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Jeff and Laurawalked hand in hand past lush Victorian vines, in the Haupt Conservatory of the New
Y ork Botanical Gardensin the Bronx.

“Theresatimeessness about thisplace,” Jeff said. Antique gardens always had a pecid attraction for
Lauraand him—perhapsit because reminded them of that night long ago, in Wave Hill acrossfrom the
Pdisades, in the 1960s.

Laurajust smiled. They entered aroom with askylight dome, dightly cloudy and cracked now with age.
A keen blue sky shone through anyway.

Jeff breathed in the honeysuckle and looked at the dome. “Hard to believeit'sfindly up thereagain,” he
sad. “They took their time.”

“They had to be careful,” Laurasaid. “The Discovery hasto fly asuccessful misson. It wasworth the
32-month wait. It'll deploy its communications satellite and come back homewith its crew safe and
sound. And the space program will dowly recover.”

Jeff shuddered. He recalled the last launch they'd seen—the Chdlenger. They hadn't the heart to seethis
onelaunch in person. And they had tried to stay far away from the space program after the
Challenger—l et the world take its natural course, the course Lauraremembered. That was the best way
to get back on track in space.

“There are Some nasty things coming up soon that 1'd liketo stop,” Jeff said. “The Pan Am plane blowing
up over Scotland isthewordt, | think—that's due to happen right before Christmas—but | guess we have
no choice but to leave well enough done for the sake of the space program. At least 1989 looksto bea

pretty good year.”

“Yesh,” Laurasaid, patting her belly and smiling. “1'd say a very good year.” She was six weeks
pregnant with Jeff's child.

“It'll beagood year to be born,” Jeff said, and pulled Lauraclose for agentle hug. “Berlin Wal comes
down, beginning of the end for the Soviet Union. Not the greatest for space—though that should be ok
now with the US program in gear again. But agood year for freedom.”

“Don't be so sure about the Soviet Union,” Laurasaid. “ Andropov's a pretty tough customer.”

* k k %



“Loser,” Laurashut off thetelevison. “Hisvoiceis like—what's that numbing stuff the dentist gave me
last year?—novocaine.” Michael Dukakis had just been talking about the economy.

“He'stheleast of our problems,” Jeff said. He had just returned from along microfiche sesson a the
NYU Bobst Library.

“Don't worry, honey,” Laurasaid and kissed him. “They'll haveit al up online in the next decade or two.”

“Right,” Jeff said. “But that's not what I'm worried about. | checked the newspapers amost day by day.
Brezhnev diesdl right on November 10, 1982, and Andropov succeeds him. And that'sit! In my
timeline, Andropov dropped dead in 1984, some old guy Chernenko took over, he kicked the bucket in
1985, and Gorbachev's in—with glasnogt, perestroika, the end of the Cold War. It'sin every
mirrorim-book in every school.”

Laurashook her head. “None of that at al where | come from. The Soviet Union's till going strong a
hundred years from now. They play amgor rolein the space program in the 21t century—"

“How could | have missed that?’ Jeff barely heard her. “1 mean, I've just been assuming these past few
yearsthat Gorbachev wasin power...”

“Y ou weren't here doing that crucial time,” Laurasaid. “ Remember?'Y ou took Landry's damned device
straight from 1972 to 1986.”

There dways was an edge in Lauras voice when she spoke of that, and Jeff couldn't blame her—he had
left her donefor 14 years, living through redltime the hard way, while he had made that desperate
attempt to get hims=lf on board the Challenger. He had been willing to sacrifice hisvery life for the space
program ... the space program ... was that truly the only thing that mattered in thisworld?

“And after the Chalenger, you were il thinking day and night about the space program,” Laurasaid,
amod reading histhoughts like she dwaysdid. “ Y ou till think about it day and night.”

“Did the Soviet Union do ... much damagein your 21st century?’ Jeff asked.

Lauramade aface. “Not so much the Soviet Union. But, yeah, afew of its client sates, epecidly inthe
North Atlantic dome.”

George G. Landry walked aong the beach, and squinted at the dawning sky.

“So quiet, so clear,” his companion said, awoman with carbon hair and violet eyes, in her early 20s.
“Hard to believe a hurrican€'s roaring up the coast—they say it'll hit us here on the Capein acouple of
hours.

“Theresastorm roaring through the Soviet Union right now,” Landry said. “Much worse than a
hurricane. Human backlash ... they say it could wash away everything that we've worked for.”

Karinaput atoein thewater. “Warm asabath,” she said. “ There's nothing you can do about M oscow
now. It's out of your hands. Wed better get back to the cottage and start boarding up the
windows—Hurricane Bob could blast it to pieces.”

“Yep, out of my hands,” Landry said. “Pity you can't board up timelines as easily aswindows.”

“Waéll, you've done more than most,” Karinasaid. Shetook his hand and steered him back in the



direction of their little cottage on the bay. “And al of thismay yet turn out your way anyway.”

“Hey folks,” aman caled down from a cottage near theirs. “ Gonna be a nasty one—I'd get out of here
to ashdter if | wereyou. The Brewster Elementary School has one—and | believe Ocean Edgeistaking

peoplein.”
“Thanks Gil,” Karinashouted back. “I see you and Chris got most of your rentals boarded up aready.”

“Ya,” Gil answered. “ This one's gonna be one to remember—the hurricane of August 19, 1991.”

* k% k %

Sam McKenna had aged remarkably well in the past sixteen years, Jeff thought—though not aswell as
Jeff had appeared to age, of course, because in fact Jeff had only aged two years, from 1986 to 1988,
having travelled ingtantly from 1972 to 1986 courtesy of Landry and hisfast track to the future.

Sam had apparently accepted Jeff and his story when held regppeared after the Challenger
explosion—the corrected but il tragic explosion, the one that didn't veer off course and take out that
schoolhouse in Miami—because professors after al were like that, known for their penchant to suddenly
take aspecia last-minute gppointment in some other part of the country, even theworld, that started for
ayear but grew into adecade or more. At least, that'swhat Jeff assumed Sam believed. For all Jeff
knew, Sam redlly thought he was amadman and was just humoring him. But that was ok too.

Sam certainly dways played adong with Jeff as he spun out what must have seemed to Sam to be wild
what-if scenarios.... What if Nixon had nuked Cambodia, what if the space program had died atotal
death in 1986...

Now Jeff sat on a bench with Sam in Washington Square Park—not far from where Jeff had first hustled
into the past, to November 1963, al those years ago—and spoke of anew what-if, of a Soviet Union
headed towards disintegration and freedom, of adictator named Gorbachev who paradoxically used his
totalitarian powersto order his society to be more open, his people to be more democratic. And of a
people who once so charged removed that totaitarian system, including its benevolent dictator,
atogether...

“And this revolution proceeded without a hitch?’” Sam asked. He was a political scientist, so this scenario
was catnip for him.

“Wadl, nothing in thisworld proceeds without a hitch,” Jeff replied. “'Y ou know that. But this one unfolds
pretty smoothly—the only seriousthreat crops up about two and ahdf years from now, in the summer of
1991, when the hardliners stage a brief coup against the liberating dictator.”

“Agang Garbage ... chef?’

“GORBACHEV,” Jf spdled out the name. “ Gorbachev—though, if | remember correctly, it was
pronounced something like Gahr-bah-chawf.”

“If you remember correctly?’ Sam asked, and laughed.
Jeff returned the laugh. “Well, | redly get caught up in these dternate history scenarios—"

“Right, yourearegular Man in the High Castle,” Sam said. “'Y ou oughta write some of this stuff up. But
ok—what do you see asthe result of this hypothetica coup againgt this hypothetical self-effacing
dictator?’



“Intheredity I'm sketching, it fails”

“Hmm ... ok, so there€'s your access point,” Sam said. “Y ou remember the article | had in the Atlantic
Monthly last year—" Other Choices'?

“Well, itsthesisisthat people with clear agendas and some kind of power do best not to stage a
revolution themselves, but wait until atime of turmoil—when someone e se hasincurred the greet start-up
risks of getting the turmoil underway—and then dtrike. In fact, that's how the Bolsheviks came to power
in Russiain thefirg place—riding on the coattails of the democratic revolution againgt the Czar.”

“And the relevance of thisto the failed coup against Gorbachev in my aternate history would be?” Jeff
pressed.

“Obvious,” Sam said. “If there's some sort of coup against Andropov in 1991 in our current redlity, that's
thetimeto get rid of Andropov and install Gorbachev. The Soviet Union turns out just the way you warnt,
except afew yearslater.”

“Right,” Jeff said. “But how can we know if therell even be a coup against Andropov?’

“We can't,” Samreplied. “But | know someone who might know—yY eena Grinko. She's used to be
Professor of Philosophy in Minsk—she has the Soviet political climate down pat. Shelll bein New Y ork
next month. Shal | arrange amesting?’

Jeff nodded, and thought: the last friend of yoursthat you arranged for me to meet was George G.
Landry.

* * * %

“Damnit, | can barely hear you.” Landry pulled the phone away from his ear, and shook it. “ Damn Soviet
Union—I'd have a clearer connection to Mars.”

“Takeit easy, honey,” Karinasaid. “It's the Cape Cod service—full of static in the best of times.” She
stroked his shoulder.

Landry turned his attention back to the phone. “Y eah, that's alittle better. No, I'm not in the car—we've
got bad weather here, and the car phoneis usgless. I'm in the basement of some school. No, no point in
my giving you the number—I don't know how long well be here—"

“Excuse me, Sir. Will you be on much longer? One of the campers needsto make acal—’
Landry started to curse—

Karinaoverrode him. “Hell be off inaminute,” she said, soothingly. “It's abusiness emergency.”
“Ok,” thewoman said. “I'll come back in five minutes. Please have him off by then. Otherwise—"
“Absolutdy,” Karinasaid. “1 promise”

“Ok,” thewoman said. She gave Landry aglare, then strode away.

“Nothing like a counselor who takes her campers needsto heart,” Karinaremarked.

Landry was straining to hear what was coming through the phone. “ Ok, you got him, good. Right. That's



good. Ok. No, no—you don't do a thing to him until you get theword from me.”

* * % %

“The Soviet Union isasick country—we suffer from anillness, aniliness of the mind, that wasintroduced
into our country more than 70 years ago. That's what you must remember when you ded with us—you
are dedling with asociety not initsright mind.” Y elena Grinko ended her talk to around of sustained,
impressed applause.

“Shel'sgot apair on her,” Jeff said over clapping handsto Sam, who had just returned from the
bathroom. “To talk like that and not be worried about retribution back home.”

“She's not going back home,” Sam said. “Her dreamisto land ajob in a philosophy department over
here. That'swhat every Russian academic in Americawants.”

They left the auditorium in Tisch Hall, and adjourned to Gavin's. “ Onething | can say about NYU,” Sam
said, “thefood'salot more exatic than up at City College. Too bad Lauracouldn't join us.”

“Wadll, her tastein food is changing,” Jeff said. “But you used to love the soul food up in Harlem.”
“I did, but it dwayslaid heavy the next morning.”

“Y ou sound like my great-great-grandmother,” Jeff said.

Y elenajoined them afew minutes later. Sam made the introductions.

“That was a courageous speech you gave,” Jeff said.

Y elena smiled over her menu. “I deconstruct my country.”

“I'll have the escargotsto start,” Sam said.

Y denafrowned. “1 had them with Derridain Parislast May—they gave me, how do you cdl it, the
hives...”

“Try theshrimp,” J&ff said. “They're ddicious.”
“Yes” Ydenasad, “they're very fresh. | had them herelast time.”

“S0 do you see any chance for improvement in your country?’ Jeff asked, asthe waiter scurried away
with the orders, not asingle one for amain course with a backbone.

“No, I'm pessmigtic,” Ydenasad. “Andropov isavery ruthless man—far brighter than Brezhnev. He's
consolidated his power in the past seven years.”

“And the stirringsin Poland? And Hungary?’ Jeff asked.

“Andropov will crush them.” She shattered a breadstick on the table. “Just like he did in East Germany
last year.”

Jeff sighed, shook his head.

“You see, Ydena,” Sam said, “my friend has an idea that there's anew regime under the surfacein the
Soviet Union—that somehow something in your recent history went wrong to suppressit, but that maybe
ther€ll be achancein afew yearsto get it on course again.”



Y elenalooked puzzled, then laughed. Sheturned to Jeff. “ Ah, you are a science fiction writer then—like
Isaac Asmov! He was bornin Russia, you know.”

“Yeah, | know,” Jeff said.

Y elena put her hand on his. “I'm only making ajoke at your expense, forgive me.” She smiled, then grew
very serious. “But, you see, thereis nothing bubbling under the surface in my country now, except for
moreillness. Even if there was a revolution tomorrow, no one would know what to do. My people are al
quite happy being children.”

“Notalk at dl of openness, of anew vison?’ Jeff asked.

“A new openness? Y ou mean glasnost? Shevardnadze talked about glasnost during his leadership of free
Georgiain March of 1985, but...”

“Andropov ended that and had him killed that September,” Sam said.

“Yes” Ydenanodded, gravely. “And | left my country then for the last time, never to return. No, thelast
chance we had for any freedom was maybe 1982 to 1984, before Andropov fully mastered his office.
By the time poor Shevardnadze made his stand in Georgiain 1985, it was dready too late.”

* k x %

“God damn you! I'm dmost five months pregnant! Doesn't that mean anything to you?’ Lauraturned
away inafury.

“Of courseit does,” Jeff replied. “It'sjust—"

“Just what?’ Laurawhirled around. Her eyes were brimming with tears. “It's ways something with you,
isntit. You think you can change the world, perfect it to your ideds. Don't you get it yet? Haven't you
learned anything in dl of these years? Nothing in thisinsane loop of auniversewerein ever turnsout the
way we planit. If werelucky, very lucky, maybe we find werein theright place at theright time, and
somehow tip the balancein our favor.”

“We tipped the balance in favor of aChalenger explosion that didn't destroy the space program,” Jeff
sad. “Actualy, | tipped nothing—Yyou tipped the balance—"

“That'swhat you wanted! That'swhat we wanted, remember?’

“Yes” Jef sad. “That'swhat we wanted. A world in which space exploration had some chancein the
214 century. The world you knew. The world | wanted. But what | didn't know was that that world was
somehow tied to the Soviet Union continuing on into the 21t century. | didn't want that world—it may
be too much of apriceto pay.”

“Maybe the Soviet Union is necessary to keep humanity in space in the 21st century and after,” Laura
sad. “You can't know that it isn't. Maybe it is—after al, Sputnik and Gagarin and the Soviet Union
garted it dl inthefirst place. And before that, Hitler and the V2s. Those origins are the same in both of
our regdlities. Maybe space needs some kind of totalitarian hand to help push it forward.”

“No.” Jeff shook hishead. “1 can't accept that. We've got to try for something better—the best of both
of our redlities. A vibrant space program in the 21st century and aworld free of sick dictatorships. You
should have heard Y dena Grinko—"

“| don't give adamn about Gringo,” Laurasaid. *Y ou can't just plice two different redlitiestogether like



they were a piece of tape.”
“I can't just leavetheworld likethis,” Jeff said.

“How do you propose to get back there? Landry's vanished, his Western Coordinating Sciences
Institute's been replaced by some sort of online psych center. Even if you went back in time, you don't
speak aword of Russian—you'd be arrested as a spy and sent to some frozen gulag hell the minute you
st foot in Moscow.”

“I' know. I haven't figured it al out yet. Y denahas some ideas—"
Laura stalked out of the room. Then she stalked back in.

“Y ou want the best of both of our redlities—here sheis.” She pulled Jeff's hand, and put it against her
midsection.

Jeff kept hishand there. Then he got down on his knees, and put his ear to the same place. Amnio had
told them just last week that their baby was genetically fine—at least, according to the dim lights of
20th-century science—and shewas agirl.

“I loveyou,” Jeff said softly, to Lauraand the baby.

* k% k %

“I don't like conducting businessthisway. Strangersal around us, | fed like someone's listening to my
every word, it'sabsurd.” Landry looked fitfully around the hall.

Karinafollowed his gaze, scopping on anearby couple. “That guy's hand is halfway up her shorts—they
couldn't care less about our business.”

“All it takesis one—one person, one act, one word at the wrong time—and what we set in motion will
be as out of control asthis hurricane. This placeisway too public.”

“The hurricaneis precisgly the reason we're stuck here now,” Karinasaid.
“It wasn't herethelast time,” Landry said.
“Westher patterns are even less predictable than people—you say so yoursdf in the primer—”

“Ok falks,” avoice boomed down the hal. 1 think it's safe to go home now. Watch out for fallen trees
and downed wires. It'sareal mess out there. Bob took histoll.”

Landry and Karinaeventually madeit to their car, and on to Route 6A.

“Jeez,” Landry said, asthey turned on to Ellis Landing Road. A huge locust tree was on top of the pretty
yellow cottage on the corner, crushed now in the center like a piece of rotten cake. The road around it
looked like the floor of some insane giant's barbershop, strewn with cuttings and clippings and trees
pulled out from the roots.

They made their way through the debris. “ Our cottage looks ok.” Karina pointed to the “ Sea Piper,”
slhouetted at the end of the road against the bay.

“Sofar, so good,” Landry said.

But on closer inspection, the view was less promising. A thick branch had taken out their overhead



phonewire, and they discovered once they were inside that their eectricity was gone.

“I thought | heard someone at the school say that they were shutting off the power for thiswhole part of
the Cape,” Karinasaid, asthey settled in and took stock. “ Asasafety measure, until the central cables
arerepaired.” She handed Landry aglassof chablis.

He spped dowly, said nothing.

“Wadl, itisromanticinaway,” Karinasad, lighting a hurricane lamp. “ Food in the fridge will definitely be
good thisevening. If we don't open the door too often, most of it should still be ok in the morning.”

“I'm more concerned at this point with food for thought,” Landry said, scowling. “I can't command the
gtudionif | have noinformation.” He sat down on the couch and began fiddling with the small transstor
radio held taken out of the bathroom. “Nothing but static and more bullshit about the hurricane,” he said.

“Well, keep trying,” Karinasaid, and pushed over a stool so she could reach the top cabinet. “1'm pretty
sure | saw another kerosene lamp up here somewhere...”

“Ah, waitaminute,” Landry said. “Here's something...”

“—mno further word as yet on the fate of the Soviet Premier,” a crackling voice on the radio intoned,
“though the BBC says—"’

Someone rapped sharply on the front door.

“Lookslike some kids from the schoal,” Karina said. “Maybe we left something there...”
She opened the door.

Shesaw afidt.

But instead of hitting the door it veered towards her face...

Her head throbbed, her somach ached, her eyesfelt like broken glass...

Shelifted hersdf up dowly from the floor. Across the room, abunch of people were around Landry,
dapping him around, talking angrily—in Russian. They dl had their backsto her, except Landry. One had
aknife...

Landry caught her eye for asecond, and gave her asignd, asubtle signal, but as clear asday for her. It
sad: get the hell out of here.

“Youidiots,” Landry said loudly, perhapsto distract their guests. “ Y ou can't do anything to influence
events over there by beating on me here. Everything's aready in motion—"

Karina bolted out of the door. Her only chance for escape was the beach, which stretched for milesin
ether direction, with houses aplenty, at the bottom of their long flight of Stairs.

But abig ugly man was on top of the stairs, blocking her egress, turning dowly around now to face her—

She rushed towards him, shoved him with al of her might, before he had turned fully around. She caught
him off balance, and he fdll, startled, backwards, down the weathered wooden gtairs.

His head hit the big rock that served as the stepping stone at the foot of the stairs, making a sound like
the cantal oupe that had dipped off the seat of the car onto the pavement last week ... Karina stepped



over therock and the head, and ran in the direction of Orleans on the sand.

She ran and ran. The beach felt crusty under her feet, sand haf baked in the sun that had prevailed after
the hurricane. It was easy to run on...

Shelooked behind her several times. Not asoul on the beach—unless she counted the terns and
sandpipers.

Findly she saw the cottage—set off on arise, aout aquarter mile past the old Linger Longer by the Sea
resort. The bleached grey cottage wastheir falback place, George had said, in case anything went
wrong.

Sheld never been here before, but now sheld have to trust her fate to the people within. A nice couple
with alittle boy, as sherecaled. And an old grandmother, named Sarah.

* k x %

Three thousand miles away, two and ahdf years earlier, near another beach, Jeff joined Y denafor lunch
a the VdenciaHotd in La Jolla.

“Thefishinthisrestaurant are ddicious” Ydenasad. “Very fresh!”
“Yep,” Jf sad. “Wego for fresh fish in this country.”

“And thevegetables,” Yedenasad, carefully cutting apiece of cauliflower. “ So fresh, epecidly for the
winter!”

“Wadll, itsnever redly winter in southern Cdifornia, evenin February.”

“Yes” Yeenasad. | looked out of my window this morning and said to mysdlf, 1989 isonitsway to
being abeautiful year in Cdifornia”

“Y our room is comfortable?’ Jeff inquired.

“Ohyes” Ydenasad. “Thewater was hot, and the little bottle of vodkawas cold—perfectly chilled!
Thank you!”

“I'm glad—you can thank the Salk Ingtitute for that.” Jeff had arranged with Jonas Salk for aninvitation
to Yeenato cometo LaJollaand giveaseries of lectures a his Ingtitute. Jeff had met the creator of the
first polio vaccine years ago at aAAAS Conference—and had found him, in addition to being a brilliant
scientist, an equdly brilliant, if unrecognized, philosopher of science. Salk's face seemed to shinelikea
light bulb when he talked about his theories of human survivad—and Jeff saw in him, much ashedidin
Sam McKennain another way, someone who perhaps was willing, and able, to understand at least abit
of the whirring paradox that was Jeff'slife.

They had stayed in sporadic contact over the years. But today, Jeff'sinterest was another ingtitutein La
Jolla—the one that had once been the Western Coordinating Sciences Ingtitute, that had housed George
G. Landry and atime-travel machine, much deeker than Jeff's origina Thorne, that had whisked Jeff from
1972 to 1986. That had been the last Jeff had seen of any time-travel machine. And the last Jeff had seen
of Landry and WCSI aswsll.

The building it had been in was now home to some kind of online psychothergpy seminar group.

Except—



“And how did your expedition go thismorning?’ Y elenaasked, asif she were peering into hismind.

“Odd,” JEff said. “Bizarre. Some of the people sitting at their computers were there in 1972—they admit
it! They remember Landry, but are vague on just what happened to him. They remember WCSI, but say
it merged into some other organization. So what are they doing there now—what are they, specidists
who come with the office building?’

Y dlenalaughed. “I've seen stranger thingsin thisworld, believe mel”

Not as strange as what I'm about to tell you now, Jeff thought. So far, dl hetold her wasthat he had
arranged for the Salk Indtitute to invite her to La Jolla, so she could be here as he tracked down Landry
and WCS, because they had some crucia relevance to the Soviet Union. No Russian could turn down
aninvitation like that—for that matter, few American academicswould ether.

“How badly do you want things to change in the Soviet Union?’ he asked.
“Very badly. But | told you, it's hopeless now. Andropov istoo strong.”

“Yes, | understand that,” Jeff said. “But you aso said Andropov was vulnerable when he first took
over—from 1982 to 1984.”

“True)” Ydenasad. " But—forgive me—so what?’
“Don't ask too many questionsjust yet,” Jeff said. “ Just play aong, ok?’
“Sure—ok—I like games.”

“Do you think that, if someone had amind to do it—if someonereally wanted to, and had the
connections—that someone back in 1982 to 1984 could have forced Andropov from office—could have
replaced him with someone perhaps not so dictatoria ?’

Y denacongdered. “Yes, it's possble. Of course. But | wouldn't make abet on it. Our system isvery
stable, asyou know—usudly degath isthe only sure way to get someone out of office. Of course,
Khrushchev wasforced to leave, and Kosygin had to move over, but that was back in the 1960s—dtill
lots of ingtability then, with Stalin dead only adecade. But by the 1980s...” Y denashrugged. “No, by the
1980s, desth islikely the only way.”

“That'swhat | wasafraid of,” Jeff said. “ So if we redlly wanted to do thisjob—till playing dong with my
game—someone would haveto kill Andropov, preferably in hisfirst few yearsin office, before held had
the chance to strengthen his central authority beyond even what Brezhnev had.”

“Yes” Ydenasad, clearly relishing even the hypothetical prospect of amurdered Andropov. “I would
agree. And who would you sdlect to implement this ... assassination?”’

“Someone who redly knew her way around back then—and there,” Jeff said. “ Someone with the
knowledge to appreciate the benefit that Andropov's death could bring to the Soviet Union—and the
world. Someone with the courage to stand up to such adictator. | was thinking of you.”

* * * %

Y elends eyes bulged, her lips struggling between laughter and some darker emotion. Whatever she was
thinking, Jeff counted it as agood sign that she hadn't thrown down her fork and walked away.

“Thisisnt redly agame, isit?’ she asked. Now her face was just ashen.



“I'm not going to insult your intelligence and say | know you'l think thisis crazy but I'm atime-traveler.
Y ou deserve better than that standard rap, and frankly, | think it'sboring.” Actudly, Jeff had said that
only once—to Laura, back in 1964—»but it indeed bothered him to even contemplate that lame form of
admission, the time-traveller's classic confession.

Y denajust looked a him.

“So hereswhat | will tdl you,” Jeff continued. “Yes, I'm atime-traveller. Yes, the scienceis
possible—that's how I'm here. But there's nothing crazy about it—paradoxical, oh yes, paradoxical,
more than enough sdlf-defeating loops to make you crazy, that's for sure—but on its own termsit's quite
logical. Y ou can go back in the past and change events. It's not easy, but it can be done. | know that,
because I've been there, done that. | spoke once to my great-great-grandmother, and sherelayed a
message about that to my grandfather—when he was just alittle boy on Cape Cod—and herelayed it to
me. After I'd travelled back in time, and dready lived through part of alifein which he hadn't said
anything like that to methefirg time. And I've dso changed alarger event—amuch larger event. Or
helped to changeit. The universe puts up alot of resistance to these things, and...” Jeff became aware
that Y elenahad yet to say aword in response. “Isany of this getting through to you? | mean, | know
English isn't your native language, and—"

“| assure you, I'm understanding every word of it,” Yedenasaid. “I read H. G. Wells, | read Dr. |saac
Asmov, | read Mr. Robert Heinlein. Most of their works aren't available in the Soviet Union—but | have
read every one since I've been in the West. So | know about time travel. We Russians know alot of
things—don't let your propagandafool you. In some things, we know more than you.”

“Ok,” Jeff sad.

“So. Y ou want meto go back in time and kill Andropov. For me, the thought of my killing
someone—anyone—isfar more crazy than going back in time. What would you have me do? Shoot
him? Put poison in histea? I'm not amurderer. But somehow, | don't think the problem will even arise.
Obvioudy this George Landry and his coordinating group have something to do with your time machine,
but you say neither of them are anywhere to be found. So how could anyone even get back to 1982 from
here?’

Jeff amiled. “Musgicismy guide”
“What?'

“| wasaprofessor of popular culture in the 21st century, cultura history of the late 20th is my specidty,”
Jeff said. “1 know the music from the current period—when each hit record was rel eased—Iike the back
of my hand.”

“I loverock ‘n’ roll music,” Ydenasad.

Jeff nodded. “When | first came herein 1972—t0 see George G. Landry—there was aguitarist Sitting in
front of the building Landry wasin, Singing a song by John Lennon. No big dedl about that. Except for
onething: the song was‘Red Love,’ not released by the Begtles until years after Lennon's degth, in
1995.”

“And your point is?’

“My point isthat there obvioudy was some cultura contamination from 1995 in 1972—uwhich means
there had to have been some backwards-in-time contact. Indeed, 1'd guess that there have been time
machines cutting thisway and that way in time, touching just about every year, emanating from that



building the Western Coordinating Sciences Ingtitute was in. Think abouit it. It was once atimetrave
facility—but theré's no such thing asjust ‘ once’ wheretimetrave isconcerned. If the building housed a
device that went, say, from 1972 to 1995, then that same building housed atime travel device, for
however short atime, in 1995—regardless of what other purpose the building may have served then. My
guessisthat if we staked out—kept an eye on—that building long enough, sooner or later atime machine
would plop right into our lap. | could probably arrange for amore permanent appointment for you
somewhere out herein La Jolla. Perhaps at the University of Southern California—"

“Y ou want usto watch that building for Six years, until 19957’
“My guessiswell find atime machine there much sooner than that—"

“Forgetit,” Yelenasad. “It'sstill impossible that | would go back intime and kill Andropov. Likel told
you, I'm not amurderer.”

* % % %
Sam McKennawas at Lauras door, humming a Beatles song.

Shelet himin, then gave him along hug. The two had grown very close during Jeff's 1972-1986
absence.

“Hell be back soon,” Sam said, taking off hiswinter coat. “It won't belikelast time.”

“I don't know,” Laurasaid. Shetook the coat and put it in the closet. She liked the smdll of it.
Sam closed his eyes and hummed the Begtles refrain again.

“You lovethat line, don't you?’ Lauraasked.

“Not so much theline, but the word— awoken'—and the D minor 7th chord swelling restlesdy
underneathit,” Sam said. “C, D minor 7, G isavery common progression, redly. But in John Lennon's
mouthit'smagic.”

“Jeff lovesit too,” Laurasaid. “All of Lennon'smusic. It crushed apiece of hisheart when Lennon was
killed.”

“Asitdidusdl.”

“We heard an advance cut from the Travelling Wilburys album last month,” Laurasaid, findly showing
Sam to aseat and fetching him his customary ginger de. “It made uscry.”

“Wilburys?’

“Yeah,” Laurasad. “ A temporary, studio superstar group. Bob Dylan, George Harrison, Roy Orbison,
Jeff Lynn, and Tom Petty—extraordinary sound. Spanning the 50s to the present.”

Sam sipped his soda.

“ Jeff said the group was unredl,” Laura continued. “1t existed, in amanner of sorts, in our world. But it
wasredly aglimmer, ableed-through, of something dse entirely, from an dternate universe.”

Sam smiled. “1 think we should have another talk.”

* * * %



Felice Montag met Jeff and Y elenaat the evening door of the pastel grey building on Silverado. She
frowned. “I was hoping you wouldn't come.”

“That'sthethanks| get for helping you unrave that packet-switching problem, huh,” Jeff said, with a
gmile. Theprima plan—the very first of so many many plans he had been working through for so many
years—had been for Jeff to have arrived afew months before the Challenger explosion in 1986. He had
thus been trained in 2084 to be thoroughly adept at persona computer technology in the 1980s—no
telling when and how that might comein handy. It of course had been no useto him at al when his
Thorne had unexpectedly landed back in 1963. But herein 1989, in an early online scholarly network
centered in thisbuilding in La Jolla, Jeff's antique computer savvy had been just the thing to ingratiate
himsdlf with a harried programmer over her head in too many packets of traffic and too few linesto
handleit.

“Well, yeah, you did save my butt yesterday, and | redlly appreciaeit, and that'swhy I'm here.” Felice
ushered Jeff and Y elenaiin, looked out and around the parking lot to make sure no one was watching,
and closed the heavy door sharply behind her. “All right. The dedl is| take you upstairs, you've got 30
minutes to look around and your photographer takes any pictures she wants, and then we're al three of
usout here. And let's hope thisis my one and only excursion into industria espionage.”

Jeff had worked with Landry and his colleagues back in 1972 on thefirgt floor of this building—the same
floor that Felice and her people now occupied, and which Jeff had visited three times since held arrived a
few weeks ago in La Jolla, including the propitious occasion yesterday when held overheard Felice
pulling her hair out over her computer, and held offered his helpful suggestions. The second floor,
however, was the one he wanted to carefully inspect. Thiswas the one he had seen just twicein 1972:
once when hed firgt talked here to Landry, one more time when he'd entered the neo-Thorne for the
instant elevator to 1986. Thiswasthe upstairs to which Felice now took Y denaand Jeff. “So I'll seeyou
downgairsin haf an hour,” Felice said, and left.

The layout was, unsurprisingly, nothing like what it had once been. Landry's office and the section behind
it that had housed the time-travel device were Smply gone—dissolved now into rows of primitive 286
computers, each attended by achair upon which some user could sit and address the computer from the
front, and a modem with a phone jack through which the computer could talk to the rest of the world
from the back. That world was dready in the first stages of the revolution that would let people do dl of
thisfrom their homes and places of business, soon from their pockets and pams, but it till clung, even a
thislate date, to the penny-arcade amusement-parlor set-up that harkened back to Edison and his
kinetoscopes. Old ways of doing things died hard, like the heartbest of recacitrant history itself which
Jeff always seemed to be trying so desperately to dter.

“Y ou see anything here which looks promising to your needs?’ Y el ena asked, snapping photograph after
photograph.

“No,” Jeff said. “But there hasto be some place for it here—some place for an artificial wormholeto
open up and disgorge its vehicle without smashing dl of these gleaming antiques.”
“Antiques? Hah! In my country, these pretty toys would be—how do you cal it?—the cat's meow!”

“Wall, let's see what thismonocular cat looks likewith alittle eectricity initseye.” Jeff sat nexttoa
terminal and pressed its power switch. The beast grunted and gargled and eventualy put up aC prompt
onitsblue-green screen. “Right,” J&ff said to himself, “thiswould be just before Windows madeits grand
entrance.”

He pulled a3 and 1/2 inch disk from his polo shirt and inserted it in the lower drive. The disk was



thoroughly competible with the 1.44 mb capacity of the drive, but thanksto a specid agorithm—uwith
which it had been formatted back in 2084—it could hold amillion timesthat data. The key wasthat the
disk dways looked to the 286 write-head asiif it was empty, and thus could be written to with more
data. Jeff was sure that this mirage feature would be more than enough to capture al the text on any
medieva network thisknight in shining armor might be connected to. The puterwafer back in hishotel
room could easily search the download for any relevant information, then decompress and display it for
him.

But that was not the disk's most impressive feature: it was aso intelligent enough to read 20th-century
encryption syslems asif they were block letters on akindergarten blackboard. If Jeff was right that this
building still served asaport for Landry'stime machine—and this seemed more than likely, given that
Thornes and their descendants, asfar as Jeff knew, traversed time not space—then these computers and
their networks might well bear some trace, some notation, of the time-travel operation. Jeff doubted that
these information machines, creaky asthey seemed on the surface, served no part in Landry's schemes. It
waan't like Landry to lavish histime on thoroughly useless window-dressing...

Soon the intelligent agent in Jeff's disk wasin every corner of this primordid virtua universe, cracking
codesit encountered like eggshells, transforming the dataregardless of its Sze into superdick packets
that were downloaded in just minutes on these arthritic 2400 bps modems. Of course, Jeff was assuming
that Landry had used 20th-century codes for encryption. But Jeff bet that Landry wouldn't have risked
cdling attention to himsalf by use of a code that wasn't of this century. “ Camouflage in contemporary
color isyour best defense,” Landry had advised before Jeff's departure to 1986...

“Okeydokey, dl done,” Yelenasaid.

“Good, same here.” Jeff removed his disk from the computer. If he was lucky enough to find in the data
some schematic of thisfloor that indicated where the neo-Thorne materialized, Y eenas photographs
might provide additiona essentid detalls.

“Let'sgo,” Jeff said. They were back on the groundfloor, thanks and goodbyesto Felice, with ten
minutesto spare.

They had their answer—or part of it—two hours later.

Y eenawas on the couch, half adeep, aglass of winein her hand and alock of blond hair over her eye.
Jeff was at his puterwafer, soft asabar of chocolate, atenth of akilogram—Dbut, as the advertisements
said where he came from, the human brain itself was only akilogram, and look at dl that that had done.

“Damnit!” Jeff exclamed.
“No resultsfrom your seerch?’ Y elenaasked, groggily.

“No, | have aresult. | found part of the schedule. There was an arrival herein December. None in 1989.
Goddamnit—I knew | should have gotten on this sooner...”

“Ok,” Yeenasad. “But that's progress—”

“No, wait. | was searching for arrivals. Let metry thisadifferent way. Let's see ... departures ... they're
just as good as arrivals—a departure means a machine will be on hand. OK. Jeez!”

“What?' Y dena asked.

“Theré's adeparture scheduled for mid-March—just two weeks and five days from now—"



“ Bth—”

“One of us—I hope you—is going to take that machine back to November 1982, or sometime right
after, at the beginning of Andropov'sreign,” Jeff said.

“Ligen,” Yelenasaid, now fully awake. “1 haven't agreed to anything. | told you. I'm 38 years old—too
old to become some kind of hitman intime. | don't even know yet if | entirely believe you. But let'ssay |
did. If what you're saying istrue about timetravel, and how it can change yesterdays, how can you even
think about just kidnapping atime machine and kegping it from its original misson? For al we know, the
only reason that you and | are here talking right now in Americais because of something that the origind
mission made possble in the past. Fooling around with just history is bad enough. Fooling around with
the history of time travel —the history that makes the rest of higtory, if thereis such athing—isjust
insane”

* k k %

“Communism,” Sarah Harris said. “ After what the Czar did—pogroms, gutenyu, you shouldn't know
from such things—I don't worry about Communism. Anything is better than the Czar!”

Karinadrank acup of tea, lemon and sugar, with hands that still quivered.
“Would you like asandwich?’ Sarah started to open a package of rye bread. “Y ou look hungry.”

“No, please, Mrs. Harris. Y ou've done enough just letting me into your cottage for afew minutesto rest.
Y ou need thefood for your family.”

“There's more than enough to go around!” Sarah said. “Y itzhak—my son—and hiswife Marilyn and my
granddaughter Rachel are stuck in Hyannis because of the hurricane. It's just me and Eli, my grandson,
here. How much can afive year old eat? And I'm a 96-year old lady—how much can | eat, | ask you?
Peasa! | indst! Havealittle something!”

“| egt alot, grandma,” Eli piped up. “Mommy says| eat ahorse!”

Sarah laughed. “ Eat like a horse, tatteleh. Anyhow—in my country, in Russain the old days—aloaf of
bread would last for aweek! Even when | first came to this country, to Ah-mer-ica, for apenny | could
buy aroll, for another penny apiece of herring, and eet like aqueen!” Shekissed her fingertipsina
gesture that said how good it al was.

“Ok.” Karinardented. She was very hungry, another few minutes couldn't do any harm. She had
covered her tracks very carefully from the beach to here. She had seen no sign on anyone in pursuiit ...
the thought that she might be bringing down Landry's attackers on this unprotected, very old woman, not
to mention the little boy, was too awful to even contemplate. Sheld just wolf down the food, for strength,
and leave—

“Hereyou go.” Sarah gave her aplate with a sandwich. It was delicious—smoked white fish with some
sort of old-fashioned potato salad.

“It'swonderful,” Karinasad. “Very fresh!”
Sarah smiled, and placed another cup of tearight next to the plate.

Karinanoticed that athough Sarah's hands shook, they had an underlying strength—like an aged willow
trembling in the wind, with tap roots that reached to the center of the Earth.



“That rain was redlly something today,” Sarah said, asif she was on the same weather wavelength as
Karina

“Yes, itwas. But | guessI'musedtoit...”

“Y ou don't come from this part of the country,” Sarah said.

“Wadl,” Karina began, then thought the better of it and bit again into her sandwich.
“Y ou come from Russa, no?’" Sarah asked.

“Isit that obvious?’ Karinaasked. She thought she had her American accent down cold. “1 mean, lots of
Americans usethe name Karina.”

“To me, anything Russanisobvious” Sarah sad. “I lived therethe first ten years of my life”

“I didn't spend that much longer there,” Karinasaid. “My mother was Russian—but she also spent | ots of
timein America—"

“Wassheaspy?’ Eli asked, scooting out the bedroom on atricycle.
“Eli!"” Sarah exclaimed, with just the right mixture of remonstration and pleasure.

“Yes, shewas,” Karinareplied, in ahoarse, mock-conspiratoria whisper. “And she spied on many
things”

“And your father?’ Eli asked. “Was he apy too?’
“Wadll, | don't know,” Karinasaid, dowly. “I never knew my father.”

“Ok, Eli, let's play with that puzzle,” Sarah interrupted whatever Eli was about to say. He ran off to get
thetoy.

“I'm sorry—" Sarah began.
“It'sok,” Karinasaid, and smiled. “He seemslike avery bright little boy—I love bright children.”

Sarah beamed. “Eli isa mitzvah—ablessng—I don't haveto tdl you that. MarilynisYitzhak's second
wife. Hisfirst wife—what's the use of talking—the doctors killed her, and it was supposed to be just a
sample operation. Then thank God Marilyn came dong. Yitzhak started hisfamily latein life. But now
they have Eli, and Rachel...”

“Hesabeautiful boy,” Karinasaid. She patted her mouth with angpkin and stood up. “1'm fedling much
better now—your teaand sandwich and conversation were the perfect restorative.”

“You're not leaving so soon? Not in thiswesather,” Sarah protested.
“The hurricanés over—I'll befine”
“No, | indst—"

“No, Mrs. Harris, | ingst thistime. Y ou've been very kind. But | haveto leave now.” | can't jeopardize
your family amoment longer, she thought.

Sarah held up her handsin an exaggerated motion of frustration. “All right,” shefindly sad. “But let me
giveyou alittle something before you leave.”



“Ok.” Karina could see there was no point in arguing about this. “Can | just use the bathroom before |
leave?’

“Of course!” Sarah pointed her in theright direction.

The package Sarah gave to Karina as she | eft contained another white fish sandwich. “Please. | ing<t.
Givethisto George.”

Karina nodded, and squeezed Sarah's hand.

There weretearsin her eyes as she walked swiftly away on the beach—»but in adirection further away
from George's house.

Hewas most likely dead. Just like the vile Soviet Premier whose desth had been announced on theradio
when sheld first entered the cottage of Sarah Harris. But Karinatook no joy in that: his successors would
be indescribably worse, with George unavailable to pull the strings. The future of that part of the world
would make the hurricane seem, as Sarah might say, like aspritz on the beach...

Andfor hersdf?

Her greatest vulnerability lay in the 20-minute walk on the beach ahead to Orleans. Landry's attackers
would have no way of knowing she'd been in the house of Sarah Harris, but it would be plain as daylight
that she'd gone off in the direction of Orleans...

If she could just make it there now, and the buses were running after the storm, the money in her wallet
would get her to Logan Airport in Boston. There she could use a credit card to book the next flight to La
Jolla

There was nothing more she could do herein this August of 1991, except die a the hands of George's
executioners. Her only chance wasin the past.

* k k %

“I've been wracking my brains, and I've come up with two possibly pivota events at the end of March.”
Jeff was on the phone with Laura. He yearned to see her face—to catch the nuancein her lips, theglint in
her eyes. Having a conversation like this without benefit of visua cuesto guide him, to gauge the impact
of hiswords upon her, was maddening. He could never get used to the lack of phone screensin this
century. “I want to be as sure aswe can be thistime that something | do doesn't inadvertently flip my
history into yours, or yoursinto mine, or wipe them both out—so let's check our recollections of history
for March and see how they mesh.”

“I'mlistening,” Laurasaid, tiredly. “I'm not sure | remember anything specifically happening in March
1989 anyway, but go ahead.”

“Ok. Bear with me. Both events are very well known. | wouldn't dare interfere with atime-travel arriva
right before either of them, but | don't see how atime-travel departure—away from thistime—waylayed
by me, could affect these events. Oneisthe Exxon Vadez—spills deven million galons of crude oil off
the Alaska coast on March 24.”

“Right,” Laurasaid. “That'sin my history too. Serves as ahigh water—or oil—mark of the danger that
fossl fud can poseto the environment.”

“Good,” Jeff said. “ So we're ok on that one. The other event is Helschmann and Pons—"



“Who?’

“Drs. Martin Fleischmann and Stanley Pons—they announce thefirst evidence of cold fusion & the
University of Utah on March 23. | remembered that date as soon as | pegged the Exxon Vadez. The
two dates are aclassic in techno-cultura history—the solution to fossil fuel pollution unveiled but one day
before the most publicized incident of pollution in the century. Every school kid knowsit. Therésa
famous Anal og article about that coincidence by Mdlove that everyone readsin the 7th grade—"

“Never heard of it,” Laurasaid.

“Never heard of what—Analog?’

“Of courseI've heard of Analog,” Laurasaid. “But Fleischmann and Pons mean nothing to me.”
“How about cold fuson?

“Nope,” Laurareplied.

“So what do people do for energy in your version of the 21t century?’ Jeff asked.

“Pretty much the same asin the century we'rein right now,” Laurasaid. “Fossl fud. Some solar. A little
fisson and fusion here and there—buit fisson's frowned upon becauseit's deemed too dangerous, and
fuson barely makesit economicaly.”

“Jeez,” Jeff said. “ So let me get thisstraight. In my redlity, the Chdlenger takes out a schoolhousein
Miami, and the space program along with it. But the Soviet Union starts collapsing at the end of that
same decade, and auniversa, low-cogt, safe and reliable fudl techniqueis discovered. In your redlity, the
Challenger tragedy ismorelimited, but the Soviet Union continues, and the world is ill smarting from dl
the soot intheair.”

“Sort of makes sense, doesn't it,” Laurasaid. “In my redity, the Earth ismoreirritating, more
inhospitable—politicaly aswell as physically—so there's more of agoad to get off of this planet and out

into space.”
“I'm not sure | like your redlity so much anymore,” Jeff said.

“Widll, I guess you should have thought of that before you nearly sacrificed your lifeto ater the
Challenger,” Laurasaid.

Jeff aghed. “ There€'s got to be away to get the desirable eements of both.”

“Maybe. Maybe not,” Laurasaid. “Y ou're trying for an alchemy of time—to create the perfect world, the
golden age, out of the two timelines the two of us have. But we don't know if that can be done—we

don't even redlly know what the elements, the building blocks, of these redlitiesare. So, if anything, we're
worse off than the alchemists. Maybe we should just leave well enough be now—"

“No! Weve been over that already.”

“Just lislen to me for aminute,” Laurasaid. “We've dready changed the Challenger part from your redlity
to mine. So, when you're born in the 21t century, the Challenger will never have reached Miami. Y oull
be adifferent person in that century—with no motivation to come back and ater time. And yet youre
here right now, talking to me on this phone. That means that you—the person you are now—has
survived our tampering with time. And I'm here with you in thistime. And we have our baby—you've
aready felt her insde me. Soon you'll be ableto hold her. Can't we just have that? Haven't we earned



the right to enjoy our lives now? Sam saysthat—"
“| don't give adamn what Sam says—it's none of hisbusiness!”
Laurawas sobbing.

“Angd, I'm sorry,” Jeff said. “ Y ou know | love you. I'm going to try very very hard not to be the oneto
go back—"

Laura hung up the phonewith adam.
Theemptinessrangin hisear.
Hethought of nothing for afew minutes.

But hismind edged, of its own accord, towardsimages of Laura. He could see her stting in the back of
his classroom in City College, on that very first day in 1964, him stranded in the past after the Thorne had
pulled him back way too far, and Laura...

He called her back. “Ok,” hesaid. “1 promise you it won't be me—I'll figure out away, I'll make sureit's
Y elena or someone else who goes back. Let'stak about namesfor the baby...”

* * * %

Karinadipped into an air-conditioned cab at the San Diego Airport. “I'm going to La Jolla”

The driver turned around and gave her abig, Mexican-bandito smile. “Y oull beright at home there,
Senorita”

“What makesyou say that?’
“Ahh, La Jollasfilled with beautiful, narrow-bodied women like yoursdlf.”

“Why thank you.” Karinasmiled. She enjoyed the compliment, as well asthe great way the cabbie
pronounced LaJolla, with the guttural ‘ch’.

She leaned back and closed her eyes. She figured she was safe now—or, at least, as safe as she could
be, given the ever-present inherent dangers of trave in the past. Sometimes she wished she could be like

decent, uncomplicated men like this cab driver. But that was not her lot in thisuniverse...

The cab pulled into La Jolla. Its streets were quiet in the dusk, much like she remembered them. Muted
pinks and ochres, stucco gateways to other worlds. “When you get to California, you're a the end of the
world,” sherecaled her mother once saying. “ The only way further isup.” That was true enough.
Cdliforniarepresented the end of expansion ever westward—to go any further in aconventiond way was
only to go back east, back to the Far East, back perhaps to some of the very origins of this humanity.

Space—outer space—was one way out. Some people thought that outer space was what everything
was redly al about. She had never been in outer space. But she was adept at travelling inner space—the
gpace between years—the liftoff into time.

“Slverado Street, Senorita. Tdl mewhere”

She pointed to the pastel grey building, and paid for her ride.



She looked for the guy singing John Lennon songs. He had been herethelast time. It really is, he had
sang. Y eah, it was—but what was it? Not John Lennon—he was gone, and no one could save him. His
degth in prime time—origind time—had left too many markers. Just like JFK's. Y ou could only change
secondary things, shadows on the Platonic wall. Thetrick was telling which was the shadow, and which
thewal.

She knew just which nondescript place on the door to place her pam upon. A minuscule scanner
recognized her print. A bolt did open. Shelooked around to make sure no one was watching, and
quickly entered.

The indgde seemed empty of people too. She hurried up to the second floor. She knew just how to dlicit
the time machine from its hiding place.

Its destination was aready set. She pondered for afew moments. It would take her hoursto recdibrate
for adifferent arrival date—those settings were a complicated business. And she might do damage by
arriving somewhere—some year—she was not supposed to. On the other hand, if the destination on this
meachine was aready set, she might be stealing someone el sg's ride. Whose? George's?

Her head throbbed. “ Don't get too close to the contemplation of paradox—therein lies the path to
complete pardyss,” George himself had dways said. She thought again about George in that room, in
that chair, in their cottage on the bay. She thought about that knife at his neck. “ Everything'sdready in
mation...”

Shewiped atear from her eye, and started the sequence. Her arrival date would be in December, 1988,
gpecific day and time variable, to be decided by the machine and its scan to make sure there were no
witnessesto its materidization.

* k k %

“So what are we going to do if thiskey created by your computer doesn't work?’ Y elena asked.

“No problem,” Jeff replied. “In that case, I'd invite Felice out to dinner. Talk her into coming back to my
hotel room for alittle drink. Sip her aMickey Finn—that's the namefor that here, isn't it>—and while
shewasin dreamland, I'd duplicatethe key. Easy asaA,B,C.”

“Y ou havelots of confidence.”
[13 Y$.11
“Who was Michad Finn? A Mark Twain man?’

“Huh? No—Mickey Finnisan it not awho.” Jeff laughed. “It'sadrink with, you know, adeeping pill
mixed in—I thought the usage was appropriate to this decade. Or maybeit is, but you don't know it
because you're Russian. Y ou're a confusing person to be around in these kind of circumstances.”

Y elenaamiled. “Y ou seem like anice man. Would you redly do that—knock agirl out with adrink just
to get acopy of her key?It'shard to tell when you'rejoking.”

Oh, I'd do much more than that, Jeff thought. | was this close—this close, he pressed hisindex finger
againg histhumb—to killing Nixon. As Lauradwaysreminds me.

They reached the evening door on Silverado. No one was around. Jeff dipped in the key. Among the
informationd booty hisintelligent agent had brought back from Landry's net was a diagrammatic of this
building's security system, including this door. That information, fed into his puterwafer and its



key-making module, had produced thislittle celluline key...

Which worked. The bolt did open. Too bad, asatyric part of hisbrain noted. Felicein hisbed in his
hotel room was by no means the worst scenario in the world.

“Let'sget upstairs,” hesad.

“Looksthesame aslast time,” Y denasaid, gesturing to the rows of 286 computers asthey waked into
the room on the second floor.

“Yeah,” Jeff said. It was one week prior to the departure date that Jeff had discovered on the
downloaded schedule. “ There are only two possibilities here, assuming the schedule isright. One, the
time machineisaready here, camouflaged in someway. Two, if it's not here now, it hasto get here some
way in the next seven days, so it can be here one week from now for the departure. Itslikely arrival time
inthat case would be in the evening, or on Sunday, when no one was around.”

But the room indeed looked the same as last time, which meant there was no sign of the time machine
that Jeff could see. Y elena’s photographs had come up empty in that regard too...

The two stayed the night, but saw nothing. They went through the same routine for the rest of the
week—up dl night in the computer room, grabbing what deep they could during the day in their hotel
rooms—with the same lack of results.

“Pray it shows up tonight or tomorrow,” Jeff said wearily on the Saturday night before the Sunday
departure date. “ If not, there's something very wrong in our calculations.”

“Ok,” Ydenasad. “But remember, | make no promises—’

“Yep, got that. | understand.” But Jeff thought to himself: She makes no promises, but she's not
accompanying me on this night after night because she's not intrigued on some level about the time-travel
possbility. Take my hand, I'm astranger in paradox ... more than intrigued. Likely consumed—as Jeff
had been, back in the 2080s, when he'd first been drawn into this, into that cool orange continuum of a
control room ... the sherbet room, Rena or someone on his team had dubbed it...

“Jeff!” Y denawhigpered sharply.

Hefocused his eyes on the present, on thisroom with its ancient computers before him, and saw
someonewalk in onthefar sde. He hadn't even redlized that linein thewal wasadoor...

It was Landry!

Y elenalooked at Landry, her eyeswide open. Those eyes suddenly looked atiny bit familia—thiswas
thefirgt time Jeff had seen her with that expression ... he put hisindex finger up to hislipsand caught her
attention to indicate Sllence.

Landry did something with one of the computers that seemed to turn the others on. Of course, they were
networked—Jeff knew that already. He had searched and searched for someindication of atime
mechine

All of these 286s—there were more than 20 of them—functioning as one integrated unit could be
powerful indeed. If Landry had atiny amplifier in his hand that made their combined computing power
exponentid, rather than additive or even multiplicative, the resulting capacity would be extraordinary.
There were dready desktop exponential combinersin Jeff'stime. Landry no doubt had accessto much
more...



But extraordinary capacity for what? Surely not enough to haul a person through time. All the computing
power inthe world could not in itsdf create an artificid wormhole...

Landry pulled something out his pocket. It looked vaguely like Jeff's puterwafer, except even thinner,
more sharply delineated, smoother. Landry waved it around, like amagic wand. Obvioudly, it was
communicating in some way with the 286 network, operating in tandem withiit.

Jeff redlized that hisintelligent agent and his puterwafer, for al of their sophistication, had done little more
than capture what was on this network, hold its shimmering information in their arms. Landry'swand was
making lovetoit. The screens of the 286s pulsed in synch with his swaying hand, their innards seeming
amost to hum in accompaniment and contentment.

And out of this procreation something indeed took shape. At firgt, Jeff wasn't quite sure what he was
seeing—hed never seen atime-travel machine from this end, on the outside looking in, neither his Thorne
nor Landry's fancy device, as heéd made histwo previous journeys.

It came like something out of therain. A shiny new car fast gpproaching in ablinding grey-white storm, a
deek slent hdicopter in ahurricane ... except the glimmer had nothing to do with water...

Where had Landry been keeping it? Surely these computers, powerful asthey now no doubt werein
exponentia synergy, had not just created this machine on the spot out of atomsintheair.

No, of course not. The answer was obvious.

Landry must have had this machine—and perhaps otherslike it—not someplace e se, but sometime dse.
In another month, another year, who knows, another century—in this place—to be cdled back to this
time, or whatever time Landry wasin, by aremote command generated by this computer network now in
amplified high gear. A signd would beintringcaly easer to send through time than an object. Light,
electricity, whatever the format of the information, weighed nothing.

Jeff's origind Thorne, asfar as he knew, had no such autometic feature—it required a human pilot to
make it work. But Landry's machine was far more than a Thorne.

Jeff became aware of Y elena squeezing his hand.

Landry was approaching the machine—clearly the same deek module Jeff had taken from 1972 in 1986,
inthisvery place.

Timeto find if Jeff could put anew little rewind into time.
“Helo George”

Landry whedled around, artled. “Who the hell are you?’
“Don't tell meyou don't know who | am,” Jeff said.

“I don', but if that's what you want, ok, | won't.” Landry looked at the small stun weapon Jeff was
pointing a him. “1 certainly know just what that is, though, if it makes you happy.”

“Well, that's something.” Thetruth wasthat Jeff's little stun-gun, which heéld brought aong in his suitcase
from the future in his unintended trip back to the 1960s, had never worked back here. Jeff had tried it on
asquirrel or two in the park, even on the neighbor's cat once, to no avail. Fortunately, Landry couldn't



know that.
“So, | gather you're not from around here origindly,” Landry said, still looking at the weagpon.

“You redly don't know who | am, do you?’ Jeff asked. Landry might have looked allittle younger than
Jeff remembered, and so for Landry this experience might be happening prior to what Jeff thought was
their first meeting—in Washington, in 1969—but Jeff wasn't sure. He hadn't seen Landry al that many
times, and when he had, the circumstances were so trying—

“Look,” Landry said, “I can't proveto you that | don't know you—I could be feigning ignorance—how
can anyone prove that they're not? So let's get to the more important question: Y ou're obvioudy from the
future. Y ou obvioudy know thisisatime machine. Y ou've obvioudy used it or something just likeit to
get here. What the hell do you want?’

Jeff raced through his options. He hadn't expected to find Landry here. Perhaps this opened up new
possihilities...

“Let'sgtart by your telling me just whereyou're going in that,” Jeff said.

Landry shook his head no. “Sorry. | makeit apoint never to reved destinations. Asatime-faring man,
you no doubt understand why—our work is complicated and dangerous enough, without expanding the
circle of people who know what we're doing.”

Jeff brandished hisweagpon.

Landry laughed. “Come on. Y ou're not going to usethat if you want information from me. Unconscious
people are very uncommunicative.”

Jeff tried to stare him down.
Landry made a sarcastic sound, turned around, and took a step towards his machine.
“I will render you unconsciousif you take another step in that direction,” Jeff said quietly.

Landry turned to face Jeff again. “ Ok, that's progress. Part of what you want here isfor me not to go into
that machine. Why?’

“I want the ride mysdif.”
“Ah, 1 see” Landry said, hiseyeslighting up. “And what happened to your machine?’
“Long sory,” JEff said, “assuming you don't dready know it.”

Landry smiled. “And you expect meto just turn over my machine to you—not having any ideawhat you
intend to with it?'Y ou redly think | would do that, given what I've just told you about how seriousdl of
thisis?’

“Sorry, | can't tdll you what I'm going to do with it either—" Jeff began.

“Hewants meto go back in time and change acrucia event or two in our country,” Yeenasad,
reveding hersdf for thefirg time.

Jeff turned around to tell her not to say anything more, then noticed she too had aweapon in her hand.
Except it was the old-fashioned kind—a pistol, that fired bullets, the kind that ripped into your heart or
brain.



“Yelena, what are you doing?’ Jeff demanded.

“I brought thisalong in case astuation arose,” Yelenasaid. “I think one has arisen—"
Landry made a dash to the time machine.

Y denafired asingle shot, that went clean through the baggy edge of histrousers.

Wi, that at least answered one of the questions Jeff had—unlike hiswesgpon, Y eena's worked.
Landry stopped, shaken but apparently unhurt.

“The next onewill hit flesh and blood, | assureyou,” Yeenasad. “Maybe even your balls.”
“Jeez,” Jeff sad. “Who the fuck are you?’

“Never mind me,” Yedenasad. “Thisman you cal George Landry isSKGB.”

“What?" Jeff asked.

“Absurd,” Landry said.

“You deny that | saw you at the University of Moscow in 19877 Y elena asked.

“I thought you've been here in the United States since 1986,” Jeff asked Y elena

“Yes, | wasin Moscow in 1987, but that doesn't make me KGB,” Landry said.

“I'll soon find out the entire truth, with my own eyes” Y denasaid, and began walking towardsthe
mechine.

Jeff looked at her eyes again, and again saw something, some flicker, of deep familiarity there—
“Don't let her doit!” Landry shouted at Jeff. “Y ou've got the damn stun-gun, useit!”
Y elenasneered. “It'satoy.”

Landry erupted, lunged towards Y elena. She stepped back, coally leveling her gun at Landry's head.
“Wak away from me,” she barked. “Last chance.”

Landry backed off, shuddering with fury.
“Yeena, please—" Jeff began.

“Don't worry, don't worry—I'll take care of everything,” she said. “It was good to see you again.” She
amiled and entered the gleaming machine.

Its doors closed asplit second later. And a split second after, it disappeared in the same glimmering
amogt-rain that had ddlivered it into this room.

“ She used the pre-set destination,” Landry muttered, till shaking with anger. “No other way she could
have gotten out of here so fast.”

“And just when isthat?” Jeff asked, throwing hisworthless stun-gun on the floor in his own frustration.

“December 1982—amonth after Andropov takes over. | wastrying to go back to stop that.”



* * * %

It was February—1989—when Karinafindly arrived in New Y ork. She shivered. Much colder than La
Jolla

“Thirty years ago today that Buddy Holly died,” Bob Shannon said on CBS-FM Radio. But who was
Buddy Hally?

She settled into her room on Patchin Place, inthe Village. “ A prime sublet,” the agent had told her. “ A
science fiction writer usudly lives here—lots of interesting books you can read, if you don't get ketchup
onthem.”

Sheld earned enough money waitressing in La Jolla—in two different restaurants, dmost night and
day—to keep her going herein New Y ork for at least afew months.

She consdered her options, and warmed her hands with a hot cup of tea. Its seam felt good in her face.
She picked up the phone and called Sam.

“Karinal Where are you?’

“Herein New York.”

“Y es—you sound close. Wonderful! Wheré's George.”

“I ... I don't know. | left himin 1991.” She dtarted crying.

“Areyou ok? s George—"

“I don't know,” Karina sobbed.

“Ohmy God, that'swhat | was afraid of. What happened?’

“I don't know,” Karinasaid again, helpless, for the third time. “He had in motion a plan to kidnap
Andropov, threaten to kill him, kill him if he had to. Chernenko's dead since 1985, so Gorbachev would
have taken over...” Shewascrying again.

“Yes, | know,” Sam said as gently as possible. “What went wrong?’

“Everything, everything! A hurricane on Cape Cod—in the summer, two years from now—cut him off
from his contacts. Some people found us at his cottage—I'm sure they were KGB. | think they killed
him—"’

“Georgeisaresourceful man. Don't count him out. Remember the way Dick Atwick fooled usdl and
survived? Georgeisfar superior.”

“I know,” Karinasaid, “but ... you didn't see him. And ... Andropov's dead—I'm sure of that. | heard it
ontheradio before | left 1991. And his successor's no Gorbachev—it's Vladimir Zhirinovsky, that Nazi.”

Sam gasped. “He's not much older than you. That's what happens when we et these things get out of our
contral. | told George: you've got to stay on top of these things, best by best...”

“It wasn't Georgé'sfault,” Karinasaid. “1 told you—we had a hurricane.”

“I know, | know, it'sno onésfault,” Sam said, sncerdly. “But thisisagrave situation—or will be, intwo



and ahalf years. We've got to figure out, the two of us, what can be done to prevent it.”

“I don't know if | can do thisanymore,” Karinasaid. “ That'sthemain thing | called to tell you. And ... |
found some old papersin George's cottage. They say my mother'sin New Y ork now. |—I want to see

“| don't think that's wise a thismoment,” Sam said.

“| don't care anymore about wise.”

* k% k %

“Look, | know you don't trust me,” Landry said, “but the only way | can see out of thisisfor both of us
to lay our cards out on the table.”

Jeff had consented to alate dinner with Landry at the Vaencia. The waiter now brought their poached
sdmon to thetable.

Landry tasted, and made aface. “Not very good,” he said. “I guess the future has spoiled me.”
“Ydenalovedit,” J&ff sad. “She sad it was very fresh.”

“Not surprising,” Landry said. “Compared to what they serve you in Russia, apiece of stinking tripe over
here would seem fresh.”

Jeff shoved apiece in hismouth, washed it down with wine. “All right,” he said. “Herestheworld I'm
trying to create for the 21t century: avibrant space program, democracy in Eastern Europe, and, oh
yeah, Fleischmann and Ponstake off with cold fusion.”

“Who?’
“Ok, never mind about them.”

“I'mwith you on the other two,” Landry said. “ That'sthe world I'm after too: strong space, no Soviet
Union. But asyou may have aready discovered, that's a hard play. The Soviet Union weas, after dl, as
much responsible for humanity in space as the Nazis and the United States. Maybe even more
so—Sputnik, Gagarin, they were crucid in picking up the lead of the Germans, and egging the US on.
Von Braun was dready herein the US, but without those Soviet accomplishments, JFK would have
been much lesswilling to follow Von Braun'singpiration. And the Soviet Union did lots of good inthe
214 century too—M ir2, the red settlements on the Red Planet, the Oort stationsin the 2090s...”

“A little ahead of my time,” Jeff sad. “Infact, even in my time, in the 21t century | come from, we have
no space program and no Soviet Union. | assumethe redlity you're talking about has strong space
programsin both the US and Russia—I mean, in the Soviet Union.”

“Right,” Landry said, “Europe and Japan aswell. But | agree with you that the world would be better off
with a strong space program spearheaded by the US at the end of the 20th century, with ensuing
worldwide involvement—and no Soviet Union in the 21, But it'll be atricky business bringing that
combination about.”

“Wdl, maybe Y dena—"

“Forget it,” Landry said. “ She's on the other side. If anything, she's going back there to strengthen
Andropov's hand—to seeto it that he lives at least another decade.”



“How can you be sure?’

“She's dready back there, right? If she'd succeeded with your plan, Gorbachev would be in power right
now—not Andropov. It's March 1989, right? Hold on.” Landry turned to a passing waiter. “Who'sthe
Premier of the Soviet Union? Can you tdl me?’

Thewaiter shrugged. “I don't know. Lenin? Nikita?’
Jeff and Landry both waved their handsin disgust.

Another waiter, who had been listening, came over, laughing. “It's Y uri Andropov, right? Hey, therésan
article about the Soviet Union right here in the paper. Says Andropov spoke out today about the
execution last month of Boris'Y estin. He said there was no place for capitaist sympathizersin the new
and improved Soviet Union...”

Jeff looked at the paper and shook his head, sadly.

“Thank you,” Landry said to the walter.

“Sure,” thewaiter said. “Hey, you can keep the paper.”
“Thanks,” Landry said. He turned back to Jeff. “ Satisfied now?”

“Hardly satisfied,” Jeff said, “but | take your point.” He pushed hisfood away, mostly unesten. “The
salmon wasn't that bad,” Jeff said, “but that news story made me lose my appetite.”

“I don't blameyou,” Landry said.
“So what do we do now? Y e enatook our time machine.”

“Suppose | told you | had another one?’

* * * %

Lord, the streets of New Y ork were cold in this century. She was afraid to look at anybody too
carefully, lest they take offense, or mistake her gaze for an expression of sexua interest that shewasn't in
the mood for just now...

But Karina couldn't help but stare at everyone she passed, scrutinizing their faces, assessing their eyesfor
some sign that they were of her kind.

Her kind ... what kind was that? Someone born out of time, conceived in one century, gestated in
another, raised in athird. “Y ou're three centuries old,” George aways had teased her, especialy when
they lay in bed together after making love, he running hisfingers down the smal of her back, giving her
onelast chill. God, she missed him. He was old enough to be her father in biological age—but what did
that mean to people like George and her? He was the only man sheld ever known who really understood
her. The only man shed ever fdt truly at ease with.

Shedidn't fed a ease with Sam. She didn't redly trust him. She'd declined to meet him in the ten days
sheld been here. She dyed her hair and cut it so Sam would have trouble recognizing her if he'd decided
to pressthe point.

Her kind ... the theory was that atumble through time had no adverse affect on the fetus. But aslong as
she could remember, she had dways felt on the brink of paranoiawhen she contemplated what was
going on around her. Except when George was around.



Her mother would understand. Shewas a child of time hersdlf, in her own way. It had been ten years
since Karina had last seen her. She didn't even know her name anymore—names changed too quickly in
this business. But Karina had an inkling, based on those papers on the Cape...

She stopped at the NY U Student Union Building. God, the history here! Her eyes|ooked up, and sought
out that student lounge, as they always did when she walked by this corner...

But the path to her mother lay elsewhere today.

“Excuseme,” she said to a security guard, who looked like Charles Manson in auniform, lounging
againg alamppogt. “Isthat Tisch Hall over there?” She pointed to alikdly building.

Manson smiled and nodded, reveding a set of teeth that |ooked like late Mayan maize.
“Thanks.” She hurried off. Her breath felt sticky in her chest. Thetalk would begin in aout 20 minutes.

* k% k %

“I had three machines in stasis—pre-set for 1982, ready to be called into service here—when we started
this escapade afew hours ago,” Landry said. They were back on that second floor of the pastel grey
building on Silverado. “Y elena the Great took one. | proposeto call forth a second, and take it back to
1982 mysdf to seeif | can accomplish what she either failed to or more likely deliberately prevented.”

“How can | be sureyou'll do asyou say?’ Jeff asked.

“Because I'm going to give you one of these little el s—much more powerful than your wafer—and show
you exactly how to cal forth the third machine, in case you need it.”

And Landry did just that.

“Allow aminute or two for settlement after | leave,” he continued. “Y ou know the drill. Cal up theloca
radio station—here'stheir number—"

Jeff frowned.
“—jeez, get the number yoursdf then, if you still don't trust me.”

“Ok, | trust you,” Jeff said. At leadt, | trust you at this point more than | don't, he thought. And what
other choicedo | have?

“Good,” Landry resumed. “And if the radio station tells you Comrade Drop-off is till head of the Soviet
Union, you'll know what to do—go back to 1982 and give it ashot yourself. Maybe the two of uswill
prevail over Y elena—or over the enemies of dl three of us back there.”

“You don't seem dl that confident,” Jeff said.
“Confidence? No such thing in thisline of work—you should know that.”
“Yeah, but | don't speak Russian,” Jeff said. He was aso thinking of Laura, and their baby.

“Not to worry, most of theimportant people over there still speak English. It gets much worsein the next
century, of course, if we're unable to change this—they were speaking Russian in northern Canada
aready the last time | wastherein 2060, for crissakes...”

“Ok,” Jeff said. 1 get the picture.” Laurawould never forgive him, he was sure. What he wasn't sure



about isif he could ever forgive himsdlf if heleft her again.

“All right, buddy—I'm off to the races, then.” Landry walked towards his machine. He turned around.

“Y ou have alook on your face that well see each other again—you obvioudy recognized me when you
laid eyes on me here afew hours ago. Since that wasthefirst time for me, this obvioudy meansthat well
be meeting again later in my life, earlier inyours. I'll try not to upset you unduly then—give too much
away that well be meeting again in your future. I'll make it hard for you—play the hard-assto your
neophyte—to makeit easer for you.” Landry smiled. “But you dready know that. Till the next time,
then—whenever it may bel” And he waked into the machine.

It disappeared in the silver-grey pseudo-rain.

Jeff didn't haveto call the radio station—he could fed the lack of changein hisbones, the stasis of
ganding in an eevator when it should have been moving but wasn't. Or maybe worse—moving down
when it should have been moving up...

He called the station anyway. “Y eah, right, thanks.” Y uri Andropov was now not only Genera Secretary
of the Communist Party but President of the Soviet Union, as of March 22, 1989.

Jeff looked at the remaining machine, his mouth dry. There were dozens of good reasons he could think
of for not going. Y elenaand now Landry had failed to turn the red tide, why should he do any better?
And therewas Laura, Laura, Laura, Laura...

And there was just one good reason he could think of that he had to go, one goddamn worm that
wouldn't let go of hisinsides: thisworld with the Soviet Union ascendant, thisworld that he had perhaps
somehow even unwittingly midwived into being with his Challenger tinkering. It was unacceptable—it
wasn't meant to be.

He took a step towards the machine, and stopped. He took another unsteady step—

“Y ou're not going to break your promiseto me, are you?’ Lauras voice asked, in his head.
“I don't want to,” he said aoud.

“Then don't,” Laurasvoice said.

Not in his head.

He spun around.

“My God—how long have you been here?’

“Long enough to hear the little chat you and George had,” Laurasaid.

“I wasthinking of you—and the baby,” Jeff said. Helooked at her. She looked more pregnant now than
the last time he had seen her. “ Are you ok? | mean, the both of you...”

“Oh, werefine,” Laurasaid, and patted her midsection. “The plane ride was smooth—though | bet they
were glad to get me off the plane without a specia delivery.”

Jeff amiled, weekly.

“Y ou know, you didn't mention to Landry the most important reason that going back to 1982 to kill
Andropov or whatever you expect to do back thereisabad idea,” Laurasaid.



“|—I didn't fedd comfortable talking to him about you and our baby—" Jeff began.
“That's not the most important reason,” Laurasaid.

Jeff looked puzzled. “What, then? That murder is bad? We've been over that dready, with Nixon. You
and | don't see things exactly the same on that.”

“No, not murder in general. Murder of Androhpawf!” Laurasaid. Her voice had an odd intensity—an
odd accent—that Jeff had never quite heard before.

“Ah, | seeyou're beginning to understand now,” Laura continued.
“You said you loved me,” Jeff was barely able to speak. “ That's our baby—"

“I do, and sheis,” Laurasaid. “But you loved metoo, and that didn't stop you from doing what you
needed to do to save the Chalenger, remember?’

“ Ya but_n

“And your loving me, and the baby—would that have been enough to stop you from going back to try
change thingsin the Soviet Union even now?Y ou were about to walk right into that machine and leave us
behind, weren't you?’

“I hadn't made up my mind and you—"

“The Soviet Unionisagreat country,” Laurasaid. “ My country—the country of the 21st century. Of the
world! Of space beyond the world! We launched the Sputnik! We had thefirst living organismsin
space—and then the first man to circle the globe! We had our losses too—three brave cosmonauts died
in Soyez 11! But we pressed on in space. And we do great thingsin the next century! If we're allowed to
continue—"

“But Andropov'samurderer,” Jeff argued. “Y ou don't believe in that—I know you.”

“I believein sacrifices, tradeoffs, weighing the choices that sometimes haveto be made,” Laurasaid, her
eyeswet with inspiration aswell as sorrow. “| stopped you from killing Nixon not because | was so
much against murder, but becauise Nixon aive was helpful to my country—we needed Nixon so
Brezhnev would react againgt him, cooperate with him—Nixon was the perfect American for my
country!”

“Nol | don't bdieveit,” Jeff indsted.

“Beieveit,” Laurasad. “And believethat, yes, | doloveyou.” And she stepped into the machine—a
second before Jeff realized how close she had moved to it, a second too late for Jeff to do anything
about it.

He tackled the machine, but al he got in hisarmswas the rain that wasn't wet.
His body was soaked with perspiration anyway, hisface dick with tears.
Laurawas gone.

And Jeff knew, not only that he might well never see her again, but that she was going back to 1982 to
stop Landry and Y elena—to make possible the very Soviet dominance of the 21t century that he had
been trying so hard to prevent.



That, Jeff understood at |ast, after dl of these years, had been her ultimate mission. Her real reason for
tracking and meeting Jeff in 1964, maybe even for staying with him al of thistime, even after he had | eft
her. Just as his had been to save the Challenger. She had helped with that because avibrant American
gpace program was a good source of competition, apowerful stimulant, to the Soviet space effort in the
214 century.

* * * %

“Karina? | hardly recognized you, with that new hair! Good thing the call of nature brought me back
herel”

Karina had been concentrating on the talk from the back of the auditorium, eyes dilating with every word.
Sheturned to face the intrusion, and her eyes dilated even more—with adifferent emotion. “ Sam!”

Heamiled. “Come.” He put an arm around her. “Let's go over there.” He gestured to adescending flight
of sairsoutside of the auditorium. “1 think we can find a bit of privacy there.”

She hesitated, not wanting to leave thetalk. But with Sam right here ... “Ok,” she said, and reluctantly
alowed him to lead her to the Staircase.

“Y ou know, | told you thiswasn't agood idea,” he said, when they'd settled in a hdlf flight down, backs
againg thewall. “ Mesting people you're not supposed to, unexpected intersectionsin time, they can
causetrouble, big trouble. Y ou see, we have no record of your being here, of your meeting your mother
inthistime and place. That's the problem.”

“Stop talking to me like achild,” Karina snapped. “| know about trouble. | saw George—"

“I' know, | know, believe me,” Sam said, as soothingly as possible. “ But whatever happened to George
two years from now—and, again, we can't be sure, he may still turn up ok after all—theres surely no
point in making things worse by twisting up the threads back here, in 1989. Surely you see that?’

“My mother'sthe only thing | can see” Karinaingsted. “I'm sick of thistime-travel depravity—I want a
normd life, afamily, my parents, a husband someday—people weren't meant to livelike thish Jumping
around through time, crossing wires, tying their souls up in knots to the point of not knowing who or
where or when they are when they take the smple human action of looking in amirror? It's enough
dready! I'm going to meet my mother, tl her the truth of what 1've been through, what the future hasin
gorefor her—"

“Of courseyou will, my dear.” Sam had removed an embroidered handkerchief from hisvest pocket
while Karina had been talking—one he dways carried for occasions such asthis. Now, without the
dightest warning, he put it over her face and nose with one hand, and brought the other around the back
of her head, pressing her face into the handkerchief, so that she was utterly immobile. The chloroform
derivate worked dmost instantly. Within 15 seconds she had crumpled into his arms—in 15 more she
was utterly unconscious.

He propped her head up as gently as he could againgt the wall. He lifted her left eyelid, and looked at her
pupil—ring of sweet chocolate, dilated, unseeing. Unremembering too, he hoped—though that was not
sure athing with this quick-acting drug. He let the eyelid droop dowly closed, and kissed her on the
forehead. “ Of course you will, my dear—of course you will.”

Hewalked quickly up the stairs and out of the building, and summoned the security guard on the corner.
“Therésagirl who seemsto have passed out on the lower staircase,” hetold the guard. “ She may need
some medicd attention.”



The guard bared his stained teeth. “Drugs, goddamn drugs,” he said. “ These kids arekilling their
goddamn mortal soulswith those drugs.”

Sam nodded sympatheticdly, then hurried back into the auditorium. Y dendstak wasjust ending. Jeff
was dready applauding. Good—everyone would be out of the building and long gone before Karina
awoke.

* k k %

Jeff walked up the stairs of his Eastside brownstone. He hadn't felt so utterly aone, so entirely out of
place, since he had first set up residence here after his stranding in 1963.

The newson the TV was uniformly depressing: no Chinese sudentsin Tienanmen Square, no sign of
Gorbachev anywhere. And May was even worse: Y uri Andropov further consolidates his power by
crushing for good the rebelsin Afghanistan...

Well, at least the US space program seemed somewhat back on track. A report said six shuttle launches
were planned for 1991...

Jeff shut off the TV and tried to call Sam. Same result: his phone machine said he was out of town.

Jeff took the subway down to NY U. Sometimes, when he was haf adeep, rocking to and fro with the
train car, hefdt asif he were ahundred yearsin the future, back where he belonged ... back where, if he
opened his eyes, he was sure he would see the soft holographic ads al around him, the mirrorims of
products new and bold, the smooth smiling service that only robotic engineers could render. But when he
opened his eyes, the ads and the people were ways garish, dirty, two-dimensi ona—the ubiquitous
greeting card of the 20th century.

He waked around Washington Square, and day-dreamed of Rena. He thought of Laura, and yearned
for hisbaby. But adl he saw were the faces which seemed to look a him asif they knew him, even though
he knew they did not.

He pondered his situation. There had to been some logic, some path he could follow to influence events.
Hed tried to cdl forth more time machinesin La Jolla, but Landry had been telling the truth when held
said there were only three. Worse than that, the schedule he'd downloaded from Landry's network
revealed no further arrivals or departures at later dates. It was asif, with Lauras departure—back to
1982 and the Soviet Union if she wastelling the truth—L andry'swhole time-travel project had
concluded, vanished.

But there had to be others.

Something had to have been the source of al thetime travellersto 1963 that had caused the JFK vortex
that had pulled him back to the 1960sin the first place—assuming, of course, that he and Laura had been
right about that.

Laura... the key waswith her. He ill couldn't believe that she was a Soviet communist, bent on keeping
that system in place through the 21st century. He knew her. She believed in freedom. Maybe she would
have achange of heart back there, and help Landry after al.

But if she had, wouldn't Jeff have seen the evidence dready? All he saw was Andropov.

Still, he looked through Lauras papers. She had left New Y ork to fly to La Jollain ahurry. Lots of
half-scribbled sheetswere still around...



He came upon a sheet with doodles and names. Jeff smiled and grimaced at the same time, crumpled the
sheet in hisfist and put it under his heart. The names were the ones he and Laura had been discussing
during one of their phone calls—possible namesfor their baby.

Jeff uncrumpled the sheet and looked at the names. Some were the ones they had talked about. Names
based on parents and grandparents and ancestors ... names based on no one's names, just names they
liked ... and there were some names that Jeff hadn't recalled Lauramentioning...

At the bottom of the sheet, two names were circled, with arrows pointing to penciled explanations.

“Karind'—"because my favorite grandmother was named Karen, and because | think a part of Jeff ill
lovesRend'...

“Y dend'—"after Jeff's grandmother, Eleanor, who was Eli Harris' wife'...

And then, in smdler |etters on the righthand side of the sheet: “KarinaY denaHarris'—"because our
daughter should always know sheis Russian, whatever may happen’.

My God, Jeff hugged himsdlf and cried: | lost my daughter not once but twice to those cursed machines
inLaJdla..
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He taught classesin the 1989 summer session at NY U—mainly so he could be closer to the streets
around Washington Square Park. He felt more at home there these days than at home. It was easy to get
ajob at NYU, with hisforged credentiasratified now by real teaching spanning decades.

One afternoon after his class, a student was waiting for him outside his office.

Shelooked familiar, but he'd learned not to get too excited about that. He let her in, and bade her to a
sedt.

“Would you like admission to one of my Summer |1 classes?” He pulled out a pen and looked for an
admisson form. “I'm too egotisticd to ever refuse a student willing to pay money to hear metak.”

The student laughed. “Actudly, | was hoping you could admit meto your life, now that I'vefindly found
you.”

“Oh?’
“I'm pretty sure I'm your daughter.”
The pen fell to thefloor.

“I've located another time machine,” Karina continued, “and | think | know how to get Gorbachev back
in power...”



