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Preface



A little over fifteen years ago, L. Ron Hubbard published a science-fiction novel, Battlefield
Earth, which became one of the best-selling and best-loved novels in its field. (That work has
since sold over five million copies and a recent Random House Modern Library readers' poll
ranked it among the top three best novels of the twentieth century.)

At the same time, as Ron reentered the field of science fiction after a hiatus of nearly thirty
years, he recognized how closed the genre had become to new authors. I happened to be a new
author fifteen years ago, and I well recall studying the markets for short fiction only to find that
among the top four science-fiction magazines, perhaps no more than ten new writers might be
published in any given year.

As on other occasions throughout his 55-year literary career, Ron came up with a great idea
to help aspiring writers enter the professional ranks. He initiated a contest to encourage new
writers and call attention to their work. He even arranged for top writers of speculative fiction
(science fiction, fantasy and horror) to judge the competition.

Thus L. Ron Hubbard's WRITERS OF THE FUTURE Contest was born. It has since
discovered and helped launch the careers of hundreds of talented writers who have gone on to
publish over 250 novels and over 2,000 short stories. It is widely recognized as the premier venue
in the field for discovering new writing talent. The L. Ron Hubbard Gold Award, which goes to
the annual grand-prize winner, has taken its place beside the Hugo and Nebula Awards as one of
the most coveted prizes in the field of speculative fiction. There is even a companion contest for
new illustrators.

My own involvement in the Contest began with a recommendation from M. Shayne Bell,
who had previously received a first-place quarterly prize. Shortly thereafter, I, too, managed a
first-place award, then a grand prize in 1987. I will never forget the annual awards ceremony)
being sandwiched between the likes of Isaac Asimov, Frederik Pohl and Luke Skywalker himself,
Mark Hamil. But more to the point, and just as Ron intended, that award most definitely helped
launch my writing career. Indeed, I received a three-novel contract from Bantam Books barely

two weeks later.



Needless to say, that award brought something else; for as Ron also suggested to his literary
agency, Author Services, Inc., some of those newly discovered writers were to be afforded what
amounted to a collaboration with Ron. In other words, some of us were to be given a golden
opportunity to place our names on a story by L. Ron Hubbard. Of course, I myself was among
those so honored, and found it to be a fulfilling collaboration.

The story Ron originally conceived, A Very Strange Trip, became a full-length L. Ron
Hubbard screenplay, replete with detailed directorial notes, character sketches and more. What |
initially found most intriguing, however, was the fact that the story concerned the time-traveling
adventures of a young West Virginian moonshiner, who inadvertently finds himself purchasing
Native American squaws.

It just so happens my grandfather was also a moonshiner from West Virginia, and likewise
purchased a half-Cherokee wife, my grandmother. It was all strictly illegal, but grandpa never
worried too much about legalities. Moreover, it was all part and parcel of my grandmother's
cultural heritage, as her mother had similarly been sold to her father and so on .
from time immemorial.

To some degree, then, writing this book gave me an opportunity to rediscover my personal
heritage. Then, too, I had long dreamed of studying paleobiology, and here was an opportunity to
delve rather deeply into the realms of mammoths and dinosaurs. Finally, I had wanted to try my
hand at writing comedy, a rare element in science fiction.

But there was another aspect to L. Ron Hubbard's A Very Strange Trip that immediately
intrigued me, and therein lies something of the L. Ron Hubbard legend.

In the name of research, I eventually traveled to the Cahokia Mounds where the Mississippi
and Missouri Rivers meet-once home to the temples of the priest-rulers of the Mississippian
culture. And what did I inevitably discover? In one sense or another, Ron, too, had made that trek
and, I might add, researched these matters to the bone. In point of fact, I found no aspect of
ancient life in these lands that Ron did not examine-from a study of Mississippian vegetation to
the Mayan pottery industry.

Yet remembering that a screenplay is not a book, and the art of adapting a tale from one
medium to another often requires some innovation, let me add one final word of introduction.
Because scripted comedy does not always play on paper, I could not always translate, so to speak,
Ron's story word for word. By the same token, however, a novel allows one to read a character's
thoughts, and so I afforded myself a degree of literary latitude in just that sense-interpreting the
thoughts of Ron's characters.

I hope the result is as fun for you to read as it was for Ron and me to write.

Dave Wolverton



CHAPTER1

“The prisoner will now rise for sentencing,”" the bailiff of the Upshaw County
Superior Court intoned with a solemn expression, stopping in mid-chaw to hold a wad of tobacco
in the side of his mouth.

Nineteen-year-old Everett Dumphee stood and smoothed back a lick of his blond hair. He
was big and strong-boned. He quietly made sure his flannel shirt was tucked into his new pair of
Wrangler jeans, and stared at the judge with a heart brimful of dread.

Beside Dumphee, his girl, Jo Beth, sat quietly and held his hand. Everett's ma and pappy,
and uncles and cousins were all packed into the courthouse. The benches could not have held
more of them. Even the old preacher who lived in the cave up by Blue Grouse Creek had come
down for the court appearance.

Judge Wright was middle aged, slightly chubby, and he was staring hard at Everett with a
mean look in his eye, like a hound that's holed himself a 'coon. Judge Wright glared a minute,
then said, "Everett Dumphee, you've been found guilty of runnin' moonshine. Before I sentence
you, do you have anything to say for yourself?"

Dumphee cleared his throat, found it hard to talk. "Uh, I didn't do it, Your Honor, sir."

Judge Wright made a little snarling face, as if Dumphee had poked him in the belly with a
sharp stick. "I don't want to hear that! I know it was your uncle's car, and you said you was late
for a date. But you was caught red-handed, drivin' down old Bald Knob at ninety miles an hour
with ten gallons of shine in your trunk-and when the police flashed their lights, you revved it up
to a hundred and forty!"

Dumphee's pappy shouted, "Aw, he's just born with good reflexes, Your Honor! You can't
blame the boy for that."

"You shut your yap in my courthouse," Judge Wright said, pointing the gavel at Dumphee's
pappy. "If your boy has such good driving instincts, put him on the racing circuit-not runnin'

shine!" The judge cleared his throat, tried to regain his composure.



"Now, Everett Dumphee, I'm a fair man-or at least I try to be . . ." the judge said sweetly.
"But I'm tired as get-out of you Dumphees running shine. My grand pappy sent your grand pappy
to prison for it. My pappy sent your pappy to prison for it. And I'd send you to prison right now,
but for one thing: you Dumphees can't help it that you're all so inbred that you ain't bright enough
to figure out right from wrong."

Dumphee's mother gasped, and Dumphee spoke up, trying to defend the family honor, "Uh,
sir, I ain't-"

"You've had plenty of chance to say your piece!" the judge brushed him off. "Now I'm

going to say my piece. Dumphee, boy, your problem is that you're uncivilized. You give

West Virginia a bad name. You live up in them hollows with your dogs and your guns and

your moonshine, marrying your cousins and playing your fiddles. Jethro Clampett has got

nothing on you-

"Uh, Bodine,” Dumphee said.

"What?" Judge Wright asked.

"Jethro Bodine is his name. Jed Clampett is his uncle. I watched that show on TV, and
Bodine is his name. We get 140 channels on our satellite dish, now."

"Are you trying to be a wiseacre with me?" the judge asked.

"Uh, no, sir;' Dumphee said, affecting a thick accent. Judge Wright always talked with a
thick accent, as if he thought that he sounded like some southern gentleman. But the truth was,
with modern television pumping educated standard American English into every home in the
hills, practically no one in West Virginia spoke like the judge did anymore. Dumphee thought the
judge sounded like a hick. Still, it sometimes helped to sound like one of the good ol' boys.

The judge said, "Because I've got a hundred acres of good farmland at home, I don't need no
wiseacre, and if you are being a wiseacre with me..."

"No, suh!" Dumphee said louder, in an even thicker accent.

"My point is, this is 1991. Everyone else up in those hills is trying to raise marijuana and
driving Porsches. But you folks-you're living in the past." The judge shook his head so woefully,
Dumphee almost wished that he were a marijuana farmer, just so he'd get some respect. At
Dumphee's side, his pappy was stiffening, getting red in the face, blood pressure rising so high,
Dumphee feared he might burst a vessel.

The judge sighed. "You got to go out and see the world, son. So, I'm going to do you a favor.
I'm going to civilize you."

The judge took a long, deep breath, stared Dumphee in the face. "I hereby sentence you to
the maximum penalty for your crime: ten years of watching television in the West Virginia State
Prison."

The words hit Dumphee like a fist in the belly. It was so unfair. He really hadn't been
running shine. He hadn't known that his uncle had that keg in the back! It wasn't fair that he'd go

to prison. Didn't the judge know what men did to each other in there?



At his side, Jo Beth squeezed Dumphee's hand and whined. "I'll wait for you," she promised,
while his ma broke down sobbing. His pappy's face was so red that Dumphee figured the old man
would go out to the truck, get his rifle, and find a shady tree to lay under while he waited for the
judge to poke his head out of the courthouse.

But now the judge was shaking his head sadly.

"That's right, son. I said 'prison.' But if that don't sit well with you, then I'll set aside that
penalty on one condition: you enlist in the United States Army for a period of no less than five
years-1 do suppose you can shoot?"

"He can knock the eye out of a red-tailed hawk at three hundred yards, Your Honor!"
Dumphee's cousin shouted.

"Yeah, I ought to fine him $500 right now for shooting raptors;' the judge grumbled. "Well, I
figured as much. And you look strong enough to wrestle a bear. What do you say? You can avoid
prison, and this will give you a chance to get out of them hills, see the world.

"Some folks say you can take a boy out of the mountains, but you can't take the mountains
out of the boy. I don't know if I believe 'em. You'll either come back a new and better man, or
else you'll be the Rambo of moonshiners."

Dumphee stood, seething. It wasn't fair. He had plans for his life. Plans for him and Jo Beth!

He wasn't a hillbilly. It was true that his family engaged in moonshining, but this wasn't
unsophisticated hooch stewed up in a bathtub. His pa had a computer, and got orders over the
Internet. Some English fellow would send e-mail, telling what he wanted, then send bottles to fill
with names like "Boar's Breath" and "Hair of the Hound 0' Morgan"-sophisticated whiskeys out
of Scotland and Ireland.

Sure, the Dumphees were selling forgeries-and had been making a lot of money at it for the
past twenty years-but in the past few months the whole family business had begun to go
somewhat legitimate. The new "Dumphee Clan" whiskeys were selling better in France than the
forged labels ever had.

What did this hoary old judge know about civilization? He probably thought that the Internet
was some fancy new device used to catch a trout!

And as for his Porsches, well, the old souped-up T-bird that the government had confiscated
could outrun one of them overpriced, unreliable Porsches any day!

The judge stared at Dumphee expectantly. He offered, "What do you say, son? The Army, or
prison?

"The Army would be easy for a fellow like you, what with the Soviet Union falling apart. |
wish we had a war I could send you into, but I figure, given five years of enlistment, something
ought to come along....

And if you're lucky, I'll get shot, Dumphee thought. He sighed.

"Guess I'll have to take the Army, Your Honor," Dumphee said, feeling queasy.



Jo Beth squeezed his hand. He figured he could always send for her after he got out of basic
training. They could get themselves on the waiting list for some little dumpy army apartment.

Hell, Dumphee thought with resignation, at least he isn't making me enlist in the Navy.

"Bailiff, remand this boy to the custody of the U.S. Army," the judge said.

Everyone stood up a bit dumbfounded. Everett's uncle came and slapped Dumphee's
shoulder, apologized for getting him in trouble.

Jo Beth fell apart and started weeping. "Oh, Everett;' she said, trembling as she leaned
against his shoulder. "This is so terrible. So terrible."

"It won't be that bad,” Dumphee said.

She sniffed. "You're always so positive. 'If life hands you a lemon, make lemonade.' That's
the way I've got to think. I just-I just always knew you would make it out of these mountains
someday, but I never thought it would be like this. I thought you'd go to college."

"Well, I still can go to college;' Dumphee said. "Just looks like I'll be doing it on the GI
Bill." He'd always been good in school. Not brilliant, but he imagined himself to be a cut above
average. Given that, and the fact that Dumphee was a fighter, he'd always figured he'd do okay in
college.

Dumphee's wrists were cuffed, so he couldn't hug Jo Beth, but she just squeezed his hands
and leaned into him. He could smell the sweet perfume on her neck, feel her pleasant curves
through the fabric of her cotton dress. "I'll join you, after you get out of basic training. I'd wait for
you, even if it took till the end of time. Nothing can keep us apart."

The bailiff took Dumphee right then and led him down to the recruiter's office in handcuffs.
He got to stop once, outside the courthouse, to say goodbye to the redbone hunting hounds in the
back of his pappy's pickup.

Then he was gone.

CHAPTER 2



Dumphee had seen the Army propaganda on TV: "Be all that you can be;' the advertisements
said.

But, apparently, the Army figured that Dumphee wasn't fit for much. Some sergeant took
one look at his record, and chewed his lip thoughtfully for all of half a second. "Moonshine
running? At 140 mph? Boy'd make a hell of a driver!"

So they sent him to basic training down in Georgia.

Yet part of Dumphee recognized that his life was being stolen from him, bit by bit, minute
by minute. The recognition first hit when Jo Beth wrote him a letter a week into basic training,
telling how his cousin, Montague Dumphee, was being such a sweetheart and comforting her
through this lonely transition period.

Dumphee had always known that Montague wanted his girl. Last fall, when they'd been out
on the big annual family bear hunt with Uncle Ned, Montague had asked Dumphee all kinds of
disturbing questions about "how far he'd got" with Jo Beth. And he'd had an unsavory gleam in
his eye. Dumphee fired off a letter forbidding Jo Beth to have anything to do with the boy.

But by the time the U.S. Mail got the letter to her, it was probably already too late. She
wrote back and told Dumphee how Montague had taken her on "a couple of picnics;' and how he
was a real gentleman, and she didn't like Dumphee slandering "my Montague."

Two weeks later, Dumphee got a call from his ma. Jo Beth and Montague had moved into a
little house outside Bald Knob.

It all happened so fast, Dumphee felt stung. Something important had been taken from him-
twenty-four days of his life. And in that meager time, the woman he'd planned to marry, the
woman who'd promised to wait for him through ten years of prison, had run off with his cousin.

It's amazing how love for a woman can make a smart man act stupid. Dumphee walked
around like a wounded critter for half a week, and during a live-grenade practice, for all of two
seconds he held on to a live one, wondering how Jo Beth would feel if he just tucked that grenade
down his undershirt and let it blow his heart to bits.

Then he figured, Naw, she ain't worth it, and he imagined Montague's leering face and
chucked the grenade toward it, setting a new camp distance record for hurling a grenade.

For the rest of basic training, the boys in his platoon called him "The Launcher."

But the appellation didn't stick.

Dumphee didn't really mind basic training, and it appeared that being a driver wouldn't be so
bad after all. It beat being on the front lines if he went to war. He was transferred to a driving
school in Virginia, where he learned the basics, like how to change a wiper blade and tighten a
fan belt.

After that, he concentrated on advanced army driving techniques, like how to "dodge-and-
drive" in case someone began shooting out your windshield while you tried to deliver some

general to an Arab liquor store.



And he soon learned to spot mines hidden under the road like a pro. None of the driving
instructors in the school had ever seen anyone with "instincts" like his. Dumphee figured it came
from having to watch out for chuckholes on West Virginia highways. Whatever the reason for his
unexpected skill, he soon learned to enjoy showing off his abilities by driving through a live

minefield at eighty miles an hour.

On his first assignment, he was supposed to report to a major whose motto was "Any soldier
who isn't in combat isn't in uniform unless he's in dress uniform."”

Dumphee was becoming adept at dealing with quack officers, so he was in full dress, in the
driving rain, when he passed a sign beside the road. The rain was pouring so hard that even at
thirty-five miles per hour, even with his high beams pointed up and adjusted to the right (he'd
gone out in the rain with his screwdriver and turned one headlight so that it shone upward), he
still couldn't read the sign. The pounding of the windshield wipers vied for loudness with the
beating of rain on the hood of the truck.

"Lieutenant? Lieutenant Fugg?" Dumphee said. Fugg lay asleep, his head resting on the
glass of the passenger door. Dumphee pushed him slightly. "Sir, wake up! I think we've lost the
convoy. What do we do?"

The lieutenant, a stocky little fellow with bug-eyed glasses, roused a bit and grumbled,
"Trenton Arsenal Experimental Weaponry."

"Yessir, yessir, | know where we're headed," Dumphee said. "But how do I get there?"

"Hell, Private,” Fugg said as if he were a general, "you're supposed to be the best moonshine
driver in West Virginia. Just drive."

"Yessir,” Dumphee said, "but this ain't West Virginia. I think we're in Pennsylvania. Or
maybe New Jersey-"

"Shut up!" Lieutenant Fugg said, annoyed. He nuzzled up to the fogged glass of his window.

A truck whizzed past in the opposite direction, and just afterward, Dumphee saw a sign,
Levittown, Pennsylvania.

"Just keep on this road.” Fugg said, as he closed his eyes to sleep.

Well, Dumphee thought, as pappy always used to say, "If I got to be lost, at least I can be
lost faster than anyone else, and maybe I'll find myself quicker in the bargain." With that,
Dumphee shifted the truck into a higher gear.

Dumphee felt out of sorts. He hadn't gotten much sleep since basic training, and here he was

on his first driving assignment, and his lieutenant wasn't going to be any help at all. He



wished he could stop somewhere and ask directions, or look at a map or something. But
he was in a hurry, and this truck sure couldn't hit 140, so he kept driving, the sweat
breaking out on him as he passed sign after sign: Fallsington, Pennsylvania;, White Horse
(no state listed); Yardville, New Jersey. Heck, he was driving through half the country and
all the time his gas tank was draining lower and lower, and he never saw sign of another
army truck. Fugg kept snoring. Robbinsville. Windsor, New Jersey.

Then there it was: Trenton Arsenal. Dumphee whistled in relief as the truck coasted
into the compound, the gas gauge well below empty. Just as he began to apply the brakes,
the engine sputtered and died.

Through the falling rain, Dumphee could see a large truck back into the loading bay
of a warehouse. It was a strange truck-typical army olive in color, covered with canvas
on top-but the wheels were huge, thickly treaded and shaped like giant balloons. The
bottom of the truck looked like a boat, with a rudder on back. Dumphee had seen plenty
of hunters with ATVs up in the hills, but nothing this size.

There in the rain, pacing back and forth in front of the truck, was a major strutting
around like a Patton wannabe. The major looked on impatiently as the vehicle was
loaded, a cigar clenched between his teeth, and slapped at his boots with a swagger stick.
Dumphee had never seen a swagger stick outside of the movies, and he wondered where
the major had purchased it. Was it government issue?

Dumphee was dressed to the teeth. He didn't want to get his uniform wet. He rolled
down the window.

The major glanced at him, demanding, "Where the hell is the rest of your convoy,
Private?"

Dumphee climbed down from the cab of his truck, stood looking at the major, and
saluted. He held that salute a long time, letting it shield his eyes from the rain. He'd
hoped that the other trucks would be here by now. Dumphee read the fellow's nametag:
Slice. Major Slice. Dumphee didn't know quite what to say. Weeks of basic training had
left him so messed up in the head that he felt more terrified of his commanding officers
than of enemy gunfire-which of course was the main reason for basic training in the first
place. He swallowed hard and said, "I don't know where the rest of the convoy is, Major,
sir. We got lost in the rain.

Slice grumbled under his breath, almost a growl. "Where is your commanding
officer? Who is in charge here?"

Dumphee almost said, "I thought you were in charge;' but he realized it might sound
mouthy. "Lieutenant Fugg is in charge of the convoy, sir. He's asleep in the truck."

'Asleep, is he?" Slice asked.



Slice turned and marched through the rain with a disgruntled air. Dumphee was
afraid of what would happen next, so he rushed to the other side of his truck, following
the major.

Slice went to the door. Fugg's sleeping face was plastered against the window,
looking like some rubber mask.

Slice jerked the door open.

The lieutenant took a clumsy fall from the truck and landed on his head.

Slice stood for a moment, as if mesmerized, trying to recount in his head exactly how
Fugg had spun during the fall. He twirled his finger in a downward spiral, made a tiny
splat sound. Then he said heavily, "Lieutenant Fugg, with moves like that, you could
someday make a fine addition to the United States Olympic dive team. But I am not at al/
sure what kind of soldier you might be."

"What? What?" Fugg said, looking up groggily.

"Sleeping on duty is akin to treason, boy;' Slice said. "I'd shoot you between the eyes
right now, but I'm afraid the recruiters would only send me worse. Now, get in my
office!"

CHAPTER 3

In the shipping office, boxes, papers and packages sat all along the walls from floor
to ceiling. Many boxes were marked with Cyrillic characters and featured official stamps
with the red sickle and hammer-Russian customs stamps.

In the middle of the floor was one such box, about five feet in length, two in width
and three feet high. On top of all the Russian notations, yellow tape with black characters
shouted Top-Secret from almost every corner of the package.

Major Slice took a seat behind a table, purposely blanked a screen on the office
computer, and then held Fugg's eye. Dumphee had helped the lieutenant to a chair by the
desk. Fugg's fall had left him somewhat groggy. Pointedly ignoring Fugg's current state
of incapacitation, Slice said, "Now listen up, Fugg. This is a very important mission!" He
swatted the desk with his swagger stick for emphasis.



Lieutenant Fugg's head nodded to the desk. Dumphee nudged him. Fugg lifted his
chin, studied the major from half-closed eyes.

Slice gazed at Fugg menacingly. "Soldier, have you been drinking on duty or
something?"

The lieutenant didn't answer. "No, sir," Dumphee said. "I think it was the fall. He
hurt his head."

Major Slice chewed thoughtfully on his cigar a moment. "Nonsense;' he grumbled.
"He's an American soldier. A good soldier is born with a bulletproof head."

Slice went back into his lecturing tone. "Our whole battalion in Denver is waiting for
this box. And this box must get to Denver without a jolt! 'Cause if you jolt, jar, bump, tip,
bounce-or otherwise disturb-this crate, t~ re will be hell to pay.

Dumphee, startled by this news, glanced at the box. He wondered what was in it.
Some kind of experimental explosive?

"This package is far too sensitive to go by air or rail;' the major said. Then he
beamed a smile. "So we've provided you with a new transport vehicle. It's one of a kind,
designed to give the softest ride available. And with an expert driver-"

"See, you got it wrong, too;' Dumphee said. "Just like the judge. I'm really not a
moonshine driver. Now my uncle Claude-"

"What is your name, soldier?" the major shouted, not bothering to squint to read
Dumphee's nametag.

"Dumphee. Private Dumphee, sir."

"And your Military Occupational Specialty?"

Dumphee faltered. "I guess I'm a driver.... But I was kind of hoping they'd send me

to school to be a computer programmer-"You guess you're a driver? You don't have

to guess about it,
son. You are a driver!" the major growled. His tone said that he didn't want any
arguments. "You have been trained by the finest military machine in the world, and if
you weren't one hell of a driver, you wouldn't be sent on this mission.”

"Yessir,” Dumphee said thoughtfully, unconvinced. He didn't really want to haul
dangerous cargo. He said weakly, "Is there some kind of a backpack nuke in that box?"

Fugg's head had nodded back down to the table. Dumphee sort of reached over and
pulled the lieutenant's head upright.

Major Slice looked left and right as if to make certain that they were alone in the
room. He leaned forward conspiratorially and whispered, "MI right, son, listen up. This is
all Top-Secret, but you've got a right to know." Slice nodded toward the box in the center
of the room and said, "As you may realize, with the fall of the Soviet Union, just about
everything is up for sale-MIGs, nuclear submarines, their entire space program. What
we've got in these packages all came straight from the Russian Army's research and



development teams. This is all very, very secret. Hell, the prime minister of Russia
himself probably doesn't know what half this stuff is.

"So, we've bought all this equipment, and now we need to get it to Denver where it
can be tested. But there's a problem...

At this, Slice bent forward and whispered. "See, we bought this advanced equipment,
but we sort of got it from some middlemen. Understand? It seems that some old Russian
generals don't want it to fall into our hands. I have to be honest, gentlemen. Russian
agents could be anywhere on the road between here and Denver."

Dumphee nodded.

Slice continued, "They won't hesitate to kill you for the contents of that box."

Dumphee stared at the box, horror sinking into his chest.

"So I'm counting on you-Dumphee, Fugg."

The lieutenant made a sound like "Glug."

Dumphee's heart pounded. He said, "Uh, Major, uh, sir-what does the box do?"

Slice glanced at his watch. "Oh, it's sort of a machine that distorts time or something.
We've got some pinhead mathematicians in Denver who can explain it to you better than
I could. You know, you can buy just about anything in Russia nowadays-and I mean
anything! If you boys were smart, you'd invest in the Russian mail-order bride business
right now! Are you boys married?"

Dumphee shook his head no.

"For about $2,000 they could line you up with a Moscow model so gorgeous, you'd
think that Christie Brinkley was her ugly kid sister. I mean everything's for sale. You
wouldn't believe it.

"Well, I've got to go pick up my wife and kids so I can catch a plane to Denver:'
Slice stood, slapped his boot with the swagger stick, and headed toward the door.

The major seemed to have another thought. "Oh, and gentlemen;' he said with a
scowl, "if you make it to Denver one minute late, there will be court-martials waiting for
you:' His voice took a lower, more ominous tone. "Good luck."

The major had hardly left the room when Master Sergeant Allred entered the room, a
stack of manifest papers in hand. "Oh, there you are. All ready to get this time machine
gizmo off our hands, I see.

Allred turned, yelled through a door. "Off your butts, guys. Truck to load!"

Dumphee asked, "Is that thing really dangerous? The major said-"



Allred grunted, "Officers schmofficers. Ain't you got a sergeant or somebody reliable
with you?" He glanced out the back door, then turned back to Dumphee. "You only got
one truck?"

Dumphee tried to get Fugg to sit up straight, but the lieutenant kept slumping

forward. Dumphee said, "Uh, ah-there were two more, but I guess they took a wrong
turn."
Allred shook his papers in Dumphee's face. "Well, hell! Do you think we're just a
dumping ground for your whole goddamned battalion? We've got experimental assault
rifles, bazookas, fifty thousand rounds of ammunition, grenades!" Alfred stared at his
papers. "We've got to get them shipped Somehow! Looks like you're going to have to
carry the whole load.”

A couple of privates shifted the time machine onto a dolly. A sign that had been on

the bottom of the box now showed:
DO NOT JOLT!

Allred shouted at the privates: "You men, get all the rest of that junk on this truck,
too."

The privates began to hustle. Lieutenant Fugg got up and shook his head slowly, as if
to clear it. "Dumphee, you take over here for a moment, I'm going to find me a coffee
machine."

The faint aroma of coffee wafted from the secretary's room outside the major's
office. As Fugg headed in to help himself to some of the major's brew, Dumphee watched
the fellows load the box with rising concern.

"Sergeant;' Dumphee said to Allred. "That box we re hauling is marked Do Not Jolt,
but your men are just going to throw it on the vehicle!"

"Oh, they'll be careful;' the sergeant barked, loud enough to warn his loaders.

The privates carefully set the crate in the middle of the ATV, came back in for some
of the Russian experimental rifles, and one of them smiled wickedly at Dumphee as he
tossed the bundle of rifles atop the box.

Dumphee's heart pounded. If anything got damaged, he'd take the blame.

"Sergeant;' he appealed to Allred, "I don't think they ought to do that!"

The sergeant made brutal slashing marks with his pen as each package was thrown
atop the others, then glared at Dumphee. "That's the load!" he called, when the last
package landed in the ATV.

Dumphee said, "But, I don't think we should have all that stuff on top of the box!"

Allred glared at Dumphee. "I said, '"That's the load.""

"Right;' Dumphee said. "Yessir, that's the load."



CHAPTER 4

By the time Dumphee got Fugg into the ATV, the lieutenant was looking much
better. At least he could hold his head up without nodding so much. But when Lieutenant
Fugg took off his hat, there was a huge knot on his head.

Dumphee glanced down at the controls for the ATV. The keys were already in it. He
turned the key and hit the gas. The control panels lighted up like something from a
spaceship-showing longitude, latitude, elevation, compasses. A little holographic display
flashed up on the windshield, showing a map of area roads, all in blue. Another display
beside it was marked Infrared View. Though rain poured down so hard outside that
Dumphee could hardly see fifty feet, the infrared display showed fine detail that the
naked eye just couldn't detect.

Dumphee fumbled through the glove compartment, searching for a manual for the
vehicle, but didn't find one.

The steering wheel was like the joystick on a plane. By pulling it back, the front of
the vehicle raised just a bit-it used hydraulics to help keep the load in back level while
going up- or downhill. A red button to his left was marked Armaments. Dumphee pushed
the button.

A fifty-millimeter gun swiveled up from a concealed port above the right wheel well,
and a small display showed that the vehicle also held two pairs of missiles in launch
tubes beneath the chassis. A lighted control panel displayed the options for arming and
firing the missiles and guns.

"You're in trouble now, Darth Vader," Dumphee whispered. He imagined the
damage he could do if some fool cut him off in traffic, and sort of wished he had
something like this at home.

"Well, Lieutenant, where do we go?"

"Denver;' Fugg said.

"Yeah, but how do we get there?" Dumphee asked. Then he noticed something odd.
As soon as Fugg had said "Denver;' a little trail was marked out in red flashing dots on
the map that glowed on his windshield. The red dots looked like animated red corpuscles
flowing through a vein.

This vehicle had a computer with voice recognition, Dumphee realized. He'd been
reading computer magazines at school, and knew at least that much about them. "New
York,” he said. The lines on the map changed.



"Not New York!" Fugg said, holding his head. "Denver."

The lines on the map changed again, and Dumphee gently put his foot on the gas.
His ATV suddenly showed up as a yolk-colored blip moving among the red dots.

"Good going, Artoo,” Dumphee said. "Now see if you can lock down those rear
stabilizers:'

Fugg looked at the map on the windshield. "Ah, geez, my head hurts. Listen, you're
the driver. You got the map. So just-you and Yoda can get us there. Use the Force,
Dumphee."

Dumphee tried to take it very easy, accelerating slowly so as not to jar his precious
cargo. The engine was so quiet, Dumphee could hardly feel it, and as the ATV began
rolling through the compound, it seemed to float like a cloud over the road. The vehicle
had an automatic transmission that shifted so smoothly, you could never feel it pop into a
new gear.

Outside, the rain pelted down in sheets, and suddenly a burst of lightning flashed
through the clouds, snarling. The truck drove so quietly that as Dumphee pulled out onto
the highway the only sounds were the beating of the windshield wipers, the pounding of
rain on the cab, and Fugg's gentle snoring.

Dumphee drove long into the night, and the sound of the wipers thudded in time with
the blood pounding through his veins, making a tune. In his mind, he put the tune to the
fiddle and guitar, banjo and washboard and silently began to sing.

Windshield wipers pounding in the rain.
Wish I could see my sweetheart again.
It's getting late and the lights are low.

Driving in the darkness. Go, car, go.

He hadn't heard Jo Beth's voice in weeks, and he wondered if he could go find her.
He longed to head back to the mountains. Aloud, he said the words "Bald Knob, West
Virginia," and watched the map on the dashboard change colors.

The sight only made his heart ache.

Beside him, Lieutenant Fugg snored softly and grunted, "Anchovies and onions on
that burger, sweetheart." Then he smiled pleasantly in his sleep.

Dumphee followed road signs toward Pennsylvania, heading for Pittsburgh and
environs beyond. Somewhere in the night, he saw a sign: You are now changing time
zones. Set your clock back one hour.

Everything was going fine until a siren shrieked in the cab and lights on the
dashboard began flashing in shades of blue, green and red.

"Incoming!" Fugg screamed, flailing his arms, rising from his sleep. His eyes went
wide. "We're on fire or something! This truck is on fire! What the hell is going on?"



Dumphee studied the dashboard. A mechanical voice announced, "Warning!
Warning! You are low on gas. You are low on gas."

Dumphee said, "I, uh, think we're low on gas."

"Gas? Gas? All this noise for gas? Damn!" Fugg said, holding his heart, eyes wide.

"I thought it must be a nuclear war.

The map flashed the route to the nearest gas station. Dumphee pulled off at a
turnpike and headed into a small town, to an all-night gas station.

He pulled up to the pumps, got out and walked around the vehicle several times,
looking for the gas tank. But Dumphee couldn't find it anywhere.

A little man with beady eyes watched Dumphee from a bulletproof gas booth, and
after several minutes he came out.

"What the hell kind of vehicle is that?" he asked, his mustache twitching. He went
and peered through the windshield to an ID plate on the dashboard, then read, "XM-666-
AST-Am ... Amphibious Swamp Truck."

Trying to be helpful, the fellow blurted, "Hey, you know, on some of these new cars
and whatnot, they hide the gas tanks. Makes it harder for the thieves, I guess:'

The attendant rushed around the back of the vehicle, pulled down the license plate.
Sure enough, there was the gas tank.

The attendant glanced at the gas intake. "Just like the Army. No one else in the
country can use leaded gas on new vehicles but the government."

He set the gas nozzle into the hole, began pumping and rushed round to his
bulletproof booth for the next customer. Dumphee watched the meter on the tank for a
long time. When it reached a hundred gallons, the attendant shouted at him, "Hey, buddy,
you're taking my whole reserves!"

At a hundred and twenty gallons, the tank filled. Dumphee hung the nozzle back on
the pump, got the military gas vouchers from the lieutenant, who said, "Make sure you
get twenty in change."

Dumphee didn't know what he was talking about. The gas vouchers looked like huge
checks, with three layers of carbon forms and a plastic credit card that had to be
imprinted on the forms in order for them to be used. Most gas station attendants blew a
gasket just looking at the things, not knowing how to use them. But they were only good
for gas purchases. You couldn't get change from them.

But when he went to the booth, the attendant said, "How much change do you
want?"

"Uh, twenty,” Dumphee said.

The fellow expertly filled in the voucher, ran the card through the machine to imprint
the form, had Dumphee sign the slips. The attendant had added $40 in gas to the sale. He
handed Dumphee twenty in change and gave him a wink.



When Dumphee got back to the truck, Lieutenant Fugg grabbed the twenty from him
and said, "Now, keep your eyes open for a McDonald's."

Dumphee started the swamp truck and floated it out onto the highway, looking for a
McDonald's.

On the freeway, he saw a gray sedan with tinted windows heading east suddenly
veer, do a U-turn, and head back toward him.

This wasn't a good sign; he began thinking of Russian spies.

In the driving rain, he pulled off the freeway and turned down a country road.

He hit the gas, hoping that if he got far enough ahead of the gray sedan, he'd lose it.

He glanced at Fugg. The lieutenant had closed his eyes and seemed unaware that
Dumphee was going in the wrong direction.

I'm probably scared of nothing, Dumphee told himself. There really aren't any
Russian spies behind me. He cranked up the engine. The ATV topped out at ninety-five
miles an hour.

Dumphee glanced up at the map shining on his windshield. The narrow road he was
on went on into Pittsburgh. In the rearview mirror, he couldn't see any headlights
speeding toward him. Yet he suspected that the sedan might be there, sliding through the
darkness like a shark beneath a wine-dark sea.

He reached down to the Armaments button on the dashboard, thought of pressing it,
of getting ready for an attack. But what if that's just some civilian car, and I blow it up?
he wondered. His finger hovered over the button.

Use the Force, Dumphee, he thought. Let go. Trust your feelings. Oh, this is dumb,
he concluded.

He suddenly wondered if this truck had a radio, and studied the dashboard for a
moment. A little music might help distract him, calm his racing heart. The ATV had an
altimeter, gauges to show the air pressure in all six tires, gauges for oil, coolant, engine
temperature, transmission fluid, battery charge. But no radio. At least nothing but a
military communications set, which wouldn't pick up FM.

Dumphee remembered the Sony Walkman in his duffel bag, pulled it out, put the
headphones over his ears and flipped the radio on.

Futuristic rock came pounding from the speakers. He tried tuning to a bluegrass
station-through some oldies channels-found Wagner's "Ride of the Valkyries" blaring.

Ahead he saw the friendly golden arches of a McDonald's. He glanced in his
rearview mirror.

By the light of an oncoming car he thought he saw a flash of gray and chrome. His
heart hammered. As he passed a streetlight, he saw clearly the gray sedan streaking up
behind him, headlights off.



Dumphee jabbed a finger into the vehicle's Armaments button, and the machine gun
rose into view. But mounted as it was on the front right fender, it couldn't swivel back
and fire at something behind-not without blowing a hole big enough for a 'coon to
scramble through right in Dumphee's chest. It only worked as a forward gun.

He pressed a button to arm the right rear missile tube. A computerized voice said,
"Missile armed and searching for target."

He pressed the Fire button.

The computerized voice said, "Searching for enemy transponder frequencies. No
enemy planes or tanks within a thirty-mile radius. Missile disengaged."

"Hell," Dumphee shouted at the stupid ATV hoping that the voice recognition chip
would understand. "There's a car right behind us! Blow that sucker up!"

The gray sedan veered left, as if to pass at a hundred miles per hour, and Dumphee
saw the gray-tinted windows sliding down as the sedan began to draw even with him. A
fellow pointed a machine gun out the window, and Dumphee realized that he didn't have
so much as a rock handy to throw in self-defense.

He screamed loud enough to wake Fugg.

Dumphee dropped his Walkman, grabbed the wheel in both hands, hit the brakes and
banked hard to the left, slamming his front fender into the sedan. The sedan went
spinning into the oncoming lane.

Suddenly the ATV was hurtling off the road, two wheels on the sidewalk, speeding
toward the McDonald's. The headlights played through the restaurant, shining on a play
land filled with purple tunnels and nets. As the lights hit the front door, a fellow walking
out the entrance dropped a breakfast roll and coffee.

We're going to hit! Dumphee thought. We're going to smash all them poor waitresses
flatter than Egg McMuffins!

The tires squealed as the vehicle spun out of control. The big round wheels hit a
speed bump in the parking lot. There was a rattle and a crash in the cargo hold, and
Dumphee's forehead slammed into the steering wheel.

CHAPTERS



When Dumphee opened his eyes, a brilliant tangerine fog surrounded the truck, and
the tang of ozone hung heavy in the air. The vehicle rolled through the odd vapors until
gradually the fog dissipated. Dumphee cut the engine and just stared.

"What the hell?" Fugg cried, rousing from his slumber. He could not have failed to
hear the smashing of vehicles, the squealing of tires, Dumphee's shouts. "We at
McDonald's yet?"

Full sunlight streamed through the sky as the truck wheeled through the narrow
street of a town. Log buildings hunkered close. Around the buildings, a stockade rose
some twenty feet high, wooden pickets on the fence.

The Walkman on the floor issued only static.

"Oh, hell," Dumphee said. "We triggered that time machine!"

He jumped from the vehicle and found himself standing knee-deep in foul-smelling
mud. A town squatted around him. A small tavern and trading post lay just to his right,
smoke roiling from their chimneys. Old Indian squaws and trappers tended cooking fires
beside the wall of a barracks, where beaver and mink furs on stretching poles hung by the
hundreds. Several dogs ran through the streets, yapping at a fat trapper on a mule that
kicked wildly.

Everyone on the street suddenly turned to look at Dumphee's vehicle, gaping in
surprise.

Somewhere, a gun fired. Dumphee cringed, afraid that he was the target.

In the cab of the ATV, Lieutenant Fugg shouted, "Hey, this isn't McDonald's! Where
the hell are we?"

Dumphee gulped, heart hammering, not quite sure what to answer. Somewhere a
military drum was pounding.

Up the street he heard giggling. Several young Indian women had been sitting with
some old squaws in the shade outside of a barracks. Now the women began to run toward
Dumphee, laughing and pointing.

One young woman at the head of the group was tall, beautiful and stately, perhaps
eighteen. She had raven hair, generous breasts and the dark eyes of a doe. She was
dressed in beaded buckskins that were worn and a bit dirty.

The maidens with her were shorter. All the Indian maidens rushed up to him.
Dumphee could only stand, mouth agape, as they giggled and studied him. It was not
until they were nearly on him that he noticed their smell-rancid fat, dirt and dog hair.

The girls held their hands over their mouths and tittered like shy birds, pointing at
the gold-colored buttons on his dress uniform, at his ATV.

The tall one said to the others, "Shhhh, shhhh. He English soldier."

She stepped forward, thrusting her chest out in an exaggerated pose, as if to show her
bravery, and edged close to Dumphee. She said loudly, "My name Lotsa Smoke. I heap



big English woman. My father Pierre Beaucoup, bigges' Frenchman in all Canada" She
held her arms out wide, as if to hold Canada in them.

"No she not;' one of the other Indian girls tittered. "She jus' Mohawk squaw, like rest
of us."

Lotsa Smoke covered her mouth with her hand and giggled. "That right."

Another young woman slipped from behind Lotsa Smoke. "Me Sees Far," she
introduced herself, squinting up into his face.

Sees Far, Dumphee thought, not close.

Then all the women began shouting their names, "Me Pretty Rose." "Me Far Walk."
"Me Bear Tail."

By this time, Lieutenant Fugg had climbed down from the truck. He shouted,
"Private, where in the hell did you take us?"

"Oh, look;' one of the maidens cried, pointing at the lieutenant. "They both got gold
buttons:'" The next thing Dumphee knew, the Indian girl was pulling at his buttons,
fingering his shirt. Several others joined in. Some hands grabbed his biceps, as if to check
for muscles, others stroked him seductively.

Dumphee stumbled back against the fender of the truck, climbed up on it, then
climbed to the hood to get away. A couple of the maidens moved toward Fugg as he
came around the front of the ATV

Fugg simply leered broadly at the Indian women, and said, "Yeah, solid gold
buttons, ladies-just like my tooth." He flashed a smile wide enough to show his golden
molar, and spread his arms wide in invitation. "Come on over here, sweet things. I'll treat
you ladies to some fries if you'll point me toward a McDonald's."

A couple of women looked at him strangely and began asking among themselves,
"McDonald's? McDonald's?"

Whereas they had been brazen toward Dumphee, they could not help but see the
intent in Fugg's eyes. Some of them suddenly became shy while others swarmed to him.
In a moment, he had a couple of willing maidens under each arm. They looked at him
admiringly while they fingered his gold buttons.

Lotsa Smoke grabbed Bear Tail and pushed her toward the fort. "Get Macdonald!"
she shouted. Bear Tail took off running.

Now that the Mohawk women had calmed, Dumphee stepped away from the truck to
study his surroundings better. He was still in shock, wondering what to do now, how to
get back to his own time.

Fugg smiled broadly. "So, are we on a movie set, or something? Where you ladies
from?" He stared pointedly at Lotsa Smoke's ample bosom and crooned, "Man, do I love
your Silicon Valley."



"Uh, Lieutenant,” Dumphee said, realizing that Fugg had somehow not yet figured
out what had happened. "I got some-thing to tell you.

"Not now,” Fugg said, pushing him aside as he made his way to Lotsa Smoke.

In a moment Bear Tail returned, leading a Scotsman in a kilt, who limped quickly
after. His leg was splinted. A white bandage wrapped about his head was stained red with
blood, which had seeped down the side of his face and dried. He wore an expression so
sour that as Dumphee's grandma would have said, "It could curdle lemonade."

The Scotsman hobbled up to Fugg. "Here now;' he said in a thick brogue, "I'm
Macdonald. I hear you been callin' after me. Who in the name 0' Beelzebub might you
be?" He studied the ATV suspiciously for half a heartbeat, "And what might you be doin'
with a teepee on wheels?"

Dumphee halfway came to attention. "Uh, he's Lieutenant Fugg, of the United States
Army, and I'm Private, Third Class, Dumphee." Dumphee didn't like the way this dour
old man was looking at his vehicle. "I hope you don't mind if we park here."

Suddenly there was a burst of gunfire from above the gates. Fugg nearly threw
himself down in panic. Macdonald eyed Fugg critically. "Soldier? He calls hisself a
soldier? I wouldna 'ave a mule that was so gun-shy!"

"Wait a minute!" Fugg shouted, suddenly looking all about, reappraising the
situation. "Where the hell am 1?"

Macdonald grinned. "'Hell.' That's as good a name for it as any. You're at Fort Pitt, of
course. We're under siege, mon! Pontiac has stirred up every tribe in the west. It's a
fewking row! It's been so all July!"

Fugg glanced down at his watch. "It's not July. It's September!"

"Why, you're mad, mon! " Macdonald barked.

"Uh, Mr. Macdonald, sir;' Dumphee said, trying to cover for Fugg. "Lieutenant Fugg
is a bit disoriented-he, uh, took a bump to the head. Enemy tomahawk."

Another soldier fired from the wall, and Fugg ducked again. Macdonald gave him a
hard glare, as if even a head wound were no excuse for cowardice.

Fugg began shaking his watch. "You know, I think my watch stopped."

"It's Pontiac that's got to be stopped;' Macdonald growled. "And forget about your
head, mon. If you think you've got it bad now, try gettin' yerself scalped." He pointed to
his own bandaged head.

"Ow,” Lieutenant Fugg said, studying the bandage in sympathy. "That does look like
it hurts!"

Fugg's face suddenly brightened, as if he'd just realized that someone was playing a
joke on him. "So, you got scalped, and
now you and your Klingon girls here want help from the United Federation of Planets?"



"Klingons?" Macdonald asked. He explained loudly and patiently, as if to someone
who was deaf or mentally deficient, "No, mon, you've got the wrong tribe. These is
Mohawks. Friendlies. Pro-English. They was captured out of a Quaker Missionary
School by them varmints that's attacking us-the Mingoes. But then some of Johnson's
Iroquois captured them back. So now they're Iroquois slaves. They belong to them old
women over there by the cooking pots."

He waved toward some old squaws who were sitting on the ground, gnawing at
leather to soften it with their teeth. The cooking pots were big iron cauldrons, sitting on
tripods, like something a witch might use to boil children in.

Macdonald continued, "But forget the squaws for now. Ye wouldna have a coin or
two, would ye, lad? For if ye have, ye could buy me a wee dram....

Fugg was still busy admiring the "Klingons,” so Dumphee reached into his pocket
and tossed a couple of Kennedy half dollars to Macdonald. He figured that anyone who'd
been scalped probably needed a good stiff drink.

Macdonald grabbed the coins in midair and eyed them for a moment, turning them
on edge until he could see the copper. "Counterfeit;' he muttered darkly, tossing them to
the dirt. He gave Dumphee a long, evil glare, then turned and stumped away.

Lotsa Smoke knelt and studied the coins, then held one up to her neck admiringly, as
if it were a pendant on a necklace. Her dark eyes shone when she looked at Dumphee.

Fugg said, "Say, I'm hungry. Where can we get something to eat around here?"

Lotsa Smoke stared at Dumphee as she answered, eyes full of admiration. "Our
owners. They feed, if you pay." She nodded toward the old squaws who tended the
cooking pots.

"Yeah, I'll pay;' Fugg said absently. He was grinning at Sees Far, who smiled back
shyly as he draped an arm around her. A little glue in the right places would have
cemented their relationship.

Fugg pulled the twenty-dollar bill out of his pocket, handed it to Dumphee. "Go get
us something."

"Uh, Lieutenant Fugg," Dumphee said, "we've got to have a talk." Fugg was still
admiring the maidens, but began to seem confused, as if it were dawning on him that
something odd had happened. "We have to talk now!"”

"Yeah, Dumphee?" Fugg asked.

"Do you remember what we were carrying in the ATV?"

Fugg's face scrunched up in concentration. "Was it . . . [ remember something about
Russian weapons. Experimental weapons?"

"That's part of the load. But the main thing was a time machine. I think it went off...."

"You mean ... ?" Fugg's eyes widened. "You mean we re stuck back in time? Back
here?" Fugg looked up the wall, saw a redcoat with a tamping rod trying to reload his



musket, and looked at the Indian maidens. "And we've got"-Fugg began to think faster,
and suddenly he grinned and his whole demeanor changed-"two modern soldiers with
enough weapons in the back of our truck so we can take over the world?"

"I guess so, maybe...." Dumphee said, not liking Fugg's tone.

"Well!" Fugg said thoughtfully. "Well, well, well! Why don't you go get us some
lunch while I think a little more about this ... opportunity for promotion."

Dumphee took the money and cringed.

Lotsa Smoke led Dumphee down the street toward the old squaws. As Dumphee left,
he heard Fugg tell Sees Far, "You really like these gold buttons, don't you? Maybe we
ought to find someplace private, and you could show me what you'll give for them."

Dumphee shot him a cold glare, but Fugg didn't notice. He was too interested in
finding out what he could get from Sees Far.

Dumphee wasn't interested in taking over the world-especially since it was obvious
that Fugg, as senior officer, would be in charge. Dumphee didn't doubt that Fugg could
wreak some major havoc.

It wouldn't take much to duplicate the modern weapons-grenades, revolvers,
bazookas. It would be all the easier with the truck filled with some of the better examples
of modern weaponry.

When Dumphee looked back at Fugg, he recalled one of his pappy's favorite
expressions: "Power tends to corrupt and absolute power corrupts absolutely."”

While they walked, Lotsa Smoke watched Dumphee constantly from the corner of
her eyes, a secretive smile on her lips. Pretty Rose and Bear Tail followed a step behind.

As Dumphee approached the cooking pots, one old woman tossed dried meat into the
pot. She didn't look up until he overshadowed her, then she asked, "Qui le sacre bleu est
vous?" Who the hell are you?

Dumphee knew French when he heard it, and suddenly he wished once again that he
were civilized, that he knew how to order at French restaurants. The stew smelled
delicious. The small flames from the fire licked at Dumphee's boots. He could see
potatoes and yams, garlic and meat floating in the kettle.

"I, uh, don't speak French very well," Dumphee said. He tried talking slowly, hoping
that he'd be able to communicate. "But these women;' he pointed to Lotsa Smoke and the
others, "they say you might sell-"

"Here, I tell them;' Lotsa Smoke said, and she began speaking rapidly in French,
gesturing toward Dumphee. She finished speaking, and the squaw's eyes widened.

The old squaws stared hard at Dumphee, uncomprehending. Their eyes roamed over
the gold buttons on his dress uniform, then over his insignia and pins, until one of them
noticed his army belt buckle flashing golden in the sunlight.

"Yi!" the old squaw shouted. "Gol'!"



She reached out as if to paw the belt buckle, then glanced at the three maidens
behind Dumphee, her eyes wide with cupidity.

The old woman seemed unable to contain herself any longer. With a screech she
leapt over the tripod and kettle, slamming into Dumphee, knocking him backward. Then
five other old squaws were after him.

Dumphee was so startled, he couldn't think what to do. He wondered if he'd insulted
the old woman, and began to retreat, stepping backward, but tripped on something-Lotsa
Smoke's foot. He hit the mud, landing on his back.

The old squaws leapt on him and began ripping off his buttons and buckle, shouting
in French, "Or buttones! Or but-tones! Or buttones!"

Dumphee tried to hold up the twenty-dollar bill to placate the women, and shouted,
"Hey don't rip" (grunt) "my
uniform!"

Lotsa Smoke shouted at the old squaws in French, tried to pull one away. But the
women tore at Dumphee's remaining but-tons and pulled off his insignia. Dumphee tried
to push one squaw off, but she wrestled his arm down and stepped on it in a very
businesslike fashion while Dumphee squirmed in the mud.

Why, Dumphee thought, these women are as hot to get my clothes off as Jo Beth is
after a couple of beers!

In thirty seconds the old squaws had removed all his buttons and insignia, then they
ran off in a pack-squabbling over who was going to get the belt buckle.

Dumphee rolled up to one elbow, shaking his head, studying his uniform. "Man, if
the MPs saw me now, they'd lock me up for a 'coon's age."

He yelled at the old squaws. "Hey, don't I at least get some food?"

One squaw on the porch turned, stared at him with narrowed eyes, listening
thoughtfully.

"Food! Food! Can I have some food?" Dumphee made shoveling motions toward his
mouth.

"Ugh,” she pointed at the pot. "You buy. Squaws yours.

"No. Food! I want food!" Dumphee said.

The squaw looked down at the buttons, as if she rued the bargain, "Food yours, too."
She nodded slightly, then turned away and began to hurry off.

"N !" Dumphee began to shout, just as Lotsa Smoke grabbed him and yanked him
to his feet, and started to brush off his clothes.

"Oh;' Lotsa Smoke said gratefully, cutting him off. "Oh! Thank you for buying us.
Old squaws very mean to us. But we good squaws. Make you very happy. Thank you!
Thank you! We get ready come with you now!"



Lotsa Smoke, Pretty Rose and Bear Tail turned and sprinted off toward the nearest
barracks.

"Wait!" Dumphee yelled, trying to clear things up. But the girls ignored him and as
he watched them run, he got to thinking: He'd just freed some slaves. He hadn't meant to,
but that's what he'd done, and he didn't regret it. The old squaws were mean to the
younger maidens, and Lotsa Smoke's tone told him that Dumphee had just made her day.

Three women for two dollars' worth of army buttons?

No matter how you sliced it, that was a bargain.

And Lotsa Smoke was so good looking, Dumphee would have been too intimidated
to ask her for a date back home.

And if Dumphee set these women free, it would be kind of like rescuing them. Of
course, he wouldn't set them free right away. He'd want to keep them a day or two, just to
get to know them. And that Lotsa Smoke spoke French and Mohawk and English and
probably some other languages, and she might be no end of help to him while he tried to
figure out how to get back home.

Dumphee stared after them, and slowly began wiping the mud from his hands and
legs, looking at his messy clothes. He stared longingly at the food. An iron ladle was in
the stewpot, and several clay bowls painted with bright Indian designs lay upside down
beside the pot.

He didn't know if he should take the bowls-partly because they looked like valuable
antiques, and partly because they were so dirty he didn't think anyone ought to ever eat
from one again.

He was disturbed by the sound of a drumbeat, and turned to see twenty redcoats
marching up the street, their flintlock rifles at their shoulders, long bayonets pointing at
the sun. Macdonald was marching with them, and some drummer boy. The look of rage
in Macdonald's eyes was hard to miss.

Dumphee realized he wanted to put something between himself and this madman. So
Dumphee began edging toward the ATV

"There he is!" Macdonald shouted at the commanding officer. "The counterfeiter!
Get him~"

The commander of the squadron drew his sword in one smooth motion and shouted
to his men: "Muskets, pike position! Squooohaaad, charge!"

CHAPTER 6



The drummer boy beat the charge, and the soldiers lowered their bayonets.
Macdonald rushed in front of the soldiers, pointing an accusatory finger at Dumphee.
Only the scalped man standing between those soldiers and Dumphee kept them from
shooting.

Dumphee didn't wait to see what happened next. He rushed for the ATV, shouting,
"Lieutenant Fugg!"

Fugg was nowhere to be seen-until Dumphee spotted him near the corner of a
building with Sees Far. He was passionately kissing her cheek and whispering in her ear.
With one hand, he groped at her breast, but his head pulled back a bit as Dumphee yelled,
"Lieutenant, let's get out of here! The redcoats are coming!"

Hearing grunts and shouts, Dumphee turned to see some soldiers lower to their knees,
ready to shoot. But at that moment, Lotsa Smoke and the other young squaws raced in front of
them, spoiling the soldiers' chance for a shot. Lotsa Smoke had grabbed the cooking pot
from the tripod and was rushing toward Dumphee. Each woman carried a deer hide, with
clothes and whatnot rolled inside.

"Lieutenant Fugg!" Dumphee shouted as he raced for the
ATV

With a roar, the soldiers jumped back up, giving chase with shouts of "For King
George!"

Dumphee flung open the door to the ATV and leapt in.

He tried to slam the door shut, but a soldier raced up behind and latched on to it.
Another brought a bayonet down from above, and Dumphee dodged right. The bayonet
slashed into the upholstery by his shoulder.

Dumphee hit the ignition.

The engine roared to life. The soldier holding the door yelped in terror at the engine's growl
and fell back. Dumphee slammed the door closed and locked it, then three soldiers were
scrabbling over the hood, glaring at him through the windshield. Another grabbed the far door.

Dumphee threw the rig into reverse, twisted the wheel to the left, and was gratified
to see the soldiers go flying off the hood with astonished expressions.

The soldier on the far door began cursing as he fumbled with the latch. When he got it to
work, the door swung farther open, throwing him to the ground.

Dumphee shouted again in frustration, "Lieutenant!" He looked in the rearview mirror.

Instead of rushing toward him, Fugg ducked behind the barracks. Apparently he felt
that whatever trouble Dumphee had gotten into, Fugg didn't want to be a part of it.



In that moment, blinded by panic and a sense of betrayal, Dumphee decided to leave
him. Leave him alone and weapon-less here in this danged fort and never come back.
Fugg was too untrustworthy.

Ahead of the truck, several soldiers dropped to their knees and prepared to fire.

Dumphee hit the gas and ducked his head below the dashboard. He whispered a
small prayer of thanks to the Army driving school as he employed his dodge-and-drive skills.
He'd fixed the position of the troops in his mind, and now he raced toward that spot,
hoping to scare them.

The passenger door was still open. Two soldiers rushed to get in.

Then, suddenly, Lotsa Smoke raced up behind them, swinging the iron pot like it
was a morningstar, knocking both soldiers aside. She dove into the seat beside Dumphee.

Dumphee heard terrified shouts from the squadron of soldiers, and a gun discharged,
smoke puffing up from its barrel.

Lotsa smoke raised her head to look over the dashboard, eyes shining with ecstasy.
"Whee!" she cried.

"No! Not whee!” Dumphee said, pulling her head down just as another musket fired. A
musket ball pierced the windshield, hit a metal brace, and bounced onto the floor of the cab.

Dumphee reached past Lotsa Smoke, pulled the passenger door closed and locked it. Then
quickly peeked up through the windshield.

The ATV was hurtling toward a barricade of barrels, piled atop one another. The stockade
gates lay beyond. Soldiers were springing from the truck's path, falling sprawled into the mud.
Two men at the stockade gates seemed torn between running away and opening the gates to let
this metal monster out.

Pretty Rose and Bear Tail raced after the truck, trying to reach it, dismay showing in their
faces. Dumphee hit the brakes, slowing enough so that they could catch up. They tossed their
bundles in the back and dived into the bed of the ATV

Pretty Rose shouted, "Okay, go fast!"

The truck hit the barricade of piled barrels. Water gushed from the lowest barrels, while the
upper ones rolled onto the hood and were thrown aside.

Dumphee heard Indian war whoops from the back of the truck. He looked up over the wheel
and pointed the vehicle toward the fortress gates, hoping the guards would let him pass.

One guard dove aside, but the other kept his nerve and raised a hand, palm outward,
shouting, "Halt!"

Dumphee started to hit the brakes, but looked up to his left. On the wall-walk, a soldier had
wrestled a cannon around so that it pointed at his ATV. He held a long glowing taper in his hand,
and was about to ignite the cannon's fuse.

Dumphee considered the Armaments button, glowing redly on his dashboard. He decided

against it.



Instead, he honked his horn and hit the gas. The sentry leapt aside as the ATV hit the
stockade gate. The pounding from the truck was so terrible, that the cannoneer and his little
platform swayed in the air, just as the cannon blew.

The shot went high and wide, hitting a henhouse inside the compound. The whole thing
exploded in red fury, sending shards of wood from the henhouse flying a hundred feet into the
air. Dead chickens suddenly rained from the sky.

Dumphee crashed through the gates and hit the accelerator.

The squaws began shouting, "Woo haw! Hee! Heee!"

Then he was hurtling along a rutted dirt road toward a broad river. The ATV hit the water
with a huge splash, and from the fortress behind, Dumphee heard the crackle of musket fire. He
looked in his rearview mirror. Redcoats manned the walls of the fort, puffs of smoke rising from
their guns.

Musket balls began plunking in the water around the truck. One squaw in back of the truck
screamed, a horrible wail.

"She shot!" Lotsa Smoke yelled.

Dumphee looked back. The truck sped over the water, and in the back of the truck bed, guns
and ammo cases had spilled all over everything. Bear Tail held her stomach, shouting in pain and
dismay, "Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!"

"What-were you hit?" Dumphee cried.

She pulled something away from her stomach. "My looking glass broke! You owe me new
one!"

Dumphee stared into a broken mirror.

Pretty Rose teased, "Oh, that okay Bear Tail; you so ugly, maybe better if you not
look in mirrors anyway.

Suddenly the bullets quit firing from the fort. The ATV had moved out of the gunmen's

range.

CHAPTER 7

In the silence that followed, Dumphee began to take stock of the situation. What am
I doing? Dumphee wondered. He'd just escaped the fort, but now that he considered it,
leaving Lieutenant Fugg behind seemed . . . impetuous. They were fellow soldiers after
all. Dumphee would just have to go back to the fort and get him.



But that would be damned near impossible, what with wild Mingoes out here.
Besides, if Dumphee drove back, the redcoats would shoot as soon as he got near.

"Oh boy, I hope they didn't get my license number," he muttered. He tried to imagine
sneaking back into the fort without the ATV but that seemed foolhardy.

For several long minutes, the swamp truck rolled down the river. Dumphee stuck his
head out, looked back toward the fort.

The bank was rolling by quickly, and Dumphee realized that the current was pushing
them along. He cut the engine while he considered his options.

"Let's watch for a bridge," he said after some thought. "That will mean there's a town
nearby, where we can get food."

"You hungry?" Lotsa Smoke asked. She lifted the black stewpot from the floor,
reached in with her hands and fished out a piece of meat-a rib bone. She handed it to
Dumphee.

He began chewing it thoughtfully.

The countryside they floated past was wild and beautiful. Pussy willows along the
river were still green in midsummer, and the leaves on the cottonwoods were thick and
full. They passed a family of deer that had bedded by the water. A huge buck just stood
and stared at them, its horns still in velvet.

Ahead, a mother mallard and her chicks swam out of the willows to look at the truck,
then she quacked and swam back into the brush.

Dumphee glanced in the rearview mirror. Pretty Rose and Bear Tail each sat near the
back of the truck, letting their hands idly trail in the water.

Dumphee leaned his head back, sweat pouring down his forehead, and just closed his
eyes a minute, thinking furiously. Lieutenant Fugg was still in the fort.

Dumphee wondered if he should try to rescue him. But he didn't know Fugg well,
and certainly didn't trust him. Fugg had walked the other way when Dumphee called for
help, and the man's first thought upon learning that they were stuck in the past was that
this might prove a fine opportunity to take over the world.

He isn't just untrustworthy, he's dangerous, Dumphee decided. And if I do go back
and risk my life to save him-even if | manage to get us both out of Fort Pitt alive-I'd just
have to fight him somewhere down the line.

It's better to just let sleeping dogs lie, Dumphee told himself, no matter how hard it
is.

Hell-he soothed his conscience with this thought-at least Fugg has enough "gold"
buttons to buy himself a wife. He'll have Sees Far to entertain him. Someday, six months
from now, he might wake up and wish for a flush toilet and a television.

But Dumphee felt pretty sure that otherwise Fugg would be fine.



Yet Dumphee felt a niggling concern about leaving a man back in time. He'd seen
enough TV to know that he had to start worrying about the space-time continuum. You
couldn't just leave a man from the future in the past.

What if Fugg accidentally killed his own grandfather? He'd never be born.

Well, that obviously hadn't happened. More likely, with the way Fugg had been
eyeing Sees Far, he was his own grandfather.

Maybe he'd just stay here and breed. His line would go on from generation to
generation, until Lieutenant Fugg was born and went back in time. Then the whole cycle
would start all over again.

Well, if that was the worst that would happen, then Dumphee wouldn't feel bad about
leaving Fugg.

Dumphee squinted, picked up his little Sony Walkman off the floor and flipped it
back on. Only static came from it. Radios won't be invented for two hundred years, he
realized.

"What year is it?" he asked. He knew those muskets had been old models. Before
1800. But he didn't know how much older they might be.

Lotsa Smoke just shrugged.

Pretty Rose said, "Is year 1132, and you just got back from Crusades. I think
Saracens hit you in head with piece of True Cross, very hard."

Dumphee ignored her joke, realizing that the diminutive squaw must think he was
dumb or crazy.

"Man, I'm an awful long way from home...." he whispered.

"Home? Where home?" Lotsa Smoke asked.

'A little place. French Creek, West Virginia."

Lotsa Smoke nodded appreciatively. "Oh, you lucky you French. Pontiac and
Mingoes, they fight for French. If you not French, they take scalp quicky-quick. We
squaws be very lucky be married to Frenchman. Mingoes all down this river...."

She suddenly squinted at Dumphee slyly, began rattling something off in French,
"Que" something or other. Dumphee didn't have to know French to know what she asked.

"No, you're right, I don't speak French."

"Oh," she said, crestfallen.

Pretty Rose laughed, "Then maybe we all gonna die."

"Not if [ can help it," Dumphee said. He glanced up at the map that shone on what
was left of his windshield. A musket ball had pierced one corner of it. According to the
map, he was driving between some skyscrapers in downtown Pittsburgh.

"You know," Dumphee said when he finished gnawing the meat off his bone, “this is
pretty good. What is it?"

Lotsa Smoke smiled broadly, happy to please him. "Dog. The very best."



"Dog?" Dumphee asked in horror.

Lotsa Smoke reached into the pot and grabbed some more.

"Oh yes, good dog. No tough like coyote. This very good dog." She held up a leg
bone for Dumphee, but when he didn't take it quickly, she smacked her lips and bit off a
little for herself.

Stomach revolting at the thought, Dumphee turned away. Lotsa Smoke was a
beautiful woman, but even he couldn't sit here and watch her eat a dog.

He noticed a log poking up out of the water ahead and turned the wheel so that the
rudders would veer the truck from its course.

He felt something on the back of his hand. A huge louse crawled up from under his
shirt, rested on his knuckle. In horror, he flicked it against the inside of the windshield
and glanced back to Lotsa Smoke.

She stared at him with wide, innocent eyes, chewing the dog leg. A huge louse
crawled from her scalp toward her ear. Two smaller ones crawled up from her collar onto
her neck.

Lotsa Smoke kept eating, never noticing the insects.

"You know, you're a beautiful woman," Dumphee said thoughtfully. "But you've got
bugs!"

He reached over and grabbed a big louse that was heading down her neck toward her
cleavage. "I'll tell you what: the first island we come to . . ." he looked ahead, saw the
gravel bar of an island in the distance, then fired up the engine and started toward it. "I'm
going to let you get out and take a bath. All of you!"

Dumphee pulled the truck onto a spit of sandy gravel on the upstream end of the
island. The afternoon sunlight slanted into the woods, not quite penetrating the shadows.
Birches and deeper woods lay beyond. Here in the sun, he figured, would be the perfect
spot for the girls to bathe. The inside cut of the river was deep, the water clear. He could
see a couple of big trout sunning in the water, snapping at flies. Big native brown trout.
He wished he had his pappy here, with his fly rod.

He pulled the truck up to the shore, then got out and stood on the beach. "All right,
you!" he shouted like a first sergeant. "If you're going to ride in this truck, you're going to
have to take a bath. So into the water! All three of you! Now! Now! Now!"

The squaws stared at him as if they'd never heard of bathing.



"I mean it!" Dumphee said, hoping to get the idea across. "Into the water, and take
your clothes off!"

Lotsa Smoke smiled at the other two, said something in Mohawk, and all three
women jumped him.

Dumphee didn't have a chance. Those Indian squaws were stronger than any women
he'd ever met back home, and they wriggled about like professional Jello wrestlers. With
his belt and buttons already gone, they shucked his clothes down to his underwear in no
time. The next thing he knew, the women were giggling and screaming as they carried
him through the air, then tossed him into the deepest part of the river.

He came up sputtering.

Lotsa Smoke and the others climbed in on top of him, pushing his head under. The
women all screamed and laughed.

CHAPTER 8

Half an hour later, Dumphee squatted on the beach in his underwear, the tails of his shirt
trailing in the sand. He'd found some MREs, "Meals, Ready to Eat," in back of the truck. Now he
pried them open.

He glanced up at Lotsa Smoke. The squaws were only half dressed in buckskins and little
breast-bands. The sun was drying their naked skin. Lotsa Smoke shot Dumphee a fetching grin as
she combed out her long dark hair.

Dumphee saw the little leather bag where she kept her combs and whatnot. Two big lice
crawled from the bag onto Lotsa Smoke's bare leg and began making their way toward her scalp.

"Well, it was worth a try," he grumbled.

Just then, he finished prying the top off the MREs. He looked inside, his stomach flipping a
little at the very thought.

"Hey, look;' he apologized, "I ain't got many MREs, and they're awful anyway. You girls got
anything to eat-that isn't dog, that is?"

Pretty Rose came up to his side, glanced at the MREs, and lowered to her haunches, gazing
at the food thoughtfully. She sniffed the can and made a face in disgust. "You eat this? You must
be heap brave. If you think this better than dog, maybe you not smart. When you child, did mule
kick you in head?"

Bear Tail leapt up, shouting, "Look! Ooooh-look!"



Upriver, a small herd of buffalo had come down to the edge of the water, and now they
began swimming across.

"I spot buffalo for you. Now you owe me two mirrors!" Bear Tail shouted in triumph.

With a whoop, she rushed to the back of the truck, came back with Dumphee's M- 16 and a
bag full of clips.

"No! Wait a minute!" Dumphee said.

Bear Tail struck a pose, aiming the rifle. "You heap big brave. You shoot."

"Now, wait a minute;' Dumphee said. "Where I come from, these critters are an endangered
species."

"Not endangered species-these good buffalo. You shoot! We eat!" Bear Tail shouted. She
shoved him in the chest with the gun, knocking him back.

Dumphee wondered again about the space-time continuum. If he shot a buffalo, how many
buffalo would disappear down the line?

But the women had to eat, and they wanted buffalo.

Dumphee raised the gun, thinking, Man, I'm glad Judge Wright isn't here to see this. He took
aim at the herd leader, which was halfway across the river now, the shaggy black hump of its
back bobbing on the water.

Dumphee squeezed the trigger. Thirty shots sprayed from the barrel, blowing the animal into
coarse chunks. Whatever might happen down the time line, this one buffalo was decidedly
extinct.

Dumphee squinted at his target. "There you go, ladies:
buffalo burger!"

No one answered. He looked to his side, carefully. The squaws had all disappeared, were
nowhere in sight.

Dumphee heard a squeaking noise of terror to his left. Lotsa Smoke, Bear Tail and Pretty
Rose had all dived behind a log. They stared at him with eyes wide, terrified.

"Hey, I'm sorry;' Dumphee said. "I had it on full auto."

Lotsa Smoke got up from behind the log, half covered in old leaves, and walked toward
Dumphee very slowly, her face a study in awe. She carefully examined the weapon in Dumphee's
hands, reached out and touched it, stroking the barrel.

She took a deep breath and stood tall. "Heap great war chief!" she said, staring up at
Dumphee.

Dumphee smiled at her appreciatively. "Honey, you don't know how great."

She turned and began shouting at the other women in Mohawk. In half a moment, Bear Tail
and Pretty Rose jumped in the water and began swimming upriver.

"They bring. They bring the meat!" Lotsa Smoke said.



Far downstream, two Seneca braves heard the cracking sound of gunfire. The sound of many
redcoats. They squatted beside the river, staring about, faces masked in war paint, until the oldest
one, a chief, reached into the water with the barrel of his flintlock rifle and fished out a piece of
paper.

He held it up for inspection. The other grabbed it and studied the sheets of carbon-backed
paper that shredded in his hand, mystified. The gasoline receipt.

In contempt, the Seneca chief ground the paper into the mud beneath his heel. The chief

crouched low, glaring upriver. His warrior turned and raced deep into the woods.

CHAPTER 9

In the twilight, Dumphee sorted through his duffel bag, studying its contents and
wondering. He still didn't know what all he had in the truck. The squaws had searched the
back and found some kind of experimental Russian commando knives that were almost
as big as machetes. The blades on them had some kind of grains embedded in the metal-
maybe green diamonds. The heavy blades were so sharp, they could probably slice
through protective body armor like it was toilet paper.

Two squaws chopped down saplings with the huge knives, then sliced off bark to tie
the sticks together to form drying racks. A fire burned low at the edge of the camp, and
Dumphee had pulled the truck close to it.

The squaws dragged the dead buffalo up to the riverbank.

Dumphee wondered. He figured that a little jiggling of that time machine had sent
him back a couple of hundred years. What would happen if he kicked it big time? Would
he find himself out here with the Romans or something?

The old cave preacher up at Blue Grouse Creek said that the earth was only six
thousand years old. Dumphee doubted it. But if it were true, Dumphee could go back and
maybe see the face of God himself.



But Dumphee didn't believe that could happen. Most folks said the earth was far
older than six thousand years. If they were right, then Dumphee figured he'd likely get
himself in real trouble if he tried bumping that machine again. Who knew what would
happen? He might end up fighting Martians in the future. Or what if he went way back in
time, before the earth had a breathable atmosphere? What if he found himself on Earth
when it was all a bunch of hot lava rock?

No, it would be dangerous to play with that time machine. Meanwhile, he had some
weapons - weapons he didn't know how to use.

He glanced up at Lotsa Smoke, who was carving into the buffalo, blood up to her
elbows. Firelight flickered on the animal's fur. Something seemed wrong. She must have
sensed that he was watching her. She glanced up and smiled, holding the knife in her
right hand and a strip of meat in the other.

"Why are you cutting so much?" Dumphee asked, suddenly realizing that the squaws
planned to dry the whole buffalo.

Lotsa Smoke waved toward a recently finished smoking rack, where she'd already
hung twenty pounds of meat. A smudge fire burned beneath it. "No can always get good
dog to eat."

That night, stripped buffalo bones lay beside the crackling fires. In the firelight, the
squaws lay all around. Bear Tail staked the buffalo hide to the ground, and slept atop it,
while Pretty Rose covered herself with leaves. She belched pleasantly in her stupor.
Lotsa Smoke curled up in the grass by the truck.

Dumphee sat with his back against a wheel of the ATV, wondering at the
strangeness of the scene. He was pleasantly full of meat. The buffalo hadn't tasted
anything like beef. It was gamy and tough. Still, it filled his belly.

In the woods, he heard the distant hoot of an owl, and the familiar snarl of a bobcat.
Far away, wolves barked-a sound he'd never heard in West Virginia.

He began to wonder about that. He'd always loved animals, and began thinking about
all the animals that had gone extinct in the past couple hundred years: the dodo bird, the
passenger pigeon, the Tasmanian devil. He wondered if he could go around collecting all
these animals, then maybe kick the time machine until he got back into the future. Maybe
he could rescue whole species of animals somehow, become sort of a modern-day Noah.

The idea appealed to him, yet he thought it would be a lonely task. He felt out of his
element. He got a couple of army blankets from the truck and threw them on the ground,
then lay between them like a piece of ham between two slices of rye.



He'd hardly laid down, when Lotsa Smoke crept up and nuzzled in beside him.

He glanced at her over his shoulder. In the firelight her eyes shone expectantly.

In horror, Dumphee leapt from under the blankets and climbed up a tire of the ATV,
onto its fender and hood. Lotsa Smoke smiled as if it were a game and made a grab for
him. Dumphee scurried up over the cab of the ATV and onto the canvas top.

Lotsa Smoke tried to get a grip on the hood of the truck and climb after him. Then
she stood, her smile faltering, and stared.

"What wrong?" she asked, the words catching in her throat. "What matter with you?"

"Stay down there!" Dumphee said.

Lotsa Smoke slid back down to the ground, crestfallen. Tears began to water her
eyes. Then she puffed out her chest in defiance and stood like some great chief. She
thumped her breast with her hand. "Me great squaw! Missionaries like Lotsa Smoke.
Seneca like Lotsa Smoke. You like Lotsa Smoke, too. You see!"

Dumphee sat on the canvas, shaking his head, unable to speak. He'd never thought
himself prudish, but-he felt it would be wrong to make love to her this way. He was her
owner. Her slave master.

Or maybe he wasn't, he realized. Indian men bought and sold squaws, yet both
parties considered the women to be wives. Was a wife only a slave? Or was she
something more? Maybe he didn't really understand the relationship that had formed
between them.

"What?" Lota Smoke said. "You no like me? You want other squaw?"

"No-no, not that!" Dumphee said. "Look, Lotsa Smoke, it ain't nothin' personal, see.
You're a fine-looking woman. God knows you're a fine-looking woman. But-I don't want
any slaves. I couldn't treat a woman like that. And a fellow can't just go around with three
wives. That's uncivilized!"

With that accusation, it was as if he'd slapped her face. He suddenly understood
where she'd got her name. He never saw a woman get so angry so fast. Lotsa Smoke
made a low growling noise. "Civilize? Civilize? I no civilize enough for you?"

From the tears that glistened in her eyes, it looked as if the accusation nearly
destroyed her. She silently reached for her knife in its sheath. Fortunately, she'd laid her
blade aside a few moments ago. Lotsa Smoke sneered. "You want some French missy? I
know how she dress! I smell . . ." She searched for a word, spoke with a French accent,
"parfum!"

"No-it's not that!" Dumphee said, wishing he could take his words back. "I don't
want any other women."

But Lotsa Smoke suddenly gave a blood-curdling cry and began shouting at the other
women in Mohawk. Pretty Rose and Bear Tail both leapt up and rushed toward the truck



as if to discover the cause of the commotion. They listened to Lotsa Smoke yammering in
Mohawk for a moment, then they, too, began shouting at Dumphee.

"What did you tell them?" Dumphee yelled at Lotsa Smoke. "I tell them you say

they no good squaws!" she answered. Dumphee dodged a rock that Pretty Rose

hurled, while
Bear Tail hunted for a long stick to club him with. A big rock bounced off Dumphee's
head as Lotsa Smoke blindsided him. He dropped to the canvas atop the rig and covered
himself, began rolling right and left to escape the hail of stones and sticks that assailed
him.

"Stop! Please, stop! I give up!" Dumphee said.

As one, the three women all stared up at him, scowling.

Bear Tail growled, “Are squaws good?"

"Yes, yes," Dumphee wailed.

"Better than perfect?" Pretty Rose asked.

"Of course. All good. You're all very fine, beautiful, precious young women. I
respect you and admire you as my equals."

"Good!" Lotsa Smoke said, the quarrel settled.

Pretty Rose and Lotsa Smoke lay beside Dumphee, naked, curled beneath each of his
arms.

Dumphee thought of Jo Beth, back home. He wondered if he'd ever find her again,
wondered if he should go take a look at that time machine and try to figure out how to get
back to West Virginia. But, somehow, he suspected that he was stuck here in the past,
and ought to make the best of it.

At the foot of his bed, Bear Tail wriggled out from under her buckskin dress to stand
fully naked in the light of the campfire, her eyes wide and wanton.

She nodded slowly, as if reading his mind, then licked her lips. "Me show you
Mohawk way," she whispered seductively.

In his left ear, Pretty Rose whispered, "And after Bear Tail finish, me show you
Mingo way." She nuzzled him and licked his ear.

On his right, Lotsa Smoke kissed his jaw, and her hand reached down and stroked
his bare skin, sliding along his belly. ....... oh ... when they finish, me show you... oh...
Quaker way. You like!"

Lotsa Smoke shot Pretty Rose and Bear Tail a warning glance. "Don't wear brave
out."



As Bear Tail opened the blankets and began crawling up between his legs, Dumphee
lay with heart pounding. Three women at once? Here he was, sleeping with three
beautiful women at once. He wondered if maybe civilization hadn't been overrated.

CHAPTER 10

At dawn, just before the sun rose in a ball of wild pink, soft clouds of mist began to rise from
the river. The squaws woke early and began packing buffalo meat and hides into the back of the
truck.

Dumphee did not help, merely watched from the cab. He flipped on his Walkman, hoping
the time machine might have spirited him back to his time, hoping that perhaps it had some
automatic homing device.

But only the now familiar static issued from the radio.

After several long minutes, Dumphee screwed up his courage and went to the back of the
truck. He took out a Russian commando knife and carefully began to unpack the time machine.
He worried the blade under each nail, popped it free, and then pulled off the top of the crate.

A pulsing blue light shone from the cracks under the lid even as he set the top aside.

What he saw baffled him. Inside the crate, two posts of blackened metal protruded from a
black base. The posts were each perhaps a foot tall, and were set about thirty-six inches apart.

Between those posts lay a chamber of glass. Each pane looked very thick, perhaps four
inches. Inside that glass, a blue light throbbed, dancing wildly.

Dumphee had no idea what the light was, yet on each blackened post, computer screens
showed readings in red. Dumphee stared at the Cyrillic letters, trying to decipher a word or two.
There were no dates written in red, at least not that he could tell. He'd hoped for some kind of
sliding scale, with dates below it, and an arrow that he could adjust by hand to the year 1991.

But one look at these complex computer screens convinced him that this was some kind of
government project. Maybe even Einstein wouldn't have been able to figure the whole thing out.

For the longest time, Dumphee was tempted to bang on the machine, to see what would
happen.

He worried. He had his duty to consider. He was charged with taking this equipment to
Denver; he wondered if he ought to head west, on the off chance that the machine did have some

sort of auto relay.



If the machine returned him to the future, would it send him back to the exact moment he'd
left, or would it let time pass naturally? In other words, would each day that he spent here equal a
day of time in the future?

He supposed that Lieutenant Fugg might help decode the screens. Maybe he could read
Russian. But Dumphee rejected that notion. Fugg wasn't the kind of fellow who would learn
Russian, unless he could learn it in his sleep.

There have to be Russians alive today-Dumphee reasoned-someone who might tell me what
the red characters mean.

I know what they say, Dumphee told himself as he studied the script. They say you shouldn't
ought to have bumped this danged machine in the first place.

Hadn't some Russians settled in Alaska, originally? Dumphee remembered that from his
fourth-grade history class. And if Russians had settled in Alaska, he might find some there now,
and maybe they could read the computer screens for him. But he'd have to drive across country to
reach them.

Dumphee placed the lid back on the box and considered his options. No matter what he did-
whether he stayed here or drove on-he'd need some clothes, matches and decent food. So the first
thing he had to do was get supplies. Foremost among those supplies, he needed fuel. Gasoline
wasn't in use in this time zone, he knew. But other things were: coal oil, maybe, or whale blubber.

Or alcohol.

There had been a trading post back at Fort Pitt. But he couldn't go back to it.

Dumphee surveyed the contents of the truck: buffalo meat, a few army rations, the
commando knives, several sealed crates and a time machine. He cracked open the sealed boxes
and found dozens of futuristic-looking grenades, a Russian hand-held antiaircraft gun and ten
strange rifles with long, almost needle-thin barrels.

He began to repack the weapons, to keep from jostling the time machine, when outside the
truck he heard shouts and whooping.

Bear Tail raced past the back of the truck, two warriors chasing her.

A fierce-looking warrior with a hat of red porcupine quills and a face painted white with
blue spots suddenly rounded the back of the truck, looked in at Dumphee, eyes wide. He had a
war lance in one hand, a hide shield in the other.

The warrior hurled his lance.

Dumphee ducked as the lance whipped past his face. Without thinking, Dumphee grabbed
the nearest weapon-the antiaircraft gun. He thumbed a red arming switch on the handle of the
gun, and shouted, "You gonna die, boy!"

The warrior must have seen death in Dumphee's eyes, or perhaps he feared the strange
weapon, for he screamed, backed from the truck and broke into a run.

Dumphee leapt out into the open. Over by the drying



racks, four warriors struggled over Lotsa Smoke and Pretty Rose. The Indian maidens kicked and
scratched like wildcats. Some petty chief raised a tomahawk, preparing to scalp Lotsa Smoke.

"My tomahawk is bigger than yours!" Dumphee shouted. He pointed the antiaircraft gun and
squeezed the trigger.

The chief looked up at Dumphee, and his jaw dropped.

With a roar the missile disengaged from the launcher and burst forward.

It must have 'been a heat-seeking missile, for it veered toward the fire, whipped between two
warriors, slammed into the meat-drying racks and carried them away. The missile hit an alder tree
fifty yards outside camp and exploded in a fireball that rose some three hundred feet in the air.

The chief-a distinguished-looking fellow with red stripes painted down his face-wet his
breechcloth and fainted.

The rest of the warriors raced into the brush quicker than hares running from a hound.

"Come back and fight!" Pretty Rose screamed at the retreating warriors as she finally freed
her knife.

Lotsa Smoke got up from the ground, staring at Dumphee with awe in her eyes. Suddenly
she recognized that he was more than your average paleface. "Where you come from? What you
do? You great war chief?"

"No;' Dumphee said. "I just helped my pappy make the best moonshine in Upshaw County."

"Uh;' she said thoughtfully. "Big medicine man. You make sunshine too?"

Dumphee would have explained what he did right then, but Pretty Rose, who had put her
knife away, now picked up a long stick and began beating the unconscious chief.

Bear Tail ran back into camp and kicked the man.

He roused a bit and lashed out with a foot in self-defense, but Lotsa Smoke whipped out her
commando knife and pressed the edge to his throat.

"Hey, now," Dumphee said, not liking the anger in the squaws' eyes. "What are you going to
do with him?"

"Him we gonna torture. We put sticks in skin, set on fire. Then take scalp and kill."

"But-you can't do that!" Dumphee said. "What about respect for your fellow Native
Americans? What about human rights?"

"He no respect us if we no torture;' Lotsa Smoke said. "He just come back with more
braves."

"But-" Dumphee began to say.

"He our prisoner!" Lotsa Smoke objected, and the look of hatred in her eye was so intense,
Dumphee took a step back. "Manitou be angry if we no kill him."

"All right, all right," Dumphee conceded, suddenly recalling something about Indian torture
techniques. "How long is this all going to take?"

"Two days," Bear Tail said with a wicked giggle. "Maybe three."



"Three days? Three whole days?" Dumphee shouted. "I don't think so. I'm on a schedule. I'm
supposed to have that vehicle full of vital military equipment in Denver in two days. That means
we have to leave now!"”

"No have time for torture?" Lotsa Smoke asked.

"Right,” Dumphee said. "And as my pappy used to say, 'If you can't do a job right, you
might as well not do it at all.'

"So you let our prisoner go, and start helping me figure out where I can get some firewater."

"Firewater?" all three squaws asked at once, turning to Dumphee, the prisoner nearly
forgotten.

"That's right;' Dumphee said. "I need a heap lot of fire-water."

"Frenchmen have heap firewater. They trade to Seneca for English scalps."

The very thought made Dumphee queasy. "Remind me to punch the next Canadian I see;' he
grumbled. "Then, it sounds like we'd be doing the English a favor if we appropriate some
firewater."

Dumphee went to the fearsome-looking chief. Lotsa Smoke still had her knife to his throat.
The fellow was at least a foot shorter than Dumphee, and the way Dumphee had been shouting,
the chief seemed terrified.

Dumphee said to Lotsa Smoke, "You tell him that we want him to lead us to the Frenchman's
firewater."

"No need him. I know where go get firewater," Lotsa Smoke retorted.

"Tell him anyway," Dumphee said. "I'm the chief around here."

Lotsa Smoke spat a few words in French, liberally interspersed with curses.

The Seneca cursed back.

"What did he say?" Dumphee asked.

"He big brave, no gonna talk," Lotsa Smoke' answered. "He say lots bad things about your
mother. She English pig who sleep with dog. He hope you kill him fast, now. Not want to get
torture."

"I know," Pretty Rose said with a wicked grin. "Let's take him with us. We have fun cutting
off little pieces; feed him to coyotes.

Dumphee gently took the knife from Lotsa Smoke, keeping it against the warrior's throat.
"All right, you women get in the ATV. I'll take care of this guy."

Lotsa Smoke's eyes shone with excitement. "We watch!"

"No, you get in the truck. I'll handle him!" Dumphee shouted.

Reluctantly, the squaws complied. The little chief gazed fiercely at Dumphee.

Dumphee said, "So, you scalp my people and insult my parentage? Well, so much for
multiculturalism and ethnic diversity, you little 'coon turd!"

The warrior began breathing curses against Dumphee in mixed French and English and

Seneca. Dumphee studied the fellow. He'd planned to let him go, but now saw such bitterness in



the man's face, such seething hatred, he knew that to do so would be a mistake. This fellow would
likely go on killing and butchering white settlers.

Yet Dumphee couldn't just kill a man.

Dumphee didn't know what to do.

When the women got in the vehicle, Dumphee kept the knife against the Seneca's throat for a
moment, then eased up from his crouch and slowly backed to the truck.

The Seneca warrior stood and walked toward him, chest thrust out. He paced stiff-legged
toward Dumphee, hurling insults at the top of his lungs.

Dumphee got in the truck and started it, with a low growl. In the cab, Lotsa Smoke and
Pretty Rose both sat stiffly, fists clenched, so angry that tears watered their eyes.

They were ashamed of him, he could tell, ashamed that he was so soft, that he'd let an enemy
go.

The Seneca stood in front of the truck, hurling invectives. Dumphee stared as the little man
began pounding the hood of the truck. Dumphee had always thought his white ancestors must
have been monsters to have treated the Indians so badly, to have killed them and taken their land.

Now he wasn't so sure. Here was a man whose code of honor demanded that he fight. Here
was a warrior who would kill Dumphee and the squaws without a thought. Who wouldn't hesitate
to torture them, or to take Dumphee's squaws as sex slaves. Here was a fellow who wouldn't
reason or simply walk away.

This Seneca and the squaws weren't uncivilized, either, Dumphee knew. But they lived by
different rules. Rules that made their culture and his incompatible.

The Seneca shouted a particularly vile profanity in English, and slammed both hands on the
hood of the ATV.

"Well, to hell with you, too, buddy!" Dumphee shouted, and then he punched the horn so
hard that his palm hurt.

The air horn belched loud, and the chief leapt in terror so high that Dumphee wondered if the
man had just set a world record for the highest leap from a standing position. The chief turned to
run.

Dumphee shifted the truck into gear and chased after him. All three squaws began shouting
and squealing in delight at this new game.

Dumphee pressed the Armaments button, and the machine gun sprouted up from the hood.

The warrior raced over open ground, heading alongside the muddy riverbed, leaping
driftwood. Dumphee followed on his tail, blasting his horn again and again.

Each time he did so, the warrior glanced back and grimaced in terror. Dumphee timed one
blast just so, and the warrior stubbed his toe on a log and rolled into the mud.

A toggle let Dumphee aim the machine gun; he aimed below the war chief's feet and began

firing.



The warrior flung himself aside, crawled splashing into the shallows of the river, and dodged
as Dumphee pretended he would run him over.

Dumphee spun a U-turn, whipped around after the Seneca, blasted his horn again.

The fellow leapt into deep water, perhaps hoping it would save him, and Dumphee hit the
accelerator, set his tires spinning through the waves.

The chief was swimming with long strokes when the right-front ATV tire hit him, shoving
him underwater.

The squaws squealed in triumph. Lotsa Smoke thumped her fists against the dashboard,
though Dumphee knew the water was so deep that running over the warrior wouldn't do much
more than' put the fear of God into him. He'd only get shoved under for a couple of seconds.

Sure enough, when Dumphee looked in his rearview mirror, he saw the Seneca come up
sputtering for air. Dumphee figured that it was over, that he'd scared the fellow straight. But it
didn't satisfy Bear Tail, who sat in the back of the truck.

She grabbed an M- 16 and raced to the tailgate. Dumphee was sure she didn't know how to
work the gun, but quick as lightning she released the safety and squeezed off half a clip, bullets
stinging the water around the Seneca warrior.

The fellow swallowed some air, dove quickly, and Dumphee saw from his bare butt that he
had lost his breechcloth.

"I think you finished him," Dumphee called to Bear Tail. "Good job!"

There was a look of genuine relief in Bear Tail's face, and Dumphee wondered what horrors
these women had suffered at the hands of the Seneca. "He dead?" she asked.

"Yeah, he's dead," Dumphee lied. He was certain the Seneca was merely underwater,
holding his breath.

Lotsa Smoke turned to him with a greedy look, "Go back and get scalp!"

"We don't have time," Dumphee said. He hit the gas, hurrying downriver, around a bend.

CHAPTER 11

In Denver, Major Slice stood in his office, gazing over his reports. The captain who'd
brought the reports, an impeccably military fellow named Smith, was a security specialist
-the kind who truly only revealed information on a need-to-know basis.

"Give it all to me straight, captain,” Slice said, nervously batting his swagger stick against

the side of his shoe. He inhaled a deep breath from his cigar.



"As our reports say, the ATV bearing the time machine has come up missing. The
transmitter on the vehicle ceased sending its signal at precisely 1:14 last night. Our global
positioning satellites have confirmed the location of the truck where it exited our time line.

"A search of its intended route shows that gasoline was purchased by our men at 1:04 a.m.,
just outside Pittsburgh. So we know that the truck was in our possession then. A few minutes
later, the vehicle was spotted eight miles farther on, and nearly crashed into a fast-food restaurant.

"Witnesses say that a large, strangely shaped vehicle-one witness described it as a spaceship-
was hurtling toward the McDonald's at a hundred miles per hour when it vanished in a peach-
colored light."

"Peach colored?" Major Slice said. "You sure it wasn't more of a rufous hue, perhaps even
fawn or cochineal?"

"Uh, witnesses called it 'peach; sir. Though one woman called it ecru.

"Ecru? Ecru? I'll be damned," Slice said.

"Yes, sir," the captain agreed.

"Well, what else have you found?" Slice demanded.

"We did a quick check of the historical archives of the University of Pennsylvania, and
found that a number of time-anomalous items turned up from an excavation near Fort Pitt in
1939. All of them were found in a single coffin, and were sent to Washington, D.C., as is
standard procedure in such cases.

"Do we get a lot of these time-anomalous items?" Slice asked.

"I could tell you, sir," the security officer said, "but you know the standard reply." His voice
suddenly took on a note of glee, "I can promise to make your death quick and painless though, if
you're curious enough."

Just once, Major Slice was tempted to ask the question anyway, just to find out how many
"time-anomalous" ray guns had turned up, or how many extraterrestrials the government had
pickled in brine.

Sure, they'd kill him afterward. But, then, no one lives forever.

"So what did we find?"

"These;' Captain Smith answered. He handed over a corroded pair of dog tags, some coins,
half a rusted Timex. The dog tags were Fugg's.

"What do you make of it?" Major Slice asked.

"Well, the ATV had plenty of gas, so it's apparent that Private Dumphee remained at the
wheel. What happened to him, we may never know. We don't have any vehicle remains fitting
this description among our time-anomalous artifacts."

"I'see..." Major Slice said. "What can you tell me about this Dumphee?"

"He's a buck private from West Virginia who enlisted under duress."

"Economic duress? Or was he trying to escape a pregnant girlfriend?"



"No, sir. Judicial duress. He was convicted of moonshining and given a choice between
enlistment and prison."

"A moonshiner?" Slice groused. "That explains the erratic driving. I'll bet he's all liquored
up. Damn him. Heads are going to roll over this! Tell me, what are the chances that he'll get back
to present day?"

"From what I can tell;' Smith said, "the machine wasn't precalibrated."

"Which means what, precisely?"

"The chances are... almost nonexistent."

"Well then,” Major Slice said, "we'll just have to court-martial the son of a bitch in

absentia!"

CHAPTER 12

Somehow his attack against the French lacked the emotional intensity Dumphee
would have expected. He'd thought he'd have to go to some huge fort, knock a hole
through a wall with an antiaircraft gun, shoot the place up a bit, then find the whiskey or
whatever the hell it was that men drank.

Nothin' doing. Instead, the ATV lazily drifted down the Ohio River most of the
afternoon, idling, catching the sunlight. A pair of otters swam beside the truck for a long
way, and Dumphee watched the huge trout in the deeper pools, wishing once again that
he had his fishing rod.

The squaws sat in back of the truck, singing Christian hymns that Dumphee had
mostly never heard. One of them found Lieutenant Fugg's sunglasses, and for an hour the
squaws took turns looking through them. Pretty Rose wanted to keep them all for herself,
for she said they made her look "more like a bug."

Dumphee got out his little Walkman, fished through his duffel bag until he found his
tapes, put in Flatt & Scruggs, then gave Lotsa Smoke a listen.

Her eyes grew wide, and she stared at Dumphee in awe.

"How you put little man in there?" Lotsa Smoke demanded.

Dumphee grinned slyly. "I didn't. It's just his spirit. And you girls better be good and
do what I tell you, or I'll put your spirits in there, too."

Almost immediately he regretted the joke, for Lotsa Smoke leaned away from him,
abject terror on her face, while Pretty Rose grabbed for the headphones.



Lotsa Smoke pushed the Walkman away, as if glad to get rid of it, and Pretty Rose
listened for a long time. By the time Flatt & Scruggs had gotten through "Pain in My
Heart," Pretty Rose was crying. "Maybe you should put squaw's soul in there," she said.
"Little man sound heap lonely."

"Hmmm... ." Dumphee said, astonished at her generosity. He drove the truck onto
the beach, roared beside the river, scattering herds of buffalo.

Once he passed a Seneca village where fields of corn were planted beside the long
houses. He honked his horn and sent the villagers running.

Near dusk he reached the French trading post by the river, a log hut where a couple
of bateaux lay dragged up half out of the water.

Outside the trading post, beaver and otter hides lay in a dirty heap. Bear and beaver
traps hung along the wall. Smoke curled from the chimney, and two old Senecas squatted
by the door. A crude sign above them said Pierre et Pierre, Commercant

When they saw the ATV roll out of the water, the Senecas ran into the building,
shouting.

Dumphee knew there would be trouble. He leaned back thoughtfully and told the
squaws, "Pierre et Pierre, eh? Ladies, it's time to party.” He pressed the Armaments button
on his console, let the fifty-caliber machine gun hover into view.

A pair of fat, bearded Frenchmen came running from the trading post, loading their
flintlocks. Both men wore buckskins. One wore a coonskin hat, while the other wore a
red Phrygian stocking cap. The Senecas rushed out behind them.

while the Frenchmen loaded their guns, Dumphee drove within ten feet of the door
and honked his horn. One fellow dropped his gun and backed against the wall, hands
raised. The other nervously spilled powder from his horn, but kept trying to load his
weapon.

Dumphee opened his door and asked, "Hey, Pierre? You speak English?"

"Oui,” the fellow under the coonskin said, face pale.

"Then throw down your damned gun," Dumphee said. He toggled the controls for the
ATV's fifty-caliber and sprayed bullets above the men's heads.

Both men dropped to their knees and raised their hands. One began praying loudly.

"Get in your boats and get out of here," Dumphee added for good measure.

The Frenchmen and Senecas rushed for the bateaux, shoved them into the water and
rowed away.

For a moment, Dumphee stood outside the trading post, wondering if the squaws had
been wrong about these two. This didn't look like any French military outpost engaged in
nefarious deals, trading firewater for English scalps.

Inside the hut, Dumphee found things pretty much as one might expect. The store
was packed to the ceiling with candles and glass lamps and bottles of whale oil; musket



balls, hatchets, knives and cooking pots; trapping supplies; matches and turpentine, cloth,
thread; dried beans and salt.

The squaws began pulling needles and beads from the shelves. Bear Tail took all
four mirrors, along with a little telescope.

Dumphee looked around, then went into a back room. He found kegs of gunpowder
stacked against a wall, and several twenty-five-gallon barrels of whiskey.

Dangling from the rafters were human scalps.

Dumphee glanced at one scrap of red hair, and whispered, "Well, Mr. Macdonald-it
is nice to meet the rest of you."

But even this grim jest could not shield him from a creeping sense of horror. There
were other scalps-the blonde scalp of a little girl, with blue bows in the hair; the fawn-
colored ponytail of a woman.

Dumphee gaped at them for a long moment, horror and revulsion rising from within.
He remembered one of his sociology teachers in high school reading from an article
written in a national magazine at the turn of the twentieth century. The article talked
about the wonderful improvements in "interracial relations" at the time. Apparently, back
then, interracial relations meant the relations between the English and the French, for the
article spoke about the wonderful new friendship developing between the countries.

Here, now, Dumphee finally understood why folks had once thought the French
inhuman. Had he seen these scalps hanging outside the trading post, he'd have shot Mssrs.
Pierre et Pierre where they stood.

Sickened, Dumphee decided he needed a drink. He tapped a keg and drank from a tin
cup.

"Hmmm... 130 proof," he guessed, then he breathed it in and out over his tongue, and
raised his estimate. "More like 140, or 142."

It wasn't the best-tasting liquor he'd ever drunk, but he supposed it would run a truck.

"Let's load up, squaws," he shouted. Somehow, that didn't sound respectful. After a
bit of thought, he corrected himself, "Wives. Let's load, wives."”

The women were stealing everything in the trading post:
bolts of cloth, rounds of cheese, kegs of salt. He drew the line when they started pulling
down the leg traps. "Not those, Bear Tail," he grumbled. "where I come from, we only
wear synthetic furs."

Bear Tail studied him a moment, a puzzled expression on her face. "Will you catch-
em a synthetic for me? I skin it and tan it."

"Sure," Dumphee said. "I'll shoot the first one I see."

For the next half-hour, they looted the trading post. when Dumphee left, he burned
the place to the ground.



Dumphee sat behind the wheel of the ATV; crawling over the plains west of
Pittsburgh in the early evening, sometimes gently dropping into buffalo wallows, then
rising again into the night. Bats flitted around the vehicle, snapping up insects that
jumped into the air as the ATV passed.

To the south, Dumphee spotted the smoke from cooking fires in an Indian village.
Lotsa Smoke took Dumphee's shirt and began sewing beads around his nametag.

Dumphee found himself dreaming of Coca-Cola. He glanced into the bed of the
truck. Bear Tail sat on a keg of gunpowder, cradling a machine gun, gazing at the trail
behind.

"We stop now, set camp," Lotsa Smoke said to Dumphee. "It dark outside."

"No, we'll keep on going." He'd decided to strike out for Denver, whether he could
ever make it or not.

He flipped on the headlights, and Lotsa Smoke gasped at the miraculous light. In the
brush to their left, a huge bull moose, its antlers still in velvet, rushed for deeper cover.

"I need to rest my eyes, Dumphee said. "You think you could drive for a while?"

Lotsa Smoke gulped.

"It's easy," Dumphee said. "If you want to go faster, just push the gas, like this. And
if you want to stop, push the brakes. The gearshift is automatic. There's no clutch:'

Lotsa Smoke gulped again as he demonstrated how to drive. After a few minutes, he
managed to coax her behind the wheel. "Just make sure you don't go over any big
bumps," Dumphee said. "And wake me if you have questions:'

"Ugh," Lotsa Smoke grunted. She took the wheel solemnly and began driving with
great care, almost afraid to steer. Dumphee watched her for half an hour, then closed his

eyes.

An hour later Dumphee lay snoring as Lotsa Smoke drove.
She had no idea where she was going, but dared not wake
Dumphee to tell him, for fear that he'd never let her drive the
A-teepee again.
Instead, she pressed the gas more firmly and sped over the grasslands, through brush
and reeds that almost reached the top of the hood.
Dumphee and Pretty Rose were asleep, Pretty Rose leaning against the door,

Dumphee lying with his head against her shoulder.



Bear Tail climbed to the little window between the cab and the back of the vehicle,
humming "Rock of Ages." She giggled into Lotsa Smoke's ear. Her breath smelled
strongly of firewater.

"You thirsty?" Bear Tail asked in Mohawk. She pushed a tin cup into Lotsa Smoke's
hand.

Lotsa Smoke took one swallow. It burned her throat, so she drank the whole cup
quickly.

Bear Tail laughed and refilled the cup. "what we get all firewater for, if not for
drink?"

"Chief say we get firewater to feed to A-teepee on wheels," Lotsa Smoke answered.

"If A-teepee drink all firewater," Bear Tail said, "it will not walk straight."

"Ugh," Lotsa Smoke nodded agreement, for Bear Tail sounded wise beyond her
years.

"Maybe we should drink firewater, and fill kegs with river water," Bear Tail
suggested.

"Good idea," Lotsa Smoke said.

She finished drinking another cup of firewater, and found it hard to keep her eyes
open. The moving A-teepee swerved erratically. She steered hard right and left a few
times, testing it more than she'd dared.

Dumphee's snoring caught. He half raised his head, then went back to sleep.

Bear Tail began giggling in the back of the truck again. She crawled a pace for some
more firewater and fell down helplessly.

Lotsa Smoke hit the accelerator and sped over the fields.

The lights shone on a wolf, and Lotsa Smoke veered toward it. The wolf began
racing over the prairie. Lotsa Smoke pressed the gas harder, just as Bear Tail came back
to the window, giggling.

Bear Tail pointed across the prairie. "No get wolf. Get buffalo!"

There Lotsa Smoke saw the dark humps of a huge herd of buffalo out in the fields.
They were sleeping.

She giggled and spun the wheel, heading toward the buffalo herd. The headlights
played on dark shapes, and suddenly Lotsa Smoke was racing through the herd, the
buffaloes rushing pell-mell to escape-calves and cows and even old bulls.

She pounded the horn as Dumphee had done, and spun the wheel, circling back
around after one big bull.

At the sound of the horn, the bull turned and charged the vehicle, its great shaggy
head slamming into the front fender.

The whole truck jolted, and Lotsa Smoke found herself thrown against the steering
wheel.



A beautiful glow filled the air, like clouds at sunrise.

"what the hell?" Dumphee shouted, rousing from his sleep to stare, terrified, out the
window.

"Ah, pretty!" Bear Tail cried in wonder at the sight.

Then the ATV was gliding over icy windblown fields in the blinding daylight. A
huge wall of fractured ice reared up before them, some hundred feet high.

The squaws all screamed and threw up their hands as the ATV plowed toward it.

Dumphee shouted in terror and slammed the brake with his left foot.

The truck slue sideways as Lotsa Smoke turned the wheel, then skidded to a halt
mere inches from the ice wall.

Lotsa Smoke squinted in her drunken stupor and held her head up. "Oh! Winter
come fast this year!"

CHAPTER 13

Dumphee flipped on the radio of his Sony Walkman.

Still no reassuring music.

And the huge wall of ice didn't look like anything that could have formed during a
normal storm-or even a long winter.

The river was gone, as well as the warm plains with their herds of buffalo. Dumphee
smelled firewater. 'All right;' Dumphee growled at Lotsa Smoke, "what happened?"

Lotsa Smoke wrapped her arms around herself to keep out the cold. She stared
blankly at the ice. "Winter come very fast;' she groaned. "Much snow. Was terrible
storm. Hit something in storm."

"Oh, no you don't;' Dumphee said. "You've been drinking firewater! You got drunk,
and you ran into something!"

"Manitou mad at us!" Lotsa Smoke said. "He do this!"

"Don't blame it on Manitou;' Dumphee said. "You know better than that! You're
Christians:'

"No can be too sure," Pretty Rose said in Lotsa Smoke's defense. "When Christian
God get mad, he send sinners to hell. Is very hot. Hotter than this. This Manitou's work."



Lotsa Smoke turned on Dumphee, her jaw clenched, chin raised, and said with fire in
her eyes, "Manitou angry because you no let us torture Seneca. It your fault."

"Don't blame it on me, either;' Dumphee warned. "You're drunk. You've been into
the firewater. What did you hit?"

"Manitou come in shape of sacred white buffalo. It run at us, hit A-teepee on
wheels."

“A buffalo,” Dumphee repeated, gritting his teeth. Lotsa Smoke wore a belligerent,
guilty look. He wondered.

Maybe it really wasn't her fault. Dumphee didn't know much about buffaloes, and
one could never tell what a wild animal would do, especially one that had never seen a
truck.

Even if it was Lotsa Smoke's fault, there was nothing for it.

Dumphee climbed over Lotsa Smoke and went out to inspect the damage.
Surprisingly, the front of the truck didn't look too bad. The ATV had a bumper made
from a wide strip of metal, covered over with some thick plastic. There was a little
scuffed paint, a bit of horn embedded in the bumper. Otherwise, it looked fine.
Fortunately, the buffalo hadn't rammed a headlight.

He hurried back into the cab of the ATV out of the cold. It wasn't really bitterly cold
outside-maybe only twenty-five degrees-but a strong wind blew over the ice, so that the
wind chill made it feel worse. Bear Tail began rummaging in the back of the vehicle,
pulling out blankets, laying down the uncured buffalo hide to keep her warm. The other
women huddled together, looking miserably cold. Dumphee didn't have any warm clothes
himself, aside from an army jacket in his duffel bag.

He pulled out the army jacket, tossed it back to Bear Tail, then cranked up the heat in
the cab. As hot air began seeping through the vents, Lotsa Smoke and Pretty Rose
greedily put their hands over the grill.

"Ladies, we are in heap big trouble;' Dumphee told them. "And we are in heap big
trouble together. We are stuck in the far past. You know what the past is?"

"Many moons ago?" Pretty Rose asked, looking up from the grill. "Before
Columbus?"

Lotsa Smoke shot Dumphee an angry look, as if she suspected he was lying.

"That's right: many, many, many moons ago. I don't know how many for sure, but
I've got a bad feeling about this. So here is what we're going to do. We're going to have to
keep this A-tee-vee running so that it will keep the engine warm for as long as we can.
That way, the heat will keep coming out of these vents. Understand?"

"Good idea-keep Injun warm;' Pretty Rose agreed.

"Where fire?" Lotsa Smoke asked suspiciously, not taking her hand from the vent.



"We have a fire inside the engine, which makes the truck go. That's how the ATV
runs. The engine needs firewater to run."

"Where smoke from fire?" Lotsa Smoke asked, still skeptical.

"It's coming out the tailpipe of the truck. The smoke hole-" he pointed into the
rearview mirror on the passenger side and showed her the smoke coming out.

When she saw it, Lotsa Smoke grinned in relief, as if she had feared some kind of
deception.

"I wouldn't lie to you;' Dumphee told her. To his surprise, Lotsa Smoke leaned over
and cuddled against his shoulder.

"You say magic teepee travel in time, like wagon travel on ground?" Pretty Rose
asked.

"That's right," Dumphee said. "When Lotsa Smoke hit that buffalo, we traveled far
back in time."

"Then maybe-for me-you take teepee to day when Seneca kill mother, and we shoot
bad Seneca? Make bad thing never happen.”

Dumphee looked into Pretty Rose's eyes, saw calculation and pleading and real pain
there. She understood. He'd thought that maybe, since she was a savage, she wouldn't
have been able to grasp what had happened. But she understood the time machine as well
as he did. We're both savages together, he realized.

"If T knew how, Pretty Rose, I would. But I don't know how to do that. You see,
there is a machine in the bed of the truck." He turned and pointed at the box. "And we're
not supposed to bump it. When we do, then the truck travels through time. But I don't
know how to control it-how to make us go to the right time. So far, this machine has only
taken me backward in time. Your mother hasn't been born yet. I don't know if this vehicle
even can move us' forward through time."

Pretty Rose absorbed his words thoughtfully. "I see;' she said at last. "You come
from time after us, then."

"That's right, I came from your future. Many, many moons in your future. I came
from 1991, hundreds of years from when you were born."

"That why have teepee that move on ground without help of horse or ox, and have
heap big rifle."

"That's right."

Lotsa Smoke frowned in thought. "Then English will win war? Kill French and
Seneca?"

Dumphee was impressed by the squaw's deduction. "Yes, all Seneca dead, and many
French."

"Mohawks live though. Yes?"

The answer caught in Dumphee's throat, "Yes:'



Lotsa Smoke studied him a moment, then smiled in relief.

Dumphee looked up at the map shining on the inside of the windshield. A musket
ball had put a small hole near the spot, but Dumphee could still see half of the map.
"We'll head south;' he said, torn between the desire to angle toward Denver and the need
to get to warmer climes. He dropped the ATV into gear, and headed over the frozen ice.

CHAPTER 14

The ATV made poor time on the ice. Too many ruptures and cracks in the frozen ground
made the going uneven. He figured that it must be spring, for the ice was melting, and once the
vehicle dropped beneath him as the ATV broke through a thin crust of ice and found itself
floating in a raging torrent. A river had carved a path under the ice, hidden by a layer of snow.

Dumphee was able to get the vehicle to climb out of the water-but only barely. No human or
animal that had the misfortune of traversing that spot would ever have made it alive from the
frigid water.

Dumphee wheeled over eighty miles of ice and snow in eight hours. By the middle of the
night he found he was too tired to go on.

He gave the wheel back to Lotsa Smoke, who had sobered, and showed her how to navigate
using the map that projected onto the windshield. According to the map, they were outside
Wheeling, West Virginia. He could see the snow-covered mountains of home in the distance.

After a long while, he slept.

He woke to the sound of the horn blaring. It was dawn, and the ATV had come off the ice
and was rolling through a forest of jack pine. The temperature had warmed dramatically, and
Lotsa Smoke wound through the pines, honking the horn at a herd of musk oxen that snorted and
darted away.

"We come to big town, I think," Lotsa Smoke told Dumphee triumphantly. "I drive good.
Huh?" She was right. The map on the windshield suggested that she was smack dab in the middle
of Huntington.

"You drive great," Dumphee told her. "In only a few thousand years, we'll have a traffic jam
here."

"Good. I like jam," Lotsa Smoke said with a sage nod. "Strawberry.”



From the back of the truck, Bear Tail levered the rocket launcher into position, nudging it
just past Dumphee's cheek so that the experimental rocket pointed toward the windshield.

"Get that out of here!" Dumphee said. "What are you doing with that?"

"Me see heap big buffaloes," Bear Tail said, her eyes wide. "Me shoot 'em." She shook the
rocket launcher threateningly.

"How big?" Dumphee asked.

"Big like trading post. Bigger than teepee."

"Big like hills! Big like hills!" Pretty Rose shouted.

"Bigger than the truck, huh? Did these buffaloes have huge tusks?" Dumphee asked. "With a
trunk between the tusks, like on an elephant?"

Bear Tail shook her head no. "No trunk. Have tail on face. Animal all backward. Have big
teeth, big like .. . taller than me."

She gave Dumphee a challenging look as if daring him to disbelieve her. "Huge teeth!"
Pretty Rose said, all excited. "Bigger than tall pine trees!"

Dumphee nodded.

"Me shoot 'em," Bear Tail said earnestly.

"Only teeth not really teeth," Pretty Rose chattered. "Only look like teeth. Really, they two
big pincers, like on back of pincer bug. And big monster buffalo, it pick up people, pick up
ATVs, in pincers and carry them around to eat later! Oh, this terrible monster. Terrible bad.
Manitou heap angry at us!"

Dumphee watched the squaws tremble with fear as Pretty Rose spoke. She was getting them
all worked up.

"Oh, I wouldn't worry about those monsters," Dumphee said, trying to sound casual. Of
course he was the only one here who knew that a mammoth wasn't likely to drag you off with its
giant pincers and eat you.

"You seen 'em before?" Pretty Rose asked.

He considered. He didn't know the difference between a mammoth and a mastodon. Indeed,
he'd learned most of what he knew about the creatures by playing with plastic toys as a kid-the
kind of toys that come in a' bag with forty extinct animals all thrown together. "Back home, we
call them"-he searched for a word-" grumpalumps. But where I'm from they're extinct."

"Grumpalumps?" Pretty Rose asked.

"Yeah," Dumphee said, "the old punjabs, the grumpalump riders of Pern, they captured the
grumpalumps when they were young and trained them for riding."

"How they did that?" Pretty Rose asked very suspiciously.

"Oh, it was easy. The grumpalumps had very tender feet. If you hit them on the toe with a
stick, they learned to fear you. Eventually you could train them and ride them. Of course, you had
to watch out for the wild ones. If they stepped on you, they'd squash you flat. And of course the

really big grumpalumps, the imperial grumpalumps, were as tall as hills, and a whole village



could cling to the hair on their backs and go riding off into the sunset. You could weave their
long hair to make ropes."

The squaws had all stopped speaking, stopped breathing even, as they stared at him in rapt
awe.

"You say these grumpalumps back home, they eh-stink?" Lotsa Smoke asked. "Smell real
bad?"

"Not stink. They're extinct."

"What that mean?"

"Dead. They're all dead. They got killed long ago.

"Why you kill 'em?" Pretty Rose asked.

"They were too noisy," Dumphee said. "And they kept pooping everywhere."

Dumphee stared off, wishing this discussion would end. He didn't figure it would hurt to
give Pretty Rose some of her own medicine, though he knew that if he kept lying so flagrantly,
he'd eventually forget what he'd told them.

At least he knew now what time zone he was in. The Pliocene or Pleistocene or something
like that. Cave men and mammoths.

Dumphee said, "Now, listen, I know those things are definitely going to go extinct, Bear
Tail, so I don't mind if you shoot a couple. But you are not going to use the rocket launcher. You
understand me? I don't want a rocket going off in the cab of this truck!"

Bear Tail pulled the launcher back under the canopy and laid it down, pouting.

Dumphee watched her from the corner of his eye, not quite trusting her. He couldn't help but
notice the curve of her waist as she leaned away from him, or her long hair. All three of the
women were decent looking, and Lotsa Smoke would have been considered stunning no matter
what century she was born in. Dumphee almost imagined that he could learn to enjoy it here in
the past, if they did get stuck.

"Ladies," he said after a moment of thought, "I think you and I had better get something
straight. . . ." Lotsa Smoke slowed the truck to a crawl without quite managing to stop it. "We've
gone back in the past, a long, long time. And ... I don't know what kind of dangers we might face:'

"Senecas?" Lotsa Smoke asked warily.

"No Senecas," Dumphee said. "In fact, I don't know if anyone lives here. Neanderthals,
maybe. It depends on how far back we've gone, and I just don't know.

"But I do know that there are grumpalumps, and there are also some giant cats. Saber-
toothed tigers, we call them. They're big enough to kill one of us and drag us off. So no one had
better go too far from the truck.

"Beyond that, I don't know. We'll just have to find out.

"But our biggest danger is that time machine in the back, there. We can't bump it or move it.

If we do, poof! Who knows when we'll end up?



"So, here's what I think we should do. I'm going to train you ladies how to drive and how to
shoot. I want you to be able to defend yourselves. But I think that from now on, we need to
conserve our ammunition. Understand? Don't shoot things if you don't have to."

With those words, he had Lotsa Smoke stop the ATV, and they got out in the dark pine
forest, with the mist wreathing up from the grass.

Distantly, wolves howled, and a flicker bird flew under the trees, the white spots on its
wings suddenly appearing in a slant of morning sunlight as it flapped between the black pine
trunks. The ground was warmer than Dumphee had anticipated, as if the Ice Age really wasn't in
progress. Dumphee didn't know what he'd expected. He'd figured that maybe all of North
America would be a frozen tundra. But then he remembered from his geography class that he was
near the Atlantic, and the warm currents coming up out of the Gulf of Mexico should warm the
land, even now.

He got out an M-16, showed the women how to load, aim and fire it. Both Lotsa Smoke and
Bear Tail took the weapon and blasted through some pine trees as if they were marine
commandos. Pretty Rose feared the weapon, and would not touch it, though she was less timid
when it came time to toss a grenade.

As for some of the experimental weapons, Dumphee didn't mess with them. This hurt the
women-specially Bear Tail, who wanted to know how to use the rocket launcher.

"Look," Dumphee said, "I don't want you touching that. It's not for use on animals or people.
It's made to shoot down airplanes."

"What airplane?" Lotsa Smoke asked.

"It's a flying machine with wings. Like our truck, only it flies in the air."

Lotsa Smoke studied his face, grinning slightly, as if waiting for him to break into laughter
at his own joke. When he remained serious, she scowled, then slapped his face and pushed his
chest, knocking him down.

"You lie! You think I stupid? You think I stupid squaw? I not civilize? I show you!" Lotsa
Smoke scooped up the nearest branch from the ground and launched herself at him, slamming the
limb against the side of his head.

"No!" Dumphee shouted, not wanting to fight. "I not lie! I mean, I'm not lying! Lotsa Smoke
is smart squaw, very civilized!"

As quickly as her anger had struck, it dissipated, and she smiled. "You think I smart?"

"Yes," Dumphee said. "Very smart. You drive the truck very good. And, damn, you'd look
fetching in a teddy. Very beautiful."

"Then why you lie?" she asked again, hurt.

Dumphee said, "I'm not lying. Here, I can prove it."

He raced to the back of the truck, reached into a box of grenades and found a user's manual

written in Russian. He pulled off a page and folded the paper into an airplane.



"This is what an airplane looks like," he said, "only it is much bigger, bigger than the whole
truck. You can put guns on the front of it, or have it carry bombs. And you put a motor on the
back of it to make it fly."

He threw the paper airplane. It soared into the trees and glided a hundred feet.

The women's reaction was astonishing. Pretty Rose leapt and screamed in delight while Bear
Tail raced after the airplane.

Lotsa Smoke merely stared at it, awestruck, then turned to Dumphee.

All the rage and incredulity drained from her face, and now she looked at him as if for the
first time and said in unfeigned awe, "You heap big medicine man! You great brave! Good
husband for Lotsa Smoke."

She threw him against the back of the truck, then kissed him passionately, her whole lithe
body pressed against his. As she drove him back toward the bed of his truck, he knew what she
wanted.

He kissed her firmly, ran his hands through her hair. Her breath smelled sweet. She squeezed
him tight, and his heart hammered.

The first time he'd been with her, it had been with some reluctance, under duress. Now he
wanted her fiercely.

"You never leave Lotsa Smoke," she demanded. "You never sell her. Okay?"

Dumphee imagined what it would be like, living back here. He knew from writing a report in
the fourth grade that the last Ice Age had ended thousands of years in the past, and that men had
supposedly found their way into North America across the land bridge at the Bering Strait.

But what if the reports were wrong?

Am I going to get stuck here? he wondered. Maybe all the natives on the American continent
were his descendants. Maybe they'd be born from his marriage to these three squaws.

Lotsa Smoke suddenly began pulling at the ivory buttons of his uniform. Buttons she'd
plundered from the trading post and sewn on the day before.

The other squaws saw what she was doing and ran to help. Dumphee didn't resist.

CHAPTER 15

Finding a way from Pittsburgh to Denver during the Pleistocene Epoch was not as
easy as Dumphee would have liked, nor was it quite as hard as he had expected.



He skirted south through Kentucky and down into Tennessee during the next two
days, traveling slowly over rough terrain. Yet as he crossed areas where he'd expected to
find impenetrable forests, he found again and again that the trees were more sparse, more
denuded of foliage, than he'd have imagined.

Huge animals had destroyed much of the woods.

At first, he couldn't quite envision what would have caused such damage. In a
clearing he came across two giant bears that both stood, making themselves tall at the
sight of the truck. They were short of nose, like the grizzly, and about the same color. But
they stood nine feet at the shoulder and were very broad, heavier and taller than any
modern bear.

Sometimes as he drove through the forest, he saw creatures that he couldn't name-
beasts that hadn't been included in those bags of plastic animals he'd played with as a
child.

When the squaws asked him what such creatures were, he'd answer quickly. They
seemed relieved when he knew the answers and assured them that the odd beasts weren't
really dangerous.

Pretty Rose spotted an enormous rat like animal, larger than a grown boar, racing
toward a river as the truck approached. "That's a Godzilla hamster," Dumphee answered
when she asked its name. Giant rhinos with long mangy hair became "horny-hounds."

When Dumphee drove up to an animal that looked like an armadillo with a huge gray
shell-a shell large enough to use as a tent-the creature hissed and batted an enormous
armored tail. Dumphee had no clue as to what the animal was called.

"What that?" Pretty Rose demanded.

"That, dear ladies," Dumphee said in utter confusion, "is a being from the Eternal Pit.
A lesser demon from the seventh hell. Back home we called it... a fumigator.”

"Like alligator?" Pretty Rose asked, eyes wide. She'd apparently heard of gators
somewhere.

"Like an alligator, only much worse," Dumphee said. "Its bite is poisonous. We'd
best stay clear."

As he drove, he began to see what had so devastated the forests.

Woolly mammoths and mastodons were everywhere, in several different sizes and
species. Dumphee didn't know if he'd landed ten thousand years in the past, or a hundred
thousand. But it was a mastodon's world.

The mammoths were as different from the mastodons as a Guernsey cow is from a
buffalo.

The woolly mammoths ran in herds of a hundred or two, and each adult mammoth
was much larger than an African elephant, with tusks that curled in a great spiral, like the
shoot of a fern as it comes from the ground. Their shaggy hair was a foot or two long,



anywhere from reddish brown to almost black, and the mammoths had a distinctly odd
profile. Their humped, sloping backs made it look inviting to try and climb one of the
beasts, then slide down from the shoulders to the rump, and go flying into the air.

But the mastodons had much shorter, lighter hair. Their ears were larger, and their
tusks were long and twisted elegantly, instead of spiraling. They also lacked the
mammoth's distinctive hump. More importantly, they were nearly twice the height of a
mammoth.