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And, alone in the dim emptiness of the sleeping forecasde he appeared bigger, colossal, very
old; old as Father time himself, who should have come there into this place as quiet as a sepulchre
to contemplate with patient eyes the short victory of sleep, the consoler. Yet he was only a child of
time, a lonely relic of a devoured and forgotten generation...

-JOSEPH CONRAD, The Nigger of the Narcissus

PROLOGUE - Silver Cloud

SNOW HAD COME IN during the night, afine dusting of it, thin as migt, traveling on the western
wind. It was snow that must have come agreat distance. The scent of the sesawas till oniit, risng now
from the blesk broad tundra as die warmth of die early morning sun began to go to work on it.

Silver Cloud had seen the sea once, along time ago, when he was a boy and the People ill hunted in
the western lands. The seawas huge and dark and resdess, and when die sunlight struck it in acertain
way it gleamed like strange liquid fire. To enter it was death, but to look upon it was wonderful. He
would never seeit again; that much he knew. The lands bordering the seawere held by the Other Ones
now, and the People werein retreat, steadily moving closer and closer each year to the place where die
sunishborn. And even if the Other Ones were to disappear as suddenly as they had come, Silver Cloud
understood diat he would have no hope of returning to die coastal territory. He was too old, too lame,
too closeto hisend. It would take haf alifetimefor the tribe to retrace its eastward path, perhaps more.
Silver Cloud did not have haf alifetimeleft. Two or three years, if he waslucky: mat was morelikeit.

But that was all right. He had seen the sea once, which was more than anyone else in the tribe could
say. Hewould never forget the scent of it, or its great surging strength. Now he stood on the high ground
overlooking the encampment, staring out at the unexpectedly snowy plains-opening his nostrilswide,
breathing deeply, letting the musky odor of the searise to him from below on the fiimes from the melting
snow. For just amoment he felt young again.

For just amoment.

A voice behind him said, "Y ou mentioned nothing about snow last night when we made camp, Silver
Cloud."

It was the voice of She Who Knows. Why had she followed him up here? He had come up hereto be
aloneinthe quiet time of the dawn. And she wasthe last person he wanted to be bothered by in this
private moment.

Sowly Silver Cloud swung round to face her.

"Issnow so unusua that | need to give warning every timeit's on the way ?'

"Thisisthe fifth week of summer, Silver Cloud.”

He shrugged. "It can snow in the summertime aswell, woman."



"In thefifth week?"

"Inany week," said Silver Cloud. "'l remember summers when the snow never stiopped, when it came
day after day after day. Y ou could see the bright summer sun shining through it, and till the snow fell.
And that was in the western lands, where the summers are warmer than they are here.”

"That was avery long time ago, before | was born. The summers are getting better everywhere, so
they dl say, and it ssemsto be true. -Y ou should have let us know that snow was coming, Silver Cloud.”

"Isthat so very much snow? It'sonly alight little dusting, She Who Knows."

"We could have put out the degping-rugs.”

"For such alittle dusting? Such atrifle of snow?"

"Y es. Who likes awakening with snow in the face? Y ou ought to have told us."

"It didn't seem important,” said Silver Cloud irritably.

"Y ou should have told us anyway. Unless you didn't know it was coming, of course.”

She Who Knows gave him along hostilelook, full of maice. She was becoming avery annoying
woman as age bit deeper into her, Silver Cloud thought. He could remember atime when she had been
the beautiful dender girl Faling River, with cascades of thick dark hair and breasts like summer melons.
Everyonein the tribe had desired her then: he too, he would not deny that. But now she had passed her
thirtieth winter and her hair had turned to white strings and her breasts were empty and men no longer
looked at her with desire, and she had changed her name to She Who Knows, and was putting on |ofty
airs of wisdom as though the Goddess had entered into her soul.

Heglared a her.

"1 knew that the snow was coming. But | knew also that it wouldn't be worth mentioning. | felt the
snow in my thigh, where the old wound is, where | waysfed the oncoming snow."

"1 wonder if you redly did."

"Am| aliar?|sthat it?"

"Y ou would havetold us, if you knew snow was coming. Y ou would have liked having adeeping-rug
over you as much as anyone dse. Even more so, | think."

"Sokill me" Siver Cloud said. "I admit everything. | failed to fed the snow on theway. Therefore
failed to give the warning and you woke up with snow on your face. It'saterrible sn. Cal the Killing
Society, and have them take me behind the hill and hit me twelve timeswith theivory club. Do you think
I'd care, She Who Knows? I've seen forty winters and afew more. I'm very old and very tired. If you'd
liketo run the tribe for awhile, She Who Knows, I'd be happy to step aside and-"

"Please, Silver Cloud."

"It'strue, isn't it? Day by day you grow ever more bright within with great wisdom, and | smply grow
old. Take my place. Here. Here." He undid his bearskin mantle of office and thrust it brusquely in her
face. "Go on, takeit! And the feather cap, theivory wand, and al the rest. Well go down below and tell
everybody. My timeisover. Y ou can be chieftain now. Here! Thetribeisyourd™

"You're being foolish. And insincere aswell. The day you'll give up the feather cap and the ivory wand
isthe day wefind you cold and stiffen the ground in the morning, not amoment before.” She pushed the
mantle back at him. "Spare me your grand gestures. | don't have any desire to take your place, now or
after you're dead, and you know it."

"Then why have you come up here to bother me about this miserable little snowfal?”

"Becauseit'sthefifth week of summer.”

"So0? Weve dready discussed this. Snow can come at any time of the year and you're perfectly well
aware of that."

"I'velooked at the record-sticks. We haven't had snow thislatein the year sincel wasagirl.”

"Y ou looked at the record-sticks?" Silver Cloyd asked, taken aback. "This morning, you mean?”

"When else? | woke up, | saw the snow, and it frightened me. So | went to Keeps The Past and
asked her to show methe sticks. We counted everything together. Seventeen years ago it snowed in the
fifth week of summer. Not since. -Do you know what else happened that summer? Six of our people
died in the rhinoceros hunt and four were killed in a stampede of mammoths. Ten deasthsinasingle
ummer.”



"What are you tdling me, She Who Knows?"

"I'm not telling you anything. I'm asking you if you think this snow's an omen.”

" think this snow is snow. Nothing more.”

"Not that the Goddess may be angry with us?*

"Ask the Goddess, not me. The Goddess doesn't speak much with me these days.”

She Who Knows mouth quirked in exasperation. "Be serious, Siver Cloud. What if this snow means
that there's some sort of danger lying in wait for us here?"

"Look," he said, gesturing grandly toward the valey and the plains. "Do you see danger out there? |
seealittle snow, yes. Very little. And | also see the People awake and smiling, going about their
business, sarting forth on another good day. That'swhat | see, She Who Knows. If you see the anger of
the Goddess, show mewhereit lies" Indeed everything seemed wonderfully peaceful to him down there,
In the main encampment the women and girlswere building the morning fire. Boystoo young to hunt
were wandering about nearby, rummaging through the light covering of snow to gather twigs and bits of
withered sod to be used asfuel. Off to theleft in the domain of the Mothers he saw the babies being
given their morning medl -there was Milky Fountain, that inexhaugtible woman, with an infant at each
breast, and Deep Water was leading the toddlersin a circle game, pausing now to comfort asmall
boy-Skyfire Face, it was -who had fallen and barked his knee. Behind the place of the Mothers, the
three Goddess Women had built acairn of rocksto serve asashrine to Her and were very busy a it:
one of the priestesses setting out an offering of berries, another pouring onto the bloodstone the blood of
the wolf that had been killed yesterday, athird kindling the day-fire. Over on the other sde Mammoth
Rider had set up hisworkshop and was dready turning out flint blades, which he still made with perfect
workmanship despite the palsy that was steadily overtaking his limbs. Moon Dancer and one of her
daughters sat behind him, at work on their usua task of chewing hides to make them soft enough to turn
into cloaks. And far off on the horizon Siver Cloud saw the men of the Hunting Society in thefield,
fanning out over the tundra, spears and throwing-sticks at the ready. The uneven long line of their
footprints still showed, abare suggestion of them, anyway, the dark oudines of hedls and splayed toes
proceeding outward from the camp in the rapidly vanishing snow.

Everything seemed peaceful, yes. Everything seemed norma and regular, anew day dawning in thelife
of the People, who were as old astime and would endure until the end of days. Why should alittle
midsummer snow cause any concern? Life was hard; snow was a commonplace thing and always would
be, dl the year round; the Goddess had never promised anyone that the summer would be free from
snow, however kindly She had been in that regard in recent years.

Strange that he hadn't felt it coming toward them the night before, though. Or had he, and not paid
close attention? There were so many aches and pains these days; it was harder and harder to interpret
each one of them.

But dl seemed well, nevertheless.

"I'm going down now," he said to She Who Knows.

"| just came up herefor alittle quiet time aone. But | seethat I'm not going to be dlowed to haveit.”

"Let mehdpyou,” shesad.

Furioudy Silver Cloud brushed away the hand she had extended toward him.

"Do | look like acripple to you, woman? Keep your handsto yourself!"

She shook her shouldersindifferently. "Whatever you say, Silver Cloud.”

But the track down from the high ground was rough and troublesome, and the light coating of melting
snow hid some of the small treacherous rocks from view and made them dick and dippery benegth his
feet. Before he had gone ten paces Silver Cloud found himsalf wishing his pride had dlowed him to take
She Who Knows up on her offer. That would have been impaossible, though. Nobody minded if he
limped alittle, but if he started needing assistance on agently doping path like thisthey might begin
thinking it wastimeto help him to hisfina rest. Old people were revered, yes, but diey couldn't be
coddled beyond a certain point. In his day he had hel ped other old onesto their fina rest, and asad
businessit was, too, making nests for them in the snow and standing by until the chill had carried them
into their last deep. He wanted no such help for himsdlf: let histime come when it came, not an hour



before. It would be soon enough anyway.

He was panting alittle when he reached the bottom of the hill, and he felt warm and sweet-ticky
beneath his cloak of thick gray fur. But the descent hadn't been too bad. He was still strong enough to
hold hisown.

Cooking smedllsreached Silver Cloud's nogtrils. The laughter of children and the piercing cries of
infants drifted through the air. The sun was climbing swiftly. A sense of well-being pervaded his spirit.

In three more days it would be time for the Summer Festival, when he would have to dance in the
circle and sacrifice ayoung bullock and rub its blood on the chosen virgin of the year. And then take her
aside and embrace her to insure the success of the autumn hunt. Silver Cloud had been alittle uneasy as
the time of the Summer Festiva approached, thinking that he was getting a bit too lame to do a proper
job of dancing, and perhaps might bungle the sacrifice of the bullock as he had once seen another aging
chieftain do long ago; and asfor the embracing of the virgin, he was atrifle uncertain about that part too.
But in the warmth of the morning al those fears dropped away. She Who Knows was becoming a
quavering old fool. The snow sgnified nothing. Nothing! Thiswas afine bright day. For the Peoplea
glorious summer lay aheed, unfolding in ever-increasing warmth.

A pity that the Summer Festival wasn't to be held today, Silver Cloud thought. While his spirit wasin
this upward-turning phase; while his body was, for the moment at least, experiencing alittle rush of
renewed vigor. The dancing-the bullock-the embracing of the virgin-

"Slver Cloud! Siver Cloud!"

Hoarse breathless voi ces, ragged exhausted gasps, coming from the open 6elds beyond the place
where the Goddess Women were tending their shrine.

What was this? Hunters returning so soon? And in such haste?

He shaded his eyes and looked into the sun. Y es, it was Tree Of Wolves and Broken Mountain,
running toward the camp with al their might and calling his name asthey ran. Tree Of Wolveswas
waving his spear about in afrantic, dmost crazy way; Broken Mountain didn't seem to have his wegpons
withhimat all.

They came staggering into camp and fell practicaly at

Silver Cloud'sfeet, wheezing, moaning, struggling for breath. They were two of the strongest and
swiftest of the men, but they must have run &t full tilt dl the way back from the hunting field and they were
at theend of their endurance.

Silver Cloud felt agreat uneasiness coming over him, driving away that al-too-brief moment of joy and
peace.

"What isit?" he demanded, giving them no timeto catch dieir breath. "Why are you back this early?’

Broken Mountain pointed back behind him. His arm was trembling like an old man's. His teeth were
chattering.

"Other Ones" he blurted.

"What? Where?'

Broken Mountain shook his head. He had no strength left in him for words.

Tree Of Wolves said, with atremendous effort, "We -didn't-see-them. Just their tracks.”

"In the snow."

"In the snow, yes." Tree Of Wolveswas on his knees, head hanging downward. Great racking
movements amost like convulsions ran through him from his shouldersto hiswaist. After amoment he
was able to speak again. "Their prints. Thelong narrow feet. Likethis." He drew the shape of afoot in
the air with hisfingers. "Other Ones. No doubt about it."

"How many?"

Tree Of Wolves shook his head. He closed his eyes.

"Many," said Broken Mountain, finding hisvoice again suddenly. He held up both his hands and
flashed dl hisfingers-again, again, again. "More than us. Two, three, four times as many. Marching from
south to north.”

"And alittlewest," said Tree Of Wolves somberly.

"Toward us, you mean?'



"Maybe. Not-sure.”

"Toward us, | think," said Broken Mountain. "Or ustoward them. We might walk right into them if we
don't take care.”

"Other Ones out here?" Silver Cloud said, as though speaking only to himsdlf. "But they don't like the
open plains. Thisisn't their kind of country. Theré's nothing for them here. They should be staying closer
to the sea. Are you sure about the feet, Tree Of Wolves? Broken Mountain?”

They nodded.

"They are crossing our path, but | think that they won't come toward us,” said Tree Of Wolves.

"I think they will," Broken Mountain said.

"I think they don't know were here."

"| think they do," said Broken Mountain.

Silver Cloud put his handsto hisface and tugged at his beard-hard, so hard that it hurt. He peered into
the east asthough if he only looked intensely enough he would be able to see the band of Other Ones
marching across the track his people meant to take. But al he saw wasthe rising glare of the morning.

Then heturned and his eyes met those of She Who Knows.

He expected that she would belooking a him in asmug, salf-righteous, vindicated way. The
unexpected midsummer snow had been abad omen after dl, hadn't it? And not only had he completely
falled to predict its coming, he had dso utterly misinterpreted its dire sgnificance. | told you so, She Who
Knows should be saying now. We arein greet trouble and you are no longer Jit to lead.

But to his amazement there was no trace of any such vindictivenessin She Who Knows expression.
Her face was dark with sorrow and silent tears were rolling down her cheeks.

She held her hand out toward him and there was something most tender in the way shedid it.

"Silver Cloud-" she said softly. "Oh, Silver Cloud.”

She's not smply weeping for herself, Silver Cloud thought. Or for the danger to the tribe.

She'sweeping for me, he realized in astonishment.

CHAPTER ONE - Loving

EDITH FELLOWES smoothed her working smock as she dways did before opening the elaborately
locked door and stepping across the invisible dividing line between dieisand dieis not. She carried her
notebook and her pen dthough she no longer took notes except when she felt the absol ute need for some
report.

Thistime she dso carried asuitcase. ("Some gamesfor the boy," she had said, smiling, to the
guard-who had long since stopped even thinking of questioning her and who waved her cheerfully on
through the security barrier.)

And, asaways, the ugly little boy knew that she had entered his private world, and he came running to
her, crying, "Miss Fellowes-Miss Felowes-" in his soft, durring way.

"Timmie," she said, and ran her hand tenderly through die shaggy brown hair on his strangely shaped
little head. "What's wrong?"

Hesad, "Where's Jerry? Will he be back to play with me today?"

"Not today, no."

"I'm sorry about what happened.”

"l know you are, Timmie."

"And Jerry-?"

"Never mind about Jerry now, Timmie. Isthat why you've been crying? Because you miss Jerry?"

Helooked away. "Not just because of that, Miss Fel-lowes. | dreamed again.”

"The same dream?' Miss Fellowes lips set. Of course, the Jerry affair would bring back the dream.

He nodded. "The same dream, yes."

"Wasit very bad thistime?"

"Bad, yes. | was-outside. There were children there, lots of them. Jerry was there, too. They were all
looking a me. Some were laughing, some were pointing at me and making faces, but somewere niceto



me. They said, Come on, come on, you can make it, Timmie. Just take one step at atime. Just keep on
going and you'll befree. And | did. | walked right away from hereinto the outsde. And | said, Now
come and play with me, but then they turned all wavery and | couldn't see them any more, and | started
diding backward, back into here. | wasn't able to stop mysdlf. | did al the way back insde and there
was ablack wall al around me, and | couldn't move, | was stuck, | was-"

"Oh, how terrible. I'm sorry, Timmie. Y ou know that | am.”

Histoo-large teeth showed as he tried to smile, and hislips stretched wide, making his mouth seem to
thrust even farther forward from hisface than it actudly did.

"When will | be big enough to go out there, Miss Fellowes? To redly go outside? Not just in dreams?”

"Soon," she said softly, feeling her heart break. " Soon.”

Miss Fellowes let him take her hand. She lovea the warm touch of the thick dry skin of hispam
agang hers.

Hetugged at her, drawing her inward, leading her through the three rooms that made up the whole of
Stasis Section One-comfortable enough, yes, but an eterna prison for the ugly little boy al the seven
(Wasit seven? Who could be sure?) years of hislife.

Heled her to the one window, looking out onto a scrubby woodland section of the world of is (now
hidden by night). There was afence out there, and a dour glaring notice on abillboard, warning al and
sundry to keep out on pain of thisor that dire punishment.

Timmie pressed his nose against the window.

"Tel mewhat's out there again, Miss Fellowes."

"Better places. Nicer places," she said sadlly.

As she had done so many times before over the past three years, she studied him covertly out of the
corner of her eye, looking at his poor little imprisoned face outlined in profile againgt the window. His
forehead retreated in aflat dope and histhick coarse hair lay down upon it in tuftsthat she had never
been ableto straighten. The back of his skull bulged weirdly, giving his head an overheavy appearance
and seemingly making it sag and bend forward, forcing hiswhole body into astoop. Already, stark
bulging bony ridges were beginning to force the skin outward above his eyes. His wide mouth thrust
forward more prominendy than did his wide and flattened nose and he had no chin to speak of-only a
jawbone that curved smoothly down and back. He was small for hisyears, dmost dwarfish despite his
aready powerful build, and his sumpy legs were bowed. An angry red birthmark, looking for al the
world like ajagged streak of lightning, stood out startlingly on his broad, strong-boned cheek.

Hewasavery ugly little boy and Edith Fellowesloved him more dearly than anything in the world.

She was standing with her own face behind hisline of vision, so she allowed her lipsthe luxury of a
tremor.

They wanted to kill him. That waswhat it amounted to. He was only achild, an unusudly helplessone
at that, and they were planning to send him to his desth.

They would not. She would do anything to prevent it. Anything. Interfering with their plan would be a
massive derdliction of duty, she knew, and she had never committed any act in her life that could be
construed as going againgt her duty as she understood it, but that didn't matter now. She had aduty to
them, yes, no question of that, but she had aduty to Timmie aso, not to mention aduty to herself. And
she had no doubt at all about which the highest of those three duties was, and which came second, and
which wasthird.

She opened the suitcase.

She took out the overcoat, the woolen cap with the ear-flaps, and the rest.

Timmieturned and Stared at her. His eyeswere so very big, so brightly gleaming, so solemn.

"What are those things, Miss Fellowes?"

"Clothes," she said. "Clothes for wearing outside." She beckoned to him. "Come here, Timmie."

She had actually been the third one that Hoskins had interviewed for the job, and the other two had
been the preferred choices of the Personnel people. But Gerald Hoskins was a hands-on kind of chief
executive who didn't necessarily accept the opinions of those to whom he had del egated authority without
taking the trouble to check those opinions out for himself. There were people in the company who



thought that that was his biggest fault as a manager. There were times when he agreed with them. All the
same, he had inssted on interviewing al three of the women persondly.

Thefirst one camewith athree-star rating mom Sam Aickman, who was Stasis Technologies
Personnd chief. That initsaf made Hoskins alittle suspicious, because Aickman had a powerful biasin
favor of hard-edge state-of-the-art sorts of people. Which wasjust the right thing if you happened to be
looking for an expert in implosion-field containment, or someone who could dedl with aswarm of unruly
positrons on afirst-name basis. But Hoskins wasn't convinced that one of Sam's high-tech typeswas
exactly theright choice for this particular job.

Her name was Marianne Levien and shewas ared tiger. Somewherein her late thirties: deek, lean,
trim, glossy. Not actualy beautiful-that wasn't the most precise word for her-but striking, definitely
griking.

She had magnificent cheekbones and jet-black hair that was pulled back tight from her forehead and
cool glittering eyesthat didn't missathing. She was wearing an elegant business suit of deep rich brown
with gold piping that she might have picked up in Paris or San Francisco the day before yesterday, and
an oh-so-under-played little cluster of pearl-tipped gold strands at her throat that didn't strike Hoskins as
the sort of jewery one usudly woreto ajob interview, especidly one of this sort. Shelooked more like
an aggressive youngish executive who had adot on the board of directors as her ultimate target than like
his notion of what a nurse ought to be.

But anurse was what shewas, fundamentally, even if that seemed a very modest designation for
someone of her professiona affiliations and accomplishments. Her resume was aknockout. Doctoratesin
heuristic pedagogy and rehabilitative technology. Assstant to the head of Specid Services at Houston
Generd's childrens clinic. Consultant to the Katzin Commission, the Federd task force on remedia
education. Six years experience in advanced artificid-intelligence interfacing for autigtic kids. Software
bibliography amilelong.

Just what Stasis Technologies, Ltd. needed for thisjob?

So Sam Aickman seemed to think, at any rate.

Hoskins said, "Y ou understand, don't you, diat welll be asking you to give up al your outside projects,
the Washington stuff, the Houston affiliation, any consulting work that might require travel. Y ou'll basicaly
be pinned down here on afull-time basisfor aperiod of severa years, dedling with asingle highly
gpecidized assgnment.”

Shedidnt flinch. "I understand that.”

"| seethat in the last el ghteen months aone you've appeared at conferencesin Sao Paulo, Winnipeg,
Melbourne, San Diego, and Batimore, and that you've had papers read on your behdf at five other
scientific meetings that you weren't able to attend persondly.”

"That's correct.”

"And yet you're quite sure that you'll be able to make the trangition from the very active professiona
career outlined in your resume to the essentially isolated kind of existence you'll need to adopt here?"

Therewas acold, determined glint in her eyes. "Not only do | think I'll be completely capable of
making the trangition, I'm quite ready and eager to do so."

Something sounded just alittle wrong about that to Hoskins.

He said, "Would you care to expand on that a bit? Perhaps you don't fully grasp how-ah-monastic we
tend to be at Stasi's Technologies, Ltd. And how demanding your own area of responsibility in particular
islikely to be"

"I think I do grasp that, Dr. Hoskins."

"And yet you're ready and eager?”’

"Perhgps I'm atrifle less eager to run around from Winnipeg to Melbourne to Sao Paulo than | used to
be"

"A little touch of burnout, maybe, isthat what you're saying, Dr. Levien?'

A shadow of asmile appeared on her lips, the first sign of any human warmth that Hoskins had seen
her display since she had entered his office. But it was gone dmost as quickly asit had appeared.

"You might cdl it that, Dr. Hoskins."



"Y es, but would you?'

Shelooked startled at his unexpected sdly. But then she drew a deep breath and reconstructed her all
but imperturbable poise with hardly any show of effort.

"Burnout might be too extreme aterm for my current attitudinal orientation. Let mejust say that I'm
interested in repositioning my energy expenditures-which as you see have been quite diffusely
manifested-so that they're dlocated to asingle concentration of output.”

"Ah-yes. Exactly s0."

Hoskins regarded her with a mixture of awe and horror. Her voice was a perfectly pitched contrato;
her eyebrows were flawlesdy symmetrica; she sat splendidly upright with the finest posture imaginable.
Shewas extraordinary in every way. But she didn't seem red.

Hesaid, after alittle pause, "And what isit, exactly, that led you to apply for thisjob, other than the
aspect of dlowing you asingle concentration of energy expenditure?*

"The nature of the experiment fascinates me."

"Ah. Tdl me"

"Asevery fird-rate author of children'sliterature knows, the world of the child is very different from
theworld of adults-an dien world, in fact, whose values and assumptions and redities are entirely other.
Aswe grow older, most of us make the trangition from that world to this one so completely that we
forget the nature of the world weve left behind. Throughout my work with children I've attempted to
enter into dieir minds and comprehend the other-worldly nature of them as profoundly as my limitations
asan adult will enable meto do."

Hoskins said, trying to keep the surprise out of hisvoice, "Y ou think children are dien beings?'

"In ametaphorica way, yes. Obvioudy not literdly.”

"Obvioudy." He scanned her resume, frowning. "'Y ou've never been married?

"No, never," she said coolly.

"And | assumeyou haven't goneinfor single parenting, either?’

"It was an option | considered quite seriously some years ago. But my work has provided mewith a
sense of surrogate parenting that has been quite sufficient.”

"Yes. | supposethat it has. -Now, you were saying amoment ago that you see the world of the child
asafundamentally adien place. How does that statement relate to my question about what led you to
apply for thisjob?'

“If | can accept a face value the remarkable preliminary description of your experiment that 1've been
given, it would involve mein caring for achild who quiteliterally comesfrom an dien world. Notin
gpace, but in time; neverthel ess, the essence of the existentia Stuation isequivaent. I'd welcome a
chance to study such achild's fundamenta differences from us, by way of obtaining some pardlactic
displacement that might provide additiona ingghtsfor my own work."

Hoskins stared at her.

No, hethought. Not real at al. A cleverly made android of some sort. A robotic nursoid. Except they
hadn't perfected robots of thislevel of quality yet-he was pertain of that. So she had to bea
flesh-and-Wood human being. But she certainly didn't act like one.

He said, "Tha may not be so easy. There may be difficultiesin communication. The child very likely
will have a speech impediment, you know. Asamatter of fact theres agood chancethat it may be
virtudly incgpable of speech a dl."

"1t

"He, she. We can't tdl you which, just yet. Y ou do redize that the child won't be arriving here for
another three weeks, give or take aday or two, and until the moment it arrives well basically know
nothing about its actud nature.”

She seemed indifferent to that. "I'm aware of therisks. The child may be drasticaly handicapped
vocally, physicdly, and perhapsintelectualy.”

"Y es, you may well haveto deal with it theway you'd ded with aseverely retarded child of our own
era. Wejust don't know. Well be handing you a complete unknown."

"I'm prepared to meet that challenge,” she said. "Or any other. Chalengeiswhat interestsme, Dr.



Hoskins™

He believed that. The conditiona and even speculative nature of the job description had produced no
reaction in her. She seemed ready to face anything and didn't seem concerned with the whys and
wherefores.

It wasn't hard to see why Sam Aickman had been so impressed with her.

Hoskinswas silent again for amoment, just long enough to give her an opening. Marianne Levien
didn't hesitate to take advantage of it.

She reached into her attache case and drew forth a hand-held computer, no bigger than alarge coin.
"I've brought with me," she said, "a program that I've been working on since the word came across on
the computer network that you were open for applicationsfor this pogtion. It'savariation on some work
| did with brain-damaged children seven yean ago in Peru: Sx agorithms defining and modifying
communicationsflow. Essentidly they bypassthe norma verba channes of the mind and-"

"Thank you," Hoskins said smoothly, staring at the tiny device in her outstretched hand as though she
were offering him abomb. "But there are dl sortsof legal complexities preventing me from looking at
your materia until you're actudly an employee of Stasis Technologies, Ltd. Once you're under contract,
naturaly, I'U be glad to discuss your prior research with you in detail, but until then-"

"Of course," she said. Color flooded her flawless cheeks. A tactical error, and she knew it:
overeagerness, even pushiness. Hoskins watched her elaborately making her recovery. "l quite seethe
gtuation. It wasfoolish of meto try to jump past the formditieslike that. But | hope you can understand,
Dr. Hoskins, tliat despite this very carefully burnished facade of minethat you seeI'm basicdly a
researcher, with al the enthusiasm of abrand-new graduate student setting out to uncover the secrets of
the universe, and sometimes despite al my knowledge of what's feasible and appropriate | tend to
sidestep the customary protocols out of sheer feverish desireto get to the heart of-"

Haoskins smiled. Hoskins nodded. Hoskins said, "Of course, Dr. Levien. It'sno sin to err on the side of
enthusiasm. -And this has been avery valuable conversation. Well be in touch with you just as soon as
we've made our decison.”

She gave him an odd look, as though surprised he wasn't hiring her on the spot. She had the good
sense not to say anything else except " Thank you very much” and " Goodbye," though.

At the door of his office she paused, turned, flashed onefina high-voltage smile. Then shewas gone,
leaving an incandescent image behind on the retina of Hoskins mind.

Whew, Hoskins thought.

He pulled out a handkerchief and mopped his forehead.

The second candidate was different from Marianne Levien in dmost every way. She was twenty years
older, for one thing; for another, there was nothing in the least e egant, cool, intimidating, incandescent, or
androidal about her. Dorothy Newcombe was her name. She was plump, matronly, amost
overabundant; she wore no jewery and her clothing was smple, even dowdy; her demeanor was mild
and her face was pleasantly jolly.

A golden aura of materna warmth seemed to surround her. She looked like any child'sided fantasy
grand-mother. She seemed so simple and easy-going thet it was hard to believe that she had the
prerequisite background in pediatrics, physiology, and clinical chemistry. But it was dl there on her
resume, and one other surprising specialty besides-a degree in anthropologica medicine. For al the
wonders of twenty-first-century civilization, there sill were primitive regions here and there on the globe,
and Dorothy Newcombe had worked in six or saven of them, in various parts of the world-Africa, South
America, Polynesia, Southeast Asia. No wonder she had Sam Aickman's seal of approvd. A woman
who could have served asamodd for astatue of the goddess of motherly love, and who was
experienced besidesin the handling of children in backward societies-

She seemed exactly right in every way. After the oppressive hyperglossy perfection of the
too-awesome Marianne Levien, Hoskins felt so much at ease in thiswoman's presence that he had to
fight back a strong impulse to offer her the position right away, without even bothering to interview her. It
wouldn't have been thefirg time that he had dlowed himsdf the luxury of giving way to aspontaneous
feding.



But he managed to master it.

And then, to his astonishment and dismay, Dorothy Newcombe managed to disquaify hersdlf for die
job before the interview had lasted five minutes.

Everything had gone beautifully up to thefatal point. She was warm and personable. She loved
children, of course: she had had three of her own, and even before that, asthe eldest childinalarge
family with an aling mother, she had been involved in child-rearing from an early age, caring for her many
brothers and sisters as far back as she could remember. And she had the right professiona background.
She came with the highest recommendations from the hospitals and clinics where she had worked; she
had stood up under the strangest and most taxing conditions of remote tribal areas without difficulty; she
enjoyed working with disadvantaged children of al sorts and was looking forward with the greatest
excitement to tackling the unique problems that the Stasi's Technol ogies project was certain to involve.

But then the conversation came around to the subject of why she would be willing to leave her present
post-an important and gpparently highly rewarding position as head of nursing at a child-care center of
one of the Southern states-for the sake of immuring herself in the secretive and closely guarded
headquarters of Stasis Technologies. And she said, "'l know that I'll be giving up agreat dedl to come
here. Still, I'll be gaining agrest dedl, too. Not only the chance to do work of thekind I like best in an
areathat nobody has ever worked in before. But dsoit'll give me achance to get that damned nuisance
Bruce Mannhem out of my hair a last."

Hoskinsfet achill run through him.

"Bruce Mannheim?'Y ou mean the ‘children in cris's advocate?

"Isthere some other one?"!

He drew his breath in deeply and held it. Mannheim! That loudmouth! That troublemaker! How on
earth had Dorothy Newcombe gotten hersalf mixed up with him? Thiswas completely unexpected and
not at all welcome.

After amoment he said carefully, "Are you saying that there's sort of a problem between you and
Bruce Mannheim, then”?"

She laughed. "A problem?1 guessyou could cal it that. He's suing my hospital. Suing me, | suppose
I'd have to say. I'm one of the named defendants, actudly. It's been atremendous distraction for usfor
the past Sx months.”

A sickly sensation churned in the pit of Hoskins stomach. He fumbled with the papers on his desk and
struggled to regain his equilibrium.

"There's nothing about thisin your Personnel report.”

"No one asked me. Obvioudy | wasn' trying to conceal anything or | wouldn't have mentioned it now.
But the subject just never came up.”

"Wdll, I'm asking you now, Ms. Newcombe. What's this all about?’

"Y ou know what kind of professiond agitator Mannheim is? 'Y ou know that he takes the most
far-fetched positionsimaginable by way of showing everybody how concerned haisfor the welfare of
children?'

It didn't seem wise to get drawn into spouting opinions. Not where Bruce Mannheim was concerned.

Warily Hoskins said, "1 know there are people who think of him that way."

"Y ou phrase that in such adiplomatic way, Dr. Hoskins. Do you think he's got your office bugged?”

"Hardly. But | don't necessarily share your obvious distaste for Mannheim and hisideas. Asa matter
of fact, | don't really have much of aposition about him. | haven't been paying alot of attention to the
issueshe'sbheenraisgng.” That wasaflat lie, and Hoskins felt uncomfortable about it. One of the earliest
planning papers dealing with the current project had said: Take every step to make sure that we keep
pests like Bruce Mannheim from landing on our backs. But Hoskins was interviewing her, not the other
way around. He didn't fed obliged to tell her anything more than seemed appropriate.

Heleaned forward. "All | know, actudly, isthat he'savery vocal crusader with alot of articulate ideas
about how children in public custody ought to be raised. Whether hisideas are right or not, I'm not really
qudified to say. About thislawsuit, Ms. Newcombe-"

"Weve taken some smal children off the streets. Most of them are third-generation drug users, even



fourth-generation, congenital addicts. It's the saddest thing you can imagine, children who are born
addicted. -1 assume you're aware of the generaly accepted theory that drug addiction, like most
physiologica addictions, very often arises from some genetic predispostion in that direction?’

"Of course.”

"Wadl, we've been conducting genetic studies on these children, and on ther parents and grandparents-
when we're able to find them. Were trying to locate and isol ate the drug-positive gene, if thereissuch a
thing, in the hope that some day we can get rid of it."

"Soundslike agood ideato me," Hoskins said:

"It does to everyone except Bruce Mannheim, apparently. The way he's come down on us, you'd
think were performing actua gene surgery on those kids, not smply doing alittle prowling around in thelr
chromosomesto find out what's there. Purdly investigative work, no genetic modification whatsoever. But
he's dapped us with sixteen different injunctionstying our handsin every imaginable way. It's enough to
make you cry. We'vetried to explain, but he won't pay attention. He distorts our own affidavits and uses
them asthe basisfor his next lawsuit. And you know how the courts are when it comes to accusations
that children are being used as experimental subjects.”

"I'm afraid | do," said Hoskins dolefully. "And so your hospitd is spending its energies and resources
on lega defenseingtead of-"

"Not just the hospitd . He's named specific individuds. I'm one of them. One of nine researcherswho
he's charged with child abuse-literal child abuse-as aresult of his so-called studies of our work up to this
point." There was obvious bitternessin her voice, but atouch of amusement, too. Her eyesflashed a
bright twinkle. She laughed until her heavy breasts shook. "Can you imagineit? Child abuse? Me?'

Haoskins shook his head sympathetically. "It does seem incredible.”

But his heart was sinking. He till had no doubt that this woman wasidedly qudified for the job. But
how could he hire someone who was dready in trouble with the dreaded Bruce Mannheim? There was
going to be controversy enough over this project asit was. No doubt Mannheim would be poking his
noseinto what they were doing before very long in any case, no matter what precautions they took. All
the same, to add Dorothy New-combe to the roster would be asking for the worst sort of trouble. He
could just imagine the press conference

Mannheim would call. Letting it be known that Stasi's Technologies had chosen to hire awoman who
was currently defending hersalf againgt the accusation of child abuse at another scientific facility-and
Mannheim would make accusation sound like indictment-to serve as nurse and guardian of the
unfortunate child who was the pathetic victim of this unprecedented new form of kidnapping-No. No. He
couldn't possibly take her on.

Somehow he forced himself to go through another five minutes of asking questions. On the surface,
everything remained amiable and pleasant. But it was an empty exercise, and Hoskins knew that Dorothy
Newcombe knew it. When she l€eft, he thanked her for her frankness and expressed his gppreciation of
her high qualifications and offered her the usua assurances that he'd bein touch soon, and she smiled and
told him how pleased she had been by their conversation-and he had no doubt at al that she realized that
shewasn't going to get thejob.

As soon as she was gone, he phoned Sam Aickman and said, "For God's sake, Sam, why didn't you
tell metha Dorothy Newcombe is currently on the receiving end of some kind of cockeyed lawsuit of
Bruce Mannheim's?'

Aickman'sface on die screen registered amazement verging on shock.

"Sheis?'

"So shetold mejust now. A child-abuse accusation stemming from the work she's been doing.”

"Redly. Redlly,"” Aickman said, crestfallen. He looked more abashed than amazed now. "Hell, Jerry, |
had no idea at al that she was tangled up with that colossal pain in the neck. And we questioned her very
thoroughly; let metdl you. -Not dioroughly enough, | guess.”

"That'sal wed need, hiring somebody for thisjob who's aready on Mannheim's hit-list.”

"She'sterrific, though, isn't she? Absolutely the most motherly human being | ever-"

"Yes. Absolutely. And comes with a money-back guarantee that well have Mannheim'slega vultures



snking their clawsinto us as soon as he finds out she's here. Or don't you agree, Sam?"

"Lookslike you're going to go for Marianne Levien, then, isthat it?"

"I'm not through interviewing yet," Hoskins said, "But Levien looks pretty good.”

"Y es, doesn't she," said Aickman, with agrin.

Edith Fellowes had no way of knowing that she was merely the Number Three candidate for the job,
but it wouldn't have surprised her to learn it. She was accustomed to being underestimated. Therewas
nothing flashy about her, nothing very dramatic, nothing that registered immediate top-rank qualifications
in anything. She was neither sunningly beautiful nor fascinatingly ugly, neither intensely passionate nor
interestingly aoof, neither daringly ingghtful nor paingtakingly brilliant. All through her life people had
tended to take her for granted. But she was astable, firmly balanced woman who knew her own worth
perfectly well, and, by and large, she had had asatisfying, fulfilling existence-by and large.

The campus-like headquarters of Stasis Technologies, Ltd. was a place of mystery to her.
Ordinary-looking gray buildings, bare and plain, rose from pleasant green lawns studded by occasional
gmall trees. It was aresearch center very much like athousand odiers. But within these buildings. Edith
Fdllowes knew, strange things were going on-things beyond her understanding, things virtually beyond
her powers of belief. Theideathat she might actudly be working in one of those buildings soon filled her
with wonder.

Like most people, she had only the haziest notion of what the company was or the way it had
accomplished the remarkable thingsit had done. She had heard, of course, about the baby dinosaur that
they had managed to bring out of the past. That had seemed pretty miraculousto her, once she overcame
her initid reaction of skepticism. But the explanations on television of how Stasis Technologies had
reached into the past to bring the extinct reptile into the twenty-first century had been incomprehensible
to her. And then the expedition to the moons of Jupiter had pushed Stasis and its dinosaur into the back
pages of the newspapers, and she had forgotten al about them both. The dinosaur had been just another
nine days wonder, one of many in what was turning out to be a century of wonders.

But now, apparently, Stasiswas planning to bring a child out of the past, a human child, a prehistoric
human child. They needed someoneto carefor that child.

She could do that.

She wanted to do that.

She might just be able to do that better than anyone ese. Certainly shewould be ableto do it very,
very well.

They had said the job was going to be challenging, unusua, extremdy difficult. She wasn't troubled by
any of that. It was the unchallenging, ordinary, smple jobsthat she had always preferred to avoid.

They had advertised for awoman with abackground in physiology, some knowledge of clinica
chemidry, and alovefor children. Edith Fellowes quaified on dl three counts.

The love for children had been built in from the start-what normal person, she wondered, didn't have a
lovefor children? Especidly awoman?

The knowledge of physiology had come as part of her basic nursing training. The clinica chemisiry hed
been something of an afterthought-it had seemed agood ides, if she was going to work with sickly
children, many of them premature or otherwise starting life under some handicap-to have the best
possible understanding of how their troubled little bodies could be made to function more effectively.

Challenging, difficult job involving an unusud child-yes, it was her kind of thing. The sdary they were
offering was pretty phenomenal, too, enough to caich her attention even though the pursuit of money had
never been much of afactor in her scheme of living. And she was ready for anew chalenge. The
al-too-familiar routines of children's-hospita life were beginning to pal on her now, even to make her a
little resentful. That was aterrible thing, she thought, to resent your own work, particularly work like hers.
Maybe she needed achange.

To carefor aprehistoric child-

Yes. Yes.

"Dr. Hoskins will see you now," the receptionist said.

An eectronicaly actuated door rolled slently open. Miss Fellowes stepped forward into asurprisingly



unostentati ous-looking office that contained an ordinary sort of desk, an ordinary data-screen, and an
ordinary-looking man of about fifty, with thinning sandy-colored hair, the beginnings of jowls, and a
curioudy down-curved mouth that looked more sullen, perhaps, than it really should.

The nameplate on the desk said:

GEKALD A. HOSKINS, Ph.D.

Chief Executive Officer

Miss Fellowes was more amused than impressed by that. Was the company redly so large that the
C.E.O. had to remind people of theidentity of the man in charge by putting a nameplate in front of
himself in hisown office? And why did he think it was necessary to brag of having aPh.D.? Didn't
everybody here have an advanced degree or two? Was this hisway of announcing that he wasn't smply
amere corporate executive, that he wasreally a scientist himsalf? She would have assumed that the head
of ahighly specidized company like Stasis Technologies, Ltd. would be a scientist, without having to
haveit jammed in her facethisway.

But that was dll right. It was possible for aman to have worse foibles than alittle saf-importance.

Hoskins had a sheaf of printoutsin front of him. Her resume, she supposed, and the report on her
preliminary interview, and thingslike that. He looked from the printouts to her, and back to the printouts,
and to her again. His appraisd wasfrank and alittle too direct. Miss Fel-lowes automaticaly iffened.
Shefdt her cheeks coloring and amuscle twitched briefly in her cheek.

He thinks my eyebrows are too heavy and my noseisalittle off center, shetold hersdlf.

And then shetold hersdf crisply that she was being ridiculous, that this man had no moreinterest in
evauating the angle of her nose and the fullness of her eyebrows than he did in knowing what brand of
shoes she might be wearing. But it was surprising and alittle disturbing to be looked at so intently by a
man at dl. A nursein uniform was generdly invisible, so far as most men'sinterest went. Shewasn'tin
uniform now, but over the years she had devel oped ways of making herself ook invisbleto men evenin
her street clodies, and, she supposed, she had been quite successful at that. Being studied thisway now
was something she found more unsettling than it should have been.

Hesaid, "Y our record is quite an outstanding one, Miss Fellowes.”

She smiled but said nothing. What could she possibly say? Agree with him? Disagree?

"And you come with some very high recommendations from your superiors. They dl praiseyouin
amogt identical words, do you know that? Unswerving dedication to your work-deep devotion to
duty-grest resourcefulness in moments of crisis-superb technica skills"

"I'm ahard worker, Dr. Hoskins, and | generally know what I'm doing. | think those are just fancy
ways of saying those two basc things.”

"l suppose.” His eyesfixed on hers and she fdt, suddenly, the strength of the man, the
singlemindedness of him, the dogged determination to carry his tasks through to completion. Those could
befinetraitsin an administrator. They could aso lead him to make life maddening for those who worked
with him. Timewould tell, she thought. She met his gaze evenly and steedily. He said, findly, "I don't see
any serious need to question you about your professiona background. That's been very carefully gone
over in your previousinterviews and you came through with flying colors. I've got only two pointsto take
up with you, redly.”

She waited.

"One" hesad, "'l need to know whether you've ever been involved in any matters that might be
consdered, wdl, paliticaly sengtive. Politicaly controversa.”

"I'm not political at al, Dr. Hoskins. | vote-when there's someone | think isworth voting for, which
isn't very often. But | don't Sgn petitionsand | don't march in demondirations, if that'swhat youre
asking.”

"Not exactly. I'm talking about professiona controversiesrather than political ones, | guess. Issues
having to do with the way children should or should not be treated.”

"I only know one way children should be treated, which isto do your absolute best to meet the child's
needs as you understand them. If that sounds smplistic, I'm sorry, but-"



He amiled. "That's not precisdly what | mean, either. What | meanis-" He paused and moistened his
lips. "The Bruce Mannheim sort of thing iswhat | mean. Heeted debate over the methods by which
certain children are handled in public ingitutions. Do you follow what I'm saying, Miss Fellowes?!

"I've been dealing mainly with weak or handicapped children, Dr. Hoskins. What | attempt to do is
keep them dive and help them build up their strength. There isn't much to have a debate over in matters
likethat, isthere?'

"So you've never had any kind of professiona encounters with so-called child advocates of the Bruce
Mannheim sort?

"Never. I'veread alittle about Mr. Mannheim in the papers, | guess. But | haven't ever had any
contact with him or anyone like him. I wouldn't know himif I bumped into himin the street. And | don't
have any particular opinions about hisidess, pro or con.”

Hoskinslooked relieved.

Hesad, "l don't mean to imply that I'm opposed to Bruce Mannheim or the positions he represents,
you understand. But it would be a serious complicating factor hereif our work became the subject of
hodtile publicity.”

"Of course. That would be the last thing I'd want also."

"All right, then. We can move dong. My other question hasto do with the nature of the commitment to
your work that well be demanding of you here. -Miss Fellowes, do you think you can love adifficult,
dtrange, perhaps unruly and even highly disagreeable child?’

"Love? Not merely carefor?'

"Love. To stand in loco parentis. To be its mother, more or less, Miss Fellowes. And rather more than
less. Thiswill bethe most lonely child in the history of theworld. It won't just need anurse, itll need a
mother. Are you prepared to take on such aburden? Are you willing to take on such aburden?’

He was staring at her again, asthough trying to stare through her. Once again she met the intensity of
his gaze with unwavering strength.

"Y ou say hell be difficult and strange and- What was the word? -highly disagreesble. In what way,
disagreegble?’

"We're talking about a prehistoric child. Y ou know that. He-or she, we don't know which yet-may
very well be savagein away that goes beyond the most savage tribe on Earth today. This child's
behavior may be morelikethat of an animal than achild. A ferocious animal, perhaps. That'swhat |
mean by difficult, Miss Fellowes."

"I haven't only worked with premature infants, Dr. Hoskins. I've had experience with emotionaly
disturbed children. I've dedlt with some pretty tough little customers.”

"Not thistough, perhaps.”

"Well see, won't we?"

"Savage, very likely, and miserable and lonely, and furious. A stranger and afraid, inaworld it never
made. Ripped from everything that was familiar to it and put down in circumstances of amost complete
isolation-atrue Displaced Person. Do you know that term, ‘Displaced Person,” Miss Fellowes? It goes
back to the middle of the last century, to the time of the Second World War, when uprooted people
were wandering al over the face of Europe, and-"

"Theworld isat peace now, Dr. Hoskins."

"Of courseit is. But this child won't fee much peace. Itll be suffering from the total disruption of its
life, agenuine Displaced Person of the most poignant kind. A very smdl one, at that.”

"How smdl?’

"At present we can bring no more than forty kilograms of mass out of the past with each scoop. That
includes not only the living subject but the surrounding inanimate insulation zone. So were talking about a
little child, avery little child."

"Aninfant, isthat it?"

"We can't be sure. We hope to get achild of six or seven years. But it might be considerably younger.”

"Y ou don't know? Y ou're just going to make ablind grab?"

Hoskins looked displeased. "Let'stak about love, Miss Fellowes. Loving this child. | guarantee you



that it won't be easy. You redly do love children, don't you? | don't mean in any trivid sense. And I'm
not talking now about proper performance of professona duties. | want you to dig down and examine
the assumptions of the word, what love redlly means, what motherhood redlly means, what the
unconditiona lovethat is motherhood redly means.”

"l think I know what that loveislike."

"Y our bio data says that you were once married, but that you've lived aone for many years.”

She could fed her face blazing. "1 was married once, yes. For a short while, along time ago.”

"There were no children.”

"The marriage broke up,” she said, "mainly because | turned out to be unable to have achild.”

"l see" said Hoskins, looking uncomfortable.

"Of course, there were all sorts of twenty-first-cen-tury ways around the problem-ex utero fetal
chambers, implantations, surrogate mothers, and so forth. But my husband wasn't able to cometo terms
with anything short of the ancient traditional method of sharing genes. It had to be our child al the way,
hisand mine. And | had to carry the child for the right and proper nine months. But | couldn't do that,
and he couldn't bring himsalf to accept any of the dternatives, and so we-came gpart.”

"I'm sorry. -And you never married again.”

She kept her voice steady, unemotiond. "The first try was painful enough. | could never be surethat |
wouldn't get hurt even worse a second time, and | wasn't able to let mysdlf take the risk. But that doesn't
mean | don't know how to love children, Dr. Hoskins. Surely it isn't necessary for meto point out that my
choice of profession very likely has something to do with the great emptinessthat my marriage created in
my-in my soul, if youwill. And so instead of loving just one or two children I've loved dozens. Hundreds.
Asthough they were my own.”

"Not dl of them very nice children.”

"Not dl of them nice, no."

"Not just nice sweet children with cute little button-noses and gurgly ways? Y ou've taken them asthey
come, pretty or ugly, gentle or wild? Unconditionaly?

"Unconditionally,” Miss Fellowes said. ""Children are children, Dr. Hoskins. The onesthat aren't pretty
and nice are just the ones who may happen to need help most. And the way you beginto help achildis
by lovingit."

Hoskinswas slent, thinking for amoment. She felt a sense of letdown building up in her. She had
comein here prepared to talk about her technica background, her research in eectrolyte imbalances, in
neuroreceptors, in physiotherapy. But he hadn't asked her anything about that. He had concentrated
entirely on thisbusiness of whether she could love some unfortunate wild child- whether she could love
any child, maybe-as though that were ared issue. And on the even less relevant matter of whedier she
had ever done anything that might stir up some sort of political agitation. Obvioudy he wasn't very
interested in her actud qudifications. Obvioudy he had someone esein mind for the job and was going
to offer her some bland, polite dismissa as soon as he had figured out atactful way to doit.

At length he said, "Well, how soon can you give notice at your present place of employment?”

She gaped at him, flustered.

"Y ou mean you're taking me on? Right here and now?"

Hoskins smiled briefly, and for amoment his broad face had a certain absent-minded charm about it.
"Why esewould | want you to give notice?'

"Doesn't this have to go to some committee firs?!

"Miss Fellowes, I'm the committee. The ultimate committee, the onethat givesfina approva. And |
make quick decisons. | know what sort of person I'm looking for and you seem to beit. -Of coursg, |
could bewrong.”

"Andif you are?"

"l can reverse mysdlf just as quickly, believe me. Thisisaproject that can't afford any errors. There's
alifeat stake, ahuman life, achild'slife. For the sake of sheer scientific curiosity, we're going to do what
some people surdy will say isamonstrous thing to that child. I have noillusions about thet. | don't for a
moment believe that we're monsters here-no one here does-and | have no qualms or regrets about what



we proposeto do, and | believe that in the long run the child who isthe subject of our experiment will
only stand to benefit from it. But I'm quite aware that others will disagree radicdly with drat position.
Therefore we want that child to be aswell cared for as possible during its stay in our era. If it becomes
apparent diat you're not cagpable of providing that care, you'll be replaced without hesitation, Miss
Fellowes. | don't see any ddlicate way of phrasing that. We aren't sentimenta here and we don't liketo
gamble on anything that'swithin our power to control, either. So the job isto be considered no more than
tentatively yours, at this point. We're asking you to cut yoursdlf loose from your entire present existence
with no guarantee that well keep you on here past the first week, or possibly even thefirst day. Do you
think you're willing to take the chance?"

"Y ou certainly are blunt, Dr. Hoskins."

"| certainly am. Except when I'm not. Well, Miss Fellowes? What do you say?"

"l don't liketo gamble, ether,” she said.

Hisface darkened. "Isthat arefusa?’

"No, Dr. Hoskins, it's an acceptance. If | doubted for one moment that | was die wrong woman for
thejob, | wouldn't have come herein thefirgt place. | candoiit. | will doit. And you'll have no reason to
regret your decision, you can be certain of that. -When do | sart?'

"We're bringing the Stasis up to critical level right now. We expect to make the actua scoop two
weeks from tonight, on the fifteenth, at haf-past seven in the evening sharp. Well want you here at die
moment of arrival, ready to take over at once. Y ou'll have until then to wind down your present
outsde-world activities. It isclear that you'l be living on these premises full-time, isn't it, Miss Fellowes?
And by full-time | mean twenty-four hoursaday, at least in the early phases. You did seethat in the
gpplication specifications, didn't you?'

"y es"

"Then we understand each other perfectly.” No, she thought. We don't understand each other at all.
But that's not important. If there are problems, well work them out somehow. It'sthe child that's
important.

Everything eseis secondary. Everything.

INTERCHAPTER ONE - She Who Knows

IT WASTHE MIDDLE of the day now and a sense of mounting crisis was affecting the whole
encampment. The entire Hunting Society had returned from the plains, without having remained there long
enough even to catch sight of game, let aloneto do any hunting-and now its seven memberssatina
morose huddle, fretting over die possibility of war and how it would affect them. The Goddess Women
had unpacked the three holy bear-skulls and had set them up on the stone shelves above the shrine of the
Goddess, and were crouching naked in front of them, anointed with bear fat and wolf blood and honey,
chanting the specid prayersthat were supposed to bring wisdom in time of great peril. The Mothers had
gathered dl the smdl children under their wings asif they expected the Other Onesto attack at any
minute, and the half1 grown ones lurked at the edge of the circle, fearful and uncertain.

Asfor the older men, the wise and distinguished elders of thetribe, they had gone off by themselvesto
thelittle hill above the camp for adiscussion of strategy. Silver Cloud was up there, and Mammoth Rider,
and one-eyed humpbacked Fights Like A Lion, and fat, duggish Stinking Musk Ox. On their decisons
the fate of the tribe would rest.

When the Other Ones had moved into the tribe's hunting groundsin the western lands and it became
clear that nothing the People did was going to make them leave, the elders had decided that the best thing
to do was go east. "The Goddess has chosen to give the western lands to the Other Ones," Stinking
Musk Ox opined. "But the cold landsin the east belong to us. The Goddess meansfor usto go there and
livein peace." The others agreed. Whereupon the Goddess Women had cast the destiny-stones and had
come up with aresult that supported the opinion of the men.

So the People had migrated to this place. But now the Other Ones had turned up here too, apparently.

What do we do now? She Who Knows wondered.

We could go south to the warm lands, perhaps. But very likely the warm lands are full of Other Ones



by now. Should we go up north where the terrible ice fields are, then? Surely the Other Ones aretoo
tender to want to livein aplace like that. But so are we, She Who Knows suspected. So arewe.

She felt agreat sadness. They had come along way to this place. The strenuous march had left her
weary, and she knew that Silver Cloud wastired also, and many of the others. It wastime to rest now,
and gather meat and nutsto store for the winter ahead, and replenish their strength. But it seemed that
they would have to wander again, without any chanceto rest, without amoment of peace. Why was
that? Was there no place in this broad barren land where they would be alowed to pausefor atimeto
catch their breath?

She Who Knows had no answers, not to that, not to anything, really. Despite the proud name she had
given hersdlf, She Who Knows was baffled by the problem of the eterndly bothersome Other Ones, just
as she was by the challenges and mysteries of her own existence.

She was the only member of the tribe who had no real pkce, no red function. Like most girls, she had
grown up assuming that she would be aMother, but she had waited too long to take amate, preferring
ingtead afree-gpirited roving life, even going out to the hunting fields with the men sometimes. Whenin
her twentieth year she finaly did agree to take the warrior Dark Wind as her mate, avery late agefor
such athing, nothing but dead babies came from her womb. And then shelost Dark Wind aswell, to a
black fever that carried him off in asingle afternoon.

She still had much of her beauty then, but after Dark Wind died none of the unmated men of thetribe
had wanted to have her-no matter how beautiful she might be. They knew that her womb was a place
that killed babies, so what vaue could she have as amate? And Dark Wind's early death argued that she
was cursed by ill luck, besides. So she would remain forever alone, untouched by men, she who once
had had so many lovers. She would never become one of the Mothers.

Nor could she join the Goddess Women, not now; it would be amockery of the Goddess and all that
she stood for that a sterile woman should serve Her, and in any case you had to begin learning the
mysteries of the Goddess Women before the first blood came from your loins. It was absurd to have an
aging woman of twenty-five who had borne and lost five babiesin five years becoming a Goddess
Woman.

So She Who Knows was neither a Mother nor a Goddess Woman, and that meant she was nothing at
al. Shedid the ordinary things that any woman would do, scraping hides and cooking meals and caring
for the sick and looking after children, but she had no mate and she belonged to no Society and that
made her dmost a stranger among her own people. The one hope for her was that Kegps The Past
would die, and then she could become the tribe's chronicler. Keeps The Past was awoman like hersdlf,
not aMother and not apriestess, and in al the tribe she was She Who Knows closest friend. But
athough Keeps The Past was forty years old, indeed the oldest woman in the tribe, she was till vigorous
and deek. Whereas She Who Knows, eight years younger, was dready turning into an old woman. She
was starting to think that she was destined to shrivel and fade and die long before K egps The Past
yielded up her record-sticks and went to the Goddess.

It was a sorrowful sort of life. But She Who Knows took care to hide the sorrow that afflicted her
from the others. Let them fear her; let them didike her. She would not have them pitying her.

Now she stood by herself, as usud, looking around at the othersin their groups. Each onewas as
hel pless againgt the thresat of the Other Ones as she was. Bt at |east they were together, in the comfort
of agroup.

"Therésthe one we need!" Blazing Eye caled out. " She Who Knows ought to come out and fight the
Other Onesdongside ud”

" She Who Knows! She Who Knows!" the Hunting Society men called raucoudly.

They were mocking her, of course. Hadn't they always? Hadn't each of these men in histurn rejected
her, in the days after Dark Wind's death, when she had hoped to find a new mate?

But she went over to them all the same, and stood grinning fiercely down at them where they huddled
inacircle on the frosty ground.

"Yes" shesaid. "A good idea. | can fight aswell asany of you."

She reached out, so quickly that she couldn't be stopped, and snatched up Blazing Eye's spear. He



grunted in rage and jumped up to take it from her, but she deftly did her handsaong it to the
hunting-grasp, and prodded the flint tip of its point against Blazing Eye's bdly. Helooked at her,
goggle-eyed. It wasn't just the sacrilege of having awoman handle his spear that seemed to be bothering
him; he appeared actudly to think shewas going to gick it into him.

"Givemethat," hesaid in athick voice.

"L ook, she knows how to hold it, Blazing Eye," Tree Of Wolves said.

"Yes, and | know how to useit, too."

"Givemethat."

She prodded him with it again. She thought Blazing Eye was going to have afit. Hisface was bright
red and swesat poured down his cheeks. Everyone was laughing. He made a swipe at the spear and she
pulled it back out of hisreach. Furious, he spat at her and made a demon-sign with his clasped hands.
She Who Knows grinned.

"Makethat Sgnagainand I'll wash it away with your blood," shetold him.

"Come on, She Who Knows," Blazing Eye said sourly. He was visibly struggling to control himsdlf. "It
isn't right for you to be touching that spear, and you know it. Were in enough danger asit is, without
your committing evil acts”

"Y ou invited meto go out and fight with the men,” she said. "Well, if | do I'll need a spear, won't I?

Y oursisa perfectly good one. It will suit me very well. Make yoursdf another one, if you like,"

The other men laughed again. But there was an odd edge on their laughter now.

She feinted with the spear and Blazing Eye, cursing, dodged it. He came forward stolidly asif to take it
from her by sheer force. She warned him off with a serious thrust. Blazing Eye jumped back, looking
angry and alittle afraid.

It was hard for her to remember when she had last enjoyed herself so much. Blazing Eye wasthe
strongest warrior of the tribe, and the most handsome man aswell, with shoulders aswide asa
mammoth's and wonderful dark eyes smoldering like cods under asplendid brow that jutted forth likea
cliff When they were young she had dept with him many times and she had hoped he would take her as
his mate when Dark Wind died. But he had been thefirgt to refuse her. Milky Fountain wasthe only mate
he wanted, he had said. He liked the sort of woman who knew how to bear children, iswhat he had told
her. And that had been the end of it between Blazing Eye and her.

"Here," She Who Knows said, relenting at last. She leaned forward and jammed the point of Blazing
Eye€'s spear into the ground. Under the midday warmth, the last of the night's snowfall had disappeared
and the earth was soft.

Blazing Eye snatched the spear up with agrowl.

"I ought to kill you," he muttered, brandishing it in her face.

"Go ahead." She spread her arms wide and pushed her breasts outward. " Strike right here. Kill a
womean, Blazing Eye. It1l be afine achievement.”

"It might bring us alittle good luck," he said. But he lowered the weapon. ™Y ou ever touch my spear
again, See Who Knows, and I'll tie you up on a hillside somewhere and leave you for abear to eat. Do
you understand that? Do you?"

"Save your thregtsfor the Other Ones," shereplied evenly. "They'll be harder to frighten than | am.
And I'm not frightened at dl.”

"Y ou saw an Other Oneright up close once, didn't you?' Broken Mountain asked her.

"Once, yes," She Who Knows said, frowning &t the troubling memory of it.

"What did he smdll like, when you were that close?' said Y oung Antelope. "Heredly stank, I'll bet.”

She Who Knows nodded. "Like adead hyena," she said. "Like something that had been rotting for a
month and ahalf. And hewas ugly. Y ou can't imagine how ugly. Hisface wasfidt, likethis, asif
somebody had pushed it in." She gestured emphaticaly with her hands. "And histeeth were assmdl asa
child's. He had ridiculouslittle eears and atiny nose. And hisarms, hislegs-" She shuddered. "They were
absurd and hideous. Like a spider's, they were. So long, so thin.”

They weredl looking at her in awe, even Blazing Spear. No one dsein thetribe, not Silver Cloud
himsalf, had ever come face-to-face with an Other One, so close that she could have reached out and



touched him, the way she had. Some of them had seen Other Ones now and then at agreat distance, just
flegting glimpses, back in the days when the tribe had lived in the western lands. But She Who Knows
had ssumbled right into onein the forest.

That had been years ago, when she was nineteen, still awild girl then, who went her ownway in al
things. The men of the Hunting Society had forbidden her, at last, to accompany them on their patrols any
more, and she had gone off by hersdf early one morning in adark, scowling mood, wandering far from
the tribe's encampment. At midday in alittle glade of white-barked birch trees she had found a pretty
rock-bound pool, and she had stripped off her robe of fur to bathe inits chilly blue water, and when she
came out she was astounded to see an Other

One, an unmistakable Other One, staring at her from a distance of no more than twenty paces.

Hewastal-incredibly tal, astal asatree-and very thin, with narrow shoulders and ashalow chest,
so that he looked more fragile than any woman, tall though he was. His face was the strangest face she
had ever seen, with oddly ddlicate featureslike achild's, and extremey pale skin. His jaws looked so
week that she wondered how he could manageto bite al the way through his meat from one side of a
piece to another, but his chin was unpleasantly heavy and deep, thrusting out below hisflat, pushed-in
face. Hiseyeswere large and of aweird, washed-out watery-looking color, and his forehead went
straight up, no brow ridges whatsoever.

All'indl, she thought, he was astonishingly ugly, as ugly asademon. But he didn't seem dangerous. He
carried no wegpon that she could see, and he appeared to be smiling a her. At least, she thought that
wasasmile, that way he had of baring those tiny teeth of his.

Shewas stark naked and in the full ripeness of her youthful beauty. She stood before him unashamed
and the unexpected thought came to her that she wanted this man to beckon to her and cal her to his
sde, and take her in hisarms, and make love to her in whatever way it was that the Other Ones made
love to their women. Ugly as he was, strange-looking as he was, she wanted him. Why was that? she
wondered. And she answered hersdlf that it was because he was different; he was new; he was other.
Shewould give hersdf to him, yes. And then she would go home with him and live with him and become
an Other One hersdf, because she was weary of the men of her own tribe and ready for something new.
Yes Yes.

What was there to be afraid of ? The Other Ones were supposed to be terrifying demons, but thisman
didn't seem demonic at dl, only strange of face and much too tall and thin. And he didn't appear
menacing, particularly. Only different.

"My nameis Fdling River," she said-that was what she called hersdlf in those days. "Who are you?'

The Other One man didn't reply. He made a sound deep in histhroat that might have been laughter.

Laughter?

"Doyou Likeme?' she said. "Everyonein the tribe thinks I'm beautiful. Do you?"

She ran her hands through her long thick hair, wet from her swim. She preened and stretched, letting
him see the fullness of her breadts, the strength and solidity of her arms and thighs, the sturdiness of her
neck. Shetook two or three steps toward him, smiling, crooning alittle song of desire.

His eyes widened and he shook his head. He held hisarm straight out at her with the pam facing her,
and began making sgnswith hisfingers, sorcery-signs, no doubt, demon-signs. He backed away from
her.

"You aren't afraid of me, are you? 1 just want to play. Come here, Other One." She grinned at him.
-"Listen, stop backing away likethat! | won't hurt you. Can't you understand what I'm saying?' Shewas
speaking very loudly, very clearly, putting plenty of space between one word and the next. He was lill
backing away. She put her hands benegth her breasts and pushed them outward in the universal gesture
of offering.

He understood that, at least.

He made alow rumbling sound, like that of an anima at bay. His eyes had the bright sheen of fear in
them. Hislips drew back in an expression of what-dismay? Disgust?

Yes, disgust, sheredized.

| must look as ugly to him as he doesto me.



He was turning now, running from her, lurching helter-skelter through the birches.

"Wait!" she cdled. "Other One! Other One, come back! Don't run away like that, Other Onel"

But hewas gone. It wasthefirst timein her life that aman had refused her, and she found the
experience astonishing, unbelievable, dmost shattering. Even though he was an Other One, even though
she must have seemed dien and perhaps unéattractive to him, had he redlly found her so repdllent that he
would growl and grimace and run?

Yes. Yes. He must have been only aboy, shetold hersdf. Tdl ashewas, only aboy.

That night she returned to the tribe, resolved to take one of her own kind asamate at last, and when
Dark Wind asked her soon afterward to share his degping-rug she accepted without hesitation.

"Yes," she said to the men of the Hunting Society. "Yes, | know al too well what the Other Onesare
like. And when we catch up with them | mean to beright there beside you, killing die loathsome beasts
likethe foul demonsthat they are.

"Look," Tree Of Wolves said, pointing. "The old men are coming down from the hill."

Indeed, there they came now, Silver Cloud leading the way, limping painfully and dl too obvioudy
trying to pretend that he wasn't, and the other three elders creaking adong behind him. She Who Knows
watched asthey paraded into the camp, going straight to the place of the Goddess-shrine. For along
while Slver Cloud conferred with the three priestesses. There was much shaking of heads, then much
nodding. And eventualy Silver Cloud stepped forward, with the oldest of the priestesses at hisside, to
make an announcement.

The Summer Festiva, he said, would be canceled this year-or postponed, at least. The Goddess had
shown her displeasure by bringing a party of Other Ones uncomfortably closeto their encampment, even
in these eastern lands where no Other Ones were supposed to live. Plainly die People had done
something improper; plainly thiswas not agood place for them to be. Therefore the People would leave
here this day and would undertake a pilgrimage to the Place of Three Rivers, far behind them, where on
their way east last year they had erected an elaborate shrine in honor of the Goddess. And at the Place of
Three Rivers they would beseech the Goddess to explain their errorsto them.

She Who Knows groaned. "But it'll take usweeksto get there! And it'sin the wrong direction entirely!
Well bewalking right back into the territory we've just left, where Other Ones are swarming
everywhere”

Silver Cloud gave her aniicy glare. "The Goddess promised usthis land, free of Other Ones. Now we
have comeinto it and we find Other Ones dready here. Thisisnot asit should be. We need to ask Her
guidance."

"Let'sask for it down south, then. At least it'll be warmer there, and we may find a decent placeto
camp, with no Other Ones around to bother us."

"Y ou have our permission to go south, She Who Knows. But the rest of uswill set out this afternoon
toward the Place of Three Rivers™

"And the Other Ones?' she cried.

"The Other Oneswill not dare to approach the shrine of the Goddess," said Silver Cloud. "But if you
fear that they will, She Who Knows, why, then-go south! Go south, She Who Knows!"

She heard someone laughing. Blazing Eye, it was. Then the other men of the Hunting Society began to
laugh, too, and afew of the Mothersjoined in. Within momentsthey were al laughing and pointing at her.

She wished she dtill had Blazing Eye's spear in her hands. She would smitethem dl if shedid, and
nothing would stop die daughter.

"Go south, She Who Knows!™ they called to her. "Go south, go south, go south.”

A curse cameto her lips, but sheforced it back. They meant it, she redlized. If she spoke out angrily
now, they might well drive her from the tribe. Ten years ago she would have wel comed that. But she was
an old woman, now, past thirty. To go off by hersalf would be certain desth.

She murmured afew angry wordsto herself, and turned away from Slver Cloud's steady stare.

Silver Cloud clapped hishands. "All right," he called. " Start packing up, everybody! Were breaking
camp! We're getting out of here before it turns dark!”



CHAPTER TWO - Arriving

FOR EDITH FELLOWES it was atremendoudy busy few weeks.

The hardest part was the winding up of her work at the hospita. Giving only two weeks notice was
not only irregular, it was downright improper; but the administration was reasonably sympathetic once
Miss Fellowes|et it be known that she was leaving with the greatest reluctance, and only because she
had been offered an opportunity to take part in an incredibly exciting new research project.

She mentioned the name of Stasis Technologies, Ltd.

"Y ou're going to be taking care of the baby dinosaur?' they asked her, and everybody chuckled.

"No, not the dinosaur,” she said. " Something much closer to what | know."

Shedidn't give any further details. Dr. Hoskins had forbidden her to go into specifics with anyone. But
it wasn't hard for those who knew and worked with Edith Fellowes to guess that the project must have
something to do with children; and if her employers were the people who had brought that famous baby
dinosaur out of the

Mesozoic, then surely they must be planning to do something aong the same lines now-such as
bringing some prehigtoric child out of aremote period of time. Miss Fellowes neither confirmed or denied
it. But they knew. They al knew. Her leave of absence from the hospital was granted, of course.

Still, she had to work virtualy round the clock for afew days, tying off loose ends, filing her fina
reports, preparing lists of thingsfor her successors, separating her own equipment and research materias
from the hospitd's. That part was strenuous but not otherwise burdensome. The redlly difficult part was
saying goodbye to the children. They couldn't believe that she wasleaving.

"You'll be back in aweek or two, won't you, Miss Fellowes?' they asked her, crowding around.
"Youl'l just be going on vacation, isn't that s0? A little holiday? -Where are you going, Miss Fellowes?

She had known some of these children since the day they were born. Now they werefive, six, seven
years old: outpatients, most of them, but some were permanent residents and she had worked with them
year in, year out.

That was hard, breaking the newsto them, very hard.

But she steded hersdlf to the task. Anodier child needed her now, an extraordinarily specia child, a
child whose predicament would be unique in the history of the universe. She knew that she had to go
where she would be most needed.

She closed up her smal gpartment on the south side of town, salecting the few things she would want
to take with her to her new home, storing away the rest. That was done quickly enough. She had no
houseplants to worry about, no cats, no pets of any kind. Her work had been the only thing thet redlly
meattered: the children, dwaysthe children, no need for plants or pets.

But in her prudent way she arranged to maintain her lease for an indefinite period of time. Shewas
taking very serioudy Gerad Hoskins warning that she might be let go at any moment. Or might want to
resign, for that matter: Miss Fellowes knew she should dlow for the possibility that the operation at Stasi's
Technol ogies would be uncongenia to her, that her rolein the project would be unsatisfying, that she
might discover very swifdy that it had been agigantic mistake to have taken the job. She hadn't burned
her bridges, not at dl: the hospital would be waiting for her return, the children, her apartment.

During those final two weeks, busy as she was, she made severd trips across town to the
headquarters of Stasis Technologiesto help prepare for the arrival of the child from the past. They had
given her aprocurement staff of three, two young men and awoman, and she provided them with an
extensivelig of things she would need- medicines, nutritional supplements, even an incubator.

"Anincubator?' Hoskins asked.

"An incubator,” she said.

"We're not planning to bring back a premature child, Miss Fellowes."

"Y ou don't know what you're bringing back, Dr. Hoskins. Y ou told me so yoursdif, in just about that
many words. Y ou may be bringing asick child; you may be bringing aweak one; you may be bringing a
child whaoll fal ill the moment it sartsto get modern-day microbesinto its system. | want an incubator, at
least on astandby basis."



"Anincubator. All right."

"And agerile chamber big enough to contain an active and hedlthy child, if it turnsout that it'stoo big
to livein anincubetor.”

"Miss Fellowes, be reasonable, please. Our budget is"

"A derile chamber. Until we know that it's safe to let that child be contaminated by our air.”

"Contamination is unavoidable, I'm afraid. 1t'l be bresthing our microbe-ridden air from the moment it
arrives. There's no way we can conduct the Stasis under the germ-free conditions you seem to want. No
way, Miss Fellowes."

"| want thereto be away."

Hoskins gave her what she had dready cometo think of as his patented no-nonsense glare. "Thisis
onethat I'm going to win, Miss Fellowes. | gppreciate your desire to protect the child from al imaginable
risks. But you have no understanding of the physical layout of our equipment, and you've Smply got to
accept thefact that we can't ddliver the child instantly into a perfectly pure isolation chamber. We can't.”

"And if the child sckensand dies?'

"Our dinosaur isdtll infine hedth.”

"There's no reason to believe that reptiles, prehistoric or otherwise, would be subject to infection by
the microorganismsthat carry the diseases humans contract. But thisisahuman being you'll be bringing
here, Dr. Hoskins, not alittle dinosaur. A member of our own species.”

"| appreciate that fact, Miss Fellowes."

"And therefore | ask you to-"

"And | tell you the answer isno. Somerisks have to be shouldered here, and microbid infection isone
of them. Well be ready with dl possible medica assstanceif aproblem develops. But were not going to
try to create amiraculous magica 100% safe environment. We're not,” Then Hoskins tone softened.
-"Miss Fellowes, just et me say thismuch. I've got achild mysdlf, alittle boy, not even old enough for
kindergarten yet. Yes, a my age, and he'sthe most wonderful thing that ever happened in my life, bar
none. | want you to know, Miss Fellowes, that I'm as concerned about the safety of the child that'll be
arriving here next week as | would be for my own son Jerry's. And as confident that all will gowell as
though my own son were involved in the experiment.”

Miss Felloweswasn't sure that the logic of his argument was especialy sound. But it was clear enough
to her that he wasn't going to be shaken on this point, and that she had no leverage with him short of
resigning. The possibility of resignation was something that she would hold in reserve, but it was pointless
to threaten it now. It was the only weapon she had. She had to saveit for the right moment, and this
didn't seemto beit.

Hoskins was equally adamant about |etting her have an advance look at the area where the child
would be housed. "That's the Stasis zone," he said, "and we're running a non-stop countdown in there.
Nobody can go in there while that's going on. Nobody. Not you, not me, not the President of the United
States. And we can't interrupt the countdown for the sake of letting you have a sight-seeing tour."

"But if the accommodations are inadequate-"

"The accommodations are adequate, Miss Fellowes. More than adequate. Trust me."

"I'd il prefer-"

"Yes. Trust me."

Despicable words. Y et somehow she did trust him, more or less,

She Hill wasn't surewhat kind of scientist Hoskins might be, or how good, despite that vague, boastful
PH.D. on his nameplate. But one thing was certain. He was a tough administrator. He hadn't come to be
the head man of Stasis Technologies, Ltd. by being apushover.

At precisdly fivein the afternoon on the fifteenth of the month, Miss Fellowes telephonerang. It was
Phil Bryce, one of Hoskins gaffers.

"The countdown'sin itsfina three hours, Miss Fellowes, and everything'sright on target. Well be
sending acar to pick you up at seven o'clock sharp.”

"| can get over there on my own, thank you."

"Dr. Hoskins has instructed us to send a car to pick you up. It'll be there at seven.”



Miss Fellowes sighed. She could argue, but what was the use?

Let Hoskinswin the small victories, she decided. Save your ammunition for the big battles that surely
lay ahead.

A light rain wasfdling. The evening sky was gray and dreary, and the Stasis Technologies buildings
looked uglier than ever, big barn-like structures without the dightest scrap of elegance or grace.

Everything seemed makeshift and hasty. There was a harsh, engineery fed about the place, cheerless
and inhumane. She had spent her whole working life in inditutiond surroundings, but these buildings made
even the most somber hospital look like the abode of joy and laughter. And the badged employees, going
rigidly about their business, the closed-in faces, the hushed tones, the air of amost military urgency-

What am | doing here? she asked hersdlf. How did | ever get drawn into al of this?

"Thisway, please, Miss Fellowes," Bryce said.

People began to nod and beckon to her. No announcements of her identity seemed necessary. One
after another, men and women seemed to know her and to know her function. Of course, she was
wearing a badge hersalf now, but no one appeared to look at that. They all just knew. Thisisthe nurse
for the child, they seemed to be saying. She found herself al but placed on skids as she was moved
swiftly inward, down corridors that had atacky, improvised look, into an area of the research center that
she had never entered before.

They descended clanging metallic stairs, emerged into awindowlesstunnel of some sort lit by glaring
fluorescent lights, walked for what seemed like forever underground until coming to asted doorway with
the rippling moire patterns of a security shield dancing up and down over its painted black surface.

"Put your badge to the shield,” Bryce said.

"Redly, isdl thisnecess"

"Please, Miss Fellowes. Please.”

The doorway yielded. More stairs confronted them. Up and up and up, spirding around the walls of
ah immense barrel-shaped vault, down a hallway, through another door-did they redlly need dl this?

At last she found hersdlf stepping out onto a balcony that looked down into alarge pit. Acrossfrom
her, down below, was a bewildering array of instruments set into a curving matrix that looked like across
between the control panel of a spaceship and the working face of agiant computer-or, perhaps, just a
movie set for some fantastic and nonsensicd "scientific” epic. Technicians, looking rumpled and
wild-eyed, were racing around down there in an absurdly theatrica way, making frantic hand signalsto
each other. People were moving thick black cables from one oudet to another, studying them and
shaking their heads, moving them back to their origina positions. Lights were flashing, numberswere
ticking downward on huge screens.

Dr. Hoskins was on the ba cony not far away, but he only looked at her distantly and murmured,
"Miss Fel-lowes." He seemed abstracted, preoccupied, hardly present at all.

Hedidn't even suggest that she take a seat, though there were four or five rows of folding chairs set up
near the railing overlooking the frenzied scene below. She found one hersdlf and drew it up to the edge
for abetter view.

Suddenly lights came on in the pit, illuminating the area just benesth where she sat, which had been
completely dark. Shelooked down and saw partitions that seemed to make up an uncellinged apartment,
agiant dollhouse into the rooms of which it was possible to ook from above.

She could see what seemed to be a microwave cooker and afreezer-space unit in oneroom and a
washroom arrangement off another. Therewasasmall cubicle full of medica equipment of akind that
was very familiar to her -indeed, it appeared to contain al the things she had asked Hoskins staffersto
provide. Including the incubator.

And surely die object she made out in another room could only be part of abed, asmall bed.

Men and women wearing company badges were filing into the room, now, taking the seats dongside
her. Miss Fellowes recognized afew of them as Stasi's executives to whom she had been introduced on
her earlier vigits here, though she was unable to remember a single name. Others were completely
unknown to her. They dl nodded and smiled in her direction asif she had been working herefor years.

Then she saw someone whose name and face were familiar to her: athin, fine-looking man of fifty-five



or thereabouts, with asmal, fastidioudy clipped gray mustache and keen eyes that seemed to busy
themsdveswith everything.

Candide Deveney! The science correspondent for Internationa Telenews!

Miss Fellowes wasn't much of a screen-watcher. An hour or two aweek, sometimes even less; there
were weeks when she didn't even remember to turn the thing on. Books were sufficient entertainment for
her, and for long Stretches of time her work itsalf was so fascinating that even books seemed
unnecessary. But Candide Deveney was one screen person she did know. There were times, every once
in awhile, when some event of immense interest came aong that she smply had to see, not merely reed
about-the landing on Mars, for instance, or the public unveiling of the baby dinosaur, or the spectacular
nuclear destruction, high above the Eastern Hemisphere, of that tiny but deadly asteroid that had been on
acollison course with Earth the year before last. Candide Deveney had been the on-screen face during
those events. He was notorioudy at the scene of every mgjor scientific breakthrough. That he was here
tonight impressed Miss Fellowes despite herself. Shefelt her heart beating just alittle faster at the
redization that this must indeed be going to be something of high importance if it was worthy of hisbeing
present here, and that she was amost close enough to reach out and touch Candide Deveney himsdlf as
the great moment approached.

Then she scowled at her own foolishness. Deveney was only areporter, after al. Why should she be
s0 awed by him, merely because she had seen him on televison?

What was amore fitting reason for awe, she thought, was that they were going to reach into the
remoteness of time and bring alittle human being forth into the twenty-first century. And shewas going to
beavitd part of that enterprise. She-not Candide Deveney. If anything,

Candide Deveney ought to fed impressed a being in the same room with Edith Fellowes, not the other
way around.

Hoskins had gone over to greet Deveney, and seemed to be explaining the project to him. Miss
Fellowesinclined her head to listen.

Deveney was saying, "I've been thinking about what you people have been doing here ever snce my
last vigit here, the day the dinosaur came. -Thereés onething in particular I've been wrestling with, and it's
thismatter of sdectivity.”

"Goon," Hoskinssaid.

"Y ou can reach out only so far; that seems sensible. Things get dimmer the farther you go. It takes
more energy, and ultimately you run up againg absolute limits of energy-1 don't have any problem
comprehending that. -But then, apparently you can reach out only so near, aso. That'swhat | find the
puzzling part. And not only me. I mean, if you can go out and grab something from 1200 million years ago,
you ought to be able to bring something back from last Tuesday with awholelot less effort. And yet you
tell meyou can't reach last Tuesday at dl, or anything elsethat'sat dl closeto usintime. Why isthat?'

Hoskinssaid, "I can make it seem less paradoxical, Deveney, if you will alow meto use an anaogy.”

(Hecdlshim"Deveney"! Miss Fellowes thought. Like a college professor casudly explaining
something to astudent!)

"By dl meansusean andogy," Deveney said. "Whatever you think will help.”

"Well, then: you can't read abook with ordinary-szed print if it's held six feet from your eyes, can
you? But you can read it quite easily if you hold it, say, oneroot away. So far, the closer the better. If
you bring the book to within aninch of your eyes, though, you'velogt it again. The human eye smply
can't focus on anything that close. So distance is a determining factor in more than oneway. Too closeis
just asbad astoo far, at least where visonisinvolved.”

"Hmm," said Deveney.

"Or take another example. Y our right shoulder is about thirty inchesfrom thetip of your right
forefinger and you can place your right forefinger on your right shoulder without any difficulty whatsoever.
Well, now. Y our right elbow isonly haf asfar from thetip of your right forefinger asyour shoulder is. By
al ordinary logic it ought to be alot easier to touch it with your finger than your shoulder. Go on, then:
put your right forefinger on your right elbow. Again, there's such athing as being too close.”

Deveney said, "I can usethese anadlogies of yoursin my story, can't 1?7



"WEell, of course. Use whatever you like. Y ou know you've got free access. For this one we want the
whole world looking over our shoulder. There's going to be plenty hereto see”

(Miss Fellowes found hersalf admiring Hoskins cam certainty despite hersalf. There was strength
there))

Deveney sad, "How far out are you planning to reach tonight?'

"Forty thousand years."

Miss Fellowes drew in her breath sharply.

Forty thousand years?

She had never considered that possibility. She had been too busy with other things, thingslike
breaking off her professiond tieswith the hospital and getting settled in here. She became aware now,
suddenly, that there was agood ded of fundamenta thinking about this project did she had never taken
the trouble to do.

She knew, of course, that they were going to be bringing a child from the past into die modern world.
She understood-a though she wasn't certain exactly where she had picked up the information-that the
child would be taken from the prehistoric era

But "prehistoric” could mean dmost anything. Most of Europe could have been considered
"prehigtoric” only diree thousand years ago. There were afew parts of the world still living asort of
prehistoric existence today. Miss Fellowes had assumed, in so far as she had given the matter any red
consideration at dl, that the child would be drawn from some nomadic pre-agriculturd era, possbly
going back five or at most ten thousand years.

But forty thousand?

She wasn't prepared for that. Would die child they were going to hand her be recognizable at al as
human? Had diere even been such athing as Homo sapiens forty thousand years ago?

Miss Fellowes found hersalf wishing she could remember alittle of her college anthropology courses of
long ago, but right at this moment only the merest shreds of information came to the surface of her mind,
and those, Miss Fellowes feared, were hopeessly garbled and distorted. Before true human beings had
evolved, there had been the Neandertha people, yes? Primitive brutish crestures. And the even more
primitive Pithecandiropus people had roamed die world before them, and something else with an equaly
intricate name, and probably some odier kinds of pre-men or sub-men, too, shaggy little naked
ape-creatures that could more or less be ccjn-sidered to be our distant ancestors. But how far back in
time had al these ancestral people lived? Twenty thousand years ago? Fifty? A hundred thousand? She
redlly knew nothing ussful about thetime-frameof dl this.

Great God in heaven, am | going to be taking care of an ape-child?

She began to tremble. Here she was, fussing over incubators and sterile chambers, and they were
preparing to toss something very much like achimpanzee into her lap, weren't they? Weren't they? Some
fierce hairy little wild thing with claws and teeth, something that redlly belonged in a zoo, if anywhere, not
inthe care of agpecidist

Well, maybe not. Maybe the Neanderthal s and the Pithecanthropuses and &l those other early forms
of human-likelife had lived amillion years ago and more, and what sheld be getting would be nothing
more than awild little boy. She had coped with wild little boys before.

Still, it sounded like such an enormous span of time, forty thousand years. The vastness of it dizzied
her.

Forty thousand years?

Forty thousand years?

Therewastension inthe air. Now the chaotic balet in die pit below had ceased, and the technicians at
die controls were scarcely moving at al. They communicated with one another by means of sgnalsso
subtle that it was amost impossible to detect diem-aflick of an eyebrow, the tapping of aringer on die
back of awrigt.

One man at amicrophone spoke into it in a soft monotone, saying thingsin short phrases that made no
sense to Miss Fellowes-numbers, mostly, punctuated by what sounded like phrasesin code, cryptic and
impenetrable.



Deveney had taken a seat just next to her. Hoskins was on the other side. Leaning over the balcony
railing with an intent stare, the scientific reporter said, "Isthere going to be anything for usto see, Dr.
Hoskins? Visud effects, | mean.”

"What? No. Nothing till thejob is done. We detect indirectly, something on the principle of radar,
except that we use mesons rather than radiation. We've been running the meson scans for weeks, tuning
and retuning. Mesons reach backward-under the proper conditions. Some are reflected and we have to
anayze the reflections, and we feed them back in and use them as guidesfor the next probe, fining it
down until we start gpproximating the desired level of accuracy.”

"That sounds like atough job. How can you be sure you've reached the right level ?*

Hoskins smiled, hisusua quick one, acool on-off flash. "Weve been a work on thisfor fifteen years,
now. Closer to twenty-five, if you count the work of our 'predecessor company, which devel oped alot
of the basic principles but wasn't able to break through to redl rdiability. -Y es, it'stough, Deveney. Very
tough. And scary.”

The man at the microphone raised his hand.

"Scary?' Deveney said.

"Wedon't liketofail. | definitely don't. And failure's an ever-present default mode in our operation.
We're working in probabilistic areas here. Quantum effects, you understand. The best we can hopefor is
likeliness, never certainty. That's not good enough, redlly. But it's the best we can hopefor.”

"Still, you seem pretty confident.”

"Yes," Hoskins said. "Weve had the fix on this one particular moment in time for weeks-breaking it,
remaking it after factoring in our own tempora movements, checking pardlaxes, looking for every
imaginable relativigtic distortion, constantly seeking assurance that we can handle time flow with sufficient
precision. And we think we can do it. I'd dmost be willing to say that we know we can.”

But hisforehead was glistening.

There was a sudden terrible silence in the room, broken only by the sound of uneasy breething. Edith
Fdlowesfound hersdf risng from her seet, leaning forward, gripping the bacony railing.

But there was nothing to see.

"Now," said the man at the microphone quietly.

The silence ascended to ahigher level. It was anew kind of silence, total silence, asilence more
profound than Miss Fellowes had ever imagined could be achieved in aroom full of people. But it |asted
no longer than the space of asingle breath.

Then came the sound of aterrified little boy's scream from the dollhouse rooms below. It wasa
scream of the most awful intensity, the kind of scream that made you want to cover your ears with your
hands.

Terror! Piercing terror!

A frightened child, crying out in amoment of utter shock and despair, |etting its voice ring forth with
astonishing power and force-an expression of such overwhelming horror as could barely be believed.

Miss Fellowes head twisted in the direction of the cry.

And Hoskins fist pounded on therailing and he said in atight voice, trembling with triumph, "Did it!"

They went rushing down the short spird flight of stepsthat led to the operations room, Hoskinsin the
lead, Deveney just behind him, and Miss Fellowes-unasked- following the journdist. Perhapsit wasa
terrible breach of security for her to be going down there now, she thought. But she had heard the cry
that child had uttered.

She belonged down there at least as much as Candide Deveney, shetold herself.

At the bottom of the staircase Hoskins paused and looked around. He seemed alittle surprised that
Miss Fellowes had come down after him-but only alittle. He said nothing to her.

The mood in the operations room had changed dramatically now. All the frenzy was gone, and most of
the tension. The technicians who had been monitoring the time-scoop equipment looked utterly spent.
They stood by quietly, appearing dmost dazed. Hoskins ignored them too. It was as though they were
mere discarded parts of the machinery, no longer of any importance to him.

A very soft buzz sounded (mm the direction of the dollhouse.



Hoskinssad, "WEell go insde now."

"Into the Stassfield?' Deveney asked, looking uneasy.

"It's perfectly safeto enter Stasis. I've doneit athousand times. There's a queer sensation when you
pass through the envelope of thefidd, but it's momentary and it doesn't mean athing. Trust me.”

He stepped through an open door in mute demongtration. Deveney, smiling stiffly and drawing an
obvioudy deep breath, followed him an ingtant | ater.

Hoskins said, "Y ou too, Miss Fellowes. Please!”

He crooked hisforefinger impatiently.

Miss Fellowes nodded and stepped across the threshold. Shefelt the field unmistakably. It was as
though aripple had gone through her, an internd tickle.

But once she was insde she was aware of no unusua sensations. Everything seemed normd. She
picked up the clean fresh smell of the newly constructed wooden rooms, and something else-an earthy
amell, the smell of aforest, somehow-

The panicky screaming, she realized, had ended some time ago. Everything was quiet insde the stasis
field now. And then she heard the dry shuffling of feet, a scrabbling as of fingers against wood-and, she
thought, alow moan.

"Whereisthe child?' asked Miss Fellowesin distress.

Hoskins was examining some dids and meters just indgde the entrance to the dollhouse. Deveney was
gaping idioticaly a him. Neither one seemed in any hurry to look after the child-the child that this vast
and incomprehensible mass of machinery had just ripped out of some unthinkably ancient era

Didn't these fool men care?

Miss Fellowes went forward on her own authority, around an €l bow-bend corridor that led to the
room with thebed iniit.

Thechildwasin there. A boy. A very smdl boy, very dirty, very scrawny, very strange-looking.

He might have been three years ol d-certainly not very much more than that. He was naked. His small
dirt-smeared chest was heaving raggedly. All around him lay an untidy sprawl of loose earth and pebbles
and torn-off tufts of coarse grass, dl of it strewn around the floor in abroad arc as though abushel load
of landfill had been casudly upended in the room. Therich smell of soil rose up fromit, and atouch of
something fetid, besides. Miss Fellowes saw some large dark ants and what might have been a couple of
furry little spiders moving around dowly near the boy's bare brown feet.

Hoskinsfollowed her horrified glance and said with a sharp thrust of annoyancein hisvoice, "You
can't pluck aboy cleanly out of time, Miss Fellowes. We had to take some of the surroundings with him
for safety’s sake. Or would you have preferred to have him arrive here minus one of hislegs or with only
haf ahead?'

"Please!” said Miss Fellowes, in an agony of revulsion. "Arewe just going to stand here? The poor
childisfrightened. Andit'sfilthy."

Which was an understatement. She had never seen achild that was quite so disreputable-looking.
Perhaps he hadn't been washed in weeks; perhaps not ever. He reeked. His entire body was smeared
with athick layer of encrusted grime and grease, and there was along scratch on histhigh that |ooked
red and sore, possibly infected.

"Here, let me have alook at you-" Hoskins muttered, stepping forward in agingerly way.

The boy hunched low, pulling his elbowsin againgt his sdes and drawing his head down close againgt
his shouldersin what seemed like an innate defensive stance, and backed away rapidly. Hiseyeswere
fiery with fear and defiance. When he reached the far sde of the room and could go no farther, helifted
his upper lip and snarled in ahissing fashion, like acat. It was afrightening sound- savage, bestid,
ferocious.

Miss Fellowesfelt a cold shock wave sweeping through her nervous system. Thiswas her new
charge? This? Thislittle-anima?

It was as bad as she had feared.

Worse. Worse. He hardly seemed human. He was hideous; he was alittle monster.

Hoskins reached out swiftly and saized both of the child'swrigts, pulling hisarmsinward across his



body and crossing them over hisbely. In the same motion Hoskinslifted him, kicking and writhing and
screaming, from thefloor.

Ghastly banshee howls came forth from the child. They erupted from the depths of hisbody with
agtonishing force. Miss Fellowes redlized that she was trembling, and forced herself to becam. It wasa
frightful noise, ear-splitting, repellent, sub-human. It was dmost impossible to believe that aboy so smal
could make sounds so horrendous.

Hoskinsheld him at arms length in midair and looked around in obvious distress at Miss Fellowes.

"Y es, hold him, now. Don't put him down. Watch out for his toenails when he kicks. Take him into the
bathroom and let's clean him up. That's what he needs before anything else, agood warm bath.”

Hoskins nodded. Small asthe child was, it didn't seem to be any easy matter to keep him pinioned that
way. A grown man and alittle child: but there was tremendous wild strength in the child, small ashewas.
And beyond any doubt he thought that he wasfighting for hislife.

"Fill that tub, Miss Fellowes!" Hoskinsydled. "Fill it fast!”

There were other people insde the Stasis areanow. In the midst of the confusion Miss Fellowes
recognized her three assistants and singled them out.

"Y ou, Elliott-get the water running. Mortenson, | want antibiotics for that infection on hisleg. In fact,
bring the whole antisepsis kit into the bathroom. Stratford, find yourself acleanup crew and start getting
al thistrash and filth removed from here!™

They began to snap to it. Now that she was giving the orders, her initial shock and horror were sarting
to drop away and some degree of professiona aplomb returned to her. Thiswas going to be difficult,
yes. But shewas aspecidist in managing difficult cases. And she had been up againgt plenty of them
during the course of her career.

Workmen appeared. Storage canisters were brought in. The workmen began to sweep away the ol
and debris and carry the canisters off to a containment area somewhere in back. Hoskins called to them,
"Remember, not a scrap goes outside the bubblel™

Miss Fdllowes strode after Hoskins into the bathroom and signded for him to plunge the boy into the
tub, which Elliott was rgpidly filling with warm water. No longer just one of agroup of confused
spectators, but now an efficient and experienced nurse swinging into action, she was collected enough to
pause and look at the child with acalm, clinical eye, seeing him clearly asthough for thefirst time.

Wheat she saw overwhelmed her with new dismay. She hesitated for one shocked moment, fighting
againg the sudden emotions that swirled up through her unguarded mind. She saw past the dirt and
dhrieking, past the thrashing of limbs and usdesstwisting. She saw the boy himself.

Her first impression in that moment of chaos had been right. He was the ugliest boy she had ever seen.
Hewas horribly ugly-from misshapen head to bandy legs.

His body was exceptionally stocky, very deep through the chest and broad in the shoulders. All right;
nothing terribly unusua about that, redlly. But that long oversized skull! That bulging, doping forehead!
That immense potato of anose, with its dark cavernous nostrils, which opened outward as much as
downward. The great staring eyes framed in those huge bony rims! The receding chin, the short neck, the
dwarfish limbd

Forty thousand years, Miss Fellowes told herself numbly.

Not human. Not really.

An animd. Her worst-case scenario had come true. An ape-child; that was what he was. Some kind
of chimpanzee, more or less. That was what they were paying her al thismoney to look after! How
could she? What old she know about caring for little savage prehistoric apes?

And yet-yet-

Maybe she was wrong about him. She hoped so most profoundly. There was the glow of
unmistakably human intelligence in those huge, gleaming, furious eyes of his. Hisskin, light brown, dmost
tawny, was covered only with fine golden down, not the coarse shaggy pelt that one would imagine an
animal-child to have. And hisface, ugly asit was-it wasn't redlly the face of any kind of ape. Y ou had to
look behind the superficid strangeness, and when you did you saw that hewasredlly just alittle boy.

A little boy, yes, an ugly little boy, astrange little boy, ahuman boy-adirty little frightened child with



bandy legs and a peculiarly shaped head and amiserable excuse for achin and an infected cut on his
thigh and acurious red birthmark on his cheek that looked like ajagged bolt of lightning-yes, yes, he
wasn't at dl like any child she had ever seen, but nevertheless she would try to think of him asahuman
being, this poor lost frightened child who had been snatched out of time. Perhaps she would succeed.
Perhaps.

But Lord, hewasugly! Lord, Lord, Lord, it was going to be ared chalengeto love anything that
looked as ugly asthischild did! Miss Felloweswasn't at dl sure that she would be ableto do it, despite
everything that she had told Dr. Hoskins when he had interviewed her. And that was a deeply troubling
thought.

The tub was full now. Elliott, a brawny dark-haired man with huge hands and thick wrists, had taken
the boy from Dr. Hoskins and was holding his squirming body half submerged. Mortenson, the other
assstant, had whedled in the medica tray. Miss Fellowes squirted half atube of antiseptic sogp into the
bathtub and a yellowish bubbly foam began to churn up. The bubbles seemed to catch the child's
attention for amoment and it stopped howling and kicking-but only for amoment. Then it must have
remembered that something horrible was happening to it, and it went back to struggling.

Elliott laughed. "He'sadippery little bugger. AlImost got away from methat time."

"Make sure he doesn't,” Miss Fellowes said grimly. "My Lord, what filth! Careful-hold him! Hold
him!"

It was abruta job. Even with two men helping her, it was dl she could manage to keep the boy under
some measure of control. He never stopped squirming, wriggling, kicking, scratching, bellowing. Whether
he thought he was defending hislife or just hisdignity Miss Fellowes had no idea, but she had rarely had
such areluctant patient asthis. They were dl splashed with soapy, dirty water now, and Elliott had
stopped laughing. The boy had raked hisarm with hisfingernails and along bloody line showed benesth
the thick curling hair. Miss Fellowes wondered whether it might be necessary to sedate the child in order
to get the job finished. She regarded that only as a desperate last resort.

"Get yoursdlf an antibiotic shot when were done,” she said to Elliott. "That'sanasty scratch. There's
no telling what kind of prehistoric microbesthat boy may be carrying under hisfingernails.”

Sheredlized that she had forgotten al about her earlier demand to have the child arrive into a stexile,
germ-free environment. Somehow that seemed like mere foolishness to her now. The boy was so strong,
s0 agile, sofierce; and she had imagined aweek, vulnerablelittle thing-

Wedl, Miss Fellowestold hersdf, hewas il vulnerable, regardless of the way he fought. They'd have
to monitor him very closaly in thefirst few daysto make sure that he wasn't coming down with some
bacterid infection to which he had no built-in resstance.

"Lift him out of thetub for aminute, Elliott," she said. "Mortenson, let's put some clean water in there.
Lord, Lord, what afilthy little child!"

The bath process seemed to go on and on forever.

Miss Fellowes worked in silence and with a sense of rising outrage. Her mood was beginning to swing
back the other way, toward annoyance, toward actual anger. She was no longer thinking of how
gimulating it wasto tackle adifficult chalenge. What was uppermost in her mind now, spurred by the
continued wild smugglings and outcries of the boy and the way she and everything about her was getting
drenched, was the notion that Hoskins had tricked her into accepting an impossible assgnment whose
true nature she had not really understood.

He had hinted that the child wouldn't be pretty. But that was along way from saying that it would be
repulsively deformed and asintractable as ajungle anima. And there was a stench about the boy that
sogp and water was managing to dleviate only little by little.

Asthe battle continued, she had die strong desire to thrust the boy into Dr. Hoskins arms-soapy and
wet asthe child was-and walk right out of this place. But Miss Fellowes knew that she couldn't do thet.
There was the matter of her professiond pride, after al. For better or for worse, she had agreed to take
thisjob on. She would smply have to go through with that. Hoskins hadn't tricked her in any way, she
admitted to hersdlf. He had told her that the work was going to be tough. He had said the child would be
difficult, strange, unruly, perhaps highly disagreesble. Those had been his exact words. He had asked her



if shewas prepared to love the child unconditionally-regardiess of the way its chin might recede or its
brow might bulge. And she had said yes, yes, yes, she was prepared to ded with dl that.

And there would be the look in Hoskins eyes, if she walked out now. A cold searching look that
would say, So | wasright. Y ou're only interested in looking after pretty children, eh, Miss FeHowes?

She glanced over a him. Hoskins was standing apart from them, watching coolly from a distance with
ahaf-smile on hisface. The smile broadened as his eyes met hers, as though he was able to read her
mind and could see the fedlings of outrage and the sense of betraya that were churning init, and was
amused by what he saw.

| will quit, she thought, asfury surged up in her al over again.

But not yet. Not until | have things under control here. To quit before then would be demeaning. Let
me get this hideousllittle savage civilized alittle first: and then Hoskins can find someone e se to cope with
him.

The bathtub skirmish ended with avictory for the three adults over the smal frightened child. The outer
layersof filth were gone, at least, and his skin had taken on areasonably presentable undertone of pink.
Hispiercing cries of fear had given way to uncertain whimpers.

He seemed worn out by al his struggling. He watched carefully, eyes moving in quick frightened
suspicion, going back and forth from one to another of thosein the room.

Hewas shivering. Not so much from fear asfrom cold after his bath, Miss Fellowes guessed. Stockily
built though he was, he wasterribly thin-no sparefat on him at dl, aams and legslike pipestems-and he
wastrembling now asif hisdirt had been auseful layer of insulation.

Miss Fellowes said sharply, "Bring me anightgown for the child!"

A nightgown appeared at once. It was as though everything were ready and yet nothing were ready
unless she gave orders, as though Hoskins was ddliberately standing back and letting her call thetune, to
test her.

"I'd better hold him again, Miss Fellowes," the burly Elliott said. "Y ou'll never get it on him al by
yoursdf."

"You'reright,” Miss Fellowessaid. "l won't. Thank you, Elliott."

The boy's eyes widened at the approach of the nightgown asif it were someimplement of torture. But
the battle this time was shorter and less violent than the one in the tub. Elliott seized each tiny wrist with
one of hishuge hands and held the short arms upward; and Miss Fellowes deftly drew the pink flannel
nightgown down over the gnomish head.

The boy made a soft interrogative sound. He dipped the fingers of one hand inside the collar of the
nightgown and gripped the fabric tightly. His strange doping forehead furrowed in adeep frown.

Then he growled and gave the cloth aquick, hard tug, as though to rip the nightgown off.

Miss Fellowes dapped his hand sharply. From Dr. Hoskins, behind her, came asound of surprise.
Sheignoredit.

The boy reddened, but didn't cry. He stared at Miss Fellowesin acuriousway, asif her dapping him
hadn't offended him at dl, but rather seemed familiar and expected. His eyeswere the biggest child-eyes
Miss Fellowes had ever seen, dark and shining and eerie.

The splayed, stubby fingers of his hand moved dowly acrossthe thick flannel of the nightgown, fedling
the strangeness of it, but he made no second attempt to rip it away.

Miss Fellowes thought desperately: Well, what next?

Everyone seemed in suspended animation, waiting for her-even the ugly little boy.

A long ligt of things that needed to be done blossomed in her mind, not necessarily in order of
importance:

PROPHYLAXISFOR THAT INFECTED SCRATCH OF HIS.

TRIM HISFINGERNAILSAND TOENAILS.

BLOOD TESTS.

IMMUNE-SYSTEM VULNERABILITY?

VACCINATIONS?

A COURSE OF PREVENTIVE ANTIBIOTIC TREATMENTS?



HAIRCUT.

STOOL SAMPLES.

INTESTINAL PARASITES?
DENTAL EXAMINATION.

CHEST X-RAY.

GENERAL SKELETAL X-RAY, TOO.

And haf adozen other items of varying degrees of urgency. But then she realized what the top priority
of al must be, at least for the ugly little boy.

Briskly she said, "Have you provided food? Milk?'

They had. Ms. Stratford, her third assstant, wheeled in agleaming mobile unit. In the refrigeration
compartment Miss Fellowes found three quarts of milk, with awarming unit and asupply of fortifications
inthe form of vitamin supplements, copper-cobalt-iron syrup, and other things she had no timeto be
concerned with now. Another compartment held an assortment of baby foods in self-warming cans.

Milk, smply milk, that was the thing to begin with. Whatever e se he had been eating in the place from
which he had been taken-half-charred mest, wild berries, roots and insects, who knew what?>milk was a
safe bet to have been part of achild's diet. Savages, she speculated, would be likely to go on nursing
their children to an advanced age.

But savages wouldn't know how to handle cups. That much seemed certain. Miss Fellowes poured a
little of the milk into a saucer and popped it into the microwave for afew seconds worth of warming.

They were dl watching her-Hoskins, Candide Deveney, the three orderlies, and everyone else who
had managed to crowd into the Stasis area. The boy was staring at her too.

"Yes, look a me," she said to the boy. "There'sagood fellow."

She held the saucer carefully in her hands, brought it to her mouth, and pantomimed the act of lapping
up themilk.

The boy's eyesfollowed. But did he understand?

"Drink," shesad. "Thisishow to drink."

Miss Fellowes pantomimed the lapping again. Shefdt alittle absurd. But she brushed the feding away.
She would do whatever felt right to do. The boy had to be taught how to drink.

"Now you," she said.

She offered him the saucer, holding it out toward him so that dl he had to do was move his head
forward dightly and lick up the milk. Helooked at it solemnly, without the dightest Sgn of
comprehenson.

"Drink," shesaid. "Drink." Shelet her tongue flick out again as though to show him once more.

No response. Just astare. He was trembling again, though the room was warm and the nightgown
surely was more than sufficient.

Direct measures were in order, the nurse thought.

She put the saucer down on the floor. Then she seized the boy's upper arm in one hand and, bending,
she dipped three fingers of her other hand in the milk, scooping some up and dashing it across hislips. It
dripped down his cheeks and over hisreceding chin.

The boy uttered a high-pitched cry of akind she hadn't heard from him before. He looked baffled and
displeased. Then histongue dowly moved over hiswetted lips. He frowned. Tasted. The tongue licked
out again.

Wasthat asmile?

Yes. Yes. A sort of smile, anyway. Miss Fellowes stepped back.

"Milk," shesaid. "That's milk. Go on. Have alittle more of it."

Tentatively the boy approached the saucer. He bent toward it, then looked up and over his shoulder
sharply asthough expecting to find some enemy crouching behind him. But there was nothing behind him.
He bent again, Hiffly, clumsily, pushed his head forward, licked at the milk, first in a cautious way and
then with increasing eagerness. He lapped it the way a cat would. He made adurping noise. He showed
no interest in using his handsto raise the saucer to hisface. Hewaslike alittle animal, squatting on the



floor lapping up the milk.

Miss Fellowes felt a sudden surge of revulsion, even though she knew that she was the one who had
pantomimed the [apping in thefirst place. She wanted to think of him asachild, ahuman child, but he
kept reverting to some animal level, and she hated that. She hated it. She knew that her reaction must be
apparent on her face. But she couldn't help it. Why was the child so bestid? It was prehistoric, yes-forty
thousand years!-but did that have to mean it would seem so much like an ape? It was human, wasn't it?
Wasn't it? What kind of child had they given her?

Candide Deveney caught that, perhaps. He said, "Does the nurse know, Dr. Hoskins?"

"Know what?" Miss Fellowes demanded.

Deveney hestated, but Hoskins (again that look of detached amusement on hisface) said, "I'm not
aure.

Why don't you tell her?!

"What'sal thismystery?' she asked. "Come on, tell me, if there's some secret I'm supposed to find out
about!"

Deveney turned to her. "I just was wondering, Miss -whether you're actudly aware that you happen to
be thefirst civilized woman in history ever to be asked to take care of ayoung Neanderthal ?*

INTERCHAPTER TWO - Goddess Woman

THISWAS THE FOURTH MORNING of the westward march, the pilgrimage back to the Place of
Three Rivers. A dry cold wind had been blowing steadily out of the north ever since Silver Cloud had
given the order to turn around and retrace their long path across the barren plains. Sometimes new gusts
of thin, hard snow came whistling by, dancing in wild milky swirls overhead-and thisin mid-summer!
Truly, the Goddess must be angered. But why? What had they done?

By night the People huddled in crannies and crevices under awhite moon that drenched the sky with
riversof chilly light. There were no caves hereto crawl into. Some of the most enterprising ones found
twigs and branches and flung little |ean-tos together for themsalves, but most were too weary after a
day's marching and foraging to make the effort.

The day of the Summer Festival had come and gone, and-for the first time in memory-no Summer
Festival had been held. Goddess Woman didn't care for that at all.

"Wewill have famine when the cold months come,” she said gloomily to Keeps The Past. "To neglect
the Summer Festival isaseriousthing. Has there ever been ayear when we alowed the day to go by
without the proper observances?'

"We aren't neglecting the Summer Festiva,” Keegps The Past rgjoined. "We're smply postponing it
until we can seek the guidance of the Goddess."

Goddess Woman spat. " The guidance of the Goddess! The guidance of the Goddess! What does
Silver Cloud think he'sup to? | am the one who provides the guidance of the Goddess. And | don't need
to return to the Place of the Three Riversin order to provideit.”

"Silver Cloud does," said Keeps The Past.

"Purely out of cowardice. He's become afraid of the Other Ones and he wantsto run away from them,
now that he knows that they're ahead of us."

"Ahead of us and behind us both. We can't hide from them any longer. They'redl around us. And
there aren't enough of usto fight them. What are we to do? The Goddess must tell us how to ded with
them.”

"Yes," Goddess Woman conceded sullenly. "I suppose that'strue.”

"So unlessyou can advise us yourself, in the name of the Goddess, concerning the tactics we ought to
follow-"

"Enough, Keeps The Past. | see your point.”

"Good. Try to keep it in mind, dien.”

Goddess Woman uttered a sulky sniff and walked away by hersdlf, over to the fire. She stood close,
arms huddled againgt her sides.

She and Keeps The Past had been bickering for more years than Goddess Woman cared to think



about, and they were not coming to like each other any more as the time went along. Keeps The Past
thought she was something specid, with her long memory (supplemented by her bundles of
record-sticks) and her deep knowledge of tribd traditions. Well, she was specid in her way, Goddess

Woman grudgingly supposed. But sheisnot holy. | am holy. Sheisjust achronicler; but | speak with
the Goddess, and sometimes the Goddess speaks with me.

Still, Goddess Woman admitted, as she opened her fur wrap to alow the warm pink glow of thefire
to rise up and around her lean, stocky body, Keeps The Past did have a point. The Other Oneswere a
tremendous problem-those tall, agile, maddening flat-faced people who had come out of nowhere and
seemed to be spreading everywhere, appropriating the best caves for themselves, the finest hunting
grounds, the sweetest springs. Goddess Woman had heard horrifying tales occasionally from tribeless
wanderers who had crossed the Peopl€'s path, tales of clashes between the Other Ones and bands of the
People, of hideous massacres, of horrifying routs. The Other Ones had better weapons, which they
seemed to be able to manufacture in incredible quantities, and they were more swift afoot in battle too, it
appeared: they moved like shadows, so it was said, and when they fought you it was as though they were
on al sdesof you at once. So far Silver Cloud had been able to avoid any of that, deftly steering the
tribe thisway and that across the great open plains to keep them away from collisons with the dangerous
newcomers. But how long could he go on managing to do that?

Y es, best to make this pilgrimage and see if the Goddess had any advice, Goddess Woman told
hersdf.

Besides, Silver Cloud had been very persuasive when it cameto the religious side of the argument.
The Summer Festival marked the high point of the year, when the sun was warm and the day waslong. It
was a celebration of the kindness of the Goddess, of Her grace and favor, agiving of thanksin advance
for the benefits that She would bestow during the remaining weeks of the summer hunting and
food-gathering season.

How could they hold the Summer Festival, Silver Cloud had wanted to know, when the Goddess was
s0 plainly digpleased with them?

Moreto the point, Goddess Woman thought: how could they hold the Summer Festival when Silver
Cloud flatly refused to perform it? It was arite that required the participation of aman, and only the most
powerful man of thetribe at that. It was he who had to dance the dance of gratitude before the shrine of
the Goddess. It was he who had to carry out the sacrifice of the bullock, he who had to take the chosen
virginin hisarmsand initiate her into the mysteries of the Great Mother. The other holy festivals of the
tribe were the responsbility of the three Goddess WWomen; but there was no way they could carry out
thisone. The chief had to doit. If Silver Cloud refused to take part, the Summer Festiva could not be
held. That was dl there wasto it. Goddess Woman felt uneasy about that; but the decision belonged to
Siver Cloud.

Goddess Woman turned away from the fire. It wastime to set up the shrine for the morning rites.

"Goddess Women!" Goddess Woman called. "Both of you! Let's get to work!"

They had dl had individua names, once. But now each one of the three priestesseswas smply known
as Goddess Woman. Y ou gave up your name when you entered Her service. The Goddess had no
name, and Her servants had no names either.

Goddess Woman was il able to remember the name of the youngest Goddess Woman, for she was
Goddess Woman's own daughter, and Goddess Woman had named her hersdlf: Bright Sky At Dawn.
But it was years since she had spoken that name out loud. To her, and to everyone e se, her daughter
who had once been Bright Sky At Dawn was smply Goddess Woman now. As was the second-ol dest
Goddess Woman, whose earlier name was starting to dip from Goddess Woman's memory-it was either
Lonely Bird or Runs Like The Fox, Goddess WWoman was not sure which. Those two had looked very
much like each other, Lonely Bird and Runs Like The Fox. One of them was dead and the other had
become a priestess, and over the years Goddess \Woman had come to confuse their identitiesin her
mind.

Asfor her own birth-name, Goddess WWoman no longer had any ideawhat it might have been. She
had forgotten it years ago and sherarely gave it any thought now. She was Goddess Woman and nothing



but Goddess Woman. Sometimes as she lay waiting for deep she found hersalf wondering despite hersalf
what her old name could have been. Something with sunlight init? Or golden wings? Or shining water?
Therewas brightnessin it somewhere, she wasfairly sure of that. But the name itself had dipped away
forever. Shefdt guilty for even trying to think of it. Certainly there was no one that she could ask. It was
asin, aGoddess Woman using her birth-namein any way. Whenever she started to think about it she
immediately made asign of purification and asked forgiveness.

She was the second-oldest woman in the tribe. Thiswas her fortieth summer. Only Keeps The Past
was older, and by no more than a season or two. But Goddess Woman was strong and hedlthy; she
expected to live another ten years, perhaps fifteen, maybe as many astwenty if shewaslucky. Her
mother had lived to agreat old age, even beyond her sixtieth year, and her grandmother aswell. Long life
was acharacterigtic of her family.

"Will we do the full rite thismorning?* the youngest Goddess \WWoman asked her, asthey moved the
stones about, assembling the shrine.

Goddess Woman gave her anirritated glance. "Of course we will. Why shouldn't we?"

"Because Silver Cloud wants usto leave here right after morning med. He sayswe haveto travel
farther today than we've been doing thelast three.”

"Silver Cloud! Silver Cloud! He saysthis, he saysthat, and we hop like frogs to his commands.
Maybe hel'sin ahurry, but the Goddessisn't. We do the full rite.”

Shelit the Goddess-fire. The second Goddess Woman produced her little wolfskin packet of aromatic
herbs and sprinkled them on the blaze. Colored flames flared high. The youngest Goddess Woman
brought the stone bowl of blood from yesterday's kill and poured alittle onto the offering-altar.

From the furry bear-skin in which they were stored, Goddess Woman brought forth the three holy
bear-skulls that were the tribe's most sacred possession, and put them out on three flat stonesto shield
them from contact with the ground.

The skulls had been in the tribe's possession for more generations than even Keeps The Past could
say. Great heroes of long ago had dain those bearsin single combat, and they had been handed down in
the tribe from one Goddess Woman to the next. The bear was the Father-animal, the great kindling force
that brought forth life from the Great Mother. That was why Goddess Woman had to take care not to
alow the skullsto touch bare soil, for then they would fructify the Mother, and this was not the season
for doing that. Any children who were kindled into life now, in mid-summer, would be born in the dark
days of late winter, when food was at its scarcest. The rimeto kindle young ones was in autumn, so that
they would comeforth in the oring.

Goddess Woman laid her hands on each of the skullsin turn, lovingly stroking its upper vault, polished
smooth and ice-bright by the hands of many Goddess Women of years gone by. Shefet shiversrunning
through her hands and arms and shoul ders as the power of the elementd Father-force tingled upward out
of the skullsand into her body.

She caressed the shining fangs. She fingered the dark eye-sockets.

The Father-force opened the way for her, admitting the M other-force to her soul. One force
necessarily led to the other; one could not invoke one without fedling the presence of the other.

"Goddess, we thank Thee," murmured Goddess Woman. "We thank Thee for the fruit of the earth and
for theflesh of the beasts and most deeply do we thank Theefor the fruit of our wombs." Briefly she
touched her breasts, her belly, her loins. She crouched and dug her fingertipsinto the hard frosty soil.
Cold asit might betoday, it was till the breast of the Mother, and she fondled it with love. Beside her,
the other two Goddess Women were doing the same.

She closed her eyes. She saw the great arc of the Mother's breast stretching out before her to the
horizon. Shefilled her soul with awareness of Goddess-presence, of Mother-force.

Bless us, Goddess Woman prayed. Preserve us. Give usthe grace of Thy love.

She was pulled harshly from her meditations by the sound of raucous screeching laughter somewhere
behind her. The boys of the tribe, playing their rough games. She forced herself to ignore them. They
were of the Goddess too, however crude and cruel and foolish they might be.

The Goddess had crested women for bearing children and giving nurture and love, and men for hunting



and providing and fighting, and each had aroleto play ftiat the other could not venture to perform. That
was the meaning of the Summer Festivd,, the coming together of man and woman in the service of the
Goddess. And if boys were rough and irreverent-why, it was because the Goddess had made them so.
Let them laugh. Let them runin circles and strike a each other with sticks when they caught up with one
another. That was how it was meant to be.

When the lengthy rite was finished Goddess Woman rose and scraiched the fire into emberswith a
stick and collected the holy stones. She gathered up the bear-skulls, kissed each one, tucked them away
inther mantlesof fur.

She caught sight of Silver Cloud standing at agreat distance, arms folded impatiently as though he had
been waiting in an ill-tempered way for her to get done with it. Closer a hand, Goddess Woman saw
She Who Knows leading aband of thelittlest children around in acircle, teaching them a song.

How pathetic, shetold herself. She Who Knows, that barren woman, pretending to be one of the
Mothers. The Goddess has dealt harshly with She Who Knows, Goddess Woman thought.

"Areyou donefindly?" Silver Cloud shouted. " Can we get going now, Goddess Woman?'

"We can get going, yes."

She Who Knows came over to her. A little gaggle of the smaller children tagged aong behind
her-Sweet Flower, Skyfrre Face, and a couple of the others.

"Can | talk to you for amoment, Goddess Woman?' She Who Knows asked.

"Silver Cloud wants us to pack up and get on our way."

"A moment, that'sal.”

"A moment, then."

She was an irritating woman, She Who Knows. Goddess Woman had never liked her. No one did.
Shewas clever, yes, and full of dark energy, and you had to grant her a certain grudging respect. But she
was prickly and difficult. She had had alifefull of troubles, and Goddess Woman felt sorry for her about
that-die dead babies, the loss of her mate, al those things. But nonethel ess she wished that She Who
Knowswould leave her done. There was an aura of bad luck about her, of Goddess-displeasure.

She Who Knows said quietly, "Isit truewhat | hear, diat there's going to be a specid sacrifice when
we get to the Place of Three Rivers?’

"Ther€ll be asacrifice, yes," Goddess Woman said. "How can we have apilgrimage if we don't make
an offering when we get to the Filgrimage-place?’

"A specid sacrifice”

What was |eft of Goddess Woman's patience was rapidly wearing thin. " Specia how, She Who
Knows? Specid inwhat way? | have no timefor riddles now."

"The sacrifice of achild,” said She Who Knows,

Goddess Woman would not have been more starded if She Who Knows had thrown a handful of
snow in her face.

"What? Who says such athing?'

"I heard the men talking. Well give achild to the Goddess at the Place of Three Rivers so that She will
make the Other Ones keep away from us. Silver Cloud has aready decided it. Presumably after
discussing it with you. Isthat true, Goddess Woman?"

Goddess Woman felt a pounding in her breast and heard a sound like diunder drumming in her ears.
Shefdt weak and dizzy and she had to force hersdf with difficulty to remain upright and to keep her eyes
level with those of She Who Knows. She drew her breath in deeply, filling her lungs, again, again, again,
until some semblance of poise returned to her.

Icily shesaid, "Thisis madness, She Who Knows. The Goddess gives children. She doesn't want them
back."

" Sometimes She takes diem back."

"Yes. Yes, | know," said Goddess Woman, her tone softening alittle. "The Goddess movesin ways
beyond our understanding. But we don't kill children and offer them to Her. Animals, yes. Never achild.
Never. Such athing has never been done."

"The Other Ones have never been a serious danger to us before, either.”



"Sacrificing children isn't going to protect us from the Other Ones.”

"They say diat you and Silver Cloud have decided that it will."

"They'relying, whoever they are,”" Goddess Woman said hotly. "I don't know anything about this plan.
Nothing! -All thisis nonsense, She Who Knows. It won't happen. | promise you that. Therell be no
sacrifices of children around here. Y ou can be completely sure of that."

"Swear it. Swear by the Goddess. -No." She Who Knows reached out and took Skyfire Face by one
hand and Sweet Flower by the other. " Swear by the souls of thislittle boy and thislittle girl."

"My word should be enough,” Goddess Woman said.

"Y ou won't swear?"

"My word is sufficient,” said Goddess Woman. "'l don't owe you any oaths. Not by the Goddess, not
by Sweet Flower'slittle backside, not by anything. We're civilized people, She Who Knows. We don't
kill children. That should be good enough for you.”

She Who Knows looked skeptical. But she gave ground and went away.

Goddess Woman stood by herself, thinking.

Sacrifice achild? Were they serious? Did they actualy think it would serve any purpose? Could it
possibly serve any purpose?

Would the Goddess countenance such athing? Shetried to think it through. Toyield up alittlelife, to
return to the Goddess that which the Goddess had given-was that any way of convincing Her that She
must help the Peoplein thistime of need?

No. No. No. No. However Goddess Woman looked at it, she saw no senseinit.

Where was Silver Cloud? Ah, over there, looking through Mammoth Rider's new batch of arrow
points. Goddess Woman went over to him and drew him aside. In alow voice she said, "Tell me
something, and tell me honestly. Are you planning to sacrifice a child when we get to the Place of Three
Rivers?'

"Have you lost your mind, Goddess Woman?"

""She Who Knows says that some of the men are talking about it. That you've aready decided on it
and that I've given my agreement.”

"And have you given your agreement?' Silver Cloud asked.

"Of course not."

"Well, therest of the Story isjust astrue. Sacrifice achild, Goddess Woman? Y ou couldn't possibly
have believed that | would ever-"

"l wasn't certain.”

"How can you say that?"

"Y ou canceled the Summer Festival, didn't you?”'

"What's wrong with you, Goddess Woman? Y ou don't see any difference between putting off a
festival and killing achild?'

"There are those who'd say that oneisjust aswrong asthe other."

"Wéll, anyone who says something like that is crazy,”

Silver Cloud retorted. "I have no such intentions, and you can tell She Who Knowsthat I-" He
paused. His expression dtered strangely. -"Y ou don't think that it could possibly do us any good, do
you?You aren't suggesting-"

"No," said Goddess Woman. "Of course | don't. Now you sound like you've lost your mind. But don't
beridiculous. I'm not suggesting it in the dightest. | came over hereto find out whether there was any
truth to the rumor, that'sdl.”

"And now you know. None. None whatever."

But therewas an odd look in hiseyes, still. Silver Cloud's outrage seemed to have softened and he
had turned inward upon himself, somehow. Goddess WWoman wasn't sure how to interpret that inward
look. Wheat could he be thinking of ?

Goddess above, he couldn't serioudy be considering the idea of sacrificing achild al of asudden,
could he? Did | put something mongtrousinto hismind just now?

No, she decided. No. That couldn't beit. She knew Silver Cloud well. He was tough, he was



unswerving, he could be brutal-but not this. Not a child.

"l want you to understand my position very clearly,” Goddess Woman said with dl the force she could
muster. "There may very well be some men in thistribe who think it could be useful to offer achild to the
Goddess, and for dl | know, Silver Cloud, they might be able to succeed in talking you into it before we
reach the Place of Three Rivers. But | won't dlow it. I'm prepared to bring the heaviest curse of the
Goddess down on any man who even proposes such athing. It'll be the bear-curse, the darkest one of
al. I'll cut him off from every shred of Her mercy without any hesitation. I'll-"

"Easy, Goddess Woman. Y ou're getting al worked up over nothing. Nobody's talking about
sacrificing children.

Nobody. When we get to the Place of Three Riversweéll catch oursalves an ibex or achamoisor a
good red elk, and well give its meat to the Goddess as we aways do, and that will be that. So cam
yourself. Cam yoursdlf. Y ou're kicking up atremendous fuss about something that you know I'd never
permit to be done. Y ou know it, Goddess Woman."

"All right," shesaid. "Anibex. A chamois."

"Absolutely," said Silver Cloud.

He grinned at her and reached out to squeeze her shoulder fondly. She felt very foolish. How could
she ever haveimagined that Silver Cloud would entertain such abarbaric notion?

Shewent off by hersdlf to knedl by alittle stream and throw cold water against her aching forehead.

Later in the morning, when the tribe had resumed its march, Goddess Woman came up alongside She
Who Knows and said, "I had atalk with Silver Cloud. He knew no more about this child-sacrifice
schemethan | did. And he feelsthe sameway about it that | do. That you do. Hewouldn't ever dlow it."

"There are those here who think otherwise.”

"Who, for instance?"

She Who Knows shook her head vaguely. "I won't name names. But they think the Goddesswon't be
satisfied unlesswe give Her one of our children.”

"If they think that, they don't understand the Goddess at dl. Forget all of this, will you, She Who
Knows? It'sjust so much empty talk. Thetalk of fools.”

"Let's hope s0," said She Who Knows, her voice dark with foreboding.

They marched onward. Gradually Goddess Woman put the matter from her mind. She Who Knows
refusal to name names had aroused her suspicions. Very probably there was nothing to the story at all,
and never had been.

Perhaps the woman had invented the whole thing; perhaps she was sick in the mind; perhapsit might
be agood ideato send She Who Knows off on alittle pilgrimage of her own to clear her troubled soul of
such disturbed imaginings. Child sacrifice! 1t was unthinkable,

Sheforgot about it. And the weeks went by; and the People marched westward, back through the
thinning warmth of summer toward the Place of Three Rivers.

And now at last they were on adoping hillsde overlooking the Three Riversthemselves. Thelong
rearward march was dmost over. Thetrail wound gradually downward through onelevel of hillsde after
another, and down below, in the misty valey, they could see the shining glint that the water of the Three
Rivers made.

It waslatein the day, and the People were starting to consider making camp for the evening. And then
astrange thing happened.

Goddess Woman was near the front of the file, with Tree Of Wolves on one side of her and Blazing
Eye on the other, to help her carry the packets of Goddess-things. Suddenly the air turned intensely
bright just beside the path. There was a sparkling. Goddess WWoman saw brilliant red and green flashes,
glossy loops, afiery whiteness at the core. The white light moved. It went up and down inthe air, whirling
asit traveled.

Looking at it was painful. She flung up one hand to shield her eyes. People were crying out in fear all
around her.

Then it vanished-as abruptly asit had come. The air beside the path seemed empty. Goddess Woman
gtood blinking, her eyes aching, her mind aswirl with confusions.



"What wasit?' someone asked.

"What will happen next?'

"Saveus. Slver Cloud!"

"Goddess Woman? Goddess Woman, tell uswhat that thing was!"

Goddess Woman moistened her lips. "It was-the Goddess passing by," she improvised desperately.
"The edge of Her robe; that waswhat it was."

"Yes," they said. "The Goddess. The Goddess, it was. It must have been.”

Everyonewas quiet for atime, wary, motionless, waiting to seeif Sheintended to return. But nothing
out of the ordinary happened.

Then She Who Knows cried out, "It was the Goddess, yes, and She has taken Skyfire Facel"

"What?'

"He wasright here, just behind me, when the light appeared. Now he's gone."

"Gone? Where? How?"'

"Look for him!" someone screamed. "Find him! Skyfire Face! Skyfire Facel”

There was a tremendous hubbub. People were scrabbling about, moving without purposein every
direction, movement just for the sake of movement. Goddess Woman heard Silver Cloud calling out for
quiet, for camness. The Mothers were the most excited: their shrill criesrose above everything ese, and
they ran about weeping and flailing their amsintheair.

For amoment Goddess Woman wasn't able to remember who the actual mother of Skyfire Face was,
then sherecdled that it was Red Smoke At Sunrise who had given birth to the little boy with the jagged
lightning-bolt birthmark, four summers back. But the Mothersraised al the children of thetribein
common, and it made very little difference to them which one of them had brought a particular child into
the world; Milky Fountain and Beautiful Snow and Lake Of Green |ce were just astroubled by his
bewildering disappearance aswas Red Smoke At Sunrise.

"He must have wandered off the path," Broken Mountain said. "I'll go look for him."

"Hewasright here," said She Who Knows acidly. "That light swalowed him up.”

"You saw it, did you?'

"He was behind me when it happened. But not so far behind that he could have strayed. It wasthe
light that took him. It wasthe light."

All the same, Broken Mountain inssted on going back to ook for him. But it was useless. There was
no sign of the boy anywhere. An hour's search produced nothing, not even afootprint; and now it was
growing very dark.

"We haveto moveon,” Silver Cloud said. "There's no place here for camping.”

"But Skyfire Face-"

"Gone," Silver Cloud said inexorably. "Vanished into the Goddess-light.”

"The Goddess-light! The Goddess-light!"

They moved aong. Goddess Woman fet numb. She had looked right into the shimmering light, and
there was till an ache behind her eyes, and when she closed them she saw patterns of floating purple
spots. But had it been the Goddess? She couldn't say. She had never seen anything like that light before.
She hoped she never saw it again.

" So the Goddess wanted one of our children after al,” She Who Knows said. "Well, well, well.”

"Y ou know nothing about these matters!” Goddess Woman told her furioudy. "Nothing!"

But what if she was right? Goddess Woman wondered. It was altogether possible that she was.
Likely, even. So powerful alight could only have been a manifestation of the Goddess.

The Goddess had claimed a child? Why? What sense did that make?

We can never understand Her, Goddess Woman decided, after wrestling with the strange event far
into the night. Sheisthe Goddess, and we are only Her creatures. And Skyfire Faceisgone. It is beyond
al comprehension, but so beit. She remembered now the rumor there had been that Silver Cloud had
been planning to sacrifice achild when they reached the Place of the Three Rivers. Well, at least there
would be no moretak of such things. They were dmost at their destination, and the Goddess had
claimed achild without their having had to give it to her. Goddess WWoman hoped that Shewould be



content with that. There were not so many children in the tribe that they could afford to let Her have
another onejust now.

CHAPTER THREE - Discovering

A NEANDERTHAL? A sub-human Neandertha ? Miss Fellowes thought in disbelief and
bewilderment, with anger and akeen sense of betrayd rising right afterward. Wasthat redly what the
child was?If what Deveney had said was true, her worst fear had been confirmed.

She turned on Hoskins, glaring a him with akind of controlled ferocity.

"Y ou might have told me, doctor."

"Why? What difference does it make?"

"Yousadachild, not ananima.”

"Thisisachild, Miss Felowes. Don't you think so?"

"A Neanderthd child."

Hoskinslooked puzzled. "Y es, yes, of course. Y ou know what sort of experimentation Stasis
Technologies has been involved in. Certainly you aren't going to tell me that you didn't redize the child
would be drawn from a prehistoric era. We discussed all that with you.”

"Prehigtoric, yes. But Neandertha? | expected to be looking after a human child.”

"Neandertha s were human,” Hoskins said, showing some signs of annoyance now. "Moreor less.”

"Werethey? Isthat true?"

She looked toward Candide Deveney in appedl.

Deveney sad, "Well, according to the thinking of most pa eoanthropol ogists over the past sixty or
seventy years, the Neanderthas certainly must be considered to be aform of Homo sapiens, Miss
Fellowes-an archaic branch of the species, perhaps, or a subspecies, akind of backwoods cousin, so to
speek, but definitely closekin, definitely to be cons dered human-"

Impatiently Hoskins cut in. "L et that point go for amoment, Deveney. There's another issue to address
here. -Miss Fellowes, have you ever had apuppy or akitten?"

"When | wasayoung girl, yes. But what does that have to do with-"

"Back when you had this puppy of yours, thiskitten, did you carefor it? Did you loveit?'

"Of course. But-"

"Wasit human, Miss Fdlowes?"

"It was a pet, doctor. We're not talking about pets now. Thisisaprofessiona matter. You're asking a
highly trained nurse with a considerable background in advanced pediatric medicine to take care of-of -"

"Suppose this child here were a baby chimpanzee," Hoskins asked. "Would you be repdled?If |
asked you to carefor it, would you do so or would you turn away in disgust? And thisisn't a
chimpanzee. It isn't any sort of anthropoid ape. It's ayoung human being.”

"A Neanderthd child."

"Just asl said. A young human being. Strange-looking and wild, precisely as| told you it would be. A
difficult case. Y ou're an experienced nurse, Miss Fellowes, with a superb record of achievement. Do you
shy away from difficult cases? Have you ever refused to take care of adeformed infant?'

Miss Fellowesfelt her argument dipping away. She said, with much less vehemence, "'Y ou might have
toldme"

"And you would have refused the position, isthat it?'

"Wdl-"

"Y ou knew we were dealing with arange of thousands of years here.”

" "Thousands could mean three thousand. It wasn't until this evening, when you and Mr. Deveney were
discussing the project and the phrase ‘forty thousand years suddenly entered it, that | began to realize
what was really going on here. And even then | didn't fully understand that a Neandertha would be
involved. I'm no expert in- in- What was it you said, paecanthropology, Mr. Deveney? I'm not familiar
with the rime-scale of human evolution the way you people are.”

"Y ou haven't answered my question,” said Hoskins. "If you had known &l the data ahead of time,



would you have refused the position or wouldn't you?'

"I'm not sure.™

"Do you want to refuse it now? There were other qualified candidates, you know. Isthisa
resgnetion?"

Hoskins gazed at her coally, while Deveney watched from the other sde of the room, and the
Neanderthd child, having finished the milk and licked the plate dry, looked up at her with awet face and
widelonging eyes.

She stared at the boy. The ugly little boy. She heard her own voice saying, But Neanderthal ? |
expected to be looking after ahuman child.

The boy pointed to the milk, and to the plate. And suddenly he burst out in a short series of brusgue,
harsh sounds repeated over and over: sounds made up of weirdly strangled gutturals and elaborate
tongue-clickings. Miss Fellowes said in surprise, "Why, hetalkd"

"Apparendy he does," said Hoskins. "Or at least he can make A feed me again sound. -Which any cat
is cgpable of doing, of course.”

"No-no, hewastaking," said Miss Fellowes.

"That's yet to be determined. There's plenty of controversy over whether Neanderthal s were capable
of true speech. That's one of the things we hope we're going to be able to settle during the span of this
experiment.”

The child made the clicking, gargling sounds again. Looked at Miss Fellowes. Looked at the milk, and
at the empty plate.

"Therésyour answer,” shesaid. "He's definitey talking!"

"If that's S0, then he's human, wouldn't you say, Miss Fellowes?!

She let the question pass without responding. The issue was too complex to consider just now. A
hungry child was calling to her. She reached for the milk.

Hoskins caught her by thewrist and pulled her upward so that she was facing him. "Wait amoment,
Miss Fellowes. Before we go any further, | have to know whether you're planning to stay on the job."

She shook free of him in annoyance. "Will you starve him if | don't? He's asking for more milk, and
you're preventing me from giving it to him."

"Go ahead. But | need to know your answer."

"Il gay with him-for awhile."

She poured the milk. The boy crouched down and plunged hisfaceinto it, lapping and durping asif he
hadn't had anything to drink or est in days. He made little crooning noises deep in histhroat as he licked
the plate.

He's nothing but alittle beast, Miss Fellowes thought. A little beast!

She came close to shuddering. She repressed it with astruggle.

Hoskins said, "We're going to leave you with the boy, Miss Fellowes. He's been through a
congderable ordeal and it's best to clear everyone out of here and allow you to try to settle him down for
someres.”

"l agree.

He gestured toward the oval metal doorway, much like the hatch of a submarine, that stood open at
the entrance to the dollhouse. "Thisis the only door to Stasis Section One, and it'sgoing to be
elaborately locked and guarded at dl times. Well sed it when we leave here. Tomorrow I'll want you to
learn the details of operating the lock, which will, of course, be keyed to your fingerprints asthey are
aready keyed to mine. The spaces overhead"-he looked upward toward the open ceilings of the
dollhouse-"are ad so guarded by anetwork of sensors, and welll be warned immediately if anything
untoward takes placein here."

"Untoward?'

"Anintruson.”

"Why should there be-"

"We have a Neanderthd child from the year 40,000 B.C. in these chambers," Hoskins said, with
barely concedled impatience. "It may sound unlikely to you, but there are dl sorts of possbilitiesfor



intrusion here, anyone ranging from Hollywood producersto riva scientific groupsto one of those
sdf-styled advocatesfor children's rightsthat you and | were discussing at our first meeting.”

Bruce Mannheim, Miss Fellowes thought. He redlly isworried about trouble with Mannheim. It wasn't
just ahypothetical question, wanting to know if | had ever had any run-inswith Mannheim in my career.

"W, of course," she said. "The child needs to be protected.” Then something occurred to her. She
glanced up toward the topless ceiling, remembering how she had been able to seeinto the little rooms of
the dollhouse from the balcony. -"Y ou mean I'll bein full view of any observerswho might be looking
down from up there?' she asked indignantly.

"No, no," said Hoskins. He smiled. A benign smile, perhaps alittle condescending, she thought. The
prudish spinster lady isworried about Peeping Toms, But there was no reason why she should haveto
dress and undress under the scrutiny of strangers. ™Y our privacy will be respected completely, Miss
Fellowes. | assureyou of that. Trust me. Miss Fellowes."

There he went. Trust me again. He liked to use that phrase; he probably used it al thetime, with
everyone he dealt with. It wasn't a phrase that ingpired much trust. The more often he used it, the less she
trusted him.

"If anybody at all can walk onto that balcony and look down into these rooms, | fail to see how-"
"Accessto the balcony isgoing to be trictly restricted -drictly,” Hoskins said. "The only ones going
up there will be technicians who may have to work on the power core, and you'll be given ample notice if

they do. The sensorsthat | spoke about will be conducting purdly eectronic surveillance, which only a
computer will ded with. We won't be spying on you. -Y oull stay with him tonight, Miss Fellowes, isthat
understood? And every night thereafter, until further notice.

"Very wdl."

"You'll berelieved during the day according to whatever schedule you find convenient. Well arrange
that with you tomorrow. Mortenson, Elliott, and Ms. Stratford will make themselves availableon a
rotating scheduleto fill in for you whenever you're away from the froy. Hell have to be guarded by one
of you a al times. It's absolutely essentia that he remain within the Stasi's area and that you be congtantly
aware of hiswhereabouts.”

Miss Fellowes peered about die dollhouse with a puzzled expression. "But why isal that necessary,
Dr. Hoskins? Isthe boy so dangerous?’

"It'samatter of energy, Miss Fellowes. There are conservation lawsinvolved that | can explain to you
if you like, but I think you have more important thingsto deal with just now. The point to bear inmind is
smply that he must never be allowed to leave these rooms. Never. Not for an instant. Not for any
reason. Not to save hislife. Not even to save your life, Miss Fellowes. -Isthat clear?

Miss Fdllowesraised her chinin something of atheetrica way. "I'm not sure what you mean by a
conservation law, but | do understand the orders, Dr. Hoskins. The boy staysin hisrooms, if there's
some good and sufficient reason for it, and evidently thereis. Evenif my ownlifeisat stake,
melodramatic asthat sounds, I'm prepared to abide by that. -The nuraing profession is accustomed to
placing its duties ahead of self-preservation.”

"Good. Y ou can dways signd viathe intercom system if you need anyone. Good night, Miss
Felowes”"

And the two men |eft. Everyone else had dready gone out. The hatch swung shut and Miss Fellowes
thought she heard the sound of eectronic devices clicking into place.

She was locked in. With awild child from the year 40,000 B.C.

She turned to the boy. He was watching her warily and there was till milk in the saucer. Laborioudy
Miss Fellowestried to show him in pantomimed gestures how to lift the saucer and placeit to hislips.
The pantomime had no effect. He smply stared but made no attempt to imitate her. She acted it out
instead, as she had before, lifting the saucer to her own face and pretending to lick the milk fromiit.

"Now you," shesad. "Try it." Still he stared. Hewastrembling. "It isn't hard,” she said. "I'll show you
how to do it. Here. Let me have your hands."

Gently-very gently-she put her handsto hiswrigts. He growled, aterrifying sound coming out of achild
s0 small, and pulled hisarms away from her with startling force. Hisface blazed with rage and fear. The



lightning-bolt birthmark stood out fiercely againgt hisnewly cleansed skin.

Dr. Hoskins had saized him by thewrigts only alittle while ago. And had pulled his arms together
across his body and dangled him in mid-air. No doubt the boy still could remember the sensation of those
big mae hands roughly grasping hiswridts.

"No," MissFdlowes said, in her softest tone. "I'm not trying to hurt you. | just want to show you how
to hold your milk saucer.”

Hisfrightened eyes were on her, watching, watching for any fase move. Slowly she reached for his
wrists again, but he shook his head and jerked them out of her reach. "All right," she said. "I'll hold the
saucer. You just lick from it. But at least you won't be crouching on thefloor like alittle animd..”

She poured alittle more milk into the plate, lifted it, held it out to him at hisown level. And waited.
Waited.

He made the clicking sounds and the guttura garglesthat meant hunger. But he didn't move toward the
plate. Helooked up at her, big-eyed. He made a sound, one which she didn't think that she had heard
him make before.

What did this one mean? Put the plate down, you stupid old creature, so | can lick some milk! Was
thet it?

"Comeon, child. Drink it without going down on the floor, the way a decent little human child should.”

He gtared. Clicked again, alittle mournfully.

"Doit likethis," Miss Fellowes said. Practicaly bending double, shethrust her face forward-it was
hard; she didn't have ajutting muzzle-like mouth like his-and kpped alittle milk from her side of the
saucer asshe held it in front of him. He peered solemnly at her from the other Sde, just ashort distance
avay.

How huge his eyes are, she thought.

"Likethis"

She lapped alittle more of the milk.

He moved forward. Kept his hands at his sides, so that she had to continue to hold the plate; but he let
histongue flicker out tentatively, then with more enthusiasm, and began to drink, still standing.

Miss Fellowes started to lower the plate toward the floor.

He grunted in displeasure as it descended and brought his own handsup to maintainit at hisleve. She
took hers quickly away. Now the boy was holding the saucer dl by himself. Lapping eagerly.

(Well done, child. Magnificent!)

The plate was empty. Now that he was through drinking, he casualy let it drop to the floor, and it
smashed into haf a dozen pieces. The boy looked up at her in what seemed amost certainly an
expression registering dismay, chagrin, maybe even fear. Something like awhimper came from him.

Miss Fellowes smiled.

"It'sonly aplate, boy. Plates are of no importance. There are plenty more where that one came from.
And plenty more milk, too."

She shoved the broken pieces aside with her foot-it would be important to get them picked upina
moment, because they were sharp, but let that wait for now-and drew another plate, identical to thefirdt,
from the cabinet at the base of the food cart. She held it up to him. The whimpering stopped. He smiled
a her.

An unmigtakable amile, thefirst one she had seen from him since hisarriva. 1t was astonishingly broad-
how wide his mouth was, truly ear to ear!-and wonderfully brilliant, like sudden sunlight breaking through
dark clouds.

Miss Fellowes returned the smile. Gingerly she reached out to touch him, to stroke hishair, moving her
hand very dowly, letting him follow it with his eyes every inch of the way, making sure that he could see
that therewasno harminit.

He trembled. But he remained where he was, looking up at her. For amoment she succeeded in
stroking his hair; and then he pulled back, bucking timidly away, she thought, like some frightened little
beast.

Miss Fellowes face flamed at the thought.



(Stopit. Y ou mustn't think of him that way. He's not an animal, no matter how he may look. HEs a
boy, alittle boy, afrightened little boy, afrightened little human boy.)

But hishair-how coarseit had fdlt, in that one moment when he had alowed her to touch it! How
tangled, how rough, how thick!

What strange hair it was. What very, very, very strange hair indeed.

She said, "I'm going to have to show you how to use the bathroom. Do you think you can learn?"

She spoke quietly, kindly, knowing quite well that he wouldn't understand her words, but hoping that
he would respond to the calmness of the tone.

The boy launched into aclicking phrase again. More milk, was that was what he wanted? Or wasthis
something new he was saying? Miss Fellowes hoped that they were recording every sound he made.
Very likely they were, but she meant to mention it to Hoskins the next day anyway. She wanted to study
the child'sway of speech, to learn hislanguage if there were some way she could manage it. Assuming it
was alanguage, and not just some kind of ingtinctive anima sounds. Miss Fellowes intended to try to
teach him English, if she could, but that might not be possible, and in that case she would at least attempt
to learn how to communicate with himin hisown fashion.

A strange concept: learning how to speak Neanderthal . But she had done afew things amost as odd
in her time, for the sake of making contact with difficult children.

"May | take your hand?' she said.

Miss Fellowes held hers out and the boy looked at it as though he had never seen ahand before. She
left it outstretched and waited. The boy frowned. After amoment his own hand rose uncertainly and
crept forward, quivering alittle, toward hers.

"That'sright,” shesaid. "Take my hand."

The trembling hand approached within an inch of hers and then the boy's courage failed him. He
snatched it back as though fire were coming from her fingertips.

"Well," said Miss Fellowes camly, "well try again later. Would you like to St down here?

She patted the mattress of the bed.

No response.

She pantomimed sitting down.

Nothing. A blank stare.

She sat down hersalf-not easy, on asmall bed so close to the ground-and patted the space beside her.

"Here," she said, giving him her warmest, most reassuring smile. "Sit down next to me, won't you?"

Silence. A stare. Then abarrage of clicking sounds again, and some deep grunting noises-new ones,
shewas sure of it thistime. He seemed to have a considerable vocabulary of clicks and grunts and
gargles. It had to be alanguage. A mgjor scientific breakthrough dready: Dr. Hoskins had said that no
one knew whether the Neanderthals had alanguage or not, and she had proved right at the outset that
they had.

(No, not proved, Miss Fellowestold hersdf sternly. Merely hypothesized. But it was aplausible
hypothesis.) "Sit down? No?"

Clicks. Sheligtened and tried to imitate them, but they came clumsily off her tongue, with none of his
rapid-fire crispness of delivery. Helooked at her in- wonder? Amusement? His expressons were so
hard to read. But he seemed fascinated by the ideathat she was making clicks a him. For al she knew,
she was saying something vile and dreadful in his language. Speaking the ungpeakable. But it was much
more likely that the sounds she was making were just so much incomprehens ble gibberish to him.
Perhaps he thought she was deranged.

He clicked and growled, in alow, quiet, dmost reflective way.

She clicked back at him. She mimicked his growls. They were easier to imitate than the clicks. He
stared again. His expression was grave, pensive, very much the way a child who has been confronted by
acrazy adult might look.

Thisiscompletdy ridiculous, Miss Fellowestold herself. | need to stick to English. Hell never learn
anything if | makeidiotic mumbo-jumbo noisesa himinwhat | imagineishisown language.

"Sit," she said, the way she would have said it to a puppy. "Sit! -No? Well, no, then. Bathroom? Take



my hand and I'll show you how to use the bathroom. -No again, isit? Y ou can't just go on the floor, you
know. Thisisn't 40,000 B.C., and even if you're accustomed to digging ahole in the ground after
yoursdlf, boy, you aren't going to be able to do that here. Especidly with awooden floor. Take my hand
and let'sgoingde, dl right?-No?A little later?”

Miss Fellowes redized that she was starting to babble.

The problem was, she began to see, that she was exhausted. It was getting late, now, and she had
been under abizarre strain since early evening. There was something very dreamlike about Sitting herein
this dollhouse room trying to explain to alittle gpe-child with bulging brows and great goggling eyes how
to drink milk from a saucer, how to go to the bathroom, how to sit down on alittle bed.

No, she thought severely. Not an ape-child.

Never call him that-not even to yoursdif!

"Take my hand?' MissFellowes said again.

Heamost did. Almost.

The hours were crawling dowly aong, and there had been scarcely any progress. She wasn't going to
succeed either with the bathroom or with the bed, that was obvious. And now he too was showing signs
of fatigue. He yawned. His eyes |ooked glazed; hislids were drooping. Suddenly he folded himsalf up
and lay down on the bare floor and then, with aquick movement, rolled benesth the bed.

Miss Fellowes, on her knees, stared down underneath a him. His eyes gleamed out at her and he
chattered at her in tongue-clicks.

"All right,” shetold him. "If you fed safer there, you deep there.”

Shewaited alittle while, until she heard the sound of steady, regular breathing. How tired he must be!
Forty thousand years from home, thrust into abaffling dien place full of bright lights and hard floors and
strange people who looked nothing at al like anyone he had ever known, and even so he was capable of
curling up and falling adeep. Miss Fellowes envied him that wonderful adaptability. Children were so
resilient, so cgpable of accommodating to the most terrible disruptions-

Sheturned out the light and closed the door to the boy's bedroom, and retired to the cot that had been
|eft for her usein the largest room.

Overhead there was nothing but darkness. She scrutinized it, wondering whether someone might be
lurking about on the balcony, observing her. It wasimpossibleto tell. Miss Fellowes knew that she was
being absurd, that it was late and there was no one up there. The only eyes that would be watching her
were those of abunch of eectronic sensors. But ill-to have no privacy at al- They werefilming
everything, very likely. Making acomplete visua record of al that took placein the Stasis zone. She
should never have taken on thisjob without ingsting that Hoskins let her ingpect the sort of place where
shewasgoing to haveto live. Trust me, he had said. Right. Certainly.

Well, shed make do for tonight. But tomorrow they were going to haveto put aroof over her living
quarters, at least. And a0, she thought, those stupid men will have to place amirror in thisroom and a
larger chest of drawers and a separate washroom if they expect me to spend my nightsin here.

It was difficult to deep. Tired as shewas, she lay with her eyes open, in the kind of absolute
wakefolness did onereaches only in agtate of die most extreme fatigue. She strained to hear any sounds
that might come from the next room.

He couldn't get out, could he? Could he?

The wallswere sheer and impossibly high, but suppose the child could climb like amonkey?

Up averticd wall with no hand-holds? And there you go again, thinking of him asamonkey!

He couldn't climb up and over, no. She was certain of that. And in any case, there were Hoskins
ever-watchful sensors up therein the bacony. Surely they'd notice and give an darm, if the boy started
climbing around from room to room in the middle of the night.

Surdly.

(Thereés so much that | didn't take the trouble to find out, Miss Fellowes thought.)

And then suddenly she found herself asking hersdf: Can he be dangerous? Physically dangerous?

She consdered how much trouble it had been to give him his bath. She had watched first Hoskins and
then Elliott battling to hold him in place. Just alittle child, and how sirong hewas! The scratch he had



givenHliott!

Wheat if he camein here and-

No, Miss Fellowestold herself. He won't hurt me.

Beyond any doubt Hoskins wouldn't have left her in here done, overhead sensors or no overhead
sensors, if he felt there was any risk that-

Shetried to laugh at her own fears. He was only athree-year-old child, perhaps four at most. Still, she
hadn't managed to get his nailstrimmed yet. If he should attack her with nails and teeth while she dept-

Her breath came quickly. Oh, how ridiculous, how completely ridiculous, and yet-

She was endlessly going back and forth, she knew, unable to take a consistent position and hold it for
long. Was he adangerous nasty litde gpe, or was he amiserably frightened litde child far from hisloved
ones? One or the other, shetold hersalf. But why not some of both? Even afrightened litde child can hurt
you if he strikes out with enough force. She could remember afew nasty episodes at the hospital-children
driven to such desperation that they had attacked staff people with real vehemence and done somered
damage.

Miss Fellowes didn't dare let herself fal adeep. Didn't dare.

Shelay staring upward, listening with painful atten-tiveness. And now she heard asound.

The boy was crying.

Not shrieking in fear or anger; not yelling or screaming. It was crying softly, and the cry wasthe
heartbroken sobbing of alonely, londy child.

All her ambiva ence dissolved a once. For thefirst time, Miss Fellowes thought with a pang: Poor
thing! Poor terrified child!

Of courseit was achild. What did the shape of its head matter, or the texture of itshair? It was achild
that had been orphaned as no child had ever been orphaned before. Hoskins had said it, and said it
accuratdly, at ther first meeting: "Thiswill be the most londly child in the history of theworld." Not just its
mother and father were gone, but al its species, every last one. Snatched calloudy out of its proper time,
it was now the only creature of itskind in theworld.

Thelast. Theonly.

Shefet her pity for it strengthen and deepen, and with that came shame a her own calousness: the
repugnance she had alowed hersdlf to fed for the child, theirritation she had let herself show at itswild
ways. How, she wondered, could she have been so cruel? So unprofessional Bad enough to be
kidnapped like this; worse to be looked upon with disdain by the very person who was supposed to care
for you and teach you to find your way in your bewildering new life.

Tucking her nightgown carefully about her calves- the overhead sensors, she couldn't stop worrying
about those idiotic sensors!-Miss Fellowes got out of bed and tiptoed into the boy's room.

"Litde boy," she cdled inawhisper. "Litde boy."

She kndlt and started to reach under the bed. But then the thought came-shameful but prudent, born of
long experience with troubled children-that he might try to bite her, and she pulled back her hand. Instead
sheturned on the night light and moved the bed away from thewall.

The poor thing was huddled miserably in the corner, knees up againgt his chin, looking up a her with
blurred and apprehensive eyes.

In the dim light she was able to ignore his repul sive-ness, the thick blunt features, the big misshapen
head.

"Poor litde boy," she murmured. "Poor frightened litde boy."

Miss Fellowes stroked his hair, that harsh tangled bristly hair that had felt so disagreesble to her afew
hours before. Now it merely seemed unusud. He stiffened at the first touch of her hand, but then she saw
him relax.

"Poor child,” shesaid. "Let me hold you.”

He made a soft clicking sound. Then alittle low growl, akind of gentle unhappy rumbling.

She sat down on the floor next to him and stroked his hair again, dowly, rhythmicaly. The tenson was
vishbly going from his body. Perhaps no one had ever stroked hishair before, back in whatever ferocious
prehigtoric life it wasthat he had |eft behind. He seemed to likeit. Gently, tenderly, she played with his



hair, smoothing it, Sraightening it, picking afew burrs out of it, but mainly just running her hand adong the
top of hishead, dowly, dowly, dmost hypnoticaly.

She stroked his cheek, hisarm. He allowed it. Softly she began to sng asow and gentle song, a
wordless repetitive one, atune that she had known since childhood, one that she had sung to many
disturbed children to soothe them, to calm them.

Helifted his head at that, taring at her mouth in the dimness, as though wondering at the sound.

She maneuvered him closer, gathering him in while he listened to her. He offered no resistance. Slowly
she pressed her hand against the Side of his head, gendy guiding it toward her until it rested on her
shoulder. She put her arm under histhighs and with asmooth and unhurried motion lifted him into her lap.

She continued singing, the same quiet, Snuous musica phrase over and over, while she rocked back
and forth, back and forth, back and forth.

He had stopped crying, somewhere adong the way. After awhile the smooth, even purr of his
breathing told Miss Fellowes that he was adeep.

With infinite care she nudged his bed back against thewall, pushing it into place with her knee, and laid
him down on it. She pulled the covers over him-had he ever known a coverlet before? Certainly not a
bed!-and tucked them in and stood over him for atime, staring down at him. His face looked wondrously
peaceful as he dept.

Somehow it didn't matter so much now that it was so ugly. Redlly.

She made her way out of the room on tiptoes. But as she reached the door she paused and halted,
thinking: What if he wakes up!

He might be even more troubled than before, expecting to find her comforting presence close a hand
and not knowing where she had gone. He might panic; he might run amok.

Miss Fellowes hesitated, battling irresolutely with herself. She stood above the bed again, studying him
as he dept. Then she sighed. There was only one thing to do. Slowly she lowered herself to the bed and
ky down beside him.

The bed was much too smal for her. She had to draw her legs up close against her chest, and her |eft
elbow pressed againgt the wall, and to avoid disturbing the boy she had to twist herself around into an
intricate uncomfortable curve. She lay there wide awake, cramped and bent, fedling like Alice after she
had sampled the"Drink Mé€" botde in Wonderland. Very well: so sheld get no deep thisnight. Thiswas
only thefirst night. Thingswould be essier later on. Sometimes there were higher prioritiesthan deep.

Shefet atouch againg her hand. The child'sfingers, grazing her pam. He was reaching for her in his
deep. Therough litde hand crept into hers.

Miss Fellowes smiled.

She awoke with a start, wondering where she was, why shefelt so tiff and sore. There wasthe
unfamiliar smell of another person in her nogtrils and the unfamiliar sense of someone's body pressng
agang hers.

She had to fight back awild impulse to scream. She was able just barely to suppressit into agurgle.

The boy was sitting up, looking at her wide-eyed. The ugly little boy, the child snatched from time. The
little Neanderthd child.

It took along moment for Miss Fellowes to remember getting into bed with him. Thenit al came
back. She realized that she had managed somehow to fall adeep, despite everything. And now it was
morning.

Sowly, without unfixing her eyesfrom his, she stretched oneleg carefully and let it touch the floor, and
then the other. Her muscles were tensed for quick disengagement in case the boy should go into a panic.

She cast aquick and gpprehensive glance toward the open ceiling. Were they watching, up there?
Cameras grinding away as she made her bleary-eyed entry into the new day?

Then the boy's stubby fingers reached out and touched her lips. He said something: two quick clicks
and agrowl.

Miss Fellowes shrank involuntarily away from him at the touch. She glanced down at him. A little
shiver ran through her. She hated hersdlf for it, but there was no preventing it. He wasterribly ugly inthe

light of day.



The boy spoke again. He opened his own mouth and gestured with his hand as though something were
coming out.

The meaning wasn't hard to decode. Tremulously Miss Fellowes said, "Do you want meto sing again?
Isthat it?'

The boy said nothing, but he was staring a her mouth.

In avoice that was quavering and dightly off-key with tenson, Miss Fellowes began the little song that
she had sung the night before. The ugly little boy smiled. He seemed to recognize the melody, and he
swayed clumdly in rough timeto it, waving hisarms about. He made alittle gurgly sound that might have

been the beginnings of alaugh.

Miss Fellowes sighed inwardly. Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast. Wdll, whatever would
help-

Shesad, "Youwait. Let me get myself fixed up. Il just take aminute. Then I'll make breakfast for
you."

She rinsed her face and brushed out her hair, maddeningly conscious the whole time of the lack of
ceiling covering, theinvisible staring e ectronic eyes. Perhgps not only eectronic ones, she thought.

The boy remained in bed, looking toward her. He seemed calm. The fierce frenzied wildness of his
first few hoursin the twenty-first century seemed long ago, now. Whenever she turned hisway, Miss
Feloweswaved a him. Eventudly he waved back, an awkward but charming gesture that sent alittle
chill of surprise and delight down her spine.

When she was done she said, "Y ou could use something solid, | suspect. What about some oatmeal
with your milk?"

He smiled, dmost as though he had understood her. Almost.

It took only a moment to prepare the cered in the microwave oven. Then she beckoned to the boy.

Whether he understood the gesture or was smply following the aroma, Miss Fellowes had no way of
knowing; but he got out of bed and came stumping over to her. Hislegs were very short in proportion to
his stocky trunk, which made them look more bowed than in fact they were.

He glanced down at the floor, plainly in the expectation that she was going to set the bowl! of oatmesl
in front of him down therefor himto lick.

"No," shesaid. "You'reacivilized little boy now. Or at least you're going to be one. Civilized little
boys don't eat on thefloor."

Clicks. Growls.

"1 know you don't understand anything I'm saying. But you will, sooner or later. | don't think | can
learn your language, but I'm pretty certain you're capable of learning mine.”

She took a spoon from the drawer and showed it to him.

" Spoon.”

Helooked at it stolidly, without interest.

"To eat with. Spoon.”

She dipped it into the catmea and carried it to her mouth. His eyes widened and his broad nogtrils
flared even wider and he made a strange uneasy drawn-out noise, like avery quiet howl: the sound, Miss
Fellowes suspected, of ahungry creature that thinks some other creatureis going to sted its breskfast.

She pantomimed putting the spoon into her mouth, swallowing the oatmed, licking her lipsin pleasure.
Round-eyed, unhappy-looking, he watched the process, dl too obvioudy failing to comprehend.

"Now you try it,” Miss Fellowes said. She dumped the oatmeal back into the bowl, turning the empty
spoon toward him to show him that she hadn't eaten any of it. Then she scooped more onto the spoon
and held it out to him.

He drew back, eyeswide with alarm as though the spoon were aweapon. Histawny little face
puckered in fright and he uttered a sound that was not quite asob, not quite agrowl.

"Look," shesaid. "Spoon. Oatmed . Mouth."

No. Hungry ashewas, he didn't want to know anything about the spoon. Well, time enough for that,
Miss Fellowes thought. She put the spoon away.

"But you're going to have to hold the bowl! in your hands. Y ou know how to do that. Ther€'sgoing to



be no crouching on the floor to eat around here.”

She offered him the bowl. He glanced at it and looked down at the floor.

"Hold it in your hands."

Clicks. She thought she recognized them as afamiliar pattern, but she couldn't be certain. By God,
Hoskins would have to tape those sounds! If he wasn't already doing so.

"Inyour hands™" MissFellowes said again, firmly. "Here."

He understood. He took the bowl into his hands, with his thumbs sticking into the oatmedl, and lifted it
to hisface. Hedid it clumsly enough and it wasincredibly messy but most of it did get into him.

So he was aquick learner-when he wasn't numbed by fear. Miss Fellowes doubted that there'd be
much more animd-like lgpping of food on the floor.

She watched him closdly as he ate. He seemed to be in good hedlth, sturdy and strong. His eyes were
bright, his color was high, there were no outward signs of fever or illness. So far he appeared to be
withstanding the rigors of his extraordinary journey very well indeed.

Although she knew no more than anybody e se about the growth patterns of Neanderthal children,
Miss Fellowes started to think now that he probably was older than she had origindly thought, definitely
closer to four years of age than three. He was smdll, yes, but his physiologica devel opment was beyond
the modern child'sthree-year-old level. Of course, some of that might just be the result of the conditions
under which he had lived, back there in the Stone Age world. (Stone Age? Y es, of course. Neanderthas
must be Stone Age. She was reasonably certain of that. There was so much that she needed to learn,
when she had the chance.)

Shetried having him drink hismilk in aglassthistime. He seemed to catch on swiftly to theidea of
holding the glassin his hands-he needed both handsto do it, but that was the way most children hisage
held glasses, and at least he didn't find the glass as threatening as the spoon appeared to have been. But
he had trouble with the opening, which wastoo small for him to get hisface into conveniently, and he
began to whine, a high-pitched keening sound of frustration that was starting to edge upward into anger.
Miss Fellowes put her own hand over thelittle boy's, making him tip the glass, forcing his mouth to the
rim.

Again amess, but again most went into him. And she was used to messes.

The washroom, to her surprise and immense relief, was aless difficult matter. At first he appeared to
think that the toilet bowl was some sort of fountain that might be fun to splash around in, and she was
afraid that hewas going to climb into it. But Miss Fellowes held him back and stood him in front of it and
opened his robe, and he understood right away what it was she expected him to do.

She found hersdlf patting his head, saying, "Good boy. Smart boy.”

And to Miss Fellowes exceeding pleasure, the boy smiled up at her.

It was going to be amorning of discoveries, Miss Fellowes redlized pleasantly. For him and for her as
well. He was learning about spoons and milk glasses and toilet bowls. She was learning about him.
Discovering the essential humanity that lay behind that strange and ugly- oh, so ugly!-face of his.

Shereplied to his smilewith one of her own. He smiled again. It was avery norma smile, the smile of
achild who has seen that his smile has brought a pleasing response.

Hewasn't at al anormal child, she reminded hersdlf. It would be a serious mistake to dlow hersdf any
illusons about thet.

But when he smiles, she thought, he's quite bearable. Redlly.

CHAPTER FOUR - Studying

MID-MORNING. She had bathed him again-far less of a battle than it had been yesterday-and given
him afairly close physica ingpection-he showed some bruises and scratches of the sort you would expect
aboy who had been living under primitive conditionsto have, but no obvious signs of disease or serious
injury- and had even succeeded, with agreat ded of patience and an endless amount of sSinging to lull him
into apeaceful mood, in trimming hisfingernails. The toenailswould haveto wait until later. Neither she
nor the boy had sufficient endurance to tackle any further manicure chores today.



Without her noticing it, the door to the Stasis bubble had opened while Miss Fellowes was going
about her chores, and Hoskins was standing before her, silent, hisarmsfolded. He might have been there
for minutes.

Hesad, "May | comein?"

Miss Fellowes nodded curtly. ™Y ou seem aready to have done that, haven't you?"

"I mean into the working area. -Y ou didn't answer when | spoke to you on the intercom from outside.”

"I was busy. Y ou may need to speak louder. But comein, comein!"

The boy drew back as Hoskins entered. He gave Hoskins an uneasy look and seemed about to bolt
into the rear room. Miss Fellowes smiled and beckoned to him and he came forward instead and clung to
her, curling hislittle bandy legs-so thin, so very thin-about her.

A look of something close to awe blossomed on Hoskins face.

"Y ou've made gresat progress, Miss Fellowes! "

"A little warm oatmeal can work wonders."

"He seems very attached to you aready.”

"1 know how to do the things I'm supposed to do, Dr. Hoskins. Isthat so astonishing?"

Hereddened. "I didn't mean to imply-"

"No, of course not. | understand. He was awild little anima when you last saw him yesterday, and

"Notananima a dl."

"No," MissFellowes said. "Not an anima at dl." She hesitated just amoment. Then she said, "'l had
some doubts about that &t first."

"How could | forget it? Y ou were quite indignant.”

"But no longer. | over-reacted. At first glance | suppose| redly did think he was an ape-boy, and |
wasn't prepared to be taking on anything like that. But he's settling down amazingly. HES no ape, Dr.
Hoskins. Hes actudly quite intelligent. We're getting along very well.”

"I'm glad to hear it. Does that mean you've decided to keep the job, then?”

She gave him astedly glance. "That was never in doubt, wasit, Dr. Hoskins?"

"Wdl-" Hoskins shrugged. "I suppose not. -Y ou know, Miss Fellowes, you aren't the only one who's
been alittle on edge here. | think you can appreciate what a tremendous effort has goneinto this project,
and how much we've had riding on its success. And now that it is a success, an overwheming Success,
we can't help but fed somewhat stunned. Like 3 man who has gathered up al his strength to go charging
through adoor that's barring hisway. Suddenly he makes his mighty charge, and the door gives way
under the ondaught with hardly any of the resistance held expected, and he burstsinto the place that he's
been wanting so hard to reach; and now that he'sthere, he stops and looks around, alittle contused, and
saysto himsdf, All right, I'm findly here, and now what?'

"A good question, Dr. Hoskins. Now what? Y ou'll be bringing al sorts of expertsin to examinethe
boy, won't you? Specidigtsin prehistoric life, and people like that?"

"Of course.”

"Y ou'll have someone here soon to give him athorough medical exam, | assume.”

"Yes, naturdly. -He'sdl right, though, wouldn't you say? Basicaly?'

"Badcdly, yes. HEsarugged little fellow. But I'm not a doctor and he hasn't had any sort of internal
examination whatever. There's a difference between seeming healthy and being hedlthy. He could be
carrying aload of parasites around: amoebas, protozoan infestations, al kinds of things. Probably is.
Maybe they're harmless to him, maybe not. Even if they don't serioudy thresten hiswelfare, they might
threaten ours.”

"Weve dready thought of that. Dr. Jacobswill be coming in a noon, to run agroup of preliminary
tests. He's the doctor you'll be working with aslong as the project continues. If Dr. Jacobs doesn't upset
the boy too much, Dr. Mclntyre of the Smithsonian will be seeing him &fter that for the first
anthropologica examination. -And then the mediawill be coming here, too, of course.”

That caught her short. "The media? What media? Who? When?'

"Why-they'll want to see the boy as soon asthey can, Miss Fellowes. Candide Deveney's aready



broken the story. WEll have every newspaper and television network in the world banging on our doors
by the end of the day."

Miss Fellowes looked down at the child and put her arm protectively to his shoulder. He quivered, just
thetiniest of flinches, but made no move to escape her touch.

"You're going to fill this Utde place with journdists and cameras? On hisfirgt full day here?'

"Well, we hadn't thought about-"

"No," she sad, "you hadn't thought. That much isobvious. Listen, Dr. Hoskins, hesyour little
Neandertha and you can do whatever you want with him. But therelll be no media peoplein here until
he's had hismedical checkup and come out with aclean bill of hedlth, at the very minimum. And
preferably not until he's had more time to adapt to being here. Y ou do understand what 1'm saying, don't
you?'

"Miss Fellowes, surdly you know that publicity isan essentid part of--"

"Yes. Publicity isan essentia part of everything, these days. Imagine the publicity you'l get if thischild
dies of apanic atack right on cameral”

"Miss Fellowed™

"Or if he catches acold from one of your precious reporters. | tried to point out to you, when | was
asking for a sterile environment, that he's probably got zero resistance to contemporary infectious
microorganisms. Zero. No antibodies, no inherent resistance, nothing to ward off-"

"Please, Miss Fellowes. Please.”

"And what if he givesthem dl some nice little Stone Age plague that we have no immunity to?"

"All right, Miss Fellowes. Y ou've made your point.”

"I want to be completely surethat | have. Let your mediawait, iswhat I'm saying. He needs al sorts
of protectiveinoculation firdt. It's bad enough that he's been exposed to as many people ashe waslast
night; but I'm not going to let awhole mob of reportersin here, not today and not tomorrow, either. If
they like, they can photograph him from upgtairs, for the time being, outside the Stasis zone entirely, just
as though we had anewborn infant in here, and | want them to be quiet about it, too. We can work out a
video schedule later in the day. -Oh, and speaking of upstairs. I'm till not happy about the degree of
exposure here. | want my quarters roofed over -atarpaulin of some sort will do for the moment; | don't
want workmen clattering around here with construction equipment just yet-and | think the rest of the
dolihouse could safely be given acelling, too."

Hoskins smiled. ™Y ou mince no words. Y ou're a very forceful woman, Miss Fellowes." Histone
seemed to have as much admiration as annoyanceinit.

"Forceful 7' shesaid. "'l suppose| am. At least where my children are concerned.”

Jacobs was aburly, blunt-faced man of about sixty, with thick white hair cropped closeto his skuD,
military-fashion. He had an efficient, no-nonsense manner, alittle on the brusque side, which some might
say would be more suitable for an army doctor than for a pediatrician. But Miss Fellowes knew from
long experience that children weren't troubled by mat sort of brusgueness, so long asit was tempered by
afundamental kindliness. They expected adoctor to be an authority-figure. They wanted him to be one.
They looked €lsawhere for gentleness, tenderness, comfort. The doctor was supposed to be godlike, the
solver of problems, the dispenser of cures.

Miss Fellowes wondered what kind of doctors had ministered to the needs of thelittle boy'stribe
back therein 40,000 B.C. Witch-doctors, no doubt. Terrifying figures with bones through their noses
and painted red circles around their eyes, who performed their diagnoses by leaping and cavorting
around campfiresthat burned blue and green and scarlet. How would Dr. Jacobs ook with a bone
through his nose? she wondered. With a bear-skin around his shouldersinstead of that prosaic white
coat?

He offered her a quick, uncondescending handshake. "I've heard good things about you, Fellowes."

"So | would hope."

"Y ou worked under Galagher at Valey Generd, didn't you? Or so Hoskins said. Fine man, Gallagher.
Dogmatic son of abitch, but at least he swore by the right dogmas. How long were you in his
department?’



"Three and ahaf years."

"Youlikehim?'

Miss Fellowes shrugged. "Not particularly. | heard him say some things once to ayoung nursethat |
thought were out of line. But he and | worked well together. | learned agreat deal from him."

"A shrewd man, yes." Jacobs shook his head. "Pity about the way he handled his nurses. In more than
one sense of theword. -Y ou didn't happen to have any sort of run-in with him yourself, did you?'

"Me? No. No, nothing of the kind!"

"No, | guess he wouldn't have tried anything with you," Jacobs said.

Miss Fellowes wondered what he had meant by that. Not Gallagher's type, maybe? She wasn't
anyone'stype, and that was the way she had preferred things to be for many years. Shelet the remark
pass.

Jacobs seemed to have memorized her entire resume. He mentioned this hospital and that, this doctor
and that one, spoke with easy familiarity of heads of nursing and boards of directors. Plainly he had been
around. All she knew of Dr. Jacobs, on the other hand, was that he was something big at the state
medical ingtitute and had a considerable private practice on the sde. Their paths had never crossed
professonaly. If Hoskins had seen fit to let him see her resume, he might have thought of letting her see
his. But Miss Fellowes et that point pass, too.

"And | suppose that now it's about time that we had alook at thislittle Neandertha of yours," Jacobs
sad. "Wherés he hiding?'

She gestured toward the other room. The boy was lurking uneasily in there, now and again peeping
out, with alock of his matted hair showing behind the barrier of the door and, occasiondly, the corner of
aneye.

"Shy, ishe? That's not what | heard from the orderlies. They said hesaswild asalittle ape.”

"Not any more. Hisinitid terror has worn off, and now he smply fedslost and frightened.”

"Aswell he should, poor little critter. But we've got to get down to this. Call him out here, please. Or
will you haveto go in there and get him?"

"Maybel can cdl him,” Miss Fellowes said.

Sheturned to face the boy. "Y ou can come out, Tim-mie. Thisis Dr. Jacobs. He won't hurt you."

Timmie?

Where had that come from? She had no idea.

The name had just surged up out of the well of her unconscious that moment. She had never known a
Timmiein her life. But the boy had to be called something, didn't he? And it seemed that she had named
him, now.

Timothy. Timmiefor short. So beit. A red name, ahuman name. Timmie,

"Timmie?" shesaid again, liking the sound of it, enjoying being ableto cal him by name. She could
stop thinking of him as ‘the child,’ ‘the Neandertha,' ‘the ugly little boy. Hewas Timmie. Hewas a
person. He had aname.

And as she gpproached the other room Timmie dipped back behind the door, out of sight.

"All right," Jacobs said, with some impatience. "We can't spend dl day at this. Go in there and bring
him out, will you, Fellowes?"

He dipped asurgica mask over hisface-as much for his protection, Miss Fellowes guessed, asfor
Timmies

But the mask was amistake. Timmie pesked out and saw it and let out a shrill piercing howl asthough
he had seen some demon out of his Stone Age nightmares. As Miss Fellowes reached the door, he flung
himself violently againgt thewall on thefar sde of the room, like a caged creature fleeing its keeper, and
pressed up againgt it, shivering fearfully.

“Timmie- Timmie-"

No use. Hewouldn't let her near him, not with Jacobs anywhere about. The boy had tolerated
Hoskins presence well enough, but Jacobs seemed to scare the daylights out of him. So much for her
theory that children wanted their doctors to be brusgue no-nonsense military types. Not this child, at any
rate.



She rang the bell and summoned Mortenson and Ellict.

"We're going to need alittle help, | think," Miss Fellowestold them.

Thetwo husky orderlieslooked at each other uncertainly. Therewas avisible bulge dong Elliot'sleft
arm, under his uniform jacket-a bandage, no doubt, covering the scratch that Timmie had inflicted
yesterday.

"Oh, comeon,” Miss Fellowes said. "Hesonly asmdl child, you know."

But the boy, in histerror, had reverted completely to hisorigina ferd mode. Flanked by Mortenson
and El-liott, Miss Fellowes entered his room and attempted to take hold of him, but he went scrambling
wildly around the room with truly anthropoid agility, and they were hard put to get agrip on him. Finaly
Mortenson, with alunge, caught him by the midsection and spun him up off the ground. Elliott cautioudy
took hold of him by the ankles and tried to prevent him from kicking.

Miss Fellowes went over to him. Softly shesaid, "It'sal right, Timmie-no onewill hurt you-"

Shemight just aswell have said, "Trust me." The boy struggled furioudy, with nearly asmuch
enterprise as he had shown the day before when they were trying to give him abath.

Fedling preposterous. Miss Fellowes tried crooning the litde tune of the night before at himin an
attempt to lull him into cooperating. That was useless, too.

Dr. Jacobsleaned close. "Well have to sedate him, | guess. -God, he'san ugly little thing!”

Miss Fdllowesfelt asharp stab of fury, dmost asthough Timmie were her own child. How dare he say
anything likethat! How dare he!

Crigply sheretorted, "It's a classic Neanderthd face. HE's very handsome, by Neanderthal standards.”
She wondered where she had gotten that from. She knew practicaly nothing about what aclassic
Neanderthal face was supposed to be like, and nothing whatever about Neanderthal standards of
handsomeness. "'-1 don't much like the idea of sedating him. But if theré's no other dternative-"

"l don't think thereis," said the doctor. "We aren't going to get anywhere holding him down by brute
forcewhilel try to take my readings.”

No, Miss Fdlowes thought. The boy wasn't going to have any enthusiasm for having atongue
depressor pushed into his mouth or lights shined into his eyes, no tolerance at dl for surrendering a
sample of hisblood, no willingnessto have histemperature taken, even by aremote-control
thermocouple relay. Reluctantly she nodded.

Jacobs produced an ultrasonic tranquilizer ampoule from hiskit and started to activateit.

"Y ou don't know anything about the appropriate dose," Miss Fellowes said.

The doctor looked at her in surprise. "These doses are calibrated for abody weight of up to thirty
kilograms. This should be well within tolerance.”

"Cdibrated for ahuman body weight of up to thirty kilograms, doctor. ThisisaNeanderthd child. We
don't have any data on their circulatory systemsat al."

Her own line of reasoning startled her. In some chagrin she redized that she had drawn adigtinction
between Neanderthals and humans once again. She didn't seem able to maintain acons stent philosophy
about the boy. Heis human, shetold hersdlf vehemently. Human, human, human. He's Timmie and he's
humen.

But to Jacobs it was an issue not even worth discussing, apparently.

"Evenif he were ayoung gorillaor orangutan, Fellowes, I'd regard this as an appropriate dose.
Human, Neandertha, what does his circulatory system have to do with it? It's body mass that matters.
-All right, ahaf dosethistime. Just to take no riskswith Hoskins precious little cregture.”

Not only Hoskins, Miss Fellowes found hersdf thinking, to her own astonishment.

Jacobs stepped the dosage down and touched the ampoule to Timmiesforearm. Therewasalittle
buzz and the tranquilizer instantly began to do itswork.

"Well, now," the doctor said. "L et's get alittle of that paealithic blood of his, and alittle prehistoric
urine. -Do you have a stool sample for me, Fellowes?’

"He hasn't moved his bowels since he's been here, Dr. Jacobs. The didocation of the trip through
time-"

"Well, when he does, suppose you scrape some up off the floor and let me know, will you?'



"He usesthetoilet, doctor,” Miss Fellowes said in atone of ringing indignation.

Jacobs looked up at her. Surprise and what could have been anger were evident in his expression; but
then helaughed. "Y ou're very quick to defend him, | see

"Yes. Yes, | am. Isthere anything wrong with that?"

"l supposethereisn't. -All right, when die boy next usesthetoilet, | want that sampleif he happensto
move hisbowels. | take it he doesn't flush afterward yet, eh, Fellowes?'

Thistime both Elliott and Mortenson laughed aso. Miss Fellowes didn't share in the generd
amusement.

Timmie seemed adeep-passive, a any rate, quiescent, tolerant. Jacobs had no difficulty opening his
mouth to study his dentition. Miss Fellowes, who hadn't had an opportunity of seeing Timmi€steeth
before, stared over Jacobs shoulder, afraid that she was going to behold fierce, savage, ape-like fangs.
But no, no: histeeth were nothing like that. They were somewhat large, larger than a modern child's, and
they looked strong, but they were nicely shaped, evenly arranged, a very fine set of teeth indeed. And
human, definitely human, no terrifying jutting incisors, no great projecting canine teeth. Miss Fellowes et
out her breath dowly in adeep sigh of rdlief

Jacobs closed the boy's mouth, peered into his ears, rolled back hiseyelids. Looked at the palms of
his hands, the soles of hisfeet, tapped his chest, pal pated his abdomen, flexed hisarms and hislegs, dug
hisfingerslightly into the musculature of hisforearms and thighs.

"A little powerhouseiswhat heis. Asyou've aready had reason to discover. Smdl for hisage and
dightly on the thin Sde but there's no indication of malnutrition. Once we get that stool sampleI'll have
someideaof what sorts of things held been eating, but the most probable guessisahigh-protein
low-gtarch diet, pretty much what you'd expect among hunters and gatherersliving in atime of adverse
dimae"

"Adverse?' Miss Fellowes asked.

"Aniceage" Jacobs sad, aHide patronizingly. "That's what was going on most of the time during the
Neanderthd era-aglacia period.”

How would you know? she thought belligerently. Were you there? Are you an anthropologist?

But she held her tongue. Dr. Jacobs was doing everything possible to rub her the wrong way; but
neverthel ess he was her colleague now, and they would have to maintain acivil reationship. For Timmie's
sake, if for no other reason.

Timmie stirred and became restless by the time the medical exam was haf over, and alittle while later
it was obvious that the tranquilizer had al but worn off. Which meant that anormal dosefor an ordinary
child of his size would have been the correct one, as Jacobs had inssted, and that Miss Fellowes had
erred on the Side of over-protectiveness. However ese he might differ from amodern child, Timmie had
reacted to the sedative just about the same way amodern child would have done. He was coming to
seem more and more human as she got to know things about him.

But Jacobs had accomplished dl that he could by then anyway, and he packed up and left, saying that
hed return in aday or soto follow up on anything that looked unusud in the preliminary andyss.

"Do you want usto stay?' Mortenson asked.

"No need. Leave mewith the boy."

Timmie grew calm as soon as they were gone. Evidently he had aready adapted to Miss Fellowes
company; it was otherswho still made him nervous. But time would take care of that, Miss Fellowes
thought.

"That wasn't so bad, wasit, Timmie? A little poking, alittle prodding-but we have to find out alot of
things about you, don't you see?’

He gazed solemnly at her, saying nothing. ™Y ou do see, don't you, Timmie?'

He made alittle growling sound, two syllables. To her astounded ears, it sounded like Timmie.

Could it be? Did he know his own name aready?

"Say itagan! Timmie. Timmie."

He uttered the two muffled syllables again. Thistime she wasn't so surethat hewas saying Timmie a
al. That could have been her own over-eager imagination. But the possibility was worth following up.



Shepointed a him. "Timmie-that'syou. Timmie. Timmie. Timmie."

Hewas garing in sllence again.

"And | am-" She pointed to hersalf, momentarily stymied. Miss Fellowes seemed like too much of a
mouthful. But Edith didn't sound right. Nurse? No, not right, either. Miss Fellowesit would haveto be.
"I-Miss Fellowes. You-Timmie." She pointed. "1-Miss Fellowes. Y ou-Timmie." She went through the
routine three or four more times. He didn't respond at dl. -"Y ou think

I'm crazy, don't you?' she asked him, laughing at her own foolishness. "Making dl these
incomprehensible noises a you, pointing, chanting. And | think al that's on your mind just now isyour
lunch, right? Am | right, Timmie? Lunch? Food? Hungry?"

He uttered the two growled syllables again, and afew clicks for good measure.

"Hungry, yes. Time for some high-protein low-starch food. The [ce Age specid, right, Timmie? Well,
let's see what we have here, now-"

Dr. Mclntyre of the Smithsonian's Department of Anthropology arrived in early afternoon. Hoskins
took the precaution of caling in on the intercom to ask Miss Fellowesiif she thought the boy would be
able to handle another visitor so soon after the last one. She looked across the room. Timmie had eaten
ravenoudy-an entire flask of some synthetic vitamin drink that Dr. Jacobs had recommended, plus
another bowl of oatmeal and asmall piece of toas, the first solid food she had risked letting him have.
Now he was gitting on the edge of his bed, looking relaxed and contented, kicking his hedlsrhythmically
back against the underside of the maitress, seeming for al the world like an ordinary little boy amusing
himsdf after lunch.

"What do you say, Timmie? Y ou think you can stand another examination?”

She didn't serioudy expect areply from him, and the clicking sounds that he made didn't seem to
condtitute one. The boy wasn't looking in her direction and went on kicking his heds. Just talking to
himsalf, no doubt. But he definitely appeared to be in agood mood.

"] think we canrisk it,” she said to Hoskins.

"Good. -What wasthat | heard you call him? " Tim-mie? What does that mean?"

"lt'shisname.”

"Hetold you his name?' Hoskins said, sounding thunderstruck.

"Of course not. Timmie issmply what | cal him."

There was ashort uncomfortable pause.

"Ah," said Hoskinsfindly. "You cdl him Timmie'"

"l haveto call him something, Dr. Hoskins."

"Ah.Yes Yes Timmie'"

"Timmie'" MissFelowes sad firmly.

"Timmie.' Yes. Very well. I'll send Dr. Mclntyrein now, if that'sal right, Miss Fellowes. To see
Timmie"

Dr. McIntyre turned out to be dender and dapper and very much younger than Miss Fellowes had
been expecting-no more than thirty or thirty-five, she guessed. Hewasasmal man, delicatdly built, with
fine gleaming golden hair and eyebrows so pale and soft that they were virtualy invisible, who moved ina
precise, fastidious, eaborately mannered way, asif following some mysteriousinner choreography. Miss
Fellowes was taken aback by his elegance and daintiness. that wasn't at al how she had expected a
pal eoanthropol ogist to look. Even Timmie seemed mystified by his gppearance, so very different from
that of any of the other men he had encountered since hisarrival. Eyeswide with wonder, he stared a
Mclntyre as though he were some glittering godlike creature from another dtar.

Asfor Mclntyre, he appeared so overwhelmed by the sight of Timmie that he was barely able to
speak. For along moment he stood frozen just within the door, staring at the boy just asintently as
Timmiewas saring at him; then hetook afew stepsto hisleft, hdted, stared again; and then he moved
back past the door to the othfer side of the room, stopped there, stared some more.

A trifleacidly Miss Felowes said, "Dr. Mclntyre, thisis Timmie. Timmie-Dr. Mclntyre. Dr. Mclntyre
has come here to study you. And | suppose you can sudy him aso, if you want to."

Mclntyre's pallid cheeks reddened. "I don't believeit,” he said in alight voice husky with emotion. "I



absolutely can't bring mysdlf to believeit. The child isapure Neanderthal! Alive, right before my eyes, an
actud Neanderthd! -Forgive me, Miss Fellowes. Y ou have to understand-this is something completely
staggering for me, so utterly phenomend, so totaly astounding-"

Hewasvirtudly intears. It was an embarrassing display, dl this effusiveness. Miss Fellowesfound it a
little irksome. But then, abruptly, her annoyance dissolved and empathy took its place. She imagined how
ahistorian would fed if he were to walk into aroom and find himsdlf offered achanceto hold a
conversation with Abraham Lincoln or Julius Caesar or Alexander the Grest: or how aBiblical scholar
would react if confronted with the authentic stone tablets of the Law that Moses had carried down from
the summit of Mount Sinai. Of course held be overwhelmed. Of course. To have spent years studying
something that was known only from the sketchiest of ancient relics, trying to understand it, painstakingly
recregting thelost redlity of it in your mind, and then unexpectedly to encounter the thing itself, the actua
genuineitem-

But Mclntyre made a swift recovery. In that deft graceful manner of hishe moved quickly acrossthe
room and kndlt just in front of Timmie, hisface just a short distance from the boy's. Timmie showed no
sign of fear. It wasthefirg time he had reacted so camly to anyone new. The boy was smiling and
humming tunelesdy and rocking lightly from sde to Sde as though enjoying avist from afavorite uncle.
That bright glow of wonder still was gleaming in his eyes. He seemed dtogether fascinated by the
paleoanthropologist.

"How beautiful heis, Miss Fellowes!" Mclntyre said, after along moment of silence.

"Beautiful? | haven't heard many people say that about him so far."

"But heis, heis What a perfect little Neanderthal face! The supraorbital ridges-they've only just begun
to develop, yet dready they're unmistakable. The platycephdic skull. The elongated occipital region.

May | touch hisface, Miss Fellowes? I'll be gentle. | don't want to frighten him, but I'd like to check a
few points of the bony structure-"

"It looks as though held like to touch yours," Miss Fellowes said.

Indeed, Timmie's hand was outstretched toward Mc-Intyre's forehead. The man from the Smithsonian
leaned alittle closer and Timmie's fingers began to explore Mc-Intyre's brilliant golden hair. The boy
stroked it as though he had never seen anything so wondrousin hislife. Then, suddenly, hetwined afew
strands of it around his middle finger and tugged. It was agood hard tug.

Mclntyre yelped and backed away, hisface reddening.

" think he wants some of it,” Miss Fellowes said.

"Not that way. -Here, let me have ascissors.” Mclntyre, grinning now, snipped abit of hair from his
forehead and passed the shining strands to Timmie, who beamed and gurgled with pleasure. -"Tell me,
Miss Fellowes, has anyone e se who's been in here had blond hair?"

She thought a moment. Hoskins-Deveney-Elliott-Mortenson-Stratford-Dr. Jacobs-al of them had
brown hair or black or gray. Her own was brown shading into gray.

"No. Not that | recall. You must bethefirst.”

"Thefirgst ever, | wonder? We have no idea, of course, what color Neandertha hair might have been.
In the popular recongtructionsiit's almost always shown as dark, | suppose because Neanderthads are
commonly thought of as brutal apish crestures, and most of the modern great apes have dark hair. But
dark hair is more common among warm-wegther peoplesthan it isin northern climates, and the
Neanderthals certainly were well adapted to extreme cold. So they might have been as blond as your
average Russian or Swede or Finn, for al we know."

"And yet hisreaction to your hair, Dr. Mclntyre-"

"Y es. No doubt about it, the sight of it does something specid for him. -Well, maybe the tribe he came
from was entirely dark-haired, or perhaps the entire population in his part of theworld. Certainly there's
nothing very Nordic about this dusky skin of his. But we can't draw much that's conclusive from asample
conssting of just one child. At least we have that one child, though! And how wonderful that is, Miss
Fellowes | can't believe - | absolutdly can't believe-" For an instant she feared that M clntyre was going
to dlow himsdf to be overcome by awe dl over again. But he seemed to be kegping himsdlf under
control. With grest delicacy he pressed thetips of hisfingersto Timmie's cheeks, hisdoping forehead, his



little receding chin. As he worked he muttered things under his breath, technical comments, apparently,
words plainly meant for himsdf done.

Timmie endured the examination with great patience.

Then, after atime, the boy launched into an extended monolog of clicks and growls, thefirst time he
had spoken since the palecanthropol ogist had entered the room.

Mclntyre looked up a Miss Fellowes, hisface crimsoning with excitement.

"Did you hear those sounds? Has he made any sounds like that before?!

"Of course he has. Hetaksall thetime."

"Taks?'

"What do you think he's doing, if not talking? He's saying something to us"

"Y ou mean you assume that he's saying something to us.”

"No," Miss Fellowes said, beginning to grow annoyed. "He's speaking, Dr. Mcintyre. In the
Neanderthal language. There are definite patternsin the things he says. I've been trying to make them out,
even to imitate them, but so far no luck.”

"What kind of patterns, Miss Fellowes?"

"Patterns of clicks and growls. I'm starting to recognize them. There's one set of soundsto tell me that
he's hungry. Another to show impatience or restlessness. One that indicates fear. -1 know these are only
my own interpretations, and not very scientific. But I've been in here with this boy around the clock since
the moment of hisarrival, and I've had some experience in dedling with speech-impaired children, Dr.
Mcintyre. | listen to them very carefully.”

"Yes, I'm sureyou do." Mclntyre gave her askeptica glance. "Thisisimportant, Miss Fellowes. Has
anyone been taping these clicks and growls of his?'

"l hope so. | don't know." (Sheredlized that she had been going to ask Dr. Hoskins about that. But
she had forgotten dl abouit it.)

Timmie said something again, thistime with adifferent intonation, more melodic, dmost plaintive.

"You see, Dr. Mclntyre? That was nothing like what he said before. -1 think he wantsto play with your
hair again.”

"Y ou're only guessing about that, aren't you?"

"Of course | am. | don't spesk Neanderthd very fluently yet. But look-look, he's reaching out for you
theway hedid just before.”

Mclntyre didn't seem to care for having his hair yanked again. He smiled and extended afinger to
Timmie instead, but the boy had no interest in that. He said S0, with an extended series of clicks
punctuated by three unfamiliar high-pitched sounds that were midway between agrowl and awhine.

"l think you'reright, Miss Fellowes!" said Mclntyre, hisown voice rising. He looked flustered. "It does
sound like formal speech! Definite formal speech. -How old do you think thischild is?"

"Somewhere between three and four. Closer to four, ismy guess. There's no reason to be so surprised
that he can speak so well. Four-year-olds are quite articulate, Dr. Mclntyre. If you have any children
yoursdf-"

"l do, asamatter of fact. She'samost diree and she has quite alot to say. But thisis a Neandertha
child"

"Why should that matter? Wouldn't you expect a Neandertha child of his age to know how to spegk?!

"At this point we have no red reason, Miss Fellowes, to assume that any Neanderthals of any age
were capable of gpeech aswe understand the concept. That's why the soundsthis child is making are of
such immense importance to our knowledge of prehistoric man. If they represent speech, actud
organized patterns of sound with distinct grammatical structure-"

"But of course that's what they represent!” Miss Fellowes burst out. " Speech isthe one thing that
distinguishes human beings from animds, isnt it? And if you think that you can get meto believefor one
moment that thislittle boy isn't ahuman being, you-"

"Certainly the Neanderthal s were human, Miss Fellowes. I'd be the last person to dispute that. But that
doesn't mean they had a spoken language.”

"What? How could they have been human and not be able to speak?"



Mclntyre drew a deep breath, the kind of exaggerated gesture of carefully hoarded patience that Miss
Fellowes recognized al too well. She had spent her whole working life around people who assumed that
she knew less than they did, because shewas "only" anurse. Most of the time that wasn't so, at least in
the hospital. But this wasn't the hospital; and when it came to Neanderthals, she knew virtualy nothing at
al, and thisfair-haired young man was an expert. She compelled hersdlf to maintain an expresson of
Sudiousinteres.

"Miss Fdlowes," Mclntyre began, in an unmistakable here-comes-the-lecture tone, "in order for a
cregture to be able to speak, it needs not only a certain degree of intelligence but also the physical
capacity to produce complex sounds. Dogs are quite intelligent, and have cons derabl e vocabul aries-but
there's a difference between knowing what 'sit’ and 'fetch’ mean and being able to say 'st' and 'fetch'
yoursdlf, and no dog since time began has ever been able to manage anything better than ‘woof And
surely you know that chimpanzees and gorillas can be taught to communicate quite well, through Sgns
and gestures-but they can't shape words any more than dogs can. They smply don't have the anatomical
equipment for it."

"l wasn't aware of that."

"Human speech isavery complicated thing," said Mclntyre. He tapped histhroat. "Thekey toitisa
tiny U-shaped bone cdled the hyoid, at the base of the tongue. It controls eleven small musclesthat move
the tongue and the lower jaw and aso are capable of lifting and depressing the larynx to bring forth the
vowels and consonants that make up speech. The hyoid bone isn't present in apes. Therefore dl they can
doisgrunt and hiss"

"What about parrots and mynabirds? They can speak actua words. Are you telling me that the hyoid
bone evolved in them, and not in chimpanzees?"

"Birdslike parrots and mynas smply mimic the sounds humans make, using entirely different
anatomical structures. But what they do can't be regarded as speech. Thereisn't any verbal
understanding there. They don't have any idea of what they're saying. It'sjust a playback of the sounds
they hear."

"All right. And Neandertha s-don't they have hyoid bones? If they're considered human beings, they

"We haven't been sure that they do," Mclntyre said. ™Y ou need to bear in mind, firgt, that the total
number of Neandertha skeletons ever discovered, sincethefirst one cameto light in 1856, isnot quite
two hundred, and alot of those are fragmentary or otherwise badly damaged. And, second, that the
hyoid boneisvery smal and isn't connected to any other bones of the body, only to the muscles of the
larynx. When abody decays, the hyoid falls away and can easily be separated from the rest of the
skeleton. Of dl the Neandertha fossls we've examined, Miss Fellowes, atotal of one-one-still had a
hyoid bonein place.

"But if one of them had it, dl of them must have!™

Mclntyre nodded. "Very likely so. But we've never seen a Neanderthd larynx. Soft tissues don't
survive, of course. And so we don't know what function the hyoid served in the Neanderthd. Hyoid or
not, we've had no way of being certain that the Neanderthal s actually were capable of speech. All we
can say isthat the anatomy of the voca apparatus was probably the samein Neanderthasasitisin
modern humans. Probably. But whether it was developed sufficiently to alow them to articulate
understandable words-or whether their brains were advanced enough to handle the concept of speech-"

Timmiewas dicking and growling again.

"Ligento him," Miss Fellowes said triumphantly. "Therés your answer! He's got afine language and
he speaksit perfectly well. And before he's been here much longer, helll be speaking English, too, Dr.
Mclntyre. I'm certain of that. And then you won't need to speculate any longer about whether the
Neanderthal s were capable of speech.”

Mclntyre seemed to want to solve al the Neanderthal riddles at once. He made clicking sounds at
Timmiein the hope of diciting clicksin return; he produced colored plagtic blocks from his briefcase,
some sort of intelligence test, no doubt, and tried to get Timmie to arrange them in sequences of size and
color; he offered the boy crayons and paper and stood back waiting for him to draw something, which



Timmie seemed to have no interest in doing; he had Miss Fellowes lead Timmie around the room by the
hand, and photographed him as he moved. There were other tests he wanted to carry out on Timmie,
too; but Timmie had his own thoughts about that. Just as M clntyre began to set up some arrangement of
spools and spindles, which looked like atoy but was actualy a device to measure the boy's coordination,
Timmie sat down in the middle of the floor and began to cry. Loudly.

It wasthefirst time he had redlly cried-as opposed to sobbing or whimpering or moaning-since the
night he had arrived. It wasthe very familiar cranky bawling of avery tired child who had been pushed
too far. Miss Fef-lowes was glad to hear it, though she was astonished a how wide his mouth could get
when he opened it to itsfull extent, how his nose suddenly seemed even bigger than it dready was, how
far those strange heavy ridges of bone over his eyes protruded when he scrunched his eyes closed the
way he was doing now. With hisface distorted like thisin anguish, helooked amost terrifyingly aien.

And yet, and yet-that wailing sound, that ululating outpouring of emotion-if shedidn't look at him, she
could easlly bdlieve that the child who was thumping his hedls against the floor and screaming his heart
out was Smply any ordinary four-year-old having a severe attack of impatience.

"What did | do that upset him like that?' Mclntyre asked.

"Y ou outlasted his attention span, | imagine,” said Miss Fellowes. 'Y ou wore out your welcome. He's
only alittle boy, Dr. Mclntyre. He can't be expected to put up with an endless amount of chivvying and
probing. -A little boy who's very recently been through ahighly traumatic separation from anything and
everything that he can understand, | ought to remind you."

"But | wasn't chivvying and-well, perhaps | was. I'm sorry about that. -Here, Timmie-here, seethe
hair? See the bright hair? Do you want to play with my hair? Do you want to pull my hair?"

Mclntyre was dangling his golden fordock practically in Timmiesface. Timmietook no notice. His
screaming grew even louder.

Disgustedly Miss Fellowes said, "He doesn't want to play with your hair right now, Dr. Mclntyre. And
if he doesdecideto pull it, I think you'l regret it. Best to let him be. Ther€ll be plenty of other
opportunitiesto examine him."

"Yes. So therewill." The palecanthropologist stood up, looking abashed. "Y ou understand, Miss
Fellowes, thisislike being handed a sealed book containing the answersto al the mysteries of the ages. |
want to open it and read it right away. Every page of it."

"l understand. But I'm afraid that your book is hungry and cranky and | think held liketo go to the
bathroom, besides.”

"Yes. Yes, of course.”

Mclntyre hastily began to gather up al of histesting equipment. As he started to put the spools and
spindles away, Miss Fellowes said, "Can you leave one of those here?"

"Y ou want to test hisintelligence yoursdlf?'

"1 have no need to test hisintelligence, doctor. He seems quite intelligent to me. But | think he could
use afew toys, and this one dready happensto be here.”

Color cameto Mclntyre's cheeks once again. He seemed to blush very readily, Miss Fellowes
thought.

"Of course. Here."

" And-speaking of open books, Dr. Mclntyre, do you think you could arrange to get me some material
about Neanderthal Man? Two or three basic texts, something that might provide me with alittle of the
fundamental information that nobody has bothered to supply me with up till now?-They can befairly
technical. I'm quite capable of reading scientific prose. | need to know things about the Neanderthal
anatomy, their way of life, the sort of foods they ate, whatever has been discovered up to this point.
Could you do that for me?

"I'll have everything you'll need sent over firgt thing tomorrow. Though | warn you, Miss Fellowes, that
what we know about Neanderthals now is next to nothing, compared with what were going to find out
from Tim-mie asthis project unfolds."

"All in due course." Shegrinned. "Y ou are eager to get a him, aren't you?"'

"Obvioudy."



"Well, you'll have to be patient about it, I'm afraid. | won't let you wear the boy out. We've subjected
him to too much intrusion today, and that isn't going to happen again.”

Mclntyre looked uncomfortable. He managed arigid little smile and headed for the door.

"And when you pick out the books for me, doctor-"

"Yes?' Mclntyre said.

"| particularly would like to have one that discusses Neanderthasin terms of their relationship to
humans. To modern humans, | mean to say. How they differed from us, how they'resimilar. The
evolutionary scheme aswe understand it. That'sthe information | want most of al.” She looked a him
fiercdy. -"They are humans, aren't they, Dr. Mcintyre? A little different from us, but not al that much.
Isn't that s0?"

"That's essentialy so, yes. But of course-"

"No," shesaid. "No 'but of courses." We're not dealing with some sort of ape, here, that much |
aready know. Timmie's not any kind of missing link. He's alittle boy, alittle human boy. --Just get me
some books, Dr. Mclntyre, and thank you very much. I'll see you again soon.”

The paeontologist went out. The moment he was gone, Timmie's wailing tapered off into a querulous
uncertain sobbing, and then, swiftly, to Slence.

Miss Fellowes scooped him into her arms. He clung tightly to her, shivering.

"Yes," shesaid soothingly. "Yes, yes, yes, it's been abusy day. Much too busy. And you an?just a
little boy. A littlelost boy."

Far from home, far from anything you ever knew.

"Did you have brothers and ssters?" she asked him, speaking more to hersdf than to him. Not
expecting an answer; smply offering the comfort of asoft voice closeto hisear. "What was your mother
like?'Y our father? And your friends, your playmates. All gone. All gone. They must dready seem like
something out of adream to you. How long will you remember anything about them at dl, | wonder?"

Littlelost boy. My little lost boy.

"How about some nicewarm milk?" she suggested. "And then, | think, anap.”

INTERCHAPTER THREE - The Place of Three Rivers

IN THE NIGHT Silver Cloud dreamed of the sea.

Hewas young again, in his dream. He dreamed that he was only aboy, just asummer or two older
than the boy Skyfire Face who had been taken by the Goddessin awhirl of light. He stood by the edge
of the seq, feding the strange wet wind blowing againgt hislips. Hisfather and mother were with him, Tall
Tree and Sweet As A Flower, and they were holding his hands and leading him gently toward the water.

"No," hesaid. "It'scold. I'm afrad to go into it."

"It can't hurt you,” Tall Treesaid.

But that wasn't true. No one went into the sea, no one, not ever. Every child learned that as soon as he
was old enough to learn anything. The seakilled. The seawould drain your life away m an instant, and
cast you back up on the shore, empty and till. Only last year the warrior Speared Five Mammoths had
dipped on asnowy cliff and fallen into the sea, and when he washed ashore alittle while later he was
dead, and they had had to bury himin alittle cavern in the rock near the place where hefdll, chanting all
night and burning astrange-colored fire.

Now here were his own father and mother urging him toward the sea. Did they want him to die the
way Speared Five Mammoths had died? Were they tired of him?What kind of betraya wasthis?

"The seawill make you strong,” Sweet As A Hower told him. "The seawill make you aman.”

"But Speared Five Mammothsdiedinit!"

"It was histimeto die. The seacdled to him and took him. But your timeto dieisfar away, boy. You
have no reason to be afraid.”

Wasit true? Could he trust them?

They were hismother and hisfather. Why would they want himto die?

He held their hands tighdy and stepped forward with them, toward the brink of the sea.

He had never been thiscloseto it before, dthough histribe had awayslived in the coasta plain,



wandering up and down aong the shore following the game animals. Now he stared at the water in
wonder and fear. It waslike agreat powerful flat beast lying before him, dark and shining. A roaring
sound came from it, and adong its edges a part of it was rippling and surging with white foam. Here and
there a piece of the seawould rise up high into the air and come crashing down againgt the rocks dong
the edge. Sometimes, stlanding on cliffs much like the one where Speared Five Mammoths had falen to
his death, Silver Cloud had looked far out into the sea.and had seen graceful animasmoving about init,
moving among the floating blocks of ice. They were different animas from the mammoths and niusk oxen
and rhinos of theland- dim, deek, shining things that moved through the sea as though they wereflying
through air.

Last spring one of those sea animals had come ashore, and the Hunting Society had fallen on it and
killed it, Aid the tribe had enjoyed a gresat feast. How tender its meat had been! How strange! And its
thick beautiful fur-how soft, how wonderfully soft. Tall Tree had made amantle for Sweet AsA Flower
from the sea-creature's dark rich fur, and she wore it proudly on the specia days of the year.

Werethey going to give him to the seain return for the fur of the sea-creature? Wasthat it?

"Take another step, boy," Tal Tree urged. "There's nothing to be afraid of ."

Siver Cloud looked up. But hisfather was smiling.

He had to trust hisfather. He stepped forward, clinging tightly to their hands. The edge of the sea
came up around his ankles. He had expected it to be cold, but no, no, it waswarm, it was hot, it burned
likefire. Y et after amoment he no longer felt the burning. The seapulled back from him, and then it
returned, higher than before, up to hisknees, histhighs, hisbelly. Tdl Treeand Sweet AsA FHower
walked farther out into it, taking him with them. The ground on the floor of the seawas very soft, as soft
asthe seaanimal’sfur, and it seemed to move about under his feet as he walked.

He was chest-deep in the sea, now. It wrapped itself around him like awarm blanket.

"Areyour feet dill touching the bottom?' Tall Tree asked him.

"Yes. Yes"

"Good. Bend forward. Put your head in the sea. Cover your face with the sea.”

He did ashewastold. The sea swept up and over him, and it was like being covered by a blanket
made of snow. Snow too ceased to be cold, when you got deep down into it. It became warm, likefire,
and if you stayed in it long enough you would fall adeep asif you were wrapped in arug. That was what
an older girl had told him: she had watched, once, as an old woman of the tribe whose bones were bent
and whose eyes were dim was taken out and put into the snow; she had closed her eyes and goneto
deep, very peacefully indeed.

So now | will goto deep in the sea, Silver Cloud thought, and that will be the end of me. And
somehow dying no longer seemed to matter. He raised his head to see whether hisfather and mother had
their faces covered with the sea dso, but to his surprise they were no longer beside him, nowhere to be
seen a dl. Hewas entirely done.

He could hear hisfather's voice coming to him from far away, telling him, "Come out of the sea, now,
boy. Turn around and walk out.”

Y es. He would do that.

But as hewalked toward the shore he felt his body changing with every step he took, stretching,
growing taller and thicker, and he redlized that he was turning into a man, getting older moment by
moment. His shoulders were becoming broad, his chest was degpening, his thighs had become thick and
strong. By the time he stepped out onto the rocky shore he was awarrior in the prime of hislife. He
looked down at his naked body and it was a man's body, dark and hairy. He laughed. He rubbed his
chest and dapped his hands againgt histhighs. In the distance he saw thefires of the encampment, and he
began to sprint toward it to tell everyone of the strange thing that had happened to him.

Asheran, though, another strangeness overtook him: for he redlized that he was continuing to grow
older every moment. Age had him initsgrip and would not release him. He had left his childhood in the
sea. Then, coming out of the sea, he had been full of the jubilant Strength of young manhood. But now he
was panting alittle, then gasping for breath, dowing down from a sprint to a(rot, and then to awalk.
And then hewas limping aong, hobbling, for something had happened to hisleft thigh and hiswholeleg



was stiff and sore. He looked down at it. There was blood dl over it, as though an animal had raked it
withits claws. And he remembered, yes, yes, he had been hunting with the Hunting Society, and the
snow-leopard had come down suddenly on him from above-

How difficult it wasto walk, now. How old and tired | am, he thought. | can no longer stand straight.
Look, my hair isturning slver dl over my body.

Therewas pain in him everywhere. He fet his strength going from him. What astrange, troublesome
dream thiswas! First aboy entering the sea, and then coming forth and rapidly growing old, and now he
was dying, dying, in some unfamiliar inland place far from the sea, where the earth was cold and hard and
the wind was dry, and there were only strangers al about him. Where was Tall Tree, where was Sweet
As A Fower-where was Slver Cloud?

"Help me," he called, sitting up in hisdeep. "The seahaskilled me! The sea-the sea-"

"Slver Cloud?'

Someone was at his side. He blinked and peered. She Who Knows, it was, kneeling next to him,
garing at him anxioudy. He struggled to regain control of himsdlf. Hewastrembling likeasick old
woman and his chest was heaving wildly. No one must see him like this-no one. He fumbled about for his
daff, caught itsend, levered himsdf awkwardly to a standing position.

"A dream," he muttered. "Bad omens. I'll need to make a sacrifice right away. Where's Goddess
Woman? Get me Goddess Woman!"

" She's gone down there," She Who Knows said. " She's cleansing the shrine.”

"Shrine? What? Where?'

"At the Three Rivers. -What's wrong with you, Sil-ver Cloud? Y ou seem dl confused!”

"The dream,” hesad. "Very bad.”

He stomped forward, leaning on his staff. His mind was beginning to grow clear again. He knew where
he was. There were three rivers meeting in the valey beyond.

Y es. The long pilgrimage backward dong the trail had cometo its end. They were camped on the high
doping plateau that looked down into the flat place where the three rivers flowed together. By the misty
light of dawn Silver Cloud saw the rivers below, the largest one coming duggishly in from the north
carrying with it arich cargo of blocks of ice, the two smaler and swifter ones merging at sharp angles out
of the east and west.

Last year-it seemed like ages ago-they had paused in this very place for many weeks, hungry weeks at
that, until the Goddess had miraculoudy sent them aherd of reindeer, so dazed with hunger themsdves
that the Hunting Society was easily able to drive adozen of the bewildered beasts over the edge of acliff.
What afine harvest of meat that had been! In gratitude they had built awonderful shrine to the Goddess
at the place where the rivers met, using the heaviest blocks of stonethey could lift, and decorating them
with acurious shining rock that they had been able to pry out of the sde of the cliff in thin glittering
sheets, and then they had moved onward, continuing their long eastward migration.

And now they had returned.

"l don't see Goddess Woman down there," Silver Cloud said to She Who Knows.

"She should be at the shrine.”

"l seethe shrine. | don't see Goddess Woman."

"Y our eyes are no good any more. Silver Clofcd. Here, let me look.”

She stepped in front of him and looked into the misty valey. After amoment she said, sounding
perplexed, "No, you're right, she's not there. She must be on her way back aready. But she said she was
going to say down there dl morning, saying the prayers and purifying the shrine-"

"Slver Cloud! Siver Cloud!"

"Goddess Woman? What are you-"

The priestess came rushing up the side path that led from the valley. Her face was flushed and her
robes hung askew and she was sucking in breath as though she had run al the way.

"What isit? What isit, Goddess Woman?"'

"Other Oned”

"What? Where?'



"All around the shrine. | didn't see them, but their footprints were everywhere. Thelong feet-I know
those feet. The prints everywhere in the wet ground. Fresh prints, Silver Cloud. They'redl over the
place, down there. Welve walked right into their midst!"

CHAPTER FIVE - Misjudging

HOSKINS SAID, "And how's our boy doing this morning, Miss Fellowes?"

"Why don't you see for yoursdlf, doctor?

Hoskins face registered a mixture of amusement and annoyance. "Why do you cal me'doctor’ al the
time?' he asked.

"Becauseyou are one, or 0 | believe," she said, thinking of that "Ph.D." labd so proudly engraved on
the name-platein his office.

"A doctoratein physics, that'sal.”

"A doctorate is adoctorate.”

"And you've been accustomed for along timeto caling people in positions of authority ‘doctor,’ isthat
it? Especidly if they happen to be men?’

Hiswords startled her. They were right on the mark, of course: throughout her career the senior
figures at the hospitals where she had worked had al had medica degrees. Most of them, by no means
al, had been men. Shefdl easly and automaticaly into the habit of tacking the word "doctor" to every
other sentence when addressing someone she regarded as her superior.

Her husband had been a doctor, too-with aPh.D. in physics, like Hoskins. Miss Fellowes wondered
strangely whether she would be caling him "doctor” too, as she did Hoskins, if they had managed to stay
married al theseyears. A curious thought. Sherarely thought of him at al any more; the whole notion of
being married, of having a husband, had come to seem remote and implausible to her. She had been
married for such ashort time, such along time ago.

"What would you prefer?' she asked. "Should | cal you 'Mr. Hoskins,' then?”

"Most people around here cal me'Jerry.'"

Miss Felloweslooked at him strangely. "I couldn't do that!"

"Y ou couldn't?'

"It-wouldn't fed right."

"Wouldn't fed right," Hoskins repeated, musingly. "To cdl me'Jerry.' " He studied her closdly, as
though seeing her for thefirst time. Hiswide, fleshy face broke into awarm smile. "Youredly areavery
formal person. | hadn't redlized quite how formd, | guess. All right, then: you can go on calling me'Dr.
Hoskins,' if that'swhat you're most comfortable with. And I'll go on calling you 'Miss Fellowes." "

What did he mean by that? she wondered.

Had he been thinking of calling her 'Edith"?

Nobody did that. Hardly anyone, at any rate: maybe six peoplein dl the world. Most of thetime she
was 'Miss Fellowes even to herself, whenever she thought of hersdlf in the third person, which wasn't
often. It was just a habit: she never gave it any thought at al. But how odd, she told herself now, to think
of yoursdlf diat way. How austere, how giiff. | have redlly become someone quite peculiar now that I'm
middle-aged, Miss Fellowes thought. And I've never even noticed it.

Hoskinswas till looking steadily at her, till smiling.

There was something very warm about the man, she realized suddenly, very likable. That too wasa
fact she hadn't noticed before. In their earlier meetings he had struck her mainly as someone who
presented himsdlf to theworld astaut, guarded, inflexible, with only occasiond momentswhen alittle
humanity showed through. But possibly the tensions of thefind days before the Stasis experiment had
made him seem that way; and now that the time-scoop had done its work and the success of the project
was confirmed, he was more rel axed, more human, more himsalf. And quite a nice man indeed.

Miss Fellowes found herself wondering for an idle moment if Hoskinswas married.

The speculation astonished and embarrassed her. He had told her a couple of weeks back that he had
ason, hadn't he? A small son, barely old enough to know how to walk. Of course he was married. Of



course. What could she be thinking of ? She thrust the whole line of inquiry asdein horror.

"Timmie!" shecdled. "Come here, Timmiel"

Like Hoskins, the boy aso appeared to be in a cheerful, outgoing mood this morning. He had dept
well; he had eaten well; now he came hustling out of his bedroom, showing no uneasiness whatever at
Hoskins presence. He waked boldly up to Hoskins and uttered a stream of clicks.

"Do you think he's saying something, Miss Fellowes? Not just making sounds for the fun of hearing his
own voice?'

"What el se can he be doing but saying something, doctor? Dr. Mclntyre asked me the same thing
yesterday when he heard Timmie speaking. How can anybody doubt that the boy's using alanguage-and
avery eaborate one at that?'

"Dr. McIntyre's extremely conservative. He doesn't believe in jumping to conclusons.”

"Well, neither do |. But that's a genuine language or I'm not spesking one mysdf.”

"Let'shope s0, Miss Fellowes. Let's certainly hope so. If we can't develop any way of communicating
with Timmie, then much of the value of having brought him herewill belost. Naturaly wewant himto tell
usthings about the world he came from. All manner of things."

"Hewill, doctor. Either in hislanguage or in ours. And my guessisthat hell learn to spesk ourslong
before we've found out anything about his."

"You may beright, Miss Felowes. Timewill tdl, won't it? Timewill tell."

Hoskins crouched down so that hisface was on the samelevel as Timmieisand let hishandsrest
lightly on the boy's rib-cage, fingers outspread. Timmie remained cam. Miss Fellowesredized after a
moment that Hoskins was ever so gendy tickling the boy, working hisfingertips lighdy around in an easy,
playful way that bespoke more than alitde knowledge of how to handle smal boys. And Timmieliked
being tickled.

"What asturdy litde fellow," Hoskins said. "Tough asthey come. -So you're going to learn English, are
you, Timmie? And then you'l dictate abook to usal about lifein the Paeolithic Era, and everybody will
want to read it and it'll be abig bestsdller, and welll sart to see alittle return on our investment in you, eh,
Timmie? Eh?' He glanced up a Miss Fellowes. -"Weve got atremendous amount riding on this boy, you
know. | hardly need tell you. Not simply money, but our entire professiona futures.”

"Yes. | imagineyou do."

Hoskinstouded Timmiesthick unruly hair, patted the boy, and stood up. "We've been working on a
shoestring budget for years, scrounging funds adime at atime wherever we could. Y ou can't believe the
energy cogtsinvolved in maintaining Stas's, even for amoment- enough to power up awhole city for
days-and the energy's only one part of the overhead we run here. Weve been right on the edge of going
under at least half a dozen times. We had to shoot the works on one big show to save ourselves. It was
everything-or nothing. And when | say theworks, | mean it. But Timmie here has saved us. HEs going to
put Stasis Technologies, Ltd. on the map. Werrein, Miss Fellowes, werein!”

"I would have thought bringing back alive dinosaur would have sufficed to achieve that, Dr. Hoskins."

"We thought o, too. But somehow that never captured the public'simagination.”

"A dinosaur didn't?"

Hoskins laughed. "Oh, if we had brought back a full-grown brontosaurus, | suppose, or arip-snorting
tyran-nosaur, something on that order. But we had our mass limitations to deal with, you know, and they
tied our hands considerably. Not that we would have known how to keep atyrannosaur under control,
even if weld been able to bring one back. -1 should take you across the way one of these days and let
you see our dinosaur, | guess.”

"Y ou should, yes."

"Hesvery cute"

"Cute? A dinosaur?!

"Youll see. Yes. A cutelittle dinosaur. Unfortunately, people don't seem to be very excited by cute
little dinosaurs. 'How interesting,’ they said, ‘these scientists have brought alive dinosaur back from
prehistoric times." But then they got alook at the dinosaur on televison and they didn't find it very
interesting at al, because it wasn t twice as high as ahouse and bregthing fire, | guess. A



Neanderthal boy, now-an actud prehistoric human being, quite strange-looking but nevertheless
something everyone can identify with and care deeply about-that'll be our salvation. -Do you hear thet,
Timmie? Y ou're our salvation.” To Miss Fellowes again Hoskins said, "If this hadn't worked out, I'd have
been through. No doubt about it. Thiswhole corporation would have been through.”

"But we'redl right now. Well have plenty of money soon. Funds have been promised from every
source. Thisisall wonderful, Miss Fellowes. So long aswe can keep Timmie healthy and happy, and
maybe get him to speak afew words of English-"Hello, everybody out there, thisis Timmie from the
Stone Age-"

"Or some such thing," Miss Fellowes said drily.

"Y es. Some such thing. -Hedlthy and happy, that'sthe key to it dl. If anything happensto him, our
nameis mud, and worse than mud, Miss Fellowes. Which makes you the central figurein our whole
operation, do you redlize that? We depend on you to provide a supportive, nourishing environment for
our boy. .Y our word will belaw: whatever Timmie needs, Timmie gets. Y ou were absolutely right
yesterday when you refused to | et the media have awhack at him so soon.”

"Thank you."

"Naturaly, you understand that we do want to have a press conference just as soon as possible-that
itsvitd to everybody'sinterests that we maximize the publicity vaue of the Timmie project asquickly as
we can-"

Suddenly Hoskins seemed less genia and likable again, more the driven executive who said things like
"Trust me" when hewas at hisleast trustworthy.

Coolly Miss Fellowes said, "Does that mean you want to bring them in here this afternoon?'

"Well, If you thought he was reedy for-"

"l don't. Not yet."

Hoskins moistened hislips. "Y our word islaw. Just tell uswhen."

"I will."

"l mean, can you give us an estimate now? What about our having the press conference tomorrow?
-The day after tomorrow?"

"Let'sjust put it on hold, doctor. All right? | smply don't want to commit Timmieto anything as
stressful as apress conference at this point. He's still catching his breath, so to spesk, still getting hisfeet
on the ground- whatever metaphor you want to use. He's made fine progress after those fird terrified
moments. But he could revert in asecond to the wild, frightened child you saw that night. Even Dr.
Mclntyre yesterday managed to get him upset, after awhile.”

Hoskins looked troubled. "We can't keep the press out indefinitely, Miss Fellowes."

"I'm not talking about indefinitely. I'm talking about afew days. Two, three, four-let me be the judge of
it, yes, Dr. Hoskins? My word islaw?'

"Y our word islaw," Hoskins said, not sounding terribly pleased. He was sillent for amoment. Then he
sad, "You haven't been out of the Stasis zone since the night of the experiment, have you, Miss
Fellowes? Not even for amoment.”

"No!" shesaid indignantly. "I know my responsibilities, Dr. Hoskins, and if you think-"

"Please, Miss Fellowes™" He smiled and held up hishand. "'I'm not implying anything. I'm just working
my way around to pointing out that we redlly don't intend to cage you up in here with the boy twenty-four
hours aday, seven days aweek. I'm aware that in the critical first few couple of daysit was best that you
be on hand round the clock, and that in fact | told you at our first interview that you'd be on duty
congtantly in the beginning, at least. But Timmie seemsto be stabilizing very nicely now. Y oull need to
work out a schedule of time off for recreation and relaxation. Ms. Stratford can fill in for you for an hour
or so at firgt, and then perhaps you can have whole afternoons off, later on.”

"Whatever you say."

"Y ou don't sound very enthusiagtic. | didn't redlize you were such aworkaholic, Miss Fellowes."

"That's not quite theright word. It'ssmply that- well, Timmi€sin such afrighteningly vulnerable
position. Disoriented, isolated, far from home-so much in need of love and protection as he comesto
termswith what's happened to him. | haven't wanted to leave him even for ashort while."



"Very commendable of you. But now that the worst of the trangition is over, you've got to start coming
out of here, if only for short bregks.”

"If that's what you want, doctor.”

"I think it's best. For your own good, Miss Fellowes. Y ou're entitled to alittle respite from your work.
And | wouldn't want Timmie to becometotaly dependent on having you right here at hand, either.
Therésno tdling what sort of intense bonding might develop if thisfull-time nursing goes on very much
longer. And then, if for some reason you have to leave the Stasis zone, Timmie might not be able to
handle that. The Stuation wouldn't be entirely hedlthy. Do you follow me?’

Miss Fellowes nodded. "Y ou have a point there.”

"Good. Do you want to try alittle experiment, then? Well cal Ms. Stratford in and let her look after
Timmiefor an hour or two, and you come out with methis very day and I'll take you on atour of the rest
of the laboratory.”

"Wdl-"

"You dont likeit, do you?-Look, well put a beeper onyou. If Ms. Stratford starts running into the
dightest problem with Timmie, well have you back insde herein five minutes, okay? Trust me.”

"All right," Miss Fellowes said, less grudgingly than before. She had to admit the validity of Hoskins
reasoning. Now that she had eased Timmie through the first two days, it probably would be wise to test
the boy's ability to withstand her absence for ashort while. "I'm willing to giveit atry. Take meto see
your dinosaur.”

"I'll show you everything," said Hoskins. "Animal, vegetable, and minera in equa parts.” He looked at
hiswatch. " Suppose | give you-ah-ninety minutes to finish up whatever you were doing when | arrived
thismorning, and to brief Ms. Stratford on what she needs to watch out for. Then I'll come back here
and pick you up for apersond tour."

Miss Fellowes thought for amoment. "Make it two hours, | think."

"Two hours? Fine. I'll be back at eleven sharp. See you then. -Y ou don't have any problems about
this, do you?'

She amiled happily. "Actualy, I'm looking forward to it. -Y ou can spare mefor alittle while, can't you,
Timmie?'

The boy made clicking sounds.

"Y ou see, doctor? He knows when I'm asking him aquestion, and he responds, even if he doesn't
know what I'm actudly saying to him. Therésared intelligenceinsdethat head of his."

"I'm surethereis," Hoskins said. He nodded and smiled and | ft.

Miss Fellowes found herself humming as she went through her morning chores. She had told the truth
when she said she was looking forward to getting out of the Stasis bubble for awhile. Much as she loved
caring for Timmie, even she needed to take a break.

Or wasit just the thought of spending sometimein Hoskins company?

Redly-to think so was ridiculous, she knew-but redly, it was dmost like-like making a date.

He hasayoung son, shetold hersdf again, very sternly. Which means he'samost certainly got awife.
A young and pretty wife.

Even s0, Miss Fellowes had changed from her nurse's uniform into a dress when Hoskins returned at
eleven to get her. A dress of conservative cut, to be sure-she had no other kind-but she hadn't felt so
feminineinyears.

He complimented her on her appearance with staid formality and she accepted with equaly formal
grace. It wasredlly aperfect prelude, she thought. And then the next thought came inexorably. Prelude to
what?

She said goodbye to Timmie and assured him that she'd be coming back soon. She made sure Ms.
Stratford knew what to give him for lunch, and when. The young orderly seemed alittle uneasy about
taking on the respongibility of being done with Timmie, Miss Fellowes thought. But then Ms. Stratford
remarked that Mortenson would be nearby in case Timmie turned difficult, and Miss Fellowes redized
that the woman was more worried about finding hersdf with awild battle on her hands than shewas
about any harm that might come to Timmie while hewasin her care. Perhaps she needs to be transferred



to some other duties, Miss Fellowes thought. But there was no choice other than to turn Timmie over to
her for now. The beeper in her purse would summon her quickly enough, if need should develop.

They went out. From Timmie carne one little whimper of-surprise? Despair?

"Don't worry, Timmie! I'll be coming back! I'll be coming back!™

The break had to be made, she thought. The sooner the better-for the boy, for her.

Hoskinsled her upward through the maze of harshly lit halways and echoing vaults and gloomy meta
dtaircasesthat they had traversed on the night of Timmi€sarriva, anight which to Miss Fellowes now
seemed so long ago that it felt more like the memory of adream than an actuad event. For abrief while
they were outside the building entirely, blinking into the midday brilliance of aclear, golden day; and then
they plunged into another bleak, barn-like building very much like the one where Timmie's Stasis bubble
had been formed.

"Thisisthe old Stasislab,” Hoskinstold her. "Whereit al began.”

Again, security checks; again, clattering staircases and musty passageways and disma cavernous
vaults. At last they werein the heart of abustling research zone, far busier than the other. Men and
women in laboratory coats were going thisway and that, carrying stacks of reports, files, computer
cubes. Hoskins greeted many of them by first name, and they hailed him the same way. Miss Fellowes
found theinformdlity jarring.

But thisis not ahospita, shetold hersdlf. These people smply work here. Theré's adifference.

"Animd, vegetable, minerd," Hoskins said. "Just as| promised. Animal right down there: our most
gpectacular exhibits. Before Timmieg, | mean.”

The space was divided into many rooms, each a separate Stasis bubble somewhat smaller than the
one Timmiewas housed in. Hoskins led her to the view-glass of one and she looked inside.

What she saw impressed her at first asa scaled, tailed chicken. It ran back and forth from onewall to
the other in anervous, frenzied way, skittering on two thin legs, looking thisway and that. But there had
never been achicken that looked anything like this one: awingless chicken with two smal dangling arms
terminating in handlike paws, which clenched and unclenched constantly. Its narrow head was ddlicate
and bircUike, with weirdly glittering scarlet eyes. Its skull was surmounted by abony ked alittle like the
comb of arooster, but bright blue in color. Its body was green with darker stripes, and therewasa
gleaming reptilian sheentoit. Thethin serpentine tail lashed nervoudy from sdeto side.

Hoskins said, "There's our dinosaur. Our pride and joy-until Timmie came here.”

"Dinosaur? That?'

"| told you it was small. Y ou want it to be a giant, don't you, Miss Fellowes?”’

Shedimpled. "I do, | suppose. It'sonly natura. Thefirgt thing anyone thinks of when dinosaurs are
mentioned istheir enormous size. And thisoneis, well, so tiny."

"A smdl oneisdl weamed for, believe me. Y ou can imagine what would happen hereif afull-grown
stego-saurus, say, suddenly came thundering into Stasis and started lumbering around the [aboratory. But
of coursethereisn't enough dectrical energy in six countiesto create a Stasisfield big enough to handle
something that size. And the technology itself isn't devel oped enough yet to dlow for sgnificant mass
transfer, even if we could get the power wed need to do it.”

Miss Fellowes stared. Shefdt achill. A living dinosaur, yes! How fantastic!

But so tiny-more like a bird without feethers, it was, or some peculiar kind of lizard-

"If itisnt big, why isit adinosaur?'

"Sizeisn't the determining factor, Miss Fellowes. What causes an animal to be classed asadinosaur is
itsbony structure. The pelvic anatomy, primarily. Modern reptiles have limbsthat go out Sdeways, like
this. Think of the way a crocodile walks, or alizard. More of awaddle than a stride, wouldn't you say?
There aren't any upright crocodiles walking around on their hind legs. But the dinosaurs had bird-like
pelvises. As everyone knows, many of them were able to walk upright as modern two-legged creatures
do. Think of an ogtrich; think of long-legged wading birds; think of the way our own legs are attached.
Even the dinosaurs who stayed closer to the ground on al four legs had the sort of pelvisthat alowed the
legs to descend straight instead of sticking out to the Sdestheway alizard'sdo. It's an entirely different
evolutionary modd, aline one which led down from dmosau-rian reptiles through birds to mammals. And



the saurian end of it died out. The only reptilesthat survived the Great Extinction at the end of the
Mesozoic were the ones with the other kind of pelvic arrangement.”

"l see. And there were smdll dinosaurs as well as big ones. It just happens that the big ones are the
onesthat captured our imaginations.”

"Right. Those are the famous ones that everybody goggles at in the museums. But plenty of species
wereonly afew feet high. Thisone, for instance.”

"I can understand now why peoplelost interest in it so fast. It isn't scary. It isn't awesome.”

"Laymen may havelost interest, Miss Fellowes. But | assure you that this Hitle fellow hasbeen a
revelation to scientigts. It's being studied day and night, and some veY'y interesting things have been
discovered. For instance, we've been able to determine that it's not entirely coldblooded. Which confirms
one of the most controversid theories about dinosaurs ever set forth. Unlike any modern species of
reptile, it hasamethod of maintaining internal temperatures higher than that of its environment. Not a
perfect method, not by any means-but the fact thet it has one at al backs up the skeletal evidence putting
dinosaurs on the direct line of evolution leading toward birds and mammals. The creature that you're
looking at is one of our own mogt distant ancestors, Miss Fellowes.™

"If itis, aren't you messing up evolutionary history by pulling it out of its own era? Suppose this one
dinosaur was the key link in the whole evolutionary chain?"

Hoskins laughed. "I'm afraid evolution doesn't work as smply asthat. No, theré's no risk here of
changing evolutionary history. The fact that were dl sill here, after thisfellow has been trangported a
hundred million years acrosstime, should be proof enough of that.”

"| suppose 0. -Isit amade or afemale dinosaur?”

"Mde" said Hoskins. "Unfortunately. Ever snce we brought it in, we've been trying to get afix on
another of the same species that might be female. But doing that makes |ooking for aneedle in ahaystack
seem likeacinch.”

"Why get afemde?’

Helooked a her quizzicdly. " So that we might have afighting chance to obtain some fertile eggs, and
breed aline of baby dinosaurs herein the laboratory.”

Shefdt foolish. "Of course.”

"Come over here" Hoskins said. "The trilobite section. Y ou know whét trilobites are, Miss Fellowes?"

She didn't answer. She was watching the little dinosaur patheticaly skittering around in its confinement
area, bewilderedly running from onewall to the other. It would run right into the wall and bounce
offbefore turning back. The stupid creature didn't seem to be able to comprehend the reason why it
couldn't just keep going, out into the open, off into the dank swamps and torrid forests of its prehistoric
home.

She thought of Timmie, penned up acrossthe way in hisown little set of rooms.

"| said, Miss Fellowes, do you know what trilobites are?!

"What? Oh-yes. Y es. Some sort of extinct kind of lobster, isn't that so?"

"Well, not exactly. A crustacean and extinct, but not at al like alobster. Not much like anything now
living, as ameatter of fact. Once they were the dominant life-form of the Earth, the crown of creation. That
was haf abillion years ago. There were trilobites wherever you looked, then. Crawling around on the
floor of every ocean by the millions. And then they all died out: we can't yet say why. Leaving no
descendants, no genetic heritage whatever. They were here, they were fruitful and multiplied, and then
they vanished as though they had never been. Leaving fossils of themsalves behind in enormous
Quantities™

Miss Fellowes peered into the trilobite tank. She saw six or seven duggish gray-green creatures three
or four incheslong, sitting on abed of gray ooze. They looked like something you might see & the
seashore in atide-pool. Their narrow, oval, hard-looking bodies were divided the long way into three
ridged sections, araised central one and two smaler sde lobes fringed with little spikes. Huge dark eyes
werevisble at one end, faceted like the eyes of insects. As Miss Fellowes watched, one of the trilobites
pushed an array of tiny jointed legs outward from its Sides and began to crawl-dowly, very dowly-
across the bottom of the tank.



The crown of cregtion. The dominant life-form oTitstime.

A maninalab coat appeared, whedling atray on which some complex, unfamiliar devicewas
mounted. He greeted Hoskins amiably and gave Miss Fellowes an impersond grin.

"Thisis Tom Dwayne of Washington University,” Hoskins said. "He's one of our trilobite people.
Tom'sanuclear chemist. -Tom, | want you to meet Edith Fellowes, R.N. She's the wonderful woman
who'staking care of our new little Neandertha .”

The newcomer smiled again, considerably lessimpersonaly thistime. "A great honor to meet you, Dr.
Fellowes. Y ou've got atremendous job on your hands.”

"Miss Felloweswill do,” she said, trying not to sound too stuffy about it. -"What does anuclear
chemigt haveto do with trilobites, if you don't mind my asking?'

"Well, actudly I'm not studying thetrilobites per se" Dwayne said. "I'm studying the chemistry of the
water that came here with them.”

"Tom's taking isotope ratios on the oxygen contained in the water," said Hoskins.

"Andwhy isthat?"

Dwaynereplied, "What we have hereis primeva water, at least hdf abillion years old, maybe as
much as six hundred million. Theisotope ratio gives usthe prevailing temperature of the ocean at that
time-1 could explainin detail, if you like-and when we know the ocean temperature, we can work out all
sorts of other things about the ancient planetary climate. The world was mostly ocean at thetime the
trilobitesflourished.”

"S0 you see, Miss Fellowes, Tom doesn't redlly care about thetrilobites at al. They'rejust ugly little
annoyances, crawling around in his precious primeva water: The oneswho study the trilobites themselves
have amuch easier time of it, because dl they haveto do is dissect the critters, and they don't need
anything but a scalpel and a microscope for that. Whereas poor Tom hasto set up amass spectrograph
in here each time he conducts an experiment.”

"Why'sthat? Can't he-"

"No, he can't. He can't take anything out of its Stasis bubble and there's no way around that. It'sa
matter of maintaining the balance of tempord potentia .

"The balance of temporal potentia,” Miss Fellowes repeated, as though Hoskins had said something in
Latin.

"An energy-conservation problem. What comes acrosstimeistraveling across lines of temporal force.
It builds up potentia asit moves. Weve got that neutralized inside Stasis and we need to keep it that
way."

"Ah," said Miss Fellowes. Her scientific training had never included much physics. Its concepts were
largely lost on her. It was areaction, perhaps, to the unhappy memories of her marriage. Her former
husband had liked to go on and on about the "poetry™ inherent in physics, the mystery and magic and
beauty of it. Maybe it actualy had some. But anything that could be associated with her former husband
was something that Miss Fellowes didn't care to think about very deeply.

Hoskins said, "Shdl we move dong and leave Tom hereto histrilobites?’

There were samples of primordia plant lifein sealed chambers-odd scaly little plants, eerieand
unbeautiful- and chunks of rock formations, looking no different from twenty-first-century rocks so far as
Miss Fellowes could see. Those were the vegetable and minera parts of the collection. Animal,
vegetable, minerd, yes, just as Hoskins had said-a comprehensive raid on the naturd history of the past
had been carried out here. And every specimen had itsinvestigator. The place was like amuseum: a
museum that had been brought to life and was serving as a superactive center of research.

"And you haveto supervise dl of this, Dr. Hoskins?"

"Only indirectly, Miss Fellowes. | have subordinates, thank heaven. The general administrative work of
running the corporation is enough to keep me busy threetimes over."

"But you aren't abusinessman, redly,” she said, thinking of that vaunted Ph.D. in physics. "You're
bascaly a scientist who has gradudly drifted acrossinto being a corporate executive, isn't that so?”

He nodded, looking wistful. " 'Drifted' isthe right word. | began on the theoreticad sde. My doctorate
dedlt with the nature of time, the technique of mesonic inter-temporal detection, and so on. Whenwe



formed the company, | didn't have the dightest ideathat I'd be anything otner than head of theoretica
research. But then there were-well, problems. | don't mean technical ones. | mean the bankers camein
and gave us a good talking-to about the way we were going about our business. After that there were
personnel changes at the highest levels of the corporation and one thing led to another and next thing |
knew they were turning to me and saying, 'Y ou have to be C.E.O., Jarry, you're the only one who can
steady the place down," and | wasfool enough to believe them, and then, well-well-" He grinned. "There
| am with afine mahogany desk and al. Shuffling papers, initialing reports, holding meetings. Telling
people what to do. With maybe ten minutes|eft here and there in the day to think about anything like my
own actua scientific research.”

Miss Fdllowes felt an unexpectedly powerful burst of sympathy. At last she understood why there was
that "Ph.D." tag on the nameplate on Hoskins desk. He wasn't boasting. He had it there smply to remind
himsdlf of who and what hereally was. How sad, she thought.

"If you could step aside from the business end of things," she said, "what sort of research do you think
you'd want to do?"

" Short-range temporal transfer problems. No question of it. I'd want to work on amethod of detecting
objectsthat lie closer to usin time than the present limit of 10,000 years. We've done some promising
preliminary studies, but we haven't been ableto get further than that. A matter of available
resources-financid, technical-of priorities, of accepting the limitations of the moment. If we could manage
to reach our scoop into historical times, Miss Fellowes-if we could make contact with the living Egypt of
the pharaohs, or the people of Babylonia or ancient Rome or Greece or-"

He broke off in mid-sentence. Miss Fellowes could hear acommotion coming from one of the distant
booths, athin voice raised queruloudy. Hoskins frowned, muttered a hasty "Excuse me," and went
rushing off.

Miss Fellowes followed as best she could without actudly running. She didn't fee much like being left
here by hersdf inthemidst of al this hubbub of bygone ages. An ederly man in street clotheswith athin
gray beard and an angry, reddened face was arguing with a much younger uniformed technician who
worethe red and gold Stasis Technologies, Ltd. monogram on hislab coat. Theirate older man was
saying, "I had vital aspects of my investigationsto complete. Don't you understand thet?"

"What's going on?" Hoskins asked, hagtily coming between them.

Thetechnician said, "Attempted removal of aspecimen, Dr. Hoskins."

"Removal from Stasis?' Hoskins said, eyebrows rising. "Are you serious?' He turned to the older man.
-"I can't believethisistrue, Dr. Adamewski."

The older man pointed into the nearest Stasis bubble.

Miss Fellowesfollowed his pointing hand. All she saw wasasmdl gray lab table on which atotaly
undistinguished sample of rock was Sitting, dong with some vias of what she supposed were testing
reagents.

Adamewski said, "'l still have extensive work to do in order to ascertain-"

Thetechnician cut him off. "Dr. Hoskins, Professor Adamewski knew from the start that his
chal copyrite specimen could only stay here for atwo-week period. And the time's up today."

"Two weeks" Adamewski erupted. "Who can say in advance how long aresearch task isgoing to
take? Did Roentgen work out the principles of X raysin two weeks? Did Rutherford solve the problem
of the atomic nucleusin two weeks? Did-"

"But two weeks was the limitation imposed for this experiment,” said the technician. "He knew that.”

"What of it? | wasn't able to guarantee I'd be able to finish my work in so short atime. | can't seethe
future, Dr. Hoskins. Two weeks, three weeks, four-what mattersis solving the problem, isit not?"'

"The problem, professor,” Hoskins said, "isthat our facilities are limited here. Weve got only so many
Stasis bubbles and there's an infinite amount of work to be done. So we have to keep specimens
rotating. That piece of chacopyrite hasto go back whereit came from. Theresalong list of people
waiting to use this bubble.”

"So let them useit,” saidd Adamewski heatedly. "And I'll take the specimen out of there and finish
working onit a my university. Y ou can have it back whenever I'm done.”



"Y ou know that isn't possible.”

"A piece of chacopyritel A miserable three-kilogram chunk of rock with no commercid vaue! Why
not?'

"We can't afford the energy expensel” Hoskins said.

"Y ou know that. None of this comes as any news to you, and please don't try to pretend otherwise."

Thetechnician said, "The point is, Dr. Hoskins, that he tried to remove the rock against the rulesand
while hewasin therel dmost punctured Stasis, not redlizing he was till inside the bubble.”

Therewasanicy slence.

After amoment Hoskins turned to the scientist and said in acoldly formal way, "Isthat so, professor?

Adamewski looked uncomfortable. "l saw no harmin-"

"No harm? No harm?' Hoskins shook his head. He seemed to be penning up real anger with a
consderable effort.

There was ared-handled pull-lever dangling just within reach outside the Stasis chamber that
contained Professor Adamewski's mineral specimen. A nylon cord ran from the end of it, through the
wall, into the chamber. Hoskins reached up unhesitatingly and jerked down on the lever.

Miss Fellowes, looking into the Stasis bubble, drew in her breath sharply asaquick burst of brilliant
light flickered around the chunk of rock, surrounding it for the briefest of moments with adazzling halo of
red and green. Before she even had timeto close her eyes againgt the brightness of the flare the light was
gone. And so, too, was the chunk of rock. Its existence had flickered out. The gray |ab table was bare.

Adamewski stood gasping in outrage and frustration. "What have you-"

Hoskins cut him off brusquely. "Y ou can clear out your cubicle, professor. Y our permit to investigate
materid in Stasisis permanently voided, as of this moment.”

"Wait. You can't-"

"I'm sorry. | can, professor. And | have. Y ou've violated one of our most stringent rules.”

"I will appedl thisto the Internationa Association of-"

"Apped away," Hoskinssaid. "In acaselikethis, you'll find I can't be overruled.”

Heturned away deliberately, leaving the professor il protesting, and swung around toward Miss
Fellowes. She had watched the entire episode with mounting discomfort, hoping that her beeper would
go off and give her some excuse to get away from this disagreesble scene.

Hoskins face was white with anger.

"| regret that we've had to interrupt this tour with such unpleasantness, Miss Fellowes. But
occasondly thingslike this are necessary. If theré's anything ese you'd like to see in here-any further
questions-"

"If it'sdl right with you, doctor, | think I've seen enough. Perhaps | ought to be getting back to Timmie

"But you've only been out of your chamber for-"

"Perhaps | should, anyway."

Hoskins lips moved silently for amoment. He seemed to be framing some sort of apped. At length he
sad, " Suppose you check with Ms. Stratford and see how Timmi€gs doing. And if everything'sal right
with the boy, maybe you can alow yoursdf alittle morefreetime. I'd like to invite you to have lunch with
me, Miss Fellowes."

They went into the small executive acove of the company cafeteria. Hoskins greeted people on dll
sdes and introduced Miss Fellowes with complete ease, although she hersdlf felt painfully self-conscious.
What must they think, seeing us together? she wondered, and tried desperately to look businesdike.
She wished now that she hadn't changed out of her nurseg's uniform. The uniform served asakind of

armor for her. It alowed her to face the world in the guise of afunction rather than as a person.

There was nothing fancy about the cafeteriafare. Salads, sandwiches, fruit plates, roils-that was about
it. Just aswel: she had never been much for eaborate dining, especidly in the middle of the day. And her
years of hospital life had left her not only accustomed to cafeteriafood but actualy with a preferencefor
it. She picked out afew smplethingsto put on her tray: asdad of |ettuce and strawberries and orange
dices, acouple of piecesof rye bread, asmall flask of buttermilk.



When they were seated, Miss Fellowes said, "Do you have that kind of trouble often, Dr. Hoskins?
The sort you just had with the professor, | mean.”

"That wasanew one," he said. "Of course, I'm aways having to argue people out of removing
specimenswhen their experimentd timeisup. But thisisthefirst time one actudly hastriedto doit."

"Which would have created some terrible problem with-ah-the balance of tempora potentia ?*

"Exactly,” said Hoskins, looking pleased at her use of the phrase. "Of course, we've tried to take such
possibilitiesinto account. Accidentswill happen and so weve got specia power sources designed to
compensate for the drain of accidenta removals from Stasis. But that doesn't mean wewant to seea
year's supply of energy gonein half asecond. We couldn't afford any such thing, not without having to
cut back on our operations for monthsto come in order to make up the costs. -And on top of everything
else, there'sthe angle that the professor would have been in the room at the moment Stasis was being
punctured.”

"What would have happened to him if he had been?”’

"Well, welve experimented with inanimate objects- and with mice, for that matter-and whatever weve
had in the bubble at the time of puncture has disappeared.”

"Gone back in time, you mean?”

"Presumably. Carried along, so to speak, by the pull of the object that's s multaneoudy snapping back
into its natural time. That's the theory, anyway, and we don't have any reason to doulbt it: an object
returning to its place in the space-time matrix generates such powerful forcesin itsimmediate vicinity that
it takeswith it anything that's nearby. The mass limitations seem to apply only in the forward direction. If
there had been an e ephant in the bubble with the rock sample, it would have been swept back intime
when the rock went back. | don't even want to think about the conservation-law violationsinvolved in
that.”

"Thelab table didn't go," Miss Fellowes pointed ouit.

Hoskins grinned. "No, it didn't. Or the floor, or the windows. The force has some limitations. It can't
take the whole building with it, obvioudy. And it doesn't seem to be strong enough to sweep objects
backward in time that are fixed in place. It just scoops up the loose things nearby. And so we anchor
anything within Stasisthat'sin proximity to the trangit object that we don't want to move, which isafairly
complicated procedure.”

"But the professor wouldn't have been anchored.”

"No," Hoskins said. "The idiot would have goneright a ong with the rock, straight back to the place
whereit camefrom in the Pliocene.”

"How dreadful it would have been for him."

"I supposeit would. Not that I'd weep alot, | assure you. If he was fool enough to break the rules,
and as aresult he happened to bein the wrong place at the wrong time and something nasty happened to
him, it would have served him right. But ultimately we'd have been the onesto suffer. Can you imagine
the lawsuit wed be hit with?"

"But if he died asaresult of hisown negligence-"

"Don't be naive, Miss Fellowes. For decades now al sorts of damned idiotsin this country have been
doing negligent things and the lawyersfor their estates have been nalling the responsibility to other
peopl€es hides. The drunk who fdlsin front of the subway train-the burglar who drops through a skylight
and cracks his skull -the schoolboy who climbs on the back of the bus and fals off-don't you think
they've dl been able to come away with huge paymentsin damages? Adamewski's heirswould say that
we were the negligent ones, because we didn't check the bubble before we punctured Stasis to make
surethat it was empty. And the courts would agree, regardless of the fact that the man had no business
creeping insde the bubble to try to stedl the specimen. -Even if we won the case, Miss Fellowes, can you
imagine the effect it would have on the public if the story ever came out? Gentle old scientist killed in
Stasis accident! Theterrible dangers of thetimetravel processl Unknown risksto the public! Who
knows, perhaps Stasis can be used to generate some kind of death-ray field! What kind of deadly
experiments are actualy going on behind those gates? Shut them down! Shut them down! -Do you see?
Overnight weld be turned into some sort of monsters and funds would be choked off like that,” Hoskins



sad, snapping hisfingers. He scowled, looked down into his plate, played moodily with hisfood.

Miss Fdlowes said, "Couldn't you get him back? The way you got the rock in the first place?’

"No, because once an object isreturned, the origirtal fix will be lost unless we take steps ahead of
rimeto retain it-and we wouldn't have done that in this case. As amatter of fact, we never take such
sepsin any case. There's no reason for it. Finding the professor again would mean rel ocating a specific
fix acrossfive million years or thereabouts and that would be like dropping aline into the oceanic abyss
for the purpose of dredging up one particular fish. -My God, when | think of the precautions we take to
prevent accidents, it makes me furious. We have every individual Stasis unit set up with itsown
puncturing device-we have to, sSince each unit has its own separate fix and needs to be independently
collgpsible. The point is, though, none of the puncturing devicesis ever activated until thelast minute. And
then we deliberately make activation impossible except by- you saw medo it, didn't you?by the pull of a
lever whose handleis carefully placed outsde Stasis. The pull is gross mechanica motion that requiresa
strong effort, not something that's likely to be done accidentally.”

"So you'd smply haveto leave Professor Adamewski back there in-what did you say?-the Pliocene?’

"Theréd be no dternative.”

"And the Pliocene was five million years ago?"

"It began about ten million years ago, as ameatter of fact. And lasted for something like eight million
years. But that particular rock came from five million years back."

"Would the professor have been able to survive there very long, do you think?"

Hoskins turned his hands upward in agesture of uncertainty. "Well, the climate probably wouldn't be
asrough asit would get later on in the glacid period your Timmie comes from, and the atmosphere hed
find himself in would be more or lessidenticdl to the stuff we breathe today-minus alot of the garbage
that we've pumped into it in the past couple of hundred years, of course. So if Adamewski knew anything
about hunting and finding edible plants, which | would say ishighly doubtful, he'd have been ableto cope
for awhile. Anywhere between two weeks and two months, is my guess.”

"Wdl, what if he met some Fliocene woman during that rime, and shetook aliking to him and taught
him how to gather food?" Then an even wilder idea occurred to Miss Fellowes. -"And he might even
mate with her back there and they would have children, awhole new genetic line, amodern man's genes
combining with those of a prehistoric woman. Wouldn't that change dl of history to come? That would be
the biggest risk of having the professor go back in time, wouldn't it?"

Hoskinswas trying to smother an attack of giggles. Miss Fellowesfelt her face turning a hot red.
"Have| said something very stupid, doctor?'

It was another moment before he was able to reply. " Stupid? Well, that's too harsh aword. -Naive, is
what I'd prefer to say. Miss Fellowes, there weren't any women conveniently waiting back therein the
Pliocene for our Dr. Adamewski to set up housekeeping with. Not anybody that he'd regard asan
eigible mate, anyway."

"l see”

"| forget most of the details of what | once knew about hominid ancestry, but | can tell you quite
confidently that Adamewski wouldn't have found anything that |ooked like Homo sapiens back there. The
best he could hope for would be some primitive form of austral o-pithecine, maybe four feet tall and
covered with hair from head to toe. The human race aswe understand it smply hadn't evolved at such an
early date. And | doubt that even a passionate man like Dr. Adamewski"'-Hoskins smothered another
burst of giggles-"would find himsalf so enamored of your average Pliocene hominid ferrtale that hed want
to have sexud relationswith her. Of coursg, if he ran into the Pliocene equivaent of Helen of Troy-the
ape that launched a thousand ships, so to speak-"

"l think | get the point,” Miss Fellowes said primly, regretting now that she had led the discussonin
thisdirection in thefirst place. "But | asked you before, when you showed me the dinosaur, why it was
that moving something in and out of time doesn't change history. | understand now that the professor
wouldn't have been ableto sart afamily in the Pliocene, but if you sent someone back intimeto an era
when there were actual human beings-say, twenty thousand years ago-"

Hoskins|ooked thoughtful. "Well, then, theréd be some minor disruption of thetime-line, | suppose.



But | don't think theréd be anything big."

"So you smply can't change history usng Stass?*

"Theoreticdly, yes, you can, | suppose. Actually, except in redlly unusual cases, no. We move objects
out of Stasisdl thetime. Air molecules. Bacteria. Dust. About ten per cent of our energy consumption
goes to make up micro-losses of that sort. But even moving large objectsin time sets up changes that
damp out. Consider Adamew-ski's chunk of cha copyrite from the Pliocene. During the two weeksiit
was up herein our time, let's say, some insect that might have taken shelter under it couldn't find it, and
waskilled. That could initiate awhole series of changes dong the time-line, | imagine. But the
mathematics of Stasisindicatesthat it would be a converging series. The amount of change tendsto
diminish with time and eventudly things return to the track they would have followed dl dong.”

"Y ou mean, redity hedsitsdf?'

"In amanner of speaking. Y ank ahuman being out of the past, or send one back, and you make a
larger wound. If the individud isan ordinary one, that wound would still hedl itself-that's what the
caculations show. Naturaly there are agreat many people who write to us every day and want usto
bring Abraham Lincoln into the present, or Mohammed, or Alexander the Great. Well, we don't have the
technical ability to do that just yet, not that we'd be likely to if we could. But even if we could cast our net
such ashort distance into the past, and were able to locate a specific human being such asthe threel
named, the changein redlity involved in moving one of the great molders of history would be too hugeto
be hedled. There are ways of caculating when achangeislikely to betoo great, and we make sure that
we don't come anywhere near that limit."

Miss Fdlowessad, "Then Timmie-"

"No, he doesn't present any problems of that sort. One small boy who belonged to a human
subspecies that was destined to die out in another five or ten thousand yearsis hardly going to bea
history-changer because we've brought him forward to our era. Redlity is safe.”

Hoskins gave her aquick, sharp glance. "Y ou don't need to worry about it."

"I'm not. I'm just trying to understand how things work around here.”

"Which | gpplaud.”

Miss Fellowestook along deep sip of her buttermilk. "If there wasn't any historical risk in bringing one
Neanderthal child into our time, then it would be possible to bring another one eventualy, wouldn't it?"

"Of course. But oneisal well need, | imagine. If Timmie helps us learn everything that we want to-"

"I don't mean to bring another one here for purposes of research. | mean as aplaymate for Timmie."

"What?'

It was a concept diat had burgt into her mind as suddenly and unexpectedly asthe name " Timmi€" itslf
had-an impulse, a spontaneous thing. Miss Fellowes was astonished at herself for having brought it up.

But she pursued it, now that it was here.

"He'sanormal, hedthy child in every way, sofar as| can see. A child of histime, of course. But in his
ownway | think he's outstanding.”

" certainly think so too, Miss Fellowes."

"His development from here on, though, may not continue normally."

"Why not?" Hoskins asked.

"Any child needs stimulation and thisone lives alife of solitary confinement. | intend to dowhat | can,
but | can't replace an entire cultura matrix. What I'm saying, Dr. Hoskins, is that he needs another boy to
play with."

Hoskins nodded dowly. "Unfortunately, there's only one of him, isn't there? Poor child.”

Miss Fellowes watched him shrewdly, hoping that she had picked the right moment for this.

"If you could bring a second Neanderthal forward to share his quarterswith him-"

"Yes. That would beided, Miss Fellowes. -But of courseit can't be done.”

"It can't?' said Miss Fellowes, with sudden dismay.

"Not with the best will in theworld, which | liketo think iswhat we have. We couldn't possibly expect
to find another Neandertha close to his age without incredible luck-it was avery sparsely populated era,
Miss Fellowes; we can't just dip casudly into the Neandertha equivalent of abig city and snaich a



child-and even if we could, it wouldn't befair to multiply risks by having another human beingin Stasis.”

Miss Fellowes put down her spoon. Heady new ideas were flooding into her mind. She said
energeticaly, "Inthat case, Dr. Hoskins, let me take adifferent tack. If it'simpossibleto bring another
Neandertha child into the present, so beit. I'm not even sure | could cope with asecond one, anyway.
But what if- alittle later, once Timmieis better adapted to modern life - what if we were to bring another
childinfrom the outsdeto play with him?"

Hoskins stared at her in concern. A human child?"

"Another child,” said MissFellowes, with an angry glare. "Timmieis human.”

"Of course. Y ou know what | meant. - But | couldn't dream of such athing.”

"Why not? Why couldn't you? | don't see anything wrong with theidea. Y ou pulled that child out of
time and made him an eterna prisoner. Don't you owe hint something? Dr. Hoskins, if thereisany man
who, in this present-day world, can be considered that child's father - in every sense but the biologicd -
it'syou. Why can't you do thislitde thing for him?"

Hoskinssaid, "Hisfather?' He rose, somewhat unsteedily, to hisfeet. "Miss Fellowes, | think I'll take
you back now, if you don't mind."

They returned to the dollhouse that was Stasis Section One in ableak silence that neither broke.

As he had promised, Mclntyre sent over astack of reference worksthat dealt with Neanderthals.
Miss Fdlowes plunged into them asif she were back at nursing school and a critical exam was coming up
inacouple of days.

Shelearned that the first Neanderthal fossils had been discovered in the middle of the nineteenth
century by workmen digging in alimestone quarry near Diisseldorf, Germany, a aplace cdled the
Neander Vdley - Neanditr-tha, in German. While cleaning away the mud that covered alimestone
deposit in agrotto sixty feet above the valey floor, they came across a human skull embedded in the
grotto floor, and other bones not far away.

The workmen gave the skull and afew of the other bonesto aloca high school teacher, who took
them to Dr. Hermann Schaafhausen of Bonn, awell-known anatomist. Schaafhausen was startled by
their srangeness. The skull had many human features, but it was curioudy primitive in gppearance, long
and narrow, with adoping forehead and an enormous bony ridge bulging above the brows. The
thighbones that accompanied the skull were so thick and heavy that they scarcely looked human at al.

But Schaafhausen did think the Neanderthal bones were human relics-extremely ancient ones. Ina
paper he read at a scientific meeting early in 1857, he termed the unusua fossils "the most ancient
memorid of the early inhabitants of Europe.”

Miss Felloweslooked up at Timmie, who was playing with some toy on the far side of the room.

"Ligentothat," shesad. " The most ancient memorid of the earfy inhabitants of Europe.’ That's one
of your relatives he'stalking about, Timmie."

Timmiedidn't seem impressed. He uttered afew indifferent clicks and went back to hisgame.

Miss Fellowes read on. And quickly the book confirmed what she dready vaguely knew: that the
Neandertha people, while certainly ancient inhabitants of Europe, were far from being the most ancient
Oones.

The discovery of the original Neandertha fossils had been followed, later in the nineteenth century, by
smilar discoveriesin many other parts of Europe-more fossilized bones of prehistoric human-like
creatures with doping foreheads, huge beetling brows, and-another typica characteristic-receding chins.
Scientists debated the meaning of these fossils, and, as Darwin's theories of evolution cameto gain wide
acceptance, genera agreement developed that the Neandertha -ty pe specimens were the remains of a
brutish-looking prehistoric kind of human being, ancestral to modern humanity, perhaps midway on the
evolutionary scae between gpes and humans.

" '‘Brutish-looking.' " Miss Fellowes sniffed. "All in the eye of the beholder, eh, Timmie?"

But then had come the discovery of other types of foss| humans-in Java, in China, e sewherein
Europe- that seemed even more primitive in form than the Neanderthals. And in the twentieth century,
when reliable methods of dating ancient Steswere developed, it became clear that the Neandertha
people must have lived relatively recently on the time-scale of human evolution. The Javan and Chinese



forms of primitive human being were at least haf amillion years old, perhaps even more, whereas the
Neanderthas had not appeared on the scene until something like 150,000 years ago. They had occupied
much of Europe and the Near East, apparently, for over ahundred thousand years, flourishing until about
35,000 years ago. Then they had disappeared-replaced at dl locations by the modern form of the human
race, which evidently had dready come into existence at the time the first Neanderthas emerged. It
appeared that humans of the modern type had lived aongside the Neanderthals, peacefully or otherwise,
for thousands of years before undergoing a sudden population explosion and completely displacing the
other human form.

There seemed to be severd different theories to explain why the Neanderthal s had suddenly become
extinct. But onething al the experts agreed on was that they had vanished from the Earth late in the
period of theice ages.

The Neanderthals, then, hadn't been some brutish’ ape-like ancestor of modern man. They weren't
ancedtrd at dl. They were amply humans of another form, different in various waysfrom ther
contemporaries, who were the kind of human that had survived into modern times. Distant cousins,
perhaps. Thetwo races had had apardld existencein Ice Agetimes, an uneasy coexistence. But only
one of the two forms had |asted beyond the time when the grest glaciers had covered Europe.

" S0 you are human, Timmie. | never really doubted it-" (though she had, for abad moment right at the
beginning, for which she ill fet shame) "-but hereit isin black and white. Y ou'rejug alittle
unusua-looking, that'sall. But you're as human as| am. As human as anybody here.”

Clicks and murmurs came from Timmie.

"Yes" Miss Fellowessaid. "Y ou think so, too, don't you?"

And yet, the differences, the differencesr

Miss Fellowes eyesraced over the pages. What had the Neandertha s really looked like? At first
there had been hot debates over that, because so few fossil specimens of Neanderthals had been found,
and one of the earliest skeletonsto be discovered turned out to be that of a man whose bones had been
crippled by osteoarthritis, creating adistorted impression of how anorma man of his people would have
appeared. But gradudly, as more skeletd evidence was uncovered, a generally accepted picture of the
Neanderthal people had emerged.

They had been shorter than modern humans-the talest of the men were probably no more than about
five-feet-four in height-and very stocky, with wide shoulders and deep barrel-chests. Their foreheads
doped backward, their brow ridges were enormous, they had rounded lower jawsinstead of chins. Their
noses were big and broad and low-bridged, and their mouths jutted forward like muzzles. Their feet were
flat and very wide, with short stubby toes. Their bones were heavy, thick, and large-jointed and their
muscles probably were extremely well developed. Their legs were short in proportion to their torsos and
possibly were naturally bowed, with permanently flexed knees, so that they might have walked in asort
of shuffle

Not pretty, no. Not by modern standards.

But human. Unquestionably human. Give a Neanderthal man a shave and ahaircut and put himinto a
shirt and apair of jeans and he could probably walk down a street in any city of the world without
attracting anyone's attention.

"And listen to this part, Timmie!" Miss Fellowes ran her finger across the page and read out loud to
him. " '"He had abig brain. The brains of skeletons are measured by cranid capacities-that is, how much
volume, in cubic centimeters, the skull cavity has. Among modern Homo sapiens, the average cranid
capacity is something like 1,400 or 1,500 c.c. Some men have brain capacities of 1,100-1,200 c.c. The
average brain capacity of Neandertha man was about 1,600 c.c. for mae skulls, and about 1,350 c.c.
for femae skulls. Thisis higher than the average figure for Homo sapiens” " She chortled. "What do you
think of that, Timmie? 'Higher than the average figure for Homo sapiend”

Timmie smiled at her. Almost asif he had understood! But Miss Fellowes knew there was no chance
of that.

"Of course" shesad, "itisn't redly the Sze of the skull that counts, it'sthe qudity of the braininsdeit.
Elephants have bigger skulls than just about anybody, but they can't do dgebra. Nor can |, for that



meatter, but | can read abook and drive a car, and show me the el ephant that can do those things! -Do
you think I'm glly, Timmie? Taking to you thisway?' The boy's face was solemn; he offered her aclick
or two. "But you need someoneto talk to in here. And so do I. Come over here for amoment, will you?”'
Miss Fellowes beckoned to him. He stared blankly but stayed where he was. "Come over hereto me,
Timmie. | want to show you something.”

But he didn't budge. It was a pretty fantasy, imagining that he was beginning to understand her words,
but she knew very well that there was no substanceto it.

She went to him instead, Sitting down beside him and holding out the book she had been reading.
There was a painting on the left-hand side of the page, an artist's reconstruction of a Neanderthal man's
face, massve and grizzled, with the typicd jutting mouth and greet flattened nose and fierce tangled
beard. His head was thrust forward from his shoulders. His lipswere drawn back alittle, baring his teeth.
A savage countenance, yes. Brutish, one might even say: there was no getting away from that.

But yet there was the indisputable light of intelligencein hiseyes, and alook of something else,
something- what? Tragic? A look of anguish, alook of pain?

He was staring off into the distance as though looking across thousands of years of time. Looking into
aworld where none of hiskind existed any longer, except for one smal boy who had no proper business
being there.

"How does helook, Timmie? Do you recognize him at al? Does he seem anything like the way your
people actualy were?"

Timmie made afew clicks. He glanced at the book without apparent interest.

Miss Fellowes tapped the picture a couple of times. Then she took his hand and put it on the page to
direct his attention toward the plate.

Hejust didn't understand. The image on the page seemed to mean nothing to him at all.

He ran hishand over the page in aremote, uninterested way, as though the smooth texture of the
paper was the only aspect of the book that had caught his attention. Then the boy turned the lower
corner of the page upward and began idly to pull onit, so that the page started to rip from the binding.

"No!" Miss Fellowes cried, and in aquick reflexive gesture she pulled his hand away and dapped it, all
at once-alight dap, but an unmistakable reprimand.

Timmieglared a her. His eyeswere bright with fury. He made aghastly snarling sound and his hand
became a claw; and he reached for the book again.

Shepulled it out of hisreach.

He dropped down on hisknees and growled at her. A terrifying growl, a deep eerie rumbling, eyes
turned upward, lips drawn back, teeth bared in afrightful grimace of rage.

"Oh, Timmie, Timmie-" Tearswelled up in Miss Fellowes eyes, and shefdt avast sense of despair, of
defeat-of horror, even-risng within her.

Groveling on the floor and growling like alittle wild beast, she thought, gppalled. Snarling at her asif
he'd like to jump at her and rip her throat out just as he had clawed at that book, wanting to tear out a
page.

Oh, Timmie-

But then Miss Fellowes forced hersalf back to calmness. Thiswas no way to react to the child'slittle
outburst. What had she expected? He was four years old at most and came out of some primitive tribal
culture and he had never seen abook beforein hislife. Was he supposed to look at it with respect and
awe, and thank her politely for having made this val uable source of information available to his eager
young mind?

Even modern four-year-olds from nice educated households, she reminded hersdlf, have been known
to tear pages out of books. And also sometimesto growl ahd snarl and look angry when you dap their
hands for doing it. Nobody thinksthat they're little savage beadts, just because they do thingslike that.
Not at that age. And Timmieisn't abeast @ther, just asmdl boy, asmall wild boy who finds himsdif a
prisoner in aworld he can't begin to understand.

Carefully Miss Fellowes put the books Mclntyre had given her away in one of her lockers. When she
returned to the other room she found Timmie calm again, playing with histoy as though nothing unusua



had taken place.
Her heart flooded with love for the boy. She yearned to beg hisforgivenessfor having seemed once
again to give up on him so quickly. But what good would that do? He couldn't begin to understand.
Wéll, there was another way.
" think it'stimefor some oatmedl, Timmie. Don't you?"

CHAPTER SIX - Disclosing

LATERIN THE DAY Dr. Mclntyre arrived at the doll-house for his second visit with Timmie. Miss
Fe-lowes said, ashe camein, "Thank you for the books, doctor. | want to assure you that I've been
doing my homework very thoroughly.”

Mclntyre smiled hissmall, precise, not very radiant smile. "I'm pleased to have been of some help,
MissFelowes."

"But theres ill more I'd like to know. | mean to keep reading, but since you're here, | thought I'd ask
you"

The pa ecanthropologist smiled again, even lessglowingly. Hewas al too evidently eager to get down
to his session with the Neandertha child, and not at al enthusiastic about stopping to answer anurse's
unimportant questions. But after the fiasco of the last visit, Miss Pel-lowes was determined not to alow
Mclntyreto drive Timmieinto tearswith the intensity of his scientific curiosty. The sessonwould
proceed dowly, at the pace Miss Fellowes intended to set, or it wouldn't proceed at all.

Her word was going to be law: that was Hoskins phrase, but she had adopted it as her own.

"If | can help you, Miss Fellowes-something you weren't able to discover in the books-"

"It's the one central question that has troubled me sincei cameto work with Timmie. We al agree that
Neandertha s were human. What I'm trying to find out is how human they were. How closethey areto
us-where the smilarities are, and where the differences. | don't mean the physica differences,
particularly-those are obvious enough and I've studied the texts you sent over. | mean the cultura
differences. The diflferencesin intelligence. Thethingsthet redly determine humanity.”

"Wdl, Miss Fellowes, those are exactly the things I'm hereto try to learn. The purpose of the testsI'm
going to give Timmieis precisaly to determine-"

"l understand that. Tell mefirst what's aready known."

Mcdntyréslips quirked irritably. He ran his hand through hisfine, shining golden hair.

"What in particular?'

"| learned today that the two different races, the Neandertha race and the modern human one-is that
correct, calling them races?-lived side by sidein Europe and the Near East for perhaps a hundred
thousand years during the glacid periods.”

" 'Races isn't quite the proper word, Miss Fellowes. The various 'races of mankind, as we employ the
term nowadays, are much more closdly related to each other than we are to the Neanderthals.
‘Subspecies might be more accurate when talking about ourselves and the Neanderthas. They belonged
to the subspecies Homo sapiens neanderthaensis and we're classed as Homo sapiens sapiens’

"All right. But they did livesdeby sde."

"Apparently they did, at least in some areas. In the warmer places, that is-the Neanderthals probably
had the colder regions al to themsalves, because they were better adapted to ded with the conditions
there. Of course, were talking about very smal populations, widdly scattered bands. It's altogether
possible that an individual Neanderthd tribe could have persisted for centuries without ever once
encountering Homo sapiens sapiens. On the other hand, they might have been next-door neighborsin
some places, especidly asthelast glacia period started to draw to its close and more of Europe became
habitable by our ancestors.”

"Y ou don't think there's any chance that the Neanderthals were our ancestorsat dl, then.”

"Oh, no. They're aseparate group, off on an evolutionary branch of their own, or so nearly every
scientist believes today. Close enough to us so that they could interbreed with Homo sapiens sapiens-we
have somefossi| evidence that they did-but mainly they must have kept to themsalves, conserved their



own gene pool, contributed very littleif anything a al to the modern-day human genetic mix."

"Backwoodsmen. Country cousins.”

"That's not abad description,” Mclntyre said.

"Thank you. -And were they lessintelligent than Homo sapiens sapiens'?"

Helooked impatient again. "That's something | redly can't say, Miss Fellowes, until you let me get
down to some serioustesting of Timmigs menta capacity and ability to-"

"What's your guess, as of this afternoon?"

"Lessintdligent.”

"Based on what, Dr. Mclntyre? Pro-sapiens prejudice?’

Mclntyre's ddlicate complexion flooded with color. ™Y ou asked meto offer an opinion before I've had
achance to examinethe only real evidencethat's ever been available to science. What else can my
answer be except an expression of prejudice? By definition that'swhat it is.”

"Yes, yes, | understand that. But it must be based on something concrete. What?"

Controlling himsdlf, Mclntyre said, "The Mousterian cultura leve-that's our technica term for
Neandertha culture, Mousterian-wasn't very sophigticated and didn't show much sign of progress over
die hundreds of centuriesdrat it lasted. What we find at Neandertha sitesare smpleflint tools, scarcely
ever changing with time. Whereas the sgpiens line made steady improvementsin itstechnology al during
the Pdlealidiic, and has continued to do so until the present day, which iswhy it is sgpiens humans who
have brought a Neandertha child out of the depths of time and not vice versa." Mclntyre paused for
breath. -"Also, there's no Neandertha art that we know about: no scul ptures, no cave paintings, no sign
of any decoration that we could consider to bereligiousin nature. We assume that they must have had a
religion of some sort, because we've found Neanderthal graves, and a species that buriesits dead dmost
certainly hasto have somekind of belief in an afterlife, and therefore in higher spiritud entities. But those
few Neanderthd dwelling sites that we've examined don't give us evidence of anything but the smplet,
most basic sort of hunting-and-gathering tribal life. And as | mentioned the other day, we haven't even
been atogether certain they were physiologically capable of using language. Or that they had the
intellectua capacity to do so even if their larynxes and tongues were able to shape sounds.”

Miss Fellowesfdt hersdf bogging down in gloom. She looked over a Timmie, glad that he could
understand nothing of what Mclntyre wastdling her.

" S0 you think that they were an intellectudly inferior race, then? Compared to Homo sapiens sapiens,
| mean?!

"Certainly we haveto think so on the basis of what we know as of now," Mclntyre said. "On the other
hand, that's not being entirely fair to them. The Neanderthals may not have needed the sorts of cultura
frills and fol-de-rols that the sapiens sapiens subspeci es thought were important. Mousterian tools, smple
asthey were, were perfectly well suited for the tasks they had to perform- killing small game, chopping
up meat, scraping hides, felling trees, thingslike that. And if the Neanderthds didn't go in for painting and
sculpture, well, they may smply have felt that such things were blasphemous. We can't say that diey
didn't. More recent cultures than theirs have had prohibitions dedling with making graven images, you
know."

"But even s0 you think the Neanderthal s were an inferior race. -An inferior subspecies, | should say.”

"l do. It's prejudice, Miss Fellowes, sheer prgudice, and | admit it fredly. | cant help it that I'm a
member of Homo sapiens sapiens. | can make a case out for the Neanderthdss, but the fact remainsthat |
bascaly see them as a dow-witted unprogressve form of humanity that was outmaneuvered and
eventualy obliterated by our own people. -Of course, when wetalk about physical superiority, that'sa
different matter. Interms of the living conditionsthat existed in their time, the Neanderthals could well be
considered the superior form. The very features that make usthink of them as ugly brutes may have been
marks of that superiority.”

"Give mean example.”

"Thenose" Mclntyre said. He pointed toward Tim-mie. "Hisnoseisalot larger than amodern
childs”

"Yes. Itis"



"And some might say it'sugly, because it's so wide and thick and protrudes so much.”

"Some might say s0," Miss Fellowes agreed coally.

"But then consider the climate that Paleolithic man had to ded with. Much of Europe was covered by
permafrost. A constant cold, dry wind blew acrossthe centra plains. Snow might fal in any season of the
year. Y ou know what it feelslike to breathe redlly cold air. But one purpose that the human nose serves
isthewarming and moistening of inhaled air on itsway to the lungs. The bigger the nose, the more
effective the warming capacity.”

"Serving asakind of radiator, you mean?"'

"Exactly. Thewhole Neandertha facia structure seems designed to keep cold air from reaching the
lungs- and the brain, too; don't forget that the arteries that feed blood to the brain are located just back
of the nasal passages. But the big Neanderthal nose, itsforward location, the extremely large maxillary
snuses, the large diameter of the blood vessdal's serving the face-they may all have been adaptationsto the
glacid environment, making it far eesier for the Neandertha s to deal with the cold than were our own
ancestors. The heavy musculature as well, the sturdy body structure-"

"So the so-cdled "brutish’ look of the Neanderthals may have been nothing more than natural selection
at work, aspecidized evolutionary response to the harsh conditions with which man had to copein
ice-age Europe.”

"Quitesn."

"If they were so well designed to survive," Miss Fellowes said, "then why did they become extinct? A
changein the climate making their specidizations no longer advantageous?!

Mclntyre sghed heavily. "The question of Neandertha extinction, Miss Fellowes, is such avexed one,
so fraught with controversy-"

"Well, what's your view? Were they smply exterminated, because they were as dow-witted as you
seem to think? Did their specid genetic characteristics disappear through intermarriage with the other
line? Or wasit some combination of--"

"May | remind you, Miss Fellowes, diat | have work to do heretoday?' Mclntyre said. Exasperation
was beginning to show in hiseyes. "Much as1'd like to discuss Neandertha s with you, the fact remains
that we have an actud living Neandertha right in thisroom awaiting study, and | have only alimited
amount of timeinwhich

"Then go ahead, Dr. Mclntyre," said Miss Fellowesin resignation. "Examine Timmie as much asyou'd
like. You and | can talk some other time. Just make sure you don't upset the boy the way you did
before.”

And now dietime had arrived for the first press conference-the public unveiling of Timmie. Miss
Felowes had ddlayed it aslong as possible. But Hoskins wasinsstent. Publicity, he had been saying dl
along, was essentid to the financing of the project. Now that it was undeniably clear that the boy wasin
good physical shape, that he gpparently wasn't going to come down with any twenty-firgt-century
bacterid infection, that he was cagpable of withstanding the stress of ameeting with the media, it smply
had to happen. Miss Fellowes word might be law, but it was clear that there was one word she didn't
have the leeway to utter. Thistime Hoskins wasn't going to take "no" for an answer.

"l want to limit the public viewing to five minutes, then,” she said.

"They've asked for fifteen.”

"They could ask for aday and ahdlf. Dr. Hoskins. But five minutesis all that | consider to be
acceptable.”

"Ten, Miss Fellowes."

She could see the determination in hisface,

"Ten at the absolute limit. Lessif the boy shows any sign of disiress.”

"Y ou know hell show signsof distress," said Hoskins. "1 can!t smply let alittle whimpering be the
sgnal to throw the reporters out.”

"I'm not talking about alittle whimpering, doctor. I'm talking about hysteria, profound psychosomatic
reactions, potentialy life-threatening responsesto amassive invasion of hisliving space. Y ou remember
how wild the boy was the night he arrived here."



"Hewasfrightened out of hiswitsthat night.”

"And you think abunch of televison cameras poked into hisface won't upset him al over again?
Bright hot lights? A lot of loud-mouthed strangersydling thingsat him?”*

"Miss Felowes"

"How many reporters are you planning to let in here, anyway?"

Hoskins paused and counted up mentally. "About a dozen, most likely."

"Three."

"Miss Fllowed"

"The Stasisbubbleissmdll. It's Timmie's sanctuary. If you let it beinvaded by avast pack
of-baboons-"

"They'll be science reporters like Candide Deveney.”

"Fine. Three reporters.”

"You redly are determined to be difficult, aren't you?'

"| have achild to carefor. That's what you're paying me for and what | intend to do. If I'm too difficult
to work with, you can dways give me notice, you know."

The words dipped out unexpectedly. Miss Fellowes felt a sudden stab of darm. What if Hoskins
decided to cdll her bluff? Sent her away, caled in one of the rejected applicants-there must surely have
been rgjected gpplicants-to take charge of Timmie?

But theideaof dismissing her seemed to dlarm Hoskins as much asit did her.

"I don't want to do that, Miss Fellowes. Y ou know that very well."

"Then listen to me. The concept of a press poal isn't unknown around here, isit? Let your precious
media people choose diree representatives to come in here and ingpect Timmie. Or, rather, to stand
outside the Stasis bubble's door while | show him to them. They can share the information with the
others. Tell them that any more than three would endanger die boy's hedth and menta stability.”

"Four, Miss Fellowes?!

"Three."

"They'regoing to givemehdl if | tdl them-"

"Three"

Hoskins stared at her. Then he began to laugh. "All right, Miss Fellowes. Y ou win. Three media
people. But they can see him for ten minutes dtogether. I'll let them know thet if they have any complaints
they should direct them to Timmi€'s nurse, not to me.”

Later in the day the gentlemen of the press arriveS. Two gentlemen and alady, more accurately: John
Underhill of the Times, Stan Washington of Globe-Net Cable News, Margaret Anne Crawford of
Reuters.

Miss Felowes held Timmiein her aamsjust at the perimeter of Stasisand he clung to her wildly while
they set their camerasto work and called requests to her through the open door from their placesjust
outside the bubble. She did her best to cope, turning Timmie thisway and that so they could see hisface
and head from various angles.

"Isitaboy or agirl?' the Reuters woman asked.

"Boy," said Miss Fellowes brusquely.

"Helooksamaost human,” said Underbill of the Times.

"Heishuman."

"Weweretold hewas aNeanderthd. If you tell us now that he's human-"

"l assureyou," said Hoskins voice suddenly, from behind her, "that no deception has been practiced
here. That child is authentic Homo sgpiens ncanderthdenss.™

"And Homo sapiens neanderthdens's,” Miss Fellowes said in acrisp tone, "isaform of Homo sapiens.
Thisboy isashuman asyouand |."

"With an ape'sface, though," said Washington of Globe-Net Cable News. "An ape-boy; that's what
we've got here. How does he act, nurse? Like an ape?”

"He acts exactly theway alittle boy acts," snapped Miss Fellowes, moving deeper into her mode of
belligerent defensveness with every moment. Timmie squirmed madly againgt her shoulder. She could



hear him uttering soft little clicks of fear. "Heisnot an gpe-boy in any sense. Hisfacid features are those
of the Neanderthd branch of the human race. His behavior isthat of acompletely norma human child.
Hée'sintelligent and responsive when he isn't being terrified by abunch of noisy strangers. Hisnameis-is
Timothy-Timmie-and it's an absolute error to regard him as-"

"Timothy?' said the man from the Times. "What'sthe sgnificance of cdling him that?"

Miss Fellowes colored. "There's no particular sgnificance. It'ssimply hisname."”

"Tied to his deeve when he got here?' asked Globe-Net Cable News.

"l gave him the name."

"Timmie the ape-boy,” Globe-Net said.

The three reporterslaughed. Miss Fellowes felt her anger rising to the point where she feared she was
going to have trouble holding it in check.

"Put it down, can't you?' the woman from Reuters called. "L et's see how it walks."

"The child'stoo frightened for that,” Miss Fellowesreplied, wondering if they expected Timmieto walk
about the room with his knuckles dragging against the floor. *Much too frightened. Can't you see? Isn't
that obvious?'

Indeed, Timmie's breath had been coming in ever-deeper sighs as he gradudly gathered momentum
for an outburst of wailing. And now it began-piercing agonized screams mixed with a cascade of growls
and dlicks. They went on and on. She could fed him quivering againgt her. The laughter, the hot lights, the
barrage of questions-the boy was completely terrified.

"Miss Fellowes-Miss Fellowes-"

"No more questions!" she shot back. "This press conferenceis over.”

She spun around, holding Timmietightly, and headed back into the inner room. On the way she strode
past Hoskins, whose face was tight with consternation but who gave her a quick, tense nod and asmall
smileof gpprova.

It took her acouple of minutesto calm the boy down. Gradualy the tension left hissmall quivering
body; gradually the fear ebbed from hisface.

A press conference! Miss Fellowes thought bitterly. For afour-year-old. The poor suffering child!
What will they do to him next?

After atime shewent out of the room again, Bushed with indignation, closng Timmie's door behind
her. The three reporters were il there, huddling in the space just outside the bubble. She stepped
through the Stasis boundary and confronted them out there.

"Haven't you had enough?' she demanded. "It's going to take me all afternoon to repair the damage to
the boy's peace of mind that you've done here today. Why don't you go awvay?"

"We have just afew more questions, Miss Fellowes. If you don't mind-"

She looked toward Hoskins in apped . He shrugged and gave her aweak smile as though to counsel
patience.

"If we could know alittle about your own background, Miss Fellowes-" said the woman from Reuters.

Hoskins said quickly, "We can provide you with acopy of Miss Fellowes professond credentids, if
you wish, Ms. Crawford."

"Yes. Pleasedo.”

"Issheatime-travel scientis?'

"Miss Fellowesisahighly experienced nurse" said Hoskins. " She was brought to Stasis Technologies,
Ltd., specificdly for the purpose of caring for Timmie."

"And what do you expect to do with-Timmie," asked the man from the Times, "now that you have
him?'

"Well," Hoskins said, "from my point of view the chief purpose of the Neanderthal project was smply
to find out whether we could aim our scoop at the relatively short-range target of the Paleolithic erawith
sufficient accuracy to bring back aliving organism. Our previous successes, as you know, have dll
involved atarget zone in the millions of years, rather than a mereforty thousand. That has now been
accomplished, and we are continuing to work on ever narrower refinements of our process with the goa
of even shorter-range targeting. -But of course we aso now have alive Neanderthd child in our midg, a



creature which is at the edge of being human or indeed must actualy be considered to be human. The
anthropologists and the physiologists are naturdly very much interested in him and helll be the subject of
intengve sudy.”

"How long will you keep him?"

"Until such atime aswe need the space more than we need him. Quite awhile, perhaps.”

The man from Globe-Net Cable said, "Can you bring him out into the open sowecan set up a
sub-etheric transmission and give our viewersarea show?"

Miss Fellowes cleared her throat loudly.

But Hoskins was a step ahead of her. "I'm sorry, but the child can't be removed from Stasis.”

"And what is Stasis again, actualy?' aked Ms. Craw-ford of Reuters.

"Ah." Hoskins permitted himself one of his short smiles. "That would take agreet ded of explanation-
more, | think, than your readers would care about at this point. But | can give you abrief summary. -In
Stasis, time aswe know it doesn't exist. Those rooms areingde an invisible bubble that is not exactly
part of our universe. A slf-contained inviolable environment, one might say. That's why the child could
be plucked out of time theway it was."

"Wait aminute, now," Underbill of the Times objected. " Salf-contained? Inviolable? The nurse goes
into the room and out of it."

"And so could any of you," said Hoskins matter-of-factly. ™Y ou would be moving parald to thelines
of temporal force and no great energy gain or losswould be involved. The child, however, was taken
from thefar padt. It moved across the time lines and gained tempora potential. To moveit into the
universe-our universe, and into our own time-would absorb enough energy to burn out every linein the
place and probably to knock out power in the entire city. When he arrived, al sorts of trash camewith
him-dirt and twigs and pebbles and things-and we've got every crumb of it al stored out back of this
area. When we get achance well ship it back where it came from. But we don't dare let it out of the
Stasiszone"

The media people were busily jotting down notes as Hoskins spoke to them. Miss Fellowes suspected
that they didn't understand very much and that they were sure that their audience wouldn't either. But it
sounded scientific and that was what counted.

The Globe-Net man said, "Would you be available for an dl-circuit interview tonight, Dr. Hoskins?"

" think we can manage that,” said Hoskins at once.

"But not the boy," said Miss Fellowes.

"No," sad Hoskins. "Not the boy. But I'll be happy to answer any further questions you might have.
And now, please, if we can clear the area”

Miss Fellowes watched them go with no regret.

She closed the door and heard the electronic locks kicking in and stood there for amoment, reflecting
ondl that had just been said.

Once again, this business of the build-up of tempora potentid, of power surges, of the fear of
removing anything from Stasisthat had come forward in time, had come up. She remembered how
agitated Dr. Hoskins had been when Professor Adamewski was caught trying to sneak arock sample
out of hisresearch area, and the explanations he had given her then. Much of that had quickly become
hazy to her; but, reminded of it now, Miss Fellowes saw one thing with terrible clarity, aconcluson to
which she had given no serious thought when she had brushed againgt it earlier.

Timmie was doomed never to see anything of the world into which he had-without his comprehension
or consent-been thrust. The bubble would be his entire universe so long as he remained in modern time.

Hewas a prisoner and dwayswould be. Not by the arbitrary fiat of Dr. Hoskins, but by the
inexorable laws of the process by which he had been snatched out of hisown time. It wasn't that Hoskins
would not ever let him out of the Stasis bubble. Hoskins could not et him out.

Words came back to her from her conversation with Hoskins on the night of Timmie'sarrival.

The point to bear in mind isssimply that he must never be alowed to leave these rooms. Never. Not
for an ingtant. Not for any reason. Not to save hislife. Not even to save your life, Miss Fellowes.

Miss Fellowes hadn't redly paid much attention then to the perfunctory explanation Hoskins had



offered. A matter of energy, he had said. There are conservation laws involved. She had had other things
to think about then, much more urgent things. But it was dl as clear to her now asit needed to be. The
few little rooms of this doll-house were forever to be the boundaries of Timmie'sworld.

Poor child. Poor child.

She became suddenly aware that he was crying and she hastened into the bedroom to console him.

Hoskins was getting ready to call the meeting of the board of directorsto order when histelephone
rang. He gtared at it in irritation. What now?

It went on ringing.

"Excuse me, will you?' he said, looking around the room. He switched it to audio-only and said,
"Hoskins™

"Dr. Hoskins, thisis Bruce Mannheim. Of the Children's Advocacy Council, as | think you know."

Hoskins choked back a cough.

"Yes, Mr. Mannheim. What can | do for you?'

"l saw your telecast last night, of course. The little Neandertha boy. Fascinating, fascinating, an
absolutdy miraculous scientific achievement!™

"Why, thank you. And-"

"But of course, the situation raises some mora and ethical problems. As| think you know. To have
taken achild of an dien culture from his own nurturing family stuation, and to bring him into our own
era" Mannhem paused. "I think we need to talk about this. Dr. Hoskins."

"Perhaps we do. But right at this moment-"

"Oh, not at thismoment," Mannheim said airily. "1 didn't intend that at dl. | smply want to propose that
we set up atime for amore extended discussion of theissueswhich-"

"Yes," Hoskins said, rolling his eyestoward the ceiling. " Of course. Of course, Mr. Mannheim. If youll
leave your number with my secretary, shelll get back to you just as soon as possible, and we can
organize aR-gp-pointment.”

"Very good, Dr. Hoskins. Thank you very much."”

Hoskins put the telephone down. He stared bleakly around the room.

"Brace Mannheim,” he said dolefully. "The famous children's advocate. Wantsto talk to me about the
boy. -My God, my God! It was inevitable, wasn't it? And now hereit al comes.”

In the weeks that followed, Miss Fellowes felt herself grow to be an integral part of Stasis
Technologies, Ltd. She was given asmall office of her own with her name on the door, an office quite
close to the dollhouse (as she never stopped calling Timmie's Stasis bubble). Her origind contract was
torn up and Hoskins offered her anew one providing for a substantia raise. She and Hoskins might be
destined to be adversaries now and again but she had clearly won his respect. The dollhouse was
covered with the celling she had requested at the outset; its furnishings were e aborated and improved; a
second washroom was added, and better storage facilities for Miss Fellowes belongings.

Hoskinstold her that an gpartment of her own could be made available on the company grounds, so
she could get away from having to be on duty twenty-four hours aday. But she refused. "1 want to stay
closeto Timmiewhile hésdeeping,” she explained. "He wakes up crying dmost every night. He seemsto
have very vivid dreams- terrifying ones, 1'd guess. | can comfort him. | don't think anyone else would be
ableto."

Miss Fellowes did leave the premises occasiond ly, more because she felt that she should than because
she wanted to. Shewould go into town to carry out little chores-making a bank deposit, perhaps some
shopping for clothing or toys for Timmie, even seeing amovie once. But she was uneasy about Timmieal
the time, eager to get back. Timmie was dl that mattered to her.

She had never really noticed, in the years when she had worked at the hospital, how totdly her life
was centered around her work, how sparse were her connections to the world outside. Now that she
actualy lived at the place where she worked, it was exceedingly clear. She desired little contact with the
outside, not even to see her few friends, most of them nurseslike herself. It was sufficient to speak with
them by tdlephone; shefdt littleimpulseto vigt them.

It was on one of these foraysinto the city that Miss Fellowes began to realize just how thoroughly



accustomed to Timmie she had become. One day she found hersdlf staring a an ordinary boy inthe
dreet and finding something bulgy and unattractive about his high domed forehead and jutting chin, hisflat
brows, hisinggnificant little nub of anose. She had to shake hersdlf to break the spell.

Just as she had come to accept Timmie as he was, and no longer saw anything especially strange or
unusua about him, Timmie, too, seemed to be settling fairly quickly into hisnew life. He was becoming
lesstimid with strangers; his dreams appeared not to be as harrowing as they had been; hewas as
comfortable with Miss Fellowes now as though she were his actual mother. He dressed and undressed
himsalf, now, climbing in and out of the overdlsthat he usualy wore with distinct sgns of pleasurein the
accomplishment. He had learned to drink from aglass and to use-however clumsily-a plagtic fork to
convey hisfood to his mouth.

He even seemed to be trying to learn how to speak English.

Miss Fellowes had not managed to get anywhere in decoding Timmie's own language of clicks and
growls. Though Hoskins had indeed recorded everything, and she had listened over and over to the
playbacks of Timmie's satements, there didn't seem to be any intelligible verba pattern behind them.
They werejust clicks, just growls. He made certain sounds when he was hungry, certain sounds when he
wastired, certain sounds when he was frightened. But, as Hoskins had pointed out long ago, even cats
and dogs made recogni zable sorts of sounds in response to particular situations, but no one had ever
identified specific "words' in any cat or dog "language.”

Perhaps shewas just failing to hear the linguistic patterns. Perhapsthey al were. She till was sure that
there was alanguage there-one so remote in its structure from modern tongues that no one dive today
could begin to comprehend how it was organized. But in darker moments Miss Fellowes feared that
Timmie smply wasn't going to turn out to be capable of learning true language & al-ether because
Neandertha s were too far back aong the evolutionary path to have the intellectua capacity for speech,
or else because, having passed his formative years among people who spoke only the smplest, most
primitive of languages, it wastoo late now for Timmie to master anything more complex.

She did some research on the subject of feral children -children who had spent prolonged periods
living wild, virtualy animal lives, on their own in primitive regions- and discovered that even after these
children had been found and brought back into civilization, they usually never did develop the knack of
uttering more than afew crude grunts. It appeared that even where the physiologica and intellectua
capability for speech existed, theright learning stimuli needed to be provided in the early years of life, or
el se the child would never learn how to speak.

Miss Fellowes desperately wanted Timmie to prove her-and Dr. Mclntyre-wrong about that, so that
no one could doubt that he was human. And what trait was there that more clearly distinguished human
beings from beasts than that of being able to speak?

"Milk," shesad, pointing. "A glassof milk."

Timmie made what she took to be the hunger-clicks.

"Y es. Hungry. Do you want some milk?"

No response.

Shetried adifferent tack.

"Timmie-you. You-Timmie" Pointing.

He stared at her finger but said nothing.

"Walk."

"Laugh."

"Me-Miss Fdlowes. You-Timmie."

Nothing each time,

Hopeless, Miss Fellowes thought bitterly. Hopeless, hopeless, hopeless!

"Tak?'

"Drink?"

"Egt?"

"Laugh?'



"Eat," Timmie said suddenly.

She was s0 astounded that she nearly dropped the plate of food she had just prepared for him.

"Say that again!”

"Eat."

The same sound. Not redly clear. Morelike"Eeeh." She hadn't been able to detect the final consonant
ether time. But it was the right sound for the context.

She held the plate toward him, too high for him to be ableto reachiit.

"Eeeh!" he said again, more ingstently.

"Eat?" she asked. "You want to eat?"

"Eeechl" Red impatience now.

"Here," MissFellowessad. "Edt, yes, Timmie. Eat! Eat your food!"

"Eeeh," he said in satisfaction, and seized hisfork and fell to vigoroudly.

"Wasit good?' she asked him afterward. "Did you like your lunch?"

But that was expecting too much of him. Even so, she wasn't going to give up now. Where there was
one word there might be others. Had to be others.

She pointed to him. "Timmie."

"Mmm-mmm,” hesaid.

Wasthat hisway of saying "Timmie'?

"Does Timmie want to est Some more? Eat?’

She pointed to him, then to her mouth, and made earing motions. He looked at her and said nothing.
Well, why should he? He wasn't hungry any longer.

But he knew that hewas Timmie. Didn't he?

"Timmie," she said again, and pointed to him.

"Mmm-mmm," he said, and tapped his chest.

There could be no mistake about that. A stunning surge of-was it pride? Joy? Astonishment?-ran
through her. All three. Miss Fellowes thought for amoment that she was going to burst into tears.

Then sheran for the intercom. "Dr. Hosking! Will you comein here, please? And you'd better send for
Dr. Mcintyre, too!"

"It's Bruce Mannheilm again, Dr. Hoskins." Hoskins stared at the telephonein his hand asthough it had
turned into aserpent. Thiswasthethird call from Mannheim in less than two weeks. But hetried to
sound jovid.

"Yes, Mr. Mannheim! Good to hear from you!™

" just wanted to let you know that I've discussed the results of my very amiable conversation with you
last week with my board of advisers.”

"Yes?' Hoskins said, not so jovialy. He hadn't found the last conversation quite asamiable as
Mannheim gpparently had. He had found it prying and intrusive and generaly outrageous.

"| told them that you had answered my preiminary queries very satisfactorily.”

"I'm glad to hear that."

"And the genera fedling around here isthat we don't intend to take action at thistime concerning the
Neandertha boy, but that well need to monitor the Situation closely while we complete our studies of the
entire question. I'll be calling you next week with afurther list of pointsthat need to be satisfied. | thought
you'd liketo know that."

"Ah-yes" Hoskins said. "Thank you very much for telling me, Mr. Mannheim.”

He closed his eyes and forced himself to bresthe dowly in and out.

Thank you very much, Mr. Mannheim. How kind of you to dlow usto continue our work for the time
being. While you complete your studies of the entire question, that is. Thank you. Very much. Very, very,
very, much.

Theday Timmie spoke hisfirst words of English was awondrous onefor Miss Fellowes. But other
daysfollowed soon afterward that were much lesswondrous.

The problem was that Timmie wasn't just alittle boy who happened to have been placed in her care.
He was an extraordinary scientific specimen, and scientistsfrom al over the world werejostling with one



another for the privilege of studying him. Dr. Jacobs and Dr. Mclntyre had been only thetip of the wave,
thefirg indications of the ddugeto follow.

Jacobs and Mclntyre were still very much in evidence, of course. They had been lucky enough to have
firgt shot a Timmie, and they till had the inside track with him because of their priority status. But they
were aware that they could not have amonopoly on him. A horde of anthropologists, physiologists,
culturd historians, and specidists of adozen other sortswas at the door, knocking to get in. And each
one had his own agenda for the little Neanderthd boy.

Thefact that Timmie could speak English now made them &l the more eager. Some of them acted asif
they could smply sit down with the boy and start asking him questions about life in the Paledlithic Eraas
he rememberedit:

"What species of animasdid your tribe hunt?'

"What were your peoplesrdigious beliefslike?!

"Did you migrate with the seasons?"

"Was there warfare between tribes?’

"What about warfare between your subspecies and the other one?’

He wasthe only possible source. Their minds bubbled with queriesthat Timmie alone could answer.
Tel us, tel us, tell us, tell us Wewant to know al that thereisto know about your peoples-kinship
dructures- totemic animas- linguistic groups- astronomica concepts- technological skills-

But of course no one got to ask Timmie any of these fascinating and important questions, because
Timmigs command of English, though it was growing stronger day by day, was still confined at the
moment to phraseslike " Timmie eat now" and "Man go away now."

Besideswhich, Miss Fellowes was the only one who could understand Timmie's words with any
degree of reliability. To the others, even those who saw the boy virtualy every day, histhick, strangled
attempts at pronunciation were only barely recognizable as carrying meaning. Evidently the original
speculations about Neanderthd linguistic ability were correct, at least in part: though the Neanderthals
obvioudy did havetheintellectua capacity for speech, and the anatomica ability to produce intdligible
words, their tongues and larynxes were apparently unable to create sounds with the degree of articulation
required by modern-day languages. At least, Timmie couldn't manage it. Even Miss Fellowes had to
gtrain much of thetimeto figure out what he wastrying to say.

It was afrustrating business for everyone-for Timmie, for Miss Fellowes, and especidly for the
scientists who were o anxious to question the boy. And it reinforced the poignancy of Timmi€esisolation.
Even now that he was beginning to learn how to communicate with his captors-and that's what we are,
Miss Fellowes found hersdf thinking again and again, his captors-it was aterrible struggle for him to get
even the smplest of concepts across to the one person who could at least partialy understand him.

How lonely he must be! she thought.

And how baffled and frightened by dl the hubbub that went on constantly around him!

She did her best to protect him. She could not and would not allow herself to accept the fact that what
she was engaged in was smply a scientific experiment. It certainly wasthat; but there was asmall
unhappy child at die center of it; and she would not let him be treated only as an experimenta subject.

The physiologists put him on specid diets. She purchased toys for him. They plagued her with requests
for blood samples, X-ray pictures, even clipping of Timmi€e's hair. She taught him songs and nursery
rhymes. They put Timmie through exhaustive and exhausting tests of his coordination and reflexes, his
visud acuity, hishearing, hisintuitive intelligence. Miss Fellowes comforted him afterward, holding him
and gtroking him until he was cam again.

They demanded more and more of histime.

Sheinggted on drict limitsto the daily inquisitions. Mogt of the time her wishes prevailed, though not
aways. Thevisting scientists undoubtedly thought she was an ogre, an impediment to knowledge, a
stubborn and irrationa woman. Miss Fellowes didn't care. Let them think whatever they wanted; it was
Timmie'sinterests that concerned her, not theirs,

The closest thing to an aly she had was Hoskins. He cameto visit the dollhouse virtud ly every day. It
was obviousto Miss Fellowes that Hoskins welcomed any chance to escape from hisincreasingly



difficult role as head of Stasis Technologies, Ltd., and that he took a sentimental interest in the child who
had caused dl thisfuror; but it seemed to her dso that he enjoyed talking to her.

(She had learned afew things about him by thistime. He had invented the method of anayzing the
reflections cast by the past-penetrating mesonic beam; he had been one of the inventors of the method of
establishing Stasis; his often chilly, exceedingly businesdike manner was only an effort to hide akindly
nature that was sometimes too easy for othersto take advantage of; and, oh yes, he was married, very
definitely and happily s0.)

Oneday Hoskinswalked in on her just in timeto catch her in the process of erupting.

It had been abad day, very bad. A new team of physiologists from California had showed up with a
whole new series of tests they wanted to put Timmie through-right now-something having to do with his
posture and pelvic structure. The testsinvolved an intricate arrangement of cold metal rods and alot of
pushing and pressing. Timmie wasn't much in the mood just then to be pushed and pressed against cold
metd rods. Miss Fdllowes, watching them manipulating him as though he were some sort of |aboratory
animal, found hersdlf being swept by the hot urgeto kill.

"Enough!" shecried, findly. "Out! Out!"

They gaped and gawped at her.

"l said, Out! Sesson'sover! Theboy istired. You'retwisting hislegs and straining his back. Don't you
seethat he's crying? Out! Out!"

"But, Miss Fellowes"

She began to gather up their ingtruments. They snatched them hagtily from her. She pointed to the
door. Muttering among themsalves, they scuttled out.

She was staring after them in ablind fury, looking out the open door and wondering what kind of
intolerable intrusion was next on the schedule, while Timmie stood sobbing behind her. And then she
redlized that Hoskinswasthere.

Hesaid, "Isthere aproblem?”

Sheglowered a him. "I'll say thereid"

Turning to Timmie, she gestured and he came running to her, clinging to her, twining hislegsaround
her. She heard the boy murmur something, very low, words she couldn't quite make out. She held him
close.

Hoskins said gravely, "He doesn't seem happy.”

"Would you be, in his place? They're at him every day now with their blood samples and their
probings and their tests. Y ou should have seen what they were doing to him just now-trying to find out
which way hislegs were fastened to his body, iswhat it looked like. And now hisfood's been changed
too. The synthetic diet that Jacobs has had him on since Monday is stuff that | wouldn't feed apig.”

"Dr. Jacobs saysthat it'll build up his strength, that it'll make him better able to withstand-"

"Withgtand what? Even more testing?'

"Y ou have to bear in mind, Miss Fellowes, that the primary purpose of this experiment isto learn as
much as can be learned about-"

"I do bear that in mind, doctor. And you bear in mind that what we have hereisn't ahamster or a
guinea pig or even achimpanzee-but an actua human being.”

"No one deniesthat,” Hoskins said. "But-"

She cut him off yet again. "But you're dl ignoring the fact that that'swhat heis: ahuman being, ahuman
child. I suppose you see him as nothing more than some kind of little ape wearing overdls, and you think
that you can-"

"We do not seehim as-"

"Youdo! Youdo! Dr. Hoskins, | ingst. Y ou told meit was Timmie's coming that put your company
on the map. If you have any gratitude for that at al, you've got to keep them away from the poor child a
least until he's old enough to understand allittle more of what's being asked of him. After he's had abad
session with them, he has nightmares, he can't degp, he screamsfor hours sometimes. Now | warn you™
(and she reached a sudden pesk of fury) "I'm not |etting them in here any more. Not!"

(Sheredized that her voice had been grow louder and louder as she spoke and now she was



screaming. But she couldn't helpiit.)

Hoskinswas|ooking at her in degp chagrin.

"I'm sorry,” she said after amoment, in amuch more temperate tone. "I didn't mean to yell that way."

"| understand that you're upset. | understand why you're upset.”

"Thank you."

"Dr. Jacobs assures me that the boy's health isfine, that he's not in any way impaired by the program
of research to which he's being-subjected.”

"Then Dr. Jacobs ought to spend anight deeping in here and he might have adifferent view," Miss
Fellowes said. She saw adtartled look come into Hoskins eyes and her face blossomed with
embarrassment at the unintended, implausible other meaning of what she had just said. "To listento him
crying in the dark. To watch me haveto go into his bedroom and hold him and sing lullabies to him. Not
impaired, Dr. Hoskins? If he hasn't been impaired by all this, it's because he spent the first few years of
hislife under the most dreadful conditions imaginable and somehow survived them. If achild can survive
an ice-age winter, he can probably survive alot of poking and testing by a pack of peoplein white coats.
But that doesn't mean it'sgood for him."

"WEéII need to discuss the research schedule at the next staff meeting.”

"Yes. Wewill. Everyoneisto be reminded that Tim-mie has aright to humane treatment. To human
trestment.”

Hoskins smiled. She gave him an interrogative |ook.

Hesaid, "I wasjust thinking how you've changed since thefirst day, when you were so angry because
| had foisted a Neandertha on you. Y ou were ready to quit, do you remember?”

"I would never have quit,” Miss Fellowes said softly.

" Til stay with him-for awhile," you said. Those were your exact words. Y ou seemed quite distraught.
| had to convince you that you really would be taking care of a child and not some sort of little primate
that belonged in azoo."

Miss Fellowes lowered her eyes. Shesaid inalow voice, "'l supposethat at first glance | didn't quite
understand-" and trailed off.

She glanced down at Timmie, who still clung to her. He was very much camer now. She patted the
little boy gently on hisrump and sent him off toward his playroom. Hoskinslooked in as Timmie opened
the door, and smiled briefly at the diplay of toysthat could be seenin there,

"Quitean array," he said.

"The poor child deservesthem. They'redl that he has and he earns them with what he goes through.”

"Of course. Of course. We ought to get him even more. I'll send you arequisition form. Anything that
you think held liketo have-"

Miss Fellowes smiled warmly. "Y ou do like Timmie, don't you?'

"How could I not like him? He's such asturdy little fellow! He's so brave.”

"Brave, yes."

"And s0 areyou, Miss Fellowes."

She didn't know what to make of that. They stood facing each other in silence for amoment. Hoskins
seemed to have his guard down: Miss Fellowes could see degp wearinessin his eyes.

She said, with real concern, "Y ou look worn out, Dr. Hoskins."

"Do |, MissFelowes?' Helaughed, not very convincingly. "I'll haveto practice looking more lifdike,
then."

"Has some problem come up that | ought to know about?"

"Problem?' He seemed surprised. "No, no problem! Why would you think that? -1 have a demanding
job; that's al. Not because it's so complex, you understand. | don't mind complexity. But it's not the thing
I'd be happiest doing. If | could smply get back into the laboratory end of things again-" He shook his
head. "Wl that's neither here nor there. I've taken note of your complaint, Miss Fellowes. Well see
what we can do about easing up alittle on Timmi€'s schedule of research interviews. In o far aswe
legitimately can, that is, consdering the great importance of what we can learn from him. I'm sure you
take my meaning.”



"I'msurethat | do,” said Miss Fellowes, in atone of voice that was perhaps a shade too dry.

INTERCHAPTER FOUR - The War Society

IT WASDAWN, and the sky was a dead-looking gray, with a hard wind blowing from two
directionsat once. A little white piece of the moon was till showing, like abone knife hanging in the sky.
The men of the War Society were getting themselves ready to go down the doping hill to the shrine of the
shining rocks at the place where the three rivers met.

She Who Knows stood apart, watching them from a distance, wishing she could go down there with
them.

It was always the men who got to do everything interesting, and adways the same ones, the young ones
full of juice. The old men like Silver Cloud and Stinking Musk Ox and Fights Like A Lion made the
pronouncements and issued the orders, but it was the young ones, Tree Of Wolves and Broken
Mountain and Blazing Eye and Caught Bird In Bush and three or four others, who actudly did things.
They were the oneswho weretruly dive, She Who Knows thought, envying them fiercely.

When there was gamein the plains, they were the Hunting Society. They sharpened thetips of their
spears and wrapped dark strips of wolf fur around their ankles to give them speed and ferocity, and they
went out and stampeded the mammoths over cliffs, or gathered around some hapless stray rhinoceros
and stabbed it until it fell, or threw the rocks-with-strings a the swift reindeer in the hope of entangling
their legs and bringing them down. And afterward they carried or dragged their kill back to the camp,
singing and dancing triumphantly, and everyone came out to praise them and chant their names, and they
were given thefirst pick of the newly cooked mest: the heart and the brains and the other good parts.

And when someone had transgressed, or a chieftain had come to the end of his days and had to be
sent to the next world, they became the Killing Society and donned the masks made of bearskin and
brought forth theivory club of death, and they went off with their victim out of the sght of the tribe and
did what had to be done. And then solemnly returned, walking in line one by one and singing die Song of
the Next World, which only the men of the Killing Society were permitted to Sing.

And when there were enemieslurking nearby, it was time for the men, these very same men, to
become the War Society and paint themselves with the blue stripes across their shoulders and the red
gripes around their loins, and wrap the yellow lion-mantles around their shoulders. That was what they
were doing now, and She Who Knows was bitterly envious. The men were standing naked in acircle,
edgily joking and laughing, while the old craftsman Mammoth Rider finished mixing the pigments. War
was the only occasion on which the men of the tribe ever painted their bodies; and it had been along time
now since the last such occasion, so the pigments had to be mixed fresh. That took time. But Mammoth
Rider knew how to grind the rocks and how to mix the antel ope fat with the powder so that it would
gtick to the skin. He sat crossegged, bending over hiswork. And the men of the Killing Society waited
for him to be done.

He had brought forth the tubes of bone in which the pigments were stored and he was stirring the fat
into the powder in astone bowl. And now &t last the colors were ready. Mammoth Rider handed the
bowl of red color to Broken Mountain and the bowl of blue color to Y oung Antelope, and the other men
lined up to be painted.

The laughing and joking grew even louder now. The men were frightened of what was to come: that
was why they were laughing so much. The two painters used foxtail brushesto apply the color, and that
initsalf made them al laugh, because the brushestickled so much. The shoulder-stripes were easy, one
narrow blue one across the back, one wide one across the chest, and then a blue Goddess-dab right on
the throat in the place where the hard part of the throat sticks out, and another one over the heart. It was
painting the lower partsthat caused al the amusement. First came athick red stripe across the base of
the belly just above the place where the man-parts are, going al the way around back and acrossthe top
of the buttocks; then athin stripe encircling each diigh just below the man-parts; and then, what dways
made them laugh, the Goddess-stripe running the length of the man-organ and two more dots of red on
the round partsthat dangled below it. Broken Mountain put the paint down there on with agreeat flourish
and the men made a pretense of rinding it unendurably ticklish. Or perhapsthey weren't pretending.



Go on, She Who Knows thought. Paint me aso! | have no man-parts but you can put the red stripes
around my loins and on the tips of my breasts, and it will be just as good when the time of batde conies.
Because | am every bit as much of awarrior asany of you. Every bit as much.

They were dmost finished now. All die men were done except the two painters themselves. Now
Broken

Mountain put the lower stripeson Y oung Antelope and Y oung Antel ope put the upper stripeson
Broken Mountain; and then they exchanged paint-bowls, and Y oung Antelope put the red on Broken
Mountain, and Broken Mountain put the blue on Y oung Antelope. And they dl tied their loincloths
around their waists and their lion-mantles over their shoulders and picked up their spears and they were
ready to make war.

Or dmost ready. Goddess Woman had to say the war-words over them first, in front of the three
bear-skulls. But even now She Who Knows could see the two younger Goddess \WWomen setting out the
skulls across the way, and Goddess Woman hersalf putting on the specia robes that she had to wear
when she administered the war-blessing.

She Who Knows looked down the hill, toward the shrine of shining rocks at the place where therivers
met. There was no one down there.

All thiswould be for nothing if the Other Ones had gone off somewhere else. Goddess Woman had
reported that the footprints of the Other Ones around the shrine were fresh ones, but what did Goddess
Woman know? She was no hunter. The footprints she had seen could have been three days old. The
Other Ones might be far from here by now.

All that needed to be done was to go quickly down to the shrine and perform the rites that Silver
Cloud seemed to think were necessary; and then the People could turn east again-getting away from this
place and heading back into the flat cold empty country where the Other Onesrarely went-and go on
with their lives. If therewasin fact no need of sending the War Society down therefirst to sniff out the
territory and make sure no Other Ones were skulking near the shrine, then Silver Cloud was wasting
vauabletime. The year was moving dong. The days were shorter now. It would be snowing every day,
soon. The People needed quickly to finish what they had come here to do, and find some safe place
where they could settle in during the bad months that were coming.

But mogt likely Goddess Woman was right, and Other Ones uvre someplace nearby. And there would
be war; and men would die, and perhaps not only men.

Keeps The Past, coming up behind her, said practicaly into her ear, "The Goddessis being very hard
on usthese days. We came here to worship Her; but first She takes the little boy, and then She brings us
right into the midst of the Other Ones.”

She Who Knows shrugged. "1 see no Other Ones. We've been here two days and nobody has seen
any Other Ones."

"But they're there. Waiting for us, hidden below, ready to attack. | know that.”

"How do you know?'

"| dreamed it," said Keegps The Past. "They were invisible, like creatures of mist, and then they became
half-solid like shadows, and then they were springing up out of the earth ail around us and they began to
kill us™

She Who Knows laughed harshly. "Another dark dream.”

"Ancther?'

"The night before last, Silver Cloud dreamed that he was aboy again and he went into the seaand
when he came out of it he began to grow older with every step he took, until within afew moments he
was withered and crooked and feeble. A dream of death, iswhat that was. And now you dream Other
Oneswaiting for us et the srine.”

K egps the Past nodded. " And the Goddess has taken the boy Skyfire Face without giving usany sign
of Her pleasurein return. We should leave this place, | think, without staying to perform any ceremonies
at that shrine down there.”

"But Slver Cloud sayswe mugt."

"Silver Cloud growstimid and weak with age," said Keeps The Past.



She Who Knows turned furioudly to the chronicler. "Would you like to be chieftain in his place?’

"Me?' Kegps The Past smiled. "Not I, She Who Knows. | want no part of being chieftain. If theré's
any woman in the world who yearnsin her heart to be a chieftain, She Who Knows, | think it'syou. But |
have no appetite for such burdens. -Even so, | think the time may have comefor Silver Cloud to put
down hiswand and cap and mantle."

"No."

"He's old and getting feeble. Y ou can see the wearinessin his eyes.”

"He's strong and wise," said She Who Knows, without much conviction.

"Y ou know that you are saying that which isn't true.”

"Am |, Kegps The Pat? Am |7

"Go easy, woman. If you hit me, I'll have you thrown down the hill."

"Youcdled mealiar."

"| told you that you said that which isn't true."

"It'sthe samething.”

"A liar who lieseven to hersdf isno trueliar, but afool. Y ou know and | know and Goddess Woman
knowsthat Silver Cloud isno longer fit to be chieftain. Each of us hasthought it and said it in her own
way. -And when the men begin to redlize that too, the Killing Society will haveto do itswork."

"Perhaps 0," said She Who Knows uneasily.

"Then why do you defend him?”

"| fed sorry for him. | don't want him to haveto die.”

"How tender of you. But the chieftain knows how things are done. Do you remember the days when
Black Snow was chieftain, and hefdl sick with the green bile and norfring could heal him, and he stood
up before us dl and said histime had come? Did he hesitate even amoment? And it was the same with
Tdl Tree before him, Silver Cloud'sfather, when | wasagirl. Y ou weren't born then. Tal Treewasa
great chieftain; but oneday he said, | antoo old, I can no longer be chieftain, and by nightfall he was
dead. As must happen to Silver Cloud."

"Not yet. Not yet."

Coolly, Keeps The Past said, "Even if heleads usinto disaster? Which perhaps he is doing right now.
It was amistake to cometo this place: | seethat now, though at first | didn't. Why are you so strong in
his defense? He means nothing to you. | didn't diink you even liked him.”

"If Slver Cloud dies, who will be chieftain in his place, do you think?"

"Blazing Eye, | suppose.”

"Exactly. Blazing Eyel" She Who Knows grinned vindictively. "I tell you, Keeps The Past, I'd rather
stay with bumbling old Silver Cloud and die beneath the spears of the Other Onesthan haveto live
another ten yearswith Blazing Eye as chieftain of thistribe!™

"Ah," said Keegps The Pagt. "Ahal Now | understand. Y ou put your own little persond resentments
ahead of common sense-even ahead of lifeitsalf, She Who Knows. How absurd you are! How foolish!™

"Y ou're going to make me hit you, after al."

"But don't you see-"

"No," said She Who Knows. "No, | don't see at all. -But enough of this. Look, ook, down there!"

While the two women had been talking, Goddess Woman had finished performing the War Society
blessing and the men of the War Society, properly painted and ouitfitted, had descended the hill to take
up positions around the shrine of the shining rocks. There they stood now in front of it, shoulder to
shoulder, brandishing their spears and glaring defiantly in al directions.

And there were the Other Ones, materializing out of nowhere like the creatures of mist who had turned
solid in Keeps The Past's dream.

Where had they come from? They must have been crouching in the dense bushes alongside one of the
threerivers, down out of sight, perhaps hiding themselves in some magical way o that they had looked
like bushes themsalves until the time came for them to emerge.

There were eight or ten of them. No, more than ten. She Who Knows tried to count them, but she
used up both her hands and there were still more of them to count. There might be at least another full



hand of them besides. Whereas the War Society numbered only nine warriors.

It was going to be amassacre. Silver Cloud had sent al the young men of the tribe to their degths.

"How hideousthey are!™ Keeps The Past whispered harshly, clutching She Who Knows forearm so
hard that her grip was painful. "Like mongters Like nightmarethingsl When | saw them in my dream they
were nothing as disgusting asthidl”

"They look just like themselves," said She Who Knows- "That is how the Other Oneslook.”

"Y ou've seen them before. | haven't. Foh, dieflat faces of diem! Their skinny necks. Their arms, their
legs-so long. Like spider legd™

"Like spiders, yes."

"Look. Look."

Everyonein the tribe was clustering together now &t the little overlook point above the shrine of the
threerivers. All eyes were on the scene below. She Who Knows heard Silver Cloud's rough, heavy
breathing nearby. A child was crying. A couple of the Mothers seemed to be crying too.

A strange thing was happening down below. It was almost like adance.

The men of the War Society were till standing shoulder-to-shoulder, in agtraight linein front of the
ghrine. They looked uneasy, but they were holding their ground, however eager they might beinside to
bolt and run.

The Other Ones had formed aline facing them, perhaps twenty paces away. They too stood shoulder
to shoulder: tall strange-looking flat-faced men, holding long spears.

But there was no attack.

The two groups of warriors Smply stood there, glaring at each other across the area of no-man's-land
that separated them. Nobody moved. The men didn't even seem to be breathing. They were as il as
rocks. Could it be that the Other Oneswere just as frightened as the men of the War Society must be?
They were supposed to be such ruthlesskillers, the Other Ones were. And they outnumbered the War
Society men by at least one hand's worth. But nothing was happening. No one waswilling to make a
move.

It was Blazing Eye who made thefirst attempt to break the impasse. He stepped forward one pace. A
moment later everyone in the War Society line stepped forward one pace dso. v

Blazing Eye shook his spear menacingly and glared across toward the Other Ones and uttered a
sound, long and low, that came floating up the hill to the watchers above:

"Hooo00."

The Other Ones exchanged glances and frowns. They looked confused, uncertain, troubled.

One of their men stepped forward aso; and hiswhole line followed him. He too shook his spear.

"Hoo000."

"Ho00000,"

"Hooo0000."

She Who Knows and Keeps The Past |ooked at each other in wonder. All they were doing on both
sdeswas making foolish noises at each other down there! Was this how a battle was supposed to begin?
Perhapsit was: she couldn't be sure. But it was asilly way to go about things, if it was.

Maybe the men down there weren't sure of what they were supposed to do, either. These warriors,
She Who Knows redlized, had never fought against the Other Ones before, had never even encountered
them until this moment. She was the only one of the tribe who had, that time when she had met thelone
Other One by theicy pool. And that one time, so long ago, the Other One had turned and run from her.

Now these Other Ones were smply standing there looking worried, and mimicking the silly noisesthat
the men of the War Society were making. Even though the Other Ones outnumbered the men of the
Killing Society and seemed to have better weapons.

Why? Were the dreaded Other Ones arace of cowards?

"Hooo00."

"Hoo000."

"Hoo000."

"Hooo00,"



"Ligten to them,” She Who Knows said, snickering. "Like owls, they sound.”

Just then there was a litde movement down below. The entire line of War Society men had turned ever
s0 dightly, so that it was now at alittle angle from the front of the shrine. And the Other Ones had turned
dso at the same angle, il staying in formation, continuing to face die War Society men.

There was more hooting. The lines moved alitde more, without actualy going anywhere. Then diey
moved back. Spears were raised and shaken, but were not thrown.

"They're afraid of each other!" Keeps The Past said, in astonishment.

"Hoooo."

"Hoo00."

"We should just charge at them,” She Who Knows muttered. "They'd turn and run in amoment!”

"Hoooo0."

"Hooo00."

"Like owls," said Keeps The Past.

It was maddening. The stalemate could go on forever. She Who Knows was unable to take it any
longer. She went across to the place where Mammoth Rider was sitting, with the two bowls of warpaint
on the ground in front of him, and stripped away her robe. Mammodi Rider looked up at her, puzzled.

"Give methe paint,” She Who Knows said.

"But you can't-"

"l can."

She bent and quickly snatched up the bowl of blue pigment, and splattered some carelesdy on each of
her breasts. Then shetook up diered, and drew abig triangje on her middle, across die base of her belly
and up both her thighs, and one splash on the dark hair at her loins.

Everyone was staring at her now. She didn't bother asking Mammoth Rider to put stripes of warpaint
on her back; she doubted that he would do it, and she didn't want to waste time discussing it with him. It
didn't matter. She wasn't planning to turn her back on any of the enemy down there.

Other Ones! shethought fiercely. Cowards, dl of them!

Siver Cloud was coming toward her now, moving hesitantly, favoring hissoreleg.

"What are you doing, She Who Knows?"

"Getting ready to fight your war for you," she said. And put her robe back on and started down the hill
toward the place of the shrine of the shining rocks.

CHAPTER SEVEN - Resisting

SAM AICKMAN said, "Play the bastard's call one more rime, will you, Jerry?’

Hoskins dipped the transcript cube into the access dot. On the screen at the front end of the
boardroom Bruce Mannheim's face appeared, reproduced just asit had been on the screen of Hoskins
own telephone at the rime of the call. Aningstendy blinking green rosette at the lower right-hand corner
of the screen signaled that the call had been recorded with direct knowledge and permission of the caller.

Mannheim was ayoungish, full-faced man with dense waves of thick red hair clinging closeto hisscap
and aruddy, florid complexion. Though beards had been out of fashion for some years except anong
extremely young men and very old ones, he wore a short, negtly trimmed goatee and abushy little
mustache.

The well-known advocate for the rights of children looked very sincere, very earnest, very serious.

To Hoskins he dso looked very annoying.

On-screen, Mannheim said, "The Situation is, Dr. Hoskins, dia our most recent discussion was not at
al fruitful, and | smply can't take your word any longer that the boy is being held under acceptable
conditions.”

"Why?" die Hoskins on the screen replied. "Has my word suddenly become untrustworthy?!

"That's not the point, doctor. We have no reason to doubt your word. But we have no reason to take
it at face value, either, and some members of my advisory board have begun to fed that I've been too
willing up to now to accept your own evauations of the boy's status. The point isthat diere's been no



on-gteingpection.”

"Y ou spesk of die child asthough he's some kind of hidden weapon, Mr. Mannheim."

Mannheim smiled, but there wasn't much amusement visiblein his pae gray eyes. "Please understand
my position. I'm under considerable pressure from die sector of public opinion diat | represent, Dr.
Hoskins, Despite dl your publicity releases, many people continue to fed that a child who was brought
here asthis one was and who iskept in what amounts to solitary confinement for an indefinite period isa
child who isbeing subjected to crud and inhuman punishment.”

"You and | have been through dl thismore dian once," said Hoskins. "The child is receiving the best
careintheworld, and you know it. He has twenty-four-hour-a-day nursing attention and daily medical
checkups and he's on a perfectly balanced diet that has dready done wondersfor his physica condition.
Wed be crazy to do tilings any other way, and whatever € se we may be, we aren't crazy.”

"| grant you that you've told me dl that. But you till aren't allowing any outside confirmation of the
thingsyou clam. And the letters and calsthat I'm receiving daily- the outcries, the pressure from
concerned individuas-"

"If you're under pressure, Mr. Mannheim," said Hoskins unceremonioudy, "may | suggest thet it's
because you've stirred this matter up by yourself in the first place, and now your own people are turning
on you alittle of the hesat that you singlehandedly chose to generate?”

"That'sthe way to talk to him, Jerry-boy!" said Charlie McDermott, the comptroller.

"Maybe abit on the blunt sde, seemsto me," Ned Cassiday said. He wasthe head of Legal: it was his
job to err on the side of prudence.

The recorded conversation was proceeding on the screen.

"-neither here nor there, Dr. Hoskins. We have to keep returning to one basic point here, which isthat
achild has been ripped away from his parents and his home-"

"A Neanderthd child, Mr. Mannheim. Neandertha Man was a primitive, savage, nomadic form of
humanity. It's anybody's guess whether or not Neanderthal s had homes of any real sort, or even that they
understood the concept of the parent-child relationship as we know it. For al we know we may have
pulled this child out of an absolutely brutish, hostile, miserable existence-much morelikdly, I'd say, than
the picture you offer of our caloudy yanking him out of hisidyllic little Christmas-card family life back
therein the Pleistocene.”

"Areyou tdling methat Neanderthas are no more than animals?' Mannheim asked. "That the child
you've brought back from the Pleistoceneis actually just some kind of ape that walks on his hind legs?!

"Certainly not. We aren't trying to pretend anything of the sort. Neanderthal s were primitive but they
were unquestionably human.”

"-Becauseif you're going to try to claim that your captive has no human rights because he isn't human,
Dr. Hoskins, then | must point out that scientists are completely unanimousin their belief that Homo
neanderthatensisisin fact asmply a subspecies of our own race, Homo sapiens, and therefore-"

"Jesus Suffering Chrigt," Hoskins exploded, "aren't you listening to me at al?1 just got through saying
that we concede the point that Tirnmieis human.”

"Timmie?' Mannheim said.

"The child has been nicknamed Timmie around here, yes. It'sbeen in dl the news reports.”

From the sidelines Ned Cassiday murmured, "Which was probably a mistake. Creates too much
identification with the child as child per se. Y ou give them names, you start making them seemtoored in
the eyes of the public, and then if there happensto be any sort of trouble-"

"Thechildisred, Ned," Hoskins said. "And there's not going to be any trouble.”

On screen Mannhelm was saying, "Very well, doctor. We both agree that we're talking about a human
child. And we have no redl disagreement on another basic point, which as| said afew momentsback is
that you've taken custody of this child by your own decision and you haveno lega claimto him. You've
essentialy kidnapped this child, | could quite accurately say.”

"Lega clam?What legdity? Where? Tell me what laws I've broken. Show me the Pleistocene court
where | can be brought to justice!”

"The fact that Pleistocene people have no courts doesn't mean that they have no rights,” said



Mannheim smoothly. "Y ou'll notice that | use the present tense to refer to these extinct people. Now that
timetravel has become aworking redlity, everything is present tense. If we are capable of intruding on
the lives of people who lived 40,000 years ago, then we must of necessity extend to those people the
same human rights and courtesies that we regard asinalienable in our own society. Y ou certainly wouldn't
try totel methat Stasis Technologies, Ltd. would have the right to reach into some villagein
contemporary Brazil or Zaire or Indonesaand smply seize any child it fdt like saizing, purely for the
sake of --"

"Thisisaunique experiment of immense scientific importance, Mr. Mannheim!" Hoskins sputtered.

"Now | think you'refailing to listen to me, Dr. Hoskins. I'm not discussing motive; I'm discussing
samplelegdities. Even for the sake of scientific research, would you fed judtified in swooping down on
some child in hisnative village in some present-day tribal culture and bringing him here so that
anthropologists could study him, regardless of the fedlings of the child's parents or other guardians?

"Of coursenot.”

"Buit tribal cultures of the past arefair game?’

Hoskins said, "There's no andlogy. The past isaclosed book. The child now in our custody has been
dead, Mr. Mannheim, for 40,000 years."

Ned Cassiday let out agasp and began to shake his head violently. It struck Hoskins that Cassiday
must see novel and disturbing legd ramifications here that probably should never have been dlowed into
the discusson.

Mannheim said, "'l see. The child isdead, but he recelves round-the-clock nursing care? Come off it,
Dr. Hoskins. Y our reasoning's absurd. In the eraof time travel the old distinctions between 'dead’ and
‘dive no longer have the same validity. Y ou've opened the closed book that you just spoke of, and you
can't just closeit again by your own say-so. Likeit or not, welive in an age of paradox now. The child's
asaliveasyou and I, now that you've moved him from his proper erato our own, and we both agree that
he's human and deserving of the sort of treatment that any child is entitled to. And that brings usright
back to the question of the care he's receiving while he's here among us. Cal him akidnap victim, cal
him the subject of aunique scientific experiment, cal him an involuntary guest in our era, whatever
semantic pin you want to put on things-al that realy mattersisthat you've arbitrarily removed a child
from his native environment without the consent of anybody concerned and you're keeping him locked up
in some kind of containment unit. Must we continue to go around in circles? Theres only oneissue here.
You know what it is. | represent alarge body of concerned opinion and I've been asked to ascertain that
the human rights of this unfortunate child are being properly respected.”

"| object to your use of the word ‘unfortunate.’ I've made it clear again and again that the child is"

"All right. | retract theword if it bothers you so much. The rest of my statement sands asis.”

Hoskins said, making no attempt to conced histhinning patience, "What isit specificaly that you want
fromus, Mr. Mannhem?'

"I'vetold you. On-gite ingpection, so that we can see the child's condition and attitude for ourselves.”

The on-screen Hoskins closed his eyesamoment. ™Y ou're very persistent, aren't you? Nothing will
please you short of coming in here and checking things out in person?”

"Y ou know the answer to that."

"Wel, I'll haveto get back to you, Mr. Mannheim. Weve been dlowing only qualified scientific
investigatorsto see Timmie up till this point, and I'm not sure you fit that category. I'll need to convenea
mesting of my advisory board to discuss dl this. Thank you very much for caling, Mr. Mannheim. It's
been a pleasure speaking with you.”

The screen went dark.

Hoskins looked around the room.

"Wel? Thereitis. Y ou see the problem. He's like abulldog who's got histeeth in the cuff of my pants.
Hewon't let go no matter how | try to shake him off."

Ned Cassiday said, "And if you do manage somehow to shake the bulldog off, helll comeright at you
again, and thistime the teeth very likely will clamp onto your leg, Jerry, not just your pants cuff."

"What are you tdling me, Ned?'



"That we ought to let him have his on-site inspection. As agesture of good will."

"That's your consdered legd opinion?"

Cassiday nodded. "Y ou've been stonewalling this guy for weeks now, right? He calls, you give him a
run-around, he cals again, you find some new way of deflecting his arguments, and so on and so on and
so on. But you can't keep it up forever. He'sjust as stubborn as you are, and the differenceisthat in his
case stubbornness |ooks like dedication to aworthy cause, and in your caseit looks like willful
obgtructionism. -Thisisthefirg time he's actualy asked to set foot on the premises, isn't it?

"Right," Hoskins said.

"Y ou see? He can adways keep coming up with new maneuvers. And you can't counter this one with
more press releases, or another interview with Candide Deveney on the sub-etheric. Mannheim'11 go
public right away with clamsthat there's a cover-up going on here, that we have something terrible to
hide. -L et him come and seethe little boy. It might just shut him up long enough for usto get our work on
this project finished."

Sam Aickman shook his head. "1 don't think there's areason in the world why we need to cavein to
that colossal pain in the neck, Ned. If we were keeping the kid chained up in acloset, maybe-if hewas
just amiserable sickly bag of boneswith pimples and scurvy, who cries bloody murder dl day and all
night-but the kid isflourishing, according to Jerry. He's putting on alittle weight,

| hear that he's even learning to speak some English-he's never had it so good and that ought to be
obvious, even to Bruce Mannheim.”

"Exacdy,” Cassiday said. "We don't have anything to hide. So why should we give Mannheim the
chance to make it seem as though we do?'

"Good point,” said Hoskins. He glanced around the room. "1'd like a show of opinion on this. Do we
invite Mannheim here to see Timmie or don't we?'

"l say to hdll with him," Sam Aickman said. "He's nothing more than apest. No reason in theworld
why we should caveinto him."

"I'mwith Ned Cassiday," said Frank Bruton. "L et him comein so we can get thisover with."

"It'srisky," said Charlie McDermott. "Once he'sin the door, there's no telling what further issues helll
rase. As Ned says, theré's dways some new maneuver. Allowing him to visit the boy won't get him off
our backs and might just make the situation worse for us. | say no."

"What about you, Elena?' Hoskins said, turning toward Elena Saddler, who ran materiels
procuremen.

"l vote for letting him come. As Ned says, we've got nothing to hide. We can't let thisman go on
smearing us the way he's done. Once he's been here, it's smply hisword againgt ours, and we've got our
televised glimpses of Timmieto show the world that we're right and he'swrong.”

Hoskins nodded glumly. "Two for it, two against. So | get to cast the deciding vote. -Okay. So beiit.
I'll tell Mannheim he can come.”

Aickman said, "Jerry, are you sure you want to-"

"Yes," sad Hoskins. "1 don' like him any more than you do, Sam. Or want him sniffing around this
place for so much astwo minutes. He's apest, just asyou say. And it's precisely because heissuch a
pest that 1've come around to thinking we'd better give him hisway. Let him see Timmie, thriving and
flourishing. Let him meet Miss Fellowes and find out for himsalf whether therés any sort of child abuse
going on around here. | agree with Ned that the vist might just shut him up. If it doesn't, well, were no
worse off" than we are now: helll continue to agitate and howl, and welll continueto deny dl his
accusations. But if we smply refuse hisrequest to vist, hell wrap dl sorts of bizarre new charges around
our necks, and God only knows what welll have to do to counter them. So my voteisfor tossing the
bulldog abone. That way we stand a chance against him; the other way, were sunk. Mannheim gets an
invitation to come here, and S0 be it. -Mesting adjourned.”

Miss Fellowes was giving Tinimie his bath when the intercom sounded in the next room. The
interruption drew ascowl from her. She looked at the boy in the tub. Bath-time was no longer an ordeal
for him. It was more like sport: he looked forward to it every day. The sensation of lying half submerged
in warm water no longer was threatening to him. Plainly it was awondrous luxurious treat for him, not



only thefed of the warm water itsdf, but the ddlight of coming forth pink, clean, sveet-smdling. And of
course there was the fun of doing alitde splashing around. The longer he lived here, the more like an
ordinary little boy Timmiewas coming to seem. Miss Fellowes thought.

But shedidn' like theidea of leaving him in the tub for long, unattended. Not that she worried much
about hisdrowning. Litde boys his age didn't generally drown in their tubs, and this one seemed to have a
healthy enough sense of sdlf-preservation. But if he decided to get out on his own, and somehow dipped
andfdl-

Shesad, "I'll beright back, Timmie. Y ou stay in the tub by yoursdlf, dl right?’

He nodded.

"Stay in the tub. Inthetub. Y ou understand?’

"Yes, Miss Fellowes.”

Nobody in the world would have recognized the sounds Timmie had uttered asbeing Y es, Miss
Fellowes. Nobody but Miss Fellowes.

Still alitde uneasy, she hurried into the other room and said to the intercom vent, "Who's calling?’

"It's Dr. Hoskins, Miss Fellowes. I'd like to know if Timmie can stand another visitor this afternoon.”

"He's supposed to have free time this afternoon. I'm dready giving him hisbath. He never hasvisitors
after he'shad his bath.”

"Yes, | know. Thisisaspecid case."

Miss Fellowes listened for sounds from the bathroom. Timmie was splashing around vociferoudy, and
obvioudy having awonderful time. She heard the boy's pedling laughter.

She said reproachfully, "They're all specid cases, aren't they, Dr. Hoskins? If | let everybody in here
who was some sort of specia case, the boy would be on display to specia casesal day and dl night
too."

"Thisoneisredly specid, Miss Fellowes."

"I'd fill rather not. Timmie's entitled to some time off, just like anyone ese. And if you don't mind, Dr.
Hoskins, I'd like to get back to his bath before-"

"Thisvigtor is Bruce Mannheim, Miss Fellowes."

"What?'

"Y ou're aware that Mannheim's been plaguing us with his standard sort of trumped-up charges and
inflammeatory nonsense practkally from the moment we announced that Timmie was here, aren't you?"

"l suppose 0," Miss Fellowes said. She hadn't actualy been paying much attention.

"Well, he's been calling here about every third day to register this or that expression of outrage. And
findly | asked him what he wants from us and he said he inssts on on-site inspection. That wasthe term
he used: 'on-gteingpection.' Of Timmie. Asif we had some sort of missile emplacement here. We aren't
enthusiastic about it, but we had a board meeting and decided findly that it would do more harm than
good to refuse. I'm afraid there's no choice, Miss Fellowes. We haveto let him comein.”

"Today?"

"About two hoursfrom now. He'savery indgstent man.

"Y ou could have given mealittle more notice.”

"l would haveif | could, Miss Fellowes. But Mannheim caught me by surprisewhen | called him to say
weld let him in. Hetold me held be right over; and when | said | wasn't sure that was workable, he
garted in again on dl his suspicions and accusations. | think he wasimplying that we were playing for
time so weld be able to cover up dl of the bruises Timmie has from the whippings we give him, or some
such crazy thing. In any case, he dso said that held be going before the monthly meeting of his board of
directors tomorrow, and that thiswould be afine chance for him to report to them on Timmie's condition,
and therefore-" Hoskinslet hisvoicetrail off. "I know it's short notice, Miss Fellowes. Please don't put
up afuss dl right? Please.”

Shefdt aburst of pity for him. Caught between thetireless political agitator on the one hand and the
ill-tempered gorgon of a nurse on the other-the poor weary man.

"All right, Dr. Hoskins," she said. "Just thisonce. - I'll ssewhat | can do about having dl the bruises
covered over with makeup before he gets here."



She went back to the bathroom while Hoskins gratitude was sill coming out of the intercom. Timmie
was busy conducting anava battle between agreen plastic duck and a purple plastic seamongter. The
duck seemed to be winning.

"Y ou're going to have company this afternoon,” Miss Fellowestold the boy. She was bubbling over
with fury. "A man's coming here to check up on us. To see whether we've been mistreating you, if you
can believethat. Midregting!”

Timmie gave her ablank look. Hisfledgling vocabulary didn't stretch anywhere nearly thet far. Miss
Fellowes hadn't really expected it to.

"Who coming?' he asked.

"A man," shesad. "A vistor."

Timmie nodded. "Nicevigtor?'

"L et's hope s0. -Come on, now, it'stimeto get you out of the tub and dry you off."

"More bath! More bath!"

"More bath tomorrow. Come on, now, Timmie!"

Reluctantly he clambered out of the tub. Miss Fellowes toweled him off and gave him aquick
ingpection. No, no whip marks showing. No sign of damage at dl. The boy wasin fine shape. Especidly
when she compared him with thefilthy, scrufty, bruised and scratched child who had tumbled out of the
Stasis scoop amidst amass of dirt and pebbles and ants and chunks of grass on that first strange,
frightening night. Timmie was glowing with good health. He had gained severa pounds since then; his
scratches had healed and his assortment of bruises had vanished long ago. His hair was neetly cut; his
fingernallswere trimmed. Let Bruce Mannheim try to find something to complain about. Let him try!

Ordinarily shewould have put Timmieinto his pgamas after the bath; but everything was changed
now, because of the visitor who was coming, the very specid visitor. That caled for forma dress: the
purple overdlswith the red buttons, Miss Fellowes thought.

Timmie grinned when he saw them. They were hisfavorite overals, too.

"And now, | think, anicelittle snack, before the company gets here. What do you say to that,
Timmie?'

Shewas gtill shaking with anger.

Bruce Mannheim, she thought icily. That busybody. That troublemaker. A children's advocate, he
caled himsdf! Who had ever asked him to advocate anything? A professond agitator; that wasdl he
was. A public nuisance.

"Miss Fellowes?'

Hoskins voice was coming through on the intercom again.

"What isit, doctor? Mr. Mannheim isn't due here for another haf an hour, | thought.”

"He'searly,” Hoskins said. "That's the sort of person heis, I'm afraid.” There was something strangely
sheepish about hisvoice. -"And I'm afraid that he's brought someone with him, too, without telling us he
wasgoing to."

"Two vigtorsistoo many,” Miss Fellowes said adamantly.

"I know. | know. Please, Miss Fellowes. | had no idea he was bringing someone €lse. But Mannheim's
pretty indgstent on having her see Timmie with him. And now that we've gone thisfar-the risk of offending
him-you see? Y ou see?"

So hewas begging again. ThisMannheim redly had him terrified. Where was the strong and
indomitable Dr. Gerald Hoskins she once had known?

"And who'sthis other person?' she asked, after amoment. "This unexpected guest?"

"An asociate of his, aconsultant to his organization. Y ou may even know her. Y ou probably do.
She's an expert on troubled children, someone mixed up with al sorts of governmental commissionsand
ingtitutions, avery high-profile individua. She was even under consideration for awhile, | should tell you,
for the very job you have today, athough wefdlt - | fdt - that she didn't quite have the kind of warmth
and sympathy we were looking for. Her name's Marianne Levien. | think she might be alitde dangerous.
Thelast thing we can risk isto turn her away at the entrance, now that she's here."

Miss Fellowes put her hand over her mouth in horror.



Marianne Levien! shethought, aghast. God preserve me. God preserve usal!

The ova door to the dollhouse opened and Hoskins camein, with two figures close behind him.
Hoskinslooked dreadful. His fleshy face seemed to be sagging, so that he appeared to have aged ten
yearsin aday. His skin was |eaden. His eyes had an oddly defeated, almost cowed expression that Miss
Fellowesfound strange and frightening.

She scarcely recognized him. What was going on?

Hesad, in alow, uneasy tone, "Thisis Edith Fellowes, Timmi€e's nurse. -Bruce Mannheim, Miss
Fedlowes. Marianne Levien."

"Andthisis Timmie?' Mannheim asked.

"Yes," Miss Fdlowes said, booming the word out to make up for Hoskins sudden diffidence. "Thisis
Timmid"

The boy had been in the back room, his bedroom and playroom, but he had tentatively poked forward
when he had heard the visitors entering. Now he came toward them in asteady, bouncy, outgoing stride
that drew aslent cheer from Miss Fellowes.

Y ou show them, Timmie! Arewe migtreating you? Areyou hiding under your bed, quivering with fear
and misery?

Resplendent in hisfinest overadls, the boy marched up to the newcomers and stared up at them in frank
curiogty.

Good for you, Miss Fellowes thought. And good for al of ud!

"Well," Mannhem said. "So you're Timmie."

"Timmie," said Timmie, though Miss Felloweswas the only one in the room who redlized that that was
what he was saying.

The boy reached upward toward Mannheim. Mannheim evidently thought he wanted to shake hands,
and offered hisown. But Timmie didn't know anything about handshakes. He avoided Mannheim's
outstretched hand and waggled his own in an impetient little Sde-to-side gesture, while continuing to
grain upward asfar as he could. Mannhelm seemed puzzled.

"Your hair,” Miss Fellowes said. "l suspect he's never seen anyone with red hair before. They must not
have had it in Neanderthal times and no redheads have visited him here. Fair hair of any sort appearsto
fascinate him tremendoudy.”

"Ah," Mannheim said. "So that'sit."

He grinned and kndlt and Timmie immediately dug hisfingersinto Mannheim'sthick, springy crop of
hay-. Not only the color but aso the coiling texture of it must have been new to him, and he explored it
thoughtfully.

Mannheim tolerated it with great good humor. He was, Miss Fellowes found herself conceding, not at
al what she had imagined. She had expected him to be some sort of wild-eyed fire-breathing radical who
would immediately begin issuing denunciations, manifestos, and uncompromising demands for reform. But
he was turning out in fact to be rather pleasant and gentle, athoughtful and serious-looking man, younger
than she had expected, who seemed to be losing no time making friendswith Timmie.

Marianne Levien, though, was avery different sort of item. Even Timmie, when he had grown tired of
examining Bruce Mannheim's hair and had turned to get alook at the other visitor, seemed hard-pressed
to know what to make of her.

Miss Fdllowes had aready formed her opinion: she didiked Levien on sght. And she suspected that it
was Levien's unexpected arriva, rather than the presence of Bruce Mannheim, that was causing Dr.
Hoskins such obvious distress.

What is she doing here? Miss Fellowes wondered. What kind of trouble is she planning to make for
us?

Levien was known far and wide through the child-care profession as an ambitious, aggressive,
controversa woman, highly skilled at self-promotion and the steedy advancement of her career. Miss
Fellowes had never actualy come face to face with her before; but, as the nurse looked at her now,
Levien appeared every bit asformidable and disagreeable as her reputation suggested.

She seemed more like an actress-or abusinessvoman -or like an actress playing therole of a



bus nesswoman- than any sort of child-care speciaist. She was wearing some dinky shimmering dress
made from close-woven strands of metdlic fabric, with ahuge blazing golden pendant in the form of a
sun on her breast and aband of intricately woven gold around her broad forehead. Her hair was dark
and shining, pulled back tight to make her look al the more dramatic. Her lipswere bright red, her eyes
were flamboyantly encircled with makeup. Aninvisible cloud of perfume surrounded her,

Miss Fellowes stared at her in distaste. It was hard to imagine how Dr. Hoskins could have
considered this woman even for afraction of a second as a potential nurse for Timmie. Shewas Miss
Fellowes antithesisin every respect. And why, Miss Fellowes wondered, had Marianne Levien been
interested inthe job in the first place? It required seclusion and total dedication. Whereas Levien, Miss
Felowes knew, was forever on the go, congtantly buzzing al around the world to scientific meetings,
standing up and offering firmly held opinionsthat other people of greater experience tended to find
controversia and troublesome. Shewas full of startling ideas about how to use advanced technology to
rehabilitate difficult children -substituting wondrous glittering futuristic machinery for the down-to-earth
love and devotion that had usualy managed to do the job throughout most of humanity's existence.

And she was an adept politician, too-always turning up on this committee or that, consultant to one or
another influentia task force, popping up everywherein al manner of Sgnificant capacities. A highly
visible person, rising like arocket in her profession. If she had wanted the job here that Miss Fellowes
ultimately had gained, it must only have been because she saw it, somehow, asthe springboard to very
much bigger things

| must be very old fashioned, Miss Fellowes thought. All | saw was a chance to do some good for an
unusud little boy who needed an unusua amount of loving care.

Timmie put his hand out toward Marianne Levien's shimmering metdlic dress. His eyeswere glowing
with ddlight.

"Pretty,” he sad.

Levien stepped back quickly, out of hisreach. "What did he say?"

"He admiresyour dress," Miss Fellowes said. "He just wantsto touchit.”

"I'd rather he didn'. It's easily damaged.”

"Y ou'd better watch out, then. He's very quick.”

"Pretty,” Timmiesad again. "Want!"

"No, Timmie. No. Mustn't touch."

"Want!"

"I'm sorry. No. N-O."

Timmie gave her an unhappy |ook. But he made no second move toward Marianne Levien.

"Does he understand you?' Mannheim asked.

"Well, heian't touching the dress, ishe?' said Miss Fellowes, smiling.

"And you can undersgand him?"

"Some of thetime. Much of thetime."

"Those gruntsof his" said Marianne Levien. "What do you think they could have meant?"

"He said, 'pretty. Y our dress. Then he said, ‘want!" To touch, he meant.”

"Hewas spesking English?' Mannheim asked in surprise. "I wouldn't have guessed.”

"Hisarticulation isn't good, probably for some physiologica reason. But | can understand him. He's
got avocabulary of-oh, about ahundred English words, 1'd say, maybe alittle more. He learnsafew
every day. He picks them up on hisown by thistime. He's probably about four years old, you redlize.
Even though he's getting such alate start, he's got the norma linguigtic ability that you'd expect inachild
of hisage, and he's catching up inahurry."

"Y ou say that a Neandertha child hasthe same linguistic ability asahuman child?' Marianne Levien
asked.

"Heisahuman child."

"Yes. Yes, of course. But different. A separate subspecies, isn't that so? And therefore it would be
reasonable to expect differencesin menta gptitude that could be as consderable asthe differencesin
physical appearance. Hisextremely primitive facia structure-"



Miss Fellowes said sharply, "It'snot dl that primitive, Ms. Levien. Go look at a chimpanzee sometime
if you want to see what atruly subhuman faceislike. Timmie has some unusud anatomica features, but-"

"Y ou used the word subhuman, not me," Levien said.

"But you werethinking it."

"MissFellowes! Dr. Levien! Please! There's no need for such rancor!”

Doctor Levien? Miss Fellowes thought, with aquick glance at Hoskins. Well, yes, yes, probably so.

Mannheim said, glancing around, " These little rooms here-thisis the boy's entire living environment?*

"That's correct,” Miss Fellowesreplied. "That's his bedroom and playroom back there. He takes his
medls here, and that's his bathroom. | have my own living area over here, and these are the storage
fadlities”

"He never goes beyond this enclosed area?”

"No," Miss Felowes said. "Thisisthe Stasis bubble. He doesn't leave the bubble, not ever.”

"A very confining sort of life, wouldn't you agree?'

Hoskins said quickly, too quickly, "It's an absolutely necessary confinement. There are technical
reasonsfor it, having to do with the buildup of tempora potentia involved in bringing the boy acrosstime,
that | could explainin detail if you wanted the full background. But what it comes down to isthat the
energy cost of allowing the boy to cross the Stasis boundary would be prohibitive.”

"Soto save alittle money, you plan to keep him cooped up in these few smal roomsindefinitely?*
Levien asked.

"Not just alittle money, Dr. Levien," Hoskins said, looking more harried than ever. "'l said that the cost
would be prohibitive. It goes even beyond cost. The available metropolitan energy supply would haveto
be diverted in away that | think would cause insuperable problems for the entire utility district. Therésno
problem when you or | or Miss Fellowes crossthe Stasisline, but for Timmieto do it would be, well,
amply not possble. Smply not possible.”

"If science can find away to bring a child across forty thousand years of time,” Marianne Levien said
grandly, "science can find away to make it possible for him to wak down that hallway if he wanted to."

"l wish that weretrue, Dr. Levien," Hoskins said.

"So the child is permanendy restricted to these rooms,” said Mannheim, "and if | understand you
rightly, no research is currently under way to find away around that problem?’

"That's correct. AsI'vetried to explain, it can't be done, not within the real-world considerations that
we haveto put up with. We want the boy to be comfortable, but we simply can't divert our resources
into trying to solve insoluble problems. -As| told you, | can provide you later on with the full technical
andyss, if you want to check it over.”

Mannheim nodded. He seemed to be checking something off on somelist he kept in hismind.

Levien said, "What sort of diet isthe boy on?'

"Would you like to examine the pantry?' Miss Fellowes asked, in no very friendly way.

"Y es, asamatter of fact. Yes, | would."

Miss Fellowes made a sweeping gesture toward the refrigeration cabinets.

Take agood look, shethought. | think you'll be happy when you do.

Indeed L evien seemed pleased by what she found-a bunch of vials and ampoules and drip-globes and
mixa-tion pods. The entire inhuman assortment of synthetic diets, so remote from anything that Miss
Fellowes thought of as wholesome food, that Dr. Jacobs and his associates had inssted Timmie had to
eat againgt Miss Fellowes vehement objections. Levien prowled through the racks of high-tech
foodstuffs with evident approval. 1t was just the kind of superfuturistic stuff she'd belikely to go for, Miss
Fellowesthought angrily. She probably ate nothing but synthetics hersdlf. If she ate anything at dl.

"No complaintsthere," Levien said after atime. "Y our nutrition people seem to know what they're
doing."

"The boy does appear hedlthy," said Mannheim. "But I'm concerned about this enforced solitude of
his"

"Yes" MarianneLevienchimedin. "Soam . Very much s0."

Mannheim said, "It's bad enough that he's being deprived of the supportivetriba structuresinto which



he was born-but the fact that Timmie hasto do without companionship of any sort does indeed seem
extremey troublesometo me."

"Don't | count as companionship, Mr. Mannheim?' Miss Fellowes asked, with some asperity. "I'm
with himvirtudly al thetime, you know."

"I wasreferring to die need for someone closeto hisown age. A playmate. This experiment is planned
to run for aconsderable length of time, Dr. Hoskins, isit not?"

"Thereésagreat ded we hopeto learn from Timmie about the erafrom which he comes. Ashis
command of English improves-and Miss Fellowes assures me that he's becoming quite fluent, even
though it's not easy for some of usto make out exactly what he's saying-"

"In other words, you intend to keep him here for aperiod of someyears, Dr. Hoskins?' Marianne
Leviensaid.

"That could be, yes."

Mannheim said, "Perpetualy penned up in afew small rooms? And never being exposed to contact
with children of hisown age?1sthat any kind of life for ahealthy young boy like Timmie, do you think?"

Hoskins eyes moved quickly from one to the other. He looked outnumbered and bel eaguered.

He said, "Miss Fellowes has aready brought up theissue of getting a playmate for Timmie. | assure
you that we've got no desire whatever to cripple the boy's emotional development or any other aspect of
hisexigence."

Miss Fellowes glanced at him in surprise. She had brought the issue up, yes. But nothing had come of
it. Since that one inconclusive conversation in the company cafeteria, Hoskins hadn't said the dightest
thing to her in response to her request that Timmie be given achild to keep him company. He had
brushed the idea off then as unworkable, and he had seemed so taken aback by the whole notion, in fact,
that Miss Fellowes had hesitated to bring it up with him a second time. For the moment Timmie had been
getting along quite satisfactorily on hisown. But lately she had begun to look ahead, thinking that
Timmi€e's adaptation to modern life was proceeding so quickly that the moment to raise the point again
with Hoskins was approaching.

And now Mannhem wasraisng it firg, for which Miss Fellowes wasimmensdy grateful. The
children's advocate was absolutely right. Timmie couldn't be kept in heredl by himsdlf likeangpeina
cage. Timmiewasn't an ape. And even agorillaor achimpanzee wouldn't do well cut off indefinitely from
the society of his peers.

Mannheim said, "Wéll, then, if you've already been working on getting acompanion for him, I'd liketo
know what progress has been made along those lines.”

Suddenly histone was no longer so amiable.

Sounding flustered, Hoskins said, " So far as bringing a second Neandertha back to the present rime
to put in herewith Timmie goes, which was Miss Fellowes origina suggestion, | haveto tell you that we
smply don't intend-"

"A second Neanderthal ? Oh, no, Dr. Hoskins," said Mannheim. "We wouldn't want thet at all."

"It's a serious enough matter that there's one already incarcerated here,” Marianne Levien said. "To
capture asecond one would only compound the problem.”

Hoskins shot her avenomous glare. Swest was streaming down hisface.

"| said that we don't intend to bring a second Neanderthal here," he replied, virtually between clenched
teeth. "That's never been under consideration. Never! There are a dozen different reasonswhy. When
Miss Fellowes brought it up thefirst time, | told her-"

Mannheim and Levien exchanged glances. They appeared bothered by Hoskins sudden vehemence.
Even Timmie began to seem alittle darmed, and moved up close againgt Miss Fellowes side asthough
seeking protection.

Smoothly Mannheim said, "Were al agreed, Dr. Hoskins, that a second Neanderthal would be abad
idea. That's not the point at al. What we want to know iswhether it would be possible for Timmieto be
given a well, what word do | want? Not human, because Timmie is human. But modern. A modern
playmate. A child of thisera"

"A child who could visit Timmie on aregular bass" said Marianne Levien, "and provide him with the



kind of developmentd stimuli that would tend to further the hedlthy sociocultura assmilation whichweadl
agreeisnecessay."

"Just aminute," Hoskins snapped. "What assmilation? Are you imagining a plessant future lifein some
cozy little suburb for Timmie? Applying for American citizenship, joining achurch, settling down and
getting married? May | remind you that what we have hereisa prehistoric child from an eraso remote
that we can't even cdll it barbaric-a Stone Age child, avisitor from what you yoursdlf, Dr. Levien, once
described with some accuracy as an dien society. And you think he's going to become-"

Levien cut in coally. "Timmie's hypothetical citizenship application and church membership aren't the
issue, Dr. Hoskins, or any other such reductio ad absurdum. Timmieis till achild, and it'sthe quality of
the childhood that he experiencesthat Mr. Mannheim and | are primarily concerned with. The conditions
under which he's being held as of now are unacceptable. They would, I'm sure, have been unacceptable
in Timmi€'s own society, however dien from oursin some respectsit must surely have been. Every
human society we know, no matter how remote its paradigms and parameters may be from ours, assures
its children the right to anurturing integration into its socia matrix. There's no way that we can regard
Timmie's present living conditions as providing him with that sort of adequately nurturant socid matrix."

Acidly Hoskins said, "Which meansin words of one syllable comprehensible by amere physicist like
myself,

Dr. Levien, that you think Timmie ought to have aplaymate.”

"Not merely ‘ought to,' " Levien said. "Mug."

"I'm afraid we're going to take the position that companionship for the child is essentid,” said
Mannheim in aless belligerent tone than Levien's.

"Essentia," Hoskins repeated blegkly.

"A minimum first step,” Levien said. "Thisisnot to say that we are prepared to regard the boy's
incarceration in our erafor aprolonged period as acceptable or permissible. But for the moment, at least,
we think we can waive our other outstanding objections and therefore the experiment can be permitted to
continue-isthat not so, Mr. Mannheim?'

"Permitted!” Hoskins cried.

"Provided," Marianne Levien continued serendly, "that Timmie be alowed the opportunity to enjoy
regular and emationaly nourishing contact with other children of his chronological peer group.”

Hoskins |ooked toward Miss Fellowes for some sort of support under this ondaught. But she could
offer him no help.

"I haveto agree, Dr. Hoskins," said Miss Fellowes, feding like atraitor. "I'vefdt thisway dl aong,
and it's becoming more urgent now. The boy's coming along very nicely, indeed. But the point is close at
hand where continuing to livein thiskind of socid vacuum will be very bad for him. And since there aren't
going to be any other children of Timmie's own subspecies available to him-"

Hoskinsturned to her asif to say, Y ou're against me too?

There was sllence for amoment in the room. Timmie, who seemed increasingly disturbed by the
vocifet-ousness of the discussion, clung ever tighter to Miss Fellowes.

At length Hoskins said, "Those are your terms, Mr. Mannheim? Dr. Levien? A playmate for Timmie or
you'l bring your hordes of protesters down on my head?

Mannheim said, "No threats are being made, Dr. Hoskins. But even your own Miss Fellowes seesthe
need for implementing our recommendation.”

"Right. And you think itl be easy to find people who'l cheerfully let their young children comein here
and play with alittle Neandertha ? With al those fantastic notions circulating out there about how savage
and ferocious and primitive Neanderthal Man must have been?"

"It should be no harder,” Mannheim said, "than being ableto bring alittle Neanderthd child into die
twenty-first century inthefirgt place. A good dedl easier, I'd liketo think.”

"l can imagine what our counsel would have to say about that. The cost of liability insurance
aone-assuming we can find anyone crazy enough to alow their child ingde the Stasis bubble with
Timmie"

"Timmie doesn't seem dl that ferociousto me," said Mannheim. "He seems quite gentle, as a matter of



fact. Wouldn't you say so, Miss Fellowes?!

"And as Miss Fellowes pointed out earlier,” Marianne Levien said with icy sweetness, "we must not
regard Timmie as being in any way subhuman, merely asunusud in certain physical aspects.”

"So of course you'd be delighted to let your own small child comein and play with him," said Hoskins.
"Except you don't happen to have any children, do you, Dr. Levien? No, of course you don't. -What
about you, Mannheim? Do you have alittle boy you'd like to volunteer for us?'

Mannheim looked stung. Stiffly he said, "That's neither here nor there, Dr. Hoskins. | assure you that if
| had been fortunate enough to have children, | wouldn't hesitate to offer to help. -I understand your
resentment at what you see as outside interference, doctor. But by transporting Timmieto our era, you've
taken the law into your own hands. It'stime now to consider the full implications of what you've done.

Y ou can't keep the boy in solitary confinement Ssmply because there's a scientific experiment going on
here. Y ou can't, Dr. Hoskins."

Hoskins closed his eyes and took several deep bregths.

"All right," he said findly. "Enough of this. | concedethe point. Well get aplaymate for Timmie.
Somewhere. Somehow." His eyes blazed with sudden fury. "Unlike either of you, | do have achild. And
if necessary, I'll bring himin to be Timmie'sfriend. My own son, if | haveto. Isthat enough of a
guaranteefor you? Timmiewon't be left lonely and miserable any longer. All right? All right?' Hoskins
glowered at them. -"Now that that's settled, do you have any further requests to make? Or can we be
permitted to continue with our scientific work in peace?’

INTERCHAPTER FIVE - The Other Ones

SHE WHO KNOWS could fed the warpaint glowing like fire on her body beneath her robe as she
descended the hill. If she dared, she would have gone down the hill naked, and let them al see how she
was painted, both the Other Ones and the men of her own tribe. Especialy the men of her own tribe. Let
them know that awoman could wear the paint aswell asaman; and that if they did not chooseto strike
ablow against the enemy, she was capable of doing it for them.

But of course she couldn't go down the hill that way. A woman covered her lower parts except when
she was offering herself in the coupling-rites: that wastherule. If she were wearing aloincloth the way the
men did, she could at least go bare-chested to the battle, asthey did, and let the enemy see the paint that
was on her breasts. But she had no loincloth. All she had was arobe, and that covered everything. Well,
shewould open it in front when she came before the Other Ones, and they would know from the color
that was on her skin that they were facing awarrior, even if she was awarrior who had bressts.

She heard Silver Cloud shouting at her, far behind her on the path into the valley. Sheignored him.

And now the men of the War Society could see her gpproaching them. They were till locked in their
absurd stalemate, face-to-face with the row of the Other Ones; but they turned their heads and stared at
her in amazement asthey drew near.

"Go back, She Who Knows," Blazing Eye cdled to her. "Thisis no place for awoman."”

"Y ou cal me awoman. Blazing Eye? Woman yourself! Women, al of you! | see no warriors here.

Y ou go back, if you're afraid to fight."

"What is she doing here?" Tree Of Wolves asked, speaking to the air.

"She'scrazy." That was'Y oung Antelope. " She dway's has been.”

"Go back!" the men called. "Get away from us! Thisiswar, She Who Knows! Thisiswar!"

But no one was going to make her go back now. Their angry shouts were like the buzzing of harmless
insectsin her ears.

She Who Knows reached the bottom of the path and strode toward the shrine. The ground was
spongy here, because of the threerivers. There must be water running under the earth, she thought. With
every step her bare toes dug deep into the cold, moist, yielding soil.

Behind her the sun was getting higher, risng now over the crest of the hill on which the People were
camped. Thelitde white diver of the moon that had been showing before was no longer visble. Thewind
wasin her face, brisk and hard, like adap. She came forward until she was closeto the line of War
Society men.



Nobody was moving. The Other Ones warriors were frozen like statues.

Caught Bird In Bush was standing at the end of & e row nearest to her. "Give me your spear,” She
Who Knows said to him.

"Go away," said Caught Bird In Bush, sounding asif he was being strangled.

"I need a spear. Do you want meto face the Other Ones warriors without a spear?’

"Go-away."

"Look! | have the war paint on!" She opened her robein front and let her breasts show through,
boldly splattered with the blue pigment. "I'm awarrior today. A warrior needsto have a spear!”

"Make oneyoursdf, then.”

She Who Knows spat and stepped past him. Y ou, Y oung Antelope! Let me have yours. Y ou don't
have any need of it."

"Y ou are a crazy woman."

Tree Of Wolves reached out across Y oung Antelope and caught She Who Knows by die elbow.
"Look," hesaid, "you can't be here. Theré'sgoing to beawar.”

"A war? When?Y ou just stand here and make stupid noises at them. And they do the same thing.
They're just as cowardly asyou are. Why don't you attack?"

"Y ou don't understand these things," said Tree Of Wolves disgustedly.

"No. No, | supposethat | don't."

But it was poindessto ask any of them for aspear. They didn't intend to let her have one; and they
were dl holding tight to their weapons, no doubt remembering how she once had grabbed up Blazing
Eye€'s spear and threatened him with it. That had been a defilement. Blazing Eye had had to make anew
Spear afterward. Stinking Musk Ox had told him that he couldn't go into batde carrying a spear that had
been handled by awoman, and he had burned the old one and carved another, cursing and muttering al
the while. But what good was the new one, She Who Knows asked hersdlf, if Blazing Eyewastoo timid
to useit?

"Very well. I'll do without one."

She swung around and stepped forward, taking two or three steps toward the line of Other Ones,
who were watching her as though she were ademon with three heads and six tusks.

"You! You Other Ones! Look here, look at me!"

They gaped at her. She opened her robe again and let them see her painted breasts.

"I'm the warrior of the Goddess," shetold them. "That's what this paint means. And the Goddess
ordersyou to leave this place. Thisis Her shrine. We built it for Her. Y ou have no business being here.”

They were dtill staring, astounded.

She Who Knows et her eyesrove up and down the line of them. They weredl tall and pae, with rank
black hair dangling down past their shoulders, but cut short acrosstheir foreheads, asif they deliberately
wanted to expose the hideous flat high-risng domes of their skulls.

Their aamswere long and narrow and so were their legs. Their mouths were smal and their little noses
were absurd and their chins stuck out in arepellent way. Their jaws seemed feeble and their eyeslooked
colorless. The sight of them stirred old memoriesin her, and she saw once again the thin, lanky Other
One whom she had encountered beside that little rock-rimmed pool, long ago when she had been agirl.
These men looked just like him. She couldn't tell one from another, or any of them from the one she had
once met. For adl she knew, he was here today, that one from the pool. And then sheredlized it was
impossible, for these men dl looked young, and he would have to be old by now, nearly asold as she
was hersdlf.

"How ugly you are," shetold them. "What pae smpering mongtrostiesyou are! Why are you sniffing
around at ashrine of the Goddess? The Goddess never made you!

Y ou were made out of rhinoceros dung by some passing hyenal ™

The Other Ones continued to look at her in ablankfaced bewildered way.

She Who Knows took another step forward. She gestured at them, making a chopping movement
with her hand, asthough to sweep them away from the vicinity of the shrine.

One of the Other Ones spoke.



At least she assumed that that was what he was doing. He uttered along series of thick, furry sounds
that came out of his mouth as though his tongue were attached the wrong way around. It was mere noise.
None of it made the dightest sense.

"Can't you speak right?" She Who Knows asked. "It'simpossible to understand a thing you're saying.
L et somebody else speak, if you aren't good at it."

He spoke again, just asincomprehensibly as before.

"No," shesaid. "I don't know what you'retrying to say."

She walked closer and swung herself about so that she was facing toward the far end of the line of
Other Ones.

"You," she said to aman down there. "Can you spesak any better than that one?’

She pointed a him and clapped her hands. His eyes went wide and he made akind of dull mumbling
sound.

"Useworddg!" She Who Knows ordered him. "Don't just make idiotic noises! -Pah! Areal of you
foolish in the head?" She pointed to the man again. " Speak! With words! Didn't any of you ever learn
how to speak words?"

The Other One made the same sound again.

"Stupid aswell asugly,” said She Who Knows, shaking her head. "The work of hyenas, iswhat you
arel Made out of rhinoceros dung.”

The men were baffled by her. No one moved.

She waked past them, to the shrine itself. The waters of the three rivers came pouring in from al sides,
gplashing high. The People had built the shrine right at the meeting place of therivers, againgt an
outcropping of rock that rose above the water. Goddess WWoman had gone crawling out amidst theicy
spray to place the rocksin the proper pattern and to pile the sheets of the specid shining rock between
them. Approaching now, She Who Knows saw the Goddess-lines that the priestesses had scratched in
the stone: five thisway, three that, three the other way. But something had been done to them. Someone
not of the People had drawn acircle around each group of the Goddess-lines, digging deep into the rock,
and had added other figures above them, strange disagreeabl e-looking symbols, painted ones that curled
and twisted around like something you might seein abad dream. They had painted some animal pictures
there, too: amammoth with abig humped head, awolf, and a creature She Who Knows could not
recognize. That had to be the work of the Other Ones, She Who Knows thought. The People used paint
to color themsalves, when the need arose; but they never drew painted symbols on rocks. Never. And to
paint pictures of animaswas smply foolish. It could anger the spirits of the animals you were painting,
and you would never have success at hunting such animasagain.

"What have you done, you filthy beasts? Thisisashrine of the Goddessthat you've defiled. A shrine
of the Goddess." And she said again, louder, since they showed no sign of having understood: "A shrine
of the Goddess."

Blank looks. Shrugs.

She Who Knows pointed to the earth, and to the sky: the universal signs of the Goddess. She touched
her own breasts, her womb, her loins, she was made in the image of the Goddess, and surely they would
understand the gesture. Surely.

But they just went on staring.

"Y ou don't have any intelligence at dl, do you?' she cried. "Stupid! Stupid! Y ou're abunch of stupid
animag"

She clambered up onto the rocks, dipping and diding on the wet surface, nearly faling at one point
into the rushing river. That would be the end of her, fdling in theriver; but she caught ajutting fang of the
rock and steadied herself. When she came close to the shrine she reached out and tapped her finger
againg the painting of the mammoth.

"Wrong!" she shouted. "Evil! Sacrilegel”

She wet her finger and rubbed it againgt the painted image. It smeared and became blurry.

The Other Oneslooked perturbed, now. They were turning to each other, muttering, shuffling their feet
back and forth in place where they stood.



"Y our paintings don't belong here!™ She Who Knows cried. "Thisisour shrine! We built it for Her!
And we came here to worship Her and ask Her guidance." Diligently she scrubbed at the painted image
until it was amessy ruin. She reached for the others then, but she wasn't able to reach them: her arms
were too short. Only the spider-like arms of Other Ones could reach that far up the rock.

But she was satisfied that she had made her point. She scrambled down from the rocks and walked
back to the place where the two groups of warriors still faced each other.

"Y ou understand?' she asked the Other Ones. "Thisis our shrine! Ourdl" She went toward them, right
up to them, fearlesdy. They stirred uneasily, but none lifted his spear. They were afraid of her, she knew.
A holy woman, awoman with the Goddess within her: they didn't dare offer any resistance.

She glared up into their faces. They towered above her, tail astrees, tall as mountains. She pointed
toward the west.

"Go back there, to your own country,” she said. "L eave usaone. Let us make our offering in peace,
you ugly bad-smelling animals! Y ou blockheads! Y ou stupid beastsl”

She caught hold of the Other One closest to her and pushed him in the direction she had been pointing.
He drew back from her touch, taking afew steps away. She made ashooing gesture at him.

"Kegp going! All of you, get moving!"

She Who Knows moved among them like awhirlwind, shouting, pushing. They edged nervoudy away
from her asthough she were carrying a plague. She followed after, waving her arms, ydling at them,
sngle-handedly driving them out of theimmediate vicinity of theshrine.

Then she halted and watched them go. They drew off perhaps a hundred and fifty paces, to aplace
where one of the two smaller rivers emerged around a bend and shot forth between a double wall of
rocks. There they halted; and now, for thefirst time, She Who Knows saw that there was an
encampment of Other Ones back there, acluster of women and children and old people, hidden away in
abushy gully.

All right, She Who Knows thought. They have been driven away from the shrine; that was as much as
she could hope to accomplish. But it was no smdll thing, and she had doneit dl by hersdf-though the fire
of the Goddess had been burning within her al the while, or she never would have succeeded.

She went back to the men of the War Society.

"Without even aspear,” she said to them triumphantly.

Y oung Antelope shook his head. "What a crazy woman you are!" But his eyeswere shining with
admiration.

CHAPTER EIGHT - Dreaming

LATE IN THE AFTERNOON, long after Bruce Mannheim and Marianne Levien had left, Hoskins
returned to the dollhouse. He looked haggard and grim.

"IsTimmie deeping?' he asked.

Miss Fellowes nodded. "Finally. He needed plenty of calming down.” She put down the book she had
been reading and regarded Hoskins without warmth. It had been atense, disturbing afternoon, and she
would just as soon have been left alone now.

Hoskins said, "I'm sorry things got so testy.”

"Therewasalot of shouting, yes. More than the boy redlly needed. Don't you think that discussion
could have taken place someplace s2?"

"I'm sorry,” Hoskins said again. "'l flew off the handle, | guess. -That man is going to drive me crazy.”

"Actudly, hedidn't ssem asawful as| had expected. | think he's genuindy got Timmieswelfare a

"No doubt he does. But to come butting in here uninvited, telling us what to do-"

"The boy does need a playmate.”

Hoskins gave her adespondent ook, as though he thought the debate was going to get started al over
again. But he managed to master himsdf intime.

"Yes" hesaid quietly. "So he does. | won't argue with you about that. But where are we going to get



one? The problems are enormous.”

"Y ou weren't serious about bringing your own sonin hereif al esefailed, then?'

Hoskins seemed startled. Perhaps she might be pushing him too far. But she hadn't asked him to come
back here a second time today.

"Serious?-Yes, yes, of course | was serious. If we can't find anybody else. Do you think I'm afraid my
boy would come to some harm a Timmie's hands? But my wife would have some objections, | suspect.
Sheld seerisks. A lot of people on the outside seem to think Timmie's some kind of wild ape-boy. A
savage creature that lived in caves and ate raw mest."

"What if we had an interview with him go out on the subetheric?' Miss Fellowes suggested. She was
surprised to hear hersdf proposing more mediaincursons on Timmie's privacy; but if it would help
overcome popular prejudices about the boy, it would be worth the strain on him. "Now that he spesks
English-if people knew that he does"

"l don't think that would be likely to improve things, Miss Fellowes."

"Why not?"

"HisEnglish redly isn't very good, you know."

Shewasindignant at once. "What do you mean? He's got an amazing vocabulary, consdering the
point that he started from. And learning more words every day."

Hoskins eyes seemed very weary. "Y ou're the only one who can understand him. To therest of usthe
things he says might just aswell be Neanderthal words. They're practically unintdlligible.”

"Y ou aren't ligening carefully to him, then.”

"No," Hoskins said without much vigor. " Perhgps not.”

He shrugged and looked away and seemed to sink into some sort of reverie. Miss Fellowes picked up
her book again and opened it to the page she had been on, without looking down at it, hoping that he
would take the hint. But Hoskins sat where he was.

"-If only that miserable woman hadn't become involved in thisthing!" he burst out suddenly, after a
time

"Marianne Levien?'

"That robot, yes."

"Surdly sheisn't!”

"No, not redlly,” Hoskins said, with atired little smile. "Shejust seemslike one to me. Herewe have a
boy out of the past in the next room, and awoman who seems like something out of the future comes
around to make trouble for me. | wish I'd never met her in thefirst place. Mannheim by himself isn't so
bad-just one of those fuzzy-brained socidly conscious guys, full of al sorts of lofty ideds, who goes
running around al over the place determined to make the world a better place according to hisown
lights; that sort of thing. Y our basic high-minded do-gooder. But Levien-that chrome-plated bitch-excuse
my language, Miss Fellowes"

"But that's exactly what sheis.”

"Yes. Yes sheis, isn't she?!

Miss Fellowes nodded. "I have trouble believing that awoman like that was once actualy being
consdered for the job of looking after Timmie."

"One of thefirgt to apply. Eager for thejob. Hungry for it, asamatter of fact.”

" She seems so-unsuitable.”

"Her credentials wereterrific. It was her persondity that turned me off. She was very surprised not to
be hired. -Well, somehow she's gotten herself entangled with Mannheim's crowd now, more's the pity.
Probably deliberately, by way of paying me back for not giving her thejob. Her way of getting revenge.
Hell hath no fury, and so forth. Shell tir him up and stir him up and stir him up-shélll fill his head with her
slly jargon, asthough he doesn't have enough goofy psychobabble of his own gtirring around in
there-shelll keep him coming after me, fire him up to persecute me steadily-"

Hisvoicewas sarting to rise.

Firmly MissFellowes sad, "1 don't think you can call it persecution when someone suggests that
Timmieisavery londy child and that something needs to be done abouit it."



"Something will be done abouit it."

"But why do you think she's being vengeful, when it seemsto me she's smply pointing out-"

"Because sheisvengeful!" Hoskins said, more loudly than before. "Because she wanted to comein
here and take charge of this project when it was just getting under way, but she didn't get the
opportunity, and now sheintendsto bring it al down around our ears. Shelll have no mercy. Mannheim's
apushover compared with her. He can be manipulated, if you know the right buttons to push. Hell settle
for congtant stlatements of good intentions, polite reassurances that I'm going to follow his party line. But
shélll be demanding on-site inspections every other Tuesday, now that she's cdlling the tunefor him, and
shell want results. Changes. Thingsthat'll keep usin turmoil al thetime. Shelll want Timmieto have
psychotherapy next, or orthodontia, or plastic surgery to give him anice cheerful Homo sapiens
face-shelll meddle and meddle and meddle, one damned intrusion after another, making use of
Mannheim's publicity machine to smear us, to make uslook like evil mad scientists cold-bloodedly
tormenting an innocent child-" He turned away and stared a Timmie's closed bedroom door. Morosaly
Hoskinssaid, "Mannheim's hel plessin the power of awoman like that. She's probably deeping with him,
too. She must own him by now. He doesn't stland a chance againgt her."

Miss Fellowes eyes widened. "What athing to say!"

"Which?'

"That she and he-that she would use her- Y ou have no proof of that. The whole suggestion's out ofline,
Dr. Hoskins. Absolutely out ofline.”

"Isit?" Hoskins anger seemed to dissolvein an ingtant. He looked toward her and grinned
shamefacedly. "-Yes, | supposeitis. Youreright. | don't know anything about who Mannheim may be
deeping with, if anybody, and | don't care. Or Levien. | just want them to get out of our hair so we can
do our research, Miss Fellowes. Y ou know that. Y ou aso know that I've taken every step possibleto
make Timmie happy here. But I'm so tired, now-so damned tired-"

Impulsively Miss Fellowes went to him and seized his handsin hers. They were cold. She held them
for amoment, wishing she could pump life and energy into them.

"When was the |ast time you had avacation, Dr. Hoskins?"

"A vacation?' He chuckled hollowly. "I don't diink | know what the word means.”

"Maybe that's the problem.”

"l can't. | Smply can't. | turn my back for aminute, Miss Fellowes, and anything will happen here. A
dozen different Adamewskistrying to steal scientific specimens out of Stasis. People running strange new
experiments without authorization, doing God knowswhat at God knows what cost. Equipment that we
can't afford purchased to set up projectsthat don't have a chance of working. Weve got alot of wild
characters around this place, and I'm the only policeman. Until weve finished this phase of our work |
don't dare take time off."

"A long weekend, at least? Y ou need some rest.”

"l know that. God, do | know that! -Thank you for caring so much, Miss Fellowes. Thank you for
everything. In thiswhole madhouse of aresearch indtitute you've been one of the few pillars of sanity and
dependability.”

"Andwill youtry to get alittlerest?"

"Il try, yes."

"Starting now?" she asked. "It's getting toward six o'clock. Y our wife's expecting you a home. Y our
litde boy."

"Yes," Hoskins said. "1'd better be heading out of here. And once again: thank you for everything,
Miss Fellowes. Thank you. Thank you."

In the night she was awakened by the sound of sobbing coming from Timmie'sroom. It wasthefirst
time she had heard that in along while.

She got quickly out of bed and went to him. She had long ago mastered the skill of wakingupina
hurry when atroubled child was caling out.

"Timmie?' shecdled.

She turned the night-light on. He was Sitting up in bed, staring straight forward, with hiseyeswide



open, making the eerie high-pitched sound that was his kind of sobbing. But he didn't seem to see her.
Hetook no notice of her at dl as she entered the room, and the sobbing went on and on.

"Timmig, it'sme. Miss Fellowes." She sat down beside him and dipped her arm around his shoulders.
"It'sdl right, Timmie. Itsdl right!"

Slowly the sobbing stopped.

He looked at her asthough he had never seen her beforein hislife. Hiseyes had aweirdly glassy look
and hislipswere drawn back in abizarre way. In the half-darkness the lightning-bolt birthmark stood out
fiercely on his cheek. She had virtualy stopped noticing it but hisface seemed palid, amost bloodless,
just now and the birthmark |ooked brighter than it had ever been before.

He's till adeep, she thought.

"Timmie?'

He made clicking sounds at her, Neanderthal speech. He seemed to be talking not so much to her as
through her, to someinvisible entity sanding behind her.

Miss Fellowes hugged him and rocked him lightly from side to Sde, murmuring his name, crooning to
him. Hissmall body wasrigid. He might amost have been under somekind of a spell. The clicking went
on and on, intergpersed with the sort of feral growls he had uttered in the early weeks of hisstay. It was
frightening to hear him revert like thet to his prehistoric sdif.

"There, there, Timmie-little boy-Miss Fellowes little boy-it'sdl right, everything'sdl right, there's
nothing to worry about. -Would you like some milk, Timmie?*

Shefelt him grow less fiff. He waswaking up now.

"Miss-Fdlowes" hesad hdtingly.

"Milk? A litlewarm milk, Timmie?'

"Milk. Yes Want milk."

"Come," she said, and swooped him up out of the bed, carrying him into the kitchen. It didn't strike her
asagood ideato leave him done just now. She perched him on the stool next to the refrigeration unit,
got out aflask of milk, popped it in the heater for amoment.

"What wasit?' she asked him, ashe drank. "A dream? A bad dream, Timmie?'

He nodded, busy with the milk. Miss Fellowes waited for him to finish.

"Dream," he said. It was one of his newest words. "Bad. Bad dream."

"Dreamsarent red.” Did he understand that?"Y ou don't have to be afraid of dreams, Timmie."

"Bad-dream-"

His face was solemn. He seemed to be shivering, though the dollhouse was aswarm as ever.

"Come back to bed now," shetold him, scooping him up again. She tucked himin. -"What did you
dream, Timmie? Can you tdl mewhat it was?'

He made clicks again, along series of them, interrupted by two short, soft growls.

Reverting to the old waysin the stress of the night? Or wasit amply that he lacked the vocabulary to
describe the dream in English?

Then hesaid, "Out-side.

His enunciation was so poor she wasn't certain that she heard him right.

"Outside? Isthat what you said?'

"Out-gde," he said again.

Yes, shewasfairly sure of it. "Outside the bubble?' Miss Fellowes pointed toward the wall. "Out
there?"

He nodded. "Out-side.”

"Y ou dreamed that you were outside there?"

Vigorousnodding. "Yes."

"And what did you see out there?"

He made clicks.

"l can't understand you."

The clicks became more insstent.

"No, Timmie. It'sno good. Y ou have to speak my kind of words. | don't understand yours. When you



dreamed you were outside-what did you see?’

"Nothing," hesad. "Empty."

Empty, yes. No wonder. He had no ideawhat was out there. The dollhouse's single window showed
him only alittle grassy patch, afence, ameaninglesssign.

"Big-empty," hesaid.

"You didn't see anything a al out there?"

Clicks.

Perhapsin his deep he had been back in his Neanderthal world, and he had seen Ice Age scenes,
drifts of snow, great shambling hairy animals wandering across the land, people clad in robes made of fur.
But he had no wordsin English to describe any of that to her; and so he used the only sounds he did
know.

"Outsgde," he said again. "Big-empty-"

"Scary?' Miss Fellowes prompted.

"Empty," hesad. "Timmieaone."

Y es, shethought. Timmie aone. Y ou poor, poor child.

She hugged him and tucked him in asecond time, for he had pulled the coverlet free, and she gave him
one of hisfavorite toys, a shapel ess green floppy-limbed animal that was supposed to be adinosaur. Dr.
Mclntyre had scowled when he saw it, and had given her one of hislittle paleoanthropologica lectures
about how it was a mistake to think that prehistoric man had been in any way a contemporary of the
dinosaurs-a common popular error, he said, but in fact the Mesozoic Erahad ended many millions of
years before the gppearance on the evolutionary scene of the first manlike primates. Y es, Miss Fellowes
sad, | know al that. But Timmie doesn't, and he loves his dinosaur very much. The boy hugged it now;
and Miss Fellowes stood beside his bed until he had fallen adeep again.

No more bad dreams, shetold him silently. £Jo dreams of the great empty place outside where
Timmieisdl done,

She went back to her own bed. A glance at the clock on the dresser told her that the rime wasa
quarter to five. Too close to morning; she doubted that she would get back to deep. Morelikely she'd
amply lieawake, vigilantly listening for sounds from Timmie's room, and before long it would be dawn.

But she was wrong. Sleep took her quickly; and this time she was the one who dreamed.

Shewasin her bed, not here in the dollhouse but in her little apartment on the other side of town,
which she hadn't seen in so many months. Someone was knocking on her door: eagerly, urgently,
impatiently. She rose, dipping on abathrobe, and activated the security screen. A man stood inthehall: a
youngish man with close-clinging red hair, and areddish beard, too.

Bruce Mannheim.

"Edith?" hesaid. "Edith, | haveto seeyou.”

Hewas smiling. Her hands shook alittle as she undid the safeties on the door. He loomed before her
in the dark, shadowy halway, taller than she remembered, broad-shouldered, a sturdy virile figure.
"Edith," hesaid. "Oh, Edith, it's been such along time-"

And then shewasin hisarms. Right there in the hall, heedless of the staring neighbors, who stood in
their doorways, pointing and murmuring. He swept her up as she had swept Timmie up not long
before-carried her into her own apartment-whispering her name al the while-

"Bruce," she said. And redlized that she had spoken the name aoud. She was awake. She sat up
quickly and pressed both her hands over her mouth. Her cheeks were hot and stinging with
embarrassment. Fragments of the dream whirled in her astounded mind. The absurdity of it -and its
blatant schoolgirlish eroticism-stunned and dismayed her. She couldn't remember when she had last had
any such sort of dream.

And to pick Bruce Mannheim as her dashing romantic hero-of al people-!

She began to laugh.

Dr. Hoskinswould be appdled, if he knew! Hisrdiable, dependable Miss Fellowes-consorting
intimately with the enemy, evenif only in her dreamd

How ridiculous-how preposterous-



How pathetic, shetold hersdlf abruptly.

The auraof the dream still hovered about her. Some of the details were aready gone from her mind.
Others burned as vividly asthough she were still adeep. His ardent embrace, his sleamy passionate
whispering. Edith- Edith-it's been such along time, Edith-

A spingter's pitiful little fantasy. Sick. Sick. Miss Fellowes began to tremble, and had to struggle to
fight off tears. The dream no longer seemed in any way funny to her. Shefdt soiled by it. Anintrusion
into her mind; aninvasion of her neat enclosed life: where had it come from? Why? She had shut off all
such yearnings years ago -or so she wanted to think. She had opted for alife without the disturbances
that desire brought. A maidenly life; aspingter'slife. Strictly speaking, she was neither, for she had been
married, after dl-if only for ahandful of months. But that chapter was closed. She had lived asan idand,
entire of hersdlf, for years-for decades. Devoted to her work, to her children. And now this-

It was only adream, shetold hersdf. And dreams aren't redl. She had told Timmie the same thing just
alitttewhile before.

Only adream. Only. The deegping mind is capable of liberating any kind of thought &t al. Strange
things drift around randomly in there, floating on the tides of the unconscious. It meant nothing, nothing at
al, other than that Bruce Mannheim had come here today and he had |eft some kind of impression on her
that her deegping mind had rearranged into a startling and improbabl e little scenario. But Mannheim was at
least ten years younger than she was. And, pleasant-looking though he was, she didn't find him
particularly attractive-not even in fantasy. He was just aman: someone she had met that day. Sometimes,
despite everything, she did fed attracted to men. She had fdlt attracted to Hoskins, after all-a pointless,
useless, meaningless attraction to a happily married man with whom she happened to work. Therewas
some dight reality to the feding she had for Hoskins, at least. There was none here. Only adream, Miss
Fdlowestold hersdlf again, only adream, only adream.

The thing to do now was to go back to deep, she decided. By the time morning came she would
probably have forgotten the whole thing.

Miss Fellowes closed her eyes again. After awhile, she dept. The shadow of the dream was il with
her, though, the vague outline and humiliating essence of it, when she woke once again alittle past Sx as
Timmie began to move about in his room: the urgent knocking at her door, the breathless greeting, the
pass onate embrace. But the whole thing smply seemed absurd to her now.

After dl thetak of the need to get a playmate for Timmie, Miss Fellowes expected that Hoskins
would produce one dmost immediately, if only to pacify the powerful palitica forcesthat Mannheim and
Marianne Levien represented. But to her surprise weeks went by and nothing seemed to happen.
Evidently Hoskinswas having just as much difficulty arranging for someone's child to be brought into the
Stasis bubble as he had anticipated. How he was managing to stall Mannheim off, Miss Fellowes didn't
know.

Indeed she saw amost nothing of Hoskins in this period. Evidently he was preoccupied with other
activities of Stass Technologies, Ltd., and she caught no more than an occasiond glimpse of himin
passing. Running the company was obvioudy afull timejob for him, and then some. Miss Fellowes had
aready gotten the impression, from little bits and snatches of comment that she had picked up from other
people, that Hoskins was congtantly struggling to cope with astaff of talented but high strung prima
donnas hungry for Nobel prizeswhile he presided in his harried way over one of the most complex
scientific venturesin higory.

Bethat asit may. He had his problems; she had hers.

Timmiesincreasing loneliness was one of the worst of them. Shetried to be everything the boy
needed, nurse and teacher and surrogate mother; but she couldn't be enough. He dreamed again and
again, aways the same dream-not every night but often enough so that Miss Fellowes began keeping a
record of the frequency of the dream-of that big, empty place outside the dollhouse where he could never
be alowed to go. Sometimes he was aone out there; sometimes there were shadowy, mysterious figures
with him. Because his English was till so rudimentary, she still wasn't able to tell whether the big empty
place represented the lost Ice Age world to him or hisimagined fantasy of the strange new erainto which
he had been brought. Either way, it was afrightening place to him, and he often awokein tears. It wasn't



necessary to have adegreein psychiatry to know that the dream was a powerful symptom of Timmie's
isolation, his degpening sadness.

During the daytime he went through long woebegone periods when he was aimless and withdrawn, or
when he spent silent hours at the dollhouse window with its prospect of little more than nothing-staring
out into the big empty of his dream, perhaps thinking nostalgicaly of the bleak ice-swept plateaus of his
now distant childhood, perhaps smply wondering what lay beyond the wals of the roomsin which his
existence was confined. And she thought furioudy: Why don't they bring someone here to kegp him
company? Why?

Miss Felloweswondered if she ought to get in touch with Mannheim hersdlf and tell him that nothing
was being done, urge him to bring more pressure on Hoskins. But that seemed too much like treachery to
her. Devoted as shewasto Timmie, she still couldn't bring herself to go behind Hoskins back that way.
Y et her anger mounted.

The physiologists by now had learned about dl they could from the boy, short of dissecting him, and
that didn't appear to be part of the research program. So their visits became less frequent; someone
camein once aweek to measure Timmie's growth and ask afew routine questions and take some
photographs, but that was dl. The needles were gone, the injections and withdrawals of fluid; the specid
diets were deemed no longer necessary; the elaborate and taxing studies of how Timmie'sjointsand
ligaments and bones were arti culated became much less frequent.

So much to the good. But if the physiologists were growing lessinterested in the boy, the psychologists
were only just beginning to turn up the heat. Miss Fellowes found the new group just as bothersome as
thefirst, sometimes agood deal more so. Now Timmie was made to overcome barriers to reach food
and water. He had to lift panels, move bars, reach for cords. And the mild electric shocks made him
whimper with surprise and fear-or eseto snarl in ahighly primordia way. All of it drove Miss Fellowes
to digtraction.

She didn't want to appeal to Hoskins, though. She didn't wish to go to Hoskins at al. He was keeping
his distance, for whatever reason; and Miss Fellowes was afraid that if she carried new demandsto him
now, she'd lose her temper at the dightest Sgn of resistance, might even quit altogether. That was astep
shedidn't want to find hersdlf taking. For Timmie's sake she had to Say here.

Why had the man backed off from the Timmie project, though? Why thisindifference? Wasthishis
way of insulating himsalf from Bruce Mannheim's complaints and requests? It was stupid, she thought.
Timmiewasthe only victim of hisremoteness. Stupid, stupid, stupid.

She did what she could to limit accessto Timmie by the scientists. But she couldn't seal the boy of f
from them entirely. Thiswas a scientific experiment, after al. So the probing and the poking and the mild
electrica shockswent on.

And there were the anthropol ogists, too, armies of them, eager to interrogate Timmie about life asit
had been lived in the Pdealithic. But even though Timmie now had asurprisingly good command of
English-hiskind of English-they till were doomed to frustration. They could ask dl they wanted; but he
could answer only if he understood the questions, and if hismind still retained any information about those
aspects of his now remote daysin the Stone Age world.

Asthe weeks of his sojourn in the modern eraturned into months Timmie's speech had grown
constandy better and more precise. It never entirely lost a certain soft durrinessthat Miss Fellowes found
rather endearing, but his comprehension of English was now practicaly the equa of that of amodern
child of hisage. Intimes of excitement, he did tend to fall back into bursts of tongue-clicking and
occasiond primordid growling, but those times were becoming fewer. He must be forgetting thelife he
had known in the days before he came into the twenty-first century-except in his private world of
dreams, where Miss Fellowes could not enter. Who knew what huge shambling mammoths and
mastodons cavorted there, what dark scenes of prehistoric mystery were enacted on the screen of the
Neandertha boy's mind?

But to Miss Fellowes surprise, shewas till the only one who could understand Timmie's words with
any degree of assurance. Some of the others who worked frequently insde the Stasis bubble-her
assistants Morten-son, Elliott, and Stratford, Dr. Mclntyre, Dr. Jacobs- seemed able to pick out a phrase



or two, but it was dways agresat effort and they usualy misconstrued at least haf of what Timmiewas
saying. Miss Fellowes was puzzled by that. In the beginning, yes, the boy had had alittle difficulty in
shaping wordsintelligibly; but time had gone by and he was quite fluent now. Or s0 it seemed to her. But
gradualy she had to admit that it was only her constant day-and-night proximity to Timmie that had made
her so readily capable of understanding him. Her ear automatically compensated for the differences
between what he said and the way the words redly should be pronounced. He was different from a
modern child, at least so far as his capacity to speak was concerned. He understood much of what was
said to him; he was able to reply now in complex sentences-but histongue and lips and larynx and, Miss
Fellowes supposed, hislittle hyoid bone smply didn't appear to be properly adapted to the niceties of the
twenty-first-century English language, and what came out was thick with ditortions.

She defended him to the others. "Have you ever heard a Frenchman trying to say asmpleword like
'the”? Or an Englishman trying to speak French? And there are lettersin the Russian aphabet that we
have to break our jawsto pronounce. Each linguistic group gets adifferent sort of training of the linguistic
muscles from birth and for most peopleit's just about impossible to change. That'swhy theréssuch a
thing as accents. Well, Timmie has avery pronounced Neanderthal accent. But it'll diminish with time."

Until that happened, Miss Fellowes realized, her own position would be one of unanticipated power
and authority. Shewas not only Timmi€g's nurse, she was o hisinterpreter: the conduit through which
his memories of the prehistoric world were transmitted to the anthropol ogists who cameto interrogate
him. Without her as an intermediary, they would find it impossible to get coherent answersto the
guestions they wanted to put to die boy. Her help was necessary if the project wasto achieveitsfull
scientific value. And so Miss Fellowes became essentid, in away that no oneincluding hersalf had
expected, to the ongoing work of exploring the nature of human lifein die remote past.

Unfortunately, Timmi€gsinterrogators dmost dwayswent away dissatisfied with the boy's revelations.
It wasn't diat he was unwilling to cooperate. But he had spent only three or four yearsin die world of the
Neanderthad s-the first three or four years, at that. There weren't many children of hisagein any erawho
were prepared to offer acomprehensive verba account of the workings of the society they lived in.

Most of what he did manage to convey were things that the anthropologists aready suspected, and
which, perhaps, they themselves planted in the boy's mind by the very nature of the questions which they
had Miss Fellowes put to him.

"Ask him how big histribewas," they would say."

"l don't think he has any word for tribe."

"How many people there were in the group that he lived with, then."

She asked him. She had begun teaching him recently how to count. He looked confused.

"Many," hesad.

"Many," in Timmi€'s vocabulary, could be anything more than about three. It all seemed to be the same
to him, beyond that point.

"How many?' she asked. Shelifted hishand and ran her finger acrossthetipsof his. "This many?'

"More."

"How many more?'

He made an effort. He closed hiseyesfor amoment asif staring into another world, and held out his
hands, wriggling hisfingersat her in rgpid in-out gestures.

"Is heindicating numbers, Miss Fellowes?'

" think so. Each hand movement is probably afive."

"I counted three movements of each hand. So the tribe was thirty people?"

"Forty, | think."

"Ask himagain."

"Timmie, tell me again: how many people weretherein your group?"

"Group, Miss Felowes?'

"The people around you. Y our friends and relaives. How many were there?!

"Friends. Relatives." He consdered those concepts. Vague unrea wordsto him, very likely.

Then after atime he stared at his hands, and thrust hisfingers out again, the same quick fluttery



gesture, which might have been counting or might have been something else entirely. It wasimpossibleto
tell how many times hedid it: perhaps eight, perhapsten.

"Did you see?' Miss Fellowes asked. "Eighty, ninety, ahundred people, | think he's saying thistime. If
he'sredly answering the question at dl.”

"The number was smaller before.”

"l know. Thisiswhat he's saying now."

"It'simpossible. A tribethat primitive couldn't have more than thirty! At mogt.”

Miss Fellowes shrugged. If they wanted to taint the evidence with their own preconceptions, that
wasn't her problem. "Then put down thirty. Y ou're asking a child who was only around three years old to
give you acensus report. HE's only guessing, and the amazing thing is that he can even guesswhat were
trying to get him to tell us. And he may not be. What makes you think he knows how to count? That he
even understands the concept of number?”

"But he does understand it, doesn't he?’

"About aswell as any five-year-old does. Ask the next five-year-old how many people he thinkslive
on his street, and see what hetellsyou."

"Well-"

The other questions produced results nearly as uncertain. Tribal structure? Miss Fellowes managed to
extract from Timmie, after alot of verba gyration, that there the tribe had had a"big man," by which he
evidently meant achief. No surprise there. Primitive tribes of historic times aways had chiefs; it was
reasonable to expect that Neanderthal tribes had had them, too. She asked if he knew the big man's
name, and Timmie answered with clicks. Whatever the chiefs name might be, the boy couldn't trandateit
into English words or even render a phonetic equivaent: he had to fall back on Neandertha sounds. -Did
the chief have awife? the scientists wanted to know. Timmie didn't know what awife was.

How wasthe chief chosen? Timmie couldn't understand the question. -What about religious beliefs
and practices?

Miss Felloweswas able, by dint of giving Timmie dl sorts of scientificaly dubious prompting, to get
some sort of description from the boy of aholy place made of rocks, which he had been forbidden to go
near, and a cult which might or might not have been run by ahigh priestess. Shewas sureit wasa
priestess, not a priest, because he kept pointing to her as he spoke; but whether he really understood
what she was trying to learn from him was something not at al certain to her.

"If only they had managed to bring a child who was older than this acrosstimel™ the anthropol ogists
kept lamenting. " Or afull-grown Neandertha, for God's sake! If only! If only! How maddening, to have
nothing but an ignorant little boy as our one source of information.”

"I'msureitis" Miss Fdlowes agreed, without much compassion in her tone of voice. "But that
ignorant little boy is one more Neandertha than any of you ever expected to have achanceto
interrogate. Never in your wildest dreams did you think you'd have any Neanderthdsat dl to talk to.”

"Even so! If only! If only!"

"If only, yes," said Miss Fdllowes, and told them that their time for interviewing Timmie was over for
that day.

Then Hoskins regppeared, arriving at the dollhouse without advance word one morning.

"Miss Fellowes? May | speak with you?"!

Hewas using that sheepish tone of his again, the one that conveyed extreme embarrassment. Aswell
he might, Miss Fellowes thought.

She came out coldly, smoothing her nurse's uniform. Then she halted in confusion. Hoskins wasn't
aone. A paewoman, dender and of middle height, was with him, hovering at the threshold of the Stasis
zone. Her fair hair and complexion gave her an gppearance of fragility. Her eyes, avery light bluein
color, were searching worriedly over Miss Fellowes shoulders, looking diligently for something, flickering
uneesily around the room as though she expected a savage gorillato jump out from behind the door to
Timmies playroom.

Hoskins sad, "Miss Fdlowes, thisis my wife, Annette. Dear, you can step insde. It's perfectly safe.
Youll fed atrifling discomfort at the threshold, but it passes. -1 want you to meet Miss Fellowes, who



has been in charge of the boy since the night he came here.”

(So thiswas hiswife? She wasn't much like what Miss Fellowes would have expected Hoskins wife
to be; but then, she considered, she had never redlly had any clear expectations of what Hoskins wife
ought to be like. Someone more substantia, alittle lessfidgety, than thisal too obvioudy ill-at-ease
woman, at any rate. But, then, why? A strong-willed man like Hoskins might have preferred to choose a
wesk thing as hisfoil. Wéll, if that was what he wanted, so beit. On the other hand, Miss Fellowes had
imagined Hoskins wife would be young, young and deek and glamorous, the usual sort of second wife
that she had been told successful businessmen of Hoskins age liked to acquire. Annette Hoskins didn't
quitefall into that category. She was agood ded younger than Hoskins, yes, and younger than Miss
Fellowes, too, for that matter. But she wasn't redlly young: forty, perhaps. Or closetoit.)

Miss Fellowes forced a matter-of-fact greeting. "Good morning, Mrs. Hoskins. I'm pleased to meet
you."

"Annette.”

"l beg your pardon?"

"Cal me Annette, Miss Fellowes. Everyone does. And your nameis-"

Hoskins cut in quickly. "What's Timmie doing, Miss Fellowes? Taking anap?1'd like my wife to meet
hm."

"He'sin hisroom," Miss Fellowes said. "Reading.”

Annette Hoskins gave a short, sharp, dmost derisive-sounding laugh. "He can read?’

"Simple picture books, Mrs. Hoskins. With short captions. He's not quite ready for real reading yet.
But he doesliketo look at books. Thisone's about life in the far north. Eskimas, warus-hunting, igloos,
that sort of thing. Hereadsit at least once aday.”

(Reading wasn't exactly the most accurate description of what Timmie did, Miss Fellowesknew. In
fact it was something of afib. Timmiewasn't reading at dl. Asfar as she could tell, Timmie only looked at
the pictures; the words printed under them seemed to have no more than a decorative vaue to him, mere
grange little marks. He had showed no curiosity about them at any time thusfar. Perhaps he never
would. But he waslooking at books, and apparently understanding their content. That was the next best
thing to actua reading. For the purpose of this conversation it might just be agood ideato let Hoskins
wife jump to the conclusion that Timmie redlly could read, though surely Hoskins himself was aware of
thetruth.)

Hoskins said in arobugt, curioudy pumped-up tone, "lsn't that amazing, Miss Fellowes? Do you
remember what he was like the night we brought him in? That wild, screaming, dirty, franticlittle
prehigtoric creature?"

{Asthough | could ever forget, Miss Fellowes thought.)

"And now-gtting quietly in there, reading abook- learning about Eskimos and igloos-" Hoskins
beamed with what seemed dmost like paternd pride. "How mar-velousthat isl How absolutely splendid,
isn'tit! What wonderful progress the boy has been making in your carel™

Miss Fellowes studied Hoskins suspicioudy. There was something odd and unreal about this suddenly
grandiose oratoricd tone of his. What was he up to? He knew Tim-mie wasn't redlly ableto read. And
why bring hiswife here after dl thistime, why be making al thisinsncere-sounding noise aout Timmie's
wonderful progress?

And then she understood.

In amore norma voice Hoskins said, "I have to gpologize for sopping by so infrequently of late, Miss
Fellowes. But asyou can guess I've been tied up having to ded with al manner of periphera distractions.
Not theleast of whichisour friend Mr. Bruce Mannheim.”

"l imagine you have been.”

"He's called mejust about every week since the day he was here. Asking methis, asking me that,
fretting about Timmie asif the boy was his own son and | was the headmaster of some school he had
sent him away to. -Some ghastly school out of anovel by Charles Dickens, one would think.”

"Asking you particularly about what you've been doing to get Timmie acompanion?' Miss Fellowes
sad.



"Especidly that."

"And what actudly have you been doing dong those lines, Dr. Hoskins?'

Haoskinswinced. "Having avery difficult time. Weveinterviewed at least half adozen children,
perhaps more, as potentid playmates for Timmie. And interviewed their parents aswell, naturdly.”

That was newsto Miss Fellowes. "And?'

"Wheat it comes down to isthat there were two little boys who seemed suitable, but their parentsraised
all sorts of specia conditions and objections that we were in no position to deal with. There was another
boy who might have worked out, and we were just about ready to bring him in herefor atria vist with
Timmie, but at the last moment it was conditions and objections again; the parents brought in alawyer
who wanted us to post bond, tie oursalves up in some very daborate contractua guarantees, and commit
oursalvesto various other things that our lawyers thought were unwise. Asfor the rest of the children we
saw, the question of ligbility didn't arise, because their parents seemed only interested in the fee we were
offering. But thekids al struck usaswild little roughnecks who'd do Timmie more harm than good.
Naturaly we turned them down.”

"So you don't have anyone, iswhat you're saying.”

Hoskins moistened hislips. "We decided findly that we'd stay in-house for this-that we'd use the child
of agtaff member. This particular staff member standing herein front of you. Me."

"Y our own son?' Miss Fellowes asked.

"You recall, don't you, that when Mannheim and Dr. Levien were here | said, morein anger than
otherwise, that if necessary I'd make my own boy available? Well, it's come down to that. I'm aman of
my word, Miss Fellowes, as| think you redlize. I'm not going to ask anyone eke in the company to do
something that I'm not prepared to do. I've decided to put my boy Jerry forth as the playmate that
Timmie needs so badly. -But of course that can't be my unilateral decison aone.”

"S0 you brought Mrs. Hoskins here so that she could satisfy herself that your son wouldn't bein any
danger at Timmie'shands,” MissFellowes said.

Hoskins|ooked overwhelmed with gratitude. "Y es, Miss Fellowes. Y es, exactly so!"

Miss Fellowes glanced again at Hoskins wife. The woman was chewing her lip and staring once more
at the door behind which the terrifying Neandertha lurked.

She mugt believe that Timmie's an gpe, Miss Fellowes thought. A gorilla A chimpanzee. Who will
ingtandy legp on her preciouslittle baby and rend him limb from limb.

Icily MissFdlowes said, "Wdll, shdl | bring him out and show him to her now?"

Mrs. Hoskins tensed visibly, and she had been tense to begin with. "1 suppose you should-Miss
Fellowes”"

The nurse nodded.

"Timmie?' shecdled. "Timrnie, will you come out here for amoment? We have visitors"

Timmie peered shyly around the edge of the door.

"It'sdl right, Timmie. It's Dr. Hoskins and hiswife. Come on out."

The boy stepped forward. He looked quite presentable, Miss Fellowes thought, uttering alittle prayer
of gratitude. He was wearing the blue overalls with the big green circles on them, his second-favorite pair,
and his hair, which Miss Fellowes had brushed out thoroughly an hour ago, was till rdatively unmussed
and unsnarled. The dender book he had been looking at dangled from hisleft hand.

He peered up expectantly at the visitors. His eyes were very wide. Plainly Timmie recognized Hoskins,
even after al thistime, but he didn't seem sure what to make of Hoskins wife. No doubt something in her
body language, something tightly strung and wary about her, had put the boy on guard. Primitive
reflexes-ingtincts, you could amost say-coming to the forein him, perhgps?

There was along awkward silence.

Then Timmie amiled.

It was awarm, wonderful smile, Timmie's extraspecial ear-to-ear smile. Miss Fellowesloved him for
it. She could have gathered him up and hugged him. How deUV cious he looked when he did that! How
swest, how trusting, how childlike. Yes. A little boy coming out of his nursery to greet the company.
How could Annette Hoskins possibly resist that smile?



"Oh," the woman said, as though she had just found a beetle in her soup. "1 didn't redize he'd ook so-
srange”

Miss Fellowes gave her abaleful scowl.

Hoskins said, "It'smostly hisfacid features, you know. From the neck down he just lookslike avery
muscular little boy. More or less.

"But hisface, Gerad-that huge mouth-that enormous nose-the eyebrows bulging like that-the chin-
he's so ugly, Gerad. Soweird.”

"He can understand much of what you're saying," Miss Felloweswarned in alow, frosty voice.

Mrs. Hoskins nodded. But she still wasn't able to stop hersdlf. "He looks very different in person from
the way helooks on teevison. He definitely seems much more human when you see him on-"

"Heishuman, Mrs. Hoskins," Miss Fellowes said curtly. She was very tired of having to tell people
that. "He's smply from adifferent branch of the human race, that'sal. One that happensto be extinct.”

Hoskins, asthough sensing the barely suppressed ragein Miss Fellowes tone, turned to hiswife and
said with some urgency, "Why don't you talk to Timmie, dear? Get to know him alittle. That'swhy you
came heretoday, after al."

"Yes Yes"

She seemed to be working up her courage.

"Timmie?"' thewoman said, in athin, tensevoice. "Hdlo, Timmie. I'm Mrs. Hoskins."

"Hdlo," Timmiesad.

He put out his hand to her. That was what Miss Fellowes had taught him to do.

Annette Hoskins glanced quickly at her husband. Herolled his eyes toward the celling and nodded.

She reached out uncertainly and took Timmie's hand as though she were shaking hands with atrained
chimpanzee a the circus. She gaveit aquick unenthusiastic shake and let go of it inahurry.

Timmiesaid, "Hello, Mrs. Hoskins. Pleased to meet you."

"What did he say?' Annette Hoskins asked. "Was he saying something to me?”

"Hesad hello," Miss Fdlowestold her. "He said he was pleased to meet you."

"He spesks'? English?'

"He speaks, yes. He can understand easy books. He eats with aknife and afork. He can dressand
undress himsdlf. It shouldn't be any surprise that he can do dl those things. He'sanormd little boy, Mrs.
Hoskins, and he's something more than five years old. Maybefive and ahdf.”

"Y ou don't know?"

"We can only guess," Miss Fellowes said. "He didn't have his birth certificate in his pocket when he
came here”

Mrs. Hoskins looked at her husband again. "Gerdd, I'm not so sure about this. Jerry isn't quitefive
yet"

"l know how old our soniis, dear," Hoskins said stonily. "He's big and sturdy for his age, though.
Bigger than Timmieis. -Look, Annette, if | thought there was any risk at dl-the dightest possibility of-"

"I don't know. | just don't know. How can we be certain that it's safe?”

Miss Fellowes said at once, "'If you mean is Timmie safe to be with your son, Mrs. Hoskins, the
answer isyes, of courseheis Timmiesagentlelittle boy."

"But he'sasav-savage.”

(The ape-boy label from the media, again! Didn't people ever think for themselves?)

Miss Fellowes said emphatically, "Heis not a savage, not in the dightest. Does a savage come out of
his room carrying his book, and put out his hand for a handshake? Does a savage smile like that and say
hello and tell you that he's pleased to meet you? Y ou see him right in front of you. What doesheredlly
look liketo you, Mrs. Hoskins?"

"| can't get used to hisface. It's not ahuman face."

Miss Felloweswould not let hersalf explodein wrath. Tautly she said, "As|'ve dready explained, he's
as human asany of us. And not asavage a al. Heisjust as quiet and reasonable as you can possibly
expect afive-and-some-months-year-old boy to be. It's very generous of you, Mrs. Hoskins, to agreeto
alow your son to come hereto play with Timmie, but please don't have any fears about it."



"l haven't said that I've agreed,” Mrs. Hoskins replied with some mild heet in her voice.

Hoskins gave her adesperate glare. "Annette-"

"l havent!"

(Then why don't you get out of here and let Timmie go back to his book?)

Miss Fellowes struggled to keep her temper.

(Let Dr. Hoskins handle this. She'shiswife.)

Hoskins said, "Talk to the boy, Annette. Get to know him alitde. Y ou did agree to do that much.”

"Yes. Yes, | suppose” She approached the boy again. "Timmie?' she said tentatively. Timmie looked
up. He wasn't doing the ear-to-ear smile thistime. He had aready learned, stricdy from the verbal
intonations he was picking up, that this woman was no friend of his.

Mrs. Hoskinsdid smile, but it wasn't avery convincing one. -"How old areyou, Timmie?"

"He's not very good at counting,” Miss Fellowes said quietly.

But to her astonishment Timmie held up the five fingers of hisleft hand, splayed out distinctly.

"Fivel" theboy cried.

"He put up five fingers and he said five," Miss Fellowes said, amazed. "Y ou heard him, didn't you?"

"l heard it," said Hoskins. -"1 think."

"Five" Mrs. Hoskins said, grimly continuing. She wasworking a making contact with Timmie now.
"That'savery nice age. My boy Jerry isdmost five himsdlf. If | bring Jerry here, will you be niceto him?"

"Nicg" Timmiesad.

"Nice," Miss Fdllowestrandated. "He understood you. He promised to be nice.”

Mrs. Hoskins nodded. Under her breath she said, "He's small, but he looks so strong.”

"He's never tried to hurt anyone,” Miss Fellowes said, conveniently allowing herself to overlook the
frantic battles of the long-ago fird night. "He's extremely gentle. Extremely. Y ou've got to bdieve that,
Mrs. Hoskins." To Timmie she said, "Take Mrs. Hoskinsinto your room. Show her your toys and your
books. And your clothes closet.” Make her seethat youre ared little boy, Timmie. Make her look past
your brow ridges and your chinless chin.

Timmie held out his hand. Mrs. Hoskins, after only amoment of hesitation, took it. For thefirst time
since she had entered the Stasis bubble something like a genuine smile gppeared on her face.

She and Timmie went into Timmie'sroom. The door closed behind them.

"l think it'sgoing to work," Hoskins said in alow voice to Miss Fellowes, the moment hiswife was
gone. "Heswinning her over.”

"Of course heis”

"She's not an unreasonable woman. Trust me on that. Or anirrationa one. But Jerry's very preciousto
her."

"Naturdly s0."

"QOur only child. Wed been married for severd years, and there were fertility problemsin the
beginning, and then we managed-we werefindly able-"

"Yes," MissFdlowessaid. "l understand.” She wasn't enormoudy interested in hearing about the
fertility problems of Dr. and Mrs. Hoskins. Or how they had findly been able to overcome them.

" S0 you see-even though I've been over this thoroughly with her, even though she understands the
problems that Mannheim and his crowd has been making for me and the importance of ending Timmie's
isolation, she's still somewhat hesitant about exposing Jerry to the risk that-"

"Thereisnorisk, Dr. Hoskins."

"I know that. Y ou know that. But until Annette knows that, too-"

The door of Timmie's playroom opened. Mrs. Hoskins emerged. Miss Fellowes saw Timmie hanging
back, peering out in that wary way he sometimes adopted. Her bresth stopped. Something must have
gonewrong in there, she thought.

But no. Annette Hoskins was smiling.

"It'savery cutelittle room,” she said. "He can fold his own clothes. He showed me. | wish Jerry could
doit hdf aswdl. And he kegps histoys so nestly-"

Miss Fellowes et her bresth out.



"So we can giveit atry?' Hoskins asked hiswife.
"Yes. | think we can giveit atry.”

INTERCHAPTER SIX - Stalemate

SMOKE WAS RISING above the camp of the Other Ones by the bank of the smallest river, off to
the west of the Goddess-shrine. When Silver Cloud looked the other way he saw the white smoke of his
own peoplesfirerising from their campfire, back againgt the gently doping hill that they had descended
when they emerged out of the mountains of the east. Therewas no onein front of the shrineitsalf. During
thisinterminable time of stalemate atacit agreement had sprung up between the two tribes: the shrinewas
neutral territory. Nobody from either party could go closeto it. Each side kept sentries posted day and
night at the edge of the shrine areato make sure there were no transgressons.

Silver Cloud stood by himself, leaning on his spear. Darkness was falling aready, though it seemed to
him that the day had only just begun. The year was gliding quickly along. Night came sooner and sooner
al thetime. Morning arrived later and later. The daylight hours were being squeezed from both sides.
Soon it would be the season of the long snows, when only afool would go outside: time to hunker down
in some sheltered place, living on trie autumn's stored food and waiting for spring.

But we il have not made our peace with the Goddess and received Her guidance, thought Silver
Cloud disconsolately. And how can we, when the Other Ones hover constantly near the shrine, keeping
usaway fromit?

"Silver Cloud! Isit going to snow again?'

The voice of She Who Knows came drifting to him on the wind. She was standing acrossthe way,
near the riverbank, with Goddess Woman and Keeps The Past. The three women had been talking for a
long while. Silver Cloud frowned. They were nothing but trouble, those diree. Three powerful women,
full of Goddess-strength. They made him uneasy. And yet he knew how important they were, eachin her
ownway, to thelife of thetribe.

"Will it snow, Silver Cloud? Tell ug"

He shrugged. Then he tapped his knee and nodded.

The old wound in hisleg was aching fiercdly. It dways did, when a snowy time was coming on. But
now it was throbbing worse than ever.

Y esterday snow had fallen for nearly an hour, and there had been snow the day before yesterday a <o,
for just alittlewhile. Now it would do it again. That was bad, when the snow started to come every day.
Much of yesterday's snow was still on the ground. The wind-it was blowing from the north, the
demon-wind-scooped it up and whipped it around, throwing it in Silver Cloud's face.

We should leave here, he thought. We should be finding our winter camp.

She Who Knows had turned away from Keeps The Past now, and was coming over to talk with him.
That meant trouble, most likely. Since her bold exploit before the shrine, She Who Knows had moved
with such self-assurance and mgesty that it dmost seemed as though she were chieftain in his place. No
one dared jeer a her, no one dared so much aslook at her the wrong way, since that remarkable day
when she had covered her body with war-paint and gone forth to defy the entire group of Other Ones
warriors. She had always been strange; she had aways been fierce; but now she had moved on into
some new kind of ferocious strangeness that made her seem to walk in rellms of her own.

Shesaid, "Thisgoes on and on, Silver Cloud, and nothing ever changes. And the snowy timeis
coming."

"l know that."

"We should attack and be done with it."

"They aretoo many for us" Silver Cloud told her. ™Y ou know that." Thiswas not thefirst time that
they had had thisdiscussion.

"Not that many. We could handle them. But instead we Ssmply Sit here. They're afraid of usand we're
afraid of them and nobody budges. How much longer will you keep us here?!

"Until welve gone before the Goddess at Her shrine and learned Her will."

"Then we haveto attack,” She Who Knows said.



Silver Cloud stared steedily at her. Her eyes were frightening, not awoman'seyesat al, not even a
warrior'seyes. They were like eyes of polished stone.

"Y ou were down there with the men,” Silver Cloud said. ™Y ou saw that the men would not attack. Do
you want to fight the Other Ones dl done, She Who Knows?'

"Y ou'rethe chieftain. Order them to fight. I'll fight dongsde them.”

"Everyonewill die

"And if we stay here and wait for winter? Everyone will diein that casetoo, Silver Cloud.”

He nodded gloomily. True enough: they couldn't stay here much longer. Heredlized dia aswell asshe
did.

It was probably amistake to have come here at all,

Silver Cloud knew. But that was something he could never admit to anyone else,

He said, "We can't go, She Who Knows. Not until we've been to the shrine.”

"We can't go and we can't stay. And we can't get to the shrine. Thisis very bad trouble, Silver Cloud.”

"Perhaps”

"| said that we should never come here. Right at the beginning, when you announced that the Summer
Festival was going to be canceled, | told you that.”

"l remember that, She Who Knows. But we are here. And here we stay, until we perform the rite that
we have come herefor. We can't amply wak away without having heard the voice of the Goddess.”

"No," She Who Knows said. "I agree with you about that. | didn't want to come here; but now that
we're here, we must go before the Goddess, just asyou say. | have no quarrel with you on that point.”

Hewas grateful for that much.

"But if we can't ay here much longer because of the snow, and we can't go without performing the
rite, and the Other Ones prevent us from performing the rite because they are here and defile the shrine
by their presence, then we have to drive them away," said She Who Knows. "It'sas smple asthat.”

"They'll kill usif we attack them.”

"Winter will kill usif wedont."

"Thisgoesincircles" Slver Cloud said. "Thisbringsusto no placeat dl."

Helooked at her somberly. Her face wasinexorable. But She Who Knows was offering him no
answers except the answer of certain death at the hands of the enemy.

Around and around in circles, yes. We cannot leave and we cannot stay. He had canceled the
Summer Fegtiva for the sake of therite that he believed it was necessary to perform here. If he canceled
that rite, too, because of the presence of Other Ones close by the shrine, then there would have been no
ritea al either in summer or autumn, which surely would bring the anger of the Goddess down upon the
Peoplein full measure. The People would starve; and they would blame the chieftain for that. Silver
Cloud knew that he wasin danger of being removed from officeif he didn't repair matters soon. And
there was no such thing as aliving ex-chieftain, among the People. The custom was very clearly
understood by dl. To give up the chieftainship meant saying goodbyeto lifeitself.

Therewas hot fire running along the wounded part of hisleg. Perhgpsit wouldn't be such abad thing,
Silver Cloud thought, to step aside and |et someone el se bear the burden. And make an end to thispain
and wearinessforever.

Goddess Woman joined them now. "Has She Who Knows convinced you that we should attack?”

"No."

"Areyou so much afraid to die?’

Silver Cloud laughed. " The question is more foolish than you redize, Goddess Woman. What I'm
afraid of isthat you will die, and Milky Fountain and Fights Like A Lion and Beautiful Snow and
everyone ese. My task isto keep the People dive, not to lead them into certain death.”

"The snowy rimeiscoming. That will kill usaso, if we stay out herein the open.”

Withasghhesad, "Yes, yes, | know that, too."

"I didn't want to make this pilgrimage,” Goddess Woman said. "Do you remember? | said there was
no need to come al the way back hereto learn the will of the Goddess. But Keeps The Past talked me
into letting you have your way."



"l remember,” said Silver Cloud patiently. "It makes no difference now. We are here. Can we leave,
do you think, without speaking with the Goddess?"

"Perhaps the Goddess has dready spoken,” said Goddess Woman, "and what She has said is that we
arefoolsled by afool, and therefore we deserve to die. Better to die fighting against the enemy, in that
case, than to die standing here, endlessly talking to one another while the snow piles up around us. Or
perhapsyou think-"

"Look," She Who Knows brokein. "One of the Other Onesis coming to talk to us!"

Silver Cloud swung around, startled. Yes, it was so: atall young warrior carrying aspear that had a
strip of red fur tied around its point had |eft the other camp and was heading toward them. Asthe envoy
passed the areain front of the shrine, Broken Mountain, who was on sentry duty, bristled a him and
presented his weapon. The Other One made an Other One sound at Broken Mountain and kept on
going, striding past him without pausing.

Blazing Eye and Tree Of Wolves came out of the encampment and pointed to the Other One asif they
thought Silver Cloud had not noticed him. They brandished their spears and indicated that they were
ready to jJump forward and attack. Silver Cloud angrily gestured at them to get back. What did they
think, that thiswas a one-man war party? Obvioudy the man was coming hereto talk. Obvioudly.

But how am | supposed to talk with an Other One? Silver Cloud wondered.

The envoy took a zigzag path over the snowy ground, going around the places where underground
water made the surface marshy, and came across to the place ad ong the riverbank where Silver Cloud
was standing with She Who Knows and Goddess Woman. He elevated his spear in what could only
have been some sort of gesture of greeting and waved it solemnly from sSideto side.

Silver Cloud lifted his own spear alittle way from the ground by way of acknowledgment and lowered
it again, and waited to see what would happen next.

The Other One made Other One sounds. To Silver Cloud they were like the groaning of an animal in
pan.

"Do you think there's something wrong with him?" he asked She Who Knows.

"He's saying something. That's how they speak.”

"That? Speaking? It'sjust noise.”

"It'sthe way they speak," She Who Knows said, "I'm certain of that."

"All right,” said Silver Cloud. "Tdl mewhat hestrying to say, then."

"Ah. Ah. How can | do that?"

"Y ou are She Who Knows. Y ou say so yoursdlf.”

"l only know what | know. The language of the Other Onesis not something | know."

"Ah," said Slver Cloud. " So there's something you don't know! I've never heard you say adiing like
that before, She Who Knows."

She gave him asour smile and did not reply.

The Other One was speaking again. His voice was pitched very high, and he seemed to be straining as
he spoke, pushing the sounds out, working hard to make his meaning clear, as though he were speaking
to children. But there was no meaning. Silver Cloud stared intently, watching the man's mouth, and he
could not make out asingleintelligible word. The sounds that the Other One was making were not the
sounds of speech.

Silver Cloud said, "Can't you speak properly? | can't understand you if you moan like that."

The Other One leaned forward and thrust his head outward to bring it closer to Silver Cloud and put
ojie hand behind his ear, the way adeaf man does, athough Silver CJoud had been speaking very loudly
indeed. It was astrange pose. The Other One was very tall, unbelievably tdl, head halfway to the sky,
and when he leaned forward he looked like some long-legged bird of the marsh country. Silver Cloud
gtared at him with utter fascination. How did he keep his balance? How wasit that he didn't fal over,
standing on legs so thin and long? Or break in half when he moved? And the ugliness of him-that pale
skin, like aghost's-the way hisfacejutted out below his mouth, and the weird tininess of his features-

"l said, can't you speak properly? Speak in wordsif you want to talk to me!”

"Those are hiswords," She Who Knows said suddenly. "He has his own words." She had an odd



look on her face, the look of one who has been struck by a strange new truth. "The Other Oneshave a
language of their own, different from ours."

"What?' Slver Cloud said, mystified. "What does that mean? There's only one language, She Who
Knows. There are words that can be understood, and there are noises that can't. We can't understand
what he's saying, and therefore his sounds are only noises. How can there be more than one language?
The sky isthe sky. A mountain isamountain. Water iswater, snow is snow. Everybody knows that.
How can anyone cdll them by other names?"

"Two peoples-two languages. One language for us -adifferent one for them-"

The thought made Silver Cloud's head ache. There might actualy be some sensetoit, hehad to
admit-two peoples, two languages, why not? -but it was very difficult to think about such athing now.
Idess like that needed careful contemplation at aquiet time. He pushed the problem aside and looked
back toward the Other One.

Hewas spesking again, as unintelligibly as before.

Thistime he was making gestures too, perhaps trying to act out the message he had come here to
deliver, seeing that gpeech was not turning out to be very useful. He pointed with his fur-wrapped spear
at the shrine; he pointed at the hill country to the east out of which the People had come; he pointed
westward, to the lands that ran toward the sea, which now belonged entirely to the Other Ones. He
pointed to the shrine again. He pointed to Silver Cloud; he pointed to himsdlf. He pointed to the shrine.

"GoddessWoman?' Silver Cloud said. "Do you make any sense of this?'

"Hewants usto leave, so they can have the shring!™ Goddess Woman said immediately.

Silver Cloud wasn't so sure of that. There was too much back-and-forth pointing. If he were the one
who had gone to the Other Onesto tell them to leave, he would smply have pointed to the shrine and to
the Other Ones, and then to the western lands, and made a nicking gesture with his hand to tell them that
they should go back where they had come. Anyone with any intelligence ought to be able to understand
dia.

In fact, why not try it now? And hedid.

The Other One watched him with the sort of ook on hisface that one might give a child who was
stammering through some long-winded interruption of a perfectly sensble adult conversation. When
Silver Cloud was done, the Other One responded by going through his whole point-at-this-point-at-that
routinedl over agan.

She Who Knows said, "I think he'strying to tell usthat we can share the shrine, his people and ours
worshipping & it together.”

"Shareadhrinewith filth?' Goddess Woman crkd. "The ghrineisourd™

"Isthat what you'retelling me?' Silver Cloud asked the Other One, speaking as dowly and loudly as
he could. "Y ou think that we both can use the shrine? But you can't be serious. It'sa shrine of the
Goddess. You aren't people of the Goddess. -Or are you? Are you?'

Hewaited, hoping for an answer he could understand.

But the Other One said incomprehens ble Other One things again: He did the pointing-with-the-spear
onemoretime.

"Hopeless," Silver Cloud said. "Hopeless, hopeless, hopeless. | don't understand you and you don't
understand me. No question about that. She Who Knows and Goddess Woman think they understand
you, but they don't, not redly. They're both just hearing the things they want to think you're saying.”

"l could sit down with him and try to teach him our language,” She Who Knows offered. "Or maybe |
could learn how to spesk his."

"Kegp away from him," Goddess Woman said. "He's unclean, and thisis holy land.”

"But if we were able to speak with-"

"It'snouse" said Silver Cloud. "Even if those noises of his are alanguage, you'd never learn it. How
could you? It's like sitting down with abear and trying to learn bear-noises. Or to teach a bear to spesk.
It can't be done.”

"Old men dways say that things can't be done," She Who Knows retorted.

"Old?Old?" Silver Cloud cried.



But now the Other One was gesturing again with his spear, and making his sounds again. One last
attempt, perhaps, to get his message acrossto Silver Cloud. It was asincomprehensible, though, asit
had been before. Silver Cloud felt agreat sadness coming over him, and not only because She Who
Knows had cdled him old, or because there wasfiery pain in hisleg, or because the snowy time was
coming and the People had not yet made provision for winter camp. No, it was because this strange
stork-like man had come to him with what might have been amessage of peace, but he could not
understand it and could not make himself understood, and so the stalemate would continue. It waslike a
wall of stone between them, cutting off communication.

The Other One finished his speech and waited.

"I'm sorry,” Silver Cloud said. "I just don't understand. The problemisthat | don't speak your
language. And | guessyou don't spesk mine."

"So you agreeit'salanguage, then!" She Who Knows said in triumph.

"Yes" sad Slver Cloud glumly. "For whatever good that does."

The parley was over. The Other One, looking irritated and morose, swung around and walked quickly
away, back toward his own encampment. Silver Cloud watched, astonished by the loose-jointed
free-whedling stride of the man. It seemed awonder that hisarmsand legs didn't fall off ashewalked, so
poorly strung together was he, so badly designed. Or that hishead didn't roll right off hisflimsy neck.
Silver Cloud fdt grateful for his own sturdy, compact body, weary and aching though it had become of
late. It had served him well for agreat many years. It was the work of the Goddess, that body. He pitied
the Other Onesfor their fragility and their ugliness.

Asthe envoy of the Other Ones passed the sentry zone again, Broken Mountain once more shook his
spear at him and made a hissing sound of defiance. The Odjer One took no notice. Broken Mountain
looked to Silver Cloud for ingtruction, but Silver Cloud shook his head and told him to hold his peace.
The Other One disgppeared into the distant encampment of his people.

So that was that. Nothing accomplished.

Silver Cloud felt racked by doubts. Whatever he did these days led only to muddie. The Goddess had
gone unworshipped, alitde boy had vanished into thin air, the shrine they had come dl thisway to
venerate was inaccess ble to them, and the season was quickly turning against them; and now he had
faled to achieve anything at al by way of parley. No doubt She Who Knows wasright, as she usudly
was, much as he hated to admit that to himself: he wastoo old for the job. Timeto step aside, to let the
Killing Society do itswork, and lie down in the deep that never ends.

Blazing Eye would be chieftain in his place. Let Blazing Eye worry about what to do next.

But even asthe thought crossed his mind, Silver Cloud was angered by it. Blazing Eye? A fool. He
would do foolish things, asfools can be expected to do. It would be asin to hand the tribe over to
Blazing Eye

Who, then? Broken Mountain? Tree Of Wolves? Y oung Antelope?

All fools. He couldn't give the tribe to any one of them. Maybe they would outgrow their foolishness
someday; but he wasn't very confident of that.

Thenwho will be chieftain after me?

L et the Goddess decide, Silver Cloud told himsdlf. After I'm gone. It'll be Her problem then, not mine.

Hewould not resign. He would wait for death to claim him. He knew that he was afool, too-or else
they would not be herein this usaless deadlock now-but at least he was less foolish than the younger
men, and he might just aswedl keep his chieftainship alittle while longer.

"What are you going to do now, Silver Cloud?' She Who Knows asked.

"Nothing," hesaid. "What isthere to do?' He went back to the camp and sat down by thefire. Some
child came over to him-he couldn't remember her name-and he drew her close againgt hisside, and they
sat there staring at the legping flames for along while. The presence of the child lifted allittle of the
sadness that had come over him. From thislittle girl the People of tomorrow someday would come forth,
long after he was gone. That was acomforting thought: that chieftains might die, that warriors died, that
everyone died sooner or later, but the People would go on and on, into timeimmemorid, world without
end. Yes. Yes. A good thing to bear in mind.



Shordy it began to snow, and the snow went on faling late into the night.

CHAPTER NINE - Becoming

THREE DAY S LATER Hoskins stopped by to see Miss Fellowes and said, "It's all been worked out.
My wife has no further problem abouit letting Jerry come hereto play with Timmie, and Ned Cassiday
has drafted aliability agreement that he thinkswill stand legd mugter.”

"Liability? Liability for what, Dr. Hoskins?"

"Why, any sort of injury that might beinflicted.”

"By Timmie on Jerry, you mean."

"Yes," Hoskins said, in that sheepish voice of hisonce again.

Miss Fellowesingtantly began to bristle. "Tell me: do you serioudy think there's any chance of that
happening? Does your wife?"

"If we were redly worried about that, we wouldn't be volunteering Jerry to be Timmie's playmate. My
wife had her doubts at firgt, as you know, but it didn't take long for Timmieto win her over. Still, there's
always the chance, when you bring two small boys together who don't know each other, that one of them
will take aswing at the other, Miss Fellowes. | surely don't have to remind you of that.”

"Of course. But parents don't usudly indgst on ligbility agreements before they'll allow their child to play
with other children.”

Hoskinslaughed. ™Y ou don't understand. It's the company that insists on the liability agreement, not us.
Annette and | are the ones who are guaranteeing to the company that we won't take any lega action
againgt Stasis Technologies, Ltd., in case something happens. -It'sawaiver of liability, Miss Fellowes."

"Oh," shesad, inavery smdl voice. -"I see. When will you be bringing Jerry here, then?"

"Tomorrow morning? How would that be?'

Miss Fellowes waited until breskfast timeto tell him. She hadn't wanted to say anything the night
before, thinking that the excitement of anticipation might unsettle Timmi€e's degp, making him edgy and
unpredictable when Jerry arrived.

"Y oull be getting afriend today, Timmie."

"A friend?"

"Another little boy. To play with you."

"A little boy just like me?"

"Just likeyou, yes." In every way that redly mattered, Miss Fellowestold hersdf fiercely. "Hisnameis
Jerry. He's Dr. Hoskins son.”

"Son?' He gave her apuzzled look.

"Dr. Hoskinsis hisfather,” she said, as though that would help.

"Father."

"Father-son." She hed her hand high inthe air, then lower down. "The father isthe big man. Thesonis
thelittle boy."

He 4till looked baffled. There were so many basic assumptions of life, so many things that everyone
took for granted, that were dien to him. It was because he had spent al thistimein the isolation of the
Stasis bubble. But certainly he knew what parents were. Or had he forgotten even that? Not for the first
time Miss Fellowes found hersdlf detesting Geradld Hoskins and everyone € se connected with Stasis
Technologies, Ltd., for having ripped thislittle boy out of hisown proper time and place. She could
amogt agree with the Bruce Mannheim crowd that a very sophisticated kind of child abuse had taken
place here.

Rummeaging in Timmie's pile of storybooks, Miss Fellowes found one of hisfavorites, aretdlling of the
gtory of William Tell. What meaning the sory itself had for him was something she couldn't even begin to
guess, but the book was boldly and vividly illustrated and he pored over it again and again, lightly rubbing
his fingers over the bright pictures. She opened it now to the two-page spread showing William Tell
shooting the apple off his son's head with abolt from his crossbow, and indicated, first the archer in his
medieval costume, then his son.



"Father-son-father-son-"

Timmie nodded gravely.

What, she wondered, was he thinking? That Dr. Hoskins was redlly a handsome man with long blond
hair who wore strange clothing and carried a curious machine under hisarm? Or that Someone was going
to come here to shoot gpples off his head? Perhapsit had been an error to muddle the moment with
abstract conceptslike "father” and "son.”

Will, al that was redly important was that Timmie would have afriend soon.

"Hell be coming after weve finished breskfast,” Miss Fellowestold him. "Hesavery niceboy.” She
profoundly hoped that he was. "And you'll show him what anice boy you are too, won't you?"

"Nice boy. Yes"

"Youll be hisfriend. Hell beyour friend.”

"Friend. Nice boy."

His eyeswere gleaming. But did he understand? Did he understand any of thisat al?

Shefdt al sorts of unexpected misgivings asthetime of Jerry Hoskins arrival drew near. She saw dl
sorts of problemsthat she had not considered before.

Stop it, shetold herself.

(You've wanted thisfor Timmie for months. And now it's happening. There's nothing to worry about.
Nothing.)

"Miss Fellowes?'

Hoskins voice, on the intercom.

"Herethey are" shesaid to Timmie. "Jerry'scoming!”

To her surprise, Timmie went scuttling into his playroom and closed the door partway. He peered out
uneasily. Not agood sign, she thought.

"Timmie-" she began.

And then the whole Hoskins family was at the threshold of the Stasis bubble.

Hoskinssad, "Thisismy boy Jerry. Say hello to Miss Fellowes, Jarry.”

She saw around-faced, large-eyed child, with pale cheeks and loose, unruly brown hair, clutching at
Annette Hoskins skirt. Helooked very much like hisfather: afive-year-old version of Gerald Hoskins,
yes.

"Say hello," Hoskins said to the boy, alittle ominoudy thistime.

"Hello." It was barely audible. Jerry receded a bit farther into the folds of the maternal skirt.

Miss Fellowes gave him her warmest, most inviting smile. "Hello, Jerry. Would you like to comein?
Thisiswhere Timmielives. -Timmie€sgoing to be your friend.”

Jerry stared. He looked as though he would much rather bolt and run.

"Lift him over the threshold,” Hoskins said to hiswife, not very patiently.

She gathered the boy into her arms-it was adigtinct effort; Jerry was big for his age-and stepped over
the threshold. Jerry squirmed visibly asthe threshold sensations of Stasi's passed through him.

"Heisn't happy, Gerad," Mrs. Hoskins said.

"l can seethat. Il take alittletimefor him to fed at ease. Put him down.”

Annette Hoskins eyes searched the room. The. musclesin her amstensed visibly. However much she
might have been won over by Timmie on her earlier vist, she seemed more than alittle apprehensive
now. Her precious little child, turned loose in the cage of this ape-boy-

"Put him down, Annette.”

She nodded. The boy backed up against her, staring worriedly at the pair of eyeswhich were staring
back at him from the next room.

"Come out here, Timmie," MissFellowes said. "Thisisyour new friend, Jerry. Jerry wants very much
to meet you. Don't be afraid.”

Sowly Timmie stepped into the room. Jerry squirmed. Hoskins bent to disengage Jerry'sfingersfrom
his mother's skirt. In a stage whisper he said, " Step back, Annette. For God's sake, give the children a
chance"

The youngsters faced one another, standing virtually nose to nose. Although Jerry was dmost certainly



some months younger than Timmie, nevertheless he was an inch taler. And in the presence of Jerry's
graightness and his high-held well-proportioned head, Timmi€'s grotesqueries of appearance were
suddenly amost as pronounced in Miss Fellowes eyes asthey had been in the earliest days.

Miss Fellowes lips quivered.

There was along slent avkward moment of mutua staring. It was the little Neandertha who spoke
firg, findly, in childish treble. "My nameis Timmie"

And he thrust his face suddenly forward as though to ingpect the other's features more closdly.

Startled, Jerry responded with a vigorous shove that sent Timmie tumbling. Both began crying loudly,
and Mrs. Hoskins snatched up her child, while Miss Fellowes, flushed with repressed anger, lifted
Timmie quickly and comforted him. Thelittleanima! she thought vehe-mendy. The viciouslittle beast!

But she knew that she was being much too harsh. Timmie had startled Jerry; Jerry had defended
himsdlf in the only way he knew. Nothing out of the ordinary had taken place. Something like thiswas
exactly what they should have expected at the outset, Miss Fellowes told herslf.

"Wadl," Hoskinssad. "Wdl!"

Annette Hoskins said, "'l knew thiswasn't agood idea. They just ingtinctively don't like each other.”

"Itisn't ingtinctive," MissFellowes said firmly. "No," Hoskinssaid. "It'snot ingtinctive at dl. Any more
than when any two children didike each other on first sight. Put Jerry down and let him get used to the
gtuaion."

"What if that cave-boy hits Jerry back?'

"It won't beat al amazing if he does,” said Hoskins. "But he can take care of himsdlf. And if he cant,
itstime he sarted learning how. Wejust haveto let him get accustomed to this by himsdlf.”

Annette Hoskins till looked uncertain.

"Infact,” her husband went on, "1 think the best thing isfor you and meto leave. If there are any
problems, Miss Fellowes will know how to handle them. Arid after an hour or so she can bring Jerry to
my officeand I'll have him taken home."

It was along hour. Timmie retreated to the far end of the room and glowered malevolently at Jerry as
though trying to eradicate him from the universe by the intensity of hisglare done. Evidently he had
decided not to take refuge in the back room as he often did when he felt troubled, perhaps thinking that it
was unwise to withdraw and thereby concede the front section of his domain to the enemy by defaullt.

Asfor Jerry, he huddled miserably at the opposite end of the room, crying for his mother. He looked
s0 unhappy that Miss Fellowes, though aware that she risked upsetting Timmie even further, went to him
and tried to reassure him that his mother was nearby, that he hadn't been abandoned at al, that he'd be
seeing her againin just ashort while.

"Want her now!" Jerry said.

(You probably think you've been left hereto live in thisroom forever, don't you, child? Just you and
Timmie, locked up in thislittle dollhouse with each other. And you hate theidea. Of course you do. Just
asTimmiemus.)

"Home!" Jerry said. "Now!"

"Y ou'll be going home soon, Jerry," shetold the boy. "Thisisonly alittle vigt."

He struck out at her with his clenched fists,

"No," Miss Fellowes said, catching him deftly by hisbelt and holding him at arm's length while he
flailed unsuccessfully at her. "No, Jerry! No, don't hit. -How would you like alallipop, Jerry?"

"No! No! No!"

Miss Felloweslaughed. "I think you would, though. Y ou stay right where you areand I'll get onefor
you."

She unlocked the hidden lollipop cache-Timmie had aready proved he couldn't be trusted to keep
away from the supply she kept on hand-and pulled out a huge spherical green one, dmost too big tofit in
the boy's mouth.

Jarry's eyes went wide and he stopped wailing instantly.

"I thought so," Miss Fdllowes said, with agrin. She handed the lollipop to him, and he stuck it into his
mouth with no difficulty a al.



From behind her Timmie made alow growling sound.

"Yes, | know, you want one, too. | haven't forgotten about you, Timmie."

She pulled asecond one out, orange thistime, and held it out toward him. Timmie grabbed &t it with
the ferocity of acaged animd, pulling it from her hand.

Miss Fellowes gave him atroubled look. She hadn't expected this visit to go serenely; but thiswas
disturbing, these Sgns of reverson to savagery in Timmie.

Savagery? No, she thought. That was too harsh an interpretation of Timmie's behavior. It had been
Jerry who struck the first blow, Miss Fellowes reminded hersalf. Timmie had come over and introduced
himsdlf to Jerry in apolite, civilized way, after al. And Jerry had pushed him. Quite probably Timmie
reasoned that savage growls and snarls were the only sensible response to that sort of behavior.

The children glared at each other now over their lollipops across the whole width of the room.

Thefirgt hour wasn't going to be alot of fim for anyone, Miss Fellowes redlized.

But this sort of thing was nothing new to her, and not al that intimidating. She had presided over many
apitched battle between angered children-and had seen many atruce come into being eventualy, and
then friendships. Patience was the answer. In dedling with children, it dmost awayswas. Problemslike
thishad away of solving themsdlves, giventime.

"What about blocks?' she asked them. "Timmie, would you liketo play with your blocks?*

Timmie gave her adark, sullen look-more or less an acquiescent one, she decided, though she wasn't
atogether confident she was right about that.

"Good," she said. She went into the other room and brought the blocks out-state-of -the-art stuff,
smoothly machined cubesthat clicked together €l egantly and made a soft chiming sound when you
brought the smilarly-colored facesinto contact. Miss Fellowes laid them out in the middle of the floor.
-"Andisit dl right if Jerry playswith your blockstoo, Timmie?"

Timmie made agrumbling sound.

"It 154l right,” she said. "Good boy! | knew you wouldn't mind. -Come on over here, Jarry. Timmie's
going to let you play with hisblocks."

Hesitandy Jerry approached. Timmie was down on the floor aready, picking through the blocks for
the ones he considered hisfavorites. Jerry watched in agingerly way from a comfortable distance. Miss
Fellowes came up behind him and gendy but forcefully nudged him downward toward the blocks.

"Play with the blocks, Jerry. Go ahead. It'sall right. Timmie doesn't mind.”

He looked back and up at her, very doubtfully.

Then he cautioudy selected a block. Timmie made alouder grumbling noise, but stayed where he was
when Miss Fellowes shot him aswift warning look. Jerry took another block. Another. Timmie snatched
up two of them, and moved them around in back of himself. Jerry took athird block.

Inhardly any time at dl the pile of blocks had been divided roughly in half, and Timmie was playing
with one group of them on one side of the room and Jerry was studioudy playing with the others at the
opposite end, close to the door. The two children ignored each other as thoroughly as though they had
been on two different planets. There was no contact at al between them, not even afurtive glance.

But at least they were playing with the same set of blocks, Miss Fellowes thought. It was a start.

She dropped back out of their way and let them play. From time to time she looked over a them to
see whether ether of them had begun to think of crossing theinvisble wall that they had drawn acrossthe
middle of the room. But no: they were dill lost intheir individua spheres of play. They wereworking so
hard at paying no attention to each other that it must have been tiring for them. Timmie had matched all
his blocks and had arranged them in aragged square, with its ends open at two corners. Jerry had put his
blocks together in amuch more intricate way, forming them into a perfect pyramid after making some
minor trid-and-error adjustments.

Miss Fellowesfound hersdf alittle disheartened by the grester complexity of Jerry's arrangement of
the blocks. Another example of the superiority of the Homo sapiens sapiens mind over that of Homo
sapiens neanderthaensis? Maybe so. But it wasjust as plausible to think that Jerry had a set of blocks
just like these at home, and that hisfather-the scientist, the physicist-had taught him all about piling them
up in anest little pyramid like that. Poor fatherless Timmie had had no such advantage; Miss Fellowes



had made no attempt to give Timmieingtruction in the art of piling up blocks. That had never occurred to
her at dl. She had been pleased enough that Timmie had been able to figure out how to play with the
blocks on hisown, dmost asif by ingtinct. Now, feding abashed by Timmie'srdative lack of intellectua
prowess, she wanted to think that Dr. Hoskins must have devoted grest effort to expanding Jerry's
mastery of block-pile construction. She certainly hoped he had.

"Would you boys like some milk?" Miss Fellowes asked, as the hour was coming to its end.

They did; but they were no more socia than before when she served it out. Each retreated to his
corner of theroom to drink it. Miss Fellowes noted with displeasure how much more dextrous Jerry was
in handling hisglassthan Timmie.

Stop that, she ordered hersdlf sternly. Jerry'shad dl sorts of opportunitiesto learn things that Timmie
never had. Hedidn't just drop into thisworld at age four without knowing how to do anything that
modern people do.

Even 0, she couldn't quite succeed in fighting off amood of mild deection when she took Jerry back
to Hoskins office at the end of thefirst hour.

"Well, how did it go?' Hoskins asked.

"We made abeginning," Miss Felowes said. "Only a beginning, but you have to start somewhere.”

"No more hitting?'

"No." Shetold him about the blocks, leaving out any description of Jerry's apparent superiority asan
architect. "They tolerated each other. That's the best way | can put it. Timmie stayed in one zone and
Jerry inthe other. It's going to take some time for them to warm up to one another.”

"Yes, I'm surethat'strue," Hoskins said. He sounded utterly indifferent, amost impatient to have her
leave. She noted that he hadn't said aword to his own son since the boy had entered the office.

There were papers strewn dl over Hoskins desk: printouts, strips of visuad tape, astack of data
whedls. "A new experiment?' Miss Fetlowes ventured. "Y es, asameatter of fact. Or rather, a
breakthrough of sortsin an older one. We're closing in on short-range scooping. We're on the verge of
ataning intertemporal detection at extremely closerange.”

"Intertemp-"

"Narrowing down the limits of our reach. We're well within the ten-thousand-year envel ope now, and
theway it looks we can achieve a quantitative improvement of several magnitudes on our next pass
through."

Miss Fellowes, her mind full of Timmie and Jerry, Jerry and Timmie, looked at him blankly.

Haoskinswent blithely on. "By which | mean we anticipate attaining the ability to reach back intime
within athousand years-or even less, Miss Fellowes! And there's more. We're stepping up our mass
limitations, too. The old forty-kilogram limit is about to become athing of the past. Wethink eighty, even
one hundred kilogramsiswell within possibility now."

"I'm very happy for you, Dr. Hoskins." She said it with no warmth whatsoever in her voice, but
Hoskins didn't appear to observe that.

"Yes. Thank you, Miss Felowes." Hoskins glanced at his son asthough noticing him for thefirst time,
and gathered him in againgt him with acasua sweep of hisarm. -"Wel, well have to bring Jerry back
herein another couple of days and seeif thingswork out alitde better between them the next time, eh,
Miss Fellowes?'

"Yes. Yes, of course.”

She hesitated.

"Isthere anything ese?' Hoskins asked.

Y es, there was. She wanted to tell him how grateful to him she was for having dlowed Jerry to come
tovist Timmieat al. Even though it hadn't gone particularly well. She knew that theinitia tensonswould
ebb, that fears and uncertainties would vanish over the course of time, that the boyswould eventudly
become friends. Timmie's willingnessto share the blocks, however tepid it had been, told her that much.
And afriend was what Timmie needed more than anything. Astime went dong, Jerry's presence would
cause wonderful changesin Timmie: opening him up, dlowing him to reach out to someone who was his
peer, enabling him to become the boy he was meant to be. Yes. At last Timmie would be able to become



Timmie. He couldn't do that while living done, no matter how lovingly she cared for him. Miss Fellowes
was grateful indeed to Hoskins, dmost maudlinly grateful, for having brought Jerry to him.

But she couldn't bring hersdlf to tell Hoskins that. She searched for waysto thank him, but hisvery
formality, his remoteness, his preoccupation with the printouts and data whedls of this new experiment of
his, served asachilly rebuff. Perhaps he till remembered that time when they had had lunch
together-when she had spoken of him as though he were Timmi€sfather, in every sense but the
biological, and said that he was being cruel by denying Timmie acompanion, that he owed it to the boy.
S0 he had brought in his own real son. Perhaps bringing Jerry here had been an attempt, after dl, to
prove himsdf both akind father to Timmie and, dso, not hisfather at dl. Both at the sametime! And with
al manner of buried resentmentsinvolved.

So dl she could say was, "I'm very pleased you've dlowed your boy to come here. Thank you. Thank
you very much, Dr. Hoskins."

And dl he could say was, "That'sdl right. Don't mention it, Miss Fellowes."

It became a settled routine. Jerry returned three days later, and four days after that. The second visit
lasted aslong asthe first; the third one was extended to two hours, and that remained the rule theresfter.
There was no repetition of the staring and shoving of thefirst visit. The two boys eyed each other a
little fretfully when Jerry-without either of his parents-was brought through the Stasis barrier the second

time; but Miss Felowes quickly said, "Heresyour friend Jerry again, Timmie," and Timmie nodded in
acknowledgment of Jerry's presence without any show of hostility. He was starting to accept Jerry asa
fact of lifein the bubble, like the visits of the anthropologists or the tests administered by Dr. Jacobs.

"Say hdlo, Timmie"

"Hdlo."

"Jarry?"

"Hdlo, Timmie"

"Now you say, 'Hdllo, Jerry,' why don't you, Timmie?"

A pause. "Hdlo, Jerry."

"Hdlo, Timmie"

"Hdlo, Jerry." v

"Hdlo, Timmie"

"Hello, Jerry-"

They wouldn't stop. It had become agame. They were both laughing. Miss Fellowes fdlt relief flooding
her spirit. Children who could be silly together were children who weren't likely to start punching each
other the moment she turned her back on them. Children who made each other laugh weren't going to
hate each other.

"Hdlo, Timmie"

"Hdlo, Jerry."

"Helo-"

And another thing. Jerry didn't seem to be having any trouble understanding what Timmie was saying.
Not that "Hello, Jerry" was a particularly complicated series of sounds, but plenty of adult visitorsto the
dollhouse had failed completely to comprehend even asyllable of Tim-mi€'s speech. Jerry didn't have an
adult's preconceptions about enunciation and pronunciation, though. Timmie's thick-tongued manner of
gpeaking apparently held no mysteriesfor him.

"Would you liketo play with the blocks again?' Miss Fellowes asked.

Enthusiastic nods. She brought them in from the other room and dumped them on the floor.

Quickly the boys divided them once again into approximately equa hegps. Each went swiftly to work
on hisown heap. But thistime there was no retreating to opposite ends of the room. They worked side
by sde, in silence, neither one paying any great attention to what the other was doing but having no
problem with the other one's proximity.

Good. Good.

What wasn't so good was the fact that the division of the blocks hadn't been quite as equal as Miss
Fellowes had thought at first glance. Jerry had appropriated considerably more than half of them-closeto



two thirds, asamatter of fact. He was rapidly arranging them into the pyramid shape again, carrying out
the congtruction more easily now that he had agreater supply of building materid.

Asfor Timmie, he was working on some kind of X-shaped pattern, but he didn't quite have enough
blocks to make his design turn out properly. Miss Fellowes saw him glance thoughtfully at Jerry's pile of
blocks, and got hersdf ready to intervene in case a squabble began. But Timmie didn't actualy reach
acrossto help himsdlf to any of Jerry's blocks; he contented himself smply with staring a them.

A laudable sign of sdf-restraint? The politeness of the well-bred child toward his guest?

Or was there something more worrisome in Timmie's reluctance to take blocks away from Jerry? One
thing that Timmie wasn 't waswell-bred. Miss Fellowes had no illusions about that. She had trained him
with dl her skill and diligenceto be courteous and deferentid; but neverthelessit wasfolly to believe that
Timmie was any modd of deportment. What he was was the child of a primitive society where manners
asthey were understood today were probably unknown, and after being taken from his own tribe he had
been compdlled to livein isolation in the Stasis bubble, which had given him no opportunity to develop
many of the socid traitsthat ordinary children had picked up by the time they were hisage. And ordinary
children hisage werent dl that polite either.

If Timmie wasn't reaching out to take the blocks from Jerry-his blocks, after al-that he wanted, the
reason probably wasn't that he was such anice litde boy, but smply that he was intimidated by Jerry.
Afraid to reach out and help himsdf to the blocks the way any boy might be expected to do.

Had that single shove a thefirgt visit so cowed Timmie?

Or wasit something € se-something deeper, something darker, something lost in the forgotten history
of the human race's earliest days?

Early one evening after Timmie had gone to his room, the telephone rang and the switchboard voice
sad, "MissFdlowes, | haveacdl for you from Bruce Mannheim."”

Sheraised her eyebrows. Mannheim calling her? Nobody called her here, not ever. By her own
choice she lived amost completely cut off from the outside world, lest she be bothered by the media, by
curious-minded people of al sorts, by crackpots and fanatics, and by people like-Bruce Mannheim. But
here he was on the telephone. How had he managed to get through to her behind Hoskins back? He
must be caling with Hoskins knowledge and permission, she decided.

"Yes, Mr. Mannheim. How are you?'

"Fine, Miss Fellowes, just fine. -Dr. Hoskinstells me that Timmiefinaly hasthe playmate he needs.”

"So he does. Dr. Hoskins own son, as a matter of fact.”

"Yes. | know that. Wedl think it was perfectly splendid of Dr. Hoskinsto do that. -And how is
everything working out, would you say?*

Miss Fellowes hesitated. "Quite wel, actudly.”

"The boys are getting dong with each other?"

"Of coursethey are. There wasthe usud little edgi-ness a firs-more on Jarry's part than Timmie€'s, |
have to say; Timmie took to Jerry very readily, even though he'd never seen achild his own age of our
kind before.”

"But Jerry? Confronted with a Neanderthd, he didn't react so well?"

"l don't know whether Timmie's being a Neanderthal had anything to do with it, Mr. Mannheim. He
wasjust edgy, that'sdl. A straight child-child reaction, without any specia anthropologica undertones, is
what I'd call it. Push came to shove-it could have happened between any two. But it's not like that now.
They're very peaceful with each other.”

"Glad to hear it," Mannheim said. "And Timmieisthriving?'

"He'sdoing very well, yes."

Therewas a pause. She hoped the children's advocate wasn't leading up to telling her that he had
wangled permission to pay another call on the dollhouse so that he could check up on Timmie's new
friendship. Timmie didn't need any more vistors than he aready had; and Miss Fellowes was wary of
having an outsder like Mannheim on hand while Timmie and Jerry were together. Their developing
relationship, while it was just as peaceful as she had told Mannhem it was, had a subtext of potentia
volatility that wasdl too likely to turn into something troublesome in the presence of a stranger.



But Mannheim wasn't planning to visit, it seemed. He said, after amoment, "I just want to tell you,
Miss Fdllows, how pleased we all are that a cgpable nurse like you islooking after Timmie"

"That'svery kind of you."

"The boy's been put through a very frightening experience and he's made a wonderful adaptation-so
far. Much of the credit for that must go to you."

(What did he mean, so far?)

"Wed much rather have preferred it, of course, that Timmie had been left to live out his naturd life
among hisown people,” Mannheim continued. "But since that option wasn't alowed him, it'sgood to
know that a devoted, dedicated woman like you has been placed in charge of him, that you've been
giving him the kind of care you have ever since he cameto our era. Y ou've worked wonders. | have no
other word for it."

"That's very kind of you," Miss Fellowes said again, more lamely than before. She had never cared
much for praise; and Mannheim waslaying it on pretty thickly.

"And Dr. Levien fedsthe same way that | do."

"Ah," said Miss Fdllowes. "Yes" And, coadlly, tiffly: "That's-very good to hear."

"1'd liketo give you my number," Mannheim said.

(Why?)

"I can always reach you through Dr. Hoskins," Miss Fellowes replied.

"Yes, of course. But atime might come when you'd want to reach me more directly.”

(Why? Why?What isthisdl about?)

"Well, perhaps-"

"| fed that you and | are naturd dliesin this enterprise, Miss Fellowes. The one thing we have at heart,
abovedl dse, is Timmieswefare. However we may fed about child-care techniques, about palitics,
about anything in the world, we both are concerned with Timmie. Deeply so. And thereforeif you need
to talk to me about Timmie'swelfare, if any changestake place in the setup a Stasis Technologies that
might have an unfavorable impact on Timmie's existence there-"

(Ah. You want meto be aspy for you.)

"I'm sure that everything's going to keep on going very smoothly, Mr. Mannheim.”

"Of courseit will. Of course. But dl the same-"

He gave her the number. Shewroteit down, not knowing why.

Just in case, Miss Fellowes told hersdif.

In case of what?

"Is Jerry coining again today, Miss Fellowes?' Tim-mie asked.

"Tomorrow."

The boy's disappointment was al too obvious. His round face dissolved into wrinkles, hisjutting brow
knotted in afrown. "Why not today?"

"Today isn't Jerry'sday, Timmie. Jerry has-a place to go today."

"What place?’

"A place" she said, being ddliberately vague. How could she describe kindergarten to him? What
would Timmie think, knowing that other children, many of them, came together to play games, to chase
each other in laughter around a schoolyard, to daub pieces of paper with gloriousy gooey fingerpaints.
"Jerry'11 be here tomorrow,"

"1 wish he could come every day."

"Sodol," MissFelowessad.

(But do 1? Redlly?)

The problem was not that Timmie had afriend, but that the friend was becoming too confident, too
aggressive, astime went dong. Jerry had overcome hisinitia timidity entirely by now, and he was very
much the dominant member of the pair.

He had been bigger than Timmieto start with, and he seemed to be growing faster now. The height
differentia was closeto an inch and ahaf by thistime, and Jerry was heavier than Timmie aswell. And
quicker and stronger and-Miss Fellowes had trouble with this aspect of it-quite possibly moreintelligent,



too. Jerry seemed to figure out new toys much more swiftly than Timmie, and to find interesting thingsto
do with them. And when she gave them paints or crayons or modeling clay to play with, Jerry quickly set
to work cresting designs and shapes, while Timmie Ssmply made messes. Timmie appeared to have no
atidic gptitude at al, not even the minimal skills one would expect from any reasonably intelligent child
hisage.

Of course, she argued, Jerry goesto kindergarten every day. He's learned all about how to use
crayons and paints and clay there.

But Timmie had had them too, long before Jerry had first come here. He had never managed to master
them, but that hadn't troubled Miss Fellowes at the time; she hadn't been comparing Timmie with any
other children then, and she was making alowances for the blankness of hisfirst few years.

Now she remembered what she had read in the books Dr. Mclntyre had given her. About the total
absence of any known examples of Neanderthd art. No cave paintings, no statuettes, no designs carved
onwals

(What if they redlly wereinferior? And that was why they died out when we came dong.)

Miss Fellowes didn't want to think about that.

Y et here was Jerry, swaggering in here now twice aweek asif he owned the place. "Let's play with
the blocks," hewould say to Timmie. Or "let'spaint” or "let's watch the whirloscreen.” And Timmie
would go dong with it, never suggesting some preference of his own, dways blandly following Jerry's
agenda. Jerry had forced Timmie into acompletely secondary role. The only thing that reconciled Miss
Fdllowesto the devel oping Situation was that, despite difficulties, Timmie looked forward with more and
more ddlight to the periodic appearances of his playfelow.

Jarry isdl he has, shetold hersdf mournfully.

And once, as she watched them, she thought: Hos-kins two children, one by hiswife and one by
Sass.

Whereas she hersdlf-

Heavens, she thought, putting her fiststo her temples and fedling ashamed: I'm jealous!

CHAPTER TEN - Reaching

MissFELLOWES," Timmie said, "when will | be sarting to go to school 7

The question, coming out of nowhere, hit her with the force of athunderbolt.

She looked down at those eager brown eyes turned up to hers and passed her hand softly through his
thick, coarse hair, automatically picking through the rough tangles of it and trying to straighten them.
Timmie's hair was dways disheveled. Miss Fellowes cut it hersalf while he squirmed restlessy under the
scissors. Theideaof having abarber in herefor Timmie displeased her; and in any casethe very
clumsiness of the cut she gave him served to mask the retreating fore part of his skull and the bulging
hinder part.

Carefully Miss Fellowes said, "Where did you hear about school, Timmie?"

"Jerry goesto school.”

(Of course. Where else would he have heard of it but from Jerry?)

"Jerry goesto kin-der-gar-ten." Timmie pronounced the long word dowly and with unusua precision.
"That's only one of the places he goes. He goes to the store with his mother. He goesto the movies. The
zoo. All kinds of places outside. -When can | go outside, Miss Fellowes?"

A small pain centered in Miss Fellowes heart.

It wasinevitable, she knew, that Jerry would talk about the outside world with Timmie. They
communicated freely and easily-two smal boyswho understood each other without difficulty. And Jerry,
the emissary from the mysterious and forbidden world beyond the door of the Stasis bubble, would
certainly want to tell Timmieal about it. There was no way of avoiding that.

But it wasaworld that Timmie could never enter.

Miss Fdlowes said, with astudied gaiety that was her best attempt at distracting him from the anguish
he must surely fed, "Why, whatever would you do out there, Timmie? Why would you want to go there?



Do you know how cold it gets out there in the winter?!

"Cold?"

A blank look. He didn't know the word.

(But why would cold bother him, this boy who had learned how to walk in the snowfields of Ice Age
Europe?)

"Coldisliketheway itisin dierefrigerator. Y ou go outside and in a minute or two your nose beginsto
hurt from it, and your ears. But that's only in the winter. In the summer, outside gets very hot. It fedslike
an oven. Everyone sweats and complains about how hot it is outsde. And then theresrain, too. Water
faling down on you out of the sky, soaking your clothes, getting you al damp and nasty-"

It wasamiserably cynical line of reasoning, and she knew it and felt dreadful about what she was
trying to do. Telling aboy who could never go outside these few little rooms that the world out there held
some minor physica discomfortswasliketelling ablind child that colors and shapes were boring,
annoying digtractions, that in fact, there was nothing very interesting worth seeing anyway.

But Timmieignored her pitiful sophigtries asthough she hadn't said athing.

"Jerry saysthat at school they can play al kinds of gamesthat | don't have here. They have picture
tapes and music. He saysthere arelots of children in the kin-der-gar-ten. He says-he says-" A moment
of thought, then atriumphant upholding of both small hands with the fingers splayed apart. "He saysthis

Miss Fellowes said, "Y ou have picture tapes.”

"Just afew. Jerry says he sees more picture tapesin aday than | seedl thetime.”

"We can get you more picture tapes. Very nice ones. And music tapes, too."

"Canyou?'

"I'll get somethis afternoon.”

"Will you get methe Forty Thieves?'

"Isthat astory Jerry heard in kindergarten?”

"There arethese thievesin acave, and these jars" He paused. "Big jars. What are thieves?”

"Thieves are-people who take things that belong to other people.”

"Oh."

"| can get you the Forty Thieves picture tape,” Miss Fellowestold him. "It'savery famous story. And
there are otherslikeit. Sinbad the Sailor, who traveled everywhere in the world, who saw-everything.”
Her voice fatered for amoment. But Timmie hadn't picked up any depressing implications. "And
Gulliver's Travels, | can get you that one. He went to aland of tiny people, and then afterward to aland
of giants, and then-" Miss Fellowesfdtered again. So many travelers, dl these omnivorous devourers of
experience! But maybe that was good: satisfy Timmiein hisimprisonment with vicarioustdes of far
voyaging. He wouldn't be thefirst shut-in to revel in such narratives. " Then there's the story of Odysseus,
who fought awar and spent ten years afterward trying to find hisway hometo hisfamily.” Again apang.
Her heart went out to the boy. Like Gulliver, like Sinbad, like Odysseus, Timmie too was astranger in a
strange land, and she could never forget that. Were al the great stories of the world about wanderers
carried to strange places who were striving to reach their homes?

Timmi€e's eyeswere glowing, though. "Will you get them right now? Will you?'

And s0 he was temporarily comforted.

She ordered dl the picture tapes of myth and fable that were in the catalog. They stacked up higher
dian Timmiein the playroom. On days when Jerry wasn't there he pored over them hour after hour.

How much he actually understood was hard to say. Certainly they were full of concepts, images,
locales, that could make very little sense to him. But how much did any child of five or six understand of
those stories? There was no way for an adult to enter achild's mind and know for sure. Miss Fellowes
had loved those stories herself without fully understanding them when she was a child, though, and so had
children before her for hundreds, even thousands of years; and whatever they might have lacked in
detail-by-detail comprehension, al those children had made up for by using their own imaginations. So
too wasit with Timmie, she hoped.

After her early moments of uncertainty over Gulliver and Sinbad and Odysseus, she made no attempts



to diminate from hisgrowing library of picture tapes anything that might stir some disturbing thoughtsin
him about his own plight. Children, she knew, were less easly disturbed than adults feared they were.
And even an occasiond nightmare wouldn't do any real harm. No child had ever died of fright while
hearing the story of Goldilocks and the Three Bears, even though it was, onitsmogt literd leve, a
horrifying tale. None of the davering wolves and shambling bogeymen and terrible trolls of childhood
fable had | eft any lasting scars. Children loved to hear about such things.

Was the bogeyman of myth-beetle-browed, shaggy, glowering-avestige of theracid memory of the
time when Neanderthal s roamed Europe? Miss Fellowes had seen areference to that theory in one of the
books she had borrowed from Dr. Mclntyre. Would Timmie be upset by the thought that hewasa
member of atribe that had survived in folk tale as something to fear and loathe? No, no, she thought: it
would never occur to him. Only overeducated adults would worry about such contingencies. Timmie
would be as fascinated by bogeymen as any child, and would huddle under his coverlet in delicious
terror, seeing shapesin the dark-and there wasn't achance in abillion that he would draw any dire
conclusions about his own genetic status from those scary stories.

So the tapes came flooding in, and the boy watched them one after another after another: asthough a
dam had been breached and the whole gloriousriver of the human imagination was rushing into Timmie's
soul. Theseus and the Minotaur, Perseus and the Gorgon, King Midas and his golden touch, the Pied
Piper of Hamdlin, the labors of Hercules, Bellerophon and the Chimaera, Alice through the
Looking-Glass, Jack and the beanstalk, Aladdin and the magic lamp, the Fisherman and the Genie,
Gulliver among the Lilliputians and the Houyhnhnms, the adventures of Odin and Thor, the battle between
Osrrisand Set, the wanderings of Odysseus, the voyage of Captain

Nemo-therewas no end of it, and Timmie devoured it dl. Did it dl get muddled in his mind? Was he
abletotel onetale from another, or remember any of them an hour later? Miss Fellowes didn't know,
and didn't try to find out. For the moment, she was concerned only with alowing him to immerse himsalf
inthistremendous torrent of story-of filling his mind with it-of reaching out toward the magica world of
myth, since the real world of houses and airplanes and highways and people must forever remain beyond
hisgrasp.

When hetired of watching tapes, she read to him out of ordinary books. The tales were the same; but
now he created the picturesin hisown mind as she read the words.

There had to be some impact. More than once she heard him telling some wildly garbled version of
one of hispicture tapesto Jerry-Sinbad traveling by submarine, or Herculestied down by Lilliputians-and
Jerry would listen solemnly, enjoying the story as much as Timmie enjoyed tdling it.

Miss Fellowes made sure that everything the boy said was being recorded. It was vita evidence of his
inteligence. Let anyone who imagined that the Neandertha's had been mere bestia shaggy hadf-men listen
to Timmieretdling the story of Theseusin the Labyrinth! Evenif he did seem to think that the Minotaur
was the hero of the story.

But then there were the dreams. He was having them more often, now that the world outside the
bubble was becoming aredity in hismind.