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DEDI CATI ON:  TO THE UBKARI ANB

Daring the 1930s and 1940s anyone writing science fiction did so al nost exclusively for nagazi nes.
Then in the early 1950s the nagazi ne narket began to di e and paperback books took over. But the
paper back books were on the stand one week and gone the next By the tinme an author's newest book
cane out his older books had di sappear ed.

As a result, during these later years, when the nmagazines were nostly gone and the paperback books
were coi ning and going, there were only a few of us who could afford to be fuD-thne witers of
science fiction; and the fact that this was possible at an was only because libraries continued to
be the only real market for hardcover science fiction. The libraries al one bought science fiction
books on a regul ar basis, shelved mem and nade them continuously available to readers; and in
this way libraries kept both science fiction and those of us who wote it, alive.

To librarians everywhere, therefore, this book—the youngest of nmy literary children to see use
tight of day—s dedicated.

1
The | eopard—+ call ed him Sunday, after the day | found hi m-al nost never becane annoyed with the
girl, for all her hanging on to him But he was only a wild aninmal, after all, and there were

Hants to his patience.

What had noved ne to pick up first him then her, was something | asked myself often wi thout
getting a good answer. They were nothing but encumnbrances and no concern of nmine. My only concern
was getting to Oraha and Swannee. Beyond that point there was no need for me to think. But ... |
don't know. Sonmehow out of the terrible feeling of enptiness that | kept waking up to in the
nmornings, | had gotten a notion that *n a world where nearly all the people and ani mal s had

vani shed, they would be living creatures | could talk to. Talk to," however, had turned out to be
t he wor ki ng phrase; because certainly neither of themwas able to talk back. Crazy cat and
speechl ess girl and with them nyself, who before had al ways had the good sense never to need
anybody, dragging them both along with me across a | andscape as m xed up and i nsane as they were.
But, of course, without ne they woul d have bean hel pl ess.

This time, the trouble erupted just as | pushed the panel truck over a rise in |late sunmer wheat
country, which I figured had once been comand, a little below the one-tine northern border of
lowa. AH the warning | heard was a sort of conbination neowsnarl. Not a top-pitch, ready-to-fight
sound, but a plain signal that Sunday bad had enough of being treated tike a stuffed aninmal and
wanted the girl to |l eave himalone. |I braked the panel sharply to a stop on the side of the enpty,
two-| ane asphalt road and scranbl ed over the seat backs into the body of the truck.
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"Cat!" | raved at him "What the. hell's got Into yon now?"

But of course, having said his piece and already gotten her to let him go, Sunday was now feeling
just fine. He lay there, conpletely self-possessed, cleaning the fur on the back of his right
forepaw with his tongue. Only, the girl was huddled up into a tight little ball that |ooked as if
it never intended to conme unwound again; and that nade ne | ose ny tenper.

I cuffed Sunday; and he cringed, putting his head down as | crawled over himto get to the girl. A
second later | felt his rough tongue rasping on ny left ankle in a plea for forgiveness—for what
he did not even understand. And that made nme angry all over again, because fflogical-ry, now I
was the one who felt guilty. He was literally insane where | was concerned. | knewit, and yet |
bad taken advantage of that to knock himaround, knowing | was quite safe in doing so when
otherwi se he could have had nmy throat out in two seconds as easy as yawni ng.

But | was only human nyself, | told nyself; and here | had the girl to unwi nd again. She was stil
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in her ball, conpletely unyielding, afl elbows and rigid nmuscle when | put ny hands on her. | had
told nyself | had no real feeling for her, any nore man | had for Sunday. But sonmehow, for some
reason | had never understood, it always damm near broke ny heart when she went |like that My
younger sister had had nonents of withdrawal sonething Hke that—before she grew out of diem | bad
guessed this girl to be no nore than fifteen or sixteen at die nost, and she had not said a word
since the day | found her wandering by the road. But she had taken to Sunday fromthe nmonent | had
| ed her back to the truck and she first laid eyes on him Now, it was as if he was the only living
thing in the world for her; and when he snarled at her like that, it seened to hit her |ike being
rej ected by everyone who had ever |oved her, all at once.

I had been through a nunber of crises Hke this one with her before—though the others bad not been
so obviously Sunday's fault—and | knew that nere was nothing nmuch to be done with her until she
began to relax. So | sat down and wapped nmy arns around her, cuddling her as close as her
rigidness would allow, and began to try to talk her out of it The sound of mny voice seened to
hel p.
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al t hough at that tinme she woul d never show any kind of direct response to it, except to follow
orders.

So, there | sat, on the mattresses and bl ankets in the back of the panel truck, with nmy arns
around her narrow body that was nore sharp bones than anything else, talking to her and telling
her over and over again ft at Sunday wasn't mad at her; he was just a crazy cat, and she should
pay no attention when he snarled, except to |eave himalone for a while. After a while | got tired
of repeating the sane words and tried singing to her—any song that | could renenber. | was aware
it was no great performance. | may have believed at nat tinme that | was hell on wheels at a nunber
of things, but | knew singing was not one of them | had a voice to scare bullfrogs. However, that
had never seened to matter with the girt It was keeping up the human noi se and hol di ng her that

hel ped. Meanwhile, all the tinme this was going on, Sunday had crept up as close to us as he could
and had his fore-paws around ny left ankle, his forehead butted agai nst ny knee.

So, after a while, illogically, | reached dowmn and patted his head, which he took as forgiveness.

I was a conplete fool for both of them in some ways. Shortly after that, the girl began to stir.
The stiffness went out of her. Her arnms and | egs extended thensel ves; and without a word to nme she
pul | ed away, crawl ed off and put her arnms around Sunday. He suffered it, even licking at her face

with his tongue. | unkinked ny own cranped nmuscles and wem back up front to the driver's seat of
the truck.
Then | sawit, to the left of the highway. It was a line of sky-liigh m st or dust-haze, |ess than

a coupl e of hundred yards away, rolling down on uc at an angle.

There was no time for checking on the two back nere to see if they were braced for a racing start

| jamed the key over, got the notor started, and slanmed the panel into notion down the narrow
asphalt |ane between the brown-yell ow of the standi ng wheat, now gently wi nd-rippled by the breeze

that al ways preceded a mistwall, until the plant-tops wavered into varying shades of gold.
2
No nmistwall | had seen, with the tinme change line its presence always signalled, had ever noved

faster than about thirty miles an hour. That neant that unless this one was an exception
theoretically, any car in good working order on a decent road should have no trouble outrunning it
The difficulty arose, however, wheat—-as now ¢—the mstwall was not sinply comi ng up behind us, but

movi ng at an angle ifontcjng the road. I would have to drive over half the length of the wall or
nmor e—and sone mistwas were up to ten miles long—+to get out of its path before it caught us, along
with everything else inits way. | held the pedal of the accelerator to the floor and sweat ed.

According to the needl e on the speedoneter, we were doing nearly a hundred and ten—which was
nonsense. Eighty-five mles an hour was nore like the absolute top speed of the panel truck. As it
was, we swayed and bounced along the enpty road as if five nore niles an hour woul d have seat us
flying off it

I could now see the far end of the mstwall. It was still a good two or three niles away; and the
wall itself was only a few hundred yards off and closing swiftly. |I may have prayed a little bit
at tins point, in spite of being conpletely irreligious. | seemto renenber that | did. In the
weeks since the whol e business of the tine changes started, | had not been this close to being
caught since that first day in the cabin northwest of Duluth, when |I had, in fact, been caught

wi t hout knowi ng what hit ne. | had thought then it was another heart attack, come to carry ne off
for good this tine; and the bitterness of being chopped down before | was thirty and after | had
spent nearly two years putting nyself into the best pos-
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rible physical shape, had been Ilike a dry, ugly taste in nmy throat just before the change tine
reached nme and knocked me out

I renenber still thinking that it was a heart attack, even after | canme to. | had gone on tM*"ng
that way, even after | found the squirrel that was still in shock fromk; the way Sunday had been
|ater, when | found him For several days afterwards, with the squirrel tagging al ong behind ne

ti ke some mniature dog until | either exhausted it or lost it, | did not begin to realize the
size of what bad happened. It was only later that | began to understand, when | came to where

Dul uth shoul d have been and found virgin forest where a couple of hundred thousand peopl e had
lived, and later yet, as | noved south, and stunbled across the tog cabin with the bearded man in
cord-w apped | eat her | eggi ngs.

The bearded nan had nearly finished ne. It took ne alnpst three mnutes too long after | net him
to realize mat he did not understand that the rifle in my hand was a weapon. It was only when |

st epped back and picked up the hunting bow, that he pulled his fancy quick-draw trick with the axe
he had been using to chop wood when | stepped into his clearing. | never saw anything fike it and
I hope | never see it again, unless Fmon the side of the nman with the axe. It was a sort of
scunitar-bladed tool with a wide, curving forward edge; and he had hung it on his shoul der, bl ade-
forward, in what | took to be a reassuring gesture, when | first tried to speak to him Then he
cane toward nme, speaking some kind of Scanduuvi an-sounding gi bberish in a friendly voice, the axe
hung on his shoulder as if he had forgotten it was there.

It was when | began to get worried about the steady way he was comnming on and warned hi m back with

the rifle, that | recognized suddenly that, apparently, as far as he was concerned, | was carrying
not hing more man a dub. For a second | was nerer/ paralyzed by the enormty of that insight. Then
before I could bring nyself to shoot Urn after all in self-defense, | had the idea of trying to

pick op the bowwith ny free hand. As an idea, it was a good one—but the minute he saw the bow in
my hand he acted; and to this day, |I*mnot sure exactly how he did it

He reached back at belt-level and jerked forward on the handl e-end of the axe. It came off his
shoul der —
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spi nni ng, back, around, under his arm up !n the air and over, and canme down, incredibly, with the
end of its handle into his fist and die blade edge forward. Then he threw it

| saw it conme whirling toward ne, ducked instinctively and ran. | heard it thunk into a tree
somewhere behind me; but by then | was into the cover of the woods, and he did not follow.

Five days later | was where die twin cities of Mnneapolis and St Paul bad been—-and they | ooked as
if they had been abandoned for a hundred years after a bonbing raid that had nearly | evel ed them
But | found the panel truck there, and it started when | turned its key. There was gas in the
filling station punps, though | had to rig up a little kerosene generator | liberated froma
sporting goods store, in order to punp sonme of ft into the tank of the truck, and | headed south
along U*S. 3SW Then canme Sunday. Then cane the girt...

I was alnost to the far end of the mi stwaE now, although to the left of the road die haze was | ess
than a hundred yards fromthe roadway; and little stinging sprays of everything fromdust to fine
gravel were beginning to pepper the left side of the panel, including ny owmn bnd and shoul der
where the wi ndow on that side was not rolled up. But | had no tine to roll it up now | Kkept
pushi ng the gas pedal through the floor, and suddenly we whi pped past the end of the wall of mst,
and | could see open country clear to the sumer horizon

Sweating, | eased back on the gas, let use truck roll to a stop, and half-turned it across die
road so | could | ook behind us.

Back where we had been, seconds before, die m st had already crossed die road and was novi ng on
into die fields that bad been on die road's far aide. They were ceasing to be there as it
passed—as die road itself had already ceased to be, and die farmland on the near side of the
road. Where die grain had rippled in die wind, there was now wild, grassy hillsi de—epen country
sparsely interspersed with a few chinps of bees, rising to a bluff, a crown of land, less than a
quarter of a mle off, looking so close | could reach out and touch it There was not a breath of
wi nd stirring.

| put die panel back in gear again and drove off. After a while die road swng in a gentle curve
toward a snal |
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Mown that | ooked as normal as apple pie, as if no nmistwall had ever passed through it It could be.
of course. My heart began to pound a little with hope of running into someone sane | could talk

wi th, about everything that had happened since that apparent heart attack of mine in die cabin.
But when | drove into Main Street of die town, between die buildings, there was no one in sight;
and di e whol e place seened deserted. Hope evaporated into caution. Then | saw what seened to be a
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barricade across the street up ahead; and a single figure crouched behind it with what |ooked |ike
a rocket launcher cm his shoul der. He was peering over die barricade away fromne; al-tiiaugh he
must have heard die sound of die notor com ng up die street behind him

| pulled die truck into an alley between two stores and stopped it

"Stay here and stay quiet," | told die girl and Sunday.

| took die carbine frombeside nmy driver's seat and got out Holding it ready, just in case, | went
up behind dw nan crouched at die barricade. Up tiiis close | could see easily over die

barri cade—and sure enough, tiiere was another mstwall, less than a nmle away, but unnoving. For
die first time since | had cone into die silent town, | becanme conscious of a steady sound.

3

It cane from sonewhere up ahead, beyond the point where the straight white concrete hi ghway

vani shed into the unmoving haze of the mistwaU-a sftiall buzzing sound. Like the sound of a fly in
an encl osed box on a hot July day such as this one was.

"CGet down," said the man with the rocket |auncher.

| pulled nmy head below the top line of the makeshift barricade—furniture, rolls of carpeting, cans
of paint—that barred the enpty street between the gritty sidewal ks and the unbroken store w ndows
in the red brick sides of the Main Street building. Driving hi fromthe northwest, | had thought
at first that ms small town was still living. Then, when | got closer, | guessed it was one of

t hose pl aces, untouched but abandoned, such as | bad run into further north. And so it was, in
fact; except for the man, his homenade barricade, and the rocket |auncher.

The buzzing grew | ouder. | |ooked behind nme, back down Main Street | could just nake out the
brown, left front fender of the panel truck showing at the nouth of the alley into which I had
backed it There was no sound or novenment frominside it The two of themin there would be obeying
nmy orders, tying still on the blankets in the van section, the | eopard probably purring a little
inits rough, throaty way and cleaning the fur of a forepawwith its tongue, while the girl held
to the animal for confort and compani onship, in spite of the heat

When | | ooked back through a chink in the barricade, nere was sonething already visible hi the
road. It had evidently just appeared out of the naze, for it was com ng very fast Its sound was
di e buzzing sound | had heard earlier, now growing rapidly |ouder as the object raced toward us,

8
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' seenming to swell in size, like a balloon being inflated agai nst the white backdrop of the haze,
as it came.

It cane so fast that there was only tine to get a glinpse of it It was yellow and black in col or
like a wasp, a snall gadget with an amazing resenbl ance to a | ate-nmodel conpact car, but half the
size of such a car, charging at us down the rul er-straight section of highway |ike some outsize

wi nd-up toy.

| jerked up my rifle; but at the same tinme the rocket launcher went off beside me with a flat dap
of sound. The rocket was sl ow enough so that we could see it |ike a black speck, curving through
the air to neet the gadget com ng at us. They net and there was an expl osi on. The gadget bopped up
of f the road shedding parts which flew toward us, whacking into the far side of the barricade |like
shrapnel. For a full nminute after ft quit nmoving, there was no sound to be heard. Then the

whi stling of birds and the trifling of crickets took up again.

| |1 ooked over at the rocket |auncher.

"Good," | said to the man. "Where did you get that |auncher, anyway?"
"Sonmebody nust have stolen it froma National Guard outfit,'* he said. "O brought it back from
overseas. | found it with a bunch of knives and guns and other things, in a storeroom behind the

town police office.*1

He was as tall as | was, a tight-shoul dered, narrow bodied man with a deep tan on his forearns,
and on his quiet, bony face. Maybe a little older than |I; possibly in his late thirties. | studied
him trying to estimate how hard it would be to kill himif | had to. | could see himwatching,
doubtl ess with the sane thought in nnd.

It was the way things were, now. There was no shortage of food or drink, or anything material you
could want But neither was there any |aw, anynore—at |east n°ne |'d been able to find in the | ast
t hr ee weeks.

4

To break the staring match, | deliberately | ooked away to the gadget, lying still now beyond the
barri cades, and nodded at it,

"I''d Hke to have a |l ook at it dose up," | said. "lIs it safer

"Sure." He got to his feet, laying down the rocket l|auncher. | saw, however, he had a heavy
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revol ver—possibly a thirty-eight or forty-four—n a bolster on the hip away fromne; and a deer
rifle carbine Hke m ne was |ying against the barricade. He picked it up in his left hand. "Cone
on," he said. "They only show up one at a time; on a staggered schedule, seven to ten hours
apart."”

| | ooked down the road. There were no ot her wecked shapes in black and yellow in sight along ft.
"You're sure?** | said. "How many have you seen?*

He | aughed, making a dry sound in his throat Hke an ol d man.

"They're never quite stopped,"” he said. "Like this one. Ifs harm ess, now, but not really done
for. Later HH craw back, or get puttied back behind the m st over there—you'll see. Conme on."
He clinmbed over the barricade and | followed him

When we got to the gadget, it |ooked nore than ever Hke

an overlarge toy car—except that where the w ndows

shoul d be, there was a flat yeQow surface; and instead of

four ordinary-sized wheels with tires, the | ower halves of

somet hi ng Hke sixteen or eighteen snmall netal disks

showed t hrough the panel sealing the underbody. The

rocket had torn a huge hole in the gadget's side.

"Listen," said the nman, stooping over the bole. | came
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Tdose and listened nyself. There was a faint buzzing still going on down there soneplace inside it
"Who sends these things?** | said. "Or what sends thenf**

He shrugged.

"By the way," | said, "I'm Marc Despard." | held out ny hand.

He hesitat ed.

"Raynond Sanuel son, " he said.

I saw his hand jerk forward a Htle, men back again. Qutside of that, he ignored my offered hand;
and | let it drop. | guessed that he m ght not want to shake hands with a man he m ght |ater have
totry to kill; and | judged mat anyone who worried about a nicety |like that was not Ekety to
shoot ne in the back, at least, unless lie had to. At the sane time, there was no point in asking
for trouble by letting any nrisinrtftrsfandi ngs ari se.

"I'"'m Just on nmy way through to Omaha,** | said. "My wife's there, if she's still all right But |I'm
not going to drive right across that time change fine out there if |1've got a choke." | nodded at
the haze from which the gadget had conme. "Have you got any other roads |eading south or east from
t he town?"

"Yes," be said. He was frowning. "Did you say your wife was nere?"

"Yes," | answered. For the life of nme, | had neant to say "ex-wife," but ny tongue had slipped;
and it was not worm straightening the matter out now for soneone Hke Sanuel son

"Look," he said, "you don't have to go right away. Stop and have di nner.**

Stop and have di nner. Sonet hi ng about nmy nentioning ft wife had triggered off a hospitality reflex
in him The fanuiar, honely words he spoke seened as strange and out of place, here between the
enpty town and the haze that barred the | andscape to our right, as the wecked gadget at our feet.
"AH right," | said.

W, went back, over the barricade and down to the panel truck. | called to the |eopard and the girl
to come out, and introduced themto Sanuel son. H s eyes wi dened at the sight of the |eopard; but
they opened even nore at the sight of the gui behind the big cat-
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"I caU the leopard 'Sunday/ ** | said. "H e guTs never told ne her nane."

| put out my band and Sunday stepped forward, flattening his ears and ni bbing his head up under ny
palmwi th a sound that was |ike a whinper of pleasure.

**| canme across himjust after a time change had swept die area where he was,"” | said. "He was
still in shock when |I first touched him and now |I've got his soul in pawn, or sonething |ike
that. You've seen how aninmals act, if you get themright after a change, before they conme all the
way back to being thensel ves?"

Sanmuef eon shook his head. He was | ooking at me now with some di strust and suspicion

"That*s too bad," | said. "Maybe you'll take ny word for it, then. He's perfectly safe as long as
I'"maround."

| petted Sunday. Sanuel son | ooked at the girl.

"Hello," he said, smling at her. But she sinply stared back w thout answering. She would do
anything | set her to doing, but | had never been able to make her seem conscious of herself. The
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straight, dark hair hangi ng down around her shoul ders always had a wild | ook; and even the shirt
and jeans she was wearing | ooked as if they did not bel ong on her.

They were the best of avail abl e choices, though, | had put her into a dress once, shortly after
had found her; and the effect had been pitiful. She had | ooked |ike a caricature of a young girl
in that dress.

"She doesn't talk," | said. M canme across her a couple of days after |I found the | eopard, about
two hundred niles south. The | eopard was about where the M nneapo-fis-St Paul area used to be. It
could have come froma zoo. The girl was just wandering along the road. No telling where she cane
from"

"Poor kid," said Sanuel son. He evidently neant it; and | began to think it even nore unlikely that
he woul d shoot ne in (he back

W went to bis house, one block off Main Street, for dinner

"What about the—whatever-you-can-then?" | asked. "What if one cones while you aren't there to stop
it?"

The buzzers," he said. "No, Hke |I told you, they don't run on schedule, but after one's cone by,
if s at least six and a half hours before the next one. It's ny guess there's
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* some kind of automatic factory behind the mist nere, mat takes mat kng to nake a new one."
Sanuel son's house turned out to be one of those tall, ornate, |late-nineteenth century hones you
still see in small towns. Two stories and an attic with a wide screen porch in front and lilac
bushes growi ng aH al ong one side of it The roons inside were small, dark and hi gh-ccalinged, with
too nmuch furniture for their flborspace. He had rigged a gas notor and a water tank to the well m
his basenent that had formerly been run by an el ectric punp; and he had found an old, black, wood-
burning stove to block up in one corner of this spacious kitchen. The furniture was cl ean of dust
and in order.

He gave us the closest thing to a normal neal mat Fd eaten—er the girt had, undoubtedl y—since the
time stormfirst hit Earth. | knew k had affected all the Barm by ms time; not just the little
part west of the Geat |lakes in Norm Arerica, where | was. | carried a good all-bands portable
radi o al ong and, once in a whfle, picked up a fragment of a broadcast from sonewhere. The
continuity—er discontinuity—tnes dividing the time areas usually bl ocked off radio. But sonmetines
t hi ngs came through. Hawaii, evidently, was unique in hardly having been touched, and Fd
occasionally heard bits of shortwave fromas far away as Greece. Not that | |istened nuch. There
was nothing | could do for ne people broadcasting, any nore man there was anything they could do
for ne.

I told Samuel son about this whfle he was fixing dinner, and he said he had run into the sane thing
with bomthe shortwave and | ong-wave radi os- he had set up. W agreed that the stormwas not over.
"We've only had the one tine change here in Saul sburg, though," he said. "Every so often, 111 ace
a line of change noving across country off on the horizon, or gta“fog still for a whfle out nere;
but so far, none's cone this way."

"Where did all the people go, mat were in this placer | asked.

Hi s face changed, all at once.

"I don't know," he said. Then he bent over the biscuit dough he was maki ng, so mat his face was
hi dden away fromnme. **! had to drive over to Peppard—that*s the
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next town. | drove and drove and couldn't find it. | began to think | was sick or crazy, so
turned the car around and drove hone. Wien | got back here, it was |ike you see it now. "

It was dear he did not want to talk about it But 1 could guess sonme of what he had lost fromthe
house. It had been lived in by nmore than one adult, and several children. There were a wonan's
overshoes in the front closet, toys in a box in one corner of the living room and three bicycles
in good condition in the garage.

"What did you do for a living?" he asked ne after a noment

"I was retired,** | said.

He frowned over that, too. So I told himabout nyself. The tine stormhad done nothing in nmy case
to leave ne with things | did not want to tal k about, except for the matter of Swannee, down in
Oraha; and sonmehow | was perfectly conforted and sure that she and that city had cone through the
ti me storm changes unharmed, though | had heard no radi o broadcasts fromthere.

M started investing in the stock narket when | was nineteen," | said, "before | was even out of
college, | struck it lucky." Luck, of course, had nothing to do with it; but | had found I could
not tell people that Because the word "stocks" was involved, it had to be hick, not hard research
and har der - headed deci si on-maki ng, that hint nade noney for me. "Then | used what | had to take
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over a conpany that nade trailers and snowmbiles; and that did all right I'd be there yet, but |
had a heart attack."

Samuel son' s eyebrows went up

"A heart attackr he said. "You're pretty young for sonmething like that."

"I was damed young," | said. "I was twenty-four.**

| discovered suddenly that | had been wong about not having things | did not want to tal k about |
did not want to tell himabout ny heart attack. He | ooked too nmuch tike a man who'd never had a
sick day in his life.

"Anyway," | said, "ny doctor told nme to take H easy and | ose wei ght That was two yean ago. So
sold out, set up a trust to support nme, and bought a place up in the woods of northern M nnesot a,
beyond El y—f you know fhet state. | got back in shape, and |'ve been fine ever since; until the
time stormhit three weeks ago."

TI VE STORM
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T "Yes," he said.

The food was ready, so | helped himcarry it into the dining roomand we all ate there; even
Sunday, curled up in a corner. | had thought Sanmuel son m ght object to ny bringing the | eopard
into his house, but he had not

Afterwards, we sat on his screened porch at the front of the house, with the thick |eaves of tile
sugar maple in the yard screening us fromthe western sun. It was after six by ny watch, but now
in mdsumer, there were at | east another three hours of light |eft Samuel son had some honenade
white wi ne which was not bad. It was not very good either, but the town was apparently a dry town;
and of course, he had not left it since he had first conme back here and found his people gone.
"How about the girl?" he asked nme, when he first poured the wine into water gl asses.

"Way notr | said. "W may be aU dead—her included —tonorrow, if the wong sort of time change
catches us."

So he gave her a glass. But she only took a small sip, then put it down on the floor of the porch
by her chair. After a bit while Samuel son and | tal ked, she got out of the chair itself and sat
down on the floor where she could put an arm around Sunday, who was |ying there, dozing. CQutside
of raising a lazy eyebrow when he fett the weight of her arm the |leopard paid no attention. It
was amazi ng what he would stand from her, sonetines.

"What is itr Sanuel son asked ne, after we'd been talking for a while about how things used to be
"I mean—where did it cone fronP**

He was tal king about the tinme storm

"I dont know," | said. "FH bet nobody does. But Fve got a theory."

"What *s that?" He was | ooking at ne closely in the shadow of the porch. Alittle evening breeze
stirred the lilac bushes into scraping their upper branches against the side of the house.

"I think it*s just what we're calling ft," | said. "A storm Sone sort of stormin space that the

whol e world ran into, the sane way you could be out driving in your car and run into a
thunderstorm Only in this case, instead of wind and rain, thunder and lightning, we get these

tinme changes, like ripples noving across the surface of tile world, with everything getting noved
either forward or back in tinme. Werever a change passes over them"
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**How about here?" he asked. "The town's just where tt was before. Only the people ..
He trailed off.

"How do you know?" | said. "Maybe the area right around here was noved forward just a year, say,
or even a nonth. That wouldn't be enough to nake any change in the buildings and streets you could
notice, but it mght have been beyond the point where everybody living here, for some reason

deci ded to get out"

"Why T

"Those buzzers, as you call them" | said. "Seeing one of themcone at the town would be pretty
good reason to ne to get out, if | was soneone living here."

i e shook his head.

"Not everybody," he said, "Not without |eaving some kind of message."

| gave up. If he did not want reasonabl e expl anations, there was no point in nmy forcing themon
hi m

TeQ ne," be said, after we had sat there without talking for a while, "do you think God had
sonmething to dowithitr

So mat was his hang-up. That was why he stayed here, day after day, defending a town with no
people in it That was why he had carefully adapted the well in the basenent to the new conditions
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and set up a wood stove so dial he could give a regular neal at a nonent's notice to a conplete
famly, if they should return unexpectedly, showing op at the front door, tired and hungry. |
wanted to tell himneither God nor human had ever changed tilings nuch for me; but now that | knew
what his question nmeant to him | could not doit Al at once | felt the pain in him-and |I found
mysel f suddenly angry that soneone | did not even know should be able to export his troubles to
me, like that It was true | had |lost no**"i>gj not Mce him Still....

"Who can tell?" | said, standing up. "We'd better be going."

He stood up also, quickly. Before he was on his feet, Sunday was on his, and that brought the girl
scranbl i ng upri ght

"You coul d stay here overnight,'* he said.

| shook ny head.

"You don't want to drive in the dark," he went on

TI ME STORM 17 7T **No," | said. "But 1'd like to get some nfles under our belt before
quitting for the day. I'manxious to get to my wife."

| led the leopard and the girl out to the panel, which | bad driven over and now stood in his
driveway. | opened the door on the driver's side, and the other two got in, crawing back into the
body. | waited until they were settled, then got in nyself and was about to back out, when

Sanuel son, who had gone in the house instead of following us to the truck, cane out again, alnost
shyly, with a pair of |arge paper grocery sacks. He pushed themin through the open w ndow at ny
left.

"Here," he said. There's some food you could use. | put in a bottle of the wine, too."

Thanks. " | put the two sacks on the enpty front seat beside ne. He | ooked past nme, back into the
body of the van, where the girl and the | eopard were already curled up, ready for sleep

*Tve got everything, you know," he said. "Everything you could want There's not hing she could
use—l ot hes, or anyt hi ng?"

"Sunday's the only thing she wants," | said. "As long as she's got him there's nothing eke she
cares about"”

"Well, goodby then," he said.

"So |ong."

| backed out into the street and drove off. In the side-viewmrror | could see himwalk into the
street hinself so that he could | ook after us and wave. | turned a corner two bl ocks down and the
houses shut himfrom vi ew.

He had given nme a filling station map earner, with a route marked in pencil, that led me to the

south edge of the city and out at last on a two-1lane asphalt road rising and di ppi ng over the

|l and, with open, farners* fields on either side. The fields had all been planted that spring; and
as | drove along | was surrounded by acres of corn and wheat and peas no one would ever harvest or
use. The sky-high wall of haze that was the tine change line, holding its position just outside of
Samuel son's town, now to the left and behind us, grew snaller as | drove the van away fromthere
In a car we were pretty safe, according to what | had |learned so far. These tinme lines were |ike

Il engths of rod, rolling across the | andscape; but as | say, | had yet to
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encounter any that seened to travel at nore than thirty mles an hour. It was not hard to get away
fromthemas long as you could stick to a road

| had been keeping ny eyes open for sonething in the way of an aHterrain vehicle, but with
adequate speed. Something like a Land Rover that could nake good tine on the roads but could al so
cut across open country, if necessary. But so far | had not found anything.

| becane aware that the engine of the van was roaring furiously under the hood. | was belting us
al ong the enpty asphalt road at nearly seventy miles an hour. There was no need for anything |ike
that It was both safer and easier on the gas consunption to travel at about forty or forty-five;
and now and then gas was not easily available, just when the tank ran low. It was true |I had four
spare five-gallon cans-full* [ashed to the luggage carrier on the van's roof. But that was for

real energencies.

Besi des, none of the three of us had anything that urgent to run to—»or away from | throttled
down to forty nmCes an hour, wondering how | had let my speed creep up in the first place.

Hum of course, | realized why. | had been letting Sanudson's feelings get to ne. Wiy should | cry
for hint? He was as crazy fromthe loss of his fanmily as the girl was—er Sunday. But he had really
wanted us to stay the night, hi that huge house of his fromwhich his fam |y had di sappeared; and

it would have been a kindness to himif we had stayed. Only, | could not take the chance. Sonetine
in the night he night change suddenly fromthe man who was desperate for conpany to a nman who
thought that |, or all of us, had sonething to do with whatever it was that had taken his people
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away from him
I could not trust his nomentary sanity. Samuel son had talked for a while |like a sane man; but he

was still soneone sitting in a deserted town, shooting rockets fun of high explosives at cut-size
toys that attacked at regular intervals. No one in that position could be conpletely sane.

Besi des, insanity was part of things, now Sunday was the definitive exanple. | could have cut the
| eopard's throat, and he would have licked ny hand as | was doing it. The girl was in no better
ment al condition. Samuel son, |like them was caught in this cosmc joke that had over-
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‘"taken the world we knew-so he was insane too, by definition. There was no other possibility.

Whi ch of course, | thought, following the idea to its |ogical conclusion, as | drove into the
increasing twilight, neant that | had to be insane, too. The idea was al nost |aughable. | felt

perfectly sane. But just as | had not trusted Saruel son, if | were him or anyone el se | ooking at
me fromthe outside as | drove across the country with a | eopard and a speechless girl for

conmpani ons, | would not trust myself. | would have been afraid that there could be a madness hi e
too, that would overtake nme sonetine, suddenly and w thout warning. O course, that was al
nonsense. | put the ridiculous thought out of ny head.

5

Wien the red flush of the sunset above the horizon to our right began to grow narrow and dark, and
stars were dearly visible in the clear sky to the east, | pulled the van off the road into a
confortabl e spot under some cot-tonwood trees growing down in a little dip between two hills and
set up canp. It was so warmthat | had the tent flaps tied all the way back. | lay there | ooking

out at the stars, seemng to nove deeper and deeper hi the night sky, becom ng nore and nore

i mportant and nmeki ng the earth under nme feel nore like a chip of matter lost in the universe.

But | could not sleep. That had happened to ne a lot, lately. | wanted to get up and go sit
outside the tent by nyself, with my back to the trunk of one of the cottonwoods. But if | did,
Sunday woul d get up and come out with ne; and then the girl would get up and foll ow Sunday. It was
a chain reaction. Atag-end of a line fromny previous tw years of steady reading, during ny
hermt-1like existence above Ely, cane back to me. Privatum commtoaum pubUco cettit—private
advantage yields to public.** | decided to |ie there and tough it out

What | had to tough out was the replaying in ny head of all the things that had happened. | had
al rost forgotten, until now, ny last sumer in high school when | started teaching nyself to read
Latin because | had just |earned how powerfully it underlays all our English | anguage. Underl ays
and outdoes. "Bow long, O Cataline, will you abuse our patience?* Good, but not in the sane bal

game with the thunder of old Ccero' s original: "Quo usque, Catilina, abutere patienta nostra?”
After the sweep of the first tine change that | thought waa ny second heart attack cone to take ne
for good
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this time—after | had found I was not dead, or even hurt—there had been the squirrel, frozen in
shock. The little gray body had been relaxed hi ny hands when | picked it up; the small forepaws
had clung to ny fingers. It had followed ne after that for at least the first three days, when
finally decided to wal k south fromnmy cabin and reach a city called Ely, that turned out to be no
| onger there. | had not understood then that what | had done to the squirrel was what later | was
to do to Sunday —be with h when it came out of shock, nmaking it totally dependent on me * ...

Then, a week or so later, there had been the log cabin and the man in | eggi ngs, the transpl anted
Vi ki ng or whoever, who | thought was just anyone cutting firewood with his shirt off, until he saw
me, hooked the axe over his shoulder as if holstering it, and started wal king toward ne....

| was into it again. | was really starting to replay tin whol e sequence, whether | wanted to or
not; and | could not endure that, lying trapped in this tent with two other bodies. | had to get
out | got to nmy feet as quietly as | could. Sunday lifted bis head, but | hissed at bin between ny
teeth so angrily that he lay down again. The girt only stirred in her sleep and nade a little

noi se in her throat, one hand flung out to touch the fur of Sunday's back

So | nade it outside without themafter all, into the open air where | could breathe; and | sat
down with ny back agai nst the rugged, soft bark of one of the big cottonwoods. Overhead the sky
was perfectly dear and the stars were everywhere. The air was still and warm very transparent and
dean. | |eaned the back of my head against the tree trunk and let nmy mental nachinery go. It was
sinmply sonething | was stuck w th—-had al ways been stuck with, all nmy lifetine.

Well, perhaps not all Before the age of seven or eight tilings had been different But by the tinme
I was that old, |I had begun to recognize that | was on ny own—and needed no one el se.

My father had been a cipher as far back as | could remenber. If soneone were to tell ne that he
had never actually realized he had two children, | would be inclined to believe it Certainly | had
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seen himforget us even when we were before his eyes, in the sane roomw th him He had been the
director of the Walter H Mannheimprivate library in St Paul; and he was a harni ess

22

TI VE STORM

man—a bookworm But he was no use either to ne or nmy' younger sister as a parent.

My not her was sonething else. To begin with, she was beautiful. Yes | know, every child thinks
that about its nother. But | had i ndependent testinony froma nunber of other people; particularly
a long tine of nen, other than ny father, who not only thought so, also, but told ny nother so,
when | was there to overhear them

However, nost of that cane later. Before ny sister was born ny nother was ny whole famly, by
herself. W used to play ganes together, she and |I. Also, she sang and talked to ne and told ne
stories endlessly. But then, after ny sister was born, things began to change. Not at once, of
course. It was not until Beth was old enough to run around that the alteration in my nother became
clearly visible. I now mnk that she had counted on Beth's birth to do sonething for her marriage;
and it had not done so.

At any rate, fromthat tine on, she began to forget us. Not that | blamed her for it She had
forgotten our rather | ong since—+n fact, there was nothing there to forget But now she began to
forget us as well. Not all of the tine, to start with; but we came to know when she was about to
start forgetting because she woul d show up one day with some new, tall man we had never seen, who
snelted of cigars and al cohol

When this first started happening, it was the beginning of ft bad time for ne. I was too young
then to accept it and I wanted to fight whatever was taking her away fromne; but there was
nothing there with which | could cone to grips. It was only as if a glass w ndow had suddenly been
rolled up between her and nme; and no matter how | shouted or pounded on its transparent surface,
she did not hear. Still, | kept on trying to fight it for several years, during which she began to
stay away for longer and |longer periods—all with nmy father's sQnt consent, or at least with no
obj ections from him

It was at the dose of those years that ny fight finally cane to an end. | did not give up, because
I could not; but the time cane when ny nother disappeared conpletely. She went away on one | ast
trip and never cane back. So at last | was able to stop struggling; and as a result | cane to the
first great discovery of nmy Iife, which was that nobody ever really | oved anyone. There was a
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vu3dt-ln instinct when you were young that nade yon m nk you needed a nother; and another built-in
instinct in that nother to pay attention to you. But as you got ol der you discovered your parents
were only other humanly selfish people, in conpetition with you for fife's pleasures; and your
parents cane to realize that this chfld of theirs that was you was not so uni que and wonderfu
after all, but only a small savage with whom they were burdened. Wien | understood this at |ast,
began to see how knowing it gave nme a great advantage over everyone el se; because | realized then
that life was not love, as ny nother had told me it was when | was very young, but conpetition

—fighting; and, knowing this, | was now set free to give aD ny attention to what really nmattered
So, fromthat nonent on | becane a fighter without match, a fighter nothing could stop

It was not quite that sudden and conpl ete a change, of course. | still had, and probably al ways
woul d have, absent-nmi nded monents when | would still react to other people out of ny early

training, as if it mattered to ne whether they lived or died. |Indeed, after mnmy nother disappeared
for good, there was a period of several years in which Beth clung to ne—quite naturally, of

course, because | was all she had—and | responded unthinkingly with the false affection reflex.

But in time she too grew up and went | ooking sonewhere else for attention; and | becane conpletely
free.

It was a freedom so great | saw nost people could not even conceive of it Wien | was still |ess
than hatf-grown, adults would remark on how strong-ninded | was. They tal ked of how | would nake
my mark in die world. | used to want to |augh, hearing them say that, because .anything el se was
unt hi nkable. | not only had every intention of leaving ny mark on the world; | intended to put ny

brand on it and turn it into ny own personal property; and | had no doubt | could do it Free as
was of the |love delusion that blinkered all the rest of them there was nothing to stop ne; and
had al ready found out that | would go on trying for what | wanted as long as it was there for ne
to get

I had found that out when | had fought ny nother's withdrawal fromus, | had not been able to stop
struggling against that until it had finally sunk in on me that she was gone |or good. Up unti

that time | had not been able

24

TI VE STORM

file:/lIF|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (10 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:02 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

to accept the fact she nmight |leave us. My nmind sinply refused to give up on her. It would keep
goi ng over and over the available data or evidence, with near-idiot, unending patience, searching
for sone crack in the problem like a rat chewing at a steel plate across the bottomof a granary
door. A steel plate could wear down a rat's teeth; but he would only rest a while to | et them grow
again, and then go back once nore to chewi ng, until one day he would wear his way through to where
the grain was. So it was with me. Pure reflex kept the rat chewing tike that; and, as far as | was
concerned, it was a pure reflex that kept nmy m nd comi ng back and back to a problemuntil it found
a sol ution.

There was only one way to turn it off, one | had never found out how to control. That was if
sonehow t he knowl edge nmanaged to filter through to ne that the answer | sought woul d have no
useful ness after | found it Wen that happened—as when | finally realized ny nother was gone for
good—there would be an al nost audible dick in my mnd, and the whole process would bl ank out It
was as if the reflex suddenly went dead. But that did not happen often; and it was certainly not
happeni ng now.

The problemny mind would not give up on at the nonent was the question of what bad happened to
the world. My head kept replaying aQ its avail abl e evidence, fromthe nonent of ny collapse in the
cabin near Duluth to the present trying for one solid, explainable picture that would pul

everyt hing together

Sitting now under the tree, in the shade of a newrisen quarter noon and staring up at the star-
bright sky of sunmer, | went clear back to reliving ny college days, to the paper | had witten on
the nethods of charting stocks, followed by the theoretical investnents, then the actua

i nvestments, then the penthouse suite in the Bellecourt Towers, hotel service twenty-four hours a
day, and the reputation for being sone sort of young financial w zard. Then ny cashing out and
buyi ng into Snownan, Inc., ny three years as president of that conpany, while snownpbile and notor
home sales clinbed up off the watt chart—and nmy marriage to Swannee.

| had never blanmed Swannee a bit for what had happened. It nust have been as irritating to her aft
it would have been to me to have soneone hanging on to her the
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* way | ended up doing. The way | had decided to get married in the first place was that | had
gotten tired of living in the penthouse apartnent | wanted a real house, and found one. An
architecturally nodern, ranbling building with five bedroons, on about twenty acres of land with

its own small |ake. And of course, once | had decided to have a house, | realized what | really
needed was a wife to go along with it. And I |ooked around a bit and married Swannee. She was not
as beautiful as nmy nother, but she was close to it Tall, with a superb body and a sort of gol den-

custard colored hair, very fine, that she wore long and which fl oated around her shoulders like a
cl oud.

By education she had been headed for being a | awyer; but her instincts for work were not all that
strong. In spite of the fact that she had done well acadenically in [ aw school, she had never
taken her bar exans and was, nt fact, working as a sort of ornamental |egal assistant to a firm of

corporation attorneys down in St Paul, | think she was glad to give up the pretense of going to
the office every day and sinply take over as ny wife. She was, in fact, ideal fromny standpoint |
had no fflusioas about her. | had buried those with the nenories of ny nother years before. So
had not asked her to be any nore than she was; ornanental, good hi bed, and able to do the
relatively easy job of managing tins home of mine. | nmink, in fact we had an ideal marriage—ntil
| spoiled It

As | said, occasionally |I would becone absent-m nded and respond as if other people really
mattered to nme. Apparently | made the nmigfaAg of doing this with Swannee; because little by tittle
she drifted off from nme, began di sappearing on short trips alnost as nmy nother had done, and then
one day she told me she wanted a divorce and | eft

| was di sappoi nted, but of course, not nuch nore than mat; and | decided that trying to have an
ordinary, live-in wife had been a mi stake hi the first place. | now had all ny time to devote to
work, and for the next year | did just that Right up to the nonent of ny first heart attack

At twenty-four. God damm ft, no one should have to have a heart attack after only twenty-four
years in this worldl Bat again there was nmy rat-reflex mnd chew ng
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away at that problem too, until it broke through to a way out | cashed in and set up a living
trust to support me in style forever, if necessary; and | went up to the cabin to |ive and make
nmysel f heal t hy again.

Two years of that—and then the bl ackout, the squirrel, the trek south, the nan with the axe ..
and Sunday.
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I had al nost shot Sunday hi the first second | saw him before | realized that he was hi the sane
sort of trance the squirrel had been in. W ran into each other about twenty nmiles or so south of
the Twin Cities, in an area where they had started to put together a really good nodern zoo—ene in
whi ch the ani nal » wandered about al nbst wi thout restriction; and the people visiting were noved
through wire tunnels and cages to see the creatures in sonething like their natural, wild, free
states.

But there was no zoo |eft when | got there; only half-tinbered country. A tinme change |ine had
moved t hrough, taking out about three niles of highway. The ground was rough, but dry and open.
coaxed the panel truck across it in |low gear, picking as level a route as | could and doing al
right, until | got one rear wheel down into a hole and had to jack it up to get traction again

| needed sonething firmto rest the jack base on. | walked into a little patch of woods nearby

| ooking for a piece of fallen tree linb the right size, and hteralty stunbled over a | eopard.

He was crouched | ow on the ground, head twisted a fittle sideways and | ooking up as if cringing
fromsomething | arge mat was about to attack him Like the squirrel, he was unnoving in that
position when | wal ked into hi mthe tinme stormthat had taken out the road and caught bun as well,
nmust have passed only mnutes previously. Wien | stubbed ny toe on his soft flank, he cane out of
his trance and | ooked at nme. | junped back and jerked up the rifle | had had the sense to carry
with ne.

But he stepped forward and rubbed al ong the side of ny upper leg, purring, 90 much tike an

over grown househol d pussycat that | could not have brought nyself to shoot him even if | had had

the sense to do so. He was a |l arge young mal e, weighing a hundred and forty pounds when | |ater
managed to coax himonto a bathroom scale in an abandoned hardware store. He rubbed by ne, turned
and canme back to slide up along ny other side, licking at
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* my hands where they held the rifle. And fromthen on, like it or not, | had Sunday.

| had puzzled about him and the squirrel, a nunber of times since. The closest |I had cone to
satisfying ny search for what had made them react as they had, was that being caught by a tine
change jarred anything living right back to its infancy. After | first cane to in the cabi n—wen,
| had generally avoi ded thinking about that For one thing | had a job to dean myself up. But | do

remenber that first, terrible feeling of hel pl essness and abandonnent —Ilike a very young child
|l ost hi a woods from which he knows he can never find his way out. |If someone had turned up then
to hold nmy hand, | mght have reacted just like the squirrel or the |eopard.

Then there had been our neeting —Sunday's and mne —with the girt That had been a different
kettle of fish. For one thing, evidently she had passed the point of initial recovery from being
caught in a tinme change; but equally evidently, the experience —or sonething just before the
experi ence —had hit her a great deal nore severely than my experience with the time change had
done.

But about this tinme, the stars started to swmslowy in a circular dance, and | fell asleep

I woke with the sun in ny eyes, feeling hot and itchy all over. It was a bright cloudl ess day, at

| east a couple of hours old, since dawn; evidently the tree had shaded ne fromthe sun's waki ng ne
earlier.

Sunday lay curled within the open entrance to the tent; but he was all alone. The girl was gone.

6

My first reaction, out of that old, false, early training of nmne, was to worry. Then commpn sense
returned. It would only be a relief, as far as | was concerned, to have her gone; with her fits of
wi t hdrawal and her pestering Sunday until he, in turn, becane a bot her.

Damm it, | thought, let her go.

But then it occurred to ne that sonething mght have happened to her. It was open country al
around us here, except for a screen of young popple, beyond which there was a small creek. | went
down t hrough the popple and | ooked across the creek, up over a swelling expanse of meadow lifting
to a near horizon maybe three hundred yards off. There was nothing to be seen. | went down to took

at the creek itself, the edges of which were nuddy and nmarshy, and found her footprints in soft
earth, going toward the water. A little further, one of her shoes was stuck in the nud and
abandoned.

The creek was shall ow—no nore than knee deep for sonmeone her size. | waded across, picked up the
shoe, located her tracks in the nud on the far side and saw them joi ned by two other sets of
footprints. Bare feet, larger than hers. 1 began to feel cold and hot inside at the sane tine.

I went back to the tent, strapped on the belt with the bol stered revol ver and took the carbine.
The carbine held thirteen shells and it was semi-automatic. My first thought was of follow ng the
tracks up the hill; and then | realized that this would be nmore likely to alert whoever the other
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two people had been than if | drove. If they saw ne coning in the panel, they might figure Fd
given up the girl and left her. If they saw me coning on foot, particu-
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larfy with Sunday, they wouldn't have nuch choice but to think | was chasing her down.

| packed the gear. It would be hard to replace, maybe; end there was no guarantee we'd be comni ng
back nmis way again. Then | got into the panel, letting Sunday up on the seat beside nme for once,
but making himlie down out of sight fromoutside. |I pulled out on the highway and headed up the
road parallel to the way | had | ast seen the footprints going.

We did not have far to go. Just up and over the rise mat bel onged to the neadow across the creek
| saw a trailer canp with sone sort of large building up in front of all the trailers. No one had
cut the grass in the canp for a long time, but there were figures noving about the trailers. |
drove up to the building in front There were a couple of dusty gas punps nere, and a cheerfully

grinning, skinny, little old man in coveralls too big for himcane oat of the building as

st opped,

"H," he said, coming up within about four feet of Sunday's side of the car and squinting across
t hrough the open wi ndow at nme. "Want sone gas?"

"No thanks," | said. "I'mlooking for a girl A girl about fourteen, fifteen years old with dark

hai r and doesn't tal k. Have you seen—

**Noper he chirped. "Want sone gas?"

Gas was something yon had to scrounge for these days. | was suddenly very interested in him
"Yes," | said. "I think FU have sone gas. And..."

| let my voice trail off into silence. He cane closer, cocking his left ear at ne.

"What* d y*8»yr He stuck his bead in the wi ndow aad cane face to face with Sunday, only inches
bet ween them He stopped, perfectly still.

"That's Tight," | said. "Don't nove or make a sound, now. And don't try to run. The | eopard can
catch you before you can take three steps.** He didnt know that Sunday woul d never have understood
inamnllion years any conmand | m ght have given to chase soneone.

| jerked my thunb at the back of the panel Sunday understood that He turned and | eaped into the
back, out of the right hand seat in one flowi ng novenent The old man's eyes followed him | slid
over into the right hand seat
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"Now,*1 | said, "turn around. G ve ne roomto open the door."

He did. | opened the door on that tide of the panel a crack. The baggy coverall on his back was

only inches away. Vertically in the center of the back, about belt level, was a tear or cut about
eight inches long. |I reached in through it and closed ny hand on pretty nuch what | expected. A
handgun—a five-chanber .22 revolver—stuck in a belt around his wai st under the coveralls.

"All right," | said, picking up the carbine and getting out of the panel behind him "Walk
strai ght ahead of ne. Act ordinary and don't try to run. The leopard will be with me; and if |
don't get you, he will Now, where's the girl? Keep your voice down when you answer."

"Bub- bu-bu—:" the old man stanmmered. Sounds, nothing understandable. Plainly, as his repeated

of fer of gas had shown, whoever lived in this canp had chosen one of their less bright citizens to
stand out front and make the place | ook harniess.

"Cone on, Sunday," | said.

The | eopard cane. W followed the old nman across the drive, past the punps. The |arge building

| ooked not only dosed, but abandoned. Darkness was behind its wi ndows, and spider webs hung over

the cracked white paint of its door frane. | poked the old man with the carbine nuzzle, directing
himaround the right end of the building and back into the canp. | was expecting to be junped or
fired at, at any second. But nothi ng happened. Wen | got around the end of die building, | saw

why. They were all at the party.

God knows, they night have been normal people once. But what | saw now were sonewhere between
starvi ng savages and starving aninmals. They were nostly | ate adol escents, rib-skinny every one of
them nale and fenal e alike barefoot bel ow the ragged cuff-edges of the jeans they wore and naked
above the wai stband. Everyone of them as well, was striped and marked with bl ack paint oa face
and body. They were gathered, maybe thirty or forty of them in an open space before the rows of
trailers began. It mght have been a stretch of show |lawn, or a voUeyball court, once. At the end
of it, tied to a sort of X of planks set upright and surrounded by burnable trash, paper and bits
of wood, was the girlL

Whet her she bad cone there wflHngly, | do not know
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%It is not beyond the bounds of possibility that she had finally despaired of ever having Sunday
| ove her; and when she net those two other pairs of feet by the creek, she had gone off of her own
free will with them But she was terrified now Her eyes were enornous, and her mouth was
stretched wide in a screamthat she could not bring forth.

| poked the old man with the gun nuzzle and wal ked in anong them | saw no weapons; but it stood
to reason they must have sonething nore than the revolver that had been hidden on the old man. The
back of my neck prickled; but on the spur of the nonent the best thing I could think of was to put
a bold front on it, and maybe we could just all wal k out of here—the girl, Sunday and |—wth no
troubl e.

They said not a word, they did not nove as | wal ked through them And then, when | was | ess than a
dozen feet fromtile girl, she finally got that scream out of her

"Lookout T

For a part of a second | was so stunned to hear her otter sonething understandable that | only
stared. Then it registered on ne that she was | ooki ng over ny shoul der at sonething behind nme. |
spun around, dropping on one knee instinctively and bringing up the carbine to ny shoul der

There were two of them Ilying on the roof of the house with either rifles or shotguns—+ had no
time to decide which. They were just like the others, except for their firearms. The girl's shriek
must have startled themas nuch as it had nme, because they were sinply lying there, staring down
at me with their weapons forgotten

But it was not them| bad to worry about, anyway, because—+ have no idea from where—die crowd |
had j ust passed had since produced bows and arrows; perhaps a bow for every five or six of them
so that half a dozen of themwere already fitting arrows to their strings as | turned-1 started
firing.

| shot the two on the roof first, w thout flunking—which was pure foolishness, the reflex of a
man brought up to dunk of firearns as deadly, but of arrows as playthi ngs—because the two on the
roof did not even have their guns ainmed, and by die time Fd fired at diema couple of arrows had
al ready whistled by nme. They were target arrows, |acking barbed hunting heads, but none-
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thel ess deadly for that The rest of the ones being ained would certainly not all have m ssed me—f
it had not been for Sunday.

There was nothing of the Lassie-dog-to-the-rescue about Sunday. The situation was entirely beyond
his understanding; and if the two on the roof or the bow wi el ders had shot ne quickly and quietly
enough, probably be would nerely have sniffed sadly at ne as | lay on the ground and wondered why
| had stopped noving. But the girl had screaned—and | mnust suddenly have reeked of the body
chenical s rel eased by fear and fury—-so Sunday operated by instinct

x If I was frightened, he was frightened, too. And in wild flningia, as in nan hinself once he is
broken down to it, fear and fury are die sane thing. Sunday attacked the only fear-naking cause in
vi ew—the group of archers and their friends before us; and they found t hensel ves suddenly facing a
wild, snarling, pinwbeel-of-kmes that was a hundred and forty pound nenber of the cat fanmily gone
ber serk.

They ran fromhim O course they ran. AH but three or four that were too badly clawed or bitten
to get away. | bad plenty of tine and freedomto get the girl untied fromthe planks and start to
| ead her out of the dealing. By that tine Sunday was off in one corner of the open space, daintily
toying, with one hooked claw, at a bleeding, npbaning figure that was trying to craw away from
him It was a little sickening; but so was what they had planned for the girl. |I called the

| eopard. He came—f reluctantly—and foll owed us back to the truck. W got out of there.

Half a nmile down the highway |.had to pull over to the <boul der and stop the car, again. Sunday

was still prickly fromdie adrenaline of the battle. He wanted to Ue in die back of the panel all
alone and lick his fur. The girl, rebuffed by him was suddenly sick. | hel ped her out of the car
and held her head until it was over. Then | got her back into the front seat of the car, curled up

there with a bl anket over her
They were going to EAT ne," she whispered, when | covered her up

ft was the second tine she had spoken, and an in one day. | |ooked at her, but her eyes were
squeezed shut | could not tell if she had been talking to me, or only to
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* herself. | got the panel noving again and |l et her sleep. That evening when we canped, | tried

talking to her nyself. But she had gone back to being dunb. She woul d neither speak nor | ook at
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me. Foolishly, | even found nyself feeling disappointed—even a little hurt at that But of course
that was just the wong-headed early training at work in me again. | had been feeling good over
the fact that she was com ng out of her nental prison—as if that really nattered, one way or

anot her.

The next day we headed south by west again. It was a bright, hot day, and | was feeling good. W
had gotten off the asphalt on to a stretch of superhighway, and there was no one to be seen—not
even anything on the road as inconsequential as an abandoned car. W were naking good tune; and
Sanuel son had helped ne to fix nyself on the map. W were cl ose enough to the location of Oraha-
that barring unforeseen delays along the road, we would reach it by sunset Wen noon cane, |
picked a ranp and pulled off the freeway—ust to be on the safe side in case soneone unfriendly
shoul d be cruising it about the tine we were having | unch—and found a patch of shade under sone

| arge, scraggly-linmbed trees | could not identify.

W had hardly glinpsed the nmistwafl of a time change all norning—and the few we had seen had been
far off, so far off that in the bright daylight it was inpossible to tell whether they were
standing still or moving. But obviously one had passed by where we were sonetinme since the storns
started. About four hundred yards front the exit ranp of the highway the cross road ended abruptly
in a clunp of tall nop-headed palns, the kind you find Iining the street boulevards in Los

Angel es.

The pal ms and the big scraggly-linbed trees signalled mat we were into a different time-changed
territory than we bad been earlier. Now that | stopped to notice it for sonme time there had been a
different kind of danpness to the air than that which cones from m dwestern, mdsumrer hum dity.
The softness of the atnosphere was nore |ike that of a seacoast; and the few white clouds that
nmoved overhead seened to hang | ow and opulent in the sky, the way they do in Florida, instead of
bei ng high and distant like piled up castles, as they are in tenperate zone mid-continental skies
during the warm nont hs.

ft was a bint, | thought, to be on our guard agai nst
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strange conpany. As far as | had been able to deternine, it was only everything bel ow the ani nal

| evel that got changed by the tine storns when they passed. | had begun to add up sone evidence in

what | saw to teach the conclusion that nuch of what | canme across was several hundred, if not
several thousand, years forward fromny own original time. There was sone evidence of extensive
st orm damage and geol ogi cal change, followed by considered reforestation in a majority of the

| andscapes | noved through. There must have been nassive loss of |life in nbost areas at the sane
tinme or another, which accounted for the scarcity of nbst warm bl ooded creatures, except for
birds. Certainty topography and vegetati on changed when a tine |ine passed; and | had noticed fish
in |lakes that had not been | akes before the tine change. But just where on the scale of life the
dividing tine was drawn, | had no idea. It would pay to be watchfuL If, for exanple, snakes were
bel ow the dividing fine, then we m ght suddenly encounter poisonous varieties in latitudes or
areas where such varieties had never existed before.

| spent part of the lunch hour trying to get the girl to talk; but she was back at being voicel ess
again. | kept chattering to her, though, partly out of stubbornness and partly out of the idea
that if ane had | oosened up once, she could again; and the nore | tried to wear down the barrier
bet ween us, possibly, the sooner she woul d.

When we were done with lunch, we buried the tin cans and die paper. The girl and | ate a tot of
canned stuff, which made neals easy; and | had fallen into the habit of feeding Sunday on canned
dog food or any other neat that could be found. He al so hunted occasionally as we went al ong. But
he woul d never go very far fromnme to do it, and this restricted what he could catch. W buried
our trash fust in case sone one or sonething mght find the renains and take a notion to trail us.
We got back in the panel truck and headed once nore down the superhi ghway.

But it was exactly as if stopping to eat |lunch had changed our luck. Wthin five mtes the
super hi ghway di sappeared—eut off by sonme past tinme stormline. It ended in a neat lip of concrete
hanging thirty feet in die air with nothing in the shape of a road bel ow or beyond it but sandy
mus, covered with cactus and scraggly trees.
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1 had to backtrack two mles to find an exit ranp that | ed down on to a road that appeared to keep
going off at an angle as far as | could see. It was asphalt, |ike nost of the roads we had been

travelling earlier, but it was not in as good shape as the ones that had ted us through
Sarauel son's snmall town and past the trailer canp. It was narrower, high-crowned, and weedy al ong
the edges. | hesitated because, although the road angled exactly in the direction | wanted to go,
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there was sonething about ft that filled ne with uneasiness. | sinply did not like the look of it.
Here and there sand had bl own across it, a snudge of gold on black—but not to any depth that woul d
sl ow down the panel truck. Still, | slowed on ny own and cruised at no nore than thirty mles an

hour, keeping nmy eyes open

The road seened to run on w thout end, which did nothing to allay that uneasiness of nine. There
was sonething about it that was unfamiliar—ot of any recognizable tine—n spite of the fact that
it looked |like a backwoods road anywhere. The sandy hfl bcapes follow ng us on either side were
alien, too, as if they had been transported froma desert somewhere and set down here. Also, it
was getting hotter and the hum dity was worse.

| stopped the panel, finally, to do a nore precise job of estinmating our position on the nmap than
| could do while driving. According to the conpass | had nmounted on the instrunent panel on our
vehicle, the asphalt road had been running al nbst exactly due west; and the outskirts of Oraha
shoul d be I ess than twenty miles southwest of us.

As | ong as we had been on the superhighway, | had not worried; because a road |ike that, obviously
belonging to our original twentieth century time, had to be beaded toward the nearest |arge
city—which bad to be Ormha. Just as on the asphalt road at first | had not worried either, because
it headed so nearly in the direction | wanted to go.

But it was stretching out now to the point where | began to worry that it would carry me to the
north and past the city, without letting ne catch sight of it Certainly, by this tune we had gone
far enough to intersect sonme other roads beading south and into the nmetropolitan area, But we had
crossed no other road. For that matter, we had come across nothing else that indicated a city

near by.
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no railroad tracks, no isolated houses, no fences, no suburban devel opments in the bull dozer stage
of construction. ... | was uneasy.

Layi ng out the road map on the hood of the car, | traced our route to the superhighway, traced the
superhighway to what | believed to be the exit by which we had cone down off it, and along the
road that exit tied into-headed west The road was nere; but according to the map, | ess than a
dozen miles farner on, it ran through a snmall town called Leeder; and we had come twenty niles

wi t hout seeing as nuch as a road sign.

I went through the whole thing twice nore, checked the conpass and traced out our route, and
checked the odoneter on the panel to see how far we'd cone since |eaving the superhi ghway—and t he
results came out die sane. W had to be bypassing Onaha to the north.

I got back in the truck and started travelling again, driving slowy. | told nyself Fd give nyself
another five mles without a crossroad before turning back. | drove them and then another five.
But | saw no crossroad. Nothing. Only the narrow, negtected-|ooking strip of asphalt which | ooked
as if it might continue unchanged around to the Pacific Ocean.

| stopped the panel again, got out and wal ked off the road to check the surface of the ground to
the south. | wal ked back and forth and stanped a few tunes. The surface was sandy, but hard—easuy
solid enough to bear the weight of the pane! truck; and the vegetation was scattered enough so nat
there would be no trouble driving through it Up until now | had been very careful not to get off
the roads, for fear of a breakdown of the truck which would strand us a distance from any hope of
easily finding another vehicle. On foot we would be at the nercy of the first noving tinme storm
wal | that came toward us.

But we were so close now-we were just a fewmles away "fromgetting back to normal life. | could
see Swan-nee in ny mnd s eye so dearly that she was alnost |ike a mrage superinposed on the

sem desert | andscape around us. She had to be there, waiting for ne. Something inside nme was stil
positive, beyond all argument, that Omaha bad survived; and that along with it Swannee had
survived in the sanity of a portion of the world as it had been before the tinme storm In fact ny
m nd had toyed a
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% nunber of tinmes with the idea that since Omha, |like Hawaii, had survived, it might nean there
nm ght be many ot her enclaves of safety; and the fact that there were such enclaves woul d nean
there was a way of beating the time storm by applying to all other places the special conditions
or whatever unusual elenents had kept these enclaves protected.

In those enclaves she and | could still |lead the reasonable and normal |life we could have had
before the tine stormhit; and somehow | felt sure that the experience of the tinme stormwould
have strai ghtened her out on what had gone wong between us before. Tinme would have brought her to
the realization that it was sinply an old reflex on ny part that had nade ne act |ike soneone
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literally in love with her. A so, she would know how tough life could be outside the enclaves |like
the one she now fived in—er even there, for that matter. She would nave a new appreciati on of what
I could do for her, hi the way of taking care of her. In fact, the nore | thought, the nore
confident I was mat by this tinme she would be ready to indulge these little enotional |apses of
mne. Al | bad to do was find her and tilings would go wel L

—But mat was sonmething to think about when there was tinme to think about ft. The big question now
was—shoul d | take the panel cross-country, south, away fromthe road, to find a highway or street
that would bring ne to the city?

There was really no argunent about it | got Sunday and the girl back into the panel +they had

foll owed ne outside and wandered after ne as | stanped on the ground to nake sure it would not bog
down the panel —men we got back in the truck, turned off the asphalt and headed due south by the
conpass.

It was not bad driving at all. | had to slow down to about five to ten niles an hour; and | kept
the panel in second gear, occasionally having to shift down to low on the hflb, but generally
finding it easy going. It was all up and down, a roller coaster-type of going for about nine-
tenths of a mle; and then suddenly we canme up over a rise and | ooked down on a | akeshore.

It was just a strip of whitish-brown, sandy beach. But file shallow, rather stagnant-I|ooking water
beyond the beach stretched out as far as | could see and out of sight right and left as wellL
Evidently the time storm had noved
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this whole ana into the northwest of the nmetropolitan area, pretty well bl ocking off access from
that direction. The problem for nme now was—whi ch way woul d be the shortest way round die | ake?

Ri ght or left?

It was a toss-up. | squinted in both directions but for sone reason, just while | bad been
standi ng there, a haze of some sort seenmed to have noved in, so that | could not see far out on
the water in any direction. Finally I chose to go to the right, because |I thought | sawa little
dar kness through the haze upon the sun-glare off the water and sand in that direction. | turned
the nose of the truck and we got going.

H e beach was al nbst as good as a paved road to drive on. It was flat and firm Apparently, the
wat er adjoining it began to shelve nore sharply as we went along, for it lost its stagnant,
shal | ow appearance and began to devel op quite a respectable surf. There was an onshore w nd

bl owi ng; but it helped the heat and the humidity only a tittle. W kept driving.

As | watched the mles add up on the truck's odoneter, | began gradually to regret not trying in
the other direction. Ceariy, | had picked the |long way around this body of water, because | ooking
ahead | could still see no end to it Wen the snmall, clicking figures of the odoneter rolled up
past the twelve nile mark, | braked the truck to a halt, turned around and headed back

As | said, the beach was good driving. |I pushed our speed up to about forty, and it was not |ong
before we were back at the point where we had first cone across tile |l ake. | kept pounding al ong;
and shortly | made out sonething op ahead. The dazzle of sunlight fromthe water seened to have
gotten hi ny eyes so that | could not nmake out exactly what it was—sonething ti ke a handkerchi ef -
sized island with a tree, or a large raft with a diving tower out hi the water, just a little way
fromthe beach. But there were the black silhouettes of two-1egged figures on the sand there.
could stop to get sone directions, and we could still be pulling into Swannee's driveway in tine
for dinner.

The dazzl e-effect on nmy eyes got worse as the panel got dose to the figures; and the gutter of
sunl i ght through the w ndshield was not hel ping. | blinked, and blinked again. | should have

t hought to pick up sone dark gl asses and keep themin the glove conpartnent of the pane

TI ME STORM

39

"for situations tike this—but | just bad not expected to run into water-glare like this. | rmnust
have been no nore than thirty or forty feet fromthe figures by the time I finally braked the
panel to a stop and junped out of it on to the sand, blinking to get the windshield-glitter out of
the way between us—and | still could not see themclearly. There were at |east half a dozen of
them on the beach, and | saw nore out on the raft or whatever it was.

| started toward them

"Heyl" 1 said. "I'"'mlost. Can you put nme on the road to Oraha? | want to get to Byerly Park
there.”
The figures did not answer. | was within a few steps of nemnow. | stopped, closed ny eyes and

shook nmy head violently. Then | opened ny eyes again.
For the first tine | saw nemclearly. They had two | egs apiece all right; but that was the only
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t hi ng peopl e-1ike about them As far as | could see, they wore no clothes; and |I could .have sworn
they were covered with greenish-gold scales. Heavy, lizard-like features w th un-btinking dark
eyes stared directly into ny face.

| stared back at them Then | turned and | ooked out at the raft and beyond. Al around were the
beach and di e water—othing nore. And finally, finally, the truth cane crashing in on ne.

There was too nuch water. There was no way Omaha could still exist out there beyond the waves.

had been wong all the time. | had been footing nyself, hugging to my mind an inpossible hope, as
if it was the fixed center of the universe.

Omaha was gone. Gone conpletely. Swannee was gone. Like so many other things, she had been taken
away forever. | had lost her for good, just as | had |ost ny nother..

The sun, which had been high overhead, seened to swi ng hal fway around the sky before ny eyes and
turn blood red. The water seemed to go black as ink and swirl up an around ne and the watching
lizard-humans. My mind felt as if it was cracking wi de open; and everything spun about ne tike
Iiquid going down a dram sucking water and beach and all, including me, away down into sone place
that was ugly and frightening.

ft was the end of the world. | had been intending to survive anything for Swannee's sake; but al
the tine she had al ready been gone. She and Omaha had probably
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been lost in the first nmoment after the time stormhit Fromthen on, there had only been the
illusion of her In ny sick mind. | had been as insane as Sanuel son, after all The crazy cat, the
idiot girl and I —we had been three |l oonies together. |I had flattered nyself that the mstwalls
were all outside ne; but now |l could feel them breaching the walls of ny skull, moving inside ne,
wi pi ng cl ean and destroying everything over which they passed. | had a fant and di stant inpression
of hearing nyself howling |like a chained dog; and of strong hands holding me. But this, too,
swiftly faded away, into a conplete and utter nothingness....

7

Hi e world was rocking gently underneath ne. No ... it was not the world, it was the raft rocking
Waki ng, | began to renenber that there had been nonents of clarity before this. But they had been
sel dom Most of the tine | had been in a world in which | bad found Swannee—but a changed
Swannee—after all; and we had settled down in an Omaha untouched by the time storm Bin; slowy,
mat world had begun to wear thin; and nore and nore often there had been nmonments when | was not in
Omaha but here, seeing the raft and the rest of it fromny present position. Now, there was no
doubt which world I lived in.

So | was back for good. | could feel that; along with a grim aching hunger in ny belly. For the
first time | began to wonder where the raft was going, and to worry about Sunday and the girL

| 1 ooked around, identifying things fromthe hazy periods earlier. It was a beautiful, clear day
at sea, or at whatever equivalent of a sea it was upon which we were afloat A few inches fromny
nose were saplings, tree branches or what-have-you* that had been woven into a sort of cage about
me. Beyond the cage, there was a little distance—perhaps ten feet—ef open |log surface to an edge
of the raft, studded with the ever-sprouting twigs that tried to grow fromthe raft |ogs, though
these bad been neatly and recently bitten off for this day. Beyond the togs was the restlessly
heavi ng surface of the gray-blue water, stretching away to the curve of the horizon

I rolled over and | ooked out in the opposite direction, through another cage-side of |oosely woven
withes, at the rest of the raft

It was about a hundred or so feet in length. At one 41
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end was a stand of + had to call them"trees" for want of any better name—their thick-Ieaved,

al rost furry-1ook* ing tops taking advantage of whatever breeze was blowing to push the raft al ong
before it. Around their base grew the carefully cultivated stand of shoots from which nmy cage, and
just about everything else the |izard-people seened to nake with their hands, had been
construct ed.

Behi nd the trees and the shoots were a couple of other cages holding the girl and Sunday, plus a
pUe of shells and stones that apparently had some value for the lizards. They | ooked all right
They were both perhaps a little thinner; but they seened lively enough; and, in fact, the girl was
| ooki ng brighter and nore in charge of herself than | could ever remenber seeing her. From her
cage on back, except for piles of assorted nibble and junk—everything fromsand itself to what

| ooked |i ke a heap of furs—were the various nmenbers of the crew. | found nyself calling thema
crew for lack of a better term For all | knew, nobst of them nmay have been passengers. O perhaps
they were all nenbers of one fanmily; there was DO way of telling.
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But in any case, there were thirty or forty of them nobst sinply lying on their bellies or sides,
absolutely still in the sunlight, but with dark eyes open and heads up, not as if they were

sl eeping. The few on then* feet were noving about aimessly. There were only four who seened to
have any occupation. One was an individual who was working his way down the far side of the raft
on all fours, delicately biting off the newly sprouted twigs fromthe |ogs of the raft as he went,
and three onen at the rear of the raft These three were hol ding the heavy shaft of a great
steering oar, which evidently gave the raft what little directional purpose it could have while
floating before the w nd.

In the very center of the raft back about twenty feet fromny cage, was a roughly square hole in
the | ogs, exposing a sort of small interior swiming pool of the sane water that was all around
us. For several ninutes, | stared at the hole, puzzled. The sight of it triggered off a naggi ng
feeling in the back of ny mind, as of sonething that ought to be renmenbered, but which

annoyi ngly, refused to surface fromthe unconscious. Sonething half-rural Wf fromone or nore
monents of earlier tenporary return to rationality. As | watched, one of the recunbent
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> fizard-people got up, wal ked over to the pool and stepped into it He splashed down out of sight
and stayed invisible for what nmust have been at |east four or five mnutes before his head bobbed
to the surface nonentarily, and then he disappeared again.

There were several nore splashes. A few of the others had joined himin the pool | watched the
water there for a while, but the |izard-people stayed mainly below the surface. After about
fifteen mnutes or so, one of themclinbed back out and | ay down on the bare | ogs once nore,
scales wet and glistening in the sun.

Fromny earlier brief nonents of sanity, | remenbered seeing a |ot of this swi nmng pool activity,
but without speculating about it Now that my mind was back in nmy head for good, the old reflex in
me to gnaw away at answers | did not have went to work. The nost obvi ous reason for their
continual plunges was to keep the outside of their bodies reasonably danp. They had the | ook of a
water-living race; either one which had evolved in the sea, or whatever we were on, or humans who
had returned to an aquatic environment If it was the latter, then it could be that this part of
the earth had been noved very far into the past or future indeed, either far enough back to find
the great Nebraska sea—that shall ow ocean that had occupied the interior of the North American
continent in the Perm an period, or far enough into the future to find a tine when that sea had
been geol ogically recreated,

A shift that for forward would have given tine for humans to deevol ve and nake a genetic shift to
the formof these who had captured us. | studied them

I had not really | ooked closely at them before, but nowthat | did so, | could see clearly nat
there were, indeed, two sexes aboard, and that the fenal es had a manmal i an breast

devel opnent —al t hough this was barely percepti bl e.

The genitals of both sexes were all but hidden in a heavy horizontal fold of skin descending from
the lower belly into the crotch; but what | could see of these external organs was al so manmal i an,
even hunan-1like, in appearance. So it | ooked strongly as if a far futureward devel opnent of this
area under the time storminfluence was a good guess.

Qutside of the slight bodily differences, the sex of the
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i ndi vi dual creatures around us seenmed to nake little difference in the ordinary conduct of their
daily lives. | saw no signs of sexual response between individual s—ao sign even of sexua

awar eness. Perhaps they had a season for such things, and this was not it

They were clearly used to spending a good share of their time in water; and that perhaps expl ai ned
their periodic dunkings in the raft pooL It could be that they were |ike dol phins who needed to be
wetted down if they were out of water for any length of tine.

It seened strange to me, though, that they should go to flie trouble of cutting a hole in the
center of their raft, rather than just dunking thensel ves over one of the edges, if that was their
reason for getting in the water. | was nulling this strangeness over, when sonething | had been

| ooki ng at suddenly registered on ne as an entirely different object fromwhat | had taken it to
be.

Everybody has had the experience of |ooking right at an object and taking it for sonething
entirely different fromwhat it realty is—until abruptly, the mnd clicks over and recognizes its
true nature. | had been staring absently at a sort of vertical plane projecting fromthe water

al ongside the raft and perhaps half a dozen feet off the edge, and nore or |ess hal f-wondering
what usefulness it had, when the object suddenly took on its true character, and nmy heart gave an
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unusual | y heavy thunp.
| had been allow ng the plane's apparent |ack of notion relative to the raft to deceive ne into

thinking it was a surface of wood, a pan of the raft itself. Abruptly, | recognized what it really
was— had seen enough of the sane things charter-fishing on ny vacations to South Anerica, back
when | still owned Snownan, Inc. What | was watching was a shark's fin, keeping pace with the raft

There was no mistaking that particular shape for the fin of a sailfish, a tarpon, or any other sea
deni zen. It was the dorsal of a shark—-but what a shark

If the fin was in proportion to the body beneath it, that body nust be half as long as this raft
Now that | saw it clearly for what it was, | could not inagine what had led ne to nmistake it for a
pl ane of wood. But now ny mind had clicked over and woul d not dick back. If nonsters |ike that
were about in these waters, no wonder the |izard-people wanted to do their sw nming inboard.
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On the other hand, it was odd . . . once one or nore of themwere in the water, the shark should
be able to get at themas easily underneath the raft as alongside it Unless there was sone reason
it would not go under the raft after them O did the lizard-people figure that by the tinme die
shark started under the raft, they would have tine to get back out of the pool and back up on top
of the logs of which it was built? Now, that was a good theory. On the other hand, | had seen no
evi dence of unusual haste in those getting out of the poo

Was it possible that in the water the |izard-people could outswimthe shark? That did not seem

i kely, although obviously, our captors were at home in the water, and obviously, they were built
for swimm ng. They were thick-bodied and thick-1inbed, their el bows and knees bent slightly so
that they stood in a perpetual crouch; and both their hands and feet were webbed to near the ends
of their fingers and toes. They | ooked to be very powerful, physically, conpared to a human, and
those teeth of theirs were al nost shark-standard in thensel ves; although none of them were much
more than five feet tall. But in relation to a shark that size, the strength of any one of them
woul d not be worth considering.

I was puzzling about these things, when a change cane in the schedule. One of the |izard people
approached the cage holding the girl and opened up sonme sort of trapdoor in one end of it The girl
crept out, as if she had been through tins before and knew the procedure, and, w thout hesitation
got up, wal ked to the pool, and junped in. She stayed there, holding onto an edge.

The sane |izard who had |l et her out was joined by another, and the two of them went over to the
cage of Sunday, who snarled as they approached. They paid no attention to himbut lifted up his
cage easily between them—evidently | had been right about their strength—carried it to the edge
of the pool and opened its end.

Sunday, however, showed none of the girl's willingness to | eave his cage for the water. But
evidently the lizards had encountered this problembefore. After a nonent's wait, one of them got
down into the pool, reached up with a scaly arm and pulled cage and Sunday under the surface with
hi m

For a nonent there was no sign of |eopard, cage, or lizard. Then the head of Sunday broke water in
t he exact
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center of die pool, snorting, and swinmng strongly. He swamdirectly to the edge of the pool by
the girl, craw ed out, and sat down in the sun to tick hinmself dry, |ooking as furious as only a
wet cat can |ook. The lizard rose behind him towi ng an enpty cage and clinbed out on the other

si de.

The two made no i mredi ate attenpt to recage him and | was still watching himwhen a sudden
squeaki ng sound behind ne nade nme turn ny head to |l ook. A door in the far end of ny own cage was
being lifted. | turned around and crawl ed out A lizard-nman was standing facing ne, and | caught a
sickish, if faint, reek of fish-snmell fromhimbefore | turned and went toward the pooL But at the
edge | stopped, |ooking once nore to ny right where the shark fin was still on patrolL

My escort picked nme up and dropped nme in the water. | came up sputtering, and grabbed hold of the
edge to haul nyself out. Then | saw the girl, still hanging on to a log, in the water near ne,

wat ching. Evidently, she considered it safe enough where we were.

| turned and tried to | ook down through the water; but the shadow of the trees at the front of the
raft was on it and made it too dark to see. | took a breath, stuck nmy head under the water and

| ooked about Then | saw why the shark was nothing to worry about when you were in the pool. The
underside of the raft was a tangle of tree-growth; either roots or saplings of the sane'sort 1
could see growing upwards fromthe top of the | ogs.

It was growh that had run wild, a veritable nightnmare jungle of straight and twi sted, vine-like
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I'inbs, some of mem alnost half as thick as the togs of the raft itself. The roots grew everywhere
but mtoward the pool area itself; until about fifteen feet down or so, they curved hi and cane
together in a mat, like the bottomof an underwater nest. | assuned the |izards kept the pool area
clear underwater by biting off the new suckers energing fromthe logs, as they did in the clean
areas topside. Plainly, even sonething the size of the shark conpanioning this raft could not get
at us through that tangle bel ow

So, the pool was safe territory after all. Not only that, it occurred to ne now, but the heavy
mass of vegetation underneath nust act as a sort of keel for the raft | pulled ny head back up out
of water and | ooked around in the air.
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. The girl was still hi the pool. Sunday was still out of it and licking his fur, undisturbed

The two lizards who had turned us out of our cages had wandered off and becone indi stinguishable

fromtheir conpanions. | wondered what would happen if | got out of the pool nyself. | did so—the
girl imtating ny action a second |ater—and found that nothi ng happened. The |izards ignored us.

I was startled suddenly to feel a hand slip into mne. | turned and it was the gut She had never

done anything like that before.

"What is ftT | asked.

She paid no attention to the words. She was already | eading ne toward the back of the raft |

foll owed al ong, puzzled, until a nagging sense of familiarity about our actions sprang an answer
out of ny hazy nenory of those earlier brief returns to consciousness. She was | eading ne

—+the two of us conpletely ignored by the lizards—+o the back edge of the raft; and the back edge
was what was available to us by way of sanitary conveni ences on tins voyage. Apparently, while

had been out of ny head, she had acquired the responsibility of |eading nme back there to relieve
nysel f, after each periodic dip in the pool

When this menory emerged, | put on the brakes. She and | had been living under pretty dose
conditions fromthe noment we had net But now that ny whs were back in my skull, | preferred at
least the illusion of privacy in matters of elimnation. After tugging at me vainly for a white,
she gave up and went on by herself. | turned back to the pool

Sunday was nearly dry now, and once nore on good terns with the world. When | got back to the poo
edge, he got up fromwhere he was |ying and wound around mny | egs, purring. | patted his head and
sat down on the logs to mink. After an unsuccessful -because | wouldn't let him-attenpt to craw
into ny lap, he gave up, |lay down beside ne and conprom sed by dropping his head on ny knee. The
head of a full-grown |eopard is not a fight matter; but better the head than all of him | stroked
his fur to keep hi mwhere he was; and he closed his eyes, runbling in sheer bliss at ny giving him
this nuch attention.

After alittle whfle the ghi cane back, and I went off to the back of the raft by nyself, warning
her sternly to
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stay where she was, when she once nore tried to acconpany ne. She | ooked worried, but stayed. Wen
| cane back, she was |ying down with her armflung across Sunday's back and was back to her
customary pattern of acting as if |I did not even exi st

| sat down on the other side of Sunday, to keep himaquiet, and tried to think. | had not gotten
very far, however, when a couple of the Iizards showed up. The girl rose neekly and craw ed back
into her cage. | took the hint and went back into mne. Sunday, of course, showed no signs of

being so obliging: but die lizards handled himefficiently enough. They dropped a sort of clunsy
twig net over him twisted himup in it, and put net and afl in his cage. Left alone there, Sunday
struggl ed and squirned until he was free; and a little later a lizard, passing, reached casually
in through the bars of the cage, whisked the |oose net out and carried it off.

So, there | was, back in the cage—and it was only then that | realized that | was hungry and
thirsty. Above all, thirsty. | tried yelling to attract the attention of die |lizards, but they

ignored nme. | even tried calling to the girl for advice and hel p; but she was back to being as
unresponsive as the lizards. In the end, tired out, | went to sleep

| woke about sunset to the sound of ny cage being opened again. Before | knewit, | was being
dunped in die pool once nore. This tune, | got a taste of the water into which | had been thrown.

It was not ocean-salty—+t had a faint taste that could be a touch of bracki shness, but it was
clearly sweet enough for human consunption. K this was the Nebraska sea, it was open to the ocean
at its lower end. But as | renenbered reading, it had been very shallow, and like the Baltic in ny
time, this far north, in-flowing rivets and underground springs could have diluted it to nearly
fresh-water condition. | clinbed out of the pool and went to the side edge of the raft to drink
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just to avoid any contamination there night be in the pool. | could not renenber water tasting
quite so good.

I lay on the logs of the raft with nmy belly fun until the liquid began to disperse to the rest of
my dehydrated body, then got up and went |ooking for something to eat A quick tour of the raft
turned up coconuts, which | had no way of opening, sone green |eafy stuff which m ght
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or mght not be an edible vegetable, and a stack of bananas—apst of which were still green

I hel ped nyself to the ripest | could find, half expecting the lizards to stop me. But they paid
no attention. Wien | had taken care of ny appetite, | thought of the girl and took sonme back to
her.

She gave me one quick glance and | ooked away. But she took the bananas and ate them After she had
finished, she got up and went a little way away from ne and |lay down on her side, apparently
sticking her armright through the solid surface of die raft

I went over to her and saw that she had found a place where two adjoining | ogs gapped apart; and
her arm was now reachi ng down through the gap into die water and die tangle of growth bel ow

Sonet hi ng about her position as she lay there struck an odd note of famliarity. | straightened up
and | ooked around the raft. Sure enough, die |lizards who were |ying down were nearly all in just
di e position she had taken. Apparendy, they too had found holes in die raft

I wondered what sort of a gane she and they were playing. | even asked her—but of course | got no

answer. Then, just a few seconds |l ater she sat up, w thdrawi ng her armand hel d out her closed
fist to ne. When she opened it up, there was a small fish in die pal mof her hand—hardly bigger
than die average goldfish in a horme fishbowL

She held it out to me widi her head averted; but clearly she was offering it to me. Wen | did not
take it, she | ooked back at nme with sonmething hie a flash of anger on her face and tiirew die fish
away. It landed on die raft surface only inches from Sunday. The | eopard stretched out his neck to
reach it and eagerly licked it up.

The girl had gone back to her fishing. But whatever she caught next, she put in her own nouth.

Later on, she nade a nunber of trips to feed Sunday with what she caught Fun of curiosity, | went
| ooking for another gap in die logs, lay down and put ny eye to it
In die shadow under die raft | could at first see nodiing. But as ny vision adjusted, | |ooked

into die tangle of growh there and saw a veritable aquariumof small marine life. So this was how
die lizards provisioned diemselves. It was |like carrying a gane farm al ong wi di you on your
travels. The snmall fish and squid-tike creatures
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saw through the gap in the logs did not |ook all that appetizing to ne, at first glance. But after
ny third day on bananas, | found nyself eating themalong with the girl and the |izards—eating

them and what's nore, en* joying them Protein hunger can be a remarkably powerful conditioning
force.

Meanwhi | e—en the days that immediately foll owed—+ was trying to puzzle out a great nmany things,

i ncl udi ng why we had been brought along on the raft The nost obvi ous answer that canme to nme was
the one | liked least—that, |ike the bananas and the coconuts, we three represented a potentia
exotic addition to the ordinary lizard diet, a sort of special treat to be eaten later

| also toyed with the thought that we had been picked up as slaves, or as curiosities to be used
or traded off at sone later time. But this was hard to believe. The lizards were clearly an
extrenely primtive people, if they were a true people at all, and not sone sort of ant-like

soci ety operating on instinct rather than intelligence. They had shown no sign of having a spoken
| anguage; and so far | had not seen any of them using even stone tools to nake or do anything. The
extent of their technol ogy seemed to be the weaving of the nets and cages, the gathering of things
i ke coconuts (and the three of us) and the building of this raft; if, indeed, this raft had been
deliberately built, rather than being just grown to order, or chewed | cose from sone | arger mass
of vegetation of which it originally bad been a part

No, | was forgetting the steering oar. The next tine | was |let out of my cage, | went back to the
stern of the raft to look at it Wat | found was on a par with the rest of the raft The oar was
not so nuch an oar as a thinner tree trunk of the sane variety as those which nmade up the | ogs of
the raft It had no true blade. It was bare trunk down to the point where it entered the water, and
fromthere on, it was nop-like with a brush of untrimred growth. It was pivoted in a notch between
two logs of the raft, tied in place there with a great bundle of the sane flexible vine or plant
with which the Iizards had nmade the net they used to restrain Sunday. This tie broke several tines
a day, but each tine, it was patiently rewapped and reknotted by the nearby |izards.
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What ever their cultural |evel—+n fact, whether they had a culture or not—they had clearly
collected the three of
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us for their own purposes, not for ours. It struck ne that the sooner we got away fromthem the
better.

But here on a raft in the nmiddle of an unknown body of water, getting away was sonething easier to
i magi ne than do. For one thing, we would have to wait until we touched | and again; and there was
no telling when that would be. O was there? | puzzled over the question

It was hard to believe that the lizards could be trying to follow any specific route with their
clumsy sail of trees and their nop-ended steering oar. At best, | told nyself, they could only

i npose a slight angle on the path of then-drift before the wind. But, when | thought about nis
sone nore, it occurred to me that the wind had been blowi ng continually fromthe stern of the raft
with about the sane strength since | had gotten ny senses back. W were, of course, stiDin the
tenperate | atitudes of what had been the North Anerican continent, well above ne zone of any trade
wi nds. But, what if here on this body of water, current climatic conditions nmade for seasona

winds blowing in a certain direction? Say, for exanple, w nds that blew east in the sumer and
west in the winter, fromgenerally the same quarters of the conpass? Judgi ng by the sun, we were
now headed generally east Wth a continuous directional breeze tike that to rely on, even the
crude rig of this raft could follow a roughly regular route depending only on the season of the
year.

That evening | marked on one of the logs the angle of the sunset on the horizon to the

| ongitudinal axis of the raft, by cutting marks in one of the |ogs under ny cage with ny
pocketknife. It set alnost due astern of us, but a little to the north. The next norning | again
mar ked the angle of the sunrise—again, alittle to the normof our long axis. A check of the angle
of the steering oar confirned this. The three lizards holding it had it angled to guide the raft
slightly to the north froma true east-west line. It was not until then that | thought of checking
the stars.

So | did, as soon as they cane out nmat evening; but they were absolutely unfanmliar. | could not
recogni ze a single constellation. Not that | was very know edgabl e about astronony; but tike npst
people, | was normally able to pick out the Little and Big Dippers and find the pole star fromthe

Bi g Di pper. Such a difference in the patterns of the heavens | saw could only be strong evi-
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dence that a tine change bad noved this part of the world a | ong way fromthe present | had
known—either far into the future or far into the past

If so ... a new thought kindled in an odd back corner of ny m nd.

If it was indeed the Permian period, or a future one tike it, through which this raft was now
sailing, then one thing was highly likely. W were al nost surely noving along roughly parallel to
the northern shore of the inland sea since the beach where we had first run into the lizards had
to be that sane northern shore; and It now seened probable we had been hol ding a steady
northeasterly course ever since. | had seen a geol ogy textbook nap of the Great Nebraska Sea once,
years ago. It had shown the |and area of the southern and m ddl e states depressed, and that part
of the continent drowned, so that the @ulf of Mexico, in effect, filled nost of the |ower nmiddle
regi on of North America. That neant, alnost certainly, we should be running into | and again before
long. W were not, as | had originally feared, off on some endl ess voyage to nowhere, as we were
perfectly capable of being, while an endl ess supply of food swam underneath us and water al

around us that was drinkable.

The prospect of coming to | and again before too | ong neant we ought to at |east get a chance to

escape. | cheered up at the thought and, with i mmedi ate anxi eties out of the way, renenbered the
rest of what was still heavy in nmy mnd.

The insane belief | had had in the survival of Swaonee was, of course, still with nme, like the

m stwalU of a time change Iine in the. back of ny thought

But the rest of ny brain recognized it for the illusion it was. Evidently, while | had been out of
my head, what was |eft had bees coming to terms with this matter. | was now ready to adnit that

t here had been sonething nore than a lingering knee-jerk reflex of the affection response
operating in nme. The plain truth of the matter was that | had flipped over Swannee. Not only had
flipped, but I had done it after | married her, not before; and the thing that had driven her off
was the fact mat | had tried to change the rules of the gane after the ganme was started. | had | et
myself go with the idea that | |oved Swannee; and nade up in ny nind a conpletely inmaginary inage
of her as someone who was | ovabl e.
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O course she wasn't. She was an ordinary sel f-seeking human being tike all the rest of us, and
when she acted |i ke one and took off to escape ny trying to nake her into sonething she was not,
literally set out to work nyself to death, and al nbst succeeded with the heart attack

| suppose, in a way, | had never really let go of Swannee—even then. So that when the tine storm
bit* the one thing | could not accept was that it could have touched her in any way.

But | now had net &°d survived, the fact of her death. The madness, of course, was still back
there id the recesses of nmy mnd, and still virulent; but it was dying, and tinme would kill it off
entirely. Just as tinme had healed ny first sense of |oss when she bad gotten nmarried. Now that it
was dying, locked in nmy wooden cage nost of the tine and going nowhere, | had plenty of leisure to

begi n | ooking nore sanely at the world around ne. Qut of that | ook came a couple of recognitions
had been refusing to nake earlier. One was that we would have to work hard to survive on this raft
Sunday and the girl were not only thin, as | had noticed, but getting thinner. Sunday hinself
required tile equivalent of four pounds of neat a day to keep himalive. | needed about two
thousand cal ories, or nearly half that anount; and tiie girl, because she was not yet at her fun
growt h, probably the sane. W two, of course, could nake use of carbohydrates—i ke the bananas—as
well, as long as those lasted. But getting Sunday the equival ent of four pounds of protein daily

t hrough the cracks between the logs of the raft was inpossible; even with both the ghi and | doing
our best—which we did as soon as | realized what the situation was. The |izard-people showed no
interest at all in providing food for us. W would need to reach | and soon if we wanted to five.
The second recognition was that only a few people, relatively, had escaped the time change. A few
peopl e and a few ani mab. Apparently the changes had been tike great rakes that swept away nost of
the popul ation, but here and there let an individual tike ne, the ghi, or Sunday, slip through
their tines. Either that or some of us sinply were natural survivors—statistical inmmunes.

Whet her the greater number of the population of ny tine had been carried off to some other

conti nuum or
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destroyed by the suddenly changed conditions, there was DO telling. But one fact was beconi ng nore
apparent day by day—there was no reasonabl e hope of their ever coining back. The noving finger
wites...

I, and the ghi, and Sunday, along with a relative handful of others, possibly including these

i zard-people, were stuck with nmaki ng what we could out of the world as it now was. Wiat we had at
the present, of course, was chaos, with the tine fines still noving and different times com ng
into exi stence behind each of them But maybe if | was right about some of us being statistica

i munes, we would learn eventually to live with the Iines, passing fromzone to zone and becormi ng
a new civilization which took constant time changes for granted.

Unl ess, that is, there was sonme way of bringing the time changes to a haft....

Now, that was a new thought It exploded in nme silently, one night as | toy there os ny back

| ooki ng up through the bars of nmy cage at the unfamliar star-patterns, white the raft rocked
gently under nme. | lay there, turning it over and over in ny head, examning it That relentless
part of ny mind had fastened on the idea the second it energed, |like the jaws of a boa constrictor
on part of a prey the snake intended to swallow, and now | knew I could never let it go, until |
had succeeded with ft, or proved its inpossibility.

8

Ten nornings |later we saw hind, and by noon it was obvious we would reach it the sane day. | was
ready to blow kisses at it fromthe first second it had appeared |ike a dark smudge on the

hori zon. Try as the girl and |I might we could not keep the three of us properly fed with the snal
underraft wateriife; and | had lived with a sharp-toothed fear that we woul d have grown too weak
to try escaping by the tine our chance for it cane. Qur goal was a curving bay with a wi de beach
shelving gently down to it sone hills hazy in the background, and one or two |arge rocks or snall
rocky islands just beyond the nouth of tibe bay.

Shortly after noon the lizards fined up along the side of the raft facing the shark fin and began
toroll up tile vegetable-tike | eaves | bad seen and throw these small green balls at the shark
Where the balls of vegetable matter touched the water, a milky stain spread i medi ately and was
still spreading, 'fike the blossom ng of sone underwater flower, as the notion of the raft |eft
the spot behind us. As the lizards continued to pelt the water around the fin with the balls of
green stuff, a mlky rinme gradually gathered around the base of the fin itself.

Suddenly the fin noved, changed angle in the water and noved off rapidly until it was |ost from

si ght Looki ng back al ong the wake of the raft, | saw the shapes of small fish cone to the surface
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bel ly-up through the whitened water where the green stuff had fallen
So we half-drifted, half-steered at last into the bay w thout our overside conpanion. |In the bay

the water was as calmas a lake on a still day, and startiingly clear. | could | ook down at a
sandy, pl ant-and-sheU
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strewn bottom finally, that nust have been fifty feet bel ow, although it |ooked nuch shall ower.

I was able to estinate its true depth because the full extent of the growh on the underside of
the raft was now visibte; and it stretched down alnost as far, if not as far, as the trees that
were our "sail" stretched up fromthe deck of the raft. A good two hundred yards or nore fromthe
beach we grounded, the | owest extensions of the growth under our raft touching against the bottom
of the bay and stopping us from going further inshore.

The lizards i medi ately began diving for what seenmed to be sone sort of large shellfish. The
shells were a good foot in Iength, and when | picked up one of the first that was brought on
board, | was startled by the heaviness of It The whole thing nmust have wei ghed twenty pounds.

In the sun and the air, the shells soon opened of thenl own accord; and the lizards scooped the
interior creatures out and swaCowed them nore or |ess whole.

So did the girl, Sunday and nysel f. They were delicious; and we woul d have stuffed ourselves if |
had not stopped, and nade the girl stop, feeding herself as well as Sunday, for fear of intestina
upset in all of us after such a period of seni-starvation

But beyond a few mild stomach cranps an hour or so later, | had no bad effects, and the girl and
Sunday did not even seemto have mat So, | left themto eat or not as they w shed; and during the
next few days, we ate our persistent hunger out of existence through steady snackngon the
«hhiifljat| T

W were free to do this around the dock, because Sunday, the girl and | had been I et out of our
cages some tinme before we canme to anchor, so to speak; and since then, none of the fizards had
bothered to put us back in. As ny hunger dimnished, | began to think | ess of mat and nore about
escaping. | could stand on the edge of the raft and | ook at the sand of the beach. Only a couple
of hundred yards away, as | said; but it might as well have been a couple of hundred niles away.
There was no way to get ashore except to swimthere. And even if the ghi could, and Sunday woul d
make it through the water with nme, any one of the anphi bi ous-1ooking |izard-people could probably

l et us get nine-tenths of the way to the beach and still reach us in tine to bring us back before
we coul d wade ashore. They shot through
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the dear underwater |ike green rockets. But there had to be a way. It was bad enough to have to
figure out a way of escaping by nyself. The headache would cone hi bringing the girl and Sunday
safely with ne. But | could not |eave them behind. Neither one was able to survive alone. It had
to be the three of us, together

I was standing | ooking down into the water at them even envying themin a way, when sonething
like a swiftly nmoving dark shadow suddenly intruded on the scene; and all at once |izards were
literally |eaping out of the water back on to the surface of the raft Al but one. Down in the
transparent depths, that one was being swall owed. Either our original shark, or one just like it,
had j oi ned us; and once nore we had a deadly comnpani on al ongsi de.

The lizards stood on the deck and stared down at the shark. | did not blame them In the
beautifully clear water the huge sea predator |ooned tike a nuclear subnmarine. It was patrolling
the water about the raft now, in short runs and turns back and forth, as if inpatient for another
victim

| looked at the still-large pile of green vegetation on ne raft But none of the lizards made a
move toward it, and after a second |I realized why. Clearly the stuff, in water, was a potent

poi son. They could safely throw it overside when they were noving before a breeze, away fromthe
pl ace where the poison would linger. But here hi this bay, once the water was poi soned, they would
not be able to return soon to their diving for shellfish.

| waited. The shark stayed. The lizards waited. | funed. The shark's presence was one nore
obstacle in the way of escape for the girl, Sunday and nyself. At the same tune | was anazed at
the apparent hel pl essness of the lizards. | had assumed w thout thinking that they would have sone
kind of plan to deal with a situation of this sort But apparently not—dnl ess their techni que was
to sinmply wait out the shark, sit on the raft until it got tired and went away.

However, if it was the sane shark—er even of the sane breed and tenperanment as the shark that bad
dogged the raft earlier—t was not likely to | eave in any reasonable length of tine. The fin that
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had foll owed us earlier had been with us for days on end. The eerie pan of the whol e busi ness was

that there was
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no visible sign of an attenpt at consultation anong the lizards. Fromthe begi nning they had shown
no i ndi cation of having a spoken | anguage; and | had not been able to nmake out any other nethod of
signs or signalling they night be using between thensel ves. But | had al ways assuned that in some

way, if they had to, they could conmunicate with each other. Now it seemed they could not even do

that. A handful of them stood and watched the shark for a while; but eventually, all of them went

back to acting as if they were still out at sea, resting on the |logs, hunting between themin the
growt h under the raft in search of snmall marine |life to eat, and so on. The only sign nmat there
was anything at all unusual about the situation was die fact that still none of them cane to pot
us back in our cages.

Ni ght cane with no change. A day after that followed with the shark still waiting and the |izards
still an on the raft Around noon of the third day, however, sonething new began to happen

Just before the son was fun overhead, one of die lizards |ying near the edge of the raft, beyond
whi ch the shark was presently patrolling, got to his feet He stood facing down at the shark in the
wat er, and then he began to bounce as he stood, not nmoving his feet, but bending his knees
slightly so that he bobbed up and down |ike sonmeone on a diving board getting ready to dive.

Once started, he continued the bobbing steadily and with a sort of reflexive nonotony of pace. The
other lizards seenmed to be paying no attention to him but after perhaps half an hour, when

| ooked back over at where he was, after having ny attention el sewhere for a while, | saw that

anot her of the |izards, about ten feet fromhim was now also on his feet and bobbing. The two of
them mat ched their rhythnms precisely, rising and falling together as if the same invisible spring
was actuating them both.

An hour later, there were four of themon their feet and bobbing. Gadually, nore and nore of the
others joined themin silent, continuous nmovenment—dntil by md-afternoon all the lizards on the
ship were performng flie same soundl ess, f eet-in-place dance.

The shark, neanwhile, either having seen memon the edge of the raft, or—what is nore

| i kel y—having been attracted by the vibrations of their novenents through
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the I ogs and the water, was now patrolling in very short runs back and forth, alnmost within
touchi ng distance, it seenmed, of the raft edge.

Suddenly, as the shark passed, one of the lizard figures |eaped into the water upon its back

and all at once the air was fufl of lizards taking to the water.

I ran to the side of the raft and | ooked out—and down* The shark was already at the bottom of the
bay, nmoving rapidly away fromthe raft But the lizards were all over him Iike green-scal ed dogs
clinging to a bull. Their heavy jaws were tearing chunks out of the shark's incredibly tough hide;
and a filnmy cloud of blood was spreading through the underwater. Not nerely shark's bl ood, either
| saw the huge selachian catch a lizard inits jaws and literally divide himin half.

Then the whol e struggl e noved away out of ny sight, headed toward the open sea, as the shark
evidently followed its reflex to go for deeper water.

For sonme monents | sinply stood, staring—then the inplications of the situation exploded on ne. |
ran to the girl and grabbed her by the arm

"Cone on,** | said. "Cone on, now's our chancel W can get ashore now, while they're all gone.**
She did not answer. She only stared at ne. | |ooked over at Sunday. "Cone, Sundayf**

He cane. The girt came al so. She did not hang back; but oa tile other hand, she only let nme puQ
her toward the shoreside of the raft, which was its forward end.

"We've got to awi mfor the beachP" | shouted at her. "If you can't swim hang on to ne. You
under st and?"

| roared the last two word* at her as if she was deaf; but she only stared back at nme. She was not

hi nderi ng, but neither was she hel ping. The cold thought cane through nme that, once nore, | was
being put in a concerned situation. Wiy didn't | go off and | eave her—her and the | eopard both, if
it came to that? The inmportant thing was that | live, not that | save other people's lives.

But, you know, | could not Sonmehow, to go ashore by nyself and | eave both of nem here was

unt hi nkabl e. But she would have to do sonething nore than just stand there, not meking an active
effort to get ashore. | tried to tell her this; but it was at once like talking to soneone, who
was deaf and soneone who had gi ven up thinking.
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| was reaching the desperation point | was about to throw her bodily into the water when the first
of the lizards started conming back aboard the raft, and our chance to escape was past.

I gave up and turned back to watch themclinmb out of the water onto the | ogs. Those who had been
hurt were the first to return. They crawl ed back up into the sunlight, one by one, and dropped
down, to lie as still as if each of them had been knocked on the head.

Li zards kept comi ng back over the next half hour or so. The | ast dozen or so to come aboard had
been very badly bitten by the shark. Three of these later died, and the surviving lizards sinmply
pushed the bodi es overside. The tide took themout in the |ate afternoon, and in the norning they
were gone. There woul d be plenty of scavengers waiting for them

The lizards did not go i mmedi ately back to their shell-fishing when day broke the foll ow ng

nmorni ng. They had evidently won their battle with the |arge shark—+though ny guess was that it had
cost them at |east a dozen of their nunmber. But they seemed exhausted by the effort; and as the
sun rose, the dear water of the bay showed Itself to be full of small sharks, not nmore than two or

three feet long but dashing around madly as if still excited by the gore and torn nmeat of the day
before. Sunday, the girl and I were still uncaged; and | began to hope that, possibly, tiii* would
becone the permanent state of affairs. If so, | appreciated it; although of course, | could always

have cut nyself out of ny woven cage with ny pocket-knife and then freed the girl and Sunday.

I could not decide what was keeping the snaller sharks around us. There was nothing for themto
feed on that | could see. Then that night the first storm| had ever tnown to ruffle that sea bl ew
up, a heavy, tropical rainstormtype of atnospheric explosion; and | found out why they were stil
with us.

The wi nd began in tin afternoon, and the sky pfled up with white clouds which crowded together and
darkened until we had an early twilight. Then the breeze died and the water beneath us becane
viscid and heavy. The raft rocked, nibbing on the floor of the bay with its undergrowh, swayed by
a swell that cane in on us fromfar out on the airless water, even though we felt no wi nd where we
Wer e.
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Then lightning and thunder began to nicker and growl -high up in the clouds above us, but also far
out, over the open water. A new, cold breeze sprang up, blow ng shoreward* strengthening as the
dayl i ght faded; and the sound and activity of the stormgrew, approaching us and coining | ower,
closer toward the surface of die sea. As the last of the sun's illumnation went, leaving us in a
pitch darkness, the storm broke over us with its full power; and we ching in darkness to the now
heavily pitching and rolling raft

I had found a place to wedge nyself anong the trees of our "sail," with one armaround tile girl
and the other holding on to Sunday. The girl trenbled and shivered as the cold rai nwater poured
down on us; but the leopard took it stoically, pressing dose to nme but never noving. Around us,

al so wedged in anmong the trees, were sone of the lizards. Wiere the rest of themwere, | had no
idea. It was inpossible to see soneone in the total darkness unless they were right beside you. In
the total darkness, vision canme only in brief glinpses, every few seconds or so, when there would
be a crack of thunder and a vivid lightning flash that Iit up the whole surface of the raft,
streaming with the ramand phngng |ike a tethered horse as the black waves an around us tried to
drive us up on the beach, and the raft's undergrowth, grounded on the sand bel ow, resisted.

The lightning flashes were |ike explosions in the nmind. After the sudden brilliance of each was
gone, the scene it revealed would finger for a second on the retina and in the nmind before fading
out | got wild glinpses of the struggling raft—and w |l der gfinpsea of the waters of the bay, not
merely their surface but their depths, as sonmetinmes the raft heeled over to hold us in a position
staring alnost directly down into die heaving sea.

The water was alive with marine life of all kinds, visible in the |lightning flashes, dashing about
ina frenzy. | had wondered what had brought an the small sharks into the bay after the fight with
the big shark was over. Now I suddenly saw why. Like a great waterl ogged mass bunping and rolling
along the very floor of the bay, inpelled by tiie stormand by the fly-like swarmof smaller fish
tearing at its carcass, the huge shark, now dead, was with us again.

It could not have died at die time die |lizards abandoned

62 TI ME STORM

their fight with H or its skeleton would have been stripped dean |long before this. It nust have
survived, weakly fighting off the smaller nmenbers of its .own spedes who were ready to devour it
while it still lived, until just a few hours past when | oss of blood and strength had finally |et
it down into death.

Now, tike a dead nan returned to the scene of the crine, It was back with us, courtesy of the
stormand tiw onshore wind. A freak of that wind and stormwas bringing it back, not nerely into
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the bay, but right up aganmrt the roots of our raft itself. Cinging to the tree-trunks on either

side of me, looking down into the water with each flash of lightning. | was less than fifty feet
or so in a straight line fromwhere what was | eft of the carcass was being torn apart—ow, by
| arger sharks and other fish up to fifteen or twenty feet long, still small conpared to the sea

corpse, but big enough fromny point of view | fretted over their presence. Even if another
chance to escape should conme, with all the lizards off the raft, we could not hope to make the
swi m ashore in safety, through those swarnm ng shark jaws.

Then, suddenly, there was a lightning flash and the underwater scavengers were an gone. The half-
eaten body of the large shark lay rolling to the sea-di sturbance and the tearing it had just been

getting by its devourers, but nowit was alone on the floor of the bay. | bunked and waited for
the next flash. | could not believe what | saw.
Wth the next flash came enlightenment; and with it, an end to shark carcass, raft, l|izards, and

everything. The next glare showed the shark overshadowed by a shape tsrice its size—a dark- body,
i ke an underwater cloud. And it abo showed, out of the water and white against the black of the
waves, a gray-white tentacle as thick as a cable used to tie up a superliner. The tentacle was out
of the water. It stood erect in the air, like a telephone pole, twenty feet above the deck at the
far end of the raft A nonent |later the raft shuddered, as if to the bl ow of an unthinkably huge
axe, and the end where we were began to rise in the air.

Anot her flash of |ightning showed the great tentacle now gripping the whole far end of the raft
and pulling ft over, down into the waves.

There was no nore tine for waiting, nor any tine to
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talk the two of theminto coming with ne. | yelled in Sunday's ear to cone, pulled the girl after
me, and junped for the water. Its choking wetness closed over ny head; but | cane up still holding

on to the girl, and taking a sight on the beach with the next flash, began to swi m ashore.

I do not renenmber how | made it It seened | swam forever holding up the girl. But eventually the
wet bl ackness that enclosed us threw us forward into a bl ackness that had no substance, and a
split second | ater we sl amed agai nst hard, |evel sand. Even with nost of the breath knocked out

of me, | had the sense to crawl as nuch farther up the beach as | could, dragging the girl. Then
collapsed. | let nmyself drop on the beach, one hand still holding an armof the girl. The danp,
grainy surface beneath ne went soft as a mattress and | fell into sudden, deep sleep

I woke to daylight and warming air. The girl was only a few feet away. So was Sunday.
In the bay there was no sign of any raft, or anything, for that natter. W were as alone as if we

had been lost in the desert for weeks. | lay there, slowy letting our new situation becone rea
to ne.
W were free again, but wthout food, weapons, or transportation. In addition, | feft as if | had

been drawn through a whol e series of knotholes, one after another. By contrast, the girt and
Sunday | ooked as rested and cheerful as if the stormand afl the rest of it had never happened.
Well, their reactions were nothing to be surprised at, | told nyself, grunpily. | was twi ce the
age of the girl or nearly so and probably five tinme the age of Sunday. It didn't nmatter. By God,
the three of us had madeitl

The minute | tried to sit up, they noticed me. In a second they were all over ne. Sunday gave one
Urge leap to | and beside me and started to rub hinmself up against ny chest, knocking nme flat The
girl reached nme a split-second | ater and picked ne op

"Stop that," she scolded Sunday, out |oud, in actual and unexpected words. | was sitting up again
now, but her arms were still around me, her head against ny chest; and | got the strange

i mpression that she was hugging me. Thi» sort of response by the two of them nade ne

64

TI ME STORM

feel absurdly warminside; but when | tried to pat the girl on the head, she broke away at once,
scranbling to her feet, turning her back and wal king off a few steps. Sunday, purring loudly, was
doi ng bis best to knock me down again; but | was braced for him

| leaned heavily on his back with one armand pulled nmyself creakily to ny feet. Seen fromthe
shore, the place we had ended up had nuch less of the California | ook than the beach where we had
first run into the lizards. Back fromthe stretch of open sand were sone kind of pine-needle trees
with a northerly look and a tree like a willow, with fairly thick-standing grass in the open
spaces.

| patted Sunday oa the head and spoke to the girl's

back.

"We'd better |ook around,"” | said, hoarsely.
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| led the way and the other two followed. Behind the imrediate fringe of trees there was a smal |
bluff. W went up to the top of that and | ooked out at what seened to be a stretch of

m dcontinental prairie spottfly overgrown with clunps of trees. There were not quite enough trees
tocall it a forest and an alnpost total |ack of undergrowth. In the open patches it was mainly
hi gh grass, green and brown, with just an occasional, scattered, |one sapling or bush

Nowhere hi sight was there any sign of civilization

I stood on the top of the bluff and did sonme pondering. | did not like the sem -arid | ook of the
country before ne. W were on foot now, and we could survive wi thout food for a few days, if
necessary; but what | was | ooking at did not have the appearance of being either |ake or river
country, and drinking water was a constant need. Add to that the fact that we were now conpletely
unar med except for ny pocketknife; and it might not be just wild aninals we would have to worry
about encountering out there.

In the end, | decided against |eaving the only drinking water in view, which was the |ake. W went
east along the beach, the route in which the lizard raft had been headed anyway, for three days,
living off shellfish and whatever small creatures we could find hi the sand or shall ow water just
of fshore. Qur diet of small things fromthe underside of the raft had done ny sensibilities a
worl d of good in that area of diet | could now eat
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anything that didn't ook as if it would poison ne—and eat it raw at that. The girl was equally
open-m nded, | noticed; and as for Sunday, he had never had a probl em about the |ooks of his food
to begin wth.

The third day we hit the jackpot—well, a jackpot of sorts. It nust have been sonebody's | akeshore

home, on a | ake that had now becone part of the inland sea. There were no people in sight around
it, and no other |akeshore houses or cabins nearby. But this place nmust have cost sonmeone a good
deal of noney. It had a | arge house, with attached garage and a separate pole barn—that is, a type
of barn-size building, nade of netal roof and siding that were literally hung on wooden posts the
t hi ckness of tel ephone poles, set in the earth. It also had a dock and a boat A road that was
dirt, but well-graded and well-kept, |led fromthe house and the | ake away into the country beyond
the beach. The country here was treed thickly enough to be honestly called forested.

The hone | ooked as if it had been abandoned | ess than a week before. Sone of the food in the
refrigerator still |ooked edible; and the food in the |large, chest-type freezer in the double
garage woul d probably have been edible if the electric power had stayed on. W nust have crossed a
former mstwall |ine, sone way back; because this was the kind of trick the tine storm played. A
fewmles off, we had been several geologic ages in the past, here we were only in yesterday.
Tonorrow we night be in any future tune, | supposed. As it was, | trusted none of it But there was
a weal th of canned goods on shel ves—al so bottled goods. It gave me a peculiar feeling to mx
nyself a scotch and soda—even an icel ess scotch and soda—and sit sipping it in the overstaffed
chair of a carpeted living room

The only drawback to the place was that it had neither of the two things we needed nost-—weapons
and transport ~" car or truck hi which we could travel

| searched the place fromdock to driveway. There was not even a canoe in the boathouse. There
was, in the pole barn, a 1931 all-black Mddel A Ford roadster sonebody had been restoring; but it
was not in drivable condition, nor were there parts |lying around that could be put in to make it
drivable. It held only the block of a motor, with the head off and the cylinders, crankshaft and
oil pan mssing. There were a couple of bicycles in
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the garage, a battered girl's singlespeed, and a man-si zed t hree-speed Ral ei gh, whi ch had been
kept in only slightly better condition

In one end of the pole barn, however, was a gasoline-driven electric generator, in beautifu
condition under its protective coat of grease, and a good deal of wood and netal - wor ki ng

t ool s—power and ot herwi se—also in fine condition. | got the generator cleaned up and goi ng;

al t hough after about fifteen mnutes | shut it off again. The three of us were used to doing

wi thout the luxury of electric lights and appliances; and there was, | judged after measuring it
with a stick, only ten or fifteen gallons of gas left hi a drumby the generator. | did not yet
know exactly what | would use the gas for, but it was too useful a material to be wasted. Later, |
found sone enpty pop bottles with screwtops and filled themwith the gas, then tied rags around
their necks, so that they could be turned into Mdlotov cocktails in a hurry. That gave us one kind
of weapon.

Meanwhi l e, the girl and Sunday were settling in. There were two bedroons with closets hol di ng
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wonen's clothes, and the girl, for the first time, began to show sone interest in what she wore.
She still stuck to shirt and jeans, generally, but | caught her a couple of times trying on things
when | came into the house unexpectedly from outside.

Sunday |iked the carpets. He slept and ate. W all ate —and gai ned back sone of the wei ght we had
| ost on the raft

| was deternined that we would not stir fromwhere we were w thout some nmeans of protecting
ourselves. | had two ideas about weapons | night be able to make. | had rejected the thought of a
bow and arrows. | was a nediocre-to-poor archer; and no bower at all. Making a really effective
bow was beyond ne. Qther alternatives were, first a homemade, mnuzzl e-|oading gun using a | ength of
metal water pipe wapped with wire, if | could find any, and using match heads for the expl osive
element. In short—a zip gun. Second, a crosshow using a | eaf fromone of the springs of the Mdel
A. There was enough gas to let ne run the generator and get the wood and netal -wor ki ng power tools
operating in the pole barn

In the end, | chose the crossbow, not because it was sinpler, but because | couldn't find any
wire; and | had a
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vision of the water pipe blowing up in nmy face. | found a dry chunk of firewod that |ooked to ne
to be maple or oak, sawed it roughly to shape and then worked it on the lath to an approxi mation
of a stock and frane for tile crossbow | cut a slot across the frame, sank the | eaf spring (the
smal | est of the leaf springs) into it crosswise and did as good a job of gluing it there as
coul d. Modern glues were niracle-workers, given half a chance. | glued a separate, notched bar of

hard wood along the top of the frame for the cord of the crossbow, and set up a lever-crank to
allow ne to tighten the bow cord, notch by notch

I had nmore trouble making the short, heavy arrows—quarrels—for the thing than | did putting
together the crossbowitself. It was not easy to nmake a straight shaft froma raw chunk of wood, |
di scover ed.

But the day cane when | had both crossbow and. quarrels. Both had been tested. There was no | ack
of power in the crossbow. The problemwas with nmy quarrels. Their shafts broke too easily when
they hit sonething hard. But, they would do on any flesh and blood target. The norning cane when
we nounted the two bikes, the girl and | —happily she had evidently ridden a bicycle before, and
the skill canme back to her quickly—and weari ng backpacks, we started off down the enpty road, away
fromthe | ake, with Sunday footing it al ongside us.

The weat her was pleasant, with the tenperature in the high sixties, Fahrenheit, and the sky was
lightly spotted with occasional clouds. As we got away fromthe water the hunmdity began to fal

of f sharply, until the day was alnost |ike one in early autum up near the Canadi an border. W
made good tinme, considering—eonsidering Sunday, that was. Dogs are generally content to trot
steadily al ongside the bikers they belong to; but Sunday had a cat's dislike of reginentation
Sunday preferred that the gui and | travel at the equivalent of a slow walk, so that he coul d make

short side excursions, or even take a quick nap and still catch up with us. Wien we did stop
finally, to give hima break, he lay down heavily on top of the girl's bike and would not be noved
until | haul ed himdear by sheer muscle-strength and a good grip on the scruff of his neck. In the
end we conpronised with him riding along at
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hardly nore man a wal ki ng speed. As a result, it was not surprising that | got nore and nore

i nvol ved in nmy own thoughts.

The road we were on had yet to | ead past any sign of civilization. But, of course, we were not
covering ground at any great speed. Eventually our route nust bring us to soneplace where we coul d
get the weapons and wheels | wanted. Then, once nore nobile and protected, as it were, | neant to
do atittle investigating along the thought I had come to, lying on the lizard raft, nights. If
the world was going to be as full of potential threats, as we had just seen it, it was high tine
we set actively about the business of |earning the best ways to survive hi it...

We hit no signs of civilization that day, but |late afternoon, we crossed a creek hardly | arger
than a trickle, running through a culvert under the road, In this open territory it |ooked as
though it probably contained clean water; but | boiled it to nake sure, and we set up canp for the
night by it

M dway through the next norning on the road, we rode past a chunk of a suburb. | mean exactly
that—a chunk. It was sone two hundred yards off our asphalt highway, a roughly triangul ar piece of
real estate with |awns, garages, streets and tract houses |looking as if it had been sliced off at
random and dropped down here hi the middl e of nowhere.
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There were no people about it any nore than there had been peopl e about the | akeshore hone. But
these buildings were not in the untouched condition of the house by the hike. The area | ooked, in
fact, as if a tornado had passed through it, a tornado, or else sonething with the size of a

di nosaur and a destructive urge to match. There was not one buil ding that was whol e and

weat hertight, and sone were all but flattened.

Nonet hel ess, they represented a treasure trove for us. | went through all the houses and turned up
a si xteen gauge shotgun and a carbine-type .22 rifle. There were no shells for the shotgun and
only one box of shorts for the .22. But the odds on picking up amunition for these two conmon
caliber firearnms were good enough to count on. The suburb-chunk al so contained eight cars. Five of
t hese had been nmade usel ess by whatever had snashed the buildings. O the remaining three, al

were nore than a few years old, and one would not start at
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aH That left me with a choice between a two-door Pontiac hardtop hi relatively good shape and a
Vol vo four-door sedan that was pretty well beaten up

I chose the Volvo, however. Not only for its extra carrying capacity, but because the gas m | eage
shoul d be better. There was no filling station anong the hones in the suburb, but | drained the
gas tanks of all the other cars that proved to have anything hi them and when we started out in
the Volvo, we had a full tank plus another fifteen gallons in cans tied on to a nakeshift rack on
top of the trunk. Also, | had found two three-speed bikes in good shape. They were tied to the top
of the car.

The suburb had a fine, four-lane concrete road | eading out of it, but that ended about two hundred

yards fromthe | ast of the snmashed houses. | drove the Vol vo, bunping and bucking across a | unpy
open field, to get it back on our famliar asphalt and turned left into the direction hi which we
had been originally headed. W kept going; and about an hour later, | spotted a nistwaU to our

right It was angled toward the road we were on, looking as if it crossed the asphalt sonewhere up
ahead of us.

My heart junped when | saw it; bat after watching it closely for a little while, | cal ned down.
Clearly, the wall was standing still. W continued on up along the road, with its vertical, white
face getting closer and closer, until finally we were far enough along to see where it ended. It
did indeed cut across the road at |ast, about a quarter mnile ahead of where we were; but it only
continued beyond that point of intersection for about a hundred yards. By going off the asphalt to
the left just a short distance, we could get around the end of the cloud-high curtain. Not only
could we bypass it safely; but after going a little further, we would be able to get where we
could see what was behind it, w thout ever having to set foot in what m ght be dangerous
territory. | kept us noving.

We stopped finally and left the road, a good fifty or a hundred feet short of the point where it

was intersected by the mistwall. Up this dose to the wall, we could see it seeming to reach clear
out of sight above us; and we could feel the peculiar breeze and the dust that always eddied from
it, like the peppering of a fine spray on our face and hands. W struck off into the trees and

brush to the left of the road, with the car in | ow gear and noving along level with the face of
the wal L

It did not take long to reach the end of it. | kept on a little further, however, not wanting to
turn the corner until | could see behind it But though we kept going further and further, we stil
did not seemto quite dear the end. Finally, I saw why. W were not going to be able to see behind

that mistwall after an. Here at what | had thought was its point of termnation, it had either
70
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bent to the right and continued, or run into another mist-wan going off at an angle in that
direction.

At first, all | felt was disappointnment that I was not going to get a |ook behind it Then it
occurred to ne that perhaps the reason neither mstwall nor mstwall section had been noving had
been because each had butted up against the other; and the two tine change |ines coning together
had sonmehow created an unusual state or condition that had halted them bot h.

The nmonent that | thought it, | was hungry to see what was behind the intersection of those two
m stwalls. Ever since, lying on the lizard raft, | had cone up with the idea that perhaps those of
us who were stifl here on the earth might be individually inmmune to the tinme changes, | had been

playing with the idea of not avoiding the next mstwall we nmet, but deliberately walking Into it,
to see if | could get through and survive. Now | had a double reason to try going through the one
before ne. It was not nmerely to find out if | could get through with nothing worse than the
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unconsci ousness | bad experienced the first time, but to discover if there was sonething specia
or strange about the situation when oae time change line ran into another. | stopped the Vol vo.

I got out and | ooked at the wall | also | ooked forward al ong the other angle of the second, or
continued, mstwall to see where the road energed once nore fromit, only about a couple of
hundred yards away. It occurred to ne that an | had to do was get back on the road and keep goi ng,

and the three of us would continue to stay safe* united, and happy. O, | could turn and go
through the mistwall; and | might, just might, learn something—that is, if | made it through al
right.

| stood there. And the longer | stood, the stronger grew the desire in nme to try going through the
watt. It wss exactly the way it had al ways been, fromny earliest childhood, when ny mnd fastened
on to a question and would not let it go without finding the answer. The phenonenon was |i ke every
time since Td first let that relentless nmental machinery in nmy head get its teeth into a probl em

I remenbered perfectly the terrible feeling | had felt during the initial seconds of that first

ti me change, when | had thought | was having another heart attack. | renmenbered the niserable,
hel pl ess, enpty sensation al
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through me after | had cone to. | renenbered every bit and part that had been bad about it; and
still. .. still... as | stood there the wanting to go through that wall and find out what | did

not know was |ike a sharp, sweet taste on nmy lips and a hunger that used me up inside like fire. |
turned back at last to look at the girl and Sunday. If | went through the waU and never returned,
what woul d happen to then? | told nyself that | owed them nothing, and sonmething inside ne called
me a liar. At the sane tinme, the thought of any responsibility | mght have toward either of them
had about as nuch deterrent effect on the hunger that was eating ne up as a cup of water tossed on
a burning building. | had no real choice. | had to go through that wall if |I—and they—died for it

| turned back to the leopard and the girl, both of whomwere still sitting in the car.

"Stay here!" | said. "You understand ne? Stay right here. Don't take as nmuch as one step after ne.
Stay where youaref*

They both stared at ne silently. One of the girl's hands twi tched—that was all. | turned and

wal ked away fromthem toward the nmistwall, until | had to squint ny eyes against the flying dust
of it Just before | reached the actual mist of the wan, | turned and | ooked back. The girl stil

sat with Sunday beside her, both watching ne. Neither had noved a nuscl e,

| turned back again, dosed ny eyes to the sting of the dust, and wal ked blindly forward.

But the hard part was not the dust The hard part was that it was tike wal king into an enotiona
tornado. It was bad. It was very bad. But, sonehow, it was not as bad as | renenbered it fromthe
first time, outside ny cabin. Maybe this was because ny first tine through had left me with a sort
of immunity, as if | had been inocul ated against the effects | felt Maybe it was easier because

now had sone idea what to expect and was braced for it Basically, | felt as if my soul had been
ri pped out of my being. | felt naked, sick and frightened. But, you know, it was not the kind of
fear | feared—f that statenment nakes any sense to yon. | stayed on ny feet and cane out tile

ot her side, wal ki ng.

| was suddenly assaulted by the clanmor of dogs barking not far in front of ne. | opened ny eyes
and saw them—nore than a dozen of them all tied to short |eashes, but
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all barking, snarling and | eaping against their tethers to get at me. They were tied to | eashes
anchored to thick stakes driven into the earth, in front of a slice of a house about fifty yards
away, a house sitting on a chunk of a lawn in the interior angle of the two nistwalls. Behind the
house was forest, and the house itself was a two-story frame building that |ooked as if it would
be at honme surrounded by a nmidwestern farnyard. As | |ooked, the door opened, and a woman cane out
with a rifle already at her shoul der, pointed at ne.

"Drop your gun." Her voice was a |l ow, carrying soprano, soft but positive.

"WAit a minute," | told her. "How about talking about this?"

I had no intention of dropping nmy gun. She was standing behind the dogs, in the open, with no rest
or other support for her rifle, but with the weapon up and ained. If | had to shoot her to live
mysel f, | would. At that distance, unless she was a natural nmarksworman, hol di ng her gun steady
enough to hit me would not be easy. Even fromwhere | stood, | could see the end of the barre
waver slightly in the sunlight.

I was nore concerned about her dogs; and | was not about to drop the one weapon that could defend
me against them |In fact—the situation franmed itself in my mind and produced its own inescapable
concl usi on—+f she turned the dogs | oose on ne, | was going to shoot her first. They were dogs of
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all sizes, but the |least of them nust have gone at least forty pounds, which is heavy enough to be
a potential man-killer. | could shoot three-quarters of them and there would still be enough |eft
to pull nme down and finish me off. Nor did | think she would be able to puD themoff intine to
save ny life, once she had set them on ne.

"l'isten!" | called to her. "I'mjust here by accident—

"l said put down your gun!" she cried. Her rifle went off, and a bullet whistled wide of ne into
the mistwall beside mne.

"Quit that!" | said, raising the .22. "Or H have to start shooting back. 1*

She hesitated—er if it wasn't hesitation, at |east she did not pull her trigger again. Perhaps the
first shot had been nore accidental than otherwi se. | kept talking.

"Look," | told her over the noise of the dogs. "I don't
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want to bother you. | just happened to stunble on your place here, and I'Il be glad to be on ny

way again. Wiy would | want to be any trouble to you anyway? You' re arned, you' ve got your dogs;
and Fmall alone. Now, why don't we just both point our rifles to the ground and talk for a
moment —**

Her gaze, which had been focused on ne, shifted suddenly. Her rifle barrel changed its aim
slightly.

"Al one?" she shouted back. "Do you call that al one?"

I turned to | ook; and sure enough, her question was a good one. If there was one thing | could
count on—+f there was one dam thing under the sun that | could, absolutely be sure of with Sunday
and the girl—+t was that they would do exactly what | had told themnot to. Sonehow they had

wor ked up the courage to cone through the mistwafl on their own, and now they were standing right
behi nd ne.

O course, this changed the situation entirely. The wonman had three tines as nmuch target, now. She
m ght not hit me, but her chances of hitting one of our group was tripled. | f ett a touch of
sonmet hing not far frompanic. Add to what was happening the fact that with Sunday in view and
scent, the dogs were now really going crazy; while Sunday's own back was beginning to arch |like
the stave of a drawn bow He did not |ike dogs.

But for all that, he would not | eave nme to face them al one. He pressed dose against ny |leg and
snarled softly in his throat, watching the dogs. It was magnificently touching and, at the sane
time, nonumentally exasperating to know that the crazy cat would stay beside ne, even if | tried
to drive nun back with a club

I | ooked again at the woman—ust in tine. She had grown armtired of holding the rifle to her
shoul der and was noving now to untie the nearest dogs. There was no tinme for ne to debate the

ethics of the situation. | put a shot fromny ow rifle into the dirt between her and the aninma
she was approachi ng. She froze.

"Don't try letting any of themgo!" | called to her. "I don't want to hurt you; but Fm not going
to let us be chewed up by your gninfti”, step back now and put your own gun down."

She backed up, but without letting go of her rifle. | put another shot fromthe .22 into the frane
of the door-

TTVMB STORM

75

way behi nd her. She checked, hesitated, and let the gun slip fromher hands to the earth at her
f eet

"All right!" | said. "Now, |I'mnot going to hurt you, but Fve got to make sure you're not going to
hurt us. Stay where you are and don't nove."

She stood still. | turned to the girl.

"Hol d, Sunday!" | said. "Stay right where you are, both of you. This time, | nean itP

I went forward, holding the .22- The dogs had then* tethers stretched taut, trying to reach nme, so
that it was possible for me to see where | needed to walk to stay out of reach of each one of them

as | went through their pack. | cane up to the woman, bent and picked up her gun. It was a 30. 06,
a good, clean, hunting rifle. Wth that in ny hands, | felt nore secure.
I knew what | had to do, then—and that was shoot the dogs while they were all still safely tied

up. But when | raised her rifle |l found | could not do it It was not just that the worman woul d be
vul nerabl e wi thout themonce | had taken her rifle and gone on. It was also the matter that | was

still too civilized. | could not get over thinking of themas pets, instead of as the four-I|egged
killers she had turned theminto. | tw sted about to face the wonan.
"Look," | said. Tmgoing to have to fcifl your dogs to nmake sure they won't hurt us, unless you

can think of sone way to fix things so | can trust themnot to attack us."
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She sighed and shivered at the same tine. It was as if all the strength in her had suddenly run
out

M can do it," she said, in a dead voice. She | ooked away fromnme, to the dogs. "Quietl Down—al
of you. Down! Be quiet!"

They obeyed, to my astonishnent. Their barking and snarling fell gradually into silence. They

stared at the wonman, licking their nuzzles, and |lay down one by one until they were an on the
ground and silent, watching.
That's pretty good," | said to the woman

"I used to ran an obedi ence school," she answered in the sane dead voice. "You don't have to
worry. You can go now. "

"Sorry,** | said. "But | don't know what else you have in the way of guns or dogs inside that
house of yours. Let's go inside. You first"
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She stiffened. "No!"

"Calmdown, dam ill" | said. "I just want to | ook around."

She was still stiff.

"Just a minute," she said. She turned her head and call ed back through the open doorway into the
dark interior behind her. "Wndy, cone out here." "M daughter," she said, harshly.

We waited, and after a second, a blonde-haired little girl of early grade school age came out and
pressed herself up agai nst the woman, who put her arm around the child.

"It's all right,” the woman said, "W're just going to show this nman our house."

She turned then, and with one armstill around her daughter, led the way inside. | foll owed,
carrying both rifles. There was not a great deal to see inside. A tine change |line had cut the
house very nearly in half. A portion of the living room all of the kitchen and bat hroom plus one
bedroom and a hal f, remained. The bright sun com ng in the uncurtained wi ndows of the roons that
were still whole nade the spartan existence that the two of them had been living here all very
clear and plain. I went over the roons carefully, but there were no other guns and only sone

ki tchen knives that m ght have possibilities as weapons.

The wonman said nothing all the time | was | ooking around. She stood by the |iving-roomw ndow and

gl anced out fromtinme to time. | thought she was checking on the dogs, because they stayed quiet.
But | was wong. "lIs that your wi fe out there?" she asked at last *Wf er | said.

For a second, the question made no sense at aQ | |ooked out the w ndow where she was | ooki ng and
saw only Sunday and the girl. Then, of course, | understood.

"No!" | said. "She's just a kid. | picked her up after she'd just been through a tinme change; and
it mxed her up pretty badly. She's not right yet, for that nmatter. |—

| broke off. | had been about to go on and tell her about ny previous conviction that Swannee had

escaped the time changes, and a |ot nore that was purely personal. But it was none of her

busi ness. For that matter, the girl was none of her business, either. The fact of the matter
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was, | had long since drifted into ignoring any sexual quality in the girl; if |I had ever paid any
attention to that, in the first place. My nind had been full of ny own personal problenms. But |
could hardly try to explain mat to this woman without confusing the matter nore than | would clear
it up. | was a little surprised at the strength of the sudden urge in me to talk about it; then I
realized tint she was the first rational, adult human | had met since the beginning of the tine
storms. But it was still none of her business.

I 1 ooked once nore around the living roomof the house, ready to | eave now. The woman spoke
quickly, as if she could read nmy mnd,

"Why don't you ask her to come in?"

"Ask her in?" | said. "If she cones in, the | eopard has to cone in, too."

She grew a little pale at that and held the young child closer to her side. But then she tossed
her bead back.

"I's he dangerous?" she asked, "Hie |eopard?"

"Not if the two of you stay well back fromhim" | said. "But if he cones in here, he's got to
pass by those dogs of yours, and | can't inagine that happening."
"I can," she said, flatly. "They'll obey orders.”

She wal ked with her daughter to the door, which was standing open, and through it | followed her.
"Come on inl" she called to the girl and Sunday. O course the girl neither noved nor answered,
any nore than Sunday did.

"It's all right," | told the girl. "You and Sunday conme in." | turned to the woman. "And you'd
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better control those dogs."

The girl had already started toward the house; but Sunday hel d back. Seeing he would not cone, she
turned back to him | had to go out to both of them

"Come on," | said. | took a fistful of the | oose skin at the scruff of Sunday's neck and | ed him
with me toward the house. He cane; a little reluctantly, but he came. The dogs tied nearest to his
pat h shrank back from himas we approached, but those farther off whined and crawl ed forward to
the limt of their tethers, white-toothed and panting.

"Down!" said the woman fromthe doorstep, and, hearing her, if 1'd been a dog | would not nave

del ayed doi ng what she said. The soft soprano now had a knife-edge to
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it It lifted and cut. It carried clearly wi thout her seenming to have to raise the volunme. "Al of
you—down! Quiat" The dogs followed the girl and Sunday with eyes and wet breath; but they neither
got to their feet nor raised a clanor.

We an went back inside the house and the woman shut the door behind us. One | one bark sounded from
the yard as the door closed. The wonan opened it again and | ooked out. There was sil ence. She

cl osed the door once nmore and this tune the silence continued.

"Hello," she said to the girl. "I"mMarie Walcott, and tbjs is my daughter, Wndy."

The girl—ay girl—said nothing. Her face had a | ook that nmade it appear nerely as if she did not
under stand, but which | knew well enough to recogni ze as an expressi on of stubbornness.

"She doesn't talk,” |I told the woman. "I mean, she can tal k™ but she doesn't |ike to—part of the
shock she went through, | suppose. But she hears and understands you, all right"

The girl stepped to ny side, at that, then went around nme and knelt down on the other side of
Sunday, putting an armaround the |eopard' s neck

"Poor thing**' said the wonan, watching her. The expression on the girl's face did not change. The
worman | ooked back at me. "What are you going to do now?"

"Well move on," | said. "I told you that And I'mtaking this rifle of yours. Ill |eave you ny .22
rifle=+'1l drop it about five hundred yards out, so we'll be well gone by the time you get to it.
If s alighter gun and it'll suit you better in any use you've got for a rifle. The dogs are your

real protection, and |I'm |l eaving you those, alive. But try to track us down with them and Ti

shoot every one of them mat Sunday doesn't tear up."

"I wouldn't conme after you that way," said the woman. "Were are you goi ng anyway?"

"Into the futurenpst segment of tine-changed country I can find," | said. "Sonmewhere there nust be
sonmebody whol | understand what's happened to die world.™

"What makes you so sure there's anyone |ike that?"

"All right" I said, "if there isn't we're still going to be | ooki ng—for the best piece of tine to
stay with, or some way of living with the tinme changes, thenselves. |'ve been running away from
the mstwalls; but nowIl'm
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goi ng through any one | neet, so | can find out what's on the other side."

She | ooked out her w ndow toward the two mistwalls overshadowi ng her dogs and her hone.

"What is on the other side out there?" she asked.

"You wouldn't like it" | said. "What's farther in?" | pointed through tile back of the house
toward the forest that crowded cl ose upon her place.

"1 don't know," she said. *There used to be a town of fifty thousand peopl e—& egory,
I1linois—about ten mles down the road, there. But there's not even any road, now. | don't know "
| |1 ooked closely at her

"You haven't noved fromthis place since the tinme storns first started?"

"That's right" She | ooked sonmber. "Wendy and | sat here and prayed, after the first tinme change
came close. At first we prayed for Timfor ny husband to cone back. But now for sone tine we've
just prayed that the mstwalls will |eave us atone.”

"Two of themare right on top of you," | said. "Didnt you think of getting away fromthenf"

"To what ?" she said, shrugging. *Tve got half a year's supply of food in the basenent here—had to,
since we live out of town. If they nove over us, then ifs over, all at once. Meanwhile, we're

safer here than soneplace else. | ran a boarding kennel, so | had the dogs, here, to guard nme. And
there was—er we thought there was—al ways the chance ny husband ....**

She shrugged agai n and st opped tal ki ng.

"All right" |I hefted both rifles and turned toward the door. "Cone on, Sunday, Grl. As for you,
Ms. Walcott wait fifteen minutes and then follow us out. You'll find the .22 | eaning against a

tree, alittle way into the woods, there."
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| opened the door. The woman's voi ce spoke from behind me to the dogs, commandingry.

"Quiet! Down!" Then her tone changed. "W could go with you."

I turned around. My first, unthinking reaction was that she was joking. | saw she was not Then
suddenly, | saw and understood a great many ot her things.

| had been assunming, without really |ooking at her, that she was housew fely niddl e-aged. She was
wearing sl acks
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and a man's shirt, and of course she had on no makeup. Her hair was cut short—ather clunsily cut
short; and there were dark circles of weariness under her eyes. By contrast with the girl, the
only hunman nenber of the opposite sex | had seen since the first tinme storm at first gl ance,
Marie Wal cott had | ooked naturel y-fl eshed and unrenmarkabl e. Now, suddenly | realized that she was
probably no older than |. In fact given the conditions of civilization once nore she woul d have
been damed attractive. She was full grown, soneone ny own age, with the body of a wonman rat her
than that of a half-grown girl, with a sane adult mnd and capability of speech. Suddenly I
remenbered that it had been a |l ong tune since | and any woman. ..

I noticed all this in a nonent; and in the same nonent, | realized that she had wanted ne to
noti ce—had set out to make ne notice. It changed the whol e picture.
"Go with us?" | said, nore to nyself than to her

"We'd all be safer, in one |large group,”" she said. "You could use another grown-up. And of course,
there's the
She was right about the dogs. A pack like that, properly trained, could really be val uable.

There's your daughter,” | said. "She's too young to be making | ong marches every day."

*Tve got a cart the dogs can pull her irt~also, we'd be running into roads, and sone kind of
transportati on sooner or later, don't you think? Meanwhile, | ... we'd both feel better with a man
around. "

She was giving me all the practical reasons why our team ng up would work, and I was countering
with all the practical argunents against it; and we both knew that we were tal king around the one
real reason | should or should not add her to my party, which was that | was nmal e and she was
femal e.

"Way dont you think it over?" she said. "Stay here overnight and think about it Maybe we can talk
about it sone nore, later on,"

"AH right," | said. "We'lIl stay until tonorrow. " | glanced out the w ndow.

"I'd better canp off by the edge of the trees, there.” | said. "Sunday isn't going to take to your
dogs just like that—er they to him™"

"Sunday?" said the wonan. "Is that what you call hinD
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| think you heard ne say ny nane. |'m Marie Walcott and this is Wndy."

"“I''"'m Marc Despard," | said.

"Marc, |'mpleased to neet you." She held out her hand and | took it It was a strange feeling to

shake hands after the |ast few weeks. Her hand was small but firm and there were callouses at the
base of her fingers. "Are you French?"

I laughed. "The nanme's French-Canadi an. "

She let go of my hand and | ooked at the rid.

"l didnt hear ..."

"She's never told me her nane,” | said. | looked at the girl. "How about it? Do you want to tel

us now?"

The girl was absolutely silent | shrugged.

"I'"ve just been calling her "Grl."" | said. "I (mess you'll have to do the sane."

"Maybe," Marie snmiled at her, "she'll tell us her name —ater on, when she feels like it"

The girl stood without a word.

"Dont count on it," |I said to Marie.

10

I had rigged a backpack-style tent for the girl and nyself from sone of the canvas in the boatdock
before we | eft the deserted | akeshore house. | set this up at the edge of the trees, upwi nd of the

dogs. Sunday had al ready begun ignoring the dog pack; and Marie rode herd on themthrough the

aft ernoon, commanding themto be quiet any tine they started to get worked up about Sunday or the
rest of us. Once the canp was nmade, | left the girl with Sunday and went to die house al one

Marie took ne around and introduced ne individually to each of the dogs. | spoke to each and
petted each one briefly while Marie stood sternly over themto nake sure that they behaved.
Cccasionally | got a brief tail novenent by the way of acknow edgnent but nost of themnerely
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rolled their eyes up at ne and only endured both ny touch and ny voice. | guessed that | snelled
too much of cat for any of themto be really confortable; and | nentioned this to Marie. But she
shrugged it off.

"They' ||l get used to you," she said. The tone of her voice indicated that they had better

She left me then, to get dinner ready. | spent atittle time trying to nake friends with her
daughter. But Wendy was a quiet, shy child who—+ike the dogs—evidently found nme too strange and
potentially frightening to warmup to, on short acquai ntance. She was obviously relieved when |
left her at |last and went back to canp.

Sunday was there, tied to the trunk of a large tree with a length of our heaviest rope, ending in
a | oop around his neck. He was |ying down and, to ny surprise, did not seemto nm nd being
restricted this way. Since he was not objecting and it was conveni ent to have hi manchored so, |
left himthe way he was. The gui nust

82

TI VE STORM

83

have tied himup so that she could wander off by herself, because she was nowhere to be seen

She had not returned by the tine Marie stuck her head out her door to call us to dinner. | waited

alittle while, but she still had not come back when Marie called a second tine; and | decided not
to worry about her. There was no counting on her, anyway. Sunday was still not objecting to being

tied up—which was ideal frommy point of view He had dozed off kittenishly Ilying on his back with
his paws in the air, as if there was no dog within a thousand mles. | got up and left; and all he

did was open his eyes sleepily to |l ook after ne.

The good snell of cooking reached ne before | opened the door and surrounded ne as soon as | cane
in. Marie had produced a ham+t had to have been a canned one —heated and glazed it, and filled
out the nmeal with what nust have been hone-grown tonatoes, potatoes and a salad nmade with sone
greens | didn't identify, but which, with a cheese dressing, tasted magnificent

"She didn't come with you?" Marie asked, as she sat down at the table with Wendy and me. "She's
gone off sonmewhere. Sunday's tied up,"” | said. She nodded, evidently reassured. She did not know
that Sunday was capabl e of chewi ng through any rope that tied himin no seconds flat, if the
notion occurred to him But he was not likely to wander off; and he bad sense enough not to start
trouble with the dogs, but to pick his way anmong them if be got the urge to free hinself and join
me in the house.

It was a marvelous dinner. Marie had gotten rid of the slacks and shirt She was wearing a soft,
yel l ow dress that went well with the color of her blond hair, which—while still short-—was

snoot hed out sonehow and | ooked less as if it had undergone hone barbering. She had used a touch
of lipstick too, and possibly a hint of other nakeup. The total result was enough to bring back
the past in a way that the scotch and sodas | had nade in the | ake-front hone never had.

| had been regretting aH afternoon that | had not had the sense to bring at |east one bottle from
the Iiquor stock of the | akeshore hone. But as it turned out, Marie had her own supply. She had
not produced any wine with the neal; but afterwards she came up with a bottle of rum alter
everything was over and Wendy had gone off
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to bed. It was not great rum but it went well with the coffee.

We sat on the couch in her living roomand tal ked, about our situations—and a |ot else. Under the
i nfluence of the rum | renenber telling her nore about nyself than | had intended to ever tel
anyone. But in the warnth and privacy of the living room | was lulled into a sense of security.

knew very well that Marie was only out after her own advantage.. | knew what was going on Wth
both of us; but |I did not give a damm. In fact, | renenber thinking that | deserved sonething |ike
this, after wet-nursing an insane |leopard and a wild girl all these weeks. Somewhere along there
with the rumand the coffee, | put ny armaround Marie; and only a little later we turned die
lights out.

I dont know how kite it was. It was certainly sonetine after midnight when | |eft the house. Marie
foll owed ne naked to the door in the darkness to put her head out and hiss the dogs into silence
when they roused on seeing ne. | gave her a last kiss and went across the dark ground under a

young noon to the canp.

Sunday was curled up under the tree to which he had been tied; and there was a |unp on the ground
beside himthat was the girl, come back. The groundsheet out of our tent was a black pool under
them on the sem -noonlighted ground; and sonme of our blankets were spread over both

of them

| shrugged, drunkenly. If the girl wanted to lie out there and get soaked through with the norning
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dew, that was up to her. | crawmed into the tent and wapped nyself as well as | could in the
remai ni ng bl ankets. | was either not quite asleep and hallucinating, or else | was already asleep
and dreanmed the whole thing; but it seened to nme that just before | dropped into a deep well of
unconsci ousness, Sunday rai sed his head and | ooked nme right hi the eye, speaking to ne.

"You stinkl" he said distinctly, hi the girl's voice.-And that was the last | renenber.

When | woke, soneone was standing over ne. Bat ft was neither Sunday nor the girl. It was Marie;
and she handed ne a cup of hot coffee.

"Sorry to wake you,** she said. "But | can use yout help if we're going to get off today."
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"Get off today?" | echoed stupidly. She stood there, |ooking down at nme for a | ong second.

That's what we tal ked about last night, wasn't it?" she said. "Do you remenber?"

| started to say | didn't But then it came back to me. She was right, of course. That was, indeed,
one of the things we had tal ked about |ast night We had nmade plans to | eave today—-all of us,

t oget her.

"Yes," | said. | lay looking at her, part of ne hating nyself and filled with self-contenpt at
letting nyself be bought so easily; and part of nme renenbering |ast night and | ooking forward to
tonight "I'lIl be along in a bit" "Good," she said

She went off. | got up and dressed. The girl and Sunday were not to be seen. During the period on

the lizard raft with no way to do anything about it nmy beard had grown to a respectable |ength.

But | had always |iked the feel of being clean-shaven, and as soon as we found the | akeshore hone,
I had been happy to discover a razor and go back to bei ng naked-faced once nore. Normally, | Eked
shaving. It was part of the famliar ritual of com ng awake in the norning—and | did not cone
awake in the norning easily. But this norning the habitual scraping actions did not clean off a

| ayer of guilt left on me by the night before. In a sense, | had sold Sunday and the girl down the
river for the selfish satisfaction of ny own desires.

Sunday, of course, did not know what was going on. But he was not going to have the old freedom he
was accustomed to, living with the dog-pack al ongside him whether he knew it or not Al so, he was
going to have to share ne with a couple of extra hunans—and that was not going to nmake hi m happy,
either. He had adjusted to the girl; but the girl loved himMarie and Wendy did not, and there was
no guarantee that they ever would. As for the girl, she had already nade it plain how she felt
about the situation.

I washed the |l ast of the soap off my face and began to punp nyself up with counter-argunments. W
had been bound eventually to bunp into other people with whom we woul d want and need to associ ate.
Sunday had been destined to have to learn to share ne with other people, finally. The girl

i kewi se. The three of us could not go on
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forever being exclusively insane together, as we had been until | faced the freshwater sea and the
fact that Swannee was gone for good.

It was not going to be easy adapting, for me either, | told nyself. But | was going to have to do
it So were the girl and Sunday. That was |ife—you could not always have what you wanted.

By the time | went over to get sone breakfast from Marie and hel p her prepare to nove out, | had

the top layer of ny mind—f nothing beyond that—thoroughly convinced that | was not only doing the
best thing for all concerned, but being considerably self-sacrificing to boot

It took us nost of the day to get ready. Marie had two carts fitted with bicycle wheels, which she
had trained certain of her dogs to pull The carts thensel ves were obvi ously honmenmade, but
remarkably well put together. Marie, apparently, had a definite nechanical talent They were |ight
and rolled easily. But they had one real drawback—o springs except the bicycle parts that
supported the wheels. They would be an right on road surfaces, but | could not see themlasting
nmore than a few days | oaded and going cross-country, as we were going to be doing sooner or |ater.
However, since we had nothing in the way of nmaterials and tools around to provide themwith
springs, | decided not to say anything. There was no point in borrow ng trouble.

We started out shortly after noon. The girl—she had showed up in tine for breakfast, after

al | =Sunday, and | nade up the advance guard, about fifty yards ahead of the rest. Behind us cane
Marie, wal king, and the two carts, with Wendy riding one and the other | oaded with food, water and
gear for all of us, plus the .22, which | had given to Marie. Three dogs pulled each cart; and al
the rest noved in a tight and disciplined patrol around the carts and Mari e.

The others travelled at a fair wal king speed for crosscountry; but they did not make as good tine
as Sunday, the girl and I would have by oursel ves, because they stopped nore often for one reason
or anot her—and often, the reason was Wendy. The original three of us, up in front of themall,
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however, could pretty well ignore the problens of these others. It was alnost |ike being off on
our own again. Sunday, of course, did not mnd the slow
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er pace at all. It gave himthat nmuch nore tine to explore tilings. He and the dogs, | noticed”

had al ready sol ved the probl em of coexistence in typical aninmal fashion—by ignoring each other
Once, when Sunday | agged behi nd, one of the forward dogs trotted past himat a distance of |ess
than ten feet, and neither one so nuch as glanced at the other.

Several times | took advantage of being alone with the girl to try getting her to talk sone nore.
But she was not in the nood, evidently. Nor would she | ook at ne.

"All right," | told her, at last "You work it out by yourself, then.**

| stepped out ahead, putting her fromny mnd and concentrating on scouting for our whole group. A
few hours after we had .left Marie's place, | ran across sonething |ike a |logging road, or a
farner's tractor path anong the trees, and followed it up until | could see through a thinning
screen of forest to what was obviously a small town, down in a small cup-shaped valley area
surrounded by open fields. It was about three hundred yards fromthe edge of the forest to the
near est buil di ngs.

| turned about and headed back to contact Marie. Just in case there was anyone hi that town* | did
not want us to come strolling in followed by a | eopard and a pack of dogs. Sonme nervous citizen
was liable to take a shot—at Sunday, in particular. The rest were a fair distance behind ne.
Evidently, | had gained on themnore than | had thought At any rate, we got together once nore and
together came up to the edge of the woods to take a | ook at the town through some bi noculars Marie
had brought

Through the binoculars, the town seened deserted. There was no sign of nmovement, hunman or

animal . | handed the binoculars to Marie, who was beside nme. "Take a look," | said. She did.
That's Gregory, | take it?" | said, when she put the binocul ars down.

"Yes," she said. But she was frowning. After a short pause she added, but slowy and stil

frowming, "lIt's got to be.”

"Got to her | asked. "What do you neanr
**| mean ft is Gegory—+ recognize it,"
about it"
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"Nobody in sight," | suggested.

"That, too," she said. "But sonething else. It |ooks changed, sonehow. Only | can't say how "

| took the binoculars back fromher and studied the buildings | could see. Aside fromtheir
stillness hi the late afternoon sun, there was nothing that struck nme i medi ately as unusual about
the town. Then | noticed a house with the builds down on all of its w ndows.

| 1 ooked at the other houses. Those nearby did not have their blinds drawn. If all had, of course,
it could sinply have neant that a tune change bad conme through the area at night and caught the

i nhabitants after they had settled to steep. But the houses close to the one with the blinds drawn

she said. "But | don't know... there's sonething different

had theirs up—then, noving the glasses, about, | found first one, and then four nore houses where
all the shades seened to be down, it could mean nothing, of course, "Do they know you in
Gregory?** | asked Marie. "Ch, yes," she said. "W did all our shopping here." | turned to the
girl.

"Hang on to Sunday. Keep bun with you," | said. "Marie, you and | can take a walk in with a couple

of the dogs—ust a couple—and see if there's anyone there."

I left my rifle behind, and nade Marie | eave hen. W stepped out into the sunlight and wal ked
toward the buildings. It was all so ordinary that | felt a little ridiculous; and then* when we
were about fifty feet out in the open, a figure cane shanbling around the corner of the house with
the blinds down and faced us.

I did not get a good look at it It was very big, either an unusually large man or wonan aD bundl ed
up in loose furs, or sonething else. Even its face was furry, or hidden by a beard. But it cane
around the corner of the building and Iifted one arm There was a wink of fight fromthe end of
the arm and the dog furthest in front of us—+teading the rest of us by perhaps fifteen feet—+eaped
into the air with a how that broke off abruptly as it fell back on its side in the grass, to fie
there stflL

I dove to the ground, pulling Marie down with ne; and sonething sizzled over our heads as we |ay
there. A second later, there were sounds like rifle shots fromthe town and the singing of bullets
over our heads. "Back!" | said to Marie. "Crawl! Back to the woods!" We turned and went on our
bellies. The shots contin-
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ued, and once or twice | heard the sizzle overhead again; but nothing touched us. It seened a
long, long cram. W were al nost back when we cane across the second dog we had taken with us, a
| ean German shepherd-type that had been naned Buster, lying dead. In his case, it was a bullet
from behind that had gone in at the back of his head and taken off half of his |ower jaw when it
cane out Flies were already buzzing around the corpse.

We crawl ed on, Marie and I, until the shadows of die trees were about us. Even then, we continued
on hands and knees a little further before we risked standing up. Then we turned and went back to
join the girl and Wendy for a | ook at the town.

But there was nothing to see. The fur-covered figure was no longer in sight; and the shooti ng had

st opped.
"What was it?" said Marie. She was shaking and her voice was tight
"I don't know," | said. | turned to the girl. "Did you get a look at it through the binocul ars?**

The girl nodded. "Was it a man or a wonan?" The girl shook her head.
"Way won't you tal k?" Marie suddenly screaned at her

"Easy," | said to Marie. "Easy." | spoke to the giri again. "Not a man or a wonan either? You nean
you couldn't telir The giri nodded. *You could telir She nodded agai n.

"You could tell it wasn't a nman or a woman?** | said. "Wat was it then?**

"I don't know," said the giri, unexpectedly. "A thing.** She turned and wal ked off. | went after
her, but she would not even stand still to be questioned, |et alone answer, after that Defeated,
went back to Marie.

"Maybe sonething out of the future that wandered through its own mstwall into Gegory, bete," |
said to her. "Anyway, whatever His, it doesn't seemto want to cone after us—ust seens to want
us to leave it alone. | think we'd better go around this town. What'g the next one up the line
called? And how far is it?" "Eton," said Marie. "And it's about five mles.** "That's where we'l]l
head, then," | told her
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W stayed within the cover of the woods and nmade a circuit of Gegory. By the tine we were around
the town, the afternoon was fairly well advanced; but we pushed on, hoping to reach Elton. W
never did, though. After nearly three nore hours of travelling without a sight of a road or a
town, we cane to bluffs overlooking a river. A big river; easily a quarter of a mle across.
There was obviously no going farther that day. W set up canmp on the bluff, and in the norning
went down to the river's edge to take a | ook at the situation.

The water was fresh and cold. The edge where | stood was overgrown with wi Hows and seened to drop
of f deeply; but alittle farther dowmstreamthe river nade a bend, and there was a sandy beach and
shal | ow water. | explored that far, acconpani ed by Sunday and the girt The current of the water
seenmed to slow, going around the curve, and there was plenty of driftwod on the beach to nake
into araft I went back to Marie on the bluff. She was naki ng coffee and she gave nme a cup

"So you want to cross the river," she said; after | had told her what it was |ike, there.

| shrugged.

**We don't have to," | answered. "W can go upriver, or downriver, and we nmay even run into a

bri dge, sonewhere, crossing it But sumer isnt going to last forever; and the nore | think about
it, die nore it seens to me that we ought to keep headi ng due east If s our best chance to find
sonme large civilized group that* s survived the tinme storns.'*

So it was settled—ore or less. | did sone planning, out loud, with Marie and the girl listening
The dogs could swim of course. So could Sunday and we adutta—or, rather, we two adults and the
one near-adutt, who was tile girt Wendy, the equiprment and the supplies could be rafted over
Reducing the raft load to Wendy and our possessions neant we would need only a relatively snal

raft Luckily we had a hanmrer and even sone nails al ong, although, actually, | had decided to save
the nails and chain the logs of the raft together with the dog chains, for maxinmm safety.
As | mentioned earlier, | had been | ooking forward to the eveni ng—and Marie. However, it devel oped

that Wendy was either coning down sick with sonething, or upset by die travel; Marie gave ne to
understand that, as far

TI VE STORM

91

as that night went, she would be tied up with famly nmatters. So as not to waste tinme, | took
advantage of the long twilight to go down on the beach and nake a start gathering the togs for the
raft, then chopping themto length with Marie's axe.

Sunday and the girl went down there with ne; and as things turned out, | built a fire and went on
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wor ki ng by that, even after the sunset |left us; so that we ended up maki ng a separate canp down
there. Just before | turned in for the night, sonmething occurred to ne.

"You know," | said to the girl, looking across the fire to where she sat with Sunday, "we |eft
that raft of the lizards in one hell of a hurry, that night | renenber pulling you through the
water; but | don't really renenmber how well you can swim-er even if you can really swifli. Can

you? Do you think you can nmake it across the river?"
| expected a nod or a shake of the head at the nmost But to my surprise, she answered in words. 'Tm
not going." | stared at her.

"What do you nean—you're not going?" | exploded. "Do you think you can stay here on this side of
the river, alone? Get that thought out of your mind. You re going." She shook her head, | ooking
not at ne, but at the fire. | sat, staring at her, too angry for words. Then | took hold of ny
anger with both hands, figuratively speaking, and tried to tqgiic; calmy

"Look," | said, as reasonably as | knew how. "W've been together for sonme time, you and | and
Sunday. But nothing lasts forever. You nust have known that sooner or later we were going to be
nmeeting other people and joining them or they'd be joining us ....**

I went on talking, calmy and persuasively, using all the argunents | had used to nyself the day
before, and doing, | thought, a good job of it It was only common sense | was telling her; and

pointed this out to the girt Aside fromher youth and sex, any single person stood a nuch reduced
chance of survival. What would she do with herself? Practical natters aside, Sunday would m ss
her. For mat matter | would niss her, nyself....

I was tal king away quite earnestly, and even beginning to think that | was getting through to her
when she got up suddenly and wal ked away out of the circle of firelight |eaving ne in md-

sent ence.
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| stared after her into the darkness. Sonething cold cane in out of the night and sat down on ny
chest. For the first tine, it occurred to me that she could actually be nmeaning to do what she had
just said she woul d.

11

An hour after sunrise, Marie, Wendy, our equipnent, supplies, dogs and all were down on the beach
wat ching me finish off the raft Watchi ng and hel ping, as nuch as they could. It was Marie who
brought up the subject of the girt

W think," said Marie, |ooking over to where the girl sat on a |og, stroking Sundayl at her feet,
"everybody should do then-share.”

"She's not going,** | said.

Marie stared at ne.

"She's not going?** Marie said. There was an odd note in her voi ce—a note which could have neant

anything. | could not interpret it at aU "You don't mean that?"

"I don't mean h," | said. "She does."

"Oh?" said Marie. She | ooked over at the girl again. "lIfs her idear
"That's right"

Maw st ood for a nmonent, watching the girt
"No," Marie said, finally. "She'll go."

| did not say anything nmore, nyself. | concentrated on finishing the raft Wen | was done, we
| aunched it and loaded it with the contents of the two bicycle carts and the carts thenmselves. It
floated well, a square of good-sized |ogs alnobst ten feet by ten feet in area; and there was

plenty of roomon it for Wendy—though the little girl was pale as noonlight and dearly frightened
to death of riding across the river on the rocking | og surface.

Whil e Marie coaxed and soothed the child, | took six of the dog-leash chains | had set aside while
I was making the raft Three of these | put around Sunday's neck to nmake a choke-collar for him |
fastened the second three to the first and | ooped themaround a log too big for the
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| eopard to drag. Then | went to the raft and picked up the .22 rifle and its box of shells.

**\What are you doi ng?** Marie interrupted her efforts with Wendy to stare at nme. "That's nine. You
gave Hto ne."

Tin taking it back,"” | said.

I wal ked away, not |istening to what el se she said. The girl had cone to stand concernedly over
Sunday and exani ne his chai ns—Sunday, hinself, had hardly blinked when | had put themon him He

| ay basking in the sun. | walked up to the girl and shoved both rifle and shells into her hands.
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"You can learn to shoot this," |I said. "Keep the sheik dry and use themup only when you really
need to. Whatever you do, make sure they're not dirty when you put themin the rifle. And make
sure no dirt gets in the barrel of the rifle. If it does, take sone string fromyour pack, and tie
a dean patch of cloth on the end of it Drop the string through the barrel and keep pulling the
doth through the barrel until it |ooks shiny fromend to end, when you hold it up and | ook at the
light through it, the way you' ve seen ne do. Have you got that?"

She took the box and gun fromne without a word.

Tm | eavi ng Sunday with you," | said. "Don't unchain himuntil we've been gone at |east a day and a
night If Fmnot around, | think he'n stick with you; and hell be even nore protection to you than
the gun. Renenber, winter's coming onin a fewnonths. Try to find sone place where you can settle
in and be protected until it warns up again."

She | ooked at me. "Wl C | said. "CGoodby."

She did not nove or speak. | turned and went back to

Mari e.

Mari e had Wendy on the raft and was already stripped down to a yell ow one-pi ece swi nmsint. She

| ooked good init, as | would have expected since the night before hut | had not stopped to think
about such niceties nyself. Now, out of tribute to her own bathing dress, | left ny shorts on—a
foolish bit of male nmodesty which | had not planned on, earlier. But | had spare underclothing in
my backpack, and | could hang the wet shorts outside the backpack to dry as | travelled, after we
reached the other side.
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| | ooked back once nore at the girl and Sunday, and waved. Neither one responded, of course. | got
into the cold river water, holding on to the raft along with Marie. The dogs took to the water on
their own, after us; and we began the swi m across.

As | said, the water was cold, in spite of it being mdsumrer. The current swept us farther
downriver than even | had expected by the time we nmade the crossing; and by that time, in spite of
considering nyself a fairly strong swimrer, | was grateful to have the raft to ding to, and
synpathetic to the dogs who had no such thing, (hie of them indeed, got the idea at one point to
try and clinb up on the raft; but a sharp comand from Mari e nade hi mdrop back off it. Al in
all, though, we nust have been in the water nore than half an hour by the tine we finally
struggl ed ashore on a snall sandy spot backed up by a space, about two house-lots in size, of sand
and grass reaching back to the edge of a fairly thick woods.

I had gotten out, hauled the raft hi close and lifted Wendy ashore, and was begi nning to unl oad
the raft when a tense word from Mari e nade ne strai ghten up and turnaround.

Five nen had cone out of the trees—about hal f-way out between trees and water. They stood perhaps
twenty yards or so fromus in a seni-circle, hemrming us in aganst the river's edge. They were all
wel | -dressed—dressed for the outdoors, that is. Each of themwore thick-soled country-style
boots, "with high tops disappearing up inside heavy trousers; and above the waist they all wore

|l eather or firmcloth jackets, with the collars of winter-weight shirts showing at the neck; and
all but one of themwore sonme kind of hat Every one of themhad at | east one handgun belted around
his waist as well as a rifle in his hands.

The one without a bat stood a little forward of the rest and seenmed to be the | eader, though he
was younger than any of the others, and even | ooked to be a good hal f-dozen years younger than |
was. But he was as tall as |, and w der of shoulder, in his jacket. H s face was heavy-boned; and
like mne, ft was dean-shaven—all the rest wore beards of varying lengths. He grinned at ne as |
reached for the rifle on the raft "Leave it lay," he said. | stopped reaching.
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"CQuard!" snapped Marie. "Point!"

Swiftly, the dogs fanned out around us, each facing one or nore of the nen, which in nbst cases
meant that there were a couple of dogs on each; and each canine formwent into its own version of
a tense on-the-mark position, tike a trained bird dog pointing quail. The rifles of the nmen cane
up.

"Hold ft!" said the young nan. "Keep your dogs there if you don't want them shot!"

Marie said nothing, but the dogs stood stilL The young man dropped the butt of his rifle to the
ground and | eaned on the gun in friendly fashi on—+hough |I noticed the rest of~them kept then*
weapons ready to use. He smled at us

again. "Wen," he said. "What's it |ike on the other side of

the river?"

"There's nothing much there," | said. | was freezing to death, standing md-thigh deep in the
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water, but | did not want to nove out of arm s reach of the rifle on the raft. "Wat's it like on
this aider

"Not hi ng much on this side, either,"” the young nman said. "Couple of enpty towns ....
He was answering nme, but he was watching Marie. They were all watching Marie. It was that yell ow
swimsuit ! had not been unaware that she had put it on with at |least part of her mnd on what it
woul d do to me. Now, it was doing the sane thing to these nen; only with themft was, | thought,
turning out to be a bit too nuch of a good thing. But yet, instead of doing sonething sensible,

ti ke taking a jacket or blanket fromthe raft to cover herself, and in spite of the fact that,
like me, she had to be both wet and cold, she continued to stand where she was, deliberately
inviting their stares. Not only that, but now she had to start talking, to draw that nuch nore
attention on herself.

"What do yon think you' re doing?" she cried, pulling Wendy to her. "As if ny child wasn't
frightened enough, you have to come charging out of the woods like this with guns—=

She had begun to rub the little girl down with the towel Wendy had worn around her neck, as a sea
to keep water spray fromgetting under the bl anket in which she had been wapped during the raft
voyage. The activity may have been purely notherly, but it was al nost as ef-
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fective as if Marie had begun to do the dance of the seven veils in front of our visitors. A
couple of themwere grinning slightly.

"Well now, Tmsorry,** said the young |l eader. "Awfully sorry."'
wi del y.

"You ought to be!" said Marie, towelling away. "Just because sonething's happened to the world
doesn't nean the people cant be decent! Anybody with any brains would offer to help, instead of
bursting out fike that, fike thugs—

"Well be glad to help," said the young man. "You don't understand us, that's why we cane over, to
hel p you—=

"l should think so!" snapped Marie. "That's nore tike ft. Here, when there's hardly any people
left in the world, those that are left need to stick together. Wen, naybe | shouldn't junp down
your throat tike that—-=She was still continuing to towel Wndy vigorously in her alnost-dance, in
spite of the fact that Wendy now, plainly, wanted only to be released. "But if you'd just had to
swiman icy river tike that, you'd be a little upset too, when a bunch of nmen with guns—

"Mommy, Fra dry nowl " Wendy was protesting, squirnming hi Marie's grasp.

eHold still, dear!" said Marie. "As | was saying, a bunch of nmen with guns—=

| caught ft then,, out of the corner of ny eye; fust a flicker of novenment Suddenly, | saw \Wat
was happeni ng, and why Marie had been standing there, chattering and bounci ng about to bold their
attention.

Whi | e she had been putting on her tittle show, the dogs had been about their own business.

Hs nen grinned a little nore

Apparently she had trained themwell. As long as the eyes of the man ft watched was upon it, the
dog guarding himstood tensely still, at point But the nonent that attention noved el sewhere for
even a fraction of ft second, the dog stole forward—ene step, two steps, even half a step, as if
ft was stalking a rabbit lying still and hidden in a cornfield. To begin with, the dogs had been

al nost as far away fromthe nen as Marie and | were. Now, they bad hal ved the di stance between
them and our wel comi ng conmittee.

Now, ft was no |longer a case of the nen being able to kO all the dogs before the dogs could reach
them They might kill a good half of the dogs, but the other half
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stood an al nost equal chance of reaching themwhile they were doing that.

In the same nmonent that | saw the flicker of nmovenent, the man with the gun, at which the novenent
had been directed, saw it too. Evidently the dog had gotten too far inside our fields of vision to
move wit hout being noticed.

Tek— shouted the man. The dogs! Look!" The young | eader jerked his eyes from Mari e and swept them
around the semcircle of half-crouching canines. At the sanme tine the others started to jerk their
guns up. But | had already taken advantage of the fact that their attention was off ne to sweep up
the rifle off the raft into ny own hands.

"Hold ill" | shouted.

I had the rifle to nmy shoulder, ained at Tek's belt The dogs were ready.

"Hold it—ust like he says!" barked Tek—f that was the young |eader's full nane. He hinself stood
perfectly

St UL
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H s men froze.

That's better,** he said, hi a calner voice. He | ooked once nore at Marie and ne and smled; but |
could see a little shininess of sweat on his face. A 30.06 slug through the intestines is not a
happy prospect; and | was close enough so that even if | was a poor shot, | shouldn't niss.
"That*8 nuch better. You don't want to waste any of these good dogs, now do you, ma' an? We'll just
back out of here and let you folks go your own way, since that's what you seemto want If we can't
be friends"—and he was snmiling at Marie alone, now—then that*s just howit'll have to be. Sorry,
though. It'd have been nice to know you. Now, we'll just start backing up ...."

And he did start backing up. His men initated him The dogs i mediately followed, step for step
as if invisible threads connected each of themto the nan on which the dog focused.

"Hol d!" said Marie. The dogs stopped; and die nmen kept backing, each holding his rifle in one
hand, down by his side and out of the way. | kept my own rifle steady at ny shoul der.

The men reached the edge of the trees and slipped back into their shadow, all but Tek, who stopped

briefly.
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"Keep going," said Marie.

"Sure. See you sonetine," called Tek

"Only if we don't see you first!" answered Marie, grimy.

Tek waved. He paused for a second and | ooked directly at me. He nade a little gesture like tipping
a nonexi stent hat.

"You're a lucky man!" he called to ne. "Dont anyone ever tell you you're not!"

There was no sneer in his voice. There did not have to be. H s nessage was clear enough. | was
negligi ble—+t was Marie and her dogs who were driving himoff. For a second | flared into a
rage—and for a second | al nost charged out of the water after him to call hima Uar to his
face—then that answer-seeking reflex in the back of my m nd pounced on his clear intent |ike
Sunday pouncing on a scuttling fieldmuse. He was trying to get nme to charge after himhi just
that fashion. The dogs were not dangerous froma distance without ny rifle covering themfrom

behind. If | got out in front they could shoot me, then kill the dogs safely froma distance they
had now regai ned between thensel ves and the cani nes.

So | did not rush out, after all. Instead, | laughed. | |aughed Ioudly, hoping he would hear
me—but he was al ready gone into the shadows of the trees, and | could not tell if he was stil

wi t hi n earshot or not
I cane out of the water then, but slowy, and handed the rifle to Marie.

"Watch the woods," | said.
| turned back to haul the raft, safely, far enough out of the water so that the river current
could not pull it away until we had unloaded it Then | took the rifle back from Marie while she

rubbed sonme life back into ny body and towell ed herself dry. Meanwhile, there had been no further
sign of Tek and his men. Marie posted a couple of dogs at the very edge of the woods, on watch;
and we turned to unloading the raft.

Once we were unloaded, | built a fire to warmus up. It was only after the fire was going well and
.Marie had sone soup heating on its flames, that |I thought to | ook back across the river to see if
the girl and Sunday had wi tnessed our encounter with Tek and his nmen. But a gl ance showed me that
we had drifted so far down river in our crossing, that the beach where | had left girl and
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| eopard was now around the bend of the further shoreline, out of sight | turned bade to the soup,
grateful for its SU ng heat, but feeling a little enpty inside all the sane.

After | dressed, | scouted with Marie and a few of the dogs to see if the neighborhood was really
clear of Tek and his conpafieros. W found that the woods into which they had gone was actually
only a narrow fringe of trees, perhaps a couple of hundred yards hi width, paralleling the river.
The woods were clear of human |ife and beyond themrose a snmall slope to a sort of shallow river
bluff, fromwhich we could see over a fairly w de, open, grassy area. There was no sign of Tek and
conpany there, either, and no sign of mstwalls, or anything el se, nmoving. W went back and made
canp by the river, where we had | anded. Marie and | both figured we deserved a little holiday.

The next day we pushed on east, with nme scouting wen ahead. A few of the dogs were beginning to
take to me, finally—perhaps the water bad washed of f enough of Sunday's smell to make ne socially
acceptable to themand there were a couple | could trust to obey a few sinple commands. Marie
drilled themwith ne; and they responded well. One was a bitch—a sort of |arge cocker spaniel mx
and the nore intelligent of the two. The other was a | ean, nervous, German shepherd type, nale and
| ooki ng hal f-starved. The bitch was called Merry and the Gernman shepherd was Cox. They woul d heel
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stand, guard and scout for me in a drde, at a sweep of my arm—-and that was pretty good,
considering our linited acquai ntance.
So, they and I got along pretty weU, noving perhaps four hundred yards or so in front of Marie,

Wendy and the rest | was off by nyself, as | liked it; but travelling with two dogs was not |ike
travelling with Sunday. They woul d obey conmands; Sunday al nbst never had—except by acci dent They
travelled at ny pace; | had been used to travelling nore or less at Sunday's. They were deadly

weapons | could control Sunday had been al nost uncontroll abl e and absol utely unpredictabl e.

But there was one great point of difference that oat-weighed all their virtues. The crazy cat had
| oved me—I oved ne for nyself atone. It was a | ove induced by accident and the tune change effect,
but nonetheless it was there. And |+ had gotten used to it Merry and Cox
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coul d have been as cheerfully working for Tek at this nonent, if Marie had drilled theminto
obeyi ng himinstead of ne.

So | put thoughts of Sunday out of ny mind—+ had not dared to think of the girl fromthe first Now
| allowed nyself the thought that it was |ucky she was on die far side of die river, and Tek with
his men, on this. Hopefully she would run into sone decent people on her side. People being
natural ly spread out over the spectrum of human character as they were, she had as good a chance
of finding good people as she bad of finding bad ones. | put her out of ny mind, too. No nan—and
no girl—ould have the world just the way they wanted it, al ways.

By noon of the second day after we had crossed the river, we noved out of the relatively open area
beyond the river bluff on this side and began to cone on rolling country covered by what was
obviously farm and, scattered with deserted-Iooking farm houses. The change was gradual enough so
that it was inpossible for us to tell whether the change fromopen country to cultivated earth was
natural or the result of a tinme xhange. But in any case, the appearance of the area did not jibe
exactly with Tek's words about only a "couple of enpty towns" on this side of the river. W passed
by the deserted-I|ooking farnmhouses at a healthy distance; and at no time did the dogs give any
kind of alarm

So three days of travel went by quietly with no sign of Tek and his group, or any other hunans,
and no sign of trouble. Then, on the norning of the fourth day we spotted a nistwall standing off
to our right, and | changed our line of march to angle toward it

12

Marie objected to the whole idea. Her own instinct was to head away fromthe noiatwall; and
could not bl ame

her.

"AH right,** | said, turning away. "You go on. | should catch up to you in a couple of days. If

not, you'd better

not wait for ne."

| took perhaps a half dozen steps away from her before she made a sound; and then | heard her

behi nd ne.

"What can | do? What can | dor

It was an aching, tearing sort of cry. | turned around and saw her* her eyes squeezed shut, her
face white, her fists clenched at her sides, and all her body rigid. I went back to her

Suddenly, | understood how it was with her. From her point of view, she had contributed to our
partnership everything she had to contribute. She had abandoned what little security she still had
left, following the time storm to go with ne—nore for Wendy*s sake, | suspected, than for her
own. She bad been adjustable, faithful and hardworking, a good partner by day and ni ght She had
trusted her dogs, herself—-and even her daughter—+o nme. And still, here on sonme reasonl ess whim as
it seemed to her, | was going to risk everything on a chance mat could just as easily be avoi ded.

I put my arns around her and tried to get her to soften up; but she was as rigid as ever the girl
had been in one of her states of shock. But | sinply stood there and kept hol ding her, as | had
kept holding the girt in those instances, and after a white, | thought |I felt some yielding in
her. She shuddered and began to cry, in great, inward, throaty, tearing sobs that were al nost

tearl ess. However, after a white, even these began to quiet 102
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down; and | began to talk, quietly, into her ear while | held her

"Listen to ne," | said, There only were three things |I nmight not have gone along with you on; and

now t hat Sunday and the girl are gone, there's only one. But that's sonmething |'ve been stuck wth
all ny Iife. Now that |'ve taken on the question of figuring out the time storm | don't have any
choice. |I've got to go through any mst-walls | find and see what's on the other side of them3ve

file:/lIF|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (45 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

got to, you understand? There's no choice for ne when | conme to sonmething tike this. There never
has been."

**| know yon don't love ne," she said into my chest. "I never asked for that But where will we go
if you dont come back? What wffl we do?"
"You'll do just fine," |I said. "All you have to do is sit down for half an hour and wait, while

step through the mstwaU and take a | ook at what's beyond it before | conme back out" "Anr she

sai d.

"That's right AH, " | told her- "You'll have to take my word for it; but with nost of the mistwalls
|'"ve seen, the two sides of themwere pretty nmuch the sane, front and back. The odds are agai nst
anything being there that's either very good or very bad. If it's bad, 111 duck back right away.

If it's good, it could nmean a new, safe future for all of us. You ought to be pushing ne to go and
| ook, not hol ding nme back!"
"Ch, you'll do what you want,'
set off for the mistwallL

At the point where we cane up to it, the mstwafl crossed a little hollow crowned by trees on both
sides, so that there was a sort of natural trough sone sixty yards wi de and perhaps a hundred | ong
leading to it | had picked this point as one where Marie, Wendy and the dogs could stay nore or

| ess hi dden from anyone observing fromthe higher |evel of |land surrounding them W had spotted
the mistwall early, and we reached the trough, or hollow, perhaps an hour before noon. The

she said and pulled away fromnme. But evidently it was settled; we

mstwall itself was conpletely unnmovi ng—ow that | thought of it, | had never seen a notionless
m stwall begin to travel, or a noving one stop. It could be that there were two different
varieties of time tines involved . . . now that was a new thought
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| got everyone down in the hollow and clinbed back out to the surrounding |evel to nake sure they
were invisible fromanyone | ooking across the outside plain. They were, and using the binocul ars
reassured ne that there was no sign of novenent between the clunps of trees on the plain itself.
They shoul d be perfectly safe for an hour or so while I was on the other side of the mist-
mll—ertainly they would be safe for the time it would take ne to go, turn around and cone back
if I found sonething on the other side |I did not I|ike.

Goi ng back down into the hollow, | found nyself trying to renenber if | had ever seen anyone or
anyt hing alive noving voluntarily through one of the mistwalls. But | could remenber none.

Marie held ne tightly for a I ong noment before she would let ne | eave them for the m stwal

itsel f—and even Wendy dung to ne. The little girl had been getting over her shyness where |I was
concerned, these last few days since the girl and Sunday had been gone. | felt a sudden touch of
di sconfort at the realization that | had not reacted to the small overtures the child had been
making in nmy direction. It cane to me suddenly and heavily that it was sone obscure connection
bet ween her presence and the absence of the other two, the girl and Sunday, that had kept ne coo
to her. Now, suddenly, | felt guilty. It was not Wendv*s fault that things were happening as they
Wer e.

At any rate, | broke away from Marie and her at |last and wal ked into the dust and the mst, as
tense as one of the dogs wal king into a strange backyard. The physical and enotional feeling of
upset took me before I had a chance to close ny eyes agai nst the dust—but again, as on that
earlier time | had gone through the mistwall to find Marie's place, the sensations were | ess than
I had felt beforev I found nyself wondering if it was possible either to bufld up an imunity to
going through the walls, or else sinply to get used to the reactions they triggered in living
bodi es.

| pushed ahead blindly, the ground beconming a little rough and uneven under ny feet, until the

| esseni ng of the dust-sting against the skin of ny face told nme | must be coming out on the other
side of the time change line. | opened ny eyes. | stood nowin nigged territory. If | was not
anong
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mount ai ns, then certainly | was in the nmidst of sone steep hills. Directly ahead of ne was sone
sort of nmmssive concrete structure, too large for ne to see inits entirety. The part | was able
to see was a nmass of ruins, with new grass sprouting at odd points anong the tunbled bl ocks of
what had evidently been walls and ceilings.

What had smashed it up so thoroughly was hard to imagine. It didn't |ook so much as if it had been
bonmbed as if it had been picked up and tw sted, the way you might twist a wet towel to wing it
dry. About it, the steep slopes, covered with gravel and a few fir and spruce trees, |ooked
deserted under the cloudl ess, nmidday sky. The air tenperature was perceptibly cooler titan it had
been on the other side of the mistwall, as if | was now at a noticeably higher altitude—though
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had not felt the elevator-sort of inner ear sensations that would suggest a sudden change to a

| ower air pressure. There were no birds visible and no sounds of insects. O course, if tins new
| and was hi gh enough it could be above the flight zone of nobst insects.

However, whatever the structure before me had been at one tine, nowit was a ruin only. There was
no sign of fife anywhere. It was far-fetched to think that there could be anyone in that pfle of
rubbl e who might have a greater understanding of the tine stormnman | did, |let alone ideas on how
to five with it or deal with it. | might as well go back through the nmistwall to Marie, Wndy and
t he dogs.

But | hesitated. There was a reluctance in me to cut short this business of being off on ny
own—al nost as nmuch reluctance as there was in me to face Marie and admt tiw whole experinent of
goi ng through the nmistwall had been profitless. | conpromsed with nyself finally; it would do no
harmto go around the ruin and a little farther into this newterritory, until | could see the
whol e extent of it and perhaps nake sone guess as to what it had once been. The concrete of what
was left of it appeared as nodern, or nore so, than anything in ny native time—t mght even have
comre froma few years beyond ny original present

It was an odd feeling that was pushing ne to explore farther—a snall feeling, but a powerful one.
There was sonet hing about that junble of concrete that plucked at ny probl emsol ving nental

machi nery and beckoned it
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I swung to the right, approaching the ruin and circling it at the same tune. As | got closer, the
buil ding turned out to be larger even than it had | ooked at first, and it was not possible to see

it all at once. After a while, however, | got to where I could get a sight down one long side line
of it. | still could not really see it as a whole, because it curved away fromne, follow ng the
contours of the hill on which it was built; but it seened to becone progressively less of a ruin

as its structure receded fromnme, and its interest to ne grew. It renminded ne a little of nmy own
life, beginning as a weck and devel oping into sonething with a shape, purposeful, but too big to
see and know as a whole. | felt alnost as if the building was sonmething famliar, fike an old
friend built out of concrete; and | prow ed further on al ongside it

It continued to sprawl out and curve away fromne as | went; and after | had gone perhaps a
quarter of a mle, | realized that | never would be able to see the thing as a whole. It was
sinply too big, and it spread out in too

many directions.

I mght have turned back then; but | noticed that the building was relatively undamaged in the
further area of it | had now reached. Facing me were some w ndows that were whole, in sections of
gray concrete wall that | ooked untouched. Farther on, there was even a door that |ooked slightly
ajar—as if H needed only to be pushed open to | et anyone into the interior.

I went toward the door. It was a heavy, fire-door type; and when | put ny weight into H and
pul l ed, ft swung outward slowy. Inside was a flight of bare concrete stairs with black Iron pipe
railing, leading upward. | nounted the stain slowy and quietly, the rifle balanced in ny hands,
ready to use, even while the sensible front of ny mind told me mat this was ridicul ous. | was
wasting my tine on a deserted and destroyed artifact; and Hwas nigh tine | was headi ng back to
Mari e and Wendy, who woul d be worrying about me by now

Reaching the top of the stain, | let nyself through another door into a long corridor, with only a
bare white wall and window to ny |left, w ndows through which die sun was now striking brilliantly,
bat aglhter with glass doors and interior windows to ny right, through which | could see what
seened to be row on row of offices and | aboratories.
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| took a step down the corridor, and sonething plucked lightly at the cuff of ny left pantleg. |

| ooked down. What appeared to be a small black thread had been fastened to the wall of each side
of the corridor and now | ay broken on the floor where ny | eg had snapped it

"Who's there?*' asked a voice over ny head.

I looked up and saw the grille of a speaker—ebviously of some public address systemthat had been
built into this corridor when the whole structure had been put up

"Hel | 0?" said the voice. It was tenor-weight, a young nan's voice. "Who is it? Just speak up. |
can hear you.*1

Cautiously, | took a step backward. | was as careful as | could be hi picking up nmy foot and
putting it down again. But still, when the sole of ny boot touched the corridor surface, there was
a faint, gritting noise.

"I'f you're thinking of going back out the way you cane in," said the voice, "don't bother. The
doors are |locked now It's part of the original security systemof tins installation; and Fve
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still got power to run it"
I took two nore quick, quiet steps back and tried the door to the stairway. The door handl e was
i mmovabl e and the door itself stood notionl ess agai nst ny strongest push

"You see?" said the voice. "Now, | don't nean to keep you prisoner against your will. If you want
to leave, | can let you out | just thought we might talk."

"Can yon see me?" | asked.

"No," he answered. "But Fve got instrunments. Left see . .. you're about one hundred and ninety

centinmeters tall and weigh eighty-two point five three plus kilos. On the basis of voice tone and
body odors, you're nale, blood tenperature approximately half a degree above normal, heart beat
fifty-ei ght—ool -headed custonmer, plainly—blood pressure a hundred and ei ght over eighty-seven.
You' re wearing some synthetics, but nostly wool and | eather by wei ght—eutdoor clothes. MW
mechani cal nose al so reports you as carrying a conbination of netal, wood, oil and other odors
.that inply arifle of some kind, plus some other netal that nay be a knife; and according to the
other scents you carry, you've been outside this building only a little while after coming from
some place with a lot of grass, fewtrees and a warner, noister climte."

He stopped tal ki ng.
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*Tminpressed,” | said, to start himup again. | did not trust his pronise to let me go just for
the asking; and | was |ooking around for some way out besides the | ocked door. There were the

wi ndows—how many stairs had | clinmbed on the way up? If | could break through a wi ndow, and the
drop was not far to the ground ..

Thank you," said the voice. "But it's no credit to nme. It's the equipnment. At any rate, reading
fromwhat | have here, you're out exploring rather than | ooking for trouble. You aren't carrying
equi prent or supplies for living outdoors, even though the odors on you say that's how you've been
living. That neans such equi prent and supplies you have nmust be el sewhere. You wouldn't be likely
to | eave them unattended—sone ani mal night chew themup to get at whatever food you were carrying,
so you probably have others with you. They aren't in view anywhere around the area outside the
building, or I'd know about them and you're the only one inside, besides ne; so that neans you
just about had to conme through that stationary |line of tenporal discontinuity, out there."

| stopped | ooking for windows. Now | actually was inpressed. The equi prent had been remarkabl e
enough in what it could tell himabout me; but any idiot could sit and read results from gauges
and dials, if he had been trained well enough. This kind of hard, conscious reasoning from

evi dence, on the other hand, was sonething el se again.

"What did you call it—a tenporal discontinuity?" | asked.

That's right Have you got another nane for it?" said the voice. "It really doesn't matter what
it's called. W both know what we're tal ki ng about **

"What do you call it when it noves?" | asked.

There was a | ong second of silence.

"Mves?1* said the voice

| damm near grinned.

"All right," | said, "now FIl do a little deducing. Ffl deduce you haven't left this building
since the time storm struck. 1*

Ti me storn®"

The overall pattern of your tenporal discontinuities,** | said. "I call that a tinme storm | call
i ndi vidual discontinuities |like the one out there, tinme lines. | call the haze in the air where
one is, a mstwalL"
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There was a pause.

"l see,** he said.

"And you haven't left this building since that m st* wall appeared out there, or since whatever it
was, first happened to this building?"

That's not quite the way it's been,** be answered. Tve gone outside a few tines. But you're right,
essentially. |I've been here since the first wave of disruption hit, studying that discontinuity
you cane through. But you—you' ve been noving around. And you say there're discontinuities that
nove~?**

"Sone of themtravel across country,” | said. "Were they've gone by, the land' s changed. It's
either changed into what it's going to be sonetine in the future, or into what it was, once, in

t he past"

"Very interesting . . .** Ihe voice was thoughtful. Ten ne, are there nany people out there, where
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the nmoving dis—tine |lines are?"

"No," | said. "If s been some weeks and |*ve covered a |lot of ground. But |I've only found a
handful . The Hawaiian |slands seemto have cone through pretty weU. You can hear broadcasting
regularly fromthere on shortwave and other stations on the radio, now and then—=*

"Yes, | know," the voice was still thoughtful. "I thought it was the discontinuities cutting off
nost of the reception.”
"I doubt it** | said. "I think there just aren't many people still left in the world. Wat was

this placer’

**A federal installation. Research and testing,** said the voice, absently. "Wiat's ft |ike out

t her e?"

**|f s tike a world-sized crazy quilt, cut up into all sorts of different tine areas, narked off
one fromeach other by the mistwalls—by the tine lines or discontinuities. The big problemis the

situation's still changing. Every moving time tine changes everything where it passes.”

| stopped talking. H's voice did not pick up the conversation. |I was busy thinking about the words
"research and testing."

"You said you'd been studying the tine tine, there," | said. "Wat have you | earned so far?**

"'"Not much,** his voice was nore distant now, as if he had noved away from the m crophone over

whi ch he had been speaking, or was caught up in sone other activity, so that he was giving ne only
a part of his at-
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tention. "Wat you call the mistwall appearance seens to be a natter of conflicting air currents
and tenperature differentials between the two zones. But there doesn't seemto be any materia
barrier . . . you say they sonetinmes nove?"

That's right,** | said. "Any reason why they shoul dn*t 7**

"No, | suppose . . . yes," he said. "There's a reason. As far as |'ve been able to measure, these
lines of discontinuity stretch out beyond the reach of any instruments | have. In other words,
they go right off into space. You' d assune any network of forces that nassive would have to be in
bal ance. But if certain of the lines are noving, then it has to be a dynamic, not a static,

bal ance; and that nmean* ....*"

"What ?"

"I don't know, *' he said. "Maybe |I'mjust letting nmy human ideas of size and di stance influence
me. But 1've got trouble imagining sonmething that big, shifting around internally.O

He stopped talking. | waited for himto start up again.
But he did not
"Look," | said. "I just sort of ran fromthis overall situation, the way you'd run for shelter

froma thunderstorm for the first few weeks. But now Fmtrying to find out if there isn't sone
way to get on top of the situation—to control it—=x*

"Control ?1*

I waited a second; but be did not say any nore.

"What's the matter?" | asked. "Did | say sone kind of

dirty wordr*

"You don't understand," he said. "If the whole disturbance is bigger than our planet, possibly
systemw de—and in sonme sort of dynam c bal ance, the idea of controlling it is . ..." He

hesitated. For the first tine there was sonmething like enotion in his voice. "Don't you realize we
never have been able to control even a hurricane—o, not even a thunderstorm|i ke the one you were
tal ki ng about -when this first hit us. Have you any idea of the nflgnitw of the forces involved in
sonething Hke this, if it's stretching all over die solar systenP"

"What nmakes you think it is?" | asked.

He did not answer.

"All right," | said, after a nonent. "If you're not going to talk, let me out of here and we'll
say goodby. | was
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going to invite you to cone along with me—eut where you can study the nmoving lines as well as this
static one. But | gather that's not the way you like to work."

I turned on mmy heel, went back to the stairway door and pushed. But it was still | ocked.
"Waft,** he said. "Do you have other people with you?"

"Yes," | told him "How about you? Are you al one herer

That's right," he said. There were a couple of hundred people in the installation here, when the
disruption first hit When | got ny senses back, | was the only one left | was in the hyperbaric
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chanber at the time—not that | can figure out why that should have nade a difference. **

"I'"ve got an idea about that," | said. "I think some of us are just naturally inmune-statistica
survivors."

"Survivors. "

"OfF the tine changes. It's only a thought Don't ask me for details.**

"An interesting thought..."

The voice trailed off. Down the long inner wall of the corridor, one of the doors opened, and a

short, lightly boned figure in white slacks and white shirt stepped out and came toward nme. He was
so small that nmy first thought was that he could not be nore than twelve or fourteen yean old fat
spite of his adult voice; but when he got closer, | saw that his face was the face of a man in his

hue teens or early twenties. He cane up to ne and offered ne his hand.

"B01 Gault," he said. It was a strong nane for soneone that |ight

I shook hands with him

"Marc Despard,” | answered.

1think Fd like to go with you, after all," he said.

| studied him He was in no way frail or abnormal, just fight and smafl. At die same tine, his
| ack of size and the spurious air of being half-frown about him nade nme hesitate now at the

t hought of adding himto our party. | had just not expected anyone so ... so physically
insignificant, to be the person behind die voice | had been talking with. For a nonent | felt a
touch of exasperation. AH ny hie, until | had run into the gMand the crazy cat, | had gotten by

nicely with no responsibility for anyone but nyself. But since this damed tune stormstarted, it
112
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children—and fromthe look of Bill Gault, | now had another responsibility on ny hands. | could

i magi ne what woul d happen if this featherweight should try to stand up al one to one of Tek's nen,
for exanpl e.

"Well, you can't just walk out there like that,"” | said. "Haven't you got sone heavi er clothes and
sonme hi king boots? And if you've got a gun of any kind around, bring that along, too, with

what ever hi the way of a pack and extra clothing you can scrape up."

"Ch, Fra all prepared," Bill Gault said. "I've had things ready for sone tinme, in case | did
decide to | eave."

And you know-he had. He took me down the corridor to a roomwhere he outfitted hinself in
synthetic wool and |eather gear that filled me with envy. Evidently, this installation had been
testing, anong other things, various kinds of special-duty outerwear for the arned services. Wen
he was done, he | ooked tike an officer in the ski troops, lacking only the skis. The well-stuffed
backpack he wore was a marvel; and he had both a revolver and the latest hi arny |ightweight,
automatic rifles. | looked at the rifle particularly.

"You don't have another one tike that |ying around, do yon?" | asked.

"This is the only one,"” he said. "But there's a machine pistol, if you d like it"

I looked at him He had | ooked so ready hi his outdoor garb, it had been hard for ne to renmenber
that he had been boxed up here since the time stormhad started. But one good innocent sentence
i ke that brought back the realization in a hurry.

"You' ve got ammunition for it?** "Lots of ammunition." he said.

"And," | said, "you were actually going to let us walk off without it? You were going to |leave it
behi nd?"

"Well, you've already got a rifle," he said, nodding at the 30.06. "And a nachine pistol's not

very practical for hunting.*'
| shook ny head.

"Cet it," | said, "and as nuch ammunition for it as you think |I can reasonably carry."

He did. It was an UzL And the damm fool would have left it behind.
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"Let's go," | said, loading nmy pockets and belt with the spare clips he had brought, until | felt

heavy enough to wal k bow | egged. "That is, unless you've got sone other useful surprises to spring
on ne."

"Nothing I can think of," he said. "Food—=

"Food's no real problem"” | said. "There seenms to be canned goods enough to last the few of us
who're left for the rest of our lifetimes. Cone on."

He ted me out The door opened ms tine when | pushed on it We went down the stairs and out of the
building; and | led himback to the msrwalL
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"What should | expect?" he asked, as we came up to it

Hi s tone was so casual that, for a second, | did not understand. Then | | ooked at himand saw t hat
his face was pale. Calm but pale.
"You're thinking of howit was when the tinme stormfirst caught your | said. He nodded. "It won't

be that bad. It seens to get easier with experience. Hang on to ny belt, though, if yon want; and
if | feel you let go, mput down the rifle and Iug you through nyself. But try and stay on your
feet if you can, because we can use both these guns if we can get themout"

He nodded agai n and reached out to hook fingers in ny belt

"You*!] have to close your eyes agai nst the dust when we get close,” | said. "Just concentrate on
keepi ng on your feet, and staying with ne."

We went into the mistwaU then. It was not bad at aH for ne, this tine; but | could imagi ne how it
m ght be for him | was so undisturbed by the passage through that | had attention to spare when
heard Marie's voice on the far side of the mstwalU, as we started to conme out of the far side of
it

** .. shoot it!" Marie was crying, alnost hysterically.

"No," said another voice. "If you make them hurt himat all, 111 shoot you!"

It was the girl talking and naki ng the | ongest speech | had ever heard her utter

13

I took a few nore steps forward out of the dust and opened my eyes. There was a regul ar convention
in session in the hollow where | had left just Marie, Wendy and the dogs. They, of course, were
still there; and aU the dogs were on guard position, not making a sound. Wendy was hol di ng tight
to her nother, and Marie was facing away from ne.

Beyond Marie were the girl and Sunday. The girl sat crosslegged on the ground, with the .22 rifle
aimed at Marie. The girl's back was agai nst the back of Sunday. He al so was seated, on his
haunches, and | ooki ng bored —but the tip of his tail was tw tching om nously. He faced outward at
a half-ring of figures, all with their rifles facing in Sunday's direction but |ooking nonentarily
baffl ed. Tek and his gang had cone visiting us again and, apparently, encountered a probl em

The appearance of nyself and Bill Qault out of the mstwall did nothing to make their problem any
easier. In fact, clearly it canme as a severe jolt. They stared at us as if Bill and | were ghosts
mat eri al i zing before their eyes; and a sudden intuitive conclusion clicked into place in the back
of my mind. Just as | once had, obviously they were in the habit of avoiding mistwalls. No doubt,

everybody still on the face of the earth today avoi ded them instinctively, renenbering the
enot i onal upset and disconfort of their first experience with any part of the time storm And here
were Bill and I, strolling out of this particular mstwall as casually as wal king from one room

i nto anot her.

Hard on the heels of mat bit of understandi ng cane another. The scrap of overheard conversation
had heard
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suddenly resolved itself. Cearly, the "it" Marie had been telling Tek and his nmen to shoot had
been Sunday; and, just as clearly, Sunday and the girl had conme here hunting ne—which neant that
Tek and conpany had probably been following them as well as the dogs and us, an this tine.

| had gotten this far with ny thoughts, when the frozen monment in which the girl and Tek's gang
stared at ne was abruptly and joyously snmashed asunder by Sunday. Plainly, he heard, snelted, or
ot herwi se recognized ne in spite of his back being turned He junped to his feet, turned about, and
canme bounding at me like a kitten, purring |ike an outboard notor and stropping hinself up agai nst
me with unrestrai ned enthusi asm

I had a second to brace nyself, but being braced did not hel p much. Wen a hundred and forty pound
| eopard throws an affectionate shoul der block into your midsec-tion, you realize the advantages of
four legs over two. At |east when one cat nmkes | oving denmponstrations to another, the recipient
has a couple of spare feet to prop hinself upright with. |I staggered and nearly went down.
Meanwhi | e, Marie had turned around to see what was goi ng on and saw ne.

"Marc!" she cried

There was so rmuch desperate relief in her voice, | was alnost ready to forget that she had seened
on the verge of entering into partnership with the eneny to get rid of Sunday and the girl. But
our difficulties were not at an end, because now she also came to throw her arns around ne.
"You' ve been gone for hours!" she said.

I had no tine to point out that I had not even been gone one hour, al the nost; because Sunday,
seeing her coming, had already classed her as a potential attacker and finally decided to do
sonet hi ng about her. | fended her off with one arm while just nanaging to dap Sunday hard on the
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nose to check the |ethal paw sw pe with which he woul d have turned our little reunion into a very
real tragedy.
| succeeded—but of course, success left ne with a rebuffed woman and a rebuffed | eopard at once,

on ny hands. Marie was hurt that | should shove her off. Sunday was destroyed. | tried to soothe
the | eopard with ny
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hands and the wonan with my voice at the sanme tine.

"Marie—nol" | said. "Bless youl | |ove you—but stand back, w Q you? Sunday's likely to claw you in
hal f."

*Then what are you doing petting the animal?" cried

Mari e.

"So he wont get | oose and cl aw sonebody el se! For Christ's sake—=x* | yelled at her, "stand back
will you? Keep Wendy back—

I was running out of breath. Sunday had forgiven me and was once nore trying to throw frantic,

af fectionate shoul der bl ocks into ne.

"Down, Sunday!" | nanaged, finally, to westle the |eopard to the ground and tie on himwhile he
ticked cheerfully and lovingly at any part of my person that was within tongue-reach. | |ooked up
and glared at the girl.

"What are you doing on this side of the river?" | snarled.

"He pulled hinmself |oose!" she said. | went on glaring at her. She was an absol ute, barefaced Bar.
Sunday woul d have choked hinself to death on those chains | had used to restrain bun, before he
woul d have been able to pull hinself free. O course, the girl had turned himloose herself,
deliberately, so that they could both followne. | knewit, and she knew | knewit; and | could
see she didnt care a hoot mat | knew it

Grl, leopard and woman—+ could not do a thing with any of them | |ooked around for sonething in
my own class to tie into; and ny gaze lighted on Tek. The man was two axe- handl es across the

shoul ders and besi des being six years or nore younger than I, had that easy, muscul ar bal ance of
nmovenent that signals the natural athlete. He could, al nbst undoubtedly, have held me off with one
hand while beating ne to death with the other; but just at that nonent, if | had not been occupied
with the absolute necessity of keeping Sunday flattened out, | would have picked a fight with Tek
for the sinple joy of having sonething legitimate to hit

| had dropped both the machine pistol and the rifle, necessarily, needing both hands to handl e
Sunday and Marie. But the pistol was only a short arms length frommne. | scooped it up, now,
pointing it at Tek, and noticed that Bi U Gault had nmai ntai ned enough presence of m nd
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to lift his arny automatic rifle into firing position under bis arm In terns of sheer firepower,
we two nmore than matched up to the hunting rifles carried by Tek and his nen, and the dogs coul d
mop up any other difference that existed. But then, Tek took ne conpletely by surprise.

"Hold it!" he shouted, before | could say anything nore. "Hold it—Fmw th your

To nmy astonishnent, he threw his rifle toward Marie and wal ked unarned up to us and turned around
to face his fornmer crew. He grinned at Marie and nodded pl easantly tone.

"Just give the orders,"” he said to ne. "I wont pick up ny gun unless you say so."

There had been a noment of frozen disbelief on the part of his men when he had switched sides. But
now there was a general outcry fromthem

"TekT

"Teh, you bastard—what are you doing to us?**

Tek, damm it!"

"Tek . . . "
**Sony, fl he said, shrugging his shoulders and sniting at them **J can tell when |'ve run into a
better team that's all. If you' re bright, you'll come over on their side, too. If you' re not,

don't blanme me."

Three of the five of thembegan to argue with himan at once. He said nothing, though, and
gradual Iy then-voices died down. One of the two nmen who had not tried to argue himout of it
finally spoke. He was a narrow bodi ed balding man in his late thirties or early forties, with-a
sharp, hard face

4That was all pretty quick and easy,"” he said. "Alnost fike it was planned, the quick way he went
over to them Cone on, the rest of you. Let*s clear out and | eave Tek with them if nmat*s what he
wants. "

The men shifted uneasuy. | |ooked at Tek, but he was staling off at the horizon, ignoring the
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whol e natter with an indifference as subline as Sunday's could be on occasion. But the other man
who had not argued with Tek now spoke up

"Sure, Qarney," he said. "Let's all go off and let yon run things instead of Tek—s that it? I'm
sticking with him Cone on, everybody. **
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He wal ked across to us and laid his rifle down beside Tele's. But | noticed he laid it down
carefully. It was * bolt action, and he bad the bolt uppernost; and when he stepped back fromit,
he was only a couple of feet away froma quick grab to regain it

Slow y, one by one, the others came over. AH except the man called Garney, who had suggested they
| eave Tek behind. When at last they were all standing with us, |eaving Garney al one, Tek took his
eyes of f the horizon slowy and gazed at hint.

"Well," he said, gently. "So Song then, Garney. Maybe you better head off in a different direction
fromwhere we're going. **

"All right, Tek," said Garney, "that's all right I wouldn't want to have anything nore to do with
any of

you. **

He backed up a few steps, watching us. Then, evidently deciding mat it was sinply not practical to
back the long distance it would take to get himout of our rifles* range, he turned his back and
wal ked swiftly away. He went off, up over the lip of the hollow and di sappear ed.

Tek's nen who had joined us noved to pick up then-rifles.

"Leave them | ayP said Tek

They stopped, staring at him and he nodded in ny direction. "Leave them until the chief here
tells us what

to do."

| becanme suddenly conscious of the fact that they were all staring at me; and that | was stil
lying sprawl ed out on Sunday, trying to control himw th one hand, white I clung to the Wki and
attenpted to keep it pointed, with the other, Sunday had quieted down sonewhat by tins tine; so
scranbled to ny feet, cuffed himlightly when he tried to recommence his greetings to ne and faced
Tek with his nen.

"AH right," | said. "Let's talk about this. | don't renenber hangi ng out any sign asking for

vol unteers."

Tek shrugged.

MAU can do is try,** he said.

"Marc!** said Marie, sharply. She |ooked at ne for a second as if she was going to say sonething

then and there, then closed her nmouth and crossed the little distance between us. This tine, | was
glad to see, she made it a

TI ME STORM 119 point to approach ne on the opposite ride from Sunday. She came up to ne and
took hold of nmy arm whispering in ny ear

"Marc, are yon crazy?** she demanded. "lIsn*t it better to have these nen as friends, instead of
eneni es?"

| was about to answer sharply, when | thought better of it. | nodded to Tek

"Ask himhow he'd answer that,** | said out |oud. "Go ahead.**

Sonet hing |i ke a dark shadow seened to pass across Marie's face; and she | ooked at me oddly. But
she stepped back fromnme without a word and turned to face Tek

"l asked Marc if it wasn't better to have you as friends instead of enem es,** she said, loudly
and clearly. "He said to ask you now you'd answer that."

"Sure," said Tek, "if I was him Td want to know how you'd know you could trust us.** She stared
at him He sniled back. "You see, now, ** he said, *Tmnot trying to put anything over on anybody.
| volunteered to join you an on my own. It's up to the chief there—what did you say his nane was?
Marc? It's up to Marc.** **Aod up to ne, tool** said Marie, sharply. "And you, too, of course,

ma' am ** said Tek. "But—-no offense to yon and your dogs—but Fd worry a bit nore about Marc, here,
if it came right down to picking one of you over the other to have trouble with. H m his pet

| eopard, and his friend there."

He nodded to Bill Gault | had alnmost forgotten BfIL Now, | called himover and introduced bun to
Marie, Wendy, and the girl, while still keeping a cautions eye on Tek and the others. AH the tineg,
the back of ny mind was working. The truth of the matter was, if Bin and | were to dig into this
busi ness of the tinme stormseriously, we would need troops to take the ordinary work and fighting
of f our hands. Plus the fact that we m ght well be adventuring through a mstwall into a situation
where a nunber of people with guns were needed.

Abo, sonething Tek had just said had sparked off a notion in the back of ny mind. Wile listing

file:/lIF|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (53 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

the things that might worry himabout having ne for an eneny, Tek had specified Sunday as one of

them | had grown so used to Sunday that | had al nost forgotten how unnatural it
120
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was to other people to see a full grown | eopard tagging after me like a kitten. The tendency was
for the watchers to assune | had a lot nore control over himthan | actually did-as wen as to
assunme that he was a great deal brighter and nore responsive than his cat brain would ordinarily
all ow There was a bluff | could run

"All right," | said, Til tell you what we can do. W can take all of you on a probation, and see
how youTl do. Leave your guns piled where they are; and if any of you have to go sonepl ace away
fromthe canp, where yon might run into trouble, one or two of the dogs can go with you
Meanwhil e, 1*0 set the leopard to watch you. He may not be able to tell ne what you tal k about;
but if any of you make any nove that |ooks as if yon nmean to hurt one of us, he can tear you apart
before youll know what hit you."

| | ooked them over.

"Wen?" | said. "How about h? Want to join us on those

terns?" They | ooked at ne hesitantly—-all but Tek. Then they

| ooked at Tek.

"Maro— began Marie, and then checked herself.

"Whatr | | ooked at her

"Not hing," she said. | |ooked back at the men.

"How about hr

" Speaki ng, just for nyself, of course," said Tek, "I mink that*s fine—+eal fine. |I've got no

i ntentions of being anything but a good friend to you aH anyway, so your |eopard doesn't worry ne
a bit. But that's just ne. The others are going to nake their deals with you on their own. **

"AH right,** | said. "Suppose the seven of you find a place to sit down together over there about
ten yards away from your guns and the rest of us. |'ve got sone things to

do."

Tek | ed off agreeably. He sat down, and the rest foll owed.

| turned my attention to the girl, who was now getting to her feet She had been holding her rifle
grimMy ainmed at Marie, afi the while, but now she |owered it

"Are you all right?" | asked her. "You haven't been hurt or anything? Have you been getting enough
to eat?"

She | ooked at nme with a very strange expression. For a nonent | swore she was going to answer ne.
But habit
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took over. She turned without a word and wal ked away fromme to where Sunday was, a few steps
away, and began petting him w th her back to ne.

"l take it that nmeans 'yes'!" | called after her. She did not reply, of course. The voice of Marie
spoke in low, but tight, tones in ny ear

"Marc, she's not staying, she or that |eopard, either." | turned to stare at her. She | ooked ready
to fight "OF course they're staying,** | said. "Then I'mleaving, with Wendy and the dogs." "And
Tek and his nen right behind you," | said. | had not neant to put it that bluntly; but | was just
about out of patience. "Go ahead."

She glared at ne fiercely for a nmoment, then turned and went to Wendy. But she made no nove to
begi n a departure.

| 1 ooked around for Bill Cault saw him standing watting a little distance away and beckoned him
over to me. He canme and | led himoff out of |owvoiced earshot of the rest

"I didn't nean to lead you into a touchy situation fike ms," |I said. "You can go back to your
installation, if you feel tike it, and X won't blame you."

"No," he said. "You were right. | couldn't really learn anything nore, shut up there. The only way
to study the situation is to | ook at as many of the discontinuities as | can find. W ought to
keep on the nove and, every tine we get near one, have a look at it"

"Good," | told him "By the way, you never did ten ne what your field is. Wre you a research
scientist, a lab man, or what?"

"Well, no," he said. "I do have a degree in physics . .. but actually, | was just technical editor
for the installation.”

He gazed at ne unconfortably. "Technical editor!" | said. "That*s right"

"Wen, what the hell can you do, then?" | denanded- | was about at the end of ny tenper, anyway;
and this |ast disappointnent threatened to cut me loose. | had taken it for granted he was sone
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sort of scientific expert, at |east

"I can do a lot!" Bill said, swiftly. "I can observe, nmake tests and record—and | know sonet hi ng
about physics, as
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| said. Also, Fve been up to ny eyebrows in everything we worked on at the installation for the
five years Fve been there. |I'm not hel pless,"”

"AH right," | answered. "But you're going to have to

show ne. "

He did. During the two weeks that followed, ny opinion of him starting fromthe sub-basenent

| evel of that nonent, went steadily up. He had brought with himin his backpack sone renarkably
smal |, but durable instruments to neasure tenperature, air pressure, wind velocity and hum dity,
phis a few |l ess common things |ike electrostatic |evels and nagnetic flows. He al so designed a
nunber of long rods for pushing these into and through a mstwall, while we stood safely outside
This is not to say we did not enter the walls. In the final essential, it was necessary to go
through them As we nobved across country in the days following the addition of Tefc and his nmen to
our group—to say nothing of Bffl hinself, and the rejoining of the girl and Sunday—we ran into at
| east one, and sonetines nore, nustwaBs a day. We would neke all the tests on themthat Bill could
think of; but once he had the results noted down, it was a matter of he and | going through them
that is, unless it were a noving mstwall we were investigating, in which case we spotted them
early through binoculars and noved to outflank and see behind them

We did not go into diemas blindly as | had gone into earlier ones. Anmong other designs of Bill's
were rod or rope devices to be throwm through the mstwall and dragged back, to give us an idea of
the ground situation and atnosphere beyond. Hie third tine we used them what we | earned kept us
fromwal king off a cliff on the far side of the mistwall, before we would have had a chance to
open our eyes. But, in the end, in alnpst every instance, we still had to go through personally.
We found a nunber of different situations, fromraw desert to enpty city, on the far sides of
these walls; and we profited fromwhat we found. Fourteen days after our group had come to its
full size, we were riding in a sort of notorcade, afl of us, including the dogs. Qur vehicles
consi sted of a couple of brand new notor hones for sleeping and living quarters, preceded by a
couple of jeep carryalls and followed by a pickup truck, all three snaller vehicles with four-
wheel drive, carrying the arned
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menbers of the party while we were on the nove. Wth wheel s under us, outflanking the noving

m stwal | s became not only easier, but nore certain.

There were four of us who carried weapons to start w th—ayself, Marie, Bill, and also the girl.
She had becone attached to that 3.2 of hers. In fact, she refused to give it up, and when | had
her fire it for nme, I found that she had not nmerely kept it in good condition, she was devel opi ng

into a good shot. At short to nmediumrange in rough country, a tight gun like a .22 could be as
effective as an el ephant gun, in every way but inpact, if the person shooting it was accurate
enough; and | was glad to have her able to use it.

By the end of the first week we added a fifth gunner—Tek. The man had worked hard to do anything
that was asked of him untfl he had begun finally to nake a believer even out of me. The
conclusion | cane to at last was that whatever it was he wanted, for the nonent, at l|east, it

i ncl uded cooperation with the rest of us. | wal ked himoff a short distance from our night canp on
the end of our seventh day together and asked hima | ot of questions about hinself.

The answers were unhesitating and interesting. Hs full nane was Techner, pronounced Tek-ner,"

W1 son Am bervoy—he had been naned for a couple of grandparents. He had been good enough as a high
school football player to get a scholarship ID the University of |ndiana—and |ndiana had fiel ded
a Big Ten team which did not play nediocre football. However, he had not taken the study end of
col l ege seriously and had flunked out m dway through his sophonore year. Luckily—he was usually

| ucky, Tek told ne frankly—he got a job inmmediately with an uncle who owned a paint store. The
uncl e was in poor health and inside of half a year, Tek was nanagi ng the store. About that tine,
he got into real estate. Wth the cosignature of his paint store uncle, Tek swung a nortgage and
bought a twel ve-unit apartnent building. To run it, he brought in a friend naned Ri cky, a drinking
baddy the sanme age as hinself, who had a knack for card games and was in the habit of having a
poker session in his former bachel or apartment every night after the bars cl osed.

He and Tek renodel ed two of the apartnment units of their building into one | arge one to nake, as
Tek put it,
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"a pretty inpressive-looking cave"; and the after-hours card ganes expanded. Meanwhile, they made
it apoint torent the rest of the units to girl friends of TekV, and a nunber of these would al so
drop in on the card gane after hours to nake sandw ches, pour drinks and watch the ganme. |If the
supply of these girls ran short, Tek went out prospecting and found sone nore.

The result was that there were always a nunber of good-1ooking girls around the card ganme, and
young nal e strangers began dropping in for a hand or two, just to nmeet them Tek's buddy did well
with his cards. He paid Tek a percentage of his winnings as rent for the apartnent; and the other
units became very much hi demand anong Tek's girl friends, so that he was able to raise the rent
several tinmes and still keep every unit filled.

" You understand, 1* Tek said to ne. "Nobody cheated in the card ganes. There was not hi ng

prof essi onal about the girls. Just everybody had a good time, and Ricky and nme had it for
free—well, maybe we canme out a little bit ahead, but when we did, we just spent it on nore good
stuff ....**

And then the tinme storm had cone al ong; Tek had been taking a nap. Wien he woke, he was alone h
the apartnent building. Alone in an enpty town. He ended up goi ng out adventuring, and one by one,
he ran into the other men of his gang, whom he recruited out of a sort of pack-instinct for

| eader shi p.

"But that wasn't really what | was after," Tek said to me as we wal ked together, with the canp and
the fire we always built for it distant in the twilight before the small town on the outskirts of
whi ch we had stopped for the night "You know, even before this tinme storm or whatever you cal

it, came along, | was beginning to get a little filled up on the apartnment, the fun and ganes, and
all the rest of it. | was beginning to want to do sonething -+ don't know what | still don't know.
But just roaming around, living off the country, isn't it either." Tek stopped and | ooked at nme in

the growi ng «tii«nga«. "They're not bright, you know," he said, "those five back there | picked
up. Garney was the brightest of themaft; and he was nothing you could build on. Now, Htie old
Bill Gault there, he's bright; and you are, too. Soneday maybe you'll tell me what you did before
thi s happened and where you cane from and I'Il bet itH be
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interesting. And this business of yours with the nmistwafls—it night |ead to sonething. That's
what | want Sonething."

He st opped tal ki ng.

"All right," | said. "Let's head back.**
Hal fway back to tile canp, | came to a conclusion
"You can start carrying a rifle tomorrow," | told him "But don't forget you're still under

orders. Mne."
"Right,** he said. ''But Td be on your side anyway."

Tor now, you would," | said dryly.

He | aughed.

"Come on, man,** he said. "Anything can happen if you look far enough into the future. If anything
conmes along to change the situation that nuch, you'll know about it as soon as | wfll."

So we noved on with five gunners instead of four, and things went alnpst suspiciously welt The
plan Bill and | had evol ved was based on our theory that our best chance to get on top of the tine

stormwas to keep looking for the nost advanced future segment we could find. Hope-rally the nore
advanced an area we could hit, the nore likely we were to find the equi pent or the people to help
us deal with the tinme storm If we were going to be able to do sonething about it, that was where
we were nost likely to find the nmeans. If we were going to be forced to five with it—perhaps we
could find the techni ques and patterns we needed in sonething beyond our present tinme slot

As | bad discovered earlier, however, the time changes seened to be wei ghed toward the past,

rather than toward the future. We found three futuristic-looking segnents behind mstwalls; but
they were either apparently stripped of anything or anyone useful, or else their very futureness
was in doubt It was two weeks and two days before we found a segnent that was undeniably part of a
city belonging to a tine yet to cone—a far future tinme, we thought at first Though of course,
there was no way we might tell how much time would have been necessary to nuafcp changes.

This particul ar segnent was behind the second nmistwaU we had encountered that day. The first had
showed us nothing but unrelieved forest, stretched out over descending hills to a horizon that was
|l ost in haze, but which nmust have been many miles off. Such a | andscape mi ght be part of a future
segnment but it was not passabl e by
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our wheel ed vehicles, and it prom sed nothing. W puHed bade through the nistwall—t was then
about ten in the norni ng—paused for an early lunch and went on

About 2:30 P.M, we saw a second, stationary mistwall and noved up to it W were travelling al ong
a gravel road at the tine, through what seened |like an area of small farnms. The mstwall sliced

across a cornfield and obliterated the corner of what had once been a tall, white and severely
narr ow farnmhouse—an Anerican Got hi ¢ anong farmhouses.
W left our notorcade in the road, and Bill and | walked up the farmroad into the farnyard,

carrying nost of the instruments. The rest straggled al ong behind us but stayed back, as | had
repeatedly warned themto, a good twenty yards from where we were worKki ng.

| said the rest stayed back—+ shoul d have said all the rest but Sunday. The |eopard had put up
with seeing ne go through nmistwafls for about two days after he and the girl had rejoi ned us and
had contented hinself with overwhelmng me with pleased greetings when |I returned. Like all our
humans, he obviously had a powerfully renmenbered fear of the tine lines, in spite of having
crossed one at Marie's place. But after Bill and | had penetrated through ttie third wall we had
encountered, | had heard sonething odd behind me and | ooked to see Sunday com ng through the

m stwal | behind us, tossing his head, bis eyes closed and mewiing like a lost kitten. He broke out
and canme to ne—still with his eyes dosed and evidently depending on nose al one—and it had taken ne
fifteen minutes to soothe himback to qui etness. However, going back through the nistwall |ater

he had been rmuch | ess upset; and two days | ater he was acconpanying us with the indifference of a
veteran. O course, as soon as he started comi ng through the nustwatts after us, the girl did too.
But it was possible to order her not to; Sunday could not be kept back

So, fat this case, as had beconme his habit, Sunday followed Bill and ne up to the mstwall and

wai ted whOe we nade our neasurenents and tests. These showed it to be little different fromthe
many other walls we had tested. But when we finally went through this time, we found a difference.
We came out in a—what? A courtyard, a square, a plaza . . . take your pick. It was an oval of pure
white
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surface and behind, all about it, rose a city of equal whiteness. Not the whiteness of new
concrete, but the whiteness of veinless, nmlk-colored narble. And there was no sound about it Not
even the cries of birds or insects. No sound at alt

, 14
" We were the first” wote Sarmuel Taylor Coleridge in his Rhyne of the Ancient Mariner—
"Who ever burst,

Into that silent sea. . . .*
If you know that bit of poetry, if you |love poetry the way | do, you will be able to fee
sonething like the feeling that hit Bill and ne when we energed fromthe mistwall into that city.

Those lines give it to you. It was with us and that city beyond our time, as it had been with that
sea and Coleridge's Mariner. It was a city of silence, silence such as neither of us had ever
heard, and such as we had never suspected could exist—until that nonent W were trapped by that
silence, held by it, suddenly notionless and fixed, for fear of intruding one tiny noise into that
vast, enconpassing and naj estic void of sound-lessness, |ike flower petals suddenly encased in
plastic. It held us both, frozen; and the fear of being the first to break it was |ike a sudden
hypnotic clutch on our minds, too great for us to resist

We were | ocked in place; and pertaf M we might have stood there until we dropped, if it had be«n
left to our own wills alone to save us.

But we were rescued. Shatteiingty and suddenly, echoing and reechoing off to infinity anong die
white towers and ways before us, cane the |oud scrape of claws on ft hard surface; and a broad,
warm hard, |eopard-head butted me in the ribs, knocking nme off ny frozen balance to fall with a
deafening clatter to the pavenent, as ny gun and ny equi prment went spilling all around ne.

Wth that, the spell was smashed. It had only been that first, perfect silence that operated so
powerfully on our enotions, and that, once destroyed, could never be re-
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created. It was an awesone, echoing place, that city, like some vast, magnificent tonb. But it was
just a place once its first grip on us had been | oosed. | picked nyself up. "Let's have a | ook
around," | said to Bill. He nodded. He was not, as | was, a razor addict; and over the two weeks
or nore since | had net him be had been letting his beard go with only occasi onal scrapings. Now
a faint soft fuzz darkened his | ower face. Back beyond the mistwall, with his young features, this

had | ooked nore ridicul ous than anything el se; but here against the pure whiteness all around us
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and under a cloudl ess, windless sky, the beard, his outdoor clothing, his rifle and instruments,
all conmbined to give hima savage intruder's look. And if he | ooked so, just from being unshaved,

I could only guess how | m ght appear, here in this unnaturally perfect place.

We went forward, across the level floor of the plaza, or whatever, on which we had entered. At its
far side were paths leading on into the city; and as we stepped on one, it began to nove, carrying
us along with it. Sunday went straight up in the air, cat-fashion, the noment he felt it stir
under his feet, and hopped back off it But when he saw it carrying me away fromhim he | eaped
back on and came forward to press hard agai nst me as we rode—t was the way he had pressed agai nst
me on the raft during the storm before he, the girl and I had had to swimfor shore.

The wal kway carried us in anong the buildings, and we were conpletely surrounded by nilky

whi teness. | had thought at first that the buildings had no wi ndows; but apparently they had—enly
of a different sort than anything | had ever inmagi ned. Seeing the wi ndows was apparently an a
matter of angle. One nonment it seened | would be |ooking at a blank wal |l —+the next | would have a
gli mpse of some shadowed or oddly angled interior. It was exactly the same sort of glinpse that
you get of the mercury line in a fever thernonmeter when you rotate the thernonmeter to just the
proper position. But there was no indication of |ife, anywhere.

Around us, over us, the city was lifeless. This was nore than a fact of visual observation. W
could feel the lack of anything living in all the structures around us |ike an enpty ache in the
mnd. It was not a painful or an ugly feeling, but it was an unpleasant feeling just for the
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reason that it was not a natural one. That nuch massive construction, enpty, ready and waiting,
was an anonmaly that ground against the human spirit. The aninmal spirit as well, for that matter;

because Sunday continued to press against ne for reassurance as we went. W stepped off the

wal kway at |ast—t stopped at once as we did so—and | ooked around at a solid nass of white walls,
all without visible windows or doors.

"Not hi ng here," said Bill Gault after a while. "Let's go back now "

"No," | said. "Not yet."

I could not have explained to himjust why | did not want to give up. It was the old reflex at the
back of ny head, working and working away at something, and feeling that it was al nbst on top of
that mssing clue for which it searched There had to be sonething here in this enpty city that
tied in with our search to nmake reason out of the tine storm the tine lines, and aQ the busi ness
of trying to handle themor live with them | could feel it

"There's no one here,** Bill said.

| shook ny head.

"Let's get inside," | said. "Any one of these buildings will do."

"Cet inside? How?" He | ooked around us at the nmarble-white, unbroken walls.

"Smash our way in sonehow,"” | said. | was |ooking around nyself for something to use as a tool
"I'f nothing else, the machine pistol ought to make a hole we can enl arge—=

"Never mfld," he said, in a sort of sigh. | turned back to |ook at himand saw hi m al ready

runmagi ng in his pack. He cane out with what | ooked |ike a grey cardboard package, about ten
inches long and two wi de, two deep. He opened one end and pulled out part of a whitish cylinder
wrapped in what | ooked Iike wax paper

The cylinder of stuff was, evidently, about the same consistency as nmodelling clay. Wth its wax
paper covering off, it turned out to be marked in sections, each about two inches long. Bill
pul l ed off a couple of sections, rewapped the rest and put it away, back in his pack. The two
sections he had pulled out squeezed between his hands into a sort of thin pancake, which he

st epped over and pressed agai nst one of the white walls. It clung there, about three feet above

t he ground.
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"What is it?" | asked.

"Expl osive," he said. "A formbf plastic— He pronounced it plas-teek, with the enphasis on the

second syl |l abl e—~but inproved. It doesn't need any fuse. You can do anything with it safely, even
shoot a bullet into it. Nothing happens until it's spread out |like that, thin enough so that
sufficient area can react to the oxygen in the air."

He noved back fromthe wall where he had spread out the pancake, beckoning nme along with him |
came, without hesitating.

We stood about thirty feet off, waiting. For several m nutes nothing happened. Then there was an
insignificant little poof that would hardly have done credit to a one-inch firecracker; but an
area of the white wall at |east six feet in dianmeter seened to suck itself inward and di sappear
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Beyond, there was a nonentary patch of blackness; and then we were |looking into a brightly tit
chamber or room of sone sort, with several |arge solid-Iooking shapes sitting on its floor area,
shapes too awkwardly formed to be furniture and too purposelessly angular to seemas if they were

machi nery.

Like the room like the walls, they were mlky white in color. But that appearance did not |ast
| ong.

Wt hout warning, the danaged' wall blushed. | don't know how el se to describe it. Fromwhite it

turned bl ood-red, the reddi shness nost intense around the edges of the hole blown in the wall and
toning down fromthere as it spread outward. And it spread with unbelievable speed. In a noment,
the col or change had swept over all the walls and pavenent around us and raced on to turn the
city, the whole city, to red.

Far of f among the buildings, a faint, siren sound began. It was unconfortably as if the city was a
living thing we had wounded, and now it was not only bleeding internally but crying.

But this was just the beginning of the change.

"Look!" said Bill.

I turned back fromgaping at the city to see Bin pointing once nore at the hole in the wall. The
red around the ragged rim of broken material had darkened and deepened until it was al nost bl ack—a
thick and angry color of red. But now, as | watched, that dark-red edge began to develop a
hairline of white—gl ow ng white-hot-1ooking brightness beyond the edge of darkest red. And this
tiny
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edge of white thickened and widened, tinged with pink where it cane up agai nst the dark red, but
continuing to thicken in whiteness on its other, broken edge that touched only air

"It's healing itself," said Bil

I had not realized it until he put it into words, but that was exactly what was happeni ng. The

white that was appearing was new wall surface, growing down and inward, beginning to fill the hole
that we had blown in the
wal |

| took a step forward as soon as | realized this, then stopped. The hole was already too-small for
me to go through, easily; and those white-gl owi ng edges did not |ook |ike anything | would want to
brush up agai nst on ny way past.

"All right," | said to Bill, "let's try it soneplace else, and next tine be a little quicker about
goi ng through, once we've opened it up."

"No. Wait," he said, catching hold of my'armas | started off to a further section of the wall.
"Listen I"

| stopped and |istened. The distant, wailing, siren-sound had been continuing steadily, but

wi t hout any indication of coming any closer to us and the scene of the action. But now that Bil
had nmy attention, | heard another sound superinposed on the first* It was the noise of a faint,
dul I -toned but regular clanking. The sort of thing you mght hear froma large toy tractor, if it
had been constructed with its novable parts, out of plastic rather than nmetal. And this sound was
com ng toward us.

I had the machine pistol up and ainmed wi thout thinking; and Bill had his gun al so pointed, when
the source of the noise came around the corner of the sanme building where we had bl own the opening
inthe wall. It cane toward us, apparently either not understandi ng, or understanding but

i gnoring, the nmenace of our guns. | stared at it, unbelievingly, because | had a hard tinme making
up nmy mind whether it was creature or nachine.

By the tine | had reluctantly concluded it was a creature, it was less than a dozen feet fromus
and it stopped. A nachine | mght have risked punping a few slugs into. A creature was anot her
matter entirely. Aside fromthe fact that killing another living thing has sone enotiona
overtones to it, there were a great many nore dangerous possibilities involved for us if it was
alive, and our hostile
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response was not successful. So we sinply stood and | ooked it over, and it | ooked us over

It looked—t's hard to say how it |looked in mat first minute. Something |like a Saint Bernard-
sized, very short-Ilinbed, very heavy-headed, bulldog shape, with a clunp of three tails or
tentacl es, about two feet in length, sprouting fromeach shoul der. The whol e body was covered with
rectangul ar bony pl ates about a couple of inches at their w dest, which flexed at their jointures
with the plates surrounding themto allow the body beneath themto nove. Smaller plates even
covered nmost of the nassive head. The two eyes were brown and | arge.

file:/lIF|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (59 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:03 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

"Don't shoot!" | said to Bill, wthout taking ny eyes off the creature.
I don't know what novenent of his, if any, triggered off that reaction in me. At the nonment,
only know two things. | had been searching fromthe very beginning, for an x-factor, a Gane

Warden, a missing piece to the puzzle of the tine storm and the old reliable search-reflex in the
back of ny mnd now was practically shouting at nme that this mght be it. And—second, but no | ess

i mportant —he whol e i nprobabl e being radi ated an i npression of non-enmty. That inpressive arnor,
that ferocious head, sonehow added up, not so much to sonething threatening, as to sonething

rat her clunsy and comic—even |lovable, like the bulldog it faintly resenbled.
Stifl, I would have had troubl e convincing Bin of any of that al one—but luckily, just at that
nmonent, | got corroborative testinmony froma conpl etely unexpected source—Sunday. Up until now the

| eopard had not noved; but now, suddenly, he strolled past nme, right up to the creature, and
proceeded to strop hinself in a friendly nanner up one side of it and down the other. He then

sniffed it over a fewtines and gravely returned to me. That did it Bill |owered his gun
"Heflo," | said to the creature. The word sounded al nost ridiculous in the context of our
confrontation, here in ms silent, strange place. The creature said nothing.

*Tm Marc Despard," | said. This is Bill Gault"

Still no answer.

“"Marc," said Bill, in a strained, thin voice. "Let's start backing up, slowmy. If it lets us go,

we can back right into the mistwaB, and nmaybe it won't foll ow us—=%*

He broke off because some sounds were finally begin-
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ning to cone fromthe creature. Sounds that were sonething like a cross between the interna
runbl i ngs of indigestion and the creaking of machinery that had not been used hi a long tine.

"Due ....** said the creature, in a deep-tone, grating voice. "Yanglish.**

It fell silent. W waited for nore sounds, but none cane.

"Start backing if you want," | answered Bio, still keeping ny gaze, however, on the creature. *Tm
going to stay and see if | can't find out something about this.**

"I . ..." said the creature, loudly, before Bill could answer ne. There was a pause while we

wai ted for nore.

"I am....** it said, after a second. Another pause. Then it continued, in jerks, alnost as if it

were hol ding a conversation with itself, except mat the pauses between bits of conversation becane
shorter and shorter until they approached ordi nary sentence-|ength human speech

*1 am....** said the creature again.

" Por ni ar sk. **

"Porniank. I am... an of "

**| am Poraiarsk Prinme Three ... of... an ...."

"l am Porniarsk Prine Three, an ... avatar ... of Pomank ....**

". . . Expert hi Tenmporals General. | amnme ... thud .. . avatar of Porniarsk ... who is an ..

expert on the Tenporal Question.'*

"I't's a robot of sone sort,** said Bin, staring at Porniarsk's avatar

"No," it said. "I am Porniarsk. Avatar, secondarily only. | amliving—.. alive. As you are."
"Do we call you Porniarsk?" | asked.

There was a pause, men a new sort of creaking, unused machi nery noi se; and the heavy head was
noddi ng up and down, so slow y* awkwardly and deliberately that the creature called Porniank

| ooked even nore com c man before. It broke off its head-novenents abruptly at the top of a nod.

"Yea," it said. "Porniarsk Prime Three is ... a full nane. Call me Porniarsk. Also, he. | am..
mal e. **

"We'll do that," | said. "Porniarsk, |I'msorry about damaging your city here. W didn't think nmere
was anyone still around."

"It isnot... it isn't ny city,*1 said Porniarsk. 1 nean
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it's neither mne as avatar, nor is it sonething that belongs to ne as Porniarsk. | cone from..."

He had been going great guns, but all at once he waft bl ocked again. W waited, while he struggl ed
with his verbal problem

"I come frommany . . . stellar distances away,** he said, finally. "Also froma |arge tenporal..
time ... distance. But | should say also that, in another neasure, | am... fromclose to here."
"Close to this world?" Bill asked. "Not. . .** Porniarsk broke off in order to work at the process
of shaking his head this time, "to this world, generally. Just to ... here, this place, and a few

ot her places on your Earth."
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"I's this place—this city or whatever it is ..." asked Bill, "fromthe sane tinme as the tine you
come fronk"

"No," said Porniarsk. "No two times can be alike—Ao nore than two grains of sand be identicalL"
"W aren't stupid, you know," said Bill For the first tune Fd known him there was an edge in his
voice. "If you can tell us that much, you can do a better job of explaining tilings than you're
doi ng. **

"Not stupid . . . ignorant," said Porniarsk. "Later, perhaps? | amfromfar off, spatially; from
far off, tenporally; but fromclose, distance-w se. Wien you broke the wall here, this city
signalled; | had been for a long period of my own tinme on the watch for sone such happeni ng at any
one of the many spots | could nonitor; and when the city signalled, | cane." "Wiy is the city so
i mportant?" | asked. "It isn't,** said Porniarsk, swi nging bis heavy head to | ook at ne. "You are
important | believe. FJ1 go with you now unl ess you reject nme; and at |ast, perhaps we can be of
use to ourselves and to the universe." | looked at Bill. Bill |ooked at me. "Just a mnute," |
said. "I want to look this place over. Ifs fromout of our future, if ny guess is right There may
be a lot of things here we can use."

"Nothing," said Porniarsk. "It is only a nuseumwith all its exhibits taken away |ong since."

He nade no visible nove that nmy eyes could catch, but suddenly, all the walls about us seened to
suck thenselves in and produce circular doorways. "If you would like to |ook, do so," Porniarsk
said. He

136

TI VE STORM

fol ded his short legs Inward rmuter himand went down like a |arge coffee table with its four
supports chopped away by four axenen at once. "I wiUwait Use-tinme is subjective."

I was half-ready to take himat his words that the "city" was no use to us; but BQ@ was beckoning
me away. | followed himaway and around a corner, with Sunday trailing along after me, out of

si ght of Porniarsk. Bi U stopped, then, and | stopped. Sunday went on to sniff at an open doorway.
"Listen," whispered Bin, "I don't trust it" "Hm" | said, absently. "Pom arsk—he said he was
mal e. **

"He al so said he was an avatar," said Bifl. The incarnation of a deity.**

Bill's carping pricked me the wong way. "—& the incarnation of an idea, or a philosophy, or an
attitudeP | said. "Way don't you read all of the entry in the dictionary next tine?** Abruptly, |
realized that he was scared; and mnmy junping on himwas the last sort of nove likely to help
matters. "Look, he's just the sort of thing we've been hunting for. Someone out of the future who
m ght be able to help us handle this tine storm business.”

"I don't trust . . . him" said BiUstubbornly. "I think he's just planning to use us." "He
can't," | said, wthout thinking. "Wiy notr Bill stared at ne.

He had nme, of course. | had responded out of my feelings rather than out of ny head—er, to be
truthful, out of ny reflex for pattern-hunting, which was still yelling that | mght have .found
the m ssing piece necessary to conplete the jigsaw puzzle. | did not know why | was so

unt hi nkingly sure of the fact that while we mght be able to use Porni arsk, he could not use us.
had thought that the end result of ny certainty about Swannee's survival had taught nme sone
heal t hy sel f-doubt But here | was, certain as hell, afl over again.

*Tve just got a hunch,** | said to Bill nmen. "But in any

case, we cant pass himup. W've got to, at least, try to

get the informati on we need out of him Now, you can

see the sense of that, can't you?**

He hesitated in answering. | had hit himon his weak
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si de—the side that believed hi scientific question and experinmentation

"Of course you can," | went on. "There's no point to anything if we throw away the first good | ead
we' ve found to maeki ng sense out of things. Let's go back now and take Porniftrsk along with us to
the rest of them There'll be plenty of tine to find out what he's after personally, once we've

got himback in canp. Wiatever he's got, ril feel a lot safer when he's got the dogs, Sunday and
the rest of our guns all around hi mdon't you agree?"

Bi n nodded reluctantly.

"Al'l right," he said. "But I want to look into a few of these buildings, anyway."

"Well do that, then." | could afford to give in on a small point, now that he'd yielded on the

| arge one. "But 1've got a hunch Porniarsk's right, and there's nothing to find."

So, acconpani ed by Sunday, we searched through a couple of the now open buildings. But it was just
as |'d thought Porniarsk had not been tying so far as we coul d di scover. The buildi ngs were
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not hing but a lot of enpty roons—n imuacul ate condition, without a trace of dust or danage—but
enpty. Echo-enpty

In tile end we went back and collected Porniarsk. He clattered to his feet as we cane up and fell
in step with us when I told himwe were headed back through the mstwaU to the rest of our people.
However, | stopped when we cane to the nearer edge of the wall.

*Td like you to wait here, Porniarsk,'' | told him "while Bill and | go through first. Gve us a
chance to tell the rest of our people about you and tone down the surprise when you show up. Is
that all right with you?**

"All right,** said Porniarsk, clunking down into |ying position again. "Call when you want ne to
cone after you."

"W win, " | said

I led BiU and Sunday back through the m st Wen we opened our eyes on the other side, it was to
find a deserted, if cozy-looking, farnyard. The cooktent had been set up in the yard and Marie had
both charcoal grilles going, but no one was on duty except the dogs. Cearly, the others were al

i nsi de the farmhouse—the very sort of place | had ordered themnever to go into unless |I told them
it was safe, and only after a couple of us had done
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a room by-room scan* with guns, first. There were too nany nasty surprises, frombooby traps to
anbushes, that could be set up in a place |like an abandoned buil di ng.

"Get out herel" | shouted. "Get out here, all of you!"

I had the satisfaction of seeing themcone scranbling out of the door and even out of a couple of
wi ndows, white-faced, possibly thipMg we were under attack from sonewhere, or perhaps another

m stwal | was bearing down on us. It was not the best of all possible tines to rub a | esson in; but
I took a few minutes once they were outside to read them out for what they had done.

"Well, it's ridiculous!" said Marie. "It isn't as |F we walked in there blind. Tek and the girl
took their guns and checked it out first"

O course that put a different face on the matter, but | was hardly in a position to admt so at
the nonent | | ooked over at Tek and the girl. He, of course, had been too snart fromthe beginning
to make his own excuses; while the girl, of course, was sinply follow ng her usual practice of not
tal king. But | nmet her eyes now, and grim angry eyes they were.

"They did, did they?" | said. "And who ordered themto dothatT

"I asked themto,** said Marie.

"You did?"

"Yes, | did!'" said Marie. "For God's sake, Marc, the rest of us have to start doing things on our
own, sooner or later, don't we?"

I was finding nyself slipping into a public argument with ny peopl e—ot the best thing for a

| eader, if he wants to hold his position

"Right! And I'Il ten you when. Meanwhile— | went on before she, or any of the rest of themcould
say something nore, "Bill and | brought back sonmeone for you all to neet Brace yoursel f—he's not
human. Bill, do you want to can hi nP"

"Pom arskl" shouted Bin, turning to the nmistwall.

Marie and the rest also turned toward the nmistwal, with a swiftness that cheered me up sonewhat |
had neant what | had said to Porniarsk about preparing themfor the shock of neeting him Now die
thought in nmy mind was that a little shock mght have a salutary effect on them W were not an

arnmy of world-conquerers, after all. Half a dozen determined adults with decent rifles
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coul d wi pe us out or make slaves of us at a nonent's notice, if we took no precautions.
Por ni arsk came cl anking through the mistwall into view and stopped before us.

1 am Porniarsk Prinme Three," he announced, in exactly the same tones in which he had introduced
hinmself to BUL and ne. The third avatar of Porniarsk, an expert in tenporal science. | hope to
work together with you so that we all nmmy benefit the universe."

"Yes," said Bill dryly. "Only, of course weVe a |little nore interest in hel ping ourselve* first"
Por ni arsk swi vel ed his heavy head to look at Bill. "It is the same thing," Porniarsk said. "Is itT
said Bill. Porniarsk creaked off a nod.

"What you' ve observed as | ocal phenonena,"” he said, "are essentially mcro-echoes of the |arger
di sturbance, which began roughly half a billion years ago, according to your original tinme
pattern.”

"Ch?" said Bill He was trying to be indifferent, but |I could catch the ring of interest in his

voi ce that he was trying to hide. "Wen, just as long as it can be fixed."
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It cannot be fixed," said Porniarsk, "The know edge is not available to fix it"

"It isnt?" | said. Then what's all this about hel ping the universe?"

"The whole problemis beyond ny tinme pattern and any other tine pattern | know," said Porniarsk.
"Yet our responsibility remains. Though we cannot solve, we can attack the problem each of us
like the ants of which you know, trying to |l evel a nountain such as you are famliar with. Wth
each mcro-echo, each infinitesinal node attacked, we approach a solution, even if it is not for
us to reach it" "Wait a minute— began Tek

He had not |iked ny blowp over their going into the house w thout my orders, even though he had
said nothing. And now, the note of potential rebellion was clear in M voice.

"Hold it!" | said, hastily. "Let nme get to the bottomof this first Porniarsk, just how far does
t he whol e probl em ext end—thi s probl em of which our troubles here are a micro-echo?" "I thought,"
said Porniarsk, "I had nade clear the
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answer to that question. The tenporal mal adjustnents are synptons of the destruction of an
entropi ¢ bal ance whi ch has becone ommi present The chaos in tenporal patterns is universal."

None of us said anything. Pomiarsk stood watting for a noment and then realized he had not yet
reached our basic |evels of understanding.

"More sinpty put," he said, "all tinme and space are affected. The universe has been fragmented
fromone order into a wild pattern of snaller orders, each with its own direction and rate of
creation or decay. W can't cure that situation, but we can work against it W nust work against
it; otherwi se, the process will continue and the fragnentation will increase, tending toward
smal l er and smaller orders, until each individual particle becones a universe unto itself."

And that* s all of what he said then that | remenber, because about at that point my nind
seermed to explode with what it had just discovered—go into overdrive with the possibilities
devel oping fromthat—en a scale that nade any past nental work | had ever done seemli ke
ki ndergarten-1|evel playtime, by conparison. At last, my hungry rafs teeth had found something they
could tear into.

15

They ten ne that, after a while, | came to and gave everybody, including Poniarsk, orders to pack
up and nove on; and | kept the avatar and all of us noving steadily for the better part of the
next three weeks. Just noving, not stopping to investigate what was beyond the mistwall, or in any

of the buildings or cormunities we passed. Pushing forward, as if | was on a trek to sone far
distant |and of great prom se.

Moments of that trek, | dimy remenber. Kit only nonents. | was too fun of the end result of al

t he specul ations | had been naki ng about the time storm—now paying off all at once. | did have
flashes of awareness of what | was doing, and of what was going on around ne. But it was afl
background, uninportant scenery, for the real place | was in and the real thing | was doi ng, which
was The Dream

In The Dream | was the equivalent of a spider. | say "the equival ent or because | was stil

mysel f; | was just operating like a spider. If that doesn't nake sense, |I'mtony, out it*s the
best | can do by way of explanation. As description, it hardly nakes sense to ne either; but |'ve
never found another way to describe what that particular Drain-hurricane was |ike

In The Dream then, | was spider-like; and | was clanbering furiously and endl essly about a
confusion of strands that stretched fromone end of infinity to the other. The strands had a
pattern, though it woul d have taken sonmeone infinite in size to stand back enough to perceive it
as a whole. Still, hi a way | cant describe, | was aware of that pattern. My work was with it; and
that work fitted ne with such a wild, terrible and singing joy that it was only a hairline away
from bei ng an agony. The
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joy of working with the pattern, of handling it, sent ne scranbling inconceivabl e di stances, at

uni magi nabl e speeds, across the strands that filled the universe, with every ounce of strength,
every brain cell engaged in what | was doing, every nerve stretched to the breaking-point It was a
berserk explosion of energy that did not care if It destroyed its source, that was nyself, as |ong
as things were done to the pattern that needed doi ng; and sonmehow mis was all associated with ny
menories of nmy first determination to put nmy brand on the world about ne; so that the energy
sprang from deep sources wthin ne.
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Actual Iy, what | was experiencing was beyond ordi nary description. The pattern was namel ess. My
work with it was outside definitions. But at the same tine, | knew inside me that it was the nost
i nportant work that ever had been and ever would be. It carried an adrenalin-|like drunkenness that
was far beyond any famliar self-intoxication, People talk, or used to talk, about drug highs.
This high was not a natter of chemi stry but of physics. Every nolecule of ny body was charged and
set vibrating in resonance with die pattern and the work | was doing upon it.

Meanwhi l e, | continued, with sone detached part of my consciousness, to | ead and direct ny snall
band of pilgrims; effectively enough, at least, so that .they did not depose ne as a nmadnman and
set up sone new |l eader in ny place. Not—as | found out later—that they did not all notice a
difference in me and individually react to, or nse, that difference to their own purposes. \Wen
returned wholly to nyself, | found that a nunber of things were changed.

It may have been sheer accident that | was able to return at aH, but | don't think so. | think I
was ready to back off fromthe pattern, at least for a while; and what triggered nmy return was
only a coincidence, or the first summons able to reach over the long distance to that part of me
that was out there on the web-strands of the universe.

It was Sunday—+ al nost said, "of course"—who brought nme back. Apparently, he had been sticking to
me fike a paid attendant all through this three week period. | would guess he had sensed enough of
the fact that a major part of my mind was missing, to make himworried. Mst of tiie tine | nust
have paid himno attention. But

during ny brief flashes of awareness of those about nme, | remenber being annoyed by the fact that
I was literally tripping over himevery tinme | turned around.
In this instance, | was nonentarily partway back in ny full senses, and | had deliberately |eft

the others, gone off out of sight and sound of the others to find a place where |I could sit on a
rock and be alone for a bit Sunday had foll owed ne; and he pushed hinself on ne after | was
seated, alnmost crawing into ny lap. | snouted at himto go away; and in exasperation, when he
paid no attention, | cuffed at himw th ny open hand.

It was not a hard blow. | had never bit Sunday hard; but sometines, swi nging at himwas the only
way to get «cross the idea that | was serious about what | wanted. Stifl, as | struck at him that
little part of nmy mind that was back, apart fromthe pattern, was beginning to feel a tw nge of
gutlt for hitting him Only, abruptly, that guilt was lost in a nuch deeper feeling of shock, and
suddenly, | was stone-cold sober, free of the web-pattern for the first tinme in three weeks.
Because | missed him M hand swung through nothing but enpty air, and | alnost fell off the

st one.

Sunday had dodged—and that was all wong. | don't mean wong, physically, of course. Naturally,
his cat refl exes nade nmy hunan ones |l ook silly. If he had wished, at any tine in alt the while we
had been together, he could have seen to it that no finger of mne ever cane dose to him But he
never had. He had never dodged before. It was one of the effects of the time stormupon him Wen
I would | ose ny tenper and slap him he only closed his eyes, flattened his ears, and crouched
down like a kitten before an annoyed nmama | eopard.

But this tinme, he had dodged. And he sat now, just out of arnms' length, gazing at me with an

expression that, for the first tinme in our nonths of being together, | could not read.

"Sunday?" | said wonderingly.

He cane to nme then, with a bound, pushing against nme, licking at ny hands and face and purring
like a no-torboat Just as he evidently had known | was gone, now | K knew | was back. |ndeed,

i ndeed | was back—and it Was wonderful frommny point of view as well. | hugged the old son of a
bitch and canme close to crying over him in return
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It was at this nonent that a shadow fell across us both; and | |ooked up to see the girl. Where
she had conme from-whet her she had been standing off at a di stance, watching Sunday and ne—+ dont
know. But there she was; and the | ook on her face was |ike the | ook now on Sunday's. | al nost

reached out nmy arns to her also, as naturally and instinctively as | was huggi ng and punchi ng
Sunday; but just as | was about to do so, the back of ny mnd said, "Hold M Wafre you doi ng?
She's no crazy | eopardF And | hesitated.

It was only a second's hesitation, but apparently ft was enough. The | ook went out of her face,
and the next thing I knew, she was gone. For a wild nmoment | thought of going after her; nen |
told nmyself there was no point in it until she got over whatever had made her | eave.

Her going like that had left ne with an enpty place Inside nme and just above ny heft buckle,
though. | sat where | was, fondling Sunday until | felt normal again, then got to ny feet; and the
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two of us headed back toward the others, who were at a noon canp just over a rise to our left. |
joined them and nobody seened to notice anything different about ne.

However, beginning at once, and through the three days that followed, | quickly began to discover
differences in them It dawned on ne that those in ny inner circle of people had been as aware of
my abnormal nental state as had Sunday and the girl and had gone on pretending to everybody el se
that | was perfectly normal, for reasons of their own.

The reason in Marie's case was obvious. As the consort of the |eader of our little band, she had a
self-interest in seeing that | was not deposed for reasons of nental inconpetence. Tek

apparently, liked the position of follower for sonme strong reason of his own. | got the inpression
that he was waiting for sonething, and the tine was not yet ripe for whatever it was. Bin

vol unteered M reason

"Thank God you're all right again,

be said to me, the first time we were off together out of

earshot of the others, on an advance patrol in the pickup. "If you'd gone on that way, wth your
mnd a thousand niles off nost of the tine, for another week, this outfit would have fallen
apart." "Oh, | dont think so," | said. "Tek and Marie woul d

probably have worked out sone kind of agreenment to keep the tribe together."”

He | ooked at nme, | .thought, a little oddly.

"Even if they had," he said, "tbat'd be as bad as falling apart W're not out here just to
survive. W're out here to find out what nmakes the tenporal discontinuities operate. Wth you not
in charge, any hope of that'd be lost."

"Not necessarily,"” | said.

"Necessarily. | can't control them and you're the only other intelligent person here.” He was
serious.

"Don't underestimte Tek," | said.

"He's smart," said Bill grimy. "He's not intelligent He can't appreciate the value of going after
know edge for its own sake. If be ever tries to take over fromyou, FIl kitt him | told himso."
| stared at Bill. Evidently, he nmeant what he had said.

"There's no danger," | said. "Anyway, you' d better wait until | call for help, before you go
thinking of killing anyone. W don't want anybody shot by m stake."

"All right" said Bill. Exactly as if he was agreeing not to pass the salt at breakfast until |
asked for it

"Good," | said. "Now everything's just the way it has been. Let's forget it"

Only it wasnt—ust the way it had been, | mean. For one tiling, Marie had gone away fromne in a

manner that's hard to describe. She acted no differently wan she ever had, but it was alnost as if
she had gi ven op hope that there could be anything nore than an alliance of conveni ence between
us. Put that way, it doesn't sound |ike anything too inportant. But it left ne feeling guilty in
spite of the fact that | was fully convinced that | owed her nothing; and, in addition, | was
hel pl ess to do anything to nend the situation

Tek had al so changed. He was as much at my orders as ever, but | found himtaking charge of the

ot her men whenever there was a vacuum of command, quite as if | had appointed himny |ieutenant
And finally, there was the girl....

For one thing, she had evidently acquired a name while nmy nmind was off on the web. It sounded |ike
"EW" when the others used it; but Marie, when | asked her, told nme that it was actually Ellen and

that Tek had given it to the girl. Wll, at |least that nmade nore sense. It was unlikely she had
suddenly remenbered her nane, when
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she had gone this long tinme without remenbering anything else. But when | asked Tefc what nade him
think he could nane her, he denied be had.

"I had to call her something,” he said. "I asked her what she wanted for a name, and that's the
one she picked for herself."

Ellen was a pretty enough nane in its own way; | wondered where she had gotten it But "Elly," or
however they m ght have spelled its contraction, was ugly, | thought | could not bring nyself to
use it. As far as | was concerned she was stilt "the girl"; but | was plainly a mnority of one in
t hat

Tek was paying a good deal of attention to her, and she was spending nost of her tine in his
conmpany. For no particular reason, | found | didnt approve of that either. She had devel oped nore

than | had noticed—+ pow noti ced—since those first days when the only tilings that | ooked human on
her were a shirt and jeans. She wore dresses now that, possibly with Marie's hel p, had been
altered to fit her, and her ban: was always clean, tied in a ponytail at the back of her head. She
was even starting to develop a few curves
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AH this was to her credit, of course. Site was as sparing with words as ever, but the change in
her made her seem a good deal ol der; and possibly that was what had attracted Tek's interest in

her. As | say, | found that | didnt approve—although there seenmed no specific reason | could nafl
down for going to himand telling himto | eave her al one.

In the first place, even if he agreed, | knew her better than to think she would | eave hi m al one,
particularly if |I was the one who ordered it In the second place, | had been ready to abandon her

behind nme on the bank of mat river, so who was | to assune any responsibility for her? Finally,
what did | have agai nst Tek, anyway? Since he had been with us, be had been a nodel of propriety
and obedi ence to orders; and she was only sonebody born yesterday. So why make it any of ny

busi ness?

I still didn't like it |I was stuck with the irrational feeling mat he was nowhere near good enough
for her. Unfortunately, | couldn't even get her alone to ten her so. | bad been wong about

t hi nki ng she woul d get over what had put her off when | had hesitated in reacting to her, back on
the rock where Sunday had returned me to ny
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complete self. As far as she seened to be concerned, | was invisible and inaudi bl e.

To hell with her, | thought, and put ny mind to deciding what our tribe should aimfor next. W
had evidently been travelling with no goal at all, being kept moving by my hal f-ninded, but
compul sive, determnation. The evening of the day | made up my nmind to put the whole question of
the girl and Tek out of nmy mind for good, | waited until after dinner and then got Porniarsk and
Bill together.

"Come along with me in one of the jeeps," | said. "It's time we had sone di scussion about this
whol e business of the time storns. | want to talk to the two of you, alone.”

"No," said Porniarsk. "You want to talk to nme, alone."

Bill |ooked startled and then bl eak. He was not rmuch at giving away his feelings through his

expressions, but | had teaned to read himfairly well by this time; and what | now read was that
Porniarsk's words were like a slap in the face to him

"Sorry, Pomiarsk," | said. "lI'mthe one who deci des how many of us are going to talk, and when."
"No," said Bill. "You talk to himalone. It nmay be inportant"

He turned around and wal ked of f.

| opened my mouth to call himback and then closed it again. Inside that boy-sized body and behi nd
that innocent face was the identity of a mature and intelligent nan; and he had just shown hinself
capable of thinking in larger terns than I, in ny reaction against Porniarsk's words.

I turned to look at the alien. It was still early evening and the whol e | andscape around us was
softened and gentled by the pinkening light. Amdst all that softness, tile bony-plated, uncouth
form of Porniarsk | ooked |ike a miniature dinosaur out of a brutal and prehistoric age. Porniarsk
said nothing now, nerely stood | ooking at ne and waiting. There was no way | coul d guess whet her

he had understood ny reaction and Bill's and was sinply unconcerned with our human feelings, or
whet her he had understood neither of us at all
I had been pretty well ignoring Porniarsk during the | ast few weeks of ny involvenent with The

Dream and in fact, there seened little to be |earned fromhi munless he chose to informus. H's
speech by this time was as
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human as that of the rest of us; but the thoughts behind his words, when he did speak, remained

i ndeci pherable. He noved fromone statenent to another by a logic nostly invisible to our human

t hi nki ng.

And yet —-he was not without some kind of enotion, even sone kind of warnth. There was no nore
sentinment to be read in the tones of his voice, or in his actions, than in those of a robot; but
he seenmed . . . likeable. | don't know what other word to use. He seened to radiate a sort of
warnm h that we all, including the nen we had acquired along with Tek, felt and responded to. Even
the animals seened to feel it | had seen how Sunday had taken to himat first sight. The dogs
also, in their rare free nonents when they were not under command or tied up, would seek hi mout,
waggi ng their tails and sniffing himall over each tine as if this was a first neeting, before
ending by licking at his arnor-plated hide. Porniarsk paid themno nore attention than he did
Sunday or one of us humans when he was not exchangi ng specific informtion on sone point or other.
He seened not to need to eat \Wienever he had no place in particular to nove to, he would fold up
and drop into a lying position with a clatter |ike that of a dunped | oad of bricks. But whether he
ever slept in this position, | had never been able to find out Certainly, | had never caught him
with his eyes cl osed.
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So—Por ni arsk was a conundrum He usually left us no choice but to accept himpretty nuch as he
was. And now, with Bill having wal ked off, | found nmyself about to do just that, one nore tine.
"All right, Pomarsk," | said. "It's you and ne then. Conme on."

I clinbed into the jeep beside which we had been standing as we tal ked. Pom arsk nade one of the
astoundi ng | eaps he seened to be capable of with only a slight flexing of his post-like |legs, and
crashed down into the seat beside ne, on his haunches. The jeep rocked sideways on its springs—+
had estimated before this that if Pom arsk wei ghed an ounce, he nust weigh well over three hundred
pounds—but recovered. | started the vehicle up and we drove off.

I did not go nore than a few hundred yards, just enough to put us out of earshot of the rest of
the canp. Then | killed the notor and turned to Pomi arsk. It was
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an odd feeling to find nyself alnpst nose to nose with that massive, bulldog-like head. For the
first time | noticed his eyes were not just brown in color, but so deep a brown as to be al nost

bl ack. This dose, | could see their pupils contract and expand in cat-fashion, while we talked.
"Al'l right, Porniarsk,*" | said. "I need your help. You evidently know a | ot nore about the tine
stormeffects than we do. | want to stop this random noving around just in hopes well run into a

pi ece of country that's future enough for us to be able to do sonething about the mstwalls and
the rest of it | need you to help ne figure out where to head."
"No, ** sai d Porniarsk

"Nor | said.
"You do not need ne to help you find a trigger area,*1 said Porniarsk
"What's that supposed to nean?" | said. This, comng on top of his rejection of Bill, was enough

to stir ny tenper again.

"I't's supposed to nean that nmy assistance is not required to set you on .the road to the
destination you wi sh. You' ve already set yourself on that road."

| took rein on ny enotions. | remnded nyself that | had to stop anthroponorphi zing him He was
probably only trying to tell ne something, and the fact that he was not built to think like a
human was getting in the way.

"Since when?" | asked, as calmy as | could.

"Since your tenporary abstraction, and during your partial involvenment with the overall problem
ever since the noment in which ny words caused you to visualize the magnitude of it Am | naking
mysel f— Pomi arsk broke off uncharacteristically in nid-sentence. "Am| tal king sense?"

"l don't know," | said. "How d you know why | collapsed, or about how Fve been since?

Tve been watching you," he said, "and draw ng concl usions fromwhat you do. The concl usions are
those | just stated.™

"Whafvc | been doing, then?"

"Coing," he repeated, with no hint of inpatience in his voice, "toward a trigger area."”

| felt a sort of delicate feeling—an instinct to caution.
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There was no way be could have known what had been working in the back of my mind with The Dream
these [ ast few weeks; but he was tal king one hell of a lot as if he had read nmy m nd.

"That could be, an accident," | said. "Wat nmakes you think if s anything nore than an accident?"
"You withdrew," he said. "But then you recovered enough to guide your party, if not hi a straight
line, hi a consistent direction by the nost travellable route, toward the | ocation of an area
know to contain devices of assistance at a technological |evel, which mght achieve a first step
of halting the noving tines of tenporal alteration—tenporal discontinuities, as Bill calls them
or mist-walls, as you say.**

| stared at him

"If you know about a place like that," | said, "why haven't you done sonethi ng about the
tenporal —eh, hell, whatever you want to call them-before now?"
"The devices are devices of assistance, but not of a design which will assist nme. |'ma avatar, as

| told you, an avatar of Poraiarsk Prune Three. The devices would be of assistance to Porniarsk
hi nsel f, but he's otherw se engaged."

"Tell himto drop whatever's otherw se engagi ng hi mthen, and get over here."

"He wouldn't cone," said the avatar. "This planet is your problem The problem of Porniarsk is a
larger one. It involves many planets Hke this. Therefore, he has such as | who am his avatar, so
he can have several nmanipul ative sets of hinself at work. But all | amis an avatar. Al one, |
can't mani pulate the forces involved here, no matter how conpetent the device of assistance
avail abl e tome."
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| shook ny head.

"Al'l right, then, Porniarsk—er Poraiarsk's avatar— | began

"Porniarsk is fine," he interrupted. "You*ll never neet Porniarsk himself, or any of his other
avatars, so there's no danger of confusion."

"I don't know about that," | said. "You ve got nme pretty confused right now. | don't understand
any of ms."

"Of course," said Porniarsk, agreeably. "You're uneducated."

"Ch? Is that itT
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"How coul d you be otherw se? You've never had the chance to | earn about these forces and their
effects. | can't educate you, but | can explain specific elenments of the situation as you run

across them Trying to explain them before you encounter themwon't work because yon don't have
ei ther the vocabul ary or the concepts behind the vocabul ary."

"But I will when | run into these elenents?" | said. "lIs that itr

"On encountering the experience, you'll see the need for the appropriate terns, with which you
m ght then be able to understand enough of the underlying concepts to work with."

"Ch?" | didn't nean to sound sarcastic, but this kind of conversation with Porniarsk had a habit

of driving nme to it "My understandi ng's not guaranteed then?"

"Be reasonabl e," said Porniarsk; and this knd of appeal m colloquial, uninflected English fromthe
geni al gargoyle sitting next to ne, had to be experienced to be believed. "How can / guarantee
your under st andi ng?**

How, indeed? He had a point, there.

"I give up," | said, and | nmeant it "Just teH ne one thing. How did | happen to know enough to
head in the right direction?"

M don't know, " Porniarsk answered. Td expected that, sooner or later, you' d ask me if there were
any future areas containing the neans to do sonmething about the time stormeffects locally, that
is, here on this world. Then I could have directed you to such an area. However, you've directed

yourself to one without ne. | don't understand how. Porniarsk hinself woul dn't understand how,
t hough perhaps he could find the answer. Fmonly an avatar. | can't"
"Al right, ten me what to do now, then," | said.

Pom arsk's head creaked in a negative shaki ng.
"There's nothing | can advise you on until youVe experienced the i mediate future area of the
assi stance device technology,” he said. "Now that |'ve seen you do this nuch by yourself, Fd be

cautious about advising you in any case. It might be that you'll learn nore, and faster, on your
own. "

"I see," | said. "That's fine. That's just fine. Then tell ne, why did you stop Bin from com ng
out here with us, if you weren't going to tell me anything anyway?"
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"Bill wouldn't believe ne," said Poraiarsk. "He doesnt trust ne." "And | dor The gargoyl e bead

| eaned slightly, alnbst confidentially,

toward mi ne.

"You' ve | earned sonething you shouldn't have been able to | earn by yourself," said Porniarsk.
"You' ve touched the greater universe. O course, you don't trust nme, either. You' re too primtive

to trust an avatar of another kind, like nmyself. But in your case, trust isn't necessary."
"Oh?" | said. "Why?"
"Because you want to believe ne," said Porniarsk. "If what Fmsaying is true, then you' re headed

toward sonet hing you want very nuch. That*s not the same thing as trust; but trust can cone biter
For now, your wanting to believe will da"

16

So we drove back to canmp in the last of the twilight and msilence. | only asked hi mone question
on the way back.

"Do you really give a damm about any of us?" | said. "Or are you just interested in the tine
st or nP"

"Porniarsk cares for all life," his steady voice answered. "If he didn't, he'd have no concern
with the tine storm And | am Porniarsk, only in an additional body."

It was a cold confort | believed him but at the same tine, | got the feeling that there was
sonet hi ng nore he was wi thhol ding from ne.

In any case, there was nothing to do now but keep going. Oddly, | trusted him Something had
happened to nme since The Dream and that was that, in a strange way, | had cone to feel an
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affection and responsibility for him along with an the others. It was as if a corner of ny soul's

house had put up a blind on one windowto let hi alittle sunshine. |I did take Bfll aside the next
day and give hima rough briefing on ny conversation with Porniaisk. Bill fulfilled Porniarsk's
predi ction by being highly skeptical of the avatar's notives and inplications.

"It sounds to ne like a con gane," he said. "If s part of a con gane to flatter your mark. Did you
feel you were headed any place in particular, these |last three weeks?"

| hesitated. Somehow, | didnt get the feeling that Bill was ripe right now for hearing an account

of The Dream and how it had been with me. But there was no way to answer his questions fully
wi thout telling himabout ny back-of-the-brain spiderwork.

"I had a feeling | was tied into sonmething inportant,”" | said. That's as far as it went"
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"Hrim " said Bin, half to hinmself. "I wonder if Porn-iarsk's telepathic?"

"That's as far-fetched as nme supposed to be knowi ng where we're going, when | didn't know where
we're going," | said.

Bi | I shrugged.

If we hit this trigger area place soon, you'll have known where we're going," he said. "No reason

there shouldn't be as much truth to tel epathy. When did Porniarsk say we'd reach the area?"
O course, wound up as | had been by what he'd had to say about me personally, Td forgotten to ask
hi m

Til find out," | said and went off to |ook for the

avat ar.

Porniarsk politely informed ne that we should hit the trigger area in about a day and a half the
way we were travelling; and, yes, it would be behind a mistwall like all the other mstwalls we'd

seen. As to what was inside, it was best | experienced that for nyself first, before Porniarsk did
any expl ai ni ng.

He was not wong. Late in the afternoon of the follow ng day, we spotted a stationary nistwal

dead ahead; and two hours |ater we set up evening canp a couple of hundred yards fromh

The countryside here was open pastureland, rolling hflls with only an occasional tree but snal
strands of brush and marshy ponds. Here and there a farmer's fence straggl ed across the | andscape;
and the two-1ane bl acktop road we had been followi ng, since its sudden appearance out of nowhere
ten mles before, ran at an angle into the nnsfwaU and di sappeared. The day had been cool . CQur
canpfires felt good. Autumm would be along before long, | thought, and with that began to turn
over ideas for the winter; whether to find secure shelter in this climate or head south.

I made one nore attenpt to get Porniarsk to tell ne what lay on the other side of the mistwall;

but he was still not being hel pfu
"You could at least ten us if we're liable to fan off a cfiff before we conme out of the wall, or
step into a few hundred feet of deep water," |I growed at him

"You won't encounter any diffs, |akes, or riven before you have a chance to see them™ Porni arsk
said. "As far
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as the terrain goes, it's not that dissinmilar fromthe |and around us here."

"Then why not tell us about it?"

"The gestalt win be of inportance to you later."

That was all | could get out of him After dinner, | caHed a neeting. Porniarsk attended. | told
the others that Porniarsk believed that, beyond this particular mst-wan, there was an area
different fromany we'd run into so far. W might find equi prent there mat would |l et us do
sonet hi ng about the tinme stormand the noving mst-walls. Bill and I, in particular, were
interested in the chance of doing so, as they all knew. For one thing, if we could sonehow stop
the mstwalls fromnmoving, we could feel safe setting down somepl ace pernmanently. Perhaps we could
start rebuilding a civilization

It was quite a little speech. Wen | was done, they all |ooked at ne, |ooked at Porniarsk, who had
nei t her noved nor spoken, and then | ooked back at me again. None of them said anything. But

| ooki ng back at them | got the clear inpression that there were as nany different reactions to
what | had just said as there were heads-there to contain the reactions.

"AU right then," | said, after a reasonable wait to give anyone el se a chance to speak. "We'lI| be
going in, in the nmorning. The ones going will be Bill, nme, and three others, an with rifles and
shot guns both, in one of the jeeps. Anybody particularly want to be in on the expedition, or shal
| pick out the ones to go?"
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TH go, " sai d Tek.

"No, ** | said. "I want you to stay here.**
I | ooked around the firelit circle of faces, but there were no otter vol unteers.
"All right then," | said. "It'll be Richie, Alan, and Waite. Starting with the best shot and

wor ki ng down the list."

The fourth man, Hector Mnsanto, whom everybody called "Zig," did not |ook too unhappy at being
left out He was the ol dest of the four nmen we had acquired along with Tek, a short, wry, feathery-
featured individual in his late thirties, who | ooked as if nbost of his |life bad been spent
outdoors. Actually, according to Tek, he had grown up in a small town and had been a barber who
spent nmost of his time in the |ocal bars.
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He was the ol dest of the four and the |least agile. The other three were in their early to md-
twenties and could nove fast if they needed to.

So, the following nmorning we tried H It took about an hour or so for Bill to satisfy hinself, by
throwing a weighted |ine through the m stwall and pushing pipe | engths screwed together to beyond
the mstwafl's far edge, that the terrain beyond was both | evel and safe. Then we brought the jeep
we were going to use up to the wall and got in with our weapons. | clinbed in behind the whee

with Bill on the other front seat Alan, Richie, and Wiite got into the back. W made a pretty ful

| oad.

Then Sunday, purring loudly, as if congratulating us afl on a perm ssion no one had given him

|l eaped up into Bill's lap and settled down for the ride; and, before I could shove himout, the
girl began to clinmb into the back seat holding a rifle.
"Hold it!" | roared. "Everybody out!" W off-|oaded, everybody except the girl and Sunday, who

t ook advantage of the available enpty space to settle down that nuch nore firmy. "Now, |oot—= I
began to the girl. *Tm going," she said. Sunday purred loudly and cl eaned the fur on top of one of
his forepaws. It was a doubl e declaration of insubordination

O course, there was no way | could stop diem | could put themout of the vehicle, but they could

wal k in right behind us. Sunday had proved that, unlimted tines. In fact, | had known—everybody
had known—that he would be coming along. | had not counted on the girl

| glared around ne. This particular expedition was sorting itself out in exactly the wong way. |
don't know what made ne so convinced mat there m ght be danger beyond this mistwall. |1'd gone into
a nunber of others confidently enough. Perhaps it was Porniarsk's refusal to tell me exactly what
was beyond the wall. At any rate, X felt the way | felt; and for that type of feeling, | was

taking all the wong people and |l eaving all the wong peopl e behind.

An ideal expeditionary group would have been nyseff, Tek, and a couple of the nmen, none of whom
meant a great deal to me—except nyself; and | was too nuch of an egotist to think that | couldn't
survive whatever nystery lay in front of ne. Sunday, the girl, Bill, even to a
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certain extent, Marie and little Wendy, were people | cared about to one degree or another and
woul d just as soon have kept safely in the rear area.

But Bill could not be left behind, in justice. The quest to understand the tine stormwas as much
his as mne. Sunday could not be kept out, in practice; and now the girl had proclai med her
intention to go in with us whether I wanted her to or not Meanwhile Tek, who outside of nyself was
the one person fit to take charge of those left behind, if enem es of sone kind suddenly appeared
over the horizon behind us, could, by no stretch of conmpbn sense, be taken. Ever since Marie,
Wendy, and | had run into himand his group, | had been hal f-expecting that any day, we mi ght bunp
i nto anot her such arnmed and predatory gang.

"Al right!** | said. "If everybody's going to go, we'll have to use the pickup. Let's get it

cl eared out!"”

The pickup was our main transport. In the back, H had all our canping equi prent, food, fuel, and
other supplies. W had unl oaded part of what it contained to set up canp the night before; but if
it was to be used as a battle wagon, the rest of the box had to be cleared. W noved back and went
to work.

Twenty minutes later, we once nore approached the nmistwall; this tine in the pickup, in |ow gear.
The girl and Bill and | were in the front seat with the windows rolled up, with me as driver. In
K open box behind were Alan and Waite and Richie, holding a disgruntled Sunday on a leash. |'d

shut the | eopard out of the cab by mam force and snapped his | eash around his neck when he tried
to join the three of us in the cab. As |I pushed the nose of the pickup slowy into the first dust
of the mist-wall, there was a heavy thud on the roof of the cab. | stopped, rolled down the w ndow
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and stuck ny head out to glinpse Sunday, now |lying on the cab top. | rolled the wi ndow back up and
went on.

The m st surrounded us. The dust hissed on the nmetal of the pickup's body, as the notor of the
truck grunbled in tow gear. W were surrounded by an undevi ating whiteness in which it was
impossible to tell if we were noving. Then the whiteness |ightened, thinned, and suddenly we
rolled out into sunlight again. | stopped the truck

We were in a rocky, hiDy section of country. The thin, dear air that made everything stand out

wi th sudden
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sharpness signalled that we were at a higher attitude, and the sparseness of vegetation—o trees
and only an occasional green, spiny bush—-suggested a high, desert country, like the altiplano of

i nl and Mexi co. The | andscape was nainly rock, fromhard dirt and gravel, to boulders of all sizes.
Rough, but not too rough for the jeeps to get through; and, if a dear route could be found between
the boul ders, probably even the pickup could be nursed al ong. The ground before us was fairly
clear and | evel, but boul der-strewn slopes rose sharply to the right and left of us. Directly
ahead, the |level space di pped down into a cup-shaped depressi on hol di ng what appeared to be a
smal | village. The buildings in the village were odd; dome-shaped, with floorless, front porch

ext ensi ons, consisting sinply of projecting roofs upheld at each end by supporting poles. Under
those roofs, out in the open, there seened to be a few machi nes or equi pnent—echani cal constructs
of some kind. No human beings were visible. Beyond the village, the ground rose sharply into a
smal |l mountai n—+t was too steep to be called a hill—-wearing a belt of trees halfway up its severa
hundred feet of height On one side of the nountain, the bare peak sloped at an angle the jeeps
coul d possi bly nanage. But the other slopes were all boul der-strewn and clinbable only by soneone
on foot

On top, crowning the peak, was a large, solid, circular braiding, |ooking as if h had been poured
out of fresh white concrete ten seconds before we appeared on the scene. That was as much as | had
a chance to notice, because then everything started to happen.

A nunber of objects hit loudly on the body and cab of the truck, one shattering the wi ndow next to
Bill. At the sane tinme, there was a yow of rage from Sunday and | caught sight, fleetingly, of
the | eopard | eaping off the roof of the cab to the right, with his leash trailing in the air
behind him Suddenly the rocks around us were speckled by the visages of dark-furred, ape-like
creatures.

The guns of the nen in the box were firing. The girl, who had been seated between Bill and nyself,
scranbl ed over Bill crying out Sunday's nanme, opened the door of the pickup on that side, and

di sappeared. Bin exited after her; and | heard the machine pistol yanmering. | jerked open the
door on ny side, rolled out on to the hard- peb-
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bl ed earth, and began firing froma prone position at any furry head | could see.

There was a tineless nonent of noise and confusi on—and then without warning, it was over. There
were no |longer any creatures visible to shoot at, except for perhaps four or five who lay still,
or barely stirring, on the ground. | fired a few nore rounds out of reflex and then quit. The
other guns fell silent.

| got to my feet. Sunday stal ked back into nmy line of vision, his tail high in self-
congratul ati on. He headed for one of the two furry figures that still noved. | opened ny nouth to
call himback; but before he could have reached the creature, a rifle in the box behind ne began
to sound again, and both the novi ng bodi es went notionl ess.

"Quit thatl" | shouted, spinning around. "I want one alive—

| broke off, suddenly realizing | was talking to a man who wasn't listening. Richie, his round
face contorted, was kneeling behind the nmetal side of the pickup box, firing steadily at the dark-
furred shapes; and he kept at it until his rifle was enpty.

I clinbed into the box and took the gun away fromhimas he tried to reload it

"Sinmer down |I" | said.

He | ooked at ne gl assy-eyed, but sat w thout nmoving. There wasn't a mark on him

But the other two were hit Al an had one side of his face streaning blood fromwhat seemed to be a
scal p wound. He was holding up Waite, who was breathing in an ugly, rattling way with his face as
white as the building on the peak. His right hand was trapped behind Al an; but he kept frying to
bring his left hand up to his chest, and Al an kept holding it away.

My head cleared. | renmenbered now that the barrage that had cone at us had contained not only
thrown rocks but a few | eaf-shaped, hiltless knives. One of the knives was now sticking in Wiite's
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chest tow on the left side. It was in perhaps a third the length of its blade; and evidently it
had slid in horizontally between two ribs.
Wi te coughed, and a tittle pink froth came out the corners of his nouth.

"He wants to get the knife out," said Alan, pleadingly to ne. "Should we just pull it out, do you
t hi nkr
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| 1 ooked down at Waite. It did not matter, clearly, whether we took the knife out or not. The

bl ade had gone into his lungs and now they were filling up with blood. Wiite | ooked back up at ne
with panic in his eyes. He was the quiet one of Tek's four nen and possibly the youngest. | had

never been sure if he was really like the others, or whether he had sinply gotten swept up and
tried to be Iike them

There was nothing | or anyone else in our group could do for bun. | stood | ooking down at him
feeling nmy hel pl essness, like something in my own chest being raggedly cut This was one of the
people I had been thinking neant little or nothing to me and woul d be easily expendable. | had not
"stopped to realize how close a group like ours scould come to be, living together like a famly,

nmovi ng together, facing a possibly dangerous world together. Maybe he would die nore quickly

wi thout the knife blade in himand renoving it would be the kindest thing we could do for him
"I'f he wants it out, he nmight as well have it out," | said.

Akin let go of Waite's arm The arm cane up, and its hand grasped the handl e of the knife but
could not pull ft out Al an half-reached for the knife hinself, hesitated, tried again, hesitated,
and | ooked appealingly at ne.

I reached down and took hold of the handle. The blade stuck at first then slid out easily. Waite
yell ed—er rather, he tried to yell, but it was a sound that ended in a sort of gargle. He pulled
away a little from Al an and | eaned over forward, face lilted down intently toward the bed of the
box, as if he was going to be sick. But he was not He nerely hung there saggi ng against the grip
of Alan's arns, his gaze calmand intent on the netal flooring; and then, as we watched, he began
to die.

It was |like watching himdw ndle anay fromus. His face relaxed and rel axed, and the focus in his
eyes becane nore and nore general, until all at once there was no focus at all and he was dead.
Alan I et himdown quickly but softly on the bed of the box.

| turned and clinbed out of the box back on to flu ground. | saw Bill standing on this side of the
truck now and Sunday nosing curiously at one of the bodies. Suddenly, it struck ne.

"drl!" | shouted at Bill. "The girl! Were is she?"

"I don't know," said Bill.
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I ran around the front of the truck and the boul dered slope on the side |I'd seen her disappear
"Grl!" | kept shouting. "Grir

I couldn't find her. | found one of the dead ape-creatures, but | couldn't find her. | started

t hreadi ng back and forth anong the rocks as | worked up the slope; and then, suddenly, | al nost

fell over her. She was in a little open space, half-sitting up with her back agai nst a boul der and
a torn-off strip of her shirt tied around one | eg above the knee.

For a nonent | thought she was already dead, |like Waite—and | couldn't take it It was |ike being
cut in half. Then she turned her head to |l ook at ne, and | saw she was alive.
"Ch, ny God!" | said.

I kneh down beside her and wapped her up in nmy arns, telling nyself | would never let go of her
again. Never. But she was as stiff and unresponsive in nmy grasp as a wild aninmal caught in a trap
She did not nove; but she did not relax either, and finally, this brought ne nore or |less back to
ny senses; | didn't want to let her go, but | stopped holding her quite so tightly.

"Are you an right?" | said. "Wy didn't you answer ne?"
"My name's Ellen," she said.
"fa that all!" | hugged her again. "AHright! You'll be Ellen fromnow on. | won't ever call you

anyt hing el se!"

"I't doesn't matter what you call ne," she said. "I'mnot going to be here anyway."

She was still stiff and cold. | let go of her and sat back on nmy knees so that | could see her
face; and it was as unyielding as the rest of her.

"What do you nean, you aren't going to be here?" She was tal king nonsense. She had evidently been
hurt or wounded in the leg, but that could hardly be serious.

"Tek and | are going away by ourselves. It's already decided," she said. "W were just waiting to
make sure you got through this last nmistwall all right. You can keep Sunday. He only gets in the
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way all the tine anyway."

She turned, grabbed hold of the boul der agai nst which she had been | eaning, and pulled herself
upon one | eg.

"Hel p me back to the pickup," she said.

My bead was whirling with that crazy announcenent of hers. | stared down at her bandaged | eg.
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"What happened to you?" | said, automatically.

"l got hit by a rock, that's all. It scraped the skin off and bled a little, so | wapped it up

but it's only a bruise."

"Try putting your weight on it.'
br oken. "

"I't's not broken. | already tried." She took hold of ny armw th both her hands. "It just hurts to
walk on it Help ne."

| put an arm around her, and she hopped back down the slope on one leg, by ny side, until we
reached the cab of the pickup, and | hel ped her up on to the seat | was operating on reflex. |
could not believe what she had said; particularly, just now, when | had just realized how

i mportant she was to ne. It was the way | had found nyself feeling about Waite, multiplied
sonething like a mllion times. But there were things demandi ng deci sions from

ne.

Richie and Alan were still hi the back of the truck with the body of Waite. | | ooked at them
Sonebody had to take the pickup back through the mstwall with the girl and Waite. Richie was the
unhurt one, but his eyes still did not |ook right

Sonet hing automatic in me was doing the talking. "Maybe it's

"How badly are you hurt?" | asked Al an

"Hurt?" he said. "I didn't get hurt."

"You could fool me," | said dryly. He didn't seemto get it. "Your head | How bad's the damage to
your head?"

"My headr

He put up a hand and brought it down covered with blood. H s face whitened.

"What is it?" he said. "How bad ...." His bloody hand was fluttering up toward the head wound,
wanting to touch it, but afraid of what it might fee

"That's what | want to know, " | said.

I clinbed into the cab and bent over bun, gingerly parting the hair over the bloody scalp. It was
such a ness | couldn't see anything.

"Feel anything?' * | asked, probing with ny fingertips.

"No... no .. yes!" he yel ped.

| pulled ny hands away.

"How bad did that feel ?" | asked him He | ooked enbarrassed.

"Not too bad—+ guess," he said. "But |I felt it, where you touched it"
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"All right" I told him "Hang on, because |'mgoing to have to touch it some nore."

| probed around with nmy fingers, wishing |I'd had die sense to bring bandages and water with us. He
said nothing to indicate that | was giving himany inportant amount of pain; and all ny fingers
could find was a swelling and a relatively small cut

"It's really not bad at all,"” he said sheepishly, when Td finished. "I think I just got hit by a
rock, cone to think of it"

"Al right," | said. My own hands were a ness now. | w ped themas best | could on the levis | was
wearing. "Looks Uke a bunp and a scratch, only. It just put out a lot of blood. If you're up to
it, I want you to stay."

"I can stay," he said.

"All right, then. Richie!"

Ri chie | ooked at ne slowy as if | was soneone caning himfroma distance.

"Richie! I want you to drive the pickup back through the nistwall. You're to take the girl and
Wai te back, then pick up sone bandages, sone antibiotics and a jerry can of drinking water and
bring it back to us. Understand nme?"

"Yeah...." said Richie, thickly.

"Conme on, then," | said.

I clinbed out of the box of the pickup and he cane after me. | saw himinto the cab and behind the
wheel

"He'll take you back to the canp," | told the girl and closed the door on the driver's side before
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she coul d answer —assuming, that is, that she had intended to answer. The pickup's motor, which had
been idling all this time, growmed into gear. Richie swng it about and drove out of sight into
the mstwall, headed back

I looked around. Bill was standing about twenty yards ahead of ne. Beside hi mwas Fornlarsk, who
must have followed us through the mstwall at sonme tinme when | wasn't |ooking. They seened to be
tal ki ng toget her, | ooking down into the village, the nachine pistol hanging by its strap,

carelessly, fromBill's right arm It was incautious of himto be so relaxed, | thought W had
driven off one attack, but there was no way of knowi ng we might not have another at any m nute.
| went toward them As | did, | had to detour around
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the body of one of the attackers, who had apparently been trying to rush the pickup. It lay face-
down, the ape-like features hidden, and it remi nded me of Waite, sonmehow. For a nmonment | wondered
if there were others anmong its fellows that were feeling the inpact of this one's death, as | had
felt that of Waite. My mind—+t was not quite under control right then, nmy nmind—skittered off to
think of the girl again. O Ellen—+ nust renmenber to think of her as Ellen from now on.

It was so strange. She was snall and skinny and cantankerous. How could | |love her |ike this?
Wiere did it cone from what | was feeling? Sonehow, when | wasn't paying any attention, she had
grown inside nme, and now, she took up all the available space there. Another thought cane by,

bl own on the wandering breeze of my not-quite-in-control mnd. Wat about Marie? | couldn't just
ki ck her out But maybe there was no need for worry. AH Marie had ever seened to want was the
protection inherent in our partnership. It mght be she would be conpletely satisfied with the
nane of consort alone. After all, were were no | aws now, no reason that | couldn't apparently have
two wives instead of one. No one but us three need know Marie was a wife in name only ... of
course, the girl would have to agree...

| stopped thinking, having reached Bill and Porniarsk. They were still |ooking down at the
village. | |ooked down, too, and, to ny surprise, saw it popul ated and busy. Black, furry, ape-
like figures were visible all through its streets and noving in and out of the done-shaped houses.
Most, in fact, seened to be busy with whatever objects they had under the porch-like roofs before
the entrances of their buildings. But a fair nunber were visible sinply sitting in the dust,
singly or in pairs, doing nothing; and a snmall group were in transit fromone spot to another
They were within easy rifle shot of where we stood, and the three of us nust have been plainly
visible to mem but they paid us no attention what soever

"What the hell?" | said. "lIs that the same tribe that hit us just now?"

"Yes," said Bill.

I looked at himand waited for himto go on, but he nodded at Porniarsk instead.

"Let himtell you."
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Por ni arsk creaked his head around to | ook sideways and up at ne.

"They're experinental aninals,” Porniarsk said, "froma tine |less than a hundred years ahead of
that you were in originally when the tine stormreached you."

"You knew about then?" The thought of Waite nmade ny throat tight "You knew about themwaiting to
kill us, and you didn't warn us?"

"I knew only they were experinental animals," said Porniarsk. "Apparently part of their
conditioning is to attack. But if the attack fails, they go back to other activities.**

"It could be ..." said Bill slowy and thoughtfully, "it could be their attack refl ex was
established to be used against aninmals, instead of the people of the tinme that set them up here;
and they just didn't recogni ze us as belonging to the people level, as they'd been trained to
recogni ze it"

"It's possible," said Porniarsk. "And men, if they attacked and failed, they might be conditioned
to stop attacking, as a fail-safe reflex.™

"That's dammed cool of the both of you," | said, ny throat free again. "Wiite's dead and you're
hol di ng a parlor discussion on the reasons. **

Bill | ooked at nme, concerned.

"Al right, all right," |I said. "Forget | said that Fmstill a little shook up fromall this. So,

they're experinental aninmals down there, are they?"

"Yes," said Porniarsk, "experimental animals, created by genetic engineering to test certain
patterns of behavior. Up there on the height behind their conmunity is the |l aboratory building
fromwhi ch they were observed and studi ed. The equiprment in that structure that was desi gned for
working with this problemis equipnment that, with some changes and inprovenents, may be able to
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aid in controlling the effects of the. tine storm locally."

Bin was staring straight at nme. His face was calm but | could hear the excitenment under the |eve
note he tried to speak in.

"Let's take a | ook, Marc."

"All right," | said. "As soon as the pickup cones back, we'll go get a jeep and try that |ong

sl ope on the right of the peak."

17

The only vehicl e-possible route to the peak | ed down through the main street of the village. Wen
Al an got back with a jeep, we left himthere; and Porniarsk, Bill and | drove dowa the slope and
in between the buildings. W. had perhaps twenty feet to spare on either side of us as we went
through the village, for the central street—f you could call it that—was twice the width of the

ot her | anes between buil dings. The furry faces we passed did not bother to look at us, with a
single exception. A slightly grizzled, |large, and obviously mal e individual —none of them wore
anyt hi ng but a son of Sam Browne belt, to which were clipped the sheaths that held their knives
and some things which | ooked Iike small hand tools —sat in front of one building and stared from
under thick tufts of hair where his brows should be, his long fingers playing with the knife he
hel d on his knees. But he made no threatening noves, with the knife or anything el se.

Took at that old man," said Bill, pointing with the nmuzzle of his machine pistol at the watcher
"I see him** | said. ''Wat do you want nme to do about hin®"

"Not hi ng, Fd suggest,** said Porniarsk. My question had not really called for an answer, but

per haps he had not understood that "That one's the Al pha Prine of the mates* conmunity. The name
*Ad Man* fits himvery well. As Alpha Prine, his reflexes, or conditioning, dictate a sonmewhat
different pattern of action for himalone. But | don't think he or the others wifl act inhnically
agai n* unl ess you deliberately trigger sonme antagonistic reaction.**

"What are they an doingr Bin asked.

I looked in the direction he was staring. There were a nunmber of porches along the left aide of
the street, each
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with one or two of the experimentals under them | picked out one who was operating what was
clearly a spinning wheel. Another was cutting up a |l arge sheet of the |eathery material their
harnesses were made out of, plainly engaged in constructing Sam Brown belts. But the rest were
working with machines | did not recognize and either getting no visible results, or results that
made no sense to ne. One, in particular, was typing away energetically at a sort of double
keyboard, with no noticeable effect, except for a snmall red tab that the machi ne spat out at odd
intervals into a wire basket. The worker paid no attention to the tabs he was accunul ati ng,
seening to be conpletely wound up in the typing process itself.

They're self-supporting, after a fashion,** said Porniarsk. "Sonme of what they do provides them
with what they need to live. Oher specific activities are nmerely for study purposes—for the
studi es of the people who put them here."

"Where are those people?" | asked. "Can we get in touch with thenf"

**No." Porniarsk swiveled bis neck once nore to look at me fromthe seat beside ne. "They are not
here. **

"Where did they go?"

They no | onger exist,** said Porniarsk. "No nore than all the people you knew before your first
experience with the tinme storm You and Bill and the rest of you here, including these
experinental creatures, are the ones who have gone places."

I took my attention off the street for a second to stare at him

**What do you nean?**

1 mean you, and those with you, are people the time storm has noved, rather than elimnated,"
Por ni arsk answered. Tin sorry, that can't be explained properly to you yet, by sonmeone |like ne,
not until you understand nore fully what has been involved and is involved in the tenpora

di spl acenents. Renenber, | told you that this disturbance began roughly half a billion years in
your past?”

| renenbered. But ft had only been a figure to ne at the tinme. Who can inmagine a tine-span of a
half a billion years?

"Yes," | said.

"I't al so began several mllion years myour future," said
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Por ni arsk. "Perhaps it nmight help you to think, provisionally, of the tinme stormas a wave-front
intersecting the linear tune you know-the tinme you inmagine stretching, frompast to future—at an
angle, so that your past, present and future are all affected at once by the sane action." "Wy
didn't you tell us this before?" demanded Bin. "Unfortunately, the image | just gave you isn't
really a true one," said Porniarsk. "You forget the natter of scale. If the tine stormis like a
wave-front on a beach, we and our worlds are less than individual atons in the grains of sand that
make up that beach. What we experience as |ocal effects appear as phenonena having very little
resenbl ance to the true picture of the wave-front as a whole. | only mention this because it's now
becone inmportant for Marc to be able to i magi ne sonmething of the forces at work here.”

The front wheels of the jeep jolted and shuddered over sone snall rocks. W were noving beyond the
end of the village street and up over open ground again. | gave ny attention back to ny driving.
The drive up even the easy side of the peak was rough enough, but the jeep was 'equal to it Wth
enough foresight, it was possible to pick a route anong the really heavy boul ders that would
otherwi se have barred our way. A little nore than hal fway up, we hit a relatively level area of
hard earth, surrounding the basin of a natural spring comng out of the cliff; and we stopped to
rest and taste the water, which was cold enough to set our teeth on edge. | had not been conscious
of being thirsty, except for a fleeting noment when | told Richie to bring back a jerry can of
water with the other things. He had; and | had forgotten to get a drink then. Now | felt a thirst
Iike that of someone lost in the desert for two days. | drank until ny jaws ached, paused, drank
paused, and drank agai n.

After a bit we went the rest of the way up to the top of the peak, where the building was. Seen up
close, it turned out to be a structure naybe sixty feet in dianmeter, with only one entrance and no
wi ndows. Like a blockhouse at a firing range, only |arger

The entrance had a door, which slid aside as we cane within a stride of it W had a glinpse of

darkness beyond, then lighting awoke within, and we stepped into a brightly illumnated, circular
interior, with a raised platformin
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the center and open cubicles aH around the exterior wan, each cubicle with a padded chair, its
back toward the center of the roomand its cushions facing a sort of console fixed to the wall.
"What is it?" asked Bill, alnpst in a whisper. He was standing with Porniarsk and me on the raised
pl atform but unlike us, turning continually on his heel as if he wanted to get a view of all
hundred and ei ghty degrees of the room at once.

"It is," said Porniarsk, "sonmething you mght think of as a conputer, in your terns. It's a
multiple facility for the use of observers who'd wi sh to draw conclusions fromtheir observations
of the inhabitants in the village."

"Conputer?" Bill's voice was |ouder and sharper. That's all?"

"I'ts working principle isn't that of the conmputers you're fanmiliar with," said Porniarsk. "This
uses the same principle that's found in constructs fromthe further future, those Fve referred to
as devices-of-assistance. You'll have to trust ne to put this construct into that future node so
it'll be useful hi the way we need."

"Howl | we use it?" Bill asked.

"You won't use it" said Porniarsk. "Marc will use ft."

They both turned their heads toward ne.

"And you'll teach ne how?" | said to Porniarsk

"No. You'll have to teach yourself," Porniarsk answered. "If you can't, then there's nothing
anyone can do."

"If he cant H try," said Bill tightly.

"I don't think the device wiU work for you if it fafls for Marc," said Porniarsk to him "Tell ne,
do you feel anything at this nonent? Anything unusual at all?"

"Feeir Bill stared at him

"You don't feel anything, then," said Porniarsk. "I was right Marc shoul d be much nore attuned.
Marc, what do you feel ?**

"Feel ? Me?" | said, echoing Bill. But | already knew what he was tal ki ng about

I had thought at first | nmust be feeling a hangover fromthe fight with the inhabitants of the
village. Then Fd thought the feeling was ny curiosity about what was inside this building, until |

saw what was there. Now, standing on the platformin the center of the structure, | knew it was
somet hi ng el se—sonething tike a massive
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excitenment from everywhere, that was surrounding me, pressing in on ne.
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"I feel geared-up," | said.

"More than just geared-up, | think," Pomiarsk said. "It was a guess | made only on the basis of
Marc's heading for this area; but | was right Pom arsk hoped only that a small oasis of stability
m ght be established on the surface of this world, in this inmediate locality. Wth anyone el se,

such as you, Bill, that'd be all we could do. But with Marc, nmaybe we can try sonething nore.
There's a chance he has an aptitude for using a device-of-assistance."

"Can't you conme up with a better nanme for it than that?" said Bill. H's voice was tight—tight
enough to shake just a little.

"What woul d you suggest?" asked Pom arsk. | turned and wal ked away fromthem out of the building
t hrough the door that opened before ne and shut after nme. | walked into the solitude of the thin

clean air and the high sunlight There was sonething working in nme; and for the nonent it had
driven everything el se, even Ellen, out of my mind. It was |like a burning, but beneficent fever

like a great hunger about to be satisfied, Iike the feeling of standing on the threshold of a
cavern filled with treasure beyond counti ng.

It was all this, and still it was indescribable. | did not yet have it but | could al nost touch it
and taste it; and | knew that it was only a. matter of time now until ny grasp closed on it
Knowi ng mat was everything, | could wait now | could work. | could do anything. The keys of ny

ki ngdom were at hand.

18

Then began a bittersweet tinme for ne, the several weeks that Pomi arsk worked on the equipnent in
what we were now calling the "roundhouse.” It was sweet because, day by day, | felt the device-of-

assistance coning to |ife under the touch of those three tentacle-fingers Pom arsk had grow ng out
of his shoulders. The avatar had been right about ne. The original Pom arsk had not suspected
there woul d be anyone on our Earth who could use the device w thout being physically connected to

it But evidently | was a freak. | had already had sone kind of nental connection with this place,
if only subconsciously, during the days of The Dreamin which | had pushed us all in this
direction and to this location. | said as nuch to Pom arsk one day.

"No," he shook his head, "before that, I'd think. You nust have felt its existence, here, and been
searching for it fromthe time you woke to find your world changed. **

"I was looking," | said. "But | didn't have any idea what for."

"Perhaps," said Pom arsk. "But you night find, after the device is ready and you can | ook back

over all you've done, that you unconsciously directed each step along the way toward this place
and this monment, fromthe beginning."

I shook ny bead. There was no use trying to explain to him 1 thought, how | had never been able
to let a problemalone. But | did not argue the point any further

| was too intensely wapped up in what | could feel grow ng about ne—the assistance of the device.
It was only partly mechani cal. Poniarsk would not or could not, explain its workings to ne,

al though | could watch himas he worked with the snmall col ored cubes that made
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up the inner parts of seven of the consoles. The cubes were about a quarter the size of children's
bl ocks and seened to be made of sone hard, translucent naterial. They clung together naturally in
the arrangenent hi which they occurred behind the face of the console; and Porniarsk's work,
apparently, was to rearrange then* order and get themto cling together again. Apparently, the
rearrangenent was different with each console; and Porniarsk had to try any nunber of conbi nations
before he found it It | ooked |ike a random procedure but, evidently, was not; and when | asked
about that, Porniarsk relaxed his no-information rule enough to tell nme that what he was doi ng was
checki ng arrangenents of the cubes in accordance with "sets" he already carried hi his menory
center, to find patterns that would resonate with the nonad that was me. It was not the cubes that
were the working parts, evidently, but the patterns.

What ever he was doi ng, and however it was effective, when he got a collection of cubes to hang
together in a different order, | felt the effect imediately. It was as if another psychic
generator had conme on-fine in nmy mnd. Wth each addition of power, or strength, or whatever you
want to call it, | saw nore clearly and nore deeply into all things around ne.

—+ncluding the people. And fromthis cane the bitter to join with the sweet of ny life. For as,
step by step, ny perceptions increased, | came to perceive that Ellen was indeed intending to

|l eave with Tek as soon as nmy work with the device had been achi eved. She was staying for the
monent and had tal ked Tek into staving, only so that be and she could hold down two of the
consol es, as Porniarsk had said all of the adults in our party would need to do when | nade ny
effort to do sonething about the time storm After that, they would go; and nothing | could say
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woul d stop her.

The reasons why she had turned to Tek as she had, | could not read in her. Her personal feelings
were beyond the reach of mny perception. Sonething shut me out Porniarsk told me, when | finally
asked him that the reason. | could not know how she felt was because ny own enptions were
involved with her. Had | been able to force nyself to see, | would have seen not what was, but
what | wanted to see. | would have perceived falsely; and since the perception and understanding |
was gaining with
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the help of the device were part of a true reflection of the universe, the device could give only
accurate information; consequently, it gave nothing where only inaccuracy was possi bl e.

So, | was spfit down the niddle; and the division between the triunph and the despair hi me grew
sharper with the activation of each new console. After the fourth one, the avatar warned ne that
there was a limt to the step-up | could endure fromthe device.

"If you feel you're being pushed too hard," he said, "tell ne quickly. Too nmuch stinulus, and you
coul d destroy yourself before you had a chance to use the device properly.”

"It's all right" | said. "I know what you're talking about" And | did. | could feel nyself being
stretched dairy, closer and closer toward a snapping point But that point was still not reached;
and | wanted to go to the linmt no matter what woul d happen afterwards.

It was the pain of Ellen's inminent |eaving that drove ne nore than anything else. Wth the device
beginning to work, | was partly out of the ordinary world already. | did not have to test nyself
by sticking burning splinters in ny flesh to know that the physical side of me was nuch dw ndl ed
in inmportance lately. It was easy to forget that | had a body. But the awareness of ny inmateri al
sel f was correspondingly anplified to several tines its nornmal sensitivity; and it was in this
immaterial area that | was feeling the loss of Ellen nore keenly than the anputation of an arm and
a |l eg together.

There was no relief fromthat feeling of |oss except to concentrate on the expansion of ny

awar eness. So, psychically, | pushed out and out, running fromwhat | could not bear to face—and
then, wi thout warning, cane rescue from an unexpected direction

It was |ate afternoon, the sunlight shutting in at a | ow angle through the door to the roundhouse,
whi ch we had propped open whil e Porniarsk worked on the last console. Bill and | were the only
other ones there. W had opened the door to let a little of the natural breeze and outer sun-
warnth into the perfectly controlled climate of the ulterior; and in ny case, this had brought the
t hought of ny outside concerns with ft, so that for a nonent ny nind had wandered again to

t hi nki ng of Ellen.

| cane back to awareness of the roundhouse, to see
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Bi n and Porniarsk both | ooking at me. Porniarsk had just said sonething. | could hear the echo of
it still in my ear, but without, its neaning had vani shed. "Wat?" | asked.

"It's ready," said Porniarsk. "How do you feel —able to take this seventh assistance? You'l
remenber what | told you about the past increases not being linited? They each enlarge again with
each new adaptati on you nmake to the device. If you're near your linmt of tolerance now, the effect
of this last increase could be many times greater than what it is presently; and you mnight find
yourself crippled in this vital, non-physical area before you had time to pull yourself back from

it" "l know, | know," | said. "Go ahead.” "I will, then," said Porniarsk. He reached with one of
his shoul der tentacles to the console half behind himand touched a col ored square.

For a second there was nothing. Then things began to expand dramatically. | mean that literally.
It was as if the rides of ny head were rushing out and out, enclosing everything about nme ... the
roundhouse, the peak, the village, the whole area between the mistwalls that now encl osed ne, all
the other areas touching that area, the continent, the planet . . . there was no end. In addition

not only was | enconpassing these things, but all of themwere also growi ng and expandi ng. Not
physically, but w th neani ng—acquiring many and many tines their original aspects, properties, and
values. So that | understood aH of themin three dinensions, as it were, where | before had never
seen nore than a single facet of their true shape. Now, seen this way, all of them-all things, in-
chi di ng me—aere interconnect ed.

So | found nmy way back. Wth the thought of interconnection, | was once nmore in The Dream bade in
the spider web spanning the universe. Only now there were patterns to its strands. | read those
patterns clearly; and they brought ne an inner peace for the first tinme. Because, at last, | saw
what | could do, and howto do it, to still the stormlocally. Not just in this little section of
the earth around ne, but all around our planet and noon and out into space for a di stance beyond
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us, into the general tenporal holocaust | saw clearly that | would need nore strength than I
presently had; and the pattern | read showed that success would carry a price. A death-price.
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The uncaring laws of the philosophical universe, in this situation, could bal ance gai n agai nst
loss in only one unique equation. And that equation involved a cost of life.

But | was not afraid of death, | told nyself, if the results could be achieved. After all, in a
sense, | had been living on borrowed tinme since that first heart attack. | turned away fromthe
patterns | was studyi ng and | ooked deeper into the structure of the web itself, reaching for
under standi ng of the |aws by which it operated.

Gradual |y, that understandi ng cane. Porniarsk had used the word "gestalt” in referring to that

whi ch he hoped | would perceive if | came to the situation here with a free and unprejudiced m nd
and the word had jarred on nme at the tune. The avatar, we had all assunmed, cane froma race nore
advanced than ours-whether it was advanced in tine or otherwise. | had taken it for granted that
any twentieth-century human terns woul d be i nadequate to explain whatever Porniarsk dealt with
and that he would avoid them for fear of creating m sunderstandi ngs.

—Besides, "gestalt" cane close to having been one of the cant words of twentieth-century

psychol ogy; the sort of word that had been used and ni sused by people | knew, who wanted to sound
know edgabl e about a highly specialized subject they would never take the tine to study properly
and understand. Granted, the avatar was probably using the human word nearest hi neaning to what

he wanted to say, | had still felt he could have explained hinmself in nore hard-edged technica
or'scientific terns.
But then, later, he had also used the word "nonad**; and, renenbering that, | now began to

conprehend one inportant fact The forces of the time stormand the device he was buil ding so
could come to grips with them belonged not so much to a physical, or even a psychol ogical, but to

a phUosphi ced universe. | was far from understanding why this should be. In fact, with regard to
the whol e business, | was still like a child hi kindergarten, |earning about traffic lights

wi thout really conprehendi ng the social and | egal machinery behind the fact of their existence.
But with the aid of the device, | had finally begun, at least, to get into the proper arena of

percepti on.

Briefly and clunsily, in the area in which | would have to deal with the time storm the only
monads—that is, the

176

TI ME STORM

only basic, indestructible, building blocks or operators—were individual nminds. Bach nonad was
capabl e of reflecting or expressing the whole universe fromits individual point of view In fact,
each nmonad had al ways potentially expressed—t; but the ability to do so had al ways been a
possi bl e function, unless the individual nmonad-m nd had possessed sonething |ike a device-of -
assistance to inplement or execute changes in what it expressed.

O course, expressing a change hi the universe, and causing that change to take place, was not
quite as sinple *s wishing and making it so. For one thing, all nonads involved hi a particular
expression of sone part of the universe at a particular nmonment were al so involved with each ot her
and had to be hi agreenent on any change they wi shed to express. For another, the change had to
originate in the point of view of a nonad capable of reflecting all the physical —not just the

phi | osophi cal —uni verse as plastic and controll able.

The tinme stormitself was a phenomenon of the physical universe. Inthe limted ternms to which
Porni arsk was restricted by our |anguage, be had explained to ne that it was the result of
entropi c anarchy. The expandi ng universe had continued its expansion until a point of intolerable
strain on the network of forces that nade up the space-tine fabric had been reached and passed.
Then, a breakdown had occurred. In effect, the space-time bubble bad begun to disintegrate. Sone
of the gal axi es that had been noving outward, away from each other and the universal center
produci ng a state of dim nishing entropy, began, in spot fashion, to fall back, contracting the
universe and creating isolated states of increasing entropy.

The conflict between opposed entropic states had spawned the tinme storm As Porniarsk had said,
the stormas a whole was too massive for control by action of the nonads bel onging to our origina
time, or even to his. But a delaying action could be fought. The forces set |oose by the entropic
conflict could be bal anced agai nst each other here and there, thereby sl owi ng down the general
anar chi es enough to buy sone breathing tine, until the mnds of those concerned with the struggle
coul d devel op nore powerful forces to put in play across the connection between the phil osophica
and physi cal universes. | was a single nmonad (though, of course, reinforced
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with the other seven at their altered consoles), and not a particularly capable one basically. But
I was al so sonmething of a freak, a lucky freak in that nmy freafciness apparently fitted the
necessity of the nonent That was why | could think, as | was privately doing now, of creating an
enclave in the time stormthat would include the whole earth and its natural satellite, instead of
merely an enclave containing just the few square mles surrounding us, which had been Porniarsk's
hope.

"I'"ll need one nore console adapted,"” | said to Pora-iarsk. "Don't worry, now | can handle it."
"But there's no one to sit at it,'." said Bill.

"That's correct,"” said Porniarsk patiently. "There are only seven other adults in your party- |
haven't any effectiveness as a nonad. Neither has the little girl."

"She hasn't?" | |ooked hard at the avatar

"Not ... in effect," he said, with a rare second of hesitation. "A nonad is required to have nore
than just a living intelligence and a personality. It has to have the capability of reflecting the
uni verse. Wendy hasn't matured enough to do that If you could ask her about it, and she could
answer you, she'd say sonmething to the effect that to her the universe isn't a defined entity.
It's anorphous, unpredictable, capable of changing and surprising her at any nonment. For her, the
uni verse as she now sees it is more like a god or devil than a mechani sm of natural |aws—sonething
she's got no hope of understanding or controlling."

"All right" I said. "I'll settle for the fact she's at least partially a nonad."

There's no such thing," said Porniarsk. "A nonad either is, or is not. In any case, even if she
was a partial nonad, a partial nmonad is incapable of hel ping you."

"What about when it's conbined with another partial nonad?"

"What ot her partial nonad?" Bin asked.

The A d Man, down at the village."

This is even worse than your idea of using Wendy,** said Porniarsk. For the first time since we'd
met him die tone of his voice came close to betraying irritation with one of us. "The
experinmentals down below us are artificially created animals. The very concept of *universe' is
beyond them They're only bundles of reflexes, conditioned and trained."
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"Al'l but one of them™" | said. "Pom arsk, dont forget there're a lot of things | can see now with

the help of the seven sets you' ve already produced, even if they dont have nonads in connection
with themyet. One of those things is that the O d Man may have been bred in a test tube—er

what ever they all cane frombut he's got sone kind of concept of 'universe,' even if it's limted
to his village and a nile or so of the rock around it Wen we first came in here and passed the
initial test of their attack, all the rest of theminmediately took us for granted. Not the Ad
Man. By design or chance, he's got sonething individual to measure new things agai nst, plus

what ever it takes to make new deci sions on the basis of that neasurement And you can't deny he's
adul t."

No one said anything for a nonent.

"I don't think," said Bill at last, "that Marie's going to |i ke Wndy bei ng hooked up to sonet hi ng
like the Od Man."

"Wendy won't be. TheyTl both just be hooked in with all the rest of us. Anyway, |'Il explain it to
Marie. "

"HowTl you get the O d Man to cooperate?"

"He doesn't have to cooperate,” | said. "I'Il bring himup here, connect himto one of the

consoles and chain himto it with Sunday's chain. Then give hima day or two to get used to the
feel of assistance, and his being in connection with ny mnd. Once he feels the advantages these

things give him ny bet is he'll get over being scared and becone interested."

"I'f you use force to bring hi mup here," said Pom arsk, "you'll undoubtedly trigger off the

ant agoni sns of his fellow experinmentals."

"I think I can do it without," |I said. 'Tve got an idea."

Wth that, | left the two of them and went back down to our canp, which was set up at the foot of
t he peak. | unchained Sunday and went | ooking for Marie. Sunday could only be trusted to stick

around the canp when | was there. He had shown no particularly strong hunting instincts before in

all the time | had known him but for sone reason the experimentals seemed to fascinate him Since
the first day of our canp at the foot of the hill, when I had caught him stal ki ng one of the

vill age inhabitants who was out hunting anong the rocks, we had kept himchai ned up when I was up

on the peak. It was possible he nmght not have hurt the experinental, but the sight |
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bad had of him creeping softly along, belly almost dragging the ground and tail a-twitcn, was too
vivid to forget

At any rate, DOWI let himloose, and he butted bis head against ne and rubbed hinsel f agai nst ny
legs an the time | was |ooking for Marie. | found her, with Wendy, down at the creek by the foot
of the peak, doing some washi ng.

It was not die tine to mention that I wanted Wendy at one of the consoles. The little girl had
conme to trust nme; and—+ don't care how nmale and solitary you are—+f a small chad decides to take
to you, you have to carry your own instincts somewhere outside the normal spectrumnot to fee
sone sort of enotional response. Anything unexpected or new tended to frighten Wendy; and any
concern or doubt about it by her nother nade the fright certain. The i dea would have to be
presented to Wendy gently, and with Marie's cooperation. | spoke to Marie now, instead, about die
other matter | had in mind

"Have you got any of that brandy left?" | asked.

She put down in a roaster pan some jeans of Wendy*s she was wingi ng out and shook her hands to
get the excess water off. She had her own slacks rolled up above her knees and her |egs and feet
bare so that she could wade into die creek. The work had pi nkened her face and tousled her hair
She | ooked, not exactly younger, but nore rel axed and happy than usual; and for a second | felt
sad that | had not been able to | ove her after abD, instead of Ellen

"What's di e occasion?" she asked.

"No occasion,*" | said. *Tmhoping to bait the Od Man in die village down there, so | can get him
up to die roundhouse. W want to try himw th die consoles. You do have sonme brandy |eft?**
"Yes," she said. "How nuch do you want?"

"One full bottle ought to be plenty," | said. "Is there that nuch?"

"Tve got several fuH botfles," she said. "Do you want ft right away, or can | finish up here
first?"

Td Ufce to get down to die village before dark."

*TU be done in five mnutes.”

Tine, tiien," | said and sat down on a boulder to wait It took her closer to fifteen than five
mnutes, as it turned out, but there was still at |east an hour or so of sunset |eft W went back
to di e canper; she got nme an un-
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opened bottle of brandy, and | wal ked down to the village with it

The whol e thing was a ganble. | had no idea what kind of body chemi stry the experinental s had.
From what Poni arsk had said, they had evidently been devel oped by future humans from ape stock

chi npanzee at a guess. The larger part of their diet seened to be sonme sort of artificially
prepared eatable in a cube formthat cane frominside one of the dome-shaped buildings. But since
the building was small, and the supply of the cubes seemed to be inexhaustible, |I had guessed that
there was sone ki nd of underground warehouse to which the building was nerely an entrance.
However, in addition to the cubes, the experinmentals were at |east partly carnivorous. They went
out into the rocks around the village in the daytinme to hunt snall rodent-like winialg with their
t hrowi ng knives; and these they either ate raw on the spot or carried back into their buildings at
the village to be eaten at |eisure.

AH these things seemed to add up to the strong possibility that they had digestive systens and

met abolisns pretty simlar to a human's. But there was no way of being sure. Al | could do was
try.

The A d Man was not out in the open when | first walked into the village, but before | was half a
dozen steps down the nmain street, he had enmerged fromhis dwelling to hunker down in front of his
doorway and stare at ne steadily as | approached. | detoured along the way to pick up a couple of
handl el ess cups or small bowls that one of the | ocal worknen was turning out on his machine. Fd
thought earlier of bringing a couple of containers fromour canp, then decided the A d Man woul d
be nore likely to trust utensils that were famliar to him | canme up to within ten feet of him
sat down cross-|egged on the hard-packed, stony dirt of UK street, and got ny bottle fromthe

i nner jacket pocket in which | had been carrying it.

| put both cups down, poured a little brandy into both of them picked up one, sipped fromft and
started staring back at him

It was not the nost livery cocktail hour on record. | pretended to drink, pouring as little as
possible into nmy cup each tine, and putting sonewhat nore into the other cup, which slowy began
to filL The A d Man kept staring

TI VE STORM
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at me; apparently, he was capable of keeping it up without blinking as |ong as the daylight

| asted. Eventually, even the small amounts of liquor with which | was wetting nmy tongue began to
make t henselves felt. | found nyself talking. | told the Od Man what fine stuff it was | was
drinking, and | invited himto help hinmself. |I speculated on the interesting discoveries he would
make if he only joined nme and becane friendly.

He continued to stare.

Eventual ly, the other cup was as full as it could safely be, and the sun was al nost down. There
was nothing nore | could do. | left the cups and the bottle with the top off and got to ny feet
"Pl easant dreans," | said to him and |l eft Back once nore in the rocks a safe distance fromthe
village, | got out nmy field glasses and peered down in the direction of his building. It was

al nost dark, and one thing the experinentals did not have was artificial |ighting. They al

di sappeared into their buildings at dusk and only reappeared with the dawn. But by straining ny
vision now, | was able to make out a dimfigure still in front of die Ad Man's buil di ng.

squi nted through the binoculars, ny eyes beginning to water; and, just as | was about to give up,
I caught a tiny glint of Iight on sonething noving.

It was the bottle, being upended in the general area of the Od Man's head. | gave an inward,
silent whoop of joy. Unless he had decided to use the brandy for a shanpoo, or unless he turned
out to have a body that reacted to alcohol as if it was so nuch branch water, | had him

| waited until the nobon came up, then got the pickup and drove by noonlight down through the main
street of the village to the Ad Man's building. | took an unlit flashlight and went in the
bui l ding entrance. Inside, | turned the flashlight on and found the O d Man. He was curled up h

the corner of the single roomthat was the building's interior on a sort of thick rug. He reeked
of brandy, and was dead drunk.

He was al so no lightweight | had not thought it to look at him for all the experinmentals |ooked
smal | and skinny by human standards; but apparently they were nothing but bone and rmuscle. Soil, |
managed to carry himout to the pickup and get himinside the cab. Then | drove back out of the
village to the canp.
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At the canp, | took himoat of the pickup, unchained Sunday and put himin the pickup, put the
chain and collar on the Od Man and lifted him still snoozing, into one of the jeeps. By this
time, | was surrounded by people wanting to know what | was doi ng.

M want to try himout on the equi prment up at the roundhouse,” | said. "He drank al nost a ful
bottl e of brandy, and he ought to sleep until norning, but with afl this noise he nay just wake
up. Now, will you let me get himput away up there? Then I'lI|l cone down and tell you all about it"

"We already had di nner," said Wendy.

"Hush," said Marie to her, "MarcTl have his dinner when he gets back. You're coming right back
down?"

"In twenty minutes at the outside,” | said.

I turned on the lights of the jeep and growed up the hillside in |ow gear. The partitions between
the consol es had supports that were anchored in die concrete floor of the roundhouse; and

chained the sleeping Od Man to one of these. As an afterthought, | took fromthe jeep the canteen
of drinking water we always kept with each of the vehicles and left it beside him |f he got drunk
Iike a human, he was likely to have a hangover Hke a human

Then | growl ed nmy way back down again to the canmp to turn Sunday | oose, answer questions, and have
my di nner.

To everybody except Porniarsk and Bill, who already knew what | had in mnd, | explained ny
capture of the dd Man with a half-truth, saying | wanted to see if he could be useful as a
partial nonad when we tried to use the equi pnent in the roundhouse, the day after tonmorrow. It was
not until later that evening, in the privacy of the canper, after Wendy was asleep, that | tal ked
to Marie about using the little girl at one of the consoles. Surprisingly, Marie thought it was a
very good idea. She said Wendy had no one to play with but the dogs, and she had been wanti ng
badly to get in on what die adults were doing.

19

| slept that night, but | did not rest As soon as | closed nmy eyes | was off anobng the strands of
the spider web, riding the shifting forces of the time storm about our world. | scuttled about,
studying diem 1| already knew what | would have to do. Every so often, for a transitory nonent,
die forces in this area | had chosen cane dose to a situation of internal balance. If, at just die
right nmonment, | could throw all the force controlled by the ei ght other nonads and nysel f agai nst
the tangle of conflicting forces that was the storm hopefully | could nudge this tiny corner of
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the storminto a state of dynam c bal ance.

Why do | say "hopefully"? | knew | could do it—f only Wendy and the O d Man, under die assistance
of the device, would give ne anplification enough to act as an eighth nonad. For it was not power

I needed but understanding. As clearly as | could see die forces now, | needed to see them nany
times nore clearly, in nuch finer detail Cose in, focused down to die |ocal area which was al

that Porniarsk had envisioned me bringing into balance, ny vision was sharp enough. But on wi der

focus, when | |ooked further out into die tinme storm die fine detail was | ost One nore nonad and
I could bring those distant, fuzzy forces into clarity.
It was nmerely a matter of waiting until norning, | told nyself, finally, and made nyself put die

whol e probl emout of my head. At ny bidding, it went; which was sonme-dung such a probl em woul d
never have done a week before. But then another draught came to perch on ny mind |like a black
Crow.

I was aware | had never been what die world used to call a kind or noral man, a "good" man, as ny
gr and-
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father woul d have said. | had always let nyself do pretty nmuch what | wanted, within practica
limts; and | had never been particularly caring, or concerned (or other people. But ethical |aws
are a part of any philosophical universe; they have to be. And was it entirely in agreenent with
those | aws, now, ny carrying these eight other people—nine, if you counted the Od Man as being in
the people category—+nto a joust with sonething as nonstrous as the tinme storm only because of ny
own hunger to know and do?

G anted, | could not see any way hi which they could be hurt. The only one | was putting on the
line, as far as | knew, was nyself. But there are always understandi ngs beyond under st andi ngs.

Per haps there was some vital bit of information | did not have.

On the other hand, perhaps that was not really what was bothering me. | |looked a little deeper
into nyself and found the real fishhook in ny conscience; the unanswered question of whether, even
if I knew there was real danger to the others, | would I et that be reason enough to stop ne.

Per haps | woul d go ahead anyway, prepared to sacrifice themto ny own desires, my own wll.
This question was harder to put out of ny nind than the tine stormproblem but in the end,

managed. | lay, open-eyed and without noving, until the dawn whitened the shade drawn over the

wi ndow on the side of the canper across fromthe bunk on which I lay with Marie.

I got up and dressed quietly. Marie slept on, but Wendy opened her eyes and | ooked at ne.

"Go back to sleep,"” |I told her. She dosed her eyes again w thout argunment (Probably only hunoring
me, | thought)

Dressed, | glanced at Marie, half-tenpted to wake her and say a few words to her. But there was no
good reason for mat, | realized, unless | only wanted to | eave her with some enigmatic, but

portentous, statement she could renmenber afterwards and worry over, wondering if she could have
done sonething nore for me in some way; and things mght have been different | was a little
ashaned of nyself and let nyself out of the canper as softly as | could.

Qut side, the norning ah* was dry and cold, | shivered,
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even under the |eather jacket I was wearing, and fired up the col eman stove to nake a pot of
coffee. Al the time | was nmaking it, | could feel the AOd Man's presence in the back of my m nd
He was connected to the console, which neant he was in connection with me. | could feel that he

was awake now and suffering fromthe hangover | had anticipated. The disconfort was nmaking him
savage—+ could tell that, too. But underneath the savagery he was beginning to wonder a little at
what his mind could now sense of nme, and through nme, of the larger universe.

I made ny coffee, drank it, and drove one of the jeeps to the roundhouse. Inside, around where the
add Man had been, it was a ness. He had been sick—+ should have thought of the possibility of that
In addition, he had urinated copiously.

| cleaned up, cautiously. Now that he was awake, | had enough respect for those ape-like arns of
bis not to let himget a grip on ne. But he let me work on until | was right next to him without
maki ng any nmove in ny direction. He was still staring at me all the time, but now there was a
specul ative gleamin his brown eyes. He had now realized who it was his mind connected to. | could
feel himin ny head, exploring the connection and the situation. | had guessed right Now, he was
interested. But his mind was still alien to me, much nore alien than Porniarsk's.

| took a chance, disconnected himfromthe console, unhooked his chain fromthe stanchion, and |ed
himoutside, to ensure that any further elimnations he was noved to woul d take pl ace somewhere
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el se than in the roundhouse. | found a boulder too heavy for himto nove and with a | ower half
that was narrower than the top, so that the loop of chain | |ocked around it could not be pulled
off over the top. | rechained himto this. The boul der was on the far side of the roundhouse, so
that he could neither see bis village nor be seen fromh, assumng that his fell ows down there had
di stance vision good enough to pick himout Then | left himw th sone bread, an opened can of
corned beef and a refilled canteen of water, and went down to ny own breakfast He let nme go

wi t hout a sound, but his eyes followed ne with their speculative | ook as long as | was in sight

Al'l the way down the mountain, | could feel his mind trying to explore mne
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Once bade at the canp, | got out the binoculars and | ocoted over the village. Its inhabitants were
out of their hones and about their daily activities. None of them seemed to be nmissing die A d Mn
or showi ng any curiosity about the | ack of his presence. That nuch was all right, then. | went

back, put the binoculars away and ate breakfast Al the others were up and al so breakfasting; but
there was a tension, a taut feeling in the very air of the canp.

I did not feel tike talking to anyone; and the rest seened to understand this. They left nme al one
while | was eating—an but Sunday, who clearly sensed that sonething unusual was up. He did not rub
against nme in his usual fashion, but prowl ed around and around ne, his tail twitching as if his
nerves were on fire. He nade such an oni nous denmonstration that | was alarned for Bill, when at
|last, he started to conme toward ne.

But Sunday drew back just enough to let himget close, although he circled the two of us, eyeing
BQ steadily and making little occasional singing noises in his throat

"I don't want to bother yon,** Bill said. H s voice was hardly nore than a murnur, too |ow for any
of the onmen to overhear

"If s anright,** | said, -Wat is itr "I just wanted yon to know, ** be said, "you can count on
me."

"WeH," | said, "thanks." "No, | really mean count on nme," he insisted. 1 hear you,** | said.
Thanks. But all you'll have to do today is sit at that console and |l et me use you."

He | ooked back at ne for a second in a way that was al nost as keyed-np and strange as Sunday's
present behavi or.

"Right," he said and went off.

| bad no tine to puzzle over him There was Sunday to get into the cab of the pickup and the doors
safely dosed on hinm and the | eopard was just not agreeable to going mthis norning. In the end
had to haul himin as a dead weight, swearing at him wth one fist closed on the scruff of his
neck and my other arm around his wedge-shaped cat chest below his forelegs. | didn't dare have any
of the onmen help me in the nood the | eopard was in —even the girl Though, in fact, she was busy at
the nmonent, doing sonething in the notor honme with Marie
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—and she probably woul d not have conme anyway if 1'd called.

I finally got Sunday in and the door dosed. Tmmedilate-ry he found hinself trapped, he began to
thrash around and call to me. | dosed nmy ears to the sounds he was naking and got ny party into
the jeeps and headed up the side of the peak* | was already at work with the back of ny head,
nmonitoring the present interplay of the forces in the storm as far as | could pick themout A
real picture of the pattern out as far as die Moon's orbit would have to wait until the others
were all at their consoles and connected with ne. | thought I was gam ng sone advantage fromthem
al ready, which was a very good sign. Either | had been building psychic nuscle since die |ast two
consol es had been finished, or the Ad Man was proving to be even nore useful than | had hoped.
Actually, in one way, he had al ready exceeded expectations; because | was still as strongly Iinked
to himas | had been when he had been connected to die console and chfrinful f«wp<te the
roundhouse.

Wendy, who had been chattering away nerry and bright in the back of die jeep | was driving, fel

i nto dubious silence as we pulled up to the | evel spot where die roundhouse stood and she saw the
ad Man staring at as. But he only gave her and the others a single surveying glance and then cane
back to concentrate on ne as | got out of die jeep and cane back toward him

He knew where | was going to |lake him He cane al ong al nost eagerly when | unl ocked di e chain and
led himto die roundhouse door. It slid aside automatically as we got within armis length of it,
and he went over the threshold ahead of ne with a bound, headed toward his console. | took himto
it and chained himon a short Iength of tbe chain, so that he could not reach around the partition
to whoever would be at die console next to him

Bill followed ne in and bl ocked the door open to the outer air, as we had got in the habit of
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doing. The others followed him They began to take their places under Pomi arak*8 direction and | et
t hensel ves be connected to their consoles. The dark material dung to itself when one end of it was
| oosely wapped around the throat The further end of it reached through die face of die console to
touch the pattern of blocks inside. It was so sinple as to seem unbelievable, except for the fact
that the strap
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had a mld, built-in warnth to it It was a sem-living thing* Porniarsk bad told me. Al the

connections in the roundhouse were nade with such sem -living objects. They operated |ike psychic
channels. If you inagine the tube through which a blood transfusion is being given, as being alive
and capabl e of naking its own connection with the blood systens of the two people involved in the
transfusi on, you have an anal ogous picture.

The straps were vaguely conforting to wear, tike a security blanket. | noticed Wendy brighten up
for the first time since seeing the A d Man, when hers was w apped around her throat by Bill.
There was one waiting for ne at the nonitoring station in the niddle of the room but | wanted to
try seeing what kind of connection | could have with the other nonads without it, before

strapped nyself in.

Bi Il and Porniarsk strapped in the others, then Bill strapped hinmself in, and Porniarsk went to
the nonitoring station. He reached with one tentacle for the colored square on the console there
that activated all connections. Hs tentacle flicked down to touch the square, and the connection
al ready established between nyself and the A d Man suddenly canme alive with our mutua
under st andi ng of what woul d happen when activation took pl ace.

The A d Man how ed.

Hi s vocal capabilities were trenendous. AD of us in the roundhouse were hal f-deafened by the
sound, which rang like a fire siren in our ears, and broadcast itself outward fromthe propped-
open door. In that sane second, Poraiarsk's tentacle touched the surface of the square, and the
connections were activated. Full contact with an the other nonads there erupted around ne; and fun
perception of the time stormforces out of Mon orbit distance smashed down on ne |ike a nassive
wal | of water. The Od Man's howl was cut off in mid-utterance. | found ray body running for the
roundhouse door.

For with contact had come fun understandi ng of what the Al pha Prinme had done, and what he had been
trying to do. | burst out of the roundhouse and | ooked down the steep, boul dered face of the peak
thai fen toward the village. The |l ower edge of it was alive with black, clinbing bodies.
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How tile O d Man had contacted them | did not know. H's connection with me and the consol e had
made it possible, that was obvious; but he had used channels of identity with Ms own peopl e that
were not part of ny own, human nachi nery. The nost | could understand was that he had not actually
catted them in a true sense. He bad only been able to provoke an uneasiness in themthat bad sent
nost of them out hunting anong the | ower rocks, in the direction of the peak

But now they had beard him Lost sonewhere in the gestalt of the nonad group of which he and |
were a part—Porni arsk had been right in his use of that word, for the group, nyself and this place
were all integrated into a whole nowthe A d Man's mind was triunphant He knew that he had call ed
intinme, that his people bad beard and were com ng

I whirled around and stared back into the roundhouse through the open door, though |I already knew
what | would see. Inside, all the figures were notionless and afl ent There was not even a chest-
nmovenment of breathing to be seen in any of them for they were caught in a tineless nonent-—the
monent in which we had contacted the stormand | had paused to exanine the pattern of its forces.
Even Porniarsk was frozen into imobility with his tentacle-tip touching his activation square on
the nonitor console. The square itself glowed now, with a soft, pink I|ight.

I was stiU unconnected and nobile. Bttt the Od Man's people would be here in twenty mnutes; and
all our weapons were down at the canp.

I watched ny body turn and ran for the nearest jeep, leap into it, start it, turnit, and get it
goi ng down the slope toward canp. | had the advantage of a vehicle, but the distance was tw ce as
much, down to canp, than ft was up the slope the experinentab were clinbing, and twice as far back
up again. The jeep bounced and slid down die shallower slope on this side of the peak, «MA«ng and
sl ewi ng around the |larger bouldera in the way. My body drove it; but my mind could not stay with
it, because | had al ready seen enough of die present nonent's pattern to |ocate the upconi ng
pressure point | searched foTi That pressure point would be coming into existence in no nore tine
than it would take the villagers to dinb
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to the roundhouse, possibly, even in less time. | had that long only to study all the force fines
i nvol ved and nake sure that my one chance to produce a state of bal ance was taken exactly on the
mar k.

20

It was not the pattern of forces in die time stormitself | studied; but the inage of this pattern
in the philosophical jnriverse during that fractional, tinmeless noment when | had first tapped the
abilities of our full nonad-gestallL That imge was |ike a three-dinmensional picture taken by a
camera with a shutter speed beyond imagi nation. Al ready, of course, the configuration of the
forces in the storm had devel oped, through a whole series of changes, into totally different
patterns, and they were continuing to change. But with the gestatt and the device to back ne up,
could study the configuration that had been and cnlcnlatfi how the | ater patterns would be at any
other moment in the future.

In any such pattern—past, present, or future—the tinme stormforces of any given area had to have
the potential of developing into a further state of dynam c bal ance. The potential al one, however,
was not good enough. To begin with, the forces had to be very .close to balance, within a very
smal | tol erance i ndeed; otherwi se, the relatively feeble strength of nmy gestaft would not be able
to push theminto bal ance.

But first, the inmbal ances to be corrected nmust be understood in detail. Balance was an idea

state; and the chances of it occurring naturally were as snmall as the total tinme stormitself was
|l arge. The only reason it was barely possible to achieve ft artificially lay in a characteristic
of the tinme stormitself; the storms tendency to break up progressively into smaller and snaller
patterns and for these to break up in turn, and so on. This was the sane characteristic that

Pom arsk had nentioned as presenting the greatest danger of the stormif it was not fought and
opposed. The continuing disintegrati on would continue to
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produce snaller and snaller tenporal anonalies until, at last, any single atonmc particle would be
existing at a different tenporal nonment than its neighbor. But in this case, it offered an
advantage in that the disintegration process produced smaller tenporal anomalies within |arger
ones, like miniature hurricanes in the calns that were the eyes of |arger ones; and so, by
choosing the right monent to act, it was possible to balance the forces of a small, contained
anonaly, without having to deal with the continuing unbal anced forces of a |arger disturbance
containing it

O course, the word "hurricane" did not really convey the correct image of a tenporal anonaly. In
its largest mani festation, such an anonaly represented the enornous forces released in inlet-

gal actic space along the face of contact between an expandi ng gal axy and a contracting one. Here
on earth, inits smallest—so far—nanifestation, it was an area such as the one we and the
experimentals were inhabiting now, with the conflicting forces existing where the mstwalls marked
then- presence. Tenporally, the mstwalls were areas of tremendous activity. Physically, as we had
di scovered, they were no nore than bands of tightly disturbed air and suspended dust, stretching
up fromthe surface of the earth until they came into conflict with other forces of their same
“hurricane, "

In ny phil osophical image of the apparent walls that were time stormforce-lines, | saw themin
cross-section, so that they seened |ike a web of true lines filling a three-dinensional space, the
interstices between lines being the chunks of four-dinensional space they encl osed. Seen close up
the lines |ooked less like threads than |like rods of fightning frozen in the act of striking.

What ever this appearance represented of their real properties in the physical universe, the fact
was clear that they noved and were noved by the other force-lines with which they interacted; so
that they devel oped continually fromone pattern to another, in constant rearrangement, under the
push of the current inbal ance.

| already knew hi what general direction the patterns in tiie area | was concerned with were
devel opi ng. But now | projected these devel opnents, studying the parade of succeeding
configurations for specific details, |ooking for one that would give me a possibility of forcing a
TI ME STORM
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bal anced pattern into existence before the experinentals arrived at the roundhouse. | could not do
this until | had returned with weapons and driven off the figures now clinbing the peak, for the
good reason that the pattern showed ne the devel opnent of affairs here, as weU as the |arger
picture. | alone, even with guns, would not be able to drive off those who were com ng. There were
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nmore than a hundred of them and tins tine they would not give up as easily as they had before.
They had been conditioned to ignore the roundhouse. Now, sonehow, the O d Man had managed to break
that conditioning. The only thing that would stop them would be fright at sone great natural event
A vol canic eruption, an earthquake—er the neteorol ogical reaction when the nistwall through which
we had entered went out of existence, and the atnosphere of the area on its far side suddenly

m xed with the atnosphere on this.

| must get down, get weapons, get back up, and hold them off [ong enough to use the gestalt
successfully to produce bal ance in the pattern. My mind gall oped past the devel opi ng patterns,
checki ng, checking, checking; and as it went, the jeep under ne was «HrfH ng and pl ungi ng down the
sl ope to our canp.

I slid in between our tents, at last, hi a cloud of dust and stopped. | junped out of the jeep,
unl ocked the door of the notor honme, and pl unged inside.

Warm fromthe hot, still atnosphere within, the guns were where we always kept them hi the broom
closet, with the anmunition on a shelf above. | grabbed two shotguns and the two heaviest rifles,
with amp. But when | reached for the machine pistol, it was not there.

| spent perhaps, a couple of frantic mnutes |ooking for it in inprobable places about the
not or hone, before |I finally admtted to nyself that it was gone. Wwo coul d have nmanaged to get
into the vehicle, which Marie and | kept |ocked religiously except when one of us was in it, was
sonething there was no time to puzzle about now Wth its extendabl e stock col |l apsed, the weapon
was |ight and small enough to be carried under a heavy piece of outer clothing by either nan or
worman—and nost of us going up to the roundhouse this norning had worn either a jacket or a bul ky

sweater. | got out of the notorhonme in a hurry, not even bothering to lock it behind nme. |
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made the driver's seat of the jeep in one junp, gunned the still-running notor and headed back up

the sl ope of the peak.

I was perhaps a hundred and fifty yards fromthe canp when the dead sil ence that had existed there
regi stered. Sunday had been back there all the tune | was getting the guns, locked up in the cab
of the pickup. But | had not beard a sound fromhim in spite of the fact that he must have heard
the jeep arrive, and seen, heard, and possibly even snelled ne. He should have been putting up as
much racket as he could, in an effort to make me cone and let himout But there had been no noise
at all.

| drove another twenty yards or so before | gave in to the suddenly enpty, sick feeling inside mne.

Then, | wrenched the jeep around and roared back down to the canp to the pickup
I did not need to get out of the jeep to look at it. | did not even need to get close. Fromtwenty
feet away, | could see the windshield of the pickup |lying on the hood of the vehicle like a

giant's | ost spectacle | ens. Sonmehow, Sunday had nmanaged to pop it conpletely out of its frane.
And he was gone.

I knew where he was gone. | got the field glasses and | ooked off up the steep slope |eading
directly to the roundhouse, where the tiny black figures of the experinmentals could now be seen
nore than hal fway up. Down bel ow them | saw nothing for a nmonent—and then there was a fiash of
nmoverment |t was Sunday, headed to join nme on top, where he nust have believed ne to be, not

travel ling by the roundabout, easy slope | had conme down in the jeep, but directly up the
nmount ai nsi de on a converging route with those fromthe village bel ow.

He woul d keep conming. If the experinmentals did not get in his way, he would sinply pass them up
But if they tried to stop him he would kill as long as he could until he was killed hinself. But
he woul d keep coni ng

The idiotic, |loving beastl There was nothing but death for himwhere be was beaded; but even if be
had known that, it would not have stopped him There was nothing I could do for himnow | could
not even take tine out to think of him There were eight people and a world to think of.

| ripped the jeep around and headed up the slope. The best | could do; the |onger distance before
me woul d
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make it a tossup whether | could get back to the roundhouse before the experinentals arrived.

I had the upconing patterns of the time stormin ny head now. | could see the one |I wanted

devel oping. It was not an absolutely sure thing, so far; but it was as close to a sure thing as
could wish for inlimted time, such as we had now. It would formw thin seconds after | nade the
top of the peak and the roundhouse.

There was nothing nore | could do now but drive. In the roundhouse the others were stil

i mobi | e—even the O d Man—aught up in the gestalt | gave npbst of ny attention to the ground
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ahead.
It was the best driving | had ever done. | was tearing hell out the jeep, but if it lasted to the
top of the peak that was all | asked of it |I did not |ose any tine, but what | gai ned—+the best |

could gai n—was only seconds. When | did reach the level top and the roundhouse at |ast, the
experinmentals were not yet there.

| skidded the jeep to a stop beside the door of the roundhouse and tossed one rifie, one shotgun
and nost of the ammunition inside. Then | pulled the block that was hol ding the door open—and all
this time, the stormpattern | was waiting for was conming up in ny nm nd—stepped back, and the
door closed automatically. The experinentals did not have doors to buildings. Perhaps they did not
know what a door was and woul d think, seeing this one closed, that there was no entrance into the
roundhouse. |f they did by accident trigger the door to opening, those inside would have the other
two guns which, one way or the other, they would be awake and ready to use; for in a nonment |
woul d either win or lose, and the gestalt would be set free again.

| watched the door close and turned just in time to see the first round, ape-like head come over

the edge of the cliff-edge, sone forty yards away. | snatched up the rifle and had it halfway to
my shoul der when | realized | would never fire it There was no tine now. The nonent and the
pattern | waited for were rushing down upon nme. | had no nore nmind to spare for killing. Stil
standing with the rifie half-raised, | went back into the pattern; neanwhile, as if through the
wong end of a tel escope, | was seeing the black figure cone all the way up into view and advance,
and ot her black figures appear one by one behind him until there were four of them com ng
steadily
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toward nme, not poising the knives they held to throw, but hol ding them purposely by the hilt, as
if they wanted to make sure of finishing me off.

It was the final nonent | saw the pattern | had waited for ready to be bom | felt the strength of
my nmonad gestalt; and at last, | knew certainly that what | was about to try would work. The four
experimentals were nore than halfway to nme; and now | could understand clearly now the indications
I had read had been correct. | would be able to do what | had wanted; and with the wi ndstormthat
woul d follow the disappearance of the nmistwalls, the experimentals would panic and retreat. But
the cost of all this would be my life. |I had expected it to be so.

| stood waiting for the experinentals, the pattern rushing down upon ne. In the |ast seconds, a

di fferent head poked itself over the edge of the cliff, and a different body canme |eaping toward
me. It was Sunday, too |ate.

The pattern | awaited exploded into existence. | thrust, with the whole gestalt behind nme. The
fabric of die time stormabout ne staggered, trenbled and fell together—I ocked into a bal ance of
forces. And awareness of all things vanished fromne, like the light of a bl own-out |anp.

21

The worl d cane back to ne, little by little. | was conscious of a warmw nd bl owi ng across ne. |
could feel it on ny face and hands; | could feel it tugging at nmy clothes. It was stiff, but no
hurricane. | opened ny eyes and saw streaners of cloud torn to bits scuddi ng across the canvas of

a blue sky, noving visibly as | watched. | felt the hard and pebbl ed ground under ny body and
head; and a pressure, like a weight, on the upper part of my right thigh

| sat up. | was alive—and unhurt Before nme, out beyond the cliff-edge where the experinental s had
appeared, there was no nore mstwafl—enly sky and distant, very distant |andscape. | |ooked down
and saw the four black bodies on the ground, strung out alnost in a line. None of them noved; and
when | | ooked closer | saw clearly how badly they had been torn by teeth and claws. | | ooked
further down, yet, at the weight on ny, thigh, and aaw Sunday.

He lay with his head stretched forward to rest on ny leg, and one of the |eaf-shaped knives was
stuck, half-buried in the big muscle behind his |eft shoulder. Behind him there was perhaps
fifteen feet of bloody trail where he had hal f-crawl ed, hal f-dragged hinmself to me. His jaws were
partly open, the teeth and guns red-stained with blood that was not his own. H's eyes were closed.
The lids did not stir, nor his jaws nove. He lay stillL

"Sunday?" | said. But he was not there to hear ne.

There was nothing |I could do. | picked up his torn head, somehow, in my arns and held it to ne.
There was just nothing | could do. | closed nmy own eyes and sat there holding himfor quite a
while. Finally, there were sounds around me; | opened my eyes again and | ooked up
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to see that the others, released now that the gestatt was ended, had cone out of the roundhouse
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and were standi ng around | ooking at the new world. Marie was standi ng over ne.

Tek and Ellen were off by thenselves sone thirty yards fromthe roundhouse. He had turned the jeep
around and evidently pulled it off a short distance in a start back down the side of the peak, Kit
for sone reason he had stopped again and was getting back out of the driver's seat, holding one of
the rifles, probably the one | had thrown into the roundhouse, tucked |oosely in the crook of his
right el bow, barrel down. Ellen was already out of die jeep and standing facing hima few steps
of f.

"You go," she was saying to him "I cant now He doesn't even have Sunday now. **

I renenbered how rmuch Sunday had nmeant to her in those first days after | had found her. And how
he had put up with her nore than | ever woul d have expected. But she had al ways been fond of him
And | <+ had taken himfor granted. Because he was nmad. Crazy, crazy, insane cat But what

di fference does it nmake why the love's there, as long as it is? Only Fd never known how nuch of mny
own heart |'d given back to himuntil this day and hour

Ell en was wal ki ng away from Tek and the jeep now

"Gone back," Tek said to her.

She did not answer. She wal ked past nme and into the roundhouse through the door that was once nore
propped open. In the relative shadow of the artificially lit interior, she seened to vanish

Tek*s face tw sted and went savage.

"Dont try anything," said Bifl's voice, tightly.

I looked to the other side of ne and saw himthere. He was pal e-faced, but steady, hol ding one of
the shotguns. The range was a little long for accuracy with a shotgun; but Bill held it

pur poseful |y.

"Get out if you want," he told Tek. "But don't try anything."

Tek seemed to sag an over. Hi s shoul ders drooped; the rifle barrel sagged downward. Al the
savageness | eaked out of him |eaving himlooking defensel ess.

**AH right,** he said, in an enpty voice.

He started to turn away toward the jeep. Bin sighed
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and | et the shotgun drop butt-downward to the earth; so that he held it, alnost |eaning on the
barrel of it, wearily. Tek turned back, suddenly, the rifle barrel comng up to point at ne.

Bf f| snatched up the shotgun, too slowy. But in the sane second, there was the yamer of the
machi ne pistol frominside the roundhouse, and El | en wal ked out again hol ding the weapon and
firing as she advanced. Tek, flung backward by the inpact of the slugs, bounced off the side of
the jeep and slid to the ground, the rifle tunbling from DI B hands.

EDen wal ked a good dozen steps beyond roe. But then she slowed and stopped. Tek was plainly dead
She dropped the nachine pistol as if her hands had forgotten they held it; and she turned to cone
back to ne.

Mari e had been standi ng unnovng, close to nme att this time. But when Ellen was only a step or two
away, Marie noved back and away out of ny fine of vision. BQn knelt beside nme and put her arns
around bomne and the silent head | was stfll hol ding.

ItH be an right,** she said. "It's an going to be aH right You wait and see."

22

W had won. In fact, the world had won, for the freezing of the novement of the tinme lines into a
state of dynam c bal ance was conplete for the i mediate area of our planet. But for ne,
personal ly, after that there followed a strange tine, the first part of which I was not really al
there in ny head and the second part of which, | was npbst earnestly trying to get out of ny head
It was left to the others to pick up the pieces and deal with the period of adjustnent to the new
physical state of affairs, which they did by thenmselves. O the nonths imediately follow ng the
nmoment of change at the station, | have no clear nmenory. It was a period of tine in which days and
ni ghts shuttered about me, light and dark, light and dark, like frames on a filmstrip. Spring ran
into sumrer, summer into fall, and fall into winter, without any real meaning for nme. Wen the
cold nonths cane, | would have still sat outside in jeans and a tank top if the girl or Marie had
not dressed ne to suit the tenperature; and | woul d probably have starved to death if they had not
put food in front of ne and stood over nme to see that | ate it

My reality during that time was all inside ny skull, in a universe where the grey fog of
indifference only lifted to a sharp awareness of psychic pain and guilt. Sunday had | oved ne—the
only thing in the world mat ever had—and | had killed him

Pom ar sk had worked a pi ece of technol ogical magic al nost i mmedi ately, out of know edge fromthe
time and place of his original avatar; but it did not help the way | felt He had created sone kind
of force-field enclosure, in which Sunday's stabbed and sl ain body was held in stasis sort of non-
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not bring Sunday back to life, Porniarsk told ne; but as long as tine had becone a variable for
us, there was al ways the chance that, eventually, we would contact sonmeone with the know edge to
doit He told me this nany tinmes, repeating hinself patiently to get the informati on through the
fog about ne. But | did not believe loin; and, after the first time, | refused to go anywhere near
the black-furred body lying still, inside its glass-like energy shell

The core of ny guilt, though none of the rest suspected it, lay in the know edge of ny
responsibility for Sunday's death—and sonething nore. The further elenent was part of tiie

know edge that | had always failed with any person or thing who had tried to get close to ne. It
was a fact of ny experience; and, buried behind it all this time, had been the darker suspicion
that when | could not turn love away fromne, | would always at |east nanage to destroy its
vehicle. Now, in ny awareness of my own responsibility for the death of Sunday, | had confirned
that suspi ci on.

The confirmation was my own private purgatory. No one, not even Porniarsk, seened to suspect that
I mght have, subconsciously, used the nonent of coming to grips with the time stormto rid nyself
of the one creature who enbarrassed ne with an affection | |acked the personal nachinery to
return. But | nyself knew the truth, I knew —and | woke fresh to the know edge every norning.

sat with it through days of the nonths that followed and went to sleep with it at night

As | sawit, nmy sin was not one of sinple, but of calcul ated, omi ssion. VWhich nade it one of

comri ssion instead. It printed itself as a damming question on the clouds above nme in the daytine
and gl owed, invisible to an eyes but mne, on the darkness of the ceiling above ne, at night If |
could read the factors of the tine storm the question ran—and | had been abl e—+then why hadn't |
al so taken a nonent to puzzle out the factors of hunman and aninal interaction that had led to the
deat hs of Tek and Sunday?

I had not done so, the whisper inside ne repeated night and day, because | had wanted t hem dead.
Particularly, | had wanted Sunday dead; for if he continued to exist and foll ow nme about,
eventual ly the other humans woul d di scover that there was an enptiness in ne where a heart
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ought to be. Then it would strike themthat | could never care two cents for themeither; and they
woul d turn on ne because who could be safe with soneone |ike ne around?

So, | told nyself all this through sonething like a year and a half followi ng the tune storm and
inthe telling | skirted the grey edge of insanity, because | could not stand nyself as | now knew
nyself to be. It was a grimtrick of fate that had sent ne into life | acking the one necessary,
invisible part that would have made me human, rather than sone flesh and bl ood robot |nside ny
nmind, | pounded on walls, screaming at the unfairness of circunstances, that had taken me out of a
situation where | bad not known what an enotional cripple | was and brought nme face to face with
the fact of it

For mat was what had happened. Begi nning with ny nental explosion, when | had found out that
Swannee was gone—dead and gone, gone forever—there had been a string of small confrontations. A
series of little turns which gradually turned me about one hundred and ei ghty degrees, until at
last | saw nyself full-on in the mirror of ny mind and stared at the netal bones shining through
my plastic skin, the glow of the light bulbs artificially illumnating the polished caverns of ny
eyesockets. It was then | realized what had been going on in my unconscious all al ong.

Only Swannee had known ne for die essentially non-human | was. Her reaction to that had been a
sort of proof that | was human; but with all hope of finding her gone, | ran the risk of being
recogni zed. At first, | had believed that die two with me—the crazy ghi and the insane cat—were no
threat to ny secret No one could expect ne to have to prove nyself to them Sot then had cone
Mari e and the unrecogni zed, but naggi ng, suspicion that she sensed the lack in me. Then Bill

anot her real person to watch ne and draw concl usi ons. Then Porni arsk, who, perhaps, was too
alienly know edgeabl e; and after him the experinentals, who, by definition, nust also be
creatures wi thout souk, so that at any nmonent any one of the other people, the real people, mght
say to thensel ves—+ook at the way he acts with Sunday! Doesn't that strike you as being tike the
way yaitd expect the expert-nentals to respond to any off ection or kindness?

But the greatest danger had cone fromthe girl out-
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growi ng her craziness after an. She had known ne too |ong; and she had known Sunday. There had
been signs in her to show that she knew ne better than | had thought she did. | wanted to keep her
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around; but unless | did sonmething, she would be the very one who would watch ne with Sunday and
put two and two together—after which she woul d have no use for nme, and | would | ose her forever.
O course, Tek had threatened to take her away anyway, which would have solved things in a way |
did not want But deep inside ne, | knew Tek was no natch for ne. He had never really been a threat
There were a dozen ways in which | could have elinmnated himfromthe situation, right down to
following himand the girl, kUHng himand bringing her back by force. No, Sunday had been the one
to elimnate, and now | had taken care of him Sitting around by nmyself as the days and nights

went past, | nourned—ot for him but for the bitterness of having to face what | was, when | bad
been so successful at hiding it fromnyself before.

The others were very patient with ne. | would have shot ne, dug a grave, tunbled nyself in and got
rid of the extra nouth to feed, the extra clothes to wash. But they were different So they endured
me, letting me roamaround as | liked, only coming to collect me when it was tinme for a neal or
bedtime; and | had the privacy | wanted.

O at least, | had it for a long time. But then ny isolation began to be invaded. | don't know

when | first became conscious of it; perhaps | had been seeing his dark, |ean figure around, but
ignoring it for sone tinme. But the day cane when | noticed the A d Man sitting watching ne,
hunkered down in the shade of a boulder (it was sunmer again by that tine) about thirty yards off
along the hillside where | sat by nyself.

I remenber wondering then how he had gotten | oose. In the back of ny mnd, he had been stil
chained up, all this tine, in the station. Possibly, | thought they had tamed himl oose sone tine
since to go back down with his fell ow experinmentals. | did not want to cone out of nmy grey fog to
the effort of asking any of the others about Aim so | decided to ignore him He was sinply

sitting, watching ne; and ins limted mnd, | thought should get tired of that after a while, and
I would be rid of him
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| decided to Ignore him

Bat he did not grow tired of watching and go away. Gradually, | began to be aware that he woul d

al ways be around somewhere close, even if he was not plainly visible. Not only woul d he be there,
but after some weeks, it becane obvious that he was gradually |essening the distance at which he
sat fromnme

I had DO idea what he was after; but | wanted Turn gone. | wanted to be left al one, even by
imtation sub-hiimna One day—he was now in the habrt of sitting less than twenty feet fromme—+
| et one hand that was hidden from himby ny body drop casually on a stone about the size of a
medi um hen's egg, gathered it in, and waited. Some tinme later, when |I thought | saw bis attention
distracted for a moment—as it turned out | was wong—+ scooped it up and threw it at himas hard
as | could.

He lifted a hand and caught it before it reached him

The catch he nade was so effortless that | never tried to throw another thjng at him Nothing
except his arm-had noved, not even his shoulder. His long, skinny armhad sinply lifted and | et
the stone fly into the palmof it Then he had dropped it, discarding it with a disinterested
opening of his fingers; and all the while, his eyes had stayed unnoving on nine

Sour fury boiled in me at that; and it was enough to bring me partway back to fife. My first
reaction was that I would tell Bill or one of the others to take himaway and chain himup again.
But then, it struck me that if | betrayed the fact that | was no |longer pretty nuch out of things,
the others would want nme to conme back to being human wi th t hem agai n—whi ch would put ne once nore
on the way to having nmy secret discovered.

| decided | would have to get rid of the Od Man nyself; and | began to plot howto do it

Eventual ly, | worked out a sinple, but effective, plan. I would take one of the handguns when no
one was | ooking and hide it in ny shirt until | had a shot at himthat a blind *"ft" could not

m ss. Then when the others cane to find out who had fired, | would tell them he had nade threats
of attacking me for sone time now, and finally, | had been forced to kill himin self-defense.
The busi ness of getting the gun was sinple enough. The handguns and nost of the rifles were still
kept in the notor honme where | lived with the girl, Marie and little

Wendy. | hel ped nyself to a snub-nosed .32 revolver the norning after | had concocted ny schemne

and tucked it inside ny shirt into the waistband of nmy slacks. The shirt was | oose enough so that
it hid any outlines that m ght have shown through. Then | went about ny daily business of |eaving
the others as soon as | had eaten breakfast and going off to sit among the rocks of the hillside
about half a mle from canp.

file:/lIF|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (91 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:04 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

| had been tenpted to go even farther man usual fromthe canp—far enough so mat the sound of ny
shot could not be heard. But, now that | had made up ny mind to kill the dd Man, | was afraid of
doi ng anything out of the ordinary that m ght make hi m suspicious. Therefore, | went to ny usua

pl ace and sat down in the norning sunlight Shortly |I spotted him squatting less than thirty yards
off in a patch of shadow.

| sat where | was, ostensibly ignoring him After alittle while, | made an excuse to glance in
his direction and saw that he was a good deal closer man before—perhaps half the distance. It was
curious, but | had never been able to actually catch himin the process of noving. \Wenever

| ooked, he was always seated and still, as if he had been were for several hours.

The norning wore on. He canme cl ose—but close was still not close enough. He was | ess than fifteen
feet fromne at last and would cone no closer, but he was off to ny left side behind ne, so that |
woul d have to turn about to face himand pull the gun at the same tinme—+two novenents that, | was
sure, would startle himinto | eaping for protection behind one of the |arge boulders that were al
around us.

That particular day ended with nothing happening. | sat He sat. The only difference fromthe many
days we had spent, together but apart, before was that for the first tinme, ny mnd was not
concentrated on ny inner fog, but on stealthily observing himand cal cul ating the possibility of
luring Mnwithin certain range of nmy weapon.

However, he did not cooperate. The next day, it was the sane tiling. The next day, again the sane.
I finally realized that he was either too wary or too diffident to approach nme except from an
oblique angle. I would have to resign nmyself to waiting until he came al nost cl ose enough to be
touched, or otherw se put hinself in some other conpletely vul nerable position
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| consoled nyself with the fact that an | needed was patience. He would be bound to cone dose
eventual ly, since every day be inched a little nearer. In fact, it took himnearly three weeks
before he did cone near enough to provide the target | wanted; and in those three weeks, sonething
strange began to happen to ne, | found nyself actually enjoying the situation we were both in. |
was still trapped in my own mseries tike a fly in a forest of flypaper, but at the nmonent, | was
navi gati ng between the sticky strands under the inpetus of the excitenent of the hunt | was

rem nded one day of a poem | had not thought of for years, or read since | was a boy, by Rudyard
Kipling and called "The Ballad O Boh Da Then." It was about a bandit who had been chased by an
English army unit weeks on end, and it had a pair of tines mat applied nicely to the dd Man and
ne:

And sure if pursuit tn possession ends,

the Boh and his trackers were best of friends...

For die first tinme I found nyself beginning to tike the dd Man, if for no other reason than that
he was giving nme sonething to want

However, the day finally cane in which—glancing out of the coners of ny eyes—+ fen, rather than
saw, himsquatting almost within the reach of one of nmy amis and certainly within the reach of one
of his.

There was no way | could nmiss with the revolver or he could dodge, at this distance. But,
strangely enough, now that | had himexactly where | wanted him | was nore nan ever fearful of
frightening himoff, of m ssing himsonehow. | was as shy as a kid on his first date. | wanted to
mm and |l ook at him but it took all my win to do so. For a long tine | could not nmanage to turn ny
head toward himat all. Then, as the sun began to clinb higher in the sky, | began to swvel ny
head on ny neck so slowy that it felt tike the novenent a stone statue m ght nmake over centuri es.
When the sun was directly over our heads, | was still not |ooking squarely at him although now
was conscious of his dark shape as a sort of cloud, or presence, at the corner of ny left eye.

AD this tinme | had been sliding ny hand gradually in between the two | owest buttons of ny shot |
slidit inuntil my cold fingers lay flat on the warm skin of ny belly,

and the tips of these sanme fingers touched the hard curve of the polished butt of the revol ver

It was now noon, hnthtime; but | was afraid of breaking the speU So | continued to sit without
goi ng back to canmp, and the. A d Man continued to sit and the sun noved on while the sl ow
agoni zi ng, al nost involuntary turning of my neck continued. | was tike soneone under a speU or
curse. | began to be afraid that the day would end, and | would have not turned enough to catch
his eyes with my own, to hold his attention for the seconds | would need to draw the gun and shoot
him Strangely, in this noment | had finally lost all connection with nmy reason for killing him
It was sinply something to which 1 was conmitted, as a tightrope wal ker might be conmtted to
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cross a narrowwire stretched fromone cliff to another

Then—+ don't know why—but there was an abrupt snapping of the tension. Suddenly, | was free to
turn my head as swiftly as | wanted.

| turned and | ooked directly at him

It was a shock. | had conpletely forgotten that | had never |ooked closely into his features

bef ore. The bl ack-haired ant hropoid face, with sonething of the i mmutabl e Badness of the gorilla,
| ooked back at me. It | ooked back at me fromas close a distance as the features of sone hunan
conpani on night face ne across a table in a restaurant But the O d Man's face was all black fur
red nostrils, yellow teeth and yel |l ower eyes—eyes as yell ow as Sunday's had been

For a nonent, those eyes froze nme. They placed a new paral ysis upon ny soul, one that for a nonent
I did not believe | could throw off. Then, with a fierce effort, | told nyself that this was not
Sunday or anything tike him and | felt ny hand reaching automatically for the revol ver

My fingers closed upon the butt | pulled it |oose fromthe pressure of the waistband of ny
pants—and all the time | was looking directly into his face, which did not after its expression,
but gazed steadily back at ne.

It was a nonent outside of tinme. W were caught together in a tableau, flies in anber both of us,
frozen and i ncapabl e of novenent —except for that gun-hand of mne which continued to nove with a
life of its own, closing about the gun butt and lifting it to dear the nuz-
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rie toward the face before ne. There was sonething inevitable about its novenents. | could have
felt no nore trapped by circunstances if | had been tied down in die path of a juggernaut

In a second it would have been over—but in that second, the Add Man reached out and placed a hand
on both my shirt and the hand hol ding the gun, arresting ny novenent.

The pressure of his hand was a calm alnost a gentle touch. | could feel the unexerted strength
behind his fingers; but he was not gripping my hand, nerely laying his owm on top of it, just as,
once, | mght have stopped sone busi ness guest reaching for the check of a lunch to which! had

just taken him It was not the kind of touch mat could have checked nme from continuing to draw the
gun and shoot himif | had decided to. But sonehow, | was stopped.

For the first tinme | |ooked directly into—deeply into—those eyes of his.

I had gone to zoos once and | ooked into the eyes of sonme of the annuals there. There were no nore
zoos now, nor was it fikely mat there woul d ever be again. But once nere had been;.and in then-
cages, particularly in the cages of the big cats, the apes, and bears and the wolves, | had | ooked
into wild animal eyes fromonly a few feet of distance. And nere had seen sonething in those eyes
that was not to be found in the eyes of nmy fell ow humans. There were eyes that | ooked at ne from
the other side of the universe. Perhaps they could be |oving, perhaps, under stress, they could be
fined with fury and anger; but now, to ne, a human, they were renote—separated fromnme by a gulf
nei ther man nor beast could cross. They | ooked at nme, w thout judgment and wi t hout tope.

If they lived and it was nen- fate to encounter ne in the open, they would deal with ne as best
their strength allowed. If | died they would watch nme die, sinply because there was nothing el se
they could do, whether | was their deepest eneny or their dearest friend. Their eyes were the eyes
of creatures | ocked up al one mthen-own individual skuUs an the hours and minutes of then-life. As
ani mal s they neither knew nor expected the conmuni cation every human takes for granted, evea if he
or she is surrounded by nortal foes.

The eyes of the Od Man were |like that—they were the fettered eyes of an aninal But mxed in with
mat, were was sonething nore—for ne alone. It was not |ove such as Sunday, had had for me. But it
was sonething hi its own way, perhaps, as strong. | recognized it without being able to put a nane
to it—al though suddenly, | knew what it was.

The O d Mao and his tribe, who had been born fromtest tubes, had been created on the brink of
humanity. They teetered on the nice edge of having souls. O these, the nost aware was the Al pha
Prime, Od Man hinself, because he was the nost intelligent, the strongest and the nobst
questioning. Also, he had shared the nonad with ne in that nonment in which we had brought the
local effects of the time stormto a halt In fact, he had shared it alone with me, before any of
the ot her humans had joined in. He had been exposed then to conmmunication for the first tinme h

his life; and it nmust have awakened a terrible hunger in him | realized mat, all this time, he
had been trying to get back into conmunication with rmne.

So, that is why as soon as he had been |l et free agai n—whenever that was—be had begun to search ne
out, to approach nme little by little, day by day, until now, at last, he sat an arms length from
me. He not only sat at armis length fromnme, but with bis hand in a gesture that was al nost
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pl eadi ng, arresting the gun with which he rmust know | had planned to kill him

My own soul turned over in nme. Because | suddenly understood what he had understood. Fromthe

begi nni ng, because of what we had shared in the nonment of the taming of the tinme storm he had
been nuch nore under-' standing of ne than | had suspected. He had known that | did not want him
near ne. He had known that ny desire to be free of himcould be nurderous. And he had known what |
was doi ng when nmy hand went inside ny shirt

I had had enough experience with himto know that ny strength was |ike a baby's conpared to

hi s—for all that we probably wei ghed about the sane. It would have been no effort for himto have
taken the gun fromme. He could have easily broken the armmat held it or throttled ne with one
.hand. But he had done none of these. Instead he had nerely cone as close as he ever nust have
come in his life to pleading with soneone to spare him to accept him to be his fellow, if not
his friend.
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In that sane nonment | realized that he—strange as ft seened and incredible as it was that he
shoul d have the capability, just fromthat solitary shared nonent in the nonad—anderstood better
than any of nmem how Sunday had felt about ne, and how | had felt about Sunday. In Us ani nal - hunman
eyes | read it, how | had reaQy felt about Sunday; and at |last—at last—4 fell apart

| bad been right both ways. | had been right in mat | was soneone who did not know how to | ove.
But 1 had been wong, nt spite of this, when | told nyself | had not |oved the crazy cat. AH this
| undent ood suddenly, at last, fat the nonent in which the Od Man squatted before ne, with one
long hand still laid flat against my shut, over the spot where ny fist and the revolver mat was to
have killed himwere conceal ed. Hi e floodgates within ne went down suddenly and I was washed

hal fway back again once nore to the shores of humanity. Only hal fway, but nis was farther than
had ever been before.

23

| sat nmere and cried for a long time; and the A d Man waited nme out as he m ght have waited out a
storm squatting in a cave in the hills. Wwen it was over, | was sane again; or at |east as dose
to sanity as | could expect to be, under the circunstances. Together we went back to the canp, and
frommen on, he was openly at ny side nost of the daylight hours.

What he had done, of course, was to crack the protective shell | had grown about mnyself in
reaction to the nmassive internal effort of controlled power that had been involved in using the
monad. In doing that, | had discovered nuscles of the tamer self that | had not known | owned, and
I had abo tuned nyself up enotionally with a vengeance. In self-defense, with Sunday's death, ny
m nd had closed itself off until it could heal the psychic tearings these stresses had created.
Now that | was back in my skull, however, these things were suddenly very obvious to ne; and sone
other things as weH Chief of these was mat nere was a great deal | needed to do with nyself if |
wanted to continue ny joust with the time stormand the universe.

Meanwhile, | was faced with reentering the world of the living. To ny pleasure and to the feeding
of a new hunbl eness inside ne, the onmen had been doing very well w thout ny guiding hand. | found

that I was now ruler of what mght well be called a snall kingdomend that was only the beginning
of the discoveries awaiting ne,

A great deal had happened in the year and a half that | had been obsessed with nyself. For one
thing, the world was a world again. Wth the interference fromthe noving time |ines ended,
shortwave radi o conmuni cation had tied the continents back together, resulting hi the nutua
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di scovery of all us survivors that there were nore of us than we had suspected. The Norm Anerican
continent was now a patchwork of relatively small kingdonms, like my own, with the exception of the

west coast, fromBaja California northward hal fway nmo British Colunbia, Canada. That west coast
strip, as far east as Denver and in sonme cases beyond, was now a single sovereignty under a woman
who call ed herself the Enpress. The Enpress was fromthe Hawaiian |slands—whi ch appeared to have
suffered | ess than any other part of the world fromthe noving nmistwalls and the tinme changes of
the tine storm The islands had | ost no nore than two-thirds of then- popul ation, as opposed to a
figure that nust be much closer to ninety-eight or ninety-nine per cent for nost of the rest of
the world. The Enpress was a wonan fromthe island of Hawaii itself, who had seized control there
with a ragtag, inpronptu armnmy, and then gone on to take over the other islands and the west coast
of North Anerica.

pngunrf and Ireland, apparently, were nearly deserted. Mdst of northern Europe also was a
wast el and because of a brief ice age that had come with sone of the time changes and covered nost
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of that continent with an ice sheet fromthe Arctic Crcle as far south as the mddl e of France.
This ice sheet was now gone; but the human life that was |left was now afl bel ow the former ice
tine. Stretching around the Mediterranean and into the north of Africa were essentially nothing
nore than scattered, single fanm |y households. The rest of Africa, tike South Anerica, was largely
nonconmuni cating, fromwhich Biti assuned that those areas had been pretty well depopul ated by the
time stormalso

Russia, India and the whole Oriental area had also been hard hit. As a result they appeared to
have fallen back mo a sort of peaceful nedieval, agricultural condition, with small villages
scattered sparsely across the inmmensity of land. Australia and New Zeal and had | ost al nost an of
their cities, but had a surprising nunber of famlies surviving pretty much as they always had in
the interior and on the rest of that island continent However, these people, although articulate
and largely supplied with their own radios, were so widely scattered that they were al so, hi
effect, no nore than individual famlies living in isolation.

Bill had made a | arge nmap on one wall of the ranbling.
TI ME STORM
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continually building structure that nmy group had cone to call the sunmer pal ace. The place was a
strange construction, being conposed partly of lunber, partly of native rocks cenented together
and partly of cenent blocks trucked in froma half-obliterated town thirty mles away, that had
owned a cenent bl ock factory. The pal ace bad poured-concrete floors and bare walls for the nost
part; but Bin had been a good enough architect to see that it was adequately wired and equi pped

wi th ductwork, not only for heating, but for sumer air conditioning. | think that | bad been
consci ous of the existence of his map in it, during my non-participating period; but | had never

| ooked at the map with any degree of interest until the Od Man cracked me out of ny shell. Now
that | did, | found nyself marveling that what was |left of the world could have gotten its
scattered parts back into contact with each other in such a short tine.

| discovered sonething el se, as a byproduct of reawakening to what was going on around nme. This
was that our new world was a world hungry for news, and I nyself was a piece of that news. By this
tinme, aU the people on earmwho had radi o receivers knew who it was who had brought the | oca
effects of the time stormnto bal ance. They knew what | |ooked |ike, who ny |ieutenants were, and
what our local situation here was. | was, | discovered, regarded as a sort of conbination of

Ei nstei n and Napol eon—and the planet's nunber one celebrity. This attention might ordinarily have
given me a large opinion of nyself. However, under the circunstances, it had a hollowring to it
It was rather |ike being crowned King of the Earth on the stage of the enpty Hol | ywood Bowl, while
an audi ence of five sat in the mddle of the front row seats and appl auded energetically. After

di scovering what it was like, | put nmy position in the world-wi de, public eye out of ny nmind and
concentrated on matters close to hone.

It was curious that |, who had once believed mat | coul d never endure to be married, now had two
wives. O course, legally, | was married to neither one of them but wi ves they were in every
practical sense of the word, and particularly in the eyes of the conmunity surrounding us. Marie
and El |l en—+ woul d have bet anyone that if there were ever two wonen likely not to get on with each

other at all, it would be those two. Marie was tal kati ve,
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conventional and probabl y—the had never told ne her age—elder than | was. The girl was certainly

still well under twenty, close-nouthed to an al nbst abnornal degree, and recogni zed no convention
or rules but her own* What the two of them could have in comobn was beyond ne. | puzzled over it

fromtime to tinme but never succeeded in getting an answer.

But they joined forces magnificently when k came to lining up in opposition to me. One of die
typi cal exanples of mis appeared directly after | had conme back to ny senses and rejoined the
world of the living. All the tine that | had been nore or |ess out of my head, they had taken care
of me as if | had been three years old. Now that | had ny ordinary wits back, rather than just
getting back to nornmal ways, they both apparently decided, without a word, that | should get it
t hrough nmy bead that my days of being waited upon were over.

This woul d have been all right if they had merely returned to the normal pattern of affairs that
had exi sted before we got the time stormforced into bal ance. But they now noved as far hi the
direction of leaving ne to my own devices as they had gone previously hi watching over ne. In
fact, the whole matter went to what | considered ridiculous limts.

For exanple, during the tine | had been obsessed with my inner problens, | had been, except for
rare intervals, as sexless as a eunuch. Wien | cane back to nyself, of course, that changed. The
day the A d Man hel ped ne break | oose, | found nyself wailing for the evening and t he hours of
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privacy in the nmotor hone. | had never been one to want nore than one woman in nmy bed at a tineg;
and | was not at all sure whether it was the girl or Marie | wanted that night But | definitely
knew that | wanted one or the other. | gave memtine to get settled first; but when | canme to the

not orhone, Ellen was nowhere to be seen and Marie was a nmound under covers on her own bed, her
back toward rme.

I blew gently into her ear to wake her up and get her to turn toward nme. She cane to, but not
satisfactorily.

"Not tonight,'* she murnured sleepily, and pulled the blanket up to where it al nbst covered her
head.

Annoyed, | left the notorhone and went out to look for Ellen. | found her after sone search, in a
sl eeping hag at the foot of a tree, with her rifle | eaning up against it

TI VE STORM 215 in arms reach. The rebuff from Marie had taken some of the rosy glow off ny
feelings. | poked the sleeping bag and her eyes opened.

"What are you doing out here?** | said.

"Sl eeping," she said "Goodni ght"

Site closed her eyes and pulled her head down into the sleeping bag.

Angry, and not a little hurt, | wandered off. Was nmis an the two of themcared for ne after all?
Here | was back to nornalcy and neither one seened to give a dam. It was alnost as if they had
preferred me as the mdtena near-idiot | had been for the past eighteen nonths.

I went back into the notor home, opened the cupboards that held our bottled goods and took out a
bottl e of sour mash bourbon. | made nmyself a solitary canpfire off into die woods, at the edge of
the clearing holding the notor-home and the hal f-finished shape of the sumer pal ace, and set out
to get nyself drunk by way of solitary celebration. But it did not work. | got thickheaded without
feeling any better and finally gave up, going back to the notor hone and falling into nmy own

| onely bunk without bothering to do much nore than take off ny boots.

If that was all they cared for howit had been with ne this past year and a half, | thought
resentfully as | dropped off.
It was not until late the next nmorning, when | woke up to a dry nouth, a headache and the sunli ght

stream ng t hrough di e wi ndows of the notor hone, that it occurred to nme to think how it night have
been for themtoo. If | had been essentially without a woman all that time, they had been
essentially without a man. O had they? That was a question | found | really didn't want to

consi der, although | nmade a nmental note to find the answer sonmetine later. (I never did find out
as a matter of fact) | got up, washed, shaved, changed cl othes and went out

Not only had they forsaken ny bed, there was no sign of any breakfast nade for nme. Not that | was
i ncapabl e of cooking for nmyself, but | had gotten used to having the spoon all but put in ny
mouth, and | felt the transition to the present state of neglect to be unnecessarily harsh and
abrupt However, the notor honme refrigerator, run fromthe standby oil generator outside it, bad

cold Juice, eggs and canned sausage. | made nyself a pretty decent meal, tcrupulcualy washed up
after nyself—ust to rub
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their noses in the fact that | could be independent too—and went outside to see what was going
on.

There was no one around outside the sumrer pal ace, not the girl or Marie—not even Wendy. Now t hat

| began to think of it, | had a vague inpression fromthe past nonths that Wendy was ceasing to be
the timd little creature she had been when I first saw her and was beginning to develop into a
lively young girl, busy every hour of the day all over the place.

I went into the sumer pal ace, prow ed through its roons and di scovered Bill busily at work at a
large draftsman's table in the same roomthat had the map on the wall. Besides those two hens, the
room had three huge fifing cabinets, a regular desk covered with papers, and one wall entirely m
bookcases.

"Hello," | said to Bill.

He gl anced at ne over the top of whatever it was he was draw ng, put down his pen and rul er and
got off the high stool he had been sitting on. W shook hands with awkward formality.

"How are you?" he asked.

"Fine," | said. "Just fine."'*

| glanced around the room

"You' ve all been pretty busy,** | said.

"Ch wen," answered Bin, "there's always a lot to do."

"And you' ve been doing nost of it, |I'd guess," | said.

"On, no," he shook his head, 1 couldn't have carried nost of the responsibility here if Fd wanted
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to. Actually, all I've been doing is handling the instruction, the maintenance and supply, and
things like that Marie and Ell en have been doi ng nost of the everyday work of running things.
Marie's a natural nanager, and Ell en—=

He paused.
"Go on," | said, interested. "You're about to say that Ellen to—
"Well, | was going to say-sort of a natural general," he said awkwardly. "Maybe | ought to say, a

natural war |eader. She's been the one who's been nmaeking sure that aU our people know how to use
then- guns and that none of our neighbors think they can WAl k in here and help thenselves to
anyt hi ng we' ve got"

"Nei ghbors? What nei ghbors?** | asked.

"Well," he said, "to the north and northwest of us it's the Rvans, and the TvLostChord. To the
west, if a Wat
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linstadt. South and nmoving around to the east, it's Billy Projec and his tribe. Not that we've
anything really to worry about even if they all took it into their heads to conbi ne against us."
He shot ne a quick gl ance.

"We've now got over six hundred people," he said. "Six hundred people!"

I was rocked back on nmy heels. | had vaguely gathered during the last year and a half nat the
nunbers of my small community were growi ng; but | had guessed that at the nbpst we would have
somewhere between thirty and fifty people. Six hundred under these conditions was a small nation
"Where did they all conme fronP" | asked. "Some of them knew about us back when the mstwalls were
still operating," said Bill "Or they heard about us fromothers they ran into. W were a pretty
good-si zed party—and a wen-equi pped party—to be noving around back then. After the tinme changes
stopped locally, they began gradually to drift in, either out of curiosity or because they'd

al ways wanted to join us." He waved a hand at the fifing cabinets. Tve got each one down on the

census rolls,"” he said. "In fact if you'd tike, you can read each one's life history up to the
time they've Joined us. About nine nmonths ago, | nmade everybody fill out a conplete file on
t hensel ves; and now we nake every new person do that before we accept themhere. |I've got not only

the facts of the life, but bloodtype, nedical history, occupational skills and everything el se
that mght be useful information for us."

| shook ny head. His mind and mne were two different constructs. The last thing | would have

t hought about with a group that size would be getting into then- former occupations and

bl oodtypes. It had probably been the first thing that Bffl had thought of. He had an orderly
brain. "You don't need ne," | said. "Fromwhat | can see you've all been doing fine on your own."
Now he shook his head.

"All we've been doing is keeping the nachinery running, idling, waiting for you to do something
with it" he said. "Do you want to | ook around at things?" "Yes," | said.

He Ied me out of the roomand down a corridor of the sunmer palace that | had not been in
before—or if |
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had, | didn't renenber having been through it—and out another door. A jeep and a station wagon

were parked nmere. He got in behind the wheel of the jeep and | clinbed in beside him

"Pom arsk's got his working area back here behind the sumrer pal ace,** Bfll said as he started up
the notor of the jeep and backed it away fromdie building, to swing it around to head down the
hillside. "But | thought we'd end up with him Let ne show you the rest of it first."

We drove down through the belt of trees into the |ower area where the village of the experinmentals
had stood. | had not been down here since we had halted the effects of the tine storm and what |
saw was startling. The village of die experinmentals was still there; although it was now encl osed
in cyclone fencing and the gates w de enough to drive a truck through were standing ajar.
Spraw i ng out on tile open space beyond and slightly downhill fromthe village was what could only
be described as a town—a new town of everything from prefab houses to tents.

"Eventual ly," Bin spoke in my ear over the noise of the notor as we negotiated the now clearly

mar ked, if unsur-faced, road downward fromthe tree belt, "well set up sonme uniform construction.
For the present, however, we've been giving anyone who's accepted here a free hand, provided their
housi ng and their habits conformw th our sanitary regul ati ons and local |aws."

"Who enforces our local |aws?" | asked, benused.
"Everybody belongs to the mlitia, and everybody who belongs to the nilitia pulls police duty on a
regular rotation," said Bill. "That's Ellen's departnent You should ask her about it. She's on top

of it all the time; and she makes ft work without a hitch. Fromwhat | can gather, we've got a
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much nore organi zed community hew than they have al nost anyplace else in the world. O course, |he
peopl e who are here badly want to be here. They all think that you're going to go on pulling

mracles out of your hat and that they'll end up, either on top of things, or with all the

| uxuries of former civilization back again.**

"Al'l that, just because we nmanaged to stop the tinme storn?" | said.

"I't's a function of the situation," Bill said, with his precise pronunciation of each word. "Think
of it this way. You're the sorcerer. Porniarsk's your denpn assistant**
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"You're my Grand Vizier, Ellen's General of the Annies and Marie's the Nunber One Queen—s that
it?* | asked. Bill laughed. "Yup," he said.

24

By diis time we were alnost down level with the gates of the expeiinmentab* village.

"How cone you Ve got them penned up?" | said.

"They're not penned,” Bill answered. That fence is there for their own protection, hi case sone of

our newconers don't have die sense to | eave themalone. O in case there's a sudden surprise
attack on us from sonewhere. They can lock their gates and have a certain anount of protection
until we drive the attackers off. They seemto understand that perfectly welL"

He | ooked at ne briefly.

"I think the QJd Man can communi cate with themaU right," he said. "Anyway, things bare gone
pretty smoothly with all of them since we stopped the effects of the tine storm™

There were a few of the experinentals out hi front of nen* buildings; and these watched us
solemmly as we passed, but nmade no nove either to conme toward us or to retreat inside. The jeep
roared on and we drove down what seenmed to be a sort of center street between the heterogeneous
bui | di ngs of the human conmmunity. Eight or nine young children were flying kites hi a clearing
hal f -surrounded by trees, just beyond the village. The picture they nade was so normal and so pre-
time stormthat It jolted ne.

"Where did afl the kids cone fronr | asked.

"Sonme of the people conming in had them" Bffl said, braking the jeep to a hah before one |arge
quonset hut "And we've had several babies bomhere during the past year. O course, those are too

young to play yet Still, the proportion of children to adults isn't that large. |I dont think we've
got nore than twenty of them **
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| shaded my eyes and tried to nake out a familiar figure anbng the darting young bodies. "Is that
Wendy out therer | said.

"I don't think so," said Bill wthout turning around. "She's probably out with the dogs sonewhere.

She handl es them now nost of the time, instead of Marie; and they've gotten so that they foll ow
her wherever she goes. Generally, Marie thinks it's a good thing; and | agree. The dogs are good
protection for her. This is our governnent building here. Cone on in."

He got out of the jeep. | followed himand we went up three wooden steps and in the front door of
the quonset It was like stepping into any busy office. Behind a | ow barrier of wooden fencing,
there were five desks at which three nen and two wonmen were sitting, typing or engaged in other
paperwork. File cabinets occupied one wall and there was a | arge copyi ng machine in a corner
"Where are you getting the power to run an this?" | asked Bill. For the typewiters were aft
electric, and the copier looked as if it had to require at |east a 220 volt tine.

"We put hi a much larger gas generator," said Bin, |eading ne through a gate in the wooden fence
"Before fall, we ought to finish a damon the river and have a waterpowered generator that'll take
care of all our needs for the next five years."

He led me into a corridor with two doors on each side and opened the first one on the right
briefly.

"Supplies," he said.

| looked in. It was, as he had said, a supply room Mst of the supplies were clerical; but | saw
sone stacks of blankets and other material for household living. A chained and | ocked gunrack
against the far wall of the roomheld rifles, and there was a rack of handguns below it, also
chai ned and | ocked. | shut the door again and turned to open the door across the way.

"Conmuni cations,” he said briefly, and led ne into a radi o room contai ni ng two wonen, one young
and one mddle-aged. It was filled with radi o equi pnent that even to ny amateur eye seened

i mpr essi ve.

"Bebe, Jill," Bill said, "this is Marc Despard."
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The two | ooked up fromtheir panels, sniled and nodded to nme. Bill led nme out of the room again
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"Now, " said Bill, nobving down to knock on the second door on the left, "this is —"

"Cone in," said Marie's voice.

Bffl smled at me and led nme in. Marie was seated behind a | arge desk in a very businesslike
office, with papers in front of her. She was |ooking over the papers at a |ean, big-boned man who
must have stood about six feet six when he was on his feet R ght now he was sitting down, dressed
in awhhite shirt and what seened to be white duck pants.

Til be right with you, Marc," she said, and picked up what was apparently an interrupted
conversation with the roan in white.

"What you've got to make them understand, Abe, is that if they want to draw supplies and cook
their own neals, they have to do ft according to our rules. At our convenience, not theirs. Tm not
going to put up with anyone either wasting food or not eating adequately—-any nore than |I'd put
up with their breaking any of the other |laws. That neans they submit their nenu for the week in
advance to you, you approve it, and then —only then —you authorize one of your own people to
give mem supplies for just exactly what they've planned to serve. You understand?"

"Sure," said Abe, in a deep slow voice. He had a touch of some Eastern European accent

Mari e | ooked away from bun over to ne again.

"Marc," she said, "this is Abe Budner, our Director of Food Services and chef for the comunity

kitchen. 1'm hoping we can train people to take the chefs job off his hands before |ong."
Abe Budner got up as slowy and solemly as he had spoken, shook hands with ne and sat down again
"We're just |ooking around,” Bill said.

"Good," said Marie briskly. "Because | reatty dont have tinme to stop and talk now. | can teU you
all about this work this evening, Mrc.**

W were Mhfa*A. Bifl and | |eft

"And this," said Bffl, knocking on the remaining door in the corridor, "is Etten-'s." W wail ed,
bat there was no answer to his knock. The door at the far end of the corridor opened benud

us.

"Somet hingr said a voice. W turned and | saw what
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| ooked |i ke a boy of about eighteen, wearing dark pants and a khaki shirt with two brass buttons
pinned on the left side of his shirt collar

"Ellen's out checking the Ryan boundary,'* this individual said. Is there anything | can do for
you?"

He | ooked questioningry at ne.

"This is Marc Despard, Doc," said Bffl

"Marc Despard? I'mreally glad to neet you, sir," said Doc flusteredly and energetically, shaking
my hand. "1've | ooked forward to neeting you."

"Well, now you have," | said. | was not exactly taken with him

"Doc is Ellen's second in comand," said Bifl. "Hs M name's Kurt Dockwi ler, but we all call him
Doc. Hs mlitia rank is captain."

"Chri sai d.

"I was just going to show Marc Ellen's office," Bffl added.

"You bet Cone in," said Doc, stepping past us, throw ng open the door and | eading us in.

followed himand Bill brought up the rear

I don't know what | had expected; but Ellen's office was sinply a tidy, utilitarian place with the
usual fifing cabinets, a perfectly dean desk and a few extra chairs facing the desk as if she had
been hol ding a conference recently.

"If you'd Eke to wait," said Doc, "she ought to be back in about twenty minutes. | can send over
to the kitchen for coffee—er anything else,"”

"No, I'"'mjust looking around," | said. "I'D see her tonight"

"OfF course!" Doc followed Bill and nysel f back down the corridor and out through the outer office.

"I'f I can ever be useful in any way, M. Despard, the nessage center can reach ne at any tine."
"I'H remenber that,** | said getting in the jeep

Bff| started up and we drove off.

"How ol d is he, anyway?" | said

1 don't know exactly," answered Bill. "Twenty or twenty-one, | dunk."

"He | ooks nore like Ellen's age."

"Not hing wong with that,** Bill said.
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I looked at him But his face was perfectly innocent of any particul ar expression
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Tmjust surprised there aren't any older men around to hold down a job like that," | told him
"That's all."

"We've got ol der nmen, of course," said Bill. He was heading the jeep back up into the trees in the

direction of the summer pal ace. "Mst of them have fanilies, or at |east sonebody, who make them a
bad choice for a high risk occupation. Then again, none of them have Doc's qualifications."
"Qualificationsr

"Hs father was career arny,** Bul said. "He absorbed a lot of the mlitary art, just by grow ng
up in various bases. That and other things. He's a black belt in judo and he's taught surviva

cl asses. Also he's a mountain clinber."”

There was not nuch to say to that | sat quiet during nost of the ride back up to the sunmer

pal ace, and in that time | cane around to feeling that | mght have been a little unfair to Doc.
"Well go see Porniarsk now, ** BiH said, stopping the jeep once nore at the palace. "I didn't take
you to himright away because | thought either Marie or Ellen m ght have things they'd want to
show you in their areas; and their schedule is pretty well tied in with other things. Porniarsk,
you can see any tinme. **

! felt a warnmth of old affection at the thought of the alien avatar. Porniarsk, with his ugly bull-
dog shape and unenoti onal responses, was a particularly stable point in nmy pyrotechnic and

shifting universe. | followed Bill into the palace, thinking with surprise that, in all the |ast
year and a half, | had not sought out Porniarsk once and had seen himin total perhaps no nore
than hal f a dozen times.

The room hi the sunmmer palace that Bill led ne into, eventually, nust have had as much fl oor space

as the gnonset hut down in the village we had just left It was a rectangular roomw th floor
wall s and ceiling painted white and a row of windows all down one side. The other watts were
occupi ed mainly by equi prent that had once been in the station. Apparently, Porniarsk had had it
all transported down here.

However, what caught nmy eye i mediately was not this, nor even- the friendly sight of Porniarsk
hinsel f, but a box shape with transparent sides perhaps twenty feet |long by six wide and three

deep, alnost filled with some greyi sh-blue substance. Wen | got closer, | saw that whatever it
was seenmed to be a liquid. There was a noticeabl e
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meni scus, and a bl ack tube running over the edge of one of the sides and down into the box showed
the apparent angular distortion at die surface that a stick does, poked down into water. Porniarsk
had been doing sonething with the tank; but he turned and cane to nmeet us as we entered.

"How are you, Marc?" he said as we net, his easy speech at odds, as always, with the curious
mechani cal sound of his voice, and his manner of speaking.

Tm fi ne—Aow, ** | said. "HowwWe you been?"

"There's been no reason for me to be other than I always am" Porni arsk said.

"Of course,** | said. "Wen, then, how have things been goi ng?"

"I've been getting a few things done," Porniarsk said. "But nothing with any great success. But
then, real progress isnt often dramatic, being a matter of small steps taken daily that add up to
a total acconplishnent over a period of tine.**

"Yes," | said. | thought of the experience it had taken me a year and a half to come to terns
with., There's a lot of things Td like to talk to you about”

Tmglad to hear ft," said Porniarsk. "On ny part, |*ve been |ooking forward to talking to you.

can progress much nore rapidly if I've got a primary mind to work with; and the only primary mnd
we' ve produced so far is you."

"Only me?" | said. It jarred ne slightly to hear it—at file sane tine | felt a small ego-pl easure.
"Primary minds can only be devel oped or uncovered by nonad activity," he said. "All the other

m nds involved in the gestalt only resonated and anplified yours, w thout developing. So |'ve been
restricted to doing what | can with the resonating mnds. In fact, Fve been restricted to roe one
resonating mnd that had no other duties to occupy it"

He turned his bead and nodded ponderously toward a coner. | |ooked and saw the O d Man, perched on
the seat before one of the consoles taken fromthe station, the hel net on his head.

"The Al pha Prinme," said Porniarsk. "He's been ny nmain subject Happily, he seens eager for the
experi ence of being connected with the equi pnent here. Daytinmes, he's generally unavailable. |
under stand he's been with you

226

file:/l/F|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (100 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:04 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

TI VE STORM

nmost of the time. But at night, he often cones here on his own initiative to work with ne."

| gazed at the O d Man. He squatted utterly still on the chair before the console, with a curious
assurance—alnost as if it was a throne and he was a king.

"What could you learn fromnun?" | asked.

"I't's not what | can learn fromhim" said Pom arsk deliberately, "but what | could |earn through
him Just as | want to learn and di scover matters through you—though since you're a primary mnd,
I'd expect that you'd also learn, and be able to add the know edge you personally gain to what |
can gain."

He stopped speaking for a second, then started again.

In fact," he said, "I ought to point out that what | can learn is limted by the kind of
instrument | am nyself—personally. As an avatar of Porniarsk Fve got only so nuch conceptua
range. On the other hand, Marc, your conceptual range is sonething | don't know It could be |ess
than Porniarsk's—that is to say, mne—er it mght be a great deal greater. It could be Iimtless,
in that you might be able to go on increasing it, as long as you want to nake die effor to extend
its grasp. Wiich brings ne to an inportant point”

He stopped again. But this tinme he did not continue inrediately.

"What pointr asked Bill, finally.

The point," said Porniarsk is his unvarying accent, "of whether Marc, after his one experience
with the nonad, really wants to explore further into an area where m nd becones reality and where
if s inmpossible to draw a line where the definitive change occurs. **

TH answer that," | said.

It cane to ne suddenly, that white Td never really conme to doubt that | wanted to dig deeper into
the tine stormand everything connected with it, for the last year and a half, I'd been hiding
fromthe fact that |'d eventually have to get back to that work.

"I don't have any reverse gear." | said. "The only way for ne to go is straight ahead. Even
standing .still doesn't work.'*

"In that case," said Porniarsk, "you and I have a big job ahead of us."

"Fine with ne," | said.

"l guessed so fromthe beginning," said Porniarsk. "So,
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in that case, maybe we mght talk right now about the basic principles involved here, and how you
can be invol ved al so.™

"Absolutely," | said. | nmeant every word | said. "This all ties in with something I want to
do—sonet hing I*m going to do."

"I'f youTl forgive nme," said Porniarsk, "I felt mat about you fromthe first tinme we net However,

if s alot bigger universe than you, or the entities of your time, seemto realize. If you were
anything el se than a rather unusual individual, |I'd have to say you' re presunptuous to have the
anbition | think you' re entertaining.**

"I told you rve got sonething to do," | said. "In any case, we both want the sanme thing, don't we?
To control this runaway situation with tine?"

"Quite correct But renenber what | said—+f you weren't an unusual individual, | wouldn't be

devoting this much energy to you. Not because | wasn't interested; but because if d be a waste of
time. By your own standards, Marc, you're arrogant Partly, this is sinply because you recognize
your own ability. Part of it is a prickliness, what you'd call a chip on the shoul der, because
other people don't see what you see. | can synpathize with this. But if s still something you'l
have to overcone, if you're going to achieve the full primary identity youll need."

"Wl see,” | said.

I had been | ooking forward to talking to him | had a great deal, | had thought, to tell him What
I most wanted to tal k about was how it could be that, just as it had been back in the days when
had been playing the stock market, | could al nost taste—al nost feel-what it was | wanted to take
hold of in the tinme storm But his sudden criticismput ne off.

"You said thus was sone sort of representation of the storn?P" | said, turning to the tank

"Yes," he answered.

"I don't see anything."

"It's not operating right now, ** said Porniarsk. "But | can turn it on for you.**

He went to a control panel on the far wall and touched several studs and dials there with the tips
of his shoul der tentacles.

"What you'll see," he said, coming back to Bin and
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me, "isn't actually a view of the time storm What it is, is a representation produced by the sane
equi pnent that was in the station. Look into the tank. Not at ft, into it"

Td al ready been | ooking—but now | realized nmy error. | had been staring the sane way you m ght

stare at a fish tank fromentirety outside it. But what this piece of equipnent apparently

requi red—and require it did, for it was evidently already wanning up, and | could feel it draw ng
nmy attention psychically the way a rope night have pulled nme physically—was for an observer to put
his point of view conpletely inside it.

There was not hing remarkabl e about the first signs of its activation. Al | saw were little
fiickerings like mniature lighting, or, even less, like the small jitterings of fight that

regi ster on the optic nerves when yon cl ose your eyes and press your fingers agai nst the outside
of the eyelids. These snmall lights will-0'-the-w sped here and there through the bl ueness of
whatever filled the tank; and | suddenly woke to the fact that what | had taken to be a sort of
blue-grey liquid was not liquid at all. It was sonething entirely different, a heavy gas perhaps.
Actually, | realized, it had no color at all. It was any shade the subjective attitude of the

viewer thought it was. For ne, now, it had becone al nost purely black, the black of Hghtless
space; and | was abruptly, conpletely lost in ft, as if it was actually the total universe and
stood invisible at the center of h.

The little flickerings were the forces of the time stormat work. They had been multiplying to ny
eye as ny point of view nmoved nmen- centerpoint; and now they filled the tank hi every direction
their number finite, but so large as to baffle ny perception of nem | understood then that | was

wat chi ng an the vectors of the full tine stormat work at once; and, as | watched, | began slowy
to sort their novenents into patterns.

It was |like watching, with the eyes of a Stone Age savage, a nessage printing itself on a wall in
front of you; and gradually, as you watched, you acquired the skill of reading and the

under st andi ng of the | anguage in which the nessage was set down, so that random marks began to
orient thenselves into information-bearing code. So, as | watched, the tine storm began to make
sense to ne—but too rmuch sense, too large a sense for ny mnd to handl e.
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It was as if | could now read the nmessage, but what it told was of things too vast for ny
under st andi ng and experi ence.

Two tilings, | saw, were happening. Two separate novenents were characteristic of the patterns of
the still-expanding storm One was a wave-front sort of notion, |ike the spreading of ripples
created by a stone dropped in a pond, interacting and spreadi ng; and the other was tike the
spreadi ng of cracks in sonme crystalline matrix. Both these patterns of devel opment were taking

pl ace at the sanme tinme and both were conplex. The wave-fronts were nultiple and occurring at
several levels and intensities. They created eddies at points along their own |ine of advance
where they encountered solid matter, and particularly, when they encountered gravitational bodies
like stars. Earth had had its own eddy, and it had been only the forces within mat eddy that we
had been able to bring into dynam ¢ bal ance.

The crystalline cracking effect also intensified itself around gravity wells. It was this effect
that threatened the final result of the stormthat Poraiarsk had first warned us about—a situation
in which each particle would finally be at timal variance with the particles surrounding it. The
cracki ng extended and divided the universe into patterns of greater and greater conplexities unti
all matter eventually would be reduced to indivisible elenents...

So nmuch | saw and understood of what the tank showed. But in the process of understandi ng so nuch,
my conprehension stretched, stretched, and finally broke. | bad a brief confused sensation of a
uni verse on fire, whirling about me faster than | could see ... and | woke up on the floor of the
room feeling as if | had Just been levelled by an iron bar in the hands of a giant The heavy,
gargoyl e head of Porniarsk hung above me, inches fromny eyes.

"You see why you need to devel op yoursel f?*" he asked.

| started to get up.

"Lie still,** saiid the voice of Bin, urgently; and | |ooked to see himon the other side of ne.
"We've got a real doctor, now. | can get himon the radio fromthe comunications room here and
have himup here in twenty m nutes—=*

Tin all right,” | said.
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I finished clinbing to my feet. Looking beyond Porniarsk, | saw a huddl ed nmass of blade fur at the
base of the console, a helnet still on its head.
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"Hey—the O d Man!" | said, leading the way to him Porniarsk and Bin foll owed.

He was still on the floor by the time |I reached himand took the hel met off; but apparently he,
too, was coming oat of it H's brown eyes were open and | ooked up into m ne

"Yes," said Porniarsk, "of course. Hell have been in nmonad with you just now "

The A d Man was all right He continued to stare at me for a second after | took his hel met off;
then he got to his feet as if nothing had happened. | thought that if he really feh as tittle

jarred as he | ooked, by what had decked us both, he was made of stronger stuff than |I. My knees
were trenbling

*1 just want to sit down," | said.

This way," Bill answered.

He I ed me out of the roomand down a corridor, the Od Man tagging after us. W cane to a solid
heavy-1 ooki ng door | had never seen before in the palace. He produced a key, |ooked at roe for a
second with a shyness Fd never seen in himbefore, then unlocked the door and pushed it open
"Come in," he said.

| stepped through, feeling the O d Man crowdi ng dose behi nd me—and st opped.

The room Bin had opened for us was narrow and | ong; and one of its lengthier walls was al

wi ndows. They were doubl e wi ndows, one row above the other so that, in effect, that wall of the
room was al nost an glass; and the view through them was breat htaking. | had seen what was to be
seen through them but not fromthis particular viewpoint

Fromwhere | stood in the room ny gaze went out and down the open slope just bel ow the pal ace,
over the tops of the tree belt belowto a famliar view, the village of the experimentals and the
human town beyond. But nen ft went further—for the angle of this room| ooked out, between a gap in
the | ower vegetation, to the open | and beyond, stretching to the horizon and divided by a road
that had not been there a year and a half ago. Now mis
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road stretched Hke a brown tine to where earth and sky nmet, with some small vehicle on it a mle
or so out, noving toward us with its dust plunme, tike a squirrel's tail in nme air behind it

"How do you fike hT* | heard Bfll asking. "Whnderfuir | said—and neant it

| turned to talk to him and for the first time focused mon the interior of the roomitself.
There was a nig underfoot and a half a dozen arnthairs—overstuHed arnchairs, confortable
arnchairs. | had not realized untfl now that | had not seen a confortable piece of furniture in
mont hs. The kind of furniture mat we tended to accunul ate was that which was nost portable,
utilitarian straight chairs and tables of wood or netal Those in this roomwere massive, opul ent
things nmeant for hours of confortable sitting.

But there was nore than furniture here. Mdst of the avail abl e fl oorspace was stacked with books
and boxes containing books. AU in all, there nmust have been several thousand of them stacked
around us. The piles of them stretched between the arnchairs and right up to a nassive <tone
fireplace set in the mddle of the wall opposite the wi ndows. There was no fire in the firepl ace
at the nonent, but kindling and | ogs had been laid ready for one. At the far end of the wall in
which the fireplace was set, | saw what the ultimate destination of the books would be, for the
first two vertical floor-to-ceiling shelves of built-in bookcases were conpleted and filled with
vol umes, and framing for the rest of the shelves stretched toward ne what woul d eventual |y be
three solid walla of reading matter.

"Sit down," said Bin.

I took one of the arnthairs, one that faced die windows, so mat | could gaze at the view The
smal | vehicle | had seen—e pickup truck—was now dose to the town. Wthout warning, the nusic of
The Great Gate of Kiev from Moussorgsky*s Pictures At An Exhibition poured forth around nme into
the room

1 thought," said Bill frombehind ne, "that we ought to have sone place just for sitting...."

He was still being shy. The tones of his voice carried half an apol ogy, half an entreaty to me to
i ke what | saw around ne*
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"If s really magnificent, Bill," | told himand turning, saw himstanding at one end of the

wi ndows, | ooking out hinself. "Wo's been building all this for your

*Tve been doing it nyself," he said.

| took a long ook at him | had known he was a good nman in many ways; but | had never thought of

himas a carpenter, mason, or general man of bis hands. He | ooked back at nme stiffly.

1 wanted to surprise people,” he said. "Only just now yon seened Jotted by what happened, so ... |
actually wasn't going to ten anyone until | had it an finished, the books on the shelves, and aH

t hat"
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"Look. This roomis the best idea you could have had," | told him

I meant it God knows, if anyone ever |oved reading, ft was me, | was no | onger |ooking at the view
now, | was |ooking at the books, beginning to feel in me a stirring of excitenent that | would not
have guessed was still possible. Toe books were suggesting a mllion things to ne, calling to ne

with a nfltion voices. Maybe only a handful of those voices had anything to tell ne about file
things | realty needed to know, bm the possible snaltoess of their number did not matter. It was
me against the time storn and | was hunmanki nd; and what was humanki nd was | ocked up in those codes
of black marks on white paper that had once fifled libraries an over the earth.

Suddenly, | wanted to know a mllion things, very strongly. There was the dry ache in ny throat
and the fever in ny head of soneone athirst and lost in a desert
25

I was | eading the |ast paragraph of Joyce's short story "The Dead" in his collection Dubliners:
"Snow was general all over Ireland. It was falling on every part of the dark central plain, on the
treeless hills, falling softly upon the Bog of Alien and, farther westward, softfy falling into
the dark, nmutinous Shannon waves. It was falling, too, upon every part of the lonely churchyard on
the hill where Mchael Furey lay buried. It lay thickly drifted on the crooked crosses and

headst ones, on the spears of the little gate* on the barren thorns. H's soul swooned slowy as he
heard the snow falling faintly through the universe and faintly falling, |like the descent of their
| ast end upon att the living and the dead."

There was sonething there | told nyself, tight with certainty. There was sonething there. A
certain part of humankind and the AIL A tiny sonething; but sonething.

I put down that book and went to find the words of Ernest Henmingway, in the first paragraph of A
Farewel | to Arns:

"In the late sunmmer of that year we lived in a house in a village that |ooked across the river and
the plain to the nountains. In the bed of the river there were pebbles and boul ders, dry and white
in the sun and the water was dear and swi ftly noving and blue in the channels. Troops went by the
house and down the road and the dust they rai sed powdered the | eaves of the trees. The trunks of
the trees too were dusty and the | eaves fell early that year...."

Sonething... | went |ooking further.

Hui - Nan Tzu, in the second century before Christ, had witten:

"Before Heaven and Earth had taken formall was vague and anorphous. Therefore it was called the

G eat
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Begi nni ng. The Great Begi nning produced enptiness and enptiness produced the universe. . . . The
conbi ned essences of heaven and earth becanme the yin and yang.. .**

Si gmund Freud:

"No one who, |like ne, conjures up the nost evU of those half-tamed denons that inhabit the human
breast..."

Tennyson, in The Passing of Arthur:

Last, as by sone one deathbed after wail O suffering silence follows, or thro' death O deathlike
swoon, thus over all that shore, Save for sonme whisper of the seething seas, A dead hush fell; but
when the dol orous day Grew drearier toward twilight falling, came A bitter wi nd, dear fromthe
Nort h, and bl ew The mi st aside, and with that wind the ti de Rose, and the pale King gl anced across
the field O battle, but no nman was noving there...

Ei nstein, What | Believe;

"I't is not enough that you shoul d understand about applied science in order that your work may

i ncrease man's bl essrngs. Concern for man hinmself and his fate nust always formthe chief interest

of all technical endeavors ... that the creations of our nmd shall be a blesstng and not a curse
to manki nd. Never forget this in the nmidst of your diagranms and equations..."
"Do you feel ft?** | asked, looking at the Ad Man « the two of u* sat alone in Bill's library.

"Do you fed it, too, there—sonepl ace?"

He | ooked back at nme out of his fathonl ess, savage brown eyes w thout answering. He was not ny
conmpanion in the search for what | sought Only a son of trailer or rider who hoped | would carry
himto the place which would satisfy his own hunger for understandi ng—that hunger which being part

of the nobnad bad awakened in him It was his curse not to be quite human—but still not to be
sinply a beast, |ike Sunday, who could | ove, suffer and even die, unquestioningty. It was
sonmething | could see, like a heavy | oad on him how he knew he was dependent on ne. After a

second, he put a long hand lightly on nmy knee, hi a nearly beseeching gesture that had becone
habitual with himlately and stirred nmy guts each tine he did it.
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So we continued; he with ne, and | poring over the books hi the library, along with many nore Bill
had since brought nme fromthe surrounding territory. Wiat | was after was still undefined, only a

feeling in ne of sonmething that nmust be there, bidden in the vast warehouse of hunan phil osophy
and literature. But | kept finding clues, bits and pi eces of thought that were Iike gold dust and
stray gens spilled fromthe caravan of know edge | tracked.

I had not concerned myself about it during the first few days of this. But after a week or two, ft
occurred to ne to wonder that no one, not Marie, or Bill, or even Ellen, had been after ne to take
charge of our conmmunity, once nore. The wonder brought with it both a touch of annoyance and a
sneaking feeling of relief. | was bothered that they did not nmiss nmy help nore; but at the sane
time, | felt in my guts that what | was doing was by all neasures nore inportant than being an
admini strator. So, the summer col ors outside the window dried and brightened to fall ones, then
faded to the drab brown of winter grass and the occasional white of snow, with only the different
hues of evergreen to relieve the scene; and | came to understand that my presence was required, so
to speak, only on state occasions.

One of these was caHed Thanksgi vi ng, although for convenience it was held on the tenth of Decenber
and began three weeks of general celebration that ended with New Year's Day. At Thanksgi vi ng

di nner that year we had as guests in the sunmer pal ace the | eaders and chieftains of the
surroundi ng communities Bill had listed for ne.

The | eaders thensel ves were a m xed bunch. Merry Water of the TvLostChord was in his early
twenties, thin, stooped, black, and intense. He had the | ook of soneone about to fly into a rage
at a word; and in fact, the three wives and five children he brought with hi mwal ked around him
so to speak, on tiptoes. He was the only really young nan anong the | eaders present, and die rest
of his sem -comunal group, Bill told nme, were about the sane age.

Bill Projec was in his kite thirties. He claimed to be pure-blooded Sioux fromthe Rosebud
Reservation in South Dakota; but he did not have the | ook of the Sioux | had seen around

M nnesota, although otherwi se he | ooked undeniably Indian. He had a face that | ooked as if he
could wal k through a steel wall w thout a change of ex-

236

TI VE STORM

pression. Actually, he was al nost exclusively a political |eader for his colony, of whomonly a
few were also In* dian. Petr Wallinstadt was in his md-fifties, a tall post of a man with iron
grey hair, large hands and a heavy-boned face. He was a |imted-m nded nan whose quality of

| eadership lay in an utter steadfastness of attitude and purpose. Watever Wallinstadt said he
woul d do, he would do, Bill had told me in the briefing he had given ne on the | eaders before
their arrival, and calling himstubborn was a weak way to describe him Once he had nmade up his
mind, it was not nerely no use to try to argue further with him he literally did not hear you if
you tried to tal k about it

ad d Ryan—etherwi se called G anps—was the patriarch anong the | eaders, and the patriarch of his own
group as well. He nay have been only a few years ol der than WaHt nstadt or he nmay have been as much
as twenty years older. He was white-haired, as wide as a wall, bright, tricky, dom neering, and
expl osive. He and Merry Water did not hide their intentions about steering clear of each other

and there had been bets nade in the other comunities for some tinme now as to when the two would
hit head on and over what. One possible reason why this had been avoided so far may have been the
fact that the young Ryans (anyone in Ganps* group was |abelled a Ryan* whether he or she was one
by bl ood or not) sneakngry admired the nore esoteric freedons of the TV-Lost Chord people; and
there was a good deal of fraternization—and sororization, to coma word—goi ng on. Meanwhile, the
two | eaders stayed close to home and ran into each other in person only on occasions such as this
Thanksgi vi ng bash at our place.

There had been considerabl e jockeying by the four |eaders fromthe noment they showed up to see
who coul d get the nost of ny attention. Not surprisingly, dd Man Ryan was the clear w nner. He
could not nonopolize ny tine, but he could and did get half again as nuch of it as anyone el se.
found nyself with a sneaking lilting for the old bastard, a title he cane by honestly both in the
ancestral and noral sense and was, if anything, rather proud of. For one thing, he had both brains
and experience; and he was not the nonomaniac that Merry was, the taciturn farmer that Petr

Wal | i nstadt was and had
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been before the tinme storm or the suspicious chip-on-the-sboul der character that Billy was. Ryan
could tal k about many things and did, and his sense of hunmor was wel | -devel oped, though raunchy to
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the point of unbelievability.

It was he who brought up the matter of The Enpress, after about a week or so of celebrating. W
were standing in the library, brandy snifters half-full of beer in our hands, |ooking down the
slope in the late-wi nter afternoon sunlight to the river, where a skating party was in progress on
the ice that stretched out fromthe banks to the black, open water of m dchannelL

"What* 11 you do if she cones?" Ryan asked, without warning, in the mdst of a talk about spring
pl anti ng.

"Who?** | asked, absently.

My attention and ny mnd were only partly on the discussion we had been having about storing root
vegetabl es; and it seened to nme | had nused sonething he had said. Actually, | had been
concentrating on the skaters. In the early twilight, sonme of themhad put on hard hats with
mner's lanps attached to themand these, nowtit, were glinting like fireflies in the approach of
the early twilight The little lights circled and wove figures above the gray of the ice. Patterns
of all kinds had been a fascination to me fromny beginning. It had been the patterns | saw in the
movenents of the stock market that had been the basis of ny success there. Simlarly, with the
managenent of mnmy snownobil e conpany and everything else right up to our duel with the time storm
in which ny ability to see the force-patterns was crucial Now, | was beginning to nake out a
pattern in the encircling lights. It was a fragile, creative pattern, bunt as it devel oped, but
determ ned by the avail able space of ice, the social patterns of the occasion, and the affections

or dislikes of the individuals involved. | felt that if |I could just study the swirl of lights
| ong enough, | would finally be able to identify, by his or her novenents, each invisible

i ndi vi dual beneath a |ight source.

"Who?" | asked again.

"Who? The Enpress! Beer getting to you, Despard? | said, whatTl you do if she cones this way? And
shell be coming, an right, if she lives that |ong; because she's out to take over the world.

You' ve got a pretty good little part-time conbat force but you cant fight three hundred full-
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time sol dier-kids, equipped with transports, planes, helicopters and all sorts of weapons right up
to fly-in light artillery."

"What *fl you do if she comes?" | asked, still not really with him

"Christ! Me? I'll wheel and deal with her, of course,” he grunted into his glass, drinking deeply
fromit. "I know | can't fight her. But you m ght be sucker enough to

try."

He tickled ne. | finally pulled my attention entirely fromthe skater patterns on the ice.

"So?" | said, mimcking his own trick of argunent When he got serious like this, he talked with

t he expl osive-ness of a nineteen-twenties car backfiring. "I better not plan to ask you for help

if I"mcrazy enough to take her on, then? That it?"

"Damrightl" He stopped backfiring suddenly, turned full on to face nme, and switched to purring
like an asthmatic alley cat "But you're smart. You know well as | do how many ways there are to
peel a grape tike that Now, if you'd just let old Cranps do the tal king—for your bunch and m ne
only—+ tell you |l can deal with soneone tike her...."

"Sure you can," | said. "And with you dealing with her for your people and mine, all the other
groups would be forced into joining us, in their own self-defense. Wich wuuld | eave her with the
i dea—particularly since you could help it along while you were doing the dealing—that you were the
real power in this area, the man to settle with; and, tike all the rest, | was in your pocket**
"Screw your He swung away fromnme to stare out the wi ndow at the skating party. H e cold afternoon
was darkening fast; and his fat profile, against the dimring fight, showed panting and angry. "Let
her take your balls then. See if | nake you a neighborly offer tike that a second tinel"

I grinned. He could not help hinmself. It was sinply mhimto push for an advantage as |ong as he
had the strength to do it If |I ever realty needed an alliance with him | knew he would junp at
the thinnest offer. Fromwhat Bill had told ne, we would have had very little trouble conquering
al |l our neighbors, including Cranps and his dan, if we took the notion. But all this did not alter
the facts that the Enpress was
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nothing to grin about and that the old man had a head on his shoul ders. | sobered.

"What's this about her having three hundred full-tinme soldiers, aircraft and artillery?" | asked

"Where'd you hearthatr
"One of ny boys cane back fromthe west coast** he said.
"Back fromthe west coast?" | said. "Wen did any one of your people go out there?"
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"Ah, it's some time back," he said, taking a drink frombis snifter. He was lying and | knew it
but | couldn't waste half an hour pinning himdown to the truth, "the point is, he was in San Luis
Cbi spo. There's an old arny canp outside that town, and she's been using it as a training area.

Al'l the people in town know about the planes and the helicopters and the guns. And the soldiers
came into San Luis nispo every night to bit the bars. They've got four actual bars in there."
"She's got half the world to go after down to the top of South America, and the other half clear
up to Al aska," | said. "What nakes you think she'd be comng this way?"

"Don't be a jerk," grunted Ryao. "It's not country you take over nowadays. It's people. The

i nportant places. And this place is inportant enough. It's got you here."

Unfortunately, he was right. It bad gradually begun to dawn on ne, since | cane fromliving

exclusively inside my own skull, how nuch | was considered sone sort of post-tine stormw zard,
not only anong the people of our own conmmunity, but generally around the gl obe. Wy they had
settled on ne and not on Porniarsk—er even on Bfll, for that matter—puzzled ne. Possibly Bill was

not col orful enough to make good myth and | egend; and Porniarsk could be considered too i nhuman to
be judged the wi zard rather than the wizard's famliar. But it was a fact that this inpression of
me seened to be spreading all over the world, according to the shortwave talk we heard, no doubt
growing nore wild and hairy the greater its distance from anyone who had ever seen ne hi person
That being the case, it suddenly made sense why the Enpress night nmount an expedition in ny
direction. She could hardly lose. If | was as magical as runor had it she would be acquiring a

val uable sort of Merlin. If I was not she could still keep ne close under waps and maintain the
| egend, threatening people with ny powers, and
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gaining the sort of credit anyone -acquires by owning a pet sorcerer

A comer of that situation suddenly opened up into innunmerable corridors of possibilities; and die
pattern-seeking portion of ny nmind began to gallop along themto map out the territory to ny own
advant age.

Ryan was still talking to ne.

"Whatr | asked.

"Got through to you with that, didn't 1?" he said.

"That's right. Cranps,"” | told him "you got through to ne."

| turned to face him

"I want to talk to that boy of yours," | said. 4<l want to hear himtell roe about everything he
saw. "

Wll, now !l don't know ... ." "W can dicker over your price for letting himtalk to ne later. Is

he here with the people you brought al ong?"

**No, ** said Ryan, frowning. "Now, where did he say he was going? Seens to ne he said sonething
about going east this tine ....**

But, of course, this was only his way of naking sure he gave nothing away for nothing. | had to
prom se him Fd send someone over to do welding for nun on a windm |l generator he was putting
up—Aone of his group could weld for sour apples; and then of course, it turned out that the
relative who'd been on the west coast was out on the ice right now, together with the others we
were wat ching fromthe w ndow.

I had the boy in—he was only eighteen—and with Ryan, Bill* and Ell en standing by, we shook him
down for everything he could renmenber about the Enpress and her armed forces. He was a little
reticent about why he had gone away to the Pacific coast in the first place. | got the -inpression
he had had a fight with Ganps and run off before the old man coul d have hi m beaten up by sone of
the nore | oyal sons and daughters of the clan. He kept noving because he ran into no one who
particularly wanted himto stay; and so he had ended up somewhere around San Bernardi no, where be
found work as a wagon-driver (the west coast .was short of petroleum products, and horse breeding
was becoming a way of fife). As a teanmster he had eventually driven a |load of freight north to San
Luis Cbispo and spent a week or so in the town before selling his freight goods to soneone ot her

t han t he
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person he was supposed to deliver themto, and cutting and running with the sale price.

Once safety away from San Luis Cbi spo, he had decided to head home. Not only because San

Ber nardi no was now an unhealthy place for him but because be thought he could probably buy his
way back into Granps* favor with the stories he had to tell, if Dot with his newy acquired
possessi ons. For he had used the value of the goods he had stolen to buy hinself the best horse,
saddl e and rifle he could rind. Besides, as be told us, he was nore than a tittle homesick by that
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tinme.

It turned out, however, he did not have that much nore of value to add to what G anps had al ready
told me, except that his description of the planes used to transport the Enpress* troops reveal ed
themto me to be VIQL's, vertical-take-off-and-landing craft. That bit of information expl ai ned
how t he Enpress could plan to airlift her soldiers into potential battlefields around a world
where airports and landing strips were either no longer hi existence or in bad states of repair
Wth VTOL's, she would be able to | and just about anywhere.

But +here was a joker in the deck at the same time. My mind went click and put the matter of the
petrol eum shortages and the horse breeding together, in a mlitary context Her aircraft woul d need
fuel to operate. That neant that to cone as far east as we were, she either had to be sure of
finding refueling spots along the way—the remains of cities with fuel still in storage

somewher e—er cany her fuel along. To carry it along in the aircraft thensel ves would | eave no room
for the troops. It was an equation in supply that had only one sensible solution. Before she went
anywhere, she would need to send the fuel ahead of her overland, for which horse-drawn wagons were
the only answer. Not only that, but her soldiers nmust necessarily hoof it to within a few mles of
their objective. Meanwhile, the pilots of the aircraft would undoubtedly fly themenpty, except
perhaps for the Enpress herself and her inmediate staff, to a rendezvous with the soldiers on
foot, when those were at last within striking distance of their objective.

I sent Granps and his wandering relative away and laid the matter, as | sawit, before Bill and
Ell en.

"What it neans,** | told them "is that we've got a cushion of a few nonths between the tinme when
she deci des
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to come this way and when she actually gets here. Not only that, but we ought to be able to set up
some sort of agreenent with communities west of us to warn us when her soldiers and wagons start

to come through. Is there soneone around here we could send off to do that for us?" Bill |ooked at
El | en.

There's Doc. He'd be good at it," Bill said, "if you could spare himfor a couple of weeks."
"Doc?" | echoed; and then | saw them | ooking at ne. **All right, all right. |I just can't get over

how young he is." That was not the right thing to say. Ellen's face did not change an inch, but |
could feel her reaction.

"Once they get to know him" Bill said, "Doc can conmand a |ot of respect. And it isn't exactly
tike taking a stroll in the park, travelling around tike that these days. Toe nunber of things
that still mght have kept sonmebody tike young Ryan from com ng back alive m ght surprise you
Marc. Wth Doc, we'd have the best possible chance of getting our envoy back."

"Al right," | said, ft was a time for giving in.. "I was just thinking how he'd strike other
people who'd see himthe way | see him But you know better than | do. | suppose | ought to get to
know himbetter nyself." Ellen grinned, a thing she did rarely. "You'll learn," she said.

I waa left with the feeling that while ! was forgiven, | had lost a point to her, nonethel ess.

Well, as | told nyself after they left, all that was nainly in her, Bill and Marie's departnent My
departnent, right now, was tracking down that something | searched for in the library and hi ny
own head. | had not been able to do nmuch while the holiday season was still on, with the guests
around; but as soon as all that nonsense was over, | went back to work.

The search | returned to kept producing the same results as it had before, only nmore of them |
kept picking up clues, bits, indications, tw ngles—all themwhat you like. Wiat they all really
added up to was evidence that what | searched for was not just in ny inmagination. At the sane

time, they were no nore than evidence. | began to tie awake nights, listening to the breathing of
t he wonan-body besi de ne, staring at the noon-ahadowed ceiling over the bed and trying to stretch
my mind to forman inmage of what | was after. But all | could come up with
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was that whatever its nature, it was sonething of a kind with the tinme storm Not akin to the tine
storm but sonething belonging to the sane aspect of the universe.

What | searched for had to deal with the total universe, no matter what else it did. If nothing

el se, the track of its footsteps was undeniably there, like the track of some giant's passing, al

t hrough the thought and creativity of the literary world.

| becane avaricious, inpatient to close on the quarry | hunted. My readi ng speed, which had been
fast to begin with, increased four or five tines over. | galloped through books furiously,

swal lowi ng their information in huge gulps, nmaking a pile of unread volunes at the right of ny
chair hi the library every norning, mentally ripping out the information they contained hi chunks,
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and dropping tile enpty to the left of the sane chair, in the same second that | was picking up
the next- book. As the winter wore on toward spring, | becane tike an ogre in a cave — turned
into a blind Pol yphemus, nmade drunk by U ysses, bellow ng for books, nore books.

Nonet hel ess, | did not |ose nyself in this, the way | had |ost nyself after Sunday's death.
continued to dress, shower, shave, and eat ny neals on tine. | even pulled nyself out of ny search
now and then when there was an administrative or social matter that needed the attention of Marc
Despard. But, essentially, the winter snows and the waking year that took place around ne this
year were tike sone scene painted fresh daily on a wall at which | barely |ooked; and it came as a
shock to ne one nmorning to ook out on the fields of April and see that the snow was gone and
there was a fuzz of new green everywhere.

I had made a fresh stack of books at the end of the previous day on the right side of nmy chair
but the norning | first noticed the new green of the |andscape, X did not reach out, as usual, to
pick up the top volume and start devouring it. For some reason the O d Man was not keeping ne
conpany that day. Lately the sun, through the wall of w ndows, had been so warmthat | had gotten
out of the habit of making the fire in the fireplace. That norning a curious stillness and peace
seenmed to hold aOthe room piled and cluttered and junbled as it now was with the books | had
demanded and di scarded until it |ooked tike a warehouse.
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But out beyond the wi ndow was warm yell ow sunlight; and where | sat was |ike a small bubbl e of

ti nel essness, a nonment out of eternity where anyone could catch his breath, w thout the nonment
wast ed being charged against his life. Instead of reading, | found nyself just sitting, |ooking
out down the slope and over the town and the plain beyond.

| had been reading a great deal of witing on religion in the past few weeks, on yoga and Zen and
all the martial arts, trying to pin down what the Chinese called Ch'i and the Japanese Ki, and
whi ch was usually translated by the English word "spirit.” As | sat staring out the wi ndow, a nale
cardinal flew down and perched on a feeding platformfor birds which Bill had set up during the
winter with ny hardly noticing it | stared at the cardinal; and it came to ne that | had never
seen such a beautiful color inny life as the rich red of his body feathers |eading up to the

bl ack ones at his throat He bal anced on the feeder, pecked at sonme seeds Bill had put there, then
lifted his head and was perfectly still against the high blue sky of spring. Sonething happened.
Wt hout warning, the tunel ess nonent that encl osed ne al so reached out through the gl ass pane of
the wi ndow to enconpass the cardinal as well. It was not a physical thing happening, it was a
nmonent of perception on ny part—but all the sane it was real. Suddenly |I and the cardinal were
together. W& were the sanme, we were identica

I reached down and picked up not one of the unread books, but the |ast volune that had been in mny
hands the evening before. It fell open near the beginning, where | had laid it face down, open,
for a mnute yesterday; and under the influence of the tineless nonent, the words |I had read
before stood forward to speak to me with a voice as large as the world. They were the words of the
openi ng paragraph of Chapter 2: THE VALUE OF OUR EXI STENCE, in the book Aikido in Daily Life by
Koi chi Tohei, who had founded Ki Society International, and who had hinsel f studied under Master
Mori hei Ueshi ba, the founder and creator of the art of Aikido.

"Qur lives are a part of the life of the universal. If we understand that our life came fromthe
uni versal and that we have cone to exist in this world, we nmust then ask

oursel ves why the universal gave us life. In Japanese we use the phrase suisei-nushi, which neans
to be born drunk and to die while still dreaming, to describe the state of being born without
understanding the neaning of it and to die stitt not understanding . L

Wth that it all cane together; not suddenly, but at once, so that it was as if it had al ways been
together. | had been |ike soneone born drunk, doonmed to die drunk—and now | was sober. The
cardinal was still on the feeder; the tinmeless nonent still held the library; but it was as if a
strange golden |ight had come out to flow over everything. Al at once | understood that what |
had been after was not just in the scraps of tines | had read in the books that had passed so
hotly through nmy hands. It was not the fragnents of ideas, the shards of wi sdons | had studied
that al one were precious bits of what | sought; but that everything | had read, everything | bad
experienced, the world and all init—all tine and all space—we're what | hunted and needed to
grasp. And now | could grasp it, not by maki ng ny hands big enough to cup the universe hi ny

pal ns, but by taking hold anywhere, in anything as snall as a nonent, a sentence, or the sight of
a bird on a feeder.

Wth that understanding, it seemed to ne that the
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gol den tight was suddenly everywhere; and | was abruptly
aware of life around nme as far as ny mnd could stretch

to picture it I could feel the rapid beating of the heart

of the cardinal on the feeder. |I could feel the beating
hearts of the ezperinentals and the hunans at the foot of
the slope. | could feel the slow, true life in the firs and the
oaks and the grasses and Sowers. | could feel the blind
stirring of the earthworms in the newly warnmed earth. My

new sensitivity ranged on and out without limt, beyond

the horizons and over the whole world. | could feel life
stirring everywhere, fromthe shark cruising the hot tropica
seas, to the Weddell seal sun-bathing on the south Pol ar
,Ice. The whole gl obe beat to the rhythns of existence, and
bel ow t he beat were the quieter, nore nassive rhythms of

the inanimate, of the soil, rock, water, w nd, and sunlight
Gavity pulled. The Coriolis force spun, clockw se to the
north, counterclockwise to the south. The interm xing
patterns of weather sounded together tike the disciplined
instruments of an orchestra rendering a synphony.

I do not renenmber the golden light |eaving and the sen-
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sitivity it had brought me. Just, after a while, it was gone and the cardinal had vani shed from
the feeder. | was back to feeling with nerely the ordinary sensitivities of my body and m nd; but
within those | felt alive as | never had before. Everything seemed as if seen under a very bright
light, clear and sharp. My mnd was racing. | seethed with energy, | could not wait to put what |
had just found to practical use. | bolted fromthe chair and went out of the sumrer pal ace by the
entrance where the vehicles stood. There was a jeep sitting in the parking area. | clinbed behind
its wheel and sent it bouncing down the slope toward the town. | did not quite know where or how I

was going to take hold of- the universe in the new way of doing so that had just becone clear to
me; but now it seened inpossible that | could not find a place and a means-.

But oddly, as | got close to the flat ground and the bouses, a strange shyness canme over ne. | had
been down there only briefly before on half a dozen separate occasions, and each tinme | had gone
directly to Gty Hall to see Ellen, Marie, or soneone else, then left again in | ess than an hour.
It cane honme to ne that | really had never nmet those who lived in the town; and | was abruptly as
consci ous of my stranger status as a grade school child on a first day at a new school

| parked the jeep in some bushes that hid it several hundred yards fromthe closest of the
bui | di ngs, got out and went ahead on f oot

The first building | found nyself heading for was a tenporary one with a platformfloor, plank
wal | s and a canvas tent roof. To this was being added a nore pernmanent structure of cenent bl ock
wal I s and gabl e roof, already shingled. There was no glazing as yet in the w ndow openi ng, and
outsi de the door aperture, a white pickup truck was parked, fromwhich a man in blue jeans and
sweater was carrying in various |engths of |unber.

I reached the pickup while he was still inside and waited by it until he canme out again. He was a
| ean, black-haired type in bis late twenties or early thirties with a long, straight nose. "H ," |
sai d.

He gl anced at ne indifferently.

"Hullo," he said, went to the truck, and began pulling off sonme twelve-foot |engths of two by
four.

"Can | give you a hand?"

He | ooked at nme again, not quite so indifferently.

"Al'l right," be said. "Thanks."

| went over to the truck as he backed off fromit with his two by fours, picked up several of ny
own and followed himthrough into the building.

There was no light inside except what came through the wi ndow openi ngs, but this was enough to see
that the building would be illumnated well enough with natural fight, even on dark days, once it
was finished. The two by fours were apparently for wall studs, for he had several partitions

al ready franmed up.

I carried ny load over to where he was piling his. A cenent floor had been poured, but not
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professionally finished, and the footing was both gritty and a little uneven. But it, like the
wal | fram ng and the block laying of the outer shell was good enough for security and use. W

wor ked together at unloading the truck for some tine w thout saying anything to each other.

I found nyself getting an odd pl easure out of being useful in this ordinary way. The feeling was
above and in addition to the pleasure of the physical exertion which, once | warnmed up to it, was

body- enj oyabl e, the way such efforts usually are. | was conscious of the bousebuil der eyeing ne as
we wor ked, but that was as rmuch reaction as he showed until we had finished getting all the two by
fours into the building. I came out fromcarrying in the but two |l engths of |unber and found him

st andi ng, considering what was left on the truck—npstly nails and odds and ends of hardware.

"What next?" | asked him

*1 forgot to pick up conduit for the wiring," he said, without looking at ne. "Well, let's get the
rest of it in. You and | better take the nail cartons together, one by one. They're heavy."

We pulled a nail carton to the open tailgate, took it each on a side and carried it in. As we went
toward the door opening, he spoke. "You're Marc Despard, arent your "Yes, "l said.

Be stared bard at ne for a second. "No, you're not," he said, as we stepped into the sem -jl oom of
the interior. "I"'mafraid I am"
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"You can't be." Tin afraid | am**

"Look, he's got a long beard and he's six inches taller than you are.
down and went out after

anot her .

"I tell you," he said, as we went in carrying the second carton, "you can't be. | know. | know
what Despard | ooks like."

I grinned. | couldn't help nyself.

"So do VI said.

**Then you adnit you aren't him**

W laid the carton of nails

"No," | said. Tin him Wat makes you think Fve got a beard and I'm six inches taller?"
"Everybody knows that Besides, you never cone down fromthat nountain.”

"1 do now."

"Shitl"

We carried hi the other cartons wi thout words. It occurred to ne suddenly that he m ght think I
had been |laughing at himand that all this was sone sort of practical joke on ny part. | was

di stressed.

“I'f I don't look like Marc Despard,"” | asked him "why'd you ask ne if that's who | was?"

He did not answer ne inmediately. It was not until we had made one nore delivery inside and were
back out in the sunlight that he spoke again, wi thout |ooking directly into ny face.

"l don't know why you'd want to help ne."

"You had this truck here to be unloaded," | said. "It goes faster with two people than with one."
"There's got to be nore to it than that" He stopped dead and faced ne. "What's up? Wiat is it?
What's going on? Is there sone kind of |aw here or sonething |like that |'ve broken?"

"Man— | began, and then broke off. **Look, | dont even know your nane."
"Orrin Elscher.”
"Orin—= 1 held out ny hand. "Marc Despard. dad to neet you."

He stared at ny hand as if it had a nousetrap init, then slowy put out his own hand and we
shook,

"Orrin," | said, "it was just such a fine day | thought Fd come down, and when | got here | saw
you unl oadi ng

the truck, so I thought 1'd offer you & hand. That's all there is to it"

He said nothing, only took his hand back. W finished unloading the truck. It was strange, but

once upon a tinme it would have bothered ne that he was bothered. | woul d have geared up
enotionally in response to his enotions. But now all | could think of was what a nice day it was
and the enjoynment of using my body to sone practical and useful purpose. | was getting the sane

sort of pleasure fromunloading that truck that | mght have gotten fromengaging in a favorite
sport; and | was grateful to Orin Elscher for providing me with the opportunity for that

pl easure. As far as his puzzle about ne went, | felt no pressure to explainit. In his own tine he
woul d understand; and if that tinme never cane, it would not nmake any real difference to the world.
Al that really mattered was that his truck was unl oaded, he had been saved sone work, and | had
enj oyed nysel f.
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I had gotten this far in nmy thinking when | renenbered | had left the summer palace intending to
put my new insight to work; and here | had forgotten about it conpletely.

But of course | hadn't | saw the connection now between the insight and what | was presently
doing. | had set out to take hold of the universe; and | had done that There was no such thing as
an unrel ated action; and the act of nmy helping Orin to unload his truck connected with the
necessary conpl etion of his house, the devel opnent of the whole town, the future of the people
here, plus their effect and interrelation with all the rest of the people in the world. In fact,
it connected with the whole future pattern hi a way | could see building and stretching out until
it becane part of the great spider web of interacting forces that contained the time stormitself.
As for me, in enunciating that connection by being part of it and recognizing it, | had expanded
my own awareness that | needed to stretch before | could take the next step against the storm

We finished unl oadi ng the truck

"Well, take care of yourself," | said to Orrin and turned away.

I was perhaps five steps fromhim headed back toward where | had hi dden the jeep, when |I heard
himcall rme.
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"M . Despard—

| turned to find himright behind ne.
"I -+hank you," he said.

"Nothing to thank ne for," | answered. "lI enjoyed the workout | suppose F1ll be seeing you around?”
"Sure," he said-and then, nore strongly, added, "Sure. You will!"

" Good. "

| turned and went. | had gotten a good echo fromhim Iike the unblurred ring of uncracked netal
when you tap a bronze vase with a fingernail. | went back to the jeep, got behind the wheel, and
after a monent's thought headed on into City Hall

But there was no one around when | got there. Even the typists were not at then* desks. | | ooked
at ny watch and saw it was'just after ten in the norning. Coffee break tinme, perhaps. | went out,

got back in the jeep and headed back up toward the sumer pal ace, enjoying the bright day, the
sight of the buildings and people | passed, as if the whole world was sonething narvel ous invented
yesterday that | had never seen before.

When | got to the sunmer pal ace there were eight vehicles of various kinds parked in the parking
area. As | clinbed out of the jeep, Bill cane out of the door with a rush

"There you are,"” he said. "W've been looking all over for you. The Enpress is on her way. W just
got word."

26

We were not surprised to see the helicopters ignore the town and head directly toward the sunmer
pal ace. There were three of them aU die size of aircraft | had flown hi between airports |ike
LaCGuardi a and Kennedy in New York. They could each hold at least thirty people confortably. W
stood in the parking area and watched them cone

—a baker's dozen of us, including the Od Man and Por-nmarsk. There was nothing nmuch el se we coul d
do. Qur advance warnings fromthe cor" """"ties farther west had earlier confirmed the fact that
Paul a M rador, the Enpress, was indeed noving toward us with at [ east five hundred arned bodies
(about one-third of memwonen) plus three .155 nmillineter howitzers. She had apparently nerely
passed through these other communities, pausing just |ong enough to accept their forma

subni ssions on her way. Wsely, no one had tried to oppose her, and we ourselves were hardly in a
position to do so, even though we were probably the strongest single social unit between our
territory and the Rockies.

According to her usual battle plan, which our scouts had confirnmed, she had the main body of her
troops standing off just over the horizon, with the VIOL transports ready and waiting. The

howi tzers were with them ready to be noved in close to pound flat any property we owned before
the troops followed to nmop up any still-living defenders. It was a strong nilitary argunment she
proposed.

« W& had not given in to it—yet. Qur town was evacuated, except for a hal f-dozen fortified
positions with .50 caliber nachi ne guns, hidden anong the buildings. These, if they survived the
artillery, could make it something |l ess than a picnic for the troops advancing on the w eckage.
251
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Whet her the Enpress knew about our nachine guns was a question. She apparently knew a good dea
about us, but possibly not the full extent of our weapons and supplies.
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The rest of our nonconbatants were scattered, back in the hills, with a light force to guard them
and weapons of their own, as well as enough food and ot her basic supplies to |last a year. She
could not hunt themall down, even if she wi shed to spend the tinme trying. Aside fromall this,
there were three nore heavy nmachi ne guns and gun crews canouflaged and dug in to cover this
parki ng area fromthe surroundi ng rocks and trees—and one ot her nachi ne-gun nest hidden inside the
pal ace. Even if she were bringing as many as sixty or eighty soldiers hi her helicopters, it would
not be a wise idea for her to sinply try and make the thirteen of us prisoners by head-on force.
But of course all this was beside the point. She did not really want to waste trai ned people and
anmuni tion on us, any nore than we wanted to fight a small war with her. She and we were both
lining up our resources face-to-face for a bargaining session. The helicopters sidled in, |ooking
very dramatic against the blue sky with its few patches of high clouds, and settled to earth with
a good deal of noise and raised dust

The doors of the two furthest fromus opened, and unifornmed men with rifles and nortars and a
coupl e of light machi ne guns junped out and set up a sort of perineter, facing the surrounding
country. They did not, however, nmove too far away fromtheir planes and seened to be nmaking the
point that they were there to protect the helicopters and thensel ves primarily.

After they had settled down, there was a wait of two or three nore nminutes then the door to the
hel i copter closest to us opened, the steps were run down, and a dozen nmen and wonmen in civilian
clothes cane out to range thent selves like an honor guard in a double Iine ending at the foot of

the steps.

Anot her brief wait, and a single figure cane out. There was no doubt that this was Paula M rador
even if the rest of the proceedi ngs had been designed to | eave any doubt | stared, myself. | had
not seen anything like this since before the time storm nor had any of us, | was willing to bet
We had grown so used to living and dressing with practicality and utility in mnd that we had
forgotten
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bow peopl e had used to wear clothes, and what sort of clothes they m ght wear.

Paul a M rador was a page out of some ghostly fashion nagazine, fromher dainty, high-heeled, cream
col ored boots to an el aborately casual coiffure. She | ooked |ike she had just wal ked out of a
beauty shop. In between was a tall, slimwonman who only nissed being very beautiful by virtue of a
nose that was a little short and a tittle sharp. Besides the boots and the warm brown ban: of her
coiffure, she wore a carefully tailored white pants suit over an open-throated pol ka-dotted

bl ouse, with the wide collar of the blouse lying over the collar of the suit A grey suede

shoul derbag with an el aborately worked silver clasp hung from one shoul der

She took my breath away—and not by virtue of her band-box perfection atone. Her hair was not that
bl onde, her face was not that perfect, but something about her rang an echo of Swannee in ny mnd
She wal ked down the steps, not |ooking at us yokels, and gazed around at the general scenery, then
said sonething to one of her civies-dressed attendants, who popped to and taned away to peel off
an escort of eight arnmed troopers to cone toward us.

Once upon a tinme, | would have credited the attendant with a prior know edge of what | | ooked
like, seeing himconme directly toward ne, alone. Lately, however, | had begun to realize how much
the way in which human beings instinctively position thenselves gives out signals. The group
pattern of those standing around ne anmounted to a sign with an arrow pointing to nme and the words
here is our | eader

At any rate, the envoy, a round-faced young nman in his md-twenties, who | ooked sonething tike a
taller version of Bill, came up within a dozen feet of me and stopped. H's troopers stopped with
hi m

"M . Despard?' be said. "You are M. Despard, aren't you, sir? |I'm Yneho Johnson. The Enpress
would |ike to speak to you. WIIl you follow nme, please?" - | did not nove.

"That makes two of us," | said. Td like to talk to her. Fd like to know what the bell she's doing
here on my property without my invitation. Ill wait here five mnutes. If she hasn't cone
personally to explain by that tine, 111 bl ow the whol e batch of you apart You're parked on
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top of enough buried industrial dynamite to | eave nothing but dust”

He bunked. Whet her because of ny tone and attitude, or because of the information about the
dynamite, was hard to tell. Probably both. The dynanite, of course, was a bluff. It would have
taken twenty truckl oads of that explosive to m ne the whol e parking area even sparsely. But there
was no way he and the rest of Paula's party could be sure we did not have that much; and in any
case, | had nothing to lose by bluffing since they outgunned us anyway.
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He hesitated. | turned away.

"Bill," | said, "see he doesn't waste tinme."'*

I wal ked back a few steps toward the pal ace, hearing Bill's voice behind ne.

"You've lost fifteen seconds already," Bill was saying. "Do you want to try for nore?"

| turned around and saw Johnson, with his escort, retreating at a fair pace toward his mnistress.

He rejoi ned her and spoke aninmatedly. She, on the other hand, as far as we could tell fromthis

di stance, was the picture of cool indifference. She waved a hand gracefully on the end of one slim
wist, and he came back to us with bis bodyguards.

"M . Despard,** he said. The Enpress warns you. |If you're bluffing, you'll be shot down by our
escort troops as soon as the five mnutes are up. If you're not bluffing, whether you kill us or
not, her troops, who |ove her, will catch you and roast you over a slow fire. She, herself, never
bl uffs. **

| turned toward Doc,

"Doc," | said, "shoot him"

Doc unslung the nachine pistol he had hanging fromhis right shoul der

"Stop. Stop-—** shouted Yneho Johnson. "Dont! Wait a minute. IlIl be right back.**
"Just under two minutes left,** | rem nded him and watched himgall op back across to his Enpress.
They were still talking a minute |ater

"Four mnutes up," said Bill, behind ne.

"Let it get down to thirty seconds,” | told him

W wait ed.

"Conming up on four and a half mnutes,** Bill said.
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| stepped out in front of the others and made an el aborate show of |ooking at ny watch
"Now," | said to Bill, under ny breath.

He had a small detonator switch hi his pocket, with a wire running fromit back into the pal ace
and fromthere out again to a spot hi the parking area near its west edge. He reached into the
pocket, pressed the detonator button; and a fountain of dirt exploded very satisfactorily to about
thirty feet in the ah*, thereby cl eaning us out of dynamite al nost conpl etel y—and not industria
dynanmite at that, but the sort of explosive that used to be available hi hardware stores hi m ning
areas. | made a | arge show of | ooking at my watch again.

"Maybe they won't realize it's a warning,** said Marie, tightly.

"They' Il realize," EHen said

They had. The Enpress was at | ast on the nove toward ne—not by herself, but with her whole
entourage surrounding her. Mentally, | docked her a couple of points for not coning sooner. It
shoul d have been obvious to her nmat if there was one patch of ground in the parking area not
likely to be nmined, it would be the space where | and ny own people were standi ng. She canme on
until her group nerged with mne, and she wal ked up to stand face to face with ne, smling.
"Marc," she said, "you and | have to have a private talk."

"I can talk out here," | said.

"You probably can." She was very pleasant "I find it works better for me if | don't take ny own
staff into nmy confidence exclusively. But don*t you think we could both be a little nore rel axed
and free if it was just the two of us chatting?"

It was not an unreasonable argument; and | had al ready nade ny poi nt—shich was that | was not

about to namke any deal behind the back of nmy associates. | could afford to give in gracefully.
"Al'l right Conme inside," | said.

e | took her into the palace. On the still air indoors, | could catch a hint of perfune about her
that had not been noticeable outside. | was suddenly very conscious of her physically—both of her

fermal e presence and her bandbox costuni ng. The ghost of Swannee noved nonentarily
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bet ween us, once nore. On inpulse | took her to the library, cleared the books off one of the
other chairs for her, and we sat down facing each ot her.

"You must have sonebody around who cares about preserving information," she said, |ooking about
the room

"Yes," | said. "What did you want to tal k about ?"

She crossed one | eg over the other

"I need your help, Marc."

"You could have witten ne a letter, Paula."”

She | aughed.
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"Of course—f it'd just been a matter of you and me. But |'mthe Enpress and you' re Marc Despard,
the man who con{rols the tinme storm Wen two people |ike us get together, it has to be a state
visit."

"Aside fromthe fact that | dont begin to control the tine storm™" | said, "what about this state
visit of yours? A state visit with an arnmy and three howitzers?"

"Don't pretend to be sonething other than the intelligent man | know you are," she answered. "All
this show of force is an excuse for you, Marc—an excuse for you to agree to work with ne because
that's the only way you can keep the people you have around you now from being hurt”

*Tm t hat val uabl e?"

"I said, don't pretend to be less bright than you are. O course you're that valuable."

MAB right But why should | take advantage of your excuse? Wiy should | want to work with you, in
any case?"

"Woul dn't you rather have the resources of the whole world at your fingertips, than just what you
can reach here, |ocally?**

**| dont need any nore than | have here," | said.

She | eaned forward. There was an intensity, a vibrancy about her that was very real, unique. She
had to know | knew she was using it deliberately to influence ne.

"Marc, this world still has got a |ot of people in it who need putting back together into a single
wor ki ng conmunity. Don't tell me you don't want to have a hand hi that You' re a natural |eader
That's obvious, aside fromthe time stormand what you've done with it. Can you really tell ne
you'd turn your back on the chance to set the world right?"
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She either had a touch of the occult about her, or she was capable of reading patterns from
behavi or al nost as accurately as | mght have nyself. My deep drive to defeat the tinme storm
reached out with its left hand to touch the basic human hunger to conquer and rule. Mentally, |
gave her back the two points | had docked her earlier—and a couple nore besides. But | did not

answer her right away; |ike a good sal esman, she knew when to cl ose.
"Say you'll at least talk it over with me hi the next few days," she added.
"I suppose | can do that," | told her

So it turned out that her appearance becane a state visit in reality. The nmain body of her troops
and the howitzers stayed out of sight over the horizon, although none of us, including ne, ever
forgot they were there; and she, with her imrediate official famly, slipped into the role of
guests, as old Ryan and the others had been over the Thanksgi ving holi days.

She was a good deal nore entertaining than ny nei ghbors had been, and nuch nore persuasive. She
had a mind |ike a skinning knife. But the nost effective argunment she brought to bear on ne in the
next five days was the pretense that she was putting her mlitary strength aside and trying to
convince nme by argunent alone. | knew better, of course. As | just said, none of us could forget
those troops and the artillery just beyond field glass range. But her refusal to bring her
mlitary nmuscle directly into the discussion left me to argue silently with my own consci ence over
whether it was not just personal pride or stubbornness on ny part that made ne so willing to
expose ny wives and friends to death or maimng rather than join forces with her

She had another lever to use on ne, although at the tine | did not rate its effectiveness with
that of the argument-only ploy. She was reputed to have the kind of |egendary sexiness that nade
her troops dream of her at night and consider all other women as wat ered-down substitutes; but |
got no such signals fromher at all Except for the odd nonents in which she rem nded ne of

Swannee, she was good conpany and interesting, that was all. At the sanme tine, by contrast she did
seemto make Marie look linmted and unworldly, and Ellen juvenile.

O course, she and | had very little tinme out of each
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other's conmpany. W were the two heads of state and if she was to be entertained by us, | usually

had to be on stage nyself. The time | had with my own people was what was |eft over, usually
either the early hours in the norning, before Paula had put in an appearance fromthe severa
roons—suite was too pretentious a word for themwe had turned over to her and her several persona
attendants—er late at night after she had tired out

It was a situation that put both Ellen and Marie, particularly, at sone distance from Paul a and
nmysel f, but perhaps this was not a bad arrangenent It devel oped that neither of theml|iked her or
saw anyt hi ng but serious trouble conmng fromany extended association with her

"She really doesn't |ike you, either, you know," Marie told me, the evening of the third day Paul a
had spent with us. "She doesn't |ike anyone."
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"She can't afford to," | said. "She's a ruler. She's got to keep her head clear of |ikes and

di slikes for individuals so she can make her decisions strictly on the basis of whether sonething
is a good thing for her people, or not**

"A good thing for her or not, yo,u nean," said Marie.

That was unusual |y outspoken for Marie. But the nore |I thought over what | had said to her, the

nmore | liked the ring of ny own words. | went to Ellen's roomand tried the sane speech on her
El l en snorted.
"I's that supposed to be an answer?" | said. "All right; tell me. Exactly what is it that's wong

wi th Paul a?”

"Nothing's wong with her," said Ellen

"Wl |, you nust think something's wong or you wouldn't be acting this way. Wuat is it?"

"You. "

" NB 2"

"You want to be a dam fool, go ahead and be one.**

I lost ny tenper.

"How can | be a damm fool ? Fve got to find sone way to deal with her and do it with gl oves on. She
can wi pe us aU off the map if | don't!"

El l en got up out of bed, put on her clothes and went for a wal k—at three in the norning. Nobody
but she could have done sonething fike that with such finality and enphasis. Her back was an
Recl amati on mark goi ng out the door.
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Bin did not like her either. Neither did Doc. For that natter, neither did the Od Man, who al ways
di sappeared when Paul a cane on the scene. | began to feel like the tragic hero in a Geek play
with the chorus in unison warning ne of disaster at every step. | did not nmention any of this to

Paul a; but she evidently sensed some of it at |east, because along about the end of the week she
got off on a subject that was particularly tinely in view of the situation

" It wa lonely life," she said, apropos of sonething |I had said. W were taking a strol

t hrough the woods bel ow the sumer palace early in the norning. "Rank does nore than isolate you
socially. Do you realize, Marc, you're essentially the only person hi the world | can talk to on
the level, so to speak? Wth everyone el se, | have to renenber Fmthe Enpress. But it's not even
that so much as having to put nyself in the balance sonetines agai nst everyone around ne when it
comes to making decisions. Every so often, all the advice | get is one-sided; and sonetinmes | have
to brace nyself to turnit all down and go just the opposite way, because when it gets down to it
| have to trust ny own decision nmore than all of theirs or else I"'mnot a fit ruler."”

"I know what you nean," | said.

"Sure you do." She glanced at nme for a nmonent, then | ooked ahead the way we were wal king. "You
can't take on responsibility w thout taking on everything else that goes with it"

She stopped and turned to face me. | stopped al so, necessarily, and turned toward her.

"That's why it would nean so nmuch to have you with nme, Marc," she said. "I know you've got your
own work with the tine storm |'ve only just begun to realize these | ast few days how i nportant
that is. But what you're needed nore for, now, is to help me unify this torn-up Earth we've got
and put it on a single, working comunity basis. That's your higher responsibility, at the
nmonent . "

"And if I'mnot with you, |I'm against you?" ' "Ch, Marc!" she said, sadly. "I'"mnot a nonster."

| felt slightly ashaned of nyself. It was a fact that, so far, | had seen nothing hi her that was
not reasonable to the point of being adnirable. The only evidence | had ever had that contradicted
this was contained in the |arge
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body of runor about her; and | bad some experience with runmors, having heard sone of the ones that
circulated about ne. "Well," | said, "how rmuch tine are you asking ne to

i nvest ?"

"A couple of years at the npst." She | ooked sideways at ne as we wal ked. "Certainly no nore than

t hat "

**You think you can take over the world in two years? That's better than Al exander's record, and
he was only thinking about the Asian continent.'1

"There arent that many peopl e nowadays. You know that as well as | do," she said. "And it's a
matter of contacting just the | arge popul ation centers. Once those are organi zed, the snal
communities in each area and the individuals will want to adjust to the situation on their own."
"Two years.. ." | said. All at once, it seemed like a long tinme away from here, away fromtoe
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i brary and Porni-arsk*s workroom

"Look," she said, stopping again. Once nore we faced each other and, for the first time since

had known her, she touched ne, putting a hand lightly on ny arm "Let*s forget about it for today.
Why don't we do sonmething different? You let ne entertain you for a change."

" HowT

"W'll fly to ny base canp and have lunch there. You can see for yourself what ny regular soldiers
are tike and why | think it won't take even two years to bring order to the world,"

"I don't know," | said. *The others may worry. . , ."

"Even if they do, it'll do them good," she said. "Wen they see you com ng back safe and sound
after going off alone with me, they'll understand |'mno one to be afraid of."

"Al'l right"

We went back up to the palace. | did not quite feel like telling Ellen or Marie | was taking a
solo jaunt into Paula's arnmed canp, so | |looked for Bill or Doc. Doc was the one | found first;

and he took the idea of my going calmy enough. In fact, it seemed to ne his eyes even lit up a
bit at the idea
"Want ne to cone?" he asked

"I't's not necessary— | checked nyself. "Cone to
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think of it, why not? You may be able to see sone things there | won't"

I sent himto tell Bill we were both going and went back to explain to Paula that there would be

two of us, feeling somewhat smug with the notion that I had taken sone of the force out of the
obj ections the others would have to ny going entirely al one.

"Of course, bring him" said Paula graciously, when | nentioned that | couldn't come after aH

unl ess | bad soneone |ike Doc along with me. It had occurred to ne that, just as | had, she m ght

be underestimati ng Doc because of his youth. | had | earned better during the past few nmonths; but
if she was making the sane initial error, it could do us no harmand mght turn out to our
advantage. On the helicopter ride to her canp, accordingly, | watched her closely for any sign

that this was the case, but saw no clear signals either way. She was friendly but alittle
condescending to him which could mean that she did not, in fact, recognize his worth, or sinmply
that she lunped himin with all those human bodi es she | ooked down on from her status as Enpress.
The canp, when we got there, was inpressive enough. Paula's soldiers mght or nmight not |ove her
as runmor had it, but they were well-unifornmed, wen-arnmed, and under good discipline. Their field
tents were pitched in a hollow square with Paula's clunp of larger tents at the center, so that
these were protected on all sides. The helicopter that brought us put us down in the open space
outside this interior clunp of tents and within the canp area. |If Paula had been intending to make
me prisoner once she had ne here, she would have had no difficulty once we bad | anded. There were
armed guards ten deep around ne in all directions.

But as it was, our visit was nothing but pleasant Paula evidently travelled with a full conpl enent
of personal servants— estinmated at |least two full helicopter-loads worth, which neant that she

m ght not have needed to be so saving of fuel as | had guessed—ncl udi ng a nunber of younger

wonen, none of them quite as good-|ooking as she was, but close enough. These were dressed as
imprac-tJcally as she was, with an eye to appearance rather than practicality; and this puzzled ne

until | began to realize that their primary job, or at least their highly inportant
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secondary job, was to act as ornanents and gei shas. They were all over Doc and ne while we were
havi ng cocktails before lunch, and they both served and joined us at the

meal itself.

I did not at all mind being fussed over by these attendants; and | could all but see Doc's ears
wiggling. | say* |I could all but see his ears wi ggling. Wat | saw, of course, was that they did
not wiggle at all, and he was so poker-faced and deternminedly indifferent to the attentions he was
getting that it was al nost painful to watch. Being a little nore case-hardened by years than Doc,

I had a corner of my mind free to note that it was a shrewd nove of Paula's to provide herself
with such courtiers. Not only did they act as a setting to show her off and enphasi ze her
authority, they added an extra | evel between her and ordinary femal e humanity. Perhaps her troops

did worship her, after all, seeing her set off this way, in the same way that they might worship a
god or a deni god.
After lunch, Paula called in the commander of her soldiers, a snall, |ean, grey-haired nman naned

Aruba with three stars on each shoul der strap of his inpeccable uniform General Aruba and Paul a
toget her took us out to | ook over the canp and observe her troops. Those in uniformwere al
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young. | saw sone boys and girls | could swear were no nore than fourteen or fifteen years ol d.
They were all cheerful, bright-looking and had the air of individuals aware of thenselves as
menbers of an elite group. There was a curious uniformty anong them too, which puzzled ne for a
while before | realized that | saw no tall bodies anong them either fermale or nale. Like the
general, they were short, and nost tended to a squareness of body.

Aside fromthen* size, though, they were inpressive. They were apparently spending their time in
active training while awaiting the results of Paula's negotiations with us. They had set up an
obstacl e course outside their canp, and we watched as sone thirty or forty of nemran through it,
|l ooking like trained athletes. They were, as Granps Ryan had hinted, a far cry fromny part-tinme
mlitia.

After the inspection tour, we stepped into Paula's |largest tent once nore for drinks and then were

flown back to the sunmer palace. | was itching to know what Doc's reaction was to everything we
had seen; but | was back in
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host position again and could not abandon Paula to plunge i mediately into conference with one of
my staff. So it was nine that night before | had a chance to get together with himand the others.

We held a staff neeting down in the Gty Hall, safely away fromthe sunmer pal ace and the view or
hearing of any of Paula's attendants.

"Well," | said to Doc, when we were at |ast gathered over the coffee cups in Ellen's office—he and
I, Ellen, Marie, and Bill—=how about it? What did you think of those soldiers of hers?"

**Wefl," Doc scratched his right ear, "they're in good shape physically. They're well-trained.
They' re young and bouncy and they've | earned to obey orders. |I'd guess they know their jobs—

"Tough as we've heard they are, then,*' said Ellen
"Maybe, " sai d Doc.
*Why maybe?" | denanded
"WeB," said Doc, 'they're not veterans. My dad and the other officers used to talk a | ot about
that; and it was a fact | nean, | could see it too. The ones who' d actually been shot at sonmewhere
along the Iine knew what it was |ike; but there was no way the ones who hadn't been shot at could
know what it was |like. My dad and the others used to say there was no telling what a nan who
hadn't been shot at was going to do the first tinme he was."
"What makes you so sure the ones we saw haven't been shot atr Bill asked.
Doc shrugged.
"They just ook like they haven't | nean, it shows."
"HowT | said. "For exanpter
**WeH ..." he frowned into his coffee cup for a second, then | ooked back at me. They're too bright-
eyed and bushy-tailed. Too gung ho. You understand? If they were veterans, they wouldn't be
wasting energy except when they had to. For exanple, when they were off duty, you' d see them off
their feet, setting or lying down sonewhere. That sort of thing."
We thought about it for a nonent

**You try to renenber,” Doc said, "when it was you last heard of the Enpress actually fighting
anyone. Maybe on the |slands, where she started, there was some fighting. But ever since she
| anded on the west coast, it teens she just shows up with afl those guns and whoever she's dealing
with surrenders.”
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Then you think we m ght have a chance, fighting her?" Bill asked. "Is that it?"
"W m ght have a chance,"” Doc said. "One tiling for sure, the people we've got carrying guns are
going to use diem and keep on using themwhen the fighting starts.** There was anot her short

silence, full of thought. "I don't like ft," said Marie finally. There's still too many of them
conmpared to us."

"l think so too," | said. "Even if we were sure of winning, | don't want our town wecked and even
one of our people killed. Now, Paula's been after nme to join her for the next year or two while
she brings the rest of the world under control— They all started to talk at once.

"All right, now just hang on there for a noment!" | told them "If | do decide to go with her, it

doesnt necessarily mean |'mgoing to stay for two years, or even one year. But if that's the best
way, or the only way, to get her to | eave everybody el se al one here, then ny spending sone tinme
with her is a cheap way to buy her off."

"But what sort of a place will this be without you?" said Marie fiercely.

"Come on, now," | said. *The rest of you run everything here. All Fve been doing is sitting around
and readi ng books. You can spare ne, all right"
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“Marc," said Bill, "you aren't needed here because you've got duties. You' re needed here because
you're the pivot point of the whole settlenent” "Let himgo," said Ellen. "It's what he wants to
do." Bill |ooked at her quickly. "You don't mean that**

"All right, |I don't" said Ellen. "But H gripes ne." She folded her arnms and | ooked hard-eyed at

me. "And what about the tinme storn?" Bill said to ne. "How can you keep on working toward a way to
do sonet hi ng permanent about that, if you go off with Paula? Wiat if the bal ance of tenporal
forces we set up breaks down sonetinme in the tinme you' re gone? What if it breaks down tonorrow?"

"If it breaks down tonorrow, | cant do a thing nore about it but try to reestablish the bal ance
again, the way | did the first tinme."

"You can't do that if you're not here," Marie said. "Don't talk nonsense, Marie," | said to her
"Paul a
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needs a stable Earth as nuch as we do. She'd send me back in a hurry to reestablish a bal ance of
forces if that bal ance broke down and mstwalls started noving again.” "It might not be so easy to
reestablish next time, Por-niarsk says,"” Bill put in. "Wat about that?"

"If it*s not as easy, if s not as easy," | told themall. "I tell you I'mnot yet ready to take on

the tine stormagain to produce any nore pernmanent state of balance than | did before."

For a second, nobody said anything. The silence was as prickly as a fistful of needles.

"Anyway," said Ellen, "have you checked wi th Porni-aisk? You owe himthat much before you do
anything like going off."

As a matter of fact, | had conpletely forgotten about Porniarsk. The avatar was never concerned or
consulted in any of our purely human councils about conmunity natters; and as a result | bad
fallen out of the habit of thinking about himwhen decisions like this were to be nmade. Ellen was

quite right I could not do anything with the tinme stormif |I lost the help of Porniarsk. If |
sinmply went off with Paula and he should think I'd given up on the storm...

1 haven't checked with himyet” | wid. "O course | will, ni go talk to himnow | suppose he's in
the Iab?" "I think so,"” said Bill.

"Yes, he is," said Ellen. "I was just in there." That bit of information caught at ny attention

As far back as | could renmenber, Ellen had never paid any particular attention to Porniarsk. |

went out and down the corridors toward the lab. On the way, | passed the little interior courtyard

where Sunday |ay preserved; and on inpulse | checked, turned, and went in to look at him

I had not come to see himin nonths. It had been a painful thing even to think of himfor a |ong
time; and wrl e now the pain was understood and | argely gone, the habit of avoi dance was stil
strong hi me. But at this noment there was a feeling hi ne alnost as if | should let the crazy cat
know that | was going—as if he was still alive and would worry when | did not come back

i medi ately. The roofless courtyard was dark, except for star-glow, when | stepped into it and
cold with the spring night | closed the door by which | had cone out and reached out to thunmb on
the light switch controlling the
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floodlights around the walls. Suddenly the courtyard was illumnated so brightly it hurt ny eyes;
there, to my right, was the transparent box hi which Sunday | ay.

It was like a rectangular fish tank a little longer than the | eopard and perhaps three feet deep,
set up on a wooden support about coffee table height and dinensions. Wthin, it held that sane
fluid-looking stuff that filled Porniarsk*s universe view ng tank and which he had given ne to
understand was actually something like an altered state of space—+f you coul d picture nothi ngness
as having variable states. At any rate, what he told me it did was to hold Sunday's body hi a
condition outside of the novenent of time, any time. As a result, his body was even now in exactly
the sane condition it had been in less than two hours after his death, when Porniarsk had
surrounded it with a jury-rigged version of this non-tenporal space tank.

Nearly two hours, of course, was far too long for bun to have been dead if we had been hoping for
any sort of biological revival. If it had been possible to nend his wounds and start his life
processes in the present state of his dead body, there would have been nothing to bring to life.
H's brain cells had died within mnutes w thout oxygen, and the information contained in them was
| ost A body in perpetual coma woul d have been all we coul d have achi eved.

But what Porni arsk had hopes of was sonething entirely different It was his expectation that, if
we could learn to control the tinme stormeven a little, we nmight be able to either acquire the
know edge directly, or contact others farther up the tenporal line who had it, so that we could
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return the tenporal noment of Sunday's body back to a few seconds before he had been wounded. It
was a farfetched hope and one that |, nyself, had never really been able to hold. But if Porniarsk
could believe init, I was willing to go along with himas far as his faith could take us.

Perhaps at that, | thought to nyself as | stood | ooking at Sunday's silent formlying there with
its eyes closed and its wounds bi dden under bandages, | had indeed had sone secret and sneaking
hope of ny own, after alt | needed to hope. Because Sunday was still there in nmy mnd |like a chunk
of jagged ice that would not nelt He represented unfinished business on ny part He had died

before I could show himthat | appreci ated what he had given me—and the fact that the gift was an
unt hi nking animal's one did nothing to | essen the obligation. Wiat | owed to the others, to Ellen

to Marie perhaps, and Bill—er even to Porniarsk hinself—+ still had time to pay, because they were
still alive and around. But the invoice for Sunday's |ove, and his death, which had cone about
because he had rushed to rescue and protect nme, still bung pinned to the wall of my soul with the

dagger of ny | ate-born conscience.

No—t was not because of how he had died that | was in debt to him | thought now, watching his
nmoti onl ess body in the floodlights. It was what he had done for nme while he was alive. He had
cracked open the hard shell that cased nmy enpbtions, so that now | wal ked through the world feeling
thi ngs whether | wanted to or not; which was sonetinmes pai nful, but which was al so a part of
living. No, regardl ess of what happened with Paula, | could never be diverted permanently from
work with the time storm if only for nmy hope of seeing Sunday alive again, so that | could |et

hi m know how | felt about him

| turned off the fights. Suddenly, in the dark and the starlight, | began to shiver, great
shuddering, racking shivers. | had becone chilled, standing there in the raw spring night in ny
shirtsleeves. | went back to the warmth inside and down the hall a little farther to Pom arsk's
| ab.

He was there when | stepped through its door and the A d Man was with him squatting silently
agai nst one of the walls and watching, as the avatar stood gazing into the universe tank. They
both turned to me as | came toward them

"1 thought Td drop by," | said; and the social words sounded foolish in this working room spoken
to the alien avatar and the experinental, near-hunman aninal. | hurried to say sonmething nore to
cover up the fatuous sound of it "Have you found out anything new?"

Tve made no great gain in know edge or perception,** Porniarsk said, quite as if | had | ast spoken
to himonly an hour or two before, instead of something Iike nonths since.

**Do you think you win?" | said.

"l have doubts | wiH" be said. *TmseMHrited by what | am as this one here— he pointed to the
ad Man, who turned to gaze at himfor a second before | ooking back at
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me, "is self-limted by what he is. Pomi arsk hinself might do a great deal nore. O you night."
"You're sure there's no hope of getting Pom arsk here?** | asked, | had asked that before; but |

could not help trying it again, hi the hope that this time the answer woul d

be different

*Tm sure. There's a chance of sonething | arge being acconplished here. But there's a certainty of
sonet hi ng not so large, but nonethel ess inportant, being acconplished where Porniarsk is now. He
will never |eave that certainty for this possibility."

"And you can't tell nme where he is, even?" "Not," said the avatar, "in ternms that woul d make any
sense to you."

"What if things change? Could you then?" "If things change, anything is possible.” "Yes," | said.
| was suddenly very aware that we were at the end of a long and full day. | would have sat down

just then if there had been a chair nearby; but since neither Porniarsk nor the dd Man used
chairs, the nearest one at the nonent was at a far end of the room and it was not worth ny going
and bringing it back.

"1 haven't been getting anywhere nyself, I'"'mafraid," | said-and i mediately, having said it,
renenbered that this was not quite true. | hesitated, wondering if nmy experience of several days
past with the cardinal that had conme to perch on the bird feeder, and all that had foll owed, would
mean anything to the avatar. "Well, there has been sonething."

He waited. The O d Man waited. If they had been two humans, at |east one of them would have asked
me what that something had been

"1"ve been doing a lot of reading for some tine now. . ." | went on after a nonent; and

proceeded to tell Porniarsk how the O d Man had cracked nme | oose fromthe nental fog |I'd been in
ever since Sunday's death, and how | had started on ny search through everything | could lay ny
hands on between book covers. | had never told himthis before; and, hearing the words coming from
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ny nouth now, | found nyself wondering why | had not.

Porni arsk listened in silence, and the O d Man also |listened. How nuch the O d Man conprehended
had no way of telling. He certainly understood a fair anmount of
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what we humans said to each other, apparently being linmted, not so nmuch by vocabul ary, as by what
was within his conceptual abilities. Certainly he knew | was tal king about him part of the tine,
and al most certainly, he nmust have understood when | was tal king about that noment on the

mount ai nsi de when | was ready to kill himand the touch of his hand stopped ne.

Porniarsk let ne go through the whole thing, right down to the description of the golden Iight and
my helping Orin El scher unload his pickup truck. Wien | was finally done, | waited for himto say
sonet hing, but still he did not

"Well," | said, at last "What do you think? Did | really break through to sonething, or didn't

| 21*

"l1'"ve no way to answer that question,** Porniarsk said. "Any discovery can be val uabl e. \Wether
it's valuable in the way we need it to be, valuable toward | earning how to control the tine storm
I ve no way of knowi ng. Basically, |'d say that anything that expands your awareness woul d have to
be useful ."

I found nyself less than happy with him It had been a great thing to ne, that episode with the
cardinal and the golden light and the passage with El scher; and the avatar's treating it so calmy

rubbed ne the wong way. | was on tile edge of snapping at him then it came to me that | was
havi ng one of the suspect enotions—anger.

So—why was | angry? | asked nyself that, and the answer came back quickly and clearly. | was angry
because | had been expecting to be patted on the back. Subconsciously, | had been cooking in the

back of nmy head an this time a neat little argunment for him to the effect that | had nmade this
| arge step forward, working on my own; so going off with Paula would not waste any tine, since
could continue working toward nore large steps while | was away. But now Porniarsk had shot the
whol e schene down by not showi ng the proper astoni shnent and awe at ny acconplishnment; and | was
| eft without the necessary springboard for ny argunent

Al right So it was a case of going back and starting over agai n—w th honesty this tune.

"We're up against a situation," | said. "I nmay have to |l eave here for a tinme. | don't know how

I ong." "Leave?" Porniarsk asked. | told himabout Paula. "You see?" | said, when | was done. "The
only safe
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way for the people here—and for that matter, for what you have in this roomand any work with the
time storm—is for ne to go along with her, for a while anyway. But it's tenporary. I'll only be
gone for a while. | want you to know that."

"l can understand your intentions,** said Porniarsk. "Can | ask if you' ve wei ghed the inportance
of what you want to protect here against the inportance of what you may be able to do eventually
in conbatting the tinme storn? If nothing else, an accident could destroy you while you' re away
fromhere."

"Accident could destroy nme here."

"I't's much less likely to do so here, however; isn't that so? Wth this Paula, you'll be noving
into an area of higher physical risk?"

"Yes, | guess so," | said. "No. No guess about it You're right, of course.”

"Then perhaps you shouldn't go.**

"God help nme, Porniarsk!" | said. Tve got tol Dont you understand? W can't fight her and survive.

And we've got to survive first and get our work with the time stormdone after, because there's no
way to do it the other way around."

"Tfou're sure we couldn't survive if you stayed?”

"As sure as | am of anything."

He stood* the heavy mask of his features facing me silently for a second.

"Do one thing, please," he said. "It's been sone tine since you |looked into the viewer here. WII
you | ook again now, and tell me if there's any difference in what you see?"

"Of course,” | told him

| stepped up to the tank and |l ooked into it. Now that | focused in on the space contained by it, |
once nore saw the nyriad of tiny lights nmoving about in it | |ooked at them feeling a strange

di sappointnment; and it took me a second or two to realize the reason, | had unconsciously bought
my own story about having acconplished sone breakthrough in understanding, the nonent with the
cardinal. | had really expected to see sonething nore than | ever had, the next time | |ooked into
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this device; and now cane di sappoi nt nent

Identified, the disappointnment grewto a sharp pang. It was against all reason. | did not want to
di scover evidence
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that woul d be against ny going with Paula. | wanted evidence that | should go, and it was exactly

that sort of evidence that | was getting. But 1 realized that this was not what | really wanted—t
was not what ny heart wanted.

| reached into ny nenory to recapture the nonent with the cardinal and the golden |ight that had
been everywhere. But it slipped away fromny inmagination. | could not evoke H A bitter anger
began to rise in ne. My mind beat against the iron bars of its ow inability, and what | reached
for went further and further from ne.

I may have said sonething. | may have snarled, or sworn, or made some sound. | think | remenber
doi ng something like that, though I amnot sure. But suddenly, there was a touch on ny left hand
My mind cleared. | |ooked down and saw the O d Man beside ne. He had taken hold of ny fingers, and

he was | ooking up at ne.

My nmind cleared. Suddenly, Sunday and the cardinal and all things at once cane back together
again. All the angry enotion washed out of ne and | renenbered that it was not by pushing out, but
by taking in, that | had finally found the comon pattern that connected ne with all things el se

I let go then, opened up ny nind to anything and everything, and | ooked into the universe tank
once nore.

There were the lights again. But now, as | watched, | began to pick up rhythns in then: novenents,
and identify patterns. Forces were at work to shift them about, and those forces were revealed in
the patterns | saw. As | identified nore and nore of them their nunber grew until they began to
interact, until larger and larger clusters of fights were | ocking together hi interrelated
movements. There was no golden illum nation around me this time; but there was an intensity—not a
tension, but an intensity —that mounted like nusic rising in volume until it reached a certain
peak, and | broke through. Al at once, | was there.

I was no | onger standing looking into a viewi ng device. | was afloat hi the actual universe. | was

a point of view great enough to see fromone end of the universe to the other and, at the sane
time, able to focus hi on single stars, single worlds. Now | observed not the representation, but
the reality; and for the first time | perceived it as
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a single, working whole. Fromparticle to atom to star, to galaxy, to the full universe itself, |
saw all the parts working together |ike one nmassive |living organi smnoving in response to the
pressure of entropy.

"My God!" | said—and | heard ny own voice through the bones of ny skull, very small and far away,
for I was still out there in the universe. "My God, it's collapsing! It's contracting!"

For it was. What | |ooked at were the patterns of a universe that had been uniformy expandi ng,
all its gal axi es spreading out fromeach other, creating an entropy that was running down at a

uniformrate. But now the pattern had been expanded too far. It had been stretched too thin, and
now it was beginning to break down in places. Here and there, gal axies were beginning to fall back
into the pattern, to reapproach each other; and where this was happeni ng, entropy had reversed
itself. In those places, entropy was increasing, side by side and conflicting with those still-
expandi ng patterns in which entropy continued to decrease.

The result was stress, a chaos of laws in conflict, spreading |like a network of cracks fracturing
a crystal, spreading through the universal space, riding the tides of novement of the solid bodies
t hrough space. It was stress that concentrated and generated new fractures at the points of
greatest mass, prinmarily at the center of the gal axies; and where the fracture lines ran, tine
states changed, forward or back, one way or another.

Four billion years ago, the first stress crack had touched our galaxy. My point of view turned
tinme back to that point and | saw it happen. An accunul ation of entropic conflict near the gal axy
center. A nmassive star that went nova—but unnaturally, inplosion nova.

There was a col |l apse of great mass. A collapse of space and time, followed by an outburst of
radiating tine faults, riding the wave patterns of the stellar and planetary noverments wi thin the
gal axy, until at last the time stormreached far out into the galactic arns and touched our own
sol ar system

What had gone wong was everything. Wiat was falling apart was not nerely this gal axy, but the
universe itself. There was nothing to tie to, no place to stand while the process could be halted,
t he danage checked and nended. It was too big. It was everything, all interconnected, fromthe
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particles within ny own body to the all-encom

TI ME STORM

273

passi ng universe. There was no way | or anyone el se could stop sonething like that. It was beyond
mendi ng by me, by humanity, beyond nending by all living intelligent beings. Facing it, we were

Il ess than transitory notes of dust caught up in a tornado, helpless to even dream of controlling
what hurled us about and would destroy us at its whim...

27

I woke in ny own bed and with the feeling that | had been through this once before. For a nonent,
I could not renenber when; then | recalled ny earlier experience with the universe tank and bow I
had passed out after getting caught up in what | sawthere. | felt a nonentary quirk of annoyance.
If I was going to fold up every time | tried to see things in that tank...

But the annoyance faded as | remenbered what | had, seen. Here, lying hi the famliar bed in the
fam liar roomw th everything sinple and usual about ne, the nenory seemed inpossible, |ike
not hi ng nore than some bad dream But it was not a bad dream It was reality; and in spite of the
confortabl e appearance of everyday security that surrounded nme, the fact of the tine stormas |

had seen it | oonmed over us all like sone giant, indifferent nountain that night crunble and bury
us at any nonent, or mght let us live a thousand years hi peace.
But still ... for all that |I could feel the shadow of the stormstill dark on nme, | was not quite

as destroyed by it as | had been when | had first seen it hi its full dinmensions, imaged in the
tank. A reaction had taken place inside me* a stubborn reflex against utter despair and

hopel essness. There was no way | could even begin to dream as | had for so long, of controlling
the storm And still . . . and still. . . something inside ne was refusing to give up. Sone
strange and snorky part of my being was insisting that the situation could stiU be fought and
per haps overcone.

It was inpossible. Perhaps a thousand nore individuals |ike nyself, armed with powers beyond the
powers of gods, night have stood a chance of achieving control, but
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| was al one and had no such powers. Only, there it was. | could not let go. Sonething in me

refused to do it

Ellen cane in, carrying a glass of water

"How are you?" she asked

Tmall right," | said.

The shade was pul |l ed down on the bedroom s one wi ndow and a |light was on. But now that | | ooked,
saw the paler, but brighter, gleam of daylight around the edge and bottom of the shade.

"How | ong have | been here?** | asked, as she cane over to ne. She banded nme the glass of water
and al so, two white pills.

' Take these,"” she said.

"What are they?" | asked, looking at the pills in ny hand.

"She didn't tell me, but Marie said you should take them when you woke up."

"Now damm it, |'mnot taking sone nedication | dont know about just because you say Marie says
shoul d take them™"

"I think they're only aspirin.**

"Aspirin?"

| looked at themclosely. Sure enough, they bad the little cross stanmped on one side that was the
trademark of the brand we had been able to get our hands on locally; and when | held themclose to
my nose, | could catch a faint whiff of the acid snell that was the sign of aspirin when it was
getting old. Overage drugs were one of our problens since we were restricted to stocks fromtine
periods all antedating at least the tine when we had bal anced the forces of the tune storm These
two tablets were really fresher than nost of their kind that | had encountered in the |ast half
year. Marie nust have been hoardi ng these agai nst sonme energency. | felt ashaned of nyself. | did
not need the pills, but they would only keep on aging toward usel essness if | did not take them
whil e swall owing them would do ne no harm and nake Marie feel her efforts had not been wasted. '|I
t ook them

"Porniarsk wants to talk to you if you're up to it."

*Tmup to it, all right,” I threw the covers back and sat up on the edge of the bed. They had
undressed ne.

"Where are ny pants?"
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"Closet," said Ellen. "Maybe you'd better not get up." "No, I'mfine," | said. She | ooked
unconvinced and | decided to lie alittle. "I had a headache but it seens to be getting better
al ready. "
"If you're sure," said Ellen. "I"Il go tell himthen." She went out, and | had tine to get dressed
before Porniarsk trundled into the room "Are you well?" he asked ne.
"Fine," | said. **No problems. |I'mnot even particularly tired."
"I"'mglad to near that Do you renenber what you said before you collapsed?” "I'mnot sure...."
"You said 'My God . . .* and then you said *It*s inpossible. | can't do it. It cant be done

' Can you tell me what you neant and what nade you say that?" "Wat | sawin the tank," | said.

I told himwhat that had been. When | was through he stood for a second, then creaked off one of
hi s heavy- headed nods.

"So you believe now that further effort to control the stormis usel ess?" he asked.

"That's the way those patterns |ooked," | said. "But now. . . I'mnot sure. | still dont see any
hope in them but at the sane tinme, | don't seemto be able to bring nyself to give up."

*Tmglad of that," said the avatar. "Wth no will to succeed, you'd fail even if there was good
reason to expect success. But with wifl, there's always hope. Porniarsk hinself has al ways

bel i eved that the apparent is only the possible. Therefore failure, |ike success, can al ways be
only a possibility, never a certainty."”
"Good," | said. "But what do we do now?** "That's ny question to you,** said Porniarsk. "M

earlier guess was right Your capabilities are far beyond nmine. It's up to you to find the
answer . **

For the next three days | tried, while holding Paula in play as well as | could. But the evening
of the fourth day her inpatience cane out hi the open

"I'"l'l need an answer tonorrow, Marc,** she said, as she went back to her own rooms. *Tve spent
more time here now than | planned."

It was the eleventh hour, clearly. | thought of calling Porniarsk, Ellen, and Marie together for a
brai nst orm ng
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session and rejected the notion. There was nothing they could do to help ne. As Porniarsk had
said, it was up to nme—al one.

| isolated nyself in the library, paced the floor for a while, and cane up with absolutely
nothing. My mind kept sliding off the problent |like a beetle on a slope of oily glass. Finally, |
gave up and went to bed al one, hoping that sonething mght come to ne in ny sleep

I woke about three hours later, still without a solution. My nmind was spinning feverishly; but
only with worries. Wiat was to becone of Ellen and Marie, and for that matter, our whol e
comunity, if | went off as Paula's captive-servant and either died or did not cone back? \Wat
could help the world if the local forces of the storm broke out of bal ance agai n? There was no
answer anywhere except the hope of doing sonmething with the stormafter all and using control of
its forces to sonehow break the hold that Paula's superior army gave her over us al

And | could not find such a hope. Every possibility seened bl eak and dry and worn out There was
only one way to unlock the door confronting me—with sone kind of a key; and there was no key. My

t hought s had spun around in a circle so long they were exhausted. | threw on the topcoat that |
used as a bathrobe and went back to the library to get away fromny own circul ar idea-dance.

Under the artificial lights, the library was stut and confortless. | sat down in one of the
overstuffed chain and dosed ny eyes. My nind skittered off at all angles, throwi ng up pictures of
everyone for whom | felt responsible ... Marie, Wendy, Ellen, the avatar...

Their images chased each other before the vision of nmy imagination, Ilike novie filmplayed on the

i nner surfaces of ny closed eyelids. Even the shapes of people who were not around any nore.

wat ched Tek, going down fromthe bullets of the machine pistol in Ellen'" bands; Samuel-son
waiting with his rocket |auncher for the outsize toy-like attackers of his small town; Sunday, as
I had first seen him Sunday again, with Ellen, back when | bad called her only "the girl";
Sunday. . ..

Sunday.

Suddenly, with the thought of him it afl came together. My nmind opened up like a flower at
sunrise, and life flowed back into ne. The light and all things in the stil
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room seened to change. Once nore, | felt ny identity with all ny people and the cat who sl unbered;
and | saw at once what coul d perhaps be done if there was time enough. | got to ny feet with ny
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idea still in me and went as quickly as | could to Porniarsk's |ab

Pom ar sk was standi ng i mmobile beside the vision tank, his eyes fastened on nothing, when 1 turned
the lights on in the dark room It was inpossible to tell whether he slept at tines like this, or
whether in fact he slept at all. W had all asked himabout that at one tine or another, and be
had al ways answered that the question was neaningless hi his terns and unanswerable in ours. Now,
when the lights went on, he stayed as he was for a second, then turned his head to | ook at me.
"What is it, Marc?" he asked.

"I think I might have ill" | said. It hist cane to ne. Look, you can run this tank like a
conputer, can't you? | nean you can extrapolate the stormforward and back?"

"Yes. "

"How far forward?"

"Until extrapolation's no |onger possible,” he said. "Until the tinme storm destroys the universe,
or the capacity of the tank's |ogical sequencing is exceeded."

"Look," | said. My vocal chords were tight and ny voi ce bounced |loudly off the bare, white-painted
concrete walls. There's always been die chance we might be able to get help with the storm up
forward, but |'ve never thought about that in terns of a really long way forward. | renenber now,
when | was seeing the patterns in the tank, | thought that if | could find a thousand |ike ne
sonet hing nmight, just might, be done. We'd never find anything like that in the reasonably near
future. But, if we went as far forward as we could —naybe way up there there really are a
thousand others like that Away up there. As far into the future as we can reach.”

"And if there were," said Pom arsk. "How could we contact then"

"We mght be able to go to them" The words were galloping out of me and ny brain felt wapped in

flanes. "If | could just see what the stormpatterns were, up in that tine —just the patterns
affecting this """""Mfp area,

the area right around this house, naybe just even around this lab —I night be able to unbal ance
the present forces enough so they'd correspond. | might be able to produce
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a tine change line; one single mstwall to nove just us, far down the future-tine to them"™

He neither noved nor nmade a sound for five or six seconds, while ny heart beat heavily inside ne,
shaki ng nmy chest

"Per haps," he said.

The breath | had not realized | was holding went out of nme in sonething tike a grunt.

"We can do it?"

1 can show you the ultimate pattern possible to this devi ce—perhaps,
can make use of it, if I do?"

"No," | said, "I can try, though."

"Yes," he said. H's head went up, his head went down, in one of bis nods. "I'Il need time to work
out the stormpatterns that far forward."

"How much tine?"

He | ooked at ne steadily.

"I don't know. Maybe days. Maybe, sone years."

he said. "Are you sure you

"Years!" | said. But then the sense of what he was saying sank into ne. The furthest pattern
percei vabl e by the vision tank could only be reached by going through all preceding patterns.
"When |'ve reached the linmits of the device's capacity,” he said, "I can call you in to see it"
"Then we need to buy whatever time that takes," | said. That settles it 111 tell Paula I'll go
with her."

"Probably that's best But you'll have to be able to cone back here when | Ve found the fina
pattern.”

Til get back," | said. "Don't worry about that"

| felt wonderful. Al ny frustration had vanished in a burst of energy and certainty. | would not
have gone back to bed even if | could have slept |I |ooked at ny wist-watch, and it was five-
thirty hi the norning.

"Til wake up everyone who needs to know and tell them" | said, "right now WII you cone al ong?"
"You don't need ne," he said, "and any tinme wasted from now on delays the final nmonment of

achi evenent” ' "All right"

I went out and started waking up the others. Alittle under an hour later | had themall sitting
around the dining roomof the sumer palace, drinking coffee to get their eyes open and waiting

for an explanation. | had rung into the neeting all those whom | thought nust know what
280
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woul d be goi ng on, but nobody else. At the table were Ellen, Marie, Bill., Doc, and Wendy—Yéndy

| ooking particularly sullen. She was grown up enough now to have a fourteen-year-old boyfriend—er
thought she was. | thought ten years old ridiculously young for anything like that, though it was
a fact she was beginning to devel op physically; and she had asked to have himtake part in this
council as well. Naturally, | had spiked the notion. It was nerely the last in a series of efforts
she had made recently to get her nother and the rest of us to adopt the boyfriend into our inner
famly

For the rest, Doc |ooked unperturbed, as if he was the only person there, besides nyself, who was
wi de awake. Ellen | ooked concerned, Marie |ooked drawn and ol der than | had ever seen her | ook

and Bill was still white-faced and shrunken-1ooking frominterrupted sl unber.

"I"'mgoing to tell Paula today mgo with her," | said, w thout preanble. "Well probably take off

| ater today."

| told them about ny hope, ny talk with Porniarsk and about what he was already at work on at this
noment

** .. The point is,” | wound up, "Porniarsk and the rest of yon are probably safe here as |long as
Paul a still considers ne a friend and coworker. |If that changes, she mi ght think of keeping ne
under control by picking up sone of you as hostages for nmy good behavior. So, if things get
prickly between the two of us FU send you warning of it; and | want you all to clear out of here

i medi ately and scatter. Scatter all over the place, each one by yourself—-and don't let the rest
of the community know you're going."

Wendy | ooked grim

"l nmean that," | said, |ooking her in the eye. "Nobody. Wndy, you can stay wi th your nother; but
everybody el se take off al one.™

"Marc," said Marie, "do you really need the rest of us to go into the far future with you, if this
wor ks? Can't you just go alone, tell the people there what you want to tell them and then cone
back?"

"How can I?" | said. "You know | need a nonad ge-stalt to control the stormforces; and that"']|
take all of you. So, listen. Wiat 111 do is take the Ad Man with ne. If | send nun back to you or
i f he comes back under any conditions, that's your signal. Take off and scatter.”

"Marc," said Doc, "you'll need sonme way of getting the
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message fromus in a hurry when Porniarsk finds what he's after. How s about | nmake regular runs
to you, just to bring in letters fromthe hone fol ks and a box of cookies and such, so Paula's
people won't think anything of it when | pop in with the word?"

| 1 ooked over at himgratefully. It was nice to hear a sensible mind at work around the table that
nor ni ng.

"Cood," said Ellen. Then if you need help getting away from wherever you are, Doc can hel p you. **
Anot her sensi bl e m nd.

"Fine idea, Doc," | said. "You're right, Ellen. Anybody el se have any suggesti ons?”
"How |l ong wi fl you be gone altogether?" Marie asked
**| cant teUn | said. "It depends on how fast Porniarsk can reach the ultimte configuration in

his tank. Wy?"

I knew why. She was having nore and nore trouble controlling Wendy and | eaning on me nore and nore
for that task.

"Maybe Wendy could go with you. She could see sone* thing of the rest of the world that way.**
"No!" said Wendy and |, sinultaneously. That was afl | needed, to have Wendy on ny hands, while |
was trying to keep Paul a happy and unsuspecting. | thought quickly. *Too dangerous for her."

"I don't want to," whinpered Wendy, who was no slouch herself at picking up cues. Marie | ooked
fromthe girl to me, helplessly. She knew she was bei ng doubl e-teaned, but she was hel pless to do
anyt hi ng about it

"All right," | said. "Then, if nobody's got any nore suggestions, you can get busy putting
together what I'lIl need to take with me and spreading the word that 111 be going, m break the news
mysel f to Paul a over breakfast in an hour or so."
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Paul a t ook the news coolly. Wether this was because some of her people had al ready picked up the
word of it that was spreading rapidly through the ranks of our own people, or sinply because it
was a strategy on her part to act as if her enlisting me had never been in doubt, was inpossible
to tell. In either case, it nade no difference to ne, who was going with her for ny own private
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reasons.

"Al'l right," she said, over the breakfast table. "How soon can you be ready?"

"Si x hours, maybe," | said.

"In that case, 111 wait for yon and you can join ny staff right here. If you hadn't been able to

nmove quickly, 1'd have needed to |l et you catch up with me. Til send word to ny officers. No

of fense to your kitchen help, Marc, but I'lIl be glad to get back to ny own headquarters and have
sone decent coffee.”

There was only one snall incident of interest hi our |eaving. Paula' s people had already clinbed

aboard the helicopters that had been sitting parked and waiting for them and | was not yet aboard
the one carrying Paula herself. The O d Man, as | said, had shown no liking for Paula; and now he
had made hinsel f scarce. Doc bad found him finally, about half a nile fromthe sumrer pal ace
anong the rocks of the hillside and literally held an automatic pistol at his head to get himto
come along back to the takeoff point. The A d Man knew what hunman weapons were and came, but not
happi | y.

When | finally saw hi m approachi ng, squatting om nously beside Doc in the front of the jeep, |
changed nmy m nd about taking him

"Look," | said to Doc, under ny breath, when the jeep drove up and stopped by the entrance | adder
of the *cop-
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ter, "this isn't going to work. If he's going to bolt the minute | take ny eyes off him thisl
never work. Leave him here and you cone along instead while we figure things out Then | can send
you back with word."

"Al'l right," said Doc, clinbing out of the jeep. "Do | have tine to pick up any gear, or—

But at that point, the Ad Man solved the problemfor us. He had been staring at the 'copter, and
at me, all the while the jeep was driving out to us on the open area. He was not unintelligent and
he must have finally realized that | was actually going, with or without him At any rate, he took
a sudden |l eap out of the jeep directly onto the first step of the |adder, caught ny hand and
pulled ne toward himand the steps.

"That's an right, then," | said to Doc. "But why don't you cone al ong anyway, at |east until |'ve
had a chance to settle down. No, you won't have time to bring anything. Got any kind of weapon
with you?"

"Pi st oL"

"Al'l right I can shake down Paul a's people for what you'll need beyond that, and what you'll need

to get back here from wherever she's headed next Lefs get inside.”

He followed nme up the | adder, the O d Man precedi ng us.

"What *s this?" said Paul a when we were inside and the | adder was being taken in, the entry hatch
bei ng shut behind us. She | ooked from Doc to ne.

There's some unfinished business,” | said. *Tve got some decisions yet to make. He can carry word
back from wherever we stop, a couple of days fromnow—+f that's all right with you?"

"Certainly. Way not?" She turned her attention to the dd Man who still clung to nmy hand*. "This
is the creature? | thought | saw it around earlier. Is it housebro-ken?"

"Since long before | met him" | said. MAH his people learn to live |Iike human bei ngs while

they're growing up, just as our children do."

"Peopl e?" She sniled. "Wen, keep himout of the way. Find your seats now. "

She turned away.

Apparently, we were not to return to where her canp ted been when | had visited. Her orders had

al ready gone out, and her troops and wagons had been on the nove
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froman hour after | had broken the news to her over our breakfast table. W flew on eastward and
put down by a river about twenty-five niles further on, where the notorized section of Paula's
transport had already arrived and set up her personal tents. Later, that evening, the main body of
her wagons and infantry arrived.

| kept Doc with ne for four days, mainly so he could prow around and get acquainted with the way
Paul a's people did things; then | sent himhonme before they saw t hrough the bright-eyed, teenage

i mmge he had been careful to wear anywhere near her and them The A d Man stayed dose in the tent
| had assigned to me for ny exclusive use and was no problem | found myself happy to have bun
there. He was, after all, a small touch of hone.

We continued to nove steadily eastward. I n open country, between objectives, the pattern seened to
be for Paula's headquarters to stay confortably put for three days while her arny nmarched forward.
Then her notorized division would nove the headquarters tents and equi pnent forward one short
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day's trek in their jeeps and trucks. Meanwhile Paul a, her general, and a handful of us who were
at the top of the table of organization took it easy for npbst of the day, then struck the pavilion
tent and made a half to three-quarters of an hour hop in a single 'copter to the new site, while
the other two aircraft foll owed enpty except for pilots and copilots.

It was a pleasant life, but nonotonous; particularly when it began to be obvious that Paula had no
real need for services fromnme, but was only carrying ne along as a satellite to i npress possible
enenies and reluctant allies. | bad a great deal of tine on nmy hands; but it turned out this had
been provided for by Paula's foresight | discovered one of the main duties of her |arge staff of
worren cl erks and attendants.

Briefly, they were there to keep everyone happy, fromnme down to the |owest officer in the arny;
and al so to keep us out of Paula's way and off her nmind, except when she had a need for us. A good
share of this, | picked up fromny own observation; but it was CGeneral Pierre de Coucy Aruba who
dotted the i's and crossed the t's for ne.

The general was a drinker. That is, he could not yet be called a drunk because he held his al coho
wi t hout visible sign and never seened to prolong his drinking beyond three or four drinks. But
those drinks came at every
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hi nch, dinner, cocktail hour and | ate supper at which I ever saw him

"You could call me a philosopher,” he told ne one evening in bis tent, after a post-dinner

pl anni ng session with his staff had concluded. H's officers were gone and he had invited nme in for
a private chat with just the two of us.

"You mght think that | could probably set up with ny owmn arnmy and carve out a nice little enpire
for nyself," he went on. "And | could—+ could. But Fin not the kind who wants an enpire for
himsel f. 'Everybody's a little mad except thee and ne, and | even have ny doubts about thee.'
People intrigue ne. | like to be confortable and watch them So Fmthe perfect commander for our
Enpress. She knows she never needs to worry about a military coup as long as I"'min control."

**| can see she'd appreciate that,” | said.

"Yes, indeed." He snmled at me—and it was a snfle, not a grin, with the sun-winkl es deepeni ng at

the corners of his eyes and the tidy, little grey nustache quirking upwards at the corners.
"Woul dn't yon, in her shoes?"
U gather she nakes a good boss?" | said.

"A good Enpress, you nean." He waggled a forefinger at nme. "Always renmenber that An Enpress has to
be an Enpress, at all tinmes. That's why the young | adies.”

"The young | adi es?"

"OfF course. Fanffiarity breeds contenpt” He smiled again. "And there's no faniliarity tike that in
bed, eh?"

That's true enough,"” | said soberiy, thinking of ny own two wonen

"Mbst queens had trouble out of getting laid," he said. "Mst enpresses, too. Queen Elizabeth ...
Catherine of Russia ... notice none of the girls around here, though, are quite as good-I| ooki ng as
t he Enpress?"

"I had," | told him

"Cbviously. The art of controlling a man with your femal e presence is to be just out of reach, but
out of reach. You understand?"

"I did. Not only did | understand, but a certain near-denonic inpulse noved in nme, and ny
trader's instinct was chall enged. During the days when Paul a had been tal king to nme about com ng
with her on her road of conquest, she had sent up clear signals that she was attracted to ne

personally. | had taken for granted, that
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part, if not all of this was calculated, to gain her own ends. But, as it turned out, she had
wanted me neither for ny services as a magician nor nyself; she had sinply bought herself a show
pi ece at the cost of nothing nore than pronises, rather than having to spend her troops and
material to get it. Again, it had been a case of "seller beware"; so | really had no kick com ng
if | had taken counterfeit currency for what | had sold. But for her to assune that, after having

been sharped, | would cheerfully reconcile nyself, given the equivalent of two cents on the
dol lar, was sonething of an insult.

Accordingly, | played the gane with the fenale staff, so as not to arouse any suspicious; but
privately, | set nmy sights on Paula after all. | was patient | had nmy ability to see patterns

wor ki ng for ne. Success would be along, down the line there, sonewhere.
Meanwhile, in the patterns, | had found another hobby to occupy ny tine. Now | had broken through
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twice to the oneness of the universe, and there was no | onger any doubt in ny mnd that such a
state of mnd existed; and if that was so, anything was possible, even the destruction of the time
storm | nmade it an invisible exercise to |look around nme for patterns constantly, and to devel op
my perception of themto the point where that perception and recognition and understandi ng of the
patterns woul d be simultaneous.

The work paid off. The patterns were there, all about ne all the tune. They were there in the

i nteractions of people, in their physical novements, their speech, their reactions, and their
thinking; and in all else about fauna, flora, earth, and sky. Little by little, my know edge of
such patterns becanme deeper and surer, until it began to approach eerily close to the true nmagic
of tel epathy and second sight | could have played chess now, better than anyone | had ever
encountered; but the chess patterns, for all that they were fascinating and innunerabl e, were dead

patterns. | preferred the live patterns created by ny fell ow men and wonen.

So | observed and | earned; and, curiously, | could feel the A d Mn |earning through ne.
Meanwhi l e, we were marching to the Atlantic seaboard. The points we searched out were sonetines
the fragnents of cities or towns that still held supplies or needed
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equi pnent; or sonetines they were popul ation centers tike my own community, which had not existed
before the tine stormforces had been bal anced, but which had sprung up since around sonme acquired
communi cati on equi prent or nilitary force.

In every case, however, these places and the people in themwere plainly inferior to the arned
strength of the Enpress. They sonetinmes bluffed for a day or two before yielding, but in the end
they all acknow edged her as their overlady. Then, at last, we ran into opposition

We had reached the ocean and a place that called itself Capitol, which once had been half

Washi ngton International Airport, and was now half that and half sonething el se, because deep-
wat er ocean | apped up against the base of cliffs that abruptly cut off the nmain road into the
airport On the ocean, noored out a tittle distance froma jerry-built wharf, were a nunber of
smal |l ocean-going craft Still hangared about the airport were a nunber of 1980 conmercia
passenger jets and—en the |land area of that part that now opened to the ocean—sone tight five-
passenger craft, that were tike flying bubbles with stubby wings, and a tiny power plant that
seened permanently fueled with an inexhaustible, built-in supply of energy.

These were fromsonme tine later than the twentieth century; and these also were the real prize
fromPaula's point of view The craft, in their ow right, were alnost as fambus as | was in mne
For, although there were still large cruise ships and other massive watercraft to be found up and
down the Atlantic coast, there was no way now to either maintain or operate them It was stil
possible to cross the Atlantic in boats up to the size of small yachts. But the trip would be
unconfortable and a matter of some weeks. Wth these tight aircraft out of the post-twentieth
century, the ocean could be crossed hi hours.

Once nore, Paula moved in, going gutsily herself with a small guard to negotiate, while readying
her armed forces and artillery behind her. But this tinme, the target did not yield; and she was
forced to fight for what she wanted. ' Not only mat, but these people fought hard. It took nearly
a week for Aruba and his soldiers to take the place and subdue its inhabitants; and it cost them
over half of their strength in casualties. Replacenents would have to be marched across the
continent fromthe west
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coast, since she could not trust any of the recently subjugated communities in between to furnish
her with loyal fighters. That neant nonths. Fall and wi nter would be upon us before they were here
and trained. Paula herself, and her inner staff officers, could cross the ocean by ah* at any
tune; but the small boats available could not ferry her arny across the Atlantic in bad weather
We were stuck where we were until spring.

| saw the pattern of this situation evolving ten days before die rest of themdid. It solidified
innm mnd on the first day of hard fighting in which they pounded the eneny positions with

artillery and confidently advanced afterwards, only to be cut to pieces by machine-gun fire. | saw
h; and | raged inside at the inevitable delay it inplied for Paula's plans of world conquest. Doc
was overdue for one of his periodic visits, and for the first time, | found nyself fearing, rather
than hoping, that he would bring me word that Porniarsk bad found the ultinmate universe pattern
possible to the viewing tank. If the avatar had found it, | had no choice. | could not delay going
hone, with the risk that, in the neantine, sone chance here mght kill ne, cripple me, or sonehow
prevent ne fromreturning at alt

On the other hand, | told nyself, | did not want Paula still on the North American continent when
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I left her, without |eave, and headed once nmore for ny own territory. | wanted her on the other
side of the world, by preference; or at |east across the Atlantic, so that the trouble and expense
of sending forces after me to bring me back would be so great sbe would delay as | ong as possible
in doing so. It was, | believed, a reasonable reason for w shing her success. Therefore, as the
week of fighting went on and casualties nmounted, | | ooked grimalong with everyone else in the
Enpress camp—but for nmy own private reasons.

About Thursday, Doc finally arrived.

"Porniarsk's found it?" | said, the noment we could get off soneplace where we were safe from
bei ng overheard. In this daylight instance, that neant a training area behind the field hospital
where we could see there was no one el se within earshot.

"No," he said. "Not yet."

"Goodl" | said. He stared at ne for a fraction of a second.
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"Never mind," | told him "Ill explain later. What's the rest of the news?"

"I was going to say,'
bl oody buckets!"
This time he really did stare at nme, his tanned young face stretched snoot h-skinned with
puzzlenment "I've got a reason." | said. "Go on." "I was saying, Porniarsk hasn't found the
furthest possible future configuration the device can show, but he did find a sort of sticking
poi nt —sone poi nt where he got hung up for some reason. He's pretty sure he can get the tank to go
beyond it, with a little nore work; but he says to tell you he thinks this sticking point is sone

he said, "Porniarsk doesn't have it yet, but he thinks he's close— "Hell's

kind of sign he's close to the ultimate." | took a deep breath.

"All right," | said. "If he has, he has. ITl talk to you about that in a mnute. Anything el se

i mportant? How s everybody? The conmunity running the way it shoul d?"

"Nothing else. I've got sone letters for you, of course." He tapped the |eather wallet mat hung
fromone of his shoul ders. He al ways brought ne a bundle of personal mail, that being the
ostensi ble reason for bis comng. "But everyone's fine. And the place's running, |ike always, on
the button."

"Fine. Let's go back to ny tent**

We headed toward it It was a matter of elenentary caution not to talk to himfor nore than a few
seconds as we were now, for fear of triggering off suspicions. Gven the inportant and genera
news, we could do a fairly good job of discussing matters in hyperbole while |I went through the

home mail, even if there mght be ears |istening.
At the tent the Od Man | eaped up to seize ny hand, then turned to grasp one of Doc's as well. He
wal ked with us to a pair of arnthairs, still hanging on, and hunkered down between us. Since he

and | had been away from home, he had becone nore dependent, not only on ne, who had been the only
human, originally, he would get dose to, but on Doc during Doc's brief visits.

"Make yourself a drink,” | said to Doc now, "while | go through these letters."

Thanks, " he said enthusiastically. He pried his hand | oose fromthe O d Man's and went over to the
tabl e that
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did duty as ny liquor cabinet. Doc was, in fact, a non-drinker as well as a nonsnoker. But he

al ways carried cigarettes with him and he was expert at making a show of both snoki ng and
drinking, these being only two of a |arge nunber of casual acts he had perfected, apparently on
the of f-chance that the nmisdirection in them m ght prove useful sonmeday. | ripped open ny letters
and read them

They were perfectly ordinary, personal mail fromhonme; and in spite of the fact that they were
intended primarily as canouflage, | found nmyself going through them as eagerly as anyone el se
woul d, away from home and famly against his will. Marie was still worried about Wendy, who
herself had witten me a few lines of pure prattle—dnder duress probably. Ellen had witten al nost
as brief a note, saying that things were fine, just the way Fd left them and there was no need to
worry about anything. | read the last line as a hint to take Marie's notherly concern with a
certain anount of advisenent Ellen's |anguage could not have been any nore spare and stiff if she
herself had been a soldier in the field; so that the word "love" at the end | ooked i ncongruous.

But | knew her.

Bill wote he was pleased with the way things were going. Fromhim this would be a reference to
Porai arsk's work. Also, he nentioned that he had finally refined the "energency harvest plans,"

whi ch would he a reference to ny orders that they all split up and scatter if Paula suddenly
decided to take sone of them hostage as insurance agai nst my noncooperation. Pormarsfc sent no
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nmessage.
"Good," | said to Doc, when the last |letter had been read. "Things seemall right at hone.**
"They are," he answered. "Have you got letters for ne to take back?**

"Over on the witing table, there," | said. He went to get them "Wre you planning on headi ng

back ri ght away?"

"Unl ess there's something to keep me here.”

He tucked the letters | had witten into his wallet, came back and sat down. The O d Man took Ins
hand agai n.

"1 was just thinking—whhy don't you stick around a day or so until we've taken this |ocal area?
They're putting up quite a fight, and if you stay you'll be able to go back and
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tell the wonmen personally that | didn't get hurt in the process.**

"dad to," said Doc. "You' ve got a good life here. Far as |'mconcerned, it's a vacation with al
expenses paid. *'

He had a. nice, tight tone to his voice as he said it; but his eyes were sharp on mine, ready to

read why | was asking himto stick around. |I shook ny head very slight, to tell himnot now and
started to talk about the situation, saying nothing that wasn't highly conplinentary to Paula and
confident about her eventual achievenents here, but filling himbit by bit with data on the actua

state of affairs mlitarily. Wien | was done, he knew what the facts were, but not what the
connection was between these and the reason | wanted himto stick around.

That was the third day of the battle for control of the area. It was not until Sunday that Paula's
sol diers overran nost of the strong points of the opposition and not until Monday afternoon that
they fini shed nopping up

"As long as you've stayed this long, you might as well stay for the victory celebration, too," |
tol d Doc.

"Suits ne," he said. His voice sounded a little thickly fromone of the couches in nmy tent where
he sprawled with a glass in his hand; but his eyes were as clear and steady as the eyes of a

sni per looking along the sights of his rifle.

I was nore glad to have himthere than | had thought | had seen the pattern of the battle's
consequences building all week. Paula and Aruba, in particular, nmust be seeing the same thing

t hensel ves, now that the fight was over and the returns were in. So, while the rank and file
survivors whooped it up in celebration, Paula herself arid her i mediate staff would now be biting
into the bitter fruit of a win that had cost so highly. The way they would react, | had told
mysel f, could tell ne a |ot nore about their patterns; and part of what | mght [earn m ght be
useful information to send hone with Doc.

Paul a had already had to face one particular ugly truth; that there was a point beyond whi ch her
wel | -trained 'soldiers would not obey her. Fromdressed-up recruits they had turned into veterans
in the bloodbatfa of the hist seven days; and commanders back to the dawn of history could have
told her what woul d happen when such soldiers were finafly allowed to overrun an eneny who had

bl ed them heavily in preceding days. Her kids had
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turned into killers. They slaughtered right and left on that Monday afternoon as they subjugated

t he conquered peopl e.

It was Paula's first setback. There were aircraft nmechani cs and boat nechanics, as well as other
experts, anong her forner enenies that were worth regi nents to her; but there was no way she coul d
hol d her bl ood- hi gh sol diery back | ong enough to weed out such val uabl e individuals fromthe

ot herwi se tollable chaff of the |ocal population. Monday cost her dearly.

Nonet hel ess, she had to put a good face on it and appear to encourage the wild cel ebration that
ensued that night It began at |ate afternoon and went on until dawn, by which tinme an but a few
rarely tough individuals had collapsed It was at dawn that Aruba cane for ne.

That he cane hinself for ne, rather than sent for ne, was an index of his upset He stepped into ny
tent, peered for a second at the still formof Doc, who appeared to be asleep on one of the
couches, and then | ooked back at ne. In the early daylight coning through the plastic w ndows of
the tent, his face was sallow, the shade of new |iverwrst

"She wants to see you," he said. "Paular | asked.

He nodded. | got to ny feet | was still dressed. Anything could have happened in that night just
past and | had not felt like trying to sleep

"What about?" | asked, as | went with himout into the cool norning. A breeze was blowing fromthe
ocean.
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"Shell want to tell you herself,"” he said and licked his lips. He had been badly shaken and

could see himreaching for a bottle the nminute he was alone in his own quarters.

I nodded indifferently enough, but inwardly | braced nyself. On this norning, her purpose in
wanting to see nme woul d not be good. | wal ked al ongside Aruba to the entrance of the pavilion
tent, where two of her officers —ol onel s—Arow stood with nmachine rifles, doing sentry duty. He
stopped at the tent flap. "Go in," he said, "she's waiting for you.** |I went in alone. Paula was
al one al so, wearing a filny yellow dressing gown as if she had just risen frombed; but her face
was hard and weary with die | ook that comes from being up and tensely awake for hours.
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"Marc," she said, and her voice was pure industrial dianond in tone, "there's a paper over there
on the desk. Signit"

"Sign. .. ?" | went across to the desk and | ooked down. It was a neatly typed letter, severa
pages | ong, beneath the |etterhead she had given ne as one of her staff.

"Just sign it," she said.

"Not until | read it," | answered.

Qur eyes clashed. Then she shrugged and turned away; but | could al nbst see the note her nenory
made of this, my bal king at her command. It would be recall ed when the hour was right

"Of course," she said.

| bent nmy head to the letter again and read. It was |ike being unexpectedly hit in the stomach
O, nore accurately, it was like a sickening collision hi the dark, running full tilt into a
concrete wall you bad known was there all the tinme, but whose existence you had put out of m nd
—an inpact so unexpected and brutal it left you nauseated; becane suddenly | understood Paul a, saw
her conplete and naked in the glaring, fluorescent light of what she was planning to set ne up
for.

I read that | had been shocked by the irresponsible behavior of sone of her soldiers in taking
over the eneny area. But, over and above my shock, | had been aghast to see the crimnal nurder of
certain innocent individuals anmong the defenders; artisans and nechanics, as well as other trained
personnel, who had only been hi the eneny canp under duress. The slaughter of these innocents was
not only a heinous crime against them as individuals, but ambunted to treason agai nst the Enpire,
since the Enpress was now deprived of the willing services of these people and many of her

subj ects woul d suffer because of that |ack. Consequently, | called upon her formally to take
action against the crimnals responsible and see that they were brought to justice, since I, wth
the skills that had allowed ne to halt the ravages of the tune storm could see nore deeply and
clearly than anyone into the terrible cost we nust all bear because of the deaths of these

i nnocent s.

Suddenly, reading this, the pattern | had been building on Paula was conplete. | saw the hen she
had in mnd not only for the soldiers responsible for delaying her here over the coming w nter,
but for anyone who had
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been around to witness this happening to her; and that told ne nore about her than she nmi ght have
betrayed to ne in two nmore* years of ny observing her

| signed.

"I"'mproud to do this," | said, taking the letter over to her. "It doesn't say anything | didn't
fee! nmyself. No wonder you're the Enpress, Paula. You can even read mnds."

She sniled and took the letter. | was by no neans forgiven for wanting to read before signing, but
for the present snall nonent, the snmile was genuine. | would never have risked flattering her so

grossly before |I had stepped through the flap of this tent; but now | knew when and where she was
vul ner abl e.

"Dear Marc," she said. "You understand. **

She | ooked at ne; and | understood, all right. Ironically, suddenly the nonment | had patiently
waited for, in which | could gain control over her by securing her physically, was with nme. In

this devastated nonent she was available, if | had still wanted her. But the fact was, after
reading that letter, | now would not have touched her with a shark-stick

"More than ever before,” | said. "Do you want ne to |let other people know Tve witten you this
letter?"

She hesitated, but it was only the habit of caution operating in her. Again, if she had been
herself, | nyself would have hesitated to show her such rapid agreement But she was not herself.

That was the crucial truth that had broken out into the open, with the conpleting of her pattern
hi my mind just now She had a flaw | had never really appreciated until now, a deep Saw t hat
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woul d cost her the rulership of the world that had seened so possible up until now Already, she
was adapting to my own hint that | was eager to accept the authorship of the letter she held.

Al ready she was beginning to nmake herself believe the attractive idea that | had indeed witten it
on nmy own initiative

"If I just drop the letter with you and go out to spread the word, | know your O ficers' 1l be
eager to back me up. | know they win,** | said. "Then we can arrest the guflry ones and bring them
to justice before they have time to fill the nminds of then- fellow soldiers with l[ies.*

"Yes." She laid the letter softly down on the end-table
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besi de her. "OF course. You've got ny pernission to tell what you' ve witten ne. Justice should be
speedy. "

“I'"ll go right now, then,*" | said. "WAit a second, though. Maybe if you give me a witten order
to do what's necessary, | can make sure none of themescape. O, for that matter, with that kind
of authority | could do anything necessary in connection with the matter...."

She snil ed dazzlingly, seeing ne setting the noose of responsibility for this so firmy around ny
own neck.

"Of course," she said.

She crossed the desk, wote on the top sheet of an order pad sandwi ch, tore off the top sheet and
pushed the carbon copy to the back of the desk.

"There you are."

"Thank you."™ | took it without |ooking at ft and noved toward the door. "Probably | shoul dn't
waste time...."
"No. No, you shouldn't | have to rest now, but-see ne after hinch, Marc. Dear Marc. .. . \What

woul d | do without you?"

"Come on, now. You're the Enpress. You can do anything."

She snil ed dazzlingly.

I went out Aruba was gone, as | had expected himto be; and | went directly back to ny own tent
Doc was off the couch and on his feet the second the tent flap fell behind ne.

"We're leaving for home right away," | said. Til explain as we go. You armed?"

"My rifle's with the jeep," he said. He patted his shirt at belt |evel before and behind. "Belly
gun and knife.**

"Right | want your help in bringing some bl ood-soaked crinmnals to justice," | said. "The Enpress
has given me special authority to corral the soldiers who cormitted atrocities on certain innocent
peopl e anong the civilian popul ati on opposing us until tonight."

Hi s eyebrows went up ironically. | reached into ny shirt pocket where | had put the order after
folding it up, still without having read it | unfolded it and read it now, then passed it to him
** ' Marc Despard has asked for authority fromnme, and | have given it to him to do whatever is
required . . .'" he nodded slowy. "All riiight!"
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| took the order back fromhimand replaced it in my pocket.

"The first tiling | want to do is check those future-built aircraft we captured,” | said, "to nake

sure none of those responsible for the atrocities are planning on using themfor escaping. They
may even have explosives to destroy the aircraft they can't use. You re an expert on expl osives.
What kind do you think they m ght be able to get hold of for something like that?"

He grinned and patted hinself at belt |evel again.

"Priner cord,"” he said. "It wouldn't take nmuch to do a | ot of damage—particularly if they know
what they're doing."
"That's what we'll search the area for, then. Cone along."

We headed out the door. The A d Man came with us.

"Want me to put him back inside?" Doc asked, as we-stopped just beyond the tent.

"Way, no," | said. "Seeing himwith us, they wont think I'm doing anything inportant It'll serve
to allay suspicions—Major!"

| called out to a short, swarthy block of an officer in bis md-twenties who was passing by. The
fact that he was on his feet at all this norning neant that he had not been deeply involved in the
cel ebrations of the night before. He cane closer and | recognized him There were only so nany
majors in Paula's army, in any case.

"Maj or Debrow? Sorry to interrupt whatever you're doing; but |I've got a special job and |I'm going
to have to ask you to help. Take a |l ook at this."

| passed him Paul a's authorization
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"You see," | said, while he read it, "we want to nove before these crimnals take off on us—don't
we, Major?"

His face did not agree. Soneone who was unprejudi ced m ght have found a trace of loathing in it
for me, a civilian who called conbat-battered soldiers "crimnals."

"Yes, M. Despard."

"Good. | knew | could count on you, Major. W' ve got an idea that some of themm ght be trying to
get away in sonme of the valuable future aircraft these people had. W're going to go and check. |
want you to cone along with us."

"Those planes are | ocked up, as well as being under
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guard," Debrow said. "Nobody could get away with one of them"

"Let's nmke sure.”

We wal ked toward that part of the former airport where the post-twentieth-century planes were kept
It was not a short distance, but eventually we clanbered over a | ow barrier of sandbags and found
ourselves not nore than forty feet fromthe entrance to a separate hangar, around which perhaps a
dozen apparently sober and conpetent nale sol diers stood guard.

"Co get then- officer and bring himhere, quietly, so we can explain things, will you, Mjor?"
"Just what is it you want?" Debrow asked. "Wat do you want himto do?"

"I want to check the nen on guard and have a look inside," |I said. "And | want the officer with us
when we do that”

Debrow went forward to the two soldiers on guard at the hangar door and was chal | enged. As he

answered, | tanmed to Doc and saw hi m | ooking at ne questioningly.

"I want you and nme to take off fromhere in one of those planes inside," | said hi a |ow voice. "I
don't want the other planes |eft behind to be workable; and | want the soldiers on guard here out
of action. Ill try to arrange it to give you a chance at them one at a tine."

"Just the two of us to | eave. Not the mmjor?"

"Not the mmjor."

Doc nodded. Debrow cane back, led us forward to the hangar doors and in through a small personnel
door set in one of them Inside was the large, dim echoing Uterior of the hangar with snall
pearly glowi ngs hi the gloomthat were the future aircraft To our right was a glassed-in office
brightly lit with self-powered battle fluorescents, standing in for the built-in fluorescent
lights in the ceiling, now dark for |ack of power fromthe community's central supply.

Inside at a desk was a single thin, young officer with .first lieutenant's silver bars on the
straps of his uniformleather jacket He got to his feet as we cane in.

"Maj or ?" he said.

"Lieutenant," said Debrow. "This is Marc Despard."”

"I know M. Despard," said the |ieutenant.

"And bis ..." Debrow glanced at Doc and the Ad
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Man. "servants. M. Despard has some special authority fromthe Enpress for you to see.**

| passed Paul a's authorization to the lieutenant The Iight blond eyebrows junped several tines
while he was reading it, although the rest of his narrow face remained cal m

"Yes sir," he said passing the letter back to ne. "What is it you want, M. Despard?"

"First," | said, "I want to check the future aircraft, w thout nmaking a fuss about it Just you,
the Major and I, and Doc here."

| nodded at Doc.

"'Doc," | said, "has had sone experience hi handling sabotage. If we find one or nore of the
aircraft has been booby-trapped, he may be of help to us in disarning it. This Experinmental with
us is called the Od Man. His sense of snell, particularly, is nmuch nore acute than ours, and he

works well with Doc on jobs like this. Now, how nany of the future planes are there?l

"N ne," said the |ieutenant

"Does anyone here know how to fly then?"

"Nobody's tried so far," said the lieutenant. "I believe the plan is to talk first to these people
who had them "

"It seens to me | heard they weren't hard to operate,” | said. "The crinmnals we're | ooking for
may have heard that, too. These planes woul d buy them anything they wanted, anywhere in the rest
of the world, if they could successfully steal themfromthe Enpress."

| saw both officers | ooking at me oddly and wondered if Fd been laying on ny i mage of self-

i mportance too thickly.
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"Al right** | said. "Let*s go then. Mjor, Lieutenant, well take three planes apiece. W won't
take the Experimental on this first search. Il keep Doc and the Experinmental with ne unti

they' re needed. Do you have flashlights?”

"You nmean hand torches?" said the |ieutenant **Yes, sir." He went to a | ocker across the office
and canme back with flashlights for Debrow and nyself. Leaving the O d Man in the office, we went
out into the hangar proper and split up

I took the three planes closest to me, forcing the two officers to take the ones further over. In

the illumination of the flashlight, the first aircraft | cane to seenmed to
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glow with an inner gleamof its owm. It was nade of sone m|Kky, sem-translucent plastic and

| ooked |ight enough to float up in the air if it was breathed on too heavily. But in spite of
appearances, it was solid and firmwhen | pulled open the door in its curving side and stepped in.
Wt hin, possibly because of the al nbst egg-shaped hull, there was nmore roomthan | would have
guessed. | went forward to the control panel

It was a sinple-looking affair, a single small television-like screen inset in the panel and a
five-key keyboard just below it | pushed down one of the keys at random and the |ights went on
not only on the panel but all over within the aircraft

"Ready," said a voice.

I grinned There had been no pattern at all to what | was |ooking at; and now, suddenly, there was
very nearly a conplete one

"How do | take offT I asked

"You may pilot yourself, or instruct a takeoff- and fight*

"Thanks. Go back to sleep." | punched the sanme key again and the Iights went out Experinentally,
in the glow of the flashlight, | punched another of the keys.

"Ready," said a voice, as the lights went on once nore.

"Go back to sleep.”

So, that was it The secret to flying these things. It was that there was no secret at all. |
punched off again, the lights went out and | beckoned Doc to follow ne. Together, we |left the

pl ane.

"Al right," | whispered to him "get busy taking out those other planes. |I'Il take ny tine with
the two I've still got to look at Meet you at the last one, the third one up straight ahead near
the back of the hangar. 1'Il go as slow as | can, but don't let those two officers see you."

"They won't," said Doc and he evaporated in the gl oom

| took the dd Man and went on to the next plane and let nyself in, then sat down before the
control panel and taned it on. | had quite a little conversation with the conputer, or whatever it
was, on this second aircraft; and by the time | had finished asking questions, | had as good a

general know edge of this kind of craft as if | had kept one around for some years. They were
ridicul ously, child-1evel foolproof, and operable.
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After | had wasted as many minutes as | thought | reasonably could, | went on to the third craft,

poked about inside for a while, and then stepped out again. Neither Doc nor the other two nen were
in sight | stepped around to the far side of the plane to wait; and a finger tapped nme on the
shoul der.

I whirled, stepping back instinctively as | did so, and found Doc grinning at ne.

"Al set," he said.

"CGood. Cone on then.**

W wal ked toward the next plane over and found the |ieutenant there, conscientiously exam ning the
craft's undercarriage with his flashlight.

"Did you find anything, Lieutenant? *

He got to his feet.

"No sir. You, sir?"

"No luck for me, either. Maybe Maj or Debrow*s found sonething. Shall we go see?"

We all nmoved over and found Debrow inside his last aircraft After a nmonent he cane out

"Not hi ng, " he said.

*Tmgreatly relieved,” | said. **Now, if you don't mind, Lieutenant, Fd like to exam ne the nen
you' ve got on guard here?*1

"But why, sir? W didn't find anything."

"For that very reason. W want to be sure. H e Enpress wants us to be sure. Doesn't she, Major?"
"Lieutenant," said Debrowwith a tight throat.
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"Yes, Major. Yes, M. Despard. If you'll come up to the office, I'll bring in the men on the doors
first—=
"You'll bring themin one at a tinme, Lieutenant,” | said. "Is there another door to this hangar

besi des those in the front?"
"There's a snmall service entrance in the back waDL"

"CGood." | turned to Doc. "After we exanine each one, Td like you to take himout the back way and
back to his post See he doesn't talk to any of the others, particularly not to any who haven't
been exanmi ned yet. You go out with the lieutenant here, so you'll know where to bring them back

to. Lieutenant?"

"M . Despard?"

"I inmagine youll be taking the place of each of your guards as you relieve them |f Doc should
come for you without returning the man he | ast took—f he conmes for
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you al one—+t'Il nean we've found one of them Td Hke you to cone back with Doc as naturally as

possi ble, so as not to alarmany of the others we may find.**
The |ieutenant opened his nouth, glanced at the Major and closed it again.
"Perhaps," said Debrow, "it might be better if the |ieutenant sinply stayed here, M. Despard.

It's alittle unusual, his filling in for one of the enlisted men on post; and—

"I'f you don't mind, Major?" | said.

"No sir," said Debrow slowy. "I don't nmind, sir.**

"Then we'll do it this way, | think. Lieutenant, will you take Doc out so he can get the first
guar d?"

They went off. | turned to Debrow.

"Maj or, how well do you know the |ieutenant?"

"I''"ve known himfor several years. Morre than three years, |'d say."

"But do you know hi mwel | ?"
Debrow | ooked at nme with sudden caution. After a second he answered, slowy.
"I couldn't say... well, M. Despard."
"Yes," | said.
I left it at that. After a few m nutes of silence on both our parts, Doc cane back with the first
guard, a chunky lance corporal five and a half feet tall and | ooking about the age of the
I i eut enant
"Your name?" | asked.
"Lance Corporal Charles Onash, sir. Third Platoon, Fourth Conpany, Bl ue Regi nent**
"Have you ever ridden a notorcycle, Corporal Onash?**
"No sir."
"Good. You can go. Take hi m back, Doc."
The next nman had never ridden a nmotorcycle either. No nore had the three after that The fifth nan
we gquestioned had. | had to reach for sone other mysterious question.
"Ever fly a sailplane, Private Mann?**
"As a matter of fact yes, sir."
"How about drive a hydropl ane?** "Yes sir."

Debrow shifted uneasily in the seat he had taken behind one of the desks. | was beginning to fee
alittle trapped* "How are you on readi ng Sanskrit?" "Sir?**
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"l said, can you read Sanskrit?"

"No sir."

"Al right," | said, with inner relief, "take himback, Doc."

"Sir?" said Debrow, alnost a little timdly, after Private Mahn had left. "lI'mafraid | don't
under st and

“You will, in due course."

He sat back w thout saying anything nore. The seven nore enlisted nen on duty there cane through
and | managed to send themall back after getting each one to admit he didn't know how to do
sonet hi ng or ot her.

"M . Despard,"” began Debrow, after the final one had left. That's all the men on duty here. Does
that nmean—=

"It neans this situation is a good deal nore serious than X thought Are you armed, Major?"

"No sir."

"That's unfortunate. Well, well have to do what we can. I'I| stay here. WIIl you go quietly to the
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personnel door we canme in by, and stand just inside it Lock it if you can, and listen for any
sounds you can hear on the other side. If anyone tries to force it open, let them but stand back
out of sight and when they're through, go for help."

"Yes sir. But for Christ's sake, M. Despard, what's supposed to be going on here?"

"I can't tell you quite yet I've ny duty to Paula—+to the Bnpress-~to think of," | said. "Get going
now. I'mgoing to step off into the shadows just outside this office and be ready to warn you if
anyone who shouldn't cones fromthe other end of the building.*1

He went | took the O d Man by the hand and foll owed the Major out noving off to where the shadows
hid us fromhim but where we would be in lute to intercept Doc, com ng back fromreturning the

| ast soldier to bis post Fromwhere we were, | could see the thin Iine of daylight show ng around
t he personnel door, bl ocked out now and then by an uneasily shifting body standing just this side
of it. Eventually, this occupation ceased, and a second or two |ater, Doc energed al one fromthe
dimess in front of us.

"Al'l set," he said under his breath.

"Al'l taken care of?" | asked.

He nodded.

The | i eut enant ?"

"I saved himuntil next to last"
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"AH right The Major's over by Ac personnel door."

"Was. |'ve taken care of him too. He was the last of them"”

I wanted to ask how many of them were dead, but the words stuck in my throat It was a |lifesaver to
have a young tinmberwolf like Doc for a friend, but it was a little illogical to denmand he be wol f
and harm ess at the sane tine.

"How about the aircraft?" | asked.

The first one you | ooked at, | didn't touch,” Doc answered. The rest are set to blow any tine you
want "

"Al'l right I've got to see if we can get the hangar doors open easily. O herw se, you may have to
bl ow a hole hi them+

"No sweat there either. They're supposed to be electrically operated, but there's a chain bl ock-
and-tackle type dingus to use if the power's off. Can you fly that thing, Marc?"

"I can fly it O rather, | can ten it to fly itself and it wiD.'

"Just checking," he said; and | could barely see his grin in the gl oom

"I dont blane you. | would too," | told him | was very tired, suddenly. "Wy don't you rig the
other planes to destruct as soon as we're safely out of here, and m nove the one we're taking up
to ms side of the doors? Then you open the door, hop in, and we'll nove."

"Ri ght."

He noved off. | turned on ny flashlight and led the O d Man toward the aircraft Doc had specified
as untouched. W clinbed in, shut the door, and | depressed one of the keys.

" Ready. "

"Move up slowy on the ground to the inside of the doors to this building. Or—o put it another
way—ove slowy forward along the ground and I T1 tell you which way to turn and when to stop."
The craft stirred and seened to slide rather than roll forward.

"Left," | told it "Left maybe ten degrees. Now maybe five degrees nore. Al right, straight
ahead... stop!"

We halted just inside the hangar doors. | opened the door of the craft and waited. In a nonent,
there was a faint, rattling sound to be heard through the opening; and
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the big doors slid apart to either side of the opening they guarded, and bright sunlight blinded
us.

"That's good enough!" | called softly into the brilliance after a noment. But the doors had

al ready stopped parting with just enough roomfor us to go through. | heard a fault thud and Doc
was in the cabin, shutting the aircraft door behind him

"All set," he said.

"Go!" | told the craft "Strai ght ahead, out on the ground through this opening, take off and clinb
to three thousand nmeters. Head west."

It slid forward through the doors into the full sunlight Wthout any run, it |eaped suddenly
skyward. There was a sound |i ke a paper bag popping bel ow and behind us. | glanced back and down
to see snoke coning fromthe open doorway of the hangar building, dwindling rapidly to toy size
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bel ow us. A second later, we were up where the roads | ooked like thick pencil lines and the
| andscape was starting to nmove backwards beneath us toward the sun half way up in the clear sky.
That takes care of everything, | guess,” Doc said. He cane forward and pushed the A d Man off the

seat next to mne—a nove the A d Man took without conplaint. It was surprising what the A d Man
woul d take from Doc, nowadays. Al nbst as nmuch as Sunday used to take from Ellen. Doc seated

hi msel f where the O d Man had been

"Need any hel p Oying, or anything |ike thatr he asked.

| shook ny head.

"Then H get sone sleep,"” he said, inperrurbably. 4This gadget's better than a | ocked door. No
one's going to break in and surprise you in the niddle of the air."

He curled up in the seat, closed his eyes, and dropped off.

| was not so |ucky.

29

The aircraft out of the future did not seemto need any serious attention. | asked it for a map of
the country, and it was displayed on the screen hi front of ne. On the map, | picked out the
general area of our comunity, asked to have it enlarged for nme, and so continued zeroing in and
enlarging until | could identify our destination to the craft. Once this was done, | sinply told
it to take us there and | and by the sunmer pal ace—which | described—and nmy duties were done. |
woul d have |iked, then, to curl up and sleep |ike Doc; but | could not I could not even initate
the A d Man, who was hal f-dozing, opening his eyes every so often to blink at ne, as if to make
sure | was still there.

Instead, | just sat, watching the enpty, clean sky and the slowy noving | andscape far bel ow.
There was no sound of passage inside the plane and | felt like a fly trapped under an overturned
wat er gl ass.

As |l ong as we had been working to escape, ny nmind had been clear and sharp and purposeful But now,
the effect of the body adrenalin began to die out in ne, leaving nme feeling enpty, dull, and ugly.
The t hought of the soldiers on guard who had undoubtedly died so the three of us could go free
came back to ny mind whether | wanted to think of themor not. God knows | had never wanted to be
the cause of anyone's death, particularly now, since | had found that at |east part of nyself
could blend with the rest of the universe. It was, in fact, that 'specific, blendable part of
mysel f that | now felt | had betrayed, nisused |like a fine-edged tool put to sone wong purpose.
But what else could Doc and | and the A d Man have done, | kept asking nyself? W had to escape
and the
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only route open to us lay ever the dead or incapacitated bodies of at |east some of Paula's
warriors.

Did it? a jeering little voice in the back of nmy mnd nagged at ne.

Al right, | told nyself, what other way was there?

You teU ne. You're the man who can see patterns.

| couldn't see one here that didn't involve violence.

Then you're not much good, are you?

Leave me alone, | told it. Get out of ny head.
How can / | eave you alone? fmyou. You' re stuck with ne.
There's a way out, | thought And | becane very cold when | thought it.

You haven't got the guts. And even if you did, what about Ellen and Marie and all the rest you'd
be leaving for Paula to take her revenge on? You want their deaths on your conscience, too?

Paul a—+ forced nyself to think of Paula instead. But that brought no relief either. Her inage
sunmmoned up anot her sort of sick feeling inside ne. Because | had been attracted to her.

actually had. The fact that she had challenged me with her unavailability had been a cloak for the
fact that | wanted her anyway, had wanted her, hi fact, fromthe noment | had first seen her
getting out of her helicopter |ooking |ike a page out of a .fashion nagazine in a world now

vani shed forever. Having her woul d have been alnost |ike getting that world back again.

O course, | had known she had dressed- |ike that deliberately, that the whole matter of her
entrance on the scene had been cool - headedly cal culated to produce the effect on all of us that it
had. But knowing this didn't alter the enotional leap | had felt Seeing her tike that, | had been
lifted out of the raw and dusty reality of ny present into a gilded dream of a nenory. | had

suddenly been remi nded of the tawdriness of the little world | was about to defend with ny life. X
had felt suddenly enbarrassed by the workaday pl ai nness of the two wonmen who shared ny life with
me, and ny handful of loyal friends. They were |ike coarse brown bread conpared to angel food
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cake. They were like flat homebrew beer conpared to chanpagne.

| had been attracted to Paula all right—fromthat nonent. | could have convinced myself | was m
love with her, given tine. Gven enough time, time enough to hang
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myself with, | could even have gradually forgotten ny duty to go back and finish what | had begun
with the time storm Mybe, | thought now, there had been the thought of not returning in the back
of my mind all along. So that when | raged at the possibility of Paula not being able to get her
arnmy—and ne—across to Europe this fall, | was really raging agai nst the delay of the excuse that

being on the other side of the Atlantic would have given ne, the excuse to put oif escaping from
Paula if and when word cane that Porniarsk had succeeded in acconplishing the very large task |
had set himto do

Yes, it had all been there, hidden inside ne, the inpulse to throw away the golden light | had
found for the gaining of an enaneled tin ring. How purely tin, | had finally discovered when | had
seen her in her tent that dawn, and she had directed ne to sign the letter she had witten for me.
At that nmonent, the | ast piece of her persona! pattern had clicked into place for nme; and | was
forced to see her as she innately was. | had thought that there nust be at |east a touch of
sonet hi ng Napol eoni ¢ under the display brightness that was her surface. After all, she conquered
the larger part of the North American continent. She had a government, a standing arny, and nore
accunul ated resources than any other hal f-dozen comunities in the world conbi ned. Above and
beyond this, she bad an Al exandri an dream of conquering the whole world. There nust, | thought, be
sonmet hing there that was uni que and powerful.

But there was not Wien | bad stepped into her tent that norning, when | saw her appearance and the
|l etter she had for nme to sign, her pattern had been conpleted for me; and | realized that what |
was | ooking at was an individual who nonentarily, at |east, had gone irrational under the
pressures of defeat and di sappointment. Wth the evidence of that irrationality, everything about
her had fallen into place. She was neither Napol eonic nor Al exandrian. She was a borderline
psychotic who had fallen into a chain of circunstances which allowed her to ride forward
triunphantly on the crest of a nobunting wave—as | ong as everything went her way. Wile |luck was
with her, she appeared to be inspired by genius. But when things went wong, she bad DO pl an

Literally.
308
TI ME STORM

Those who were on her side were people. Those who were not were rag dolls to be thrown at the wall
or have the sawdust ripped out of themif she was in a tenper. She could wade in blood up to her
el bows and it would not matter; because, of course, it was not real blood. It could not be rea

bl ood, because it belonged to those who were agai nst her. That was the psychotic side of her; that
was what had hit me |ike a sw nging barn door in the face when | had stepped into her tent

Al'l the communities who had given in to her on her way here were conposed of real people, of
course. But Capitol had chosen to refuse her. Therefore, its population were not real people and
she told her soldiers to kill them But some of her soldiers had not distinguished between those
she wanted killed and those she did not, and so obviously those soldiers were not real people
either. Therefore, she would have Marc Despard find themand kill them But Marc Despard woul d
know that the idea to kill had cone fromher in the first place, which might nake himthink wong
t hi ngs about her—things no real person would think. Therefore, it should be arranged so that it

| ooked as if the soldiers' punishnent were Marc's own idea, and then | ater she woul d use sone new
soldiers to kill himfor doing such a thing. Then everyone woul d be happy agai n; because there
woul d be nobody | eft but people who agreed with her. Real people.

O course, this pattern explained why she had never let nme or anyone el se get close to her

Experi ence woul d have taught her that anyone she let get too close to her might end up di sagreeing
with her about sonething or other. | had thought | was beyond the point where any other single
human bei ng could scare the hell out of ne; but she had done that, this norning in the tent. It
had been like finding nyself |locked in a cage with a wounded tiger.

So it was soneone |ike Paula that | had been willing to trade the universe for—the universe and

everything else | thought | loved | was sick: sick at heart and sick at mind. And to cure a bad
situation | had now gone out and caused bl oody deeds to be done nyself. | who had seen the gol den
Iight had done ny own wading in blood. | had sent Doc to kilt...

The pain of it was nore than | could stand. | groped desperately for the unity—the gol den

I i ght—and coul d
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not find h. | scrabbled and clutched for self-justification and found nothing. Nothing, but the
wrong-end-to excuse of saving the lives of the few people that meant something to nme. | had killed
that they should not be killed. "Nature, red in tooth and claw. . . ." wote Tennyson. The books
had drowned in during earlier weeks danced in ny head; but there was no confort In them The only
smalt, slimreason | could find for ny living was to defend what | |loved. At least, if there was
no justification in doing that, there was no agony. Perhaps | could be sinply pagan, and sinply

si npl e.

And how can man die better Than facing fearful odds, For the ashes of his fathers. And the tenples
of his gods?

I had no ashes of nmy fathers, no tenples and no gods. | was not Horatius, the anci ent Ronan of
whom Macaul ay had rhynmed in these lines fromhis Lays of Ancient Rone. | only had my little tribe
of one-time strangers to guard against all things human, tenporal and infinite; and | wanted some
confort, sone prayer to cling to. Like an overboard passenger hanging on to a life preserver, |
clung now to Macaulay's four lines and the idea of a finish in battle, to end all, to wash al

out; and I went whirling down into darkness, into dreans and final forgetful-ness ....

I woke suddenly, it seened a long tine later, staring up into two cl ose, concerned faces. One was
the smooth face of Doc and the other the hairy face of the A d Man

"Marc!" said Doc. "Are you all right? Were you dreani ng?"

"Why? What ?" My tongue was thick and dry. "Wat is it?"

"Your eyes were closed and you kept saying, 7 can't do it— can't do it— and we couldn't wake you
up, " Doc said.

"The A d Man nuzzled ny face in relief. | got a noseful of his hair and realized he badly needed a
bat h. That brought nme back to normality faster than anything el se.

"Where are we?" | said, sitting up

"I think we're al nost honme," said Doc. "You take a | ook. You know how this plane works. | don't."
310

TI VE STORM

I turned to the control panel and depressed one of the keys.

"Where are we?** | asked. "Show ne with a marie on a map."

bediently, the screen gave nme the inmage of the |ast enlargenment of the map | had asked it for
earlier. Atiny imge of the aircraft appeared on this and | peered at it for a second or two
before | could see that it was actually in notion across the map |ines.

"Looks like we're not nore than a few m nutes out,” | said, "depending on how fast we're
travelling."”
| | ooked out and down. We still seened to be at the sanme altitude; and, surprisingly, the sun

seermed no hi gher above the horizon behind us than ft had been when we took off. That would seemto
i ndi cate that we had been matching the earth's rotational speed-which was a good rate of travel,
to be sure.

"I've told it to go in and |l and by the sumrer palace,”" | told Doc. | turned back to the contro
panel and spoke to it "Land slowy. | don't want any of our own people shooting at us. And | don't
want to scare anybody."

The craft took me literally. It cane in over the sumrer pal ace at exactly three thousand neters of
altitude and then descended vertically, and slowy. W took about twenty mnutes to actually touch
ground hi the landing area, and by the tine we did, nost of the population of the comunity was on
hand, standing off about fifty feet from our touchdown spot, with the community |eaders in the
front rank.

| opened the door of the future plane and stepped down to the earth—and they all just stared at

me, as if | were a man from Mars. Then Doc and the A d Man came scranbling out behind ne; and
everyone poured hi on us with a rush. | was surrounded, picked up and carried, literally, alnost
all the way to the summer pal ace entrance before |I could nmake them put me down on ny feet.

When | finally did get a senblance of quiet, | clinbed up in one of the jeeps parked there, stood
on the back seat and told them as briefly as | could, that | had escaped from Paul a, that she
woul d be after nme eventually, but should not be showing up for some weeks at least, and | would
have nore details for themtonorrow But
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right now, I had to sort myself out and talk things over with the other |eaders.

They were a little disappointed not to hear the whole story at once; but they dispersed to their
various activities eventually, after | had pronmised a conmunity-w de cel ebration for that evening.
Finally, | got to go inside the palace with Ellen, Marie, Bill and the rest

Over food in the sane dining roomln which | had told them| was going with Paula, | broke the
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news to them bhintly.

"She's not conpletely sane,** | said. "I don't mean she's out of her head all the tine; she'd be

| ess dangerous if she was. | nean that when ft cones to certain things shell do exactly what she
wants, regardless of the consequences. Because when she gets to that point, nothing matters except
doi ng what she wants. That's why | left; because sooner or |ater, she would want sonething and
find me in the way; and that would be the end of ne,"

I, told them about the letter she had me sign

"The point was to hit back at the soldiers who had killed the experts,** | said, "and to saddle me
with the blane for doing it Sooner or |ater, she would have used that blame to get rid of ne.
That's why | had to get out of there without wasting tine. Because it could have been sooner. It
coul d have been the m nute the men she wanted executed were executed."

"But wham she do now?" Marie asked.

"Shell send a force to bring ne back,** | said. "But maybe not right away, because she's
understrength now. That's one reason | eaving her now was good tinming, Here, I can work with
Por ni arsk and naybe we can find a way to make the nove forward before her people can show up here.
I've been working on pattern recognition. Fmstronger in that area than | was. It's a fighting
chance, anyway. **

| 1 ooked over at Porniarsk, who had not been outside with the others when we |anded, but who had
cone into tiie dining roomsince we had been sitting there.

"l should have sent word to you sooner," he said. "The fact is, | ran into this sticking point
over a nonth ago, but | thought that it was something | could get through. Now, | don't know.
Maybe the two of us can get through it”
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come to the lab with you as soon as we're finished here," | said, between bites of the hone-cured

ham | was digging into. "But in any case—

| |1 ooked back at the rest of them

"In any case, everyone in the comunity who won't be needed for the nonad gestalt, when and if
we're ready to use it, better start naking preparations to scatter* now If Paula can't get ne

back, shell raise bloody hell—-and | mean bl oody hell literally—aith anyone connected to ne she can
get her hands on. Bill, Marie—=

They both | ooked at ne, fromfarther on down the

tabl e.

"You' d better start making plans as to how supplies are to be portioned out, and where to, and how
people are to take off. Also, Doc—

"Yo."

"We're going to need a fast, a really fast warning systemto give us as nmuch notice as possible
when we | earn Paula or some of her people are headed this way. Maybe you can figure out sonething
using that aircraft we came in."

"l think so, Marc." He | ooked at Ellen. "Right, Euenr

El I en nodded.

"Al'l right" I finished the ham and pushed ny plate back. "Anyone have any suggesti ons or comments,
before I head out to the lab with Poraiarsk?"

"You need sone sleep," said Marie. "You | ook dead. So does Doc."

| looked at her. The words were Marie-type words, but there was a difference about her which found

an echo in the way she said them However, | had no time to investigate such things now.

1 slept on the flight coining in," | said. "Doc probably could use sone sleep."

"I slept last night," said Doc.

"Whatever," | said, getting to ny feet "Anyway, |IH catch up on ny sleep biter. Pom arsk? Ready to
go?"

"Yes," he said. W went out of the dining roomtogether, |eaving the others behind us.

"It's an unusual situation," said Pom arsk, once we got to the tank in the lab. "It's the kind of

stoppage as if the extrapolative el enent of this device—what you' ve been calling the conputer—had
encountered a |l ogical contradiction, so that further extrapolations fromthis point

TI ME STORM

313

woul d result in increasing error. But attenpts on ny part to find out what such a contradiction
m ght be have produced no results.”

"Let nme | ook at where it stopped,” | said.

He activated the tank. Once nore | stared into the btue-grayness, with the little firefly points
of light flickering through the space of it For a nonment, a small crawing fear woke inside nme, a
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fear that in ny step aside with Paula | had | ost whatever had given nme the ability to see patterns
in the tank before. But then, slowy, the little points of |light began to relate and group

t hensel ves into associ ations.

The pattern took shape. It was a strange and unfaniliar pattern, which was to be expected. But

when | tried to go one step further and change ny perception fromthat of small lights in a tank
to the actual universe envisioned, as | had done once before, | could not do it The small crawing
fear came back, stronger

"l can see what you've got there," | said to Pom arsk, finally. "But | cant seemto nake it nean
anything to nme. | don't know what's wong."

"You may just be tired," said Pom arsk. "Or perhaps you' ve been away fromthe device | ong enough
to feel unfamliar with it"

" Maybe. "

| gave up and withdrew nmy attention fromthe pattern in the tank. Suddenly, | was dead tired.
Tired right down to the marrow of ny bones.

"You're right about one thing," | told Poniarsk. "I need sleep. IT1 go |ie down."

I went back to nmy own room part of the suite | shared with Marie and Ell en. But neither of them
were there now. It was only early afternoon, and they, with the rest of the conmunity, would be

hard at work. | felt a child' s loneliness for soneone to sit with me while | fell asleep; but |
pushed the enotion away fromne. | undressed, |ay down on the bed, pulled a bl anket over ne and
stared at the white ceiling, lightly shadowed now and then by the clouds outside reflecting from
the wi ndow.

I was still dead tired; but | began to wonder if | would sleep. | lay there.

I woke to soneone shaking ne. For a second, | thought | was back on the future plane again and
bei ng woken by Doc and the Od Man. Then | saw it was dark
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out side the wi ndow and dark in the room and the shape bendi ng over ne was female.

"Marc— It was Ellen's voice. "I hate to wake you, but the whole community's waiting for you. If

you can just conme out and show yourself for a little while, you can come back after that and sl eep
as long as you want"

"Sure," | said. "A'l right"
I levered nmy wooden body up to a sitting position on the edge of the bed and she began to massage
my neck, standing in front of me and reaching around behind ny head. | |eaned ny forehead

gratefully against the human softness of her belly, feeling nyself cone alive again to the warm
pressure of her fingers kneading the stiff cords and nuscles running up fromny shoulders into the
area behind ny ears. She felt and snelled delightful; and | wanted to stay there for the rest of
ny life, getting ny neck rubbed.

But she stopped after a while.

"You' re awake now," she said. "Get dressed."

She was right. | was awake; and there was nothing to do but get dressed. | was standi ng on one

|l eg, putting on ny pants, when it canme to ne suddenly that what | had felt was second cousin to
what makes dogs and other animals enjoy being petted and stroked by hunans. Not the physica
sensation alone, but the inplications of affection and concern. For a second, | could al nost fee
what an animal night feel in such case—and there, for a second, the universe-identity al nbst was
with me again. But the second passed, and it was gone.

I finished dressing. Ellen had al ready gone ahead. | followed down the corridors, out through the
door, and stepped into the warm early evening dark of outside. A barbecue pit had been dug in the
| andi ng area, and | could snell roasting nmeat There were several other large fires, throw ng
sparks high in the air so that they seenmed to ningle with the stars overhead; and the open space
around themwas filled with nmoving sil houettes and the hubbub of voices. For sone reason, it

rem nded me of a small town in Mexico | had happened to go through once on vacati on on an eveni ng
of a fiesta. | could not remenber the nane of the saint who was the cause of the fiesta; but it
had been night, and fireworks were exploding high in the air over the town, their sparks raining
down into the dark streets. Lights and voices bad been all over the
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pl ace, with people com ng and going in the narrow streets, so that it all had a sort of incredible
richness to it I had wondered then where that feeling of richness canme from but of course now
knew where. Unconsciously, | had been reading the patterns of the fiesta around ne the way those
who lived in the area read them | was picking tiie rich feeling up fromthem and now | was doi ng
the sane thing, picking up the nagic and warnth of tile nmonent fromthe rest of the community,
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gathered here to celebrate the fact that Doc and |, and even the O d Man, were back safe

I went forward into the crowd, and was recogni zed. The faces and bodies swirled around ne, drink
was shoved into ny hand. | was npobbed and hustl ed and questi oned and patted on the back and ki ssed
until my head started to spin. Between that spinning and the fatigue | had, neasured by the little
sleep | had just had, | was not to renenber nost of the events of that evening. It was nerely one
| ong happy blur that ended when | finally groped ny way back into nmy dark roomand fell on ny bed
agai n, sone hours |ater

Ellen was there and I hung on to her. "Were's Marie?" | asked after a while. "She's stil
outside," Ellen said. "Sleep, now" | slept
| did not cone to until late the next day. But in spite of that |ong, exhausted slunber, it was

three days before | was really back in proper body and mnd again. The night of the celebration
with the crowd had heal ed ne sonewhat, hi a way | could not quite pin down, but | felt nore whole

and healthy generally. | went back to Poraiarsk's lab on the third day and tried the pattern of
the tank agai n.

The first tinme | tried it, I was no nore successful than | had been the first day | had cone hone.
Still, ny failure did not leave ne with the sensation of being so hel pless as before, and after a

rest | tried again. This tine | was al so unsuccessful, but | got the inpression | had cone cl oser
to actually envisioning the universe; and so | continued, trying and trying again, feeling that |
got alittle closer with each try—and a couple of weeks later | broke through

What ever barrier | had been pushing agai nst went down an at once. Wthout warning, | was suddenly
in the uni-
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verse of gal axi es and stars—and what | saw | eaped at ne so hard that | was jarred out of it, back
into the conscious reality of the lab and nmyself standing there, staring into the tank

"Way, hell!" | said. "It's wong!*1

"Wong?" Porniarsk said. "In what way?"

| turned to the avatar.

"I don't know," | said. "I nean, | do know, but ft doesnt matter! Don't you see? Your device here

shut itself down because it began to turn up inconsistencies within the patterns it was evol ving
fromthe patterns it had evol ved previously. Logically, there couldn't be any inconsistencies, but
there are!"

"I don't understand," said Porniarsk

"Don't you? Look," | said, "this tank has been extendi ng previous patterns that were correct and
getting one that is incorrect.”

"Then you're saying the device has broken down? | don't see how it could," said Porniarsk

"No. It hasn't broken down—that's the point It's not wong! Wat's wong is reality. One of the
factors the device takes into account is the human—pardon ne, | nmean the intelligent |ife—factor
and that factor logically evolved is creating inconsistencies with the purely physical evolution
of the other factors considered. Don't yon see what that neans?"

"I do not," said Porniarsk

*"|t nmeans somewhere up there in the future—at the tine we're |ooking at right now+ntelligent
life is doing sonething about the time storm Doing sonethng at |east effective enough to produce
i nconsi stencies with what woul d have happened if the stormhad just been allowed to run its
course. We've found them Porniarsk! W've found a tine when they're able to do somet hi ng about
the tine storm™

The avatar stood perfectly still, looking at ne. He wss so notionless and his silence went on so
long that | began to entertain the outrageous thought that he had not heard ne.

"I see," he said, speaking just as | opened nmy nouth to repeat to himwhat | had just said. "Then
our search is over."

"That's right. All we have to do nowis figure out how
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the nmonad needs to shift the imediate snall factors so that at least this Iab can nove forward to
that tinme."

"I's it possible?"

| had never actually stopped to doubt that it was possible; and his question took half the joy out
of me at one bl ow

"OF course it is," | said. "It has to be. W're away down at the end of the chain of storm
changes. The forces deal-ing with this area have to be relatively light...."
I ran down.
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"Well have to check and see, of course," | said, "Maybe we'd better do that first before I tel
everyone what we've found and start getting their hopes up. 11
W were still checking several days |ater when Doc cane into the | ab one norning.

"I'"ve just nade a swing east in the plane," he said. He had becone used to the craft now and he
flew daily patrols. There's a force of about a hundred and fifty of Paula's soldiers, about half
on foot and half on horseback, about a hundred and twenty miles east of here. No notorized
transport or anything nore than carry weapons. They aren't wearing her uniformnms, but they cant be
any other troops. No one else on this continent can put together that nany people and get themto
move in formation |ike that"

"How did they get so close?" Porniarsk asked

"They must have started out individually or in small groups,** Doc said. "That's the only way |
can think of. Then they rendezvoused sonepl ace |ast night, so that this was the first day they've
been all together. Fd have spotted themfromthe air otherwise. At the rate they're marching,

they'Il be here in less than a week."

| | ooked at Porniarsk.

"That ends the checking,"” | said. "All we can do nowis go, and hope we make it."
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There was sonething wong in the atnosphere around the summer palace. | could feel it, but I could
not take the time to pin it down. | set the rest of the community to packing up, ready to get out,

and wi th Porniarsk, got down to the choosing of an opti numtarget nanosecond on the day before the
soldiers were due to arrive. W wanted a tine when the pattern of stormforces concerned with our
smal | area would be as close as possible to the conformation | was going to try to force theminto
with the nmonad. My original idea had been to deal with as small an area as possi bl e—probably only
the lab itself and everything inside it But as the situation devel oped, it turned out that the

di fference between restructuring the forces dealing with just the lab and those dealing with an
area including the summer pal ace, nmountain section and enough of the plain to contain the town and
a couple of square nmiles outside it, was essentially no difference at all, in terns of the size of
the forces to be dealt with.

This put a new conplexion on things. It was the first good news | could remenber finding in a |long
tune. Now | could take along everybody, if they wanted to go. | was tied to the work in the tab
but I sent Doc out to teH the rest of the community that as things had turned out, they didn't
need to run and hide fromthe soldiers unless they wanted to. Those who wanted to come along with
the nonad and nyself into the future could sinply stick around.

Havi ng sent the word out | got back to work. Matters, for once, seenmed to be an going in the right
direction. The nore | pinned down the force-changes to be nade, the nore possible they | ooked.
Even setting aside the fact that | was nuch nore pattern-experienced and nore devd-
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oped and nature than | had been when | had bal anced the forces in the i mediate area of the

pl anet, what | now | ooked at was a nuch sinpler job.

This, in spite of the fact.that we woul d be nmovi ng an unguessabl e distance of time into the
future. There was no way to neasure how far, but thousands of years anyway in terns of the old
tenporal yardsticks we had used before the tine storm The reason for this was that, even taking
in the area including the town, | was dealing with a very small patch of space conpared to that

whi ch encl osed the i nredi at e nei ghborhood of the Earth. Wat it anmounted to was that | would be
maki ng a nmuch | arger tenporal change—but in a very, very nuch tinier area than | had He tine
before. It was as if | multiplied by a factor of a few thousand, but then divided the result by
mllions.

So, matters in the lab progressed well; but nothing goes with conplete snmoothness. It was a good
thing that Porniarsk and I were, if anything, ahead of our schedule for charting all the
paraneters of the shift as | had laid it out; because | found nyself called away fromthe lab to
deal with the human side of the nove

Wthout realizing it, | had hit everyone in the community harder than | had planned when | had
sent out word with Doc that those who wanted to cone with ne could do so. Living with the time
stormas | had been afl this time, | had forgotten that only those who had been with ne at the

time of the balancing of forces originally woul d have any idea of what to expect frominvol ving
thensel ves hi what | planned to do. Nor did they | ook on going far into the future as calmy as
did.

Accordingly, they were seething with questions that needed sone kind of answers if they were to
come up with their individual decisions. | found | had to call a neeting of the community as a
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whol e to explain nmatters and answer those questions. W were* too many to crowd into even the

| argest quonset hut, so thejneeting was held outside on the |anding area, with a public address
systemrigged by Bill for the occasion, with extra m crophones on |long cords, so that everybody
could hear the questions as well as the answers.

| began by explaining the nechanismof the time stormas well as | understood it, and how this
nmechani sm had affected us here on Earth. Porniarsk stood beside ne in the jeep | was using for a
speaker's platform ready to
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answer questions hinself; but no one asked himany. | think they were still alittle wary of
Por ni ar sk, whom few besi des those in the sumer palace had, in fact, ever seen.

When | finished that part of my explanation, | called for questions, but there were none. So |

went on to explain how | believed that up ahead in the future, people—not nerely human peopl e,
but *people* in the larger sense, including intelligent, civilized life like that represented by
Porniarsk's race—would finally come to grips with the tine stormand find sone way of stopping it.
Finally, | repeated what | was sure they nust know already, that | thought | had | ocated such a
tinme and | planned to go there. Those who wanted to go with ne, could.

Once nore | asked for questions. This tine | got them —three hours or nore of them nostly
unanswer abl e, by nme or anyone else there at |east.

Basi cal ly, they were unanswerabl e because what they all wanted nost to know was what it woul d be
like for themup there in the future. This was, naturally, something about which | had no nore

i dea than they had thenselves. It began to sink in on nme as | stood there doing my best to answer
them what an uni nagi nable gulf exists between those who are obsessed by a goal and those who
sinply want to live as best they can. In a manner of speaking, | wanted only to arrive in

Sanmar kand, and anything short of the nmonment when | got there was uninportant. The others were
concerned with the possibility of tigers and robbers on the way, the availability of wells- al ong
the route, the quarters they woul d occupy once they arrived and the marketpl ace where they woul d
eventual ly vend their wares.

I could not help them Wthout realizing it, | had discounted nyself conpletely fromthe price
was willing to pay to get what | wanted. They had not. They could not think Iike me; and—God hel p
me— could no longer think Iike them

But | did what | could. | gave them words, explanations, until ny throat was hoarse, and they went
away di scussing what | had said, sure that | had told them sonmething of inportance, but finding
thensel ves still unsatisfied, and unreassured.

Porniarsk and I went back to the lab. Wth or without the extra people, | had to close with the
storm
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forces when the proper nonent came; and the nonment was marching i nexorably toward us.

We finished going over all possibilities by md-afternoon of the day before the soldiers were due
in. Doc had been checking the progress of our invaders fromthe ah*, at heights of ten to fifteen
t housand feet \Wiether they noticed himthe mlky-colored aircraft was all but invisible to the
ground at that altitude—er not, they continued to come on steadily, neither slow ng nor increasing
their first observed rate of travel. If they had been the total force that Paula could bring
against us, it would have been a tenptation to go out and nmeet them A night raid or two on their
canp, led by sone of our people who had picked up special skills from Doc, plus a few good dayti e
anbushes, could have cut their strength to a point where we woul d have been able to defend agai nst
them quite handily. But Paula could keep after us forever, and there was no use wasting lives.

| had been worrying about what to do with the experi-nmentals, now that sonme of us were noving
forward in time and the rest takuig to the hills. Paula was just the sort of person to kill them
all on sight when she found out | had escaped, if they were | eft behind and undef ended.

That problem however, | found no | onger existed. Apparently, when the O d Man had taken his
interest to nme, the rest of the village had started to disintegrate socially. Except for a few of
the others who had forned alliances with sone of the human fanmlies and were either going forward
with these fanmilies or taking to the hills with them the rest had | ong since wandered away from
the village on their own and di sappeared. It was a sad sort of diaspora to think about, because
there was not hing away fromhere for thembut the lives of solitary, intelligent animals; but
there was nothing I, or any of our people, could do about it now It could be, I told nyself, that
there was a consciousness hi themthat their race, as a race, had no future—fust as it had had no
past beyond a test tube. But that thought did not nake nme feel any better

In any case, | had no tinme to think about experinentals now. This afternoon was the afternoon that
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had been picked for saving goodbyes. | nade nyself available out in the landing area; and they
came up by individuals and fanilies and groups to say farewell, not only to nme, but

322

TI ME STORM

to the rest of us who were going. | was surprised, and even a little secretly unhappy, to see the

nunber who had decided to take their chances running from Paula the rest of their lives, in
preference to following ne forward. But, it was their decision; and better they make it now while
they had the chance than regret that they had not nmade it, later.

Dinner time was to be the end of the farewells. W broke off finally and went inside. | had wanted
to hold a neeting of the people who would be with ne in the nonad before we settled down to eat;
but when we all gathered in the dining roomthere were sone extra faces. One of these was nerely
Wendy, who had never shown any interest in being part of the time stormwork, but who was wel cone
to the monad if she wanted to join. Also, there were her gangling young boyfriend, who was not

wel come under any circunstances, and Abe Budner, our big, slownmoving Director of Food Services
and forner chef, whom| liked personally, but whom| had never thought of as being nonad naterial
"Abe," | said, as | sat down at the table, "no offense, but we're just about to start a business
nmeeting. You and—

"Marc," said Marie.

My mind suddenly becane alert. By which | mean that it cane out of the whole problemof the nove

into tine and back to the everyday present of the dining roomand the people nowin it. | wke to
the fact that Marie, Wendy, the boyfriend and Abe were all in hiking- gear, rough clothes and
heavy boots. | also becane aware that there was a silence in the room a tense silence on the part

of everybody else that said that all of themthere had known for sone tinme about what | was just
now recogni zi ng.
| looked at Marie.

"You' re not going?" | said.

That's right, Marc," she said. Now that | really exam ned her for the first tine in a very |ong,
long period, | was a little shocked at what | saw. Her face was tired, and definitely now showed
the signs of niddle-age, the crow s-feet at the corners of the eyes, the sagging of th* chin line.
| had never realty |ooked at her in aU these nmonths. | had never thought to | ook

"CGet out of here, the rest of you,** | said, hoarsely. | did not specify who the rest were, but
they all left the
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room except the four who were dressed to travel, and Ellen

"Wendy and Walter don't want to go into the future, Marc," Marie said. "And |'ve decided to go
along with them and Abe."

"Marie ..." | said. The words would not cone. Patterns flashed and clicked through ny mnd; and |
saw what | did not want to see. If Marie stayed here, Paula would find her sooner or later; and
Paul a woul d renenber that Marie had been one of ny two wives. It was inevitable—no, it was not
inevitable. Did | think | was a deity to deal in inevitability? But it was so overwhel mingly
probabl e that the chances it m ght not happen were too insignificant to consider

"Marie," | said. "Don't you understand? Unless you go with ne, you'll land right in Paula's hands.
Believe ne, | know. You will."

"BEven if | do," she said.

"Look ..." | nade an effort to get the enotion out of ny voice and tal k reasonably. "There's no
point in throwi ng yourself away just because Wendy wants to stay. | know, she's young, and—

"You dont understand," Marie said. "I don't want to go with you. I want to stay here nyself."
Under st andi ng suddenly struck ne |ike a nunbing blow. | had not fool ed anyone, it seened, except
nyself. | realized now that she and Ell en had known all along how | had reacted to Paul a, and what
at least part of nmy reason was for going off with her

"Listen to nme," | said. "About Paula and me—=

"Marc," Marie said. "You're going to have to understand. Ifs ne who doesn't want to go into the
future. It's ne. | can't take this noving any nore. Tmsick of it | want to settle in one place
and stay.**

"Wth Paula hunting you down?" | couldn't believe what | heard.

"That doesn't matter. |I'Il be here, in this world, not in some other. Not starting all over again.

| can't keep starting over and over again, Marc. You can. Al right, you go ahead. But | want a
little ordinary life for as long as | can hvre it, here, before the end cones."

I shook ny head. It was all crazy. Vaguely, | becane eware that even the ones who had stayed
behi nd before had gone-Wendy and the boyfriend and Abe. AH except
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El l en, and she was standing far back nowin a corner of the room alnost |lost in shadow. Marie
cane around the table to ne.

"You never did understand ne, Marc, did you?" she said. "You didn't understand me fromthe first;
and you didn't |ove ne."

"Maybe not at first," | said; and my voice had gone hoarse again. It was part of the genera
craziness that | should be standing here now telling her this while the other woman | | oved stood
back listening. "It's different now ** "Not different enough,” she said. "Not to the point where

you'd nove one inch out of your way for me. Or anyone.”
"That's not true."

"Then prove it. Stay here yourself. Dont go forward.**
“Mariel For Christ's sake, talk sense!"

"I amtal king sense. But you can't even hear ne." She
stopped and said nothing for a nonent; then, surprisingly,
she reached up and stroked nmy cheek with her fingers,

very gently. "It's all right, Marc. You don't have to hear
You can't change for me, | know that But there's a point
beyond which | can't change for you. Nobody can

make aH the changes you'd like themto nmake, dont you
know t hat ?"
"l just want you to live," | said. "I don't want Paula to get you."

"I know, dear," she said. "But it won't work. Fve got to stay; and even if you wanted to stay too,
you coul dn*t protect ne."

"Don't be so dann sure about thatl" | said; and for an insane, small second, hope of straightening
this out after all flickered alive in me. "If | decided to take Paula and all her army apart, it

m ght take sone tine; but—=x*

"You' d be throwi ng yourself away on sonething other than what you're built to do," she said. "If

things went that way, Td have held you prisoner here, instead of you taking me prisoner into the
future.** | didn't know what to tell her
"Marc," she said, raising her face to ne. "Say goodby to ne."

The ghost of sone giant hand took ne by die neck and bent nmy head down to hers. | kissed her and
her lips felt dry and strange, as if | had never known them before.
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She hugged me, and | hung on to her in return until she used strength to break herself | oose.
There," she said, stepping back a pace, "it'll be an light. A big part of it is you just can't
bear to |ose anything, Marc. But it'll be all right in the long run. Goodby now, and be careful."
She went out. | watched the doorway through which she had gone, and when | | ooked around not even

Ellen was in the room | went out into the shadows of the evening and wal ked by myself for a | ong
whi | e.

Wien | cane back inside, it was nearly ten o'clock and there were a great many things to be done
| called together the nonad, which now consisted of the Od Man, Ellen, Bill and nyself. Doc had
volunteered to join us; and with Marie missing, | now nore than wanted him | needed himthere. |
went over the patterns with them as best | could describe them Not so nuch because the patterns
woul d nean anything particular to them but the nore their mnds could identify with mne once we
were in action together, the stronger we would be as a unit, and the nore certain | could be of
doi ng what | bad set out to do

Most of the people in the community who were | eaving bad al ready gone by mdni ght, when the
nmeeting broke up. | sent Doc out to check that everyone was clear of the area who did not want to
be transported forward with the rest of us. It was one of those coffee nights, when everything is
due to happen with the next day's sunrise, and the nerves feel stretched to the point where they
sing like guitar strings at a touch. A warm weather front had noved in early in the evening, and
the dark outside was still and hot Only a faint runble of thunder sounded from bel ow the horizon
fromtime to time; and the tights anong the buil di ngs down bel ow were fewer even than they m ght
be at this hour on an icy winter night, so that already the community | ooked |ike a ghost town.
Doc cane back.

"Everyone gone but the Mjowskts," he said, "and they were just leaving as | cane up. Be clear of
the area in another twenty mnutes."

"Fine," | said. "Go on into the I ab. Porntarsk*s getting everybody into helnmets and set to go.
Tell themI'll be along in twenty mnutes."”
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He went | took one nore turn around outside. The night air was so dark and still it could al npst
be felt by the fingers; and the nutter of distant thunder seenmed to sound hal fway around the

hori zon of the plain below. | had a vision of Paula's soldiers night-marching through the gloomto

take us by surprise. But even if they had started to nove the noment the sun was down, they could
not get here in tinme. No one was noving in the streets of the town below. Those going with us
woul d be in their hones, waiting.

I went into the sunmer palace and took a final tour of the building. The roons seened oddly enpty,
as if they had been abandoned for years. | stepped into the courtyard where Sunday lay for a
nmonent, but without turning on the lights. As | stood there, a cicada shrilled suddenly in the
darkness at ny feet and began to sing.

I went back inside, with the song of the cicada stifl trilling in ny head. It stayed with ne as
went down the halls and into the brightly lit |ab. Everybody was hi place, with hel nets already
on. Only Porniarsk stood by the directing console, which he had noved out into die center of the

roomby the tank. | went to the tank nyself, to nmake one | ast check of the patterns, for we had it
set on the pattern of our nonment of destination. There was no change in what | saw there.
| seated nyself and took a helnet As | lowered ft over nmy head, toe cicada sound was stfll ringing

in m ears, so that it was |ike being trapped under there with it | felt nmy strength flow together
with the strength of the others hi the nonad and the nenory of the cicada sound was lost in the
silent song of blended identities as | opened nmyself to the tine stormforces in bal ance around
us.

They were there. They had been there an this tine, waiting, quivering in balance |ike a tangle of

arrested Kghtnings. | read that pattern at a glance this tine and laid the far future pattern that
I wanted |ike a tenplate upon them There was matching and overlap and di sagreenment between the
two patterns. |I. reached out with the strength of the nonad, pushed, and the two slid together. It

was suddenly done, and over. There had been nothing to it
I took off nmy helnmet and | ooked around. The often were taking off their helnets al so and, under

the fluorescent lights, then- faces | ooked pale and wondering, like the faces of children
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"We*re therer said Ellen. "But where are we?"

"I don't know, " | said.

Then | noticed that around the corners of the drawn shades of the wi ndows, the gl eam of ful
dayl i ght was show ng.
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We put up the shades; and the sunlight, which | ooked no different than any sunlight we had ever
known, poured in. But outside the windows, all we could see was the same inner courtyard that held
Sunday. Overhead, it was a hal f-cloudy day with thick white cloud nasses and cl ear bl ue

al ternating.

W went down the corridors and out into the parking area. Below us, the enpty village of the
experinmental s and the town were unchanged; but beyond a short distance of plain that surrounded
these, high grasses now began. The stal ks | ooked to be six feet tall at |east and stretched to the
horizon like an endl ess field of oversized wheat The road was gone. Wiat now was on the other side
of the nountain behind us, we could not, of course, see.

Down in the town, there was still no one stirring. This was not surprising, since many of them

nm ght not yet have realized that the nove had been nade. There had been no sound, no feeling of
physi cal movenent when it had happened. It was difficult even for me to realize that this was the
far future | had tal ked about.

"Shall 1 go ten them below?" Doc asked.
"Go ahead," | said.
He hopped into one of the jeeps and drove off. | stood where | was with Ellen beside ne, and the

others, including Porniarsk, not far off. A noment later, we could see Doc's jeep energe beyond
the trees and drive in anong the buildings of the town, stopping here and there while he junped
out and went inside.

Each time he canme out again, he was followed by people frominside a building. Soon the streets
were swarmng, and the figures below were starting to stream back up the slope toward us. Half an
hour later, there

328
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was an i npronptu cel ebration underway on the | anding area.

It struck me, caught up hi it as | was, that | bad had nore shocks, and nore | arge gatherings
recently than in any tine since before the tinme storm Nonetheless, this |last one—this arriva
party, as it was naned al nost i mmedi atel y—vibrated with somet hing neither the wel come hone bl ast,
nor the information session had possessed. There was a rel axed feeling of peace about this
occasion that | had not noticed before. It was a warm al nost a cozy, feeling. Mving about anong
ny fellowtine travellers, picking up patterns, | finally zeroed in on the reason for it There was
sonet hing held in common by all the people now around ne that | had not thought to look for in
them before we nmade the nove

In a sense, those who had cone with us were the adventurers anong our conmunity, the true

pi oneers. Those particular words all rang a little off-note, applied to the situation we were in.
But what | nmean is that, to an individual, those who had conme forward with me were nen, wonen, and
even children who did not want to be any further back down the Iine of history than they had to
be. In all of them there was an urge to be at the very front of the wave, up where the race as a
whol e was breaki ng new ground.

Real i zing this, something new and unsuspected in ne wanned to them It was a corner of nyself that
I had not even realized existed before. It was, in fact, the part of ne that felt just the way
they did. Even if | had known before we started that what we would all find up here would be the
hour of Arnmageddon and the final end for our kind, |I at |east would have wanted to go anyway, to
be part of even that, while it lasted, hi preference to living out my life hi any previous tine,
no matter how confortable.

Now, here | was with perhaps a hundred and ei ghty people who felt the sane way | did. Under the
nmost unlikely set of conditions that could be imagined, | had unconsciously put together my own
special tribe. | was so elated with this discovery that | had to talk about it with sonmeone. EQen
was busy hel ping organi ze the food and drink aspect of the gathering, so | went |ooking for Bin

I found him al so busy. He had set up a table with sone sheets of paper and was asking everybody to
sign up
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so that we could have a conplete and correct |ist of who had actually conme through with us, since
there were people at the |ast nmonment who had changed their ninds either for or against the nove.
The sign-up table, however, was essentially self-operating, now that word of it was being passed
through the crowd, and | managed to pull him aside.

W wal ked off a little way fromthe rest, and I told himmy discovery about the pioneer elenment in
those who had cone and ny pleasure in it

"I can't get over striking gold like that," | said. "Stop and think how small the whole North
Aneri can popul ation was after we got the mistwalls halted. And out of that small popul ation we've
gathered nearly two hundred people who really belong up here, thousands of years ahead in tine."
"That's true, of course,** he said.

Hi s handsone, small face had been tanned by several yean of outdoor weather, and the sane anmount
of time seened to have thickened and matured even the bones of it, so that he now | ooked nore
conpetent and mature. | realized that it was with himas it had been with Marie. Just as | had not
really | ooked at her for a long tune, so | had not really | ooked at himeither; and he had been
changi ng under ny nose.

". . . it shouldn't be such a surprise, though," he was going on to say, even as | was noting the
changes in him "Stop to think that the ones who gathered around us in the first place were
survivor types. You had to be a survivor type to stay alive while the mstwalls were noving. Even
if you were one of the few who were | ucky enough to stay put and have no mistwalls cone near you,
contact with the survivor types around you afterwards either nmade you like themin a hurry, or
buried you:"

"My point, though," | checked and gl anced around to make sure that none of the others were close
enough to overhear ne discussing themin this clinical fashion, "ny pouit is that these people are
a lot nmore than sinple survivors."

"Right," said Bifl, his brown face serious. "Look what happened, though. After the tinme storm our
group began to attract a particular type of peopl e—those who had heard of us and thought they'd
like to be associated with us. The ones we attracted were the ones who saw the
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same sort of things hi us they saw in thenselves. So they came—but they didn't al! stay. Those who
didn't fit went off again. The community was a sort of automatic self-filter for a common type.
Then, when it came down to a question of who wanted to make the junp forward in tinme or not, that
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deci si on shook out the |last of the chaff.**
I winced inside; though | was careful to nake sure no sign of it showed on ny face. He had
|labelled Marie with a tag | neither agreed with, nor would have wanted to hear applied to her even

if | had agreed with it. At the same tine, | had to admt he had laid out a good argunent | said
as nuch.
"Time will tell, of course," he answered. "1*11 say one thing, though." He turned and nmet ny eyes

directly with his. "Fve never felt happier hi ny Me than when | realized that it was a settled
thi ng, an unchangeable thing, that | was coming forward like this."

"Well," | said, alittle lanely. "I"mglad."

"I think even if Bettijean hadn't wanted to come along, | still wouldn't have hesitated.*1

| opened my nouth to ask who Bettijean was, and then closed it again. One nore thing had evidently
been goi ng on under nmy nose without my noticing. | would ask Ellen |ater

"Fd better get back to the others," | said.

After the celebration had begun to settle down a bit, | got up on ny customary jeep-rostrumto ten
them what we woul d be doing in the next few days. | said that we would start setting up the

conmuni ty again, here. Meanwhile, Doc would be flying surveys to |ocate other human settlenents in
this future world. He would, in fact fly a spiral course out of this area; and the navigating

equi prent of the plane could be used to nap the ground he covered, in the sense that it would
store up information about it which could |ater be recalled on the view screen of the contro

panelL

"How soon do you think well find other people?" sone male voice | did not recogni ze, sonewhere
toward the back of the crowd, asked.

"I can't make any guesses," | said. "Actually, if | was betting, Td bet they*d find us first"
There was a silence; and | suddenly realized they were waiting for ne to expand on that

"This is the future," | said. "Porniarsk and | found
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evi dence that up here they nmay be doing sonething about the tinme storm If that's the case, they
have to be pretty conpetent technologically. |I'massuning that sooner or |ater, and probably
sooner, the fact that we're here will register on whatever sort of sensing equi pnment they've got
For one thing, if they're aware of the time storm they' re going to know that a chunk of their

real estate suddenly got exchanged by the time stormforces for a chunk fromthe past"

There were a |l ot nore questions after that, some serious, some not so, covering everything from
what future humans woul d | ook |ike to whether we shoul d post guards—agai nst annuals, if not
humans—dntil we | earned that this was unnecessary. | turned that suggestion over to Doc, who
thought it was a good idea. The session ended with Bill clinbing into the jeep and maki ng hinsel f
somewhat unpopul ar by saying that he wanted to start tonmorrow norning getting a conplete inventory
of everything we had | eft after those |eaving had taken what they wanted; and he wanted everybody
to cooperate by listing their own possessions.

I broke away fromthe gathering before it finally ended and got together with Poroiarsk in the

| ab. The view we had in the tank was essentially the same as the one that had been hi it before
our nove. The difference was that now it was real rather than extrapol ated; and there were mni nor
corrections in its display because of that.

"Try it now," | said to Porniarsk. "See if we can extrapolate forward fromhere, now that ifs the
present."

He worked with the equi pnent for perhaps twenty ninutes.

"No," he said. '"It's still hesitating over inconsistencies.**

"Then we've landed in the right place—er time, | mean," | said. "To tell the truth, Fve been a
little worried. Between you and ne, | hal f-expected the people fromthis time to be waiting for us
when we appeared.”

"You were assuming that our activity of time forces would at once attract their attention? | would
have thought so, too."

"And that they'd have neans of getting here the nonent they sawit," | said. "If they don't, how
can they be advanced enough to do anythi ng about the tune storm generally?"

"I don't know," said Porniarsk. "But |I think there are
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too many unknowns here for either of us to speculate.** "I hope you're right" "About that, |
believe | am Beyond that, it's anyone's

"AH right," | said. "But if no one shows up within twenty-four hours, I'mgoing to begin to
worry."
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No one did show up in the next forty-eight hours. Nor within the forty-eight hours after that, nor
in the week that foll owed. Meanwhile, Doc was coming back front his daily nmapping nights and
reporting no sign of other human exi stance. No habitations, no novenent. W were evidently at the
far eastern end of a mid-continental area of plains uniformy covered by the tall grass, |ike
central North Anerica in the tine of the buffal o; though there were none of the bison breed to be
seen now.

However, both the grasslands-and the hardwood forest that began about sixty miles west of where
our chunk of territory had | anded, were aswarmw th other game. Deer, elk, wolf, bear, npose

and the whol e category of famliar smaller wildlife. The hardwood forest gave evi dence of
stretching to the east coast and had been in existence |ong enough to kin off nobst of the
undergrowth beneath it, so that it had a tidily unreal ook about it, nice a novie set for a Robin
Hood epic. Doc had | anded in an open section of it and reported great-trunked oaks and elns wth

| evel, npssy ground beneath them so that there was a cathedral |ook to the sunlight stream ng
down between the lofty |inbs overhead.

| kept to nyself nmy concern over the fact we were not being approached by the other intelligences
of this future time. Qur conmunity was digging in, literally. Just as we had arrived here in
dayl i ght when we had left our fornmer time period at night, so we had also arrived here in the
spring; although it had been fall where we had left A fair amount of planted crops had been | ost
behind us; and even without Bill's urging, a nunber of our people were eager to get seeds in the
ground in this place. There would be no stores of pre-tine stormgoods to plunder for additiona
food and supplies in the tinme where we were now.

So the first week becanme the second, and the second the third, with no sign of other intelligent
life to be found on the continent around us and no futuristic visitors. Gadually we began to
adjust to the fact that we night, indeed, be conpletely alone on this planet of the future; and

t he
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fife of our own conmunity began to take up nost of oar attention

It was a strenuous time. In addition to coping with the fact that here we would have to supply our
own necessities, there was evidence that the climate in this future time and area woul d have

col der winters than we had endured, back where we had been. Possibly, nmuch colder winters. There
was a good deal of work to be done to insulate buildings and expand the capacity of their heating
units, whether fireplaces or stoves.

Wth the nove, we had |lost the small river fromwhich we had powered our electric generator. Bill
had said he could get sone windm || structures built in a few weeks to give us at |east
intermttent current; but this depended on having the hands available to do the work. More

i medi ate was the need for firewod. Right now the only wood avail abl e was on our section of a
mountain that had cone forward in tinme with us. One hard winter would deforest this conpletely. It
was al nost an inperative that we arrange somehow to bring fuel fromthe forested area sixty niles
to our east, or nove die community to H, and we bad too big a stake in fixed property here to nake
that nove in one short summer.

The result was that everybody worked time and overtime, including ne. In a way, this was something
1 was grateful for; because it kept ny nind off the fact that no one had contacted us. Doc bad by
now flown as far as the east coast and for sonme hundreds of nmites north of what had once been the
Canadi an border. He had seen absolutely no sign of civilization. Everywhere, nere was only

Wi | derness visible fromthe nuskeg conifer forest of the norm though the nowdistorted pattern of
the Great Lakes, down to the flat country norm of the fornmer Mexican border. A cold worry had
begun to nibble at ne that possibly Earth at tins tinme was conpletely uni nhabited and forgotten
and if that was so, bowin ny lifetinme was | ever to contact tine stormfighters who were |ight-
year s—possi bly hundreds to nmillions of fight-years—away?

So | was grateful for the bard work, in one way. In another way, it kept me fromcoining to grips
with a second worry, one that was |like acid eating away deep within ne. Wth Marie's | eaving,
sonething in her bad cone out into the open that | bad never suspected she felt Now, | was aware
of it in Ellen as welL EDen was stffl there
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during di e days; she was there beside nme at night; but | could sense now that not all of her was
there. Some part of her was being withheld fromne. There was a wall between us, as there bad been
bet ween Marie and nysel f, although | had never realized it

| wanted to talk to her about it; but there was no tine. In the norning we only had tine to rise,
dress, eat, and run. During the day there was no rest, no pause in which to talk. At night, there
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was only tinme for another neal, and sleep would threaten to claim.us before we had finished
refueling the weary, enpty engines of our bodies. W fell into bed, opened our eyes—t seened—a
monment | ater; and another day's cycle was al ready rushing us inexorably onward.

But there had to be a break sonetine. It cane at tin end of the fifth week, when the first of
Bill's windm|ls began to power the generator, and a triekle of electricity came to nmake our
lighting fixtures glow faintly against the ceilings and walls behind them It was as good an
excuse as any to give people a breather, and | declared a night and a day off.

For all the wonders of artificial light refound, there was little celebrating that first evening
Al that nost of us wanted to do was to sleep; and sleep we did, unto |ate the next day. Then, in
the noon sunlight, we gradually cane out of our sleeping quarters to sit or nove around slowy in
the sun, either doing nothing at all, or turning our attention at |last to sonething that had | ong
gone negl ected, that we now had tine to check, clean, nend, or build.

It was the second of these activities that concerned me. When | woke, Ellen was already up and out
of the sumer palace. | got up, drank a couple of cups of black coffee and went | ooking for her

I found her banging out a wash on the upsleping hillside that lay on the opposite side of the
sunmer pal ace fromthat which held the | anding area. Coming around the corner and seeing her from
a distance, | woke to the fact that she had necessarily taken over all of Marie's household
obligations in addition to her own. | had been so used to having both of them around and bei ng
selfishly inmersed in ny own problens, that it had never occurred to me that Ellen would not be
doi ng double duty in addition to her outside work with the rest of the conmmunity.
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Nor had it ever occurred to ne to help either her or Marie before. | cane around a coner of the
buil ding and saw her froma little distance. | stopped, and for a nonent | sinply watched her, for

she had not yet seen ne. Then | went forward, picked up a pair of my own jeans fromthe basket and
joined her in hanging up the rest of the wet

stuff.

W worked side by side hi silence. "Look," | said, when we were done. "Wy dont you sit down for a
monent ? FI| take the basket in, bring out a card table and sone chairs and fix us a lunch. You
just sit still. How about it?"

She | ooked at nme. | had never been able to read the deep thoughts behind her face, and | could not
now. But | noticed again, as | had come to notice since Marie had left, how Ell en had al so changed
with the years in between. She was still young—what had 1 figured out once, that she could not be

any ol der than Doc and was perhaps even younger? But there was nothing of a girl |eft about her
now, not even the ghost, it seened, of she whom | had picked up in the panel truck | ong since. The
Ellen | | ooked at now was a nature wonman and anot her person entirely.

"Al'l right," she said.

She sat down on the grass of the hillside, took off the scarf she had tied around her head and
shook her hah* out. She was wearing some old, autum-brown slacks and a dark green shirt, open at
the throat. Her neck rose in one straight colum fromthe spread collar of the shirt, and under
her dark hahv now | oose about her head and shoul ders, her eyes were blue-green and brilliant

| took the basket and went into the house. | rummaged around the kitchen, trying to remenber what
she had shown a liking for, in the way of food. | had becone a hal fway decent cook in ny years
alone in the north woods before the tinme stormhit; but there was hot nmuch available here in the
way of foodstuffs. W were all living off stored goods until fall, when the crops of our recent
pl anti ng woul d hopeful ly be in.

I finally found a small canned ham and with this, sone canned new potatoes, and three of the

hi ghly val uabl e eggs fromour comunity's small flock of chickens, managed to make a sort of ham
and potato sal ad, nots-
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tened with a spur-of-the-nmonment, homermade nayonnai se | whipped up fromthe yol k of one of the eggs
and the corn oil we had in fair quantity. | also hunted around the pal ace and found a bottle of

Li ebfraum | ch that was not overage. There was no way to cool it, lacking electricity for our
refrigerator; but salad and wine, once | had the card table and chairs set up outside with a
tabl ecloth of sorts on it, |ooked reasonably festive.

"That's good," said Ellen, about the salad, as we ate; and | wanned cl ear through.

"dad to hear you say so," | told her. "Do you realize | really don't know that rmuch about what
you like to eat?"

"I like everything," she said.

"That's good. Because it'll be a long tine before we have anything |i ke what we were used to

file:/l/F|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (152 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:05 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

before,” | said; and | went on about what we could expect in the way of diet that winter, even if
the crops went wel L

I was tal king around and about, trying to get her to give ne sonme sort of conversational lead from
which I could get onto the topic | wanted to bring up. She said nothing, however, to help.
Nonet hel ess, with the relaxation of the food and wine in nme, | finally began to drift on the tide
of ny own words into the area | wanted.

"There's two chances that mght help protect Marie and die others,** | said. "One's that when

Paul a's soldiers arrived and found the country changed where we'd been, they figured |'d nmagi cked
everybody safely forever beyond their reach, and Paul a bought that idea when they told her—=

"Do you really think she woul d?"

| hesitated.

"No," | said. "If she was conpletely normal, mentally, rd think she mght. But part of her mind is
never going to rest, where |'mconcerned; and sooner or later, word is going to reach her of
peopl e who' ve nmet and recogni zed sone of our people who stayed behind. Then her hunt'll be on

again. All we can really hope for is a delay."

"What's the other chance?"

"That's the long one. If | ever do get into contact with the tune stormfighters here and get to
work with them maybe | can |earn sone way to go back and nake Marie and the rest permanently safe
from Paul a—aybe by shifting Paula herself to a different tine."
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Ell en said nothing. There was a little silence between us; and a fly that had di scovered the enpty
wi ne bottle circled

it, drowning.

-God help herr | said; and the words broke out of nme, an of a sudden. "God help themall!" "It was
her decision," said Ellen. "I know," | said. "But I— | |ooked at her

*How much did Paula have to do with her goi ng?**

asked.

"Not rmuch, ** said Ellen.

"You both knew how | reacted to—+o0 Paula. Believe nme, | didn't even know it nyself. | didn't even

realize ft until after | caught on to what she actually was, head-w se, and then | knew | had to
get out of there.** "Paula wasn't that inportant to Marie.** "You say that? If it hadn't been for
Paul a and how | feh about her, we'd stai have Marie and Wendy with us." "l don't think so," Ellen
sai d.

"How can you say you don't think so? Marie never tal ked about |eaving before.** "Not to you. She
did to ne, lots of tines.** | stared at Ellen. "Shedi d?Wyr

"She told you why, when she left. Marc," Eflen said, "you don't listen. That's one of the reasons

she went" "Ctf course | listen!" She said nothing.
"Ellen, | loved Marie!" | said. "Why wouldn't | listen to soneone | l[oved? | [oved Marie—and
| ove you!"

"No." Ellen got up fromthe table, picked up the enpty plates and silver and started in toward the
house. "You don't, Marc. You don't |ove anyone."

**WB1 you cone back herel** | shouted after her. She stopped and turned. "For once will you cone
back and say nore than three words in a row? For Christ's sake, cone and sit down and talk to net
There's sonething here* in the air between us. | can feel it | bunp into it every tine | turn
around. And you're telling me that there was sonething |ike that between Marie and me and | didn't
know about h. Cone back and tell me what it was. Conme back and talk to ne, damm H **

She stood facing ne, holding the dishes. "It wouldn't do any good."
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"Wy not ?"

She di d not answer.

"Do you love ne?" | said.

"Of course. So did Marie."

"She | oved nme and she wanted to leave nme? | didn't love her and | want to keep her? Wat kind of
sense does that make? If you loved me the way you say you do, you'd explain it to me, so | could
do sonet hing about it, about ne, or whatever was necessary.**

*N4o," she said. "You' ve got things the wong way around. | |ove you wi thout your doing anything."
"All right, then!"

"But you're asking nme to change. Talk doesn't cone easily to nme. You know that If | have to talk
before you can |l ove ne, then you don't |ove ne. You wanted Marie to change, too, but she couldn't
I can, but | won't. It's up to you, Marc, not ne."
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| stared at her; but before | could say anything nore, ¢ stranger wal ked around the corner of the
sunmmer pal ace and cane up to us. He was a startling figure, a good four inches taller than | was,
conpletely bald, and wearing only a sort of kilt of white cloth around his waist Even his feet
were bare. His features | ooked sonething |like those of an eskuno's but bis skin was brown-dark,
and the nuscles stood out |ike cords under the skin. He |ooked as if he had spent his lifetine
exercising, not with barbells, but on the parallel rings and other gymastic equi pmrent He cane up
to ne.

"Marc Despard?" he said. He had no accent that | could put ny finger on, but the tinbre of his
voi ce was sonehow different fromthat of any other human voice Fd heard. "My nanme's Cbsidian
Sorry we took so long to cone forward and neet you, but we had to study you for a while, first*'
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He was offering his hand in ordinary fashion. | took it and shook it automatically. | had been
expecting him or at |east soneone |ike him but the delay had been | ong enough, and he had
appeared so suddenly that he had managed to knock nme off bal ance with his appearance, in spite of
an nmy expectations. | found nyself going through the social routine.

" ny wife, Ellen."

"Ellen," and he shook hands with Ellen, "my nane's Cbsidian."

He had a round, friendly face, a little fiat-|ooking and nongol oid; and this, with the ban-1Iess
skull, gave himsomething of a tough | ook

"Hello," said Ellen. "Were did you cone fronP"

"We're perhaps two hundred niles fromyou."

"Just a couple of hundred niles away?" | echoed.

"W had to keep you fromfinding us while we were studying you," he answered. "You have to
understand that we had to gather a |ot of data on you in order to work out your |anguage and
custonms. And, of course, we wanted to collect data toward understanding the accident that brought
you here."

"Accident?" | said. "W cane here deliberately."

He stared at ne for a | ong second.

"You di d?"

That's right,"” | said. Td probably better take you down to see the | ab and Porniarsk. Sorry, maybe

Fm getting the cart before the horse. But after expecting you every day fromthe nmonent we | anded
here, and not having you show up until now-=x*

"Expecting ne when you arrived?" bsidian said.

W« seened to be tal king at cross purposes. 340

"That's right," | said. "W canme here because | wanted to contact you people who were doing
sonet hi ng about the tinme storm—

"Just a nmonent," he said. "Excuse ne."

He di sappeared.

He did not cone back in a nonent, either. He did not cone back the rest of that day, nor the day
after. It was nearly a week later that | stepped outside fromthe door of the sumer pal ace that
opened onto the parking area, and found himstanding there, bright with the norning sun on his
bare shoul ders. Ellen stepped out just behind ne.

"Excuse me for not getting back before this," he said. "But possibly | got off on the wong foot
when | first visited you. I've .talked the matter over with a nunber of others, and we've deci ded
that our data was much nore insufficient than we thought Wuld you be willing to sit down with ne
and tell ne the whole story of how you cane to be here, so that we can have that information to
work with?"

"I'"ll be glad to," | said, turning back toward the door. "Do you want to step inside?"

"No. If you dont mind, no," be said. "Later on, Td like very rmuch to have the chance to | ook

i nsi de your summer pal ace, but not just yet. Can we tal k out here?**

"Certainly."

"Good." He dropped into a sitting position, cross-legged on die grass.

"I'f you don't mind, muse a chair," | said.

"I dont mind," he said. "I'mvery interested. Is it actually confortable for you, sitting on that
pi ece of furniture?*’

"It's more confortable than sitting the way you are,” | said. "I can sit like that, but not for
any length of tinme.**

"l see."

I went inside and came out with chairs for nyself and Ellen. W sat down.
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The chair was nore a product of western culture mny time, though," | said. "In the east, even
t hen, people would be perfectly confortable sitting the way you sit.'
Thanks, " he said. That's the son of data we a] date.”

"AD right," I went on. "Were do you want ne to start?"

"Any and an information yon can give us win help,** he said.

appr e-
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"Suppose | start with the time stormthen,”" | said. "We're together on that, aren't we? You know

what | mean when | talk about the tine stornP"

"Ch yes," Obsidian said. "W're aware of the tinme storm"

"Wll, we weren't," | said, "until it hit us without warning one day. | was up in a northern, wld
area of a state called Mnnesota in the north central part of this continent

| picked up my own history fromthe nonent when | had thought | was having a second heart attack
and proceeded to ten it | had thought h was something | could cover in an hour or so; but | had
badly underesti mated what there was to tell, and | had cone nowhere near beginning to estinate how
many things Cbsidian woul d need expl ai ned. W began with the matter of ny heart attack, which took
sone thirty minutes or so of explanation by itself, and went on fromthere, frequently dropping

i nto what nust have sounded |ike a vaudeville act built around the idea of two blind nen neeting
in the mddle of the Sahara desert at nidnight

"But there's no evidence of any damage to your heart, now.
"There isn' t?"

"You nean you don't know there isn't?" . .. And so on, far into the night After a little while,
EHen sensibly got up and left us to bring Porniarsk out to join us, and to call Doc to let the
rest of the community know what was going on. Wthin a few hours Obsidian and | had a qui et
attentive audi ence seated in a semcircle around us and consisting of everyone able to get from
the town up to the |anding area.

The talk went on for four days. Obsidian had clearly come with the intention of getting
infornmation, but giving little or none hinself; but it proved inpossible for us to communicate

unl ess he expl ai ned something of his own tine and civilization. He and | had nothing in conmon but
tiie language his people had deduced fromthe first weeks of recording and then taught himto
speak accentiessly, and by the end of the first hour, we were both realizing how inadequate this
was by itself.

The words alone neant little without their connotative referents, and his connotative referents
and m ne were
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separated by thousands, possibly hundreds of thousands, of years. It was a curious sensation to
hear a sentence nade up of nothing but the old, famliar sounds and, at the same tune, realize
that | had not the slightest idea of what Cbsidian neant as he uttered them Luckily he was an
intelligent person; and above and beyond this, he had a sense of hunor. Ot herw se the tal ks woul d
have broken down out of sheer exasperation on the parts of each of us. But he was bright enough
and sensi bl e enough to adapt, in spite of the consensus he had been sent out with, that he should
listen but not talk. By the end of the third day, he was telling us as nuch about his people as we
were telling himabout us, and fromthat point on, the information exhange began to work, to a

poi nt, at | east

By this time we were once nore talking privately; but with a tape recorder powered by a stepped-
down aut onobile battery that had been charged by Bill's windnffl generator. The tapes were
duplicated and nade available to tiie rest of the community. To hit the high points of the
information they gathered. Obsidian and his associates here on Earth nunbered under a thousand

i ndi vidual s belonging to a race of latter-day humans that were primarily scattered, very thinly

i ndeed, across the habitable worlds of this gal axy.

These humans did not think of thenselves, however, so nuch as nenbers of a race, but as nenbers of
a larger comunity, including representatives of sone nillions of other civilized races with whom
they interm xed. Individuals of these other races were also thinly spread across the same
habi t abl e worl ds; and sonme of them as well as sonme of the humans, were to be found as wen in

ot her gal axies or el sewhere in the universe—although when this happened it was because of special
ci rcunst ances (Cbsi di an had not yet explai ned.

The reason for all these individuals being scattered so widely was apparently that (a) the tine
storm had cut popul ations on inhabited worlds to the point where there were several habitable

worl ds for each individual of intelligence; and (b) apparently there were nmeans of travelling not
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nmerely faster than fight, but many times faster than fight, so that even visiting other gal axies
was not inpossible. Obsidian shied away fromny questions when | tried to find out nore about this
means of travel.
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Evidently faster-than-light did not describe it directly in bis terms; and he was dearly unsure of
his ability to explain it to ne at our present |evel of comunication

We had encountered a nunber of such points of nonconmunication. H e nmam probl emwas the conplete
dissimlarity of our referents, so that often we found ourselves talking at cross purposes. Sone
cultural differences only enmerged nore or |ess by accident For exanple, it turned out that
bsi di an was not his nane—not at least in the way we think of "nanes." In the way we used that
word he had no specific name. This was because he bad a certain unique identity, structure, or

val ue—there was no way to express it properly hi our terns—which was recognized as himby his

fell ow hunans and ot her race individuals who had net hi mand experienced this unique identity of
his.

For reference purposes, in the case of those who had never nmet him he was referred to by a code
word or symbol that essentially told where he had been born and what he had been doing since. But
this was never used except for that sort of reference. For ordinary comruni cative purposes he had
a nunber of —i cknanes is not the right word for them but it is the closest | can cone—dependi ng
on how the individual referring to himassociated him The nbst common of these nicknanes, the one
he favored hinself, and the one generally in use here anong his fellows on Earth, was a nane that
conpared himto the mneral we call ''obsidian" and since it had been established, during the
month or so they had been recording our speech, that we woul d recognize mat word, he had
identified hinself with it when he first net Ellen

and ne.

It was not just an arbitrary difference fromus, this nmatter of nanes, it seened. It was sonething
much nore inportant than that. The whol e nane business had to do with the different way he and his
comuni ty of humans and nonhunmans thought and worked; and until | coul d understand why they did
their nanming that way, a vital chunk of their culture would remain a nystery to ne. Accordingly,
struggl ed to understand and to make himexplain hinmself so that | coul d understand.

The nane business had sonmething to do with identity in that word' s nobst basic sense, which was
tied to occupation anbng them nuch nore than it would be with us,

which was, in turn, tied to a different sort of balance between individual and group

responsi bilities—which was all somehow connected with the fact that they had not approached us the
monent we had appeared here, .but had hid and studi ed us instead.

It had not been because they were in any way afraid of us. Fear seenmed to have a nore academ c
quality to Qbsidian than it did to me. They had been obligated to be able to conmunicate with us
before they coul d appear. Consequently, they had stayed out of sight of Doc in the plane—which was
apparently not as hard as it mght seem since they used structures nuch | ess wan we did. In fact,
our buildings were alnost a little forbidding to Qosidian, which was why he had refused ny
invitation to cone inside the sumrer pal ace. Apparently, he was about as attracted to the interior
of the sunmmer palace as | might have been to the idea of a neighborly crawl through the tunnels
and dens of a human-sized nole. Obsidian's people built observatories and such, but these were
general ly constructed without walls or roof.

Apparently they did not need as nuch protection fromthe weather as we needed. Wen | asked about
this, Obsidian denonstrated how he could envelop hinself hi a sort of cushion of invisible warnth
apparently just by wanting to do it—although he insisted that die heat was generated by
mechani cal , not nental, nmeans. But beyond this, it was obvious to nme early in our discussions that
he had a far greater tolerance for tenperature extrenes and the disconfort of his physica
surroundings than | did. In spite of the chilliness of the spring nornings or the heat of tile

aft ernoon, he showed die sane indifference to the tenperature and wore the sane kilt, no nore, no
less. It was not until the third day that | discovered he was only wearing that out of courtesy to
us, ft having been established by themthat we had sone kind of clothing taboos. It was about the
third day, also, that a great many other things began to nmake sense. Surprisingly, ny ability to
communi cate inproved nmuch nore swiftly than did his; so nuch so, in fact, that he conrented on it
wi th unconceal ed awe. The awe was al nbst nore unsettling to ne than the other nysteries about him
It gave ne an uneasy feeling, nentally, to think that these people of the far future m ght not be
so superior to us after all; that they might, in fact, be inferior in sone ways. Cbsidian
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and | worried over the comunication di screpancy together and finally concluded that,
paradoxically, Obsidian was in a sense being inhibited by the fine command of the spoken | anguage
he had exhibited the first tinme he appeared.

It enmerged that his group was not used to translating concepts. Sounds and synbols, yes. These
varied fromrace to race anong themhi infinite variety. But, just as they could agree on the

uni que identity of any single individual, they were apparently able to agree on the perfect val ue
of any concept, so that translation, in that sense, was never necessary. \Wen we first appeared,
they had set up recording devices to pick up every sound nmade in our community and channel ed t hese
into a conmputer-Ilike device which had sorted di emout and deduced the rules and vocabul ary of our
| anguage, with the observed or inplied denotative val ues of each sound. Wth this done, they had
punped the infornmation into the head of Cbsidian and set himto talk to us, confident that he
coul d now conmuni cat e

Only, he had run into trouble. The sounds he used tinned out to have had neani ngs over and above
what the | anguage conputer had deduced. In short, Cbsidian and his fellows were in the
unconfortabl e position of people who have grown up with a single set of concepts, thinking there
was no other, and who had then run into an entirely different set—eurs. They were |ike the person
who grows to adul thood before he discovers that there are other |anguages than the one he knows,
and then has to struggle enptionally with the concept that anybody el se can prefer some outl andi sh
sound to what he knows in his heart of hearts is the only "real" sound for a thought or thing.
Because of this, his plans had gone awmy. It had been planned that he would drop in on us, punp us
dry of all other relevant data on us, feed that also into the conputer, and conme up with patterns
of us in all departnents, fromwhich it could be figured how to adjust us to the culture of their
time, if this was possible. Instead, here be was floundering at absorbing nmy patterns while | was
ni cking up his, band over fi st

WeD, not exactly hand over fist Hs patterns, unlike ours, were all |ogical and logically
interrel ated, which gave me a great advantage. But there were also abilities
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and concepts in his area that he took for granted and | could not get nun to tal k about because
had no way of describing what | was after

It was not until the fourth day that | finally achieved a breakthrough in that respect; and it
happened for a strange reason. That m nd of mine, which could never |eave a problem al one but nust
keep worrying at it and chewing it over until either m nd or problemcracked wi de open, had been
at work on the two enigmatic conversations | had had with Marie, Just before she left, and Ellen
the day that Obsidian had appeared.

| still could nake no sense of what they said. For an ny efforts to understand, ny conprehension
slid off the menories of their words to ne as if both had been encased hi glass. At the sane tine
| had a reason to keep working at them now. There was sonmething in me which | evidently could not
see, as | could not see ny own eyeballs, except hi a mrror, or the back of nmy head. There nust be
sonmething hi me, | thought, like a dark area, a shadow cast by the sensing nechanismitself, that
was keeping me fromthe closeness | wanted to have with other people—and of all people, Ellen.
had been trying an sorts of approaches to the problem trying to find some way of sneaking up on
the unseeabl e, so to speak; and it occurred to me suddenly as | was talking to Obsidian that nere
mght be a simlarity between this problemand ny probl em of conmunication with him

I had tried evoking the golden fight as a neans of reaching an understanding of Ellen. But | had
found that when | tried to reach for the feeling of unity with all things for that reason, it was
as it had been in the plane after |eaving Paula's canp—+ could not evoke the state of unity. It
came to me now that it would do no harmto try for it once nore in the case of Obsidian and his
peopl e, where the enotional roots concerned did not go so deeply into the dark of ny own souL

So | tried. It helped that | had growmn to like Qosidian in the last few i ntense days of talking.
thought | could al nbost grasp what he described as that unique identity el enent by which aB ot her
beings of his tine recognized him So | picked a nonent when he wa> trying to explain to ne what
anong themtook the place of famly structure, as we in our conmunity knew it | watched himas he
tal ked, seated cross-1legged on the ground. H's face
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was ani mated and his hands wove patterns in the air. He had the attribute of seeming to be alive
with energy even while he was obviously without tension and relaxed. It was an ability | had seen
before in casual encounters with professional athletes in top condition

| was hardly listening to what he said. That is, ny mind was naking automatic note of it, but |
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was confort-ably aware of the fact that the tape recorder was catching his words and | woul d be
able to review themagain this evening in the quiet of the sumer palace |library. Mst of ny
attention was concentrated on himas a conplete entity; a sound-nmaking, |inmb-noving individua
extending energy to ne in the formof sound and gesture. | squinted, nmentally, to focus in on him
in this sense; and when | had himin focus, slid on top of his inmage before ne the

enotional /intellectual gestalt that was nmy friend Cbsidian, as | knew him

The two nelted together; and as they did | was able for the first time to take a step back from
himand the present noment | kept nmy point of view at that distance and slowy let die rest of the
day .soak into ne.

We sat just outside the summer palace and | had ny back to it; so that | | ooked past Cbsidian,
across the open stretch of the |anding area and out over the descending slope of the trees to the
town bel ow and the tall grass marching in all directions to the horizon. It was, for once, a
perfectly clear day; there was not a cloud hi sight But a small, cool w nd was wandering back and
forth across the nountainsi de where we sat

| saw the treetops nmoving to it and felt the internmittent light touch of it on ny face and hands,
cancel | ing out now and again the warnth of the steady afternoon sunlight. It was too early for

i nsects; but down on the wooded sl ope bel ow me, a cloud of specks that were small birds burst up
unexpectedly as | watched, to swarm dark agai nst the far bright sky for a nonent like a cloud of
ghats, and then settled back down out of sight into the dark mass of the | eaves bel ow t hem agai n.
H gh up, another single speck swam agai nst the cloudl ess sky. A hawk? My vision went out to the

hori zon and beyond. Slowy, | becanme conscious of a rhythmthat was the beating of my own heart
and at the sane tinme the breathing of the world. Once again, the golden fight began to grow around
me and, once nore, | felt nyself touching
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things in the earth, sky, and water, frompole to pole. | was touching all things, and | reached

out to touch Qbsidian.

I | ooked at himw thout noving ny eyes and saw himmfull dinension for the first tine. For he was
a part of the universe, as all these other things were a part of it; and that was what was at the
core of his community's difference fromours. They were aware of the universe of which they were a
part, while we thought of ourselves as disparate and isolated fromit That was why Obsidian's
identity was unchangeabl e and instantly recognized by his fellows. It was because the di nensions
of that identity were nmeasured by the universe surrounding him in which he was enbedded, and of
whi ch he was a working part Al at once the gestalt formed, and | understood w thout words,

wi t hout synbols, the different, fixed place he and all other thinking mnds of his period had in
this, then* own tinme and pl ace.

I had produced the golden |light again and it had hel ped me find what | had been seeking. | sat,
just feeling it for a moment—then let it go. The light faded, | canme back into nmy ordinary body
and smled at Cbsidian.

But be did not snile bade. He had stopped tal king, and he was staring at me with a startled

expr essi on.

"Cbsidian— | began, about to tell himwhat | now understood.

He vani shed.
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Once again, he did not cone back for a while. He was missing all the rest of that day and through
the next two days. Under the conditions applying up until five minutes before he left, | would

have worried that | had sonmehow darmaged the rel ationship buil ding between the two of-us, and
bet ween our people and bis interstellar comunity. Follow ng the noment of |ight and ny sudden

access to understanding, | was sure this was not tile case; and | tried to reassure the other
menbers of our group who were inclined to worry about his nonappear ance.
"I't's not explainable hi our words," | told Ellen, Bifl, Doc, Porniarsk and about five others of

the community who had been energing as | eaders during the past few weeks. W were all sitting
around the fireplace in the library on the second evening, with the windows open to the courtyard
and the night sky outside. "But I"'msure | didn't step on his toes in any way. | can't tell you
how I know it, but | knowit" "Wy did he take off, thenr Bill asked. "Can't you give

us sone idea, Marc?"

"He recogni zed what | was doi ng—this universe association trick |'ve told you about I've expl ai ned
that the best | can, and | won't try to explain it any nore now. You'll have to learn howto do it
yourselves if you really want to understand."
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"You' d better start giving us |essons, then," said Doc*
They all | aughed.

"I will,” | said. "Seriously, | will Wen we've got the

tune. "

"Go on. Marc," said B3L "Finish what you were saying. He knew what you were doing . . . and thafs
what

di sturbed hi nP"

350

"Not exactly disturbed, Fd say,** | told them "He was just surprised. He's gone back to check
with his friends. The way they are—the way | now know they are—that sort of checking' s a
responsibility on his part

"So that's why you're sure hell be back?" Bill asked.

"I'sn'"t that what |*ve been saying?"

Torni arsk,** said Bin, turning to him "can't you help explain any of this? You're froma nore
advanced race than we are."

"By conparison with Cbsidian and his associates,” said Porniarsk, "I'messentially of the sane
primtiveness as the rest of you. Also, you'll renenber, I"'monly an avatar. |'ve no creativity,
and no inmagi nati on beyond what | acquired when | was produced in the inage of Porniarsk. Tm not
equi pped to speculate or interpret”

"Well," said BOL "Anyway, we've all got plenty of work to do while we're waiting for himto cone
back. Marc, you'll speak to himas soon as you can, about whether we can count on them for
suppl i es or assistance in case we

need it?"

"Yes,** | said. "I can talk to himabout nat as soon as he conies back. | was afraid earlier that
I couldn't explain what we wanted w t hout muddying up the idea we intend to be independent here.
We still do want to be independent and sel f-supporting, don't we?"

I |1 ooked around the room | did not really need the nurnurs of agreenment fromall of them | only
wanted to remind themwe were all together on that one point.

"If if s only a station they've got here,** said Leland Maur, a thin, black nan in his nid-
twenties who was an architect and our construction and nmechani cal engi neering expert, wry
feeling's that this world is ours by right of settlement anyway. Not theirs. W dont want to start
off owi ng any piece of it to soneone else."

That comrent ended the business of the evening. W sat back to drink coffee and compare notes on
how tilings were going with our individual work projects to get ready for winter; and after about
an hour of this, nmost of us were ready to fold for the night

The next day, Obsidian had still not cone back. That norning happened to be the hal f-day a week we
had begun to take off as a rest period, follow ng the good effect of our one day holiday after the
first wrdnuH generator had been put into operation. W had found that there
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was a limt to the efficiency involved in working seven days a week. After several weeks of

unbr oken work, we ended up going through the notions of our |abors, but getting |l ess done in total
than if we had taken a break and started in fresh again. Accordingly, that norning | could stay
home with a clear conscience, instead of lending ny strength to one of the work jobs down in the
town. Ellen was al so hone and busy doing something with her clothes in one part of the sunmer

pal ace. | took advantage of the chance to dig once nore into the books |I had been negl ecting
|ately. But they did not seemto hold ny attention, after all. The urge had been growing in nme to
try for the golden Iight state again and, once nore, to try to reach toward Ellen as | had reached
toward Obsi di an.

I was encouraged in this by ny success with Obsidian, and also by the fact | began to believe |
was at | ast zeroing in on ny inner search. The outer search had al ways been the time storm but
the inner search, | now began to suspect, went back to my relationship with Swannee—and ny

not her .

| put the book I was hol ding aside and | ooked out into the courtyard feeling once nore for a unity
with the universe. It did not come easily this tinme. It was alnost as if H knew why | wanted it
and was reluctant to help me mthat direction. But slowy, as the minutes went by, first the room
and then the courtyard and the sky | | ooked out on took on greater values of reality, as if | was
seeing themw th a di nension added, a greater depth, a beyondness, in addition to the ordinary

hei ght, depth and width of normal vision. My body slowed its breathing and its heartbeat and began
to blend with the novenents of the planet The |ight changed, the gold noved in, and once nore, |
had it.
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I held where | was for sonme little tinme—perhaps as nmuch as ten or twenty minutes, although in that
state of concentration tinme seened al nbost suspended—to nmake sure that ny hold on the state | had
evoked was firm Then | reached out to feel Ellen, elsewhere in the palace. My touch went out I|ike
a wave spreading up on a sloping beach. | reached her, felt her there, lightly, and started to
enfold her—and sonething far out in nyself jerked back, so that the wave of ny feeling was sucked
TTVE STORM
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away again, abruptly and ny touch against her was lost Al at once, the golden Iight was gone and
the unity was destroyed. | was alone and isolated, hi ny arncthair in the room | ooking out through

the gl ass wi ndow panes at a world |I could no | onger feel

| sat there, dulled and nunbed by nmy failure. But after a few nonents, a niracle happened; because
t he door opened, Ellen wal ked in, bent over the chair and kissed me. Then, wi thout a word, she
turned and went back toward the door

"Why?" | managed to croak as she opened it

She | ooked back and smi | ed.

"I just felt like it," she said.

She went out, closing the door behind her; and | sat there with nmy heart rising |like a rocket
Because now | knew. | had not succeeded in fully touching her; but | knew that | was going in the
right direction now, because she had felt me trying. If | lived, | would reach her eventually.

Qur hal f-day holiday ended with noon. | put on work clothes and | eft the sumer pal ace to go down
and hel p the people who were insulating and expandi ng our |argest quonset so that it could becone
a conmbination dining hall, hospital, and living quarters for those of us who mght turn out to be
too young, too old, or too feeble to live out the winter cold in the other, flinsier, buildings of
the town. | had just shut the door of the summer pal ace behi nd nme when Cbsidi an appeared in front
of ne.

"Can we tal k?" he said.

"Of course," | said. He cane first before any rough carpentry of which | was capable.

"We've cone to an inportant decision, ny colleagues and |," he said. "You renenber | told you our
original plan was to gather enough information on you so that we'd know bow to educate you into
adjustrment with civilization? At |east educate you enough so that you could stay with us, here?"
**| renmenber,** | said.

Tin afraid | didn't tell you everything," he said. "There was an alternative | didn't nention. If
it turned out you people couldn't be adjusted to a civilized pattern, we were intending to send
you back to your own time, the time you left to cone here.**
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"No, you didn't tell ne that," | said. "But you dtdnt have to. We prinmitives can think of those
sort of alternatives w thout being prompted, you know. "

"Yes. Well,1* Cbsidian | ooked unconfortable, **as ft happens, you've turned out to be is some ways
nmore than we guessed; in fact, nore than we bargained for. In particular, you' re different,
yoursel f, from anything we inmgi ned. So, now we've cone up with a third alternative. But for this
we're going to need your agreenent."

"Ch?" | said. He did not answer imediately, so | pronpted him "Agreenent to what?*1

"To an alternative that ties in to this desire of yours to get into the work of controlling what
you can the tine storm Logically, it's unthinkable to expect soneone fromas far back hi die past
as you are to be capable of learning to do a kind of work that's done only by unusual, highly
qualified individuals in our tinme. But because of certain anonmalies about you, we'd like to test
your aptitude for

such work." "Fine," | said. And for the second time that day ny

heart went up tike a rocket

"You understand," Obsidian said, "this testing in no way changes the fact that by no stretch of
the i magi nati on could we expect you to actually be able to work in the tenmporal area. If s sinply
a nmeans of supplying us with data by which we can decide best what to do with aU your group

here." "All right," | said.

"Are you sure you understand? Qur interest in whether you have any ability for tenporal work is
only acadenic." **| hear you," | said. But ny heart was still high inside nme. Explain it any way
he mi ght, Obsidian could not hide fromnme the fact that, hi offering nme such tests, they were
letting nme cone one step closer to the goal | had been working toward.

"Well, then," said Obsidian, "even if you're willing, there's a further question. Odinarily,

there'd be no need for you to | eave your area, here. But hi this particular case sone speci al
conditions are involved; so that to be tested you have to be willing to go sone distance across
the galaxy. Now, if you want tine to consider this—
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"Thanks. |If s not necessary. Ill be happy to go wherever being tested requires." He gazed across
the jeep at me for a fun second.

TI ME STORM

355

"Are you sure you understand?"*

"I think so," | said. "You want to knowif Tmwlling to be tested for abilities hi tinme storm
fighting. I am You also want to know if |'m agreeable to going a large chunk of light-years to
wherever | have to go to be tested. | am"

"You understand this neans travel between the stars, through space?"

"Well, 1'd gathered that," | said. But he did not echo ny

grin.

"rma little surprised,” he said. "I understood fromwhat you told me that you'd never been off
this one world in your life."

"That's right."

"But you're willing to go, without thinking it over? Wthout talking Jt over with the rest of your
peopl e?"

"I''l'l check with them of course,"” | said. "But they've been getting along w thout ny inmmedi ate

hel p while Fve been talking to you. They ought to be able to get along without ne for a bit

| onger. How | ong would | be gone?"

"In terns of tine here, not nore than a couple of your weeks. Probably considerably less. It may
be a single sinple test will give us an answer, once you' ve reached your destination. It's
possi bl e we m ght have to test further, but probably not nore than a day or two."

"I see," | said. "The nore ability |I show, the nore you'll go on testing?"

"Essentially. But Marc," said Qosidian, "if you' ve got hopes of our tests finding you to have very
great ability in that area, | wi sh you'd tenper those hopes. Believe me—%*

"I believe," | said. "I'malso willing to go. W're agreed?”

"Yes," he said, slowy.

"Good. The thing you have to understand about nme, friend Qosidian," | said, "is that 1'll do

what ever | decide is best, rmnot going to | eave the other people here in a bind because | didn't
bother to check. 11l check first But | said | want to go, and |'m going."

"Forgive ne," he said.

"There's nothing to forgive," | said. "It's hut that this isn't a matter of group discussion. This
is me, saying what | choose to do.**

"AH right," | said. "But h's not quite what I'mused to. Yon understand that? W have—=**

**| know," | said. "You people*ve got a pattern of re-
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sponsibUity. SoVe L And | won't violate ny pattern any nore than you'd violate yours. But | tel
you, (bsidian, | want to go where your people will test ne. The fact if s across space doesn't

matter; because |I'd go cross-universe as quickly as Td go around this jeep to get that done.*1

| had gotten a little warmon the adbfect; and | was braced to have himreact with equal enotion
Instead he only | ooked at ne, a |ong, questioning |ook. Then he

nodded.

"This neans nore to you than we'd thought," he said.

| stared back at him Something other than the golden fight was noving me now, a surge of feeling
that was nore like a tide, a running tide carrying nme irresistibly

f orwar d.

"You don't understand ne at all,** | said, "do you?"

"No." He shook his head.

"Al right," | told him "See if h has neaning for you this way. | don't know who ny renote
ancestors were; but what noves ne as far as the tune storm goes, nust go as tar back as they do.
There's sonething hi me that's certain about one tiling; that anything can kill nme, but until I'm
killed "'mwhat lives. And as long as | live, IT1 fight Come and get ne out to face ny specia
eneny, whoever that is; and while |I can still nmove, |I'Il stay after it Wien I"'mfinally done for,
111 still be happy; because | wasn't deprived of nmy chance to do something. Al | want is that
chance—not hing el se matters; and here you cone asking ne if the fact | have to cross sonme space to
be tested m ght nake ne deci de agai nst gongP

I had really noved off the high end of the enptional scale this tine, but I saw now that at |ast |
had gotten through to him | do not think even then that he understood what | was tal king about,
but he had registered the charge of the enotion that had ridden on top of ny words. "How nuch tine
do you need before you'll be ready to go?" he said. Two—three hours, say."
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"Cood. One nore thing. W'd like, since we're noving you this distance, to take advantage of the

opportunity to do sone testing of tile avatar, as welL Do you think he'd be willing to come? He's
had experience in cross-space travel, | understand.”

"He has," | said. "I'Il ask bun. | think hell want to cone,"
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*Then I T! be back in three of your hours.**

He vani shed.

I turned back into the sumer pal ace and went to find Porniarsk. It had not occurred to ne unti
now to wonder what bad been occupying himsince we had arrived at our destination here in the
future; and it struck ne suddenly, now, that he had been busy in the lab all that tine. But at

what | wondered? Wien | arrived, | found himworking with the vision tank; and | asked himthat
questi on.

Tve been doing sone charting," he said, waving a stubby tentacle at the tank. "I thought perhaps
if I could establish specifically what the inconsistencies were that we noted, | mght be able to

evol ve a picture of what's happening with the tine stormat this future nonent"

"What did you find out?"

**| discovered that except for certain areas where the force lines of the stormstill seemto be
breedi ng, the universe in general has been brought pretty much into the sanme sort of tenporary,
dynam c bal ance that we achi eved around this planet back in our earlier tinme."

"What about the breeding areas?" | asked.

"That's interesting. Very interesting," he said. The force tines seemto be both breedi ng and
heal i ng—both increasing and decreasing in these areas. By the way, the areas |'mtal king about are
all out in the nmidsections of the gal axies. There's none of themdown in the very center of a

gal axy—n what m ght be called the dead core area."

"Dead core?"

"I thought you knew?" he glanced at nme. The center of npbst gal axies, like this one, is an area of
very old stars, imersed in a dust cloud."

"Where's the closest activity to this solar systen®"

The bl ue-white supergiant star," said Ponmiarsk, "that you call Rigel seens to be one of the near
loci. But the main activity close to us is centered on the star you call S Doradus in the |esser
Magel | ani ¢ C oud, outside this gal axy, about a hundred and forty thousand |ight-years from us
here. ™"

"S Doradus is a big, hot star, too, isn't it?" | said.

"Li ke Rigel, one of the brightest."

"Sounds like a large, bright star is necessary. Can you teilwhyT

"No," said Porniarsk. "Al'l | knowis that the lines of time stormactivity in the area in question
seemto center
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on S Doradus. And, then, there's the matter that S Dora-dus has stopped radiating."

" St opped whatr

"I't's no longer radiating. It's gone dark," Porniarsk said. "I nmean by that, that if you were in
t he i medi at e nei ghborhood of that star, it would no | onger appear to be radiating. From our
di stance here, of course, it still seems to be shining; since we're getting light that left it

t housands of years ago."

My head began to spin. The distances, the star sizes* and the rest of the information involved was
on such a scale that ny imagination struggled to get a grip on it.

"I've got a nessage for you," | said, to shift the topic of conversation.

I told himabout Cbsidian taking nme to be tested, and his question as to whether Porniarsk woul d
be wilting to go al so.

"Of course,"” said Porniarsk. Td be very interested to see how they do such testing."

34

Three hours turned out to be less tine than | thought in which to get hold of Ellen and the other
| eaders, explain what Porniarsk and | were going to be doing, and pack a suitcase. Wen Obsi di an
reappear ed outside the sumrer pal ace at the | anding area, he found about forty people —all who
could possibly get up there to see Porniarsk and myself off. But it was not at the others he

stared, or even at Porniarsk and I, but at the suitcase at ny feet "Can | ask..." he began. "My
bag," | said. | guessed what was puzzling him Personal necessaries. Renenber, | wear clothes,
shave every norning, and things |ike that"

"Ch," he said. | had discovered by the end of our first day of acquaintance that the humans of his
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time had no body hair to speak of. "OF course."

Fol  owi ng this conversation, there was a great deal of kissing and handshaking all around. In
fact, our community nowadays was nore |ike one large famly than anything else. | al nbst spoiled
the occasion by laughing out |oud at the spectacle of Porniarsk solemly prom sing people that he
woul d be careful and take good care of hinmself. It was rather like a battleship assuring everyone
that it would keep a wary eye out for sharks and take care not to get bitten

But even the saying of goodbys had to run down finally.

"We're aH set," | told Obsidian

"All right," he said. "Then, if youll just stand close to nme, here."

Porniarsk and I noved muntil we were al nost nose to nose with him leaving a ring of unoccupied
ground about ten feet w de around us. Al at once, we were stand-

359

360

TI VE STORM

ing el sewhere, hi alittle open space between the trunks of massive el s spaced about thirty feet
apart W stood on sonething that | ooked |ike a linoleumrug, but felt underfoot |ike deep
carpeting, a solid dark green in color. About us were sone walls at odd angles, several |arge puff-
type cushions ranging up to a size that woul d have nmade a confortabl e queen-sized bed, and severa
of what | ooked |like control panels on stands apparently connected to not hing.

| |1 ooked around.

"This is your living area and working quarters?" | asked Qbsidian.

"Yes," he said. "I think youTl find it confortable for the three of us. | can arrange the walls so
that you can have separate roons for privacy, if yon like."

"Don't bother," | said. **| assune we wont be here long hi any case, wll we?"

"About the equivalent of five days of local tune.** "Five days?" | said. "I thought we'd be

| eaving for wherever it is in a matter of hours, if not m nutes?"

"Ch, we've already left,"” he said. He waved his hand and sonething |like a picture wi ndow appeared
between us and the trees to our left. The view in the picture wi ndow, however, was a view of black
space, bright pinprick stars as thick as pebbles on a beach, and a blue and white earth-gl obe

nearly filling the |l ower right-hand corner of the view
| stared at the earth-globe and confirmed my first inpression that it was visibly shrinking in
size as | watched. "I thought you said this was your working and living area?** "It is."

"It's a spaceship, too?" (bsidi an waved a hand.

"1 suppose you could call h that," be said. "Actually, it's nore accurate to say it*s sinply
living quarters. The process of travelling between the stars isn't nmuch nore cunbersone if we
bring it along, however; and if s a lot nore confortable if we do so." | turned about in a circle,
on nmy heel The trees and all,** | said. "That's hist an fflusion?" "Qut here, yes,** Obsidian
said. "Back when we first arrived, of course, you were |ooking at the actual surrounding forest"
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"When did we take off?"

"As soon as we arrived. But to call it a takeoff—=

"I know," | said, -—doesn't exactly describe what happened. Never mind. |'mnot really interested
in the nmechanics of it, right now Al right then, if we really are going to be here for five
days, | believe 1'd appreciate a roomof my own, after all; and Pd i magi ne Pomi arsk woul d too. **

Mt nakes no difference to ne," said Pomarsk. "But | aminterested in the nmechanics of your space
flight Can | exami ne those control panel s?"

"By all neans,** said Qbsidian. "If you like, JT1l explain themto you. They're for work back on
the planet we just left, actually. Qur trip will be handled autonmatically."

"I*in interested in all things," said Pomiarsk. "This is the effective result of being the avatar
of an individual, Pom arsk, who has al ways been interested in all things—=

He checked hi nsel f.

"—+ shoul d probably say, was interested in afl things."

"Do you miss hinP*' (Cbsidian asked. This individual of whomyou were an avatar?"

"Yes," said Pomiarsk, "in a sense | do. It's alittle Iike realizing that part of myself is gone,
or that I had a twin | now know 1*11 never see again."

The tone of bis voice was perfectly calmand ordinary; but suddenly | found nyself |ooking at him

closely. |1 had never stopped to think of Pom arsk as having enptions, or stopped to consider what
he mi ght have lost in a personal sense by going forward in tine with us.

"l shoul d have asked you if you wanted to cone with us," | said.

"I'f you had, |I'd have answered yes," said Ponmiarsk. "The process of discovery and | earning is what
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| was constructed for."

"Yes," | said.

I was suddenly very tired, with an al nost stupefying feeling of fatigue. Part of it, undoubtedly,
was the work schedul e we had been keeping in the conmmunity these | ast few weeks. But the greater
part was sonethi ng nore psychol ogi cal and psychic than physical. In spite of Cbsidian's insistence
that the testing | was about to take was that and no nore, | was at |last certain that | had
reached the | ast arena, the nmonent of final confrontation

I was |ike someone who had trained physically for
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mont hs and years for one battle. | felt |loose, |ight and ready, but drained and enpty inside,
hol | ow of all but the inevitability of the conflict toward which | was now marchi ng i nexorably.
Not even enthusiasmwas |left—enly a massive and silent acceptance of what would be.

"I think," | said to Obsidian, Td like that private roomnow, if you don't mind. | think I'd Iike
to get some sleep.”

"To be sure," he said.

Suddenly, tile white walls were around ne. | had not noved, but now | was enclosed, alone with the
pi cture wi ndow, or screen* showi ng the innunerable stars and the shrinking Earth. | turned to the
| argest of the cushions and fell on it For.a second the lighting was still daylight strong, but

just before |I closed ny eyes, it dinmred to nonexi stence; and the space in which |I now rested was
lit only by the star-glow fromthe w ndow. | slept.

When | woke, the stars hi the picture window were different. Not nmerely a little different; they
bore no relationship to anything I had ever seen in the skies of Earth. Puzzled, | lay there

| ooking at themwhile gradually | canme to full alertness; and either automatically, or hi response
to some way of sensing ny urge for better visibility, the lighting hi the roomslowy increased,
back to the level of sunlight | got up, explored, and found a doorway that let ne into a bat hroom
whi ch was too good a replica of what | was familiar with to be anything but a construct created
expressly for nme by Cbsidian.

Still, | was grateful for the fact that it |ooked so famliar. Part of ny waking up had al ways
been a norning routine involving a sharp razor blade, soap and a good deal of hot water. This out
of the way, | left my private quarters and found Obsi dian sleeping quietly on one of the |arger

cushions of the mmin area, Porniarsk busy doing inconprehensible things with one of the contro
consol es. "Good nmorning, Marc," be said, turning to |l ook at me as | cane up

"Morning, if that's what it is— | |owered ny voice, glancing at Obsidian. "Sorry, | forgot about
hi m sl eepi ng

there."

"I don't think you need worry,"* said Porniarsk at ordinary conversational evolune. "l don't
bel i eve he hears any
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noi se he doesn't want to hear until he wakes at the tinme he wants to wake."

| 1 ooked at Obsidian curiously.

"Good trick," | said. "What's the breakfast situation?**

"There's food of various kinds in a roomthere," said Porniarsk, pointing a tentacle at a doorway
in one of the walls that had been there when we arrived.

I went to | ook and found he was right. It was a pleasant, small room apparently surrounded

conpletely by the illusion of the forest hi forenoon sunlight There were chairs, ny style, and a
table, my style; and a piece of furniture that |ooked |like a heavy, old fashi oned wooden war dr obe.
When | opened tile door of this last piece of furniture, however, | found it filled with shelves

full of all kinds of fresh earthly fruits and vegetables. There were fruit juices in transparent
vessels, mlk, and a pitcher of black liquid that turned out to be hot coffee; although what was
keeping its tenperature up was a nystery. There were no nmeat or eggs; and al though |I | ooked around
carefully, | could not find a stove or any neans of cooking any of the other foodstuffs. Wll, at

| east the coffee was hot | found a snmall enpty vessel to pour it into and settled down to eat

It was an interesting neal There were no shocks, but sone surprises. For one thing, the already-
sliced | oaf of bread | discovered turned out to be hot Not toasted. Hot, like tile coffee. The

gl ass of what | had assunmed was orange juice turned out to be slightly fizzy, as if it had been
carbonated. There was no sugar and the honey tasted as if it had been spiked with vodka.

I finished up and went back into the other room Ob-tidian was still asleep and Porni arsk was
still at work.
"Have you eaten?" | asked Porniarsk. | knew he did eat; although Porniarsk and nutrition were
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sonet hi ng of a puzzle; because apparently he could go for weeks at a tine w thout food. He had
told me once that his bodily fueling systemwas al nost as much a mystery to himas it was to the
rest of us; since that was an area of information in which Porniarsk, the original Porniarsk, had
no i nterest whatsoever. Apparently our Porniarsk, at |least, had sone way of getting a great dea

nore energy out of the sustenance he took hi than we humans did. | had played with the picture of
a small stainless steel fission engine under
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the thick arnor plating of his body—al though he had assured us he was pure aninal protein in al
respects.

"No," he said now. *There'a no need. |I'mgreatly interested in this equi pnent."

"I't looks like we built up quite a velocity while | was asleep,** | said. "Where are we now?"
"That's the fascination of this," he said, nodding heavily at the control console. "Apparently, as
bsidian said, our trip's conpletely under automatic control But this console, since he showed ne
how to operate it, has been furnishing ne with informati on on our novenments as we make them Ri ght
now we're sonmething like three mllion years in the past, and consequently, far displaced from
your sol ar system—

"Di spl aced?" | said. But even as | said it, even as he began to explain, ny nind was junpi ng ahead
to that expl anation.

"Why, yes. (bsidian and his community," said Porniarsk, *Tiave evidently done a superb Job of,
first, balancing the large areas of tinme forces; and second, an equally excellent job of charting
specific force fines in between the balanced areas. In fact, I'minclined to think that the
process of bal anci ng was designed to | eave just the network of working force lines that renain
The result has been that, although they cant actually cross space at nore than |ight speeds, by
using the force Iines they can junp di stances equival ent to sone hundreds or even thousands of
light years, and arrive at their destination in a matter of hours, or even days. Watch the present
stell ar arrangenent"”

He touched the console in front of himwith a tentacle tip. Another picture wi ndow appeared,
showi ng the star-scape beyond. My nenory for patterns now was too good to be deceived. This was a
different view again of the galaxy than the one | had seen in the other room on waki ng up

"W shoul d be coming up on another transfer, nonmentarily ..." said Porniarsk. "There!"

The starview abruptly changed, without jar, w thout sound, and so instantaneously that | did not
even have the sensation of having blinked at the scene.

"We've gone down the ladder in tine in order to make large shifts through space, ** said Porniarsk
"I'n the smaller node of forces on Earth, the tine junps were al so nuch
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"smal | er and the physical displacenent was ninor. Here, of coarse, when we take a | arge step
forward or backward in tine, the surrounding stars and other solid bodies nmove around us. Wat*s
that phrase | once | earned from Mari e about Mahonet not being able to go to the nountain,
therefore, the nountain nust cone to hinf Obsidian's people have learned to use the tine stormto
bring their nmountains to them instead of thenselves naking the journey to the nountains—=2*

He gl anced at ne. Porniarsk could not be said to have the nost readabl e facial and body
expressions in the universe; but | knew that hang of his tentacles well enough by now to tell when
he was bei ng apol ogeti c.

M-+ nean, of course,** he said, *to refer to the stars and other solid bodies of the universe as
Apount ai ns. * **

Td guessed you did," | said.

"I'mafraid |'"msonetinmes a little pedantic,** he said. "So was Porniarsk hinself, of course. It's
a failing that often goes with an enquiring mind. **

"Don't let it bother you where |I'm concerned,** | said. "One of nmy worst habits is telling other
peopl e what the situation is, at great length."”

"That's true, of course,** he answered, with gentle unconcern for nmy feelings. "Nonethel ess, two
wrongs do not—+ believe our host is waking up."

He had creaked bis head to one side as he spoke, to gaze at Cbsidian, who now opened his eyes and

sat up cross-legged on his cushion, all in one notion, apparently fuBy alert in the flicker of an
eyel ash.
"Are you rested, Marc?" he asked. "I finally had to take a nap, nyself. Apparently Porniarsk needs

very little sleep.”
"Damm little," 1 said.
**We*H have a little nore than four days nore before we reach our destination," said Cbsidian
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"I"'mlooking forward to doing a ot nore talking with you, Marc. | gather you've already conme to a
better understanding of the present tine.**

**| thnk so," | said. TeHne if Tmwong, but as | see it, all the intelligent races in the gal axy
have joined together to fight for survival. Animate organi snms against the inanimte forces that
otherwise mght kill you all off."

Thafs a lot of it,** (obsidian said. "We're concerned with survival first, because if life doesnt
survive, every-
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thing el se becones acadenic. So the first job is to control the environnent, right enough. But
beyond survival, we're primarily interested in growh, in where life goes fromhere."

"AH right But— | checked nyself. "Wait a mnute. | ought to give you a chance to get all the way
awake before | tie you up in a discussion like this."

"But | am awake," said Obsidian, frowming a little. "On. Al right,” | said, "in that case,
suppose you start filling me in on the history of everything. How did this brotherhood of

civilized entities start? Wat got it going?"

"As a matter of fact," he answered, "what began the getting together of races that |ater becane
the present civilized community was what you cal |l —excuse nme, mjust use your word for it from now
on—the tinme storm itself. This was paradoxical; because it was the tine stormthat threatened the
survival of all life, and here ft nmade real civilization possible...."

Wth that, he was underway with a flood of infornmation alnost before | had tinme to find nyself a
seat on a nearby cushion. In the next four days, while his house, so to speak, flitted through
space fromtime force line to tine force line, and Porni arsk watched that process fascinatedly
with the control console, Obsidian drew me a picture of sone forty-odd thousand years of known

hi story—en the tinme scale of our gal axy—and an unknown armount of time before that in which life
was nearly destroyed by the time storm but in which the foundation of a universal comunity was
di scovered and erect ed.

"The process was instinctive enough,” he said. "W tried to adapt to an environnent that included
the tine storm and, in the process, learned to mani pul ate that environnent, including the tine
storm as far as we could. Right now the tune storm nmakes possible a nunber of tilings we couldn't

have unl ess H existed. At the sane tinme, by existing, it continues to threaten to kill us. So,
we're doing our best to control it Note, we no |longer want to wipe it out; we want to keep it, but
under our domination." "Like taming a tiger," | said, "to be a watchdog."” He frowned for a second.
Then his face cleared. "Ch," he said. "I see what you nean. Yes. W want to tane and use it"
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"So do VI said.

He | ooked unhappy.

"I was hoping," he said, "mat you' d be beginning to appreciate the difference between sonmeone of
your time and people of the present Well be arriving shortly, in a matter of hours in fact; and I
t hought that, maybe, with the chance we've had to talk on the way here, you' d be seeing the vast
gul f between what you know and are, and what anyone fromthe present would have to know and be."
"I't's not that vast," | said. "Now, wait a m nute—=

He had opened his nouth, ready to speak again. When | held up nmy hand, he dosed it agai n—but not
with a narticularly confortable | ook on his face.

"AH right, look," | said. "You ve evolved a whole science. But anyone born into tins tinme of yours
can learn ft in that person's lifetine, isn't that so?**
"Ch, of course,"” Ohsidian said. "I didn't nean to sound as if the hard know edge itself was

sonmet hing nore than you could learn. In fact we've got techni ques and equi pment which coul d teach
you what you' d need to know in a matter of days. But the point's mat the know edge by itself

woul dn't be any use to you; because to use it requires the son of understanding of the tinme storm
mat only growi ng up and bei ng educated in the present can give you. 1*

"What you're saying,** | told him **is nat aside fromthe intellectual know edge that* s
necessary, |'d need the kind of understanding nmat cones from knowi ng a culture and a phil osophy.
And the cultural part is sinply the sane phil osophy expressed on a npnsynbofic level. So, what it
boils down to is understandi ng your basic philosophy; and you've just finished telling me that
that's been shaped by contact over generations with the time storm AD right, I've had contact
with the time storm |'ve had sone contact with you. And | ten you that your culture and your

phil osophy isn't that nmuch different fromwhat |'ve already understood nyself where the tine storm
forces are concerned,"

He shook his head.
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“Marc," he said, "you're ainmng right at a di sappoi nt nent 1*

"Well see,” | answered.
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"Yes." He sighed. "I'mvery nmuch afraid we wOL" Just as there had been no sensation of taking off

when we had left Earth, so there was no sensation of |anding when we got to our destination
Sinmply, wi thout warning, Cbsidian broke off sonething he was saying about the real elenents of art
existing fully in die concept of die piece of artwork al one—a point with which | was di sagreeing,
because | could not conceive of art apart fromits execution. Wiat if the statue of Rodin's

Thi nker could be translated into a string of synbolic marks? Wuld the intellectual appreciation
of those marks begin to approach the pleasure of actually seeing, let alone feeling, die original
statue with whatever mcroscopic incidentals of execution had resulted fromthe cuttings of the
scul ptors* tools and the textural characteristics of the original material? The idea was
absurd—and it was not the only absurd idea that | had hear from Cbsidian, for all his persona

i keabl eness and intelligence, during the last five days.

At any rate, he broke off speaking suddenly and got to his feet in one Unber novenent fromthe
cushion on which he had been seated cross-legged. "W're here, ** he said.

| | ooked over at the picture window and still saw only a gtancape in the picture wi ndow. Just one
more, if once again different, starscape—waith only a single unusual elenent about it, which was a
| arge, dark area just to the right and below the center of it Pomi arsk was al so watching die

wi ndow from his post near one of die control consoles, and he saw die direction of ny attention
He trundl ed across die roomand tapped with a tentacle ttt die screen surface over die dark area
"S Doradus," he said. Qbsidian turned his head a little sharply to | ook at the

avatar. "Aren't we down on sone planetary surface? * | asked

bsi di an.

"Ch yes," he said. The starscape wi nked out, to be replaced witii a picture of a steep hillside
littered widi huge boul ders. The sky was a dark blue overhead and what | ooked |i ke beehives,
colored a violent green and up to twenty or diirty feet in height, were grow ng anongst die rocks.
The scene you were just |ooking at is of Space
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seen fromdi e vantage point of this |landing spot Havent | nentioned that we nowadays have a
tendency to surround ourselves with die type of scene that suits us at die nonent, no matter where
we are in a real sense?"

"You Eke die Earth forest scene yourself, then, Cbsidian?**

**Not primarily,*" he answered ne, "but | supposed you did."

"Thanks," | said. | felt gratitude and a touch of hunbl eness. "I appreciate it"
"Not at all. May | introduce—=* he turned abruptly to face the several individuals who were now
joining us fromsonewhere outside die illusion of die Earth forest

There were only four of them although nmy first inpression when | saw thementering was that there
were nore. None of diemwore anything resenbling clothes or ornanents. In die | ead was what | took
to be a conpletely ordinary, male human, until | saw there was a sort of bony ridge, or crest,
about three niches deep at die nape of his neck, running fromhis spine at m dback up to die back
of his head and blending into his skull diere. He was somewhat taller than Cbsidian. Next was a
mot | ey-col ored I ndividual with patches of skin alnpst as light as ny own interni xed with other
patches of rust-red and milk chocol ate darkness. This one was | ess obvi ously humanoi d, but seened
plainly femal e, and of about Cbsidian's size. The third was sonething |like a squid-crab hybrid,
with die squid growing out of die back shell of die crab—and he, or she—er for that matter,

it—entered the roomfloating on a sort of three-foot high pedestal. | would have guessed this
third individual's weight at about a hundred pounds or so, Earthside.

The fourth was a jet-black, pipestemlinbed humanoid about three feet tall, with a sour face and
no nore hair than Qosidian. | was secretly relieved to find that everybody with a generally human

shape, nowadays, was not sonmeone | had to get a stiff neck looking up to. As they all came into
die room its area expanded inperceptibly until we stood in die mddle of a space perhaps diirty
by forty feet. The illusion of Earth forest now only occupied a portion of die perinmeter about us.
In die remaining space were four other scenes, ranging froma sort of swanp to a maroon-sand
desertscape with tall, whitish
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buttes sticking up dramatically out of the |evel plain bel ow

| was so interested in watching all this that | alnbst mssed the fact that Qobsidian was trying to
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nt roduce ne.

"Sunrise— this was the individual with the neck crest "Dragger—x* (the particolored female); "one
of the Children of Life— (the squid-crab) and "Angel — (the sour-faced, Utle black individual).

"It's & remarkabl e thing to be able to neet you," | told them Td like you to know | appreciate
t he chance. "

"Conplinents are unnecessary,*' said Dragger, in a sonewhat rusty voice. "l suppose we can cal
you Marc without offending you?"

"Certainly," | said. "You speak ny | anguage very well."

"It wouldn't have been practical to have you learn ours,** Dragger said. She seened to be the
speaker for the group. "If you don't mnd, well get on with the test, Wuld you give your

attention to that panel just behind you?"

| turned. Hi e panel she was pointing at was about three feet high by five feet long, sitting on
top of a boxlike piece of equipnent that had appeared with then: entrance. As | |ooked, an
elliptical pool of blackness seened to flood out and cover the coner areas of the slab. | stepped
close to it and found nyself looking into, rather than at, the darkness, as if it had depth and
was | ooking down into a three-dinensional space.

As | focused in, deeper into the darkness, | saw that it was alive with shifting, noving fans of
lights, sonething fike the aurora borealis with its successions of mlky colors spreading out over
the northern sky at night These lights |I watched now noved nmuch faster than the northern lights
was used to, and their pattern was much nore conplex. But, otherw se, they were remarkably
simlar.

They were simlar to something else, too. | stared at them unable to quite zero in on what they
rem nded me of. Then it burst on ne.

"Of courser | said, turning to Dragger and the others. "Those are time stormforce |line patterns,
extremely slowed, but still force Hne patterns in action."

The four of them | ooked at nme. Then Dragger turned to Qbsidian.

Thank you, Obsidian, ** she said. She | ooked back at nme. Thank you, Marc."
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She turned around and began to |l ead the rest out

| stared after her, and at the rest of them

"Wait a second!" | said.

"Marc," said Obsidian behind ne. "Marc, | said you m ght be working yourself up for a

di sappoi nt nent =

"Di sappointnent!” | said. The hell with that! | said they're force line patterns, and they are.
Cone on back here—bragger, the rest of you. You can't just wal k out You owe ne an explanation, if
I want one. |'ve picked up enough about your tinme to know that!"

They sl owed and stopped. For a nonent they stood in a group, and | had the strong inpression that
a di scussion was going on, although | could not hear a word or see a |lip novenent. Then they
turned back into the room Dragger still |eading, and cane to face ne again.

There is no explanation to give," Dragger said. "W wi shed to test you for a sensitivity we fee
is necessary, if you and your group are to be allowed to stay in the present Unfortunately, you
don't seemto show that sensitivity.'

"And how do you figure that?" | said. "You showed nme a pattern of time stormforces in action, |
told you what they were-—where's the indication of a |ack of sensitivity on ny part?"
"Marc," said Dragger, "I'msorry to say that what you | ooked at was not what you said it was."

"Not a pattern of force lines fromthe tine stornP"

"No. I'msorry." Once nore she turned to go and the others shifted with her
"Dam it, cone back here!"
"Marc— It was Porniarsk, now, trying to interpose

"Porni arsk, stay out of this! You too, Cbsidian! Dragger, you others, turn around. Cone back! |
don't know what the idea is, your trying tolie to ne like this. But it's not working. You think I
dont know tinme stormforces when | see thenf Obsidian's been told what |1've done and been through
with Porniarsk here. You nust know what | told himwer didn't you do your honmework? If you do know
what | told him you know you can't get away with showing ne a pattern of the stormlines and
claimng it's sonething el se.**

The four stood facing each other in silence. After a second, Cbsidian took three quick steps
across the floor
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and joined them They stood notionless and voicel ess, facing each other for a long minute. Then
they all turned to face ne.
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"Marc," said OQbsidian, "l assure you, that was not a representation of lines of force from what
you call the tune storm It was a projected pattern of conceptual rhythms common to all nminds in
our present-day culture. If you had shown a capability for responding to those rhythns, the

pattern woul d have evoked sone common inmges in your nmind-water, gas, star, space . . . and so on
Apparently, it didn't; so we have to conclude that you don't have the capability to respond in
nmodern terns. That's all. You don't gain anything by this insisting that you were | ooking at a

representation of tenporal force lines."

"I seer | said.

Because suddenly | did. And suddenly | was so sure | was right that | went ahead w thout even

bot hering to check the words out in nmy bead before | said them

"In fact," | said, "I see a lot of things. One of themis that | understand you better than you
under stand me—and Fm going to prove that right now You see, | know you can't sluff ne off and
send nme back with that answer, if | say the proper words. Your responsibility reflex won't |et

you; and |I'mgoing to say the proper words now. The words are—you and t hese people here, and
everyone el se you know, have one galloping cultural blindness. You*re dead bund in an area where
I"'mnot; and | can see it where you can't, because |'m standi ng outside your culture and | ooking
inat it Your whole set of rules is based on the fact that you can't deny ne a bearing on that
point. Now that it's been raised, you have to settle conclusively whether I'mright about what |'m
saying, or wong. If I'"'mwong, then you can get rid of me. But if I'mright, then you, all of
you, are going to have to learn different—fromne. Am| right?"

| stopped speaking and waited. They nerely stood there.

"Welir | said. "Am 1 right, or aren't 1? Aml entitled to a hearing or not?"

They | ooked at each other and stood for a noment |onger. Then they all turned back to ne.

"Marc," said Qbsidian, 'Veil have to consult about

TI ME STORM 373 this. In theory at least, you're right. You'll get your hear' ing. But now we
have to talk the whole matter over, and that's going to take a little time. Meanwhile, because of
the inmportance of your challenge to us, it seenms you' re going to have to | earn our way of

comuni cating after allL"

35

It devel oped that the reason they had not tried to teach ne, and Porniarsk for that matter, howto
communi cate in their way was because of an assunption on their part that, conceptually, we were
not up to such education. But since | had nowtold themthat | believed the shoe was on the other
foot, and that | knew things of which they couldn't conceive, their original reason for not
teachi ng me had becone indefensible. In short, whether | could actually handl e their |anguage
effectively, or not, | had to be given a chance to explain nyself init, so that the accusation
couldn't arise that | had failed to nmake nmy point because | had not been given the chance to state
it in fully understandable terns.

That much established, the actual process of learning turned out to be easy. As (bsidi an had said,
they had devices and techni ques for teaching. Wthin twenty-four hours, Porniarsk and |I could
handl e all four nodes of their conmunication. These were sound; signal (linb-waving, etc.);
attitudinal (which was really another formof signal, since it nmeant commrunicating with physica
attitudes —body | anguage); and nodification-of-surroundi ngs, which essentially neant conmuni cating
by playing ganes with the surroundi ng scenery, whether illusory or real

These four nmobdes actually duplicated each other. That is, they had each been single, exclusive

met hods of conmuni cation originally, and had been conbi ned as anplifying redundanci es. Actually, |
woul d be able to make ny argunent conpletely hi the verbal node. But if | should be questioned on

a particular verbal statenent, | could now nail down what | nmeant by repeating what | had said in
one or nore of the other nodes. In theory, any state-

374

TTVE STORM

375

ment made in as few as two nodes established its nessage beyond any possibility of ambiguity.

So, | was ready for argunent in twenty-four hours. The debate was not called to order, however,
for the equivalent of three nore Earth days. | was not too unhappy about that because it gave ne
tune to do sone thinking. Under pressure, | had junped to a conclusion, there in that nonent when

Dragger and the others had turned to wal k out; and that junmp had been genuine inspiration. But now
I needed to build that inspiration up into a solid, cohesive argument

When the neeting was finally called to order once nore, the nunber of the universal conmunity's
menbers present had grown fromfive individuals to thirty-two. The space that arranged itself
around us, consequently, was |arge and had sl oping sides around the flat central area; so the
spectators | ooked down on Dragger and nme as if they were a crowd in a small arena or a lecture
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hal | .

Dragger began by repl ayi ng what had happened on our first neeting. It was a little strange to
stand there and see nyself, in apparently solid replica, demanding that the five cone back and
listen to nme. Wihen this reached an end with Obsidian's last words to me, the illusory figures of
our forner selves w nked out and Dragger turned to ne.

"You're going to point out a cultural blindness to us, Marc,** she said. "Go ahead."

"Al right,** | said. "As briefly as possible, then—the first evidence | noticed of a cultura

bl i ndness was during the first few days that Obsidian and | tal ked. We found out then that he had
troubl e understandi ng what | neant, hi spite of the fact that he'd been trained by your equi prment
On the other hand, | was understanding himfairly well, in spite of the fact that he was trying to
gather information on ny culture, rather than teaching nme about yours. You might want to check
your records on that, sonetine, to see what | nean."

"We can show it," put in Dragger

The illusory figures appeared again. This tune, they were Cbsidian and mysel f tal ki ng, back
outside the sumer palace. This was a bit of assistance | had not figured on. | stood there, as ny
i mage pointed out to Obsidian that he was |i ke soneone who had grown up thinking

376 TI ME STORM everyone spoke only one | anguage and was having difficulty entertaining the

i dea that there night be other words possible for a fam liar object The second set of figures

di sappeared. "This started nme thinking," | went on. "Fromthe beginning, hi your contact with us,
you' ve assuned the only possible solution to ny group existing in the sane time with you people
woul d be for us to adopt everything that was part of your culture and di scard anything of ours
that didn't fit As with the |anguage situation, your thought seened to be that there was one,
and only one, right way of doing things."

| stopped and | ooked at Dragger, giving her a chance to argue this point But she said nothing and
seened to be nerely waiting. | went on

"As far as | can gather," | said, "you wouldn't have had any intention of testing me for present-
day abilities, even to this small extent you tried here a few days ago, except that Cbsidian had
turned up a couple of anomalies in the characters of nme and ny peopl e that—-because it's a cultura
i mperative on you to base your conclusions on certainties—ande it necessary to check. The first
anomaly was that | said we have noved ourselves to your present tinme deliberately, using the tine
stormforces to do so.*1 | stopped again and | ooked at Dragger. "Wuld you like to replay that
particul ar conversation?" said Dragger. "Very wen." The figures of nyself, Ellen, and Qbsidian

appear ed

bef ore us.

** .. And, of course, -we wanted to collect data toward understandi ng the accident that brought
you here," Obsidian was sayi ng.

"Accident? W canme here deliberately."

"You did?"

"That's right," | answered. Td probably better take you down to see the |ab and Porniarsk. Sorry,

maybe Fm getting the cart before the horse. But after expecting you every day fromthe nonent we
| anded here, and not having you show up until now—-

"Expecting ne when you arrived?"

"That's right. W cane here because | wanted to contact you people who were doi ng sonet hi ng about
the tine storm=*
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"Just a nonent. Forgive nme," said the figure of Cbsidian; and he di sappeared.

The figures of Ellen and nme al so wi nked out of existence.

"That bit of conversation,'' | went on to Dragger and the rest of the audience, "shook Obsi dian
up, because here | was tal king about deliberately making use of tinme stormforces back in a tine
| ong before anyone was supposed to be able to nake use of them The second anomaly, and the one
that made it inperative that you test ne, was the fact that Cbsidian caught ne maki ng what | cal
a universal-identification—+ note, by the way, that this is one area of ny vocabulary in your

| anguages that you haven't filled in for ne. You have to have a termfor it yoursel ves—'

"W have," said Dragger. "You just used it We termit euniversal-identification.""

"Sorry,** | said. "My apologies. So you didn't deliberately | eave that part of my vocabul ary out,
then. At any rate, the point is, once nore bsidian had di scovered that | could do something that
I shouldn't be able to do, being fromas far back in prehistory as | was. But, malting use of tine
stormforces to nove in tine or space, and the concept of the individual being able to share the
identity of the universe or vice versa, are things you' ve believed belong to your tine, not mne."
"So far," said Dragger, as | paused to look at her, "I hear nothing to disagree with. You nust
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have nore to say than this, though, | assune?"

"Z have," | said. "Let*a call me fish and you manmal, in the sense that I'm in effect your

prehi storic ancestor. Wien you found I could breathe air the sane way you did and had | egs rather
than fins, you had to classify ne and those with ne as sonething nore than fish. So you thought
you'd check nme out to find if | was mamualian. But your first check turned up the fact that |I'man
egg-l aying creature. Since map""*!?, hi your experience, don't lay eggs, you assuned | nust be a
fish, after all. It didn't occur to you that | mnight be sonething |like a platypus.**

| had used the human word for "platypus**; because there was no alternative in their four

comruni cation nodes. It was true their spoken | anguage gave ne the

378 TI ME STORM bui | di ng bl ocks to construct an equival ent word; but fromtheir point of view,
t hat equi val ent woul d have been a nonsense noise, Dragger and the rest stared at ne in

si | ence,

"Platypus,” | said. "An animal frommy planet A nonotrene— Now there was a word that was
transl atabl e into sone sense in their |anguage. Dragger spoke
up.

"Just a mnute, Marc,** she said*
There was a del ay while the audience got a thorough briefing on the fauna of Earth in general, and
that of Australia in particular

"I't's understood, then?" | said, when this was over. The platypus |ays eggs, but nonetheless if s
a hair-wearing, lactating nmamal ."

"Primtive mamal ,'* said Dragger. "Don't strain my analogy,*' | said. The point is, mere was a
possibility of ny people and ne belonging in a category which your culture had made you blind to."
That*s an assunption,” said Dragger. "No," | said. "It's not It'd be an assunption only if | was

wrong about what you showed ne having anything to do with the noverment of time stormforces. Now,
you were right in saying there was no connection between what you showed me and the storm But in
the overall sense, | was the one who was right, and you were wong. Because the connection is
there; and you're so culturally blind to it that I'mw lling to bet that, even in these |ast three
days, none of you have checked out the possibility that that connection m ght actuary be there.**
There was a second—-enly a second—ef silence, "You' re correct There hasn't been any check nade of a
possi bl e connection," said Dragger, "On the other hand, we've nothing but your guess that the
connection exists.**

"I told you the last tine | saw you," | said, "it's no guess. Fmneither fish nor fow I'ma
monotrene. |'ve learned to use the time stormand to nmake a personal identification with the

uni verse entirely without and apart fromthe history, culture, and techni ques that you people have
devel oped. | can read the tinme storm by readi ng patterns of novenent Al novenent falls into pat*
terns. **

| 1 ooked around the room at die spectators. "You're probably not aware of it," | said, "but the
ways
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you' ve grouped and sorted yoursel ves around nme, here, show certain patterns; and fromthose
patterns, with what | now know about your culture and | anguage, | can see a habit of social
sorting by individual specialties or

abilities.

“If I didn't have that cultural information, I'd still be seeing these patterns, | just wouldn't
know what they inplied. In the case of your groupings here, I now do know, and hi the case of the
time stormforces also, | do know "

This is assertion only, Marc,** said Dragger. "No. It's a case of my being on the outside of your
culture, so l'mable to see clearly sonmething you' re refusing to see. You peopl e have struggl ed
with the time stormfor hundreds of generations. That struggle literally created your conmunity
the way it is now and doni nated every element of it It's quite true the panel you showed ne was
supposed to be showi ng patterns of conceptual rhythns comon to your tinme and culture; and that |
didn't recogni ze them as such because nmy own conceptual rhythnms aren't like that** | | ooked around
at them

"Marc," said Dragger, "have we waited these several days and gathered together here only to hear
you admit that we were right to begin w th?"

"Nol" | said. "Because you're wong. Wat | saw, and recognized, were time stormforce patterns.
You, aU of you, couldn't realize that because you don't recognize how rmuch the tine storm s becone
a part of yon over this long struggle—part of your body, mnd, and culture. Your conceptua

rhythns are tinme stormrhythns. You don't see that because they're so much a part of you; you take
themfor granted. | can see it, because Fm standi ng outside your culture, |ooking at you. |I'mthe

file:/l/F|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (171 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:05 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

nost val uable mind youVe got in this present tine of yours; and you' d better appreciate that
fact!**

I was al nbst shouting at themnow. This was a strong statenent hi their terns; but | needed to
wake them up, to nake them hear

"Dont take nmy word for ftP | said. "Check those conceptual rhythns on your instrunent against the

patterns of the time stormforces and pick up the identity between them for yourselvesl" | stopped
talking. In my own past time, a nonent of
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this woul d have provoked a buzz of unbelief fromthe spectators, or outcries against ny idea or
nmysel f—anythi ng but the way these individuals reacted, which was in a thoughtful silence. There
was no visible evidence that | had attacked the very base of the culture they had al ways taken for
grant ed.

But | knew what was happening hi their nminds. | knew, because | now knew nmore than a little about
how t hey thought and about their obligation to consider any possibility for truth which that sane
cul ture put upon them | knew they had been jarred, and jarred badly, by what | had just told
them But nmy know edge of that was about all the enotional satisfaction | was likely to get from
the situation. As far as appearances went, they showed no nore reaction than they mght have if |
had told themthat | planned on not shaving when | got up tonorrow.

The neeting was breaking up. Sone of the figures in the stands were sinply di sappearing, sone were
wal ki ng of f through visible doorways, sonme were sinply nelting into the illusions of surrounding
scenery. | found nyself alone with Pom arsk, Obsidian, and Dragger

"Wel | check, of course," said Dragger to ne. "Tefl ne, Marc, what is it exactly you want?"

"I want to fight the tine storm Mself. Personally.**

"I have to say | can't see how that can be anything but a conplete inpossibility," she said. "On
the other hand, there are always new things to be | earned.”

36

They're a great people, Marc,*1 said Pom arsk, once we were alone again in the ordinary
configuration of Cbsidian's quarters—which Obsidian had, by now, |argely given over to our own
private use. "You shouldn't forget that"

"You think they arer | said.

I heard himas if froma niddle distance. | was once nore as | had been when we had just |eft
Earth on the way here hi Obsidian's quarters; |ike soneone who had trained years for a single
conflict I was tight and enpty inside, renpte and passionl ess, hollow of everything but the

t hought of the battle that would cone, which nothing could avert or del ay.

"Yes," he said, "they've survived the time storm They've learned to live with it even to use it
for their own benefit, and they've made a comunity of innunerable races, a community that's a
single, working unit Those are great achievenments. They deserve some honor."

"Let other people honor them then,** | said. It was still as if | was talking to himfrom sone
di stance off. "Fve got nothing left except for what |'ve still got waiting for ne."

"Yes," he said. He sounded oddly sad. "Your foe. But these people aren't your foe. Marc. Not even
the tine storm s your foe."

"You're wong there," | told him

"No." He shook his ponderous head.

I | aughed.

"Marc," he said, "listen to me. I"'malive, and that al one surprises nme. Fd expected |'d stop

living, once | was taken fromthe tinme in which Pom arsk existed. But it seenms, to ny own deep
interest, that in some way |'ve got an in-
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dependent life now, a life of my own. But even if this is true, it's a single life only. | was
constructed, not engendered. | can*t have progeny. My life's only this small nonent in which |

live it; and Fm concerned with what and whom | share that nonent In this ca&e, it's you, EUen,
Bill, Doc, and the rest."

"Yes, 1* | said. At another tine, what he had said m ght have noved ne deeply. But at the nonment,
was too renote, too concentrated. | heard and understood what he told ne; but his words were like
a listing of academ c facts, off sonmewhere on the horizon of ny existence, shrunken by their

di stance from what obsessed nme utterly.

"Because of this," he said, *Tm concerned with what you're planning to do. I*mafraid for you
Marc. | want to save what |'ve got no other words to call but your soul. If that's to be saved,
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sooner or later, you'll have to reconcile yourself with things as they are. And unless you do it
intinme, youll lose your battle. You'll die."

"No," | said. The need for sleep was deep in ne and | only wanted to end the talking. "I wont
lose. | can't afford to. Now |I've got to get some rest. ITl talk to you after | wake up

Por ni ar sk. "

But when | finally woke up, Dragger was standing over the cushion on which | [ay.

"Marc," she said, "your training as a tenporal engineer is going to begin at once; and if you can
absorb that, you'll be taken out to where the line of battle runs with the time stormforces."

I was suddenly fully awake and on ny feet. She was going on, still talking. Porniarsk was also to

be given the training. This was a bonus, because, in no way, had | dared to hope | could win for
himalso what | had wanted for nyself. But now he, too, would have the chance. There was a confort
for me in the sight of his ugly, heavy bulldog shape. He was like a talisman from hone, a good
onen.

bsi di an took us far across space again. For the first time we cane to another vehicle. It was
tike a raft the size of a football field, with some son of invisible, inpalpable shield, like a
dome, over it to keep in an atnosphere that woul d preserve workabl e tenperatures and pressures for
the massi ve engi neering equipnment it car-ride. Barring the star scene that arched over us in every
TI ME STORM
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;tion, it was like nothing so nmuch as being in the engine roomof an incredibly nonstrous

battl eshi p.

Al the way out to this star raft in Qbsidian's quarters, and for nearly two weeks of Earth tine
after we got there, Porniarsk and | were force-fed with information fromthe teachi ng nmachi nes
bsidi an had tal ked about. It was an unnerving process. W were tike blank cassette tapes in a
hi gh speed duplicator. There was no physical sensation of being packed with instruction; and in
fact, the information itself did not become usable until later, when contact with some of the
actual engineering work going on aboard the raft tapped it, the way a keg of wi ne mght be tapped.
But at the sanme tine, there was a psychic consciousness of nental |unber being added to our nental
war ehouses that was curiously exhausting in its owm way. The sensation it produced was sonething
ti ke that which can cone from weeks of overwork and nervous strain, to the point where the mnd
seens al nost physical ly nunb.

How Porni arsk reacted to it was something I had no way of know ng, because we were kept separated.
Enotionally isolated by nmy own purpose, | was generally indifferent to what was being done to ne,
physically or nmentally; and when, in due tine, the process of infornmation-feeding ended, |I fel
into a deep sleep that nust have | asted well beyond the six hours of ny normal slunber period.
When | woke, suddenly, all the know edge that had been punped into ne exploded fromthe passive
state into the active.

| had opened ny eyes in the sane unstressed state of thoughtlessness that normally follows a

return fromthe nmists of sleep. | was at peace, unthinking—and then, suddenly the reality of the
uni verse erupted all about ne. I was all at once bodiless, blind, and lost, falling through
infinity, lifetines renoved fromany anchor point of sanity or security.

| tunbl ed; aware—+o00 much aware—ef all things. Panic built hi ne tike a deep-sea pressure agai nst
the steel bul khead of ny reason, threatening to burst through and destroy nme. There was too nuch,
all at once, crowding my consciousness. Suddenly | had too nuch under- Standi ng, too nuch

awar eness. .

| felt the pressure of it starting to crack ne apart; and
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then, abruptly, my long-held purpose cane to ny rescue. Suddenly | was nobilized and fighting
back, controlling die overwhel ning know edge. | had not come this far in tinme and space and
learning to disintegrate now in an enoti onal spasm The universe was no bigger than nmy own nind. |
had di scovered that for myself, before this. | had touched the universe, not once, but severa

tinmes previously. It was no great frightening and unknowable entity. It was part of nme, as | was
part of it. Athing did not frighten itself. An armdid not panic at discovering it was attached

to a body.
| surged back. | matched pressure for pressure. | held.
But my mind was still far renoved fromny body, back on the raft It felt as if, at the sanme tine,

I was floating notionless, and flying at great speed through infinity. My vantage poi nt was
somewhere between the island universes, out in intergalactic space. In a sense, it was as if |
stood on the peak of a high mountain, fromwhich | could see the nmisty limts of all tine and
space. Alnobst, h seened, | could see to the end of the universe; and for the first time, the tota
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action of the tinme stormactivity became a single pattern in ny nind.
"So, Marc," said a voice—er a thought. It was both and neither, here where there were no bodies
and no near stars—*you survived."

It was Dragger speaking. | |ooked for her, instinctively, and did not see her. But | knew she was
t here.

"Yes," | said. | was about to tell her that | had never intended anything el se, but a deeper
honesty noved nme at the |ast second. "I had to."

"Evidently. Do you understand the tenporal engineering process, now?"

"l think so," | said; and as | said it, the know edge that had been punped into me began to bl end
with what | was now experiencing, and the whole effort they were making unrolled into order and
relationship, like a blueprint hi my mnd.

"This isn't the way | imagined it," | said. "You're actually trying to stop the tine storm by
physical efforts, to reverse its physical effect on the universe."

"In a sense.”

"In a sense? All right, say hi a sense. But it's still physical reversal. To put it crudely, in
the sort off terns
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you're nmost familiar with, the nornal decay of entropy began to stop and reverse itself when the
uni ver se stopped expandi ng. Then, when the farther stars and the outer gal axies started falling
back here and there, they set up areas where entropy was increasing rather than decaying. Isn't
that right, Dragger? So it had to be these stresses, these conflicts between the two states of
entropy in specific areas, that spawned the nova inplosions and triggered the tine faults, so that
on one side of a sharp line, tinme was noving one way, and on the other, a different way. So that's
what made the tinme storml But | assuned you'd be attacking the stormdirectly to cure it"

"We're after the root cause."

"Are you, Dragger? But this way—this is using sheer nmuscle to nend things."

"Do you know of a better way?"

"But —dsing energy to reverse the falling back of these physical bodies, to force themto nove
apart agai n? There ought to be sone way that wouldn't require tapping another universe. Isn't that
what you' re doi ng—and tapping a tachyon universe at that? You' re working with forces that can tear
this universe apart."

"l asked you," repeated Dragger, "do you know a better way?"

"No," | said. "But |1've got to see this for nyself. | cant believe you can control sonething that
power ful . "

"Look, then," said Dragger. "S Doradus is only a thought away fromus here."

It was true. Merely by thinking of it, we were there, with no tinme spent in the novenent.
Bodi |l ess, with Dragger bodil ess beside ne, | hung in space and | ooked at the great spherica

dar kness that was the massive engi ne enclosing the young blue-white giant star called S Doradus.
It was an engine that trapped all the radiation fromthat vast sun, to use it as a focus point, a
lens in the fabric of our universe, through which then flowed the necessary jet of energy fromthe
tachyon universe that was being tapped for power—+to push not only stars, but gal axi es around.

A coldness took nmy mnd. Through that |lens, we were touching another place where every physica
law, and time itself, was reversed fromours. As long as the |l ens aperture was controlled, as |ong
as it remained small and unvary-
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ing, the reaction between the two universes was under command. But if the I ens should tear and
open further, under the forces it channelled, the energy Sow could flash to proportions too great
to be constrained. The fabric between the universes would break wi de open; it would be nutua
anni hil ati on of bot h—anni hilation hi no-tine.

"You see now," said Dragger, "why we didn't think it was possible for you to do this work. In
fact, if you hadn't been able to make the conceptual junp that set you free to survey the
situation, like this, there'd have been no point in even considering it"

"Made the junp? Just a minute," | said. "This isn't sonething I've done all on ny own. | rnust be
getting some technol ogi cal assistance to let ny point of view go wheeling through infinite

di stances, like this."

"Of course you are," said Dragger. "But the only person who could make it possible for your m nd
to endure such assistance was you, yourself. You' re strong enough to endure the sense of

di sl ocation involved. W didn't think you were. | didn't think you were. | was wong."

Tve got work | want to do," | said. "That helps."

file:/l/F|/rah/Gordon%20Dickson/Gordon%20R.%20Dickson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt (174 of 190) [5/21/03 12:30:05 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Gordon%20Di ckson/Gordon%20R.%20Di ckson%20-%20Time%20StormUC.txt

"A great deal, evidently. At any rate, Marc, you' re one of a select group now Less than a
mllionth of one percent of all our people have the talent to do this work and endure the
conditions under which it's done. Are you surprised we doubted that you coul d? An individual has
to be born with the talent to be a tenporal engineer. Evidently, you were born with it—attlenia
before there was such work."

**| didn't know about this,** | said. "That's true enough. But there were other things that called
for the same kind of abilities.”

I was thinking of the stock market, of that part of nme which could never rest until it had tracked
down what it searched for; also, of that other part of ne that had i medi ately recogni zed, hi the
time storm an opponent waiting for ne....

My nmind boggl ed suddenly and strangely, and shied away fromfinishing that particul ar thought

Puzzl ed, | would have conme back to it; but Dragger was talking to ne again.
"Are you listening to me, Marc?"

"I'mlistening,*" | said. | returned ny fuA attention to
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the nonent, and our conversation, with an effort. "Sonething bothers ne, though. If it's pure
technol ogy at work, why is it talent's needed at all? Wiy is it only a few can do this? There nust
be nore than a few who can endure the conditions, as you say."

"There are," she answered. "And that's why you've got one nore strength you have to denonstrate.
We need people with a special talent because when we nove stars, and nore than stars, we nake
gross changes in the tine stormforces. W don't have any technol ogi cal device quick enough to
safely neasure and assess the effect of those changes on the stresses by which we control the flow
of energy fromthe tachyon universe. |If the pressure against which we're exerting our energy flow
changes suddenly, the flow can increase, the lens may dilate, and you nust have guessed what can
happen then, before any adjustnent can be made."

"You nmean the lens tearing open,” | said.

"That's right. Only mnds able to read the pattern of the tinme stormforces, directly, can see
danger comi ng fast enough to correct for it W who are tenporal engineers have to direct our
stream of extra-universal energy and, at the sane time, make sure that it doesn't get out of our
control ."

She st opped speaking. Eyeless, | hung in space, watching the great darkness that was the engine,
the dyson sphere enclosing S Doradus. My inmgination pictured the unbelievable hol ocaust within
that shell of collapsed matter and the Klein bottle forces, that nmade the core of a star mllions

of tinmes the mass of our sun into a tiny rent in the fabric of a universe. | had thought |I was
equal to any dinensions that mght exist in the battle | wanted to join; but the dinensions here
were beyond inegination. | was |ess than a speck of dust to that stellar nucleus; and in turn, it

was infinitesimal, to the point of nonexistence, conpared to the two great opposed nasses of
energy between which it formed a bridge and a connecti on.

And | was going to share in the control of that bridge?

My courage stunbled. There was a limit, even to inmagination; and here that Iinmt was exceeded.

felt my view of the space around ne growi ng obscured and tenuous. | was aware of Dragger

wat chi ng, judging nme; and with remenbrance of her presence, ny guts cane back to ne.

388

TI VE STORM

If she could stay and work here, so could L There was nothing any life born in this universe could
do, that | could not at |east attenpt

The View of the space before ne, and the mighty engine init, firmed. It grew clear and sharp once
nor e.

"You're still with us?" asked Dragger

"Yes," | said.

«Then there's only one nore step to take," she said. "WlIl test you on the line. If you don't
succeed there, no one can help you. There'll be no way out,"

Tin ready."

We went forward, toward the dyson sphere. Bodil ess, we passed, |like thought through its materia
shell, through the Klein bottle forces, down into Hi e sea of radiation beyond any description that

was the encl osed star. W approached the core that was the |l ens. Here, ordinary vision was not
possible. But with tile help of the information that had been punped into nme, the |l ens area
rendered itself to ny mental perception as an elliptical opening, dark purple against a wall of
searing blue-white |light The energy stuff of the other universe pouring through that opening, was
invisible, but sensible. It rendered itself as a force of such speed and pressure that it would
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have felt solid to the touch, if touch had existed in that place and it had been safe to use it
upon that infl ow.

Dragger led ne alnmost to the lip of He lens. "Do you feel anything?" she asked.

"Yes," | said.

There was an odd counter force at work here. In spite of the trenendous outflow, | felt sonething
Iike an undertow, as well, sucking us toward the lens. Promwhere | felt it, it was nothing

could not resist; but | did not want to get cl oser

"The downdraft,** said Dragger—the word she used in her comunication formwas not a precise or
scientific term but a casual one, alnbst a nicknane for what | felt, "does it bother you?"
"Yes," | said; for the touch of its pull toward the open lens filled me with uneasiness. "I dont
know why. **

"I't bothers us an," she said, "and none of us is sure why. It's no problemhere, but out at
operations point it becomes something you'll need to watch out for. Now, neet the others working
inthis area.”

TI VE STORM
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She

spoke in turn to at |east a couple of dozen other identities. My stored information recogni zed the
synbol s that were their personal identification as they answered her and spoke to ne. Qur
conversation seenmed to be mind to mnd, here in the heart of the star. But actually, as | knew, we
were tal king together through the purely technol ogi cal communicati ons center of the space raft
where ny body and Pom arsk's were. Most of those | spoke to had been at ny full-dress argunent
session, previously. | was a little surprised to realize how many, there, had been tenpora

engi neers; although, now that | thought of it, it was only |ogical that nost of them should have
been, since they would be the ones nost concerned with ne.

“"Marc is going on line with us, out at operations point," Dragger said. "If he works out, there,
we' ve got another operator. Marc, are you ready to go?" "Yes," | said.
W withdrew fromthe Ilens, fromthe star and the engine. | had expected that I, at |east would be

returning to ny body on the raft, fromwhich | would then go by ordinary, physical neans to the
operations point. But our identities instead started noving out along the energy projection from
the engine, through interstellar space fromthe | esser Magellanic Coud, where S Dorados was,
toward our own gal axy.

"Your bodies will be sent back," she said. "Bodies?"

I woke to the fact that the identity of Porniarsk had just joined us.

"Pom arskl" | said. "You're going on the line, too?" "Only as an observer, |I'mafraid,** he
answered. "As | think |I've said to you in the past | lack creativity. And a certain amount of
creativity is required for direct work in tenporal engineering. But hi all other respects, |I'm

qualified; and our instructors thought you, at |east, might find me useful to have with you."
"DraggerT | said. "Yes?" Thank you."
"The decision wasn't mne,** she answered. "But | think it's a good one. In spite of the fact

you' ve passed all tests, Marc, you're still very much an unknown quantity to us. Aside from

what ever advantage it'll be to you to

390 TI ME STORM have your friend with you, it'll make the rest of us feel nore secure to know
that there's an observer ready to tell us what happens if you do have trouble." "Enlightened

sel fishness," | said. "OF course."

The trip we were now taking was a curious one. My newly educated nenory told ne it would have been
t horoughly possible to nake an i nmedi ate junp over the hundred and forty thousand |ight-years of

di stance fromthe nei ghborhood of S Doradus to our own gal axy. But Dragger evidently had a reason
for taking ne over the distance slowy, following the route of the energy being sent fromthe
engine to the retreating matter of our gal axy; and now | began to understand what that reason was.
Tlie energy fromthe tachyon universe was not projected hi the formit was received, like a Iight
beam ai ned over a hundred and forty thousand |ight-years of distance. Instead, it was converted to
a tune force line, itself —an extension across space of formw thout nmass, which would not be
converted back into energy until it touched the solid naterial at its destination; and even then
it would be absorbed, rather than felt, as an outside force, by

that materi al

The formin which it was extended, however, was designed to increase in cross section until it was
as wide as the galaxy to which it was being sent Crudely, then, the energy flow could be
represented as a funnel shape, with the small end at the |l ens of S Doradus and the width of the
funnel increasing over the light-years of intergalactic distance between | ens and gal axy, unti

the large end could contain our whol e gal axy, including
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its spiral arns.

We were follow ng, then, alongside this expanding funnel; and as we travelled, | becane acutely
conscious of its steady growh, and of a corresponding increase in the uneasiness | had felt about
the downdraft And this was ridicul ous; because here, with the energy converted into a nassl ess
form there was no downdraft to be felt Drag-ger's reason for noving Porniarsk and ne ms slowy
along the route of the projected energy was becom ng apparent

| set nmy teeth against the reaction. It did not let itself be beaten down easily, because there
was sonething very old about it; as if | had suddenly cone face to face with a
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dire wolf out of prehistory, lurking anong the shadows of some well-grooned, civilized park, at
sunset But it was only one nore eneny to conquer; and gradually, as | faced it, it ceased to gain
against me and then finally retreated. It was all but gone when Dragger spoke.

"How do you feel, Porniarsk?"

Tin flDed with wonder," said Porniarsk

"Qutside of that, nothngr

"Not hi ng,'* be answered.

"And yon, Marc?"

"Sonething," | said. "But | think Fve got it |icked."

She did not say any nore until we came, at last, to the edges of our own gal axy and noved i n anpng
its stars, ourselves now within the mouth of the funnel

"When possible,"” she said, "we give the individual engineer a sector of work that includes then*
own hone world. Your sector, Marc and Porniarsk; will include the world fromwhich Qbsidian
brought you to us. lust now, there's no work going on in it For the nonment, no changes in the
tenporal forces are appearing here, although the earlier forces aren't balanced fully except in
the I ocal area of your world where you bal anced t hem yoursel f, we understand, back before we have
records of the storm But there are going to be forces building up farther fa toward the gal axy's
center hi about nine nonths of your local time. Youll have that many nonths to study your sector.
Your bodies are being returned there and youTl be able to spend sonme tine in them Gbsidian's
returning themand bringing in the equipnment you'll need individually to work hi this sector."

We were in sight of Sol, now, and to ny eyes, the star scene had a famliar | ook that noved ne
nmore deeply than | woul d have expected it coul d.

"I was told of one nore test to be passed back here,"” said Porniarsk

There's one," said Dragger, **but not for you—for Marc. Marc, in the final essential, the only way
wel | ever know whether you can work with the tine stormis to see you work with it Only, if it
turns out you can't, ifH alnost certainly destroy you. That's why this is the |ast test; because
if s the one that can't be taken under other than full risk conditions."

"Fencing wi th naked weapons,” | said.
392
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| had not nmeant to say it out loud, for one reason because | did not think Dragger woul d know what
I was tal king about; but she surprised ne.

"Exactly," she said. "And BON mget back to my own work. Marc, Porniarsk, watch out for the
downdraft, now that you're sensitized to it It seens diffuse and weak out here; but dont forget
ifa always with you, whether you're in space like this, or down on a planet surface. Like any
subtle pressure, it can either wear you down slowy, or build up to the point where it can break
you. **

"How soon will Cbsidian return, so we can have our bodi es back?" Porniarsk asked.

"Soon. No nore than a matter of hours now. Perhaps, mternms of your local tine, half a day."
"Cood, " said Porniarsk. "Wl see you again."

"Yes," she said. "Before the next buildup of forces that affects this sector.™

"Goodby, Dragger," | said. Thanks.'*

"There's no reason for thanks. Goodby, Marc. Goodby, Porniarsk."

"Goodby, Dragger," Porniarsk said.

She was suddenly gone. As we had been tal king, we had drawn on into the Solar System until we now
hung invisibly above the Earth at |ow orbit height of less than two hundred niles above its
surface.

Td like to go down, even wi thout our bodies and nake sure everything's been going well,'
Por ni ar sk.

"Yes," | said; then checked nyself."—No.**

" Nor

sai d
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"Sonething's sticking in ny mind," | said. "I don't like it Dragger was talking about this sector
being affected by a buildup of time forces farther In toward the center of the gal axy, in about
ni ne nont hs. **

"I'f you'll consult the sane information | had inpressed on ne," said Porniarsk, mldly, "you'l
see that the area of space she was tal king about is quite huge. If d be reasonable to assune that
the chance of our own solar system being strongly affected by that buildup shoul d be rather
smal | =+

**] dont like it, though," | said. Tve got a feeling...
| stopped.

"Yes?" said Porniarsk.

"Just a feeling. Just a sort of uneasy hunch,** | said. That's why | didn't say anything about it
to Dragger—
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s too wispy an idea. But | think I1'd like to take a ook at the forces of that full area from

cl ose up, out here, before | go down to Earth. You go ahead. It won't take nme much | onger to do

that than the few hours we have to kill, anyway, before Cbsidian gets here with our carcasses; and
nobody's going to realize we're around until then. You go ahead. I'Il be along."

"I'f that's what you want," said Porniarsk. "You dont need me with you?"

"No reason for you to cone at all,"” | said. "Go ahead down. Check up on things. You can check up
for both of us."

"Well, then. If that's what you want," said Porniasfc

I had no way of telling that he had gone; but in ny case, | did not wait to nake sure he was. Even
while | had been talking to him the uneasy finger of concern scratching at nmy mind had increased
its pressure. | turned away fromthe Earth and the solar system to | ook south, east, west, and
north about the galactic plane at the tine stormforces in action there.

37

It was not just the forces thenselves | wanted to study. It was true that they woul d have
progressed considerably since | had | ast viewed themhi the tank of Porniarsk's |ab; but that tank
had still given ne patterns fromwhich | could nentally extrapolate to the present with a fair
certainty of getting the present picture of matters, in general. But what concerned nme was

howj hose patterns would look in the Iight of nmy new know edge; not only of the engine around S
Doradus and the lens there, but of the down-draft as welL The downdraft worried ne—f only for the
fact that it had had the capacity to disturb me, gut-wise as well as nmentally, when | had
encountered it

The situation | found hi the area when | exanmined it was one hi which the sectors were established
within force lines that had been stabilized by the universal comunity, so that they might be used

by menbers of that comrunity in physical travel anbngst stars. | was now able to trace with no
difficulty the first twenty-nine force line tune shifts Obsidian's quarters had used hi carrying
us to the testing by Dragger and the others. | could have continued to trace themall the way to

our destination; but right now, I was concerned only with die situation in die area to which
Dragger had assi gned ne.

Bet ween the force lines, stability did not exist—except hi our own area around Earth where we had
produced it ourselves. Struck by a sudden curiosity, | checked the Earth's bal ance of forces with
what | now knew about the tine stormand satisfied myself that the present bal ance was not ny
doing. My original balance had evidently lasted far |longer than | had expected—n fact, for
several hundred years. But since that tine, it had been perkxH
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cally renewed by an outside agency. | was puzzled for a second that Porniarsk had not picked up

this evidence of outside tinme stormcontrol earlier than the present period. Then | renenbered
that the search had been nmade by the conputer nmind of tile tank; and undoubtedly Porniarsk, tike
mysel f, had never bothered to instruct it to consider a continuing state of inaction, hi what was
al ready a nonstormarea, as an anonaly.

Wthin the fixed boundary tines of the stabilized force tines set up to be used for cross-space
transportation, the tinme stormhad gone on in its nornal pattern of devel opi ng and spreading
tenporal disintegration, until about three thousand years ago, when there began to be evi dence of
peri odi ¢ checking of areas threatening to set off |arge-scal e disturbances throughout the general
gal axy-wi de pattern. This checki ng had apparently been so minor as to be essentially unnoticeabl e,
until the curul ative effect of a nunber of such incidents began to show evidence of anonaly on the
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| arge, general scale; and the tank picked them up

| studied the stabilized force tines; and | studied the earlier, snaller evidence of disturbance
checki ng. What was gnawing at me, | finally decided, was the fact that corrections which were too
smal |l to be inportant taken singly, could pile up to have a nmuch nore serious cunul ative effect on
the stress situation of the galactic area as a whol e.

Moreover, this could kick back against the flow through the | ens and cause exactly the sort of
tearing and enl argenent that was the everpresent danger there.

It was aH very iffy. It was a chain reaction of possibilities, only—but | did not tike the I|ook of
it I swng back and forth nmentally over the force tine stress pattern in ny sectors, trying to
make it all add up in sone other way than it had just done; but | kept getting the same answer.
What | was hunting for were those elenents of patterns that would pouit ne toward the evol ution of
one particular pattern, less than a year fromthe present nonment. It was difficult and frustrating
because, so far, | had no idea what kind of ultimate pattern it was | was after. Al | had to go
on was a subconscious reaction to sonmething | did not |ike; as when soneone who spends
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his life in the open, in the woods or on the sea, will step out of doors on a norning, sniff the
air, feel the wind, look at the sky and say—I| don't |like the | ooks of the weather." The day m ght
even be bright, sunny and warm with no obvious hint of change about it; and still, some deep-
brain sensor, conditioned by an experience consciously forgotten, sends up an al arm si gna

I thought of catting Dragger and i mrediately saw the pitfall on that path. Dragger had warned ne
that the only way, in the end, to prove | could work with the tine stormwas for ne to work with
it. My starting at shadows, if indeed that was what | was doi ng now and there was nothing really
for me to worry about, might strike her as just the sort of sign she had been tal ki ng about, that
| could not deal with the storm

She m ght even be right in thinking that. She had given nme no reason to think there was any
dangerous situation building up here; in fact, she had deliberately reassured ne this was not the
case.

Maybe, | thought, the best thing for me was to put it out of ny mnd and foll ow Porniarsk back

down to Earth's surface. | had been paying little attention to tinme, but now | realized that at
| east as many hours had gone by as Dragger had said it would take before Cbsidian was due back on
Earth with Porniarsk's body and mine. | should go to bis station now, pick up ny body and go back

to ny own clan.

| turned and went. Mentally, it was only a single stride to Cbsidian's quarters, in the forest
east of our comunity. Obsidian hinmself was not there when | arrived, nor was the body of
Por ni ar sk, which neant that the avatar nust already be back hone. But my own body was waiting for
me; and | sat up in it on the edge of the cushion on which it had been lying, feeling the
strangeness of experiencing die weight and nass of h under the pull of gravity once nore.

As | sat up, the illunmination of the roomincreased around me, responding to ny increased heart
beat, tenperature, and half a dozen other signals picked up by its technology fromm now
activated body. | stood up and noved to one of the two consoles that stifi stood in roughly the

sanme pl aces they had stood on our voyage out

I knew how to use these now, | touched the keys of one of them and stepped fromthe roomin
bsidian's quarters
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spot on the landing area, outside the door of the sumer pal ace, where Obsidi an had al ways

appear ed.

The dar kness about ne when | arrived came as a snall shock. Waking in the roomat Cbsidian's, |
had not realized | night have cone honme during the hours when mat face of ny planet was away from
our sun. For a second after appearing there, | felt oddly as if |I had not cone hone in the body,
after att, but as if | was still only a point of view, hovering there, as | hatd hovered in space
a few nmonments past, overlooking the whole galaxy and all the stars that were now shining down upon
ne.

The drawn shades on the w ndows of the sumer palace were warmwi th |ight Everyone there would be
cel ebrating Porniarsk's return and expecting nme at any nonent | turned and | ooked away, down die
sl ope to the town bel ow, and under the bright new noon of midsummer, | saw the buil di ngs down
there had their windows also warmy lit against the night. | had been intending to turn to die
door imediately, and go on into die palace; but now !l found nyself caught where | was.

The small, cool wind of die after sunset hours wapped itself around nme. | could hear h noving
also in die distance, whistling faintly anongst die trees on die slope below. No night bird
called; and the chin and die silence held ne apart fromdie light and die talk that would be
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i ndoors. Qut of die aval anche of printed words | had read during ny nad period crept sonething
more for me to remenber. Not a quote diis time, but a story—die French-Canadi an | egend of La
Chasse Galerie. It was a nyth about the spirits of die old voyagers who had died away from borne
out on the fur trade routes, com ng back hi a | arge ghost canoe on New Year's Eve for a brief
visit with their living famlies and die wonen they had | oved.

St andi ng alone in die darkness, strangely held fromgoing inside, | felt nyself |ike one of those
returned ghosts. Inside die lighted wi ndows there were die living; but no matter how nuch | mi ght
want to join them it would be no use. Like die ghosts of die voyagers, | was no | onger one of
diem wiflun. | had beconme sonething else, part of another sort of place and tine. It seened to ne

suddenly that die small cold breeze | felt and heard no | onger wapped around nme, but bl ew
straight through ny bones, as it did through the tree Iinbs below ne; and
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I thought that all my life | had been outside, |ooking at

i ghted wi ndows, thinking how good it would be to be

i nsi de.

Once, | might have nade it to there. God knows | had tried, with ny nother, with Swannee , . . but
now it was too late; and that was no one's fault It was not even ny fault, in a sense. Because at
each fork in the road along the way, | had nade the best choice | knew to make; and all those
choices had led me here. If here was outside forever, still, getting here had led me to many good

things, beginning with Ellen and the crazy cat and continuing to this sane noment, which was al so,
inits own way, good. For if I was lonely out here in the dark, |ooking at the |ighted shades of
the wi ndows and knowing |I could not be behind them | was |ess |Ionely knowi ng who and what were
there, and that their lives, which were part of me now, could be warm and bri ght

Thinking this, | felt some of the warnth come out and enter ne, after all. | renenbered that | had
di scovered before this, that there was no real separateness. | was all things and all things were
me ... and, with that bit of remenbering, | began to nove again into touch with the universe.
flowed out to be part of the breeze around me, the ground under ne and the trees beyond ne, part
of all the houses below with their lights and separate fives. | felt the sunmer pal ace behind ne
and reached into it to touch everyone there. There was no light, but the gold cane into everything
again. | saw themall behind the walk at ny back, the eternally sleeping Sunday, Doc, Bin,
Porniarsk and Ellen. | saw Ellen and | touched her; and she was the key to all the rest between
the walls of infinity and all infinities beyond those walls. | had a larger picture of this

uni verse and all others now | went out and out.... "Marcl"

I turned to vanish, to step back into Gbsidian's quarters; and even as | turned, | knew it was
already too late. | cane all the way around to face the summer pal ace and saw, darker shadow

wi thin shadow, Ellen there. "Ellen," | said, "how did you know | was here?" She cane toward ne.

"I know where you are,** she said, stopping in front of ne, | could barely nake out her face. "I
al ways know
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where you are. Porniarsk was back, and when you didn't cone in, you had to be here. 1*

"Go back inside," | said. My voice was a little hoarse. **Go back in. ni be along in a nonent"
"No you won't," she said. "You were going to | eave and not cone in."

| said not hing.

"Why, Marc?"

Still, | could not answer. Because suddenly, | knew why. Wat had been niggling at me all the tine
| had been studying the force |ines now suddenly rearranged itself froma possibility to a
certainty, froma suspicion to a know edge, as the absolute vision of ny unity with the universes
t ook hol d.

| had been turning away because | knew I would not be com ng back

"Why T

| realized, then, that she was not asking me why | had been | eaving. She already knew it was
because | woul d not be back. She was asking ne why | would go to sonething fromwhich | would
never return

"l have to," | said.

She put her arms around ne. She was very strong, but we both knew she could not hold ne there. The
whol e dam uni verse was pulling ne in the other direction. There always was Doc for her, | thought
bl eakly, |ooking down at her. | had seen the way he felt about her. But | was w ser now than |I had

been; and | knew better than to nention that to her now.
"I do love you, Ellen,'* | said.
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"I know you do," she said, stQ holding ne. "I know you do. And you don't have to go.**
"l do," | said. "It's the tinme storm"

"Let sonebody else do h."

"There isnt anyone el se."

"That's because you've nade it so there isn't"

"Ellen, Hsten." | felt terribly hel pless. "The whol e universe is going to bl ow wi de open unl ess
do sonet hing."
"\When?"

"When?** | echoed.

**| said, when? Ten years from now? Ten nonths? Two weeks? Two days? If it's two days, take the
two days—the first two, real days of your |life-stay here and let it blow "

400

TI VE STORM

*| can't do that."

"Can't?" she said. She let go and stepped back fromne. "No, that's right. You can't"”

"Ellen ..." | said. | stepped toward her; but she noved back again, out of reach
"No," she said. "You go now It's all right"
"It isn't all right," | said.

“I't's all right," she repeated. "You go."

| stood there for a second nore. But there was no way | could reach her, and | had no nore words
to say that would do any good. She already knew | yearned to stay. She knew | woul dn't Wat was
there to tell her beyond that?

I went. It was like tearing nyself down the mddle and | eaving the [ arger half behind.

| stepped back into Gbsidian's quarters and turned to the console to put in a call to Dragger
There was a little delay, and then Dragger's voice spoke to me out of the air of the softly Ilit
room wth its cushions and its nighttinme

trees all around.

"Forgive ne, but I'mworking now and can't be disturbed. Leave word if you want nme to call you
back." It was a canned nessage.

"This is Marc," | said. "Call nme as soon as you get this nmessage. It's critical.1*
| sat down on the cushion | had gotten up fromearlier and sent ny mnd back out anong the stars.
The forces of the tine stormwere still out there, waiting for me. Now that | came back to them

with the additional insight of ny nonentary contact with the universe, outside the summer pal ace,
what | had only suspected before showed as not only certain but unavoi dably obvi ous. But whet her
coul d convince Dragger and the other engineers of its obviousness was by no neans certain. My
conviction rested on ny own way of interpreting the forces, which was different fromtheirs.

The tine stormwas too nuch in their Hood and bones for themto hate it and love it the way that |
did. For | did, | realized now, -both hate and love it. | hated it for what it had done, for the
mllions of lives it had swept out of existence. O perhaps they were all still in existence
somewhere el se—+tocked up in little dead end universes—ny wi fe; Swannee; and all those Ellen had
known; Marie's husband; Sanuel son's fanily; and the countless others
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erased by noving mstwalls, not only on Earth but all through the universe. But | loved it, even
as | hated it, for being ny opponent, for giving nme an eneny to grow strong hi fighting.

So it was because of both the Iove and hate that | could see where it was trending now, and it was
because they saw it only as a technol ogical problemthat | feared the tenporal engineers |ike
Dragger would not. | traced the lines of ny suspicion again now, through the network of forces,
out beyond ny sector, out beyond the gal axy and the influence of the one lens |I had seen, until |
bad checked it out against the stormacross all the viewabl e universe. Wat | feared was there,
all right | could trace the paths of ny suspicions, | could see the connections to nmy own
satisfaction, but | could not turn up any solid evidence to present to the engi neers.

I was still searching for sonmething to prove what | believed when Dragger called ne back

"Marc?" her voice sounded in ny mnd. "You had sonmething critical to talk to ne about?"

"The tine stormis going to get out of hand," |I said. "lIt's going to get out of hand right here in
our own gal axy, and possibly in a number of others throughout the universe, at the sane tine. The
pattern's already evolving out of the patterns of the |ast thousand years. You' ve already got
evidence of it. You told ne there'd be increased activity here in nine nonths or so, ny |loca

tinme. That isn't just going to be increased activity. It's going to be activity that's quadrupl ed,
septupl ed, a hundred or a thousand tines increased, all at once."

"What makes you say so, Marc?"
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"The character of the patterns | see evolving."

There was a little silence.

"Marc, can you descri be what you nean by 'character1?**

"The color, the feel, the inplications of the patterns in the way they form and change."

There was anot her sil ence.

"None of these words you nention have any precise neaning' for me. Marc," she said. "Can you
descri be what you're tal king about hi hard concepts? Failing that can you give nme the concepts
you're tatting about in nore than one node?"

"No," | said, "because these verbal synbols of your |anguage only approxi nate ny persona

meani ngs. Fm

402

TI ME STORM

translating verbal synbols frommy own | anguage. Symbols that have special value derived out of ny
experience, ny experience with all sorts of things outside your experience, ny experience with
buying and selling shares of stock in a market, with painting pictures in varied colors, with
understanding what is witten and carved in the nane of art, with thousands of things that nove
intelligent and nonintebDigent Iife, and nake h the way it is."

"I think |I understand," Dragger said. "But to convince nme you're right about this com ng energency

you*re tal ki ng about, you'll need to give ne evidence in ternms and synbols | can val ue and wei gh
exactly as you do. The only synbols like that are in nmy | anguage, which you now al so

know." "1 can't explain things your |anguage hasn't any symnbols

for."

"Then you're saying that you can't convince ne of what you guess is going to happen.'* "Not guess.
Know. "

"I'f you know, show ne how you know." There was an enptiness of desperation hi nme. | had known it
woul d be like the, but | had hoped anyway. Sonehow, | had hoped, the gap would be bridged between
our two m nds.

"Dragger, don't you renmenber how | explained to you fcow Td | earned about the tinme stormby a
different route than the rest of you? That route gave ne a view of it you others don't have; and
that view gives me Insights, know edge, yon don't have. Don't you remenber how 1 convinced you |
had a right to be tested? And didn't | pass those tests?**

"But have you actually passed the |ast part of mat test, now?** Dragger said. "Or are you finding
some incapability in yourself hi actual practice, an incapability which you hide fromyourself by
i magi ning there's an enmergency condition building, that none of the rest of us can see and you
can't substantiate?"

"Dragger,"” | said. "I know this is going to happenP "I believe you think you know | don't yet
believe you're correct.** "WII you check?"

"Of course. But if | understand yon, ny checking isn't likely to turn up any evidence that agrees

with you."
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**Check anyway. "

"Tve said | will. Call nme again if you find sonething nore to prove what you say."

"Iowifl."

She said no nore. She had gone then. | said no nore, either, merely hung there, a point of

not hi ngness i n open space. The concl usion was the conclusion I'd feared. | was alone, as | had
al ways been, as | still nust be.

Dragger woul d check, but find nothing to Convince her | was right It was up to nme either to find
sonet hi ng she coul d understand, or stop the time storm nyself.
It was the latter that Td come to, eventually—+ mght as well face that now It had been

inevitable fromthe first, that the tine stormand | should come to grips at last, alone, like
this. I had cone this far forward in tinme to find the tools to fight it and the allies to help ne.
I had not found the allies after all; but | had found some tools. Thanks to Dragger and the
others, | knew that the stormcould be affected by nassive use of energy. Thanks to nyself, | now
knew that all things, all life, all tine, were part of a piece; and if | could just reach out in
the right way, | could becone part of that piece and understand any other part as if it was part
of rme.

The thought was cal ming. Now that there was no hope of outside help, the solitary and abandoned
feeling began losing its edge in me. It was ironic that | had cone this far forward to find help
who could handle a tinme storm| believed was too big for ne to handle alone, only to discover
that, while the help was here, it would not aid me. But now the irony no | onger mattered. Al that
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did was that | was back at ground zero, alone; and there was no need to waste any nore effort on
fal se hopes.

If anything was to be done, | would have to do It, by nyself; and if nothing could be done,
not hi ng coul d be done.

| felt nore at peace than | could have dreanmed | would, at this point. The unity with the universe
came on me without my reaching for it, and | hung bodilessly in the mdst of the galaxy that had
produced ny race and ny-self, sensing and touching all things in it |I had thought of failure as

i nconcei vabl e. Not hi ng was inconceivable. Ellen had said to | et the universe bl ow and take what
time remai ned for nyself, even if it was only a couple of days. It
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woul d be nore than a couple of days, of course. It woiul*l be nonths, at |east; and each day of

that could be a lifetinme if I lived it touching everything around ne.

Ell en had been right in her owmn way, and | should have told her so. | thought of going back now
and saying it—and then | realized that she was reaching for ne.

"Ellen?" | said; as | might have spoken to Dragger

No words cane back. She could not speak to me in synbols, because she did not have access to the
technol ogi cal equi prent of the engineers. But across the touch between us, | could feel her

t hought, even though it was not in words.
/ shouldn't have let you go tike that, she was telling mne.

"I't's all right," | told her. "H cone back."

No, she told ne, you nmustn't come back. Not as long as you stitt think you can do sonething and
want to do it. | want you to do what you want to do. | just didn't want to cut you off; | didn't
want to be separated from you

"You don't have to be," | said. "You never have to be separated from anything as |ong as you can

really hold "Ain your mnd* I didn't know that before; but I knowit now "

A sudden di scovery noved in ne.

"Ellen,** | said, "where are all the short words, and the short speeches? You're thinking just the
way everybody tal ks."

It lust always cane out the other way, she answered. But 1 talked to you Kke this, in nmy head,
fromthe very beginning, fromthe first day you picked me up

"1 should have known," | said. "Anyway, | know now. Ellen, |I'm com ng hone."

No, she told nme. You mustn't unless you're sure you don't want to stay at all. Are you sure?

We no longer talked in a place where there were any roonms to hide what | did not want her to know.
"No," | said. "You're right There may not be anything at all | can do, but | want to try. |'ve got
to try."

Then try, she said. Ifs whatever you want, because Fmw th you now. Aren't | with you?

"Ch, you are,"” | said. And | reached, forgetting how |l was bodiless, to hold her

Wth that she cane to ne, like a waith but real, across the light-years of space fromour little

pl anet, to where | now floated. And with her came another waith, a bounding, furry shape that
bounced agai nst ne and sandpapered

-a-,, face and hands with its rough tongue and crowded "between our [ egs as we clung together
"Sunday!" | said.

O course, Ellen told nme, he was always there if only you' d reached for him

Wth themboth there, with the three of us—we three ghosts—together once nore, ny heart broke
apart with happiness and out of the broken pieces rose a strength that spread and towered in ne
like a genie let |oose froma bottle when the Sol onon's seal is snapped. There was no uni verse or
conbi nati on of universes that I was not now ready to attack, to save what | now hel d; and
reached to the ends of all tine and all spaces. So—at |ast—by the one route | had never dreaned
exi sted, understandi ng dawned to ne,

"I should have realized it," | said to Ellen. "It's one and the sane thing, the tine storm and
what's al ways been inside ne, what's always been inside all of us."
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"What's been inside you?" Ellen echoed. She was still not speaking to me by the physical route

Dr agger had used; but what she said was now so clear to me that ny mnd supplied her voice as if
both it and ny ears were physically present
"The storm" | said, "the struggle. The fight to understand, and be understood by everyone else in
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the face of the equally strong need to be yourself and yourself only, that unique and conpletely

free identity that never was before this moment in tine and will never be again, once you're gone.
"I'"ve got to do that, say that* the identity says, 'otherwise | cant grow, | can't nake.' *No, you
can't do that,* say the other identities outside your skull, all also struggling to grow and be
free. '"If you do that, | won't understand why. FU take it as a threat 111 isolate you; or Fl

fight you.' So, before each action, along UK road to each goal, there are all the ulterior battles
to find a way of conprom sing what you want, and need to do, with what others will accept your
doing. The stormwithin. Everyone has it; and the tinme stormw thout is its anal ogy."

"l don't see that," said Eflen. "Wy?"

"Because both storns are the result of conflict between two things that ought to be working
together. Like a couple of nmillstones, badly adjusted, chew ng each other up, throw ng off stone
chi ps and sparks instead of joining to mll the grain between them?"

"But even so," said Ellen, "why's that inportant, here and now, and with yon, particularly?"

"Because | never knew how to quit, to give up," | said. "When | ran into the inner storm!]
couldn't stop trying to
406

J5onquer it; but because it was inside ne, because it was subconscious, instead of conscious, |
couldn't get at it So | nmade everything else a surrogate for it—the stock market, the business, ny
heart attack . . . and at last, the tine storm"

"Even so, what good could it do to fight other things?"

"It could teach me how to fight It could help nme discover and forge weapons to fight my inner
stormwith. And it did! By God, it didl |I've found the answer to the inner storm™

"Not fighting," said Ellen, very positively.

"Al'l right That—yes. But there's nore to it than just not fighting. The full answer's in the unity
of everything. Reaching out and becomning part of everyone and everything else. It was you and
Sunday who first broke me in to being a part of someone el se without struggle. You were both
conpl etely dependent on me, so it never occurred to me that | had to adjust nyself to suit you."
"There was sonet hing besides that,"” said Ellen. "W cared for you."

"I know," | said. "I know | took that for granted too. I'msorry, | didn't know any better than
to take it for granted, then. | didn't begin to know any better until Sunday was gone and
suddenly found the big hole in nyself where he'd been. | didn't realize then why h hit ne as hard
as it did; but actually, something of myself had just beconme suddenly dead. |If Sunday hadn't been
killed, just then—=

I broke off, looking instinctively for her face before |I renenbered she was not there in the body
to be seen.

"Wul d you have gone off with Tek, then, if Sunday hadn't been killed?"

"I don't know," she said. "If | had, though, I think I'd have cone back. | never |oved Tek. But
couldn't make you hear ne or see me."

"I remenber— the waith of Sunday junped up to hug my bodiless spirit wth nonexistent forepaws

and tried to lick nmy face that was not there. "It's all right, Sunday. Down, cat) Fm not feeling
bad now, | was just remenbering sonething...."

"But the tinme stornis still there. You nmean you can give up on it, now?" Ellen asked.

"I think I coul d—ow. "
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"But you dont really want to."

*«740," | said. "The truth is, no. If |I give op, nothing*!! be done; and that neans the end, for
all of us." "You're sure it does?"

"Yes. There's been a situation building up for a few thousand years now, ever since the tenpora
engi neers started working with the storm They' ve been trying to cure an unbal ance between
energies in this universe by inporting nore energy from another universe, to shore up the weaker
of the two energies here. It's worked for a while, but it's also been creating the potential of a
bi gger inbalance if the scale should suddenly tip the other way, and the weak side becone the
strong one, with all that extra, inported energy added to its natural advantage. And | think it's
about to tip—n this universe at |east—n about nine nonths,"

"The engi neers dont know this?" Ellen asked. "You' re sure about that?"

"They know it, but they don't realize how great the reaction can be."

"I'n any case, what can you do by yoursel f?" "I dont know. | need to think. Quiet, cat Leave ne
alone for a few minutes,"
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Sunday sailed. Hi s ghost, body lay down with crossed paws, on nothi ngness, and resigned itself to
patience. | stffl held nmy vision of unity with the universe, that had come on nme after | had
finally faced the fact that there was no hope from Dragger or her colleagues. | had found what |
had stunbled toward and struggled for all this tine; and now | wanted to live, as even nore

want ed El | en, Sunday, and ny universe with everyone in it to live. It went against reason that |
could have come this long journey through hie and tune w thout picking up the skill and know edge
to do sonething about the situation. Sonewhere, nere had to be a chance; and if there was a
chance! my bl essing/curse of being unable to turn away from an unsol ved probl em shoul d keep ny
mnd hunting until | found it

"I'f I"'mright about the parallel. ..." | began at |ast,

sl owy.

"What parallel?" said Ellen

"The parallel about the tine storm being an anal ogy of the inner storm If I'mright about that,
and | had to get

Qutside nyself to find the key to ny inner storm then... .**

El | en sai d not hi ng.

"Then," | went on, after a nmonent "the answer to the tine stormhas to be outside too. Qutside the
uni verse—outside this universe. If | go outside this universe, | ought to be able to see it"

"But how can you do that?" asked Ellen
| did not say anything.
"There's no way you can do that is there?"

"Yes," | said, slowy, "there is. There's the lens."
"What | ens?"
| told her.

"Marcl" said Ellen. "Are you crazy?"

"It's the only way to get outside.”

"But it's the center of a star—and worse than that You'd be burned up before you got into the
l ens. ™

"I"'mnot material at the noment, renenber. It's ny mind only that'd be going."

"But even if you could go through this lens w thout being destroyed, there's the probl em of
getting back. How could you do that?"

"I dont know. "

"Why dont you check the idea out first, with the tenporal engi neers?"

"They m ght want to stop ne; and nmaybe they could,” | said. "They cant help nme, Ellen. The tine
stormis too nuch inside all of them just like nmy inner stormwas too nuch inside me. I'mthe only

one who can do anything; and the only thing | can think of to do is go through the lens."

She said nothing for a nonent The waith of Sunday lay waiting, trusting, leaving it all up to ne.
"I'f you don't we all die?"

"I believe so."

She si ghed.

"Then you do have to go. There actually is no choice," she said. "AH right Tm goi ng al ong."

"I dont think you can," | said. "Were are you? Back down in the sumrer pal ace asl eep?”

*Tmin my own bedroom at the sunmer palace," said Ellen, "lying on the bed. But | dont think |I'm
asl eep. "

"You're there, though. I'mhere. TeH ne, can you feel the downdraftr
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| explained what it was. She was quiet for a little while after | finished. Finally, she spoke.
"No, " she said.

"I thought so," | said. Tin probably reaching down to you, as nuch as you're reaching up to ne.
You see, | really amout here—+n a sense. Fman energy pattern projected by the engi neering
devices of the tenporal engineers. | can go fromplace to place at faster than |ight speeds only

because | can turn off nmy projection in one spot and turn it on at another."”

"If you're a pattern of energy, then the energy com ng through the |l ens can destroy youl O at

| east, change you. Energy if material.”

"Maybe. 1've got to try ft, anyway."

"There has to be sone way | can go with you!"

"I don't think so; and that's good. Because then | couldn't stop you fromconmi ng; and nere's no
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sense in both of us... going."
**Lef s try and find a way. Wait a bit You said we had nine nonths."
"Ni ne months before the axe falls; but ft may be already too late to stop its swing. | can't wait

I've got to go, now. **

"WAit just atittle bit Cone back hone for a couple of days, or even one, so we can talk it over
first."

"I'f I did that, | might not go after aU. Particularly not now, with the two of you around. Ellen
|'"ve got to go. Fve got to go now"

W flowed together, we ghosts. She held ne. Sunday held ne, | held them

"Al'l right, go then," she said at |last "Go now."

"Goodby," | said. "I love you. | |Iove you both. FH be back."

"You'll be back," said Ellen

| pulled away fromthem and shut themout of my mind. | was al one anmpbng the stars; and, by
reaching out for it, I could fed die funnel of energy and al so the downdraft—weak, as Dragger had
said, way out here, but unceasing, relentless.

I let the pull of the downdraft fid ny mind. | let nyself go with it At first there was not hing;

it was like floating on a |lake. Then | noticed a slight nmovenent, a drifting, and | becanme aware
of the fact that | was droppi ng down

bel ow the gal actic plane. | revolved and saw the direction of ny novenent, toward the Lesser
Magel | anic C oud and a darkness there encl osing a young, blue-white giant star, a darkness | was
still too far off to distinguish.

I let nyself drift...

The plane of the gal axy receded above ne. | was in intergalactic space. There was nothing to
measure the speed of ny novenent now, but | sensed that it was increasing. | was falling faster
and faster, down the funnel of extra-universal energy, reaching fromthe lens at S Doradus to our
gal axy.

I fell a hundred and forty thousand tight-years; and tine became conpletely arbitrary. It may have
been m nutes, and ft may have been nonths, that | fell with steadily increasing velocity until |

must have been travelling faster than any pul sar neasured in nmy early, original tine. | think ft
was probably nminutes rather than nonths, or at |east hours rather than nonths, because | could
feel that my acceleration was not nerely steady, but steadily increasing all that tinme. | had no

ordinary way to nmeasure this—+ only knew ft, with some measuring back part of ny m nd

It becanme plain to ne, finally, that I would not see the |lens before passing through it By the
time I would be close enough to nake out the dark circle of the engine anobng the tights of the
| esser Magellanic Cloud, | would be only a fractionless fraction of a second fromentering the
tacbyoni ¢ universe, too small a nonment of tine for perception. | relaxed, letting nyself go...
And it happened.

There was a shock that felt as if the subatomic particles of the energy pattern that was ny
identity were being torn apart and spread through endl ess spaces. Follow ng that

i nconprehensi bility.

I was afloat in darkness, streaked by lines of tight that shot past nme on every aide al nost too
fast to see. Other than these, there was nothing. But the darkness had a value and the tights had

a value—even if | could not read nem Feeling stricken and di snmenbered, | floated hel pl essly,

wat chi ng the shooting tights.

I had no power of novenent | had no voice. | could find no means by which | night nmeasure the
tinme, the space, or anything el se about ne. If | had indeed cone into die tachyon universe, | had
arrived conpletely hel p-

412

TI ME STORM

less to learn what | needed to know, and helpless to take the know edge back with ne. Look about
as best | nmight, | could see nothing left to me but to give up; and the only reason | did not do
so imedi ately was because | was not sure if | was even able to do that.

| floated; and gradually, like a shocked heart starting to beat again, nmy ancient weird woke again
in nme. | could not give up, because even here, | was still lacking the reverse gear | had been
born wi thout Alive, dead, or in living pieces |less than electron size, | was still committed to
chewi ng at any cage that held me until | could ghnaw a way out.

But what way was there? Where do you begin when there is no starting point on which to stand? A
journey of a thousand miles may begin with a single step; but where to begi n—+f you are not
standing still, but skating across eternity in total darkness, with nmeteor-like lights flashing
all around you? | hunted through nyself for something to hang to, and found nothing. Then Ellen
cane to ny rescue
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"Remenber ?" she said. "Wen you first found me, | was lost like that; and | found a way back."
She was not speaking out loud to nme. She was not even talking in ny mad, as she had as | hung in
space, normal space, just before | had cone here. It was the Ellen which had beconme a part of ne,
speaking to nme out of a corner of nyself, as Sunday had cone boundi ng back fromdeath to hug ne
wi th nonexi stent paws, out of a corner of nyself where he had been all this tine, wthout ny
realizing,

"I'f I didit, you can do it," Ellen-that-was-nme said. "Do ft the way | did it before. Take what
there is, and build fromthere."

She was right, of course; and | drew strength fromher. If she had been able to do it once, she
was able to do it again. Therefore, | could do it, as long as she was part of ne. | drew certainty
from her and | ooked about once nore at what | had.

| had the darkness and the lights. The lights were totally inconprehensible; but with Ellen's
certainty that | could build with them | started to watch them They were too nonentary to form

patterns... or were they?

| Seated, watching; and the watching became a studying. Al that underwent change fell into
patterns of altera-
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tion, eventually. It was a long tune resolving to ny understanding, but finally, | began to see

the elements of patterns in the streaking lights. They were not entirely randomafter allL

If they had patterns, they were part of a larger identity in which such patterns could be held, a
larger identity which was the universe of their context-whether that universe was as small as an
atom of an atom or larger than all other universes put together. If this was so, then there was a
relati onship between the universe that held themand the patterns that it held.

What | had learned in nmy own universe could be the key here, also. Inconprehensible as this place
was, the unity of every part of it with the whole, the identity of every part of it with the
whol e, might be certain here, as it had been where | came from If this was so, | had to be a part
of this universe and it had to be a part of nme, sinply because | was nowin it. Therefore, its
patterns had to be part of ne also, as understandable as ny own physical speech in action when
was back in ny old body, because a part of the whol e cannot be either strange or alien to the
whol e, as | had found.

"Now you see," said Ellen-that-was-nme. "And, since you see, all you have to do now is reach out
and touch."

She was right again. There was no cardi nal here, perched on a bird feeder; and the gol den |ight

was | ost and left behind in another infinity. But she was still right; there was nothing to stop
me fromreaching out and trying to touch, to connect with, that of which |I was now a part
I reached. | felt outwards for my identity with this place surrounding nme, just as | had felt in

ny home universe. ldentity was slow conming; but in the end, it turned out to be onry one step nore
than | had needed to make in reaching out for identity with Cbsidian and his peers.

I touched sonething. It was sonething, or sonme things, with an ability to respond. After that, it
was only a matter of mmstering the necessary patterns to conmunicate with them and in this they
met me hal fway. Apparently—I| say apparently, because the situation does not translate into words
easily if at all—the distinction between living matter and nonliving matter was not the sharp

di vision existing in our own universe. Instead, the inportant division was between those, or that,
which had finite lifetines and those who, or that which, did not; and the
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lights | bad been watching were each a single lifetine, lighting up fromthe apparently brief
monent of its birth until the nonent of extingui shment at its death.

But what seened so brief was not necessarily so. Looked at from another viewpoint, what seened to
me a nonentary lifetinme could have existed the equivalent of billions of years in our universe.
Also, to live here was to conmuni cate; so that, in the end, | nyself lived to comunicate and
communi cated by living. It was a |long noment for me, because | had a |large job in making them
understand what | wanted themto know about us and our situation

But the time came when | got through; and after that, no nore tine was needed. | was left, with ny
m ssi on acconpl i shed, but nyself isolated.

The only way | had of telling that X had gottea the nessage to themwas by the change |I could
observe in then-patterns. For, of course, there was no way they could speak directly to me any
nmore than | had been able to speak to them Actually, the nost | had been able to do had been to
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signal crudely hi their direction; |ike soneone on a hilltop waving flags to people in a valley
far below, to direct their attention to a distant danger. It was not just the nechani sm of

comuni cation that was | acking between them and nme—+t was the fact that not nmerely our thinking
processes, but our very existences, were too different

So, there | was successful, but stranded. | had no conception of what might now be left to nme; for
I had no conception of what | might be, here, in this different universe. It was possible that,
here, | had an incredibly long life before ne; a slow, alnost inperceptible decay into extinction
like that of some radioactive element with a half-1ife nmeasured in mllions of years. It might be
that I was only seconds fromextinction, but that the vastly different perception of tinme would
make this into 8 practical eternity. It mght be that | was truly imortal here and woul d exi st
forever, observing and apart froma universe filled with alife for which "alien" was an

i nsignificant, inadequate word, but unable to end.

Curiously, none of these prospects bothered me. | had done what | had set out to do and, hi the

| arger neasure, J was content. The only sadness left in me was because | could not tell my own
peopl e that the nmessage had been

carried, the battle won. Battles, | ought to say; because in coning here, in nmanaging to get ny
message through to the life of this place, | had finally got outside nmyself, finally seen nyself
hi full reflection, and conme to the inner understanding | had been trying to find all along.

My hunt had been nothing nore than the human search for love. Only | had been afraid of finding it
even while | was pursuing it So |I had made sure to create masks for all those | encountered, so
that if | becane attached to any of them ny attachnment would be to the mask and not to the rea
being behind it. That way, if the person betrayed ne, it did not matter, because |I had never

real ly known them anyway. There was no way the living person behind the mask could sink enotional
hooks into my soul because it was to the nask | had committed nyself. In retrospect, | had put a
mask on ny nother and sister. | had put nmasks on Swannee and Marie and Paul a. Those whom | feared
I mght love | gave unlovable nasks. Only to those | was sure were unable to love ne did | give
masks that | could | ove

It was a fail-safe system It was only when | forgot to use it that | got tripped up. The crazy
cat and the idiot girl—who would have suspected hi the beginning that either of them would be

able to reach through and tear me up inside? True, | had wakened to the danger hi the girl and
tried to put a mask on her, but by that tine, it was too |ate. Meanwhile, the crazy cat had
al ready got to ne. Wien he was killed, for the first time in years, | hurt; and, hurting, | cane

back to life, whether I wanted to or not

Now | was grateful for that return to Me, because what | had been doing was wong. It was agai nst
instinct and could only have |l ed me nowhere finally, but to a des-sicated hell of sheer |oneHness
that was at the opposite end of the spectrumfromthe contented isolation in which I now hung.

This way | was alive. The other way, | woul d have been dead. The golden Iight had been first to
give me the answer; but then, | had still struggled against it
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I was in my own bedroom of the sunmer pal ace. For a noment, the terrible thought came that the
whol e thing had only been sone sort of dream But then, | knew better

| 1 ooked around and saw El | en, standi ng beside ny bed with Porniarsk and Dragger

"Hello," | said to Ellen, and my own physical voice echoed strangely in nmy ears. "lI'm back."
"Yes," she answered.

It was the sort of answer | would have expected fromher. | lay there, savoring the faniliar

goodness of it, feeling warmand confortable, while the three of them stood watching ne with a
careful concern, as if | were sone sort of carefully brooded egg which was about to hatch and

whi ch m ght produce sonething strange. | thought over half a dozen things to say; decided agai nst
all of themand sinply held out ny arns to Ellen, who cane and hugged ne.

"How did | get back here?" | asked, finally, when she let nme go. Qutside of feeling as weak as

di shwater, | seenmed to be fine.

"W brought your body here right away," said Dragger, speaking twentieth-century English now, as
well as Cbsidian ever had. "Just as soon as we caught you. We were barely in tinme to keep your
identity fromgoing through the lens.”

| stared at her.

"No, you weren't," | said.

At that, Dragger |ooked enbarrassed, |ike someone caught in a lie, which surprised ne. | would not
have t hought it possible for her to show that particular reaction; and | would not have expected
mysel f to be able to'
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interpret it, if she had. But there was no doubt about what | was seei ng now

"At any rate," she said, alnpbst defensively, "we trapped your nental energy pattern intine to
keep it from going through. Sonething else could have gone through, that was a part of you, though
what it would be, there's no way of telling."

"His soul," said Porniarsk, firmy and clearly.

"Call it that, for the nmonment, then," said Dragger. "At any rate, it's been sonme eight of the

| ocal days here, since then."

"Ei ght days? Is that all?"

"That's plenty," said Ellen

"It felt like...." | began, and ran out of words.
"Tenporal differences," said Dragger, nore briskly,
perception? It'll take a great deal of study."

"But you did it, Marc,** said Ellen. "Woever they are in the other universe, they've been sending
messages hi through the | ens. The engi neers here understand now. They're cutting off the inflow of
differential -energy and doing sonething with the downdraft instead. It's going to work out. It's
all going to work out™

"You were right in the first place, Marc," said Dragger. "W were too nuch a part of the tine
stormourselves to realize the forces that were building up."

"It's interesting,” put in Porniarsk. "Wen you get down to it, there's nothing in such great
supply that it's inexhaustible, no container so large it can't be filled."

"And that's true for a universe as well as boxes, bags, oceans, and gal axies,** said Ellen

"I should say, however," Porniarsk corrected hinself, "it may be that the human spirit is

i nexhaustible. Time and work will tell.*'

"You were right, as | said, Marc," Dragger repeated. She was apparently determnmi ned to make her

apol ogy, or say her piece, whichever it was. "W were too close to the problemto see it properly.
Are you interested in the details?"

"You could say that," | answered. | pulled the pillow up behind ne and propped nyself up agai nst
it | got it crooked, but Ellen straightened it out

"Essentially," Dragger said, "you were right in assuning that it was a mistake to inport energy
into this universe
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from anot her one—Ellen told us what you told her, before" you tried to go through the lens.”

"The energy already stored in the increase of entropy by matter falling back in toward itself," |
said, "can be tapped to push it out again, instead of using the energy flow from | he other

uni verse.'*

"They told you about it over there, then?" Dragger asked

"They didnt tell me," | said. "Wen you' ve seen both universes it becones obvious. Theirs is the
opposite of ours. There, something travelling at the speed of light is standing still. Wen you
started tapping the differential hi energy between their universe and ours, you triggered off the
equi val ent of an entropic decrease in their universe, where nornality was a continually increasing
entropy and a col |l apsing universe."

"Ah," said Dragger, "that explains it" "Explains why you' ve got to work with themto punp back the

or possibly differences in tenporal

energy you've taken fromthen?" | said.

"No," said Dragger, "we're already doing that, of course. It becones possible if we use the
downdraft to trigger die release of energy stored on this side, as you said. No, |I'mtalking about
a nmessage we got fromthem thanking us for solving their problem"” "Ch," | said.

"Apparently," said Dragger, "they don't realize that you weren't deliberately sent to themas our
representative, and that your concern was to solve the problemhere, rather than altruistically
offering to aid themwith their problem" "I see," | said

"All this is rather enbarrassing to us," said Dragger. "There's little we can do to set the record
straight with themat |east until comunications between the two universes becone nore

sophi sticated and we understand their conceptual processes better. In tinme, no doubt, we can nmke

it dear to themthey owe us no gratitude. But that still |eaves us overwhelmngly obligated to
you. "

"l don't know what you can do about that," | said. 1 was interested in saving this universe for
mysel f and those | now know | care for. Wait— "Yes?" Dragger said

"There's one thing," | said. "One of the things mat Porniarsk and | hoped for fromthe begi nning
was t hat
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could do sonmething for a | eopard who used to be a friend of nmne. He was killed, and Porniarsk put
himhi a state of tinel essness, hoping that, up here in our future, you people would know bow to
reverse time for himback before the nonent he was hurt and killed. If you could do that for nme—=

"Ch, yes," said Dragger. "Ellen and Poraiarsk both told ne about this; and we've | ooked at the
body of the creature. I'mafraid there's absolutely nothing we can do with that"
"I see," | said.

"Life isn't something that can be created sinply by an alteration of the tenporal matrix, forward
or back. You have to have noticed," said Dragger, "that when you passed through a tine |ine—a
mstwall, as you called it in the past—and through tine lines in travelling with Cosidian to your
testing, that your nmovenent hi external tune did not change your apparent age or state of health—
"Al'l right," | said. "Yes, | understand. Al right. Let it go then."

"But what | was going to say," went on Dragger, "is that life is apparently a concept; and, given
the concept, the rest isn't difficult. As you discovered yourself at the tine you had your
conversation with Ellen, in space, before you went to pass through the | ens—=

"Ch, for God' s sake!" said Ellen, exasperatedly.

She went to the door of the bedroom opened it, and put her head out into the corridor

"Doc!" she called

"—you were able to sunmon up a conpl ete conceptual gestalt of your |eopard, probably |argely

t hanks to your developed ability to recognize and think hi patterns. W' ve theorized that what you
did was to put together in your mind a critical nunber of behavior patterns of the |eopard and
this triggered off a creative whole. Now, given this, of course, it's sinple for us—=

"1 should have thought of it nyself, of course,” said Porniarsk. "lI'mashaned that | didn't."
"—+to0 build a duplicate of the physical body to which that conceptual gestalt bel onged. As
Por ni ar sk says, this much was possible even in his culture, back in that early time. So, we took
the conpleted pattern fromyour unconscious several days ago—

Doc appeared in the open doorway. A black, furry
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thunderbolt shot past him flew through the air and | anded on top of ne, stropping ny face with a
file-rough tongue. The bed col |l apsed.

"CofI" | said.

| had intended to say, "WII| you get the hell off ne, you crazy cat?" but | didn't have the w nd.
He had knocked it all out of nme. It didn't matter
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