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



“If you don’t know history, you don’t know anything.”
EDWARD JOHNSTON, 1990

“I’m not interested in the future. I’'m interested in the future of the
future.”

ROBERT DONIGER, 1996

INTRODUCTION

Science at the End of the

Century

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

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

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

If you were to say to a physicist in 1899 that in 1999, a hundred years
later, moving images would be transmitted into homes all over the world
from satellites in the sky; that bombs of unimaginable power would threaten
the species; that antibiotics would abolish infectious disease but that disease
would fight back; that women would have the vote, and pills to control
reproduction; that millions of people would take to the air every hour in



aircraft capable of taking off and landing without human touch; that you
could cross the Atlantic at two thousand miles an hour; that humankind
would travel to the moon, and then lose interest; that microscopes would be
able to see individual atoms; that people would carry telephones weighing a
few ounces, and speak anywhere in the world without wires; or that most of
these miracles depended on devices the size of a postage stamp, which
utilized a new theory called quantum mechanics — if you said all this, the
physicist would almost certainly pronounce you mad.

Most of these developments could not have been predicted in 1899,
because prevailing scientific theory said they were impossible. And for the
few developments that were not impossible, such as airplanes, the sheer scale
of their eventual use would have defied comprehension. One might have
imagined an airplane — but ten thousand airplanes in the air at the same time
would have been beyond imagining.

So it is fair to say that even the most informed scientists, standing on the
threshold of the twentieth century, had no idea what was to come.

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

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

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



used in many different ways.

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

And in 1998, quantum teleportation was demonstrated in three
laboratories around the world — in Innsbruck, in Rome and at Cal Tech.*
Physicist Jeff Kimble, leader of the Cal Tech team, said that quantum
teleportation could be applied to solid objects: “The quantum state of one
entity could be transported to another entity. . . . We think we know how to
do that.”t Kimble stopped well short of suggesting they could teleport a
human being, but he imagined that someone might try with a bacterium.

These quantum curiosities, defying logic and common sense, have
received little attention from the public, but they will. According to some
estimates, by the first decades of the new century, the majority of physicists
around the world will work in some aspect of quantum technology.+

It is therefore not surprising that during the mid-1990s, several
corporations undertook quantum research. Fujitsu Quantum Devices was
established in 1991. IBM formed a quantum research team in 1993, under
pioneer Charles Bennett.§ ATT and other companies soon followed, as did
universities such as Cal Tech, and government facilities like Los Alamos.
And so did a New Mexico research company called ITC. Located only an
hour’s drive from Los Alamos, ITC made remarkable strides very early in the
decade. Indeed, it is now clear that ITC was the first company to have a
practical, working application employing advanced quantum technology, in
1998.

In retrospect, it was a combination of peculiar circumstances — and
considerable luck — that gave ITC the lead in a dramatic new technology.
Although the company took the position that their discoveries were entirely
benign, their so-called recovery expedition showed the dangers only too
clearly. Two people died, one vanished, and another suffered serious injuries.
Certainly, for the young graduate students who undertook the expedition, this
new quantum technology, harbinger of the twenty-first century, proved



anything but benign.

A typical episode of private warfare occurred in 1357. Sir Oliver de
Vannes, an English knight of nobility and character, had taken over the towns
of Castelgard and La Roque, along the Dordogne River. By all accounts, this
“borrowed lord” ruled with honest dignity, and was beloved by the people. In
April, Sir Oliver’s lands were invaded by a rampaging company of two
thousand brigandes, renegade knights under the command of Arnaut de
Cervole, a defrocked monk known as “the Archpriest.” After burning
Castelgard to the ground, Cervole razed the nearby Monastery of Sainte-
Mere, murdering monks and destroying the famed water mill on the
Dordogne. Cervole then pursued Sir Oliver to the fortress of La Roque,
where a terrible battle followed.

Oliver defended his castle with skill and daring. Contemporary accounts
credit Oliver’s efforts to his military adviser, Edwardus de Johnes. Little is
known of this man, around whom a Merlin-like mythology grew up: it was
said he could vanish in a flash of light. The chronicler Audreim says Johnes
came from Oxford, but other accounts say he was Milanese. Since he traveled
with a team of young assistants, he was most likely an itinerant expert, hiring
himself out to whoever paid for his services. He was schooled in the use of
gunpowder and artillery, a technology new at that time. . . .

Ultimately, Oliver lost his impregnable castle when a spy opened an
inside passage, allowing the Archpriest’s soldiers to enter. Such betrayals
were typical of the complex intrigues of that time.

From The Hundred Years War in France

by M. D. Backes, 1996

CORAZON

“Anyone who is not shocked by quantum theory does not understand it.”

NEILS BOHR, 1927

“Nobody understands quantum theory.”

RICHARD FEYNMAN, 1967

He should never have taken that shortcut.

Dan Baker winced as his new Mercedes S500 sedan bounced down the
dirt road, heading deeper into the Navajo reservation in northern Arizona.
Around them, the landscape was increasingly desolate: distant red mesas to
the east, flat desert stretching away in the west. They had passed a village
half an hour earlier — dusty houses, a church and a small school, huddled



against a cliff — but since then, they’d seen nothing at all, not even a fence.
Just empty red desert. They hadn’t seen another car for an hour. Now it was
noon, the sun glaring down at them. Baker, a forty-year-old building
contractor in Phoenix, was beginning to feel uneasy. Especially since his
wife, an architect, was one of those artistic people who wasn’t practical about
things like gas and water. His tank was half-empty. And the car was starting
to run hot.

“Liz,” he said, “are you sure this is the way?”

Sitting beside him, his wife was bent over the map, tracing the route with
her finger. “It has to be,” she said. “The guidebook said four miles beyond
the Corazon Canyon turnoff.”

“But we passed Corazon Canyon twenty minutes ago. We must have
missed it.”

“How could we miss a trading post?” she said.

“I don’t know.” Baker stared at the road ahead. “But there’s nothing out
here. Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, we can get great Navajo rugs
in Sedona. They sell all kinds of rugs in Sedona.”

“Sedona,” she sniffed, “is not authentic.”

“Of course it’s authentic, honey. A rug is a rug.”

“Weaving.”

“Okay.” He sighed. “A weaving.”

“And no, it’s not the same,” she said. “Those Sedona stores carry tourist
junk — they’re acrylic, not wool. I want the weavings that they sell on the
reservation. And supposedly the trading post has an old Sandpainting
weaving from the twenties, by Hosteen Klah. And I want it.”

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

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

Dan Baker sighed again. “We must’ve passed it.”

“Let’s give it a few more miles,” his wife said.

“How many more?”

“I don’t know. A few more.”

“How many, Liz? Let’s decide how far we’ll go with this thing.”

“Ten more minutes,” she said.



“Okay,” he said, “ten minutes.”

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

“Oh my God!” she said. “We hit him!”

“What?”

“We hit that guy.”

“No, we didn’t. We hit a pothole.”

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

“We couldn’t have hit him,” Baker said. “He’s still standing.”

“Dan. We hit him. I saw it.”

“I don’t think so, honey.”

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

“We better go back,” she said.

“Why?”

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

“I thought you wanted to go back,” she said.

“I do.”

“Then let’s go back.”

“I just don’t want any problems, Liz.”

“Dan. I don’t believe this.”

He sighed, and slowed the car. “Okay, I’'m turning. I’m turning.”

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

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



degrees out here, he thought.

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

“Are you all right?” Baker said as he helped the man to sit up on the dirt
road.

The old man coughed. “Yeah. I’m all right.”

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

“In a minute.”

Baker looked around. “Where’s your car?” he said.

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

“Dan, I think he’s hurt,” his wife said.

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

No car. Nothing.

“How’d he get out here?” Baker said.

“Come on,” Liz said, “we have to take him to a hospital.”

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

The old guy leaned heavily on Baker as they crossed the road. Liz opened
the back door. The old man said, “I can walk. I can talk.”

“Okay. Fine.” Baker eased him into the back seat.

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

It was as if he had just stepped out of a car.

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

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

Baker crossed the road to have a look. He stepped over a very large



pothole, considered showing it to his wife, then decided not to.

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

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

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

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

Nothing happened.

He pushed it again. Again nothing.

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

Baker started the engine. “Gallup it is.”

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

“What?”

“You see his hands?”

“What about them?”

“The fingertips.”

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

“Just on the tips? Why not the whole hand?”

Baker shrugged.

“His fingers weren’t like that before,” she said. “They weren’t red when
we picked him up.”

“Honey, you probably just didn’t notice them.”



“I did notice, because he had a manicure. And I thought it was interesting
that some old guy in the desert would have a manicure.”

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

He sighed.

The road continued straight ahead.

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

“How are you feeling?” Liz said.

“Feeling? I’'m reeling. Fine, just fine.”

“What’s your name?” Liz said.

The man blinked at her. “The quondam phone made me roam.”

“But what’s your name?”

The man said, “Name same, blame game.”

Baker said, “He’s rhyming everything.”

She said, “I noticed, Dan.”

“I saw a TV show on this,” Baker said. “Rhyming means he’s
schizophrenic.”

“Rhyming is timing,” the old man said. And then he began to sing loudly,
almost shouting to the tune of the old John Denver song:

“Quondam phone, makes me roam,

to the place I belong,

old Black Rocky, country byway,

quondam phone, it’s on roam.”

“Oh boy,” Baker said.

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

“Niobium may cause opprobrium. Hairy singularities don’t permit
parities.”

Baker sighed. “Honey, this guy is nuts.”

“A nut by any other name would smell like feet.”

But his wife wouldn’t give up. “Sir? Do you know your name?”

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

“But, sir—"

“Liz,” Baker said, “leave him alone. Let him settle down, okay? We still
have a long drive.”



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

“How much farther?” Liz said.

“Don’t ask.”

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

“It’s for your own safety, sir,” one orderly said.

“So you say, out of my way! Safety is the last refuge of the scoundrel!”

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

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

The old guy sang, “To the plaaaaace I belongggg. . ..”

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

“From the beginning. Ever since we picked him up.”

“Except when he was sleeping,” Liz said.

“Was he ever unconscious?”

“No.”

“Any nausea, vomiting?”

“No.”

“And you found him where? Out past Corazén Canyon?”

“About five, ten miles beyond.”

“Not much out there,” she said.

“You know it?” Baker said.

“I grew up around there.” She smiled slightly. “Chinle.”

They wheeled the old man, still shouting, through a swinging door. Dr.
Tsosie said, “If you’ll wait here, I’ll get back to you as soon as I know



something. It’ll probably be a while. You might want to go get lunch.”

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

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

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

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

“Whatever, he won’t miss it,” Nancy Hood said, and tossed it on the
floor. She turned to Tsosie. “You want to try and examine him?”

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

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

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

“And?”

“Nothing helpful. No wallet, no credit cards, no keys. The only thing he
had on him was this.” She gave Beverly a folded piece of paper. It looked



like a computer printout, and showed an odd pattern of dots in a gridlike
pattern. At the bottom was written “mon. ste. mere.”

“ ‘Monstemere?’ Does that mean anything to you?”

Hood shook her head. “You ask me, he’s psychotic.”

Beverly Tsosie said, “Well, I can’t sedate him until we know what’s
going on in his head. Better get skull films to rule out trauma and
hematoma.”

“Radiology’s being remodeled, remember, Bev? X rays’ll take forever.
Why don’t you do an MRI? Scan total body, you have it all.”

“Order it,” Tsosie said.

Nancy Hood turned to leave. “Oh, and surprise, surprise. Jimmy is here,
from the police.”

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

And they waited. Finally, around four o’clock, when Baker went to the
desk to inquire about the old man, the woman said, “Are you a relative?”

“No, but—"

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

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

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



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

Baker glared at his wife, who refused to meet his eye. Liz said, “Is he
going to be all right?”

“Looks like it, yes.”

“Then we can go?” Baker said.

“Honey,” Liz said, “don’t you want to give him that thing you found?”

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

The cop turned the ceramic over in his hands. “ITC,” he said, reading the
stamp on the side. “Where exactly did you find this?”

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

“Anything else?”

“No. That’s all.”

“Well, thanks,” Wauneka said, slipping the ceramic in his pocket. And
then he paused. “Oh, I almost forgot.” He took a piece of paper out of his
pocket and unfolded it carefully. “We found this in his clothing. I wondered
if you had ever seen it.”

Baker glanced at the paper: a bunch of dots arranged in grids. “No,” he
said. “I’ve never seen it before.”

“You didn’t give it to him?”

“No.”

“Any idea what it might be?”

“No,” Baker said. “No idea at all.”

“Well, I think I do,” his wife said.

“You do?” the cop said.

“Yes,” she said. “Do you mind if I, uh . . .” And she took the paper from
the policeman.

Baker sighed. Now Liz was being the architect, squinting at the paper
judiciously, turning it this way and that, looking at the dots upside down and
sideways. Baker knew why. She was trying to distract attention from the fact
that she had been wrong, that his car had hit a pothole, after all, and that they



had wasted a whole day here. She was trying to justify a waste of time, to
somehow give it importance.

“Yes,” she said finally, “I know what it is. It’s a church.”

Baker looked at the dots on the paper. He said, “That’s a church?”

“Well, the floor plan for one,” she said. “See? Here’s the long axis of the
cross, the nave. . . . See? It’s definitely a church, Dan. And the rest of this
image, the squares within squares, all rectilinear, it looks like . . . you know,
this might be a monastery.”

The cop said, “A monastery?”

“I think so,” she said. “And what about the label at the bottom:
‘mon.ste.mere.” Isn’t ‘mon’ an abbreviation for monastery? I bet it is. I'm
telling you, I think this is a monastery.” She handed the picture back to the
cop.
Pointedly, Baker looked at his watch. “We really should be going.”

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

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

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

He leaned over and kissed her cheek. “No,” he said. “You did the right
thing. We saved the old guy’s life.”

His wife smiled.

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

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

“And they didn’t hit him with the car?”



“Apparently not. But it’s funny. They say they found him wandering
around north of Corazén Canyon. There’s nothing there for ten miles in any
direction.”

“So?”

“This guy’s got no signs of exposure, Joe. No dehydration, no ketosis. He
isn’t even sunburned.”

“You think somebody dumped him? Got tired of grandpa grabbing the
remote?”

“Yeah. That’s my guess.”

“And what about his fingers?”

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

“He diabetic?”

“No.”

“Raynaud’s?”

“No.”

Nieto went over to the bedside, looked at the fingers. “Only the tips are
involved. All the damage is distal.”

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

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

“I drew the samples. But heavy metals go to UNH in Albuquerque. I
won’t have the report back for seventy-two hours.”

“You have any ID, medical history, anything?”

“Nothing. We put a missing persons out on him, and we transmitted his
fingerprints to Washington for a database check, but that could take a week.”
Nieto nodded. “And when he was agitated, babbling? What’d he say?”

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

“Quondam? Isn’t that Latin?”

She shrugged. “It’s a long time since I was in church.”

“I think quondam is a word in Latin,” Nieto said.

And then they heard a voice say, “Excuse me?” It was the bespectacled
kid in the bed across the hall, sitting with his mother.

“We’re still waiting for the surgeon to come in, Kevin,” Beverly said to
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him. “Then we can set your arm.”

“He wasn’t saying ‘quondam phone,” “ the kid said. “He was saying
‘quantum foam.”

“What?”

“Quantum foam. He was saying ‘quantum foam.’

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

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

“How old are you?” Nieto said.

“Eleven.”

His mother said, “He reads a lot. His father’s at Los Alamos.”

Nieto nodded. “And what’s the point of this quantum foam, Kevin?”

“There isn’t any point,” the kid said. “It’s just how the universe is, at the
subatomic level.”

“Why would this old guy be talking about it?”

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

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

“I don’t know,” Beverly said. “But he’s—”

The alarms began to sound.

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

Beverly was already running across the room. Wauneka ran after her.
“Turn the head!” Nieto was saying, coming up to the bed. “Turn it!” Beverly
had pulled off the oxygen mask and was trying to turn the old man’s head,



but he struggled, fighting her, still gurgling, eyes wide with panic. Wauneka
pushed past her, grabbed the old man’s head with both hands and wrenched
hard, twisting him bodily to the side. The man vomited again; blood sprayed
all over the monitors, and over Wauneka. “Suction!” Beverly shouted,
pointing to a tube on the wall.

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

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

“I don’t like this,” Beverly said, “we better—” The monitor alarms
changed tone, high-pitched, steady. Cardiac arrest.

“Damn,” she said. There was blood all over her jacket, her blouse.
“Paddles! Get the paddles!”

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

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

Beverly said, “Close the curtain, Jimmy.”

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

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

“I’ll do that for you,” Wauneka said, resting his hand briefly on her
shoulder. “You’ve had a tough day.”



Before she could say anything, Wauneka had gone to the next desk,
flipped open his notepad, and started dialing. He smiled at her as he waited
for the call to go through.

“ITC Research.”

He identified himself, then said, “I’m calling about your missing
employee, Joseph Traub.”

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

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

She continued to write, not looking up from the chart. “I’m seeing
Granny.”

He gave a little shrug. “Just thought I’d ask,” he said.

“But she goes to bed early. About eight o’clock.”

“Is that right?”

She smiled, still looking down at her notes. “Yes.”

Wauneka grinned. “Well, okay.”

“Okay.”

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

“Thank you.” He thought, Senior vice president.

Another click, then a gravelly voice: “This is John Gordon speaking.”

“Dr. Gordon, this is James Wauneka of the Gallup Police Department.
I’'m calling you from McKinley Hospital, in Gallup,” he said. “I’'m afraid I
have some bad news.”

Seen through the picture windows of the ITC conference room, the
yellow afternoon sun gleamed off the five glass and steel laboratory buildings
of the Black Rock research complex. In the distance, afternoon thunderclouds
were forming over the far desert. But inside the room, the twelve ITC board
members were turned away from the view. They were having coffee at a side
table, talking to one another while they waited for the meeting to begin.
Board meetings always ran into the night, because the ITC president, Robert
Doniger, was a notorious insomniac and he scheduled them that way. It was a
tribute to Doniger’s brilliance that the board members, all CEOs and major
venture capitalists, came anyway.

Right now, Doniger had yet to make an appearance. John Gordon,



Doniger’s burly vice president, thought he knew why. Still talking on a cell
phone, Gordon began to make his way toward the door. At one time Gordon
had been an Air Force project manager, and he still had a military bearing.
His blue business suit was freshly pressed, and his black shoes shone.
Holding his cell phone to his ear, he said, “I understand, Officer,” and he
slipped out the door.

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

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

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

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

“Where?”

“Gallup. That was a cop calling from the ER.”

“What do they think he died of?”

“They don’t know. They think massive cardiac arrest. But there was a
problem with his fingers. A circulatory problem. They’re going to do an
autopsy. It’s required by law.”

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

“One of your employees just died, Bob,” Gordon said.

“That’s true,” Doniger said coldly. “And you know what? There’s fuck
all I can do about it. I feel sorry. Oh me oh my. Send some flowers. Just
handle it, okay?”



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

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

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

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

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

TechGate employees put up with the tantrums of “Death March Doniger”
because he was a brilliant physicist, better than they were; because he knew



the problems his teams were facing; and because his criticisms were
invariably on point. Unpleasant as it was, this stinging style worked;
TechGate made remarkable advances in two years.

In 1984, he sold his company for a hundred million dollars. That same
year, Time magazine listed him as one of fifty people under the age of
twenty-five “who will shape the rest of the century.” The list also included
Bill Gates and Steve Jobs.

“Goddamn it,” Doniger said, turning to Gordon. “Do I have to do
everything myself? Jesus. Where did they find Traub?”

“In the desert. On the Navajo reservation.”

“Where, exactly?”

“All T know is, ten miles north of Corazon. Apparently there’s not much
out there.”

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

Diane Kramer cleared her throat. She was dark-haired, in her early
thirties, dressed in a black suit. “I don’t know about that, Bob,” she said, in
her best lawyerly tone. “You’re tampering with evidence—"

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

“But we don’t know exactly where—”

“It doesn’t matter exactly where. Just do it.”

“That means Baretto plus somebody else knows about this. . . .’

“And who gives a damn? Nobody. Just do it, Diane.”

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

“Look,” Doniger said, turning to Gordon. “You remember when Garman
was going to get the contract and my old company wasn’t? You remember
the press leak?”

“I remember,” Gordon said.

“You were so worried about it,” Doniger said, smirking. He explained to
Kramer: “Garman was a fat pig. Then he lost a lot of weight because his wife
put him on a diet. We leaked that Garman had inoperable cancer and his
company was going to fold. He denied it, but nobody believed him, because
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of the way he looked. We got the contract. I sent a big basket of fruit to his
wife.” He laughed. “But the point is, nobody ever traced the leak to us. All’s
fair, Diane. Business is business. Get the goddamn car out in the desert.”

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

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

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

“I don’t want you to check it,” Doniger said sarcastically. “I want you to
fix it, Diane.”

“We’ll fix it, Bob.”

“You better, goddamn it,” Doniger said. “Because this company now
faces three significant problems. And Traub is the least of them. The other
two are major. Ultra, ultra, major.”

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

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



to make his mark.
The following year, 1989, he started ITC.

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

But not by Doniger.
In 1989, Doniger set out to build the first quantum computer. The idea
was so radical — and so risky — that he never publicly announced his

intention. He blandly named his new company ITC, for International
Technology Corporation. He set up his main offices in Geneva, drawing from
the pool of physicists working at CERN.

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

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

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

So no one noticed when during the 1990s, ITC grew steadily in size.
More labs were built on the New Mexico site; more physicists were hired.
Doniger’s board of directors grew from six to twelve. All were CEOs of
companies that had invested in ITC, or venture capitalists. All had signed
draconian nondisclosure agreements requiring them to post a significant
personal bond in escrow, to submit to a polygraph test on request, and to
allow ITC to tap their phones without notice. In addition, Doniger demanded
a minimum investment of $300 million. That was, he explained arrogantly,



the cost of a seat on the board. “You want to know what I’'m up to, you want
to be a part of what we’re doing here, it’s a third of a billion dollars. Take it
or leave it. I don’t give a damn either way.”

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

“Problem number one,” Doniger said. “Our capitalization. We’ll need
another billion before we see daylight.” He nodded toward the boardroom.
“They won’t come up with it. I have to get them to approve three new board
members.”

Gordon said, “That’s a tough sell, in that room.”

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

“What concrete results?”

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

Kramer sucked in her breath. Gordon said, “Bob, the projects are all long-
term.”

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

“It’s not. I don’t advise this approach.”

“And I need a victory,” Doniger said. “Professor Johnston has been out
there in France with his Yalies for three years on our nickel. We ought to
have something to show for it.”

“Not yet, Bob. Anyway, we don’t have all the land.”

“We have enough of the land.”

“Bob...”

“Diane will go. She can pressure them nicely.”

“Professor Johnston won’t like it.”

“I’m sure Diane can handle Johnston.”

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

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



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

Gordon said, “Did you know about this before?”

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

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



TIMELINE

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

“For ten years,” Gordon said, “we’ve kept this technology quiet. When
you think about it, it’s a miracle. Traub was the first incident to get away
from us. Fortunately, it ended up in the hands of some doofus cop, and it
won’t go any further. But if Doniger starts pushing in France, people might
start to put things together. We’ve already got that reporter in Paris chasing
us. Bob could blow this wide open.”

“I know he’s considered all that. That’s the second big problem.”

“Going public?”

“Yes. Having it all come out.”

“He’s not worried?”

“Yes, he’s worried. But he seems to have a plan to deal with it.”

“I hope so,” Gordon said. “Because we can’t always count on having a
doofus cop sifting through our dirty laundry.”

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

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

“Calvin,” she was saying. “It’s impossible. It has to be an artifact.”

“You ask me to review the data,” he said, “and then you don’t believe
me? I’m telling you, Bev, it’s not an artifact. It’s real. Here, look at the other
hand.”

Chee tapped the keyboard, and now a horizontal oval appeared on the



screen, with five pale circles inside it. “Okay? This is the palm of the left
hand, seen in a midsection cut.” He turned to Wauneka. “Pretty much what
you’d see if you put your hand on a butcher block and chopped straight down
through it.”

“Very nice, Calvin.”

“Well, I want everybody to be clear.”

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

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

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

Beverly shook her head. “Calvin.”

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

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

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

“It has to be. Isn’t it true that you can get registration errors from
hardware? And there are sometimes bugs in scaling software?”



“I checked the machine, Bev. It’s fine.”

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

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

“It was?” Wauneka said. “When?”

“Five o’clock this morning. Somebody from his company.”

“Well, that company’s way over by Sandia,” Wauneka said. “Maybe
they’re still driving the body—"

“No.” Chee shook his head. “Cremated this morning.”

“Really? Where?”

“Gallup Mortuary.”

“They cremated him here?” Wauneka said.

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

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

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

“It’s about Dr. Traub,” he said.

“Oh yes.” A sad sigh. “Poor Dr. Traub. Such a nice man.”

“His body was cremated today, but we still have some of his personal
effects. I don’t know what you want us to do with them.”

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

“Well, there was a diagram in his pocket. It looks like a church, or maybe

a monastery.”
“Uh-huh.”



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

“No, I really couldn’t say. To tell the truth, Dr. Traub got a little strange,
the last few weeks. He was quite depressed, ever since his wife died. Are you
sure it’s a monastery?”

“No, I’m not. I don’t know what it is. Do you want this diagram back?”

“If you wouldn’t mind sending it along.”

“And what about this ceramic thing?”

“Ceramic thing?”

“He had a piece of ceramic. It’s about an inch square, and it’s stamped
‘ITC. “

“Oh. Okay. That’s no problem.”

“I was wondering what that might be.”

“What that might be? It’s an ID tag.”

“It doesn’t look like any ID tag I ever saw.”

“It’s a new kind. We use them here to get through security doors, and so
on.”

“You want that back, too?”

“If it’s not too much trouble. Tell you what, I’ll give you our FedEx
number, and you can just stick it in an envelope and drop it off.”

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

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

“That would be the Monastery of Sainte-Mere,” he said promptly.

“So it is a monastery?”

“Oh absolutely.”

“Where?”

“I have no idea. It’s not a Spanish name. ‘Mere’ is French for ‘Mother.’
Saint Mother means the Virgin Mary. Perhaps it’s in Louisiana.”

“How would I locate it?” Wauneka said.

“I have a listing of monasteries here someplace. Give me an hour or two
to dig it up.”

“I’m sorry, Jimmy. I don’t see any mystery here.”

Carlos Chavez was the assistant chief of police in Gallup, about to retire
from the force, and he had been Jimmy Wauneka’s adviser from the start.
Now he was sitting back with his boots up on his desk, listening to Wauneka



with a very skeptical look.

“Well, here’s the thing,” Wauneka said. “They pick up this guy out by
Corazon Canyon, demented and raving, but there’s no sunburn, no
dehydration, no exposure.”

“So he was dumped. His family pushed him out of the car.”

“No. No living family.”

“Okay, then he drove himself out there.”

“Nobody saw a car.”

“Who’s nobody?”

“The people who picked him up.”

Chavez sighed. “Did you go out to Corazon Canyon yourself, and look
for a car?”

Wauneka hesitated. “No.”

“You took somebody’s word for it.”

“Yes. I guess I did.”

“You guess? Meaning a car could still be out there.”

“Maybe. Yeah.”

“Okay. So what did you do next?”

“I called his company, ITC.”

“And they told you what?”

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

“Figures.”

“I don’t know,” Wauneka said. “Because I called the apartment building
where Traub lived. I talked to the building manager. The wife died a year
ago.”

“So this happened close to the anniversary of her death, right? That’s
when it usually happens, Jimmy.”

“I think I ought to go over and talk to some folks at ITC Research.”

“Why? They’re two hundred and fifty miles from where this guy was
found.”

“I know, but—"

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

“Yes....”

“And it’s always one of two reasons. Either they’re New Age flakes from
Sedona who come to commune with the eagle god and got stuck, their car



broke down. Or they’re depressed. One or the other. And this guy was
depressed.”

“So they say. ...”

“Because his wife died. Hey, I believe it.” Carlos sighed. “Some guys are
depressed, some guys are overjoyed.”

“But there’s unanswered questions,” Wauneka said. “There’s some kind
of diagram, and a ceramic chip—”

“Jimmy. There’s always unanswered questions.” Chavez squinted at him.
“What’s going on? Are you trying to impress that cute little doctor?”

“What little doctor?”

“You know who I mean.”

“Hell no. She thinks there’s nothing to all this.”

“She’s right. Drop it.”

“But—"

“Jimmy.” Carlos Chavez shook his head. “Listen to me. Drop it.”

“Okay.”

“I’m serious.”

“Okay,” Wauneka said. “Okay, I’ll drop it.”

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

Wauneka didn’t bother to drive over and see it.

A day after that, Father Grogan called him back. “I’ve been checking for
you,” he said, “and there is no Monastery of Sainte-Mere, anywhere in the
world.”

“Okay,” Wauneka said. “Thanks.” It was what he’d been expecting,
anyway. Another dead end.

“At one time, there was a monastery of that name in France, but it was
burned to the ground in the fourteenth century. It’s just a ruin now. In fact,
it’s being excavated by archaeologists from Yale and the University of
Toulouse. But I gather there’s not much there.”

“Uh-huh. . . .” But then he remembered some of the things the old guy



had said, before he died. Some of the nonsense rhymes. “Yale in France, has
no chance.” Something like that.

“Where is it?” he said.

“Somewhere in southwest France, near the Dordogne River.”

“Dordogne? How do you spell that?” Wauneka said.

DORDOGNE

“The glory of the past is an

illusion.

So is the glory of the present.”

EDWARD JOHNSTON

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

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

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

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

“Unfortunately, Professor Johnston had a prior appointment.”

“Oh?”

“With Francois Bellin, the minister of antiquities. He’s coming down
from Paris.”

“I see.” Kramer felt better. Obviously, Johnston must first deal with
authorities. The Dordogne project was entirely dependent on good relations



with the French government. She said, “Is there a problem?”

“I doubt it. They’re old friends. Ah, here we go.”

The helicopter burst through the fog into morning sunlight. The stone
farmhouses cast long shadows.

As they passed over one farm, the geese in the barnyard flapped, and a
woman in an apron shook her fist at them.

“She’s not happy about us,” Marek said, pointing with his massive
muscular arm.

Sitting in the seat behind him, Kramer put on her sunglasses and said,
“Well, it is six 0’clock in the morning. Why did we go so early?”

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

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

“Proton magnetometer.”

“Uh-huh. And it does what?”

“Looks for magnetic anomalies in the ground below us that could indicate
buried walls, or ceramics, or metal.”

“Any equipment you’d like that you don’t have?”

Marek smiled. “No, Ms. Kramer. We’ve gotten everything we asked for,
thank you.”

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

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

Kramer could indeed see many caves, dark openings in the rock.
“There’re a lot of them,” she said.

Marek nodded. “This part of southern France is one of the most
continuously inhabited places on the planet. Human beings have lived here
for at least four hundred thousand years. There is a continuous record from
Neanderthal man right up to the present.”



Kramer nodded impatiently. “And where is the project?” she said.

“Coming up.”

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

“That’s Beynac,” Marek said, his back to her. “And here comes our
Doppler signal.” Kramer heard electronic beeps in her headphones, coming
faster and faster.

“Stand by,” the pilot said.

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

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

The rolling forested hills fell away in a sheer cliff, and Diane Kramer saw
the valley of the Dordogne spread out beneath them.

»

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

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

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

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

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

She said, “But this isn’t our project. . ..”

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

The helicopter banked, heading west over rolling hills. They left the



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

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

“This is Castelgard?” Kramer sighed. So little remained. A few standing
walls to indicate the town. And of the castle itself, almost nothing.

“I thought there would be more,” she said.

“Eventually, there will be. Castelgard was a large town in its day, with a
very imposing castle,” Marek said. “But it’ll be several years before it’s
restored.”

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

Marek was saying, “We’ve set up our headquarters in that farm over
there.” He pointed to a farmhouse with several stone buildings, not far from
the ruins. A green tent stood beside one building. “Want to circle Castelgard
for another look?”

“No,” Kramer said, trying to keep the disappointment out of her voice.
“Let’s move on.”

“Okay, then, we’ll go to the mill.”

The helicopter turned, heading north toward the river. The land sloped
downward, then flattened along the banks of the Dordogne. They crossed the
river, broad and dark brown, and came to a heavily wooded island near the
far shore. Between the island and the northern shore was a narrower, rushing
stream perhaps fifteen feet wide. And here she saw ruins of another structure



— so ruined, in fact, that it was hard to tell what it once had been. “And
this?” she said, looking down. “What’s this?”

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

“Nothing’s been rebuilt here at all,” Kramer said. She sighed.

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

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

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

“And this? Another town?”

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

“Lot of digging down there,” Kramer said.

“Yes, it’s our most important site.”

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

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

“We come to the fourth and final site,” Marek said. “The fortress above
the town of Bezenac. In the Middle Ages it was called La Roque. Although
it’s on the French side of the river, it was actually built by the English, who
were intent on maintaining a permanent foothold in French territory. As you
see, it’s quite extensive.”

And it was: a huge military complex on top of the hill, with two sets of
concentric walls, one inside the other, spread out over fifty acres. She gave a
little sigh of relief. The fortress of La Roque was in better condition than the



other sites of the project, and it had more standing walls. It was easier to see
what it once had been.

But it was also crawling with tourists.

“You let the tourists in?” she asked in dismay.

“Not really our decision,” Marek said. “As you know, this is a new site,
and the French government wanted it opened to the public. But of course
we’ll close it again when we begin reconstruction.”

“And when will that be?”

“Oh. .. between two and five years from now.”

She said nothing. The helicopter circled and rose higher.

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

“No,” Diane Kramer said. “We can go back. I’ve seen enough.”

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

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

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

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

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

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



to do anything at all.

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

“It’ll just be a few seconds now,” he said. “The GPS is calibrating.”

Johnston just nodded patiently, and smiled.

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

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

Johnston waited calmly.

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

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

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



with women.

“Finally,” Chris said. “It’s coming up.”

The liquid crystal display showed an outline in bright green. Through the
transparent display, they could see the ruins of the mill, with the green outline
superimposed. This was the latest method for modeling archaeological
structures. Formerly, they had relied on ordinary architectural models, made
of white foamcore, cut and assembled by hand. But the technique was slow,
and modifications were difficult.

These days, all models were made in the computer. The models could be
quickly assembled, and easily revised. In addition, they allowed this method
for looking at models in the field. The computer was fed mapped coordinates
from the ruin; using the GPS-fixed tripod position, the image that came up on
the screen was in exact perspective.

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

“I know it’s arisk . . .,” he said.

“No, no,” the Professor said, “I think it makes sense.”

There were references in the literature to fortified mills, and certainly
there were records of innumerable battles over mills and mill rights. But few
fortified mills were actually known: one in Buerge and another recently
discovered near Montauban, in the next valley. Most medieval historians
believed such fortified mill buildings were rare.

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

“You may be right,” Johnston said. “And I think—"

The radio clipped to his waist crackled. “Chris? Is the Professor with
you? The minister is on-site.”

Johnston looked across the monastery excavation, toward the dirt road
that ran along the edge of the river. A green Land Rover with white lettering
on the side panels was racing toward them, raising a large plume of dust.
“Yes indeed,” he said. “That will be Francois. Always in a rush.”



“Edouard! Edouard!” Francois Bellin grabbed the Professor by the
shoulders, and kissed him on both cheeks. Bellin was a large, balding,
exuberant man. He spoke rapid French. “My dear friend, it is always too
long. You are well?”

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

“The same, the same. But at my age, that suffices.” He looked around the
site, then placed his hand on Johnston’s shoulder in a conspiratorial way.
“Edouard, I must ask you a favor. I have a small difficulty.”

“Oh?”

“You know this reporter, from L’Express—”

“No,” Johnston said. “Absolutely not.”

“But Edouard—"

“I already talked to her on the phone. She’s one of those conspiracy
people. Capitalism is bad, all corporations are evil—”

“Yes, yes, Edouard, what you say is true.” He leaned closer. “But she
sleeps with the minister of culture.”

“That doesn’t narrow the field much,” Johnston said.

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

Johnston sighed.

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

Johnston said, “This is old news.”

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

“They have?”

“Yes. A Ms. Kramer requested you speak to her.”

Johnston sighed again.

“It will only take a few minutes of your time, I promise you,” Bellin said,
waving to the Land Rover. “She is in the car.”

Johnston said, “You brought her personally?”

“Edouard, I am trying to tell you,” Bellin said. “It is necessary to take this
woman seriously. Her name is Louise Delvert.”

As she climbed out of the car, Chris saw a woman in her mid-forties,



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

But as she came closer, she slowed down.

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

“Not at all,” Johnston said, taking her hand in his. “You have come a long
way, Miss Delvert. I am pleased to help you in any way I can.”

Johnston continued to hold her hand. She continued to smile at him. This
went on for ten seconds more, while she said that he was too kind and he said
on the contrary, it was the very least he could do for her.

They walked through the monastery excavations, a tight little group: the
Professor and Miss Delvert in the front, Bellin and Chris following behind,
not too close, but still trying to hear the discussion. Bellin wore a quiet,
satisfied smile; it occurred to Chris that there was more than one way to deal
with a troublesome culture minister.

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

“As you know, Professor,” she said, “for some time now, my newspaper
has been working on a story about the American company ITC.”

“Yes, I’'m aware of that.”

“Am I correct that ITC sponsors this site?”

“Yes, they do.”

She said, “We have been told they contribute a million dollars a year.”

“That’s about right.”

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

“There are some at the newspaper,” she said, “who think that’s a great



deal of money to spend on medieval archaeology.”

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

“But surely there is much more than that,” she said, playing with her hair
with her pen, and blinking rapidly. Chris thought, She’s batting her eyes at
him. He’d never seen a woman do that. You had to be French to pull it off.

The Professor appeared not to notice. “Yes, there is certainly more,” he
said, “but it doesn’t go to us. The rest is reconstruction costs for the site itself.
That is separately accounted, since as you know, reconstruction costs are
shared with the French government.”

“Of course,” she said. “So the half million dollars your own team spends
is in your view quite usual?”

“Well, we can ask Francois,” Johnston said. “But there are twenty-seven
archaeological sites being worked in this corner of France. They range from
the Paleolithic dig that the University of Zurich is doing with Carnegie-
Mellon, to the Roman castrum, the fort, that the University of Bordeaux is
doing with Oxford. The average annual cost of these projects is about half a
million dollars a year.”

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

Johnston glanced back at Bellin, who was walking behind him.
“Francois? What would you say?”

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

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

“Almost none.”

“Almost none? Truly?”

“Their president, Robert Doniger, came out two years ago. He’s a history
buff, and he was very enthusiastic, like a kid. And ITC sends a vice president



about once a month. One is here right now. But by and large, they leave us
alone.”

“And what do you know about ITC itself?”

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

“I see. And these techniques, they work?”

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

“But this is why ITC funds you — to test their equipment?”

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

“An expensive hobby.”

“Not for him,” Johnston said. “He’s a billionaire. He bought a Gutenberg
Bible for twenty-three million. He bought the Rouen Tapestry at auction for
seventeen million. Our project’s just small change.”

“Perhaps so. But Mr. Doniger is also a tough businessman.”

“Yes.”

“Do you really think he supports you out of personal interest?” Her tone
was light, almost teasing.

Johnston looked directly at her. “You never know, Miss Delvert, what
someone’s reasons are.”

Chris thought, He’s suspicious, too.

Delvert seemed to sense it as well, and she immediately reverted to a
more businesslike manner. “Of course, yes. But I ask this for a reason. Isn’t it
true that you do not own the results of your research? Anything you find,
anything you discover, is owned by ITC.”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“This doesn’t bother you?”

“If T worked for Microsoft, Bill Gates would own the results of my
research. Anything I found and discovered, Bill Gates would own.”

“Yes. But this is hardly the same.”

“Why not? ITC is a technical company, and Doniger set up this fund the
way technical companies do such things. The arrangement doesn’t bother me.
We have the right to publish our findings — they even pay for publication.”



“After they approve them.”

“Yes. We send our reports to them first. But they have never
commented.”

“So you see no greater ITC plan behind all this?” she asked.

Johnston said, “Do you?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “That is why I am asking you. Because of
course there are some extremely puzzling aspects to the behavior of ITC as a
company.”

“What aspects?”

“For example,” she said, “they are one of the world’s largest consumers
of xenon.”

“Xenon? You mean the gas?”

“Yes. It is used in lasers and electron tubes.”

Johnston shrugged. “They can have all the xenon gas they want. I can’t
see how it concerns me.”

“What about their interest in exotic metals? ITC recently purchased a
Nigerian company to assure their supply of niobium.”

“Niobium.” Johnston shook his head. “What’s niobium?”

“It is a metal similar to titanium.”

“What’s it used for?”

“Superconducting magnets, and nuclear reactors.”

“And you wonder what ITC is using it for?” Johnston shook his head
again. “You’d have to ask them, Miss Delvert.”

“I did. They said it was for ‘research in advanced magnetics.’ ”

“There you are. Any reason not to believe them?”

“No,” she said. “But as you said yourself, ITC is a research company.
They employ two hundred physicists at their main facility, a place called
Black Rock, in New Mexico. It is clearly and unquestionably a high-
technology company.”

“Yes....”

“So I wonder: Why would a high-technology company want so much
land?”

“Land?”

“ITC has purchased large land parcels in remote locations around the
world: the mountains of Sumatra, northern Cambodia, southeast Pakistan, the
jungles of central Guatemala, the highlands of Peru.”

Johnston frowned. “Are you sure?”



“Yes. They have made acquisitions in Europe, as well. West of Rome,
five hundred hectares. In Germany near Heidelberg, seven hundred hectares.
In France, a thousand hectares in the limestone hills above the River Lot. And
finally, right here.”

“Here?”

“Yes. Using British and Swedish holding companies, they have very
quietly acquired five hundred hectares, all around your site. It is mostly forest
and farmland, at the moment.”

“Holding companies?” he said.

“That makes it very difficult to trace. Whatever ITC is doing, it clearly
requires secrecy. But why would this company fund your research, and also
buy the land all around the site?”

“I have no idea,” Johnston said. “Especially since ITC doesn’t own the
site itself. You’ll recall they gave the entire area — Castelgard, Sainte-Mere
and La Roque — to the French government last year.”

“Of course. For a tax exemption.”

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

“I will be happy to show you everything I have.”

“Perhaps,” Johnston said, “you should.”

“My research is just in the car.”

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

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

Chris pressed the button on his radio. “The Professor’s busy right now.
What’s it about?”

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

“What? In the desert?”

“He might be a little cracked. He claims he’s a cop, and he keeps
babbling on about some dead ITC employee.”

“Have him send it to our e-mail address,” Chris said. “You take a look at
it.”

He clicked the radio off. Bellin was looking at his watch, clucking again,
then looking at the car, where Johnston and Delvert were standing, their



heads almost touching as they pored over papers. “I have appointments,” he
said mournfully. “Who knows how long this will take?”
“I think,” Chris said, “perhaps not long.”

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

“What’d she show you?”

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

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

“Exactly. She has some idea that all the purchases could be traced to ITC.
But it’s pretty tenuous. You have to be a believer.”

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

Cautiously, Chris said, “Charming woman.”

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

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

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

“You know,” the Professor said, “what she really doesn’t like is corporate
sponsorship. But archaeological research has always depended on outside
benefactors. A hundred years ago, the benefactors were all individuals:
Carnegie, Peabody, Stanford. But these days wealth is corporate, so Nippon
TV finances the Sistine Chapel, British Telecom finances York, Philips
Electronics finances the Toulouse castrum, and ITC finances us.”

“Speak of the devil,” Chris said. As they came over the hill, they saw the
dark form of Diane Kramer, standing with André Marek.



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

“Her plane is at Bergerac. She’s scheduled to leave this afternoon at
three.”

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

“Bellin said you wanted me to talk to her.”

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

“She seemed mostly concerned,” Johnston said, “that ITC was making
land purchases in this area.”

“Land purchases? ITC?” Kramer laughed. “I haven’t heard that one
before. Did she ask you about niobium and nuclear reactors?”

“As a matter of fact, she did. She said you’d bought a company in
Nigeria, to assure your supply.”

“Nigeria,” Kramer repeated, shaking her head. “Oh dear. Our niobium
comes from Canada. Niobium’s not exactly a rare metal, you know. It sells
for seventy-five dollars a pound.” She shook her head. “We offered to give
her a tour of our facility, interview with our president, bring a photographer,
her own experts, whatever she wants. But no. It’s modern journalism: don’t
let the facts get in your way.”

Kramer turned, and gestured to the ruins of Castelgard all around them.
“Anyway,” she said. “I’ve taken Dr. Marek’s excellent tour, in the helicopter
and on foot. It’s evident you’re doing absolutely spectacular work. Progress
is good, the work’s of extremely high academic quality, recordkeeping is first
rate, your people are happy, the site is managed well. Just fabulous. I couldn’t
be happier. But Dr. Marek tells me he is going to be late for his — what is
it?”

“My broadsword lesson,” Marek said.

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

“Of course,” Johnston said.

Chris’s radio beeped. A voice said, “Chris? It’s Sophie for you.”

“I’ll call her back.”



“No, no,” Kramer said. “You go ahead. I'll speak to the Professor alone.”

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

“I don’t think we’ll need notes today.”

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

“No problem,” Chris said. He unclipped the radio from his belt and
handed it to Johnston. As Johnston took it in his hand, he clearly flicked on
the voice-activation switch. Then he slipped it on his belt.

“Thanks,” Johnston said. “Now, you better go call Sophie. You know she
doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

“Right,” Chris said.

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

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

Chris went into the storehouse, which was one large room that they had
divided into two. To the left, Elsie Kastner, the team’s linguist and
graphology expert, sat in her own room, hunched over parchment documents.
Chris ignored her and went straight ahead to the room crammed with
electronic equipment. There David Stern, the thin and bespectacled technical
expert on the project, was talking on a telephone.

“Well,” Stern was saying, “you’ll have to scan your document at a fairly
high resolution, and send it to us. Do you have a scanner there?”

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

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

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

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



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

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

And then he found them on channel eight.

“—ignificant acceleration in the pace of research,” she was saying.

And the Professor said, “What?”

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

She took a deep breath. “Perhaps I haven’t explained it very well. You are
already doing some reconstruction. What Bob would like to do,” she said, “is
to enlarge that to be a full program of reconstruction.”

“Yes. And that’s impossible.”

“Tell me why.”

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

“But surely a part,” she said. “I mean, look at the monastery over there.
You could certainly rebuild the church, and the cloister beside it, and the
refectory, and—"

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

“Well, I

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

She said irritably, “Professor, academic study can go on indefinitely, but
in the real world of results—”

“I’m all for results,” Johnston said. “But the whole point of a dig like this
is that we don’t repeat the mistakes of the past. A hundred years ago, an
architect named Viollet-le-Duc rebuilt monuments all over France. Some he
did well. But when he didn’t have enough information, he just made it up.



The buildings were just his fantasy.”

“I understand you want to be accurate—”

“If I knew ITC wanted Disneyland, I’d never have agreed.”

“We don’t want Disneyland.”

“If you rebuild now, that’s what you’ll get, Ms. Kramer. You’ll get a
fantasy. Medieval Land.”

“No,” she said. “I can assure you in the strongest possible terms. We do
not want a fantasy. We want an historically accurate reconstruction of the
site.”

“But it can’t be done.”

“We believe it can.”

“How?”

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

“I suppose . . . Part of it could, yes.”

“And that’s all we’re asking. Just to rebuild a part.”

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

“Shhh,” Chris said. “This is important.”

Stern shrugged his shoulders. He always felt a little detached from the
enthusiasms of the graduate students around him. The others were historians,
but Stern was trained as a physicist, and he tended to see things differently.
He just couldn’t get very excited about finding another medieval hearth, or a
few bones from a burial site. In any case, Stern had only taken this job —
which required him to run the electronic equipment, do various chemical
analyses, carbon dating, and so on — to be near his girlfriend, who was
attending summer school in Toulouse. He had been intrigued by the idea of
quantum dating, but so far the equipment had failed to work.



TIMELINE

On the radio, Kramer was saying, “And if you rebuild part of the town,
then you could also rebuild part of the outer castle wall, where it is adjacent
to the town. That section there.” She was pointing to a low, ragged wall
running northsouth across the site.

The Professor said, “Well, I suppose we could. . . .”

“And,” Kramer continued, “you could extend the wall to the south, where
it goes into the woods over there. You could clear the woods, and rebuild the
tower.”

Stern and Chris looked at each other.

“What’s she talking about?” Stern said. “What tower?”

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

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

And then in the field below, Chris saw the Professor turn, look directly at
them, and point a stabbing finger toward the woods.

Leaving the open field of ruins behind, they climbed a green
embankment, and entered the woods. The trees were slender, but they grew
close together, and beneath their canopy it was dark and cool. Chris Hughes
followed the old outer castle wall as it diminished progressively from a waist-
high wall to a low outcrop of stones, and then finally to nothing, disappearing
beneath the underbrush.

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

The woods grew thicker around them. He felt a sense of peace here. He
remembered that when he had first seen Castelgard, nearly the entire site had
been within forest like this. The few standing walls were covered in moss and
lichen, and seemed to emerge from the earth like organic forms. There had
been a mystery to the site back then. But that had been lost once they cleared
the land and began excavations.

Stern trailed along behind him. Stern didn’t get out of the lab much, and



he seemed to be enjoying it. “Why are all the trees so small?” he said.

“Because it’s a new forest,” Chris said. “Nearly all the forests in the
Périgord are less than a hundred years old. All this land used to be cleared,
for vineyards.”

“And?”

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

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

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

“Damn.”

“What?” Stern said.

“I can’t find the wall. It was running right this way” — he pointed with
the flat of his hand—" and now it’s gone.”

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

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

Chris looked back.

Stern was gone. Vanished.

Chris was standing alone in the woods.

“David?”

A groan. “Ah ... damn.”
“What happened?”

“I banged my knee. It hurts like a mother.”

Chris couldn’t see him anywhere. “Where are you?”

“In a hole,” Stern said. “I fell. Be careful, if you come this way. In
fact . ..” A grunt. Swearing. “Don’t bother. I can stand. I’'m okay. In fact —
hey.”

“What?”



“Wait a minute.”

“What is it?”

“Just wait, okay?”

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

“What is it?”

“It’s a section of wall. Curved.”

“What are you saying?”

“I think I’'m standing at the bottom of what was once a round tower,
Chris.”

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

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

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

“Why late afternoon?”

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

“So in the afternoon . . .”

“The wall holds heat as the forest cools. And it’ll show up on infrared.”

“Even buried?”

Stern shrugged.

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

“Oops. We’re in e-mail.”

Chris clicked on the mailbox. There was just one message, and it took a
long time to download. “What’s this?”

“I bet it’s that guy Wauneka,” Stern said. “I told him to send a pretty big
graphic. He probably didn’t compress it.”

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

In greater detail than their own survey.

Johnston peered at the image. He drummed his fingers on the tabletop.



“It’s odd,” he said finally, “that Bellin and Kramer would both just happen to
show up here on the same day.”

The graduate students looked at each other. “What’s odd about it?” Chris
said.

“Bellin didn’t ask to meet her. And he always wants to meet sources of
funding.”

Chris shrugged. “He seemed very busy.”

“Yes. That’s the way he seemed.” He turned to Stern. “Anyway, print that
out,” he said. “We’ll see what our architect has to say.”

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

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

So, hands-on it was — hanging way up here. Not that she minded: Kate
had grown up in Colorado and was an avid climber. She spent every Sunday
climbing the rock cliffs all around the Dordogne. There was rarely anyone
else around, which was great: at home, you had to wait in line for the good
pitches.

Using her pick, she chipped off a few flakes of mortar from different
areas to take back for spectroscopic analysis. She dropped each into one of
the rows of plastic containers, like film containers, that she wore over her
shoulders and across her chest like a bandolier.

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

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



“I think you’d climb anything,” Johnston said.

She unclipped from the harness. “It’s the only way to get this data.”

“If you say so.”

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

“Surely sieges,” Johnston said.

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

Johnston handed her a sheet of paper. It was a computer printout, a series
of dots arranged in a regular, geometric pattern. “What’s this?” she said.

“You tell me.”

“It looks like Sainte-Mere.”

“Is it?”

“I’d say so, yes. But the thing is . . .”

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

“Huh.”

“What?”

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

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

They all sat down together, Marek bringing two chairs from the next



table. The Professor leaned forward and looked at her intently.

“Ms. Kramer,” the Professor said, “how did you know where the rectory
is?”

“The rectory?” She shrugged. “Well, I don’t know. Wasn’t it in the
weekly progress report? No? Then maybe Dr. Marek mentioned it to me.”
She looked at the solemn faces staring at her. “Gentlemen, monasteries aren’t
exactly my specialty. I must have heard it somewhere.”

“And the tower in the woods?”

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

“We checked. It’s not.”

The Professor slid the drawing across the table to her. “And why does an
ITC employee named Joseph Traub have a drawing of the monastery that is
more complete than our own?”

“I don’t know. . . . Where did you get this?”

“From a policeman in Gallup, New Mexico, who is asking some of the
same questions I am.”

She said nothing. She just stared at him.

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

“Professor, that is absolutely not true. I can assure you—"

“No, Ms. Kramer. You can’t.” He looked at his watch. “What time does
your plane go back to ITC?”

“Three o’clock.”

“I’m ready to leave now.”

He pushed his chair away from the table.

“But I’'m going to New York.”

“Then I think you’d better change your plans and go to New Mexico.”

“You’ll want to see Bob Doniger, and I don’t know his schedule. . . .”

“Ms. Kramer.” He leaned across the table. “Fix it.”

As the Professor left, Marek said, “I pray God look with favor upon your
journey and deliver you safe back.” That was what he always said to
departing friends. It had been a favorite phrase of the Count Geoffrey de la



Tour, six hundred years before.

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

Many medieval scholars could read old languages, but Marek could speak
them: Middle English, Old French, Occitan, and Latin. He was expert in the
fine points of period dress and manners. And with his size and athletic
prowess, he set out to master the martial skills of the period. After all, he
said, it was a time of perpetual war. Already he could ride the huge
Percherons that had been used as destriers, or warhorses. And he was
reasonably skilled at jousting, having spent hours practicing with the spinning
tournament dummy called the quintain. Marek was so good with a longbow
that he had begun to teach the skill to the others. And now he was learning to
fight with a broadsword.

But his detailed knowledge of the past put him oddly out of touch with
the present. The Professor’s sudden departure left everyone on the project
feeling bereft and uneasy; wild rumors flew, especially among the
undergraduates: ITC was pulling its funding. ITC was turning the project into
Medieval Land. ITC had killed somebody in the desert and was in trouble.
Work stopped; people just stood around talking.

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

Eventually, Marek succumbed to modern technology, and he had his
lances turned in aluminum, by a company that made baseball bats. The
aluminum lances had better balance and felt more authentic to him, even



though they were wrong for the period. And since splintering was no longer a
problem, he could just wear a standard riding helmet.

Which was what he was wearing now.

Standing at the end of the field, he waved to Chris, who was over by the
quintain. “Chris? Ready?”

Chris nodded and set the T-bar at right angles to Marek. He waved.
Marek lowered his lance, and spurred his horse forward.

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

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

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

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

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

The horse thundered ahead. He lowered his lance.

“Chris! Hallo!”

Chris turned, and waved to the girl riding up on horseback. At that
moment, Marek’s lance hit the pad, and the leather bag swung around,
knocking Chris flat on his face.

Chris lay there, stunned, hearing peals of girlish laughter. But she quickly
dismounted and helped him to his feet again. “Oh Chris, I'm sorry to laugh,”
she said in her elegant British accent. “It was all my fault, in any case. I
oughtn’t to have distracted you.”

“I’m all right,” he said, a little sulky. He brushed dirt from his chin and
faced her, managing to smile.



As always, he was struck by her beauty, especially at this moment, her
blond hair backlit in the afternoon sun so her perfect complexion seemed to
glow, setting off her deep violet eyes. Sophie Rhys-Hampton was the most
beautiful woman he had ever met in his life. And the most intelligent. And
the most accomplished. And the most seductive.

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

Sophie was a student at Cheltenham College; twenty years old, four years
younger than he. Her father, Hugh Hampton, was a London barrister; he
owned the farmhouse that the project rented for the summer. Sophie had
come down to stay with friends in a farmhouse nearby. One day she had
come round to collect something from her father’s study. Chris had seen her,
and promptly walked into a tree trunk.

Which seemed to have set the tone for their relationship, he thought
ruefully. She looked at him now and said, “I’m flattered I have this effect on
you, Chris. But I worry for your safety.” She giggled, and kissed him lightly
on the cheek. “I called you today.”

“I know, I got tied up. We had a crisis.”

“A crisis? What constitutes an archaeological crisis?”

“Oh, you know. Funding hassles.”

“Oh yes. That ITC bunch. From New Mexico.” She made it sound like
the ends of the earth. “Do you know, they asked to buy my father’s farm?”

“Did they?”

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

“Of course.” He smiled at her. “Dinner?”

“Oh, Chris. I can’t tonight. But we can ride tomorrow. Shall we?”

“Of course.”

“In the morning? Ten o’clock?”

“All right,” he said. “I’ll see you at ten.”

“I’m not interrupting your work?”

“You know you are.”

“It’s quite all right to do it another day.”

“No, no,” he said. “Ten o’clock tomorrow.”

“Done,” she said, with a dazzling smile.

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



But Chris was entranced.

After she rode away, Marek charged by again. This time Chris got out of
the way of the swinging quintain. When Marek trotted back, he said, “You’re
being jerked around, my friend.”

“Maybe,” Chris said. But the truth was, he didn’t care.

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

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

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

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

“How is it going?” Marek said.

“Fine, so far.”

“Did you meet with Doniger?”

“Yes. This afternoon.”

“And?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“They still want to go forward with the reconstruction?”

“Well, I’'m not sure. Things are not quite what I expected here.” The
Professor seemed vague, preoccupied.

“How’s that?”

“I can’t discuss it over the line,” the Professor said. “But I wanted to tell
you: I won’t be calling in the next twelve hours. Probably not for the next
twenty-four hours.”

“Uh-huh. Okay. Everything all right?”

“Everything is fine, André.”



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

“No, no. Not at all.”

“You sound a little detached.”

“Surprised, I would say. But everything’s fine. At least, I think it’s fine.”
He paused, then, “And what about the site? What’s going on with you?”

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

“Excellent. Keep up the good work, André. I’ll talk to you in a day or
two.”

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

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

Marek wondered how it was going, but to talk to him, he needed a radio.
The nearest one was in the storehouse.

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

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

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



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

“Elsie? Where’s the radio to talk to David?”

“Oh, sorry. It’s on the far table. It’s the one with the adhesive strip that
says DS.”

Marek went over, pressed the button. “David? It’s André.”

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

“What’ve you found?”

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

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

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

“Wasn’t that exciting?” she said.

“It was,” he said, gasping for breath. “It certainly was that.”

“You did very well, Chris, I must say. Your seat is improving.”

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

“It’s beautiful here,” she said, pointing to the river, the dark castles on the
far cliffs. “Isn’t it glorious?”

And then she glanced at her watch, which annoyed him. But walking
turned out to be surprisingly pleasant. She rode very close to him, the horses
almost touching, and she leaned over to whisper in his ear; once she threw
her arm around his shoulder and kissed him on the mouth, before glancing
away, apparently embarrassed by her moment of boldness.



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

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

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

“Nigel!” she cried happily.

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

“Oh Chris, would you be a dear?” Sophie handed Chris the reins of her
horse, dismounted, and ran down the hill to the car, where she embraced the
driver. The two of them got in the car. As they drove off, she looked back at
Chris and blew him a kiss.

The restored medieval town of Sarlat was particularly charming at night,
when its cramped buildings and narrow alleys were lit softly by gas lamps.
On the rue Tourny, Marek and the graduate students sat in an outdoor
restaurant under white umbrellas, drinking the dark red wine of Cahors into
the night.

Usually, Chris Hughes enjoyed these evenings, but tonight nothing
seemed right to him. The evening was too warm; his metal chair
uncomfortable. He had ordered his favorite dish, pintade aux cépes, but the
guinea hen tasted dry, and the mushrooms were bland. Even the conversation
irritated him: usually, the graduate students talked over the day’s work, but
tonight their young architect, Kate Erickson, had met some friends from New
York, two American couples in their late twenties — stock traders with their
girlfriends. He disliked them almost immediately.

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



four.

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

“Why are you working there? What’s so special about that place,
anyway?” one of the women asked.

“The site is very typical for the period,” Kate said, “with two opposing
castles. But what makes it a real find is that it has been a neglected site, never
previously excavated.”

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

“It’s very desirable,” Marek said. “In our work, the real opportunities
arise only when the world passes an area by. Like Sarlat, for instance. This
town.”

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

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

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

“It’s nice,” the woman said, vaguely. Suddenly, both men returned to the
table together, sat down, and put their phones in their pockets with an air of
finality.

“What happened?” Kate said.

“Market closed,” one explained. “So. You were saying about Castelgard.



What’s so special about it?”

Marek said, “We were discussing the fact that it’s never been excavated
before. But it’s also important to us because Castelgard is a typical
fourteenth-century walled town. The town is older than that, but between
1300 and 1400 most of its structures were built, or modified, for greater
defense: thicker walls, concentric walls, more complicated moats and gates.”

“This is when? The Dark Ages?” one of the men said, pouring wine.

“No,” Marek said. “Technically, it’s the High Middle Ages.”

“Not as high as I’'m going to be,” the man said. “So what comes before
that, the Low Middle Ages?”

“That’s right,” Marek said.

“Hey,” the man said, raising his wineglass. “Right the first time!”

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

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

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

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

The Americans were skeptical. “If it was so great, why was everybody
building more defenses?”

“Because of the Hundred Years War,” Marek said, “which was fought
between England and France.”

“What was it, a religious war?”

“No,” Marek said. “Religion had nothing to do with it. Everyone at the



time was Catholic.”

“Really? What about the Protestants?”

“There were no Protestants.”

“Where were they?”

Marek said, “They hadn’t invented themselves yet.”

“Really? Then what was the war about?”

“Sovereignty,” Marek said. “It was about the fact that England owned a
large part of France.”

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

Marek sighed.

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

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

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

Professor Johnston often said that if you didn’t know history, you didn’t
know anything. You were a leaf that didn’t know it was part of a tree.

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

“Not always,” Marek said. “This was six hundred years ago. It was a
completely different world. The English and French were much closer then.
Ever since soldiers from Normandy conquered England in 1066, all the



English nobility were basically French. They spoke French, ate French food,
followed French fashions. It wasn’t surprising they owned French territory.
Here in the south, they had ruled Aquitaine for more than a century.”

“So? What was the war about? The French decided they wanted it all for
themselves?”

“More or less, yes.”

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

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

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

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

When one of the men began to play with his watch, flipping it around on
his wrist, Chris finally could stand it no longer. Abruptly, he got up from the
table. He mumbled some excuse about having to check on his analyses back
at the site, and headed down the rue Tourny toward the parking lot at the
edge of the old quarter.

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

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

Nigel!

What kind of an idiot had a name like Nigel?

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

That was the team’s signal that a new discovery had been made. They



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

Grid four, she knew, was over at the monastery. She debated whether to
stay in the chapel or to go all the way over there, but finally she decided to
go. The truth was that much of their daily work was dull and uneventful.
They all needed the renewed enthusiasm that came with the excitement of
discoveries.

She walked through the ruins of Castelgard town. Unlike many others,
Kate could rebuild the ruins in her mind, and see the town whole. She liked
Castelgard; this was a no-nonsense town, conceived and built in time of war.
It had all the straightforward authenticity that she had found missing in
architecture school.

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

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

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

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



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

“I’ll row,” he offered as they climbed into the boat. She let him. He began
to pull across the river in easy strokes. She said nothing, just closed her eyes,
turned her face up to the sun. It felt warm, relaxing.

“Beautiful day,” she heard him say.

“Yes, beautiful.”

“You know, Kate,” he began, “I really enjoyed dinner last night. I was
thinking maybe—"

“That’s very flattering, Chris,” she said. “But I have to be honest with
you.”

“Really? About what?”

“I’ve just broken up with someone.”

“Oh. Uh-huh. . ..”

“And I want to take some time off.”

“Oh,” he said. “Sure. I understand. But maybe we could still—”

She gave him her nicest smile. “I don’t think so,” she said.

“Oh. Okay.” She saw that he was starting to pout. Then he said, “You
know, you’re right. I really think it’s best that we just stay colleagues.”

“Colleagues,” she said, shaking hands with him.

The boat touched the far shore.

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

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

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

Looking down, Kate saw that the walls of the trench had collapsed on
both sides, the earth falling inward, covering the trench itself. There was now



a great mound of earth, like a landslide, blocking further progress, and as the
earth collapsed, brownish skulls and long bones — lots of them — had
tumbled out.

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

Marek looked up and saw Kate on the rim. “Hey,” he said. “I’ve been
looking for you. Get down here.”

She scrambled down the ladder to the earthen floor of the pit. In the hot
midafternoon sun, she smelled dirt, and the faint odor of organic decay. One
of the skulls broke free and rolled to the ground at her feet. But she didn’t
touch it; she knew the remains should stay as they were until Chang removed
them.

“This may be the catacombs,” Kate said, “but these bones weren’t stored.
Was there ever a battle here?”

Marek shrugged. “There were battles everywhere. I’m more interested in
that.” He pointed ahead to the arch, which was without decoration, rounded
and slightly flattened.

Kate said, “Cistercian, could even be twelfth century. . ..”

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

She said, “What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking we better get in there. Right away.”

“Why?” she said. “What’s the hurry?”

Chang said to her, “It looks like there’s space beyond the opening. A
room, maybe several rooms.”

“So?”

“Now it’s exposed to the air. For the first time in maybe six hundred
years.”

Marek said, “And air has oxygen.”

“You think there’s artifacts in there?”

“I don’t know what’s in there,” Marek said. “But you could have
considerable damage within a few hours.” He turned to Chang. “Have we got
a snake?”



“No, it’s in Toulouse, being repaired.” The snake was a fiber optic cable
that could be hooked to a camera. They used it to view otherwise inaccessible
spaces.

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

“I would,” Marek said, “if I had enough gas. The biggest cylinder we’ve
got is fifty liters.”

That wasn’t enough.

She pointed to the skulls. “I know, but if you do anything now, you’ll
disturb—”

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

Up above, Chris said, “Not me. I think they were last used here.”

One of the students said, “No, it’s over by grid three.”

“Let’s get it. Elsie, are you about finished with your pictures?”

“Pushy, pushy.”

“Are you, or not?”

“One minute more.”

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

Marek was saying to the others, “Okay, you people, I want flashlights, I
want excavation packs, portable oxygen, filter headsets, lead lines, the works
— now.”

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

“André, I don’t think it’s safe to climb over that. . . .”

“Who’s talking about climbing over? We’ll lower you from above.”

“Me?”



“Yeah. You hang from above the arch, and then go inside.” She must
have looked stricken, because he grinned. “Don’t worry, I’ll go with you.”

“You realize, if we’re wrong . . .” She was thinking, We could be buried
alive.

“What’s this?” Marek said. “Losing your nerve?”

That was all he had to say.

Ten minutes later, she was hanging in midair by the edge of the exposed
arch. She wore the excavation backpack, which was fitted with an oxygen
bottle on the back and had two flashlights dangling like hand grenades from
the waist straps. She had her filter headset pushed up on her forehead. Wires
ran from the radio to a battery in her pocket. With so much equipment she
felt clunky, uncomfortable. Marek stood above her, holding her safety line.
And down in the pit, Rick and his students were watching her tensely.

She looked up at Marek. “Give me five.” He released five feet of line, and
she slid down until she was lightly touching the dirt mound. Little rivulets of
earth trickled away beneath her feet. She eased herself forward.

“Three more.”

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

“Everything all right?” Marek called.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll go in now.”

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

“Very funny. You don’t do this alone, Kate.”

“Well, at least let me get in there first.”

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

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



trying to see its condition. She couldn’t really tell. Not great.

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

“I’m here.”

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

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

“You realize,” she said, “we could be buried alive in here.”

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

Marek sighed. “All this excitement . . . for nothing.”

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

And that was why she saw it.

“André,” she said. “Come here.”

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



Marek looked over her shoulder. “Very good, very good.”

“Did they have oilcloth then?”

“Oh yes. Oilcloth is a Viking invention, perhaps ninth century. Quite
common in Europe by our period. Although I don’t think we have found
anything else in the monastery that’s wrapped in oilcloth.”

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

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

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



TIMELINE

She stopped.

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

It was a small piece of glass, protruding from the earth.

“André?” she said. “I think there’s more.”

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

It was a bifocal lens.

“What is it?” André said, coming back to her.

“You tell me.”

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

“Right here.”

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

“No, only the edge was exposed. I cleaned it off.”

“How?”

“With my finger.”

“So: you are telling me it was partly buried?” He sounded like he didn’t
believe her.

“Hey, what is this?”

“Just answer, please.”

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

“I wish you had not touched it.”

“I do, too, if I’d known you were going to act like—”

“This must be explained,” he said. “Turn around.”

“What?”

“Turn around.” He took her by the shoulder, turned her roughly, so she
was facing away from him.



“Jesus.” She glanced over her shoulder to see what he was doing. He held
his light very close to her backpack and moved over the surface slowly,
examining it minutely, then down to her shorts. “Uh, are you going to tell me

“Be quiet, please.”

It was a full minute before he finished. “The lower left zip pocket of your
pack is open. Did you open it?”

“No.”

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

“I guess. ...”

“Did you brush against the wall at any time?”

“I don’t think so.” She had been careful about it, because she hadn’t
wanted the wall to break loose.

“Are you sure?” he said.

“For Christ’s sake. No, André, I’m not sure.”

“All right. Now you check me.” He handed her his light, and turned his
back to her.

“Check you how?” she said.

“That glass is contamination,” he said. “We have to explain how it got
here. Look to see if any part of my pack is open.”

She looked. Nothing was.

“Did you look carefully?”

“Yes, I looked carefully,” she said, annoyed.

“I think you didn’t take enough time.”

“André. I did.”

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

“Yes, I guess it could.”

“If you could clean it with a fingertip, it was not tightly buried. . . .”

“No, no. Very loose.”

“All right. Then somehow, that is the explanation.”

“What is?”

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

“Okay. ...”



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

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

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

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

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

“Where is this glass lens?” Chris said to Marek.

“Kate has it.”

She gave it to Chris. While everyone else was cheering, he turned away,
unwrapped the package, and held the baggie up to the light.

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

Marek said he would.

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

In the afternoon, Marek scheduled archery practice. The undergraduates
were amused by it, and they never missed a session; recently Kate had taken



it up, as well. The target today was a straw-filled scarecrow, set about fifty
yards away. The kids were all lined up, holding their bows, and Marek strode
down behind them.

“To kill a man,” he said, “you have to remember: he is almost certainly
wearing plate armor on his chest. He’s less likely to have armor on his head
and neck, or on his legs. So to kill him, you must shoot him in the head, or on
the side of his torso, where the plates don’t cover.”

Kate listened to Marek, amused. André took everything so seriously. To
kill a man. As if he really meant it. Standing in the yellow afternoon sunlight
of southern France, hearing the distant honk of cars on the road, the idea
seemed slightly absurd.

“But if you want to stop a man,” Marek continued, “then shoot him in the
leg. He’ll go right down. Today we’ll use the fifty-pound bows.”

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

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

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

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

“What is it?”

“Here. Look for yourself.” He stepped aside, and Marek looked. He saw
the lens, and the sharp line of the bifocal cut. Here and there, the lens was
lightly spotted with white circles, as if from bacteria.

“What am I supposed to see?” Marek said.

“Left edge.”

He moved the stage, bringing the left edge into view. Refracted in the



light, the edge looked very white. Then he noticed that the whiteness spilled
over the edge, onto the surface of the lens itself.

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

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

“Can this be dated?” Marek said.

“It could,” Stern said, “if there was enough of it for a C-14 run. But I can
tell you now, there isn’t. You can’t get a decent date from that amount. There
isn’t any use trying.”

“So?”

“The point is, that was the exposed edge of the lens, right? The edge that
Kate said was sticking out of the earth?”

“Right....”

“So it’s old, André. I don’t know how old, but it’s not site contamination.
Rick is looking at all the bones that were exposed today, and he thinks some
of them are later than our period, eighteenth century, maybe even nineteenth
century. Which means one of them could have been wearing bifocals.”

“I don’t know. This lens looks pretty sharply done. . ..”

“Doesn’t mean it’s new,” Stern said. “They’ve had good grinding
techniques for two hundred years. I’'m arranging for this lens to be checked
by an optics guy back in New Haven. I’ve asked Elsie to jump ahead and do
the oilskin documents, just to see if there’s anything unusual there. In the
meantime, I think we can all ease up.”

“That’s good news,” Marek said, grinning.

“I thought you’d want to know. See you at dinner.”

They had arranged to have dinner in the old town square of Domme, a
village on top of a cliff a few miles from their site. By nightfall, Chris,
grumpy all day, had recovered from his bad mood and was looking forward
to dinner. He wondered if Marek had heard from the Professor, and if not,
what they were going to do about it. He had a sense of expectancy.

His good mood vanished when he arrived to find the stockbroker couples
again, sitting at their table. Apparently they’d been invited for a second night.
Chris was about to turn around and leave, but Kate got up and quickly put her
arm around his waist, and steered him toward the table.

“I’d rather not,” he said in a low voice. “I can’t stand these people.” But
then she gave him a little hug, and eased him into a chair. He saw that the



stockbrokers must be buying the wine tonight — Chateau Lafite-Rothschild
’95, easily two thousand francs a bottle.

And he thought, What the hell.

“Well, this is a charming town,” one of the women was saying. “We went
and saw the walls around the outside. They go on for quite a distance. High,
too. And that very pretty gate coming into town, you know, with the two
round towers on either side.”

Kate nodded. “It’s sort of ironic,” she said, “that a lot of the villages that
we find so charming now were actually the shopping malls of the fourteenth
century.”

“Shopping malls? How do you mean?” the woman asked.

At that moment, Marek’s radio, clipped to his belt, crackled with static.

“André? Are you there?”

It was Elsie. She never came to dinner with the others, but worked late on
her cataloging. Marek held up the radio. “Yes, Elsie.”

“I just found something very weird, here.”

“Yes....”

“Would you ask David to come over? I need his help testing. But I’'m
telling you guys — if this is a joke, I don’t appreciate it.”

With a click, the radio went dead.

“Elsie?”

No answer.

Marek looked around the table. “Anybody play a joke on her?”

They all shook their heads no.

Chris Hughes said, “Maybe she’s cracking up. It wouldn’t surprise me, all
those hours staring at parchment.”

“I’ll see what she wants,” David Stern said, getting up from the table. He
headed off into the darkness.

Chris thought of going with him, but Kate looked at him quickly, and
gave him a smile. So he eased back in his seat and reached for his wine.

“You were saying — these towns were like shopping malls?”

“A lot of them were, yes,” Kate Erickson said. “These towns were
speculative ventures to make money for land developers. Just like shopping
malls today. And like malls, they were all built on a similar pattern.”

She turned in her chair and pointed to the Domme town square behind
them. “See the covered wooden market in the center of the town square?



You’ll find similar covered markets in lots of towns around here. It means the
town is a bastide, a new, fortified village. Nearly a thousand bastide towns
were built in France during the fourteenth century. Some of them were built
to hold territory. But many of them were built simply to make money.”

That got the attention of the stock pickers.

One of the men looked up sharply and said, “Wait a minute. How does
building a village make anybody money?”

Kate smiled. “Fourteenth-century economics,” she said. “It worked like
this. Let’s say you’re a nobleman who owns a lot of land. Fourteenth-century
France is mostly forest, which means that your land is mostly forest,
inhabited by wolves. Maybe you have a few farmers here and there who pay
you some measly rents. But that’s no way to get rich. And because you’re a
nobleman, you’re always desperately in need of money, to fight wars and to
entertain in the lavish style that’s expected of you.

“So what can you do to increase the income from your lands? You build a
new town. You attract people to live in your new town by offering them
special tax breaks, special liberties spelled out in the town charter. Basically,
you free the townspeople from feudal obligations.”

“Why do you give them these breaks?” one of the men said.

“Because pretty soon you’ll have merchants and markets in the town, and
the taxes and fees generate much more money for you. You charge for
everything. For the use of the road to come to the town. For the right to enter
the town walls. For the right to set up a stall in the market. For the cost of
soldiers to keep order. For providing moneylenders to the market.”

“Not bad,” one of the men said.

“Not bad at all. And in addition, you take a percentage of everything
that’s sold in the market.”

“Really? What percentage?”

“It depended on the place, and the particular merchandise. In general, one
to five percent. So the market is really the reason for the town. You can see it
clearly, in the way the town is laid out. Look at the church over there,” she
said, pointing off to the side. “In earlier centuries, the church was the center
of the town. People went to Mass at least once a day. All life revolved around
the church. But here in Domme, the church is off to one side. The market is
now the center of town.”

“So all the money comes from the market?”

“Not entirely, because the fortified town offers protection for the area,



which means farmers will clear the nearby land and start new farms. So you
increase your farming rents, as well. All in all, a new town was a reliable
investment. Which is why so many of these towns were built.”

“Is that the only reason the towns were built?”

“No, many were built for military considerations as—”

Marek’s radio crackled. It was Elsie again. “André?”

“Yes,” Marek said.

“You better get over here right away. Because I don’t know how to
handle this.”

“Why? What is it?”

“Just come. Now.”

The generator chugged loudly, and the farmhouse seemed brilliantly lit in
the dark field, under a sky of stars.

They all crowded into the farmhouse. Elsie was sitting at her desk in the
center, staring at them. Her eyes seemed distant.

“Elsie?”

“It’s impossible,” she said.

“What’s impossible? What happened here?”

Marek looked over at David Stern, but he was still working at some
analysis in the corner of the room.

Elsie sighed. “I don’t know, I don’t know. . . .”

“Well,” Marek said, “start at the beginning.”

“Okay,” she said. “The beginning.” She stood up and crossed the room,
where she pointed to a stack of parchments resting on a piece of plastic tarp
on the floor. “This is the beginning. The document bundle I designated M-
031, dug up from the monastery earlier today. David asked me to do it as
soon as possible.”

Nobody said anything. They just watched her.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ve been going through the bundle. This is how I do
it. I take about ten parchments at a time and bring them over here to my
desk.” She brought ten over. “Now, I sit down at the desk, and I go through
them, one by one. Then, after I’ve summarized the contents of one sheet, and
entered the summary into the computer, I take the sheet to be photographed,
over here.” She went to the next table, slipped a parchment under the camera.

Marek said, “We’re familiar with—"

“No, you’re not,” she said sharply. “You’re not familiar at all.” Elsie
went back to her table, took the next parchment off the stack. “Okay. So I go



through them one by one. This particular stack consists of all kinds of
documents: bills, copies of letters, replies to orders from the bishop, records
of crop yields, lists of monastery assets. All dating from about the year
1357.”

She took the parchments from the stack, one after the other.

“And then” — she removed the last one — “I see this.”
They stared.
Nobody said anything.

The parchment was identical in size to the others in the stack, but instead
of dense writing in Latin or Old French, this one had only two words,
scrawled in plain English:

HELP ME
4/7/1357

“In case you’re wondering,” she said, “that’s the Professor’s
handwriting.”

The room was silent. No one moved or shifted. They all just stared in
complete silence.

Marek was thinking very fast, running through the possibilities. Because
of his detailed, encyclopedic knowledge of the medieval period, for many
years he had served as an outside consultant on medieval artifacts to the
Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York. As a result, Marek had
considerable experience with fakes of all kinds. It was true that he was rarely
shown faked documents from the medieval period — the fakes were usually
precious stones set in a bracelet that was ten years old, or a suit of armor that
turned out to have been made in Brooklyn — but his experience had given
him a clear way to think it through.

Marek said, “Okay. Begin at the beginning. Are you sure that’s his
handwriting?”

“Yes,” Elsie said. “Without question.”

“How do you know?”

She sniffed. “I’'m a graphologist, André. But here. See for yourself.”

She brought out a note that Johnston had scrawled a few days earlier, a
note written in block letters, attached to a bill: “PL.S CHK THIS CHARGE.”
She set it beside the parchment signature. “Block letters are actually easier to
analyze. His H, for example, has a faint diagonal beneath. He draws one



vertical line, lifts his pen, draws the second vertical, then drags his pen back
to draw the crossbar, making the diagonal below. Or look at the P. He makes
a downward stroke, then goes up and back to position to make the semicircle.
Or the E, which he draws as an L and then zigzags back up to make the two
added lines. There’s no question. It’s his handwriting.”

“Someone couldn’t have forged it?”

“No. Forgery, you have pen lifts and other signs. This writing is his.”

Kate said, “Would he play a joke on us?”

“If he did, it isn’t funny.”

“What about this parchment it’s written on?” Marek said. “Is it as old as
the other sheets in the stack?”

“Yes,” David Stern said, coming over. “Short of carbon dating, I’d say
yes — it’s the same age as the others.”

Marek thought: How can that be? He said, “Are you sure? This
parchment looks different. The surface looks rougher to me.”

“It is rougher,” Stern said. “Because it’s been poorly scraped. Parchment
was valuable material in medieval times. Generally it was used, scraped
clean, and then used again. But if we look at this parchment under ultra-
violet. . . . Would somebody get the lights?” Kate turned them off, and in the
darkness Stern swung a purple lamp over the table.

Marek immediately saw more writing, faint but clearly there on the
parchment.

“This was originally a bill for lodging,” Elsie said. “It’s been scraped
clean, quickly and crudely, as if somebody was in a hurry.”

Chris said, “Are you saying the Professor scraped it?”

“I have no idea who scraped it. But it’s not expertly done.”

“All right,” Marek said. “There’s one definitive way to decide this, once
and for all.” He turned to Stern. “What about the ink, David? Is it genuine?”

Stern hesitated. “I’m not sure.”

“Not sure? Why not?”

“Chemically speaking,” Stern said, “it’s exactly what you’d expect: iron
in the form of ferrous oxide, mixed with gall as an organic binder. Some
added carbon for blackness, and five percent sucrose. In those days, they used
sugar to give the inks a shiny surface. So it’s ordinary iron-gall ink, correct
for the period. But that in itself doesn’t mean much.”

“Right.” Stern was saying it could be faked.



“So I ran gall and iron titers,” Stern said, “which I usually do in
questionable cases. They tell us the exact amounts present in the ink. The
titers indicate that this particular ink is similar but not identical to the ink on
the other documents.”

“Similar but not identical,” Marek said. “How similar?”

“As you know, medieval inks were mixed by hand before use, because
they didn’t keep. Gall is organic — it’s the ground-up nuts of an oak tree —
which means the inks would eventually go bad. Sometimes they added wine
to the ink as a preservative. Anyway, there’s usually a fairly large variation in
gall and iron content from one document to another. You find as much as
twenty or thirty percent difference between documents. It’s reliable enough
that we can use these percentages to tell if two documents were written on the
same day, from the same ink supply. This particular ink is about twenty-nine
percent different from the documents on either side of it.”

“Meaningless,” Marek said. “Those numbers don’t confirm either
authenticity or forgery. Did you do a spectrographic analysis?”

“Yes. Just finished it. Here’s the spectra for three documents, with the
Professor’s in the middle.” Three lines, a series of spikes and dips. “Again,
similar but not identical.”

“Not that similar,” Marek said, looking at the pattern of spikes. “Because
along with the percentage difference in iron content, you’ve got lots of trace
elements in the Professor’s ink, including — what’s this spike, for instance?”

“Chromium.”

Marek sighed. “Which means it’s modern.”

“Not necessarily, no.”

“There’s no chromium in the inks before and after.”

“That’s true. But chromium is found in manuscript inks. Fairly
commonly.”

“Is there chromium in this valley?”

“No,” Stern said, “but chromium was imported all over Europe, because
it was used for fabric dyes as well as inks.”

“But what about all these other contaminants?” Marek said, pointing to
the other spikes. He shook his head. “I’m sorry. I’m just not buying this.”

Stern said, “I agree. This has to be a joke.”

“But we’re not going to know for sure without a carbon date,” Marek
said. Carbon-14 would enable them to date both ink and parchment within
about fifty years. That would be good enough to settle the question of



forgery.

“I’d also like to do thermoluminescence, and maybe a laser activation
while we’re at it,” Stern said.

“You can’t do that here.”

“No, I'll take it over to Les Eyzies.” Les Eyzies, the town in the next
valley that was the center of prehistoric studies in southern France, had a
well-equipped lab that did carbon-14 and potassium-argon dating, as well as
neutron activation and other difficult tests. The field results weren’t as
accurate as the labs in Paris or Toulouse, but scientists could get an answer in
a few hours.

“Any chance you can run it tonight?” Marek said.

“Ill try.”

Chris came back to join the group; he had been telephoning the Professor
on a cell phone. “Nothing,” he said. “I just got his voicemail.”

“All right,” Marek said. “There’s nothing more we can do right now. I
assume this message is a bizarre joke. I can’t imagine who played it on us —
but somebody did. Tomorrow we’ll run carbon and date the message. I have
no doubt it will prove to be recent. And with all due respect to Elsie, it’s
probably a forgery.”

Elsie started to sputter.

“But in any case,” Marek continued, “the Professor is due to call in
tomorrow, and we’ll ask him. In the meantime, I suggest we all go to bed and
get a good night’s rest.”

In the farmhouse, Marek closed the door softly behind him before turning
on the lights. Then he looked around.

The room was immaculate, as he would have expected. It had the tidiness
of a monk’s cell. Beside the bed stood five or six research papers, neatly
stacked. On a desk to the right, more research papers sat beside a closed
laptop computer. The desk had a drawer, which he opened and rummaged
through quickly.

But he didn’t find what he was looking for.

He went next to the armoire. The Professor’s clothes were neatly arranged
inside, with space between each hanging garment. Marek went from one to
the next, patting the pockets, but he still did not find it. Perhaps it wasn’t
here, he thought. Perhaps he had taken it with him to New Mexico.

There was a bureau opposite the door. He opened the top drawer: coins in
a small shallow dish, American dollar bills wrapped in a rubber band, and a



few personal objects, including a knife, a pen and a spare watch — nothing
out of the ordinary.

Then he saw a plastic case, tucked over to one side.

He brought the case out, opened it up. The case contained eyeglasses. He
set the glasses out on the counter.

The lenses were bifocals, oval in shape.

He reached into his shirt pocket and brought out a plastic bag. He heard a
creak behind him, and turned to see Kate Erickson coming in through the
door.

“Going through his underwear?” she said, raising her eyebrows. “I saw
the light under the door. So I had a look.”

“Without knocking?” Marek said.

“What are you doing in here?” she said. Then she saw the plastic. “Is that
what I think it is?”

“Yes.”

Marek took the single bifocal lens out of the plastic bag, holding it with a
pair of tweezers, and placed it on top of the bureau, beside the Professor’s
eyeglasses.

“Not identical,” she said. “But I'd say the lens is his.”

“So would 1.”

“But isn’t that what you always thought? I mean, he’s the only one on the
site who wears bifocals. The contamination has to be from his eyeglasses.”

“But there isn’t any contamination,” Marek said. “This lens is old.”

“What?”

“David says that white edge is bacterial growth. This lens is not modern,
Kate. It’s old.”

She looked closely. “It can’t be,” she said. “Look at the way the lenses
are cut. It’s the same in the Professor’s glasses and this lens. It must be
modern.”

“I know, but David insists it’s old.”

“How old?”

“He can’t tell.”

“He can’t date it?”

Marek shook his head. “Not enough organic material.”

“So in that case,” she said, “you came to his room because . . .” She
paused, staring at the eyeglasses, then at him. She frowned. “I thought you
said that signature was a forgery, André.”



“I did, yes.”

“But you also asked if David could do the carbon test tonight, didn’t
you.”

“Yes....”

“And then you came here, with the glass, because you’re worried. . . .”
She shook her head as if to clear it. “About what? What do you think is going
on?”

Marek looked at her. “I have absolutely no idea. Nothing makes sense.”

“But you’re worried.”

“Yes,” Marek said. “I’'m worried.”

The following day dawned bright and hot, a glaring sun beneath a
cloudless sky. The Professor didn’t call in the morning. Marek called him
twice, but always got his voicemail: “Leave me a message, and I'll call you
back.”

Nor was there any word from Stern. When they called the lab at Les
Eyzies they were told he was busy. A frustrated technician said, “He is
repeating the tests again! Three times now!”

Why? Marek wondered. He considered going over to Les Eyzies to see
for himself — it was just a short drive — but decided to stay at the
storehouse in case the Professor called.

He never called.

In the middle of the morning, Elsie said, “Huh.”

“What?”

She was looking at another piece of parchment. “This was the document
on the stack right before the Professor’s,” she said.

Marek came over. “What about it?”

“It looks like there are ink spots from the Professor’s pen. See, here, and
here?”

Marek shrugged. “He was probably looking at this right before he wrote
his note.”

“But they’re in the margin,” she said, “almost like a notation.”

“Notation to what?” he said. “What’s the document about?”

“It’s a piece of natural history,” she said. “A description of an
underground river by one of the monks. Says you have to be cautious at
various points, marked off in paces, so on and so forth.”

“An underground river. . . .” Marek wasn’t interested. The monks were
the scholars of the region, and they often wrote little essays on local



geography, or carpentry, the proper time to prune orchard trees, how best to
store grain in winter, and so on. They were curiosities, and often wrong.
“ ‘Marcellus has the key,” ” she said, reading the text. “Wonder what that

means. It’s right where the Professor put his marks. Then . . . something
about . . . giant feet ... no ... the giant’s feet? . . . The feet of the giant? . ..
And it says vivix, which is Latin for . . . let me see. . . . That’s a new
one....”

She consulted a dictionary.

Restless, Marek went outside and paced up and down. He was edgy,
nervous.

“That’s odd,” she said, “there is no word vivix. At least not in this
dictionary.” She made a note, in her methodical way.

Marek sighed.

The hours crawled by.

The Professor never called.

Finally it was three o’clock; the students were wandering up to the big
tent for their afternoon break. Marek stood in the door and watched them.
They seemed carefree, laughing, punching each other, making jokes.

The phone rang. He immediately turned back. Elsie picked it up. He
heard her say, “Yes, he’s here with me right now. . ..”

He hurried into her room. “The Professor?”

She was shaking her head. “No. It’s someone from ITC.” And she handed
him the phone.

“This is André Marek speaking,” he said.

“Oh yes. Please hold, Mr. Marek. I know Mr. Doniger is eager to speak to
you.”

“He is?”

“Yes. We’ve been trying to reach you for several hours. Please hold while
I find him for you.”

A long pause. Some classical music played. Marek put his hand over the
phone and said to Elsie, “It’s Doniger.”

“Hey,” she said. “You must rate. The big cheese himself.”

“Why is Doniger calling me?”

Five minutes later, he was still waiting on hold, when Stern walked into
the room, shaking his head. “You’re not going to believe this.”

“Yes? What?” Marek said, holding the phone.

Stern just handed him a sheet of paper. It said:



638 + 47 BP

“What is this supposed to be?” Marek said.

“The date on the ink.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The ink on that parchment,” Stern said. “It’s six hundred and thirty-eight
years old, plus or minus forty-seven years.”

“What?” Marek said.

“That’s right. The ink has a date of A.D. 1361.”

“What?”

“I know, I know,” Stern said. “But we ran the test three times. There’s no
question about it. If the Professor really wrote that, he wrote it six hundred
years ago.” Marek flipped the paper over. On the other side, it said:

AD 1361 + 47 years

On the phone, the music ended with a click, and a taut voice said, “This is
Bob Doniger. Mr. Marek?”

“Yes,” Marek said.

“You may not remember, but we met a couple of years ago, when I
visited the site.”

“I remember very well,” Marek said.

“I’'m calling about Professor Johnston. We are very concerned for his
safety.”

“Is he missing?”

“No, he’s not. We know exactly where he is.”

Something in his tone sent a shiver down Marek’s spine. Marek said,
“Then can I speak to him?”

“Not at the moment, I’m afraid.”

“Is the Professor in danger?”

“It’s difficult to say. I hope not. But we’re going to need the help of you
and your group. I’ve already sent the plane to get you.”

Marek said, “Mr. Doniger, we seem to have a message from Professor
Johnston that is six hundred years—"
“Not on a cell phone,” Doniger said, cutting him off. But Marek noticed



that he didn’t seem at all surprised. “It’s three o’clock now in France, is that
right?”

“Just after, yes.”

“All right,” Doniger said. “Pick the three members of your team who
know the Dordogne region best. Drive to the airport at Bergerac. Don’t
bother to pack. We’ll supply everything when you get here. The plane lands
at six p.m. your time, and will bring you back to New Mexico. Is that clear?”

“Yes, but—"

“I’ll see you then.”

And Doniger hung up.

David Stern looked at Marek. “What was that all about?” he said.
Marek said, “Go get your passport.”

“What?”

“Go get your passport. Then come back with the car.”

“We going somewhere?”

“Yes, we are,” Marek said.

And he reached for his radio.

Kate Erickson looked down from the ramparts of La Roque Castle into
the inner bailey, the broad grassy center of the castle, twenty feet below. The
grass was swarming with tourists of a dozen nationalities, all in bright clothes
and shorts. Cameras clicking in every direction.

Beneath her, she heard a young girl say, “Another castle. Why do we
have to go to all these stupid castles, Mom?”

The mother said, “Because Daddy is interested.”

“But they’re all the same, Mom.”

“I know, dear. ...”

The father, a short distance away, was standing inside low walls that
outlined a former room. “And this,” he announced to his family, “was the
great hall.”

Looking down, Kate saw at once that it wasn’t. The man was standing
inside the remains of the kitchen. It was obvious from the three ovens still
visible in the wall to the left. And the stone sluice that had brought water
could be seen just behind the man as he spoke.

“What happened in the great hall?” his daughter asked.

“This is where they held their banquets, and where visiting knights paid



homage to the king.”

Kate sighed. There was no evidence a king had ever been to La Roque.
On the contrary, documents indicated that it had always been a private castle,
built in the eleventh century by someone named Armand de Cléry, and later
heavily rebuilt early in the fourteenth century, with another ring of outer
walls, and additional drawbridges. That added work was done by a knight
named Francois le Gros, or Francis the Fat, around 1302.

Despite his name, Francois was an English knight, and he built La Roque
in the new English style of castles, established by Edward I. The Edwardian
castles were large, with spacious inner courtyards and pleasant quarters for
the lord. This suited Francois, who by all accounts had an artistic
temperament, a lazy disposition, and a propensity for money troubles.
Francois was forced to mortgage his castle, and later to sell it outright.
During the Hundred Years War, La Roque was controlled by a succession of
knights. But the fortifications held: the castle was never captured in battle,
only in commercial transactions.

As for the great hall, she saw it was off to the left, badly ruined, but
clearly indicating the outlines of a much larger room, almost a hundred feet
long. The monumental fireplace — nine feet high and twelve feet wide —
was still visible. Kate knew that any great hall of this size would have had
stone walls and a timber roof. And yes, as she looked, she saw notches in the
stone high up, to hold the big horizontal timbers. Then there would have been
cross-bracing above that, to support the roof.

A British tour group squeezed past her on the narrow ramparts. She heard
the guide say, “These ramparts were built by Sir Francis the Bad in 1363.
Francis was a thoroughly nasty piece of work. He liked to torture men and
women, and even children, in his vast dungeons. Now if you look to the left,
you will see Lover’s Leap, where Madame de Renaud fell to her death in
1292, disgraced because she was pregnant by her husband’s stable boy. But it
is disputed whether she fell or was pushed by her outraged spouse. . . .”

Kate sighed. Where did they come up with this stuff? She turned to her
sketchbook notes, where she was recording the outlines of the walls. This
castle, too, had its secret passages. But Francis the Fat was a skilled architect.
His passages were mostly for defense. One passage ran from the ramparts
down behind the far wall of the great hall, past the rear of the fireplace.
Another passage followed the battlements on the south ramparts.

But the most important passage still eluded her. According to the



fourteenth-century writer Froissart, the castle of La Roque had never been
taken by siege because its attackers could never find the secret passage that
permitted food and water to be brought to the castle. It was rumored that this
secret passage was linked to the network of caves in the limestone rock below
the castle; also that it ran some distance, ending in a concealed opening in the
cliffs.

Somewhere.

The easiest way to find it now would be to locate where it ended inside
the castle and to follow it back. But to find that opening, she would need
technical help. Probably the best thing would be ground radar. But to do that,
she’d need the castle empty. It was closed on Mondays; they might do it next
Monday, if—

Her radio crackled. “Kate?”

It was Marek.

She held the radio to her face, pressed the button. “Yes, this is Kate.”

“Come back to the farmhouse now. It’s an emergency.”

And he clicked off.

Nine feet underwater, Chris Hughes heard the gurgling hiss of his
regulator as he adjusted the tether that held him in place against the current of
the Dordogne. The water clarity was not bad today, about twelve feet, and he
was able to see the entire large pylon of the fortified mill bridge, at the
water’s edge. The pylon ended in a jumble of large cut rocks that ran in a
straight line across the river. These rocks were the remains of the former
bridge span.

Chris moved along this line, examining the rocks slowly. He was looking
for grooves or notches that would help him determine where timbers had
been used. From time to time, he tried to turn one rock over, but it was very
difficult underwater because he could get no leverage.

On the surface above, he had a plastic float with a red-striped diver’s flag.
It was there to protect him from the vacationing kayakers. At least, that was
the idea.

He felt a sudden jerk, yanking him away from the bottom. He broke
surface and bumped his head against the yellow hull of a kayak. The rider
was holding the plastic float, shouting at him in what sounded like German.

Chris pulled his mouthpiece out and said, “Just leave that alone, will
you?”



He was answered in rapid German. The kayaker was pointing irritably
toward the shore.

“Listen, pal, I don’t know what you’re—"

The man kept shouting and pointing toward the shore, his finger stabbing
the air.

Chris looked back.

One of the students was standing on the shore, holding a radio in his
hand. He was shouting. It took Chris a moment to understand. “Marek wants
you back to the farmhouse. Now.”

“Jesus, how about in half an hour, when I finish—"

“He says now.”

Dark clouds hung over the distant mesas, and it looked like there would
be rain. In his office, Doniger hung up the phone and said, “They’ve agreed
to come.”

“Good,” Diane Kramer said. She was standing facing him, her back to the
mountains. “We need their help.”

“Unfortunately,” Doniger said, “we do.” He got up from his desk and
began to pace. He was always restless when he was thinking hard.

“I just don’t understand how we lost the Professor in the first place,”
Kramer said. “He must have stepped into the world. You told him not to do
it. You told him not to go in the first place. And he must have stepped into
the world.”

“We don’t know what happened,” Doniger said. “We have no damn
idea.”

“Except that he wrote a message,” Kramer said.

“Yes. According to Kastner. When did you talk to her?”

“Late yesterday,” Kramer said. “She called me as soon as she knew.
She’s been a very reliable connection for us, and she—"

“Never mind,” Doniger said, waving his hand irritably. “It’s not core.”

That was the expression he always used when he thought something was
irrelevant. Kramer said, “What’s core?”

“Getting him back,” Doniger said. “It is essential that we get that man
back. That is core.”

“No question,” Kramer said. “Essential.”

“Personally, I thought the old fart was an asshole,” Doniger said. “But if
we don’t get him back, it’s a publicity nightmare.”

“Yes. A nightmare.”



“But I can deal with it,” Doniger said.

“You can deal with it, I’m sure.”

Over the years, Kramer had fallen into the habit of repeating whatever
Doniger said when he was in one of his “pacing moods.” To an outsider, it
looked like sycophancy, but Doniger found it useful. Frequently, when
Doniger heard her say it back, he would disagree. Kramer understood that in
this process, she was just a bystander. It might look like a conversation
between two people, but it wasn’t. Doniger was talking only to himself.

“The problem,” Doniger said, “is that we’re increasing the number of
outsiders who know about the technology, but we’re not getting a
commensurate return. For all we know, those students won’t be able to get
him back, either.”

“Their chances are better.”

“That’s a presumption.” He paced. “It’s weak.”

“I agree, Bob. Weak.”

“And the search team you sent back? Who did you send?”

“Gomez and Baretto. They didn’t see the Professor anywhere.”

“How long were they there?”

“I believe about an hour.”

“They didn’t step into the world?”

Kramer shook her head. “Why take the risk? There’s no point. They’re a
couple of ex-marines, Bob. They wouldn’t know where to look even if they
did step in. They wouldn’t even know what to be afraid of. It’s completely
different back there.”

“But these graduate students may know where to look.”

“That’s the idea,” Kramer said.

Distant thunder rumbled. The first fat drops of rain streaked the office
windows. Doniger stared at the rain. “What if we lose the graduate students,
too?”

“A publicity nightmare.”

“Maybe,” Doniger said. “But we have to prepare for the possibility.”

The jet engines whined as the Gulfstream V rolled toward them, “ITC” in
big silver letters on the tail. The stairs lowered, and a uniformed flight
attendant rolled out a strip of red carpet at the bottom of the stairs.

The graduate students stared.

“No kidding,” Chris Hughes said. “There really is a red carpet.”

“Let’s go,” Marek said. He threw his backpack over his shoulder and led



them aboard.

Marek had refused to answer their questions, pleading ignorance. He told
them the results of the carbon dating. He told them he couldn’t explain it. He
told them that ITC wanted them to come to help the Professor, and that it was
urgent. He didn’t say any more. And he noticed that Stern, too, was keeping
silent.

Inside, the plane was all gray and silver. The flight attendant asked them
what they wanted to drink. All this luxury contrasted with the tough-looking
man with cropped gray hair who came forward to greet them. Although the
man wore a business suit, Marek detected a military manner as he shook
hands with each of them.

“My name’s Gordon,” he said. “Vice president at ITC. Welcome aboard.
Flying time to New Mexico is nine hours, forty minutes. Better fasten your
seat belts.”

They dropped into seats, already feeling the aircraft begin to move on the
runway. Moments later, the engines roared, and Marek looked out the
window to see the French countryside fall away beneath them.

It could be worse, Gordon thought, sitting at the back of the plane and
looking at the group. True, they were academics. They were a little
befuddled. And there was no coordination, no team feeling among them.

But on the other hand, they all seemed to be in decent physical condition,
particularly the foreign guy, Marek. He looked strong. And the woman
wasn’t bad, either. Good muscle tone in the arms, calluses on her hands.
Competent manner. So she might hold up under pressure, he thought.

But the good-looking kid would be useless. Gordon sighed as Chris
Hughes looked out the window, caught his own reflection in the glass, and
brushed back his hair with his hand.

And Gordon couldn’t decide about the fourth kid, the nerdy one. He’d
obviously spent time outdoors; his clothes were faded and his glasses
scratched. But Gordon recognized him as a tech guy. Knew everything about
equipment and circuits, nothing about the world. It was hard to say how he’d
react if things got tough.

The big man, Marek, said, “Are you going to tell us what’s going on?”

“I think you already know, Mr. Marek,” Gordon said. “Don’t you?”

“I have a piece of six-hundred-year-old parchment with the Professor’s
writing on it. In six-hundred-year-old ink.”



“Yes. You do.”

Marek shook his head. “But I have trouble believing it.”

“At this point,” Gordon said, “it’s simply a technological reality. It’s real.
It can be done.” He got out of his seat and moved to sit with the group.

“You mean time travel,” Marek said.

“No,” Gordon said. “I don’t mean time travel at all. Time travel is
impossible. Everyone knows that.”

“The very concept of time travel makes no sense, since time doesn’t flow.
The fact that we think time passes is just an accident of our nervous systems
— of the way things look to us. In reality, time doesn’t pass; we pass. Time
itself is invariant. It just is. Therefore, past and future aren’t separate
locations, the way New York and Paris are separate locations. And since the
past isn’t a location, you can’t travel to it.”

They were silent. They just stared at him.

“It is important to be clear about this,” Gordon said. “The ITC technology
has nothing to do with time travel, at least not directly. What we have
developed is a form of space travel. To be precise, we use quantum
technology to manipulate an orthogonal multiverse coordinate change.”

They looked at him blankly.

“It means,” Gordon said, “that we travel to another place in the
multiverse.”

“And what’s the multiverse?” Kate said.

“The multiverse is the world defined by quantum mechanics. It means
that—"

“Quantum mechanics?” Chris said. “What’s quantum mechanics?”

Gordon paused. “That’s fairly difficult. But since you’re historians,” he
said, “let me try to explain it historically.”

“A hundred years ago,” Gordon said, “physicists understood that energy
— like light or magnetism or electricity — took the form of continuously
flowing waves. We still refer to ‘radio waves’ and ‘light waves.’ In fact, the
recognition that all forms of energy shared this wavelike nature was one of
the great achievements of nineteenth-century physics.

“But there was a small problem,” he said. It turned out that if you shined
light on a metal plate, you got an electric current. The physicist Max Planck
studied the relationship between the amount of light shining on the plate and



the amount of electricity produced, and he concluded that energy wasn’t a
continuous wave. Instead, energy seemed to be composed of individual units,
which he called quanta. “The discovery that energy came in quanta was the
start of quantum physics,” Gordon said.

“A few years later, Einstein showed that you could explain the
photoelectric effect by assuming that light was composed of particles, which
he called photons. These photons of light struck the metal plate and knocked
off electrons, producing electricity. Mathematically, the equations worked.
They fit the view that light consisted of particles. Okay so far?”

“Yes....”

“And pretty soon, physicists began to realize that not only light, but all
energy was composed of particles. In fact, all matter in the universe took the
form of particles. Atoms were composed of heavy particles in the nucleus,
light electrons buzzing around on the outside. So, according to the new
thinking, everything is particles. Okay?”

“Okay. ...”

“The particles are discrete units, or quanta. And the theory that describes
how these particles behave is quantum theory. A major discovery of
twentieth-century physics.”

They were all nodding.

“Physicists continue to study these particles, and begin to realize they’re
very strange entities. You can’t be sure where they are, you can’t measure
them exactly, and you can’t predict what they will do. Sometimes they
behave like particles, sometimes like waves. Sometimes two particles will
interact with each other even though they’re a million miles apart, with no
connection between them. And so on. The theory is starting to seem
extremely weird.

“Now, two things happen to quantum theory. The first is that it gets
confirmed, over and over. It’s the most proven theory in the history of
science. Supermarket scanners, lasers and computer chips all rely on quantum
mechanics. So there is absolutely no doubt that quantum theory is the correct
mathematical description of the universe.

“But the problem is, it’s only a mathematical description. It’s just a set of
equations. And physicists couldn’t visualize the world that was implied by
those equations — it was too weird, too contradictory. Einstein, for one,
didn’t like that. He felt it meant the theory was flawed. But the theory kept
getting confirmed, and the situation got worse and worse. Eventually, even



scientists who won the Nobel Prize for contributions to quantum theory had
to admit they didn’t understand it.

“So, this made a very odd situation. For most of the twentieth century,
there’s a theory of the universe that everyone uses, and everyone agrees is
correct — but nobody can tell you what it is saying about the world.”

“What does all this have to do with multiple universes?” Marek said.

“I’m getting there,” Gordon said.

Many physicists tried to explain the equations, Gordon said. Each
explanation failed for one reason or another. Then in 1957, a physicist named
Hugh Everett proposed a daring new explanation. Everett claimed that our
universe — the universe we see, the universe of rocks and trees and people
and galaxies out in space — was just one of an infinite number of universes,
existing side by side.

Each of these universes was constantly splitting, so there was a universe
where Hitler lost the war, and another where he won; a universe where
Kennedy died, and another where he lived. And also a world where you
brushed your teeth in the morning, and one where you didn’t. And so forth,
on and on and on. An infinity of worlds.

Everett called this the “many worlds” interpretation of quantum
mechanics. His explanation was consistent with the quantum equations, but
physicists found it very hard to accept. They didn’t like the idea of all these
worlds constantly splitting all the time. They found it unbelievable that reality
could take this form.

“Most physicists still refuse to accept it,” Gordon said. “Even though no
one has ever shown it is wrong.”

Everett himself had no patience with his colleagues’ objections. He
insisted the theory was true, whether you liked it or not. If you disbelieved
his theory, you were just being stodgy and old-fashioned, exactly like the
scientists who disbelieved the Copernican theory that placed the sun at the
center of the solar system — and which had also seemed unbelievable at the
time. “Because Everett claimed the many worlds concept was actually true.
There really were multiple universes. And they were running right alongside
our own. All these multiple universes were eventually referred to as a
‘multiverse.”

“Wait a minute,” Chris said. “Are you telling us this is true?”

“Yes,” Gordon said. “It’s true.”



“How do you know?” Marek said.
“I’ll show you,” Gordon said. And he reached for a manila file that said
“ITC/CTC Technology.”

He took out a blank piece of paper, and began drawing. “Very simple
experiment, it’s been done for two hundred years. Set up two walls, one in
front of the other. The first wall has a single vertical slit in it.”

He showed them the drawing.

“Now you shine a light at the slit. On the wall behind, you’ll see—"

“A white line,” Marek said. “From the light coming through the slit.”

“Correct. It would look something like this.” Gordon pulled out a photo
on a card.

Gordon continued to sketch. “Now, instead of one slit, you have a wall
with two vertical slits in it. Shine a light on it, and on the wall behind, you
see—"

“Two vertical lines,” Marek said.

“No. You’ll see a series of light and dark bars.” He showed them:

“And,” Gordon continued, “if you shine your light through four slits, you
get half as many bars as before. Because every other bar goes black.”



TIMELINE

Marek frowned. “More slits mean fewer bars? Why?”

“The usual explanation is what I’ve drawn — the light passing through
the slits acts like two waves that overlap. In some places they add to each
other, and in other places they cancel each other out. And that makes a
pattern of alternating light and dark on the wall. We say the waves interfere
with each other, and that this is an interference pattern.”

Chris Hughes said, “So? What’s wrong with all that?”

“What’s wrong,” Gordon said, “is that I just gave you a nineteenth-
century explanation. It was perfectly acceptable when everybody believed
that light was a wave. But since Einstein, we know that light consists of
particles called photons. How do you explain a bunch of photons making this
pattern?”

There was silence. They were shaking their heads.

David Stern spoke for the first time. “Particles aren’t as simple as the way
you have described them. Particles have some wavelike properties, depending
on the situation. Particles can interfere with one another. In this case, the
photons in the beam of light are interfering with one another to produce the
same pattern.”

“That does seem logical,” Gordon said. “After all, a beam of light is
zillions and zillions of little photons. It’s not hard to imagine that they would
interact with one another in some fashion, and produce the interference
pattern.”

They were all nodding. Yes, not hard to imagine.

“But is it really true?” Gordon said. “Is that what’s going on? One way to
find out is to eliminate any interaction among the photons. Let’s just deal
with one photon at a time. This has been done experimentally. You make a
beam of light so weak that only one photon comes out at a time. And you can
put very sensitive detectors behind the slits — so sensitive, they can register a
single photon hitting them. Okay?”

They nodded, more slowly this time.

“Now, there can’t be any interference from other photons, because we are
dealing with a single photon only. So: the photons come through, one at a
time. The detectors record where the photons land. And after a few hours, we



get a result, something like this.”

“What we see,” Gordon said, “is that the individual photons land only in
certain places, and never others. They behave exactly the same as they do in a
regular beam of light. But they are coming in one at a time. There are no
other photons to interfere with them. Yet something is interfering with them,
because they are making the usual interference pattern. So: What is
interfering with a single photon?”

Silence.

“Mr. Stern?”

Stern shook his head. “If you calculate the probabilities—”

“Let’s not escape into mathematics. Let’s stay with reality. After all, this
experiment has been performed — with real photons, striking real detectors.
And something real interferes with them. The question is, What is it?”

“It has to be other photons,” Stern said.

“Yes,” Gordon said, “but where are they? We have detectors, and we
don’t detect any other photons. So where are the interfering photons?”

Stern sighed. “Okay,” he said. He threw up his hands.

Chris said, “What do you mean, Okay? Okay what?”

Gordon nodded to Stern. “Tell them.”

“What he is saying is that single-photon interference proves that reality is
much greater than just what we see in our universe. The interference is
happening, but we can’t see any cause for it in our universe. Therefore, the
interfering photons must be in other universes. And that proves that the other
universes exist.”

“Correct,” Gordon said. “And they sometimes interact with our own
universe.”

“I’m sorry,” Marek said. “Would you do that again? Why is some other
universe interfering with our universe?”

“It’s the nature of the multiverse,” Gordon said. “Remember, within the
multiverse, the universes are constantly splitting, which means that many
other universes are very similar to ours. And it is the similar ones that
interact. Each time we make a beam of light in our universe, beams of light
are simultaneously made in many similar universes, and the photons from
those other universes interfere with the photons in our universe and produce
the pattern that we see.”

“And you are telling us this is true?”



“Absolutely true. The experiment has been done many times.”

Marek frowned. Kate stared at the table. Chris scratched his head.

Finally David Stern said, “Not all the universes are similar to ours?”

“No.”

“Are they all simultaneous to ours?”

“Not all, no.”

“Therefore some universes exist at an earlier time?”

“Yes. Actually, since they are infinite in number, the universes exist at all
earlier times.”

Stern thought for a moment. “And you are telling us that ITC has the
technology to travel to these other universes.”

“Yes,” Gordon said. “That’s what I’'m telling you.”

“How?”

“We make wormhole connections in quantum foam.”

“You mean Wheeler foam? Subatomic fluctuations of space-time?”

“Yes.”

“But that’s impossible.”

Gordon smiled. “You’ll see for yourself, soon enough.”

“We will? What do you mean?” Marek said.

“I thought you understood,” Gordon said. “Professor Johnston is in the
fourteenth century. We want you to go back there, to get him out.”

No one spoke. The flight attendant pushed a button and all the windows
in the cabin slid closed at the same time, blocking out the sunshine. She went
around the cabin, putting sheets and blankets on the couches, making them up
as beds. Beside each she placed large padded headphones.

“We’re going back?” Chris Hughes said. “How?”

“It will be easier just to show you,” Gordon said. He handed them each a
small cellophane packet of pills. “Right now, I want you to take these.”

“What are they?” Chris said.

“Three kinds of sedative,” he said. “Then I want you all to lie down and
listen on the headphones. Sleep if you like. The flight’s only ten hours, so
you won’t absorb very much, anyway. But at least you’ll get used to the
language and pronunciation.”

“What language?” Chris said, taking his pills.

“Old English, and Middle French.”

Marek said, “I already know those languages.”



“I doubt you know correct pronunciation. Wear the headphones.”

“But nobody knows the correct pronunciation,” Marek said. As soon as
he said it, he caught himself.

“I think you will find,” Gordon said, “that we know.”

Chris lay down on one bed. He pulled up the blanket and slipped the
headphones over his ears. At least they blotted out the sound of the jet.

These pills must be strong, he thought, because he suddenly felt very
relaxed. He couldn’t keep his eyes open. He listened as a tape began to play.
A voice said, “Take a deep breath. Imagine you are in a beautiful warm
garden. Everything is familiar and comforting to you. Directly ahead, you see
a door going down to the basement. You open the door. You know the
basement well, because it is your basement. You begin to walk down the
stone steps, into the warm and comforting basement. With each step, you
hear voices. You find them pleasant to listen to, easy to listen to.”

Then male and female voices began to alternate.

“Give my hat. Yiff may mean haht.”

“Here is your hat. Hair baye thynhatt.”

“Thank you. Grah mersy.”

“You are welcome. Ayepray thee.”

The sentences became longer. Soon Chris found it difficult to follow
them.

“I am cold. I would rather have 