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Two-Part Invention



1. PRELUDE
23 JUNE 1996

JusTIN Pore was divided into three parts: ambition, genius, and gdll.

He had the ambition to be acclamed—like the young Beethoven—the greatest composer of his age.
He had the gdl to pretend that he was indeed such agenius. And he had the genius to get away with it.

Pope's genius was to convince people who should have known better—his professors and felow
students—that within im burned a veritable volcano of musicd cre-ativity, which burgt forth at intervals
in an eruption of deafening brass and cymbas and bass drums leavened, inexplicably, by passages of
ample, unadorned, and al-too-brief melody. That he was able to compose such doquent melodies
proved that he possessed atdent of the highest order. That he sandwiched them between ear-crunching
avadanches of unorganized sound, his mentors solemnly explained to the unconvinced, who winced when
they listened to Pope's music, was merdy to en-hance their beauty by contrast with the lack of harmony
of what preceded and followed. Immensdy proud of their student, they explained that his compositions
were a log-icd extenson of the dissonances of modern masters such as Prokofiev, Stravinsky, Hoist,
Poulenc, Milhaud, Cage, Hindemith, Copeland, Webern, and Glass. Not for him the outdated audterities
of Bach, Buxtehude, Tdemann, and Handd. Pope, genius that he was, could have written that sort of
musc had he so chosen, but his imaginaion had legpt across the centuries, and the musc that the genie
within compelled him to write left him no leisure to cater to the shdlow tastes of yesterday. Or so they
sd. ..

Alas, for the kind of mudc thet filled his hours and his notebooks there was no audience except the
professors he had gulled into bdieving that his was the voice of the future. 1t was musc ful of complex
and graing dishar-monies, jerky rhythms, long slences broken by thunder-ous chords, arpeggios that
mixed and intermingled like paints smeared hephazardly on an artist's paette. Yet sometimes, by an
achemy mydterious even to him, they resolved into sunning chromatic tone pictures, sunburdts of sound,
with the sweep and mgesty of a Turner battle scene. Those lyric passages convinced everyone tha
Pope could, had he so wished, have written the rest of hismusic to the same measure. Such grace notes
of genius, the erudite critics of the Bay area proclaimed, would one day flower into an oeuvre that would
enrapture the world.

Some day—but not today. Meanwhile, he stole. Not everything: merdly most of the charming melodies
that enchanted his professors; the dissonances were his own. He had to sted, for in no other way could
he satify his yearning for fame while he was young and vigorous and able to enjoy it. Once he made his
mark, he told himsdf, he would have the leisure to redly learn the art of compostion or, even better, use
his cdebrity to launch amusgcd career inwhich his naturd tdent for fraud could be put to good use, like
conducting.

Meanwhile, he had to get on with the business of win-ning his doctor of music degree, the safe refuge
of those who desired amusicd career but had no talent.

And 0, without protest from his conscience, from the yellowed, crumbling archives of the Faculty of
Musc at the Universty of Cdifornia, for three years he had ab-stracted themes written for such extinct
indruments as the cor anglais, oboe d 'amore, diplo-kithara, racket, and lira da braccio by the
unknown Renaissance composers Luig Baptigini, Mario Mariocuti, Emil Harnishneggar, Petrus
Lermontov, and others. He then spliced them into the jangling, discordant passages that so bewildered
and repelled, and therefore impressed, his teachers.

Inhisfind year of graduate school Pope was a campus phenomenon. By consensus of both teachers



and his sheeplike classmates, he was easlly the most gifted of them dl, a composer destined for grestness
inhis own time. Here was a composer who would not, like the parthetic Franz Schubert, die in poverty
and obscurity be-fore histalent could fully mature.

On the other hand, Pope reflected on the night of 23 June 1996, as he trudged through the rain toward
the Omar Haffar Molecular Sciences Building, his fate might be far worse than Schubert's. a life of
ignominy and rid-icule.. . .

The note had arived in the afternoon mail. Undgned, it contained a sngle hand-printed word:
"Beptidini.” At intervas over eight months, he had recelved two oth-ers like it. The firg had read
"Lermontov.” Nine weeks later he had received the second, with the sngle word "Mariocuti.”

Thefirg had dicited little reaction. Someone had per-haps detected a resemblance between one of his
com-pogitions and one of Lermontov's. A mere coincidence. It happened dl the time in music. Handdl
hed plagiarized his own works shameesdy, while Respighi had plun-dered those of others. Even the
great Wagner had not been above borrowing a phrase that was, note for note, fird heard in
Mende ssohn's Symphony no. 5—in redlity his no. 10—the Reformation.

Examples of conscious plagiariam were countless. Beethoven used a theme firgt written in 1800 for his
"Creatures of Prometheus,” borrowed it for a country dance in 1802, then for the Variations in E Hat
Magor, and findly in 1803 for the finde of his Eroica Symphony. The pralific Franz Schubert hmsdf had
not been above borrowing the principa theme from his opera Rosamunde later in a gtring quartet and in
atheme and vari-ations for piano, the Impromptu in D FHat.

But probably the most egregious case of wholesde "borrowing” had been of the theme fird heard in
Bach's Third Partita for Unaccompanied Vidin in E Mgor. He himsdf had used it again twelve years
later, rearranged for organ in his 29th Cantata, and findly in his great B Minor Mass. It was ds0
borrowed and rearranged by Robert Schumann, Sergey Rachmaninoff, Fritz Kreider, William Smith,
and Leopold Stowkowski, among others. If Pope appropriated the musc of others for his own, at least
he was in the best company.

Sill, the receipt of the second note, bearing the name Mariocuti, disturbed him. There was here no
question of coincidence. Pope had lifted three didtinct themes from Mariocuti's Missa Solemnis in C
Minor, a work so ob-scure that according to the library checkout sheet, no one a the university had
even looked at it for more than thirty years. And yet somebody obvioudy had, and had de-tected Pope's
fraud. The thought gripped him like an icy hand around the throat. He began to look over his shoul-der,
to gaze deeply into the afternoon shadows, but to no avall: no secret watcher lurked there.

Pope's anxiety was dlayed somewhat by the thought that he was in his find trimester, following which
he would receive his doctorate and be free forever from the necessity to sted the themes of others.
Conditiona upon his recaiving his Ph.D., he had dready received severa excdlent offers from leading
American conservatories. He would accept the one requiring the lightest teaching load and get down
findly to writing great music, for he was vain enough to believe that the spark of true musicd genius
smoldered within him.

Meanwhile, however, the find movement of his ma-jor work to date, the Symphony in D Mgjor, the
Malibu, gill had to be written, and he lacked a theme for it. Taking dl precautions to avoid beng
followed, he went to the universty's mudcd library late one night in mid-May and spent four hours
ransacking the stacks for an appropriate theme. He findly found one by Luig Baptidini thet clashed
nicdy with the stolen matifs from the earlier movements. He made a photocopy and within ten days had
submitted the finished symphony to his adviser, who was visbly moved and fulsome in his praise. Pope's
Ph.D. wasin the bag.

On May 2 Pope opened his mailbox to find a letter with the Sngle hand-printed word "Baptidtini.”
No doubt about it: Somebody was on to him.



Who could it bec someone in his composition class, where students each Monday played their work in
prog-ress for criticiam? A member of the faculty with an en-cyclopedic knowledge of obscure and dusty
compostions and a taste for cat and mouse? A librarian with access to records of publications
withdrawas? It could have been any of those. No more evident than his tormentor's iden-tity was his
moative. Did his nemesis plan to wait until the moment when, Pope's hand outstretched for his di-ploma,
awarded with highest honors before thousands, he would denounce Pope as a fraud? Or perhaps he
would wait until Pope had landed his professorship and force him to resign in disgrace when the truth
was revesled.

After he had received the third letter, Pope briefly con-sidered throwing in the towel, moving away
from Berke-ley, and garting dl over in some digtant country. After dl, Handd had left his homeand for
England in mid-career, and Scarlatti had abandoned Itay for Spain, and Ddius England for an orange
orchard in Horida, so why not Pope—for Paris, say? But the defeatis mood quickly passed. The
wel-muscled frame of the tdl, broad-shouldered, wide-browed young man, brimming with
self-confidence and optimism, had no room for self-doubt. Everything would work out fine, he decided.
It had to: an inner voice had complacently assured him that one day he would put his mark on the world.

It was, therefore, a serene young man who doshed through the rain toward the Omar Haffar
Molecular Sci-ences Building, where he performed the light night |a-bors that judtified his ful scholarship
a the universty. Twice a week he swept the floor and dusted the furniture in the office and laboratory of
Prof. Dr. Dr. Thaddeus Klemper, late of Gottingen, Didinguished Research Scholar a the Perciva
Coates Memorid Electromagnetic Research Facility. Pope's qudifications for the job were the dbility to
widd broom and dust doth and a tota ig-norance of physics, for the good doctor was rabid about
secrecy regarding his researches, which had something to do with terrestria magnetiam.

Pope snicked back the three Yae locks that secured the door to Prof. Dr. Dr. Klemper's domain,
entered, made sure the door was locked behind him, and switched on the lights. He dung his dripping
raincoat across a chair in the corner and surveyed the cavernous labora-tory. It looked more like a mad
scentid's attic store-house than a research fadlity. It was crowded with equipment, much of it Hill in
wooden crates, piles of dectrica supplies covered with a tarpaulin, a dolly supporting what seemed to be
an intricate tdlevison an-tenna, gted filing cabinets, a massve generator dill strapped to its wooden
pdlet, and, dong one wal, a long indrument pand with blinking lights. Spreading over dl, like a web
spoun by some gigantic but demented spider, was festooned a maze of wires attached to glass insula-tors
suspended from a framework of stedl pylons. The wires led to banks of squat green boxes whose fronts
were adorned with dids and meters whose purpose Pope—who could not tdl a joule from a jewd, a
coulomb from a column, a volt from a colt—did not even try to guess.

Pope opened the door to the broom closet and took out a feather duster, which he flicked
abstractedly across whatever piece of equipment lay in his path as he lei-surdy walked the length of the
lab. His mind was far away, on the Baptisini theme of the Malibu Symphony. Insensbly he began
beating time with the duster to the music pulsating through his mind. Then, without warn-ing, another
meodic line intruded, blotting out the Baptidtini. The notes racing through his mind were truly sublime,
and he redlized with a sudden flush that the musc was entirdly origind, that the inspiration was his own.

His beat became more agitated as he pursued the theme, deep in wonder, ready to follow wherever it
would lead. Mesmerized by the unprecedented melodic inven-tion coming from him—Justin Pope—he
marveled at its transcendent beauty as it unrolled before his unseaing eyes like a brilliantly hued magic
carpet of interwoven sound. When the theme abruptly ended and the music returned to the movement's
familiar dissonance, Pope threw down the feather duster, pulled his notebook from his hip pocket, and
began to transcribe the music he had just heard before it could escape his memory. He wrote standing
up, his notebook resting on afiling cabinet, page after page, and when he had written down the meodic
sequence, he went sraight back to the beginning, or-chestrating the entire sixty-four-bar passage just as
he had heard it in his mind's ear.



The firg sullen glow of another sodden day had filtered through the clerestory windows when Pope,
exhaugted, findly returned to the world. Rain gill hammered down on the low building's roof. Wearily, he
hed switched off the lights and reached for his raincoat, when fatigue said the hdl with it. He lay down
where he stood, behind the filing cabinet, tucked the wadded raincoa beneeth his head, and promptly
drifted off to deep in avevet sea of unaccustomedly rich dark harmonies.

He was dill afloat on waves of slent sound when Prof. Dr. Dr. Klemper ssumped into the laboratory
and double-locked the door behind him. He was a short, swarthy, powerful man in his late forties with
the granitic weath-ered features of a seaman. He turned on the floodlights and from the locked drawer of
his laboratory desk took out the nesatly typed operating manud he had been writ-ing and rewriting during
the pagt eight months. He placed it on the lectern next to the computer before the instru-ment panel.
From time to time double-checking with the manud, he began to punch in the commands that, he had
caculated from ceasel ess experimentation, would project him three thousand years into the past, plus or
minus fifteen years. It was a vast improvement on his firg ef-forts, which had been accurate only to
within two cen-turies. The reentry program was more precise by many orders of magnitude: it would
bring him back to the mo-ment of departure, plus zero to seventeen hours.

Only dight adjustments to the program were neces-sary. When he had entered those on the computer,
he switched on the big gasoline-driven generator on its con-crete plaiform in the center of the lab. The
generator ticked over with a steady pulsating hum. Klemper watched the dids on the ingrument pand
anving up to criticd levds Then he pulled the master control lever to the "Engage' postion and
draightened in hisswive chair. He took a cigar from the breast pocket of his suit coat, carefully cut it in
two with scissors, and lit one of the halves. When it was going nicdy, he tucked the other hdf in his
opposite cheek and began chewing contem-platively. When the cud was wel masticated, he took an
engraved dlver box from his waistcoat pocket and deftly put a dollop of swiff between lower lip and
gum. Thus fortified, he punched the word "Run* on the computer keyboard, hit the return, and leaned
back in his chair for the long quick trip back to prehigtoric Cdifornia

The lights in the [aboratory dimmed momentarily, then a purplish eectric haze began to fill the room
like smoke in a poolroom. Sunlight shone brightly through the sky-light for a minute or so, faded into
darkness, then again flashed into the [aboratory. The oscillations between light and darkness sped up until
it seemed that the laboratory was being illuminated by a scarcely flickering strobo-scopic light. The wals
dissolved, to be replaced by a canopy of trees that dternately shrank and sweled and from time to time
briefly gave off the acrid fragrance of burning wood. The racks of ingruments, the book-shelves, desks,
filing cabinets, growling generator, and the naked bulbs dangling from their cords were bathed in an
unearthly light that dowly turned from purplish to red, held steady for some minutes, then turned dowly
back to purple. About the overhead wires a multihued aurora crackled like northern lights in miniaiure.
The two men—one dill adegp—were frozen in the postions they had found themselves in when Dr.
Kemper had set the time-transference machine in mation. Their minds and bodies were in a State of
suspended animation, un-breathing, not even conscious of the thread of life that was being stretched thin
but had not yet snapped.

Suddenly there was afearful jolt, and it was light. The laboratory—everything that stood benegath the
framework of overhead wires—had been transported intact to the crest of the wooded hill on which,
three thousand years hence, the Omar Haffar Molecular Sciences Building would rest. Around them the
hill was carpeted with sweet-smeling wildflowers. A mule deer, frightened by the sudden apparition, fled
for itslifewith a clatter of hooves. Dr. Klemper laughed in triumph, stood up, and drenched a wild daisy
inawdl-amed jet of tobacco juice.

He went to a meta locker, unlocked it, and changed into a leather jacket with a fur collar. Zipping it
up, he donned leather gloves and a flier's hdmet with goggles. Around his hips he buckled a web belt
with a brace of .45 automatic pistols and canteen. From the locker shelf he took a leather pouch, which
he tied to his belt, and an aerid map. Spreading the map out on his desk, he verified the course that



would take him to his detination, a little more than an hour's flight away.

Jugtin Pope, who had been awakened by the jolt of the laboratory coming to rest, watched in stunned
diddief as Prof. Dr. Dr. Thaddeus Klemper removed the padlock from the huge mover's crate that
occupied the opposite corner of the lab and trundled out a one-man helicopter, its blades folded back.
He quickly locked them into po-sition, stepped into the tiny open cockpit and fastened his seat belt, and
switched on the engine. While the main rotor windmilled, Klemper adjusted his hdmet and gog-gles. He
gunned the engine. The craft rose into the air, canted forward, and curved up and across the treesin a
wide arc, heading east toward the vdley where Sacramento would one day rise and nearby Sutter's
Creek, where nuggets of gold lay strewn on the sands, ripe for the plucking.

Thetiny hdicopter shrank, became a dust mote danc-ing on the horizon, and findly disappeared. Jugin
Pope stood up and dretched his aching limbs What had hap-pened was obvious enough if totaly
incredible. He had heard about time travel but had never believed it was possible. Even now, with the
evidence before his eyes, he was indined to suspect that he was the target of some monstrous practica
joke, the vicim of a powerful hd-lucinogen injected into the air—that purplish vapor perfectly fit the
bill—which gave him the the illuson of traveing forward—or was it backwar d?—through time.

Whichever it was, he was in another era, for sure. Of the campus and Berkeley there was no sgn.
Oakland and San Francisco, he knew without looking, would have vanished as well. The contours of the
land around him seemed vagudy familiar, so if he had traveled in the three linear dimensions, it had not
been very far. But without question he had been transported to another time. The future, or the past?

Probably the past. Had it been the future, Dr. Klemper would have amed himsdf with more
sophisticated weap-ons than the Colt .45, which dated dl the way back to the Philippine insurrection in
the early 1900s. Moreover, if they were in the distant past, as seemed likdly, the noise and killing power
of the brace of pistols would suffice to put an army of Indians to flight.

Pope stepped out into the meadow that surrounded the laboratory, now standing roofless in the
sunshine. It was absolutdy quiet. Well, not quiet, redly. On the contrary, the air was seasoned with the
scents of summer, the humming of insects, the warble of birds, and the warm whis-per of the wind, the
lullaby of nature that dl but blotted out the memory of the familiar noises of dvilization— the rumble of
rush-hour treffic, the howl of distant S-rens, the amplified wall of rock music, the damming of doors, the
inane chatter of nasd human voices. He was in another, saner world. It suddenly came to him that the
sounds around him blended to perfection with the tran-quil harmonies of Tdemann, Haydn, Mozart, and
Schu-bert, redolent of a less complicated age. Pope's music, by contrast, filled with frenetic dissonance
and discord, reflected his own confused culture and perilous, war-threatened times. Were he to dwdl in
aplace like this, the music he wrote would be gentle and rhythmic, sweet and soothing.

He sghed.

On the crest of the hill he sat in the shade of a spread-ing black wanut that must have been five
centuries old, inhding the fragrance of the wildflowers around him and surveying the vast solitude that
spread ind| directions. Beyond the line of trees to the west lay the empty sea, while to the landward side
rose a light blue haze from purple valeys. Looking closer, he perceived a dark gray smudge filtering
through the blue.

Smoke! An Indian campfire, or perhaps the smoldering remains of a recent lightning strike. He longed
to investigate, to be the firg white man ever to set eyes on an American aborigine, but prudence hed
him back. He had no idea where Klemper had gone, or why, or when he would return. One thing was
certan: he did not intend to be left behind when the good Prof. Dr. Dr. turned ahead the hands of time.

Judin Pope had scouted a farly subgantid area of the immediate vidnity of the time-transported
laboratory when he heard the distant drone of the returning helicop-ter. In the time it took the sun to
ascend to its zenith, he had found the remains of a number of campfires, some shards of broken pottery,



and the bones of freshly daughtered game. He had also sampled wild fruit and berries that only faintly
resembled the modern varieties in Sze and taste, drunk from a soring of clear cold water he had
discovered on the hillsde, seen dozens of rabbits, squirrels, quail, and deer—none particularly darmed
by his presence—and briefly followed trals that crisscrossed the hillsde, on which the prints of both
animds and barefooted humans were vishle. But of Indians he saw none.

Until now.

Squinting toward the sound of the gpproaching heli-copter, he discerned movement on a neighboring
hill. Looking closer, he saw afile of what seemed to be naked men heading in his direction a a dead run,
in hot pursuit of the hdlicopter that had just passed over them at treetop level. Pope fdt his throat tighten
as he caculated the odds. The chopper was flying four or five times the speed of the running men, but by
the time Klemper landed, disengaged himsdf from his harness, folded the man rotor, and pushed the
machine back into the lab, they would be upon him.

Either Klemper did not perceive his peril, or with his arsend of modern weaponry he was unafraid. He
sdtled his craft softly on the hillsde in a vortex of dust and dry leaves, switched off the enging, and
unbuckled his har-ness. Without apparent haste he dimbed out of the tiny open cockpit and walked
across the meadow and into the lab. He crossed the littered floor to the computer key-board and
punched in the appropriate commands for pos-tive time-transference. Then he turned to face the wave
of Indians who had just appeared on the crest of the hill, a hundred yards away, and with chilling war
whoops and spears upraised were running & full speed down upon him.

The firg volley of spears impded the sheet-meta fu-selage of the helicopter. If it had been the bird
they thought it was, it would have died indantly. At the same moment Dr. Klemper let fly with both
barrdls, hdf a dozen shots amed at the mass of Indians who, with shouts of triumph, were doing a war
dance around the strange but now very dead flying beast. Three of the In-dians fdl, and the noise and
the Sght of their bleeding comrades scattered the rest.

Klemper grunted. He waited urtil the survivors had dl retreated beyond the crest of the hill, then
turned to punch the "Run’* button on the keyboard. At that ingant one of the gpparently dead Indians
rose slently from where he lay, with blood spurting from a severed artery in his lower leg, took three
fdtering steps toward the unearthly dwdling place of the evil spirit that had suddenly ap-peared there,
and launched his spear at the back of the part-man-part-bird that inhabited it.

Klemper fdl forward, his chest driking the keyboard. As a purple haze began to fill the lab, Dr.
Klemper's lifdess body dumped to the floor. Pope cowered behind his filing cabinet and tried
desperately to think of a prayer. Time dissolved.

When Pope came to, wedged between two filing cab-inets, a high wind was begting againg the
rain-swept windows. According to his watch, it was nine thirty-seven, and from the darkness outside, it
hed to be night. As he stretched his cramped limbs, the events of the past hours—or perhaps it had been
severd thousand years— dowly came back to him. He suddenly remembered Dr. Klemper, the spear
heft striking himin the back before darkness suddenly enveloped him.

Pope threaded his way between the packing cases and racks of equipment to where Dr. Klemper had
been sanding when the spear had struck home. Of Dr. Klem-per, nothing was to be seen.

But on the floor, jugt in front of the insrument pandl, was the bone-white skeleton of what had been a
man, lying amid a neet row of metd buttons and the two haves of a zipper, shoe nals arrayed in a neat
geometrica pattern by each skeletd foot. The professor's brass bet buckle gligened in the overhead
lights, as did the two .45 autometics on the floor beside the skeleton and half a dozen spent shell cases.
Protruding from the spine was aflint spearhead and the time-bleached shaft of a wooden spear. To one
ddelay shreds of what had been alesther pouch. Among them was a pile of bright gold nuggets, enough
tofill Justin Pope's rain hat to overflowing.



2. RIVERS
26 JUNE 1998

"Y OUR NAME JUSTIN POPE?"

"That'sright,” Pope said, opening the door wide as the lanky, neatly dressed men with pale, tired eyes
showed him his badge.

"I'm Detective Firg Class R. B. Rivers. 1'd like to ask you afew questions.”
"Sure" Pope said, sepping aside. "Youll have to forgive the mess, but I—"

"I'm not here to ingpect your housekeeping, Mr. Pope," Rivers said, ingpecting the large room strewn
with musc manuscripts, a tattered poster of a white beach and pdm trees on the wal, books, free
weights, dirty socks, empty beer cans, a baked potato on the bookshelf impaed by a fork, the remains
of last night's dinner on a footstool, and other evidence of bachelor bliss. Along one wal stood an
dectronic piano/harpsichord/organ, haf-buried under sheet mudc. On the stove in the effi-ciency's
kitchen was a pan containing a fried egg of in-determinate antiquity, staring a him unblinkingly. Rivers
withdrew his gaze. "l just want to ask you some ques-tions about your work."

"By dl means. Have a charr." Pope swept a pile of manuscripts off the room's only chair and invited

the po-liceman to make himsdf comfortable. "I've heard some aimindly unkind comments about my
Malibu Sym-phony,” he began, "but | didnt expect it was the sort of thing that would interest the

police
"It doesn't," Rivers assured him, dusting off the chair with his handkerchief before gtting down. "I'm
interested in your other work, in Professor Klemper's labo-ratory.”

"Oh."
"I understand you are the—ah—custodian of the lab.”

"No need to be delicate about it, Inspector. Poverty is a hdlowed tradition anong composers. Yes, |
am its janitor. There | janit twice a week, sometimes thrice. What's missng that you think 1 might have
golen?'

"Prof. Klemper ismissng, and dthough | doubt you stole him, you might be able to shed some light on
his disappearance.”

"I can try. How long has he been missng?'

"Five days."

"Maybe he took atrip.”

"In which case he would have taken his car, which we found parked in front of the Omar Haffar
Molecular Sci-ences Building. Or a taxi. But none of the local companies log sheets lig any pickup
which might have been Dr. Klemper. He might have taken off on foot, of course, but we regard thet as
unlikely. Nobody has seen him in nearly a week. He's missed severd important gppoint-ments, and the
univergty has asked usto look into it."

"How about hiswife?'

"He has none. Lives done. Weve asked his neigh-bors, his colleagues, his students. Welve drawn a
blank. Y ou're about the lagt fish in the barrd."

Pope scratched his head. "W, Inspector, | wish | could rise to your bait, but frankly, I've rardy set
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eyes on the man mysdf. 1'd recognize himif | saw him, of course, but he ingsted | do my deaning late a
night so | wouldnt interfere with his researches.”

"Which are?"

"Dont ask me. Wires and dynamos and short cir-cuits—things like that."

"S0, when was the lagt time you saw Dr. Klemper?'

Pope frowned. "Two—three weeks ago. Saw him crossing the campus, papers suffed under hisarm.”
Detective Rivers rose and snapped his notebook shut.

"Would you mind opening up his laboratory for me to take a look around? It seems you and the
professor him-sdf are the only ones with the keys."

"Sure."

The lab presented a very different aspect from what it had been that sormy night a week before. The
crazy spider's network of wires crisscrossng the lab floor had been taken down, chopped into short
lengths, and dumped into a waste bin. The pylons on which they had been suspended were no longer
upright but were leening againgt one wall. The green boxes had been disconnected from the insrument
pand and packed into the huge crate from which Dr. Klemper had removed his one-man he-licopter.
And there was not a notebook or scrap of paper anywhere. It was just as Pope had léft it.

"Notice anything different?’

Pope rubbed hisjaw and pretended to examine the premises. "No, | don't think so."
"Isthis the way it was the lagt time you were in here— which, by the way, was when?'
"Night before lagt. Yes, it was" Pope replied truth-fully.

"Doent look like much was happening,” Rivers said casudly.

"No, | guess not. But that's the way it was with Dr. Klemper. Hed set up his equipment and play
around with it for a couple of weeks, and then one day 1'd come in to find it completdy dismantled or
rearranged for another experiment. But as | said, I'm amusidan, and | don't understand these things”

"Where do you suppose he kept his notes?!
"Inhis desk and those lockers, | suppose.”

Rivers took out hislesther lock-pick kit and went to work like a movie detective. After five minutes he
sad to hdl with it and pried open the locks with a crowbar he found on one of the packing crates. All
were empty.

"Nothing missng, you say?' he asked Pope.

Pope shrugged and showed him empty pams.

"Tdl me something, Mr. Pope—did Prof. Klemper ever mention the name Skardon to you? John K.
Skar-don?"’

Pope shook his head. "No, why?'

"It was jugt athought.”

Asfar as Rivers was concerned, that wrapped up the case. He had touched dl the bases and come up
with a handful of nothing. Maybe the professor had developed amnesia, or run off with a pretty graduate
student, or jumped off the Bay Bridge, or dl three. Sooner or later a Sghting, a withdrawa from his bank
account from some digtant city, or atip-off from somebody with a grudge who did not want hm to stay
disappeared would bring the case back to life. But as of now, it was dead. . Pope hoped it would stay



dead. He had done every-thing he could to make it so.

The three nights after his journey back through time he had spent dismantling the laboratory so
thoroughly that nobody could possibly have reconstructed what had been going on there. He had bought
aPolaroid camera and photographed the equipment from every conceivable angle. He had measured the
length of each wire he dis-connected. He had plotted the arrangement of the wires between the pylons
and made diagrams of their connec-tions to the ingrument pand. He had copied the speci-fications and
modd numbers of every hit of equipment and its physica relation to dl the other pieces of equip-ment.
The notebooks, equipment manuds, and reference books he had packed in two big wooden boxes,
aong with the laboratory's floor plans and his other diagrams and photos, and nalled them shut. He had
put them in a ministorage on a two-year lease under a fictitious name. To the best of his knowledge, no
one had seen him come and go while he was carrying his loot to his old jadopy in the hours just before
aunrise. Now that the police had investigated Prof. Klemper's disappearance and found nothing, no
suspicion could possibly fdl on him.

* * %

"I think we've got your man, Rivers” sad Captain Gordon Catlin, chief of detectives, some two
weeks later.

"Which man's that, Chief?" Rivers had been on missing-persons detall for three months, and the lig of
the missng he had not been able to trace was as long as the odds againg the losers he habitudly picked
a Santa Anita

"Professor Klemper."
"Dotdl. Where ishe?'

"Right here," Catlin said, reeching down and pulling a large cardboard box from benegth his desk. He
put it on the squad-room table and opened it. Indde was what seemed to be a digointed human
skeleton. Catlin guf-faved

"Yeeh," Riversreplied. "On the other hand, it might be Judge Crater, or maybe my great-aunt Lizzie.
Whered you get it?'

"Student at UC found it. HE'd been shagging his girl-friend in the bushes up in the hills behind the
amphithe-ater and, when she complained of a pain in the neck, found it wasn't him she was bdlyaching

about, but what turned out to be this skeleton's hed prodding her be-tween the third and fourth cervica
vertebrae. He dug up enough to redlize it was a human foot and called us”

"So it in't Klemper, after dl?"

"Actudly, a firg | thought it might be, having been found on the campus and dl that. But then | got to
fig-uring. The bones are picked clean, which would take months if not years under norma conditions of
burid. The lab says no corrosive chemicds were used, and no bone-scarring occurred from sharp

ingruments to cut away the flesh, so that argues naturd processes. Also, look at this" He picked up one
of the vertebrae.

Rivers looked closer. "I'll be goddamned! An Indian arrowhead.”

"Too big for an arrowhead,” Catlin dissented. "More like a spearhead, but it'sflint, dl right. | want you
to run these bones over to the physica anthropology depart-ment at UC and see what they can make of
them. They seem perfectly preserved and complete, red museum qudity. We just may have discovered
the firs Spanish conquistador ever knocked off by loca redskins”

At the fallowing week's gaff meeting, Lieutenant Riv-ers reported his results. "The anthropologidts are



about evenly divided,” he said, "on whether to line us up againg thewdl or ask the Pope to canonize us.
It seems, gentlemen, that we have discovered a specimen of early man—they carbon-14 dated it, and
the score comes to around 1000 B.C.."

ll%?l

"W, they're peeing in their pants with ddlight for having come across a specimen totaly intact, except
for three molars and a bicuspid, which are missang. But what really gets their gun off is thar finding that
the physicd type is anomaous with that of local Indians of that era In fact, especidly congdering the
brachycephalic mor-phology of the skull—it has a cephdic index of 83, to be precise—it very closely
resembles that of a contemporary northern European. Compounding the mysery is their discovery
that the gentleman in question—it is a man's skeleton, a man in his lae forties—had a compound
frac-ture of the right tibia earlier in life. Now, such a fracture is dmog invariably faid from the resulting
gangreneif not treated with antibiotics. Yet it not only hedled but hedled aswel asif it had been set by a
modern orthopedic surgeon. That indicates a degree of surgicd so-phidtication that no one thought
exised urtil this century. That discovery done will cause an upheavd in the history of medicine. And
truly revolutionary is the impli-cation that a northern European, a member of a race with advanced
knowledge of medicine, somehow got to Cd-ifornia 2,500 years before Columbus discovered
Amer-ica If that theory proves out, dl the world's history books will have to be rewritten.”

"That takes care of our sainthood,” Captain Catlin said dryly. "Why do they want to whidle up the
fiing squad?'

"Because we disturbed the remains. Though there is no doubt whatever that ther dating is correct,
they would like to have the confirmatory evidence by dratigraphy-digging down through layers of
sediment they can date. They threeten to protest our methods to the police com-missioner. ™

"Screw 'em,” Calin grunted. "L et 'em protest. They can't have everything. We gave them the skeleton.
If there's any squawks, well say the rains were so heavy tha dl the overburden smply washed away,
leaving the bones exposed. It may be the truth, for dl | know. Any-way, in case anybody asks you,
that's what you tdl them.”

When his name was announced as having been awarded the doctor of musc degree with highest
honors, there was a tremor in Pope's dride as he mounted the stage to receive his handshake and
diploma. Any moment, he fdt sure, a voice from the crowd would cry out, accusng him of theft and
fraud. He would of course ignore the interruption as best he could but not linger to engage in any
debates. As amatter of fact, now that he had Klem-per's time-transporter designs, his hard-won degree
was superfluous, but dropping out of the univergty on the verge of receiving it would arouse unnecessary
suspi-cion. He had decided not to chanceit.

But no ringing denunciation came from the crowd. On the contrary, he received a round of warm
gpplause as he accepted the skeepskin with hisname on it in gold letters and a ganding ovation when the
univergty sym-phony orchestra concluded the graduation ceremony by playing the scherzo from his
Malibu Symphony.

The next week he spent unwinding from the drain of the months that had passed since Professor
Klemper's disappearance and making plans for the future. The search for Klemper had come to a dead
end, to no one's great sorrow. Pope had not seen or heard from Detective R. B. Rivers again, nor had
anyone put hm under sur-vellance, he was sure. It would now be safe to recon-struct the
time-trangporter and put it to some usful purpose. From Professor Klemper's notebooks and
manufecturers catalogs he had dready ascertained that he could cover the costs of the equipment
involved by mdt-ing down and sdling the 251 ounces of gold nuggets the professor had picked up the
day he was killed. But first he had to understand just how the damned thing worked.

Unfortunately, Klemper's notebooks and manuds turned out to be of no use a dl. They were written



in scientists languege, ful of mathematical symbols, eso-teric abreviations, and long Streiches of
German, and mogt of it was illegible None of it made any sense to Justin Pope. He would have to go
back to school and study mathematics and the physicd sciences before he could put the machine
together and make it function. And his Snking heart told him that while deep within Justin Pope ran a
current of mudgcd tadent—perhaps broad, perhaps narrow—the wel of sdentific knowledge was
hopelesdy dry.

In short, he had to share his discovery with someone who could make it work. But if he did, what
assurance would he have that his collaborator would not cut him out? The man he needed would have to
be extremey knowledgeable in the physca sciences, particularly the fidd of eectromagnetism, totaly
discreet, and someone whom he could control. Mulling it over, he could not think of anyone he could
trust who fit a 9ngle one of those imperdtives.

Then a name Detective R. B. Rivers had mentioned floated to the surface of his memory:
Skardon—John K. Skardon.



3. SKARDON
15 SEPTEMBER 1998

SKARDON LAUGHED.

If that's how he looks when amused, Justin Pope thought, 1'd better not make him mad. Skardon's
laugh issued from a mouth whose downturned corners regis-tered perpetua contempt and loathing. His
eyes, dark and sullen and shrouded by thick black eyebrows, smol-dered with a generdized hatred of dl
that came within his line of vison. His tdl, lean frame, with musdles that bulged benesth his blue denim
shirt with the number stitched across the pocket, tedtified that he could, when he wished, trandate his
animusinto action.

"The warden tdls me you're a composer,” Skardon said, pronouncing the word as if it were a
sentence of degth.

Pope admitted the accusation.
"And that you're a recent graduate of the Universty of Cdifornia”
"l have a doctorate in musc.”

"And that you have read up on my case and decided | was the tragic figure on whose life you thought
you could base alibretto for your firs opera.”

"W, that's what | told the warden, anyway. Had to tdl hm something.”

"You certanly didnt tdl him the truth,” Skardon growled, "or you'd be in here with me. How did you
manage to kill the son of a bitch?’

"What son of a bitch?' Pope said. No doubt about it: Skardon had brains. He had definitdy come to
the right man.

"Dont play games with me, sonny. I'm taking about Herr Professor Doktor Doktor Thaddeus
Klemper."

Pope was going to have to watch his step. Skardon did not have the temperament to play second
fiddle One fdse move on Pope's part and Skardon would end up with dl the marbles. But if he wanted
Skardon's cooperation, he had to be completely candid. And why not? In here Skar-don could not hurt
him. On the outsde it would, of course, be a different story. "Actudly,” he said, "I didnt kill im. Some
Indian did." And he proceeded to tel Skardon the story of that remarkable rainy night back in June
when Klemper, unaware of Pope's presence in the laboratory, had transported them both back a
thou-sand years before the birth of Christ. Pope had no fear Skardon would turn him in, for not only
would the au-thorities laugh a such aridiculous story, Skardon had a lot more to lose than he did. And
he was certainly bright enough to rediize that Pope was his ticket out of the maximum-security fedility at
Las Chipas, just as Klem-per had been histicket in.

According to the newspaper accounts Pope had read of the murder, Skardon, then a brilliant physics
researcher in his late thirties, had been having an affair with an equdly brilliant lissome professor engaged
in the same line of research. The project, whose detalls had never been reveded, was under the
supervison of Prof. Klem-per. As the lady was married, Skardon and his inamorata indulged their sexua
fancies after hours in the labora-tory, more convenient and more discreet than a motel and immune from
interruption since, as it was a top-secret project for the Department of Defense, they could lock the
door. They cusomarily performed their erotic experiments on a stout wooden workbench, meking up in
safety in alab filled with high-voltage equipment what it lacked in creature comforts. Even so, Professor
Fon-teneau, Skardon's lady friend, had managed during an intermisson between intromissons to touch a
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live con-denser cail with an outflung hand while her feet were propped up againg a metd filing cabinet,
which unfor-tunatdly happened to complete the eectricd circuit. She died in a shower of sparks and a
blaze of glory, her find prima scream of agony bringing hdf the student body in the Omar Haffar
Molecular Sciences Building burdting in to find a sunned Dr. John Skardon, caught literdly with his pants
down. His defense had been that it was dl a macabre accident, but the circumstances and the later
discovery of an unobtrusive switch under the workbench convinced the jury that they were deding with
the premeditated murder of a woman of whom Skardon had tired. The jury, regretting that Cdifornia did
not have an dectric chair to make his punishment fit the crime, had sentenced him to deeth in the gas
chamber, but his sen-tence had been commuted by Cdlifornias lady chief judtice to life imprisonment.

"An Indian spear,” Number 11281 mused with a sar-donic laugh. "Wel, it's about time somebody
gave him the shaft. Poetic justice. You see, Klemper thought Fortuna and | were briefing him on dl the
formulas governing time-transference we had spent four years together researching, but, hel—we were
feeding im alot of bum dope dong with eements he could verify on his own. Why should we share our
work with him? So when he thought he had gathered dl the threads in his hand, he rigged up his
homemade dectrocution de-vice, knowing from a hidden tdevison monitor, prob-ably, just where we
were conducting our hanky-panky. Then, when | got up to get us a cigarette, the miserable bastard,
gtting in his office next door watching the ac-tion on his screen, threw the switch. After they took me
away, he did a little quick rewiring, planting the switch undernesth the workbench for the police to find
and removing the tdlevison camera. Pretty smple, re-aly. Oneflick of the switch, and he kills one threat
to his monopoly on time-transference and sends the other up for life."

"Veay clever, if true. How do you know it is?"

Skardon shrugged. "'l can't be sure of the detalls, of course, but it had to be something like that. |
didn't love Fortuna enough to marry her, maybe, but | had much too high a regard for her, persondly
and profes-siondly, to kill her. She was as indispensable to my work as she was to my private life
Besdes, if I'd wanted to get rid of her, I'd have smply dumped her off in 1880, say. Anyhow, tha clod
Klemper proceeds to try to put together the time-vehicle, only to learn, to his doubtless consderable
chagrin, that held been had. He knew me—knew | wouldn't tak about the machine, that 1'd bide my
time and try to escape, which | did twice without success. Before | could, he figured, held be logt in the
migts of some past or future time. Might have done it, too, if his brain hadn't been loaded down with so
much academic baggage that it took him the 9x years | ‘'ve been in here to get the time-transference
vehide running. Which brings us to the purpose of your vist, Dr. Pope.”

"Make a guess.”

"I don't have to guess. | know. You managed to sed the vehides plans and notes from Klemper, but
you don't know what to do with them, not knowing a damned thing about physics. Y ou've come to mein
hopes I'll hep you— asindeed | sdl.”

"For your freedom.”

"And—" Skardon began, a crazy gleam coming into his eyes. Then it faded, and he forced a amile.
"Yes, that's it—for my freedom.”

"What do we do firg? I've got dl the notes intact. | suppose | could bring them in on vidts, afew a a
time"

Skardon laughed. "Don't be an imbecile, my boy. | have the plans and specifications right here” he
sad, tapping histemple. "The way you describe it, Klemper's device occupied the entire floor space of
the laboratory. Typicd Teutonic overkill. The whole thing can be in-galed in an ordinary pickup or van."

"How long will it take?"

"Three or four months, depending on how long it will take to get the components and ingruments from
the manufacturers and how wel you can follow my ingruc-tions. You say Klemper brought out some



gold. How much?'

"A little over 251 ounces. On today's market, a $840 an ounce, it would fetch something like
$211,000."

Skardon shook his head. "The man had no imagina-tion.”
"What do you mean?"

"He wanted money, and that trandated into gold in Klemper's commonplace mind. No wonder it took
him so long to work out the detalls™

"Redly?' Pope said. "What would you have done?'

"Any number of things If I'd wanted gold, for in-stance, | could have taken a sniper rifle and hdf a
dozen rounds of ammunition and knocked off Hannibd for Quintus Fabius Maximus when Hannibd was
marching on a cowering Rome. The Carthaginian invason would have immediaidy petered out without
its leader, and the grateful Romans would have made me a demigod, given me the choice of the vestd
virging and as much gold as | could haul away.

"That would be more dignified, and a lot more inter-esting, youll admit," Skardon said, "than
scratching around for nuggets in Sutter's Creek. Wel, Klemper's $211,000 should cover our costs,
providing you can lo-cate a compact generator that can handle the load. The firgt thing you do isto buy a
covered van with at least nineteen cubic feet of cargo space and inddl heavy-duty shocks. When you've
got it, come back and I'll give you a lig of manufacturers to contact for ther latest catdogs. They've
miniaturized a lot of the gear during the past Sx years, so except for the generator, there shouldn't be any
heavy lifting. Once you've got dl the components to-gether, dl youll need is a garage to work in
undisturbed and know how to use afew basic tools and a soldering iron for the assembly.”

"You make it sound pretty eementary.”
"All the greatest ideas are, my dear Watson."
Jugtin Pope nodded gravely. "I'll remember that."



4. BREAKOUT
22 JUNE 1999

| T TOOK LONGER THAN EITHER SKARDON OR JUSTIN POPE EXPECTED.

Pope proved so inept at things mechanicd that he had to take a crash course in shopwork at a loca
vocatiiond school, followed by private tutoring by a retired watch-maker, medy to follow the
indructions that John Skar-don so meticuloudy provided. Then, once Pope began to assemble the
components, Skardon redlized that Pope's level of mechanica aptitude was so low thet it would have
been insane to take his word that the work had been done right. So Skardon had to devise a teding
procedure to ensure each subassembly's integrity and conformity to specifications before dlowing Pope
to proceed to the next item on the lid. It was frudrating work for them both.

Furthermore, the warden's suspicions were aroused when Pope's vidts became ever more
frequent—as often as twice a week—and ever more lengthy as Skardon in-doctrinated him in the basics
of dectricity and magnetism. To dlay them, Skardon wrote what, by the time it was finished the
fdlowing summer, amounted to a sub-stantid autobiography. It was kept in the desk drawer of his cell,
eadly accessble to the warden's stoolies. Its detail and frankness about what had been a very colorful
life were meant to convince the warden that John K. Skardon was indeed the ided subject of a tragic
opera. Meanwhile, the plans and specs for the time-transference device, which Skardon had dubbed the

Fugit— short for Tempus Fugit—were written on tissue paper and con-cealed in the tongue of his
shoe for ddivery to Pope at his regular vists. What with those two jobs, plus eight hours a day sewing
mailbags, John K. Skardon had never worked so hard in hislife

Judin Pope worked at three jobs, too, but never men-tioned two of them to Skardon. Besides
goending his mornings and early afternoons in the garage puzzing out and executing Skardon's
indructions for assambling the Fugit, he went every afternoon to classes in spoken Ger-man at the
univergty, while the evenings he spent as a nurse's aide a a downtown hospita. On weekends he read
higory books and studied maps of nineteenth-century Vienna. At the univeraty's medicd library he
boned up on the latest advances in pharmacology, with particular atention to the trestment of typhoid
fever and syphilis When soring findly rolled around, he sent an order to a survivdigt supply house and
eventudly re-celved a shipment containing severa devices for crowd control.

To the letters from univergty departments of mudc that came to him offering interviews for junior
teaching postions in the autumn following his graduation, he re-plied that, though flattered, before he
made a decison he wished to spend the year exploring new approaches to compostion. He told the
exact truth.

At the end of May 1999, Judin Pope paid onefind vigt to Dr. John K. Skardon, who was beginning
to have doubts about Pope's intentions. If he had been in Pope's place, he would have tested the Fugit,
meade sure every-thing was in working order, then Ieft the machines in-ventor safely injail. After al, what
further need would Pope have for him? Moreover, if Pope had had dl his marbles, he would have
observed from Skardon's auto-biography—which he now with regret redized was un-necessarily
candid—tha Skardon was not the man to share his brainchild with anyone, even the man who had
commuted his life sentence to life. Skardon, in fact, had not yet made up his mind about whet to do with
Pope once he was liberated. The young man had been the ingrument by which Skardon would regain
his freedom, and he would owe him much. On the other hand, the secret of time-transference was unique
and amply too vduable to be shared. Skardon had no amhbition to rule the world—athough that
possihility was now within reach—and he certainly harbored no mdice toward the useful young
musician. Quite the contrary: Pope was a most amiable, attractive young man. But the demands of life
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and sdf-preservation had priority: he would have to remove Jugin Pope from the scene.

Those unpleasant but inevitable thoughts were passing through Skardon's mind as Justin Pope sat on
the bench opposite im in the prison's outdoor recregtion area, waiting for that week's quiz on the Fugit.

"I know you've had two complete run-throughs,” Skardon said, "and you must be getting Sck of al my
precautions, but we have to get thisright the firgt time. We mustn't have a stuation where you appear on
the grounds in the Fugit and then, for some reason, we are unable to get out again. All that would
accomplish would be to put you behind bars with me.”

Pope nodded. "Y ou want me to do another set of component checks."
s

"I'mwilling, but | redly don't think they're neces-sary.”

"You're not avery good judge of such things™

"That's true. But photographs, they say, don't lie"

"And what's that supposed to mean?"

Pope unbuttoned his shirt, lifted the shirttall, and removed an envelope stuck with adhesive tape to
the samdl of his back. He opened the envelope, took out a Polaroid print, and did it across the table to
Skardon.

Skardon picked it up and examined it without compre-hension. "All this proves is that you're as lousy
a pho-tographer as you are an dectronics technician.”

"Don't you recognize the Golden Gate?' Pope asked.
"That isn't the Golden Gate: there's no bridge.”

"Exactly." He handed Skardon a second print. It was smudged and indistinct, but plainly a waterfront
with many of the buildings afire. He amiled.

"I don't believe this™ a dumbfounded Skardon said. "You wouldn't dare try such a sunt on your own.
You faked this"

For an answer, Pope did a third photograph across the table. It was a picture of a barefoot
five-year-old boy, smoke-smudged, hawking newspapers. Behind him was an out-of-focus horse-drawn
tram and the blur of women in long dresses and men in derbies and shirtdeaves, mov-ing in haste. The
72-point headline of the newspaper in the boy's hand read "SAN FRANCISCO DESTROYED BY
EARTHQUAKE!"

"At 0400 yesterday morning,” Pope said, "I drove into the hills and set the did for 19 April 1906.
When the purple haze cleared, | locked the Fugit up and went into town on foot. | even helped out the
firemen for an hour or two dynamiting buildings And when | got back to the Fugit, | merdy hit the
"Return to Basdine Time' button, and suddenly it was 0401 of 21 June 1999." Pope alowed the
implication to sink in: the Fugit was working precisaly according to specifications. More important, Dr.
Judtin Pope was there only because he wanted to be.

"l see" Skardon studied his work-roughened hands. He looked up and amiled his tiger-shark smile.
Control had shifted to Jugtin Pope. "Any suggestions?' he said quigly.

"I'm ready to move when you are."

"How about tomorrow?'

"Tomorrow it is. What's the plan?’

"You see those oak trees beyond the fence bordering the basebal fidd?!
"l see them."



"They are just about two hundred feet apart. If you joined them with a line, bisected the ling, and then
pro-jected a perpendicular 420 feet in this direction, that is, northwest, you'd arive right about on
second base. As atrugty, | have ground privileges until nine o'clock in the evening. Be at second base at
exactly eight-fifty. Accord-ing to the forecad, it's going to rain from late afternoon on, and the vishility
will, as usud when it rains here, be poor. Nobody will see you, and they certainly aren't going to see me.
Got thet?'

"I think s0."
"Better repest it."
Pope repeated it, then added, "What time should | set the time-transfer did? And forward or back?"

"I've done a bit of research on that,” Skardon replied. "We don't dare set it forward. We don't know
wha con-ditions here will be in the future. For one thing, they might cut the trees down, and your
reference points would be gone. So here's what you've got to do: drive up the dirt perimeter road
tomorrow night at, say, about 8:30 p.m. Figure out your coordinates, line everything up, then set your
time-trandfer did to around the year 1875, when this area was dlill forested. When you're back in 1875,
drive the 420 feet to where second base is now. But be careful and don't lose your bearings, because
the whole placeislikdy to be filled with trees. At exactly twenty minutes after the time you've made the
time-transfer, youll set your did to 2050, 23 June 1999, and execute. I'll dimb behind the whed, and off
we go. Nobody will ever know what happened.”

Nobody ever did.

Pope followed Dr. Skardon's directions to the letter and arrived at the rendezvous on a dark, stormy
night. The door to the passenger seat was locked. In a flash of lightning, Skardon saw Pope gesture
toward the rear of the van. It was no time to argue. Skardon daoshed to the back of the van, dimbed in,
and dammed the door be-hind him. On hands and knees he scrambled forward. His way to the driver's
compartment, he observed with congternation, was blocked by a clear plagtic shidd. The broad amile
that had animated his face as he redized he was on his way to freedom a last faded as his fingers
searched invan for alatch to open the transparent par-tition. "Open up!" he ordered.

Pope, busy with setting the time-transference did, did not reply.

"Open up, goddammit!"
Pope paid no atention.

Skardon pulled from hiswaistband a hammer he had brought along for another more deadly purpose
and dedt a mighty blow to the plagtic barrier. The blow did not even scratch it. Skardon pounded it
again and again and was raisng the hammer to strike once more when time froze him in place. When he
awakened, it was 1875.

Paying as little attention as he could to the thudding on the shatterproof plagtic panel between him and
Skar-don, Pope put the van in gear, followed his tracks back through the forest, and pulled up to a stop
between the two towering oaks. He consulted a notebook, then drove severd miles through the woods,
guided by a compass and a tachometer, to a wooded knoll, and stopped. He switched off the engine
and reset the dids. He punched the "Run" button. Once again their minds and bodies subsided into
suspended animation. When consciousness returned, it was late afternoon of a sunny, cloudless day. He
turned to Skardon, who regarded him venomoudy. "I'm afraid this is where you get off, Dr. Skardon,"
he said through a speaker in the caling of the rear com-partment.

"You don't think I'm going to let you get away with this, you double-crossing bastard?' Skardon
shouted back.

"Don't waste your time, Professor. Where you're go-ing—well, your chances of caiching up to me are



jugt about nil."

"That's your idea of gratitude, isit?"

"Actudly, it isnt," said Pope, "but | studied your autobiography, you see, and learned just how ruthless
you redly are. You clamed that Klemper stole your idea for the Fugit—as | have no doubt he did. But
youve com-mitted a few deeds of violence and very questionable mordity yoursdf in your forty-four

years, as you related con brio in your life story. | decided it wouldn't be very bright of me to bank on
your brotherly love. Y our bring-ing that hammer dong seems to vindicate my judg-ment.”

"It's trug," Skardon said ungpologeticdly. "I was gaing to bash your brains in. Why not? What have
you done to earn the right to profit from my invention?'

"I got you out of prison, for one thing."
Skardon waved that aside. "I'd have found a way, eventudly. | was working on it."

"And now," Jusin Pope said, "youve got something ese to work on." He pointed to the town
shimmering in the afternoon sun a few miles avay. "You can begin at Las Chipas down there.”

Skardon followed his gaze. He could not tdl what yeer it was, but at least it was the twentieth century,
for he could discern in the distance the pylons of a high-tenson line. He laughed nadtily. "And what if |
decline your gracious invitation to leave the Fugit? With that shidd between us, you can't force me out.
Wherever you go, | go. And when we get there, we shdl see what we shdl see.”

Pope shook his head sadly and touched a button on the dashboard.

Skardon heard a fant hiss from above his head, as of a coiled rattler about to strike. Indinctively he
ghrank back, then got a whiff of the spurt of gas Pope had in-jected into the compartment. He knew it
wdl, having inhded it during the prison riots that periodicdly erupted over conditions a Las Chipas
prison. Two gulps of ar impregnated with that gas would have him vomiting for the next twenty-four
hours.

"Okay, okay," Skardon said, feding his dinner a-ready risng to the occasion.

"If youll open that stedl locker behind the seet,” Pope went on, removing his finger from the button,
"youll find a change of dothing which will be less conspicuous than the soggy pingtripes you have on.
Youll dso see ametd toolbox. Take that, too, and be careful you don't miday it."

"What'sinit?'

"For one thing, $100 in slver dollars of the late 1890s. Thetll do for waking-around money. There's
aso $10,000 in 1903 golden eagles. | went to a great ded of trouble to get them.”

"Ten thousand dallars ian't going to go very far," Skardon observed sourly.

"Farther than you think. A lot more important are the other contents of the box. Have a look." He
switched on the overhead light.

Skardon opened the box and ingpected its contents. "And wha year, pray tdl, is this?" Skardon
asked, his hopes rebounding.

"Today is 25 September 1928."

"You know something?' Skardon said, for the firg time with eyes that matched the amile of his lips,
"you're not quite such a miserable son of a bitch, after dl. Il remember that when | catch up with you. |
promise your suffering will be short.” He collected his dothing, checked the contents of the meta box,

and stepped out of the Fugit. A soft mild breeze off the distant desert caressed his cheek. He changed
his clothes and turned for one last look & Tempus Fugit.

But time had aready flown.



In the months past, amyriad of excditing prospects had opened up before Justin Pope, so many that he
had had to tak sternly to himsdf to avoid spreading his gift of time too thin.

He could have transported himsdf to the banks of the Rhine and learned the art of warfare from Julius
Caesar in his magterful campaigns againg the Germanic tribes— if he had known Latin. He could have
attended the Academy in Athens, listened to the orations of Socrates, Plato, and Demosthenes, attended
the dramatic productions of Euripides, Sophocles, Aristophanes, and Aeschylus—had he known Greek.
With a Xerox machine he could have saved the priceless works destroyed in the burning of the library at
Alexandria. With a tape recorder he could have traced the origins of the Basgue language or the sound
systems of the Sumerian and Cretan tongues. With an M-22 Mark 11 service rifle and severa thousand
rounds of ammunition he could have sngle-handedly repelled Genghis Khan's invason of Europe, or
turned back the hordes of Hulagu Khan descending upon Baghdad, or the Ottomans a the gates of
Vienng, or battled the Persians with the heroic three hundred a Thermopylae. He could have listened to
the teachings of Jesus, studied the path to enlightenment at the fet of Gautama Siddhartha, or
accompanied Muhammead on his hegira from Mecca. He could have been the intimate of Leonardo da
Vind and Michdangdo, the lover of Cleopatra or Poppea, Cath-erine the Great, or the Empress

Josephine.

Each of these prospects, and dozens more, had its own specid dlure, but Justin Pope was not redly
that inter-ested in lusty adventure, or scholarly research, or money, or the embraces of noted courtesans.
Ever ance he had fird been plunked down on a piano stool and heard the strange and wonderful sounds
that driking those black and white keys would produce, he had decided that one day he would be
acclamed the composer of the most magnificent music ever written. So far, his successes a the
univeraty had produced but the smdlest of ripples. Justin Pope now yearned to make waves. The means
was findly at hand—not on the eighty-eight keys of the piano, but on the flashing dids of Tempus Fugit.



5. FRANZ
10 OCTOBER 1828

FRANZ PETER SCHUBERT LAY ON HIS DEATHBED.

To this once effervescent, sweet-tempered, and im-mensdy taented man of thirty-one, now racked
by syphilis and typhoid fever, his friends were paying ther last respects. He could die a any moment,
the doctor said. And o they gathered in the amdl sdon of the humble home where he lay, recdling his
many kindnesses to fe-low mudcdans, his jokes, his gdlantries with the young ladies, and the abject
poverty that this unrecognized ge-nius had for his few years on earth borne without com-plaint.

Schubert was dying, but Vienna was dead—at least during these predawn hours of darkness. The
streets were empty, and the flickering gas lamps that cast their dim light here and there did little to relieve
the overpowering depth of night and gloom that had settled over the capitd ity of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire. The quiet conver-sation of his hdf dozen friends had long since faded away, and they were
dumped uncomfortably on the sdon's two straight-backed chairs and sngle long bench againg the
rough-plastered wall, waiting for thar friend's expiring breath. A sputtering candle on the trestle table
provided the room's only illumination.

Thefront door eased open afew inches, and a black-clad am placed ametd canister beside the door
jamb, then withdrew. A thin pink gas began to issue from the canister. A moment later, the people in the
room were jolted awake as their lungs began to cry out for air. They clutched at their throats and tried to
rise, but ther mus-cles falled to respond, and they were frozen in their sedts.

The front door was flung open wide, and there, sl-houetted againg the glowering murk of the deeping
cty, was a form that inhabited nightmares—a tal figure clad in along black cloak, with two enormous
shiny, glassy eyes, a black face without nose and lips, and, protruding from the forehead, two black
horns. Satan himsdf. He stood for a moment, framed in the doorway, then strode past the terrified
mourners into the bedroom. Screams of horror that rose in their throats were gifled by the pink migt that
spread upward from the floor in the devil's wake, and they could only watch in morta dread as the figure
returned, carrying Schubert's wasted body in his arms, looking neither to right nor left as he swept
through the open door, bearing the composer off to the fires of hell.

By and by the room cleared of the devil's vapor, and they could breathe again. The horror of the
gopaition they had just witnessed Ieft them dlent as they sruggled to comprehend what had just
occurred. Everyone knew, of course, that dead souls were carried down to purga-tory, but very few
had observed OId Nick in the act. People who damed to have done so were often accused of
consorting with the devil and paid for it with their lives at the stake. Such punishments did not occur in
these modern times, of course, but it was dill dangerous even to speak of the devil, much less see him.
What course to follow now merited the most serious discussion.

It was nearly midday, and much beer had been con-sumed, many sgns of the cross made, and God's
bless-ings invoked by the time the mourners decided on that most popular of possible courses of action:
dlence. They would do nothing. They would not inform the avil au-thorities. They would not natify the
parish priest. They would, to be sure, pray for the immorta soul of Franz Peter Schubert, pray for its
early rdease from purgatory, and pray that it would ascend to heaven, where it could make cdegtid
mugc to riva that which Schubert had composed on Earth. Should anybody ask, they would say thet the
unfortunate man had died at dusk the night before and that the putrefying body had been hedtily buried to
avoid contamingting the survivors. Nobody asked.



For Judin Pope, it had taken considerable organization. He had studied the street maps of Vienna of
the early ningteenth century and pinpointed Schubert's last residence, a hovd in the city's poorest
section. The ge-ography of today's Vienna, on the other hand, was of no immediate consequence,
dthough he provided himsdf with the latest Guide Bleu to hedp him get to his ultimate destination. He
stocked up on antibiotics, syringes, in-travenous kits, and other necessary medica paraphernalia He
removed the shatterproof glass partition between the driver's and rear compartments of the Fugit and
in-galed a mattress and bedding. He lad in a Sx-month supply of dehydrated, condensed, and canned
foods, dong with vitamin and minerd supplements.

At alocd musc shop he bought the latest eectronic keyboard, which could produce, at the flick of a
switch, the tones of the piano, harpsichord, or organ. A further refinement dlowed the musdan to build
up, layer by layer, the voices of every indrument of the orchestra so that, properly programmed, the
keyboard and its €lec-tronic memory could reproduce afully scored symphonic work.

His lagt purchase, from a costume shop, was the black cloak, horns, and tal of the devil. He
supplemented the costume with a standard war-surplus gas mask to neutrdize the fumes of the CX
Mark-11 crowd-control canister with which he would immohilize the mourners-to-be.

The van, now equipped with heavy-duty shocks and loaded to the gunwaes with equipment, he
shipped on the same aircraft that took him to Vienna He glibly ex-plained away the esoteric equipment
ingdled in the van by treating the customs inspectors to a story about a geo-logicad survey, focusng on
the magnetic properties of the Tyrolean mountans. In the city, he rented garage space for a fortnight in a
former stables that had been con-structed, he was careful to confirm, as far back as 1777.

Jugtin Pope then wound the Fugit's clock back to 8 October 1828, concedled his van beneath hdf a
ton of straw, and set out to explore the town. His strange doth-ing and, to the Viennese of the early
nineteenth century, great stature—although he was only sx feet two inches tall—aroused considerable
comment. But he good-naturedly explained to palite inquiries that this was the way people dressed on
Americas frontier, and his exe-crable German convinced them that indeed he mugt come from some
such wild and undvilized part of the Earth.

He scouted out Schubert's neighborhood and stayed in an inn that was on the same dreet as the
composer's home. The locd food seemed wholesome enough, but he took his medls out of cans done in
his room rather then risk picking up some exotic Viennese intestind bug that could lay him low just when
he most needed his strength. From the window he watched the comings and goings of Schubert's friends.
Then, early on the evening of the ninth day of October, he set his wristwatch darm for one o'clock the
fallowing morning, the day Schubert was said to have died, and went to bed.

Risng as Vienna dept, he trudged the mile and a hdf to the stable where he had conceded his van
and, with lights extinguished drove it through the empty streets to the dley behind the composer's house.
He donned hisfright costume, took the CX Mark-I1 canigter in hand, and played the very devil.

Back in the stable, he left the nineteenth century and glided smooathly into the last year of the twentieth
with his precious cargo, now writhing in ddirium on the sweat-soaked bed. After giving Schubert a shot
of sedartive to dill him, Pope inserted a heparin lock in a vein of his forearm and started an intravenous
drip. He edti-mated Schubert's weight a 135 pounds, and injected into the IV the 3 m of
beta-sltyphocide to bring the typhoid fever under quick control and 0.5 ml of atropocillan for his
syphilis

The sun was just coming up as Judin Pope rolled back the garage doors and drove across the
cobbled sreets toward the highway leading west to Sdzburg, Innsbruck, and Zurich, less than ax
hundred kilometers away. Stop-ping only for a sandwich at a drive-in a Kitzbihe when the sun was
high, he pressed on Seadily toward Liech-tengtein, which he reached a nightfdl. Then, ingtead of



continuing due west toward Zurich, at Vaduz he turned south, passed through Chur, and followed the
Rhine to Brig, in the shadow of the towering Jungfrau.

According to the 1998 edition of Jane's All the World's Civil Defense, only Sweden and Switzerland
had, prop-erly speaking, any effective defense againg the nudear war that would one day engulf the
world. Sweden had hollowed out whole mountains and supplied them with reservoirs with millions of
gdlons of fresh water, food, medicd supplies, living quarters, ar scrubbers, librar-ies, and, indeed,
dmog dl of lifés immediate require-ments. Switzerland had gone Sweden one better by providing
immense caverns hewn from its mountains with Smilar amenities for its population as wdl as others in
which were stockpiled war materiel induding fighter air-craft, tanks, and atillery, enough to repd any
war-minded survivors of a nuclear holocaust.

Jane's had pinpointed one such subterranean complex just deven kilometers north of Brig, and it was
there that Justin Pope headed his van with his still-unconscious passenger.

Why Switzerland? Smply because it was the one place in the world Pope believed might survive a
nuclear war. He needed Schubert's services but could not very wel keep him under lock and key. Even
if he cured him of hisalments and turned him loose, his gratitude would be short-lived, and Pope would
lose dl control over Schubert's desting—and his own.

On the other hand, Pope redized as wel as anyone that nuclear war was coming, thet it would be
infinitdly more catastrophic then the politicians dared let their peo-ple know, and that there would be few
aurvivors, and those not for long. A white nuclear winter would engulf the world, and those who escaped
the firs ondaught of missles would live only to die a more miserable death by starvation, for not a blade
of grass would grow on the ice sheet that would cover the world. Sometime soon, perhaps as early as
this or the next century, the rain of bombs would begin, and mankind would end. How long it would take
for the radiation to disspate to bearable levels was a moot question, but he had an answer.

Playing the part of a fear-crazed survivaig crank, he prevailed upon a physicig a UC to cdibrate the
readout on a Geiger counter so that even he could comprehend its meaning. When the needle on the did
wasin the red, the radiation it detected was lethd for any protracted ex-posure. When the needle was in
the white, it was safe. Pope himsdf, having through experience learned the ru-diments of eectronics,
then rigged the Geiger counter to the time-trandference did, so that whenever the needle rested in the red
the time-lgpse phase would automati-caly be extended until the needle drifted back into the white.

He then st the time-lgpse did for the year 2100 and pushed the "Ga" button. When the purplish migt
findly cleared, the did read 10 July 3386.

He climbed down from the driver's seat and looked about him. The mountain dope looked very much
the same as when he had lagt seen it on a trip to scout the area the previous spring, except that now
there were no housesin 9ght or the dightest Sgn of humankind or its works. The fidds were virgin with
tdl grass, and on the lower dopes of the Jungfrau grew gnarled bushes with pae green leaves of a type
he had never seen before. It was day, but the sun was masked behind clouds so dense that he was
uneble to tdl from what quarter of the sky itsdim rays came.

Pope walked to the scar in the Sde of the mountain where the huge bombproof reinforced concrete
doors had been when he had lagt beheld them, thirteen centuries before. They were 4ill there, weathered
and spdled, but they now stood gar. Weeds had grown through the con-crete threshold, but of the
birds of the meadow that he hoped had survived, there were none. All was as ill as the grave. He got
back into the van and drove up the leveled approach and past the doors into the cavern. He reached for
thetimedid . . .

According to the did, it was the year 3918. Pope drove through the entire tunne complex—some four
and a hdf miles—ingpecting every darkened corner under the beam of his spaotlight.



All seemed in order, if terribly depressing. Of evi-dence of a human presence there was none. The
arcraft and tanks that had been hangared in chambers closest to the huge concrete bunker doors were
now but heaps of rusing metd. What water there had been in the immense reservoirs had been
exhaugted, but a lesk in one of the rooms produced clear spring water. In an adjoining chamber Pope
st up housekeeping.

He removed the unconscious Franz and his bed from the van and deposited him on the floor. He
replaced the IV bags, took Schubert's temperature, and noted with satisfaction that it was coming down
to normd levels, thanks to the antibiotics. His boxes of canned, con-densed, and dehydrated food and
the rest of the provi-sions he had brought he stacked on the room's empty sted shelves. These supplies
condtituted the bare neces-sities of life, but he had resolved to make Schubert's existence, now that he
had been brought back from the dead, consderably more than minimd.

Leaving the composer for afew minutes, Jusin Pope drove severd hundred meters beyond the gates
of the cavern and went back in time to the year 1999. Then he made the firg of wha was to be a whole
series of trips through time and space between the cavern and Brig, between the years ad. 3918 and
ad. 1999. He brought a commodious bed, a comfortable chair and table, kitchen utensls, cutlery and
china, a gasoline generator and enough fud to power it for severd months, daothing, car-pets, a large
sdection of books in German, three dozen digidisks, a player and videomonitor tile, a complete lighting
system, and a large supply of musc manuscript and fdt pens. When he finished supplying the cavern
room with the amenities, which required severa days, only ten minutes had eapsed from the time when
he had fird left.

For the next two weeks Justin Pope nursed Schubert back to life and hedlth. His recovery, once the
diseases that afflicted him had been struck down with antibiotics, was remarkably swift. In the nineteenth
century, only those poor people with excdlent conditutions survived to be weaned, and had it not been
for drinking contam-inated water and consorting with unwholesome women, Schubert might have died a
vay old man.

That he was dive a dl, and in such strange surround-ings, and in the company of a pleasant young
men who spoke hdting and execrable German were matters of un-ceasing wonder to him. When asked
for an explanation of what was happening to him—was hein hell, where he had resigned himsdlf to going
during his last moments of consciousness, or was he in heaven? If the former, where was the blazing
furnace he was consgned to stoke throughout dl eternity? If heaven, where was the Al-mighty, and the
streets paved with gold, and the gates made of pearls? Pope temporized and assured the young man that
dl would become clear once he had regained his hedlth.

Approximately two weeks after they had come to the cavern, Schubert was well enough to take short
walks. Together the two men went beyond the gates and out upon the green vdley. The only sound was
the tirring of the wind and the flutter of wings as bees made thar rounds, fetilizing the wildflowers that
grew in profusion on dl sides.

"But where is everybody?' Schubert asked for the thousandth time. "Where am |, and who are you?

It wastimeto tdl the truth. Pope told it—or at least as much of it as he thought the nineteenth-century
mind of Franz Peter Schubert could assmilate—plus, of course, afew bad lies.

Schubert ligened in a daze. Findly he said, "Do you mean to tdl me that we are the only two human
beings dive in the whole world?'

"So far as | know. There might have been pockets of humanity which survived, perhaps in South
America But yes, | think we are.”

"And the world was destroyed by a great exploson?'
"Many grest explosons.”
"But how could man be s0 stupid? In my time, we had wars—yes. Yet in those days war was a



redively blood-less affar, of amies posuring and maneuvering, and of actud fighting frequently only
because of accident or bad judgment. The soldiers took their chances voluntarily and were paid for ther
risks by being dlowed to loat, if vic-torious. Civilians were usudly spared, if you discount a little
good-natured rgping and pillage”

"Wdl," Pope replied landy, "tha's life"
"That's death," Schubert corrected him, "and | want to know why | was spared—and you."

"Pure sfishness, | must admit. You see, | had— have—this tremendous urge to be a great composer,
though | fear not the genius it takes to become one. Then, by a fortuitous accident, | came into
possession of this time machine” He did not go into detalls of the "for-tuitous accident” that had made
him its sole possessor. "I saw the opportunity to observe and study under one of the grestest composers
who has ever lived."

"Me?" Schubert scoffed. He put his head back and roared with laughter. "Youve made a hig
mistake, my friend, dthough,” he added quickly, "I thank you for your bad judgment with dl my soul.
Not that | don't share your excdlent opinion, mind you. But while | have reason to think wdl of my
compositions, what can you know of them? Most of what | wrote perished before theink was dry.”

"Perhaps, but not dl. Enough survived to convince the world that you were a man who would die
before his genius could fully flower."

"And how would you know that? | was known in my native Vienna, to be sure, but so little esteemed
that | went to bed hungry nearly every day of my life for want of pupils to indruct, or artisgs to perform
my works, or audiences to ligen.”

"True, but more of your works survived than you re-dize, and they are among the most loved in the
muscd literature.”

Schubert was skeptical. He shook his head and fdt the unfamiliar weight of the long-billed baseball
cap. He looked down at the coarse blue jeans and rough wool shirt and wondered how a culture that
was supposed to have advanced so far could produce not only wars in which naions daughtered each
other wholesdle but dothing that was little improvement upon the caveman's uncured skins. What could
such aworld know of his musc—or care?

"Come on back to the cavern,” Judin Pope said, "and I'll show you something.”

Back in the room, which on the ingde now resembled the self-contained dwdling of a trapper in the
far north, with every necessty of life near to hand, Justin Pope took the eectronic syntheszer from its
case and placed it on the table. At the Sght of the keyboard Schubert, like a smdl child with a new toy,
ran hisfingersin an arpeggio up and down the keys. But no sound issued forth. He looked in puzzZlement
a Pope.

Pope plugged the instrument into the outlet powered by the generator in the adjacent room, sat down
before it, and flipped the switch. He then launched into Schu-bert's Sonatain A. He was hdfway through
the firs movement before Schubert emerged from his trance.

"Black meagic,” he murmured.

"Nothing of the sort,” Pope said. "When | havetime, I'l tdl you how thisdl works." Remembering that
he himsdlf did not know how it worked, he hadtily corrected himsdf. "I'll bring you some books thet tdl
you how it works." He played one of the écossaises, followed by the Allegretto in C, then a piano
arrangement of the Trout Quintet and enough of the Wanderer Fantasie to prove that he was wedl
acquainted with the work, then went on to passages from Schubert's symphonies, operas, song cycles,
and even along portion of the Easter Cantata. "You see, Franz, you're regarded as one of the greatest
composers of dl time. Had you not been cut off by sick-ness, | have no doubt that you would have put
Beethoven, Dvorék, Brahms, Rachmaninoff, and the rest very much in the shade."



"Beethoven | know," Schubert responded. "But who are those others?”

"Later. Would you like to try the keyboard?' He un-obtrusvely touched the switch that would record
dl that was played both as sound and as a sequence of notes on digidisk.

For an answer, Schubert took his place before the in-strument. His eyes dreamy and focused
somewhere be-yond infinity, he began to play.

It was the Smplest of themes, the Smplest of rhythms, but it grew from a dender root to a full-blown
sequoia of sound, a massive edifice from which branched out var-iations that explored every tempo and
texture of which the keyboard was capable. Enraptured by the music he was improvisng, Schubert was
loath to bring it to a close. But like dl worthwhile compositions, it, too, had to end. He was driving
toward the coda, after no fewer than fifteen didinct and surpassingly lovey variations, when Pope,
anticpating his intentions, reached over his shoul-der and pushed the button that converted the sound to
that of a harpsichord. The sudden shift in tona quality set Schubert off at a tangent, il improvisng upon
the same theme but with a trestment reminiscent of the sev-enteenth century. Once again he approached
the finde, and again Pope touched a button, and the rich burnished grains of a pipe organ filled the
chamber. Schubert could hardly contain his excitement but played on and on, switching from one
ingtrument to the other, until a long last the stream of invention ran dry. He leaned back in his chair, tears
wdling up in his eyes.

Pope said nothing.

Findly the trembling of Schubert's hands ceased, and he looked up a Pope. "It wasn't bad, you
know. What a pity that Il not be able to remember hdf of it."

Justin Pope pressed a button on the digidisk recorder and set the gain control on maximum. The sound
nearly blew them both out of the room. Franz Peter Schubert, not an ardent churchgoer, wordlessy
thanked God for the gift of preserving the musc tha had poured out of im with such passon. He did
not know why his musc had been chosen for God's particular mercies and did not much care: he was
dive, and the musc could continue to flow.

That night, after introducing Schubert to frozen pizza, Judin Pope told him many wonderful things. It
was late, and Schubert was exhausted, when he put Gone with the Wind, dubbed in German, on the
VCR. But Schubert, after overcoming hisinitid wonder at the mechanism, drifted off to deep, muttering
that it was dl very inter-esting but the synthesizer would leave him very little time to enjoy it.

For the next 9x weeks, Schubert wrote ceaselessly, and when he fdl into exhausted dumber, Jugtin
Pope got busy with his camera, making copies of the scores of quartets, trios, songs, and the meodic
linesfor an entire opera. Meanwhile, he saw to it that Schubert wanted for nothing, that he ate the best
food the caterers of Brig could provide, that he took moderate exercise, and that he did not learn enough
about the time and place from which Pope had come to want to seeiit firshand. For the moment, free to
compose what and when he wished, he was as close to heaven as he had ever dared hope.

One day Pope said to him, "Franz, tdl me about your Eighth Symphony, the onein B."

"If you know it, whét is there to tdll?"

"Wil, for one thing, why was it never finished?"

"What do you mean, 'never finished? Of course | finished it."

"That's odd. Only the first two movements ever came down to us. They cdl it the Unfinished.”

"What nonsense. The lagt two movements must have been logt. People were dways borrowing my
mudc, d-wayslosng it

"Could you recongtruct the last two movements?'
"Certainly. But why bother? That's water under the dam. Going back to that period of my life would



be like a mathematician reciting his multiplication tables.”
"I'd redlly like to hear what they sounded like" Pope said wigfully.

It took some persuasion, but Schubert eventudly yielded, for after dl, he owed his life to Pope. He
pent Sx days writing the complete score of the last two move-ments as eeslly as if he were copying it
from an open book, which his memory, in a sense, was to him.

Tha afternoon, Pope went to Brig of 1999 and brought back a cage of canaries, two German
shepherd puppies, and a pair of caico kittens. They were not much of a subgtitute for human company,
but they would do until he thought of something better.

That night, as Schubert dept, Judin Pope climbed in the Fugit and was gone.



6. FAME
10 OCTOBER 1999

JusTIN Pores recitd on the night of Tuesday, 10 October 1999, in Symphony Hdl in San Francisco
was such a spectacular success thet it would have been the culmination of a meteoric career for most
muscians, but he managed to top it with the press conference he held immediatdy afterward.

In his dressing room, he had just managed to shuck his dawhammer jacket and undo his tie when the
door burst open and the room filled with critics, reporters, and the enthraled power brokers of San
Francisco's musca community, dl trying to get the firg word in. When he findly managed to dill the
uproar, he sat with his back to the mirror with the nonchdance of a veteran performer and genidly
volunteered to answer any questions he might be asked, provided they came solo rather than in chorus.

The Chronicle's musc critic thrust himsdf forward and asked Pope how he had come to write the
centerpiece of hisrecitd, the Brig Variations, and what the name stood for.

"The name?' Pope replied. "Actudly, | was ingpired by a square-rigged two-master | saw salinginthe
bay some years back. It was batling a tempestuous gae and had to tack furioudy for what seemed an
elernity before it managed to get the storm on its quarter, which brought the battered, weary vess
sady into port. My variaions were like that ship, carried forward on a medley of con-trasting airs,
which drove it to every point of the compass before a willing wild west wind brought it ssfely home at
last."

His audience sighed with ecstasy. The man's words, even like his music, were pure poetry.

"But the form of the Variations™ said the stringer from Newsweek, which had not judged the recitd
worth the time of its regular critic, "was so—so—"

"Traditiond?" Pope supplied.

"Yes traditiond,” the gtringer sniffed, as if he had detected an overripe fish. "Suggedtive of the early
nine-teenth century, so unlike the Malibu Symphony, which | had the opportunity to hear a year ago
when it was per-formed by the universty symphony orchestra. It's dmog as if the two pieces of musc
had not only been written by different persons, but a different periods. Of course” he added nedtily, "I
don't mean to suggest . . " Helet hisvoice tral off.

Judtin Pope paused. For along while it seemed to the expectant throng that he was undecided whether
to throw a punch at his critic or confess that he had indeed un-covered a forgotten work by some master
of the last cen-tury. Then he said solemnly, "It is premature to confide my ambition, but you force me to
do so, at therisk of the opprobrium of the musicd world, which may well laugh a my hubris.

"You see, after | had written the Malibu Symphony and seen it through rehearsa and its firds—and
last— performance, | redized that it was much too avant-garde for today's mudcd tastes. | spent the
next twelve months in quiet introgpection, writing little, wondering how to make the musica world
understand what | was trying to do. And then, suddenly, it came to me | would have to go back a
hundred and fifty years or so, to the days of Schu-bert and Beethoven, who wrote music which, though
fre-quently ahead of itstime, is today understood and loved by everyone. | would, therefore, write in the
dyle, and with the muscd materids and ingruments, of that day.

"The Brig Vaiations as wel as the other works—the sonatas and occasona pieces | played
tonight—were written in that spirit. If you found them derivative, | am not surprised. They are derivaive.
| wrote them in a musicd language that would require no long program notes, no learned interpretation,



no panful indoctrina-tion of a hogtile public. Music, in short, of a syle familiar to dl. Musc—pure
music—was what | sought to write, and | am vain enough to think that | succeeded.”

"That you have, Dr. Pope," came avoice from the rear. "And brilliantly! It was a tour de force, and |
for one fed that | have witnessed the mugical birth of a com-poser of the firs magnitude, who will set a
standard by which al composers of the twenty-first century will be judged.”

Pope recognized the speaker as the staunchest tradi-tiondist of them dl, the charman of the San
Francisco Opera, a man who considered Puccini somewhat radicd, a man who dictated mudcd taste
west of the Mississppi. Once he had spoken, dl the rest would fdl into line

"A quaint concalt,” the Newsweek man persisted, hoping to goad Pope to anger and perhaps get a
redly inflammatory quote out of him, "but are you going to reside permanently in the early nineteenth
century, the safe and sane ningteenth century, or do you plan to take chances on new, unexplored
forms?'

Pope was thoughtful. "A good question. Let me an-swer it this way: let's say you hand a Kurd from
the Anatolian highlands a compact disc recording. He would be unimpressed. A shiny, mirrorlike,
perfectly round object, but good for nothing unless one sharp-ened its edge, whereupon it could be
skimmed through the air at the inviting throat of a Turk. But if you dem-onstrated to him how the human
larynx vibrated, and how those vibrations could be made to excite a microphone's digphragm, and how
the digphragm's motion could be trandated into a weak eectric current, and the current amplified by
transistors powering a laser, whose beam burned microscopic indentations into the record, which could
be converted back to sound by re-versng the process, he would have a better idea of the marve he hdd
in his palm, especidly if you played it, and the voice he heard was that of a mulleh rediting the Holy
Koran."

"I fall to appreciate the pertinence of the example" the Newsweek man said.

"Then | shdl put it in concrete terms. | hope to re-capitulate the entire history of musc of the past two
cen-turies in my own individud style. You have heard the benchmark, so to speak, from which | will
work. | shdl proceed from that foundaion forward through the nine-teenth and twentieth centuries,
drawing those who ligen to my music ever forward, until the time comes when they will apprehend that
the Malibu Symphony and works like it | shdl then write are nothing but a logica, seam-less extension
of what has gone before.”

The audacity of Pope's ambitions silenced the crowd in his dressng room. Here was a man who, not
content to write for one period, would undertake to encompass the musicd heritage of two centuries,
then use it as a springboard to explore ideas that at that moment only he could comprehend but that he
intended to make the new language of musica thought.

His idea was 0 revolutionary, and his confidence so steadfast, and his magnificent compositions so
bresthtak-ing, that he received unprecedented coverage in the na-tion's media, induding dl of an inch
and a hdf on page 4 of The New York Times and a thirty-second segment on ABC tdevidon as a
rur-in for an advertisement for All-Bran.

The fallowing morning, luxuriaing in bed in the three-room furnished gpartment he had rented on the
grength of his anticipated successes, he was awakened by the doorbell. A reporter, no doubt, dthough
on the evening before he had said dl he wished to say to the press for some time. They could come ligen
to hismusic and write what they damned pleased. He put a pillow over his head and tried to go back to
deep. To no aval: the bell kept up its inggtent din—in an annoyingly fla B naturd, at that. He struggled
out of bed, knotted a bath towd around his bare waist, and put the coffegpot on the fire on his way to
open the front door.

There stood a young woman who seemed vagudy fa-miliar, dthough he was sure he had never met



her. Had he ever met her, he would have been familiar even if she had not. She was of medium height
and medium weight and had naturd blond hair of medium length. Those were the only medium things
about her. She was, she said, Angdica Hunter.

He was, he said, ddlighted. He opened the door and bade her enter.

He padded to the kitchen, with Miss Hunter following in his wake, and got out two cups. Without

asking, he spooned out two hegping spoonfuls of powdered coffee into each cup, added bailing water,
and shoved one across the kitchen table to his guest.

"Angdica Hunter," he mused. "I don't think we've met. I'd remember.”

"That's what I'm here for—to help you remember. Now that you're famous, youll need somebody to
help you remember things—appointments to break, autograph hunters to dodge, checking accounts to
balance, appedls for money to ignore, publishers to scorn, Suff like that.”

"You want to work for me?'
"That's what I'm here for."

"But | don't have any money to pay you."
"Don't worry. You're going to have plenty, and youll have me by your side to help you keep it."

"Judt for the sake of argument,” he said, surveying her legs, about which there could be no argument,
"what kind of qudifications do you have?'

"Wdl, | have a magter's in information science, and as an undergraduate | mgjored in far eastern

dudies, with a minor in Japanese. | know the tea ceremony, and I've been told | look good in a
kimono."

"And better out of it, no doubt, but a far eastern tour is pretty low on my lig of priorities. As for
information, | get dl | want in the Chronicle."

"W, how about this | run a mean Xerox machine

Pope frowned his puzzlement.

"You don't get it yet, do you, you big lunkhead? I'm here to protect you from yoursdf.”
Pope picked up his coffee. "What the hdl are you talking about?"

"About alot of things but let's just start with Ler-montov.”

"Huh?' Pope grunted, sailling hot coffee on his bare leg.

"Then we can go on to Mariocuti and Harnishneggar and, for a grand finde, make a bow in the

direction of Luigi Baptidtini."

"Oh." Judin Pope's voice was faint. "You're the one.”

" am, indeed, the one"

They looked at each other.

"Why did you do it?" Pope sad, findly.

"Send you the words of warning?'

"Yes"

"Would you bdlievein love at firg Sght?’

"No."
"Then how about a grictly mercenary maotive?"

"Maybe. But you appear to have too many brains in that beautiful head ever to think me capable of



earning enough to interest a woman interested in money. After dl, when you sent me the notes, | was
nothing but a poor graduate student, working as a janitor."

"True" she admitted, "but you had posshbilities”

She had detected those possibilities while doing a term paper on plagiarism in graduate studies. With
ac-cess to the univearsty library's checkout records, she had compared a random dozen doctora
candidates dissertations in progress with the sources cited in thar bibliogrgphies and footnotes. That had
provided a basdine of authenticity. She discarded such materid, then examined what she had |eft,
comparing texts with the references checked out by the students. She found that a preponderance of
what seemed to have been orig-ind conclusons had been copied verbatim and whole-sale from those
references, without citation—»brazen plagiarism. And only rarely, her own term paper re-ported, was the
culprit ever caught.

"You were one of my two mudcd plagiarigts,” she went on, "meking prints on the photocopy machine.
Never awhole score, like the other fdlow. That was interesting. Everyone else in my dirty dozen copied
whole passages, but you were content to use a Solen muscd idea merdy as a launching pad. This
piqued my curiosity. | was pretty confident that, in trying to pound seventeenth- and
eghteenth-century themes into a modern-music marix you'd fdl on your face and be exposed, and |
wanted to see the fun. So | became an auditor a your weekly critique sessons.”

Pope snapped hisfingers. "That's where | saw you."

"It was. | ligened to your work in progress, waiting for the professor to denounce you as a thief. I'm
not much of amusdan— studied the cdlo for only deven years—buit it seemed obvious to me that held
catch on. But, to my everlasing astonishment, he swalowed it dl. Pretty good performance, Mr.
Pope—or wasit just plain dumb luck to copy the Lermontov theme for your Malibu Symphony and get
away with it?"

"l dill don't get it," a bewildered Pope said. "You could have blown the whisle on me. Why did you
send me the note—the notes—instead?"

The young woman crossed one shapdly leg carefully over the other, smoothed the skirt down, and
gazed & him with guildess eyes. He had not believed the stark truth the firgt time, so she risked nothing
in repeating it. "Would you believe it was because | fdl in love with your warm, brown puppylike eyes
the fird moment | saw you and wanted to warn you againgt jeopardizing your musicd career should the
truth come out?'

"Of course | don't bdieve it," Pope sad firmly. Love a fird sght was something that happened in
storybooks. And even in storybooks luscious young women who fdl in love at firg 9ght certainly did not
proclam it openly to the targets of ther affections. Nor had Angdica Hunter, adthough had not Pope
been so wrapped up in hismusic, he would have noticed the girl in his compo-sition class who cast shy,
longing glances a him and once even had the temerity to ask him about a cdlo pas-sage, a question he
hed brushed off as unworthy of his notice.

WEell, he was naticing her now. "How about this, then: | saw you getting away with murder. You were
decalving your professors and your felow students, without half trying, into beieving you were some sort
of musicd ge-nius. Anybody who could deceive the musicaly sophis-ticated with such ease would have
no trouble a dl in bamboozling the public. That ability, with your good looks and ar of little-boy
helplessness, could fill concert hdls. With my little billets-doux, | put you on notice that you were going
to have to share your ill-gotten gains with somebody else, should your promise bear fruit. Well, my dear
Jugtin Pope, last night it bore whole orchards full, and I'm here to squeeze mysdf a little juice” Now he
would think he divined her purpose: money was a motive even somebody as immune to her charm as
Jugtin Pope could not fall to understand.

Pope pondered. That Angdica Hunter had his number was beyond question. She could demonstrate
the prove-nance of the Malibu Symphony's lyricdl passages with a few choice words dropped to the



Newsweek gringer, for ingtance, who would be only too glad to crucify him for plagiarism and thus win
his spurs as a full-ime gaff me-dia assassin. Would it matter? Or would the shadow his proven
plagiariam cast be digpeled by the brilliance of the works he had played the night before and the dozens
of major pieces yet to come? It could go ether way, but it would be dangerous in the extreme to dlow
sugpicion to fdl upon himsdf a this juncture in his career. Ever after, each compodtion he presented
would be ripped apart, dissected, analyzed, and put through the musicol-ogist's meat grinder until the
uncanny smilaity in syle between it and the later syle of Schubert became appar-ent. And from then on
his jed ous contemporaries would watch his every move, perhaps even discover some re-lation between
his trips abroad in the van with wings painted on the sdes and his premier performance of new
measterpieces shortly thereafter. He did not dare chance it.

"I mugt confess," Pope sghed, "that it wouldn't suit me to have you warbling sweet nothings to the
press. Also, as you point out, | will need assstance in arrang-ing my programs, my travel, my press
conferences, my publications and ny—"

"My, my," Angdicasad. "Giving up so eeslly?"

"Jug exploring the concept. What sdary would you expect?”

"No sdary—just hdf of the net."

Pope fdt an icy draft on his neck. "You must be out of your mind!"

Angdica amiled sergphicdly. "Have it your way. But man is a creature of habit, and I'll bet anything
you want to lose that you haven't broken yours—of seding com-positions from red composers. Give
me a reason to do so and a couple of months, and I'll find out who redlly wrote those Brig Variaions.”

"When do you wish to start?' Pope sad coldly.
"How about today?"
"Veay wdl."

Angdica Hunter drained the rest of her coffee and stood up. Without a word she went to the door and
let hersdlf out. He heard her footsteps on the stairs. He poured another cup of coffee and wondered
what he was letting himsdlf in for. He had not taken two sps when the doorbell rang. He answered it.

It was Angelica, carrying two suitcases. "What the hdl's this?' Pope demanded. "My bdongings. I'm
moving in. | believeinliving close to my work."



7. FORTUNE
17 NOVEMBER 1999

THE MANAGING EDITORS DESK Was a vVast tropicd rain forest of memoranda, gdley proofs, reference
books, computer readouts, paper dips, dried-out fdt pens, let-ters from an irae readership, and the
remains of yester-day's pastrami sandwich, yet somehow he managed to dig out the publisher's summons
on the very fird try.

"Here we are," he said triumphantly to Philipa Dedeny, who collapsed into the chair opposite his desk
and lit athin black cigar.

She did not redly like the taste of the thing and ap-proached the semiannud chest x-ray with
trepidation, but it fit the image she tried to project of hersdf as the hard-boiled reporter. The image
helped cool off the office Lotharios whose hot bregth was dways on her neck, im-proved her bargaining
position when the time came to negotiate next year's sdary, and formed a shidd againg a cynica world
that would have laughed at the romantic, sentimentd, sendtive sairit that lay just below the sur-face.

It was quite some surface. If only two adjectives were dlowed, long and luscious would have sufficed.
She had long dim legs, long black hair, long red fingernails, a long patrician nose, and the habit of long
dlences that made her respondents so uncomfortable that, they later redized to thar dismay, they filled
them with reveding detalls they would never willingly have revealed to one of the best reporters in the
business. Asto the rest of her, her full red lips and wide dark eyes and sculptured breasts could only be
described, as they frequently were, as luscious.

Philipa Dedeny was the senior correspondent in the politics section of Time magazine, but she hated
the job, the more so because she was so good at it that she was never considered for another. Her
greatest strength, be-yond writing clear, concise, literate English—an attain-ment abandoned by most of
her felow reporters as an impossible goad—was an unerring ability to expose frauds. This led naurdly to
naiond politics, where she had stormed Capitol Hill with the vigor and success with which Colone
Teddy Roosevelt had stormed San Juan Hill—and left even more casudtiesin her wake.

Sill, she loathed her work: it was without chalenge because it was too easy. The corruption of
congressmen was S0 blatant, so pervasive, so congtant, so naked that the edge of the muckraker's knife
hed long since become dull. The grim satisfaction of watching them bleed when she skewered them with
the pointed record of ther pec-ulaions had paled, and her work now only made her weary and
heavy-hearted.

She yearned for adifferent world, a world of gentle-ness and beauty and love, a world she inhabited
in her dreams. There, she painted masterpieces in the morning, set them to music in the afternoon, and
meade love by the light of the moon. No man had yet come close to her uncompromising standards, nor
hed her artigtic accom-plishments, athough she had immersed hersdf in paint-ing and musc snce she
had been old enough to carry a pantbrush and a tune. Despite her devouring passion for the arts,
however, by the time she had graduated from Smith she redized she did not possess enough tdent at
ather cdling to make aliving at it. She drifted from one job to another until she landed on a newspaper,
where her tdent for exposng fraud got her an offer from Time and a place among its gdaxy of gars.
After three years, though, the luster had dimmed, and it showed in the drawn lines around her mouth, the
aull eyes, the droop of her shoulders.

She took the paper the managing editor, Murray Stein, thrust across the desk at her, read it, and
handed it back.

"WdlI?' Stein asked. "What do you think?"



"About what?'

"About the idea of making Jugtin Pope our man of the year."

"Because | respect your viewpoint.”

"I'm a palitical reporter, not amusc critic.”

"I know. But our musc criticisa cretin. He can't play the piano hdf as wel as you can, and—"

"That'swhy he's a critic.”

Stein leaned forward in his chair, his hands outspread. "It's a smple question: what do you think about
Jugtin Pope for our man of the year?'

"Why do you ask me?'

"Frankly, because you know something about music. Also, you have a fine nose for fraud, and I've
been get-ting some vibrations from our San Francisco office to the effect that this guy's too good to be
true. | can't afford to be out on alimb on thisone.”

"Oh, now | see
"Wdl?'
"Pick somebody €lse—anybody dse”

"I would, if the publisher hadn't gone bonkers for the guy. She thinks he's the greatest genius to come
down the pike in five hundred years. She compares him to Ber-lioz and da Vind, and in unguarded
moments even to John Lennon.”

"I see your problem.”
"W, what do you think? | gather you think he doesn't belong on our cover,” Stein said.
"Hebdongsisjal."

"How do you figure that, Phil? Everybody in the shop says he's the most magnificent composer
snce—snce— wdl, Rachmaninoff, certainly. And he's only a very young man. Give him a few years,
and hell certainly rank with the B-boys. That's what they're saying, any-way," he said lamdly.

"The only B's that fit him are bandit, bullshitter, and bastard. He's a thief,” Philipa Dedeny replied. "As
for rank, that perfectly describes the odor given off by his pretensons to greatness. He's a goddamned
fraud,” she added in case Murray had not caught her drift. "Mind you, dl this is my persona opinion. It's
just afeding I've got about the guy. Probably dl wrong.”

"But what about his Brig Variations?'
"Yes, I've been ligening to the Brig Variaions. They're magnificent. But they're not his™
"How do you know?'

"I know they're not because I've heard his Malibu Symphony. The two pieces weren't—couldn't have
been— written by the same person.” She crushed her cigar vi-cioudy, wishing it were Jugtin Pope.

Stein sudied his pudgy hands. He looked up and sighed. "Frankly, that's what | hoped you were going
to say. Newsweek, after alittle diplomatic backing and fill-ing, has anointed him the New Messiah of
Modern Mu-sc, and if you can actudly prove he's a phony, we can sick it to ‘'em—and good. What do

you sgy?"
The banked firesin her eyes suddenly blazed forth. "When do | sart?'

"Right now. This is a 'mugt-run’ assgnment, and you're going to have to run like hdl to meet the
deadline. He's going to be our cover boy ether way it goes. If the guy is on the levd, we canonize the



son of a bitch. If not, we document the hdl out of his scam and we sted 100,000 circulaion from the
grisdown at 444 Madison Avenue. You can take Carney, Gibbons, Fleet and Ro-senberg, and anyone
else you need, but get the ory."

"I'm on my way," Phil Dedeny said, riSng.

"Onething: gtick with the facts. | can live with facts. Speaking of which, the guy seems to have parted
with very few since his concert last month in San Francisco. | want a prdiminary report in forty-eight
hours.”

"Can do."

So far, there was not a lot to tel. Jusin Pope had hdd two other concerts in quick successon to
debut magjor new compostions, both of them quite as brilliant and melodic as the Brig Variations. They
had been given in Chicago and New Y ork, where he had played to SRO audiences at vadly inflated
ticket prices. Attempts by the press to interview him were thwarted by his new press secretary, busness
manager, and al-around live-in fac-totum, one Angdica Hunter, who kept hm so completely under
wrgps that no one had even been able to locate his loca hotd once she whisked hm away from the
concert hdl into a waiting taxi.

The facts Phil Dedeny had been able to scrape up from Time's library on the life and times of Judtin
Pope were meager and mundane. He was the son of a widowed prac-tica nurse who had spent every
penny she could afford on music lessons for her son, whose tdents, though con-siderable, did not
approach his ambition. He had won an undergraduate degree with digtinction but had not shown enough
promise to win one of the three full scholarships available for graduate students and had been obliged to
work as a janitor in a physcs laboratory to meet ex-penses. Then, in hisfind year, his work began to
meatch his expectation. The Malibu Symphony was a large, pow-erful, but very uneven piece of musc
whose meodic passages enchanted dl who heard them but whose other sections seemed strangdy out
of tune. That two such dis-parate eements could be present in the music written by one man Philipa
Dedeny refused to believe. He had obvioudy stolen the lyric ements, dthough it might take a long time
and an enormous effort searching the literature to find out whence they had been filched.

So far, Justin Pope's celebrity had been mostly con-fined to the cognoscenti. They had flocked to his
concerts, been enchanted by his rugged good looks and pleasant demeanor no less than by his mugc,
and vied in outdoing each other in ther praises. His name had not yet percolated to the mass of
Americans, but the musc publishers, envisoning the miraculous appearance of an-other Beethoven in
their midst, had sumbled over one another in thelr quest to 9gn him to exclusive recording contracts.
Angdica Hunter had made some shrewd choices among them, driving hard bargains and ingsing on
gx-figure advances for permisson to make the fird recordings. She had even managed, on the strength
of the ingant popularity of his later mudc, to squeeze Co-lumbia Records for $150,000 for a firgt
pressing of the cacophonic Malibu Symphony. Phil Dedeny computed his minimum advances agangt
anticipated roydties o far a more than $2 million. Not bad for a recently minted Ph.D. in music.

As she ligtened to the Brig Variations on her portable CD player whilewinging to the West Coast that
evening, Phil Dedeny marveled. In her notebook she jotted down phrases that she would use to describe
themudcin her cover story, if it ever came to that: orightly invention . . . subtle chromatics . . . delicate
tond shadings . . . bold phrasing . . . unpredictable praltrillers . . . sensuous power . . . ribad wit . . .
quas-fugd extravagances . . . tormented tutti and dazzling ritorndli. But the more she listened, the more
obscure and meaningless became her musc-critic chichés. Her mind floated away on the musc.
Whoever was the author of the music—and she was more convinced than ever that no contemporary of
hers could have written it—he was indeed the towering genius the muscd world had acclamed Judin
Pope. The men who could write musc like that—this was a man worthy of what she had never
bestowed on mortd man: her body and her heart.



Other reporters kept vigil in the lobby of the gpartment building, the Santorini of Nob Hill, into which
Angdica Hunter had moved him after his Chicago and New York successes. His agpartment, the
penthouse, had a magnif-icent view of the bay, a luxuriant bacony garden, an Alsaian Cordon Bleu
chef, a Mexican couple to keep house, and a private eevator to which only the occupants had the key.
Other reporters maintained avigl in the lobby of the building, but they never so much as got a glance a
Jugin Pope. They had not yet discovered that he and Angelica Hunter, dways by his sde, would
de-scend directly to the underground garage a odd hours and leave the building in a chauffeured Rolls
with mir-rored windows.

Philipa Dedeny was not indined to wait for the reclu-sve genius to show himsdf. She sublet the
goartment directly below Pope's from the owners, who were vacationing in Forida, and ingaled her
g&f of five One she ordered to the Faculty of Musgc a the Universty of Cd-ifornia to dig up every
avalable fact on Judin Pope. An-other was detailed to find and interview his friends, acquaintances, and
former lovers. A third she sent to the library's music section, there to dig out every piece of musc Judin
Pope had ever sgned for. A fourth was to interview Pope's teachers and classmates and to deter-mine,
if possible, whether he had ever let drop some hint of where his music might have come from besides his
own fertile mind. The fifth was used as driver and cou-rier, kegping the New Y ork office informed with
dally progress reports, ordering food sent in, and washing dishes.

Philipa Dedeny had little expectation that her cowork-ers would find anything useful, except as
background to flesh out the expose she intended to write. An aticle in praise of Justin Pope—well,
everybody was writing those. Her story, by contrast, would rip away the vel of igno-rance, expose him
as afraud, and, she devoutly hoped, unearth the true composer of the mudc for which Pope was getting
such fulsome credit. Hers was the direct ap-proach: when dl her subordinates were out on their various
assgnments, she brought in a surveillance specidist, who rigged the caling with button and spike mikes.
All conversations taking place in the gpartment above were picked up by the receiver and tape recorder
in her bed-room, which she kept locked &t dl times.

Four days of patient ligening brought Philipa Dedeny no hint of anything but innocent activity. Judin
Pope practiced a number of ddightful piano pieces she had never heard before but spoke very little. She
hed to filter out a great ded of servant chatter in Spanish, was sub-jected to interminable business
discussons between An-gelica Hunter and concert-hdl managers in Europe and American musc
publishers, and blushed like the maiden she was when once she heard dirrings in Angdica Hun-ter's
bedroom that could have had only one interpreta-tion. Not until the fifth day did she hear something that
brought a gleam to her luminous eyes.

"I think I'll go out this afternoon for awhile” Justin Pope said, his voice casud.

"Veay wdl," Angdica Hunter replied. "I'll be with you as soon as | make two or three more phone
cdls”

"No, don't bother, Angdica | need a bit of solitude to think about my next compostion.”

"Of course. | guess you mugt get the feding that I'm aways underfoot.” Her voice was contrite. "But
I'm only doing it for your sake. You know that, don't you?"

"Sure, aure.”
"Il phone Benson to meet you down at the car.”
"No, don't bother about that. I'll take the van."

"Wil, if you ingg. | guess nobody can tdl who you are behind dl tha tinted glass. Hurry back,
darling.



Philipa Dedeny heard the squishy sound of a kiss, then the soft dosing of a door. For a moment dl
was slent in the room.

Jugtin Pope had a van. Now, that was interesting. Why would he drive a van when a chauffeured Rolls
was wait-ing to take him wherever he wanted? The explanation, obvioudy, was that he wished to be
completely done, without even the presence of a hired hand. Not so obvi-oudy, she corrected hersdf,
as she heard the receiver of a telephone being lifted in the room where Jugin Pope was now done, a
number punched in, and his voice whispering into the receiver.

"Swissr . . . You have aflight to Geneva a 1330 this afternoon, | beieve . . . Good. | want to
reserve a firs-class ticket in the name of J. Pope for that flight, and space for my vehide . . . Oh, you
don't? Wdl, then, whét is the earliest flight you have which will take both me and my vehicle? Your
1730. 1 see. .. WdlI, book me on that. My vehicle is a van. Don't worry about that—its papers are in
order, as I've taken it to Europe before. Thank you very much." He hung up.

Philipa Dedeny looked a her watch and made some quick caculations. If she left now, she could
catch the 1230 shuttle to New Y ork. From there, she knew, she could catch one of the hourly flights to
Geneva and arive comfortably ahead of the Swissar flight Jusin Pope would take. She could safdy
have flown on the same plane Pope was going to take, snce he had never laid eyes on her, but she had
fodlighly left New York without her passport. She cdled her secretary in New York, told her to bring
the passport to JFK and book her on the 2145 flight to Geneva, and packed an overnight bag.

It was dill dark when Philipa Dedeny's flight landed in Geneva. She checked the ariva time of Judtin
Pope's Swissarr flight over the North Pole, decided she had time for a shower and a couple of hours
deep, and booked a deeperette a the airport. At 0825, when the Swissair flight landed, she was waiting
in a renta car just outsde the cargo termind. Although she had never seen the van, she had a ful
description of it and the number of its license plate from Time's San Francisco office, which had checked
police records.

At 0910 the van rolled through the cargo teemind gate, heading northeast. Philipa Dedeny kept well
behind. The van, its glass opague, its solid panels painted a plan gray except for a par of flamboyant
wings on either Side, was easy to keep in Sght. It drove at a sedate pace around Lake Leman, through
Montreux, and aong the valey of the Rhone for some 150 kilometers before it findly stopped in front of
aboulangerie inthe apine city of Brig.

Brig, she mused. Now, that was a coincidence.

Pope stepped out and went into the shop to buy hdf a dozen flutes, the long French bread, and
severd boxes of padiry.

Philipa Dedeny pulled up and parked next to the van and got out. Pope was taking with the pretty
young clerk in the shop, his back to the street. Philipa flipped a men-td coin, decided the confrontation
was bound to occur soon anyway, and quickly dimbed into the van through the unlocked rear doors.
Much of the cargo space was occupied by a large stedl box fitted with two padlocks. She made hersdf
gmdl behind the box and waited.

A few minutes later Judin Pope opened the door on the driver's sde, put his purchases on the
passenger seat, and drove off.

The road was smooth, bordering the northern im of what a 9gn said was the Aletschhorn Glecier. As
Pope shifted to alower gear to negotiate the hairpin turns and steep ascent, she briefly glimpsed another
sgnpog out the back window: "Jungfrau, 4158 m—20 km." Though she tried to keep dert to her
surroundings, the warmth of the heater and the monotonous Snging of tires on as-phalt proved soporific
and Philipa Dedeny, ill leaden-lidded from jet lag, dropped off into troubled dumber. Half-adeep, she
fdt the van weave up the side of the Jungfrau, and after an interval whose length she couldn't guess, dide



to a gentle stop. All became deethly ill, and she dipped smoathly off the ledge of consciousness into
deep deep.

She dept on until she fdt a sudden jolt, asif the van had run into the granite mountaindgde, and awoke
to find hersdf enveloped in a purplish haze. She caught hersdlf just in time, before the scream that was
forming in her throat had a chance to it the silence. Jugtin Pope 4ill occupied the driver's seat, his
hands folded behind his head, apparently not at dl darmed by the vapor. A few minutes later he opened
the door and stepped out.

Philipa waited until he had disappeared, then fol-lowed. The moment she stepped down to the
concrete pavement, she redized that something was serioudy amiss. They had been driving over roads
whose banks were 4ill piled high with winter snow. But of winter there was now no sgn. On the
contrary, wildflowers bloomed everywhere.

Everywhere, that is, except directly ahead of her, where the mouth of an immense concrete cavern
built into the mountainsde had swallowed Judtin Pope. She shook her head, wondering how she could
have dept so long that Pope had regained the sunny, snow-free lowlands. She looked around for Sgns
of life Finding none, she shrugged and entered the cavern. She waked some distance, toward a light
shining dimly from the interior. She heard voices speaking what sounded like German.

She came to a branch in the corridor and, hdting on the threshold of the room, which was brightly lit,
saw Pope and a strange young man—strange yet somehow hauntingly familia—in blue jeans and a
T-shirt bearing the legend "Redskin Fever—Caitch It."

"I sensed that of my company you were tiring, Franz," Pope was saying in German. "So | thought for
you that of someone dse to enjoy. Assuredly, German she doesn't speak. But some means of
communications, comprehen-sible mutudly, you will certainly find." He paused, ligening intently. Then he
walked with swift steps toward the door and seized the surprised Philipa Dedeny by the arm. He led her
gently into the room.

"Miss Dedeny,” he sad in English, "I'd like to introduce to you the composer of the Brig
Variations—and other enchanting works too voluminous to enumerate: the legendary Herr Franz Peter
Schubert.”



8. FATE
25 NOVEMBER 1999

PHILIPA DeDBENY stared in dishdief a the smdl, scruffy man in the blue jeans and Redskins shirt. Yet
she believed.

It was againg dl reason, of course. Schubert was dead—had been dead for nearly two hundred
years. He had died a well-documented desth from syphilis and ty-phoid fever and had been dmost
ingantly forgotten by Vienna and the musica world. Nevertheess, there stood a man whose face too
cosdy resembled drawings and paintings of Schubert to be a coincidence, who spoke German, and
who had been introduced to her as Franz Peter Schubert by Jugtin Pope. Only the latter circum-stance
rased a doubt in her mind—Pope was such aliar and con man.

Sill, it dl fit with what she aready knew, namdly, that a man of genius had written the Brig Variations
and the other music the world had atributed to Justin Pope, with the notable exception of the Malibu
Symphony, and that this genius was not Jugtin Pope. Had she died somewhere dong the highway out of
Brig, and was she now experi-encing resurrection in the company of angels? No, cer-tainly not, for
Jugtin Pope was no angd. The only other possible explanation was that she had been transported back
to a time before Schubert had died. And yet, that did not make sense ather, for there on a table
scattered with sheet music was an eectronic synthesizer.

"Play something,” she said, the firg thought that popped into her head.
Schubert looked quegtioningly at Justin Pope.
Pope trandated and pointed to the keyboard.

Schubert smoothed his muttonchop whiskers, amiled broadly, and sat at the keyboard. He began to
play. It was something Philipa Dedeny had never heard before. Nor had Schubert, for that matter. She
thought it divine. Schubert, nodding to himsdf from time to time at the plessure of discovery, could not
disagree. 1t was beauti-ful music ingpired by the totally unexpected presence of a remarkably beautiful
woman, awoman of ddlicate feartures and long Slken legs such as he had never seen before, a woman
from another planet.

She ligtened enraptured. Jugtin Pope listened with con-summate satisfaction, for he knew the digidisk
had re-corded every note. None of the three was even vagudy aware of how long the musc went on.
Only when Pope glanced at the counter before rewinding the tape did he redize that the marvelous
improvisstion had lasted a ful twenty-five minutes He would cdl it, he decided, the Berkdey
mpromptu.

When Schubert findly raised his hands from the keys, Philipa Dedeny sank onto the bed, emotionaly
wrung out. Through glassy eyes she gazed at the beaming Schu-bert, who plied Jugtin Pope with urgent
questions.

"He wants to know who you are, where you came from, and how long you're going to stay,” Pope
sad findly.

"And what did you tdl him?' she murmured, her mind dill reding from the music.

"I told him you are a writer for Time magazine, which means as little to him as it does to me; that you

came from New York City, which means even less and tha you intend to stay more or less
permanently, which means a great ded.”

Philipa.shook her head, which suddenly seemed to be filled with cobwebs. When it cleared a little, she
sat up. "How did you know I'm from Time? How did you know my name?"
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Pope gave a self-deprecating shrug. "My nanny done told me. You know Angdica Hunter, | believe.
Youd better know her, having bugged our apatment for the past week and overheard every
conversation we had, in and out of bed. Too bad you couldn't have heard the conversation we had when
you were moving in, when the infinity mikes weld inddled in the phones in the apart-ment below us
betrayed your eavesdropping plans. An-gdica thinks of things like that. Couldn't live without her, as she
frequently reminds me."

"You set me up with that cdl to Swissar!”
Pope nodded.
"You knew 1'd follow you."

Pope grinned. "Wel, | hoped you'd follow me. Once we heard that you had suspicions that | didn't
write the music I've been presenting to the public as my own, we knew we'd have to do something about
it. Sooner or later you'd have found evidence to confirm your suspicions, and the game would have been
up. I'm not quite ready to cdl it a day, you see.

"l intend to leave you here in Franz Peter Schubert's warm and welcoming embrace, which will make
him very happy, | assure you, and | get rid of you, which will make me very happy.”

"And what will make me happy, or doesn't it maiter?' Her eyes were bitter.

"Oh, yes, indeed. While you were doing your research on me, Angdica was doing some research on
you. She discovered that you are afaled artist, sort of a femade Justin Pope, but without the imagination
to do something about it. You are in love with what you don't have, namdy, genius. Vaild | give you
genius of thefirg or-der, one of the greatest of dl time. If his fuzzy har and chubby physique don't quite
measure up to the standards of mae beauty to which you aspire, wdl, you can't have everything.

"On the other hand, youll have a great ded. Franz assures me he was quite the devil with the
women-remember, he didn't contract lover's catarrh from a toilet seat—and the gleam in his eye every
time he looks a you indicates that hell give hisdl, however much that may be. And hell compose some
of the greatest music ever yet unwritten to please you. Who could ask for anything more?”

Philipa Dedeny knew better than to protest. However he had done it, Justin Pope—or Angdica
Hunter, more prabebly—hed dovialdy thought evarything out. The bet thing for her to do was play dong, not
act the outraged maiden, and bide her time. If Pope was convinced she would yidd with minimum
protest to whatever he had in mind, his guard would come down. By then she would have some plans of
her own.

Meanwhile, the prospect of spending some time with the youthful Schubert was anything but
unpleasing. Justin Pope had described him as fuzzy and chubby, but those were a man's supeficid
criteria. What mattered to her was the beauty within, and the musc he wrote was proof that there was
beauty within him to overflow-ing. She had read much about this man, and it was dl favorable. He had a
bubbly, fun-loving nature, was kind and generous to his friends, and enjoyed to the hilt the few pleasures
that life had thrown hisway. She aways knew that she was saving hersdlf for someone unique; now she
redized that that man was Schubert. Fate had ordained it.

That settled, she got down to practicdities. "l don't have a thing to wear," she observed. "I hope you
don't expect me to stay here without clothes, shoes, makeup— everything a woman mugt have. | Smply
won't do it."

"Make alid," Pope advised. "I'll bring everything back on my next trip."

"It would be alot easier if you told me how to get to town.”

"There is no town. Today is the tenth of November 3919. Some time ago a nuclear war destroyed dll

of man-kind, asfar as| can ascertain. The three of us are the only human beings on Earth. And when |
go back to 1999, there will be only two of you. | hope you didn't think | 'd bring you to a place and time



where it would be possible for you to escape.”

Fear gripped her. That Pope was usng them was one thing; destroying them, condemning the two of
them to solitary confinement in an uninhabited future was quite another. "You meen to leave us here, the
two of us, forever!™

Pope had not redly given it much thought. "No," he said, after giving it alittle more, "I'm not cut out to
be awarden. Sure, I'm usng Franz here to build up a little sockpile of music. But once | have it, I'll be
back to trangport you to wherever and whenever you want. At the rate he writes music, it should only be
acouple of months.”

Schubert, who was vanly trying to follow the conver-sation, kept tugging at Pope's deeve, asking him
what they were saying. Pope told him that the woman, Philipa Dedeny, was one of his most devoted
admirers and had importuned him to bring her to meet him and be his companion. The composer,
hearing those reassuring words, took her hand, bent over, and kissed it tenderly. He looked a her with
an expression of utter enchant-ment.

Philipa Dedeny fdt her bresthing quicken, a maidenly flush rising to her cheeks.
Judtin Pope quietly left the room, and the fortieth cen-tury.
They did not notice.

Philipa Dedeny whistled while she worked. Dressed in jeans, with a shirt knotted around her waig,
she swept out their bedroom with wild broom she had picked on a walk through the foothills Then she
prepared a lunch of canned and dehydrated food Pope had left on his last stop about a month before
and longed for the snows to dis-appear so she could plant the vegetable and fruit seeds she had
prevaled upon him to order from the Burpee catalog for soring 2000. But asde from fresh fruits and
vegetables, she could not complain: Pope had brought them everything within reason they had asked
for—even the solar cdls and high-density storage batteries to re-place the amdly, ineffident generator.

She was a contented woman. Contented and happy to be away from the noise and swirl of her office
in the Time-Life Building. There was so much to do there with Franz that she scarcely ever gave a
thought anymore to her lifein New York twenty centuries earlier. When she thought about it at dl, she
wondered how she could have imagined that she was happy. This was happiness.

Her day was organized but unhurried. She got up late and had a leisurdly cup of coffee with Franz,
who had risen with the sun and had been busy composing in the next room until his morning break, when
he awakened her with a kiss. She usudly took along walk in the hills with Ronnie a her hedls until the
aun was high, then prepared lunch. During that med and later, while she worked on an ail portrait of him
as he edited the music he had written that morning, they talked.

At fird it had been manly with sgns, but not for long. Franz, thanks to his mudcd ear, was
exceptiondly adept at languages. Within a month he could make himsdf un-derstood. Within two, he
had mastered the basic English sentence and intonation patterns. By the end of the fourth month he had
memorized dl the American idioms she could recdl, and by now his speech was fluent and a-mogt
without accent.

In the late afternoon they took a nap, together more often than not, and then parted again, each to
work in his own area—their living quarters now comprised four comfortable rooms—Franz on his
music, she practicing on the vidlin Pope had brought at her request, an instru-ment she had not touched
gnce her college days. Dinner was leisurdly, followed by reminiscences of their respec-tive times and
lands. Once in a while they would put on a disk of an old movie, but manly they talked, or read, or
walked in the green hills

Being the last woman on Earth did not bother her a al. Since there were no wild animds or sgnificant



insect predators abroad, or robbers or rapists, she fdt free to go anywhere any time the desire moved
her. She could drink out of the rushing mountain freshets without fear of infection or pollution. Neither
exiged. Nor did dis-ease. In the months she had been here, nather had suf-fered so much as a Fniffle,
As for dress, it was a word and concept that had disappeared from her conscious-ness. Here those
andent Swiss of the twentieth century had lived to be centenarians thanks to the tranquillity of the
towering mountains and lush green valeys that being the case, she and Franz should live to be a
thousand.

Every month or so—she redly did not keep track of time any longe—Judtin Pope would suddenly
appear in their midg, bringing their latest order. At fird, she had esgerly awaited the latest copies of
Time, the Economist, and afew other magazines as wdl as current popular literature. But as the months
passed, she logt interest com-pletely in the twentieth—now the twenty-firs—century and turned to the
Greek and Roman classics and works on philosophy and history.

Franz, by contrast, became an avid reader of books and magazines about the times she had left behind
her, quizzed her incessantly on the habits and interests of the American people, developed an interest in
American professond footbdl, which he saw with increasing fre-quency on disk, and yearned to drive
the car and fly the airplane Philipa had told him about. So many things to do! He wondered how she
could be so content a having left so many fascinating things behind her.

On every trip, Pope brought some of those fascinating things which supplied Schubert with endless
entertain-ment: kitchen gadgets, eectronic indruments, computer games, a quartz watch—which Philipa
surreptitioudy threw in the river—beautifully hologrammed books of animds he could not quite believe
hed ever existed, adigitd camera, running shoes, severd cases of Cdifornia wine, and a learned history
of Vienna of the nineteenth century, in which he figured prominently and about which nearly everything
was wrong. He took away only the digidisks of the musc Schubert had composed during the interim,
with each and every change and emendation re-corded.

"Dont you ever missyour old life?" Schubert asked her one night for the hundredth time.
"Certainly not."

"But so many exciting things were happening—wars, and medica advances, and dlly political events
like the presidentiad conventions, and the Miss America contest, and Russa and America shaking hands
with each other, and—"

"H4ts, not hands. At, not with."

"Yes, shaking fids at," Schubert said, impressing the expresson on his memory. "And here dl you
have is me and a aufficdency of boredom."”

"Dont say that," she replied sharply. "I'm not bored. I'm happy.”
"In spite of not having an office to go to, friends to tak with, shows to attend, trips to make."

"Hah!" she said. "The trips | made were mogtly from Queens to Manhattan. You don't know what it's
like hav-ing elbows thrugt in your ribs and strangers hands dutching at your backside and your feet
trampled every day riding in to work and home again on the subway. It's awful.”

"It sounds very gemitlich.”

"No, it'sawful." She waked out of the room to put on water for coffee. Over her shoulder she said,
"You should try it sometime.”

Franz Peter Schubert watched her go. "I intend to," he whispered.



9. FUGIT
16 MAY 2000

"PoPE," SAID PRESIDENT HORATIO FRANCIS TURNBULL, his slver hair santillating in the flash of a
hundred bulbs as the three most famous men in the world posed for the cameras of the assembled press
corps, "itismy pleasure and honor to present to you the American Pope.”

The pontiff laughed dutifully and shook the hand of Jugtin Pope warmly. "The pleasure and honor are
mine, Mr. President,” Pope Hadrian VI1II replied in an English faintly tinged with his native Portuguese
but made fluent from seven years as a parish priest in New Bedford, Massachusetts, and three years a
Catholic Universty in Washington. His devation to the Papacy had been due to a deadlock in the
College of Cardinds between the Itd-ians and the French. Because of his pro-American sym-pathies,
the cardinds from the United States, with the largest number of fathful in the Catholic world, had
pro-posed him as a compromise candidate; his saintly de-meanor, plus a little discreet pressure from the
White House, had done the rest. The gesture, Turmbull shrewdly foresaw, would hdp sew up the
Catholic votein the pres-identia dections of 2000.

Since his invediture in 1997, Pope Hadrian VIII had never had the opportunity to vist wha he
congdered a second home. But now, on the eve of the presidential campaign, he saw a means of paying
his debt to Turnbull, ddivering a little papa bull on the subject of homosexud priests, and, above dl,
atending the premiere of Judin Pope's Mass in F Minor, which Turnbull had prevailed upon Pope to
compose and dedicate to His Haliness for the occasion. Such political stratagems came as naurdly to
Horatio Francis Turnbull as writing masterpieces came to Justin Pope.

Judin Pope, a non-Catholic, took a step toward His Holiness, who waited with outstretched hand.
Instead of shaking it as expected, he went down on one knee, took the hand in his, and kissed the papa
ring. By that act, he won the hearts of the 67 million American Catholics, induding the few who until thet
medting was televised internationaly had never heard of Justin Pope.

Those few surdly lived beyond the reach of eectric power and the daly press, for in 9x short months
Jusin Pope had become the most famous man in America ex-cept for Presdent Turnbull. In other
countries, people who did not know Turnbull from a Brahma bull recog-nized the picture of the
handsome, sef-effacing Ameri-can musica genius on Sght. He was a throwback to the days of Paganini
and Lizg, when women threw flowers— when they did not throw themsaves—at the man whose works
dirred in them the most dementa forms of human passion. His modesty and his obvious manliness had
won him equd accdam among mée ligeners. And his music, so mdodic, so fresh, so inventive and
origind, swept away a generation of thumping, dismd, repetitious rock music and rekindled in the young
the redlization that mu-sc was made to be beautiful.

That night in the White House passed as a gossamer, slken dream to Justin Pope. He was courted by
the great and would-be great at cocktails, was toasted by the Holy Father following a state dinner, and
conversed with sa-vants and artists, who dung to his every word as the symphony orchestra and choir
assembled in the new West Wing auditorium for the performance of his latest work. Fndly the audience
fdl slent as President Turnbull stood to present him.

"Your Holiness, didinguished envoys, ladies and gen-tlemen,” sad the Presdent, "the birth of a
masterwork is a rare and awesome occasion. Imagine what it was like to have been Pope Juliuslil as he
gazed a the finished cdling of the Sigtine Chapel, or Cosma Wagner as she descended the Stairs of her
home on her birthday to hear the Segfried Idyll, or Michdangdo himsdf as he lay down mdlet and
chisd to regard the just-completed Pieta.” Presdent Turnbull glanced around his audience. Nobody



hed cracked a amile. His speech writer was right: Most of his guests had no more idea than he what he
was taking about, but they were sure eding it up.

"Wil, tonight you can experience the thrill of a Pope Julius, a Cosma Wagner, a Michdangdo, as you
hear, for the firg time ever performed, Jusin Pope's magnifi-cent Mass in F Minor, dedicated to His
Holiness Pope Hadrian VI11. How can | say magnificent, youll ask, if it's never been heard before? | so
characterize it, diin-guished guests, because Jugtin Pope is the greatest com-poser America has ever
produced, a fountainhead of meody, a wine-dark sea of muscd fantasy, an ocean of soul-irring
harmony. When it comes to music, Pope sorings eternd.”

Judin Pope rose, bowed to His Holiness, to the Pres-ident and firg lady, to the wildly gpplauding
seven hundred-odd guests who packed the smdl auditorium, and strode to the stage, where a
ninety-piece orchestra and a chorus of 140 waited. He closed the open score on the podium, glanced
down at the concertmaster, and raised his baton.

Forty-eight minutes later he lowered it. For a few sec-onds, as the lagt drains of the mournful but
heuntingly beautiful coda died away, there was the slence of the tomb. Then the crowd surged to its feet,
roaring its ac-clam. The pontiff imsdf walked to the stage, took Pope in his arms, and kissed both his
cheeks. When the ap-plause findly subsided, the Pope extended his left hand. A rotund monsignor
hurried forward and handed him an open vevet box. The Holy Father took out the Grand Cross of the
Most Holy Order of St. Paul and draped its mauve watered-silk ribbon around Pope's neck. Not to be
outdone, President Turnbull added the Medd of Free-dom to the cross Pope dready bore.

Pope gazed out over the sea of adoring faces and smiled sadly. Wdll, this is what you wanted, Judtin
Pope, he said to himsdlf, and it only took sx monthsto get it. Now, where do you go from here?

Angdica Hunter asked him the same question the next day, when he returned to his penthouse
gpartment over-looking San Francisco Bay.

"l wish | could tdl you, Angie)" Pope said, scratch-ing an unshaven jaw. "Where do you go when
you've reached the top? Do you just stay there until the public gets sick of your face, or come down out
of the clouds and try to live like other people?”’

"You, living like other people?’ She snickered. "You couldn't do it if you tried. And don't give me that
bored cdebrity bit, either. you love it—every Sngle minute of it."

"Surel do. At least | have up to now. But—"

"I know—where do you go from here? For a start, why don't you try putting down that damned cup
of coffee and crawling into bed? And close that window—I'm cold."

Pope laughed mirthlesdy. "You cold? Is that a fact?' It annoyed him to hear her tak that way. Why
the hell, a thislate date, did she dill have to pretend? It had been clear from the firgt day he had met her
that she was in-terested in him only for the money she could get out of him. And jus when he was
convinced of this obvious truth, she had to go and say or do something that awak-ened disquigting
Speculations.

The week after she had moved in, for ingtance, they had been gtting in the swing in the penthouse
garden, talking about the future and looking out over the bay. As dusk came upon them, they grew slent,
each with his own thoughts. A chill invaded the night ar, she shivered, and he took off his jacket and
draped it across her bare shoulders. His arm lingered a moment longer than he meant it to, and the next
thing he remembered was that they were on the cold bacony tiles, making love as he had never imagined
it.

The next day she had been dl business, as though he had become something between acquaintance
and granger. She never dluded to the incident, and it was not repeated until, again dmost by accident,



three weeks later it happened that he stopped by her bedroom in mid-afternoon to ask about that night's
concert. The door was gar, and he walked right in. She was stting a her dress-ing table, brushing her
long black hair. She was bare to the waist. He saw her looking a him, her eyes deep in shadow gazing
back a himinthe mirror, her lips parted, her brush never missng a dow, sensuous stroke.

He drew up short, aword of apology tillborn on hislips. Then, impdled by a force he fdt no desire to
resst, he floated into the room. He stopped directly behind her, looking down a her in the mirror. His
hands sought her hair, her shoulders, her breasts. She did not tir. Not then . . .

And that had been the way of things ever snce. Never any words. Only when the megting was
unexpected did she respond. On dl other occasions her only response was the sharp elbow or sharper
rebuff. He had the usud mae desires—perhaps more than usud, having sup-pressed them so long as he
sudied and stole round the clock to achieve muscd fame while he was Hill young enough to enjoy it.
Y & whenever he deliberatdly sought to express those desires, she buttoned up, as cold as a clam.

She was absent from the house on business—his busi-ness—as much as she was a home. She was
gone for as much as aweek a atime, flying to European capitds, to New York, to Tokyo, to Toronto,
aranging for recitas or appearances as guest conductor with the world's lead-ing symphony orchestras
playing his works—or, rather, Schubert's, dthough of course she had no inkling of that. He supposed,
from the flegting physicd contacts they had enjoyed; that she fulfilled the needs of her passionate nature
with other men. Hell, he knew she did. There was Smply no other explangtion for their on-again,
off-again relationship. He was nothing but a pinch hitter when the firgt string was not available. And the
redization made him sick with frugtration and jedlousy, for dthough he never quite admitted it even to
himsdf, he was hope-lesdy in love with Angdica Hunter.

Not that he would ever say s0, to be sure. She had made it very dear that she had a hold on Jugtin
Pope and intended to squeeze him for dl he was worth. It was true that she occasondly did make
provocative suggestions, such as that oblique invitation to crawl into bed with her. It had happened
before, and as soon as he had crawled in, she would crawl out, her gentle laughter tralling be-hind her
like awisp of smoke. If it were not for her maddening knack for meking him mistake her intentions every
sngletime, he would have been a happy man.

He had every reason to be. He enjoyed the plaudits of the world. He had played in recitd and
published and recorded no fewer than eighteen mgor pieces in the months snce Franz Peter Schubert
had become his com-plaisant guest, induding one vidin and three piano so-natas, a sextet, an operain
one act, a symphony, a piano concerto, and the two concluding movements of the Eighth Symphony,
which Pope dedicated "to that bril-liant master, Franz Peter Schubert, in the spirit of his monumental
Unfinished Symphony." His photograph adorned magazine covers around the world. Angelica Hunter
hed been forced to engage the services of full-time security men to protect him from his adoring public.
Whenever ather of them Ieft the building, they had to engage in eaborate subterfuge to avoid beng
followed by newsmen eager to interview them. It was dl very heady, but after 9x months the novdty had
worn thin. After dl, when you had been entertained and fulsomely praised by heads of state, groveing
music publishers, and Nobel laureates and battled crowds of ecstatic young women dying to surrender
ther virtue, or a reasonable facamile thereof, in return for your caresses, what more was there to wish
for?

For Angdica Hunter's love, he guessed. He could think of nothing ese he wanted now tha he
possessed every-thing he had dways yearned for. But he resolutdy put that thought out of his mind. Her
love was one thing he was not going to get. He knew that when she had wrung him dry, that would be
the last he would see of Angdlica Hunter.

Meanwhile, the routine of the rich and famous engaged his energies. Everyone wondered where the
energy came from. He had not had a Sngle day off snce the Time crew had fird come to camp at his
doorstep. Three con-cert or guest appearances or recording sessons a week were his norm; the other
four days, informed speculation went, were spent in composition, though to produce as much fine work



as he did argued that the man never dept. Unquestionably, Justin Pope was a prodigy such as had not
graced the musica world snce Mozart, who in aburst of creation had written three great symphoniesin
the Sx twilight weeks of hislife

Even more remarkable than Pope's titanic output was its extraordinarily high quaity. The muscd river
within the composer seemed to grow wider and deeper with every new compostion. It was as if he had
compressed an entire muscd career panning decades into a few short months.

What only Pope himsdf knew was that those compo-sitions reflected nearly two centuries of musicd
devel-opment, as he had promised they would the night he had premiered the Brig Variations, thanks to
the careful rationing of new works to Franz Schubert on his weekly trips forward through time to the
Brig of the future. Hisfird trip, to 10 November 3919—25 November 1999 San Francisco time—had
been followed by avist on 16 De-cember 3386—1 December 1999. The third came on 29 January
3387, which was only aweek later San Francisco time—8 December 1999. To Schubert his vigts were
amonth apart, during which time he had composed a for-midable stack of music. But thanks to the Hier,
they were sldom more than a week apart. During his brief vigt to Brig, he would replenish the
fresh-food supply and bring in a stack of new digidisks and whatever ese Franz and Philipa had
ordered. But more important to both Franz and Pope were the volumes of bound music and compact
discs of Schubert's heirs to musicd genius

Pope had promised to recapitulate his muscd heritage since the beginning of the nineteenth century
and grad-udly lead his ligening public into an appreciation of works like the Malibu Symphony, which
were but an aes-thetic extenson to dl that went before. New forms, new rhythms, new insrumentation
were cdled for. They were dl found in the music Pope brought each trip.

The firg batch of printed music and discs contained mgor works by composers who were roughly
Schubert's contemporaries. Of the musc Pope brought, Franz had heard some but far from al.
Masterpieces by Mendels-sohn, Chopin, Rossni, and the youthful Schumann lent him inspiration when
his own welgaring of meody went temporarily dry and sent him off on new tangents of cre-ation.
Severd trips later, Pope brought him a bonanza from the next generation—compositions by Offenbach,
Borodin, Bizet, Paganini, Liszt, and, above dl, Belioz and Wagner. If Schubert was overwhemed by
this flood of great mudc, he was drowned by the next batch, which included works by Grieg, Franck,
Saint-Saéns, Dvorak, Brahms, Tchaikovsky, and Verdi. And on the most recent trip, bringing him up to
current tastes, he had brought the gifts of Ravel, de Fala, Debussy, Puccini, and Rach-maninoff.

From each of those renowned composers Schubert borrowed dements of harmony, syle, phrasing,
and in-srumentation, as writers of music have done ever since the fird notes were committed to paper.
He learned tha the size of the orchestra had more than doubled since his day, and he wrote works
correspondingly monumenta. He exulted in the pyrotechnical complexities of Berlioz and Wagner, the
rich orchestrations of Brahms and Rach-maninoff, the lyricdam of Dvorak and Mendessohn, the tond
adventuriam of Ravel and Debussy, and fused them into a syle dl his own. The works he heard with
such wonder and ddlight stoked the furnace of his invention, and the more he heard, the more fiercely
burned the fires of crestion.

But two years of unremitting effort had left him ex-hausted. Philipa saw that he was losing weight, dept
fit-fully, and became digant and preoccupied where he had been her warm, cheerful, and loving
companion. He des-perately needed a vacation from thet life of congtant la-bor, but where did people
go for a vacation when there were only two of them |eft in the world?

Jugtin Pope had the same problem. Six months of ce-Iebrity honors, riches, and the frugtration of trying
to solve the insoluble problem of Angdica Hunter had just about burned him out.

"Weve got to get away someplace for awhile" he said one day in early May of the firg year of the
third millennium. "My fingers are beginning to fed like sticks of wood from practicing for and playing so



meany con-certs, and if | St any longer on a piano stool, | might as wel have it grafted on.”
"Quitsme™ Angdica said. "Where do you suggest”?'
"To graft the piano stool, or go on vacaion?'
"How about Alaska?'
"Wherein Alaska?'

"Does it matter? We have enough money in our ac-counts to buy a couple hundred square miles, if
you want to be done. For dl | know, we can afford the whole Sate.”

"Daing pretty wel, are we?'

Angdica Hunter laughed gently. "If 1 told you how much we have sated away in banks around the
country, you'd probably want to ship it dl to Switzerland."

Justin Pope looked at her sharply. "What do you mean by that?"

She shrugged. "That you're going to have to fork over a huge chunk to Uncle come tax time unless we
can find some way to put it in a numbered account in Switzerland. What else would | mean?'

"Oh, nothing. | was judt thinking that—"
Thering of the telephone from the security crew in the lobby interrupted him.

Angdica Hunter picked up the phone. "Who? Never heard of him . . . Wdl, dl right. Send him up.”
She hung up the phone and looked a Pope. "That was the police. They want to talk to you. Have you

been speeding again?'
Pope shook his head. "Not guilty.”
"Youd better not be. Trouble is something we can do without."

The doorbell rang. Angdica opened the door to admit a tdl, neatly dressed man with mournful,
basset-hound eyes.

"My name's Rivers, maam,” he said. "Detective Lieutenant Rivers”

"Please comein, Lieutenant—" Angelica Hunter smiled, "—and tdl me how | can hdp you."
"You can't, Miss—ah—"

"Hunter."

"You can't, Miss Hunter. It's Dr. Pope | want aword with."

"As many as you like" Pope sad hospitably, advanc-ing from across the room with outstretched
hand.

Rivers examined the world-famous composer. Pope had put on a litle weight snce he had lagt
interviewed him a year ago about the disappearance of Dr. Thaddeus Klemper. Most of the weight was
on his jawline. No doubt about it, success had been good to the young ge-nius. The gpartment was
luxuriousin a quiet, tasteful way. Pope was dressed in cashmere dacks and a shirt open at the collar with
adlk foulard knotted loosdly around his neck, his bare feet shod in beautifully worked doeskin sanddls.
And the woman—well, Rivers had seen a lot of them but few who were in Miss Angelica Hunter's
league. She was a knockout. He had pulled her file, of course, but it was without blemish. She had never
hed any known contact with either Dr. Klemper or Philipa Dedeny. But Jugin Pope had—with them
both . . .

Rivers cleared his throat and chuckled. "I'm sorry, Dr. Pope, but I'm afraid I'm going to have to spring
one of the oldest palice clichesin history on you."

"Soring away."



"Right. Where were you on the night of 22 November 19997
Pope looked blank. He did not know. He did not have the foggiest idea. He said so.

"Let me refresh you. You drove your van to San Fran-cisco Internationd, boarded a Swissar plane
for Geneva, and arrived there deven hours later.”

Jugtin Pope snapped his fingers. "Say—I believe you're right, at that. | did make such a trip—make
them fre-quently, in fact. The clean mountain ar clears my mind. But | never remember dates. That's
what | employ Miss Hunter for."

"Sure . . . Did you ever meet a lady by the name of Philipa Dedeny? Worked as chief of the arts
section of Time magazine?'

Pope massaged his chin. He shook his head. "I can't be sure. | meet alot of the press, you know."

Lieutenant Rivers nodded. "Funny thing. She rented the gpartment just below yours in the middle of
last No-vember, moved in with a bunch of reporters, wired up your gpartment in hopes of getting
materid for a cover sory—"

Angdica Hunter and Pope looked at each other, feigned shock turning to feigned outrage.

It was pretty wel done, Rivers thought, but he had been conned by professonas. "Yesh, wdl—to
make along story short, she disappeared abruptly the same night you went to Geneva. We do know she
took aflight to New York, picked up the passport her secretary had wait-ing for her at the airport, and
flew on directly to Geneva. After that, weve logt track of her.”

"That's an interesting coincidence, dl right.”

"Not the only one. Welve spent a lot of months, we and Interpol, piecing together what happened
next." He paused, conddering just how he would phrase the accu-sation so that, no matter how much
clout Pope had at dty hal—and a avic monument like him would have plenty—he could not get Rivers
fired for harassment.

Pope nodded encouragement.

"It seems that she rented a car and disappeared. Of course, it wasn't hard to trace her to Geneva, to
the rentd car, and findly to Brig, where the car was abandoned. It was the next step which took time,
We had to find some-body who had seen her after she parked the car. It wasn't until yesterday, after
months of flashing her picture around every canton in Switzerland, that Interpol findly came up with a
lead."

"Yes?' Pope fdt the foulard tightening around his neck.

"Yes, dr. We found a little old village lady who rec-ognized her. Sheld been vidting her son in Brig.
She recognized Miss Dedeny. You know how old village women are—they take note of everything so
theyll have something to gossip about with their neighbors. She saw Miss Dedeny—she was certain it
was Miss Dedeny she saw—climb out of her car and into a closed gray van which had pulled into the
parking dot next to hers just haf a minute before. She. was the last person known to have seen Philipa
Dedeny dive" He looked at Pope speculatively.

Pope frowned. "It sounds as if you're trying to tdl me something, Lieutenant. | hope you arent
suggesting you found her body or something gridy like that?"

"You have agray van, do you not, Mr. Pope?'
"Actudly, | do."

"It would be a great service to usif you could bring it down to headquarters where our forensc crew
can have alook at it."

"Are you accusng me of murdering Miss Dedeny?' Pope's indignation was redl.



"No, no. We just want to clear up this detall.”

Pope shrugged. "'l guess| can do it, if you ingg."

Angdica Hunter looked hard a Pope. "Better put on socks and shoes if you're going out.”
Pope nodded and headed for his bedroom. Angdlica Hunter excused hersdf and followed.

Closing the bedroom door behind her, she hissed a Pope: ™Y ou told me you weren't going to hurt that
grl! You sad you'd pay her off, keep her from snooping around. You said you promised her $500,000
to get lodt for ayear."

"Cdm down, Angie" Pope said wearily. "It'sdl amistake. | didn't touch a hair on thet girl's head.”
"Then what did you do with her?"
"It'salong sory." He tied his shoes and stood up. "I'll tdl you when | get back.”

Her face was taut with strain. "Hurry back, will you? Y ou know 1'd dieif anything happened to you."
"To me—or to my bank account?'

She looked a him increduloudy. She dapped him, putting her shoulder behind it.

He shook his head free of cobwebs, then enveloped her fiercdly in his ams and mashed her face fla

with a kiss that went on longer than drictly necessary to get his point across. "'l don't know how long this
isgaing to take," he said, coming up for air, "but when | come back, Il have two things to tdl you."

"Yes?' Her heartbeat was strong, but her voice was faint.

"Arg, that | love you."

TR

"Second, right after | tdl you | love you, we're going out and get married.”
"Now you tdl me"

"I don't know the way to headquarters, Lieutenant,” Pope said in the lobby of the gpartment house.
"That'sdl right, Mr. Pope. You can follow me. I'll wait for you at the garage entrance.”

Hve minutes later the sted door to the garage opened and the gray van nosed out into the street and
took its place behind the black-and-white. Rivers drove dowly, keeping Pope in the mirror. He was not
afraid he would try to get away, of course, but it would not do to dlow an important person like that to
go astray and have the commissoner come down on Riverss head. He turned a corner. The gray van
followed. When Rivers came to the next intersection, he looked back.

The van had vanished into thin air.



Impromptu



10. ABOUT FACE
1 MARCH 3919

THEY WERE BOTH ASLEEP When justin pope trudged wearily into the cavern a the base of the Jungfrau,
1,919 years after he had hurriedly departed from San Fran-cisco, dthough it seemed to him like
yesterday. It had been a very busy time however one counted it.

He had been continuoudy on the move for most of the preceding twenty-four hours. When Rivers had
turned that last corner on his way to police headquarters, Pope had flipped the time-trangtion units did
two notches back, to 16 May 1998, and hit the "Run" button. A tenth of a second later, to his horror, he
found himsdf on a collison course with a young woman jaywaking not forty feet dead ahead down the
two-lane dtreet. It took but a split second for him to redize that there was no time to brake.
Furthermore, if he swerved to the right, he would crash into the line of parked cars on the right, or if to
the left, into the line of approaching traffic. Without con-scious thought, he flipped the time-trangtion did
hard to the left, smultaneoudy hitting the "Run” button. He abruptly disappeared before the eyes of the
terrified girl, who was frozen to the spot, and reappeared in the middle of a street brawl that, with his
appearance, suddenly turned nasty.

As best he could recongtruct events later, he had materidized in the Tenderloin area. From the
dathing the men wore, the ramshackle wooden buildings, and the sdewaks of warped planking, he
judged he was back in the late 1860s. From the insults and curses that rico-cheted from the walls of the
unpainted frame houses on ether side of the dust-clouded street, he concluded he had dropped smack in
the middle of a dispute between a crowd of demobilized soldiers from the north and the south. His
unexpected incarnaion in their midst must have startled them as much as it did him, for before he could
put the van in gear and depart in haste, bullets began to sng. One grazed his neck as he headed for the
hills, and the van suffered haf a dozen holesin the body, fortunately none of which even dented the thick
ged housing of the time machine. Many a man who saw the strange, roaring wheded vehicle, which
moved faster than the fastest horse, became a tegtotaer that day.

Once out of town and out of sSght, he thought more carefully about which year he would next honor
with his presence as he stanched the flow of blood from his neck with his handkerchief. The safest, he
concluded, would be about 1997, the year he had bought the van. The near future—any time after the
year 2000—would be perilous, for the police would dill be looking for him. The past was filled with
Indians, Civil War veterans with hair-trigger tempers, and other pugnacious types. Besides, he would
need money and anonymity, and both had been available in Berkeley when he was working on the time
mechine

Accordingly, he returned to the summer of 1997, with-drew $10,000 from the account that had been
st up with his sde of Dr. Klemper's gold, went downtown to the passport office, squinted into the
retinagram hood, then waited nervoudy the thirty seconds it took the machine to query the Nationd
Regidry in Washington, D.C., and print the passport.

He drove toward the airport. The shuttle to Geneva was, merafully, only a third full, and when it took
off, his van was aboard in the cargo hold with haf a dozen other vehicles He stretched out on four
empty seats and promptly went to deep.

Rigor mortis had set in when hefindly awakened, Hill emationally exhausted, over France. He walked
up and down the aide a couple of timesto loosen his muscles, did some deep-knee bends, drank hdf a
gdlon of water, and began to fed human again. In the bathroom he changed the dressing he had put over
the wound back in Cdifornia, shaved, and began to look more like he fdt. The road to Brig was familiar
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now, but night had falen some hours before he arrived. He decided not to awaken Company F, as he
fondly called the happy pair, Franz and Philipa, and instead wrapped himsdf in a blanket and lay down
on the concrete floor to deep, perhapsto dream . . .

It felt like rigor mortis had et in again when at last he awakened. He could not move his limbs. It felt
as though his arms and legs were encased in concrete. He opened his eyes.

Silhouetted againg the soft fluorescent cdling light was Franz Peter Schubert, looking down a him
contempla-tively.

"Hi, there, Franz," Judtin said deepily. "God, what a night.”

Schubert did not reply.

Judtin Pope tried to shake some life into his arms and legs. They would not move. He struggled to St
up. When he at last succeeded, he saw that he was tied with clothedine, hand and foot. "Hey! What the
hdl's going on?"

"We're going on," Schubert replied. "To somewhere ese. To some other time. We haven't decided
where or when just yet."

"Come on, Franz," Pope said, trying to keep the des-peration out of his voice. "You know you love it
here— no digiractions, the attentions of a woman who loves you, time to devote to your musc, fresh arr,
quiet, none of the nasty aspects of life that make avilization such apain in the ass"

"There must be something init, for you want to keep going back.”

"Habit, that's dl,” Pope sad.

"Weé're going to help you break it."

Pope struggled, thrashing about on the concrete floor. "Come on, Franz! Quit horang around.”

Franz Peter Schubert, dressed in cords, plaid wool shirt, windbresker, and porkpie hat, caled over
his shoulder: "Are you ready, Phil?'

Philipa Dedeny came into the room. She had shed the jeans and knotted shirt she cusomarily wore
when Pope popped into their midst and was dressed in the same neet sLit she had been wearing when
ghe had followed him into Switzerland x months—twentieth-century time, two years her time—earlier.
Unlike Schubert, who was bub-bling with good humor, her face was clouded with con-cern. Jugin Pope
hoped it was for him.

"Philipa, how about trying to talk some sense into Franz. He doesn't know what he's getting into.”

"I'vetried. Believe me, Judtin, I've tried. But it's the great unknown that's attracting him—the crowds,
the ap-plause, the medting with heads of state, the life of afflu-ence. He's never had any of these things. |
guess you can't blame him for wanting to sample the life of the idolized genius™

"Hewon't get away with it," Pope warned. "All the music thet I've taken away from here has my name
on it—Jugtin Pope."

"Oh," Philipa Dedeny sad airily, "that's the least of our problems: there's a lot more where that came
from. She was slent for along moment. "Still, what you've said is something to think about.”

"Y ou're damned right. Now, how about untying me?"

She shook her head. "Sorry. But if you work at it for an hour or two, youll be able to get loose. Or,
after we leave, you can inch your way to the kitchen, get the knife I've Ieft on the floor there, and cut the
ropes.”

"You're not going to get away with this™ Pope warned savagely. "You don't know how to operate the
Fugit. And when | get loose, I'l—"

"Youll be able to sample dl the comforts of home you've provided us with over the past two years.



And don't worry, from time to time well come back to de-posit some little goodies within easy waking
distance of the cavern entrance. Itll give you something to do, going out each day to see if weve left
something for you."

"Likel sad,” Pope growled, sruggling with his bonds, "you won't be able to budge the Hier."

Philipa Dedeny laughed. ™Y ou're forgetting that | made a sudy of dl the available information on Jugtin
Pope before | made my trip to San Francisco. My re-searchers talked with your teachers, dl the way
back to grade school, just for one example.”

ll%?l

"S0 they discovered that dthough you showed musicd gptitude, you wouldn't know a crescent wrench
from a peasant wench. Mechanicd gptitude is a tdent one is born with. You weren't. Also, your
knowledge of physics is what you learned weatching televison commercids for bran flakes. That means
you didn't put the Fugit to-gether.”

"Thehdl | didn't,” Pope said indignantly.

"W, maybe you did. But you certainly didn't design it. And whoever did made it Smple enough for a
science illiterate like you to manipulae. If you canrunit, so can |."

Pope licked his lips. As fagt as he thought of an ar-gument, he discarded it. He smply did not have
time to come up with one that would convince them to abandon their plan; they had obvioudy discussed
every dternative he could think of on the spur of the moment. Al right. How long do you intend to leave
me here?'

Philipa Dedeny shook her beautiful head. "I don't know. | suspect probably about as long as you
intended to leave us here” She bent over and tugged at the ropes, making sure they were dill securely
tied. She spotted the bandage on his neck. "What's that?"

"It'salong story,” Pope said disgustedly.

"Wdl, your long story isill bleeding. Rall over on your side and I'll change the dressing.”

"Dont bother. | won't bleed to deeth.”

"That's not what | was thinking of." She left the room and returned a minute later with a firs-aid kit.
She pedled off the bloody dressing, dropped it into a plagtic bag, and expertly put a dean gauze sponge
on the wound.

"Reedy, Franz?' she asked the composer, who had been standing to one sde impatiently.
"Reedy. See you around, stranger,” he said to Pope with asmile

Pope made one lagt attempt to make them see reason. "Remember me, Franz? I'm the guy who
rescued you on your deathbed. I'm the guy who nursed you to hedlth, provided you with every possible
materid comfort, brought you the woman who loves you.”

Schubert looked a him sadly and nodded. "I won't forget.”
And then they were gone.

Operding the Fugit was even easer than Philipa De-deny had imagined. Within fifteen minutes of
their leav-ing Judin Pope, they Ieft the fortieth century AD., too, winging back through time to the
present she had Ieft two years before, now only sx months later, twentieth-century time.

As she drove dowly down the winding road to Brig, passing grazing cows with huge brass bels
suspended from their necks, youngsters on bicycles, peasants trudg-ing dong the sde of the paved road,
carswhizzing past at what seemed to Schubert a phenomend speed, she regarded him with amusement.
"What do you think of it dl, Franz?'



"It's beautiful, bresthtaking! Look at this splendid road. As smooth as water. What is this black
materid covering it?'

"Asphalt."

Schubert frowned. "What is asphdt, pray tdl?'

"Wl it's the heavier fraction of crude ail, as | recdl my chemigry.”

"And crude oil?"

"It comes out of the ground. Look," she said hur-riedly, "therés a lot youll have to take on fath. Il
explanit as best | can as we go dong, but for God's sake don't ask questions like that when we're with
anybody, or they'll lock you up as a madman.”

"Veay wedl. And snce were done, where is that man going in such a hurry? And why isn't he dressed?
Can't he aford dothing? | thought you told me everyone in the twentieth century in this country was well
clothed. If that's—"

"Hes a jogger,” Philipa explaned. "And he isnt going anywhere. He has dothing back
home—probably whole closets full.”

"Then why is he hdf-naked? Doesn't he have any sense of propriety?"

Philipa 9ghed. It was going to be a hard few weeks before Franz Peter Schubert logt his fedings of

wonder a the gadgetry and conventions of dvilizetion. "Ligen, Franz," she said. "WEell be in Brig soon.
Please don't stare a anybody or anything. Just follow my example, and everything will be dl right."

"Veay wdl. I'll follow your lead, of course. Where are we going firg?'
"To the Brig public library."

Haf an hour later a policeman directing traffic pointed it out to them. She parked the van in front of it,
made sure both doors were locked, and went in, followed by Schubert, whose head seemed to be
mounted on a swive. "What are we doing here?' he whispered.

"You'll see."

She asked the reference librarian for Time magazine for the past ten years and was handed a compact
disc and directed to the viewing room. Within ten minutes she found the article in the specid section she
hed dimly recaled from an issue two or three years earlier. "This is what | was looking for,” she
whispered.

Schubert read the article without comprehension. He recognized mogt of the words, but some he had
never seen before. He shrugged his puzzlement.

For an answer, Philipa Dedeny took from her handbag the plagtic bag that contained the bloody
bandage from Judtin Pope's neck and hdd it up.

"You're out of your mind," an unbdieving Franz Pe-ter Schubert said.



11. INCIDENT AT ARLES
18 MAY 2000

"| 'S A BEAUTIFUL IDEA, PHIL," SCHUBERT CONCEDED &s he climbed between the sheets in ther suite
a Brig's mogst degant hostdry, the Hotd Shireen Khairdlah. "But not, | think, very practical. For one
thing, there's the question of money.”

"Money is no problem at dl with the Fugit in our possesson,” Philipa assured him. "I've looked
through the van and found that Justin has anticipated rainy days he hid about $100,000 in golden eagles
under the floor-boards.”

"Isthat alot of money?'
"Yes, but not nearly enough.”

"Wadl, then?'
"Be patient, my darling Franz," Philipa said. "All things come to those who wait."

Schubert looked down & her. Her head was in the crook of his arm, her lithe body pressed tightly
agang his "And | take it you're my lady-in-waiting?'

Prilipalaughed throatily.

They spent five days a the Shireen Khairdlah, giving Schubert an opportunity to become acclimated
to the twentieth century. So far, she had not dared to let hm out of her sght for fear that some
anachronism of behav-ior would arouse police atention and questions she did not want to answer. But
asde from his archaic German, which the good people of Brig assumed was an obscure Audrian diadect,
he was soon managing quite well. He had learned to order amed a a restaurant, shop in a supermarket,
board a trolley, cope with the city's treffic, and identify Europe's main Cup contenders. Now, Philipa
decided, it was timeto go.

With new bags packed with newly purchased clothes, they set out one fine Soring morning for Geneva,
where they paused for a week to give Schubert the flavor of atruly cosmopolitan city. Philipa was not in
ahurry. Time was her dave, ready to do her bidding. Besides, Schubert was a child with a new toy—the
twentieth century—and it would have been a shame to deprive him of his exu-berant enjoyment of it. He
liked everything he saw: the crowds, the movie theaters, the concert hdls the beautiful, immeculae
parks, the boats on Lac Leman, the Sylishly dressed women, the imposing banks and ther top-hatted,
taillcoated doormen, and especidly the air-planes he saw flying overhead, which he swore he would
never get closer to than he was right now.

While Schubert scribbled music in a notebook in a garage waiting room, Philipa watched as mechanics
gave the van a complete checkup. She was not quite sure yet just where they would be traveing, but it
was somewhere in the past century, and if the machine broke down there, there would be no mechanics
tofix it.

On the twenty-first of May, a day when chilling rains made a departure from Geneva a pleasure, they
headed southwest toward Lyons and from there due south down the lovdly Rhone vdley, dive with
blooming flowers and the scents of summer gpproaching down the road. At Nimes they spent the night,
and in the morning they drove southeast toward Aries. There they registered a an inn that daimed to
have been in business since 1667. They rented a garage for the summer and, once the Fugit was parked
ingde, fastened its door with a subgtantia pad-lock.

The next morning they rose late as usud, had their breakfast, and retired to the garage with a suitcase
con-taining dothing befitting a prosperous gentleman and his lady of the 1880s, made to therr order—for
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a cosume bdl, they had told the taillor—during their stay in Geneva. Climbing into the front seat, with
Franz beside her, Philipa Dedeny set the did for 15 Augugt 1888 and hit the "Run” button.

It was a handsome young couple that emerged from the garage, she with her long full skirt and white
parasol raised againg the Smmering Provenca sun and he with starched collar, taillored waistcoat, tight
trousers, straw hat, and cane. They srolled through the lovey medievd town, toured the Roman
amphithegter and the remains of the city walls, and had a bountiful lunch at an inn—shared with clouds of
flies, a bottle of good loca wine, and, for the gentleman, a cigar with his cognac.

The lady's noble bearing no less than her beauty and fine dress attracted the attentions of the locd
gdlants, one of whom soon found an excuse to introduce himsdf. The gentleman and his lady were
obvioudy recently ar-rived to the area, he said, and therefore it was incumbent upon him, as the prefect
of the digrict, and in the tra-dition of French hospitdity, to offer his servicesin any way possible.

"As amatter of fact,”" the lady said, "we are much taken by the beauty of your town, and especidly the
aur-rounding countryside, and wish to see more of it. Per-haps you can advise us on the mogt
picturesgue Stesto visit."

"With dl my heart,” he said. "But may | know from where madame comes, o that | may suggest the
sort of panoramas which may be unfamiliar to you.”

"From America, mondeur.”

"C'est impossible!" the Frenchman murmured. "I an a a loss for words to discover that an
American, and a lady, even one S0 ravishing as madame, could learn to speak our language SO
exquidtdy."

Of course he wasn't a aloss for words—no French-man ever was. With a snap of the fingers he
summoned his carriage, gently indaled the lady and her husband therein, and took them on a tour of the
countryside surrounding Arles that lasted the better part of the after-noon. Not until nearly the hour for
Franz's afternoon ngp did Philipa Dedeny's restless eye findly dight upon the figure she had come to
Arlesto mest.

"That man in the straw hat in the orchard there," she said, pointing. "How strange he lookd"

The prefect made a gesture of dismisd. "A madman. A dauber. A poor fdlow who fancies himsdf an
atig."

"And he isn't?"

The prefect shook his head. "He comes here nearly every summer, and his painting becomes wilder
year by year. He drinks, he argues, he fights, he snks into sullen despair, he splashes paint onto canvas,
but he never sdls. He ismissing the upper part of one ear, cut off, | under-stand, by hisown hand in afit
of drunkenness." He shuddered and turned ther attention to a more pleasing vista, a ruined mill dong the
river.

"I would speak with him," Philipa said.
"But madame!” the prefect protested.

"l would spesk with him," Philipa repested. "In America | have worked," she went on, spesking
nothing but the truth, "with many people of disturbed minds, feeble intellects, and twisted persondlities,
and | find that my words have away of cdming them." She ingtructed the coachman to stop. The prefect
agan remongtrated, but the lady put him off with a ravishing smile, stepped down, and, gathering her
kirt in her arms, walked across the open fidd to where the madman was painting with bold dashing
strokes.

He looked up a her approach, then returned to his work. Only when she stood beside him did he see
her face, and his jaw dropped as he contemplated her exqui-Ste features, her deep, intdligent,
passionate eyes.



"Madame" he said reverently, nadily pulling off his straw hat.

"Mongeur, | observed the scene you were panting and thought to see how closdy your painting
corresponds to it."

The painter shook his head sadly. "I fear you will be disappointed, my lady. My painting is not of the
redity of the scene—nothing can comprehend the beauty of the redlity of nature, even at its uglies, if you
folow me. What | put on canvas are the colors and forms which, at another time and place, will evoke
the emotions | fed, the essence of the scene | see now with my eyes. | do not paint so that each detall
will be shown. To me the scene we see is but nature's newborn lamb, which | shear to weave its wool
into cloth, to cover the naked limbs of my soul and warm my heart.”

Philipa said nothing. She looked at the ravaged face, the didfigured ear, and the tortured soul,
committing them to memory.

The painter nodded gravdy, as though she had spoken some greet truth. "The prefect told you | am
med, did he not?' he said, gesturing toward the carriage. "Wdl, he's right, of course. No one but a
madman would throw his whole life awvay panting pictures the world reviles. Only a madman would
spend hislife trying to sdl what no onewill buy.”

"You have not had success in sdling your paintings?' said Philipa, who knew what his answer would
be.

"Oh, | sold one—once," he sad hitterly. "For the princely sum of four hundred francs. I'll sdl another
someday, perhaps.”

"Sooner than you think," Philipa said softly. She opened her bag, and took out a little leather pouch,
and handed it to him.

In a daze, he opened it. It was full of gold louis, more money than he had ever seen. He could not
speak.

Philipa could. "If you paint me a picture which incor-porates every fegture of your specid yle, those
ele-ments which set you apart from every other artist painting today, the gold is yours. You may take as
long as you wish. The subject matter you may decide for yoursdf. My only requirement is that the
picture be at least 150 centimeters by 250 centimeters, that is, of a Sze which will dominate the drawing
room of my home. Pray do not be afraid to use your color with exuberance, and do not try to please
me. Please only yourself. Will you do it?"

The painter nodded dumbly and grasped the legther pouch tightly.
"Good. When it isfinished, bring it to me at the inn— L'Aiglon.”
"With the greatest pleasure,” the painter said fer-vently.

"You may ask for Madame Labdle"

"A fdicitous name, madame. Mineis—"'

"Yes | know, mondeur." She gave him her hand.

He kissed it and watched her walk gracefully back across the fidd toward the carriage. He clutched
the leether bag to assure himsdf that he had not had too much to drink and was dreaming.

To edtablish her pedigree as one who could come by such awork honestly, Philipa Dedeny fabricated
a ficti-tious family tree that extended dl the way back to Ro-sario, Argenting, where her "grandfather
hed been harr to alaifundium of some two hundred square miles, or wasit three hundred?' Anyway, the
family, once wedlthy, had falen onto evil times, and was now reduced to a sngle thirty-three story office
building in Buenos Aires, gpartments in London, Paris, and Rome, a ship-ping line, an invesment bank,
and "of course this pied-&terre" on Avenue Foch in Paris.



The "pied-aterre” a seventeen-room manson, tasteffully done in Regency dyle, on the most
fashionable street in Paris, which upon closer inquiry would have been reveded as rented furmnished by
the month, com-pletely convinced the man from Sotheby's that he was dedling with aristocracy falen on
evil days, rddivdy spesking. Certanly Madame Maddeine Mahiot de la Bec was a lady whose
upper-class lineage could not be doubted, especidly when she took him into the dimly lit sdlon to show
him the work on the easdl that Straitened circumstances were forcing her to sl.

She drew back the claoth from the picture and switched on the caling lights.

The man from Sotheby's gasped. He knew ingantly he had discovered a masterpiece, a masterpiece,
further-more, of whose existence the world of art was unaware. He could not believe his eyes.

He did not. Only after a minute examination of every detall usng every test that the authenticator of an
artwork has at his digposd, induding x-ray and ultraviolet and-ysis, as well as andysis of paint, canvas,
brush strokes, even the amount and composition of dirt that would accumulate on a picture of a given
age, did he pronounce himsdf satisfied that he had come upon a higoric find: a genuine Vincent van
Gogh. A van Gogh, moreover, which was superior in 9ze, qudity, style, and inspiration to any extant.

"Madame de la Bec," he said, trying to ill the tremor in his voice, "do you have any conception of
what this painting is worth?*

"Some" Philipa replied, offhandedly. "In early 1987, van Gogh's Sunflowers sold in London for
precisdy $39,921,750. In November of that same year, another van Gogh, Irises, a painting
twenty-eight by thirty-two inches, was auctioned off by your firm for $49 million. No van Gogh hes
appeared on the market ance then. Given the ten years that has passed since that date, and inflation, and
the Japanese craze for fine art, and the uniqueness of this particular work—plus the fact that | wouldn't
consder sdling for one penny less—I should guess that it should bring & auction, after Sotheby's
com-mission, at least $100 million."

Asaguess, it was very close to the mark. When bid-ding ceased at the auction the following month, it
had been knocked down to the Japanese corporation Hitachi for $137 million.



12. BLOOD WILL TELL
22 DECEMBER 2111

PHIL Depeny had given the coming-out party of Franz Peter Schubert consderable thought and
findly de-cided that Switzerland was probably the logica place for the operation.

Switzerland was stable. After dl, it had not been in-vaded except hriefly for more then five hundred
years, and itsimmunity from foreign incurson would probably endure as long as the mountains stood as
a barrier to the rest of the world and as long as it kept every able-bodied man, armed to the teeth, in
ready reserve, able to inflicc more damage on the invader than its craggy countryside was worth. Then
there was the nation'simmense wedth, not only in the form of bank deposits and bullion but in technicd,
stientific, and medica expertise, in libraries, in the free exchange of mechaniams and mechinery,
in-druments, and ideas. And Bank Pictet, the Geneva inditution where she had deposited the $116
million from the sde of Summer's Dream, was very likey destined to be around to transact her business
in Switzerland for the next two hundred years if her business took that long.

Jud in case it did, she bought a twelve-room chaet in the mountains above Vevey, even though the
estate agent warned her that according to Swiss law, as aforegner she would not be alowed to occupy
the chdet more than Sx months each caendar year.

"If it weren't for that law," he explained gpologeti-cdly, "our lovely country would be inundated with
ex-dictators, decaying middle-European aristocracy, and criminds flesing from the laws of ther own
country— dthough | think it is obvious that you and Monsieur de la Bec fit none of those categories,” he
sad with a pon-derous attempt at wit.

"Sx months will be entirdy adequate,” she assured him, handing him a check for the entire sum in
exchange for the keys to the chdet and the massve stone garage that seemed to madame even more
important than the luxurious gppointments of the house itsaf.

He hurried away to cash the check, for something was not quite right about the young couple. He had
his doubts about them. It did not seem logicd thet if they really had the money in the bank to cover the
check for the house and spacious grounds, they would ride about in a mud-spattered American van.

The de la Bec bank account proved more than ample for the price of the chaet and the organ, piano,
com-puter, and high-priced day saff of cook, housekeeper, maid, and gardener the American couple
inddled.

The neighbors found the young Americans amiable and outgoing, though they confined their hospitaity
to day-light hours. They entertained severd times a week at lavish lunches for people of dl sorts they
contrived to meat—artists and engineers, busnessmen and adventur-ers, scientists and bankers—and
Mme. de la Bec espe-cidly took ddight in drawing them out about their views on palitics, society, and
the arts and the detalls of their professons. M. de la Bec, presiding at the head of the table with a
somewhat abstracted air, contributed litle but bonhomie and an atentive ear. Sometimes he asked
questions about the most commonplace things and drew startled looks from the assemblage. Yet there
was no doubt that the man, in his own way, was exceedingly intdligent. He was a veritable mine of
information about musicindl its forms, which he was happy to illudrate a the keyboard, and his happy
dispogtion lowered the eyebrow occasondly raised by his gaucheries.

At night, after everyone had left the grounds, the charlet had a different aspect. Mme. de la Bec
hersdf locked the gates in the high chain-link fence surrounding the estate after the saff had departed,

then returned to acti-vate the eectronic security system. Once it was engaged, even the scampering of a
mouse on the lower two floors would set off darms, light the flood lamps on the grounds, and summon
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the police from Vevey.

From beyond the fence, anyone who cared to notice would have observed that as soon as the lights
were ex-tinguished on the lower two floors, they would be lit on the third. But other than that, no activity
could be dis-cerned.

And yet, beyond the heavy drapes dravn over the win-dows, there was activity aplenty. In his
soundproofed studio, Franz read manuscripts of other composers, wrote ever more ambitious
compostions of his own, and oc-casondly rdieved the drain of intense concentration by watching a
tdlevison show or digidisk until the tedium of it dl drove him rdentlesdy back to the keyboard, there to
reman sometimes until dawn glittered off the lake at the bottom of the valley.

In another, larger room, Philipa Dedeny was quite as busy as the man she loved. Her computer was
linked to the Internationd All-data bank.

She had begun her researches in the middle of June 2000, shortly after Summer's Dream had been
sold a a specid Sotheby's auction in London, and they had qui-etly Ieft ther home on Avenue Victor
Hugo in Paris to return to Switzerland. The firg image she had called up on the screen of her computer
was the page from Time magazine she had unearthed in the library a Brig. She had remembered it from
an issue published shortly be-fore she went to San Francisco to do the cover story on Jugtin Pope. Now
she read it once, then again, and leaned back in her chair to decide what to do next.

The consarvative thing to do—and as she was in Swit-zerland, it was quite naturd to be
conservative—was to go dowly but miss nothing dong the way. Therefore, the fird trip she took
forward through time in the van parked in the stone garage was to November of the year 2010.

She had dressed for the occasion in the most casud but degant ski togs she could buy. Even so, as
she locked the garage door behind her and trudged down the ankle-deep show into town, she was
aware of glances directed her way from women whose own ski togs and boots seemed light and

summery by comparison.
Vevey had changed remarkably littlein a decade. The old buildings were older, the few new buildings

scarcdly dtering the cityscape as she remembered it from the last time she had seen it, two or three days
ealier.

Her firg stop was a a dothing store, where she gave explicit orders for severd dresses in the latest
fashion, specifying hem length, color, materia, and cut and ask-ing when they could be ddivered. The
sdeswoman shot her a look of surprise, laughed politely, then took her to the dressng room. She
disrobed under the eyes of three tdevison cameras. On the wall-mounted monitor the words appeared:
"Madame's order will be ready in four minutes”

Smultaneoudy, her dress pattern was spewed from a printer in the workroom; the fabrics were cut,
dyed, fixed with fast-acting mordants, heat-bonded into the finished product, and put on hangars. The
sdeswoman brought them into the dressing room, ill warm to the touch. The process was repeated a
the leather shop in the same block, where she ordered severd bags and pairs of shoes.

Now inconspicuous except for her regd carriage and arresting features, she sought out the largest
computer firm in the cty and made her wants known. She ex-plained that she had been out of the
country for the past decade and that the firm's inddlation team mugt be pre-pared to renovate her
computer room to state-of-the-art standards.

"Oh, yes, ther€'s one other detall,” she told the firm's manager, who, when he saw her, decided to
handle this dient persondly, if she would only give him the oppor-tunity.

"Your dightest desire is my command,” the manager said, unctuoudy, dlowing his voice to linger on
theword "desire.”



"My husband—" she began, then her voice fdtered. When she regained control, she mentioned that,
since she had last seen her husband ten years earlier, she could not bear the thought of anyone passing
through the lower floors whose very dust she hersdf had, in reverence, not seen fit to disturb. "l use the
back dairs, but they are too narrow for you to move your equipment, | am sure. Mongeur will be so
kind, therefore, as to build aramp to the third floor which will permit access to my com-puter room for
the equipment | have ordered?’

Monseur would be charmed, he declared. He would have been even more charmed had his
eephantine over-tures been taken sarioudy. But he had to be stisfied with a demure amile and a large
check written on a bank in Geneva. And the hope of better luck next time,

There was no next time for him, but for Mme de la Bec there were severd—edeven in dl, each a
decade apart. Each time she had to update her wardrobe and to account for the lgpsesin her knowledge
of local condi-tions, modern appliances, means of transportation and communication, even the evolving
French language it-sdif, by pleading smple ignorance, for having been many years in a remote African
land.

Each decade down the road she had to pause for a longer period to assmilae the culture of the day,
and especidly to review advances in the fidd that most in-terested her. And after each such sojourn into
the future, she returned to the year 2000, tdlling the fascinated Franz everything and in return ligening to
the masterpiece or two he had tossed off in her absence.

In the year 2100 she knew she was getting very close to her god. As after each journey she had spent
three or four days at her upstairs computer room in the chaet reviewing the literature. But even that was
a task that became progressvely easer. By the year 2100 she was able to ignore the computer
keyboard completely and ad-dress her questions ordly in the language of her choice-trandation was
mechanical and automatic—and probe the limits of the new artificd inteligence. She could talk back to
the machine, interrupt and demand detail, ingtruct the machine to look up applicable references, and
dredge up from its enormous memory examples of the technology she was seeking, its pitfdls, its fallures,
Its successes. By the year 2100 successes far outnumbered failures. She fdt the time had come to act
but, in keeping with her adopted Swiss conservatism, decided to tack on an extra decade for good
measure. She revised even that figure, figuring that woman's intuition should count for another, meking
2120 the year of decison.

"Weére ready to go, Franz," Philipa told him one eve-ning.

"Already?" Schubert was beginning to enjoy life in the Alps—the pleasant routine, the hearty meds,
thelong night stretches at the keyboard, ther friendly if some-what Hiff and severe neighbors, even the
gopdlingly white winter that had settled down over the chaet. On the other hand, it had been his idea to
seek the plaudits of the world he had so long been denied, and it would be crud at this late stage to
deprive Phil of the joy she obvioudy fdt in bringing it dl about.

"Cold feet?" she mocked.

"Not if you say it can be done, my love"

"It can. Bdieve me"

"Yes | believe you. | believe you the more because the issue will be much more pleasing to the eye.”

She struck him on the chest with her balled figt, her dark eyes blooming with anger. "If you even think
such athing, I'll cdl it dl off."

"Now, now, Phil," Schubert soothed her, holding her tight in hisarms. "You know | don't meanit. You
know how | love you. It's just that—well, my good fortune seems like one long, ddlirioudy happy dream,
from which | may awaken a any moment. And why a beauti-ful, intdligent, bresthtakingly desirable
woman like you should fed this way about poor old Franz Peter Schubert, who in his firg incarnation
was unable to feed and house even himsdf properly, let done anyone else, is cause for bafflement. It's



amply that | cannot quite beieve my luck, you see.”

"Wdl," she said, mallified, "just don't push it. Ev-erything is going according to plan, and before you
know it, itll be a different life"

"I'd grown used to the one we have" he said wig-fully.

"It's ill your choice” Her voice was somber. "l wont try to influence you one way or the other.
De-cide

He thought about it for afew minutes, but he redly had no evidence on which to base a decision, and
unless they went ahead, he never would. "Well do it."

"I thought that would be your answer." She went to the computer room and brought back a suitcase in
which were two winter outfits, one for her, one for him. "Get dressed.”

The gtyles for the third decade of the twenty-second century had doubled back to the middle of the
twenty-firgt, and they in tumn dosdy resembled in many respects what had been fashionable for young
women in the 1940s—short sKirts, flat shoes, sweaters, and page-boy bobs. Men wore baggy trousers,
but the necktie and |gpd were gone forever—well, afew generations, at least—to be replaced by huge,
bright-hued woolly sweaters. The outsde wear was, of course, thermodaticaly controlled to produce
the sensation of amild spring day.

Thetown of Vevey had encroached dmaost up to their property ling, pushed by the inexorable influx of
foragn-ers seeking safe haven. Gone were motorcars, and in their place were two- and four-place
eectric vehicles, light, quiet, and fast, running on twin rails besde the main roadway, which was reserved
for pedestrians and bicy-clists. They picked one from the stand a few blocks from their villa and dighted
a the Geneva Genetic Research Inditute hdf an hour away, on the edge of the capitd.

Dr. Tomaso Binda was waiting in his office when they arrived. He rose from behind his desk and
greeted them with awarm but deferentid handshake. After dl, the dient was a very important, very rich
man, as he had to be to afford a trestment that cost SO much—some SFr5.5 million, or $12 million in his
patient's debased American currency—that so far no more than twenty-eight people, most of them
women, had opted for the whole course.

"I wish to point out," the white-jacketed Dr. Binda began as he resumed his place behind the desk,
"that while this procedure has been refined over the past forty years, some dement of risk inevitably
remans”

"Yes, | know," Mme. de la Bec said. "But it is my husband who mug be reassured. Perhaps you
would ex-plain to himin more detail.”

"By dl means. You see, Mondeur de la Bec, we are amply going back to square one, as you
Americans put it. As you know, every cdl in your body carries the tem-plate, the genetic ingtructions, to
produce the whole man, provided the nutrients, the temperatures, the matrices are dl present. Bringing
us to this state of medicd science began more than a century ago, when man firg cloned such living
forms as strawberries, then sngle-cdlula an-imds, the lower vertebrates, and only within the past
twenty years the infinitdy more complex task of doning man. It is an incredibly complex process,
requiring sev-enteen hours on the largest computer complex outside the United States merdly to unrave
and then unscramble the genetic code of each sample.

"A whole section of this inditute, comprisng more than 220 doctors, physcids, ddidicians,
mathemati-cians, nurses, and other personnel, works around the clock to effect a Ingle complete
transformation over a period of thirty-seven hours, dthough of course we very sedom are called upon to
tackle such a formidable task. Mogt of our work conddts in rguvenating the sexud glands of
nonagenarians, restoring the youthful breasts of women, restoring limbs to those unfortunates suffering
amputation in accidents, regenerding eyes, livers, kid-neys, and other age or disease-impaired organs.
These, as you mugt imagine, are much smpler processes, redly everyday genetic routine. Would you like



meto go into the process on the molecular levd?'

"Not redly,” Schubert said. "I understand the broad outlines of the process.” He was not sure what the
mo-lecular leve redly was, except that he was sure not to understand it.

"Very wel, sl we get on with it?'
"Yes | suppose s0."

"Then we can dart immediatdy.” He tapped a buzzer, and a large, formidable Wagnerian-soprano
type in starched whites entered. "This is Dr. Swann, Monseur de la Bec. She will be your constant
companion through the rather tedious but not particularly painfu—we have methods of reducing the
discomfort to a minimum-course of trestment. Dr. Swann, you may take Mongeur de la Bec and
prepare him for surgery, which will begin in"—he consulted his watch—"in just about two hours."

"Yes, Doctor,"” Dr. Swann replied, taking Schubert gently by the hand and amiling reassuringly.

Schubert and Philipa Dedeny embraced, then the com-poser turned and |eft the room, not looking
back. In thirty-saven hours he would be seeing his beloved again.

But Philipa Dedeny watched him go with misery wringing her heart. 1t would be the lagt time she
would ever see him.

Dr. Binda cleared his throat.

Philipa Dedeny opened her bag, extracted a bank draft for the sum demanded, and handed it to Dr.
Binda

"Theres just one other thing—"

"Yes | know," she said, and brought out the plagtic bag containing the bloody bandage she had
removed from the neck of Jugtin Pope.

The entire process, induding time spent in intendve care, was closer to ninety-Sx hours than
thirty-seven. Most of that time Philipa Dedeny spent in a hospital room, deeping off and on and pestering
nurses about the progress of her husband. Not until the beginning of the fifth day was he in condition to
receive her.

"Wdl, Mme. de la Bec," Dr. Binda said, amiling and washing his dry hands, "I think it's time for the
unvel-ing. Would you like to accompany me?'

Philipa Dedeny dlowed him to take her am and guide her down brightly lit corridors to the room
where Franz Peter Schubert lay, swathed from head to foot in ban-dages.

"Shdl we start with the head?' Dr. Binda asked, when he had cleared the room of dl the gtaff.
Philipa Dedeny nodded.

Dr. Binda cut through the bandages, then unwound them layer by layer until a smdl heap of blood-
and plasma-impregnated bandages lay at his feet. Only when he had the head completely exposed and
Franz Peter Schubert had opened his eyes did Dr. Binda step back to view his handiwork. He gasped.

"But that's—that's—"
"Judin Pope?" Philipa Dedeny supplied.

"Yes, Judin Pope. But where did you get that blood sample? He disappeared more than a hundred
years ago. It's impossible that you could have obtained a blood sam-ple from a man who disappeared
more than a century ago."

"Don't worry about that, Doctor,” Philipa Dedeny said.
Dr. Binda was dlent a moment, thinking fast. There lay the perfect replica of the greatest composer of



histime, perhaps of all time. 1t would be a sensation—or would it? They could not possbly pass him off
as the composer for the smple reason that nobody could com-pose masterpieces such as Jugin Pope
hed written—and anyway, Jugtin Pope had been dead for at least a century. There must be some deeper
motive. And whatever it was, its success depended on Mme. de la Bec keeping his identity secret until
he got out of the hospitd, at least. And if she wanted to keep a secret like that, she would obvioudy be
willing to pay for it.

He stepped swiftly to the door and shot the bolt. He returned to the recumbent man's beside, took a
ral of gauze from the dressing tray, and began to wrap up Schubert's face again.

"What are you doing, doctor?' Philipainquired coldly.

"I'm doing you a great favor, Madame, and | may as wdl tdl you, | expect your generosity to be my
reward.”

She put her hand on his "Dont bother. And as for gretitude, you aready have twelve million
thank-you notes, printed in green.”

"Do you know what this means?' Dr. Binda said menacingly.

"No, but I'm sure youll explain it to mein language | can understand.”

"It means that you are obvioudy going to try to trade on the fdse identity we have somehow,
willy-nilly, cre-ated. Money can be your only possible mative, especidly snce Jugin Pope's legacy from
recordings royaties, compounded annualy, mugt be enormous by now. And, so far as | recdl, Pope
died intestate. Therefore, money must be your motive. Indeed, money is the best possble motive, for
anything. It is my moative in aiding you to succeed in your subterfuge. And if it is going to succeed, you
will need my help.”

"Thank you very much, but your help is not re-quired.”

"Andif | expose you?'

"How would you do that, doctor?"

"It wouldn't be difficult, | can assure you. | would have the police extract the late Jusin Pope's
fingerprints from the American FBI's files and show that this impos-tor's fingerprints are identica. Ergo,
he must be a clone, not a look-alike descendant, no matter how much forged documentation you
produce to prove otherwise"

Philipa Dedeny laughed. All doubts that Franz Peter Schubert could pass himsdf off as Judin Pope
had now been resolved by the good, the greedy, the fodlish Dr. Binda



13. AFINE PUZZLEMENT
16 MAY 2000

PHILIPA DEDENY Was not very. good a dates. she was even worse a aithmetic. Still, despite the
changes in time zones she had experienced before Franz Peter Schubert was findly in shape to trave
back to the year 2000, she was able to compute how long she had been missing from San Francisco of
the year 2000.

When they had taken over the Fugit, she had had the good sense to conault the log that autometicaly
recorded the hour, day, and year that was the destination of each journey through time. They had begun
their stay in Brig on 18 May 2000, the same day Justin Pope had come cdling for the lagt time and made
the mistake of fdling adeep when he should have been on the qui vive. She had arrived in Switzerland on
24 November 1999. That meant she had been missng for very nearly Sx months. That was true even
though she and Franz had been in the cavern above Brig for something like two years, judging by the
passage of the seasons.

It had been two years since she had seen her parents, three brothers, and baby sigter, dl of whom she
loved dearly. They, on the other hand, would have missed her for only sx months, provided she returned
to the time when Pope had left for Switzerland. Better yet, she could return to 17 November 1999,
when she had followed Pope to Switzerland, and they would not miss her at dl. But that was only the
hdlf of it.

If she returned to 17 November, she would of course have to bring Franz with he—couldn't leave the
innocent lamb wandering around in limbo—and since Pope had mantaned his headquarters in San
Francisco until he too disappeared, on 18 May 2000, San Francisco would be treated to the spectacle
of Judin Pope bumping into Jus-tin Pope. Couldn't have that.

Since Pope had appeared in Brig on 18 May 2000, presumably having left home the same day, in
order not to arouse suspicion he should reappear in San Francisco very close to that date, preferably 19
May. To be sure, the problem remained of bresking the news of her sur-viva to her bereaved family,
compounding the shock to those who doubtless thought her dead. Yet there did not seem to be any
other way. Nor could she bring Justin with her— that would bring the media wolf pack howling at tharr
heds—nor could she perform the bittersweet task by telephone. No, this was something she had to
do— wanted to do—in person.

The dilemma kept her awake the entire flight from Ge-neva to San Francisco. Meanwhile Franz, who
suffered Philipato drape his facein fake mustache and beard to keep Pope's fans at bay, snored a her
sde. He had in-gested the better part of a bottle of cognac to ill the demon ingde that told him that no
metalic contrivance as enormous as the 747 could possibly stagger into the ar and stay there—and
would doubtless crash trying. He dept like the dead, which was appropriate, since every-one thought he
had been for 172 years.

As she and a hungover Schubert passed through im-migration in San Francisco, usng her own
passport and Judtin's, which she had thoughtfully extracted from its owner's pocket while bidding him
adieu, she decided that the plan she had formulated was the very best pos-sible under the circumstances.
The van was off-loaded, and they drove it to the gpartment building Justin Pope had left on the previous
day. It was dusk when she ar-rived at the front entrance, told the doorman to keep an eye on the van
until her return, and entered on Schubert's arm.

It had been 9x months since she had been in the apart-ment building, but the concierge recognized her
imme-diatdly. "Why, Miss Dedeny,” he said with ddlight, "how nice to see you again. And a very good
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evening to you, Maestro,” he added deferentidly, bowing a the waist to Schubert. "I thought you had
gone back east, Miss Dedeny,” he added.

"Asamatter of fact, | did," she replied, but thought it unnecessary to tdl him how far east. "Tdl me, is
Miss Hunter in a the moment?' If she were, that would re-quire the use of Option Two, which was to
have Schubert summon her by telephone to some other place, preferably digant. As it was, Angdica
was out, so Option One would work very well. She nudged Schubert with her elbow.

Franz came out of his reverie and amiled. "I have a great ded of work piled up," he said, reciting the
words Philipa had rehearsed with him, "and | am going to need an uninterrupted period of time to get
through it. Until | finish, and so natify you, | do not wish to be disturbed.”

"l understand, Maestro.”
"By anyone—except, of course, Miss Dedeny.”

"I understand, Maestro,” he repeated, and this time he redly did understand. In fact, the composer's
wishes were eminently understandable. Miss Angdica Hunter was certainly one of the most lovey
creatures ever to grace his marbled, chanddiered domain. And yet this black-haired woman was equaly
beautiful, though of a totdly different type. As the French said, "Vive la dif-ference! " For cetanly a
genius like Judtin Pope could be forgiven for wishing to change his luck.

"I shdl require dl meds to be sent up to me. Miss Dedeny will make arrangements” Schubert
continued, reciting his speech. "The trolley will be left outside my door, and you shdl ring me when the
waiter who delivers my meds leaves the building. Otherwise, | am to receive no telephone cdls. There
will be no exceptions—except, of course, for those from Miss Dedeny.”

"Naturdly, Maestro. It shdl be done precisdy as you order. You can depend on me”

"I will." Schubert laid an envelope on the mahogany desk, smiled, and withdrew to the eevators with
Philipa

"Do you think we gave him enough?' Schubert asked.

"More than enough. Helll see that the security Staff doesn't deep, you can count on it."

"l see no security Saff.”

"It's that kind of apartment house. If you could see them, it wouldn't be. Now, then, do you have
evaything sraight?'

"Of course, darling Philipa. Il only be doing what comes naturdly.”

For the three or four days Philipa would be absent in New Y ork, he would be working up the cdllo
sonata that had been running through his mind the previous week. He would see no one and speak to no
one, and when she returned, she would take care of the one loose end that stood in the way of his
imposture—Angdica Hunter. 1t would be a smple matter. She would tdl Miss Hunter that she had been
replaced in his affections by Philipa Dedeny, and Schubert would back her up. Miss Hunter would have
no recourse but to leave with what grace she could muster, aided by a generous gift that Schubert would
bestow for services rendered. Then the world would be his and Philipas.

"Godspeed, and hurry back to the man who loves you," Schubert said, kissng her hand reverently.
"I will, Franz—Justin,” she whispered, looking up into his eyes but seeing Schubert behind them.

Hisphysica transformation left her vagudy uncom-fortable. She conceded that Justin Pope was more
favored by nature. He had none of the baby fat that had begun to settle around Franz's middle and
smooth out hisjawline. His hair was nestly combed, not wild and di-sheveled. His teeth were white and
regular. He was tdl, trim, and ahletic. None of those adjectives applied to Franz Peter Schubert. Pope
dressed degantly, and bregk-ing a trouser's crease was to him as unthinkable as break-ing wind. On
Franz, by contrast, even the best-tailored clothes seemed to dump and wrinkle. And yet despite dl these



shortcomings she loved him, and maybe because of them she loved him more.

"I won't be long. And I'll phone you every day." She strode swiftly to the entrance, mentdly reviewing
the stuation. Franz had dready taken the devator to the penthouse. She would persondly put the van in
its park-ing place in the garage, lock it, and take ataxi to the airport. She would be in New York five
hours later and at her parents home on Central Park West in time to have breakfast with them tomorrow
morning. They would be full of questions to which she had no answers as yet, but she was confident thet
on theflight east she would think of a good story. It should be no trouble to concoct a plausble yarn to
put her parents curiogity to rest. It might take alittle time to think of it, but what the hell-she owned time.

Angdica Hunter had gone to police headquarters for the second time that day in the late afternoon.
She had been asked to come by Detective Lieutenant Rivers, who questioned her about possible places
a figure as wdl known as Jusin Pope could hide. Angdica Hunter could offer the lieutenant no
enlightenment. For five hours he quizzed her, sure she was holding something back.

Shewas her temper. She wanted to know how Jugtin had disappeared and where he had gone, and
she was furious because Rivers refused to take her denids seri-oudy and, insteed of grilling her, get on
to the job of finding Justin. She was certain something had happened to him, since he seemed to have
vanished into the San Francisco fog.

The police had put out an APB on the van within five minutes of its disappearance. Since they had not
found a trace of it, they assumed that Jusin Pope mug 4ill be in possesson of the van, so Rivers
refrained from putting out an APB on him as wdll. It would not ook good for the department to have the
media laughing a him for letting Pope get away—if Pope was a crimind—or being harassed by the
policeif Pope proved not to be. He de-cided to give the search until the morning and then let the press
haveit.

At nine o'clock that night Rivers findly told her she could go. She went. Paying off the cab, she
proceeded to the desk, where she asked the concierge if there had been any messages.

"No, Miss Hunter," he said, his voice tense from the thought of the coming confrontation. "I'm sorry."

"That'sdl right." She walked dgectedly to the ee-vator. At the bronze doors, a security man blocked
the way. "Kindly get out of my way," she said.

"Sorry, maam. No vigtors to the penthouse.”

"I'm not avigtor," she blazed. "l live here. Get the hdl out of the way."
"Orders, Miss Hunter," the security man said. "I'm redly sorry.”
"Orders? Whose orders?'

"Mr. Pope's."

"Isthat right?' she said, her lip curling.

"Yes, maam."

"And when did Mr. Pope give these ‘orders?

"About an hour and a hdf ago."

Hope flashed in her eyes. "Do you mean he's here?"

"Yes, maam."

"And he said he didn't want to see anybody?"

"That's right."

"But of course held say that. He didn't want to see anybody except me.”



"Anybody. Weve even had indructions to keep his gaff away, to send his meds up and make sure
that the waiter |eft the building before being natified that hismed had arrived.”

"We are, | presume, spesking about the same Jugtin Pope?"

"Yes, maam."

"You saw him?"

"I saw him. | see him practicdly every day. It's Mr. Pope, dl right."

"And you won' let me into my apartment?’

The security man shrugged apologetically.

Angdica Hunter marched to the concierge's desk and asked to be connected with the penthouse.

The concierge shook his head miserably. "I'm afrad | cannot, Miss Hunter. No incoming cdls.
Orders.”

"l see" she sad quietly. "Very wel." She turned, went out the revolving doors, and hailed a cab.

Twenty minutes later a police car rolled up to the gpartment-house entrance and Angdica Hunter,
followed by Lieutenant Rivers, got out. Behind them, four uni-formed police emerged from a second
patrol car and took up posts at the door and in the lobby.

Rivers conferred briefly with the men who remained outside. Two walked off toward the back of the
building. Rivers strode into the building with Angelica Hunter in his wake.

At the elevator, the same security guard said, "No visitors, Sr," but without conviction.
"Get the elevator, and get it now," Rivers growled.
The security man did as he was ordered.

Thirty seconds later, the eevator reached the fourteenth-floor entrance and Angdica opened the
locked door with her key.

Across the sdon was Judin Pope. He was stting bare-chested in his underpants at the grand piano,
his pen poised over a score reging on the musc rack. He looked a her as though she were a tota
dranger. He looked at Rivers as though he had never set eyes on him, ether. "Yes?' heinquired politdly.

"Get your clothes on, Mr. Pope," Rivers said harshly. ™Y ou're coming with me."
"I am? Where?'
Rivers laughed nadtily. "Three guesses.™

"l am not very good at guessing games, dr,” Schu-bert said. "Perhaps you will be good enough to tel
mewhat you want."

Angdicawas suddenly aert. Something was wrong. In fact, severd somethings were wrong. The pen
in his hand was the fird thing that jarred her: Justin aways used a pencil and wore out erasers on his
manuscript. But this musical notation was swift and sure, and only two measures on the two pages visble
hed been crossed out. Also, the musical notation was different. Then there was his dress: Jugin never
worked in his under-wear. Citing the example of Haydn, who adways dressed as though he were
recaving vigtors and wore a pow-dered wig and white gloves before stting down to com-pose his
music, Judin invarigbly wore a pair of comfortable dacks, dlk shirt, foulard, and loafers. And looking
closer, she noticed that the scar was missng, the jagged scar below his right knee from a compound
fracture he had received in a game of sandlot footbal when he was eleven. He cdled Rivers "sr." That
was not like her Jusiin Pope. And he did not seem to recognize her, the woman to whom he had sworn
hiseternd love only the day before.

And yet he could be nobody else. Nobody could im-personate hm so perfectly. Nobody but Justin



Pope him-sdf could write the music that was on that rack, that had been resounding through the closed
door asthey emerged from the elevator. She fdt alittle dizzy.

"Get dressed,” Rivers repeated. "Get dressed now or I'll have my officers drag you down to the police
dation the way you are. Which way you go is up to you."

Comprehension dawned, to be replaced by unease. "Y ou are the police?’
"No, I'm the mayor's welcoming committee. Are you coming aong quietly?'

Schubert hesitated. Philipals ingructions had been very clear, but apparently she had not thought of
everything. She had not mentioned the possihility of an officd greet-ing ceremony. "Of course | shdll
come. | am honored, indeed, to be welcomed by the mayor," Schubert said straight-faced, risng.

"The fewer the wisecracks, the better it will go for you, Mr. Pope" Rivers growled. He started to
falow him to the bedroom, but Angdica Hunter put her hand on his am and instead went hersdf,
daoang the door behind her.

Schubert was picking dothing out of the closet, maich-ing a plaid shirt with flannd trousers and a
checked sport jacket. That did it. Whoever he was, he was not Justin Pope

"Who the hdl are you?' she said in a stage whisper.
"Judin Pope, of course” he sad carefully. "And you are Angdica Hunter."
"Wadl, you're hdf-right. Where is Jusin? What have you done with my Justin?"

Schubert did not answer. He thought he had gone quite far enough to accommodate these people. He
would merdly refuse to answer any further questions, say not a Sngle word, except to the mayor, and to
him he would limit himsdlf to a terse expression of gratitude.

He was terrified into slence when he redlized that he had misunderstood Rivers, that he was being put
injail. Knowing not what ese to do, he maintained his slence through the two hours of questioning by
Rivers that night and was then committed to a cdll. He refused the services of an attorney, knowing them
to be more untrustworthy than even police officers. The next morning they brought him before the judge
for arraign-ment. The charge was conspiracy with intent to commit murder, an extraditable offense for
which he would be tried in Switzerland.

"Murder?" said a shocked, incredulous Schubert. "\Whose murder?"
"The murder of Philipa Dedeny,”" the prosecutor said.

From the back of the courtroom came an amused and sardonic voice. "Wha absolute rubbish!”
Philipa De-deny said.



14. VICIOUS CIRCLE
18 MAY 2000

"Y OURE NOT GOING TO GET AWAY WITH THIS," Angdica Hunter said evenly.

"Of course not, dear Angdlica” Philipa Dedeny said with a patronizing smile. "But just think of the fun
we're going to have trying."

"I want to know what you did with Justin Pope.”
"Y ou're worried?"

"Of course I'm worried. If | thought you touched a har on his head, 1'd tear you to pieces with my
bare hands."

"How ddighted hell be to hear of your concern, dear Angdica”
"So he is dive? And quit cdling me 'dear Angd-ica'. "

"Oh, he's dive, dl right. | hope you didn't take me for a murderer. The only thing I've ever been guilty
of murdering is the king's English.”

"Then where is he? Are you holding him prisoner?’
"You might say that."

"I see" Angdica Hunter was sandwiched between the Angelica and Schubert in the back of her—
her— Rolls-Royce, which the damned Time reporter had had the gdl to whidle up when the judge had
handed down a stern warning againg Detective Lieutenant Rivers about bring-ing fdse charges agangt
the eminent Jugin Pope and dismissed Schubert with profuse apologies. She turned to Schubert. "And
where did she dig you up?'

Schubert, whom Philipa had told to hold his tongue, held his tongue. But it did not stop him from
favoring Angdicawith a sckly, gpologetic amile

"You don't know?" Philipasaid increduloudly.
Angdica diffened. "If | knew, would | have asked?'

Philipa Dedeny looked at her narrowly and decided she was tdling the truth. But on second thought,
how could she know? If she had any brains at dl—and she had enough to have engineered Philipa
Dedeny's depar-ture for Switzerland and subsequent disgppearance—Angdica Hunter would have
known that Jusin Pope was geding "his' masterpieces from somewhere. And if Franz Peter Schubert,
whose portraits were very lifdike, had suddenly appeared, she would undoubtedly have put one and one
together and arrived at the truth. But Schu-bert no longer looked like Schubert, so the second part of the
equation was missing. For dl Angelica Hunter could know, he had to be a ringer, someone off the street
who happened to look exactly like Justin Pope. That opened up a number of interesting possibilities.

For one thing, Angdiica Hunter probably did not know of the existence of the Fugit, a circumstance
that could prove very ussful. For another, she would doubtless at-tempt to prove the ringer an
out-and-out fraud who, with the assstance of Philipa Dedeny, intended to milk Pope's considerable
bank account and escape in the night. Those conclusions must have seemed obvious to Angelica Hunter.
However, it would stretch Angdicas imagination to the bresking point to concelve that this man, who
was a perfect ringer for Judtin, was aso a virtuoso pianist and could compose grest music as well.

Philipa Dedeny loved Schubert with dl her heart and was thankful for the circumstance that had
brought them together. But that did not excuse Angdlica Hunter, who undoubtedly had put Jugin Pope
up to getting rid of her. She owed Philipaa debt, and Philipa was now in a po-gition to collect.
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How? By smply doing nothing.

Convinced that "Jugtin Pope" was a fake and that he and Philipa Dedeny were congpiring to raid his
bank ac-counts a the earliet convenient opportunity, she would drike back with energy and
imaginetion. Well, let her. Philipa.and Schubert had nothing to fear. Still, it would be well to keep an eye
on her.

"Where are you daying, my dear?' Philipainquired sweetly.

"Inmy home, of course.”

Y ou mean the penthouse?'

"l do, indeed."

"You don't think it will be a trifle crowded?"

"Not at dl. It has dways been ample for the two of us.”

"But now there are three”

"We have the servants quarters.”

"That will be matey," Philipasaid. "'l hope you find them comfortable.”
"That wasn't what | had in mind."

"Yes | know. You expected to share the master bed-room. But | bdieve it would be the cvilized
thing for the master imsdf to choose his bedmate.”

Both women turned to Schubert.
He was gaping at severa couples gralling down the Street, their arms entwined about each other.

Even to Angdica Hunter the shock on hisface a see-ing man embracing man was so genuine that she
knew Philipa Dedeny had recruited him from some area so re-mote—the hills of southeast Ohio,
perhaps—that he did not redize that such behavior was not only commonplace but actudly the norm for
San Francisco. Such a naive man could not possbly know or understand classcd mu-dc. Then a
thought occurred to her: what about that fountain pen poised above the musc stand when she and
Lieutenant Rivers had burst in on him? On the heds of the question came the answer: he had been
coached in his part. Hearing the key in the lock of the door, he had rushed to the piano bench, picked up
a pen, and pretended to be interrupted in the throes of compaosition, Philipa Dedeny had thought of
everything.

How long would the imposter and Philipa need to clear out hisloca bank accounts? A day a leest. If
they suc-ceeded, of course, they would get away with millions But provided she was with him every
minute during banking hours, he would be thwarted if he tried to ab-stract money from ther joint
accounts. On the other hand, if she were with him, then he would be able to keep her from transferring
their assets to an account in her name. A Mexican standoff, but it would last only for one day, because
by tomorrow evening she would prove to the world that the man who pretended to be Jusin Pope was
nothing but an impersonator.

"The maid's quarters will do nicdy,” Angdica Hunter said findly, between her teeth.

She was up a sunrise. It would be a day of watching, but what she watched was an empty saon until,
just be-fore deven o'clock, Philipa strolled through dressed in along quilted housecoat, greeted her, and
headed for the dining room, where the day saff had as usud put bresk-fast on the sideboard. She
helped hersdf to scrambled eggs and crigp bacon, toast, and two cups of coffee. She read the moring
paper with exceptiond interest, for Sx months from the years 1999 and 2000 were total blanks. She had
not had time to read a word on the plane east two nights earlier, for she had been degping off her jet lag.
On the return flight three hours later, after the con-cierge had findly telephoned her a home and told her
that the police had taken Maestro Pope away, she had had five hours to kill, but worry had kept her



turning pages without comprehending aword she read.

Schubert arose a one in the afternoon. For the next three hours, until the banks were safdy closed,
Angdica Hunter kept him engaged in conversation that merdy ce-mented her conviction that he was an
utter fraud, and a very strange one at that. He did not seem to know any-thing ussful about Washington
politics, or fast food, or the San Francisco Forty-Niners, or current movie stars, or Las Vegas, or Nob
Hill. When she asked what he thought of Carnegie Hall, he looked her straight in the eye and said he had
not had the pleasure of medting the gentleman. She did not know where he came from, but it must have
been somewhere deep in the hills But on second thought, not southern Ohio—more like the Hindu
Kush.

At three-thirty she told Schubert and Philipa that she had afew errands to do and would be back in an
hour or two. She actudly returned at Six-thirty, by desgn.

He and Philipa were gtting in the swing on the ve-randa, watching the fiery sun being quenched in the
blue Padfic.

Angdica Hunter pretended surprise and shock. "Arent you dressed yet?'

"Dressed?’ Philipareplied. "Why should he dress?!

"W, | hope dear Judiin isn't going out on the stage at Opera Hal in his cords, plad shirt, and running
shoes" She was looking intently at Schubert for Sgns of panic. Instead, he looked a Philipafor a cue. "I
mean,” she went on, "you don't want to disgppoint your public, do you? After dl, if you don't play and
aren't Sck or out of town, people are going to suspect some-thing is wrong, won't they?'

Philipalicked her lips. "There's a concert tonight?*

"You bet your little ruffled culottes there is, sweetie” Angdica Hunter said. "It's been scheduled for
three months and sold out the firgt day. And if your hayseed friend here doesn't show up, | will, to
explan just why he didn't. And what do you think of those onions?

Philipa Dedeny's eyes were those of a trapped animd. She bit her knuckle, massaged her earlobe,
tapped her foot. "Youll go," she said to Schubert. "Go get dressed.”

"But I—" Schubert began.

"Jug go. And don't worry—I'll think of something.”

"Such as?' Angdica goaded.

Philipa took a deep bresth. "Well, there are saverd things we could do, | guess, but | think the safest

would be for him to trip over a music stand coming on stage, 'bruising' his arm, then make a handsome
gpology and get the hl out of there."

"It won't work, you know."
"Maybe I'll think of something better before we get to the opera house. | dways do, you know."

The applause when Schubert, resplendent in tails, walked onto the stage was "rapturous,” "frantic,”
"thunderous” "dedfening,” or "tonitruous,” depend-ing on which critic one read the next day. Angdica
Hunter added hers to the rest, cdculaing that the louder the applause, the more sunning the slence that
would greet hm when and if he actudly attempted to play. It was an al-Pope program. He was to
perform his Con-certo in E Flat Mgor and his Golden Gate Sonatina and conclude with his Mass in C
Minor. He would conduct the ninety-two-piece orchestrain the concerto from his piano bench and, after
the intermission, the orchestra and 140-voice chorus from the organ in the one-hour-and-five-minute
meass. Of course, he would—could—not go through with it.

He flipped his tals neatly out of the way and sat down on the quilted-lesther piano bench. The
audience grew dill. He fiddled with the knobs, fird raisng the bench, then lowering it a fraction of an



inch. Angdlica Hunter held her breath in spite of herself. He could not get away with it much longer. Two
or three more seconds and he would have to swoon away in a dead faint or grab his shirtfront as though
he were having a heart attack.

He did neither. He raised his hand, the kettle drums rolled, the cymbas clashed, the darinet section
warbled the opening matif, and Schubert's hands came crashing down on the keyboard in the
magnificent opening bars of the grest E Hat Concerto. He was wdl into the firs movement when
Angdica Hunter findly managed to get control of her jaw, which seemed to have become tem-porarily
unhinged. She glanced at Philipa Dedeny, Stting placidly next to her, drinking in every sound as if it were
nectar of the gods.

WEell, she had to admit, it was. The red Judin Pope was a virtuoso pianis, but this impogter played
like an angd, with an expresson, emation, and conviction that made the concerto, of which she knew
every note from Judin's practice sessons, an entirdy new and infinitdy more wondrous work of art. She
sat mesmerized. The solo Golden Gate Sonatina was cut of the same bolt from the blue. Intermisson
came after a dozen curtan cdls. Angelica, as immobile as a poleaxed hefer, remained in her sedt,
dlowing the beauty of the music she had just heard to soak into her inner consciousness. When the stage
agan filled, Schubert raised his baton. In a dream she ligened to the Massin C Minor, lisened as though
she had never heard it before, listened with tears ralling down her cheeks. She was not done. No
gpplause greeted the conclusion of the work. For some long seconds the hdl was utterly without sound.
Then came a d9gh from a thousand throats, and the crowd was on its fet, joining the orchestra and
chorusin rapturous, thunderous, and tonitruous applause. From dl sides came the cries "Bis, bisl" and
"Encore, encorel” even though everyone knew that Justin Pope never consented to play encores.

For ten minutes the crowd roared, and for ten minutes Schubert waked from the wings to take his
place beside the organ, bow and shake the hand of the concertmaster, and walk back to the wings He
walked the better part of amilethat evening.

Hndly, to dill the clamor, he raised his hand for quiet. A hush settled upon the hdl. "The muscd
director has just informed me that we are honored tonight by the pres-ence of the eminent Nobel
laureate, Dr. William O'Hara Babbage." He looked down at the audience, followed the eyes of the
people in the fird few rows to a diginguished old gentleman with the rosette of a commander of the
Legion of Honor in his buttonhole, and bowed. "Sir, Snce the audience seems to want more and | am
happy to oblige, | would like to dedicate to you and your ser-vices to humanity a musca offering, a
theme and vari-ations which | will improvise for the occasion on the notes B-A-B-B-A-G-E."

Before the crowd could react, he sat down a the organ and played the seven notes, with a full rest
between, in dow succession. He paused so long, his hands poised above the keyboard, that someone in
the rear of the hall, thinking hisinspiration had suddenly run dry, sniggered. At that moment his hands fell,
and a cascade of pure invention inundated the packed auditorium. The theme was dementd, as catchy
as a nursary tune. But then the embroidery began, and he wove the notes into a veritable Bayeux
tapestry of sound. His hands coaxed musc from the indrument that even he had not known was in it,
while his feet stroked the pedals with the grace of a balet dancer. No sooner had he reached a dimax,
and every-one knew he could not possibly wring another sngle idea from those seven notes, than he
switched to the piano. From this indrument he provoked a new muscd tem-pest, then crossed to the
harpsichord and embarked on another odyssey of musicd discovery, which findly drew into port, after
how many minutes or hours no one could later truly say, on the seven-stranded thread of those same
unadorned notes.

The audience applauded once more, but only half-heartedly. They did not rise to ther feet but sat
subdued, emationdly exhausted. Somewhere a man was heard to sob.

Angdica Hunter did not deep that night. She tossed, she turned, she stared at the celling, mottled with



reflec-tions from the dtreetlights. Her own reflections were gill more jumbled. Who was this man, this
super man? Where did he come from? How had he come there? Now that Philipa Dedeny was on the
scene, what was going to happen to Angdica Hunter? Most of al she wondered what had happened to
the red Judin Pope, what would become of him now that the imposter had shown himsdf to be a genius
severd orders of magnitude greater than Pope himsdf. At dawn she dept.

When she arose at ten, she knew that the imposter had no intention of grabbing the cash and running.
Why should he, when he could command any sum a worship-ing public could bestow?

Both Schubert and Philipa had gill not made an ap-pearance when Angdica dressed and |eft the
gpartment. In a pay telephone booth on the street she looked up a name and caled a number. An hour
later she was ush-ered into an office of unpretentious eegance and invited to tdl her Sory.

For the next five days she avoided both Schubert and Philipa, saying she did not know what the hell
was going on, but whatever it was, she could not take it anymore and had decided to seek other
accommodations. Every day she visted the office downtown and came out no wiser than she had gone
in. On the Sxth day she was greeted with asmile

"Good news," said a portly, middle-aged gentleman dressed inagray suit. "l think we have something
you'd be interested in hearing. Would you like the whole sand-wich or just the meet?'

"Only asmuch as | need to hear."

"Veay wdl." The man pushed the button on the tape recorder on his desk. He let the tape run for thirty
sec-onds, then switched it to play.

"—if you think that's wise" the impostor was saying.

Then came Philipa Dedeny's voice. "Wise or not wise, I'd better do it. | just can't leave him there,
henging in limbo."

"Why not?"

"Because—because—wdl, what if it were you ingtead of him?'

Slence. Then, "I suppose you're right. When are you planning to go?'

"As s00n as possible. Theflight that brings meinto Geneva at six-ten in the morning would be the most
con-venient. It leavesin four hours™

"And whét if Angdlica asks where you've gone?"

"Sdl her. I'll be back on the next plane. Tdl her my mother becameill and | went to New York for a
couple of days. And see that you keep your hands off her while I'm gone."

"Of course, Philipa" the man said soothingly. ™Y ou know me"
"I do. And that's what I'm worrying about."

Angdica Hunter held up her hand, then produced a checkbook from her bag. She wrote a check,
handed it to the gentleman in the gray suit, thanked him for his efficiency, and hurried from the office,

Angdica Hunter hung back in her rented car as she followed the van dong the north shore of Lac
Leman, dways keeping two or three cars between them. Her eyes were beginning to smart from faigue
when the van fi-ndly pulled into Brig. Philipa Dedeny climbed down from the van and disappeared into a
shop with women's wear displayed in the window. She was gone a very long time, so long that once or
twice Angdicafdt hersdf nodding off. That would never do. If she dept now, she would lose Philipa on
the maze of roads leading out of town. She got out of the car, stretched, squinted through the plate-glass



window, and saw that Philipa was il trying and buying, as though a cold winter were coming.

Angdica glanced at the van with its solid sdes and opague glass. The rear doors were unlocked.
Maybe there was a place inade where she could hide until Philipa led her to Justin Pope. She opened
the door cautioudy and saw in the dim light alarge metd container of some sort, just big enough to hide
behind. She dimbed in, eased the door shut, and squeezed behind the big meta box in a semirecumbent
position. In ten seconds, exhausted by the long day of travel, she was adeep.

When she awakened, the town of Brig had disap-peared. So had Philipa Dedeny. Craning her neck
around the metd container, Angdica saw that the driver's com-partment was empty. Outside, on the
passenger Sde of the van, was a verdant meadow, ablaze with wildflowers. On the other was a
forbidding concrete wal in which two huge ferroconcrete doors opened into the Sde of a moun-tain. In
the entrance was a stack of cardboard boxes. She ligened for d9gns of life, heard none, and quigly
opened the passenger door. She waked around the van. No sgn of Philipa. The valey spread before
her, ful of vegetartion, empty of other life. She glanced past the doors and down the tunnd into the
mountain. Adjusting her eyes to the darkness within, she saw a gtring of light bulbs on the caling leeding
into the interior. She took a tentative step in the direction of the lights, paused, then redized thet had to
be where Justin was held prisoner. She walked rapidly into the cavern, not looking back.

Had she done so, she would have observed Philipa Dedeny emerging from behind the door and
waking quickly to the van. The van door closed with a metdlic thud. A moment later, the van had
disappeared.
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15. OUTCASTS
25 SEPTEMBER 1928

FROM THE HILLS OVERLOOKING LAS CH1PAS, it seemed a pleasant enough village: a church
pire, a water tower, cdumps of trees, the inevitable spider thread of ralroad line, and rows of nesat
houses silhouetted againg the sun. But it was farther away than he thought.

When Skardon at last reached the orawling farm on its outskirts, the sun had dmogt set and he was
dugty and thirsty. Up ahead, a farmer hoeing a row of irrigated lettuce observed his approach, paused,
leaned on his hoe, and looked him over narrowly. He spit.

"Good afternoon,” Skardon said as he approached the farmer.

The farmer grunted. His eyes were hodlile.

"Isthis Las Chipas?'

The farmer nodded once and returned to his hoeing.

"Could you spare alittle water for athirdy travder?'

The farmer did not appear to hear the question.

"Is there a rooming house in town?"'

The farmer snorted by way of reply.

"How about a bus?'

The farmer turned his back and began hoeing in the direction Skardon had come.

"Thanks very much,” Skardon said evenly. "Il do my best to remember dl this vauable information.”
He trudged on toward town.

What passed for the village restaurant was cdled the Empire Cafe. By the time Skardon swung onto a
Seet at the counter, the regulars had dready come and gone and a wan, tired, sour-faced woman, the
cafe's only occupant, was piling chairs on tables to liberate floor space for her mop to redigtribute the
dirt.

"What's yours, miger?' the woman said, coming around the counter and wiping her damp hands on
her apron. She was broad-hipped and narrow-lipped, with straggly gray har that matched the mop.

"Do you have amenu?'

"You won't be needing any menu. All we've got left is corned beef hash.”

"Il have the corned beef hash." He was hungry enough to devour beef on the hoof.

After two forkfuls of the indefinable gelatiinous mess on the plate, he pushed it back and reached for
the coffee, another miscdculaion. "When's the next bus through here?' he. asked the woman, who had
given up on the mop and was picking her teeth with a maich as she kept her eye on the cash regigter.

"Day dfter tomorrow."

"Tran?'

"Milk train comes through at four-thirty."
"Good."

"It don't stop at Las Chipas."
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He slently commended the train conductor's good judgment. "Is there a rooming house?"

The woman laughed nedtily. "Wel," she drawled, "they's a house, if that's what you mean. Number
122 Main, down the street and across the tracks.”

"I see”" He put a slver dollar on the counter. At 1928 prices, it should have bought a seven-course
med.

The woman scooped it up, put it in the pocket of her gpron, and looked hard at Skardon, daring him
to ask for change.

He did not. He picked up histoolbox and walked out into the street, where dusk had fdlen.

The town apparently believed in street Sgns to the same degree it did in grace and hospitdity, so he
ac-costed two townsmen who were waking toward him on the wooden sdewak, engaged in grave
conversation. They were undoubtedly of the village aristocracy: middie-aged men in shiny serge suits
with ponderous belies an-chored by gold watch chains, shiny black derbies, ebony waking sticks, and
expressions that |eft no doubt that they bore the burdens of the world.

"Excuse me, gentlemen,” Skardon said, "but can you tdl me how to get to Main Street?"

The men paused. For a moment Skardon thought they would ignore him and walk on. "Thisis Man
Street," one of the men said findly. "Whom are you looking for?'

"I don't know the name, only the number: 122."

"Yes, of course The man who had replied looked at his companion. They exchanged amused
glances.

"l was told it was a rooming house. Was | misn-formed?’

"Oh, dear, no." The other man laughed. He looked at the man before him, in his workingman's clothes
and toolbox, up and down. "I'm sure it's just what you're looking for. Keep going sraight, across the
tracks. It's the—ah—establishment on the right a hundred yards be-yond, with the gravel path and the
front garden full of withered turnips”

The two men passed on, chuckling.

As he waked down Man Street, Skardon guessed that Las Chipas was a village of three or four
hundred dwell-ings, but even a that early evening hour it appeared dl but deserted. The busness
establishments—two generd stores, a bank, afilling sation, a cafe, a dismd ralroad sation on the line
that bisected the town—were dl dark.

As far as the ralroad ling mogt of the houses lining the man street were shug and subgantid,
middle-class houses with ordered lawvns and hedges and here and there a hitching post at the gate of
dwdlings of those who apparently believed the automobile was only a passng fancy. Behind those
darkened windows the locd bur-ghers would be deeping, shug and secure. Even at that hour they
would probably respond to an unexpected knock at the door by a stranger by summoning the
dogs or the law, if any. Beyond the tracks the houses were smdler, decrepit, unkempt. He crossed the
tracks.

Ahead on the right he saw the glimmer of light seeping around the edges of drawn curtains in a house
that seemed rather neater than most. Instead of weeds in the tiny front yard, rows of vegetables grew. A
graved path led to the door. Skardon walked to the door, mounted the three steps, and knocked.

From ingde there was the sounds of a chair scrgping on a wooden floor, and steps approaching, then
alight switched on above the porch and the door opened. Skar-don was momentaily a a loss. He had
haf expected a black maid in a handkerchief-sized white apron. After more yearsin prison than he cared
to think about, his thoughts, snce he had heard the suggestive sniggers of the two burghers, had begun to
proceed adong predictable channels. But the woman who faced him was not at dl what he had expected.



"Good evening,” she said. She emerged from the darkened vestibule into the light of the porch. She
was about thirty, plainly dressed, with her dark brown hair gathered in a schoolmarm bun. No makeup,
no flirtatious amile relieved the fatigue on her face.

"I'm very sorry to disturb you, madam,” Skardon be-gan, truly sorry. "But | have just arived in Las
Chipas a few minutes ago, on foot, and have nowhere to spend the night. 1 was told you could
accommodate me—that is" he added hurriedly, "thet you might have aroom to let to a traveler.”

"Yes" shesad dryly, "l can imagine what you were told. Your car broke down?’
"Whdl, yes. | was looking for a hotdl, but they said that——"

The woman smiled wanly. "I can imagine. No, there's no hotel. But | do take in an occasiona paying
gues.”

"You have room?'
"If you have two dollars, | have aroom. Of course, that includes breskfagt.”
"Fine."

The woman held the door for him and showed him to a clean, rather bare upgtairs room with a hard
four-poster bed and, on the table beside it, a porcdain basn and a jug. "I'm sure you're hungry after
your walk. | have some stew |eft over from dinner,” she volunteered.

"I don't wish to put you out any more than | dready have, Mrs—"
"Miss Ferguson. Y ou won't be putting me out. Itll be ready in twenty minutes.”

Skardon watched her walk down the dairs. It was the wak of a woman twice her age, though her
body, out-lined by thelight at the bottom of the stairs, was lithe and smooth-limbed. Her face could have
been very pretty, too, had the fatigue and despair not been so ob-vious.

Hdf an hour later Skardon joined her in the dining room. On the table were brown bread, a glass of
milk, and a steaming bowl of stew, rather light on the mesat but tasty and welcome.

While he ate, she excused hersdf to take her place a a sewing machine in the corner of the room,
illuminated by an unshaded light bulb, sewing deeves for women's dresses. She worked slently, swiftly,
and expertly. She did not seem to be aware of his presence but worked steadily and without pause a
the pile of precut pieces.

"Arent you working rather late?' Skardon asked.

"Yes" she sad, "but | must. There's dways so much to do. | have to send this batch to San Francisco
by to-morrow noon." She sghed. "Anyway, | only have an-other eighteen or twenty to do.”

Skardon consulted his watch. It said seven-thirty. "What time is it, by the way? My watch seems to
have stopped.”

She glanced at thetin clock on the mantel above the fake fireplace. "Nine-five”

Skardon finished up his repast and thanked her for tak-ing the trouble. She did not reply. He added
conversationdly, "Nice quiet little town, Las Chipas. Kind of place I'd like to livein. | envy you."

Her hands froze.

"I'm sorry," Skardon said, puzzled. "Did | say some-thing wrong, Miss Ferguson?'
She sat trandfixed, her hands clenched, her eyes saring blindly out into space.
Skardon did not know whét to do.

Suddenly the women swept the table clear of the pile of cloth, banged on the table with both figts in
exploding rage, then buried her face in her hands, sobbing uncon-trollably.



Skardon went to her, lifted her gently from her chair, and held her close, her face wet on his shoulder.
He smoothed her hair and made comforting noises. It had been along time since he had held awoman in
his ams. Her warm body hard againgt his and the unaccustomed scent of femae flesh revived the
fedings he had so long repressed in prison. His hand dipped from her shoulder to her waist.

"No, no!" she protested, pushing againg him with both hands. "You don't understand.” In her voice
there was no trace of coquetry.

Skardon did not let her go. He kissed her on the cheek, softly, then on the lips, hard. She held her lips
firly closed. Suddenly her lips parted, and she responded with a fervor that surprised him. Then she
tore hersdlf loose, holding him a arm's length. "Please don't,” she whis-pered, her body sheking as with
fever. "You don't know anything about me”

"Il learn," Skardon said, picking her up in his arms and walking to the gairs.

Emily Ferguson was a bastard, she told him the next morning, when the sunlight came streaming
through the window. A bastard and a wanton woman, she said hitterly. And evil. Had she not been evil,
she would not have done what she did.

"What the hdl are you talking about?' Skardon growled deepily.

"Wadl," she said, avoiding his embrace, "maybe not completdy evil. That's why | made you—go to the
bathroom, each time. They say if you take the proper precautions afterward, things won't happen.”

"Sounds like you're afraid you might get me preg-nant.” Skardon laughed.

She sat up in bed, letting the bedclothes fdl away from her full, ripe breasts. "Dont joke. It's no
laughing mat-ter. You see, | have syphilis I'm dying from it."

"Syphilis?" Skardon said numbly.

"I know it was Hfish, and it was rotten of meto dlow it, and I'm sorry, and | know you won't forgive
me, and | don't blame you."

"You're sure of this?' Skardon said.
"Certain."
"How long have you had it?"

"I've known about it for one year, eight months, and eght days. It's in the secondary stage, the doctor
sad. When it reaches the tertiary stage, my brain will go, and dl sorts of other horrible things will
happen. I'm sorry— God knows I'm sorry."

Skardon took her hand. "Okay, you have syphilis Now tdl me about the bastard part.”

"What is there to tdl? | was born out of wedlock. My mother became pregnant when she was
seventeen, and | never knew who my father was. She moved to a town in southern Cdifornia from
Pennsylvania, got ajob at the locd store, scratched out aliving for a couple of years, moved a couple of
times, then disappeared. | was taken in by the owner of the generd store here as sort of alive-in servant.
On my eeventh birthday, he gave me a gift." Her lips became hard. "Himsdf."

She had run away. The police had found her in San Fernando and returned her to Las Chipas and the
storekeeper. She had told him, very quietly, that she would stay and work for him. But if he ever
touched her again she would kill him, and she showed him the ice pick she would do it with. After that,
heleft her done. The store-keeper's wife was wonderful. She never knew anything about her husband's
attack. She was protective, treated her as her own daughter—she was childless—saw her through high
school, and taught her to keep the store's books and to sew. When the storekeeper died, she stayed on
to hep in the store. When the storekeeper's wife died two years later, she left Emily the house, with a
clear title. But the new store owner let her go, and she began to take in sawing to support hersdf.



From there on it was the old story of men and prom-ises, ardent love, midnight assgnations, and
betrayals. She had dept with a fdlow she knew in high school, but discovering she was not a virgin, he
hed beaten her up and left. She had dept with him just that once, and only after he had inssted that he
would not marry her unless she did. It took her nine years to get over that. From then until she met the
second, no man's hand had touched her. The other man was kinder: he made love to her hdf a dozen
times over a period of weeks, then l&ft her for another woman. He said that she was loose and that she
could not expect him to marry "spoiled goods.” At least she had the consolation that, when she died, he
would have preceeded her to the grave, snce he had given her the faid infection.

"Let me get thissraight,” Skardon said when she finished her doleful tale. "Baing raped as a minor and
degping with two men over the past ten years or so makes you a wanton woman?"'

Emily Ferguson nodded miserably.
"How much money did you take?'
She hit im on the face with her doubled fig. "That's afilthy thing to say!"

He chuckled and grabbed her arms before she could srike again. "You know, you're a damned
good-looking femae, Emily. Y ou've got spirit. A shame you've got to die”

She stared at him, speechless.
"Are you absolutely sure you're going to die?' he went on.

She nodded dowly. "I deserve that. | risked your life | didn't tdl you the truth. And now you want to
hurt me. | guess| deserveit. But you don't know whét it's been like for me these past twenty months™

"Tdl me"

"I've been ogtracized. Nobody in town will talk to me. No one. Ace Karras saw to that. You're the
firg person who has spoken to me— ooked a me, into my eyes, in nearly two years. Even children have
been warned not to speak to the 'scarlet woman." When | buy things at the store—the same store |
worked a for nine years—| have to pick out what | want mysdf and leave the money on the counter.
The only men that talks to me is the station-master, when | send my consgnment of finished dresses to
the contractor in San Francisco the fifth of every month. | won' tel you the filthy suggestions he makes
tome. Theloca doctor won't treat me I've got to take the Greyhound to the city each month, and I'm
sure the doctor there charges me more than other patients. Why do you think | work every day unil
midnight? And now, after more than a year of treetment, he tels me I'm going to die”

"Ah, what the hdl do doctors know?"

Emily Ferguson's eyes, which had blazed with anger, now grew clouded with tears. "I don't want to
die"

Skardon put his arms around her. "Dont worry, Em-ily. You're not going to die, not for a very long
time. And as for people not talking to you, I'm here. I'll talk to you."

"That's what Ace Karras told me"
"You don't believe me."
"Why should 1? Three men have hurt me. I'll never trust another man aslong as| live"

Skardon rolled out of bed and stretched, the sunlight glinting off his smooth powerful torso, the
product of hundreds of hours pumping iron in the Las Chipas Max-imum Security Fecility weight room.
He patted his hard fla abdomen. "Get your lovdy butt down to the kitchen and make me that breskfast
you promised me lagt night. 1've got work to do. When | get through, I'm going to buy Las Chipas and
throw everybody out in the street. How do you like them onions?!

Emily Ferguson shook her head. Boy, could she ever pick them.



16. WHAT GOES UP .
28 SEPTEMBER 1928

JoHN K. SKARDON knew perfectly well why he was hanging around. He had been railroaded unjustly
into prison Sx years earlier for a crime he had not commited, and within an hour after he had contrived
once agan to become a free man, the man upon whom he had be-stowed the gift of time, Jugtin Pope,
hed imprisoned him in the past. He knew dl about the bitterness of suffering an unjust fate. If he could
somehow manage it, he would return to the year 1999 and take his revenge. It was too late to have the
pleasure of killing Professor Doktor Dok-tor Thaddeus Klemper with his bare hands, but Jusin Pope
would be the next best thing.

But for now that ddlicious thought was but a dream. He was back in 1929 and had to make the best
of it. He had things to do but, fortunately, plenty of time to do them. Meanwhile, a perfect target for his
pent-up hatred and frudration lay ready to hand: he would wreak vicar-ious vengeance on the
mean-spirited bigots of Las Chipas who had given so much pain to Emily Ferguson, who had given him
S0 much pleasure.

The next morning, he waited until the town was well awake and the street outside wel peopled and
made his exit. He waked dowly down the street, trading equanimvity for cold stares. The more hodlility,
the eader it was going to be. When he came to the bank, he entered and asked to speak with the
manager.

The clerk to whom he addressed his request was a prim, thin-lipped cashier who viewed the
middle-aged but powerful-looking man with unconceded distaste. Whatever he was, dressed in an
open-throated denim shirt, blue jeans, and workman's boots, he certainly was not the type of man the
manager would care to see.

Seaing refusd forming on her features, Skardon said with an authority she could not fal to recognize,
"Get him, and be quick about it."

When the manager findly appeared after an interva meant to show his vistor he had better things to
do with his time, Skardon took an ingant didike to him. He was a large sdf-important man of about
forty with the flushed face of a secret drinker and an ample bdly across which a gold watch chan was
draped.

"I am Mr. Virgil Wheaton. Did you want to see me?' the manager said, favoring Skardon with a fishy
eye and alook of contempt when he observed the doth bag the stranger carried. Obvioudy a farmer
with the pennies and nickels he had laborioudy collected over the months

" wish to open an account.”

"Miss Baines will accommodate you, providing you have the proper credentids and a minimum of ten
dol-lars.”

Skardon smiled thinly and upended the bag of coins on the counter. They poured out in a golden
sream, some fdling to the floor and dattering across the room. When Skardon made no move to collect
them, Miss Baines scurried from behind the teller's cage and started to pick them up.

"These are my credentials,” Skardon said. "Approx-imatdly five thousand dollars worth. Needless to
say, thisisonly aninitid deposit, to which | will add redly im-portant sums once you can assure me tha
my account will be in good hands.”
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For the next hdf hour Mr. Virgil Wheaton purred as-surances, over coffee and cigarsin his office, that
his dient, Mr. John J. Jones, had made the right choice in entrugting his account to the First Nationa
Bank of Las Chipas. He dilated on the bank's sound, consarvative invesment policies, which his father
hed passed down to him, and the dividends that had been paid on the nailhead every quarter for the past
thirty-three years. "Y our money couldn't be in safer hands."

"I'm sure I'll be stisfied,” Mr. Jones said. "Mean-while, thereis a service you can perform for me"
"You have merdly to nameit, Mr. Jones."

"I would like to have a telephone inddled this after-noon, so | can be in daly contact with my broker
In San Francisco.”

"Certainly, 9r," abeaming Virgll Wheaton said. "l shdl take care of it persondly. | presume you have
bought the Olsen house? It is the only onein town redly befit-ting a man of your gation.”

"I'm staying with Miss Emily Ferguson.”
"With—with—who?"

"With whom? With Miss Emily Ferguson, a whose resdence | would be pleased to see a new
Pierce-Arrow drawn up at the front door, its tank filled and its title in my name, by three o'clock this
afternoon. | hope | can rdy on you for this favor.”

Virgl Wheston's mouth opened and closed like that of a fish in shdlow water. He findly managed to
choke out an assurance that everything would be done as Mr. Jones had ordered.

Mr. Jones nodded, managed not to notice the man-ager's proffered hand, and waked out onto the
street. He stopped to gaze into severa dust-streaked store windows, with ther pathetic displays of
ready-made clothes, mu-sica ingruments, chinaware, and bottles of liniment, giving the news a chance to
spread. Five minutes after he left the bank, he entered the store where Emily had worked for nine years
and placed an order for enough food to feed a platoon. "I'd like to charge this to my account, if 1 may,”
Skardon sad offhandedly.

"By dl means, Mr. Jones" replied the unctuous store owner, aman who had more hair sprouting from
his nos-rils than from his head.

"And send it dong as soon as you find it convenient.”

"Yes, dr," the owner sad without having to inquire where the order should be sent, the village
grapevine having dready told him dl he needed to know.

Thet afternoon, after a home-cooked med such as he had not enjoyed in years, John J. Jones retired
to hisroom for an hour, took a nap, and awoke to find a gleam-ing black Pierce-Arrow awaiting him in
the front of the house, Virgil Wheaton standing beside it shooing away the loca kids who ventured too
close. Jones went out to ingpect it, expressed his regret, and gpologized for not having informed Mr.
Wheaton that he had neglected to specify that he wanted a white Pierce-Arrow—black was so
depressing, wasnt it?—but snce it was so late in the day, tomorrow morning at eight sharp would do.

"Of course, of course," Wheaton ssammered. "Happy to oblige” He would oblige, dl right, he said to
himsdf, and tack another hundred onto the commisson he had dready demanded from the
Pierce-Arrow dealer in Sac-ramento thirty-five miles to the north.

Jones started up the short path to the house and then, as an afterthought, turned back and remarked
casudly, "And while you're & it, bring dong a Buick—no, make that a Cadillac—runabout for Miss
Ferguson. Let it dso be white, so it won't be mistaken for dl the other Cadillac runabouts around here.”

That night lights burned late at Las Chipas, and more visits were exchanged than in the whole previous
month. Who was this rich, myserious John J. Jones? Where had he come from? What was his
connection with Emily Fer-guson? His ordering one of the most expensive automo-biles on the market



for her argued a close rdationship, but what could it be? He was not her husband, clearly— he cdled
her "Miss Ferguson"—and he was too young to be her father. And with the name Jones he could not be
her brother. Questions were many, answers few, and caution indicated. A man like John J. Jones in ther
midst meant that golden crumbs from the rich man's table would drop in their laps. He had to be treated
with care and deference, and that required that Emily Ferguson dso be treated with avility and, in time,
warmth, doled out in unobtrusve but ever-increasng messure.

Many eyes observed Joness departure the next morn-ing at nine. He wore the same clothes as the
previous day, a faded blue denim shirt and trousers. The towns-people of Las Chipas thought it an
amusng eccentricity, unforgivable dress for the street in any ordinary, respect-able ditizen but entirdy
appropriate for amillionare, if that was what he wanted.

The white Cadillac sat outside the house the entire day. Emily Ferguson did not make an appearance,
not even when the dusty Pierce-Arrow drove up late in the after-noon and John J. Jones got out with an
armload of galy wrapped boxes.

The next day he and Emily were seen to leave the house a midmorning. She was o0 transformed that
if she had not come out of Emily Ferguson's house, few would have recognized her. She wore a smart
short-skirted ydlow slk dress, a broad-brimmed hat, slk stockings, and high-heded pumps, dl bought
to her order during Jones's vidt to San Francisco the day before. She had let down her hair so that it
cascaded about her shoulders, applied lip rouge, and darkened her eyebrows. But even more
re-markable was her bearing: rather than the foot-dragging, dump-shouldered downcast woman they
hed known for months past, she held her head high, walked with a spring in her step, and radiated a joy
that had never been seen ion her face before. She was not only beautiful, she was breathtaking.

Jones held the door for her as she took her place be-hind the whed for her firgt driving lesson.

It was not the success Jones had hoped, but by the end of the day—and dented fenders on four
townspeopl€'s cars, a wooden fence knocked flat, and a crushed cat— she had mastered the
fundamentals of making the car go more or lessin the direction she amed it. Jones deferred tuition in the
reverse gear for the present, chearfully paid damages without disputing the inflated demands, and left
orders with a persistent young man who had attached himsdf to Jones to have the Cadillac repaired and
re-painted and at the front door on the morrow.

"It'sdl adream," Emily Ferguson said, dipping out of her dress and caressing its slken softness before
hang-ing it carefully on a wooden hanger. "I know | must wake up sometime, but please—not just yet.”

Jones st in the bedroom's only chair, his eyes caress-ing her slken softness. "Come here)" he sad
quigtly.

She walked over to him, took his head in her hands, and pressed it againg her breasts. Each had
things to say to the other, but somehow they never got said that night.

But the fallowing morming Emily confronted him. "I think it's time we had a tak, John. | don't know
anything about you, and you don't redly know anything about me. | don't know why you're here, how
long you're going to stay, where you're going when you leave me, but—"

"What makes you think I'm going to leave you?"

She sghed. "I'm the kind of woman men leave. That's what dways happens to me, and there's no use
fighting it. Anyway, you don't have to lie to me, whatever you do. Even if it was only for two days,
you've made me happier than | ever hoped to be. I've had people who wouldn't even spit on me before
you came into my life bringing around fresh-baked pies, and inviting me to the church socid, and amiling
like the hypocrites they are, and believe me, that aone will make me die happy. But-"

"What's this about dying?' said Jones, who seemed to have forgotten the &fliction that would kill her.



"I told you. You can't have forgotten that.”

"No, | havent forgotten. Actudly, | meant to break the news to you lagt night, but somehow we got
dis-tracted, and it dipped my mind."

"News? What news?'

Tdling her to wait, Jones went to his room, where he brought down the metd toolbox Pope had given
him from the closet shelf. From it he took athick reference book and reread a passage in it twice. Then
he took out a smdl glass vid from the compact but comprehensve medicd kit Pope had thoughtfully
induded in his gift and picked up the package he had purchased the day before at a pharmaceutica
upply house in San Francisco.

"Now look, Emily," he said, unwrapping the box to reved a package of cotton, dcohol, and a dozen
glass syringes and needles, "what I'm going to do is some-thing you must never reved."

She looked blankly at the needles.
"Youve got to trust me, Emily." He held up the small glassvid. "Thisliquid will cure your syphilis™
"What are you?' she asked, drawing back. "Are you a doctor?

"Yes, | am, dthough not a medica doctor. It's along story, and I'll tdl you one day, but meanwhile
you mudt trust me."

He swabbed off the rubber cap of the vid with an d-cohol sponge, drew back the plunger carefully,
and in-serted the needle. He emptied the syringe of its two milliliters of ar and drew in two milliliters of
the clear liquid. "Bare that beautiful butt of yours, Emily. It won't hurt much.”

She stood before him indecisively. She did not know a damned thing about the man, except that he
was a mys-terious stranger who had given her two nights of ecstasy such as she had not known existed,
was very rich, and now proposed to shoot an unknown liquid into her but-tock. How could she know he
was not some kind of lu-natic? How could she know he would not inject her with poison, wetch her die
inagony, and leave as unobtru-sively as he had come?

Jones watched her. It did not take a genius to guess what she was thinking. He held the needle in his
right hand, the a cohol-impregnated swab in hisleft, waiting.

"All right,”" she said findly, and pulled up her dress. She fdt a sensation of cold, then a sharp stab, then
the cold again. "What was it?'

"Thank you for asking me after, not before," Jones said, putting his arms around her. "It's an antibiotic
cdled floccadillin, and itll cure your syphilisin forty-eight hours.™

She looked a him gravely. "Can you tdl mewhy | beieve you—and what's an ‘antibiotic?’
"Never mind. Jugt trust me”

And she did. Every day he spent with her, she trusted him more. Her trust was complete when, on one
of his frequent trips to San Francisco, eighty miles to the west, he took her to an eminent gynecologist for
acomplete examination. Three days later she received his report in the mall, to the effect that she was in
excdlent hedlth, with no diseases or dbnormdities.

Meanwhile, Jones had been busy. At firg he had been obliged to go to San Francisco to establish his
credit with a stockbroker there with the deposit of the other $5,000 in gold Jugtin Pope had given him.
But that was his Sngle vist to the broker; thenceforth his affairs deding with stocks were handled entirdy
by telephone.

On the afternoon of the second of November, his bro-ker, Mr. Oliver Sneed, telephoned to inform
him that his flier in futures of Western Fir and Spruce, Inc., had, as a result of the huge forest fire in



centrd Washington state, taken off "like a Fourth of July rocket,” and what were his ingructions?
"SI Jones said.

"But dr," Sneed protested, "are you not passng up a marvelous opportunity? | think that if you bought
in, the price will steedily increase, and—"

"SdI," Jones repeated, "and take a short position for the $18,000-odd you redlize on the stock."
"You want me to sl short?"
"That'swhat | want. | will be in touch with you about when to cover.”

Four days later he told the dumbfounded Mr. Sneed that he should cover by the close of business that
day to take advantage of the offer by Fnnish newsprint produc-ers, nervous because of a suspected
imminent Russian push across Kardia, to American printing interests to undersdl any American paper
manufecturer for the next three months. Apparently the Finnish government was encouraging dl
exporters to obtain dl liquidity possible as a hedge againgt expected Russan economic pressure.

Jonesss firs market coup netted him $87,000 in the first week.

He began to decentrdize his operations. Dividing his profits regiondly, he opened accounts with
brokersin New Orleans, St. Louis, Chicago, and New York in ad-dition to that with Mr. Sneed's firm.
He trandferred funds to banks in each of those dities and carefully kept dl operations separate, under
different names, so that no one would suspect the extent of his invesments or ther phenomend
profitability. Every time his profits with a Sngle broker exceeded the $100,000 mark, he divided them,
amoebalike, and began to nurture new entitiesin other cities. Before four months had passed, Jones was
amillionaire many times over, and he had to be careful to lose once in awhile to divert suspicion.

At the beginning of October he sent Emily Ferguson off on a trip to Europe, engaging a multilingua
French femae companion and a chauffeured automobile that met them in Le Havre to take them on a
grand tour of the European capitas. She had been reluctant to go, ingsting that she wanted nothing more
than to be with Jones. Jones obtained her assent only by gently tdling her that her expanded intdlectud
and socid horizons would be of benefit to him in his work, athough he had never ex-plained exactly
whet hiswork was.

Whatever it was, he spent a good ded of time a it, modly over the telephone in brief |ong-distance
conversations, which he conducted from his bedroom and cut off the moment she opened the door to
bring coffee. He aso got a great dedl of mail, which swelled as time passed to exceed that received by
dl of Las Chipas's townspeople combined. It did not take long for the word to spread that the mallbag
of letters to Mr. John J. Jones was from an accommodation address in San Francisco, but more than
that no one could discover.

After the firg shock of discovery of the strange habits of the rich man in ther midst and the discovery
that he was a very hard man to know, the townspeople of Las Chipas substituted speculation for fact.
He remained im-mured at Emily Ferguson's home the whole of every other day because he had a rare
blood disease that required total bed rest or, according to another theory, because he was engaged in
sexud orgies with the woman. On the days he was absent in San Francisco, it was because he was
recaiving trandfusons for his disease or to replenish a blood supply depleted by his libidinous appetites.
The latter theory gained currency upon Emily Ferguson's departure in October for Europe.

The day after she left, a caravan of trucks descended upon the town, and the residents of the block on
which she lived began to load their possessions into the trucks and move to other cities or vacant
dwdlingsin Las Chi-pas. They confided glesfully to the friends they Ieft be-hind that their properties had
been bought out at prices from two to three—and in the case of the school princi-pa, who was reluctant
to leave his pogtion, nearly four— timestheir market value, and the offers were too attrac-tive to refuse.
Each family was as surprised as everyone dse to discover that ther neighbors had received the same
irresgtible offer, but it did not dow their exodus.



On the fourth of October yet another caravan entered Las Chipas. This invason was of killed
carpenters, ma-sons, plumbers, dectricians, and other congtruction spe-cidists. They proceeded to raze
the entire block to the ground and, working days and into the night under floodlights, build a peculiar
low-dung manson of Sxteen rooms and sx baths, designed by some felow from Ar-izona named Frank
Lloyd Wright. While they were dill working feverishly on the dweling, landscape engineers enclosed the
property in a amdl forest of trees and or-namenta plants and shrubs and even constructed a amdl
atifiad waterfdl backlit a night.

During this period, John J. Jones was nowhere to be seen. Rumor had it tha he was traveing
throughout the United States on his far-flung businesses, and for once, rumor was correct. He findly
found the place he was looking for in Oregon, within seven miles of the Kota-wanee Dam on a tributary
of the Coumbia River. He was back in Las Chipas the day before Emily Ferguson returned from
Europe.

She was pleasantly surprised to find the beautiful new mangon but overjoyed to find Jones waiting for
her. She had had a miserable timein Europe, fearing that Jones would disappear during her absence.

"W, now you've seen what | did while you were gone," Jones said as he concluded a guided tour of
their new home. "What did you do?'

"I hated every minute of it. | don't think | need tdl you why."

"That's dl right,” Jones said easlly. "Next year well both go, and you can relax. Meanwhile, did you
learn any French?"

"Plusieurs mots, pas beaucoup. "

"That's plenty. All you need is a vocabulary of five words, spoken with confidence, to knock over
these yo-kels."

"Why should | want to do that?"

"Have you forgotten dready what they've done to you dl these years? We're going to make those
sons of bitches sorry they ever looked cross-eyed in your direction.”

"Oh, | see—you expect them to die laughing a my French. Well, it's a possibility, at that."

"Nothing of the sort, my love. | expect you to play the grand hostesse, dine the perspiring proletariat
of Las Chipas, wine them with the best bootleg hooch money can buy, and generdly make yoursdf
lovable"

"And what isdl thisinad of, may | ask?"

"lent it obvious? We're going to make friends and influence people. And when weve done s0," Jones
con-tinued, his amile suddenly becoming as menacing as that of a grazing mako shark, "were going to
confound them, smite them hip and thigh. And when we've had our fun, were going to break them, every
sangle goddamn one of them, and plow up the town and sow it with salt.”



17. CHRISTMAS PRESENT
24 DECEMBER 1928

NOBOOTLEG WHISKEY WAS SERVED a the party given on Christmas Eve 1928 by John J. Jones and
Emily Fer-guson to the townspeople of Las Chipas the guests drank only the best smuggled scotch
whiskey and French wines and cognac, served by a professond daff of forty-eight brought from San
Francisco for the occasion. Yet the 460-odd guests who had eegerly accepted Joness hospi-tdity,
however happy to soak up dl the acoholic bever-ages in sght, would have been equaly content to drink
tap water merdy in order to view, findly, the indde of the mansion and the terraced gardens.

The buffet was amilaly sumptuous. A veritable men-agerie of wild fowl, venison, suffed turkey, and
huge Smithfidd hams, arrayed on long linen-draped tables on both sides of the parquet-floored sStting
room, covered with precious orienta carpets, fdl prey to the appetites of the ravenous horde. And
when, hunger refreshed by dancing to the music of the twelve-piece band, they re-turned to the board,
the good people of Las Chipas d-ways found waiters in tuxedos waiting to fill their glasses with liquors
they hastened to knock back, for surdy they would never have the opportunity to drink such booze
agan.

Long before midnight, most of the townspeople were comfortably swacked, laughing uproarioudy a
each oth-er's supposed witticiams and exuding a bonhomie that included dl the world. Asthey recdled it
later, John J. Jones was drunker than anybody, reding about the room, good-naturedly banging the men
on the back, kissng the ladies hands, Snging songs rather too ribad for the tastes of the church
crowd—athough like good Chrigians they forgave him when they discovered the qudity of his
li-quor—and buttonholing community leaders to express his confidence in the American way and the
blessings it had brought to him on this Chrisgmas Eve.

"The American way—Iet's drink to it," he said, his am around the shoulders of Myron Pardey, a
deacon of the locd Methodist church. He hoisted his glass.

"To our beloved commonwedth,” atipsy Pardey as-sented, rasng his own.
"Commonwedth,” Jones said. "Mr. Pardey, you just said a mouthful.”
"Uh, how do you mean?'

"Common wedth is the American way, thas what. Wedth for the common man, thas what the
Founding Fathers had in mind. Thas what this country isdl about. Why—Ilooka me™

Pardey looked, his eyes dternatdy trying to focus on one of the two identica figures wavering before
him.

"Lookame" Jones repeated. "If it weren't for the American way, what would | be now?"
Pardey thought the question quite reasonable, but no answer came.

"Nothing, thals what," Jones supplied.

"Whaswhat?' Pardey said, having dready logt the thread of the discussion.

"Exactly whet | been saying. 'Fit hadn't been for good old-fashioned American free enterprise, could |
have bought Black Star when it was sdling at twenty-one cents a share? 'Course not. Could | have built
this house if the stock hadn't zoomed to $7.45 a share after a three-for-one split? Sure not. But that's the
American way."

A zone of dlence radiated from the corner of the room where Jones was holding forth. Brains too
deadened by adcohol to remember the middle name of ther wifés mother now had ineradicably
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engraved upon them the words "Black Star," "twenty-one cents a share)" and'$7.45 a share dfter a
three-for-one Flit" None of the ligeners was paticularly gifted in mathematics, but adl ingantly
computed thet a dollar invested in Black Star, whatever Black Star was, had increased in vaue by
something like ten thousand percent. The reveaion did not precisely dampen the proceedings, but it
catanly shortened them as men who had overheard the secret of Joness sudden, spectacular riches
decided that the best Chrisimas present they could have was a good night's deep and an early rise and a
clear head on the morrow, when they would find out where to lay hands on some Black Star stock.
Within minutes, the fifteen-odd men who had picked up the scent of easy money were saying thar
farewd|s and dragging their protesting wives away from the best party they would ever attend.

It took another hour or so of such durred, stage-whispered indiscretions by Jones to reved to those
who remained that they too could make akilling on Wal Street. The trickle of couples meking for the
door after a hasty good night became a flood. Well before mid-night, when Jones had let it be known
that he would have gifts for everyone, the stragglers Ieft, fearful that should they drink any more, they
might inadvertently share their priceless secret with a neighbor. That would never do. Besides, nothing
that Jones could bestow on them could compare with the fortunes they were about to possess.

"Do you think you're being quite fair?' Emily Fer-guson asked, brushing her long brown har as Jones
peded off his dinner jacket in their bedroom.

"Vay fair, indeed,” Jones assured her. He popped a bicarb tablet to counteract the gdlons of tea he
had con-sumed during the evening. "The Black Star mining stock did increase in vaue something like ten
thousand percent over the past two months, and during the next ten will continue to soar. And so will the
other stocks | men-tioned.”

"But how can you be sure?’

"Vay smple. These unlised stocks are being traded, as our fdlow townspeople will soon learn, by
certain brokerage firms. They are firmswhich | own, and in which my firms done make the market. | will
offer in-ducements for Las Chipas stockholders to remain with those firms"

"But what if they don't? What if they go to another firm and learn that those stocks are worthless?"

"Theyll go back to my captive brokers, of course, and threaten them with the law. Whereupon my
brokers will offer to buy the so-cdled fraudulent stock back a a hand-some profit. The naturd
concluson of the owners of the stock will be that, for some reason, its true vaue is un-known to the
other brokers, and thenceforth they'll keep the secret of its worth drictly to themsdves”

"Of course" she perssted, "they could dso con-clude that ther brokers are pretty dumb, offering
good money for worthless stock.”

"In which case they will reason that they're smarter than the brokers, a common—and not aways
foolish assumption.”

"Yes, but what if they then take the brokers up on their offer to buy the stock back?!

"They will be very wise. Do you wish to wager how many will do so? My own guess is that the
suspicions of each and every one of them will be lad to rest and that theyll go into hock to buy even
more stock. When you stake wisdom againgt greed, greed wins every time”

Emily removed her lipgtick thoughtfully. "I hope you know what you're getting into. Y oull have to pour
out millions to keep those dummy companies afloat. Worse yet, youll have to pay enormous dividends
to keep them coming back for more."

"That's exactly the idea, my pet. Once they've bought and seen ther dividendsrall in, they'll plow them
back into more of this over-the-counter stock. | wont need to maenufecture any more
ten-thousand-percent bonanzas from now on: just doubling the price of the stock every quarter will be



more than enough to keep the suckers coming.”
"And then?'
Jones amiled. "More fun and games."

Since he firg had occupied the extra bedroom at Emily Ferguson's old house, John K. Skardon had
kept the meta toolbox locked and on the top closet shdf. It was only one of the many secrets he kept
from Emily Ferguson, who snce he had cured her of the syphilis that had af-flicted her accepted
everything he did or said on blind faith. Her confidence in him was so complete that if he had told her to
dimb to the top of the Las Chipas water tower, spread her arms, and fly away, she would have tried.
Wel, dmog . . . And his confidence in her was nearly of the same order—amost, for he dways kept
the box securely locked when he himsdf was not in his sudy aone, the door locked behind him.

On New Year's morning 1929, John K. Skardon sat at his desk in his book-lined study. Nobody
ese, not even a deaning woman, not even Emily, was dlowed ingde. The reference books, which
condtituted nearly hdf the szable collection, were dl on physics, engineering ma-terids, magnetism, and
eectricd generation. The rest of the shdf space was occupied by catdogs of suppliers of scentific
equipment, manly switches and vacuum tubes, exctic dloys, and generators. Every afternoon Skardon
spent severd hours drawing up plans and laborioudy making caculations with paper and pencil, wishing
that Jugtin Pope had had the foresight to indlude among the box’s contents a pocket caculator.

The other contents of the box nearly made up for the omisson, however, though a caculator would
have been welcome to compute the regular and enormous profits Skardon had made thanks to other
items in the toolbox: a magnifying glass and four ralls of miarafilm from The New York Times for the
years 1928 and 1929. Knowing the stock market quotations a week or even a day in advance alowed
Skardon to play the market without risk, provided he threw in enough losers to keep his brokers from
suspecting thet he had ingde information, which might trigger an unwanted investigetion. His only worry
was to make sure that he spread his business so thin that his presence in the market as the biggest
speculator of dl time was never reveded. Part of his strategy was to keep shifting in and out of stocks,
some winners and some losers, but dways a the end of a week or so show-ing grest profits, which
were digtributed among accounts in more than three hundred banks under so many names that by
September merdly keeping track of his money was taking three hours a day.

Skardon, though a cynic, was not so utterly ruthless as he imagined himsdf to be. During September
he made a point of having his stable of tame brokers cdl each of the citizens in Las Chipas who had an
account and warn them that what went up ultimatdly came down. The brokers re-minded ther customers
that good business practice sug-gested that, having pyramided their invesments many times over, they at
least retire the debts with the banks and the mortgages they had floated to finance their invest-ments in
thefirg place. Even then, their profits would be spectacular. Even then, every sngle speculator would be
wedthy enough to retire on a comfortable income for the rest of his life, with enough Ieft over to excite
the cupidity of his heirs. During the month that followed, only a dozen-odd investors took this excellent
advice; three of them, observing the continued rise of the market as September gave way to October,
recanted their decison and again put everything they owned and could borrow into the stocks they had
overheard Jones recommend.

Asthat faeful year of 1929 unfolded and the stock quotations each day quickened men's pulses as they
saw themsdves transformed from clerks and schoolteachers and grape farmers to men of substance, their
attitude to-ward John J. Jones aso underwent a subtle change. They dill greeted him cordialy enough, for
after dl, he was ill by far the richest among them, but they no longer had time for amdl tak with the man
whose smple greet-ing on the street had a few months previoudy been a smdl socid triumph. They
needed thar spare moments to study the market and to speak sdf-importantly among themsalves of ther
sagacity in sazing the golden bird on the wing. As for ther wives, few had returned Emily Ferguson's



hospitdity, and then only to show off their new acquisitions rather than out of a Soirit of gratitude. Even so,
they managed to convey the impression that she was being received as amark of grace on the part of her
socid superiors.

On October 6, 1929, John J. Jones began to issue a long-planned series of orders to his captive
brokers. They were to begin quietly to sdl off his huge investments. Joness holdings under his myriad
names were so enor-mous that even his carefully timed sales caused the mar-ket to tremble. By Tuesday
the fifteenth, dl his stock had been sold and the proceeds deposited in his hundreds of bank accounts. On
Monday the twenty-eighth, he gave orders for his brokers to take short postions in the stock of more
then 180 different mgjor companies. If the stock had then gone up, his immense fortune would have been
wiped out overnight. But when word of the orders hit Wal Street, the market, aready nervous, panicked.

Most of Joness sl orders had been concentrated on Monday afternoon, being executed just before
the dosing bdl. When the stock exchange opened Tuesday morning, pandemonium broke out as brokers
attempted to raly their frightened dlients, then led the attempt to sl off their stocks as they began the long
plunge downward. The day before the last despairing and bankrupt broker legpt out of a Wall Street
office window and the market findly bottomed out, Jones covered his short sales, and the injection of
cash led the fecble rdly that Sgnded the end of the market crash of 1929.

Jones's invesment of the $5,000 in gold coins Justin Pope hed gvenhim, withthe hdp of The New York Times
microfilms had ballooned with the bull market to more than $600 million in dightly more than a year. By
sec-tivey sling short, he had multiplied this sum within days to close to $2 hillion, and so diligently had
he spread his operations around that no one, not even Emily Ferguson suspected that next to the
Rockefdler and Mdlon families John J. Jones was the richest man in America. And even Jones himsaf
did not redlize tha far from hav-ing anticipated the market crash, he had caused it.

Joness good fortune was maiched by the reversd of those of the dtizens of Las Chipas, with the
exception of the few who had taken to heart their brokers advice. The banks cdled in ther loans and,
when no money was forthcoming, seized their assets and auctioned them off to the highest bidder at
aoproximatdly ten cents to the dollar. John J. Jones knew too much about human nature to hang around
Las Chipas. He knew that sooner or later word would get out how he had had them for lunch be-fore
they had him for dinner. They would remember the unchacterigtically expansve manner & his Chrismas
party of the usudly reticent stranger. They would con-trast his present wedth with their newfound
poverty. They would remember his loquacity about the Black Star gold mine stock and the others that
had made them rich-tempoarily-and poor-permanently. Some public-pirited dtizen would bring a
rope and tossit over ahigh limb and the good people of Las Chipes would gring up Jon J. Jones to it. That was
not exactly the punch line he had planned for hislittle joke on the people of Las Chipas, who had treated
s0 abominably the woman he did not know he loved. Two days before the firg sheriff's auction, John J.
Jones locked up hismansion and disappeared with hiswife, Emily, from Las Chipas forever.



18. ROGUE RIVER
30 MARCH 1930

RocUE RIVER CITy was an 1890s gold prospector's bad joke. A collection of eght or nine sagging,
aban-doned frame buildings, the "dty" was to a village the sze of Las Chipas what Las Chipas was to
Chicago. That suited John K. Skardon just fine, because it huddled in a depression in the mountains of
western Oregon, far from any present habitation but only twelve milesfrom a new hydrodectric plant on
the Rogue River itdf.

In mid-1929 Skardon's agents had found the dte, bought up eghteen sections, erected a chainHink
fence around the property, and built a comfortable log cabin on a bluff with a view toward the Pecific
Ocean, fifty miles away. It dso overlooked a man-made plateau, per-fectly flat, some two hundred
yards on a Sde, where the trees had been cut and the ground leveled and paved with concrete. The dte
was linked with Crescent City, Cdi-fornia, on the man coastal highway south, by an dl-weather road
built on Skardon's orders. The ramshackle buildings that gave the settlement its name were put in
habitable condition, and the condruction crew departed, wondering what the myderious project
portended.

Thefallowing week another crew, from the loca util-ity company, erected the last of a series of pylons
wincking its way through the mountains from the hydroeectric dam on the Rogue and strung high-tenson
cables to a transformer gtation newly built at the edge of the bare concrete dab. They too left, no wiser
than the crew that had preceded them.

The sSte remained empty except for security guards on patrol dong the chainlink fence, shotguns
cradled in the crooks of ther arms, until the firg week of November. Firg to arive were John K.
Skardon and Emily Ferguson, who took up residence in the cabin on the bluff. A few days later men
began to occupy the refinished houses of Rogue River City itsdf. By the end of the week, trucks bearing
large wooden crates and others loaded with | beams and huge spools of cable had arrived at the Ste.

For the next two months Emily Ferguson scarcely saw Skardon except a medtimes, and the quiet
gnilethat was dways on his lips when he looked a her had disap-peared. The work, whatever it was,
was obvioudy going badly. She had never dared to ask about it, though she was sure that what John did
was somehow not what other people did. Nor did she redly want to know, for fear that the knowledge
might come between them. Knowledge would compromise his privacy, the compartmentdization of his
life into the persona aspects, in which she partic-ipated, and his business afairs, from which she was
rig-oroudy excluded. She feared that the intimecy of confidences, added to the confidences of intimacy,
might prove too large a commitment for Skardon to accept, and he would fed mordly obliged to marry
her. Although there was nathing more in the world she desired, she was too proud to put the man she
loved into a position he so obvioudy did not desire.

And dl the while, the weird structure rose on the vast gray plain below the bluff. Day by day, through
binocu-lars, she watched Skardon hurrying from one work party to another, verifying trangt sghts of the
ged columns and beams connecting them that rose like a gigantic spi-der's web over the fidd, directing
others in the assembly of what could have been black light bulbs into huge flat arrays, strung together
with eectricd wire, welding, cut-ting, fastening, encapsulaing, discarding, and, above dl, changing things
from morning until long after dark, when the floodlights cast a ghostly glow over the huge project, which
resembled nothing so much as one of those Rube Goldberg inventionsin the Sunday cartoons.

The second week in June the workers packed up and left. No one remained on the property but
Skardon and Emily Ferguson. Even the security guards who patrolled outsde the perimeter on
horseback had their own line camps and did not venture ingde the fence. But if any-thing, Skardon
worked harder than ever. He was up wel before dawn and usudly worked until after dark, taking
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sandwiches to lunch on at the ste. He was looking pos-tively cadaverous, she reflected, from three
months of unremitting labor, without having taken asngle day off. His eyes were bloodshot and feverish
and glowed with religious fervor, asif he were about to receive avison.

And then, on the third day of July, hefinished . . . whatever it was he was working on. At deven in the
morning, he dimbed into his Pierce-Arrow, no longer lustrous but caked with mud, and drove up the
long winding road from the work gte to ther cabin.

Emily Ferguson, sanding on the edge of the bluff, looked down through the perpetud Oregon mig
upon the man-made plateau and the monstrous, sprawling struc-ture standing upon it and shook her
head. It would not keep water out. It would not keep one warm in winter or offer shade from the
summer's sun. It was not utilitarian. And it certainly was not beautiful.

She heard him come up behind her and fdt strong, reassuring hands encircle her waist.

"You know, Emily," he whispered, "you are a mogt peculiar woman. If | didn't know from firshand
experi-ence, | might guess you're not awomean & dl.”

"Oh? And why not?'
"Because you lack that most conspicuous of dl femde traits—curiosity.”
She gave alittle brittle laugh. "Is that what you think?"

"Of course—what ese? You haven't expressed the dightest interest in what 1've been working my buitt
off & ever snce we arrived here three months ago.”

"It was none of my busness. If you wanted me to know, you'd have said something.”

"What absolute nonsense! | would have told you any-thing you wanted to know, but | was afrad I'd
bore you. After dl, thisis pretty esoteric Suff.”

"No excuses—go ahead: bore me"

"Wadl," Skardon said, leading her out of the mist-become-rain into the cabin and throwing a log on the
fire, "don't say | didn't warn you." He sat down in the legther easy chair, and she curled up on the couch
op-posite. He thought about where best to begin. "Vey wdl," Skardon sad findly, "I'm from the future.
Theyear 1999, just seventy years from now, to be precise. Before | came back to the year 1929 | was
condemned to life imprisonment in the maximumesecurity faclity at Las Chipas for first-degree murder.
And before that | was a professor of physcs a the Universty of Cdifornia at Berkeley, specidizing in
meagnetic molecular reso-nance.”

Emily Ferguson was stunned. Except for the wild look in his eyes, he seemed normd enough. But she
hed heard that when people worked too hard, their brains could suddenly snap. "Ligten, John," she said
soothingly, "why don't you lie down and take a ngp while | make dinner, or rdax and ligen to Amos 'n'
Andy?"

"Listen, sugarplum,” Skardon growled, "you asked me to explan, and an explandion is what you're
going to get. Now, st down.”

Emily sat.

"I guess I'd better start a the beginning, back in grad-uate school when | firgd detected
thermomagnetic time-lgpse phenomena and wrote it up for old Herr Professor Doktor Doktor Thaddeus
Klemper. The Atomic Energy Commission awarded me a grant based on the paper's promise, and—"

"Atomic Energy Commisson?'
"It's a—wadl, you never heard of the atomic bomb, of course, so—"
"Atomic bomb?’



"Yes The samdlest of them, about big enough to fit into a Boy Scout knapsack—it's actudly cdled a
knap-sack bomb—nhas the explosive power of 55,000 tonsof TNT."

Emily fdt anicy finger on her neck. "HFfty-five thou-sand tons of TNT," she echoed in afaint voice.

"Of course, a hydrogen bomb is many times as pow-erful, but | don't want to get Sidetracked . . .
Now, after | had spent about eeven years working on the problem a UC, | was joined by a very smart
femde crystallog-rapher, and we became rather matey, and ..." Skardon hesitated, not seeing the point
of going into detail about Fortuna Fonteneau. "And so0 old Klemper killed her and blamed me for it He
amiled weskly.

Emily Ferguson, who fdt like crying, smiled gamely back.

"They condemned me, of course, but thanks to a lady chief judtice of the Cdifornia Supreme Court
who doesn't believe in capitd punishment, my sentence was com-muted to life, to be spent a Las
Chipas Penitentiary.”

"l see. Las Chipas Penitentiary.” The town's prison, she recalled, conssted of a bare, unbarred room
intown hal where the occasiona drunk was put overnight to deep it off. And a female chief judtice of
the supreme court, when even women lawyers were a novety!

"Exactly. But you see, somehow Klemper managed to build a machine from my notes, took it for a
test run, and got speared by some Indian back in the year 1011 b.c." He laughed.

Emily laughed, her heart beating wildly.
"After that, you can guess what happened.”
"I'm sure, but why don't you tel me—it would be more fun to hear it from your own lips”

"Wdl, this musc mgor—a music mgor, imagined— fdl adegp and went dong for the ride and
somehow wound old Tempus Fugit back to the year 1999. He ran me down in prison and, on my
ingdructions, rigged up a miniaurized Tempus Fugit inavan. He took it back to the last century, parked
itinthe yard, and |, being atrusty, was able to dimbin and make a getaway. But as you have no doubt
guessed, this creep double-crossed me and dumped me back in 1928, figuring I'd never catch up with
hm."

"But you will, won't you, John?" Stark raving mad. She had heard about cases like this too much
work, and suddenly everything fdl apart.

"You bet your swest little tootsies | will,” Skardon replied, his eyes blazing. "Just wait. I'l—"

"Never mind about him, darling. Why don't you just tdl me what happened next."

Skardon looked a her gsrangdy. "Wdl, hdl, you know wha happened next. | waked into Las
Chipas that night, and knocked at your door, and—"

"Oh, of course. | remember. Y ou were carrying that cute little overnight bag.”
"I was carrying a machinig's toolbox. One thing you can say about that boy Pope—"

Good God! He was off again, taking about a boy pope. And for a moment there, she thought he had
gotten hismind back on track.

"—induding that floccadillin that cured your syphilis, dong with a pharmaceutica reference book, a
little gun with crowd-control gas, and, best of dl, ten thousand bucks in golden eagles and a magnifying
glass and a mi-crafilm of The New York Times."

"Microfilm?'

"Sure, you knew—oh, of course you don't know. It's a transparent photographic film in miniature,
which re-duces awhole page of newsprint to the sze of a thumb-nail.”

"Vey useful, especidly for midgets with the runs.”



"W, that, too," Skardon said, laughing. "For a minute there, | didn't think you believed me.”
"What athing to say! But tdl me more about the midgets”

"Yegh," Skardon assented, "my boy Pope redly came up with something cute. He had put the
completefile of the Times for the years 1928 and 1929 in that box, and it was dl | needed, dong with
the golden eagles, to beat hdl out of the market.”

"The stock market, you mean."

"What els2? You see, once | had set up brokerage accounts dl over the country, | could make money
on the bulls or the bears, sncein 1929 there were no re-grictions on short sales. Since | knew what the
market would be tomorrow, or 9x months from now, | couldn't lose. It was only a matter of kegping a
low praofile and raking in as much money as | wanted.”

"And you made alat, | bet.”

"Wadl, if you want to know to the closest million," Skardon said with a smug amile, "I can't tdl you.
Must be somewhere around one hillion nine hundred million."

"Dollars."
"Dollars.”
Emily Ferguson nodded. "In the bank."

"Hdl, no!" Skardon exploded. "Nobody with any sense would put money in a bank these days. After
al, Presdent Roosevet isgoing to close them dl in 1933."

"Who?"
"Presdent Roosevelt—the guy who's going to succeed Herbert Hoover."

Poor John. Overwork had really scrambled his brains. Roosevelt had been president way back at the
turn of the century, succeeding the assassinated President, William McKinley. It was a hopeless case. Al
she could do was humor the poor dear and hope he did not become violent before she could get him to
agood doctor. "Wel, where did you put dl those millionsif not in the bank, John?"

"Why—under our house back in Las Chipas.”
"Funny, | never saw it. One hillion nine hundred mil-lion dollars mug take up alot of room.”

"Aha, my dear. You forget that the house was built during your absence in Europe. Benegth the
basement is a storeroom congructed of reinforced concrete. Access is through a fdse wal in the
bird's-eye-maple-paneled basement bathroom. If you open the medicine cabinet and flip up the empty
upper shdf, averticd pand dides back, just likein the Fu Manchu movies"

"And?'

"Open shelves stacked with bearer bonds, shares in companies like IBM—uworth about five thousand
times more today, or rather, in 1999, than they were when | bought them—stacks of gold coins, rare
samps, impres-sonist masters such as Renoir, Gauguin, and Cezanne, a portfolio of origind Durer
drawings, some—."

"I get the idea,” Emily said dryly.

"The bottom lineis that whet 1've invested will be worth twenty times that amount when we get back
t0 1999."

"Oh, we're going back to 1999, are we?"'
"That's right. We——"

"Daling," Emily Ferguson said, rigng, "I've had dl the travel | can take for one day. Do you mind if we
put off our trip to 1999 until tomorrow?"



"Not at dl, my love. A day more or less can't possbly make any difference” Skardon responded
gracioudy if inaccurately.



19. TARADIDDLE
30 MARCH 1930

IT TooK EMILY FERGUSON five and a hdf hours to drive the 155 miles south dong the inland highway
from Rogue River to Sacramento and another three-quarters of an hour to Las Chipas. She arrived at
nearly two in the morning, when the town where she had grown up was fast adeep, as was the man she
loved and had left behind.

Now, as she drove up the semicircular driveway to her darkened home, she began to question the
wisdom of coming back. Maybe she was being asirrationd as John's stories of immense riches and time
mechines and a prison past and a professorship a UC. When John had flopped into bed, ill in his
sweaty work clothes, and gone im-mediately to deep, she had sat some time staring into the fireplace,
trying to make some sense of the wild ram-blings that kept reverberating through her mind.

It was not that she had not tried to pin him down to some verifiable falsehood, so that she could show
hm by visble evidence that his mind was overtired and that what he took for fact was an
exhaustion-induced dduson. But he had a ready, if entirdy improbable, explanation for everything. She
had heard that schizophrenics followed the logic of their own dementia and within that framework were
often most convinaing.

That imaginary $2 hillion for ingance—why had she never heard of it before? Because, he said, he
had wanted to keep it as a surprise until they retrieved it in 1999. Very wdl, then: he had mentioned
possessing a huge hoard of stocks and paintings and gold coins and bullion, but why had he never
mentioned bank notes, which would be much more eesly negotiable? Negotiable now, he agreed, but
once the United States went off the gold stan-dard when Roosevelt came to power in 1933—there was
Roosevdt again—the gold certificates would be worth-less. And when she suggested he offer some
proof that he could actudly predict the market by producing those mysterious "microfilms” he arily
replied that, baing for the years 1928 and 1929, now history, he had de-stroyed them. Then how about
that medicd reference book that had advised him of the dosage of that meagic injection of floccadillin to
gve her? Thetitle page would have the date of publication, sometimein the 1990s, wouldn't it? It would,
he replied, and did. But snce, on the morrow, they would be moving ahead sSxty-nine years to 1999
A.D., where even more up-to-date books were available, he had tossed it in the fire.

She had tried another tack.

He had told her that, from prison, he had given in-structions to a young music student on how to build
atime-transporter smdl enough to fitin asmdl van.

"I had to," Skardon said. "He was the only person who knew the secret besides me.”
"Granting that—and youll correct meif | seem stu-pid—but what exactly isa'van' in the year 19997
"Far question. More or lesswhat it is now: a smdl enclosed truck.”

"A andl truck,” she mused. "Yet you have required an area the sze of severd footbdl fidds to
congruct your present ‘time-transporter.' "

"Oh, | see wha you're getting at. The explanation is redly very smple, Emily. In 1999—actudly as
early as the 1960s the device was farly wedl developed—we had what is cdled the transstor. A device
no larger than a pinhead, it could do the work of the glass vacuum tube such as we use in our radios.
Within twenty years, though, somebody had invented the integrated circuit, the microchip, a device the
Sze of a postage slamp which did the work of hundreds of transistors, thousands of vac-uum tubes.”

Emily sghed.
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John Skardon did not hear it. "So with microminiaturized circuitry, and the power of a andl
generator, | could do whet it has taken tens of thousands of vacuum tubes such as fill those modules
down there"

"And the dam?'

"Oh, wdl—naturdly it takes an gpplication of power commensurate with the number of tubes which
mus be heated to provide the dectromagnetic impulse needed to propd a body from one time phase to
another. With mi-crocircuitry, a medium-szed portable generator is suffi-cient. With old technology like
vacuum tubes, you need the output of a fair-szed dam.”

Emily Ferguson's head was beginning to ache. She saw she was getting no place with the inquigtion.
He pos-sessed the devilish ingenuity of the psychotic, and when his answers were patently absurd, he
covered them with scientific jargon that she could not have comprehended even if it was true.

"Let's go to bed, honey," she said wearily. "WEell have plenty of time to talk about it tomorrow."
Skardon shook his head. "Tomorrow we leave for 1999."

She would have willingly gone with him anywhere, induding *1999." God only knew what he intended
to do with that weird junkyard of dectricd gear, but what-ever it was, she had to stop him. She had
somehow to convince him that he needed medica care before he went down to the forest of high-tenson
wires and started pull-ing switches and ectrocuting them both.

If only his manner had been lessrationd. If only he had raved like the madman his words branded him,
it would have been so much easier to come to terms with the Stugtion in which she found hersdf. But she
hed to admit that the whole bizarre story had some sort of inner consstency. If she could only accept his
premises, she could accept everything.

The sole fact she could hang on to was his cure of her syphilis. There was no question she had been
infected, and when he had come into her life was well dong the road of no return. There was no question
that she was now cured. But had hisinjection of the "floccadllin” cured her? She had heard of sicknesses
even more deadly than syphilis suddenly going into unexplained remisson. She had heard of the miracle
cures a Lourdes, in France. Faith heders had on numerous occasions filled tents with townspeople a
Las Chipas, and she knew for a fact that little Teddy Skillings, prayed over and feding the touch of
hedling hands, had been cured of hiswarts, and old Mrs. Dorman of her lumbago, and Emerson Jenks of
hismigraines

God knew she had faith in John J. Jones. She was ready to do anything for, believe anything of, the
mean who had appeared miraculoudy when she most needed succor and been her support and salvation.
His strength had daimed her confidence and trust from the moment he had enveloped her in his ams,
assuring her that for the firg timein her life she had nothing to fear. Was it not possible, then, the magic
"floccadllin® had been ordinary tap water, and her fath her cure? She had no way of knowing, but this
was cartain: ether everything he had told her this night was true, or it was a brutd lie.

Either his "time travd," his term in a prison which did not exis, his wonder-working drug, his
professorship a the universty were facts, or they were the products of a disordered mind. She could not
prove them one way or the other.

Either histrips to San Francisco had been to engage in the stock market manipulaions he daimed or
to com-mit crimes that would account for his sudden affluence so much money in 0o little time could
have been amassed in no other way. That, at least, she could prove.

He dlamed that he had constructed an immense secret vault beneath their home in Las Chipas. It was
the only fact she could confirm or refute. If it was the truth, that would mean that everything, however
preposterous, was the truth. If it was alie, then everything he had told her, induding his protestations of
love, was a lie. For her, the knowledge would change nothing. She would follow him wherever he led.
But at least she would know.



The house was dark as she drove up the driveway to the front door. She switched off the lights of the
Cadillac and walked across the gravd and up the steps. By the light of the full moon, she unlocked the
door. Ingde, the house was filled with the dim shadows of furniture draped in dustcovers. She knew the
house was untenanted, had not echoed to a footfal since they had left more than three months earlier.
And yet she had a premonition that she was not done. She was being dlly, she told hersdf, but there
was no reason to tarry.

She walked swiftly through the spacious hdl, down the corridor to the kitchen, and pulled open the
basement door. Out of habit, she flicked on the light switch. When nothing happened, she pointed the
beam of her fladhlight down the wooden dairs. It was a that moment that she heard sounds of
movement on the second floor, then the creak of footsteps on the Sairs.

"Istha you, Emily?" came the mocking voice of Ace Karras. "Sureit is It's our little Emily Ferguson,
com-ing home to roost." The footsteps came dowly, delib-erately, down the stairs. She was frozen to
the spot, too frightened to cry out.

"Dont be afraid, Emily," said the voice, now closer. "It's only me—Ace Karras."
"And me—Hd Minthe," came a voice from the other sde, between her and the back door.

"Dont be afraid, Emily," Karras said. He was now at the foot of the stairs and moving lesurdy toward
her. "We just want to tak to you."

Her hands fdt as if they were carved of wood as she reached around the edge of the door and
removed the key. It rattled as she inserted it into the lock on her Sde and dammed the door shut. Too
late the men on the other side grabbed at the handle and found the door locked.

Ace Karras chuckled. "Come on out, Emily," he coaxed. "Theré's no way out of that cdlar, and you
know it. Anyway, we're not going to hurt you. We just want to talk to you about your Mr. John J. Jones
and what he did with dl the money he stole from us with that phony gold mine stock.”

Emily breathed as shdlowly as she could, asif her slence would somehow convince them she was not
there, after dl.

"Come on—open up!" came Minthe's voice, suddenly hard. "Open up or well kick the door down,
and when we do——"

"Dont pay any atention to Hal," Karras broke in. "You know how he is—impulsve, like . . . Come
on, let's have some action, or when we get this door open, we may have to find out if you're dill as good
in bed as you used to be." He began to thump on the door.

Emily looked around like a caged animdl.
Suddenly an ax split the doorjamb.

Emily turned and ran blindy down the dairs in the darkness, o terrified that she did not think to
switch on the flaghlight and sumbled and fdl the last three steps. She picked hersdf up and flashed the
light around her as ax blows methodicaly splintered the door. There was no exit from the basement, that
she knew. She was trapped.

Then she remembered the bathroom. It had only a hasp on the indde of the door, but it was better
then Saying where she was. She ran indde, fastened the door behind her, and waited for the inevitable.

It came a moment later when she heard Karrass tread on the gtairs. Once again he descended the
steps with dow deliberation, dlowing her to savor the full flavor of her dread. Tears coursed down her
cheeks. She knew she could not delay the moment any longer. Now, at last, she would have to confront
the truth. She was afraid of Ace Karras. She was afraid of HA Minthe. But she was even more afrad
that she was about to learn that John was indeed a madman.

She turned, opened the medicine cabinet, mentdly | crossed hersdf, and pushed up againg the top



wooden shef. Nothing happened, except thet it fdt as though her heart had stopped besting. She
banged her figs againg the bird's-eye-maple panding. She fdt a featherlike breath of ar as the pand did
dowly up.

She stepped through the aperture, groped for the light switch on the wal, and found it. She pressed it.
The pand, backed with sted plate, did back into place with a muffled thud as overhead lights flashed on.

Down along tunnd half the length of a footbdl fidd were row upon row of sted shelves bearing bars
of gold, shelves of stock certificates, and odd-sized rectangular wooden boxes that could have been
crated old magters. On a shdf within arm's reach was a metd box that, when she lifted back the lid,
revealed aful gdlon of uncut gems.

She breathed a sgh of rdief. Whatever he was, John was not a lundtic.

But maybe she was, to have trapped hersdf in the trea-sure room, a room with no way out. Ace and
Ha knew she was down there someplace. Presumably they had set up camp in the house, confident that
sooner or later either she or John Jones would put in an appearance, where-upon they would do what
they had to do to regain ther logt invesments. Any moment now they would discover the secret of the
basement storeroom. It might be min-utes or it might be hours, but find a way in they surdy would, even
if they had to hack through the foot-thick concrete wdls. They had waited three months. Another day or
two would not matter to them.

She waked the length of the corridor, seeking another way out. She knew there had to be one.
Skardon had said that he had been bringing treasure to the room for many months, and she knew he
could not have used the entrance through the kitchen. Another secret entrance, per-haps giving onto the
sarvice road behind the house, was the logica way out. She began a methodica search, foot by foot, of
the walls and centra passageway. She found nothing. Meanwhile, the thudding of the dedgehammer on
the stedl bathroom wal never ceased. The two men knew she was behind it, for the hasp on the
bathroom door had been fastened before they had pried it open, and there was nowhere else she could
have gone. It might take a while, but they would break through.

She had sunk liglesdly to the floor, awating the inev-itable, exhausted from her fruitless search, when
the pounding abruptly ceased. They must have found the trick shelf that opened the pand. She closed
her eyes.

A minute |ater the stedl pand did up. A figure stepped into the light. It was John J. Jones. He walked
down the corridor and gently pulled Emily Ferguson's hands down from her face. "I guess I'm not very
convinang,” he said, lifting her up and pressing her againgt him.

"I'm afoal," she whispered, holding him tight.
"Hdl, | threw too much at you dl a once. You'd have been afod to believe.”
"How did you know where to find me?'

"That was the easy part. When | woke up and didn't find you, | thought back over what wed been
telking about. This was the only thing you could redly check up on."

"And the time travd—that's true, too?"

He amiled crypticaly. He gestured toward the uncon-scious figures on the floor. "Why don't you ask
Charley and Burt?'

"You mean they've traveled through time?'
"Not yet."



20. THE SOLID-GOLD RUNWAY
31 MARCH 1930

SKARDON st the did for december 1942, when Americas blooding a Guadacand was dill fresh in
ev-eryone's mind. He had not been born yet, but he remem-bered his father saying how reentless in
corraling draft dodgers and shoving them into uniform the draft boards had been a that particular
moment in American higory.

When he kicked them off the time platform, Ace Karras and Hd Minthe would make tracks for Las
Chipas, little suspecting thet a war was raging and that they would be wanted men, adult males who had
not registered for the draft. Sooner rather than later, being of sound mind and body, they would be
chdlenged. Hauled before the draft board, they would naturdly protest ignorance of the war. That would
mark them as men trying to escape con-scription by feigning mentd illness. Psychiatrists would be called
in. Questions would follow. They would protest that they not only knew nothing of the war but had been
kidnapped, trussed like Christmas turkeys, and trans-ported to a far place. Those hairy-armed innocents
could remember nothing more until springing full-grown from the womb of a passng decade. The
psychiatrists would marve at the inventiveness of their subjects and summon ether the gendarmes, who
would lead them off to prison for draft evason, or the military police, who would set them on that long
dark road that would lead, with luck, to the sands of Iwo Jma

He pulled the switch.

Animmense violet cloud appeared overhead, dive with the flashing of slent lightning. The earth shook
with the force of an earthquake, and the air wasfilled with the acrid scent of ozone.

When the dust settled, the scenery around them looked much the same as before. A careful observer
would have noticed that the forest had consderably thinned out, the cloud cover was perhaps more
dense, and the lilt of song birds had diminished, but Karras and Minthe, being blindfolded as well as
bound, observed nothing. Skardon untied them and alowed them to get a good view of the ingdlation.
It meant nothing to them—now—>but they would remember later on.

Karras was a rangy, muscular men at least ten years Skardon's junior, but soft from too much food
and too many hours working on his varicose veins behind the counter of the Las Chipas Haberdashery.
Minthe had a short trunk and long, powerful arms from tossng sacks of grain & the loca feed Store.
Between them they should have been the match of any ordinary man. Skardon stood before them, ams
akimbo, a soft amile on hislips, as they measured him with their eyes.

"Well, are you or aren't you?' he said cheerfully. "If you care to resume the discussion, | will be only
too happy to oblige. But youll have to make up your minds, because | don't have dl day.”

The men looked a him uneesily, remembering the fe-line swiftness with which he had struck them
down in the celar of his home back in Las Chipas and the pain in their dill-aching cheekbones, and
conveniently re-called what was the better part of valor.

"No?" Skardon taunted. "Too bad. Youll never know whether—not being taken by surpriss—you
might have been able to beat the hdll out of me, take my woman and that nice new Pierce-Arrow over
there, not to mention more millions of dollars than you could believe, which | have socked away in my
cdlar back home"

Karras licked hislips, glanced out of the corner of his eye a Minthe, and swung from his knees. The
punch grazed Skardon's jav and was followed by a kick a the crotch. Unfortunately, he had
telegraphed the blow.
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Skardon took one step back, swept his am up under Karrass leg a its maximum extension, and
spilled him fla on his back with a mighty thump, deflating him like a punctured tire.

Then Minthe was upon him, raining blows without art or craft, but panful enough when they landed.
Skardon wesathered them, deflecting them with upthrust arms, d-lowing Minthe to weary himsdf with the
ondaught. When hefindly dropped his arms for a moment's rest, Skardon measured the distance with a
practiced eye and launched a right jab flush on the other man's nose. The blow drenched him with
Minthe's blood as Minthe's nose split with a crack of smashed bone. He let out an an-guished howl and
clamped both hands to his face, leav-ing his body vulnerable to whatever damage Skardon cared to
inflict. Skardon cocked his arm, paused to sght in on Minthe's short ribs, then dropped it. There was not
much fun in beating up a man who gave up so eeslly.

"Gatinthe car,” he ordered. "And be careful of the upholstery. You aill a drop of blood on it, I'll rip
off your scalp to soak it up.”

Skardon waited until they got sullenly in the back seat, then took his place behind the whed. He
leaned out the window and said to Emily, "Back in ten minutes” He drove to the edge of the concrete
platform, eased the long white car down on the dirt road leading to the man high-way, and shifted into
high gear.

Twenty minutes later he was back. He shifted into low, bounced back onto the platform, and set the
hand brake. "Wdl, my dear,” he said with agrin, "l think we've solved the Karras-Minthe problem.”

"Where are we?'

"December 1942."

"Why 19427

He explained.

She thought the punishment fit the crime. "And now?'

"W, that's entirdy up to you. With one proviso: Wherever we go, it's going to have to be forward in
time, where materids technology will have progressed to the point where | can build something a little
less roomy than this time machine.”

"And what's wrong with this?'

"Think. We aren't going to spend the rest of our lives here in the Oregon mountains, are we? So what
happens when we go into the city and somebody sumbles onto this thing? Therell be no end of
questions, investiga-tions, newspaper stories. Environmentaigts will take one look at this ugly contraption
and demand that the state bulldoze it. If |, as owner, show up to protest, the law will come down on me
for building without a permit. And if | don't, I'l have to start dl over somewhere dse if we decide we
want to move on—or back. Only this time | won't have those blessed micrafilms of The New York
Times to build up my fortune again.”

"Yes, that's another thing | wanted to ask. Why did—"

Skardon seized her wrig, his suddenly vigilant expres-sion gartling her into slence.

"A truck's coming thisway. We've got to leave. Where do you want to go? Decide!”

She gestured helplesdy. "I don't know," she said. "I've never been anywhere but here. You decide.”

"Vay wdl." Skardon twisted the did to 10 August 2002 and pulled the knife switch. He knew
evaything there was to know about Emily Ferguson. He knew she would leave this decison, as she did
them dl, to him. All dong, he had intended to time-transport them from the 1930s into the year 2002.

The decison had been the fruit of some deliberation. 1t made no sense to go back to an era through
which he had dready lived, atime of no surprises, of repetitious experiences. On the other hand, a time
far in the future had little appeal. He would be in amilieu in which ev-erything would be nove—new but



not necessarily improved. It would have dl the charm of bresking in anew pair of shoes. He would have
to learn a whole new set of diches merdy to be understood, a completely new bestiary of politica
animds, how to operate the latest gen-eration of usdess gadgets, the fashionable new thoughts, the
accepted new tastesinmusc and art, the great new higtorica truths based, on the wisdom of hindsght.
The mere thought of it drove him back to a more comfortable age.

Not the year of 1999, however. Too many people would dill remember him. Wanted posters would
dill adorn post office bulletin boards. The FBI lig of most-wanted crim-inas would surely be top-heavy
with the name of the notorious John K. Skardon, murderer of the unfortunate Fortuna Fonteneau. But
dlow three years or so for the hesat to dissipate and avoid the campus of the Universty of Cdifornia a
Berkdey, and he would probably be safe enough. The year 2002 had a pleasant ring to it, and a
diamond ring of eephant-choking dimengons with which to adorn the fourth finger, left hand, of his lady
was go-ing to be hisfirg purchase.

When the violet cloud dissipated, Emily Ferguson and John K. Skardon found themsdlves in quite a
different landscape. The forest that had surrounded them was clear-cut, the ssumps jutting out of the
wadted earth like tombstones. The unprotected mountaingdes, shorn of their verdant cloak, had been
ableto ress the ravages of nature no more than those of man: the rains had dis-solved the topsoil and
sent itinrivuleis thet turned into rivers roaring down to the sea. What fertility remained nourished scrub
neither beautiful nor useful in place of the soaring firs that had been sawed and chopped into chips and
pressed into board to make paperboard houses for new generations of destroyers of the defensaess
world. For a moment Skardon considered going back to a ampler time. But only for a moment: the
problems of the future would be no worse than those of the past, only different.

Skardon had no fear that the time platform would be observed by curious eyes in this wasteland. But
its fore-lorn aspect made him impatient to leave, to look upon sghts more pleasing to the eye. He made
around of the explodve charges, set the fuses for seven minutes, and turned to Emily.

"Shdl we?' he said, extending hisarm toward the car.

Emily Ferguson got into the car. Skardon closed the door behind her and dimbed behind the whed!.
He put the car in gear and drove off down the road, which was 4ill dirt-surfaced, not looking back.
They were three miles away when the mountains seemed to erupt with sound that echoed long after the
time platform had been sent eons back into time, transformed into the atoms from which it ultimatdy had
come.

"Where are we going?' she asked, findly.
"Back to LasChipas.”

"For the money, of course.”

"Yes."

"But why? Why didn't we jugt take what we need? What need do we have for two hillion dollars? I've
lived with you long enough to know that luxury doesn't mean anything to you. You have no expensve
tastes—or do you?'

"Actudly, | do." And he explained.

During those years in the maximum-security fadlity a Las Chipas, he had reflected on why he had
been unjustly imprisoned. It was not for want of competent counsd: his case had been presented fairly,
but Prof. Klemper's fabricated evidence had been too convindng for even a clever lawvyer to argue
away. But what if he had been a rich man, a great figure in the community? His fate would have been
vay different. Apologists would spring up from every sde. The police would manufacture evidence to
order. The press would suppress any facts pointing to his guilt, as it had some years back when



what's-his-name— the name duded him, though he wedl remembered the pasty, beefy face—had
cravenly panicked and dlowed a young woman to drown rather than save her life at the expense of his
totaly undistinguished palitica career. He had decided then that if he ever got out of prison, he would so
arange dfars as to be able to buy anything, anybody, that he needed in order to protect
himself. Money would confer immunity, vaccinaing him againgt not only poverty but unwonted public
annoyance. He would smply buy up the offending televison station or newspaper and fire everybody. Il
hedth—he would buy out a whole hospitd to treat his alments if he so wished; an uncongenid
cimate—he could move anywhere, any-time, and drag the seasons dong with him; and above dl, the
vicisstudes of stupid, smal-minded politicians and adminidrators, who strewed the paths of virtuous
people who asked only to be left done with niggling laws and regulations, which money would give him
the power to ignore.

Money was power. Until he was penned up like an animd behind bars, Skardon had never devel oped
an ap-petite for power. But he craved it now. Never again, now that he had a basement full of what
mog men vaued even above life itsdf, would he be beholden to another man. "Besides,” he added,
"l have a promise to myself to keep: | an going to find Justin Pope. Andwhenl do . . ."

"Will money redly hep?' Emily asked. "Certainly. With the enormous power the time machine
confers, Pope will have had more than three years to accumulate as much in the way of riches as anyone
could want. Like every man who has enormous riches to protect, he will have enveloped himsdf in layer
after layer of security, and it will take commensurate wedth to penetrate that cordon. The mere fact of
my wedlth will enable me to move in the rarefied circles he frequents— with suitable chin whiskers and
fdse nose, to be sure. And when | have im done ..." He smiled. To Emily it suggested the amile of a
piranha dropped into a gold-fish bowl.

"Have you forgotten thet thisis the year 2002 and that we left Las Chipas over saventy years ago?"

"No, | havent forgotten. | presume you're worried tha our home may have been sold for taxes or
demol-ished to make room for a shopping mdl."

"A shopping maul?' She did not understand. A maul was used to drive fence posts.

"A shopping mdll is a particularly pernicious innovartion of the late twentieth century. It crowds a large
num-ber of stores sdling uff nobody redly wants or needs into a cramped, noisy paved area and
covers evarything with a roof, keeping out every aom of sunshine and fresh ar and keeping in and
recirculating the rude exhdations of the unwashed masses, thus providing a steady supply of customers
with upper respiratory alments for greedy, thick-thumbed barbers and plumbers masquerading as
physdans”

"Isthat a sentence?' Emily Ferguson inquired inno-cently.

"It is—a sentence of death for twenty-first-century man.”

"I can bieve it," Emily said fervently. "But you haven't told me what youll do if there is a shopping
mdl on the ste of our home"

"As | will do with anything else which stands in our way, | shdl buy and dispose of it. | take it you
haven't looked in the trunk laidy.”

"No."
"Or noticed a digtinct sagging of the rear of the car?"
"Oh."

"Quite s0. | brought dong with us, when we moved to Rogue River, goproximatey two hundred
pounds of gold coins, which a $1,200 the ounce will buy any num-ber of rustic shopping centers. After
dl, my dear Emily, Las Chipas is so far off the beaten track that | doubt if the population would have
even doubled by now. The land is flat and barren, the resources mainly st flats and scrub. A million



dollarswill buy back our abandoned house, never fear."
"I don't know, John," Emily said doubtfully. "Things change."

"Let them," Skardon replied. "I've thought of that, too. Among the other treasures | have dso stowed
inour capacious trunk are six ridiculous paintings, bought in 1930 for the equaly ridiculous price of $300
for the lot. They are daubs—mere ugly daubs—the sort of thing you'd expect of a demented orangutan,
but | must confess that my generation has been taken in by them, hook, line, and sinker. Today they <l
for millions”

"Do | know the artig?"
"I hope not. Fdlow by the name of Picasso.”

Hve hours after they left Rogue River, Skardon ap-proached the familiar environs of Las Chipas. The
road had been a two-lane dirt road when, seventy-two years before—or three, depending on how one
looked at it—he had been deposited on it by Jugin Pope. Now it was a well-paved four-lane highway
with a median grip and sodium-vapor lights. He fdt atwinge of apprehension.

He drove on. Houses had sprouted on every side, miles from the place where their old home had
been. Maybe he would need those Picassos, after al.

In his headlights, he observed with rdief that the houses again thinned out, that there did not seem to
be any buildings a dl in the far distance. However, just ahead he saw the light of a guard kiosk, and
across the road ahigh chain-link fence. As he drove up to it, a uniformed figure stepped out of the kiosk
and hed up a gloved hand. From his shoulder was dung an automatic rifle. Skardon stopped.

"Your pass, Sr?' the young soldier said.

"Pass?"

"Yes, gr. Thisis a government ingdlation, you know, off bounds to dl unauthorized personnel.”
Skardon's heart sank.

The young man saw his expression. "Stranger around here, aren't you, Sr?" he said sympatheticaly.
"Yes—yes, | an”

"Log?

"Wdl, | ssem to be," Skardon faltered. "I thought | was near Las Chipas.”

"Then you're not logt. Thisisit," the soldier said, pointing his thumb over his shoulder. "Or rather, it
was it until a couple of years ago. The government bought up the whole area as a testing ground for the
new Mach-24 hypersonic arplane. Hel, | thought everybody knew that. Anyway, they bulldozed the
town, and dl that's behind the fence now are hangars, workshops, and 9x miles of concrete runway
about five feet thick."
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21. GEMUTLICHKEIT
12 SEPTEMBER 2002

JoHN J. SKARDON was back where he belonged, on the leading edge of the twenty-first century. The
morning of the deventh of Augudt, he discovered that Justin Pope was ill among them and in fact hed
gpparently never left. Had the Fugit broken down? Or had he found life in other eras so little rewarding
that, like Skardon himsdf, he had decided that he preferred the familiar to the un-known? Whichever the
case, Pope was not going any-where: except for concert appearances with the most celebrated of the
world's orchestras (Pope had doubtless engineered the invitations by bribes to the orchestras generd
managers in order to achieve a celebrity his mea-ger talents would not sustain), Pope had remained in
San Francisco. In fact, he had lived for three years in the penthouse of the Santorini of Nob Hill, five
blocks from the more modest gpartment Skardon had rented after he had learned that his treasures were
buried forever be-negth five feet of concrete a Las Chipas.

Forever?

WEel, not necessarily. He could have retrieved his for-tune with reatively litle effort and in fact
intended to do so in good time. He calculated that he could build a new mode of the Hier in Sx weeks.
With the improvements that had undoubtedly occurred in the fidds of eectronics and dectromagnetism,
he would probably be adle to miniaurize the circuitry and power supply so that it would fit comfortably
in the baggage compartment of a two-place jet VTOL aircraft, with plenty of room left over for
long-range tanks. Thus equipped, he could venture not only to any time on Earth but dso to any place. It
was a heady thought.

Thus equipped, he would have two choices. He could go forward in time, to the thirtieth century or so,
when the concrete runway of the hypersonic arplane base had findly crumbled and the underground
treasure house be-neath the ste of his former home in Las Chipas would again be accessible. But by
then the paper stocks and ail paintings might wel have mildewed, crumbled and rot-ted away, though of
course the gold bullion would not have been affected. Better to go back to, say, 1950, while the town he
and Emily had lived in was il intact, dong with his home.

But he could decide that later. Right now there was a more pressng maiter: fixing the clock of the men
who had stolen the treasure of time.

Whatever form it took, it would require careful spade-work. Like the competent scientist he was, he
would have to do the requisite research. Meanwhile, domestic issues intervened.

Emily Ferguson was his fird consderation. He had promised to marry her, wanted to marry her, and
marry her he would. To avoid the awkward inquiries that might have resulted from putting his name on
the public reg-ister in Cdifornia, he flew with his bride to be to an obscure, deepy little town, Oxford,
Ohio, chosen at ran-dom by gicking apinin a map of the United States. They then proceeded for their
brief honeymoon to England, Paris, Lisbon, and Vienna In the latter city, which he remembered fondly
from his doctoral and postdoctoral years at the laboratory of thermoelectrodynamics of the Universty of
Vienna, he revisted his old rooming house, took his bride for sacher torte at the venerable Sacher Hotdl
coffee shop, and went across the street through the driving rain to a performance of Don Giovanni a
the magnificent Statsoper.

It was there, as the Mozartian classic unfolded on the immense stage before them, that he concelved
the plan by which he would gain admission to the presence of the dosdy guarded Justin Pope, done,
and then . . . wdl, likedl great artists, then he would improvise.
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They spent a week in Vienna, during which time Skar-don engaged the services of an unusud
multingtiond firm, Interpen, about which he had heard while in prison. The firm specidized in the
procurement of fake pass-ports, identity cards, and other documentation, the fab-rication of bogus
backgrounds, and very discreet inquiries. For considerably higher fees, blackmail could be arranged, the
plans for a jewdry store robbery deliv-ered, or a throat cut, but Skardon had no need of such
commerce.

On their return to San Francisco, while Emily Skardon recovered from the culture shock of
twenty-firg-century Europe and, even more, that of the United States, her husband got down to
business.

Comfortably wel off with the sde of $300,000 worth of gold coins and a broom closet full of
Picassos, which he refused to put on his wals as much from aesthetic considerations as for security, he
was able to hire one of the best acting coaches in Hollywood. This gentleman, a Hungarian Jew who was
fluent in no fewer than seventeen languages, specidized in coaching actors in English parts as spoken by
foreigners of mogt European didects. His assgnment was to reconstruct Skardon's accent so that the
Viennese background didect showed through. Skar-don was a quick study, and within ten days he was
speak-ing his usud excdlent English with the intonation, stress patterns, and vowe and consonanta
redizations of one born within the Ring.

The Hungarian was succeeded by a Viennese character actor turned coach. Ten days later, Skardon's
wak, ges-tures, posture, and expressons had absorbed the authen-tic atmosphere of the Audrian
capitd. With the dothing he had bought in Vienna and the aid of an expert makeup man who provided
himwith a spade beard and Kaiser Bill mustache, a convinang network of fake wrinkles and sagging eye
pouches, plus an artful collection of liver spots on the backs of his hands, John K. Skardon had aged
twenty years, gained a dignified limp, eyes bleared with very dilute vinegar and the dight tremor of the
hands sgnding gpproaching parkinsonism.

His disguise was complete. Better yet, it was good. It had to be good to get past a most difficult
hurdle, Justin Pope's private security Staff.

Skardon was not sure just how he did it, but Pope was a very wedthy and yet revered internaiond
figure. Skar-don had read musc reviews from the past three years, which asserted without reservation
that the compositions of Judin Pope were the culmination of the musicd art. He combined dl the best
features of Bach, Mozart, Bee-thoven, Brahms, and Berloiz. His early musc was eerily reminiscent of
Schubert. And his persona character was fully as sympathetic as that of his musc. He was fun-loving,
adventurous—to the horror of his fans, he was an ardent windsurfer and as killful in acrobatic displays
in his vintage biplane as he was in improvisation on the keyboard—a man in whose presence women
were known to faint, a connoisseur of fine wines—mosily Cdifor-nian—and the last one to leave a good
party, where he cusomarily played brilliant jazz until the early morning hours. He was regarded as a
netiond treasure and was a harder man to interview than the President of the United States.

Skardon made his appearance at the security office on the firg floor of the Santorini of Nob Hill at ten
o'clock on the morning of 12 September 2002. The old man waked with dow deliberation and limped
dightly but held his shoulders erect. He had a vague smile that in-cluded dl the world in his geriaric
benevolence. A gen-tle man.

Appearances were not enough for Bill Grace, the chief of security.
"Do you have an gppointment with Dr. Pope?’

"No," Skardon confessed, "but | have hope. Maestro Pope is the idol of the readers of my column in
Die Wie-ner," he continued in excdlent English inddibly tinged with a mitteleuropaer accent, "and |
have come to Amer-ica in the hope mat the maestro will bestow upon them a few words of specid
gresting.”



"You should have written for an gppointment.”

"My written English is even worse than my spoken English. | feared that you would take me for an
illiterate and refuse my request.”

"Such a request would have been," Grace said. "Dr. Pope very rardly grants interviews, especidly if he
isto be asked questions about his persond life" Although Grace was unaware of it, that was because
Franz Peter Schubert knew precious little about Justin Pope's per-sond life and found his cdebrity a
convenient excuse not to talk about it.

"Yes | undergtand,” Skardon said. "Still, | have come far and ask for very little—merdly a few words
to convey to the musc lovers of Vienna"

Grace went through that sort of thing dl day, every day. Always he palitdy but indiscriminatey
regretted that Jugin Pope would be unable to receive the cabinet minigers archbishops, savants,
sensation seekers, cranks, occasona paranoiacs intent upon achieving flegting notoriety by assassinating
aworld figure, and the press—the latter usudly without preamble or excuse. He had been gentle with
thisvigtor only because of his age and the distance he had come. "Wdl, I'll tdl you what I'll do, gr: I'l
natify Dr. Pope's persona secretary that you have come to see him, and if he seesfit to inform Dr. Pope
himsdf, and Dr. Pope agrees—which | warn you | very much doubt—you can have an gppointment,
perhaps even this week, depending on his schedule.”

"That would be wonderful, wonderful,” Skardon said, removing his glasses to wipe them clean of the
mig of imaginary tears of gratitude.

"Of course, | would have to take the usua security measures. I'm sure you understand that.”

"Wl | don't know exactly what you mean by 'se-curity measures,’ but I'll do whatever you require if
it means having the honor of mesting the greet Dr. Pope.”

"Hrg of dl, sr, would you mind giving us your full name?"

"Not at dl. Professor Hans Otto Graf." He spdled it. "My addressin Viennais—"
"Angdigase 11/2."

"How on Earth did you know that?"

Grace amiled and pointed to the VDU screen on his desk. "When you came in, you gave me your last
name and that of your magazine. Everything said here is being monitored by one of my assstants. He had
amake on you within ten seconds.”

"Then your 'security measures have been fulfilled?'
"Not quite. Would you kindly step onto that low plat-form.”

Skardon ascended the hdf step to the platform. Bill Grace, his eyes on his VDU, nodded. The man
had no weapons. But was he indeed Hans Otto Graf?

"Have you worked long for the Die Wiener!"

"Twenty-two years"

"Who was your editor in 19917

Skardon feigned thought. "That would have been Wil-lie Bonhein.”

Grace nodded. "And the name of your wife's school in Innsbruck?”

"The Frauenberufsschule. It's not in Innsbruck, by the way, but Klagenfurt.”

Grace lifted his eyes from the monitor. "Would you kindly empty your pockets on the desk?

Skardon methodicdly emptied one pocket after an-other. Grace inspected each article. He unfolded
the two linen handkerchiefs, one from each of Skardon's back pockets, and carefully refolded them



agan. He opened the worn wadlet and removed and studied an unused Vienna-Salsburg train ticket, an
unpaid bill from a haberdasher, a press card, a complimentary ticket to a performance of Die
Fledermaus in the Rudentensad the coming Friday, severd hundred schillings in bank notes, a worn
color photo, dightly out of focus, of a handsome woman in her fifties a grocery shopping lig in German
with dl items checked off but Baurenbrot and Speck, a hdf dozen credit cards, an Audrian driver's
license, aticket for next week's drawing of the Audtrian state lottery, and a physician's prescription in his
name for Bronoton, a European rem-edy for migrane headaches. From his other pockets Skardon
produced severa Audrian and American coins a fla med box labded Bronoton, a worn
leather-backed notebook with half a dozen pages of scribbling in Ger-man, two not very sharp pencils, a
key ring with four keys, induding that for a BMW, a comb, and the busi-ness cards of Bookstore
Deutsch, Haitlage and Die Wie-nerverscherung, dl of Vienna

Grace ingpected each item in detail, then reached for the telephone on his desk. "Conrad," he said
after amoment, "we have here a gentleman, a music critic from Vienna, who would like an gppointment
sometime this week, if possble . . . Yes | explaned dl tha to him, but he said he made the trip
epecidly to see Dr. Pope, and he hopes to be able to tdl hisreaders ... It's Die Wiener ... | see. ..
Yes, Il tdl him."

He hung up and turned to the viditor. "It'swhat | ex-pected, Sr," Grace said apologeticdly. "Dr. Pope
rardly gives interviews for any reason. However, if you will leave your name and a locad address where
you can be reached, | can assure you that a persond communication will be sent you from Dr. Pope's
office sometime this week."

"Persond from Dr. Pope, you mean?"
"Sgned by Conrad Karpiosky personaly, on behdf of Dr. Pope.”

Skardon grimaced. "Widl, | thank you very much for your trouble, dthough | wish it could have
resulted in a face-to-face meeting. It would have been the high point of my life, like meeting the gresat
Johann Sebastian him-sdf.”

"I know, gr. You undergtand that even | have only seen him three or four times, asde from tdevison
broad-casts of his locd concerts. He dmost dways leaves by the garage entrance, in a limousine with
opague win-dows, and a police escort." He pushed Skardon's be-longings across the desk.

Skardon was not dismayed. He had scouted the lobby thoroughly and observed the routine of the
desk men, the digpostion of the security men at the sairs and devator, the revolving doors with glass
that was thick enough to be bulletproof. He had learned how visitors came and went and knew that
uniformed police were their escort. Even while he was talking with Grace, he had formulated the bare
bones of two or three schemes that would result in his coming into contact with Jugtin Pope for the few
seconds it would take to make him regret forever that he had double-crossed John K. Skardon.

Skardon was putting his effects back in his pockets when the telephone on Grace's desk rang. The
security chief picked up the receiver. He lisened for a moment, then replaced the receiver inits cradle.
"Dr. Pope wants to see you," he said increduloudly.

"When?'

"Right now."

FHve minutes later Skardon was ushered into the great man's presence. He had passed three
checkpoints manned by unamiling men who looked capable of sudden vio-lence.

As he entered the studio, with a gleaming concert grand in one corner and banks of recording
equipment dong the adjacent wadls, Justin Pope rose from the piano bench and waved away atdl thin
man, presumably his secretary, who had been hovering a his elbow. The tal thin man Ieft the room,
daodgng the door behind him.



Judtin Pope crossed the room, his hand extended.

Thiswas going to be a good ded easier than he had imagined, John K. Skardon thought, shaking the
other's hand. He had two weapons with him, both supplied by Interpen of Vienna, ether of which was
as effective as it was undetectable by cursory inspection, such as Grace had subjected them to. The
eraser of the pencil, rubbed againg anything Pope might touch—a cup handle, a sheet of musc, the
piano bench—would cause the thin film covering it to rupture. An invisble streak of a metdlic st that
would then be deposited on Pope's skin would result in a dow but progressive irritation againg which
there was no known antidote or pdliaive. He would suf-fer a permanent case of hives, not disabling but
meking it dmost impossible to snaich more than a few minutes of deep at atime, and an itching that no
amount of scratching would relieve.

An dternative wegpon was a capsule from the metd box labeled Bronoton. A Sngle capsule, placed
surrep-titioudy in the piano among the strings, would dowly react with the air, in two or three weeks
producing an arborne toxin that would cause a condition indigtinguish-able from emphysema in anyone
who breathed it over a period of weeks. There was no known cure.

"I am honored meeting the man which his music has given me so much happiness™ Skardon said in his
care-fully cultivated Viennese accent.

To his astonishment, the man who had taken his hand replied in what Skardon recognized immediatdy
a an archaic foom of Viennese German. "Ich schatze lhre Aufmerksamkeit, mich mit lhrer
Anwesenheit zu Uber-raschen. Es ist schon lange her, seitdem ich das Glick hatte, ein echtes
Wienerisch zu horen. | do so miss the language” he went on in English. "Its parks, its splen-did
buildings its lovdly women. And now you bring me a taste of it. Please do st down and tdl me what
you'd like to drink. Some Wienerkaffee with thick cream, per-haps?’ His eyes sparkled.

"Yes Dr. Pope," Skardon murmured numbly. "Theat would be fine" He was shaken. Something very
funny was going on. He had dealt enough with Jugtin Pope, had probed enough into his background to
be sure of his re-ligbility before he made the young man his partner, to know that he had never studied
German. Nor could he have learned such flavless German—Austrian German, archaic Audrian
German—in the short concert engage-ments he had spent in Vienna. Even if he had spent the entire three
years snce Skardon had last seen him study-ing night and day, he would not have learned to speak
Wienerisch likethat. It would have been like a Viennese of today spesking the language of the Boston
of John Adams after having visted Cambridge four or five times.

"Tdl me what's hgppening, what they're taking about in the cafés these days," Schubert said, ill in his
pe-culiar German.

"Actudly, it's very much as it's dways been, | esti-mate—the palitics, the music, the women—"
"In German, please! | get so homesick for the lan-guage.”

"I wasn't aware that you knew German so perfectly, that you were so much a home in the languege”
Skar-don sad in German.

Schubert laughed, embarrassed. "As a matter of fact, | don't mention it, but when | was very young |
hed a nurse from Vienna, and German was actudly my firg language.”

Now, that was an out-and-out lie. Pope himsdf had mentioned to Skardon that owning a van was a
pleasant change from walking to schoal, as his family’'s modest circumstances had forced him to do since
the firg grade. Americans whose children had to wak to school could not afford to employ nurses from
Vienna Any real American could not but know that.

"I didn't redize that, Dr. Pope," Skardon said. "And that's a coincidence, by the way—your having a
Viennese who taught you German. | mysdf had an American nurse who taught me English. Her name
was," he said, carefully enundiating the name, "Jeanne K. Skardon.”



The amiling man opposite im did not bat an eye.

Skardon knew for certain now. Whoever the guy was, he sure as hdl was not Jugin Pope. And if he
was not Jugtin Pope, who the devil was he?



22. RIVERS
11 AUGUST 2002

WITH THE SUSPICION OF A MAN WHO KNEW from persond acquaintances in prison how easy it
was to knock them over, John K. Skardon had a deep distrust of banks. Prison had aso taught him that
it was bad business to put dl one's savingsin any one bank. They were dl too prone to succumb to the
atentions of box men and amateurs in ski masks—if the bank president did not beat them to the punch
by deaning out the vaults and decamping to Brexil.

Accordingly, on arivd in San Francisco he had con-verted dl his bullion but a sngle bar—getaway
money— in various banks and deposited the proceeds in four other banks, each account under a
different name. 1t was his misfortune that one of the banks was the Golden Gate Savings and Trust.

The security chief of Golden Gate was Percivd C. Candy, a bright young man with no police
experience but a consderable background in computer technology. He was ambitious and hoped to use
experience gained a Golden Gate to launch his own security firm. Meanwhile, he generoudy used the
resources of Golden Gate to put together a security system that he boasted made the bank impregnable.
He had been empowered to bring in outsde accountants for surprise audits to nip any defacations in the
bud. He had inddled cameras that covered not only the counters and cashiers cages but other areas as
wedl. He reasoned tha while robbers, knowing their faces would be recorded, would more likdy than
not don ski masks as they approached the tellers windows, they would rip them off again as they dashed
outsde to pre-vent a hue and cry being immediatdy raised on the street. Therefore, he had planted
cameras among the potted plants on each sde of the front doors, which recorded on videodisk the faces
of each person leaving the build-ing. The disk was kept for a year before erasure.

Among his other devices, and the one of which he was most proud, was the padm-fax. No one but
Candy and the charman of the board knew of its existence. He had modified the device from amilar
ingruments in use a high-security fadlities and inddled it himsaf over a weekend. To the naked eye it
appeared to be nothing more than two oversized verticd ludite door handles with the unusud feature of
emiting a gentle glow, which ev-eryone assumed was for aesthetic reasons. The gze of the handles
forced anyone opening a door to grasp it firmly, tranamitting a handprint indantly to Candy's data bank.
To be sure, not dl customers handprints were thus scanned: those who wore gloves were immune from
the surreptitious identification procedure, but then, how many peoplein San Francisco wore gloves?

Candy was on professondly good terms with the local FBI office, having volunteered to provide an
ingtanta-neous identification of every Golden Gate customer, some of whom would inevitably have
prison records or be wanted for questioning. Software provided by the FBI dlowed Candy's shop to
encode every handprint within microseconds and relay the dring of binary digits in which it was
converted to FBI headquarters in Washing-ton in red time. There it was compared dectronicdly with
the 95 million-odd fingerprints in the FBI's files, which spit out the names of anyone who, as the British
put it, was sought to assist the FBI in their inquiries. The whole process took considerably less than hdf
asecond.

It was thus that, even while John K. Skardon was mak-ing his initid deposit a the Golden Gate
Savings and Trugt, an urgent message had flashed to the police head-quarters, San Francisco, that an
escaped murderer, one John K. Skardon, was a that moment in the Golden Gate bank. He was
probably armed and mugt be consdered dangerous. A plainclothes car with four policemen was
dispatched to the scene. En route, they studied the copy of the photograph of Skardon radioed from
Washing-ton. Asthey pulled up at the curb, unlimbered ther pis-tols, and fastened their eyes on the main
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door, John K. Skardon limped out.

They paid no atention to the old man and conse-quently lay in wait for the haf an hour it took the
unsus-pecting John K. Skardon to wak home. When they redized they had missed their quarry, they
reviewed the photographs of the customers that day, supplied by Candy. But they were of little help: if dl
the customers who could have been Skardon in disguise were tracked down, it might take weeks.
Smilaly futile was an in-spection of records of new deposits. Although they quickly identified, by
comparing handwriting samples, Skardon's initid deposit for $60,000, the name and ad-dress were both
fakes.

The trall, temporarily cold, was passed on to Detective Lieutenant R. B. Rivers a man with a
reputation for breathing new lifeinto lost causes. The chief wanted quick results. A known murderer and
escaped convict was loose on the streets of San Francisco. He was ex-ceedingly clever, having escaped
from the Las Chipas Maximum Security Fadility during the night with no suggestion of the means by
which he had done what only one other man, with a smuggled pistol, had been able to accomplish. He
hed deposited $60,000 in the Golden Gate Savings and Trust. That could represent the wegpon with
which to perform a great dedl of mischief in the hands of a clever, ruthless man like Skardon.

Rivers sat at his desk, feet planted squarely on the floor, hands folded in front of him, staring at the
blank wal. Some cops liked to do their thinking with their feet on the desk, toothpick in the sde of the
mouth, and a tobacco-juice-streaked wastebasket within comfortable range. Rivers thought better in a
more forma posture: if his body was tense, ready to spring, his mind would be indined to follow suit.

He remembered Skardon but had known little about him. Now, having read his file, he had some
ideas how the man's mind probably worked. One: he had gone to some trouble to devise an
impenetrable disguise. That meant he was ill being wary, even dafter having not been seen for three
years. Two: he had deposited $60,000 in a checking account. That was alot of money. If he had alot of
money, he could conceivably have a lot more. But a con would, for safety's sake, spread it around.
Ergo, it would be wdl to determine whether he had other accounts, in other names, with other home
addresses. Three: that could be determined by comparisons of his handwriting with the information given
for other ac-counts opened the same day and, if nothing was found, the same week.

Within four days his subordinates had located accounts in three other banks, and Rivers went
persondly to in-terview each of the tdlers to see if they could agree on putting a face to the name. By
means of an identikit, the tellers tried to remember what the man looked like whom Rivers sought. Ther
memories were handicapped by the very volume of business their banks did but aided by the recency of
the event and the unusudly large amounts that had initidly been deposited. The three resulting
recon-structions of the suspect's face were close enough for the daff artist to draw a composite that dl
agreed was the man.

Rivers then consulted a map of the city. He put crosses at the locations of the four banks. They
formed a dia=mond in the rough. Slicing away at the problem with Occham's razor, Rivers reasoned that
Skardon would mogt likely choose banks more or less equidistant from his home. He joined the opposite
crosses with lines. That point, which happened to be the location of the loca Perpetud Life Insurance
branch office, would be the logicd place to start the search. From that point the hunt would proceed in
concentric circles. He had full confi-dence that he would flush his quarry, probably within a couple of
days.

He ordered hundreds of copies of Skardon's mug shot and severd hundred more of the artist's
compogite printed. Parrolmen on the beat distributed them to apart-ment building supers and
shopkeepersin the neighbor-hood. Sure enough, before the firgt day had passed, a super in the Nob Hill
area reported that the wanted man had rented an gpartment in his building within the past month.

Rivers briefed his men and assigned them posts that covered dl possible escape routes. Approaching
the gpartment building from severd directions, the plain-clothesmen took their stations and radioed their



readiness to Rivers. The detective lieutenant, with two men, en-tered the building and knocked at the
super's door.

"Are you the man who reported seeing this man?' Rivers said, showing him Skardon's mug shot.

The man studied the picture and shook his hand. "Naw, that doesn't look anything like the manin 4-H.
The cop showed me another picture.”

"Isthis the picture?" Rivers hdd out the composite.

"Yep," the super said, shaking his head emphaticdly. "That's the guy, dl right. H. E. Forsythe."
"Youre sure? | don't want any mistakes. Take your time and study the picture carefully.”

The super glanced at it and said, "Like | told you."

"What if | told you the two pictures are of the same man?'

The super took the pictures, held them at arm's length, and studied them fegture by feature. Findly he
looked up. "Wl | don't know. Maybe they could be. Why don't you take him in, shave his beard, and
have a good look?'

"That's exactly what we propose to do,” Rivers said.
He produced a document and flashed it at the super. "Thisis a search warrant.”
"Right this way, gents" He led the way down the hdll.

Had he not been absorbed in comparing the two pic-tures, the super might have noticed that the
woman who had just passed them, going down the hdl the other way, was the wife of the man they
sought.



23. FIREBAUGH
11 AUGUST 2002

MRs JoHN K. SKARDON was double-parked down the street from the Santorini of Nob Hill, her eyes
shifting from the street map on her |gp to the entrance, getting more edgy by the moment, afraid that he
hed dready come and gone. She had retrieved the white Pierce-Arrow from the garage, driven by the
mog direct route to the Santorini, and parked where Skardon, on emerging, could not miss seeing the
antique automobile. But what if he had come back to her gpartment another way and she had missed him
en route? What if he were dill with this man Pope and had ddlied so long that the police dragnet had had
time to indude this area, only blocks away, in ther searches? Wha if the tdl spare man who had
displayed her husband's pictures to the police had become impatient and asked for a description of their
car and even now was looking for it? What if Skardon had not been able to gan admisson to the great
man, despite his pandaking disguise, and dill sat, patiently waiting in the lobby for permisson to
“interview" the composer?

Tha was a posshility that she could, at least, check out. But on second thought, she could not even
do that. The car was too long to fit in one of San Francisco's parking spaces even if one were empty.
Besides, from the admiring glances cast at the automobile, and having read of the high crime rate of San
Francisco in the year 2002, she feared it would not be there if she left it for a Sngle moment.

Nevertheless, she had come to the decison that that was her only recourse when Skardon tottered out
of the gpartment house, glanced up and down the street, spot-ted her and, shedding his limp, came
toward her inlong strides. She switched on the engine and moved over to the passenger sest. When he
reached the car, he opened the door to the driver's sde and did behind the whed!.

Theold con'singinct for survival had been aroused by the Sght of the Pierce-Arrow down the street,
when it should have been in the garage. Emily would never have brought it there unless something was
serioudy wrong. And the only thing that could be serioudy wrong was that the police had somehow
discovered that he was 4l dive and back in San Francisco.

He gunned the automohile sraight ahead. He knew he had to move fadt. If Emily had been aerted,
that meant the police had come to the apartment. And if the police had come to the gpartment, and he
did not return soon, they would send out a generd darm for the automobile. There probably wasn't a
Pierce-Arrow outsde a museum in the pristine condition of ther car, and its didinctive deek lines and
fender-mounted headlamps would give it away in a minute,

"Teke a left at the next corner,” Emily said camly, glancing from the street Sgn to the map. "It's the
quick-est way out of town."

Skardon shook his head grimly. "No time. Any min-ute now they'll have roadblocks on dl roads
leeding out of town." He drove on until he saw what he was looking for, alarge used-car lot. He made a
left turn, sivung into the lot, and drove dowly dong the ranks of cars until he came to a space between a
late-modd Ford and a '95 Honda. He backed into the space and switched aif the engine. As the
sdesman came out of the office, Skar-don gave Emily terse ingtructions.

"Helo, therel” the sdlesman said, looking the part in a straw hat, striped shirt, and red suspenders.
"My, what a beautiful car youve got,” he said with a sncerity that he had not practiced in months.
"Wouldn't want to trade it for this '95 Honda, would you? | make you a good ded—an even swap!" He
laughed at his jest. The Honda was worth maybe $14,000, the Pierce-Arrow a least $200,000 if it was
inthe mint condition it appeared.

"Just might do that." Skardon smiled, not joking at al. "As a matter of fact, | brought my wife around
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to look at something dong those lines, something to give our maid Maryam for Chrigmas.”

"Couldn't do better than this number,” the sdlesman said, and launched into his spidl.

Skardon cut him short. "I know the automobile” he lied. "But well have to road-test it before we
decide”

"Bemy guest. I'll get the keys."

When he returned a minute later, Skardon handed the keys to Emily, who got in and started the car.
Skardon mationed to her to pull the hood laich. As she did so, Skardon pretended to examine the
engineg, cdling the sdlesman'’s attention to the timing, which sounded a bit df.

The sdlesman stuck his head under the hood, pulled on the accelerator rod a few times, and assured
his cus-tomer that the automobile had been tuned before being put on the lot but that any adjusment
required would be made a no cost to the customer once the ded was struck. At that moment, Emily
pumped the accelerator a few times and Skardon pronounced himsdf satisfied. If the car performed as
wdl as it should in the hands of his wife, it would be ided for Maryam. "Want to take it for a spin,

honey?' he said.
"Sure, dimbin.

The sdlesman hdld the door for him. He did not usudly let his customers take a car from the lot
unaccompanied, but with $200,000 worth of insurance in hand, hisusud caution evaporated.

"Take your time" he said generoudly.

"Thanks. Well do that," Skardon returned. "And if we dont come back, you can keep the
Pierce-Arrow."

The sdlesman laughed.

They saw the roadblock two blocks ahead of them go-ing southeast out of San Jose. The line was
moving dowly but dill fast enough to persuade Skardon that the search was not thorough. He dimbed
out of the car, nodded to Emily, and walked leisurdy down a Sde street, like the last men off in a car
pool on his way home from work. He went two blocks, turned Ieft, and wound his way through the
resdentid neighborhood for gpproximatdy hdf an hour, then turned back toward the man highway.
When he reached it, he headed southwest in the growing darkness, dert for Sgns of police, until he saw
the Honda parked at a fast food joint. He climbed in the car.

"Perfect timing," Emily said. "I've just ordered your dinner."

"Chrig, the trouble youll go to to avoid having to cook for me" Skardon said gruffly. "I don't know
why | ever married you.”

"Because you wanted company while fleaing from the police. Frankly, it's sort of fun, but | don't intend
to makeit alifework."

"When | sdttle with that bastard Pope, well go wher-ever and do whatever you want. Ded?"

"Sounds good to me. Didn't you get in to see Pope?’

"Yesand no."

"That wasn't ayes or no question.”

"I know it sounds crazy, but | saw Pope. Only it wasn't Pope, if you understand what | mean.”

"Of course. Clear as mud.”

"Wdl, the man | saw was Pope, dl right, down to the last freckle. When | saw him he was a



down-at-the-heels would-be composer, and in the three years since he has become an authentic genius.
| know, because he impro-vised for me, showed me his latest scores, played recent recordings of his
musc, with his name on them.”

Emily looked thoughtful. "I can think of an explana-tion.”
"Shoot."

"He traveled back intime, stopped with Bach a couple of years, with Beethoven, Brahms, and so on,
and over aperiod of years nurtured a promising talent into what today seems mature genius.”

"That's logicd, except for one thing: It would take a couple of decades for Pope to acquire that kind
of knowl-edge. But remember, even in time trave the aging pro-cess cannot be arrested. If your thess
were correct, held look fifty or Sixty. But he's actudly not far beyond his early thirties There's something
d= he seems to have an dfinity for, and a knowledge of, Vienna. His German is native Viennese, and
hisdidect isdidinctly archaic."

"So?"
"I don't know. But I'll find out. Meanwhile, where's that chow you ordered?’
It soon came. When it did, Skardon regretted having asked.

They put up a amotd on the eastern outskirts of Fresno that night. Early the next morning, having
removed his digguise, Skardon asked the Fresno Comfort Mote manager the driving time to San
Francisco and was told that it was a comfortable day's trip. Heading back west, he made a stop a a
locad bank and cashed in $50,000 worth of gold eagles from the sack Emily had transferred from the
Pierce-Arrow the night before. It was a sum large enough to ensure that he would be remembered.
Agan he asked the driving time to San Fran-cisco. An hour later Emily Ferguson had bought a sporty
Elbati, paying $21,000 cash. A few blocks down the street she pulled up behind the Honda, whose
plates Skardon had taken the precaution of exchanging with those from another car aso parked a the
Fresno Comfort the night before, and Skardon moved off.

Ten miles west of Fresno, Skardon found an untraveled dirt footpath leading off the man road. He
followed it to atributary of the San Joaquin indicated on the road map. Tdling Emily to wait, he bounded
off across the farmland bordering the siream. He was gone the better part of an hour.

"What took you so long?' Emily asked.

"Had to find water deep enough to drown it. Then | had to drag out the tracks for a couple of hundred
yards from the river's edge.”

"Wdl, | can Hill see tracks from here”

"Yes | guess I'd better do something about them, too,” Skardon said wearily, and went in search of
an-other branch to efface the tire tracks 4ill visble from the road.

Within easy drving distance of Fresno was the town of Firebaugh, and there Skardon found a
furnished apart-ment for rent. He dso rented a garage for the car. It was safe enough, for the moment.
The police would track them to Fresno, learn of his inquiries about the mileege to San Francisco at the
motel, find that he had asked the same question at the bank on Fresno's west side, and conclude that he
was laying a fdse trail for them to fol-low. They would therefore concentrate their search to-ward the
east. When that well ran dry, they would search in other directions—a futile search because not only had
he changed cars, but the Elbati was now safely concealed in a garage and never driven. More probably,
in the man-ner of difficult police inquiries, the search for him would be abandoned for newer and more
pressing investiga-tions.

For the next two months Skardon labored on a time-transference device. Before he began actud



congruction, he consulted the current literature in the fidds of eec-tronics and magnetism and was
delighted to discover that the machine that had occupied some seven cubic feet in Tempus Fugit could
be miniaturized, thanks to advances in eectrica generation and microchip technology, to fit comfortably
in the cavity beneath the back seat of the Elbati, with the controls under the dash. Parts mailed to
Frebaugh from various high-tech companies were preas-sembled in the gpartment in a mere two days.
The  magnetic  eement, condding of  agoproximady  three  miles of  fine
nickel -copper-cadmium-cobat-niobium aloy wire strung on a rectangular frame welded to the bottom
of the automobile, took considerably longer.

On 14 November Skardon, having come in the guise of an automobile mechanic on the job, quietly
left the placid town of Frebaugh for San Francisco. There he rented a working-class apartment and
immediady sought an underground contact he knew from prison.

"I want a key which will open a 1998 Toyota Midnight van—any Midnight van," he told the contact, a
neatly dressed young man who could have passed for a bond sdesman.

"No problem."

"Then | want hdf an hour without interference in the Santorini of Nob Hill, preferably between the
hours of midnight and sx."

His contact shook his head. " That's a problem. The Santorini's where Judin Pope lives. If it was just
Judin Pope, maybe it wouldn't be so bad. But he's attracted a number of the rich and would-be famous
who want to rub shoulders with the great man. The gpartment house is swaybacked from the crowds of
senile old tycoons and their socid-climbing chippies. A lot of the boys have had their eyes on tha
building, but they've never figured out a way to get through the cordon of heavyweights that occupy the
whole ground floor. The usud gimmicks— ddivery boys with an Uz in the box of roses, the insde-man
switch, the maintenance crew ploy—are out. The place isaregular Fort Kick-Ass."

"You sad ‘ground floor"."

"They've got the whole building covered, but the fird floor is where the ligening devices and televison
moni-tors and deeping quarters of the guards are located.”

"How about tunnding?'

"Yegh, | guess | could find somebody that could get you in that way. But you'd have to assemble a
team that could strong-arm its way to the upper floors. The boysin blue would be dl over you like stink
on dog doo-doo ten seconds after you forced the door up to the lobby from the garage.”

"I don't want to go up to the lobby. | want my haf hour in the garage.”
The connection chuckled. "Wdl, why the hdl didn't you say so? Sure, we can manage that.”

A fortnight later, Skardon entered the basement garage of the Santorini of Nob Hill through a narrow
tunnd that had been drilled from a branch of the sorm sewer through the basement floor. Skardon, as he
had estimated, was able to do his work in dightly over hdf an hour. He then had departed, leaving
behind the tunnding crew to grind the exit hole into a perfect circle twenty inches across. When they
finished, they too would leave, lowering in place behind them the plug of quick-drying concrete they had
poured as soon as they had broken through. Nothing had been visbly disturbed, and there was no
reason to suspect that the plug, firmly cemented to the floor, would arouse suspicion or even be noticed.

For Skardon, there was nathing to do but wait.

For Detective Lieutenant Rivers, there had been noth-ing to do but wait, too. A methodica man and a
proud one, he had been annoyed by the jibes of his associates about the ease of Skardon's escape. He



hed waited an hour for Skardon or the woman who was living with him to return and then bolted the
barn door. Before the day was done, he had found the Pierce-Arrow, followed the Hondas tral to
Fresno, traced Skardon to the motel and back toward San Francisco, decided thet it was a fase back
trail, and sent his men eastward again. It had been a futile exercise. The tral was cold. Returning to San
Francisco, he circulated Skardon's pictures agan, in con-centric circles from the gpartment he had
rented. Within three days he struck gold when the security guards a the Santorini pogtively identified
him.

Rivers questioned Jugtin Pope, who had received Skar-don. A blank. He checked out the credentids
of "Hans Otto Gra™ and found them, as he knew he would, spu-rious. Spurious but indicative of
paingtaking, expengve groundwork. Merdly to get to meet with Jugtin Pope persondly. Why? He had
gone to a great ded of trouble and expense, invalving amnong other things a trip to Vienna and a farly
long stay abroad. The interview with Justin Pope had been innocent enough, with no apparent threat of
physicd harm or any attempt to extract information from the famous composer that could form the basis
for blackmall or indeed anything Snister. According to Dr. Pope, the two men had merdy discussed his
musiC.

"Theimpogtor, you see," Judin Pope said, "was amudc critic. | an amudcian. It was naturd.”

"From what | understand from the security men," Rivers sad, "it is not your practice to recelve
vigtors— especidly critics”

"Wdl," Pope said lamdly, "I guessthat istrue. It was just that | took pity on an old man who had come
so far merdy to see me. Or s0 he sad.”

"And the vigtors you do see" Rivers continued, un-appeased by the answer, "you invariably see in the
pres-ence of your secretary, Conrad Karpiosky. Why not this'Hans Otto Graf' ?"

Franz Peter Schubert was in a quandary. To admit tha it was because he was homesick for the
accents of Vienna would reved that he spoke fluent German, a fact un-known to anybody but Philipa
Dedeny. It would open a Pandoras box of inquiry, and he didnt want to go through that again with
Rivers. But then he remembered that he was the great Judin Pope, a genius, and genius need never
explan.

"A whim," he said shortly, and stood up, ending the interview.

Rivers went, but the questions remained—and grew. Something funny was going on between Skardon
and Pope. Sooner or later Skardon would surface. If he kept watch on Pope, Rivers would catch him.
He was a cop. Cops knew how to wait.



24. DOUBLE DUTY
10 JANUARY 2003

"AREYOU URE?" a shaken schubert asked.

"Absolutely, Dr. Pope," replied Lino Machado, Schubert's swarthy chief of security. "They watch in
re-lays, a pair to each of the two cars a opposite corners of the block, and someone is on duty
twenty-four hours a day."

"But how did you know they're watching me?"

"That was easy. Every time you |eft the gpartment, they followed, usudly with about three or four cars
be-tween us and them. They switched positions from time to time, presumably to avoid derting us”

"Presumably?'
"Yes it's a funny thing. If they were professonds, they'd have known that the tall would have been

picked up by us sooner or later, ther technique was that crude. They were practicdly inviting our
Security team to dis-cover ther presence. And we did, of course.”

"If I was being followed dl this time, | would have thought you would do something about it before
now," Schubert said.

"Wedid."

"You notified the police?'

"No. You see, they are the police”
"What?"

"That'sright, ar. Finding out who they were wasn't as easy as discovering that they were staking out
the place. It seems as if they wanted you to know you were under survellance but weren't quite so
eager for you to know who was doing the shadowing.”

Schubert was at aloss and suddenly apprehensive, "But | haven't done anything wrong," he protested.
"I've committed no crime.”

"No, gr. But theré's more to it," Machado said, pro-ducing a set of eight-by-ten glosses. "Recognize
thisman?'

Schubert studied the pictures. They were dl of aman of middle age with a cloth cap pulled down over

pene-trating dark eyes, with firm lips, strong jaw, and long straight nose. He looked somehow menacing.
And some-how familiar. Schubert tried to put a name to the face.

Machado helped him out. "Try Graf."
"Of course. Hans Otto Graf. Without the beard and Tyrolean hat. And considerably younger.”

"Also without the phony German accent. While my men were soft-shoeing around the neighborhood
to see who ese might be on the police surveillance team, we noticed that this guy seemed to spend a lot
of time watch-ing the police while they were weatching you. A patient felow, Stting in an Elbati behind a
newspaper during the hours of darkness, but sometimes in the daytime, too— that's how we were gble
to get those pictures, by means of a 1000mm lens—and taking precautions not to be observed by the
police.”

"What the devil can he want?'

"Can't tdl you that, Sr, but his movements—or rather nonmovements—are peculiar. When you take
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the Ralls or another of the cars, he stays put. But when you go out for a drive in the van, he leaves his
gation, drives in this direction or that, and eventualy loses us. We quizzed our police contacts, but the
address on the papersis fake, and hisname is phony, too. So we haven't been able to get aline on him,
but rest assured, we will. Meanwhile, what do you want me to do?'

"Bests the hdl out of me" Schubert said, employing one of the English calloquidisms he found so
amuang. "Let methink about it."

He thought about it. So did Philipa Dedeny. Neither could arrive a an acceptable hypothess. As
Jugtin Pope, aswdl as Franz Peter Schubert, he had led an unexcep-tionable life. He had never in ether
incanation been in trouble with the authorities. He was, on the contrary, on the best of terms with
everybody. He had received laurds from virtudly every avilized country. He had become Sr Judin
Pope, KB. Not to be outdone, the Presdent had awarded him the Medd of Freedom. The French had
made him a chevdier of the Legion of Honor, and the Russans had awarded him the Order of Lenin and
the Order of the Red Star. Even so digtant a country as Thai-land had bestowed upon him the Order of
the Elephant, and Japan the Order of the Risng Sun. And his bank account was as richly endowed as he
was persondly.

In fact, life had become an overflowing cornucopia of honors, wedlth, adulation, good eeting, comfort,
and reverence. He found that he was spending more time re-calving the plaudits of the world than
working on hismusic. He was a living demondtration of the perils of having his wildest dreams come true.
And, predictably, he was bored.

He had never been bored in that concrete home back in the mountain above Brig. When he was not
writing music, he and Philipa were milking the goats that Pope had brought on one of his provisoning
trips, or planting trees or tending the vegetable garden, or taking long walks through the winter snows, or
meking love. He had had dl the advantages of avilization and none of the handicaps. There was no
pollution, no war, no degfening street mudc, no drugs, no rapacious physcdans and law-yers and
Impresarios, N0 muggers, no in-laws, no hills or debts, no automobiles, no newspaper propaganda, no
televison lies, no paliticians, no crowds, no timetables. On the other hand, there were more books then
he could ever read and more music than he could ever play on a five-foot stack of twelve-inch compact
discs. He and Phi-lipa were more than sdf-sufficient in food, most of it grown and canned with their own
hands, and none of it was adulterated with dyes, preservatives, or fillers Ne-cessity provided him with
exercise, nature with ingpirattion, and Philipa with a heart overflowing with affection. In the Swiss
mountains, he now redlized, he had spent the most carefree, most productive, happiest days of his life
He missed them.

Between the early 1800s and the early 2000s he had experienced just about everything that the world
could offer, from the worst to the best. For that he was grateful to God. After so much living, he could
retire to a quiet place, digest his varied experiences, and devote himsdf to that which God dearly
intended he do—write musc.

And where better to do it than Brig? It was free of dl disturbance and conflict, yet each new day was
an adven-ture in discovery—of adaptation to the virgin world about him, of new ideas from the tens of
thousands of books and musica manuscripts contained in his stack of shiny Slver discs, of new facets of
the character of the woman he loved, of himsdf. Nor was he taking any chances: if he tired once more of
thet life or if curiodty about an-other time again possessed him, as it had three years ago, the Fugit
would trangport him there.

There was but one hitch: the occupation by the red Justin Pope of his home and hearth. Pope would
defi-nitely have to be removed. But that would pose no prob-lems ether physcaly or mordly. In the
unlikdy event Pope refused to return to the year 2003 to enjoy the ce-lebrity, honors, and riches
Schubert had gained in his name, he would zgp him with the stun gun. Lino Machado had ingtructed him
in its use in case he was sud-denly confronted with lunetics or kidnappers his bodyguards somehow
faled to thwart. Asto the mordity of stedling Pope from the future, why not? Had not Pope stolen him



from the past? Besides, the crime for which the police were pursuing him had dearly been committed by
Pope, and it was only justice that Pope should pay.

Philipa Sghed with rdief as he described his plan. She had gone dong with his return to the San
Francisco of the twentieth century but had never been enamored of the idea. She had seen it dl and
knew that dl the gloss and glitter, gadgets and gush, could mean something only to one who had never
experienced it. For him the life of composer as cynosure had been exhilarating but had fi-ndly, inevitably,
paled. "When do we leave?' she asked.



25. FUGUE
12 JANUARY 2003

JusTiN Pore was undoubtedly the grestest com-poser of the century—perhaps any century,
Detective Lieutenant Rivers reflected—but when it came to evading the police, Pope did not know a
fugue from a fox-trot. On second thought, perhaps he was not a fugitive, after dl: to be a fugitive, one
hed to be at least accused of a crime, and 0 far as Rivers knew, Pope had committed nothing
resembling a crime, unless it was consorting with that known murderer and escaped convict, John K.
Skar-don. But did Pope know that the man in phony chin whis-kers 9gning himsdf in the Santorini of
Nob Hill guest register as Professor Hans Otto Graf was actudly John K. Skardon?

Whatever the truth, Pope was taking elaborate if child-ish precautions to evade possible pursuers. He
was defi-nitely fleang something. Rivers amiled to himsdf and shook his head as he drove down a sde
Street pardle to the route Justin Pope was falowing a the moment. If Pope had wanted to advertise his
departure, he could have done as wdl under the cover of atrumpet fanfare and a twenty-one-gun sdute.
Both he and his consort, the beauteous Philipa Dedeny, wore dark glasses, wide-brimmed hats, and
Burberrys turned up at the collar, but they had left the Santorini's garage in the gray van in the apparent
bdief that the men Rivers had dtationed osten-tatioudy outside the gpartment house were unaware of its
exigence. Babesin the woods.

For the next hour they drove amlessy through the streets of San Francisco, meking sudden turns and
frequent switchbacks. Meanwhile, one of Riverss four plainclothes surveillance vehides dways had
Pope in Sght, and they passed the van back and forth between them by radio until Pope's suspicions
were apparently dlayed and he shoved the van into overdrive and made a dash for San Francisco
Internationa Airport. There, af-ter checking in the van as cargo on the same flight, they bought tickets,
paying cash, and boarded the night flight to Geneva.

Rivers, boarding a police helicopter when it became clear where Pope and Philipa Dedeny were
headed, ar-rived at the airport shortly afterward and took passage on the same plane. They booked a
degping compartment forward; he took a tourist seat aft. At dinner hour, he took one look & TWA's
ersatiz food and handed it off without comment to a passing stewardess. He opened his overnight bag
and took out a ham and cheese as tired and ragged as he himsdf fdt, and madticated it without
en-joyment. When the cabin lights dimmed and the movie, that old science-fiction standby, The Ayes of
Texas, flick-ered onto the screen, he dipped on his raccoon disguise and within two minutes was lulled
to deep by the deep-throated sonority of the engines.

After awhile he dipped into that recurrent old dream, as comfortable as hisworn carpet dippers. In it,
he was dtting a home in front of the tdevison, trying to con-centrate on the footbdl game as his
dhrewish, dough-faced wife, dressed in a food-stained dressing gown, hectored him about his degping
with Ddlia, the cute sec-retary from the steno pool, and how she was going to sue him for a divorce and
collect a fat dimony, on which she was going to move to Mexico and enjoy the good life, and if that
included a hot-blooded young Mexican with the samina of a gdlion, so much the better. At the mention
of hot blood, he camly went to the kitchen, considered along butcher knife before findly concluding thet
themedt deaver wees better quited to thewark a hend, and painted her gown red. The pleasant scene faded, and
he found himsdf standing on the steps of city hdl to receive the departmental meritorious award from the
mayor. He amiled in his deep as he contemplated future wife-free afternoons with Ddlia

Thetwo bearswithwhich hehed washed doawn thehem and cheese woke him up three hours later. The cabin
lights were out, and most of the passengers were adeep. He trudged to a phone booth & the rear of the
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cabin, inserted his plagtic card in the dot, and dided a number from a crumbled piece of paper he took
from his vest pocket.

"Hildebrand Hanser," came a voice from the other end of theline.

"Ingpector Hanser, thisis Lieutenant Rivers of the San Francisco P.D."

"Ah, yes, Lieutenant, | was awaiting your cdl. Did you get off in good order?"

"Fne | gather Cgptain Catlin got in touch with you?'

"He did, indeed. He said you would be requiring a partner wel acquainted with the locd geography

and language. As that description fits dl of my men, there should be no problem. Have you any
preferences as to specid qudifications or physca type?!

"None at dl. | leave it to your discretion, Inspector Hanser."

"Your confidence is appreciated, Lieutenant. | shdl have an experienced agent, Estée Beaupré, meat
you upon arriva.”

Lieutenant Rivers had parked his rented car within view of the cargo gate, waiting for his partner.
Twenty minutes passed, and dill he saw no Sgn of the man Han-ser had promised would meet him at
that spot. He pulled the handset from its receptacle on the dash and dided Inspector Hanser's number.
There was no answer. Some-body had to answer, for Christ's sake: it was police head-quarters. He
dided again. On the third ring the gray van drove through the gates, heading toward the main gate as fast
asthe law dlowed.

Decison time. He had to either await Hanser's man and dmog certainly lose contact with the van or
falow it and hope he would not be detected, a farly futile ges-ture in a country where, being totdly
ignorant of the street layout and locad landmarks, he would have to fol-low close behind and risk
discovery. Stll, it was that or lose them. He switched on the engine and shoved the car in gear.

At that moment a red sports coupe pulled directly in front of him and stopped, blocking his way. He
honked furioudy, but the degant raven-haired woman of forty-odd years who stepped out of the car
merdy waived galy a him and walked around to his Sde of the car, asif she had taken him for an old
friend. Meanwhile, the gray van was speeding out of Sght in the dusk.

"Lady, get that goddamn heagp out of the road!" he barked a her in English, regretting for the firg time
inhislife that he had cheated on his exams and gotten thrown out of French class.

"Wheres the fire?" the woman said in the same lan-guage, in a fair imitation of a traffic cop opening a
debate with a speeder, showing that the influence of a thousand American B movies had not been logt on
abenighted world, after dl.

"I'm about to build one, under your shapdly ass, if you don't get out of there. I'm on police business”
"My, my," she said with mock gravity. "Police busi-ness. Imagine that!"

"Come on, lady," Rivers pleaded, "move it."

"What for? By now they're hdfway to Geneva"

"Dont you worry, I'll catch up with—hey!"

She amiled expectantly.

Riverslooked at her along moment and laughed. "Youre S. T. Beaupré."

"You need not be so forma—Estée will auffice. | un-derstand that you Americans find it a menta
drain to memorize more than one name per person and tha the surname is an endangered Species,
particularly when preceded by an honorific. | suppose that sooner or later Americans will tire of even
such dementary didtinctions and smply follow the lead of their women of the night.”



"Huh?'
"I undergtand they cdl everybody 'John." Now, if youll kindly move over, I'll drive.”

Numbly, Rivers, dill trying to unravd the woman's penultimate declaration, eased to the other Sde,
and In-spector Estée Beaupré of the Geneva police department dimbed in, took the whed, and
proceeded toward the city at a discreet pace. Rivers was unsurprised when she took from her lizardskin
handbag an indrument roughly the Sze of a pack of cigarettes and placed it on the dash. She switched it
on.

"Bearing 351, range 3,210, steady . . ."a mechanicd voice intoned. It paused, and five seconds later it
re-sumed. "Bearing 265, range 3,190, dlosng .. . ."

"Heé's turned west," Estée Beaupré said unnecessar-ily. "I know a shortcut.”
"Wish to hdl we had those," Rivers said wigfully.
"You don't! Why on Earth not—they've been around for years."

"I know. In fact they were actudly invented in San Francisco. By a Tawanese refugee. But the ACLU
won't let us use them.”

"The who?"

"The American Crime-Loving Uplifters. They say they trample on human rights by heping us catch
aiminds”

"Thank God werein Switzerland."

"Amen. Whered you gtick the beeper?' Rivers asked.

"I didn't. The customs man put it under their dash-board. Y ou know the Swiss—no imagination.”

Rivers cast an appreciative sideways glance at Estée Beaupré, whose dress had hiked up above the
knee to reved a gtretch of quite shapely nylon-clad leg. He did not know about the Swiss, but there was
nothing wrong with his imegination. It was growing dark, and there was no tdling how far Pope would
drive. Rivers hoped it would be a long, long way. He cleared his throat. "By the way, S. T., are you
married? What | mean is" he added hadtily, "it must be tough on family life, your being away from the
home and kids on assgnments like this"

"No."

"No what—not married, or not tough?"

"I'm tough as | have to be, and no—I'm not married. Are you?'
Rivers hesitated. "Not so's I've ever noticed.”

"Are they ill behind us?" Schubert asked.

"I guess s0," Philipareplied. "They were the last time | looked."
"No danger of them loang us?'

“Not until | disable their beeper.”

"What if they've somehow concedled more than one?"

"This gadget Lino Machado gave us" she said, look-ing down at the round indrument with the
blinking did on the seat between them, "is supposed to scan dl beeper channds and give the bearing and
distance in centimeters of each in sequence, just as Riverss indicator does from the beeper Sgnd itsdf.
So far, welve got but a Sngle reading, and that's of the beeper welve dready located, stuck to the
underside of our dash."



"l hope you're right.”

"Dont you worry, darling,” Philipa Dedeny said, reaching over and patting Schubert's hand. "When
we're through with the inquidtive Detective Lieutenant Rivers, helll never bother us agan.”

John K. Skardon and his wife, Emily, had brazenly boarded the same plane as Rivers and the man
masquer-ading as Pope and the woman who lived with him.

Rivers had never seen Emily, nor had "Pope." Skar-don was the last person in the world he would
expect to encounter on the plane; therefore, Skardon's disguise, as a gray-haired episcopd bishop, and
matching counterfeit passport were quite adequate to escape detection.

In Geneva, the Skardons were lagt to dam their car from customs and drove into the city some time
after both Schubert and his shadow, Rivers, had left the air-port.

Skardon's foray into the garage a the Santorini of Nob Hill had borne fruit when he had been able to
conced behind the license tag a transmitter that emitted a Sgnd of such low frequency that no detector in
the world other than the one Skardon himsdf had fabricated would pick it up. Nevertheless, the
receiver/computer in his Elbati gave him information as to the bearing of and range to his target quite as
precise as that registered on the mon-itor Rivers carried, and it was detectable over thousands, not
merdy tens, of miles.

It was night and pouring ran when the van—followed by Rivers and Estée Beaupré less than a
kilometer behind and John and Emily Skardon only two hundred meters behind them—ypulled into Brig.

And at that moment, the beeper receiver on the dash-board of Riverss car fdl dlent. He looked at
Estee Beaupre' in congternation. "It's gone dead!"

"I noticed,”" she replied dryly, squinting through the downpour at the indistinct center stripe.
"Did you bring a spare?’

"No. This has never happened before.”

"Therésdways afirg time Unless. . . unless. . ."

"They found the beeper?”

"Yes."

"It's one or the other," she agreed. "But right now dl that's academic: weve logt them.”

They drove on in dlence toward the middle of the town, in the direction in which the van had been
headed. Sud-denly, Rivers gripped his companion's arm.

"l seeit," she said quietly, and pulled over into an empty parking space.

The van was parked in front of a sweetshop, and through the glass front she and Rivers could see
Judtin Pope and Philipa Dedeny at a booth drinking coffee.

"Wdl," Rivers said to his partner, "what do you think?'

"I think we're in a fix. If we follow them close enough not to lose them, in this ran well need our
headlights, and they'll spot us, sure.”

"You don't think you could brace the locd police for a replacement for thet receiver?”

"Of course. But it would take time, and what if mean-while they came out of that coffee shop and took
off, and it turned out that they had discovered the beeper, and there was nothing wrong with our
receiver, after al?"

"Yan



They were dlent.

After a moment, Rivers found Estée Beaupré looking at him. He looked into her eyes. "Are you
thinking the . same thing I'm thinking?"

"Wdl, weve got nothing to lose but our next promo-tions.”
n |_alS go'II

They stepped out of the car and hurried down thefile of parked cars to the van. Fortunately, the back
doors were out of Sght of the shop window; unfortunately, they were locked. But not for long. With an
ease born of con-siderable quasi-illegd experience, Rivers gpplied two thin tools from a leather kit he
carried in an inner pocket to the problem, and a moment later, now drenched, they had secured the
doors behind them. By light filtering in from the Street, they took stock of their surroundings. On the floor
was a pile of blankets in which they wrapped themselves, an empty picnic hamper, some plagtic water
jugs, a portable eectronic piano/organ, tire tools, and a cardboard carton with cans of motor ail. Behind
the driv-er's seat was alarge stedl box, gpparently welded to the body of the van. It had neither opening
nor apparent function and was separated from the driver's compart-ment, as they were themsdves, by a
sheet of transparent pladtic as thick and unyidding as bulletproof glass. That was a break. So long as
they were covered in blankets and kept their heads down, Pope and his woman would not see or hear
them, even if Estée Beaupré suddenly sneezed, as she had severd times dready since they had
conceded themselves.

In the sweetshop, Schubert glanced at his wristwatch. "Weve given them hdf an hour."

"That's plenty,” Philipa replied, riang. "If they haven't made their move by now, they might as well send
inther resgnations.”

Schubert shed bank notes onto the table, and they left the shop. They dimbed into the van, not even
gandng back into its darkened interior, and drove off. For the next twenty minutes Schubert drove with
slent concen-tration through the deluge, sneking his way up the moun-tain road. He met an occasiond
car on the highway but could discern nothing behind him. At last he pulled onto a turnout, stopped, and
&t the hand brake.

During the flight over the North Pole, Philipa and Franz had debated when to reappear in the lives of
the red Judin Pope and Angdica Hunter. Franz argued that it should, for the sake of smple humanity, be
vay soon after 1 March 3919, the day they had overcome him and taken command of the Fugit. Why
should they deprive him of his youth, warehoused in a future time, without the adulaion he so
desperately wanted? Allow him to go back to the twenty-firs century and reap dl the acdlam he
wanted. After dl, so long as they kept the Fugit, they could dways reclam their former preeminence if
they got bored with their home in the mountains of Switzer-land.

"I disagree, Franz," Philipa countered. "Remember, he has done us no red harm. Far from it, if you
remem-ber, he brought us together. Y et if we let him return to the year 2002, the Rivers investigation will
dill be fresh, and he will be subject to police harrassment, which will scarcely contribute to the
enjoyment of his celebrity. But give him five years or so, and the police invedtigation will have blown over
and he can pick up where he Ieft off. Hell, you can even afford to give him, as a going-away present,
those last two symphonies you haven't yet turned over to the publishers. He can dways say he was
holed up on a Pacific idand composing them.”

In the end, they split the difference and set the time did to 15 August 3921.

Outside, the wind buffeted the van and rain poured down in a steady stream as Schubert fingered the
lever that his puzzled security chief, Lino Machado, had in-ddled some days earlier. At the time,
Schubert had told him he feared that should a kidnapper somehow gain en-try to the rear of the van
when he and Mrs. Pope were enjoying one of ther incognito picnics, a device that could put the fdons
to deep without injury until the po-lice could be summoned would be useful. He now pulled the lever,



and a thin stream of gas filled the back of the van. Within seconds, Estée Beaupré and Detective
Lieu-tenant Rivers were sound adeep, never having gtirred from their recumbent position in the back of
the van.

Schubert pushed the "Run” button on the computer pandl, and an aura of a different sort, an dectric
purple, filled the compartment. After nearly twenty centuries of suspended animation, which lasted no
more than two minutes, Schubert and Philipa found themsdlves on a rough dirt road at midnight. A balmy
breeze dtirred the leaves of the trees around them, but otherwise dl was Slent.

"How I've missed it," Philipa breathed. "Until this moment, | had forgotten how much—the peace and
quiet, broken only by the most lovely music ever written." She smiled and pressed Schubert's hand.

He nodded and bent over to kiss her cheek. "I guess | have, t0o," he sighed. "But frankly, having had
abd-lyful of the nineteenth and twenty-first centuries, | don't care much where | am, so long as it's with
you."

"Just try to get rid of me." She laughed. "M eanwhile, heaven can wait. Once more: how are we
going to do this?'

"Nothing to it," Schubert said breezily. "Pope and company will be deeping. After two and a hdf
years, thar guard will be down, so well take them by surprise. We hit them with the sun guns, gtick
them in the back of the van with Rivers and the woman who's with him, transport them back to the year
2004, and deposit the policemen on the road between here and Brig. Well take the Popes to Brig itf,
where they'll immediatdy be recognized and feted. As for us, well come back here to the thirtieth
century. What could go wrong?'

"Nothing, obvioudy. Drive on, James"

The Skardons had followed Riverss rented car into Brig, parked within three car lengths of them
across the dtreet, and watched with amazement as the policemen got out of the car, jimmied open the
rear of the van, and dlimbed in. When the Popes emerged and drove off in the van, the Skardons, as
before, lagged well behind. A full two kilometers now separated the two vehides as they wound ther
way through the mountain valley toward a destination Skardon could not guess. But he fdlt, at least, that
the Popes mug be getting close to it. Suddenly the low-frequency receiver indicated that the van had
stopped. Skardon, who had been falowing ther progress on the magp Emily had spread on her lap,
redized that the ersatz Popes were near no present town or city. They had no reason to stop except
because of an accident or atime-transfer. He, too, stopped.

If they had suffered an accident, he would soon know: he would give them two minutes, then overtake
them and see what had happened, summoning help if necessary. If there was a time transfer, he would
know that, too, for he had synchronized his own time-transfer device to dave off of Pope's by radio:
where the Popes went, he and

Emily would go. He—he suddenly went into deep freeze.

* * *

When he thawed out, he looked at the time did: It was 15 Augugt 3921, and outside it was as dark as
Hades.

Skardon amiled, looking very much like atiger shark that had just Sghted a school of tuna. He put the
Elbati into gear and roared ahead into the night. But only for a very short distance, for he fdt that
sudden, digtinctive vibration known and dreaded by generations of motor-ists.

He had aflat.



26. SWAN SONG
15 AUGUST 3921

JusTiN Pore was agtonished a the speed with which he had become acclimated to life in the thirtieth
century, in a world totaly depopulated except for him and Angd-ica Hunter (he guessed; he could not
be sure, of course, that the generd nuclear war had not left pockets of sur-vivors in other parts of the
world), a world without con-flict and gtrife, a world in which the ar was pure, the streams clear, the
quiet dmogt overpowering.

At firg he missed the life of a musdcd idol and socid lion—or thought he did. Gradudly he began to
recognize how little the plaudits of the uncomprehending masses redly meant, how his huge bank
account was as much burden as blessing, how indulging a favning public a innumerable concerts and
recording sessons gtole pre-cious hours from his red love—composng—how Angd-ica Hunter, freed
of the respongilities of protecting his interests from a grasping world, had daly become closer, more
responsive, more loving. Here, much as Schubert himsdf had done, he spent mornings at the keyboard,
the rest of the day reading, enjoying long waks with his woman, musc by the world's masters, the
beauties of pridine nature, rlaxed and fulfilling love.

So, then, what compeled hm to harbor a burning, ineradicable resentment againg Franz Peter
Schubert, who had enabled him to experience both lives? It was a question he had asked himsdf many
times, and he could never come up with a completdly satisfactory answer. The closest he came was that
Schubert, a man from a dvilization two centuries behind his had outsmarted him, made him like a
country bumpkin. Made him look ridiculous. His face reddened every time he thought about it. Franz
Peter Schubert, whatever his manifold virtues, whatever services he had rendered to Justin Pope, had
deprived him of the vehicle with which he might explore a thousand worlds through time, and by God, he
wanted it back.

Perhaps it would not be o difficult, at that. Schubert, as Pope himsdf had done in the past, pad
periodic vigts to the nuclear shelter a Brig to bring supplies newspa-pers, magazines, videodisks,
canned delicacies, new compact discs, spares for the various eectronic musicd ingruments, new kitchen
gadgets, good modern art to adorn the concrete walls, the latest fashions for Angdica. Usudly he came
a night, when the Popes would be degping, and he usudly deposited his hoard of goodiesin apile a the
entrance of the cave. But not dways. When rain or snow would have damaged the supplies, he drove
just indde the entrance to the cavern and left them there.

Before the end of the firs year, Pope had contrived a large net made of tough nylon cord, which he
suspended from the calling just above the point where the stacks of supplies would unexpectedly appear
some morning, to be seen as Judin Pope and Angdica were emerging into the sunlight for their daily
grall with their German shepherds, Franz and Pete. The trangparent nylon was virtudly invisble agangt
the gray cdling, and he had jury-rigged a remote device, scavenged from a derelict tdevison set, that
dlowed him to drop the net into place, even from a distance. He trained his dogs, usng Angd-ica as a
decoy, to nuzzle him into wakefulness ingtead of barking at the detection of an intruder.

And as a second line of offense, in case Schubert for some reason drove deeper into the cavern and
came into their living quarters, he rigged a second net just above the entrance to their degping chamber.

As the months passed, the existence of his booby traps dmost faded from his consciousness. He was
growing increesingly accustomed to lifein the uninhabited Swiss mountains. He loved it there. In time, he
could think of no other life except with a fant twinge of regret that he had wasted so much of his on
pursuits of no importance. Pope was an intdligent and perceptive young man and knew a lot about the
world, more, in fact, than he knew about himsdlf. He did not know, for indtance—until too late—that his
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ingincts had been molded to obey the com-pulsion of the obsession to have satisfaction from Schu-bert,
which possessed him thet firdt year.

Detective Lieutenant Rivers awvoke with a start as the vehicle jolted to a stop. Muzzy—from the deep,
he thought—he raised his head cautioudy and peered into the driver's compartment. It was empty. He
shook his partner by the shoulder until she came around.

Estée Beaupré sat up and looked about her blankly. "Where are we? What happened?!

"I don't know—to both questions. But wherever it is, | think we've arrived. Let's get out of here and
have alook."

He opened the door carefully, and they crawled out into the darkness. But there was light at the end of
the tunnel, and they moved mothlike toward it. Beyond the gates they stopped.

Rivers squinted at the bright sunshine and fdt the balmy breeze on his cheek. "What the hell's going on
here?" he exdamed, waking into the knee-deep grass that bordered the concrete apron of the shdlter.

"What do you mean?"
"When we fdl adeep, it was raining. And cold. Does this look and fed like Switzerland in January?

Estée Beaupré shook her head dowly, suppressing a shudder. "What the hell's going on here?"
she asked inturn. "l know this place" she said, sudying the to-pography. "I know these mountans.
I've skied here a dozen times. Down in the valey isBrig." She pointed.

"Where?' Rivers said, following her finger but seeing nothing but a verdant, virgin valey.

"Exactly. Where is the city? Where are the farm-houses between here and the Brig that isnt there?
Where are the roads? Where are the people?’

Rivers shrugged.
"Do you know whet that is?" she said, turning and pointing at the cavern entrance twenty feet away.
"Potato storehouse, maybe?"

"People storehouse. That's an atomic-bomb shelter. We've built them dl over the country as a refuge
in case of aomic war. I've toured some of them as part of my offidd duties as reserve officer in the
Swiss Army, a-though not this particular one. Typicdly, they have sx floors, descending from ground
levd. They have huge double blast doors—you just saw them. They have thou-sands of tons of
supplies—food, water, medicd supplies, books, children's games—everything a community needs to
aurvive. The biggest can harbor twenty thousand peo-ple for severd weeks while the rest of the world
killsitsdf off."

They looked at each other.
Rivers swalowed hard. "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?"
"No," Miss Beauprée replied firmly. "I'm Swiss. | won't dlow mysdf to believe such nonsense.”

Jugtin Pope awoke with a start as his German shepherd Franz thrust a hard muzze into his ribs. He
hed time only to shake his head clear of the last wisps of the bor-ing dream he was happy to see come
to an end, when suddenly the overhead lights flashed on and his living reincarnation and Philipa Dedeny
stood in the doorway, menacing black pistols in their hands. Philipa fired hers at Angdica, who had
turned in her deep when the lights had gone on, a fraction of a second before his double could take am
and fire a him. By then Justin Pope, his mind numbed by the gpparition of an exact clone of Jugtin Pope
but his body reacting with dl its accustomed reflexes, dammed the palm of his hand againg the re-mote
control on the adjacent wall, rdleasing the net above the doorway, dithered out of bed, knocked over a



table, and took refuge behind it, wondering what the hell was going on.

In the brief seconds it took for Schubert and Philipa to become completely enmeshed in the net, their
frantic thrashing about only tangling them ever more inextrica-bly, Pope was assalled by questions: who
was that guy? How could he look exactly like Jugtin Pope? How had he gotten there? What was he
doing with Schubert's woman at his Ssde? Why hadn't he heard a report, only a reptilian hiss falowing a
flesh of brilliant light from Philipas pistol barrd? Sill, he had heard no further hisses snce he had
dropped the net on his assailants. He cautioudy peeked around the table edge.

Whatever they were up to, they were too busy to cause any immediate mischief. Before they
extricated them-saves, he needed time to think things over. Even more important, he had to get
Angdica, who was dumped unconscious, hdf on the bed, hdf on the floor, to a doc-tor. That meant
time trave. Fortunately, the Fugit was avalable. It had to be; otherwise, how could their as-sailants
have gotten there?

He scooped up the unconscious Angdicain his ams and raced for the cavern tunnd, her nightgown
flapping in the breeze, Franz and Pete frisking excitedly a his hedls. Slhouetted againg the tunnd
entrance was the Fugit. He yanked open the back doors and lad Angdica tenderly on the hegp of
blankets he found there. The dogs jumped in before lie could dam the door. Well, a least they would
not hurt her.

He dammed the door shut, dimbed behind the whed, switched on the engine, gunned it around in a
tight hdf circle, and shot toward the mouth of the cavern. Just as he reached it, two figures appeared,
doubtless derted by the roar of the engine. He was going too fadt to try to establish thar identities, but
the pigtals that appeared in their hands demonstrated their hodile intentions beyond any reasonable
doulbt.

As he zoomed past them, Rivers loosed two shots into the air in the traditiond policeman's polite
request for the fugitive to stop. Hearing the shots and never doubting that they were amed a him, Justin
Pope mashed down on the accelerator. He tore down the mountainsde to-ward the Brig that was and
its hospitals, debating whether he should program the Fugit back to the twenty-first cen-tury with its
smooth paved roads a once and chance the obgtruction of other cars and pedestrians impeding his
progress. Or should he carry on like this, down a bumpy path that might wedl cause more ham to
Angdica than whatever kind of projectile that cursed Philipa Dedeny had blasted her with? He was
undecided and his hand was dill on the time-computer control when suddenly, around the bend, coming
head-on at high speed, a sports car appeared.

Indinctively, Pope gave the time-trandfer did a sngle vicious twig, hit the "Run” button, and closed his

eyes when he saw that he had not, as he had fully expected, been transported to another time and
escaped the on-rushing car despite a momentary flash of the familiar purple haze.

The sound of the vehides crunching head-on reverber-ated throughout the valey. The fronts of the
cars rose into the arr like rams butting heads and fdl back to earth with a crash. It was a crash from
which nobody could have possibly survived without serious injury.

For three or four minutes dl was sSlent save the low-throated growling of the dogs. Then through the
sorung door of the van stepped a shaky Judin Pope, thanking God he had buckled up autometicaly
when he dimbed into the cab and switched on the engine. He staggered around to the back, pulled open
the door, and saw that the mass of blankets must have cushioned Angdica Hunter when the cars
collided, for she was stting up woozily, sheking her head. He helped her out of the van.

"How do you fed?" Pope said, hisarm hdf support-ing her.

"l fed like hdll," she replied crosdy. "How do you think I'd fed, hit by a bolt of lightening? And where
the hdl did you learn to drive?'

Pope breathed a 9gh of rdief. She could not be hurt badly if she was up to criticizing his driving.



"However bad she feds™ said a voice conversation-aly behind him, "it's a great dedl better than you
're go-ing to fed in about two minutes.

"Skardon!" Pope sad, turning toward the man who was gpproaching him with fists balled.

"Itisyou, you son of a bitch! | knew it. | could taste it. But just for the record, before | tear your har
out by the roots, who is the other Justin Pope?”’

"Other Judtin Pope?"

"Dont act the innocent with me, sonny boy. The Justin Pope who speaks native Viennese German,
who com-poses real musc.”

In spite of hisaching ribs, severd of which he thought might be broken, Pope laughed. "So that's who
the mys-terious gunmen id"

"Mysterious gunman?' Skardon echoed, mydtified in turn.

"That's Franz Peter Schubert, Skardon. The real liv-ing, breathing Franz Peter Schubert,” Pope
explained.

John K. Skardon was slent, his brow wrinkled in a frown. Fndly he figured it out, and his brow
cleared. "Right. Now, before | forget what | came for . . . ."He cocked his fig and took am at Jugtin
Pope's chin.

Pope did nat flinch. He stood his ground, smiled and whistled between his teeth. Ingantly Franz and
Pete took up their posts at his Sde and sat down, tails dilled, their ears thrust forward expectantly. "I
don't think my friends here would like what you havein mind."

Skardon inspected the menagerie and decided that Pope had a point. "All right," he growled. "But |
wont for-get."

"Y ouve forgotten aready—to introduce me to the lovdy lady who is looking a you with marked
disap-provd.”

"Emily, | wish | could say I'd like to introduce the red Judin Pope, when what I'd really like to do is
kill im. Anyway, thisis the guy we've been chasing. My wife, Pope, Mrs. Emily Skardon."

"l am pleased to meet you, maam,” Pope replied, taking her hand. "'l hope youll forgive the pgamas.
We didn't have time to pack. Allow meto present my wife, Angdica™

The women took each other's hands, then spontane-oudy embraced, as women do who recognize
what a bur-den the other is carrying being married to such a beast.

"Okay," Skardon said, teking charge. "Before any-thing else, we've got to get out of here. But the first
question is, Where's here?'

"Weé're near Brig, Switzerland,"” Angdlica volun-teered.
"l know that. | mean, where—in time?"

"Wdl," Pope sad, "it must be sometime around mid-August 3921. At least it was the lagt time |
looked a a calendar, sometime around a week ago."

"l know thét, too. My time computer is daved to the one in your van. Before | had the flat, it was the
fifteenth of the month. But that's not the time right now.”

"How do you know?"'
"Because you changed it. | know—I saw the purple flash just before the collison.”
"Say, that's right. But why don't you check the—"

"Computer read out? | dready did. It's a delicate piece of work, that computer, and mine was
destroyed by the impact. Let's hope yours isnt."



But it was—totaly.

"So where does that leave us?' Pope asked.

Skardon shrugged. "Beats me"

"Come on. You're the stientific genius.”

"I'm good, but not good enough to repair a micro-processor with a pair of pliers and a crowbar.”

The four of them fdl slent, contemplating a future in a world where they did not even know what
century it was, dthough judging by the imminence of the impact from the time Pope had laid his hand on
the did, it could not be too digtant in time from their starting point in August 3921.

They heard the sound of voices coming ther way. A moment later a handsome young couple
appeared, wak-ing hand in hand.

The young couple stopped, surprised to see the four Slent people in the middle of the road, standing
beside the two wrecked automobiles. The girl bore a griking resemblance to Estée Beaupré. The young
mean was the pith and image of Justin Pope.

It was the young man who spoke, addressing Pope. "What are you doing here? | thought | just left
you in the music room. And who on Earth are dl these other people, Father?!

Neither Angdica nor Emily understood a word he said. But Pope and Skardon did: the young man
was spesking German.



CODA
18 FEBRUARY 2088

THE AUDIENCE HAD RISEN TO ITS FEET IN HOMAGE TO the work of the grest composer whose
compostionsit had just heard played by the New Y ork Philharmonic in an al-Pope concert. Already, in

the lobby, the musc critic of New World, the most influentid newsmagazine in North America, was
holding court, surrounded by a smdl knot of sycophants.

"Maedtro," sad one acolyte, a pae young woman with her hair in atight bun, "what did you think of it.
| mean—really?"

"I thought it was a magnificent performance—redly."
"And the choice of thefind work on the program-did you agree with that?'

"Mogt certainly,” the critic said emphaticdly. "Judin Pope wrote an agonishing number of great
compostions in his tragically brief career, but there is no question that nothing else ever came close to
that masterpiece of mas-terpieces, the first work he ever published—the Malibu Symphony.”
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