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Forward

Many of ny books were a long tine getting finished, but unless | live to be a
hundred, this one is the record setter.

I was in high school in the fifties when | asked ny self the classic science
fiction question, "Wat if?" In this case, it was what if tine travel were
really possible? | wasn't concerned with the paradoxes that other witers had

explored to nore than conpletion. | was wondering what el se you could do with
it.

My first attenpts at witing were pretty amateurish. | didn't know nuch about
witing, but having cut ny teeth on Robert Heinlein juveniles, |I knew good

witing frombad. Wsely, | kept ny snudged pages to nyself. Anyway, | was too
busy flunking out of Senior English to have nmuch tine for anything el se. Back
then, | had sonme truly wetched English teachers, who forced the poetry and
Shakespeare that | had | oved down my throat so hard that | soon hated it and
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hi mand them | eventually regained ny love for it and him but never for them
It never occurred to ne that | would end up as a professional witer.
Not when | had sone really great science teachers, who knew their subjects and

taught themwell. A career in science, technology, and/or maybe busi ness seened
to be ny obvious life path.
Still, the thoughts kept on welling up, like bubbles in a cesspool. If you could

move sonet hi ng, maybe even yourself, fromone position in the space-tine
continuumto any other position, then you would i nmedi ately have effectively
infinite wealth and power. You could always win the lotteries, always buy the
best stock on the nmarket, always bet on the w nning horse.

So, with that going for you, what would you do with your life, aside from
getting filthy rich? Wll? No quick answer? | didn't have one either. It took ne
forty-three years to work it out, and even then it took the help of ny good
friend, Lieutenant Colonel David Grossnman to finally give ne a good ending for
the story.

| hope you enjoy it.

—+eo Frankowski

Tver, Russia

2002

CHAPTER |

Sad Leavi ngs

The war in Vietnamwas heating up, half the people in the country were snoking
dope, and the Flower Children were sprouting peace and free love all over the

pl ace.

I was only vaguely aware of it.

It was 1968, and | was | eaving.

The Air Force never said goodbye, but | didn't love themeither. |I'd nade a few
good friends in the service, but Chris was in the guard house agai n, Sel fCheck
had been di scharged the week before, Crazy Mrnmon was on | eave, and Johnny

Sl eewa was on duty at the tine. No one was there to see ne off. | finished up ny
paperwor k, gathered ny few bel ongi ngs, and wal ked past the dead trees in front
of the squadron area.

They were nmy one lasting acconplishnent in the United States Air Force.

It happened like this. Last fall, 1'd gotten a whole weekend off, and I figured
to nmake it with this girl | knew in Toronto, which was a little outside of the
hundred mle limt they had us on. I'd put a fictitious address on the officia

checkout sheet, but left the chick's phone nunber with Johnny, so if sonething
really inportant happened, he could get in touch with ne.

Around one-thirty on a Saturday norning, |'d just gotten to her place when a
sergeant phoned. He asked for ne, and said that | was schedul ed for "specia
duty" at eight that norning. He didn't know what it was all about, but I'd
better be there.

Well, | thought it nust have been inportant or Johnny woul dn't have handed out
the nunber. See, | was one of only three techs who were trained to fix the A ert
Transmt Console, and it was about the only piece of equipnent at The Notch that
wasn't dupli cat ed.

The machi ne had a keyboard on it that was used to send nessages |like "fire al

of your missiles,"” but it wasn't a QNERTY. The keys were arranged in

al phabetical order.

None of the officers could type, since anbng our nmasters, such abilities were
consi dered unnanl y.

The ATC had two Chevrolet ignition keys, nounted ten feet apart, so that it took
two nmen to operate it, at least fromthe front. They used it for calling
practice alerts, scranbling the bonbers, and starting wars.

The controls inside the back of the ATC were a different matter. Once, Chris got
to playing with the buttons back there and nmanaged to scranble the 99t h Bonb
Wng. Those guys were over Hudson Bay, fueled up and with bonbs ready, awaiting
orders fromthe President, before anybody el se knew they were gone.

Nobody got on Chris's case for it, though, since none of the brass would believe
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that an airnan had enough brains to pull a stunt like that. Me, | knew that
Chris had an 1Qin the 160's, but it would never occur to themto ask ne about
it. To them | was just another dumb trooper, too.

What got Chris thrown into the guardhouse this tinme was sweeping dirt under the
floor. Not under the carpet, you understand, but actually under the floor. Chris
was very strong, and he had a penchant for doing things the hard way.

Well, what with Chris in the guardhouse and nme gone for the weekend, that only

| eft Johnny Quest qualified to work on the machine. |If sonething happened to
Johnny and the ATC went west, SAC s third alternate Combat Operations Center
woul d be out of business, and you never could tell when they night want to start
a war.

And while | hated the Air Force, | still loved ny country, so on the girl's
phone, | admitted to the sergeant that | was ne.
| had to turn around and leave. | tried to kiss the chick goodbye, but she

wasn't the understanding sort. She screamed a | ot about ny wasting her whol e
weekend and told ne not to cone back

That night, | drove all the way back to Massachusetts wi thout sl eeping and got
on base with seven spare ninutes to change into fatigues, report, and find out
what was happeni ng.

What it was, was that the colonel had decided that the squadron area needed sone
beautification.

Having a full bird colonel in command of a squadron was strange, but then a nine
hundred nman squadron was pretty weird, too. The guy had been a hot fighter
jockey during Wrld War 1l. He'd made all his rank during his first three years
in the service, and hadn't been pronoted since. This made hi m an unhappy mnan,
and he didn't |ead a happy squadron.

Boots were new troops who had finished tech school and were now idle for three
mont hs, awaiting their security clearances before they were allowed to work on
the equi prent that they had just spent a year |learning howto fix. Wy these

cl earances weren't obtained while they were still in school, saving fifteen
percent of their useful careers, was one of those little unexplained mlitary
mysteries.

Qur colonel's beautification plan was that | should drive ten of the boots out
into the nearby woods, have themdig up nine likely Iooking trees, and drive the
trees and boots back. W would then plant the trees about the squadron area at
the points specified on the enclosed sketch by that evening. Wiy we couldn't do
this during the week, when all of those guys were idle, or doing useless
make-work, was al so not explained. Neither was why this qualified as an
energency sufficient to pull me in froma weekend pass, but then the Air Force
never bothered to explain things to an airnman.

So | didit, making the boots do all the work.

Then | showered up, and, too tired to sleep, | went to a blind pig hidden bel ow
its neon sign in the basenent of a Baptist church just outside the gate.

Sensi bly, | got stinking drunk while mulling over the injustices of the world.
was still unhappy when | returned to the barracks at three in the norning. The
col onel wasn't available to hear ny suggestions, so | ripped the newy planted
trees out by the roots and threw them hal fway to the parking | ot.

Feeling nmuch better, | found nmy roomand went to sl eep

I'' m bi gger than nost people.

When | got up late on Sunday afternoon, the sun was setting, sonebody had
replanted the trees, and the girl in Toronto wouldn't talk to ne on the phone.

It was thus reasonable to get drunk again, and wanderi ng back, | cane across the
replanted trees.

| ripped themall out again, and this tine, using a hamrer-throw techni que,
sailed one of themall the way to the parking lot, narrowy nissing sonebody's
fifty-seven Chevy.

The sane thing happened Monday ni ght, too, since by then sonebody had once nore
replanted the trees. Actually, it happened al nost every night for about a nonth,
and after a while it got so that | didn't even have to get drunk first. | had
found a certain relief fromtension and a deep-seated satisfaction in ripping up
those trees and giving them a good toss.
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The strange thing is that nobody ever saw nme do it, or if they did, they didn't
talk about it, but then nbst people don't realize that I'mreally a very gentle
person, if you give ne half a chance

In a nonth or so, | was pretty sure that the trees were dead, what with the way
the bark was falling off, and after that | left them al one.
That had been six nonths ago and they were still out there, because the col one

hadn't given any orders about them Likely, he hadn't noticed.

My mark on the Air Force. N ne dead trees.

I carried ny belongings to the garage outside of the gate and settled up with
the owner of the place.

Mot orcycles weren't allowed on base. They had the wong image by Air Force
standards, although they were allowed up at the Notch, since civilians weren't
all owed within sight of the place. They'd give you a sticker for one to let you
past the Elite Guard, through the gate, and to the small parking lot. Fromthere
it was a short wal k past nore guards, past the thick steel blast doors, and into
t he generator-packed tunnel that |ed deep into the holl owed out nountain.

| packed up, kick started her with one hand and rode off. | never put a foot on
the kick starter, ny theory being that if hand cranking wouldn't do it, she
needed a tune up. Electric starters, of course, are for wi nps.

| stopped a hundred yards outside the Westover Field gate and peel ed the SAC
sticker fromthe Wxom Ranger faring on ny BMWR-60. | no longer felt any hate.

I just didn't want it there, defacing ny bike, now that | was free.

I had joined the Air Force for many reasons. Wthout the noney to finish ny

degree, | needed a trade, and they'd prom sed to teach ne el ectronics, the one
prom se they'd actually kept. Mstly, though, I'd wanted have sone adventures
while | was still young, to spread my wings a little, and see a bit of the
wor | d.

Instead, they'd stuffed me under a nountain for the duration

More than anything else, I'd wanted to do sonething . . . significant. To do

sonet hing inportant for ny country, and nmaybe even for the world.

But there's nothing glorious about fixing machinery, especially when the stuff
al nost never broke down. Ninety percent of ny actual work tinme had been spent
cleaning floors, dusting equipnent, and trying to | ook busy. Mst of the rest of

it was spent filling out paperwork, an occupation that took six times |onger
that the actual repair work did.
Mostly, | just sat there at a grey netal desk. The lighting was cool, efficient

fluorescent. The tenperature was kept at a constant 70.4 degrees fahrenheit. The
relative humdity was at 48.6 percent The floors and ceilings were white. The
wal | s were beige. The equi pnrent was a uniformdove grey, with small, unblinking
colored lights.

The sil ence was deaf eni ng.

You sat there for eight hours every day, forbidden to read anything but

technical manuals, staring at the walls and waiting for soneone up in the cab to
tell the heavy bonbers and all the | and-based nmissiles to go and blow up the
wor | d.

Of duty, you drank a lot, but it didn't help all that nuch.

My outfit had a suicide rate that was higher than the casualty rate of nobst
conbat outfits in time of war. And it wasn't just the young kids who "took the
pipe." Ad, balding sergeants woul d sonehow get sort of listless, and then you'd
hear, unofficially, that they'd put a bullet behind their ear. You never heard a
word officially, of course, not even a notification of the funeral service. It
didn't fit the public image the Air Force wanted everybody to believe in.

Soon, you learned to hate the bastards.

The hate 1'd felt for years for the organi zation that had kept nme in useless
bondage had becone a bigger part of ny Iife than | had i magi ned, and now t hat

those bonds were finally parted, | was left with a vast holl owness inside of ne.
I'"d sold off al nbst everything | owned except nmy canping gear. Even ny uniforns
were gone, which wasn't precisely legal since | was still supposed to be a

menber of the inactive reserves. But | didn't have any fam |y or anyplace to
send that junk for storage, so if | couldn't fit it into nmy saddl ebags, |
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couldn't see keeping it.

I really didn't knowwhat | wanted, but | had a strong handl e on sone negatives.
Li ke | never wanted to see another officer again in ny life. Mstly, | needed to
get way far away frompetty rules and silly regul ati ons and peopl e who outranked
me, which in the Air Force was just about everybody.

I wasn't the kind who got pronoted.

My BMVsort of automatically took ne to the Mass Pike and just as naturally

poi nted west, which was fine. There isn't nuch east of Massachusetts that you
can get to on a bike.

Well. My nmotorcycle was paid for. My savings and accunul ated | eave added up to
just under $2,000.00. It was springtime and figured | could live for six nonths
wi thout the need to reconnect nyself to society. Then, naybe |I'd go back and
finish ny degree. O naybe not.

The Mass Pi ke dunped ne onto the New York Thruway and a green-and-white sign
read "Rochester—231 Mles."

That got ne thinking about Ji m Hasenpfeffer, since he was working on his Ph.D.
at the University of Rochester and this naturally got ne thinking about |an
McTavi sh as wel | .

CHAPTER TWO

An Add Friend

Actual ly, we never did have much in common.

Take religion.

Now, | was a defrocked altar boy whose convictions varied between ny nornal
atheismto nmilitant Agnosticismwhen |'margued into a corner. MIlitant
agnostics say that they don't know anything about God, and you don't either,
danmit !

lan was sort of conventional about religion. He always went to church on Sunday,
but he never nuch tal ked about it. | think he was about the only Christian I'd
ever nmet who was capabl e of being polite about religion. O at |east he was

al ways annoyingly polite with ne.

And nobody ever had the slightest idea of what—f anythi ng—Hasenpfeffer believed
in. He had this talent for sidestepping whatever he felt wouldn't be personally
rewar di ng.

O take wonen.

I always tried like hell, but never got anywhere with them O even when | did
score, they usually didn't want to see nme again the next day.

I"mpretty sure that lan knew that women were necessary for the continuation of
the species, but he acted as though they were sonething that a rational man
shoul dn't waste his tine on.

Li ke, once | brought these two girls home because | didn't know what else to do
with them They'd been hitchhiking in Detroit, a profoundly unsafe procedure.
They were very young, very pretty, and very stoned on God knew what. |an was
sitting in an easy chair, reading nyScientific Anerican , when one of them

| atched onto his | eg. She was kneeling at his feet, babbling sonething about
runni ng barefoot through the forest together, and sliding down rai nbows.

lan | ooked down fromhis article, said "Rainbows |ack structural integrity," and
went back to reading. He wasn't queer. Just sort of indifferent.

Hasenpfeffer always seened to have a wonman within armis reach. Even baching it
with us, | don't think he ever slept alone. They seened to follow himlike flies
going after shit.

O, take politics.

Back then, | was an awfully liberal Libertarian and |an was a conservative
Republican. I'mnot sure, but | think Hasenpfeffer was pretty left w ng.
O take partying. | like to drink and sing a lot. lan was an absolute teetotal er

about all drugs beyond coffee. And Hasenpfeffer di d noderate anmpunts

of everyt hing .

O take sports. O hobbies. O damm nearly anyt hing.

Hell, I'msix foot six and lan was five one with his el evator shoes on

Yet when we net in the freshman registration line at Uof M we hit it off
pretty qui ck. Hasenpfeffer had found this huge three-bedroom apartnment and was
| ooking for two people to share expenses.
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We noved in that day. Oh, it was a fourth-floor wal kup and the six-foot ceilings
were—for me—an absolute pain, but it was cheap and that was the deciding factor.
None of us had a famly to fall back on for noney.

I guess we did have sonething in cormmon. W were all orphans.

lan pulled a straight four point and had no difficulty in keeping his church
schol arshi p. Hasenpfeffer had this talent for pulling dollars out of all sorts
of organizations. But | was only an average student and | wasn't nuch good at
filling out forms and beggi ng.

I'"d used up a small inheritance by the end of nmy junior year, and joining the
Air Farce seened |like a better shot than getting drafted into the Arny. They put
me through a year of electronics school and then had nme spend three years
pretending to fix conputers under this nmountain in Massachusetts. They'd never
even let ne ride on a nmlitary airplane.

Towar ds sunset, |looking up old friends seened |ike a good idea, and ny bi ke made
a right turn into Rochester, a strange little town.

The locals claimthat the engineer who laid out the street plan was drunk for

ei ght weeks before he drew the first line, but | knew better. It takes |arge
groups of people working earnestly together to do sonething that stupid.

The arithnetic average of the nunber of streets coming into an intersection is
probably sonmewhere around four, but the nodal nunber is three, with the next
nmost |ikely nunmber being five and after that seven. The whole town is |like a
quilt made by crazy old | adi es out of random pol ygons. There's even one
frightening crossroads called ' Twel ve Points." No shit.

Ri ght downt own, doubtless by accident, there are these two streets that cross at
al nrost right angles, although one of them changes its nane in the process. This
oddity so astounded the locals that they built this big office structure there
and called it "The Four Corners Building."

| passed it seven tinmes trying to find Hasenpfeffer's address, and it was pretty
|late when | finally got there

I recognized it right off when | sawit. It was exactly the sort of place he had
tolive in. It was an ancient clapboard nansion that had | ong ago been converted
into housing for the perpetually poor class, students. It was painted barn red
and had a yellow external staircase with fully eleven odd-angle turns in it that
led up to the sixth-floor attic. |I didn't have to read the nmail boxes to know
that Hasenpfeffer had to live on top. He was hone, and-A Wonder nent! —was
actually al one, bereft of all female acconpani nent.

"Well, Tom The parallelismof truly linked souls." Hasenpfeffer hadn't changed
much. The sane bl ue eyes, blond hair, and straight features. Only now he had a
full beard, his hair brushed his shoulders, and he no | onger bel onged on a
poster advertising the Hitler Youth Mywvenent. Instead, he was ready to conpete
in a Jesus Christ Look-Alike contest.

He was wearing this yellow scholar's robe with a garish collar.

"Huh?" My first comment to himin four years, barring a few letters.

"Your notorcycle. | saw you pull up. | have one just like it, but without the
Ranger faring." He stood up and twirled to show off the gaudy cadm um yel | ow
circus tent he was wearing. It had two broad strips of bright blue velvet
running up the front, over the shoulders, and then neeting at the back of this
oversi zed hood. Not that he could have put up the hood, since he wore this black
tamo' -shanter with a gold tassel

"What do you think?"

"They nmake you wear that all the tine, or just when you' re on duty?"

"None of the above. |I'mgetting ny doctorate in Behavioral Psychol ogy tonorrow.
Thatis why you cane, isn't it?"

"Wel |, no. Just passing through. But I'Il stick around if you want."

"You are out of the Air Force?"

"Yeah. "

"Any pl ans?"

"Uh, none, really." | didn't think that he'd understand about officers.

"Excell ent! Then we can | eave in two days."
"Leave? Where are we goi ng?"
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"No place in particular. | have a Departnent of Defense grant to study social
interactions within notorcycle gangs. That's how | bought the BMW Forning our
own gang will be nuch pleasanter and safer than trying to join the Hell's

Angel s."

Great. Me they stuff under a nountain. For him they buy a notorcycle

"Hel |, why not?"

"Excellent! lan will be with us, at least at first."

"l'an McTavi sh? What's he doing with hinsel f?"

"He got his bachelor's in Mechanical Engineering two years after you left, and a
second one in Wrld History at the sane tine. He has been working for Genera
Mot ors ever since. He has three weeks vacation due him and we're to pick himup
in Mchigan this com ng Friday."

"Great. Wo el se?"

"No one. Just the three of us."

"So three people constitute a notorcycle gang? | nean, if you' ve got this paper
to wite . "

"I can pad it out a bit. No one reads these DOD things anyway."

Hasenpfeffer lent ne a tie and nade ne wear it to the graduati on cerenony. |
thought it |ooked funny with a T-shirt and a | eather jacket, but it was his
show. It was about six hours of boring people proving how boring they could be,
and after all that, they didn't even give himhis diplom, just a blank roll of
paper. The real one was to be sent later. Much later, as it turned out.

The party afterwards was worse than the cerenony itself, with all the grads and
their famlies standing around while the professors cane in, "made an
appearance,” and |l eft as soon as possible.

I"mpatient enough to put up with things like that for old friends. Once in a
while. At least | didn't have to stand in fornation.

In the course of the day, about a dozen sl ender young wonen cane up to say
goodbye to Hasenpfeffer. They each got a smile, a hug, and sone vague proni ses
about seeing each other again. He politely introduced each of themto ne, but it
seened that | wasn't sonmebody that they wanted to neet. They each |eft as soon
as possi bl e.

That night and the next norning, we got all his stuff packed and a noving
conpany haul ed nost of it away for storage. A half dozen nore girls canme by for
their goodbye kisses, and one of them spent the night with him He actually
invited the last two of themto spend the night, but with nme, since he was

al ready occupi ed, but they devel oped pressi ng engagenents el sewhere. They both
|l eft at a dead run, although one of them stopped to see if | was follow ng, and
to pick up a rock.

The two of us were on the road Friday norning at ten with a clear blue sky above
us.

We took the short cut through Canada, and 401 is a good place for road bikes. |
was gl ad that Hasenpfeffer had bought a BMW because peopl e who own them don't
much like rolling with those who ride all the | esser breeds.

It's not that we're uppity, so nuch, though pride has a certain anpbunt to do
withit. It's just that a BMVis about the only machine that can go on forever

wi t hout breaking down. | had to stop running with a buddy in the service because
hi s Honda had an average of three nechani cal problens a day, and that sure ruins
atrip.

But with good machi nery between our |egs, we knew that there wouldn't be any
hol dups, so we could afford the tine to nmake about four beer stops and | oad up
on that fine Canadian brew. | never could figure out how one people could nake
such great beer and such | ousy cigarettes.

CHAPTER THREE

The Other Friend

We got to lan's condo that evening. It was quite a place, with carefully tended
gardens and an inpressive entranceway. It |ooked as though GV was doi ng well by
our boy. The living roomwas spacious and nicely furnished with Dani sh Mddern
stuff. Indeed, it |ooked a |ot bigger than it actually was. | found out the
reason when | sat down. The furniture was tiny! It turned out that he had
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furni shed his "pad" with the three-quarter sized stuff they make to put in nodel
hones, so they can fool people into thinking they' re buying nore than they're
actual ly going to get.

It all fit lan just fine, though, and it was his place after all. It got ne to
wondering if anybody nmade furniture to fit proper-sized people |ike ne. Not that
I could afford any furniture, nmuch less a place to put it in.

But what wasn't undersized was lan's notorcycle.

"Hey, you bought a Harley?" | said.

"What's wong with buying Anerican, Ton®?" |an said.

lan was using ny name, and Hasenpfeffer's as well, a whole |ot nore than he used
to. Qoviously, while | was gone, he'd taken a Dale Carnegie course. "How to Wn
Friends, |Influence People, and Be A Conpl ete Phony in Ten Easy Lessons."

"Wel |, nothing, when you're buying cigarettes or cars," | said. "But the
engineering in that thing is forty years out of date."

"It's tried and true engi neering, Tom"

"Tell you what, little buddy. I'll lend you a hand the first two tines a day it
breaks down. After that, you can find ne at the next bar up the road."

"Have you ever considered the advantages of autocopul ation, Ton®"

Back in college, I'd ragged lan a | ot about swearing as much as he did while at
the sane tine being such a regular churchgoer. This |ast statenment obviously
represented his attenpt to cut down. It didn't |ast.

The next norning, we were on |-75 heading north. The plan was to go to

Washi ngton State by way of M nnesota, head south through California, and then
get lan honme in three weeks by way of Loui siana.

By noon, we were off the expressways. W didn't plan to use the Interstate
systemall that nmuch. The best way to travel while on vacation is get a map,
figure out where you are, and where you want to be that night. Then you draw a
straight line on the map between those two points. After that, you try to stay
as close to that line as possible while staying on paved roads. This gets you
into the country, where things can get interesting. The expressways are
efficient, but they're also boring.

lan's Duo-Gide held up better than | had feared, with only a half hour lost for
repairs that day. W went over Big Mac (the bridge, not the junk food) that
afternoon, but an hour later it started sprinkling, so we pulled up to the only
building in Pine Stump, M chigan

It was a conbination gas station (one punp), general store (one snall shelf of
canned goods) and tavern (four stools at a |inoleumtopped bar and two chairs at
a small table).

The town's mayor and sol e inhabitant was the little old | ady who ran the pl ace,
tended the bar, and lived in the building's other room in back. She | ooked to
be eighty years old. She was skinny, and about as frail as a crowbar

The surrounding area really did have pine stunps. Thousands of them They were
huge for Wiite Pine, probably world record setters when they'd been cut maybe
eighty years before, when the area had been | ogged over. Nothing grow ng there
now was even cl ose.

The three of us packed the place, since there were a couple of locals at the
table and an Indian at the bar. He was dressed in blue jeans and was wearing a
bow hunter's cap, but he wasted no tinme explaining that he was a full bl ooded

g i bwa. Then he stood up, shouted "Jesus Christ!" at the top of his |lungs,

sl ammed his can of Blatz down on the linoleum bar, and sat down.

| asked himwhat seened to be the problem and he | aunched into a tirade about
the hunting and fishing rights he had as a result of a treaty between his people
and the governnent. | had a hard time understandi ng exactly what he was tal king
about, not because of any accent-he spoke perfect, standard English—but because
every so often he would stop in the nmiddl e of a sentence, stand up, shout "Jesus
Christ!", slamdown his increasingly flat can of beer, and then sit down again
as though not hing had happened. After this happened about six tines,
Hasenpfeffer whispered to ne that the fellow was on a fifty-three-second cycle.
He' d been tim ng the guy.

After maybe a half hour of this, | figured out that the treaty said that the

I ndi ans coul d hunt and fish whenever they wanted to, w thout needing a |license,
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and it didn't say anything about the manner in which they should acconplish

t hi s.

Now t he governnent gane warden had witten himup for dynamting fish, a thing
he felt he had a perfect right to do.

Well, that was interesting, and shot down all the nonsense you hear about

I ndi ans being natural ecologists, but the constant standing up and scream ng was
starting to get to ne. It was getting to lan worse, nursing his coke while
everyone el se was into their second six pack, himbeing a Christian and all, and
he was on the side that was being sprayed with beer every fifty-three seconds. |
think lan was just trying to quiet the Indian down in a friendly, hunorous way.
"My friend, you swear too fucking rmuch," lan said, a perfectly normal statenent
to nake in a Detroit auto plant, but not, as it turned out, in the UP. (That's
pronounced You Pee, with an equal accent on each syllable.)

Thi ngs quieted down in a hurry. There was dead silence for a few seconds, then
one of the locals got up fromhis chair and knocked lan off his bar stool

"What —what's wong?" lan said fromthe floor. He was nore shocked than hurt.
"You was usingvulgarity , and in front of alady !" The man expl ai ned. The bar
keeper nodded in agreenent, happy to have her honor defended.

"Vulgarity? After all the swearing that has been going on in here? You' re out of
your fucking mnd!"

"That was taking the Nane in vain, and it ain't the sanme thing!"

"Shouldn't sinple vulgarity be the | esser offense?" lan said, still flat on his
back.

The local didn't know how to answer that, so he hauled off to kick lan when he
was down, and naturally, | couldn't sit quiet for that. | picked up the woul d-be

ki cker frombehind with nmy right hand on his belt and said, "Gentlenen, please
fight politely."

At this point the other local and the Indian piled onto nme, ignoring |lan
entirely. | thought it best to take them outside, since the furnishings of the
little place didn't |ook too sturdy. There wasn't nmuch to it since | was already
carrying the one, and the other two were crawing all over ne trying to westle
me to the ground. | even had a free hand with which to open the door

I wal ked over to a twenty-foot gully near the road, threw themrolling down it
and went back into the bar, |ocking the flinsy screen door behind ne.

"I think I've deduced the problem" Hasenpfeffer said, witing hurriedly in a

new not ebook. "It seens that in this subculture they differentiate between two
types of swearing. "

"Yeah, | got that nuch,” | said. "You all right, lan?"

"I think so, Tom GCeeze, | thought | was nmaeking a joke!"

"It was a nasty joke!" The old bartender said, "Nasty!"

"Yeah. Well guys, the rain's stopped. Let's drink up before they think about
knocki ng over our bikes."

"These are good, solid interactions,
* * *

Later, the three of us were canped way off the road in soneplace called

Ont onagon County. It was Sunday norning, and lan was trying to talk us into
going to church with him since he had stopped at all those bars with us. |

al l oned as how that seemed fair, but did he know of a church that served beer?
After all, he'd been able to get a coke at each of our bars.

"Maybe we can find one that serves wine with comunion,"” Hasenpfeffer suggested.
lan | ooked di sgruntled, and a change of topic seened in order. | was doing the
cooki ng, and thus by ancient custom | had certain conversational rights.

| said, "Back to what you were saying last night, lan, | still nmaintain that
stupidity,true stupidity mnd you, is not an individual function. Ch, anybody
can do sonething dunb, and usually does, but to create truly nonunentally
ridiculous edifices, it takes |large groups of people working diligently
together. A case in point can be taken fromny recent Air Force experience.
"This organization, if | may use such a termon a group of nore than ten people,
whi ch are inherently disorganized, is obviously—=

"Share out sone coffee, and your ranblatory obfuscation will be sharply reduced

Hasenpfeffer said as we left.
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by the caffeine," Jimsaid.

"Yeah, and you won't talk so funny either, Tom" |an added.

"Right," | said, pouring. "So like |I was saying, sonmebody at the Chief of Staff

| evel becane convinced that the best way to insure that the United States Air
Force had officers of the finest quality was to require that all such new people

were col | ege graduates. Just who this person was, |'mnot sure, but you can be
certain thathe was a col |l ege graduate.
"As an aside, | point out that General Chuck Yeager (the first man to crack the

sound barrier, an ace pilot in WANI and the comrander of the nobst efficient
flying unit in Viet Nan), was only atenporary general. Hi s permanent rank
wassergeant , since he talked funny and didn't have any |vy League accent at
all. They figured that he didn't nmeasure up since all he knew about was flying,
fighting and getting things organized. How coul d anybody with a redneck accent
be officer material ?

"Anyway, in sone very different nook or cranny of that same service, some
conmittee | ooked out and observed that enlisted nmen who had been trained in
fields like electronics, and who could thus earn three tinmes their Air Force pay
working on the outside, rarely reenlisted. Since there was nothing that this
conmittee could do about pay rates (those being the prerogative of sone other
conmittee sonmewhere el se), but needing sergeants trained in electronics to boss
the peons they were perforce training in vast droves, and yet heaven forbid that
they shoul d make a sergeant out of anyone without first giving himgrey hair,
passed the following ruling: As an incentive to reenlistment, any troop choosing
to reenlist could pick the career field (like electronics) of his choice, and
receive up to two years worth of training in that new field.

"Unbeknownst to any of the above conmittees, the Air Training Conmand deci ded
that all that an instructor had to know was what was in the training guide, and
that practical experience was uninportant in such a fast-noving field as

el ectroni cs, where things were obsolete before they were installed anyway.
Furthernore, they didn't have any sergeants trained in electronics in the first
pl ace, what with none of the airmen reenlisting, so they mght as well use
airmen right out of school to teach the next class. This set up a situation
where airmen were training sergeants who were taki ng advantage of the
reenlistnment training bonus, sergeants they could very well be subordinate to on
their next tour of duty. Qddly enough, those sergeants all got very good grades,
whet her they proved capable of |learning Chm's Law or not.

"The committee that had set up the retraining programconpiled all these grades
on neat charts that proved that the experienced troop was al ways the best

st udent .

"Then the Air Force bought the 465L Conmand Control System which at that tine
was the nost conplicated conputerized control system known to rman. And the
committee in charge of manning this nonster decided that it would take sone
pretty bright boys to keep it working, so they schedul ed troops to be trained
for repairing it on the basis of 1Q | was one of themthey selected

"So they paid ne to go to school for a year, drink a lot, and do pushups in the
sandburrs. Once | got to ny duty station, | found that ny boss was a sergeant
with an | Q of about ninety. Wile he wasn't a bad guy, he had been too dunb to
make it as a sheet-netal repairnman, so he had been retrained by the Air Force in
the exciting new career field of electronics.

"He was running a nmajor conputer repair section and he was afraid of
electricity. The fact that all of our equipnent ran on five volts, and was as
safe as a flashlight, didn't faze him He knew that the stuff could el ectrocute
you, so he wouldn't touch it. He nade sure that we kept the floors clean,

t hough, so no one of any inportance suggested replacing him

"My Oficer In Charge was a coll ege graduate, as per regulations. Only there
weren't any Degreed El ectrical Engineers around who wanted to take on a | owrent
job like Second Lieutenant, and the Air Force, with no sensibl e candidates

avail abl e, had to take what it could get. The only officers we got were those
who had taken degrees in fields where there were no civilian jobs available. W
O C, who was in charge of a quarter acre of conputers supposedly defending North
America, had his degree in Marine Biology and didn't know for shit about
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conputers. H s boss had a degree in Forestry andhis had a master's in Misic
Appr eci ati on.

"Then, at the bottomof this strange pyram d, surrounded by a half billion
dollars worth of inoperative equiprment, were us four hundred msfits. None of us
had the social graces to get a college degree of our own and every one of us had
a sad story as to how he ended up in uniform Yetall of us had | @ of over one
forty ! Al of us were subordinate to sergeants with 1@ of under ninety. Al of
whom were commanded by officers who hadn't the slightest idea of what was going
on.

"The result was obvious chaos, and there are stories to be told about it, but
not just now, breakfast being over and it being Jims turn to do sonething about
the mess. But on sonme future date | shall relate the tale of the atomic clock
that failed."

"Tom you fry a good pancake, but they weren't worth having to listen to your
bul I shit."

"Every word of it is true, | swear it! Do you think that | could have invented a
story like that?"
"Hrfm You have a point there. You're not that smart. In fact, | don't think that

anybody could invent a story like that one. Yet could such a situation actually
be?" Ji m sai d.

"There could and there is, for | was just there and it's not |likely to change.
But nmy point is that each step of the above was sensible, or at |east not

t horoughly insane when | ooked at in its ow snmall context. But when an

organi zation gets so |large that nobody can possibly know everything that is
happeni ng el sewhere, nany snmal|l sensible steps generally congeal into a mjor
congl oneration of mass stupidity."”

CHAPTER FOUR

An Expl osion in Time

We were packing up after breakfast when we heard the expl osion

Sort of a deep, heavy, ground shaki ng FUW

"I's there sone sort of mining operation going on around here?" Hasenpfeffer
sai d.

"Not in the last forty years, Jim and certainly not on a Sunday," lan said. "I
doubt if there's a farmor factory within ten niles of here."

"Hey, we're not that far fromKincheloe Field," |I said. "Could be sonme Wekend
Warrior broke his bird. We'd better check it out. | think it cane fromthat
way. "

A BMVisn't ideal for cross-country work, but lan's Harley was worse. Anyhow, |
got there first.

It wasn't like any explosion that |'d ever heard of. There was a hole

t here—Aaybe ten yards across and five deep—€l ean and hem spherical. It hadn't
been there |l ong, because there wasn't any erosion to speak of. Just a little
rubbl e at the bottom

But there wasn't any blast danage around it. If you blow a hole in the ground,
the dirt has to gosonewhere . | was standing on what |ooked like a lawn, and the
grass wasn't even dirty.

Hasenpf ef fer came up.

"Strange. Look at that. The rocks are polished," he said.

There was sonme stone work at the end of the hole, nade of rounded field stones,
the sort that | had seen used locally for chimeys. It was as though sonebody
had sliced and polished the stones in the sane plane as the edge of the hole.

No, let ne take that back. It wasn't a plane. It was as though the heni sphere of
the hole just sort of continued up through the fireplace and chi mmey. Spooky.
lan canme in fromthe other direction, skirting a newy planted garden. He killed
the ignition on his overheated Harley and it knocked a dozen times before it

di ed.

"Either you've got the wong hole, or this is sonme kind of a joke." lan was on
the far side of the pit.
"How so?"

"There wasn't any explosion, Jim Explosions blow things outwards. This was anim
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pl osion. Look at his garden here. The sticks with the seed envel opes on them are
all lyingtoward the hole."

We had to go the long way around the pit because there was an old station wagon
in the way. Half of the front bunper was missing. In fact, the bunper ended
exactly at the sane invisible sphere that the hole and the fireplace did.

We heard a "pop" and a thin oval of shiny wire fell fromthe bunper into the
hole. It slid to the bottomand was hal f buried by sone sand and thin slices of
st one.

"Hey, it's getting bigger!" | said.

"Bullshit. It's getting smaller, Tom The stuff fell into the hole, not out of
it."

Not hi ng happened for the next few m nutes. There wasn't much to see, so | said,
"Look, anybody got a rope or sonething? I'mgoing to go see what's down there."
"Are you out of your fucking mnd?" |an suggested.

"Uh, what do you nean?"

"I mean whatever is down there can slice steel |ike cheese, and now you want to
put your whole body into it."

"Huh. You've got a point there."

There was another pop and nore rubble fell into the hole.

"Maybe we shoul d get the police," lan said.

"Has a crine been commtted?" Hasenpfeffer asked.

"l don't know. "

"Neither do I. And until we have positive evidence of crimnal activity,

suggest that we |leave the authorities out of this." Hasenpfeffer dug out his
not ebook.

"But, just sit here, JinP"

"And observe. This could be the basis of an excellent paper, even though it
probably does not concern nmy own field. One's progress in Academia is largely
dependent on what one has witten." Hasenpfeffer dug out the tape recorder and
canmera that he'd planned to use recording our "interactions."

"They had to spend a lot of tine getting the hole this snpboth.” lan crunbled the
edge of the pit in with the heel of his engineer's boot.

There was another "pop" and lan's scream nust have been heard in Sault Sainte
Mari e.

"The 'pops' seemto be happening at eight-mnute, forty-second intervals,"”
Hasenpf effer noted.

lan woul d have fallen into the hole, except that | happened to be right there
and a | ot bigger than nobst people. | nmanaged to get a hand on his belt and
carried himover to the lawn. Across the arch of his boot there was a
quarter-inch wide stripe where the | eather and rubber were puffed out and dirty.
lan had stopped screanm ng and started swearing, so | figured that it wasn't too
seri ous.

When | got his boot and sock off, | sawthat his right foot had the same quarter
inch stripe, only nowit was black and purple, as well as puffed out and dirty.
Not hi ng seenmed to be broken or cut, but | got out nmy canteen and first-aid kit.
I washed and bandaged the guy's foot, just for forms sake.

lan still wasn't all that coherent. The only anesthetic | had was a forty-ounce
bottle of JimBeamthat |'d bought along with a carton of Pall Malls at the
tax-free shop at the Canadi an border, and he was a teetotaler. | got the bottle

out of ny saddl e bags anyway.

"Conme on, amigo. It's a good pain killer."

"You know | never touch the stuff, Tom"

"Hey, this is purely nmedicinal." | took a drink to denbnstrate its virtues.
"Il pass, Tom"

"But lan, my boy, this is the true ancient panacea, historically proven to cure
cancer, ease childbirth and inprove virility in your old age."

"Crawl off and die a lonely death, Tom"

"Way, this elixir is so beneficial that were you cleaved from head to knave,
woul d only have to fit the two hal ves precisely together, and then by placing
only the smallest of drops on your sadly nutilated tongue . "

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (12 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

"God Dammit!" He grabbed the bottle. "If it'll shut you and Don Qui xote up .

My purposes acconplished, | wandered back to Hasenpfeffer
"I think lan'll be all right," | said. "How s the hol e?"
"Filling in. The time between 'pops' is decreasing, logarithnmically |I think. It

is down to eight mnutes, twelve seconds. Do you think that you could retrieve
sone sanples of the debris wi thout injuring yourself?"

"Well, | can try," | said

"The next pop is due in about a mnute."

I got an old, dry stick fromthe garden and held it next to the edge of the
pol i shed stone work, keeping ny hand well away fromit. The pop cane on schedul e
and this tinme it was acconpani ed by a ninor explosion comng fromthe bottom of

the hole. Startled, | junped back, but kept hold of the stick. Looking at it, |
had a wafer of polished stone—the kind you see in |apidary shops—stuck through
the end of ny stick. | mean, the stick just went in one side and out the other,

wi t hout the stone having a hole in it.

"l shoul d have warned you about the explosion," Hasenpfeffer said. "Wat have
you got there?"

"Well, it looks like we've got a good stone-cutting technique,” | said.

"W night have a great deal nore than that. Tell nme, how far was it fromthe
stone to where this wafer appeared?"

"Ch, about an inch and a quarter."

"About three centineters. Excellent. That confirms my theory," Hasenpfeffer

sai d.

"Enlighten me."

"This wafer is just under a half centineter thick. W have observed six pops
since we arrived, and the debris at the bottomof the hole indicated that a pop
occurred before we got here."

" goo"

"So seven tines less than a half equals about three."

Maybe in psychol ogy they use a different kind of arithnmetic than we use in
electronics, but | don't think that |I'd want Hasenpfeffer to design a circuit
for me.

"Yeah?"

"I'sn't it obvious?" Hasenpfeffer said. "The material that once occupied a
spherical volune of space went sonepl ace else and nowit's returning to its
original position in small pieces."

"Uh huh," | said. "Were did it go when it wasn't here?"

"How should | know? | would inmagine that it went into some alternate spatial or
tenmporal continuum "

"Alternate. . . . ?"

"Don't you read any science fiction? Cone, there's work to do. And get Ian,
Hasenpfeffer said.

Well, lan was still there, and the bottle was still there, but the contents of
the latter had been transferred to the former.

"lan's going to be out of it for a while."

"Ch. | see. Wll, we will sinmply have to do it ourselves."

"Do what ?"

"Rig some sort of net to recover as nuch as of the debris as possible."

"What on earth for?"

Hasenpfeffer | ooked at ne sadly. Then he started speaking slowy and with snal |
words. "Something made a big ball of earth and air go away. Now it is coming
back. Big balls of earth don't usually go away, so sonething unusual nust have
made it go away. Maybe that sonething is in the mddle of the big ball that went
away. If we can get it, maybe we can find out how to nake other big balls of
dirt go away."

"Go drag your knuckles in your shit."

Obnoxi ous son of a bitch. | went and cut down two thin saplings for poles. The
twit needed nme because he was too clunsy to cut down a tree without chopping off
both of his thunbs in the process. | heard another "pop while | rigged up a
butterfly net of sorts out of the poles, ny sleeping bag, and sone bungee cords.
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Dunb bastard, anyway.

"You'll notice that there was sone sort of structure here," Hasenpfeffer said.
"The |l ast few pops have contained bits of wood and shingles, |ocated precisely
where you woul d expect themto be if a thin spherical shell were to materialize
in our space. Wile none of the debris so far has been very heavy, sonme of it

| ooks quite sharp, so do be careful. Ch yes. The expl osions are becom ng | ess
violent. | think that the additional material at the bottomhas a nuffling
action."

My "butterfly net" weighed about fifty pounds.

"Hey, | should be careful? Dam it, Jim give me a hand with this thing!"

"Well, if you really feel that you require physical assistance . . ." But he
didn't cone any closer to ne.
Pop.

"What is that?" he said.

"That" was a bunch of hundred dollar bills that materialized right in front of
me. | had them scooped out of the air before they fell into the hole.

| said, "Hey, good idea about the net!"

"Thank you. They're coming in at six minute intervals now, so be ready. 1'lI

wat ch for anything else that m ght be useful."

So | was left holding the stick, but it didn't trouble ne any nore. In the next
ei ght pops, with Hasenpfeffer warning ne of each inpending pop, | raked in an
even two hundred and fifty thousand dollars, which was a | ot of npbney back then
Sone of the bills were cut up, but | got all the pieces. W could Scotch tape

t hem back together |ater on

Then there was not hing nuch except wood and plunbing fixtures for a few hours,
so | took a lunch break. | was hal fway through nmy fourth salam sandw ch when
Hasenpfeffer started yelling.

"H s papers! There are papers coming in!"

"What ? Whose papers?"

No answer. The pops were conming two mnutes apart now, so | inhaled the sandw ch
and went back to work. Actually, my net was a little big for Hasenpfeffer to
handl e al one.

Paper cane in, but it was nore |ike confetti than anything el se. You see, the
money had been laid parallel to the surface of the sphere, whereas this stuff
was perpendicular toit. It came as thin, curved walls of confetti that gently
expl oded on arrival. The first bits were followed by a deluge of paper

"Jim this is ridiculous. A whole library has been run through the grandnother
of all paper schredders here. No way in hell will we ever get it together," |

sai d.

"But we rmust try! It's critical!"

"Maybe, but it's also inpossible. I'mgoing back to lunch. Call ne if anything
useful turns up."

lan hadn't noved, but he still had a pul se.

Towards four o'clock the gore started. | had been scooping up bits of electronic
parts, circuit boards and workbench when | got a bit of neat on ny sleeping bag.
At first | thought that | was going through another refrigerator. At this point
the sphere was about two yards in dianeter. | was standing knee deep in sharp
splinters of wood veneer, thankful for ny |eather pants and shit-kicker boots.
The pops were coming every ten seconds and it was about five scoops before
realized what was happening. | was pitching people!

"Omgod," | said.

"You noticed," Hasenpfeffer said. "Don't let it throw you. W're alnpbst to the
end."

"But . . ."

"Hang on just a little longer, Tom W can't save him but nmaybe we can save his
wor k. "

The | ast hundred or so shells cane in a long BBRRII I P

And then it was over.

| was dead tired and went over to the lawn, by lan, who had rolled over on his
side, and had his pants unzipped. | |ay down upw nd of him because he was doi ng
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the vonit and urine routine. Forty ounces of sour nash is quite a bit for a
little fell ow who'd never been drunk before.
| guess | sacked out.

CHAPTER FI VE

The Venture

It was dusk when Hasenpfeffer shook ne awake.

"Hey, Tom Are you all right?"

"Huh? Yeah. | guess so."

"I just wanted to tell you that actually, we were able to salvage very little.
Only the noney, some wecked circuits—that you may or may not be able to do
something with—and this. It was the only piece of |egible paper that | was able
to save. Do you have any idea of what it is?"

I was feeling sort of woozy.

"Uh, sure. It's a circuit schematic."

"l deduced that. But does it mean anything to you?"

"Well, it's strange. He's got digital, analog and R-F conponents in the sane
circuit. Maybe | can figure it out. Later. Look, | don't feel so good."
"You don't |ook so good, either. | have already sent lan for an anbul ance. He

said to tell you that alcohol is not a pain killer. It's a pain del ayer and

rel ocator."

"Uh, if lan was all hung over, why didn't you go yoursel f?"

"Because | don't feel so good either."

Then for a while there my menmory gets sort of spotty. It was a lot |ike when
you're on a good drunk only w thout any of the fun invol ved.

Medi cal types were al ways waking me up to do sonething to me. Hauling ne into an
anbul ance, out of an anbul ance, into bed, out of bed. Asking weird questions
couldn't quite follow. Waking ne up to get sone nore shots. Waking nme up again
to take ny sleeping pills. | tell you that medics have | ess respect for your
personal individuality than the average Air Force sergeant.

Eventual ly, the fog cleared some and Hasenpfeffer was | eaning over ne.
"Radi ati on sickness and sonme sort of chem cal poisoning," Hasenpfeffer said.
"You are going to be all right, but you came about as close to being dead as you
could get."

"So, why didn't you get it, too?" | said.

"l did. But you spent nuch nore time in the rubble than I. lan was the | east

af fected, due to his distance fromthe event and all that Ji m Beam you poured
into him It seens that al cohol reduces the effects of radiation on the system"”
"He poured it into hinmself. Look, where is |an?"

"In his room He still has difficulty getting around.”

"Hey, | thought that you said he was okay."

"Fromthe radiation," Hasenpfeffer said. "But that sand in his foot bl ocked off
the bl ood supply to his toes. Gangrene. He lost half his right foot."

"Christ. W should have gotten himto the hospital sooner.”

"Perhaps. But the doctors said that it wouldn't have hel ped any. There is no
techni que for pulling sand out of someone's foot when it didn't make a hole
getting in there in the first place. No prior nedical art.”

"Shit. Unh, what about the noney?"

"When it becane obvious that we were having nmedical difficulties, |I |ocked the
money and the rest of our salvage into those detachabl e saddl ebags of mi ne and
hid thema few kilometers fromthe site. This was fortunate, because by norning
the medi cal types had reported the radiation sickness and the place was craw i ng
wi th governnent types."

"And the noney?" | asked.

"Safe and sound. | picked it up this norning.”

"Hey, great! What about the guy who got sliced up?”

"Wbrman. Her nane was Barbara El ai ne Kruger. Nobody seens to know anyt hi ng about
her, except that she was maybe sixty, and her neighbors didn't Iike her. She had
no rel atives that anybody knows about," Hasenpfeffer said.

"Weird. Just her up there puttering all al one?"

"That's what it looks like. But now you are in for a grilling by the AEC, the

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (15 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

FBI and Air Force Intelligence.”

"Uh, that last is a contradiction in termnms."

"Hush. Your story is that we heard an expl osion and went to investigate. Wen we
got there, we all fell asleep. You woke up once or tw ce and saw a nunber of
flying saucers cruising in formation. Then you went to sl eep again and woke up
in the hospital."

"Hey, why not just . . ."

"Tell the truth? If we did that, we would | oose a quarter of a million dollars,
and possibly a good deal nore," Hasenpfeffer said.

"Uh, okay. Wiy the flying saucers?"

"Because nentioning themis the best way to get things hushed up."

So for the next three weeks, until | got out of the hospital, | was grilled
about twice a day by different people wearing white shirts and narrow ties. |
just played dunb. Four years as a SAC Trained Killer nade ne a past master at
the gane of pretending that you're stupider than your boss, even though you' ve
got seventy 1 Q points on him Since npost of the governnent bozos grilling ne
were even dunber than your average sergeant, none of them caught nme at it.

lan had nore problens, since his training in college and at GMwas all about how
to l ook smart even when you don't have the slightest idea of what's going on. |
wi sh | could have given himsome pointers, but the roons were generally bugged.
The hubbub about the radi oactive explosion site died out surprisingly fast,

wi thout a single word of it getting into the papers.

Hasenpfeffer was rel eased fromthe hospital in a few days, but another nonth
went by before lan and | were nobile.

lan's conpany-paid Blue Cross-Blue Shield covered all his bills, and
Hasenpf ef fer sonmehow tal ked the Air Force into picking up ny hospital tab. At
least | had to sign a paper saying that it wasn't the fault of the U S. Air
Force, but they were treating nme for radiation poisoning purely out of the
goodness of their hearts and | wasn't allowed to sue the shit out of themfor it
| at er.

Hasenpfeffer didn't have to pay for his own bills, either, though I'mnot quite
sure how he worked that. Maybe he got one of the girls in billing to pad his
bill into mine or lan's. He was good at that sort of thing.

Because of the repeated interrogations we'd been through, with a strange
assortnent of unmannerly governnment types aski ng us nonsensical questions that
varied fromthe stupid to the rude, we had been afraid to talk freely with each
other in the hospital. Once | actually found a tape recorder in ny room and |an
was acting downright paranoid.

Finally, the ordeal over, we celebrated in a private dining roomat the best
restaurant Hasenpfeffer could find. He picked the place while we were in the
taxicab on the way there, so we figured that they couldn't possibly have the

pl ace bugged.

"Centlemen, | feel that a serious discussion is in order," Hasenpfeffer said as
we sat back, stuffed with high calorie, greasy, salty, and gl oriousfood after
weeks of that disgustingly healthy hospital pap

"Well, | don't feel like anything should be in order, except naybe another gl ass
of this Grand Mariner stuff." | puffed on a two-dollar cigar. "Then, let's play
vegetabl e for three hours, foll owed by havinganother pretty waitress bring us
four nore bottles of wi ne, another round of caviar, three nore steaks, sone nore
Cherry Jubilees, and then sone nore cigars and . "

"Tom you sound like a first century Roman glutton,” lan said. "I'm due back at
the plant in a few days. If | go back."
"Then again, | don't feel nmuch like arguing, either."

"Excel lent. To sumup, we find ourselves in a unique position. W are suddenly
the proprietors of both sone radical technol ogy and the capital with which to

develop it."
"IFit's ours, Jim" lan said. "They both really belong to that Kruger woman."
"Who is irretrievably dead, with no apparent heirs or relatives. |I'msure that

she woul d have wanted sonmeone to carry on her work. Now, the question is, what
do we do with our windfall?"
"Hey,you nmight call it a windfall, but for lan and me it was pretty damed

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (16 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

expensive. He lost half his foot, and ny radi ati on poi soning cost ne every hair
on ny body. 1'll be on chenotherapy for a year, and—"

"Gentlemen, in our ignorance we have sustai ned accidents and injuries, but
not hi ng devastating. Wien you consider that lan couldn't dancebefore his
accident, and the fact that you weren't beautifulwi th your hair, you nust
conclude that your collective |osses aren't that severe."

"Yeah, but | still think you ought to pitch in your part. Like maybe your |eft
testicle. What say, lan?"

"I think it's time that you cut your Polish blarney. Nobody made ne stick ny
foot into that hole, and none of us knew about the radiation. If it hadn't been
for Jims quick thinking, we probably wouldn't have either the noney or those
bits of circuits. The only fair way to handle this is as an even three-way
partnership.”

"An excel |l ent suggestion. | second it." Hasenpfeffer smled

"Ch, what the hell. I'Il thirdit."

"W are agreed, then. The next obvious question is, 'Besides the noney, what
exactly do we have?' Tom vyou've had tine to | ook over that circuit. Could you
duplicate it?"

"Sure. No sweat. It's all standard parts, so | could probably get it together in
a week or so. But | couldn't tell youwhy it did whatever it did. And I'd want to
be about four mles away when we turned it on."

"You feel that we could produce sonething useful in a relatively short tinme?"
"Wel |, that depends on what you nean by useful. Lookit, a few ounces of

el ectronics stuff did about as nuch danage as a two-thousand-pound bonb. The Air
Farce woul d call thatdam useful."

"You are suggesting that we develop the mlitary aspects of this?"

"Hell, no! If uncle found out about this thing, we'd be under tight security for
the rest of our lives. Look, do you know what it's |ike working in a governnent
top-secret area? Show ng your badge to arned guards six tines a day? Filling out
forns in triplicate to get a resistor? Having a TV canera in the john watching
you crap?" | shivered.

"More inportant,” lan said. "If we develop the mlitary side of this before we

have the civilian uses on the market, we m ght never be allowed to develop the

i ndustrial products at all."

"Then you see comercial uses in this?"

"Dozens of them so many that | feel like a phlogiston chem st who just got a
good | ook at the Periodic Table of Elenments. Think about mning. Put one of
those circuits against the side of a cliff. Turn it on, and before the chips
come back, get a conveyor belt in there to haul them out. Then put another
circuit against the far wall and repeat the process. | tell you that we could
tunnel at a cost of a few dollars a foot, where the conpetition would have to
charge thousands!"

"l see. And the difference between those two figures is called profit?"

"Sure. You think 1"'ma 1930s style socialist? But nore inportant, think about
what we could do with cheap tunnels. A lot of nountain ranges—the Rocki es and
the Andes—are too wet on one side and too dry on the other. Think about big
tunnels to carry irrigation water to the deserts. O, think about an underground
hi ghway system No snow on the roads to cause accidents. No rain to wash out
bridges. No bridges at all, for that matter. No fog or other problens with
visibility. No dogs or other aninals to hit. No children to worry about. Wthout
all the obstructions, it would be easy to automate, so bad drivers wouldn't be a
problem either! | tell you it would save billions of dollars and fifty thousand
lives a year!"

"So you are suggesting that we becone involved with the construction industry?"
"Sure. But it's even nore than that. Do you realize that half of the |unber
that's harvested is turned into sawdust and scrap? You saw what the circuit did
to the wood in that house. Snpoth polished surfaces on both sides of the cut,
with absolutely no waste. That translates out to | ess expensive wood and fewer
trees cut."

"Hey, aren't some of those sawm ||s powered by burning sawdust?" | asked.
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"Let 'em buy coal. W can tunnel it out cheap. O better still—well, naybe |
don't believe this one nyself, but think of a piston engine with one of these
gadgets where the spark plug used to be. If we could sonmehow work it so that the
circuit didn't destroy itself, and could make the air in the cylinder go away
wi t hout hurting the engine, atnospheric pressure would naturally force the
piston into the cylinder, and if we can make the air cone back at the right
time, we push the piston back out. It sounds |ike nearly free power. | nean, the
circuit was powered by a transistor radio battery, and when you do the math
about how nuch stuff was renoved . "

"Uh, huh. What about the Second Law of Thernodynamni cs?" | said.

"That's what bugs nme about the idea. . . . Anyway, back to cutting techniques.
Do we have to nmeke chips that are spheric segnents, or can we shape this field,
or whatever it is, into other contours? Do you know what we have to do to nake
an autonotive quarter panel? You take an ingot of steel and run it through ten
mllion dollars worth of rolling nmills to turn it into sheet netal. Then you
take the sheet nmetal and run it through typically six dies worth a half million
each. Dies you have to throw away to nmake next year's nodel. Maybe with a
properly shaped field, we could cut parts directly off the original ingot. Then
all we'd have to do is weld 'emtogether.”

"Hey, maybe not even that," | said. "You saw that stick |I put through the

st one?”

"Hey, yeah! Look, we clanp our support brackets right where the fender is going
to reenerge. Then—

CHAPTER SI X
The Partnership
"Gentlemen, | gather that you are both enthusiastic about the technical and

financial prospects of our venture. But the question before us is 'Do we have a
venture?' |Is lan going to | eave tonorrow and return to Pontiac Mdtors? | have an
offer to start teaching in the fall. AmI| going to be there? Is Tom going to go
and do whatever he had in mnd before all this came up? O are we going to take
our newfound capital and work together to devel op this new technol ogy?"

"Well, uh, of course!"™ | said, "I nmean, this is a clean shot at a fifteen point
buck! We'd be dunbshits to pass it by! A nman would be a fool =

"I quite agree. W have stunbl ed upon our chance at success. Walth. Fame, if we
want it. Power to change the world into a better place. Mst definitely I second
your notion."

"But it's . . . it's sowld !" Then lan said softly, "I've got a place, now.
I"ve got security. I'mnoving up in a good company. .
"lan, there is nothing as secure as money in the bank," Hasenpfeffer said. "You
now have seven years' pay in your third of our account. Wiy not spend those
years testing your nettle? General Mdtors knows that you are conpetent. They

wi Il be happy to take you back, if we fail. Come with us! Screw your courage to
the hitching post!”

lan stared at the table. "I've bought this condo, and |'ve got nortgage
paynments. |'ve got car payments. And payments on the Harley. | owe on ny credit
cards. "

"Hm . . . Tom what would you say if the conpany were to take over all of lan's

debts and asset s—whatever they are—and bring himto exactly the sane financia
status that you and | presently enjoy?"

"Hey, sure. No question. Bankers are all |eeches, bastards, the ot of them All
for one!"
"And one for all!" lan suddenly shouted. "I'mwth you! W'll do it!"

As things fell out, and with Hasenpfeffer selling the condo, our little conpany
cleared $2,954.26, and kept lan's Corvette as group property. And lan got his
Harl ey paid off, since Hasenpfeffer and | owned our BMNs clear. But | get ahead

of nyself.
"Well then, we are agreed," Hasenpfeffer said. "The next question is 'Were are
we going to do it? | would like to suggest Ann Arbor. It is a town that we all

know—we went to school there. It has a mgjor university, with all that that
inplies. It is near a major airport. It has hundreds of high-tech conpanies, and
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it is within easy driving distance of the Detroit area, with its thousands of

di verse manufacturing facilities."

"Uh, sure. Wy not?"

"Fine, Jim It'd be nice to walk in Ann Arbor with sone noney in nmy pocket."

"Wal k? There is, of course, the parking problem but what | have in mnd is sone
ten mles outside the city limts. Wile you two were hospitalized, | took the
liberty of investigating the real estate market in that area. | located an
interesting property. It has forty acres of wooded land, so if we need to nmake
big balls of earth go away, we shall have plenty of dirt to do it with. It has a
| arge, nodern three-bedroom house with four baths, and it has an eight thousand
square foot netal working shop, conplete with mlling nmachines, surface grinders
and that sort of thing."

"You say that this is all new?" |an asked.

"The buildings are three years old. | have the machinery specifications here
sonewhere. . . ." Hasenpfeffer funbled through his inner jacket pockets. "Ah.
Here, eight thousand square feet . . . ten-ton overhead bridge crane . . . five
thousand CFM air conpressor with piping. . . . truck wells. . . . six hundred
AMP, 480-volt service. . . . three Bridgeports, one with readouts and one with
CNC. . . . tw lathes. . . . but here, lan. You know nore about this sort of
thing than | do."

lan went down the list, nunbling. "Yes. Yes. Wth this stuff, | could build

anything. But with only a quarter of a mllion, we can't afford to buy al

this."

"However, | did buy it. It was an estate sale. The heirs were faced with selling
it at auction for twenty cents on the dollar (and then paying a ten percent
auctioneer's fee) or selling to ne at twenty-two cents on the dollar, cash. They
accepted ny offer, and | paid them"

"What did this cost . . . us?"

"$226, 000. 00. "

"Hey, that's nost of what we have!" | yelled.

"True. Which is precisely why | sold it."

"You sold the place!" lan shouted.

"Yes, for $358,000.00, retaining the chattel s—furniture, machinery and so on
Then, of course, since we needed it, | bought it back for $480,000.00, on a

| ease with option to purchase, with the first five years rent paid in advance
And a bal | oon payment, due after that period, of $470,000. 00—should we decide to
exerci se our option to purchase. Actually, we probably won't want to buy it

then. If our venture is not successful, we won't need the property. If it is, we
wi || probably need sonething bigger. But it |ooks nice on the |ease."

"Uh . . ." | said. "You bought it for $226K.  You sold it for $358K Then you
bought it back for $480K . . . VWy?"

"Surely it is obvious. Wien the snoke clears, we get the facilities we need for
five years at no cost to us, except that we have to pay the taxes and insurance,
which will be assessed at the $226, 000.00 price."

"You nmean that you conned sonebody into giving us the place al nost free?" lan's
eyes were tall.

"Conned? Swi ndl ed? Nonsense, lan. My principal here will be quite handsonely
rewarded. See here. W are working with Dr. Bernstein, who has a nedica

practice in Ann Arbor. He bought the property fromus—well, fromne, actually,
since you two weren't avail able. Anyway, he bought the property for $358, 000. 00,
putting $132,000.00 down and easily obtained a $226, 000. 00 nortgage for the

bal ance. After all, he is a solid citizen, he put thirty-seven percent down, and
he had a long termlease—wi th us—en the property. W rent it at $2,200.00 a
nonth. Hi s paynents are $1,361.00 to the bank. It is the sort of arrangenent
that financial institutions |ove."

"So we owe rent on it." lan said.

"No. The rent has already been paid, five years in advance. | gave Bernstein a
check for $132,000. 00, which he used for his down paynent."

"He got it for free, but he's naking our nortgage paynent? Why?"

"Because Bernstein saves nobney by paying it. O that $1,361. 00 paynent,
$1,155.00 is interest, which is tax deductible. At twenty year straight-line
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depreciation, he can deduct an additional $1,491.00 per nonth for a total of
$2,646.00 in tax deductions. H's tax bracket is well over fifty percent, so he
comes out ahead, cash-wise, in addition to building valuable equity."

"Jim | thought that that kind of wheeling and dealing went out with D anbnd Jim
Brady. What happens to his taxes on the $132, 000. 00?"

"Ch, that never really existed. The checks were never cashed."

"But . . ."

Which was the start of a two hour discussion that | would just as soon not
renenber and in fact have forgotten. Long experience had taught ne that
Hasenpfeffer can do magic and that lan can keep hi m honest.

I went through two nore cigars and four nore Grand Marniers, and had the
waitress to the point where she didn't mind ny armaround her wai st. She was
stroking ny bal d head.

Then | got the bill. It was over a week's pay at nmy Air Force job, and nore than
I had on ne. Being unable to attract Hasenpfeffer's attention, | picked his
pocket. It was ny noney, or ours, anyway. | returned it discreetly, after giving
the waitress a twenty percent tip and a squeeze, one of which nmade her squea
with joy. | told her that we'd be needing further services.

She went off shift and | never saw her again.

Her repl acenment was even better |ooking, having all of her teeth, and | was
starting to repeat the process when ny partners cane to sone sort of an
under st andi ng.

"So, lan. It's all honest?" | asked.

"Well, yes, of course. At least | think so, | nean .
"Hey, are we going to go to jail for it?"

"No. O at least not until the deceased first owner gets jailed first."

"Wel |, good enough for a veteran. So we are deci ded?"

"One last thing," Hasenpfeffer shooed the waitress out. "Security. | know that
that's a bad word with sone of us, but a certain degree of it is necessary. | am
not proposing arnmed guards and tel evision caneras. At this stage they could do
nothing nore than attract attention. | amnerely suggesting that we keep silent
and tell no one, absolutely no one, about out plans, objectives, or intentions.
Are you with nme?"

"Of course."

"Yeah, sure." | said, "Wat about the waitresses?"

"How coul d they know what we're tal king about when we don't know oursel ves?" |an
asked.

"Good points, gentlemen. The fact is that | have already ascertained that they
are both local people with no outside affiliations. In the future we nust be
nore cautious. One |last thought: we nust agree that everything we learn or
acconplish nust be kept within the group. Absolutely nothing may be rel eased to
outsiders w thout our unani nous agreenent. Are we together on this?"

"Certainly, Jim"

"Wel |, yeah, okay. Renenber thatl'mthe only one here with a top secret

cl earance. But |'ve got a question or two of ny own. Jim you' ve been pulling
your little strings on us all evening |long, but you haven't told us what you're
t hi nki ng. "

"l have led the discussion in exam ning certain obvious questions, but | have
not conceal ed anything."

"The hell you say. You bought and sold a major piece of property with our noney
wi t hout even asking us about it first, or telling us about it later, second.

Now, |'ve said how this thing could be a weapon and lan's tal ked about using it
as a tool. What doyou think we have here?"

"I amnot sure that mnmy opinions are relevant. You two are the technical ones."
"Not a chance. Spill it," | said. lan nodded his agreenent.

"This is premature, but very well.If you technical gentlenen can perfect it, |
expect that we shall eventually have a tinme nmachine."

CHAPTER SEVEN
Grlfriends and Grandfathers
The pl ace outside of Ann Arbor was everything that Hasenpfeffer said it would
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be. Everything was well built, clean and new. The house was a big brick ranch
style thing, and while | woul d have picked sone other color than pink for the
bricks, even that sort of grew on you.

There was a big living roomthat we dubbed a "parlor"” and filled with lan's old
three quarter sized furniture, agreeing anong ourselves that we wouldn't use it
except for entertaining people we didn't like. | mean, it had a white carpet and
white walls. lan was a painfully neat person, but the best thing you could say
about Hasenpfeffer and ne was that he was a filthy slob, and that | was a
filthier one. Ooviously, the roomwuldn't stay white if we were allowed to use
it. Anyway, you've got to have soneplace to use if the girl's folks want to cone
over, right?

There was a big famly roomwith a fireplace and enough bookshel ves to hold all

of Hasenpfeffer's books and lan's as well. lan put his little | eather easy chair
in there, and Hasenpfeffer found out that therewere conpani es that nade stuff
big enough to fit me, for a price. | got this glorious real |eather recliner

that actually fit ny back while Hasenpfeffer chose a | eather and chrome Eanes
swi vel chair and hassock for hinself.

O course, Danish Mdern, chrone and | eather, and Lazy Boy don't match, but then
we didn't match, either.

The kitchen was full of gadgets that | wasn't used to, |like a nmicrowave oven, a
gar bage di sposal and a di shwasher, but nodern man is pretty adaptable, and it's
remar kabl e how qui ckly these fabul ous | uxuries becane absol ute necessiti es.

I got a new set of bedroomfurniture, and that was wonderful. For the first tine
since | started to grow hair below ny waist, | had a bed | ong enough to fit ne!
| got the master bedroom too, since | needed it to get ny new bed and an
oversized desk into it. It had its own bathroom but then so did the other two
bedr oons.

The door into ny roomwas of only normal size, so | could still bunp ny head on
it. I was half tenpted to cut the door franme out on top so | could wal k through
standi ng straight up, but | decided against it. The guys had been pretty
reasonabl e about everything else, and | thought it wise not to push themtoo
far.

The place had a three-car garage, and that was filled up pretty quickly. W kept
lan's Corvette as group property, since he owed nore on it than it was worth,
and | think Hasenpfeffer liked it even nore than lan did.

Only, while the "vette was a pretty little plastic toy, the damm thing was too

small for me to get into. | threw a tenper tantrum about it, so we bought a
secondhand Chrysler as group property so | had something to drive in the winter,
too. The bikes took up the third stall, and we soon had to buy an ol d pickup

truck to run errands for the factory. The truck was never granted garage

privil eges.

There was a full basenment with a ten-foot ceiling, and | took that over for ny
electronics lab. It was air-conditioned and the factory wasn't. Electronic

equi pnent works better at a constant tenperature, and so do |I. |'mone of those
peopl e who think that sixty-five is a wonderful tenperature, provided that | can
sit naked in front of a fan

Al told, the nove was a big step up for all of us, and for nme nore than the

ot hers.

We settled into our new quarters in a few weeks, although a nonth went by before
all of my oversized furniture arrived. | had to canp in ny bedroomuntil then
Wil e the shop al ready had nobst of what |an thought he would need, | had to put
together an electronics lab fromscratch. It took two nonths before I got all
the big stuff in. | was another five weeks building the first breadboard
circuit, nostly awaiting parts. Havingal nost everything doesn't nake it. Not in
el ectronics.

Cheop's Law. Everything costs nore and takes | onger

But the very first tine we tried the thing out—froma quarter mle away—t

wor ked perfectly, dutifully putting a thirty-yard hole in our back forty.

This neant that we could have gotten into the mning and tunneling business

al nrost i mmedi ately, but after a nine-hour-long neeting, we decided to hold off
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on that until we could devel op the whole concept a bit further. W still didn't
know t he basic principles that the gadget worked on, and wi thout know ng those,
we'd be hard pressed to get an all inclusive patent.

If we started using or selling the circuit, well, 1'd copied the thing easily

enough, and so could any other conpetent tech. Gven a hint on what we were

doi ng, hundreds of outfits would soon be out there conpeting with us.
Conpetition m ght be a good thing for the econonmy as a whole, but it is a bad
thing for an underfinanced little conpany |ike ours was.

For the rest of that first year, we made solid steady progress. The field did
not have to be generated froma point source. W found out how to set up
steady-state fields, where a given volune was irradiated evenly and coul d be
transported through time w thout being sliced into sushi

We found out how to shield the field, so we could send what we wanted to send
wi t hout cratering the | andscape.

We | earned how to operate it with the circuitry inside the field, so it acted
sort of like a car, taking its notive power with it. W also figured out howto
work it with the circuitry outside the field. W got to calling this the
"cannon" technique.

Al this tine, we were only putting things into the future. Froma practica
poi nt of view, we could have acconplished nuch the sanme thing by | ocking
whatever it was in a box, and taking it out of the box later. The real prize
woul d be to be able to send things into the past.

From everything we had been able to learn, it |ooked as though if you sinply
reversed the phase in one section of the circuit, it should reverse the
circuit's total tenporal effect.

A circuit thusly configured should have been able to send things back in tineg,
but when | tried it, the circuit overloaded, every tinme, and burned to a

bl ackened pile of ashes and nmelted netal. W had no i dea what the probl em was.
Coupled with it was the inpossibility of just how a tiny, nine volt transistor
battery could possibly put out enough power to so thoroughly fry a good sized
epoxy-glass circuit board. lan calculated that over its entire lifetine, such a
battery couldn't put out a thousandth of the power we saw repeatedly generated.
"So, gentlenen, it appears that in addition to everything else, you have

di scovered a new source of industrial power!" Hasenpfeffer said one norning at
br eakf ast .

"A fucking expensive source of power, if you ask me," lan said. "Wen you spend
thirty dollars worth of circuitry to generate thirty cents worth of power, you
aren't making a profit."

Nobody had a good way of answering that, and in the nonmentary silence,
Hasenpfeffer's |l ady of the night wal ked in, wearing one of his old housecoats.
She was a gorgeous, slender young thing, with |ong, straight blond hair, |ike
nmost of the others. lan offered to nake her breakfast, and since Hasenpfeffer
was here, she nodded acceptance. After that, it was as though lan and | didn't
exist, as far as she was concerned. After a bit, we picked up our coffee cups
and drifted off, leaving the two |overs, or at |east sex partners, alone.

W were used to it. The same sort of thing had been happening for seven years,
since we all were freshnmen in college. But being used to sonething doesn't nean
that it no longer hurts. | couldn't help but | ook on Hasenpfeffer's success with
the ladies with mxed enotions, the nost prom nent of which was envy.

W settled into the fanmily room out of earshot of Hasenpfeffer's |atest.

"Over the years, he's got to have had two hundred of them over," l|an said.
"Counting college, yeah, it has to have been be at | east that."

"Well, you'd think that at |east one of themwould want to have sonething to do
with at | east one of us."

"It seens statistically likely, only it just hasn't happened. The books all say
that wonmen want pernanence in a relationship, yet all of Hasenpfeffer's chicks
have to know that he'll drop themin a week or three, just |like he dropped all
of the others. If either of us latched onto a girl as fine as any of his, we'd
want to keep her forever. They've got to know that, too. But will one of them
even talk to us for ten nminutes? No!"

"Tom | don't think that we'll ever understand wonen. It's like they're a
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strange, alien species."

"You could be right. You know, the biologists, or maybe the biochem sts, figure
the separation of two species by conputing the tinme since the two groups had a
common ancestor. If the chinpanzee's branch separated fromthe human branch five
mllion years ago, then that's the nmeasure of separation between the two
species. Now then, biologically, sex was discovered back in the days when single
celled critters were the nost advanced things around. Even bacteria occasionally
get together and exchange genetic information. So male was separated fromfemnal e
at least a billion years ago. By the rules the biologists use, you and | are two
hundred tinmes nore closely related to the chinps that we are to wonen. That
makes them a very alien species, indeed."

"You tell ne," lan said.

"That argunent is so ridiculous that it's probably true. Shall we accuse
Hasenpfeffer of sodony? What | want to knowis why | can't get laid."

| said, "Look, don't ask nme about it. Al | knowis that whatever the typica
worman wants, it ain't me. Try asking Hasenpfeffer, or better still, one of his
many chicks."

"Damit, |'ve done that very thing. Jimcan't explain a thing, except to say it
m ght have something to do with pheronones. The girls always say that there's a
good woman out there for me sonewhere, and then they take off at a dead run. I'm

totally lost."

"I was never found in the first place."

After a silence, the conversation dropped back to an old, unresolved issue. The
par adoxes of tinme travel

"So what are you going to do when | kill your grandfather?" | asked.

"Well, | can't kill one of yours in retaliation, since nobody knows who they
were. Anyway, why would you want to kill one of ny grandfathers? By all
accounts, they were both fine, decent gentlenen.”

"You know what | nean. If we can really get it together, and get our tine
machine built, and go into the past, what happens if we change sonething? It
woul dn't have to be a big change, you know. The tiniest change in the wong

pl ace coul d nmake everything different. How many alternate history science
fiction stories have we read between the three of us? Dozens?"

"I'"d guess it to be nore lIike hundreds, Tom and fully a third of them seened
pretty plausible. If you really want to know what | think, it's that we
shouldn't fuck with it."

"You nean that we should build the thing and then not use it? That's crazy! If
we aren't going to use it, why bother to build it in the first place?"

"No, that's not what | nean, stupid. | just nean that we should at |east try not
to change anything. Even an atheist |ike you should know that none of us is God.
We shouldn't try to act as if we are Hm"

"I'"ll second that one," Hasenpfeffer said as he cane in fromthe kitchen. "Be it
moved that we should not play God."

"Third, and be it so noved," | said. "At least at first, we've got to be super
cautious, until we get a better handle on this thing, anyway."

Before long we'd agreed that it would take a unani nobus vote to change the rule.
Not hi ng new, there, of course. Al of our agreenents were unani nous, the thought
being that if one of us couldn't go along with the others, we just hadn't tal ked
it over long enough, and anyway, none of us had any way of forcing anybody to do
anyt hi ng.

Future planning is sonething that every conpany ought to do now and then, even
though we were still a long way from having our tine nachine.

CHAPTER EI GHT

Cosnol ogy

We still really didn't understand what we were doing, but then we hunmans never
under stand anyt hing absolutely. | nean, |'ve been working conpetently with
electronics all ny adult life, but |I've never seen an el ectron. Thinking about
it, I"'mnot at all sure that |'ve been dealing with sone sort of tiny particle
I"meven less sure that |'ve been playing with a zillion tiny negative
indentations in the space-tinme continua. But | know how to build a circuit, how
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to nake it do what | originally had in mnd, and howto fix it when it breaks.
And that is all that | need to know.

So we were starting to get a feel for howto use this stuff, and of what could
be done with it. That is to say, we had a bit of practical experience, but we
didn't have a codified theory yet. W didn't have an al gebraic fornmula that

wor ked every tine.

lan was fond of pointing out that the builders of the nedieval cathedrals didn't
know anyt hing formal about the strength of materials, |et alone stress analysis,
but they built sone vast, beautiful buildings, and nost of themdidn't fal

down.

He |l oved to point out that the first steamengines were built by nen who had
never heard of the |laws of thernobdynanics. Nonethel ess, their steam ships made
it across the Atlantic on schedule, and their railroad trains ran on tine.

And | had to agree that DeForest and Arnstrong really didn't know what they were
doi ng, but they got the job done. The world now enjoys radio, television, and
the rest.

It was the sane thing with our explorations of this new technol ogy. Sone of the
time, things worked out pretty much as we'd planned, and when it didn't, we
often were able to figure out why. Jimand | decided that this was fairly good.
We worked wel |l together, and nade a good team

Only, we had this problemw th Hasenpfeffer

You see, lan is a first rate mechani cal engi neer and a good nmchini st, besi des.
I can usually handl e anything electrical or electronic. Further, we each knew
enough about the other's field to |l end the other a hand when circunstances nade
that a good idea

But Hasenpfeffer got his doctorate in Behavioral Psychology, and | guess that's
what caused nost of the pain.

The man was an absol ute genius when it came to working out a conplicated

busi ness deal, or talking a beautiful worman into his bed, or solving any ot her
sort of person-to-person problem This wasn't sonething he learned in college.
It was sone sort of a talent, or an innate gift.

He could do it on day one of his freshman year, when | saw himtake a future
honmecom ng queen to bed, cold sober, on the first day he net her. | swear that
they hadn't tal ked for nore than four minutes before they were grinning ear to
ear at each other and wal king hand in hand to his bedroom

Yet he was an absolute idiot when it cane to anything technical. This, too, had
to be innate. Nobody coul d possiblylearn to be that inconpetent.

To make it worse, he was always so pitifully eager to help. He wanted to be
on things, and he'd foll ow you around |i ke a puppy dog, wagging his tail and
trying to understand it all. And like a puppy, he'd always nake a ness of

t hi ngs.

It wasn't that Hasenpfeffer was stupid, or that he was malicious, or even
careless. It was just that he had the innate ability and conpulsion to stick his
finger into whatever was nost likely to break. And he was god-awful clunsy

besi des.

Like the time | asked himto clean off sone printed circuit boards with MEK—+'d
given up trying to use himas an assenbl er.

Hasenpfeffer eagerly took the boards out of ny lab and into a small encl osed

bat hroom When he was about two-thirds done, | guess he felt a little Iight
headed, because he sat down on the toilet seat and tried to light a cigarette.
The Fire Marshall wasn't the least bit reasonable, the boards were a conplete

| oss, and the doctor bills were absurd.

So Hasenpfeffer nostly wandered around feeling usel ess. He wastrying to help. He
kept the place clean and did the dishes. He even did the laundry so lan and
could keep at it fifteen hours a day. And he took care of the books. Not that
there was much to that. No incone. Al out-go

Yet there was nothing grimabout us or what we were doi ng. Looking back, yeah,
we had a good tine. There was a constant round of bull sessions, argunments and
practical jokes. Mstly, we disagreed on practically everything, often for no
other reason than the rollicking fun of a good argunent.

in
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I remenber one ni ght when Hasenpfeffer was carrying on about the | atest
cosnmol ogi cal theory that sone academ ci an—Hawker, | think he said his nane
was—had been witing about. Something about how the universe started as

sonmet hing the size of a dinme, sixteen billion years ago, had expanded up to the
size of the solar systemin a few seconds, and had been expandi ng ever since.

I used our customary nethod of stating that | wi shed to engage in a debate on
the current subject at hand. | stood, raised ny fist, and shouted at the top of
nmy voice, "Bullshit!"

Fol | owi ng protocol, he stared at nme, pretending to be aghast, as if he was
shocked at ny di sagreenent.

"It's all bullshit. First off, the solar systemis nany |ight hours across. You
have the | eadi ng edge of your universe traveling way faster than the speed of
light. Explain that one away!"

"You know, Tom | net a noted physicist fromthe university at a party, and
asked himthat very question. He told ne that it wasn't a matter of going faster
than light so much as it was that space was being created behind the |eading
edge." He noted ny dubious | ook, and continued, "I confess that | didn't fully
understand his statenent nyself, but the nman's reputation is that he is one of
the finest theoretical "

But | was already rolling up ny pant cuffs, signifying that | wi shed themto
remai n unsoil ed, even though the bullshit being spread around had al ready rui ned
my shoes and socks.

"Right." | said, "Then there's this whole 'expandi ng uni verse' nonsense. Now,
the only proof we have that the whole universe is expanding is the shift in the
spectruns of certain apparently small, and therefore supposedly far away,

gal axi es, into sonewhat |ower frequencies."

"Of course. The fanbus Red Shift."

" '"Fanmous' just nmeans that all the fools have had tinme to hear about it. Let's
look at this red shift. Photons |ower their frequency when their energy level is
| owered. A blue photon is stronger than a red photon. An X-ray photon is vastly
nmore powerful than a nicrowave photon. It is true that if an object is traveling
away fromyou, the photons it enmits will be relatively | ess energetic than a
photon enmitted by a stationary object. In exactly the sane way, a rock thrown at

you by someone in a departing car will hurt |less than one thrown froma
stationary one. But is that theonly way a photon can | ose energy? You don't
know? Wll, | don't know either! Nobody knows. Nobody knows because nobody has

ever observed a photon for anything but a very short tinme, the |ongest of which
is the tine it takes a radar beamto |l eave the reflector, hit the target, and
return. Afewmlliseconds at the nost."

"A fewrinutes ," lan interjected. "They've bounced radar beans off the nmoon and
sone of the planets."
"Call it hours for all | care! Wat are hours conpared to sixteen billion years?

What |'mtrying to say is that we don't have any idea what happens to a photon
over long periods of time. Yet these hal f-baked ' cosnol ogists' blithely assune
that photons are absolutely unaffected even though they have been winging it

t hrough space for billions of years. Personally, | can't inmagi neanything
remai ni ng unaffected after traveling at light speed for ten billion years! Yet
all that would have to happen would be for the tiny photons to get just a little
bit tired, lose a little bit of energy, and your expanding universe theory is
right out the wi ndow "

"But all the theories prove— Hasenpfeffer started to say.

"Theories don't prove anything! Theories are things we invent to nmake the world
nmore conprehensible to our inadequate little brains. Facts prove—er

di sprove—theories, not the other way around. If we don't have the facts, then
theories are nothing nore than wild ass guesses! W aren't any closer to the
truth than if we just said, 'God did it, so He nust want it that way.' "

I could see lan tightening up when | brought God into the argunent, which | did
fairly often, for an atheist. My theory was that if He didn't want nme to do
sonet hing, He had the wherewithal to stop ne. And if He didn't care, or He
wasn't around to care, then who was lan to object?

lan, of course, had heard all that years before, and decided that just now he
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didn't feel like plowing up old turds. So he said, "Wat troubles ne about al
this cosnology stuff is the way the cosnol ogi sts have of speaking so
definitively about what happened ten or twenty billion years ago. | nean, shit,

there's no way that you can get a bunch of historians to agree on what exactly
happened during the Cvil War! And that was an event that had mllions of
observers, and thousands of people recording their observations. | tell you that
cosmology is just a silly game that physicists like to play, probably because
they don't have anything else to do."

"That seens |ike an extrene statenent," Hasenpfeffer said.

"Extrenme, Hell. Those guys with their super expensive toys haven't cone up with
anyt hing useful and new since they cane up with atom c power, |ong before the
begi nning of World War I1."

"But surely, all of the dozens and hundreds of subatom c particles nust count
for sonething, even to one of your sadly restricted intellect."”

"For the last part of that,up your ass, Hasenpfeffer ! For the first, | said
"useful.' Nobody has ever found a use for a Miu-Meson, an El ectron-Neutrino, or a
Left-Handed Boson."

"I met a | eft-handed bos'n's mate, once," | said, but was ignored.

"Furthernore," lan continued, "I doubt the very existence of the things.
Subatomic particles are things that their inventors have painted with the colors
of their own mnds, and then glued together with their own shit. Data? They
don't have no stinking data! Those overpai d acadenmicians sit around and try to
"interpret' tiny, meaningless squiggles on photographic plates the way ancient
Roman soothsayers tried to predict the future by interpreting the bunps on the
liver of a sacrificed owml. And in both cases, the stupid politicians lap up
every irrational word of it, and reward the rip-off artists with gold fromthe
public coffers! If we had spent on biology what we've wasted on all those

cycl otrons and accel erators and what not, the world would be a |l ot better off!"
Hasenpfeffer whispered aside to nme, "Oh, ny. | do believe the poor boy is going
to start in on Taxes again. Try and head himoff, won't you?"

| turned to Jimand said quietly, "You feel that way because you have never had
to pay any, or found a way around it if you did.You fork out a major chunk

of your incone very week and see what you think about taxes, and what the bozos
spend it all on."

lan had indeed started in on his often told Speech On Taxes before noticing that
he had | ost his audience. Eventually, his sernon wound itself down.

"Be that as it may," Hasenpfeffer said in a nornmal voice, "I wonder if the
reason that lan is such a regular churchgoer is that his is one of those sects
where they let |lay people get up and speak. | nean, with a less critica

audi ence, he could go on ranting for hours about anything that cones into his
curious little mnd."

lan glowered at him but didn't say anything, so | suppose that nuch of what
Hasenpfeffer said about lan's church was true. | was curious, but not quite
curious enough to take lan up on one of his frequent offers to take ne to
chur ch.

CHAPTER NI NE

Aut um Leaves and Tenporal Swords

About the only non-tine-travel thing the three of us did agree on was that the
snel | of burning autum | eaves was the finest of perfunmes, gaseous anbrosia and
vastly superior to all commercial olfactory products. Al so, that any
governnental official who called it pollution was obviously a Fascist Left-Wng
Atheist. (As naned by Jim ne, and lan, respectively.)

One day, just as Hasenpfeffer conpleted raking all the | eaves from our huge
front lawn into a hunongous pile on the gravel drive in front of the shop, lan
cane screeching up in the Corvette. He had this bright idea burning a hole in
his mnd, and was so eager to try it out that he sinply didn't notice the

si x-foot high pile of |eaves on the driveway. He just plowed through them
junped out of the car and hobbled as fast as his damaged foot would take him
into the shop.

Hasenpfeffer, |ess than anmused, proceeded to pack the little car solid with
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| eaves, raise the rag top, and then bury the car with the rest of the pile. This
procedure left himwith a feeling of contentment, acconplishnment, and proper

vi ndi cati on.

An hour later, lan realized that he needed a few parts fromthe industria

supply store down the road. He rushed to what he still thought of as "his" car,
junped in and actually fired it up before he realized that he couldn't see out
the windshield, or breathe either, for that matter

The next day, Hasenpfeffer's bedroomwas stuffed nearly solid with | eaves,

| eaving lan | ooking snmug while Jim with a new lady friend on his arm screaned.
And the day after that it was lan's bed and closet that got the full treatnent.

I watched this leafy dialogue go on all winter, the same pile of |eaves being
handed back and forth, and growing smaller and increasingly tattered in the
process.

Wsely, | stayed neutral

Toward spring, they were down to one leaf. You might pull on a roll of toilet
paper and out would float this battered tree |eaf.

If | happened to find it, | always returned it to its place. After all, they
weren't talking to ne. | didn't want to get involved, it wasn't ny fight, and
furthernore, in the service | had seen this sort of thing get dangerously out of
hand.

Still, they played it safe enough, this tinme. Usually, an exchange of practica
jokes tends to escal ate, each side trying to out do the other, every round, but
in this case they were saved by the self-destructibility of autumm | eaves.

The | eaf appeared in magazi nes and books, under the place mats and in the
breakfast cereal. Finally, it had been abraded down to a stemand six fragile
veins before it was retired by nmutual consent.

* * *

Meanwhi l e, the work went on. We learned to calibrate our circuits to amazing
accuraci es—things sent for weeks reenmerged within mcro-seconds of the predicted
time.

We | earned how to focus the field and project it as tight as a | aser beam which
made an incredible knife or sword. This was nothing |ike aStar Wars |ight saber
It was a lot better. Switched on, it projected a thin needl e of nothingness that
| ooked like a tightly stretched black thread. Everything that entered that |ine
was sent forward, an atomat a tine, | think, for hundreds and thousands of
years, reenerging inperceptibly except as an i measurably tiny addition to the
background radi ati on

It was a neat toy, and | spent a few weeks "polishing” it into a tidy, hand-held
package. For safety reasons, | put in four trigger switches, conplete with
anti-tiedowns. To turn it on, you had to have a finger on each trigger, and
lifting any one of themturned the beam off. Then, you had to release all the
buttons before it could be turned back on. This was so that Hasenpfeffer
wouldn't try to tape down three of the buttons, and hurt hinself, or me either.
The bl ade | ength was adjustable froman eighth of an inch out to twelve feet, by
means of a sliding potentioneter built into the side, easily reachable with your
right thunb. For power, it had solar cells charging Ni-Cad batteries, and
everything that had to penetrate the housi ng—sw tches and so forth-—were
guaranteed to be dust tight and water tight, down to thirty neters.

lan machi ned up three stainless steel housings for them conplete with belt
clips, and these were hernetically sealed at well.

We christened them "Tenporal Swords."

Switched on, it nmade a crackly hissing sound that was caused by air nol ecul es

| eaving rapidly for el sewhen. The sword was a glorious thing, the ultimte
cutting tool and the deadliest possible short-range weapon.

As a cutting tool, it could cut absolutely anything as quickly and as snoothly
as you could feed the stock to the tool. There were no vibrations, and with the
right beamw dth, no chips to clear away. Over the com ng nonths, |an adapted
all of his cutting tools fromconventional cutting bits to tenporal swords. The
| athes didn't |look rmuch different, but the Bridgeports |ooked |ike they were
decapitated with their notors and gearboxes gone. And the saws were reduced down
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to being little nore than holding fixtures! Eventually, lan replaced all five of
his saws with sinple clanps to hold the swords accurately, and had Hasenpfeffer
sell the surplus nachine tools.

At the other end of the spectrum as a weapon, it was sonething to make a conbat
veteran perk up, drool, and pant with lust. Wth a flick of your wist, you
could cut throughanything with this puppy! | nmean that if a Shernan tank

of fended you, you could turn it into a pile of small netal chunks in seconds.
And the only sounds anybody woul d hear woul d be a quiet hiss and the much | ouder
sound of bits of dead tank hitting the ground.

But you couldn't fence with one because you couldn't parry. Two beans

interpenetrated without difficulty. | figured that it was just as well, since
think that Hasenpfeffer has a Zorro streak in him and a tenporal sword wasn't a
pl ay toy.

put a light bulb in the butt, letting it serve as a flashlight as well as a

cutting tool. This use was not encouraged because it quickly ran down the
batteries.

lan and | tal ked about hi gh-output, |ong-range pul sed nodel s—+ifles and

pi st ol s—but, probably because none of us hunted, it was a long while before we
got around to nmking any.

Anyway, when the first "production" nodel was done, | took it outside to run a
real world test, or, in the popular vernacular, to play with it.

It was a beautiful day and Hasenpfeffer was trimmng the hedge with a pair of
huge, two handed scissors. He was still doing nost of the drudge work around the
pl ace because he wasn't of nmuch use el sewhere.

went to the shaggy end of the hedge, adjusted the blade to about three feet,

and held the beam horizontally at shoul der | evel, where the hedge shoul d be
topped. Then | wal ked steadily towards Hasenpfeffer, neatly trimrng the shrubs
to height. He saw ne, stared at ne, and regi stered pl easant shock

"Gve ne that thing!"

"Hey, sure Jim" | laughed. "Only it's as dangerous as sin and not quite as much
fun. Look, you hold all four of these triggers down to nake it work. Then this
slide controls blade length and . . ."

"Got it!" He took it out of my hand, ignorant of the fact that it isvery bad
formto take a tool out of any workingman's hands. It's a fighting offense in
the Society of the Conpetent.

He sl ashed at the hedge, gouging a hole that would take years to grow back in.
He | aughed and ran to sone Blue Spruce |lawn trees that were in need of clipping.
He began vigorously trimring them slicing thin cuts into the lawn that nade
hash out of the automatic sprinkler system

once read the report of an early Spanish explorer who had given a jungle

native a sharp steel nmachete. This Indian had spent much of his life pushing
thick greenery aside so that he could wal k upright, forcing his way around it
when he had to, and bow ng under it when nothing el se would suffice.

The Indian tried a few swings with the machete and suddenly realized that he now
had the power to slash his lifelong tormentor asunder! He ran off |aughing,
screamng and yelling war cries while butchering the vines and shrubs of the
Amazon. A little technol ogy sonetines goes a | ong way.

Eventual |y, hours later, the Indian came back to canp with hIS new bl ade hangi ng
fromhis exhausted right arm He was slick with sweat, and the explorer
described his facial expression as of "one who had just enjoyed sexual release."
Hasenpfeffer acted just like that Indian. He trimed a few nore snall fir trees,
| aughi ng and shouting, working his way to the "back forty." He slashed a big,
ornanmental boulder in half, screaming |ike a cowboy, or maybe a Rebe

caval ryman. Then he fixed his attention on a big sugar maple which grew at the
edge of the | awn.

lan heard the shouting and canme out in tine to see the ancient tree fall to a
single cut! Wth great, uncharacteristic agility, Hasenpfeffer |eaped at his
foe, gleefully chopping it in seconds into firewood.

"Hasenpfeffer, what happened to your ecol ogy thing?" |an shouted.

It was one of our nmany continuing argunments. | figured that it was our world and
we shouldn't nake it dirty, but lan had this sem -religious idea that we were

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (28 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

noral |y obligated touse everything that God had given to us here on earth.
Hasenpfeffer was a flanming, |eft-wi ng ecology freak. He |oudly defended the
"right to life" of |eeches, snail darters, puff adders and every other living
creature except for nobsquitoes, of course, and the cow he was currently eating.
And here he was, butchering this innocent tree.

"We've already got a five-year supply of firewood!" |an added.

"My God. You're right." Shocked at his own actions, Hasenpfeffer dropped to his
knees. Forgetting that all he had to do to turn off the blade was to |let go of
any one of the four triggers, he stupidly reached for the blade | ength
adjustnent with his left hand. H's nania over, his clunsiness returned, and
that's when Hasenpfeffer pitched in his part.

The thin, black thread of nothingness crossed his palm and four still connected
fingers hit the dirt before he felt the pain.

I got a tourniquet around his wist and we drove himto the U of M Hospital,
where things were considerably nore sophisticated than they are in the Upper
Peni nsula. lan had had the brains to pick up the severed fingers, put themon
ice, and bring them al ong. The doctors were able to sew them back on, bl ood
vessel s, tendons, and all

In a few nonths they worked again, after a fashion, but the nerves never
regenerated. Most of his |eft hand was nunb.

The nedical bills nade a major dent in our cash reserves.

Despite Jims accident, lan and | got to wearing our swords all the tine, just
like we both always carried our calculators clipped to our belts.

Hasenpfeffer wouldn't touch a sword after his accident. He clainmed that our
carrying themwas an atavistic fetish, a response to our primtive blood |usts,
and a stupid macho stunt.

Well, he rarely touched a cal cul ator, either

Adm ttedly, a sword was rarely useful as a tool. After the first week, | used ny
Swiss Arny jackknife ten tinmes for every tine | used ny sword. It was just too
powerful for npbst ordinary things—+t was too easy to cut the circuit board you
were working on in half when you only neant to trima |ead.

Qut in the shop, cutting steel and ceramcs, lan used variations of the sword
all the tinme. By then, he had replaced themas the cutting tools on all of his
|lathes and mills and saws. But | rarely renmenber seeing himusing the one that
was clipped to his waist.

A feeling of power? Maybe. | suppose that | could have cut a truck in half if I
ever needed to. But that sane |ine of reasoning said that ny calcul ator, ny
wal | et and ny keys each gave ne, in their own ways, a simlar feeling of power.
I felt naked with any one of them m ssing.

Al I knowis that itfelt good to have ny sword there.

CHAPTER TEN

Lateral Displacenent and Practical Jokes

Work continued, but we started hitting technical snags, the worst of which was
the lateral displacenent problem

At first, we'd been running nost of our tests for short tine periods, a few
seconds or so, for the sake of convenience, so the problemwasn't inmediately
noti ceabl e, but when sonething was transported, it didn't reenerge in exactly
the same place as it left. It never noved up or down nuch, but it shifted
sideways in a randomdirection that averaged six inches per hour, assum ng
"drunkard's wal k" statistics.

We sonetinmes had a hard tine finding a test object when it energed in the air,
and because of this, we got to sending snall, Citizen Band radi os as test
objects. Areceiver was wired up to a comercial time clock, so if the

wal ki e-tal ki e ererged when we weren't there to observe it, we at |east knew when
it happened.

Fromthere it was a sinple matter, if nothing was broken, of using a radio
direction finder to | ocate our vagrant test object. Later, we got to putting
themin steel canisters, to protect the radios fromthe shock of hitting the
ground.

What made this |lateral displacenent problem so serious was that on reenergence

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (29 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

our test object suddenly co-existed in the sane space as whatever el se was
there. Energing in air killed anything alive and degraded el ectronic circuits
sonmething fierce. Energing within a solid or liquid usually caused an expl osion
If we could tell exactlywhere sonething would energe, it would be easy, or at

| east possible, to arrange to have a hard vacuum waiting there. But when a thing
could drift amle in a year

Well, things started getting grim W spent nore than a year trying to get a
handl e on the problem naking hundreds of tests and wrecking a circuit and a
radio on nost of them W had test objects reenerging in the dammdest pl aces,

bl asting twenty trees, destroying a drill press in the shop, and bl ow ng out
Hasenpfeffer's bedroomwal |, just when he was getting into his latest chick

But eventually sonething useful enmerged. After tediously charting the exact
times and places of every departure and arrival, lan discovered that, while the
actual displacenment seened to be random nonetheless ittracked according to the
sidereal day. If you sent sonmething at noon for (say) exactly fifteen hours into
the future, leaving point A and reenerging at point B, then you could do the
sanme thing tonorrow at 11:56 and it would go fromthe sane point Ato the sane
poi nt B.

This gave us a handle on the lateral displacenent problem

The three of us celebrated by going out to a good restaurant, a seafood place
since it was ny turn to pick, and | had devel oped a taste for critters with hard
skins during ny years in Massachusetts. Hasenpfeffer ordered us a dozen raw
oysters for an appetizer, and he and | dug into them

lan hel d back. He had been raised in a conservative, WASP househol d whi ch
apparently subsisted on boiled chicken, boiled potatoes, and boil ed beef on
Sundays. No seafoods, no foreign foods, and no spices at all

"Cone on, lan. At leasttry one! They're delicious!" Hasenpfeffer said.

I an picked one up and | ooked at it dubiously.

"I't looks like a glob of grey snot," he said.

"Yeah, it |ooks funny, but it tastes strange, too," | said. "Sort of salty and
slippery, since you swallow them whole. But they really are delicious, even
though | can't say exactly why."

Hasenpfeffer as always was nore persuasive than | was. Eventually lan closed his
eyes and slurped the little bivalve down. He had a strange expression on his
face, as though he knew t hat sonehow, another joke was being played on him

That expression nmust have been where Hasenpfeffer got his clue for the stunt he

pul | ed.

"But, but, you DIDNT KILL IT!" he yelled. "You were supposed to kill it with
your fork first, just before you ate it! It's still alive, man! My God, it'll
eat your guts out! You've got to kill the dammed thing before it perforates your

intestines and kills you! Here, quick, drink this!"

And with that, Hasenpfeffer handed our terrified friend a |arge bottle of Cajun
Hot Sauce, sonething that |an had never seen before, let alone tasted. And
before | could stop him the little fell ow upended the bottle and drank it all
down at one gul p.

lan had never even eaten a taco, so I'll let you imagine the results of
Hasenpfeffer's sadistic stunt. It wecked the evening, and lan couldn't talk
properly for days. | gave Hasenpfeffer a nmilitary style chewi ng out, once we got

honme, and he was pretty contrite about the whole thing. lan just shook his head
and wal ked out.

| saw lan the next day, heading out to the woods behind our place. He had a four
foot |ong one-by-six board under his arm and was further equipped with a rol

of toilet paper, one of those cardboard tubes you get when the toilet paper is
used up, a plastic garbage bag, and a pair of heavy rubber gl oves.

"Not neaning to invade your privacy, you understand, but just what in thehel

are you up to?" | asked.

He | ooked at ne and snmiled. He gestured to his throat, as if to say he couldn't
speak, and continued on his way, |eaving nme standing there.

A week later, he was sitting at the kitchen table with the same rubber gl oves
on. lan had always been an incredibly neat person, and the table was now covered
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with neatly aligned newspapers. He was carefully unrolling an oversized roll of
toil et paper, taking out hundreds of nowdried poison ivy |eaves, and dropping
themcarefully into a lined trash container. He then rerolled the paper on

anot her cardboard tube, and was doing so neat a job of it that it |ooked like a
brand new roll, even though it had soaked up a deadly oil fromthe green and red
| eaves.

| shuddered to think about what this meant, but again | had brains enough not to
get invol ved.

The next day, Hasenpfeffer developed a terrible rash on his ass, and his current
| ady friend went hone carrying her underpants in her hand, never to be seen
agai n. She was angry, and nuttering sonethi ng about V.D.

Venereal diseases were nearly nonexistent in the early seventies, having been

al rost wi ped out accidentally by doctors who were handi ng out antibiotics for
everything fromhead colds to sprained ankles. O course, at the tine, nobody
knew t hat, and governnment ads still harped about how deadly V.D. was.

I found Jimlying naked on his stomach in bed, with his legs spread. | told him
that it didn't look like any sort of V.D. that |I'd ever seen, and suggested that
atrip to a dermatol ogi st mght be appropriate.

The doctor insisted that it was poison ivy, even though Hasenpfeffer insisted
that such a thing was inmpossible. One shot cleared the problemup, though, and
you can't argue with success.

Except, of course, that the next day, having perforce used his toilet and toilet
paper again, he had a relapse. | drove himback to the same doctor, who gave him
anot her shot, and warned himto | aundereverything he owned, and especially
anything his butt m ght have touched.

For eight days, each norning | drove Hasenpfeffer to the doctor, who was
becom ng increasingly agitated. | can't begin to describe Hasenpfeffer's nood,
except to say that it involved a lot of raw hate, with a suicidal backdrop

It was time to talk to lan

"And you are positive that he has now suffered nmore than | did?" |an said.

"Absol utely. That poor boy now knows suffering like the way he knows how to tal k
a chick into bed."

"Wel |, perhaps | could renpove the toilet paper fromhis john in a day or two."
"Do it now Please."

"But . . ."

"Now, or I'll tell Hasenpfeffer the cause of his troubles.”

"So nowit's threats, is it?"

"Not really, but look. |I've |l et you have fair vengeance for what he did to you

But enough is enough! End this thing, before he figures out that all of his
pain, and his last girl friend s pain, has been deliberately caused by you!"

"I did not deliberately hurt her. That was an accident."

"I't was rank carel essness on your part, and as an engi neer, you should have

pl anned nore carefully. Anyway, when Hasenpfeffer finds out that you pulled this
on him he will retaliate, and whatever his response is, it is sure to be nuch
worse that an ass full of poison ivy. And you know full well that after he does
that, you'll do something even worse to him In time, this thing is likely to
escal ate until one of you is dead."

"You think it would actually go that far?"

"Yeah. | do."

"Well, okay. You talked me into it. I'll do it now while he's still gone. The
roll's nearly enpty, anyway."

So, thanks to nme, they didn't kill each other, the three-way partnership didn't

sel f-destruct, and tine travel would still have a chance to be invented.

* * *

I'"d spent a lot of tine mulling over the problem of going backward in tine.
Since | couldn't handle nore than three dinmensions in ny head, | started by

i magi ning two of the ordinary ones out of existence. This left ne with a one
di nensional string, or sometimes it was a line on a piece of paper. Then,
coul d imagine the fourth dimension, tine, as being like an infinite nunber of
strings, lying one beside another. Well, | can't really think in infinities,
either, but call it a |arge nunber of strings.
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Each second that goes by, a zillion or so new strings are |aid down. Now, the
strings that will go onward into the future don't exist yet, so it isn't hard to
take the NOWstring and push part of it in that direction. It |ands ahead of
everything else, and waits there (can | really say that?) until the rest of the
worl d catches up with it.

At that time, thenow and the transported thing may or may not interact,
dependi ng on whether or not there was any matter at that time and place in

t henow .

On the other hand, all of the strings that lie behind thenow string still exist.
You can't go straight backward because the space behind you is all filled up
Maybe that could explain all the extra energy we kicked up when | threw the
circuit into reverse. It was like we had an infinite line of railroad cars
rolling free behind us, and I was janmm ng on the brake. O course things heated
up!

It took me two hours to explain ny admttedly fuzzy thoughts to lan, who was

|l ess than violently enthusiastic about the concept.

"It's an interesting anal ogy, Tom but that's all it is. An anal ogy. Anal ogies
are slippery things, and not to be confused with reality. And even if it is a
good anal ogy, which we have no way of know ng, where does it get us? If you are

right, then we never will be able to go to the past, and I, for one, will be
profoundly di sappointed. I don't knowif |I've ever nentioned this, but the big
reason why | want access to the past isn't in order to know which stock to buy,
or what horse to bet on. | want to know exactly what happened, all through human

history. And you're telling ne that | can't do it!"

"Not quite, nmy friend! You can't go back there only if A ny analogy is correct,
and B) we live in a four dinensional universe. That is to say, the two that I
threw away, the one represented by the length of the Iine, and the one we |ike
to call time."

"So? Isn't that obviously the case?"

"I don't know. Is it? All I'mthinking is that if all we've got are four

di mensi ons, then we can't have backward tinme travel. But imagine if there was
one nore dinension. Put it at right angles to the tine dinension, and hope it
doesn't have any matter in it. If both those things turned out to be true, we
shoul d be able to pick sonething in thenow |ineup off the paper, nove it
backward however far we want, and then cone back onto the paper in the past."
"Interesting. So we have to start by inmagining the world was nade the way it
woul d have to be for our project to succeed, and then seeing if we do succeed to
know whether it's built that way or not."

"Cl ose, although if we don't succeed, it proves nothing. After all, our failure
just could be because we're stupid. But yes, we either have to assune that
success is possible in this universe, or give up."

"Put that way, it's not so farfetched, Tom So what precisely do you think we
shoul d do next? Just how do we handl e this possibly inmaginary but absolutely
necessary fifth di nensi on?"

"I think naybe that the place to start is with varying the phase angles in that
part of the circuit that seened to be trying to take us back. | nean, if a 180
degree shift took us backward, what would all the other possibilities do?"

A month later, we had an instrunent canister |eave and never cone back anywhere
or anywhen that we were aware of. Since it was only powered to be gone for a few
m nutes at nost, we guessed that this neant that it went off sideways, and got

|l ost there. It seemed only fair to call that a victory.

Next, we would have to arrange for a canister to swing out sideways in the fifth
di mension, stop swinging, go back in tinme, and then swing in sideways exactly as
far as we had swung out. It seened sinple enough at the tine, but renenber that
this was happening in the early seventies, before |large scale integration was
nmore than a gleamin an engineer's eye. Before we were done, we needed two
hundred pounds of conputer to do the navigating, and each test had a twenty
percent chance of destroying everything electronic on reenergence.

Things started getting very expensive.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
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Robbi ng a Bank

We were naking progress, but we were al so going broke, and every tine we plotted
bot h curves on graph paper, it always showed goi ng broke w nning the race.

A quarter of a mllion dollars had seened |ike a fabul ous sum when we started,
but research is expensive. Wile we were living as frugally as possible, there
were bills that just had to be paid. The power bill, for exanple, and food.

Oh, we already had a nunber of useful and probably highly profitable products,
but we knew that tinme travel was the biggie. If we sold the bonb or the sword,
even if we manufactured them oursel ves, sonebody el se would inevitably figure
out what we were doing. W toyed with the idea of setting ourselves up as a
subcontracting job shop, specializing in working with hard to cut materials, but
the sane problem was there. Subcontracting from other engi neering conpani es,
we'd get a lot of bright people curious about how we were doi ng what we were

doi ng, and there would go security. Then where would we be? The t hought of two

or nore teans out killing each other's grandfathers was scary.
I figured the safest thing to do was to rob a bank
"l don't know what Hasenpfeffer will think about robbing a bank," lan said over

a cup of teainny lab. "His norality wouldn't have pleased Martin Luther, but
he does seemto have a certain sort of ethics."

"Hell, he'll probably enjoy it. At least it'll give himsonething to do."

"Tom it's so damed frustrating!" lan said. "W've had working tine travel for
al nrost a year and it's totally useless.”

"Hey, not conpletely useless. It's erratic, and we can't send ani nate objects
yet, but we can rob a bank with it," | said.

"I just wish we knew nore about the theory. There has got to be sone way of
easing back into the continuum instead of this bang-bang thing we've been

doi ng."

"Wel I, you've got your choice. | can give you a uniformfield, and you can
energe all at once in the same volune of space that the air insists on
occupying, at which point you can die painfully of the bends. O, | can give you

a non-uniformfield, and you can cone back a little bit at a tinme, and die
painlessly as each little bit falls on the floor. Assum ng that you don't cone
backin the floor, that is. | think that as far as the fifth dinension is
concerned, our three normal ones don't seemto have any thickness at all. You
can't ease a hole into sonmething that is infinitely thin. You either punch the
hole in it, or you don't."

"Maybe if we could sonehow tilt the canister sonehow in either the fourth or
fifth dinmensions. Then we could cone in at a sort of an angle, and gently push
the existing matter out of the way."

"W can do roll, pitch, and yawl things in the normal three. W' ve seen no
indication that they're possible in the other ones. Anyway, doing all three
supposes at |east six dinensions out there, and that gets to be nore than ny
little brain can handl e. Now, about robbing a bank . . ."

"It's definite now that the radiation is caused by random nucl ear fusions on
reenergence. Wien two objects are suddenly in the same place at the sane tine, a
smal | percentage of the atom c nuclei are close enough to fuse, generating sone
strange isotopes. And we know the field correlates sonehow with the | oca
gravitational gradient. But why the random | ateral displacenent on reenergence?

We know that it tracks on the sidereal day and year, but we still haven't the
foggi est notion ofwhy it does it!" lan wasn't biting.

"Hell, continental drift, for all I know O nmagna flows. O solar flares. O
phases of the nmobon. Look, I'mto the point where |I'mstarting to understand why

sonething iswhen it is. I've got no idea why it'swhere it is. They buried what
was | eft of the only person who could give us sone straight answers. Damm t,
we're running out of noney! In three nonths we'll be out of credit. W've got to
rob a bank!"

"W coul d have a breakt hrough at any time, Tom You're talking about grand

| arceny!"

"Hey, we've been | ooking for that breakthrough for el even nonths. And we can rig
the robbery to take place a year after we get the nobney. W can even deposit it
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in the sanme bank we're going to rob. W' d never get caught."

"But theft, TonP"

"So, banks are insured. Nobody will get hurt."

"Nobody? Look at all the danage we've caused around the property here. Nobody's
been hurt, because we're out in the country. You're tal king about doing it in

downt own Ann Arbor! We'd kill soneone for sure."
"W can have the whol e thing happen at three in the norning, when no one's
around," | said. "Look. W rent the garage across fromthe bank. We build a tine

cabi net large enough to hold a big truck. W send the truck back rmaybe three
hundred years, before this town was built, before there was any significant
number of people around. The truck drives forward exactly eighty feet. Inside
the truck we have another tinme cabinet. It goes forward three hundred and one
years—+ight to the sidereal second—and energes in the same space as the bank
vault, so the noney is inside the tinme field. It comes back with the contents of
the vault to the truck. The truck backs up to where the garage will be and the
whol e thing comes back to now W have a year to loot the vault before the
robbery takes place! | can have the controls ready in a week, and it shoul dn't
take you much | onger to nake the cabinets."

"You' ve been thinking about this for some tinme, haven't you?"

"Yeah. "

"Wel |, you've been thinking stupid, the whole while! First off, aside fromthe
nmoral questions, you're tal king about cabinets a hundred tines |larger than
anything we've ever built. Scaling up isn't always as easy as it sounds. W
don't know what problens we'll run into. Two. If your truck gets hung up driving
that eighty feet across who knows what, we've got a first class anachroni sm our
hands. And three, worst of all, you're expecting the inner tinme cabinet to
energe four tines in air, or sonething worse. It'll be as radioactive as sin and
shot through with rust. There's not a chance in hell of it being operational for
that trip back."

"You weren't listening. Any one tinme circuit only has to operate twi ce. The
money itself will only be transferred twice," | said, "so it won't be too bad.
Paper outgasses easily. And to heck with the tine cabinet. W can build anot her
one."

"And the truck?"

"W rent it."

"Well, maybe," lan said, "but it's going to be nore work and noney than you're
counting on. And we've got to get Hasenpfeffer in onit."

Hasenpfeffer wal ked into the Iab on cue, wearing the gaudy, bell-bottomtrousers
that were currently fashionable, but |ooking glunly at the floor

I turned off ny power supplies, hid the breadboard |I'd been working on, and put
the dust cover over ny Textronics scope. It was just conditioned reflexes on ny
part. He hadn't actually gotten cl ose enough to break anything, which was
probably conditioned reflexes on his part.

As | finished, Hasenpfeffer said, "There is something that | have to talk over
with you gentlenen."

"Shoot." |I'd never seen himthis far down.
"l have been trying," he said. "For well over two years | have been trying to
make a neaningful contribution to our endeavor. | have done whatever | coul d,

even the nost nenial of tasks. But this just is not sensible. The only rationa
thing is for ne to get a job el sewhere, and to hire sonmeone to do the trivia
around here. After all, washing your underwear is not the best use | can make of
my doctorate."

"Cheer up, Jim W're all doing a lot of dirty work. The twelve hours | have
just spent at a well-naned boring nill didn't have rmuch to do with

t her rodynami cs, " lan said.

"True, but we can't afford a machinist, and wecoul d afford a housekeeper. | can
make a better contribution with a paycheck."

"Look, there's sonething we're going to be doing over the next few weeks where
we' |l need your help. After that we can talk this over."

"What do you have in mind, TonP" Hasenpfeffer perked up

"Well, we're going to rob this bank."
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"What ! "

"Look, we're running out of noney." | said. "See, we get this truck, and we
build a big tinme cabinet in the garage across fromthe bank and . "

"Shit!" Hasenpfeffer |ooked at ne disgustedly. "W aren'tthat hard up." He went
over to a small test canister sitting on nmy work bench. "But if we really need
| arge anpbunts of capital, there are nore rational ways of obtaining it."

He opened the canister and took out a copy of next week'sWall Street Journa

CHAPTER TVELVE

Ri ch Again
We didn't see Hasenpfeffer for three nonths. He rented an office in town and as
best as we could tell, he was sleeping in it. At any rate, he sent over a

m ddl e- aged and overwei ght housekeeper who nmoved into his old room

She conpl ained a | ot about dirty socks in the famly roomand cigarette butts in
the coffee cups, but she stayed clear of the |ab and the shop. She was annoyi ng,
but lan and I found oursel ves working | onger hours than ever

Truth was, we m ssed Hasenpfeffer. He phoned us nmaybe once a week and told us to
just send all the bills of any kind over to him to spend whatever we had to,

but to get the job done. A courier, always an attractive young woman, but always
a different one, arrived every Mnday afternoon to pick up the bills. Fromthe
first, she dropped off a paycheck for the housekeeper and two nore for lan and
me. What ever Hasenpfeffer was doing, it nmust have been profitabl e, because |Ian
and | were now each drawing nore than |an had nade working for General Mdtors.
We started eating better and dressing better as well. C othes for sonebody ny
size al nost al ways have to be hand tailored, which is clothing store talk for
expensi ve. lan had troubl e buying clothes, too, unless he wanted to go to the
children's departnent.

Men's clothing styles went through a major evolution in the early seventies, and
now the two of us could look a little nmore "with it." lan was especially happy
that a man coul d now wear high heels and platformboots in public w thout being
considered a queer, and he still wore his heel lifters inside them | stuck with
| ow heel s, of course, but with boots, nobody nuch noticed.

Wonen' s cl ot hi ng was changi ng, too. Skirts had been creeping happily upward for
a decade, and had now gotten about as short as they could get w thout beconm ng a
wi de belt. See-through bl ouses were getting popular, and were often worn without
a bra, although they usually had two strategically |ocated pockets in front. The
scenery was thus better than ever, even if the two of us never got any of it to
t ake hone.

Strange to say, we also nissed the parade of Hasenpfeffer's |adies. For years,
lan and | had pl aced bets about the hair col or and probabl e neasurenents of his
next one, and just when this slender young thing woul d come along, but with Jim
gone, his |l adies were gone, too.

So we technical types had little left to do but work and spend noney. And spend
we did, I don't know how nmuch. W farned out a lot of the work but we always did
the final assenbly and program ng oursel ves.

And the work progressed. Money has a lot to do with the creative process. Wen
you' re broke, you spend all of your energy trying to cone up with inexpensive
solutions to your problens. Since we were flush again, lan and | fell into an
attitude of "Hell, it's only twenty thousand! Let's try it!"

One of the expensive things that worked was our discovery that you could nmake a
circuit reenerge bel ow ground by starting off below ground. And if you triggered
the circuit again within three nanoseconds after reenergence, before it had tine
to explode, it would usually still work.

This meant that working froma pressure chanber in the basenent, we could
transmt back a second, smaller sacrificial pressure chanber, which contained
its own tenporal circuitry. Imediately on reenergence, it sent itself and its
contents way out sideways, scattering it harm essly out over the fifth

di nension. At least we hoped it was harm ess. At any rate, we never saw anything
of any of them again.

Ten nanoseconds later, a second very sturdy pressure chanber arrived, which
stopped the walls of the hole fromcollapsing. Al so, the pressure chanber had a
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second tine circuit. This was used in "cannon" node, to send any air that
managed to leak into the chanber out to oblivion just before the next, third,
cani ster was due to arrive, insuring that it emerged into an absolutely hard
vacuum

The net result was a precisely |located hard vacuum the position of which
tracked with the chanber in the basenent. Exactly where it was physically was a
nmoot point, but a sidereal day later we could transmt to that time or receive
fromit. Qur first stopover station in the past went to exactly four years
bef or e.

Four years was an inconveniently long time froman experinental point of view,
but any shorter and there was the statical danger of having the canister
reenerge too close to the experinenter, nanely your hunble narrator, snuffing
him m ghtily.

What we had dreaned about for years was a tinme machi ne nuch |ike an autonobile,
where you could get in and go to whenever you wanted. Wat we had succeeded in
buil ding had nore in conmon with a railroad, with discrete stations at |east
four years apart along its "track."

To get any closer to a given point in tine, you either had to go back to the
nearest tinme before your target date, and then wait around until the tine you
want ed happened, or you had to build other lines with spacings of |onger than
four years, and then change lines several tinmes to get closer to when you wanted
to be.

This was | ess than ideal, but you had to admit that traveling by railroad was
superior to having absolutely no transportation at all

We got to the point where we sent a nouse back to 1967, let it stay there a day,
and then brought it back healthy and a day or so older. | say "or so" because
instruments indicated 5.4 seconds of "travel time," which was very puzzling.

It took tine to travel through tine.

Why di d whatever we sent "think" that it was traveling through the fourth

di mension, the way we normally do, when in fact it was flipping back and forth
through the fifth dinension andbackward in the fourth?

We argued for nonths over that one, and slowy a lot of things started to nmake
sense.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

Hasenpfeffer's Pl ace

Until the housekeeper arrived, |unch happened at sonme randomtinme between el even
and t hree, whenever soneone got hungry enough to cook enough for the three of
us. Wth Ms. Kelly around, well, lunch was served at noon, whether we were
ready to eat or not. | think that she consi dered anything el se to be sinful
Breakfast at seven and dinner at six were also prinme tenets of her religion.

Her only saving grace was that she would always put the food on the table and

| eave, which let the two of us talk shop over the dining roomtable wthout
breachi ng security.

At one point, discussing sonething having to do with causality, lan said, "It's
undefinable. It's |ike asking which cane first, the chicken or the egg?"
"That's a perfectly stupid question. Cbviously, the egg canme first."

"You seem renmarkably positive about that. Wuld you care to illuninate me with
the gl ow of this newf ound w sdonP"
"Certainly, nmy conventional little friend. Consider that what we call a chicken

is in fact a donesticated Ceyl onese jungle fow . That donestication could not
possi bly have taken place nore than ten thousand years ago."

"I''"ll accept that for the sake of argunent. What has it to do with the subject
at hand?"

"Why, everything. Eggs have been around for hundreds of nillions of years.

Billions, maybe. Dinosaurs |aid eggs, you know, and fishes were |aying eggs
I ong, long before that. The time difference between ten thousand years and a
billion years is so great as to make the question of priority blatantly obvious.

Now, had you asked about the chicken and thechicken egg , the problem m ght have
been | ess easily resolvable, but fortunately that's not what you said."
lan's rejoinder was lost for all tinme because | had to get up to answer the
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t el ephone.

"Tom can you and lan get over here at one this afternoon? It's inportant.”
Hasenpfeffer sounded tired over the phone.

"Sure. Where are you?" | said.

"l have the top two floors of the Madi son Building."

"The big new one on Third?"

"Yes. And put a suit on, will you? Appearances, you know. "

It was already hal f past noon, so we changed quickly w thout bothering to wash
up. We left on the run, not realizing that we'd never see our hone again. Ten

m nutes after we were gone, a snall fleet of noving vans arrived and cl eaned t he
place out in two hours flat. And | do nean cleaned out. They even took all the
trash in the garbage cans.

When we got to the Madi son Buil ding, we found that the top floor button on the
el evator had been replaced with a key lock, so we got off on the sixteenth. The
el evat or door opened on a large roomhalf-filled with inpressively dressed and
mani cured people. Silk ties. Leather attache cases. Three-piece grey wool suits.
Presiding over it all was an incredibly beautiful and efficient-Iooking wonman.
She sat behind this nine-foot desk that was just encrusted wi th gadgets.

"Quite a layout," lan said, |ooking past his dirty fingernails to his unshined
shoes.

"Yeah. Look, let's go sonmewheres and buy a tie or sonething."

The woman at the desk spotted us and cane over quickly, smling. "You nust be
M. MTavish and M. Kol czyskrenski."

An angel . She even pronounced ny name right. She ushered us past the briefcase
crowd and through a nmuch | arger room There were scores of desks with intent
people sitting at them talking quickly on an equal nunber of tel ephones. Wrd
processors were being operated. A big conputer on the far wall was in operation,
with dozens of big tape decks whirling and stopping and whirling once nore with
si mpl em nded diligence. Al told, maybe a hundred peopl e doing inportant | ooking
t hi ngs.

At the top of the escal ator, where they couldn't be seen fromthe floor bel ow,
stood two uniformed guards, festooned with radios, side arms and subnachine
guns. These were not your usual rent-a-cops. They were deadly types.

"This way, sir." The angel put her hand on a wall mrror and a heavy door opened
electrically.

"The screen is keyed to ny palmprint," she said. "This is as far as | am

all owed to go. The next door is keyed to both of your prints.”

"Hey, this is getting a little ridiculous,” | said.

"Dr. Hasenpfeffer's orders.”

"Look, Hasenpfeffer isn't God."

"I ndeed?"

| didn't know how to answer that one, so | went in and lan |inped after ne.

I nside were nore guards with that sleepy |ook and nore guns with thirty-round
clips. lan opened the next door and we finally saw Hasenpfeffer, sitting behind
a huge desk in a big, dirty, and profoundly cluttered office. There were old
newspapers and conputer printouts all over the place.

"l see that you gentlenen nade it."

"Quite a setup you have here, Jim"

"Thank you. It's quite necessary, | assure you."

"Look, what's with the guards and bank vault doors?" | asked.

"My friends, you nust understand that when you convert twel ve thousand dollars
into sonething in excess of twenty-six mllion within six nonths, people are
bound to ask questions. For obvious reasons, it is preferable that they do not
receive accurate answers."

"Twenty-six mllion!" | gasped.

"At present. Six tines that amount by this tinme tonmorrow, if all goes well."
Hasenpfeffer said.

"How in the hell did you do it?" lan rasped.

"The stock market. The race tracks. And real estate. | asked you both here to
sign several warranty deeds. W have four closings scheduled this afternoon, but
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I have arranged themat forty-five nminute intervals so as to interrupt your
schedules as little as possible."

"Li ke, what schedul es? W work and we sleep."

"Jim" lan said, "Wth the staff you have here, what do you need with our hel p?"
"I'n nost things | can act in your names with relatively little difficulty, but
when a mmj or corporation pays thirty-one mllion dollars for a parcel of oi
producing | and, they naturally expect a clear title."

"Hey, back up." | said. "Qursignatures? You nean | own a piece of this?"

"One third, of course. Thisis a group venture."

The year before, Hasenpfeffer had taken ny four-channel, two-gigahertz, delayed
sweep Textronics storage scope and dropped it down the basenment steps. It was at
this nonment that | finally forgave him

"But we rmust hurry," he continued. "It is inperative that we finish by 4:15.
Soybean futures will be hitting a three year lowthis afternoon, Geat Stag wll
be paying thirty-seven to one this evening, and Mtsubishi will be announcing a
three to one split at 11:30 local tinme. Cone, now. "

Hasenpfeffer led us quickly to the corridor

"I's that all?" lan was having troubl e keeping up with Hasenpfeffer's rapid,

jerky stride.

"Of course not. There's the heavywei ght chanpi onshi p, National Robotics is going
public in the norning, and Exxon wi |l announce an inexpensive shale oil recovery
process. It won't prove to be practical, but there will still be plenty of nobney
to be made in trading its stocks for a few nonths." Hasenpfeffer broke into a
trot. "We'll be receiving fifty-five million dollars in certified checks, which
must be in the bank before it closes."

"Hey, calmdown," | said. "The universe will still be here."

"If we upset today's schedule, we'll slow our growh by four nonths. So nmany

hi ghly profitable things are happening today! W are at a cusp, and there is a
sea tide in these things. W nmust not nmiss it!"

The office was enpty except for the angel

"Were are they, Haskins?"

"Standard G| called from Chicago. They'll be at |east an hour late, Dr.
Hasenpfeffer," the angel said.

"Reschedul e this afternoon's appointnents."

"I've been trying to, sir. | haven't been able to contact the Texaco group or
Bradf ord Devel opment. Mobile will get here on tinme, but not before. And they are
the last of the four."

"Most annoyi ng. Keep trying, Haskins."

When she left, Hasenpfeffer said, "Shit!" and flopped down on a couch. "Ch, yes.
There is the matter of your new | aboratory. | have taken the liberty of having a
nmovi ng conpany cl ean out your present quarters. | think the new facility in
Arizona will be very nuch to your Iliking."

"New facility!" lan cried. "What on earth for? W' ve got pretty nmuch what we
need right where we're at."

"Primarily for security. Your com ng here has announced your presence. W can
not have our project known to the public."

"Security! Dam it, if you think that 1'"'mgoing to |l et a gang of armed thugs
intony lab . . ." | said.

"Tom security forces are the | esser of the possible evils. Your staff can

i solate you fromany unpl easantries."

"Staff?" lan said. "Jim one of our primary goals with the tine field was to
keep it to ourselves. Wth a staff, there's bound to be a |leak."

"They will be quite reliable people, selected fromny own personnel here. Mny
of them are very conpetent, technically, and Haskins will set up the

organi zation along the lines of the Manhattan Project."

"Haski ns? The angel ?" | sai d.

"Yes, she'll be going with us as CGeneral Mnager. You'll find that she's quite
efficient."

| pondered maybe twenty nilliseconds.

"lan," | announced, "if you're against it, you're outvoted." Arizona suddenly

sounded good.
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"Don't worry, gentlenmen," Hasenpfeffer said. "Soon, |I'msure you will be
successful and we will soon be able to travel in the fourth di nension."
"Fourth? Jim we are working with at |east nine."

"Yeah, and | figure there's got to be at |l east two nore that we can't use, just

for the sake of symetry," | added.
"Havi ngel even di nmensions is symetrical ?"
"Sure, when you think about it properly,” | said. "Look, you can't go straight

back in time. If you tried to, you'd run into yourself before you left. You got
to go sideways through dinension five first, then work yourself back through
four, six and seven to your destination, then back through five to our own
conti nuum "

ndeed? | didn't realize that. But you said el even di mensi ons. Wat about the

rest of then?"

"There are only nine that we are really sure about, Jim" lan said. "The other
two exist only in Toms current hal f-baked theory. He'll change his m nd about
t hem t onorr ow. "

"The hell you say. Tonorrow s Wdnesday."

"Right. Jim we've decided that until further data is in, there are el even

d

mensi ons on Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday, and ni ne of them on Thursday,

Friday and Saturday. It shortens the argunents that way."
"On Sunday, God Hinself doesn't know," | added.
"Hush! On Sunday, it's indeterninate."

"I amstill confused, gentlenmen. Wether it is nine or eleven, you have stil
only nentioned using the first seven.”

"Ch, you wouldn't like those other two." lan said. "You wouldn't like them at
all."

"What ?"

"Uh, he nmeans that when we tried to use them things go away and don't cone
back," | said. "Ever."

wi sh | understood all that," Hasenpfeffer said. "Perhaps if | had studied

sone nore technical field."
"Well, don't let it trouble you. W don't know what we're doing, either."

suppose that your |ast statement should cause nme sone relief, but sonehow it

doesn't."

The angel popped in and announced that Standard G| had arrived. The probl em was
that the V.P. brought along four corporate | awers, each of whomtried to
justify his existence by delaying the proceedi ngs. Those bozos are paid by the
hour and like to sandbag it. It was 3:45 before the deal closed.

Haski ns popped in again. "Texaco is waiting in Ofice Nine, Mbile is in

E

ghteen, and Bradford is in Twelve."

"Lord!" Hasenpfeffer said as we ran to Office Nine. Texaco's | awers del ayed us
an additional twenty-five mnutes and Hasenpfeffer |ooked |like he was getting
ready to chew a hole in the conference table. W had five minutes left to close
two deals and get the nobney to the bank

"Just maybe!" Hasenpfeffer shouted as he rounded the corner to Office Eighteen
He ran crunch into a nan who was running in the opposite direction. They both
went sprawling on the floor.

"Excuse nme! But |'ve got to run!" Hasenpfeffer junped up. Hi s nose was bl eedi ng.

"Rel ax. Everything is all right.'

The stranger felt his own bandaged nose.

"Shit! Twicel"
"He's you!" lan's nouth was open
"Cbviously," the two of themsaid in unison

"But you can't do that, Jim W don't have it working for short tine periods
yet!™"

"COf course not,’

they said in unison again. Then the bandaged Hasenpfeffer, who

had been there before, stopped talking. "But you will."

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Arizona by the Sea
lan and | quickly signed the renmi ning two deeds and the bank's courier ran out

Wi

th the checks. Then we drove the bl eeding Hasenpfeffer to the hospital and got
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hi s broken nose fixed up. He pronptly ducked out of the side door of the
hospi tal | obby.

"I''"ll see you genlenen shortly," Hasenpfeffer said through his bandages.
"Hey! Hold on!" lan yelled. "I want to see this gadget |'mgoing to invent!"
"I woul d advi se agains tha. Seeing i mgh hanper your creaive processes," he
said fromthe doorway. And then he left.

And cane in the front door six seconds later with his suit nore crunpl ed and
weari ng a bigger bandage.

"Am | gone yet? Excellent! Cone! Onwards! On to the airport, and a glorious
future!"

"I's he drunk?"

"Hell, he's nore likely stoned," | said, but it turned out to be just high
spirits. W were hustled into a chauffeured stretched Cadillac that raced us to
the airport, abandoning our old Chrysler in the process. | have no idea what

became of it.

On the way to Detroit Metro, | pretty nuch convinced nyself that having a couple
of guys around who understood soldering irons and printed circuit |layouts m ght
speed things up a bit.

In front of the first terminal, a gorgeous airline stewardess flagged us down,
hopped in the car, slithered in tight beside me, and directed us to a smaller
termnal for private aircraft.

What none of us realized was that about the tinme we were boarding the plane, a
fair-sized horde of police and governnent types was descending on our facility
outside of Ann Arbor. Al they found was a couple of very enpty buildings. Even
the overhead cranes were gone fromthe shop

We took off in our own plane, a big wide-bodied jet no less, with a KIvVH
corporate logo on the tail. It had things |like showers and a sauna and si x of
the nost magnificent stewardesses |'d ever seen this side of an Alfred Hitchcok
nmovi e. Li ke, any one of these wormen could have nade it big in Hollywood.

lan was enbarrassed at first when one of themjoined us in the sauna. | guess
she was sone sort of dancer, because after a bit, she went through a nost
amazi ng series of stretching exercises.

"It's alnmost |ike she' sdisplaying for us, the way a bird does during a courtship

ritual,” | whispered to |an

"I think that that's exactly what she's doing," |an whispered back. "I've never
seen anything quite like it. Have you?"

"No, | haven't, ny son. But | have |ooked onit, and found it to be good."
Hasenpfeffer just took it all in and acted snug.

I was still trying to get up ny nerve to ask the dancer out to dinner some night

when the plane | anded at our own airport.
lan and | had found a bunch of suits and things—all of which fit!—n the closets
of our bedroons on the plane, so we didn't feel grubby entering the term na

bui | di ng.
"Gentlenmen," this big fellow said as we stepped into the airport |obby. "It is
certainly a great personal pleasure to neet you all personally at last. | am

Bradf ord Jenkins, and | have the personal honor of being the mayor of your city
of Morrow. "

My m nd had been blown totally away by the plane we flewin on, and |an was
standing there silent with his eyes unfocused, so it was kind of fun to see
Hasenpfeffer get flustered.

" Mayor ?"

"Yes, sir. In the first few years there were sonme mnor problens with | ost
tourists and fishernen. Sone representative of civil authority was needed to
greet them and shoo them away. So, while it wasn't in your origina
instructions, | was elected."

First few years? Hold on now.

"Uh, how long did this take to build?" | asked.

"Six years, of course, sir. And we were able to stay exactly on schedul e the
entire tine."

Al 1 could think of to say was, "Sure. That's uh, very good. You did a nice
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job."

"Wy, thank you, sir!" Jenkins' smile was too big to be anything but genuine. He
acted |i ke a suburban teenager being given his first car.

lan came out of his daze |ong enough to say, "And how rmuch did it cost?"

"Less than thirty billion, sir. | can get you the exact figure fromaccounti ng,
but | can personally assure you that we are well within budget."

"Of course." Hasenpfeffer was |ooking at a long line of people in the | obby, al
of whom were | ooking at us. "W would not have put you gentlenen in charge if we
did not have absol ute confidence in your abilities. Naturally, we will want a
conplete tour of the facilities, but for right now, we should not keep these
peopl e waiting."

You had to adnit that Hasenpfeffer was pretty quick when it came to people
situations.

"Yes sir. |I've taken the liberty of arranging your itinerary for the next few
days, but for now | would like the personal honor of introducing some of ny

col | eagues. "

That was ny first—and | ast, damm it!—experience with a reception line. | was

i ntroduced to well over a hundred nmen and wonen, all of whom | ooked as though
they had spenthours grooning thensel ves for the glorious occasion of neeting
yours truly. Al | could think of to do was to inmtate Hasenpfeffer, who was
smling, shaking hands and saying things |ike "How are you?" and "It is so good
to neet you at last!"

Most of themwere in suits and dresses, but there were a dozen towards the
mddle in bright green nmilitary outfits. 1'd spent four years as a second cl ass
ai rman—er worse—and it was kind of strange having a bird colonel clicking his
heel s and sayi ng "Thank you, sir!"

It wasn't until | got near the end of the line that | noticed that there was a
certain saneness to all of them Al of the men were big and athletic |ooking.
That's to say, big as ordinary people go. Not ny size, of course. The wonen were
all healthy and remarkably pretty.

Wiy pretty? | nean, these | adies weren't decorations or sonebody's second wife.
They were all officials of one sort or another. Hasenpfeffer had al ways | oved
the | adies, but he wasn't the sort of guy who would pronote a wonman on the basis
of her sex appeal

Anyhow, everybody seened to know whowe were, as if they'd seen photographs or
sonmething. It was only when we were being ushered into a waiting private subway
car that | realized that |I hadn't renmenbered one single nane.

Five mnutes later, Jenkins led the three of us up an escalator into a
tastefully lighted park. In the distance, | could see the noon glinting off the
ocean, | could hear the surf and snell the salt air. The park was flanked on
three sides by pal aces. "Mansions" woul d have been a derogatory termapplied to
t hese pl aces.

"We've arranged these quarters for you," Jenkins said. "I hope that they wll
prove adequate. You are doubtless tired fromyour journey, so, with your

perm ssion, | will leave you now Wuld it be convenient if | personally picked
you up at nine tonorrow norni ng?"

"That woul d be excellent." Hasenpfeffer turned and started wal ki ng towards a
huge free-form concrete and glass structure that he had apparently clainmed for
hi s own.

lan and | just stood there.

I had spent the norning in ny lab in the basement in M chigan, burning ny
fingers on a soldering iron. Now, it was quiet for the first time in twelve
hours. Silence, with just the hiss of the surf and the snell of salt air in a
mani cured park in front of ny palace in nmy city by the sea in Arizona
"HASENPFEFFER! " | yell ed when he was two hundred yards away. "GET YOUR ASS BACK
HERE! "

He trudged back to us. "Gentlenen, it has been a |long day. It has been four
hours | onger for me than it has for you. My nose hurts. W apparently have a
busy day ahead of us tonorrow. Please, let's get sone sleep."

"Dammit, not 'til you do some explaining!"

"Yeah." lan said. "The office | could believe, andmaybe the airplane, Jim But
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this . . . thiscity is flat shit inpossible!"

"I't should be obvious that your technical endeavors will be quite successful,
and that sone tinme in the future—eur subjective futures, that is—we are going to
fund a group to build this facility for us. Yes. It should be perfectly

obvi ous. "

"Look, what about the goddammocean inArizona ?" | said.

"l assume that we will decide to build this in some place other than in

Ari zona."

"CGther place? . . . You nean you've never been here before either?" | tried to
poi nt at himbut ny hand was shaki ng.

"l decided this norning that we needed sonething better in the way of a physica
pl ant, since we could now afford it, and that if | was sendi ng newspapers back
to nyself, why not letters and noney so as to get us a facility when we needed
it? Then, when it becane obvious that you would solve the probl em of
transporting people, | realized that it would be nore convenient to go back and
do it personally, rather than bothering with clunsy correspondence. "

"So you just went to the plane and assuned that the pilot would know where to
go?" lan was staring w de-eyed

"True. Although | didn't expect such an el aborate aircraft."

"You didn't even know about the fucking airplane!” For a Christian, lan sure
swears a | ot.

"l assumed that | would arrange sonething. It is really quite anusing. You see,
the Ann Arbor facility is called Hasenpfeffer Investnents. | have been buying
and selling KVMH Corporation stock for nonths without realizing that KWVH nust
stand for Kol czyskrenski, MTavi sh and Hasenpfeffer."

"How come Tomi s nane comes first?"

"W will probably flip a coin about it. | amperfectly content with ny nane
being |l ast. Please, gentlenen, let us get some sleep." Hasenpfeffer headed back
to the concrete and gl ass thing.

"Well, take your pick." | pointed to the other two pal aces.

"It's already been decided, | think. | like the Taj Mahal, so you nust want
Carel ot . "

"Yeah. | guess so. See you in the norning."

"Wait. Tom do you have a quarter?"

"Huh? Yeah." | said.

"Flipit. Let it fall on the ground. Heads your nane cones first, tails mne."
"Hell, that's ridiculous. After a day |ike today you're worried about the

conpany | ogo?"
"No. It's inportant."

"Christ." | dug out the quarter | had in nmy right pocket. I'd been carrying the
two of themaround for over a year, waiting for the right opportunity. | flipped
it and of course it cane up heads.

"So nuch for predestination and free will." lan |inped over to his pal ace

Maki ng a two-headed coin is fairly sinple once you have access to a Browne and
Sharp surface grinder and a soldering gun. You just grind the tails off two
quarters and solder themneatly together. | ask you, would it really be sensible
to repaint the airplane, change all the signs on all the buildings, and print up
new | etterheads and stock certificates? And just because lan has this religious
hangup?

Anyway, KMH sounds better than MKH, and one nust never underestinmate the

i mportance of esthetics.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

My Princess in My Pal ace

My pal ace wasn't so nmuch an English castle as it was Germanic with heavy Slavic
overtones. It had lots of gold leaf and curlicues, and | liked it. | found
mysel f grinning as | wal ked towards the place. A huge ornanental drawbridge was
| owering on massive iron chains, while a heavy portcullis was rising. So, if
there is a God, and he wants to smile at you, wouldn't it be sacrilegious not to
smi |l e back?

God wasn't standing in the entrance way, but a goddess was. An amazi ng wonan who
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was wearing a sideless, backless outfit that | maybe saw once onStar Trek
where the girls are all sexy. She wal ked over and cane cl ose, much closer than

worren normal ly come to nme. | caught a slight whiff of burning autumm | eaves.
She | ooked up at ne with these huge viol et eyes.

"Good evening, sir. |'mBarbara Prescott, your mmjordonp."

By this tinme, of course, | didn't have nuch mind left to be bl own away, so
said, "H."

"Hello, sir." Barb had this intense, eager |ook

"Uh, Barb, where are we?"

"At your hone, sir."

"No. | mean this place."

"We're on the outskirts of Morrow, in San Sebastian, sir.
"Better. Now what and where is San Sebastian?"

"San Sebastian is an independent island nation in the Leeward |slands of the
Lesser Antilles."

"Yeah. Where are the Lesser Antilles?" | wasn't doing nmuch to inpress her, but
heck, 1'd never make it with a worman this good | ooki ng anyway.

"North of Venezuela and east of Cuba, sir."

"Ckay, got it. This is sone sort of banana republic?"

"No sir. Bananas don't grow here and this is—er was—a kingdom Actually, the
governnental systemis sonewhat undefined, just now "

"Lord. A revolution going on?"

"No, sir."

"Wl I, we bought off the |ocal governnent, or what?"

"I think that 'bought out' would be a better term sir. The forner 'king' was a
Greek shipping nagnate. He'd only visited San Sebastian once."

"Ch. We bought an entire country?"

"It really isn't nuch of a country, sir. It's only about twenty kiloneters |ong
and el even wi de, depending on the tides. W only paid six mllion dollars for
it. San Sebastian had no economic value, but it had the political advantage of
bei ng a sovereign nation."

"Ww. | didn't know such things still existed."

"Ch, yes, sir. Actually, we had our choice of four of them"™

"Yeah? What happened to the peopl e?"

"There were only eighteen inhabitants, sir. They were paid a few thousand
dol l ars each to nove to anot her—on-soverei gn—sland that we bought for them™
"And that was six years ago?"

"Yes, sir. Then we built Mirrow with KIVH Corporation funds and re-inhabited it
with our own people."”

So when | was joining the Air Farce because | couldn't afford college tuition, I

was al so a king or sonething, with billions of dollars. Weird.
"Yeah. How many of you are there?" | asked.

"Qur present popul ation here is about sixty-five thousand, sir."
"Sixty-five . . . Wiere did they all cone fronP"

"I"'mnot allowed to tell you that, sir."

"Not all owed? |I thought that | was one of the bosses around here?"

"You are, sir."

"Then answer ny question."

"No, sir." Barb wasn't angry, but | could see that she wasn't going to budge.
renenber ed what Hasenpfeffer said about how we woul d probably have good reasons
for doing what ever it was that we did, so | let it drop for the tinme being.
Mostly, | was still too fuzzy headed to want to argue.

"Ckay. It was just that | was under the inpression that this was going to be
built in Arizona."

"Yes, sir. Wuld you like to neet your staff now?"

" Staf f 2"

"Yes, sir."

I figured that if |I met nmy soldering-iron crew at this point, they'd likely
think that | was a nmunbling idiot, and they'd be right.

"Uh, no. Barb, I'mpretty far into stimnmulus saturation.”
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"As you wish, sir. Perhaps you would |ike dinner."

She kept looking at ne straight in the eyes, sort of eager and switching her
gaze fromone eye to another. It kind of scared ne. | mean, look, |I'd been in
the Fat Boy's Club at Westover Field, and 1'd put on fifty pounds since |eaving
the service. | was sort of pudgy. Make that fat. | was conpletely hairless and
my skin was still pretty blotchy. And while |'ve never been quite sure what the
typical American wonan wanted, a long series of hard knocks had taught ne that
whatever it is, it ain't me. Grls just don't look at ne like that. And
certainly not the nost beautiful wonman |'d ever seen

"Yeah. Sure. | could use a bite to eat." | tried grinning back at her and Barb

| ooked ecstatic.

"Very good, sir. The banquet hall is this way."

"Banquet ? No. No. Please, Barb, just, just sonething small and informal."

"As you wish, sir. Anything in particular? Polish? Syrian? Chi nese?"

"Chi nese, | guess."

"Yes sir. The Confucian Roomis this way."

Barb | ed nme through an entrance hall that woul d have put a Hyatt hotel to shane,
and then down a |long corridor.

It was obvious that the building had been built with me in mnd. Al of the
doorways were at |east eight feet high, and all of the furniture was properly
over si zed.

She led me into a candle lit room It was decorated with a ot of jade, Mng
dynasty, nmaybe, and what | ooked |ike Shang bronze work. It was all imtation, of
course, because it all |ooked new. The w ndow overl ooked an encl osed garden that
was nore Japanese than Chinese, but the total effect was stunning.

Al so stunning was the tiny Oriental girl who was kneeling at ny feet undoing ny
shoel aces. After that she started taking off the rest of nmy clothes. For a while
there I wasn't sure when she was going to stop undressing ne, but | was soon

| ed—barefoot, and without nmy tie or jacket—+o a |ow table.

Barb was still standing at the door, |ike she was waiting for sonething.

"Wul d you, uh, care to join nme?" | said.

And Barb was grinning ecstatically again.

Qur ninety-pound waitress (rmai d?) (servant?) was naned Mng Po. | let Barb order
the neal, since |I'd been getting along nostly on Big Macs and Gal |l o Pai sano,
which didn't seemto be quite appropriate. | nissed the nane of the wine Barb

pi cked, but M. Gallo has sone catching up to do.

M ng Po had this habit of kneeling behind a pierced screen, watching to see if
we want ed anything. Wien she went to get the food, | said to Barb, "You knhow,
she's as pretty as that ballerina on the plane."

"Yes, sir." She was dead cold again. "You nust nmean doria Md uskey."

"I didn't catch her nane."

"She's an awful social clinber."

That sort of killed conversation until halfway through the neal. | was all out
of things to say, and | finally figured out that Barb didn't feel free to speak
until spoken to.

"Look, you mentioned a staff. Could you tell me about it?" | said.

"Yes, sir. There are nine personal secretaries. "

"Ni ne? You nean | have a whol e steno pool ?"

"No, sir. The steno pool cones under the adninistrative section of your

| aboratory. That's not under my jurisdiction. You have nine secretaries.”

"Uh, why so many?"

"To maintain continuity, sir. W were told that you preferred to work rather
long and irregular hours. Wth nine, we can offer you three shifts a day, with
each woman wor ki ng four days on and two days off. This allows for two
secretaries on duty at all tines."

"Like, | need a typist sitting outside nmy bedroom door?"

"If you wish, sir. O we can change the schedule if you prefer."

"Uh, no. Let it ride." Therehave been tines when | was hot on the track of
sonet hing and worked thirty hours straight, and | guess that that's a bit nuch
to ask sonmebody el se to do. Anyway, |'d hate to nmake sone girl |ose her job.
"So, who else do | have?"
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"I'n the household staff, there are forty-five each in food services and
housekeepi ng. "

"Twenty people on duty all the time? That nmeans that |'ve got-—what-—ni nety-nine
peopl e here?"

"There are a hundred on the inside staff, including nyself, sir."

"Ww. And you're the only one who is not available at all hours?"

"But | am sir. | don't sleep. It's the main reason that | was able to get this
position."

I'"d heard of people like that, but I'd never nmet one before. Another thought hit
me hal fway through the Peking duck

"Say, you nean to tell nme that an hour ago, there were a hundred people spruced
up and |ined up to shake ny hand?"

"One hundred twenty-nine, sir. There are thirty nore on the gardening staff.
Wul d you like nme to call them back?"

"Uh, no. No. I'Il neet themall eventually. I'mjust not used to this kind of
attention. | can't understand why it was decided to blow so nmuch noney on these
pal aces. "

"l suppose it's relative, sir. The cost of constructing, furnishing and

mai ntai ning these three 'pal aces' was | ess than one percent of our total budget
for your facility."

I didn't know what to say to that, so | kept quiet.

Toward m dni ght, Barb showed ne the way to the Master's bedroom Catch that? Not
the master bedroom Apostrophe Ess. There were two nore wonen in the bedroom
One was ny adol escent dream The other was better | ooking.

"Sir, these are Mchelle and Carolyn," Barb said.

More enbarrassi ng bows, handshakes and i nane words.

"I think that that will be all for tonight, girls," Barb said

As they went out, Mchelle gave Barb a | ook that would have flattened a boar

hog.

I was sitting on the frame of the nassive waterbed, taking nmy shirt off, when
noticed Barb standing in the doorway, |ike she was waiting for sonething.

I figured that she couldn't |eave w thout perm ssion. W might as well get it
over with. Best to let the girl |leave and get sone rest. | was used to being
rej ected.

"Wbul d you, uh, care to join ne?" | said.

And Barb was all ecstatic-Iooking again.

CHAPTER SI XTEEN

A Surfeit of Ladies

That night was indescribable, and |'mgoing to leave it that way except to say
that |'d been celibate for a year and | darned nearly nmade up for it in one

ni ght.

I woke up the next nmorning with Barb sleeping on ny arm On an ordi nary bed,
that woul d have neant a nunb arm but waterbeds have their good points.

There was a glorious smle on Barb's face. It was as if she was in the mddl e of

a beautiful dream so | didn't want to wake her. Hell, | was the one who had to
be dream ng. Then | renenbered that Barb said that she didn't sleep
"Uh, Barb."

Eyes open. "Yes, Tom"
Last night I'd told her to knock off that "sir" stuff and to spread the word
about it.

"Uh, | guess | should have asked you | ast night. Are you safe?"

"l suppose so, Tom" Sonehow, she made ny nanme sound like "sir." "Wiy? Are we
under attack?"

"Uh, no. | mean with contraceptives."

"Ch. No. | just went off the pill and I'mat the peak of ny cycle." She
stretched her arms and | ooked unbelievabl e happy. "I was so glad that you wanted

me last night. There's a sixty percent chance that |'ve conceived your child."
Shit.

I"mrichone day and already |'ve got a gold digger on ny hands. Christ, |I'm
dunb. Like, why else would a chick who was this beautiful, this intelligent, and
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this classy want a bald, oversized jelly belly like nme?

"Damit, don't you think that you should have told ne?"

"But, you didn't ask!" She | ooked surprised, then her face started to crunble.
"Dammit! That's one hell of a lowrent stunt!"

She laid on the bed, quietly crying. | rolled out of the waterbed, got up, and
tried to find ny clothes. Dam. Sonebody had snuck in while | was sl eeping and
swi ped ny clothes. They'd swi ped ny wallet and keys and sword and everything. My
driver's license and cal cul ator and everyt hi ng.

Sonebody had hid ny stuff on top of the dresser. Sneaky bastards, anyway. |
runmaged t hrough an oversi zed chest of drawers hunting up the socks and
undershorts | was sure they would have put there.

| turned to the closet and nearly tripped over ny nmajordonn. She was kneeli ng,
still naked, at ny feet. And still sobbing.

I guess |I'ma born sucker, because | softened up quite a bit.

"Hey, take it easy, kid." | touched her shoul der and she | ooked up

"I"'msorry, sir. | should have known thatyou wouldn't have wanted a child byne

I lifted her to her feet. She | ooked so tiny.

"Easy, Barb, easy. It'|ll be okay." Hell. Probably tine | got married, anyway.
"Il kill himif you want ne to."

"Huh? Kill who?"

"Qur son. I'Ill have himaborted," Barb said.

"Ch, no need for anything like that."

Shit. | probably wouldn't ever find a worman brighter or nore attractive. There
likely wasn't one, anywhere.

"I can keep hin?" | never saw a worman change so qui ck. She was sniling before
the last tear hit the ground. And | swear it wasn't phony.

"Sure, Barb, sure. You just sort of took me by surprise. We'll work sonething
out."

She was pure joy again.

"Look, we'll talk about it at breakfast," | said. "For now, just point nme toward

t he bat hroom "

There were two new worren in the bathroom Tammy and sonebody el se. One to suds
me down and the other to dry ne off. | think Tammy was pl anning to brush ny
teeth before | took the toothbrush away from her. They were both nude and both
used any excuse to touch ne or brush their bodies up agai nst ne.

Actually, it was kind of annoying. | nean, here | was, trying to think seriously
about the possibility of marriage, and there they were, trying to get ne
involved in adultery before I'd proposed matrinony in the first place!

Just where did Hasenpfefferfind these chicks? They were all knockouts! Playmate
quality and above! And what did he do? Brai nwash then? Even the very,very rich
couldn't live likethis w thout people finding out.

Anyway, it got nmy mind off Barb. Just as well, because when | was led to the

br eakfast room-passed nore scantily clad wonen in the hall s—was the whole staff
femal e?—an was already there working on a stack of pancakes.

"lan, about all these wonen . "

"You too?" He sounded downright hostile.

Hasenpfeffer wal ked in. He | ooked haggard.

"Uh, me three, fromthe |ooks of it." | said

"Gentlemen, | think that a conference is in order." Hasenpfeffer made hand
signals to a waitress wearing the shortest skirt and the | owest top |I'd ever
seen this side of a go-go bar. She understood that she was to bring us nore of
everything that lan was eating.

"Yeah. And you broads clear out of here," lan grunbl ed.

"Right after bringing us our breakfast and coffee." Hasenpfeffer sml ed.
Service was quick and the wonen evapor at ed

"Now, you are probably curious why we have, collectively, sonme four hundred
attractive and eager wonen runni ng around us."

"Tal k about an understatenent," | said.

"Yeah. I'mno prude, Jim but this tine you' ve gone way too damm far."

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (46 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

"Gentlemen, in the first place, | refuse to take full credit"—ooking at me—or
bl ame" —+ooking at lan—for our present situation. This city, indeed this country
is the result of something that we all will do. No. That's not right, it's

al ready here. 'Have done' ? Absurd. "WII did? | think that might correct, but
it certainly sounds strange. You know, we will have to nodify the English tense
structure to acconmodate both the subjective and the objective aspects of tine
travel . Perhaps if we adopted the convention of —=

"Cut the dammed English |l esson!" lan shouted. "I was raped |ast night!"

"lan, it is physiologically inpossible for a woman to rape a nal eHono Sapi ens
You nust have been at |east subconsciously eager for the liaison in order—
"Cut it!"

"Wl |, whatever else these wonen are, they are at |east extrenely obedient. |
believe that if you gave direct orders as to how you want your household to
behave, you woul d be obeyed."

" Bet ?"

"Stop being childish. You do not |ook physically danaged, and |I'm sure your
|ibido had a marvelous tine. Now then. As to how we will nanaged all this, the
answer is that | do not know, but | do have a hypothesis. Consider that none of
our househol d staffs have had any experience as donestic servants. They are al
very bright and well educated, but not as servants. Consider ny people at
Hasenpfeffer Investnents. Because of distractions, | did not realize it unti

| ast night, but every one of mny enployees there—and there are over two hundred
of them—+s intelligent, hard working, physically fit, conpetent, honest, and

attractive. | never had to termnate a single one of them And yet | hired all

of them by placing a few newspaper ads."

"Back up a bit," | said. "Wat distractions?"

"In the first place, | did not have any experience in running a | arge

organi zation, so | had nothing to conpare the staff's |evel of conpetence with.
As to attractiveness, well, ny first enployee was Angel a Haskins. She was sinply

the first person to answer ny advertisenment and | hired her. W were soon
involved in an affair of such intensity that | really did not notice any ot her
wonen. "

"So, go on with your hypothesis."

"Have you noticed that all of the people here at Morrow and at Hasenpfeffer

I nvest ments speak perfect M dwest Standard English, the | anguage of \Valter
Cronkite. That al one should have tipped nme off nonths ago. Consider that they
adamantly refuse to say anything about their origins. And consider that their
val ue systens are not Anmerican.”

"You nean the Russians, or lan said

"No. They would not and could not be behind it. One Mata Hari, perhaps. But four
hundred of then? | doubt if there are four hundred wonmen in the world who could
approach our staffs on attractiveness alone, not to nention intelligence."

"You nean . " lan was gesturing upwards with his thunb.

"Extraterrestrial s? Possible, but inprobable. Wat would be their notivation?
From what you gentlenen tell me, time travel is relatively sinple froma
mechani cal and el ectronic standpoint. Any race that had star travel would
certainly have tine travel. Wiy would they want to steal the idea fromus?"
Hasenpfeffer said.

"But, if they already had it, and wanted to stop us . . ." | said
"Had they wished us ill, they could have quite easily stopped us with three
smal | caliber bullets. After all, theyfound us with no difficulty. No. The

conclusion is inescapabl e. These people are superior human bei ngs, obviously the
result of a culture that places considerabl e enphasis on eugenics. The nen are
eager to help us and the wonen are anxious to conserve our genes. | suggest that
they are the results of a culture that we ourselves will create."

W were all quiet for a while. Then sone of it seeped in.

"So, the women are out for breeding?" | said.

"Certainly. You are one of their founding fathers, one of their great

patriarchs. If their culture places a high value on finding the best possible
father for one's children, you would be a perfect catch."

So much for marital bliss
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"So you didn't let your affair with the angel upset your stud work |ast night,"
I an said.

"Not once | had deduced their cultural paraneters. Actually, | indulged in one
of ny teenage fantasies and took four of themto bed at once. Not that I
recomend the practice, or intend to repeat it nyself. It was a classic exanple
of one trial extinction. What Ido recommend is that you spread yoursel ves as
evenly as possi ble anong your household staffs. Tell your majordonpbs to set up
an optimal breeding program and |I'msure they'll oblige. Mne did."

"But, what about |ove and affection and . . ." | said

"I amsure that they will be as affectionate as you want themto be. But as for
|l overs and life partners—Did you take a good | ook at thenen in that reception
line? They nmade the three of us |ook |ike diseased Neanderthals. No. | expect
that everyone on our staffs has a |over or husband or boyfriend or whatever they
do here. They nerely want our genes, and | think that we should oblige them"
"Fuck 'em" lan said.

"That is precisely what | am encouragi ng you to do."

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Rebel I'i on

A woman in an abbreviated French maid's outfit (a frilly see-through apron, a
bl ack mcroskirt, high heels, nesh stockings and very long | egs) announced t hat
Mayor Jenkins had arrived to escort us on our tour of the city.

My watch said 9:00:01. "Well, tell himto wait. |I'm having breakfast."

The mai d nodded, started to | eave and stopped abruptly when | an added, "Better
still, tell himto wait at his office. We'll call himif we need him Later."
"Yeah, much later,"” | said.

"As in perhaps next nonth."

She started to | eave again when Hasenpfeffer yelled, "Stop! Just what is the
matter with you two? There are probably thousands of people awaiting us!”
"So let themwait," lan said.

"Yeah, or tell "emto get back to work."

"Or give themthe day off."

"Good idea," | seconded. "I hereby declare a national holiday until further
notice."

"You are both being preposterous!”

"So, how do you figure?" | asked. "If I'"'mthe boss, | can give ny people a day
off if I feel like it, or a nonth off for that matter."

"At full pay," lan added.

"Uh, time and a half. | made it a holiday."

"That nakes it double tinme."

"Wll, be it so nmoved." | resuned work on ny bl ueberry pancakes.

"You guys can't be serious!"

"Can't we?" lan poured nmore hot Vernont maple syrup on his last Fanp Buckwheat
pancake.

"But . . . But why?"

"Jim | can't speak for Tom but personally I'mgetting a little ticked off
about bei ng pushed around."”

"Hel I, youcan speak for ne. People have been pushing ne around for the past
twenty years, first at that dammed orphanage and then at the dammed university
and then at the doubl e dammed Air Farce. But this is the first goddam time that
peopl e have told ne that I"'min charge, but they want to push ne around anyway."
"But . . ."

"Jim have you thought it out?" lan asked. "Does it make any differencewhat we
do? We're going to be successful. Whether we do it today, or tonorrow or next
year, we are predestined to get this city—and doubtless a | ot nore—acconplished.
This place is an acconplished fact, and it is futile to try to change facts."
"But . . ."

"Futile," lan repeated.

"Look," | said. "If you feel sonme kind of social obligation, why don't you go
and satisfy it. If you want, you can give us a conplete report.”
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"What doyou plan to do?"

"Well, | don't know about lan, but I'"'mgoing to find nyself a book and a bottle
and a small roomwith a big chair."

"Make that two chairs, Tom and add a pot of tea."

We |eft with Hasenpfeffer looking at us with his nouth open. | stopped a
beautiful, underdressed wonan in the hall and asked, "So where do | find a
book?"

"The library is this way, Tom" She said my nanme like it was a title.

"Yeah, a whole library. | should have known. Lead us there."

My library woul d have done justice to a small university, maybe a half nillion
vol unmes. The librarian was, of course, yet another gorgeous fenale. She wore a
trim grey wool suit over a figure like a Barbie doll's. Her hair was pulled
tightly into a bun, and she wore large, round, horn-rinmed gl asses that | was
sure were made with flat, plain glass.

"Fiction," lan said curtly.

We foll owed her down another hall.

In the fiction room | found nmyself in the "H s" and pulled down a copy

of Stranger in a Strange Land . It was a first edition, unread, and signed by the
master hinself. It felt Holy.

I ran to lan with it, but he'd already found Verne's autograph on20, 000 Leagues
Beneath the Sea . He turned to the librarian

"Are all the books here like this? First editions and autographed?”

"Uh . . . Effectively, sir."

"Effectively?" | snelled a rat. "Exactly what percentage of the books here are
aut ogr aphed?"

"About two point six percent, Tom
"Then, how is two point six percent 'effectively' all?"

"Al'l of the books that you will touch are first edition autographs, Tom The
rest were regarded as uninportant so we econoni zed."

I an groaned, grabbed an arnful of Mark Twai n and hobbl ed out. | stopped to pick
up a few books for nyself, and caught up to him He pointed to a heavy oak door
"I'l'l have a reading roomright there, with two confortable |eather chairs and a
fireplace. And I'lIl have a pot of tea, Twining's Earl Gey."

"And a bottle of JimBeam" | added.

I an opened the door and the roomwas as described, with a cheerful fire, one
oversi zed and one undersized |l eather chair, with a narbl e-topped table between
them There was a bottle of Kentucky sour mash next to the big chair, with a
glass and a full ice chest. A cup and a pot of hot tea stood next to the snmall
one.

"lan . . . How . . . ?"

"Sheer brilliance and accurate deduction, ny son. Only |'ve changed ny m nd
about the Earl Grey. |'ve heard that there are some Chinese teas that cost nore
than their weight in gold. 1'd like to try sone."

A "French" naid canme quietly in and renoved the silver English tea pot, and M ng
Po came in with a tray of tea-nmaking stuff, bowing a lot.

She was the first of ny servants that |'d ever seen tw ce, and she went through
this little ceremony of whipping a tiny anount of green powder into a bow of
hot wat er.

"The water . . . ?" lan asked.

"Dew fromrose blossons, sir. | gather this norning." She bowed sone nore and
left the room

lan tasted his tea. "Interesting . . . You know, if they were all like that |ast
one, having servants wouldn't be so bad."

"Dammit, if you'll tell me what you're doing, I'll give her to you."

"G vea hunman bei ng? Shanme on you for the thought."

"I mean, 1'll have her transferred to your staff.That can't be imoral. Now what
gi ves?"

"You're slow, and here |I'd had such hopes for you. Perhaps if we arranged a
sui tabl e course of study, starting with John Calvin and . "

"Dammit . . ."

"Ckay, Tom Make a wish."
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"All right. I'mrich now, so I'll have Beam s Choice instead of his regular sour
mash, and nake it a ten-gallon bottle."

Wthin noments, a new bunch of nearly naked wonen renoved the old bottle and
rolled in a cart with a huge, pivoted bottle of booze. It was a gorgeous cart,
with all sorts of intricate hand carving and fancy inlay work. The wonen |eft us
al one agai n.

"Uh . . . They couldn't have had that ready and waiting. | don't think that Jim
Beam nakes a ten-gallon bottle."

"They probably had a glass blower do it up special. They had plenty of tineg,
since that cart nust have been a year in the nmaking."

"Huh . . . ?"

"If you rmust be spoon fed, consider the situation of predestination along with
the know edge of future events. They probably have a nicrophone hidden in this
room and are placing orders far enough in the past so that we get things on
request."”

"Uh, is that how you knew this roomwas here?"

"Ididn't know that this roomwas here! | ordered it here and they incorporated
it into the architectural plans when they built the place."

"Good God! But why are they doing all this?"

"A good question! A magnificent question! Another good one is 'How far are they
willing to go? "

| was starting to catch on

"Look, did you know that just beyond that wall is a scene that would entice the
nost decadent caliph of the ancient Saracen worl d? That this very wall,
fireplace and all, can be slowy slid dowwards, starting now, to expose a vast

pl easure garden with a thousand naked odal i sques undulating in their passion for
our tender bodies to the slithering nmusic of a hundred blind nusicians. "
The wal | was novi ng downwards. Arabic nusic was comng in.

"No!" lan yelled. "Dam it, Tom they might do it! Wuld you have a man

bl i nded?"

"Jesus Christ, you're right! Cancel the blind nusicians! Make that a ful
synphony orchestra, black tie and tails, and they can stare at the girls al

they want."

The wal |l vanished into the floor and there it was, as ordered. Pleasure garden
Orchestra. A thousand naked dancing girls. At least | think that there were a

t housand.

Hell, | didn't count.

But having ordered it, we felt obligated to watch it, which we did for at |east
fifteen m nutes.

"Bored yet, Ton?"

"Yeah. And enbarrassed. For the last ten minutes."

"Then up with the wall. Let's have the firepl ace back."

We shortly had the fireplace back, although |I never did figure out how that
chimey worked. | tried to get interested in ny sour mash and a bound manuscri pt
copy of H Beam Piper'sOnly the Arquebus . Good book. Good booze. But | couldn't
get into either one of them Still, | tried, hoping perhaps that ny subconsci ous
could solve the problens that fuddled ny rational self. But the words on the
paper didn't seemto nean nmuch and nostly | just listened to the humof the
overworked air conditioner, fighting the heat fromthe fire in a decadent waste
of power. After what seened |like a few hours, lan broke the tension

"God damm it!" lan slamed a copy ofLife on the Mssissippi to the table,
upsetting his tea cup. "These peopl e have robbed us of all that is worthwhile in
lifel™

"Robbed us? They' ve snothered us under tons of everything we always thought we
want ed. "

"That's just it, Tom By giving us everything, these bastards have taken from us
every reason fordoing anything. |I'ma builder, a designer, an engineer. My role
in God's world is to make things to better nyself and to better humanity, and
you're not nuch different | Wiat's to becone of us now? Are we to | ose oursel ves
in mndless carnal pleasure like the first-century Roman patricians? Or spend
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our only lives in stupid nind ganes |ike the decadent Russian aristocracy? W'd
be better off in prison!"

"Well, it's a very nice prison."

"Too dammed nice! Tom what | can't figure out iswhy they are doing what they
are doing. What do they want of us?"

"Well, what ever it is, they're willing to pay one hell of a price for it."

"If they want sonething, why are they paying without bargaining first?" His face
was red and tight.

"So nmaybe they're as ignorant of us as we are of them"

"They have pre-know edge and Hasenpfeffer says they have high intelligence."
"Well, intelligence and know edge don't necessarily nmake you smart. Look at your
typical college professor. Al | know is that whatever is happening,we're not in
the driver's seat, but it's a pleasant enough trip. Let's ride with it for a
while. Maybe it's just a colossal joke we're playing on ourselves. W're snart.
In time, we'll figure it out. Until then, | say we should take the Chinaman's
advice, relax and enjoy it."

"Tom that's a disgusting attitude!"

"So what's so disgusting about a vacation on a tropical island? W' ve been
busting balls for two years without a break, |let alone a proper vacation. Let's
lay back for a few weeks. W can always |l eave if things get sticky."

"Are you sure that wecan | eave?"

"Hel I, they've done everything we've asked so far."
"Except answer certain basic questions."
"So if push cones to shove, we're still American citizens. We can call in the

Coast Cuard, if we need them or the Marines, for that matter. They owe us
sonething for all the taxes we've paid."
"And just how do you plan to contact then?"

"Well, | think 1'd start by nmaking a phone call."

"Good luck. | tried that last night. There are no outside lines."

"So, if we need to, we'll think of something else. | could build us a radio
transmtter out of a broken stereo, if |I had to. Look, all that's happened so
far is that we've got a whole | ot of people who say they'll do anything we want.
Fine. Let's see what develops. | haven't noticed anything |ike violence, but if
it gets rough, | have this gut-level feeling that we're a whole | ot rougher than
they are."

"Tom it isn't violence I'mafraid of . . . it's ennui!"

"Well, that can't hit us for at |east three weeks. Look, there's got to be a

good beach here, with palmtrees and a grass hut. W could take a picnic lunch."
"Wth MDonal d' s hanburgers and Col onel Sanders' chicken?"

"You're on. Sone Gallo Paisano for ne and we'll have M ng Po nake sone tea for
you. We'|l take Barb along in case we need anything else."

"What the hell, Tom It beats just sitting here. One thing, though. |I'm not
going to do one damm thing for these people until such tinme as | have figured
out what's going on!"

"Seconded and be it so nmoved!"

CHAPTER El GHTEEN

The Uses of Tine

We got to the beach in a converted VWdune buggy, with lan driving and M ng Po
respectfully apol ogizing while giving directions. lan's right foot being what it
wasn't, accelerator control was pretty haphazard. | wasn't troubled. If lan
flipped us, these people would likely arrange it so that we fell safely into a
few tons of marshnmal | ows.

The sky was a clear blue, the palmtrees grew in profusion, and the beach was
glistening white and clean. | even saw a few rake marks; nature's little

unpl easantri es had been renoved. The grass hut was right where | expected it to
be. Everything | ooked suitably primtive except for a line of buoys a half mle
out. Barb told me that they supported shark screens.

The girls seemed to have never heard of a nudity taboo, and lan and | had often
taken saunas together, so we soon di spensed with bathing suits.

It was an idyllic afternoon, conplete with friends, sun, w ne, food, and sex. At
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one point, Barb and I went swinming, |eaving the others on the beach. Afterward,
we wal ked arm and wai st back to the hut. Suddenly Barb stopped.

"Perhaps we shouldn't intrude," she said.

Thr ough the doorl ess doorway, | caught flashes of rhythmically noving flesh
"Well, 1'll be dammed. That just nmight be his first time, assuming that he
wasn't really raped last night. Mng Po's persona nust really appeal to him"

" Per sona?"

"You know, the character she's portraying. Hey, | know that this is all an act,
sonme kind of game you people are playing."

"An act?"

"Look, |I'mjust saying that if you want lan on your side, have all his girls be
like Mng Po."

"W don't have that many Orientals.”

"Well, | don't think it's the race that nmatters. Just tell themnot to get
pushy. G ve himsone space, and he'll probably start chasing them"

"I'"l'l do that, Tom Do you really think that we're just playing a ganme?"

"You're all as phony as a pile of forty-cent pieces."

"We're not phony, you know. We're really very deadly serious."

"Fine. So tell me what you're so deadly serious about."

Barb didn't answer, and | knew enough about her to know that she wasn't going to
answer until she was ready to. But circunstances were pleasant and | can be

patient.

Hell, | can outstubborn a cat.

We wandered up the beach and then through a grove of palmtrees. Just when the
drying salt water was starting to nmake ne itch, | sawit.

Conmi ng out of the side of a curving Royal Palmtree was a gol den shower nozzl e,
with a pair of gold faucets within easy reach.

I didn't say anything. | just used it and Barb joined ne. It was not only fresh
wat er, but heated fresh water. Disregarding the technical problens of a water
spigot in a tree—+ nean the bark wasn't damaged, and that tree trunk started out
bei ng horizontal and then bent a full ninety degrees to becone vertical

How did they drill a fifteen foot Iong curving hole to put the water pipe

t hr ough?

But disregarding that, how did they know that | wanted a shower at just that
time? If it was that they could read ny mind, why were they going through this
hugel y expensive charade of trying to please me? O was | going to say sonething
about it in the future, ny future, so that they would know what to do in the

past?

By damm, | woul dnot say anything about it! | never did, ever, to anyone. | had,
in fact entirely forgotten the incident until | came to be witing this
narrative, years later, and . . . No! Dam it, they got ne again!

When we were through showering, Barb opened a conceal ed door in the side of a
boul der and took out a fewtowels. | stared at her in surprise.

"Did you think that we were the first people ever to use this beach, TonP"

But | was resolved on the strong, silent technique. | went over to the gold

faucets and gave them a yank. They cane |oose in ny hand. They weren't connected
to any water pipes. There were potentioneters on the back of the faucets and
they were wired to this tape recorder still inside the tree trunk. Barb | ooked
anmused as | shimmied up the tree and tore out the shower spigot. There was
not hi ng behind it. Absolutely nothing but a short hole drilled in the wood. And
the end of the pipe was capped. There was no way for the water to get into the
shower nozzle that | had just used!

"Barb, how the hell . . . ?"

"I"'mnot allowed to answer technical questions, Tom"

"Grunt," | said.

I went back down with the nozzle and turned the water on. |I'd half expected the
water to cone out of the nozzle in my hand, but no, it came out of the hole in
the tree. Still holding the nozzle, | went back up the tree. Looking in the
hole, | could see the water appearing just inside, about at the level of the
bark on the tree. It just appeared out of nowhere. | stared at this for a while,

then tried to put the nozzle back into the tree. Barb started to shout

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (52 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

sonet hing, but | ignored her. That was ny big m stake.

It exploded in ny hand, blowing a fair chunk of the tree away and sendi ng ne
flying to the ground.

Barb had a first aid kit ready and was soon using it conpetently.

"I't blewjust when | tried to push the netal cap through the interface where the
wat er was conming out. That was a tenporal explosion if |I ever saw one," | said.
"So you guys have it so down pat that you can send sonething to the tine and

pl ace that you want it, and it's cheaper to do it that way than to run a water
pipe all the way out here. But tell nme, do they send a truck of hot water around
every few nonths, or do they just work it all from sone central |ocation
sonehow?"

"I"'mnot allowed to say, Tom" she said as she finished with ny hand and started
on the wood splinters scattered about ny body.

"You know, a few sinple answers would have saved nme a lot of grief," |I said. "I
coul d have been killed there, and then where would your little gane be?"
"You're not going to die, Tom" | didn't know just how she nmeant that, but she

was pretty positive about it.

It was dusk when we returned to the palaces. lan was in a quiet, smling npbod on
the way back. He let ne drive, probably so he could hold Mng Po's hand in the
back seat.

"Di nner at ny place, TonP"

lan's Taj Mahal was as spectacular, in its own way, as ny place, but the thing
that grabbed you was his wonenfol k.

They were the sane racial mx as nmy crowd—spstly northern European, with a
sprinkling of everything el se—but every one of themwas trying her honest and
phony best to act Oiental. It was like they'd all taken a six-week crash course
in bowi ng and groveling.

Barb could not have told themto do this since she had not left ny side since
had suggested that lan's crew adopt M ng Po's manners, so—datum it wasn't
necessary to do sonmething in order to get sonething done. It was sufficient to
nmerelyintend to do sonething. Only, what would happen if you neant to do

sonet hing and then didn't do it?

I hadn't figured that one out yet.

One odd point about the place was that while nuch of the furniture was
specifically intended for little lan's use, the building itself seenmed to be
desi gned for someone ny size or bigger. Wereas the doorways on ny pal ace were
all eight feet high, those in the Taj Mahal | ooked to be closer to eight and a
hal f. Maybe these people just liked to build palaces with big doorways.

The neal was excell ent—about thirty Chinese dishes, half of themon fire when
they were brought out, and sone Sianmese food that wasn't actually burning, but
tasted like it should have been. That last was for ny benefit only. lan, of
course, wouldn't touch it. He was spending all of his tine touching Mng Po.

He was soon hinting that Barb and | might want to | eave.

I slept with Barb again that night, but the next norning | made full use of the
bath girls. Wen in Rone, eat all the pasta you can get.

lan invited hinself and five of his wonen over to breakfast, a bit of a crowd
for the small breakfast room | had the neal set up on a big porch that

overl ooked the ocean. Or that is to say, | noved the party out to the porch and
breakfast was waiting for us.

It was another beautiful day. Actually, the weather on San Sebastian was usually
great, barring the odd hurricane, and those were fun, too. | knew | couldn't be
hurt. Who would invent all this stuff if | wasn't here to do it?

"Tom the girls tell me there are sone nine-neter racing yachts in the harbor
My crew and | chall enge you and yours to twi ce around the island. Wat do you
say?"

"Well, sure. Barb'll line up our four best sailors and we'll take you on. Care
to nmake a wager on it?"

"A bet, Ton? How? When you have everything possible in a material sense, what
significance can there possibly be in winning or |osing noney?"

"Huh. You got a point there. Okau. My conpl ete Poul Anderson collection up
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agai nst your Harley. Assunming they're still in Mchigan."

"Hardly a fair bet, Tom but then it's not going to be a fair race. You've
forgotten that I'ma whiz at fluid dynam cs, whereas you've never even had a
course init. And what is sailing but sinply applied fluid dynanics? |'m goi ng
to beat your socks off."

The twel ve of us were wal king across the drawbridge in yachting garb when
Hasenpfeffer ran up. Hi s bandage was gone and his nose | ooked as straight as
ever.

"What are you gentlemen up to? There's work to be done!"

"Wl | then, you better get cracking, son, because you get to handle it all by
your | onesone! W're going to go ride on sone sail boats!"

Actually, |I'd never been sailing before.

"But don't you realize our obligations to these people? And what they can do for
us?"

"Look, | don't renenber signing any contracts and | |ike what they're doing just
fine." | had ny arms around Barb and Tamy, and gave them both a squeeze.

"Ch, that, certainly. But look, |ook here." Hasenpfeffer was vigorously sticking
a pencil into the fingers of his left hand. "That hurts, | tell you. It hurts
painful ly."

"Then stop doing it, stupid!"

"No, Toml He's telling us that the nerves in his hand have regenerated, that
their nedical technology is better than ours."

" goo"

"So then they mght be able to get ne back ny foot and you your hair."

"Good idea. Sonebody rmake us sonme doctor appointnents for right after the boat
ride. And thinking about it, I want to ride horses down to the harbor."

Two cowgirls pronptly rode up with a dozen enpty horses. W saddled up and | eft
a frustrated Hasenpfeffer standing in the plaza.

"Tom maybe we shoul d have invited himal ong."

"So send one of the girls back with an invite. But he won't cone. He's too busy
pontificating with the | ocal bureaucrats."

The pal aces were at the north end of the island, and we were a good hour riding
to the city. The | and between was flat and fertile, with well-tended fields and
orchards. We passed one big dairy farm but nostly it was all in fruit and
veget abl es.

The few farners we saw were smiling, well-built fellows, and the one wonan | saw
driving a Ford tractor was as beautiful as any of the dozen girls in our party.
The city did not have the usual suburban sprawl of single-fanmly hones. The
fields stopped where a half mile of parks started, and where the parks ended,

hi gh-rise buil di ngs began

No, that's not quite true. The parks never actually stopped, but continued right
through nost of the city. It was a city without streets. Sidewal ks, yes, but no
provi sions were nmade for notor vehicles unless you drove on the |awns. There
weren't any cars at all

"Subways, " lan said. "These buildings all have to be connected with subways.
Sonebody really spent with a lavish hand. . . ."

"Wl |, maybe not. Renmenber what you were sayi ng once about cheap tunneling and
under ground hi ghways?"

"Hey, yeah." lan obviously regretted being on the surface. "W'Ill have to

expl ore the things on the way back."

We were attracting a fair anount of attention. People were |eaning out of

wi ndows, wavi ng. The park around us was starting to fill up.

"Barb, if we get involved in a ticker-tape parade, |'mturning back. Sonehow,
tell everybody to just go about their usual business."

"Yes, Tom" she said, and glanced at her watch. Wthout any one individual doing
anyt hi ng unusual, the crowds quickly thinned out.

Most of the city was high rise, but there was a certain eclecticismabout it. No
two buildings were alike, and there was a cluster of anmusenent sections, "Od
Town, " "China Town" and "G eek Town," which had a feeling of brand new

quai ntness, sort of like a world's fair.

Yet, despite the phoniness of it all, the city of Morrow was truly beautiful,
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wi th sweepi ng nodern structures and neticul ous copies of every great piece of
architecture in the world.

And it had such healthy, happy popul ati on! Thinking about it, | saw no one who
| ooked over forty nor any under fifteen

turned to lan. "Hey. They don't have any ol d people.”

"Perhaps their nmedical technology is such that people don't have to |l ook old."
"Maybe. They don't have any kids, either."

"Good God, you're right! Mng Po! Wiere are the children?"

She stared at the pommel of her saddle and was silent.

"Barb?" She just |ooked away. All twelve of our conpani ons had been chattering a
monent before, but suddenly they were silent.

"Well. Another little nystery."

"But . . . But it's so unnatural, Tom"

"Yeah, it's that and nore."

We wound our way towards the harbor through an industrial section. Here suddenly
the parks ended, and what wasn't built of concrete was nade of steel. Huge

bl ocks of grey buildings surrounded us, identified only by |arge, painted
nunbers. Thinking about it, except in old town, where garish signs were part of
the decor, there had been very few signs, and those few were snmall and di screet.
These were factories with very little noise, and no snoke or dirt at all. There
were trucks here, and Hysters scurrying between buildings. Qur nautical garb and
horses were nore out of place than ever

The harbor was nore of the same. A fair-sized tanker was bei ng punped out, a
huge contai ner ship was bei ng unl oaded and a second was steaning into the bay.
There were a hundred snall pleasure craft coming and going, and three sleek
racing yachts were tied to a dock. But what caught ny eye were two very deadly

| ooki ng gun boats. They were small, as naval vessels go, naybe a hundred fifty
feet long and thirty wide. They had big flat areas that told of phase-array
radar antennas, and each sported a dozen gun turrets. There was sone sort of
covered torpedo tube high on the bow, above the water Iine.

"Tom that unloading platform. . . It looks |ike the hoists are sonehow
sticking to the ceiling of the bodacious thing. . . . Wuld you mind if we

del ayed the race for an hour or so? | nean, they're so damm fast and efficient.

"Yeah, sure. Only | want to check out the gun boats."

My crowd autonmatically split off to join ne for ny naval tour. Both of the
cowgirls (alias French maid and bath girl.l recognized them.) stayed on the
dock to take the horses back to wherever they cane from while the rest of us

t ook an

i mpronptu" tour of the gunboat Hot spur

CHAPTER NI NETEEN

Gunboats and Yatchs

There were about fifty people working on deck, and we eventually found anot her
fifty doi ng nai ntenance bel ow.

The boat's skipper, Leftenant Fitzsimon, spoke with a crisp British accent that
he probably got out of a Wrld War ||l English propaganda film H s mannerisns
followed suit, with nmuch flashing of eyes and a tendency to strike heroic poses.
He was a decent enough | ooking fellow, yet sonmehow he | acked the beefy

snoot hness of nobst of the other nmen I'd seen on the island.

"Right, sir. Shall we start at the bottom and work up?"

don't know nuch about boats, but | know when to be inpressed by good

machinery. That little ship carried at |east four inches of arnor on all of her
external surfaces, and twice that in some places. Her hull was a single, huge
all oy casting, and her stream ined deck and upper works was a second single

pi ece. There were no portholes, no w ndows except on the bridge, and two nassive
power ed doors provided the only entrances.

"Hey, wouldn't that nmake it hard if you had to get out in a hurry?"

"Not a very likely circunstance, sir. Ch, | suppose that if nore than three of
her water tights were badly holed, she'd sink. But even then | think |I'd rather
go down with her than put to sea in a rubber raft."”

Seeing ne stare, he continued, "Oh, no heroics, sir. It's just that she's as

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (55 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

strong as any subnarine and just as watertight. If she sank, |ikely someone
woul d be along directly to pull the old girl up."

So they did the "get it when you want it" routine with thenselves as well as
with us. It figured.

Much of the interior space was taken up by four huge Rolls-Royce gas turbine

engi nes.
"She'll cruise at fifty knots, and hit sixty in a pinch. Planing hull, don't you
know. She draws ei ghteen feet in harbor, but at cruise she'll raise up to six."

"Yeah, but those engines | ook hungry."

"Quite right, sir, and | suppose you'd say that's her weak point. She can only
cruise for twelve hours without refueling. Yet in a left-handed way, it

i ncreases our security. We could defend San Sebastian fairly adequately,

expect, but we sinply don't have the range to attack anyone. It nakes us a safe
nei ghbor, don't you think?"

Fire control was just forward of the engines and bel ow the bridge. Judgi ng by
the heavily padded chairs and the seat belts, theHotspur had a pretty rough
ride.

"Twel ve turret control stations here, sir. One for each of the deck turrets. W
have ei ght machine gun turrets and four mssile launchers. This station is for
the fire control chief and that forward is for the Exocet operator."

"Exocet ?"
"It's a French surface-to-surface mssile, sir, with enough of a punch to take
out just about any nodern warship. Not an old battle wagon |ike theM ssouri , of

course. At least not with one shot, but we carry four aboard. Qur Mnday punch,
as it were. Launched fromthe bow tube you doubtl ess noticed."

"Ch, | thought that was for torpedoes."

"No, no torpedoes, I'mafraid. We carry a dozen hom ng depth charges though,
which are fairly simlar. They pop out the back."

Leftenant Fitzsi mon's accent sort of canme and went dependi ng on whet her he was
t hi nki ng about it.

The auxiliary bridge was forward of gun control. Mst of the electronic

equi pnent was down here, with repeaters going up to the "mmin" bridge. One odd
fitting turned out to be a periscope.

"It elimnates the need of having | ookouts up in a crows nest, sir. It has a
pair of gyro stabilized lends' a hundred feet or so above the deck, and doesn't
retract like the periscopes used on subs. Also, it doubles as a range finder, in
case our radar goes west."

The story bel ow was taken up with fuel and ammunition storage.

"That's about it down here, sir. Shall we go up to the main bridge?"

"That's it? Don't you have any crew s quarters or a galley?"

"No sir. Wth only twelve hours of fuel, our usual patrol is eight hours.
There's a coffee pot on the bridge, and we brown bag it for lunch.”

Barb and the others followed us up a | adder to the bridge. They'd been quiet,
probably bored, having seen it all before.

The machine gun turrets were heni spherical, renmniscent of a belly gun on an old
bonber. Four of them hung over the side of the deck so as to be able to defend
agai nst boarders. They could actually shoot straight downward. The other four
were nmounted nore conventionally. Repairnen had the covering of one of them
renoved, exposing a Vulcan 20mm Gatling gun with a smaller thirty-caliber "mni"
beside it. Above the two sat a telescope with a TV canera attached. There was a
third, enpty nounting on the servo platformbetween the two guns.

"Hey, what nornmally goes here?"

"Well, nothing, sir. Presently that is, but you never can tell what the
designers will cone up with." | noticed that he was trying not to stare
enviously at the "sword" clipped to nmy belt.

"Right. | don't see how you operate these guns. Were does the man sit?"

"Below, sir, in gun control. | showed you."

"What, nobody up here at all?"

"At full speed, this deck is a dangerous place in peacetine and in daylight.
Fighting fromit would be absurd. Between the radar and a TV canera on each
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turret, the operator can see everything he needs to. Loading is autonmatic, of
course. "

"Wl | then, what do you need with all these people? There nust be a hundred
aboard. "

"This isn't ny crew, sir. Mintenance conmes under the Harbor Mster. TheHot spur
s conmplinent is twenty-four. They'll be along directly. W're due to go out in
a half hour to relieve theNonesuch ."

"So, there are nore ships than just these two?"

"Six, sir. The other four are on patrol."

"Ch. |Is that usual? Two in and four out?"

"It's typical, sir, although we try not to be too regular in our novenents."

| did sone quick calculations. "I see. | gather then that you have multiple
crews, like sone of the U S. Navy subnarines."

"Ch no, sir. | wouldn't want to share theHotspur with another skipper."

Qut of the corner of ny eye, | could see Barb turning red, shading to purple.

"Hey, but you've told ne that this ship averages two ei ght-hour patrols a day,
every day, with no facilities for sleeping or eating. If you' re the only
captain, that's an absolutely killing schedule."

"Hardly that, sir. In fact, we're just conmng off a two-week holiday."

Barb | ooked |ike she was ready to expl ode.

"So, who was driving the boat when you were away?"

"Wy, we were! One doubl es back and that sort of thing. Surely you understand
that theHotspur represents a considerable capital investnment, and it would be
foolish to let her sit idle."

Oh yeah. These people were pulling the sane stunt that Hasenpfeffer pulled in
his office. Only they did it on an everyday basi s!

"Yeah. Yeah. | see. Leftenant, you have a fine ship. Alot of the equipnent has
fam liar manufacturers' nane tags, but |'ve never seen anything |like her. Were
was she built?"

"Right here, sir, in that dry dock
"Al'l six of then"

"Well, not exactly, sir. | nean we only had to build her once, of course, and
then refit her each time she cane back."

Ch. Whoopee. Shit.

"Yeah, thanks for the tour, Leftenant. |'d probably think of sone nobre questions
only ny head's hurting. Barb! Gather up the girls! Let's go sail boating!"

W net lan's party by the yachts, and he was babbling on about a building big
enough to drive a container ship into, and these hoists that ran on variable
tracks on the ceiling that unloaded and rel oaded the thing in a half hour. |
wasn't interested.

"Hey, you girls! Get busy casting off the scuppers and shivering the bow ines
and doing all that other nautical stuff to nake this thing go!" | went down into
a spartan cabin to rub my tenples and let this latest set of data get digested
Soon, one of the wonen cane in and started rubbi ng ny neck and shoul ders, which
felt delicious. Before |ong, she was rubbing ne all over. | found out that her
name was Kathy. She was nmy librarian with her hair fixed differently and w t hout
her phony horn-ri med gl asses. W enj oyed each ot her

I was back on deck in tine to wave at theHotspur as she went by.

There was a conplicated | ooking radio aboard. "I want to talk to Leftennnt

Fi tzsi nmon. Any of you girls know how to work this thing?"

Tammy did, and Fitzsi mobn was on the air within seconds. At the sane tine

t heHot spur nade a fast "U' turn.

"Yes, sir. Can we be of assistance?"

"No problens, Leftenant. | just thought of another question."

The gunboat nade anot her about-face. "Of course, sir."

"The five tinmes your ship "canme back," was it danaged? Shot up, | nean.”

"I really couldn't tell you, sir. | wasn't there at the tine, and it's not the

sort of thing that they'd tell a bloke about. Rather like telling himwhen he's
going to die, what? Sinply not done. Anything else | can help you with?"

"Yes. Just what is it that you do out there for sixteen hours a day?"

"It's nostly a matter of dashing about and staring at enpty ocean, sir. About
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every fifth day we cone on a fisherman inside the ten-mle limt. At |east they
say they're just fishernen. Just a matter of escorting them back out, usually.
Once we assisted the Brazilian Navy in a rescue job. It's been pretty boring
since the submari nes stopped comng."

"Subnmarines, you say?"

"Yes, sir. Used to be scads of them Anerican, Russian, French, British—even a
Chi naman, once. Lots of chaps were curious about what we were doing out here."
"Ri ght. Just whatare we doi ng out here?"

"I"mout here patrolling the ten-mle limt, sir. Couldn't rightly say about the
rest.”

"Huh. Ckay. What did you do about the subs?"

"At first, we couldn't do nuch at all but stay on top of themand drop the odd

hand grenade now and then to | et them know we still cared, sir. Then one of the
technical boffins came up with a variation on our hom ng depth charges. It has a
magnetic grapple that clanps onto the beggar's hull. Then it has an underwater
speaker and a tape recorder that says—+ think | can recite it—I ama
five-hundred-pound bonb. You are violating the territorial sovereignty of the
State of San Sebastian. |If you depart inmrediately, | will detach at the ten-mle
limt. If you continue in your violation, | will detonate in sixty seconds. |

r epeat " 1t worked wonders, sir, even if the equipnent took up all the

avai l abl e room and there was none |eft for a bonb. None of the blighters saw
fit tocall our bluff, soit was jolly well effective!"

Years later, | found out that the real reason that the various world powers

st opped sendi ng subs around was that satellites and U-2 style aircraft could do
a better job of keeping an eye on us, and do it cheaper. lan and | were pretty
much unaware of the fact that a |l ot of very powerful people were very interested
in what we were doing.

"Lovely," | said. "But is it a good idea to go around transmtting stuff |ike
that unencrypted on the radi 0?"

"We're not exactly transmitting, sir. W have our ways. Any other questions,
sir?"

"Uh, no. Thank you."

I | ooked suspiciously at the radio. It had a big, conplicated face, but it was
only about two inches thick. Not much roomfor batteries, and the yacht was
strictly sail powered. There wasn't even a snall auxiliary engi ne. Checking

further, | found no antenna | eads and no power wires leading into the thing. It
was conpl etely self-contained. | mght not know nmuch about boats, but | know
quite a bit about commruni cations equipnent. | got out nmy Swiss Arny knife and

di smantl ed the "radio."

The silly thing had no transmtter section at all! Instead, it had a pair of
smal | tape decks! Bl oody be dammed tape decks! | had been talking to a God dam
tape deck! | stared at this for naybe ten m nutes before | recognized two sinple

timers. Daylight slowy dawned in the swanp. If Fitzsimobn had a pair of tape
decks on his boat, and he talked to it the sanme way | did, and then if sonebody
sent both "transmit" tapes back in tinme to before we both left port and
thenswitched tapes , so ny old "transnmit" tape was his new "receive" tape, and
vice versa, then we'd both hear what the other had to say, just as if we'd been
connected by radi o! Dam.

I put the set back together and called up the gunboat.

"Fitzsimmon, |'ve just inspected the 'radio.' Question: Wat happens if
theHot spur is going to sink?"
"Well, in nmy case, sir, | have a set of nornmal if |ess secure conmnunications

gear as a backup. W nostly use it to talk to foreign ships. In your case, if
you have problens of any kind, just have one of your girls press her red button
and help will be on the way. Ah, |'ve just received the nbst atrocious

conmmuni cation fromyour |lovely majordono, and | think I would be wise to sign
of f. Cheerio!"

Anot her set of data to nuddl e out!

CHAPTER TVEENTY
Two New Bodi es
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I | ooked back to check out the conpetition. lan had insisted on conmandi ng his
own yacht, so he still wasn't out of the harbor. W had to "hove to" for an hour
until he caught up. It was noon, so Mary broke out |unch-sal am sandw ches and
Budwei ser beer. Right after that, and conpletely w thout encouragenent, the
girls stripped to the buff to sun thensel ves. None of them had bathing suit

mar ks on their suntans, so it apparently wasn't entirely for ny benefit. |
nmotioned Barb to come with nme into the cabin, and | caught a few gl ances of envy
directed at her fromthe crew.

After only a day and a half here, | was beginning to take this as part of the
ordinary course of events. It's remarkabl e how adaptabl e the human organismis.
But just then, | didn't want her for sex.

"Ckay, Barb. Are you ready to 'fess up?"

" About what ?"

"For starters, about why | need nine secretaries when you people go zipping to
| ast Thursday as often as an Anerican housew fe goes to the grocery store.”
"l am going to gouge Leftenant Fitzsimon's eyes out."

"Well, fromwhat | hear, your doctors could put them back."

"Then I'lIl take a try at his gonads!"

"Spilled a few beans, did he? Answer ny question."

"Tom you nust understand that there was a | ot of social pressure—fromthe
worren, | mean. A lot of themwanted the chance to . . . to neet you. Your
culture uses secretaries and servants, doesn't it? It . . . it seened the
natural thing to do."

"Hah! So you admt that you're froma different culture!"

"You knew that already."

"Yes, but | still don't know which one. Spill."

"I'"'mnot allowed to answer that."

"Then who is?"

"I can't answer that either."

"So, what do | have to do to get the truth out of you? Slap you around?"
"You can if you want to. No one will stop you, Tom"

Shit. She called ny bluff. | couldn't hit a woman, even if she did deserve it,
and Barb hadn't gone nearly that far, yet.
"Wel |, okay. Now what's this about your culture not having any children?"

"W have children. Beautiful children."

"So where are they?"

"Tom you can't expect us to have them here!"

"Well, what's wong with here? This is a lovely tropical island, and you people
have built a fine little city onit."

"Because it'sdangerous here!"

Wth that she ran out of the cabin.

When | got on deck, lan's yacht, The Scot's Revenge , was within shouting
distance. It sported a renmarkabl e set of dark scrape marks on its white hull. My
girls, still nude, were getting our sails back up, and lan's woren, seeing m ne,
pronptly adopted the same uniform lan was fully clothed while | was wearing a
hat because of the sun, and shorts so |I'd have sone pockets and sonmething to
clip nmy calculator and 'sword' to.

I | eaned over the side and read the name on ny own boat. Witten upside down, so
| could read it easily |looking down fromthe top, it saidThe Polish Prince
Getting on this particular yacht had been sinply the natural thing to do. Al
three were identical, and | just stepped aboard the m ddl e one wi thout noticing
any nanes. They had me again, and sonehow | just couldn't get into relaxing
whi | e bei ng raped.

The race wasn't nmuch of a contest. W did two | aps before Ian conpl eted one.

I'"d read about the twelve-hour days, no matter what the season, and the rapid
sunsets that the tropics boast of, but this was the first tinme |'d been outside
at the right time to see one. It was dusk when we got the boats tied up next to
the third yacht, The Teutoni c Hunori st

"Hey, sone nanes, huh? | mean, the Scots never got their revenge, Pol and doesn't
have a prince and Gernans aren't very funny!"

file:/lIC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (59 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:10 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

"Screw it! Tom just where in the hell did you learn to sail a boat?"
"Well, no place. | never did. | just had the girls sail it."

"But what about our bet?"

"So what about it? | won."

"The hell you did! Your girls won!"

"So? It was nme and ny crew agai nst you and yours. |If you don't have brains
enough to delegate a task to the people nbst conpetent to do it, well, it's
notmy problem"

"You cheated!"

"Hey! | did not! And I'Il thank you for an 1 QU on your Harley."

"Dam it. Ckay, Tom You'll find a Duo-glide in your goddam bedroom "
"Look, not A Duo-glide. Your Duo-glide. Bets have to be neani ngful, renenber?"

"Yeah, okay. But let's nmake it an | QU, then, |ike you suggested. | wouldn't want
her | eft here when we | eave."

"Well, you neanif we leave. Calling the Coast Guard is out. You didn't see that
gunboat. Maybe the U S. Navy could nake it through, but there'd be a bigger
butcher's bill than I'd want to be responsible for."

"l saw | ots of gunboats today, Tom along with jet fighters and helicopters. But
shoul d we tal k about such things, in front of . . . you know?"

"Hell, does it matter? They' ve got us nonitored twelve ways from Fri day,
anyway. "

"Like you said, it's a very nice prison. Let's go check out that subway system"”
"Fine. But we've got those doctors' appointnents first."

"Ch, yeah, Tom That."

The doctor was a nervous, skinny fellow who | ooked Iike he'd rather be chain
snoking. He fluttered around, asked twenty m nutes worth of questions, and was
rude about it. Finally had nme strip naked and stand in front of this machine.

"Di sgusting," he said frombehind a control console. "The things you' ve done to
your liver with your debauched drinking are absolutely disgusting! If you
real |l ymust drink yourself into a stupor four times a day, you really should have
had the brains to take vitam n supplements, B and C especially. And your |ungs!
Good God the ugly things those cigars have done to your lungs! And the radiation

damage! . . . Well, that's at l|east a decent challenge and not a matter of
pat ching up the holes you've shot in your own feet.
"So what el se do you want? Your hair back, | suppose. And sonething done about

your bl otchy conplexion. And that flab! You are carrying ninety pounds of
surplus fat. Do you want to get rid of it?"

"Huh? Well, sure, | suppose so, but every time | go on a diet | feel sort ofweak
"Ck. We'll beef up your nuscul ature. Anything el se? Any chance you'd want to be
the size of a normal hurman being? And that ugly face—you want to join the hunman
race?"

"Look. You |l eave ny face alone, except | want ny hair back and the scars gone.
As to ny height, well, why the hell should | want to be a skinny little runt

i ke you?"

"G ad to see we're understanding one another, but I'mnot a shrink. Now |ie down
on that bench over there."

I did so and he started closing this Iid over ne.

"Hey! You nean you're going to start right now?"

"Yeah. And you'll be out of here in five minutes. Now shaddup!"
The lid cane down and | went to sleep. Then it went up and | awoke.
"Well, get out of there! You ought to know that what was no tinme at all for you

was four months hard work for nme! It would have been a dam sight easier to go
back and fuck your nother and start again from scratch. Probably a good dea

nmore ethical, too. Wll, get up, asshole! Look at yourself in the mirror!"
I did so, and the guy | ooking back at nme was a Greek statue in living color.
flexed nmy nmuscles and they rippled. | had this nassive, wedge-shaped body with

narrow hi ps and a flat stomach, w thout an ounce of fat. My hair was blond and
shoul der length and | had a | uxurious blond beard, and eyebrows and eyel ashes!
"You need a haircut, but keep the beard. It covers sone of your face."
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When | finally recovered speech, | said, "Uh, thank you, Doctor. It's
wonderful. You . . . nentioned sonething about vitam ns?"

"Yeah, but | knew you woul dn't have brains enough to take themso | built in a
vitam n generator while | was at it. Consider it another ductless gland. That
body will stay like it is. But if you keep on snoking, you'll be back here in
ten years, and next time | won't be so polite. Now get out of here and send in
that ginmpy runt of a friend of yours."

"Look, Doc. | owe you a lot. But |I've got to say that you're the nost

di sagreeabl e person |'ve ever net."

"True. But I'malso the nost conpetent person you've ever net, so | can get away
with it. Now get out and send in the runt."

There was no point in trying on ny old clothes, so | just wal ked out into the
ant eroom naked. Nobody around there seened to care nuch about clothes, anyway.
lan | ooked at nme and said, "Jeesch! They can do things |ike that?"

"Some body, huh?"

"Yeah, butnothing like what they're going to do for ne!"

Two minutes later, lan came out on two good feet. That, and he was about six
foot twel ve and maybe four inches wider than ne at the shoul ders.

"Well. You went in to get one foot and you cane out with three."

"What, Ton®? Ch. | get it. One foot at the end of nmy leg and two feet in height.
If you're counting that sort of thing, you' d better nake it four, noting the

i mprovenent in ny privy nenber."

"Good God, you're right! Shit! You could kill sonebody with that thing!"

"I did always want to be a lady killer, but not in quite that way, of course. |
suppose |'Il have to learn caution."

"Hey, with both heads! You proceeded foolishly and w thout the sound advice of
your experienced, |earned, and wi se best friend. They built this world with the
little creatures in mnd, rather than us people of proper size. Doorways and
such are all made to deadly heights! | resolutely urge you to wear a crash

hel met until further notice."

“I''l'l learn to duck."

"Well, they say pain is the best teacher."

Qur old clothes were conpletely useless, so we were still naked when we joi ned
the girls in the waiting room looking like a pair of bit players in an Italian
gl adi ator novie. Their reactions ran the full gamut, from Tammy's ear-to-ear
grin through Barb's pleased smle through Kathy's bl ank-faced shock to tiny M ng
Po' s unconceal ed open-nout hed apprehension. Naturally, they had clothes for us
that fit perfectly.

lan bashed his head fully six tinmes getting to the subway. He had never | aughed
at nme for doing that, so | worked hard so as not to snigger.

There wasn't much to see in the subway system just a large roomin the basenent
with two kinds of elevator doors in it. The ones in the nmddl e had two buttons,
and were used for going up and down.

Along the outer walls, there were three push buttons next to each of what | ooked
like nore el evator doors. You requested either a four, eight or sixteen
passenger car.

The door opened inmediately, and inside there was a map in front of the first
seat with all the possible destinations on it—about four hundred of them You
pressed where you wanted to go and it took you anywhere on the island nonstop in
under five m nutes.

The private car that had been waiting for us when we first got to San Sebasti an
had not been a special privilege. Everybody used them

CHAPTER TVEENTY- ONE

Anot her Race and a Party

Getting into the car, lan bunped his head four nore tines that | noticed and
doubt| ess nore besides that | didn't. He hit his head again as we left the car
under ny pl ace.

"Hey, maybe if you bash your head enough tines, all the lunps will grow together
into sort of an organic crash helnet, and . . ."

"Laugh all you want," he said. "It's a nmagnificent body!" He put his hands under
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the butts of two of his girls—Merry and Jodi—and lifted themat arms length up
to shoul der level. "Look at this, will you?"

"Hell, | can top that!" | duplicated his feat with Barb and Mary, then crouched
down on ny haunches and went into a high kicking Cossack dance—with suitable
ver bal acconpani nent—that | had | earned when | was sixteen and on a diet.

lan tried it and dropped hinself and friends backwards on the thickly padded
car pet .

I roared out with | aughter.

"Dam you, Tom | never said | was a dancer, but | can outrun you anytine!"

"Ah hah! Do | hear another wager in the offing?" | was still holding the girls
out in the air.

"You're damm straight! Once around all three of the pal aces and each of us
carrying two wonen."

"Two wonmen? | presune they don't have to be held at arms length."

I let my two ladies slide to the floor

"At a dead run, it'd be a bit nuch, not to say dangerous." lan renenbered ny
supposed "cheating" at the boat race and | apsed into a "legalistic" tone of
voice. "W shall each carry two ladies in any nmanner what soever, except that
shoul d any part of their bodies touch the ground, the defaulter shall forfeit
the wager. The course shall be outlined by floodlights that sonmeone shall set up
around the aforesaid three pal aces, and said course shall be free from any
dangerous obstacles. The ladies in question shall be chosen anbng our own here
present. . . . Ch. And we each shall nove on foot entirely under our own power
and wi thout any external assistance. | think that defines it."

"Sure. What about the bet?"

"I want nmy Harley back."

"Ckay. What are you putting up against it?"

"My Corvette."

"Hey, that's notyour Corvette, that's group property."”

"Then ny share of the Corvette and ny entire library back in Mchigan."

"Done!" And we shook on it. | started stripping down to nothing. The sol es of
the feet on ny new body were heavily calloused and all el se was usel ess

encunbr ance.

"Ckau. The lightest two of you girls front and center. Go to the bathroom and
then strip."

"Tom What are you doi ng?"

"Well, the bet is that | have to carry two girls over a naybe two-mle course
Not hi ng says that | have to carry clothes or urine." Naturally, | had a secret
schene for victory.

lan told his ladies to follow suit, and we went outside to find a starting line
set up. Word had apparently gotten around, because the entire popul ation of all
three pal aces—sans Hasenpfeffer—was waiting for us, cheering. W had apparently
made nudity the uniformof the day, because they were all as naked as we were.
When a full-sized, ornate and highly polished brass cannon signaled the start,

every one of themjoined in the race. | set off with Barb over ny right shoul der
and Tamry over ny left. As | ran, we tried other positions.
It was an absurd, hilarious, and riotous affair! W were all |aughing

hysterically and running as fast as our |egs could push us. A few score of the
girls quickly took the lead, the bulk of thempaced lan and nme with our double
| oads, and eventually, an increasing nunber of themfell behind.

It was wonderfully glorious, fantastically exhilarating! It was a nmagnificent
joy, pushing a perfect body to its absolute limts! For the first tine in ny
life, I was an athlete! lan was stronger than | was and his legs were fully six
inches |onger than mne, but | was better coordi nated—he hadn't |earned how to
use his oversized body yet. W raced evenly over the soft beach sand until we
rounded the Taj Mahal. Then he started to pull ahead. | was a hundred yards
behi nd when we rounded Hasenpfeffer's glass and concrete thing and got onto the
better footing of a well-tended | awn.

Only a half dozen girls were in the lead now, and | saw ny grand strategy
starting to work. lan's huge wong, slapping back and forth between his |egs,
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began to tell on him doubtless assisted by the |ovely naked | adi es running and

bounci ng around himand clinging to his neck. | caught up with himhal fway back
to Canelot. His erection was huge, and nust have consuned a pint of blood that
coul d have been used in oxygenating his nuscles. Also, | don't think that his

m nd was entirely on running a race.

When | passed lan, there was only one wonan ahead of hi mene of
Hasenpfeffer' s—and she never dropped out. | passed her a hundred yards fromthe
finish line.

Thr oughout the race, |'d been shifting Barb and Tamy around, trying to find a
confortabl e position. There wasn't one. As we approached the finish line, Barb
was on ny back, with her arnms around ny neck and her |egs wapped tightly around
my wai st, and Tammy was onher back, with her |legs under ny arnpits, her feet in
nmy hands. | was bent over nearly horizontal, and punping ny |egs |like the devi
hinsel f was after ne with two pitchforks, and we won!

We crossed the finish line to four hundred cheers and a second boomi ng of the
brass cannon. | pronptly stunbled and spilled Barb and Tammy sweating on the
sand.

We were up in tine to cheer Jennifer into second place and lan into third. They
had a six-quart solid gold loving cup, already engraved with ny nanme that said
"First Place" and "San Sebastian National Invitational M ni-Marathon."

Jennifer got a simlar "Second Place" prize, a two-quart solid silver cup. lan
got a tiny, chronme-plated plastic thing that read "Last Place—Male Division."

"Il get you, Red Baron!", he shouted, because whereas our cups were filled
wi th chanpagne, his held cold Lipton tea
After taking a long pull, | passed the cup to Barb. It went fromher to Tamy

and then into the crowd. Three dozen dozen chanpagne bottl es were popped

besi des, and nusical instrunents were starting to appear

"I nadequate!" lan shouted above the crowd. "I nmay be a loser, but I"'ma rotten
| oser! Let's break up the party!"

The girls all booed.

"So we can have a bigger one!" he shout ed.

They all cheered.

"You're all going to have to get dressed!"

"Boo! "

"I'n grass skirts and flowers!"

" HURRAH! "

"Me and Tomcan't handle all of you!"

"BOO "

"So you'll have to invite in the guys!"

" HURRAH! "

"Hey, they can only invite three hundred!" | shout ed.

"BOO "

"Well, we gotta have enough left for ourselves!"

" HURRAH! "

"McAndrews fromthe docks has to be here!" lan yelled.

" HURRAH! "

"Yeah, and Fitzsi mon of the Navy!"

" HURRAH! "

It was like party tine back in college, with one big exception. lan was getting
i nvol ved and taking the lead |ike he never had before. | was starting to get

pretty worried about it. Had they worked over his head as much as they had

enl arged his body? But | had had the same treatment, and | wasn't acting any
different, except for naybe being nore physical, and that could be expl ai ned by
the way it felt so good to nove this new body. Then again, would I know it if I
was thinking differently? I'd have to get lan alone and talk to himabout it,
next tine | got a chance.

Whi ch wasn't now.

Grass skirts and flowered | eis were being passed out. Bonfires and torches were
al ready being lit down on the beach where we'd raced not ten m nutes before. On
a raised area, a platformwith seats was set up for the island's "royalty,"
nanel y us.
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Femal e royalty seened to consist of only those girls we'd actually |aid—£four of
mne plus Mng Po on lan's side.

A tourist-style luau was in full swing by the time we got there. Booze was
flowing free, served in coconut shells, holl owed out pineapples and, in a few
cases, the entire rinds of waternelons.

A fair sized "native" band was going and a few dozen girls were doing a hul a.
The hula was followed by sone sort of all male Polynesian dance which featured a
wi de range of grunts and a | ot of body slapping—al nost drumring. It was the
first time I'd taken nuch notice of the men on the island, fenale distractions
bei ng what they were. The nmen were the sane racial mx as the wonen. More than
hal f of themwere blond, with a sprinkling of everything else frombushman to

Eski mo. They averaged around six feet tall. They were well nuscled, well
coordi nated and quick to laugh—dsually a sign of intelligence. Yet sonehow there
was sonething lacking in them Character?—No, not quite. | had the feeling that

these nmen were all decent and just.

Over - pol i shed? Perhaps the word | was | ooking for was over-civilized.

The nmal e dancers were foll owed by even nore violent drumm ng and twel ve | adi es
canme into the open area before us doing what Barb said was a Tahitian dance,

whi ch invol ved unbelievably fast hip notions.

On the other side of the platform lan was drinking froma small waternel on.
This was another new thing for him |'d never seen himdrinking before beyond a
single glass of wine with dinner. He was pointing at the wonen danci ng.

"Tom 1'll have that one, and that one, and . "

| hoped that whatever he was drinking wasn't too al coholic. Stam na and
perseverance in drinking requires diligence and long training, benefits that Ian
was perforce bereft of. Still, there was only one way of obtaining such graces.
One learns by doing. It was good to see the boy |oosening up, if only it was
really the old lan doing the | oosening.

As the "Tahitians" left, huge | eaves fromsone kind of tropical tree were laid
out at the periphery of the cleared area, and di nner was served.

Seven whol e roast pigs—each slung on a pole between two nen—were carried out
over the |leaves. Wth a single jerk of the pole, all of the steanmi ng hot flesh
fell to the |l eaves, leaving the skeleton still hanging fromthe pole. The trick
wor ked all seven tines, and the cooks got nore appl ause than the dancers.

A few hundred ot her dishes were brought out—there was no apparent distinction
made between servers and guests. Everyone except the "royalty" seened to have a
wel | - choreographed part to play. O maybe it was that these people were just
natural | y God-awful cooperative

What ever the cause, seven hundred people were served in ten mnutes flat.

lan and | didn't get a wicker platter like everyone el se. Anytine we opened our
mout hs, sonme attractive lady wearing flowers, a grass skirt, and a smle ranmred
food down our throats. A strange custom | cane close to biting off nore than
one dainty finger by m stake.

As the neal progressed, another group of nal e dancers entered the arena.

recogni zed Leftenant Fitzsi mobn anbng them wearing a flowery cloth around his
hips and a | ei around his neck, but still wearing his bashed-up skipper's hat.
He had two dozen nmen with him | guessed themto be his crew fromtheHot spur
whi ch ship, with them aboard, was presently still circling the island. They did
a sort of juggling dance, throwi ng around four dozen razor sharp nmachetes in a
manner that |ooked likely to kill sonebody, but didn't.

Seeing that crew together and largely undressed, it was obvious that they were
of a different breed of cat than the other nen on the island. They were nore
varied in size and build, often wiry rather than beefy. They had a nuch w der
range of facial features, and a few of them were down-right ugly. Mdre than a
few were shifty-eyed, and nothing about them was polished or over-civilized.
Survivors, that's what they were, and ny kind of people.

When the dance finished with not a drop of blood spilled, | started breathing
agai n.
"Hey!" | shouted, then gagged and spit out the peel ed grape that Tammy had

stuffed into nmy nouth.
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"Hey!" | tried again. "Leftenant Fitzsi mon! Conme on up and join the royalty!"
"Right, sir!" He waved goodbye to his nen, junped up to the stage and sat down
on a chair that sonmeone had placed next to ne.

"Quite a show, Leftenant. But | couldn't help noticing that your nmen are a bit
different fromthe rest of the people on this island.”

"l suppose the people hereabouts have their linitations, sir, but they certainly
know how to throw a party!"

He gestured towards sonme grass-skirted | adi es who nmust have been sel ected
because of their overly large breasts. Their dance m ght have been authentic
sonewhere, but for me it seenmed nostly involved a | ot of jumping and stonping,
the sol e purpose of which was to get those huge breasts bouncing. It |ooked
pai nf ul

"Yeah, but why are you different? Wiere are you fron®"

"Ch, elsewhere, sir. | say, look at that one on the end giving me the eye! That
likely neans that I'Il be well entertained tonight!"

"Huh. | take it you're a bachelor."

"Ch, no sir. I'mmarried. Several tines, in fact."

"l see. The traditional seaman's girl in every port?"

"Hardly that, sir. I'mreally quite the family man. Four w ves and thirteen
children to date. If |I had nmy pants and wallet, |I'd show you their photos."
"Well, 1'd like to neet themduring ny stay here."

"Ch, they're not here, sir. Wuldn't work, don't you know. For one thing, these
| ocal people are nobnoganobus. No, | have found it wise to restrict nmy hone life

to ny vacations."

"Say, that must be rough on your family."

"Most of the time, they don't realize |I've been gone, sir. Children need a
continuous male adult around if they' re going to grow up properly, so | always
arrange ny departures and arrivals to happen on the sane day."

"Huh. How often do you get a vacation?"

"Why, whenever | feel like it, sir. Wenever | get bored with work, | go home or
el sewhere until | get bored with that. After all, as |long as theHotspur nakes
her two patrols a day, ny contract's satisfied. Wiat | do with the rest of ny
life is my own business. The same, of course, applies to nmy fanmly." He flirted
again with the dancer.

"Well then, you seemto have a perfect life, with fringe benefits." | gestured
to his dancer.
"These aren't bad, sir. I've jolly well had worse. But really, they're a bit

butch and thin flanked for ny taste. Back home the girls aresexy !"

Since | couldn't imagine any possibility of any wonmen from any place or any tine
bei ng better | ooking than the ones around us, | let the nmatter drop

"Uh, yeah. Were did you say your hone was?"

"I didn"t. Really, sir, you nust understand that | have certain contractua
obligations, and that that nmjorDonmo of yours, well, she might be all sweetness
and joy to you, but she is also a hellion who is dquite capable of making ny
life difficult."

The boob- bounci ng dancers finished their set and were replaced by another nale
group. One of the | arge-breasted wonen canme up, sat by Leftenant Fitzsi mon's
feet, and laid her head on his knee. Wen he stroked her cheek, she sniled.
There was no question but that the good | eftenant woul d i ndeed be well taken
care of.

Fi ve others arranged thensel ves around lan, crowding in among seven "Tahitians"
and a half dozen "hula" girls. lan had finished his first waternelon filled with
sonme sort of punch, and was calling for another.

Poor kid. He was about to learn the hard way that strong drink increases the

desire while it lessens the ability. Still, education is a wondrous thing, even
if it is occasionally painful
"Ch, sir, since | was a guest of honor so to speak, | took the liberty of

inviting a friend, Captain Stepanski. He heads up the fighter wi ng on base.
That's himbelowwith his pilots.”

There were sixteen short nen of the "Survivor" type doing sonething that

i nvol ved throwing |lighted torches at each other, catching themand throw ng them
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back.

"Well, nmore guys fromyour honme town, | see. How many of your sort are here?
Cone on, | can find out the hard way if | have to."

"Very well, sir. There are just under a hundred fifty in the Navy, about three

hundred in the ground forces and perhaps thirty-five in the Air Force."

"Hey, that's a pretty tiny air force."

"Not really, sir. They're all pilots and gunners. The Snpothies handle all the
mai nt enance and so on."

"The "snoothies." What do they call you?"

"They call us the "killers." "

The air force was the last fornal act of the evening, and after they quenched
their torches, the party slowy broke up into about forty smaller parties up and
down the beach. The "royal" party took a wal ki ng tour anong them with lan and
me hugging all of the girls and shaking hands with all the nen. Qur |adies, of
course, had opposite tastes.

About hal fway through, lan discarded another enpty waternmelon rind and |l ed his
collected girls—there nust have been forty of themback to the Taj Mahal

It was after midnight when | finally got hone. Barb said that she'd join ne
|later, so | went to ny bedroomalone. Mchelle and Carolyn were there, just as
they had been when 1'd arrived, two days before.

Only this tine | didn't disappoint them Actually, | darned near wore them out.
They soon got to calling in reinforcements, and | found nyself at the center of
a one-nman orgy.

Thi s new body of nmine had just amazing stamna, and before | called it quits and
Barb cane back, shooing the others out, | figured that | nust have done proper
justice to eighteen of them and sone of them several tines.

CHAPTER TVEENTY- TWO

The Third Wager

I woke up at dawn feeling just great. Maybe it was nmy new automatic vitamn
generator, but if so, they nust have given lan one, too, since | found himin mny
br eakfast room when | got there

"Good norning, Tom You slept well?"

"Well, they laid ne soundly down. Yourself?"

"Remar kably so."

The breakfast waitress, who had not been with ne |ast night, had taken to
weari ng not hing but high heeled shoes and a snall apron. | never did neet a nan
who could get a woman to wear what he wanted, so | didn't nention it to her
Anyway, there was a part of nme that liked it.

She asked me what | want ed.

| said, "Surprise ne," and sat back, wondering what she'd do.

What she did was bring me a spinach and cheese onelet with some kind of white
sauce. It wasn't bad.

When | conplinented the food, and the waitress on her choice, she told ne that
all of the vegetables consuned in the pal aces were grown in the gardens
surroundi ng them and were picked within mnutes of being set on the table.

Her eabouts, they took the idea of freshness about as far as it could go.

lan was working on his usual stack of pancakes. That at |east hadn't changed. |
was trying to figure out how to broach the subject of how his mnd mght have
been fiddled with, but he sort of signaled that he didn't want to talk, so | |et
it be.

After breakfast, he suggested that we take a swim just the two of us, so we
headed for the beach in front of my place.

"What woul d you say to anot her wager?" he asked.

"You are a glutton for punishment, ny young friend. |In Sunday School, didn't
they teach you about the virtues of noderation?"

"Yes, Tom and long ago | vowed to strive towards those virtues as the nobl est
of ideals. Yet perforce, | nust do ny striving in extreme noderation, in order
to keep the whol e business within the | ogical bounds of internal consistency.
Thus, al as, one noderate deed per week is the best | dare attain. Miinly, at the
present, | want nmy Harley, ny Corvette, and ny books back." We reached the beach
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and started stripping down. lan seened to be wearing an extra doodad around his
neck along with his usual religious nedal, but | didn't say anything about it.
"Well, certes | would agree with your wager in principle, but do you own
anything to put up against your previous foolish | osses?" | said as we waded
naked into the warmsalt water.

"In truth, Tom not much, but | ammnded to bet it all on one figurative toss
of the dice."

"A nobl e action, ny young friend, though again a silly one. Yet faced with such
kni ghtly panache, how could | say thee nay?" W were both stroking out into deep
water. "Did you have any particular nmethod in nmnd with which to attain your
final inpoverishnent?"

"I do. | propose that whichever one of us sexually penetrated and ejacul ated
into the largest nunber of attractive young | adies |ast night shall be the owner
of all my previous property."

"Done, ny sad young friend, and our present salty wetness is nobst appropriate,
as the ocean waves shall disguise your own salt tears, for you loose. In the
early hours before |I slept, | nay have set a world record with over eighteen of
our loveliest nmaidens being fully pleasured, and that is not counting the two
eager bath girls | enjoyed this very norning. | wouldn't feel too badly about
it, though. I nmean, sew a black patch on the back of each of your hands if you
really nust, but | wouldn't even consider suicide."

"Only eighteen? Did you know that there was an Anci ent Roman general who
forcibly took twenty-five virgin captives on the eve of battle, just to get his
fighting spirits up for the comng conflict?"

"Did he win the battle?"

"He woul d have, except that he fell asleep during a counterattack."

"I feel nmy leg being pulled,” | said.

"It's probably just a shark. This isn't a protected beach. Anyway, we are
probably far enough out. One of the things that | have observed about the
technol ogy of our hosts..."

"And host esses. "

"Well, as the | awers say, the nale enbraces the female. But as | was saying
bef ore your despicably rude interruption, their technology is exactly the sane
as ours, except for tine travel and its various offshoots. No m crophone in the
nmodern worl d coul d possibly pick up our voices out here, what with the distance
and t he background noise, so | think it's safe to talk."

"It's as safe as anywhere inmaginable, but | wouldn't call it one hundred percent
secure. Their nedical technology is way ahead of anything we've got, and these
new bodi es of ours could very well be bugged."

"It's nottheir medical technology. That doctor wasn't one of the Snoothies. He
was one of the Killers, like the mlitary types around here. The Killers aren't
running the show. They are strictly hirelings, nmercenaries, if you will."
"Makes sense, except that if they're hiring nedical and mlitary help, why not
espi onage agents as wel | ?"

"Ckay, you're right, Tom but | still think it's still our best shot."

"Agreed. | gather that you want to conpare notes." | said as we swam slowy
farther out to sea.

"True. Tell me what you've |earned."

"First let ne tell you what I'mworried about. It's you. Ever since you got the
Zongor -t he- Hunk body, you have been acting very strangely. No way would the old
lan have taken the lead at a party, for exanple."

"That's because the old lan was too afraid of getting accidentally stepped on
You can't imagine howintimdating it is to be half the size of the rest of the
world. | tell you that it is very difficult to assert your individuality when
you only cone up to other people's arnpits. You spend all of your tine worrying
about getting a stray el bow in your eye."

"You were about as tall as Julius Caesar, Napol eon Bonaparte and Genghi s Khan
They all nade out okay."

"Maybe so. But can you call any one of those guys socially adjusted?"

"Poi nt taken. However, there was also the fact that all of a sudden, you were
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drinking. Totally out of character. | figure they nmessed with your brain."
"Not to the extent that |'ve noticed anything. But about the drinking, thatwas
their doing. |'ve never objected to drinking, you know. In fact, | like the
taste of many drinks. What | objected to was getting drunk. | don't want
chemicals in control of ny mnd or body, and | especially don't want to | ook
i ke you do when you've drunk yourself into a stupor and lie snoring in the

corner of the kitchen. Anyway, | asked the doctor if he could do something to ny
met abolismso that | wouldn't be affected by the stuff and he said it was no
sweat. | was just testing a new ability last night, that's all."

"That's sonme relief, even if | don't snore. Ckay. Back to the strange people we
find around us."

I filled himin on what 1'd | earned, nostly about the many odd ways these people
used tine travel to replace everything from plunbing to radios. That there were
two separate groups of people here fromaquite separate cultures, and that the
Smoot hi es, at least, considered this a very dangerous place to be.

"Interesting. |'d picked up nost of that myself, but it's good that you confirm
my findings. Did you know that all the Smoothies here are coll ege graduates,
nmostly from American universities? That they all went to our high schools, too,
but not to our grade school s? That about half of them have advanced degrees?
That they all have two to ten years experience in industry, business,

gover nnent, or sone such?"

"No, | guess | missed all that." | rolled over and swam a while on ny back
"It's nothing to be enbarrassed about, Tom It's just that you're properly
ashanmed of your lack of a decent, formal education, so you would feel awkward
aski ng about that sort of thing. Another point. Have you noticed that it isn't
actually necessary to do anything to cause a change to be nade in the past? That
it is sufficient to merelyintend to do sonethi ng?"

"l have, and it bothers ne. Wat if you neant to do sonething, so what you neant
to happen actually does, and then you never get around to doing it? What happens
to causality?"

"l don't know, and what's nore, |'mconvinced thatthey don't know either! These
peopl e absol utel ynever violate causality. | swear that they would nurder their
own grandnot hers before they even thought about doing it."

"The mind boggles. Wat if youcan't do what you neant to do? Wat if you got
killed?"

"Beats nme, Tom Maybe these Snmoothies don't get killed. | suspect that they live
lives that are so organi zed and preordai ned that accidents sinply don't happen
Conpared to what they are used to, our world woul d seem dangerous indeed to

t hem "

A wave ducked nme and | went fromswi ming on ny back to a side stroke. | didn't
i ke what | saw over lan's shoul der

" Speaki ng of which, can you tell a shark's fin froma porpoise's? Like that one
over there, for instance?"

"No, but | think that a quick trip to shore is in order!" He started stroking
for the distant shore at full speed.

"Be it so noved!" | yelled, but | don't think he heard ne.

"Ah! Somet hing just rubbed ne and took off a bit of skin!"

"That sounds |ike a shark! Porpoi ses have snooth skins. Mve, boy!"

"No, wait."

lan pulled a pencil sized brass cylinder fromthe chain around his neck. In the
process, he broke the chain and | ost his scapul ar medal .

"A flare," he said needlessly, as a bright red star flashed upwards.

| ducked under water to see what was happening. At first, all | could see were
some dark shapes, fuzzy as things always are when you're under water w thout
goggl es. Then suddenly, everything came into focus. My eyes had abilities they
never had before, but what | saw left ne notine to be thrilled about it. There
wer edozens of sharks down there
"lan, we're in big trouble! There's
"Don't worry! The cavalry, in the nick of tinme! ARRG"

lan was jerked under water, only to surface again thirty feet away. The water
around hi m darkened with his bl ood.
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Three choppers were convergi ng on us.

| stroked hard toward lan, but | never got to him

An F-105 jet streaked by the choppers and strafed the water not twenty-five feet
fromus. The sound of those 20mm sl ugs was unbelievably |oud. Half of a huge

bl ue shark was bl own out of the water right in front of ne, while the inpact of
the shells hitting the water knocked the wi nd out of mny |ungs.

I was half stunned by the blast, the snoke, and the noi se, but when a rope
bunped ny head, | grabbed for it.

I got my hand in a | oop of rope and was yanked sw ftly upwards. | saw |l an
dangling from anot her rope above nme, with blood pouring off of him Half of his
right foot was gone. Again.

The chopper's crewren got us pronptly aboard and attended to lan. They had a
tourni quet and a needle of pain killer all ready, of course.

lan | ooked at his foot and shook his head. "Dam. Twice! You know, Tom | don't
think I want to go sw mm ng back there any nore."

Behi nd us, four jets were shooting up the sharks in the water that we'd just

| eft. Vengeance, pest control, or nmaybe just target practice.

"Be it so noved. As to your foot, well, they fixed it before, so they can do it
again, but it sure |ooks |Iike sonebody is trying to tell you sonething."
"Maybe, but | can't imagine what He's trying to say. Maybe it's just that |
shoul dn't have left nmy sword on the beach. Can you beat that, Ton? W wore those
damm swords for two years without ever really needing them then the one tine
when we really do, we both left them behind! Talk about term nal stupidity!"
"No, fortunately, it was onlynear term nal. Good idea about the flare, though
What ever pronpted you to bring it al ong?"

"M ng Po gave it to me, and insisted that | wear it. She said | mght need it."
"Figures. By the way, who won our bet?"

"I did, Tom Thirty-eight. Do you want verification?"

"No, | trust you. Do you want another bet?"

"No, thanks. |'ve learned ny | esson."

"This is good, nmy son. Wsdom becones you."

The chopper set us down on top of the hospital, where a crew was waiting to

whi sk lan downstairs. | stopped to thank the nmen in the chopper for saving our
lives and to shake their hands.

"Just doing our jobs, sir."

"Doi ng them dam wel |, Captain LeFarge!" | said, reading the name tag on his
uniform "Is there anything that | can do for you guys?"
"Can't imagine what, sir, except, well, that sure is a fine sail boat you have in

the harbor," the chopper pilot said.

"It's yours any tinme you want it. In fact, all three of themare there for you
and all of your guests, and that goes double for whoever was flying that F105."
"That was Captain Stepanski."

I would have tal ked with them | onger but | spotted Barb comi ng across the
hel i copter pad toward us. She had ny clothes with her. Wuld you believe that |
had been standi ng there naked and hadn't even noticed the fact? | suddenly
realized that everybody el se around ne had clothes on, and imediately | felt
very strange. | even stepped back into the chopper to dress.

They were the sane clothes I'd left on the beach, sword, calculator and all,
except for the belt buckle. It was like the old one, only it had a red button in
the middle of it, on the inside.

"It's something that | should have given you when you first arrived, Tom but |
didn't know how you'd react to it. There's a transmitter in the buckle. W al
carry one, in one formor another. If you press the red button, a distress
signal is sent and help arrives imedi ately. Today's probl emwoul dn't have
happened if you had had one on you."

She | ooked |ike she was feeling guilty about it all

"Not your fault, little one. Anyway, | probably would have left it on the beach
along with ny sword. | just wasn't thinking."

"Then you nust learn to think, Tom"™

"Yes, nother. Let's go find lan."
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lan was well, dressed, and waiting for us.

"Tom |'m having some special gold medals struck in honor of our rescuers, and
forming up a special order for them theOrder of the Two Right Feet . But for
now, let's go scuba diving, only this tinme let's take our swords with us."
"Cinbing right back on the horse that threw you, eh? Good! Let's do it!"

CHAPTER TVEENTY- THREE

Pl ayboys in the Sun

The next three weeks went by like that, only wi thout further bl oodshed.
Hasenpfeffer kept on conferring with bureaucrats, and lan and | kept on
pretending that we were wealthy tourists. W went skydiving and hang gliding,

st eepl echasi ng and auto racing, surfing and skin diving. W took flying | essons,
at first on ultralights, but in a week we talked the Air Force into letting us
fly a pair of their jet fighters, although they wouldn't let us do it solo.

even got to be fairly good at piloting a helicopter

Qur evenings were full, too. There was no end of good entertai nnent avail abl e at
Morrow. They had a full synphony orchestra and a worl d-class ball et conpany.
There were O ynpic-grade ice skaters, and gymmasts who were the best 1'd ever
seen anywhere. The word gymasi um neans sonething like "the naked place," and
that's the way they did it down there. | thought it was an inprovenent, on the
girls anyway, being prejudiced.

There were bl uegrass bands and rock groups, folk singers of a dozen
descriptions, and every type of ethnic nusic inmaginable. There was even a G and
Qpera Conpany, although we let that one pass. It was all first quality stuff,
and we were surprised to discover that there were no professional entertainers
on the island.

Al'l sports, theater, and nusic of of any description was done by amateurs. It
seens that every Snoothie could play a nusical instrunent, paint a beautiful

pi cture, and dance |ike Nureyev. Incredible.

Barb turned out to be a classical ballet dancer. W went to see her perform one
ni ght, and she was great, absolutely perfect. She was pl eased with her
performance, herself. She told me so, sitting there beside ne, watching it.

"I did this a year ago, subjectively. If that bothers you, just think of it as a
movie. | could watch a novie of nyself, couldn't 1?"

But what lan noticed first was that while they were all outstanding at the
performng arts, not one of themcould do anything creative! There wasn't a
conposer or a novelist or a choreographer in the whole bunch. Apparently, when
you started out knowi ng everything that you were going to do in your whole life,
it just wasn't possible to think up anything new.

The Killers weren't nearly as talented. A few played nusical instruments, but
nmost didn't. Most of themcould fix al nbst anything that was broken, but few
were real engineers. If they used a paint brush, it was likely to be four inches
wi de.

In fact, nost of the Killers had distinctly |owbrow tastes. There were a few
waterfront dives set aside for them traditional snoke-filled dens that the
Smoot hi es ran, but weren't too happy about. There was even a go-go bar where the
dancing girls were always new. This happened because the Snpothi e wonen drew
lots to see who had to do it next, and they figured that one night of it was
enough for any girl. Apparently, it was part of their contract with the Killers.
The Bucket of Blood was ny favorite lowlife dive, since it took sonething about
as far as it could go, and |I've always been an extrem st, on just about any
subject. lan wouldn't go there a second tinme, but | got to be a regular

The place was part bar and part shooting gallery. They didn't throw darts, they
threwknives . There was a pistol range in the hallway to the john, and it was
unwi se to wal k out of the bathroomtoo quickly. There was a pit where you could
take on anot her sportsman with bare knuckles, with quarterstaves, or with sword
and shield in full nedieval arnor, if that was your pleasure. O you could use
anything else in the way of instrunents of nayhemthat m ght be nutually agreed
on. The stock of strange weapons and arnor filled a basenent that was bigger
than the drinking areas were above. They even practiced with javelins, out in
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back, and sonetinmes played a gane involving teans that each consisted of a spear
chucker and aspear catcher

And yes, people did get hurt there, but they had a direct subway to the hospita
so hardly anybody ever died. The only thing phony about the place were the
Smoot hi e wai tresses, who were trying hard to act sleazy when their hearts really
weren't init.

The first night | was there, sonme of the guys talked ne into giving thema
demonstration of ny tenporal sword, and they all acted very inpressed. But since
they all used other aspects of tinme travel on a regular basis, | had a feeling
that their interest was faked. | think

O maybe it was necessary for themto | earn about the swords fromme, even

t hough they al ready knew about them just so causality wasn't violated. It's as
confusing as Hell.

Anyway, a few of the Killers were genuinely creative artists. Leftenant

Fitzsi mon wote sonme remarkably good poetry, and Captain Stepanski did

sonet hing that m ght have been called carpentry, or wood carving, or scul pting,
or cabinetry, or nmaybe none of the above, but he filled whole roons with oddly
shaped, joined, and polished pieces of wood that | found to be strangely
disturbing at first. Yet somehow, after a few hours, it sort of grew on ne, and
I got to liking it. Whatever he was doing, it was certainly original

The Snoot hies were bothered by his stuff, too, but | found one of them carving,
cutting, and sandi ng away, naking an accurate copy of one of his pieces.

The Red Gate Inn was lan's favorite home away from hone. It was run by some sort
of social club, "The Cuardians of the Red Gate," and nost of the menbers were
Killers. Yet fully half of the clientele were Snpothies. A big place, it had
sone two dozen fair-sized rooms, and each of them featured a different sort of
entertai nnent, from chess through novi es past bagpi pers and on to a full dance
band.

I liked the place second best.

The island had a | arge, beautiful Gothic cathedral, in the French style, that
was pretty nuch unused. The islanders didn't seemto have nuch, if any,
religion, and | personally never noticed any of the Killers being of that

per suasi on, either.

lan occasionally went there on Sunday nornings, and he said that a Killer |ay
preacher spoke to perhaps two dozen people, nost of themother Killers, in the
huge building. He said that the few Snpothi es who cane had the | ook of
soci ol ogi sts. They took notes, photos, and recordi ngs of the proceedi ngs, but
they didn't | ook very prayerful

Even nore odd was the fact that the island boasted a full-sized university, with
housing and facilities for ten thousand students. Conpletely equipped, it stood
there enpty, totally devoid of both faculty and students. The only peopl e around
were a snall mai ntenance crew, who had no idea why the place had been built.
Central Maintenance had assigned the area to themto keep in shape, and that's
all they knew. Its existence was a nystery, and either nobody knew why it was
there, or everybody was sonehow forbidden to talk about it.

My best guess was that it had been built by mstake, that the Gty Pl anning
Conmittee had changed its mnd about the desirability of a university, and had
so informed the Conmittee for Personnel Allocation, but neither organization had
gotten around to telling the Architectural Council or the Builders' Quild about
the change in plans.

lan woul dn't buy my explanation. Hs thoughts were that with conplete

f oreknow edge, where those in the future could always tell those in the past
about what went wong, such mi stakes were inpossible.

My idea was that you coul dn't know about a mistake until it had al ready been
made, at which tine you were presented with afait acconpli . At that point, you
could tear the place down, but you couldn't nmake it "didn't happen." Once one of
my three-dinmensional strings was |aid down on that sheet of four-dinensiona
paper, that was it. You shouldn't be able to nodify it.

"Or maybe," | said, "The Conmittee for Telling the Past Were It Screwed Up
forgot to tell the Comrmittee for Listening To the Future about the screw up. O
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maybe the Commttee of the Second Part just forgot to listen in the first

pl ace. "

lan didn't like that one, either. He renained convinced that there was a purpose
for everything.

* x %

For three weeks, lan and | played in the sunshine. W were well entertained in

the evenings, and our nights, well, our nights were generally spent sinply
wal lowing in the | adies of our households, Iike a pair of contented pigs in
their sties.

But wall ow though I certainly did, still | found nyself sleeping nost

confortably when Barb was at ny side. The best of the I ot was at the beginning,
and | began to think that ny thoughts of that first norning were right after
all. | really was going to have to narry that girl. But later, | told nyself,
once all the rest of these wonen ceased fighting their way into ny bed.

* * *

More and nore often, lan and | found ourselves finding that it was nore fun to
tour through the factories and farns of the island, than to play with all of our
expensi ve adult toys that were laid out for our pleasure.

Not that we were about to | et Hasenpfeffer know that, since taking a formal tour
of the place was the first thing he wanted us to do.

He was still com ng by every norning, singing the sane old song about how the
two of us really ought to quit goofing off, and knuckle down to business, as he
cl ai mred he was doi ng.

lan and | had already said everything we wanted to say about the matter, the
first norning we'd been here, but Hasenpfeffer kept on harping on the sane old
strings.

I quit discussing the matter with him by sinply never paying the slightest
attention to himwhen he was ranting and raving. The easiest way to do this was
to pay nore attention to the breakfast waitress. Wien he wouldn't stop, |

woul dn't either. Flirting would give way to a kiss or two and sone |light-hearted
petting, which would eventually escalate up to concentrated foreplay. On one
occasi on when we were breakfasting at lan's, it went as far as actual copul ation
right there at the breakfast table before Hasenpfeffer gave up and |eft,
muttering to hinself.

That day, 1'd just finished up, and sent the smling, if a bit tousled, girl out
for nore coffee, when lan said, "That was quite a show "

"Thank you, sir. Not to nention that it finally got rid of Hasenpfeffer."

"Not to nmention that you did it with one of nmy girls."

"Qooh! Territoriality raises its ugly little head! Wat's it to be next, lan?
Putting your private brand on each chick in your househol d? Tell ne, do you plan
on burning a big 'lI-bar-M unto all their trimlittle left buttocks? O do you
figure on getting creative about it? Like maybe hitting a belly button here and
a right tit there?"

"Knock it off! You know damm well that |I'd never do any such thing! But we never
agreed to go communal with our lady friends, and to just take one without

perm ssion is dammed arrogant behavior."

"I had the girl's perm ssion, or at |least her tacit consent, since she was as
ent husi astic about the whole thing as | was. What? Are you her father? Her

brot her? Her husband? Her owner, naybe? Whatever you are, you just sat there
while the two of us got carried anay a little. If you had a conplaint, you
shoul d have aired it before the act took place!"

"Maybe so, but | still think that you owe ne one."
"No, you owe ne one. | transferred M ng Po over to you, and you never returned
the favor."

"Whul d you take that maid in trade? She hasn't come up on ny schedul e yet, and
now | don't think that 1'd feel right about taking her."

"Fine. She's a good wonan. But you're sure getting uppity in your old age.
Renmenber those forty wonen you took hone after the party? Athird of themwere
fromny staff, and an equal nunber cane from Hasenpfeffer's. Did either of us
conpl ain about that? A few hundred of the girls went home with other guys after
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that party, and certainly no one objected to that! In fact, | have yet to neet a
worman on this island who was either underaged, half-witted, or a virgin. These
are all mature, experienced wonen who are in full comand of their own lives

For some strange, yet to be explained reason, they all seemto want to enjoy our
succul ent bodies, in just exactly the sane way that the all wonen back hone
didn't. It always has been the wonmen who do the choosing, not us men. You're
enough of a historian to know that! We couldn't do any getting when they weren't
doing any giving, and now that they are, | say that we should take all we can
get. Personally, | intend to continue doing just what | have been doing al
along, and if that bothers you, tough!"

"Ch, just forget it."

"The hell | will." The waitress canme back precisely on cue, the way everything
happened around the island. "Mna, ny fine girl, | think that you are not
sufficiently appreciated around here, so if you're wlling, how about coming to
work for me? You could report to Barb as soon as you got through here. Does that
sound good to you?"

"Why, yes, Tom That's wonderful!"

"Good." Turning back to lan, | said, "Nowwe can forget it."

| slapped Mona on the butt as she left, and said to lan, "So. Do you want to
tal k about what's really bugging you?"

"No, Tom Not just yet."

CHAPTER TVEENTY- FOUR

Ampbebas and Qur Factory

| said, "Did you ever think about an anoeba?"

"Rarely. In fact, |1've been known to go whole weeks at a tine w thout doing such
a thing, even after breakfast."

"Then consi der that when tines are good, an anoeba duplicates itself, reproduces
by fission, about once every half an hour."

"And two little anpebas wiggle off. So?"

"Wl l, would you consider that act of fission to be the death of the animal ?"
"Certainly not," lan said.

"Then one can reasonably say that every ampeba now on earth has been around
since the very first single-celled animal came into existence, perhaps a billion
or nore years ago. They are imortal."

"l suppose that that would follow, yes. Interesting."

"Now consi der the fact that the total nunber of ampebas on earth doesn't change
much. That there were about as many of thema half an hour ago as there are now
Therefore, on the average, one anpeba nust die for each one that is created by
fission. Think about what it nust be |ike to be such an aninmal. There you are,
billions of years old, knowing for the entire time that there is a fifty-fifty
chance that you will be dead in the next half an hour," | said.

"Well, fortunately, as far as we know, they don't know, think, or rememnber
anyt hi ng, which together nmakes worrying pretty much inpossible.”

"True. But if they could, each and every one of the zillions of anpebas in the
worl d woul d be perfectly justified in thinking of hinself as being a
fantastical |l yl ucky individual, having won that fifty-fifty bet with death al nost
every single half hour for billions of years."

"l see what you mean, Tom Each one has seen—what ?—Aaybe ten to the fifteenth of
its clones die, while it has kept on living! Every one of themis so inprobable
that it couldn't possibly happen, yet there they all are in uncountabl e nunbers,
imortals waiting to die at any instant. Remarkable. Does this little parable of
yours have any poi nt?"

"No, but it sure makes you think, doesn't it? So what do you want to do today?"
"I don't know, except let's not try to be anpebas,” lan said. "I think that we
have just about exhausted all of the possibilities before us. Nothing comes to
m nd. Can you think of anything interesting?"

"Wl |, okay, |ook. Neither one of us has ever tried anything really kinky. Now,
I"lIl bet that if we |ooked for it, this palace of yours will turn out to have a
dungeon, conplete with cages full of nearly naked slave girls in |eather, eager
to taste our whi ps and nipple clanps, or perhaps your personal branding iron."
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"You know, Tom | think that you are probably right. |I nmean, | truly believe
that our ladies really would volunteer for that sort of thing, if we asked them
to do it. But the question is, woul dyou actually ask themto do such a thing?"
"Well, no, | couldn't. Look, | wasn't being serious. The truth is, | feel very
protective toward these girls. | don't think that | could hurt one of themif ny
life depended on it. But | at least | came up with something original. Nowit's
your turn to think up sonething for us to do today."

"Yeah. Well, we could always go flying again. We're still a long way from
earning our pilots' licenses."
"True, but sonehow, | don't feel like flying today. How about if we get sone

horses and ride down to the factory area? W coul d nose around there for a
whil e, and naybe find sonething interesting.”

"I think that's a dull, stupid idea, Tom but it's the best one |'ve heard
today, so let's act onit."

We wal ked out of lan's Taj Mahal, to find two dozen of our |adies nounted and
wai ting for us, along with the two oversized horses we would ride, Diablo and
Trigger. Al the girls were in jodhpurs, riding boots, and nothing fromthe
wai st up except for some oversized sonbreros

As we nounted up, | said, "lan, have you noticed that our staffs have been
wearing less and less lately? | haven't asked themto do that. Is it your

doi ng?"

"Not guilty. Mng Po, why are all of you wearing just jodhpurs?"

"It is vera painful to ride horse with no long pants on, lan," she said in her
best try at a Chinese accent.

"You know what | nean. Wiy are all of you wonen topl ess?"

"It is what we wi shed to not wear."

"Ckay, thenwhy did you wish to not wear shirts, or tops, or whatever you cal
what you're not wearing?"

"I't is not ne, of course, for | have receive far nore than | deserve, but nany
ot her have notice that the | ess clothes a woman wear, the nore likely she is to
be noticed by two of you nen."

"There you go, Tom It's all just part of our infinite |local sex appeal." lan
turned back to Mng Po, and said, "If you don't feel the need for attracting ne
any further, why are your breasts as bare as every one el se's?"

"Because when everyone does sonething, then it is the fashion. A woman nust be
in fashion, yes?"

lan | ooked confused, trying to absorb that one.

I could see that he didn't want to say anything, so | said, "It's passing
strange, ladies, but | for one will happily suspend ny disbelief in the apparent
universe, in return for the anple services rendered."

There was no point in having lan be the only one who was confused.

It was an hour's ride to the industrial area. The distance was only about six
mles as the crow flies, but except for maybe the subways, nothing went straight
on our island. There weren't any real roads at all. But the ride was enjoyabl e,
and t he scenery was good, which was why we rode the horses in the first place.
By scenery, | nostly nean that the ladies on the whole island were wearing a | ot
| ess than they had been three weeks ago. Back in the states, that wouldn't have
been a good thing, since nost people (of both sexes) didn't have bodies that you
really wanted to see stripped down. Down here, where everybody | ooked |ike they
were between eighteen and thirty-five, and physical fitness freaks besides,
well, it wasn't bad.

But why were they doing what they were doing? Was it just this business of it
bei ng the new fashion? O were theyall offering thenselves to us? That was a
scary thought. There were nore than thirty thousand wonen on the i sl and.

It is possible to have entirely too nuch of a good thing.

* *x %

| suppose that touring factories mght strike nost people as a strange way to
spend a day, but you have to understand that engineerslike to do things |ike
that, and we don't think that it's at all strange. It's kind of fun, actually,
like visiting museuns, but of the present, instead of the past. As a group, we
techni cal types have an abiding fascination with finding out exactly how the
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worl d i s nade.

Because of trade secrets and insurance problens, this sort of sightseeing is
difficult to do out in the real world w thout know ng soneone on the inside who
can get you an invitation. But on the island, well, we owned the place.

The factories were all big, blocky grey buildings, nostly without w ndows, and
wi t hout any signs except for the large street nunbers. Except that there weren't
any street signs here, or streets either. On the other hand, in the industrial
area, everything that wasn't a factory building was paved over. Maybe you could
call those spaces streets, except that there still weren't any street signs.

was a long tine finding out what they did about the mail.

For our tour, lan picked a building at random and we just wal ked in, followed
by nost of our scantily clad entourage. As had happened before, the workers paid
little heed to our ladies, but all of themturned and gawked at lan and ne. The
pl ant manager bustled over, smling and hol ding out his hand for ne to shake.

It was an ordinary factory, nmaking al um num wi ndow franes. They were very well
bui It wi ndow franes, obviously nmeant to last a long tine, but there was nothing
very interesting about the operation, except that there didn't seemto be any
need for all the windows that they were diligently making.

"l thought that all the buildings on the Island already had w ndows," l|an said.
"Well, well, I'"msure that they all do, sir," the nmanager stanmered

"l haven't seen any new construction going on. Wiat are they going to do with
all the windows you fol ks are nmaki ng here?"

"I"'msure | don't know, sir. | don't get involved with sales, you see. | just
make sure that the orders are filled."

"Then show me the orders."

"As you wish, sir, but they won't tell you nuch.”

They didn't. The purchase orders were all on the same standard form not on
fornms with the letterhead of the ordering conpany, as would be the usual case
anywhere else |I'd ever heard of.

They specified which standard catalog itens were to be built and shi pped by what
time, and they nentioned the catal og prices but nmade no nention of any discounts
expected, a thing unheard of in the real world.

And they specified precisely which nunbered shipping containers should be
filled, which seened inpossible. How woul d anybody, except nmaybe for the

shi ppi ng conpany, know which contai ner woul d be available for shipnent at the
time the order was filled? Oh, it could be done, | suppose, if you had that
particul ar container especially set aside and waiting, but that would have been
terribly inefficient, and why woul d anyone bother to do such a thing?

A little checking showed that each order exactly filled one container, which was
wei rd, when you thought about it. How would the purchaser know exactly how t hey
woul d be packed, what the exact external sizes of all the boxes were, so he
could know how they would fit into a standard contai ner?

Finally, there was no nention of who was doing the buying, when they had pl aced
the order, nor when their check could be expected to arrive.

"A strange way to do business," | said to lan as we left. "Wat kind of a
building job is it that always takes exactly one full container of w ndows to
conpl ete the building being constructed? I nean, there would usually be a few

wi ndows nore or |ess than what was needed."

"l know what you're trying to say, Tom but it's just about the sane story we
got a few days ago at that electric notor shop."

We hit three nore shops before noon: an el evator conpany, a plant that processed
frozen fish, and a clothing factory. It was pretty nuch the sanme story at each
of them standardized orders for filling particular standardi zed contai ners of
particul ar standardi zed products.

The crowd of girls with us nostly just kept quiet and foll owed us around, trying
not to yawn. Wiy they cane along, | don't know. W never asked to be followed
around by a crowd.

lan said it was a lot like the way the Roman Patricians figured that their
status was defined by how many clients each of themhad in his train.

"How about we hit a Syrian restaurant for lunch?" | said
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"I don't think |I've ever tried Syrian food."
"I't's a marvel ous cuisine built around odd spices, flat bread, and dead ani nal s.

Their best dish is nmostly raw lanb's neat. Don't worry. We'll nake sure that
they cook your kibbie, and that they don't throwin very nuch in the way of
spi ces. "

lan agreed, and, of course, there was an Eastern Mediterranean restaurant just
outside of the industrial area. They had a big table reserved and all set for
our party of twenty-six. The place was nmuch like the one that | had frequented
back in Ann Arbor, except that here, the black-haired waitresses all wore
abbrevi ated belly dancers' outfits, and were as bare breasted as nost of their
current femal e custoners

| ordered the lenon and rice soup, the fattoush salad, and ny ki bbeh nayeh raw
and spicy. And sherbert for desert. Al of nmy girls followed suit, which seened
perfectly sensible to ne. After all, it was the best food in the house.

Since |'d warned him Ilan asked for his kibbeh cooked and bl and, but | was
surprised when all twelve of his |adies ordered the sane thing that he did.

Dedi cation on that |evel anazed nme, since the spiced ground raw | anb's neat and
cracked grain—floating in olive oil and served with quartered raw onions on fl at
pita bread—+s one of the foods of the Gods! Cooked, it loses a lot. But here
they all were, mssing out on one of life's better pleasures, just to suck up to
their boss.

I tell you, it does a boss's heart good.

lan and | chowed down with gusto, the way we'd been doing since we'd first seen
that doctor. These oversized, muscul ar bodies burned a | ot of fuel, and somehow
they did sonething with everything extra we packed in, because ny wei ght hadn't
changed an ounce, despite the way |'d been overeating for alnost a nonth. After

alifetime of starving nyself, and gaining weight anyway, well, eating all |
want ed to wasal nost as wonderful as all the gorgeous |adies and free sex.
Barb signed for the neal, and we left. Thinking about it, | realized hadn't

touched any noney since the day before we got here.

That afternoon, we toured a shop that nmade wought iron railings, and anot her
one that nade gl assware. Metal working was old hat for lan and ne, but neither
of us had ever had much to do with glass factories. The technol ogy of naking
things out of sand heated into a gooey liquid was pretty interesting, and we
spent a few hours there. They sold nany of their consumer products to |oca
shops, but nostly it was the old story of filling orders that each filled a
standard cont ai ner.

| was getting ready to knock off, and maybe find a good bar, but lan insisted on
touring one nore factory.

The buil ding he selected was | arger that any of the other factories we'd
visited, but when we went in, there was no one around. Curious, we wandered
around what was nostly a big, general purpose nmachi ne shop, equipped with sone
of the newest, biggest, and finest nachinery avail able. Despite the high
ceiling, the place obviously had a second floor. W were heading for the
stairway in the corner when lan stopped ne, grabbing ny left arm

"Tom that small stuff by the wall! That'sny shop! | recogni ze ny equi pment!"

We went over there, and yeah, it was our property, neatly separated fromthe
rest of the plant with a waist-high fence. | nean, there were tenporal swords
instead of cutting bits on all of the tools, and the saws were all just clanps
that held the stock in place while letting the swords do their thing. lan was
goi ng over each tool, naking sure that nothing was mni ssing or broken

"I''l'l bet that my old electronics shop is upstairs,” | said. "I'mgoing up there
tofind it."

I an nodded, but was too busy to answer.

Hal f of the second floor was an engi neering design shop, with dozens of draw ng
boards conplete with parallel bars instead of the old T-squares, and even one of
the new drafting nachines that |'d heard about. There were a dozen gl assed-in
offices along the walls, with one posh and nuch |arger office in the far corner
Al of the furniture in it was oversized, and done in Dani sh Mddern teak

You entered the big office by first going through a nice secretary's office. The
other door led to a hallway with a big restroomconplete with an oversized
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shower, and a private el evator, so the big boss could sneak in (or out) without
letting the peasants know about it.

I knew that the door at the end of the hallway had to lead to ny office. It was
as big as lan's, only ny furniture was Anerican wal nut, and heavily carved with
a strange mixture of electronics synbols and naked ladies. | liked it.

My office had two nore heavily carved doors, one that went to a secretary's
room and the other, at last, to ny old electronics |ab. The equi pnent was ol d
and shabby, with dozens of cigar burns on the upper edges, but for the first

time in weeks, | felt really at hone.

As | walked in, | just automatically turned on ny soldering iron and ny battered
but dependabl e Textronic 545 oscill oscope, the way every good tech does. | put
my feet up on the solder-splattered work bench and debated with nyself about
brewing up a pot of Maxwell House coffee. | was hone. | don't know how | ong

sat there before | got up and continued ny tour

Beyond ny personal area, | found a big, well-equipped el ectronics shop, which

took up about a third of the whole second floor. There was roomthere for maybe
thirty guys to work with plenty of workbench space and nore than decent el bow
room

Except that it was enpty of people, and felt al nost dead. It shouldn't be that
way, | thought. It should be full of people, enjoying thenselves while doing
good, useful work

I retraced ny steps, and found lan admring his new office with his feet up on
hi s new desk.

"You | ook contented, nmy young friend. | take it that you are pleased with the
arrangenments nade for you."

"Indeed | am | presune that your facilities are equally efficacious. They're
down that hallway, | suppose?”

"Your presunption is indeed fortunate," | said, sitting down on the Danish
Modern chair in front of his desk. It was a lot |ess unconfortable than it

| ooked.

"My owmn lab is in proper condition, and the larger lab for my nonexistent
assistants is nore than adequately appointed.”

He waited a while before answering.

"OF course. Around this strange little island, how could it possibly be

ot her wi se?"

| waited a bit as well. lan was thinking of sonmething, and on such occasions, it
was best to give himplenty of tine. | slowy realized that we were alone in his
office. The girls had dropped back sone tinme ago, although in fact | wasn't
quite sure when they'd done that. In only three weeks, | had actually becone

bl asé about beautiful women. Renarkabl e!

After a few nore mnutes of silence, | said, "My fornmerly runty friend, |

perceive that you are about to eventually give vent to sone nonentous thought,
or bold decision, or otherw se profound statenent."”

Several mnutes later, he said, "Tom let's go back to work."

"1 had been thinking much the sane thing. The only thing that deters ne is that
I don't know how to break the news to Hasenpfeffer."

"Yeah. It's going to be rough, telling himthat we' ve decided to do things his
way after all."

"I've really gotten used to his daily norning shouting solos. There is a certain
harnmony in the way his discordant rantings bal ance our beautiful surroundings,
the way his ugly facial contortions offset the smles of our |ovely nmaidens," |
sai d.

"True, all too true. Maybe we could just not tell himof our decision to
somewhat nodify our lifestyle. Look, the girls have al ways done exactly what
we' ve asked of them Do you think that they'd tell a fewlies for us as well?"
"You know, | believe that they would, loving creatures that they are. | nean,
they'd only have to say that we were out skin diving today, and cannot be

di sturbed, or flying the heavens with our newy invented gossamer w ngs, or
raping, in friendly fashion, the eager peasant girls."

"Or devel opi ng our expertise at floral arrangenments, basketry, and the proper
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pl acenment of nipple clanps. Yes. You know, this could be fun, Tom"

"Consi dering his arrogance, profound rudeness and insufferable presunption, he
certainly has it comng. O course it will be fun."

"Then let's act on it. The girls have to be waiting out in engineering. Let's go
explain our little joke to them"

"Seconded, and carried by unani nous vote. W're also going to have to tell them
to call in a suitable work force for us."

"Yeah. We'll have to work out our manning requirements. Well, let's get onit!"

CHAPTER TVEENTY- FI VE

Ve Vas Only Filling O ders

The girls had all |aughed and giggled at the thought of lying to Hasenpfeffer,
so much so that | figured that he'd hear about it in a few hours. Just as well.
The inmportant thing was that he shoul d know that his naggi ng norning | ectures
had had the opposite effect of what he had desired. They had sl owed down our
return to work.

My original thoughts had been that | would take on one or two techs or

engi neers, teach them what we had | earned about tine travel, and get themto
work. That is to say, if lhad to becone a nmanager, | wanted to sort of ease
myself into it, kind of the way you ease yourself into a cold | ake, hoping that
once you're over the shock, it won't really be so bad.

The first thing that lan wanted to do was to convert all of his spanking new
machi nery over from conventional cutting bits to tenporal swords, which would
require that my people build several hundred industrial swords for the purpose.
This would nean that | had to provide several thousand el ectronic man hours to
satisfy him |1'd need a few nmore techs than |I'd pl anned.

My stomach started grunbling, so | sent four girls out for a supply of cheese
and anchovy pizzas and a few cases of beer, enough for everybody. I|an

i medi at el y count errmanded ny order, such that his half of the crowd got cheese,
ham and green pepper pizzas. He's a nice guy, but he's got no taste.

The girls were back so fast that they nust have passed thensel ves on the steps
goi ng both up and down, a frequent occurrence on this strange little island. Not
that they'd ever let the two of us see howthey did it.

Barb hel ped herself to a can of Budwei ser and entered the di scussion by saying
that while lan and | were touring our new offices, she had found the accounting
of fice of our new conpany. There she had found purchase orders fromour snall
Army, our snaller Navy, and our tiny Air Force. An arny colonel, who said that
he had net me in that reception |line, wanted swords, |ike the ones |an and

wore on our belts, for all of his nen, and could we pl ease devel op sonet hi ng

| arger along the sane line to replace the small arns his nmen carried? Was

anyt hing possible for the artillery? This was foll owed by sone sinple sketches
of a rapidly spinning artillery shell with six swords built into it.

"What he really wants is a circuit like the one we found in the first place in

the Upper Peninsula. W could put one in an artillery shell, with sone sort
adjustnent on it to control the size of the hole. You could do that, couldn't
you, Ton?"

"Yeah, but | don't know about building a circuit that could stand the shock of
bei ng shot out of a cannon,” | said.

"It can be done," lan assured ne. "They nake proximty fuses for antiaircraft

shells, don't they? Aren't they a sort of tiny radar rig?"

"l suppose that's true, if you wanted to stretch a few definitions. Prox
switches are electronic, so the technol ogy nust exi st sonewhere. It mght take
me weeks to look it up, though."

"No, it won't," Barb said. "That's the sort of thing that you have secretaries
and librarians for. You'll have the information you need in the norning, unless
you need it sooner. But let nme continue with these mlitary purchase orders."
The Navy had simlar requests for side arns, and requests for quotes on the
research and devel opnent required to design a heavy, turret nounted weapon, for
which they had incidentally left space in their existing deck turrets (sketch

i ncl uded).
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And the Air Force had a simlar bunch of requests, only with aerospace
specifications, instead of the naval requirenents for salt-spray tests.

Then there were orders fromthree local industrial supply houses, saying that
they had heard of our swords, and couldn't sonething simlar be used for cutting
very hard material s? Assunming that this was so, they wanted to buy them and
they didn't care about the price.

lan said, "So what it comes down to is, we've got a fistful of production orders
on stuff we already know how to nmake. If we're going to fill them we're going
to have to put on a lot of people in a hurry, and back off on Rand D for a
while. "

Sonmehow, we never wondered if weshould fill those orders.

| said, "Nah. | can't see getting involved with the headaches of mass
production. There are |lots of shops with good nanagers on this island. They can
make anything you want, so long as you don't expect themto get too creative.

Al we have to do is to design the products, build some prototypes, and test
them Then we can hand it all over to sonmeone else."

"W'd lose a lot of the profits, that way, Tom"

"What profits? Don't you realize that all these things we're going to devel op
and nmake are going to be used inside of our own organization? That everything on
this whole Island isalready ours? How could we possibly make a profit off that?
We'd be as likely to nake a profit by taking in each other's laundry!"

"Huh. You've got a point there, only we will profit, in the increased equity of

our hol dings. But okay, we'll get an accountant to handl e whatever accounting
they need to do around here, and after that, we just won't worry about the
noney. "

"Agreed. | haven't seen any noney around here anyway. Everybody just seens to
sign for stuff, however that works. So where are we?" | asked.

"Well, first, we have to take those itens that have al ready been built and

tested—the tenporal swords, the nachine tool adaptations of them and the
bonb—and docunment them so that other people can build them"

"But before we can do that, we'll need people who know as nuch as we do about
this whole thing. | hate to say it, lan, but | think that you and I will have to
becone school teachers for a few weeks."

"What a depressing thought.”

"True. And we have to nake sure that we have sone real school teachers in that
first class, or we'll have to keep on teaching the dann thing ourselves. Are you
taki ng notes, Barb?"

That last was for lan's benefit, since | knew that Barb either had an eidetic
menory or a built-in tape recorder. She not only didn't sleep, she never forgot
anything, either. Sexy, too. | definitely had to marry that girl, one of these
days.

Barb said yes, and that if we going to teach a class, sonething that we did not
enjoy doing, it would nake sense to teach as |large a class as possible. A large
auditori umwas avail able, and did we want to have the first class in the

nmor ni ng?

lan said, "No. W'll need at | east a day to get our class notes together. W'l
start on Thursday norning, at eight. Mng Po, set it up. Two four-hour sessions
a day. In the neantinme, | found Hasenpfeffer's old sword in one of the drawers

in my tool box downstairs. Shirley, get it over to some engineering outfit or

ot her, and have them nake fornmal drawi ngs of all the parts, since we built them
fromrough sketches. Warn themnot to turn the thing on until after they've been
to our lectures. Can you think of any thing else that needs doing before we get
going on the class notes, Ton®"

"Not hi ng except to say 'What you nean "we," Wiite Man?' You're the one with al
that wonderful formal education. You do the notes, and |I'Il kibitz."

"Deal. But you have to give half of the talks, and we're both going to have to
be up on the stage together. For noral support, you know, and naking sure that
we get it right."

"Stage, huh? We're going to havethat big an audi ence?"

Barb said, "The hall | had in nind seats three thousand, Tom |f we use anything
smaller, the V.1.P.s will crowd out all of the engineers and technicians."
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"V.I.P.s!'" lan shouted, "W don't need no stinking V.I.P.s! W're doing this to
educate our work force, not to entertain the brass!"

"Anyway, if the brass cones, Hasenpfeffer will come too, and that'll bl ow away
our joke on him" | said. "No. No V.1.P.s. If they cone, | won't."

"Tom you nust renenber that nost of the people on this island have been waiting
for this lecture series for nost of their lives. You can't expect themto pass
up seeing it in person. No manager is going to send his subordinates, when he

hi nsel f has to sit hone."

My m nd had stuck on that "waiting all their lives" line, and hadn't gotten nuch
farther.

"Then how are we going to insure that Hasenpfeffer doesn't show up?" lan said.

"I don't think that we can, sir. But what we could do is see to it that he
doesn't cone for two nore weeks, subjectively, while your joke is being played
on him Then he can double back for the lecture series," Barb said.

"l don't think that | could have thought of that,"” lan said. "How are you goi ng
to keep himfromknow ng about our talks, if everybody on the whole dam i sl and
is so eager to go to then? He's sure to hear about it."

"I't will not be difficult, sir. We will sinply let everyone on 'the whol e dam
island' in on the joke being played."

"You know, lan, | think they could do that. It couldn't happen in our world, of
course, but we're not in Mchigan any nore. Look at the way these people have
stonewal | ed us on a dozen different topics."

"Yeah. And I'I|l bet that nobst of that stonewalling was at Hasenpfeffer's
instigation. Nailing himback is only fair. Qur little joke is getting better

all the tine."

| said, "Barb, let's go back to that |ine about how everybody here has been
waiting all their lives to hear our lecture series. Wat's so new about what
we're going to say? | mean, you people use tine nmachines as often as the average
Ameri can uses a telephone. It can't be any big deal to you."

"Tom we use tenporal products inexactly the same way as the average person uses
a tel ephone. W know how to use them but we don't know how they work. None of
us do!"

"Well, sone of you nust. | nean, you have repairnen, don't you?"

"OfF course. But the repairnmen don't do anything but replace defective seal ed
boxes with functioning seal ed boxes that are shipped to us fromthe future.
Those boxes are tanper-proof, and naturally, we're all dying to find out what's
i nside of them™

| spent a long while nulling that one over

CHAPTER TVEENTY- SI X

Baboons and the Ladies

We spent a day and two nights getting our class notes together

When Hasenpfeffer came by at eight in the norning, one of the girls told him
that we were out hunting for a Narwhal in our scuba rigs. W needed it so we
coul d nake oursel ves sonme drinking cups out of the tusk, that woul d protect us
agai nst the ever-present danger of being poi soned.

By noon, we had decided that the best way to explain the whole thing was to do
it as a narrative, explaining our actions and thoughts in chronol ogi cal order
We still didn't know enough about the theory to present it in a nore |ogica
fashi on.

| dug out those sane notes to wite this book, years later, but like | said,
it's best to tell the whole thing in the order in which it all happened.

It's a curious thing, but it sinply never occurred to us at the tinme that we
shoul d worry about security. After two and a half years of keeping absolutely
mum t o outsiders about our project, here we were, not just telling soneone about
it, but about to give a definitive lecture series to three thousand people! And
it never occurred to us to wonder about this, any nore than we gave any thought
as to whether we should equip a tiny island nation with a new set of very

power ful weapons.

There was sonet hi ng about the Snoothies that just naturally made you want to
trust them Iliked the Killers, but Itrusted the Snoothies.
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They had pl aced sone orders for the weapons, and it seened only natural at the
time to fill those orders wi thout question

* * *

The lecture series went off without a hitch, even though it was the first
experience either of us had with public speaking. There was a huge crowd of
carefully grooned people there to watch us, and it was strange to think that a
few hours before, every one of them had been sitting naked in a bathtub, in
absol ution for this nonentous event of hearing lan and ne tal k.

I vaguely recogni zed a few people in the crowd, and Hasenpfeffer was there in
the first row, cheering us on. But nostly it was a sea of eager, but anonynous,
faces. As best as | could tell, all of themwere Smoothies, with not a Killer in
t he bunch.

| expected to be nervous, at first anyway, but | never was, and neither was |an
Sonewhere along the line, we'd both picked up a lot of confidence that neither
of us had had when we'd first gotten to Morrow.

"I saw a thing on tel evision, once, about baboons," lan said over a boonba of
beer, the evening after our first |lecture. "The baboon | eaders are actually
chosen by the fermal es of the pack, or tribe, or whatever you call it with
baboons. "

"Let's see. Wl ves conme in packs, whal es cone in pods, quails have coveys, geese
have gaggles, and ow s belong to parlianents. Nobody ever told nme about
baboons," | said.

"No shit? Parlianments? Are you sure?"

"Would | lie?"

"Constantly. Sonmetines, | think that you only tell the truth to set nme up for
your next lie. But | renmenber now. Baboons belong to troops. The fenal es of the
troop select the next | eader by giving himall the sex he wants. Wen this
happens, he grows bi gger, sleeker, and nore powerful. The fenales groomhima
lot, too, and kowmow to him and before long, he's strutting and swaggering |ike
a nedi eval Japanese warlord. Al this adds up to maki ng himboss. The ot her

mal es knuckl e under or get beaten up."

"Are you saying that that's what's been happening to us? That all these wonen
decided to make us the | eaders, so we becane the | eaders?"

"I wouldn't swear as to who nmade the decision, but it's a fair bet that the
worren are playing a prominent part in carrying it out. Or at least, it's a good
wor ki ng theory, Tom | observe that we're both remarkably well grooned, and have
been since we first arrived here. Back in Mchigan, | never saw you even cl ean
your fingernails, let alone trim buff, and polish themto the state of
perfection that they presently enjoy."

"You still won't see nme do it. Every norning, a half dozen naked wonen spend an
hour or nore on me, scrubbing me down with all of us in a huge tub, then doing
my fingernails and nmy toenails, trimmng ny hair and ny beard and the hair in ny
ears. They even brush ny teeth with arig like a dentist uses. | get rubbed down
and polished up like you woul dn't believe, except that your crowd of groveling

| adi es obviously does the sane thing to you."

"True. | resisted it at first. It seened |like an invasion of ny person, and
sinfully decadent, besides, to have soneone el se do such private things to ny
body. But | guess that |'ma decadent bastard at heart, because | don't resist
it any nore. The fact is that | enjoy the hell out of it."

"Yeah, so do I. So much so that | was too enmbarrassed to talk about it, before
this. All this cleanliness, it just doesn't seem. . . nanly, sonehow "

"By the standards of a | ower class working nan, it isn't, and that's the

subcul ture that both of us were brought up in. A working slob can't hel p having
dirty fingernails, but |I've gotten a good |ook at a General Mtors vice
president, or two, and let nme tell you, those guys are well grooned. Not as well
grooned as we are, though," lan said.

"I''"ll bet that they have their wonmen, too. | nean, besides a wife, often a
second 'trophy' wife at that, they all have a secretary or two, a ferale
chauffeur, a few house nmids, and as often as not a few girlfriends. Nothing

i ke what we have, but you see the pattern. The cluster of wonen around each of
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them hel ps nake hima | eader of nen."

"You're cutting with a sword, Tom Then there's our clothes. Back in M chigan,
you had exactly three pairs of pants that fit you, and you never wore one pair,
but saved it in case you ever got a hot date. Furthernore, you were al nbst as
poorly equi pped when it came to shirts, socks, and underwear."

"No fair! Do you realize that a man ny size had to pay three or four tinmes as
much for clothes as you little critters did? And every time you gain a few
pounds, you have to go out and buy a whole new set! | tell you that a fat boy
ends up spending five tinmes as nmuch for clothes as you Munchkins do, and then we
still | ook shabby despite the expense!"

"Hey, lighten up, Toml |'m not passing out blame. |'mexplaining a situation
There's no denying that you are dressing well now. Even though we've never worn
anyt hi ng but casual clothes around here, I'Il bet it cost at |least three

t housand dol | ars, cash noney American, to dress each one of us today."

"Yeah. It was weeks before |I found out that the only shirts | have that aren't
made out of silk are nmade of Egyptian cotton, and every one of themis hand
stitched." | said. "lI've got three sports jackets in ny closet made of vicuna."
"Shades of the Great Inca. Not only did he keep nore wonen than the three of us
put together, he was the only person in his entire enpire permtted to wear that
precious cloth, vicuna, and he never wore the sanme garnent twi ce. The Queen of
Engl and can't keep a harem but she follows the custom of never being seen tw ce
in the sane dress to this day. What's nore, |1'll bet that our |adies will never
let either of us wear a single article of clothing for nore than one day, even

t hough buttons are hand carved out of jade where they aren't nade of precious
jewels, or cast in twenty-two carat gold. Wat's nore, we'll be doing it for the
rest of our lives, and radiating the purest nanna in the process."

"Then what's going to happen to all of those clothes? Nobody could wear them
secondhand. Who could fit into clothes big enough to fit us?" | asked.

"Who wears Queen Elizabeth's old clothes? | don't know, either. My advice is
don't worry about it."

"It seems so dammed wasteful ."

"Ch, it is. But it's all part of the program of naking the two of us into great
world | eaders. In fact, it's probably one of the cheapest parts.”

"Make that the three of us, since Hasenpfeffer's doubtless getting the sane
treatment."

"Probably. But at |easthe knows what the hell is going on!" lan said.

CHAPTER TVIEENTY- SEVEN

The Loss of a Friend

We soon found that speaking in public for four hours a day, each, was a lot, so
we cut the lectures down to a ten to noon matinee and a two to four afternoon
show.

It was yet another revelation. Up until then, |I'd thought that the twenty-hour
wor k weeks that nost teachers did was sheer governnent worker style

f eat her beddi ng, but four hours a day whacked us out, even though we didn't have
to correct any papers or tests.

Al the while, Hasenpfeffer was com ng by every norning, and being handed each
day a nore inprobable tale of our whereabouts than he got the day before.
Sonetimes it took lan and me hours each evening to come up with a new story.

We survived the course, and at the end of the last class, we were each presented
wi th bound gall ey proofs of a book that sonebody had put together from our

| ectures. This neant that we each had to read the whol e thing over one nore
time, making corrections as needed, and maki ng sure that what this guy had

t hought he heard was what we had nmeant to say.

Hasenpfeffer cane around to the small party we threw after the | ast class at ny

pl ace, celebrating the end of school. It was good to see himagain, but sonehow,
he wasn't the sane.
"Damit! He waspolite to ne! To both of us! What the hell is the matter with

him beingpolite to his best friends?" lan said, after Jimhad "made an
appear ance" and depart ed.
"Maybe we've been a little rough on him"
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"How so? | nean, we took a vacation when he didn't want to, and when he got to

yelling and screamnmi ng about it, we ignored him That seens normal enough. It's

not |ike we madehimtake a vacation, when he didn't want to take one. Then, we

played a trivial joke on him where for a few weeks, while we were giving those
| ectures, which was what he wanted us to do in the first place, we nade him

think that we were still goofing off. Is that anything to getpolite about?"
"But lan, to play that joke, we had to organize the entire popul ati on of Morrow
into a conspiracy to tell lies to him"

"We didn't organi ze anything. W just gave your housekeeper perm ssion to go
ahead and do as she suggested. These islanders are the npbst organi zing people in
the known universe, | swear it."

"Well, we did nake up all those stories our girls told him but the big thing is
that he'd just spent a nmonth or so, working his buns off, being diplomatic to
everybody, while we'd gone around being fornicating playboys. And then, for his
reward for being such a good boy, everybody in the whole country ganged up on
himto play a joke. Think about it. Every single person on the island sided with
us. Everybody he saw for two weeks knew what he didn't, and was |aughing at him
for it."

"So? |Is that so nmuch different fromwhat's been happening to the two of us?
Everybody in Mrrow knows what's going on but you and ne, Tom but do we go
around beingpolite to old friends? O course not!"

"Yeah, but we've still got each other. Hasenpfeffer is out there all alone."

"Al'l alone with nobody but his hundred and fifty naked | adies and a few thousand
sundry others."

"Yeah, but those people aren'tfriends . It makes nme feel rotten. W gotta do
somet hi ng about it."
* * %

It had taken us el even days of lecturing to explain everything we knew, or

t hought we knew, about tine travel. After that, we took a | ong weekend of f, and
vowed to start work, bright and surly, on Mnday norning. Wich inplied having
sonme manpower there to help us out.

Talking it over on Friday norning, lan and | decided that we didn't know
anyt hi ng about hiring people. Neither one of us had ever had any significant
nunber of people working for us. Barb and M ng Po, on the other hand, were both
experi enced nmanagers, so we gave themthe job of hiring the men who woul d work
at our factory.

Oh, lan and | had sketched up the job description for each slot to be fill ed,
but after that we let the girls handl e everything, including salaries.

Havi ng thus perforned ny managerial duties by delegating themall away, | spent
the rest of the day curled up with a book and a bottle, in that little roomlan
had found on our first norning in Morrow. Sonetinmes, a nman just has to get away
fromthe rest of the world for a while.

Early on Saturday norning, | wal ked over to Hasenpfeffer's glass and chrome
monstrosity, to talk to himand see about nmending sone fences. A nan has very
fewtrue friends in this world, and you can't just let themslip away.

It was actually the first tine that | had ever been inside of Hasenpfeffer's
house, after living next to it for over a nonth. Mst of the time, the three of
us had net over at ny place, | suppose because the Gothic styling there was nore
conducive to confortable living than lan's rather austere Taj Mahal, or
Hasenpfeffer's sterile, nmodernistic glass and netal thing.

Aside fromthe splashy but ugly architecture, which had all sorts of elevated
pl atforns and wal kways cutting at different |evels through huge vol unes of
space, the first difference |I noticed were the wonen.

At ny place, the girls were naked or nearly so, and openly friendly, cheerful,
and energetic. Thinking about it, this was doubtless a response to ny | echerous
but essentially egalitarian personality.

lan's wonen wore a bit nore clothing than nine did, but they all were stil
pretending to be Chinese slave girls, with a |lot of bow ng, kneeling, and
groveling. The Oriental kowow ng had happened at first due to one of ny
suggestions, when | was trying to get lan over a hunp, but the fact that Jim
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hadn't changed it probably said sonething about the man. But then agai n, maybe
all it said was that he had sinply never noticed it. For all his education,
intelligence, and perception, that boy could be God awful dense, sonetines.
The | adi es of Hasenpfeffer's haremwere all fully and properly dressed,
generally in shades of grey, black, and white. Many of themwore well-fitted

| adi es' business suits. They all acted as if they were at a nmmjor corporate
headquarters, with stiff, artificial smles and quick, efficient notions.

In his glassed-in breakfast room atop a clear, round glass tower which faced
the city and not the sea, Hasenpfeffer, too, was in a three piece business suit.
It was carefully tailored of grey wool with a thin, dark blue pinstriping. He
wore a silk Rep tie, a dianond tie tack, and had a gold chain running froma
twenty carat dianond watch fob to a priceless antique gold watch.

Al this to neet an old friend on a Saturday norning.

He met ne in a friendly enough manner, but with a touch of formality, too.

We had breakfast, served by a quiet wonman with her hair in a bun, wearing a

bl ack-and-white English maid's outfit. She had | ong sl eeves, her top was
buttoned up to her throat, and the hem of her black skirt al nost brushed the
floor.

Jims old casual nanner and slovenly ways were entirely gone. He was as wel |l
grooned as lan and | had becone, but it was nore than that. He was now a
corporate executive, a consunmate politician, a nanipul ator of people. Even his
tabl e manners were now di sgustingly inpeccable.

Bet ween t he power suit, Hasenpfeffer's formal politeness, and his new table

manners, | felt as intinmdated as all hell, despite the fact that | was stil
twice his size
Nonet hel ess, | pushed onward.

| started out by apol ogizing for the joke we'd pulled on him but before | had
even finished, he brushed it off as not worth bothering wth.

"Think nothing of it, Tom It was nothing but a youthful prank, and a harmlessly
anusi ng one at that."

"Yout hful prank? Jim we are the sane age. You are just as youthful as | am"
"OF course we are. Did | tell you what an outstanding job you and lan did with
that lecture series? It was remarkably well done. Wiy, even | got the feeling
that | understood this tinme travel business nyself, by the time the two of you
were finished. Everyone has been tal king about it, of course, even those who
could only catch it on television."

"I never realized that we were being televised. | never saw any caneras. Were
were they?"

"l haven't the foggiest notion. The people here have their ways, of course. |'m
told that the two of you will be starting back to work on Mnday."

"Yes. "

"That is excellent. You will be acconplishing great things there in your new
facility, never doubt it for a nonent."

| tried repeatedly to get himtal king about the strange things lan and | had

di scovered about the island, about the two distinct types of people who |ived
here, and the strange cultural quirks that each type had, but | mght as well
have been talking to a college advisor, for all the personal interest he took in
it. He acted as if | was a snall child, telling himabout all the things that
had happened today in the third grade.

"Yes, the two of you are far too intelligent and observant for anything to
remain a nystery for long. It's one of the many things that | have al ways

adm red about you both."

"Jim this is Tom Do you renmenber? Your friend TonP"

"Of course | remenber. We've always been the best of friends, and we always will
be! "

"Yeah. "

| left, feeling saddened and sickened. One of ny two best friends was gone.
Grown up, maybe, while | was just abandoned |ike Puff the Magi c Dragon. The fact
was that in a few weeks, Ji m Hasenpfeffer had somehow grownol d .

lan was waiting for nme when | got back.
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"So how is he, TonP"

"Uh, |I'd rather not say, just now Wy don't you visit himtonorrow, before
church. After that, we can conpare notes."

But on Sunday afternoon, lan was |ooking as sad as | felt.

Hasenpfeffer, at |east the old Hasenpfeffer that we knew, respected, and, yes,
loved. . . . was gone.

CHAPTER TVEENTY- El GHT

Wirmani ng t he Factory

lan and | showed up pronptly at eight on Monday norning, ready to meet our new
wor kmen and get themall to work.

We' d taken the subway there, and rather than ride our private elevator up to our
of fices, we went up the public elevators to the main plant floor. Barb had said
that our new people would be there at seven, to start getting things squared
away, so we expected to find dozens of men working diligently. The doors opened
and we got our first shock of the day.

We didn't have any manpower in our facility.

We had woman power. Working around the huge lathes, mlls and overhead cranes,
there was not a single male human being. Al of the machinists, skilled
tradesnen, and repairnen were beautiful young wonen.

Now, back in Mchigan, I'd heard all of the wonmen's conpl ai nts about the
inequalities in the workplace, and for the nost part, | synpathized with them I
mean, if somebody was working next to ne, doing exactly the sane job that | was
doi ng, but was bringing home twice what | was being paid, | wouldn't be happy.
And if | was making half what that person was, just because of a little

bi ol ogi cal accident, 1'd be downright pissed! If |I was being passed up for
pronmotions, if the good work 1'd done was not being credited, and | was sinply
not being taken seriously for the sanme non-reason, |I'd be ready to revolt! If |
was the last to be hired, and the first to be laid off, and given all the shit
jobs in between, |I'd be about ready to head up into the hills with arifle and a

bandolier of ammp to rectify the situation!

But | was never on the receiving end of that sort of discrimnation, so ny
feelings were all sort of on an intellectual Ievel

On that spring norning in 1971, | couldn't help having a gut feeling that there
was sonet hi ng i nherentl yw ong when you see a small, pretty woman in coveralls

|l oading a three-ton casting into the jaws of a lathe with an eight-foot throw.
Yes, she was using an overhead crane to do it with, just as any man woul d have
had to do, but there still seemed to be a wongness about it all

I could see that lan was even nore upset about the whole thing than | was, so
steered himback into the el evator, even though half the wonen in the shop had
seen us come out. We went down to the subway |evel, crossed over to our private
el evator, and then went up to the hallway between our offices.

I made a right and went to nmy office, and lan followed ne. | sat behind ny desk
and pressed the button marked "secretary."

An attractive wonan canme in inmrediately, smled and said, "Yes, sir?"

VWhi ch was just fine, except that she was dressed in the fashion which nost of
the wonen at ny nansion had adopted. That is to say, in nothing but a pair of
ski mpy shoes. | mean, yes, she was pretty, she was well built, and nakedness

| ooked very nice on her, but was this | ack of clothing conducive to a proper
wor ki ng envi r onment ?

Ignoring the clothing issue for the nonent, | said, "Please have ny nmj ordono,
Barbara, and lan's M ng Po cone here i mediately."
"Yes, sir."

As she left, lan said, "Fromthe | ooks of things, we don't have a workforce,
here. We've got another fucking harem"

Before | could answer, and explain that fucking was what harems were for, our
housekeepers cane in. This sort of instantaneous appearance had happened so
often that | had cone to expect it.

"Ckay, Barb.why did the two of you decide to 'man' this installation entirely
with wonmen?"

"But Tom we made no such decision!"
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"Wl |, sonebody sure as hell did!" lan said, "There isn't one single nale human
being out there. Are you claining that not one single qualified man applied for
a job here?"

"No sir, many qualified nen applied for work here."

"Then why in hell didn't any of them get hired?"

"Because in all cases, wonen outbid themfor the jobs available, sir."

| said, "Hold it. What do you nean, 'bid for the jobs'? Just how do you go about
filling a working position around here?"

"When a position becones open, the prospective enployer posts a notice at the
Enpl oyment O fice, describing the job, the maxi num sal ary that night be paid,

and the qualifications necessary to fill it. The Enploynment Office screens job
applicants, and decides who is qualified for what. Job applicants read these
postings, offer to fill those that they are qualified for, and bid a m ni mm

salary that they would be willing to work for. In our case, all of the wonmen who
applied were willing to work for less than the equally qualified nen were."
"That seens |ike a reasonabl e enough system but why were the wonen willing to
work so nmuch cheaper than the nmen?"

"A person expects many fornms of rermuneration fromtheir job. Besides nbney, one
wants a chance for personal growh and advancement, a pl easant working

envi ronment, interesting, challenging work, and . . . other things."

"Qther things?" | asked.

"Tom she's saying that the wonen were willing to work cheap because by working
here, they' |l get a chance to neet us," lan said. "Those who didn't get jobs at
our palaces figured that this was their next best shot."

"The mi nd boggles. Barb, how nmuch are the girls out there working for? For that
matter, what do the wonen at the pal aces nake? How nmuch are you, yourself,

pai d?"

"M ni mum wage, Tom We're all earning the least that the regulations permt."
"Uh huh. And how does this mnimumwage conpare with the usual salary paid to an
experienced skilled tradesman or a good engi neer?"

"Usual | y, such people woul d make about six tines nininum page."

"And all of these wonmen are willing to work for starvation wages, just to get a
chance to neet lan and me?"

"Yes, Tom Although no one is starving, of course. Al wages include food,

housi ng, and nedi cal insurance."

lan said, "Barb, | want you and M ng Po to go out and wait for a while. Tom and
I need to talk."

When they were gone, lan continued, "Tom there are a lot of things that | don't
|ike about all this. One of themis that | don't |ike wearing solid gold buttons
on ny silk shirt while |I'm paying people scab wages."

"Agreed. As of now, everybody who works for us gets paid as nmuch as they woul d
earn if we weren't here."

"No way. We've got to nake it retroactive to the date of hiring. And all of
Hasenpfeffer's wonen have to be included in the deal."

"Seconded and so noved. Next, what do we do about the hundred or so wonen out
there? If we replace themwi th nen, what do we do with then? Do we fire them
because they're wonen?"

"Tom how could we do that and still be honorable nmen? No, we have to keep those
worren who have al ready been hired, and try to treat themjust like nmen."

"But they don'twant to be treated like nmen. They offered to work for nearly
not hi ng because they expected us to treat themli ke wonen! Are you going to
decline the services of the next attractive wonan who works her way into your
bed? Coul d any normal man turn down that nany decent, gorgeous wonen? | nean,
there are these biological inperatives that a man doesn't have all that nuch to
say about!"

"And there are sone religious reasons for doing the sane thing. God's very first
commandnment was for us to be fruitful, to divide and multiply. But what | neant
was that in the work situation, we should try to be as fair as possible, and
keep our private, sexual l|ives separate fromour working lives."

"Good luck. I'll tell you what I'mm nded to do. Aside fromBarb, |'ve foll owed
Hasenpfeffer's origi nal suggestion, and put all the girls at my place on a
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schedul e. They each have their occasional night in bed with ne, and if it
happens that they get laid before then, they forfeit their next turn, until al
the ot hers have caught up."

"Yeah. |'ve done about the sane, Tom"

"So, I'mgoing to tell Barb to put all the wonen who work for ne on the sane
schedul e. Those who want to, that is. If the girls at the palace don't like it,
well, they can blane the whole thing on Barb."

"Ckay. Then I'll do the sane. But it's not going to be easy, treating the girl

you slept with last night |ike she's just another worker."

"It's a rough life, lan, but England expects every man to do his duty."

"I'"ve got a better idea. How about if the girls who work here for you belong to
my harem and your new haremgirls all work for nme? After that, we try not to
mess around with each other's girls, and pillow talk about work isn't allowed."
"A good thought! We'Il act onit."

We called in Barb and M ng Po, and expl ained the new programto them | was
surprised that they weren't happi er about the way we'd just octtippled their
salaries, retroactively to last nonth, but they weren't. It was |ike they
actually didn't care, one way or the other.

"One other thing," | said. "Dress codes. Anybody worki ng down bel ow on the pl ant
floor is expected to wear proper safety equi pnent, including safety gl asses,
steel tipped shoes, hard hats, and sturdy garnents that conpletely cover them
Peopl e who m ght occasionally need to go down there shall wear safety gl asses
and hard hats, at |east, when they do. And people who work in an office

envi ronment nust wear shoes and other clothing that conpletely covers at |east
their torsos. Anyone dressing too sexy, in our opinion, will be sent hone to
change. This last is for our benefit, not yours. Al play and no work doesn't
get the job done."

"Yes, Tom"
"Good. Now, let's go neet the nanagers you've hired for us."
As we wal ked past ny new secretary, | noticed that she was now properly dressed

in a skirt, blouse, and sensible shoes.
| decided right off that | would stay on a last nanme basis with the wonen who
worked for ne, in an attenpt at keeping our relationships as businesslike as

possi bl e.
| told themthat they could call nme "sir."
I later noticed lan doing the sanme thing, | suppose for the sane reason

Sonet hing had to be done, since every worman in the shop was as beautiful as any
of the wonen at the palaces. By ordinary American standards, they were al
knockouts, each as beautiful as any leading |ady that Al fred H chcock ever put
on the screen.

I soon net the five key people | had working for ne. There was Kowal ski, ny
secretary. She was one of those extrenely organi zed people who al ways knows
where everything and everybody is. She had two other secretaries subordinate to
her .

Preston was primarily a mat hematician, although she got her Ph.D. in physics.
figured that we'd be working together a lot. My math has al ways been a bit poor,
and up until then, I'd had to ask lan's help when | needed to get into anything
beyond cal culus. Preston didn't have a solid place in our table of organization,
and her nane just appeared near the top boxed in with dotted lines that didn't
connect to anyone el se, not even ne. She had no subordinates, but she was sort
of on call to anybody who needed theoretical or mathematical help.

As the weeks went by, she got to spending nmuch of her time at the coffee bar

| ocat ed between engineering and the technician's assenbly area. Wien | asked her
about that, she said that some people were hesitant about "bothering" her in her
of fice, and she worked better on an informal basis, anyway. Later, she adnmitted
that the biggest reason for her new |l ocation was the two hundred pounds of
Jammi ca Blue Mountain coffee | had donated to the bar fromny pal ace's stores.
DuBoi se was a solid electrical engineer, and was conpetent and disciplined, if
not overly inmaginative. She did everything exactly "by the book," and kept

copi ous notes on everything she did. Everyone was encouraged to keep a journa
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of the work they did, but DuBoise filled themup at the rate of three a nonth.
She headed a team consisting of eight other engineers, two conputer programmers,
and ni ne draftsnen.

O Mally was an engi neer, too, but of a nore practical bent than DuBoise. Like
me, she was of the "make it work, and fill out the paperwork later, if you have
time" school of thought. She headed up a group of eighteen assorted technicians.
Brown was in charge of purchasing and liaison work with both suppliers and
custoners. W didn't have a sales or marketing group, since for the foreseeabl e
future, all of our products would be used internally within our own greater
conmpany, KMH | ndustries, which consisted of the entire City of Mrrow, and nuch
el se, besides. Not that we planned to | et any of our tenporal devices get off
the i sl and.

We didn't have an advertising group, either, since everybody on the island

al ready knew about us.

The accounting people reported to Brown, as well, as did the janitors, for a
total of twenty-one subordinates. It seened |like an odd bag, but those functions
had been grouped under her, and her under me, primarily to make the size of ny
group the sane size as lan's group

Whi ch neant that when Barb had set it up, she was thinking nore about a bal anced
harem than of an efficient work force

Soneday, |'mgoing to get ahead of that little girl

Still and all, it was a day well spent. The six of us had gotten ourselves
shaken down, then, in a four hour neeting with lan and his people, we had
figured out what we had to do, and had a schedul e that said when we were going
to do what.

* * *

Late that night, after four new | adies (two nechanical engineers, a draftsman
and a machinist with a Ph.D.—a wonman al so strange in other ways) had cone and
gone, | was alone in bed with Barb

"Barb, you're awake, aren't you?" | said quietly.

"Of course, Tom"

"l shoul d have asked you sooner, but is it inconvenient for you to |ie beside ne

every night while | sleep? | mean, what with you not sleeping and all. Doesn't
it get boring?"

"Not really. My mind doesn't need to sleep, but ny body still needs to rest, and
if I wasn't by your side, |1'd be |ying down sonewhere else, alone. | |ike being

by you, and it gives me tinme to think."
"What do you think about?"

"Not hi ng i nmportant, usually. | go over the events of the day, and sort of null
themover. | plan the things that 1'll be doing tomorrow. That sort of thing."
"Hm Well, if | ever do sonething that you are not happy with, be sure and tel

me about it, won't you? | want you to be happy. You've becone a very inportant
person to ne."

"Thank you, Tom"

"There's another thing that |1've been neaning to ask you about. It's been nore
than a nonth since that first night we spent together. At the tinme, you said
that there was a sixty percent chance that that you had conceived a child."
"Yes?"

"Wl I, have you? | nean, a nonth has gone by and all. Did you mss a period? Are
you pregnant ?"

"l am not pregnant now, Tom"

"Ch. Okay. To be honest, | don't know if |'m disappointed or relieved. | mean,
you' d be a wonderful nother and all, but at the same time, having a child is
such a huge responsibility, and I'mnot sure whether or not |'mready for it. |
doubt if any man is, until after it happens to him"

"Not being a man, | couldn't advise you on that one, Tom"

"True. And what's nore, | find itgood that you are not a man. Good ni ght, Barb."
"Good ni ght, Tom™"

| fell asleep kicking nyself, because once nore | had | ost ny nerve. | had not
asked this perfect little woman to marry ne.
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CHAPTER TVEENTY- NI NE

Di fferent Kinds of Power

Tuesday being a day when lan's peopl e cooked our breakfast, | nmet himthere in
his Taj Mahal

"Tom |1've been playing with an idea for a |l ogo for our new conpany. M and K
Tenporal Engi neering."

lan was al ready working on his usual stack of Fanb Buckwheat pancakes with
Vernont maple syrup. I'd gotten into the habit of asking to be surprised with
sonet hing conpletely different each norning, and on that particul ar norning
was served sone poached herring, English style, she said. It seened |ike a
strange thing to eat for breakfast, but it didn't taste all that bad.

"Catchy nanme, and | guess it's your turn to get your name first."

"My thought exactly. Look at these."

| 1 ooked over the sketches he had done up, and the truth was, they were better
than the usual stuff you see plastered over the world's bill boards.

"They | ook good to me. Better, in fact, than anything | could come up with.
Only, |I've got this one naggi ng question."

My breakfast waitress was wearing a | oose top of sone very flexible nateria
that covered her to Anerican television standards when she was vertical, but
fell away and exposed her torso conpletely when she bent over to serve nme. Thus,
she was able to satisfy both lan's desire for decorum and ny own desire for

| echery at the sane tine. | thought it an interesting engineering solution to
what was essentially a social problem

lan said, "Yeah?"

"Do we really have a company?"

"Wel I, of course we've got a bloody conpany! Just where did you think you spent
all day yesterday, you silly twit?"
"I'"'mnot sure, but | just might have been at the Tenporal Engi neering Research

and Devel opnent Group, a loyal subsidiary of KIVH Industries. A separate nane and
|l ogo sort of inplies that we're an i ndependent conpany, doesn't it? But when all
of the money, personnel, and other useful things are coning, | suppose, from
KMH, just how i ndependent can we be?"

"Your comments are rude, Tom your deneanor is insufferable, and your timng is
abomi nable. | was sitting here, bothering no one, and having a | ot of fun,

desi gning these logos. | was halfway there to designing us a corporate bl azer
for everyone to wear at conpany functions, where we could all sing the conpany
song together. Then you cane along with your unwanted exi stence and fucked it

all up, for no other reason than that you stupidly picked this precise nmonent to
have a rare flash of common sense. Furthernore, you insisted on performng your
vandal i sm before |1'd even had a chance to finish breakfast. You know, | think
that if we ever discover who your parents were, they will turn out to be

brot hers."

Wth that, he crunpled his sketches up and threw them over his shoul der. An
obsequi ous bl ond nai d, kneeling behind himin proper oriental fashion, picked up
the papers and put them out of view, probably to hand them down to her
grandki ds, thinking,"Actual draw ngs by the hand of the great |an MTavish

hi msel f! Yes, | knew hi m back then. "

"Well, look lan, if you have these inner needs to get creative in that

direction, why don't you do sonething about a new KVH | ogo? We coul d probably
use a conpany song or two, even if you can't carry a tune in a backpack or hold
a note with a pair of Vice Gips, and even if |'ve never once seen you wearing a
bl azer, conpany or otherw se. Together, we own two-thirds of KWVH don't we? W
thus constitute a solid najority on the board of directors, so we can do
anything we want with it. W can even nake it sing, if we want to!"

"Apparent power and actual power are often two different things, ny poorly
educated young friend. As to the Board of Directors of KWVH Corporation, or
whatever it's called, are you really positive that it has one? Have you ever
seen it? And is this weird little Magic Fairyland of an island really owned by
KVH?"

"l have been under those distinct inpressions.”

"Yes, but are you resolute in your convictions?"
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"It beats ne. Tell you what. This norning, instead of going to work, let's march
over to Hasenpfeffer's Monstrosity and demand our rightful places on the

Cor porate Board of Directors!"”

"l suppose that we could do such a thing, but what would it prove? The locals
her eabout s have the wealth and organi zation to sit the two of us at sone huge,

i npressive table, surround us with dozens of equally inpressive suits filled

wi th distinguished | ooking people inside them and then bore the shit out of us
with accounting figures until we give up and go back to work at our own little
conpany. And for all we know, everything we see could be just another Potenkin
Village."

"Awhat Village?"

"Ckay. Tine for another history |lesson. Catherine the Geat of Russia wanted to
| ead an enlightened nation into the Western Worl d. She wanted all of her
peasants to live well, and to be happy and heal thy. She even gave orders to that
effect. Her nobles wouldn't go along with it, figuring it would be too
expensi ve, and what was the point of being a nobleman if you couldn't nake a few
peasants m serable now and then? They said that it would take all of the fun out
of being boss, but Catherine was adamant. She actually did the unprecedented
thing of going out into the country and seeing for herself that her orders were
being carried out. To forestall any unpleasantries, one of her mnisters,

Pot enki n, arranged that everywhere she went, she was net by heal thy, happy
peasants, living in nice, clean peasant villages with healthy cows and happier
chi ckens. The problemwas that Catherine went in for long road trips, and
Potenkin couldn't afford to build that many idyllic villages, let alone hire
enough actors to play all the peasants. So, as an econony neasure, he only built
a few villages, and had them noved, buildings, happy peasants, fat cows,
contented chickens and all, such that as the Enpress of Al the Russias
progressed through her country, she always had nice villages to look at. O
course, they were always thesane villages, with thesane peasants and t hesane
cows, but who |ooks all that closely at a cow, a chicken, or a peasant, anyway."
"Good God! And this really happened?"

"Ch, yes. And similar things go on all over the world to this day. So just
because they call you the Enperor, the Chairman of the Board, or whatever, don't
go believing that you are really in power."

"Well, if we're not, then who is?"
"A good question. If you study any one of the thousands of books on conspiracy
theories that have been filling the world' s bookshelves for the |ast three

hundred years at |east, you can convince yourself that sone secret group of
sinister individuals actually rules the world."

"But you don't believe this?"

"Ch, | do believe it, but only on Thursdays and Saturdays. The rest of the tine,
I think that the world is so conplicated, confused, and corrupted that there
isn't anybody snmart enough to conprehend the whole of it, |let alone nmanage the

place. | don't think thatanybody is actually in charge. Sonetines, | think
perhaps, the world is |like a huge but poorly constructed ship, designed by a
madnman, and crewed by billions of people who refuse to talk to each other. It is

a ship with a hundred propellers all pointing in different directions, and with
a thousand rudders each with a thousand hel nsnen, and every one of themis
trying to get her safely into a different port."

"lan, sometinmes you paint sonmevery strange pictures inside ny head. Cone on,
let's go to work."

* * *

Wth plenty of conpetent hel p around, things progressed quickly at work.

The tenporal product that was farthest along, the tenporal sword, was properly
docunented in a few days. That is to say, we had good engi neering draw ngs of
every part, conplete assenbly instructions witten up and printed, and a user's
manual had been sent to the typesetters.

One of Kowal ski's people, Downing, turned out to be a first class technica
witer. Incredibly, she was able to wite instructions that even | could read
and understand. W pronoted Downing up to her own office, and had Kowal ski find
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hersel f a new receptionist.

Qur vendors started delivering civilian versions of the sword within the nonth,
and our military got its first tenporal side arns a few weeks after that.

The "Tenmporal Bonb" was next off the line. This was little nmore than a toughened
up version of the device we had originally found in that woods in Northern

M chi gan, years before. It had been adjusted so that the sliced up bits returned
to our normal three dimensions within a few microseconds, rather than the hours
that original circuit had taken, so that the noise and inplosion effects didn't
have time to take place. There was just a loudclick , and everything within the
desi gnated sphere crunbled into very snall pieces. Since the bits and peices
didn't have tine to fall down into each other, and air didn't have tine to get
in, the bits reenerged in a fairly good vacuum and there wasn't mnuch radiation
at all.

Designed to fit in the nose cone of one of the small, two-inch nortars our
infantry carried, it had a calibration ring on it that |et the operator adjust
the radius of destruction fromthree feet to three hundred feet. Thus, the sane
weapon coul d be used to take out anything froma nmachine gun nest to a footbal
stadium at the operator's discretion. Destruction within the radius was
absolute, with everything within the sphere just suddenly collapsing into thin
shards. Destruction outside that vol une was nonexi stent.

Qur little army was very inpressed with it.

W al so made the Arny a hand grenade version of the bomb, with a smaller radius
of destruction for operator safety.

The Navy pronptly requested their own version of the hand grenade for use as a
depth charge. The nmain difference between the two was that the navy version |eft
a hard vacuum behind for several seconds. |In the atnobsphere, a near miss by a
tenporal bonb caused little or no serious damage, but under water, at a depth of
a few hundred feet, the inplosion of seawater into a | arge sphere of hard vacuum
was remarkably deadly.

Shortly thereafter, the Air Force got its version of the bonb, designed to fit
on the nose of a snmall, two-inch Mghty Muse rocket. It was nade to aerospace
speci fications, of course, rather than to army specs. That is to say, it wasn't
dust proof, mud proof, or rust proof, but it could function at two hundred
thousand feet. Since pilots are custonarily farther away fromthe danage they do
than foot soldiers are, the radius of destruction was adjustable out to five
hundred feet.

When fitted with sone stabilizing fins, the same nose cone could be used as a
gravity bonmb. Once sonebody el se had designed, built, and installed suitable
bonb racks, they gave one of our fighter jets the firepower of a Wrld War |1
styl e thousand- pl ane raid.

And, of course, the Navy got its own version, to its own specifications, for its
rockets, guns, and depth charges.

Near the end of the Tenporal Bonb Project, lan and | heard one of mny engineers
referring to the thing as a "Tine Bonmb." | chuckled at the pun, but lan's
reaction was a bit different.

"Tom have you ever heard a Smoothie tell a joke before?"

"Well, no, thinking about it."

"Right. That's because in order to be funny, a joke has to be new. But these
peopl e al ready know everything that is going to happen to them They don't tel
jokes, ordinarily. Making up a new joke, even a silly pun, is an act of
creation, sonething that these people are not capable of. Yet here we just heard
one of themuse a pun. Did one of themthink it up herself?"

"I don't know, but | can find out. Wo knows? Maybe there's hope for these
peopl e yet."

I put one of the junior assistant secretaries on it. | asked her to trace the

j oke back, going from person to person, asking each of them when and where they
had first heard the pun, and who they had heard it from

The result was disappointing. It turned out that the originator of the pun was
none other than ny friend, Leftenant Fitzsinmons, and he wasn't a Snoothie at
all.

* *x %
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Fart her down the pipeline were bigger, |onger-ranged versions of the tenpora
sword, with ranges of up to fifty mles. They replaced our infantry rifle,
various army machi ne guns, aircraft machine guns, and so on. All told, there
were twenty-three distinct versions of these high-powered swords. O perhaps
shoul d sayrel atively high powered, since the biggest of themonly consuned ni ne
and a half watts.

The mlitary gadget that | was proudest of was the "Escape Harness." This thing
| ooked |ike a pair of epaulets with armloops under them and straps across the
back and chest. The chest strap had an arming button, a kill button, and a
control knob on it.

The tops of the epaulets functioned |ike the beam of a tenporal sword, except
that instead of focusing the tenporal distortion into a fine thread, the entire
tops of the shoul der boards becane active. Air rushed into the things at al nost
supersoni ¢ speeds, to be sent a short while into the future. The undersides of
the epaul ets were still at normal atnospheric pressure, of course, but the tops
felt only a hard vacuum Since the total active area was about forty square

i nches, the escape harness had an effective Iift of up to six hundred pounds at
sea | evel

This was plenty of power to pull a pilot right up out of his aircraft at four
Gs, elimnating the need for the ejection seat as well as for the parachute.
The real beauty of the gadget was that here was sonething that you could wear on
a regul ar basis, that weighed | ess than a pound, but that would let you fly! It
was easy enough to steer. You just noved your |egs one way or the other. The
knob on your chest controlled the anbunt of active area, and thus the lift.

It was noisy as all hell, but the pilot's crash helnmet protected his ears well
enough.

I thought of these things as being strictly for energency use, since the anpunt
of air they sucked out of the present was pretty huge. They seened wasteful to
me, but Preston proved that there was no danger of dropping the world's air
pressure by any neasurabl e anpbunt, even if everyone in the world used one al

the tinme. The air being sent el sewhen wasn't being wasted, after all. It all
cane back in a short while.

* * *

The night after the first successful test, | was having a drink at the Bucket of
Bl ood with Captain Stepanski, an Air Force pilot. | showed himone of the

prot ot ype escape harnesses ny people had nade up, to get his opinion of it, and,
well, to show off.

He was inpressed, and after a few nore beers, we went outside so he could try it
out, ear plugs and sone hel nets having been scrounged out of the sporting

equi pnent in the basenent.

Naturally, a crowd followed us, so | had to explain all over again, loudly this
time, what it was and how it operated.

Captain Stepanski was a natural pilot, with a plane or w thout one. In nonents,
he had it all figured out, and he was doing aerial acrobatics in mnutes. Once
he cane down, Leftenant Fitzsi mon of the Navy stepped up, and thinking that he
wanted to try his hand at flying, Stepanski gave himthe harness.

Instead of putting it on, the leftenant proceeded to fasten the harness to a

|l og, a big section of tree trunk that was set upright in the concrete, and
normal |y used as a target for knife, sword, and javelin throw ng.

"What are you doing?" | asked him

"Just trying out an idea | had. | won't be but a mnute, sir."

Soon, the harness was how ing away, trying wi thout success to pull the | og over
si deways. Fitzsi mon wal ked back ten paces, borrowed a snub-nosed .44 Maghum
pistol fromone of his nen, and proceeded to put all six slugs into the harness!
I was at first shocked, that soneone would dare to try to destroy ny | atest
brainchild, but | quickly saw that it was unharned. The | eftenant went over and
shut of f the screami ng harness, so we could tal k again.

"What ? You missed all six tinmes?" | said.

"No sir, | could hardly miss at that distance. Al six rounds went into the
active area of your new device. Were they went after that is sonething that
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you' Il have to tell me about. You have nore than an escape device or a flying
machi ne here, sir. You have also invented the world's first perfect arnor!"”

* * *

After lan watched the first test of the escape harness, he went back to his desk
to sketch up an "Enmergency Power Generator." This had an area at the back that
was essentially the same as the top of an epaulet, creating a hard vacuum
Before getting there, inflowing air was ducted over an air turbine, which was in
turn connected to a standard el ectrical generator

It worked the first time we tried it out. As we watched it run, | gave lan a
copy of Prescott's witeup on air consunption, and told lan that he had to take
the word "Energency" out of the nane of the thing. There was no need to burn
coal, oil, or any other fossil fuel at all, ever again.

CHAPTER THI RTY

The Second Law

"You know, Tom | think that | was happi er back when the Second Law of

Ther nodynam cs still worked."

For whatever reason, our best conversations always seemed to take place at the
breakfast table. It was ny table this time, and ny serving wenches.

"Nah. You were just brai nwashed |i ke al nost everybody else in the technica
wor | d, except for me, of course, and Einstein and Bronowski."

Over the nmonths, ny | adies had refined their appearance to coincide wth what
they had apparently deci ded was what attracted ne the nost. This involved very
long hair, usually straight, but curly if it was naturally so. They wore

hi gh- heel ed shoes, and were ot herw se naked, devoid even of body hair. They had
I'ight suntans, without strap marks. Facial makeup was m ni mal to nonexi stent,
but nore and nore lately | was beginning to notice a slight glistening of body
oil.

"I'"d heard that Einstein had doubts about the Second Law. Who's Bronowski ?" |an
asked.

"A mat hematician. He did a show called ' The Ascent of Man.' You should watch
nmore tel evision."”

"l shudder at the thought."

"Elitist."

It's odd to think that ny tastes had been so carefully studied, by so nany and
for so long, with this as the result. | would have thought that | would have
preferred nore variety, but there it was. And the high-heel ed shoes! For many
years, | had ridiculed woren for wearing them despite the pain they caused and
the damage they did to the feet.

Now, they were apparently being worn by hundreds of wonen because | found them
to be attractive!

On reflection, | begin to think that what attracts ne is not the shoesper se ,
but the way a woman wal ks when she's wearing them

"You never believed in the Second Law?"

"Of course not. Anpbng other things, it inplies that the universe as a whole is
constantly getting nore random But if you'll |ook around you, you'll see that
everything around us isnot getting nore random It is obviously getting nore
ordered."

"Bullshit!" lan said, which of course neant "give me some concrete exanples of
that."

"You will observe that | amcurrently eating breakfast. My body, in the
meantime, is turning this breakfast into ne. | am obviously a nore ordered

systemthan this breakfast is. QE D. Thus it is denonstrated."”

The waitresses and other |adies who constantly surrounded us were used to our
continual argunents by now. | sonetimes wonder if they kept recordings of them
so as to wite up an acadeni c paper or two, once their present charade was over.
"Your body is turning a small portion of your breakfast into you, which person,
incidentally, never struck me as being particularly orderly. Mst of your
breakfast will be converted into carbon dioxide, water vapor, and one of your
maj or constituents, shit. These are blatantly disorderly, not to say downri ght
messy on occasion, being end products, as it were. On the average, your strange

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (93 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:11 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

eating habits have decreased the order of the universe, not increased it."

"I deny all of the above. One glance at the evolution of life on the Earth
shoul d convi nce you that the universe strives upward, not downward," | said.

"If things are beconmi ng nore orderly in one place, they nust be becomng |ess
orderly in another. Earth is only one tiny bit of the universe."”

"You are suggesting that on Mars, perhaps, there are aninals that are evolving
into beings that are slower, stupider, and in general |ess well adapted? Earth
is the only part of the universe that we humans know nuch about, so | suggest
that we confine our argunents to its surface. O, if wenust go into outer space,
I point out that current cosnological theory has the universe starting out
containing little el se but hydrogen, the sinplest of the elenments. After a few
eons of star formation, stellar burning of various sorts, and the occasi ona
supernova, the other elenents were gradually built up. Notice again, please,
that we went froma disorderly cloud of hydrogen to very conplicated
constructions |ike stars, planets, the hundred-odd hi gher elenents, and ne. |
stands ny ground.”

"I'n the short run, you might be right, but eventually the universe will consist
of nothing but |ukewarmiron, the elenent |owest on the energy curve."

"In the short run? I'mtal king about fifteen to twenty billion years, here! And
as to the fanpbus heat death of the universe which you allude to, just how do you
adjust, rectify, and justify this Second Law of yours with the Law of the
Conservation of Mass and Energy? If matter is convertible into energy, why can't
| take sonme of that |ukewarmiron of yours and turn it into energy to warm up
the rest of it?"

"I confess that | have occasionally been troubled over that one."

"As well you should be. In truth, your rational self was rebelling against the
brai nwashing it had received in that overvalued university that you are so proud
of having attended. They did a simlar job on you young earnest types with their
Laws of Monentum They gave you a formula that said that the mass of a bullet
times the speed of that bullet nmust equal the nmass of the cannon that fired it
times the speed of the cannon novi ng backwards. Thus, for hundreds of years,
every properly educated young engi neer knew, absolutely knew , that you couldn't
possi bly shoot a gun without that gun having a kick. It wasn't until World War
Two (when soneone was gi ven the probl em of naking the plunme of snoke froma
tank's gun a little less obvious to the eneny), that the gas brake was invented.
This was nothing but a bent piece of nmetal with a hole in it that fit over the
muzzle and let the bullet go on its way, while sending some of the propelling
gasses out sideways. It sent a smaller plunme of snoke into the sky, but the
tankers soon noticed that their guns kicked | ess than they had before. Notice
that the inprovenent was nade by accident, or at |least for the wong reasons,
because every engineer in the world had been blinded by a formula."

"MV is still equal to MWV/," lan said. "Qun designers were just a little bit slow
in noticing that you not only shot the bullet out the end of the gun, you shot
the propelling gasses out as well. |If you send those gasses out sideways, or

better yet backwards, you can significantly reduce the total kick of the weapon,
and even elinmnate it in sone cases. So what?"

"So what? So a whole |ot! Had that advance been avail able around the turn of the
century, in the days of the AlIl Big Gun navies, it would have nade possible a
ship the size of a destroyer that could have taken out a battleship! It could
have shifted the basis of world power! But it wasn't done because the engineers
of the world had been blinded by their own neat little fornulas."

"And what does that have to do with the Second Law of Thernodynani cs?"

"Alot," | said. "People were as brai nwashed by the Laws of Mnentum as they
currently are by the Second Law, when all along, there were ways around them
both."

"Ch, | suppose you're right, of course. After all, in a few nonths, we'll be
poweri ng the whole damm island with a system of generators that the Second Law
says can't work. | just feel less confortable without a new law to replace it
with," lan said.

"You're just asking for a new set of horse blinders. 'Beyond this point you nust
not see, much less think about.' "
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"Knock it off. A nman needs guidelines."

"Wel | then, have one of mne. If it works, it's not only good engineering, it's
al so good science as well."

"I guess I'll have to take that as a working hypothesis."

"Hey. It's all that John Roebling, Isanbard Ki ngdom Brunel, Major Arnstrong, and
all the rest of the great old engineers had to go on, and they did good work.

Fi ni sh your breakfast, and we'll go do sone of it, ourselves."

* * *

I was sketching up plans for an entirely new type of military aircraft, based on
what we had | earned fromthe escape harness.

It would be a small craft, consisting mainly of a chair inside of a hernetically
seal ed geodesic ball for the pilot, a big tenporal sword, and a bonb rack. This
was entirely surrounded by plates that acted |ike the shoul der boards on the
harness. They provided the |lift necessary to keep the thing in the air, and they
provided all the forward accel eration, braking, and maneuvering required. Al so,
they could be selectively switched on by a proximty sensor such that if
anything solid cane quickly at the craft, a bullet, for exanple, it would be
atom zed and sent safely into the future. Wen this happened, a plate opposite
was al so switched on, to keep the plane fromaccelerating in the direction of
the bullet.

Stream i ning? W didn't need no stinking stream ining! Who needs streanlining
when you can nake all the air in front of you disappear? At that point, you are
moving into a hard vacuum no matter what your altitude is!

Thi s puppy woul d be small, inexpensive, fast, maneuverable, and indestructible.
"Tom it looks great to ne, and in tine | think we should build one of them But
we have been working on military equi pnent for nonths now, and we haven't ever
asked oursel veswhy we are doi ng what we are doing. What do we need with al

t hese super weapons, anyway? Nobody is bothering us."

"Well, we had all those purchase orders . "

"Orders? Those weren'torders ! Those were witten requests sent to us by our
subor di nates!"

"Huh . . . Okay, | suppose you could think of themthat way. But you were the
one who was so adamant about filling the damm things."
"So | was. | just hadn't thought it all out, back then. W wanted to get our own

conpany goi ng, and here suddenly were all these nilitary orders. Back hone,
mlitary orders are governnment orders, and patriotism the |law, and commpbn sense

says 'fill them' | hadn't figured out yet that when you own the whole country,
all that changes."
"l suppose it does. But | still don't see where we've done anything wong.

Having a nore effective mlitary never hurt any country, even if we do own it,
ourselves. The mlitary contracts have given all of our people here sone

val uabl e experience with tenporal equipnent, and all of it has been relatively
sinmple stuff, and free of the kind of brain busting headaches our earlier work
entailed. The fact is that it has been fun, and you enjoyed it as nmuch as

did"

"True. There's sonething about nmaeki ng weapons that sort of grabs a nan's
attention. It's probably sonething in us left over fromthe Pal eolithic Age,
when man first learned that a pointed stick and a sharp rock are handy things to
have around. "

"Right, only it's not sonething just 'left over.' It's sonmething we still need
today. The fact is that the need for protection has been around | ong enough for
it to be hard wired into our systens, just as all of the rest of our basic needs
are. Food, air, water, shelter, procreation, and protection. Wthout them we
can't continue to exist. So, you feel pain when they are |lacking and pl easure
when they are satisfied. Evolution, or God, if you prefer, set it up so that we
do what we have to do, w thout much recourse to our brains, which are stil
expensi ve, unproven, and newfangl ed gadgets, anyway."

"Save it for a breakfast table discussion, Tom Only, why do you call the brain
expensi ve?"

"The brain makes extrenely hi gh energy demands on the body. The average person,
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sitting quietly, has an energy requirenent of around a hundred watts. About
thirty-five of those watts are consuned by two pounds of brain tissue. The other
hundred and fifty odd pounds burns only sixty-five watts. It's no big thing in
our overfed civilized world, but we humans evolved out in the wilds, where the
big problemis usually getting enough to eat. Back then, it was a very
significant expense."

"Huh. Is human energy output really that nuch higher than that of all the other
ani mal s?"

"Wthout your clothes, you' re naked, aren't you? W are just about the only |and
mamal that has had to dispense with the thermal insulation and the physica
protection that a coat of fur gives you. There has to be a reason for that."
"I't's a thought. But back to what | was saying, Tom | think that we've been
spendi ng too much of our effort on mlitary weapons, and none at all on naking
the tinme machine work. | mean, isn't that what we were originally planning to
do? Build a tine nachi ne?"

"Yeah, but right now, we've got thirty projects going, in every stage of

devel opnment. There'd be hell to pay if we stopped themall dead."

"I"'mnot saying that we should do that. |I'mjust saying that we should stop, or
at least slow down, initiating newnilitary projects, and start spending nore
real effort on our main job."

"Il agree with that in principle, but | still want to see this little fighter
pl ane of nmine fly," | said.

"Fine, so put a snall crewon it, if you want, even though you can't properly
call it a 'plane,' since it doesn't use one to fly with."

"Pi cky, picky, picky."

* * %

So we went back to what we were doing in Mchigan, before we were so pleasantly
i nt errupt ed.

First, we had to map out the lateral displacenment drifts in the |local area.
These turned out to have alnbst nothing in comobn with those we saw around Ann
Arbor, except that the drift was still lateral, and the test object reappeared
with the sane gravitational potential as when it left. And the drift stil
tracked with the sidereal day.

But where it went and in which direction was now totally different. In one sense
the project was set back a | ong ways.

On the other hand, we now had the incredible mass production facilities of the
entire island behind us, so we could send out a |ot nore canisters, collecting a
| ot more data points, and without having to worry about sal vagi ng anyt hi ng.

Al so, the canisters we now used were far nore sophisticated, and better

engi neered. Before, we were just kluging up sonething workable, using existing
conmponents to get the job done in a hurry. Now, we had teans of technical people
who were, | have to admit, better engineers than we were.

Beyond all doubt, the women we had working for us were extrenely conpetent,
superbly trained, and very hard worki ng.

What they weren't was creative.

It was hard to understand. You'd give a teamof thema project, and they'd cone
back with sonething that was exactly what you had in mind in the first place. It
was al nost |ike nagic, seeing your own thoughts rationally devel oped into

sonmet hing that was truly beautiful, in the esoterically technical sense of the
word. And it was flattering as well. Because of this, it took a while before lan
and | realized that they weren't putting anything ofthenselves into their

proj ects.

There weren't any of those little junps of insight that a good engi neer can't
hel p but put into his work, often to the frustration of his nanagers. After we
realized what was happening, lan and | each got to checking the work of the
other's teams, trying to find small creative things that would i nprove the fina
products.

Bei ng i nventive young nmen, we found a |lot of places where we coul d make snal |

i mprovenents. These suggestions were al ways sent back to the teamthat did the
original engineering, for incorporation into the design, or for rejection, if
they could prove that we had screwed up, which we occasionally did.
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It was the reactions of our engineers to what was really managerial neddling
that confounded us. W expected themto feel anger and frustration, since we
were nessing with the children of their brains, and people are usually just as
protective of those as they are of the children of their bodies.

Instead, they acted as if they were awestruck at our brilliance! At first, we
both took that as mere sucking up to the boss, especially since our smling
subordi nates were all wonen who badly wanted to get into our beds, and there to
make full use of our willing bodies. Remenber that these chicks were willing to
eat cooked ki bbie, if that's what their boss was eating. But as the nonths went
by, we becane convinced that their feelings of adnmration were actually genui ne.
These intelligent, conpetent people were absolutely incapable of doing anything
creative, and were truly amazed to see anyone el se doi ng anythi ng new

Once our original incredulity wore off, our feelings becane a bit nore ni xed.
Mostly, they becane sadness and anger

"Dammit!" lan said one day as we were discussing the situation, "This sick
little culture has got to be all Hasenpfeffer's doing, and that bastard has
onehell of a lot to answer for!"

CHAPTER THI RTY- ONE

I"mGetting Marri ed!

After living on the island of San Sebastian for six nmonths, it was tine to have
a talk with Barbara. | nmean, | talked with her every day, since | slept with her
every night, but she was as slippery as Hasenpfeffer when it cane to

si dest eppi ng things she didn't want to discuss. The only thing for it was to hit
it straight on.

"Barb, we have been making | ove al nost every night for six nonths, and you are
still not pregnant. You once told ne that you wanted to have children by ne, so
what's the problen? Is it me? Should | have a doctor check out ny sperm count,
or sonet hi ng?"

"No, Tom Stop worrying and go to sleep. You are perfectly healthy. Your |ast
doctor's visit proved that."

"Your flat tummy suggests otherw se. Doyou have sone sort of problen"

"No. |, too, amhealthy. Roll over and I'll rub your back."
"Not right now | want to know why there isn't anybody on this island who's
pregnhant. | don't know about Hasenpfeffer, but lan and | have been doing yeoman

service around here for half a year, nailing well over five hundred wonen
regularly, and | have yet to see one bulging belly on the whole dam i sl and!
Explain to me how this is possible.”

"James Hasenpfeffer has been as sexually active as you and lan have."

"That's nice, but it wasn't ny question."

"W get pregnant, and we have children, but you can't expect us to have thenhere
[ n

"So what's wong with here? This island is a beautiful place. It's idyllic, by
any normal standard!"

"By your standards, maybe, Tom Not by ours."

"Then tell nme one single thing that's wwong with it."

"It's as | just said, Tom our standards differ."

"That's a bullshit answer and you know it."

"Tom can't you see that it'sdangerous here?"

"Dangerous? The only thing that |'ve seen around here that's dangerous are the
sharks at the north end of the island, and your people never swimthere."

"Tom this whole twentieth-century world that you' ve lived in all your life is
dangerous! There are dozens of countries out there with atonic bonbs! There are
hundreds of people dying every minute of horrible diseases! There are psychotics
and gangsters and whol e governnents that kill people without any nore reason
than just for the fun of it! Wy, the future history of this tine isn't even
known! Anything could happen! W are willing to be here, for a while, because it
i s necessary, but you can hardly expect us to subject our precious children to
all of this danger!"

"So you're telling ne that your people are so cowardly that you can't face each
new day w thout being afraid of it?"
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"I face each day here with sone fear, yes. But | do what nust be done, and if
you want to call that cowardly, then do so. You and your people face the future
by pretending that all the bad things that could happen won't happento you . You
lie to yourselves, and then you live within your lies, until you are no |onger
aware of the harmthat can cone to you and those that you care for. CQur
standards differ, Tom By mne, it isyour people who are the cowards!"

"Huh . . . . Well, there is alot of truth in what you just said. But let's go
back to nmy original question. Have | ever gotten you pregnant ?"

"Tom enough has been said tonight. Go to sleep.”

"I"mnot sleepy, you can't sleep, and I want sonme answers. Do | have a child?"

"You have hundreds of children, Tom ['Il get you the exact nunber in the
nor ni ng. "
Well, that's as heavy a kick in the head as a normal nan ever gets, but | stil

wasn't sati sfied.

"Nice of you to tell nme about it. Did you think that | didn't care? | nean, nost
of those had to be by wonen that | didn't love, but | certainly cared for them
You, however, are a very special case. | love you, and | want a strai ght answer.
Have we made any children together? Answer ne."

"Yes, Tom we have. We have created three lovely sons together. Wen last | saw

them they were six years old. And since you were about to ask it, no, | have
never had another child by any other man."
If I knew anything at all about this wonan, | knew that she had doubtl| ess been

with each of the kids for every mnute of their tine since they were born. And
if she had | ast seen her kids when they were six, that neant that she knew that

I had not see themduring that time. As | understood the |aws of causality, this
all neant that my children's early chil dhood was forever |lost to ne.

It is not nice to rob a man of his children's chil dhood. Nonetheless, | resolved
to keep ny cool

"I didn't know that | was going to ask about your previous love |ife, but thank
you, anyway. So, the boys are all six, now? You'd better explain that."

"Very well. Anmong ny people, it is customary for a wonman to live with each of
her babies alone for the child's first year. After that, she usually brings al

of her children together, and raises themas an equal age group fromtheir first
to their fifteenth year, when they all go out on their own."

"Then from what you've said, you are what? N ne years ol der now t han when when |
first net you?"

"It's just over ten years, Tom"

"You don't | ook any ol der."

"My people don't age as quickly as your people do."

"Then how ol d are you now?"

"Pl ease, Tom |eave a girl wi thsome secrets."”

"All right. | guess it doesn't really matter. You said that your people let your
kids go pretty early. Fifteen seens a bit young, but | guess in your sort of
wor | d, nobody can possibly get hurt. But nostly, I'mnore than a little angry

about this business of nmy children being six years old, and |'ve never even seen
themyet. They're ny kids, too, you know, and | should have sone say-so as to
how t hey' re brought up!"

"In your culture, perhaps. Not in mne. Even in yours, a wonan nust be nmarried
to a man before he has any rights over her or her offspring.”

"Which gets us to sonmething that | have been wanting to do since the first
morning | spent on this weird little island. Barb, | want to marry you. You are
the nost beautiful woman |'ve ever net, the smartest, and the npst desirable.

| ove you. WIlIl you marry ne? Pl ease, say yes."

"But there are so many things that we have to discuss first.
"Then we'll discuss them but later. For right now, answer ne. Yes or no."
"Well then, yes, Tom | will marry you."

A double victory! First | got nmy nerve up to ask her, and then she sai dyes

* x %

The next norning, | bounced into the breakfast roomin the Taj Mahal
"lan, | want you to be the best nman."
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"My inpression was that | always had been, though | didn't want to rub it in.
Still, it's rather nice to hear you admt it."

"No, stupid! | want you to beny best man. |'mgetting married!"

"Married? To what? A woman? Just who is this poor deluded girl?"

"Bar bara, of course."

"The poor thing. And |'d had such hopes for her.'
back to eating his inevitable stack of pancakes.
My brilliant parry and tart riposte were forestalled by a waitress bringing in
my breakfast. She said it was Eggs- Sonet hi ng-or-Another-in-French, and it nostly
involved a | ot of heavy creamand garlic. It snelled good but | ooked sort of

Wi nmpy.

Before | could renmenber what | was going to say, lan interrupted

"Tom would you please tell me why any sane nman, or even one sadly |ike
yoursel f, would want to get married? | nmean, consider your position. You are
sound of body and perhaps even of mind. You are infinitely wealthy, for al
practical purposes, and you are currently surrounded by hordes of attractive
wonmen who have sonehow been deceived into thinking that you are sexually
desirabl e. You should be happy as you are, especially since you are presently in
a position to nake hundreds of those sadly del uded wonen happy as well. Yet

i nstead of sinply enjoying yourself, you are proposing to abandon all of your
advantages in order to make just one woman mniserable. Please attenpt to explain
your ridiculous line of reasoning."

| an shook his head and went

"There's nothing to explain. | love the girl, and | want her to stay with ne,
even when this whole stupid charade ends. And itwill end, you know, soneday."
"I know that nothing is forever, this side of heaven, and okay, | can see sone

sense in wanting to nail down a good one before she gets away. What | can't see
you doing is giving up the vast harem of increasingly naked | adies that you
currently enjoy."

"Well, | hadn't planned to give it up. Wiy should |? | nmean, Barb doesn't m nd
my sexual generosity. In fact, she schedules it, and seens to think to think
that | amjust doing ny nmanly duty. Furthernore, all of the other girls are
pretty enthusiastic about the arrangenent, as you well know. "

"So you are planning on committing adultery even while you are planning your
marri age?"

"How can there be a crime if all the parties involved are willing, consenting
adul t s?"

"Ch, there can, there can. Ask any politician or police chief. Victimess crines
are where all the graft is, which is of course why we had so nany of them back
hone. Wenever you hear sonebody scream ng about how we have to stanp out
prostitution, or pornography, or drugs, or ganbling, or anything of the sort,
you can be certain that the people behind him or nore |ikely her, are sure to

make a | ot of noney out of it. Real crines, |like nurder, or assault and battery,
or theft, sinply don't lend thenselves to the paying of political contributions
and other graft. But | wasn't tal king about crime. | was tal ki ng about sin,

which is a different natter entirely."

"I don't see how | can be sinning, either, especially since | don't believe in
your strange religion in the first place."

"Your position on religion is comobn know edge. By the way, what is Barbara's

religion?"

"I don't think she has one. Religion doesn't seemto fit into the Snpothies' way
of thinking."

"I'"ve noticed that. Tom | strongly advise that you sit down with Barbara and
tal k out exactly what you expect fromone another in this marriage. | shudder to

say it, but you might even want to get a | awyer involved, and wite up a
prenuptial agreenent, because what you are calling a marriage doesn't have nuch
in common with what nost other people would call a marriage."

"Al'l right. I'Il do both of those things."

"You really are serious about this marriage business, aren't you?" lan asked, "I
mean, this isn't just another one of your illiterate jokes, is it?"

"lan, | am dead serious. | asked Barb to marry nme, and she said yes. It's that
sinple.™”
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"Not hing isever that sinple. Now, about this best man thing. As | recall, the
bride's parents are responsible for the reception, so | don't have to worry
about that. Who are Barb's parents, by the way?"

"I haven't the foggiest idea. People around here don't seemto have parents. At
| east, nobody ever seens to nention them"™

"I'"ve noticed that, as well. Maybe they just don't nention themtous , since you
and | are both orphans. Maybe they sinply don't want to hurt our feelings.
Anyway, | hope that you realize that when you nmarry a wonman, you are not only

marryi ng her, you are marrying into her famly as well."
"Assum ng that she has parents and a famly."

"Wel |, of course she nmust have parents, at least. It's a biological requirenent.
Whet her they're on this island, or even in this century is another question, of
course. That's the third thing you' |l have to do, look up Barb's parents. To be

properly engaged to her, you will need her father's fornmal perm ssion. The |ist
is growing, so you'd better start witing all this down."

One of lan's girls immediately put a pad and pencil in front of nme. | was used
to that sort of thing. Wthout comment, | wote down: 1) Talk to Barb about what
getting married neans. 2) Talk to a lawer. 3) Find out who her father is. 4)
Get his permission to marry his daughter

"Don't | ook so upset," lan continued. "Barb knows everything that has ever
happened to her, and except for her time here in the twentieth century, she
knows everything that ever will happen to her. She will certainly know where her
parents are to be found. Now, as your best man, | believe that traditionally, |
amin charge of the grooms party, and thus responsible for the service, itself.
Bei ng an atheist or worse, | suppose that you'll be wanting a sinple, Justice of
the Peace sort of weddi ng?"

"Justice of the Peace! lan, | nay be an atheist, damm you, but I'Il have you
know that |'m aCatholic atheist. | want Barbara to have a full Roman Catholic

service, conplete with an ordained priest, four altar boys, an organist on the
big pipe organ, and a full choir besides. And | want it held in that big, empty
cathedral we found in the city. Now, at |east, we know why it was built."

"You expect nme to find a genuine Ronan Catholic priest who is willing to marry a
prof essed atheist to a wonan who has no real idea of what religion is in the
first place? You're asking a |lot of a man who hasn't even finished his

br eakfast!"

"I am doing no such thing. Please, by all neans, finish your custonmary breakfast
first. There's not that big of a hurry.”

"But Tom well, | don't know all that nuch about the Catholics, but | can tel
you this—They take their religionvery seriously. Getting a genuine priest to do
what you want himto do is not going to be like getting a Baptist mnister who
is currently working out of a storefront in the ghetto."

"My oversized friend, you have the resources of the whole island, not to nention
the rest of KWMH Corporation, behind you. Just delegate the job to sonebody. It
sounds |like a natural for the Mayor of Mdirrow. You know, the one who did
everything 'personally.' | think his nanme is Jennings, or sonething like that."
"The things one does in the nane of friendship. Ckay, Tom 1'll see that the job
gets done. Now finish that French garlic stuff that I'msnelling too nmuch of, so
we can get to work."

"Good. Did | tell you how happy | amthat you are no | onger bashing your head on
doorframes as often as you used to?"

"No, but thank you. | too am pleased by this devel opnent."

CHAPTER THI RTY- TWO

You Still Have to Start at the Begi nning

Qur earliest devices sinply sent things forward into the future, to nmerge into
what ever hapened to be in that tinme and place. This had the effect of causing
danger ous expl osions and radiation fromthe strange isotopes caused when two
atom ¢ nucl ei happened to energe close enough to fuse. Eventually, getting a
strong handl e on Di mension Five, we found that we could sinply | eave things we
didn't want out there, wherever "out there" was. As far as we were concerned,
things sinply di sappeared, when we wanted themto.
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We debated using this for trash disposal, but decided that in the very long run,
we were better off recycling. Consider that everything in our trash was

sonet hing that we once needed, and that we woul d probably need to use those

el ements again. O herw se, future generations m ght sonmeday start running out of
pl anet, or scarce materials, at |least. W al so decided that the Di nension Five
route was the way to go when it canme to our own tunneling. It was safer

cl eaner, and the world had plenty of rock, anyway.

* * *

The engi neering on the "Tenporal Test Canisters" was pretty slick. Instead of
our old basenent, we were now operating fromthe bottomof a shaft bored twelve
hundred feet into the coral, |inestone, and granite under our island. This was
to elimnate any danger of hurting anyone when the canisters reenerged into our
conti nuum

Tunnel i ng and excavation had beconme sinple jobs, since our people were now

equi pped with our new |ine of tenporal digging tools.

The sinplest of these was a variation on the escape harness. A sturdy,
tenmporally active area |like the ones on top of the shoul der boards was fitted
out with a swivel, on the end of a hefty, two-yard-long stick, which contained
the circuitry and a battery pack. To use it, you set a dial to the thickness of
rock that you wanted to elimnate, usually around a quarter of an inch. You put
the active area, the pad, on the rock you wanted to go away, and you pulled the
trigger. It went pop, and a |ayer of the rock under the pad vani shed.

The first nodels had a continuous-di sconti nuous nbde sw tch, where the operator
could elect to continue scooping away rock as fast as he could swing the hefty
gadget, but this proved to be dangerous. It was too easy to let it get away from
you, and we had two serious accidents before we nade it a di scontinuous node
only device

Wth the pad swiveled all the way out, the thing | ooked vaguely like a shovel,
and that's what the nmen got to calling our invention.

And yes, nobst of the construction workers were nen. After the "nmanning" fiasco
of our engineering outfit, lan and | nmade sure that sexual bias in hiring—n
either direction—didn't happen again.

We al so nmade bi gger nmachi nes, where an operator sat in a sealed cabin, and
sinmply drove in the direction he wanted to go. Wen cutting through good, solid
rock, this could be just as fast as he felt like driving, but in nbost cases it
was prudent to take the tinme and noney to line the tunnel with a sturdy stee

t ube.

The only di sadvantage to our excavation techni ques was that besides the rock and
dirt that was vanishing, a lot of air was sent to sonewhen else as well. Wen
cutting dowmn fromthe surface, this wasn't a problemat all. If anything, it
greatly inproved the ventilation. But when you had to start froma canister
buried you didn't know how deep, you either had to bring a |ot of bottled air
with you, or your workers had to be equi pped with space suits! But I'mgetting
way ahead of nyself.

* * *

As before, we were sending back a sturdy steel canister first, to insure that
the test canister energed in a hard vacuum Now, however, we could afford to
make all of our canisters out of stainless steel, to cut down on the corrosion
probl ems we' d seen before.

The first canister, over a yard long and a foot wide on the inside, was sent on
a programed course, sideways into the fifth dinension, then back in the fourth
for a programmed duration. This was followed by a return trip in the fifth in
the opposite direction, at the end of which it returned to our continuum but
earlier in tine.

W thin nanoseconds of arrival, before its circuitry could degrade, or the whole
thing had tine to explode, it sent itself, with its new contents (the dirt and
stone it energed in) out into the fifth dinmension, in a dispersal node which
broke it up into atons. W hoped that these atons woul dn't cause any future
probl ens.

We' d never run into anything while traveling backward in the fourth di nension,
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but we didn't see any sense in |eaving any rocks out there that we m ght ram
into later on sonme other test or trip. The truth was that we didn't know exactly
what happened to those canisters of rock that we were blithely throw ng around

t he ot her dimensions.

There was a great deal that we didn't know about a | ot of things.

A few nanoseconds after the first canister departed, |eaving a chanber filled
with a hard vacuumin the past, a second canister arrived that was slightly
smaller than the first. This had to get there before the walls of the chanber,
if they happened to be nade of sonmething soft, started to coll apse.

Inside the second canister was a small nmachine that we called a "surfacer." It
had a top nade just like the active surface of an escape harness. The sides of
the machine had four caterpillar treads set at right angles to one another, and
the rest of it was taken up by a radio transmitter, a power supply, contro
circuitry, and a tiner.

The little machi ne sat there, under the ground, for as long as we had sent it
back in tinme. If we sent it five hundred years back, its tiner had it wait there
for five hundred years, doing nothing.

Once its timer said "GO " the tenporally active area was turned on, its treads
started noving, and it ate its way through the top of its canister, and then
through the rock above it, crawming slowy upward on its treads until it
eventual |y reached either the air, or, as was nore likely, the bottom of the
sea. If it reached air, it would send up an antenna and broadcast its |ID nunber.
If it found water, it dropped its treads and their drive as an anchor, while the
rest of it floated to the surface, connected by a few thousand feet of fishing
line, and again it radioed its presence.

Then someone, usually fromthe Navy, went out and found it with the aid of radio
direction finders, carefully noted its position using the Loran system we had
installed, and brought it back for possible repair and reuse.

As the project continued, we found a major long-termdrift to the east, far out
into the Atlantic Ocean. This neant that we had to operate from deeper and
deeper shafts, to nmake sure that one of our canisters didn't emerge deep in the
ocean water. |f that happened, there was no telling where ocean currents woul d
take the thing, and if we ever did get it back, it's positional data would be
totally usel ess.

The design of the canisters and the surfacers they contained had to be changed
as time went on. Making machinery that could sit idle for thousands of years,
and then function properly on command was no trivial task!

Eventual ly, we were building the surfacers nostly out of stainless steel, with
gol d bushings on all noving parts, and then filling the canisters with a
fluorinated oil to keep noving parts fromwel ding thensel ves together over the
ages. Wol e categories of electronic parts had to be elimnated. There isn't a

battery or an electrolytic capacitor that will last nore than a few decades, and
these things had to be designed around. Power supplies were a particular
probl em

A version of lan's energency generator eventually powered the things. It made a
partial vacuumthat the encapsulating oil boiled into. The resultant gas went
through a piston type nmotor which in turn powered an el ectric generator

Even so, a small atomic battery was needed to get the Rube-Col dberg affair
started. These batteries had been developed in the late fifties. They consisted
of a thin rod of a radioactive isotope that emtted al pha particles. These
particles struck a surrounding | ayer of a phosphor that gave off visible light.
This light, in turn, energized a |ayer of solar cells, which converted the |ight
into a small trickle of electricity, enough to run a clock and keep a | arge,
myl ar capacitor charged. It was a matter of one overly conplicated Rube- Gol dberg
devi ce starting another.

We also had to nodify the six ships of our small navy, so they had the range to
go out on the high seas and recover our transmtters. Their huge Rolls-Royce gas
turbi nes were renoved and replaced with things that worked on the same principle
as lan's enmergency generator, but which turned inpellers rather than electric
generators. They now had essentially infinite range, especially after we added a
smal |l galley, a shower, and sone submari ne-style bunk space, where the engines
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and fuel used to be.

Even so, toward the end, only one surfacer in three was being returned to us.

We sent out sonme sixty-seven thousand of the things before we were sure that we
had the local drifts napped for the last fifty thousand years. W woul d have
gone back even farther, except that we weren't up to designing machi nery and

el ectroni cs equi pnent that could | ast nuch longer. In the end, we decided that
we' d have to sonmeday build a beachhead back there, and then use it as a base for
further tenporal explorations into the past.

* * *

Mayor Jenkins managed to find a genuine Catholic priest who was willing to
commit the unspeakably sinful task of marrying two people who were not of his
faith. He turned out to be an inpoverished fellow of nostly Indian ancestry who
hail ed from one of the poorest sections of Paraguay.

Even so, he didn't cone cheap. In return for his services, KWVH bought and
installed a conplete water and sewage systemfor the extended village that was
his parish. He also got a snmall, but well equipped hospital, tw food processing
plants (to get local products ready for market), and a small fleet of trucks (to
get those processed products to those markets). Finally, he gouged us for the
mat eri al s necessary for the building of a church, a rectory, and a m ni mal house
for every famly in the parish

The priest figured that if he was going to sell his only soul to the rich and
boorish, he mght as well charge all that the traffic would bear

It was nonths before he arrived, since he denanded his pay, or rather his |oot,
up front. Then, once he got here, he insisted on taking six weeks for the
posting of the banns, tinme which he planned to use to educate us in the one true
religion. Fortunately, he spoke no English, we spoke no Spanish, and the
translators that | was paying for sonmehow found nore pressing things to do, so
his plan didn't quite work out.

He then denmanded that | cease sleeping with Barbara until the wedding.

| politely suggested that in return, it would only be proper that we should burn
his building materials, put sugar in the gas tanks of all of his pretty, new
trucks, and dynamte his nice, new water and sewage system Eventually, he saw
the light.

It's a hell of a thing. A sold out sky pilot who won't stay bought!

* * *

Meanwhil e, work on the Time Train went on.

Wth the | ocal tenporal drifts mapped out, we went into Phase Two of the
project. This involved canisters big enough to transport equi pnent, suppli es,
and people. After some debate, we settled on a canister sixteen feet in dianmeter
and sixty feet long, big enough to take a standard shipping container and the
truck it drove in on, or to confortably seat fifty people, along with all of
their | uggage.

Long hours were spent in neetings, hamrering out our plans. After nonths of
debate, what we canme up was this

The first part of the drill was to be nuch |ike that used on the smaller,

expl oratory cani sters, except that now we knew where we were going, as well as
when. The first canister would weave its way through five dinensions, arrive at
the predeternmined site for a few nanoseconds, and then go away, taking nine
thousand cubic feet of rock away with it. The second would arrive by the sane
route, a few nanoseconds behind, and materialize in the vacuumleft by the
departing first canister.

And yes, we probably could | eave the first canister in position, and discard
only its contents, saving the cost of the second canister entirely, but this
procedure woul d | eave the walls of the canister inpregnated with rock, which
weakened the netal in an unpredictable way, and nmade it radi oactive. In
addition, the tenporal circuitry itself wasn't all that dependable after it had
enmerged once in solid rock

Ti me, noney, and human effort weren't anong our problens. W had plenty of
resources, so there wasn't any incentive to chintz on the job.

The second canister sat there until the the third canister was scheduled to
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arrive. Just before that point, it sent its contents (nostly air, along with
anything el se that m ght have | eaked in) out into the fifth dinmensional void so
that the third canister could energe into a truly hard vacuum

Once the third canister made it safely back to the twentieth century, that
particular leg of the Tinme Train was declared ready to be put into service.

Then, a work crew could be sent back, arned with tenporal digging tools, to
tunnel their way up to the surface.

The tenporal drifts were such that we were able put our first big canister back
sonme two hundred and thirty-five years, and still be under the island. Before
that, and they would enmerge in the rock under the sea, and that didn't seemlike
sonething that 1'd personally want to dig ny way up from

Intuitively, one would think that the sensible thing to do would be to go in
smal | steps, sending the first canister back one year, say, and the next back
for two. | nean, that's the way things are nornmally built. If you are building a
railroad, you start fromwhere you are, and build in the direction that you are
going to. Then you continue the proscess until you finally get to where you want
to be.

But it doesn't work that way when you are building a railroad line into the
past. Consider that tunnels, by their very nature, tend to last a long tine.
Starting out bel ow ground, we had to first tunnel our way out.

Suppose that we nmade our first canister energe in 1900, planning to have other
cani sters energe earlier than that. In 1900, we couldn't know what we woul d find
out there in 1890, so we couldn't possibly know what we would need to build in
1890 once we got there. And since we didn't know exactly what we would need in
the past, we couldn't be sure that we wouldn't weck sonme of it as we dug
ourselves out. If we made sure in 1890 that there would be plenty of enpty space
for the 1900 people to dig thensel ves out, we would be seriously reducing our
bui I di ng opti ons.

Then, of course, when we went back to 1880, our problens woul d be even nore
difficult, and by 1750... well, you see the problem Even when you have a tine
machi ne, you have to start at the beginning.

CHAPTER THI RTY- THREE

Barbara's Famly

One evening, | was sitting on a couch in the Anerican Room of Canelot with Barb

snuggl ed up confortably at ny side, as naked as all of ny other servants around

the place. Funbling through ny pockets, | dug out the list of things | had to do
prior to marriage.

"lan says that to do things properly, | need your father's perm ssion to marry
you. "

"Tom we are both adult human beings. Neither of us needs parental approval to
do anything."

"l agree. However, | think that it m ght be a good idea for me to neet your
relatives in any case, and if that satisfies lan, well, so nuch the better."
"Very well, if that is your wish."

"I's there sonme reason why | shouldn't? |Is there sone probl em between you and
your folks? | nmean, you' ve never mentioned them or anything."

"My siblings and | maintain a normal relationship with our parents and our other
ancestors, and meet themat all the usual quarterly meetings."

"Quarterly neetings? Now you've got me confused again, Barb."

"Among mny people, it is customary to spend a day with one's biol ogical ancestors
every three nonths, at the sol stices and equi noxes. This permits parents to
observe the devel opnents of their offspring and their further descendants.”

"Sort of a culture-wide famly reunion, huh? Not a bad idea, | suppose. |I'm
surprised that |1've never been invited to one."
"Wl l, you don't have any ancestors here, Tom But | expect that the real reason

for the lack of invitations is that these neetings are terribly boring, even for
those who are seeing their relatives again. An outsider would sinmply feel lost."
"Well, if everybody is bored stiff at them why do you hold themat all?"
"Because noteverybody is bored. The ol der people enjoy the neetings inmensely.
Parents are naturally far nore interested in their children than the children
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are in them This is even nore noticeabl e between grandparents and
grandchi l dren. And when they are eight or ten generations renoved, well, 'l

| et you imagine the results for yourself."

"Ei ght or ten generations! Good God, Barbara, | knew that your people lived

| onger than mne, but that's ridiculous! Even at twenty years per generation,
you are tal ki ng about people who are nore than two hundred years ol d!"

"I think that the average length of a generation anong us m ght be closer to
fifty years, Tom although people over two hundred years ol d subjective are
extrenely rare. And since you are about to ask it, no, | amnothing close to
fifty years old. You got ne started on raising children quite early, as it
turned out."

"Pl ease don't tell ne what |I'mgoing to ask you next. |I'mnever sure if it's
just an expression of yours, or if you really have read ny next statenent out of
one of your history books."

"It's sinply that your facial expressions are very telling, Tom so your
thoughts are easy to guess. | neverreally know what you're thinking. The history
of this century has never been witten. Qite possibly, it never will be."

"One strange statenent at a tine, young |ady. Back to these ancestors of yours
who are ten of your fifty year generations old w thout pushing two hundred."
"I'sn't it obvious? After they reach retirenment age, people in nmy culture have a
great deal of freedom They can do just about anything they want, go anywhere,
or any when. Many of them becone extrenely interested in their descendants, and
attend two, or three, or sonetinmes even seven successive quarterly neetings a
week, subjectively. There are sone who have made neeting their descendants the
maj or hobby in their lives, and attend all of the neetings for thousands of
years."

"So the world for them becones |like a series of conventions, with the sane old
pros there every tinme, and an epheneral bunch of young neos bubbling through and
going their way."

"Yes, | suppose that it could seemthat way to some of them"

"Huh. Back hone, | knew a couple of old guys who treated science fiction
conventions that way. So, do | have to wait for the next solstice to neet your
f ol ks?"

"Of course not, Tom They'd be delighted to neet you at any tinme. My siblings

would like to meet you as well. Shall | invite themhere? | know that they'd all
like to see this place."
"I't sounds fine to ne, and let's do it as soon as you feel it's appropriate. I'd

just as soon get this thing over with as soon as possible."

"As you wish. Wuld this com ng Saturday at six be acceptable to you?"

One of the glories of having time travel available was that you never had to
check with anyone el se before you schedul ed any sort of gathering, party, or
other event. |f your guests had sonething else going on at the sanme tinme, they
could always go to both things if they wanted to. On the other hand, if they
didn't show up, they had no possible excuses except that they sinply didn't want
to go.

Most people had a long list of social events in the past that they had pronised
to attend, and sinply hadn't gotten around to showing up at yet. It wasn't
considered wise or even polite to nmention those events to them After all, if a
host ess chided you for not conming to her party, she was proving that you never
would go to it, thus relieving you of having to worry about it in your

subj ective future

Not that it nade any difference to me back then, since they still weren't
letting lan and nme use the tinme machines that we hadn't conpletely invented yet.
It wasn't so nuch that they forbade us to use them it was nore that they had

hi dden the things, and try as we might, we hadn't been able to find them Yet.

* * *

When Saturday afternoon came around, | found that a silk tie and a vicuna sports
jacket had been laid out for nme. Barb had apparently deci ded on the evening's
dress code, and | wasn't about to argue with her about it.

I noticed a nore startling change on nmy way down tairs. Al of the usually nude
serving wenches that filled the place were now properly dressed. This took ne
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aback for a nonent, but then | realized that having a naked haremgirl answer
the door for ny fiancée's parents would not be the socially corect thing to do.
lan had invited hinself over, with Mng Po on his arm | suppose nostly to | end
me his noral support.

I was in good hands, but | was still nervous as all hell.

Meeting Barb's parents was | ess of an ordeal than | feared it would be, once
got over their appearance. They both | ooked to be incredibly young, about ny own
age. That troubled ne a bit. Your girl's folks are supposed to | ookold
Furthernore, Barb's nother is every bit as beautiful as Barb is.

Barb introduced everyone, using first names only, as was customary anobng these
peopl e. Except in work situations, you al nbst never heard anyone's | ast nane.
Her parents were both charnming and intelligent people, as were Barb's two
sisters, her brother, and her three siblings-in-law. Over drinks and then
dinner, | found that they all had productive jobs on the island, in everything
fromaccounting to agriculture. Indeed, Barb's brother Justin ran the island's
only dairy farm a major installation with over a hundred workers and five
hundred cows that turned out mlk, butter, yogurt, and twenty-two varieties of
cheese.

It turned out that Barb was very close to her siblings, nore so than the usua
Ameri can wonan would be with hers. It nade sense, though, considering the way
they were all the sane age when they were raised together. It was al nbst as
though they were fraternal tw ns.

As the pleasant evening ended, | formally asked Barb's father's permission to
marry his daughter and he just as fornmally granted it.

When | thanked him he said, "According to the standard fornul as that Barbara

made me read, | was supposed to inquire about your finances, to be sure that you
coul d support her properly, but since you are known to be one of the wealthiest
men in history, | thought it best to forget about that requirenment."

* * *

Finally, the day cane when we sent a full-sized canister back to 1737, and had
it return safely.

"Are you all ready for our little jaunt?" | asked lan at breakfast.

"I've been looking forward to this monment since we started fiddling with time. |
woul dn't miss this trip for the whole world and a certificate that the taxes had
al ready been paid on it!"

M ng Po, who was present, |ooked distressed, and Barbara said, "You nean that
both of you are planning to test that thing out personally? Together?"

"OfF course. It should be safe enough, and if it isn't, that's all the nore
reason for us to go ourselves, at first. Wat kind of nen would we be to send
sonmeone el se out on a job that we wouldn't go on oursel ves?"

"This is notine to be heroic!" Barb said, while Mng Po nodded vi gorously.
"There is not only the danger of a technical nmalfunction in what is still an
experinental device, there is also the fact that you know not hi ng about the

| ocal terrain back then. Wy, there could be a sinkhole right bel ow where your
cani ster materializes. There could be hostile natives living there in that

peri od, which was al so noted for pirates, and various wars between Engl and,
France, and Spain. You mght dig your way up right into the niddle of a battle!"
"Or maybe, we mght have to rescue a Spanish virgin princess fromthe English
pirates, and we will cone down with a case of the Spanish pox each, as a result
of accepting the lady's gratitude," lan said. "W knows? It mght be worth it.
But when you consider the probabilities . "

The normal |y obsequi ous M ng Po threw a serving of Cherries Jubilee at |an,
splattering the delicious stuff across his black silk shirt. Conpletely unfazed,
he took no particular notice of her uncharacteristic actions except to renpve
his stained shirt right there at the table, while he continued talking. Wthout
| ooki ng, he gave it a toss behind himwhere a naid was ready to catch it and
take it out of the roomto wherever they went with such things.

Again without |ooking, he reached out to the side and another maid put a clean
shirt in his hand, which he then donned while two nore wonmen cl eaned of f a few
smal | splatters fromhis hands and face, and yet another one tidied up the table
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in front of him He never stopped tal king the whole while.

The way these people always seened to know what was goi ng to happen, even the
nost trivial or unusual events, never ceased to anaze ne, any nore than did our
conpl ete acceptance of their well-coordi nated actions.

" so logically, there can be no possible danger to either of us," lan
concl uded.

"Nonsense, " Barb said. "The two of you are the only indi spensable people on this
entire island. It is totally absurd to risk either one of you, nuch | ess both of
you for absolutely no good reason at all!"

lan | ooked aside to nme and said, "Have you noticed how feisty they get once they
think that you're going to marry thenP"

"l have. But, given your |ast statenent, taken together with the cherry sauce
that recently decorated your shirt, am| to assunme that you have foll owed ny

| ead and proposed matrinony to M ng Po?"

"You are not, for | have nade no such decision. It's just that she thinks that I
m ght do sone such thing, and is already acting as though it is a done deal."

"I see. Well, keep ne posted as to the state of your current thinking on the
subj ect.”

"l shall do so."

"Good. Now then, to answer your |ast assertion, Barbara, lan and | are not

behol den to this island and the people on it. Rather, we own the place, and the
peopl e here are all our enployees, including the particularly lovely one that |
intend to marry in a few weeks. After that tinme, you m ght have sone substantia
claimon ne, but until then you do not! For the time being, lan and | fee
absolutely free to risk our own silly necks in any fashion that we see fit. Am|
under st ood?"

Qur | adies' response was sullen but affirnmative.

"Good. Now then, one thing does occur to me. W just might run into sone people
back there, and | think that it would be advisable if our party was dressed in
clothes appropriate to the period. Al so, we should have a squad of ground troops
along with us, just in case. They should be appropriately dressed, and equi pped
wi th weapons that at |east |ook period. Have it all ready for us in six mnutes,
when we get to the shop."

Agai n, Barb nodded a sullen assent.

As we got up to leave, lan said, in a girlish, falsetto voice, "Ch, Tom You

| ook so manly when you get assertive!"

This statenent earned hima heavy fist on the shoul der

CHAPTER THI RTY- FOUR

The First Expedition

When | got to ny office, there was a costune waiting on ny desk for ne. It
consisted of a wi de-sleeved white cotton shirt, white canvas pants, and a pair
of sturdy leather slip on boots. A broad brinmmed felt hat with a white ostrich
plume, and a real steel rapier, conplete with a sheath and a wi de,
over-the-shoul der | eather sword belt conpleted the outfit. It was sturdy,

wor k- a-day stuff, and | ooked well worn. The only decoration was on the baldric,
where it disguised a red energency button. Just what good that would do nme back
in 1735 was a noot point, but there was no point in renobving it, either

| stripped off ny usual finery and put on the coarse-feeling clothes. Mnths of
wearing silk, vicuna, and the like had spoiled ne for nore pl ebeian fabrics.
Nonet hel ess, | felt jaunty, nostly because | liked the plume in the hat, and the
long, thin sword. | was clipping ny tenporal sword to the belt on the pants,
next to my calculator and ny Swiss Arny knife, when lan wal ked in. He was
simlarly attired, except that his outfit had brown | eather accessories instead
of bl ack.

| said, "Shouldn't we have a pistol or two, and daggers in our boots?"

"l suppose we could, Tom but do you really know how to operate a flintlock?"
"No, but there can't be all that much to learn. |I'msure that sonebody at the
Bucket Bl ood could show us."

"The canister is scheduled to | eave within the hour, and | can't see del ayi ng
the trip by a sidereal day just so you can have both a sword and a pistol by
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your side, just |like the Froggy who Went Acourtin'."

"l suppose you're right. But next tinme we should plan these things out better."
"Maki ng the dam tine nmachine work was nental exercise enough for ne," lan said.
The el evator in the hallway now went all the way down to the upper tine-canister
chanber, three hundred feet down. Wien we got there, a fair-sized wel com ng
conmmittee was waiting for us, headed by Hasenpfeffer, and including Barb, M ng
Po, all of our senior technical staff, and a few dozen other, officious |ooking
peopl e.

None of them | ooked happy.

Ji m Hasenpfeffer stepped ponpously forward with his hands on the | apels of his
grey wool suit. He said, "Gentlenen, surely you realize that this action on your
part is inadvisable."

"Hello, Jim" lan said. "W haven't seen you in nonths. It's good to see you out
slumm ng with us working fol ks. You should do it nore often. It would work
wonders on your stodgy personality. Do you have any idea of what a ponpous ass
you' ve becone?"

"This is hardly a suitable occasion for nanme calling. You youngsters are about
to do sonething stupidly dangerous, and it was felt that | was the only person
who had sufficient authority to di ssuade you fromyour childish foolishness."

" 'It was felt?" By who? Last tine | heard, Tomand | owned two thirds of this
outfit, so we're the only ones around here with any clout!"

I cut inwith, " 'Youngsters'? 'Childish'? Wien we arrived here, Jim we were
all the sane age, and the fact that you have decided to act like an old fart
doesn't give you any enhanced authority in our eyes. If you want us to have any
respect for you, you should start by com ng around now and then and havi ng
breakfast, or better yet a beer with us. As things are, well, you are just a
silly, old fool who used to be a friend of mne. | nmourn the |oss of that
friend, but you aren't himany nore."

"Pl ease, gentlenen, you are enbarrassing nme in front of ny associates. This
shoul d be a nmenorabl e occasion, the first test of our first tenporal canister

wi th human occupants. Pl ease, boys, just step aside and | et those who are
properly trained for the task enter the device."

"Wong," | said. "First off, there's nobody who's 'properly trained because
nobody has ever done this before. Secondly, lan and | know nore about it than
anyone else, so we're going on the first trip. W have a digging crew schedul ed
to go with us, and a squad of infantry to handl e any energencies. The rest of
you are not supposed to be here. | want you to |eave. Please. Do it now"

The managers and officials in the crow | ooked uneasily at Jimand ne, and then
at one another, unconfortable with receiving contradictory orders fromthe
various parts of their upper nmanagenent team They didn't |ike what was going
on, but they didn't | eave, either. Not even ny own damm subordi nates.

Well, they'd hear fromnme later. First things first.

Janmes Hasenpfeffer was not about to be ordered out. He marched ostentatiously
over to the front of the canister's heavy, vacuum proof door and stood
obstinately in front of the thing with his arns crossed. | glanced over to Bob
McMahon, an infantry lieutenant | knew fromdrinking with himat the Bucket of
Bl ood. He was wearing a period outfit, so | assuned that he was in charge of the
infantry squad 1'd ordered up. | was about to ask himto clear the area of

non- essenti al personnel, but then |I changed nmy mind.

Aski ng Bob to decide which of his bosses he was going to obey wouldn't be fair
to him It would be better managenent technique to handl e the problem nyself.
Wth that thought in mnd, | wal ked over to Hasenpfeffer, grabbed himby his
carefully tailored wool lapels, and lifted himup in the air at arms |ength.
I'"ve always been a | ot stronger than nost people, and the nodifications made on
me by that annoying Killer doctor hadn't weakened ne one bit.

Jimwas so shocked that soneone woul d actually use physical force on himthat he
didn't even struggle. | carried himlike a linp doll over to the opposite wall
and set himdown. Meanwhile, lan had cranked open the canister doors and was
gesturing the constructi on workers inside. Enbarrassed at being present at a

di sagreenment anong their upper nmanagenent, they obeyed himwth alacrity.
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Hasenpfeffer got over his initial shock and becane furious. You could see his
conpl exi on go fromdead white to beet red, starting at the top of his slightly
bal di ng head and progressing downward. He started to nove toward the opened

cani ster when |I heard a hissing, crackling sound.

A thin line appeared on the pavenent in front of Hasenpfeffer's polished,

wi ngtip brogues. He came to an abrupt stop, and his face went fromred back to
whi t e agai n.

lan had his tenporal sword in his hand.

"Jim we just had a neeting of the Board of Directors, and you were outvoted on
this one. Tomand | want to take a ride in our new tine machi ne, and we're going
to do it. Now, go back to your office and adm nister sonething. Leave the
technical stuff to the technical people."

I could tell that Hasenpfeffer wanted to rant and rave a bit, but seeing that we
were willing to use both force and viol ence, he thought better of it. He stal ked
away, nuttering under his breath Iike a very old nman.

| said, "Lieutenant, get your nmen in the canister. The train is |leaving the
station."

As we seal ed the door on the stationary vacuum cani ster and then the door on the
traveling can, the orange, glowi ng N xie tube nunbers on the countdown tiner
said that we had four and a half minutes to go

The controls used on these big canisters were al nbst exactly the same as those
used on the small test canisters we'd used in the early part of the program
After all, we knew they worked, and we were producing themon an assenbly I|ine,
so they were fairly cheap. They were automatic, and worked whet her people were
around or not. The only difference was that on the big canisters, there was a
keyboard avail able, and if you knew what you were doing, you could reprogramthe
thing. Normally, though, it was to be just a natter of going aboard and letting
it take you where you were supposed to go.

| sat down next to lan, carefully sliding nmy steel sword down between the seats,
and said, "Maybe we were a bit rough on our old friend. Maybe we shoul dn't have
hunmiliated himin public the way we did."

"Well, he was the one who nade it public in the first damm place! |If he wanted
totalk it over with us, he could have conme over to our places, or to our

of fices, or even invited us over to his. W could have discussed it privately,
but no, he had to round up all of our managers at the shop, and our girlfriends,
and act the thing out in front of them"

"I didn't like Barb and M ng Po being there either. | nean, yes, they're both
managers subordinate to us, but they both are a lot nore than that, too. Jim
used to be so slick when it canme to handling people, but he sure botched this
one. He didn't really | eave us nmuch choice but to do what we did. It's |like he
was having sone sort of nental aberration, or delusions of power."

"I don't think he's gone crazy. | nean, all three of us are getting used to
bei ng big shots, and generally getting things done our own way, but you and
have had the advantage of being engi neers. Mither nature has a way of

mai ntaining the humility of a man who works with her. Jim has had nothing to
work with but people. It's like you said, he's not the sane man any nore. He's
gotten so used to having his every word be the law that he's forgotten that he
has partners in this business. W are the ones who made this whol e thing
possible. Jimjust hel ped out with the business side of things," lan said.

"I don't think that he |l ooks at it that way. | think that he really has gotten
old, admnistering this island and everything else. | think that he has put
many, many years of his life into this project, doubling back and forth through
time in machines that we haven't even thought of yet."

"So? Did we ask himto do that? Did we ever authorize himto go off on his own,
and create this sick little society of time travelers who can't think up a new
joke, or invent a w dget, or even whistle a tune unless sonebody else plays it
for themfirst? Was our opinion asked before the fruits of our |abors were used
to create an entire culture that I, for one, consider to be downright inmoral ?"
"Well, no, to all of your questions. But you've also got to ask, could we have
done all of this without hin? And you' ve got to answer no to that one, too."
"True, but neither of us would havewanted to do all of this. W would have been
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quite content to run a profitable little business just outside of Ann Arbor, and
maybe not so little a one at that. W probably woul dn't have had all the

pal aces, and certainly not all the wonen, but we would have built a good life
for ourselves, Tom"

"I can't argue with you. But things are what they are right now, and we've got
to play it fromhere."

"Right. And what we'll do nowis make our first trip into history."

lan's timng was dead on, because just then the N xie tubes read six zeros, and
we |eft hone.

Qur first surprise was the lack of gravity. It was just like being in a space
ship, | suppose, with things floating up and out of our pockets, and us floating
out of our chairs. It had never occurred to us that we'd need seat belts.

"Way didn't we expect this?" | said, "It would have been easy enough to build an
instrument that could check for gravity, and put it into a test canister."
"Because we never thought of it,"” lan said fromsix feet "above" ny head

"Still, it makes perfect sense. W are not on Earth any nore, so we aren't
affected by Earth's gravitational field."

I woul d have been nore upset, except that | saw the eight soldiers we had with
us, sitting in their chairs with their hands firmy gripping the arnrests,
grinning at the two new kids. They and the construction workers were used to

this sort of thing. | nmade a nental note to have sonmeone put safety belts on al
the seats, next tine.

"Well, if it makes so damm nuch sense to you, why didn't you predict this nul
gravity thing?" | asked, floating upside down to everything el se.

"I said it made sense, not that | knew it was going to happen. It would al so
have nade sense if the gravity slowy went away as we got farther and farther
away fromEarth in the fifth dinension."

"Only that didn't happen, so the fifth dimension nust be inpervious to gravity
waves, whatever they are."

"That, or we are noving a lot farther into the other dinensions than we thought.

I nean, if we were billions of mles away from hone, there wouldn't be nuch of
Earth's gravitation field to feel."

"Well, 1've already thought of a use for the effect,” | said.

"Yeah?"

"Sure. Get a weight and put it on top of a spring. The wei ght pushes the spring
down. Take the contraption out into the fifth dinension, and the spring pushes
the wei ght away. Attach the weight to a crank, and turn the tinme circuit on and
of f quickly. You get free power, and | bet it would be a |ot cheaper to build
than that energency power nmachi ne of yours. No turbines, for one thing, and it
doesn't need a bodaci ous supply of air."

"Tom that sounds just stupid enough to work. You know, we coul d have powered
the surfacers with sonething like that. We'll put technical teamon it when we
get back."

"Ckay. You know, nmaybe you shouldn't have pulled your sword on Hasenpfeffer."
"It got his attention, and we were running out of tinme. If we'd |let himdelay us
past the departure tine, it would have given himanother day to think up things
to delay us further."

"l can see your point, but while we've done inpolite things to each other

before, we've never used real weapons up till now "

"All right, all right. 1'll send hima formal note of apol ogy as soon as we get
back."

"Thank you. | just don't want this whole thing to escalate."

Anot her set of N xie tubes said we had forty-one mnutes until we arrived. W'd
known that it took tinme to travel in tinme alnobst since the beginning. W stil
didn't know why that was so, and it still bugged ne.

Free fall was starting to get fun, nowthat | was no longer startled by it. |
woul d have suggested sone sort of free fall gane, except that if the troops and
wor kers got out of their chairs and got involved, the place would have gotten
crowded in a hurry.

Besi des fifteen people, we had power, food, and water aboard for a year. W had
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bottl ed oxygen, calcium oxide, and activated charcoal to | ast us a week. W had
di ggi ng equi pment to get us to the surface, tools and materials to set up a
small station in 1735, and a snall observatory to let us ascertain our exact
geographi cal position. Wiat we didn't have was much room for a gane of null-G
touch football.

W were all in our seats when the Nixie tubes counted down to zero again.
Not hi ng happened. Gravity did not return. W weren't on Earth in 1735, or
anything like it.

| heard a nervous voice behind nme say, "Boss, | think we're in big trouble.”

CHAPTER THI RTY- FI VE

Bi g Troubl e
lan said, "Tom you checked this programyourself, didn't you?"
"No. | wote it nyself. Prescott checked it. I'lIl go take a look at it."

| opened the control cabinet under the N xie tubes, and turned on the cathode
ray tube display. Wile it warned up, | funbled around and found the program a
I ong colum of nine digit nunbers, all of themones and zeros, witten in ny own
handwiting. Qurs was a stripped down systemwitten in straight, efficient
machi ne | anguage, w thout benefit of Fortran.

VWhat | didn't find was nmy flow charts, our volunmes of charts and tabl es of
|lateral drift, and everything else | needed to wite a five dinensional program
fromscratch. They weren't here because it had never occurred to me that | m ght
need t hem anywhere el se except at my desk in ny office.

I'n hindsight, | know that this sounds incredibly stupid, but please renenber
that we had witten nore than sixty thousand of these prograns before, and all
of them had been for test canisters w thout any humans aboard. Including the

vol umes of tables in a small, unmanned test canister would not only be stupid,
it would have been fl at inpossible.

After a while, you settle into habits, solid routines of how things are done.
lan and | had been so eager to nake this trip that we hadn't bothered to think
everything out again fromthe begi nning.

As it was, we were lucky that we had even the programitself with us. It was
here only because the typist and her checker hadn't bothered to take it back
with them

Working the controls with one hand while | held myself in place with the other
was annoying. | put nmy sword inside the cabinet, took off ny shoul der belt, and
used it to fasten nmyself to the stool in front of the cabinet.

| tediously checked the screen against ny witten program and found the probl em
in about ten minutes. Two zeros in one |ine had sonehow beconme ones.

"Had only one error occurred, it would have been caught in a parity check. Wat
we're seeing here is pretty inprobable.”

"You think sonmebody did it on purpose?" |lan said.

"I don't know, but we can worry about that one later. The point now is that

we' ve nissed our target, both in time and in space. Fromhere, | don't think
that | can steer us back to there. Not without all the stuff | have back in ny
office."

"Can you get us back home agai n?"

"That's what |'mgoing to try, even though | don't have any of our charts or
tables with us. | think the easiest thing to do will be to sinply retrace our
steps. I'll pick a time in our subjective future, and have it reverse our
directions fromthat point."

"Why do it in our future? Why not do it now?"

"Because it's going to take me some tine to change the programin the first

pl ace, stupid, and | don't want to rush nyself. | may not get a second try.We
may not get a second try."

It took me a half an hour to nodify the programto run us backward, and load it
into the buffer. | had to use some educated guesses as to estimating our drift,
and that troubled nme. If | was off by twenty feet sideways, we would emerge in
solid rock, which would not only instantly kill all of us, but would likely take
out the entire factory as well. Being off by only two i nches would weck the
canister, and it just mght kill us anyway, although in a |ess spectacul ar
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fashi on.

I an spent another forty-five mnutes checking over ny work before he would
approve of what |'d done.

I"d all owed two hours for the job, so we had another forty-five mnutes to chew
our nails before we could |oad the nodified prograns into the nachi ne proper
The squad of infantry, all being of Killer stock, spent the first half hour of
the energency quietly talking to each other. You could see that they were
worried, but on the whole, they were taking it pretty well.

After that, sonmeone got out a deck of cards and a poker gane was soonh in
progress, played in zero gravity. They hadn't brought any noney with them but
they had an enpty Kl eenex box Scotch taped to the niddle of a makeshift table,
and 1QUs witten on scraps of paper were being stuffed into it as the gane
progressed. The w nner of each hand got to enpty the box. Since their period
outfits didn't run to pockets, cards and | QUs of various denom nations had to be

stuffed under one's belt. It slowed down the game, but killing tine was the
obj ect of the exercise in the first place.
Had there been anything that needed doing, | could see that these troops were

ready to do it.

The construction workers were all Smoothies, and they were in nuch worse shape.
One burly sand hog had sinply fainted the nonment that it was obvious that we
were in trouble. Most of the rest just sat it out in a blue funk, with sweat
beadi ng up on their zero-G faces |ike nonstrous zits. About an hour and a half
in, one of themfreaked out, scream ng and clawi ng his way toward the canister
door, for what reason none of us could inagine. There wasn't anything outside
the door, not even air. Maybe not even space.

At least we didn't think there was anything out there. The tenporal screen that
surrounded the canister reflected back everything in the el ectronagnetic
spectrum including Iight and radi o waves. Sone of the test canisters had been
programed to turn off their screen so we could get an instrunented | ook around,
but none of those had ever returned.

Braci ng hinsel f between two seats, Lieutenant McMahon sinply threw the scream ng
wor ker back to the other end of the canister, and when the man i mredi ately tried
for the door again, Bob just kicked the fellowin the jaw, knocking hi m out

col d.

"Nice job," lan said, as he hel ped haul the unconscious worker back to his seat.
Finally, the tiner 1'd set up to dunp the buffer into the machine proper tined
out, and we were, in theory at |east, heading home. Not that we felt any change
in our direction.

Fromthere, it was another three hours of sitting around to see if ny fix had
really fixed anything, and if, indeed, we would survive this trip.

lan had two of the workers break out sone food and we had a qui et, nervous

| unch.

The cani ster didn't have a john, but the only sergeant we had along, a fell ow
named Kuhn, enptied a keg of ancient-1ooking, hand-cut nails into a plastic
sack, and we nmade do with the keg. You had to be quick with the lid, or you had
a nmess floating around, but we nmade do.

After a bit, | joined into the poker ganme, and was soon followed by lan. W al
fit around the snall table because half of the troops were upside down, and
hol di ng thensel ves to the ceiling by nmeans of the cargo straps up there. None of
the Snoot hi es asked to play, because Snoothi es never ganbled. Wth their
lifestyle, there wasn't any point to it.

The gane broke up a few minutes before we were due to arrive honme. It was just
as well, since by then | was fourteen thousand dollars down, and |lan had | ost
nmore than twi ce that. Wien you know that there's a fair chance that you won't
live to settle up your debts, there's not much incentive to scrinp on your
betting. Sergeant Kuhn was the day's big wi nner, being over twenty thousand
ahead. | don't think he cheated, but that nan is one nean poker player

Everyone got back to their seats. Mst of the people had inprovised sone sort of
seat belts by then, and the rest of themjust held on

The tinmer hit six zeros again, and this tinme sonething definite happened. The
canister wall to ny right was suddenly three inches closer to nme, the "POP"
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nearly burst my ear druns, and gravity had returned.

"It seens that we have arrived!" | shouted, and got a cheer out of the troops.
The Snoot hies just sat there and | ooked relieved.

lan and Li eutenant McMahon got to the door at about the same time, but when they
tried to turn the crank, it wouldn't budge. W were hone, or at |east we were
sonmepl ace with earth gravity, but we were still trapped in the canister

The lieutenant started beating on the door with the butt of what | ooked |ike a
"Brown Bess" nmusket, and a few minutes |ater, soneone el se started beating on it
fromthe outside. Another cheer went up

Qur good |ieutenant knew Morse code, and a few nonents |ater, soneone was found
on the outside who could understand himand reply.

It seens that besides being welded to the side of the stationary canister, we
had al so cone back a few inches too close to the door, such that the two doors
were now wel ded together. W were instructed to wait until cutting torches could
be brought down to our area

"This is not good," | said. "I can snell ozone. W are taking a dose of ionizing
radi ation right now "

"Right. To hell with obsol ete technol ogy, anyway." lan said. "Bob, tell whoever
is out there to back off! We're cutting our own way out."

Bob qui ckly beat out a nessage that | later heard read, "run away!", because |an
was al ready positioning hinself in front of the door with his tenporal sword in
hi s hand.

Il an gave whoever was out there a count of five to be gone, and then, with a

qui ck rotation of his wist, cut a six foot circle in the big door. As it began

to fall, another fast wiggle of his hand cut the circle into six pieces, which
cane to the floor with a loud clatter.

"Everybody out!" | shouted, and was al nost tranpled by the little, ordinary

si zed people scranbling past nme. | was the | ast one out, proudly wearing ny
white plumed hat and ny fine steel sword

Naturally, there were nedics and anbul ances waiting to take us all away. | felt
just fine, but after ny earlier experiences with radiati on danmage caused by
temporal reimersion, | thought it best not to argue with them

Arguing with a nmedic doesn't do you much good anyway. Their egos are such that
if you disagree with whatever strange thing they're doing to your only body,
they'll automatically assune that you're in shock, or otherw se out of your
head, and sedate you so that you can't disagree with them any nore.

Qur exalted status did get lan and nme to the front of the line at the hospital,
and we were out of there in an hour. It turned out that the dosage we'd gotten
wasn't at all serious. O course, had we waited around in the canister for a few
hours, things would have been much different.

| soon discovered that we had returned to our own tine only a half hour after
we'd left. Had we gotten back nmuch sooner, we'd have run into Hasenpfeffer and
his crowd again before they'd had a chance to | eave. This was good, because
wasn't ready to talk to himjust yet.

"Li eutenant McMahon, you did well today. Now, | want you to | ook up Leftenant
Fitzsi mons of the Navy and Captain Stepanski of the Air Force. | want the three
of you at nmy office in a half hour. | have another job for you to do."

"Yes, sir." He saluted and left.

"What's that about?" |an said.

"W need sone detective work done, and one thing this strange little island
doesn't seemto have is a police force."

"True enough. But soldiers aren't cops."

"They're the closest thing that we have available. If those three can't do the
job, I think that they'll know who can. What's nore, | have the feeling that

they'll be on our side, no matter what, and that's sonething I'mnot sure | can
say about all the Snoothies,"” | said.
"Unfortunately, after this norning | agree with you. | didn't Iike the way all

of our managers were down there backing up Hasenpfeffer. Not to nention Mng Po
and Barbara."
"Yeah. Sonething stinketh mghtily around here, and | intend to dig it up before
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we bury it again."

CHAPTER THI RTY- SI X

Sabot age?
Still in nmy eighteenth-centuary getup, with ny steel sword at ny side and ny
pl umed hat hangi ng on a conveni ent peg behind ny desk, | filled the officers in

on the problenms we experienced on our first attenpted tine trip, with lan
sitting in.

" so what we need to know is what went wong, and how do we fix it, if it
was sone sort of technical problem or who did it and why, if we're | ooking at
sabotage. You can call in any help you think you may need, and spend as nuch
time and noney as you want, just as long as you all show up here again in an
hour with some answers. Are you three up to the task?"

Leftenant Fitzsi mon had turned out to be the senior man in the group, so he
answered, in his alnost accurate upper class English accent, "Yes, sir. You wll
be seeing us back here shortly, | expect."

They snapped to and saluted. It felt strange to be returning a salute to a bunch
of officers, but | saluted them back, rather than make them hold that silly

posture. Then they did an about-face and left. | guessed that they nust figure
that | was their Comander-in-Chief.

Maybe | was.

"They' || be doubling back, of course.” lan said, "Wy wasLi eutenant Fitzsi mon

acting as if he was superior toCaptain Stepanski?"

"Because by their rules, he is. Not having had the benefit of a proper mlitary
education, you never learned that a navy lieutenant is equal in rank to an arny
captain, for some strange historical reason. After that, Fitzsi mon had nore
time in grade. Al so, a navy captain is equal to an arny colonel, but why shoul d
I tell you this when you're the one with the exalted history major?"

"Ch. Someday, I'Il look it up. For now, | think our next step should be

i nterview ng our subordinates.”

"Right," | said, pushing a button on ny desk. "Kowal ski, come in here."

She wal ked in inmediately, and stood before ny desk, |ooking worried. | didn't
feel like setting her at ease.

"Kowal ski, a while ago, you were down in the time canister area, standing behind
Hasenpfeffer and apparently supporting his demands that our trip be aborted. Wy
did you do that?"

"But, I didn't! I mean, | was there because Dr. Hasenpfeffer had invited me, but
I never took anyone's side on anything! | never said a word!"

"You didn't have to. You stood there behind him literally backing himup. Al so,
you heard me order you and the rest of the crowd out, and you didn't obey ne.
Why was that ?"

"But, you wanted one thing, and Dr. Hasenpfeffer wanted another, and |I didn't
know what to do, so | didn't do anything!"

"For future reference, this outfit is owed by three equal partners. If we ever
have the bad taste to disagree in public again, remenber that any two of us can
outvote the third."

"Yes, sir."

"Now, did you know of any reason why we shoul d not have taken that trip?"

"Wl |, when you got back, you were all sent to the hospital! Isn't that reason
enough?"

"Yes, but did you know about that before we |eft?"

"No, sir. But Dr. Hasenpfeffer did say that your trip was 'ill advised,' and
that was hint enough for me."

"Huh. Well, go, for now Send in the rest of ny senior staff, one at a time, and
don't tell themwhat all this is about."

"Yes, sir."

The rest of ny people cane in one at a time, and they all said about the same
thing as Kowal ski. They were there because Hasenpfeffer had invited them and
they didn't do anything because they didn't know what to do.

We went to lan's office and he repeated the procedure with his people.

We got the sane results.
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"Maybe we're reading nore into this thing than we should,"” | said.

"Maybe. Let's see what those military types of yours have come up with. W' ve
kept themwaiting for over an hour."

"Qops! | forgot about them"

We went back to ny office and had Kowal ski send in the three officers.
"I"'msorry to keep you gentlenmen waiting for so |ong, but we got involved in
sonmet hing else, and | lost track of tine."

"No problem sir," Fitzsimon said in his best phony British accent. "Wth any
appointment, it's common to nmake a TARR+that's a Time Actually Required
Request —+to0 a bl oke's secretary. It saves all sorts of tine that woul d ot herwi se
be wasted sitting around and waiting. Your Mss Kowal ski inforned us of when
you'd really want us here, so we got here just in tine."

"A TARR, huh? | see that you are as efficient as ever. Well then, what can you
tell us about the 'accident' we had earlier today? What are we up agai nst?
Techni cal failure or sabotage?"

"Technical failure, beyond all doubt. Last night, all electronic systens in the
cani ster were conpletely torn down and everything was carefully checked. The
controls of the canister were in perfect working order. Early this nmorning, a
technician typed the programin accurately, checked it herself, and then had a
co-worker check it all again. | then personally verified that the program
install ed was the one you wote. No one went into the canister fromthen unti
your group entered an hour later."

"How can you be so sure of all of this?"

"Besi des our personal checks, we used various classified surveillance devices to
verify everything."

"What sort of 'classified devices."
"I"'mnot at liberty to disclose that, sir.
"I don't like that answer."

"I"'msorry, but it's the best answer you are going to get, sir. Please consider
that these devices will someday be invented by the two of you gentlenen. If you
| earned about them before you had invented them you would be nessing with the
| aws of causality, a npbst unsafe procedure.”

"So just what would happen to ne if | did break these | aws of yours?"

"I haven't the foggiest idea, sir. To the best of ny know edge, there has never
been a wel | -docunented case of anyone ever daring to break those | aws."

"Then how can you possibly say that breaking themis dangerous? The best you can
honestly say is that it is unknown."

"Sir, you haven't taken the tine to consider the facts carefully. W have two
entire cultures where mllions of people have been using time nachines for many
t housands of years. Thus, there have been untold trillions of opportunities to
violate causality. Consider that some of those people were probably di shonest,
and that many nore of them were doubtless curious. Yet there is not one single
verifiable case of violated causality on record. Do you know why?"

"No, | don't."

"Neither do |I. The best guess is that nature has sone nmechani smthat corrects
these violations. How it does this is unknowmn. My own thought is the data can
al so be stated thusly—=There is no one still in existence who has ever viol ated

causality.' Gven that, the short of it, sir, is that | prefer existence to its
alternative, and therefore | have no intention of ever messing with the |aws of
causality."

"Interesting, but let's get back to the problemat hand," lan said. "You said
that we had technical problens. Wat do you recomrend that we do?"

"Your equi pment was designed with sinplicity and efficiency in nind, which was
appropriate for use in disposable canisters when only discrete electronic
conmponents were avail able. Now, with |arge, non-expendabl e canisters, we
recomrend that you redesign your circuitry for greater safety. For exanple, you
are using only a sinple, horizontal parity check. W suggest that at the |east
you add an additional, vertical parity check. A good investnent might be in a
mlitary style, triple redundant circuit, where two out of three circuits nust
agree for anything to happen. Wth the newintegrated circuits, this shouldn't
cost much in terms of bulk or power requirenents. There are nmany other security
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techni ques to be found in the textbooks."

"Very good, gentlenen. Thank you for a job well done," | said as they left.
Wiile lan and | nulled their report over, | called Kowal ski in and asked her to
tell nme exactly how she used TARRs.

"Well, sir, when those three officers first left your office a few hours ago,

one of them the Air Force captain, told me that they had an appointnment to see
you in an hour, so | wote it down in your appoi ntnent book. Then the Navy
Iieutenant asked me for a TARR, and | wote down the tine he had asked for it.
Then ny mail box dropped a letter fromitsout slot addressed to him | gave him
the envel ope without opening it, of course. Then, a few m nutes ago, after you'd
actually called themin, I wote down the tinme you called for them and seal ed
the note in an envelope. | addressed the envel ope with ny own address but the
|ieutenant's nane, and the tinme when he asked for the TARR Then | put the
envel ope in the box'sin slot."

"So this mail box of yours has a tine nmachine in it?" lan asked.

"No sir. At least | don't think it does. My understanding is that it just has a
timer to drop out each letter at the proper tine. | go to the post office about
once a week, drop off ny old box and pick up the new one at the sane tinme, with
the right letters all set to cone out at the right time. Only they're both the
sanme box, of course. | nean, it's ny personal property, you know. "

"So the post office does the tine traveling. How do they know when a letter
shoul d be delivered?"

"Fromthe address, of course! Ch, | renenber that in Arerica, a letter is just
addressed for the place you want it delivered to. Here, we have to state both
the place and the tine it should get there."

"l see. And these letters are not only fromyourself, but fromothers as well?"
"OfF course. You can use a letter to talk to anyone when a phone isn't handy. O
to talk to people in other tine periods. | mean, ny sister is back in 43,519
B.C., and we write each other all the tine."

And here | had been thinking that these people had no nore curves to throw at
me!

"What woul d happen if you broke open the box and got all your mail at once?" |an
asked.

"Ch, that would be very dangerous, sir. The box and all the letters would burn
up! "

"l see. Booby-trapped to conserve causality."

I thanked Kowal ski, and asked her to wite up sonething nice and appropriate to
put in the personnel files of each of the three officers and then bring it back
for my personal signature. That sort of thing was very inportant to Anmerican
officers, and | inmagine that all mlitary outfits are pretty nuch the sane.

"So. It was just an electronic glitch, and all of this detective work amounts to
little nore than a wasted exercise in paranocia on our parts,"” lan said.
"Paranoi a, probably, but | wouldn't call it all a wasted effort. | intend to
redesign the tenporal circuits as the | eftenant reconmended, no matter what it
costs, or how nmuch it delays our next try at time travel. It nakes you wonder
how many of those test canisters that didn't return fail ed because of this sane
glitch."

"Anot her point is that even paranoids can have people who are trying to kil
them" lan said. "The only question still in ny mnd is why did Hasenpfeffer

rai se such a stink about our going on that trip, and why did he choose such a
strange way to stage his protest?"

"Why indeed? | suppose that we could go and ask him"

"We could, but I"'mnot sure that | will like his answer. Tom ny gut |eve
feeling is that we should just let this one lie."

"Moved and seconded. "

CHAPTER THI RTY- SEVEN

Weddi ng Preparations

As the day of ny weddi ng approached, things got increasingly hectic around

Canel ot, and around the Taj Mahal as well, since with lan as best man, and M ng
Po as Barb's bridesmaid, all of lan's |adies were soon roped into hel ping out ny
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girls.

Barring attendance at a few rehearsals, | nmanaged to stay out of the loop as far
as nost of it was concerned, but | couldn't help noticing a few of the stranger
things go bhy.

A special issue of a book on Catholic Anerican weddi ng custons was printed and
distributed to everyone concerned, including yours truly. It's strange, the
things people do sinply to state publicly that they intend to shack up together
Ri ngs are exchanged; bouquets are thrown about; brides are denuded of their
garter belts, which are then thrown to the bachelors in the crowd; and atrocious
things are done to the groom at bachelor's parties.

I wanted no such things to happen to nme. This wedding was a serious thing to ne,
and | didn't want it spoiled by any nonsense. | tal ked about it |ong and hard
with lan, and he eventually prom sed that a surprise bachelor party wouldn't
happen. Then | took steps to insure that no one else would try any stunts by
posting public notice, promsing to fire anyone involved with any crude jokes on

ny person.
I wanted Barb to go through the whole, days long ritual, nostly to inpress upon
her the seriousness of the whole thing. Once we were nmarried, | wanted us to

stay that way.
The book said, anpbng a huge nunber of other bits of trivia, that Barb's father

was to pick up the bill for the wedding reception. Since sone three thousand
peopl e were eventual |y scheduled to attend, it seenmed a bit nuch to ask the guy
to pay for all of it, and over breakfast, | asked lan to see to it that | caught
the bill instead of him

"Not a good idea, Tom It would enbarrass him Weddi ng cerenonies are nuch |ike
the potlatch festivals that the Northwest American Indians used to throw They
are a display of wealth and power that vastly increases the prestige of the guy
throwing it."

"I've heard about those things. Isn't that where the guy hosting it gives away
absolutely everything he owns, and if he can't find sonebody to take the |ast of
it, he'll burn whatever was | eft over, just to nmake sure that he's totally
destitute?"

"Usually, it doesn't go quite that far. Anyway, in the long run, he conmes out
way ahead, because everyone who accepts a gift is norally, or at l|least socially,
obligated to give his host a gift of far greater value, once it'shis turn to
throw a potlatch."

"Weird custom sort of like a voluntary incone tax, except that with the

I ndi ans, you eventual |y get sonething back for what you have to shell out. So
the Snoothies have a customlike the potlatch, too?" | asked.

"Damed if | know. Nobody ever gave nme a handbook of Snpothie custons. But you
know, I'd be willing to bet that fromnow on, they adopt your Catholic-Anerican
custons as the standard way to get narried."

"Bullshit," | said politely. "There is no way that so many coupl es coul d
possibly get a real Catholic priest to marry them"

"Ckay, you've got ne on that one. But the huge cerenbny, the nmassive display of
weal th, and the social commitnent that these public displays enforce, could well
becone pernmanent things hereabouts. For one thing, marriage custons quickly
becone per manent anywhere. Look at the way that the giving of a dianond ring to
announce an engagenent qui ckly becane universal. Mst Anmericans woul d say that
the custom was ancient, whereas it really has only been around for |less than a
century."

"The reason for that one is obvious. Besides the mllions that the DeBeers

di anond cartel spends on advertising, a worman naturally wants to know that the
guy has made a serious conmitrment to her before she nmakes the conmitnent that he
wants fromher. I'msurprised that the customwasn't invented sooner."

"Wthout any sort of dependable birth control device, and what with the soci al
stigna placed on giving birth to a bastard, nost properly brought up wonmen back
then weren't likely to give into their man's desires before marriage, in any
event," lan said.

"What about the nedieval lord sdroit du seigneur , where he got to take all of
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his peasant girls?"

"Traditionally, he only had the right to take themon the night before their
weddi ng, so her husband to be was there to take care of the kid, in case the
lord' s spermgot lucky. You know, there is a simlar customin Southeast Asia,
wher e the Buddhi st nonks take on the hard duty of relieving the | ocal maidens of
their mai denheads. "

"Purely for religious reasons, of course."

"OfF course. The causing of pain and the spilling of blood are sinful acts
according to Buddhist tenets. Due to the strength of his soul, a nonk is best
suited to do the onerous task. They even get paid for doing it."

"Atypically religious justification for the defloration of the youth, while
raking in the noney," | said.

"Sonme religions, perhaps. Not mine, of course."

"You figure that the Snpothies are going to pick up on that one, too?"

"No. But they have a culture without rmuch real depth, and such cultures are
qui ck to adopt new custons. Like any other new culture, they slosh around a |ot,
like water carried in a shallow tray."

"How do you get off calling thema 'new culture? W keep hearing that they've
been around for thousands of years!"

"They have and they haven't," lan said. "Don't forget that al nbst everyone here
| eft wherever they came from when they were teenagers, and spent at |east their
next ten years scattered throughout the United States. That anmounts to a very
definite cultural break. Now that they are together again, they want a feeling
of cultural solidarity, but they don't have the custons, the synbols of cultura
solidity, to work with. Being absolutely uncreative, they have to get those
customs fromus, the only creative people around.”

"Huh. | don't mnd being responsible for creating the technical basis for their
sick little culture. | nean, they're not an evil people, or anything |ike that.
But | don't know if | feel right about being the cause of their social custons
as well. | don't feel that |I'mconpetent to handle a job like that."

"You're not. Neither am|. But then again, | don't think that we'll do nore than
modi fy a few surface things, |ike wedding custons. The real basis for their

culture, and the reason for their uncreativity, is the way they use tine travel
For that, we certainly are responsible, perhaps to the damation of our souls."

"I can't buy that," | said. "W just made a nmachine. W never forced anyone to
use it, to nmake it the basis of their whole culture."
"Once the machine was there, it was going to be used. |'ve heard it argued that

Henry Ford, along with the other early auto nakers, was responsible for the
change in norals that occurred in the first half of the twentieth century. Mybe
all Henry wanted was to give people a cheap, convenient neans of transportation,
and to make a fortune doing it, but he also gave the average young nman an

encl osed, self-mobile box to take his girl out with. No | onger was he forced to
spend his Sunday afternoons sitting with her in her father's well-chaperoned
parlor. He now had a way to take her sonmewhere el se, as well as a conveni ent

pl ace to have sex with the girl."

"He coul d have done the sane thing with a horse-drawn carriage,"” | said.

"Only if he was rich. Even if the horse and carriage had been free, it stil

took a lot of time and effort to take care of a horse, nore than the typica

wor ki ng man could afford. A Mddel T Ford could be bought new for ten weeks' pay,
and you didn't have to feed it, curry it, shoe it, and do everything else that a
horse needs to stay healthy."

"So you're blam ng the autonotive engineers for the breakdown of norals during
the 1920s? Well, good for the engineers! And to hell with drinking tea and
eating crunpets with a bunch of naiden aunts, anyway!"

"It's a judgenent call, and if that's yours, go wallowin it," lan said. "Sone
of us have a different opinion. None of which changes our responsibility for the
Snoot hy | ack of creativity."

"There's got to be a better way. There has got to be a way that we can use tine
travel and still be creative."

"When you figure it out, tell ne about it. For now, let's get to work. You have
to find where that glitch is in our time circuit, fix it, and then design a
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triple redundant version of it, with back-ups and extra parity checks. | have to
take a | ook at the damage we di d down bel ow, and do sonething about it."

Qur best guess turned out to be that a single energetic bit of radiati on nmanaged
to upset two adjacent registers, which caused the entire circuit to mal function
A single bad register woul d have caused a parity error, and the canister would
have returned home i mmedi ately.

Qur circuit could mal function under these circunstances because those two
particular bits changed a | egal command into an illegal one. O the sixty-four
codes allocated to control functions, only sixty-two were actually in use. | had
used a sinple diode decoding matrix to do the job, with each function
incorporating a transistor circuit for anplification, which also perforned the
pul I -down function. | had not included an anplifier for those two codes that had
no use. This nmeant that those two codes didn't have a pull-down resistor, and
various "sneak paths" existed when either of themwas called up

We had tested the circuit extensively, but we had never tested for things that
"couldn't possibly happen,"” |ike codes that weren't in use. So whatcould
possi bl y happen was that several functions were activated sinultaniously, and
your hunbl e heroes were left drifting in the sixth dinension, for a while there.
In Standard Engi neering Term nology, this situation is called "Fucking Up." |
suppose that | could rmunble and grunbl e about how ny uncreative staff, acting
like I was God, had a lot to do with the way ny error wasn't caught, but the
truth is that it was ny m stake.

I"'mglad that | made that first trip, and took ny chances dying on it. If
sonebody el se had di ed because of nmy fuck-up, well, | couldn't have lived with
it.

Two cheapshit quarter-watt, carbon pull-down resistors cured half the basic
probl em Hardening our registers with their own, separate, triple redundancy
circuits (plus a bit of lead shielding) did nost of the rest. The triple
redundancy with back-ups for the whole circuit cane later. Fortunately, | had
help with that.

Actually, the triple circuit didn't take us all that long to build and test.
There were books and papers avail able on how to nmake any electrical circuit nore
reliable, provided that you didn't m nd spendi ng noney, space, and power to get
it. Nothing creative was required on our parts. | had a | ot of good engi neers
who could do a very conpetent job under those conditions.

Wthin two weeks, we tested the new circuit out on a small test canister, and it
wor ked. W ran two hundred nore tests, going as far back as fifty thousand
years, and had a success rate that was al nost twi ce as good as we'd ever had
before, all of which was pretty dammed enbarrassing. It nmeant that we had | ost

t housands of canisters on our earlier tests, not because of problens w th naking
machinery last fifty thousand years, or because of geol ogical accidents, but
because of a sinple electronic glitch

lan ragged nme about it for years, and while the Snoothies were all far too
polite to ever nention it, the people in his nechanical design team acted snug,
al oof , and superior to nmy electronic people fromthat day on

We then ran ten tests on full-sized canisters, shuttling back and forth from
1735 to our newWy rebuilt termnal in 1972. W were now ready to nake our trip
into the past, except that | had this wedding to attend.

My own.

* * *

Even though lan prom sed that there wouldn't be any bachel or party stunts, | was
increasingly watchful as the day of the weddi ng approached. |knew that he was
going to pull somrething. But nothing happened.

Wth the cerenony | ess than an hour away, ny bath girls got ne into the formal,
full-dress with tails outfit that sonebody had deci ded was absol utely necessary.

Just as well, since | never could have figured out howto get into it on nmy own,
what with the shirt studs, the bowtie, the gaiters and all. It even cane with a
spring-l oaded top hat, an opera cape, and a wal king stick. 1'd hoped that there

was a sword hidden in the wal king stick, but no such luck. O if there was one
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in there, | couldn't figure out howto get the dammed thing out.
My usual accessories, ny calculator and my tenporal sword, didn't seem
appropriate with the formal outfit, and what with all the new stuff, | failed to

notice the lack of a red button on the belt buckle.

lan showed up with six other friends of mne, Killer drinking buddies fromthe
Bucket of Bl ood, who had volunteered to act as ushers. They were all in the sane
uniformthat | was, and they said that they were going to escort nme to the
church.

"Sort of an honor guard, as it were," Leftenant Fitzsimon said, as we got into
t he subway car.

But when the car door opened, | could see that we weren't in the basenent of the
church. We were in the time canister test chanmber bel ow our shop

"What ? You pressed the wong button by nistake, |an?"

"No . . . Tom listen to ne. First, you nust understand that | am your best
friend. That all of us here are friends of yours. And as your friends, we can't
| et you go out and nmeke the biggest nistake of your life! Deep down inside, we
know that you realize that Barbara is sinply not the right girl for you, and
that by marrying her, you would not only be making yourself mserable for the
rest of your life, you would be ruining her life as well."

"I realize no such God dammed thing!" | said, standing up and trying to nake it
to to the car's control panel

I never got there. Al seven of those guys piled on ne, and while they did no
damage to anything but my pride, they held ne down in the aisle.

"W were afraid that you would take it this way," lan said. "W sincerely regret
being forced to put you in bondage, but sadly, you | eave us no choice."

My arms were forced behind ny back, and a set of handcuffs was snapped on ny

wists. | was furious! Not only were they doing their dammdest to upset a
cerenony that | had been | ooking forward to for nonths, but they were actually
over powering me, physically! Such a thing had never happened to nme before. | had

al ways been the strongest person | knew, and | hadn't realized how much of mny
ego was involved with that fact.

But the seven of themwere nore that | could handle. | was hel pl ess agai nst the
fighting skills of the six Killers, and lan's towering strength. | never even
got a single good lick on any one of them

Once the handcuffs were on, nost of them worked their way down to ny feet, and
put a set of leg irons on ne. | was squirmng and shouting loudly for help. At
first it didn't seemto bother them but ny increasingly vulgar cursing ended
when they held nmy nose closed and stuffed a ball gag into ny nouth.

"Now don't get yourself into too nmuch of a dither," lan said calmy as they
carried nme at shoul der height over to a tinme canister. "W're only sending you
back ten years, to when the island was unpopul ated. That ought to give even you
enough tine to get over your present, doubtless tenporary, insanity."

CHAPTER THI RTY- El GHT

Ki dnaped!

Wth lan giving directions, ny six other "friends" carried me fromthe subway
car to the back of a big canister, half |oaded with boxes and crates that were
strapped down to the deck. They laid ne down, face up, on a big, inflated air
mattress.

"You've got all the supplies you need here to keep yourself healthy and happy
until you catch up with the present again. Food, canping gear, clothing. Even
your favorite cigars, and plenty of beer."

Leftenant Fitzsinmon took an oversized can of Australian beer fromone of the
cases, opened it, and set it on the deck near ny head with a friendly w nk. Not
that | could drink any of it, bound and gagged as | was. Captain Stepansk
returned ny top hat, opera cape, and wal ki ng stick, which had been scattered in
the struggle. He dusted them off, folded the cape, and set it all neatly on the
floor near the beer can.

"We've jinmied the time circuit so that this machine can only travel backward.
W thout test equiprment or even a soldering iron, there's no chance that even you
could fix it," lan said, tossing the keys for the cuffs to the floor near ne. "I
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doubt if it will take you nore than a few hours to get yourself free. Again,
sorry, but this really is for your own good, you know. "

And with that, lan hit one button on the canister's keyboard and they all filed
out of the canister. | heard themclose both vacuumtight doors, and in a few
m nutes | was suddenly in zero-G traveling back in tine.

There was enough spring in the air mattress to push nme high into the air.

Fl oati ng upward and rotating slowy, | could see that the beer can was al so
afl oat, and that a growing bl ob of frothy beer was extruding itself fromthe
openi ng. | soon bounced gently with my back to the ceiling, and |ost ny rotation

in the process. It wasn't a big inmedi ate problem but | knew that when we
arrived and gravity returned, if | wasn't back down | had a nasty fall com ng!
Conming slowy back toward the deck, | saw that the glob of beer had grown ruch
| arger than the can it had cone out of. It was bigger than ny head, and it was
comng directly at ny face

I had ugly visions of the blob fastening itself around ny face, suffocating ne.
Beer foamis a mixture of carbon dioxide gas and a |iquid rmade up mainly of
water. Not the sort of thing you can breathe. A hell of a thing! Tom

Kol czyskrenski, drowning in a single can of Foster's Lager Beer!

I couldn't change the vector of the beer, and | couldn't nove nmy head nore than
a fewinches. Al that | could think of to do was to blow at it, and what with
the ball gag, | was limted to blowi ng through ny nose. This was not an
efficient procedure, and the deadly gl ob of beer cane closer and cl oser.
Gyroscopic action! If | could spin nyself around and catch it on the back of the

head, | just might survive. Wihile | nornally don't use hair oils, this time ny
bath girls had said that the slicked down | ook was right for the outfit | would
be wearing, and had greased ne up. The hair oil, being non-polar and thus

hydr ophobi ¢, ought to repel the hydrophilic beer! | tried noving nmy head around,
to ny left shoulder, then ny chest, ny right shoul der, back, and repeated the
procedure as rapidly as possible.

There was sone gyroscopi c reaction, but not nearly enough, and the beer blob was
still growing, turning fromyellow to foany white, and still coning at ne.

I did sone rapid nental calculations for a journey of ten years, and canme up
with a subjective trip length of four minutes, assuming that the program was
usi ng our usual tenporal velocity, and assum ng that |an hadn't been |ying about
sendi ng nme back for ten years. |If both of these assunptions were true, | could
hold ny breath if the blob covered ny face, and probably stay conscious unti
gravity returned to splatter the beer on the deck. But that was two too many
assunptions, when ny only life was on the |ine!

By swiveling nmy legs rapidly around ny hips, | was able to turn nyself ninety
degrees or so, and fromthere | could bend over to | et the dangerous beer slowy
crui se past my head.

Victory! Now | only had to worry about breaking my neck, falling fromwhat could

be fourteen feet up when the gravity came back. | had to tine it so that | was
at or near the deck when that happened.

The problem was that, because of the handcuffs, | couldn't see my watch, and
when | had been hi gh enough above the boxes and crates to see the Nixie tubes on
the control panel, | was facing in the wong direction

| drifted back toward the air mattress, and tried to flex nmy body so that |

woul dn't bounce as hard next tinme. | was only partially successful. The next
time | got to the ceiling, | could see the orange nunbers, telling nme that | had

ni ne seconds to get down before | fell four yards to the floor. Squirmng, |
bunped the ceiling as hard as | could, and got to within three feet of the fl oor
before gravity returned.

| missed the air mattress, and the fall knocked the wi nd out of ne, but at |east
I hadn't broken ny neck. Mnents later, a gallon and a half of beer foamhit the
deck, splattering ny face and chest. Dam |an, anyway!

I could see the keys to nmy handcuffs, and had started to wiggle ny way toward
them when | heard soneone opening the big steel door on the canister. Sone
rapidly chattering feninine voices echoed in the canister, and ny first thought
was that Barbara and sone of her friends were coning to nmy rescue!

"Great! It's a cargo canister!"
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"Yeah, but it's ancient. Can you handl e the program ng on one this ol d?"

"Are you kidding? | could reprogram Met husel ah, if he had a keyboard!" They
spoke to each other very quickly, in sonething like an Australian accent, with
no time wasted between when one left off and another began

"Then get on it, girl, before sonebody cones by!"

I heard the doors being closed while the first voice said, "I'"mworking, I'm
wor ki ng! "

These weren't friends of mine. These people were sone sort of tenpora

hijackers! Still, | tried to get their attention by nmunbling past the dam bal
gag and bunping nmy feet on the deck, on the theory that once | was free, | could

deal with them sonehow or another. The trouble was, they were nmaking too nmuch
noi se to notice ne.

Wioever she was, she nust have known her stuff, because in a few m nutes we were
in zero-G again, and presumably going farther into the past.

| drifted up to the ceiling once nore, and got a | ook at ny new set of

abductors. There were three of them a blonde who was taking off her backpack, a
brunette sitting strapped to the chair at the keyboard, and a real redhead, with
freckles and everything. Al three had their long hair pulled back into pony
tails. They were dressed for roughing it, in flannel shirts, blue jeans, and

hi ki ng boot s.

I could tell at a glance that they weren't Snoothies. The girls of Mrrow were
al nrost all slender with a | ot of hidden nuscle, having the sort of bodies you
see on ballerinas, lithe figure skaters, or rhythm c gymasts.

These worren were of a different sort, with large, firmbreasts, wasp-tiny

wai sts, and flaring hips, a bit like a slender version of the Victorian ideal,
or perhaps |ike exaggerated Pl aymate-of-the-Month types. Not the sort that |I'm
usual ly attracted to, they were none the | ess very fine | ooking wonen.

I was still near the ceiling when they noticed ne.

"Hey! We've got conpany!" The bl onde shout ed.

"He's all tied up! Shouldn't we free hinP" The brunette said, undoing her safety
bel t.

"What nakes you so sure about that? Maybe he's some kind of crimnal!" The
redhead sai d.
"Muff muff!" | said through the ball gag.

"But he dresses so nicely!" the brunette objected.

"I'"ll bet he undresses nicely, too!" the blonde said.

"And quickly, if | have anything to do with it!" the redhead said

" Muf f 2"

"You know, |'ve always wanted a sl ave boy!" the bl onde said.

"Mufflor"

"You' ve al ways wanted anything that involves sex!" the brunette said.

"So what's wong with that?" the blonde said.

"Not hi ng, except that | get himfirst," the redhead said, as she took her shirt
of f.

"No way! You got to pick the restaurant we ate lunch at!" The bl onde was
furiously unlacing her boots.

These wonen were experts at mmneuvering in zero-G and had apparently been
toget her | ong enough to be well coordinated in their actions. As a group, they
swar ned over ne, disrobing thenselves and me with equal efficiency. In seconds,

they were all naked, and over mny strenuous objections, | was floating with gobs
of clothes at ny bound wists and ankl es, but was ot herw se naked save for a
bal | - gag.

I"ve heard it said that it is physiologically inpossible to force a nal eHonp
Sapi ens to have sex, but | can testify that such a statenent is a patent lie.
Even if you are not a volunteer, and have no intention of participating in their
pl easures, when enough beautiful, naked wonen spend enough tinme stroking your
body (about thirty seconds, in this case), the gallant reflex occurs.

From then on, they have you at their nercy.

Ch, for alittle while, there, | thought the fact that we were in zero-G woul d
save nme fromfurther nolestation, but as | said earlier, these wonen were
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experts at maneuvering wthout gravity. Furthernore, despite her earlier kindly
thoughts, it was the brunette who inpaled herself on me first.

The short of it was that | was soon forced into submission and raped six timnes.
Yes, raped!

I wasn't in charge, | wasn't a volunteer, and | didn't like it.

That having been said, | don't think that the wormen invol ved deserved twenty
years in jail apiece for their crines, which is what woul d have happened to
three nen back in the States, if they had done to a woman what these three did
to ne.

But God danmmit! A good spanking was definitely in order!

Toward the end of ny ordeal, they used ny socks as a blindfold to add to the
ball gag, cuffs and |eg irons.

"Whoops!" One of themyelled, "It's time to hit the deck!"

I was wonan-handled to the ground just before the gravity returned.

| heard one of them opening the steel door. "Cone on, you two! W gotta get out
of here!"

"What about our boy toy here?"

"What about hin? We gotta quit this place before we're caught! Leave hi mwhere
we found him"

"No! I like him | want to take himal ong."

"Yeah, me too!"

"Then grab himand let's run! W can't stay here!"

It took all three of themto set me up on ny feet, but | didn't feel much |ike
cooperating. | went down on my knees, and tried reasoning with them

"wiff. Muff!" | explained.

"Look fellow, you can cone with us or you can stay here, but either way, |I'm
going and |'ve got the keys to your cuffs in ny pocket."

"Muff." | capitulated, and they set me upright again.

I was hustel ed naked out of the capsule, barefoot with nmy pants at ny ankles.
Fromthe sound, |I'd guess we went down a long corridor, and then into a nmuch

| arger room We canme to sonme steps, where | tripped and fell forward. Before

| anded, | was picked up by two pairs of strong arns and haul ed up onto sone sort
of platform Sonebody turned ne ninety degrees to the right.

"Gentlemen! May | present our guest of honor!" lan's voice boonmed out.

The blindfold was ripped off, and | found nyself on a stage in front of an

audi ence of at |east a thousand nen!

"Yes, Tom this is Your Bachelor Party!"

CHAPTER THI RTY- NI NE

A Bachel or Party from Hel

Thi ngs got wor se.

I was hauled to the side of the stage, still bound, gagged and naked. Meanwhil e,
my three forner captors and nol esters, who had sonehow managed to get dressed in
eveni ng gowns, were acting |like the models on a TV gane show. Wth nuch
swirling, smling and hand wavi ng, they opened the big curtain behind me,
exposing a novi e screen, and bowed out stage |eft.

I was forced to stand there while every man | had ever net on the island watched
a movie of everything that had happened to ne fromthe monment lan and his
henchnen wal ked me down to the subway.

The shouts and catcalls were |loud, the display was vul gar and obscene, and | was
royal ly pissed. People thought that assaulting nme seven to one was funny. They

t hought that |eaving ne bound and gagged in a damaged tinme canni ster was a great
joke, and that ny vigorous avoi dance of being drowned in beer foam was marvel ous
comedy.

The girls got special applause for every nefarious crime they conmitted on mny
body, and cane to the front of the stage individually or in a group, each tinme,
to take a bow.

And when the bl oody-be-damed thing was finally over, the crowd demanded to see
it all over again. But for this performance at |east, Leftenant Fitzsinmon cane
around and undid ny cuffs and shackles. | was able to get nost of ny clothes
back on, although | was still barefoot.
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"Al'l in clean fun, what?"

"No. Not clean fun at all, Ensign." | left himlooking stunned and went out
hunting lan. | found himin the mddle of a | aughing crowd.

"Damm you, lan! You pronised me that nothing like this was going to happen!"
"Not quite, Tom | pronmised that | wouldn't throw asurprise party. But you know
me well enough to know that | couldn't possibly let a once-in-a-lifetine
opportunity like this go by w thout doing sonething about it. Youknew |I'd pul
sonet hing, now didn't you? And if you knew that it was coming, it couldn't

possi bly have been a surprise, could it? So | couldn't and didn't throw
asurprise party, and therefore | never broke ny promnise!"

Faced with that |ine of reasoning, there was only one sensible thing | could
think of to do.

I hit him

My fist caught his jaw just off center, and | heard his jaw bones nmake a

sati sfying snappi ng sound. He went over backward and was out cold on his back
Then | felt nmuch better.

There was a gasp fromthe crowd. A single, white-suited man flicked into and out
of existence a few feet fromne. A half dozen white coated men with a stretcher
blinked in, put lan on the stretcher, and then the Iot of them di sapeared

wi t hout a sound.

Apparently, sonebody had pressed his red button. Under other circunstances,
woul d have been fascinated, but just then | didn't give a dam.

Peopl e backed away frommnme as | went over to the bar that ran down the left side
of the room The bartender handed nme a quart sized boonmba of full of dark beer,
and | drained it on one breath.

"You know," | said to the man next to ne, a plant manager whose nane | didn't
renmenber, "Maybe tonightis a good night to throw a party."

The guy gave nme a nod and an overly eager snile, but after seeing ne deck the

| ast person |I'd talked to, you could tell that he didn't want to get involved
Hal f way through the next beer, Captain Stepanski came over with the rest of the
weddi ng ushers. "Sir, you weren't serious about busting Fitzsi mon down to

ensi gn, were you?"

"No, | wasn't. | nmeant to nake hima midshipman, Cadet Stepanski.”
Sear geant Kuhn was about to say sonmething, but | cut himoff with, "And that
goes for the rest of you as well, Airman Basic Kuhn, or whatever that cones out

to in arny rank. Did you asshol es actually think that you could get away with

ki dnappi ng, sexually nolesting, and then publicly huniliating your
Conmander -i n-Chief ? After | had stated publicly, and in witing, that this sort
of thing would not be tol erated? Because if you did, you are not only ignorant,
but you are stupid as well, and both of those conditions are capital offenses in
this universe!"

They were all appalled. Sonehow | an had convinced themthat |'d be a good sport
about it all, once | got over being angry. Well, maybe | would be, but | wasn't
anywhere near over being nmad. Maybe later. Miuch later. O naybe not.

"Yes sir," Fitzsinmon said. "What are your orders for now, sir?"

"For now, well, you mght as well enjoy yourselves, since your next assignnents
are going to be pure Hell, the absolute worst things | can think up. However,
you might get sone small joy in telling everybody el se who participated in this
fiasco, or even showed up at this party, thattheir careers have been wecked as
wel |, for laughing at the boss when he was tied up and naked, anong ot her

things. For nyself, there are three women that | promi sed woul d get one hell of
a spanking for the abuse they did ne."

"You're angry at themas well, are you sir? Perhaps | can be of sone assistance
in locating them in partial anends for ny transgressions, as it were."

"Assist all you want to, but it won't do you any good. You know where they are,
Fitz?"

"Well, | bloody well should! They are ny wives, after all. | thought that you'd
enj oy sonme decent, full-bodied wonen, after all the thin-flanked fare,

her eabouts. "

"Your wives?! You sent your wives out to rape and fornicate with a stranger?"
"Well, | hardly 'sent themout,' sir. Actually, it was their idea, once they
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heard that the job was open. As to that fornicating business, you nust
understand that these are nmy wives, not ny slave girls. W' re not barbarians!
Qur contracts call for me to be the biological father of their children, to
share in their upbringing, and to support the famly during that period. After
that, we all get to discreetly play around a bit, when the nood strikes."

"And you figure that raping your boss counts as 'discreet'?"

"I'n this case, discreet nmeans that the children shouldn't be affected."”
"Getting yourself fired just mght affect the way you support them™

"I rather doubt that, sir. At worst, it mght mean that 1'll have to work for

| onger periods between hone | eaves. It mght take ne eighty years subjective to
raise the lot, instead of forty. Maybe not a bad thing at all."

"Your people are weirder than the Snpothies."

"W have a saying, sir. 'Wird depends on where you came from' By ny lights,
the really weird bunch are the Incas. If you keep ne around, I'll tell you sone
tal es

about them™

"Fitz, you have nore gall than any twelve people |'ve ever net."

"Well, sir, it's just that after a certain nunber of ass chew ngs, there's not
much | eft but scar tissue, which is I ow on nerve endings. Did you want ne to
send the girls over in a group, or one at a tinme?"

"One at atinme." | figured that it mght be difficult getting the bunch of them
over ny knee w thout hurting one of them

Where | grew up, you don't hit a woman, not ever. But hitting soneone neans
striking themwi th the intention of doing physical damage to their person, and
spanking is another matter entirely. It involves deliberately causing soneone
pain and humliation, but not actual damage. |In spanking, you strike with the
pal m of your hand, and only on the bare buttocks of the person being puni shed.
The human butt contains the biggest, strongest bones in the body, which are
covered with the biggest normal nuscles in the body, which are covered by an
inevitable layer of fat, and lastly by sone sturdy skin with lots of sensitive
nerve endi ngs.

| expect that lan m ght say that God built the human fanny with a definite

pur pose in mnd.

"Right sir. There's a small roomwth a chair in it that m ght serve your
purpose. It's through that door. I'll send Judy around first. She's the redhead
She rather enjoys a bit of spanking."

Suddenly, | had bad feelings about all this.

CHAPTER FORTY

The Weddi ng

| spent a day and a ni ght sobering up. Then Prescott, ny mathematician, showed
up with a blindfold and said that if | wanted to get to nmy wedding on time, |
had to put it on.

After a very short trip, she took off my blindfold and | was in one of ny rarely
used guest rooms, where ny bath girls had a duplicate of my |ast wedding outfit
all laid out and ready. Or naybe, they'd just had the old one cleaned up. In an
hour, lan and ny ushers arived | ooking not a bit abashed, and we rode on
horseback to the cathedral, waving to the cheering crowds.

The sky was cl ear blue, and spotted with white clouds. The cathedral was
beautiful, and decked with white flowers. My Barbara was the nost beautiful of
all, swathed in acres of white lace, and just stepping out of her father's white
carriage as ny party arrived

I nside, after an abbreviated nmass, Barb's father presented her to ne before the
t housands of peopl e present, and she was by ancient customofficially mne now,
once the Spani sh speaking priest nmunbled out a few nenorized |ines in English
On the way to the reception hall, in an open white carriage drawn by four white
horses, Barbara said, "On the way to church, | heard about your bachel or party."
"lan gets carried away, sonetines."

"So do you. Are you really planning on denoting every man on the island?" Barb
was smling and waving to the crowds.

"I'"ve been thinking about it, and you know, it's just not |ogically possible.
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Every man who is in any kind of managerial position in the entire organization
was at that party. If | denote every one of them all that happens is that the
whol e conpany goes down a few pegs, but their relative positions go unchanged.
So what's the point?"

"Not quite, Tom Half the managers on the island are wonen. Denpting the nen
woul d put themin charge. Smle. Wave to the people.”

I smiled and waved.

"And you think that this would be an inprovenent?"

"I't mght be fun, but seriously, no, it would cause many nore problens than it
woul d cure."

"Right. I think I'Il just let themall worry about it for a few days, to get
back at themfor what they did to me, and then rescind the order."

"Good. Next question. Did you really spank all three of Leftenant Fitzsinmon's
wi ves?"

"No. That wouldn't have done any good, either. The first one showed up al ready
naked, with a bag full of handcuffs, whips, and chains. |I didn't know what half
of that stuff was for, even. She had all these suggestions about how | was
supposed to tie her up, dangle her upside dowmn fromthe ceiling, and go at her
with this cat-o' -nine-tails whip she'd brought. There were thesefish hook things
at the end of each goddam strand, and she was really | ooking forward to getting
swatted with it! Short of killing her, there wasn't anything that | could do to
that woman that she woul dn't have consi dered entertai nment!"

"So what did you do?"

"I told her to get out of Mdrrow, and prom sed that if she ever returned, I'd
have her executed. Painlessly."

"It was probably the cruelest thing you could have done to her. Wat about the
ot her two?"

"The second one showed up with a bag of her own, but |I threw her out before she
had a chance to open it. | left before the third one got there."

"Poor baby. Left alone with all the difficult decisions of command." She giggl ed
at nme, then went back to waving at the crowds.

The reception was a long, boring affair, with ridicul ously expensive foods and
wi nes being consuned by the ton, and Barbara's father smling throughout while
his gluttonous friends and al cohol i c aquai ntances i npoveri shed him Yet he
seened to be genuinely enjoying hinself, so maybe there was sonmething to lan's
potl atch theory.

Wth ny ushers pronpting ne, | went through a dozen silly cerenonies. | threw
Barb's garter to the bachelors in the crowd, danced the first dance with her,
and then the second with her attractive nother. Barb's bouquet went the way of
al | weddi ng bouquets, a six-foot-tall wedding cake was cut into thousands of

pi eces and handed out, for eating and for souveniers, and everybody ki ssed
everybody of the opposite sex.

I'"d thought that the reception should be held at Canel ot, since so many people
had expressed curiosity about the place, but Barb wouldn't have it. It seens
that we were only equipped to entertain a thousand people, and that wasn't
nearly enough. A suitable hall was rented. | have no idea what they did with the
pl ace when the boss wasn't getting married.

In the course of the evening, Barb told me about her plans for Canelot,

whi ch—thankful | y—di d not include redecorating, since she'd been in charge of
decorating the castle in the first place. She figured that if she threw one
party a week for sixty-five weeks, with a carefully controlled guest |ist,
everybody on the island could have their curiosity satisfied. | figured that if
that was all the m schief that she planned to get into, | was getting off |ight.
Just so long as | was not required to attend every one of them if they turned
out to be boring.

It was after midnight when we finally got hone, and because of the tradition of
the wedding night, the other girls left us in bed alone. O maybe Barb had just
schedul ed it that way.

After we'd made love a fewtines, | said, "So how does it feel to be Ms.

Kol czyskr enski ?"

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (126 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:11 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

"Ch. | hadn't really thought about changing nmy nanme. Do you want ne to?"
"Since everybody on this island is on a first name basis, | don't suppose it
much matters. |f we ever nove back to the States, though, |'Il expect your
papers to say 'Barbara Kol czyskrenski.' But for now, well, what's the loca
cust onf"

"You keep the nanme you were born with. A girl is given her nother's |ast name,
and a boy, his father's."

"You nean his biological father's? So then our three boys are already nanmed

Kol czyskrenski ? | was worried that | might have to adopt them or sonething."
"Yes, yes, and adoption isn't necessary. Your other three hundred and ei ghteen
sons al so share that name. Your two hundred and ninty-six daughters have their
nmot her' s nanes. "

"Si x hundred and twel ve ki ds?"

"Concei ved as of yesterday norning, Tom Most of themare still in their

nmot hers' wonbs. "

"I'"d better get a will nmade up! Qtherwise, the lawers are going to have a field
day when | kick off."

"I can't imagine why. W don't have that many | awers, and inheritance doesn't
pl ay much part in our lives here."

"Your people don't inherit anything when your parents die?"

"Not in the normal course of things. So many of our ol der people spend their
time traveling up the tine stream that not all that nmany of them have actually
di ed. Wien they do, it's often by arrangenent, and any property is given out as
gifts by the person dying."

"They arrange their own deaths? You nmean suici de?"

"Hardly ever that. But there are linmts to what the doctors can do, and when
those are reached, and the body is failing, a person usually sinply gets tired
of living, and wel comes death. One's best friends generally attend the

gat hering. "

"I''"l'l bet that they sonetinmes go to each other's Death Party. '"I'lIl go to yours
if youll cone to nine.' "

"Yes, of course."

"You know, this is one hell of a topic of conversation for a wedding night! Wat
I was trying to get around to was that since | amnow officially our children's
father, | want to see the little buggers! |I want them brought here, to the

pal ace, by ten o'clock tonorrow norning, so | can start getting to know them"
"Tom | don't like that idea. W've tal ked about it before. This is a dangerous
worl d up here! Too dangerous to raise children in!"

"I amgoing to nmeet and have a hand in raising my own children! The causality
laws won't let ne go back to when ever it is that you keep them so they wll
have to cone here to nme!"

"You'd risk their lives just to satisfy your ego?"

"I'"'mnot risking anybody's life, ny ego has nothing to do with this, and ny
children are not going to be raised to be three nore of your dull, cowardly,
uncreative drones! They are going to have every possi ble chance of beconi ng
bright, curious and inventive people. The kind of people their ancestors were,
out there in the real world."

"Tom you can't make nme do this."

"Maybe | can't, but if you don't bring themhere, I'lIl have a mlitary platoon
go back and get themfor ne."

"You' d never do that!"

"Ch, yes | would, lady. Don't nake ne prove it!"

"Tom | believe you would."

"That's what |'ve been telling you!"

"Tom. . . Could | have a few weeks, to, to get used to the idea?"

"Well . . . Okay, if you need it. But one linmtation. You may not go back to see
themuntil the day they | eave for here and now. | don't want to discover that
they're all fifteen years old when they arrive."

* * *

The honeynobon was not the delightful affair 1'd hoped it would be. 1'd nmade
arrangenments for us to tour Niagara Falls, plus the four other biggest and/or
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tallest waterfalls in the world, with fake ID and so on, but Barb couldn't see
them as bei ng anything but exanples of the horrible, powerful destructiveness of

the world | livedin. | finally gave in, and called the tour off after five
days.

"You got back early,"” lan said as | sitting down at ny desk. "You want to talk
about it?"

"No, | just want to get back to work."

"When you're ready, then. Your nmanagers tell ne that everything is pretty nuch
on schedule, but you'll want to get the details fromthem Qur first tine trip
is ready to go, again. 1've had it on hold, pending your return.”

"Thanks. How about if | spend the day around here, and we |eave for the

ei ghteenth century in the norning?"

"Suits. There's one other thing that | want to talk about, Tom They tell ne
that after you cold cocked nme at the party, sonebody hit a red button, and you
saw t he whol e procedure.”

"You figure that you didn't have it com ng?"

"No, it's not that. What's a broken bone or two, between friends? It's not |ike
| felt any pain. | went out like a light, and woke up feeling fine in the
hospital. | even went back to the party, once you were too drunk to notice. No.
What bothers ne is that we're now up against a violation of causality, and from
everything |'ve heard about it, that's about the nbst dangerous thing a nan can
possi bly do."

"Naah. Don't worry about it."

"You've got a new slant on causality?"

"Nope, but I've got a fix for the problemat hand."

"Enlighten ne, nmy naster."

"Now, you're showi ng the proper attitude! The solution is sinple. | saw the Red
Button Drill, and how they took you to the hospital. You didn't, since you were
out cold, enjoying your just deserts on the floor. Therefore, | won't tell you
what | saw, and you will have to invent the whole thing all by yourself, without
any input fromne."

"Yeah, | guess that would work. I'll do sonme thinking about it this afternoon."”

CHAPTER FORTY- ONE

The Second Expedition

This time, there wasn't anybody waiting for us near the opened tinme chanber
except for a few guards, the construction crew and the mlitary squad who were
schedul ed to go al ong. Everybody who was going was all decked out, as we were,
in eighteenth-century finery.

We were getting ready to shut the steel doors when Barbara, M ng Po, and a half
dozen other wonen arived in the w de-bottonmed fem nine equival ents of our
outfits, and tried to join us inside.

"Whoops! Hold on, there!" | said. "You people can't come with us!"

"And why not? W are man and wife, joined until death do us part, in your theory
of things. Were you go, | go."

"But you can't! It m ght be dangerous!"

"If it is, thenit's all the nore reason for ne to be along, to protect you. But
it's not. You' ve said so repeatedly."

"But . . ."

"Two minutes, Tom Gve in or give up for today," |an said.

"But . . ."

"You shoul d have t hought of that before you insisted on marrying the girl."
"But . . ."

Barb and her friends brushed by me, and | had no choice but to step in after

t hem

The interior of the canister had been redesigned with the storage area nearest
the door, where the dirty work of digging up to the surface could go on w thout
messing up the living quarters in the back. The pile of supplies and machi nery
was bigger than it had been last tinme. There was so rmuch stuff that | had to
duck nmy head and go sideways through the storage area

The passenger area resenbled the first-class section of a nodern airliner, with
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wide, tilt-back seats, a small kitchen, andtwo rest roons. There were eight nore
seats than there had been before, and fem nine-|ooking suitcases were strapped
to three walls and the ceiling. Dam. |'d been had, again.

I managed to sit in a chair next to Barb without getting ny |Iong sword tangl ed
up in the arnrest. "Extra supplies, two johns and eight extra seats. You had the
cani ster redesigned for this expedition."

"Not really, darling. | nerely wote a note to the design teamthat was working
on this canister, and nade a few suggestions."”

"I't would seemthat a suggestion fromthe boss's wife has a lot in comobn with
an order."

"So it would seem™

"l trust that you arranged for extra conpressed air for breathing, as well?"
"They said that it wouldn't be necessary. They're using tanks of liquid air,
now, since they discovered that the field that surrounds the canister is a
perfect reflector of heat. lan used the sane sort of field to surround the
liquid air tanks. It's safer, and holds a lot nore air in the sane space."

So she'd done nore than just wite a note. She'd had a hand in the design! But,
there was nothing | could do but take the Chinaman's advice, and let the
adventure we'd been | ooking forward to for years get turned into a famly
outing. Shit.

"So you and M ng Po just had to cone along. Ckay. But what are the other six
woren for?" | asked

"Sonebody has to take care of the two of you and keep you neat and clean, or
you'd fall back on your old slovenly habits. Also, froma nanagenent standpoint,
your nmen mght get frustrated if they had to stay celibate when their bosses
didn't."

"Yeah, sure. Anything for the troops' norale."

It was shaping up to be a dull trip, and as it turned out, | wasn't disapointed.
For a while, anyway.

We arrived precisely on schedule, and the construction crew dug us up to the
surface in about five hours.

When | an opened the second, huge, air-tight door, we found ourselves facing a
solid granite wall. The first nmachine to go out was the tunneler, a sturdy
tracked vehicle that cut a hole eight feet wide and eight feet tall. The square
front of the thing was one big "shovel"” that nade dirt and rock go away. Behind
it was a gadget that cut down on the air we would otherw se send el sewhen with
the rock, followed by a sturdy, air-tight cage that protected the operator in
the event of a cave-in.

In normal operation, the shovels took a quarter-inch bite, and
theclick-click-click of the thing made it too loud to talk in the encl osed
space, but our crew was equi pt with earphones, throat m kes, and CB radi os.

The tunneler went forward fifty feet with the operator stopping every two feet
to check his leveling gauges, to open a hatch in the front to make sure that he
was still going through solid rock, and to peek through a rear facing periscope
to nake sure he was going straight. Then he backed out, and a crew bolted on two
"wi ngs," "shovel s" that pivoted outward to nake the hole he cut thirty-two feet
wi de. Again, he went forward and then backed out. A third pivoting wing was then
bolted to the top of the tunneler. Finally, the operator drove forward two
hundred feet, |eaving behind an arched tunnel with polished walls that was
thirty-two feet wide and twenty-four feet high at the center. This was our
stagi ng area, where we could get the rest of our stuff unpacked and assenbl ed.
The pivoting wings were renoved and a snaller sem circular shovel was bolted to
the top, to give the stairway up an arched ceiling. A step-cutting gadget was
set up to be towed behind the tunneler. It left a narrow ranp on each side for a
special cart to roll on

Most of the construction crew spent their tine setting up the electric
generator, and installing lights and handrails, using our tenporal version of a

hal f-inch drill, while our guards spent their tinme unloading the canister
In an energency, the tunneling machine could go faster than a man could run
Hell, in an energency the dam thing could fly right out of the ground and keep
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on going, using the sane flight mechani smas the escape harness and the fighter
pl ane that was still under construction. Since there were no springs or shocks
in the suspension system and forward visibility was nonexistent, this procedure
was not encouraged.

The tank tracks were used to get the tunneler into position, but in operation
they did not drive it forward. Air pressure behind the machine did that. The
tracks and their electric drive notors dynamically braked the forward notion, to
keep the machine fromslanming into the tunnel face. On long runs, you actually
had to stop on occasion to discharge the batteries.

Since we were in no big hurry, we followed the safe procedure of going forward
for two feet, stopping to see if the roof wanted to coll apse, checking the
instruments, opening the front wi ndow to make sure that we were still in solid
rock, and then going ahead two nore feet, stopping, and et cetera. Actually,
when we got to the dirt a few feet fromthe surface, the roof did collapse, but
that was no big thing. The top and sides of the tunneler also had "shovel "
surfaces that the operator could switch on. The dirt was cleaned away in
noment s.

lan handled what little supervising was necesary, so | went back to the
passenger section, tilted my seat back and downed a dozen or so cold beers

The girls who pulled waitressing duty felt obligated to strip out of their

ei ghteenth-century finery to do the job in their traditional attire. It got a
bit chilly towards the end, what with all the liquid air boiling off to replace
what our "shovel s" were sending el sewhen, but it never got cold enough for ny
waitresses to ask to put sone cl othes on

Finally, word canme that they were through to the surface, and your intrepid
adventurer picked up his beer and wandered out. The new tunnel slanted upward at
a thirty-degree angle through solid rock for a few hundred yards or so. It was
nicely equiped with electric lights, hand rails, and steps that a building

i nspector woul d have approved of. So nuch for adventure.

The last twenty feet of the tunnel passed through | oose rock, sand and dirt, and
so was lined with prefabricated, interlocking steel arches that | had been
pretty proud of when | thought them up.

| stepped up into the sunshine of an eighteenth-century norning, feeling very
anticlimactic. It was the same old island, only now it seened conpletely enpty
except for the abundant plant life.

lan was waiting for ne a few feet away. Qur guards had set up a perineter

def ense agai nst nothing in particular, and the construction crew had gone down
torig up the freight cart cables and start bringing up equi pnent and supplies.
In a small valley with a nice view of the ocean, the girls were already |aying
out a canpsite.

As luck would have it, the tunnel nmouth came out at the top of a low hill, which
| ooked to be the highest point on the island.

| said to lan, "Pretty good shooting. A few yards either way, and you woul d have
had to stop tunneling sooner."

"And shorten the scenic wal k up here? For shane! Anyhow, this way we elininate
the drai nage problens. Are you ready to join us working slobs?"

"There was sonething useful for nme to do?"

"There's a town to design and build. If I"'mgoing to get the definitive history
of mankind witten, we ought to start here and now. "

We had |l ong ago decided that if you put a secret installation in the mddle of
the wil derness, somebody is sure to notice all the people coning and goi ng. But
if you put it in the niddle of a town, or better still a city, where strangers
are wandering in and out all the tine, your chances of going unnoticed are mnuch
better.

Since we could not be sure of the exact |ayout of the |land back in this century,
we had deferred the design of the town and its defenses until we actually got
here. Qur plan was to nmake this island the base for our exploration of the
Western Heni sphere. In tine, we figured to have three thousand people Iiving
here, with about ninety percent of them being |ocals who didn't have any idea of
what was really going on

The obvious first step was to nap the island and select a site for the town. A
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group of three Smoothie surveyors was getting itself together, to be acconpani ed
by three Killer guards. | decided to tag along, for lack of anything better to
do.

The surveyors planned to wal k around the island, surveying as they went, staying
near the beach so we wouldn't have to clear nuch vegetation out of their way.
Tonorrow, they would wal k across the island a fewtines, to get an idea of the
interior.

Despite the fact that 1'd been living a sedentary life for the past few years,
my new body took to a day's brisk walk without difficulty. It's remarkabl e what
a little biological reengineering can do for you.

It was mid-afternoon when we cane on the canni bals' canpsite. Wat had happened
here was pretty obvious. The roasted and chewed bones of three people were
scattered on the sand, skulls and everything. One of the broken open skulls was

pretty small. It nust have been a child.
The Snoot hi e surveyors just freaked out, shaking, breaking into cold sweats, or
vomting on the ground. | was nore than a little queasy, nyself.

Sergeant Kuhn was in charge of the Killer squad. "This happened | ast night, sir,
judging fromthe bones and the canpfire,” he said.

"You' ve seen sonething like this before?" | asked.

"Yeah. This was probably the work of Caribe Indians. They nmade a point of
hunting the Arawaks on these islands. O, it could have been the Arawaks. They
were cani bals, too. Wioever it was, they could still be around here. We'd better
call the base and warn themto be on their guard."”

"CGood idea. Do it."

Qur little hundred-mlliwatt CB radios carried a long way in this century, with
its clean, enpty airways

The other two guards had followed a trail into the brush. One of them gave a
shout, and | went in to see what they wanted.

They'd found a fourth victim a naked woman. She was unconsi ous, but stil

alive, barely, and dangling upside down froma tree

"Well, cut her down!" | said.

"Are you sure we should get involved, sir?" a private said.

"What ? OF course |'msure! What are you worried about ?"

"Causality, sir."

"Causality be damed! W can't just let a wonman die without trying to help her!"”
"Yes, sir."

Hi s "Brown Bess" had a tenporal sword built init, and with it he quickly cut
the rope a foot above her feet while his partner caught her and laid her on the
ground. She was filthy, and woul dn't have been pretty if she'd been cl eaned up,
but she was human, canni bal or not, and she needed help. | took out ny |eather
canteen and got a bhit of water into her. She revived enough to drink the canteen
dry, and then she fell asleep again.

"You want us to rig up a stretcher for her, sir?"

"It might come to that, but let's give her a while to see if she conmes around.
I"lI'l stay with her. You two go farther up this trail and see what you can find."
"We'll be back in half an hour, sir."

There was a fallen tree a few yards away. | sat down on it and lit up a cigar,
wai ti ng.

I was hal fway through ny stogie when this Indian with a big steel |unberman's
axe broke out of the brush not twenty feet fromne. He ran right past ne while
was too startled to nove, and planted his axe in the woman's head. Then he
noticed nme, pulled out his axe, and started to run toward ne. He was yelling
sonething that | couldn't understand with his bl oody weapon held high above his
head.

By that tine, | had ny tenporal sword out. It never even occured to ne to draw
the steel one. Wien he was six feet fromne, | slashed himacross the mddle,
cutting himin half, but he kept on coni ng.

Bot h hal ves hit me hard enough to knock nme down.

I heaved the pieces off me and got up, shaking. | |ooked down at what |'d done
to the man

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (131 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:11 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

"Why?" | said, knowing that he couldn't understand me. "Wy did you kill her?
Wiy did you try to kill ne?"
He | ooked back at nme. He blinked, and then he died.

CHAPTER FORTY- TWD

Building a Small City

I was covered with blood and shit. My hands were shaking so bad that it was a
few m nutes before | could get the radio working to call back the troops.

Al six of the people on the surveying teamgot to me at about the same tine.
The Snoot hi es got sick all over again, while Sergeant Kuhn led me away fromthe
car nage.

"First tine you ever killed anybody, sir?"

"Yeah. Richards told me we shouldn't get involved, but |I figured | had to help

the woman. Now she's dead and the other Indian's dead, too. |I feel sick."
"Look, sir. A nman's got to do what a man's got to do. As to causality, well,
we're still here, aren't we? Before long, all of the Indians on these islands
wi Il be dead and gone, be it from European di seases, slavers, or their fellow
canni bals. And don't feel ashaned of being shook up at your first kill. Mst of
us go through the sane thing. You want me to send one of the men back to canp
with you?"

"No. No, I'lIl be all right. We've got a job to do."

"That's the spirit, sir. Richards! Take that axe back with us. Leave everything
else as it is. We're noving out!"

"What do you want with the axe?" | asked.

"Nothing. But it's a very valuable tool in this time and place. That Indian's
friends would think it very weird if we left it."

That evening, | changed outfits as soon as we got back. Barb took one | ook at my
dirty clothes and threw theminto the canpfire. Even the boots. | had to rescue
the sword, sheath, and baldric fromthe fire, since | didn't have any spares
with ne.

There were three Canadi an geese roasting over that fire. Lieutenant McMahon had
bagged themthat afternoon in a snmall nearby stream

"I didn't know that Canadi an geese lived in these islands,"” | said.

"Neither did I," lan said. "lIt's the sort of information we cane here to find
out. You want to tal k about what happened this afternoon?"

"Not just yet."

The wonen and the Snoothies turned in early, talking about tonorrow being a |ong
day. Two Killers stood guard duty, but the rest gathered around the fire,
passi ng around col d beer, whiskey and ice cubes. After a few beers, | found that
I needed the whiskey. Before | ong, Sergeant Kuhn was tal king about the first man
he' d ever kill ed.

"I was on point, going down a forest trail in what is now southern England, wth
the whole Ninth Roman Legi on strung out behind nme. Suddenly, this tall guy
weari ng not hing but blue paint and a scow junps out from behind a tree,

swi nging a big, twd-handed sword. | took it on ny shield, just like in training,
and got himin the gut with my gladius. That was the way the Romans fought. Big
shield, short sword. He went down, but | had to stab himthree nore tines before
he quit noving. It was strange, everything seened to be noving so slowy, but
somehow | was still faster than the other guy, which is why I'mstill here, I
guess. They gave ne a triple ration of wine that night, and | needed it."

Three of the other guards told stories of their own, before | was ready to talk
about what had happened to ne.

Miuch later, with a lot of enpty bottles |lying around, the |ieutenant explai ned,
"We call it debriefing, sir. When you're in a fight, and it's kill or get

killed, you have to do things that are contrary to everything they taught you
about norality and decency, ever since you were old enough to wal k. After
something like that, a man has to talk it out, anong friends if possible. You
have to settle it all out in your mind. And maybe it's a little |like confession.
But not doing it makes a man crazy, and old before his tine."

* k* %

It turned out that there wasn't a better site for a town than the place we'd
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come up at. The island didn't have a natural harbor, and since we wanted this to
be a base for further exploration, we would have to build one ourselves. Qur
tunnel entrance had to be hidden and protected, and the eighteenth century being
a rather violent time, we planned to build a fort covering it. The fact that it
had come up at the island's high point didn't hurt a bit.

One of the construction crew, Jolsen, was an architect who had spent years
studying the construction techniques of this century. Not that we planned to use
those techni ques, but for obvious reasons, it was inportant that when we got
finished with construction, it had to | ook period.

Jol sen | ooked rather sheepi sh when he unrolled his plans for the town. It took
me a while to find out why.

They showed a town that could hold three thousand people by the cranped
standards of the eighteenth century. It was built around an irregularly shaped
deep-wat er harbor that was big enough to hold two of the |argest ships of this
century and a dozen snmller ones. There were eight big stone piers and a | argish
dry dock. The nmain road of the town followed the shore. Mdst of this was to be
cut fromsolid rock.

The town's defenses | ooked |ike sonething the Spani sh woul d have done in this
century, with two small forts guarding the harbor entrance, a thirty-foot wal
with fourteen towers and three gates surrounding the town, and a powerful castle
on the hill. Were these defenses couldn't be cut from bedrock, they were to be
built of cut stones weighing two tons each, the linit of what our lift truck
coul d handl e.

It was when we got down to details like the water and sewage systens that we
found out what our architect was so sheepi sh about. You see, he wanted to put in
wat er and sewage systens, and that just wasn't done rmuch in the eighteenth
century.

"Yes, sir. You're right, sir. But wi thout these systens, life in this town would
be snelly and unconfortable by nodern standards, not to nmention disease ridden
What | want us to build is well within the linmts of eighteenth-century

technol ogy. The sewage system consists of a single tunnel that runs under the
mai n buil dings of the town. The bottom of the tunnel is at the level of lowtide
inthis area. At one end of the sewage tunnel, a gate connects with the harbor
This is manual |y opened at high tide twice a day, flooding the tunnel. At the
other end is a second gate that connects with the sea. This is opened at | ow
tide, flushing the sewage out to sea."

"Yeah, that much is fine," lan said. "But sonebody is bound to get curious about
the flush toilets."

"I hadn't planned to use flush toilets, sir. Just a seat with a hole init. A
tight-fitting Iid should keep the snmell down."

"If we can teach the nmen to put down the toilet seats," Barbara said.

"l suppose | could hinge the lids so that you had to hold them up, nma'am That
way they would cl ose automatically."

"Whay couldn't they do that in our century?" Barbara said, but | shushed her
"What about the water systenP" | asked.

"There's a nice steady breeze here npst of the tinme, sir. Awell and a wi ndmill
in the next valley should provide for our needs, with a sinple aqueduct system
to deliver it to the towmn. Mich of it can be built within the outer city wall

Each major building will have a cistern that is also filled by rainwater. A
second windm ||l on the castle can punp the water for its requirenents."

"I't might be better for the castle to have its owmn well. And if we ever have to
stand a seige, we'll want to have the windmill inside the town. W can run a
tunnel from sonme underground aquifer to the windmill. But all told, | suppose it
beats having two hundred slaves to do the hauling. Is this okay with the rest of
you? Then let's do it," | said.

"And we'd better get it done fast, since this island isn't as uninhabited as I'd
like it to be," lan said. "W need defenses in case we're seriously attacked,

and we don't want any of the locals to see how we're going to build them This
is going to have to be an all-out effort until the exteriors of things at |east
are up."

* *x %
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The next step was clearing the land that the harbor, the town, and the castle
woul d be built on, or nore often carved into. It would have been easy enough to
just run the tunneler over it all, but nbst of the area was heavily wooded, and
we woul d be needing the | unber.

Felling the trees was no problem not when every one of us carried a tenpora
sword. The probl emwas hauling the usable | ogs out of the way, when we had only
one small lift truck and the tunneler. W also had a small traveling crane,

t hough, and the tunnel er soon cut sone straight tenporary roads that let the
crane drag in logs for the lift truck to stack

We cleared the top of the hill first, because building the castle would be the
bi ggest job, and we had get going on it soonest.

Barbara |iked operating the tunneler, and proved to be very conpetent in
operating it. This was good, since unlike the rest of us, she didn't have to

sl eep, and we needed nore than twelve hours of work a day out of that machine.

M ng Po comandeered the |ift truck, and one of the other girls, Kelly, took over
the traveling crane. The other five wonen were on kitchen and housekeepi ng duty,
| eaving us nere nen to do the grunt work. Two of the Killers were always on
guard duty, but the rest were put to work.

Wthin a day, the hilltop was | ogged over, and by working through the night,
Barb and "her" tunneler had us down to a big flat piece of |inestone bedrock by
nmorning. The hill and the tunnel nouth had becone thirty-five feet lower, and ny
nifty interlocking steel hoops were gone.

The town and the harbor covered over six hundred acres, and logging it took us
over a week. The tunneler easily kept up with the rest of us. For this sort of
work, digging with an open sky above you, the tunneler was equipped with a

peri scope that let the operator see over the front shovel. Wth its side w ngs
on, and driving an easy seven niles an hour, that thing was capabl e of sending
twenty-five hundred cubic feet of rock into oblivion every second. By the tine
we had the tree trunks haul ed away, Barb had the harbor cut down to fifty feet
deep, conplete with stone piers, a |aunching ranp, and a dry dock. A
thirty-two-foot-w de road surrounded it, a road of equal width ran on both sides
of the town wall, and sone of the connecting roads were in as well. A big town
square was cut, with a big block of limestone left in the center to be
eventually cut into a fountain. She had been able to | eave enough good rock in
position so that half the outer wall, conplete with towers and gates, was
already built, and the | arger buildings closest to the castle, where a hill used
to be, could be nade by sinply hollowing themout, rather that having to build
themup out of cut stone. The architect calculated that there was plenty enough
good limestone | eft inside the buildings, and in the unfinished roads, to

conpl ete the town.

We quarried the stone for the castle out of the granite walls of the staging
area down near the canister we'd arrived in. It would have to be haul ed up the
tunnel to the top of the hill, but there was already a freight elevator of sorts
to do the job. Well, it was a cart that ran on stone rails cut on either side of
the steps going up. An electric winch noved it up and down.

Wth a tenmporal sword, cutting stone was no problem You just switched it on and
whacked away. Cutting it accurately, however, required that you carefully place
a sinple alumnumframe with an adjustable rail that you set up to where you
wanted the cut to be. There was a sword that cut a quarter-inch-w de hole
mounted on a little wheeled trolly that rolled along the rail. You needed that
thickness to slide netal bars between the bl ocks before you cut them | oose from
the wall. Wthout the bars, you couldn't get a lift truck fork under a block to
lift it.

The Iift truck operator took the blocks to the stair elevator and sent them up
in groups of four. At the top of the steps, a worker checked the blocks and if
necessary did sone triming on them He also put two holes in each one, so the
crane woul d have sonething to grab onto, and attached themto the end of the
traveling crane's cable.

Qur crane was snall, and had to drive along on top of the eight-foot thick wall
it was building. A fifth worker eased the blocks in place and nortared them
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down.

Qur usual block was two feet wide by two feet high by four feet |ong, and

wei ghed about two tons. Once we got into it, a teamof five of us averaged one
bl ock—ut, haul ed, and nortared into place—every ninute and a half. The
Srmoot hi es were amazi ngly coordi nated, and worked together like a well designed
machi ne. Every one of them seened to know exactly what everyone around them was
doi ng, what needed to be done next, and what their part in that ought to be.
They did construction work the way auto workers built cars—with calm coo

effi ency, even though each of their jobs was new and different, and the car

wor kers had been doing the sane things over and over again for years. The
Killers were conpetent and hard working, but at the end of the day, they each
got only half as nuch done as a Snoothie. And despite our advantages of size and
strength, lan and | weren't quite as good as a pair of Killers when it cane to
getting things done.

We started quarrying a rock face that was eight feet tall, as high as the little
electric lift truck could lift. Being taller than the rest, lan and | spelled
each other doing the cutting. Even so, we were a week getting the outer walls of
the castle built, and that was working a twel ve-hour day. Putting in the
interior partitions, floors and ceilings, with all the supporting arches
required, was going to take nonths, but that could be done after conpany cane,
wor ki ng behind the shield of the outer walls. We nade a point of |eaving plenty
of extra stone over and around doors, w ndows, fireplaces, and banisters, so
that decorations could be carved in later. Doing all that fine work m ght take
years, but that could be done at some future date when people felt bored and
artistic.

Actual ly, after years of skull sweat, doing manual |abor was kind of fun. These
new bodies of ours gloried in hard work. | suspect that the construction workers
had had sinilar treatments, since they didn't seemto have any troubl e keeping
up with us big guys. O maybe Snpothies were just built that way.

CHAPTER FORTY- THREE

Bar bara' s Tunnel i ng Machi ne

Bar bara and her tunneler pretty much worked strai ght through, barring quick
stops for meals and occasional bouts |ovemaking with ne. She was a few days
getting all the sewers and secret passages in, including a second set of both
that extended outside the town's walls. This was her idea, for future expansion,
she sai d.

She al so went way overboard when it cane to getting our water supply in. She cut
twenty-two miles of tunnels, twelve feet high and eight w de, eighty feet bel ow
sea level in the remarkably solid |limestone under the island, and then rigged a
dozen half-inch drills in a fan-shaped array on her tunneler to punch mllions
of holes in the roof all the way to the surface. This drai ned ground water into
two huge underground vaults that the windmlls could draw water from

It al so punched holes in thousands of trees that woul d ot herw se have been good
ti mber. When | conpl ai ned about this, Barb said that there wasn't any way to be
sure exactly how far up the surface was, and it was better to be safe than

sorry. The damage was done, and it wouldn't be repeated, so | let the matter
dr op.

The architect calculated that once the systemfilled with water, if the island
suffered froma total drought for twenty years, we would still have plenty of
water for all of our needs.

Personal ly, | think Barbara just l|iked digging tunnels.

Anot her crew was working with the logs we'd coll ected during the ground

cl earance. There wouldn't be time to season the wood properly before we turned
it into furniture, doors and w ndow shutters, but any seasoning was better than
none, so we got on it soonest.

Qur "saw mll" | ooked like a |long, alum num sawhorse that you set up above the
|l og you were planning to turn into boards. Up to sixteen tenporal swords fit on
a wheeled trolley that ran al ong the bottom of the | ong beam of the sawhorse.
Pulling the trolley the Iength of the horse sliced the log into nice, snooth

| umber .
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The hard part was stacking the wood in neat, rectangular piles so it would dry
out properly.

* * *

Despite the long hours we all put in, it wasn't all work, not by a |ong shot.
Every Snmoothie can play at |east one musical instrument, and nost of them
brought one al ong. Bei ng ungodly cooperative, group singing cane naturally to
them Furthernore, Barb was a world class ballerina, and her friends weren't far
behi nd her.

The sea was full of fish, and there was plenty of ganme on the island, fromwld
pigs, birds, feral goats and cattle, to sea turtles. lan clainmed that nany of
them had been put on these islands by Christians to feed shi pwecked sail ors,
and to give the cannibals sonmething to eat besi des each other.

The trick with the canni bals hadn't worked. Apparently, once you develop a taste
for human flesh, nothing else quite nmakes it.

The Killers liked to hunt and fish, so we didn't have to live on the canned food
we' d brought along. A bakery, a brewery, and a still were anmpong the first things
they got going, and weather permitting, we usually ate around a canpfire.

Wth the Killers providing the food and drink, and the Snoothies the

entertai nnent, a very good tinme was had by all

* * *

When there was nothing else for Barbara to do but cut the canal that woul d
connect our harbor to the sea, she warned us, and we all knocked off work to

wat ch. She had already cleared the canal down to a few inches above the high
tide |evel

The tunnel er was seal ed agai nst both a hard vacuum and hi gh pressure, and was as
sturdy as a submarine, so taking it into the water wasn't what bothered ne. |
was having visions of the sea water driving her backward into the harbor, and
smashi ng her agai nst a pier or sonething.

Most people just don't realize the force of noving water. Thousands of people
are killed in floods every year all around the world, but very few of them
actually drown. Mst often, they are ripped to naked pieces by the force of the
wat er smashing theminto things

But Barbara insisted on doing it herself, and out-arguing her was a lot I|ike
out-stuborning a cat. You can do it, but it usually isn't worth the effort.

She got the tunneler into position on a notch that she had cut earlier for the
pur pose. She swung her wings out to their full thirty-two foot w dth, and took
of f at about thirty mles an hour. She ran out of stone to drive on about the
time she hit the beach, but that didn't slow her down. She just pressed on
regardl ess, eating up prodigious amobunts of rocks, sand, and then water. She
didn't even stop when she was conpl etely subnerged, but continued on with the
wat er flow ng over and around the big w ngs.

Wth hindsight, | can see the wi sdom of her actions. She had to get out and away
fromthe backwash she was kicking up. At the tine she scared the shit out of ne!
Wat ching her, | alnost missed the start of the hydraulic show she'd kicked up

Wat er gushed up her recently cut canal at what nust have been sixty mles an
hour. It nmade a spectacular waterfall as it splashed down into a harbor that you
could hide a five-story building in.

In a few nminutes, Barb and her tunneler drove up onto the beach. She shut down
the shovel s, folded her wings, and hurried back to see the waterfall she'd nade.
She needen't have rushed. The harbor was nore than six hours filling up. Only
then, when the rapid flow had ceased, was it safe to go back and cut the channe
wi der and deeper.

* * *

We spent another two nonths getting the town pretty rmuch finished. The buil di ngs
were all up, with walls and roofs, and had doors and w ndow shutters, but were

| acki ng gl ass wi ndows, and were nostly wi thout furnishings. They were connected
to the sewer tunnels, but not to the secret passageways that would |let our
agents and historians comuni cate with the nodern libraries and work roons in
the basenent of the castle. The secret entranceways would be installed | ater on
an "as needed" basis.

The castle had four floors, stairways, inner walls, partitions, and nicely

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (136 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:11 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

arched ceilings, but was still pretty bare inside. The drawbridge was in,
spanning the noat, but we didn't have the chains and nechani sns needed to draw
it up. The noat was still dry, except for some rainwater. The wells were in, but

we didn't have the punps or the windmlls to bring up large quantities of water.
Barb had tal ked the architect into letting her put a seawater nmoat all around
the town, and this neant that we had to put in drawbridges at each of the town's
three gates. They didn't work yet, either. lan cane up with a systemof two
floating check valves that, with the action of the tides, kept the water in the
moat circulating in a clockw se fashion, keeping it fresh.

Next, sonebody made the m stake of telling her how a fish weir worked, and the
area near the town soon sported two big ones. W soon had nore fish than we
could eat. The ones we couldn't eat were eaten by the bigger ones, and nature
took its course.

Then, she decided that she didn't like the way the town was situated in a notch
cut into the surrounding hills, so, without informng the rest of us, and
working at night, she had elimnated the hills. She didn't even let us save the
| unber. Except where it abutted the cliff, with the castle above, the town was

now surrounded by a snmooth, stone plain. | suppose that this was good, fromthe
standpoi nt of defense, but esthetically, well, it |looked like the parking | ot of
a big shopping mall. How she was planning to get sone soil and plants grow ng

there was beyond ne.

She justliked playing with that tunnel er

To keep her out of further mschief, | had the architect draw up plans for a
road systemthat she could cut through the whole island, and that had kept her
busy for nonths. W rigged a tenporal sword to the front of the tunneler, and
cobbl ed up a bulldozer blade for the front of it so she could cut the trees and
push the logs off the roadway, rather than sending themto wherever such things
went when we sent them el sewhere.

I made her promise to stay inside of her bel oved machi ne whenever she was
outside the town walls, so the natives couldn't hurt her. They never tried to.
If they were still out there, we didn't see any of them

To |l ook authentic, the castle and the forts guarding the entrance to the harbor
needed dozens of ornate, eighteenth-century cannons, which we didn't have yet.
Only the Red Gate Inn was really conplete, sitting on the town square, with the
big fountain in front of it. The fountain was enpty, but we didn't have any
horses that needed to drink fromit anyway. At least lan clained that that was
what public fountains were really for, originally.

You'd think that | would be the one who wanted a good bar in operation, but no,
it was lan who pushed the inn into conpletion first, even ahead of the church
across the big square.

He expl ai ned hinself one night in the common room of the inn

"I''"l'l get the church finished, don't worry about it. But right now, I'mthe only
one here who would use it, and | can pray just fine in ny room"

That surprised nme. |I'd never actually seen lan praying. Then again, |'d never
seen himshitting either. | guess that they were both very private occupations
with him

"The inn is another matter. Qur people, the historians, are going to have to
spend much of their tine traveling around. They are going to want to see
everything that goes on, but not draw too nmuch attention to thensel ves. Now I
ask you, where is the one place where a stranger is not nmuch noticed? Qoviously,
at a hotel or inn. And where are other travelers nost likely to gather and swap
their stories? At a bar in an inn, of course. Therefore, the centers that the

Hi storical Core will build and use will have to be inns. Eventually, we'll need
to build thousands of these, in every age and culture the world has known. And
to nmake sure that our agents can find those inns, we are going to nark them al
with a bright red front door, and all of themare going to nanmed ' The Red Gate
Inn,' or some variation of that in the |ocal |anguage."”

"It sounds like a program" | said. "Do you suppose that the Red Gate Inn, back
in the twentieth century, is one of your Hi storical Core centers?"

"I expect that it might be. We'll probably decide that the history of the island
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is just as inportant as the history of every place else.”

"You keep saying 'we,' but you know, lan, it's reallyyour program | mean, |'d
be happy to help out and all, but you are the one who is so fascinated with
history. I'minterested in what happened in the past, but it's nothing that I
want to spend nmy whole life working on."

"Huh. Then whatdo you want to spend your |ife doing?"

"I really can't tell you. |'ve never had anything like a life plan. So far, |'ve
been |i ke nost people, just doing what cones to ne, and trying to roll with the
punches. W've still got years and years of work ahead of us, developing this
time travel thing, and after that, well, who knows?"

"Agreed. But what do you yourself want to do. Wat really turns you on?"

"You know, before we built this town, | wouldn't have believed it, but | find

that | enjoy the hell out of building things. You know, we could have turned
this job over to a bigger, better equipped crew nonths ago, but nobody has

suggested that we do so. | think that everybody here has been having as nuch fun
as | have."

"I't's been a real vacation, and no mistake," lan said. "But if what you want to
do is to build things, well, there's the whole culture and city that the
Smoot hi es cone from Sonebody's got to build that."

"Let Hasenpfeffer do it. | still think that that whole sick culture is all his
fault, anyway. | nmean, | may not be a Christian, but I'mnot totally i moral,

either! Do you think that | want to be responsible for creating a civilization
full of people who are as absolutely uncreative as those Snoothies are?"

"They can't be that bad. You married one of them didn't you?"

"Yes, and it's not turning out as well as |'d hoped it would."

"Li ke, what's the trouble?"

"Mostly, it's the way she won't let me see our kids. They're already six years
ol d, somewhen back there, and | haven't nmet ny own children."

"Huh. But then, we each nust have hundreds of children, what with all the
fornicating we've been doing, and | haven't seen any of nine, either."

"I know |' mnot being rational, but sonmehow, it's just not the sane thing.
Barbara is my wife, and not just another bednate."

"Well, if it's really bothering you, when we get back, we'll both do sonething
about it."

"I'tis bothering me, and | thank you. It is very good to have a real friend,
lan."

"And | | ove you, too. So just what is it that you want to buil d?"

"I think that | want to build a culture, all right, but | want it to be a place
where intelligent, creative people can enjoy thenselves being intelligent and
creative."

"And how woul d that be possible if they have time travel? It's the fact that
they know their own futures that nakes the Snoot hies what they are, and what
they aren't."

"I'"ve been thinking about that, and |'ve got sone ideas, but they're too hazy
just now to be worth tal king about."

"Well, you keep thinking about it, and when you're ready to talk, 1'll be ready
to listen. For nme, well, | haven't been staying here for the joy of getting ny
hands dirty. The real reason that |'ve been hanging around is that |'ve been
hopi ng that sonme ship will come sailing into our new harbor, and we can nake
contact with the locals. The civilized locals, |I mean, although I'm al nost ready
to go out and | ook for those cannibals of yours, |'mgetting that frustrated."
"A ship will happen by eventually, and when they do, they're all yours. Do you
have any idea how you're going to explain howthis town just sort of popped up
one night |ike a nushroonf"

"I plan to wing it on that one. | nean, if we find out that nobody much has been
here for fifty years, there's nothing to explain. If the guy was by here three
nmont hs ago, we'll have to convince himthat he was sonepl ace el se, | suppose.
I"'msmart. I'Il figure sonething out."

CHAPTER FORTY- FOUR
Visitors
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Two weeks later, | was in what was now the carpentry shop in what would | ater be
the town hall, making table legs. Three thousand people end up requiring over a
thousand tabl es, and that neans four thousand table legs. It was a matter of
taking a four by four fromone stack, putting it in a homenade | athe, spinning
it up and naki ng one swipe with a tenporal sword sliding al ong a bunpy tenplate,
then taking it out and handing it to lan, who was cutting sone slots in the big
end for the tabl etop supports to go into.

Farther on, two nore guys were assenbling the tables, using wooden pegs but
nmodern glue, and painting themw th twentieth-century pol yurethane varni sh
Cutting with tenporal tools, everything was so snooth and accurate that we
didn't have to bother with sandpaper. W wanted everything to | ook authentic,
but it wasn't |ike anybody was going to send this stuff out for chenica

anal asys.

This was not intellectually stinmulating work, but we'd done all the fun things
first. Like making four thousand chairs. Maybe in the eighteenth century, they

woul dn't have nmade themall identical, on a production |ine, but our carpenter
assured us that using green wood the way we were, everything would soon warp all
to hell, and then it would all would | ook as individualistic as you could

possi bly want.

| felt a definite relief when one of the sentries ran in and shouted that a ship
had been sighted. lan ran out to get a look at it, while | told everybody el se
to hide everything anachronistic, and then clean the place and thenselves up, in
that order.

I found lan on the fighting top of one of the harbor forts, holding his body
rigid and staring out to sea.

Besi des being able to see clearly under water, our new eyes had another tri ck,
but we didn't know about it until Lieutenant McMahon had showed us how to use
it, a few weeks before. W had tel escopic vision, just like an eagle. It didn't
cone naturally, like the underwater thing. You had to hold yourself very still,
and concentrate on it, but when you got the hang of it, it was better than a
pair of twenty power binocul ars.

"He's a Frenchman," lan said. "At least, that's an eighteenth-century French
flag on his mizzenmast."

"No. The flag on top has sone kind of a cross on it. That's got to be one of the
Scandi navi an countries, doesn't it?"

"That's probably the house flag of the nmerchant conpany it belongs to. On these
old sailing ships, it isn't the highest flag that counts, but the one nearest

t he poop deck."

Qur flag poles all flew a blue flag with a gold enblemof lan's own invention on
it. The girls had nade themup rather than getting involved w th building
furniture.

"He's taking in his sails."

"And getting ready to drop anchor,'
"Why doesn't he just sail in?"

"He probably doesn't know that he can. There didn't use to be a deep-water

har bor here. Also, he doesn't knowif we're friendly or not, so he's staying out
of gun range."

Sergeant Kuhn and a squad of Killers were setting up sonme of our tenporal
weapons out of sight, behind the battlenents: a nortar and two heavy,
tripod-nmounted tenporal swords with tel escopic sights. Across the canal, on the
other fort, Lieuteant McMahon was getting sinilar things done.

"He's not out of range ofour guns."

"He doesn't know that either."

Qur visitors took half an hour to get their sails in, drop anchor, and put a
smal | rowboat over the side. During that time, our |adies showed up, wearing
their finest outfits. They each sported nore |ace than Barb had worn when
getting married, plus a few dozen yards of enbroidered silk and velvet with lots
of brightly colored ribbons thrown in just for the fun of it. They were carrying
fresh finery for lan and ne.

Under Barbara's supervision, three wonen took nme bel ow, stripped ne, washed ne
down, shaved nme, and trinmed ny fingernails. They got ne into a pair of white

| an sai d.
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sil k stockings, silk shorts, and a white silk shirt with lacy ruffles at ny
wists and neck. | squirned into tight knee-length sky-blue velvet pants that
were covered with gold enbroidery, as was the thigh-length matching jacket with
a flaring skirt. Together, they weighed at | east seven pounds extra because of
all the real gold enbroidered into them

The girls wanted ne to wear makeup, but | absolutely nixed that one. They did
make me wear a white powdered wig, for God's sake, and the ornate hat they gave
me was huge, with at |least six white ostrich feathers on one side. The lavishly
decorated sword was smal |, poorly bal anced and usel ess. The ski nmpy shoes | ooked
like a pair of lady's flats, except for the heavy gold buckles. A ridiculous
outfit.

I clipped ny tenporal sword to the belt and glared at the girl who told ne it
didn't match.

I hadn't even known that we had such clothes with us. If I'd had any say in the
matter, | would have dunped the cl othes and brought along a second |ift truck,
but | hadn't so we didn't.

Al'l this heavily enbroidered vel vet was entirely too warmfor the climte, but
fashi on was fashion, and | was stuck with it. The only good thing about it al
was that when lan cane out in a nostly pink and gold outfit, |ooking even
stupider than | did, | got to sneer at him

"Your nother dresses you funny," | said.

"So does yours. But in European society in this century clothes don't nake the
man. Theyare the man."

Sergeant Kuhn cane over with a polished hel net topped by sonething |ike an
ancient Greek crest, only it was curly instead of being nade out of straight
horsehair. He wore a polished steel breastplate, and the rest of himwas covered
intight-fitting, spotless white wool, with a lot of red trim He wore a nore
practical sword than mne, and carried a short, sturdy, and very ornate spear
"These clothes may state your status to the world, but they're damed
unconfortable, sir. If we get into a fight, this outfit is going to be trash in
thirty seconds," he said.

The ship's boat was being rowed in to us fromabout a mle out. There was plenty
of tine.

"Well, you can always throw the spear at them" | said.

"Ch, no sir. This isn't a throwing spear. Wll, youcan throwit, but normally
you use it sort of like the way you use a bayonet on a rifle. If you'd ever
served with the Ninth Legion, you would have spent half your tinme working out

with one. It's a fine weapon, if a bit fancy. 1'd take it over a sword, any
day. "
"Do say," | said, noticing that he, too, wore a tenporal sword on his belt.

Li eutenant McMahon was back on the fighting deck of the opposite harbor fort,
wearing a white-and-red outfit with gold epaulettes, a red helnmet crest taller

than the sergeant's, and al nost as nuch gold braid as | was. His squad, |ike
ours, wore white and red outfits with fewer doodads than the officers were

al | owed, but carrying "Brown Bess" nuskets. | waved, but neither one of us felt
the need to get out the CB radios.

As the boat rowed closer, | could see that the two nmen in the rear were wearing

outfits as ornate as ours, but in rmuch darker colors. Seanen usually wore darker
clothes than | andsnen, probably the result of the poor sanitary facilities on
board one of those old ships.

In the front of the rowboat, a man was throwing a weight on a string to check
the depth of the water. They had found the channel Barb had cut, and seened
amazed that it was a steady fifty feet deep.

Barb had cut sone slips for small craft near the harbor forts, and after sone

di scussi on, we decided to greet our guests there. Leaving the troops to nan the
weapons on the forts, lan, our eight |adies, and | went down to the slips.

As the boat pulled up, lan shouted, "Welcone!"

A guy in the rear answered sonething polite sounding in French, which I
expected, considering the French flag on their ship. Wiat | didn't expect was
the way Barbara stepped forward and answered themin their own | anguage. My wife

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...rd%207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20Machine.txt (140 of 156) [12/28/2004 4:51:11 PM]



file:/1/C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/L e0%20Frankowski %620-%20Stargard%6207%20-%20Conrad's%20Time%20M achine.txt

was a never-ending string of surprises.

I an soon took over the conversation, as we had agreed, with Barb doing the
transl ating. Her version of French must have not been quite the sane as theirs,
since a |l ot of side conversations took place, clearing up mnor points, but they
were comuni cating. Talking through a translator is a long, slow process, but
the gist of the conversation went something like this:

"Wl cone to San Sebastian," lan said, and formally introduced the ten of us.

"I thank you, sir. W are astounded to see you here," and just as fornally

i ntroduced hinself as Rene DulLae, Count of Lorraine, and the representative of

t he nmerchant conpany who owned the ship. His silent but smiling conpani on was
the ship's captain. He didn't bother introducing the guys who had rowed themin
here. You could see that the Frenchman, who was shorter than Barbara, was trying
hard not to stare at lan's astounding size. He was also trying, with |ess |uck,
to not stare at Barbara and her |ovely friends.

"I ndeed? And why are you so astounded?"

"Why, because | sailed by this island not two years ago, and it seenmed then to
be uni nhabited."

"W bought this island three years ago, but we did not get here until a year

| ater. W& nust have just m ssed you."

"But these well-built fortifications |ook to have been many years in the
construction. How did you get them conpleted so quickly?"

"It's an interesting story, my noble guest, and you have not seen a tenth of it
yet. But there is tinme enough for that tale later, over dinner, and a gl ass of
Wi ne, perhaps. For now, there must be sone reason why you have stopped at this
pl ace. Tell us, please, what can we do for you?"

"Your courtesy and understanding are remarkable, my lord. In truth, we have been
becal med at sea for over a nonth, and our supplies, especially of water, are

al nost exhausted. "

"W have two good wells, ny friend, and you and your crew are welcone to all the
wat er that you want. Qur supplies of food are not limtless, but we can spare
you sone beans, peas and rice. Also, the forests here abound with gane, and we
can easily shoot and snpbke you enough neat to last you for the rest of your
journey."

"That is nbst generous of you, ny noble lord."

"Then it is settled. You and your captain shall acconpany us to a suitable inn,
since our castle is as yet but sparsely furnished. W will Iend you a pilot to
bring your ship into our harbor, and we will see to it that all of your

i mredi ate needs are attended to."

Barb wanted to guide their ship in, since she had nmade the channel herself, and
knew it better than anybody else. lan squelched that idea, saying that in this
culture, wonen weren't trusted with doing anything technical. It turned out that
our architect al so spoke French, and so he acconpani ed the boat back to the
ship. He didn't know anything about piloting ships, but he knew where the
channel was.

CHAPTER FORTY- FI VE

Telling Lies

That evening, over dinner, while the ship's crew of twenty-six men, having drunk
their fill of clean, cold water, and eaten a good neal, were draw ng up buckets
of water fromour well and filling their ship's barrels, the count said, "You
men and your | adies are obviously of high and noble birth, but you have not

menti oned your titles to ne."

After translating that, Barb whi spered that his accent was fromthe | ower

cl asses of Brest, and that she doubted ifhe was a nobleman at all. | said that |
had once read of a small lizard who clained to be a dinosaur, on his nother's
side, and that if it made the Frenchman feel better, why not let himclaimit?
She sm | ed and nodded agreenent.

"The answer is sinple enough, ny noble guest,” lan said. "You see, when we |eft
honme, we renounced all of our titles, privileges, obligations and all egi ances,
in return for a cash paynent fromour brother, so in that respect, we have no
titles, and i ndeed may not claimthat we ever had any. On the other hand, we are
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now i n sol e posession of this island, and owe allegience to no nation or Kking.
suppose that one night say that we are mnor kings ourselves, but | would fee
very awkward claimng such a title. It is nmore convenient to sinply claim
nothing at all, and to live with what is in fact a confortable situation."

"You are at least the lord of a remarkably well-built city. But you were goi ng
to tell us how you got it all built so quickly."

Once Barbara translated that, lan said, "It was a lucky matter of coming across
a conpany of four hundred Italian stone masons who had just |lost a contract with
t he Spani sh governnent, and who were desperately in need of work. At the sane
time we found that a convoy of slave ships had discovered that the market for
their wares was very poor when they got to Cuba. W hired the Italians at a very
reasonabl e price, and rented two thousand sl aves for al nbst nothing for two
years, although we had to feed them of course. You see, as seasoned sl aves,
those who survived (nost of them really) will now be worth nore than tw ce as
much as they had been when they were fresh out of Africa.

"We had assuned that it would take at | east ten years to get our new hone

sui tabl e for occupancy, but as it turned out, we were very |lucky. The sl aves,

their owners, and the masons all left |less than a nmonth ago."
"I see. They certainly did fine work. | don't think that |I've ever seen better
stone work anywhere in ny entire life. | don't think that you could get a thin

kni fe between any two blocks in your entire city. Yet it is strange to see it so
enpty, so devoid of people and aninals."

"Qur horses all died of sone sort of disease, and we have not been able to
replace them Two ships full of colonists and supplies were supposed to have
gotten here two nonths ago, but they have not yet arrived, and in truth we are
becom ng worri ed about them™

"Just what sort of supplies were you needing, my noble friend?"

"As | have said, we may not claimnobility. But we need nmany things. W are at
present in possession of only snmall arns, and we need dozens of cannons for the
forts and the castle. Wen the slaver's ships were here, they were well enough
armed to protect us, but now, well, | worry. W also need glass for the w ndows
of all these buildings, and machinery for the windmlls we want for punping

wat er, and the mechani snms for the drawbridges at the town gates and the castle.
And ani mal s, of course, especially horses. And colonists, thousands of them
nmostly craftsnmen, tradesmen, and farmers."

"As to the colonists, the animals, and the machinery, | fear that | can be of no
assi stance at present. However, it happens that nuch of ny cargo consists of
armanents, bronze cannons of the finest French worknmanship that | had intended
to sell to the Governor of Cuba, plus amunition for them and a | arge supply of
the finest French black powder. You have been so generous with us that | would
be ashaned to charge you nuch nore than what it cost us to purchase them plus a
nodest fee for shipping. Al so, we have a supply of excellent w ndow gl ass on
board, but | think not as much as you will want for this entire city. W night,
per haps, have enough for your inn, your town hall, and your castle, though."

"W will have to spend tonorrow norning inspecting your cargo, ny friend.

trust that Spanish gold would be acceptable to you?"

"Most assuredly, ny lord. So you are Spani sh, then?"

"As | have said, | may not speak of such things. But for now, would you care for
sone nore of this w ne?"

* * *

The French ship also contained a fair store of luxury itens, like fine China

di nnerware, cut glass ware, and rich cloth for clothing, curtains and furniture.
In the end, we bought alnpbst their entire cargo, except for some wi ne that the
count praised highly, but which was really bad stuff. French wi ne has al ways
been vastly over rated.

We enptied out their ship to such an extent that we had to sell themtwenty tons
of granite bricks that we said were left over fromthe building, for ballast, so
their ship wouldn't fall over.

But nostly, we now had forty-three bronze cannons of various sizes. They were
gorgeously ornate and absolutely authentic. W now had enough weapons not only
for the forts and the castle, but for the city gates as well.
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Qur guests left with a long list of things we needed, and they prom sed to
return in the spring.

"So, lan," | said, as we watched the ship clear the harbor. "Can we go hone
now?"

"Yes, Tom now we can go hone."

* * *

Most of the construction crew stayed behind to finish up the job, and to get
sonme farm and cl eared. Since npbst Snoothies were good artists, when they could
copy sonebody el se's work, and since we had books on ei ghteenth-century
decorative art with us, they were | ooking forward to decorating our new
buildings with their tenporal swords.

| gave themny blessings. | also told themthat it mght cone in handy to have a
sailing ship of our own, and that they might want to get started buildi ng one,
once the gates on the dry dock were constructed. Qur Snoothie carpenter drooled
at the idea. Building an eighteenth-century ship suitable for the needs of a
weal t hy nerchant -adventurer was sonething that he had fantasized about for nost
of his life. He said that it would take hima few years, and he nade ne prom se
to cone back and sail it when he had it conpleted. | said |I'd do that, provided
that he nmade the ceilings high enough so that | wouldn't bunp ny head.

Li eutenant McMahon and his nen elected to stay on for a while to protect them
they said. Mostly, | think, they wanted to get the cannons nounted so that they
coul d have sone fun shooting them

Four of the |l adies who had fornmed attachnments with nmen fromone group or the
other stayed on to do the cooking, but the rest returned hone with lan and ne.
Qur carpenter said that it seened wasteful to send the canister back enpty. He
had our storage area filled with wood that he said was very rare in our era, and
he asked us to have it sent to his furniture factory in the twentieth century.
Qur time canister was such that in order to safely return, since we had spent
four nmonths in the past, we had to return four nonths after we |eft.

My mat hemati ci an, Preston, was the only person waiting to greet us.

"Boss, if the shop has to go four nonths without the two of you being there, we
are going to run out of stuff to do. Things will go a ot better at work if we
have the two of you there in charge. If you don't mnd, I'Il blindfold both of
you, and take you back in time, the sane way | got you to your wedding."

It didn't nake sense to let things at the shop stall out for |lack of direction,
so lan and | went along with it. After ten mnutes of stunbling around in the
dark, we found oursel ves back hone in ny pal ace.

| said, "Someday, we are going to have to figure out how we are going todid
that."

"Yeah. It's really annoying to have to work on sonething that you don't
conpletely understand. But we'll do it sonmeday. We'Il have to. It's

pr eor dai ned. "

"Right. Well. First things first. lan, you pronised to help ne to get ny
children up here. Barbara, | have been very patient with you in this matter, but
enough i s enough. You now have two-thirds of the Board of Directors of this

pl ace ordering you to produce our three children. Are you going to bring themto
me here and now, or aml going to send a nilitary detachnent back to wherever
and whenever they are to get thenP"

"Dam you, Toml Can't you get it through your thick skull that it's dangerous up
her e?"

"Ckay. If you're worried about the kids' safety, I'll have a squad of very
polite and discreet soldiers on duty twenty-four hours a day, guarding them |If
you want, |'Il have Lieutenant McMahon do the job. Now, are you going to get

them or do | send out the troops?"

"I''l'l do it nyself, dam you. It's better doing it that way than to have a squad
of Killers handling ny children.”

"Conme on! You've just spent four nonths in close conpany with a bunch of those
Killers. They're not such bad guys."

"They are still Killers! My people don't kill the way you and those hired guns
of yours do!"
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"Me? If you are referring to that cannibal | killed, well, just what was
supposed to do? He had just murdered a wonman, and he was charging at ne with a

bl oody axe in his hands! | waited till the |ast possible nonent before | cut him
down! | didn't have any choice!"

"You could have run away! You coul d probably have outdi stanced hi mwi t hout any
difficulty."”

"Probabl yis not a very encouragi ng word when sonebody is trying to chop you up
with an axe! Running m ght have worked, but what was | supposed to do if it
didn't? What if that canni bal was faster than he | ooked?"

"Maybe you coul d have | ed himback to the others. Then one of the Killers could
have done the dirty work."

"So nowit's evil to defend myself, but okay to get sonebody else to do ny
killing for me? You have a | ousy concept of ethics, |ady! Anyway, what if | had
tripped, or the Indian had caught up with ne, with my back turned and ny weapons
still at ny belt? Wat then, huh?"

"Then you could havedied ! That's what one of ny people woul d have done, rather
than be guilty of killing sonebody el se. W don't kill! "

"I's that so? Then why haven't | noticed that all of you are vegetarians? Wy
were you enjoying the roast nmeat around the canpfire with the rest of us?"
"That's not the sanme thing! Those were aninmals, not people!"

"That cannibal didn't see nuch difference between the two! Killing is killing."
"He wasn't civilized, and neither are you! Anyway, those animals we ate were

al ready dead when the Killers brought themin."

"So now you' re back to having sonebody el se doing your killing for you! To hel
with this! Shut up and go get mny boys!"

"You don't have any respect for life at all!" she said as she stanped out.

On the island, everything always happened when you wanted it to happen, wi thout
all the inevitable tinme lags that occur in the real world. Therefore, | was

t aken aback when six hours went by before Barb returned with ny three sons.
Maybe she was puni shing nme, or naybe she wanted to give nme a chance to cool

down. VWatever she had in mnd, it didn't work.

But when she finally got there, she was trying to be pleasant. Trying, but not
exactly making it, and what little | know about kids says that they are a | ot

i ke dogs when it cones to picking up on the nood of those around them W al
tried to nake the best of an awkward situation

They wer e good-| ooki ng boys, blond and big for their age, but they didn't seem
to have the energy, the spunk, the just plain bad nanners that you expect from
heal t hy youngsters.

They were nanmed Tom lan, and Jim after me and ny friends. | thought that was a
nice gesture on Barb's part, but that she really should have asked ny opinion
about it before she naned them Wen you nanme little people after big people who
are still alive, they end up being called things Iike "Junior," or "Butchie," or
"Little Tommy," which doesn't do the kid' s ego much good

Still, it was done, and the best thing to do about it was to live with the
situation, and use niddl e nanmes when necessary.

| told themthat they were wel come to our island.

They didn't say nmuch. They acted as though they were afraid of ne, or of the
wor | d around them

| said that nmy partners and | owned the whole place, and if there was anything
that they wanted, all they had to do was ask

They didn't ask for anything.

I told themthat we had horses here, and that we could go horseback riding in
the norning, if they wanted to.

Apparently, they didn't want to.

| tal ked about scuba diving and flying airplanes, but |I didn't get nuch of any
response. Canping and fishing didn't get ne anywhere, either

The whol e thing was depressing. | nean, | know that | don't know anything about
kids, but I was a kid once nyself, and back then | would have lied in the
Confessional to get the kind of offers that | was giving these boys. It was |ike
there wasn't any "boyi shness" in any of themat all
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I don't know.

Maybe | was coming on too strong. Maybe | really was a barbarian, and they were
the civilized ones. O maybe they had been given too God dammed many | essons in
how to be a Snoothi e.

I ndividualism that's what they needed. The three of them had been living
together in one roomfor too long. | had each of them assigned a big suite of
roons, in three different corners of the palace. | gave each of thema half
dozen worren as their personal servants, in addition to the four Killers who were
assigned to guard each of ny boys around the clock. | made sure that all of
their teachers would be Killers, too. The programm ght turn theminto spoiled
rotten brats, but they sure as hell wouldn't be Snopothies for |ong.

* * *

When | got to nmy office in the norning, | found that | had been gone for only
two days. There hadn't been time for any nmanagenent problens to crop up, so
could spend ny tine playing engineer. After four nonths as a construction
worker, it felt good.

The architect had given ne sketches of all the special machinery we woul d need
in the eighteenth century, as well as lists of other supplies that would be
needed to conplete the job properly. It |ooked as though we woul d have to send
about twenty cargo canisters to haul it all back there. Besides furnishings for
the castle, there were the ordinary househol d supplies needed by three thousand
peopl e. Plates, cooking pots, silverware, towels and an al nost endl ess stream of
other things. | gave it all to nmy secretary, and told her to get it done.

lan was busy working out the manning requirenents for his Historical Core, so
got busy on a few pieces of machinery that we hadn't consi dered before.

Feeding the people of our little town would require about thirty thousand acres
of farmand, if what | understood about the productivity of eighteenth-century
farm ng techni ques was correct. Clearing the land of trees could be done with
tenmporal swords, if we could do it privately, or the hard way, with axes, if the
| ocal s were around. But chopping down the trees was the easy part. Sonethi ng had
to be done with the tree stunps and roots, and after that, the soil would
inevitably be full of rocks and stones that would take mllions of man hours to
renove.

| sketched up something | called a shredder, a sinple two-wheel ed vehical twelve
feet wide that could be pulled with a farmtractor, a horse, or even by hand, if
the ground was level. It contained six hundred tenporal swords, a third of them
poi nting straight down, and the rest at a forty-five degree angle to one side or
the other. As you pulled this over a field, everything under it for a yard down
was sliced to bits a half inch across at nost. Going over it a second tine, at
right angles to the first pass, should nmean that you would be able to get a

pl ough through it i mediately. The rocks and bits of wood would have a | ot of
sharp edges, and it m ght be years before you could work in the fields barefoot,
but the chips would round out eventually.

I calculated that one shredder should prepare about forty acres for planting in
an eight hour day. | ordered ten of the shredders to be nade up, along with an
equal numrber of light farmtractors to be powered by sonething like lan's
enmergency generators. Then | doubl ed the nunber of tractors, since they could be
used for dragging logs as well.

CHAPTER FORTY- SI X

The Appearence of the Teacher

The next norning, there were a | ot of changes at my breakfast table. Barbara,

M ng Po, lan and |, our usual "Gang of Four," were there, but now my three boys
had joined us as well, and that sonehow made a dent in the usual free-wheeling
conversation. W just didn't feel confortable enough with each other to get into
a decent argunent.

The maids were fully clothed now, as were all the other wormen around Canel ot and
quite possibly the whole island. | guess that the | adi es had deci ded that
runni ng around naked didn't generate the right atnosphere to rai se young boys
in. | had to agree with them in a way, but a part of ne nissed the old ways.
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The breakfast conversati on had degenerated into a nonol ogue by Barbara about the
necessity of leading a virtious life, of being careful and considerate of

ot hers, and never harm ng anyone, and so on. She went on and on about howshe had
never hurt anyone in her entire life. It was nothing that you could really

object to, but it was getting dammed boring, nonetheless. Thus, | wel coned the
interruption when a maid cane and announced that we had a visitor with an urgent
nessage

We got very few visitors at Canelot, and tinme travel being what it is, wenever
got unexpected guests.

Bermused, | said, "Well, send himin."

He was a young man of proper size. That is to say, he was about six foot ten,
about hal fway between Ian and nyself. He was well built and had those straight
features that nmost wonen seemto find attractive. C ean shaven, and with short
bl ond hair, he wore the same sort of hyperexpensive silk and vicuna outfit that
lan and | usually sported.

"l see that we have the sane doctor," lan said.

"No, we don't," the stranger said. "But | can understand why you woul d think
that, since ny exterior formwas patterned after you and your partners."

I said, "You were 'patterned' after us. Great green gobs of greasy gopher shit.
This might turn out to be an interesting day after all. Barb, call the office
and tell themthat lan and | will be late for work. | expect that this
conversation might be a long one." Barb nodded but of course she didn't have to
| eave and do it right now "So, stranger, do you have a nanme?"

"From studyi ng your people, | assuned that you woul d expect one. Wuld ' Teacher'
be adequate? O perhaps ' Anrbasador' ?"

"Those are nore like titles than proper nanes,
"M . Teacher,' of course.”

"I would be happy with any designation that you would care to use."

"I'd be happier to know what your real name is," | said.

"Inreality, | don't have a nane. My people don't use separate nanes for

i ndi vi dual s, although we occasionally use job classifications. Any nane | use
will be strictly for your convenience."

"Tom assunming that this isn't an el aborate practical joke, it looks |ike we've
just cone across our third cultural group. First the Snoothies, then the
Killers, and now this bunch."

"I"'d like it to be a joke. It would nmean that Hasenpfeffer is becom ng human
again. But | don't think that it is," | said. "Okay, Teacher, so what are your
peopl e cal | ed?"

"I't might be best if you called us 'The Travelers,' since it is in that
connection that | was nade to contact you with a nessage."

"Before we get to this nessage of yours, you say that you were 'nade' ? Do you
mean that you are sone sort of machine, a robot?" |an asked

"Not in the sense of what you think of as a robot. | am a biol ogical construct,
not a thing of netal. If your biologists were to exanmi ne ne, they would find
hydr ocar bons, proteins, and DNA that is not too different fromwhat they are
accustomed to seeing. They might find sonme differences in ny gross anatony that
woul d suprise them but then again they nmight not. The Travel ers would not have
been able to cone to you thensel ves, being physically incapable of surviving on
this planet, and being nentally incapable of having a meani ngful conversation
with you. You, of course, have the sane incapacities with respect to them An
intermedi ary was therefore necessary. | amit, orhe , if you prefer."

"And just what are these physical incapabilities you are referring to?" | said.
"There are many. At the nost basic |evel, your body chemistry is based primarily
on carbon, oxygen, nitrogen, and hydrogen conpounds surrounded by water. The
Travel ers use those elenments, plus a lot of silicon and fluorine compounds al
surrounded by ammoni a. You are quite poisonous to each other."

"And nental | y?"

"You are individuals who exist in a diffuse cultural matrix and comrunicate in a
serial fashion using nodul ated sound waves. The Travel ers have a hive mind, and
whil e they are physically individuals, they are nentally a single entity. They
conmmuni cate in a broad-band, parallel fashion using nodulations in an energy

lan said. "Unless you want to be
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field that you have not yet discovered. In addition, your people live in three
di mensions while traveling through a fourth, which you call tinme. The Travel ers
live in five dinensions, while traveling in two others. In addition, your people
have a rather stodgy disposition, while the Travel ers have an extensive sense of
hunor that | don't think that you could ever conprehend."”

"lan, that sounds like such a crock of shit that it is alnost certain to be
true.”

"Yeah. So you can sonmehow conmmuni cate with these seven-di nensi onal Aliens who
built you?"

"That mght be a fair statenent. O, it mght be nore accurate to say that | am
a seven-di nensional Alien, as well as being a four-dinensional creature who

strongly resenbl es you humans. I n order to do ny job properly, | had to be nmade
with a dual nature. You might say that | aman interface."

"l always wondered what it would be Iike when the Aliens finally |landed. | never
expected themto walk in for breakfast,"” | said. "In any event, please sit down.

Woul d you like some breakfast? You do eat, don't you?"

"Ch, yes. This part of nme was nade to be perfectly human, as nearly as

possi ble."

"Good. Make yourself at hone."

The mai ds quickly brought in another chair and a |large tray of assorted

br eakfast foods.

"I hope to. After all, this part of me will be spending the rest of ny life
here. "

"No way of going back to the seven-di nensional world, | take it?" lan said.

"Not with this body, and of course ny other half can't exist in this world.
exist, must exist, in both. It's rather difficult to explain. These pancakes are
absolutely delicious. |'ve never eaten anything before, you know. "

"Well then, you have a lot to learn, as well as teach, | suppose. There was sone
tal k about a nessage that you had for us?"

"Ch, yes. Your activities here, your clunsy nuddling with some of the aspects of
the mul ti-dinensional universe have caused a certain degree of distress to the
Travelers. | aminstructed to informyou that you nust cease and desist in these
activities imediately, or the Travelers will destroy your entire Solar System
These sausage things are good, too."

There was about thirty seconds of silence, and then | said, very quietly, after
getting a nod fromlan, "Barb, put out the word to everybody on the island. Do
it right now Tell themthat absolutely nothing of a tenporal nature may be used
in any way until further notice. Every device that does anything concerning
other dinmensions is to be collected up and | ocked away, or |ocked off, or

sonet hing done to it to nake sure that nobody makes a mi stake."

Barb | eft quickly.

* * *

Barb returned, saying that she had nade the order retroactive to the nonment that
the Teacher had wal ked in the front door

I was about to start shouting that that in itself was a use of tine travel on
her part, in direct contradiction to ny orders, when the Teacher said, "Yes,

that was quite wise of you. The Travelers really would have done it, of course.
Having a hive mnd, the lives of nere individuals don't nmean nuch to them"

"If they had destroyed the Solar System you would have been killed, too,

woul dn't you?" | said. "Wiy doesn't this trouble you?"

"Because | would only be destroyed as an individual, and as | just said, we
aren't very concerned about the life or death of a single individual."
"Ckay," lan said. "I'mtrying to absorb this. You say that these 'Travel ers

can't live here, and if they can nake sonebody |ike you, they obviously have a
technology that is vastly superior to our owmn. Gven that, there can't be nuch
that we have that they could want. So why are they threatening us?"

"You are quite right. You have nothing that they want, or could possibly use.
Al they want of you is to be left alone. They have threatened you because you
have done them a great deal of damage. Anpbng ot her things, you have caused the
death of several nmillion of their conponent parts. Their people, as it were."
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"W have killed millions of thenP" | said.

"Quite so. You have been taking mllions of tons of stone and other materials
and dunping it into what you have been calling the 'Fifth Dinmension.' The

Travel ers use that dinmension, very regularily, for traveling in. The speeds

i nvol ved are of course astronomic, so that even quite small particles can cause
catastrophi c damage to their vehicles and 'people.' "

Barbara entered the conversation for the first tine. "Just what millions of tons
of stone are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Why, that installation you recently built a few hundred of your years ago on
this very island," the Teacher said. "You not only dirtied our shipping |lanes to
an unprecedented extent, but you sent out several tinmes the anount of rubbish
than was necessary to conplete your project. You wantonly destroyed severa
hundred of our, well, | suppose you could call them'Passenger Liners,' and did
it for no apparent reason at all."

"I did that," Barbara said, a | ook of absolute horror on her face.

"True. We examined the incident quite carefully before | was sent here."

"I murdered nillions of people?"

"l suppose that you could say that. They were certainly terninated wthout their
perm ssion, and by your standards, | suppose that you could call them people.”
"I was having fun, playing with a piece of machinery. | didn't know that | was
hurting anybody."

"W know that, and of course you nmeant no harm By our standards, you did no
great wong. To us, it was as if you had deleted a fewnmillion cells in our
body. A minor injury at nost. W don't hate you for it, but you nust understand
that this practice nust stop."

"By our standards, ignorance is no excuse in the eyes of the |aw, " Barbara said,
starting to cry.

| said, "Hey, Barb, lighten up! He has said that all you did was ness up a few
mllion cells in their body. That's like falling and scrapi ng your knee. No big
thing, pretty girl! It's not like you killed a human, or sonething."

"But of course, she did that, also. Wen she was perforating the roof of the
overly extensive water collection systemshe was putting in, she inadvertently
al so perforated el even cani bals who were sitting hungrily around a canpfire. But
they were froma culture that was soon to be extinct, so the incident shouldn't
trouble her," the Teacher said.

Barbara's eyeballs rolled up and she just crunpled silently onto the floor. As |
bent down to pick her up, | said, "Ch, but it does trouble her. It troubles her
greatly."

"W are not concerned with either your enotional reactions or your primtive

| egal standards. Since you have agreed to stop your offensive practices, ny
other task is to teach you how to do things properly. Sinple nodifications to
your equi prent will enable you to dispose of your trash in such manner that you
won't cause anyone el se any damage. | left a suitcase in your entranceway that
contains a conplete set of textbooks, witten in your |anguage, that will allow
you to continue with your lives wi thout disturbing ours."

"You are going to teach us everything there is to know about traveling in the

ot her di nmensions? G ve us the theoretical background that we presently |ack?"
"Of course. It is really preferable to killing you all, and it doesn't actually
cost us anything. | nmean, | had to be nade to deliver the nessage, and since I'm
here, | nmight as well live sonmewhat |onger and spend ny time being a teacher
Also, it is quite possible that as | |earn nore about you, the know edge m ght
be useful to the Travelers. In fact it is nore than possible. A ready, | have

| earned nmuch that is valuable. The whol e phenonenon of taste is newto us. Your
pancakes, sausages, and this 'coffee' are absolutely delightful!"

"You are going to have a nmarvelous tinme when you di scover sex," | said, naking
Barb as confortable as | could. | didn't realize then that the damage to her
psyche was permanent.

lan said, "Okay. You've got a deal. You teach us everything we need to know, and
we'll do the sanme. We've got a good, conplete university sitting enpty on this

i sland, and we've al ways wondered what it was for. Now we know. It's all yours,
Teacher. Take it, staff it and run it any way you want to. Have a ball!"
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CHAPTER FORTY- SEVEN

The Departure of the Snoot hies

The Teacher started out by witing down a few sinple equations on a piece of
paper, and lan and | stared at themfor a few m nutes.

"That's it," lan said. "That's what we've been busting our balls on for years,
trying to figure out."
"Yeah. | sure wish it was nore conplicated, so | wouldn't feel so dunmb."

"All the world's great ideas are sinple, and al ways have been, all the way

t hrough history."

"I''l'l take your word for it," | said. "Anyway, these equations prove that the
Teacher's for real. | don't see that we have any choice but to do everything
that he says."

"Yeah. And here | was hoping that | would go down in history as one of science's
greatest thinkers."

"Me too. But we have to either give up on that dream or have our Sol ar System
destroyed because we are guilty of Interstellar Littering. On the other hand,
well, we're still filthy rich. That's got to count for sonething."

"I't always has, Tom It always has."

* * *

The first major effect of having the Teacher around was that, since it was
obvious that lan and | hadn't invented all this time travel stuff in the first
place, it would not violate causality if we got to see sone of it, and | earn how
it worked.

It turned out that there were four tine travel terninals on the island, which
were connected to the subway system Al you had to know was which destination
button to push, and there you were.

Actually, | don't renmenber ever pressing any of those two-hundred-odd buttons on
the wall of each subway car. | was always with a crowd of girls, and one of them
al ways pushed the buttons. In ny years on the island, | had never dialed a

tel ephone, rung a doorbell, or witten a letter. It was easy to see (now) how
they had so easily kept so many things fromus. | began to realize that having
too many servants makes you a rather limted person

Anyway, you stepped across the hallway fromthe subway door and into a snall

room A panel on the wall let you dial in the tinme that you wanted to arrive at,
and you pushed a button. The door closed and in a little while it opened. Then
you were then. There was no free-fall, since the roomwas able to naneuver
within Earth's gravitational field, now, but the transit tinme was still there,

whi ch was why peopl e used the nmore spaci ous and confortable canisters for
traveling long tenporal distances.

I was told that if | was going to start using the Local Tenporal Transport
System one thing that | had to be careful of was to keep a close watch over ny
own circadian rhythns. It was all too easy to get themout of step with one
anot her, and there was a danger of getting yourself stuck in a pernmanent jet

| ag.

It was frustrating to see how sinple it all was, and enbarassing to realize that
we hadn't been smart enough to figure it out by oursel ves.

* * *

The next thing we did was to take the Teacher around, and show himevery bit of
tenporal engineering that we had on the island. He passed judgenent on each
devi ce, saying whether it was okay to use, or it needed nodification, or it had
to be destroyed i mediately.

It was our tunneling and diggi ng equi prent that caused nobst of the probl ens.
Mechani cal Iy, the devices were okay, but the electronic controls had to be
destroyed, and entirely new ones built and installed. The sanme went for sone of
the weapons we'd been so proud of. Not the bonbs, since they returned all the
matter involved back to our own di mensions, as did the emergency power
generators and the escape harnesses. But all the variations of the tenporal
swords were no | onger allowed, not without a conplete redesign. The earliest
nmodel s, which caused sone residual radiation, were deened acceptable by the
Teacher, but they had all been replaced years ago by what we thought were
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cl eaner nodel s, which dunped the trash into the fifth dinension, rather than
into our own future. It was with great regret that | unclipped ny tenporal sword
fromny belt, and handed it to the Teacher

* * *

The Teacher took over the university that we had given him hired sone

adm nistrators at our expense to schedul e classes and keep student records, and
put on sone nore housekeepers, janitors and gardeners to keep the place very
neat and clean. Then he proceeded to teach every class hinself, doubling back in
time as nmuch as necessary to get the job done. You could go through the schoo
and see what appeared to be hundreds of him teaching hundreds of small classes
of typically ten students. He soon took over an entire student dormitory for
hinself, and lived in all of the roons, aparently sinultaneously.

And it wasn't only nulti-spatial engineering that he was |ecturing about. The
Travel ers were way ahead of us in alnpbst everything scientific, cultural,

mat hemati cal or phil osophic. The Teacher was prepared to teach anything to
anybody at any tine. New textbooks sonehow naterialized on a regular basis and
were sent to our print shops for duplication. O course, you had to be a
Smoothie, a Killer, or a nenber of the Historical Core to get on the island, so

enrol Il ment at the university was sonewhat restricted. Maybe we'll change the
rules, later. Maybe nuch | ater

The Teacher always dressed very well. He discovered that with a little
re-tailoring, lan's worn-once outfits fit himvery well, and that he liked them
My old clothes, being a bit small for him continued to fill up the closets in
my pal ace

The | adies of the island were as attracted to the Teacher as they were to the
three of us, but | think for different reasons. He liked themas well, and he

found sex to be as narvelous a thing as | had promsed himit would be. Sex, but
not reproduction. For whatever reason, he proved to be sterile, with human
WOMEN, anyway.

lan and | got private tutoring, of course, but we didn't do all that well at it.
We' d been the boss for too long to slip easily back into the role of being nere
school boys, but we did pick up a few pointers.

One thing that | was delighted to | earn was that the Second Law of

Ther nodynami cs was a purely | ocal phenonenon that only applied to sone aspects
of a three dinensional universe. I'd known it all along. Wth a bit of digging,

I found plans for a sinple device that turned water into ice cubes, and produced
electricity as a by-product.

| also finally learned why it took time to travel in tine. The way the Travelers
| ooked at it, what we were doing when we traveled in tinme was taking a defined
portion of our space-tine continuum and bending it into the other dinensions.
Wthin that defined portion (think of it as sort of a pipe), space and tine
remain conpletely normal. They have to, since if they ever becanme di scontinuous,
even for an instant, anyone inside would cease to live, or even to exist.

Now, this wasn't the way | had been | ooking at what we were doing. It seened to
me that | was working with fields and forces, not bending continuuns. | don't
know. Maybe | never did really understand time travel. |'ve heard that DeForrest
never really understood what was going on in a vacuumtube. He only invented the
thing. O her people, like Major Arnstrong, figured outwhy it worked.

So our island was finding a newrole in life. It was now becomng a university
town. This was good, since its other functions were starting to shut down.

At the shop, all of our subordinates had enrolled at the university as soon as
it was opened, and doubled forward and back as necessary, usually conpleting
several years of graduate work in what appeared to us to be a single night.
Wthin a few days, all of the people in our little conpany were retrained,
barring two of the janitors (a nusicol ogist and a history nmajor, who weren't
interested in technical things), and within a few weeks, all of our old

machi nery and weapons were operational in the new, safe node.

Sonetimes, when there was some bit of trash that we were sure that the world
woul d never need again, we would sinply dunp it into the sun. Mirre often, it was
sent to a recycling center where the stuff was broken down into its constituent
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atoms, sorted, and stored. Well, things |ike pure oxygen, argon and nitrogen
were usually just released into the environment. Then, if you needed a few tons
of pure silicon, titaniumor gold, well, you knew where to go.

Now t hat our engi neers had textbooks to go by, they didn't need to be creative
at all. They had all the answers that a culture a thousand tines ol der than our
own had conme up with. If you had a problem all you had to do was |ook it up
The girls turned out sonme marvel ous things, but for lan and nme, well, they
didn't need us anynore.

We were still in charge and all, but there weren't many opportunities to earn

the undying admiration of our |oyal workers because of our astounding
creativity.

Work got very boring, for me at least. lan was so wapped up with getting his
Hi storical Core going that he usually didn't have tine to eat, let alone talk to
old friends.

In many of the manufacturing plants around, work was getting nonexi stent. One
day | noticed that the wi ndow franme plant, which we had toured in one of our
first weeks on the island, was closing down. Al of the stock bins were enpty,
the last of the finished wi ndows were bei ng haul ed away, and the machi nery was
bei ng packed into shipping containers.

lan and | found the plant nanager

"What goes on here?" | asked.

"Why, we're closing down, sir."

"l can see that. But why?"

"Lack of work, | suppose. W've filled all of our orders and used up all of our
raw materials, so it is time to close it all up."
"They stopped ordering wi ndows? Strange. But then, | never could figure out

where all of those windows were going in the first place."

"Going, sir? Wiy, look around you! Every wi ndow on this entire island was
manufactured right here in this plant, and so was every w ndow at Atlantic Ri dge
City. Al of the necessary repair and replacenent w ndows have been manuf act ured
and stored, so they won't be needing this facility ever again. The machinery is
all being sold to a conpany in Mexico, they tell me. It will be working for many

years yet, but | won't. 1'lIl be retiring as soon as we finish getting the
bui |l di ng cl eaned out."
"I hope you enjoy the rest," lan said. "But what was that you were saying about

a city on the Atlantic Ri dge?"

"They never told you about that, sir? How odd. Well, anyway, during the Ice Age
before last, the level of the oceans got so low that a few hundred square mles
of the Atlantic Ridge becane exposed to the air. It's a perfect place for all of
us Smoothies to live, for thousands of years. The climate is lovely, there's no
| ocal ecology to disrupt, so we can bring in nodern plants and farm ani nal s

wi t hout endangering existing species, and when it eventually sinks back into the
sea, there won't be any possibility of problens with causality. My plant nade
all the windows we'll ever need for the city and all the surrounding
countryside. "

"l guess they never told us because we never asked. What are they going to do
with your old factory buil ding?" | asked.

"I"'msure | don't know, sir. Maybe the university will find sone use for it.
It's not nmy concern. |I'mleaving tonorrow afternoon."

"You're going to Atlantic Ridge Gty?"

"Yes. The wife and | have bought a nice apartnent there, with a good view of the
ocean. It's a two week trip, going back that far, but we've booked a private
cani ster, and we're looking forward to the trip. The wife is calling it our
second honeynoon. "

"Well, enjoy yourself. | w sh you both the best of everything."

"Thank you, sir. I'll give the wife your regards."

As the weeks went on, nmore and nore factories and shops were closing down, their
pur poses for existing having been conpleted. In tinme, | began to notice that the
crowds were thinning down, that the concert halls were no longer full, and that
the plays often had fewer actors and were being given shorter runs.

lan asked nme if | didn't want to go back and see this Atlantic Ridge City that
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everybody was abandoning our island for, but I didn't want to do it, not now,
anyway. Wien we got to talking about it, he said that he felt about the sane way
as | did. Later. W'd do it later

Then one night | found a new wonman in ny bed.

Barbara's depression had grown until she had stopped sleeping with ne. The
doctors couldn't seemto do anything for her. | figured that nmaybe if | let her
have her space, and gave her enough tinme, she would eventually recover. It
wasn't like | needed the sex, what with all the other girls around.

Anyway, having lived with themfor years, | had of course gotten to know ny
househol d staff pretty well, as well as the | adies who worked at the shop under
I an.

Natual |y, | asked the new girl what she was doing there.

She said that she worked at Canel ot now, in gardening, replacing a wonman who had
decided to get married to a man who was going to the Atlantic R dge.

| said that that was nice, and we had a fine night together

Then, the next day, | found another new girl waiting in the bedroom | soon

di scovered that over half of nmy household was schedul ed to | eave soon, and that
in a few nonths, they would start having difficulty finding replacenents.

deci ded, what the heck? The place didn't really need a hundred and fifty wonen
to keep it up. Thirty or forty of themcould handl e things (and ne) well enough
lan was having simlar experiences. It seenmed that since we were no | onger
necessary for the continuation of the culture, our previously infinite sex
appeal was starting to wear a little thin.

Barbara's depression didn't wear thin. Instead, it got worse. Mich worse. In a
few weeks, she becane inpossible for anyone to talk to, and the Head Chef, a
worman naned Julia, started taking over nobst of her duties

Bar bara stopped spending her days with ne, as well.

I was making sone progress with my boys, but it was sl ow going. Scuba diving and
flying ultralights still frightened them but we often went horseback riding
now.

But | couldn't get themto race each other on horseback. The closest they got to
it was galloping three abreast across the fields, like an old-tine cavalry
charge. That gave ne an idea. | had unifornms nmade up for the four of us, the
infinitely flashy outfits worn by the ancient Polish Wnged Hussars, conplete
with golden helnmets, |eopard skin sashes, scale mail breastplates, sabres, and

|l ong | ances. Plus, of course, the great feathered white wings going fromtheir
backs to high above their heads. Then | found a Killer corporal who had actually
served in the Wnged Hussars in the early fifteenth century. He showed up in
full regalia—ust Absol ute Panache—to give them sone pointers. The boys actually
got fairly good with those |ong, hollow | ances, skewering brass rings at a ful

gallop, but when it cane to using a sabre, well, they just couldn't bring
thensel ves to swi ng one at sonebody.
Oten, the four of us went sailing. | tried to talk the boys into each taking

one of the three yachts, using their servants as a crew, and racing each other,
but they didn't want to. They prefered to work together, as a team Turning them
into individuals was going to take tine.

One night, at the Bucket of Blood, | got to talking to Leftenant Fitzsinon.
"Look, Fitz, you are a nultiply married man, with lots of kids. You have nore
experience with children than 1'lIl ever have. |'ve told you the kind of problens
I'"ve been having with ny boys. What am | doi ng wrong?"

"Wong, sir? Wiy, nothing that | can see. Look. A boy needs a nother who | oves
himno matter what, and a father who spends enough time with himto show him
what being a man is all about. See that he gets those two things, and enough to

eat, and he'll growup all right. But | get the feeling that that's not exactly
what you want. You want those boys to grow up like twentieth-century M dwestern
Americans, and there's only one way to do that. You'll have to take themto

twentieth-century Anerica, say, about 1945, a healthy, peaceful time, really,
although it didn't seemthat way to the people who lived there. Raise themin
the Anerican Mdwest, and they'll grow up to be just like you. | nean, if you
raise themin Inca Land, they' |l grow up being good little Incas, if you get ny
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meani ng. "

"But howcan | do that? My job is here."

"You can do what | do, sir, if your wife will go along with it. Spend your
working |ife whereever the job takes you, and spend your vacations wth your
boys and their nother. Do it right and they won't even be aware of the fact that
you spend nost of your tinme el sewhere."

"But don't you see, nmy wife is ny biggest problem She is a Shoothie who
considers herself to be a nmurderer, and |'mbeginning to realize that Snhoothies
have a bigger guilt conplex than anything a Pagan or a Jew or a Catholic ever
suffered from™

"Sir, it sounds to me like the two of you are in need of professional help. You
need a psychol ogi st fromyour own Anerican culture, and there's only one of them
on the whole island. He's a friend of yours."

CHAPTER FORTY- El GHT
A Talk Wth Hasenpfeffer
I mulled it over for weeks, and in the end | knew that Fitzsimon was right.

had to talk with Hassenpfeffer. Still, | procrastinated until one day Barbara
was gone. She sinply could not be found anywhere on the island.

Frantic, | called together the three Killer officers who had hel ped ne back when
we thought that sonebody might be sabotaging our first tinme canister.

"Find her," | told them "Find Barbara."

"Right, sir," Leftenant Fitzsinmon said. "W'Il|l be back directly, | expect."
They all returned to ny living roomin five mnutes.

"Yes?"

"She's left, sir. She went back to 1965, when the local tine transports were
first put in. She went directly to the harbor and tal ked her way onto a
freighter that had just delivered a |oad of building materials here. She sail ed
off with them sir, headed for New Ol eans."

"Well, stop her! Get her back here!"

"Yes sir, if that's what you really w sh. But have you thought it all the way
through? Do you really want us to have a mlitary squad waiting for her when
that ship docks in New Ol eans? Wat if she doesn't want to go back? Should we
force her to come with us? Wat should our response be with regards to the |oca
peopl e and authorities? To them this mght |ook |ike a kidnapping, and then the
use of force would seem appropriate to them Wen that happens, do we fight
back?"

"Ch, how the hell should | know? Why can't you stop her before she gets on that
shi p?"

"Causality again, sir. You see, the three of us have watched her get on the ship
and sail off. Not directly, but through the means of certain surveillance
devices available to us. Anyway, her sailing off is now an established fact, and
there's no way in the world to change that."

"Shit. Just what kind of surveillance devices are you tal king about ?"

"Right. Well, there isn't any reason to keep anything fromyou anynore, is
there? W use these 'bugs' that actually look like insects. They can craw, fly,
and have enough intelligence to follow their target at a discreet distance. They
have enough sensors to observe everything that happens and enough menory to
record about six hours of it. Then they fly hone, and | et you see what they
saw. "

"Are these some kind of living thing, or a sort of tiny robot?"

"As | understand it, they are sonewhere in between, sir."

"Then how can what a machi ne knows stop you from doi ng anyt hi ng?"

"Well, we know it too, sir, now that we've | ooked at what it saw. But their very
act of recording it makes the event immutable. If we were investigating a
murder, for exanple, and there was a dead body on the floor, we could bug the

pl ace, and find out exactly what happened there. W coul d prove concl usively who
did the killing, and have a one hundred percent expectation of bringing himto
justice. But we couldn't do a thing for the victimof the crime, except avenge
him of course.”

"Well, damm causality!"
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"I've often felt that way nyself, sir. But for now, may | point out that the
events we are tal ki ng about happened many years in the past? That you have
plenty of tine to think everything through, before you take any action? Tine
enough, say, to discuss the matter with your ol dest friends and busi ness
partners?"

| sat there a while, thinking. "Yeah. | suppose you're right. Okay. Thank you,
gentl enen for another job well done."

lan was getting nore and nore involved with his Historical Core, to the point
that it was difficult to get himto tal k about anything el se.

Anyway, | had a people problem and only one person | knew of had the expertise
to help ne. | asked ny secretary to make nme an appoi ntnent to see Hasenpfeffer
He said that he'd be right over

In ten minutes, he was in ny living room He was much ol der than when |'d seen
himlast, and he had shrunk, sonehow. H s hair, what there was left of it, was
grey turning to white. His skin was a bright, untanned pink, and there were
crow s feet around his clear blue eyes. Mire inportantly, he seened to have
mel | omed out with age, with a steady, sincere smle on his lips and in his eyes.
"Come in," | said. "Have a seat. Can | get you anything?"

"Thank you, and perhaps we'll have sone refreshment later. For now, there is
much to discuss, and this talk is |ong overdue."

"You know that Barbara is gone?"

"Ch, yes. |Is that where you want us to start?"

"Well, no. Maybe we'd best start at the beginning. Jim just what in the hel

has been goi ng on around here?"

"I was sure that you had figured that out by this tinme. No? Let ne explain it
fromny point of view, and then it will all nake sense to you. The obvious first
poi nt was that once we had forned the partnership, we were faced with a
basically technical problem that of developing a tinme nmachine. W had two
peopl e, you and lan, who were very conpetent, technically, but who were woefully
i nconpetent in their interpersonal relationships. Geat |eaders you were not.
You couldn't even talk a girl into having sex with you. Then we had one person,
me, who was conpetent in nmanagi ng people but equally inconpetent at anything
technical. Therefore it nade perfect sense for ne to handle all the business,
financial, and managenent tasks, and for the two of you to do the technica
things. Are you with ne so far?"

"Yes, of course, that nuch is obvious. But this island, these cities, all these
worren? Wasn't that going way overboard?"

"I don't think so. You see, it eventually becanme obvious that your technica
endeavors were going to be sucessful far beyond our earlier dreans. This brought
on the need for elaborate security provisions, since wealth of the magnitude
that we were soon generating could not possibly be hidden. At the sane tinme, you
and |Ian woul d soon have to becone conpetent managers in your own rights, since
we were growi ng outside of the backyard inventor's millieu. You had to be able
to run at least a major engineering conpany, and |lead the people init. lan was
quite right about the sinilarity between humans and baboons. If you wish to be a

great | eader of men, you nust first have a considerable followi ng of wonen. |'m
sure that if you asked him he could give you hundreds of historical exanples."
"So you were deliberately manipulating us fromthe very begi nning?" | said.

"True. But | was also nmanipulating nyself, for a few nonths there, until |
figured out precisely what | would have to do, and what it was that, in a sense,
I had al ready done. Convincing the wonen that the three of us were sexually
desirable was a relatively sinple matter of adjusting the paraneters of their
culture, to nake us be perceived as the nost desirable possible fathers for
their children, and making it socially permissable for themto aggressively

pursue us. After which, well, Mther Nature sinply took her course."
"Horseshit. You were always a lady's man, fromthe first day that | nmet you."
"Again true. O, to put it another way, | was fortunate in being sonmehow a

culturally approved ideal nmate for wonmen in the second half of twentieth-century
America. You and lan were not. As the saying went, sone get it, and sone don't.

| arranged matters such that all three of us were in that exalted category in
the Smoothie culture. Surely you can't be angry with me for that."
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"Maybe not. But you just happened to have a whole bloody culture around that you
could mani pulate in any way you w shed?"

"I'n a manner of speaking, yes. Like many other thinkers, psychol ogists, and

phi | osophers throughout history, fromPlato on down, | had often dreaned of
creating a perfect culture, a place of peace and harnony where people could live
long, rich lives conpletely free fromthe deprivations, the horrors and the
anxieties that the rest of humanity has always been heir to. Unlike the rest of
them 1 had the wherewithall, thanks to you and lan, to actually create it, and
the tinme to guide it to fruition."

"And you are proud of this thing that you have done?"

"Ch, yes. Infinitely so."

"I think it's a fucked-up nmess. You have created a huge mass of nmental cripples
who can't think for thensel ves! They can all play nusical instrunments, but not
one of them can conpose a sinple tune! They can each paint a beautiful picture,
but not one of themcan create anything original! They can do sound engi neering
wor k, but not one of themcan actually invent anything! They can't nake up a
fucking joke, for God's sake!"

"I don't conpletely agree with you, but even if what you claimis true, well, so
what? In the world we both grew up in, not one person in ten thousand was truly
creative. Al the rest worked their butts off trying to survive as best they
coul d, eking out sone sort of aliving in an absolutely insecure world. My
peopl e feel secure precisely because they know what their futures will be. There
is no crinme because everyone knows that every crimnal wll be caught and

puni shed for his transgressions. There is no material want because we know
exactly what will be needed and when, and have various sensi bl e neans of
providing it. My people live long, contented lives. If that one person in ten

t housand who wants to be creative gets eased out of ny society and into one
where he will be appreciated, well, is that so great a price to pay?"

"What 'society where he will be appreciated ?"

"Way, the one that you will build, of course. You know, for quite a while,

there, after you married Barbara, | had hopes that you woul d change your m nd
about the Snoothies, as you call them | had hopes that you would one day becone
my successor, as the leader of this society. | see now that you will never want
to do such a thing. A pity. lan, of course, has found a lifetinme avocation in
running his Historical Core. | suppose that | will end up having to choose one
of my own sons, and train himto succeed ne. Interesting."

"Ckay," | said. "To be fair, | have been thinking about sone sort of thing |ike

a culture for creative people, but that's not what | want to tal k about. Barbara
is gone, and | want her back!"

"My old friend, Barbara is gone, and you will never get her back."

"What the fuck are you tal king about? She's just having some enotional problens.
She' || straighten out and cone hone, eventually."

"No, she won't. Barbara is gone forever. You nust sonehow reconcile yourself to
that. Look, by her standards, she committed two great crinmes, one alnobst has to
say two great sins. Her carel essness killed sone cannibals living on the island,
and t hen her ranbunctiousness with a piece of equi pnent that you and |an had
desi gned caused the deaths of a fewmllion Aliens fromthe Travel ers' culture.
By our standards, neither of these acts could possibly be considered nurder.
Even the Aliens don't hold her personally responsible. But by her standards, she
sinned the greatest possible sins. She felt that she had to atone for those
sins, and that she could only do that by giving her life for the betternment of
her society. And that's exactly what she did. It was a lot |like a Geek tragedy,
really. The beautiful, innocent young nother going willingly to her death
because of circunstances totally beyond her control."

"Then we will damm well stop her! And don't give nme any of that causality shit!"
"I must give you that causality shit, Tom because you yourself have already
seen her dead body. Renenber that day in Northern M chigan when this whole thing
started? Those thin slices of human being that you scooped up with that
contraption you' d nmade out of your sleeping bag? That was Barbara, Tom She had
| earned enough about how tinme travel worked fromsitting in on the tutoria
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sessions that the Teacher gave you and lan. She took a supply of nobney w th her
from your accounts here, —You didn't even know that you had such accounts, did
you?—and went north to set up the denonstration that resulted ultimately in the
creation of her entire society, her entire world. Wen the story gets known,

am sure that she will becone the equivalent of the Patron Saint of her world."
"Holy shit, Jim | don't know what to say," | said, no |onger being able to hold
back the tears

"Then don't say anything. There are drugs and therapy that m ght hel p, but
sonetines the old renedies are the best ones,” Jimsaid, pulling out a fifth of
the JimBeam | used to favor in the old days. "Cone, old friend. Drink with nme."
* * %

Much later, and three fifths of sour mash later, | said, "My boys, Jim What am
| going to do with ny boys?"

"You must find thema new nother, Tom O perhaps, nothers. |If you really want

themto grow up as individuals, | would reconend that you separate them as soon
as possible. Are you ready to get narried agai n?"
"Married? Me? No, | don't think that I'lIl ever do that again. The first tine was

too painful."

"Then you nust either send them back to Barbara's fanmily, where |'m sure her
parents woul d be happy to raise them as good little Shoothies, or you should
follow Leftenant Fitzsi mon's reconendations and take themto the early second
hal f of the twentieth century, in the Anerican Mdwest. That is to say, put them
up for adoption, with good famlies."

" Snmoot hi es? My boys? Never! Adoption? | wouldn't have any idea how to go about
doi ng such a thing."

"I could take care of that for you, if that's what you really want."

"Let me think on that for a few days."

"That is very good thinking."

"Anot her thing, Jim You' ve been telling me about all these things that you
shouldn't be able to know. Things like what lan said to ne when we were al

al one. What gives? You' ve been spying on us the whole tine?"

"OfF course! If you are going to nanage a culture, and tweak it to perfection,
you have to give up on things like a concern for privacy. Ch, we never intrude
on anyone's life. They probably know that we are watching themthe way a
Christian believes that God is always |ooking over him but it rarely affects
them personal ly, unless they are desperately in need of help, or are in the act
of committing sonme crine, so no one ever minds it."

"I mndit."

"Do you really? Wuld you like us to stop it?"

"Dam straight!"

"I't might be dangerous for you. W help a |lot of people in trouble, you know.
When that shark bit lan's foot off, it wasn't the flare that got the Air Force
there in seconds, you know. It was one of our bugs."

"Il take ny chances."

"Conme back to ne when you're sober, tell me the same thing, and and |I'Il act on
it."

"Il do that."

"Very well. In the meantine, think about that fine, creative world that you are

going to build. The world of the Killers."
THE END
For nore great books visit
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