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* * *

As| was being driven to work today | noticed fresh bullet holesin the walls of a plaza near the
hospital, and glass from a shattered windscreen in the gutter. The scars and detritus of another
nation attempt. An atempt on the life of someone so junior in the government that it had not even
earned amention in the morning news. An attempt to kill someone no more important than mysdif, the
Surgeon Generd.

"That's not the way to do it, Sefior, not theway at dl,” | whispered to myself aswe drove past.

| am not anative of thissmall republic. | came here for the power and freedom that its violent chaos
provides. By its very nature my research requires agreat deal of both.

Asthe car continued on to the hospital | found mysdlf thinking about my work in Los Angeles, and the
firg timethat | saw Brian Muir. Hiseyes and nose were dl that was visible amid the white windings of
bandages, and he was heavily sedated. He had been a socia worker for some church group, and had
been bailed up by one of his clients, then shot in the mouth as hetried to talk hisway out. The
small-calibre, low velocity bullet had bored afreakish path through teeth, cartilage, bone and tissue,
comingtorest in his pituitary gland.

"He has been awake severd times since coming out of surgery,” said Tyler, the leader of the research
team that employed me. "He displays complete loss of long-term memory assmilation.”

Hewastaking to Franklin, our electronics expert. She merely raised her eyebrows and shrugged, her
usua reaction when shown a difficult problem whose solution she dready knew.

"I can duplicate the function of thelost tissue aslong as agood enough surgeon isavailableto get in
there and ingtd| the Quantum-Effect Gate" shetold Tyler, glancing briefly a me and smiling.

Damn the woman, | thought. | could never tell whether she was praising my abilities or mocking them.
With Tyler there was no doubt. He turned to me for the first time.

"The hospital ishappy to have ustry our device so long aswe do not degrade his condition further.
They have even offered us the services of the surgeon who extracted the bullet. He will require you asan
observer and advisor of course, Dr. Hall."

I knew my place, and | nodded. Even though | had ingtalled such Quantum-Effect Gatesin the brains
of dozens of monkeys, and was afully qualified surgeon, Tyler would not trust mewith aningalationina
human patient.

"I've watched a videotape of him extracting the bullet,” | said. "Heisvery good, but there are some
new techniques of nerveinterfacing that he would not know. | could-- "

"Y ou could ingtruct him," Tyler brokein, smiling. "Good. | shall arrange for you to meet him at once.”

No more of that now, | thought to mysdlf as| watched the olive-green truck of my armed escort enter
the hospital gates. Here | gave the orders, and here| did what operations | pleased. Many of my
assgtants were so ill-educated that they had no idea of what | was doing. The others crossed themselves
and presumably agonised over the relative merits of awdl-paying job in thislife and the chance of
retribution in the next.

Juarez phoned as | was checking the mail in my office. | paid him the deference dueto any current
dictator of a South American republic while still maintaining the firm attitude of adoctor to his patient. He
was not my patient in amedical sense, yet my research has agreat bearing on his conduct, and on the



running of this country.

Themanistermindly ill, but | have never been told just what diseaseis responsible. | suspect cancer
or AIDS, but his body's hedlth isnot my concern. Apart from being athief, rake and murderer, the man
isalapsed Cathalic, and the prospect of what the afterlife hasin store for him has become an obsession.
It isonething to philosophically acknowledge that an assassin may strike at any moment, but knowing for
certain that deeth is only months away is something very different. Hisreligion holds the spectre of eternd
damnation before him, but | have promised him a scientific opinion.

"You are ready for an operation?' he asked anxioudy.

"I have doneit aready, Sefior Presidente. A priest injured by ablow from atruncheon during the
demondtration last week. Hewill die from hisinjuries the moment that the life-support equipment is
turned off, but | made the operation seem like an heroic attempt to save him. We shal get some excellent
resultsin tonight's experiment.”

"l am sending another man, Dr. Hall. Heis strong, hedlthy, and thinks that he is volunteering for a
project that will earn him a pardon from the death sentence. Y our visitor from the US has brought you
another of those Gate devices. ingal it in him today."

"But that will be murder!” | exclamed. "When | first proposed this project to you | madeit very clear
that | would use only dying patients.”

Juarez could not seethat | was smiling. For some time now | have suspected that he would break our
agreement.

"Follow my orders," he said firmly. "I will not argue.”

"But why the urgency? Why isyour subject better than the man | dready have prepared?’

"Not better, but worse... and so better. Raoneis a convicted murderer, and a habitual rapist. He
enjoysdominating others and inflicting pain. | had atak to him, incognito of course. Heiswithout doubt
avery bad man."

"l... beginto see" | said dowly. "How long do they say you have now?"

There was apause at the other end. | wondered if | had gone too far. Thiswas not just any patient,
but a man whose death will have international consequences-- and who could order mine.

"Ten months. There will be avery rapid decline at the end,” he admitted reluctantly. "1 need to know
asmuch as| can. When will the operation be done?'

"With a hedlthy patient, no more than six hours. Y our man will be awake by sometimethis evening.”

"And well enough to question?”

"So soon? But yes, | don't see why not.”

"Good. | shdl arrive a eight o'clock. Have the test set up to start punctudly. | want to witness
everything and ask questionsthistime, not just watch videos | ater.”

| took my time scrubbing up and dressing for the operation, checking al my equipment and instruments
personally. The staff here are the best available in the republic, yet they are so often dack with basic
procedures. Lifeis cheap here, and the patients who have money fly to the U.S. or Britain for treatment.

There had been no such trouble with Muir's operation, back in Los Angeles. We had the finest
facilitiesin the world, yet even then it had taken fifteen hoursto ingtal Franklin's Quantum-Effect Gate
interface in the patient's damaged brain. Most of that work was through amicroscope, and the hospita's
surgeon sensibly deferred to my experience and dlowed meto do dl of the actua nerve connections. At
theend | reded away to an empty ward and dept solidly for the next half day.

It was Franklin who woke me. | noticed that she was very well-dressed and her hair was unpinned
and carefully brushed. There was even atrace of makeup on her face. That meant announcements,
interviews, televison appearances... dl the trappings of success. With uncharacteristic euphoriashetold
me that Muir had regained hislong term memory assmilation. We were famous.

Or at least Tyler, Franklin and the patient were famous. | had merdly helped ingtd| the miracle of organ
synthesis and micro-circuitry that wasthe Gate. Even at that stage, though, | harboured little resentment
for missing out on the credit. For the whole of my lifel had been considered to be industrious but
mediocre. My reputation was asted mould that | could not break, but that did not worry me. | seldom
strained againgt it. The Gate itsalf was strapped just above Muir's navel, and a bioflex sheath took the



wires and tubes past hislungs, through his neck, and into the base of hisbrain. A few cynics pointed out
that our work was not entirely dtruistic, and that the team now had arare opportunity to study the
physiology of perception and memory directly. Thiswastrue, and Tyler had an extensive programme of
tests planned. We could dter the rates of flow of hormones and selectively shut down parts of the
Quantum-Effect Gate while Muir would describe how it felt. Our critics suggested that foetal
tissue-culture implantsto repair brain tissue would be better than replacing it with amachine, but
Right-to-Life groups promptly entered the argument, condemned fettl e tissue-culture techniques, and
praised our cybernetic gpproach. Muir supported us too, being very happy to have escaped alimbo
where he was confined to only the last few minutes and the distant past.

It was | alone who first observed the Gate Projection phenomenon and identified it for what it was. |
made the discovery under Tyler's very nose, and he suspected nothing. | had been helping him route the
Gate's processor through an external computer so that he could map Muir's touch-rel ated memory
pathways. As| was cracking the sedl on a hypodermic syringe Muir suddenly cried out in pain. He had
been saverd feet away from me, lying on atrolley with his eyes closed.

"Something the matter?' | asked as| raised the hypodermic to the light.

"Oh. Ah, I just wish you would give me somewarning before you... have you injected me asyet?' He
seemed puzzled, and he looked from the needle to his bare arm.

"No, but hold out your arm and well soon fix that. Felt atwinge, did you?"

"Er, yeah. Just likeaneedlewent in."

"Don't worry. Nerves can fire by themselves sometimes,” | assured him as| administered the injection.
"Now just--"

He gave agtart, and jerked his head around to theright.

"Another twinge?' | asked, with the stirrings of concern.

"|.... | thought someone tapped me on the shoulder. 1t's odd, you know. Inaway | fee numb, yet | till
fed asif I'mmoving.”

"W, you're going to be moving now," | said, patting him on the shoulder and whedling thetrolley
over to the bank of monitoring equipment where Tyler waswaiting.

"That was good shooting with the needle, Doc," he said as | was about to go. Y ou stabbed meright
onthetwinge, andit redly didn't hurt a all.”

It was not until twenty minutes later in the staff cafe that | realised what had happened. Muir had been
feding sensations from about twenty secondsin the future.

Had | been with Tyler at the time | would undoubtedly have blurted out my conclusion at once, but as
it happened | was Sitting alone, and was able to get agrip on mysdf and think it through. A fantastic
discovery. My discovery, yet | could see an articlein Nature as clearly asif the page wasin front of me;
"Tyler first noticed the phenomenon when an assistant pointed out that the subject’s reaction to stimulus
preceded that stimulus by twenty seconds. The conditions under which..."

It would be Tyler's discovery, and Franklin would share in the glory, of course. | could stand having
my surgical skillsignored in favour of theinvention itself, but thiswas different. Thiswas my discovery.
Damn those who actudly designed and built the Gate. We remember Armstrong for being the first to set
foot on the moon, and hisfame is not diminished because other people designed and built the vehicles
that carried him there.

| sudied Tyler's notesfor that day in great detail. He had routed the Quantum-Effect circuitry through
an unusua pattern of nerve paths for no better reason than sheer convenience. He had smply run short of
spare lines for whatever test he was doing, and had patched some paths together using the nerves from
the soles of Muir'sfeet, his upper ams and shoulders, and his sense of balance. Had the man attempted
to walk, he would probably have falen in adisorientated hegp at once, and the cat would have been well
and truly out of the bag. Asit was Muir had done no more than lie quietly on thetrolley, and Tyler had
noticed nothing unusud.

Later that day | told Tyler that his patchwork routing of the patient's nerves and the Quantum-Effect
circuitry was causng Muir numbness and disorientation. It was my opinion that a separate
circuit-switching unit should be made up for that series of tests. He deferred to my opinion without fuss,



and said nothing more about it. Perhaps he thought that he had been hasty, and had made some foolish
mistake. His occasiond visible mistakes were aways admitted to curtly, then forgotten. My own errors
never seemed to die, and were congtantly recalled. "Don't forget the nerve surface eectrolysis step, Dr.
Hall. Remember thetime..." Even when that time had been four years previoudy, and | had done dozens
of flawless operations since.

Over the daysthat followed | could scarcely deep as| dternately dreamed of being awarded the
Nobd Prize and designed circuit configurationsto verify my discovery. Using the very techniquesthat |
had forbidden to Tyler | was able to extend Muir's sense of touch twenty-two minutesinto the future.
Further than that and thermal activity in the Gate's semiconductors introduced a noise factor, but |
caculated that by using liquid helium coolant, Muir's sensations could be projected twenty-five minutes
forward.

All thewhilel had my patient sedated, and did my tests using smple eectrica stimuli. It would not do
for him to catch on, then excitedly tell Tyler and Franklin what | had discovered.

Wheat | had discovered. My discovery. More and more | thought of what my supervisor had said in
medica schooal: "Go into surgery, Sig. Y ou just don't have the imagination for research.” It had dways
rankled, just like my brother's success. He was a great innovator, and had made alot of money for Ford
with breakthroughsin design that could be seen in every new car on the road. | made apoint of driving
an old mode Porsche, even though spares were becoming harder to obtain.

Nine weeks passed before | redised that | had adilemma. How could | announce my discovery
without reveding that | had deceived the rest of the team? Far from conferring glory on mysdlf, | would
be reveded as dishonest and scheming. | could pretend to make the discovery again, but then how to
account for the experimenta results of nine weeks? Without those results nothing could prevent Tyler
from stepping in to appropriate my discovery. | needed to have Muir fully conscious and reporting his
sensations, ingtead of relying on just the minute bursts of neurd activity of my teststhusfar. Tyler would
have had Muir awake and talking, but if | tried that, Muir would soon catch on-- and tell everyone.
Always the obstacle of that well-meaning, innocent foal. | began to hate Muir, hate him enough to...

Kill him?If he died while the Gate was operating, he could give me atwenty minute window into
whatever lay beyond desth, and would not be around later to tell anyone else. Theideawas at first
repugnant, but the more that | thought about it, the more attractive-- and fascinating-- it became. The
ideawas evil, to be sure, yet the glamour of being an evil person can enfold a person so easily that one
wearsit like an old and familiar coat. For the whole of my life | had lived the role of adrab and clinica
gpecidist. Now evil was et last giving me alittle colour.

| became quite excited as | laid my plans, and began to view Muir as ascientist would a robot space
probe that was hurtling towards the surface of a planet-- it was vitd to keep him in perfect hedth until the
last moment, but death had to be his destiny.

It isnot hard for adoctor to kill someonein his care and remain undetected. Muir was violently alergic
to acertain type of muscle relaxant, and would die of shock if even anorma dose was administered.
There was an orderly in the stores department who was lax about accounting for common drugs, and |
only had to wait until he issued mewith a safe, intravenous relaxant without entering it properly in his
register. | had dready obtained adose of the relaxant forbidden to Muir through an untraceable supplier.
Muir's death would seem to be an accident, and the orderly would be blamed.

By now | was running routine monitoring sessions on Muir, ostensibly to ensure that no harmful effects
were building up from the other experimentsthat Tyler and Franklin were doing. Nobody questioned my
work, and the computer-generated nerve pathways that | used would seem harmlessto even an
experienced observer.

Muir wasin an odd, pensive mood as | set up my equipment and rigged a pocket-sized video
recorder to cover hisbed. | have since wondered if he had somehow learned to anticipate the future
without the use of our equipment.

"I've been wondering where my lifeisgoing, Doc,” he said as| inserted aneedleinto aveinin hisarm
and attached a tube that ran to an automatic pump. The pump contained the relaxant, and atimer would
switch it on some minuteslater. Unless| intervened, Muir was adead man. | sirgpped him firmly to the



trolley.

"l would say that your lifeiswel looked after,” | assured him. "Wearing that unit strapped over your
somach is not much of an inconvenience, while the research that you help uswith isuniquein theworld
today."

"I'maman of God, Doc. | should be out on the streets, helping people.”

"But you help people here. Think of the future accident victims who would be human vegetables
without the medical techniquesthat we arelearning through you.”

"But that's not me working. I'm not doing anything, don't you see? Y ou're examining me like adead
body in adissection room, Doc. | mean, like at the end of each day | want to say to the Lord 'Thisis
what | did for you. Thisisal my ownwork." He smiled and sighed, asif thiswas a conversation that he
often had. "Oh, | don't suppose you understand.”

Thisisal my ownwork. Indeed | did understand, although it was not God that my offering was being
made to.

"Y ou understand that we are reluctant to allow you to get into any sort of danger,” | said camly,
athough my heart was pounding. "' Perhaps, though, we could have you made a sort of chaplainin the
hogpitd.."

"Oh Daoc, I'm only used to dedling with addicts and muggers.”

"Addicts and muggers end up in hospital alot more often than the rest of the population. It could be
very effectiveto have astrestwise chaplainin here”

"Y eah, yeah, work on them while they're forced to dow down, and are away from their buddies. Doc,
that'sagreat idea."

Hewas amiling bestificaly as | plugged the main computer into the unit strapped to his ssomach. For
thefirst timein my professond life, my handswere shaking. Evil is something like anorexia:- the moreiit
egts you away, the more you want of it. | switched in the computer, which had been programmed to
project his sense of touch about twenty minutesinto the future, but thistime | had added the optic nerves
aswell. Until now I had not dared, as he would certainly have guessed the nature of his new powersif he
had seen events happening twice over. | taped cotton pads over his eyes, not wanting him to be
digtracted, and reasoning that if there were such athing asasoul, it might make use of optic pathways as
it left the body. | 1eft his speech centre and sense of hearing in the present. | had to talk to him, to know
what hefelt and saw.

"Y ou may halucinate mildly,” | warned him as the seconds ticked away and his senses began to
project. They were lessthan aminute from the letha injection of drug. "Tell meall that you see and fed,
though. | may not be able to try thistest on you again.”

"All norma sofar, Doc. Y ou know, that chaplain idea of yours has given me quite alift.”

Twenty minutesinto the future, Brian Muir received aletha dose of relaxant.

"Heart, Doc, my heart!" he cried, straining at the straps.

"Thepan'sonly illuson,” | said, squeezing hiswrist, but his sense of touch had aready projected past
the comforting gesture. "Tell mewheat you fed, tell meif you see anything.”

"Pain, pain like needlesin the heart. I'm scared, Doc."

Drops of sweat beaded hisface, and his features were drawn into agrimace.

"Trust me, Brian, I'm watching the monitors, and they al show you asnormd. Thepainisjust your
nervesfooling you. Keep taking, tell me everything. The pain should pass.”

Even as| spoke he began to relax.

"Y eah, yeah, the needles are going out again. Heart's so smooth now you'd think it was stopped.”

"If it had stopped you wouldn't be telling me about it. How do you feel? Hot, cold?'

"| fed cool, yet sort of glowing too. Like adose of pethadine, yeah, and I'm floating, and | fed so
good | don't want to move amuscle. And Doc, | fed happy-- happy like | was the moment you said |
could beachaplain, yet that first high keeps on going.”

He had been dead for afull minute, yet the lethal drug had not yet been injected into him. Hewas
dead, but | had not yet killed him. I had killed himin the future, | was looking back with remorse upon a
crimethat | had not yet committed. | redised that | could not kill aman in cold blood.



| hatily dipped the ampoule from the automatic pump and replaced it with the one that the orderly had
given me. Nothing could kill him now, yet... yet he had dready displayed signs of death by dlergic
reaction! What had happened nearly three minutes ago in the future? How could he be dead?

"Things brightening up, Doc," he reported, and | quickly turned my attention back to him. I must be
taking the pads off hiseyes, | thought to mysdif.

"Very good, and does the room look normal, no tunnel vision or anything?' | asked, listening to the
difference that relief made to the tone of my own voice.

"No Doc, things are brighter, but with no up or down. There seemsto be patterns al around me, but...
sort of not quitevisible, like trying to read smal print by moonlight. It sort of makes sense, yet you can't
quite makeit out."

Thiswas suddenly beyond my understanding. Datal | needed as much data as possible. Thiswindow
into oblivion might not be open for long-- if he was dead.

"Tell me everything! Do you fed afraid? Hot? Cold? What sort of colours are there? Arethings drifting
about, like smoke?"

"Sort of pressure on my ears, asif adrum was being beaten nearby, or | was standing near aloud PA
system. | can't hear, but... | ought to be hearing something that isn't sound, | know for sure, and it'sredl
hard to concentrate on listening to you. In fact I'm talking too, but with another part of me. | fee much
bigger, if you fallow. I'm talking to you with aredly smdl part of me."

Thiswas absurd. His speech and hearing were in the present.

"But what do you see?' | insgsted. " Colours? Forms? Squares and triangles?”

"Colours are not important, Doc. | mean | can seeto make what | want, and what | seeis space and
flows and dengities... That's not right, though, but | don't have the words that you would follow..."

| had more qudlifications after my name than he had lettersin his, yet he knew that | could not follow!
He had been dead nine minutes now, if the timer had contained thelethal drug.

"Getting lighter, brighter,” he said, the tone of his voice becoming flat, asif he was getting bored with
me. "l could think the fedings around you better than talking, but you are smdl, smdll.... dim with guiilt,
hard to... focus..."

Thiswas not the Brian Muir of afew minutes ago. Thiswas something very dien that was growing like
the mushroom cloud of anuclear bomb. Shaking with fear, | backed away from thetrolley.

"Ju-- just keep talking, Brian," | pleaded. "I need wordsto understand. Isit like special effectsin
gpace adventure movies or something like that?"

"No, no... I'm tearing away, like ascab coming off. Hurts and tickles a bit, but &l new and fresh
underneath. The more that tears away, the more... I..."

"Muir! Tl mewhat you fed, don't stop."

"Have to work hard to become... even thelittle bit that talks to you needed to... integrate here
without..."

"Yes?Yes? Go on? To what? Do you see God, Muir? What isthere?’

"... killed my... precurson,” he said faintly. His body seemed to be glowing, and | noticed swest
evaporating from hisface asif he were an exhaugted athlete. ... made you think..."

| noticed that the room was very warm and humid, and there was asmell like that of a shower room
after afootball match. Then | heard the faint hissing, and there was anew smdll: that of burning fat. Muir's
body burst into flames.

Holding my bresth, and with the skin blistering on my face and hands, | seized the video camerathen
lunged for the door through reeking clouds of smoke and the water from the sprinkler system.

At theinquiry | was stunned to learn that the careless orderly really had dispensed an ampoule of the
relaxant that Muir was alergic to, and that his death would have been a genuine accident. Would have
been. The lethal dose had never been pumped into his body because it had burned firdt. | realised that
Muir had been destined to die, but some stupendous overload on his projected nerves had burned his
body away before the relaxant killed him. Like rdatividtic effects at high speeds, it seemed to defy logic,
yet rdativity hasasolid scientific basis.

The Coroner'sinquiry accepted my account of the supposedly harmlesstests that | had been running.



No heavy currents had been directed through the Quantum-Effect Gate, and there had been no
flammable materids on Muir'strolley. Of Muir, nothing remained but dark grey ashes mixed with water
from the sprinkler system. The sheet benesth his remains was burned through, and the two layers of
plastic under that melted, but although the underlying mattress was partly charred, the meta base below it
was not even discoloured. Everything had been made of fire resstant materid. Data was tabled from
some of the better documented cases of human spontaneous combustion, and the effects were gtrikingly
amilar.

Amid dl this sensation and close scrutiny | did not have the courage to announce my discovery of the
Gate Projection. The shock of what happened to Muir had weakened my nerve badly, and | counted
mysdlf lucky not to have been directly implicated. Perhaps taking precedent from the earlier inquiriesinto
cases of spontaneous combustion in humans, the coroner returned an open finding. He did, however,
warn that the Gate could not be ruled out as afactor in Muir's degth.

A few dayslater | visted Franklin a her home in the hope of salvaging some of her equipment. The
house was as spotlesdy clean asthe set for atelevison commercia, and the air had afaint tinge of
disnfectant to it. It reflected her persona appearance: smartly turned out, but scrubbed to the point of
mania. It al confirmed my suspicion that she, like mysdlf, was a hypochondriac.

She was studying a copy of the Coroner's report when | arrived, and wanted to discussit with me.

"Thisremindsme of an articlethat | read in the New Scientist years ago,” she said, indicating thefile
on the coffee table. "It was written by aforensic officer with the Gwent Police, and it described adesth
by fire. Except for hisfeet and skull the victim was reduced to ashes, yet the chair that he had been sitting
inwas only partialy burned. Nothing elsein the room received more than alight scorching. Nobody was
able to come up with a convincing explandtion.”

"Y ou're a s suggesting spontaneous combugtion?' | asked. " That has the same reputation asflying
saucers.”

"Some of the 1965 flying saucers turned out to be the SR-71's secret prototype,” she said as she
poured me aglass of wine.

"Y ou think thereisaconspiracy?'

"l...  wish | did. The Gate probably touched off some process that we can't even begin to understand.
Electronicsismy field: | build equipment to other people's specifications. The Gate had to be involved,
Sig, but | don't have enough biology to do my own investigations. I'm getting out of the medica field, you
know. An electronicslab wantsto hire meto do somefairly straight semiconductor work."

It was the perfect opportunity for me, and | had trouble holding back my eagerness.

"I'm getting out of prestige medica research too,” | admitted with astudied sigh. "I'd liketo work in
some Third World country, where | can do some real good.” | forced mysdlf to pause, and took asip of
wine. "Still, I found our work with the Quantum-Effect Gate quite interesting, and I'd like to take it a bit
further if | can find afew monkeys and some sparetime. Do you have any units|eft that | could use?!

Shelooked up in surprise. "I have a couple of Gatesin my workshop. Y ou mean to say that you
actually want to do more work on the Gate? After what happened?’

"Can't find out why it happened without more work. The Gate is a superb concept, Kaye. | have great
fathinyour desgn.”

She smiled with genuine surprise, squirming in her seet. It crossed my mind that she was somewhat
dtractive. A rather pear-shaped figure, the very shape that my taste would have run to. Would runto. |
am such a hypochondriac that fear of disease precludes my having casua affairs.

"Okay, you can borrow my spare Gates," she said as she stood up. "Keep meinformed if you find
anything, though."

Without thinking | followed her out into the workshop. Then | stopped with agasp as | redlised what
covered thewalls: butterfly collection cases containing hundreds, perhaps thousands, of prophylactic
devices! Franklin had not redlised that | was going to follow her, and her embarrassment was as severe
asmine.

"|.... collect them," shetried to explain.

"Ah, of course. Very sensble, these days."



"No, no, | mean I've never used them..."

There was arather long and extremely avkward pause.

"Well, aslong asyou don't movein high risk circles | supposeit's safe enough,” | managed. "I, ah...
persondly speaking, I'm rather a hypochondriac. I've never been able to trust anyone enough to-- " |
realised what | was confessing to and stopped, blushing.

She nervoudy thrust two Quantum-Effect Gate unitsinto my hands then turned to one of the cases,
determined to give me atour of the collection to hide her own embarrassment.

"This brown thing here with the bow is over two hundred yearsold,” she explained. "And | love these
Japanese ones. Each has an origind haiku poem on the package. They cost over $50 each.”

"| suppose theideaisto make the seduction very specid,” | mumbled miserably.

"I-- I wouldn't know either, Sig. I'm ahypochondriac too, you see. | collect these out of amorbid
fascination, | suppose, but I've never used one. I've never had to. I'm too nervous to even kiss anyone.”

| smiled with relief, glad to find someone who understood my fears. Franklin misunderstood the smile.
Very tentatively she put her hand on my arm.

"I've watched you in the cafe, Sig. The way you keep your gloves on while eating, and drop purifier
tabletsin the sodawater. | just felt shy about, well, talking to you."

Now | wasredly taken aback. Thiswas Franklin, who had dways smiled at me in condescension, or
s0 | had thought. | had never dreamed that other people could fed anything but contempt or hostility for
me.

"And | have seen you wiping the cutlery with medical acohol,” | replied. "Ah, weren't you and Tyler,
er, atached?’

Her eyesbulged, and the hiss of her indrawn breath was like that of agiant lizard being deprived of its
dinner. For amoment she seemed to contemplate some stunningly sarcastic reply, then she regained
control of hersdif.

"Not beyond going out to dinner and sitting together at conferences. The man'sinsufferable, dways
caling in other expertsto check my work, and mocking me. | don't even eat with him any more. If | try
to clean asmear off my cutlery he doesthings like asking the waiter for asterilised tablecloth, or dipping
apH meter inthewineingstead of tasting it."

Almost without thinking | put the precious Gates down on a bench, removed my gloves and took her
hands in mine. They were warm, smooth and very, very clean.

"Most peoplejust don't understand,” | agreed. "They laugh at us, so we hide our fears. It's so hard to
meet someone & se who has our concerns, one who can trusted to be clean and responsible.”

There are probably few things quite o preposterous as apair of thirty-five yearsold virgin
hypochondriacs trying to teach each other about sex. It isavery messy business, and we seemed to
gpend most of thefirgt few days washing, comparing the symptoms of minor irritations and inflammations,
and taking antibiotics. Gradualy our sense of darm over the mechanics-- and potentid for infection-- of
the physica act was replaced by affection, and with affection came trust. We loved dining a home
together, eating carefully cooked meas made from fresh ingredients on sterilised plates, with sterilised
cutlery. It was wonderful to be with someone who was truly understanding, and our affection undermined
my fascination with being an evil person.

In spite of our new intimacy, however, | did not revea my discovery to Franklin. | no longer thought
that shewould try to stedl it from me, but | was afraid to let anyone know what | had been doing with
Muir. The best course seemed to be to conduct aseries of experimentswith terminaly ill peoplein some
backward country. | would be relatively free from scrutiny, and could stage the operationsto look like
humanitarian work. Then | would announce the discovery of Projected Touch with agreat display of
surprise.

After some prdiminary investigations | decided that Juarez and his miserable republic met dl of my
criteria- that is, apowerful patron and freedom to practise some very doubtful medicine. Franklin
showed me quite alot about the practicdities of operating and maintaining the Gate during the course of
our affair, and promised to make spare partsfor meif | needed them. | packed my notes and equipment,
and booked aflight south. Franklin saw me off at the airport.



"Areyou sure that you haveto go?' she asked as | waited for my flight. "These last weeks have
been... Well, I'll redly missyou.”

"And | shdl missyou, just asmuch,” | said sincerely. By now | had come to love the woman so much
that 1 did not want to leave. She kept pointing out how bad the sanitation was where | was going,
something which swayed me aimost as much as the thought of our separation. My resolve to go nearly
cracked as we kissed goodbye. Now | wished that it had.

Today's operation on Raoul Raone did him no real good, but it was neverthel ess a success. He
regained consciousness early in the evening, and | had aready made much of running anumber of
Projected Touch testsfor the benefit of the spiesthat Juarez had planted on the staff. My paranoia hasits
uses, and | took such carein the fasfication of my resultsthat Tyler himself would not have doubted
them.

Raonewasiill-educated, sensual, cunning, and given to letting his passions have free rein. He did what
felt good, and he did it without consideration for any other. Raoné's victims had been mereflesh to
consume. He was dangerous,; one could sense it from his confident arrogance, but | aso knew that he
feared me. Everyone feared me. My gtaff, El Presidente, and my other patients. Only Juarez actualy
knew that | killed to look beyond death, but | was nevertheless aman who did such athing, and it made
me subtly, disurbingly different.

"So | am free to go when my head heals, én Doc?' he asked as | assessed my results. "My friend who
knows Juarez said that | would."

"Youwill gofree” | acknowledged, "but only after we have done dl of our tests.”

"Y ou mean there is more than the operation?”

"Yes, | have sometests planned. Y ou will fed heat and cold, see odd colours. Y ou must report all of
thisback to usfaithfully. The results are very important to President Juarez and myself."

| knew what was to come, indeed | had been leading him down a carefully determined path. It isfar
more effective to crush an invited attack than to do the attacking.

"I think if that's the case, you'd better make it more worth my while to report what | see" he began,
but stopped when he saw the grin spreading over my face.

"It isdready worth your while to be truthful, Raoul. We will be sending you very closeto death, and
what you tdll uswill alow usto adjust certain equipment to keep you dive. One inaccurate word from
you, and that will betheend.”

"Santa Maria!" he exclamed in avoice pitched at least two octaves higher. He thought about the
consequences for amoment. "I... do not think that | wish to go on.”

"The choiceisout of your hands.”

"Then | want to seeapriest. | have much to confess.”

"Excdlent. Youwill haveno priest.”

"1-- what?" His eyes bulged with darm, and he gaped tupidly in disbelief.

"Raoul, fear of damnation will keep you truthful. Y ou will have no priest, and the devil will be
scratching at the door as we suspend you above the chasm of hell. A single lie from you and we cannot
help but let go."

He regarded me steadily for nearly aminute. | smiled back at first, then returned to checking my tests
and results.

"Devil a the door, hah! The devil isin here dready, he Stsby my bedside, scribbling on a notepad.”

The role appealed to me, in aperverse sort of way.

"Had | wanted your soul, Raoul Raone, | could have had it this afternoon. Right now you would be
hanging by your toes over abed of glowing coas, and your sweat would be burning fat from your soul's
eternd flesh. Try any tricks during tonight's experiment, and you will be doing just that by morning. Now
lie back and gather your strength. Y ou will need it.”

Juarez arrived. He showed small sgnsthat could have pointed to anumber of medica conditions. a
dight tremor of the hands, anervoustic in his cheek muscles, severe loss of weight, and coarse, flaking
skin. In front of the other staff he maintained aforma and confident front, but in my office he was fearful
and digtracted. He confided that he did not trust Raoneto tell the truth. | told him what | had threstened



the patient with an hour before.

"But you cannot bring him back!" he exclaimed. "I thought that the wholeideawasto kill him while his
soul was black with gin, so that we can watch the fate of the damned.”

"That istrue, but would you tell him that? Hope for life and fear of death will keep himinline”

"S0... you lied to him," he said, relaxing again.

" lied to him. Soon | will kill him, and unconfessed. That will damn him for eternity-- at least asfar as
your religion is concerned. What isalie compared to that?*

"l... 1 don't care about the lie. | only want to know exactly what is happening.”

"| shall dwaystell you that, Sefior Presidente,” | assured him. "1 shal adso tell you what is about to
happen.”

He smiled weakly, fearfully a my promise. His unease and trust were amusing. He had nobody else
that he could confide in, but needed to talk.

"When | wasaboy," hesaidin alow, hoarsevoice, "anun told my classthat Hell waslike holding
your hand over acandlesflameforever. | wasabad, tough kid, so | tried it. | must have lasted haf a
minute." He turned his right hand over and showed the old scar on the pam. "Doctor Hal, | can stand
pain. | can even stand theidea of ceasing to exist, but not of being burned forever-- or frozen, asyour
previous experiment suggests.”

"So why repest it? Y ou have seen what happens to someone like Raone dready. | till have the
videotape of your minister's death.”

"Hah! | have seen science fiction films that are much more convincing. | need to St beside the bed as
he dies, to see for mysdlf that your Gate is not sometrick of the devil."

I knew that when Juarez spoke of the Gate and the supernatura in the same breath he needed the
reassurance of being blinded by science. | obliged him.

"The Gate is based on sound, proven science. It's built around a device called a macroscopic quantum
object, a Superconducting Quantum Interference Device or SQUID. SQUIDS have been around since
the 1960's, and can be used as very sendtive magnetometers, or as voltmetersin another mode.

"They are of great vauein brain research. Dr. Franklin, my former colleague, developed a
Quantum-Effect Monitor, which isalarge array of SQUID systems which monitor the € ectromagnetic
fields of data pathwaysin the brain. Shelater went on to build the Gate, an interactive verson which
replicates some biological functions as well. Quantum objects raise certain problems, however. Doesa
SQUID have amagnetic flux when nobody is monitoring it? If not, or not dways, does the flux ceaseto
exist dtogether, or move to another timeframe? | think that it might do the latter, and | can go into some
of the mathematicsinvolved..."

"Enough, Doctor, enough,” protested Juarez, who was actudly smiling again. "I am not ascientit, but |
am agood enough politician to know when someoneis spesking sincerely.” Like many politicianshe
liked to go on the offensive after displaying weskness, and he did so now. "One day you will haveto die,
Dr. Hdl. Are you not worried about being punished for what you are doing, killing people to see the next
world?

"There have been severd recent breakthroughs in hating the ageing process, and | am only thirty five. |
may never die"

"You may caich afata disease, or diein an accident.” He smiled broadly. "Y ou may even receivea
death sentence.”

"Please do not speak in riddles, Sefior Presidente,” | said impatiently. "What are you trying to tell
me?"

"Y ou are very rigid about the choice of subjectsfor your experiments, Doctor. Termindly ill patients
are not the most convenient subjectsto work with."

"| operated on Raone."

"Yes, but | suspect that you only did so because he was a condemned man. Y ou would consider
yourself no more guilty than the state executioner. | require experiments that cover awide variety of
people, and | cannot wait until disease or accident puts them in medica danger.”

Having astrong streak of paranciamyself, | recognise the signsin other people. Juarez wasin a



dangerous way.

"Y ou have showed methat not everyone shares the same fate after death,” he continued. "That
virtuous socid worker from your first experiment blazed like the sun, yet when my former cabinet minister
died of abrain tumour he became just alump of frozen meat. If Raone freezestoo, it will confirm our
discovery that evil souls merely ceaseto exist, but the good become something bright and magnificent.
After Raone we shall dlow the next subject a priest before degth, to seeif confession and absolution can
save one from becoming nothing."

"1 have only two undamaged gates, including the one that Dr. Franklin brought with her yesterday. We
shall need more than half adozen to do dl that you want.”

"No problem, Dr. Hall. Franklin's holiday in this country will be extended so that she can build more.
Y ou should be glad of her company, or so | amtold.”

| glared a him for amoment, pretending helplessfury.

"l won't have Kaye dragged into an insane murder conspiracy,” | warned him.

"Ah, but I will, Doctor, and | have the power to do it."

Franklin had arrived the day before with a spare Gate, and | had not expected the visit. The news that
she brought turned out to be far more important than the package of circuitry.

"1 know what happened to Brian Muir,” she told me as soon aswe were done in my high-security
gpartment. "The Gate projected his sensesforward in time, and past the moment of death.”

The room seemed to sway before my eyes, and | sat down heavily on the bed that we had been
preparing to climb into.

"So you found meout,” | sad flatly.

Now it was Franklin's turn to be surprised. "Found you out? So you did know!"

| stared back, puzzled, and she sat down beside me and put her arms around my shoulders.

"Sig, therés abright young Canadian mathematician who has been doing some exciting new work in
quantum theory. Hislatest paper predictsthat certain quantum states can be influenced by events outside
our timeframe. | recognised certain Smilarities with my Quantum-Effect Gate's behaviour, s0 | started
checking the configurations that had been used in our work with Muir. The computer archives show over
adozen that might have induced some sort of time projection effect. I've done some very smple
experimentsthat confirmit.”

"And what does Tyler think?'

"Tyler! He'sthe last person | would tell. The man interviews well, and he would be out there in front of
the televison cameras with his bow tie and blow-waved hair before you could say Quantum-Effect Gate.
Hewould clam the credit, and it's my discovery.”

My discovery, | nearly echoed, but said instead: ™Y ou ought to publish, and quickly. There may be
othersworking in the area. Mefor example.”

"I nearly did, but | suspected that you had discovered the phenomenon independently. Y ou, asurgeon,
with little training in physics, eectronics or even neurochemistry. Sig, |... | tried to send a paper of my
own out for publication, but it would not have been fair to you. | was so proud of you, | wanted to share
thiswith you. | thought that you might like to pool your results with me and publish ajoint paper. Have
you done any new work?"

| tried to make a carefully censored confession of what | had done, but somehow the entire story
cametumbling out. | dso told her about my illicit experiment with the dying cabinet minister. Instead of
seeing colours and patterns then burning up, he had reported nothing but cold and darkness before he
stopped speaking. His body had then frozen solid, its temperature dropping so low that thick hoarfrost
had formed on the skin. The implanted interface of the Quantum-Effect Gate had been damaged by
hysteress phenomenanormally seen only below the condensation point of helium.

| dso told her about Juarez, and how he would not et me stop the work now.

"Evenif | escaped from the country he could denounce mein the media, accuse me of murder. Believe
me, Kaye, | may have done some very unethica things, but | am not akiller.”

"Sig, Sg," shesghed, cradling my head in her arms. "If only you had stayed with me. If only we had
talked earlier."



"Paranoia hasits uses, but there are drawbacks too,” | said.

Welay awake for most of the night, talking mainly about that smal, cloudy window past degth itself. |
had shown that there is atype of existence there, and that only certain people could achieve it. Perhaps
they become part of some greater consciousness. Would that consciousness atrophy and dieif work on
ageing reversal led to aserum that brought immortdity in thislife? Should we care? Could we
communicate with it? The publication of our paper would unleash debate and sensation on ascale not
seen since Eingein'swork on rdativity.

Kaye lay haf across me, weighing so heavily on my skimpy framethat | had trouble breathing. | would
not ask her to move, though: | hungered for as much contact with her as| could get. | did not resent her
duplicating my discovery. It would have been easy to get Juarez to sllence her, but there was no point.
Love made mewant her to shareit all.

Juarez. He knew about her, and that she could be of great useto us. | realised that | had become
dangeroudy protective towards my only friend and lover.

"If | knew that | had aweek to live, Sig, | think that | would volunteer for an experiment like yours,”
she whispered asthe warm darkness gave way to dawn. "There is nothing criminal in the idea-- it would
just take the authoritiesawhileto adjust, and give their approva.”

"Thisisn't LosAngeles, Kaye," | reminded her. "The authorities are the criminas here, and the highest
authority of al wantsto steer my work in the most ungpeskable directions. | thought that | waslike the
devil tempting Faustuswhen | first approached Juarez. Now | find that it wasredlly the other way
around. Remember, he wants me to experiment with people of his own choosing, people who are not
termindly ill."

She held me so tightly that | gasped for air. Perhaps she had been trying hard not to remember.

"So what can we do?" she moaned softly. "Try to escape from here, then deny any public accusations
that Juarez makes againgt you?"'

"And you." Now | paused. Thistime it was | who was suspended over the chasm, but | had a choice
of whether or not to let go of the rope. | made my decision. "I have aplan, but it's dangerous for me. If...
| die, and you go on to publishing amajor paper, please put in alinefor me. Something like The
phenomenon was firgt noticed by Doctor Siggurd Hall, who cdled it to the atention of the author.™

She sghed, then giggled, asif alittle exasperated with me. "I'll mention alot more than thet, love. |
don't just trust you in bed, | redlly carefor you."

She cared for me. Someone actualy cared for me. Her gentle whisper had just condemned Juarez to
death.

"If | wastodie..." | began.

"I'd think of you Sig, and | would not wish for along life."

The experiment with Raoul Raoneis st up in amodified cold storage room in the hospital basement.
Because | will betherewith him, Juarez thinks that he will be safe. The room has been searched for
wegpons, and heis satidfied that it contains only life support equipment, a patient, and the
Quantum-Effect Gate's peripheras and computer. Heis quite correct.

We enter, and the guards wait outside, damming the heavy door behind us. Juarez pointedly checks
his machine-pistol as| check the patient-- whose face is unrecognisable benegth the bandages. My
patron walks across to the door, which has been altered to unlock only from theinsde. He satisfies
himsdlf that it isindeed secure, and that we cannot be interrupted. The catch isaspring-loaded lever, and
avery bad design. Thefull weight of my body is barely enough to releaseit. Juarez haswasted away to a
much lower weight than mysdf.

| set atimer to turn off the priest'slife support system only twelve minutesin the future, then switchin
the computer link to the Quantum-Effect Gate. The unconscious priest isagood and kind man, one who
waswilling to give hislifefor the peasantsin his parish. Like Muir, hewill blaze like athermite bomb, fill
the room with choking fumes, and consume dl the oxygen. Juarez may be able to grope hisway to the
door before he suffocates, but he will need my help to rel ease the catch.

Juarez askswhy Raone is not awake. Raone is six floors above us, his head smothered in bandages
and his bloodstream full of tranquilliser. | tell Juarez that the patient is being kept sedated until the last



possible moment, and that the experiment will begin in ten minutes, when | have completed my tests.

| think of Kaye Franklin being showered with honoursfor our discovery. Our discovery. Asfar asthe
mediaand public are concerned it will be her discovery, but aslong as she knowsthe truth and is proud
of me, | do not care what anyone else thinks. | wonder if this newly born dtruism has made me different
from Raone, Juarez, and the cabinet minigter. | hopethat it has, and that | shall continue to exist-- and
perhaps not be too dien to remember my lover when she eventually diesand joinsme. | shiver, athough
the air has suddenly become warm and humid.
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