A Violation of Rules
Startling Stories – February 1952
(1952)*
Fletcher Pratt
 
 
 
 
 
[image: ]
 
For a very good reason, Silan Tronet broke a cardinal rule of Time Travel. For an even better one, they hunted him down ...
 
-
 
I
 
              THE two men already in the room stood up as the General entered; there was a sound of scraping as they pushed back their chairs.
 
              "How do you do. General," said Dr. Follansbee. Hands were shaken. The General settled himself, produced a package of cigarettes, took one and shook another out toward the two professors.
 
              "Thanks, I will," said Follansbee. "Dr. Brower doesn't smoke." The General lit, drew and said: "I don't think there's any point in beating around the bush, doctor. Washington is simply dissatisfied at the results thus far produced by the Institute."
 
              "In what way?" said Follansbee. His thick spectacles gave him an Owlish look which was accentuated by the tufts of greying hair over each ear.
 
              The General shrugged. "To put it baldly, the feeling is that too much of the effort is going into theoretical work, and the project isn't turning out enough devices of immediate practical value."
 
              Dr. Brower cleared his throat. "Wouldn't you call the Queen's Stairs something of practical value, General Cooke?" he asked.
 
              "I would; yes. The guided missile people agree that it's the greatest single advance in calculating the ranges, orbits and charges of rockets since the Ger[image: ]
mans invented the V-2. But you must admit that it's only a theoretical formula derived from the chessboard, not a practical device that, you can take out and fire at the enemy,"
 
              "In other words, they want to see the wheels go round and red fire coming out of the end," said Browser.
 
              "That's about the size of it," said General Cooke, with a slight smile.—And—before you say anything about the military mind, which I recognizes the next point that's coming up, let me remind you that the Defense Department is paying the bills, and has a certain amount of right, to say what it wants for the money. Theoretical research is fine for an academic or private foundation, but this is something else."
 
              Dr. Follansbee sighed. "The trouble is that it's too often impossible to tell whether a given line of research is theoretical or practical," he said. "In any case, quite a lot of theoretical work must be done before any practical results are apparent."
 
              "I believe we've been over that ground before," said General Cooke.
 
-
 
              THERE was a little silence, in which cigarettes were stubbed out. At last Follansbee asked: "Did you have anything specific in mind, General?"
 
              "Yes," said Cooke. "The Hargraves  reactor. I've been going over the accounts. It's extremely expensive, both in the power consumed and the amount of radioactives used—almost forty per cent of the Institute's total consumption of those items, in case you didn't know it. And so far, though it's been going for nearly six months, there's nothing to show for it. It isn't merely the Defense Department that pays the bills, you know. We have to get appropriations from Congress."
 
              Follansbee pursed his lips. "The Hargraves reactor is one of our most hopeful projects," he said.
 
              "On what grounds do you say that?"
 
              Again there was a brief silence in the office of the Biochemical Institute, most secret of government projects. Finally Follansbee said: "I don't know that under the regulations I'm at liberty—"
 
              The General said: "I am familiar with the regulations, doctor. Also the purpose for them, which is to cut down on the possibility of espionage by allowing as few people as possible to know the details of any device that has not yet reached the field stage. However, I remind you that everything in this project is subject to the over-riding authority of the military. For your own protection, will you switch on your recording device?"
 
              Follansbee reached across the desk and snapped a key. As a slight humming sound came from the machine, the General put his face nearer to it, raised his voice and said, "This is Major-General A. P. Cooke. Dr. Follansbee, you will describe to me the nature, operation and results achieved with the device known as the Hargraves reactor. This is a military order." '. 
 
              Follansbee cut the switch again, glanced at Brower, then at the General, and blinked twice. "The Hargraves reactor," he said, "is designed for research into time."
 
              The General started. "Fantastic!" he said. "If anyone else had told me such a thing, I would have said absurd instead."
 
              "Nevertheless, it's true."
 
              "You mean he proposes to foresee the future by mechanical means?"
 
              Dr. Follansbee's eyebrows jerked and the owl-like ear tufts followed the movement. "I don't mean anything of the kind. As Hargraves himself has pointed out, such a device would be practically useless, because the future course of events in any given case would almost certainly be altered by the fact that we had some knowledge of them, and would require constantly recurring investigation. He is concerned with making exact determinations on the past."
 
-
 
              THE General looked at Brower, who nodded in confirmation, then settled himself hack and took out another cigarette. "You had better tell me more about it, as long as you've said this much," he said. "Do you mean he claims to be able to actually project himself into the past, physically?" His voice was slightly incredulous.
 
              "No, not that either. Surely it's obvious that that would involve such a paradox as a person appearing in two different forms at the same time? As I understand it, his process has to do with tracing some of the results of thought, which was established as electro-chemical in nature by Dushak in 1954."
 
              "But how does his reactor work?"
 
              Follansbee's tufts wiggled again. "I don't know."
 
              "You don't know? I thought you were the civilian head of the Institute, and familiar with all its projects." 
 
              "I am, and I am, General. Cleanthus Hargraves is a rather remarkable young man. When he came to me for permission to begin this project, I asked him the same question you have just asked me. He said he couldn't explain it in words, and proceeded to offer me a series of formulas—several pages of them. One seemed to grow out of the other logically enough, but I couldn't make any sense of them."
 
              Brower cut in. "Don't be surprised, General. That's not an admission of incompetence. It took years for the best scientists of the world to work out the implications of the formulas in Einstein's special theory of relativity, and they haven't yet worked out all those for the gravitational theory. I'm a mathematician, but I admit that Hargraves' formulas leave me even more baffled than Dr. Follansbee."
 
              General Cooke frowned. "I suppose I'll have to take your word for it that he was very plausible," he said. "But what about the construction of the reactor? Didn't you follow the steps? Don't you know how it is put together?"
 
              "No," said Follansbee. "He invoked the regulations against communicating current projects except on order, and I didn't feel like giving the order. After all, it would accomplish nothing but the satisfaction of a certain curiosity on my part. I had Dr. Brower check over the formulas, and he assured me they were mathematically logical, which seemed to me reason enough to go ahead."
 
              Cooke said: "But who built the thing? The workmen—"
 
              Follansbee smiled a little. "There was only one beside Hargraves himself. My daughter."
 
              "And she hasn't seen fit to tell you any more about it?"
 
              Follansbee lost his smile at the General's tone of voice. "General Cooke," he said, "have you ever had a daughter with two Ph.Ds., who knows more about half-a-dozen sciences than you do? Or to put it in more understandable terms, do any of your daughters outrank you?"
 
              Cooke grinned. "I only have one, and thank God, the only science she's interested in is getting a white rubber ball across a net in time to prevent a return to the backhand. Excuse me; it's just that your scientific procedures seem rather casual to an arbitrary military man. I presume Hargraves would explain the reactor to me if I ordered him?"
 
              "I presume he would. But with all due respect, General, I doubt if you could understand the explanation any better than I did—or Dr. Brower."
 
-
 
              THE General said: "All right. Let's leave that for the time being and get back to the question I started with. Suppose the Hargrave reactor does work. Suppose it really does give an accurate picture of events in the past. I can see how it would be a great deal of value to a historian who wanted to find out where Captain Kidd buried his gold or the name of the Man in the Iron Mask. But as a practical proposition for national defense, I can't see how it would be much use."'
 
              "I wouldn't say that," said Follansbee. "It's been of a great deal of use already. Remember the Sheppner alloy for bearings?"
 
              "Yes, it's one of the real contributions the Institute has made. What has the Hargraves reactor got to do with it?"
 
              "I'll tell you. The first lot of that alloy we ran gave the most marvelous results. It was practically impossible to burn the bearings out at any speed or under any conditions. But when the alloy went from test, into production, it failed wretchedly. Sheppner himself went over and checked the fact that they were following his directions and proportions. He even came back and repeated the process himself, and got exactly the same result as he had with the production run. After we argued about it for a while, we decided he must have done something in making the original test lot that he was failing to do later. So I took the matter up with Hargraves, and he agreed to let me use the reactor to find out what it was."
 
              Follansbee paused, with another wiggle from the ear tufts. "
 
              "Go on," said the General.
 
              Follansbee said slowly, "I'm trying to arrange my memories to give you an accurate picture. The reactor is a rather large thing, set up in the basement over at Number Three. It has a self-sealing door, and a big, comfortable chair inside, with a couple of electrodes in the arms. That's been changed, by the way, but Hargraves had the chair set up then. He had me sit down in the chair, put the electrodes on my wrists and told me to relax. Then he went outside, closed the door and I suppose turned on the current."
 
              The General made a small sound, and Follansbee waited until he said: "What was the inside of this chamber like? Just a blank wall, or a lot of dials and gauges and things?"
 
              "I forgot to mention that. Just in front of me was a window set into the wall of the reactor. Hargraves told, me to keep my eyes on it. When he went out, something lit up behind the window and I was watching a ball of green and white light that turned slowly. I suppose it had a hypnotic effect. My arms began to feel numb, then everything went grey around me, and the next thing I knew I was Sheppner."
 
              The General looked hard at Follansbee. "What do you mean; you were Sheppner?"'
 
              "My mind was occupying the carcass of Charles Hackaberry Sheppner, and the calendar on the wall, when I got a look at it, said it was the 14th of August, last year, which was the date when he mixed the first batch of the Sheppner alloy."
 
-
 
              GENERAL COOKE said: "I don't quite understand. Do you mean that you were Follansbee in Sheppner's body? That you could direct what he did?"
 
              "Not exactly that. It's hard to explain. I was present with him rather as an observer. I could feel the things he felt with his fingers and even taste the pipe-tobacco he smoked—a revolting brand, by the way. But when I tried to turn him around to look at the calendar, there wasn't any response. Sheppner kept right on doing what he was doing. It was rather like being a ghost. Except for the tactile and other sensations, of course."
 
              "I see," said the General. "An unusual and perhaps a revealing experience. Did you suffer any ill effects from it when you—came back?"
 
              "None, Hargraves warned me that it had better not be attempted by people with heart disease, or with certain types of blood disturbances leukemia-prones, he called them—but that otherwise there would be no danger, unless your host got himself killed. He didn't say what the effects of that would be. I spent a reasonably uncomfortable day in the company of Dr. Sheppner and came back with the answer as to what had gone wrong with the alloy."
 
              "What was it?"
 
              "Very simple. You know that all those high-speed bearing alloys contain small amounts of the rare earth metals. So does Sheppner's. The supplies are kept in boxes in a cabinet, lettered with the name of the material. Sheppner intended to use holmium, number 67 in the periodic table, because it has no isotopes and is therefore very uniform. In fact, he wrote down the formula for his alloy that way. But when he reached for the box, he actually got a sample of the next one—erbium, number 68—which is a mixture of six different isotopes and theoretically shouldn't have been anywhere near as good for his purpose. Only it didn't work out that way. Erbium turned out to be just what was needed, and that was what he used in the test batch. Whereas holmium used in the production batch caused the other metals to crystallize."
 
              There was another small silence, into which the General said, "I see" again. Then: "Has anyone else been through this experience in the reactor?"
 
              "I don't know," said Follansbee. "Perhaps my daughter. She hasn't told me."
 
              "Then I have question. Why, if the thing has attained such a state of success, hasn't Hargaves announced it and submitted his formulas? Not that you actually know that, but what's your theory?"
 
              A shadow crossed Follansbee's face. "I'm blessed if I know," he said. "Cleanthus is a good deal of a perfectionist, and when he showed me his formulas, he said they weren't complete, that there was something called the double reaction he wanted to account for. What he meant, I haven't the slightest idea."
 
              "But you consider his project of value to the national defense?"
 
              "Certainly. Look, General. What kind of a secret treaty have the Spaniards negotiated with the Argentines? We know there probably is one, but that's about all. We could have someone present at the sighing. And who was the real head of that anti-American riot in Messina last month? I'm only a scientist, but I can think of a dozen uses, not all of them connected with espionage."
 
              General Cooke pulled at a grim lower lip; "Yes, it would be about the best wire-tapping system ever invented," he said. "Well, I'll do the best I can for you back there in Washington. As I said before, there are a good many cases of hot pants over the lack of useful gadgets emanating from this place, and there's some disposition to ask for a change in the setup. We can take care of the people in the Department, all right, but the Congressional committees are harder to live with."
 
              He stood up. Follansbee and Brower also rose, and the latter said: "Would you care to have dinner with us and look over the physical plant?"
 
              "No, thanks. I have a plane waiting, and those sky jockeys get impatient. I'll look over your plant some other time."
 
-
 
II
 
              The two men turned back up fire steps after putting the General in his car, Brower said, "Did my ears deceive me, or was there a faint note of threat in that interview?"
 
              "They didn't deceive you," said Follansbee dryly. "The threat was there all right. The only question, is what he was threatening. I couldn't make out."
 
              "Well, let's see what he could do. Number one—he could excuse one or both of us from further participation in the affairs of the Biochemical Institute."
 
              "It's possible, but I think we can rule that out. He wasn't playing that tough."
 
              "I agree," said Brower. "All right—he can make it an order to cut down on the Hargraves reactor. But I don't think he will after the buildup you gave it."
 
              "No," said Follansbee slowly, opening the door; "I think I got him onto our side there. Perhaps too much. The only thing that worries me about that aspect of it is his springing a leak in the regulations. Now there are five people who know about the reactor instead of four, and the chances of a break in any secret go up as the square of the number of people who know it."
 
              "Speaking of which," said Brower, "I noticed you weren't altogether frank with the good General."
 
              "What do you mean?"
 
              "The thing we were talking about the other day. The change in Cleanthus.'"
 
              "It wasn't any of his business. Besides, I'm not altogether convinced that the change is as important as you think."
 
              They sat down, and Brower stretched a pair of long legs. "Oh, come. You know as well as I do that Cleanthus Hargraves was the most practical man we had in nuclear physics. I can remember you telling me yourself that the reason you wanted him here was because he never had a theoretical idea in his life. And he goes soaring off into the wildest theory of all, and you say there's no change!"
 
              "Fred, you're a confirmed bachelor who's never been in love—" 
 
              "It's because I've been in love so often that I'm a bachelor."
 
              "Don't interrupt. What I was going to say was that it's only since Cleanthus took up so hard with Rita that he began to be interested in the reactor, I'm no psychologist; but I can remember when I was first going with my wife. I worked all night and half the day to give Newton and Einstein some competition."
 
              "M-m," said Brower, "I know it's love that makes the world go round and all that sort of thing, but that's just the point. Why should it hit him so suddenly, after he'd been here for three years?"
 
              "As I said before," I'm no psychologist and don't pretend to know. What the devil are you hinting, at, Fred? That there's something wrong with Cleanthus?" Eyebrows and ear tufts bobbed vigorously. "If you are I wish you'd come out with it. I'm not only civilian director of this squirrel-cage, I'm also a father."
 
              Brower's voice was sober. "Wrong with him? No. I didn't say that, or even think it. It's just—well, I don't know. I seem to be trying to say something just a little bit too big or too elusive to be able to grasp it myself—the result of one of those pricklings in the thumbs that can't be put into precise terms. You know as well as I do that in our business when something like that comes up, it usually means a discovery of some sort is just over the horizon. I'm just hoping that in this case, it won't be—grim for you and Rita."
 
              "Go on."'
 
              "All right, I will'. You remember Cleanthus when he first came here; nice, pleasant, practical red-headed chap who did his work well, and then went out and had fun. Solid workman, but no genius. All of a sudden this Rita business hits him, and it's like a star exploding into a nova. He turns out a formula that neither of us can understand, and builds a machine that will do the impossible, all out of his own head. His habits have changed, too."
 
              "Yes," mused Follansbee. "I'm in a position to know that. He and Rita were at the lab half the night last night. Well it's pretty deep for a father." He rubbed his jaw speculatively. "However, I don't think there can be anything very wrong with anyone who shows as much energy and ability as he does ... But I would, like to figure out what got Cooke's back up and what he intends to do."
 
              Brower said; "Maybe we can. It seems to me that this is a chance to let Hargraves prove that his magic-box is practical. Let's go over and get him to put it on the trail of what stirred Cooke up in this business."
 
              Follansbee's eyebrows shot up. "The morals of that particular form, of eaves-dropping—"
 
              "Don't matter. Self-preservation is the first law of nature for any organism. That includes us. Let's go over to Three."
 
-
 
              THE experiments carried on in Building Three were mainly electrical, and the two men had to circle around a transformer shed to reach it. The door was open on the hall leading along to the first floor laboratories. In the jamb of the wire-screened glass door leading to the basement a bell had been installed, so recently that it was not painted over. Follansbee pressed the button and both men waited.
 
              Presently there was a sound of feet on the stairs and a feminine voice said. "Who is it?"
 
              "Me," said Follansbee. "An old father of yours."
 
              "Oh." There was a click and the door opened. "Hello, Fred," said Rita Follansbee. "If I'd known you were coming I'd have dressed up." She looked down at her overalls, which at this particular moment showed distinct traces of grease, and stepped back to admire them. Brower said: "I've never been in here since you got the reactor working," and started downstairs toward the eerie blue illumination of a vapor lamp.
 
              "It isn't working now," said the girl, following, them. "Clee's been trying a new series of circuits, and he can't seem to get them to come out right." 
 
              "The trouble with using Riemann manifolds," said Hargraves from the bottom of the stairs, "is that in practice you have to invent an entirely new science of mechanics for each quadratic. How are you, doctor? Hello, Fred."
 
              Brower stepped across to the reactor, which reached nearly from floor to ceiling, with electric cables winding out of one side like the intestines of some metal monster. "Looks like the inside of a battleship," he said. "Do you mean to tell me you two built that alone?"
 
              "The material isn't heavy," said Hargraves.
 
              Brower stepped over to the front of the machine and peered through the plastic window into the dark interior, then studied the control panel, which was swung out, revealing an intricate series of connections behind. "I wish I understood half of what this is about," he said. "Mmm—why that looks like the setup they have on the big Lightning rockets for self-destruction in case they get off course."
 
              "It—" began Rita, then suddenly stopped, eyes fixed widely on Hargraves and mouth making a little round O.
 
              The physicist did not appear to notice her. "Did you wish to see me about something, doctor?" he said. His voice had taken on a sudden edge of chill.
 
              Follansbee's eyebrows went up. "Well, yes—or rather Fred does. We had a visitation today, and I'm not too happy about the result." He sat down in the chair by the desk.
 
              Brower said: "Let me tell it." He turned toward Hargraves. "The point is that the big brass in Washington is getting unhappy because this place hasn't turned, out a death-ray or something of the kind. They had a star-spangled general over here this morning, applying the goosing-stick. He was particularly concerned about the amount of money your project was costing and the fact that it hadn't produced anything he could carry home in his pocket."
 
              "I see," said Hargraves, and ran his tongue around his lips. He turned to Follansbee. "What did you tell him?"
 
              Follansbee seemed to be experiencing some embarrassment; "Well—er, since General Cooke made it a positive military order, I was forced to tell him the nature of your project. I don't believe he'll carry it any farther, though. He's like most military men, almost fanatically security-minded."
 
              "All the same—"said Hargraves. "What got him onto that line of thought? Have you ever given any hint, doctor?"
 
              "Not the slightest," said Follansbee. "In all the reports and budget requests I have simply referred to 'the Hargraves reactor', and said it was progressing, or something like that. Nothing specific."
 
              "As a matter of fact," said Brower, "we thought that perhaps you could help us on just that point. It occurred to both of us that somebody must have started this sudden interest of Washington's in the project. They've never behaved this way before, and we'd like to know who's behind it and what caused it. We thought this was a good opportunity to put the reactor to practical use by going back to where this General Cooke was sent out on his mission, and finding out something about it."
 
              Once more Rita started to say something and stopped with her mouth open, brushing back an errant curl of black hair from her forehead.
 
              Hargraves said slowly: "I'm afraid I couldn't use the machine for that."
 
              "It seems to me—" said Follansbee, and "Why not?" said Brower, both together.
 
              "Well, I—just couldn't—If you'll look at the formulas—"
 
              Brower said, "I've looked, at those damned formulas until I'm blue in the face. They convey about as much as if you'd said abracadabra-fee-fum-fie. Will you tell us one good reason in plain English why, when the very continuation of the whole Institute is at stake, you can't use the one thing, you've produced to help out? What the hell use is it?"
 
              A muscle at the corner of Hargraves' mouth twitched. "Look here, Fred, I don't like your attitude very well. I don't propose to have you telling me what I ought to do. You don't even know—.
 
-
 
              RITA FOLLANSBEE had taken a couple of steps toward Hargraves. Now she touched his arm. "Let's not fight, boys;" she said. "After all, we're on the same team. I think I can explain it so Fred understands. Look, it's a matter of geography. We'd have to have your General Cooke come and stand in front of the reactor, and even then it wouldn't be too certain. Isn't that right, Clee?" 
 
              "Something like that," he said. "But you didn't have any trouble reaching Sheppner that time," protested . Brower.
 
              "I know," said Rita, "but he was right here at the Institute, and your general isn't. Besides, the reactor's disconnected now, while Clee works in those new circuits. It would take a couple of days to hook it up again."
 
              "Yes, that's it," said Hargraves. "That's it, exactly."
 
              Follansbee sighed and stood up. "Well, I guess we'll just have to make but the best way we can without adventitious aids. Coming home in time for dinner, daughter.?" .
 
              "I think so. There isn't any reason to stay late tonight, is there, Clee?"
 
              "You go ahead," said Hargraves, seeming to relax a little. "I may have to stick around a while. This prospective interference is going to make speed important."
 
              He turned back toward the reactor as though dismissing the whole subject, and the two doctors were left to make their way out with Rita's help.
 
              When they reached the walk outside, Brower said: "I'd certainly like to have that story repeated in front of a lie detector. If there was ever a pair who were covering something up, it was those two."
 
              "That was—somewhat my impression," Follansbee admitted. "I would venture that there was some explanation he was trying to keep from us, and Rita rescued him with one which was untrue, but which we were forced to accept. Tch—perhaps you are right in not marrying. One raises daughters and they only raise problems."
 
              "But what gets me," Brower continued, "is what they could be holding out. And why from us? Both of us have supported that project to a fare-you-well. We've even squeaked the budget to buy him expensive equipment. And now he turns hostile on us and Rita backs him up."
 
              "I imagine it's a case of love is a wonderful thing—" Dr. Follansbee smiled. "Well, what with these interruptions, I'm behind on that report on the Bender fuel. I suppose our only move is to wait until things sort themselves out."
 
              He had less time to wait than he might have expected. Just as his late-working secretary, was closing her typewriter, the telephone rang, a voice announced that long distance was calling Dr. Follansbee, and then:
 
              "Hello, hello, Follansbee? This is Cooke, in Washington. I took that matter we were discussing up with the Weapons Experimental Board. No, I didn't give any details. Very cooperative. On my recommendation they're providing continuing funds. But they insist that one of their own men participate. You won't find him difficult. His name's Clark Segrist; and he's been on the Canadian electronics project. Be there in three days. I think you'll find him useful as well as ornamental."
 
-
 
III
 
              RITA FOLLANSBEE set down her coffee cup and said: "Father."
 
              The Doctor laid aside his evening paper, looking up. "When my favorite daughter uses that, tone it usually means trouble. Emotional or financial?"
 
              She moved her shoulders. "Emotional, I guess. Father, I don't like him."
 
              "I thought you were going to marry him."
 
              "I don't mean Clee, and you know it. Of course, I'm going to marry him. I mean that new man, Segrist."
 
              "He seemed all right to me. Rather a vivid personality in fact. Very well-informed and intelligent."
 
              "That's just the trouble, father. He's too vivid, and too well-informed and too intelligent."
 
              Follansbee smiled. "I don't think I've ever heard before of anyone being too intelligent for a research project as complex as the one you two are working on. And he was sent here by the Weapons Experimental Board, who are pretty careful about the people they pick."
 
              "That isn't all, father. I think Clee's afraid of him."
 
              The tufts over Follansbee's ears twitched. "Cleanthus Hargraves afraid of anybody?" he said. "What gave you such an idea?"
 
              "Oh, the way they talked and acted. I ..."
 
              Follansbee cleared his throat. "Rita, I don't want to be the stern parent with a double Ph.D., and I haven't any intention of trying. But I think the time has come for a few confidences. For instance, I am convinced that the other day, when Fred Brower and I were down there in the reactor room with you, you weren't entirely frank about not using it to find out about the background of General Cooke's investigation." 
 
              She looked at him steadily. "I know. I wasn't."
 
              "Why did you do it? Is it something you had to keep from your father, who is also"—he gave a little smile—"director of the Biochemical Institute, if I may remind you?"
 
              "Cleanthus couldn't explain so you'd understand. It was something about the rules."
 
              "What rules? I know of nothing in the regulations—"
 
              "Not that kind of rules. The kind he has to follow or he wouldn't be here at all. The rules his own people make."
 
              Follansbee made a little movement of impatience. "Rita, for a girl of your education and logical faculties, you are singularly incomprehensible. I had to examine Cleanthus Hargraves' background before admitting him here, and I know he was born in Princeton, New Jersey, went to college at Sheffield Scientific and has been in government service almost ever since. What do you mean by his own people? Did he tell you this?"
 
              "No. It's just—well, I can tell what he's ..thinking."
 
              "What!"
 
              Now she hurried on. "He can tell what I'm thinking, too. I know it's crazy and possibly unscientific, father, but we seem to have a kind of case of double ESP on a mutual basis only. It isn't exactly telepathy; nothing as definite as that, because it doesn't come in words, only in impressions, feelings and pictures, and it doesn't work with either of us on anyone else. But while we were talking, that afternoon in Building Three, I knew that using the reactor the way you wanted to was against some rules that were made elsewhere ... it was like being in the reactor yourself and getting into someone else's mind in the past;"
 
              "I see." Follansbee was silent a moment. "Or perhaps I don't. Do you think that this is something that can have been induced by the use of the reactor?"
 
              "No, it isn't. Definitely. It began before the reactor was built. Do you remember the time we drove over to the Riehardsons' at Temple Hill, and I insisted on coming back the long way, through Bellevue? Well, I insisted because I had a perfectly clear mental picture of Clee there in the outskirts of Bellevue—his car was broken down, and he was wondering how to get back to town. Then—we came along and found him there. There have been lots of other times, too. It seems to work whenever either one of us is in trouble or upset about anything."
 
-
 
              FOLLANSBEE was staring. "It ought to be subject to experimental verification," he said. "Certainly a remarkable case of double ESP if it's as you say. I wonder whether we could get a grant for further study." 
 
              "That isn't the point, father." 
 
              "Why not? I can think of nothing—" 
 
              "I said before it was this Segrist. Clee's worried and frightened about him, and—"
 
              "And my daughter is suspending her status as a scientist because her interests as a woman are involved. Is that it?"
 
              "I suppose so."
 
              "Well, then, let's consider the whole problem logically, and begin by assembling our data. To begin with, I will accept as a working postulate the idea that an extra-sensory rapport exists between you and Cleanthus. I think it requires investigation and verification, but purely as a postulate it is no more difficult to accept than some of those in vector analysis." He paused and looked at Rita; she seemed less nervous.
 
              "Now—Segrist arrived about ten this morning. Fred Brower took him to his living quarters in Obermeyer Hall and then brought him back to my office where he showed his credentials and we chatted for a few minutes before going over to Building Three. Did anything happen during that time? Did you get a—message from Cleanthus?"
 
              Rita shook her head, "I'm sure not. What has that got to do with it?"
 
              "Since we have postulated the existence of an extrasensory rapport; between, you and Cleanthus, we must not overlook the possibility of other rapports of the same kind. I then brought Segrist over to Building Three and introduced him. I did not myself notice any evidence of disturbance on his part at the time. When did it begin?"
 
              Rita's forehead wrinkled with thought. "I think—no, I'm sure it was after you'd gone. They made a couple of remarks about what they'd been doing before coming, here, and then Clee said something about the machine being one for investigating the possibilities of time. Let's see—no, I didn't get anything then. Segrist was just interested and excited, and asked what the principle was. Then Clee went to the safe and got out the formulas and handed them to him. Oh, I remember, now. Segrist began to read through them—he had his finger on the paper following them when Clee said, 'You see, it's a matter of Riemann quadratic analysis, or something like that. And then Segrist looked up from the sheets and said, 'Are you sure it isn't Von Hardekker analysis, Dr. Hargraves?' And then I got the most frightful jar from Clee! It startled him and I could feel he was frightened."
 
              "Von Hardekker analysis?" said Follansbee, frowning. "I never heard of it. Are you "sure?" 
 
              She nodded. "I noticed it particularly, because I had never heard of it either."
 
-
 
              FOLLANSBEE got up and went to the bookcase. "Not in 'Who's Who in Modern Science'," he said after a minute, and took down another book. After another minute; "Nor in Bastrop's 'Makers of Mathematics'. I don't have the German yearbook here, but I'm prepared to doubt that we'll find the name there, either. Hmm, then we have two indigestible and inexplicable facts. The mention of Von Hardekker analysis disturbed Cleanthus. He must be familiar with it, or he wouldn't have been disturbed."
 
              "That isn't two facts, father; that's one fact and a deduction."
 
              "My dear, you didn't give me time to state the second fact, which is chronologically the first. The other one is this question you brought up earlier, about receiving from Cleanthus something concerning the violation of rules which his own people make. I believe I quote you correctly. That is within our postulate and we must accept it as valid information."
 
              "I forgot."
 
              "Very well. Moreover, these two facts are of the same order, since their indigestibility consists in not according with information we previously had, or thought we had. Now either that information was erroneous, or—"
 
              "Father! Aristotelian logic?"
 
              "Hmmm ... beg pardon. It's a useful tool, but I admit that in connection with our rather peculiar postulate, it might lead us astray. Well, then? We have two indigestible facts, and Segrist is evidently familiar with one of them. I think we may hypothesize he knows the other ... Rita, I don't like where this is leading us."
 
              "I think. I see," she said in a small, hurt voice.'
 
              "The questions that arise might as well be faced nevertheless. What are these rules that have been, or are in danger of being, violated? Who makes them? What does Cleanthus mean by 'his own place'? That is, if you interpreted his message correctly."
 
              "That's in the postulate," said Rita, in the same voice.
 
              "So it is. Well, let's move on to the next step. The suggestion that Cleanthus has violated some rule is very strong. It is made up of his obvious unease at the prospect of violating one at our requests, and a parallel discomfort at the appearance of Segrist, who is also apparently, familiar with the rules, whatever they are. We had that by hypothesis, you will remember."
 
              Rita made an unhappy sound and Follansbee came over to put a hand on her shoulder. "Don't forget, however," he said, "that the information we lack is not necessarily unfavorable. A rule which prevents Cleanthus from using the reactor for eavesdropping purposes clearly arises from a reasonably decent standard of moral conduct ... though I don't suppose that matters too much when you're in love."
 
              "It doesn't, father. I just don't want him to turn out to be—working against the United States, or something."
 
              "I don't think you need to worry about that. If the postulate is correct, he couldn't have avoided worrying about it and so notifying you. And if it isn't, then you are probably being deceived by what you regard as messages."
 
              Rita stood up. "That's Aristotelian logic, too, but I love you for it—" She kissed him. "Thank you and good-night."
 
              She went slowly up the stairs. Dr. Follansbee sat down and took up his paper again; then, after his daughter had left, he put it aside, went into the study, closed the door, picked up the phone and asked for a number in Washington. When the connection had been made, he said:
 
              "Ed, this is Walter Follansbee. You remember when I turned out that analytical camera for you on the government's time, you said you'd do something for me. Well, I'd like to collect. We have a new man in here named Clark Segrist, just arrived today. I want a check run on him ... yes, I know the F.B.I, checks them to death, but they only take in the routine sources, and this looks like something special ... he was on the electronics project in Canada ... yes, the ten-dollar tour, including wife-beating and whether he pulled wings off flies as a kid ... and if anything at all serious turns up, get the local security people here and don't even call me back. Thanks a lot." He hung up and turned frowning back to the living room. As he reached the door there was a small cry from upstairs, and a moment later Rita appeared, still fully dressed.
 
              "Father!" she said frantically. "Something's happened to Clee!"
 
              He stopped short "What do you mean?"
 
              "I don't know. I can't tell. But I got something from him like a flash of light, and then it was all dark, and then I was looking across a meadow toward a river, just as though I was in the reactor."
 
              "We'll see." He went back in the study, picked up the phone and dialed Building Three. After a moment, he said, "No answer," and glanced at his watch. "I don't think it can be anything serious, Rita, if you remain in communication with him. Probably some experiment he's thinking or dreaming about. Let's let it rest till morning. It's very late, and—"
 
              His voice trailed away as he turned from the phone.
 
              Rita wasn't there. The front door slammed.
 
-
 
IV
 
              RITA ran down the stairs of Building Three, across the room to look in the window of the reactor. Only dimly visible behind the doubled plastic, Cleanthus Hargraves lay on the couch that had replaced the original chair within, his eyes closed. Rita gave a little gasp and turned to face Clark Segrist as he rose from the chair where he had been sitting. His dark face was so smooth as almost to be shiny; he had peculiarly brilliant black eyes.
 
              The girl said: "How long has he been in there?"
 
              Segrist glanced at the clock. "Eight hours and fifteen minutes. He started just after midnight."
 
              "Didn't he tell you that so long an exposure was dangerous?"
 
              "I don't remember. Is it?"
 
              "Yes, it is—especially when there isn't anyone who understands the reactor to handle the controls. Why did he ever do such a thing without me here? What did he go back to look for?"
 
              "I really can't say," said Segrist, coldly. "But I wouldn't worry about the controls. "I'm quite familiar with this type of machine."
 
              "I hope you're as good as you think you are," she said, and turned to the instrument board. "Pressure okay, temp okay, radiation—" Suddenly the last of her composure vanished in a little scream, and she turned a distorted face toward Segrist.
 
              "Don't you see what you've done?" she cried. "That lever! It sets the duration control for indefinite! He won't come back automatically, and he's been there eight hours already. We've got to get him out!"
 
              Before she could grip the control levers, Segrist had flung himself across the room and clamped down on her wrists. "
 
              "Let me go! Let me go!" she panted, struggling. "I've got to get him out of there!"
 
              Coolly he half-dragged, half pulled her away from the reactor. Suddenly her strength seemed to give out. She collapsed into the chair with her face on the table and began to cry.
 
              Segrist stood over her, frowning. "Miss Follansbee—"'he began.
 
              "Oh, why didn't I stay?" she sobbed, shrinking from him. "I knew there was something wrong!"
 
              Segrist looked down at her for a minute; then half under his breath, he said, "So that explains it. The crude form—" Then: "Miss Follansbee, forgive me for asking you a highly personal question. Are you—emotionally involved with him?"
 
              She looked up. "Yes," she said. "Why should that make any difference? I'm going to marry him, if—if—"
 
              Segrist glanced at the floor and then back at the girl. "I am sorry to hear it," he said. "But you are entitled to an explanation under the rules."
 
              She was recovering herself at dealing with a concrete problem. "What do you mean?" she asked.
 
              "It is very unlikely that you will see the man you knew as Cleanthus Hargraves again. Oh—" he held up his hand as she started to say something—"there'll be a Cleanthus Hargraves in the same body, but not the one you are attached to. He is being punished for having broken one of the strictest rules of our society."
 
              Rita Follansbee gave a little gasp. "I knew he had broken some rule, but there was another one he didn't, and—please, explain it to me."
 
              The dark face was melancholy. "It is your right to ask. The rules also require me to avoid inflicting pain without reason, even emotional pain." He nodded toward the reactor. "Have you used that device?"
 
              "If you mean have I been in it, yes. But only for a short time. Clee—Dr. Hargraves wouldn't let me—"
 
              "Then you can realize what I say when I tell you that Hargraves had no right to build it; or rather, Silan Tronet hadn't. That is his real name."
 
-
 
              SHE WAS WHITE; but composure had returned. "I think I see," she said. "You're telling me he used a reactor and came here from another time. But how—"
 
              "Just a moment. Your assumption is correct. When the possibility of movement in time became a practical fact as the result of the Von Hardekker mathematics in the year 2122 of our era, which does not correspond to yours, the same process of analysis showed us that it contained one element of danger. This would occur if someone succeeded in going into the past and building a time reactor there, and then succeed in the necessary alterations that would make it possible to penetrate the local future, the future, of that past era. This would place such a strain on the whole time-continuum that the result might be the destruction of this galaxy and the entrance of an entirely new one into the cosmological cycle."
 
              "I don't believe I quite follow that," said Rita.
 
              Segrist tapped the pages of formulas. "The mathematics of 'it are there. Silan Tronet had no right to set those formulas down, either. Somebody might be able to understand them before Von Hardekker's time."
 
              Rita shook her head slowly. "I don't think much damage has been done by the formulas," she said. "The people who have seen them can't understand them. Even me."
 
              "That is fortunate. As a matter of fact, although we know approximately what is necessary to build a reactor that could penetrate the future, that also is among the lines of research forbidden by the rules. At least until the basic mathematical principles are more fully developed. In addition to his other violation, that is what Silan Tronet was doing here—building a reactor that would penetrate the future."
 
              "I know," said the girl. "I helped him work on it. I think he was going to put me in it."
 
              Segrist said: "I'm afraid I can see why he fell in love with you. Regardless of the rules, he was determined to take you back into his own time. I'm sorry, but we can't allow the rules to be violated. It may seem hard to you, but too many other people are involved."
 
              She was silent for a moment. Then she seemed to deliberately change the subject. "Would you mind explaining one thing to me? When I was in the reactor, I found that I could be in the other person's mind all right, but I couldn't control anything they said or did. The other person went right on doing the things she had done in the past."
 
              "That is the background for our rules," said Segrist. "There is no control over the movements of the host body. But if the host mind is sufficiently intelligent, it is capable of being educated to a certain degree, of being persuaded to think along certain lines. It only happens when the person from our time is peculiarly en rapport with the host, and can intensify the efforts of the host mind. It always places a strain on the time-continuum, of course, and when there is such an event, it is dangerous for anyone else to use a reactor in the same period. My arrival here is an exception."
 
              "Isn't it dangerous, then? Why did you come?"
 
              "It had to be done. Don't you see—" Segrist leaned forward, eyes sympathetic. "Our study of the time-continuum indicated a severe strain at this time and place. Silan Tronet, who is one of our best workers in Von Hardekker analysis was sent back here to relieve the strain, and thus permit us in our own period to carry on further researches in the possible penetration of the future. Of course, no one in our time realized that it was Silan Tronet, using the really excellent mind of Hargraves, who had caused the strain. It's another case of not really being able to alter the past. He overstayed his leave, and I was sent to investigate. I consider it lucky that I was able to educate the mind I am using in time. He had almost completed the future circuits."
 
              Rita lowered her dark head. "He wasn't really going to make the reactor public," she said. "Didn't you notice he built an automatic self-destroying mechanism into it? I—I think that after we went to your time together, he was going to let the machine be destroyed."
 
              "An effort to keep within the spirit of the rules," said Segrist. "I'm sorry it can't be permitted."
 
-
 
              RITA said; "But what will happen to him now? Why did you send him so far back, and for so long?"
 
              "I don't know precisely what will happen to him now. Probably, he'll live out his life in the mind of someone in your colonial period. I had to send him back to before the discovery of electricity, so that he couldn't possibly find a mind that he could educate enough to make the building of another reactor possible. We won't know for a day or more. You see, two minds have now gone into the past—Silan Tronet, and that of the Cleanthus Hargraves of this present. But as Silan Tronet has had much the longer journey, their reactions will be different, and the connection between them will probably break. Then the real Cleanthus Hargraves will simply wake up and walk out of the reactor, without remembering Silan Tronet at all." 
 
              "The real Cleanthus Hargraves!" said Rita, with a trace of bitterness. 
 
              "I admit it isn't certain," said Segrist, soberly, "The Cleanthus Hargraves of this time may not be aware of the necessity of staying within the reactor field. We have lost some valuable researchers in that way. In case that happens the body in the reactor will simply go into a coma and eventually die."
 
              "I'm not quite sure I understand what you mean by a reactor field," said Rita. "A force-field?"
 
              "No—and yes. At the spot corresponding physically to this in the past, there is now a reactor field. Its physical extent is not great, and unless Cleanthus Hargraves stays within it, or gets into it at the moment the separation between him and Silan Tronet takes place, he cannot be brought back. If he is in it when the return control is turned on, he can't help himself. That was how we knew Silan Tronet was breaking some rule. He didn't appear in the reactor field when it was time for him to come back."
 
              "I see." Rita was silent for a moment, with lines of strain around her mouth. Then: "Let me go to him and bring him back. Or send me with him." Segrist slowly shook his head. "You're allowing emotionalism to overcome clear thinking. Don't you see that your position as a guest-mind in the past would be intolerable? You might not even know him."
 
              Rita said, "I'd know him anywhere. I don't think you understand how humiliating it is for a woman to have to beg ... but I'm going to beg you anyway. In that wonderful future of yours, don't you give any thought, pay any attention to—to the desires and happiness of two people who are—in love with each other?"
 
              "More than you do in this time," said Segrist. "We're faced with a declining population, and an absence of the impulse toward permanent relationships. One of the basic rules of our civilization is that nothing shall stand in the way of a truly matched couple. But the establishment that such a matching exists is a matter—"
 
              The bell at the head of the stairs rang. 
 
              "Shall I answer it?" said Rita. 
 
              Segrist nodded.
 
              She went up the stairs slowly and swung back the door. In the gap stood Captain Grissom, head of the Institute's security police unit, with two of his men. "You got a man named Clark Segrist here?" demanded Grissom. "Like to talk to him for a minute."
 
              Segrist had followed to the foot of the stair. "I'm the one, officer," he said. "What do you want?"
 
              Grissom pushed past the girl. "You're the Segrist that was on the Moosehead electronics project, aren't you? We'd like to have you answer a few questions about being a British agent. Nothing serious, just routine, but we have to make these checks, you understand."
 
              "My God!" said Segrist, half under, his breath. "I forgot they had nationalities in this period—" He swung to Rita. "Don't change the settings; I've cut in a secondary hookup, and you might lose both of them. All right, I'm coming."
 
-
 
V
 
              RITA stopped pacing the floor, sat down and said: "And I guess that's all, Father."
 
              "Most extraordinary, most extraordinary," said Follansbee, shooting his eyebrows up and down. "Though I don't know that it's any more extraordinary than the building of the reactor itself, or the fact it actually works. However, I am prepared to accept the provisional hypothesis that Segrist's statement was substantially true. I wonder what General Cooke, will say. However, he has only himself to blame for sending a man here who turns out to be a British agent."
 
              "I thought the British were our friends."
 
              "They are." He smiled. "But one doesn't tell everything one knows, even to friends. They may not remain friends forever. As a matter of fact, I doubt the advisability of communicating Segrist's story, even, to General Cooke. He may prove hard to convince."
 
              "Father, what are we going to do?"
 
              "Do? I don't see that there's anything particular to do but to await the course of events. When Cleanthus comes back—"
 
              "Father, you don't understand. That's just the point. It won't be the same Clee. It will be the Clee who first came here, very nice and everything. But not my Clee—not Silan Tronet."
 
              "I see. And you can't operate the reactor well enough to bring him back by yourself?"
 
              "I'm afraid to. He's got some unlettered controls that I don't understand. And he may not be in the reactor's range, and there isn't a great deal of time."
 
              "Did Segrist—?"
 
              "It wasn't anything Segrist did or said. I've been hearing from him, from Clee. You know, just as I told you, as though I were in the reactor and looking through his eyes ... that's why I stayed over there most of the afternoon. It kept coming to me in flashes, and I didn't want to miss any of it that might be important, so I stayed there. He's in trouble, father."
 
              "What kind of trouble? What do you mean?"
 
              "I'm not sure that I quite understand myself, but I know he's terribly worried and afraid he's going to die. I don't know why, but he was sitting in a room writing on a bare-wooden table. I couldn't make out very well what he was writing, because he made the letters so differently than we do now, but it was something about letting his books go to Alicia, like a will."
 
              "Hm ... do you have any clue as to what time-period he is in? It might conceivably be helpful."
 
              "Some time in the 18th century. There are trees in bloom outside the window, and I don't think the streets are paved. There's some grass, and I can tell he has those funny knee-pants and long hose."
 
              "Nothing more specific than that?"
 
              "No—wait a minute. There was a book on the table. It was a 'Poor Richard's Almanack'."
 
-
 
              FOLLANSBEE smiled slightly. "I'm afraid that isn't much help. 'Poor Richard' was issued annually for about twenty-five years, if I remember correctly. Was there anything to indicate specifically what he was troubled about?"
 
              "No ... wait, there was a box at one side of the table. "I think it had two pistols in it."
 
              "I see." That could very well mean a duel, which would be well within the customs of the 18th century, and would account for a certain amount of concern about his future. Yes, yes. And I presume that if the host were killed, the guest would be just as dead as though it happened to himself. Did Segrist say anything on that point?"
 
              "Not directly, father. Only that Clee—or Silan Tronet—would have to live out his life in the past. But Clee's so worried; he's trying to teach his host something—I think about electricity."
 
              Follansbee said; "I'm afraid that won't turn out to be of a great deal of practical use. Even if Segrist is right and he has obtained entry to a good mind, the necessary apparatus and sources of current would hardly be available in the 18th century."
 
              Rita said: "Father, I want to go to him. I'm sure I can prevent this duel, or whatever it is—and even if I can't, I want to be with him."
 
              "I see. I will certainly not oppose it." He came over and laid a hand on her shoulder. "It's a matter of my daughter's happiness. Could you show Brower or myself how to operate the reactor to send you to join him?"
 
              "I don't think so. Especially not the way it is now, with the new circuits Segrist built into it last night. I could only handle it for short time-jumps anyway, a week or so."
 
              "I don't suppose you could build a duplicate? A Chinese copy of the original one? After all you did work on it."
 
              Rita shook her head. "There wouldn't be time even if I could; there's this worry about the host, and besides, Clee and Silan Tronet are apt to split apart. Segrist said so. And I'm not sure I could build one anyway. There are some of those bars and wires that seem to go right through each other. The ones that use the radioactive isotope metals."
 
              "You think, then, that the only chance is to persuade Segrist to send you back there? "Didn't he refuse before?"
 
              "Yes, but things have changed since then. I thought perhaps—well, he's been arrested, and maybe you could get them to let him out or something, if he would."
 
              Follansbee walked back and forth for several steps, hands behind his back and eyebrows and ear-tufts twitching. "You realize, don't you," he said at last, "that we're dealing with two quite different persons? The Segrist who belongs in our time-span might be quite willing to accept such a proposition, while the other one, the one from the future, would resist."
 
              "I thought of that. I don't know which one would win, but from what he said, I think that the future man could accomplish things only when they are to the advantage of both guest and host."
 
              "Hmm, let me think," said Follansbee, and resumed his pacing. 
 
              "There's another thing," said Rita. "I think there's a good reason why the Segrist from the future might be willing to accept. Our Segrist must have come here from some place where there is the field of a reactor from the future. While he's arrested, he can't get back to it to return to his own time-span. And if they really find him guilty of being a spy, he won't ever get back."
 
-
 
              FOLLANSBEE stopped, looking thoughtful. "You mean that the reactor field from the future ought to be somewhere up in Canada, where Segrist came from? Probably, probably. But if what he said is true, it must have taken him some time to educate the present Segrist, and he's been a good many places, so the reactor field might be almost anywhere. But isn't there another field through which this personality from the future—I forget his name—became the guest of Cleanthus Hargraves?"
 
              "Of course. But—"
 
              "But what?"
 
              "There's something that doesn't quite fit, father. Clee—Silan Tronet—came here in a reactor placed in his own time—the future—but that reactor must have been very near here in space. Don't you remember, when Clee first came to the Institute, I—I didn't pay him any attention? It was only afterward, when I began to get messages from him, that we—fell in love. That must have been after Silan Tronet arrived from the future."
 
              "Hmm, I concur. What is it that doesn't fit?"
 
              "Segrist says that when someone is in the field and the operator from the future wants to bring them back, they can't help obeying—going back to the future. It seems to me that Clee must have found, some way of breaking down or discounting the field he came in—perhaps it was the reactor he built. But anyway; the only field from the future that Segrist can really count on is the one he came in, so he'll just have to help.
 
              Dr. Follansbee pulled at his lip. "The more complicated this gets the more complicated it gets," he said. "But I can see your point. However, there's just one other thing to be considered. You said the apparatus had an attachment for self-destruction. Won't Segrist use it?"
 
              "I suppose so; even if he does send me back."
 
              "Has my daughter considered what General Cooke and the people in Washington would say to that? The reason Segrist was sent here was because they are already dissatisfied with the amount of money spent on the project without more tangible results. Now; to have the whole thing go to pieces without any more—"
 
              "Oh, father!"
 
              "I merely wished to mention it. However, since I am myself responsible in a sense for Segrist's incarceration—"
 
              "How? What do you mean?"
 
              "I fear I asked a friend of mine in Army Intelligence to look up some of his antecedents."
 
              "I'm glad you did it, father. It gives us a chance to put some pressure on him—the only chance we have, if you'll do it. But I can't ask you to; if it means you're going to lose the Institute."
 
              "I merely wished to call your attention to the matter ... the possible consequences for myself do not affect me in the least. I consider it unworthy of the dignity of a scientist to be influenced by such considerations; and besides, I have an offer to head up the new research department at the Day Chemical Company, which is much more attractive than what I am doing here. So put on your hat, and we'll go over to the security office."
 
              Rita jumped up, ran across the room and put her arms around her father's neck.
 
              "I don't care what happens, I just want to be with him," she said. "Am I terribly selfish?"
 
              "Mmm—I think no more than normally so. However, you had better be provided with an extremely strong line of persuasion. The Hargraves reactor is a double-A project, and we must persuade Grissom to obtain access to it for a man who is under suspicion of espionage."
 
-
 
VI
 
              FOLLANSBEE said: "It has doubtless occurred to you to wonder why we had you brought here. The answer is quite simple. We have brought you here to persuade you to send my daughter to the period where Cleanthus Hargraves is now."
 
              He sat in the arm-chair by the desk. Rita was in the straight chair her face reduced to a singular ghostliness by the vapor lamp. Segrist, his arms folded, stood just inside the entrance, while behind him Captain Grissom, one hand on his gun, scowled suspiciously.
 
              Segrist said: "I fear I must decline. I'm sorry; but I have already told your daughter as much, and given her the reasons why I cannot do it."
 
              "Has it occurred to you," said Follansbee, "that if you are jailed for espionage, you will not be able to reach the field of the reactor which is to pick you up?"
 
              Segrist smiled. "I don't think I'll worry about that. In the first place, I haven't been convicted of espionage yet, and in the second, the only suggestion has been that I am spying for Britain. They won't jail me for that; they'll deport me."
 
              Follansbee turned to Grissom. "Is that right!?"
 
              The captain nodded his head gloomily. "I guess so. That's what they usually do with those Limies, even when they're hotter than the grids of hell."
 
              "I could look up the places you have been recently, and make certain you were kept away from them," said Follansbee.
 
              Segrist smiled again. "You couldn't do it as a practical matter," he said. "And even if you could, do you expect, with the tiny smattering of knowledge you have, to compete with the scientific resources of an age several thousand years in advance of your own?"
 
              Rita made a little sound, and Follansbee said: "Am I correct in assuming that the field by means of which Hargraves, or your version of him, reached this period, is now inoperative?"
 
              "Why do you wish to know?" Segrist asked. '
 
              "I should think that would be 'obvious. We want to protect ourselves against any future visitations."
 
              "You need not worry. This particular time-span will be closed off, not only by the rules, but for technical reasons as the result of the construction of this reactor."
 
              Follansbee said: "Then, if no further danger is to be anticipated, I cannot conceive the reasons for your objection to doing as we ask."
 
              "I have already explained them in detail to Miss Follansbee, and I don't think it necessary to go over the ground again."
 
              Follansbee stirred in his chair. "I don't understand why you take such a hostile attitude. Surely, we can discuss this question like reasonable men. Now, let me ask you this: I quite understand that it is against your rules to do as we wish. But since the reactor is already in existence, there can be no objection to letting me operate it."
 
              Rita cut in: "Yes, why not, Mr. Segrist? I helped build it, and I know enough about it to know that unless you changed things a lot, it would be easy for you to cut in the self-destroyer, so that if it were used once, it never could be again."
 
              One of Segrist's hands rasped his chin, and he appeared to consider. Then he said: "No. You're too much of a scientist. I can't allow you to handle something that might give you a clue to the Von Hardekker mathematics and their application. It mustn't be done in this time-span, which is already strained."
 
              Captain Grissom said from the door: "The way I get it, Doctor, this creep is holding out on you. You want me to take him over?"
 
              Follansbee shook his head, and Segrist said: "It wouldn't do any good. A knowledge of the essential mathematics is required."
 
-
 
              FOR a moment there was a silence in the room, with the soft hum of power from the reactor. Rita leaned back in the chair and closed her eyes. Finally Follansbee said: "I presume you are equally immune to appeal on emotional grounds—but it seems to me that no civilization which prides itself upon its humanities, as yours appears to do, can afford to neglect the moral responsibilities in keeping apart two people who quite evidently belong together."
 
              Segrist's face took on the expression of sadness that Rita had noted before. "You are expressing it pedantically," he said, "but this is quite the strongest argument you have offered. We feel deeply about such matters—in my civilization. But since your time, since this time-span, it has been discovered that the success of a union between two people is not merely a matter of attraction, which may be temporary. There are other and very strict criteria. In fact, it is one of the criticisms of this time-span that its emotions are too shallow, and Silan Tronet is now suffering the penalty of having allowed himself to be carried away emotionally, without applying the tests we find necessary."
 
              Dr. Follansbee's eyebrows wiggled, and he said: "The point is philosophically very interesting. What are the—"
 
              Rita's eyes suddenly came open, and she said: "They're coming for him."
 
              "Who?" said Follansbee.
 
              "Clee—they're coming for Clee. Father," it is a duel ... he's going to fight the lieutenant of a frigate, and he's almost sure he'll be killed, because the lieutenant is a dead shot. I—I can hear their feet on the stairs. Oh, can't we do something?"
 
              She clutched her father's hand, but it was Segrist who spoke, with a note of astonishment and eagerness in his voice: "Miss Follansbee, do you mean to say that you can follow Silan Tronet's mind in the past?"
 
              "Certainly," said Rita; "I always could. He's just been writing what he thinks is his last letter. I see it. Wait a minute." She put one hand to her head, and concentrated, "It goes like this: 'April 19, 1752: My Friend and Preceptor: I fear I have not many more hours of this desirable existence, and our experiments in physic must be deferred to a happier world. But before taking my undignified departure, I would have you consider whether it might not be that the electrical fluid in the Leyden jar be the same as that contained in a cloud of thunder. It seems to me that this might be established beyond peradventure by flying a kite of silken fabric, whose arms are supplied with metal points, and whose cord is also of silk, in such a shower of thunder, with something of metal at the lower end of the cord to collect the urgent fluid if such be the case. This is my testament. Farewell. Your unhappy pupil, Richard Needham.' There; now he's folding and sealing it. The address is on the outside; 'To His Excellency of the General Assembly, Dr. Benjamin Franklin.' Now he's giving it—"
 
              Follansbee said in an awed tone: "Franklin flew his electrical kite in June, 1752."
 
              "Yes," said Segrist. "I don't think there's much doubt that Silan Tronet began trying to educate his host, and was responsible for the discovery of electricity in that time-span, even if the credit went elsewhere." He turned to Rita. "But that isn't important now. Miss Follansbee," I won't send you to join him, but I can bring him back here." He smiled at her. "And I will."
 
-
 
              RITA gave a little gasp, and Dr. Follansbee's mouth fell open as Segrist took three rapid steps to the control-board of the reactor and began rapidly handling levers and switches. "You and Silan Tronet are an ESP matched pair," he said over his shoulder. "There. We will know in five minutes whether the personalities have split."
 
              "Would you mind explaining?" said Follansbee.
 
              "Not at all. In our civilization, we have discovered that while a certain amount of ESP may exist in individuals, it is only really effective when two people share it, and those two are a man and a woman. Every effort is being made to extend and develop it, and, one of our highest rules is that no obstacles shall be thrown in the path of such a pair. You and he were truly made for each other."
 
              Rita got slowly to her feet. 
 
              "Clee certainly must have known it," she said.
 
              "Obviously. That was why he built the reactor and included the forbidden circuits. He knew he could not be punished when it was a question of attaining his ESP mate, even if he had to try to bring her out of the past."
 
              "Why didn't he tell you, then, and save all the trouble?" 
 
              Segrist said ruefully, "I'm afraid that's my fault; I didn't give him much chance to talk, when I forced him into the reactor. But, he knew the past could not be altered without the destruction of the whole continuum in any case, and he doubtless expected the error to be rectified."
 
              One of the lights on the instrument panel winked out. The three watched breathlessly as the figure behind the plastic panel stirred, turned over slowly, and then, as though he were moving with infinite difficulty, got to his feet and 'stumbled, toward the door. Rita flung, herself, on the handle, and the next moment they were in each other's arms, while Follansbee was blowing his nose loudly.
 
-
 
              CLEANTHUS HARGRAVES looked over the girl's shoulder. "Am I released, Proctor?" he asked Segrist.
 
              "Not quite," said Segrist. "We can not allow the future circuits. You know what that means?"
 
              Hargraves tightened his arm around Rita's shoulder. "That if I want to be with her I shall have to stay in this, time-span."
 
              "That having found your ESP mate you, are condemned to stay in this time-span," said Segrist.
 
              "But the reactor!" said Follansbee. Segrist gave him a thin smile. "I told you you had only a smattering of scientific knowledge," He turned back to the reactor, made an adjustment and quickly pressed a couple of keys. Behind a panel at one side a blue light began to glow, and increased in intensity until it seemed to fill the room. Segrist put his face close to it.
 
              "Destroy the body!" he shouted—and then turned suddenly and extended his hand to Hargraves. "Good-bye, Silan Tronet."
 
              There was a click somewhere within the reactor. The blue light went out; to be succeeded by another, whiter light somewhere in the interior of the machine, and an odor of ozone. "Hey!" cried Captain Grissom from the door as, with a series of ominous sputterings, something like a flash of lightning shot across the interior of the reactor. The instrument panel seemed to detach itself, went crashing to the floor in a shower of sparks.
 
              And Segrist raised both hands to his mouth, eyes wide, and back-pedaled away from the reactor. He brought up against a wall. He said: 
 
              "Where am I?"
 
              Hargraves took one of Rita's hands. He said something, so softly that, Follansbee didn't hear.
 
              Rita said: "Oooh! Now I see."
 
              "You see what?" said Follansbee.
 
              She groped for a chair. She sat down, still holding tightly, to Hargrave's hand. "When they destroyed the body Clee had in the future, he forgot all the Von Hardekker math he needed to build the reactor. He just told me. And you won't get it out of Segrist, either ... the field of the other reactor—his reactor was right here, all the time, and when this one broke, it could operate again. Segrist is—
 
              Segrist said again, plaintively, "Where am I? The last I remember—"
 
              "—he's Segrist again," Rita finished.
 
 
 
The End
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