jerry, put it right up in one of
those trees. Here, I'll help you get the ladder out."

The ladder did out from a long storage compartment in the back of the truck
under the electrical stuff, and then unfolded. Like the other tools Norlund now
brought out, it appeared almost new. Norlund brought out some dull gray coverals,
too, with the company name on them as it was on the truck, in letters that didn't
stand out very well.



Jerry found a pair of coverals of the right size and pulled them on, meanwhile
pondering to himsdf: Why have a name showing at al, and then tdl me to keep it a
secret? Something was not quite kosher here. Maybe his first suspicion about
bootlegging was right. Maybe the racketeers now needed fancy radio
communications systems to keep ahead of highjackers and the Feds. Wdll, that was
dl right with Jerry; everybody, or amost everybody, had something to do with
boot-legging, and right now a job was a job. Just make sure, Rosen, he cautioned
himsdf sternly, that you get out of sight before the highjackers show up and the
shooting starts. Not that he thought that was redly likdly.

Presently Jerry was standing atop the ladder, his head among tree branches, a
modest assortment of tools and fasteners stuffed into his coverall pockets. Norlund
had gotten back into the truck. He stuck his head out every few seconds to cal
directions to Jerry, saying move it right or |eft a little, or up or down. If any of the
neighbors were a dl curious about what was going on, none of them bothered to
come out and ask—anyway, Jerry thought, the whole thing looked pretty official.

"That's it right there! Take some screws and put it in tight now. Do a solid job of
it." Norlund got out of the truck again and came to stand right beside the ladder,
supervising this first effort closely. Jerry, as soon as he had the little banana-shaped
thing fastened to the treetrunk, took a grip on the device and wobbled his whole
weight back and forth on it, demonstrating solidity.

Even so, Norlund had to climb the ladder and take a close-up look himself before
he was completely satisfied. That was dl right with Jerry, who had done a good job;
he dways liked to do ajob wdll, if he was going to do it at dl.

Norlund had to stand on tiptoe atop the ladder, to get a good look at what the
tdler Jarry had been doing. "Good," the old guy said at last, and came down briskly.
"Wdl, on we go. Only nineteen more to put in." And he looked at his watch.

Jerry was pleased, too. Nineteen more would mean that the job was certainly
good for one more day at least; obvioudy Norlund was concerned that it be done
right, and there'd evidently be alot of driving in between.

They loaded ther tools back into the truck, and Jerry drove on, a Norlund's
direction. They were entering a different suburb now.

"We're probably not gonna get lucky with too many more empty lots,” Norlund
mused aloud, studying his map as Jerry drove. "Wdll, well figure out something."
He looked up. "Seen the Fair yet?"

"Hah, you kiddin? Who can spare hdf a buck for a ticket, just to get on the
grounds? | wouldn't mind gettin' a look at Saly Rand. But | hear they charge extra
for that."

"Wadl, | can't promise you Sdly Rand. But it looks like well be going on the
fairgrounds at least, toward the end of this job."

"Great. Hey, Mr. Norlund? Would you mind if | stopped someplace and phoned
home? Just to tell ‘'em I'm working. I'll keep dl the details quiet like you told me. But
otherwise they're gonna start to wonder what's happened to me."



"Sure. Stop somewhere when you see a phone.” And Norlund, staring a his map
again, was wondering privately if getting onto the fairgrounds, where the last units
had to go, and working there, was going to pose a problem. He'd have to bring the
truck with its equipment on too, to determine the exact placing of those last units.
There'd have to be a service gate of some kind, and he could probably bluff his way
through that. He'd hand out a few bucks if necessary to smooth the way.

"There's a phone booth right over there, Mr. Norlund."
"Okay, stop. Make your cal. Just don't take dl day."

The youngster pulled the truck over. He hesitated, then fished in his shirt pocket
and pulled out a metal matchbox that proved to hold not only matches but a couple
of cigarettes. He made a gesture of offering one to Norlund, and when that was
refused quickly lit up himself.

Looking after Jerry as the wiry kid went trotting off to the phone booth, Norlund
found himself reflecting on youth and its eternd difficulties. Jarry was a strong kid,
with a head of wiry, aimost-blond hair. After people had learned his name, he
probably often heard from them that he didn't look Jewish. A tough young guy,
thought Norlund; wdl, Jerry was headed into years when toughness was certainly
going to be an asset. Of course, if you thought about it, that was the predominant
kind of year in human history.

This kid Jerry must have been born in nineteen ten or thereabouts, and was
therefore chronologically ifthat was the right word somewhat older than Norlund
himsdf. And on the tail of that thought came another one, that brought with it a fresh
sense of logica vertigo: There might be, in fact there probably was, a septuagenarian
Jerry Rosen dive somewhere in that distant land of nineteen eighty-four—an aged
Jerry Rosen who probably reminisced from time to time about his weird experiences
during the Great Depression.

Just as there was now a ten-year-old Alan Norlund only afew miles away ...

Norlund didn't even want to think about seeing that kid or his young parents.
There was only so much that the psyche could take a one time.

The Time Machine, thought Norlund wryly. H. G. Wells. When Norlund was
younger he had read a fair amount of science fiction.

Here was Jerry, gill moving at atrot in the baggy coveralls, coming back from the
phone booth before Norlund had redly expected him.

"Hey, Mr. Norlund? I'm supposed t' bring you home for dinner. If you can come,
that is. They said if it was at dl possible.”

Norlund was on the verge of making some easy excuse. But then he thought, why
not? He'd have to eat dinner somewhere, and there" was nothing in his orders against
fraternizing with the natives. And anyway, he fdt a need for human society, to fix
him in this version of redlity.

"Okay," he said. "Sure. If it's no trouble with the women folks."



"No trouble. They're the ones who told me. Whenever we get there is fine."

Jerry got behind the whed again. They drove on, soon nearing the place where the
second unit would have to be instaled. The instrumentation in the back of the truck
indicated to Norlund that the ideal place for this device was right in the middle of a
large suburban house. Wdll, forget that ided place. One part of Norlund's job was to
overrule the machinery in a case like this, and force it to come up with a suitable
compromise.

Coaxing the instruments as he'd been taught to do, Norlund got them to admit as
an acceptable aternative the mounting of this unit in a large tree overhanging the
sdewalk directly in front of the house. Once again Jerry climbed the ladder and went
to work. If people saw him, maybe they thought that he was trimming trees.

On to the third site. Here the perfect location would have been in someone's back
yard, and here Norlund directed Jerry to mount a telephone pole in the adjoining

dley.
Norlund was working back and forth between the converging lines in the planned

pattern, filling in both of them from west to east. The truck, with Jerry driving most
of the time, zigzagged north and south, gradualy working its way east.

By the time they had the first eight units planted, darkness was threatening. They
had worked right through what must have been Jerry's regular dinnertime, and
through lunchtime by Norlund's biological clock. At last he noticed that he was

hungry.

"Jerry, | think we got to knock off for the day. No way we can go on doing this
after dark. Tell you what, I'll drive you home and pick you up again in the morning."

"Great. Sure." And Jerry watched avidly as Norlund counted out dollar bills into
his hand, one for every hour that they'd worked together. "Hey, don't forget, you're
having dinner with us. Judy and her old lady are redlly expecting you."

"I'm looking forward to it." And strangely enough he redly was. Usually Norlund
didn't particularly enjoy meeting strangers. But right now he had the sensation that if
he closed his eyes and relaxed for more than a second, the world of the Thirties
might evaporate away from around him, leaving him God knew where. Contact with
other people might make a web to hold him in.

They had dready reached the western boundary of Chicago, and now they drove
on into the city. The only immediately apparent indication was in the design of the
street signs. Norlund continued to let Jerry do the driving, while he himsdf sat in the
right seat, observing and contemplating. "Where you from, Mr. Norlund?' "New
York. The company's based there." If held told the truth, that he was a native
Chicagoan, efforts to pin him down further would have followed.

"Yeah? My Mom livesin New York now. My Dad's ill over in the old country.
He went back afew years ago."

Norlund did not respond, and conversation died for a time. He found it easy to
fdl into his own thoughts. Watching the twilight streets go past, the old-fashioned



streetlights coming on, mile after mile of houses and stores and shops and small
factories, lights everywhere coming on against the night, he behed a
half-remembered city. The buildings were mostly smaler and dingier than those of
the Chicago he thought he could remember from his childhood. There were the
street names, time-proof incantations he had used and lived with for most of hislife.

With each block he traveled, the sensation was stronger of imminent return to a
childhood home, though his own neighborhood had been some distance from this
one. This world was saying to him that yes, he could go home again...

So familiar were the endless blocks of working-class houses, mile upon mile of
them. And yet, so different was this from the childhood world that he had thought he
remembered. Even now, with darkness fully falen, he could see how many FOR
RENT signs were on houses, apartments, stores. There was furniture, piled on a
sdewak, a human figure in a rocking chair beside it with blanket over knees.
Eviction, nowhere to go; it happened. This year the hard times of the Depression
were a their hardest. The people Norlund saw were generdly shabbier than he
remembered people being, the children more ragged... and it struck him now, as it
had never struck him in his childhood, that he had yet to discern a black or an
orienta face among the thousands to be seen aong these streets. Chicago's black
ghettos in nineteen thirty-three, he seemed to recall, would be limited to the south
side, and form only a comparatively small part of that vast region. And nobody in
Americawould call ablack dum a 'ghetto’ yet aghetto was sill a European Jewish
quarter.

"What's your wife's name, Jerry?"

"Judy. Her family name is Monahan. Her folks are Irish, | told you that. Norlund's
Scandinavian, an't it?"

Ile.ll

A streetcar, alumbering rectangular dinosaur of wood and metal, groaned around
a corner nearby, sted wheels fighting with screams of rage against unyielding steel

tracks. The single eye of the dinosaur glared at them, the overhead trolley threatened
them with blue-white lightning as it stuttered aong its wire.

Now Jerry was driving past a huge brick Catholic church, St. Something-or-other,
Chicago pseudo-Gothic. Norlund had gone to a Lutheran church early in life, when
he'd been made to go to church. He had dternated between feding rather superior to
those who were led from Rome, and vagudly envious of them for some reason he
couldn't quite pin down.

On the next intersection, each corner building held a storefront. One small bakery,
one barbershop with painted pole, a placard in the window advertisng LEECHES.
Two other stores with whitewashed windows, closed and FOR RENT.

Now down a side street Norlund glimpsed an enormous factory building, fairly
new, eight or ten stories high and a block square, amost completely dark now and
grim as a prison. There were probably ten thousand potential workers within waking
distance, among these blocks of houses, two-flats, and small apartments. The



factory reared up among them as Norlund imagined that a medieva cathedral might
have risen from its town or village. And suddenly another eerie twinge went through
his spirit—the redlization that as far as he knew, travel into the past was not limited to
only fifty years...

Jerry turned a corner, and Norlund saw the factory again. One entrance of the
huge building was a cave-like door big enough for trucks, and from this mouth a
amdl body of workers was now issuing. Norlund could see them plainly under the
garish streetlight that guarded the factory entrance. They had, amost to a man, lunch
palls under their arms, cloth caps or battered hats on their heads. Their feet were
dragging now, their movements slowed by what must have been a long punishing
shift at whatever machines they served inside. These men were the lucky ones, the
employed. Norlund wondered if Jerry's father-in-law might be among them.

Jerry swerved the truck suddenly. He swore a a passing horse-drawn wagon,
illegdly lightless and hard to seein the dark street. Some junkman or peddlar, crying
his daily chant no more, quietly heading home.

And then Jarry was pulling the truck over to the dark curb, parking in front of a
close-packed row of smal houses. There was no problem in finding a parking
space.

On the front steps of the nearest house sat a figure mottled by leaf-shadows from
the nearest streetlamp. A stocky, graying man rose to greet them as they aighted
from the truck. He had a quart beer bottle on the step beside him, and a glass in
hand.

"Mr. Norlund, thiss Mike. Judy's dad."

Mike Monahan was muscular, going to fat. As his evening leisure suit he wore a
white cotton undershirt with narrow shoulder straps, over his work pants. His
handshake was firm, and his greeting hearty, though most of it was drowned out by
the shrieking of children going up and down the sdewak on roller skates. Their
noise was very little different from that of their grandchildren haf a century away.

Monahan ill shook Norlund's hand. "Sit down, have a beer."
"Beglad to."

But it was not to be, not yet. The two women of the house had been watching for
the arrival and had come out, and now Norlund was going to have to go into the
house and be welcomed properly. Mrs. Monahan was small, mousy, and apologetic
as she insisted on having her own way. Judy looked worn and brave. Her prettiness
was of a type that Norlund thought might fade quickly. Severad half-grown children
that Norlund took for Judy's younger siblings also milled about, indoors and out,
taking off roller skates and wanting to know if this was the weekend they would at
last get to go to the Fair, and when the ice cream was going to be opened. The two
girls were in dresses, the two boys in knickerbockers with largey destroyed
knees—school's out for the summer, save your good clothes was evidently the plan.
Norlund had completely forgotten knickers, though he'd worn them often enough
himsdlf, God knew. How things were starting to come back now...



At last he was able to get back out of the house, full glass of beer in hand, to
rgoin Monahan on the cooler front porch... but the women had faked them out; it
was now time to go back insgde and eat dinner. Since the arrivd of the eminent
visitor, Mrs. Monahan had been in open debate with herself as to whether the kitchen
would do for him to eat in, or whether the cloth-covered table in the dining room
would be required. Norlund now settled the matter by plunking himself down at the
kitchen table, establishing his beer glass on the worn oilcloth there, and letting those
who would come and join him.

Everyone besides he and Jerry had aready eaten dinner, but there were two pork
chops apiece being kept warm for them Norlund suspected that Jerry would have
gotten only one if he hadn't been bringing an employer home. There were mashed
potatoes with butter—it was red butter, naturally and fresh peas with the irregular
look and fine taste of having just come from someone's garden.

Judy had damp brown curls, and a graceful way of leaning sideways as she
moved about helping with kitchen tasks while balancing her baby on one hip. She
paused, standing over Norlund, in the act of giving him his knife and fork. "Jerry
didn't say much on the phone about what kind of work it is."

"I asked him not to." Norlund spoke loudly enough for the other people in the
room to hear; he had no doubt that they were interested. " So you can understand if |
dill want to keep it confidential.”

Mrs. Monahan went into another low dialogue with herself, the burden of this one
being that no one was lisgening in on any business conversations, or had any
intention of prying.

Jerry looked up, chewing on a pork chop. "I did tel 'em it was Radio Survey
Corporation.”

"That's okay," said Norlund. He'd gotten rid of his coat and tie and hat, and sat
with his deeves rolled up, eating hungrily.

“Them big corporations,” began Mike, evidently triggered by a key word; and
then let the rest of his sentence drown inagulp of beer, asif a the last moment he'd
had second thoughts about speaking his feelings on corporations to this particular
guest, who after dl had to be some part of management.

"They do a lot of things they hadn't ought to do,” Norlund supplied. Then it
occurred to him to wonder if Mike might be confusing his fictitious firm with RCA,
which was certainly big. Well, Norlund wasn't going to try to straighten him out.

The subject of basebal came up, as if from nowhere, safe and comfortable for
the men to talk about. It was Jerry's contention that in a few years night baseball was
going to become a redlity; there was a lot of talk about it already. Monahan couldn't
see it happening star players would be beamed, hit on the head with fly bals
coming down out of the night, and the owners would see that their investment was
being damaged. Norlund managed not to take sides actually he couldn't remember
when night games had redly started.

Now the kids were leaving the kitchen, taking dishes of ice cream with them,



heading for the living room where Norlund could hear someone turning on the radio.

"The world's gonna change in a few years," Jerry was asserting. He spoke with
assurance, like aman who had a job, even if temporary. "Ther€ll be more than night
baseball happening. Youll see. This Depresson’ll come to an end like nothing
you've seen before."

"Y ou been reading too many of them damn magazines," Mike grumbled. But he
was smiling lightly and there was no force in his crabbing. Having another job in the
house probably took some strain off everybody's nerves.

A steam or hot-water radiator at one side of the kitchen was serving as a summer
catch-all table. Among the old magazines that were lying on the radiator, Norlund
discerned some science fiction pulps. On a cover he picked out the names of H. P.
Lovecraft, and Clark Ashton Smith. Astounding Sories with SALVAGE IN
SPACE, by Jack Williamson.

"God damn,” said Monahan, unable to keep entirdy away from disputatious
subjects. "Roosevelt is doing something, at least.”

His wife murmured expostulations at his language, but they were automatic and
went unheeded. Her smal form was bent in front of the wooden icebox, trying to do
something difficult a floor levd. The two men native to the house were just
vanishing toward the living room, glasses in hand, to listen to the radio. Norlund
redlized suddenly what Mrs. Monahan was about.

"Here, let me help you with that." And he bent beside her to lift out the heavy pan
of mdt water from under the appliance. He manhandled the pan over to the white
enameed sink, and poured it out. The lady's nervous chatter thanked him, and
informed him that some day she wanted an electric refrigerator, or maybe a gas
model like one of those new Electroluxes.

Norlund put the drain pan back under the icebox. Then from the cold radiator he
picked up a piece of cardboard about a foot square. An advertisement was printed
inthe middle of it, and at each edge was a two-digit number in large bold numerals.
Each number appeared upright when its edge was up. If they had sent someone
younger, Norlund thought to himself with satisfaction, how would that person have
managed this? Would they have been able to deduce what this card is?

"How many pounds, Mrs. Monahan?' he asked.

"Seventy-five, if you don't mind." Apologetic, as if she were asking Norlund to
cary it in himself. "In this heat it goes so quickly. Put the card right here in the
kitchen window, if you please; the ice wagon comes down the dley."

Norlund propped the card up in the window, so the large 75 was right side up and
vigble from outside.

Now the kids were cdling to them from the front room that Amos n' Andy was
coming on. The two women in the kitchen responded as if to an offer of paid work.

Awarded a place of honor as guest, Norlund in the living room sat back in one of
the better chairs, while the other adults took chairs and sofa and the kids sprawled



on the floor. Presently Judy had to take the squdling baby away and change it.
Norlund sat back, listening comfortably, closing his eyes. The taxicab company and
its problems came back as if he had last heard about them only yesterday.

He could fed himsdf putting out menta and spiritua feelers, tentacles,
reconnecting himsdlf to his earliest memories. Here. He lived here. Not redly in this
particular house, no, but if he were to leave this house and wak down the street, his
own house would be there somewhere. Or it could be. It redly could...

Amos n' Andy concluded in organ music. The adults adjourned back to the
kitchen to consume coffee, beer, or just plan water, according to taste. Norlund
chose water for this round. Judy was getting milk out of the icebox, to mix up a
bottle for the baby. She had to shake the quart milk bottle first, to blend the cream
back into it. Of course she wouldn't be breast-feeding. These people would consider
themselves too modern and well-educated for that.

"Whaddya think about Repeal?* Monahan suddenly demanded of Norlund.

Norlund considered. The beer they had been drinking this evening had been legd
now for several months. He knew that the rest of Prohibition couldn't have long to
go, though he couldn't remember the exact date of its demise.

"Oh, | think it's coming," he answered cautioudy. They hadn't told him, back in
Eighty-four, that he had to be wrong every time someone in the past asked his
opinion of the future.

They had cautioned him againgt setting up as any kind of seer or fortune teler.
And had added something like: "Don't rely, even for your own purposes, on your
knowledge of history being correct in every detail. Y ou may remember perfectly who
wins the big game, or on what day a war began, and you may be quite wrong. The
past is no more immutable than the present; of course not, it is the present while
you're living in it. What we're doing now is history to other people. Life in any year
is redlity, and people can act on redity and change it."

The more Norlund had thought about it, the more his mind had seemed to knot in
paradox. "Look here," he'd said. " Suppose I'd gone back and—and—"

"The usua form of the argument you are trying to formulate” (this was Dr. Harbin
speaking) “concerns one who goes back in time and shoots his or her own
grandparent, before his own parent is conceived. This supposedly precludes the
time-traveler's own existence, creating a paradox. There are different answers, on
different levels of profundity. The answer on the practical level, the one you need, is
that shooting the grandparent in early youth has no more or less effect on redity than
shooting the same person in modern times—what you consider modern times. If
you're there to pull the trigger, you'll ill be there afterwards, unless the shot goes
through your own body. After the shot there may be another world in which you
don't exist, but that's hardly sartling; there may be an infinity of such worlds
anyway. You didn't exist in this one, ether, for most of its history."

Now, seated at the Monahan kitchen table with his glass of water, haf-listening as



Monahan argued with the big corporations, Norlund was enjoying himsdaf. No, he
wouldn't want to live in this household, but right now as a place to vidt it was fine,
He could hear the radio in the front room being retuned to a different station. A
haf-familiar voice came a him out of memory, that of some old news commentator.
Wadter Winchell? Boake Carter? Gabried Heatter? He'd forgotten their exact
respective time-frames. He heard the voice mention the word Repeal.

Mrs. Monahan, not one to let a guest remain for long content with water, came
fussing toward him, coffee cups in hand. Norlund nodded wisdly, and agreed with
her opinion that sometimes when it was hot drinking hot coffee could actually make
you fed alittle cooler.

This idea was soberly debated by the other people sitting round the table. In the
background Norlund heard the sound of the radio changing again. Not smple music
or talk now. Sound effects? he wondered vaguely. Maybe one of those early mystery
programs.

There were two sounds in aternation. First a short one something like eeeh, and
then a long, polyphonic ahhhh, deegpening toward the end and seeming to break
down into its myriad voices.

The big corporations, said Monahan, were going to own everything when the
Depression was over. Jary disagreed. Mrs. Monahan fussed. Meanwhile that radio
sound kept nagging a Norlund's attention. It went on and on, and he found himself
ligening to it as if it were something he ought to recognize. He even thought of
making some excuse and going into the living room.

But he was 4ill listening from the kitchen when the voice on the radio began to
speak. It began amost too quietly for Norlund to hear it from two rooms away, but
it soon grew louder. It rose and fell, contorting itsalf as if there were obstacles that it
must squeeze past or overcome.

Norlund soon recognized that the voice was speaking German. Norlund did not
understand German, but when he recognized the language, alight dawned.

He felt a chill that had nothing to do with the possible effects of hot coffee.

He sat there, staring unseeingly at the coffee cup in front of him, losing track of
what was being said around him. The voice paused, and someone else, probably a
trandator, came on speaking English, though Norlund could not make out many of
the words. And then the cheers again. It wasn't redly eeeh and ahhhh, though. It
was Seg... hell. Seg... heil. Seg... hall ...

And soon Norlund, more or less abstractedly, was saying goodnight to his hosts.
Yes, he was going to have to be on his way. He'd come round in the morning,
Sunday morning, and pick Jerry up on the corner, and he'd be sure to phone ahead
so Jerry would know what time to be out there waiting for him.

Three-fourths of the family came outside with Norlund to see him off, waving
goodbye from the sidewak as he got into the truck alone and drove away. At the



first cross street he turned east, just exactly asif he knew where he was going. All he
redly felt certain about was that he was going to be deeping in the truck tonight. It
had been suggested that that would probably be the wisest thing to do, barring
unforeseen complications. And the truck had been designed with this in mind; the
operator's seat in the rear folded down into a narrow cot that Norlund thought would
probably be fairly comfortable if you weren't too big. So dl he had to worry about
now was where to park.

When he came to alarge diagonal street he read its name as Lincoln Avenue, and
turned southeast onto it, heading in the genera direction of the center of the city.
Within a block he had passed another big church, this one of stone and true
cathedral size, though it served only a neighborhood. In front of the church an
Illuminated signboard gave the schedule of services in both English and German.

In the four or five blocks after that were three or four movie theaters. Lincoln was
mostly a business street. Some of the stores were open on Saturday night, and one
or two of them even looked busy. This was a working city, and a mgority of its
people were still employed. Except for teachers and a few others, those employed
would have been paid.

Lincoln Avenue went on for miles, cutting diagonaly across everything else. The
continuous flow of it brought Norlund into a state of mild exhilaration. He felt half
hypnotized by the endless array of neon lights, antique cars, groaning streetcars,
costumed people. The women's summer dresses hung to within a few inches of the
ground; their short hair was often so tightly curled that it fit their heads like caps.
There was another pile of furniture on the sidewalk, with hopeless-looking people
standing guard.

There were hot-dog carts and ice cream carts on the street, dl powered by
bicycle mechanisms or by the even more direct push of the owner's muscles. There
was a blind man sdling pencils, and there a legless man doing the same. On one
corner a man sold apples, or tried to, from his outthrust hat. The legs of a derdlict
protruded from under a pile of newspapers. There were shoeshine boys and paper
boys too numerous to try to count, and there a young woman who looked as if she
were peddling something el se theareas of family trade were fadling behind Norlund
now. He now drove among places where harder business was transacted. Not an
openly labeled tavern, of course, to be seen anywhere, but he guessed there'd be a
Speakeasy at least every couple of blocks.

Abruptly Lincoln Park was just ahead of him. Had he subconsciously selected it
as destination? Already, with the proximity of the lake, he could fed a touch of
coolness in the air. Other people, a slow, trickling throng moving mostly on foot,
were entering the park ahead of him. The Fair was miles to the south of here, and
probably about to close for the night; they must have some other goal. Looking at
the pillows, blankets, and baby equipment that many of them were carrying, it didn't
take much thought to figure out that they were planning to escape the heat by
deeping in the park. A single strolling policeman looked on benevolently. No one
appeared to be worried by the thought of camping out dl night amid big-city



shrubbery.

Norlund drove on dowly into the park, following a curving drive under
streetlamps shaded by tdl trees. Vehicular traffic was light. He was ailmost at the lake
before he parked, in a smal open lot that was evidently intended primarily for
daytime beachgoers. There were only a couple of other cars parked in it now.

When he shut off the truck's motor, he could hear the lake's recurrent waves
working, irregularly and methodically, on sand and stone. The lake itsdf was
Invisible, ahuge guif of utter blackness just beyond the shoreline's concrete wal and
the tumbled boulders that had been put there to break the surf on rougher days.
Norlund left the truck and walked over to the top of the wall, trying to see out into
the night. A couple of smdl and londly lights were visible out there somekind of
boats.

Every minute, with regular timing, the whole sky was swept by the Lindbergh
Light, from its place atop the tdl Pamolive Building to the south. Norlund
remembered watching that same beacon when he had been smadl, lying in his bed...

Other powerful beacons shone in the clear night sky from farther south. Those of
course would be from the Fair itself. Norlund redlized that he was looking forward to
going there tomorrow, like a kid. He wondered what it meant that the lines of
recording devices or whatever—that he was constructing converged on the Fair.
He would be wondering about it more, he supposed, if he didn't have so much else
to wonder about.

How was Sandy doing tonight? Why, tonight Sandy wasn't doing at dl. Sandy
wouldn't be born for along, long time yet.

Were they recording devices? If so, what did they record? Well, hed go on
thinking of them that way. That made as much sense as any other explanation that
had yet occurred to him.

Not many yards away adong the seawall, someone laughed in the darkness.
Lovers, maybe. Or just friends. There were a few dots of lanterns in the distance,
illuminating small groups of people out to fish or just to relax in coolness amid the
sound of waves. Along the miles of lakefront, Norlund redlized, there was not a
portable radio to be heard—oh, that people might redize their blessed state while
they had it. There was a trustfulness in the night, thought Norlund, and in the
occasional human voice that could be heard in speech or laughter.

With the sound of waves as background, Norlund did what he had to do to get
ready to sleep, opening his folding bed inside the truck. The dtrain of the day was
overtaking him and he was tired.

The waves were in his ears as he drifted off to deep. They might have been of
any year, athousand in the past or two thousand in the future...

Churchbells woke him from some deep dream of youth, and he found himself in
the gray coolness of early morning. He lay there, listening to the bells and the



patience of the waves. Last night, he thought, | heard the voice of Hitler on the radio.
And not on some old recording, either. Not until now had Norlund been able to try
to think about that fact.

Norlund moved the truck to a space just outside the nearest park toilet. Inside the
building were cold-water sinks and meta mirrors, and with these aids he washed and
shaved as wdl as possible. He had never been a fussy shaver, and the process went
reasonably well. Once Norlund was up and moving he fdt hungry, and surprisingly
energetic. More benefits from the ydlow pills? Even his bowels had moved on
schedule. While perusing the graffiti in the stal he reflected that some things seemed
to change very dowly or not at al.

Dressed with fresh underwear and a clean shirt, Norlund drove out of the park to
breakfast a one of the middle-sized hotels nearby. He splurged, and for thirty-five
cents enjoyed pancakes as well as eggs and bacon. Putting down a nicke tip, he
stood up feding like a plutocrat. Before he |eft the hotel he found a public phone and
dided the Monahan's number. As he had expected, his helper sounded wide awake
and eager to go to work.

Jerry was waiting on the corner near his house when Norlund drove up. The
young man's face lighted up as soon as the truck hove into sight.

Norlund continued to fill in both legs of his pattern at the same time, zigzagging
the truck from north to south and back again, dowly working his way east. This
morning he found himself actualy whistling, Sitting in the sweaty rear compartment,
taking readings that he only half understood. Whatever the work ultimately meant, it
was something to do, and important because it helped Sandy if for no other reason.
From time to time Jerry in the driver's seat turned his head, glancing back at his
whigtling boss with discreet curiosity.

Putting in place one unit after another, they worked their way steadily into and
across the city. Jarry in his company coverals climbed utility poles and scaled, to
modest heights, the sides of buildings. So far none of the units had actually required
placement indoors, for which Norlund was grateful. Jary fastened one, with
considerable difficulty, to a girder of a railroad bridge spanning the Chicago River.
Another went under a bridge abutment, right above a miniature Hooverville.

The huts of the unemployed here were fabricated of old auto carcasses, scrap
lumber, tar paper and sheet meta. Stovepipes stuck out of packing boxes. A pole
was flying, for some reason, a torn black flag.

Nobody in the city objected to any of the activities of the Radio Survey team,
though some of the Hooverville inhabitants fled. The more people there were around,
thought Norlund, the less conspicuous workmen became. So far, he thought, dl was
going very wdll.

He bought lunch for himsdf and his work force a a Greek place on Halsted
Street, the sandwiches Judy had packed in a brown bag being reserved for afternoon
snacking. Not far to the east of this restaurant rose the Loop's tal buildings, and not



far beyond them the lake terminated the city, and right there on the lake shore the job
would presently end. Norlund, in an almost-euphoric state, was toying with the idea
of buying some souvenir for Sandy at the Fair, or maybe in one of the downtown
stores, Marshall Field perhaps. No one up in Eighty-four had said he couldn't bring
back something.

Jerry, seated across the table, had plainly enjoyed his lunch. But now he was
fidgeting. "Mr. Norlund? Think you'll have another job like this sometime? Or maybe
some other kinda work?"

"It could be, Jerry." Norlund found himself wishing that it could. "You've been a
good worker."

"Y ou got a phone number where | could get ahold of you? Here in Chicago?"

Norlund felt torn between the urge to hold out hope and the thought that in the
long run it would be kindest not to do so. He let himsaf be swayed toward the
former, and reached into his pocket for a card. He got out one of the business cards
he'd put into his billfold, giving the address of the old Wheaton farmhouse, and a
phone number. He had been assured that anyone diding that number in the Thirties
would get only a busy sgna or a sound of endless ringing. He had also been urged
to use discretion in handing out the cards, but now seemed like the perfect time if he
was going to use them at dl. A card once separated from its fellows, he had been
told, would wear rapidly. A couple of months in pocket or purse and it would be
illegible. In less than ayear it would be little more than dust.

Norlund handed one of the cards across the table. Jerry looked at it, brightened a
bit, and put it in his pocket.

They left the restaurant and got into the truck, and began the job of putting the
find units into place. By midafternoon there were only two more to go, and these
were going to have to be placed right on the Fairgrounds. This near the convergence
point, Norlund's equipment was becoming increasingly hard to satisfy as to the
location of the devices. Now each unit was taking longer to position.

They drove east on the long bridge that carried Twenty-third Street over the
[llinois Central railroad tracks, approaching one of the main entrances to the Fair.
The tal multicolored buildings and the brave banners could be seen from some
distance, against the lake. The Skyride towers, each the equivalent of sixty stories or
so, by far overtopped any other building within the city. They were mostly
openwork girders. At what Norlund estimated as about the two hundred foot leve,
cables bore cars filled with sightseers back and forth between the two towers, over
the Fair's centra lagoon.

The Fair entrance was crowded, with lines of people waiting to buy tickets and
more lines forming to get through the gates.

"Sdly Rand draws '‘em”, Jerry commented knowledgeably. "Streets of Paris is
amost right inside this entrance. That's where she does her hootchy-kootch. Hey,
you redly think she's not wearin' nothing behind those fans?*

"I'm getting old, kid, my eyes are not too good. I'll have to get a front-row seat to



know for sure."
And Jerry laughed.

Sure enough, there was a service gate close to the one for paying customers.
Norlund pulled in line behind a small telephone company truck, and when it was
waved through he pulled up to the gate.

The uniformed guard who came to his window was a smal, intense-looking man.
Immediately he impressed Norlund as a frustrated dictator. He chalenged in a raspy,
amost quacky voice: "What's this? Y ou can't come in this way."

Norlund looked back with what he hoped was a properly outraged stare. "They
didn't tell you we were coming in today?"'

"Nope. Nobody told me nothing like that." But the aggressive edge in the guard's
squawky voice had now been dulled by caution.

Norlund had a five dollar hill ready in his hand. It was folded so that just a
numbered corner would be vighble to the intended recipient. In sixty years, Norlund
thought, you learn to do some things pretty well. He said: "Oh hdl, it's not worth it
to me to have to wait around while you check." There was ancother uniform in the
background. "Treat your partner to alittle something, too."

Five dollars might wdl be more than either guard would earn today. Resistance
vanished. As he drove the truck in, Norlund muttered thoughtlesdy: "That guy
sounded just like Donald Duck."

"Like who?' Jerry was honestly puzzled, though he'd been listening carefully.

"Someone | used to know." A dip there, thought Norlund, but no harm done.
And he grinned faintly to himsdlf, thinking of the hard times that guard was going to
have in afew years, when Disney's creation began to wak the movie screens.

Jerry was quickly absorbed in the splendors of the Fair. There was a lot to seg;
that black-and-white photo blowup of Ginny Butler's didn't begin to do justice to the
redity. The buildings had been ddliberately constructed in a variety of colors; there
were varied shades of green, blue, yellow, red, and orange, with black, white, and
gray in a minority. Masses of flowers grew beside the broad walks. A sightseers
bus, passengers sitting facing open sides, drove dowly ahead of Norlund's creeping
truck. There was a goodly crowd in attendance, mostly well dressed by the
standards of the day. The weather was fine, and the lake, visble between
buildings—there was the Chinese Lama Temple, there the Colonid Village was
sparked with white sails. Avenues of brave, multicolored banners snapped briskly in
the breeze.

Stopping to change drivers, Norlund observed a plague nearby: only a hundred
years ago Chicago was a huddle of huts, clinging to the shadows of fort dearborn
for safety from the indians, four years after its incorporation as a village in 1833, its
population, conquering patches of dreary swamp, had reached 4,000.- today it is
nearly 4,000,000—3,376,438 for the sake of accuracy, BY THE CENSUS OF 1930,
AND GROWING AT A RATE OF 70,000 A YEAR.



Glancing once more at Jerry from his own seat in the .rear, Norlund thought that
the young man's thoughts were not on the hundred years past. The future was a
likdier bet. Or Sdly Rand.

ON THE MIDWAY LIVING WONDERS
Largest collection of strange and curious people ever assembled.
Human mistakes and mishaps.
Siamese Twins
GIANTS FROM
THE FOUR CORNERS OF THE EARTH
Adults, 25 cents Children, 15 cents
* % %
OLD PLANTATION
SHOW
60 hand-picked
Colored Entertainers
Hottest colored band from Dixie
Singers, Comedians and Dancers
Fastest moving, fastest stepping
Show ever put together.
Adults, 25 cents Children, 15 cents
Both shows operated by
THE DUKE MILLS CORP.

"Y ou think people will ever get to the Moon, Mr. Norlund?' Obvioudy Jerry was
not much interested in minstre shows and freaks. In his mind science and industry
were on the move, and great things were to be expected from them just over the next
hill of years.

"A lot of people think I'm crazy when | say that. But | can picture that. By bya
hundred years from now therell be guys landing on the Moon."

"I dunno, Jerry." Norlund supposed that the kid would have picked a closer year
than two thousand thirty three except for his concern for the senshbilities of
conservative age. "What's dl that over there? General Exhibits Group. | think we
may wind up putting a unit inside one of those buildings."

The outside wal of one of them turned out to be preferable. One unit left to
ingall. Norlund, looking aternately at his instruments and out the window, realized



suddenly that the convergence point of his two long-drawn lines had to be right at
the eastern Skyride tower, the one on the outer peninsula and closest to the lake.
What that might mean, he couldn't begin to guess.

As location for his last unit, his instruments opted for somewhere insde the
House of Tomorrow whichwas, he supposed, appropriate enough.

In brief moments when Norlund's attention wandered from the job he thought
about Jerry and the kid's wistful eagerness for the future. Jerry had said that he was
twenty now. He'd sill be possible draft bait in nineteen forty-one, by the standards
of the World War Il sdlective service evenin America where no one was fighting
on the local soil. Not that he'd waited around to be drafted. | was gung-ho in those
days, he thought; and then he cautioned himsdf not to say gung-ho aloud. He'd get
another of those funny looks.

Trying to plan tactics, Norlund picked up a smal brochure on the House of
Tomorrow.

A circular glass house, incorporating possible indications of what the future may
bring... built around a centra mast which contains dl utilities. Exterior walls are of
clear glass, and there are no windows. Privacy is obtained by drapes and roller and
Venetian blinds. The most modern equipment available has been used, including
everything from an arplane to dectricaly controlled doors. The furniture is
especiadly designed. The ground floor includes the airplane hangar in addition to the
garage;, the roof above forms an extensive deck terrace, opening from the living
room floor, and there is asmilar deck around the drum-shaped solarium on the third
floor. Ventilation is provided by filtered, washed, heated or cooled air, recirculated
every ten minutes. There are no visible light fixtures, as the necessary atificid light is
indirect, from hidden sources. There are no closets, but movable wardrobes are
used... the house is frankly declared to be a 'laboratory' house, for the purpose of
determining the attitude of World's Fair visitors to the idea of an utterly different
home... price has been no object...

Jerry was dill insde the House of Tomorrow, Norlund watching his instruments
in the back of the truck, when a dight sound came from the front, and the whole
truck shifted dightly as if someone's weight had come aboard.

Norlund's right hand, concealed by equipment from the intruder's gaze, moved to
scramble dia settings, wiping dl sense and purpose from the panel. With the same
motion he turned his chair. "Y eah?"

There was a uniformed head and shoulders leaning in through the open window
on the left side. The face that came with the uniform looked baked, as if by sun
bouncing from city pavements. It had dusty-looking eyebrows and in genera a hard,
unhappy look. The voice was gritty, also suggesting streets and pavements. "Let's
see your working-on-the-grounds permit.”

Norlund put on an expression that he hoped looked like controlled arrogance. He



moved forward through the narrow aide, and threw himsdf into the driver's seat with
an ar of exasperation. With one hand he further loosened his tie, a the same time
managing to cdl attention to it as a badge of socia authority. "Who sent you guys
around now? If you don't want to make trouble for yourselves, better butt out and let
me get some work done."

"Just lemme see the permit, please," said the hard face afew inches from his own.
That last word represented a concession, but Norlund got the feding that bluster on
his part was unlikely to accomplish more.

Peering out past the man, Norlund demanded, "Who's in charge here?' He could
see now that there were at least two more uniformed figures in the background, and
just behind them the gray unmarked car in which they had evidently driven up.

And where was Jarry? He Hill had to be insde the House of Tomorrow, some
yards away across a concourse. Norlund was careful not to look in that direction.

At a nod from one in the background, the cop who had been peering into the
truck now yanked the door open. "All right, buddy, step out."

Norlund wasn't sure if these were city cops or some of the Fair's own security
force; he noted that they were wearing guns a their belts as the regular city
policemen did. Their uniforms were of police type, but otherwise uninformative.
Norlund got out of the truck-he redlized he'd be dragged out if he didn't and moved
toward the two men in the background. They stood waiting for him. One of them
was leaning, arms folded, againgt the gray car behind him. This man was thin but
strong-looking, alittle taller than average, and Norlund ingtantly picked him out as the
authority. His fair coloring suggested Nordic ancestry, but something in his cast of
features suggested an unusua combination, perhaps black or Indian. Norlund didn't
consider the incongruous effect handsome, but it was certainly striking.

This man, Hill leaning against his car, spoke to Norlund in a voice of authority.
"We have to see your driver's license as wel as the permit.” There was more than
enough authority for a police sergeant in that voice; wdl, these days a lot of former
big shots were glad to have any kind of a job.

Being careful to move his hands dowly, Norlund got his billfold. He fumbled with
it for a moment, then drew forth a business card aong with his license. When he
handed the card and license over, there was a folded ten-spot pressed between
them...

....and Norlund knew at once that bribery wasn't going to do him any more good
than bluster. The pale-faced sergeant—or whatever he was—carefully and at once
separated the money from the card and license, holding the hill in plain sight between
two fingers while he studied the documents carefully. The expression on his face
was one of faint amusement.

Then he handed the three items back, separately. "Mr., ah, Norlund, you're going
to have to come adong with us. Just until we can get this straightened out." He
managed to make that last sentence sound almost reassuring. He held out an empty
hand. "The keys to the truck, please."



One of the other uniformed men had gone to poke around a little inside the truck,
and had evidently not found any keys. Jerry must have taken them with him.
Norlund's hands had adready gone to his own pockets, under an almost hypnotic
compulsion to look for keys where he knew they wouldn't be found. He stood silent.

"Look in his pockets," said the sergeant abstractedly, as if more important things
were on his mind, and pushed past Norlund to go take a look inside the truck for
himsalf. Meanwhile the other two uniforms grabbed Norlund.

Passersby, people who had come to the Fair to have fun, stared briefly at the
search and moved right on. This, recdled Norlund, would not be a great year in
which to complain about police brutality. Nobody was going to worry about thelr
dapping you around, not unless you were a person of some power and importance
yourself.

Norlund was handled roughly. At least he wasn't slapped. The necktie and a
generd air of respectability, he thought, saved him from that. His billfold was looked
into. "Wow, what aroll!"

"Let him keep that for now," said the leader, who had come back from the truck.
He stood frowning, eyeing the passing throngs, the nearby buildings.

At last the invading hands left his pockets, ceased to poke and prod. "He's got no
keys at dl on him, chief. Wearing some kind of money belt under his shirt."

Chief? Norlund turned his head to get a better look at the man he had been
thinking of as a sergeant, but his arm was jerked and he was made to face the other

way.
"Okay," soothed the one who had been called chief. "We can take him dl apart

later." He paused thoughtfully. "I don't want to try to move that truck without the
keys." Pause again. "Well come back for it later. Put himin the car.”

Norlund's arms were brought behind him, and he experienced something new in
his sixty years: the hard bite of handcuffs. Then the leader opened the door of the
gray car for him, asif with politeness, and the other two put him in. One of the men
got in the back with Norlund, and the other drove. When the leader turned his head
from the front seat to gaze a Norlund with satisfaction, Norlund noted that the
shoulder patch on his uniform said nothing at dl. It was only a decoration.

There was no conversation insde the car as it eased into motion. It edged
courteously past strolling Fair-goers, who no longer bothered to stare. After dl, they
had more interesting and pleasant things to look at. Now the car had gotten onto a
service drive, and now it was approaching a gate. Y es, the same gate where Norlund
had bribed the guard to let him in. Donald Duck was not in sight a the moment.
Screw you too, Donald but of course it might have been something else entirdy
that had brought down the fuzz.

The gray Packard was waved out through the gate with hardly so much as a
glance from the guard currently on duty. And presently the Twenty-third Street
Bridge was flowing under Norlund again, this time in a reverse motion, east to west.
Like time travel into the past, he thought. The Century of Progress was being left



behind. Dark Ages ahead...

And then Norlund roused himsdlf from the cumulative effect of the shocks of the
past few days to wonder at last why they were taking him off the Fairgrounds at all.
There, standing in the street directing traffic, was a regular city cop. And he wasn't
wearing the same uniform that these characters had on.

The blond leader turned again to study Norlund. Could it be the pre-Conguest
Indians of Mexico that the slope of his brow and nose suggested?

He said to Norlund: "Now, let's see. You are from ?"
"New York. You saw my license."

"No, no." Sight amusement, a litle shake of the head. "I'd say... about
nineteen-ninety? How is Ginny Butler getting on these days?"

Just inside the front door of the House of Tomorrow, Jerry Rosen stood looking
out through a smdl gap in the drapes that covered most of the glass walls, watching
the abduction. Jerry's hand was in his coveral pocket, clutching the truck keys.
When he'd gotten out of the truck to do this last ingtalation he'd brought the keys
adong unthinkingly... wdl, amost unthinkingly. There just might have been some
half-thought-out compulsion to make sure that his find day's pay was going to be
forthcoming after his find day's work. Not that it had seemed at dl likedy that
Norlund would try to stiff him on it, but years of hard times made people suspicious,
amogt alittle crazy sometimes.

The three flatfeet had driven up in their gray car just as Jerry was about to go
outside and report that his job was done. Instead he waited and watched while, sure
enough, they went for Norlund. Jerry supposed that they were some kind of special
Far cops. Whatever was wrong, they were redly pinching Norlund for something,
shaking him down and everything. They looked in the truck but they didn't leave a
man with it when they drove away.

If they'd been smart... but Jerry had learned long ago that most cops, like most
other people, were dumb and clumsy most of the time, and if you rdied on them to
be hdf adeep you'd come out ahead more often than not. Of course there was
adways the time they weren't adeep and they surprised you. You had to consider
what the stakes were, whether the risk was worth it.

Jerry no longer held to the theory that Norlund was a bootlegger. Jerry knew
something about that business, and what Norlund was doing didn't redly seem to
connect with it. But the old guy was up to something besides a radio survey. Or ese
the radio survey business was a lot different than Jerry would have imagined it to be.
But whatever game Norlund was redly into, he obvioudy had plenty of money
behind him, and in Jerry's book he was a good man and an employer who deserved
loyalty. Growing up on the streets of New York and Chicago, Jerry had acquired a
fierce sense of loyalty, aslong as he considered it deserved.

And this was the moment when he had to consider what the stakes were, and the



risks, and then act.

He could, of course, smply abandon the truck. Shed his coverals and drop his
tools here insde the building, and stroll off the Fairgrounds with the thousands of
visitors nota chance in a million that he'd be caught if he did that, assuming they
were even looking for companions of Norlund who might be around. He would, of
course, be leaving without collecting an earned day's pay.

On the other hand, there was not only his day's pay, but that truck, with what had
to be a fortune in fancy equipment inside it. Norlund had to have friends, and they
had to have a strong interest in that, as wel as in hearing what had happened to ther
man.

Jerry acted. The gray Packard andwhat kind of police force sent those out as
patrol cars? washardly out of sight before he was out of the House of Tomorrow
and down its front steps. When he reached the truck he pulled out the keys and
hopped in. Now was the moment for the hidden plainclothesman to pop up out of
hiding and pinch him. If that happened, Jerry would be surprised as hell, just an
ignorant worker with no idea of what his boss had been up to or where he came
from. The business card that might have suggested otherwise was a small, crumpled
bal of waste up inside one of the indirect lighting coves just insde the House of
Tomorrow's super-modern entrance.

Jerry's first instinct, as he started driving dowly away, was to look for a different
gate to exit from the grounds. The truck might be more likely to be recognized at the
gate where they'd driven in, if the gate people were supposed to be looking for it.

He got onto a searvice road, and decided to follow it north through the
Fairgrounds. He thought he ought to be able to get out at the Twelfth Street gate...

... and the more he thought about those three cops, the more he wondered about
them. Driving very, carefully and dowly, Jerry shivered a little and looked in his
rearview mirror. Capone had been put away in the Federal pen in Atlanta by Uncle
Sam, and anyway it wasn't St. Valenting's day. But other guys could have picked up
the idea of putting a rub-out squad into police uniforms. Something about those
three birds who'd picked up Norlund just wasn't kosher.

When the service drive came out from behind a building, Jerry suddenly got a
clear view of the Havoline Thermometer in the middle distance. Two hundred feet
high, with eectricaly switched neon tubing up and down its sides instead of
mercury he'dread about it somewhere itshowed eighty-four degrees right now. A
mile or so inland, the city would probably be redly sweltering. Coming in sight of a
clock now, Jerry noted that the time was just alittle after four.

Sure enough, there was another service gate at Twelfth Street. He drove right up
to it, and was motioned right through with only a casua wave of the guard's hand.
As Jerry had expected, they didn't give a damn who they let out, as long as they
hadn't been told to watch for some person or vehicle in particular. Maybe in another
five minutes they'd be derted for the truck. He wondered how far Norlund had been
taken. Probably just to somewhere on the grounds. If those were redly the Fair



police...

Jerry drove inland. He was worried, and using dl his eyes and wit to try to make
sure that he wasn't being followed. There was alot of traffic here near the Fair, and it
was hard to be sure.

He was just crossing Michigan Avenue, going west, when he saw something
ahead that took his mind for the moment off the possibility of being followed. A
gray Packard, and, son of a bitch, it looked just like the one they'd hauled Norlund
away in. He couldn't get a good look a who was inside, but he thought it might be
uniforms. No police force that Jerry had ever heard of gave its men Packards to
drive around in. He found himself swesating in a way that had nothing to do with the
wegther.

Would he dare to try to follow them, just to see where they went? The idea
crossed his mind. But no, the truck he was in felt painfully big and conspicuous; a
sgn was painted on its side. Jerry was sometimes a little too cocky about what he
could get away with, but he wasn't crazy. He'd gotten away with the truck, it looked
like, and that was enough. He switched lanes, getting ready to turn down a side street
before the guys in the Packard spotted him in their rearview mirror.

When he turned, the gray car passed out of his sight. He kept watching for it as
he drove north for a while, but it did not reappear. At last he turned west again,
toward Wheaton. The address from Norlund's business card was firmly in Jerry's
mind. Whoever the boys in Wheaton turned out to be, he'd bring them back ther
truck, and word of what had happened to their man Norlund. Jerry didn't doubt
they'd appreciate the information, and maybe they could even do something for the

old guy.

When he saw a handy-looking phone booth, he pulled over. He had the phone
number from the card firmly in mind too.

The number was busy. He got his nickdl back, paused to dip out of the labeled
coverals, threw them in the back of the truck, and jumped back into the driver's
Sedt.

As he drove he kept checking the time, whenever he caught sight of a clock. It
was about five when he reached Wheaton; the day seemed to be getting hotter, if
anything. Jerry located the road named in the address, and drove dowly west along
it, looking at the numbers on houses and stores and shops.

Now open countryside was just ahead, and he felt on the verge of giving up. But
walt, there was something up ahead, an isolated building. An old farmhouse, he
thought, but maybe it wasn't used for farming any more.

As Jerry approached the turn onto the driveway of the old house, he became
aware of a car behind him. It wasn't the gray Packard, and he had no specia reason
to believe that it was following him, but he couldn't shake the feding, the fear. The
car was gaining on him now.

Should he drive on past the farmhouse and then loop back? The car behind was
accelerating now, catching up faster. And there, haf a mile ahead, ancother car turned



out of adrive asif it possibly meant to block the road.

Jerry didn't always make right decisions, but he was willing to make them quickly.
He turned on suddenly, sharply squealing tires, and went plowing up the long cinder
drive in front of the old farmhouse. The place looked deserted, but he saw with a
shred of hope that it did have a big garage, roomy enough for several cars, looking
asif it had been recently added on.

Jerry had the truck hafway up the drive, sill moving a a good clip, when
something struck him. For an instant he thought he had been shot, and then he knew
he hadn't. The sriking force was not a bullet, but something intangible and
soundless. But it was redl, like a wave of dizziness thick enough to be thrown like a
net and stun aman. Could a guy possibly be shot, and never hear the bullet passing
through his car?

And now the ar around Jerry was flashing, turning impressive colors. Just ahead
of him the garage doors were swinging open by themselves agood thing, because
he didn't know if he could find the brakes and insde the garage everything was
color...

And now the whole damn building seemed to blow up, carrying him away ...

1984

The dream was vague, but no less terrible for that. In it people were arguing about
Jerry, while he lay helpless. Some of them wanted to do away with him entirely. Later
he was unable to remember any of their words, but the sense of their purpose
remained horribly clear.

In a physica sense, too, the argument was over him. Men and women were
actualy shouting at each other across his prostrate body, as he lay on some kind of
bed or stretcher. And he knew that, just out of his range of vison, some kind of
horrors were waking past.

Then at another time he was being carried on a stretcher, or something like one.
There followed a ride in some peculiar vehicle. It wasn't Norlund's truck; it wasn't
quite like anything else that Jerry had ever seen. During this ride a woman who was
gtting near bent over him to whisper in his ear, words that were meant to be
reassuring, and then she pulled a cloth up over his face so he couldn't see or hear
what was going on around him, and he wondered if he was dead. Had he been able
to move his arms, he would have pushed the cloth aside. Had he been able to worry,
he would have worried like hell. As matters stood, he couldn't do ether one. Even
fear was gone, so that was that.

Then in the dream Jerry started to laugh, and he laughed and laughed a dl the
things that were just too damn funny to worry about.

Until, in the midst of laughter, he amost choked. The choking lasted for a while,
with the cloth pulled back from his face again and anxious voices and people fussing
around him.
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Then he was able to breathe easily again.

But by that time, dl he wanted to do, dl he redly cared about in the world, was to
be able to go to deep...

Until atime came when he was trying to wake up.

Jerry had a headache. It wasn't a killer, but it was enough to let him know that he
must have hoisted afew too many last night. That didn't happen to Jerry very often,
especidly since he'd been married. But on specia occasions it could happen. Trust
old Mike, when there was a wedding or some other redly specia reason, to get out
one of the bottles of red Irish whisky, a family legacy kept hidden in the cellar. And
then old Mike might want to prove that he could ill drink the young guys under the
table. Even ayoung guy who was good enough to marry Mike's oldest daughter, and
especiadly a young guy who was Jewish, and... and...

Jerry's efforts a thought, such as they were, dissolved back into muddle. And
headache. And maybe the headache was going to be akiller after dl.

Jerry groaned. It probably hadn't been the good old Irish, then. That had never
done anything to him like this. What had he been drinking, bathtub gin?

With his forehead 4ill buried in the pillow, his eyedlids sill uncracked, Jerry
reflected that this time Judy was redly going to be pissed off a him. Judy's mother
would put up with Mike's drinking, though she grumbled. But Judy's husband had
to waitaminute, it was a weekend, wasn't it? Not that it mattered to Jerry, he didn't
have a job hey,wait, like hell he didn't.

Now memory was returning in great chunks that tumbled over each other in a
confusing rush. Norlund. The Fair. The House of Tomorrow. Norlund being
bundled off inacar, Jerry following in a truck.

And the old farmhouse. Nothing after that, except the dream.

Sitting up quickly, in a spasm of anxiety, didn't do the headache any good at dl.
A fiend armed with a can opener took a close interest in the victim's brain. For long
seconds Jerry's eyes remained clenched shut.

When at last he could see, he was in a room that, to the best of his recollection,
he had never seen before.

He was in his underwear, lying between pink sheets... He looked a them again.
Yeah, that's right, pink instead of white. And the small bedroom was utterly
unfamiliar. It was high-class, with a kind of feminine flar about the strange
decorations.

For a little while Jerry just sat there, unable to make any kind of connection
between this situation and his last waking memories. All he could think of at first was
that he might somehow have wound up in a high-class whorehouse. He hadn't been
in one of those places, high-class or low, since hed married Judy, not even once.
Somehow he must have got hold of some redly rotten booze, yack yack bourbon or



bootleg jake.
Oh Christ, his head. How was he supposed to think?

By this time he had progressed as far as dtting on the edge of the bed. The
bedroom had one window, the fancy blind of which was closed against bright
sunlight. The thinnest possible needle of the sun, coming in past the blind's edge,
was enough to make Jerry wince. He observed that there were two doors in the
bedroom, besides the closet door. One of them was closed, the other partly open on
abathroom with weird fixtures, yellow instead of white. With rdief Jerry recognized
his own clothes, piled more or less negtly on a chair near the bed. His shoes were
under the chair.

In another moment Jerry was on his feet, ignoring the headache, lunging for his
pants and going through the pockets. Goddamn it! He'd been cleaned out, every
nickel. Even his pocket comb and his handkerchief were gone. Oh, the sons of
bitches, he was going to, was going to...

Fact was, he Hill didn't even know who they were, or even where he was. Dimly
he groped toward the start of an explanation: he'd reached the headquarters of
Norlund's people, and something had happened to him there, a fight, a drugging, an
accident. They were keeping him on ice until he woke up and they could decide what
to do next. This place he was in might be some kind of hotel or whorehouse that
they ran, a handy place to let him lie. It didn't redly look like a whorehouse, though.
He didn't know what it looked like.

Never mind what it was, for now. He was going to get himself out of it and head
for home.

But another urgency took precedence, even over that. Jerry barely made it into the
bathroom in time.

He was 4ill in there, starting to fed a little better, when the oddness, the red
strangeness of this place started to sink in. The fixtures, the lights, everything in its
own way was funny-looking. There was no window at dl in the bathroom, but you
could hear a ventilating fan come on somewhere when you flicked the peculiar light
switch by the door. The switch moved amost silently. And the sink, the washbasin,
whatever you ought to cal it, was of one piece with the countertop surrounding it,
and it was made out of—well, it looked like marble, but it didn't redly fed like any
kind of stone.

No window. Huh. This sure as hell was not the al-glass House of Tomorrow.

Back in the bedroom he grabbed up his pants again, now happy to have them
even if the couple of dollars hed had in his pocket was gone. He'd get home
somehow, and then he'd try finding out what had happened to Norlund. Eventualy
he'd work things out with these people, explain to them that he'd just been trying to
help by bringing back their truck.

Cautioudy Jarry eased the blind on the bedroom window sideways a little, and
peeked out into the sun. What he saw only added to his confusion. He was no
longer out in the suburbs, he was looking down from some hotel or apartment



building so high that it had to be located in the middle of the city. There were
treetops, wel below him, and other tdl buildings were standing around now what in
hdl was he supposed to make of this? How long had he been knocked out, and
why? And why had he been brought here and left in this bed?

He didn't know what time it was. Jesus, he didn't even know what day. Suppose
he'd been gone from home dl night. Judy would kill him, and Mike... nobody would
believe a story like the one Jerry was going to have to tell.

While he was pulling on his shirt and stuffing the tail of it into his pants, his eye
fdl on atelephone. Yean, dammit, that had to be a phone there on the little bedside
table. HE'd missed it at first, because the instrument was a funny color instead of
black, and an odd shape too. Maybe he ought to cal home right this minute, from
here, just to let them know that he was Hill dive. But maybe, on the other hand, he
ought to just scram out of here without wasting a second, while he had the chance.

He put on his shoes, tying them quickly. Right beside the telephone on the little
table was a funny little box made out of some smooth material. On the front of this
box was what Jerry, desperate to know the time, at first thought might be a clock
face. But it wasn't a clock. Instead, the numbers on it were aimost like those on a
radio did. Next to one row of numbers were the large letters FM, with AM beside
the other row... instead of AM and PM? It didn't seem to make sense.

There were more urgent things than strange gadgets to worry about. When, a
moment later, Jerry did see a clock atop the dresser on the other side of the bed, he
didn't even recognize it as a clock at first. But it displayed what might be a
time—10:18—even though it had no face or hands. There were just the numbers,
glowing like a little neon sign. Jerry couldn't see any neon tubes, though. Just the
numbers themselves, in what looked like pure orange light. And now the last digit
melted away, changing instantly to a 9.

He was fully dressed now, and he was getting out of here. One stride from the
closed bedroom door, he obeyed a last-moment impulse in a way that he thought
must mean his nerves were shot. Changing directions, he grabbed up the telephone
after dl. At that point, Jerry's finger, poised to did his home number, found itself
amed a a nedt little rectangle of pushbuttons instead of a dia. Well, he could push
buttons, too. The receiver beeped musicaly into his ear as he did so.

Then came clicking and buzzing noises, and then a woman's voice: " suggest
you hang up and dia again. If you fed you have dided correctly "

Jerry tried severd times, with increasing urgency, to interrupt the operator's spidl.
But she droned on as if she were completely unaware of his existence. Snotty bitch!
And then to top it off she just pulled the plug on her switchboard and cut him off,
damned snotty bitch!

But he had no time to waste on her. As Jerry put down the phone, one more
thought struck him, and he hastily pulled open some of the dresser drawers and
poked around in them, wondering if his money and stuff might have been put there.
Or he mignt find a little loose change that he could use for carfare. What he



discovered was piles of various feminine garments, and that was about it.

At the bedroom door at last, he tried it cautioudly, and found to his reief that at
least it wasn't locked. When he opened the door he found himsdf looking out into
the halway of what appeared to be a small apartment. Jerry stood ill for a moment,
listening. As far as he could tdl he had the whole place to himsalf.

Across the hdlway was the smdl living room, with blinds drawn shut on both its
windows. At first glance the living room furniture was more or less ordinary asofa,
a couple of big chairs, a low table with some newspapers thrown on it. But the
lamps looked odd.

And in one corner of the living room a big radio sat on a low chest... but maybe
it wasn't a radio. It was some kind of cabinet with metal prongs sticking out on top
like insect feelers and most of its front surface a single pand of dull glass. At the
other side of the living room in a small entryway was a door that ought to lead out of
the apartment. Another door, to a tiny coat closet, stood gar, reveding garments
hanging within.

A few feet to Jearry's left down the hdl was another bathroom. And beside that a
second bedroom or was it? On tiptoe he moved closer and looked in. It was
another smal room, with asingle bed or cot crowded into one corner. The center of
the room was given to a worktable holding a kind of elaborate, deformed typewriter.
This machine was flanked on the table by another glass-fronted box, this one small,
and a couple of other devices Jarry found equaly unfamiliar. All were connected by
wires covered with strange, smooth insulation. More radio stuff, Jerry guessed.
Spies? Secret messages to company headquarters? Any guess he made might be as
good as another. There were some rolls and scatterings of paper on the table, but he
wasn't going to hang around to try to read them. In this room, too, the window blind
was closed.

Moving in the other direction down the short hdl, past the room in which he'd
awakened, Jerry came to a smdl dining alcove. The table and chairs were framed
with bright metal tubing, making them look as if they might have come right out of
the House of Tomorrow.

Beyond this alcove was the kitchen, in which things were... very odd. By now,
that hardly came as a surprise. The stove top was a single panel, the burners looking
as if they'd smply been painted onto it. But it was obvioudly a red appliance. On
one wdl of the kitchen hung a calendar, and on another a peculiar phone—and there
a last, between blinded windows on a third wall, a clock of more or less normal
design. It read ten twenty-four, which more or less agreed with the odd clock back
in the bedroom.

At the far end of the kitchen a closed door of solid wood was fortified with two
locks and a chain. It had to be the back way out of the apartment. In a moment Jerry
was standing in front of that door and undoing its fastenings. A moment after that he
was outside the door, on a smal concrete-floored landing. It held a pair of garbage
cans that, like so many things in the apartment, appeared to have been made of
something like hard rubber. From this landing a service stairway went both up and



down, in tight rectangular turns, concrete and steel inside the unpainted concrete of
the building's outer wall.

Jerry took the downward stair. His feet moved quickly, skipping steps, passing
the rear entries to other apartments. Maybe when he got outside he could bum
money for carfare from somebody. He passed severa exterior windows on his way
down, but they were dl obscured by bars and heavy screens and grime. He could
see enough, though, to tdl that his descent had reached the levd of the treetops
outside; and then, that he was amost dl the way down.

Then he was at ground leve. The exit door at the bottom opened easily. And then

he was outside.
1933

The gray Packard was cregping west through Loop traffic. The man in the
passenger seat turned around again, and said to Norlund, "It might even be that you
are innocent, Mr. Norlund—and | suppose that might even be your right name."

"Itis."

"When | say innocent, | mean of course in the sense of your intentions. You are
not innocent legdly. Butler probably recruited you with the throw that what she
wanted you to do for her was perfectly legd. Is that in fact what happened?”

The throw? Norlund wondered slently. His hands were ill held behind him by
stedl cuffs. He thought about Sandy, and said nothing.

"Ah wdll, you'll tdl me soon. First | want to make sure you understand that
unauthorized, unlicensed time travel is very much against the law."

Norlund felt a compulsion to speak. An innocent man ought to be able to say
something. "What are you taking about?' he asked.

His interrogator smiled faintly, as if he had gained a point by getting Norlund to
ask that question. "I am talking about the laws of human history. | have the honor to
help in their enforcement. No time, no place in human history, stands outside our
law. You will learn." The man nodded a Norlund, his attitude seeming to say, | an
dlowing dl | can for ignorance, restraining my personal anger at lawbreakers such as
youl.

"Kidnapping isillegd,” Norlund said. And then, seeing the instant reaction in the
other's eyes, he was much afraid.

Before the chief could respond to Norlund, the driver beside him interrupted.
"Sir, it's that truck. Behind us."

The chief's gaze shifted past Norlund, out through the rear window. Agan
something atered in his eyes, and Norlund, who had been frightened, was abruptly
terrified. The chief said only: "Get him."

The driver reacted instantly, displaying a virtuosity that had not earlier been
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required. He twirled the whed, expertly changing lanes in traffic. The Packard
accelerated, braked, spun into a U-turn. Norlund, having a hard time keeping his
balance with his hands useless, saw the truck. He lunged awkwardly toward the open
window next to him, intending to get his head out of it and cry for help.

The chief hit him on the bridge of the nose, a backhand blow. If it wasn't a
gunbarrel that landed, it fet like one. Norlund, haf-stunned, his eyes suddenly
streaming water, slumped back into his seat. Meanwhile, through his pain, he was
raging inwardly at Jerry whatdid the damned young fool think he was doing, trying
to follow this way? It was the same truck dl right; there was the dimly painted sign
on the side of it. Slently Norlund cursed the young guy for an idiot.

The Packard's driver continued to be frighteningly competent. More so than Jerry.
Norlund, still half-dazed, in pain, and trying to see through streaming eyes, missed
many of the details of the chase. When his vision cleared they were still somewhere
in the downtown area, with the truck only haf a block ahead. A light was turning
red butboth vehicles got through it. The truck had lost another car-length now.

The chief, ignoring Norlund now, looked forward, grunting with satisfaction. The
uniformed man in the rear had Norlund by the collar with one hand, ready to apply a
choke if necessary.

The fleeing truck had turned down one side street after another, and now it chose
to dive into an dley. Norlund groaned aloud, viewing this as evidence of Jerry's
panic—there were too many ways to be delayed, or stuck, down one of these
one-lane passages between buildings.

And there, round the first bend of the dley, the truck was stuck indeed, having
chosen ablind ending. The Packard screeched to a hdt some fifty feet behind it. The
chief had his door open instantly, and jumped out with weapon in hand, crying
triumphant orders to his men. The driver, on his side, was only a second behind him.
Ragged forms that had been bending over nearby garbage cans straightened up in
scrambling flight. Norlund, his head twisted sideways by the grip on his collar, could
just see that one of these was a young man, dight of build, with short brown hair that
was just growing out of a crewcut. The youth's eyes met Norlund's, and with a tense
side-ways nod he indicated that Norlund should get the hdl out of that dley, back in
the only direction that was open.

It wasn't that Norlund was unwilling, but

Something that was not gunfire or any conventional explosive blew up, sizzled,
blasted again. It was issuing from the truck, and the air around the Packard was filled
with frying noises. The chief and his companion, their bodies glowing but apparently
unharmed, were diving for cover behind loading dock and garbage cans, firing back.

And now something else was happening at and around the car door to Norlund's
left. The uniformed man beside him let go Norlund's collar and started to turn that
way, away from Norlund. There was a staccato shrieking in the air, suggesting a
wind of hurricane force being turned on and absolutely off at intervals of a small
fraction of a second. First the car door, then the uniformed figure beside Norlund,



disappeared and reappeared in multiple staggering images, flickering in time with the
hurricane wind. Norlund saw the door open, the door closed, the man in this
position, the man in that. Grabbing for Norlund, faling down, reaching for the door,
drawing his gun, lying back slumped, dtting there alert. As if segments or frames
from three or four different sequences of events had been chopped up and randomly
spliced back together.

Norlund could fed himsdf, even see himsdf, being sucked into the maglstrom
too. Forces he had never known sawed a him. Mutudly exclusive pathways opened
simultaneoudly. He could fed himsdf being diced as by a camera's whirling shutter,
divided and subdivided, minced, multiplied and integrated again. Norlund
Descending a Staircase.

The guard was gone from beside him, the car door was open. He lunged for it.

Norlund found himsdf rolling out of the Packard onto the ground. He was
afflicted with dirt and grit and terror, and the blasts that were not of bullets or
cannon 4ill raged in the air nearby. But he fet essentialy unhurt, and the world
around him had regained stability. With stedl sill clamping his hands behind him, he
got his legs under him and ran, trying to stay in a crouch. Already he was gasping
but he ran as hard as he could, heading back down the dley. The noise behind him
suddenly abated, as if a heavy door had closed, but one quick glance backward
showed him both truck and Packard till enveloped in special effects. Two bodies,
one uniformed, one ragged, lay anonymoudly on the ground.

Norlund pounded around the corner in the dley, breath sawing in his throat. He
was just approaching the alley's mouth, wondering which way he was going to turn
out of it, when a green taxicab with a broad stripe of checkerboard pattern round its
body pulled up in front of him on the street. A rear door of the cab opened, and
Ginny Butler leaned out beckoning.

Norlund, stumbling forward as fast as he could, gasped with dismay when he saw
that the car was starting to roll before he'd reached it. He lunged. Ginny's hand
caught him by the upper arm and pulled. He was in safely and the door dammed as
the cab leapt forward.

Ginny, dressed in clothes of the Thirties, her short hair rearranged, helped
Norlund up to anorma position on the seat. Harbin, dressed as a cabdriver, was up
front behind the whed. The taxi shot down the street and around a corner as if
expecting close pursuit. It slowed down somewhat after that, but <till kept moving
right along, putting distance between its occupants and whatever might be happening
back therein the dley.

In one hand Ginny was now holding what looked like a giant Brillo pad of coiled
wire. She began to pass this like a sponge over Norlund's body, touching him
quickly, gently, working from head to toe. She used her free hand to turn him this
way and that, careful not to miss any spots. The process, whatever it was, was
complete in a matter of seconds, and he was alowed to lie back gasping, his eyes
closed. He was too old for this kind of nonsense, he told himsalf.



"l never promised you it would be a safe job, Alan." Ginny was reaching behind
him now, with some other kind of instrument in her hands. There was no sound, not
even atug, but one after another the bracelets fel free of hiswrists.

He opened his eyes. "You said that before. He wished that he could stop
gasping. "What about Andy Burns?' Gasp. "l saw him back there."

"We have some good, experienced people there with him. Chances are they'll do
dl right." Ginny, putting tools away, rubbed her forehead wearily, "Andy is working
for us willingly, you understand. A lot of things have been explained to him, and he's
accepted combat assignment.”

"Wish | could say the same, about things being explained. What happened to
Jerry Rosen? Has he enlisted in your commandos, too?"

She shook her head. "He wasn't in the truck when we sent it after you; he's safe
for the time being. We can't send you to safety, but weve got to try to keep you
safe. Y ou're becoming rather important.”

"The job's done," said Norlund, not without pride.

Ginny didn't answer. She was looking back through the rear window of the cab as
if checking for pursuers.

"Always liked to think of mysalf as important." Norlund got in a few more good
breaths and decided that maybe he wasn't going to faint after dl. "What's the news
on my granddaughter?’

Ginny turned back to him, and looked at her watch atleast a some device that
she wore on her wrist. "As of two days after your launching from Eighty-four," she
declared, "Sandy is doing just fine. You don't have to worry any more about her
having our continued support; you've earned that."

"Thanks." Norlund breathed a sigh. "Naturdly Sandy's mother is wondering
where | am, if I've been gone two extra days."

"l suppose she is. Alan, | have to tdl you that | don't know when we're going to
be able to get you home. | thought it would be two days. But the whole situation has
changed drastically since you were launched."

Norlund nodded, feding almost no surprise. A little, a himsdf, for taking the
announcement so camly, as if he'd been expecting it dl aong. "In the army they
used to say that your enlissment was being involuntarily extended. That was the
officia term for it, anyway."

Ginny was watching him carefully. "The job redly isn't done yet. I'm glad you can
understand.”

"When you're sixty, you redize that you're never going to understand very much.
But you do start to have a certain fedling for how the world works." Norlund rubbed
his newly freed wrists. Then he started trying to brush some of the adley grit from his
clothes. Ginny helped him. "I'd like to hear a guess, though, a when you might be
able to get me home. Not that I'd necessarily believe it." He'd lost his hat in the...



but that looked like his hat. It was dtting atop his traveling bag at Ginny's feet. Next
to it was another bag that must be her traveling tool kit. From the latter she now
withdrew another appliance, to help Norlund remove a streak of grime from his coat
deeve.

Ginny sighed. "I'm reluctant to make such a guess. Y ou should redize, Alan, that
right now you're rather lucky to be dive at dl. Alive and coherent. However." She
paused, rasing her eyes to the driver's rearview mirror as if to consult with the silent
Harbin. The cab was ill in the downtown area, turning corners frequently; Norlund
had no idea where they were going.

Ginny looked back at him. "A new timeline is being created here. | don't think
weve ever redly discussed timeines with you."

"l only had one day of basic training before you shipped me overseas."

She continued to consider him. "We chose wdl, | think. You're a pretty tough
man."

"Thank you, mam." Oddly, he redly felt honored. And that she was tdling him
something she redly felt.

"And again, I'm sorry, but getting you home as | promised isn't possible.”

"I've grasped that point. By the way, you aso promised me that what | was going
to do was legd."

"What's that supposed to mean?"
"I've just been told that it isn't."

Harbin spoke up unexpectedly from the driver's seat. "By that man who just now
kidnapped you? | suppose he mentioned me."

Norlund met Dr. Harbin's eyes in the rearview mirror. "Actudly he never
mentioned you at dl. He did ask how Ginny Butler was. Said she goes around
convincing people to break the laws... of human history, | think he caled them. Her
kind of time travel does that."

Ginny asked quietly, "Did you think he might be right?"

Norlund's head till ached from the backhand blow. He could ill see the blond
man's eyes. "If | have to choose between you, you're il ahead.”

"You do have to choose. That man's name is Hgo Brandi." Ginny spelled it out
for Norlund. "Sound like a funny name?' She wasn't smiling. "I hope our people
back there have managed to kill him this time. That's a faint hope, but at least getting
him out dive will cost his side a great deal energy, time, and other things. That's
something. I'm not going to try to tdl you about him now; he deserves a whole
chapter and we haven't time. But he's a mass murderer. And he likes to torture
people.”

"Well." Norlund sighed. He could believeit.
Ginny was looking at her watch impatiently. At the moment the cab was stuck in



traffic. She switched subjects briskly. "If we do arrange to get you home, Alan, it
won't be for weeks or months. Maybe longer. Meanwhile, it's possible that we can
work out something, sometime, on the telephone.”

Norlund considered this as he held his aching head. "Y ou mean | might be able to
phone home? From one year, one decade, to another?’

"It might be possible. If you think your relatives would be comforted more than
unsettled to hear from you that way. Y ou'd have to plan what you were going to say
to them. You couldn't tell them what you were redly doing, of course, or where you
redly were."

"Wow."
"Think about it."

"I'll try. Where am | going now?" Even as he spoke he redlized that they were now
in a line of other taxicabs, working their way dowly toward the curb in front of a
giant building—a railroad station, he realized.

"You're going to your falback position. I'm sure you remember what that is."

He did; it was one of the things they had engraved upon his memory. If something
had gone wrong in Chicago, if Ginny hadn't contacted him and he hadn't known
what to do next, he had been ordered to make his way east, to New York, as best he
could. "All right. The Empire State Building lobby, a noon. Who's meeting me?'

Ginny gave him alook, but that was al.

"All right, so you won't tdl me. It seems absolutely insane to me, the things you
insst on keeping secret and the things you don't care about my name for instance.”

No reply. The line of taxicabs was momentarily stalled.

"All right. Tdl me instead how you did that switch with the truck back there.
Maybe the other side will try it on me some day. When Hgo Whatsisname wants to
arrest me again, he shouldn't have much trouble finding me."

That got a response. "Oh, his people will know approximately where you are, and
when. Getting at you will be another matter. You'll be safe for a while. As for the
truck, Jarry drove it back to Wheaton, and inadvertently took it clockwise thatis,
forward in time. We knew Brandi had aready seen it, so we loaded it up and brought
it back anticlockwise to the same day, trying to trap him. But you won't see a stunt
like that very often, from either side. It's too costly and too risky. In this case we
decided that the costs and the risks were justified.”

"To save me. Because, as you say, |'ve become rather important.”

"You have. But | must admit that might not have been enough. When there was
also a chance of trapping Brandi..."

She let it trall off. The other taxis ahead of them were moving and now Harbin had
his chance to pull up to the curb. Just ahead of and behind them, other cabs were
letting out passengers and taking them in, redcaps and drivers shuffling baggage.



Norlund delayed getting out. "What about Jerry? You said he wasn't in that truck
just now."

"We're doing what we can for him, Alan. He's not hurt. But he's in a time-bind
stuation. That means we could have trouble sending him home."

"Like me."

"We know there's a problem in your case. I'm not sure yet about him. When he
showed up in Eighty-four and we redlized what had happened, we put him to seep
with drugs, to keep him from learning too much, and just to keep him out of the way
until we can dedl with his case."

"Learning too much?’

"Sometimes, in this crazy business, knowing too much can be as bad as knowing
too little. So I've got him stashed away in my own place in Eighty-four Chicago. The
condominium | usualy live in when I'm there. | hope to be able to get back to him
within a couple of hours after | left him. There was just no one to spare for
baby-sitting."

"Brandi's side is keeping you dl busy."

Ginny ignored that, except for a smal sigh. "Now to business, quickly. You'll go
into the station here and get yourself a compartment on the Twentieth Century.
That's a crack train on the New York Central railroad, and it departs for New York
in about twenty minutes." She handed Norlund a scrap of paper. "Use this name
until you reach New Y ork. Then use your own."

"What if there's no compartment available?!
"There will be. If not, get to New Y ork some other way."

Harbin was aready out on the sidewalk, in his character of taxi driver holding the
rear door open for Norlund.

"Okay," said Norlund, and got out. His hat was in his hand, and now he put it on.
He took the traveling bag from Ginny's hand and nodded to her and Harbin. His
fedings were a curious mixture. Relief at being rescued, anger a being put in a
gtuation where rescue became necessary. There were other feelings in the mixture
too. Somehow, and this was the odd part, he just wasn't as outraged as he might
have been about the way these people had treated him drugginghim and sending
him into danger for some unexplained purpose. Was he drugged now? He didn't
think so. It was as if, from the start, he had redly been looking for some kind of
al-out test.

Harbin was getting back into the driver's seat. Now dl the cab's doors dammed
and it pulled away, frustrating the efforts of a woman who tried to flag it down.

Norlund stared after it, but only for a moment. Then he straightened his rumpled
garments as best he could, hoisted his bag, and strode into the railroad station, aong
with an intermittent stream of other weekend travelers.

Inside, the station was a temple of light-colored stone. Dim and lofty, like a



museum, but smelling faintly of disinfectant and cigars and coal. Obvioudy, some
people were not suffering from the Depression,

Norlund saw no signs of poverty among the people entraining, with ther
expensive-looking luggage.

He stood briefly inline a one of the severa ticket windows that were open in the
vast marble concourse, and without any trouble bought the ticket that he was
supposed to buy. Glancing at the scrap of paper given him by Ginny, he reserved
the compartment in the name of Earl Greenidge. Briefly, Norlund wondered if that
man dill existed, or ever had, and what had happened to him. A new timeline is
being erected here. | don't think we've ever really discussed timelines with you.

Someday she would, though. As soon as she redly wanted to get around to it.

Bah. They kept manipulating him. Yet here he was, ill following orders. And,
yes, looking forward to what might happen next.

Consulting the timetable he'd been given with his ticket, and looking a a poster or
two displayed in the station, Norlund confirmed that the train he was about to board
was one of the crack specials. According to the schedule it should take him only
about twenty hours to reach New Y ork. Briefly he wondered if regular arline service
between the two cities had yet been established. He doubted there was regular
passenger service but he wasn't sure. Too bad Ginny hadn't arranged for him to go
by air—that would have been something of an adventure.

Histrain was boarding aready, a giant's voice booming amost unintelligibly over
the station loudspeakers to announce the track number. Still moving with a trickle of
felow passengers, Norlund showed his ticket and was alowed to pass the gate.
Moving from atemple of light marble into an even vaster cavern of stedl girders and
tracks and steam, he passed aong a broad concrete wak, stretching into an invisble
distance. There were tracks to right and left, and gray, grimy skylights far above. An
engine bell was clanging, and the hiss and smell of steam hung in the air, dong with
the psychic dectricity of a sooty airport. Norlund's bag was snatched from his hand
by an ingstent porter, who carried it on ahead, leading him to his Pullman car.

1984

Later, much later, when Jerry had been granted the time and a platform of relative
sanity from which to look back, he could not remember in which direction he had
turned first on leaving the tal apartment building. Nor could he recal exactly what
had influenced his decisions at the time, or what he had been thinking. Nor which
shock was the most decisive, among dl the shocks that he was subject to within the
next few minutes. Nor just how far he had walked, nor on what erratic course, before
he came at last to a halt.

When he did hdt he was on the lakefront, leaning his elbows on a low concrete
wdl that ran just inland of a broad paved wak. Just beyond the wak were piled
boulders and low wooden pilings and lapping waves. To Jerry's right, as he faced
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the lake, there began a border of sand beach.

Farther south, perhaps a mile away in the same direction, a building of glass and
black stee went up to something like a hundred stories, dwarfing the recognizable
Drake Hotdl in front of it. Jerry knew, he knew damn well, that there was no building
anything like that black monster in Chicago. Yet here was the lake, and he'd seen
some familiar street names. And down there was the Drake, a footstool now instead
of a tower... Nor ought there to be so many buildings of the size of those
surrounding the black giant. And their grouping strongly suggested to Jerry that they
were only the front ranks, that more like them would be massed behind them to the
south, around the L oop.

Jerry stood there for some time, leaning on the wall. For a while he would gaze at
the tall buildings, and try to think about them. But his ability to think seemed to exist
only intermittently, and he'd find himself staring at something else, not thinking about
anything at dl.

Just in front of Jerry, alittle complex of concrete game tables adorned the strip of
parkland that separated the lake and awide, busy street. The wal that Jerry leaned on
was part of this table complex, which was shaded by trees and more concrete.
Game boards were inlaid into the tabletops, and there were concrete benches for the
players to st on. A couple of chess sculptures of the same materid, amost
life-sized, looked on over the players shoulders just as Jarry did. Most of the boards
were currently in use, and kibitzers had accumulated from the trickle of people
passing on the wak. Most of the people nearby were wearing beach clothes,
hot-wesather clothes, clothes that looked quite strange to Jerry.

Among dl the thousands of people Jarry had seen on the street and in the park
since leaving the apartment, he couldn't remember anyone who had been dressed
very much in the way that he was dressed. On the other hand, no one had redly
appeared to think his clothes were odd. Thered been such diversity that maybe it
just didn't matter.

A good number of people were out today, enjoying the park and the beach and
the nice weather. Most of them were young adults, or maybe high school kids. Some
cruised dong the broad lakefront wak on bicycles. Some, whether biking or
waking, wore earphones, as if they might have little radio sets hidden in ther
handlebars or somehow concealed on their bodies, and faraway lisening looks on
thar faces.

Not dl the radios were connected to headsets and inaudible to others. Jerry could
hear music... of akind. Mostly it sounded like little kids whining, unable to sound
grown-up, while instruments banged with the monotony of punch presses.

On the beach Jerry could see niggers, playing around and stretched out on the
sand, mixed right in among the white people, who seemed to be paying them no
atention at dl. Jary might have stared longer a this phenomenon, but he was
distracted by the girls. Most of the girls on the beach, white and colored, were
wearing about as little as Sdly Rand probably had on behind her fans. And no one
but Jerry seemed to be paying much attention to the girls, either.



And now he momentarily forgot even about the girls. An airplane had come aong;
there seemed to be quite a lot of airplanes, and Jerry raised his head to gape  it.
The sounds these arcraft made were like their shapes, smooth and quick as
bullets butagain, nobody cared.

Jerry removed his elbows from the wal and dowly turned around. He took off his
cap and ran his fingers through his har. He could see no other caps like his
anywhere. No regular fedora hats, either. Most men were bareheaded, and needed
haircuts. There were a few straw hats and odd caps. So there could be another cap
like his around here somewhere...

Here came a young guy waking by, wearing a kind of undershirt with short
deeves, colored yellow. Across his chest like advertising a message was emblazoned
in blue: SPOCK LIVES. And a picture of a hand, raised in what Jerry Rosen thought
looked like an old Jewish prayer sign. Whatever in the hell...

And now a pair of young men waking by together. Their hair was so long that
you'd think they had to be fairies—or at least something very odd, like violin players.
God, they must be fairies;, one of them was wearing a necklace, a thin gold chain
round a tanned, brawny neck. But nobody even looked...

Between the moments in which he took in dl these marvels, Jerry's eyes kept
coming back to the chess players. They were doing something that he could
understand. They were being cam about it, once in a while getting quietly excited,
just like the chess players he'd known when he was a kid. Jerry's father played, and
when he was a little kid living with his father, Jerry himsdlf had gotten quite good at
it. Good for alittle shaver, anyway. Right now chess was one of the few things in
this new world that Jarry fet able to recognize with any certainty. The lake was
another. Maybe that was why the sight of chessplayers beside the lake had brought
him to a hat.

A blond girl on the beach screamed something, throwing a beach ball, and one of
her tits amost fdl out of its tiny halter chalk up one more thing recognizable,
unchanged. Even if Jarry wasn't capable of enjoying it right at this moment.

Now another fancy undershirt came past, this one reading DRACULA SUCKS.
Jerry got the point; he'd seen Dracula just last year when it first came out. And now
aguy could put on a shirt like that, that made jokes about cocksucking, and wak
around in public with it on and not be arrested. Nobody even looked up from ther
own concerns to notice him...

One of the chessplayers was a nigger, wearing a gold wristwatch on one brown
am coming out of a short-sleeved pink shirt. Nobody cared what color the player
was, or his shirt either. The pieces that brown arm reached for and picked up were
just the same shape, the same style, as those that Jerry's father had taught him to play
with. Except maybe these pieces were not redl ivory. Or maybe they could be.

Jerry watched the chess games. He began to get interested, following their
progress, switching his attention from one board to another. Leaning on the wall
again, he was able to become absorbed in the play for long seconds a a time,



thereby dulling his awareness of other problems, and maybe incidentaly keeping
himsdf from going nuts.

His problem was not that he didn't know where he was. Or that he hadn't grasped
wha must have happened to him. He had grasped those things al right; he had
gotten the basic fact, though he didn't begin to understand it. And despite the fact
that, in his science-fictional imaginings, Jerry had never pictured it this way.

No, he had never pictured it like this.

And now Jerry found the craziest goddamn thing happening to him. Leaning there
againgt the wdl in the sunshine, watching the sailboats playing out there on the cam
lake, and the girls waking by in G-strings, and the dleek airplanes cruising overhead
and the giant buildings and the cam chessplayers watchingdl that, Jerry Rosen
began to cry.

He wasn't noisy about it. He usualy hadn't been noisy about crying, as a kid. The
tears just oozed and trickled out, and he had the old childhood tight, burning feding
in his throat. The people around him, used to ignoring marvels, ignored this one, too:
agrown man standing here and blubbering.

The chessboards blurred now when he tried to look at them. And Jerry was mad
as hdl at himsdf for crying, and madder because he didn't even know what he was
crying for.

Was it for Judy, who might be dead and gone by this year, whatever this year
was? No, he had no gut feding that Judy was lost to him. However he had arrived
here, she was waiting for him at home. And if he had been able to get here, he would
be able to get back.

Maybe he was bawling for dl those great big beautiful buildings, for the guys who
had built them dl and now nobody cared. Maybe for the girls on the beach, who had
taken amost everything off, and now nobody bothered to look. Maybe for the kids
who wandered around with earphones on so they could listen to punch presses. As
if they wished that they were somewhere else, as if they were ill living in the
Depression instead of having dl of this...

"Sir, areyou dl right?' The blurry forms of two women, one white, one colored,
had stopped at Jerry's side.

In an outrage of shame he tried to clear his vision, to wipe tears from his face.
More ill oozed and trickled. To stand here crying like some goddamned baby...
The two women were probably in ther thirties, Jarry thought. Dressed in blouses
and shorts, dressed younger than their age, though they were not in G-strings.

“I... " In his hurt confusion his first impulse was to snap some obscenity at the
two women and drive them off. But he choked on the words and could not get them
out.

"What's wrong?' This, the second to speak, was the colored one. They both
sounded dert and practical. Schoolteachers maybe, or nurses, off duty.

"I sad I'm dl right. All right. Just lay off me. Forget it." Jerry had started to pulll



himself together. He thought that his face must ill look strange, but give him a
minute. He was making progress.

"... stoned." This was from the white woman, speaking in a low voice toward her
companion's ear, meanwhile tugging gently at the colored's arm. And Jerry, not
understanding, for one imaginative moment could imagine a crowd suddenly forming
around him—except for the chessplayers, who would go on playing—and gathering
up stones to hurl a him, Jerry, the outsider, as soon as these women gave the order.

The two women retreated dightly. Had he scared them off? No, they were just
making room in front of him for someone else.

This was a younger woman, with dark hair and blue eyes, blurrily familiar to Jerry.
Not from his own world, but from somewhere earlier in this mad adventure... from
the dream. She was wearing blue jeans and a blue shirt, and was looking haggard and
relieved a the same time.

"Jerry? We've been looking for you."

"Oh," he said. And was suddenly wary. When the people in his dream had been
arguing about his fate, which side had this woman been on?

"Oh, good," murmured one of the first pair of women, haf to hersdf, haf to the
newcomer. "We were wondering..."

The blue-eyed young woman leaned closer to Jerry, putting a hand on his arm.
"Jerry? Come aong with me now, won't you?"

"Okay." He sure as hdl didn't have anyplace else in mind to go. He let go the
concrete wal that had been supporting him.

With the young woman holding Jerry's arm, the two of them waked inland
through the park, following a paved path. Not very far ahead, the path descended
Into a pedestrian underpass. Now Jerry could vaguely remember coming through the
underpass ealier, to get out here to the park. Waiting for them just where the path
started to dip was a young man, who also appeared relieved at the sight of Jerry. The
young man had longish hair; Jerry could see he was going to have to stop noticing
hair. He wasn't sure if he could recall the young man's face or not, from that interva
he had once taken to be a dream.

With Jerry in the middle the three of them walked down into the pedestrian tunnel
that burrowed beneath what a glimpsed street sign said was Lake Shore Drive. Yeah,
Jerry reassured himself again, this was Chicago.

The young woman had a firm hold on his am. "Jarry, do you remember my
name? It's Ginny, Ginny Butler. Now we're going to take you to where you can lie
down and get some rest. After that I'll be able to explain things to you better. We're
your friends. Everything is going to be dl right." Her voice was full of soothing
tones.

"Can | go home?"
They were dready a the end of the short tunnel, emerging from under the



multi-lane drive of traffic into bright sunlight, amid tall apartment buildings.

Ginny replied carefully. "We're going to work on getting you home right away. As
soon as you've had some rest. You did a good job with Mr. Norlund, by the way.
He's told me so himsalf."

"He's here?"
"Unfortunately, not right now. But he was okay when last | saw him."

Jerry's hands were in his trousers pockets. "What happened to my money? | had
abuck and a half."

"We were intending to return that to you, with your other things. You can have
them dl as soon as we get back to my place. You see, | didn't redize you'd wake up
so soon."

"Oh." Her place meant that he'd awakened in her bed. He looked at her again,
more closaly, but he ill couldn't remember anything else.

The young man explained, "We had to look at dl your things, see, to try to make
sure of who you were."

Jerry nodded. His head was swimming and his eyes ached, as if he'd been staring
for a long time into the sun. Maybe that was from the crying. He wasn't crying any
longer, but to rest his eyes he walked without raisng them from the sdewak just
ahead of him.

He asked: "Anybody got a cigarette?'
"Afraid not," said the young man.

"Sorry, | don't," said Ginny Butler. Without a pause she continued. "Jerry, it must
have been something of a shock for you, waking up like that, in a strange place.
What have you been doing since you woke up?"

He got the impression that much might depend on his answer to that question,
though she had put it casuadly enough. He thought his answer over carefully.
"Walking," he said at last.

"Tak to anyone?'
"Hardly anyone. Just those two women, | think. Couple of words."

Now the young man was unlocking the door of an automobile, one of a line of
low vehicles parked along a curb. The young man held the door for Jerry, who had
to bend his head way down to get in. It was a painfully cramped vehicle inside,
though on the outside amost as bullet-smooth as the aircraft Jerry had just been
watching.

A tiny femae voice spoke from the mysterious dashboard, telling Jerry to put on
his seatbelt, please. The young man had to show Jerry how the belt worked, and
help him to fasten it. Then they were on their way, with Ginny driving. The
gearshifting arrangement, Jerry noted, was strange. Even with seatbelts on they didn't
go very fast, or very far for that matter. Presently they were nosing down into an



underground garage beneath a tal apartment building. Jerry assumed it was the one
he'd walked away from.

They led him into an elevator a one side of the underground garage, and a minute
later they were dl back in the apartment, entering this time by way of a fancy halway
and the front door. An old man with white hair, unfamiliar to Jerry, was dtting in the
living room as the three of them came into the apartment; he got to his feet, looking
a them as if he'd been expecting their arrival. He was tdler than Norlund, and even
older-looking. So far no one had told Jerry ether of the men's names.

After a brief whispered conference with the old man, Ginny led Jerry into the
kitchen, and marched him right up to face the calendar on the wall. He hadn't redly
looked at the calendar before, not to take in any of the numbers.

She held his arm and spoke to him gently. "Do you understand what you're
looking at, Jerry? Does it start to explain some things for you?"

"l understand. Nineteen eighty-four." And he repeated the year to himsdf, under
his breath. "But | aready figured it out. | didn't know exactly what year it was, but...
nineteen eighty-four." He said it to himsdlf again, and nodded as if with satisfaction.

Ginny studied him for a moment. Then she pointed a red fingernail a one square
in the monthly chart. "This is today," she told him softly.

The particular day she had pointed at didn't redly stay with Jerry. He didn't redly
take in the month, either. He was still looking at the year. "That's fifty years," he said,
in awistful, abstracted voice. "Fifty-one years, redly."

"Yes," said Ginny encouragingly. She and the old man, who had come into the
kitchen after them, exchanged what looked like hopeful nods. "Yes, it is" she
repeated.

"Holy cow," said Jerry. Somehow in this situation he felt reluctant to swear, and
not just because there was a lady present. It was because the situation went beyond
any swear words that he could possible have come up with.

He moved away a little, to the nearby dining alcove, and sat down in one of the
funny metal-tubing chairs. Ginny presently came to stand over him, holding out
money. It was, he realized, the dollar and a haf that he'd been missing. Jerry took it,
and the young man came, holding the other items that had been in Jerry's pockets.
He stowed the stuff away, except for one cigarette, which he lit up. Someone
brought him asmal ashtray. "

Then Jarry redlized that he was till wearing his cap in the house, and he took it
off. Not that it mattered at dl, but... he lost the train of his thoughts, and just sat
there looking at his cap, twirling it dowly in his fingers.

He looked up to see Ginny and the old man looking at him. The young man was
now nowhere to be seen.

"My kid," Jarry said a last, "will be grown up. Grown up, hell he'll be a paunchy
old man probably. And Judy..."



The two people were listening to him with sympathy, he thought. But he redized
with a shock that they were not interrupting him with soothing protests and tdling
him that everything was certain to be dl right.

"l gotta get back," said Jerry, with an edge of panic in his voice. And he got
swiftly to his feet.

"We want to help you do that." Ginny reacted at once, like a kind nurse, and
stood beside him patting his arm. "That's one of our highest priorities. And the first
step toward helping you is giving you a little test. Unless you'd like to take a rest
first?'

Jerry fought down incipient panic. "No. Let's get on with it." Still he held back,
irrationdly reluctant, when Ginny tugged gently at his arm. But after a moment he let
himself be steered down the hdl and into the second bedroom, where the deformed
typewriter waited on a table. The old man was already seated in front of it, doing
something with it.

"This won't hurt,” Ginny assured Jerry brightly. "It won't even tickle. It'll help you
remember certain things better, and it may cause you to forget afew things too—just
gt down here, will you Jerry? But the things you forget won't be anything you care
about. And there won't be many of them anyway."

Jerry, reluctant again, momentarily hung back. But what else was he going to do?
He sat down. The old man Ginny now caled him Dr. Harbin—came and helped
adjust bands on Jerry's wrists and forehead, connecting him to the machine.

"Like a lie detector,” Jerry muttered. At least it was like a version of the lie
detector that he'd seen in movies.

"Something like that," Ginny agreed cheerfully.

With his eyes Jerry followed the smoothly insulated wires that connected him to
the typewriter. Now the glass screen on the little box came aive with rows of letters
and numbers; Jarry caught just a glimpse of it before Dr. Harbin turned the box away
from him.

Then the old man raised his hands over the keyboard and began to type.

When next Jerry looked up, he fdt disoriented. Ginny and the old guy were
dready rolling up wires, putting things back into boxes, and he redized that the test
must be over.

"How'd | do?' he asked.
"Just fing," said Ginny. "Lean back and rest."

Eventudly it had grown dark outside, and only he and Ginny were left in the
apartment. The old man, like the nameless young one, had departed without Jerry
noticing exactly when or how. Now Jerry was dtting in a deep chair in the living
room, while Ginny moved around him, turning on lights. "Come into the kitchen and
tak to me," she said, "while | fix dinner."



He came along, and sat nearby in the dining alcove, on one of the tubular chairs
turned backwards, while Ginny bustled about in the kitchen. She had a neat shape,
Jerry thought, watching her turn and move. But right now he couldn't redly get
interested. There was too much else on his mind. Including Judy.

He tried to distract himsdlf. "Boy," he said, "I used to read in magazines, you
know, about the future. | didn't think my first day in the nineteen-eighties would ever
be like this." Jerry paused, then in a different tone added: "Hey "

"What?' Ginny gave him a quick smilein passing.

"It just hit me," Jarry said. "I mean, to wonder whether I'm ill dive around here
somewhere? | mean, | could be waking around out there " he gestured toward the
darkening windows, " seventyyears old. Am [? | mean..."

Ginny paused with the refrigerator door open. Outside of its funny color, Jerry
thought, the appliance didn't look al that different from the one Ma Monahan was
hoping to buy. "I understand what you're asking. But it's not a question I'd want to
answer for you. Even if | knew the answer, which at this minute | don't. In this game
It's sometimes dangerous to know things."

Jerry chuckled suddenly. "I played games like that before, doll." He wished he fet
as confident as he now sounded.

Ginny got moving again. "l hope you like chicken."
"Crazy about it."

While the chicken was cooking she kept bustling around, getting other things
ready. Meanwhile they talked, mostly about him. What magazines he'd liked to read
in the Thirties, that had given him his ideas of what the Eighties and other decades
might be like stufflike that. And how he'd met Judy, and what objections her family
had had to her marrying someone outside the Church. What kind of jobs Jerry had
worked at hedecided not to mention the bootlegging just now. Maybe later, when
he knew more about what kind of an operation was going on here. How he'd met
Norlund, hitchhiking...

Then dinner was ready, which was fine with Jerry, who by now fdt starved. The
food was served in what he considered a very fancy style, with a glass of wine,
good-tasting wine, beside each plate. Ginny had the knack—hell, she was a genius at
It formaking aguy fed at ease, ready, eager to do whatever she wanted him to do.
Jerry had now and then encountered other people with the same skill, his own sixth
grade teacher especially. But never before anyone who could do it as smoothly as
this.

When dinner was over, he even found himsdf volunteering to help with the
dishes. Wow, if Judy could have heard him say that... He'd volunteer to help Judy
too, yes by God he would, as soon as he got back to her.

Actualy the kitchen clean-up didn't take long. When Ginny had the coffee started,
she asked, "How about if we watch some television?'

"Great." Maybe, thought Jerry, at least the television would be the way it had been



in some of the stories.
"Let's see what's on." She led the way back into the living room.

Jerry seated himsdlf with a good view of the screen. Sure enough, the picture
came in sharper than on a movie screen, and in bright, real-looking colors. Ginny
could switch from one station to another just like that, without any fumbling around
trying to tune them in. She settled on some kind of story in which people were
frantically chasing each other around, while in the background waves of laughter
ebbed and flowed, evidently coming from some unseen studio audience. Actudly
Jerry couldn't understand what they dl thought was so funny, but then he supposed
he'd missed the early part of the story.

Ginny brought in the coffee. He was ditting a one end of the sofa, but she sat in a
separate chair. Don't worry, lady, | got enough on my mind without... It was safer to
watch televison than to start thinking of Judy.

He wanted to get interested in the story, such as it was, but ads kept breaking in.
Jerry was reminded of one summer when, as a kid, he'd visited relatives in a small
[llinois town. On clear Saturday nights, movies sponsored by local merchants had
been shown, free to anyone who wanted to Sit on the grass in an empty lot. There
were breaks for dide-projected ads not as many breaks as this. A lot of these
televison ads looked like cartoons, but Jerry couldn't figure out how anyone had
ever managed to draw them.

After awhile, Ginny looked over as if checking on him. She found Jerry watching
her intensely.

Jerry said, "Look, if you send me home, I'm gonna keep quiet about dl this, if
that's what you want. | swear it."

"I know you'd keep quiet. You don't have to swear to that."
"Hey, no, | mean it."

"I'm sure you do. But it doesn't redly matter whether you do or not. Because if
we do send you home, well insst on tregting you to a little forgetfulness therapy
first. You won't remember where you've been. You couldn't talk about this if you
wanted to."

"Whaddya mean, if you do send me home?’

She remained calm. "I mean if. It's not at dl a certainty. You should understand
that. There are alot of things that have to be taken into consideration, and the find
choice isn't up to me."

Jerry tried digesting this. "What about that test you gave me? | thought that was
what decided.”

"The results of that test will have a lot to do with the find decision. And one of
the things we were testing you for was how wel you'd take to the forgetfulness
treatment. On some people it doesn't work too well."

"So, how did | do?"



"The results aren't in yet. W€l hear when they are” And with an appearance of
cam, Ginny turned her attention back to the televison screen. She appeared to be
redly interested in hearing how the bubbles of gas in the intestine had some
resemblance to beer.

Next thing, some woman jumped off a motorcycle and started complaining about
her hemorrhoids. Jesus, this televison was just too embarrassing and disgusting for
Jerry to cling to it as a distraction. Suddenly fedling trapped, he got up and wandered
off through the gpartment. He didn't want to stay in the apartment and he didn't dare
try to leave. There was literaly no place for him to go if he did run out. Jesus...

Aslong as he was passing the bathroom anyway, he went in to take a leak. Then
he washed his hands and came back out to the living room. His first day in the
future.

Ginny was dill watching the screen as if she were interested. There was a different
program on now; it looked like a regular movie in black and white. There was
background music, like a movie would have, but no waves of laughter.

Ginny turned her head. "I thought maybe you'd find this more interesting.”

He asked her: "What if, when the results of the test come back, the answer's no?"
"It won't be an absolutely find no. Therell ill be things we can try."

"Yeah? Like what?"

"Well see. If it becomes necessary."

"When'll we know the test results?"

"Probably in afew hours. I'll get a phone call."

Jerry nodded wearily. He wondered if he wanted to sit on the sofa again. He
started watching the movie while standing. Presently he asked, "Who's this guy? The
star?’

"Humphrey Bogart. Thisis quite an old movie, actually. Almost from your time."

"I don't remember him. | don't know who he is" Jary wasn't sure if he
remembered the leading actress' face or not.

Ginny considered calmly. "I think he's on stage, on Broadway, in Thirty-three.
Not terribly famous yet."

"Yeah. Wdl." Jerry did sit down, then looked around him restlessly. "You got a
drink around somewhere? | think maybe it'd help."

She looked a him. "Yes, perhaps it would. Then | think you'd better get some
deep, even if it's early in the evening. | don't have to remind you that you've been
through a hard day."

"Yeah." But he knew he wasn't going to deep any time soon. There was a nice
soft bed in he room, where hed spent last night without her, by dl
indications andsome kind of a cot in the other. Eventudly he supposed he would
head for the cot.



Ginny had gone into the kitchen, presumably to see about a drink, and Jerry
looked at the televison. Now some guy had come on in full color, sounding very
sincere, to say how the Democrats just had to be elected this year, to save the
country from the awful mess that the Republicans had created over the last four
years.

Ginny was back, carrying two glasses; Jerry was glad to see that she was joining
him.

"Hey," he called, struck by a sudden curiosity. "Y ou guys still got Prohibition?’
"One problem," said Ginny, "that we are spared. Cheers."

"Cheers," echoed Jerry, and their glasses clinked. On the little television screen,
by coincidence, Humphrey Bogart whata name washoisting his glass, too.

"Y'know," Jerry heard himsdf blurting out, "I never been unfaithful to Judy,
anything like that. We been married more than a year now."

"Y ou certainly were not unfaithful to her last night, if that's what's worrying you."
Ginny approached her own drink as if she expected to enjoy it. "What did you get
her for your anniversary?"

"Huh." Jerry fet an odd mixture of reief and disappointment a having his
innocence confirmed; he could fed his ears burning lightly. "What could | get her? |
took her to amovie, lucky | could afford that. And we stopped and had ice cream.”

Ginny said something soothing. He wasn't listening. The movie had been
interrupted again for ads. Another politician in full color, sounding trustworthy and
honest, saying how under this Republican administration things were redly going
great again, and telling everybody to remember what a mess the Democrats had |eft
everything in four years ago.

The movie came back, and Jerry was able to get involved in it, at least for short
stretches as he had with the games of chess. Now someone dlipped Humphrey
Bogart a Mickey Finn; Humphrey put down his drink, rubbed his face a few times,
his vison blurred, and down he went. Then a runty, nasty-looking little guy kicked
him in the head.

Jerry looked a his own drink, which was amost finished. He was very deepy
now. But in his case, of course, feding deepy was only naturad. Anyway Ginny
Butler didn't have to worry that he was going to make a pass at her. She was out of
the room right now, but when she came back he was going to ask her if anyone had
yet thought about trying to get to the Moon...

When Jary awoke, he was sprawled, fully dressed, across the
getting-to-be-familiar bed. This time the door to the bedroom had been left gar.
From somewhere out in the apartment there came a murmur of voices, not especialy
trying to be quiet. Again it was broad daylight outside the blinds, and the funny
clock on the dresser read 8:34.



Reflexively Jerry checked his pockets. This time he ill had his money, and dl the
rest of his stuff, too.

No headache this time. Actualy he felt pretty good, reasonably rested and
unwilling to worry over whether or not he'd been dipped something in last night's
drink. Looking at himself in the bathroom mirror, he wondered... but it didn't matter.
At least he'd gotten a good night's sleep.

But he was going to have to shave soon. Running his fingers through his hair to
comb it, Jerry mooched aong down the hdl to the second bedroom. The cot in one
corner of that room now appeared to have been used, but the two other people
present were up and dressed. Ginny was seated a the worktable, along with a
colorless-looking man of about forty that Jerry couldn't remember having seen
before. Ginny and the man were looking at the typewriter device as if they might be
studying how to work it, or maybe like two rich people a a stock ticker not that
Jerry had ever actualy seen one of those. Now the machine came briefly to life,
though no one was touching it, and chattered out part of aroll of paper.

"Hello," Jerry said.

Both of the people a the table looked up. "Jerry,” said Ginny, "this is Mr.
Schiller. He's my boss."

"Rosen,” said Mr. Schiller. He had an authoritative voice, and somehow his
appearance was not so colorless once held spoken. "Rosen. So, you're Jewish,
right?"

In a cold voice Jarry gave his usual, automatic answer: "l don't work at it." And
only then did he remember one conviction that he'd dways held about the future; that
magica world of fifty or a hundred years to come. By the time that men were getting
ready to travel into space, things on Earth would have changed to the point where
nobody cared any more who had a Jewish background and who did not. Maybe
somewhere on the home planet there would ill be people who practiced being
Jews well, let 'em. No one ese would worry about who those peoples reatives
might be.

"Ginny, do you mind?' asked Schiller. He spoke without taking his faintly smiling
eyes off Jerry. Ginny shook her head no, murmured something and got up and went
out of the room, shutting the door behind her.

The typewriter, possessed by some ghost of science, burped out afew more lines
a incredible speed. Schiller ignored it. He was ill watching Jerry. "Sit down,”
Schiller said. Maybe it was an order, maybe an invitation. Anyway Jerry sat.

Schiller said: "I'm Jewish too, as it happens. That's one of the reasons why |
wanted to talk to you mysalf. | do work at it, as you put it... though | suppose not in
the way that someone of your time and place would expect. But never mind that. |
want to begin to explain to you what thisisdl about. It is not by any means a strictly
Jawish enterprise thoughl think you'll agree, when I've explained, that we as Jews
do have a specid stakeinit."

This was just about the last goddamned thing that Jerry had been expecting to



hear. He was so surprised that for a moment he could amost believe that the whole
time-travel business was afake.

"All right," Jerry said. "You can be Jewish, or not, but don't expect me to. You
be an Eskimo if you want; me, I'm just trying to get dong. To get home. But these
guys here tell me I'm gonna have a problem doing that."

Schiller faced him solemnly. "It's quite likely that you'll never be able to get home.
| hope the people here made that clear to you."

Jerry fet a chill begin somewhere near the middle of his gut. It spread rapidly.
"They told me they were waiting for test results.”

"I've seen them. They were not good."
The chill spread further.
"But," Schiller added, deliberately, "there is, possibly, just one way."

Now Jerry could fed the relief, a great quivering wave of it that started down in
his legs somewhere and came up through his stomach mixed with anger. He tried
hard to keep the rdief from showing in his face, but he didn't think that he
succeeded. To hdl with it. He ought to have known. All that crap they'd been
feeding him so far about how hard it would be to get him back home, how probably
he'd never see his family again, dl that had been just to set him up for some
proposition that they were now about to hit him with. They were just like cops in
some precinct station, softening up some poor son of a bitch with threats of prison,
to get him to confess or else to rat on his friends.

Jerry tried even harder to look calm. Now the hard pitch, whatever it was, was
coming. He'd know in a minute what these bastards redly wanted from him.

Schiller asked him, "Have you ever heard of Adolf Hitler?

Jerry didn't know quite what he'd been expecting to hear next, but that wasn't it.
He blinked. "Sure, he's... | mean, in nineteen thirty-three he was the new Chancellor,
whatever the hdll they cdl it, over in Germany."

"Right. And what have you heard about what he and his people were doing in that
year?"

Jerry considered. "There was alot of tak in the papers, that they were against the
Jews."

"More than talk, wasn't it?"
Jerry shrugged. "If you say so. What do | know?"

Schiller nodded agreement. "Now, have you heard anything a dl about Hitler
since your clockwise trip? | mean, since you arrived here in Eighty-four?”

Ignorance can be a help in this game, Ginny had told him a some point. Wéll, he
didn't have to fake ignorance this time. "No. Don't tdl me he's ill dive.”

"l trust not. Not here and now in this timeline. Jerry, | want you to watch a little
historical show. Ginny ought to be getting ready now to run it on the televison in the



next room. It's about the things that happened in Germany inEurope, in the whole
world inthe late Thirties and the early Forties."

Now Jerry could hear other voices, muted by the closed door. People certainly
tended to come and go suddenly around here. Now there was a tap on the door;
Schiller called out and it opened. A young guy of about Jerry's own age stuck his
head into the room.

It wasn't the same fellow who'd come with Ginny to the park.

"Ginny says she's 'bout ready, Mr. Schiller." This one had something of a
southern accent, and his brown hair was just growing out of a crewctuit.

"Right." Schiller got to his feet. "Jerry Rosen, meet Andy Burns. We picked up
Andy in Forty-three, and he works for us now full time—how's the job suit you so
far?'

"Jes fine, gir." It sounded like it might possibly be the truth.

"Andy will be able to confirm parts of what were about to show you, from his
own experience. But he doesn't redly know the whole story himself as yet, so | want
him to watch also. It'll help fill in the picture for him. Eventudly, of course, youll
both be able to confirm dl of it from other sources.” Schiller motioned them out into
the living room, and followed. "If you're ready, Ginny, let's start the show."

Afterward Jerry estimated that the show could have lasted no longer than haf an
hour. While it was going on, though, it seemed longer than that, though it was not
what he would have called boring. Sickening would be more like it. When it was
over, he got to his feet from the sofa as if he were about to leave a theater, feding
somewhat shaken. Looking at Andy Burns, he could see his own feelings mirrored in
the other's face.

The others, perhaps by design, amost a once left the two of them alone. They
sat down again, looking a each other slently. Then Andy got out cigarettes, and
offered one. They lit up.

Jerry began. "You believe that, what we just saw? The shower baths with poison
gas, and the ovens, and dl that?' Again he fet an awed reluctance to use swear
words. In his mind's eye he could ill see the piles of babies' toys and clothes. "Y ou
believe six million people, or eight million, or whatever in hell the number was?"

Andy, looking back at him, was thinking it over very serioudy. "Well, Ah gotta
believe part of it. Ah was in that 'ere war they're talkin' about. In fact Ah was damn
near kilt in it... and we knew Hitler was doin' some of that stuff.” Andy paused.
"Shit yes, Ah guess Ah gotta believeit al."

Schiller had re-entered the living room. "1'd like to talk to Jerry alone again.”

Andy took his cue and left. But a the same time Ginny reappeared from the
kitchen, looking over Schiller's shoulder. Schiller, Jerry realized, was not very big.

"Did you understand your job with Mr. Norlund very wel?' the graying, smallish



man asked Jerry.
"No. | didn't have to. | just did what he told me."
"What did you think those little units were, that the two of you were ingalling?’

"l dunno. He said we were taking a survey. They were to record signals or
whatever. | don't know nothing about radio."

Schiller nodded as if satisfied. "Would it make you fed better to know that you've
dready done alot to keep Hitler suppressed in a new timdine?"

Ginny put in quietly, "We haven't had a good opportunity to discuss timelines
with Jerry yet."

Schiller gave her alook that subtly conveyed dissatisfaction. Then he addressed
Jerry. "Say that there are worlds, universes, in which Hitler is successful insome of
them, beyond his own wildest dreams of world domination. And there are other
worlds in which he's cut off early, forced into total failure. There are Europes where
World War Two is fought, and the death camps that you just saw redly exist and
there are other Europes where humanity is spared dl that."

"I can imagine that," said Jerry, the experienced reader of science fiction. "Yeah,
dl right. I'm glad | did my part against Hitler." And he waited warily for what was
coming next.

"You've contributed alot, as | said,” said Schiller dowly. "But | don't think your
job is quite over yet." He paused, waiting for a reaction that did not come. Then he
proceeded. " Suppose it should be up to you, Jerry, to decide: which kind of world,
of the two I've mentioned, do you want your wife to live in and your child to grow
up in?'

"I want the one where I'm going back to them," said Jerry stubbornly.

"The only one in which you have a chance of going back to them, is the one in
which you work for us."

"And what would | have to do?"

"It would work like this," Schiller said, choosing his words dowly. "After you've
been given some training, | would send you back to Chicago, in nineteen
thirty-four."

"Thirty-four? That'd be awhole year | was gone."

Schiller held up an appeasing hand. "Meanwhile, you might possibly be able to
communicate with your wife, let her know that you are coming back... but the big
point is this. That you must be willing to do a job for us in the Chicago of that time,
before you rgoin your family. Not along job, maybe a day or two. But a dangerous
one, | won't lie to you about that. If anything should happen to you, well look out
for your wife and kid. And if you come through okay, you stand to collect a pretty
good reward yourself. How about it?"

"If that's the only way | can get home, you're redly tdling me | got no choice."
And then Jerry belatedly remembered something.



Schiller saw his expression dter. "What isit, Jerry?' "l was just remembering. My
Dad," Jerry said at last. "He went back to Germany, in nineteen twenty-nine."

1933

For Norlund, who could remember long train rides from his youth, this one began
pretty much as expected: a promise of ealy boredom, and a hint of
motion-sickness, flavored with a little soot from coa-burning locomotives. There
was no pretense of ar conditioning on his train, but fans did keep the ar circulating
in his compartment, and it was otherwise comfortable enough.

The black porters who served the Pullman cars were professionaly jovid, if not
quite convincingly cheerful. Norlund wondered if any of them might live in the
horrendous south side slums, which were aimost the first scenery that the train
encountered after it pulled out of the station. He decided that they probably did not.
Even false jovidity would have to be impossible, he thought, to a dwdler in the acres
of firetrap ruins and rats. Feding the guilt of the lucky, he made a mental note to
himsdf to tip the porters well, and continued to watch the dums with a gridy
fascination.

Presently the worst blight began to give way to more habitable housing, dingy but
endurable, looking very much like the working class reams on the north side. From
exclusvey black, the inhabitants, were again exclusvely white. And everywhere was
the weedy summer greenery that aways sprang up dl across the city, wherever
pavement or cultivation failed by an inch to cover the earth.

The tran was picking up speed now, the clicking rhythm of the wheds
accelerating. Now it was gradually emerging from the inner-city tangle of the world's
largest railroad yards, making its direction clear, proceeding more and more on a
clearly defined and separate line.

We haven't had a chance yet to talk about timelines. At some point Ginny had
said that to him. When would the chance come? Whenever she was ready. And what
exactly was atimeing?

A few more miles of travel across the south side, and industry was taking over.
Meanwhile the tracks were curving gradually from south to east, preparing for ther
passage round the south end of the lake. Norlund caught one glimpse of the lake,
blue and startling between brick factories.

South Chicago, the Indiana border. Caumet City. Gary. Miles of gigantic
constructs, visions out of some cartoonist's fevered nightmare about industry, were
interspersed with rows of workers houses. Here in the midst of the Depression,
production must be low, and most of what normally ran must be shut down now, on
Sunday. Yet what looked like a permanent pall of soot and smoke, from kilns and
blast furnaces, hung in the air. A blend of exotic industrid fumes infiltrated the
passing train. The lake with its amost uninhabited sand dunes would be just over the
horizon here, but along the tracks the world was a parody of power and pollution, a
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zone of factories incredibly filthier and uglier than it was going to be in fifty years.

The people, Norlund noticed, also looked different from those of fifty yearsin the
future, even dlowing for the changes in clothing styles and relative poverty. He could
see adifference in the faces of those who stood here and there to watch the train go
past. These people had no less anxiety than their children and grandchildren of the
Eighties, but these, perhaps, were more willing to be hopeful. These people of the
Thirties obvioudy 4ill saw atrain bound to faraway places as a symbol morethan
that, a concrete expression of hope and promise. Children black or white stood
amost reverently at grade crossings to observe the flying passage of the Twentieth
Century, and waved impatidly at those who rode it into the future. Each time
Norlund tried to wave back before his speed carried him away.

and then without warning his view was wiped out by a passing freight. Car after
car flew past, a doubled speed. He was granted instantaneous glimpses into open
boxcar doors. As in detached, flickering frames of film he could see ragged men,
hobos, looking back at him, or staring to one side at something he could not guess.

Then the freight was gone again, nonexistent, as if it had never been. The
industrial heart of America flowed on, seemingly without end.

It was, in a sense, a scene that Norlund had never seen before. Only time
travelers, he thought, could ever see this; not an old movie but redity, rerun with haf
a century of experience augmenting the perceptions of the beholder. It was a vision
of power and beauty, horror and junk, ruthlessness and hope... Norlund knew, for
amogt the first timein his life, awish to be a composer or a novelist.

He was roused from reverie by a porter passing in the narrow corridor outside his
compartment, whanging a melodious gong.

"Fust cdl t' dinner... fust cdl t' dinner..."

Looking at his watch, Norlund decided that they must be starting to serve early.
But he was hungry; lunch in the Greek restaurant with Jerry seemed a very long time
ago. And he hadn't been ordered to stay locked up in his compartment for the
duration of the trip. He checked his appearance in his private mirror, made sure he
had his compartment key, and went out into the corridor.

In the dining car he found linen tablecloths, silver, and flowers in vases on the
tables. The menu might have been that of a good restaurant, though the prices, for
the time, were high.

Norlund was early enough to have a table to himsalf. He ate with his thoughts
elsawhere, coming back to himsdf now and then with a start, redizing how rapidly
he was becoming accustomed to the change of time.

After dinner he went to the smoking car, and treated himself to a cigar. He sat
reading a newspaper, listening with haf an ear meanwhile to traveling salesmen
nearby complain about business and exchange jokes. Norlund had heard dl of ther
jokes before.



The newspaper was of some interest.

ROOSEVELT DRAFTS MESSAGE
DETAILING PLAN FOR PARLEY
TO INCREASE WORLD PRICES

NEW DIPLOMATIC APPROACH

TO NAZIS URGED

SOVIET RECOGNITION

SEEN IN SEPTEMBER

Provisiona recognition of Soviet Russia, a
least to the extent necessary to permit
unhampered trade, is a distinct probability
within the very near future

HITLER ALTERS AIM, SEEKING 'EVOLUTION'

ITALIAN FLEET OF 25 SEAPLANES TAKING OFF
bound for the Century of Progress

gesture seen as improving relations with

the Fascist government Graf Zeppelin

to vist USin October...

TWO-CENT POSTAL RATE

GOING INTO EFFECT

L etters to cost three cents if sent outside
locd districts

The sdesmen were passing a flask around now, taking no particular care to
conceal it. Booze was of course Hill illega, except for beer. Norlund wondered if the
dining car would have served him a beer if he'd asked for one; he had no yearning
for whatever might be in that flask.

He thought of law. Whose laws ran here, besides those that the inhabitants
themselves might have passed and were aware of ? Hgo Brandi had invoked the laws



of humanity, asif it were his perfect right to do so.

Norlund at once decided that anyone who spoke so confidently in the name of the
People, or of God, was his enemy.

Ginny Butler had invoked no authority, only friendship. Friendship of a
precarious sort, and not one that Norlund had had a whole lot of choice about. Well,
by their fruits ye shal know them. Ginny had healed his granddaughter, Brandi had
dugged him in the face when he was handcuffed.

All this was getting Norlund nowhere. He looked at his newspaper again.

VIENNA DIET
OUSTS ALL NAZI DEPUTIES

JAPANESE CONSOLIDATING
GRIP ON MANCHURIA
Further conflict in north China likdly...

Ginny Butler didn't clam to speak in the name of anyone, except her boss,
whoever that might be. Was that why Norlund tended to trust her and believe her,
even after he knew she'd drugged him? Or was he ill drugged into doing so? Or
because she sent him out on a mission that he was redly, deep down, enjoying?

Norlund returned to his compartment to find that his berth had been made up for
him, dtting space converted to deeping space with a surface of taut white sheets,
and a blanket that probably would not be necessary. The porter, of course, came
and went with his own key. He'd have to remember to tip the porter...

Norlund dreamed that he was riding a train across Manchuria. Japanese soldiers,
fugitive characters from the war movies of the Forties yet to come, were charging as
cavadry againg the train windows from outside. To repel them Norlund had as
weagpon his old wast gun from the Fortress, a fifty caliber Browning,
swivel-mounted. There was supposed to be some modern attachment on the
machine gun to keep it from jamming or overheating, and he was pouring out a
stream of tracers against the enemy, who for some reason could not seem to break
in through the Twentieth Century's glass windows. Norlund's only worry, but it grew
and grew as the dream progressed, was that he was going to run out of ammunition
before the buzz-bombs appeared, with swastikas on them. Only he could defend
L ondon,-where the train was headed. And now there was going to be a wreck...

Norlund awoke, luckily, congratulating himsaf on his good timing, just as the
phase of red nightmare was about to start. He lay there sweating, fegling deep pain in
his old leg wound, rgoicing in the pain because perhaps it had awakened him. The
Twentieth Century of his present redity had stopped, somewhere in the anonymous
country of the night. The train started up again as he lay there listening, then stopped



again. It kept on doing that, shaking with the little jerks and hestations of its
progress. The distant whistle questioned the night. Were they changing engines?
Making way for afast freight? The passengers were never going to know.

Time for night thoughts now. They were of course unwelcome, but he had to
have them.

The train was in fast motion when Norlund awoke on Monday morning. He
cracked his window shade and obtained another view of afreight train passing, this
time with no 'bos to be seen. Now he saw green countryside, fences and farms. He
looked a his watch and timetable, and decided that he was somewhere in
Pennsylvania.

With nightmares behind him, he felt good, actualy eager to get on with things,
though when he got up he had enough leg pain to make him limp. And he was sore
dl over from being manhandled by Brandi and his people, and running in the adley
with his arms bound.

Breakfasting in the dining car, he was told that arrival ought to be on time, or very
nearly. He thought he might be able to meet his contact a the Empire State Building
today.

Arrivd in New York actudly took place a little after one in the afternoon, local
time. Norlund dighted from the train inside another enormous station. Swift
dternations of cloud and sunlight made dramatic lighting effects through vast
skylights above. He handed the find porter a find tip in exchange for his modest
baggage. He had remembered to lip the others, generoudy he hoped, but not enough
to make himsalf especially memorable.

Avoiding the struggle for taxicabs, he waked out into the streets of Manhattan,
carrying his bag. It was decades since he'd been in the Big Apple and he didn't
think anyone in this decade would cdl it that.

The streets and sidewalks flooring the narrow rectangular canyons were briefly
beautiful in the aftermath of rain. Norlund saw people sdling flowers out of
pushcarts. He crossed Fifth Avenue, watching a doorman in an operatic uniform
drive a derdlict scavenger away from garbage cans nearby. Garbage cans were
distributed everywhere, up and down the street, spoiling the sidewalks hope of
elegance.

Now, in the middle distance, Norlund could see the Empire State, more prominent
now among lower buildings than it would be in fifty years. But the time was aready
wel after one, and Norlund was supposed to meet his contact at around noon. He
decided he'd wait until tomorrow, and began to look for a hotel.

He entered a large and impressve one. Uniforms cluttered the lobby,
outnumbering the visble guests therewere bellhops, eevator operators, messenger
boys, awhole swarm of the underemployed somehow clinging to subsistence jobs.

Going up in the elevator the bellhop, hafway through his teens, gave Norlund a



rundown on the types and qudities of bootleg liquor available. He also dropped a
broad hint that it wouldn't be hard to arrange for femae companionship. Norlund
shook his head to both offers, considering that they represented complications that
he didn't need right now.

His room was ornate. He wondered if he would be able to leave his shoes out in
the hdl tonight and find them there shined in the morning; but he decided not to try.
He left his bag in his room and went out for a stroll. There were theaters but he
didn't want to spend his time seeing old movies. Broadway? Right now, tonight, he'd
rather look at life.

He had last visited New York in the early Seventies, when Times Sguare was
dready Babylon and Sodom. It was different and more human now in nineteen
thirty-three, he thought, for dl the beggars.

On Tuesday he got up and breakfasted, hesitated, and told the desk clerk that
he'd be keeping his room for one more night. Then he went out. At the Empire State
Building he entered the lobby, leaned against the marble wal, and observed the
Thirties Modern decor and the passing crowd. The uniforms in the lobby were
doubtless on the dert for loitering bums, but Norlund, obviously waiting to keep an
appointment, was too wel dressed to have to worry about that.

The crowd in Times Square had |looked more human than its Eighties counterpart.
But this business-hour throng was very little different from what it would be in fifty
years, Norlund thought, once you alowed for change in hair styles and in dress, and
that this mob was more racidly homogeneous. But it was basically the same rush of
people, wearing the same concentrated expressions, that he might have seen any day
in...

"Mr. Norlund?

The speaker was a man in his fifties, trimly built and about six feet tal. His
smooth-shaven face displayed what looked like hopeful relief. Dressed in an
expensive-looking summer suit and hat, he reminded Norlund vaguely of some
movie actor of distinguished appearance.

"Yes," said Norlund, pushing himsdf away from the wal, standing up straight,
ready as he could be for Hgo Brandi to reappear.

The reief in the other's face became more definite. "Good. My name is Geoffrey
Holborn. Our mutuad friends have said that you are to be staying with me for, ah,
some time." There had been a dight pause after the name, as if the man expected it
might be recognized; and Norlund, who had been thinking of movie actors, thought
again. There was something about that name... but he couldn't manage to pin it
down right away.

Holborn continued. "Have you any baggage?'
"Not much. It's over a my hotel."
“If you'd like to give me your room key, I'll have my chauffeur pick it up. Well be



staying at my place in town, a least for now, if that'sdl right ?"

"Perfectly dl right, I'm sure." Fedling lightly dazed, Norlund dug out his room key
and handed it over. After a moment he remembered to pass on aten-dollar bill. The
room would have to be paid for.

Holborn stepped aside, making a smal hand gesture. "Then shdl we ?"
"Yes. By dl means.”

The limousine was parked arrogantly at the curb, not far away, with other traffic
picking its way around it resignedly, as if it were the type of obstruction about which
nothing could possibly be done. Holborn paused to speak to the uniformed driver,
and handed over the ten-spot and the hotel key.

Then he rgoined Norlund, leading him in a stroll dong the sdewalk. "Griffith will
pick up your things and take them home. I'd like to stop in a my office for a
moment; then well go aong home, too. Unless there's something else you'd prefer
to do first ?"

"No, not at dl. You're being very accommodating, and | hope I'm not putting you
to too much trouble. Y ou say that I'm supposed to stay with you for some time?'

They had come to a corner, and Holborn indicated which way they were to
proceed. "Yes, those were my instructions. There's no problem, we've plenty of
space and a guest room that we hardly ever use. Look here, | presume you
understand that |'ve been strictly forbidden to try to find out anything about you.
Which would be dl right, except... well, it does rather dampen the small talk, and so
on. Don't know if | should ask if you've had a pleasant journey, or what."

"I see your point. Well, we can smdl tak about the weather. But is it dl right if |
ask you afew guestions?"

"On most subjects, | should think so." A panhandler approached, took a look at
Holborn, and gave up without trying.

"How long is this 'some time' that I'm to stay with you? Have you any idea?'

The tdler man shrugged, appearing unconcerned. "l got the impression that it
might be weeks or months. As | say, there should be no problem. | was a bit
worried, until | saw you..." He let it trail off, then resumed: "I expect you'l fit right
In."

"l see," said Norlund, who wasn't sure that he did. "I didn't redlize | was going to
be moving into someone's house for along stay. Sorry, Mr. Holborn, | seem to have
relinquished a great deal of control over my own future." Which aways happens, he
thought, when you enlist.

"Cal me Jeff." Holborn sounded anxious to be reassuring and co-operative. "Y ou
must, under the circumstances. I'm going to present you to my daughter as someone
| knew well during the War."

A daughter, but no mention of any wife on the scene. "All right,” said Norlund.
"And I'm Alan." They shook hands. When someone in the early Thirties spoke



about the War, there was no need to ask which war they meant. They meant the
Great, the World, the One to End All. Few yet redlized how strong the demand was
going to be for a sequel. The War to End All Wars had been over now for about
fifteen years.

They entered another tal office building. At one side of the lobby a couple of
elevators appeared to be reserved for use of the exclusive few, and Holborn naturaly
gravitated toward these, leading Norlund into one. The lift was passenger-operated,
probably, thought Norlund, to afford the passengers greater privacy.

Norlund thought that they might as well take advantage of the fact. "What part did
you and | play inthe War?' he asked. "l mean, army, navy ?"

Holborn gave him a look that betrayed a trace of surprise, quickly concealed.
"Army. In France. | was a lieutenant colonel by the time the bloody thing was over. |
should say we're about of an age, so perhaps you would have been of comparable
rank."

"All right. Say that | was Lieutenant Colonel Norlund, and that we knew each
other in France. | suppose we can be rather tight-lipped about the details.”

"Yes, certainly. God knows everyone's used to me not wanting to tak about the
War."

The elevator had reached Holborn's destination, on one of the highest floors.
Norlund, before opening the door, asked, "Excuse me, but what about my current
occupation? And how are we going to explain that I'm staying with you for a long
time?’

Holborn looked almost offended. "No need to 'explain' anything to anyone, old
fellow... Alan. Your present occupation, though. Hmm. You do have a point there.
What would you like?"

"Say I'min radio. How's that?"'
"Good enough. Manufacturing, or what?"

"Say that I'm a consultant,” Norlund decided thoughtfully. "That sometimes |
work for the networks. My job entails a lot of travel, and right now I'm resting up
between assignments. What do you do, by the way?'

This time the tal man's surprise was scarcely concealed at dl. "I'm a designer,”
Holborn said shortly, and reached past Norlund and with a flip of his finger opened
the elevator door. Ahead of them stretched the reception area of a large office. The
decor was Modern Thirties, as Norlund thought of it: partly Art Deco, mostly
something more American and mechanicaly exuberant. A tastefully modern sign
announced HOLBORN AND ASSOCIATES, DESIGN.

And now it came to Norlund where he'd heard the name, what it ought to have
meant to him. Geoffrey Holborn was one of this decade's second-rank celebrities, a
War hero, to be reknowned through the Thirties and Forties for his practice and
advocacy of modern, streamlined design for objects ranging from toasters to circus
tents to opera houses.



With Holborn haf a step ahead, they moved briskly forward into the office. But
just as they were passing the first receptionist, who voiced a cheerful greeting to the
big boss, Holborn tugged Norlund aside. Standing at a window that overtopped dl
but afew of those in Manhattan he pointed out and upward.

"That radio mast going up on the Empire State see?That's one of mine. A good
reason, by the way, for you and | to have some professional connection. To spend
time in private business meetings, if that becomes necessary." .

"Sure."

"Take a good look at it, Alan. That's not just your ordinary broadcast antenna,
though of course it serves that purpose. Itll also serve as a mooring mast for
dirigibles.”

"Ah." Norlund was staring at impressive complexity, hard to distinguish in the
distance.

"The extra strength, and the mechanism. Imagine unloading passengers and cargo
a thousand feet above the street. Not easy to come up with ways of doing that in
perfect safety.”

Norlund turned. Jeff Holborn was looking a him as if his opinion on the matter
were something of importance. "Very impressive," said Norlund, and meant it.

Holborn was pleased. "I've done something Ssmilar on one of the Skyride towers,
a the World's Fair in Chicago. Actudly we designed several buildings for the Fair,
though when the Crash came those fellows couldn't come up with the money to
build ‘em dl."

They turned away from the window, and began to penetrate the office, passing
one receptionist and secretary after another. Norlund noted that some of these were
good-looking and some were not; he got the impression that Holborn hired for
efficiency. Everyone they passed, unless absorbed in work, gave Mr. Holborn a
good afternoon. It was a large establishment. And, to judge by the levd of activity, it
had no shortage of work even now in the deep Depression. A couple of rooms, one
large, one small, were occupied by draftsmen. Elsewhere there were clerks,
typists not a word processor in sight, of course. Holborn returned al greetings
absently—rather, thought Norlund, as a genera returns salutes.

Eventudly Norlund and Holborn were aone, in a room that had to be Holborn's
private office, though it wasn't overly large or expensively furnished. Holborn went
a once to the large desk and riffled through its litter in search of something. A
drafting table stood near the window, which offered a great view out over the city.
Photographs and awards hung thickly on the walls. Models of arcraft, towers,
radios and locomotives hungfrom the ceiling and perched wherever shelf and table
space alowed.

"Hereit is," said Holborn absently, recovering some papers. He put them into a
briefcase, which he left atop his desk, asif to have it in readiness to pick up when he
left the office. Then he sat down behind the desk, motioning Norlund to another
comfortable chair.



"By the way, Alan, something has just occurred to me. A possible difficulty. |
know some people who are rather high up in one network and another. If you clam
to be consulting for them, they're going to think something funny's going on."

"Ah, | see your point." Norlund thought it over, meanwhile gazing out the
window. "How's this? The work | do for the networks is mostly confidential, so
much so that not even dl the higher-ups of the companies themselves know of it.
And those who do know might not admit the fact if they were sounded out. So it
would be hard for your friends, for anyone, to check up on me."

"Good idea. | think that'll provide dl the explanation that we could possibly redly
need. Well keep it in reserve. Cigar?"

"Thanks, don't mind if | do." It was a long time since Norlund had had a redly
good cigar, and these looked and smelled like prime Havana.

He was just lighting up when he heard the office door behind him opening. There
had been no warning of any kind. Norlund turned...

Lovely, was his first thought, as he put down the cigar and automaticaly got to his
feet. He judged that the young lady was somewhere in her late twenties. She wore a
red dress that accentuated her dim height; her hair was brown, tinged with auburn,
and cut in an upcurling Greta Garbo bab.

Her blue-green eyes flicked once at Norlund, as she stood in the doorway, one
hand 4till holding the knob she had just turned. She seemed to dismiss him as of no
importance, and went on to Holborn.

Her voice was surprisingly husky. "Jeff, the damn fools over there just won't
listen to me."

"What damn fools this time? Oh, | know who you mean. Dear, this is Alan
Norlund. We were in France together. Alan, my daughter Holly."

"How do you do?' said Norlund.

His tentatively outstretched hand was pressed firmly, then dropped. He was again
ignored. Holly was not smoking, but somehow her nervous gestures conveyed to
Norlund the impression that she held a cigarette. She was wearing what appeared to
be a diamond wedding ring. She was also perhaps a couple of years older than
Norlund had first estimated.

"Yes," she was saying, "Damn fools." Then she redly looked at the visitor for the
first time. "Hello, Mr. Norlund. Sorry to barge in on your meeting. Some of my
father's stuffy old friends, that's who I'm talking about."

"Associates,” Jeff corrected her soothingly. "Not particularly friends. Important
businessmen of the—"

"Yes, wdl. Damn fools whatever else they are." Holly focused on Norlund now,
as if he were some kind of an appeals judge. "l've been trying to convince them that
a port for seaplanes in downtown Manhattan would be a beautiful project on which
to use some of this government make-work money when it starts to flow. But the



idiots won't hear of it."

"Hally is an aviatrix," Jeff explained. "Sorry dear, | know you hate that word.
You'reapilot."

"l see.”

Holborn showed amusement. "Holly, | don't think it's been demonstrated that
there's going to be any government money thrown around. Not for projects like that,
anyway. Even if it would be fun for you to have a seaplane and be able to park it
right downtown."

"l don't have a seaplane, I'm not planning to get one. But why not a project like
that? It would put people to work. It would stimulate aviation, which means more
jobs. More business orders. You and your friends can swear a Roosevelt dl you
like, but he's going to do things. He's got the country behind him, and Congress will
haveto..."

Something about Norlund was evidently distracting Holly, and she let the subject
of the seaplane port drop for the time being. "Y ou know, | rarely get to meet any of
Dad's old comrades-in-arms. Are you free for dinner tonight, Mr. Norlund?'

"For several dinners, I'm afraid." He reseated himsdf on the edge of Holborn's
desk, and relighted his cigar. Jeff had continued puffing on his.

Holborn interrupted, with explanations. "Alan's going to be staying with us for a
while. I've invited him. He can move into the spare room."

"Oh, how nice" It seemed that Holly might mean it. "For how long, Mr.
Norlund?'

"Cdl me Alan, please. Oh, that depends.”

Jeff was on his feet now, picking up the briefcase into which he had put the
papers from the desk. "Griffith is taking Alan's bag over—are we ready to go?' This
was addressed to Norlund.

"Yes," said Norlund. Then he hesitated. "I'm a trifle short on clothes, actually.
How forma are we going to be, at dinner and so on?'

"Generdly not at dl. But of course | can take you round to some shops if you
like. Ah..."

Norlund read the ddlicate hesitation. "Oh, I'm solvent enough, it's just that I'm not
dl that familiar with New Y ork. Exactly where do you live, by the way?"

"Overlooking Central Park,” said Hoally, smiling a him. "Most people are
impressed.”

“I'm sure | will be, too. Wdl then, no rush about vigting shops. | expect we can
skip dl that for now."

Holly continued to study him, and whatever she saw evidently intrigued her. "Mr.
Norlund, do you fly?'

"Cdl me Alan, please. I've been up, but I'm no pilot. Why, do | look like one?’



"Yes. I'm not sure what a pilot ought to look like, but | think you do. But then,
I'm quite good, and people tel me | don't look the part. Anyway | admire you for
flying; alot of older people won't consider trying anything new. Well, don't look at
me that way, Jeff. Y ou've never been senditive about age yoursdlf, and I'm sure Alan
aready knows that he's older than alot of people chronologically,that is."

“Thank you," said Norlund, half-abstractedly. Then a moment later he had to
make a conscious effort to recal just what he was thanking the young lady for.

Sitting on the edge of Holborn's desk, he had just seen something that distracted
him from conversation. Being used as a paperweight on the desk was a small, nearly
cylindrical object, made of what looked like dark ceramic, with dightly tapered ends
and mounting flanges. It looked exactly like the devices that he and Jerry had worked
for two days ingaling in Chicago.

TOA YEAR UNKNOWN

Jerry Rosen, on the morning that he agreed to work for Schiller, was given time
for a shower, shave, and breakfast. Then he left Ginny Butler's apartment in
company with Andy Burns and other people. They went down in the elevator to the
underground garage, and crossed its parking area to a different corner, where a
smdl, unmarked van awaited them. Jerry and Andy got into the ailmost windowless
rear of the van, along with a nameless young man who saw to it that the two of them
were blindfolded as soon as the doors were closed. There followed a ride of what
Jerry privatdy estimated as one to two miles, dl in city traffic. Then the van pulled
inside another building and stopped. Jerry could hear the large garage doors opening
for them, and closing again behind them after they'd pulled in.

Next he and Andy, ill blindfolded, were helped to grope their way out of the van
and into some other vehicle. Another van, or ese some kind of a truck, Jery
couldn't tdl for sure.

Their new transportation started up, and drove out when the doors opened again.
Or maybe these were different doors. Because as soon as they were left behind, the
sound and the fed of the unseen world around Jerry changed abruptly.

This time the ride lasted for no more than a city block. Whatever carrier they were
riding in stopped, and he and Andy, both of them with eyes Hill covered, were
helped out of it. Jerry could fed that he was now standing on a comfortably soft
surface, but he didn't know if he was indoors or out. The silence around him was
inappropriate for the middle of a big city. A hand rested lightly on his arm, and a
voice murmured something commonplace by way of reassurance as he listened to
the truck that had brought him drive away.

The hand fell free. "You can take off the blindfolds now," said the young man
who was their guide, speaking in a normal voice. Jerry was startled to see that this
was a new guide, with an orienta face.

The world as reveadled by sight was now gray and timeless-looking. Underfoot,
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dightly yielding dark gray, like a smooth seamless carpet. An overcast sky above.
Between ground and sky ran high gray walls like dark concrete, forming a smooth
concave curve a hundred feet ahead of Jarry. The curve of those wdls if carried on
would have defined a circle perhaps haf a mile in diameter. Directly ahead of Jerry
as he faced the wdl it was marked with a pattern of thin lines, like the sketch of atall
gate. He wondered if the van or truck had gone out that way.

"This way, gentlemen, please." Andy was 4ill a his side, but their guide had
moved behind them. Jerry turned to confront more curved gray walls. These were
closer and convex, and given a more human scale by an amost ordinary door that
now stood open at ground level. Jerry redized that the three of them were standing in
akind of courtyard, adjoining a large building. The shape of the building, perhaps
two stories high, blurred amost indistinguishably into that of the higher wal
surrounding; from where Jerry was standing, he could only guess at the full extent of
ether.

He looked up again, at the gray sky overhead. Or was it a natura sky at dl?
"Thisway, please."

With Andy he waked forward, over the courtyard's gray carpet or was it
pavement? towardthe open door.

"Where are we?' Jarry asked the question urgently, but it wasn't answered.

Andy didn't appear to be dl that much impressed by his surroundings. "Ah been
here before, when they was givin' me mah new arm,"” he told Jerry. Then Andy
looked around. "Or was it here? It was alot like this."

The insde of the building, white-walled and plain atleast in the first few rooms
they entered seemeda much more norma environment. In part, Jerry redlized, this
was because when they entered, norma background noise re-established itsdlf: the
sounds of alarge building with peopleinit.

Other people came to meet them, conduct them, tak about how they were going
to be checked in. Everyone here except their orientad guide who had now
disappeared woresome variation of gray garments, almost a uniform. Most people
looked distinctly informal, nothing was tightly buttoned up. Along with the gray
appeared brighter colors, but whether worn as indgnia or smply decorations Jerry
couldn't tell.

Getting the two newcomers checked in appeared to consist, for the time being at
least, of issuing them their own uniforms of decorated gray, and leading them to the
rooms in which they were going to live for some unspecified period of time.

Jerry, hauling an armload of new clothes that he had been assured would fit him
perfectly aong a commonplace corridor, tried again: "What is this place?'

A colored man with a dazzling smile and a wrestler's build reassured him. "This
place is a school amongother things. I'm sure you were told that you'd get some
training. You'll get the best that we can give you, until you're ready to do your job."

"My job? What's my job?"



"You've agreed to do one, I'm sure. Else you wouldn't be here. If they haven't
told you what it is yet, you'll have to tak to someone else about it."

It was suggested that they change into some of their new clothes, and hang up the
rest in their closets. Things like laundry were explained. Andy and Jerry had been
assigned adjoining rooms on the long corridor that no longer looked quite
commonplace. It was gently curved, making it impossible to see how long it redly
was.

The two of them were left more or less done. Andy Burns, leaning in the doorway
of his newly assigned room, had pulled his own shirt off aready. Across his thinly
muscled right shoulder and the upper part of his right arm ran aline defined by two
dightly but definitely different skin tones. Andy was frowning at this area, pinching
and rubbing at the skin just below the line, like someone worried about sunburn. And
now something that he had said earlier fully registered with Jerry for the first time:
when they was givin' me mah new arm

When he saw Jarry looking a him, Andy said: "Mah new arm. Lost mah own in
the war. Don't know if Ah told you about that yet."

Jerry watched the fingers of the right am flex. The whole aam looked good,
naturd. Yet when Jary looked at it very closely he could see that there was a
mismatch with the left arm. A dight one. He had to bdieve that Andy was perfectly
serious, that the arm had been somehow grown or grafted on.

"You know," said Jerry with asigh, "l think we aren't even in nineteen eighty-four
any longer."

"Ah think you're right. Not that Ah know which year this is. Sometimes they just
won't say."

"Jeez," said Jerry. He stood in the hdlway, forgetting about putting his new
clothes away. People going by looked a him in passing. Some of them smiled
lightly, in a friendly way. All went on about their business. And here came, yes, it
had to be, a robot, a metd shape rolling on swift wheels, threading its way among
human traffic. No one gave it a second glance.

After awhile Jerry asked, "I wonder if, by now maybe, someone has got to the
Moon?"'

Thelr first class, in what was caled Weaponry, was scheduled not many hours
after their arriva. Jerry was impressed with how wel things were organized here.
People evidently got to where they were supposed to be, and did what they were
supposed to do, but nobody kept hounding you dl the time. There was none of the
continua nagging by authorities which was the thing he remembered best from the
few schools he had attended. Maybe, he thought, this is the way a red college is
adways run. Jeez, mein college. You had to call it acollege, didn't you, if adults were
here as students?

The first class, at least, wasn't conducted in a schoolroom, but at an indoor firing



range. The instructor turned out to be a woman, and at first it struck Jerry as odd
and humorous that she was going to teach the three of them Andy was there too,
and a third student, also a woman how to shoot guns. But Jerry was not dumb
enough to comment on the instructor's sex, or to let his amusement show. From
what he'd seen of what these people could do, he was willing to let them conduct
classes in any way they wanted. Besides, here was Andy who had been in the army
and had fired a good many guns, and he took this dame very serioudy. Besides
again, the weapons she had on display didn't ook like any firearms either of the men
would have seen before.

The first one up for consideration, what the teacher called a creaser, looked to
Jerry more like a skeletal model of a flashlight, or the rings and spine left over from
one of those snap-shut notebooks. There were variations of the creaser with pistol
grips, and others that you just pointed, like magic wands or something. Again,
having read some science fiction was a help in taking these things serioudly.

The instructor told them that the operation of the red guns, out in the field, would
be almost soundless. The models used here on the range for training were harmless
and emitted little sgna beeps when triggered.

"Point-blank range is adways best, but this particular weapon can be used
effectively up to one hundred meters that'salittle over a hundred yards."

"What does it do?"

"All you need to know, basically, is that the creaser here has an effect on the
human mind, which usualy results in a reversa of loydties. It's not a long-term
effect, and it's not very dependable ether. But it could make you turn around and
shoot your buddy, instead of the enemy."

"Who's the enemy, anyway?' This was Jerry.

The instructor faced him squarely. "Hitler. | think you've been told that much.
Youll get the rest in History. Hitler, and the people who are fighting for him, whether
they redlize they're fighting for him or not. Imagine a world where Hitler is brought
into the future, instead of being killed in nineteen forty-five or earlier. Brought
forward in time, established in power, with everything that the people of the future
know about maintaining power used to maintan him? Think about it." And with
scarcely a change of tone she turned back to the weapon under discussion. "A
second creaser jolt will often reverse the effects of the first one, so you can try that if
your partner starts after you some day. But a second jolt may well take the recipient
out of action completely, perhaps fatally. A third jolt within a matter of an hour will
amost certainly finish anyone off."

There were a couple of other weapons to be discussed today, and there was
range-firing with several. Tomorrow would be Armed and Unarmed Tactics, and
History. Next the three students were to be alowed a break, and were then to report
to another room for Discipline. Jerry didn't like the sound of that one especially. He
wondered if they were going to be sent outdoors to march.



On their way out of what passed for a coffee shop, Andy and Jerry rgoined the
young woman who was their fellow student for the day. Her name was Agnes
Michel, and she spoke English with a more pronounced accent, and a different one,
than most of the people here had. In today's Weapons class Agnes had impressed
Jerry as being one tough gal, maybe amost as tough as the instructor herself.

Now, as Jerry wondered how to go about opening some kind of a conversation,
Agnes took the initiative. "This is the Legion of the Lost, guys. Nobody who's sent
to this place ever gets home again—did you know that?'

Andy took it camly. "Ah knew it 'bout mahself,” he said. But he looked across at
Jerry with concern.
"I'm going home," said Jerry, waking toward Discipline.

"You think so," said Agnes, keeping pace in her gray slacks. Agnes was small.
She looked mousy, when she wasn't looking tough, which was most of the time. Not
bad-looking, with qualifications.

"They told me | am."

Agnes didn't seem to find that worth any direct comment. "This army is your
home from now on. At least until you retire."

The option of eventua retirement somehow made the grim prediction more
believable. Jarry fdt achill. He repeated: "1'm going home."

"And, when they do let you retire, if you should live so long, it'll be to some place
that you've never been before anyway."

"How do you know?' asked Andy, curious at least about retirement. But he got
no answer.

Jerry wasn't going to let her leave it at that. He kept after her. "Where are we now?
Do you know where we are?’

She nodded, smiling, as if she had gotten him to admit that he agreed with her.
"Those big gray doors you saw, outside, when you arrived? It's twenty thirty-three
outside those doors."

Now it was Andy's turn. "How do you know?' "They can't send you home, man,
knowing about this place. At least they're not going to. They won't send any of us
home, no matter what they've said.”

1933-34

The phone rang in Norlund's bedroom in the middle of the night, and he struggled
into wakefulness to answer it.

It was Jeff's voice that he heard from the receiver, and in the circumstances this
was disorienting. Jeff ought to be in his own bedroom two doors down the hdl, and
how was he managing to phone from there? Then Norlund remembered. Holborn
had been caled away on one of his farly frequent business trips, this time to
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Chicago. It was the fourth or fifth time he'd gone out of town during the ten weeks
or so that Norlund had been staying with him.

"Yes, Jeff... what isit?'
"Can you tak freely?' asked the voice on the phone. "l take it you're alone?"

Norlund had a lamp switched on now, and squinted into its glare a his bedside
clock. It was two in the morning; he fdt vaguely complimented. "Yes, I'm aone.
What's going on in Chicago?'

"I'm here making sure for the Fair people that the mooring mast on the Skyride
tower is ready. We don't know if the Graf Zeppelin is going to want to use it or not,
and it hasn't redly been tried as yet. Anyway, I'm sorry about the hour, but this is
important. I'm caling on a private ling, you see."

"A private line?'

"I'm saying that a special phone arrangement has been made, to connect me with
you directly, privatey. Understand? To conduct business of the kind that brought
you to my house."

"Yes, dl right. I'm awake now." They're about to send me somewhere ese,
thought Norlund. He didn't look forward to hearing where they wanted him to go
now. I'm going to have to insst on seeing whoever it is that makes these decisions,
he thought; I'm going to have to get my career settled.

"There's an important job you have to do, Alan. Tdl Holly that | called, and that |
want you to take a close look for me at the top of the mooring ring on top of the
mast on the Empire State. It's a copper-plated structure, holding heavy pulleys and
so on, about ten feet in diameter, almost at the very top of the mast. To do it from
the air will be the most practical way; shell have to fly you. You're going to have to
use her plane, because the equipment for thered job'singtaled in it;"

"What equipment is that?'

“I'm told you'll recognize it as soon as you see it, and that its use is already
familiar to you. If you want to prove to Holly that you're interested in the mooring
ring, you can find some drawings of it on my desk in my study there a home. Take
the drawings along."

"All right, but what's the red job, that I'm to do with this specia equipment?"

"I'm to tdl you that you'll get your find instructions when you turn the equipment
on, after you're airborne." Holborn paused. When he spoke again it was in a less
constrained, more open tone. "Does that make sense to you?"

"I'll know for certain when | try it. But yes, | think it makes a kind of sense.”
"Good. It didn't make much to me. And Norlund."
"Yes."

"Holly knows nothing of what's redly going on here. She must know nothing. She
thinks that dl that special gear in her planeis for some kind of survey of the strength



of radio broadcast signals.”
"l understand,” said Norlund.
"Good night, then. Or good morning. Tell Holly I'll be seeing her in afew days."
"Yes. Good night, then, Jeff."

It wasn't aregular click when the connection broke, but a smooth fade into dia
tone.

As usual, Norlund once awakened had difficulty in getting back to seep. He was
awake when Holly came home, not long after the phone call. He could hear her quiet
movements down the hal, and the closing of her bedroom door. As far as Norlund
could tell, no one had entered the apartment with her. Doubtless she had been out
with Dr. Niles, ayoung bachelor physician who was coming round more and more.

Norlund had learned early on in his stay that Holly was married but separated.
Mrs. Rudel. Husband Willy, a native of Germany and a pilot too, had gone back to
his homeland some months ago to assist in building the New Order, the Third Reich
as it was sometimes called. Either by direct action or subterfuge he had succeeded in
taking seven-year-old Willy Jr. dong with him. Norlund had heard mention of
divorce proceedings, though they weren't redly started yet, he gathered. He would
have highly recommended them in this case if he had dared. Doubtless Dr. Niles
would have, too.

Norlund got snatches of deep off and on through the wee hours. Then he got
himself up early, afraid of missng Holly, who seldom dept very late even on the
infrequent occasions when she came in that way. He went to have his breakfast in the
room they called the library, overlooking the yellowing October leaves of Central
Park. This room did have more bookshelves and books in it than any other in the
apartment, but Norlund had yet to see either Holborn or his daughter dtting ill
anywhere long enough to read a book. Holborn himself had read some of the books
during the last ten weeks, and had taken long walks, and seen some shows, and had
spent some of his money. He thought that a middle-aged but not unattractive widow
he'd met a one of Holborn's friends parties a couple of weeks ago was probably
interested in him. Norlund, though, wasn't interested in her.

Now he sat looking out the window at autumn leaves and sipping his coffee while
he waited for Holly to appear, and listened to the radio. The radio was giving the
News.

" theBritish government today continued to preserve an attitude of calm toward
the crisis precipitated by the German withdrawa from the arms conference, and
from the League of Nations—

" meanwhile, the Graf Zeppelin, after battling strong winds yesterday to reach
Akron on the second leg of its goodwill tour of this country, was off again today,
attempting to reach Chicago. Its appearance there in conjunction with the World's
Fair is scheduled for tomorrow



“In other news. near Springfield, Illinois this morning, some ten thousand striking
cod miners are dill confronting troops in labor unrest that continues to sweep the
country "

"They're dl Communists, that's what Dad would say." Holly had arrived. She had
materidized before the library mantd while Norlund's thoughts were elsewhere,
puzzling over the mooring mast and Skyride tower. And in the second before he
looked at her, she might have been looking at the photo on the mantel, of Willy and
little Willy Jr. Norlund had once heard her say that it was the best picture of her son
she had.

She had dropped her gaze into the dark empty fireplace now. "Almost cold
enough for a fire these mornings,” she said. And in amost the same tone added:
"Yesterday | got aletter from Willy."

For a moment Norlund looked at her hands, expecting to see in one of them a
letter ready to be crumpled up and consigned to flames. "Bad news, evidently," he
said with sympathy.

"Oh, Alan, I've been hoping, expecting, that when he'd been in Germany a while
he'd wake up and see what a... I've never been there mysdf, what do | know? But |
can't believe this Hitler is redly any good. He has done some good for Germany, |
guess, got the people standing up on their feet again..."

"Those who haven't been knocked down by Storm Troopers."

"What? Oh, | suppose.” Hally, in the way she had, paused and seemed redly to
focus on Norlund for the first time. "Well, good morning, Alan. You're up early."

"l had acall from Jeff last night."

"Oh. Did he ask for me?"

"No, just business. And it was two in the morning."

"Funny | didn't hear the phone ring. Of course | was out late."

Norlund, avoiding any comment on that, gave the explanation that Jeff had
prescribed of what they wanted to do. "And besides getting a look at the mooring
ring... | take it that there's some special radio gear that's been ingtalled in the cabin
of your ship?"

"Oh, that. Yes. Dad asked me a couple of months ago if | would mind. | told him
no; after dl, it's sill mostly his money that keeps me flying. Are they redly
broadcasting from that mast aready?'

"S0, it's possible for you to give me that ride as Jeff requested?”

She hesitated, lifting the cover of one of the breakfast dishes, sniffing the aroma
with hedthy appetite. "Today?"

"Jeff did sound inahurry. I think he would likeit to be taken care of today, yes."

"All right. I'll go phone the airport now." Holly went to the window and took a
quick look at a partly cloudy sky. "Doesn't look bad. Then I'll grab some breakfast



and change, and well be off."

"Thanks. | suppose you had something else planned,” Norlund said when Holly
came back from phoning. A slent maid had by now arranged her breakfast for her,
across from Norlund's place at the library table. His dishes had aready been
collected. He marveled, in passing, a how quickly and eadily he had gotten used to
being waited on.

"It can walit," she said, ditting down. "Y our project will take my mind off things."

"Dr. Niles last night?' Norlund asked, and then instantly regretted it. "It's none of
my business."

"No, it isn't." But she didn't sound angry. "Maybe later I'll start talking about it
al."

After breakfast Holly changed into garments that Norlund had seen her in before,
and recognized as flying gear: what looked amost like army pants, and a man's shirt.
"Let's go," she said.

The lobby of the apartment building was lifeless as usual. A uniform opened the
front door for them. Griffith was aready waiting with Holly's roadster in front of the
building, at a curb kept clear of casua parkers. After holding the car door for Holly,
the chauffeur saluted and walked away.

"You don't mind if | drive, do you Alan?'

"You're going to have to do dl the driving when the time comes to switch
vehicles. But if you want to drive this one too, suit yourself."

"I like to drive."

"I've noticed." They had been together on a number of outings of one kind and
another, most recently to the Whitney Museum. Norlund wondered if his name and
Holly's would someday appear, linked, in somebody's gossip column. Maybe they
dready had; he never read the damned things and thought that she didn't either. Jeff
probably did. Or would, if he ever had the time, and perhaps would have seen his
own name more than once. His wife, Holly's mother, had been dead now for a good
number of years.

Holly, as usud driving a little too fast, said, "l wouldn't be surprised to find out
that you could handle the airplane, too."

"Y ou would be surprised, if you bailed out up there and left me to try it. | think
you'd be out one... you've never told me what kind of a ship you have."

"Lockheed Vega." Smiling a little smugly, she glanced over a him. "I think you'll
like it. No, it's not a seaplane.” Her enthusiasm for the waterfront skyport in
Manhattan had become a gentle standing joke between them.

She never does tak to me, thought Norlund, as if there were forty years of
chronology between us. That was probably why certain fantasies on his part were
becoming harder and harder to dismiss, and why he had didliked Dr. Niles from their
first brief meeting.



"It's strange, in away, that you and Jeff are working together."

If there were any logical consistency behind the way she sometimes called her
father by his first name and sometimes did not, Norlund hadn't yet figured it out.
Anyway he couldn't very wdl deny now that he and Jeff were partners in some
enterprise. "How so?' he asked.

"Just that you're so different from each other." Holly paused with traffic, shifted
expertly, and was off again. "In one way you're dike. Good at keeping secrets.
There's awhole area of Dad's life that he never adlows me to get into. | don't mean
his girl friends; | can pretty wel see what's going on there. | used to think it was
something to do with the War, that maybe he'd been in Intelligence work, though he
never would admit to that, and some of it was dill going on somehow... but now |
wonder." She looked over a Norlund. "Whether it was the War or not, | think it was
something to do with you."

He tried to frame his answer carefully. "I can't tak about my work. Not much,
anyway. Not even to you."

"I didn't expect you would. You probably wouldn't be much good at your work,
whatever it is, if you did."

They rode in slence for a while, into and out of the Holland Tunnel. West of the
river the land was largdly flat and empty marsh, with screaming birds hovering above
it. When Norlund turned his head to look back from the curving highway, he could
see the Empire State hovering on the horizon, standing above the flatness to what
appeared to be a mountain's height.

Holly spoke again. "Well, Dad never begrudges me my own life, my own
secrets.”

Norlund asked on impulse: "Have you heard very often from your kid since
they've been gone?"

"When his father has him write. Or lets him. Or makes him. | don't know. They
both talk about my going over there to join them."

"What will you do?'

"I've been unable to make mysdf do anything. | don't want it to wind up with
lawyers and courts.”

In the next fifty years the Newark Airport was going to change by an even more
mind-boggling amount than the metropolis across the river. For one thing, thought
Norlund, the airport was going to become vastly less convenient to use. As it was
now, Haolly knew the people who ran it, and they knew her, and the necessary things
got done with a minimum of fuss and formality.

Cloud-shadow alternated with sunshine out on the ramp where the Vega stood
waiting for them. It was a big high-wing monoplane, thick-shouldered, and the single
air-cooled radia engine looked enormous. The craft was painted white with stripes



of red and blue. Norlund looked for some kind of name on it, but there were only the
official numbers.

Norlund felt reassured to see Holly doing a thorough walk-around check before
they boarded. She even pulled the caps off the fud tanks and checked the levels
insde directly; the fud gauge must be unrdiable, he thought, or non-existent.

They entered the plane by the cabin door, in the side of the fusdage toward the
rear. Inside there was plenty of room for four passenger seats, but only one on each
side had been ingtalled. A lot of the remaining cabin space was taken up with what
looked like radio gear; it was the back of the Radio Survey truck dl over again. With
a difference. Each side of the cabin had a row of smal windows, and the center
window in each row was furnished with a special smal mount, bolted in place, and
holding what looked like a telescopic camera on a swivel. The lenses stared out
through the flat glass. The rest of the equipment was nesatly safety-wired into racks,
in the best military aviation style. There, on one cabinet accessible from a seat, was
his row of dias that ought to be settable like the combination on a safe.

Holly had aready gone on forward, through the tiny hatch leading to the cockpit.
And now that big radia engine was coughing into life, shaking the furniture. Norlund
had forgotten how loud big engines were.

A dim arm deeved in a man's shirt reached back through the open hatch and
beckoned to him. Norlund moved forward. He was hafway through the hatch before
he redized that the tiny pilot's compartment ahead of him was meant to
accommodate only one. Two smdlish, thin people could probably sgueeze in, but it
was going to be atight fit. And there would be only one safety belt.

Holly had squeezed herself over to one side. "Come on, Norlund, | won't be able
to talk to you if you ride back there. I've got to know how close you have to go to
the damned tower, and when you've seen enough of it. Then you can go back in the
cabin and play with your radios."

He stuffed himsdf into the seat somehow, with Holly's thigh pressed tightly
againg his. Then he reached back to pull the cabin hatch closed behind him. The
safety belt was going to go unused.

They taxied, with guidance by arm-waves from a man trotting beside them on the
ground. In tall-down position the aircraft's nose was so high that it was amost
Impossible to see anything directly in front of it from the cockpit. Then Holly
evidently got some kind of visua signa from the tower, for the next thing Norlund
knew they were in a takeoff roll at deafening full power. He tried to find something
other than a control handle to hang onto.

The engine had plenty of power. In seconds they were off the ground, gaining
atitude fast.

Holly leveled off amid cloud-puffs, a about two thousand feet. She shouted
toward Norlund's ear: "How come Jeff just thought of this?'

He tried to make plausible noises. "Maybe something he noticed about the mast in
Chicago. You know the airship people are getting nervous, especially since the



Akron went down." That had been only last February; Norlund had been catching up
on his current events in newspapers and magazines. "Seventy-three men lost. They
want to be redly sure about everything before anyone tries mooring over downtown
Manhattan." He had been privately racking his memory of his previous sojourn
through this decade, and he couldn't recal anything about a dirigible ever actualy
mooring there. There was only the faintest suggestion that he might have heard of
such a project once being planned.

Holly grumbled something that he couldn't hear very well, about damned Nazis
and the Graf.

There was a momentary drop in rough air, and Norlund felt a pang of motion
sickness. Even through it he remained acutely conscious of the pressure of Holly's
leg on his. An angry thought followed: Does she think I'm so old that | can't react, it
doesn't matter?

They circled the Empire State at a distance of no more than a few hundred fest,
with Norlund looking under the banked-down wing at the great copper mooring ring.
Fortunately the regulations on flying were non-existent compared with what they'd be
in fifty years. As far as Norlund could tdl, the mooring ring looked just as the
drawings suggested that it should.

Stll he went through the farce of jotting down notes, as if he were paying attention
to details. Then he ydled into Holly's ear that she should just circle over the city for
awhile at about two thousand feet. Then he pulled himsalf out of the seat and got
back into the cabin.

There he strapped himsdf into the handiest chair, turned on the equipment, and
set up his old combination on the dials. The screen immediately lit up with text:

NORLUND: YOU WILL SURVEY THE RECORDING DEVICE NETWORK
HERE AS YOU DID AT THE PREVIOUS INSTALLATION. IT IS
IMPERATIVE THAT EACH RECORDING DEVICE BE IN WORKING ORDER.
IF ANY ARE DEFECTIVE OR MISPLACED REPORT THROUGH HOLBORN.
IF ALL DEVICES IN GOOD ORDER, REPORT SO.

HARBIN

At last, some word from those people. Norlund began to operate the equipment,
in the routine that he'd been taught. Agan a pattern of "recording device'
installations appeared, marching across countryside, suburbs, and city in a pair of
miles-long lines. Again the lines pointed roughly east, converging on a point. And it
was obvious that this time the convergence point was the Empire State.

Two pairs of lines—one in lllinois, one in New York. Two convergence points.
Two towers, two mooring masts. What—



Norlund's screen went blank, about two seconds before the aircraft lurched. But
his equipment was not dead, far from it. Thrown sideways in his seat by what felt
like the sudden start of a spin, he saw that the telephoto cameras had come alive,
twirling on their gimbas. One of them projected what looked like a concentrated
gpotlight or a laser beam out through the side window glass in front of it, swerving
on its mounting, spinning the beam from right to |eft.

Hally pulled out of the spin, into a tight, steep-banked turn. In a shadowplay that
raced across white cloud below, Norlund saw the aircraft that he was in, and
something else. A roaring, crackling something that passed the Vega with the speed
of ajet fighter or a bullet. Around the Vegas shadow was a haze of red. Or was it
only the after-image of the beam that the swiveding lenses in the cabin projected
outward?

Now the Vega was flying amost steadily. It climbed, on the verge of sdling,
groping for flying speed. Taking a chance, Norlund unstrapped himsdf from his
safety bet, grappled his way forward, and opened the communicating hatch. "Are
you dl right?'

Holly's face, whitened by fear and shock, turned to look a him over her thin
shoulder. "What was that?'

"Stay out of clouds. Get down on the deck, in view of lots of people. Get back
to Newark, fast, and land."

Norlund could scarcely speak. It wasn't fear or shock so much as anger a
himsdlf. Ten weeks of safety and luxury had made him fat, dumb, and happy, and
now he had almost been a party to getting Holly killed.

She didn't argue or question. The plane was nosing down aready, in a new
banking turn, and Norlund had to fight his way uphill to get back to his seat in the
cabin. The waist-gunner's position, he thought. There were the little telephoto
devices on their swivels, but no place for human hands to grip them, even if human
hands could have swung them fast enough.

His little screen had now turned itself on again.

ATTACK IMMINENT MAN DEFENSIVE POSITIONS

Which would be fine, if he just knew how.

He strapped himsdlf into his seat again, and sat there trying not to hold his breath,
until he saw a windsock out the window, with the ground not fifty feet below. In
another few seconds they had landed. Smoothly. Holly was undoubtedly a good
pilot. Cool under fire, once given a chance. She would have done well in combat.

His screen said: ALL CLEAR. AUTOMATIC DEFENSES OFF. Then it went
dead.

Before they had finished taxiing, Norlund had stuck his head forward into the



cockpit again. As soon as they had stopped, and Holly had cut the engine, she
turned to him. "What was that?' she repeated.

He couldn't tdl if she redly thought he knew. His own hands were trembling now
with delayed reaction; his gut felt asif he'd swallowed lumps of lead.

Holly said: "I'm reporting it to the Department of Commerce, whatever it was."

That, of course, would be this decade's equivaent of the FAA. Norlund had had
alittle time aready to think up an answer to that one. "It wasn't something that I'd
want to describe." He put just alittle emphasis on the personal pronoun. At the same
time he did his best to look cam. There was an inference for Holly to draw:
hysterica women, pilots or not, saw things like that, and a lot of people had known
dl aong that dl women were hysterical.

"Alan, you saw it too."

"l saw nothing that | could describe very well. Oh God, Holly, I'm sorry. For
getting you into this. It's not going to do the least bit of good to try to report it." He
was coming close to letting out secrets, and Ginny Butler, perhaps still with her hand
on the vave of Sandy's life, was going to be angry. Well, to hdl with her. Norlund
was angry, too.

Driving the roadster back toward New York, Holly began to tak. "What makes
you tick, Norlund? You can tdl me that, even if you can't tel me what amost killed
us both just now."

Stll gripped by rage, at himsdf and at the world, he started, "Every time | " and
then he couldn't go on.

"What?"

He tried again, more dowly, getting a grip on himsdlf. "I suppose I've loved five
or Sx peopleinmy life."

She glanced a him, waiting, listening in silence, evidently satisfied that in his own
way he was trying to answer her question.

"There was a girl. When | was young." Ten years in the future from the year he
spoke in now. "There was a war on. She lived in London, doing war work. There
was an agrid attack.” In his mind he could ill hear the buzz-bombs, as he had
redly heard them sometimes. When the engine sputtered and then cut off, that was
the time to duck. Before that, Norlund had killed a German or two but had not hated
them. After that it had been different.

"Those zeppdin raids, yes. | remember hearing about them. How sad.”

"| was off—getting shot at, sometimes expecting to be killed. But she was the one
who was killed. Holly, I'm trying to tdl you what makes me tick. | redly wish |
could."

She asked: "How did you meet Dad?' And when he didn't answer, added: "Never
mind." In a moment she went on, in the same tone, with what at first seemed a



change of subject. "I've had one bad crash since I've been flying. It was in upstate
New York, the Adirondacks. Redly out in the sticks. Jeff happened to be with me.
The plane was redly a tota loss, and | was knocked out for some time. When |
came to, | had a lump on my head and a ghastly headache, and my nose was
bleeding too. The front of my clothes looked like rags out of a daughterhouse. My
father didn't have a scratch on him, but he was practically in hysterics when | came
round at last. He'd redly thought that | was dead." Holly paused. "Sometimes |
wonder if he didn't get a knock on the head, too. Ever since then..."

She didn't finish, and Norlund didn't ask.

On New Year's Eve Norlund was dtting in a chair in Holborn's library. A good
part of the time he looked out into the darkness over the snowy park. Now and then
he faced back into the lighted rooms of the apartment, and talked with people, while
Holborn's annua holiday party raged near him and around him. Norlund had a
scotch-on-the-rocks in hand, quite legaly. Prohibition had findly died, a matter of
weeks ago. It seemed that everyone who arrived at the party had some comment to
make on that subject, most of them the same one.

"All legd now, hey? Takes some of the fun out of it."

"l suppose it also lessens the chance of being quickly poisoned.” That was from
Dr. Niles, who had just come in dashingly bareheaded, snow on his young black
hair, his black bag in hand from making house-calls. Through the library door
Norlund watched the maid taking his coat.

"| like that, quickly! Ha hahh!"

Jeff was off in yet another room, livening up with a few drinks in him. Norlund
could hear his voice. The two of them hadn't exactly sought out each other's
company since Jeff had gotten back from Chicago and Norlund had privately
expressed his anger about Holly's being brought into this. This was about dl they
could cdl it, this secret and plainly deadly game that both of them were in, for
presumably separate reasons which they had never revealed to each other. There
wasn't a name for this project to which they were bending their lives—or if there
was, Norlund at least had never heard it.

It had been borne in on him that neither of them knew what they were redly about
in what they did for Ginny Butler and her associates. Norlund didn't even know if
Jeff had ever met or heard of Ginny Butler, or if his orders came through someone
else. And how had Jeff been recruited? By the promise of someday being shown
what streamlined design would redlly look like in fifty or a hundred years?

"Jeff, you kept teling me that Holly knows nothing, must know nothing, of what
we're redly doing."

"That was my intention. It fill is."

"Did you or did you not know that our airplane was likdy to be attacked? Just
answer me that."



"I will not tdl you anything about that. | will say only that thisis a matter of honor
to me. Of... vitd importance. And | am going on with it." Jeff was plainly under a
great dtrain in this confrontation, which had aready gone on for some time. But he
was also obviously determined to stick to his position.

There was a pause, that seemed to Norlund himsdf long, before he answered.
"All right. Well go on with it. Wait for our next orders."

Hally, like Sandy, like dl the rest of the world, was caught up in war and subject
to its blows. Whether most of them knew about it or not.

Now at the party Holly was acting as hostess, wearing a dazzling red evening
gown supported by one shoulder strap. Her bare feet were encased in high-heeled
gold sandals that she wore as illfully as if they were her everyday footgear instead
of practical shoes or even flying boots. She moved in and out of the library now and
then, as other people were doing. There were enough people in the room, coming,
lingering, going, so no one could accuse Norlund of hiding from the party. An old
man, let him git ill if he wanted to.

Holly stopped and spoke to him now and again, as others did, and once she
rested her hand on his shoulder. That horror they had faced in the sky over the
Hudson back in October had not recurred. Norlund had worried about it, and had
ingsted on going along with her next time she flew. With Holly, inssting hadn't done
him any good, and she had gone up aone. And, fortunately, returned without
incident. While she was in the air he had belatedly redized that she might be a lot
safer without him along.

Dr. Niles, following Holly into the library, had smiled indulgently when she
touched old Norlund on the shoulder. Norlund could have stabbed him at that point.
With every passing week, with every passing drink tonight, the doctor's attitude of
possessiveness toward Holly became more open. And her attitude toward the
doctor? Neutral, at least whenever Norlund was around.

Christmas. Yes, Christmas. That night a week ago had been pretty grim around
here, with the word from Germany short and amost formaly cheerful. Longer
messages were promised soon.

People in the other room, Holly among them, were arguing. Some of them wanted
to go next week to see the newly opened play, Tobacco Road, on Broadway.

Some other woman, getting drunk, was bemoaning the fact that her children
weren't around. Or else the fact that she'd never had any, Norlund couldn't tell for
sure.

The Victrola was playing in one room, the radio in another, the piano in a third.
Who were dl these people, anyway? There seemed to be a least a score of
Holborn's distant relatives, business associates, friends of one kind or another.

Holly came from nowhere to sit next to him again.
Norlund asked her, "What's the word from Germany?'



"Does it show?' Her beautiful face was dightly flushed. "I'm getting so | can't
hide anything from you. What's your wife like, anyway?'

"No wife, not any more. She's dead.”.

"Killed in London, you said."

"That," said Norlund with asigh, "was someone else."

"Didn't you once tdl me you had a daughter, twelve years old?"

"Did | redly?1 suppose | did. I'm getting so | can't hide anything from you."

"I'm having trouble getting the chronology of your lifedl straightened out the way
it should be."

He redized she was a little tight. Perhaps more than just a little Change the
subject. "There's something about the way you gesture with your hands. Always
makes me think you ought to be holding a cigarette."

Holly made a face. "Have you seen dl those damned cigarette ads, amed at
women? The ads without the smoke are enough to turn my stomach.” She fluttered
fingersin amaidenly gesture, and put on avoice. " 'She was dl tired out from diving
a the Olympics and then she smoked a Camedl. It gave her energy enough to '
Never mind."

A couple of more people were coming into the library. The door, recently almost
closed, was now wide open, so that voices came in more clearly from the noise
outside.

"Roosevelt isaradio crooner hislegs are the strongest part of him."
Laughter.

Someone else, angered, spouting liberal dogma with the fervor of a new convert,
denounced the Nazis. Roosevelt didn't matter. They'd dl see, in a few years, that a
new world was being born in Russia. The future was visble there aready, and it
worked.

What was going to happen to the League of Nations now?
Steer clear of foreign entanglement, that's what Washington warned this country.

Norlund's old leg wound was paining him tonight, in an unusua way. Tingling. He
wondered if the weather was going to change, a giant blizzard bearing down on the
city. He wondered if Ginny Butler had forgotten where she'd left him. There was a
comfort in that thought tonight, but he didn't really suppose that she had.

Someone yes, Jeff's voice spoke up now, in a hesitant, reasonable tone, for
Hitler. "You must admit he's redly straightened Germany out. Look at the terrible
problems they were having. The aftermath of the War. Inflation. Reds and Jews.
Now there's peace, people are working, they have some sense of pride in themselves
agan."

"Rearming, too," someone objected mildly.

"l think it's part of the sense of nationa pride."



"Is Roosevelt redly going to invite him to this country, do you suppose?"
"There are alot of German voters."

Holly was ill beside Norlund. He took her hand, and pursued her quietly:
"What's the word?"

She looked at Norlund more directly than before, and now he could see the
redness in her eyes. "The word is that they're not coming home. Willy talks about
sending me aticket so | can join them there, asif lack of a ticket were dl that held
me back. He writes like he's issuing orders now. As if | were the deserter, but he's
willing to overlook it. Oh, he isn't redly like that. Not when you know him."

“I'm sure he's not." The bastard. A pilot, too. Maybe some day in Forty-three
young Norlund would am a machine gun a him. But no, in a decade Willy would
certainly be thought too old for fighters. He'd be some strutting, high-rank friend of
Goring, maybe.

People across the room were starting to turn and look at Holly, and she got up
from the arm of Norlund's chair and went to the fireplace, where coals were dying
down. She started to grab the poker, and burned her hand on it and dropped it with
alittle cry.

Norlund was a one side of her in a moment, with Dr. Niles a the other. Between
them they led her to a chair, from which she immediately jJumped up again.

"Stay here," said Dr. Niles to her firmly. "I'll get my bag." He moved off quickly.

Norlund examined the burned finger, which looked white along one side. Taking
Holly by the arm, he led her unresisting into the kitchen. He put ice cubes into a
clean glass, ran some water on top of them, took Holly's hand and immersed the
finger.

"Ah." Her blue-green eyes trusted Norlund. "That does relieve the pain.”
"It'l do more than that. It'll help the hedling. Better than anything he can put on it."

It took Niles a couple of minutes to find them, having missed them in the library.
An authority figure with black bag now in hand, he demonstrated outrage at
Norlund's practice of medicine. "Who told you to do that? Do you want the worst
blistering you can imagine? Holly, give me your hand."

When she wouldn't, he tried to pull her finger forcibly out of the hedling cup. But
Hally snatched her aam away. "Don't ever grab a me again."

It was said in away that compelled the doctor to retreat, black bag and dl.

It was hours later, well past midnight and into the New Year, but Norlund didn't
redly fed tired. The party had sagged a little and had then swung on. Jeff had
actually been somewhat relieved to see Niles go away mad. Scandal, you know;
Holly was after dl a married woman. Not that Jeff had actuadly said anything. A few
other people had departed, but other celebrants had arrived from another party
elsawhere.



Now what promised to be a die-hard group was singing around the piano in the
other room.

Holly and Norlund had both gravitated back to the library. She had brought aong
her cup of icewater, into which she 4ill plunged her finger at intervals. A maid came
around now and then, replacing melted cubes.

At the moment Holly was studying her finger curioudly. "That was a bad burn, but
it hardly hurts at dl now. There's amark. But nothing much."

“I'm glad.”
"That's not what they tdl you to do for burns. | burned my arm on an engine

manifold once, and there was no end of salves and dressings and bandages. And
pain and blisters, too."

"Depends on who you listen to," said Norlund, unable to resist.
Jeff came and went in the background, his expression hard to read.

Norlund poured himself a little more scotch, after helping himsdf to one of
Holly's ice cubes. At the moment she didn't want any more to drink.

She turned to Norlund. "Tel me about you. I've been aware for some time that
that's redly a forbidden topic. But tel me anyway."

"And violate my oath?' He tried to make it sound like ajoke.

And a that moment the pain hit him. It struck up under the breastbone like the
thrust of a jagged dagger. It twisted, and then a piece of the blade broke off and flew
down through the veins of hisleft arm.

He wasn't fainting, not yet anyway, but he had his eyes clamped shut and he knew
that his drink had spilled. It was his heart. It was a heart attack, and this was it, he
was dying and at the moment none of the rest of it, none of anything else, mattered
in the least. People were bending over him, but he couldn't redly hear what they were

saying.
Now he was stretched out on his back on the sofa, and with every breath the

world was dipping a little farther away. The jagged knife had stopped thrusting and
twisting, but it was sill heavily embedded in the wound.

Holly was bending over him. He could smell her, and he opened his eyes. "Alan,
just lie ftill. We're going to get you help." As she ought to be, she was cool when the
criss came. Norlund watched her, while she undid his tie and callar.

“I'll call for an ambulance; I'll do the caling." That was Jeff, over in the corner by
the phone, taking the phone away from someone else. And Jeff was dialing now. It
was as if he had the number aready memorized.

INA YEAR UNKNOWN

Norlund rode the train across Manchuria again. He felt confident of being able to
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defend the train, because he knew he'd ridden it before. His fifty-caliber Brownings
were ready, one swivel-mounted at the waist position on each side of the Pullman
car, and he stood keeping watch out of one of the side windows, looking for the
hordes of mounted Japanese that ought to appear at any moment. But the attacking
cavadry didn't come. There was only the gray steppe, dow gentle waves of land
going on forever like the sea, out to the gray horizon.

At last Norlund began to grow tired of standing at the window, and, when he
remembered that he was now a heart patient, a little worried. But his heart continued
to beat. He redized now that it was keeping time to the pulsation of the rails that
carried the train forward so endlessly... so endlessly... he had just decided that he
was never going to wake up, when deep night cut off everything.

When darkness lifted again, he saw enough to know that he was not dead, but in a
hospital room, real and brightly lighted. He could tdl also that it was a modern
hospital, not some Thirties horror. Ginny Butler was a his side—yes, redly there;
she took his hand and told him that he was going to be dl right. Thus reassured, he
dept.

But dreams were not through with him yet, though from now on they were mixed
in with redlity. There was a large woman, a nurse or perhaps a doctor, anyway a
large woman who had a Chinese face and dressed in a flowing gray gown of
Interesting pattern. She came to Norlund's bedside frequently, and fed him things
and gave him drinks and talked to him. But right now he had to get back into his
Radio Survey truck, and play his equipment, which was redly nothing but a giant
video game. President Roosevelt spoke to Norlund out of the truck's receiver,
ddivering a fireside chat. Another familiar voice came on with play-by-play action,
and said that the Cubs were threatening to score. Lines marching across his little
screen, converging on the Empire State, showed where the recording devices were.
And now Adolf Hitler, his face part of a newsred, gray and grainy, looked up a
Norlund from the screen. Hitler spoke to him only in German, but still Norlund could
recognize the word zeppelin when he heard it.

And now Norlund awoke, more fully than before, gasping and trying to wave his
arms about. He was in his modern hospital bed, in some gray time that fdt like the
middle of the night.

And he thought that he understood at last what job he had been doing for Ginny
Butler.

Ginny came to vigt him briefly fairly often, at various times of day and evening,
but Norlund didn't try to talk to her about what he thought he had inferred. Later
would be time enough for that. He lay continualy in his bed, stark naked and very
weak, between sheets that seemed never to be changed but <till remained unalterably
crisp and cool and clean and comforting. The bed kept putting forth padded
extensions of its eegant machinery, and these stroked at Norlund, nuzzled a him,
blessed him with tingling anaesthesia whenever pain threatened to arise, which was
farly often. His chest was kept tingling almost dl the time. The tingle was in its own
way a nice sensation, but whenever it gave promise of becoming outright pleasure



something happened to moderate it back again toward nullity, the absence of
sensation.

From time to time he was quite sure that he was helplessly wetting or soiling his
bed. But if there was any stain or mess, it was gone again within moments from the
impossibly white sheets, and from his body. Norlund dreamed again, this time that
he was vidting Sandy in her own hospital room...

And woke up, thinking that he'd just seen Sandy, and that she and her mother
were vigting him. But the more fully awvake he became, the better he understood that
no such vist would be possible. Not here, in this hospital. This was not Chicago, a
least not in nineteen eighty-four.

Ginny Butler had no trouble getting to see him, though. She came in again, in a
dress of decorated gray, to stand red and solid beside his bed.

Agan she took his hand. "How are you, Alan?'

"Pretty good." Feebly he pressed her fingers, glad to see her, glad to see anyone.
"I've been dreaming a lot. Outside of that, you tel me."

Three more people were following Ginny into the private room.

"I am Dr. Cucusus." This was a black woman, almost- as large as the orientd
nurse. From the way this woman introduced herself, there was no doubt that she was
in charge, medically at least; her tone suggested that Norlund had been wondering dl
his life who Dr. Cucusus redly was.

Norlund nodded.
Ginny gestured. "Thisis Mr. Tak, and Mr. Schiller."

Tak was thin and brown, his features suggesting Southeast Asia to Norlund's not
very expert eye, and he sat apparently half-crippled in a smadl conveyance vastly
different from any wheelchair that Norlund had ever seen before. From the way Mr.
Tak nodded, and the way the others looked a him, Norlund assumed that he was in
charge of the world, medical affairs being only one department thereof. Schiller was
colorless, and not very large. He nodded to Norlund too.

Ginny continued. "Alan, there's a decision you're going to have to make. No one
else can do it. We've waked you up completely for that purpose.”

And indeed his mind fdt perfectly clear. It was only that he was weak. He said:
"|'ve had a heart attack."

"Yes, avery severe one," agreed Dr. Cucusus. "And now you have a new heart."

"Ah," said Norlund, and pulled in his chin to look down at his naked chest. The
hair on his chest had dl been shaved away. A huge capital | of a scar, its lines very
narrow and ddlicately pink, marked him as if he were a letterman from Illinois. Or as
if he had been pretty wel eviscerated while he dept, his innards somehow
reprocessed and then packed back in.

"The scar will be dl gone when we're through,” Dr. Cucusus soothed him.



"A new heart,"” said Norlund. At the moment it seemed no more than his due. "So
what's the decision that | have to make?'

"Medicdly speaking,” the large black woman informed him, "there are two ways
that we can go from here. And we can't, or we shouldn't, put off deciding between
them any longer. The first way would involve leaving you basically as you are. With
your new heart, we project that you may have twelve or fifteen more years of
life perhapsmore than that, perhaps less."

"Twelve years," said Norlund.

"Your arteria system," explained Dr. Cucusus. "It is not an immediate threat to
your life, but it is not dl that good, either." She stopped there, and looked a Mr.
Tak.

"Another important thing about the first way," said Mr. Tak, speaking in a dry
penetrating voice, "is that when you are up and about afterwards, you may ill be
able to go home, should you choose to do so. | emphasize may. | should estimate
the odds as approximately even. But on the other hand, if the second course of
medical treatment is adopted, your return home becomes definitely impossible.”

Mr. Schiller spoke up for the first time. "The second course of treatment will not
be available to you unless you volunteer for a certain combat mission to be
performed when it's completed. A mission for which you seem to be uniquely
qualified, but not physicaly fit for presently.”

Dr. Cucusus: "The second medical path we can take is rather difficult, and very
expensive in terms of resources. In most cases it would be prohibitively expensive.
It is redly arather genera rguvenation treatment. Blood vessels. Endocrine system.
Muscles. All systems must be integrated into the treatment as much as possible, if it
Is to be successful. Roughly speaking, the effect will be to make you thirty years
younger."

"Of course," put in Ginny, "there's no guarantee that you are going to survive the
combat mission afterward. But you will have afighting chance.”

"There are no guarantees of anything," said Norlund. "I know that much." He
tried to think about what rguvenation might be like, but he was too weak to imagine
it very well. He thought things over while they dl waited. Then he asked: "What if
you try to send me home, and it doesn't work?"

"WEell have ajob for you," said Mr. Tak. "Somewhere. Behind the equivalent of a
desk. Good routine medica care. | suspect you might live longer than twelve years."
Norlund couldn't tdl if he was smiling or not.

"Wel," said Norlund. "Suppose | take the second course. And the combat
mission. And | do surviveit. What do | do if | can't go home?'

"The war will go on," said Mr. Tak. "There will be other missions for you, other
jobs some with desks and some without. You'll have some choice. Eventudly
retirement, somewhere you find pleasant."”

Ginny, standing closer than the others, was nodding. "It's not a bad life," she said



camly. "I've been at it for afew years now, in Recruiting."

Norlund looked a her, then back at Tak. "So what is this big combat mission that
you need me for?’

Tak's face creased with the wisp of asmile. "An old soldier like you should know
better than to ask. You volunteer first, then find out."

"Okay. Then where isit? Where and when? Can you tdl me that much?"

A brief whispered conference took place among the three non-medical visitors.
"Somewhere in the United States,” said Tak at last. "In New York, most probably.
In nineteen thirty-four."

Norlund lay back and closed his eyes. "If you can make me young again," he
sad, "let's do it."

Undergoing the second course of treatment proved to be more uncomfortable
than the mere aftermath of heart-replacement surgery. Not that the machinery
permitted anything like real agony. Norlund was for the most part unconscious
during actual treatments, and was told little about them. There were long stretches of
dull discomfort. Gradually impatience came to dominate.

Some time passed before they let him see a mirror. When they did, a strange face
peered back a him half-recognizable, like the face of some unknown
relative—peding as with sunburn, but with the old skin pale over the stubble of a
new brown beard. The face was certainly not sixty, not old any longer. Whether it
was young was quite another question.

1934

Holly, in the gray dawn of the New Y ear, was arguing with her father. She was ill
wearing her one-strap red gown, but the gold sandals had been kicked off
somewhere, making it easier to stalk around, which she liked to do while arguing.
She had plenty of latitude, social as wdl as physical, in which to move around and
ydl; the servants, dismissed the night before somewhere around midparty, were not
yet back from their own celebrations or their rest to commence the cleanup job. The
gpartment was a terrific mess, but Holly and her father had the freedom of being
adoneinit.

So far Jeff's attitude had remained one of patient soothing, though Holly was
redly flaring a him.

"There's something very funny about it, Jeff. You had hardly hung up the phone
before those men with the stretcher were coming in the door."

Her father was dtting wearily on the sofa in the library. Sometimes he looked
toward the window, as if he wished he could be out there somewhere. "Hally, if |
just tell you that he's getting the best care possible, isn't that enough? Can't you just
accept that for now?"
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She paused in her angry movement, to look at Jeff. "Oh? And how do you know
that he's getting the best of care?'

Jeff sighed and shook his head, looking old and tired. Obviously he hadn't
expected this much of an argument.

Holly could fed sorry for him, but she wasn't going to let up. "Why don't you tell
me what hospital they took him to?"

They had been over this ground several times before; fill Jeff remained, in Holly's
view, surprisingly patient. He said: "l don't know where the hospital is."

"And | suppose you don't know what it's called, either.”

"Actudly, I... no."
"Who runs it?' Holly asked swestly.
He shrugged.

"Oh Jeff! For God's sake! You don't know where or how or who, but you do
know he's getting the best of care. Do you expect me, anybody, to believe that?'

Her father had turned his face to the window again. He stared out of it, into space,
a nothing, asif he were just waiting for her to get tired of this.

She was very tired, but not going to give up. "Why were they just waiting in the
wings to rush him off? Did they know that he was going to get sick? How did they
know?"

Jeff's eyes came dowly back to her face. "No, they didn't know that. Not until |
cdled them."

"l suppose they just happened to be driving by. With aradio in their ambulance, |
suppose.”

"They do have aradio, I'm sure. As you say, how ese could they have been so
quick?' Jeff paused, then, as if unable to help himsdf, asked, "What did the
ambulance look like?' The tone of the question was almost wistful.

Holly stared at her father. She knew that look; it was his usua expression when he
wanted to see something very new, an invention or a design, that he thought was
going to be important.

Agangt Jeff's urging she had gone down in the elevator with Norlund and the
attendants who had come for him, and she had tried to follow when they put him
Into the ambulance. In this case her usua forceful ways hadn't done her the least bit
of good. The attendants had camly but forcefully put her aside, and dammed the
doors, and sped away. There had been no cabs in sight, or she would have tried to
follow.

"It looked quite ordinary," she said now. "On the outside, at least. There were...
respirators, | guess, and things inside. | didn't get a very good look. Why, are you
wondering if it was streamlined properly, according to your rules?' If she had to
fight, she might as wdl be nasty about it.



Her father didn't appear to notice. He had forgotten, at least for the moment,
about the ambulance, because a sudden overriding suspicion had seized him.
"Holly." His voice dropped. "There wasn't anything between the two of you, was
there? Y ou and Norlund?'

She could fed the unaccustomed tears start in her eyes. "And what if there was?"

Jeff was, predictably, aghast. "He's more than old enough to be your father. And
Willy. What if Willy should find out?' Jeff had aways been certain that there would
be a reconciliation.

Rage came back, to dry tears like the heat of flames. "Dad, I'm not just going to
drop this. You know me. I'm warning you that I'll go to the police, the newspapers,
wherever else | have to go, to find out what's happened to him."

"Alan Norlund," Jeff said, as if to himsdf. Still he stared a his daughter in
disbelief. Then another urgent question started to grow behind his eyes.

Holly forestalled it. "No, Alan and | haven't dept together. But that's not the point
right now. The point is that I'm going to find out where he is, and how heis."

Jeff was pulling himself together. "Holly. Look. Sweetheart. It won't be good for
Norlund, or for me either, if you make too much of this. In time well find out how
he's doing."

"How will we find out?"'
"It won't be good for you!'

"You're going to have to explain to me why. Convince me. Or I'm going for the
police, right now. You're taking as if you and Alan are involved with gangsters, and
| won't believe that of ether of you." And she started for the door, not bluffing.

Jeff, who knew her, gave up. "All right!" he called after her. When she stopped
and turned, he held out his arm to her. It was a low, old man's motion. "All right,"
he repeated. "I'll tell you what | can. But you must sit down and listen. Hear me out,
and don't jump up and do anything until I've finished. Okay?"

"Okay," Holly said softly. She took her father's hand and held it, and sat down
close to him.

"The reason | haven't told you any of this before,” he began dowly, "is that I'm
afraid, as| just said, that |1 could be putting your life in danger if | do. Still want me
to go on?"

Memory flashed in her mind: the strange attack during her flight with Norlund. But
she only said: "Go on."

"Of course. It was a slly question. All right." He sighed deeply. "It dl goes back
to that day we crashed."

For some reason Holly felt no surprise. She had long redized that day marked
some kind of a watershed. "All right. When you thought that | was dead."

Her father was looking at her very strangely now. He let go of her hand, and got



to his feet as if with some definite purpose in mind. But then he only paced a lap
around the room and came back to stand in front of her.

When he spoke, his voice was so low that Holly could barely distinguish the
words. "l dill believe that you were dead."”

"What?"

"Listen to me, my dear. You were just lying there, dl covered with blood. |
couldn't find any pulse. And as far as | could tdl, you were not breathing."

"But | was only knocked out. | woke up."

Her father was shaking his head. "Listen to me, | say. While you were—lying
there—two people arrived."

"What two people?”

"A man and a woman. | thought at first that they were only hikers; there were no
roads, and they arrived from somewhere, | couldn't quite see how. And they offered
to help me. But only under certain conditions.”

"Dad, you must have been hurt yourself."

"No. | know it sounds that way. | was in a tremendous state of shock, certainly.
Besde mysdlf with grief, because | was sure that you were dead. At first | wasn't
quite sure that the people taking to me were red. But, as it turned out, they are very
red indeed. Just as red as those ambulance attendants that you just saw. As dl that
specia gear, ingtaled in the cabin of your plane." Jeff's voice dropped again. "As
red, God help me, as whatever it was that attacked you when you were on that flight
with Norlund. | never expected that, | swear."

He had never raised the subject with her before. "I didn't know you knew about
that. Do you know what it was?"'

Her father shook his head helplesdy. "Let me finish tdling you what little | do
know." He drew a breath, and went on. "The two people who arrived at the crash.
I've said | couldn't quite see how they got there. But there was a sort of... rushing
sound, | thought, in the sky. A moment of oddly colored light. And then there they
were."

"A rushing,” Holly murmured. And an odd light? If she had been trying to
describe the strange phenomenon in the sky during her flight with Norlund, she might
well have chosen the same terms.

Jeff misinterpreted what must have been the odd way that she was looking at him.
"| tell you, those people were real enough. I've seen one of them since then, and I've
talked with her many times."

"A woman."

"A young woman, of fairly ordinary appearance. Her name is Ginny Butler, or so
she says. | never learned the man's name. The pair of them bent over you, looking at
you closely. The man took one instrument after another out of a backpack that he
was wearing, and he kept probing at you with them. | remember asking if he was a



doctor, but he didn't answer. Instead he conferred for a moment with Ginny Buitler,
and then she led me alittle distance away and talked with me. She told me you were
beyond ordinary medical help.”

"Oh, Jeff."

"But, she told me, there was 4ill one chance. If | helped them, worked for them
afterwards, she swore that they would do everything they could for you. She assured
me that there would be nothing wrong or illegd in any task they would ever assign
me. Of course | raged at them for making conditions. But then | swore | would do
anything.

"With that, the man went to work on you a once. The woman kept me from
watching very closely. She kept tdling me what a great cause it was, that | was now
going to work for, how it would one day make the whole world a better place.
Well—one's heard dl that before, of course. Still, | did swear a solemn oath to help
them, and to keep their secrets." Jeff paused, sagging. He moved again to the sofa
and sat down. His voice had fadlen to a whisper. "Now I'm breaking my oath, and |
don't know what the result is going to be. Are they perhaps going to—withdraw their
Investment?"

"l don't understand.”

Jeff looked sadly at his daughter. "When | was first pleading with them for help,
they put it to me this way: they couldn't afford to help dl the accident victims in the
world. Therefore they—invested their help carefully. It was given only in cases
where they could expect areturn, in the form of help for their own great cause."

"Which is ?"
Her father's smile was ghostly. "I've never found that out, exactly."

Despite herself, Holly was growing afraid. It was not that she did not believe her
father. It was that she did. "And you've been helping them?"

"Yes. Doing things that seem harmless in them-selves, if sometimes strange.
Allowing that equipment to be put in your plane, for one thing. They of course sent
men to do it—what it's supposed to do, | redly have no idea. Norlund does. He's
one of them. Or else he's smply working for them, recruited by them as | was,
perhaps. It was their phone number that | didled last night, when he collapsed—a
number that Ginny Butler had given me to memorize. And it was their ambulance that
you saw, taking him away."

Holly sat down beside her father. "This woman, Ginny Butler. You say you've
seen her many times, since the crash?”

"Seen her afew times. Talked to her often, mostly on the phone. They like to do
business by phone." Jeff pushed himsdf to his feet once more and went to an
abandoned bar-cart, where he managed to put together a glass of ice and minera
water. "An ambulance came for you too, you see. It wasn't an ordinary
vehicle therewas no road, remember? And it wasn't an autogyro. | never redly saw
how they did it, but | know they took you away, somehow, to somewhere else, while



the woman kept on talking to me, distracting me. Then amost before | could be sure
that you were gone, they were bringing you back. You were ill dl bloody, and
unconscious. But now you were obvioudly adive."

The whole thing sounded very unred to Holly. And at the same time she could
not serioudly doubt it. "They aren't bringing Alan back that fast."

Jeff examined his icewater as if it might possibly be of some rare vintage. "No,
they're not. It occurs to me that there were other people here last night, who saw him
taken away with what certainly looked like a heart attack. If he were brought back
very quickly, in good hedth, it would look strange.” He drank quickly, and paused.
"I'm sure well get news of him quite soon. Almost sure," he added in a low voice.
He looked at his daughter. "1'm rather surprised that you're not tdling me I'm crazy."

There was the equipment in her plane, like nothing else she had ever seen before.
There was the sense of strangeness about Norlund, and his work with her father.
And one thing more, the clincher. "When | was flying with Alan," she told her father,
"that thing that came after us in the sky... | can't imagine any reasonable, natura
explanation for what it looked like. And I've tried."

Jeff seemed suddenly on the verge of being crushed by remorse. "The people
who recruited me are fighting against some other force, some other group, with the
same kind of powers. It's akind of war I've gotten you into, | see that now. God,
Holly, at least | can tdl you now how sorry | am about that. But it was ether that
or—or—"

On impulse, Holly flew to his side, and gave him an enormous hug. The impulse
was genuine, but in a moment she pulled back. "What else can you tdl me?”

"I think not much. | think nothing at al. Well just have to see where we go from
here" Jeff sucked at his icewater, and she thought that he was ill concealing
something. He went on. "WEell wait. WEIl hear, in time, about Alan." Then he
demanded suddenly: "Why cant you make things up with Willy? He's your
husband."

Holly was not going to be distracted right now. "That phone number you have,
the one you diaed for the ambulance.”

Jeff shook his head vigoroudy. He looked horrified. "You wouldn't get any
guestions answered with that.

I'm afraid you'd just create serious trouble for both of us by trying to use it. It's
for dire emergencies.”

"The phone company..."

"You might just as wel go to the harness and buggy-whip company for help."
Then the bitterness in Jeff's voice was abruptly transmuted into enthusiasm; it was as
if he could not help himsalf. "Holly, the things that Ginny Butler and her people can
do. They're "He checked himsdf, asif on the verge of some improvident guess, or
revelation. "Knowing what can be done, I'd give my right arm to see what the future
IS going to be like. Generations from now. The science, the heding, the



discoveries..."

Hally's fingers, nervoudy clasping, had rediscovered her smdl burn. Already it
fet more like a hedled scar than a recent injury.

Jeff, in spite of everything, could ill be distracted, amost enraptured, by
thoughts of the future. "Would the people of five hundred years ago have believed
someone who clamed to come from the future? They'd have cried witchcraft. But
today we ought to know better. Today we ought to believe in the future that science
can create." And with that he shut up suddenly, like a man who knew that now he'd
said too much.

Suddenly Holly had to get away. "Dad, I'm going out. No, it's dl right, I'm not
going to repeat to anyone what you've been telling me. But | have to get out, walk,
get some air, think. I'll be dl right."

She hurried out of the library, to grab boots and a fur coat from a closet and put
them on. There was a last hurried exchange of waves between her and her father,
assuring each other that they were dl right. Then she was gone.

At this early hour on a holiday morning she had expected to have the eevator to
herself, but it stopped at the floor immediately below hers and a man got on. He was
youthful in appearance, and well-dressed in homburg hat and topcoat, as if he might
be going to work today, holiday or not. Not your ordinary overstayed party-goer
heading home at dawn, but quite sober and wide awake and freshly shaven. He was
a little taller than average, blond and lean, but not exactly German-looking. Not
exactly handsome, ether, to Holly's taste. She couldn't recal seeing him around the
building before.

He gave his homburg a little tip. "Mrs. Rudel, good morning." His voice had
authority init, and a trace of indefinable accent—again, she thought, not German.

"Good morning,” Holly answered automatically, mildly startled. She studied the
man again. "I'm sorry, but ought I to know you?"

"l am very glad to meet you a last, Mrs. Rudel. My name is Hgjo Brandi, and |

represent the law."
IN YEARS UNKNOWN

Jarry Rosen was seated insde what looked to him, by God, like an amost
recognizable phone booth—one big difference was that this was too comfortable.
He was physicaly aone, though he knew that Ginny Butler or one of her people
would be listening in when his cal went through.

He was at last, after being here in this still-unnamed school or whatever it was for
severd weeks, getting his chance to phone home.

Just above Jerry's eye leve, as he sat comfortably in the booth, were certain
numbers and indicators on its wal. What their current readings meant, as he had
been taught to interpret them, was that the call he was trying to place, if it could be
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completed on schedule, would be received at the Monahan residence in Chicago at
some early hour in the evening of Christmas Eve, nineteen thirty-three,

There was no need in this booth for him to hold a receiver to his ear. Just Stting
there, hands nervoudly clasping and unclasping on his knees, Jarry waited, listening.
The quiet in the booth was amost absolute, except that now he could hear the
ringing of that distant phone. Jerry kept hoping that the call was going through early,
as the indicators said, before Judy and her Ma set out for midnight mass. They
would probably leave the baby a home, for the half-grown girls to watch, but they
might take old Mike aong if they judged him sober enough ChristmasEve was a
gpecial occasion andif he fdt like going. They might

Someone picked up the distant phone. And in another moment Jerry could hear
his wife's voice, asif she were right there in the booth with him, saying: "Hello?"

"Judy? It's me."

He had been warned to expect a certain delay in response time, probably enough
to be noticeable. One component of the delay was deliberately built in, so he could
be cut off if he tried to say something he wasn't supposed to say. Another
component was apparently inherent in the way this cross-time communication
worked. Still, the pause that followed after Jerry had identified himsdf was a little
more than he had been expecting.

Then his wife was able to talk. "Jerry. Oh my God. Where are you? What's
happened?’

"Listen, I'm dl right. | may not be able to get home for a while yet, but I'll get
there. Did you report me missing?’

"Jerry, it's been five months. Yes, we reported you. Where are you? Are you
coming home?"

"l can't come home right now. I'm gonna, later, | swear it. Are you and the kid dl
right?’

There was a burst of something like radio static, which immediately cleared up
again.

" yeah," Judy was saying. "The other kids had measles, we just got the
quarantine sign down off the door." Her voice shifted off-phone. "Ma, Ma, it's
Jary." Back agan. "Yes, were dl right. Jary, my God, my God, | made
novenas..." A new changein Judy's voice. "There was a telegram came, about your
father. Did you get that news?"

"My old man? What about him?"

This time the delay stretched on and on, to conclude not with Judy's voice but in
avast explosion. Not at the Monahans, ether; ahdl of alot closer than that. Jerry
could fed the floor, the whole booth, quiver with it. All the lights in the booth,
including the digital readouts, momentarily went dead, leaving him in pitch blackness.
A moment later the emergency lights from outside the booth came stabbing through
the dark, penetrating transparent panels.



Jerry found that the door was dightly stuck now, but he forced it open and got
out. The people who had been in the larger room that contained the booth were
gone, and in the distance an darm was hooting. Just like the practice aerts they had
been holding during the past few days, thought Jerry, with an effort recalling himsaf
from thoughts of his father and his wife to face his present situation. But this time,
with the lights gone out, and starting with a bang like that, he doubted that it was
practice.

Something outside the high gray walls was battering at them like a gigantic tank,
and they were going down.

Norlund observed this from a distance, over a remote monitor, while he was
pausing to regain some breath after a considerable run. He took one look at the
image of those crumbling wals and then ran again, on legs newly taut with youth,
their firm muscles fueled by fear. Corridors flowed past him, holding a scattering of
other people, some of them running too. By now Norlund had been up and about
long enough to know his way around here pretty wdl. Just as in a norma dert drill,
he was heading for the weapons rack where his sidearm was ordinarily kept.

He reached the rack, and amid other scrambling hands and arms snatched his
assigned weapon out. He automaticaly checked the charge, even while jostling his
way past other people, awvay from the arms rack and on toward his next destination.

Which was not far. Norlund hurried among other scrambling bodies through the
wide entrance to the huge Operations Room, then across the hangar-like spaces of
Operations to the particular launch rack where his assigned vehicle waited. This was
an armored personnel carrier with timetravel capability, much different from
anything that Norlund had ever ridden in or ever seen. The elephant-sized body of
the APC was dl danted planes of dull gray, with the protrusion here and there of a
weapon nozzle or some kind of sensor. The two large front whedls were gray, also,
and amost spherical. The rear of the body rode on extended, shapeless globs of
something that took the place of the endless armored treads of an old-style military
halftrack.

The uppermost hatch of the APC was open, and Norlund quickly clambered atop
the vehicle and did down inside. Ginny Butler was already occupying her assigned
place, the observer's position toward the front of the cabin, while Andy Burns wasin
one of the seats toward the rear. The two other assigned members of the combat
team, Jerry and Agnes, had not yet arrived. Norlund had just time to get himsdf
secured in his own seat when Jerry came bursting in through the hatch above,
swearing energeticaly at thingsin general.

A moment later, Ginny turned round in her chair to hand Norlund a moderately
large white envelope. He thought that the expression on her face as she looked a him
was odd.

He accepted the envelope, with some surprise. "What's this?'
"This is obviously more than an dert, right?'
"Right."



"So I've opened our sealed combat orders.” Ginny nodded toward the envelope
now in Norlund's hands. "The first one appoints you to take over this group as
RM."

"What?' Norlund felt dazed. "Y ou're the ranking member."

"As long as we're in training. But no longer. At this point | just wish you good
luck, and stand by for orders myself." She nodded at the envelope again. "There are
the rest of the orders, ill sealed. They're for you to open now."

Norlund looked down at the envelope he was holding. Then he pulled out the first
sheet of paper that it held; the paper unfolded and uncreased itsdf to comfortable
flatness as its corners cleared the enclosure. The message printed on it was short. In
terse language it made officiad what Ginny had just been tdling him: as soon as
combat started, at the base or elsewhere, Norlund was to take over as commander of
ther smal group, and was charged with immediately moving to carry out their
assigned mission.

Under that first sheet of paper, an inner envelope, dill sealed, was thick with
detailed orders—or something. Norlund pulled out the inner envelope only far
enough to read the warning that it boree FOR COMBAT RM ONLY. OPEN ONLY
AFTER FIRST COMBAT LAUNCHING AND RE-EMERGENCE.

Ginny, Andy Burns, and Jerry Rosen were dl looking a Norlund when he raised
his eyes. He thought he saw in ther faces less surprise than he fdt himsdf. Well,
maybe it was logical. He did have red combat on his record, even if it had been in a
different army and... a different war? No, perhaps not even that. And he was older
than the others, and they knew it, even though he no longer looked as much older as
he was. The mirror these days showed him the face of a man of thirty, a hard-bitten
face that he supposed could easily look authoritative enough.

And, he supposed aso, he knew the job.

More explosions sounded. Somewhere outside of Operations, but dill
uncomfortably close. Voices were ydling, some of them in panic.

The panels at the driver's and observer's positions indicated that the vehicle was
ready, fuded and targeted for an emergency launching into time. To get it away
safely, ready to fight somewhere, sometime, had to be the first objective of its crew
and their commander.

But dl the crew was not here yet; Agnes was dill missing. Swearing, Norlund got
himsdf out of his seat and stuck his head up through the hatch. Operations was
chaos, in which no trace of Agnes could be seen. He dropped down again, pulling
the hatch closed above him. Jarry Rosen, in the driver's seat, was looking up at him
expectantly.

"Drive us out, Jerry," Norlund ordered.

Jarry didn't move at first, except to look over a Ginny as if requesting
confirmation.

"I'm! RM now," said Norlund. "Do it. Get us the hdl out of here, somewhere



fast."

Three seconds later the APC launched. There had been nothing surprising about
Jerry's assgnment as first driver, given his high scores on the smulator tests in
training. And from the start of training Jarry had insisted that these APC's weren't as
hard to control as their reputation had it. "They just tdl us they're tough to keep us
from trying to use 'em to get home."

The launching at Jerry's hands now was barely in time, for a last explosion, very
near, amost overtook the vehicle. Norlund, watching the observer's screens, could
see how the reaching tendrils of that blast came after them, spreading like cracks in a
fine vase across the last milliseconds of their existence within the Operations
chamber. Then those computer-drawn lines were gone, dong with dl other
information from the world of norma timeflow. The vehicle with them in it had
survived the blast, but it was obvious to everyone that it was going to be thrown off
course.

What wasn't obvious at first, at least to Norlund, was how far off they were going
to be. Their passage through the brightly-colored world between the years continued
through hours of subjective insde-the-vehicle time, a much longer period than any
normal launching would have entailed.

From time to time during these hours, Jerry would lay hands on the controls, and
make some minor adjustment to them, and reluctantly take his hands away again.
Given the magnitude of the initid deflection caused by that explosion, there was
probably little that any driver could have done in the way of correcting course. It
would be necessary to wait until some destination was reached, and try again.
Mean-while indications were that the computers were laboring to do their best.

Norlund glanced severa times a the envelope containing his sealed orders. But
the warning on it was plain—he was to wait until first emergence before opening it.

Some of the hours of passage time were occupied by getting into combat clothing
and gear, something of a struggle in the cramped space available. When everyone
had done that there was redly nothing more to do but wait, and be ready for
emergence when it came. The vehicle fdt as steady as an arliner in smooth flight,
and was amost quiet; muffled chaotic noises came and went outside the hull at
intervals, and now and then there was a perceptible movement, a shift as if gravity
had dtered dightly. The waiting conditions were endurable, so far, if not
comfortable. An APC was built for surviva, not comfort, and with four people and
their gear aboard the interior was dense with equipment and supplies and bodies.

Norlund, trying to relax in his chair trying above dl to look confident could
close his eyes and hear to right and left the engines of the old Fortress. But the
engines he heard were far too quiet, and he was too warm and rdatively too
comfortable, for the illuson to be in the least convincing.

At last the colored lights that made up their surrounding universe began to change,
their images in the viewscreens sgnaling imminent emergence. Presently Ginny in the



observer's position announced that the early sensors were beginning to recover,
another sign that they were fast approaching normal timeflow.

Moments after Ginny's report the vehicle lurched more strongly than before, and
those inside briefly knew the sensation of free fdl. This lasted for only a fraction of a
second before the APC found solid footing, wheels and tracks bouncing and then
coming to rest with brushing, crackling noises, in what sounded like tdl grass.

Now the screens showing the outside were filled with a different color, what
Norlund took to be gray daylight. "Battle stations," he ordered, and redlized even as
he spoke that he ought to have given the command sooner.

Stillness reigned, insde and outside the vehicle. The crew looked over their
surroundings as wdl as they could, with instruments that were till recovering from
passage through time. It was impossible as yet to tel where and when they had
emerged.

"Clear from stations,” Norlund said at last. He looked again at the envelope of
sedled orders. It would be legitimate to open them now, but he fdt that finding out
where they were took precedence even over that.

"I'm going out to take a look around.”

When he opened the top hatch the air that came in was chill. The sun was hidden
in a thick overcast, and Norlund was struck immediately by a couple of drops of
rain, feding cold as snow. When he stuck his head out of the hatch he saw that the
vehicle was surrounded on three sides by miles of tall, brown grass. Near the
horizon the grass made idands out of groves of trees, looking brown and leafless.
On the fourth side—there was no tdling which compass direction it might be the
grass was cut off at about a hundred yards' distance, by arank of tal sand dunes.

Climbing free of the vehicle, Norlund dropped into the tal grass, which crunched
under his combat boots. Just behind the APC were the three or four yards of tracks
it had left between materidizing in the ar and rolling to a stop. Norlund's crew
followed him out, some of them with sidearms at the ready. He thought that the
disma peace around them mocked weaponry.

Jerry, after a moment, holstered his gun. "I bet this ain't nineteen thirty-four,” he
said.
"Toto," said Norlund, "I don't think this is Kansas." Seeing how blankly the

others looked at him, he sighed. "Or maybe it could be. All right, I'm going to climb
to the top of one of those dunes and take alook around from there."

"We could drive up it,” Andy suggested.

Norlund shook his head. "I'd rather keep the APC in time-mode, save a few
seconds on a quick getaway if it's necessary. If we move it spatialy we lose that,
right? Jerry, you come with me. Andy, Ginny, you stay here."

In silence he trudged with Jerry through crackling grass, over to the nearest dune
and up its flank. Thelr feet did frustratingly on the slope of sand.



Increasing eevation revealed nothing but more of the same landscape—until they
reached the top. Then a plain of water came into sight, stretching from just past the
line of dunes out to acam gray horizon.

"The lake," said Jerry, true Chicagoan.

"Maybe." Norlund was scanning the expanse for sails, for smoke, for any sign of
human presence, but finding none. "1 don't know what our geographic displacement
was on that launch. For dl | know, we could be in Asia now."

Jerry, asif his natural navigator's or hot-shot pilot's instinct were affronted by this
idea, shook his head and muttered something vulgar. He was plainly not impressed
by Norlund's recently acquired rank.

Gesturing for Jerry to follow, Norlund went diding and scrambling down the side
of the dune toward the water. Meanwhile he scanned the narrow beach for
footprints. Only bird-tracks were visble in the strip of damp sand until he and Jerry
crossed it. At the very shoreline Norlund squatted to scoop up in his padm a smal
sample of a cold, gentle wave. He tasted it and found it fresh.

"Maybe thisis Lake Michigan," he said, standing up again. "Anyway, I'm not sure
that redly matters to us now." He surveyed the world, which from this viewpoint
contained only the dull sky, the lake, the wind-carved dunes—all speaking of slow
time. Smdl waves lap-lapped on sand. The breeze lofted birds that looked like gulls,
and stirred the sparse, tough grass that half-clothed some of the dunes. It urged the
sndl waves in from the horizon to the shoreline that smelled vaguely of dead fish.

And suddenly Norlund knew fear; this time not combat-terror of the enemy, but a
more subtle and inescapable dread of time itself. He felt sure that they had been
deflected further into the past than any of them redized. Further, perhaps, than
anyone ought to go. He understood vaguely from his brief training that there were
limits that ought not to be transgressed. He was afraid of what Ginny might tell him
when he got back to the vehicle, afraid of hearing what the numbers redly were.

"What now, chief?" Jerry, untroubled by metaphysics, was waiting to be given
orders and be informed about what happened next.

Norlund shrugged, concealing his fedlings. "Let's get back to the APC."

As they approached the carrier, they found Andy standing sentry in the open top
hatch. Inside, Ginny was back in the observer's seat, busy at the pandel. As Norlund
entered she looked up. "I'm not going to be able to determine where we are without a
number of additiona readings, and then some lengthy calculations. Anyway, the
computer indicates that it might not be worth the trouble of trying to find out.”

"No?"' Norlund fet obscure relief.

"No. Our best move in this Stuation may smply be to take a good guess as to
where we are—or a bad guess, even, if it works out that way—and then start
moving. We ought to be able to zero in on our target year by a series of successive
approximations. We can tel if we're moving toward it, even if we don't know what
time we're starting from—where we are now." And Norlund thought that Ginny



shivered dightly as she spoke. He wondered if she were frightened, too, of time. The
thought was not reassuring.

He nodded briskly. "All right, let's do it that way."

He got into his chair again, and there was the envelope of seded orders, ill
waiting to be opened. As casualy as possible he added: "While you guys are getting
set up for another launch, | better take alook at this."

He settled himsalf back into his seat and took up the envelope and ripped it open.
He skimmed through the contents, saving details for later study. Severd timesin the
course of scanning the papers he looked up from them, and each time found at least
one member of his crew observing him.

Whatever they might be able to read in his face, thought Norlund, it was probably
not surprise.

Once more he read through the key sentences in the orders. He looked up to find
that his crew were dl ready for launching, watching him and waiting.

Norlund told them.
"We're going to kill Hitler."

1934

As Norlund had feared, it took a long struggle, a good many subjective,
insde-the-vehicle hours, to get back to thelr proper target year. Almost a full day
passed, the crew grumbling and dtiffening in their cramped positions, as the APC
hunted from one approximation to another, before the change of exterior light and
the reviva of early instruments signalled once more that a full emergence was a
hand. But in a sense the hours passed more quickly than those of that first deflected
trip. Driver and observer had more to do, working out a course and staying with it.
And Norlund used the opportunity to brief and drill everyone on the details of the
plans and aternate plans that the sealed orders had presented.

"Roosevelt invited Hitler't'visit the US?' Andy Burns, for dl the classes they'd dl
had discussing timelines, was having trouble with the idea.

Norlund sighed. "Y eah. The idea was that between them they could maybe work
out some way of keeping world peace. Getting out of economic troubles."

"But it wouldn't work."
"No, it wouldn't. But it gives us our chance a him."

Andy nodded, probably not understanding much a waist-gunner following
orders, being briefed for the next mission.

An hour came when signs of emergence began to develop, and then a minute
came when the signs were very strong.

"Thisisit, guys."
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"Thisisit... yeah, no doubt about it this time. Here we are, nineteen thirty-four.”
"The New York site? Chicago?"
"WEell see." That one wasn't possible to answer so confidently.

As before, abrupt momentary free-fal was followed by a crunching landing. This
time arrival was on what sounded like packed cinders.

The first glimpses of the outside obtainable through viewscreens were ambiguous.
Agan Norlund got the definite impression that he had probably not reached Kansas.
More to the point, the APC did not seem to be in either of the landing slots, in New
York and Illinois, that its crew had been attempting to reach.

"This is one of the emergency dternate sites, I'll bet. The autopilot must have
found it for us."

"Or esethe navigational grid diverted us again..."

Suddenly there were more possibilities than had been readily foreseeable. There
was no absolute certainty. Anyway, sensors showed that this time the APC had
come to rest in comparatively warm near-darkness, on a cindered or graveled flat of
land. In the distance, Norlund thought he caught just a quick glimpse of something
pyrotechnic askyrocket? A volcanic flare?

A dliff-like surface reared up close on the right side of the vehicle, cutting off the
view in that direction and shadowing it from what was probably faint moonlight. In
the opposite direction trees were silhouetted against sky, and Norlund recognized a
palm. Near the palm was another shape: lower, peculiar... It wasn't until Norlund had
led the way out of the APC to reconnoiter, and had taken a couple of steps in that
direction, that he recognized the horned head of atriceratops.

Norlund was ill almost frozen, his weapon on the way to being leveled at the
dinosaur, when brisk human footsteps off to one side distracted him. The single
approach was quiet, though not redly stealthy.

Norlund shifted hisaim. "Who isit?' he caled sharply.

"Mercury," alow voice replied, as some yards away the footsteps stopped. It
took Norlund a moment to recognize in the answer one of the code words that he
had been taught to expect—in this case it was one of the less likely ones, the code
name of aloca agent at one of the aternate emergence sites in Thirty-four.

"Okay, come ahead." Puffing out his breath, Norlund relaxed his am. A quick
glance back at the triceratops assured him that it had not moved.

The footsteps again came nearer, dowly, as quietly as could be expected for a
man waking on cinders. Mercury on arriva was quite ordinary-looking: a youngish
man dressed in overalls, an appropriate outfit for some Thirties caretaker or janitor.
Now Norlund could see that the cliff-like surface right beside the vehicle was redly
the stuccoed and almost windowless wal of some huge building.

Mercury gave the vehicle alooking-over, and also the people emerging from it. He
did not appear to be enormoudly impressed. "How many of you, four? You'll need



clothes, | suppose. Not weapons, | see. If you need money, I'm alittle short but I'll
see what | can do. You can just leave the vehicle right where it is if you want to; itll
be dl right for an hour or so. Then | can get rid of it."

"Where are we?' Norlund demanded, amost hopelessly.

Mercury blinked at him, surprised that Norlund did not know. "This is the fourth
of July. Uh, nineteen thirty-four.”

"But where?'
"Why, Hollywood. Thisis the Paramount back lot."

At Mercury's suggestion the travelers stayed with therr vehicle, while he went to a
nearby building. He emerged again in a few minutes, clothing bundled in his arms.
They had told him what sizes they required.

"Little short of money right now," he repeated as he rgoined them, dumping his
bundle down. "Even if | put in some of my persona funds, things are kinda tough,
you know? But here's sx bucks each." And he counted out fives and ones, pausing
before he gave Ginny her share, asif he thought that for some reason a woman might
not redly require it. Meanwhile Norlund was slently cursing the decision, made
higher up, for them to refit and resupply localy this time.

"And there's the clothes," Mercury went on. "I got extras stuff out of Wardrobe.
Hope that dress fits you, lady."

Ginny ducked inside the APC to change. The men meanwhile shuffled garments
on and off while standing on the cindered lot. Norlund, fortunately for him, had got
both legs into his new pants before the futuristic gunfire struck a them from the
generd direction of the pam tree and triceratops—he was able to hit the dirt without
breaking aleg in the process.

The defensive shields of the APC had aready reached out to embrace the
exposed members of its crew, saving Norlund's life and Jerry's. For Mercury and
Andy Burns, standing a trifle closer to the foe, the protection came fractionaly too
late, and they both were hit.

Norlund, sprawled on his bdly in cinders, pumped slent and amost invisble
death rays from his side-arm out into the darkness, toward the enemy's concealed
position somewhere near the dinosaur, while Jerry lying beside him did the same.
Then, just above their heads, the heavier weapons of the APC lashed out, in the
same spooky slence. Plaster triceratops and red pams were pretty much
unaffected, but the enemy fire stopped.

Norlund turned his head. Mercury's body and Andy's were shriveled husks inside
scorched clothing; it was obvious that they had been somehow fried to death. Only
Andy's artificia right arm was still moving, as if there might be a trace of life Ieft in
it....

"Clear now, chief." Ginny's voice, quavering but functional, came through a small
externd speaker in the APC's armored flank. "My scan shows they're dl dead over
there. Are you getting back aboard?"



"Thanks, Gin," Norlund said. There was a smdl of cooked mest in the air, and
Jerry was being sick. Temporarily, Norlund hoped. He himsdaf had been inoculated
by the events of twenty combat missions. "Some of us are getting on. Just stay dert
in there, and give us a minute to do some things out here."

Jerry recovered quickly. Between him and Norlund they loaded the two casualties
of the crew into the vehicle. There was no place to put the bodies but in seats; Ginny
was going to have agrim trip back. Norlund rifled Andy's and Mercury's pockets for
the loca money that they had just been issued, but the bills were burned into
unusability.

Ginny looked on, pale-faced in the concentrated interior lighting.

Norlund draped blankets over the bodies. Then he thumped his hand on the inner
surface of the hull. "We can't use this vehicle here in Thirty-four, and we can't just
leaveit. | don't know what Mercury's method of hiding it or returning it would have
been. So | want you to take it back to home base, Ginny. If the base isn't there any
more, or you can't reach it, do what you can."

"What about the mission?'

"Jerry and | are going on. You're the utility person in the lineup, and this is where
we need you."

She nodded, more relieved than anything, Norlund thought. Then she remembered
to give him back the few loca dollars that Mercury had just given her. He split the
money with Jerry; now the two of them had nine dollars each.

Norlund asked her to delay departure briefly while he went with Jerry to look over
the enemy dead. There were four scattered bodies in Thirties clothing. Again, no
money was salvageable; their dropped weapons were unfamiliar to Norlund, and
what he thought was probably a communicator of some kind was dead.

He went back to the APC with Jerry and called for different weaponry. In
moments dl trace of the enemy dead was gone. There was only a faint scorching
noticeable on what had been cindered ground anyway. Let Hgo Brandi wonder what
had happened to his people unlessone of those bodies by some good luck had
been his.

Moments after that the APC, with Norlund's find wave to Ginny, was out of sight
aswell.

In the moon-shadow of the huge studio building, Norlund stood facing Jerry.
"We split up here" said Norlund. "Get to Chicago and hell, you know what you
have to do."

"Yeah."

They shook hands. Norlund waited until Jerry's footsteps had died away before
he moved himsdf.

Norlund during his more or less sheltered Depression youth had often heard



about but never actuadly seen hobos riding freight trains across the country.
According to the usua expression they "rode the rods", which meant that in some
perilous way that Norlund had never quite understood they traveled dung beneath
the cars, taking their ease within inches of the rails and ties and roadbed roaring past
beneath them.

In his own first five days of traveling by freight, Norlund had yet to see the trick
performed by anyone in quite that way. Most non-paying riders, he had observed,
followed the method he had chosen for himsaf—clinging to the top of a boxcar or
else riding lower and more sheltered in a gondola. Some few were successful in
getting inside, like the men Norlund had glimpsed during his own recent period of
prosperity, when he'd been riding the Twentieth Century first class.

One idea his last five days experience had refuted acynical suspicion born
during the time when he'd been paying for his passage. He was now quite sure that
freights took just as long as passenger trains to cross the country. At least the ones
he had been riding did. Five days, five times he'd watched the sun go down on dusty
plans or desert, and he was 4ill no farther east than Texas crossing which, of
course, promised to be an epic struggle in itself. Five days... or wasit Six?

With only nine dollars in his pocket a the start, there hadn't been very many
means of transportation open to him. And he knew that Jery would prefer
hitchhiking, and he was determined to travel separately from Jerry, determined that
one of them at least was going to get through. Either of them, of course, could call
for help, from Jeff or other loca agents, but after being ambushed in the presence of
one such agent Norlund didn't want to do that just yet. There were a few days to
spare. The Graf should not yet have departed from Germany, and to cross the
Atlantic would take it a couple of days at the very least, even assuming favorable
winds. Norlund meant to work his way east, closer to New York, and cal for help
when he was nearly there.

At least that had been his origind plan on leaving Hollywood. Now he wasn't so
sure. In one sense his plan was working; at least Brandi's people, Hitler's people,
hadn't caught up with him yet. But on the other hand he wasn't dl that much closer
to New Y ork, where on the twentieth of July the Graf Zeppelin was due to tie up to
Jeff Holborn's ingenious mast atop the Empire State, and where the great dirigible
would then discharge her illustrious passenger and his entourage to begin his state
vigt...

And Norlund was having other problems. He had eaten only twice in the last three
days, and not too often in the three days before that, even if you could cal
swalowing the kind of stuff he had ingested eating. Three days ago he'd been
granted a share from an iron stewpot hanging over a fire in a tramp encamp-merit
lodged between railroad tracks and a highway bridge in Arizona. And the day after
that he'd been fed a some religious charity's soup kitchen in a New Mexico town of
modest size whose name Norlund had never learned, any more than he had learned
with any certainty the name of the religious group who ran the charity.

He was traveling aone, which had its good points and its bad. One point about it,



good or bad, was that he had to decide for himsdf when he had passed the point of
being merdly hungry and had started actudly starving, in the sense of growing
dangeroudly weak. Clinging now to a boxcar's top in the fifth or possibly sixth dusty
sunset of his trip, he knew from the way the train's swaying motion made him fed
that he now qualified as starving. Next town he came to, he'd have to take some
serious steps about getting food. He till had his nine dollars.

As soon as a scattering of lights appeared ahead, and the train began to slow,
Norlund made his way to the iron ladder at the end of the car, climbed down most of
the way, and watched and waited for his chance. You had to be careful of more than
being run over by the train, old hands at this game had warned him. You couldn't
just stroll on and off, in and out of railroad yards. In some yards, some towns, the
local cops or the railroad bulls lay in wait for unpaying passengers and beat them,
sometimes just for the fun of it, or hauled them off to stand before a magistrate and
then fill the ranks of work gangs on the county roads for thirty days. Personal and
esthetic considerations aside, Norlund couldn't afford that kind of a delay.

The train rattled swaying around a curve, as the lights ahead grew closer. When
Norlund had judged that the train had slowed enough, he jumped, tumbling on the
uneven footing in the dark, but luckily not spraining or breaking anything.

He lay ill until the train he had been riding on was past, then dodged across the
tracks toward the lights. A fence presented no very serious problem. All was quiet.

Five minutes later, Norlund was waking up the dusty man street of another
southwestern town whose name he did not know. He had brushed off his clothes as
well as possible as he walked into town, wondering how close he could ill come to
an appearance of respectability. Not very, he had been forced to admit. His suit had
been new-looking when he'd put it on in Hollywood, but after almost a week of
continuous wear in hobo jungles and atop freight cars it was in bad shape. And
Norlund himsalf was unwashed and unshaven. He had a necktie in his pocket if he
wanted to put it on, but under the circumstances it was not going to help.

Any decent-looking eatery had to be considered off limits. Fortunately the sign of
the soup kitchen was visible for a block away, with adim light shining on it like some
fading hope for salvation. The Misson for Unfortunates, or some such name.
Norlund drew no attention as he entered and took his place amid a handful of other
clients, most of them looking worse off than he did. He spent a dime for a bowl of
soup and a chunk of bread, and in a couple of minutes was back to spend another
dime for seconds.

Sitting down to savor this second helping, Norlund found himself aone a a
converted picnic table lit by a bare bulb that hung overhead on its own wire. A sign
on thewadl across from him assured him that JESUS SAVES.

To keep himsdf from reading this over and over infinitely, he looked about for
something else. There was old newspaper, spread on the other end of the table,
where some messy project had evidently been carried out. Norlund grabbed what
looked like a front page and pulled it nearer. It ought to be part of his job to keep up
with the news, ready to cope with unscheduled and unforeseen events.



The first item, on the bottom haf of the page, was reassuring.

HITLER TRIP ON SCHEDULE

Frankfurt, Ger, July 1 -Final preparations
were in progress today for the state vist of
Chancellor Adolf Hitler to the United States.
Crews of men labored day and night to

ready the Graf Zeppelin for the trans-Atlantic
voyage, the most important of its successful
career

This demonstration of German progress

and aerid superiority, viewed by some

in the United States as threatening, and

by others as an encouraging sign of friendship

Norlund sighed faintly, wishing for a more recent newspaper as a source of
information about possible changes of plan during the past few days.

He flipped over the folded page, bringing its top haf into view on the stained
table. Here the headlines, also expected by Norlund, were bigger.

HITLER CRUSHES REVOLT BY NAZI RADICALS
STORM TROOP CHIEFS DIE

Killed Or Take Own Lives

As Chancellor and Goering Strike

REACTIONARIES ALSO HIT
Wife Shot With Schleicher
as He Resists Police

Head of Catholic Action San

LOYAL FORCES HOLD BERLIN
IN AN IRON GRIP



The famous purge of Ernst Roehm and his troublesome Brownshirts. According
to the plan, it should not result in Hitler's visit to America being called off.

Looking for more information, looking for he knew not what, Norlund flipped the
paper over to page two.

DILLINGER RAIDS BANK IN SOUTH BEND
Officer Sain, Loot $28,000

Even the nation's most wanted crimina had been pushed to page two by Hitler's
news. Even...

FLYER RUDEL DEAD IN CRASH

Berlin, July 2 WillyRude, 37, well-known

aviator known also as the son-in-law of the

famous designer Geoffrey Holborn, died Saturday
in the crash of his smal plane in the Bavarian Alps,

it was announced today. Rudel's son, Wilhelm Jr., 9,
also perished in the crash. The aviator's estranged
wife, Holly, was reported in New Y ork

There was a very little more.

The phone available in the mission was the kind you had to feed with coins for a
long-distance cal. The people behind the soup-kitchen counter had plenty of smal
coins with which to make change, when Norlund thrust dollar bills a them. If his
manner was somewhat wild when he approached them, they had doubtless seen
wilder, and made no comment.

Now, Norlund told himsdf, it was necessary for him to contact Jeff a once
instead of waiting until he got closer to New York. Jeff was to be his prime contact
on this mission, and anything likdy to affect Jeff's capacity to function was
something that he, Norlund, had to check up on as soon as possible. And a disaster
like this striking at Jeff's daughter was certainly going to take atoll on Jeff.

To hel with dl this justification, Norlund told himsdf. His fingers were busy
clipping a smdl dull jewel his bug-detector, part of his smdl store of secret
equipment onthe receiver cord where it clung like a dark bug itsef. The truth was
he didn't know if it would be a mistake to make this cadl or not, but he was going to
cdl her anyway.

He told the operator what number he wanted to reach, and fed in coins.



Eventudly there were two rings at the far end. And then Norlund recognized the
voice of the butler answering.

"Rupert, this is Alan Norlund. Is Holly available? It's very important that | speak
with her."

There was a pause. "Mr. Norlund, sir?’
"Yes, it's me." At least he had not been totaly forgotten.

"Very glad to hear your voice, sir. We were dl worried... I'll fetch Miss Holly to
the phone immediately."

Long seconds passed. Norlund watched his bug-detector. So far the line
appeared to be safe. He rearranged his little piles of coins on the little shelf before
the phone, ready to feed in more money when the operator should break in to ask
for it. He thought that he could fed the proprietors of the mission staring at his back.

Agan someone picked up the receiver a the other end. "Hello?' said Holly's
voice. The unbearable grief that Norlund had been bracing himsdf to hear in her
voice was not evident. What he heard sounded to him more like Ssmple suspense.

"Hally, it's Alan Norlund. I've just now heard. God, I'm so sorry for you."

"They killed them, Alan." Maybe the feding that tightened her voice was not
suspense ether, but rage compressed and waiting. She'd had days now to get it
under control, but Hill it seemed to leave no room for surprise a hearing from him
so suddenly. "Those bastards killed them. It wasn't any crash, at least not accidental.
The big purge was on, gangsters settling scores among themselves. And | know
Willy had enemies, Goering and others. I've had word from people who got out.” At
last her voice did soften. "Alan, where are you, how are you?"

"At the moment, in Texas. And I'm in good shape.” And ill the bug-detector
remained inert; Norlund supposed that Brandi's people were having their problems
too, trying to defend in a dozen or a hundred places against the attack that they must
know was coming, trying to avoid the crushing paradoxes that could make some
regions inaccessible to time travel. "Could you find out anything through the State
Department? If Jeff—"

"None of Jeff's friends were able to do anything. If the German government says
it was an accident, then officidly that's what it was. Even if we dl know better. With
that son of a bitch coming on his airship, nobody wants to stir things up.”

"How's Jeff doing?'

"About as usual. He's out working, even if it is dmost midnight. But you. Was
that a heart attack? Jeff tells me that you... that you got the best medical care
available anywhere."

It sounded like maybe Jeff had told her more. Norlund sighed. "Better than you'd
believe. You won't know me when you see me again. That's going to be soon, |
hope."

"Are you coming here?"



"Holly, | want you to tdl Jeff something for me. Something very important." The
detector ill indicated that no one was listening in, but there was no telling how long
it would stay that way. "Tel him rendezvous Jupiter, a couple of days from now.
Will you do that?'

"Of course. Jupiter, in a couple of days. Is that dl? What does it mean?"

"No, goddamn it, that's not dl. That's very far from dl. | want to see you, I've got
to see you, but | can't see you just yet." And the device on the line sparked
suddenly, emitting a sharp gem-flash of light directed a Norlund's eyes. He tried to
change his voice. "I'll be taking to you, Mrs. Rudel. Good-bye."

The abrupt closing of that phone conversation was probably not the strangest
thing about it, Holly thought, nor was it perhaps even the most darming.

She knew where to look for her father. It was very doubtful that she would be
able to reach him there by phone, and anyway in this case she preferred a
face-to-face confrontation.

Griffith drove her to the Empire State, and waited at the curb. With a judicious
combination of brass and cash, Hally got hersdf first into the building lobby and
then into an elevator.

In a narrow service passage on the levd of the observation deck she encountered
Jeff, who was just coming down from a climb on stairs and ladders to even greater
heights. He was coming through a door, with the sprawl of the city's midnight lights
behind him.

Holly stepped forward. "Jeff, I..." The rest of the sentence was never said.
Descending immediately behind Jeff was the man she had encountered in the eevator
on New Y ear's morning. Like Jeff, he was now wearing engineer's coverals over his
suit.

Hally's father, though startled for a moment, did not appear enormoudly surprised
to see her there. Instead he became—not exactly embarrassed, Holly thought, he
never redly did that, but he got the look he usualy wore when dealing with some
socia difficulty. "Holly, what's up?' he asked.

She grinned. "Just an impulse.” She knew that from her such an explanation was
likely to be accepted readily. "l timed it well, | see.”

As the man behind him stepped forward smiling lightly at Holly, Jeff turned to
him. "Ah, Mr. Brandi, thisis my daughter."

For a moment Holly had the idea that Brandi might click his heels, Prussian-style,
and bow. But he only grinned and put out his hand in an open, quite American way.
"We've met once," he said.

Jeff was surprised. "Oh? Where was that?'

Holly told him briefly, not mentioning what had been said that time in the elevator.
"l just didn't want to bother you with it, Dad; | didn't think it would turn out to have



any importance. But what... 7'

Brandi cleared his throat. "A mutua friend introduced me to your father. | have
been helping him on some matters connected with the mooring mast. We are making
sure that it is safe.”

Holly got the impression that when Brandi said those last words he was watching
her closely for a reaction. "Good idea," she acknowledged, while wondering dl the
more what was going on.

Brandi had turned to Jeff. "At our earlier meeting, | told your daughter that |
represented the lawv—~but then | had no formal credentials to present. So she sent me
off about my business, for which | can scarcely blame her."

Jeff nodded, as if he aready understood why Brandi would have introduced
himsdf in such a way. Meanwhile Holly, looking at the pale man, decided in her own
mind that he was redly not German at dl, though that had been her first impression.
Brandi didn't sound like a German name atleast she didn't think it did andhis faint
accent seemed to be from somewhere else, she was not sure where.

"Then you do represent the law?' she asked him now. "Or don't you?"

"Holly." Her father's voice, to her surprise, was actudly reproachful. "There are
times when redl lifeis not that smple. Washington and Jefferson had to take existing
law into their own hands, in order to create this country. There were days when
Lincoln himself had to suspend civil rights.”

"And now you and Mr. Brandi ?"

"Don't worry about it, dear." Then Jeff caught himsalf, hearing in what he had just
said the overtones of don't-bother-your-pretty-head-about-it. As he knew very wdl,
that was about the worst imaginable way to go about enlisting his daughter's
co-operation in anything.

He tried again. "There are times, yes, when good citizens have to act, even
without formal credentials. Times when their country isin peril. Right now the Jews
and the Reds between them have such agrip on

Washington..." Jeff's eyes were moist, and he almost choked on the last words.
For a moment Holly was able to see the depth of his emotion.

"On George, that is?' Holly asked lightly. "Or on the city?' She turned to Brandi
then, fluttering her eyelashes sarcastically. "l redly don't understand a thing about
politics. But | hope that a least the mooring mast is safe. Is there political
significance to that?"

And only then, only in the moment after that last line had been delivered in perfect
innocence, did she connect the day's largest headlines about the Graf's imminent
departure from Europe and who would be on it and when and where it was
scheduled to land, with what was going on before her eyes.

"There is now," said her father brusguely, bumping past her in the narrow
passage, perhapsin an effort to conceal from her his own emotion. In the process he



incidentally blocked Brandi's view of her face at what might have been her crucia
moment of realization.

Then the moment was over. Brandi was saying: "Allow me to offer my sympathy,
Mrs. Rudel, for your recent bereavement.”

Holly had herself well in control now. "Thank you. | suppose no one could have
prevented the crash. It's just one of the things that aviators live with." She paused.
"Sorry if | was nasty just now. I'm afraid I'm ill rather wrapped up in my own
affars.”

"Of course." Brandi looked and sounded quite naturally decent and sympathetic.
"I'm no pilot myself, but | am interested. Maybe some day when you fed like it, we
could talk about flying."

"Yes, certainly." Holly hesitated, a new idea coming to mind. "Actualy I'm going
to take Dad to Chicago in a few days. There's a smilar mooring mast there, as you
must know if you're concerned with this one. Y ou could come along with us."”

"Right," said Jeff, visibly relieved at his daughter's change in attitude.
"That would be great," said Brandi, smiling. "If you're sure there's room."

“In my Vega? Plenty. Of course there's some extra equipment in the cabin..."
Holly turned to her father doubtfully.

"l want to have Mr. Brandi look at that equipment too,” said Jeff somewhat
grimly. "Before we fly."

Holly hesitated momentarily, then brightened. "I'm going out tomorrow morning
and have alook at the kite. Mr. Brandi can come aong then if he wants to. And you
too, Dad, of course."

"Sounds like afine idea," Brandi agreed a once.

"Right." Jeff was pleased that things were now going so smoothly, though he shot
Hally one almost-suspicious glance. "Shall we get together around nine?'

In amood of genera agreement, chatting about weather and the difference it made
in flying, the smal group of them moved aong the passage, down one short interior
gair, and thence to an elevator.

In the lobby Brandi excused himsdf to make what he said was a rather important
phone cal in one of a row of midnight-empty booths. Jeff accepted this without
apparent surprise, and took the opportunity to turn Holly aside and speak to her with
some urgency.

"Hally, you remember Alan Norlund, of course."

"Of course."

"Y ou haven't heard anything from him lately, have you? Or heard of him?"
"No, why?' She had aways, she thought, been an accomplished liar.

"Or of—anyone who might be connected with him?"



"Jeff, for Pete's sake! How should | know who might be connected with him? |
don't even have any idea whether or not he's dill aive Among the other concerns
running furioudy and smultaneoudly through Holly's mind was the thought that
sooner or later Rupert was bound to say something about Mr. Norlund having called
tonight and spoken to her. In fact, Rupert had almost certainly mentioned it already
to some of the other servants. There was no use Holly's wishing now that she had
pledged the butler to silence before she left home.

Jeff was again relieved, this time enough to smile. And suddenly his daughter
could perceive him as vulnerable. "You'll tdl me, won't you dear, if you should hear
from Norlund? Or anything about him?"

"Of coursg, if you like. But what's the big ded? Is this Brandi tied up in the same
business?'

That turned Jeff sad again. He gave Holly an odd look, and shook his head.
"Holly, | wish I'd never got you into this at al... but that was forced on us, and it
can't be helped now. Brandi has promised that well get dl the support we need, even
If those others should be able to withdraw theirs." He glanced toward the row of
phone booths, where one door was il closed. "One more thing, quick. That phone
number you once talked me into giving you somethingelse | shouldn't have done.
Tdl me, have you ever used it?'

Jeff's warnings on that point had been so convincing that she hadn't quite been
able to make hersdlf give it a try. "No, you waned me not to, unless some
tremendous emergency came up. Why? Anyway, I'm not sure | even remember it
any more."

"Thank God." He patted her arm. "Don't remember it. And don't ever use it now,
as you vaue your own welfare and mine. Just put it out of your mind. Will you do
that for me?"

Put it out of your pretty little head, thought Holly. Her very exasperation with her
father—how could he be such a fool about some things? seemed to provoke a
corresponding surge of love. She wished that she could help him now, but she saw
no way. "Sure,” she said soothingly. "Dad, are you sure of what you're doing?’
There was the sound of a phone-booth door opening, and she raised her voice
dightly. "Ready to come home with me?"

"Not yet,” sad Jeff. "You run aong." He glanced toward Brandi, footsteps
hollowly approaching on the marble, and she could see in Jeff's face his shining
certainty of the future. "Mr. Brandi and | have more work to do tonight."

Jeff had taken a couple of steps away from her, then spun back to show her
something that he held in his clenched fist—one of the smal ceramic things he had
once told her were special recording devices. He had one of them, she remembered,
in use as a paperweight in his office. He called back now: "I was taken in, Holly.
Badly taken in. I'm trying now to make amends."

"Taken in by who, Jeff?!
"Don't worry about it. It's dl going to be dl right." Those were his parting words.



Brandi waved to her, and the two men ill in their engineers coverals went out
through the lobby doors to the street.

Holly followed, in time to see them pull away in a car that had to be Brandi's. She
walked quickly to her own car.

Griffith stood beside it, waiting. "Home, Miss?"
"Y es, but find me a telephone on the way. There's an urgent call | have to make."

Encased in the booth in the dl-night drug store, she dialed the number her father
had just warned her not to use, and listened to the peculiar ringing produced
somewhere at the other end of the line. Someone picked up the phone there before
she could decide just what was so peculiar about the ring.

"Hello?' It was a man's voice, sounding as if he might be right with her in the
booth.

"Hello," she said firmly. "My name is Holly Holborn, and it's very important that |
tak with someone there."

There was only the dightest pause. "My name is Harbin," the man's voice
responded eagerly. "And you can tak with me."

Less than an hour later, at approximately one o'clock in the morning. Holly was
speeding through the warm night on her way out to the Newark airport. Griffith was
dill at the whed in the big car. He was not overly big himsdf, but quite tough, Holly
thought, and certainly loyal. So she had made a point of bringing him along, and had
also made sure he understood that there might be some kind of trouble.

"Sure, Miss. What kind?"

"Physica trouble. Where | might need a friend who's bigger and stronger than |
am. I'm not certain. But be ready, would you?"

"Sure." Griffith had sounded pleased.

Then they had made a flying trip to the home apartment, where Holly had gathered
from closet and bureau drawers and hidden safe some money and other things that
she expected she might need. Then, to the airport.

In the back of the car, hunkered down, she changed into flying clothing as they
drove.

When they reached the airfield, there was a light on inside the operations shack.
Hally had no idea whether or not that was usua at this time of night. The light went
out as they drove up, as if someone inside had wanted to look out through darkened
windows at the arriving car. Then the light came on again, and a couple of outside
lights as well. As Holly and Griffith disembarked from the auto, two men stepped
out of the smdl building to meet them.

One of the men she knew, a regular employee at the field. The other she had not



seen before, but he impressed her a once as looking somehow like Hgo Brandi's
cousin, only larger and more muscular.

The regular worker was plainly surprised to see her there at such an hour. "What
can we do for you, Miss Holborn?'

She moved forward cooly, swinging her pilot's gloves in one hand. "Is my plane
ready?'
"Why..." The regular man was redly puzzled.

"Get it ready," she ordered. From the corner of her eye she saw Griffith easing
forward alittle, near her side.

The stranger spoke now: "Field's closed right now, Miss" The words were
courteous enough, the voice inflexible.

She turned to Griffith and gave him a dight nod.

"WEe're opening it up," the chauffeur said, and strolled a step ahead of Holly. He
was casudly tapping some metalic automobile tool into the gloved pam of his left
hand, like a policeman with a billy club.

The regular employee blanched.

The stranger smiled. Smoothly he pulled something out of his pocket and shot
Griffith with it. It was some kind of smal and sllent gun that made very little noise as
it sent the chauffeur staggering back and dropped him to one knee.

From Holly's hand, where she'd concealed it with her pair of gloves, her own little
revolver barked right back, and barked again. Not slent, but effective. Brandi's
cousin crumpled, looking immensay surprised, before he could do anything else.
She'd bought the weapon a couple of years ago, to take adong on a flight over
Y ucatan jungles, and had never fired it till now except on the practice range.

She turned to the petrified attendant. "This is life and death, Alfred. Get my plane
ready right now, and I'll look after these people. And don't even think about trying to
use that phone.”

Griffith was flat on his back now, not hurt as far as Holly could see, breathing
steadily, but quite unconscious. She tried to shake him awake but failed. It couldn't
be helped, shed have to leave him here. Brandi's cousin looked dead, if her
experience with accident victims was any guide. She picked up his exotic weapon,
hesitated, then threw it far away into the night. Then she ran into the shack and tore
the telephone loose from its wires before she followed the stumbling Alfred out
toward the hangars.

The runway was very dark for a takeoff, but Holly thought she knew both its
direction and its length by heart. Once airborne she turned into the northeast, as the
patient, pedantic voice of Harbin had advised. Following his advice on another
matter also, she had turned on certain switches controlling the equipment in the
cabin. Now she would fly northeast to meet the early dawn, and land somewhere in



daylight. That was the first step.

Six days, Norlund was thinking, to get to Texas, and now he'd lost track of how
many more days he'd spent in getting up to lowa. On one freight train after another
he'd zigzagged up from the South to the Midwest, through the midst of one of the
worst heat waves on record in this or any other decade. The old newspapers he had
managed to look at here and there were full of stories about people dying in this
unprecedented heat that blanketed the middle of the nation. And of Dillinger and his
exploits: robbing banks, shooting lawmen, kidnapping doctors to tend his wounds.
And of the Graf, that had encountered certain technical delays, but would any day
now dip its Frankfurt moorings and head west... Norlund hadn't yet seen a paper or
heard a radio broadcast that told him he was too late. It was possible for him to hear
the radio sometimes, when changing trains or begging food.

Nighttime, Norlund was thinking now, was perhaps after dl the best time for
hopping off a freight if they were likely to be waiting to club you when you landed.
He had belatedly discovered that the small town in lowa that his leaders had
code-named Jupiter was known in different circles as having some of the toughest,
meanest railroad bulls in the entire country. And now in the darkness, as the cars
beneath him groaned and clashed and shuddered their way toward a total stop,
Norlund could see flashlights up ahead at trackside, their beams of light bobbing
with the running motions of the men who carried them. The hunt was on. And now
there was a shrill, carrying outcry of pain, as of someone being beaten.

With a find grinding of its sted wheels the train lurched to a stop. Now the train
was slent, save for the puffing of the distant engine, and Norlund could hear the
pairs of running feet aong the roadbed, and more voices shouting—some in fear and
some in triumph. And now a shot was fired.

Norlund pulled from his coat pocket what looked like an old cigar case, made of
cheap metal, scratched and dented. It had ridden with him dl the way from base.
Appearing to be not worth a robber's stedling or a lawman's confiscation, it held not
cigars but pseudo-memorabilia: fate family photos and worn, faked letters. Under
finger pressure a the proper points, the case changed. Metd dlently and swiftly
unfolded and reshaped itself. The photos and letters vanished back into it, insde a
clip. And now the device was dark and hard as ebony, fitting the hand like a
well-made target pistol.

Ready as he could be, Norlund dropped from the stopped train. At once
flashlights shone in his direction, and heavily-built shapes came toward him in a
lumbering run. As soon as the first flashlight caught him in its beam, he sent his own
beam invisbly back. One of the railroad bulls cried out. His brain ecstatic with the
contrary currents of creaser energy, he turned to swing a club at his companion.

And Norlund turned the other way and ran.

It was midmorning when he hiked over the last hill of the dusty grave road



outside of town and came in sight of the primitive arfield. There was no sign of
Holly's Vega; Norlund couldn't tell from here whether or not it might be in one of the
smdl hangars. And he could discover no other clue that anyone, friend or otherwise,
might be waiting for him here.

Limping past the buildings on tired feet, peering into the open hangar doorways,
he drew the attention of a man in coverals, who looked back suspiciously at
Norlund from a distance. Norlund kept on going, as if he had never had any intention
of doing otherwise. He kept going to the edge of an enormous cornfield that
bordered the arfidld on the east, and moved in a short distance among the rows and
sat down with asigh.

From here he ought to be able to keep watch on anyone coming or going by road
or by air.

The heat had remained fierce during the last few days, and was now mounting
agan as the sun approached its zenith. Knowing what the weather was going to be
was one of the things that atime traveler into the past could fed most certain of, but
knowing it gave little help in enduring it. Presently Norlund got to his feet again, and
walked farther east, through corn tal enough to hide him if he crouched, following a
descending slope of land toward a line of trees where experience told him there was
a chance of finding water. There was a smdl creek there, surviving the summer
though running slow and shallow. Norlund drank, of water that tasted less muddy
than it looked. Then, sheltered by corn and hedgerow, he stripped for a quick bath
inatiny pool. Afterward he felt fresher if not actualy much more clean.

Dried and dressed again, he sat for a while in shade, then crouched his way back
to the western edge of the cornfield to resume his surveillance of the airstrip. He sat
there wondering to himsdf just why he'd picked this particular Site for rendezvous.
But he knew why, if he wanted to admit it. It was an airfield, and that increased the
chance that a certain pilot would be at the meeting...

He was 4till there, in what he had thought was an almost concealed and certainly
Inconspicuous position, when the man in coveralls came bouncing toward him
across the field in a smal truck.

The man pulled up nearby and stuck his head out the truck window. "You il
here?' he ydled a Norlund. "No bums! Get moving, or | cdl the sheriff."

Norlund was on his feet, and about to start ingsting in one way or another on his
rights, when he heard the engine. It was a sturdy airborne blatt of sound that he'd
heard before, now steadily growing closer. Raising his eyes, Norlund was sure from
the very first glimpse of dark outline against cloud that he could recognize the Vega's
shape.

Norlund ran, leaving a shouting voice behind him. The truck followed and then
overtook him, but the proprietor of the airfield was not about to run down someone
in the middle of a runway, a least not on his own fiddd when his first customer in
some time was perhaps about to land.

The Vega landed into the wind, on the cross runway. Norlund ran on to meet it as



it taxied in along the grass strip, toward the hangars and what passed here for an
operations shack. He could recognize the color scheme of Holly's aircraft now.

She was climbing out of the aircraft, her head and shoulders in flying clothing
dready through the hatch that opened directly over the cockpit, when she saw
Norlund running toward her. She paused for a moment, then looked away and went
on with what she was doing. Then, completely out of the hatch and sitting on the
wing, she looked back and her movements came to a halt. Norlund thought that her
body was even thinner than before.

Very near the aircraft now, he dowed to a walk, then stopped. Holly, her face a
study in wonder, dropped to the grass to confront him.

"Hello, Holly."
She said it quietly. "Oh my God. It is your voice."

Stll, some minutes passed before she could totaly accept him as the elderly Alan
Norlund she had known. As they walked off down the field together away from the
man in coverals, seeking privacy for conversation.

Holly suddenly came up with the theory that he was redly the son of the man
who'd been hauled off on New Y ear's morning at the point of death.

"No, it's me. You say Jeff has told you something about the people we're working
with, some of the things that they can do. Wdll, they can do a lot. It's me al right.
And God, I've missed you." He reached out and took her arm as they kept walking.

"l believeitisyou. | believeitis. Oh, Alan."

It was difficult not to keep his eyes on her, but at the same time he had to keep
looking warily around at the almost empty field, and up into the empty sky. "And
now I've got to get to New York in a hurry, so you're going to have to give me
another ride. But | can't promise we won't be shot a again "

"I'm ready. The plane's ready."

"—so thistime | can't ride up in the cockpit, much as I'd like to. I'll have to be in
the cabin, and be ready to use the gear back there." Norlund stopped suddenly.
"Where's Jeff? Who told you this was the Jupiter site?!

"A man named Harbin told me, on the phone. Alan, there are some things I've got
to tdl you about Jeff."

Norlund drew a deep breath. "I've redly got you into a bloody mess, haven't 17

She gave him a twisted smile. "Not you. Let me tdl you about what's been
happening in New Y ork."

He was suddenly darmed. "What day isit today? Where's the Graf?!
"It just left Germany this morning. Take it easy. We've got time."



Just after takeoff Norlund was busy in the Vegas cabin, monitoring loca radio
traffic, trying to get some news. One voice after another was coming out of the
speakers, when one of them abruptly struck him as familiar. He didn't redly think it
belonged in the Thirties, but a first he couldn't place it. It was only some Des
Moines radio announcer, sportscasting a baseball game involving the Chicago Cubs.

With the voice coming, as it were, out of left field a him, Norlund needed a full
minute to identify the owner. Ronald Reagan.

It was nearly sunset on the same long summer day when Holly set the Vega down
on what looked like an abandoned airstrip, or possibly just an accidenta stretch of
flat, packed sand. They were on the eastern shore of Lake Michigan now. An hour
ago, as they started across the lake, they had passed within sight of Chicago, wel to
ther south and below broken clouds. As far as Norlund could tdl by using the
equipment in the cabin, the enemy did not have them under observation. One of the
things the equipment could do was make the Vega hard for a sophisticated searcher
to detect.

The region where they were landing was sparsely inhabited, mostly dunes and
cottages and occasional smal towns. The landing strip was surrounded by dunes
and a second growth of forest, and a couple of abandoned-looking shacks stood
near it. As Holly taxied toward one of these, a man came hurrying out of it with what
looked like a huge bundle of dull-colored cloth in his arms.

That cloth had not been fabricated in the twentieth century, Norlund soon
decided. When the three of them spread the aimost weightless folds of it over the
parked aircraft, and tied it down, the Vegavirtualy disappeared from sight. At a few
yards distance it appeared to be a smal sand dune of irregular shape.

The code name of the man who ran this smal site on his own was Hannibal, and
he was smdl and rather plump, with gray curly hair that made him look at first glance
older than he was. He welcomed Holly and Norlund in and asked them what they
needed; headquarters had cadled to say he should give them every possible
assistance.

"If there's nothing more urgent to be done at the moment," said Hally, "1'd like to
start by cleaning up alittle" And her face indeed looked filmed with grime.

"You've got to clean up?' Norlund's voice sounded hoarsely tragic, as if he were
pleading for his life. He looked at Holly, and she a him, and suddenly the two of
them began to laugh.

The shacks were better equipped inside than ther exteriors suggested. Norlund
soon got a red bath, and an offer of a shave—but he decided he'd let his youthful
brown beard grow for awhile, if it turned out that Holly didn't mind. And there were
some clean clothes that fit tolerably well.

She was fiddling with Hannibal's loca radio when Norlund regoined her in the



main room of the shack. The agent had gone to town on atrip for more supplies.

"They say now that the weather in New York doesn't look good for Sunday,"
Holly greeted Norlund as he entered. "They're saying now that maybe the Graf won't
try to tie up there at dl. Possibly itll go to Lakehurst instead, or more likely right on
to Akron or Chicago." Akron had awell-equipped airship facility.

"That's good." Norlund nodded; he hadn't been relishing the possibility of having
to conduct an agrid battle above Manhattan's crowded streets. He had vague hopes
that Chicago, with its dirigible mooring mast right a the edge of uninhabited water,
would be different if the fight should take place there.

"Hello," he said to Holly now, as if this were redly the firs moment of their
reunion. She got to her feet. And then he was kissing her.

A little later, with a kerosene lamp lighted in the shack against the night outside,
they started taking business. Holly was saying: "I was dways surprised that
Roosevelt ever invited him to come here."

"I expect our people, Ginny Butler's people, in Washington and Berlin had some
hand in that. Apparently it's extremely damned difficult to ever get a Hitler in Berlin,
inany timdine."

Holly digested this, or tried to. "I should imagine. If we—when we get him, how
big a change isit going to make?"

"Enormous, so I'm told. More than the assassination of ailmost any other leader in
world history. Nationa Socialism just collapses in timelines where he's removed
from the center of it."

"I should think there'd be no shortage of other bastards, ready to take over."

"Oh, there are, and they try. But " Norlund gestured futility. "It dl splinters.
Adolf has a power of influencing people that's fortunately very rare. It comes aong
once a century or so. Napoleon... Oh, there are sill good chances of some kind of
maor war in Europe, up to the point where nuclear weapons are introduced "

"What kind of weapons?’

"Oops. Said something | shouldn't have. | ought to bite my tongue." But he was
two-thirds joking. Here was Holly, with him, and for the moment Norlund could fed
no red worry about anything.

In alittle while, after an informa and hearty meal, Norlund and Holly were out in
the summer night, strolling along the beach. Norlund was speaking.

"You see, the plan dl dong has been to use your plane. That's why our people
ingtaled dl that special stuff in the cabin. But the idea was to use our own trained
pilot—she didn't make it." His sealed orders had informed him that that was to have
been Agnes job. He 4ill didn't know what had happened to her, back at the base.
"And with two trained weapons specialists aboard: mysdalf and a kid caled Andy
Burns. Andy didn't make it either."



"And now there are the two of us. Well make it."

And dill later, lying in the sand, they were inescapably taking business again.
They began with how tomorrow they would ingdl an intercom in the plane so that it
would be possible to tak fredy between cockpit and cabin. Gradualy the
conversation became distracted.

Hally began, "I wish..."
"What?'

She raised herself on one elbow in the sand, staring out at the moonlit lake. "What
are we going to do afterwards? Is there a getaway plan?"

Norlund could hear the waves lap-lapping. "Anywhere we might go in this
decade," he said at last, "we'd be wanted terrorists at best.”

"l suppose.”" Holly sounded thoughtful. Doubtless she was having difficulty trying
to apply that label to herslf.

"On the other hand, I'm sure that Ginny Butler will be glad to see us." He had by
now told Holly just about everything that he himsdlf knew about Ginny Butler. "If we
can pull off a thing this big well probably be offered honorable retirement right
away. Or desk jobs somewhere, after a vacation. Anyway, a career of fighting Hitler
doesn't strike me personally as dl that bad.”

"But if wekill him now

"Other timelines. Other times, other people who are just as bad if not so famous.
It's not dl assassinations, understand. | couldn't follow any plan, any career, that
consisted of just that. There are alot of ways of fighting."

Holly was slent for atime. Then: "Sounds like you're telling me there's no end to
it."
"No War to End All Wars. There redly isn't, as far as | can see. Let me tel you

sometime how the Forties were, the firg time | lived through them. That's why I'm
here now."

And they began on practical tactics. Norlund cautioned, "I want to make sure you
understand, we're not going to be shooting a just a gasbag. The Graf will have an
escort when it gets here."

"You don't mean just the Army planes..."

"l mean something a whole lot worse than that, from our point of view. | mean
Hitler's angels. You know in dl timelines he's a bastard to try to kill. Brandi's people,
from the future, protect him with the best that they can send.”

"l see.”

"And even if we do get the Graf, Hitler's ill likely to get away. Y ou've probably
heard something about it on the radio, or read about it: they're carrying a little



Junkers seaplane dung under the keep. A two-seater; just room for Hitler, and his
favorite pilot, Hans Baur..."

Holly stopped him, putting out her hand and turn-ing Norlund's face up to the
moonlight. She studied him for a time, then asked, "What are you trying to tel me,
Alan? That you want to drop this and head for South America?'

"No. Although | wish we could."

"How far away is South America?'

He thought over the meaning of her question. "Not far enough," he had to admit.
"Then let's forget about it and get on with the job."

Hannibal brought in an up-to-date newspaper next morning.

HITLER TO SKIP NEW YORK
President Roosevelt kept in Washington ‘temporarily’
by the press of business Vice-President Garner
has boarded a specia tran to Chicago the
city's Jewish population demonstrates

HOLLY STILL MISSING

No trace has yet been found of the Lockheed Vega
monoplane in which the young aviatrix disappeared.
Within days after the deaths of her estranged
husband and her son in Germany in a crash that was
clamed as accidental

TWENTY YEARS AGO NEXT WEEK
THE WORLD WAR BEGAN

NAZIS TORTURED POET
TO DEATH, SAYS WIFE
... details of the killing of the poet Erich Muehsom...

FLAPPER REIGN OVER,
PSYCHOLOGIST SAYS
... hation going conservative...



PORTLAND BREAKS
WATERFRONT SEIGE

trucks, guarded by police, moved gasoline through
the ranks of the strikers

50 PERSONS SHOT
IN TWIN CITY RIOT

HUGE WAVE FELLS SCORES
AT CONEY ISLAND

REDS HUNTED DOWN
IN CALIFORNIA CENTERS
by police and vigilante wrecking crews in the
agricultura sections it was persistently reported
that ranchers and citizens would "take care" of
Reds in their own way where legd technicdities interfered

Inside the cabin of the Vega, under the concealing camouflage wrap, Holly helped
Norlund finish testing the intercom. Then she looked over his shoulder as his
equipment brought to the little screen an image of the Graf, now locatable over Lake
Erie and heading east. According to the latest reports from regular radio news, the
zeppein was now intending to bypass the naval airship facility at Akron, and come
more or less straight on to Chicago. The weather at Chicago was reported good, and
the World's Fair presented a prime target for the German propaganda effort.

Norlund aso showed Holly the other images now crossing his screen, fant
poisonous-looking blurs that came and went like distant heat lightning. "There. And
there."

"What are they?"

"Hitler's angels. | told you about them. The things that are going to try to kill us
when we go up after him."

She stared at the screen. "Y ou'll be able to cope with them, though?"

"I hope to hdl | can. With dl this stuff. I've spent some time in learning how to
useit."

The images seemed to fascinate Holly more than they frightened her. "Whyever



should anyone in the future be that keen on defending him?"

Norlund shrugged. "I've not been told any definite reason for that. One idea we
kick around is that eventualy they mean to bring him to ther time, to establish him
there somehow. In the time of our grandchildren. Nice to think about, hey?"

Holly had no words with which to answer that. But it was the first time Norlund
had seen her looking redly ill.

Their tak necessarily soon moved on to tactics, and Norlund reiterated the
obstacles before them. "Remember, just trying to ram the gasbag isn't likely to work.
Therell be something to stop us. Even if we were ready to kill ourselves to get him."

And Hally replied, "I remembered to bring parachutes.”

In his private car aboard the specia train that was hurrying him west to Chicago,
"Cactus Jack" Garner,

Vice President of the United States, was holding forth, surrounded by cigar
smoke and asmall crowd of his favorite reporters.

The laughter from a joke had just died down, when one of the reporters toward
the rear of the huddle ventured a question: "Sir, do you think that the President is
now making an attempt to avoid or delay meeting with the Chancellor?' The phrasing
of the question suggested the reporter's hope it could not have been a very large
hope thatthe question would be answered with some degree of seriousness.

Garner, smdl blue eyes twinkling from under white brows in his
preserved-red-apple face, looked at the reporter sharply. "There's a regular meeting
scheduled for next week in Washington. Don't you boys read your own papers?"

"Yes gr, but don't you think that perhaps the President now wishes that he hadn't
invited the Chancellor over here at adl?"

"l don't wish to speculate on the President's thoughts in this matter, son, not even
off the record.” Garner paused for thought. "Off the record, | will say that after dl,
Mr. Roosevelt is confined to a wheelchair. And he is very busy, and he can't go
runnin' off al over the country after a dirigible when we don't know for sure when or
where the damned thing is going to come down. Anyway, | think this planned
welcome in Chicago will certainly be diplomatically adequate, and you can quote me
on that. Yours truly will be there, for whatever that may be worth. And some State
Department people, and | understand Governor Homer of Illinois."

"Unless he finds a way to get out of it," someone mumbled. "Maybe send the
Lieutenant Governor."

That comment, if heard by the Vice President, was ignored. "And Mayor Kdly of
Chicago..."

A reporter muttered: "He probably just hopes no one opens fire" There was
cynical laughter; Kelly's predecessor as mayor had died in a burst of gunfire from a
crazed assassin, while standing close to Roosevelt. Garner made a brisk gesture,



declining a passing hip flask. "Boys, we can hope that the wind keeps blowin', and
carries the son of a bitch on across the country and out to sea again. And I'll thank
you for not quoting me on that!" His Texas laugh went up, leading the chorus.

In the smal galey located wel forward in the passenger gondola of the Graf
Zeppelin, a young steward named Fritz was filling insulated meta jugs, one with
coffee and one with hot chocolate, for a last serving to the crew before the
announced landing in Chicago. The platform of the airborne Graf was as steady as
the deck of an ocean liner in acam sea, and the liquids poured without a splash.

Jugs filled, Fritz had to collect some mugs and put them as wdl on the
compartmented tray. Not for the crew the fine Bavarian porcelain bearing the LZ
initials of the Luftschiffbau Zeppelin, from which the passengers ate and drank.
These were more serviceable mugs of enameled metal, stackable so ten or a dozen
could be readily carried on the tray.

Fritz in his white jacket and steward's bow tie was only seventeen, chosen for this
voyage as an exemplary specimen of Hitler Youth. Still, his hands were shaking just
alittle as they moved the tray. The last three or four days had been overwheming.
Not only to have crossed the ocean, but to have done so as a member of the crew of
the Graf Zeppelin, and above dl in the persona service of the Fuhrer himsdlf... even
now there were moments in which Fritz wondered if he was dreaming.

When the compartmented tray was ready, Fritz carried it out of the gdley into a
short and narrow corridor. To his left was only one door, closed now and leading
outside. Through it the passengers ordinarily boarded and left the airship at the
beginning and end of a voyage. Facing the steward and dightly to his right was the
closed door of the passengers lounge-dining room, from behind which now came
the murmur of voices and a burst of laughter. Shortly Fritz would be needed again in
there, but right now he passed that door, turned right, and entered the radio room.

One of the two operators on watch asked for coffee, one for chocolate. The one
who had his earphones on said in German: "Hey, Fritz, what do you think? |'ve got a
Chicago news broadcast. Dillinger has just been shot, by the American government
agents." Everyone on board the Graf knew who Dillinger was, after two days of
listening to American news.

Fritz paused, holding the tray. "In Chicago?"
"Yes."
"You're joking."

"No, not a bit. They shot him on the street, just as he was coming out of a movie
house with his lady friend. He's dead." The man was smiling, but Fritz no longer
thought that he was making the story up.

"And we're going to that city," the other operator murmured, leaning back in his
chair with his headphones down around his neck. He smacked his lips a little, and
the others knew that he was yearning for a cigarette. Not that there was any guestion



of having one. Even if there hadn't been millions of cubic feet of gaseous fud and
lifting hydrogen aboard, with the omnipresent danger of insidious leaks, the Fuhrer's
persona aversion to tobacco smoke of any kind was well known to be comparably
explosive.

Out in the little corridor again, Fritz paused to listen. This far forward of the
engines, the Graf was fairly quiet. Taking note of the muted, endless waterfal-roar of
the huge twelve-cylinder Maybachs, he decided on the basis of severa days
experience that one engine was probably down for maintenance again. Still, even
with only four propellors turning, the Graf might be able to make fifty or sixty miles
an hour, given a minimum of luck with regard to wind. Fritz fully intended to be an
engineer one day, and in the last few days he had chosen an engineering job on a
dirigible as his ultimate goal.

The door to the chart room was only a step farther forward, and Fritz bore his
tray in there. The men bent over the wide tables growled, and muttered that they
were too busy to be interested in coffee. And don't spill any of that stuff in herel

In the middle of the forward bulkhead of the chart room, another door led
forward to the control car. This, on the Graf, was not a separate car a dl. It was
smply the front compartment of the single ninety-foot-long gondola that clung to the
lower front curve of the enormous hull, and housed the ship's key control functions
aswdl as the entire passenger quarters.

The man at the whed wanted coffee. His companion, manning the engine
telegraphs, asked for chocolate. Beyond the glass panels that made up the whole
curving front of the control car, the sky was sunset, with broken and scattered
clouds at the levd of the dirigible and higher, in severd layers. They were flying at
about five thousand feet, and Fritz could see yet another of the Great Lakes—this
one Lake Michigan, he knew—ahead. He didn't know whether to pass on the news
about Dillinger or not, or whether these men might aready have heard it. Findly he
decided it would be unseemly for a Hitler Y outh to appear overly excited about these
foreign gangster matters, and said nothing.

Now the crew members farther aft who were not too busy had to be served as
well. Fritz stopped in the gdley to restock his tray, then headed aft. The commonly
used way lay straight through the passengers dining room. He entered the dining
room and would have traversed it as unobtrusively as possible, but someone called
to him: "The Fuhrer would like a refill."

Even after days of approaching Hitler closely, it was ill a pulse-quickening
experience. The Fuhrer was dtting now a one of the smdl tables in front of the
portside red-curtained windows of the dining room, empty cup in front of him and
sunset sky behind. Hitler wore his Bavarian sports coat of light blue linen and a
ydlow tie. His unique gold Party pin was prominent on his jacket.

As usual, Hitler himsdlf was dominating table conversation. "Civilian informaity is
definitely best on an occasion like this," he was saying to his companions as Fritz
approached. "The Doctor" Fritz knew that this meant Her Doktor
Goebbels "agreeswith me. Especialy as we are arriving a a fair. And especidly in



America—ah, chocolate is here."

As Hitler's cup was being filled, he smiled lightly and raised his blue eyes to the
steward's face. "Thank you," the Fuhrer said in English. He was obvioudly practicing
aphrase for use during his visit.

Fritz spoke some English, and understood more itwas one of the things that had
been taken into consideration in the selection process for the crew. He replied now
in that language, as best he could: "You are velcome, my my Leader."

Paul Schmidt, the English-language interpreter, who was seated now at Hitler's
table, corrected the vee sound, pursing his lips and going www. Everyone a the two
occupied tables had a smal chuckle, except perhaps for Sepp Dietrich, the head of
Hitler's bodyguard, who was looking nervous as the time for landing drew near.
Sitting near Dietrich were a couple of SS adjutants who on this trip were doubling as
his assistants. They looked uncomfortable in the civilian clothes that they had put on
within the last hour or so. Heinrich Hoffman, the photographer, was holding his
camera before him on the table, ready for a chance at an informa shot. Albert Speer,
the young architect and favorite confidant of Hitler, was in conversation with Baur,
the airplane pilot.

As Fritz moved away, going on about his tasks, he heard the talk behind him start
up again. In German, but about America.

Passing through the remaining width of the dining room it was only sixteen feet
square in al—Fritz stepped aside for a fdlow steward hurrying through the other
way. Then Fritz left the room by the aft door, leading to the central passage that ran
aft through the rest of the gondola's length. This halway too was narrow, conserving
space, and lined on both sides with narrow doors. There were five smal passenger
cabins on each side, the Fuhrer's being first in line on the starboard. The forward
cabins were minutely larger. Toward the rear of the gondola were the washroom
doors.

From inside the crew washroom at the very end of the corridor, Fritz climbed into
another passage that ran back through the ked for virtudly the entire length of the
ship. Here the enclosure of the walkway was no more than skeletal, a spidery work
of duraumin structural members. Here and there an éectric light shone on cloth
curtains, and on the very walls of the great cel bags of fabric and goldbeater's skin
that contained the lifting hydrogen and the gaseous engine fud. The full length of this
passage was more than seven hundred feet. But this time Fritz was going only two
hundred feet or so, to the crew mess, where he set down his tray on a plan,
lightweight table.

He was on his way back carrying another tray, this one loaded with dirty dishes
and miscellaneous garbage, when he stopped for a smadl personal detour. A
cramped side passage, used by men who had to go out in flight to work on a
particular engine, led to a glasswindowed smadl door. Inside this door Fritz
crouched, pressing his face against the cool glass, looking out at the curve of hull
and the engine pod outlined against a darkening sky. The pod, reached by a spidery
catwalk, was mounted on long struts that held it some yards from the hull, giving the



long propellor—idle now—rplenty of room to spin. He couldn't see the man working
ingde the pod, but the smdl hatch on the side of it was open. Fritz looked forward
to being alowed out there some day.

Bedow was dl water now, the ocean-like expanse of Lake Michigan sinking into
the shades of night. Above, the great round of the dirigible's hull cut off the higher
sky. Along the curve of slvery-gray fabric Fritz could 'see only a fringe of the
uppermost layer of broken clouds on which the sun ill shone.

What wonderful things, he thought, | am going to be able to write in my next letter
home. And when | get home again, what things | will have to tell... He thought for a
long moment about a certain girl, and about the long time that he was going to
arrange, one way or another, to spend with her when he got home.

How marvelous, Fritz thought, is the world. Especidly, above al, now in the New
Age to which the Fuhrer leads us...

Not far ahead now, though 4ill invisble, lay Chicago. He hoped for some time off
in which to see the Fair, and the great and mysterious and dangerous city. In large
part it must be a mixture of inferior races. And of course a city of gangsters, but
they were never to say that to anyone, of course, while they were there. Even if

Dillinger...

Someone was caling after him from the direction of the main passage. Had dl the
coffee been put away?

Yet the steward lingered at the window for a moment longer, hoping to see the
beacon that was called the Lindbergh Light.

He thought that he could see strange shapes of light flicker past him through the
darkening clouds.

As soon as the Vega took off from the concealed strip, the enemy was able to
locate it again. Asit climbed into the sunset sky it was the target of quick and intense
attack. Norlund was strapped into his cabin seat, wearing a metalic headband that
wirelesdy connected his brain's apha waves with the ship's weapons theprojectors
that looked out of the cabin windows on ether side. Norlund's hands, like any
human hands too sow by far to man these guns, lay clenched or folded in his lap, or
gripped the seat's armrests. As he watched the screen, his very thought was melded
with computer output to establish a priority of targets and select the type of beam to
be projected.

The first attacks came in quick succession, one on ether side, and were beaten
off. Without, as far as Norlund could tell, any substantial damage sustained on either
side.

Now Holly's voice came to him, over the newly-ingdled intercom: "Got it in sight
ahead, at about four thousand feet." She was talking of course about the Graf, and
they had timed ther interception effort well. She might wel be ill unaware of the
skirmish aready fought, so swift and slent and nearly invisible had that clash been.



They were ill some miles east of Chicago, over the great plain of water. On his
screens Norlund could watch the Graf descending gradualy toward the distant
lakefront Fairgrounds that its crew could probably not see yet. He could see that one
engine of the Graf was for some reason idle. That would slow her down somewhat,
dl to the good. But the four remaining engines propelled it easly on into the mild
breeze, into what looked like perfect weather conditions for alanding.

At a relative speed of about a hundred miles an hour, the Vega overtook the
dirigible swiftly. Within a very few minutes after takeoff, at a range of about half a
mile, as had been planned, Norlund beamed off his first broadside at the airship. It
was a heterodyned mixture of rays and particles, calculated to be difficult for
Brandi's people to block.

But block it they did, successfully, somehow, though they probably had no gear
mounted on the dirigible itself. The Graf flew on, unharmed and unaware of an
attack.

Norlund ordered Holly to turn back for another pass, this one from closer range.
But this one, too, was ineffective, though the projected ray was changed.
Demonstrating an aptitude for fighter tactics, Holly broke off the pass into a twisting
dive that carried them right beneath the Graf. In the light of the airship's own running
lights, and the now-visible reflected beacons of the ill-distant Fair, the gray hull
looked faintly shiny, the hanging seaplane dark and small. The shape passed above
Norlund at a hundred miles an hour, like some elongated planet. There was the
gondola where Hitler rode, and Norlund had been unable to so much as scratch its
paint.

And that last pass, Norlund thought, was probably our last free one. Hitler's
angels were back on his screen now, materidizing and closing fast.

"Once more, and closer!" he ordered on the intercom, not knowing if they would
have the time.

Hafway up the eastern tower of the Skyride, exposed to the mild night on a
half-open service platform, Geoffrey Holborn was listening to Hgjo Brandi swear.
Jeff could tell from the tone of voice that the man was swearing, though the language
was as drange to Jeff as Hindustani. Brandi was speaking over a smal
communicating device he had pulled out of his pocket, apparently an unbelievably
tiny two-way radio of some kind. Jeff, privileged to see this artifact of the future,
stared at it in fascination.

Brandi had chosen this platform as his temporary command post. For the past
severd hours he and Jeff, along with a crew of men that Brandi had called up from
somewhere, had been secretly searching the Fairgrounds and particularly the towers
for evidence of sabotage—specifically, for ceramic devices of the kind that Jeff
himsdf had once been induced to put in place around the Empire State Building.
Every time Jeff recalled how the Red aiens had duped and forced him into that, his
rage flared up anew—



But now time, even for rage, was running short. The Graf was coming on. By
now it must be only minutes away, out in the darkness over the lake.

Nearby, elevator cables whirred. Perhaps more engineers, loca security people,
arship experts, dl going up to the top of the tower three hundred feet above, where
the actual mooring was to be accomplished. The Navy's Macon had been here twice
in the past month for practice moorings, and it had been proven that the new
Holborn system worked.

Brandi continued to look out over the faryland of eectric light that sprawled
below, while he swore monotonously and incomprehensibly into his communicator.
At intervals he paused, listening to unsatisfactory answers that Holborn could not
hear. Brandi until tonight had kept the communicator hidden from Jeff; that Jeff was
now alowed to see it reassured him that he was findly completely trusted.

But time was passing mercilessly; the Graf was coming in...

"Hank!" Jeff called sharply now, trying to get the other man's attention. For some
days now, Brandi had been asking Jeff to go on a first-name basis and cal him
Hank. It was part of what seemed to be a calculated but somewhat clumsy effort on
Brandi's part to appear as just one of the fellowsin American society of the Thirties.
Jeff—rarely just one of the fellows himsdf—had mixed fedlings about the effort,
feding sympathetic and at the same time in some way repelled by it.

Hank or not, Brandi now continued to pay him no attention.

Jeff was beginning to fed truly desperate. There were between fifty and a hundred
men on that dirigible, and if there was red danger of sabotage the docking must be
stopped. He looked round him almost frantically, as if some forgotten source of help
might be available. From this high vantage point he could pick out the horizontal
cables of the Skyride itsdf, running a hundred feet below him and ill twenty stories
or so above the paved Fairgrounds and the lagoon those cables crossed. Of course
the cable cars were not running now; their activity, like that of most of the Fair, had
been interrupted for tonight's great event. A truly vast crowd of spectators had
showed up to see that, and now filled most of the open space within the grounds,
except for the roped-off acres around the east tower, above which the docking
maneuvers would take place.

Down there, on the cleared picnic grounds, some four hundred men were waiting,
most of them Navy people with experience in landing a dirigible. Jeff had serious
doubts about how useful they were going to be, even in an emergency, when actual
docking was going to take place sx hundred feet above their heads. But there they
were, organized into squads, ready to catch dropped mooring lines and do what they
could.

And now a vast, oceanic murmur was risng from the extended crowd. Out over
the lake, the Graf, approaching head-on, had become visible. There were its running
lights. And there, a flash of gray, caught for a moment in the edge of the Lindbergh
beacon's revolving gleam.

Something had to be done now.



Jeff caught Brandi by the arm, forcing the wiry man to turn round. "Hank! If there
are any sabotage-units here on the tower, we haven't been able to find them. It's time
to cdl in the authorities and get them to cdl the landing off."

For a moment Brandi only glared at him, not even appearing to understand what
Jeff was talking about. Then, bringing his attention to Jeff with an effort, he shook
his head decisively. "No! | keep telling you, Jeff, we must handle this in our own
way. What evidence have we that the authorities here are going to accept?’

"They'll listen to me, if | tdl them that something is seriously wrong."
"And afterwards, when you ill can produce no proof?

Jeff shook his head violently. He was having trouble bdieving this argument. He
waved his arms in desperation. "My God, man, at least well have saved lived!™

"Jeff." Brandi had his bland mask fully in place now, and he was trying to be
soothing. "Hitler can get off the Graf safely, with his seaplane and his pilot; in fact
I've sent word to our man on the dirigible to get him to do just that."

"Hitler?' Jeff was aghast. "Who gives a... what about the others? The crew,
the..."

"Thereis a great deal more at stake here, Jeff, than the lives of a few individuals.
It is the Lawgiver's wish." He nodded a Jeff solemnly. "I know you cannot
understand that now. But trust me."

"Trust you." Jeff's echoing voice was low. Once he had trusted those others, too,
who had brought heding with them and then turned out to be assassins. "This is
madness,” he said loudly. "I'm going to stop it."

"Jeff, don't do it!" Brandi ordered. But the local was already out of his reach,
moving swiftly along the other side of akind of meta fence or railing that divided the
platform, and heading for stairs and elevator.

Brandi shot him slently in the back. Jeff crumpled to the platform.

The Lindbergh Light swept round again, showing the gray face of the Graf a
minute closer than before, out over the plan of water. Now its engines could be
heard, their waterfall-roar mingling with the renewed noise of the crowd.

Brandi glanced round. It was highly unlikdy that anyone anywhere could have
noticed the shooting. He pocketed his weapon and made his way around the railing,
approaching the falen man with professional caution. Looking down, he was sure
that Jeff was dill conscious, though he had hit his head in fdling and his forehead
was bleeding dightly. The eyes were open, and able to move, and Jeff was breathing.

The smdl secret communicator in Brandi's pocket was sgndling for his attention,
and he whipped it out and spoke into it, again usng the language that Jeff had not
been able to understand.

"Hall the Lawgiver, Brandi here. | sill cannot report success..." There was a
pause, during which the blond man listened intently while his eyes widened. "I
understand, dir, the Lawgiver's persona wish that Hitler land here... yes sir, if you



wish to explain, of course. Because..."

Agan a pause. Then Brandi swiveled on taut muscles to the south raling of the
platform. His eyes, suddenly awed, bored down into the night, where scattered
pieces of the crowd stood near the seaplane landing at the edge of the South
Lagoon. His voice became a whisper of exultation. "The Lawgiver himsdf? Here?
Yes, we will of course give up our lives if need be to provide security, but... here.
Heis, of course, incognito... yes, sir."

Hardly had he closed the communicator when it throbbed again for his attention.
"Hail the Lawgiver, Brandi here..." Now his tone became savage, the words dtering
to the familiar, contemptuous form provided in his language for addressing a
subordinate. "If you've found one unit, then remove it, fool! It will a least weaken
the effect, and we won't have to report complete fallure. The House of Tomorrow?"
Agan his gaze swiveled, raking the ground and the structures within the broad
roped-off area below. "Wéll, fool, if there are two men defending it, kill them!" he
snarled. "I'm on my way!"

Brandi took a long stride toward the stairs and elevator. Then he turned and,
dmogt as an afterthought, lifted the paradyzed body of Geoffrey Holborn in his
strong arms and put it quickly over the safety ralling at the platform's edge. No one
was at dl likey to see anything that happened on this shadowed portion of the tower;
dl eyes were on the approaching silvery shape, now steadily visible above the lake.
Skyrockets were going up, at a carefully emphasized safe distance from the landing
area and the Graf, and boat whistles were sounding.

The ill-living body struck one of the horizontal Skyride cables a hundred feet
down, and went caroming off. Brandi did not delay to witness the find impact.

The House of Tomorrow was within the area that had supposedly been cleared of
people for the dirigible's arrivd, but Jerry Rosen had Hill managed to get inside the
building and find a hiding place. There was a stunned Fair policeman deeping things
off in a closet, who could expect to wake up tomorrow sometime, with stiff muscles
and a headache, wondering what had happened to him.

Jerry would have been tempted to switch places with that cop right now, if he'd
been made the offer. He was hiding in another closet with the door cracked, able to
watch from where he hid the single doorway to the room in which he'd hidden the
last ceramic pulser, back in those dear innocent days when he'd just been working
for a man named Norlund... Now somebody was coming through the house, trying
to be quiet.

Jerry tensed, a weapon in each hand. These future guns were redly neat, but one
of the first things hed done on getting back to Chicago was to vist an old
bootlegging friend and arrange to borrow something alittle heavier and smpler. He'd
come to like the fed....

It was two of Brandi's people who were coming, detectors in their hands, and
Jerry eased open the closet door and let them know that he was there. Lethd sizzle



from his left hand, bang from his right.
And fire came back from one of Brandi's men and struck him down.

When Fritz saw the men hurrying grim-faced toward him through the narrowness
of the ked passage, he pressed himsdlf and his dishes back against the fabric wal
and girders in surprise, making as much room as possible for them to pass him.
Dietrich came first, moving in long strides. Next, one of the SS adjutants, looking
just as somber; and after him, the Fuhrer, eyes fixed straight ahead, now wearing a
long coat over his blue linen jacket. Hitler was carrying a smdl dispatch case in one
hand. The second SS man followed Hitler.

"Baur has the engine running,” someone muttered, as the smal cavalcade pushed
past the flattened Fritz. And the engine noise from outside now did seem to be
varying strangely. As if, thought Fritz, some arplane could be buzzing us.
Dangerous; they shouldn't do that, especially now.

Looking after Hitler and the others, he saw them descending a smal ladder; the
Fuhrer was, then, about to get into the seaplane and depart. Fritz set down his tray
and darted aside to where he could get a good look outside through another
window bynow he knew where dl the good places for observation were.

The partly cloudy sky had become an entrancing show of lights. The moon, the
distant beacons, the welcoming searchlights on ship and shore. The glow reflected
from the approaching Fairgrounds, which made a glorious sprawl now close at hand.
There were even fireworks at some distance. And, reflecting on one smdl cloud,
Fritz thought that he saw lightning.

One of Hitler's angels had locked onto the Vega, and through Norlund's small
video-game screen he willed death and destruction back at it. From the corner of his
eye he saw within the cabin the vivid backflash of his lasers, firgt right then left as the
enemy hurtled past. His beams struck home, and on his screen he saw the enemy
escort fighter crumpling, not going down in flames but diding sideways off the stage
of nineteen-thirty-four redlity, disappearing with a whisper into thin twentieth century
ar.

Holly's shaken voice came to him over the intercom. "The seaplane's just
launched!"

"Go dafter it."

This, Norlund thought, would be the last shot of the game win,lose, or draw. He
concentrated on his screen, then saw it go blank as he fet the Vega lurch and
shudder with some terrific impact.

They were 4ill in the air, but even the intercom was dead, and they were going
down. Not in a spin, anyway; not quite in a hopeless dive. Maybe Holly could
some-how pull it up enough to make it a ditching and not a hard crash into water...



There were more of Brandi's men insde the House of Tomorrow now, trying to
get a Jary. Though hit, he had not lost consciousness, and he kept rolling
half-paralyzed from one side to the other of his chosen room, trading fire with them.
He thought that his two weapons confused them, so that they thought there were two
of him, and this lowed them down. And he thought, too, that he had hit them more
than once.

Now he heard them cdling to each other, urgently, in some language that sounded
funnier than Polish. Now it sounded like they were going away. Some kind of trick,
Jerry thought...

And then for atime he could think nothing.

Jerry came to himsdf, if that was the right description of the process, feding very
strange indeed. Now he was able to Sit up again, in this strange, darkened, unfamiliar
house, and now he could even begin to think. There had been a fight. Yes, he had
been fighting for hislife... but over what?

Stumblingly Jerry got himsdlf erect. The house, whatever house this was, was
quiet now. But somewhere in the distance there was a sea-like murmuring, as of a
vast crowd gathered, expecting something, waiting for it.

He could walk a little, too, though it took sustained conscious effort to force the
large muscles of his limbs to work, and periodically stabbing pains transfixed his
body. There had been shooting, he could remember that much now, and somehow
he must have gotten himsdf shot.

At least he wasn't bleeding, at least not anywhere that he could see. Maybe inside,
judging from the way he felt. He wondered which beam weapon had hit him. It must
have been a beam reflected, like aricochet, or he'd be dead. He redlized that much in
aflash of clarity. When he touched the skin on his back on one side it hurt like fire.

The world around him grew strange and muddled again, while he stood swaying.
If he was hurt, the thing to do was get home... Where was he, anyway? Oh yeah, the
Fair. But he was very tired now, from... so much sight-seeing, maybe.

On his way out of the glasswalled, curtained house Jery stumbled over
something and looked down. Hgjo Brandi's dead face looked up at him, a neat hole
as from a thirty-eight right in the forehead. Jerry found this discovery vaguely
darming. The urge to get home suddenly became desperate, and he hurried on.

He was just emerging from the House of Tomorrow when a vast orange glow lit
up the entire sky.

Baur had just landed the seaplane, with great skill and almost inconspicuously,
right at the edge of the South Lagoon. This was an area of water well outlined by
floating and shore-mounted lights, and the water was quite calm.

At the moment when the Junkers floats touched down, the Graf was just easing



through the fina feet and inches toward contact with the mooring mast. And at the
very moment of that contact, a bal of fire appeared amidships on the dirigible, the
griking of some titanic spark. Almost before the first cries of darm went up, the
whole airship appeared to be in flames.

Inferno. A thousand voices screamed. The mooring faled; the airship was
released from traling ropes that had been aready gripped by hundreds of hands
below. The sailors below let go, and ran to get themselves out from underneath the
flames. The dirigible drifted gently back to the east, so it was again entirely over
water. The Graf's engines, or some of them, could be heard till running, even while
the gasbag burned. Only haf a minute had passed since the first ignition. Flaming,
fdling scraps of fabric drifted over the crowd on shore, starting new surging panic.
Haf melted sticks and spars of duraumin splashed hissing into the lake.

It took long seconds for the enormous shape, sill half-supported by the risng ar
of its own firedraft, to fal sx hundred feet, going down stern first. On shore the
panic grew, as quickly as the fire above. By the thousands people screamed, milling,
running at cross purposes. From the shore they could see men, some with ther
clothing aready on fire, dropping from the burning zeppelin into the lake.

It was at this moment that the Junkers seaplane with Hitler in it came taxiing up to
the smdl dock. The cabin door, opening, was surrounded at once by a huddle of
men. When Hitler emerged from the huddle he was safe.

In amoment he had stepped up onto a nearby picnic bench, the better to see the
fires last moments, the climax of the disaster that he had just escaped.

"My fate holds good! My fate holds good!" He murmured the words over and
over, as he stared with wondering, amost triumphant eyes at the vast, sow,
quenching plunge that put the fire out, darkening the sky again.

The Lawgiver, with his own agents recaled from other efforts and scattered
thickly through the small crowd here, got discreet help in moving up close beside the
Fuhrer. Most of the official welcoming committee, dozens of important men, were
trapped in the surging confusion up there by the Skyride.

"Fuhrer,"” someone muttered urgently in German, "this is Herr Zeitgeist of—of
Milwaukee. He would like very much to meet you."

The Lawgiver reached up his right hand. It was an awkward pose for him, this,
with himself physically below the other, but that could hardly have been foreseen and
inany case it did not redly matter.

He seized and pressed Hitler's hand. In his own recently acquired German he
pronounced: "In our own New World, Fuhrer, we are waiting eagerly for you to
accomplish what you can in yours. We intend to build upon the fruits of your labors.
Despite what adl our enemies can do, we intend to support you in maintaining your
rightful place.”

"Thank you," said Hitler. It was a brief, abstracted reply, but under the
circumstances nothing more could have been expected, and the Lawgiver was
satisfied.



He stepped back, giving an inconspicuous signa. His own men now aided the
locals' effort to get the Chancellor bundled away somewhere to safety.

The Lawgiver looked on contentedly; once again his power to mold events had
been satisfactorily demonstrated. He had wanted this meeting, and now he had it, his
enemies and Hitler's notwithstanding.

An aide, one of the modified Brandi-clones, was at his side. The man indicated by
acertain breathless, doglike attitude in his silence that he wanted to be told what had
to be done next.

"Now," said the Lawgiver, "l have seen Hitler, and shaken his hand."
"Yes, Lawgiver."

"I wonder if one day it may not be possible for us to tadk a some greater
length..."

"Does the Lawgiver wish a plan developed for bringing Hitler to our own time?"

There had been a kindred spirit there behind those startling blue eyes, someone he
could redly tak to... but, perhaps, on second thought, too close a kinship.

"No," the Lawgiver said aloud. "That will not be necessary." He looked around.
"Get me home," he ordered, "before they redize that they can strike a me."

There was a streetcar terminus very close to the Eighteenth Street exit from the
Fair, and Jerry, moving automatically, boarded a waiting car. He was ailmost alone on
it; few people were leaving the Fairgrounds just now.

Streetcars were never delayed for any humanly understandable reason like burning
dirigibles and assassination plots, and this one started west promptly on schedule.
Dédirium began to set in amost a once as Jerry rode. And long shivering spasms
came, threatening to stop his breathing ittook him a conscious effort at breathing
to get through them. Don't pass out, he warned himsalf.

When he got to the Monahans, he would be able to see Judy, and the kid. That
thought kept him awake.

He swayed along on the streetcar's deafening, jolting ride, under an occasional
shower of blue sparks from the overhead trolley. It was the same old city, the same
old streetcars itwas great to be back. He looked out the window. Now and then,
through broken clouds and city glare, it was possible to see the pale and distant
moon. | wonder, thought Jerry, if people are ever going to ... but someone,
somewhere, sometime, had aready told him that they had...

Ingtinct saw him through the necessary transfer point, where he clung like a drunk
to a streetlamp's pole until the proper northbound car approached. Jerry presented
his transfer, and then stood on the rear platform of the car, afraid that if he sat down
again he wasn't going to be able to get up.

Then the familiar stop drew near. He stood on the step, hanging on to the pole
there, and when the car stopped to let him do so he dropped off.



His legs fdt like they belonged to someone else, but Hill they served to get him
home. Up the front steps a last. He didn't have a house key any longer, he
remembered after fumbling for it in his pocket. It was Ma Monahan who answered
the door, took one look at her returned son-in-law, and recoiled ydling.

Mike came from somewhere, and between the two of them they got Jerry into the
living room and stretched out on the sofa, shedding his tattered suit jacket
somewhere adong the way. The radio in the living room was turned on, but Jerry
noticed in a dazed way that it didn't sound like any norma program. Dillinger was
dead, some announcer was saying. Hitler was dive and safe. The loss of life from
the Graf Zeppelin was being counted up.

When they laid Jerry down on the sofa, the borrowed thirty-eight did out of the
waistband of his pants to land on the carpet with a reveding thud. The old lady
pointed at it and yelled again, this time something about Dillinger.

"Shuddup for Christ's sake!" Mike roared back. Half-grown kids who had started
to come into the room fdl back in fright. "What's going on?' he demanded of Jerry
In anguish.

"l been shot." Things were dowly starting to refocus.

Why, why, Ma demanded, had he given up boot-legging, only to take up with
Dillinger? Now Federa agents were going to be coming with machine guns to her
house.

"No, Ma" Something worse than Federal agents might be coming, he redized
dimly. He shouldn't have come here... but now there was nothing he could do about
it. Judy came hurrying into the room, driving dl other thoughts out of Jerry's mind.

The women peeled off his shirt as he lay raving. There were some burned-looking
places on Jerry's ribs, but nothing that Mike would accept as red evidence of
shooting. Mike had aready hidden the thirty-eight somewhere. Judy was kneding at
her long-lost husband's side, crying over him and jumping up now and then to keep
her mother from doing something daft.

Under these conditions Judy and her parents debated whether a doctor should be
caled. They had about agreed that it was unavoidable, when there came a knocking
a the back door, and a man's voice called in: "Ambulance!"

Peering out through the glass panels with the porch light turned on outside, they
made out the face of a tough-looking young man. He impressed them dl in one way
or another as vagudy familiar.

"We're friends of Jerry's,” this man caled in. "My name's Norlund my father
was here once, vidgting; maybe you remember him. No, no cops! Far from it, lady.
We got an ambulance waiting for Jerry out here in the aley. Well take him to a
hospital." And indeed, between garages the lights of a standing vehicle, its motor
running, could be seen.

The people inside were reassured enough to open the door and tak. And then the
young medica attendants who came in with their stretcher were more reassuring ill.



No hoodlums, these people, and apparently no cops either.

Young Norlund talked to the Monahans. "Jerry's done a great service for his
country—no, m'am, we're not the Dillinger gang. Nothing to do with them.”

And as Jarry was being carried out, Norlund took Judy by the arm and pulled her
urgently aside. He spoke to her with quiet emphasis. "I want you to come aong.
And bring the baby. Nothing else. Don't stop for anything else.”

Judy hesitated, looking Norlund over carefully. Then she obeyed. A dim young
woman with auburn hair and blue-green eyes came in to help her hold the child.

Within another minute the ambulance, dl passengers safely on it, roared away.

Mike, hurrying after it to the mouth of the dley, saw the vehicle disappear in a
transent colored haze before it reached the corner of the next street. But Mike went
to his grave without telling anyone he had seen that.

2034

The trim, good-looking sexagenarian lady and the three smal children with her
were ingde one of the middie-aged buildings of the great Smithsonian Museum
complex in Washington DC, supping themselves full with wonders, when the lady
came to ahdt in front of alarge murd. It covered most of afar-sized wal, and she
thought that it probably dated back to the Seventies, being as old or nearly as old as
the building itself.

The children soon noticed her concentration on the painting, and joined her in
looking at it.

" 'Fortresses Under Fire,' " one of them read from a plague. "What war was
that?"

His grandmother did not answer him a once. For the moment, her mind was far
away.

... looking at the Fortresses, the great planes that seemed to be coming out of
the wall at her, quaint shapes now but in their day the best swords it had been
possible to build. She thought that she could almost hear their engines. They

would be raiding Germany, or maybe occupied France. Trying to hit the military
targets, but in the process ruining the cities below.

"Grandma?"

... but if you were riding in one, she supposed, beset by flak and fighters, the
best thing you could do was keep on fighting. Given the need, the cause...

"Grandma?’

... but at the moment her duties were different and gentler. "What is it, dear?"
"Grandma, what war was that?"

“That," answered Sandy, "was the war my grandfather fought in. World War
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Two, they cdled it. Asif they thought they'd better get ready for a whole series.”
"Why were they fighting, Grandma?"
And another child interrupted: "Did | ever see him?"

"My grandfather? No, dear. He disappeared. Went on a business trip and never
came back, long before you were born. When | was only alittle girl myself."

And at the far end of the raling defending the murd a man strolled into Sandy's
view; an erect, distinguished-looking gentleman who might have been ten years older
than herself. He smiled at Sandy briefly, then turned his gaze up to the painting, as if
he were in no hurry to interrupt her conversation with the children.

"Disappeared?’

"Yes, dear. | was upset at the time. But later on | understood. When | began to go
on business trips myself." Somewhat impatiently she called toward the man: "Dr.
Harbin, how nice to see you. You chose an interesting place this time. | hope you
don't mind that | brought the children. What news?’

Harbin strolled a little closer. "Good news. We've no assignment for you at the
moment. Alan sends his love; he's doing wdl at his desk job. In fact | can tdl you
he's had a rather large success; there's one more timeine without Hitler."

Two of the children, tuning out adult talk as usual, were moving on to the next
exhibit. But there was one who, as usual, would not stop asking questions.

"What's a Hitler?"

THE END



