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A keyboardi st was playing a selection of Scarlotti's harpsichord
sonatas, brief pieces one to three mnutes long, very conplex and refined,
whi | e the Hadrosaurus herd streaned by the wi ndow. There were hundreds of the
brutes, kicking up dust and honking that lovely flattened near-nusical note
they make. 1t was a spectacul ar sight.

But the hors d'oeuvres had just arrived: plesiosaur wapped in kelp,
bel uga sneared over sliced maiasaur egg, little slivers of roast dodo on
toast, a dozen delicacies nore. So a stanpede of common-as-dirt herbivores
just couldn't conpete.

Nobody was payi ng rmuch attention

Except for the kid. He was glued to the window, staring with an
intensity remarkabl e even for a boy his age. | figured himto be about ten
years ol d.

Snaggi ng a gl ass of chanpagne froma passing tray, | went over to stand
next to him "Enjoying yourself, son?"

Wt hout |ooking up, the kid said, "Wat do you think spooked thenf Was
it a-- 7" Then he sawthe wanglers in their jeeps and his face fell. "Ch."

"W had to cheat a little to give the diners sonething to see." |
gestured with the wi ne gl ass past the herd, toward the di stant woods. "But
there are plenty of predators lurking out there -- troodons, dromaeosaurs

even old Satan."

He | ooked up at ne in silent question

"Satan is our nicknane for an injured old bull rex that's been hangi ng
around the station for about a nonth, raiding our garbage dunp.”

It was the wong thing to say. The kid |ooked devastated. T. rex a
scavenger! Say it ain't so.

"A tyrannosaur is an advantageous hunter," | said, "like a lion. Wen
it chances upon sonething convenient, believe you ne, it'll attack. And when
a tyrannosaur is hurting, like old Satan is -- well, that's about as savage
and dangerous as any animal can be. It'Il kill even when it's not hungry."

That satisfied him "CGood," he said. "lI'mglad."

I n conpani onabl e silence, we stared into the woods together, |ooking
for nmoving shadows. Then the chine sounded for dinner to begin, and | sent
the kid back to his table. The |ast hadrosaurs were gone by then

He went with transparent rel uctance.

The Cretaceous Ball was our big fund-raiser, a hundred thousand dollars
a seat, and in addition to the silent auction before the nmeal and the dancing
afterwards, everybody who bought an entire table for six was entitled to their
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very own pal eontol ogi st as a kind of party favor

| used to be a pal eontol ogi st nyself, before | was pronoted. Now
patrolled the roomin tux and cunmerbund, naking sure everything was running
snoot hl y.

Waiters slipped in and out of existence. You d see them hurry behind
the screen hiding the entrance to the time funnel and then pop out inmmediately
on the other side, carrying heavily-laden trays. Styracosaurus medallions in
mast odon nozzarella for those who |liked red neat. Archaeopteryx al nondi ne for
those who preferred white. Radicchio and fennel for the vegetarians.

Al to the acconpani ment of music, pleasant chitchat, and the best view
in the universe.

Donal d Hawki ns had been assigned to the kid's table -- the de Cherville
Family. According to the seating plan the heavy, phlegmatic man was Cerard,

t he noney-maki ng paterfamlias. The woman beside hi mwas Danielle, once his
trophy wi fe, now aging gracefully. Beside themwere two guests -- the

Cadi gans -- who | ooked a little overwhel med by everything and were probably a
favored enpl oyee and spouse. They didn't say much. A sullen daughter
Melusine, in a little black dress that casually displayed her perfect breasts.
She | ooked bored and restless -- trouble incarnate. And there was the kid,

gi ven nane Phili ppe.

| kept a close eye on them because of Hawkins. He was new, and
wasn't expecting himto last long. But he charnmed everyone at the table.
Young, handsome, polite -- he had it all. | noticed how Mel usi ne sl ouched
back in her chair, studying himthrough dark eyel ashes, saying not hing.

Hawki ns, responding to sonething young Philippe had said, flashed a boyish,
devil -may-care grin. | could feel the heat of the kid's hero-worship from
across the room

Then ny silent beeper went off, and | had to duck out of the late
Cretaceous and back into the kitchen, Hone Base, year 2082.

* * * %
There was a Tine Safety Officer waiting for ne. The main duty of a TSOis to
make sure that no time paradoxes occur, so the Unchangi ng wouldn't take our
time privileges away fromus. Most people think that time travel was invented
recently, and by human beings. That's because our sponsors don't want their
presence adverti sed.

In the kitchen, everyone was in an uproar. One of the waiters was
| eani ng, spraddl e-l1egged and arms wi de, against the table, and another was
lying on the floor clutching what | ooked to be a broken arm The TSO covered
them both with a gun

The good news was that the A d Man wasn't there. |If it had been
somet hing big and hairy -- a Creationist bonmb, or a nessage froma mllion
years upline -- he would have been

When | showed up, everybody began tal ki ng at once.

"l didn't do nothing, man, this bastard -- "

" -- guilty of a ass Six violation --

-- broke nmy fucking arm man. He threw nme to the ground!"
-- work to do. Get themout of mny kitchen!™"

It turned out to be a sinple case of note-passing. One of the waiters
had, in his old age, conspired with another recruited froma later period, to
slip alist of hot investnents to his younger self. Enough to nake them both
multibillionaires. W had surveillance devices planted in the kitchen, and a
TSO saw t he paper change hands. Now the perps were denying everything.

It wouldn't have worked anyway. The authorities keep strict tabs on
the historical record. Walth on the order of what they had pl anned woul d
have stuck out |ike a sore thunb.

| fired both waiters, called the police to take them away, routed a
call for two replacenents several hours into the local past, and had them
briefed and on duty without any lapse in service. Then | took the TSO aside
and bawl ed hi mout good for calling ne back real-time, instead of sending a
meno back to ne three days ago. Once sonething has happened, though, that's



it. 1'd been called, so | had to handle it in person

It was your standard security glitch. No big deal

But it was wearying. So when | went back down the funnel to Hlltop
Station, | set the time for a couple hours after | had left. | arrived just
as the tables were being cleared for dessert and coffee.

Sonebody handed me a microphone, and | tapped it twice, for attention
| was standing before the wi ndow, a spectacul ar sunset to my back

"Ladi es and gentlenen," | said, "let nme again wel come you to the
Maastrichtian, the final age of the late Cretaceous. This is the |ast
research station before the Age of Manmmals. Don't worry, though -- the neteor
that put a final end to the dinosaurs is still several thousand years in the
future." | paused for laughter, then continued.

"I'f you'll |ook outside, you'll see Jean, our dino wangler, setting up

a scent lure. Jean, wave for our diners."

Jean was fiddling with a short tripod. She waved cheerily, then bent
back to work. Wth her blond ponytail and khaki shorts, she | ooked to be just
your basic science babe. But Jean was slated to beconme one of the top saurian
behaviorists in the world, and knew it too. Despite our best efforts, gossip
slips through.

Now Jean backed up toward the station doors, unreeling fuse wire as she
went. The wi ndows were all on the second floor. The doors, on the ground
floor, were all arnored.

"Jean will be ducking inside for this denpnstration," | said. "You
woul dn't want to be outside unprotected when the lure goes off."

"What's in it?" sonebody called out.

"Triceratops blood. W' re hoping to call in a predator -- maybe even
the king of predators, Tyrannosaurus rex hinmself." There was an appreciative
murmur fromthe diners. Everybody here had heard of T. rex. He had real star
power. | switched easily into lecture node. "If you dissect a tyrannosaur,
you'll see that it has an extrenely large olfactory |Iobe -- larger in
proportion to the rest of its brain than that of any other animl except the
turkey vulture. Rex can sniff his prey" -- carrion, usually, but | didn't say
that -- "frommles away. Watch."

The lure went off with a pop and a puff of pink mst.
| glanced over at the de Cherville table, and saw Mel usine slip one
foot out of her punmp and run it up Hawkins' trouser |leg. He colored.

Her father didn't notice. Her nother -- her stepmother, nmore likely --
did, but didn't care. To her, this was sinply what woren did. | couldn't
hel p notice what good | egs Mel usine had.

"This will take a few minutes. Wile we're waiting, | direct your

attention to Chef Rupert's excellent pastries."
| faded back to polite applause, and began the round of table hopping.

A joke here, a word of praise there. |It's banana oil nakes the world go
round.

VWen | got to the de Chervilles, Hawkins' face was white.

"Sir!" He shot to his feet. "A word with you."

He al nost dragged me away fromthe table.

VWen we were in private, he was so upset he was stuttering. "Th-that
young woman, wwants nme t-to . "

"I know what she wants,"” | said coolly. "She's of |egal age -- nake
your own decision."

"You don't understand! | can't possibly go back to that table."
Hawki ns was genui nel y angui shed. | thought at first that he'd been hearing

runors, dark hints about his future career. Sonmehow, though, that didn't
snell right. There was sonething el se going on here.

"All right," | said. "Slip out now But | don't |ike secrets. Record
a full explanation and leave it in ny office. No evasions, understand?"

"Yes, sir." A look of relief spread itself across his handsone young
face. "Thank you, sir."

He started to | eave.



"Ch, and one nore thing," | said casually, hating nyself. "Don't go
anywhere near your tent until the fund-raiser's broken up."
* * * %

The de Chervilles weren't exactly thrilled when | told themthat Hawkins had

fallen ill, and I'd be taking his place. But then | took a tyrannosaur tooth
fromnmy pocket and gave it to Philippe. It was just a shed -- rexes drop a
ot of teeth -- but no need to nmention that.

"It 1ooks sharp,” Ms. de Cherville said, with a touch of alarm

"Serrated, too. You might want to ask your nother if you can use it
for a knife, next tine you have steak," | suggested.

VWi ch won himover conmpletely. Kids are fickle. Philippe inmediately
forgot all about Hawkins.

Mel usi ne, however, did not. Eyes flashing with anger, she stood,
throwi ng her napkin to the floor. "I want to know," she began, "just what you
think you're -- "

Fortunately, that was when Satan arrived.

The tyrannosaur came running up the hillside at a speed you'd have to
be an experienced pal eontol ogi st to know was | ess than optimal. Even a dying
T. rex noves fast.

Peopl e gasped.

| took the m crophone out of mny pocket, and noved quickly to the front
of the room "Folks, we just got lucky. 1'd like to informthose of you with
tables by the wi ndow that the glass is rated at twenty tons per square inch
You're in no danger whatsoever. But you are in for quite a show Those who
are in the rear mght want to get a little closer.”

Young Philippe was off |ike a shot.

The creature was alnmost to us. "A tyrannosaur has a hyperacute sense
of smell,"” | reminded them "Wen it scents blood, its brain is overwhel ned.
It goes into a feeding frenzy."

A few droplets of blood had spattered the wi ndow. Seeing us through
the glass, Satan | eaped and tried to smash through it.

VWhoomp! The gl ass booned and shivered with the inpact. There were
shrieks and screans fromthe diners, and several people started to their feet.

At ny signal, the string quartet took up their instruments again, and
began to play while Satan | eaped and tore and snarled, a perfect avatar of
rage and fury. They chose the scherzo from Shostokovich's piano quintet.

Scherzos are supposed to be funny, but nost have a whirlw nd,
uni nhibited quality that nmakes them particularly appropriate to ni ghtmares and
t he madness of predatory dinosaurs.

VWhoomp! That nighty head struck the w ndow agai n and agai n and agai n.
For a long tinme, Satan kept on frenziedly slashing at the window with his
jaws, leaving |long scratches in the gl ass.

Phi | i ppe pressed his body against the windowwith all his strength,
trying to minimze the distance between hinself and savage di no deat h.
Shrieking with joyous |laughter when that killer mouth tried to snatch himup
| felt for the kid, wanting to get as close to the action as he could. |
could identify.

| was just like that nyself when | was his age.

* * * %
When Satan finally wore hinmself out and went bad-hunoredly away, | returned to
the de Chervilles. Philippe had restored hinself to the conpany of his
famly. The kid | ooked pal e and happy.

So did his sister. | noticed that she was breathing shallowy. Satan
does that to young wonen.
"You dropped your napkin." | handed it to Melusine. |Inside was a

post card-si zed pronotional map, showing Hilltop Station and behind it Tent
City, where the researchers lived. One of the tents was circled. Under it
was witten, While the others are dancing.

| had signed it Don

* * * %



"When | grow up I'mgoing to be a paleontologist," the kid said fervently. "A
behavi oral pal eontol ogi st, not an anatomi st or a wangler." Sonmebody had cone
to take himhone. His folks were staying to dance. And Mel usine was | ong
gone, off to Hawkins' tent.

"Good for you," | said. | laid a hand on his shoulder. "Cone see ne
when you' ve got the education. |[1'Il be happy to show you the ropes."

The kid left.

He'd had a conversion experience. | knew exactly howit felt. [I'd had

mne standing in front of the Zallinger "Age of Reptiles"” nmural in the Peabody
Museum i n New Haven. That was before tine travel, when paintings of dinosaurs
were about as real as you could get. Nowadays | could point out a hundred

i naccuracies in how the dinosaurs were depicted. But on that distant
sun-dusty nmorning in the Atlantis of my youth, | just stood staring at those
magni fi cent brutes, head filled with wonder, until ny nother dragged ne away.

It really was a pity. Philippe was so full of curiosity and
ent husiasm He'd nmake a great paleontologist. | could see that. He wasn't
going to get to realize his dreams, though. H's folks had too nuch noney to
al l ow t hat .

| knew because |'d gl anced through the personnel records for the next
hundred years and his nane wasn't there anywhere.

It was possibly the | east of the thousands of secrets |I held within ne,
never to be shared. Still, it made me sad. For an instant | felt the weight
of all ny years, every petty accomopdation, every unworthy expedi ence. Then |
went up the funnel and back down again to an hour previous.

Unseen, | slipped out and went to wait for Melusine.

* * * %
Mai nt ai ning the funnel is expensive. During normal operations -- when we're
not hol ding fund-raisers -- we spend nonths at a tine in the field. Hence the
conmpound, with its army surplus platformtents and electrified perineter to
keep the monsters out.

It was dark when Melusine slipped into the tent.

" Donal d?"

"Shhh." | put a finger to her lips, drew her close to ne. One hand
slid slowy down her naked back, over a scrap of crushed vel vet, and then back
up and under her skirt to squeeze that elegant little ass. She raised her
mouth to mine and we ki ssed deeply, passionately.

Then | tunbled her to the cot, and we began undressing each other. She
ripped off three buttons tearing nmy shirt from ne.

Mel usi ne made a ot of noise, for which | was grateful. She was a
demandi ng, self-centered |ay, who | et you know when she didn't |ike what you
were doing and wasn't at all shy about telling you what to do next. She
required a lot of attention. For which | was al so grateful

| needed the distraction

Because while | was in his tent, screwing the woman he didn't want,
Hawki ns was sonmewhere out there getting killed. According to the operationa
report that I'd wite later tonight, and received a day ago, he was eaten

alive by an old bull rex rendered irritable by a painful brain tunmor. It was
an ugly way to go. | didn't want to have to hear it. | did nmy best to not
t hi nk about it.

Credit where credit is due -- Melusine practically set the tent abl aze.
So | was using her. So what? It was far fromthe worst of ny crinmes. It

wasn't as if she |oved Hawki ns, or even knew himfor that matter. She was
just a spoiled little rich-bitch adventuress |ooking for a mental souvenir.
One nore notch on her diaphragmcase. | know her type well. They're one of
t he perks of the business.

There was a freshly prepared triceratops skull by the head of the bed.
It gleanmed faintly, a pale, indistinct shape in the darkness. Wen Ml usine
cane, she grabbed one of its horns so tightly the skull rattled against the
f1 oor boar ds.

Afterwards, she left, happily reeking of bone fixative and ne. W'd



each had our little thrill. | hadn't spoken a word during any of it, and she
hadn't even noti ced.

* * * %
T. rex wasn't nuch of a predator. But then, it didn't take nmuch skill to kil
a man. Too slowto run, and too big to hide -- we make perfect prey for a
tyrannosaur.

When Hawki ns' remains were found, the whole canp turned out in an
uproar. | wal ked through it all on autopilot, perfunctorily giving orders to
have Satan shot, to have the remains sent back uptinme, to have the paperwork
sent to nmy office. Then | gathered everybody together and gave themthe
Paradox Lecture. Nobody was to tal k about what had just happened. Those who
did woul d be sunmarily fired. Legal action would follow Dire consequences.
Penal ties. Fines.

And so on.

It was two a.m when | finally got back to ny office, to wite the
day's operational report.

Hawki ns's neno was there, waiting for me. 1'd forgotten about that.
debated putting off reading it until tonorrow. But then | figured | was
feeling as bad now as | was ever going to. Mght as well get it over with.

| turned on the gl ow pad. Hawkins' pale face appeared on the screen
Stiffly, as if he were confessing a crine, he said, "My folks didn't want ne
to become a scientist. | was supposed to stay hone and manage the famly
money. Stay hone and let ny mind rot." H's face twisted with private
menories. "So that's the first thing you have to know -- Donal d Hawki ns isn't
ny real name.

"My nother was kind of wild when she was young. | don't think she knew
who nmy father was. So when she had me, it was hushed up. | was raised by ny
grandparents. They were getting a little old for child-rearing, so they
shi pped me back-time to when they were younger, and rai sed nme al ongsi de ny

mother. | was fifteen before | |earned she wasn't really ny sister

"My real nane is Philippe de Cherville. | swapped table assignnents so
| could neet ny younger self. But then Melusine -- ny mother -- started
hitting on me. So | guess you can understand now -- " he | aughed
enbarrassedly -- "why | didn't want to go the QCedi pus route."

The pad flicked off, and then i nmedi ately back on again. He'd had an
afterthought. "Oh yeah, | wanted to say . . . the things you said to ne today
-- when | was young -- the encouragenent. And the tooth. Well, they neant a
lot to me. So, uh . . . thanks."

It flicked off.

| put ny head in nmy hands. Everything was throbbing, as if all the
uni verse were contained within an infected tooth. O maybe the brain tunor of
a sick old dinosaur. |I'mnot stupid. | sawthe inplications immediately.

The kid -- Philippe -- was ny son

Hawki ns was ny son

| hadn't even known | had a son, and now he was dead.

* * * %

A bl eak, blank time later, | set to work drawing tine lines in the hol ographic
wor kspace above ny desk. A sinple double-loop for Hawki ns/Philippe. A rather
nore conplex figure for nyself. Then | factored in the TSOs, the waiters, the
pal eont ol ogi sts, the nusicians, the worknen who built the station in the first

pl ace and woul d sal vage its fixtures when we were done with it . . . maybe a
hundred representative individuals in all

VWen | was done, | had a three-di nensional representation of Hilltop
Station as a node of intersecting lives in tinme. 1t was one hell of a conplex
figure.

It |ooked |ike the Gordian knot.

Then | started crafting a meno back to ny younger self. A carbon
steel, razor-edged, Damascene sword of a neno. One that would slice Hlltop
Station into a thousand spasm ng paradoxi cal fragments.

Hre him fire her, strand a hundred young scientists, all fit and



capabl e of breeding, one mllion years B.C. ©h, and don't father any
chil dren.

It would bring our sponsors down upon us |ike so many angry hornets.
The Unchangi ng woul d yank tine travel out of human hands -- retroactively.
Everything connected to it would be | ooped out of reality and into the
di sintegrative nedi um of quantumuncertainty. Hilltop Station would dissolve
into the real mof m ght-have-been. The research and findi ngs of thousands of
dedi cated scientists would vani sh from human knowi ng. M son woul d never have
been conceived or born or sent callously to an unnecessary deat h.

Everything | had spent ny life working to acconplish woul d be undone.

It sounded good to ne.

When the neno was done, | nmarked it PRRORITY and My EYES ONLY. Then
prepared to send it three nonths back in tine.

The door opened behind me with a click. | spun around in my chair. In
wal ked the one man in all existence who could possibly stop ne.

"The kid got to enjoy twenty-four years of life, before he died," the
ad Man said. "Don't take that away fromhim™

| looked up into his eyes.

Into ny own eyes.

Those eyes fascinated and repul sed nme. They were deepest brown, and

nested in a lifetine's accumul ation of winkles. |[|'ve been working with ny
ol der self since | first signed up with Hilltop Station, and they were still a
nmystery to me, absolutely opaque. They nade ne feel |ike a nouse being stared
down by a snake.

"It's not the kid," | said. "It's everything."

"1 know. "

“I only met himtonight -- Philippe, | nean. Hawkins was just a new
recruit. | barely knew him™"

The A d Man capped the Genlivet and put it back in the |iquor cabinet.
Until he did that, | hadn't even noticed | was drinking. "I keep forgetting
how enotional | was when | was young," he said.

"I don't feel young."

"Wait until you're my age."

I"mnot sure howold the Od Man is. There are longevity treatnents
avail abl e for those who play the game, and the A d Man has been playing this
| ousy gane so long he practically runs it. Al | knowis that he and | are
t he same person.

My thoughts took a sudden swerve. "God dam that stupid kid!'" |
blurted. "Wat was he doing outside the conmpound in the first place?"

The A d Man shrugged. "He was curious. All scientists are. He saw
somet hing and went out to examine it. Leave it be, kid. Wat's done is
done. ™

| glanced at the neno I'd witten. "We'Ill find out.”

He pl aced a second neno al ongside mine. "I took the liberty of witing
this for you. Thought 1'd spare you the pain of having to conpose it."

| picked up the neno, glanced at its contents. It was the one |I'd
recei ved yesterday. "'Hawkins was attacked and killed by Satan shortly after
| ocal midnight today,'" | quoted. "'Take all necessary neasures to contro
gossip.'" Overcone with loathing, | said, "This is exactly why I'mgoing to

bust up this whole filthy system You think I want to becone the kind of man
who can send his own son off to die? You think | want to becone you?"
That hit home. For a long nmoment the O d Man did not speak. "Listen,"

he said at last. "You remenber that day in the Peabody?"

"You know | do."

"I stood there in front of that mural wi shing with all ny heart -- al
your heart -- that | could see a real, living dinosaur. But even then, even
as an eight-year-old, I knew it wasn't going to happen. That some things

coul d never be."
| said nothing.
"God hands you a miracle," he said, "you don't throw it back in his



face. "

Then he left.

| remained.

It was ny call. Two possible futures |ay side-by-side on ny desk, and
| could select either one. The universe is inherently unstable in every
instant. |If paradoxes weren't possible, nobody would waste their energy

preventing them The Od Man was trusting me to weigh all relevant factors,
make the right decision, and live with the consequences.

It was the cruel est thing he had ever done to ne.

Thi nking of cruelty reminded me of the A d Man's eyes. Eyes so deep
you could drown in them Eyes so dark you couldn't tell how many corpses
already lay subnerged within them After all these years working with him |

still couldn't tell if those were the eyes of a saint or of the nost evil nman
in the world.

There were two nenos in front of nme. | reached for one, hesitated,
wi t hdrew my hand. Suddenly the choice didn't seem so easy.

The night was preternaturally still. It was as if all the world were

holding its breath, waiting for ne to make ny deci sion
| reached out for the nenos.
| chose one.
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