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By H. BEAM PIPER

This story was rejected by two top-flight science-fiction editors for the same reason: "Too hot to
handle." "Too dangerous for our book." We'd like to know whether or not the readers of Amazing
Stories agree. Drop us a line after you've read it.

Chamers stopped talking aoruptly, warned by the sudden attentiveness of the class in front of him. They
were dl garing; even Gudlick, in the fourth row, was dmog hdf awake. Then one of them, taking his
dlence as an invitation to questions found his voice.

"You say Khdid ibin Hussain's been assassinated?’ he asked increduloudy. "When did that happen?!






Therewasno past—no future—only a great chaotic NOW.

"In 1973, & Bagra" There was a touch of impatience in his voice; surdy they ought to know that much.
"He was shot, while leaving the Parliament Building, by an Egyptian Arab named Mohammed Noureed,
with an old U. S. Army M3 submachine-gun. Noureed killed two of Khaid's guards and wounded
another before he was overpowered. He was lynched on the spot by the crowd; stoned to death.

Ogtengbly, he and his accomplices were rdigious fanatics, however, there can be no doubt whatever that
the murder was inspired, at least indirectly, by the Eastern Axis”

The class dirred like a grainfidd in the wind. Some looked a him in blank amazement; some were

hedily averting faces red with poorly suppressed laughter. For a moment he was puzzled, and then
redization hit im like a blow in the somach-pit. Hed forgotten, again.

"I didn't see anything in the papers about it," one boy was saying.



"The newscad, lagt evening, said Khdid was in Ankara, taking to the Presdent of Turkey," another
offered.

"Professor Chamers, would you tdl us just what effect Khalid's desth had upon the Idamic Cdiphate
and the Middle Eagtern Stuation in generd?' a third voice asked with exaggerated solemnity. That was
Kendrick, the class humorigt; the question was pure baiting.

"Wdl, Mr. Kendrick, I'm afraid it's alittle too early to assess the full results of athing like that, if they can
ever be fuly assessed. For ingance, who, in 1911, could have predicted dl the consequences of the
pistol-shot at Sargjevo? Who, even today, can guess what the history of the world would have been had
Zangarra not missed Franklin Roosevdt in 19327 There's dways that if."

He went on taking safe generdities as he glanced covertly at his watch. Only five minutes to the end of
the period; thank heaven he hadn't made that dip a the beginning of the class. "For ingance, tomorrow,
when we take up the events in India from the Firs World War to the end of British rule, we will be
largdy concerned with another vicim of the assassin's bullet, Mohandas K. Gandhi. You may ask
yourselves, then, by how much that bullet atered the higtory of the Indian sub-continent. A word of
warning, however: The events we will be discussing will be ether contemporary with or prior to what
was discussed today. | hope that youre dl keeping your notes properly dated. It's dways easy to
become confused in matters of chronology.”

He wished, too late, that he hadn't said that. It pointed up the very thing he was trying to play down, and
rased agenerd laugh.

As soon as the room was empty, he hastened to his desk, snatched pencil and notepad. This had been a
bad one, the worst yet; he hadn't heard the end of it by any means. He couldn't waste thought on that
now, though. This was dl new and important; it had welled up suddenly and without warmning into his
conscious mind, and he mugt get it down in notes before the "memory"—even mentdly, he dways put
that word into quotes—was logt. He was ill scribbling furioudy when the ingtructor who would use the
room for the next period entered, followed by a few of his students. Chamers finished, crammed the
notes into his pocket, and went out into the hal.

Most of hisown Modern Higtory IV class had |eft the building and were on their way across the campus
for science classes. A few, however, were joining groups for other classes here in Prescott Hdl, and in
every group, they were the center of interest. Sometimes, when they saw him, they would fdl slent until
he had passed; sometimes they didn't, and he caught snatches of conversation.

"Oh, brother! Did Chamersredly blow his jetsthistime” one voice was saying.
"Bet he won't be around next year."
Another quartet, with their heads together, were talking more serioudy.

"Wdl, I'm not mgoring in History, mysdlf, but | think it's an outrage that some peoplée's diplomas are
going to depend on grades given by a lunatic!”



"Minewill, and I'm not going to stand for it. My old man's president of the Alumni Association, and...."

Tha was something he had not thought of, before. It gave im an ugly start. He was dlill thinking about it
as he turned into the side hdll to the History Department offices and entered the cubicle he shared with a
colleague. The colleague, old Pottgeiter, Medieva Higtory, was emerging in a rush; short, rotund,
gray-bearded, hisarmsfull of books and papers, oblivious, as usud, to anything that had happened since
the Battle of Bosworth or the Fdl of Congantinople. Chamers stepped quickly out of his way and
entered behind him. Marjorie Fenner, the secretary they aso shared, was tidying up the old man's desk.

"Good morning, Doctor Chamers” She looked at him keenly for a moment. "They give you a bad time
agan in Modern Four?'

Good Lord, did he show it that plainly? In any case, it was no use trying to kid Marjorie. Sheé'd hear the
whole story before the end of the day.

"Gave mysdf a bad time"

Marjorie, dill fussng with Pottgeiter's desk, was about to say something in reply. Instead, she exclamed
in exasperation.

"Ohhh! That man! He's forgotten his notes again!” She gathered some papers from Pottgeiter's desk,
rushing across the room and out the door with them.

For awhile, he sat mationless, the books and notes for General European Higtory |1 untouched in front
of him. This was going to raise hdl. It hadn't been the fira dip hed made, ather; that thought kept
recurring to him. There had been the time when he had aluded to the colonies on Mars and Venus. There
hed been the time he'd mentioned the secession of Canada from the British Commonwedth, and the time
hed cdled the U. N. the Terran Federation. And the time held tried to get a copy of Franchard's Rise
and Decline of the System States, which wouldn't be published until the Twenty-eighth Century, out of
the college library. None of those had drawn much comment, beyond a few student jokes about the
higory professor who lived in the future instead of the past. Now, however, they'd dl be remembered,
raked up, exaggerated, and added to what had happened this morning.

He sghed and sat down a Marjorie's typewriter and began transcribing his notes. Assassnation of
Khdid ibn Hussan, the pro-Western leader of the newly formed Idamic Caliphate; period of anarchy in
the Middle Eadt; interfactiona power-struggles, Turkish intervention. He wondered how long that would
lagt; Khdid's son, Tdld ibn Khalid, was a school in England when his father was—would be—killed.
He would return, and eventudly take his father's place, in time to bring the Caliphate into the Terran
Federation when the generd war came. There were some notes on that dready; the war would result
from an attempt by the Indian Communigs to saize East Pakistan. The trouble was that he so seldom
"remembered” an exact date. His"memory” of the year of Khdid's assassination was an exception.

Nineteen seventy-three—why, that was this year. He looked at the cdendar. October 16, 1973. At very



mog, the Arab statesman had two and a hdf months to live. Would there be any possible way in which
he could give a credible warning? He doubted it. Even if there were, he questioned whether he
should—for that matter, whether he could—interfere....

He dways lunched at the Faculty Club; today was no time to cdl atention to himsdf by bresking an
established routine. As he entered, trying to avoid ether a furtive dink or a chip-on-shoulder swagger,
the crowd in the lobby stopped talking abruptly, then began again on an obvioudy changed subject. The
word had gotten around, apparently. Handley, the head of the Lain Department, greeted him with a
digantly polite nod. Pompous old owl; regarded himsdf, for some reason, as a sort of unofficda Dean of
the Faculty. Probably didn't want to be seen fraernizing with controversd characters. One of the
younger men, with athin face and a mop of unruly harr, advanced to meet him as he came in, as cordid
as Handley was remote.

"Oh, hdlo, Ed!" he greeted, dgpping a hand on Chamers shoulder. "'l was hoping 1'd run into you. Can
you have dinner with us this evening?' He was sincere.

"Wadl, thanks, Leonard. I'd like to, but | have alot of work. Could you give me a rain-check?'
"Oh, surdy. My wife was wishing you'd come around, but | know how it is. Some other evening?'

"Yes, indeed." He guided Fitch toward the dining-room door and nodded toward a table. "This doesn't
look too crowded; let's St here”

After lunch, he stopped in a his office. Marjorie Fenner was there, taking dictation from Pottgeiter; she
nodded to him as he entered, but she had no summons to the president's office.

The summons was walting for him, the next morning, when he entered the office after Modern Higtory
IV, afew minutes past ten.

"Doctor Whitburn just phoned,” Marjorie said. "Hed like to see you, as soon as you have a vacant
period.”

"Which meansright away. | shan't keep hm wating."

She started to say something, swalowed it, and then asked if he needed anything typed up for Generd
European I1.

"No, | have everything ready." He pocketed the pipe he had filled on entering, and went out.



The president of Blanley College sat hunched forward at his desk; he had rounded shoulders and round,
pudgy figs and around, bald head. He seemed to be expecting his vigtor to stand at attention in front of
him. Chalmers got the pipe out of his pocket, sat down in the desk-side chair, and snapped his lighter.

"Good morning, Doctor Whitburn," he said very pleasantly.
Whitburn's scowl deepened. "I hope | don't have to tdl you why | wanted to see you," he began.

"I have an idea." Chamers puffed until the pipe was drawing satisfactorily. "It might help you get started if
you did, though."

"I don't suppose, a that, that you redize the full effect of your performance, yesterday morning, in
Modern History Four,” Whitburn replied. "I don't suppose you know, for instance, thet | had to intervene
a the last moment and suppress an editorid in the Black and Green, derisvey citicad of you and your
teaching methods, and, by implication, of the adminigtration of this college. You didnt hear about that,
did you? No, living as you do in the future, you wouldn't.”

"If the udents who edit the Black and Green are dissatisfied with anything here, 1'd imagine they ought
to say 50, Chamers commented. "Ian't that what they teach in the journdism classes, that the purpose of
journdism isto speak for the dissatisfied? Why make exception?”

"I should think you'd be grateful to me for trying to keep your behavior from being made a subject of
public ridicule among your students. Why, this editorid which | suppressed actudly went so far as to
question your sanity!"

"I should suppose it might have sounded a good ded like that, to them. Of course, | have been
preoccupied, lady, with an imaginative projection of present trends into the future. I'll quite fredy admit
that | should have kept my extracurricular work separate from my class and lecture work, but...."

"That's no excuse, even if | were sure it were truel What you did, while engaged in the serious teaching of
history, was to indulge in a farrago of nonsense, obvious as such to any child, and damage not only your
own standing with your class but the standing of Blanley College as well. Doctor Chamers, if this were
the firg incident of the kind it would be bad enough, but it isnt. Y ou've done things like this before, and
I've warned you before. | assumed, then, that you were merdy showing the effects of overwork, and |
offered you a vacation, which you refused to take. Wdl, thisis the limit. I'm compelled to request your
immediate resgnation.”

Chamers laughed. "A moment ago, you accused me of living in the future. 1t seems you're living in the
past. Evidently you haven't heard about the Higher Education Faculty Tenure Act of 1963, or such things
as tenure-contracts. Wdl, for your information, | have one; you sgned it yoursdf, in case youve
forgotten. If you want my resignation, youll have to show cause, in a court of law, why my contract
should be voided, and | don't think a dip of the tongue is a reason for voiding a contract that any court

would accept."



Whitburn's face reddened. "You don't, don't you? Wel, maybe it isnt, but insanity is. It's a very good
reason for voiding a contract voidable on grounds of unfitness or incgpecity to teach.”

He had been expecting, and mentdly shrinking from, just that. Now that it was out, however, he fdt
relieved. He gave another short laugh.

"Y ou'rewilling to go into open court, covered by reporters from papers you can't control as you do this
sudent sheet here, and tedtify that for the past twelve years you've had an insane professor on your

faculty?"
"Youre.... Youre trying to blackmail me?' Whitburn demanded, hdf rising.

"It isn't blackmall to tdl a men that a bomb he's going to throw will blow up in his hand." Chamers
glanced quickly at his watch. "Now, Doctor Whitburn, if you have nothing further to discuss, | have a
dassin afew minutes. If youll excuse me...."

He rose. For a moment, he stood facing Whitburn; when the college president said nothing, he inclined
his head palitdy and turned, going oui.

Whitburn's secretary gave the impresson of having seated hersdf hedtily at her desk the second before
he opened the door. She watched him, round-eyed, as he went out into the hall.

He reached his own office ten minutes before time for the next class. Marjorie was typing something for
Pottgeiter; he merdy nodded to her, and picked up the phone. The cdl would have to go through the
school exchange, and he had a suspicion that Whitburn kept a check on outside calls. That might not hurt
any, he thought, diding a number.

"Attorney Welll's office" the gifl who answered said.
"Edward Chamers. Is Mr. Wall in?'
Shed find out. He was, he answered in a few seconds.

"Hdlo, Stanly; Ed Chamers. | think I'm going to need alittle help. I'm having some trouble with President
Whitburn, here a the college. A matter invalving the vaidity of my tenure-contract. | don't want to go
into it over thisline. Have you anything on for lunch?'

"No, | haven't. When and where?' the lawyer asked.
He thought for a moment. Nowhere too close the campus, but not too far away.
"How about the Continental; Fontainbleu Room? Say twevefifteen.”

"Thetll be dl right. Be seeing you."



Marjorie looked a him curioudy as he gathered up the things he needed for the next class.

Sanly Walll had athin dark-eyed face. He was frowning as he set down his coffee-cup.

"Ed, you ought to know better than to try to kid your lawyer,” he said. "You say Whitburn's trying to
force you to resign. With your contract, he can't do that, not without good and sufficient cause, and under
the Faculty Tenure Law, that means something just an inch short of murder in the first degree. Now,
what's Whitburn got on you?'

Beat around the bush and try to build a background, or come out with it a once and fill in the details
afterward? He debated mentdly for a moment, then decided upon the latter course.

"W, it happens that | have the ahility to prehend future events. | can, by concentrating, bring into my
mind the history of the world, at least in generd outling, for the next five thousand years. Whitburn thinks
I'm crazy, manly because | get confused a times and forget that something | know about hasnt

happened yet."

Welll snatched the cigarette from his mouth to keep from swdlowing it. As it was, he choked on a
mouthful of smoke and coughed vidlently, then sat back in the booth-seat, saring speechlesdy.

"It started alittle over three years ago,” Chamers continued. "Jugt after New Year's, 1970. | was getting
up a series of seminars for some of my postgraduate students on extrapolation of present socid and
politica trends to the middle of the next century, and | began to find that | was getting some very fixed
and definite ideas of what the world of 2050 to 2070 would be like. Completdy unified world, abalition
of dl nationd states under a Sngle world sovereignty, colonies on Mars and Venus, that sort of thing.
Some of these ideas didn't seem quite logicd; a number of them were complete reversas of present
trends, and alot seemed to depend on arbitrary and unpredictable factors. Mind, this was before the first
rocket landed on the Moon, when the whole moon-rocket and lunar-base project was a triple-top
secret. But | knew, inthe spring of 1970, that the firg unmanned rocket would be caled the Kilroy, and
thet it would be launched some timein 1971. Y ou remember, when the news was released, it was stated
that the rocket hadn't been christened until the day before it was launched, when somebody remembered
that old 'Kilroy-was-here' thing from the Second World War. Wdl, | knew about it over a year in
advance."

Wil had been ligening in silence. He had a naturdly skeptical face; his present expresson mightnt redly
meen that he didn't believe what he was hearing.

"How'd you get dl this Suff? In dreams?’

Chamers shook his head. "It just came to me. I'd be stting reading, or egting dinner, or taking to one of
my classes, and the firgt thing 1'd know, something out of the future would come bubbling up in me. It just
kept pushing up into my conscious mind. | wouldn't have an idea of something one minute, and the next it
would just be part of my generd historical knowledge; 1'd know it as pogtively as | know that Columbus



discovered America in. 1492. The only difference is that | can usudly remember where I've read
something in past history, but my future history 1 know without knowing how | know it."

"Ah, that's the quegtion!" Welll pounced. "You don't know how you know it. Look, Ed, weve both
sudied psychology, dementary psychology at least. Anybody who has to work with people, these days,
has to know some psychology. What makes you sure that these prophetic impressions of yours aren't
manufactured in your own subconscious mind?’

"That'swhat | thought, at fird. | thought my subconscious was just building up this Suff to fill the gapsin
what I'd produced from logica extrgpolation. I've dways been a dickler for detal,” he added,
parentheticdly. "It would be naturd for me to supply details for the future. But, as| said, a lot of this Suff
is based on unpredictable and arbitrary factors that can't be inferred from anything in the present. That
left me with the dternatives of ddusion or precognition, and if | ever came near going crazy, it was before
the Kilroy landed and the news was released. After that, | knew which it was."

"And yet, you can't explain how you can have red knowledge of a thing before it happens. Before it
exigs" Welll said.

"l redly don't need to. I'm satisfied with knowing thet | know. But if you want me to fumnish a theory, let's
sy that dl these things redlly do exigt, in the past or in the future, and that the present is just a moving
knife-edge that separates the two. You can't even indicate the present. By the time you make up your
mind to say, 'Now!" and tranamit the impulse to your voca organs, and utter the word, the origind
present moment is part of the past. The knife-edge has gone over it. Mogt people think they know only
the present; what they know is the past, which they have dready experienced, or read about. The
difference with meisthat | can see what's on both sides of the knife-edge.”

Wl put another cigarette in his mouth and bent his head to the flame of hislighter. For a moment, he sat
motionless, histhin face rigid.

"What do you want me to do?' he asked. "I'm a lawyer, not a psychiarig."

"I want alawyer. Thisisalegd matter. Whitburn's talking about voiding my tenure contract. You helped
draw it; | have aright to expect you to help defend it."

"Ed, have you been taking about thisto anybody else?' Welll asked.

"Youre the fird person I've mentioned it to. It's not the sort of thing youd bring up casudly, in a
conversation.”

"Then how'd Whitburn get hold of it?"

"He didn't, not the way I've given it to you. But | made a couple of dips, now and then. | made a bad one
yesterday morning.”

He told Walll about it, and about his sesson with the presdent of the college that morning. The lawyer
nodded.



"That was a bad one, but you handled Whitburn the right way," Walll said. "What he's mogt afrad of is
publicity, getting the college mixed up in anything controversid, and above dl, the reections of the
trustees and people like that. If Dacre or anybody ese makes any trouble, hell do his best to cover for
you. Not willingly, of course, but because hell know that that's the only way he can cover for himsdf. |
don't think youl have any more trouble with him. If you can keep your own nose clean, tha is. Can you
do that?'

"I believe s0. Yesterday | got careless. I'll not do that again.”

"Youd better not." Welll hesitated for a moment. "l said | was a lawyer, not a psychiatrist. I'm going to
gve you some psychiatrist’'s advice, though. Forget this whole thing. You say you can bring these
impressions into your conscious mind by concentrating?' He waited briefly; Chamers nodded, and he
continued: "Wdl, stop it. Stop trying to harbor this Suff. It's dangerous, Ed. Stop playing around with it."

"You think I'm crazy, too?"

Wil shook his head impatiently. "I didn't say that. But Il say, now, that you're losng your grip on
redity. You are condructing a system of fantasies, and the firg thing you know, they will become your
redity, and the world around you will be unred and illusory. And that's a state of mental incompetence
thet | can recognize, as alavyer."

"How about the Kilroy?'

Wl looked a him intently. "Ed, are you sure you did have that experience?’ he asked. "I'm not trying to
imply that you're conscioudy lying to me about that. | am suggesting that you manufactured a memory of
that incident in your subconscious mind, and are deluding yoursdf into thinking that you knew about it in
advance. False memory is afarly common thing, in cases like this. Even the little psychology | know, 1've
heard about that. There's been tak about rockets to the Moon for years. You included something about
that in your future-history fantasy, and then, after the event, you convinced yoursdf that you'd known dl
about it, induding the impromptu chrigtening of the rocket, dl aong.”

A hot retort rose to hislips, he swalowed it hedtily. Instead, he nodded amicably.

"That's a point worth thinking of. But right now, what | want to know is, will you represent me in case
Whitburn does take this to court and does try to void my contract?”

"Oh, yes, as you sad, | have an obligation to defend the contracts | draw up. But youll have to avoid
gving him any further reason for trying to void it. Don't make any more of these dips. Watch what you
say, inclass or out of it. And above dl, don't talk about this to anybody. Don't tdl anybody that you can
foresee the future, or even talk about future probabilities. Y our businessiswith the past; stick to it

The afternoon passed quietly enough. Word of his defiance of Whitburn had gotten around among the
faculty—Whitburn might have his secretary scared witless in his office, but not gosspless outsde



it—though it hadn't seemed to have leaked down to the students yet. Handley, the Latin professor,
managed to waylay himin a hdlway, a hdlway Handley didn't normdly use.,

"The tenure-contract sysem under which we hold our postions here is one of our mogt vauable
safeguards” he said, after exchanging greetings. "It was only won after a sruggle, in a time of public
animogty toward dl intdlectuds, and even now, our professond podtion would be mog insecure
without it."

"Yes | found that out today, if | hadn't known it when | took part in the struggle you speak of."

"It should not be jeopardized,” Handley declared.

"You think I'm jeopardizing it?"

Handley frowned. He didn't like being pushed out of the safety of generdization into pecific cases.

"Wadl, now that you make that point, yes. | do. If Doctor Whitburn tries to make an issue of ... of what
happened yesterday ... and if the court decides againgt you, you can see the position dl of uswill bein.”

"What do you think | should have done? Given him my resignation when he demanded it? We have our
tenure-contracts, and the system was indiituted to prevent just the sort of arbitrary action Whitburn tried
to take with me today. If he wants to go to court, hell find that out.”

"And if he wins, hell establish a precedent that will threaten the security of every college and university
faculty member in the state. In any state where theré's atenure law."

Leonard Fitch, the psychologist, took an opposite attitude. As Chamers was leaving the college at the
end of the afternoon, Fitch cut across the campus to intercept him.

"I heard about the way you stood up to Whitburn thismorning, Ed," he said. "Glad you did it. | only wish
I'd done something like thet three years ago.... Think he's going to give you any red trouble?’

"I doubot it."
"W, I'm on your sdeif he does. | won't be the only one, ether.”

"Wadl, thank you, Leonard. It dways helps to know that. | don't think ther€ll be any more trouble,
though.”

He dined done a his gpartment, and sat over his coffee, outlining his work for the next day. When both
were finished, he ddlied indecisvely, Welll's words echoing through his mind and raisng doubts. It was
possible that he had been manufacturing the whole thing in his subconscious mind. That was, a lesst, a



more plausible theory than any he had constructed to explain an aility to produce red knowledge of the
future. Of course, there was that business about the Kilroy. That had been too close on too many points
to be dismissed as coincidence. Then, again, Welll's words came back to disquiet him. Had he redly
gotten that before the event, as he believed, or had he only imagined, later, that he had?

There was one way to settle that. He rose quickly and went to the filing-cabinet where he kept his
future-history notes and began pulling out envelopes. There was nothing about the Kilroy in the
Twentieth Century file, where it should be, dthough he examined each sheet of notes carefully. The
possibility that his notes on that might have been filed out of place by mistake occurred to him; he looked
inevery other envelope. The notes, as far as they went, were dl filed in order, and each one bore, beside
the future date of occurrence, the date on which the knowledge—or must he call it deluson?—had come
to him. But there was no note on the landing of the firg unmanned rocket on Luna

He put the notes away and went back to his desk, rummaging through the drawers, and finding nothing.
He searched everywhere in the apartment where a sheet of paper could have been midad, taking dl his
books, one by one, from the shelves and ledfing through them, even books he knew he had not touched
for more than three years. In the end, he sat down again at his desk, defeated. The note on the Kilroy
amply did not exigt.

Of course, that didn't settle it, as finding the note would have. He remembered—or bdieved he
remembered—having gotten that item of knowledge—or deuson—in 1970, shortly before the end of
the school term. It hadn't been until after the fal opening of school that he had begun making notes. He
could have had the knowledge of the robot rocket in his mind then, and neglected putting it on paper.

He undressed, put on his pgamas, poured himsdf a drink, and went to bed. Three hours later, ill
awake, he got up, and poured himsdf another, bigger, drink. Somehow, eventudly, he fdl adeep.

The next morning, he searched his desk and book-case in the office a school. He had never kept a
diary; now he was wishing that he had. That might have contained something that would be evidence, one
way or the other. All day, he vacillated between conviction of the redity of his future knowledge and
resolution to have no more to do with it. Once he decided to destroy dl the notes he had made, and
thought of making a specid study of some facet of history, and writing another book, to occupy his mind.

After lunch, he found that more data on the period immediaidy before the Thirty Days War was coming
into his consciousness. He resolutdly suppressed it, knowing as he did tha it might never come to him
agan. That evening, too, he cooked dinner for himsdf at his apartment, and laid out his class-work for
the next day. Hed better not say in, that evening; too much temptation to settle himsdf by the
living-room fire with his pipe and his notepad and indulge in the vice he had determined to renounce.
After alittle debate, he decided upon amovie he put on again the suit he had taken off on coming home,
and went out.



The picture, a random choice among the three shows in the neighborhood, was about Seventeenth
Century buccaneers, exdting action and a sound-track loud with shots and cutlass-clashing. He let
himsdf be drawn into it completely, and, until it was finished, he was able to forget both the college and
the history of the future. But, as he walked home, he was struck by the pardld between the buccaneers
of the West Indies and the space-piratesin the days of the dissolution of the First Gaactic Empire, in the
Tenth Century of the Interstdlar Era. He hadn't been too clear on that period, and he found new data
rigng in his mind; he hurried his steps, dmost running upstairs to his room. It was long after midnight
before he had finished the notes he had begun on his return home.

W, that had been a mistake, but he wouldn't make it again. He determined again to destroy his notes,
and began cadting about for a subject which would occupy his mind to the exdusion of the future. Not
the Spanish Conquistadores; that was too much like the early period of interstdlar expansion. He thought
for atime of the Sepoy Mutiny, and then rejected it—he could "remember” something much like that on
one of the planets of the Beta Hydrae system, in the Fourth Century of the Atomic Era. There were 0
few things, in the higtory of the past, which did not have therr counter-parts in the future. That evening,
too, he stayed a home, preparing for his various classes for the rest of the week and meaking copious
notes on what he would talk about to each. He needed more whiskey to get to deep that night.

Whitburn gave him no more trouble, and if any of the trustees or influential dumni made any protest about
whet had happened in Modern Higtory 1V, he heard nothing about it. He managed to conduct his classes
without further incidents, and spent his evenings trying, not dways successfully, to avoid drifting into
"memories’ of the future....

He came into his office that morning tired and unrefreshed by the few hours deep he had gotten the night
before, edgy from the drain, of trying to adjust his mind to the world of Blanley College in mid-April of
1973. Pottgeiter hadn't arrived yet, but Marjorie Fenner was waiting for him; a newspaper in her hand,
amaog burging with excitement.

"Here; have you seen it, Doctor Chamers?' she asked as he entered.

He shook his head. He ought to read the papers more, to keep track of the advancing knife-edge that
divided what he might talk about from what he wasn't supposed to know, but each morning he seemed to
have less and less time to get ready for work.

"Wal, look! Look at that!"
She thrugt the paper into his hands, dill folded, the big, black headline where he could see it.
KHALID IB'N HUSSEIN ASSASSINATED

He glanced over the leading paragraphs. Leader of Idamic Cdiphate shot to degth in Basra ... leaving
Parliament Building for his palace outsde the dity ... fandtic, identified as an Egyptian named Mohammed
Noureed ... old American submachine-gun ... two guards killed and a third serioudy wounded ... seized



by infuriated mob and stoned to death on the spot....

For amoment, he fdt guilt, urtil he redlized that nothing he could have done could have dtered the event.
The death of Khdid ib'n Hussein, and dl the millions of other deaths that would follow it, were fixed in
the matrix of the space-time continuum. Including, maybe, the death of an obscure professor of Modern
Higtory named Edward Chamers.

"At leadt, thisll be the end of that Slly flgo about what happened a month ago in Modern Four. This is
modern history, now; | can talk about it without a lot of fools ydling their heads off."

She was gaing a him wide-eyed. No doubt horrified at his cold-blooded attitude toward what was
redly a shocking and sensdless crime.

"Yes, of course; the man's dead. So's Jlius Caesar, but weve gotten over being shocked at his murder.”

He would have to tak about it in Modern Higtory 1V, he supposed; explan why Khaid's desth was
necessary to the policies of the Eastern Axis, and what the consequences would be. How it would hasten
the complete dissolution of the old U. N., dready weakened by the criss over the Eastern demands for
the demilitarization and internationdization of the United Stales Lunar Base, and necessitate the formation
of the Terran Federation, and how it would lead, eventudly, to the Thirty Days War. No, he couldn't
tak about that; that was on the wrong side of the knife-edge. Have to be careful about the knife-edge;
too easy to cut himsdf onit.

Nobody in Modern Higtory 1V was seated when he entered the room; they were dl crowded between
the door and his desk. He stood blinking, wondering why they were giving him an ovation, and why
Kendrick and Dacre were s0 abjectly apologetic. Great heavens, did it take the murder of the greatest
Maodem since Sdadin to convince people that he wasn't crazy?

Before the period was over, Whitburn's secretary entered with a note in the college president's hand and
over his Sgnature; requesting Chamers to come to his office immediaidy and without delay. Just like that;
expected him to wak right out of his class. He was protesting as he entered the president's office.
Whitburn cut him off short.

"Doctor Chadmers"—Whitburn had risen behind his desk as the door opened—"1 certanly hope tha
you can redize tha there was nothing but the most purdly coincidental connection between the event
featured in this morning's newspapers and your performance, a month ago, in Modern Higtory Four," he

began.

"I redlize nothing of the sort. The death of Khalid ibn Hussain is a fact of higory, undterably set in its
proper place in time-sequence. It was a fact of hisory a month ago no less than today."

"So that's going to be your attitude; that your wild utterances of a month ago have now been vindicated
as fulfilled prophesies? And | suppose you intend to exploit this—this coincidence—to the utmost. The



involvement of Blanley Collegein amess of sensationd publicity means nothing to you, | presume.”
"I haven't any idea what you're talking about.”

"You mean to tdl me that you didn't give this story to the loca newspaper, the Valley Times?' Whitburn
demanded.

"I did not. | havent mentioned the subject to anybody connected with the Times, or anybody else, for
that matter. Except my attorney, a month ago, when you were threatening to repudiate the contract you
sgned with me."

"I suppose I'm expected to take your word for that?'

"Yes, you are. Unless you care to cdl me a liar in so many words." He moved a step closer. Lloyd
Whitburn outweighed him by fifty pounds, but mogt of the difference was fat. Whitburn must have
reelized that, too.

"No, no; if you say you haven't talked about it to the Valley Times, that's enough,” he said hadtily. "But
somebody did. A reporter was here not twenty minutes ago; he refused to say who had given him the
story, but he wanted to question me about it."

"What did you tdl him?"

"I refused to make any statement whatever. | aso cdled Colond Tighiman, the owner of the paper, and
asked him, very reasonably, to suppress the story. | thought thet my own postion and the importance of
Blanley College to this town entitled me to that much consderation.” Whitburn's face became dmost
purple. "He ... he laughed a me"

"Newspaper people don't like to be told to kill stories. Not even by college presidents. That's only made
things worse. Persondlly, | don't relish the prospect of having this publicized, any more than you do. | can
assure you that | shal be most guarded if any of the Times reporters tak to me about it, and if | have
time to get back to my class before the end of the period, | sl ask them, as a persond favor, not to
discuss the matter outside.”

Whitburn didnt take the hint. Instead, he paced back and forth, gorming about the reporter, the
newspaper owner, whoever had given the story to the paper, and findly Chamers himsdf. He was livid
with rage.

"You cetanly can't imagine that when you made those remarks in class you actudly possessed any
knowledge of a thing that was dill a month in the future™” he spluttered. "Why, it's ridiculous Utterly
preposterous!

"Unusud, I'll admit. But the fact remains that | did. | should, of course, have been more careful, and not
confused future with past events. The students didn't understand....”

Whitburn haf-turned, stopping short.



"My God, man! You are crazy!" he cried, horrified.

The period-bell was ringing as he left Whitburn's office; that meant that the twenty-three students were
scattering over the campus, taking like mad. He shrugged. Keeping them quiet about a thing like this
wouldn't have been possible in any case. When he entered his office, Stanly Walll was waiting for him.
The lawyer drew him out into the hdlway quickly.

"For God's sake, have you been taking to the papers?' he demanded. "After what | told you...."

"No, but somebody has"" He told about the cdl to Whitburn's office, and the latter's behavior. Walll
cursed the college president bitterly.

"Any time you want to get a story inthe Valley Times, just order Frank Tighlmen not to print it. Wdl, if
you havent talked, don't."

"Suppose somebody asks me?!

"A reporter, no comment. Anybody ese, none of his damn business. And above dl, don't let anybody
finegle you into meking any daims about knowing the future. 1 thought we had this under control; now
that it's out in the open, what that fool Whitburnll do is anybody's guess.”

Leonard Fitch met him as he entered the Faculty Club, 9zzing with excitement.

"Ed, this has done it!" he began, jubilantly. "This is one nobody can laugh off. It's direct proof of
precognition, and because of the prominence of the event, everybody will hear about it. And it Smply
can't be dismissad as coincidence....”

"Whitburn's trying to do that."

"Whitburn's a fodl if he is" another man said camly. Turning, he saw that the speaker was Tom Smith,
one of the math professors. "I figured the odds againg that being chance. There are a lot of variables that
might affect it one way or another, but ten to the fifteenth power iswhat | get for a sort of median figure™

"Did you give that story to the Valley Times?" he asked Fitch, suspicion risng and dragging anger up
after it.

"Of course, | did," Ftch said. "Il admit, | had to go behind your back and have some of my postgrads
get statements from the boys in your hitory class, but you wouldn't talk about it yourself...."

Tom Smith was sanding beside him. He was twenty years younger than Chamers, he was an amateur
boxer, and he had good reflexes. He caught Chamers arm asit was traveling back for an uppercut, and
hed it.

"Tekeit easy, Ed; you don't want to start adugfest in here. Thisisthe Faculty Club; remember?’



"I won't, Tom; it wouldn't prove anything if | did." He turned to Fitch. "I won't talk about sending your
students to pump mine, but at least you could have told me before you gave that story out.”

"I don't know what you're sore about,” Fitch defended himsdf. "I believed in you when everybody dse
thought you were crazy, and if | hadn't collected sgned and dated statements from your boys, thered
have been no subgtantiation. It happens that extrasensory perception means as much to me as hisory
does to you. I've believed init ever ance | read about Rhines work, when | was a kid. | worked in ESP
for along time. Then | had a chance to get a full professorship by coming here, and after | did, | found
that 1 couldnt go on with it, because Whitburn's president here, and he's a stupid old bigot with an
ar-locked mind...."

"Yes" Hisanger died down as Fitch spoke. "I'm glad Tom stopped me from meaking an ass of mysdf. |
can see your side of it" Maybe that was the curse of the professond intdlectud, an ability to see
everybody's Sde of everything. He thought for a moment. "What ese did you do, beside hand this story
to the Valley Times? I'd better hear dl about it."

"I phoned the secretary of the American Ingtitute of PSonics and Pargpsychology, as soon as | saw this
morning's paper. With the time-difference to the East Coast, | got him just as he reached his office. He
advised me to give the thing the widest possible publicity; he thought that would advance the recognition
and study of pargpsychology. A case like this can't be ignored; it will demand serious study...."

"W, you got your publicity, dl right. I'm up to my neck init."
There was an uproar outside. The doorman was saying, firmly:

"Thisis the Faculty Club, gentlemen; it's for members only. | don't care if you gentlemen are the press,
you Smply cannot come in here.”

"Weredl up to our necksinit,” Smith said. "Leonard, | don't care what your motives were, you ought to
have considered the effect on the rest of usfirg.”

"This place will be a madhouse," Handley complained. "How were going to get any of these students to
keep ther minds on their work...."

"I tdl you, | don't know a confounded thing about it," Max Pottgeiter's voice rose petulantly at the door.
"Areyou trying to tdl me that Professor Chamers murdered some Arab? Ridiculoud™

He ate hadlily and without enjoyment, and dipped through the kitchen and out the back door, cutting
between two frat-houses and drding back to Prescott Hal. On the way, he paused momentarily and
chuckled. The reporters, unable to storm the Faculty Club, had gone off in chase of other game and had
cornered Lloyd Whitburn in front of Adminidration Center. They had a jegp with a sound-camera
mounted on it, and were trying to get something for telecast. After gedticulating angrily, Whitburn broke
away from them and dashed up the steps and into the building. A campus policeman stopped those who



tried to follow.

Hisonly afternoon class was American Higtory 111. He got through it somehow, though the class wasn't
able to concentrate on the Recongtruction and the firgt eection of Grover Cleveland. The hdls were free
of reporters, at least, and when it was over he hurried to the Library, going to the faculty reading-room in
the rear, where he could smoke. There was nobody there but old Max Pottgeiter, snoking a cigar, his
head bent over a book. The Medieva History professor looked up.

"Oh, hello, Chalmers. What the deuce is going on around here? Has everybody gone suddenly crazy?' he
asked.

"Whl, they seem to think | have" he said bitterly.

"They do? Stupid of them. What's dl this about some Arab being shot? | didn't know there were any
Arabs around here."

"Not here. At Basra" He told Pottgeiter what had happened.

"Wdl! I'm sorry to hear about that,” the old man said. "I have afriend at Southern Cdifornia, Bdlingham,
who knew Khdid very well. Was in the Middle East doing some research on the Byzantine Empire;
Khaid was most helpful. Bdlingham was quite impressed by him; said he was a wonderful man, and a
fine scholar. Why would anybody want to kill a man like that?

He explained in generd terms. Pottgeiter nodded understandingly: assassination was a familiar feature of
the medievd political landscape, too. Chamers went on to elaborate. It was a rdief to tak to somebody
like Pottgeiter, who wasn't bothered by the present moment, but Smply boycotted it. Eventudly, the
period-bell rang. Pottgeiter looked &t his watch, as from conditioned reflex, and then rose, saying that he
hed a class and excusng himsdf. He would have carried his cigar with him if Chamers hadn't taken it
away from him.

After Pottgeiter had gone Chamers opened a book—he didn't notice what it was—and sat daing
unsaaing at the pages. So the moving knife-edge had come down on the end of Khdid ib'n Hussain's life
what were the events in the next segment of time, and the segments to follow? There would be bloody
fighing dl over the Middle Eas—with consternation, he remembered that he had been talking about that
to Pottgeiter. The Turkish army would movein and try to restore order. There would be more trouble in
northern Iran, the Indian Communists would invade Eastern Pakistan, and then the genera war, so long
dreaded, would come. How fa in the future that was he could not "remember,” nor how the
nuclear-wegpons salemate that had so far prevented it would be broken. He knew that today, and for
years before, nobody had dared start an dl-out atomic war. Wars, now, were margind skirmishes, like
the onein Indonesia, or the steady underground conflict of subversion and sabotage that had come to be
cdled the Subwar. And with the United States dready in possesson of a powerful Lunar base.... He
wished he could "remember” how events between the murder of Khaid and the Thirty Day's War had
been spaced chronologicaly. Something of that had come to him, after the incident in Modern History
IV, and he had driven it from his consciousness.



He didn't dare go home where the reporters would be sure to find him. He amply Ieft the college, a the
end of the school-day, and walked without conscious direction until darkness gathered. This morning,
when he had seen the paper, he had said, and had actudly believed, that the news of the murder in Basra
would put an end to the trouble that had started a month ago in the Modern Higdtory class. It hadn't: the
trouble, it seemed, was only beginning. And with the newspapers, and Whitburn, and Fitch, it could go
on forever....

It was fully dark, now; his shadow fdl ahead of him on the sdewalk, lengthening as he passed under and
beyond a sreet-light, vanishing as he entered the stronger light of the one ahead. The windows of a
chegp cafe reminded him that he was hungry, and he entered, going to a table and ordering something
absently. There was a tdevison screen over the combination bar and lunch-counter. Some kind of a
comedy programme, a which an invisble studio-audience was laughing immoderately and without
apparent cause. The roughly dressed customers dong the counter didn't seem to see any more humor in
it than he did. Then hisfood arrived on the table and he began to eat without redly tadting it.

After a while an dteration in the noises from the tdevison penetrated his consciousness, a
news-program had come on, and he raised his head. The screen showed a square in an Eagtern aity; the
Voice was saying:

"... Basra, where Khdid ib'n Hussain was assassinated early this morning—early afternoon, locd time.
Thisis the scene of the crime the body of the murderer has been removed, but you can Hill see the
stones with which he was pelted to death by the mob...."

A close-up of the square, dill littered with torn-up paving-stones. A Cdliphate army officer, displaying the
wegpon—it was an old M3, dl right; Chamers had used one of those things, himsdlf, thirty years before,
and he and his contemporaries had cdled it a "grease-gun.” There were some recent pictures of Khalid,
induding one taken as he Ieft the plane on his return from Ankara. He watched, absorbed; it was dl
exactly as he had "remembered” a month ago. It gratified him to see that his future "memories’ were
relidblein detall as wdl as generdity.

"But the most amazing part of the story comes, not from Basra, but from Blanley College, in Cdifornia”
the commentator was saying, "where, it is reveded, the murder of Khdid was foretold, with uncanny
accuracy, a month ago, by a history professor, Doctor Edward Chamers...."

There was a picture of himsdf, in hat and overcoat, perfectly motionless, as though a brief moving
gimpse were being prolonged. A glance a the background told hm when and where it had been
taken—a year and a hdf ago, at a convention at Harvard. These telecast people must save up every inch
of old newsfilm they ever took. There were views of Blanley campus, and interviews with some of the
Modern Higory IV boys, induding Dacre and Kendrick. That was one of the things they'd been doing
with that jeep-mounted sound-camera, this afternoon, then. The boys, some brashly, some
embarrassedly, were subgtantiating the fact that he had, a month ago, described yesterday's event in
detail. There was an interview with Leonard Fitch; the psychology professor was trying to explain the
phenomenon of precognition in layman's terms, and making heavy going of it. And there was the mobbing
of Whitburn in front of Adminigration Center. The college presdent was shouting denids of every
question asked him, and as he turned and fled, the guffaws of the reporters were plainly audible.

An argument broke out dong the counter.



"I don't believe it! How could anybody know dl that about something before it happened?”
"W, you heard that-there professor, what was his name. An' you heard dl them boys...."
"Ah, college-boys; they'll do anything for a jokel™

"After refusng to be interviewed for telecast, the president of Blanley College findly consented to hold a
press conference in his office, from which telecast cameras were barred. He denied the whole story
categoricdly and stated that the boys in Professor Chamers class had concocted the whole thing as a
hoax...."

"Therdl See what | told you!"

"... dating that Professor Chdmersis mentaly unsound, and that he has been trying for years to oust him
from his position on the Blanley faculty but has been unable to do so because of the provisons of the
Faculty Tenure Act of 1963. Most of his remarks were in the nature of a polemic agang this law,
generdly regarded as the college professors hill of rights. It is to be stated here that other members of
the Blanley faculty have unconditiondly confirmed the fact that Doctor Chamers did make the statements
atributed to him amonth ago, long before the death of Khdid ib'n Hussain...."

"Yah! How about that, now? How'ya gonna get around that?'

Beckoning the waitress, he paid his check and hurried out. Before he reached the door, he heard a voice,
amog duttering with excitement:

"Hey! Look! That's him!"
He began to run. He was two blocks from the cafe before he dowed to awak again.

That night, he needed three shots of whiskey before he could get to deep.

A ddegation from the American Indtitute of Psonics and Parapsychology reached Blanley that morning,
having taken a strato-plane from the East Coast. They had academic titles and degrees that even Lloyd
Whitburn couldn't ignore. They talked with Leonard Fitch, and with the students from Modern Higtory
IV, and took statements. It wasn't until after Generd European Higtory Il that they caught up with
Chadmers—an ddely man, with white har and a ruddy face, a young man who looked like a
heavy-weight boxer; a middle-aged man in tweeds who smoked a pipe and looked as though he ought to
be more interested in grouse-shooting and flower-gardening than in clairvoyance and teepathy. The
names of the firg two meant nothing to Chamers. They were important names in their own fidd, but it
was not hisfidd. The name of the third, who listened slently, he did not catch.

"You understand, gentlemen, that I'm having some difficulties with the college adminigtration about this”
he told them. "Presdent Whitburn has even gone so far as to chadlenge my fitness to hold a pogtion



here"
"Weve talked to him," the ederly man said. "It was not a very satisfactory discusson.”

"President Whitburn's fitness to hold his own position could very easily be chalenged,” the young man
added pugnacioudy.

"W, then, you see what my position is. I've consulted my attorney, Mr. Welll and he has advised me to
make absolutely no statements of any sort about the matter.”

"l undergtand,” the eldest of the trio said. "But we're not the press, or anything like that. We can assure
you that anything you tdll uswill be absolutely confidentia.” He looked inquiringly a the middle-aged man
in tweeds, who nodded slently. "We can understand that the students in your modern higtory class are
tdling what is subgtantidly the truth?"

"If you're thinking about that hoax statement of Whitburn's, that's alot of idiotic drive!" he said angrily. "I
heard some of those boys on the telecast, last night; except for afew detallsin which they were confused,
they dl stated exactly whet they heard me say in class a month ago.”

"And we assume,"—agan he glanced a the man in tweeds—"that you had no opportunity of knowing
anything, at the time, about any actua plot againg Khdid's life?"

The man in tweeds broke slence for the firg time. "You can assume that. | don't even think this fdlow
Noureed knew anything about it, then."

"Wadl, wed like to know, as nearly as you're able to tdl us, just how you became the percipient of this
knowledge of the future event of the death of Khalid ib'n Hussain," the young man began. "Wasit through
adream, or awaking experience; did you visudize, or have an auditory impression, or did it Smply come
into your mind...."

"I'm sorry, gentlemen.” He looked a his watch. "I have to be going somewhere, a once. In any casg, |
amply can't discuss the matter with you. | appreciate your postion; | know how I'd fed if data of
higorica importance were being withhdd from me. However, | trust that you will appreciate my postion
and spare me any further questioning.”

That was dl he dlowed them to get out of him. They spent another few minutes being polite to one
another; he invited them to lunch at the Faculty Club, and learned that they were lunching there as Fitch's
guests. They went away trying to hide their disgppointment.

The Psonics and Pargpsychology people weren't the only delegation to reach Blanley that day. Enough
of the trustees of the college lived in the San Francisco area to muster a quorum for a meeting the evening
before; a committee, induding James Dacre, the father of the boy in Modern Higtory 1V, was appointed
to get the facts a firgt hand; they arrived about noon. They talked to some of the students, spent some



time closeted with Whitburn, and were seen crossing the campus with the Pargpsychology people. They
didnt talk to Chamers or Fitch. In the afternoon, Marjorie Fenner told Chamers that his presence a a
mesting, to be held that evening in Whitburn's office, was requested. The request, she said, had come
from the trustees committee, not from Whitburn; she dso told him that Fitch would be there. Chamers
promptly phoned Stanly Welll.

"Il be there dong with you," the lawvyer said. "If this trustees committee is running it, they'll redize that
this is a matter in which you're entitled to legd advice. I'll stop by your place and pick you up.... You
haven't been doing any taking, have you?'

He described the interview with the PSonics and Pargpsychology people.
"That was dl right.... Was there a man with a mustache, in a brown tweed suit, with them?”
"Yes | didn't catch hisname...."

"It's Cutler. HeE's an Army mgor; Centrd Intelligence. His crowd's interested in whether you had any redl
advance information on this. He wasin to see me, just awhile ago. | have the impresson held like to see
thiswhole thing played down, so hell be on our sde, more or less and for the time being. I'll be around
to your place about eght; in the meantime, don't do any more taking than you have to. | hope we can get
this straightened out, this evening. I'll have to go to Reno in aday or so to see adient there....”

The medting in Whitburn's office had been set for eight-thirty; Waelll saw to it that they arrived exactly on
time Asthey got out of his car a Adminidration Center and crossed to the steps, Chdmers had the
feding of going to a dud, accompanied by his second. The briefcase Well was carrying may have given
him the ideg; it was flat and square-cornered, the Sze and shape of an old case of duding pistols. He
commented on it.

"Sound recorder,” Welll said. "Loaded with a four-hour spool. No maiter how long this thing lasts, I'l
have a record of it, if | want to produce onein court.”

Another party was ariving & the same time—the two Psonics and Pargpsychology people and the
Intelligence mgjor, who seemed to have formed a working partnership. They dl entered together, after a
brief and guardedly polite exchange of greetings. There were voices raised in argument insde when they
came to Whitburn's office. The college presdent was trying to keep Handley, Tom Smith, and Max
Pottgeiter from entering his private room in the rear.

"It certainly id" Handley was saying. "As faculty members, any controversy involving establishment of
standards of fitness to teach under a tenure-contract concerns dl of us, because any action taken in this
case may establish a precedent which could affect the vdidity of our own contracts.”

A big man with iron-gray hair appeared in the doorway of the private office behind Whitburn; James
Dacre.



"These gentlemen have a subgantid interest in this, Doctor Whitburn," he said. "If they're here as
representatives of the college faculty, they have every right to be present.”

Whitburn stood aside. Handley, Smith and Pottgeiter went through the door; the others followed. The
other three members of the trustees committee were dready in the room. A few minutes later, Leonard
Ftch arrived, dso carrying a briefcase.

"Wl, everybody seemsto be here" Whitburn said, sarting toward his chair behind the desk. "We might
aswdl get this started.”

"Yes If youll excuse me, Doctor.” Dacre stepped in front of him and sat down at the desk. "I've been
selected as chairman of this committeg; | believe I'm presiding here. Start the recorder, somebody."

One of the other trustees went to the sound recorder beside the desk—a larger but probably not more
effident ingrument than the one Welll had concealed in his briefcase—and flipped a switch. Then he and
his companions dragged up chairs to flank Dacre's, and the rest seated themsalves around the room. Old
Pottgeiter took a seat next to Chamers. Welll opened the case on his lap, reached indde, and closed it

agan.

"What are they trying to do, Ed?" Pottgeiter asked, in a loud whisper. "Throw you off the faculty? They
can't do that, can they?'

"l don't know, Max. Well see...."

"Thisisn't any forma hearing, and nobody's on trid here" Dacre was saying. "Any action will have to be
taken by the board of trustees as awhole, at a regulaly scheduled mesting. All we're trying to do is find
out just what's happened here, and who, if anybody, isresponsible....”

"W, there's the man who's responsiblel™ Whitburn cried, pointing at Chalmers. "This whole thing grew
out of his behavior in class amonth ago, and I'll remind you that at the time | demanded his resgnation!™

"I thought it was Doctor Fitch, here, who gave the story to the newspapers,” one of the trustees, a men
with red hair and athin, eyeglassed face, objected.

"Doctor Ftch acted as any scientig should, in meking public what he believed to be an important
stentific discovery,” the eder of the two Parapsychology men said. "He believed, and so do we, that he
hed discovered a sgnificant instance of precognition—a case of red prior knowledge of a future event.
He made a careful and systematic record of Professor Chamers statements, at least two weeks before
the occurrence of the event to which they referred. It is entirdy due to him that we know exactly what
Professor Chdmers said and when he said it."

"Yes" his younger colleegue added, "and in dl my experience I've never heard anything more
preposterous than this man Whitburn's attempt, yesterday, to deny the fact.”

"Wl, we're convinced that Doctor Chdmers did in fact say what he's dleged to have said, last month,”
Dacre began.



"dm, | think we ought to get that established, for the record,” another of the trustees put in. "Doctor
Chamers, isit true that you spoke, in the past tense, about the desth of Khaid ibn Hussain in one of
your classes on the sixteenth of last month?"

Chamers rose. "Yes, it is And the next day, | was cdled into this room by Doctor Whitburn, who
demanded my resignaion from the faculty of this college because of it. Now, what 1'd like to know is,
why did Doctor Whitburn, in this same room, deny, yesterday, that 1'd said anything of the sort, and
accuse my students of concocting the story after the event as a hoax.”

"One of them being my son," Dacre added. "I'd like to hear an answer to that, mysdf.”

"Sowould 1," Stanly Weill chimed in. "Y ou know, my client has a good case againg Doctor Whitburn for
libd."

Chamers looked around the room. Of the thirteen men around him, only Whitburn was an enemy. Some
of the others were on his Sde, for one reason or another, but none of them were friends. Welll was his
lawyer, obeying an obligation to a dient which, at bottom, was an obligation to his own conscience.
Handley was afrad of the posshility that a precedent might be established which would impair his own
tenure-contract. Fitch, and the two men from the Inditute of Psonics and Pargpsychology were
interested in him as a source of study-materid. Dacre resented a dur upon his son; he and the others
were interested in Blanley College as an inditution, dmost an abstraction. And the mgor in mufti was
probably worrying about the consequences to military security of having a prophet at large. Then a hand
gripped his shoulder, and a voice whispered in his ear:

"That's good, Ed; don't let them scare you!"
Old Max Pottgeiter, at least, was afriend.

"Doctor Whitburn, I'm asking you, and | expect an answer, why did you make such statements to the
press, when you knew perfectly wel that they were fase?' Dacre demanded sharply.

"I knew nothing of the kind!" Whitburn blustered, showing, under the bluster, fear. "Yes, | demanded this
man's resgnation on the morning of October Seventeenth, the day after this incident occurred. It had
come to my attention on severd occasions that he was making wild and unreasonable assertions in class,
and subjecting himsdlf, and with himsdf the whole faculty of this college, to student ridicule. Why, there
was actudly an editoria about it written by the student editor of the campus paper, the Black and Green
. | managed to prevent its publication...." He went on a some length about that. "If | might be permitted
access to the drawers of my own desk," he added with ephantine sarcasm, "I could show you the
editorid in question.”

"You needn't bother; | have a carbon copy,” Dacre told him. "Weve dl read it. If you did, at the time
you suppressed it, you should have known what Doctor Chadmers said in class”

"I knew hed taked a lot of poppycock about a man who was 4ill living having been shot to desth,”
Whitburn retorted. "And if something of the sort actudly happened, what of it? Somebody's dways
taking a shot at one or another of these foreign dictators, and they can't missdl thetime”



"You dam this was pure coincidence?' Fitch demanded. "A ten-point coincidence: Event of
assassindtion, year of the event, place, circumstances, name of assassin, nationdity of assassn, manner of
killing, exact type of weapon used, guards killed and wounded dong with Khdid, and fae of the
assassin. If that's a Imple and plausble coincidence, so's deding ten royd flushes in succession in a
poker game. Tom, you figured that out; what did you say the odds againd it were?"

"Was dl that actudly stated by Doctor Chamers a month ago?' one of the trustees asked, increduloudy.

"It absolutely was. Look here, Mr. Dacre, gentlemen.” Fitch came forward, unzipping his briefcase and
puling out papers. "Here are the dgned statements of each of Doctor Chadmers twenty-three Modern
Higtory Four students, dl made and dated before the assassination. Y ou can refer to them as you please;
they're in dphabeticad order. And here” He unfolded a sheet of graph paper a yard long and dmost as
wide. "Here's a tabulated summary of the boys statements. All agreed on the firg point, the fact of the
assassination. All agreed that the time was sometime this year. Twenty out of twenty-three agreed on
Baga as the place. Why, seven of them even remembered the name of the assassin. That in itHf is
remarkable; Doctor Chamers has an extremdly intdligent and attentive class”

"They're atentive because they know he's adways likdy to do something crazy and make a circus out of
himsdf," Whitburn interjected.

"And this ign't the only ingtance of Doctor Chamers precognitive aaility,” Fitch continued. "There have
been a number of other cases....”

Chamers jumped to his feet; Stanly Waelll rose beside him, shoved the cased sound-recorder into his
hands, and pushed him back into his sedt.

"Gentlemen,” the lawyer began, quietly but firmly and clearly. "This is dl getting pretty badly out of hand.
After dl, thisisn't an investigation of the actudity of precognition as a psychic phenomenon. What 1'd like
to hear, and what | haven't heard yet, is Doctor Whitburn's explanation of his contradictory statements
that he knew about my dlient's aleged remarks on the evening after they were supposed to have been
made and that, at the same time, the whole thing was a hoax concocted by his sudents.”

"Are you implying thet I'm aliar?" Whitburn bristled.

"I'm pointing out that you made a pair of contradictory statements, and I'm asking how you could do that
knowingly and honegtly,” Well retorted.

"What | meant,” Whitburn began, with exaggerated downess, as though speaking to an idiot, "was tha
yesterday, when those infend reporters were badgering me, | redly thought that some of Professor
Chamers students had gotten together and given the Valley Times an exaggerated story about his insane
maunderings a month ago. | hadn't imagined that a member of the faculty had been so lacking in loydty to
the college...."

"You couldn't imegine anybody with any more intellectud integrity than you havel” Ftch farly yedled a
him.



"Youre as crazy as Chamerd" Whitburn ydled back. He turned to the trustees. "You see the postion
I'min, here, with thisinfernd Higher Education Faculty Tenure Act? | have a madman on my faculty, and
can | get rid of im? No! | demand his resgnation, and he laughs at me and goes running for his lawyer!
And he is a madman! Nobody but a madman would tak the way he does. You think this Khdid ibn
Hussain business is the only time he's done anything like this? Why, | have a lig of a dozen occasions
when he's done something just as bad, only he didn't have alucky coincidence to back him up. Trying to
get books that don't exist out of the library, and then ingsting that they're standard textbooks. Taking
about the revolt of the colonies on Mars and Venus. Taking about something he cdls the Terran
Federation, some kind of a world empire. Or something he cdls Operation Triple Cross, that saved the
country during some fantastic war he imagined...."

"What did you say?"

The question cracked out like a gring of pistol shots. Everybody turned. The quiet man in the brown
tweed suit had spoken; now he looked as though he were very much regretting it.

"Isthere such athing as Operation Triple Cross?' Fitch was asking.

"No, no. | never heard anything about that; that wasn't what | meant. It was this Terran Federation thing,”
the mgor said, atrifle too quickly and too smoothly. He turned to Chamers. "You never did any work
for PSPB; did you ever tak to anybody who did?' he asked.

"I don't even know what the letters mean," Chamers replied.

"Politico-Strategic Planning Board. It's dl pretty hush-hush, but this term Terran Federation is a tentative
name for a proposed organization to take the place of the U. N. if that organization breaks up. It's
nothing particularly important, and it only exists on paper.”

It won't exigt only on paper very long, Chdmers thought. He was wondering what Operation Triple
Cross was, he had some notes on it, but he had forgotten what they were.

"Maybe he did pick that up from somebody who'd talked indiscregtly,” Whitburn conceded. "But the rest
of this tommyrot! Why, he was taking about how the city of Reno had been destroyed by an exploson
and fire, literdly wiped off the map. There's an example for you!"

Hed forgotten about that, too. It had been ardatively minor incident in the secret struggle of the Subwar;
now he remembered having made a note about it. He was sure that it followed closdy &fter the
assassination of Khalid ibin Hussain. He turned quickly to Walll.

"Didn't you say you had to go to Reno in aday or 07" he asked.

Waelll hushed him urgently, pointing with his free hand to the recorder. The exchange prevented him from
naticing that Max Pottgeiter had risen, until the old man was speaking.

"Are you trying to tdl these people that Professor Chamers is crazy?' he was demanding. "Why, he has
one of the best minds on the campus. | was tadking to him only yesterday, in the back room & the



Library. You know," he went on gpologeticdly, "my subject is Medievd Higory; | don't pay much
atention to what's going on in the contemporary world, and | didnt understand, redly, what dl this
exctement was about. But he explained the whole thing to me, and did it in terms that | could grasp,
drawing some excellent pardlds with the Byzantine Empire and the Crusades. All about the revolt a
Damascus, and the sack of Beirut, and the war between Jordan and Saudi Arabia, and how the Turkish
amy intervened, and the invason of Pakigtan...."

"When did dl this hgppen?' one of the trustees demanded.

Pottgeiter started to explain; Chalmers redized, sckly, how much of his future history he had poured into
the trudting ear of the old medievdig, the day before.

"Good Lord, man; don't you read the papers at dl?" another of the trustees asked.

"No! And | don't read inside-dope magazines, or science fiction. | read carefully substantiated facts. And
| know when I'm talking to a sane and reasonable man. It isn't a common experience, around here."

Dacre passed a hand over hisface. "Doctor Whitburn,” he said, "I must admit that | came to this meeting
grongly prejudiced againg you, and I'll further admit that your own behavior here has done very little to
dispd that prejudice. But I'm beginning to get some idea of what you have to contend with, here at
Blanley, and | find that | must make alot of dlowances. | had no idea.... Smply no idea at dl."

"Look, you're getting a completely distorted picture of this, Mr. Dacre," Fitch broke in. "It's precisely as |
believed; Doctor Chamers is an unusudly gifted precognitive percipient. You've seen, gentlemen, how
his complicated chain of precognitions about the death of Khdid has been proven veridicd; 1'd stake my
life that every one of these precognitions will be amilally verified. And I'll stake my professond
reputation that the man is perfectly sane. Of course, abnormd psychology and psychopathology aren't
my subjects, but...."

"They're not my subjects, ether,” Whitburn retorted, "but | know alunatic by his ravings™

"Doctor Ftch is taking an entirdy proper dtitude” Pottgeiter said, "in pointing out that abnorma
psychology is a specidized branch, outside his own fidd. | wouldn't dream, mysdf, of trying to offer a
decisve opinion on some point of Roman, or Babylonian, hisory. Well, if the question of Doctor
Chamers sanity is at issue here, let's consult somebody who specidizes in insanity. | don't believe that
anybody here is qudified even to express an opinion on that subject, Doctor Whitburn least of all.”

Whitburn turned on him angrily. "Oh, shut up, you doddering old fool!" he shouted. "Look; there's
another of them!" he told the trustees. "Ancther deadhead on the faculty that this Tenure Law keegps me
from getting rid of. He's as bad as Chamers, himsdf. You just heard that sring of nonsense he was
spouting. Why, his courses have been noted among the students for years as snap courses in which
nobody ever has to do any work...."

Chamers was on his feet again, thoroughly angry. Abuse of himsdf he could take; talking that way about
gentle, learned, old Pottgeiter was something else.



"I think Doctor Pottgeiter's said the mogt reasonable thing I've heard snce | came in here" he declared.
"If my sanity isto be questioned, | ingg that it be questioned by somebody qudified to do so.”
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Had the sanerestrained theinsane, or wasit the other way around?

Wl set his recorder on the floor and jumped up beside him, trying to haul him back into his seet.
"For God's sake, man! Sit down and shut up!™ he hissed.

Chamers shook off his hand. "No, | won't shut up! Thisis the only way to settle this, once and for dl.
And when my sanity's been vindicated, I'm going to sue thisfellow...."

Whitburn started to make some retort, then stopped short. After a moment, he amiled nedtily.

"Do | understand, Doctor Chamers, that you would be willing to submit to psychiatric examination?' he
asked.

"Dont agree; you're putting your foot in atrap!™ Walll told him urgently.
"Of course, | agree, as long as the examination is conducted by a properly qudified psychiatrist.”

"How about Doctor Hauserman at Northern State Mentd Hospita?* Whitburn asked quickly. "Would
you agree to an examination by him?'

"Excdlent!” Fitch excdlamed. "One of the best menin thefield. I'd accept his opinion unreservedly.”

Walll started to object again; Chamers cut him off. "Doctor Hauserman will be quite satisfactory to me.
The only question is, would he be available?’



"I think he would," Dacre said, glandng at his watch. "I wonder if he could be reached now." He got to
hisfeet. "Teephonein your outer office, Doctor Whitburn? Fine. If you gentlemen will excuse me...."

It was a good fifteen minutes before he returned, amiling.

"W, gentlemen, it's dl arranged,” he said. "Doctor Hauserman is quite willing to examine Doctor
Chamers—with the latter's consent, of course.”

"Héll have it. In writing, if he wishes"

"Yes, | assured him on that point. Hell be here about noon tomorrow—it's a hundred and fifty miles from
the hospitd, but the doctor flies his own plane—and the examination can start at two in the afternoon. He
seems familiar with the fadlities of the psychology department, here; | assured him that they were a his
disposa. Will that be satisfactory to you, Doctor Chamers?!

"I have a class at that time, but one of the ingtructors can take it over—if holding classes will be possible
around here tomorrow,” he said. "Now, if you gentlemen will pardon me, | think I'll go home and get
some deep.”

Wl came up to the gpartment with him. He mixed a couple of drinks and they went into the living room
with them.

"Jud in case you don't know what youve gotten yoursdf into,” Welll said, "this Hauserman isnt any
ordinary couch-pilot; he's the state psychiatrist. If he gets the idea you aren't sane, he can commit you to
ahospita, and I'll bet that's exactly what Whitburn had in mind when he suggested him. And | don't trust
this man Dacre. | thought he was on our Sde, at the start, but that was before your friends got into the
act." He frowned into hisdrink. "And | don't like the way that Intdligence mgor was acting, toward the
lagt. If he thinks you know something you are not supposed to, a mentd hospitd may be his idea of a
good place to put you away."

"You don't think this man Hauserman would alow himsdf to be influenced ...? No. You just don't think
I'm sane. Do you?"'

"I know what Hauserman'll think. Hell think this future history businessisa classcd case of systematized
schizoid delusion. | wish I'd never gotten into this case. | wish I'd never even heard of you! And another
thing; in case you get past Hauserman dl right, you can forget about that damage-suit biuff of mine. You
would not stand a chance with it in court.”

"In spite of what happened to Khdid?'

"After tomorrow, | won't stay in the same room with anybody who even mentions that name to me. Wal,
win or losg, itll be over tomorrow and then | can leave here.”



"Did you tdl me you were going to Reno?' Chamers asked. "Don't do it. You remember Whitburn
mentioning how | spoke about an explosion there? It happened just a couple of days after the murder of
Khdid. There was—will be—a trainload of high explosves in the railroad yard; itll be the biggest
non-nuclear explosion since the Mont Blanc blew up in Haifax harbor in World War One...."

Wil threw his drink into the fire he must have avoided throwing the glass in with it by a last-second
exercise of sdf-control.

"Wdl," he said, after a brief sruggle to master himsdlf. "One thing about the legd profession; you do hear
the damnedest thingdl... Good night, Professor. And try—please try, for the sake of your poor haried
lawyer—to keep your mouth shut about things like that, &t leedt till after you get through with Hauserman.
And when you'e talking to him, don't, don't, for heaven's sake, don't, volunteer anything!”

The room was a pleasant, warmly-colored, place. There was a desk, much like the ones in the
classrooms, and sx or seven wicker amchairs. A lot of apparatus had been pushed back dong the
wadls, the dust-covers were gay cretonne. There was a couch, with more apparatus, Smilaly covered,
besde it. Hauserman was seated at the desk when Chamers entered.

He rose, and they shook hands. A man of about his own age, smooth-faced, patidly bad. Chamers
tried to guess something of the man's nature from his face, but could read nothing. A face wel trained to
keep its owner's secrets.

"Something to smoke, Professor,” he began, offering his cigarette case.
"My pipe, if you don't mind." He got it out and filled it.
"Any of those chairs" Hauserman said, gesturing toward them.

They were dl arranged to face the desk. He sat down, lighting his pipe. Hauserman nodded agpprovingly;
he was behaving camly, and didn't need being put at ease. They taked a random—at least, Hauserman
tried to make it seem so—for some time about his work, his book about the French Revolution, current
events. He picked hisway carefully through the conversation, dert for traps which the psychiatrist might
be laying for him. Findly, Hauserman said:

"Would you mind tdling me jus why you fdt it advisable to request a psychiaric examindion,
Professor?

"I didn't request it. But when the suggestion was made, by one of my friends, in reply to some aspersons
of my sanity, | agreed to it."

"Good didinction. And why was your sanity questioned? | won't deny that | had heard of this afair, here,
before Mr. Dacre cdled me, last evening, but 1'd like to hear your verson of it."



He went into that, from the origind incident in Modern History 1V, choosing every word carefully, trying
to concentrate on making a good impresson upon Hauserman, and at the same time finding that more
"memoaries’ of the future were beginning to seep past the barrier of his consciousness. He tried to dam
them back; when he could not, he spoke with greater and greater care lest they leak into his speech.

"I can't recall the exact manner inwhich | blundered into it. The fact thet | did make such a blunder was
because | was taking extemporaneoudy and had wandered ahead of my text. | was trying to show the
results of the collgpse of the Ottoman Empire after the First World War, and the partition of the Middle
Eadt into a loose collection of Arab dtates, and the passing of British and other European spheres of
influence following the Second. You know, when you consder it, the Idamic Cdiphate was inevitable;
the surprisng thing is that it was created by a man like Khadlid...."

He was tdking to gain time, and he suspected that Hauserman knew it. The "memories’ were coming into
his mind more and more srongly; it was impossible to suppress them. The period of anarchy following
Khalid's death would be much briefer, and much more violent, than he had previoudy thought. Tdld ibn
Khdid would be flying from England even now; perhaps he had adready |eft the plane to take refuge
among the black tents of his father's Bedouins. The revolt at Damascus would break out before the end
of the month; before the end of the year, the whole of Syria and Lebanon would be in bloody chaos, and
the Turkish army would be on the march.

"Yes. And you alowed yoursdf to be carried alittle beyond the present moment, into the future, without
redizing it? Is that it?"

"Something like thet," he replied, wide awake to the trap Hauserman had set, and fearful that it might be a
blind, to disguise the red trap. "Higtory follows certain patterns. I'm not a Toynbean, by any manner of
means, but any higorian can see that certain forces generdly tend to produce smilar effects. For
indance, space trave is now a fact; our government has at present a military base on Luna. Within our
lifetimes—oertainly within the lifeimes of my students—there will be explorations and atempts a
colonization on Mars and Venus. You bdieve that, Doctor?"

"Oh, unreservedly. I'm not supposed to tak about it, but | did some work on the Philadephia Project,
mysf. I'd say that every mgor problem of interplangtary flight had been solved before the firg robot
rocket was landed on Luna"

"Yes. And when Mars and Venus are colonized, there will be the same higtoric Stuations, at least in
generd shape, as arose when the European powers were colonizing the New World, or, for that matter,
when the Greek city-states were throwing out colonies across the Aegean. That's the sort of thing we call
projecting the past into the future through the present.”

Hauserman nodded. "But how about the details? Things like the assassination of a specific personage.
How can you extrgpolate to athing like thet?"

"Wdl..." More "memories’ were coming to the surface; he tried to crowd them back. "I do my
projecting in what you might call fictionalized form; try to fill in the details from imagination. In the case of
Khdid, | was trying to imeagine what would happen if his influence were suddenly removed from Near
Eagtern and Middle Eastern, affairs. | suppose | constructed an imeginary scene of his assassination....”



He went on at length. Mohammed and Noureed were common enough names. The Middle East was full
of old U. S. weapons. Stoning was the traditional method of execution; it diffused respongbility so that
no individud could be singled out for blood-feud vengeance.

"You have no idea how disturbed | was when the whole thing happened, exactly as | had described it,"
he continued. "And worgt of dl, to me, was this Intdligence officer showing up; | thought | was redly in
for it!"

"Then you've never redly believed that you had rea knowledge of the future?”

"I'm beginning to, since I've been taking to these Psonics and Parapsychology people” he laughed. It
sounded, he hoped, like anaturd and unaffected laugh. "They seem to be convinced that | have"

There would be an Eastern-inspired uprisng in Azerbaijan by the middle of the next year; before autumn,
the Indian Communigts would make their fatd attempt to seize East Pakistan. The Thirty Days War
would be the immediate result. By that time, the Lunar Base would be completed and ready; the enemy
missles would be amed primarily a the rocketports from which it was supplied. Ddivered without
warning, it should have succeeded—except that every rocketport had its secret duplicate and triplicate.
That was Operation Triple Cross, no wonder Mgor Cutler had been so dtartled at the words, last
evening. The enemy would be utterly overwhelmed under the rain of missles from across space, but urtil
the moon-rockets began to fdl, the United States would suffer grievoudy.

"Honeslly, though, | fed sorry for my friend Fitch,” he added. "He's going to be frightfully let down when
some more of my aleged prophecies misfire on him. But | redly haven't been deliberately decaiving him.”

And Blanley College was at the center of one of the areas which would receive the worst of the
thermonuclear hel to come. And it would be alittle under a year....

"And that's dl there is to it!" Hauserman exclamed, annoyance in his voice. "I'm amazed that this man
Whitburn alowed athing like this to assume the proportionsit did. | mugt say that | seem to have gotten
the story about this busnessin avery garbled form indeed.” He laughed shortly. "I came here convinced
that you were mentdly unbalanced. |1 hope you won't take that the wrong way, Professor,” he hastened
to add. "In my profession, anything can be expected. A good psychiatrist can never afford to forget how
sharp and fineis the knife-edge."

"The knife-edgel” The words startled him. He had been thinking, a that moment, of the knife-edge,
didng moment after moment relentlesdy away from the future, into the past, at each dice coming closer
and closer to the moment when the missles of the Eastern Axis would fdl. "I didn't know they 4ill
resorted to surgery, in mentd cases,” he added, trying to cover his break.

"Oh, no; dl that sort of thing is as irrevocably discarded as the whips and shackles of Bedlam. | meant
another kind of knife-edge; the thin, dmog invisble, line which separates sanity from non-sanity. From
madness, to use a deplorable lay expresson.” Hauserman lit another cigarette. "Most minds are a lot
closer to it than their owners suspect, too. In fact, Professor, | was so convinced that yours had passed
over it that | brought with me a commitment form, made out dl but my signature, for you." He took it
from his pocket and laid it on the desk. "The modern equivaent of the lettre-de-cachet, | suppose the
author of a book on the French Revolution would cdl it. | was dl ready to cetify you as mentdly



unsound, and commit you to Northern State Mentd Hospitd."

Chadmers sat erect in his chair. He knew where that was, on the other Sde of the mountains, in the one
part of the state completely untouched by the H-bombs of the Thirty Days War. Why, the town outside
which the hospitd stood had been a military headquarters during the period immediatdy after the
bombings, and the center from which al the rescue work in the state had been directed.

"And you thought you could commit me to Northern Statel” he demanded, laughing scornfully, and this
time he didn't try to make the laugh sound natural and unaffected. ™Y ou—confine me, anywhere? Confine
apoor old higtory professor's body, yes, but that isnt me. I'm universd; | exist in dl space-time. When
this old body I'm wearing now was writing that book on the French Revolution, | was in Paris, watching
it happen, from the fdl of the Badtile to the Ninth Thermidor. | was in Basra, and saw that crazed tool of
the Axis shoot down Khdid ib'n Hussein—and the professor talked about it a month before it happened.
| have seen empires rise and dtretch from star to star across the Galaxy, and crumble and fall. | have

Doctor Hauserman had gotten his pen out of his pocket and was Sgning the commitment form with one
hand; with the other, he pressed a button on the desk. A door at the rear opened, and a large young man
inawhite jacket entered.

"Youll have to go away for a while, Professor,” Hauserman was tdling him, much later, after he had
alowed himsdf to become cam again. "For how long, | don't know. Maybe a year or s0."

"You mean to Northern State Mental ?'

"Well.... Yes, Professor. You've had abad crack-up. | don't suppose you redize how bad. You've been
working too hard; harder than your nervous system could stand. It's been too much for you.”

"You mean, I'm nuts?"
"Please, Professor. | deplore that sort of terminology. Y ou've had a severe psychologicd breakdown...."

"Will 1 be able to have books, and papers, and work a little? | couldn't bear the prospect of complete
idleness™

"That would be dl right, if you didn't work too hard.”
"And could | say good-bye to some of my friends?'
Hauserman nodded and asked, "Who?"'

"Wdl, Professor Pottgeiter...."

"He's outside now. He was inquiring about you."



"And Stanly Walll, my attorney. Not business, just to say good-bye."

"Oh, I'm sorry, Professor. He's not in town, now. He left dmost immediaidy after.... After...."
"After he found out | was crazy for sure? Where'd he go?'

"To Reno; he took the plane & five o'clock.”

Wil wouldn't have believed, anyhow; no use trying to blame himsdf for that. But he was as sure that he
would never see Stanly Welll dive again as he was that the next morning the sun would rise. He nodded

impassvely.
"Sorry he couldn't stay. Can | see Max Pottgeiter done?'
"Yes, of course, Professor."

Old Pottgeiter came in, his face anguished. "Ed! It isnt true” he sammered. "I won't believe that it's
true

"What, Max?'
"That you're crazy. Nobody can make me believe that.”

He put his hand on the old man's shoulder. "Confidentidly, Max, neither do |. But don't tdl anybody I'm
not. It's a secret.”

Pottgeiter looked troubled. For a moment, he seemed to be wondering if he mightnt be wrong and
Hauserman and Whitburn and the others right.

"Max, do you bdieve in me?' he asked. "Do you bdieve that | knew about Khalid's assassination a
month before it happened?”’

"It's a horribly hard thing to believe," Pottgeiter admitted. "But, dammit, Ed, you did! | know, medieva
higory is full of stories about prophecies being fulfilled. | aways thought those stories were just legends
that grew up after the event. And, of course, he's about a century late for me, but there was
Nostradamus. Maybe those old prophecies weren't just ex post facto legends, after dl. Yes. After
Khdid, I'l believe that."

"All right. I'm saying, now, that in a few days therell be a bad exploson a Reno, Nevada. Watch the
papers and the telecast for it. If it happens, that ought to prove it. And you remember what | told you
about the Turks annexing Syria and Lebanon?' The old man nodded. "When that happens, get away
from Blanley. Come up to the town where Northern State Mentd Hospitd is, and get yoursdf a place to
live and stay there. And try to bring Marjorie Fenner dong with you. Will you do that, Max?"

"If you say s0." His eyes widened. "Something bad's going to happen here?"



"Yes, Max. Something very bad. Y ou promise me you will?'

"Of course, Ed. You know, you're the only friend | have around here. You and Marjorie. Il come, and
bring her dong."

"Here's the key to my gpartment.” He got it from his pocket and gave it to Pottgeiter, with ingructions.
"BEverything in thefiling cabinet on the left of my desk. And don't let anybody ese see any of it. Keep it
safe for me”

The large young man in the white coat entered.
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