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Timeline

by
Michael Crichton

For Taylor

"All the great empires of the future will be empires of the mind."
WINSTON CHURCHILL, 1953

"If you don't know history, you don't know anything."
EDWARD JOHNSTON, 1990

"I'm not interested in the future. I'm interested in the future of the future."
ROBERT DONIGER, 1996

INTRODUCTION

Science at the End of the Century

A hundred years ago, as the nineteenth century drew to a close, scientists around the world were
satisfied that they had arrived at an accurate picture of the physical world. As physicist Alastair Rae put
it, "By the end of the nineteenth century it seemed that the basic fundamental principles governing the
behavior of the physical universe were known."* Indeed, many scientists said that the study of physics
was nearly completed: no big discoveries remained to be made, only details and finishing touches.

But late in the final decade, afew curiosities came to light. Roentgen discovered rays that passed
through flesh; because they were unexplained, he called them X rays. Two months later, Henri
Becquerel accidentally found that a piece of uranium ore emitted something that fogged photographic
plates. And the electron, the carrier of electricity, was discovered in 1897.

Y et on the whole, physicists remained calm, expecting that these oddities would eventually be explained
by existing theory. No one would have predicted that within five years their complacent view of the
world would be shockingly upended, producing an entirely new conception of the universe and entirely
new technologies that would transform daily life in the twentieth century in unimaginable ways.

If you were to say to aphysicist in 1899 that in 1999, a hundred years later, moving images would be
transmitted into homes all over the world from satellites in the sky; that bombs of unimaginable power
would threaten the species; that antibiotics would abolish infectious disease but that disease would fight
back; that women would have the vote, and pills to control reproduction; that millions of people would
take to the air every hour in aircraft capable of taking off and landing without human touch; that you
could cross the Atlantic at two thousand miles an hour; that humankind would travel to the moon, and
then lose interest; that microscopes would be able to see individual atoms; that people would carry
telephones weighing afew ounces, and speak anywhere in the world without wires; or that most of these
miracles depended on devices the size of a postage stamp, which utilized a new theory called quantum
mechanics - if you said al this, the physicist would almost certainly pronounce you mad.
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Most of these devel opments could not have been predicted in 1899, because prevailing scientific theory
said they were impossible. And for the few developments that were not impossible, such as airplanes,
the sheer scale of their eventual use would have defied comprehension. One might have imagined an
airplane - but ten thousand airplanesin the air at the same time would have been beyond imagining.
Soitisfair to say that even the most informed scientists, standing on the threshold of the twentieth
century, had no idea what was to come.

Now that we stand on the threshold of the twenty-first century, the situation is oddly similar. Once
again, physicists believe the physical world has been explained, and that no further revolutions lie ahead.
Because of prior history, they no longer express this view publicly, but they think it just the same. Some
observers have even gone so far asto argue that science as a discipline has finished its work; that thereis
nothing important |eft for science to discover.

But just as the late nineteenth century gave hints of what was to come, so the late twentieth century also
provides some clues to the future. One of the most important is the interest in so-called quantum
technology. Thisis an effort on many fronts to create a new technology that utilizes the fundamental
nature of subatomic reality, and it promises to revolutionize our ideas of what is possible.

Quantum technology flatly contradicts our common sense ideas of how the world works. It posits a
world where computers operate without being turned on and objects are found without looking for them.
An unimaginably powerful computer can be built from a single molecule. Information moves instantly
between two points, without wires or networks. Distant objects are examined without any contact.
Computers do their calculations in other universes. And teleportation - "Beam me up, Scotty" - is
ordinary and used in many different ways.

In the 1990s, research in quantum technology began to show results. In 1995, quantum ultrasecure
messages were sent over a distance of eight miles, suggesting that a quantum Internet would be built in
the coming century. In Los Alamos, physicists measured the thickness of a human hair using laser light
that was never actually shone on the hair, but only might have been. This bizarre, " counterfactual” result
initiated a new field of interaction-free detection: what has been called "finding something without
looking."

And in 1998, quantum teleportation was demonstrated in three laboratories around the world - in
Innsbruck, in Rome and at Cal Tech.* Physicist Jeff Kimble, leader of the Cal Tech team, said that
guantum teleportation could be applied to solid objects: " The quantum state of one entity could be
transported to another entity. . . . We think we know how to do that."2 Kimble stopped well short of
suggesting they could teleport a human being, but he imagined that someone might try with a bacterium.
These quantum curiosities, defying logic and common sense, have received little attention from the
public, but they will. According to some estimates, by the first decades of the new century, the mgjority
of physicists around the world will work in some aspect of guantum technology.

It istherefore not surprising that during the mid-1990s, several corporations undertook quantum
research. Fujitsu Quantum Devices was established in 1991. IBM formed a quantum research team in
1993, under pioneer Charles Bennett. ATT and other companies soon followed, as did universities such
as Cal Tech, and government facilities like Los Alamos. And so did a New Mexico research company
called ITC. Located only an hour's drive from Los Alamos, ITC made remarkable strides very early in
the decade. Indeed, it isnow clear that ITC was the first company to have a practical, working
application employing advanced quantum technology, in 1998. In retrospect, it was a combination of
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peculiar circumstances - and considerable luck - that gave ITC the lead in a dramatic new technology.
Although the company took the position that their discoveries were entirely benign, their so-called
recovery expedition showed the dangers only too clearly. Two people died, one vanished, and another
suffered seriousinjuries. Certainly, for the young graduate students who undertook the expedition, this
new quantum technology, harbinger of the twenty-first century, proved anything but benign.
A typical episode of private warfare occurred in 1357. Sir Oliver de Vannes, an English knight of
nobility and character, had taken over the towns of Castelgard and La Roque, aong the Dordogne River.
By all accounts, this "borrowed lord" ruled with honest dignity, and was beloved by the people. In April,
Sir Oliver's lands were invaded by a rampaging company of two thousand brigandes, renegade knights
under the command of Arnaut de Cervole, a defrocked monk known as "the Archpriest." After burning
Castelgard to the ground, Cervole razed the nearby Monastery of Sainte-Meére, murdering monks and
destroying the famed water mill on the Dordogne. Cervole then pursued Sir Oliver to the fortress of La
Roque, where aterrible battle followed.
Oliver defended his castle with skill and daring. Contemporary accounts credit Oliver's effortsto his
military adviser, Edwardus de Johnes. Little is known of this man, around whom a Merlin-like
mythology grew up: it was said he could vanish in aflash of light. The chronicler Audreim says Johnes
came from Oxford, but other accounts say he was Milanese. Since he traveled with ateam of young
assistants, he was most likely an itinerant expert, hiring himself out to whoever paid for his services. He
was schooled in the use of gunpowder and artillery, atechnology new at that time. . . .
Ultimately, Oliver lost hisimpregnable castle when a spy opened an inside passage, allowing the
Archpriest's soldiers to enter. Such betrayals were typical of the complex intrigues of that time.

From The Hundred Y ears War in France

by M. D. Backes, 1996

CORAZON

"Anyone who is not shocked by quantum theory does not understand it."
NEILS BOHR, 1927

"Nobody understands quantum theory."

RICHARD FEYNMAN, 1967

He should never have taken that shortcut.

Dan Baker winced as his new Mercedes S500 sedan bounced down the dirt road, heading deeper into the
Navajo reservation in northern Arizona. Around them, the landscape was increasingly desolate: distant
red mesas to the east, flat desert stretching away in the west. They had passed a village half an hour
earlier - dusty houses, a church and a small school, huddlied against a cliff - but since then, they'd seen
nothing at all, not even afence. Just empty red desert. They hadn't seen another car for an hour. Now it
was noon, the sun glaring down at them. Baker, a forty-year-old building contractor in Phoenix, was
beginning to feel uneasy. Especialy since hiswife, an architect, was one of those artistic people who
wasn't practical about things like gas and water. His tank was half-empty. And the car was starting to run

file:///CJ/Documents and Settings/hasi«i/Dokumenty/Marean/kn..., Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt (3 of 262)2.12.2003 1:25:03



file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi «i/Dokumenty/Marean/knihy/700 SciFi, Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt

hot.

"Liz," he said, "are you sure thisis the way?"

Sitting beside him, his wife was bent over the map, tracing the route with her finger. "It hasto be," she
said. "The guidebook said four miles beyond the Corazén Canyon turnoff."

"But we passed Corazén Canyon twenty minutes ago. We must have missed it."

"How could we miss atrading post?' she said.

"I don't know." Baker stared at the road ahead. "But there's nothing out here. Are you sure you want to
do this? | mean, we can get great Navgjo rugs in Sedona. They sell all kinds of rugsin Sedona.”
"Sedona," she sniffed, "is not authentic."

"Of courseit's authentic, honey. A rugisarug.”

"Weaving."

"Okay." He sighed. "A weaving."

"And no, it's not the same," she said. "Those Sedona stores carry tourist junk - they're acrylic, not wooal. |
want the weavings that they sell on the reservation. And supposedly the trading post has an old
Sandpainting weaving from the twenties, by Hosteen Klah. And | want it."

"Okay, Liz." Personally, Baker didn't see why they needed another Navajo rug - weaving - anyway.
They already had two dozen. She had them all over the house. And packed away in closets, too.

They drove on in silence. The road ahead shimmered in the heat, so it looked like asilver lake. And
there were mirages, houses or people rising up on the road, but always when you came closer, there was
nothing there.

Dan Baker sighed again. "We must've passed it."

"Let'sgiveit afew more miles," hiswife said.

"How many more?"

"I don't know. A few more."

"How many, Liz? Let's decide how far we'll go with this thing."

"Ten more minutes," she said.

"Okay," he said, "ten minutes."

He was looking at his gas gauge when Liz threw her hand to her mouth and said, "Dan!" Baker turned
back to the road just in time to see a shape flash by - aman, in brown, at the side of the road - and hear a
loud thump from the side of the car.

"Oh my God!" she said. "We hit him!"

"What?"'

"We hit that guy."

"No, we didn't. We hit a pothole.”

In the rearview mirror, Baker could see the man still standing at the side of the road. A figure in brown,
rapidly disappearing in the dust cloud behind the car asthey drove away.

"We couldn't have hit him," Baker said. "He's still standing.”

"Dan. We hit him. | saw it."

"I don't think so, honey."

Baker looked again in the rearview mirror. But now he saw nothing except the cloud of dust behind the
car.

"We better go back," she said.

"Why?'
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Baker was pretty sure that his wife was wrong and that they hadn't hit the man on the road. But if they
had hit him, and if he was even dlightly injured - just a head cut, a scratch - then it was going to mean a
very long delay in their trip. They'd never get to Phoenix by nightfall. Anybody out here was
undoubtedly a Navajo; they'd have to take him to a hospital, or at least to the nearest big town, which
was Gallup, and that was out of their way-

"I thought you wanted to go back," she said.

"l do."

"Then let's go back."

"I just don't want any problems, Liz."

"Dan. | don't believe this."

He sighed, and slowed the car. "Okay, I'm turning. I'm turning."

And he turned around, being careful not to get stuck in the red sand at the side of the road, and headed
back the way they had come.

"Oh Jesus."

Baker pulled over, and jumped out into the dust cloud of his own car. He gasped as he felt the blast of
heat on his face and body. It must be 120 degrees out here, he thought.

Asthe dust cleared, he saw the man lying at the side of the road, trying to raise himself up on his elbow.
The guy was shaky, about seventy, balding and bearded. His skin was pale; he didn't look Navajo. His
brown clothes were fashioned into long robes. Maybe he's a priest, Baker thought.

"Areyou al right?' Baker said as he helped the man to sit up on the dirt road.

The old man coughed. "Yeah. I'm al right."

"Do you want to stand up?' he said. He was relieved not to see any blood.

"In aminute."

Baker looked around. "Where's your car?' he said.

The man coughed again. Head hanging limply, he stared at the dirt road.

"Dan, | think he's hurt," hiswife said.

"Yeah," Baker said. The old guy certainly seemed to be confused. Baker looked around again: there was
nothing but flat desert in all directions, stretching away into shimmering haze.

No car. Nothing.

"How'd he get out here?' Baker said.

"Comeon," Liz said, "we have to take him to a hospital ."

Baker put his hands under the man's armpits and helped the old guy to hisfeet. The man's clothes were
heavy, made of amaterial like felt, but he wasn't sweating in the heat. In fact, his body felt cool, almost
cold.

The old guy leaned heavily on Baker as they crossed the road. Liz opened the back door. The old man
said, "I can walk. | cantalk."

"Okay. Fine." Baker eased him into the back seat.

The man lay down on the leather, curling into afetal position. Underneath his robes, he was wearing
ordinary clothes:. jeans, a checked shirt, Nikes. He closed the door, and Liz got back in the front seat.
Baker hesitated, remaining outside in the heat. How was it possible the old guy was out here all alone?
Wearing al those clothes and not sweating?

It was asif he had just stepped out of acar.

So maybe he'd been driving, Baker thought. Maybe he'd fallen asleep. Maybe his car had gone off the
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road and he'd had an accident. Maybe there was someone else still trapped in the car.

He heard the old guy muttering, "Left it, heft it. Go back now, get it now, and how."

Baker crossed the road to have alook. He stepped over a very large pothole, considered showing it to his
wife, then decided not to.

Off theroad, he didn't see any tire tracks, but he saw clearly the old man's footprintsin the sand. The
footprints ran back from the road into the desert. Thirty yards away, Baker saw the rim of an arroyo, a
ravine cut into the landscape. The footprints seemed to come from there.

So he followed the footsteps back to the arroyo, stood at the edge, and looked down into it. There was no
car. He saw nothing but a snake, slithering away from him among the rocks. He shivered.

Something white caught his eye, glinting in the sunlight a few feet down the slope. Baker scrambled
down for abetter look. It was a piece of white ceramic about an inch square. It looked like an electrical
insulator. Baker picked it up, and was surprised to find it was cool to the touch. Maybe it was one of
those new materials that didn't absorb heat.

Looking closely at the ceramic, he saw the letters I TC stamped on one edge. And there was a kind of
button, recessed in the side. He wondered what would happen if he pushed the button. Standing in the
heat, with big boulders all around him, he pushed it.

Nothing happened.

He pushed it again. Again nothing.

Baker climbed out of the ravine and went back to the car. The old guy was sleeping, snoring loudly. Liz
was looking at the maps. "Nearest big town is Gallup.”

Baker started the engine. "Gallup it is."

Back on the main highway, they made better time, heading south to Gallup. The old guy was still
sleeping. Liz looked at him and said, "Dan . . ."

"What?"

"Y ou see his hands?"

"What about them?"

"The fingertips."

Baker looked away from the road, glanced quickly into the back seat. The old guy's fingertips were red
to the second knuckle. "So? He's sunburned.”

"Just on the tips? Why not the whole hand?"

Baker shrugged.

"Hisfingers weren't like that before," she said. "They weren't red when we picked him up."

"Honey, you probably just didn't notice them."

"l did notice, because he had a manicure. And | thought it was interesting that some old guy in the desert
would have a manicure."

"Uh-huh." Baker glanced at his watch. He wondered how long they would have to stay at the hospital in
Gallup. Hours, probably.

He sighed.

The road continued straight ahead.

Halfway to Gallup, the old guy woke up. He coughed and said, "Are we there? Are we where?’

"How areyou feeling?' Liz said.

"Feeling? I'm redling. Fine, just fine."

"What's your name?' Liz said.
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The man blinked at her. "The quondam phone made me roam."

"But what's your name?"

The man said, "Name same, blame game."

Baker said, "He's rhyming everything."

Shesaid, "I noticed, Dan."

"l saw aTV show onthis," Baker said. "Rhyming means he's schizophrenic."

"Rhyming istiming,” the old man said. And then he began to sing loudly, amost shouting to the tune of
the old John Denver song:

"Quondam phone, makes me roam,

to the place | belong,

old Black Rocky, country byway,

guondam phone, it's on roam."

"Oh boy," Baker said.

"Sir," Liz said again, "can you tell me your name?"

"Niobium may cause opprobrium. Hairy singularities don't permit parities."

Baker sighed. "Honey, thisguy is nuts."

"A nut by any other name would smell like feet."

But hiswife wouldn't give up. "Sir? Do you know your name?"

"Call Gordon," the man said, shouting now. "Call Gordon, call Stanley. Keep in the family."

"But, Sir-"

"Liz," Baker said, "leave him alone. Let him settle down, okay? We still have along drive.”

Bellowing, the old man sang: "To the place | belong, old black magic, it's so tragic, country foam, makes
me groan." And immediately, he started to sing it again.

"How much farther?" Liz said.

"Don't ask."

He telephoned ahead, so when he pulled the Mercedes under the red-and-cream-colored portico of the
McKinley Hospital Trauma Unit, the orderlies were waiting there with a gurney. The old man remained
passive as they eased him onto the gurney, but as soon as they began to strap him down, he became
agitated, shouting, "Unhand me, unband me!"

"It'sfor your own safety, sir," one orderly said.

"S0 you say, out of my way! Safety isthe last refuge of the scoundrel!"

Baker was impressed by the way the orderlies handled the guy, gently but still firmly, strapping him
down. He was equally impressed by the petite dark-haired woman in awhite coat who fell into step with
them. "I'm Beverly Tsosie," she said, shaking hands with them. "I'm the physician on call." She was very
calm, even though the man on the gurney continued to yell as they wheeled him into the trauma center.
"Quondam phone, makes me roam. . . ."

Everybody in the waiting room was looking at him. Baker saw a young kid of ten or eleven, hisarmin a
dling, sitting in a chair with his mother, watching the old man curiously. The kid whispered something to
his mother.

The old guy sang, "To the plaaaaace | belongggg. . . ."

Dr. Tsosie said, "How long has he been this way?"

"From the beginning. Ever since we picked him up."

"Except when he was sleeping,” Liz said.
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"Was he ever unconscious?'

"No."

"Any nausea, vomiting?'

"No."

"And you found him where? Out past Corazon Canyon?"

"About five, ten miles beyond."

"Not much out there," she said.

"You know it?" Baker said.

"I grew up around there." She smiled dightly. "Chinle."

They wheeled the old man, still shouting, through a swinging door. Dr. Tsosie said, "If you'll wait here,
I'll get back to you as soon as | know something. It'll probably be awhile. Y ou might want to go get
lunch."

Beverly Tsosie had a staff position at University Hospital in Albuquerque, but lately she'd been coming
to Gallup two days a week to be with her elderly grandmother, and on those days she worked a shift in
the McKinley Trauma Unit to make extra money. She liked McKinley, with its modern exterior painted
in bold red and cream stripes. The hospital was really dedicated to the community. And she liked
Gallup, asmaller town than Albuquerque, and a place where she felt more comfortable with atribal
background.

Most days, the Trauma Unit was pretty quiet. So the arrival of this old man, agitated and shouting, was
causing alot of commotion. She pushed through the curtains into the cubicle, where the orderlies had
already stripped off the brown felt robes and removed his Nikes. But the old man was still struggling,
fighting them, so they had to leave him strapped down. They were cutting his jeans and the plaid shirt
away.

Nancy Hood, the senior unit nurse, said it didn't matter because his shirt had a big defect anyway; across
the pocket there ran ajagged line where the pattern didn't match. "He already tore it and sewed it back
together. Y ou ask me, pretty lousy job, too."

"No," said one of the orderlies, holding up the shirt. "It's never been sewn together, it's all one piece of
cloth. Weird, the pattern doesn't line up because one side is bigger than the other. . . ."

"Whatever, he won't missit,"” Nancy Hood said, and tossed it on the floor. She turned to Tsosie. "Y ou
want to try and examine him?"

The man was far too wild. "Not yet. Let's get an IV in each arm. And go through his pockets. See if he's
got any identification at al. If he doesn't, take his fingerprints and fax them to D.C.; maybe he'll show
up on adatabase there."

Twenty minutes later, Beverly Tsosie was examining a kid who had broken his arm dliding into third. He
was a bespectacled, nerdy-looking kid, and he seemed almost proud of his sportsinjury.

Nancy Hood came over and said, "We searched the John Doe."

"And?'

"Nothing helpful. No wallet, no credit cards, no keys. The only thing he had on him was this." She gave
Beverly afolded piece of paper. It looked like a computer printout, and showed an odd pattern of dotsin
agridlike pattern. At the bottom was written "mon. ste. mere."

" "Monstemere? Does that mean anything to you?"

Hood shook her head. "Y ou ask me, he's psychotic.”

Beverly Tsosie said, "Well, | can't sedate him until we know what's going on in his head. Better get skull
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filmsto rule out trauma and hematoma.”

"Radiology's being remodeled, remember, Bev? X raysl| take forever. Why don't you do an MRI? Scan
total body, you haveit al."

"Order it," Tsosie said.

Nancy Hood turned to leave. "Oh, and surprise, surprise. JJmmy is here, from the police."

Dan Baker was restless. Just as he predicted, they'd had to spend hours sitting around the waiting room
of McKinley Hospital. After they got lunch - burritosin red chile sauce - they had come back to seea
policeman in the parking lot, looking over their car, running his hand along the side door panel. Just
seeing him gave Baker achill. He thought of going over to the cop but decided not to. Instead, they
returned to the waiting room. He called his daughter and said they'd be late; in fact, they might not even
get to Phoenix until tomorrow.

And they waited. Finally, around four o'clock, when Baker went to the desk to inquire about the old
man, the woman said, "Are you arelative?'

"No, but-"

"Then please wait over there. Doctor will be with you shortly."

He went back and sat down, sighing. He got up again, walked over to the window, and looked at his car.
The cop had gone, but now there was a fluttering tag under the windshield wiper. Baker drummed his
fingers on the windowsill. These little towns, you get in trouble, anything could happen. And the longer
he waited, the more his mind spun scenarios. The old guy was in a coma; they couldn't |leave town until
he woke up. The old guy died; they were charged with manslaughter. They weren't charged, but they had
to appear at the inquest, in four days.

When somebody finally came to talk to them, it wasn't the petite doctor, it was the cop. He was a young
policeman in histwenties, in a neatly pressed uniform. He had long hair, and his nametag said JAMES
WAUNEKA. Baker wondered what kind of a name that was. Hopi or Navajo, probably.

"Mr. and Mrs. Baker?' Wauneka was very polite, introduced himself. "I've just been with the doctor.
She's finished her examination, and the MRI results are back. There's absolutely no evidence he was
struck by acar. And | looked at your car myself. No sign of any impact. | think you may have hit a
pothole and just thought you hit him. Road's pretty bad out there."

Baker glared at hiswife, who refused to meet hiseye. Liz said, "Is he going to be all right?"’
"Lookslikeit, yes."

"Then we can go?' Baker said.

"Honey," Liz said, "don't you want to give him that thing you found?"*

"Oh, yes." Baker brought out the little ceramic square. "I found this, near where he was."

The cop turned the ceramic over in hishands. "ITC," he said, reading the stamp on the side. "Where
exactly did you find this?'

"About thirty yards from the road. | thought he might have been in a car that went off the road, so |
checked. But there was no car."

"Anything else?’

"No. That'sal."

"Well, thanks,” Wauneka said, slipping the ceramic in his pocket. And then he paused. "Oh, | almost
forgot." He took a piece of paper out of his pocket and unfolded it carefully. "We found thisin his
clothing. | wondered if you had ever seen it."
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Baker glanced at the paper: a bunch of dots arranged in grids. "No," he said. "l've never seen it before."
"You didn't giveit to him?"

"No."

"Any ideawhat it might be?’

"No," Baker said. "Noideaat al."

"Well, | think | do,” hiswife said.

"Y ou do?' the cop said.

"Yes," shesaid. "Doyou mindif I, uh..." And she took the paper from the policeman.

Baker sighed. Now Liz was being the architect, squinting at the paper judiciously, turning it this way
and that, looking at the dots upside down and sideways. Baker knew why. She was trying to distract
attention from the fact that she had been wrong, that his car had hit a pothole, after all, and that they had
wasted awhole day here. She was trying to justify awaste of time, to somehow give it importance.
"Yes," shesad finaly, "I know what it is. It's achurch.”

Baker looked at the dots on the paper. He said, "That's a church?"

"Well, the floor plan for one," she said. "See? Here's the long axis of the cross, the nave. . . . See?It's
definitely achurch, Dan. And the rest of thisimage, the squares within squares, al rectilinear, it looks
like. . . you know, this might be a monastery."

The cop said, "A monastery?"

"l think so0," she said. "And what about the label at the bottom: “mon.ste.mere.’ Isn't ‘'mon’ an
abbreviation for monastery? | bet it is. I'mtelling you, | think thisis a monastery.” She handed the
picture back to the cop.

Pointedly, Baker looked at his watch. "We really should be going."

"Of course," Wauneka said, taking the hint. He shook hands with them. "Thanks for all your help. Sorry
for the delay. Have a pleasant trip."

Baker put hisarm firmly around his wife's waist and led her out into the afternoon sunlight. It was cooler
now; hot-air balloons were rising to the east. Gallup was a center for hot-air ballooning. He went to the
car. The fluttering tag on the windshield was for a sale of turquoise jewelry at alocal store. He pulled it
from behind the wiper, crumpled it, and got behind the wheel. His wife was sitting with her arms crossed
over her chest, staring forward. He started the engine.

She said, "Okay. I'm sorry." Her tone was grumpy, but Baker knew it was all he would get.

He leaned over and kissed her cheek. "No," he said. "Y ou did the right thing. We saved the old guy's
life."

Hiswife smiled.

He drove out of the parking lot, and headed for the highway.

In the hospital, the old man slept, his face partly covered by an oxygen mask. He was calm now; she'd
given him alight sedative, and he was relaxed, his breathing easy. Beverly Tsosie stood at the foot of the
bed, reviewing the case with Joe Nieto, a Mescalero Apache who was a skilled internist, and a very good
diagnostician. "White male, ballpark seventy years old. Comesin confused, obtunded, disoriented times
three. Mild congestive heart failure, slightly elevated liver enzymes, otherwise nothing."

"And they didn't hit him with the car?’

"Apparently not. But it's funny. They say they found him wandering around north of Corazon Canyon.
There's nothing there for ten miles in any direction.”
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"5
"This guy's got no signs of exposure, Joe. No dehydration

dehydration, no ketosis. He isn't even sunburned.”

"Y ou think somebody dumped him? Got tired of grandpa grabbing the remote?"

"Y eah. That's my guess."

"And what about his fingers?'

"I don't know," she said. "He has some kind of circulatory problem. His fingertips are cold, turning
purple, they could even go gangrenous. Whatever it is, it's gotten worse since he's been in the hospital .”
"He diabetic?"

"No."

"Raynaud's?"

"No."

Nieto went over to the bedside, looked at the fingers. "Only the tips are involved. All the damageis
distal."

"Right,"” she said. "If he wasn't found in the desert, I'd call that frostbite."

"Y ou check him for heavy metals, Bev? Because this could be toxic exposure to heavy metals.
Cadmium, or arsenic. That would explain the fingers, and also his dementia."

"I drew the samples. But heavy metals go to UNH in Albuquerque. | won't have the report back for
seventy-two hours."

"Y ou have any ID, medical history, anything?'

"Nothing. We put a missing persons out on him, and we transmitted his fingerprints to Washington for a
database check, but that could take a week."

Nieto nodded. "And when he was agitated, babbling? What'd he say?"

"It was all rhymes, the same things over. Something about Gordon and Stanley. And then he would say,
" "Quondam phone makes me roam." "

"Quondam? Isn't that Latin?'

She shrugged. "It'salong time since | wasin church.”

"I think quondam isaword in Latin," Nieto said.

And then they heard avoice say, "Excuse me?' It was the bespectacled kid in the bed across the hall,
sitting with his mother.

"We're still waiting for the surgeon to come in, Kevin," Beverly said to him. "Then we can set your arm.”
"He wasn't saying "quondam phone," " the kid said. "He was saying "quantum foam." "

"What?"'

"Quantum foam. He was saying "quantum foam." "

They went over to him. Nieto seemed amused. "And what, exactly, is quantum foam?"

The kid looked at them earnestly, blinking behind his glasses. "At very small, subatomic dimensions, the
structure of space-timeisirregular. It's not smooth, it's sort of bubbly and foamy. And because it's way
down at the quantum level, it's called quantum foam."

"How old are you?"' Nieto said.

"Eleven."

His mother said, "He reads alot. His father's at Los Alamos.”

Nieto nodded. "And what's the point of this quantum foam, Kevin?'

"Thereisn't any point," the kid said. "It's just how the universeis, at the subatomic level."
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"Why would this old guy be talking about it?'

"Because he's awell-known physicist,” Wauneka said, coming toward them. He glanced at a sheet of
paper in his hand. "It just camein on the M.P.D. Joseph A. Traub, seventy-one years old, materials
physicist. Specialist in superconducting metals. Reported missing by his employer, ITC Research in
Black Rock, around noon today."

"Black Rock? That's way over near Sandia." It was several hours away, in central New Mexico. "How
the hell did this guy get to Corazén Canyon in Arizona?"

"I don't know," Beverly said. "But he's-"

The alarms began to sound.

It happened with a swiftness that stunned Jimmy Wauneka. The old man raised his head from the bed,
stared at them, eyes wild, and then he vomited blood. His oxygen mask turned bright red; blood spurted
past the mask, running in streaks across his cheeks and chin, spattering the pillow, the wall. He made a
gurgling sound: he was drowning in his own blood.

Beverly was aready running across the room. Wauneka ran after her. "Turn the head!" Nieto was
saying, coming up to the bed. "Turn it!" Beverly had pulled off the oxygen mask and was trying to turn
the old man's head, but he struggled, fighting her, still gurgling, eyes wide with panic. Wauneka pushed
past her, grabbed the old man's head with both hands and wrenched hard, twisting him bodily to the side.
The man vomited again; blood sprayed all over the monitors, and over Wauneka. "Suction!" Beverly
shouted, pointing to atube on the wall.

Wauneka tried to hold the old man and grab for the tube, but the floor was slick with blood. He slipped,
grabbed at the bed for support.

"Come on, people!" Tsosie shouted. "I need you! Suction!" She was on her knees, shoving her fingersin
the man's mouth, pulling out his tongue. Wauneka scrambled to his feet, saw Nieto holding out a suction
line. He grabbed it with blood-dlippery fingers, and saw Nieto twist the wall valve. Beverly took the
neoprene probe, started sucking out the guy's mouth and nose. Red blood ran up the tubes. The man
gasped, coughed, but he was growing weaker.

"I don't likethis," Beverly said, "we better-" The monitor alarms changed tone, high-pitched, steady.
Cardiac arrest.

"Damn," she said. There was blood al over her jacket, her blouse. "Paddles! Get the paddies!”

Nieto was standing over the bed, holding the paddles in outstretched arms. Wauneka scrambled back
from the bed as Nancy Hood pushed her way through; there were people clustered all around the man
now. Wauneka smelled a sharp odor and knew the man's bowels had released. He suddenly realized the
old man was going to die.

"Clear," Nieto said as he pushed down on the paddles. The body jolted on the table. The bottles on the
wall clattered. The monitor alarms continued.

Beverly said, "Close the curtain, Jmmy."

He looked back, and saw the bespectacled kid across the room, staring, his mouth open. Wauneka
yanked the drapes shut.

An hour later, an exhausted Beverly Tsosie dropped down at a desk in the corner to write up the case
summary. It would have to be unusually complete, because the patient had died. As she thumbed
through the chart, JImmy Wauneka came by with a cup of coffee for her. "Thanks," she said. "By the
way, do you have the phone number for that ITC company? | have to call them."

“I'll do that for you," Wauneka said, resting his hand briefly on her shoulder. "Y ou've had atough day."
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Before she could say anything, Wauneka had gone to the next desk, flipped open his notepad, and
started dialing. He smiled at her as he waited for the call to go through.

"ITC Research.”

He identified himself, then said, "I'm calling about your missing employee, Joseph Traub."

"One moment please, I'll connect you to our director of human resources.”

He then waited on hold for several minutes. Muzak played. He cupped his hand over the phone, and as
casually as he could, said to Beverly, "Are you free for dinner, or are you seeing your granny?"

She continued to write, not looking up from the chart. "I'm seeing Granny."

He gave alittle shrug. "Just thought I'd ask," he said.

"But she goes to bed early. About eight o'clock.”

"Isthat right?"

She smiled, still looking down at her notes. "Yes."

Wauneka grinned. "Well, okay."

"Okay."

The phone clicked again and he heard a woman say, "Hold please, | am putting you through to our
senior vice president, Dr. Gordon."

"Thank you." He thought, Senior vice president.

Another click, then agravelly voice: "Thisis John Gordon speaking."”

"Dr. Gordon, thisis James Wauneka of the Gallup Police Department. I'm calling you from McKinley
Hospital, in Gallup," he said. "I'm afraid | have some bad news."

Seen through the picture windows of the ITC conference room, the yellow afternoon sun gleamed off the
five glass and steel laboratory buildings of the Black Rock research complex. In the distance, afternoon
thunderclouds were forming over the far desert. But inside the room, the twelve I TC board members
were turned away from the view. They were having coffee at a side table, talking to one another while
they waited for the meeting to begin. Board meetings always ran into the night, because the ITC
president, Robert Doniger, was a notorious insomniac and he scheduled them that way. It was a tribute
to Doniger's brilliance that the board members, al CEOs and major venture capitalists, came anyway.
Right now, Doniger had yet to make an appearance. John Gordon, Doniger's burly vice president, though
he knew why. Still talking on a cell phone, Gordon began to make his way toward the door. At one time
Gordon had been an Air Force project manager, and he still had amilitary bearing. His blue business
suit was freshly pressed, and his black shoes shone. Holding his cell phone to his ear, he said, "
understand, Officer," and he slipped out the door.

Just as he had thought, Doniger was in the hallway, pacing up and down like a hyperactive kid, while
Diane Kramer, ITC's head attorney, stood to one side and listened to him. Gordon saw Doniger jabbing
hisfinger in the air at her angrily. Clearly, he was giving her hell.

Robert Doniger was thirty-eight years old, a brilliant physicist, and a billionaire. Despite a potbelly and
gray hair, his manner remained youthful - or juvenile, depending on whom you talked to. Certainly age
had not mellowed him. ITC was his third startup company; he had grown rich from the others, but his
management style was as caustic and nasty as ever. Nearly everybody in the company feared him.

In deference to the board meeting, Doniger had put on a blue suit, forgoing his usual khakis and swests.
But he looked uncomfortable in the suit, like a boy whose parents had made him dress up.

"Well, thank you very much, Officer Wauneka," Gordon said into the cell phone. "We'll make all the
arrangements. Y es. We'll do that immediately. Thank you again." Gordon flipped the phone shut, and
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turned to Doniger. "Traub's dead, and they've identified his body."

"Where?'

"Gallup. That was a cop calling from the ER."

"What do they think he died of ?*

"They don't know. They think massive cardiac arrest. But there was a problem with hisfingers. A
circulatory problem. They're going to do an autopsy. It's required by law."

Doniger waved his hand, a gesture of irritable dismissal. "Big fucking deal. The autopsy won't show
anything. Traub had transcription errors. They'll never figureit out. Why are you wasting my time with
this shit?"

"One of your employeesjust died, Bob," Gordon said.

"That's true," Doniger said coldly. "And you know what? There's fuck al | can do about it. | feel sorry.
Oh me oh my. Send some flowers. Just handle it, okay?"

At moments like this, Gordon would take a deep breath, and remind himself that Doniger was no
different from most other aggressive young entrepreneurs. He would remind himself that behind the
sarcasm, Doniger was nearly always right. And he would remind himself that in any case, Doniger had
behaved thisway all hislife.

Robert Doniger had shown early signs of genius, taking up engineering textbooks while still in grade
school. By the time he was nine, he could fix any electronic appliance - aradio, or aTV - fiddling with
the vacuum tubes and wires until he got it working. When his mother expressed concern that he would
electrocute himself, he told her, "Don't be an idiot." And when his favorite grandmother died, a dry-eyed
Doniger informed his mother that the old lady still owed him twenty-seven dollars, and he expected her
to make good on it.

After graduating summa cum laude in physics from Stanford at the age of eighteen, Doniger had gone to
Fermilab, near Chicago. He quit after six months, telling the director of the lab that "particle physicsis
for jerkoffs." He returned to Stanford, where he worked in what he regarded as a more promising area:
superconducting magnetism.

This was atime when scientists of all sorts were leaving the university to start companies to exploit their
discoveries. Doniger left after ayear to found TechGate, a company that made the components for
precision chip etching that Doniger had invented in passing. When Stanford protested that he'd made
these discoveries while working at the lab, Doniger said, "If you've got a problem, sue me. Otherwise
shut up.”

It was at TechGate that Doniger's harsh management style became famous. During meetings with his
scientists, he'd sit in the corner, tipped precariously back in his chair, firing off questions. "What about
this?' "Why aren't you doing that?' "What's the reason for this?' If the answer satisfied him, he'd say,
"Maybe. . . ." That was the highest praise anyone ever got from Doniger. But if he didn't like the answer
- and he usually didn't - he'd snarl, "Are you brain-dead?' "Do you aspire to be an idiot?' "Do you want
to die stupid?’ "You're not even a half-wit." When really annoyed, he threw pencils and notebooks, and
screamed, "Assholes! You're all fucking assholes!"

TechGate employees put up with the tantrums of "Death March Doniger" because he was a brilliant
physicist, better than they were; because he knew the problems his teams were facing; and because his
criticisms were invariably on point. Unpleasant as it was, this stinging style worked; TechGate made
remarkable advances in two years.

In 1984, he sold his company for a hundred million dollars. That same year, Time magazine listed him

file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi«i/Dokumenty/Marean/k... Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt (14 of 262)2.12.2003 1:25:03



file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi «i/Dokumenty/Marean/knihy/700 SciFi, Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt

as one of fifty people under the age of twenty-five "who will shape the rest of the century.” Thelist aso
included Bill Gates and Steve Jobs.

"Goddamn it," Doniger said, turning to Gordon. "Do | have to do everything myself? Jesus. Where did
they find Traub?'

"In the desert. On the Navajo reservation."

"Where, exactly?

"All 1 know is, ten miles north of Corazén. Apparently there's not much out there."

"All right,” Doniger said. "Then get Baretto from security to drive Traub's car out to Corazon, and leave
it in the desert. Puncture a tire and walk away."

Diane Kramer cleared her throat. She was dark-haired, in her early thirties, dressed in a black suit. "l
don't know about that, Bob," she said, in her best lawyerly tone. "Y ou're tampering with evidence-"

"Of course I'm tampering with evidence! That's the whole point! Somebody's going to ask how Traub
got out there. So leave his car for them to find."

"But we don't know exactly where-"

"It doesn't matter exactly where. Just do it."

"That means Baretto plus somebody else knows about this. . . ."

"And who gives adamn? Nobody. Just do it, Diane."

There was a short silence. Kramer stared at the floor, frowning, clearly still unhappy.

"Look," Doniger said, turning to Gordon. "Y ou remember when Garman was going to get the contract
and my old company wasn't? Y ou remember the press |eak?"'

"I remember," Gordon said.

"Y ou were so worried about it," Doniger said, smirking. He explained to Kramer: "Garman was a fat
pig. Then helost alot of weight because hiswife put him on a diet. We leaked that Garman had
inoperable cancer and his company was going to fold. He denied it, but nobody believed him, because of
the way he looked. We got the contract. | sent abig basket of fruit to hiswife." He laughed. "But the
point is, nobody ever traced the leak to us. All'sfair, Diane. Businessis business. Get the goddamn car
out in the desert."

She nodded, but she was still looking at the floor.

"And then," Doniger said, "I want to know how the hell Traub got into the transit room in the first place.
Because he'd already made too many trips, and he had accumulated too many transcription defects. He
was past hislimit. He wasn't supposed to make any more trips. He wasn't cleared for transit. We have a
lot of security around that room. So how'd he get in?"

"We think he had a maintenance clearance, to work on the machines," Kramer said. "He waited until
evening, between shifts, and took a machine. But we're checking all that now."

"I don't want you to check it," Doniger said sarcastically. "I want you to fix it, Diane."

"Well fix it, Bob."

"Y ou better, goddamn it," Doniger said. "Because this company now faces three significant problems.
And Traub isthe least of them. The other two are mgor. Ultra, ultra, major."

Doniger had aways had a gift for the long view. Back in 1984, he had sold TechGate because he
foresaw that computer chips were going to "hit the wall." At the time, this seemed nonsensical.
Computer chips were doubling in power every eighteen months, while the cost was halved. But Doniger
recognized that these advances were made by cramming components closer and closer together on the
chip. It couldn't go on forever. Eventually, circuits would be so densely packed that the chips would melt
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from the heat. Thisimplied an upper limit on computer power. Doniger knew that society would demand
ever more raw computational power, but he didn't see any way to accomplish it.

Frustrated, he returned to an earlier interest, superconducting magnetism. He started a second company,
Advanced Magnetics, which owned several patents essential for the new Magnetic Resonance Imaging
machines that were starting to revolutionize medicine. Advanced Magnetics was paid a quarter of a
million dollarsin royalties for every MRI machine made. It was "a cash cow," Doniger once said, "and
about as interesting as milking a cow." Bored and seeking new challenges, he sold out in 1988. He was
then twenty-eight years old, and worth a billion dollars. But in his view, he had yet to make his mark.
The following year, 1989, he started ITC.

One of Doniger's heroes was the physicist Richard Feynman. In the early eighties, Feynman had
speculated that it might be possible to build a computer using the quantum attributes of atoms.
Theoretically, such a"quantum computer” would be billions and billions of times more powerful than
any computer ever made. But Feynman's idea implied a genuinely new technology - a technology that
had to be built from scratch, atechnology that changed all the rules. Because nobody could see a
practical way to build a quantum computer, Feynman's idea was soon forgotten.

But not by Doniger.

In 1989, Doniger set out to build the first quantum computer. The ideawas so radical - and so risky -
that he never publicly announced his intention. He blandly named his new company ITC, for
International Technology Corporation. He set up his main officesin Geneva, drawing from the pool of
physicists working at CERN.

For several years afterward, nothing was heard from Doniger, or his company. People assumed he had
retired, if they thought of him at all. It was, after all, common for prominent high-tech entrepreneurs to
drop from view, after they had made their fortunes.

In 1994, Time magazine made alist of twenty-five people under the age of forty who were shaping our
world. Robert Doniger was not among them. No one cared; no one remembered.

That same year he moved I TC back to the United States, establishing a laboratory facility in Black Rock,
New Mexico, one hour north of Albuquergue. A thoughtful observer might have noticed that he had
again moved to alocation with a pool of available physicists. But there were no observers, thoughtful or
otherwise.

S0 no one noticed when during the 1990s, ITC grew steadily in size. More labs were built on the New
Mexico site; more physicists were hired. Doniger's board of directors grew from six to twelve. All were
CEOs of companiesthat had invested in ITC, or venture capitalists. All had signed draconian
nondisclosure agreements requiring them to post a significant personal bond in escrow, to submit to a
polygraph test on request, and to alow ITC to tap their phones without notice. In addition, Doniger
demanded a minimum investment of $300 million. That was, he explained arrogantly, the cost of a seat
on the board. "Y ou want to know what I'm up to, you want to be a part of what we're doing here, it'sa
third of abillion dollars. Takeit or leaveit. | don't give adamn either way."

But of course he did. ITC had afearsome burn rate: they had gone through more than $3 billion in the
last nine years. And Doniger knew he was going to need more.

"Problem number one," Doniger said. "Our capitalization. We'll need another billion before we see
daylight."

He nodded toward the boardroom. "They won't come up with it. | have to get them to approve three new
board members.”
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Gordon said, "That's atough sdll, in that room."

"I know it is," Doniger said. "They see the burn rate, and they want to know when it ends. They want to
see concrete results. And that's what | am going to give them today."

"What concrete results?"’

"A victory," Doniger said. "These dipshits are going to need a victory. Some exciting news about one of
the projects.”

Kramer sucked in her breath. Gordon said, "Bab, the projects are all long-term."

"One of them must be nearing completion. Say, the Dordogne?"

"It's not. | don't advise this approach.”

"And | need avictory," Doniger said. "Professor Johnston has been out there in France with his Yalies
for three years on our nickel. We ought to have something to show for it."

"Not yet, Bob. Anyway, we don't have all the land.”

"We have enough of the land."

"Bob..."

"Diane will go. She can pressure them nicely."

"Professor Johnston won't like it."

"I'm sure Diane can handle Johnston."

One of the assistants opened the door to the conference room and looked into the hall. Doniger said, "In
a goddamn minute!" But he immediately began walking toward the door.

He looked back at them over his shoulder and said, "Just do it!" And then he went into the room and
closed the door.

Gordon walked with Kramer down the corridor. Her high heels clicked on the floor. Gordon glanced
down and saw that beneath the very correct and corporate black Jil Sander suit, she was wearing black
slingback hedls. It was the classic Kramer look: seductive and unattainable at the same time.

Gordon said, "Did you know about this before?’

She nodded. "But not for long. He told me an hour ago."

Gordon said nothing. He suppressed hisirritation. Gordon had been with Doniger for twelve years now,
since Advanced Magnetics days. At ITC, he had run amajor industrial research operation on two
continents, employing dozens of physicists, chemists, computer scientists. He'd had to teach himself
about superconducting metals, fractal compression, quantum qubits, and high-flow ion exchange. He'd
been up to his neck in theoretical physicists - the very worst kind - and yet milestones were reached;
development was on schedule; cost overruns were manageable. But despite his success, Doniger still
never realy confided in him.

Kramer, on the other hand, had always enjoyed a special relationship with Doniger. She had begun as an
attorney in an outside law firm, doing work for the company. Doniger thought she was smart and classy,
so he hired her. She was his girlfriend for the next year, and even though that was long over, he still
listened to her. She'd been able to head off several potential disasters over the years.

"For ten years," Gordon said, "we've kept this technology quiet. When you think about it, it'samiracle.
Traub was the first incident to get away from us. Fortunately, it ended up in the hands of some doofus
cop, and it won't go any further. But if Doniger starts pushing in France, people might start to put things
together.

We've already got that reporter in Paris chasing us. Bob could blow this wide open.”

"I know he's considered all that. That's the second big problem.”
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"Going public?'

"Yes. Having it all come out.”

"He's not worried?”

"Yes, he'sworried. But he seems to have a plan to deal with it."

"I hope s0," Gordon said. "Because we can't always count on having a doofus cop sifting through our
dirty laundry."

Officer James Wauneka came into McKinley Hospital the next morning, looking for Beverly Tsosie. He
thought he would check the autopsy results on the old guy who had died. But they told him that Beverly
had gone up to the third-floor Imaging Unit. So he went up there.

He found her in asmall beige room adjacent to the white scanner. She was talking to Calvin Chee, the
MRI technician. He was sitting at the computer console, flicking black-and-white images up, one after
another. The images showed five round circlesin arow. As Chee ran through the images, the circles got
smaller and smaller.

"Calvin," shewas saying. "It'simpossible. It hasto be an artifact.”

"Y ou ask me to review the data," he said, "and then you don't believe me? I'm telling you, Bev, it's not
an artifact. It'sreal. Here, look at the other hand."

Chee tapped the keyboard, and now a horizontal oval appeared on the screen, with five pale circles
insideit. "Okay? Thisisthe palm of the left hand, seen in amidsection cut." He turned to Wauneka.
"Pretty much what you'd seeif you put your hand on a butcher block and chopped straight down through
it."

"Very nice, Calvin."

"WEéll, | want everybody to be clear."

He turned back to the screen. "Okay, landmarks. Five round circles are the five palmar bones. These
things here are tendons going to the fingers. Remember, the muscles that work the hand are mostly in
the forearm. Okay. That little circleis the radia artery, which brings blood to the hand through the wrist.
Okay. Now, we move outward from the wrist, in cut sections." The images changed. The oval grew
narrower, and one by one, the bones pulled apart, like an amoeba dividing. Now there were four circles.
"Okay. Now we're out past the palm, and we see only the fingers. Small arteries within each finger,
dividing as we go out, getting smaller, but you can still see them. See, here and here? Okay. Now
moving out toward the fingertips, the bones get larger, that's the proximal digit, the knuckle. . . and

now . . . watch the arteries, see how they go . . . section by section . . . and now."

Wauneka frowned. "It looks like a glitch. Like something jumped.”

"Something did jJump,” Chee said. "The arterioles are offset. They don't line up. I'll show you again." He
went to the previous section, then the next. It was clear - the circles of the tiny arteries seemed to hop
sideways. "That's why the guy had gangrene in his fingers. He had no circulation because his arterioles
didn't line up. It's like a mismatch or something."

Beverly shook her head. "Calvin."

"“I'm telling you. And not only that, it's other placesin his body, too. Like in the heart. Guy died of
massive coronary? No surprise, because the ventricular walls don't line up, either."

"From old scar tissue," she said, shaking her head. "Calvin, come on. He was seventy-one years old.
Whatever was wrong with his heart, it worked for more than seventy years. Same with his hands. If this
arteriole offset was actually present, his fingers would have dropped off years ago. But they didn't.
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Anyway, thiswas a new injury; it got worse while he was in the hospital ."

"So what are you going to tell me, the machine is wrong?”

"It hasto be. Isn't it true that you can get registration errors from hardware? And there are sometimes
bugsin scaling software?’

"] checked the machine, Bev. It'sfine."

She shrugged. "Sorry, I'm not buying it. Y ou've got a problem somewhere. Look, if you're so sure you're
right, go down to pathology and check the guy out in person.”

"I tried," Chee said. "The body was already picked up."

"It was?' Wauneka said. "When?"

"Five o'clock this morning. Somebody from his company."”

"WEell, that company's way over by Sandia," Wauneka said. "Maybe they're still driving the body-"
"No." Chee shook his head. "Cremated this morning."

"Really? Where?"

"Gallup Mortuary."

"They cremated him here?' Wauneka said.

“I'm telling you," Chee said, "there's definitely something weird about this guy."

Beverly Tsosie crossed her arms over her chest. She looked at the two men. "There's nothing weird," she
said. "His company did it that way because they could arrange it all by phone, long-distance. Call the
mortuary, they come over and cremate him. Happens all the time, especially when there's no family.
Now cut the crap,” she said, "and call the repair techsto fix the machine. Y ou have a problem with your
MRI - and that's all you have."

Jmmy Wauneka wanted to be finished with the Traub case as soon as possible. But back in the ER, he
saw a plastic bag filled with the old guy's clothes and personal belongings. There was nothing to do but
call ITC again. Thistime he spoke to another vice president, aMs. Kramer. Dr. Gordon was in meetings
and was unavailable.

"It's about Dr. Traub," he said.

"Ohyes." A sad sigh. "Poor Dr. Traub. Such a nice man."

"His body was cremated today, but we still have some of his personal effects. | don't know what you
want us to do with them."

"Dr. Traub doesn't have any living relatives,"” Ms. Kramer said. "'l doubt anybody here would want his
clothes, or anything. What effects were you speaking of ?'

"WEell, there was adiagram in his pocket. It looks like a church, or maybe a monastery."

"Uh-huh."

"Do you know why he would have a diagram of a monastery?"

"No, | really couldn't say. To tell the truth, Dr. Traub got alittle strange, the last few weeks. He was
quite depressed, ever since hiswife died. Are you sure it's a monastery?"

"No, I'm not. | don't know what it is. Do you want this diagram back?"

"If you wouldn't mind sending it along."

"And what about this ceramic thing?"

"Ceramic thing?'

"He had a piece of ceramic. It's about an inch square, and it's stamped "ITC."' "

"Oh. Okay. That's no problem."

"| was wondering what that might be."
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"What that might be? It'san ID tag."

"It doesn't look like any ID tag | ever saw."

"It'sanew kind. We use them here to get through security doors, and so on."

"Y ou want that back, too?"

"If it's not too much trouble. Tell you what, I'll give you our FedEx number, and you can just stick itin
an envelope and drop it off."

Jimmy Wauneka hung up the phone and he thought, Bullshit.

He called Father Grogan, the priest at hislocal Catholic parish, and told him about the diagram, and the
abbreviation at the bottom: mon.ste.mere.

"That would be the Monastery of Sainte-Mére," he said promptly.

"Soitisamonastery?’

"Oh absolutely."

"Where?"

"I have no idea. It's not a Spanish name. "Mere' is French for "Mother.' Saint Mother means the Virgin
Mary. Perhapsit'sin Louisiana."

"How would | locate it?' Wauneka said.

"I have alisting of monasteries here someplace. Give me an hour or two to dig it up.”

"I'm sorry, Jimmy. | don't see any mystery here."

Carlos Chavez was the assistant chief of police in Gallup, about to retire from the force, and he had been
Jmmy Wauneka's adviser from the start. Now he was sitting back with his boots up on his desk,
listening to Wauneka with a very skeptical |ook.

"WEell, here'sthe thing," Wauneka said. "They pick up this guy out by Corazén Canyon, demented and
raving, but there's no sunburn, no dehydration, no exposure.”

S0 he was dumped. His family pushed him out of the car."

"No. No living family."

"Okay, then he drove himself out there."

"Nobody saw acar."

"Who's nobody?"

"The people who picked him up."

Chavez sighed. "Did you go out to Corazon Canyon yourself, and look for acar?’

Wauneka hesitated. "No."

"Y ou took somebody's word for it."

"Yes. | guess| did."

"Y ou guess? Meaning a car could still be out there."

"Maybe. Yeah."

"Okay. So what did you do next?’

"I called his company, ITC."

"And they told you what?"

"They said he was depressed, because his wife had died."

"Figures."

"I don't know," Wauneka said. "Because | called the apartment building where Traub lived. | talked to
the building manager. The wife died ayear ago."

" So this happened close to the anniversary of her death, right? That's when it usually happens, Jimmy."
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"I think | ought to go over and talk to some folks at I TC Research.”

"Why? They're two hundred and fifty miles from where this guy was found."

"1 know, but-"

"But what? How many times we get some tourist stranded out in the reservations? Three, four times a
year? And half the time they're dead, right? Or they die afterward, right?"

"Yes...."

"And it's aways one of two reasons. Either they're New Age flakes from Sedona who come to commune
with the eagle god and got stuck, their car broke down. Or they're depressed. One or the other. And this
guy was depressed.”

"Sothey say. . .."

"Because hiswife died. Hey, | believeit." Carlos sighed. "Some guys are depressed, some guys are
overjoyed."

"But there's unanswered questions,” Wauneka said. "There's some kind of diagram, and a ceramic chip-"
"Jimmy. There's always unanswered questions.” Chavez squinted at him. "What's going on? Are you
trying to impress that cute little doctor?"

"What little doctor?"

"Y ou know who | mean."

"Hell no. She thinks there's nothing to all this."

"She'sright. Drop it."

"But-"

"Jmmy." Carlos Chavez shook his head. "Listen to me. Drop it."

"Okay."

"I'm serious."

"Okay," Wauneka said. "Okay, I'll dropit."

The next day, the police in Shiprock picked up abunch of thirteen-year-old kids joyriding in a car with
New Mexico plates. The registration in the glove compartment was in the name of Joseph Traub. The
kids said they had found the car on the side of the road past Corazon Canyon, with the keys till init.
The kids had been drinking, and the inside of the car was a mess, sticky with spilled beer.

Wauneka didn't bother to drive over and seeiit.

A day after that, Father Grogan called him back. "I've been checking for you," he said, "and thereis no
Monastery of Sainte-Meére, anywhere in the world."

"Okay," Wauneka said. "Thanks." It was what he'd been expecting, anyway. Another dead end.

"At one time, there was a monastery of that name in France, but it was burned to the ground in the
fourteenth century. It'sjust aruin now. In fact, it's being excavated by archaeologists from Y ale and the
University of Toulouse. But | gather there's not much there."

"Uh-huh. . . ." But then he remembered some of the things the old guy had said, before he died. Some of
the nonsense rhymes. "Y ale in France, has no chance." Something like that.

"Whereisit?' he said.

"Somewhere in southwest France, near the Dordogne River."

"Dordogne? How do you spell that?' Wauneka said.

DORDOGNE
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"The glory of the past isan illusion.
So isthe glory of the present.”

EDWARD JOHNSTON

The helicopter thumped through thick gray fog. In the rear seat, Diane Kramer shifted uneasily.
Whenever the mist thinned, she saw the treetops of the forest very close beneath her. She said, "Do we
have to be so low?"

Sitting in front alongside the pilot, André Marek laughed. "Don't worry, it's perfectly safe." But then,
Marek didn't look like the sort of man to worry about anything. He was twenty-nine years old, tall, and
very strong; muscles rippled beneath his T-shirt. Certainly, you would never think he was an assistant
professor of history at Yae. Or second in command of the Dordogne project, which was where they
were headed now.

"Thismist will clear inaminute," Marek said, speaking with just atrace of his native Dutch accent.
Kramer knew all about him: a graduate of Utrecht, Marek was one of the new breed of "experimental”
historians, who set out to re-create parts of the past, to experience it firsthand and understand it better.
Marek was afanatic about it; he had learned medieval dress, language and customs in detail;
supposedly, he even knew how to joust. Looking at him, she could believeit.

She said, "I'm surprised Professor Johnston didn't come with us." Kramer had really expected to deal
with Johnston himself. She was, after all, a high-level executive from the company that funded their
research. Protocol required that Johnston himself give the tour. And she had planned to start working on
him in the helicopter.

"Unfortunately, Professor Johnston had a prior appointment.”

"Oh?'

"With Frangois Bellin, the minister of antiquities. He's coming down from Paris."

| see." Kramer felt better. Obviously, Johnston must first deal with authorities. The Dordogne project
was entirely dependent on good relations with the French government. She said, "Is there a problem?”
"I doubt it. They're old friends. Ah, here we go."

The helicopter burst through the fog into morning sunlight. The stone farmhouses cast |ong shadows.
Asthey passed over one farm, the geese in the barnyard flapped, and a woman in an apron shook her fist
at them.

"She's not happy about us," Marek said, pointing with his massive muscular arm.

Sitting in the seat behind him, Kramer put on her sunglasses and said, "Well, it issix o'clock in the
morning. Why did we go so early?"’

"For thelight," Marek said. "Early shadows reveal contours, crop marks, all that." He pointed down past
his feet. Three heavy yellow housings were clamped to the front struts of the helicopter. "Right now
we're carrying stereo terrain mappers, infrared, UV, and side-scan radar."

Kramer pointed out the rear window, toward a six-foot-long silver tube that dangled beneath the
helicopter at the rear. "And what's that?"

"Proton magnetometer.”

"Uh-huh. And it does what?"

"L ooks for magnetic anomalies in the ground below us that could indicate buried walls, or ceramics, or
metal."

file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi«i/Dokumenty/Marean/k... Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt (22 of 262)2.12.2003 1:25:03



file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi «i/Dokumenty/Marean/knihy/700 SciFi, Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt

"Any equipment you'd like that you don't have?"

Marek smiled. "No, Ms. Kramer. We've gotten everything

everything we asked for, thank you."

The helicopter had been skimming over the rolling contours of dense forest. But now she saw outcrops
of gray rock, cliff faces that cut across the landscape. Marek was giving what struck her as a practiced
guided tour, talking almost continuously.

"Those limestone cliffs are the remains of an ancient beach,” he said. "Millions of years ago, this part of
France was covered by a sea. When the seareceded, it left behind a beach. Compressed over eons, the
beach became limestone. It's very soft stone. The cliffs are honeycombed with caves.”

Kramer could indeed see many caves, dark openingsin therock. "There're alot of them," she said.
Marek nodded. "This part of southern France is one of the most continuously inhabited places on the
planet. Human beings have lived here for at least four hundred thousand years. There is a continuous
record from Neanderthal man right up to the present.”

Kramer nodded impatiently. "And where is the project?* she said.

"Coming up."

The forest ended in scattered farms, open fields. Now they were heading toward a village atop a hill; she
saw a cluster of stone houses, narrow roads, and the stone tower of a castle rising into the sky.

"That's Beynac," Marek said, his back to her. "And here comes our Doppler signal." Kramer heard
electronic beepsin her headphones, coming faster and faster.

"Stand by," the pilot said.

Marek flicked on his equipment. A half dozen lights glowed green.

"Okay," the pilot said. "Starting first transect. Three. . .two. .. one."

Therolling forested hills fell away in asheer cliff, and Diane Kramer saw the valley of the Dordogne
spread out beneath them.

The Dordogne River twisted in loops like a brown snake in the valley it had cut hundreds of thousands
of years before. Even at this early hour, there were kayakers paddling along it.

"In medieval times the Dordogne was the military frontier,” Marek said. "This side of the river was
French and the other side was English. Fighting went back and forth. Directly beneath usis Beynac, a
French stronghold.”

Kramer looked down on a picturesque tourist town with quaint stone buildings and dark stone roofs. The
narrow, twisting streets were empty of tourists. The town of Beynac was built against the cliff face,
rising from the river up to the walls of an old castle.

"And over there," Marek said, pointing across the river, "you see the opposing town of Castelnaud. An
English stronghold.”

High on afar hill, Kramer saw a second castle, this one built entirely of yellow stone. The castle was
small but beautifully restored, its three circular towers rising gracefully into the air, connected by high
walls. It, too, had a quaint tourist town built around its base.

She said, "But thisisn't our project. . . ."

"No," Marek said. "I'm just showing you the general layout in thisregion. All along the Dordogne, you
find these paired, opposing castles. Our project also involves a pair of opposing castles, but it'safew
miles downstream from here. We'll go there now."

The helicopter banked, heading west over rolling hills. They left the tourist area behind; Kramer was
pleased to see the land beneath her was mostly forest. They passed a small town called Envaux near the
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river, and then climbed up into the hills again. Asthey came over onerise, she suddenly saw an open
expanse of cleared green field. In the center of the field were the remains of ruined stone houses, walls
set at odd angles to one another. This had clearly once been atown, its houses |ocated beneath the walls
of acastle. But the wallswere just aline of rubble, and nearly nothing of the castle remained; she saw
only the bases of two round towers and bits of broken wall connecting them. Here and there, white tents
had been pitched among the ruins. She saw several dozen people working there.

"All thiswas owned by agoat farmer, until three years ago,” Marek said. "The French had mostly
forgotten about these ruins, which were overgrown by forest. We've been clearing it away, and doing
some rebuilding. What you see was once the famous English stronghold of Castelgard.”

"Thisis Castelgard?' Kramer sighed. So little remained. A few standing walls to indicate the town. And
of the castle itself, almost nothing.

"| thought there would be more," she said.

"Eventually, there will be. Castelgard was alarge town in its day, with avery imposing castle," Marek
said. "But it'll be several years before it's restored.”

Kramer was wondering how she would explain thisto Doniger. The Dordogne project was not as far
advanced as Doniger had imagined it to be. It would be extremely difficult to begin major reconstruction
while the site was still so fragmented. And she was certain Professor Johnston would resist any
suggestion to begin.

Marek was saying, "We've set up our headquartersin that farm over there." He pointed to afarmhouse
with several stone buildings, not far from the ruins. A green tent stood beside one building. "Want to
circle Castelgard for another look?'

"No," Kramer said, trying to keep the disappointment out of her voice. "Let's move on."

"Okay, then, we'll go to the mill."

The helicopter turned, heading north toward the river. The land sloped downward, then flattened along
the banks of the Dordogne. They crossed the river, broad and dark brown, and came to a heavily wooded
island near the far shore. Between the island and the northern shore was a narrower, rushing stream
perhaps fifteen feet wide. And here she saw ruins of another structure - so ruined, in fact, that it was hard
to tell what it once had been. "And this?' she said, looking down. "What's this?"

"That's the water mill. There was once a bridge over the river, with water wheels beneath. They used
water power to grind grain, and to pump big bellows for making steel."

"Nothing's been rebuilt here at all," Kramer said. She sighed.

"No," Marek said. "But we've been studying it. Chris Hughes, one of our graduate students, has
investigated it quite extensively. That's Chris down there now, with the Professor."

Kramer saw a compact, dark-haired young man, standing beside the tall, imposing figure she recognized
as Professor Johnston. Neither man looked up at the helicopter passing overhead; they were focused on
their work.

Now the helicopter |eft the river behind, and moved on to the flat land to the east. They passed over a
complex of low rectangular walls, visible as dark lines in the slanting morning light. Kramer guessed
that the walls were no more than afew inches high. But it clearly outlined what looked like a small town.
"And this? Another town?'

"Just about. That's the Monastery of Sainte-Mere," Marek said. "One of the wealthiest and most
powerful monasteriesin France. It was burned to the ground in the fourteenth century."

"Lot of digging down there," Kramer said.
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"Yes, it's our most important site."

Asthey flew by, she could see the big square pits they had dug down to the catacombs beneath the
monastery. Kramer knew the team devoted a great deal of attention here because they hoped to find
more buried caches of monastic documents; they had already discovered quite afew.

The helicopter swung away, and approached the limestone cliffs on the French side, and a small town.
The helicopter rose up to the top of the cliffs.

"We come to the fourth and final site," Marek said. "The fortress above the town of Bezenac. In the
Middle Agesit was called La Roque. Although it's on the French side of theriver, it was actually built
by the English, who were intent on maintaining a permanent foothold in French territory. Asyou see, it's
quite extensive."

And it was: a huge military complex on top of the hill, with two sets of concentric walls, one inside the
other, spread out over fifty acres. She gave alittle sigh of relief. The fortress of La Roque was in better
condition than the other sites of the project, and it had more standing walls. It was easier to see what it
once had been.

But it was aso crawling with tourists.

"You let the touristsin?' she asked in dismay.

"Not really our decision,” Marek said. "Asyou know, thisis anew site, and the French government
wanted it opened to the public. But of course we'll close it again when we begin reconstruction.”

"And when will that be?"

"Oh. .. between two and five years from now."

She said nothing. The helicopter circled and rose higher.

"S0," Marek said, "we've come to the end. From up here you can see the entire project: the fortress of La
Roque, the monastery in the flats, the mill, and across the river, the fortress of Castelgard. Want to see it
again?'

"No," Diane Kramer said. "We can go back. I've seen enough."

Edward Johnston, Regius Professor of History at Y ae, squinted as the helicopter thumped by overhead.
It was heading south, toward Domme, where there was a landing field. Johnston glanced at his watch
and said, "Let's continue, Chris."

"Okay," Chris Hughes said. He turned back to the computer mounted on the tripod in front of them,
attached the GPS, and flicked the power button. "It'll take me a minute to set up."

Christopher Stewart Hughes was one of Johnston's graduate students. The Professor - he was invariably
known by that name - had five graduate students working on the site, as well as two dozen
undergraduates who had become enamored of him during his introductory Western Civilization class.

It was easy, Chris thought, to become enamored of Edward Johnston. Although well past sixty,
Johnston was broad-shouldered and fit; he moved quickly, giving the impression of vigor and energy.
Tanned, with dark eyes and sardonic manner, he often seemed more like Mephistopheles than a history
professor.

Y et he dressed the part of atypical college professor: even here in the field, he wore a button-down shirt
and tie every day. His only concession to field work were his jeans and hiking boots.

What made Johnston so beloved by his students was the way he involved himself in their lives: he fed
them at his house once aweek; he looked after them,; if any of them had a problem with studies, or
finances, or family back home, he was always ready to help solve the difficulty, without ever seeming to
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do anything at all.

Chris carefully unpacked the metal case at his feet, removing first atransparent liquid crystal screen,
which he mounted verticaly, fitting it into brackets above the computer. Then he restarted the computer,
so that it would recognize the screen.

"It'll just be afew seconds now," he said. "The GPSis calibrating."

Johnston just nodded patiently, and smiled.

Chris was a graduate student in the history of science - abitterly controversia field - but he neatly
sidestepped the disputes by focusing not on modern science, but on medieval science and technol ogy.
Thus he was becoming expert in techniques of metallurgy, the manufacture of armor, three-field crop
rotation, the chemistry of tanning, and a dozen other subjects from the period. He had decided to do his
doctoral dissertation on the technology of medieval mills - afascinating, much-neglected area.

And his particular interest was, of course, the mill of Sainte-Meére.

Johnston waited calmly.

Chris had been an undergraduate, in his junior year, when his parents were killed in an automobile
accident. Chris, an only child, was devastated; he thought he would drop out of school. Johnston moved
the young student into his house for three months, and served as a substitute father for many years
afterward, advising him on everything from settling his parents' estate to problems with his girlfriends.
And there had been alot of problems with girlfriends.

In the aftermath of his parents' death, Chris had gotten involved with many women. The subsequent
complexity of hislife - dirty looks in aseminar from ajilted lover; frantic midnight calls to hisroom
because of a missed period, while he was in bed with someone el se; clandestine hotel-room meetings
with an associate professor of philosophy who was in the midst of a nasty divorce - all this became a
familiar textureto hislife. Inevitably his grades suffered, and then Johnston took him aside, spending
several evenings talking things through with him.

But Chriswasn't inclined to listen; soon after, he was named in the divorce. Only the Professor's
personal intervention prevented him from being expelled from Y ale. Chris's response to this sudden
jeopardy was to bury himself in his studies; his grades swiftly improved; he eventually graduated fifth in
his class. But in the process he became conservative. Now, at twenty-four, he tended toward fussiness,
and stomach trouble. He was reckless only with women.

"Finaly," Chrissaid. "It's coming up."

The liquid crystal display showed an outline in bright green. Through the transparent display, they could
see the ruins of the mill, with the green outline superimposed. This was the latest method for modeling
archaeological structures. Formerly, they had relied on ordinary architectural models, made of white
foamcore, cut and assembled by hand. But the technique was slow, and modifications were difficult.
These days, all models were made in the computer. The models could be quickly assembled, and easily
revised. In addition, they allowed this method for looking at models in the field. The computer was fed
mapped coordinates from the ruin; using the GPS-fixed tripod position, the image that came up on the
screen was in exact perspective.

They watched the green outline fill in, making solid forms. It showed a substantial covered bridge, built
of stone, with three water wheels beneath it. "Chris," Johnston said, "you've made it fortified." He
sounded pleased.

"l know it'sarisk ... ," hesad.

"No, no," the Professor said, "l think it makes sense."
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There were referencesin the literature to fortified mills, and certainly there were records of innumerable
battles over mills and mill rights. But few fortified mills were actually known: one in Buerge and
another recently discovered near Montauban, in the next valley. Most medieval historians believed such
fortified mill buildings were rare.

"The column bases at the water's edge are very large," Chris said. "Like everything else around here,
once the mill was abandoned, the local people used it as a quarry. They took away the stones to build
their own houses. But the rocks in the column bases were left behind, because they were simply too
large to move. To me, that implies a massive bridge. Probably fortified."

"Y ou may beright," Johnston said. "And | think-"

The radio clipped to hiswaist crackled. " Chris? Is the Professor with you? The minister is on-site.”
Johnston looked across the monastery excavation, toward the dirt road that ran along the edge of the
river. A green Land Rover with white |ettering on the side panels was racing toward them, raising a
large plume of dust. "Yesindeed," he said. "That will be Frangois. Alwaysin arush."

"Edouard! Edouard!" Francois Bellin grabbed the Professor by the shoulders, and kissed him on both
cheeks. Bellin was alarge, balding, exuberant man. He spoke rapid French. "My dear friend, it is aways
too long. Y ou are well?*

"I am, Francois," Johnston said, taking a step back from this effusiveness. Whenever Bellin was
excessively friendly, it meant there was a problem ahead. "And you, Francois?' Johnston said. "How
doesit go?'

"The same, the same. But at my age, that suffices." He looked around the site, then placed his hand on
Johnston's shoulder in a conspiratorial way. "Edouard, | must ask you afavor. | have asmall difficulty."
"Oh?'

"Y ou know this reporter, from L'Express-"

"No," Johnston said. "Absolutely not."

"But Edouard-"

"| aready talked to her on the phone. She's one of those conspiracy people. Capitalismis bad, all
corporations are evil-"

"Yes, yes, Edouard, what you say istrue." He leaned closer. "But she sleeps with the minister of culture.”
"That doesn't narrow the field much," Johnston said.

"Edouard, please. People are starting to listen to her. She can cause trouble. For me. For you. For this
project.”

Johnston sighed.

"Y ou know there is a sentiment here that Americans destroy al culture, having none of their own. There
IS trouble with movies and music. And there has been discussion of banning Americans from working on
French cultural sites. Hmm?"

Johnston said, "Thisisold news."

"And your own sponsor, ITC, has asked you to speak to her."

"They have?'

"Yes. A Ms. Kramer requested you speak to her."

Johnston sighed again.

"It will only take afew minutes of your time, | promise you," Bellin said, waving to the Land Rover.
"Sheisinthecar."

Johnston said, "Y ou brought her personally?"
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"Edouard, | am trying to tell you," Bellin said. "It is necessary to take this woman seriously. Her nameis
Louise Delvert."

As she climbed out of the car, Chris saw awoman in her mid-forties, sender and dark, her face
handsome, with strong features. She was stylish in the way of certain mature European women,
conveying a sophisticated, understated sexuality. She appeared dressed for an expedition, in khaki shirt
and pants, straps around her neck for camera, video and tape recorder. She carried her notepad in her
hand as she strode toward them, all business.

But as she came closer, she slowed down.

Delvert extended her hand. "Professor Johnston," she said, in unaccented English. Her smile was
genuine and warm. "l cannot tell you how much | appreciate your taking the time to see me."

"Not at al," Johnston said, taking her hand in his. "Y ou have come along way, Miss Delvert. | am
pleased to help you in any way | can.”

Johnston continued to hold her hand. She continued to smile at him. Thiswent on for ten seconds more,
while she said that he was too kind and he said on the contrary, it was the very least he could do for her.
They walked through the monastery excavations, atight little group: the Professor and Miss Delvert in
the front, Bellin and Chris following behind, not too close, but still trying to hear the discussion. Bellin
wore a quiet, satisfied smile; it occurred to Chris that there was more than one way to deal with a
troublesome culture minister.

Asfor the Professor, his wife had been dead for many years, and athough there were rumors, Chris had
never seen him with another woman. He was fascinated to watch him now. Johnston did not change his
manner; he simply gave the reporter his undivided attention. He conveyed the impression that there was
nothing in the world more important than she was. And Chris had afeeling that Delvert's questions were
much less contentious than she had planned.

"Asyou know, Professor," she said, "for some time now, my newspaper has been working on a story
about the American company ITC."

"Yes, I'm aware of that."

"Am | correct that I TC sponsors this site?"

"Yes, they do."

She said, "We have been told they contribute a million dollars ayear."

"That's about right."

They walked on for amoment. She seemed to be trying to frame her next question carefully.

"There are some at the newspaper,” she said, "who think that's a great deal of money to spend on
medieval archaeology."

"WEell, you can tell them at the newspaper,” Johnston said, "that it's not. In fact, it's average for alarge
site likethis. ITC gives us two hundred and fifty in direct costs, a hundred and a quarter in indirect costs
paid to the university, another eighty in scholarships, stipends, and travel and living expenses, and fifty
for laboratory and archiving costs."

"But surely there is much more than that," she said, playing with her hair with her pen, and blinking
rapidly. Chris thought, She's batting her eyes at him. He'd never seen awoman do that. Y ou had to be
French to pull it off.

The Professor appeared not to notice. "Yes, there is certainly more," he said, "but it doesn't go to us. The
rest is reconstruction costs for the siteitself. That is separately accounted, since as you know,
reconstruction costs are shared with the French government.”
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"Of course," she said. "So the half million dollars your own team spendsisin your view quite usual?"
"Well, we can ask Francois," Johnston said. "But there are twenty-seven archaeological sites being
worked in this corner of France. They range from the Paleolithic dig that the University of Zurichis
doing with Carnegie-Méellon, to the Roman castrum, the fort, that the University of Bordeaux is doing
with Oxford. The average annual cost of these projectsis about half amillion dollars ayear."

"I did not know that." She was staring into his eyes, openly admiring. Too openly, Chris thought. It
suddenly occurred to him that he might have migudged what was happening. This might smply be her
way of getting a story.

Johnston glanced back at Bellin, who was walking behind him. "Frangois? What would you say?"

"I believe you know what you are doing - | mean, saying," Bellin said. "Funding varies from four to six
hundred thousand U.S. Scandinavians, Germans and Americans cost more. Paleolithic costs more. But
yes, half amillion could be an average number."

Miss Delvert remained focused on Johnston: "And for your funding, Professor Johnston, how much
contact are you required to have with ITC?

"Almost none."

"Almost none? Truly?'

"Their president, Robert Doniger, came out two years ago. He's a history buff, and he was very
enthusiastic, like akid. And ITC sends a vice president about once a month. One is here right now. But
by and large, they leave us alone."

"And what do you know about ITC itself?

Johnston shrugged. "They do research in guantum physics. They make components used in MRIs,
medical devices, and so forth. And they are developing several quantum-based dating techniques, to
precisely date any artifact. We're helping with that."

"| see. And these techniques, they work?"'

"We have prototype devices in our farmhouse office. So far they've proven too delicate for field work.
They're always breaking down."

"But thisiswhy ITC funds you - to test their equipment?"’

"No," Johnston said. "It's the other way around. ITC is making dating equipment for the same reason
ITC funds us - because Bob Doniger is enthusiastic about history. We're his hobby."

"An expensive hobby."

"Not for him," Johnston said. "He's abillionaire. He bought a Gutenberg Bible for twenty-three million.
He bought the Rouen Tapestry at auction for seventeen million. Our project's just small change.”
"Perhaps so. But Mr. Doniger is also atough businessman."

"Yes."

"Do you really think he supports you out of personal interest?' Her tone was light, almost teasing.
Johnston looked directly at her. "Y ou never know, Miss Delvert, what someone's reasons are."

Chris thought, He's suspicious, too.

Delvert seemed to senseit as well, and she immediately reverted to a more businesslike manner. " Of
course, yes. But | ask thisfor areason. Isn't it true that you do not own the results of your research?
Anything you find, anything you discover, isowned by ITC."

"Yes, that's correct."

"This doesn't bother you?"

"If | worked for Microsoft, Bill Gates would own the results of my research. Anything | found and
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discovered, Bill Gates would own."

"Yes. But thisis hardly the same."

"Why not? ITC isatechnical company, and Doniger set up this fund the way technical companies do
such things. The arrangement doesn't bother me. We have the right to publish our findings - they even
pay for publication."

" After they approve them."

"Y es. We send our reports to them first. But they have never commented.”

"S0 you see no greater ITC plan behind al this?' she asked.

Johnston said, "Do you?"

"I don't know," she said. "That iswhy | am asking you. Because of course there are some extremely
puzzling aspects to the behavior of ITC asacompany.”

"What aspects?’

"For example," she said, "they are one of the world's largest consumers of xenon."

"Xenon? Y ou mean the gas?'

"Yes. Itisused in lasers and electron tubes.”

Johnston shrugged. "They can have all the xenon gas they want. | can't see how it concerns me."
"What about their interest in exotic metals? I TC recently purchased a Nigerian company to assure their
supply of niobium."

"Niobium." Johnston shook his head. "What's niobium?"

"It isametal similar to titanium."

"What's it used for?"

" Superconducting magnets, and nuclear reactors."

"And you wonder what ITC isusing it for?" Johnston shook his head again. "Y ou'd have to ask them,
Miss Delvert."

"l did. They said it was for “research in advanced magnetics.
"There you are. Any reason not to believe them?"

"No," shesaid. "But asyou said yourself, ITC isaresearch company. They employ two hundred
physicists at their main facility, a place called Black Rock, in New Mexico. It isclearly and
unquestionably a high-technology company.”

"Yes...."

"So | wonder: Why would a high-technology company want so much land?"

"Land?’

"ITC has purchased large land parcels in remote locations around the world: the mountains of Sumatra,
northern Cambodia, southeast Pakistan, the jungles of central Guatemala, the highlands of Peru."
Johnston frowned. "Are you sure?’

"Y es. They have made acquisitions in Europe, aswell. West of Rome, five hundred hectares. In
Germany near Heidelberg, seven hundred hectares. In France, a thousand thousand hectares in the
limestone hills above the River Lot. And finally, right here."

"Here?'

"Y es. Using British and Swedish holding companies, they have very quietly acquired five hundred
hectares, al around your site. It is mostly forest and farmland, at the moment."

"Holding companies?' he said.

"That makes it very difficult to trace. Whatever ITC isdoing, it clearly requires secrecy. But why would
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this company fund your research, and also buy the land al around the site?"

"I have noidea," Johnston said. "Especially since ITC doesn't own the siteitself. You'll recall they gave
the entire area - Castelgard, Sainte-Mére and La Roqgue - to the French government last year."

"Of course. For atax exemption."

"But still, ITC does not own the site. Why should they buy land around it?"

"I will be happy to show you everything | have."

"Perhaps," Johnston said, "you should."

"My researchisjust in the car."

They started together toward the Land Rover. Watching them go, Bellin clucked his tongue. "Ah, dear,
dear. It is so difficult to trust these days."

Chris was about to answer in his bad French when hisradio clicked. "Chris?' It was David Stern, the
project technologist. "Chris, is the Professor with you? Ask him if he knows somebody named James
Wauneka."

Chris pressed the button on hisradio. "The Professor's busy right now. What's it about?"

"He's some guy in Gallup. He's called twice. Wants to send us a picture of our monastery that he says he
found in the desert."

"What? In the desert?’

"He might be alittle cracked. He claims he's a cop, and he keeps babbling on about some dead ITC
employee.”

"Have him send it to our e-mail address," Chrissaid. "Y ou take alook at it."

He clicked the radio off. Bellin was looking at his watch, clucking again, then looking at the car, where
Johnston and Delvert were standing, their heads almost touching as they pored over papers. "l have
appointments,” he said mournfully. "Who knows how long this will take?"

"l think," Chris said, "perhaps not long."

Twenty minutes later, Bellin was driving off with Miss Delvert at his side, and Chris was standing with
the Professor, waving good-bye. "l think that went rather well," Johnston said.

"What'd she show you?'

"Some land-purchase records, for the area around here. But it's not persuasive. Four parcels were bought
by a German investment group about which little is known. Two parcels were bought by a British
attorney who claims he's going to retire here; another by a Dutch banker for his grown daughter; and so
on."

"The British and the Dutch have been buying land in the Périgord for years,” Chris said. "It's nothing
new."

"Exactly. She has some ideathat all the purchases could be traced to ITC. But it's pretty tenuous. You
have to be a believer."

The car was gone. They turned and walked toward the river. The sun was higher in the sky now, and it
was getting warm.

Cautiously, Chris said, "Charming woman."

"I think," Johnston said, "that she works too hard at her job."

They got into the rowboat tied up at the river's edge, and Chris rowed them across to Castelgard.

They left the rowboat behind, and began climbing toward the top of Castelgard hill. They saw the first
sign of castle walls. On this side, al that remained of the walls were grassy embankments that ended in
long scars of exposed, crumbled rock. After six hundred years, it almost looked like a natural feature.
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But it was in fact the remains of awall.

"Y ou know," the Professor said, "what she really doesn't like is corporate sponsorship. But

archaeol ogical research has always depended on outside benefactors. A hundred years ago, the
benefactors were al individuals: Carnegie, Peabody, Stanford. But these days wealth is corporate, so
Nippon TV finances the Sistine Chapel, British Telecom finances Y ork, Philips Electronics finances the
Toulouse castrum, and ITC finances us."

"Speak of the devil," Chrissaid. Asthey came over the hill, they saw the dark form of Diane Kramer,
standing with André Marek.

The Professor sighed. "This day is completely wasted. How long is she going to be here?"

"Her planeis at Bergerac. She's scheduled to leave this afternoon at three."

“I'm sorry about that woman," Diane Kramer said, when Johnston came up to join her. " She's annoying
everybody, but we've been unable to do anything about her."

"Bellin said you wanted me to talk to her."

"We want everybody to talk to her," Kramer said. "We're doing everything we can to show her there are
no secrets.”

" She seemed mostly concerned,” Johnston said, "that I TC was making land purchasesin this area.”
"Land purchases? ITC?' Kramer laughed. "I haven't heard that one before. Did she ask you about
niobium and nuclear reactors?"

"Asamatter of fact, she did. She said you'd bought a company in Nigeria, to assure your supply."
"Nigeria," Kramer repeated, shaking her head. "Oh dear. Our niobium comes from Canada. Niobium's
not exactly arare metal, you know. It sells for seventy-five dollars a pound.” She shook her head. "We
offered to give her atour of our facility, interview with our president, bring a photographer, her own
experts, whatever she wants. But no. It's modern journalism: don't |et the facts get in your way."
Kramer turned, and gestured to the ruins of Castelgard al around them. "Anyway," she said. "I've taken
Dr. Marek's excellent tour, in the helicopter and on foot. It's evident you're doing absolutely spectacular
work. Progressis good, the work's of extremely high academic quality, recordkeeping isfirst rate, your
people are happy, the site is managed well. Just fabulous. | couldn't be happier. But Dr. Marek tells me
heisgoing to be late for his- what isit?"

"My broadsword lesson,” Marek said.

"His broadsword lesson. Yes. | think he should certainly do that. It doesn't sound like something you can
change, like a piano lesson. In the meantime, shall we walk the site together?"

"Of course," Johnston said.

Chrissradio beeped. A voice said, "Chris? It's Sophie for you."

"I'll call her back."

"No, no,” Kramer said. "Y ou go ahead. I'll speak to the Professor alone."

Johnston said quickly, "I usually have Chris with me, to take notes."

"I don't think we'll need notes today."

"All right. Fine." He turned to Chris. "But give me your radio, in case."

"No problem," Chris said. He unclipped the radio from his belt and handed it to Johnston. As Johnston
took it in his hand, he clearly flicked on the voice-activation switch. Then he slipped it on his belt.
"Thanks," Johnston said. "Now, you better go call Sophie. Y ou know she doesn't like to be kept waiting."
"Right," Chris said.

As Johnston and Kramer began to walk through the ruins, he sprinted across the field toward the stone
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farmhouse that served as the project office.

Just beyond the crumbling walls of Castelgard town, the team had bought a dilapidated stone storehouse
and had rebuilt the roof, and repaired the stonework. Here they housed all their electronics, lab
equipment and archival computers. Unprocessed records and artifacts were spread out on the ground
beneath a broad green tent adjacent to the farmhouse.

Chris went into the storehouse, which was one large room that they had divided into two. To the left,
Elsie Kastner, the team's linguist and graphology expert, sat in her own room, hunched over parchment
documents. Chrisignored her and went straight ahead to the room crammed with electronic equipment.
There David Stern, the thin and bespectacled technical expert on the project, was talking on a telephone.
"Well," Stern was saying, "you'll have to scan your document at afairly high resolution, and send it to
us. Do you have a scanner there?"

Hastily, Chris rummaged through the equipment on the field table, looking for a spare radio. He didn't
see one; al the charger boxes were empty.

"The police department doesn't have a scanner?' Stern was saying, surprised. "Oh, you're not at the -
well, why don't you go there and use the police scanner?’

Chris tapped Stern on the shoulder. He mouthed, Radio.

Stern nodded and unclipped his own radio from his belt. "Well yes, the hospital scanner would be fine.
Maybe they will have someone who can help you. We need twelve-eighty by ten-twenty-four, saved as a
JPEG file. Then you transmit that tous. . . ."

Chrisran outside, flicking through the channels on the radio as he went.

From the storehouse door, he could look down over the entire site. He saw Johnston and Kramer
walking along the edge of the plateau overlooking the monastery. She had a notebook open and was
showing him something on paper.

And then he found them on channel eight.

"-ignificant acceleration in the pace of research," she was saying.

And the Professor said, "What?"

Professor Johnston looked over his wire-frame spectacles at the woman standing before him. "That's
impossible," he said.

She took a deep breath. "Perhaps | haven't explained it very well. Y ou are already doing some
reconstruction. What Bob would like to do," she said, "is to enlarge that to be afull program of
reconstruction."

"Yes. And that'simpossible.”

"Tell mewhy."

"Because we don't know enough, that's why," Johnston said angrily. "Look: the only reconstruction
we've done so far has been for safety. We've rebuilt walls so they don't fall on our researchers. But we're
not ready to actually begin rebuilding the site itself."

"But surely apart,” she said. "l mean, look at the monastery over there. Y ou could certainly rebuild the
church, and the cloister beside it, and the refectory, and-"

"What?' Johnston said. "The refectory?' The refectory was the dining room where the monks took their
meals. Johnston pointed down at the site, where low walls and crisscrossing trenches made a confusing
pattern. "Who said the refectory was next to the cloister?"

"Well, I-"

"You see? Thisis exactly my point,” Johnston said. "We still aren't sure where the refectory isyet. It's
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only just recently that we've started to think it might be next to the cloister, but we aren't sure.”

She said irritably, "Professor, academic study can go on indefinitely, but in the real world of results-"
“I'm al for results," Johnston said. "But the whole point of adig like thisis that we don't repeat the
mistakes of the past. A hundred years ago, an architect named Viollet-le-Duc rebuilt monuments al over
France. Some he did well. But when he didn't have enough information, he just made it up. The
buildings were just his fantasy."

"I understand you want to be accurate-"

"If | knew ITC wanted Disneyland, 1'd never have agreed."

"We don't want Disneyland."

“If you rebuild now, that's what you'll get, Ms. Kramer. You'll get afantasy. Medieval Land."

"No," shesaid. "l can assure you in the strongest possible terms. We do not want a fantasy. We want an
historically accurate reconstruction of the site."

"But it can't be done."

"We believeit can."

"How?"'

"With all due respect, Professor, you're being overcautious. Y ou know more than you think you do. For
example, the town of Castelgard, beneath the castle itself. That could certainly be rebuilt.”

"I suppose. . . Part of it could, yes."

"And that's all we're asking. Just to rebuild a part.”

David Stern wandered out of the storehouse, to find Chris listening with the radio pressed to his ear.
"Eavesdropping, Chris?"’

"Shhh," Chrissaid. "Thisisimportant.”

Stern shrugged his shoulders. He always felt alittle detached from the enthusiasms of the graduate
students around him. The others were historians, but Stern was trained as a physicist, and he tended to
see things differently. He just couldn't get very excited about finding another medieval hearth, or afew
bones from a buria site. In any case, Stern had only taken thisjob - which required him to run the

el ectronic equipment, do various chemical analyses, carbon dating, and so on - to be near his girlfriend,
who was attending summer school in Toulouse. He had been intrigued by the idea of quantum dating,
but so far the equipment had failed to work.

On the radio, Kramer was saying, "And if you rebuild part of the town, then you could also rebuild part
of the outer castle wall, where it is adjacent to the town. That section there." She was pointing to alow,
ragged wall running north-south across the site.

The Professor said, "Well, | suppose we could. . . ."

"And," Kramer continued, "you could extend the wall to the south, where it goes into the woods over
there. Y ou could clear the woods, and rebuild the tower."

Stern and Chris looked at each other.

"What's she talking about?' Stern said. "What tower?"

"Nobody's even surveyed the woods yet," Chris said. "We were going to clear it at the end of the
summer, and then have it surveyed in the fall."

Over the radio, they heard the Professor say, "Y our proposal is very interesting, Ms. Kramer. Let me
discuss it with the others, and we'll meet again at lunch.”

And then in the field below, Chris saw the Professor turn, look directly at them, and point a stabbing
finger toward the woods.
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Leaving the open field of ruins behind, they climbed a green embankment, and entered the woods. The
trees were slender, but they grew close together, and beneath their canopy it was dark and cool. Chris
Hughes followed the old outer castle wall as it diminished progressively from awaist-high wall to alow
outcrop of stones, and then finally to nothing, disappearing beneath the underbrush.

From then on, he had to bend over, pushing aside the ferns and small plants with his handsin order to
see the path of the wall.

The woods grew thicker around them. He felt a sense of peace here. He remembered that when he had
first seen Castelgard, nearly the entire site had been within forest like this. The few standing walls were
covered in moss and lichen, and seemed to emerge from the earth like organic forms. There had been a
mystery to the site back then. But that had been lost once they cleared the land and began excavations.
Stern trailed along behind him. Stern didn't get out of the lab much, and he seemed to be enjoying it.
"Why are al the trees so small?"' he said.

"Becauseit'sanew forest,” Chris said. "Nearly all the forests in the Périgord are less than a hundred
yearsold. All thisland used to be cleared, for vineyards."

"And?'

Chris shrugged. "Disease. That blight, phylloxera, killed all the vines around the turn of the century.
And the forest grew back." And he added, "The French wine industry ailmost vanished. They were saved
by importing vines that were phylloxera-resistant, from California. Something they'd rather forget."

As hetalked, he continued looking at the ground, finding a piece of stone here and there, just enough to
enable him to follow the line of the old wall.

But suddenly, the wall was gone. He'd lost it entirely. Now he would have to double back, pick it up
again.

"Damn."

"What?' Stern said.

"I can't find the wall. It was running right thisway" - he pointed with the flat of his hand-" and now it's
gone."

They were standing in an area of particularly thick undergrowth, high ferns intermixed with some kind
of thorny vine that scratched at his bare legs. Stern was wearing trousers, and he walked forward, saying,
"I don't know, Chris, it's got to be around here. . . ."

Chris knew he had to double back. He had just turned to retrace his steps when he heard Stern yell.
Chris looked back.

Stern was gone. Vanished.

Chris was standing alone in the woods.

"David?'
A groan. "Ah . ..damn."
"What happened?’

"I banged my knee. It hurts like a mother."

Chris couldn't see him anywhere. "Where are you?"

“Inahole” Stern said. "I fell. Be careful, if you comethisway. Infact..." A grunt. Swearing. "Don't
bother. | can stand. I'm okay. In fact - hey."

"What?"'

"Wait aminute."

"What isit?"
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"Just wait, okay?"

Chris saw the underbrush move, the ferns shifting back and forth, as Stern headed to the left. Then Stern
spoke. His voice sounded odd. "Uh, Chris?’

"What isit?"

"It's a section of wall. Curved."

"What are you saying?'

"I think I'm standing at the bottom of what was once around tower, Chris."

"No kidding," Chris said. He thought, How did Kramer know about that?

"Check the computer,” the Professor said. "See if we have any helicopter survey scans - infrared or radar
- that show atower. It may already be recorded, and we just never paid attention to it."

"L ate-afternoon infrared is your best bet," Stern said. He was sitting in a chair with an ice pack on his
knee.

"Why late afternoon?"

"Because this limestone holds heat. That's why the cavemen liked it so much here. Even in winter, a
cave in Périgord limestone was ten degrees warmer than the outside temperature.”

"So in the afternoon . . ."

"Thewall holds heat as the forest cools. And it'll show up on infrared."

"Even buried?"

Stern shrugged.

Chris sat at the computer console, started hitting keys. The computer made a soft beep. The image
switched abruptly.

"Oops. Werein e-mail.”

Chris clicked on the mailbox. There was just one message, and it took along time to download. "What's
this?'

"I bet it's that guy Wauneka," Stern said. "I told him to send a pretty big graphic. He probably didn't
compressit."

Then the image popped up on the screen: a series of dots arranged in a geometric pattern. They all
recognized it at once. It was unquestionably the Monastery of Sainte-Mére. Their own site.

In greater detail than their own survey.

Johnston peered at the image. He drummed his fingers on the tabletop. "It's odd," he said finally, "that
Bellin and Kramer would both just happen to show up here on the same day."

The graduate students |ooked at each other. "What's odd about it?" Chris said.

"Bellin didn't ask to meet her. And he always wants to meet sources of funding."

Chris shrugged. "He seemed very busy."

"Yes. That'sthe way he seemed." Heturned to Stern. "Anyway, print that out,” he said. "We'll see what
our architect hasto say."

Katherine Erickson - ash-blond, blue-eyed, and darkly tanned - hung fifty feet in the air, her face just
inches below the broken Gothic ceiling of the Castelgard chapel. She lay on her back in a harness and
calmly jotted down notes about the construction above her.

Erickson was the newest graduate student on the site, having joined the project just afew months before.
Originally, she had gone to Y ale to study architecture, but found she disliked her chosen field, and
transferred to the history department. There, Johnston had sought her out, convincing her to join him the
way he had convinced all the others: "Why don't you put aside these old books and do some real history?
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Some hands-on history?"

So, hands-on it was - hanging way up here. Not that she minded: Kate had grown up in Colorado and
was an avid climber. She spent every Sunday climbing the rock cliffs all around the Dordogne. There
was rarely anyone else around, which was great: at home, you had to wait in line for the good pitches.
Using her pick, she chipped off afew flakes of mortar from different areas to take back for spectroscopic
analysis. She dropped each into one of the rows of plastic containers, like film containers, that she wore
over her shoulders and across her chest like a bandolier.

She was labeling the containers when she heard a voice say, "How do you get down from there? | want
to show you something."

She glanced over her shoulder, saw Johnston on the floor below. "Easy," she said. Kate released her
lines and slid smoothly to the ground, landing lightly. She brushed strands of blond hair back from her
face. Kate Erickson was not a pretty girl - as her mother, a homecoming queen at UC, had so often told
her - but she had a fresh, all-American quality that men found attractive.

"I think you'd climb anything," Johnston said.

She unclipped from the harness. "It's the only way to get this data."

"If you say s0."

"Serioudly," she said. "If you want an architectural history of this chapel, then | have to get up there and
take mortar samples. Because that ceiling's been rebuilt many times - either because it was badly made
and kept falling in, or because it was broken in warfare, from siege engines."

"Surely sieges," Johnston said.

"WEell, I'm not so sure," Kate said. "The main castle structures - the great hall, the inner apartments - are
solid, but severa of the walls aren't well constructed. In some cases, it looks like walls were added to
make secret passages. This castle's got several. There's even one that goes to the kitchen! Whoever made
those changes must have been pretty paranoid. And maybe they did it too quickly." She wiped her hands
on her shorts. "So. What've you got to show me?"

Johnston handed her a sheet of paper. It was a computer printout, a series of dots arranged in aregular,
geometric pattern. "What's this?' she said.

"You tell me."

"It looks like Sainte-Mére."

"Isit?

"I'd say s0, yes. But the thingis. . ."

She walked out of the chapel, and looked down on the monastery excavation, about a mile away in the
flats below. It was spread out almost as clearly as the drawing she held in her hand.

"Huh."

"What?"'

"There's features on this drawing that we haven't uncovered yet," she said. "An apsidal chapel appended
to the church, a second cloister in the northeast quadrant, and . . . thislooks like a garden, inside the
walls. . . . Where'd you get this picture, anyway?'

The restaurant in Marqueyssac stood on the edge of a plateau, with aview over the entire Dordogne
valley. Kramer looked up from her table and was surprised to see the Professor arriving with both Marek
and Chris. She frowned. She had expected to have a private lunch. She was at a table for two.

They all sat down together, Marek bringing two chairs from the next table. The Professor |eaned forward
and looked at her intently.
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"Ms. Kramer," the Professor said, "how did you know where the rectory is?"

"The rectory?' She shrugged. "Well, | don't know.

Wasn't it in the weekly progress report? No? Then maybe Dr. Marek mentioned it to me." She looked at
the solemn faces staring at her. " Gentlemen, monasteries aren't exactly my specialty. | must have heard
it somewhere."

"And the tower in the woods?"

"It must be in one of the surveys. Or the old photographs.”

"We checked. It's not."

The Professor dlid the drawing across the table to her. "And why does an I TC employee named Joseph
Traub have adrawing of the monastery that is more complete than our own?"

"l don't know. . . . Where did you get this?"

"From a policeman in Gallup, New Mexico, who is asking some of the same questions | am."

She said nothing. She just stared at him.

"Ms. Kramer," he said finaly. "I think you're holding out on us. | think you have been doing your own
analysis behind our backs, and not sharing what you've found. And | think the reason is that you and
Bellin have been negotiating to exploit the site in the event that I'm not cooperative. And the French
government would be only too happy to throw Americans off their heritage site.”

"Professor, that is absolutely not true. | can assure you-"

"No, Ms. Kramer. You can't." He looked at his watch. "What time does your plane go back to ITC?
"Three o'clock."

"I'm ready to leave now."

He pushed his chair away from the table.

"But I'm going to New Y ork."

"Then | think you'd better change your plans and go to New Mexico."

"You'll want to see Bob Doniger, and | don't know his schedule. . . ."

"Ms. Kramer." He leaned across the table. "Fix it."

Asthe Professor left, Marek said, "I pray God look with favor upon your journey and deliver you safe
back." That was what he always said to departing friends. It had been afavorite phrase of the Count
Geoffrey delaTour, six hundred years before.

Some thought Marek carried his fascination with the past to the point of obsession. But in fact it was
natural to him: even as a child, Marek had been strongly drawn to the medieval period, and in many
ways he now seemed to inhabit it. In arestaurant, he once told a friend he would not grow a beard
because it was not fashionable at the time. Astonished, the friend protested, "Of courseit's fashionable,
just look at all the beards around you." To which Marek replied, "No, no, | mean it is not fashionable in
my time." By which he meant the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries.

Many medieval scholars could read old languages, but Marek could speak them: Middle English, Old
French, Occitan, and Latin. He was expert in the fine points of period dress and manners. And with his
size and athletic prowess, he set out to master the martial skills of the period. After al, he said, it was a
time of perpetual war. Already he could ride the huge Percherons that had been used as destriers, or
warhorses. And he was reasonably skilled at jousting, having spent hours practicing with the spinning
tournament dummy called the quintain. Marek was so good with alongbow that he had begun to teach
the skill to the others. And now he was learning to fight with a broadsword.
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But his detailed knowledge of the past put him oddly out of touch with the present. The Professor's
sudden departure left everyone on the project feeling bereft and uneasy; wild rumors flew, especially
among the undergraduates: ITC was pulling its funding. ITC was turning the project into Medieval

Land. ITC had killed somebody in the desert and was in trouble. Work stopped; people just stood around
talking.

Marek finally decided he'd better hold a meeting to squelch the rumors, so in the early afternoon, he
called everyone together under the big green tent outside the storehouse. Marek explained that a dispute
had arisen between the Professor and I TC, and the Professor had gone back to I TC headquarters to clear
it up. Marek said it was just a misunderstanding, which would be resolved in afew days. He said they
would be in constant touch with the Professor, who had arranged to call them every twelve hours; and
that he expected the Professor to return soon, and things to be normal once again.

It didn't help. The deep sense of unease remained. Several of the undergraduates suggested the afternoon
was really too hot to work, and better suited for kayaking on the river; Marek, finaly sensing the mood,
said they might aswell go.

One by one, the graduate students decided to take the rest of the day off, too. Kate appeared, with
several pounds of metal clanking around her waist, and announced she was going to climb the cliff
behind Gageac. She asked Chrisif he wanted to come with her (to hold her ropes - she knew he would
never climb), but he said he was going to the riding stables with Marek. Stern declared he was driving to
Toulouse for dinner. Rick Chang headed off to Les Eyziesto visit a colleague at a Palealithic site. Only
Elsie Kastner, the graphologist, remained behind in the storehouse, patiently going over documents.
Marek asked if she wanted to come with him. But she told him, "Don't be silly, André," and kept
working.

The Equestrian Center outside Souillac was four miles away, and it was here that Marek trained twice a
week. In the far corner of alittle-used field, he had set up an odd T-shaped bar on arevolving stand. At
one end of the T-bar was a padded square; at the other end, a leather teardrop that looked like a punching
bag.

Thiswas aquintain, adevice so ancient that it had been drawn by monks at the edges of illuminated
manuscripts a thousand years earlier. Indeed, it was from just such drawings that Marek had fashioned
his own version.

Making the quintain had been simple enough; it was much more difficult to get a decent lance. Thiswas
the kind of problem Marek faced again and again in experimental history. Even the smplest and most
common items from the past were impossible to reproduce in the modern world. Even when money was
no object, thanksto the I TC research fund.

In medieval times, tournament lances were turned on wood lathes more than eleven feet long, which was
the standard length of ajousting lance. But wood lathes of that size hardly existed anymore. After much
searching, Marek located a specialty woodworking plant in northern Italy, near the Austrian border.
They were able to turn out lances of pine to the dimensions he specified, but were astonished to hear he
wanted an initial order of twenty. "Lances break," he told them. "I'll need alot of them." To deal with
splinters, he fitted a piece of screening to the faceplate of afootball helmet. When he wore this helmet
riding, he drew considerable attention. He looked like a demented beekeeper.

Eventually, Marek succumbed to modern technology, and he had his lances turned in aluminum, by a
company that made baseball bats. The aluminum lances had better balance and felt more authentic to
him, even though they were wrong for the period. And since splintering was no longer a problem, he
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could just wear a standard riding helmet.

Which was what he was wearing now.

Standing at the end of the field, he waved to Chris, who was over by the quintain. "Chris? Ready?"'
Chris nodded and set the T-bar at right anglesto Marek. He waved. Marek lowered his lance, and
spurred his horse forward.

Training with the quintain was deceptively smple. The rider galloped toward the T-bar, attempting to
strike the padded square with the tip of hislance. If he succeeded, he set the T-bar spinning, obliging
him to spur his mount past before the leather bag swung around and hit him in the head. In the old days,
Marek knew, the bag had been heavy enough to knock ayoung rider from his mount. But Marek made it
just heavy enough to deliver a stinging rebuke.

On hisfirst run, he hit the pad squarely, but he was not quick enough to avoid the bag, which boxed him
on the left ear. He reined up, and trotted back. "Why don't you try one, Chris?"

"Maybe later," Chris said, repositioning the T-bar for the next run.

Once or twice in recent days, Marek had gotten Christo try arun at the quintain. But he suspected that
was only because of Chris's sudden recent interest in all aspects of horsemanship.

Marek turned his charger, reared, and charged again. When he first began, galloping full tilt toward a
foot-square target had seemed absurdly difficult. Now he was getting the hang of it. He generally hit the
target four out of five times.

The horse thundered ahead. He lowered his lance.

"Chris! Hallo!"

Christurned, and waved to the girl riding up on horseback. At that moment, Marek's lance hit the pad,
and the leather bag swung around, knocking Chrisflat on his face.

Chrislay there, stunned, hearing peals of girlish laughter. But she quickly dismounted and helped him to
hisfeet again. "Oh Chris, I'm sorry to laugh,” she said in her elegant British accent. "It was all my faullt,
in any case. | oughtn't to have distracted you."

“I'm al right," he said, alittle sulky. He brushed dirt from his chin and faced her, managing to smile.
As aways, he was struck by her beauty, especially at this moment, her blond hair backlit in the
afternoon sun so her perfect complexion seemed to glow, setting off her deep violet eyes. Sophie Rhys-
Hampton was the most beautiful woman he had ever met in his life. And the most intelligent. And the
most accomplished. And the most seductive.

"Oh, Chris, Chris," she said, brushing his face with cool fingertips. "I really do apologize. There, now.
Any better?'

Sophie was a student at Cheltenham College; twenty years old, four years younger than he. Her father,
Hugh Hampton, was a London barrister; he owned the farmhouse that the project rented for the summer.
Sophie had come down to stay with friends in a farmhouse nearby. One day she had come round to
collect something from her father's study. Chris had seen her, and promptly walked into atree trunk.
Which seemed to have set the tone for their relationship, he thought ruefully. She looked at him now and
said, "I'm flattered | have this effect on you, Chris. But | worry for your safety." She giggled, and kissed
him lightly on the cheek. "I called you today."

"I know, | got tied up. We had acrisis."

"A crisis? What constitutes an archaeological crisis?'

"Oh, you know. Funding hassles."

"Ohyes. That ITC bunch. From New Mexico." She made it sound like the ends of the earth. "Do you
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know, they asked to buy my father's farm?"

"Did they?"

"They said they needed to rent it for so many years ahead, they might as well buy it. Of course he said
no."

"Of course." He smiled at her. "Dinner?"

"Oh, Chris. | can't tonight. But we can ride tomorrow. Shall we?"

"Of course.”

"In the morning? Ten o'clock?"

"All right," he said. "I'll seeyou at ten."

"I'm not interrupting your work?"

"Y ou know you are."

"It's quite all right to do it another day."

"No, no," he said. "Ten o'clock tomorrow."

"Done," she said, with adazzling smile.

In fact, Sophie Hampton was almost too pretty, her figure too perfect, her manner too charming to be
quite real. Marek, for one, was put off by her.

But Chris was entranced.

After sherode away, Marek charged by again. Thistime Chris got out of the way of the swinging
quintain. When Marek trotted back, he said, "Y ou're being jerked around, my friend."

"Maybe," Chris said. But the truth was, he didn't care.

The next day found Marek at the monastery, helping Rick Chang with the excavations into the
catacombs. They had been digging here for weeks now. And it was slow going, because they kept
finding human remains. Whenever they came upon bones, they stopped digging with shovels, and
switched to trowels and toothbrushes.

Rick Chang was the physical anthropologist on the team. He was trained to deal with human finds; he
could look at a pea-sized piece of bone and tell you whether it came from the right wrist or the left, male
or female, child or adult, ancient or contemporary.

But the human remains they were finding here were puzzling. For one thing, they were al male; and
some of the long bones had evidence of battle injuries. Several of the skulls showed arrow wounds. That
was how most soldiers had died in the fourteenth century, from arrows. But there was no record of any
battle ever fought at the monastery. At least none that they knew of.

They had just found what |ooked like a bit of rusted helmet when Marek's cell phone rang. It was the
Professor.

"How isit going?' Marek said.

"Fine, so far."

"Did you meet with Doniger?"

"Y es. This afternoon.”

"And?'

"l don't know yet."

"They till want to go forward with the reconstruction?’

"WEell, I'm not sure. Things are not quite what | expected here." The Professor seemed vague,
preoccupied.

"How's that?"
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"I can't discussit over theline," the Professor said. "But | wanted to tell you: | won't be calling in the
next twelve hours. Probably not for the next twenty-four hours."

"Uh-huh. Okay. Everything al right?"

"Everything isfine, André."

Marek wasn't so sure. "Do you need aspirin?' That was one of their established code phrases, away to
ask if something was wrong, in case the other person couldn't speak freely.

"No, no. Not at al."

"Y ou sound alittle detached.”

"Surprised, | would say. But everything'sfine. At least, | think it'sfine." He paused, then, "And what
about the site? What's going on with you?'

"I'm with Rick at the monastery now. We're digging in the catacombs of quadrant four. | think we'll be
down later today, or tomorrow at the latest."

"Excellent. Keep up the good work, André. I'll talk to you in aday or two."

And he rang off.

Marek clipped the phone back on his belt and frowned. What the hell did all that mean?

The helicopter thumped by overhead, its sensor boxes hanging beneath. Stern had kept it for another
day, to do morning and afternoon runs; he wanted to survey the features that Kramer had mentioned, to
see exactly how much showed up in an instrument run.

Marek wondered how it was going, but to talk to him, he needed aradio. The nearest one wasin the
storehouse.

"Elsie," Marek said as he walked into the storehouse. "Where's the radio to talk to David?"’

Of course, Elsie Kastner didn't answer him. She just continued to stare at the document in front of her.
Elsie was a pretty, heavyset woman who was capable of intense concentration. She sat in this storehouse
for hours, deciphering the handwriting on parchments. Her job required her to know not only the six
principal languages of medieval Europe, but also long-forgotten local dialects, slang and abbreviations.
Marek felt lucky to have her, even though she stayed aloof from the rest of the team. And she could be a
little strange at times. He said, "Elsie?"’

She looked up suddenly. "What? Oh, sorry, André. I'm just, uh, | mean alittle. . ." She gestured to the
parchment in front of her. "Thisisabill from the monastery to a German count. For putting up his
personal retinue for the night: twenty-nine people and thirty-five horses. That's what this count was
taking with him through the countryside. But it's written in a combination of Latin and Occitan, and the
handwriting isimpossible."

Elsie picked up the parchment and carried it to the photography stand in the corner. A camerawas
mounted on a four-legged stand above the table, with strobe lights aiming from all sides. She set the
parchment down, straightened it, arranged the bar code ID at the bottom, put a two-inch checkerboard
ruler down for standardization, and snapped the picture.

"Elsie? Where'sthe radio to talk to David?'

"Oh, sorry. It'son the far table. It's the one with the adhesive strip that says DS."

Marek went over, pressed the button. "David? It's André."

"Hi, André." Marek could hardly hear him with the thumping of the helicopter.

"What've you found?"

"Zip. Nada. Absolutely nothing,” Stern said. "We checked the monastery and we checked the forest.
None of Kramer's landmarks show up: not on SLS, or on radar, infrared, or UV. | have no idea how they
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made these discoveries.”

They were galloping full tilt along a grassy ridge overlooking the river. At least, Sophie was galloping;
Chris bounced and jolted, hanging on for dear life. Ordinarily, she never galloped on their outings
together, in deference to his lesser ability, but today she was shrieking with delight as she raced
headlong across the fields.

Christried to stay with her, praying she would stop soon, and finally she did, reining up her snorting and
sweaty black stallion, patting it on the neck, waiting for him to catch up.

"Wasn't that exciting?' she said.

"It was," he said, gasping for breath. "It certainly was that."

"You did very well, Chris, | must say. Y our seat isimproving."

All he could do was nod. His seat was painful after all the bouncing, and his thighs ached from
squeezing so hard.

"It's beautiful here," she said, pointing to the river, the dark castles on the far cliffs. "Isn't it glorious?’
And then she glanced at her watch, which annoyed him. But walking turned out to be surprisingly
pleasant. She rode very close to him, the horses amost touching, and she leaned over to whisper in his
ear; once she threw her arm around his shoulder and kissed him on the mouth, before glancing away,
apparently embarrassed by her moment of boldness.

From their present position, they overlooked the entire site: the ruins of Castelgard, the monastery, and
on the far hill, La Roque. Clouds raced overhead, moving shadows across the landscape. The air was
warm and soft, and it was quiet, except for the distant rumble of an automobile.

"Oh, Chris," she said, and kissed him again. When they broke, she looked away in the distance, and
suddenly waved.

A yellow convertible was winding up the road toward them. It was some sort of racing car, low-sung,
its engine growling. A short distance away, it stopped, and the driver stood up behind the wheel, sitting
on the back of the seat.

"Nigel!" she cried happily.

The man in the car waved back lazily, his hand tracing a slow arc.

"Oh Chris, would you be adear?' Sophie handed Chris the reins of her horse, dismounted, and ran down
the hill to the car, where she embraced the driver. The two of them got in the car. Asthey drove off, she
looked back at Chris and blew him akiss.

The restored medieval town of Sarlat was particularly charming at night, when its cramped buildings
and narrow alleys were lit softly by gas lamps. On the rue Tourny, Marek and the graduate students sat
in an outdoor restaurant under white umbrellas, drinking the dark red wine of Cahors into the night.
Usually, Chris Hughes enjoyed these evenings, but tonight nothing seemed right to him. The evening
was too warm; his metal chair uncomfortable. He had ordered his favorite dish, pintade aux cepes, but
the guinea hen tasted dry, and the mushrooms were bland. Even the conversation irritated him: usually,
the graduate students talked over the day's work, but tonight their young architect, Kate Erickson, had
met some friends from New Y ork, two American couplesin their late twenties - stock traders with their
girlfriends. He disliked them almost immediately.

The men were constantly getting up from the table to talk on cell phones. The women were both
publicistsin the same PR firm; they had just finished a very big party for Martha Stewart's new book.
The group's bustling sense of their own self-importance quickly got on Chris's nerves; and, like many
successful business people, they tended to treat academics asif they were dlightly retarded, unable to
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function in the real world, to play the real games. Or perhaps, he thought, they just found it inexplicable
that anyone would choose an occupation that wouldn't make them a millionaire by age twenty-four.

Y et he had to admit they were perfectly pleasant; they were drinking alot of wine, and asking alot of
guestions about the project. Unfortunately, they were the usual questions, the ones tourists always asked:
What's so special about that place? How do you know where to dig? How do you know what to look
for? How deep do you dig and how do you know when to stop?

"Why are you working there? What's so special about that place, anyway?' one of the women asked.
"The siteisvery typical for the period," Kate said, "with two opposing castles. But what makesit areal
find isthat it has been a neglected site, never previously excavated.”

"That's good? That it was neglected?' The woman was frowning; she came from a world where neglect
was bad.

"It'svery desirable," Marek said. "In our work, the real opportunities arise only when the world passes
an areaby. Like Sarlat, for instance. Thistown."

"It's very sweet here," one of the women said. The men stepped away to talk on their phones.

"But the point," Kate said, "isthat it's an accident that this old town exists at al. Originally, Sarlat was a
pilgrimage town that grew up around a monastery with relics; eventualy it got so big that the monastery
left, looking for peace and quiet elsewhere. Sarlat continued as a prosperous market center for the
Dordogne region. But its importance diminished steadily over the years, and in the twentieth century, the
world passed Sarlat by. It was so unimportant and poor that the town didn't have the money to rebuild its
old sections. The old buildings just remained standing, with no modern plumbing and electricity. A lot
of them were abandoned."

Kate explained that in the 1950s, the city was finally going to tear the old quarter down and put up
modern housing. "André Malraux stopped it. He convinced the French government to put aside funds for
restoration. People thought he was crazy. Now, Sarlat's the most accurate medieval town in France, and
one of the biggest tourist attractions in the country."

"It's nice," the woman said, vaguely. Suddenly, both men returned to the table together, sat down, and
put their phonesin their pockets with an air of finality.

"What happened?' Kate said.

"Market closed,” one explained. "So. Y ou were saying about Castelgard. What's so special about it?"
Marek said, "We were discussing the fact that it's never been excavated before. But it's also important to
us because Castelgard is atypical fourteenth-century walled town. The town is older than that, but
between 1300 and 1400 most of its structures were built, or modified, for greater defense: thicker walls,
concentric walls, more complicated moats and gates."

"Thisiswhen? The Dark Ages?' one of the men said, pouring wine,

"No," Marek said. "Technicaly, it'sthe High Middle Ages."

"Not as high asI'm going to be," the man said. "So what comes before that, the Low Middle Ages?!
"That'sright," Marek said.

"Hey," the man said, raising hiswineglass. "Right the first time!"

Starting around 40 B.C., Europe had been ruled by Rome. The region of France where they now were,
Aquitaine, was originally the Roman colony of Aquitania. All across Europe, the Romans built roads,
supervised trade, and maintained law and order. Europe prospered.

Then, around A.D. 400, Rome began to withdraw its soldiers and abandon its garrisons. After the empire
collapsed, Europe sank into lawlessness, which lasted for the next five hundred years. Population fell,
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trade died, towns shrank. The countryside was invaded by barbarian hordes. Goths and Vandals, Huns
and Vikings. That dark period was the Low Middle Ages.

"But toward the last millennium - | mean A.D. 1000 - things began to get better," Marek said. "A new
organization coalesced that we call the feudal system - although back then, people never used that
word."

Under feudalism, powerful lords provided local order. The new system worked. Agriculture improved.
Trade and cities flourished. By A.D. 1200, Europe was thriving again, with alarger population than it
had had during the Roman Empire. "So the year 1200 is the beginning of the High Middle Ages - atime
of growth, when culture flourished."

The Americans were skeptical. "If it was so great, why was everybody building more defenses?’
"Because of the Hundred Y ears War," Marek said, "which was fought between England and France."
"What was it, areligious war?"'

"No," Marek said. "Religion had nothing to do with it. Everyone at the time was Catholic."

"Really? What about the Protestants?"

"There were no Protestants.”

"Where were they?"

Marek said, "They hadn't invented themselves yet."

"Really? Then what was the war about?"

"Sovereignty,” Marek said. "It was about the fact that England owned alarge part of France."

One of the men frowned skeptically. "What are you telling me? England used to own France?"

Marek sighed.

He had aterm for people like this: temporal provincials - people who were ignorant of the past, and
proud of it.

Temporal provincials were convinced that the present was the only time that mattered, and that anything
that had occurred earlier could be safely ignored. The modern world was compelling and new, and the
past had no bearing on it. Studying history was as pointless as learning Morse code, or how to drive a
horse-drawn wagon. And the medieval period - al those knightsin clanking armor and ladies in gowns
and pointy hats - was so obviously irrelevant as to be beneath consideration.

Y et the truth was that the modern world was invented in the Middle Ages. Everything from the legal
system, to nation-states, to reliance on technology, to the concept of romantic love had first been
established in medieval times. These stockbrokers owed the very notion of a market economy to the
Middle Ages. And if they didn't know that, then they didn't know the basic facts of who they were. Why
they did what they did. Where they had come from.

Professor Johnston often said that if you didn't know history, you didn't know anything. Y ou were a leaf
that didn't know it was part of atree.

The stock trader continued, pushing in the stubborn way that some people did when confronted with
their own ignorance: "Really? England used to own part of France? That doesn't make any sense. The
English and French have always hated each other."

"Not always," Marek said. "Thiswas six hundred years ago. It was a completely different world. The
English and French were much closer then. Ever since soldiers from Normandy conquered England in
1066, all the English nobility were basically French. They spoke French, ate French food, followed
French fashions. It wasn't surprising they owned French territory. Here in the south, they had ruled
Aquitaine for more than a century."
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"S0? What was the war about? The French decided they wanted it all for themselves?"

"More or less, yes."

"Figures,”" the man said, with a knowing nod.

Marek lectured on. Chris passed the time trying to catch Kate's eye. Here in candlelight, the angles of
her face, which looked hard, even tough, in sunlight, were softened. He found her unexpectedly
attractive.

But she did not return hislook. Her attention was focused on her stockbroker friends. Typical, Chris
thought. No matter what they said, women were only attracted to men with power and money. Even
manic and sleazy men like these two.

He found himself studying their watches. Both men wore big, heavy Rolexes, but the metal watchbands
were fitted loosely, so the watches flopped and dangled down their wrists, like awoman's bracelet. It
was a sign of indifference and wealth, a casual sloppiness that suggested they were permanently on
vacation. It annoyed him.

When one of the men began to play with hiswatch, flipping it around on hiswrist, Chrisfinally could
stand it no longer. Abruptly, he got up from the table.

He mumbled some excuse about having to check on his analyses back at the site, and headed down the
rue Tourny toward the parking lot at the edge of the old quarter.

All along the street, it seemed to him that he saw only lovers, couples strolling arm in arm, the woman
with her head on the man's shoulder. They were at ease with each other, having no need to speak, just
enjoying the surroundings. Each one he passed made him more irritable, and made him walk faster.

It was arelief when he finally got to his car, and drove home.

Nigel!

What kind of an idiot had a name like Nigel?

The following morning, Kate was again hanging in the Castelgard chapel when her radio crackled and
she heard the cry "Hot tamales! Hot tamales! Grid four. Come and get it! Lunch is served.”

That was the team's signal that a new discovery had been made. They used code words for all their
Important transmissions, because they knew local officials sometimes monitored them. At other sites,
the government had occasionally sent agents in to confiscate discoveries at the moment they were first
found, before the researchers had a chance to document and evaluate them. Although the French
government had an enlightened approach to antiquities - in many ways better than Americans -
individual field inspectors were notoriously inconsistent. And, of course, there was often some feeling
about foreigners appropriating the noble history of France.

Grid four, she knew, was over at the monastery. She debated whether to stay in the chapel or to go all
the way over there, but finally she decided to go. The truth was that much of their daily work was dull
and uneventful. They all needed the renewed enthusiasm that came with the excitement of discoveries.
She walked through the ruins of Castelgard town. Unlike many others, Kate could rebuild the ruinsin
her mind, and see the town whole. She liked Castelgard; this was a no-nonsense town, conceived and
built in time of war. It had al the straightforward authenticity that she had found missing in architecture
school.

She felt the hot sun on her neck and her legs and thought for the hundredth time how glad she was to be
in France, and not sitting in New Haven at her cramped little workspace on the sixth floor of the A & A
Building, with big picture windows overlooking fake-colonial Davenport College and fake-Gothic
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Payne Whitney Gym. Kate had found architecture school depressing, she had found the Arts and
Architecture Building very depressing, and she had never regretted her switch to history.

Certainly, you couldn't argue with a summer in southern France. She fitted into the team here at the
Dordogne quite well. So far it had been a pleasant summer.

Of course, there had been some men to fend off. Marek had made a pass early on, and then Rick Chang,
and soon she would have to deal with Chris Hughes as well. Christook the British girl's rgjection hard -
he was apparently the only one in the Périgord who hadn't seen it coming - and now he was behaving
like awounded puppy. He'd been staring at her last night, during dinner. Men didn't seem to realize that
rebound behavior was slightly insulting.

Lost in her thoughts, she walked down to the river, where the team kept the little rowboat that they used
to ferry across.

And waiting there, smiling at her, was Chris Hughes.

“I'll row," he offered as they climbed into the boat. She let him. He began to pull across theriver in easy
strokes. She said nothing, just closed her eyes, turned her face up to the sun. It felt warm, relaxing.
"Beautiful day," she heard him say.

"Yes, beautiful ."

"Y ou know, Kate," he began, "I really enjoyed dinner last night. | was thinking maybe-"

"That's very flattering, Chris," she said. "But | have to be honest with you."

"Really? About what?"'

“I've just broken up with someone."

"Oh. Uh-huh. . . ."

"And | want to take some time off."

"Oh," he said. "Sure. | understand. But maybe we could still-"

She gave him her nicest smile. "'l don't think so," she said.

"Oh. Okay." She saw that he was starting to pout. Then he said, "Y ou know, you'reright. | really think
it's best that we just stay colleagues.”

"Colleagues," she said, shaking hands with him.

The boat touched the far shore.

At the monastery, alarge crowd was standing around at the top of grid four, looking down into the
excavation pit.

The excavation was a precise square, twenty feet on a side, going down to a depth of ten feet. On the
north and east sides, the excavators had uncovered flat sides of stone arches, which indicated the dig was
now within the catacomb structure, beneath the original monastery. The arches themselves werefilled in
with solid earth. Last week, they had dug a trench through the north arch, but it seemed to lead nowhere.
Shored up with timbers, it was now ignored.

Now all the excitement was directed to the east arch, where in recent days they had dug another trench
under the arch. Work had been slow because they kept finding human remains, which Rick Chang
identified as the bodies of soldiers.

L ooking down, Kate saw that the walls of the trench had collapsed on both sides, the earth falling
inward, covering the trench itself. There was now a great mound of earth, like alandslide, blocking
further progress, and as the earth collapsed, brownish skulls and long bones - lots of them - had tumbled
out.

She saw Rick Chang down there, and Marek, and Elsie, who had left her lair to come out here. Elsie had
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her digital camera on atripod, snapping off shots. These would later be stitched together in the computer
to make 360-degree panoramas. They would be taken at hourly intervals, to record every phase of the
excavation.

Marek looked up and saw Kate on therim. "Hey," he said. "I've been looking for you. Get down here."
She scrambled down the ladder to the earthen floor of the pit. In the hot midafternoon sun, she smelled
dirt, and the faint odor of organic decay. One of the skulls broke free and rolled to the ground at her feet.
But she didn't touch it; she knew the remains should stay as they were until Chang removed them.
"Thismay be the catacombs," Kate said, "but these bones weren't stored. Was there ever a battle here?'
Marek shrugged. "There were battles everywhere. I'm more interested in that." He pointed ahead to the
arch, which was without decoration, rounded and slightly flattened.

Kate said, "Cistercian, could even be twelfth century. . . ."

"Okay, sure. But what about that?' Directly beneath the central curve of the arch, the collapse of the
trench had left a black opening about three feet wide.

She said, "What are you thinking?"

"I'm thinking we better get in there. Right away."

"Why?' she said. "What's the hurry?"

Chang said to her, "It looks like there's space beyond the opening. A room, maybe several rooms."
"G

"Now it's exposed to the air. For the first time in maybe six hundred years."

Marek said, "And air has oxygen."

"Y ou think there's artifacts in there?'

"I don't know what'sin there," Marek said. "But you could have considerable damage within afew
hours." He turned to Chang. "Have we got a snake?"

"No, it'sin Toulouse, being repaired.” The snake was afiber optic cable that could be hooked to a
camera. They used it to view otherwise inaccessible spaces.

Kate said, "Why don't you just pump the room full of nitrogen?' Nitrogen was an inert gas, heavier than
air. If they pumped it through the opening, it would fill the space up, like water. And protect any
artifacts from the corrosive effects of oxygen.

"I would," Marek said, "if | had enough gas. The biggest cylinder we've got isfifty liters."

That wasn't enough.

She pointed to the skulls. "I know, but if you do anything now, you'll disturb-"

"I wouldn't worry about these skeletons,” Chang said. "They've already been moved out of position. And
they look like they were mass-graved, after a battle. But there isn't that much we can learn from them."
He turned and looked up. "Chris, who's got the reflector?’

Up above, Chrissaid, "Not me. | think they were last used here."

One of the students said, "No, it's over by grid three."

"Let'sget it. Elsie, are you about finished with your pictures?’

"Pushy, pushy."”

"Areyou, or not?"

"One minute more."

Chang was calling to the students above, telling them to bring the reflectors. Four of them ran off
excitedly.

Marek was saying to the others, "Okay, you people, | want flashlights, | want excavation packs, portable
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oxygen, filter headsets, lead lines, the works - now."

Through the excitement, Kate continued to eye the opening beneath the arch. The arch itself looked
weak to her, the stones held loosely together. Normally, an arch kept its shape by the weight of the walls
pressing in on the center stone, the keystone of the arch. But here, the whole upper curve above the
opening could just collapse. The landslide of earth underneath the opening was loose. She watched
pebbles break free and trickle down here and there. It didn't look good to her.

"André, | don't think it's safe to climb over that. . . ."

"Who's talking about climbing over? We'll lower you from above."

"Me?'

"Y eah. Y ou hang from above the arch, and then go inside." She must have looked stricken, because he
grinned. "Don't worry, I'll go with you."

"Yourealize, if we'rewrong . . ." Shewas thinking, We could be buried alive.

"What's this?' Marek said. "Losing your nerve?"

That was al he had to say.

Ten minutes later, she was hanging in midair by the edge of the exposed arch. She wore the excavation
backpack, which was fitted with an oxygen bottle on the back and had two flashlights dangling like hand
grenades from the waist straps. She had her filter headset pushed up on her forehead. Wires ran from the
radio to a battery in her pocket. With so much equipment she felt clunky, uncomfortable. Marek stood
above her, holding her safety line. And down in the pit, Rick and his students were watching her tensely.
She looked up at Marek. "Give me five." Hereleased five feet of line, and she dlid down until she was
lightly touching the dirt mound. Little rivulets of earth trickled away beneath her feet. She eased herself
forward.

"Three more."

She dropped to hands and knees, giving the mound her full weight. It held. But she looked up at the arch
uneasily. The keystone was crumbling at the edges.

"Everything al right?' Marek called.

"Okay," she said. "I'll goin now."

She crawled back toward the gaping hole at the arch. She looked up at Marek, unhooked the flashlight.
"I don't know if you can do this, André. The dirt may not support your weight."

"Very funny. You don't do this alone, Kate."

"Well, at least let me get in there first."

She flicked on her light, turned on her radio, pulled down her headset so she was breathing through
filters, and crawled through the hole, into the blackness beyond.

The air was surprisingly cool. The yellow beam of her flashlight played on bare stone walls, a stone
floor. Chang was right: this was open space beneath the monastery. And it seemed to continue for some
distance, before dirt and collapsed rubble blocked the far passage. Somehow this chamber had not been
filled with dirt like the others. She shone her light up at the roof, trying to see its condition. She couldn't
really tell. Not great.

She crept forward on hands and knees, then began to descend, dliding alittle, down the dirt toward the
ground. Moments later, she was standing inside the catacombs.

“I'm here."

It was dark around her, and the air felt wet. There was a dank odor that was unpleasant, even through the
filters. The filters took out bacteria and viruses. At most excavation sites, no one bothered with masks,
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but they were required here, because plague had come several times in the fourteenth century, killing a
third of the population. Although one form of the epidemic was originally transmitted by infected rats,
another form was transmitted through the air, through coughs and sneezes, and so anybody who went
into an old, sealed space had to worry about-

She heard a clattering behind her. She saw Marek coming through the hole above. He began to dlide, so
he jumped to the ground. In the silence afterward, they heard the soft sounds of pebbles and earth,
trickling down the mound.

"Yourealize" she said, "we could be buried alivein here."

"Always look on the bright side,” Marek said. He moved forward, holding a big fluorescent light with
reflectors. It illuminated a whole section of the room. Now that they could see clearly, the room
appeared disappointingly bare. To the left was the stone sarcophagus of a knight; he was carved in relief
on the lid, which had been removed. When they looked inside the sarcophagus, it was empty. Then there
was a rough wooden table leaning against awall. It was bare. An open corridor going down to their left,
ending in a stone staircase, which led upward until it disappeared in a mound of dirt. More mounds of
earth in this chamber, over to the right, blocking another passageway, another arch.

Marek sighed. "All this excitement . . . for nothing."

But Kate was still worried about the earth breaking free and coming into the room. It made her look
closely at the earth mounds to the right.

And that was why she saw it.

"André" she said. "Come here."

It was an earth-colored protrusion, brown against the brown of the mound, but the surface had a faint
sheen. She brushed it with her hand. It was oilcloth. She exposed a sharp corner. Oilcloth, wrapping
something.

Marek looked over her shoulder. "Very good, very good."

"Did they have oilcloth then?"

"Oh yes. Qilcloth is a Viking invention, perhaps ninth century. Quite common in Europe by our period.
Although | don't think we have found anything else in the monastery that's wrapped in oilcloth."

He helped her dig. They proceeded cautiously, not wanting the mound to come down on them, but soon
they had it exposed. It was a rectangle roughly two feet square, wrapped with oil-soaked string.

"I am guessing it's documents," Marek said. His fingers were twitching in the fluorescent light, he
wanted to open it so badly, but he restrained himself. "We'll take it back with us."

He dlipped it under his arm and headed back toward the entrance. She gave one last look at the earth
mound, wondering if she had missed something. But she hadn't. She swung her light away and-

She stopped.

Out of the corner of her eye, she'd caught a glimpse of something shiny. She turned, looked again. For a
moment, she couldn't find it, but then she did.

It was asmall piece of glass, protruding from the earth.

"André?' she said. "l think there's more.”

The glass was thin, and perfectly clear. The edge was curved and smooth, almost modern in its quality.
She brushed the dirt away with her fingertips and exposed one lens of an eyeglass.

It was abifocal lens.

"What isit?" André said, coming back to her.

"You tell me."
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He squinted at it, shone his light very near. His face was so close to the glass, his nose almost touched it.
"Where did you find this?' He sounded concerned.

"Right here."

"Lying in the open, just like now?" His voice was tense, almost accusing.

"No, only the edge was exposed. | cleaned it off."

"How?"

"With my finger."

"So: you aretelling me it was partly buried?' He sounded like he didn't believe her.

"Hey, what is this?'

"Just answer, please.”

"No, André. It was mostly buried. Everything but that left edge was buried.”

"I wish you had not touched it."

"I do, too, if I'd known you were going to act like-"

"This must be explained," he said. "Turn around."

"What?"'

"Turn around.” He took her by the shoulder, turned her roughly, so she was facing away from him.
"Jesus." She glanced over her shoulder to see what he was doing. He held his light very close to her
backpack and moved over the surface slowly, examining it minutely, then down to her shorts. "Uh, are
you going to tell me-"

"Be quiet, please."

It was afull minute before he finished. "The lower |eft zip pocket of your pack is open. Did you open it?"
"No."

"Then it has been open all the time? Ever since you put the pack on?"

"l guess. .. ."

"Did you brush against the wall at any time?"

"I don't think so." She had been careful about it, because she hadn't wanted the wall to break loose.
"Areyou sure?' he said.

"For Christ's sake. No, André, I'm not sure.”

"All right. Now you check me." He handed her hislight, and turned his back to her.

"Check you how?' she said.

"That glassis contamination," he said. "We have to explain how it got here. Look to seeif any part of
my pack is open."

She looked. Nothing was.

"Did you look carefully?”

"Yes, | looked carefully,” she said, annoyed.

"I think you didn't take enough time."

"André. | did."

Marek stared at the earthen mound in front of them. Small pebbles trickled down as he watched. "It
could have fallen from one of our packs and then been covered. . . ."

"Yes, | guessit could."

"If you could clean it with afingertip, it was not tightly buried. . . ."

"No, no. Very loose."

"All right. Then somehow, that is the explanation.”
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"What is?"

"Somehow, we brought this lensin with us, and while we were working on the oilskin documents, it fell
from the pack, and was covered by dirt. Then you saw it, and cleaned it. It is the only explanation.”
"Okay. .. ."

He took out a camera, photographed the glass several times from different distances - very close, then
progressively progressively farther back. Only then did he bring out a plastic baggie, lift the glass
carefully with tweezers, and drop it into the bag. He brought out a small roll of bubble wrap, encased the
bag, sealed it all with tape, and handed the bundle to her. "You bring it out. Please be careful." He
seemed more relaxed. He was being nicer to her.

"Okay," she said. They climbed the dirt slope again, heading back outside.

They were greeted by cheers from the undergraduates, and the oilskin package was handed over to Elsie,
who quickly took it back to the farmhouse. Everyone was laughing and smiling, except Chang and Chris
Hughes. They were wearing headsets, and had heard everything inside the cave. They looked gloomy
and upset.

Site contamination was extremely serious, and they all knew it. Because it implied sloppy excavation
technique, it called into question any other, legitimate discoveries made by the team. A typical instance
was aminor scandal at Les Eyziesthe year before.

Les Eyzies was a Paleolithic site, a habitation of early man beneath a cliff ledge. The archaeol ogists had
been digging at alevel that dated to 320,000 B.P., when one of them found a half-buried condom. It was
still inits metallic wrapper, and nobody thought for a moment that it belonged at that level. But the fact
that it had been found there - half-buried - suggested that they were not being careful in their technique.
It caused a near panic among the team, which persisted even after a graduate student was sent back to
Parisin disgrace.

"Whereisthisglasslens?' Chrissaid to Marek.

"Kate hasit."

She gaveit to Chris. While everyone el se was cheering, he turned away, unwrapped the package, and
held the baggie up to the light.

"Definitely modern,” he said. He shook his head unhappily. "I'll check it out. Just make sure you include
it in the site report.”

Marek said he would.

Then Rick Chang turned away and clapped his hands. "All right, everybody. Excitement's over. Back to
work!"

In the afternoon, Marek scheduled archery practice. The undergraduates were amused by it, and they
never missed a session; recently Kate had taken it up, as well. The target today was a straw-filled
scarecrow, set about fifty yards away. The kids were all lined up, holding their bows, and Marek strode
down behind them.

"To kill aman," he said, "you have to remember: heis almost certainly wearing plate armor on his chest.
He'sless likely to have armor on his head and neck, or on hislegs. So to kill him, you must shoot him in
the head, or on the side of historso, where the plates don't cover."

Kate listened to Marek, amused. André took everything so seriously. To kill aman. Asif he realy meant
it. Standing in the yellow afternoon sunlight of southern France, hearing the distant honk of cars on the
road, the idea seemed slightly absurd.
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"But if you want to stop aman,” Marek continued, "then shoot him in the leg. He'll go right down.
Today we'll use the fifty-pound bows."

Fifty pounds referred to the draw weight, what was needed to pull the string back. The bows were
certainly heavy, and difficult to draw. The arrows were aimost three feet long. Many of the kids had
trouble with it, especially at first. Marek usually finished each practice session with some weight lifting,
to build up their muscles.

Marek himself could draw a hundred-pound bow. Although it was difficult to believe, he insisted that
this was the size of actual fourteenth-century weapons - far beyond what any of them could use.

"All right," Marek said, "nock your arrows, aim, and loose them, please." Arrows flew through the air.
"No, no, no, David, don't pull until you tremble. Maintain control. Carl, look at your stance. Bob, too
high. Deanna, remember your fingers. Rick, that was much better. All right, here we go again, nock your
arrows, aim, and . . . loose them!"

It was late in the afternoon when Stern called Marek on the radio, and asked him to come to the
farmhouse. He said he had good news. Marek found him at the microscope, examining the lens.

"What isit?"

"Here. Look for yourself." He stepped aside, and Marek looked. He saw the lens, and the sharp line of
the bifocal cut. Here and there, the lens was lightly spotted with white circles, asif from bacteria.
"What am | supposed to see?' Marek said.

"L eft edge.”

He moved the stage, bringing the left edge into view. Refracted in the light, the edge looked very white.
Then he noticed that the whiteness spilled over the edge, onto the surface of the lensitself.

"That's bacteria growing on the lens," Stern said. "It's like rock varnish."”

Rock varnish was the term for the patina of bacteria and mold that grew on the underside of rocks.
Because it was organic, rock varnish could be dated.

"Can this be dated?' Marek said.

"It could,” Stern said, "if there was enough of it for a C-14 run. But | can tell you now, thereisn't. You
can't get a decent date from that amount. There isn't any use trying."

"G

"The point is, that was the exposed edge of the lens, right? The edge that Kate said was sticking out of
the earth?"

"Right. . . ."

"Soit'sold, André. | don't know how old, but it's not site contamination. Rick islooking at all the bones
that were exposed today, and he thinks some of them are later than our period, eighteenth century,
maybe even nineteenth century. Which means one of them could have been wearing bifocals."

"I don't know. Thislenslooks pretty sharply done. . . ."

"Doesn't mean it's new," Stern said. "They've had good grinding techniques for two hundred years. I'm
arranging for this lens to be checked by an optics guy back in New Haven. I've asked Elsie to jJump
ahead and do the oilskin documents, just to seeif there's anything unusual there. In the meantime, | think
we can all ease up."

"That's good news," Marek said, grinning.

"I thought you'd want to know. See you at dinner."

They had arranged to have dinner in the old town square of Domme, avillage on top of acliff afew
miles from their site. By nightfall, Chris, grumpy all day, had recovered from his bad mood and was
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looking forward to dinner. He wondered if Marek had heard from the Professor, and if not, what they
were going to do about it. He had a sense of expectancy.

His good mood vanished when he arrived to find the stockbroker couples again, sitting at their table.
Apparently they'd been invited for a second night. Chris was about to turn around and leave, but Kate
got up and quickly put her arm around his waist, and steered him toward the table.

"I'd rather not," he said in alow voice. "l can't stand these people." But then she gave him alittle hug,
and eased him into a chair. He saw that the stockbroker must be buying the wine tonight - Chéteau

L afite-Rothschild '95, easily two thousand francs a bottle.

And he thought, What the hell.

"WEéll, thisis a charming town," one of the women was saying. "We went and saw the walls around the
outside. They go on for quite adistance. High, too. And that very pretty gate coming into town, you
know, with the two round towers on either side."

Kate nodded. "It's sort of ironic," she said, "that alot of the villages that we find so charming now were
actually the shopping malls of the fourteenth century."

" Shopping malls? How do you mean?' the woman asked.

At that moment, Marek's radio, clipped to his belt, crackled with static.

"André? Are you there?'

It was Elsie. She never came to dinner with the others, but worked late on her cataloging. Marek held up
theradio. "Yes, Elsie."

"I just found something very weird, here."

"Yes...."

"Would you ask David to come over? | need his help testing. But I'm telling you guys - if thisisajoke, |
don't appreciate it."

With aclick, the radio went dead.

"Elsie?

No answer.

Marek looked around the table. "Anybody play ajoke on her?"

They all shook their heads no.

Chris Hughes said, "Maybe she's cracking up. It wouldn't surprise me, al those hours staring at
parchment."

"“I'll see what she wants," David Stern said, getting up from the table. He headed off into the darkness.
Chris thought of going with him, but Kate looked at him quickly, and gave him a smile. So he eased
back in his seat and reached for hiswine.

"Y ou were saying - these towns were like shopping malls?’

"A lot of them were, yes," Kate Erickson said. " These towns were speculative ventures to make money
for land developers. Just like shopping malls today. And like malls, they were al built on asimilar
pattern.”

She turned in her chair and pointed to the Domme town square behind them. " See the covered wooden
market in the center of the town square? You'll find similar covered markets in lots of towns around
here. It means the town is a bastide, a new, fortified village. Nearly a thousand bastide towns were built
in France during the fourteenth century. Some of them were built to hold territory. But many of them
were built simply to make money."

That got the attention of the stock pickers.
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One of the men looked up sharply and said, "Wait a minute. How does building a village make anybody
money?'

Kate smiled. "Fourteenth-century economics,” she said. "It worked like this. Let's say you're a nobleman
who owns alot of land. Fourteenth-century France is mostly forest, which means that your land is
mostly forest, inhabited by wolves. Maybe you have afew farmers here and there who pay you some
measly rents. But that's no way to get rich. And because you're a nobleman, you're always desperately in
need of money, to fight wars and to entertain in the lavish style that's expected of you.

"So what can you do to increase the income from your lands? Y ou build a new town. Y ou attract people
to live in your new town by offering them special tax breaks, special liberties spelled out in the town
charter. Basically, you free the townspeople from feudal obligations."

"Why do you give them these breaks?' one of the men said.

"Because pretty soon you'll have merchants and markets in the town, and the taxes and fees generate
much more money for you. Y ou charge for everything. For the use of the road to come to the town. For
the right to enter the town walls. For the right to set up a stall in the market. For the cost of soldiersto
keep order. For providing moneylenders to the market."

"Not bad," one of the men said.

"Not bad at al. And in addition, you take a percentage of everything that's sold in the market."

"Really? What percentage?'

"It depended on the place, and the particular merchandise. In general, one to five percent. So the market
isreally the reason for the town. Y ou can seeit clearly, in the way the town islaid out. Look at the
church over there," she said, pointing off to the side. "In earlier centuries, the church was the center of
the town. People went to Mass at |east once aday. All life revolved around the church. But herein
Domme, the church is off to one side. The market is now the center of town."

"So all the money comes from the market?"

"Not entirely, because the fortified town offers protection for the area, which means farmerswill clear
the nearby land and start new farms. So you increase your farming rents, aswell. All in al, anew town
was areliable investment. Which iswhy so many of these towns were built."

"Is that the only reason the towns were built?

"No, many were built for military considerations as-"

Marek's radio crackled. It was Elsie again. "André?*

"Yes," Marek said.

"Y ou better get over here right away. Because | don't know how to handle this."

"Why? What isit?

"Just come. Now."

The generator chugged loudly, and the farmhouse seemed brilliantly lit in the dark field, under a sky of
stars.

They all crowded into the farmhouse. Elsie was sitting at her desk in the center, staring at them. Her
eyes seemed distant.

"Elsie?’

"It'simpossible,”" she said.

"What's impossible? What happened here?'

Marek looked over at David Stern, but he was still working at some analysisin the corner of the room.

file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi«i/Dokumenty/Marean/k... Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt (55 of 262)2.12.2003 1:25:03



file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi «i/Dokumenty/Marean/knihy/700 SciFi, Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt

Elsie sighed. "I don't know, | don't know. . . ."

"Well," Marek said, "start at the beginning."

"Okay," she said. "The beginning." She stood up and crossed the room, where she pointed to a stack of
parchments resting on a piece of plastic tarp on the floor. "This s the beginning. The document bundle |
designated M-031, dug up from the monastery earlier today. David asked meto do it as soon as
possible.”

Nobody said anything. They just watched her.

"Okay," she said. "I've been going through the bundle. Thisishow | doit. | take about ten parchments at
atime and bring them over here to my desk." She brought ten over. "Now, | sit down at the desk, and |
go through them, one by one. Then, after I've summarized the contents of one sheet, and entered the
summary into the computer, | take the sheet to be photographed, over here." She went to the next table,
slipped a parchment under the camera.

Marek said, "We're familiar with-"

"No, you're not," she said sharply. "You're not familiar at all." Elsie went back to her table, took the next
parchment off the stack. "Okay. So | go through them one by one. This particular stack consists of all
kinds of documents: bills, copies of |etters, replies to orders from the bishop, records of crop yields, lists
of monastery assets. All dating from about the year 1357."

She took the parchments from the stack, one after the other.

"And then" - sheremoved the last one - "'l seethis."

They stared.

Nobody said anything.

The parchment was identical in size to the othersin the stack, but instead of dense writing in Latin or
Old French, this one had only two words, scrawled in plain English:

HELP ME
41711357

"In case you're wondering," she said, "that's the Professor's handwriting."

The room was silent. No one moved or shifted. They all just stared in complete silence.

Marek was thinking very fast, running through the possibilities. Because of his detailed, encyclopedic
knowledge of the medieval period, for many years he had served as an outside consultant on medieval
artifacts to the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York. Asaresult, Marek had considerable
experience with fakes of all kinds. It was true that he was rarely shown faked documents from the
medieval period - the fakes were usually precious stones set in a bracelet that was ten years old, or asuit
of armor that turned out to have been made in Brooklyn - but his experience had given him a clear way
to think it through.

Marek said, "Okay. Begin at the beginning. Are you sure that's his handwriting?”'

"Yes," Elsesaid. "Without question.”

"How do you know?"

She sniffed. "I'm a graphologist, André. But here. See for yourself."

She brought out a note that Johnston had scrawled afew days earlier, a note written in block letters,
attached to a bill: "PLS CHK THIS CHARGE." She set it beside the parchment signature. "Block |etters
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are actually easier to analyze. His H, for example, has afaint diagonal beneath. He draws one vertical
line, lifts his pen, draws the second vertical, then drags his pen back to draw the crossbar, making the
diagonal below. Or look at the P. He makes a downward stroke, then goes up and back to position to
make the semicircle. Or the E, which he draws as an L and then zigzags back up to make the two added
lines. There's no question. It's his handwriting."

"Someone couldn't have forged it?"

"No. Forgery, you have pen lifts and other signs. Thiswriting is his."

Kate said, "Would he play ajoke on us?'

"If hedid, it isn't funny."

"What about this parchment it's written on?' Marek said. "Isit as old as the other sheetsin the stack?"
"Yes," David Stern said, coming over. " Short of carbon dating, I'd say yes - it's the same age as the
others."

Marek thought: How can that be? He said, "Are you sure? This parchment looks different. The surface
looks rougher to me."

"It isrougher,” Stern said. "Because it's been poorly scraped. Parchment was valuable material in
medieval times. Generally it was used, scraped clean, and then used again. But if we look at this
parchment under ultra-violet. . . . Would somebody get the lights?* Kate turned them off, and in the
darkness Stern swung a purple lamp over the table.

Marek immediately saw more writing, faint but clearly there on the parchment.

"Thiswas originally abill for lodging," Elsie said. "It's been scraped clean, quickly and crudely, as if
somebody wasin ahurry."

Chris said, "Are you saying the Professor scraped it?'

"I have no idea who scraped it. But it's not expertly done."

"All right," Marek said. "There's one definitive way to decide this, once and for all." He turned to Stern.
"What about the ink, David? Isit genuine?"

Stern hesitated. "I'm not sure.”

"Not sure? Why not?"'

"Chemically speaking," Stern said, "it's exactly what you'd expect: iron in the form of ferrous oxide,
mixed with gall as an organic binder. Some added carbon for blackness, and five percent sucrose. In
those days, they used sugar to give the inks a shiny surface. So it's ordinary iron-gall ink, correct for the
period. But that in itself doesn't mean much."”

"Right." Stern was saying it could be faked.

"So | ran gall and iron titers," Stern said, "which | usually do in questionable cases. They tell usthe
exact amounts present in the ink. The titersindicate that this particular ink is similar but not identical to
the ink on the other documents."

"Similar but not identical," Marek said. "How similar?’

"Asyou know, medieval inks were mixed by hand before use, because they didn't keep. Gall is organic -
it's the ground-up nuts of an oak tree - which means the inks would eventually go bad. Sometimes they
added wineto theink as a preservative. Anyway, there's usualy afairly large variation in gall and iron
content from one document to another. Y ou find as much as twenty or thirty percent difference between
documents. It's reliable enough that we can use these percentagesto tell if two documents were written
on the same day, from the same ink supply. This particular ink is about twenty-nine percent different
from the documents on either side of it."
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"Meaningless," Marek said. "Those numbers don't confirm either authenticity or forgery. Did you do a
spectrographic analysis?'

"Yes. Just finished it. Here's the spectra for three documents, with the Professor'sin the middle." Three
lines, a series of spikes and dips. "Again, similar but not identical."

"Not that smilar,” Marek said, looking at the pattern of spikes. "Because along with the percentage
differencein iron content, you've got lots of trace e ements in the Professor'sink, including - what's this
spike, for instance?"

"Chromium."

Marek sighed. "Which meansit's modern."

"Not necessarily, no."

"There's no chromium in the inks before and after.”

"That's true. But chromium is found in manuscript inks. Fairly commonly."

"Is there chromium in this valley?"

"No," Stern said, "but chromium was imported all over Europe, because it was used for fabric dyes as
well asinks."

"But what about all these other contaminants?' Marek said, pointing to the other spikes. He shook his
head. "I'm sorry. I'm just not buying this."

Stern said, "l agree. Thishasto be ajoke."

"But we're not going to know for sure without a carbon date," Marek said. Carbon-14 would enable them
to date both ink and parchment within about fifty years. That would be good enough to settle the
guestion of forgery.

"I'd also like to do thermoluminescence, and maybe alaser activation while we're at it," Stern said.

"Y ou can't do that here."

"No, I'll takeit over to Les Eyzies." Les Eyzies, the town in the next valley that was the center of
prehistoric studies in southern France, had awell-equipped lab that did carbon-14 and potassium-argon
dating, as well as neutron activation and other difficult tests. The field results weren't as accurate as the
labs in Paris or Toulouse, but scientists could get an answer in afew hours.

"Any chance you can run it tonight?' Marek said.

“I'll try."

Chris came back to join the group; he had been telephoning the Professor on a cell phone. "Nothing," he
said. "l just got his voicemail."

"All right," Marek said. "There's nothing more we can do right now. | assume this message is a bizarre
joke. | can't imagine who played it on us - but somebody did. Tomorrow we'll run carbon and date the
message. | have no doubt it will prove to be recent. And with all due respect to Elsie, it's probably a
forgery."

Elsie started to sputter.

"But in any case," Marek continued, "the Professor is due to call in tomorrow, and we'll ask him. In the
meantime, | suggest we all go to bed and get a good night's rest.”

In the farmhouse, Marek closed the door softly behind him before turning on the lights. Then he looked
around.

The room was immaculate, as he would have expected. It had the tidiness of a monk's cell. Beside the
bed stood five or six research papers, neatly stacked. On a desk to the right, more research papers sat
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beside a closed laptop computer. The desk had a drawer, which he opened and rummaged through
quickly.

But he didn't find what he was looking for.

He went next to the armoire. The Professor's clothes were neatly arranged inside, with space between
each hanging garment. Marek went from one to the next, patting the pockets, but he still did not find it.
Perhaps it wasn't here, he thought. Perhaps he had taken it with him to New Mexico.

There was a bureau opposite the door. He opened the top drawer: coinsin asmall shallow dish,
American dollar bills wrapped in a rubber band, and afew personal objects, including aknife, a pen and
a spare watch - nothing out of the ordinary.

Then he saw a plastic case, tucked over to one side.

He brought the case out, opened it up. The case contained eyeglasses. He set the glasses out on the
counter.

The lenses were bifocals, oval in shape.

He reached into his shirt pocket and brought out a plastic bag. He heard a creak behind him, and turned
to see Kate Erickson coming in through the door.

"Going through his underwear?' she said, raising her eyebrows. "l saw the light under the door. So | had
alook."

"Without knocking?' Marek said.

"What are you doing in here?' she said. Then she saw the plastic. "Isthat what | think it is?"

"Yes."

Marek took the single bifocal lens out of the plastic bag, holding it with a pair of tweezers, and placed it
on top of the bureau, beside the Professor's eyegl asses.

"Not identical," she said. "But I'd say thelensis his."

"So would I."

But isn't that what you always thought? | mean, he's the only one on the site who wears bifocals. The
contamination has to be from his eyeglasses.”

"But there isn't any contamination,” Marek said. "Thislensisold."

"What?"'

"David says that white edge is bacterial growth. Thislensis not modern, Kate. It's old."

She looked closely. "It can't be," she said. "Look at the way the lenses are cut. It's the same in the
Professor's glasses and this lens. It must be modern."

"I know, but David insistsit'sold."

"How old?'

"He can't tell."

"He can't date it?"

Marek shook his head. "Not enough organic material."

"Sointhat case," she said, "you came to hisroom because . . ." She paused, staring at the eyeglasses,
then at him. She frowned. "I thought you said that signature was a forgery, André."

"l did, yes."

"But you also asked if David could do the carbon test tonight, didn't you."

"Yes...."

"And then you came here, with the glass, because you're worried. . . ." She shook her head asif to clear

it. "About what? What do you think is going on?"
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Marek looked at her. "I have absolutely no idea. Nothing makes sense.”
"But you're worried."
"Yes," Marek said. "I'm worried."

The following day dawned bright and hot, a glaring sun beneath a cloudless sky. The Professor didn't
call in the morning. Marek called him twice, but always got his voicemail: "L eave me a message, and I'll
call you back."

Nor was there any word from Stern. When they called the lab at Les Eyzies they were told he was busy.
A frustrated technician said, "He is repeating the tests again! Three times now!"

Why? Marek wondered. He considered going over to Les Eyziesto see for himself - it was just a short
drive - but decided to stay at the storehouse in case the Professor called.

He never called.

In the middle of the morning, Elsie said, "Huh."

"What?"'

She was looking at another piece of parchment. "This was the document on the stack right before the
Professor's," she said.

Marek came over. "What about it?"

"It looks like there are ink spots from the Professor's pen. See, here, and here?"

Marek shrugged. "He was probably looking at this right before he wrote his note."

"But they're in the margin," she said, "amost like a notation."

"Notation to what?' he said. "What's the document about?’

"It's apiece of natura history," she said. "A description of an underground river by one of the monks.
Says you have to be cautious at various points, marked off in paces, so on and so forth."
"Anunderground river. . . ." Marek wasn't interested. The monks were the scholars of the region, and
they often wrote little essays on local geography, or carpentry, the proper time to prune orchard trees,
how best to store grain in winter, and so on. They were curiosities, and often wrong.

" "Marcellus hasthe key,' " she said, reading the text. "Wonder what that means. It's right where the
Professor Professor put hismarks. Then . . . something about . . . giant feet. .. no. . . the giant's
feet?. .. Thefeet of thegiant?. .. Andit saysvivix, whichisLatinfor...let mesee. ... That'sanew
one...."

She consulted a dictionary.

Restless, Marek went outside and paced up and down. He was edgy, nervous.

"That's odd," she said, "there is no word vivix. At least not in this dictionary." She made a note, in her
methodical way.

Marek sighed.

The hours crawled by.

The Professor never called.

Finally it was three o'clock; the students were wandering up to the big tent for their afternoon break.
Marek stood in the door and watched them. They seemed carefree, laughing, punching each other,
making jokes.

The phone rang. He immediately turned back. Elsie picked it up. He heard her say, "Y es, he's here with
me right now. . . ."

He hurried into her room. "The Professor?"
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She was shaking her head. "No. It's someone from ITC." And she handed him the phone.

"Thisis André Marek speaking,” he said.

"Ohyes. Please hold, Mr. Marek. | know Mr. Doniger is eager to speak to you."

"Heis?'

"Y es. We've been trying to reach you for several hours. Please hold while | find him for you."

A long pause. Some classical music played. Marek put his hand over the phone and said to Elsie, "It's
Doniger."

"Hey," she said. "Y ou must rate. The big cheese himself."

"Why is Doniger calling me?"

Five minutes later, he was still waiting on hold, when Stern walked into the room, shaking his head.
"Y ou're not going to believe this."

"Yes? What?' Marek said, holding the phone.

Stern just handed him a sheet of paper. It said:

638 + 47 BP

"What is this supposed to be?' Marek said.

"The date on the ink."

"What are you talking about?"

"Theink on that parchment,” Stern said. "It's six hundred and thirty-eight years old, plus or minus forty-
seven years."

"What?' Marek said.

"That'sright. The ink has a date of A.D. 1361."

"What?"'

"I know, | know," Stern said. "But we ran the test three times. There's no question about it. If the
Professor really wrote that, he wrote it six hundred years ago." Marek flipped the paper over. On the
other side, it said:

AD 1361 + 47 years

On the phone, the music ended with aclick, and ataut voice said, "Thisis Bob Doniger. Mr. Marek?"
"Yes," Marek said.

"Y ou may not remember, but we met a couple of years ago, when | visited the site.”

"I remember very well," Marek said.

"I'm calling about Professor Johnston. We are very concerned for his safety."

"Is he missing?'

"No, he's not. We know exactly where heis."

Something in histone sent a shiver down Marek's spine. Marek said, "Then can | speak to him?"
"Not at the moment, I'm afraid.”

"|s the Professor in danger?”

"It's difficult to say. | hope not. But we're going to need the help of you and your group. I've already sent
the plane to get you."

Marek said, "Mr. Doniger, we seem to have a message from Professor Johnston that is six hundred
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years-"

"Not on acell phone," Doniger said, cutting him off. But Marek noticed that he didn't seem at al
surprised. "It's three o'clock now in France, is that right?"

"Just after, yes."

"All right," Doniger said. "Pick the three members of your team who know the Dordogne region best.
Driveto the airport at Bergerac. Don't bother to pack. We'll supply everything when you get here. The
plane lands at six p.m. your time, and will bring you back to New Mexico. Isthat clear?’

"Y es, but-"

"I'll see you then."

And Doniger hung up.

David Stern looked at Marek. "What was that all about?' he said.

Marek said, "Go get your passport.”

"What?"'

"Go get your passport. Then come back with the car."

"We going somewhere?"

"Yes, we are," Marek said.

And he reached for hisradio.

Kate Erickson looked down from the ramparts of La Rogue Castle into the inner bailey, the broad grassy
center of the castle, twenty feet below. The grass was swarming with tourists of a dozen nationalities, al
in bright clothes and shorts. Cameras clicking in every direction.

Beneath her, she heard ayoung girl say, "Another castle. Why do we have to go to all these stupid
castles, Mom?"

The mother said, "Because Daddy is interested.”

"But they're al the same, Mom."

"I know, dear. .. ."

The father, a short distance away, was standing inside low walls that outlined aformer room. "And this,"
he announced to his family, "was the great hall."

Looking down, Kate saw at once that it wasn't. The man was standing inside the remains of the kitchen.
It was obvious from the three ovens still visible in the wall to the left. And the stone sluice that had
brought water could be seen just behind the man as he spoke.

"What happened in the great hall?' his daughter asked.

"Thisiswhere they held their banquets, and where visiting knights paid homage to the king."

Kate sighed. There was no evidence aking had ever been to La Roque. On the contrary, documents
indicated that it had always been a private castle, built in the eleventh century by someone named
Armand de Cléry, and later heavily rebuilt early in the fourteenth century, with another ring of outer
walls, and additional drawbridges. That added work was done by a knight named Francois le Gros, or
Francis the Fat, around 1302.

Despite his name, Frangois was an English knight, and he built La Roque in the new English style of
castles, established by Edward I. The Edwardian castles were large, with spacious inner courtyards and
pleasant quarters for the lord. This suited Frangois, who by all accounts had an artistic temperament, a
lazy disposition, and a propensity for money troubles. Francois was forced to mortgage his castle, and
later to sall it outright. During the Hundred Y ears War, La Roque was controlled by a succession of
knights. But the fortifications held: the castle was never captured in battle, only in commercial
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transactions.

Asfor the great hall, she saw it was off to the left, badly ruined, but clearly indicating the outlines of a
much larger room, almost a hundred feet long. The monumental fireplace - nine feet high and twelve
feet wide - was still visible. Kate knew that any great hall of this size would have had stone walls and a
timber roof. And yes, as she looked, she saw notches in the stone high up, to hold the big horizontal
timbers. Then there would have been cross-bracing above that, to support the roof.

A British tour group squeezed past her on the narrow ramparts. She heard the guide say, "These
ramparts were built by Sir Francis the Bad in 1363. Francis was a thoroughly nasty piece of work. He
liked to torture men and women, and even children, in his vast dungeons. Now if you look to the left,
you will see Lover's Leap, where Madame de Renaud fell to her death in 1292, disgraced because she
was pregnant by her husband's stable boy. But it is disputed whether she fell or was pushed by her
outraged spouse. . . ."

Kate sighed. Where did they come up with this stuff? She turned to her sketchbook notes, where she was
recording the outlines of the walls. This castle, too, had its secret passages. But Francis the Fat was a
skilled architect. His passages were mostly for defense. One passage ran from the ramparts down behind
the far wall of the great hall, past the rear of the fireplace. Another passage followed the battlements on
the south ramparts.

But the most important passage still eluded her. According to the fourteenth-century writer Froissart, the
castle of La Roque had never been taken by siege because its attackers could never find the secret
passage that permitted food and water to be brought to the castle. It was rumored that this secret passage
was linked to the network of cavesin the limestone rock below the castle; also that it ran some distance,
ending in a concealed opening in the cliffs.

Somewhere.

The easiest way to find it now would be to locate where it ended inside the castle and to follow it back.
But to find that opening, she would need technical help. Probably the best thing would be ground radar.
But to do that, she'd need the castle empty. It was closed on Mondays; they might do it next Monday, if-
Her radio crackled. "Kate?'

It was Marek.

She held the radio to her face, pressed the button. "Yes, thisis Kate."

"Come back to the farmhouse now. It's an emergency.”

And he clicked off.

Nine feet underwater, Chris Hughes heard the gurgling hiss of his regulator as he adjusted the tether that
held him in place against the current of the Dordogne. The water clarity was not bad today, about twelve
feet, and he was able to see the entire large pylon of the fortified mill bridge, at the water's edge. The
pylon ended in ajumble of large cut rocks that ran in a straight line across the river. These rocks were
the remains of the former bridge span.

Chris moved aong thisline, examining the rocks slowly. He was looking for grooves or notches that
would help him determine where timbers had been used. From time to time, he tried to turn one rock
over, but it was very difficult underwater because he could get no leverage.

On the surface above, he had a plastic float with ared-striped diver's flag. It was there to protect him
from the vacationing kayakers. At least, that was the idea.

He felt a sudden jerk, yanking him away from the bottom. He broke surface and bumped his head
against the yellow hull of akayak. The rider was holding the plastic float, shouting at him in what
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sounded like German.

Chris pulled his mouthpiece out and said, "Just leave that alone, will you?'

He was answered in rapid German. The kayaker was pointing irritably toward the shore.

"Listen, pal, | don't know what you're-"

The man kept shouting and pointing toward the shore, his finger stabbing the air.

Chrislooked back.

One of the students was standing on the shore, holding aradio in his hand. He was shouting. It took
Chris amoment to understand. "Marek wants you back to the farmhouse. Now."

"Jesus, how about in half an hour, when | finish-"

"He says now."

Dark clouds hung over the distant mesas, and it looked like there would be rain. In his office, Doniger
hung up the phone and said, "They've agreed to come."

"Good," Diane Kramer said. She was standing facing him, her back to the mountains. "We need their
help."

"Unfortunately,” Doniger said, "we do." He got up from his desk and began to pace. He was always
restless when he was thinking hard.

"l just don't understand how we lost the Professor in the first place," Kramer said. "He must have
stepped into the world. Y ou told him not to do it. Y ou told him not to go in the first place. And he must
have stepped into the world."

"We don't know what happened,” Doniger said. "We have no damn idea."

"Except that he wrote a message," Kramer said.

"Yes. According to Kastner. When did you talk to her?"

"L ate yesterday," Kramer said. "She called me as soon as she knew. She's been avery reliable
connection for us, and she-"

"Never mind," Doniger said, waving his hand irritably. "It's not core.”

That was the expression he always used when he thought something was irrelevant. Kramer said,
"What's core?'

"Getting him back," Doniger said. "It is essential that we get that man back. That is core."

"No question," Kramer said. "Essential."

"Personally, | thought the old fart was an asshole,” Doniger said. "But if we don't get him back, it'sa
publicity nightmare."

"Yes. A nightmare."

"But | can deal withit," Doniger said.

"Y ou can deal with it, I'm sure."

Over the years, Kramer had fallen into the habit of repeating whatever Doniger said when he wasin one
of his"pacing moods." To an outsider, it looked like sycophancy, but Doniger found it useful.
Frequently, when Doniger heard her say it back, he would disagree. Kramer understood that in this
process, she was just a bystander. It might ook like a conversation between two people, but it wasn't.
Doniger was talking only to himself.

"The problem," Doniger said, "is that we're increasing the number of outsiders who know about the
technology, but we're not getting a commensurate return. For all we know, those students won't be able
to get him back, either."

"Their chances are better."
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"That's a presumption.” He paced. "It's weak."

"| agree, Bob. Weak."

"And the search team you sent back? Who did you send?"

"Gomez and Baretto. They didn't see the Professor anywhere."

"How long were they there?"

"| believe about an hour."

"They didn't step into the world?"

Kramer shook her head. "Why take the risk? There's no point. They're a couple of ex-marines, Bob.
They wouldn't know where to look even if they did step in. They wouldn't even know what to be afraid
of. It's completely different back there."

"But these graduate students may know where to look."

"That'stheidea," Kramer said.

Distant thunder rumbled. The first fat drops of rain streaked the office windows. Doniger stared at the
rain. "What if we lose the graduate students, too?"

"A publicity nightmare."

"Maybe," Doniger said. "But we have to prepare for the possibility."

The jet engines whined as the Gulfstream V rolled toward them, "ITC" in big silver |etters on the tail.
The stairs lowered, and a uniformed flight attendant rolled out a strip of red carpet at the bottom of the
stairs.

The graduate students stared.

"No kidding," Chris Hughes said. "Therereally isared carpet.”

"Let'sgo," Marek said. He threw his backpack over his shoulder and led them aboard.

Marek had refused to answer their questions, pleading ignorance. He told them the results of the carbon
dating. He told them he couldn't explain it. He told them that I TC wanted them to come to help the
Professor, and that it was urgent. He didn't say any more. And he noticed that Stern, too, was keeping
silent.

Inside, the plane was all gray and silver. The flight attendant asked them what they wanted to drink. All
this luxury contrasted with the tough-looking man with cropped gray hair who came forward to greet
them. Although the man wore a business suit, Marek detected a military manner as he shook hands with
each of them.

"My name's Gordon," he said. "Vice president at ITC. Welcome aboard. Flying time to New Mexico is
nine hours, forty minutes. Better fasten your seat belts.”

They dropped into seats, already feeling the aircraft begin to move on the runway. Moments later, the
engines roared, and Marek looked out the window to see the French countryside fall away beneath them.
It could be worse, Gordon thought, sitting at the back of the plane and looking at the group. True, they
were academics. They were alittle befuddled. And there was no coordination, no team feeling among
them.

But on the other hand, they all seemed to be in decent physical condition, particularly the foreign guy,
Marek. He looked strong. And the woman wasn't bad, either. Good muscle tone in the arms, calluses on
her hands. Competent manner. So she might hold up under pressure, he thought.

But the good-looking kid would be useless. Gordon sighed as Chris Hughes looked out the window,
caught his own reflection in the glass, and brushed back his hair with his hand.

And Gordon couldn't decide about the fourth kid, the nerdy one. He'd obviously spent time outdoors; his
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clothes were faded and his glasses scratched. But Gordon recognized him as a tech guy. Knew
everything about equipment and circuits, nothing about the world. It was hard to say how he'd react if
things got tough.

The big man, Marek, said, "Are you going to tell uswhat's going on?"

"I think you already know, Mr. Marek," Gordon said. "Don't you?'

"I have a piece of six-hundred-year-old parchment with the Professor's writing on it. In six-hundred-year-
oldink."

"Yes. Youdo."

Marek shook his head. "But | have trouble believing it."

"At this point,” Gordon said, "it's simply atechnological redlity. It's real. It can be done." He got out of
his seat and moved to sit with the group.

"Y ou mean time travel," Marek said.

"No," Gordon said. "l don't mean time travel at all. Time travel isimpossible. Everyone knows that."
"The very concept of time travel makes no sense, since time doesn't flow. The fact that we think time
passes s just an accident of our nervous systems - of the way things look to us. In redlity, time doesn't
pass, we pass. Time itself isinvariant. It just is. Therefore, past and future aren't separate locations, the
way New Y ork and Paris are separate locations. And since the past isn't alocation, you can't travel to it."
They were silent. They just stared at him.

"It isimportant to be clear about this," Gordon said. "The ITC technology has nothing to do with time
travel, at least not directly. What we have developed is aform of space travel. To be precise, we use
guantum technology to manipulate an orthogona multiverse coordinate change.”

They looked at him blankly.

"It means," Gordon said, "that we travel to another place in the multiverse."

"And what's the multiverse?' Kate said.

"The multiverse is the world defined by quantum mechanics. It means that-"

"Quantum mechanics?' Chris said. "What's quantum mechanics?’

Gordon paused. "That's fairly difficult. But since you're historians," he said, "let me try to explain it
historically."

"A hundred years ago,” Gordon said, "physicists understood that energy - like light or magnetism or
electricity - took the form of continuously flowing waves. We still refer to “radio waves and “light
waves." In fact, the recognition that all forms of energy shared this wavelike nature was one of the great
achievements of nineteenth-century physics.

"But there was a small problem," he said. It turned out that if you shined light on a metal plate, you got
an electric current. The physicist Max Planck studied the relationship between the amount of light
shining on the plate and the amount of electricity produced, and he concluded that energy wasn't a
continuous wave. Instead, energy seemed to be composed of individual units, which he called quanta.
"The discovery that energy came in quanta was the start of quantum physics," Gordon said.

"A few yearslater, Einstein showed that you could explain the photoelectric effect by assuming that
light was composed of particles, which he called photons. These photons of light struck the metal plate
and knocked off electrons, producing electricity. Mathematically, the equations worked. They fit the
view that light consisted of particles. Okay so far?"

"Yes...."

"And pretty soon, physicists began to realize that not only light, but all energy was composed of
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particles. In fact, all matter in the universe took the form of particles. Atoms were composed of heavy
particlesin the nucleus, light electrons buzzing around on the outside. So, according to the new thinking,
everything is particles. Okay?"

"Okay. .. ."

"The particles are discrete units, or quanta. And the theory that describes how these particles behave is
guantum theory. A major discovery of twentieth-century physics.”

They were al nodding.

"Physicists continue to study these particles, and begin to realize they're very strange entities. Y ou can't
be sure where they are, you can't measure them exactly, and you can't predict what they will do.
Sometimes they behave like particles, sometimes like waves. Sometimes two particles will interact with
each other even though they're a million miles apart, with no connection between them. And so on. The
theory is starting to seem extremely weird.

"Now, two things happen to quantum theory. Thefirst isthat it gets confirmed, over and over. It'sthe
most proven theory in the history of science. Supermarket scanners, lasers and computer chipsall rely
on quantum mechanics. So there is absolutely no doubt that quantum theory is the correct mathematical
description of the universe.

"But the problem is, it's only a mathematical description. It'sjust a set of equations. And physicists
couldn't visualize the world that was implied by those equations - it was too weird, too contradictory.
Einstein, for one, didn't like that. He felt it meant the theory was flawed. But the theory kept getting
confirmed, and the situation got worse and worse. Eventually, even scientists who won the Nobel Prize
for contributions to quantum theory had to admit they didn't understand it.

S0, this made a very odd situation. For most of the twentieth century, there's atheory of the universe
that everyone uses, and everyone agrees is correct - but nobody can tell you what it is saying about the
world."

"What does al this have to do with multiple universes?' Marek said.

"I'm getting there," Gordon said.

Many physicists tried to explain the equations, Gordon said. Each explanation failed for one reason or
another. Then in 1957, a physicist named Hugh Everett proposed a daring new explanation. Everett
claimed that our universe - the universe we see, the universe of rocks and trees and people and galaxies
out in space - was just one of an infinite number of universes, existing side by side.

Each of these universes was constantly splitting, so there was a universe where Hitler lost the war, and
another where he won; a universe where Kennedy died, and another where he lived. And also aworld
where you brushed your teeth in the morning, and one where you didn't. And so forth, on and on and on.
Aninfinity of worlds.

Everett called this the "many worlds" interpretation of quantum mechanics. His explanation was
consistent with the guantum equations, but physicists found it very hard to accept. They didn't like the
idea of all these worlds constantly splitting all the time. They found it unbelievable that reality could
take thisform.

"Most physicists still refuse to accept it," Gordon said. "Even though no one has ever shown it iswrong."
Everett himself had no patience with his colleagues objections. He insisted the theory was true, whether
you liked it or not. If you disbelieved his theory, you were just being stodgy and old-fashioned, exactly
like the scientists who disbelieved the Copernican theory that placed the sun at the center of the solar
system - and which had also seemed unbelievable at the time. "Because Everett claimed the many
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worlds concept was actually true. There really were multiple universes. And they were running right
alongside our own. All these multiple universes were eventually referred to asa multiverse." "

"Wait aminute," Chrissaid. "Areyou telling us thisis true?’

"Yes," Gordon said. "It'strue.”

"How do you know?' Marek said.

“I'll show you," Gordon said. And he reached for amanilafile that said "ITC/CTC Technology."

He took out a blank piece of paper, and began drawing. "Very simple experiment, it's been done for two
hundred years. Set up two walls, one in front of the other. The first wall has asingle vertical ditinit."
He showed them the drawing.

"Now you shine alight at the dlit. On the wall behind, you'll see-"

"A white line," Marek said. "From the light coming through the dlit."

"Correct. It would look something like this." Gordon pulled out a photo on a card.

Gordon continued to sketch. "Now, instead of one dlit, you have awall with two vertical ditsinit. Shine
alight onit, and on the wall behind, you see-"

"Two vertical lines," Marek said.

"No. You'll seeaseriesof light and dark bars." He showed them:

And," Gordon continued, "if you shine your light through four dlits, you get half as many bars as before.
Because every other bar goes black."

Marek frowned. "More dlits mean fewer bars? Why?"'

"The usual explanation iswhat I've drawn - the light passing through the dlits acts like two waves that
overlap. In some places they add to each other, and in other places they cancel each other out. And that
makes a pattern of alternating light and dark on the wall. We say the waves interfere with each other,
and that thisis an interference pattern.”

Chris Hughes said, "So? What's wrong with all that?"

"What's wrong," Gordon said, "isthat | just gave you a nineteenth-century explanation. It was perfectly
acceptable when everybody believed that light was a wave. But since Einstein, we know that light
consists of particles called photons. How do you explain a bunch of photons making this pattern?”
There was silence. They were shaking their heads.

David Stern spoke for the first time. "Particles aren't as simple as the way you have described them.
Particles have some wavelike properties, depending on the situation. Particles can interfere with one
another. In this case, the photons in the beam of light are interfering with one another to produce the
same pattern.”

"That does seem logical," Gordon said. "After all, abeam of light is zillions and zillions of little
photons. It's not hard to imagine that they would interact with one another in some fashion, and produce
the interference pattern.”

They were all nodding. Yes, not hard to imagine.

"But isit really true?' Gordon said. "Is that what's going on? One way to find out is to eliminate any
interaction among the photons. Let's just deal with one photon at atime. This has been done
experimentally. Y ou make a beam of light so weak that only one photon comes out at atime. And you
can put very sensitive detectors behind the dlits - so sensitive, they can register a single photon hitting
them. Okay?"'
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They nodded, more slowly thistime.

"Now, there can't be any interference from other photons, because we are dealing with a single photon
only. So: the photons come through, one at atime. The detectors record where the photons land. And
after afew hours, we get aresult, something like this."

"What we see," Gordon said, "is that the individual photons land only in certain places, and never others.
They behave exactly the same asthey do in aregular beam of light. But they are coming in one at a
time. There are no other photonsto interfere with them. Y et something is interfering with them, because
they are making the usual interference pattern. So: What is interfering with a single photon?"

Silence.

"Mr. Stern?"

Stern shook his head. "If you calculate the probabilities-"

"Let's not escape into mathematics. Let's stay with reality. After all, this experiment has been performed
- with real photons, striking real detectors. And something real interferes with them. The question is,
What isit?'

"It has to be other photons," Stern said.

"Yes," Gordon said, "but where are they? We have detectors, and we don't detect any other photons. So
where are the interfering photons?’

Stern sighed. "Okay," he said. He threw up his hands.

Chris said, "What do you mean, Okay? Okay what?"

Gordon nodded to Stern. "Tell them."

"What heissaying isthat single-photon interference proves that reality is much greater than just what
we seein our universe. The interference is happening, but we can't see any cause for it in our universe.
Therefore, the interfering photons must be in other universes. And that proves that the other universes
exist."

"Correct," Gordon said. "And they sometimes interact with our own universe."

"I'm sorry," Marek said. "Would you do that again? Why is some other universe interfering with our
universe?'

"It's the nature of the multiverse," Gordon said. "Remember, within the multiverse, the universes are
constantly splitting, which means that many other universes are very similar to ours. And it isthe similar
ones that interact. Each time we make a beam of light in our universe, beams of light are simultaneously
made in many similar universes, and the photons from those other universes interfere with the photonsin
our universe and produce the pattern that we see.”

"And you are telling us thisis true?'

"Absolutely true. The experiment has been done many times."

Marek frowned. Kate stared at the table. Chris scratched his head.

Finally David Stern said, "Not al the universes are similar to ours?’

"No."

"Arethey all smultaneousto ours?"

"Not al, no."

"Therefore some universes exist at an earlier time?"

"Yes. Actualy, since they areinfinite in number, the universes exist at all earlier times.”

Stern thought for amoment. "And you are telling us that 1 TC has the technology to travel to these other
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universes."

"Yes," Gordon said. "That's what I'm telling you."

"How?"

"We make wormhol e connections in quantum foam."

"Y ou mean Wheeler foam? Subatomic fluctuations of space-time?"

"Yes."

"But that'simpossible.”

Gordon smiled. "You'll see for yourself, soon enough.”

"We will? What do you mean?' Marek said.

"I thought you understood,” Gordon said. "Professor Johnston isin the fourteenth century. We want you
to go back there, to get him out.”

No one spoke. The flight attendant pushed a button and all the windows in the cabin dlid closed at the
same time, blocking out the sunshine. She went around the cabin, putting sheets and blankets on the
couches, making them up as beds. Beside each she placed large padded headphones.

"We're going back?' Chris Hughes said. "How?"

"It will be easier just to show you," Gordon said. He handed them each a small cellophane packet of
pills. "Right now, | want you to take these."

"What are they?' Chris said.

"Three kinds of sedative," he said. "Then | want you all to lie down and listen on the headphones. Sleep
if you like. The flight's only ten hours, so you won't absorb very much, anyway. But at least you'll get
used to the language and pronunciation.”

"What language?' Chris said, taking his pills.

"Old English, and Middle French."

Marek said, "I already know those languages.”

"I doubt you know correct pronunciation. Wear the headphones."”

"But nobody knows the correct pronunciation,” Marek said. As soon as he said it, he caught himself.

"I think you will find," Gordon said, "that we know."

Chrislay down on one bed. He pulled up the blanket and slipped the headphones over his ears. At |least
they blotted out the sound of the jet.

These pills must be strong, he thought, because he suddenly felt very relaxed. He couldn't keep his eyes
open. He listened as a tape began to play. A voice said, "Take a deep breath. Imagine you arein a
beautiful warm garden. Everything isfamiliar and comforting to you. Directly ahead, you see a door
going down to the basement. Y ou open the door. Y ou know the basement well, because it is your
basement. Y ou begin to walk down the stone steps, into the warm and comforting basement. With each
step, you hear voices. You find them pleasant to listen to, easy to listen to."

Then male and femal e voices began to alternate.

"Give my hat. Yiff may mean haht."

"Hereisyour hat. Hair baye thynhatt."

"Thank you. Grah mersy."

"Y ou are welcome. Ayepray thee."

The sentences became longer. Soon Chris found it difficult to follow them.

"I am cold. | would rather have a coat. Ayeam chillingcold, ee wolld leifer half a coot.”

Chris was drifting gently, imperceptibly, to sleep, with the sensation that he was still walking down a
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flight of stairs, deeper and deeper into a cavernous, echoing, comforting place. He was peaceful, though
the last two sentences he remembered gave a tinge of concern:

"Prepare to fight. Dicht theeselv to ficht."

"Where is my sword? Whar beest mee swearde?"

But then he exhaled, and dlept.

BLACK ROCK
"Risk everything, or gain
nothing."

GEOFFREY DE CHARNY, 1358

The night was cold and the sky filled with stars as they stepped off the airplane onto the wet runway. To
the east, Marek saw the dark outlines of mesas beneath low-hanging clouds. A Land Cruiser was waiting
off to one side.

Soon they were driving down a highway, dense forest on both sides of the road. "Where exactly are
we?' Marek said.

"About an hour north of Albuquerque,” Gordon said. "The nearest town is Black Rock. That's where our
research facility is."

"L ooks like the middle of nowhere," Marek said.

"Only at night. Actually, there are fifteen high-tech research companies in Black Rock. And of course,
Sandiaisjust down the road. Los Alamosis about an hour away. Farther away, White Sands, all that."
They continued down the road for several more miles. They came to a prominent green-and-white
highway sign that read ITC BLACK ROCK LABORATORY . The Land Cruiser turned right, heading
up atwisting road into the forested hills.

From the back seat, Stern said, "Y ou told us before that you can connect to other universes.”

"Yes."

"Through quantum foam."

"That'sright."

"But that doesn't make any sense," Stern said.

"Why? What is quantum foam?' Kate said, stifling ayawn.

"It'saremnant of the birth of the universe," Stern said. He explained that the universe had begun as a
single, very dense pinpoint of matter. Then, eighteen billion years ago, it exploded outward from that
pinpoint - in what was known as the big bang.

"After the explosion, the universe expanded as a sphere. Except it wasn't an absolutely perfect sphere.
Inside the sphere, the universe wasn't absolutely homogeneous homogeneous - which is why we now
have galaxies clumped and clustered irregularly in the universe, instead of being uniformly distributed.
Anyway, the point is, the expanding sphere had tiny, tiny imperfectionsin it. And the imperfections
never got ironed out. They're still a part of the universe.”

"They are? Where?"

" At subatomic dimensions. Quantum foam is just away of saying that at very small dimensions, space-
time has ripples and bubbles. But the foam is smaller than an individual atomic particle. There may or
may not be wormholesin that foam."

"There are," Gordon said.
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"But how could you use them for travel ? Y ou can't put a person through a hole that small. Y ou can't put
anything through it."

"Correct," Gordon said. "Y ou also can't put a piece of paper through atelephone line. But you can send a
fax."

Stern frowned. "That's entirely different.”

"Why?" Gordon said. "Y ou can transmit anything, as long as you have away to compress and encode it.
Isn't that s0?"

"“In theory, yes," Stern said. "But you're talking about compressing and encoding the information for an
entire human being."

"That'sright."

"That can't be done."

Gordon was smiling, amused now. "Why not?"

"Because the complete description of a human being - al the billions of cells, how they are
interconnected, all the chemicals and molecules they contain, their biochemical state - consists of far too
much information for any computer to handle."

"It'sjust information,” Gordon said, shrugging.

"Y es. Too much information."

"We compressit by using alossless fractal algorithm."

"Even so, it's still an enormous-"

"Excuse me," Chrissaid. "Are you saying you compress a person?’

"No. We compress the information equivalent of a person.”

"And how isthat done?' Chris said.

"With compression algorithms - methods to pack data on a computer, so they take up less space. Like
JPEG and MPEG for visual material. Are you familiar with those?"

"I've got software that usesiit, but that's it."

"Okay," Gordon said. "All compression programs work the same way. They look for similaritiesin data.
Suppose you have a picture of arose, made up of amillion pixels. Each pixel has alocation and a color.
That's three million pieces of information - alot of data. But most of those pixels are going to be red,
surrounded by other red pixels. So the program scans the picture line by line, and sees whether adjacent
pixels are the same color. If they are, it writes an instruction to the computer that says make this pixel
red, and also the next fifty pixelsin the line. Then switch to gray, and make the next ten pixels gray. And
so on. It doesn't store information for each individual point. It stores instructions for how to re-create the
picture. And the datais cut to atenth of what it was."

"Even so," Stern said, "you're not talking about a two-dimensional picture, you're talking about a three-
dimensional living object, and its description requires so much data-"

"That you'd need massive parallel processing,” Gordon said, nodding. "That's true."

Chrisfrowned. "Parallel processing is what?'

"Y ou hook several computers together and divide the job up among them, so it gets done faster. A big
parallel-processing computer would have sixteen thousand processors hooked together. For areally big
one, thirty-two thousand processors. We have thirty-two billion processors hooked together."

"Billion?" Chris said.

Stern leaned forward. "That'simpossible. Even if you tried to make one.. . ." He stared at the roof of the
car, calculating. "Say, allow one inch between motherboards. . . that makesastack ... uh. .. two
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thousand six hundred . . . that makes a stack half a mile high. Even reconfigured into a cube, it'd be a
huge building. Y ou'd never build it. Y ou'd never cool it. And it'd never work anyway, because the
processors would end up too far apart.”

Gordon sat and smiled. He was looking at Stern, waiting.

"The only possible way to do that much processing,” Stern said, "would be to use the quantum
characteristics of individual electrons. But then you'd be talking about a quantum computer. And no
one's ever made one."

Gordon just smiled.

"Have they?' Stern said.

"Let me explain what David is talking about,” Gordon said to the others. "Ordinary computers make
calculations using two electron states, which are designated one and zero. That's how all computers
work, by pushing around ones and zeros. But twenty years ago, Richard Feynman suggested it might be
possible to make an extremely powerful computer using al thirty-two quantum states of an electron.
Many laboratories are now trying to build these quantum computers. Their advantage is unimaginably
great power - so great that you can indeed describe and compress a three-dimensional living object into
an electron stream. Exactly like afax. You can then transmit the el ectron stream through a quantum
foam wormhole and reconstruct it in another universe. And that's what we do. It's not quantum
teleportation. It's not particle entanglement. It's direct transmission to another universe.”

The group was silent, staring at him. The Land Cruiser came into a clearing. They saw a number of two-
story buildings, brick and glass. They looked surprisingly ordinary. This could be any one of those small
industrial parks found on the outskirts of many American cities. Marek said, "ThisisITC?"

"We like to keep alow profile," Gordon said. "Actually, we chose this spot because there is an old mine
here. Good mines are getting hard to find now. So many physics projects require them."

Off to one side, working in the glare of floodlights, several men were getting ready to launch a weather
balloon. The balloon was six feet in diameter, pale white. As they watched, it moved swiftly up into the
sky, asmall instrument bundle hanging beneath. Marek said, "What's that about?"

"We monitor the cloud cover every hour, especially when it's stormy. It's an ongoing research project, to
see if the weather is the cause of any interference.”

"Interference with what?' Marek asked.

The car pulled up in front of the largest building. A security guard opened the door. "Welcometo ITC,"
he said with a big smile. "Mr. Doniger iswaiting for you."

Doniger walked quickly down the hallway with Gordon. Kramer followed behind. As he walked,
Doniger scanned a sheet of paper that listed everybody's names and backgrounds. "How do they look,
John?"'

"Better than | expected. They're in good physical shape. They know the area. They know the time
period."

"And how much persuading will they need?”

"I think they're ready. Y ou just have to be careful talking about the risks."

"Are you suggesting | should be less than entirely honest?' Doniger said.

"Just be careful how you put it," Gordon said. "They're very bright."

"Arethey? Well, let's have alook."

And he threw the door open.

Kate and the others had been left donein a plain, bare conference room - scratched Formicatable,
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folding chairs all around. On one side was a large markerboard with formulas scrawled on it. The
formulas were so long that they ran the entire width of the board. It was completely mysterious to her.
She was about to ask Stern what the formulas were for, when Robert Doniger swept into the room.

Kate was surprised by how young he was. He didn't look much older than they were, especially dressed
in sneakers, jeans and a Quicksilver T-shirt. Even late at night, he seemed full of energy, going around
the table quickly, shaking hands with each of them, addressing them by name. "Kate," he said, smiling at
her. "Good to meet you. I've read your preliminary study on the chapel. It's very impressive.”

Surprised, she managed to say, "Thank you," but Doniger had already moved on.

"And Chris. It's nice to see you again. | like the computer-simulation approach to that mill bridge; | think
it will pay off."

Chris had time only to nod before Doniger was saying, "And David Stern. We haven't met. But | gather
you're also aphysicist, as| am."

"That'sright. . . ."

"Welcome aboard. And André. Not getting any shorter! Y our paper on the tournaments of Edward |
certainly set Monsieur Contamine straight. Good work. So: please, al of you, please sit down."

They sat, and Doniger moved to the head of the table.

"I will get right to the point,” Doniger said. "l need your help. And | will tell you why. For the last ten
years, my company has been developing arevolutionary new technology. It is not a technology of war.
Nor isit acommercial technology, to be sold for profit. On the contrary, it is an entirely benign and
peaceful technology that will provide agreat benefit to mankind. A great benefit. But | need your help.”
"Consider for amoment,” Doniger continued, "how unevenly technology has impacted the various fields
of knowledge in the twentieth century. Physics employs the most advanced technology - including
accelerator rings many milesin diameter. The same with chemistry and biology. A hundred years ago,
Faraday and Maxwell had tiny private labs. Darwin worked with a notebook and a microscope. But
today, no important scientific discovery could be made with such simple tools. The sciences are utterly
dependent on advanced technology. But what about the humanities? During this same time, what has
happened to them?"

Doniger paused, rhetorically. "The answer is, nothing. There has been no significant technology. The
scholar of literature or history works exactly as his predecessors did a hundred years before. Oh, there
have been some minor changes in authentication of documents, and the use of CD-ROMs, and so forth.
But the basic, day-to-day work of the scholar is exactly the same."

He looked at each of them in turn. "So we have an inequity. The fields of human knowledge are
unbalanced. Medieval scholars are proud that in the twentieth century their views have undergone a
revolution. But physics has undergone three revolutions in the same century. A hundred years ago,
physicists argued about the age of the universe and the source of the sun's energy. No one on earth knew
the answers. Today, every schoolchild knows. Today, we have seen the length and breadth of the
universe, we understand it from the level of galaxiesto the level of subatomic particles. We have learned
so much that we can speak in detail about what happened during the first few minutes of the birth of the
exploding universe. Can medieval scholars match this advance within their own field? In aword, no.
Why not? Because no new technology assists them. No one has ever devel oped a new technology for the
benefit of historians - until now."

A masterful performance, Gordon thought. One of Doniger's best - charming, energetic, even excessive
at moments. Y et the fact was, Doniger had just given them an exciting explanation for the project -
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without ever revealing its true purpose. Without ever telling them what was really going on.

"But | told you | needed your help. And | do."

Doniger's mood changed. He spoke slowly now, somber, concerned. "Y ou know that Professor Johnston
came here to see us because he thought we were withholding information. And in away, we were. We
did have certain information that we hadn't shared, because we couldn't explain how we got it."

And, Gordon thought, because Kramer screwed up.

"Professor Johnston pushed us," Doniger was saying. "1'm sure you know hisway. He even threatened to
go to the press. Finally we showed him the technology we are about to show you. And he was excited -
just as you will be. But he insisted on going back, to see for himself."

Doniger paused. "We didn't want him to go. Again, he threatened. In the end, we had no choice but to let
him go. That was three days ago. He is still back there. He asked you for help, in a message he knew you
would find. Y ou know that site and time better than anyone else in the world. Y ou have to go back and
get him. Y ou are his only chance.”

"What exactly happened to him after he went back?' Marek said.

"We don't know," Doniger said. "But he broke the rules."

"Rules?"

"Y ou have to understand that this technology is still very new. We've been cautious about how we useit.
We have been sending observers back for about two years now - using ex-marines, trained military
people. But of course they are not historians, and we have kept them on atight leash.”

"Meaning what?'

"We haven't ever let our observers enter the world back there. We haven't allowed anyone to stay longer
than an hour. And we haven't allowed anyone to go more than fifty yards from the machine. Nobody has
ever just left the machine behind and gone off into the world."

"But the Professor did?' Marek said.

"He must have, yes."

"And we'll have to, too, if we're going to find him. We'll have to enter the world."

"Yes," Doniger said.

"And you're saying we're the first people ever to do this? The first people ever to step into the world?'
"Yes. You, and the Professor before you."

Silence.

Suddenly, Marek broke into abroad grin. "Terrific," he said. "I can't wait!"

But the others said nothing. They looked uneasy, edgy.

Stern said, "About this guy they found in the desert. . . ."

"Joe Traub," Doniger said. "He was one of our best scientists.”

"What was he doing in the desert?’

"Apparently, he drove there. They found his car. But we don't know why he went."

Stern said, " Supposedly, he was all messed up, there was something about hisfingers. . . ."

"That wasn't in the autopsy report,” Doniger said. "He died of a heart attack."

"Then his death had nothing to do with your technology?"

"Nothing at al," Doniger said.

There was another silence. Chris shifted in his chair. "In layman's terms - how safe is this technology?"
"Safer than driving your car," Doniger said without hesitation. "Y ou will be thoroughly briefed, and
we'll send you back with our experienced observers. The trip will last a maximum of two hours. You'll
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just go back and get him."

Chris Hughes drummed his fingers on the table. Kate bit her lip. Nobody spoke.

"Look, thisisall voluntary," Doniger said. "It's entirely up to you whether you go or not. But the
Professor has asked for your help. And | don't think you would let him down."

"Why don't you just send the observers?' Stern said.

"Because they don't know enough, David. Asyou're aware, it's an entirely different world back there.

Y ou have the advantage of your knowledge. Y ou know the site, and you know the time, in detail. You
know languages and customs."

"But our knowledge is academic,” Chris said.

"Not anymore,” Doniger said.

The group filed out of the room, heading off with Gordon to see the machines. Doniger watched them
go, then turned as Kramer entered the room. She had been watching everything on the closed-circuit
television.

"What do you think, Diane?' Doniger said. "Will they go?'

"Yeah. They'll go."

"Can they pull it off?'

Kramer paused. "I'd say it's fifty-fifty."

They walked down a broad concrete ramp, large enough for atruck to drive down. At the bottom was a
pair of heavy steel doors. Marek saw a half-dozen security cameras mounted in different locations
around the ramp. The cameras turned, following them as they walked down to the doors. At the bottom
of the ramp, Gordon looked up at the security cameras, and waited.

The doors opened.

Gordon led them through into a small room beyond. The steel doors clanged shut behind them. Gordon
went forward to an inner set of doors, again waited.

Marek said, "Y ou can't open them yourself?"

"No."

"Why? They don't trust you?"

"They don't trust anybody," Gordon said. "Believe me, nobody gets in here unless we intend for them to
getin."

The doors opened.

They walked into an industrial-looking metal cage. The air was cold, faintly musty. The doors closed
behind them. With awhir, the cage began to descend.

Marek saw that they were standing in an elevator.

"We're going down athousand feet,” Gordon said. "Be patient."

The elevator stopped and the doors opened. They walked down along concrete tunnel, their footsteps
echoing. Gordon said, "Thisis the control and maintenance level. The actual machines are another five
hundred feet below us."

They cameto apair of heavy doors that were dark blue and transparent. At first, Marek thought they
were made of extremely thick glass. But as the doors slid open on a motorized track, he saw slight
movement beneath the surface. "Water," Gordon said. "We use alot of water shielding here. Quantum
technology is very sensitive to random outside influences - cosmic rays, spurious electronic fields, all of
that. That's why we're down here in the first place.”

Up ahead, they saw what appeared to be the doors to an ordinary laboratory hallway. Passing through
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another set of glass doors, they entered a hallway painted antiseptic white, with doors opening off on
either side. Thefirst door on the left said PREPACK. The second, FIELDPREP. And further down the
hallway, they saw a sign marked simply TRANSIT.

Gordon rubbed his hands together. He said, "L et's get right to the packing."

The room was small and reminded Marek of a hospital laboratory; it made him uneasy. In the center of
the room stood a vertical tube, about seven feet high and five feet in diameter. It was hinged open. Inside
were dull strips. Marek said, "A suntanning machine?”’

"Actudly, it's an advanced resonance imager. Basically it's a high-powered MRI. But you'll find it's
good practice for the machine itself. Perhaps you should go first, Dr. Marek."

"Go in there?' Marek pointed to the tube. Seen up close, it looked more like awhite coffin.

"Just remove your clothes and step inside. It's exactly like an MRI - you won't feel anything at all. The
entire process takes about a minute. We'll be next door."

They went through a side door with a small window, into another room. Marek couldn't see what wasin
there. The door clanged shut.

He saw achair in the corner. He went over and took his clothes off, then walked into the scanner. There
was the click of an intercom and he heard Gordon say, "Dr. Marek, if you will look at your feet."

Marek looked down at his feet.

"Y ou see the circle on the floor? Please make sure your feet are entirely within that circle.” Marek
shifted his position. "Thank you, that's fine. The door will close now."

With amechanical hum, the hinged door swung shut. Marek heard ahissasit sealed. He said, "Airtight?’
"Yes, it hasto be. You may feel some cold air coming in now. We'll give you added oxygen while we
calibrate. You're not claustrophobic, are you?"

"I wasn't, until now." Marek was looking around at the interior. The dull strips, he now saw, were plastic-
covered openings. Behind the plastic he saw lights, small whirring machines. The air became noticeably
cooler.

"We're calibrating now," Gordon said. "Try not to move."

Suddenly, the individual strips around him began to rotate, the machines clicking. The strips spun faster
and faster, then suddenly jerked to a stop.

"That's good. Feel al right?"

"It's like being inside a pepper mill," Marek said.

Gordon laughed. "Calibration is completed. The rest is dependent on exact timing, so the sequenceis
automatic. Just follow the instructions as you hear them. Okay?"

"Okay."

A click. Marek was alone.

A recorded voice said, "The scan sequence has begun. We are turning on lasers. Look straight ahead.
And do not look up."

Instantly, the interior of the tube was a bright, glowing blue. The air itself seemed to be glowing.
"Lasers are polarizing the xenon gas, which is now being pumped into the compartment. Five seconds."”
Marek thought, Xenon gas?

The bright blue color all around him increased in intensity. He looked down at his hand and could hardly
seeit for the shimmering air.

"We have reached xenon concentration. Now we will ask you to take a deep breath."

Marek thought, Take a deep breath? Of xenon?
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"Hold your position without moving for thirty seconds. Ready? Stand still - eyes open - deep breath -
hold it. ... Now!"

The strips suddenly began to spin wildly, then one by one, each strip started to jerk back and forth,
amost asif it were looking, and sometimes had to go back for a second look. Each strip seemed to be
moving individually. Marek had the uncanny sense of being examined by hundreds of eyes.

The recorded voice said, "Very still, please. Twenty seconds remaining.”

All around him, the strips hummed and whirred. And then suddenly, they all stopped. Several seconds of
silence. The machinery clicked. Now the strips began to move forward and back, as well aslaterally.
"Very gtill, please. Ten seconds.”

The strips began to spin in circles now, slowly synchronizing, until finally they were all rotating together
asaunit. Then they stopped.

"The scan is completed. Thank you for your cooperation."

The blue light clicked off, and the hinged door hissed open. Marek stepped oui.

In the adjacent room, Gordon sat in front of a computer console. The others had pulled up chairs around
him.

"Most people,” Gordon said, "don't realize that the ordinary hospital MRI works by changing the
guantum state of atomsin your body - generally, the angular momentum of nuclear particles. Experience
with MRIs tells us that changing your quantum state has no ill effect. In fact, you don't even notice it
happening.

"But the ordinary MRI does this with avery powerful magnetic field - say, 1.5 teda, about twenty-five
thousand times as strong as the earth's magnetic field. We don't need that. We use superconducting
guantum interference devices, or SQUIDSs, that are so sensitive they can measure resonance just from the
earth's magnetic field. We don't have any magnets in there."

Marek came into the room. "How do | look?"' he said.

The image on the screen showed a translucent picture of Marek's limbs, in speckled red. "Y ou're looking
at the marrow, inside the long bones, the spine, and the skull," Gordon said. "Now it builds outward, by
organ systems. Here's the bones" - they saw a complete skeleton-" and now we're adding muscles. . . ."
Watching the organ systems appear, Stern said, "Y our computer'sincredibly fast."

"Oh, we've slowed this way down," Gordon said. " Otherwise you wouldn't be able to see it happening.
The actual processing timeis essentially zero."

Stern stared. "Zero?'

"Different world," Gordon said, nodding. "Old assumptions don't apply." He turned to the others. "Whao's
next?'

They walked down to the end of the corridor, to the room marked TRANSIT. Kate said, "Why did we
just do al that?*

"We call it prepacking,” Gordon said. "It enables us to transmit faster, because most of the information
about you is already loaded into the machine. We just do afinal scan for differences, and then we
transmit."

They entered another elevator, and passed through another set of water-filled doors. "Okay," Gordon
said. "Herewe are.”

They came out into an enormous, brightly lit, cavernous space. Sounds echoed. The air was cold. They
were walking on ametal passageway, suspended a hundred feet above the floor. Looking down, Chris
saw three semicircular water-filled walls, arranged to form a circle, with gaps between large enough for
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aperson to walk through. Inside this outer wall were three smaller semicircles, forming a second wall.
And inside the second wall was a third. Each successive semicircle was rotated so that the gaps never
lined up, giving the whole thing a mazelike appearance.

In the center of the concentric circles was a space about twenty feet across. Here, half a dozen cagelike
devices stood, each about the size of a phone booth. They were arranged in no particular pattern. They
had dull-colored metal tops. White mist drifted across the enclosure. Tanks lay on the floor, and heavy
black power cables snaked everywhere. It looked like aworkroom. And in fact, some men were working
on one of the cages.

"Thisisour transmission area," Gordon said. "Heavily shielded, as you can see. We're building a second
areaover there but it won't be ready for several months." He pointed across the cavernous space, where a
second series of concentric walls were going up. These walls were clear; they hadn't been filled with
water yet.

From the gangway, a cable elevator went down to the space in the center of the glasswalls.

Marek said, "Can we go down there?"

"Not yet, no."

A technician looked up and waved. Gordon said, "How long until the burn check, Norm?'

"Couple of minutes. Gomez is on her way now."

"Okay." Gordon turned to the others. "Let's go up to the control booth to watch."

Bathed in deep blue light, the machines stood on araised platform. They were dull gray in color and
hummed softly. White vapor seeped along the floor, obscuring their bases. Two workmen in blue parkas
were down on their hands and knees, working inside the opened base of one of them.

The machines were essentially open cylinders, with metal at the top and bottom. Each machine stood on
athick metal base. Three rods around the perimeter supported the metal roof.

Technicians were dragging atangle of black cables down from an overhead grid and then attaching the
cablesto the roof of one machine, like gas station attendants filling a car.

The space between the base and the roof was completely empty. In fact, the whole machine seemed
disappointingly plain. The rods were odd, triangular-shaped, and studded along their length. Pale blue
smoke seemed to be coming from under the roof of the machine.

The machines didn't look like anything Kate had ever seen. She stared at the huge screensinside the
narrow control room. Behind her, two technicians in shirtsleeves sat at two console desks. The screensin
front of her gave the impression you were looking out a window, though in fact the control room was
windowless.

"Y ou are looking at the latest version of our CTC technology," Gordon said. "That stands for Closed
Timelike Curve - the topology of space-time that we employ to go back. We've had to develop entirely
new technologies to build these machines. What you see here is actually the sixth version, since the first
working prototype was built three years ago."

Chris stared at the machines and said nothing. Kate Erickson was looking around the control room. Stern
was anxious, rubbing his upper lip. Marek kept his eye on Stern.

"All the significant technology,” Gordon continued, "is located in the base, including the indium-gallium-
arsenide quantum memory, the computer lasers and the battery cells. The vaporizing lasers, of course,
are in the metal strips. The dull-colored metal is niobium; pressure tanks are aluminum; storage elements
are polymer."

A young woman with short dark red hair and a tough manner walked into the room. She wore a khaki
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shirt, shorts and boots; she looked as if she were dressed for a safari. "Gomez will be one of your aides
when you go take your trip. She's going back right now to do what we call a "burn check.' She's already
burned her navigation marker, fixing the target date, and now she's going to make sure it's accurate." He
pushed the intercom. " Sue? Show us your nav marker, would you?"

The woman held up awhite rectangular wafer, hardly larger than a postage stamp. She cupped it easily
in her palm.

"Shelll use that to go back. And to call the machine for the return - show us the button, would you, Sue?’
"It'salittle hard to see," she said, turning the wafer on edge. "There's atiny button here, you push it with
your thumbnail. That calls the machine when you're ready to return."”

"Thank you, Sue."

One of thetechnicians said, "Field buck."

They turned and looked. On his console, one screen showed an undulating three-dimensional surface
with ajagged upswinging in the middle, like a mountain peak. "Nice one," Gordon said. "Classic." He
explained to the others. "Because our field-sensing equipment is SQUID-based, we're able to detect
extremely subtle discontinuities in the local magnetic field - we call them “field bucks." We'll register
them starting as early as two hours before an event. And in fact, these started about two hours ago. It
means a machine is returning here."

"What machine?' Kate said.

" Sue's machine."

"But she hasn't | eft yet."

"I know," he said. "It doesn't seem to make sense. Quantum events are all counterintuitive.”

"Y ou're saying you get an indicator that she is returning before she has left?"

"Yes."

"Why?" Kate said.

Gordon sighed. "It's complicated. Actually, what we are seeing in the field is a probability function - the
likelihood that a machine is going to return. We don't usually think about it that way. We just say it's
coming back. But to be accurate, afield buck isreally telling usthat it is highly probable a machineis
coming back."

Kate was shaking her head. "I don't get it."

Gordon said, "Let's just say that in the ordinary world, we have beliefs about cause and effect. Causes
occur first, effects second. But that order of events does not always occur in the quantum world. Effects
can be simultaneous with causes, and effects can precede causes. Thisis one minor example of that."
The woman, Gomez, stepped into one of the machines. She pushed the white wafer into aslot in the
base in front of her. "She's just installed her nav marker, which guides the machine out and back."

"And how do you know you'll get back?" Stern said.

"A multiverse transfer," Gordon said, "creates a sort of potential energy, like a stretched spring that
wants to snap back. So the machines can come home relatively easily. Outbound isthe tricky part. That's
what's encoded in the ceramic.”

He leaned forward to press an intercom button. " Sue? How long are you gone?"

“I'll be a minute, maybe two."

"Okay. Synch elapsed.”

Now the technicians began to talk, flipping switches at a console, looking at video readouts in front of
them.
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"Helium check."

"Read asfull," atechnician said, looking at her console.

"EMR check."

"Check."

"Stand by for laser aignment.”

One of the technicians flipped a switch, and from the metal strips, a dense array of green lasersfired into
the center of the machine, putting dozens of green spots on Gomez's face and body as she stood still, her
eyes closed.

The bars began to revolve slowly. The woman in the center remained still. The lasers made green
horizontal streaks over her body. Then the bars stopped.

"Lasersaligned.”

Gordon said, "See you in aminute, Sue." He turned to the others. "Okay. Here we go."

The curved water shields around the cage began to glow afaint blue. Once again the machine began to
rotate slowly. The woman in the center stood motionless; the machine moved around her.

The humming grew louder. The rotation increased in speed. The woman stood, calm and relaxed.

"For thistrip," Gordon said, "she'll use up only a minute or two. But she actually has thirty-seven hours
in her battery cells. That's the limit these machines can remain in alocation without returning."”

The bars were spinning swiftly. They now heard a rapid chattering sound, like a machine gun.

"That's the clearance check: infrared sensors verify the space around the machine. They won't proceed
without two meters on all sides. They check both ways. It's a safety measure. We wouldn't want the
machine emerging in the middle of astone wall. All right. They're releasing xenon. Here she goes."
The humming was now very loud. The enclosure spun so rapidly, the metal strips were blurred. They
could see the woman inside quite clearly.

They heard arecorded voice say, "Stand still - eyes open - deep breath - hold it. . . . Now!"

From the top of the machine, a single ring descended, scanning quickly to her feet.

"Now watch closdly. It'sfast," Gordon said.

Kate saw deep violet lasers fire inward from all the bars toward the center. The woman inside seemed to
glow white-hot for an instant, and then a burst of blinding white light flashed inside the machine. Kate
closed her eyes, turned away. When she looked back again, there were spots in front of her eyes, and for
amoment she couldn't see what had happened. Then she realized that the machine was smaller. It had
pulled away from the cables at the top, which now dangled free.

Another laser flash.

The machine was smaller. The woman inside was smaller. She was now only about three feet high, and
shrinking before their eyesin a series of bright laser flashes.

"Jesus," Stern said, watching. "What does that feel like?"

"Nothing," Gordon said. "Y ou don't feel athing. Nerve conduction time from skin to brain is on the
order of ahundred milliseconds. Laser vaporization is five nanoseconds. Y ou're long gone."

"But she's still there.”

"No, she's not. She was gone in the first laser burst. The computer's just processing the data now. What
you seeis an artifact of compression stepping. The compression's about three to the minustwo. . . ."
There was another bright flash. The cage now shrank rapidly. It was three feet high, then two. Now it
was close to the floor - less than afoot tall. The woman inside looked like alittle doll in khakis.
"Minus four," Gordon said. There was another bright burst, near the floor. Now Kate couldn't see the
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cage at all.

"What happened to it?"'

"It'sthere. Barely."

Another burst, this time just a pinpoint flash on the floor.

"Minusfive."

The flashes came more quickly now, winking like afirefly, diminishing in strength. Gordon counted
them out.

"And minus fourteen. . . . Gone."

There were no more flashes.

Nothing.

The cage had vanished. The floor was dark rubber, empty.

Kate said, "We're supposed to do that?"'

"It's not an unpleasant experience," Gordon said. "You're entirely conscious al the way down, which is
something we can't explain. By the final data compressions, you are in very small domains - subatomic
regions - and consciousness should not be possible. Yet it occurs. We think it may be an artifact, a
hallucination that bridges the transition. If so, it's analogous to the phantom limb that amputees feel,
even though the limb isn't there. This may be a kind of phantom brain. Of course, we are talking about
very brief time periods, nanoseconds. But nobody understands consciousness anyway."

Kate was frowning. For some time now, she had been looking at what she saw as architecture, a kind of
"“form follows function" approach: wasn't it remarkable how these huge underground structures had
concentric symmetry - slightly reminiscent of medieval castles - even though these modern structures
had been built without any aesthetic plan at all. They had simply been built to solve a scientific problem.
She found the resulting appearance fascinating.

But now that she was confronted by what these machines were actually used for, she struggled to make
sense of what her eyes had just seen. And her architectural training was absolutely no help to her. "But
this, uh, method of shrinking a person, it requires you to break her down-"

"No. We destroy her," Gordon said bluntly. "Y ou have to destroy the original, so that it can be
reconstructed at the other end. Y ou can't have one without the other."

"So she actually died?"

"I wouldn't say that, no. You see-"

"But if you destroy the person at one end,” Kate said, "don't they die?'

Gordon sighed. "It's difficult to think of thisin traditional terms,” he said. " Since you're instantaneously
reconstructed at the very moment you are destroyed, how can you be said to have died? Y ou haven't
died. You've just moved somewhere else.”

Stern felt certain - it was a visceral sense - that Gordon wasn't being entirely honest about this
technology. Just looking at the curved water shields, at all the different machines standing on the floor,
gave him the sense that there was quite a bit more that was being left unexplained. He tried to find it.
"So sheisin the other universe now?" he asked.

"That'sright."

"Y ou transmitted her, and she arrived in the other universe? Just like afax?"

"Exactly."

"But to rebuild her, you need afax machine at the other end.”

Gordon shook his head. "No, you don't," he said.
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"Why not?'

"Because she's already there."

Stern frowned. " She's already there? How could that be?"’

" At the moment of transmission, the person is aready in the other universe. And therefore the person
doesn't need to be rebuilt by us."

"Why?" Stern said.

"For now, just call it a characteristic of the multiverse. We can discussit later if you like. I'm not sure
everybody needs to be bothered with these details,” he said, nodding to the others.

Stern thought, There is something more. Something he doesn't want to say to us. Stern looked back at
the transmission area. Trying to find the odd detail, the thing that was out of place. Because he was sure
that something here was out of place.

"Didn't you tell usthat you've only sent afew people back?"

"That'sright, yes."

"More than one at atime?’

"Almost never. Very rarely two."

"Then why do you have so many machines?' Stern said. "I count eight in there. Wouldn't two be
enough?"

"You're just seeing the results of our research program,” Gordon said. "We are constantly working to
refine our design.”

Gordon had answered smoothly enough, but Stern was certain he had seen something - some buried glint
of uneasiness - in Gordon's eyes.

There is definitely something more.

"I would have thought," Stern said, "that you'd make refinements to the same machines."

Gordon shrugged again, but did not answer.

Definitely.

"What are those repairmen doing in there?' Stern said, still probing. He pointed to the men on their
hands and knees, working on the base of one machine. "I mean by the machine in the corner. What
exactly are they repairing?”’

"David," Gordon began. "l really think-"

"Is this technology really safe?' Stern said.

Gordon sighed. " See for yourself."

On the big screen, a sequence of rapid flashes appeared on the floor of the transit room.

"Here she comes," Gordon said.

The flashes grew brighter. They heard the chattering sound again, first faintly, then louder. And then the
cage was full-size; the humming died away; the ground mist swirled, and the woman climbed out,
waving to the spectators.

Stern squinted at her. She appeared absolutely fine. Her appearance was identical to what it had been
before.

Gordon looked at him. "Believe me," he said. "It's perfectly safe.” He turned to the screen. "How'd it
look back there, Sue?"

"Excellent," she said. "Transit site is on the north side of the river. Secluded spot, in the woods. And the
weather's pretty good, for April." She glanced at her watch. "Get your team together, Dr. Gordon. I'm
going to go burn the spare nav marker. Then let's go back there and pull that old guy out before
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somebody hurts him."

"Lieon your left side, please." Kate rolled over on the table and watched uneasily as an elderly manin a
white lab coat raised what looked like a glue gun and placed it over her ear. "Thiswill feel warm."
Warm? She felt a burning rush of heat in her ear. "What is that?"

"It's an organic polymer," the man said. "Nontoxic and nonallergenic. Give it eight seconds. All right,
now please make chewing motions. We want alooser fit. Very good, keep chewing."

She heard him going down the line. Chris was on the table behind her, then Stern, then Marek. She heard
the old man say, "Lie on your left side, please. Thiswill feel warm. . . ."

Not long after, he was back. He had her turn over, and injected the hot polymer into her other ear
Gordon was watching from the corner of the room. He said, "Thisis still a bit experimental but so far it
works quite well. It's made of a polymer that begins to biodegrade after a week."

Later, the man had them stand up. He expertly popped the plastic implants out of their ears, moving
down theline.

Kate said to Gordon, "My hearing isfine, | don't need a hearing aid."

"It's not ahearing aid,” Gordon said.

Across the room, the man was drilling out the center of the plastic earpieces and inserting electronics.
He worked surprisingly quickly. When the electronics were in place, he capped the hole with more
plastic.

"It's a machine language trand ator and a radio mike. In case you need to understand what people are
saying to you."

"But even if | understand what they're saying," she said, "how can | answer back?"'

Marek nudged her. "Don't worry. | speak Occitan. And Middle French."

"Oh, that's good," she said sarcastically. "Y ou going to teach it to me in the next fifteen minutes?' She
was tense, she was about to be destroyed or vaporized or whatever the hell they did in that machine, and
the words just popped out of her mouth.

Marek looked surprised. "No," he said serioudly. "But if you stay with me, | will take care of you."
Something about his earnestness reassured her. He was such a straight arrow. She thought, He probably
will take care of me. She felt herself relaxing.

Soon after, they were all fitted with flesh-colored plastic earpieces. "They're turned off now," Gordon
said. "To turn them on, just tap your ear with your finger. Now, if you'll come over here. . ."

Gordon handed them each a small leather pouch. "We've been working on afirst-aid kit; these are the
prototypes. Y ou're the first to enter the world, so you may have a use for them. Y ou can keep them out
of sight, under your clothing."

He opened one pouch and brought out a small aluminum canister about four inches high and an inch in
diameter. It looked like alittle shaving cream can. "Thisis the only defense we can provide you. It
contains twelve doses of ethylene dihydride with a protein substrate. We can demonstrate for you with
the cat, H.G. Where are you, H.G?"

A black cat jumped onto the table. Gordon stroked it, and then shot a burst of gas at its nose. The cat
blinked, made a snuffling sound, and fell over onitsside.

"Unconsciousness within six seconds,” Gordon said, "and it leaves a retroactive amnesia. But bear in
mind that it's short acting. And you must fire right in the person's face to ensure any effect.”

The cat was already starting to twitch and revive as Gordon turned back to the pouch and held up three
red paper cubes, roughly the size of sugar cubes, each covered in alayer of pale wax. They looked like
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fireworks.

"“If you need to start afire," he said, "these will do it. Pull the little string, and they catch fire. They're
marked fifteen, thirty, sixty - the number of seconds before the fire starts. Wax, so they're waterproof. A
word of warning: sometimes they don't work."

Chris Hughes said, "What's wrong with a Bic?"'

"Not correct for the period. Y ou can't take plastic back there." Gordon returned to the kit. "Then we have
basic first aid, nothing fancy. Anti-inflammatory, antidiarrhea, antispasmodic, antipain. Y ou don't want
to be vomiting in acastle," he said. "And we can't give you pills for the water."

Stern took all thisin with a sense of unreality. Vomiting in a castle? he thought. "Listen, uh-"

"And finally, an all-purpose pocket tool, including knife and picklock." It looked like a steel Swiss army
knife. Gordon put everything back in the kit. "Y ou'll probably never use any of this stuff, but you've got
it anyway. Now let's get you dressed.”

Stern could not shake off his persistent sense of unease. A kindly, grandmotherly woman had gotten up
from her sawing machine and was handing them all clothing: first, white linen undershorts - sort of
boxer shorts, but without elastic - then aleather belt, and then black woolen leggings.

"What're these?' Stern said. "Tights?"

"They're called hose, dear."

There was no elastic on them, either. "How do they stay up?"'

"Y ou dlip them under your belt, beneath the doublet. Or tie them to the points of your doublet."
"Points?"

"That's right, dear. Of your doublet."

Stern glanced at the others. They were calmly collecting the clothesin a pile as each article was given to
them. They seemed to know what everything was for; they were as calm asif they were in a department
store. But Stern was lost, and he felt panicky. Now he was given awhite linen shirt that cameto his
upper thigh, and alarger overshirt, called a doublet, made of quilted felt. And finally a dagger on a steel
chain. Helooked at it askance.

"Everyone carriesone. You'll need it for eating, if nothing else."

He put it absently on top of the pile, and poked through the clothing, still trying to find the "points.”
Gordon said, "These clothes are intended to be status-neutral, neither expensive nor poor. We want them
to approximate the dress of a middling merchant, a court page, or a down-at-the-heels nobleman.” Stern
was handed shoes, which looked like leather slippers with pointed toes, except they buckled. Like court
jester's shoes, he thought unhappily.

The grandmotherly woman smiled: "Don't worry, they have air soles built in, just like your Nikes."
"Why is everything dirty?' Stern said, frowning at his overshirt.

"Well, you want to fit in, don't you?"

They changed in alocker room. Stern watched the other men. "How exactly dowe, uh . . ."

"Y ou want to know how you dressin the fourteenth century?' Marek said. "It's simple." Marek had
stripped off all his clothes and was walking around naked, relaxed. The man was bulging with muscles.
Stern felt intimidated as he slowly took off histrousers.

"First,” Marek said, "put on your undershorts. Thisis very nice quality linen. They had good linenin
those days. To hold the shorts up, tie your belt around your waist and roll the top of the undershorts
around the belt a couple of times, so it holds. All right?"

"Y our belt goes under your clothes?'
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"That's right. Holding up your shorts. Next, put on your hose." Marek began to pull on his black wool
tights. The hose had feet at the bottom, like a child's pajamas. "They have these strings at the top, you
see?

"My hoseisbaggy," Stern said, tugging them up, poking at the knees.

"That's fine. These aren't dress hose, so they aren't skintight. Next, your linen overshirt. Just pull it over
your head and let it hang down. No, no, David. The dlit at the neck goesin the front."

Stern pulled his arms out and twisted the shirt around, fumbling.

"And finally," Marek said, picking up afelt outershirt, "you put on your doublet. Combination suit coat
and windbreaker. Y ou wear it indoors and out, never take it off except when it isvery hot. See the
points? They're the laces, under the felt. Now, tie your hose to the points of the doublet, through the dlits
in your overshirt."

Marek managed thisin only afew moments; it was asif he'd done it every day of hislife. It took Chris
much longer, Stern noted with satisfaction. Stern himself struggled to twist his torso, to tie the knots at
his backside.

"You call thissimple?' he said, grunting.

"You just haven't looked at your own clothes lately,” Marek said. "The average Westerner in the
twentieth century wears nine to twelve items of daily clothing. Here, there are only six."

Stern pulled on his doublet, tugging it down over hiswaist, so it came to his thighs. In doing so, he
wrinkled his undershirt, and eventually Marek had to help him straighten it all out, aswell aslace his
hose tighter.

Finally, Marek looped the dagger and the chain loosely around Stern's waist, and stood back to admire
him.

"There," Marek said, nodding. "How do you feel ?"

Stern wriggled his shoulders uncomfortably. "I feel like a trussed chicken."

Marek laughed. "You'll get used to it."

Kate was finishing dressing when Susan Gomez, the young woman who had taken the trip back, came
in. Gomez was wearing period clothes and awig. She tossed another wig to Kate.

Kate made a face.

"Y ou have to wear it," Gomez said. "Short hair on awoman is asign of disgrace, or heresy. Don't ever
let anyone back there see your true hair length."

Kate pulled on the wig, which brought dark blond hair to her shoulders. She turned to look in the mirror,
and saw the face of a stranger. She looked younger, softer. Weaker.

"It's either that," Gomez said, "or cut your hair really short, like aman. Y our call."

“I'll wear thewig," Kate said.

Diane Kramer looked at Victor Baretto and said, "But this has always been arule, Victor. You know
that."

"Y es, but the problem,” Baretto said, "isthat you're giving us a new mission." Baretto was a lean, tough-
looking man in his thirties, an ex-ranger who had been with the company for two years. During that
time, he had acquired a reputation as a competent security man, but abit of a primadonna. "Now, you're
asking us to go into the world, but you won't let us take weapons.”

"That'sright, Victor. No anachronisms. No modern artifacts going back. That's been our rule from the
beginning." Kramer tried to conceal her frustration. These military types were difficult, particularly the
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men. The women, like Gomez, were okay. But the men kept trying to, as they put it, "apply their
training” to the ITC trips back, and it never really worked. Privately, Kramer thought it was just away
for the men to conceal their anxiety, but of course she could never say that. It was difficult enough for
them to take orders from awoman like her in the first place.

The men also had more trouble keeping their work secret. It was easier for women, but the men all
wanted to brag about going back to the past. Of course, they were forbidden by all sorts of contractual
arrangements, but contracts could be forgotten after afew drinksin abar. That was why Kramer had
informed them all about the existence of several specially burned nav wafers. These wafers had entered
the mythology of the company, including their names: Tunguska, Vesuvius, Tokyo. The Vesuvius wafer
put you on the Bay of Naplesat 7:00 am. on August 24, A.D. 79, just before burning ash killed
everyone. Tunguska left you in Siberiain 1908, just before the giant meteor struck, causing a shock
wave that killed every living thing for hundreds of miles. Tokyo put you in that city in 1923, just before
the earthquake flattened it. The ideawas if word of the project became public, you might end up with the
wrong wafer on your next trip out. None of the military types were quite sure whether any of this was
true, or just company mythology.

Which was just how Kramer liked it.

"Thisisanew mission," Baretto said again, asif she hadn't heard him before. "Y ou're asking us to go
into the world - to go behind enemy lines, so to speak - without weapons.”

"But you're all trained in hand-to-hand. Y ou, Gomez, al of you."

"I don't think that's sufficient."

"Victor-"

"With al due respect, Ms. Kramer, you're not facing up to the situation here," Baretto said stubbornly.
"You've aready lost two people. Three, if you count Traub."

"No, Victor. We've never lost anybody."

"You certainly lost Traub."

"We didn't lose Dr. Traub," she said. "Traub volunteered, and Traub was depressed.”

"Y ou assume he was depressed.”

"We know he was, Victor. After hiswife died, he was severely depressed, and suicidal. Even though he
had passed his trip limit, he wanted to go back, to seeif he could improve the technology. He had an
idea that he could modify the machines to have fewer transcription errors. But apparently, hisideawas
wrong. That's why he ended up in the Arizona desert. Personally, | don't think he ever really intended to
come back at all. | think it was suicide.”

"And you lost Rob," Baretto said. "He wasn't any damn suicide.”

Kramer sighed. Rob Deckard was one of the first of the observers to go back, almost two years earlier.
And he was one of the first to show transcription errors. "That was much earlier in the project, Victor.
The technology was less refined. And you know what happened. After he'd made several trips, Rob
began to show minor effects. He insisted on continuing. But we didn't lose him."

"He went out, and he never came back," Baretto said. "That's the bottom line."

"Rob knew exactly what he was doing."

"And now the Professor."

"We haven't lost the Professor," she said. "He's still alive.™

"Y ou hope. And you don't know why he didn't come back in the first place.”

"Victor-"
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"I'm just saying," Baretto said, "in this case the logistics logistics don't fit the mission profile. You're
asking us to take an unnecessary risk."

"Y ou don't haveto go," Kramer said mildly.

"No, hell. | never said that."

"Y ou don't have to."

"No. I'm going."

"WEell, then, those are the rules. No modern technology goes into the world. Understood?"
"Understood."

"And none of this gets mentioned to the academics."

"No, no. Hell no. I'm professional.”

"Okay," Kramer said.

She watched him leave. He was sulking, but he was going to go along with it. They alwaysdid, in the
end. And the rule was important, she thought. Even though Doniger liked to give alittle speech about
how you couldn't change history, the fact was, nobody really knew - and nobody wanted to risk it. They
didn't want modern weapons, or artifacts, or plastic to go back.

And they never had.

Stern sat with the others on hard-backed chairsin aroom with maps. Susan Gomez, the woman who had
just returned in the machine, spoke in acrisp, quick manner that Stern found rushed.

"We are going," she said, "to the Monastery of Sainte-Mére, on the Dordogne River, in southwestern
France. We will arrive a 8:04 a.m. on the morning of Thursday, April 7, 1357 - that's the day of the
Professor's message. It's fortunate for us, because there's a tournament that day in Castelgard, and the
spectacle will draw large crowds from the surrounding countryside, so we won't be noticed."

She tapped one map. "Just for orientation, the monastery is here. Castelgard is over here, across the
river. And the fortress of La Roque is on the bluffs here, above the monastery. Questions so far?"

They shook their heads.

"All right. The situation in the areais alittle unsettled. Asyou know, April of 1357 puts us roughly
twenty years into the Hundred Y ears War. It's seven months after the English victory at Poitiers, where
they took the king of France prisoner. The French king is now being held for ransom. And France,
without aking, isin an uproar.

"Right now, Castelgard isin the hands of Sir Oliver de Vannes, aBritish knight born in France. Oliver
has also taken over La Roque, where he is strengthening the castle's defenses. Sir Oliver's an unpleasant
character, with afamously bad temper. They call him the "Butcher of Crécy,' for his excesses in that
battle."

"So Oliver isin control of both towns?' Marek said.

" At the moment, yes. However, acompany of renegade knights, led by a defrocked priest called Arnaut
de Cervole-"

"The Archpriest,” Marek said.

"Y es, exactly, the Archpriest - is moving into the area, and will undoubtedly attempt to take the castles
from Oliver. We believe the Archpriest is still several days away. But fighting may break out at any
time, so we will work quickly."

She moved to another map, with alarger scale. It showed the monastery buildings.

"We arrive approximately here, at the edge of the Forét de Sainte-Mére. From our arrival point, we
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should be able to look right down on the monastery. Since the Professor's message came from the
monastery, we will go directly therefirst. Asyou know, the monastery takes its main meal of the day at
ten o'clock in the morning, and the Professor is likely to be present at that time. With luck, we'll find him
there and bring him back."

Marek said, "How do you know all this? | thought nobody's ever gone into the world."

"That's correct. No one has. But observers close to the machines have still brought back enough that we
know the background at this particular time. Any other questions?"

They shook their heads no.

"All right. It is very important we recover the Professor while heis still a the monastery. If he movesto
either Castelgard or La Roque, it will be much more difficult. We have atight mission profile. | expect
to be on the ground between two and three hours. We will stay together at all times. If any of usis
separated from the others, use your earpieces to get together again. We will find the Professor, and come
right back. Okay?"

"Got it."

"You'll have two escorts, myself and Victor Baretto, over there in the corner. Say hello, Vic."

The second escort was a surly man who looked like an ex-marine - atough and able man. Baretto's
period clothes were more peasantlike, loose-fitting, made of afabric like burlap. He gave anod and a
slight wave. He seemed to be in a bad mood.

"Okay?' Gomez said. "Other questions.”

Chris said, "Professor Johnston has been there three days?’

"That'sright."

"Who do the locals think heis?'

"We don't know," Gomez said. "We don't know why he left the machine in the first place. He must have
had a reason. But since he isin the world, the simplest thing for him would be to pose as a clerk or
scholar from London, on a pilgrimage to Santiago de Compostelain Spain. Sainte-Meéreis on the
pilgrimage route, and it is not unusual for pilgrimsto break their trip, to stay aday or aweek, especially
if they strike up a friendship with the Abbot, who is quite a character.

The Professor may have done that. Or he may not. We just don't know."

"But wait aminute," Chris Hughes said. "Won't his presence there change the local history? Won't he
influence the outcome of events?"

"No. Hewon't."

"How do you know?"

"Because he can't."

"But what about the time paradoxes?"

"Time paradoxes?"

"That'sright,"” Stern said. "Y ou know, like going back in time and killing your grandfather, so that you
can't be born and couldn't go back and kill your grandfather-"

"Oh, that." She shook her head impatiently. "There are no time paradoxes.”

"What do you mean? Of course there are.”

"No, there aren't,” came a firm voice behind them. They turned; Doniger was there. "Time paradoxes do
not occur."

"What do you mean?' Stern said. He was feeling put out that his question had been so roughly treated.
"The so-called time paradoxes,” Doniger said, "do not really involve time. They involve ideas about
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history that are seductive but wrong. Seductive, because they flatter you into thinking you can have an
impact on the course of events. And wrong, because of course, you can't."

"Y ou can't have an impact on events?'

"No."

"Of course you can."

"No. You can't. It's easiest to see if you take a contemporary example. Say you go to a baseball game.
The Y ankees and the Mets - the Y ankees are going to win, obviously. Y ou want to change the outcome
so that the Mets win. What can you do? Y ou're just one person in acrowd. If you try to go to the dugout,
you will be stopped. If you try to go onto the field, you will be hauled away. Most ordinary actions
available to you will end in failure and will not alter the outcome of the game.

"Let's say you choose a more extreme action: you'll shoot the Y ankee pitcher. But the minute you pull a
gun, you are likely to be overpowered by nearby fans. Even if you get off a shot, you'll amost certainly
miss.

And even if you succeed in hitting the pitcher, what is the result? Another pitcher will take his place.
And the Y ankees will win the game.

"L et's say you choose an even more extreme action. Y ou will release a nerve gas and kill everyonein the
stadium. Once again, you're unlikely to succeed, for all the reasons you're unlikely to get a shot off. But
even if you do manage to kill everybody, you still have not changed the outcome of the game. Y ou may
argue that you have pushed history in another direction - and perhaps so - but you haven't enabled the
Mets to win the game. In redlity, there is nothing you can do to make the Mets win. Y ou remain what
you always were: a spectator.

"And this same principle applies to the great majority of historical circumstances. A single person can
do little to ater eventsin any meaningful way. Of course, great masses of people can “change the course
of history.' But one person? No."

"Maybe so," Stern said, "but | can kill my grandfather. And if he's dead then | couldn't be born, so |
would not exist, and therefore | couldn't have shot him. And that's a paradox.”

"Yes, itis- assuming you actually kill your grandfather. But that may prove difficult in practice. So
many things go wrong in life. Y ou may not meet up with him at the right time. Y ou may be hit by a bus
on your way. Or you may fal inlove. You may be arrested by the police. Y ou may kill him too late,
after your parent has already been conceived. Or you may come face to face with him, and find you can't
pull the trigger.”

"But in theory .. ."

"When we are dealing with history, theories are worthless," Doniger said with a contemptuous wave. "A
theory isonly valuableif it has the ability to predict future outcomes. But history is the record of human
action - and no theory can predict human action.”

He rubbed his hands together.

"Now then. Shall we end all this speculation and be on our way?"

There were murmurs from the others.

Stern cleared histhroat. "Actually,” he said, "I don't think I'm going."

Marek had been expecting it. He'd watched Stern during the briefing, noticing the way he kept shifting
in his chair, asif he couldn't get comfortable. Stern's anxiety had been steadily growing ever since the
tour began.

Marek himself had no doubts about going. Since his youth, he had lived and breathed the medieval
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world, imagining himself in Warburg and Carcassonne, Avignon and Milan. He had joined the Welsh
wars with Edward |. He had seen the burghers of Calais give up their city, and he had attended the
Champagne Fairs. He had lived at the splendid courts of Eleanor of Aquitaine and the Duc de Berry.
Marek was going to take thistrip, no matter what. Asfor Stern-

"I'm sorry," Stern was saying, "but thisisn't my affair. | only signed on to the Professor's team because
my girlfriend was going to summer school in Toulouse. I'm not a historian. I'm a scientist. And anyway,
| don't think it's safe.”

Doniger said, "You don't think the machines are safe?"

"No, the place. The year 1357. There was civil war in France after Poitiers. Free companies of soldiers
pillaging the countryside. Bandits, cutthroats, |awlessness everywhere."

Marek nodded. If anything, Stern was understating the situation. The fourteenth century was a vanished
world, and a dangerous one. It was areligious world; most people went to church at |east once aday.
But it was an incredibly violent world, where invading armies killed everyone, where women and
children were routinely hacked to death, where pregnant women were eviscerated for sport. It was a
world that gave lip service to the ideals of chivalry while indiscriminately pillaging and murdering,
where women were imagined to be powerless and delicate, yet they ruled fortunes, commanded castles,
took lovers at will and plotted assassination and rebellion. It was aworld of shifting boundaries and
shifting allegiances, often changing from one day to the next. It was aworld of death, of sweeping
plagues, of disease, of constant warfare.

Gordon said to Stern, "I certainly wouldn't want to force you."

"But remember," Doniger said, "you won't be alone. We'll be sending escorts with you."

"I'm sorry," Stern kept saying. "I'm sorry."

Finally Marek said, "Let him stay. He'sright. It's not his period, and it's not his affair.”

"Now that you mention it,” Chris said, "I've been thinking: It's not my period, either. I'm much more late
thirteenth than true fourteenth century. Maybe | should stay with David-"

"Forget it," Marek said, throwing an arm over Chris's shoulder. "You'll befine." Marek treated it like a
joke, even though he knew Chris wasn't exactly joking.

Not exactly.

The room was cold. Chilly mist covered their feet and ankles. They left ripplesin the mist as they
walked toward the machines.

Four cages had been linked together at the bases, and afifth cage stood by itself. Baretto said, "That's
mine," and stepped into the single cage. He stood erect, staring forward, waiting.

Susan Gomez stepped into one of the clustered cages, and said, "The rest of you come with me." Marek,
Kate and Chris climbed into the cages next to her. The machines seemed to be on springs; they rocked
dlightly as each got on.

"Everybody all set?'

The others murmured, nodded.

Baretto said, "Ladiesfirst."

"Y ou got that right," Gomez said. There didn't seem to be any love lost between them. "Okay," she said
to the others. "We're off."

Chris's heart began to pound. He felt light-headed and panicky. He balled his hands into fists.

Gomez said, "Relax. | think you'll find it's quite enjoyable." She dlipped the ceramic into the slot at her
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feet, and stood back up.

"Here we go. Remember: everyone very still when the time comes.”

The machines began to hum. Chrisfelt adlight vibration in the base, beneath his feet. The humming of
the machines grew louder. The mist swirled away from the bases of the machines. The machines began
to creak and squeal, asif metal was being twisted. The sound built quickly, until it was as steady and
loud as a scream.

"That's from the liquid helium," Gomez said. "Chilling the metal to superconduction temperatures.”
Abruptly, the screaming ended and the chattering sound began.

"Infrared clearance,”" she said. "Thisisit."

Chrisfelt hiswhole body begin to tremble involuntarily. He tried to control it, but his legs were shaking.
He had a moment of panic - maybe he should call it off - but then he heard a recorded voice say, " Stand
still - eyes open-"

Too late, he thought. Too late.

"-deep breath - hold it. . . . Now!"

The circular ring descended from above his head, moving swiftly to hisfeet. It clicked asit touched the
base. And a moment later, there was a blinding flash of light - brighter than the sun - coming from all
around him - but he felt nothing at al. In fact, he had a sudden strange sense of cold detachment, asif he
were now observing a distant scene.

The world around him was completely, utterly silent.

He saw Baretto's nearby machine was growing larger, starting to loom over him. Baretto, agiant, his
huge face with monstrous pores, was bending over, looking down at them.

More flashes.

As Baretto's machine grew larger, it also appeared to move away from them, revealing a widening
expanse of floor: avast plain of dark rubber floor, stretching away into the distance.

More flashes.

The rubber floor had a pattern of raised circles. Now these circles began to rise up around them like
black cliffs. Soon the black cliffs had grown so high that they seemed like black skyscrapers, joining
overhead, closing off the light above. Finally, the skyscrapers touched one another, and the world was
dark.

More flashes.

They sank into inky blackness for a moment before he distinguished flickering pinpoints of light,
arranged in a gridlike pattern, stretching away in al directions. It was asif they were inside some
enormous glowing crystalline structure. As Chris watched, the points of light grew brighter and larger,
their edges blurring, until each became afuzzy glowing ball. He wondered if these were atoms.

He could no longer see the grid, just afew nearby balls. His cage moved directly toward one glowing
ball, which appeared to be pulsing, changing its shape in flickering patterns.

Then they were inside the ball, immersed in a bright glowing fog that seemed to throb with energy.
And then the glow faded, and was gone.

They hung in featurel ess blackness. Nothing.

Blackness.

But then he saw that they were still sinking downward, now heading toward the churning surface of a
black ocean in ablack night. The ocean whipped and boiled, making afrothy blue-tinged foam. As they
descended to the surface, the foam grew larger. Chris saw that one bubble in particular had an especialy
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bright blue glow.

His machine moved toward that glow at accelerating speed, flying faster and faster, and he had the odd
sensation that they were going to crash in the foam, and then they entered the bubble and he heard aloud
piercing shriek.

Then silence.

Darkness.

Nothing.

In the control room, David Stern watched the flashes on the rubber floor become smaller and weaker,
and finally vanish entirely. The machines were gone. The technicians immediately turned to Baretto and
began his transmission countdown.

But Stern kept staring at the spot in the rubber floor where Chris and the others had been.

"And where are they now?" he asked Gordon.

"Oh, they've arrived now," Gordon said. "They are there now."

"They've been rebuilt?

"Yes."

"Without afax machine at the other end."

"That'sright."

"Tell mewhy," Stern said. "Tell me the details the others didn't need to be bothered with."

"All right," Gordon said. "It isn't anything bad. | just thought the others might find it, well, disturbing."
"Uh-huh."

"Let's go back," Gordon said, "to the interference patterns, which you remember showed us that other
universes can affect our own universe. We don't have to do anything to get the interference pattern to
occur. It just happens by itself."

"Yes."

"And thisinteraction is very reliable; it will always occur, whenever you set up apair of dlits."

Stern nodded. He was trying to see where this was going, but he couldn't foresee the direction Gordon
was taking.

"So we know that in certain situations, we can count on other universes to make something happen. We
hold up the dlits, and the other universes make the pattern we see, every time."

"Okay. . .."

"And, if we transmit through a wormhole, the person is always reconstituted at the other end. We can
count on that happening, too."

There was a pause.

Stern frowned.

"Wait aminute," he said. "Are you saying that when you transmit, the person is being reconstituted by
another universe?’

"In effect, yes. | mean, it has to be. We can't very well reconstitute them, because we're not there. We're
in thisuniverse."

"So you're not recongtituting. . . ."

"No."

"Because you don't know how," Stern said.

"Because we don't find it necessary," Gordon said. "Just as we don't find it necessary to glue platesto a
table to make them stay put. They stay by themselves. We make use of a characteristic of the universe,
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gravity. And in this case, we are making use of a characteristic of the multiverse."

Stern frowned. He immediately distrusted the analogy; it was too glib, too easy.

"Look," Gordon said, "the whole point of quantum technology isthat it overlaps universes. When a
guantum computer calculates - when all thirty-two quantum states of the electron are being used - the
computer istechnically carrying out those calculations in other universes, right?"

"Y es, technically, but-"

"No. Not technically. Really."

There was a pause.

"It may be easier to understand,” Gordon said, "by seeing it from the point of view of the other universe.
That universe sees a person suddenly arrive. A person from another universe."

"Yes...."

"And that's what happened. The person has come from another universe. Just not ours."

"Say again?'

"The person didn't come from our universe," Gordon said.

Stern blinked. "Then where?"

"They came from a universe that is ailmost identical to ours - identical in every respect - except that they
know how to reconstitute it at the other end.”

"You'rejoking."

"No."

"The Kate who lands there isn't the Kate who |eft here? She's a Kate from another universe?”

"Yes."

"So she's almost Kate? Sort of Kate? Semi-Kate?"

"No. She'sKate. Asfar as we have been ableto tell with our testing, she is absolutely identical to our
Kate.

Because our universe and their universe are almost identical .”

"But she's till not the Kate who left here.”

"How could she be? She's been destroyed, and reconstructed.”

"Do you fedl any different when this happens?' Stern said.

"Only for asecond or two," Gordon said.

Blackness.

Silence, and then in the distance, glaring white light.

Coming closer. Fast.

Chris shivered as a strong electric shock rippled through his body, and made his fingers twitch. For a
moment, he suddenly felt his body, the way one feels clothes when you first put them on; he felt the
encompassing flesh, felt the weight of it, the pull of gravity downward, the pressure of his body on the
soles of hisfeet. Then ablinding headache, a single pulse, and then it was gone and he was surrounded
by intense purple light. He winced, and blinked his eyes.

He was standing in sunlight. The air was cool and damp. Birds chirruped in the huge trees rising above
him. Shafts of sunlight came down through the thick foliage, dappling the ground. He was standing in
one beam. The machine stood beside a narrow muddy path that wound through a forest. Directly ahead,
through agap in the trees, he saw amedieval village.

First, acluster of farm plots and huts, plumes of gray smoke rising from thatched roofs. Then a stone
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wall and the dark stone roofs of the town itself inside, and finally, in the distance, the castle with circular
turrets.

He recognized it at once: the town and the fortress of Castelgard. And it was no longer aruin. Itswalls
were compl ete.

He was here.

CASTELGARD
"Nothing in theworld isas
certain as death."

JEAN FROISSART, 1359
37:00:00

Gomez hopped lightly out of the machine. Marek and K ate stepped slowly out of their cages, seemingly
dazed as they looked around. Chris climbed out, too. His feet touched the mossy ground. It was springy
underfoot.

Marek said, "Fantastic!" and immediately moved away from the machine, crossing the muddy path for a
better ook at the town. Kate followed behind him. She still seemed to be in shock.

But Chris wanted to stay close to the machine. He turned slowly, looking at the forest. It struck him as
dark, dense, primeval. The trees, he noticed, were huge. Some of them had trunks so thick, you could
hide three or four people behind them. They rose high into the sky, spreading a leafy canopy above them
that darkened most of the ground below.

"Beautiful, isn't it?' Gomez said. She seemed to sense that he was uneasy.

"Yes, beautiful," he answered. But he didn't feel that way at all; something about this forest struck him
as sinister. He turned round and round, trying to understand why he had the distinct feeling that
something was wrong with what he was seeing - something was missing, or out of place. Finally, he
said, "What's wrong?"'

She laughed. "Oh, that," she said. "Listen."

Chris stood silently for amoment, listening. There was the chirp of birds, the soft rustle of afaint breeze
in the trees. But other than that . . .

"l don't hear anything."

"That'sright,” Gomez said. "It upsets some people when they first arrive. There's no ambient noise here:
no radio or TV, no airplanes, no machinery, no passing cars. In the twentieth century, we're so
accustomed to hearing sound all the time, the silence feels creepy.”

"| guessthat'sright." At least, that was exactly how he was feeling. He turned away from the trees and
looked at the muddy path, a sunlit track through the forest. In many places, the mud was two feet deep,
churned by many hooves.

Thiswas aworld of horses, he thought.

No machine sounds. Lots of hoofprints.

He took a deep breath, and let it out Slowly. Even the air seemed different. Heady, bright-feeling, asif it
had more oxygen in it.

He turned, and saw that the machine was gone. Gomez appeared unconcerned. "Where's the machine?"
he said, trying not to sound worried.
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"It drifted.”

"It drifted?"

"When the machines are fully charged, they're alittle unstable. They tend to slide off the present
moment. So we can't see them."

"Where are they?' Chris said.

She shrugged. "We don't know, exactly. They must be in another universe. Wherever they are, they're
fine. They always come back."

To demonstrate, she held up her ceramic marker and pressed the button with her thumbnail. In
increasingly bright flashes of light, the machine returned: all four cages, standing exactly where they had
been a few minutes before.

"Now, it'll stay here like this for maybe a minute, maybe two," Gomez said. "But eventually it will drift
again. | just let them go. Gets 'em out of the way."

Chris nodded; she seemed to know what she was talking about. But the thought that the machines drifted
made Chris vaguely uneasy; those machines were his ticket back home, and he didn't like to think that
they behaved according to their own rules and could disappear at random. He thought, Would anybody
fly on an airplaneif the pilot said that it was "unstable'? He felt a coolness on his forehead, and he knew
in amoment he would break out in a cold sweat.

To distract himself, Chris picked his way across the path, following the others, trying not to sink into the
mud. On solid ground again, he pushed through thick ground cover, some kind of dense waist-high
plant, like rhododendron. He glanced back at Gomez: "Anything to worry about in these woods?"'

"Just vipers," she said. "They're usually in the lower branches of the trees. They fall down on your
shoulders and bite you."

"Great," he said. "Are they poisonous?

"Very."

"Fatal 7'

"Don't worry, they're very rare," she said.

Chris decided not to ask any more questions. Anyway, by now he had reached a sunlit opening in the
foliage. He looked down and saw the Dordogne River two hundred feet below him, twisting through
farmland, and looking, he thought, not very different from the way he was used to seeing it.

But if the river was the same, everything else in this landscape was different. Castelgard was entirely
intact, and so was its town. Beyond the walls were farming plots; some of the fields were being plowed
now.

But his attention was drawn to the right, where he looked down on the great rectangular complex of the
monastery - and the fortified mill bridge. His fortified bridge, he thought. The bridge he had been
studying all summer-

And unfortunately, looking very different from the way he had reconstructed it in the computer.

Chris saw four water wheels, not three, churning in the current that ran beneath a bridge. And the bridge
above was not a single unified structure. There seemed to be at least two independent structures, like
little houses. The larger was made of stone and the other of wood, suggesting the structures had been
built at different times. From the stone building, smoke belched in a continuous gray plume. So maybe
they really were making steel there, he thought. If you had water-powered bellows, then you could have
an actual blast furnace. That would explain the separate structures, too. Because mills that ground grain
or corn never permitted any open fire or flame inside - not even a candle. That was why grinding mills
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operated only during daylight hours.
Absorbed in the details, he felt himself relax.

On the far side of the muddy path, Marek stared at the village of Castelgard with a slow sense of

astoni shment.

He was here.

He felt light-headed, almost giddy with excitement as he took in the details. In the fields below, peasants
wore patched leggings and tunicsin red and blue, orange and rose. The vivid colors stood out against the
dark earth. Most of the fields were aready planted, their furrows closed over. Thiswas early April, so
the spring planting of barley, peas, oats and beans - the so-called Lenten crops - would be nearly
finished.

He watched a new field being plowed, the black iron blade hauled by two oxen. The plow itself turned
the earth of the furrow neatly on both sides. He was pleased to see alow wooden guard mounted above
the blade. That was a moldboard, and it was characteristic of this particular time.

Walking behind the plowman, a peasant sowed seed with rhythmic sweeps of his arm. The sack of seed
hung from his shoulder. A short distance behind the sower, birds fluttered down to the furrow, eating the
seed. But not for long. In anearby field, Marek saw the harrower: a man riding a horse that dragged a
wooden T-frame weighted down by alarge rock. The harrower closed the furrows, protecting the seed.
Everything appeared to move in the same gentle, steady rhythm: the hand throwing seed, the plow
turning the furrow, the harrow scraping the ground. And there was almost no sound in the still morning,
just the hum of insects and the twitter of birds.

Beyond the fields, Marek saw the twenty-foot-high stone wall encircling the town of Castelgard. The
stone was a dark, weathered gray. In one section, the wall was being repaired; the new stone was lighter
in color, yellow-gray. Masons were hunched over, working quickly.

Atop thewall itself, guardsin chain mail strode back and forth, sometimes pausing to stare nervously
into the distance.

And rising above everything, the castle itself, with its circular towers and black stone roofs. Flags
fluttered from the turrets. All the flags showed the same emblem: a maroon-and-gray shield with asilver
rose.

It gave the castle a festive appearance, and indeed, in afield just outside the town walls, a large wooden
viewing stand, like bleachers, was being erected for the tournament. A crowd had already begun to
gather. A few knights were there, horses tied beside the brightly colored striped tents that were pitched
al around the tournament field itself. Pages and grooms threaded their way among the tents, carrying
armor, and water for the horses.

Marek took it al in and gave along, satisfied sigh.

Everything he saw was accurate, down to the smallest detail. Everything was real.

He was here.

Kate Erickson stared at Castelgard with asense of puzzlement. Beside her, Marek was sighing like a
lover, but she wasn't sure why. Of course, Castelgard was now alively village, restored to its former
glory, its houses and castle complete. But overall, the scene before her didn't look that different from any
rural French landscape. Perhaps a little more backward than most, with horses and oxen instead of
tractors. But otherwise . . . well, it just wasn't that different.
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Architecturally, the biggest difference she saw in the scene before her and the present was that all the
houses had lauzes roofs, made of stacked black stone. These stone roofs were incredibly heavy and
required a great deal of internal bracing, which was why houses in the Périgord no longer used them,
except in tourist areas. She was accustomed to seeing French houses with ocher roofs of curved Roman
tile, or theflat tile of the French style.

Y et here, lauzes roofs were everywhere. Therewas no tile at all.

As she continued to ook at the scene, she slowly noticed other details. For example, there were alot of
horses: really alot, when you considered the horses in the fields, the horses at the tournament, the horses
ridden on the dirt roads, and the horses put out to pasture. There must be a hundred horsesin her view
right now, she thought. She couldn't remember seeing so many horses at one time, even in her native
Colorado. All kinds of horses, from beautiful sleek warhorses at the tournament to barnyard nags in the
fields.

And while many of the people working in the fields were drably dressed, others wore colors so brilliant
they almost reminded her of the Caribbean. These clothes were patched and patched again, but alwaysin
acontrasting color, so that the patchwork was visible even from a distance. It became akind of design.
Then, too, she became aware of a clear demarcation between the relatively small areas of human
habitation - towns and fields - and the surrounding forest, a dense, vast green carpet, stretching away in
al directions. In this landscape, the forest predominated. She had the sense of encompassing wilderness,
in which human beings were interlopers. And minor interlopers at that.

And as she looked again at the town of Castelgard itself, she sensed there was something odd that she
couldn't put her finger on. Until she finally realized, there were no chimneys!

No chimneys anywhere.

The peasant houses ssimply had holes in the thatched roofs from which smoke issued. Within the town,
the houses were similar, even though their roofs were stone: the smoke issued from a hole, or from a
vent in awall. The castle lacked chimneys, too.

She was looking at atime before chimneys appeared in this part of France. For some reason thistrivial
architectural detail made her shiver with akind of horror. A world before chimneys. When had
chimneys been invented, anyway? She couldn't remember exactly. Certainly by 1600, they were
common. But that was along time from now.

This"now," she reminded herself.

Behind her, she heard Gomez say, "What the hell do you think you're doing?"'

Kate looked back and saw that the surly guy, Baretto, had arrived. His single cage was visible on the
other side of the path, afew yards back in the woods.

"I'll do what | damn well want to do," he said to Gomez.

He had pulled up his burlap tunic, revealing a heavy leather belt with a holstered pistol and two black
grenades. He was checking the pistol.

"If we're going into the world," Baretto said, "1'm going to be prepared.”

"Y ou're not bringing that stuff with you," Gomez said.

"The hell I'm not, sister.”

"You're not. You know that's not allowed. Gordon would never permit modern weapons to be taken into
the world."

"But Gordon's not here, is he?' Baretto said.

"Look, goddamn it," Gomez said, and she pulled out her white ceramic marker, waving it at Baretto.
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It looked asif she was threatening to go back.

36:50:22

In the control room, one of the technicians at the monitors said, "We're getting field bucks."

"Oh, redlly? That's good news," Gordon said.

"Why?" Stern said.

"It means," Gordon said, "that someone is headed back in the next two hours. Undoubtedly your friends."
"So they will get the Professor and be back here within two hours?’

"Yes, that's exactly-" Gordon broke off, staring at the undulating image on the monitor. A little
undulating surface, with a spike that stuck up. "Isthat it?"

"Yes," the technician said.

"But the amplitude's much too large," Gordon said.

"Yes. And the interval's getting shorter. Fast. "Y ou mean someone is coming back now?"

"Yeah. Soon, it lookslike."

Stern glanced at his watch. The team had been gone only afew minutes. They couldn't have recovered
the Professor so quickly.

"What does that mean?" Stern asked him.

"I don't know," Gordon said. The truth was, he didn't like this development at all. " They must be having
some sort of trouble."

"What kind of trouble?"

"This soon, it's probably mechanical. Maybe a transcription error."

Stern said, "What's a transcription error?"

Thetechnician said, "I'm calculating an arrival in twenty minutes fifty-seven seconds." He was
measuring the field strengths, and the pulse intervals.

"How many are coming back?' Gordon said. "All of them?"

"No," the technician said. "Just one."

36:49:19

Chris Hughes couldn't help it; he was anxious again. Despite the cool morning air, he was swesating, his
skin cold, his heart pounding. Listening to Baretto and Gomez argue did nothing to increase his
confidence.

He went back to the path, stepping around the pools of thick mud. Marek and Kate were coming back,
too. They al stood alittle apart from the argument.

"All right, al right, goddamn it," Baretto was saying. He took off his weapons and put them carefully on
the floor of his cage. "All right. Does that satisfy you?'

Gomez was still speaking quietly, barely awhisper. Chris couldn't hear her.

"It'sfine," Baretto said, amost snarling.

Gomez again spoke softly. Baretto was grinding his teeth. It was very uncomfortable to be standing
there. Chris moved afew steps farther away, turning his back to the argument, waiting for it to be over.
He was surprised to see that the path sloped downward rather steeply, and he could see through a break
in the trees to the flatland below. The monastery was there - a geometric arrangement of courtyards,
covered passageways, and cloisters, all built of beige stone, surrounded by a high stone wall. It looked
like a dense, compact little city. It was surprisingly close, perhaps a quarter of a mile. No more than that.
"Screw it, I'm walking," Kate said, and she started down the path. Marek and Chris looked at each other,
then followed after her.
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"Y ou people stay in sight, damn it," Baretto called to them.

Gomez said, "I think we'd better go."

Baretto put arestraining hand on her arm. "Not until we get something cleared up," he said. " About how
things are handled on this expedition.”

"I think it's pretty well cleared up,” Gomez said.

Baretto leaned close and said, "Because | didn't like theway you . . ." And the rest was too low to hear,
just the furious hiss of hisvoice.

Chriswas grateful to move around the curve in the path and leave them behind.

Kate started at a brisk walk, feeling the tension leave her body as she moved. The argument left her
feeling cramped and edgy. A few paces behind her, she heard Chris and Marek talking. Chris was
anxious, and Marek was trying to calm him down. She didn't want to hear it. She picked up the pace a
little. After all, to be here, in these fantastic woods, surrounded by these huge trees. . .

After aminute or two, she had left Marek and Chris behind, but she knew they were near enough, and it
was nice to be alone. The woods around her felt cool and relaxing. She listened to the chitter of birds
and the sound of her own feet padding along on the path. Once she thought she heard something else,
too. She slowed a bit to listen.

Y es, there was another sound: running feet. They seemed to be coming from farther down the path. She
heard someone panting, gasping for breath.

And also afainter sound, like the rumble of distant thunder. She was trying to place that rumble when a
teenage boy burst around the corner, racing toward her.

The boy was wearing black hose, a bright green quilted jacket and a black cap. He was red-faced with
exertion; he'd clearly been running for some time. He seemed startled to find her walking on the path. As
he came toward her, he cried, "Aydethee amsel! Grassa due! Aydethee!”

Aninstant later, she heard his voice trandated in her earpiece: "Hide, woman! For the sake of God!
Hide!"

Hide from what? Kate wondered. These woods were deserted. What could he mean? Maybe she hadn't
understood him right. Maybe the translator wasn't correct. As the boy passed her, he again cried, "Hide!"
and shoved Kate hard, pushing her off the path and into the woods. She tripped on a gnarled root,
tumbled into the undergrowth. She banged her head, felt sharp pain and a wave of dizziness. She was
getting slowly to her feet when she realized what the rumbling sound was.

Horses.

Riding at full gallop toward her.

Chris saw the young boy running up the path, and almost immediately, he heard the sound of pursuing
horses. The boy, finally out of breath, stopped for a moment beside them, doubled over, and finally
managed to gasp, "Hide! Hide!" before he darted away into the woods.

Marek ignored the boy. He was looking down the path.

Chrisfrowned. "What is al that about-"

"Now," Marek said, and throwing an arm around Chris's shoulders, he pulled him bodily off the path and
into the foliage.

"Jesus," Chrissaid, "would you mind telling me-"

"Shhh!" Marek put his hand over Chris's mouth. "Do you want to get us killed?"

No, Christhought, he was clear on that: he did not want to get anybody killed. Charging up the hill
toward them were six horsemen in full armor: steel helmets, chain mail and cloth surcoats of maroon
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and gray. The horses were draped in black cloth studded with silver. The effect was ominous. The lead
rider, wearing a helmet with a black plume, pointed ahead and screamed, "Godin!"

Baretto and Gomez were still standing beside the path, just standing there, apparently in shock at what
they saw galloping toward them. The black rider leaned over in the saddle and swung his broadsword in
an arc at Gomez as he rode past her.

Chris saw Gomez's headless torso, spurting blood, as it toppled to the ground. Baretto, spattered with
blood, swore loudly as he ran into the woods. More riders galloped up the hill. Now they were all
shouting, "Godin! Godin!" One rider wheeled on his horse, drawing his bow.

The arrow struck Baretto's left shoulder as he ran, the steel point punching through the other side, the
impact knocking him to his knees. Cursing, Baretto staggered to his feet again, and finally reached his
machine.

He picked up his belt, yanked one of the grenades free, and turned to throw it. An arrow struck him full
in the chest. Baretto looked surprised, coughed, and fell back, sprawled in a seated position against the
bars. He made a feeble effort to pull the arrow out of his chest. The next arrow passed through his throat.
The grenade dropped from his hand.

Back on the path, the horses reared and whinnied, their riders wheeling in circles, shouting and pointing.
There was a bright flash of light.

Chris looked back in time to see Baretto still seated, unmoving, as the machine flashed repeatedly,
shrinking in size.

In moments, the machine was gone. The riders now had looks of fear on their faces. The black-plumed
rider shouted something to the others, and as a group, they whipped their horses and raced on up the hill,
out of sight.

Asthe black rider turned to go, his horse stumbled over Gomez's body. Cursing, the rider wheeled and
reared his horse repeatedly, stomping the body again and again. Blood flew in the air; the horse's
forelegs turned dark red. At last the black rider turned, and with afinal curse, he galloped up the hill
again to rejoin the others.

"Jesus." The suddenness of it, the casual violence-

Chris scrambled to his feet, ran back to the path.

Gomez's body lay in amuddy pool, crushed aimost beyond recognition. But one hand was flung outward
and lay open on the ground. And next to her hand lay the white ceramic marker.

It was cracked open, its electronic innards exposed.

Chris picked it up. The ceramic fell apart in his hands, bits of white and silver fluttering to the ground,
falling into the muddy pool. And in that moment, their situation was clear to him.

Their guides were both dead.

One machine was gone.

Their return marker was shattered.

Which meant they were stuck in this place. Trapped here, without guides or assistance. And with no
prospect of ever getting back.

Not ever.

36:30:42

"Stand by," atechnician said. "Coming in now."

In the rubber floor, in the center of the curved water shields, small flashes of light appeared.

Gordon glanced at Stern. "We'll know what happened in just a minute."
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The flashes grew brighter, and a machine began to emerge above the rubber. It was about two feet high
when Gordon said, "Goddamn it! That guy is nothing but trouble.”

Stern said something, but Gordon paid no attention. He saw Baretto sitting there, propped up against a
bar, clearly dead. The machine reached full size. He saw the pistol in his hand. He knew of course what
had happened. Even though Kramer had specifically warned Baretto, the son of a bitch had taken
modern weapons back with him. So of course Gomez sent him back, and-

A small dark object rolled out onto the floor.

"What's that?' Stern said.

"I don't know," Gordon said, staring at the screens. "It aimost looks like agre-"

The explosion flashed in the transit room, blooming white on the video screens, washing everything out.
Inside the control room, the sound was oddly distorted, more like a burst of static. The transit room was
immediately filled with pale smoke.

"Shit," Gordon said. He banged his fist down on the console.

The technicians in the transit room were screaming. One man's face was covered with blood. In the next
moment, the man was swept off hisfeet in the rush of water as the shields collapsed, shattered by
grenade fragments. Water three feet deep sloshed back and forth like surf. But almost immediately, it
began to drain out, leaving the newly bare floor hissing and steaming.

"It'sthe cells," Gordon said. "They've leaked hydrofluoric acid.”

Obscured by smoke, figures in gas masks were running into the room, helping the injured technicians.
Overhead beams began to crash down, shattering the remaining water shields. Other beams smashed
down into the center of the floor.

In the control room, someone gave a gas mask to Gordon, and another to Stern. Gordon pulled his on.
"We have to go now," he said. "The air is contaminated."

Stern was staring at the screens. Through the smoke, he could see the other machines shattered, toppled
over, leaking steam and pale green gas. There was only one still standing, off to one side, and as he
watched, a connecting beam crashed down on it, crumpling it.

"There are no more machines," Stern said. "Does this mean-"

"Yes," Gordon said. "For now, I'm afraid your friends are on their own."

36:30:00

"Just take it easy, Chris," Marek said.

"Takeit easy? Takeit easy?' Chriswas almost shouting. "L ook at it, for Christ's sake, André - her
marker's trashed. We have no marker. Which means we have no way to get home. Which means we are
totally screwed, André. And you want meto take it easy?"

"That'sright, Chris," Marek said, hisvoice very quiet, very steady. "That's what | want. | want you to
take it easy, please. | want you to pull yourself together."

"Why the hell should I”?" Chris said. "For what? Face the facts, André: we're al going to get killed here.
Y ou know that, don't you? We're going to get goddamn killed. And there is no way out of here."

"Yes, thereis."

"I mean, we don't even have any food, we don't have goddamn anything, we're stuck in this - this
shithole, without a goddamn paddle, and-" He stopped and turned toward Marek. "What did you say?"
"| said, there'saway out."

"How?"

"Y ou're not thinking. The other machine has gone back. To New Mexico."
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"go?!
"They'll see his condition-"

"Dead, André. They'll see he's dead.”

"The point is, they'll know something is wrong. And they will come for us. They'll send another machine
to get us," Marek said.

"How do you know?"

"Because they will." Marek turned and started down the hill.

"Where are you going?"'

"To find Kate. We have to keep together."

"I'm going to stay right here."

"Asyou like. Just aslong as you don't leave."

"Don't worry, I'll beright here."

Chris pointed to the ground in front of him. "Thisis exactly where the machine arrived before. And
that's where I'm staying."

Marek trotted off, disappearing around the curve in the path. Chris was alone. Almost immediately, he
wondered if he ought to run and catch up with Marek. Maybe it was better not to be alone. Stay together,
as Marek had said.

He took a couple of steps down the path after Marek, then stopped. No, he thought. He'd said he would
stay where he was. He stood in the path, trying to slow his breathing.

L ooking down, he saw he was standing on Gomez's hand. He stepped quickly away. He walked afew
yards back up the path, trying to find a spot where he could no longer see the body. His breathing
slowed still more. He was able to think things over. Marek was right, he decided. They would send
another machine, and probably very soon. Would it land right here? Was this a known spot for landings?
Or would it be somewhere in the general area?

In either case, Chrisfelt certain he should stay exactly where he was.

He looked down the path, toward where Marek had gone. Where was Kate now? Probably some
distance down the path. Couple of hundred yards, maybe more.

Jesus, he wanted to go home.

Then, in the woods to his right, he heard a crashing sound.

Someone was approaching.

He tensed, aware that he had no weapon. Then he remembered his pack, which was tied to his belt,
beneath his clothes. He had that gas canister. It was better than nothing. He fumbled, lifting his
overshirt, searching for the-

He turned.

It was the teenage boy, coming out of the woods. His face was smooth and beardless; he couldn't be
more than twelve, Chrisrealized. The boy whispered, "Arkith. Thou. Earwashmann."

Chrisfrowned, not understanding, but an instant later he heard atinny voice inside his ear: "Hey. Y ou.
Irishman.” The earpiece was translating, he realized.

"What?' he said.

"Coumen hastealey." In his ear he heard, "Come quickly."

The boy was beckoning to him, tense, urgently.

"But..."
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"Come. Sir Guy will soon realize he haslost the trail. Then he will return to find it again.”

"But..."

"Y ou cannot stay here. He will kill you. Come!"

"But . .." Chris gestured helplessly toward the path where Marek had gone.

"Y our manservant will find you. Come!"

Now he heard the distant rumble of horses hooves, rapidly growing louder.

"Areyou dumb?' the boy asked, staring at him. "Come!"

The rumble was closer.

Chris stood frozen in place, not certain what to do.

The boy lost patience. With a disgusted shake of his head, he turned and ran off through the forest. He
immediately vanished in dense undergrowth.

Chris stood aone on the trail. He looked down the path. He didn't see Marek. He looked up the path,
toward the sound of the approaching horses. His heart was pounding again.

He had to decide. Now.

“I'm coming!" he shouted to the boy.

Then he turned and ran into the woods.

Kate sat on afallen tree, touching her head gingerly, her wig askew. There was blood on her fingertips.
"Areyou hurt?' Marek said as he came up to her.

"I don't think so."

"Let me see.”

Lifting the wig away, Marek saw matted blood and a three-inch gash across the scalp. The wound was
no longer bleeding freely; the blood had begun to coagulate against the mesh of the wig. The injury
deserved sutures, but she would be all right without them.

"You'll survive." He pushed the wig back down on her head.

She said, "What happened?"

"Those other two are dead. It'sjust us now. Chrisisalittle panicked."

"Chrisisalittle panicked." She nodded, as if she had expected it. "Then we better go get him."

They started up the path. Asthey walked, Kate said, "What about the markers?"

"The guy went back, and he took his. Gomez's body was trampled, her marker was destroyed."

"What about the other one?' Kate said.

"What other one?"'

"She had a spare.”

"How do you know?"

"She said so. Don't you remember? When she came back from that reconnaissance trip, or whatever it
was, she said that everything was fine and that we should hurry up and get ready. And she said, 'I'm
going to go burn the spare.' Or something like that."

Marek frowned.

"It makes sense there would be a spare," Kate said.

"WEell, Chriswill be glad to hear it," Marek said. They walked around the final curve. Then they stopped
and stared.

Chris was gone.

Plunging through the undergrowth, ignoring the brambles that scratched his legs and plucked at his hose,
Chris Hughes at last glimpsed the boy running, fifty yards ahead. But the boy did not heed him, did not
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stop, but continued to run forward. He was heading toward the village. Chris struggled to keep up. He
kept running.

Behind on the trail, he heard the horses stamping and snorting, and the shouts of the men. He heard one
cry, "In thewood!" and another answered with a curse. But off the trail, the ground was densely covered.
Chris had to scramble over fallen trees, rotting trunks, snapped branches as thick as his thigh, dense
patches of bramble. Was this ground too difficult for horses? Would they dismount? Would they give
up? Or would they chase?

Hell, they would chase.

He kept running. He was in aboggy area now. He pushed through the waist-high plants with their
skunklike smell, slipped in mud that grew deeper with each step. He heard the sound of his panting
breath, and the suck and slap of his feet in the mud.

But he didn't hear anyone behind him.

Soon the footing was dry again, and he was able to run faster. Now the boy was only ten paces ahead of
him, still going fast. Chris was panting, struggling to keep up, but he held his own.

Heran on. There was a crackling in hisleft ear. "Chris."

It was Marek.

"Chris, where are you?'

How did he answer? Was there a microphone? Then he remembered they'd said something about bone
conduction. He said aloud, "I'm . . . I'm running. . . ."

"I hear that. Where are you running?”'

"Theboy . ..thevillage. . ."

"Y ou're going to the village?'

"I don't know. | think so."

"Y ou think so? Chris, where are you?"

And then, behind him, Chris heard a crashing, the shouts of men, and the whinny of horses.

The riders were coming after him. And he had |eft atrail of snapped branches and muddy footprints. It
would be easy to follow.

Shit.

Chris ran harder, pushing himself to the limit. And suddenly he realized the young boy was no longer
visible ahead.

He stopped, gasping for breath, and spun around in acircle. Looking-

Gone.

The boy had vanished.

Chriswas aonein the forest.

And the riders were coming.

On the muddy path overlooking the monastery, Marek and Kate stood listening to their earpieces. There
was silence now; Kate clapped her hand over her ear to hear better. "l don't get anything."

"He may be out of range," Marek said.

"Why is he going to the village? It sounds like he's following that boy," she said. "Why would he do
that?"

Marek looked toward the monastery. It was no more than a ten-minute walk from where they were
standing. "The Professor is probably down there right now. We could just go get him, and go home." He
kicked atree stump irritably. "It would have been so easy."
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"Not anymore," Kate said.

The sharp crack of static in their earpieces made them wince. They heard Chris panting again.

Marek said, "Chris. Are you there?'

"l can't. .. can't talk now."

He was whispering. And he sounded scared.

"No, no, no!" the boy whispered, reaching down from the branches of a very large tree. He had whistled,
finally taking pity on Chris as he spun in panicky circles on the ground below. And he had waved him to
the tree.

Chris was now struggling to climb the tree, trying to pull himself up on the lowest branches, getting
extraleverage by bracing hislegs against the trunk. But the way he did it upset the boy.

"No, no! Hands! Use only the hands!" the boy whispered, exasperated. "Y ou are dumb - look now the
marks on the trunk, by your feet."

Hanging from a branch, Chris looked down. The boy was right. There were muddy streaks, very clear on
the bark of the trunk.

"By therood, we are lost,” the boy cried, swinging over Chris's head and dropping lightly to the ground.
"What are you doing?' Chris said.

But the boy was already running off, through the brambles, moving from tree to tree. Chris dropped
back to the ground and followed.

The boy muttered irritably to himself as he inspected the branches of each tree. Apparently he wanted a
very large tree with relatively low branches; none suited him. The sound of the riders was growing
louder.

Soon they had traveled a hundred yards or more, into an area carpeted with gnarled, scrubby ground
pines. It was more exposed and sunnier here because there were fewer trees to hisright, and then Chris
saw they were running near the edge of a cliff that overlooked the town and the river. The boy darted
away from the sunlight, back into the darker forest. Almost at once, he found atree he liked, and
signaled Christo come forward. "You go first. And no feet!"

The boy bent his knees, laced the fingers of his hands, and tensed his body, bracing himself. Chrisfelt
the youth was too slender to take his weight, but the boy jerked his head impatiently. Chris put his foot
in the boy's hands, and reaching upward, grasped the lowest branch. With the help of the boy, he pulled
himself up, until with afinal grunt he swung himself over so he lay on his stomach, bent double over the
branch. He looked down at the boy, who hissed, "Move!" Chris struggled to his knees, then got to his
feet on the branch. The next branch above was within easy reach, and he continued to climb.

Below, the boy leapt into the air, gripped the branch, and pulled quickly up. Although slim, he was
surprisingly strong, and he moved from branch to branch surely. Chris was now about twenty feet above
the ground. His arms burned, he was gasping as he went up, but he kept on going, branch to branch.

The boy gripped his calf, and he froze. Slowly, cautiously, he looked back over his shoulder, and saw
the boy rigid on the branch beneath him. Then Chris heard the soft snort of a horse and realized the
sound was close.

Very close.

On the ground below, six riders moved slowly and silently forward. They were still some distance away,
intermittently visible through gaps in the foliage. When a horse snorted, its rider leaned forward to pat
its neck to quiet it.

The riders knew they were close to their prey. They leaned over in their saddles, scanning the ground,
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looking to one side and the other. Fortunately they were now among the scrubby low pines; no trail was
visible,

Communicating by hand gestures, they moved apart, separating themselves as they came forward. Now
they formed arough line, passing beneath the tree on both sides. Chris held his breath. If they looked
up. ..

But they didn't.

They moved onward, deeper into the forest, and finally one of them spoke aloud. It was the rider with
the black plume on his helmet, the one who had cut off Gomez's head. His visor was up.

"Hereis enough. They have slipped us."

"How? Over the cliff?"

The black knight shook his head. "The child is not so foolish." Chris saw his face was dark: dark
complexion and dark eyes.

"Nor quite achild, my Lord."

"If hefell, it was by error. It could not be otherwise. But | think we have gone awry. Let usreturn aswe
came."

"My Lord."

The riders turned their mounts and started back. They passed beneath the tree again, and then rode off,
still widely spaced, heading into sunlight.

"Perhaps in better light, we shall find thelr track."

Chris gave along sigh of relief.

The boy below tapped him on the leg and nodded to him, asif to say, Good work. They waited until the
riders were at least a hundred yards away, nearly out of sight. Then the boy slipped quietly down the
tree, and Chris followed as best he could.

Once on the ground, Chris saw the riders moving off. They were coming to the tree with the muddy
footprints. The black knight passed it, not noticing. Then the next-

The boy grabbed his arm, pulled him away, dlipping off in the underbrush.

Then: "Sir Guy! Look you here! Thetree! They arein thetree!"

One of the knights had noticed.

Shit.

The riders spun on their mounts, looking up at the tree. The black knight came back, skeptical. "Eh?
Show me."

"I do not see them up there, my Lord."

The knights turned, looked back, looked in al directions, looked behind them. . . .

And they saw them.

"There!"

The riders charged.

The boy ran hard. "God's truth, we are lost now," he said, glancing over his shoulder as he raced
forward. "Can you swim?"

"Swim?' Chris said.

Of course he could swim. But that was not what he was thinking about. Because right now they were
running hard, flat out - toward the clearing, toward the break in the trees.

Toward the cliff.

The land sloped downward, gently at first, then more steeply. The ground cover became thinner, with
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exposed patches of yellow-white limestone. The sunlight was glaring.

The black knight bellowed something. Chris didn't understand it.

They came at |ast to the edge of the clearing. Without hesitation, the boy leapt into space.

Chris hesitated, not wanting to follow. Glancing back, he saw the knights charging him, their
broadswords raised.

No choice.

Chris turned and ran forward toward the cliff edge.

Marek winced as he heard Chris's scream in his earpiece. The scream was loud at first, then abruptly
ended with a grunt and a crashing sound.

An impact.

He stood with Kate by the trail, listening. Waiting.

They heard nothing more. Not even the crackle of stétic.

Nothing at al.

"Ishe dead?' Kate said.

Marek didn't answer her. He walked quickly to Gomez's body, crouched down, and started searching in
the mud. "Come on," he said. "Help me find that spare marker."

They searched for the next few minutes, and then Marek grabbed Gomez's hand, already turning pale
gray, the muscles stiffening. He lifted her arm, feeling the coldness of her skin, and turned her torso
over. The body splashed back in the mud.

That was when he noticed that Gomez had a bracelet of braided twine on her wrist. Marek hadn't
noticed it before; it seemed to be part of her period costume. Of courseg, it was completely wrong for the
period. Even amodest peasant woman would wear a bracelet of metal, or carved stone or wood, if she
wore anything at al. This was a hippie-dippy modern thing.

Marek touched it curioudly, and he was surprised to find it was stiff, aimost like cardboard. He turned it
on her wrist, looking for the latch, and a sort of lid flicked open in the braided twine, and he realized that
the bracelet covered a small electronic timer, like a wristwatch.

The timer read: 36:10:37.

And it was counting backward.

He knew at once what it was. It was an elapsed counter for the machine, showing how much time they
had left. They had thirty-seven hoursinitially, and now they had lost about fifty minutes.

We should hold on to this, he thought. He untied the bracelet from her arm, then wrapped it around his
own wrist. He flipped the little lid shut.

"We've got atimer," Kate said. "But no marker."

They searched for the next five minutes. And finally, reluctantly, Marek had to admit the hard truth.
There was no marker. And without a marker, the machines would not come back.

Chriswasright: they were trapped there.

36:28:04

In the control room, an alarm rang insistently. The technicians both got up from their consoles and
started out of the room. Stern felt Gordon grab him firmly by the arm.

"We have to go," Gordon said. "The air's contaminated from the hydrofluoric acid. The transit pad is
toxic. And the fumes will be up here, too, soon enough.” He began to lead Stern out of the control room.
Stern glanced back at the screen, at the jumble of girdersin smoke in the transit site. "But what if they
try to come back when everybody is gone?"
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"Don't worry," Gordon said. "That can't happen. The wreckage will trigger the infrared. The sensors
need six feet on all sides, remember? Two meters. They don't haveit. So the sensors won't let the
machines come back. Not until we get all that cleared away."

"How long will it take to clear it away?"

"First, we have to exchange the air in the cave."

Gordon took Stern back to the long corridor leading to the main elevator. There were alot of peoplein
the corridor, all leaving. Their voices echoed in the tunnel.

"Exchange the air in the cave?' Stern said. "That's a huge volume. How long will that take?"

Gordon said, "In theory, it takes nine hours."

"In theory?"'

"We've never had to do it before," Gordon said. "But we have the capacity, of course. The big fans
should cut in any minute."

A few seconds later, aroaring sound filled the tunnel. Stern felt ablast of wind press his body, tug at his
clothes.

"And after they exchange al the air? What then?"

"We rebuild the transit pad and wait for them to come back," Gordon said. "Just the way we were
planning to do."

"And if they try to come back before you're ready for them?"

"It's not a problem, David. The machine will just refuse. It'll pop them right back to where they were.
For the time being."

"So they're stranded,” Stern said.

"For the moment," Gordon said. "Yes. They're stranded. And there's nothing we can do about it."
36:13:17

Chris Hughes ran to the edge of the cliff and threw himself into space, screaming, arms and legs flailing
in the sunlight. He saw the Dordogne, two hundred feet bel ow, snaking through the green countryside. It
was too far to fall. He knew the river was too shallow. There was no question he would die.

But then he saw the cliff face beneath him was not sheer - there was a protruding shelf of land, twenty
feet below, jutting out from the upper rim of the cliff. It was steeply angled bare rock, with a sparse
cover of scrubby trees and brush.

He slammed down on the shelf, landing on his side, the impact blasting the air from his lungs.
Immediately, he began rolling helplessly toward the edge. He tried to stop theroll, clutching desperately
at underbrush, but it was all too weak, and it tore away in his hands. As he tumbled toward the edge, he
was aware of the boy reaching for him, but Chris missed his outstretched arms. He continued to roll, his
world spinning out of control. Now the boy was behind him, with a horrified look on his face. Chris
knew he was going to go over the edge; he was going to fall-

With a grunt, he lammed into atree. He felt a sharp pain in his stomach, then it streaked through his
whole body. For amoment, he did not know where he was; he felt only pain. The world was greenish
white. He came back to it slowly.

The tree had broken his descent, but for a moment he still could not breathe at all. The pain was intense.
Stars swam before his eyes, then owly faded, and finally he saw hislegs were dangling over the edge
of the cliff.

And moving.

Moving downward.
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The tree was a spindly pine, and his weight was slowly, slowly bending it over. He felt himself begin to
slide along the trunk. He was helpless to stop it. He grabbed at the trunk and held tightly. And it worked:
he wasn't dliding anymore. He pulled himself along the trunk, working his way back to the rock.

Then, to his horror, he saw the roots of the tree begin to break free of the rocky crevices, one by one
snapping loose, pale in the sunlight. It was only a matter of time before the entire trunk broke free.
Then he felt atug at his collar and saw the boy standing above him, hauling him back to hisfeet. The
boy looked exasperated. "Come, now!"

"Jesus," Chris said. He flopped onto aflat rock, gasping for breath. "Just give me a minute-"

An arrow whined past his ear like a bullet. He felt the wind of its passage. He was stunned by the power
of it. Energized by fear, he scrambled along the shelf, bent over, pulling himself from tree to tree.
Another arrow snapped down through the trees.

On the cliff above, the horsemen were looking down on them. The black knight shouted, "Fool! Idiot!"
and cuffed the archer angrily, knocking the bow from his hands. There were no more arrows.

The boy pulled Chris forward by the arm. Chris didn't know where the path along the cliff went, but the
boy seemed to have a plan. Above him, the horsemen wheeled, turned away, heading back into the
woods.

Now the shelf ended in a narrow ledge, no more than afoot wide, which curved around an angle in the
cliff. Below the ledge was a sheer drop to theriver. Chris stared at the river, but the boy grabbed his
chin, jerked his head up. "Do not look down. Come." The boy pressed himself flat against the cliff face,
hugging the rock, and moved gingerly along on the ledge. Chris followed his example, still gasping for
breath. He knew if he hesitated at all, panic would overcome him. The wind tugged at his clothes,
pulling him away from the cliff. He pressed his cheek to the warm rock, clutching at fingerholds,
fighting panic.

He saw the boy disappear around the corner. Chris kept going. The corner was sharp, and the path
beneath had fallen away, leaving a gap. He had to step across it carefully, but then he rounded the
corner, and sighed in relief.

He saw the cliff now ended in along green slope of forested land, which continued all the way down to
the river. The boy was waving to him. Chris moved ahead, rejoining the boy.

"From hereit iseasier." The boy started down, Chris behind him. Almost a once, he realized the slope
was not as gentle as it had appeared. It was dark beneath the trees, steep and muddy. The boy slipped,
slid aong the muddy track, and vanished into the forest below. Chris continued to pick hisway
downward, grabbing branches for support. Then he, too, lost his footing, slapped down in the mud on his
backside, and slid. For some reason he thought, | am a graduate student at Yale. | am an historian
specializing in the history of technology. It was asif he was trying to hold on to an identity that was
rapidly fading from his awareness, like a dream from which he had awakened, and was now forgetting.
Sliding headlong in the mud, Chris banged into trees, felt branches scratch at his face, but could do
nothing to slow his descent. He went down the hill, and down.

With asigh, Marek got to his feet. There was no marker on Gomez's body. He was sure of it. Kate stood
beside him, biting her lip. "I know she said there was a spare. | know it."

"I don't know whereit is," Marek said.

Unconscioudly, Kate started to scratch her head, then felt the wig, and the pain from the bump on her
head. "Thisdamn wig . . ."

She stopped. She stared at Marek.
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And then she walked away into the woods along the edge of the path. "Where did it go?" she said.
"What?"'

"Her head."

She found it amoment later, surprised at how small it seemed. A head without a body wasn't very big.
Shetried not to look at the stump of the neck.

Fighting revulsion, she crouched down and turned the head over, so that she was looking at the gray
face, the sightless eyes. The tongue half-protruded from the slack jaw. Flies buzzed inside the mouth.
Shelifted the wig away and immediately saw the ceramic marker. It was taped to the mesh inside the
wig. She pulled it free.

"Got it," she said.

Kate turned it over in her hand. She saw the button in the side of the marker, where there was a small
light. The button was so small and narrow, it could only be pushed with athumbnail.

Thiswasit. They had definitely found it.

Marek came over and stared at the ceramic.

"Looks likeit to me" he said.

"So we can go back," Kate said. "Anytime we want."

"Do you want to go back?' Marek asked her.

She thought it over. "We came here to get the Professor," she said. "And | think that's what we ought to
do."

Marek grinned.

And then they heard thundering hooves, and they dived into the bushes just moments before six dark
horsemen galloped down the muddy path, heading toward the river below.

Chris staggered forward, knee-deep in boggy marsh at the edge of the river. Mud clung to hisface, his
hair, his clothes. He was covered in so much mud that he felt its weight. He saw the boy ahead of him,
already splashing in the water, washing.

Pushing past the last of the tangles along the water's edge, Chris dlid into the river. The water wasicy
cold, but he didn't care. He ducked his head under, ran his hand through his hair, rubbed his face, trying
to get the mud off him.

By now the boy had climbed out on the opposite bank and was sitting in the sun on arocky outcrop. The
boy said something that Chris could not hear, but his earpiece translated, "Y ou do not remove your
clothes to bathe?"

"Why? Y ou did not."

At this, the boy shrugged. "But you may, if you wish it."

Chris swam to the far side, and climbed out. His clothes were still very muddy, and he felt chilled now
that he was out in the open air. He stripped off his clothes down to his belt and linen shorts, rinsed the
outergarments in the river, then set them on the rocks to dry. His body was covered with scratches, welts
and bruises. But aready his skin was drying, and the sun felt warm. He turned his face upward, closed
his eyes. He heard the soft song of women in the fields. He heard birds. The gentle lap of the river at the
banks. And for amoment, he felt a peace descend on him that was deeper, and more complete, than
anything he had ever felt in hislife.

He lay down on the rocks, and he must have fallen asleep for a few minutes, because when he awoke he
heard:

"Howbite thou speakst foolsimple ohcopan, eek invich array thouart. Essay thousooth Earisher?"
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The boy was speaking. An instant later, he heard the tinny voice in his ear, trandating: "The way you
speak plainly to your friend, and the way you dress. Tell thetruth. You are Irish, isit so?"

Chris nodded slowly, thinking that over. Apparently, the boy had overheard him speaking to Marek on
the path and had concluded they were Irish. There didn't seem to be any harm in letting him think that.
"Aye" he said.

"Aie?" the boy repeated. He formed the syllable slowly, pulling his lips back, showing his teeth. "Aie?"’
The word seemed strange to him.

Chris thought, He doesn't understand "aye"? He would try something else. He said, "Oui ?"

"Oui ...oui...." Theboy seemed confused by thisword, as well. Then he brightened. "Ourie?
Seyngthou ourie?' and the translation came, " Shabby? Are you saying shabby?

Chris shook his head no. "l am saying "yes.'" Thiswas getting very confusing.

"Yezz?' the boy said, speaking it like a hiss.

"Yes," Chrissaid, nodding.

"Ah. Earisher." The trandation came: "Ah. Irish."

"Yes."

"Wee sayen yeaso. Oriwis, thousay trew."

Chrissaid, "Thousay trew." His earpiece transated his own words: "Y ou speak the truth."

The boy nodded, satisfied with the answer. They sat in silence a moment. He looked Chris up and down.
"So you are gentle."

Gentle? Chris shrugged. Of course he was gentle. He certainly wasn't afighter. "Thousay trew."

The boy nodded judicioudly. "I thought as much. Y our manner speaks it, even if your attire ill-suits your
degree.”

Chris said nothing in reply. He wasn't sure what was meant here.

"How are you called?' the boy asked him.

"Christopher Hughes."

"Ah. Christopher de Hewes," the boy said, speaking slowly. He seemed to be assessing the namein
some way that Chris didn't understand. "Where is Hewes? In the Irish land?"

"Thousay trew."

Another short silence fell over them while they sat in the sun.

"Areyou aknight?' the boy asked finally.

"No."

"Then you are asquire,” the boy said, nodding to himself. "That will do." He turned to Chris. "And of
what age? Twenty-one year?'

"Close enough. Twenty-four year."

This news caused the boy to blink in surprise. Chris thought, What's wrong with being twenty-four?
"Then, good squire, | am very glad of your assistance, for saving me from Sir Guy and his band." He
pointed across the river, where six dark horsemen stood watching them at the water's edge. They were
letting their horses drink from theriver, but their eyes were fixed on Chris and the boy.

"But | didn't saveyou," Chrissaid. "Y ou saved me."

"Didnt?" Another puzzled look.

Chris sighed. Apparently these people didn't use contractions. It was so difficult to express even the
simplest thought; he found the effort exhausting. But he tried again: "Yet | did not save you, you saved
me."
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"Good sguire, you are too humble,” the boy replied. "I am in your debt for my very life, and it shall be
my pleasure to see to your needs, once we are to the castle."

Chris said, "The castle?’

Cautiously, Kate and Marek moved out of the woods, heading toward the monastery. They saw no sign
of the riders who had galloped down the trail. The scene was peaceful ; directly ahead were the
monastery's farm plots, demarcated by low stone walls. At the corner of one plot was atall hexagonal
monument, carved as ornately as the spire of a Gothic church.

"Isthat amontjoie?' she said.

"Very good," Marek said. "Yes. It'samilestone, or aland marker. Y ou see them all over."

They moved between the plots, heading toward the ten-foot-high wall that surrounded the entire
monastery. The peasantsin the field paid no attention to them. On the river, a barge drifted downstream,
its cargo bundled in cloth. A boatman standing in the stern sang cheerfully.

Near the monastery wall were clustered the huts of the peasants who worked in the field. Beyond the
huts he saw a small door in the wall. The monastery covered such alarge areathat it had doors on all
four sides. Thiswas not the main entrance, but Marek thought it would be better to try herefirst.

They were moving among the huts when he heard the snort of a horse and the soft reassuring voice of a
groom. Marek held out his hand, stopping Kate.

"What?" she whispered.

He pointed. About twenty yards away, hidden from easy view behind one of the huts, five horses were
held by a groom. The horses were richly appointed, with saddles covered in red velvet trimmed with
silver. Strips of red cloth ran down the flanks.

"Those aren't farm horses," Marek said. But he didn't see the riders anywhere.

"What do we do?' Kate said.

Chris Hughes was following the boy toward the village of Castelgard when his earpiece suddenly
crackled. He heard Kate say, "What do we do?' and Marek answered, "I'm not sure.”

Chris said, "Have you found the Professor?"

The boy turned and looked back at him. "Do you speak to me, squire?"

"No, boy," Chrissaid. "Just to myself."

"Justo myself?' the boy repeated, shaking his head. "Y our speech is difficult to comprehend.”

In the earpiece, Marek said, "Chris. Where the hell are you?"

"Going to the castle," Chris said aloud. "On thislovely day." He looked up at the sky as he spoke, trying
to make it appear asif he was talking to himself.

He heard Marek say, "Why are you going there? Are you still with the boy?"

"Yes, very lovely."

The boy turned back again, with aworried look on hisface. "Do you speak to the air? Are you with
sound mind?"

"Yes," Chrissaid. "l am with sound mind. | wish only that my companions might join me in the castle."
"Why?' Marek said in his earpiece.

"I am sure they shall join you in good time," the boy said. "Tell me of your companions. Are they
Irisher, too? Are they gentles like you, or servants?’

In hisear, Marek said, "Why did you tell him you are gentle?

"Because it describes me."

"Chris. "Gentle' means you are nobility," Marek said. "Gentle man, gentle woman. It means of noble
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birth.

You'll draw attention to yourself and get embarrassing questions about your family, which you can't
answer."

"Oh," Chris said.

"I am sure it does describe you," the boy said. "And your copains as well? They are gentles?"

"Y ou speak true," Chrissaid. "My companions are gentles, too."

"Chris, goddamn it," Marek said through the earpiece. "Don't fool with what you don't understand.
You're asking for trouble. And if you keep on thisway, you will get it."

Standing at the edge of the peasant huts, Marek heard Chris say, "Y ou just get the Professor, will you?"
and then the boy asked Chris another question, but it was obscured by a burst of static.

Marek turned and looked across the river toward Castelgard. He could see the boy, walking sightly
ahead of Chris.

"Chris," Marek said. "l see you. Turn around and come back. Join us here. We have to stay together."
"Most difficult.”

"Why?' Marek said, frustrated.

Chrisdidn't answer him directly. "And who, good sir, may be the horsemen on the far bank?’
Apparently, he was talking to the boy.

Marek shifted his gaze, saw mounted riders at the river's edge, letting their horses drink, watching them
go.

"That is Sir Guy de Malegant, called "Guy Téte Noire.' He is retained in the service of my Lord Oliver.
Sir Guy isaknight of renown - for his many acts of murder and villainy."

Listening, Kate said, "He can't come back to us here, because of the knights on horseback."

"Y ou speak true," Chris said.

Marek shook his head. "He should never have left usin the first place.”

The creak of adoor behind them made Marek turn. He saw the familiar figure of Professor Edward
Johnston coming through the side door of the monastery wall and stepping into sunlight. He was alone.
35:31:11

Edward Johnston was wearing a doublet of dark blue, and black hose; the clothes were plain, with little
decoration or embroidery, lending him a conservative, scholarly air. He could indeed pass for a London
clerk on a pilgrimage, Marek thought. Probably that was the way Geoffrey Chaucer, another clerk of the
time, had dressed on his own pilgrimage.

The Professor stepped carelessly into the morning sun, and then staggered allittle. They rushed up to his
side and saw that he was panting. His first words were, "Do you have a marker?"

"Yes," Marek said.

"It'sjust the two of you?"

"No. Chrisaso. But he's not here.

Johnston shook his head in quick irritation. "All right. Quickly, thisishow it is. Oliver'sin Castelgard"” -
he nodded to the town across the river - "but he wants to move to La Roque, before Arnaut arrives. His
great fear isthat secret passage that goesinto La Roque. Oliver wants to know whereit is. Everyone
around hereis mad to discover it, because both Oliver and Arnaut want it so badly. It's the key to
everything. People here think I'm wise. The Abbot asked me to search the old documents, and | found-"
The door behind them opened and soldiers in maroon-and-gray surcoats rushed them. The soldiers
cuffed Marek and Kate, knocking them away roughly, and Kate nearly lost her wig. But they were
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careful with the Professor, never touching him, walking on either side of him. The soldiers seemed
respectful, asif they were a protective escort. Getting to his feet and dusting himself off, Marek had the
feeling they had been instructed not to injure him.

Marek watched in silence as Johnston and the soldiers mounted up and set off on the road.

"What do we do?' Kate whispered.

The Professor tapped the side of his head. They heard him say in asingsong, asif praying, "Follow me.
I'll try to get us al together. Y ou get Chris."

35:25:18

Following the boy, Chris came to the entrance to Castelgard: double wooden doors, heavily reinforced
with iron braces. The doors now stood open, guarded by a soldier in a surcoat of burgundy and gray. The
guard greeted them by saying, "Setting atent? Laying aground cloth? It is five solsto sell in the market
on tournament day."

"Non sumus mercatores," the boy said. "We are not merchants."

Chris heard the guard reply, "Anthoubeest, ye schule payen. Quinguesols maintenant, aut decem postea.”
But the trandation did not follow immediately in his ear; he realized the guard was speaking an odd
mixture of English, French and Latin Then he heard, "If you are, you must pay. Five sols how, or ten
later."

The boy shook his head. "Do you see merchant wares?"

"Herkle, non." In the earpiece: "By Hercules, | do not."

“Then you are answered."

Despite his youth the boy spoke sharply, asif accustomed to commanding. The guard merely shrugged
and turned away. The boy and Chris passed through the doors and entered the village.

Immediately inside the walls were several farmhouses and fenced plots. This area smelled strongly of
swine. They made their way past thatched houses and pens of grunting pigs, then climbed stepsto a
winding cobblestone street with stone buildings on both sides. Now they were in the town itself.

The street was narrow and busy, and the buildings two stories high, with the second story overhanging,
so no sunlight reached the ground. The buildings were al open shops on the ground floor: a blacksmith,
a carpenter who also made barrels, atailor and a butcher. The butcher, wearing a spattered oilskin apron,
was slaughtering a squealing pig on the cobblestones in front of his shop; they stepped around the
flowing blood and coils of pale intestine.

The street was noisy and crowded, the odor almost overpowering to Chris, as the boy led him onward.
They emerged in a cobbled square with a covered market in the center. Back at their excavations, this
was just afield. He paused, looking around, trying to match what he knew with what he now saw.
Across the square, awell-dressed young girl, carrying a basket of vegetables, hurried over to the boy and
said with concern, "My dear sir, your long absence does vex Sir Daniel sorely.”

The boy looked annoyed to see her. He replied irritably, "Then tell my uncle | will attend him in good
time."

"He will be most glad of it," the girl said, and hurried away down a narrow passage.

The boy led Chrisin another direction. He made no reference to his conversation, just walked onward,
muttering to himself.

They came now to an open ground, directly in front of the castle. It was a bright and colorful place, with
knights parading on horses, carrying rippling banners.
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"Many visitorstoday," the boy said, "for the tournament."

Directly ahead was the drawbridge leading into the castle. Chrislooked up at the looming walls, the high
turrets. Soldiers walked the ramparts, staring down at the crowds. The boy led him forward without
hesitation. Chris heard his feet thump hollowly on the wood of the drawbridge. There were two guards at
the gate. He felt his body tense as he came closer.

But the guards paid no attention at all. One nodded to them absently; the other had his back turned and
was scraping mud from his shoe.

Chriswas surprised at their indifference. "They do not guard the entry?’

"Why should they?' the boy said. "It is daytime. And we are not under attack."

Three women, their heads wrapped in white cloth, so that only their faces showed, walked out of the
castle, carrying baskets. The guards again hardly noticed. Chattering and laughing, the women walked
out - unchallenged.

Chris realized that he was confronted by one of those historical anachronisms so deeply ingrained no
one ever thought to question it. Castles were strongholds strongholds, and they always had a defensible
entrance - amoat, drawbridge, and so on. And everybody assumed that the entrance was fiercely
guarded at all times.

But, as the boy had said, why should it be? In times of peace, the castle was a busy social center, people
coming and going to see the lord, to deliver goods. There was no reason to guard it. Especidly, asthe
boy said, during daytime.

Chrisfound himself thinking of modern office buildings, which had guards only at night; during the day,
the guards were present, but only to give information. And that was probably what these guards did, too.
On the other hand . . .

As he walked through the entrance, he glanced up at the spikes of the portcullis - the large iron grate
now raised above his head. That grate could be lowered in a moment, he knew. And if it was, there
would be no entry into the castle. And no escape.

He had entered the castle easily enough. But he was not sure it would be as easy to leave.

They entered alarge courtyard, stone on all sides. There were many horses here; soldiers wearing
maroon-and-gray tunics sat in small groups, eating their midday meal. He saw passageways of wood
high above him, running the length of the walls. Directly ahead he saw another building, with three-
story-high stone walls, and turrets above. It was a castle within the castle. The boy led him toward it.

To one side, adoor stood open. A single guard munched a piece of chicken. The boy said, "We are to
the Lady Claire. She wishes this Irisher to do her service."

"So beit," the guard grunted, uninterested; they went inside. Chris saw an archway directly ahead,
leading to the great hall, where a crowd of men and women stood talking. Everyone seemed richly
dressed; their voices echoed off the stone walls.

But the boy did not give him much opportunity to look. He led Chris up awinding, narrow stair to the
second floor, then down a stone corridor, and finally into a suite of rooms.

Three maids, all dressed in white, rushed forward to the boy and embraced him. They appeared very
relieved. "By the grace of God, my Lady, you are returned!"

Chrissaid, "My Lady?"

Even as he said it, the black hat was thrown away, and golden hair tumbled down over her shoulders.
She gave alittle bow that turned into a curtsy. "l am heartfelt sorry, and beg your forgiveness for this
deception.”

file:///CJ/Documents and Settings/hasii/Dokumenty/Marean/...Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt (116 of 262)2.12.2003 1:25:04



file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi «i/Dokumenty/Marean/knihy/700 SciFi, Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt

"Who are you?' Chris said, stunned.

"l am caled Claire."

She rose from her curtsy and looked directly into his eyes. He saw that she was older than he had
thought, perhaps twenty-two or -three. And very beautiful.

He gaped and said nothing. He had no ideawhat to say, or to do. He felt foolish and awkward.

In the silence, one of the maids came forward, curtsied and said, "If it please you, sheisthe Lady Claire
of Eltham, newly widowed of Sir Geoffrey of Eltham, who holds great estates in Guyenne and
Middlesex. Sir Geoffrey died of his wounds from Poitiers, and now Sir Oliver - ruler of this castle -
serves asmy Lady's guardian. Sir Oliver feels she must be married again, and he has chosen Sir Guy de
Malegant, a nobleman well known in these regions. But this match, my Lady refuses.”

Claire turned and shot the girl awarning glance. But the girl, oblivious, chattered on. "My Lady saysto
all theworld that Sir Guy lacks the means to defend her estatesin France and England. Yet Sir Oliver
will have his fee from this match, and Guy has-"

"Elaine."

"My Lady," the girl said, scurrying backward. She rejoined the other maids, who whispered in the
corner, apparently chastising her.

"Enough talk," Claire said. "Here is my savior of this day, Squire Christopher of Hewes. He has
delivered me from the predations of Sir Guy, who sought to take by force what he could not win freely
at court."

Chrissaid, "No, no, that is not what happened at all-"

He broke off, as he realized that everyone was staring at him, their mouths open, their eyes wide.
"Sooth, he speaks queerly," Claire said, "for he comes from some remote part in the lands of Eire. And
he is modest, as befits a gentle. He did save me, so | shall today introduce him to my guardian, once
Christopher has proper attire." She turned to one of the ladies. "Is not our horse master, Squire Brandon,
of his same length? Go to and fetch me hisindigo doublet, his silver belt, and his best white hose." She
handed the girl a purse. "Pay what he asks, but be quick."

The girl scurried off. As she left, she passed a gloomy elderly man, standing in the shadows, watching.
He wore arich robe of maroon velvet with silver fleurs-de-lis embroidered on it, and an ermine collar.
"How now, my Lady?' he said, coming forward.

She curtsied to him. "Well, Sir Daniel."

"You are safely returned.”

"I give thanksto God."

The gloomy man snorted. "As well you should. Y ou strain even His patience. And did your trip yield
success equal to its dangers?"

Claire bit her lip. "I fear not."

"Did you see the Abbot?'

A dlight hesitation. "No."

"Speak me the truth, Claire."

The girl shook her head. "Sir, | did not. He was abroad, on a hunt."

"A pity," Sir Danidl said. "Why did you not await him?"

"| dared not do so, for Lord Oliver's men broke sanctuary, to take the Magister away by force. | feared
discovery, and so fled."

"Yes, yes, this troublesome Magister,” Sir Daniel reflected gloomily. "Heis on every tongue. Do you
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know what they say? That he can make himself appear in aflash of light." Sir Daniel shook his head. It
was impossible to tell whether he believed it or not. "He must be a skilled Magister of the gunpowder."
He pronounced it gonne-poulder, and spoke the word slowly, asif it were exotic and unfamiliar. "Did
you set eyes upon this Magister?"

"Indeed. | spoke to him."

"Oh?'

"With the Abbot gone, | sought him out. For they say the Magister has befriended the Abbot, these
recent days."

Chris Hughes was struggling to follow this conversation, and he realized belatedly that they were talking
about the Professor. He said, "Magister?"

Claire said, "Do you know the Magister? Edward de Johnes?’

He immediately backpedaled. "Uh ... no. .. no, | don't, and-"

At this, Sir Daniel stared at Chrisin open astonishment. He turned to Claire. "What does he say?"

"He says he does not know the Magister."

The old man remained astonished. "In what tongue?"’

"A kind of English, Sir Daniel, with some Gaglic, so | believe."

"No Gaelic as| have ever heard," he said. He turned to Chris. " Speak you la Langue-doc? No?

L oquerisquide L atine?"

He was asking if he spoke Latin. Chris had an academic knowledge of Latin, areading knowledge. He'd
never tried to speak it. Faltering, he said, "Non, Senior Danielis, solum perpaululum. Perdoleo.” Only a

little. Sorry.

"Per, per . . . dicendoille Ciceroni persimilisest." He speaks like Cicero.

"Perdoleo." Sorry.

"Then you may profitably be silent." The old man turned back to Claire. "What did the Magister say to
you?"

"He could not assist me."

"Did he know the secret we seek?"

"He said he did not."

"But the Abbot knows," said Sir Daniel. "The Abbot must know. It was his predecessor, the Bishop of
Laon, who served as architect for the last repairs of La Roque.”

Claire said, "The Magister said that Laon was not the architect.”

"No?' Sir Daniel frowned. "And how does the Magister know that?"

"I believe the Abbot told him. Or perhaps he saw it among the old papers. The Magister has undertaken
to sort and arrange the parchments of Sainte-Meére, for the benefit of the monks."

"Does he," Sir Daniel said thoughtfully. "I wonder why."

"I had no time to ask before Lord Oliver's men broke sanctuary."

"Well, the Magister will be here soon enough,” Sir Daniel said. "And Lord Oliver himself will ask these
questions. . . ." He frowned, clearly unhappy at this thought.

The old man turned abruptly to ayoung boy of nine or ten, standing behind him. "Take Squire
Christopher to my chamber, where he may bathe and clean himself."

At this, Claire shot the old man a hard look. "Uncle, do not thwart my plans.”

"Have | ever done so?"

"Y ou know that you have tried."
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"Dear child," he said, "my sole concern is ever for your safety - and your honor."

"And my honor, Uncle, is not yet pledged.” With that, Claire walked boldly up to Chris, put her hand
around his neck, and looked into his eyes. "I shall count every moment you are gone, and miss you with
al my heart," she said softly, her eyesliquid. "Return to me soon."

She brushed her lips lightly across his mouth, and stepped back, releasing him reluctantly, fingers
trailing away from his neck. He felt dazed, staring into her eyes, seeing how beautiful-

Sir Daniel coughed, turned to the boy. " See to Squire Christopher, and assist him in his bath."

The boy bowed to Chris. Everyone in the room was silent. This was apparently his cue to leave. He
nodded, and said, "I thank you." He waited for the astonished looks, but for once, there were none; they
seemed to understand what he had said. Sir Daniel gave him afrosty nod, and Chris left the room.
34:25:54

The horses clattered across the drawbridge. The Professor stared straight ahead, ignoring the soldiers
who escorted him. The guards at the castle gate barely glanced up as the riders entered the castle. Then
the Professor was gone from sight.

Standing near the drawbridge, Kate said, "What do we do now? Do we follow him?"

Marek didn't answer her. Looking back, she saw that he was staring fixedly at two knights on horseback,
fighting with broadswords on the field outside the castle. It appeared to be some kind of demonstration
or practice; the knights were surrounded by a circle of young men in livery - some wearing bright green,
the othersin yellow and gold, apparently the colors of the two knights. And alarge crowd of spectators
had gathered, laughing and shouting insults and encouragement to one knight or the other. The horses
turned in tight circles, almost touching each other, bringing their armored riders face to face. The swords
clanged again and again in the morning air.

Marek stared, without moving.

She tapped him on the shoulder. "Listen, André, the Professor-"

"In aminute."

"But-"

"In aminute."

For the first time, Marek felt atwinge of uncertainty. Until now, nothing he had seen in thisworld had
seemed out of place, or unexpected. The monastery was just as he had expected. The peasantsin the
fields were as he had expected. The tournament being set up was as he had pictured it. And when he
entered the town of Castelgard, he again found it exactly as he had thought it would be. Kate had been
appalled by the butcher on the cobblestones, and the stench of the tanner'svats, but Marek was not. It
was all as he had imagined it, years ago.

But not this, he thought, watching the knights fight.

It was so fast! The swordplay was so swift and continuous, attempting to slash with both downswing and
backswing, so that it looked more like fencing than sword fighting. The clangs of impact came only a
second or two apart. And the fight proceeded without hesitation or pause.

Marek had always imagined these fights as taking place in slow motion: ungainly armored men wielding
swords so heavy that each swing was an effort, carrying dangerous momentum and requiring time to
recover and reset before the next swing. He had read accounts of how exhausted men were after battle,
and he had assumed it was the result of the extended effort of slow fights, encased in stedl.

These warriors were big and powerful in every way. Their horses were enormous, and they themselves
appeared to be six feet or more, and extremely strong.

file:///CJ/Documents and Settings/hasi«i/Dokumenty/Marean/...Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt (119 of 262)2.12.2003 1:25:04



file://ICJ/Documents and Settings/hasi «i/Dokumenty/Marean/knihy/700 SciFi, Fantasy, and Classic eBooks/Crichton, Michael/Timeline.txt

Marek had never been fooled by the small size of the armor in museum display cases - he knew that any
armor that found its way into a museum was ceremonia and had never been worn in anything more
hazardous hazardous than a medieval parade. Marek also suspected, though he could not prove it, that
much of the surviving armor - highly decorated, chiseled and chased - was intended only for display, and
had been made at three-quarter scale, the better to show the delicacy of the craftsmen's designs.

Genuine battle armor never survived. And he had read enough accounts to know that the most celebrated
warriors of medieval times were invariably big men - tall, muscular and unusually strong. They were
from the nobility; they were better fed; and they were big. He had read how they trained, and how they
delighted in performing feats of strength for the amusement of the ladies.

And yet, somehow, he had never imagined anything remotely like this. These men fought furiously,
swiftly and continuously - and it looked asif they could go all day. Neither gave the least indication of
fatigue; if anything, they seemed to be enjoying their exertions.

As he watched their aggressiveness and speed, Marek realized that |eft to his own devices, thiswas
exactly the way he himself would choose to fight - quickly, with the conditioning and reserves of
staminato wear down an opponent. He had only imagined a slower fighting style from an unconscious
assumption that men in the past were weaker or slower or lessimaginative than he was, as a modern
man.

Marek knew this assumption of superiority was a difficulty faced by every historian. He just hadn't
thought he was guilty of it.

But clearly, he was.

It took him awhileto realize, through the shouting of the crowd, that the combatants were in such
superb physical condition that they could expend breath shouting as they fought; they hurled a stream of
taunts and insults at each other between blows.

And then he saw that their swords were not blunted, that they were swinging real battle swords, with
razor-sharp edges. Y et they clearly intended each other no harm; this was just an amusing warm-up to
the coming tournament. Their cheerful, casual approach to deadly hazard was almost as unnerving as the
speed and intensity with which they fought.

The battle continued for another ten minutes, until one mighty swing unhorsed one knight. He fell to the
ground but immediately jumped up laughing, as easily asif he were wearing no armor. Money changed
hands. There were cries of "Again! Again!" A fistfight broke out among the liveried boys. The two
knights walked off, arm in arm, toward the inn.

Marek heard Kate say, "André. . . ."

He turned slowly toward her.

"André, is everything al right?'

"Everything isfine," he said. "But | have alot to learn.”

They walked down the castle drawbridge, approaching the guards. He felt Kate tense alongside him.
"What do we do? What do we say?"

"Don't worry. | speak Occitan.”

But as they came closer, another fight broke out on the field beyond the moat, and the guards watched it.
They were entirely preoccupied as Marek and K ate passed through the stone arch and entered the castle
courtyard.

"Wejust walked in," Kate said, surprised. She looked around the courtyard. "Now what?"

It was freezing, Chris thought. He sat naked, except for his undershorts, on astool in Sir Daniel's small
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apartment. Beside him was a basin of steaming water, and a hand cloth for washing. The boy had
brought the basin of water up from the kitchen, carrying it asif it were gold; his manner indicated that it
was a sign of favor to be treated to hot water.

Chris had dutifully scrubbed himself, refusing the boy's offers of assistance. The bowl was small, and
the water soon black. But eventually he'd managed to scrape the mud from beneath his fingernails, off
his body and even off hisface, with the aid of atiny metal mirror the boy handed him.

Finally, he pronounced himself satisfied. But the boy, with alook of distress, said, "Master Christopher,
you are not clean." And he insisted on doing the rest.

So Chris sat shivering on his wooden stool while the boy scrubbed him for what seemed like an hour.
Chris was perplexed; he'd always thought that medieval people were dirty and smelly, immersed in the
filth of the age. Y et these people seemed to make afetish of cleanliness. Everyone he saw in the castle
was clean, and there were no odors.

Even the toilet, which the boy insisted he use before bathing, was not as awful as Chris had expected.

L ocated behind a wooden door in the bedroom, it was a narrow closet, fitted with a stone seat above a
basin that drained into a pipe. Apparently, waste flowed down to the ground floor of the castle, where it
was removed daily. The boy explained that each morning a servant flushed the pipe with scented water,
then placed a fresh bouquet of sweet-smelling herbsin aclip on the wall. So the odor was not
objectionable. In fact, he thought ruefully, he'd smelled much worse in airplane toilets.

And totop it al, these people wiped themselves with strips of white linen! No, he thought, things were
not as he had expected.

One advantage of being forced to sit there was that he was able to try speaking to the boy. The boy was
tolerant, and replied slowly to Chris, asif to anidiot. But this enabled Christo hear him before the
earpiece trangation, and he quickly discovered that imitation helped; if he overcame his embarrassment
and employed the archaic phrases he had read in texts - many of which the young boy himself used -
then the boy understood him much more easily. So Chris gradually fell to saying "Methinks" instead of
"I think," and "an" instead of "if," and "for sooth" instead of "in truth." And with each small change, the
boy seemed to understand him better.

Chriswas still sitting on the stool when Sir Daniel entered the room. He brought neatly folded clothes,
rich and expensive-looking. He placed them on the bed.

"So, Christopher of Hewes. Y ou have involved yourself with our clever beauty."

"She hath saved minelife." He pronounced it say-ved. And Sir Daniel seemed to understand.

"I hope it will not cause you trouble."

"Trouble?

Sir Daniel sighed. "Shetells me, friend Chris, that you are gentle, yet not aknight. You are a squire?'
"In sooth, yes."

"A very old squire," Sir Daniel said. "What is your training at arms?"

"My training at arms. . ." Chrisfrowned. "Wéll, | have, uh-"

"Have you any at all? Speak plain: What is your training?’

Chris decided he had better tell the truth. "In sooth, | am - | mean, trained - in my studies - as a scholar.
"A scholar?' The old man shook his head, incomprehending. "Escolie? Esne discipulus? Studesne sub
magistro?' Y ou study under a master?

"Itaest." Even so.

"Ubi?' Where?
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"Uh...at, uh, Oxford."

"Oxford?" Sir Daniel snorted. "Then you have no business here, with such as my Lady. Believe me
when | say thisis no place for a scolere. Let metell you how your circumstances now lie."

"Lord Oliver needs money to pay his soldiers, and he has plundered all he can from the nearby towns,
So now he presses Claire to marry, that he may gain hisfee. Guy de Malegant has tendered a handsome
offer, very pleasing to Lord Oliver. But Guy is not wealthy, and he cannot make good on his fee unless
he mortgages part of my Lady's holdings. To this she will not accede. Many believe that Lord Oliver and
Guy have long since made a private agreement - one to sell the Lady Claire, the other to sell her lands.”
Chris said nothing.

"Thereis afurther impediment to the match. Claire despises Malegant, whom she suspects had ahand in
her husband's death. Guy was in attendance of Geoffrey at the time of his death. Everyone was surprised
by the suddenness of his departure from this world. Geoffrey was a young and vigorous knight.
Although his wounds were serious, he made steady recovery. No one knows the truth of that day, yet
there are rumors - many rumors - of poison."

"l see," Chrissaid.

"Do you?| doubt it. For consider: my Lady might aswell be a prisoner of Lord Oliver in this castle. She
may herself slip out, but she cannot secretly remove her entire retinue. If she secretly departs and returns
to England - which is her wish - Lord Oliver will take his revenge against me, and others of her
household. She knows this, and so she must stay.

"Lord Oliver wishes her to marry, and my Lady devises stratagems to postponeit. It istrue sheis clever.
But Lord Oliver is not a patient man, and he will force the matter soon. Now, her only hope lies there."
Sir Daniel walked over and pointed out the window.

Chris came to the window and looked.

From this high window, he saw aview over the courtyard, and the battlements of the outer castle wall.
Beyond he saw the roofs of the town, then the town wall, with guards walking the parapets. Then fields
and countryside stretching off into the distance.

Chrislooked at Sir Daniel questioningly.

Sir Daniel said, "There, my scolere. Thefires."

He was pointing in the far distance. Squinting, Chris could just make out faint columns of smoke
disappearing into the blue haze. It was at the limit of what he could see.

"That isthe company of Arnaut de Cervole," Sir Daniel said. "They are encamped no more than fifteen
miles distant. They will reach herein aday - two days at most. All know it."

"And Sir Oliver?"

"He knows his battle with Arnaut will be fierce."

"And yet he holds a tournament-"

"That isamatter of his honor,” Sir Daniel said. "His prickly honor. Certes, he would disband it, if he
could. But he does not dare. And herein lies your hazard."

"My hazard?'

Sir Daniel sighed. He began pacing. "Dress you now, to meet my Lord Oliver in proper fashion. | shall
try to avert the coming disaster."

The old man turned and walked out of the room. Chrislooked at the boy. He had stopped scrubbing.
"What disaster?' he said.

33:12:51
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It was a peculiarity of medieval scholarship in the twentieth century that there was not asingle
contemporary picture that showed what the interior of afourteenth-century castle looked like. Not a
painting, or an illuminated manuscript image, or a notebook sketch - there was nothing at all from that
time. The earliest images of fourteenth-century life had actually been made in the fifteenth century, and
the interiors - and food, and costumes - they portrayed were correct for the fifteenth century, not the
fourteenth.

As aresult, no modern scholar knew what furniture was used, how walls were decorated, or how people
dressed and behaved. The absence of information was so complete that when the apartments of King
Edward | were excavated in the Tower of London, the reconstructed walls had to be left as exposed
plaster, because no one could say what decorations might have been there.

Thiswas also why artists reconstructions of the fourteenth century tended to show bleak interiors,
rooms with bare walls and few furnishings - perhaps a chair, or a chest - but not much else. The very
absence of contemporary imagery was taken to imply a sparsenessto life at that time.

All this flashed through Kate Erickson's mind as she entered the great hall of Castelgard. What she was
about to see, no historian had ever seen before. She walked in, dlipping through the crowd, following
Marek. And she stared, stunned by the richness and the chaos displayed before her.

The great hall sparkled like an enormous jewel. Sunlight streamed through high windows onto walls that
gleamed with tapestries laced with gold, so that reflections danced on the red-and-gol d-painted ceiling.
One side of the room was hung with a vast patterned cloth: silver fleurs-de-lis on a background of deep
blue. On the opposite wall, atapestry depicting a battle: knights fighting in full regalia, their armor
silver, their surcoats blue and white, red and gold; their fluttering banners threaded with gold.

At the end of the room stood a huge ornate fireplace, large enough for a person to walk into without
ducking, its carved mantel piece gilded and shimmering. In front of the fire stood a huge wicker screen,
also gilded. And above the mantel hung a patterned tapestry of swans flying on afield of lacy red and
gold flowers.

The room was inherently elegant, richly and beautifully executed - and rather feminine, to modern eyes.
Its beauty and refinement stood in marked contrast to the behavior of the people in the room, which was
noisy, boisterous, crude.

In front of the fire was laid the high table, draped in white linen, with dishes of gold, all heaped high
with food. Little dogs scampered across the table, helping themselves to the food as they liked - until the
man in the center of the table swatted them away with a curse.

Lord Oliver de Vannes was about thirty, with small eyes set in a fleshy, dissolute face. His mouth was
permanently turned down in a sneer; he tended to keep his lips tight, since he was missing several teeth.
His clothes were as ornate as the room: arobe of blue and gold, with a high-necked gold collar, and afur
hat. His necklace consisted of blue stones each the size of arobin's egg. He wore rings on severa
fingers, huge oval gemsin heavy gold settings. He stabbed with his knife at food and ate noisily,
grunting to his companions.

But despite the elegant accoutrements, the impression he conveyed was of a dangerous petulance - his
red-rimmed eyes darted around the room as he ate, alert to any insult, spoiling for afight. He was edgy
and quick to strike; when one of the little dogs came back to eat again, Oliver unhesitatingly jabbed it in
its rear with the point of his knife; the animal jumped off and ran yelping and bleeding from the room.
Lord Oliver laughed, wiped the dog's blood off the tip of his blade, and continued to ezt.

The men seated at his table shared the joke. From the look of them, they were all soldiers, Oliver's
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contemporaries, and all were elegantly dressed - though none matched the finery of their leader. And
three or four women, young, pretty and bawdy, in tight-fitting dresses and with loose, wanton hair,
giggling as their hands groped beneath the table, completed the scene.

Kate stared, and aword came unbidden to her mind: warlord. This was a medieval warlord, sitting with
his soldiers and their prostitutes in the castle he had captured.

A wooden staff banged on the floor, and aherald cried, "My Lord! Magister Edward de Johnes!"
Turning, she saw Johnston shoved through the crowd, toward the table at the front.

Lord Oliver looked up, wiping gravy from his jowls with the back of hishand. "I bid you welcome,
Magister Edwardus. Though | do not know if you are Magister or magicien."

"Lord Oliver," the Professor said, speaking in Occitan. He gave a slight nod of the head.

"Magister, why so cool," Oliver said, pretending to pout. "Y ou wound me, you do. What have | done to
deserve thisreserve? Are you displeased | brought you from the monastery? Y ou shall eat aswell here, |
assure you. Better. Anywise, the Abbot has no need of you - and | do."

Johnston stood erect, and did not speak.

"Y ou have nothing to say?' Oliver said, glaring at Johnston. His face darkened. "That will change," he
growled.

Johnston remained unmoving, silent.

The moment passed. Lord Oliver seemed to collect himself. He smiled blandly. "But come, come, let us
not quarrel. With al courtesy and respect, | seek your counsel,” Oliver said. "You arewise, and | have
much need of wisdom - so these worthiestell me." Guffaws at the table. "And | am told you can see the
future."

"No man sees that," Johnston said.

"Oh s0? | think you do, Magister. And | pray you, see your own. | would not see a man of your
distinction suffer much. Know you how your namesake, our late king, Edward the Foolish, met his end?
| see by your face that you do. Y et you were not among those present in the castle. And | was." He
smiled grimly and sat back in his chair. "There was never amark upon his body."

Johnston nodded slowly. "His screams could be heard for miles.”

Kate looked questioningly to Marek, who whispered, "They're talking about Edward |1 of England. He
was imprisoned and killed. His captors didn't want any sign of foul play, so they stuck atube up his
rectum and inserted a red-hot poker into his bowels until he died.”

Kate shivered.

"Hewas also gay," Marek whispered, "so it was thought the manner of his execution demonstrated great
wit."

"Indeed, his screams were heard for miles," Oliver was saying. "So think on it. Y ou know many things,
and | would know them, too. Y ou are my counselor, or you are not long for this world."

Lord Oliver was interrupted by a knight who slipped down the table and whispered in hisear. This
knight was richly dressed in maroon and gray, but he had the tough, weathered face of a campaigner. A
deep scar, almost awelt, ran down his face from forehead to chin and disappeared into his high collar.
Oliver listened, and then said to him, "Oh? Y ou think so, Robert?'

At this, the scarred knight whispered again, never taking his eyes off the Professor. Lord Oliver was aso
staring at the Professor while he listened. "Well, we shall see," Lord Oliver said.

The stocky knight continued to whisper, and Oliver nodded.

Standing in the crowd, Marek turned to the courtier beside him and, speaking in Occitan, said, "Pray,
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what worthy now has Sir Oliver's ear?’

"Faith, friend, that is Sir Robert de Kere."

"De Kere?' Marek said. "l do not know of him."

"Heis new to the retinue, not yet in service ayear, but he has found much favor in Sir Oliver's eyes.”
"Oh s0? Why isthat?'

The man shrugged wearily, asif to say, Who knows why things happen at the high table? But he
answered, "Sir Robert has a martial disposition, and he has been a trusted adviser to Lord Oliver on
matters of warfare." The man lowered his voice. "But certes, | think he cannot be pleased to see another
adviser, and one so eminent, before him now."

"Ah," Marek said, nodding. "l understand.”

Sir Robert did indeed seem to be pressing his case, whispering urgently, until finally Oliver made a
quick flicking sign with one hand, asif brushing away a mosquito. Instantly, the knight bowed and
stepped back, standing behind Sir Oliver.

Oliver said, "Magister."

"My Lord."

"I am informed that you know the method of Greek Fire."

Standing in the crowd, Marek snorted. He whispered to Kate, "No one knows that." And no one did.
Greek Fire was afamous historical conundrum, a devastating incendiary weapon from the sixth century,
the precise nature of which was debated by historians even now. No one knew what Greek Firerealy
was, or how it was made.

"Yes," Johnston said. "l know this method."

Marek stared. What was this? Clearly the Professor had recognized arival, but this was a dangerous
game to be playing. He would undoubtedly be asked to proveit.

"Y ou can yourself make Greek Fire?' Oliver said.

"My Lord, | can."

"Ah." Oliver turned and shot a glance back at Sir Robert. It seemed the trusted adviser had given wrong
advice. Oliver turned back to the Professor.

"It will not be difficult,” the Professor said, "if | have my assistants.”

So that'sit, Marek thought. The Professor was making promises, in an attempt to get them all together.
"Eh? Assistants? Y ou have assistants?"

"I do, my Lord, and-"

"WEell of course they can assist you, Magister. And if they do not, we shall provide you whatever help
you need. Have no concern there. But what of Dew Fire - the fire of Nathos? Y ou know it, aswell?’

"l do, my Lord."

"And by demonstration you will show it to me?"

"Whenever you wish, my Lord."

"Very good, Magister. Very good." Lord Oliver paused, looking intently at the Professor. "And you also
know the one secret that | wish to know above all others?

"Sir Oliver, that secret | do not know."

"Y ou do! And you will answer me!" he shouted, banging down a goblet. His face was bright red, the
veins standing out on his forehead; his voice echoed in the hall, which had gone suddenly silent. "I will
have your answer this day!" One of the small dogs on the table cringed; with the back of his hand, he
smacked it, sending it yelping to the floor. When the girl beside him started to protest, he swore and
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slapped her hard across the face, the blow knocking her, chair and all, on her back. The girl did not make
asound, or move. She remained motionless, her feet up in the air.

"Oh, | am wrothed! | am sore wrothed!" Lord Oliver snarled, standing up. He looked around him
angrily, his hand on his sword, his eyes sweeping the great hall, asif seeking some culprit.

Everyone inside the hall was silent, unmoving, staring down at their feet. It was asif the room had
suddenly become a still life, in which only Lord Oliver moved. He puffed in fury, finally took out his
sword, and crashed the blade down on the table. Plates and goblets jumped and clattered, the sword
buried in the wood.

Oliver glared at the Professor, but he was gaining control, his fury passing. "Magister, you will do my
bidding!" he cried. Then he nodded to the guards. "Take him away, and give him cause to meditate.”
Roughly, guards grabbed the Professor and hauled him back through the silent crowds. Kate and Marek
stepped aside as he passed, but the Professor did not see them.

Lord Oliver glared at the silent room. "Be seated and be merry," he snarled, "before | am in temper!"
Immediately, the musicians began to play, and the noise of the crowd filled the hall.

Soon after, Robert de Kere hurried out of the room, following the Professor. Marek thought that
departure meant nothing good. He nudged Kate, indicating that they should follow de Kere. They were
moving toward the door when the herald's staff banged on the floor.

"My Lord! The Lady Claire d'Eltham and Squire Christopher de Hewes."

They paused. "Hell," Marek said.

A beautiful young woman came into the hall, with Chris Hughes walking at her side. Chris was now
wearing rich, courtly clothes. He looked very distinguished - and very confused.

Standing beside Kate, Marek tapped his ear and whispered, "Chris. Aslong asyou're in this room, don't
speak, and don't act. Do you understand?”

Chris nodded dlightly.

"Behave asif you don't understand anything. It shouldn't be difficult."

Chris and the woman passed through the crowd and walked directly to the high table, where Lord Oliver
watched her approach with open annoyance. The woman saw it, dipped low, and stayed there, closeto
the ground, head bowed in submission.

"Come, come," Lord Oliver said irritably, waving a drumstick. "This obsecration ill-suits you."

"My Lord." Sheroseto her feet.

Oliver snorted. "And what have you dragged in with you today? Another dazzled conquest?"

"If it please my Lord, | present you Christopher of Hewes, a squire of Eire, who saved me from villains
who would have kidnapped me today, or worse."

"Eh? Villains? Kidnapped?' Amused, Lord Oliver looked down the table at hisknights. "Sir Guy? What
say you?"

A dark-complected man stood angrily. Sir Guy de Malegant was dressed entirely in black - black chain
mail and a black surcoat, with a black eagle embroidered on his chest. "My Lord, | fear my Lady amuses
herself at our expense. She knows full well | set my men to save her, seeing that she wasalone and in
distress." Sir Guy walked toward Chris, glaring at him. "It is this man, my Lord, who placed her at risk
of her life. I cannot think she now defends him, except as display of her uncommon wit."

"Eh?" Oliver said. "Wit? My Lady Claire, what wit is here?"

The woman shrugged. "Only the witless, my Lord, see wit where none iswrit."

The dark knight snorted. "Quick words, to quick conceal what lies beneath.” Malegant walked up to
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Chris, until they were standing face to face, inches apart. He stared intensely as he slowly, deliberately
began to take off his chain-mail glove. "Squire Christopher, isit how you are called?’

Chris said nothing, only nodded.

Chriswastterrified. Trapped in a situation he did not understand, standing in aroom full of bloodthirsty
soldiers, no better than a bunch of street-corner thugs, and facing this dark, angry man whose breath
stank of rotting teeth, garlic and wine - it was all he could do to keep his knees from shaking.

Through his earpiece, he heard Marek say, "Don't speak - no matter what."

Sir Guy squinted at him. "l asked of you a question, squire. Will you answer?' He was still taking off his
glove, and Chris felt sure he was about to hit him with his bare fist.

Marek said, "Don't speak."

Chris was only too happy to follow that advice. He took a deep bresath, trying to control himself. His legs
were tremulous, rubbery. He felt asif he might collapse in front of this man. He did his best to steady
himself. Another deep breath.

Sir Guy turned to the woman. "Madam, does he speak, your savior squire? Or merely sigh?’

"If it please Sir Guy, heis of foreign parts, and often does not comprehend our tongue.”

"Dic mihi nomen tuum, scutari." Tell me your name.

"Nor Latin, | fear, Sir Guy."

Malegant looked disgusted. "Commodissime. Most convenient, this dumb squire, for we cannot ask how
he comes here, and for what purpose. This Irish squire isfar from home. And yet heis not apilgrim. He
isnot in service. What is he? Why is he here? See how he trembles. What can he fear? Nothing from us,
my Lord - unless he be the creature of Arnaut, come to see how the land lies. This would make him
dumb. A coward would not dare speak."

Marek whispered, "Do not respond. . . ."

Malegant poked Chris hard on the chest. " So, cowardly squire, | call you spy and scoundrel, and not man
enough to admit your true cause. | would have contempt for you, were you not beneath it."

The knight finished removing his glove, and with a disgusted shake of his head, he dropped it on the
floor. The chain-mail glove landed with a clunk on Chrisstoes. Sir Guy turned insolently away and
started back to the table.

Everyone in the room was staring at Chris.

Beside him, Claire whispered, "The glove. . . ."

He glanced at her sideways.

"The glove!"

What about the glove? he wondered, as he bent over and picked it up. It was heavy in his hand. He held
the glove out to Claire, but she had already turned away, saying, "Knight, the squire has accepted your
challenge."

Chris thought, What challenge?

Sir Guy said immediately, "Three lances untipped, a outrance.”

Marek said, "Y ou poor bastard. Do you know what you just did?"

Sir Guy turned to Lord Oliver at the high table. "My Lord, | pray you let the day's tourney begin with
our challenge combat."

"So it shall be," Oliver said.

Sir Daniel dlipped forward through the crowd and bowed. "My Lord Oliver, my niece carries this jest
too far, with unworthy result. It may amuse her to see Sir Guy, a knight of renown, provoked into
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combat with amere squire, and so dishonored by the doing. But it ill-serves Sir Guy to be taken in by
her ruse."

"Isthisso?' Lord Oliver said, looking at the dark knight.

Sir Guy Maegant spat on the floor. "A squire? Mark me, thisis no squire. Hereisaknight in hiding, a
knave and a spy. His deceit shall have itsreward. | will contest him this day."

Sir Daniel said, "If it please my Lord, | think it is not meet. Sooth he is a squire only, of little training at
arms, and no match for your worthy knight."

Chriswas still trying to understand what was going on, when Marek stepped forward, speaking fluently
in aforeign language that sounded something like French, but not exactly. He guessed it was Occitan.
Chris heard the trandation in his earpiece.

"My Lord," Marek said, bowing smoothly, "this worthy gentleman speaks truth. Squire Christopher is
my companion, but heisno warrior. In fairness, | ask you to allow Christopher to name a championin
his stead, to meet this challenge.”

"Eh? Champion? What champion? | do not know you."

Chris saw that Lady Claire was staring at Marek with unconcealed interest. He returned a brief glance
before speaking to Oliver.

"Please my Lord, | am Sir André de Marek, late of Hainaut. | offer myself as his champion, and God
willing, | shall give good account with this noble knight."

Lord Oliver rubbed his chin, thinking.

Seeing hisindecision, Sir Daniel pressed forward. "My Lord, to begin your tourney with unequal combat
does not enhance the day, nor make it memorable in the minds of men. | think de Marek will give better
sport.”

Lord Oliver turned back to Marek to see what he would say to that.

"My Lord," Marek said, "if my friend Christopher is a spy, then so am |. In defaming him, Sir Guy has
defamed me aswell, and | beg leave to defend my good name."

Lord Oliver seemed entertained by this new complication. "How say you, Guy?"'

"Faith," the dark knight said, "I grant you this de Marek may be a worthy second, if his arm has the skill
of histongue. But as a second, it is meet he fight my second, Sir Charles de Gaune."

A tall man stood at the end of the table. He had a pale face, aflat nose and pink eyes; he resembled a pit
bull. His tone was contemptuous as he said, "l shall be second, with pleasure.”

Marek made one final attempt. “So," he said, "it appears Sir Guy is afraid to fight me first."

At this, the Lady Claire openly smiled at Marek. She was clearly interested in him. And it seemed to
annoy Sir Guy.

"I fear no man," Guy said, "least of all aHainauter. If you survive my second - which | much doubt -
then | will gladly fight you after, and bring your insolence to an end.”

"So beit," Lord Oliver said, and turned away. His tone indicated that the discussion was ended.
32:16:01

The horses wheeled and charged, racing past each other on the grassy field. The ground shook as the big
animals thundered past Marek and Chris, who were standing at the low fence, watching the practice
runs. To Chris, the tournament field was huge - the size of afootball field - and on two sides, the stands
had been completed, and ladies were beginning to be seated. Spectators from the countryside, roughly
dressed and noisy, lined the rail.

Another pair of riders charged, their horses snorting as they galloped. Marek said, "How well do you
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ride?"

He shrugged. "l rode with Sophie."

“Then | think | can keep you alive, Chris," Marek said. "But you must do exactly as| tell you."

"All right."

"So far, you haven't been doing what | tell you," Marek reminded him. "This time, you must."

"Okay, okay."

"All you have to do," Marek said, "is stay mounted on the horse long enough to take the hit. Sir Guy will
have no choice but to aim for the chest when he sees how badly you ride, because the chest is the largest
and steadiest target on a galloping rider. | want you to take his lance square on the chest, on the
breastplate. Y ou understand?"

"| take hislance on the chest," Chris said, looking very unhappy.

"When the lance strikes you, let yourself to be unseated. It shouldn't be difficult. Fall to the ground and
do not move, so you appear to have been knocked unconscious. Which you may be. Under no
circumstances get to your feet. Do you understand?’

"Don't get to my feet."

"That's right. No matter what happens, you continueto lie there. If Sir Guy has unhorsed you, and you
are unconscious, the match is over. But if you get up, he will call for another lance, or he will fight you
on foot with broadswords, and kill you."

"Don't get up,” Chris repeated.

"That'sright," Marek said. "No matter what. Don't get up." He clapped Chris on the shoulder. "With
luck, you'll survive just fine."

"Jesus," Chrissaid.

More horses charged past them, shaking the ground.

L eaving the field behind, they passed among the many tents arranged outside the tournament ground.
The tents were small and round, boldly colored with stripes and zigzag designs. Pennants rippled in the
air above each tent. Horses were tied up outside. Pages and squires scurried to and fro, carrying armor,
saddles, hay, water. Several pages were rolling barrels over the ground. The barrels made a soft hissing
sound.

"That's sand," Marek explained. "They roll the chain mail in sand to remove rust."

"Uh-huh." Christried to focus on details, to take his mind off what was to come. But he felt asif he were
going to his own execution.

They entered a tent where three pages were waiting. A warming fire burned in one corner; the armor
was laid out on aground cloth. Marek inspected it briefly, then said, "It'sfine." He turned to leave.
"Where are you going?"'

"To another tent, to dress.”

"But | don't know how-"

"The pages will dressyou," Marek said, and | eft.

Chrislooked at the armor lying in pieces on the ground, especially at the helmet, which had one of those
pointy snouts, like alarge duck. There was only alittle dlit for the eyes. But beside it was another
helmet, more ordinary-looking, and Chris thought that-

"Good my squire, if it please you." The head page, slightly older and better dressed than the others, was
talking to him. He was a boy of about fourteen. "I pray you stand here." He pointed to the center of the
tent.
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Chris stood, and he felt many hands moving over his body. They quickly removed all his clothes down
to his linen undershirt and shorts, and then there were murmurs of concern as they saw his body.

"Have you been sick, squire?' one asked.

"Uh, no...."

"A fever or an illness, to so weaken your body, as we seeit now?"

"No," Chrissaid, frowning.

They began to dress him, saying nothing. First, thick felt leggings, and then a heavily padded long-
sleeved undershirt that buttoned at the front. They told him to bend his arms. He could hardly do it, the
cloth was so thick.

"It is stiff from washing, but it will soon be easier,” one said.

Chris didn't think so. Jesus, he thought, | can hardly move, and they haven't put on the armor yet. Now
they were strapping plates of metal on his thighs, calves and knees. Then they continued with his arms.
As each piece went on, they asked him to move his limbs, to be sure the straps were not too tight.

Next acoat of chain mail was lowered over his head. It felt heavy on his shoulders. While the breastplate
was being tied in place, the head page asked a series of questions, none of which Chris could answer.
"Doyou sit high, or in cantle?

"Will you couch your lance, or rest it?"

"Do you tie-brace the high pommel, or sit free?"

"Set your stirrups low, or forward?"

Chris made noncommittal noises. Meanwhile, more pieces of armor were added, with more questions.
"Flex sabaton or firm?"

"V ambrace guard or side plate?"

"Broadsword left or right?"

"Bascinet beneath your helm, or no?"

He felt increasingly burdened as more weight was added, and increasingly stiff as each joint was
encased in metal. The pages worked quickly, and in a matter of minutes he was entirely dressed. They
stepped away and surveyed him.

" "Tisgood, squire?'

"Itis," hesad.

"Now the helm." He was already wearing a kind of metal skullcap, but now they brought over the pointy-
snout helmet and placed it over his head. Chris was plunged into darkness, and he felt the helmet's
weight on his shoulders. He could see nothing except what was straight ahead, through a horizontal eye
dit.

His heart began to pound. There was no air. He couldn't breathe. He tugged at the helmet, trying to lift
the visor, but it did not move. He was trapped. He heard his breathing, amplified in the metal. His hot
breath warmed the tight confines of the helmet. He was suffocating. There was no air. He grabbed at the
helmet, struggling to removeit.

The pages lifted it off his head and looked at him curioudly.

"Isall well, squire?'

Chris coughed, and nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He never wanted that thing on his head again.
But already they were leading him out of the tent, to awaiting horse.

Jesus Christ, he thought.

This horse was gigantic, and covered in more metal than he was. There was a decorated plate over the
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head, and more plates on the chest and sides. Even in armor, the animal was jumpy and high-spirited,
snorting and jerking at the reins the page held. This was a true warhorse, a destrier, and it was far more
spirited than any horse he had ever ridden before. But that was not what concerned him. What concerned
him was the size - the damn horse was so big, he couldn't see over it. And the wooden saddle was raised,
making it still higher. The pages were all looking at him expectantly. Waiting for him. To do what?
Probably to climb up.

"Howdol,uh...."

They blinked, surprised. The head page stepped forward and said smoothly, "Place your hand here,
squire, on the wood and swing up. . . ."

Chris extended his hand, but he could barely reach the pommel, arectangle of carved wood in the front
of the saddle. He closed his fingers around the wood, then raised his knee and slipped his foot in the
stirrup.

"Um. | think your left foot, squire.”

Of course. Left foot. He knew that; he was just tense and confused. He kicked the stirrup to get hisright
foot free. But the armor had caught on the stirrup; he bent forward awkwardly and used his hand to tug
the stirrup free. It still was stuck. Finally, at the moment of release, he lost his balance and fell on his
back near the horse's rear hooves. The horrified pages quickly dragged him clear.

They got him to hisfeet, and then they all helped him to mount. He felt hands pressing against his
buttocks as he rose shakily into the air, swung his foot over - Jesus, that was hard - and landed with a
clank in the saddle.

Chrislooked down at the ground, far below. He felt asif he were ten feet in the air. As soon as he was
mounted, the horse began to whinny and shake its head, turning sideways and snapping at Hughes's legs
in the stirrups. He thought, This damn horse istrying to bite me.

Reins, squire! Reinsg! You must rein him!"

Christugged at the reins. The enormous horse paid no attention, pulling hard, still trying to bite him.
"Show him, squire! Strongly!"

Chris yanked the reins so sharply, he thought he'd break the animal's neck. At this, the horse merely
gave afinal snort and faced forward, suddenly calmed.

"WEell done, squire.”

Trumpets sounded, several long notes.

"That isthefirst call to arms,” the page said. "We must to the tourney field."

They took the horse's reins and led Chris toward the grassy field.

36:02:00

It was one in the morning. From inside his office at ITC, Robert Doniger stared down at the entrance to
the cave, illuminated in the night by the flashing lights of six ambulances parked al around. He listened
to the crackle of the paramedic radios and watched the people leaving the tunnel. He saw Gordon
walking out with that new kid, Stern. Neither of them appeared to have been hurt.

He saw Kramer reflected in the glass of the window as she entered the room behind him. She was
dlightly out of breath. Without looking back at her, he said, "How many were injured?"

"Six. Two somewhat seriously."

"How seriously?

"Shrapnel wounds. Burns from toxic inhalation."

"Then they'll haveto go to UH." He meant University Hospital, in Albuquerque.
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"Yes," Kramer said. "But I've briefed them about what they can say. Lab accident, all that. And | called
Whittle at UH, reminded him of our last donation. | don't think there'll be a problem.”

Doniger stared out the window. "There might be," he said.

"The PR people can handleit."

"Maybe not," Doniger said.

In recent years, | TC had built a publicity unit of twenty-six people around the world. Their job was not
to get publicity for the company, but rather to deflect it. ITC, they explained to anyone who inquired,
was a company that made superconducting quantum devices for magnetometers and medical scanners.
These devices consisted of acomplex electro-mechanical element about six inches long. Press handouts
were stupefyingly boring, dense with quantum specifications.

For the rare reporter who remained interested, I TC enthusiastically scheduled atour of their New
Mexico facility. Reporters were taken to selected research labs. Then, in alarge assembly room, they
were shown how the devices were made - the gradiometer coilsfitted into the cryostat, the
superconducting shield and electrical leads outside. Explanations referred to the Maxwell equations and
electric charge motion. Almost invariably, reporters abandoned their stories. In the words of one, "It's
about as compelling as an assembly line for hair dryers.”

In thisway, Doniger had managed to keep silent about the most extraordinary scientific discovery of the
late twentieth century. In part, his silence was self-preservation: other companies, like IBM and Fujitsu,
had started their own quantum research, and even though Doniger had a four-year head start on them, it
was in hisinterest that they not know exactly how far he had gone.

He also was aware that his plan was not yet completed, and he needed secrecy to finish. As he himself
often said, grinning like a kid, "If people knew what we were up to, they'd really want to stop us."

But at the same time, Doniger knew that he could not maintain the secrecy forever. Sooner or later,
perhaps by accident, it was all going to come out. And when that happened, it was up to him to manage
it.

The question in Doniger's mind was whether it was happening now.

He watched as the ambulances pulled out, sirens whining.

"Think about it," he said to Kramer. "Two weeks ago, this company was buttoned down tight. Our only
problem was that French reporter. Then we had Traub. That depressed old bastard put our whole
company in jeopardy. Traub's death brought that cop from Gallup, who's still nosing around. Then
Johnston. Then his four students. And now six techs going to the hospital. It's getting to be alot of
people out there, Diane. A lot of exposure.”

"You think it's getting away from us," she said.

"Possibly," he said. "But not if | can help it. Especially since I've got three potential board members
coming day after tomorrow. So let's button it back down."

She nodded. "l really think we can handle this."

"Okay," he said, turning away from the window. " See that Stern goes to bed in one of the spare rooms.
Make sure he gets sleep, and put a block on the phone. Tomorrow, | want Gordon sticking to him like
glue. Give him atour of the place, whatever. But stay with him. | want a conference call with the PR
people tomorrow at eight. | want a briefing about the transit pad at nine. And | want those media dipshits
at noon. Call everybody now, so they can get ready."

"Right," she said.

"I may not be able to keep this under control," Doniger said, "but I'm sure as hell going to try."
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He frowned at the glass, watching the people clustered outside the tunnel in the dark. "How long until
they can go back in the cave?'

"Nine hours."

"And then we can mount a rescue operation? Send another team back?"

Kramer coughed. "Wdll . . ."

"Areyou sick? Or does that mean no?"

"All the machines were destroyed in the explosion, Bob," she said.

"All of them?"

"I think so, yes."

"Then all we can do isrebuild the pad, and sit on our asses to see if they come back in one piece?’
"Yes. That'sright. We have no way to rescue them."

"Then let's hope they know their stuff,” Doniger said, "because they're on their own. Good fucking luck
to them."

31:40:44

Through the narrow dlit of his helmet visor, Chris Hughes could see that the tournament stands were
filled - almost entirely with ladies - and the railings crowded with commoners ten deep. Everyone was
shouting for the tournament to begin. Chris was now at the east end of the field, surrounded by his
pages, trying to control the horse, which seemed upset by the shouting crowd and had begun to buck and
rear. The pages tried to hand him a striped lance, which was absurdly long and ungainly in his hand.
Christook it, then fumbled it as the horse snorted and stomped beneath him.

Beyond the barrier, he saw Kate standing among the commoners. She was smiling encouragement at
him, but the horse kept twisting and turning, so he could not return her gaze.

And not far off, he saw the armored figure of Marek, surrounded by pages.

As Chris's horse turned again - why didn't the pages grab the reins? - he saw the far end of the field,
where Sir Guy de Maegant sat camly on his mount. He was pulling on his black-plumed helmet.
Chris's horse bucked once more and turned him in circles. He heard more trumpets, and the spectators all
looked toward the stands. He was dimly aware that Lord Oliver was taking his seat, to scattered applause.
Then the trumpets blared again.

"Squire, it isyour signal," a page said, handing him the lance once more. This time, he managed to hold
it long enough to rest it in anotch on his pommel, so that it crossed the horse's back and pointed ahead
to his left. Then the horse spun, and the pages yelled and scattered as the lance swung in an arc over
their heads.

More trumpets.

Hardly able to see, Christugged at hisreins, trying to get the horse under control. He glimpsed Sir Guy
at the far end of the field, just watching, his horse perfectly still. Chris wanted to get it over with, but his
horse was wild. Angry and frustrated, he yanked hard at the reins one final time. "Goddamn it, go, will
you?"

At this, the horse snapped his head up and down in two swift motions. The ears went flat.

And he charged.

Marek watched the charge tensely. He had not told Chris everything; there was no point in frightening
him any more than necessary. But certainly Sir Guy would try to kill Chris, which meant he would aim
his lance for the head. Chris was bouncing wildly in the saddle, his lance jerking up and down, his body
swaying from side to side. He made a poor target, but if Guy was skilled - and Marek had no doubt that
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he was - then he would still aim for the head, risking a miss on the first passin order to make the fatal hit.
He watched Chrisjolt down the field, precariously hanging in the saddle. And he watched Sir Guy
charging toward him, in perfect control, body leaning forward, lance couched in the crook of the arm.
Well, Marek thought, there was at least a chance that Chris would survive.

Chris could not see much of anything. Lurching wildly in the saddle, he had only blurred views of the
stands, the ground, the other rider coming toward him. From his brief glimpses, he could not estimate
how far away Guy was, or how long until the impact. He heard the thundering hoofbeats of his horse,
the rhythmic snorting breath. He bounced in the saddle and tried to hold on to his lance. Everything was
taking much longer than he expected. He felt asif he had been riding this horse for an hour.

At the last moment, he saw Guy very close, rushing up to him at frightful speed, and then his own lance
recoiled in his hand, slamming painfully into his right side, and simultaneously he felt a sharp painin his
left shoulder and an impact that twisted him sideways in the saddle, and he heard the crack! of
splintering wood.

The crowd roared.

His horse raced onward, to the far end of the field. Chris was dazed. What had happened? His shoulder
burned fiercely. His lance had been snapped in two.

And hewas still sitting in the saddle.

Shit.

Marek watched unhappily. It was bad luck; the impact had been too glancing to unseat Chris. Now they
would have to charge another time. He glanced over at Sir Guy, who was cursing as he pulled a fresh
lance from the hands of the pages, wheeling his horse, preparing to charge again.

At the far end of the field, Chris was again trying to get control of his new lance, which swung wildly in
the air like a metronome. At last he brought it down across the saddle, but the horse was still twisting
and bucking.

Guy was humiliated and angry. He was impatient, and did not wait. Kicking his spurs, he charged down
the field.

Y ou bastard, Marek thought.

The crowd roared in surprise at the one-sided attack. Chris heard it, and saw that Guy was already
galloping toward him at full speed. His own horse was still twisting and unruly. He jerked on the reins
and at that moment heard a thwack as one of the grooms whipped his horse on the hind-quarters.

The horse whinnied. The ears flattened.

He charged down the field.

The second charge was worse - because this time, he knew what was coming.

The impact slammed him, streaking pain across his chest, as he was lifted bodily up into the air.
Everything became slow. He saw the saddle moving away from him, then the horse's rear flanks
revealed as he slid away, and then he was tilted back, staring up at sky.

He smashed onto the ground, flat on his back. His head clanged against the helmet. He saw bright blue
spots, which spread and grew larger, then became gray. He heard Marek in his ear: "Now stay there!”
Somewhere he heard distant trumpets as the world faded gently, easily into blackness.

At the far end of the course, Guy was wheeling his horse to prepare for another charge, but already the
trumpets had sounded for the next pair.

Marek lowered his lance, kicked his horse, and galloped forward. He saw his opposite, Sir Charles de
Gaune, racing toward him. He heard the steady rumble of the horse, the 