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Kate wanted to kill herself legally and Andy was helpless to stop her.
He skidded to a stop fifty feet from the shopping plaza' s termination clinic
and scrambled from his little green Saab. She had threatened to end her life
so many times because of the debilitating pain, but he always talked her out
of it. He dipped across the gritty, salted sdewalk and shoved the glass door
againg the lobby wall.

The receptionist behind the counter lifted her head, but kept her eyes
on the colorful monitor graphics. “ Yeah...”

“ Where is she? Where' s my sister?’

She squinted and finally looked up. “ Who the hell are you?’

Andy locked both hands around the counter edge and spoke slowly,
but his emotions threatened to overtake him. She clicked the mouse and an-
other Supernet site appeared. He yelled over the accompanying music.

“ My nameis Andy Reese. My sister Kate |eft a note saying she was
on her way over to this... thisclinic!”

A man with greasy blonde hair, clad in agreen lab coat quickly shut a
metal door behind the receptionist. “ Thisisalegal termination clinic.”

“ My sister, where is she?’

“ Some woman named Karen Reese,” said the receptionist, checking
something else on screen.

“ Kate. Her nameis Kate,” said Andy.”



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

The guy folded hisarms. “ All patients records are strictly confidential
according to universal coverage.”

Andy dove across the counter and dlid into the office. The man
jumped back, but Andy clawed hislab coat. Only his martial arts discipline
prevented him from destroying thisdrone. “ Listen, you get me to my Sis-
ter... Her diseaseis not life threatening.”

“ According to the law any client may enter atermination facility and
be treated.”

“ Treated?’ asked Andy.

“ | hope they send you away for thisinvasion of our privacy!” barked
the receptionist.

“ Shut up! Where is she?’

“ Mordly, | don’t have to answer your questions.”

“ Morally? What do you know about morals?’ He dowly crunched the
man’s skull against the metal door. “ | want my sister out of here!”

“You'll pay for this, you bastard! There are laws protecting termina
tion clinic employees aswell as clients.”

Andy tightened his grip around the man’s chin and pressured his head
back. “ Youlet meinsdeor I'll kill you!”

The man’s faced flushed red as he choked. “ You'retoo late.”

Andy released his hand and stepped back. Tearsrose in hiseyes as he
collapsed into one of the vinyl chairs. The woman clicked the mouse and his
hollow voice cut thesilence.  “ Andthat’sit? You... you just let somebody

wak in here and take thar life?’
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“ 1"m e-mailing the Lawyers Union,” said the man, rubbing his chaffed
throat as he pointed. “ Y ou’' ve broken the law, you prick. We have our
rights.”

Andy lowered his head into his hands. He visualized a sun drenched
image of Kate's straight brown hair and medicated green eyes as she lounged
on her wicker chair yesterday afternoon. Talk of checking into atermination
clinic ceased days ago. After shopping this afternoon, he had planned to
bring a specially prepared meal to her, but he received a call from the obsar-
vatory. While he did not have to drive up the mountain, they needed him to
Investigate some high-energy readings beyond Antares, in Scorpius from his
apartment computer. Now Kate was dead because he had stayed home. “ |
loved my sister. Don't you people understand that?’

The guy shook hishead. “ You arein big trouble, dude.” He opened
the metal door and disappeared into a green tiled room out back.

Numbness settled over Andy’ s shoulders. The woman behind the desk
continued with her Supernet activities asif he was no more than an annoying
fly buzzing around the office. A bony framed woman within shriveled coun-
tenance and expression of perpetual annoyance now entered the office from a
sdedoor. “ Mr. Reese, we will have to ask you to leave the premises. You
are committing a federal crime by remaining here.”

His anger stirred with sadness as he pictured Kate' s verdant eyes
again. Before her bone marrow problems she was so energetic and a catalyst
in hisown life. All his emotions twisted like muddied water down the drain.
He banged his elbow against the metal door hard enough to dent it. The two
woman behind the counter stepped back and the receptionist turned from the
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web site. He produced a muffled wail as he lifted the counter door. “ You
damned people. Y ou murdered my sister! Y ou murdered her!”

The front door rattled and cold air swept inside. A security team of
two men and awoman, dressed in brown and green combat uniforms, bolted
through the open doorway. They surrounded him with long barrel ed weapons
and the short blonde woman with cold steely blue eyes faced him. “ Disrup-
tion of atermination clinic operation is afederal offense, Mr. Reese.”

“ How do you know who | am?”’

“ You've been scanned,” she answered quickly and unemotionally.

“ Areyou kidding me?’ Andy stared at the heavy rifles as clinic work-
ers gathered behind the counter like spectators at a sporting event.

“ What the hell isleft? The Supreme Court makesit legal to kill yoursaf with
no questions asked? If you want to do it, you do it.”

“ Let metak to him, Sergeant,” said the nurse in the green fatigues.
She told Andy she was in the room when they injected Katie,

“ Sure, you get paid for this. Y ou work in a damned termination clinic
and you take a paycheck for helping people kill themselves! That's sick! You
hear me, sick!”

She looked concerned, but Andy would not trust someone who just
asssted in killing Kate. “ | can get you some sounder. It will make you fed
better for along time, Mr. Reese. Fix you up.”

“ Sounder. They have al the names to make you think it’'s just some-
thing you take for a headache... Where is my sister’ s body?”’

“ I’'m sorry, Ms. Reese' s body will be incinerated as per her wishes.”

“ No! At least et me bury her! Have afuneral!”
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“ That will not be possible, Mr. Reese,” said the nurse. “ No legdl in-
structions were given. The law is quite clear on this matter.”

“ What the hell has happened to thisworld?” An elderly womanin a
wheel chair and two young woman appeared by the door. “ So, what's
wrong with her? Too old?’

The sergeant checked a hand-held communication unit. “ The sup-
plementary report on you Reese says you are a martial arts practitioner. You
could face additional charges...”

Andy closed his eyes. He offered no resistance as they placed the ex-
pandable plastic restraining rings around hiswrists. “ We will have no disrup-
tion of termina clinics,” said the sergeant.

“ Might disturb the dead,” said Andy.

“ Sergeant, get him the hell out of here. We have clients,” said the
nurse.

“ Yes, Sergeant, we wouldn't want the lady to have a heart attack and
die”

“ Bring his ass to detention.”

Andy struggled at first as they led him out the front door into the dark-
ened shopping center’ s frozen parking lot. The cold night air stung his glazed
eyes and sweaty skin. “ | don’t get it, you're arresting me and they just killed
my sister.” The camouflaged cruiser van was parked afew feet from his
Saab and next to a prodigious snow bank, brightened by the moonlight. He
looked up at the stars and across the snow sifted mountain peaks. “ Areyou
redlly a pro-termination advocate, Sergeant?’

“ You mind your own fucking business, Reese,” she said as they

swung open the van doors.
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As the team prepared to push him inside, Andy looked her in the eye.
“ It doesn't make it right. My sister is dead,”
She chuckled and shook her head. “ Don't be awimp.”

Cody dowed his shiny red BMW and the engine whined. He popped a
second bright green pill.  “ Y ou know, sometimes it’s best to shut your
mouth when it comes to the law, Andy. You want a pill? It's FDA legdl.

Y ou're not supposed to drive with it, but what the hell.”

Andy shook his head. He was not going to lecture Cody again about
the stupidity of keeping his blood levels elevated. “ Thanks for getting me
out.”

“ Y ou owe me, man. How about taking in some virtua stuff back in
the apartment?’

“No.”

“ When'syour trid?’ he asked and flipped the dash monitor.

“ | don't know. I'll leave it for my lawyer whenever | get him.”

“ Y ou got the cash and you' |l get off. That's the way it worksin this
world. What about your Saab?’

“ Impounded.” A knife pierced the forehead of the man on the screen
and blood erupted from the fissure above hiseyes. “ | don’'t want to watch
this, Cody.”

“ You're becoming area prude, Andy, you know that?’ Cody flipped
the screen and two bare ass women kissed on satin sheets. Andy banged the

power switch. “ Hey, man, there’ s no violence there.”
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“ Just get me home.”

“ That firgt flick, my friend, The Cruzean Connection, was number one
at the box office last year. Wicked gore... Number one, man.”

Andy grabbed the door handle. “ Number one... So what? That
means nothing.”

“ You need to get laid, pop some colored jumbos and chill out, man.
Even the President pops colored jumbos. But she was a super model, what
do you expect?’

Andy looked at Cody’ s distorted face as the car lowed and stopped
abruptly. “ I'll seeya”

“ | can call the escort service. Get somebody over here before mid-
night. Keep you company. Or maybe some virtual servicing.”

Andy did not look back and marched up the snow bank walk.

“ Don't waste your money.”

The moon hovered near the mountains and the stars crystallized over
the snow capped countryside. Cody’s car fishtailed at the corner and disgp-
peared behind the next street’s chunky snow piles. Despite the frigid air,
Andy ddlied on the walk and tracked a pinpoint satellite across the sky
dome. Since he was alittle boy he was in love with the sky; enough to earn
his doctorate and study radio and optical signals for aliving. When he was
not driving to the SKY SCAN facility atop the mountain, he was digning his
home computersinto the world wide and orbital tracking systems. The sky
was cold and silent, and in some ways preferable to the media noise and as-
tounding lack of perspective everywhere. And now Kate was dead.

He clicked the front door locks with his remote and continued up the

walk. Theinner stairway was warmer and he pulled back the Velcro on his
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coat as he trudged up the carpeted stairs. Kate' s narrow face, vibrant eyes
and ready smile stayed with him to his apartment. Her bone disease was not
on the list of miracle cures over the past few years. He pushed his remote
again and opened the apartment door. Kate would have faced along battle
with constant, pain inducing therapy, but he could not support her termina
tion.

His computer turned on the lights and then spoke to him. “ Room
temperature; seventy-two degrees, Andy. Is that acceptable?’

“ That’ s about the only thing that’ s acceptable,” he said as he threw
his coat over the kitchenette chair.  “ | want to scan.”

“ Program executing.”

He opened the refrigerator and took out nutrient juice pack. Across the
room his large desk monitor brightened with the SKYSCAN program. He
pushed the straw into the juice pack and pulled back his desk chair.

“ Inner solar system, Jovian moons.”

“ The observatory wishes you to scan the Sigma”

“ You will implement my program, computer.”

The screen fluttered and a numbered program flashed in yellow letters
on a blue background. Kate never understood his fascination with astron-
omy. She lectured him about his hobby diverting from true employment. The
lectures stopped when the doctorate degree was posted on his office wall at
SKYSCAN. A crisp image of Jupiter cast ared glow across his sweatshirt
once the room lights dimmed. He stared at the multitude of swirling gaseous
bands and the eternal red spot, but quickly was lost in thoughts of Kate rid-
ing her bicycle years ago before the millennium. Mom and Dad were still dive

and the wrecking ball had not leveled his family’ s house in Tobin Springs.
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They even chain sawed the huge pine tree planted by his father when Andy
was three years old. “ Sleep soundly, Katie. Sleep soundly.”

He had the computer utilize the Ptolemy telescope in lunar orbit to
scan the crater packed moon, lo. Once it implemented the visua scan of the
Jovian system with other frequencies, Andy leaned back in the chair and
closed his eyes. Somehow he would have a church service for Kate. He grit
his teeth and shouted. “ | just don’t understand why killing yoursdlf is legd!”

“ Isthat a question for me?’ asked the computer.

“ Sure, you answer it.”

“ McCain vs. Oregon in 2012 specificaly allowed the states to allow
an individua to end-"

“ Shut up!”

“ Isthat acommand?’ asked the computer.

“ No... no. | want to send my extraterrestrial message now.”

“ You have an incoming email from Cody and an attached list of es-
cort services.”

“ Tableit. No, delete it. Bring up my salutation on the hyper-band.”

“ Implementing...” Andy watched as the Ptolemy image swung to an-
other Jovian moon, Ganymede. Andy studied its cracked surface. “ Do you
wish alive message or the recording salutation to the stars?’

“ Recorded.” He did not have the will to record a new message.

“ First signal on audio and the rest hidden.”

Andy soon heard his own voice, lively and not affected by grief,
broadcast from the powerful gain antennasin earth orbit. “ Thisis Andrew
James Reese speaking from the planet earth from the year 2015 AD.”

“ Do you wish update of year?’ asked the computer.
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“ Sure, why not?’

“ Thisis Andy James Reese speaking from the planet earth from the
year 2016. | am human being, a scientis, twenty-four years old, searching for
intdlligent life in the universe. By the time you hear this message | will be long
dead, that is of course unless you are cruising around us here on earth.

My planet suffers not from poverty but from abundance. Things once
deemed important are now annoyances. There are no consequences as we
sink in our own prosperity.”

“ Do you wish me to automatically update your age on your birthday?’
asked the compuiter.

“ By the time you get this message, maybe we will have straightened
ourselves out. We used to live in aworld that wasn’t perfect, but at least a
place where most people were guided by an inner compass.” Andy smacked
thedesk. “ For dl the good thiswill do. Maybe al civilizations become sdlf-
indulgent ... | can’t believe Katie is dead... Computer.”

“Yes”

He stared at Ganymede' s shattered crust. “ Bring up family album,
lower corner of screen. And then | want access to the historical photo sites.”

“ Do you wish meto list viewing history?’

“ No, I'll determine where I’m going,” said Andy and he sipped the
nutrient pack’s cool liquid.

“ Message is repeeting to the galaxy.”

“ Areyou cracking a joke, computer?’

“ Do you wish me to?’

10
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“ Forget it.” A picture of Kate and himself on their bikes, appeared in
the monitor’s lower corner. “ My God, what have they done?’ Katie was so
innocent after she lost her tooth and her poodle eyes pulled him back through
the years.

“ Do you wish access to family video and audio disks?’

“ No.” Another picture of Andy and Katie at a zoo in Denver
prompted him to clamp his wet eyes. He folded his ebows on the desk and
cried into the stuffy darkness. Maybe the computer could not sense his grief

or his distraction and it said nothing as he wegpt.

11



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

The repeating beep awakened him and he sat up in front of the moni-
tor.

“ You have an incoming message,” said the compuiter.

Andy squinted at the clock in the lower corner of arefreshed image of
Jupiter. “ Who's caling me at three-fifteen in the morning?’

“It'sodd.”

Andy yawned and for a moment actually forgot Kate was dead. “ |
really need to get to bed... What’'s odd?’

“ The nature of this reception isincoming.”

“ You said that.” Andy stood and chucked the drink pack in the
wastebasket.

“ No, from space. A disturbance.”

He turned and faced the Jupiter image. “ Disturbance? | don't see any
disturbance.”

“ The disturbance is around Ganymede and it’s not visual. I1ts more of
adistortion. | don’t have the ability to tell you why.”

“ Somebody will pick it up.”

“ No, it's on athin waveband, directed off alocal cell tower.”

“ What? Are you sure?’ asked Andy.

12



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

“ It has visual content and is current. Not recorded.”

“ Okay, let’s seeit. | want to get some deep.”

“ Full or partial screen?’ asked the computer.

“ Just play it.”

At adark table two men with white straight hair and smooth bronzed
faces sat in carved wood, high backed chairs next to a middle-aged woman
with red hair. They were clad in pale smooth green cloaks within a snowy im-
age of sandstone columns and along open window. Craggy mountain peaks
were back dropped by a magenta sky, layered with swift moving deep gray
clouds. The man in the center spoke English with a Jamaican or Caribbean
accent “ We wanted to contact you directly, Andy. We see you and are
aware of your work with SK'YSCAN.”

“ Who are you?’

As the old man continued the signal popped in and out like a bad mi-
crowave transmission. “ We speak to you, Andy from the six hundredth year
from the Unification of the Seraph enclave on Ganymede. Y ou see us within
a compressed frequency through time.”

“ What? Computer, is that true or is some Supernet hoax?’

“ The sgna is emerging through a distortion on a thin beam directed
to your Sl provider on the tower. Whomever is on this frequency isrealy
transmitting to you.”

“ Why are you calling me?’

“You caled us” said the woman.

The third man spoke. “ Welivein agenetically pure time. No defects
alowed. Everyone is free to pursue and recreate. To be virtual and non-

offensive. Perfection and equality for everyone.”

13
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Andy fell back in the chair and stared at the fleeting clouds.
“ Then you're telling me you are from my future?’

“ We have no countries, cities or states,” said the woman.

“ Only the individual and the pure state, enforced by the Moloch.”

“ They have evolved and cannot be considered human any longer,”
said the old man.

“ We hide here, in the Ganymede enclave, away from earth and the
Moloch, because we care about the values of the past,” said the woman.

“ What do you want?’ asked Andy.

The old man’s bushy white brows dowly rose. “ The Moloch will
eventually find and possess us. We need your help.”

“ My help? Why?’

“ Because,” said the other man. “ The essence of true humanity in-
volves dedling with falibility and imperfection.”

“ I’m not quite sure what you want.”

“ Even we have lost much of our humanity and we fear our sgna may
be gathered by the Moloch even at this distance. We want someone closer to
antiquity to go back in time.”

Andy grinned. “ Thisis some kind of hoax.”

“You just lost your sister. The right of termination had begun, Andy.
Y ou will live another eight years, but you will be interned for challenging so-
cietal changes.”

“ Eight years?’ The signal faded to snow. “ Computer, get it back.”

“ It isno longer there,” said the computer.

“ Was transmission redlly through time?’

“ 1 don’'t know. It came through the cdll tower and the Sl provider.”

14
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Andy clamped his fists and closed hiseyes. “ Thisis somebody’s
idea of a bad joke. How did they know about Kate?’

The computer did not answer, but the signal crackled back on the
speakers, and the three forms appeared.

“ Can you see us, Andy?’ asked the old man.

“Yes, | seeyou. Who are you?’

“ You probably want to know how we know about your persona his-
tory.”

Andy leaned toward the screen. “ Yes, and my sister’ s death. | don't
find your knowledge amusing.”

“ We banked antiquity sequences when we first received your signals.
It may be some time before actual extraterrestrials receive the signal. Our s&-
tings are gathered through time.”

“ Okay... Why do you want me back in time?’ he asked and then he
laughed. “ Wait aminute... Thisisludicrous.”

“ Extrapolations can highlight certain people and events back in time,”
said thewoman. “ We have reason to think you can help them change the
course of human history.”

“ Change?’

The old man cleared histhroat. “ The Moloch and our world won't d-
low ssimple human responsibility in the face of technological change.”

“ We believe,” said the woman. “ We can extrapolate aternate histo-
ries. There are a number of important themes in your time, Andy, which if d-
tered, may temporarily restore humanity’s potential. Whether such a change
IS permanent is a matter of debate even among us.”

Andy stood and his smile stuck to hisface. “ Come on.”

15
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“It'strue,” said the old man. “ You can prevent certain trends.”

“ 1"l assume you people areredl,” said Andy. “ How do you, if you
are ahead in time, transport me back in time?’

“ Gathering your signa in an open area. Waves returned through time,”
said the old man.

“ Waves?’

“ Gathered back. We can’t be taken back from our time because the
waves radiate backward, but we can gather you and continue you backward.
We have awaited such an opportunity. Y ou are the one.”

“ Right,” replied Andy, chuckling. “ Sure... sure. Tell me how.”

“ You must be in an open area and have asignal. A wireless phone
from your era. We know where your apartment building was located, but we
need asigna.”

Andy’s brow tightened as he concentrated. “ There's an open field
near my apartment complex.”

“ Good. You need to bein that field at night so the frequency isthe
strongest into space. We will gather it and you.”

“ How far isthe field from you right now?’

“ Two hundred maybe three hundred yards. Hey, wait aminute, I'm
not volunteering a trip through time.”

“ Go into the field only when you feel comfortable and use your phone
device for two of your minute intervals. We will gather your location and we
have your assigned frequency.”

“ Just where do you want bring me?’ he asked, still not convinced.

“1939 AD, Andy. 1939, just before the Twentieth Century’s Second
World War.”

16



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

“ Look, like | said. I'm not volunteering for anything. | still don’t be-

lievethisiseven red.”

At first he went out to the field on alark, but some forlorn hope kept
him out there every night for aweek. He placed his boots in the snow ex-
panse and within foggy breaths lifted his cell phone toward the stars The first
night he remained out long enough to see the moon set behind the mountains,
but as his confidence in the Seraph transmission waned, he limited the ses-
sions under the stars. By Monday he attempted a two-minute signa and
Tuesday night was cloudy.

“ Why go back through time anyway? And why don’'t they hear me?’

The computer was ill aligned to Ganymede.  “ The signa no longer
exists, Andy.”

“ Maybe it was a fluke or worse a prank,” said Andy.

“ The signal was real and originated, according to scans on a direct
path to Ganymede and the cell tower. Then to the S interface.”

Andy peered through the window panes at the stars above the field.

“ | seewhat | was doing.”

“ What was that?’ asked the computer.

“ Putting up this elaborate smoke screen because of Kate's suicide.”

“ Andy.”

He turned from the window and back to his desk. “ What?’

“ Thesignal wasred.”

17
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3

March was colder than February. Some nights when he mourned Kate,
he would engage in protracted martia arts bouts in the gym. When in amore
sedate mood he donned his heavy coat, gloves and orange stocking cap, and
trekked into the field, sometimes spending hours outside before leaving for
the observatory around midnight. He believed what the computer told him
about the signd’ s authenticity, but he kept the information to himsalf as well
as the Seraph offer to send him back through time.

For weeks he studied disks of the period almost eighty years past. He
read about the unfathomable atomic bombs ending the war and how earlier
the fearful British population listened when German V-2 rocket engines cut
high in the air as a deadly slence preceded the inevitable explosion. Therise
of fascism across Europe and the spread of Japanese imperialism was not of
interest to him in grade school, but images of the demonic Adolph Hitler's
dramatic speeches to prodigious, swastika waving crowds unfolded on the
monitor. Goose stepping soldiers and behemoth tanks rolling into helpless
cities were captured from old black and white films. The magnetic hold of
Hitler and the brutality of the Nazis shook him. In 1939 the United States, led
by the charismatic Franklin Delano Roosevelt, had not fully recovered from a
time of great unemployment and diminished production and faced the pros-
pect of fighting awar against Hitler and the Japanese. Why would those peo-

ple on Ganymede want to send him back to such a tumultuous time?

18
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As Andy studied the incoming data sheets from last night Wilton
moved over to the radio telescope monitors. “ Andy, may | have aword
with you?’

He looked up and focused at Wilton's creamy blue eyes. “ Something
wrong?’

“ Wdll, actually yes. Dr. Bowers has asked me to speak with you
about your probation from the arrest at the clinic.”

“ What' s the problem?’

“ Apparently some bureaucrat in Washington has caught wind of your
court hearing and-"

Andy stood. “ Listen, | was sentenced to a thousand hours commu-
nity service and | have to attend reorientation classes.”

“ Yes, we know you' re working on correcting your origina behavior,
but you' ve actually been out protesting in front of termination clinics. While
we can live with the arrest record...”

Andy laughed and shook his head as he paced. “ Isn't that nice of
you? My sister is murdered inside one of those horror chambers and you
can't live with the fact | got alittle upsat.”

“ She made the decision and she had the right,” said Wilton.

“ Theright to kill herself? She was depressed because of her disease!
Screw you, Wilton!” He cut across the room and scooped his jacket off the
chair. “ Screw SKYSCAN.”

“ Do | treat this as aresignation?’

Andy stopped at the door and turned before he dammed it. “ You
treat it any damn way you want. Why don’t you watch TV tonight? Maybe
you' |l see me get arrested again!”

19
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Andy held a candle with Kate's college photograph taped to the base.
He marched with the protesters in the freezing parking lot air, only fifty yards
from where she was murdered. As the crowd sang a hymn similar to a Gre-
gorian chant, four security team members emerged from a camouflaged secu-
rity van near the department store. Marching in atermination clinic protest
was adirect violation of his parole. When one of the members pointed at
him, Andy veered away from the protest, but al four security people fol-
lowed him down the concrete sidewalk aong the plaza store fronts.

He darted around the corner and the candle flame went out as he scut-
tled aong the building. Within the crisp white halogen light, he spotted a
meta fire ladder. He dropped the candle with Kate's picture as he raced
along the cinder blocks. With arunning leap, he scampered six feet up the
wall and grabbed the ladder’ s bottom rung. Before the security team rounded
the building, he had hoisted himsalf up the cold metal bars.

Blue and red security lights flashed across the gravel roof and the sil-
houetted metal ducts. Headlights swung around back as another van raced
into the rear lot. An amplified voice shook the winter air. “ We know you're
out here, Reese. Y ou have violated federal parole and will be arrested!”

Andy stopped near the steamy vents up front, removed his cell phone
from his coat and diaed his computer. The line rang and he had the com-
puter connect to the Sl provider as he looked skyward. Spotlights hit the up-

per ducts now and another team member spoke into the amplifier.

20
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“ Y ou have obstructed access to a federal termination clinic, Mr. Reese. We
will take you in by force if necessary!”

Jupiter was only a brilliant speck in the sky without the computer’s en-
hancement and his whispering breath was, but hazy puff in the freezing night.
“ Where are you?’

“ Mr. Reese, you have violated federd law and a Supreme Court deci-
sion. Please surrender peacefully.”

About the time he heard them ascending the ladder, ared celestial
body expanded near Jupiter. “ What the heck isthis?’

The enlargement continued until the body assumed the size of the
moon, but with orange-red and yellow pock marks and indefinite brown
edges. A single blue beam, outlined an agua spiral speeding toward him. His
ears and hands stung from the cold as the spring coils narrowed and sur-
rounded him within aten foot radius. Through spaces between the coils he
saw several armed and uniformed security team members climb onto the
roof.

“ Whereishe?’ shouted the alittle guy with a stogie stuck in his mouth
as he raised his weapon.

Andy recognized the Seraph woman’s voice. “ In the field, something
blocked your signal. We couldn’t align and gather you until now.”

“ They’re going to capture me.”

“ No one can see you.”

The agua spring began a dow rotation as the team members criss-
crossed the roof, sometimes passing directly through the spirals. The pres-
ence of the men and women in combat fatigues and the confusion in the plaza

parking lot was obliterated by the rapidly spinning blue and green spirals. The
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old man’ s voice punctuated an accelerating blare. “ Y ou are being brought to
acity America, the state of lowa, in June, 1939, AD.”

“ | am very leery of this”

“ Do you want to stay in your time?’ asked the old man.

“ Bearrested and die in eight years? Oh, no...” Andy stared into the
aguarings. “ How can | change anything?’

“ A man named Herman Geiger, who died sometime at the New Y ork
World' s Fair, in the summer of 1939, is apivotal figure in time. The police or
government covered up his death because of the pending war. We only know
there are no records about him after the summer of 1939.”

“ How is he pivotad?’

“ Geiger’sworks are buried in archival capsule recovered from the
1939 World's Fair in what used to be New Y ork City. It was originaly
placed in avault during the antiquity period of September, the twenty-third,
1938, and thousands of years later extricated to the safety of the enclave.
Gelger’ sworks relate to humanity’ s reaction to the tidal wave of technology
in the then twentieth century.”

Andy’s feet were no longer on the roof stones, but floating within the
blue-green light. The loud clatter rushed toward him like the approach of an
oncoming ultra speed train as he yelled. “ Is Geiger in lowanow, isthat it?’

“ No, you need the means to survive aswell astrave to the fair. We
located in that same year, ayoung girl, Lucy Apel, recently graduated from
school. She won awriting competition, stating what the New Y ork World's
Fair meant to her. The people at the fair paid her expenses to travel from her
father’s farm in Hancock. That's all we know. She lived another sixty years.

But she corresponded with Geiger.”
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“ S0, you're telling me | have to stop Geiger from being killed at the
1939 World' s Fair in New Y ork?’

The woman spoke again. “ We can only calculate aternate histories.
From what we see, Geiger’ s impact will cross al tiers of society by 1957,
AD. Large ralies were held around the United States and the world. All we
are asking is humanity be given the gift of thought and consequences of ac-
tions.”

“ | don’'t understand.”

“ To think. To put technologica change in context, historically and
ethically. We won't even begin to tell you the vapid morality here. Just look
at the burgeoning apathy around you.”

“ 1I’'m not a do-gooder, ” he shouted.

“ No American died in the Second World War when Geiger lives. His
words fueled a movement called America First that garnered popular support
againg that world war.”

“ Wait... I’ve watched disks of Hitler and the Japanese. Just what does
Geiger’s not dying at this fair do?’

“ Britain was invaded, but held as a protectorate. In fact Germany
turned toward Russia and won. But the guerrillawar continued in Russia until
pro-democracy governments in the surrounding ethnic countries triumphed in
1955. The Japanese Empire dowly disintegrated and China emerged as a
power in 1986. Hitler |eft the United States alone. He died from reaction to
drugs, diabetes, and a heart condition in 1949. The thousand year Reich soon
imploded.”

“ | don't know if | want to get in the middle of this.”
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“ Meanwhile Geiger and America Firgt are given credit to having
gpared American lives. Geiger directs his attention to the human response to
technology, pressuring lawmakers to set standards and not let technology run
wild. He chides the churches and volunteer organizations into fulfilling arole
and mogt of al he gets people to accept responsibility for their actionsin his
socia technocracy movement. He makes peopl e think about the conse-
guences of their actions. Geiger lives until 1996.”

Andy closed his eyes briefly in the spirded light. “ Thisisal very
complicated. How can you possibly know what will happen if Geiger lives?’

“ These calculations are possible... We have explored the lives of hun-
dreds of people. It is Geiger who can make the difference. But we till have
the Moloch to contend with.”

“ Y ou have mentioned the Moloch before.”

“ We fear them,” said the old man. “ Y ou don’t understand. Humans
became their own evolution. They are capable of much in their evolved struc-
ture.”

The woman spoke next through the battering cacophony. “ They can
overtake human consciousness.”

“ What?’

“ They are highly evolved, Andy. Y ou are being brought back now as
we speak.”

“ 1 am? But | don’t understand how the Moloch can effect conscious-
ness,” said Andy within the aqua glow.

“ Their thoughts are pure energy. They possess human minds.”

The signal was weaker as the woman continued. “ Y ou stop them

forcing them out of consciousness.”
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“ | don’t understand.”

“ The Moloch will not remain in consciousness unless forced out.”

“ | don't get it. Areyou telling me the Moloch are back in 19397

“ They will cease to exist in the future if Geiger lives,” said athird
voice, barely audible. * Maybe things are the way they are because they
killed Geiger. We don’t know.”

“ No, let me think about this,” said Andy, rubbing the back of his
neck.

“ Itistoo late. You have aready been gathered,” said one of the men.

“ Good luck,” said the woman.

“ Y our acceptance will make a difference,” added the old man.
“ God’ s speed.”

“ Wait!” The loud crescendo slowed and bright breaks appeared in the
spira. “ How do | contact this Lucy Apel? Where will | find her?’
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Daylight pierced between the agua rings as the entire spring diminished
in intensity. An overhead red traffic light flipped to green as atruck engine
grumbled, and severd antique black cars shifted forward. Engine exhaust in-
filtrated the disintegrating spirals. The traffic moved and Andy stood on an
uneven cement sidewalk with grass shoots sprouting through peripheral
cracks. The distant drawl of a baseball announcer broke the warm humid air
near the hardware store’ s green and white awning. Andy located the wood
veneer floor model radio wedged between glossy painted push mowers and
wheelbarrows with varnished wood handles. The sun heated his face as he
ripped off his bulky winter coat and tossed it into the trash barrel. As he gp-
proached a man in awhite shirt and maroon bow tie swept the sidewalk un-
der the awning. “ Excuse me.”

The man looked up and leaned on the broom. “ Yes, sir, what can |
do for you?’

Andy studied the wood veneer floor model radio with its knobs and
numbered dia. “ | know this maybe a crazy question, but... where am |7’

The man yanked out a red handkerchief and dabbed his forehead.

“ Let me get this straight. Y ou want to know where you are here in the city,

or you want to know what city you're in?’
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“ Both.”

“ What areyou ridin’ therails or somethin’?’

“ You mean, did | arrive by train? No.”

The man raised hiswiry brows and stuffed his handkerchief back in
his pocket. “ Cards are on the radio, son. Where do you think you are?’

“ In the Midwest, hopefully lowa.”

“ We€ll you've got the state right. You're in Des Moines. On the cor-
ner Hamlyn and Main.”

“ Thenthisis lowa. They didit...”

“ You know of any other Des Moines?’

“ Can't say that | do.” Andy panned the sky. The he swung his eyes
down to the constant traffic and the men and woman aong the far sidewalk.
Some of the men spotted hats and spit polished shoes. The ladies |looked
formal in their bright dresses and spiffy footwear. He spun around when he
heard the bat crack on the radio and the crowd roar as somebody smacked
out a base hit.

“ They need Hornsby. He retired two years ago.”

“ Rogers Hornsby... Unbelievable.”

“ He was unbelievable player.”

“ Isthis 19397

“ Now you want to know what year thisis?” The man placed his hand
on Andy’s shoulder. “ Mr. Horton keeps a bottle of moonshine in the cabi-
net upstairs. Y ou want to sit down and relax? Or maybe you' ve already had a
drink.”

“ No, no... How far is Hancock from here?’
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“ Hundred and fifty-two miles, straight up Highway 17. Through corn,
corn and more corn.”

Andy’s mouth hung open. How would he live in 1939 with no means
of support? He needed a plan, but his mind stalled as he studied the brick
storefronts. “ Thisisincredible... Where sthe library?’

“ Huh?’

“ Thelibrary, | need to look up something.” The man studied Andy’s
sneakers. “ Work boots.”

“ Fancy... Library isfive blocks down on your right next to the new
post office. Y ou walk to the flag and you’ ve gone too far.”

“ Thank you,” said Andy and he extended his hand.

“ Name's Tom Stanley.”

“ Reese, Andy.”

“ You take care, Reese, Andy. Come back if you need anything.”

Andy nodded and half smiled as he drifted down the sidewalk. His
heart thumped when he peered through the haze hanging over the long street.
The bal game mixed with the click and grinding of manua transmissions and
crunched sand pebbles along the sizzling asphalt. A dull melancholia setled
over him like the haze. Minutes ago he was in the Colorado cold, protesting
his sister’ s death and pursued by the security team. This city’s life was
dower. He sensed a lack of urgency, unlike in his own time, as he plopped
himself down on a wood bench.

Two ladiesin colorful sun dresses carried huge strapped pocketbooks
down the sidewalk. Atop a black, fluted metal pedestal the large clock’s
pointed hands inched toward noon and the aroma from a nearby delicatessen
wafted across the street. Dark cars with free standing headlights and bright
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chrome radiator grills glistening in the sunlight, were parked at an angle to the
curb. The downtown had severa department stores and an overflow of small
shops still survived a decade of depression. He had studied the Depression
on his disks and was aware Franklin Delano Roosevelt, former Governor of
New Y ork, was the President of the United States.

Perplexed, he did out his leather billfold and flipped through numerous
plastic credit cards and awad of crisp bills gathered from the ATM last
night. But last night was seventy-seven years from now. The wooden phone
booth near the drug store across the street reminded him of technology’s
continuous march toward his own time. Any information about Geiger and
his views on technology was probably at the local library.

His concentration was shaken by ared tractor with oversized, tread
tires, and an empty wood framed wagon in tow. He stood, as he did at base-
ball games for the national anthem, and now accepted the last vestige of hu-
manity, trying to salvage basic human vauesin a future world gone bonkers,
had sent him back to change time.

With Kate so brutally taken away, he sensed a civility and purpose he
could not fully comprehend. In the baking sun he thought about the baseball
game, and while he was not sure about details of Rogers Hornsby’s career,
he knew Hornsby was a great ball player in this era. He strolled in the shad-
ows under the store front awnings and stared further down the sdewalk at
the limp post office flag in the heavy air. Hancock was a hundred and fifty-
two miles away, and somehow he had to get there and survive.

Ahead, the library’ s tapering date capped dormers added a gothic fla-
vor to the brick exterior. Andy checked the street and darted through the
wavy, rising heat. He stepped onto the sidewalk and trotted up the library’s
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sharp granite steps. Inside the open doors, he sensed the brutal pace of the
next century did not exist here, and rather than succumb to this period’s im-
perfections and lack of technological prowess, he felt at ease.

Spinning metal pedestal fans propelled the scent from hundred of
stacked books outside. Translucent burnished yellow shades were positioned
halfway down the open windows. Andy crossed the creaky, smooth wood
floorboards and stood in line behind awoman at the main desk. Two little
kids clung to her faded green, polka dot cotton dress as the librarian vigor-
oudly stamped black ink onto the manila renewa cards.

The curly haired girl smiled at Andy, giggled and buried her face into
the mother’s dress. “ Thank you, Mrs. Beecham.”

The woman glanced at Andy, held the books under her arm and
brought the children out the front doorway. Mrs. Beecham raised her dark
brows at Andy. “ Yes, Sir.”

“ 1 don't know where to begin,” said Andy.

“ What can | help you with?’ she asked.

“ 1I"'m looking for some books by a man named Herman Geiger and
some information on the New Y ork World's Fair.”

She nodded and rounded the wood counter. “ You'll find information
about the fair in Life Magazine in the reference room, aong with the other pe-
riodicals of course.” She pointed toward a high ceiling, apricot walled room
with long tables and stacks. “ Now Geiger. Yes, I'll check the cards for
you.”

“ Thank you.”

She tiptoed to severa oak filing cabinets between the doors and first
set of paned windows. A dight hunger in his stomach reminded Andy of his
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predicament. Mrs. Beecham did open along tray filled with tabbed, alphabet-
ized cards. She fanned through the cards, but and stopped abruptly.

“ Yes, we have severa of Mr. Geiger’ s books here @t the library. Mr. Geiger
was born July 22, 1900 in Gutenberg, Germany.”

“ Good. Thank you,” said Andy as a stocky man in a checkered blue
jersey walked through the door. Almost immediately he stared at Andy, fur-
rowed his brow and veered into the stacks. The old man’s warning from the
Seraph enclave on Ganymede sounded like an alarm bell through time. He
wondered if this man was controlled by the Moloch.

“ Sir,” Said Miss Beecham.

Andy’s head snapped back. “ I'm sorry.”

“ If you will come with me...”

“ Sure.”

She moved her dight frame like a fluttering butterfly through the arched
opening to the next room. Andy briefly saw the man in the checkered shirt
glaring at him from the side stack. “ Y ou know that man?’ he whispered.

“ The man in the checkered shirt. He just came inside.”

“ Mr. Billingdy? He is the high school principal.” She stopped at the
end of the stacks and raised her index finger to the duodecimalstraced in
white ink on the stitched book binding. “ Smart man, but very impatient.”

“I’'msure heis” Andy glanced back, but was still uncertain how he
would discern an individua controlled by pure energy consciousness.

“ Sir,” said Mrs. Beecham, halfway down the stacks. “ Progressin
the 20'[h Century, from last year. The Great Technocracy from 1932. The
Ethical Response from 1927. This book is available in both English and
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German. And The Future of Man from 1921, also available in both lan-
guages.”

“ | appreciate your help.”

“ My pleasure. If you have any additional questions | will be at the
front desk..”

“ Thank you.”

As she pranced back, Andy dragged all four bound books off the
wood shelf and hauled them to date tables under the large half moon win-
dows. Two sedans and awood station wagon in the dirt parking lot caught
his eye as he lowered the books onto the table. At the desk the high school
principal handed a book to the librarian

Andy pressed his lips as the car raised dust in the parking lot outside.
Traveling to Hancock and locating Lucy Apel seemed prudent, or he could
go to New York City himself. The Sergphs must have considered al the d-
ternate time lines and finding Lucy Apel seemed his best option. Hitchhiking
a hundred and a half miles across the plains was feasible, yet, how would he
survive? During the Great Depression soup kitchens and churches helped the
downtrodden and bums rode the rails. He tapped his fingernail against his
teeth and opened Geiger’ s book written just last year.

A black and white photograph of Geiger in a bow tie and dark suit,
was smooth behind an onion skin page. He held a webbed pipein his hairy
left hand, his eyes were probably brown and intense, and he had a charming
smile. Andy checked the bold caption.

Professor Herman Geiger

32



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

“ Well, Geiger, they say you're apivota point in time.” Andy watched
the green leaves flutter above the parking lot. “ And it’s already summer. |
wonder, Professor, if you're still aive or dead at the fair.”

The concise biography indicated Geiger was born on July 22, 1900
and taught history and philosophy at Gutenberg University until 1933. When
Hitler came to power in January, Geiger left Germany and settled in Sweden
briefly. By 1934 he was teaching at a small college in upstate New Y ork, ex-
tolling a powerful theme called Social Technocracy. He did not want to
thwart technology but live with it and use it prudently. His seven ethicsin
progress involved technology serving man and man serving an ethical per-
Spective.

Andy leaned back in the chair and stretched. The Seraphs must have
believed Geiger would implement his philosophy if he survived the fair. Andy
was unsure how such a philosophy could erase a history laced with turmoil
and societal laxity. “ I’m not up to this.”

Without a notebook and paper he would have to absorb what Geiger
wrote in his books. He settled back in the chair and skimmed the pages. As
the afternoon progressed, his eyes blurred and through hunger pangs, he
stopped understanding what he read. He pushed the chair back, stood and
walked to the window. Geiger smply wanted people to think about their ac-
tions and take responsibility. The pedestal fan breeze cooled the sweat beads
on his forehead as he gazed outside. Geiger insisted on people solving prob-
lems with unusual solutions.

Andy meandered to the reference area and glanced at the Des Moines

Register. He searched the stained wooden shelves for a biographical section.
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Locating Geilger before he was killed at the fair meant checking his status at
Amesbury Union College. He did out a thick amanac from 1938, remained in
the stack aide, and thumbed the clean paper pages to a personalities section.
Past movie stars, presidents, and sports heroes, Geiger was listed as an au-
thor was afull professor at Amesbury. He shut the book loud enough to
echo throughout the room and then pushed it back through the empty dot in
the stack.

As he plodded back to the table he took his cell phone from his pants
pocket and smiled when he redized it was useless. Nor could he could not
talk, fax or even email. He jabbed the SEND button anyway and listened to
modulating tone. The LCD readout flashed: NO SERVICE. He dropped the
phone back into his pocket.

At the newspaper stack he stopped, grabbed some recent editions and
found ared leather chair next to asmall oak table. He opened the pagesto
drawn, black ink advertisements, depicting men in sharp, neatly cut suits and
woman in buttoned down dresses. Appliances were bulky and antiquated,
but appeared advanced to the people of thistime. Prices were absurdly low.
He observed stories references to FDR, Clark Gable, Joe DiMaggio, and
Adolph Hitler's annexation of the Sudetenland. On each printed page he
checked for pertinent information about the New Y ork World' s Fair, but in-
stead found reflections about Neville Chamberlain appeasing Hitler at Munich
last September. The Seraphs had given Andy awesome power, but tampering
with history and a madman like Hitler seemed beyond his capacity.

He closed his eyes. Working on the Apel farm might alow him to sur-
vivein thistime and tag along with Lucy Apel to the New Y ork World's Fair.
Fashioning that scenario and preventing Geiger’ s death would require fast
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talk and luck. He opened his eyes and gripped the edges of another newspa-
per from three days ago. Buried in the back pages was a story describing the
numerous national pavilions represented at the fair. A mammoth white ball
called the Perisphere was visible beyond statues positioned along along mall.
The Perisphere was a geodesic dome, coated with white stucco and located
exactly next to a high, thin pointed Trylon obelisk. Only financial consdera-
tions prevented an even larger Perisphere. The article referred to FDR himsalf
having opened the fair in April.

Andy’s stomach now demanded food and he set down the paper.
Without further delay he would need to find a soup kitchen or food pantry
and have to think about sustaining himself back here. He folded the paper
and was about to stand. Another front page headline caught his eye.

Local Girl Wins Fair Contest

Hancock...Friday... A local Hancock
High senior has won a writing contest,
sponsored by New York World’s Fair’s
President, Grover Whalen. In a state-
ment released Friday, Whalen announ-
ced Lucy Apel, a class valedictorian,
was selected from five thousand nation-
wide finalists to travel this summer to
the New York World’s Fair.

Miss Apel’s essay was drawn from
the fair’s overall theme, the World of
Tomorrow, is entitled “ How We Face
Tomorrow.” The fair, constructed on
1219 acres of aformer Flushing garbage
dump, now features pavilions from 60
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countries, dramatic water fountains,
and an ever present alabaster geodesic
dome and pointed obelisk. From her
family’s farm in Hancock, Miss Apel’s
father indicated the family may travel
to New York this summer and visit
with relatives in New Jersey. Miss Apel
will accept the award in late June and
receive unlimited admission to the fair
for her family.

A full printing of Miss Apel’s essay
is recorded on page 45.

Andy folded the heavy white newspaper to page 45, and in the cool
fan currents, pressed it on the date surface. Cradled between a corn and
soybean report and a story of municipal improvements was a half page de-

piction of Lucy Apel’s essay.

How We Face Tomorrow
by Lucy Apel
Class of 1939

How wonderful it is to live in our time.
Surviving hard times not only allows us to
see where we have been, but now we can
imagine the hope of tomorrow. We are
alive at the cusp of great innovations and
iInventions, destined to ease the burdens
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of mankind. In New York City men have
provided us a glimpse into the future.

Did you know great concrete high-
ways will extend from the Atlantic to the
Pacific? Thirty years from now you will
step inside your streamlined car in Boston
and drive at high speeds along roadways
to Los Angeles, California. You need not
stop at traffic lights or wait for pedestrians
to cross the street. You can see this at the
General Motors Futurama at the New York
World’s Fair. Our lives will be streamlined.

In my kitchen | will be surrounded by
new inventions. Dishes will be washed
automatically. Vegetables need not be
canned in a time consuming process, but
will be taken simply from a freezer and
heated on the stove. A working robot
called, “ Elektro,” is already drawing in visi-
tors at the fair. Maybe he will sweep the
floor for me or change the bed linens. All of
these innovations will give me more time
with my family.

And at night we will no longer listen to
radio. Strange as it seems, something
called television will show us movies on a
small screen in our living rooms. Such a
demonstration is already in place at the
RCA exhibit at the fair. | will sit with my hus-
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husband and children and be brought to
far away places.

Maybe we will live a place called De-
mocracity, although you are supposed to
wait a hundred years according to the peo-
ple at the fair. They say everyone will
march and sing in unison in the world of
tomorrow. How we face tomorrow is criti-
cal. I look forward to tomorrow’s innova-
tions, but | always remember what my fa-
ther has told me since | was a little girl: “ If
it sounds to good to be true it probably
isn’t.” My father can be cynical and | am
wide eyed. | say let us dream about the fu-
ture and explore the innovations at the fair,
but let us always use what my mother
calls, “common sense.” In closing let me
use one more quote. The German phi-
losopher, Herman Geiger, captured the
essence of what is to come when he said
ten years before he fled Nazism’s unful-
filled promises. “ My eyes marvel at the fu-
ture, but my feet are firmly planted in the
past.”

Lucy Apel
April 19, 1939

Hancock, lowa
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“ Geiger.” Andy fel back inthe chair. “ Sheread Geiger. That'sthe

link intime.”

39



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

5

That evening Andy was fed and given asmall room by a Presbyterian
church recommended by Mrs. Beecham. In this era, he was amazed at the
magnanimous attitude of that pastor back in Des Moines. The next morning,
after a clean shave, some potatoes and meat hash for breakfast, aswell asa
short religious service, he set out hitchhiking on the highway leading to Han-
cock. He dumped his cell phone and credit cards into a paper grocery bag
and ditched the bag into a truck loaded with rubbish.

Across the heat gradient he trudged along the vast open cornfield
stretches. A blue sedan stopped outside the city, and an older man and
woman from Des Moines brought him to the next town. He found a truck
driver on hisway to Oregon and willing to stop in Hancock.

Asthe truck clattered down the straight highway, the driver prattled
about Joe Louis beating Max Schmeling in one round ayear ago. Andy
dozed in the moist air and tried to form an image Lucy Apel. Her words were
both poignant, prescient and paralleled Geiger thesis. Andy’ s tentative plan
was to pose as awriter wishing to transcribe Lucy’ s trip to the New Y ork
World' s Fair, but he questioned if he really could gain the family’s confi-

dence.
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Hancock’ s buildings had popped off the horizon like toast from the
toaster sots. Farmland radiated outward from arow of buildings with cars
parked diagonally out front. Fear gripped his tense, fatigued body as he
stepped down from the truck onto the hot asphalt. With no money and no
means to make money, he would not only need to convince Lucy’ s father of
his writing enterprise, but of a second plan to work on the farm for food and
board. He spotted dlowly spinning red, white and blue barber pole, extending
outward at an angle from a brick facade. Across the clear clean window were
gold letters shadowed in black.

DOMINIC’S BARBER SHOP

In the lower corner a maroon printed baseball schedule for the local
high school baseball team and a larger colorful advertisement for a circus
traveling through town were stuck with clean tape near an invitation, formaly
written for the senior class graduation. Out of the radio the ubiquitous base-
ball game crowd drifted into the warm air. Andy moved onto black and white
linoleum tiles and the strong breeze from three overhead fans cooled his jer-
sey.

The game was broadcast from a black Bakelite radio with linear dots

over acircular orange speaker. Three white knobs were located under a num-
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numbered frequency dial. It was positioned on the marble counter between a
bottle of white opague Brylcreem hair tonic, an adjacent pale green bottle of
Wildroot, and the e ectric hair clippers. On one of the side tableswas ared
banner magazine, dated May 1, 1939 in white letters, with a clear black and
white picture of ayoung, smiling Joe DiMaggio, Y ankee's baseball cap tilted
upward, on the cover. Andy looked across the barber shop, but in the eyes
of the barbers and the men waiting for haircuts, he saw suspicion.

“ Afternoon,” said the barber with gray hair, dark eyes, and alarge
nose. With apair of chrome scissors he rapidly snipped a police officer’s
short gray hair.

“ Afternoon,” replied Andy.

The barber up front had thick glasses and moved the clippers slower
over ateenager’s bushy auburn hair. He glanced at Andy but did not say any-
thing. Andy turned toward first guy. “ I’'m trying to locate the Apel farm.”

“ Just passing through, are you?’ asked the police officer.

“ Depends... I'm awriter.”

The cop sat up quickly and the barber retracted his scissors.

“ I'm the law here, mister, who are you?”’

Andy stepped back. “ Andy. Andy Reese.”

“ John has had problems out there and in town. People on his property
and stalking Lucy.”

“ 1’m not sure her winning this contest was a good thing if people are
going to be trespassing,” said Dom. He extended his hand and squeezed.

“ Dom Malzone.”

The cop stared at Andy. “ I'm writing a book about Lucy Apel’strip

to the New York World's Fair.”
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“ Oh, Lucy. Smart girl,” said Dom.

“ Class vaedictorian,” said the second barber. “ Everybody likes
Lucy.”

“ Why? When a stranger comes to town | want to know why.”

“ Hobart, be quiet, will you and let the man feel welcome. This guy just
got to town. He hasn’t been out at John's place.”

Andy was comfortable with his cover story, but by parroting it, he put
himself one step closer to atering history. People intruding on the Apel farm
might signal arrival of the Moloch through time and he wondered if the Sar-
aphs were truthful about Geiger. One of the magazines on the side tables re-
ferred to a story about Hitler’s designs on Europe.

“ | read Lucy’s essay in the Des Moines paper.”

“ Y ou know how many people entered that competition, Mr. Reese?’
asked Dom. The cop’s eyes were still fixed on him. “ I'll tell you how many.
Thousands. Thousands from all over the country sent their essaysto New
York City. Right, Phil?’

“ Tough competition.”

“ She seems to have been influenced by a man named Geiger,” said
Andy.

“ She was influenced by Mavis and John,” said Hobart.

“ Lucy isabrain,” said the kid in the next chair.

“ John saysit isn't from hisside,” said Dom.

“ Good head on her shoulders. How many outs?’ asked the other bar-
ber.

“ Two outs. So, you really going to write about the World' s Fair?’
asked Dom. “ | saw in Life Magazine they got this big round bdl the size of
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askyscraper. | read they cdl it the big apple. How the heck do you get the
money to build something like that?’

“ They gut dough in New York City,” said Phil. Through his glasses
he pretended to possess extensive knowledge of New Y ork City.

“ The haves and the have nots. If you're a have, you build a big apple.”

Hobart gawked at Andy asif he had committed a crime. Then Dom
looked over. * The President of the fair, this high mucka muck named
Grover Whalen, see he wrote the letter to Lucy personaly.”

“ And he called the Register,” said Phil. “ Right from New York.”

“ Whereisthe farm?’ asked Andy.

“ Just outside of town,” said Dom. “ Three miles south.”

“ Maybe | should cal first.”

“ John told me he has his shotgun ready if anyone bothers Lucy,” said
Hobart. “ He and | have an agreement for me to watch Lucy while she's at
the fair.”

Dom rolled his eyes and then turned to Andy. “ You can try and call,
but you' re not gonna get that farm. Apels don’t have a phone. John says if
you'’ re on the phone, you' re not working. Farm work isn’t easy, Mr. Reese.
People in town here helped them with the cost of the trip. They leave next
week. The Apel boys and Porky will run the farm.”

“ Next week?” Andy pressed hislips and turned toward the front win-
dow’s reversed lettering. He still feared tampering with history. Through his
conflicting emotions he somehow understood Geiger’ s ability to make peo-
ple think and take responsibility, yet change would only result from personal

motivation not edicts, rules and regulations. Being back in time meant he
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would never see Kate again, but if she were to be born in an atered future,
maybe she would not die in atermination clinic.

“ You need acut?’ asked Dom as Hobart got up and dropped coins
into his hand.

“ Who me?’ asked Andy.

“ No, the fifty people waiting in line behind you.”

Andy smiled as Dom rang up a mechanical cash register with large
keys, pop up numbers, and aNCR logo. “ When I'm ready | will stop by.”

“ Okay.” Dom grabbed the broom from the paneled sidewall and bent
the bristles across the black and white linoleum squares. “ Now, John and his
boys come in for supplies at the feed and grain on Saturday afternoons. Sun-
day everyoneis a the ten AM service.”

“ People go to church here,” said Hobart. “ We ain't city folk.”

“ Huh?’

“ People can pursue their own ends,” he said, pointing. “ Wedon't
need twisted magazine articles. I'll be watching you, Reese.”

“ Yeah, yeah,” said Dom. He dapped atowel over Hobart’ s face, fi-
naly squelching his caustic comments. “ What our chief istrying to say is
people have roots here, Andy.”

“ | guessthey do.” Andy looked through the front window at the sunlit
buildings. The breeze from the fans had cooled his sweaty skin.

“ What about the graduation?’ asked Phil.

Dom dapped hisrazor on astrap. “ Yeah, right. Lucy isthe class vale-
dictorian. She's going to give her essay as a speech tonight.”

“ The Register is sending a reporter down here for it,” said Phil.
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“ Bright girl that Lucy,” said Dom. One of the Cardinals stuck out end-
ing theinning. “ They left three guys on base!”

“ If Lucy’s so bright, why does she have that spoiled brat, Brucie
Benson, as a boyfriend?’ asked Hobart from under the towel.

“ Hisfather owns the haf the real estate in thistown,” said Dom.

A shiny black Ford pulled into one of the diagonal parking space
across the street. The driver’'s door slowly opened and a good-looking guy
with dick hair and a straight nose stepped outside. He wore pleated pants, a
white shirt with suspenders, and adark tie. A taller man with trimmed bristly
gray hair, but also dressed well, got out the passenger door and gazed down
the sidewalk. Andy’ s wondered about the Moloch consciousness. The two
men talked on the sdewak and waked under the store front awnings. Andy
saw Virginia plates.

Dom held therazor in hishand. “ Being awriter must bring you al
over the place.”

“Yes, dr,” said Andy, looking back. “ Y ou wouldn’t believe where

I’ve been.”
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6

Andy thanked the hefty lady with the white apron wrapped around her
pink flowered dress. He sidestepped aong the bleachers, gnawed athird ham
and cheese sandwich and let the tingling red punch swish around his mouth.
None of the ladies in the high school gym questioned who he was nor his lib-
era food intake. The large, black framed Roman numeral clock on the airy
blue wall above the bleachers ticked toward seven p.m. He set the glass on
the long white table cloth and walked through the open doors. The sun
hugged the corn stalks and projected an orange hue across an open air crowd
nestled in between the brick school and cornfield. A central aide led up from
agravel lot bordering Main Street to a green canopy shielding a front gray
stage back dropped with awhite banner with green letters:

HANCOCK HIGH SCHOOL
CLASS OF 1939

Verbum sapienti
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A scent of fresh flowers sauntered through the warm evening air. La
dies wore colorful dresses and most men had stripped to white shirts and
loosened or removed thelir ties. Suit coats were draped over the wooden
folding chairs. Dignitaries and probably teachers sat on the glossy black and
gold captain’s chairs near a central wood podium decorated in green and
white, and surrounded by cascading red roses. None of the students were on
stage or near the front row’s empty chairs. Andy would not recognize Lucy
Apdl if she crossed the stage right now. He checked the rows of the brawny
men and hearty women seated next to antsy children. A dim lady with per-
med brown hair and a bright red dress, positioned herself in front of the pi-
ano, lifted her fingers to the keys, and set off arousing serenade of Pomp
and Circumstance. The audience responded with a quick round of applause
as boysin green robes and girls in white robes with matching caps and tas-
sals lined up along the brick school. He was drawn to a girl with short,
straight black hair, midnight eyes, and a pumpkin face. She trotted up the
stairs, gracefully crossed the stage and sat to the left of the podium.

A couple of adults approached her, shook her hand and offered afew
words. Andy was convinced she was Lucy Apel. He was not sure why he
found her so compelling. Perhaps it was her role in the Seraph history
change. His preoccupation was broken by the presence of the two men from
Virginia, standing in the sunlight next to their sedan, parked across from the
gravel lot. The Seraph warning about the Moloch jolted his fast beating heart.
When the men wandered across the gravel |ot toward the assembly, Andy re-

treated into the gym doorway, and the two men sat in the back row.
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The sharp shadows, thatched with bright beams cut through the comn-
stalks. Andy focused on a burly man with a full mustache seated by two
strapping young men and a thin woman with gold wire rimmed glasses. The
dark eyed girl on stage would occasionally look at them and smile as
perfunctory speeches, extolling the school and town, hung in the humid
summer air.

But Andy was worried about the two men in the back row. The man
with straight nose wrote vigoroudly into a three ring notebook while the older
guy studied the stage. Andy thought about questioning them about their pres-
ence at the graduation. The girl stood quickly as the crowd applauded. Her
dark hair rested perfectly on her white robe and in her hands were several
pieces of white paper. She smiled and approached to the wooden podium,
shuffled her papers and panned the audience.

Her voice was smooth and melodic. “ Mr. Cogswell, Mrs. Atherton,
councilmen, and fellow students. My nameis Lucy Apel and I’ ve lived sev-
enteen years on this planet. Many of you have been here a little longer. Some
alot longer.”

Chuckles, like an aberrant pinball bounced through the crowd. Lucy
smiled and pushed back her green and white tassal. “ | have been most for-
tunate to win awriting contest offered by the President’s Committee of the
New York World's Fair.”

This time applause shook the assembly, but she raised her palms.
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“No, | didn’t say it for applause. | think,” she said as the ovation di-
minished. “ | think the committee and the fair itsdlf istrying to bring this
country forward from the depths of depression. President Grover Whalen
and others have done this by construction on 1216 acres of aformer Flush-
ing Queen ash dump; a marvel ous exhibition that looks to the world of to-
MOrrow.

| have seen newsreds of the fair. President Roosevelt realized the im-
portance of the fair by traveling to New Y ork and officially opening the fair to
the nation and the world. He said and | quote: ‘... the eyes of the United
States are fixed on the future.’

The world of tomorrow beckons for us all. New innovations will daz-
zle us and the convenience of innovation will provide us with outstanding lei-
sure hours, easing the drudge of the past. But with that convenience and
added time will come the greatest challenge of all.

Herman Gelger asks us to use prudence within the new socia technoc-
racy.”

Andy turned from the two men in the back row and focused clearly on
Lucy in her white robe.

“ Professor Geiger believes, unlike the past, where boundaries were
duly set for us al, the future will require usto be, and | quote: ‘ the guardians
of practicality and morality.’”

The two guysin the back row also perked up when she mentioned
Gelger and the younger guy took copious notes.

“ What does this mean? Don’'t we all make out own moral and practi-
ca decisions now? Well, yes, we do. Let me give you an example. When my

mother and father were born there was no radio. No Jack Benny program or
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Burns and Allen. And especidly no Martians landing in New Jersey.” The
people laughed. “ Thank you, Mr. Orson Wélls. Last October at the Hallow-
een dance | believed for a few minutes that Martians were landing in New Jer-
sey because | wanted to believe. What apowerful force radio is. We have to
decide what we believe just as we used to judge a man’s word, but dramais
more alluring. In the world of tomorrow it will become increasing difficult to
challenge what is handed to us. Not only on radio, but in an increased ability
to travel from place to place on super highways, leaving the roots of a small
town like ours behind.

People will have more time, yes. Newer and quicker appliances will ac-
complish that. But what do we do with al that extra time? Will we become
like sdlf-indulgent spoiled rich kids and never have enough and expect things
will be given to us? These are serious questions and like Professor Geiger
has said, we had better think about them or fall into the future without
guestioning the ramifications of our great technology.”

Lucy turned to the teachers and dignitaries on the platform.

“ Now, | have been asked to read my essay to the President’s Committee of
the New York World's Fair.”

Andy noticed the two empty chairsin the back row. The two guys re-
treated across the lot. The younger one carried his notebook under hisarm as
the older man gestured with his hands. Lucy took out another piece of paper
as they crossed the street.

“ How wonderful it isto livein our time. Surviving hard times not only
alows us to see where we have been, but now we can imagine the hope of

tomorrow. We are dive at the cusp of great innovations and inventions des-
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tined to ease the burdens of mankind. In New Y ork City men have provided
us a glimpse into the future.

Did you know great concrete highways will extend from the Atlantic to
the Pacific? Thirty years from now you will step inside your streamlined car
in Boston and drive at high speeds aong roadways to Los Angeles, Califor-
nia. Y ou need not stop at traffic lights or wait for pedestrians to cross the
street. Y ou can see this at the General Motors Futurama at the New Y ork
World' s Fair. Our lives will be streamlined.

In my kitchen | will be surrounded by new inventions. Disheswill be
washed automatically. Vegetables need not be canned in atime consuming
process, but will be taken smply from a freezer and heated on the stove. A
working robot caled, “ Elektro,” isdready drawing in visitors at the fair.
Maybe he will sweep the floor for me or change the bed linens. All of these
changes will give me more time with my family.

And at night we will no longer listen to radio. Strange as it seems,
something called television will show us movies on asmall screenin our liv-
ing rooms. Such a demonstration is aready in place a the RCA exhibit a the
fair. | will sit with my husband and children and be brought to faraway
places.

Maybe we will live a place called Democracity, although you are sup-
posed to wait a hundred years according to the people at the fair. They say
everyone will march and sing in unison in the world of tomorrow. How we
face tomorrow iscritical. | look forward to tomorrow’ s innovations, but |
adways remember what my father has told me since | was alittle girl: “ If it
sounds to good to be true it probably isn’'t.” My father can be cynical, but

strong and quick in his judgments, and | am wide eyed. | say let us dream
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about the future and explore the innovations at the fair, but let us dways use
what my mother calls, “ common sense.” In closing let me use on more
guote. The German philosopher, Herman Geiger, captured the essence of
what is to come when he said ten years before he fled Nazism's unfulfilled
promises. * My eyes marvel at the future, but my feet are firmly planted in the
past.’

Lucy Apd, April 19, 1939, Hancock, lowa.”

Andy’s skin erupted with goose bumps as the group stood and agp-
plause rocked the thick air. He alternated glances between Lucy and the men
now next to the sedan across the street. As the principal introduced the
president of the class, Andy dipped aong the brick building. What if the Mo-
loch were back here and watching the key players on the timeline? He re-
mained against the brick facade and tried to unravel Lucy’s true place on the
Sergph timeline.

The two men wandered down the sdewak and entered alittle restau-
rant with a flashing red sign in the window. Andy skirted the assembly and
reached the sidewalk. He jogged across the street to the car window. A
Washington, DC newspaper, Geiger’ s book on technology, and two empty
Coke bottles were strewn across the front seat. Other papers, several with
headers from the Bureau of Protection were strewn over the back seat.

Andy raised his brow, checked the restaurant and pivoted in the road.
He moved diagonally until he was safely behind the brick wall and breathed
rapidly as he placed his open palms against the cold bricks and rough mortar.

The class president had finished his speech, but unlike Lucy’s grand
ovation, received atepid response. The principa and a couple of older peo-

ple, perhaps teachers, stood next to a wide table stacked with thin dark
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books. Andy again eyed the car as principal announced the awarding of the
diplomas. The agents concern with Geiger elevated the professor’ s impor-
tance in history and Andy’s new awareness of what Sergphs wanted him ac-
complish left him shaken.

He stood unobtrusively near the brick building and stared Lucy Apel
on the stage. She smiled as each of her fellow students climbed the stairs and
trekked across the stage to receive their diplomas. The Geiger connection to
her was unclear. He tapped his thumbnail againgt his teeth. Seventy-five years
from now the technology promised at the fair would supersede the dreams of
thisera. The individua responsibility proclaimed by Geiger existed in the fu-
ture, but had blended into a skewed acceptance and blind faith in new inno-
vations,

“ Lucy Anne Apel,” said the principdl.

Lucy stood to arumble of applause, crossed the stage, and the princi-
pa placed the black diplomabook in her hand. She smiled at the family inthe
front row and then shook the principa’s hand. Andy caught sight of the
agents again, holding green soda bottles at the curb. For the next ten minutes
they stood like weather worn statues until the principd finished awarding the
diplomas and spouted forth a chain of monotonous remarks about the class
of 1939. Asthe agents drifted a few feet down the sdewalk, the piano player
again broke into Pomp and Circumstance and L ucy followed her classmates
off the stage. Her family and the rest of the crowd stood within a strong
round of applause as she whispered something to a blonde girl next to her
and then produced the same wide smile Andy found interesting. The class
and the audience headed for the gym, but the two agents lingered near the
edge of the cornfield.
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More metal pedestal fans transformed the heavy air into lighter and
cooler currents. Under the retracted basketball backboard Andy nibbled on
tuna fish sandwich halves and chips, and maintained an inconspicuous pres-
ence at the food and punch table. Lucy Apel listened to atall, shallow faced
kid with a snooty voice and then scurried over to her girlfriend. Within the
crowd, the solid framed man with the bristly brown mustache, accompanied
by athin woman with peppered hair, in agray and mauve flowered dress, and
wire rim glasses, spoke with the principa. Across the gym Lucy and her girl-
friend giggled as they drifted toward the outside door. Andy gripped his
punch glass when the two agents approached her in the doorway and led the
two girlsoutside. A few moments later the blonde friend rushed back into the
gym and Andy marched across the squeaky, polished floorboards.

Around the bricks he stuck his head into the warm, fresh air. Lucy’s
confused expression near the stage turned fearful as the men loudly badgered
her. Maybe they were questioning her about mentioning Geiger in her essay.
The broad shouldered John Apel, trailed by the blonde girl, passed Andy
through the gym door. He broke into a trot and pointed his finger.

“ Get away from my daughter!”

The younger agent flipped identification. “ Sir, we have lega rightsto

be here. We are agents of the-”
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Lucy’sfather’ sfists tightened. “ | don’t give adamn who you are!”

The agent with gray wispy hair and wide suspenders continually jabbed
his finger and his eastern accented words cut the early evening air. The
cords in John Apd’s neck protruded through tightened skin. Andy left the
punch glass on the grass and paralleled the empty wooden seats.

“ Y ou had better understand,” said the younger agent. He sounded
cocky and self-assured. “ War is on the horizon in Europe.”

“ Don't you read the newspapers?’ asked the older guy.

“ | know about war. And | don’t take kindly to browbeating,” said
John in aclear, well enunciated voice. He adjusted his maroon tie. “ My
daughter responded to a contest offered by the president of the New Y ork
World's Fair.”

The older guy fingered his chest. “ Sheisonthinice, Apd.”

“ Why don’'t you head back east where you came from, Mister?’
shouted John. “ Are you the ones snooping on my property?’

“ Wejust got into town,” said the older man.

“Yourealiar.”

Andy did aong the last row of chairs. Lucy turned, looked at him for
several seconds, but spun back as the agent scolded John. “ Y our daughter
has corresponded with a German national.”

“ Professor Geiger left Germany because of differences with Hitler.
You'vegot it wrong,” said Lucy, pushing back her tassel. Then she took off
the cap. “ My letters to Professor Gelger relate to his books and theories.”

“ Gelger isasocia activist and may even be acommunist,” said the

young agent forcefully. “ He could even by a Nazi deeper.”
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“ He's not acommunist nor is heaNazi,” replied Lucy. “ That'sjust
not true.”

“ Areyou privy to report on this man, young lady?’ asked the older
guy in aheavy eastern accent.

“ | wrote to him three times. That's dl.”

“ We could take you in right now,” said the young agent. “ It'stime
you answered some questions.”

John Apel’s dark eyes ignited and he shoved the young man hard
enough to send him tumbling onto the stage. The older guy grabbed John’s
shirt, swung hisfist into John’'s jaw and knocked him onto the grass. Lucy
rushed to her father. “ Leave my father alone!”

“ You are coming with us, Miss Apdl. Y ou will answer our questions
for therecord. ”

“ You hit my father!”

When the younger agent grabbed Lucy’s arm, Andy shot from the
chairs and legped through the air. The heel of hisfoot connected into the
agent’ s side, just bdow the ribs, and forced the air from hislungs. He
smacked the guy with several quick leg thrusts. The older man produced a
gun from under his coat, but Andy quickly kicked it across the stage, and the
agent grabbed his wrist. The younger agent, hunched over, held his ribs and
winced as he shuffled back. * Japanese stuff!”

“ 1 need my gun,” said the older man.

“ Get out of here!” yelled Andy.

John sat up his daughter’s arms.

“ You have attacked two agents of the Bureau of-"

“Yougetlost or I'll get the local police over here. | don't think
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they’ll be too keen on you harassing townspeople here in Hancock.”

Neither man said anything. The older guy, sill holding hiswrigt,
stepped dowly on stage and retrieved his gun. He stuck it under his suit codt.
Andy kept his extended hands in a dlow circular motion as he crept forward.
With fear battered expressions, the two men edged toward the center aidle
and backtracked to the street. They crossed the street and as they got inside
the sedan, Andy wondered why he was not under arrest. They were pushy
and abrasive, but sill looked human. How would he recognize the Moloch?

John called from behind. He was on his feet and held his jaw next to
Lucy. “ I've ever seen anything like that! Where' d you learn to fight like that,
Mister?’

Andy turned once the car had disappeared down the street.

“ Instruction. Y ou need to call your police chief. That guy, Hobart.”

“ Hobart?’ asked John, laughing as he rubbed his chin. “ He couldn’t
fight his way out of a paper bag.”

“ Dad and Hobart don't get along,” said Lucy.

With afirm, tough grip he squeezed Andy’s hand. “ John Apel.”

“I’'m Andy Reese.”

“ He packed awallop, son.”

“ But Mr. Reese packed a bigger wallop,” said Lucy.

John tightened hisbrow. * You're fighting skills are impressive, Mr.
Reese. Real impressive.”

“ He had it coming.”

“ Dad, Mr. Reese the kind help we need... By the way, I'm Lucy.”

“ 1 know.”

“You do?
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“ Wdll, you gave that wonderful speech.”

“ Mr. Reese,” said John, touching hisjaw again. “ We need protec-
tion. People have been stalking my farm and Lucy here in town. | don’t know
who they are and Hobart isuseless as... well he'susdless. I'm afraid Lucy’s
essay has stirred things up.”

“ What do you do, Mr. Reese?’ asked L ucy.

“ I’m awriter amongst other things. | actually came back to ask you if
| could chronicle Lucy’strip to New York. | read her essay in the paper.”

“ | understand.” John looked Andy over. “ | don’t know if | want any
more coverage of Lucy’sopinions. Like | said, things got crazy since the es-
say was published. Again, I’ ve had trespassers on my property. And herein
town people following my daughter. Right Lucy?’

“ Strangers,” said Lucy.

“ Wdll,” said Andy, smiling. “ | can assure you |I'm not a trespasser
nor a stalker.”

“ No, | don't think that for aminute,” said John. “ | am grateful to
you, Mr. Reese, but | don’t want any more publicity for Lucy.’

“ Where are you from, Andy?’ asked Lucy as they started back to the
gym.

“ Colorado. | just thought it was great you won that contest, Miss
Apd and that essay was brilliant.”

“ Why, thank you,” she said, placing her hand on her chest.

“ Please accompany us into the gym, Mr. Reese. If theradio’s signal
isgood FDR' s fireside chat is being broadcast at eight-thirty in the gym. And
| want to talk to you.”

“ FDR... that’sincredible,” replied Andy.
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Andy wondered, as they walked along the chairs and toward the gym
doorway, whether the agents would return or if his attack would prompt a
more extensive investigation. They should have arrested him and again he
questioned whether the Moloch had influenced them. Near the doorway he
stayed next to John Apel and Lucy. Another wood veneer radio with a glow-
ing yellow dial and a maroon fabric covered speaker, was placed next to a
crude microphone inside the gym. A sharp voiced announcer designated a
Chicago station and a second voice, probably from the network, soon ech-
oed throughout the gym. “ The Radio address of the president, broadcast
from the White House™”

The next voice was both reassuring and commanding. Andy squinted
and panned the crowd, young and old, gathered around the radio. “ My
friends: | think the American public and the American newspapers are ca-
tainly creatures of habit. Thisis one of the warmest evenings that | have ever
felt in Washington, D. C., and yet thistalk tonight will be referred to as afire-
sdetdk.

Our Government, happily, is a democracy. As part of the democratic
process, your President is again taking an opportunity to report on the pro-
gress of nationa affairs, to report to the real rulers of this country --the voting
public.

The Seventy-Fifth Congress, eected in November, 1936, on a plat-
form uncompromisingly liberal, has adjourned. Barring unforeseen events,
there will be no session until the new Congress, to be elected in November,
assembles next January.

On the one hand, the Seventy-Fifth Congress has left many things un-

done. For example, it refused to provide more businessiike machinery for
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running the Executive Branch of the Government. The Congress also failed
to meet my suggestion that it take the far-reaching steps necessary to put the
railroads of the country back on their feet. But, on the other hand, the Con-
gress, striving to carry out the Platform on which most of them were dected,
achieved more for the future good of the country than any Congress did be-
tween the end of the World War and the spring of 1933.”

Lucy whispered as Roosevelt’' s words filled the gym. “ Radio has
great power.”

“ S0, does FDR,” said Andy.

She nodded and motioned him back. “ FDR is a charismatic speaker
and leader, but he would not be able to do what he does, and lead the way he
does without that radio.”

“ You sound like you're still giving your speech.”

“ | am adways giving my speech,” she said with a puffy laugh.

“ Have you read Professor Geiger?”’

John turned briefly from the gym and Andy lowered hisvoice. “ A
little.”

“ What Professor Geiger says relates to the technology. We have to
think.”

“ FDR gives a speech and it'sa big deal,” said Andy.

“ You mean New Dedl,” she said with agrin. “ Just look inside, Mr.
Reese. | don’'t doubt the President has important things to say, but the hu-
man tendency is just to accept the authority because of the technology. Be-
cause we hear him on the radio. Do you understand?’

“ Unfortunately, | do.” The President’ s chat continued inside, but she
had made him think about what Roosevelt said.
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“ You will remember that ayear and a haf ago, nearly, on February 5,
1937, | sent a Message to the Congress dealing with the real need of Federal
Court reforms of several kinds. In one way or another, during the sessions of
this Congress, the ends -- | spoke of, the rea objectives -- sought in that
Message, have been substantially attained.

The attitude of the Supreme Court towards constitutional questionsis
entirely changed. Its recent decisions are €l oquent testimony of a willingness
to collaborate with the two other branches of Government to make democ-
racy work. The Government has been granted the right to protect its interests
in litigation between private parties (involving the constitutionality of Federa
statutes) when the constitutionality of Federa statutesisinvolved, and to go-
peal directly to the Supreme Court in all cases involving the constitutionality
of Federa dtatutes; and no single judge is any longer empowered to suspend
a Federa statute on his sole judgment asto its congtitutionality. A justice of
the Supreme Court may now retire at the age of seventy after ten years of
service, and a substantial number of additional judgeships have been created
in order to expedite the trid of cases, and finaly greater flexibility has been
added to the Federd judicial system by alowing judges to be assigned to
congested districts...”

“ Did you hear what he said?’ asked Lucy.

“ Yes, he wanted to pack the Supreme Court.”

“ FDR knows what he' s doing,” said John.

“ Dad loves FDR.” She yanked Andy back to the doorway again.

“ Yes, he did want to pack the court. Someday somebody is going to come
aong and sall awhole bill of goods and everyone will buy it. The country

needs Roosevelt now, but believe me, people have to think.”
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“ You speak beyond your years, Lucy.”

She lowered her voice again and pressed her lips before she spoke.
“ No... | just think.”

Andy looked back at theradio. “ It makes no difference to me
whether you call it arecession or adepression. In 1932 the total national in-
come of al the people in the country had reached the low
point of thirty-eight billion dollarsin that year. With each succeeding year it
rose. Last year, 1937, it had risen to seventy billion dollars -- despite defi-
nitely worse business and agricultura pricesin the last four months of last
year. Thisyear, 1938, while it istoo early to do more than give a mere esti-
mate, we hope that the national income will not fal below sixty billion dollars,
and that is alot better than thirty- eight billion dollars. We remember aso that
banking and business and farming are not faling apart like the one-hoss shay,
asthey did in the terrible winter of 1932 to 1933.”

Andy stood with John Apel just outside the gym door as FDR'’ s voice
reverberated inside. John nudged hisribs. “ That man saved my farm. FDR
and Henry Wallace. I'll vote for him aslong as he runs.”

Andy grinned. Roosevelt sounded as if he were ending the talk.

“ This being afree country with freedom of expression --especidly with
freedom of the press, asis entirely proper -- there will be alot of mean blows
struck between now and Election Day. By "blows' | mean misrepresentation

and personal attack and appeals to pregjudice. It would be alot better, of
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course, if campaigns everywhere could be waged with arguments instead of
with blows.

| hope the liberal candidates will confine themselves to argument and
not resort to blows. For in nine cases out of ten the speaker or the writer
who, seeking to influence public opinion, descends from calm argument to
unfair blows hurts himself more than his opponent.

The Chinese have a story on this -- a story based on three or four
thousand years of civilization: Two Chinese coolies were arguing heatedly in
the middle of acrowd in the street. A stranger expressed surprise that no
blows were being struck by them. His Chinese friend replied: "The man who
strikes first admits that his ideas have given out."

| know that neither in the summer primaries nor in the November eec-
tions will the American votersfail to spot the candidate whose ideas have
given out.”

John instructed Andy to wait at the door. He headed inside and talked
to his wife as the crowd filed by Andy at entrance. Mrs. Apel raised her hand
to her mouth when John pointed to the outside door and thrust hisleg out.
She nodded and John escorted her to the doorway. “ Mr. Reese, thisismy
wife, Mavis.”

“ Mrs. Apdl, pleasure to meet you.”

“ Thank you for helping John. There's been so much trouble since

Lucy won that contest. Lord have mercy on usall.”

“ Sounds that way,” said Andy.

“ Well, that’s what | want to speak to you about,” said John. “ | can
size aman up and you're okay. | want you to stay with us at the farm for the

next week or so. Y ou can write what you want, although I’ d appreciate if you
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didn’'t publish it right now, and | want you to accompany usto the fair. If
you have time to spare.”

Andy smiled. “ | don’t know what to say.”

“I'll pay you asmall stipend and we can feed you, Mr. Reese, and get
you into the fair. | want my daughter safe, even in New York. You just dem-
onstrated you can keep Lucy safe. What do you say?”’

“ That's al | wanted in the first place. ”

John held his forearm tightly. “ | just want to make sure no one hurts
my daughter.”

“ But | haven't even given you references,” said Andy.

“ References mean nothing. Y ou can get anyone to say anything. | pre-

fer to judge aman on an individua basis. What do you say?’

“ I’ll make sure she's safe.”
“ Good, then you'll do it?’ asked Mrs. Apdl.
“Yes”

John shook his hand and smiled. His teeth were straight, but tainted.
“ Good, | can't wait to tell loud mouth, Hobart, he's staying back in lowa.”

“ Now, John. Hobart has aways been alittle... well, jumpy,” said Mrs,
Apd.

“ He doesn’'t know when to stop,” said John, looking outside. “ My
son, Ned is bringing up the truck.”

“ And Harley has that hot rod.”

“ 1t'snot a hot rod, Mavis.”

“ S0, he says, John.” Sheturned to Andy. “ Where are you staying
now, Mr. Reese?’

“ Andy... And | just got into town this afternoon.”
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“ Oh, well, get your luggage then,” said Mrs. Apdl. “ We have room
in the side house.”

Thoughts of the Seraph’s spinning spiral returned. “ I, | had a mis-
hap. My luggage was lost.”

“ Stupid railroads,” said John.

“ Boys have extra clothes,” said Mrs. Apel. “ Come with us, Mr.
Reese.”

She held Andy’swrist and led him along the chairs. Andy stared at the
empty space across the street where the two agents had parked the sedan. In
the dusk light, aloud little black Ford pick-up truck with a short bed stopped
at the curb. Lucy moved inside the cab next to a kid with dark hair and a blue
checkered shirt. He stuck his elbow out the open window. A second vehicle,
louder and polished blue with spiffy chrome, pulled along the sdewalk and
idled behind the truck.

“ I'll ridewith you, Mavis, in Harley’s car,” said John.

“ Oh, no. I’'m not riding in that... machine.” She returned to the truck.

John shrugged his shoulders. “ Women... Come on, Andy

At the car window Harley leaned over. His voice had a clear tone.
“ Is he the one who beat up the two guys, Dad?’

“ Yup. Yup. Saved my skin. He' s going to New Y ork with us. Andy
Reese, thisis my son, Harley.”

Harley had dark eyes like Lucy and his mother. “ Andy, what you did
for my father. Thanks.”
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“ Sure.” Andy did inside and was wedged between Harley and John.
He extended his arms along the back of the seat as Harley shifted and nudged
near the truck’s bumper. Lucy turned in the cab.

“ Keep your distance, hot shot,” said John.

“Yes, gr,” said Harley with awide grin. The wide contours of his face
looked more like his John, but with dark eyes. Once Ned moved the truck
forward, Harley maintained at least three-car length distance.

“ Y ou one of those Chinese kickers, Mr. Reese?’

“ A martid arts practitioner.”

“ Oh...”

The car hummed past Dom’ s barber shop down Main Street.

A few hundred yards ahead, Harley downshifted and banked |eft where
the pavement ended. Lucy, Ned, and Mrs. Apel were in the headlight glare as
the truck bounced down the dirt road. At dusk the cornfields lining the road
assumed taller, silhouetted forms like rows of silent soldiers. John twisted his
lips. “ You boys are going to have to run this farm while we're in New
York.”

“ Don’'t worry, Dad, we have Porky.”

“ That's exactly why | worry.” John tapped Andy’sarm. “ | was tell-
ing my wife, | won't need my shotgun with you on the property, Andy. That
realy was quite adisplay.”

“ Shotgun?’ asked Andy.

John and Harley exchanged quick glances. “ Yeah... Lucy and Mrs.

Apel are nervous about it.”
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“ Dad fired at two guys last month,” said Harley, gripping the whed
with one hand. He popped the clutch and moved the column shift with the
other hand. “ They were back again last week.”

“ Near the side house. Same two guys. Y oung guys. Looked Euro-
pean. Foreigners.”

“ Hobart saw them hanging out at the coffee shop,” said Harley.

“ Out of towners... No offense, Andy.”

“ That's okay.” He was still not sure if the Moloch control had spread
to human beings. Maybe these evolved humans would never pass back
through time. “ Why were they on your property?’

“ My guestion exactly. | called out to them.”

“ They just stood there,” said Harley, turning at the corner. Ahead, a
white house with along front porch was positioned under wide tapering trees
and anumber of barns at the bottom of along cornfield dope. Barbwire fol-
lowed the wide boards of an unpainted fence beyond the corn into the yard.
“ They didn’t run until Dad fired the gun in the air.”

“ | don't take kindly to two things, Andy: Men who don’t give afull
day’ s work-"

“ What about Porky?’ asked Harley.

“ Porky excluded... And anyone who threatens my family is my en-
emy.”

“ Lucy saysthey were Nazis were after Gelger back east,” said Harley.

“ Lucy has animagination. That Geiger put too many ideas in her
head. I"m counting on your fighting skills if anyone shows up, now or in New
York City, Andy,” said John as they passed through the open front gate. “
S0, you keep an eye out.”
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“ 1 will,” he said. Harley’ s foot hit the brake peda and the hot rod
kicked up the dirt. The white house' s sloping porch was dark and Andy did
not see telephone poles or eectrical lines dong the road. He smiled and
shook his head.

“ What's so funny?’ asked John.

“ 1 just realized you don’'t have power out here.”

“ Thisisn't the big city, Andy.”

“ It'scoming,” said Harley “ Like the dark ages out here.”

John leaned over Andy. “ I've lived fifty-two years without electric-

ity.”

“1"d like to be able to listen to Fibber McGee,” said Harley.

“ Look what radio did with that Wars of the Worlds,” said John as the
truck stopped under the tree branches.

“ War of the Worlds,” said Harley. “ | didn’'t believeit.”

“ 1 did for awhile. We were at the Higgens' s house while Lucy was at
the dance with Brucie Benson.”

Andy ran his tongue aong the inside of his mouth and creased his
brow. He gazed through the cab window at Lucy’s dark hair and the dust
from both vehicles billowed behind and huge, convoluted, white-orange cu-
mulous clouds hung over the farm house trees. Andy watched her emerge
from the truck and wondered about her importance in time. Her rounded
face, tiny nose and jaw was tinted in dusk’s eerie glow.

He stepped onto the dirt driveway. The peppers chirping inundated the
night and an acrid stench aternately wafted by the vehicles. Lucy pointed to
the fleet of scattered lightning bugs dternately pulsing light in the encroaching

darkness. “ There, John” said Andy. “ Now, you have power.”
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“ Bugswon't run radios,” said Harley.

Mrs. Apel carried Lucy’s cap and gown up the porch steps.
“ Do these go back to Mr. Dylan, Lucy dear?’

“ Yes, Mom.” Lucy walked toward Harley’s car. She aso inherited her
father’ s wider frame and her mother’s dark eyes and hair. “ So, you really
want to write about me, Mr. Reese?’

“ Wadll, it would appear my primary job is protecting you.” She
seemed to like that. “ But, yes, | would love to hear you opinions and write
about your adventure, Miss Apel.”

“ Oh, you can call me Lucy.” They followed the rest of the family to-
ward the porch. “ Everyone calls me Lucy.”

“ Only if you cal me, Andy.”

“Yes, Mr. Reese,” she said and then her laugh erupted. “ Okay,
Andy.”

John struck a match on the clapboard. He touched an oil lamp wick
and lifted the lamp from the wall. Ned joined Harley and quickly lit theinside
lamps. The high ceiling, yellow striped wallpaper and lace curtains material-
ized in wavy amber light. A sooty odor and a hint of the evening’s supper
were in the Suffy air.

Mrs. Apdl turned near the kitchen. “ Lucy, would be so kind to make
the extra bed in the side house?’

“ Sure, Mom.”

“ Ned, you go out there with her,” said John.

“ | thank you both for this opportunity,” said Andy.

“No, no. | fed likel can finaly rest easier,” said John.

“ Maybe he'll place that shotgun back in the cabinet,” said Mrs. Apdl.
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John put his arm around Andy and walked him into the parlor. He
again struck a match and ayellow flame ignited from the oil lamp hung on the
blue flowered wallpaper. “ Have a seat, Andy.”

“ Thank you, sir.” He had not planned to call John so formally.

John removed a cigar from abox on the table. “ 1’d offer you a cigar
but you’ re too young to be smoking. How old are you?’

“I'll be twenty-five next month.”

“ Oh... You sound like you' ve gone to college.”

“ | went to Southern California Polytech.”

“ What?’

“ SCP, Los Angeles. I'm a... | study astronomy and have an engineer-
ing degree. The fair isright up my aley. Before | find afull timejob I'd like
to write about the fair and Lucy’ strip. And...”

“ Here comes the other shoe.” John puffed on the cigar and then held
it between hisfingers. “ Look, I’'m acynical man, Andy. You could be Joe
Blow or Joe Stalin for al | know, but | have two reasons for accepting your
offer. | told you | can size up a man pretty quick. Second, I'm deadly seri-
ouswhen | tell you I’ ve never seen anybody fight like you did back at the
school. | have intruders on my property and Lucy thought she was being fol-
lowed as number of timesin the last two weeks. Hobart has poo-pooed it all.
What were you going to say?’

Andy swallowed. “ | left Colorado because my sister just died.”

“I'm sorry,” said John and his eyesfilled. “ Listen, we can talk later.
Sometimes these things take time, Andy. We leave for New Y ork in the truck

aweek from tomorrow. My sister Charlotte has a place is Credwdl, New Jer-
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sey. We'll stay there while we're at the fair. The boys and Porky will work
the farm.”

“ Is Lucy going to school 7’ asked Andy.

“ She doesn’t have plans for that. Most girls out here, Andy, get mar-
ried and have kids.” He brought the cigar up, puffed again and kept it be-
tween histeeth. “ Inaway I’'m glad she'll be gone for awhile and away from
Brucie”

“ The boyfriend?’

John shook his head and ripped the cigar from his mouth. “ Oh, Lucy,
she'salittle naive. Brucie Benson says what you want him to say... Anyway,
you watch Lucy here and back east. You'll get room and board and later, the
story if you need to write it. I’'m sorry about your sister.”

“ Timewill hed it, Mr. Apdl.”

“ John... and have we got an agreement?’

Andy grasped his extended firm hand. “ We have an agreement.”
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The floor creaked under the kitchen’s worn blue marble linoleum and
dim light strokes strayed onto a busy diagonally patterned brown and beige
wallpaper. Mrs. Apel escorted Andy past the worn wood table and chairs
and they exited through the white-framed screen door. Andy’s eyes quickly
adjusted to the gray shaded tree branches and barn outlines. Dim yellow ail
lamps burned in a small white ranch house, sandwiched between the corral
and the gambrel-roofed barn.

“ S0, Andy, you're awriter?’ asked Mrs. Apdl.

Andy panned the stars from Cygnus to Hercules. “ | think | know
more about the stars.”

“ Who's your favorite?’

“ Wdll, | study them.”

“ Y ou mean fan magazines?’

“Oh...”

Andy glanced at her as they crossed the packed dirt. He took in some
pungent barnyard odors, and listened to the occasiona pig grunts from the
pen near the barn. The approach of a night train, signaled by faint alow-
pitched whistle, beckoned over the darkened fields.
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“ You know, I’'m alittle reluctant for Lucy to be getting dl this praise
showered on her, you know, winning the World's Fair contest. Things have
gotten tense since that happened.”

Andy nodded as they neared the side house' s screen door. Lucy’s
contagious laugh drifted outside along with what sounded like a muffled en-
gine motor. She tucked in the sheets on the front room cot. “ Sounds like
your daughter likes to laugh.”

“ She does. Among her other talents. My daughter seems to challenge
everything.”

Andy stopped before they got to the door. “ | think she'll be just
fine.”

“ Thisfair thing should be an experience. | keep telling John | need a
camerato remember it dl.”

“ A what?’

“ Camera, but we can't afford it. Do you own a camera?’

“ FHIm camera?’

“ Isthere any other kind?’ asked Mrs. Apdl.

Andy once owned afilm camera as a boy, but his digital camera sat on
the shelf of his apartment eighty years hence. “ | guess not. | own a cam-
erg, but it isn't here.”

She nodded, but held hiswrist before they went inside.  This man,
Professor Geiger, Andy... he and Lucy have corresponded. See, he's from
Germany and now John says that’s why agents from the government were
guestioning Lucy and pressuring John after the graduation... Or at |east they

were until you stepped in. | don’t want you to get in trouble either.”
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Andy held her hand. “ Mrs. Apdl, | think they thought they could
come into arural town and harass Lucy. They know she's done nothing
wrong and | don’t think they’ |l be back.”

“ Areyou sure?’

“ Yeah”

“ But people have been on the property, too. None of this started until
Lucy won the essay contest.”

“ Then I’'m glad I'm here. Come on, let’sgo inside.”

She twisted her lips as he opened the screen door and walked ahead.
With a quilt and awide smile Lucy crossed the room. Persistent revving
emanated from one of the back rooms. “ | don't think you'll be needing this
tonight with the heat, Mr. Reese.”

“ It does get warm in lowa.”

“ Only if you're not from lowa,” shesaid. “ Can | see what you've
written? Writing is something | like to do.”

“ 1 would if | could. I'm afraid I’'ll have to purchase more supplies. As
well as clothes. My belongings are... missing.”

“ We were sorry to hear about your baggage,” said Mrs. Apel.

“ Those sure are odd shoes though,” said Ned. He looked alot like
Lucy, but taller. After afew seconds he stooped and squinted at Andy’s
sneakers. “ They comfortable?’

“ Yeah”

“ You tell give me the address of the company. | want to write and get
apar. How much will it cost me?’

“ 1 got these for about sixty...”

“ Sixty cents. That'sworth it. Yup. If they’re comfortable.”
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Lucy turned at the edge of the cot. “ Heck, Neddie, it costs seventy-
five centsto get in the fair.” She leaned over and pretended she held a cigar
in her fingers. “ Of course Andy will have to cough up the change,” she
sad inaNew York City accent.

“ You'll have to appreciate my sister’s sense of humor, Mr. Reese,”
said Ned. “ She'saways clowning around.”

“ That was Groucho.”

“ Groucho?’ asked Andy. “ | guess we all need a good sense of hu-
mor.” In many ways Lucy’s attitude reminded him of Kate when she was
well.

“ How did you find out about this contest anyway?’ asked Ned.

“ Heread it in the paper way out in Colorado. Right Andy?’ asked
Lucy as she ran the chrome tap and filled a glass.

“ How did you find out to enter the contest?’ asked Ned.

“ Anybody else want water?’ asked Lucy.

“ Don't waste it. We don’'t want the well to go dry again,” said Mrs.
Apd.

“ Hope those days don’'t come back, Ma,” said Ned.

“ Wdll,” said Lucy, smacking her lips.

“ Lucy, please,” said her mother. “ That's rude behavior.”

“ It'slike this, Neddie. I’ ve always been a girl looking to the future.
And... | wanted afree passto the World' s Fair.”

“ Lucy isvery frugal,” said Ned.

“ S0, you got a pass for your entire family?’ asked Andy.
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“ Yup. And whoever tags along.” She put her arm around her lanky
brother. “ See, Neddie. | planned it well. A few well chosen words, a smat-
tering of prescient thoughts-"

“ What does the Sam Hill does that mean?’ asked Ned.

“ Looking ahead,” said Andy.

“ Lucy, you're so full of it,” added Ned as he pushed the screen door.

Lucy cupped her hand and called out as the door dammed.

“ Neddie. I'll keep aroom for you in my house when I’'m rich and famous.”

“ Lucy, you'll wake Porky,” said Mrs. Apel. “ They really do like
each other, Mr. Reese.”

Lucy finished the glass of water and set it on the red-checkered table-
cloth. “ Ned is smarter than he thinks he is. Smarter than Harley.”

“ Now, Lucy don't be comparing your brothers,” said her mother.

“ Harley is aworkhorse.”

“Yes,” shesaid turning to Andy. “ My mother isright. Everyone has
their own redeeming vaues. And,” she said, raising her finger. “ The ability
to face the future with responsibility and prudence.”

“ Sounds like professor Geiger,” said Andy.

Lucy turned quickly. “ You, | like. But if you're going to stay out
here, Mr. Reese, you' d better like to play Monopoly.”

Andy’s computer had a three dimensional Monopoly game board.

“ Sure, | know how to play.”

“You're hired.” She smiled, kissed her mother and headed out the

screen door. “ Good night al and to al agood night.”
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She disappeared into the barnyard shadows and reemerged a few mo-
ments later at the farmhouse’ s kitchen door. He smiled at Mrs. Apdl asthe
buzz snoring continued in the back room. “ Y ou have quite a daughter.”

“ She's always been a handful.”

“ Intdligent.”

“ Oh, always looking into things,” said Mrs. Apel as she straightened
the sheets and fluffed the pillow. “ Had to know about everything. How it
worked. When she was five years old she had John’s gold watch apart on the
kitchen table.”

“ Redly?’ He glanced toward the back room.

“ May the watch rest in peace. She took it apart and it’s Sitting in my
dresser drawer.”

“ That noise...”

Mrs. Apd broke into afull smile and laughed. She adjusted her
glasses. “ Why, that’s... that’s Porky. He' s John’s old friend and works here
on the farm.”

“ | can make room for you in the house, Mr. Reese.”

“ No, no, thisisfine.”

She tucked the handkerchief in her pocket. “ We have some of
Ned's clothes and | think even John’swill fit you until you find your things.”

“ 1 indst on helping you out here... earning my keep.”

“ That is most commendable. Thank you. Not an easy life on the farm,
but then again, in aweek we'll be on our way to New Y ork City or | should
say New Jersey and John's sister’s. But | reiterate my husband’ s concerns:
Watch my daughter, Mr. Reese. Keep Lucy safe. Promise me that.”
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The Seraphs warning of the Moloch shook Andy now. Then two gov-
ernment agents came to mind as he swallowed. “ | promise... I'll keep her
safe.”

Porky’ s snoring cranked like an unrelenting piston in the night. Andy
leaned his elbows aong the corra boards and looked up at Jupiter, a bright
pinpoint, as the warm, humid air brought in more barnyard smells and rustled
the leaves. The Seraphs were not on Ganymede in this time period, but did
find sanctuary on that Jovian moon in the distant future. He had accepted his
journey back into time at the moment he materialized on the Des Moines
street, but making sense of his challenge was a more formidable task. Helping
Gelger survive would enable Adolph Hitler to win The Second World War
and live another few years. Although he had committed himself to accompa
nying the Apelsto New York City, he was hesitant about warning Geiger or
preventing his degth at the fair. It was possible the Seraphs were lying or had
made mistakes in formulating aternative histories.

“ Andy?’ said Lucy. The screen door shut and she moved along the
side house. In the dim light she carried some folded clothes, a couple of |et-
tersand paper. “ | didn’'t see you inside.”

“ Just enjoying the stars and the smells.”

She looked skyward. “ Edwin Hubble says the stars are moving away
at high speeds.”
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Andy raised his brows and placed his hands on his hips. “ You're
quite precocious, you know that? That is exactly what killed the steady state
theories.”

“ | read about that. How the universe is static.”

“Itisn't,” said Andy. “ See, you are precocious.”

“Who me?’ she asked and smiled. Andy sniffed the pungent night
odors. “ The hogs leave their signature.”

“ | guessyou get used to it.”

“ | was born to it... Mom sent me out with some of Harley and Dad’'s
clothes.”

“ Great.”

“ Their work boots are back in the house. Y ou can get those in the
morning. And | have some paper and pencils.”

“ Thank you. | appreciate that.” She handed everything to him.

“ S0, you think the fair isalot of hype?’

“ Hype?’ she asked.

“ A lot of false promises.”

She shook her head and ran her fingers through her dark hair.

“ Oh, no. Not at all. | think much of what is at the fair will happen. That's not
the problem.”

Andy turned from the corra fence. “ What will happen?’

“ Thetdevison thing. Seeing and hearing. | think people will watch like
they listen to radio..”

“ 1t will become much likeradio,” said Andy. “ But the news will be-

come entertainment.”
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“ | like entertainment... but not on the news. The news should be re-
porting. People won't accept anything less.”

Andy sat on the bench across from her. “ People gradually accept
most anything.”

“ Your as confident as my dad. He gets something in his gut and he
never deviates from it. Sometimes he gets cynical. But he knows when he's
right.”

“ Your dad knows the world, what about you?’

Lucy propped her elbows on the table. “ Me, | am wide eyed and |
admit it. The promises at the fair of television, cars on super highways, and
the city of tomorrow is something that | find fascinating.”

“ | understand.” Andy visualized how things changed over the next
severa decades. “ What does Geiger say?’

“ Ah, funny you should ask. | have his three letters here... so you can
read them for you book. Professor Geiger challenges everyone to take re-
sponsibility and think when encountering technology. Like any indulgence
you need to know how and when to use it.”

Future virtual rooms flashed into Andy’s thoughts. “ Y ou mean how
we react to it.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“ Are you scheduled to meet with Geiger?’ asked Andy.

“You'll seein the letter, he will be at the fair off and on this summer,
according to Mr. Davenport, the official that’'s supposed to coordinate eve-
rything up there... Geiger spends time at the Soviet Pavilion or the Court of
Peace. | have amap of the whole place.”

“ Court of Peace, what' s that ajudicial thing?’

81



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

“ No, slly, that where al the countries have their pavilions. FDR
opened the fair from there.”

“ You don't seem to like FDR or at least you challenged every part of
that fireside chat.”

“ My friends,” she said, producing a surprisingly close approximation
of Roosevelt’s voice.

Andy grinned. “ That was good.”

“ 1 like FDR. Some things were necessary in the crisis. Had to be done
by the government because of the dump. ”

“ Agree with him?’ asked Andy as he yawned.

“ | agree with Professor Geiger. Individual responsibility, but it’s get-
ting late and it's been along day.”

“ Congratulations on your speech, Lucy. | redly liked it. It was dy-
namic just like FDR or JFK...”

“ JFK? Who's JFK?" she asked.

“ Just checking if you're listening.”

“ Wéll, | thank you for your accolades. Good night, Mr. Reese. Have
agood night’s sleep.”

“ With that bear in the back room?”’

Lucy smiled and looked at the side house. “ Porky’s been known to
wake the dead... That’swhy he'sin the side house.” She started back out-
side. “ Good night. I'm glad you came to town.”

“ Good night, Lucy.”

She again merged with the barnyard shadows, reappeared at the screen
door and slowly closed the outside door once she entered the darkened
kitchen. Andy held the clothes as he headed back to the side house and let
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the screen door hit his sneaker. The snoring sputtered like a portable gasoline
generator. He set the clothes on the chair, but gravitated to the oak desk’s
lamp flame and sat in the chair.

Gelger’s letters were inside blue legal sized envel opes and postmarked
from Ithaca, New Y ork. He dlid good linen quality paper, thick and pressed

with araised grain and watermark.

Dr. Herman Cei ger
Anmesbury Uni on Col | ege
64 Har pen Fl at

|t haca, New York

May 14, 1939

Dear Lucy,

Congratul ati ons and kudos for your essay. Look-
I ng ahead into the future is not an easy task. | was
struck by your insightful and prescient thoughts of
the Iife ahead of us. Technology is a wonderful gift
to manki nd, easing the burdens and the drudgery of
our forebears. You are right when you consi der man-
kind’s reaction to technology. | wonder what we wl|
do when our leisure tine expands. | ama little
cyni cal because | truly believe man nust be directed
and focused in his efforts. Maybe focus is possible
as chores ease and wonders expand. In ny ow |ife-
time | have heard radi o waves evolve froma few
crude signals to a fireside chat fromthe President
of the United States. Television is the next great
change and | fear greatly the inpact, and | believe
it wll be total, of a technology that nmakes it’s
participants passive viewers. Wiat wll we believe
and what will we becone?

Good luck at the fair and congratul ati ons on
your intuition. Always listen to it.
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Si ncerely,

Herman Geiger

Dr. Herman Cei ger

He stared at Geiger’s letter for afew seconds in the yellow light and
gently folded it back into the envelope. Geiger’ s ideas were incredibly com-
pelling in both accuracy and ability to gauge human tendencies. The profes-
sor seemed personable and gracious in his response to Lucy’sinitial |etter.
He picked up the second envelope, post marked May 30, 1939. Theinsde
letter looked identical to the first Ietter.

Dr. Herman Cei ger
Amesbury Uni on Col | ege
64 Harpen Fl at

It haca, New York

May 29, 1939

Dear Lucy,

Thank you for your second letter and for your
question about how we should react to radi o broad-
casts. | amelated you have read two of ny books at
your local library. Since |l left Germany in 1933 to
escape the Nazi horrors, | have becone nore and nore
convi nced that people will believe what they are
told. | think radio is a prime exanple of this and
Htler's and Dr. Coebbel’s use of that nedi um and
the filmnmediumis a paranount exanple of ny thesis.
W are all human and want to believe many prinmal il-
| usi ons. These nedi uns have credibility. Wen used
responsi bly, as with President Roosevelt’s |eader-
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ship during the hard economc tines, the nediuns
flourish. But even Roosevelt tried to pack the Su-
prenme Court with justices nore akin to his New Dea
prograns. My point, Lucy, and to answer your ques-
tion, is we nerely have to use the other side of our
human equati on: W nust think about what we are do-
ing. Htler would not be in power if people in Cer-
many had not substituted ranpant nationalismfor hu-
man reason. Secondly, we nust not becone apathetic
and | et our |eaders pronote their own agenda on

t hese new nedi uns. Think and be aware, Lucy. It’'s a
very sinple fornmla.

Sincerely,

Herman Geiger

Dr. Hernman Cei ger

Andy leaned back in the creaky oak chair. For the first time since the
Seraphs contact, he fully realized Geiger’s brilliance and how his death might
change the timeline, but he falled to comprehend how letting Hitler live was a
good thing. Even with the Fuehrer dying in 1949 and Germany’s empire des-
tined for disintegration, Andy had to fully trust the Seraphs before he acted.

“ It's so fragile. Change one thing and you risk major changes later.”
He took out the last |etter without folding the second letter. Thisletter

was typed on a piece of white onion skin paper.
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Dr. Hernman Cei ger
Amesbury Uni on Col | ege
64 Har pen Fl at

| t haca, New York

May 29, 1939
Dear Lucy,

O course | will neet you at the New York
Wrld s Fair. During the sumer, until | resune ny
duties at the college in Septenber, | intend to de-
vote ny time to further the cause of social technoc-
racy. | feel the best way to do that is to be a

presence at the fair.

When you arrive at the fair, look for ne at the
Sovi et Pavilion near the Lagoon of Nations or in the
Court of Peace, itself. | do look forward to neeting
you and havi ng a di scussi on about the future.

Yours truly,

Herman Geiger

Her man Gei ger

Andy’slids drooped and he lowered his head. He stood without plac-
ing the letters back in the envelopes, pulled back the cot blanket and a-

tempted to blow out the oil lamp. Then he found the knob lowering the wick
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and blew again, and the flame went out. As the wick glowed red in the dark,
he stripped down to his under shorts and fell back on the sheets.

In the darkness as the snoring continued, Andy knew the Seraphs were
aware Lucy Apd was the link to Geiger, and while he was ill unsure of the
their motives, he was certain of their ability to chart timelines. Without the
fair' stime capsule and Lucy’ s essay saved in various newspaper's, the Ser-
aphs might not have known of the Geiger connection in time. As he drifted
off, he understood he had unconsciously developed an agendato avenge
Kate' s termination clinic death, but he had to balance those hopes against
trusting the Seraph constructed future.
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Porky’ s undershirt bulged at the corners of his denim overdls. His
arms were large, but he did not seem particularly strong, and Andy did most
of the fence post lifting atop the hill severa hundred yards from the farm-
house. Porky sat on the pile of hand honed fence posts and took out ared
handkerchief. He dabbed the dribbling forehead sweat soaking his thinning
brown hair. “ Nothin' like a good day’s work to get the old ticker goin’.”

Andy balanced the fence post in the hole and removed his cotton
gloves. He walked across the brittle yellow grass and wiped his forearm
across his own brow. “ Porky.”

“ Sr,” he said, holding his lower back.

“ What' s the matter now?’

“ Just an old back injury from the war. | guttalose some weight.”

“You werein the war?’ asked Andy, placing his work boot on the
wood stack.

“ | don't like to talk about it.”

“ Oh...” Andy reached for the glass bottle, but Porky had drunk most
of the water and Andy did not want to jaunt down to the barnyard pump
again. “ Let me get this straight. Y ou're thirty-five years old.”

“Yes, Sir’
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“ And the war ended twenty-two years ago, which would make you
thirteen when it was over.”

“ Oh, | was brought in under a Act of Congress allowin’ younger men
to serve their country.”

“ What unit were you with?" asked Andy, imbibing the cool water.

“ You couldn’t spare some water for a guy, could you?’

Andy held the haf filled bottle to his lips and dowly lowered it.

“ Porky, I’ ve trucked down to that pump four times because you keep guz-
zling the water.”

“ It's hot out here.”

“ Takeit,” said Andy and he handed the jug to Porky. Across the flat-
ter fields he saw John with the two Apel boys on ared tractor heading to-
ward the barn in the haze. Andy turned back to Porky. “ Porky, you drank it
agan!”

“1"ll go back. I'll go back.”

“ Oh, man,” said Andy.

“ But | amtired, you know.”

“ Tired? | wasn't the one snoring al night.”

“1 don’t snore.”

“Yes, you do.”

“ The Shadow knows.”

“ What?' asked Andy, his throat parched.

“ Lamont Cranston.”

“ Who is Lamont Cranston?’

“ The Shadow.”

“ Okay... Look, we need some more water,” said Andy.
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“ Don't you listen to the radio? Monday nights, the Shadow.”

“ S0, | have a choice: The Shadow or your snoring.”

“ | an't never heard myself snore,” he said and gripped the straps of
his overals.

“ Because you're degping.”

Porky held the bottle with one hand and his back with the other hand
as he struggled to his feet. He emitted a series of grunts and groans similar to
the pig squeals Andy had heard in the barn earlier that morning. Porky gazed
downthehill. “ Like | say, when you help pull that artillery, you're puttin’
yourself in great jeopardy.”

Andy rolled hiseyes. “ We need water is what we need.”

“ We were surrounded and nobody wanted to move that artillery
piece.”

“ Right,” said Andy, wiping his brow again.

“ You ever been in combat, Mr. Reese?’

“ Andy.”

“ Andy, shells were exploding and the threat of gaswasin the air.”

“ | bet it was.”

Porky handed the empty bottle to him and screwed the cap on the top.
“ See, | had to pull that piece myself and | dislodged my disc... under en-
emy fire of course.”

“ Of course.”

“Yes, gr.”

“ Okay... I'm heading back to the pump.”

Porky winced and rubbed his back. “ Would you do that for an old
boy?’
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Andy looked into his blue-eyed dlits. “ Why don’'t you get some rest,
Porky?’

“ You'reagood man,” said Porky. “ You watch out for them
scratchers.”

“ What' s the another radio program?”’

“ Scratchers. Them guys John drove out by shot gun. Stalkers. You
gut bums and rail riders that drift into town but these guys were scratchers.”

“ Listen, Porky, I’'m going to the pump.”

Andy took a step toward the farmhouse, but stopped abruptly when he
thought about the Moloch. “ What do these guys look like, Pork? Y ou ever
see them?’

“ They can run like hell or they did when John fired his gun. Lucy saw
them here and in town.”

“ Shedid?

“ Yup. Probably bumsridin’ therails. Y ou sure you don’'t want me to
escort you to the pump?’

“ Rest your back,” said Andy with ahaf amile.

“ Good man,” said Porky, holding his back as he shuffled across the
straw grass.

Andy gripped the glass bottle and headed down the hillside, but
looked over his shoulder. Porky quickly moved his hand to his back and
dowed his pace. Andy grinned. He liked Porky despite doubting everything
he said. But his reference to the scratchers was more credible than his other
exaggerations. Near the bottom of the hill Andy spotted Lucy and her mother
at the clothedine. Her powder blue sundress ruffled in the in breeze like the

clotheson the line.
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Andy swabbed his forehead again when he reached the yard. He
passed John's black Ford truck and veered |eft to the green metal pump next
to the side house fence. Lucy waved and continued plucking wood clothes-
pins from the rope line. Andy wondered if these scratchers were stalking
Lucy because they knew of her link with Geiger.

He hesitated next to the pump handle as Lucy and Mrs. Apel folded
clothes in the wicker basket. The Moloch, if they were stalking Lucy, had not
killed her. He had to assume she was only a sideline player in the historical
melodrama, but his own role in saving Geiger from death was a direct threat
to the future Moloch existence. Maybe they were looking for him, too.

Lucy carried the clothes basket toward the porch as Andy ratcheted
the pump handle. Porky was not visible at the top of the hill, but Andy as-
sumed he was resting comfortably under the tree. With the bottle on the drier
dirt, he cupped his hands and captured a sudden cool underground gush. He
splashed his sun-dried face and cranked the handle again. Thistime he placed
his head under the spigot. The cold water soothed and cooled his head as he
doused his hair. He sucked the water from his hand formed bowl and pulled
back his head. Lucy stood, back lit to the sun, with her arms crossed.

“ There swash tub in the side house.” Her angular face and dark eyes
were sharp against the hazy blue sky. “ Working with Porky can be a chal-
lenge.”

“ Challenge? The man spins everything.”

“ Spins?’ she asked and tilted her head.

“ You know, he puts his own inimitable twist on it,” Andy said as he
stood. “ Plus, he keeps drinking all the water.”

“ He'sagrowing boy,” said Lucy, raising her dark brows.
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“ If he keeps growing and you'll have to stick him in ahorse trailer.”
He scooped up the water bottle and filled it as Lucy howled. “ Did | say
something funny?’

“ You're ascream, Andy.”

“ And his stories...”

“ I’ve heard them all,” she said, but her smile fell quickly. “ Porky and
Dad grew up together here in Hancock. He was laid off at the grain elevator.
Five or six years ago you couldn’t find ajob anywhere. Dad took him on. No
sdary at first. Just room and board. Meals. And things were bad. Weather
was dry... Dad likes Porky and his stories. We al do.” She sguinted her
eyes as she thought. “ Dad is very practical and knows what he wants. Al-
ways doing things to accomplish something, but he's got a big heart. Al-
though, he doesn’t even know it or show it.”

Andy screwed on themetal cap. “ Porky mentioned the scratchers.”

“Yup.”

“ You've seen them...” He moved with her to the corral fence.

“ Who are they?’

Her smooth forehead compressed into thin ridges. “ I’ m not sure.
There not the usud drifters you see passing through town. Hair trimmed and
clean shaven. Dressed casually, pleated pants and white shirts. No ties. | fist
saw them outside the school. They were sandy haired guysin their twenties.
Looked Savic. You know, with the high cheek bones. Twice. Onceon a
Thursday afternoon and then the next morning. And each time the radio in the
gym was filled with static. Maybe they had transmitters. They were watching
me. | told Dad, and he, Neddie and Harley came down to the school. The
two guys didn’'t show up again, or at least around the school.”
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“ But they did show up agan?’

“ Yes, two more times. Out here during the day. A day like today. The
same two guys were wandering around the back cornfield. It was a Sunday
and we had just got back from church.”

“ How long ago?’

“ Week ago Sunday. | called Neddie and Harley outside and both the
scratchers disappeared into the corn. | didn’t think anything of it at first. Last
Monday in the middle the night | saw three men in the low light. When they
crossed the yard and headed toward my bedroom window, | screamed. Dad
was up in a second. The men ran, but were sill in sight by the second barn
when Dad fired his shotgun.”

“ He hit them?’

“ No, they got away. We saw the shoe prints in the dirt. Dad figures
they brought atruck along the riverbank. We saw the treads, too. | must ad-
mit | was scared and have been scared for the last week. See, Dad’ s been
looking around town for somebody other than Hobart to stay with us during
the trip.”

“ The car tracks dong theriver... I'd like to see where it was parked,”
said Andy.

“ Maybe we can walk down there later. | don't think Brucieis coming
out today.”

“ Your boyfriend?’

“ We went steady, sort of, all thisyear.” She tightened her brow again
and looked up the hill. Then she smiled. “ Did you get to read Professor
Geiger’s letters?’

“Yes, | did,”
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“ Can you believe he actualy wrote back to me?’

“ You did win anational contest.” Andy leaned againgt the fence.
“ He seems like a man who is passionate about his beliefs.”

“ It sasif he can seethe future,” she said.

“ Just like the New Y ork World' s Fair?’

She shook her head. “ In adifferent way. He thinks about his placein
the world rather than getting swept by new technology, but | don’t think heis
anti-technology.”

“ Nordol.”

“ | check with my parents. Let’s see if we can go down to the creek.

Y ou could see the tire tracks right there.”

Andy looked up the hill. “ | have to get back to the fence mending.”

“ You don’'t have to work for your keep. Dad told Mom that this
morning.”

“ We wouldn’'t want Porky to overexert himself.”

Shegrinned. “ That is something none of uswill ever have to worry
about.”
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Mrs. Apel and John held hands for a short time and trailed behind
Ned, Andy, and Lucy. The sunlight pierced between the tree leaves, creating
shadowed patches across the grass blades, and the rock strewn creek’s
churning brown waters nearly erased the persistent peepers as the cooler
evening air advanced. Andy described his afternoon with Porky at the fence
and Lucy’s laugh mixed with sound of gurgling water. “ Did he tell you how
many times he' s been married?’

“ We estimate six,” said Ned.

“ What?’ asked Andy, tilting his head in the gentle breeze.

“ That we know of,” said Lucy. He was married before he went to the
war.”

“ Then heredly wasin the war?” asked Andy.

“ Sure, but nobody seems to know where for sure and nobody re-
members him enlisting according to Dad. ”

“ Dad went over for ayear,” said Lucy, her brow, depressing asit did
when she talked about something unpleasant. But she quickly smiled. “ So,
Porky may have been in the army, right, Neddie?’

“ Dad, in his hearts of hearts, although he'll never say it, doesn't redlly
believe it, but he just lets Porky go on about it. Y ou know what | mean,

Andy?’
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“ Sure...”

Lucy pointed to atree cluster about a hundred yards down the
rounded grass bank. “ Right down there is where they parked their car.”

“ Anold Chevy,” said Ned. “ | mean old. They had trouble starting
it. We would have caught em’ if we hadn’t come down on foot.”

“ You see plates?’

“ | thought New York or New Jersey, but I’'m not sure,” replied Ned.

Lucy quickly changed the subject. “ So, Porky was married to Julia
Comstock before he alegedly went overseas.”

“ Julia Cornstock?’ asked Andy.

“ No, Com-stock. But that was annulled somehow because she and
Porky were drunk and ended up married in the Calhoun County. Then Porky
says he got shipped out.” Andy rolled his eyes as they approached the trees.
“ And then there's his war record.”

Ned pressed hislipsinto asmile. “ Porky’s medals for bravery under
fire got lost in shipment back home.”

Andy was still laughing when he saw tracks in the hardened soil. He
traced the treads across the dirt into the straw grass leading into afield with
higher green grass. Then he looked up at both Lucy and Ned. “ Who were
they?’

“ I’m sure it has something to do with my winning the contest. | know
it does. The essay was published twice in the Des Moines Register and who
knows where else. Y ou sad you read it in Colorado, Andy.”

“ Right...”

“ They were probably more of those government people. Like the
ones Andy flattened,” said Ned.
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“ Maybe,” said Andy. Shoe prints were pressed into the dry soil down
the river bank..

“ Some of those shoe are ours,” said John as he and Mrs. Apel
reached the cluster. Mrs. Apel adjusted her glasses and John looked up.
“ Stamped Brockton, Massachusetts? We don’t own anything like that.”

“ What about Porky?’

“ | don't think Porky could navigate down here,” said John, smiling,
but then Mrs. Apel folded her arms. “ What?’

“ Porky meansweéll,” said Mrs. Apel. Lucy smirked, but her mother
raised her finger. “ Let’snot be making fun of Porky. Hetries.”

Andy and Lucy looked at each other. “ Okay, Brockton, Massachu-
setts. And plates from new Jersey or New Y ork. Does that mean anything?’

“ Brockton makes shoes,” said John. * Thing is, those two guys were
scared away.”

“ John thinks they sent the two men at the graduation,” said Mrs. Apd.

“ Slavic looking scratchers,” said Andy.

“ Doesn’'t mean the whole thing isn’t related. My daughter writes an
essay and government people stick their noses into my business,” said John.

“ Like FDR,” said Lucy.

“ | was a Hoover man. Herbert Hoover was from lowa and fed peo-
ple in Europe after the war.”

“ Thewar to end all wars,” said Mrs. Apdl.

“ Tell that to Herr Hitler,” said John. “ | just hope my boys don’'t have
to go off to Europe.”

Andy again remembered the alternate history of Geiger and Hitler not
attacking the United States.
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“ We'reready to fight, Dad.”

“No...” John’'sfar away, painful look shook Andy and further made
him hesitant about tampering with history. “ No oneis ever ready.”

Mrs. Apel took his arm and they moved together aong the riverbank
as Ned picked up afew stones and skimmed them down the river. Lucy mo-
tioned Andy down the moist dirt incline and onto to arock protruding over
the river like an oversized potato. She sat and let her feet dangle near the fast
moving water. In the evening haze her face had a smooth pastel glow. “ I've
come down to thisrock since | was alittle girl.”

“ Nice and quiet.”

“ Exactly. | can dways get my thoughts together down here. | com-
posed most of my essay right here.”

“ | can see why.” He watched John and Mrs. Apel continue under the
riverbank branches as Ned skipped more rocks across the creek’ s brisk cur-
rent. Lucy smiled toward to the forested hills beyond the creek. “ Who are
your heroes, Lucy?’

She raised her dark brows and he thought she was taken off guard, but
she answered quickly. “ Joe Louis.”

“ Joe Louis? You're aboxing fan?’

“ No. A Negro is heavyweight champion of the world, Andy. Who
would have thought it?’

“You do or you don’'t like that?’

“1think it's great. All those people who think Negroes are inferior.
Look at Jesse Owens. Hitler was enraged when he sprinted to victory in the
Olympics. He was livid and | eft the stadium at the Berlin games. | like people
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who defy the status quo. It's all amatter of thinking. Professor Geiger says
you need to access the situation and smply ask whether it makes sense.”

“ Geiger isfrom Germany.”

“Yes, but heisn't aNazi.” She rested her elbows on her knees.

Andy remained astounded the Seraphs knew about Geiger.

“ Who else?’

“ | admired Amelia Earhart. I’ s been two years, but | think she's
dive”

“ The planeis gone.”

“ You said that with certainty. Y ou know something the rest of the
world doesn’t?’

Andy raised hisbrows. “ The Pacificisabig place.”

“ She was bold, almost reckless, but she did cross the Atlantic right
after Lindbergh.”

“ True on all counts. She was a person who upset the status quo be-
cause nobody thought awoman could do it.”

“ That's right. People have preconceived notions.” She starred toward
the opposite bank again. “ Y ou know, | don’t know what to think about
you.”

“ And | bet you' ve been thinking about it, too.”

“ I’m always thinking to the point where my mother and father are sure
I’m absent minded or forgetful. I'm redly not. I'm just thinking.”

Andy crossed hisarms. “ And what does your thinking tell you about
me?’

“ Contradictions.”

“ What else?’
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“ Y ou went to school for astronomy.”

“ 1 did.”

“ Okay, I'll grant you that.”

“ Thank you.”

“ Now, you have a college a degree,” she said.

“ | have adoctorate.”

“ You do? How old are you?’

“I’'m twenty-five.”

“ S0, you're Dr. Andy Reese?’ He had never seen an astonished look
upon her face. “ You could be here spying on me.”

Andy cupped his hand and whispered. “ Don't let it get around.”

“ Dad says you wouldn’t have popped them the way you did if you
were one of them.”

“No, | am just Andy Reese and | find the idea of the world of tomor-
row, as promoted at the fair, strangely compelling.”

Lucy looked up quickly. “ Okay, smart guy. Name those stars coming
out up there. | know my constellations. That is the swan and it is a summer
constellation.”

“ Deneb and the one you can barely see is Albireo.”

“ What about the bright one right next to it.”

“Vegain Lyra. Absolute magnitude + 5.0. Distance from earth 26.5
light years.”

“ Maybe you're just a stargazer.”

“ At heart.”

“ Right answer.” She rolled her tongue along her cheek. “ Hum.”

“ Did | passthe test of will there be awritten exam later?’
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“ I’ll think about it... Doctor.”

“ Nobody calls me, Doctor.”

She smiled and peered into the murky water. “ Dad said your sigter...”

“ Her name was Kete...”

“ Sorry.”

“ Lifegoeson.” Andy pursed hislips. Then he spotted a green, fuzzy
patch under the ripples about ten feet off shore. “ What the heck is that?’

“ Y ou see something in the water?’

“ Glowing.”

Lucy rounded her index finger and thumb and produced a shrill whis-
tle. Ned, hisarm cocked, held astonein hishand. “ Ned, call Dad!”

“ What' s the matter?’

“ Something in the water. Get Dad.”

Andy’s heart thumped. The luminescent green object, the size of a
baseball, confused him. In this time period only radioactive materia would
actually glow. John and Mrs. Apdl trotted behind Ned.

Lucy’ s hands surrounded her mouth as she called out. “ Over here.
Something glowing in the water!”

John helped his wife down the grass. “ Lucy, what are you talking
about?’

“ In the water, John,” said Andy.

John stopped before he reached the rock. “ What the hell is that?’

“ Want meto divein and get it?’ asked Ned.

Andy was more concerned this object was not of current origin and
related to the Moloch.

“ 1t may be radioactive,” said Lucy.
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“ Y ou mean like uranium?’ asked John.

“ Then we need somebody from the government to come out here and
handle this,” added Ned.

“ | an't dealing with any more government people,” stated John.

“ Maybe college science department,” said Lucy. “ Andy, that's
where you have connections.”

“ Well, | don’'t know...”

“ Damn, that’s very odd,” said John.

“ Maybe we should call Hobart,” said Mrs. Apdl.

John dowly turned. “ Now, Mavis, Hobart couldn’t find his way
home if you brought him out here.”

With the ensuing darkness the object looked denser and brighter, but
Andy was reluctant to summon anyone out here.

“ What do you think it is, Andy?’ asked Lucy.

“1"m not sure, but we don’t want to be exposed to radiation. That’'s
not good.”

Lucy stepped closer to him. “ That’'s what happened to Madam Cu-
rie”

Andy was taken aback again by Lucy’s overall knowledge, but was
bothered she was going nowherewithit.  “ That’s correct.”

She peered into the blackening water as Andy looked back to where
the intruders had parked their car. Now he was beginning to think the Moloch
had chased him back in time and was certain Geiger must survive to change

history.
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Andy pleaded with the Apelsto restrict knowledge of the object. He
advised retrieving and burying it before sunrise. Lucy convinced Ned to
drive her into town and she contacted a physicist from the University of Chi-
cago. By late morning the following day ared truck rumbled through John
Apd’sfront gate. A middle-aged man in baggy, khaki pants and a cotton
white shirt stepped into the barnyard and was met by Lucy and Andy. His
introduced himsdf as Gerald Jenkins and he spoke with professoria author-
ity.

Only minutes after his arriva in the humid heat, Jenkins donned awide
brimmed straw hat, gripped along wood pole and metal bucket, and fol-
lowed Andy and Lucy, trailed by the Apel family, to the creek. Hefirst
checked the area for radioactivity with ameta rod connected to a hand held
box, and when he was satisfied no danger existed, he jimmied the pole
through the bucket handle. The sphere cast afaint haze through the sky’s
blue reflection. Over the next fifteen minutes, after repeated attempts, he
rolled the sphere into the bucket and fished it through the currents.

He dragged the glowing bucket from the water, cutting a grove into the
rich soil. Ned and Harley moved forward to help, but Jenkins waved them
back, but radioactive readings proved negative when he swung the metal rod
through the air again. He stood ten feet back, surrounded by the group,

gazed into the blazing bucket. “ | have never seen anything like this.”
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“What isit?’ asked John.

“ | dwayslike to have answers before | offer a scientific opinion, Mr.
Apd.”

“ How about alittle speculation?’ asked Andy.

His azure eyes darted between Andy and the bucket. He extended his
lower jaw and raised his gray brows. “ Speculation? Perhaps we are looking
at an object that has come through the Earth’ s atmosphere.”

“ Alive?’ asked Andy.

Jenkins produced a shaky smile. “ That would be intriguing.”

“ Then, maybe we should just bury it,” said Andy.

“ Not on you life. | am bringing this back where my colleagues and |
will study it in great detail.” He lifted the wooden pole and threaded it
through the collapsed bucket handle.

“ You need help with that?’ asked Ned.

“ Yes, that would be greatly appreciated.”

With Ned on the other end, Jenkins balanced the hanging bucket along
the grassy shore and headed back to the farm. All during the trek aong the
soybean fields Andy wondered if Jenkins was transporting an evolved human
consciousness. At the edge of the barnyard Jenkins requested a clear glass
jar filled with water, but large enough to accommaodate the sphere. Lucy
rushed across the yard and into the kitchen, quickly returning with an over-
sized mason jar. She pumped water into the container and carried it to Jen-
kins waiting in the barn.

Jenkins positioned the jar atop a new wooden storage crate. With
Harley and Ned hoisting the pole, he used a long rake handle to tilt the bucket

over the jar. Asthe creek water spilled from the bucket, the luminescent
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sphere, dightly larger than alarge tomato, did with a splash into the water
filled jar. Andy took a step forward and stared at the pale green, intricate,
mathematically symmetrical network across the object asit dowly settled at
the bottom of the jar.

Jenkins used a small par of black opera glasses to magnify the sphere.
He said his closer observation revealed minute worm spirass, subdivided into
smaller spirals and glowing within a gooey green substrate below an outer
sheath. During the next few minutes as every took a turn with the glasses, the
sphere floated a few inches from the bottom, inexplicable gradually rotated
and revolved dlently like a planet.

The Apels were mesmerized, but Andy wanted to leave lowa and find
Geiger immediately. He looked up and shook hishead. “ It is beyond our
understanding.”

“ | don’'t know what makes this object glow,” said Jenkins.

“ Are you sure there' s no radiation?’ asked Andy.

“1 am. | deal with radioactive piles al the time, Mr. Reese. What | find
fascinating is its motion around the jar.”

Computer chipsin Andy’s own time and future machines were re-
duced to the molecular level, but this sphere represented something incredi-
bly sophisticated. “ What are you going to do with it?’

“ | would like it studied and all of you people, even though you did not
retrieve the sphere, to report any irregularities to your doctor here in town.
And one more thing.”

“ What's that?’ asked John, staring at the sphere.

“Do not and | repeat, do repeat to anyone what you have seen. We

don’'t want another Orson Welles.”
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“ The Mercury Theater of the Air.” Lucy crossed her arms and leaned
against a wooden support pole..

“ Exactly. People will panic. | told you I’ ve never seen anything like
thisin my life. The precison and the unjustified motion.”

“ Then we will continue to keep it hush,” said John. “ Just get that
thing off my property.”

“Yes, dr,” said Jenkins. “ | will do that right now.”

Andy fixed his eyes on the sphere. In the day and a half since spotting
the object in the creek, he had not dept well and constantly wondered
whether the sphere was related to or was one of the Moloch. He feared the
unpredictable, yet, it had not made any aggressive moves.

Jenkins again used the rake to catch the mason jar' s meta handle. He
dowly lifted the jar off the crate and deftly positioned it above an open,
scuffed, gray meta cylinder on the straw floor. The proliferating green glow
formed within the cylinder’s darkened walls and shot forward like a movie
projector into the upper haylofts. Jenkins clamped the cylinder shut and again
used the wooden pole. “ This canister isinsulated with lead.”

“If itisn't radioactivity, what isit?’ asked John.

Jenkins waddled, carefully balancing the canister toward his truck.

“ That iswhat we intend to find out.”

Andy and Lucy followed him to the truck. Jenkins placed the canister
inside along blue painted bin. He secured the canister and then closed and
locked the lid. After pausing, he removed his hat and dabbed his forehead
with his folded, white handkerchief. “ Can | still contact you people
through the barber shop?’
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“ Sure, Dom will get word out to us,” said John. “ Or the other num-
ber at Hutch Higgens's house.”

“ Good.”

“ | haveto tdll you we're leaving for the New Y ork World' s Fair in
three days, Mr. Jenkins.”

“ The Fair... | would like to go there mysdlf..”

Lucy raised her index finger and grabbed her notebook off the gate.
She quickly jotted something on the page and ripped it from the book.

“ Thisis my Aunt Charlotte’ s address and phone number in New Jersey.
It'saparty line, but you can get through.”

“ Good. We will inform you of our progress. And again, mum’s the
word until we nail this down.”

“ Good luck in that, Mr. Jenkins,” said John. “ This looks like some-
body’ s idea of a play toy.”

“ Or from outer space,” said Harley.

“ Unknown.” Jenkins smiled and nodded, but thought before he
spoke. “ There's a chance we may not understand this.”

“ Wdll, at least we don't have to deal with it,” said John and everyone
laughed.

“ Your dad cutsto the chase,” said Andy.

Jenkins tipped his hat and went back to the cab. He started the truck
and afew seconds later shifted forward. The dust again stirred across the
yard as he swung past the farmhouse trees. John stepped forward and placed
his hands on his hips as he watched the truck move along the dirt road.

“ Just make sure nobody tells Porky any of this. | sent him to Des Moines

for supplies on purpose.”
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“ You trusted him with the truck, Dad? Remember he pulled out last
week with al the equipment in the bed and forgot to close the gate,” said
Lucy, turning to Andy. “ All the equipment scattered down Main Street.
Dom saw the whole thing.”

John pinched the bridge of hisnose. “ Yes, Dom saw it. And every-
body else in town... Porky knows he has to close the truck gate now.”

“ Some of that equipment was pretty bent up,” said Ned.

“ Ruined,” added Lucy.

“ Enough talk about Porky,” said John. “ Point being: He can’t keep
his big mouth shut.”

“ Ishethat bad?’ asked Andy.

“ You might as well have Lowell Thomas broadcast it,” said John and
he wiped his brow with jersey deeve. “ And Andy | want to talk to you.”

Andy shrugged his shoulders at Lucy and she smiled as John led him
toward the porch, now in the afternoon tree shade. “ Something wrong,
John?’

John leaned againgt the porch balustrade. “ Wéll, yes. I'm worried
about those men on my property and in town.”

“ They haven’t been around for aweek. Maybe they’re gone,”

John stroked his chin and squinted his blue eyes. “ | just have a damn
bad feding. Maybe it’ s that thing in the creek. | can’t put it all together. | just
want you to please watch Lucy. She was the one they were following around
town.”

“ Sure.”

“ Lucy is so, so-”

“ Precocious,” said Andy
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“ That'sit. She'sliable to go right up and start talking to strangers.”

“ | understand.”

“ You've got fighting abilities, | know that. Y ou’'re my daughter’s
bodyguard and don’t forget it. Sunday, we' re going over to Hutch’'s house.
Mavis and | play cards every Sunday night with Claraand Hutch. Lucy is
supposed to meet Brucie Benson and go to the movies.”

“I’'m reluctant to be spying on Lucy’s social life.”

John placed his hand alongside his mouth as if he were telling a secret.
“ | wouldn’t object if you want to give Brucie the same treatment you have
the guys at the school.”

“ Don't you like him?’

“ Bruci€' s abraggart and a hypocrite,” said John.

“ But not abad guy.”

John’s deep laugh bellowed around the yard. “ That’s funny.”

He smiled and shook his head and put his arm around Andy as he
walked him back toward the barn. “ The Big Broadcast of 1938 is playing at
the Mgestic.”

“ Isthat a good movie?’

“ Any movie Bob Hopeisinisagood movie. Mg, | like John Wayne
and westerns. John Wayne is from lowa. | like Cagney, too. | can remember
when we used to watch movies at the Maestic and Helen McCain used to
play the piano to Charlie Chaplin, Clara Bow... It was big time when sound
came in... Heck, they haven't even brought electrical power down here yet,
but Franklin Roosevelt’s gonnado it.”

“You like FDR.”
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“ Franklin Roosevelt saved this country. Now, | was a solid republi-
can. Herbert Hoover was-"

“ From lowa.”

“ Right, but I’'ll always vote democratic. Franklin Roosevelt saved my
farm. We were dry, red dry, not like the dust bowl, but dry and we needed
money. Things were bad, Andy. Franklin Roosevelt got us loans. Henry Wal-
lace fought for us, too.” Andy tilted hishead. “ Wallace is Secretary of Ag-
riculture. Now he's from-”

“ Sounds like the whole world is from lowa,” said Andy, grinning.

“Ifitisn’t, it should be.”
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Mrs. Apel wore alight scented perfume and said nothing, when Andy
stalled the car at the edge of the property. He thought back to the one time he
attempted to drive a standard shift jegp along the California coast. His Saab's
automatic transmission was o easy to use. Even John remained silent until
Andy ground the gears, finaly reaching third gear, and kept driving. Without
power steering the truck’ s huge steering wheel was weighted down.

“I’m not used to driving atruck,” said Andy.

“ Can't say it's an added load because Porky’ s not in the truck,” said
John, grinning.

“ John Apel don't start making light of Porky again.”

“ Porky was never light,” replied John. Mrs. Apel hid a smile as she
looked out the open window.

The Ford rumbled past a doping road leading to small metal-framed
bridge over Harper’s Creek. Maybe the men stalking Lucy had retreated over
this very bridge. As much as he denied the existence of the Moloch, a glow-
ing green sphere of intricate complexity was found just a half a mile back.
The Seraphs had not mentioned Lucy having a direct influence on history.
Andy hoped the Moloch, if they now existed in this time, were only observ-

ing Lucy because of her contact with Geiger.
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The town buildings rose over the rounded knolls ahead. Sunlight shot
across the flattened land into Andy’ s eyes and more green hills to the south.
In the mirror the tinted orange rays caught Lucy’ s rounded face and her dark
hair flipped in the breeze. She was only eight years younger and Andy did not
think he had romantic feelings for her, yet he found her intellect and disposi-
tion remarkable. He passed ared clapboard railroad station and shifted into
second gear as the truck rocked over the exposed steel tracks..

“ Now, you've got it,” said John.

“ All right,” said Andy, raising his right hand as he shifted into third.
Lucy broke into around of applause. He smiled and shook his head. “ |
guess | passed the driving test.”

“ Good enough for me,” said John. “ Just keep going straight onto
Main past Dom’s barber shop. You'll see the Mgestic on the right. But Slow
down before you get pinched by Hobart.”

Andy nodded and took his foot off the accelerator. Towns like thisin
the future were blended into suburban sprawl or existed only in rural aress.
Those downtowns would eventually fade away, too. A light inside Dom'’s
shop highlighted the shop’s black and white tiles like atelevision picturein
the dark. John shouted out the window. Dom looked toward the street,
waved as the truck passed, and continued to snip his scissors through a bald
man’'s sSide hair.

The bright bulbs surrounding the Magestic’'s marquee lighted the side-

walk and street. Across the white facade were uneven red letters.
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THE BIG BROADCAST OF 1938
--W.C. FIELDS----BOB HOPE--

Martha Raye---- Dorothy L amour

Andy shifted and stopped the truck along the granite curb. A thin
young man in ared plaid shirt, beige dacks and short brown hair talked to the
blonde in the illuminated ticket window. John leaned across his wife.

“ There heis.”

“ Brucie?’

“ Brucie.”

“ There'sLornaand Mdl,” said Lucy.

The same thin blonde from the graduation waited with a well-dressed
kid in red bow tie inside the lobby. “ At least Lorna’s here,” said John.

Lucy cdled from the sdewalk, but Brucie was dow to turn from the
ticket window. John's jaw tightened and his facial muscles flexed as he
ground his teeth. Lucy called out his name and flit across the sidewalk under
the marquee. Brucie glanced back. He had along face with a horse smile and
flashy eyes. Andy sensed Brucie's exaggerated sense of self-importance as
he approached the truck.

“ Mr. And Mrs. Apd. How are you?’

“ We'refine, Brucie,” said Mrs. Apdl.

Brucie did not face John directly. “ Good. Good. | just wanted to let
you know. My fina arrangements to Sacramento College are complete. | shall

be leaving in August.”
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“ That’s wonderful, Brucie,” said John, winking at Andy. “ | guess
that comes with being ared estate agent’s son.” Then he whispered in alow
voiceto Andy. “ Can’'t be too soon.”

“ What was that, sir?’

“ | sad | think college is important,” said John.

Andy wondered why Lucy was denied college while this guy sailed off
to Sacramento. She spoke with her friend Lorna as Brucie continued to ingra
tiate himself with the Apels. Andy peered down the sidewalk asit dimmed
into darkness outside of town. He was ambivalent about Jenkins taking the
sphere. Although Jenkins would study it, he would never understand its
complexity, nor the potential risk of Moloch control of human conscious-
ness.

John pressed his lips before he spoke. “ We'll be back or send Andy
here back at nine-forty-five when the movie ends.”

“ | have my father’s new Plymouth.”

“ That'snice,” said John.” Andy will be here at quarter to ten.”

Brucie looked inside the truck cab. “ You're the one who beat up
those two government guys. My father says you' re lucky the FBI doesn’t
come after you. Attacking government personnel-”

“ | wouldn’t be too concerned about it, Brucie,” said Andy.

“ Sure, well we have to get inside before the previews and the car-
toons. You al have agreat evening.”

“ Take care, Brucie,” said Mrs. Apel.

John rolled his eyes and leaned over hiswife again. “ He'sa phony.”
Andy nodded as the sound of a man hocking newspapers papers at the cor-
ner echoed down the street.
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“ What isit, Andy?’ asked Mrs. Apdl.

“ Just looking at the newspaper.”

“ One thing about going to the movies, is you get to see the Movietone
or Universal News,” said John.

“ What?" asked Andy.

“ Right there in black and white. We saw the Hindenburg in flames.
What an God-awful tragedy,” said Mrs. Apdl, leaning over. “ Confidentialy,
I’m looking forward to Gone with the Wind. They’re making it into a movie,
you know.”

John rolled hiseyes. “ Do tell...”

“ But | don't think it comes out to later this year.”

“I'msurewe |l seeit,” said John.

Lucy gabbed with Lorna as the two boys went up ahead. Then she
raced back to the truck with a folded magazine. She held an ad depicting a
hand grasped around a moigt, tilted Coke bottle. Under the red circle with the
Coca-Colawhite |ettered logo, was arendering of the Trylon and Perisphere
a thefair. “ Look at this!”

“ Drink Coca-Cola, Delicious and Refreshing,” replied Andy.

“ No, slly. Under the New York World's Fair. New York World's
Fair 1939 invites you to the World of Tomorrow. Isn't it exciting?’

“ That's al Lucy talks about,” said Lorna.

“ We€ Il be there soon enough,” said Mrs. Apd.

“ You two,” said John, gazing over Lorna's shoulder to Brucie near
the snack bar. “ Enjoy the movie”

“ Thanks, Dad.”
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She ran forward with Lorna into the lobby. Andy started the truck and
eadlly shifted into first gear thistime. “ That wasn’t so bad. Now, where am
| going?’

“ Just beyond the filling station,” said John. “ | hope...”

Andy cruised forward. He was surprised to see attendants working the
gas pumps. One guy in a blue striped uniform lifted along blue car’ s dipstick
from the under the propped hood as another man scrubbed the windshield.

“ What service.”

“ No service, you don't stay in business,” said John. “ Take aright.”
Andy downshifted and rolled past a busy little cafe at the corner. * Third
house on the left. The yellow one with the porch light on.”

“ | seeit,” he said, thinking he would use part of John’s stipend to
buy one of the newspapers. He pulled across the qui€t, tree lined street, and
stopped at the curb.

“ We're going to listen to the radio,” said Mrs. Apdl.

“ | haveto run afarm. | don't keep track of the radio listingsin those
movie magazines you read, Mavis,” answered John. “ But | do know that
Jack Benny isfinishing up the season tonight.”

“ He doesn't keep track,” said Mrs. Apel, elbowing Andy.

“ And Fibber’s off. Even Fred Allen’sis going off tonight for the
summer..”

“ They can’'t be on the air al the time, John.”

John raised hisfinger inthe air. “ But Sergeant Preston is still on this
summer according to Dom.”

“Hehasafarmto run,” said Mrs. Apel. “ Doesn’'t keep track of the
listings.”
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“ You watch that theater, Andy,” said John. “ Remember the two
guys stalked Lucy last time she was in town.”

“Yes, dr,” sad Andy as John opened the door and helped his wife
from the truck.

“ | don't care if John Dillinger is reincarnated with the lady inred. You
protect Lucy.”

Mrs. Apel pointed to the seat. “ Lucy forgot her purse. You'd better
run it back to her, Andy.”

“ Okay.” But he still saw tension in John's blue eyes. “ | intend to
watch out for Lucy.”

“ | know you will, son.”

Mrs. Apel mumbled something as they hiked up the sdewalk. A short
man in a shirt and wide paidey maroon tie and a pug nosed, brunettein a
green dress appeared at the door. Andy checked the rearview mirror and
looped the truck back toward Main Street. He turned at the corner and
parked across the street from the theater. On the back of the small cloth
purse, a quote attributed to Professor Geiger was attached with a safety pin.

When you think, you under stand

As the newspaper hocker rattled off the evening headlines, Andy
crossed Main Street and told the blonde at the ticket counter Lucy had for-
gotten her purse. With roasted popcorn in the air, he continued along the
glass-enclosed posters up to the lobby. He stopped at the pink-apricot
poster. A smiling Bob Hope in adark, pin stripe suit, white flower in hisla
pel, hovered over W.C. Fields and Martha Raye at an antiquated silver, dot-
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ted microphone. Fields's mouth dlid sideways asif he had just cracked a
rude remark. Andy had only seen these people on disks in the future, but they
were aive now. He moved across the rug under a branching gold chandelier
where people purchased popcorn and candy at the soft drink counter’s glass
cases.

An usher, in a blue uniform with yellow trim and alittle hat, spoke to a
woman near a sweeping gold-carpeted staircase. He spotted Andy’ s gp-
proach. “ Sir.”

“ Lucy Apd is she downgtairs?’

“ No, sir, they went upstairs.”

“ | have her purse. She forgot it.”

“I'll take it to her.”

“I'm sorry,” said Andy as he clutched the purse. “ Mr. Apel has
given me specific orders to deliver the purse myself.”

“ John said that?’

“Yes, gr.”

“Very wel, | will accompany you,” he said as he took out a green,
metal and chrome flashlight and clicked the button afew times.

Andy followed him up the stairs, along the ornate, gold flowered wall-
paper. They reached the upper doors and he was motioned to the left asif he
were in amilitary parade. The usher flipped on his flashlight and they moved
Into a darkened aide visble in the silver light from the wide screen below as
an announcer’ s rhythmic cadence described the newsred.

Andy was stunned by columns of Nazi troops marching in some kind
of odd Prussian step through the crowd-lined streets. Sporadic boos and
hisses erupted in the lower theater when the hypnotic eyed Hitler, clad in a
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dark sheen leather coat and swastika wrapped on his deeve, stood in a mov-
ing open car. His arm was extended upward at a forty-five degree angle and
the terror eked into the theater like the silence before an exploding V-2 mis-
dle. Andy’s ssomach jolted as he again fully redized the ramifications of let-
ting Gelger live.

The usher tugged on his shirt and pointed to Lucy, smiling in the side
seat next to Lorna, Brucie, and M. The audience applauded and Andy
sowly turned back to the screen. “ Sir,” said the usher. Y ou don’'t have a
ticket.”

“ Wait,” said Andy as white |etters appeared on the black screen.

PRESIDENT OPENS THE
NEW YORK WORLD'SFAIR

The avenues were crammed. A mass of people marched, flags rippled,
and prodigious water fountains spouted in the background. The camera
switched to FDR behind a degp gray podium stamped with a white Per-
isphere and pointed Trylon.

The President held his hat over his heart, the clip then switched to his
gpeech and his voice filled the theater. “ All who come to this World's Fair
in New York... will find the heartiest of welcomes... They will find that eyes
of the United States are fixed on the future. Y es, our wagon is hitched to a
star... But it is star of friendship...”

The black and white image of men in hats and a few ladies waving

handkerchiefs flashed on the screen as the president continued.  “... but it is
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astar of progress for mankind, a star of grater happiness and less hardship, a
star of international good will. Above dl... it isastar of peace...

| hereby dedicate the World's Fair, the New Y ork World' s Fair of
1939, and declare it open to dl mankind.”

“ Sir, please.”

Andy placed the pursein Lucy’s hands. He shrugged his shoulders as
she watched him glide back to the doors. Once on the second floor Andy
faced the usher as he closed the doors. “ | appreciate that.”

“ | am glad Lucy got her purse.” He creased hisbrow. “ Areyou the
guy who cold-cocked the government agent?’

“ Who me? asked Andy as he quickly trotted down the stairs.

“ Would you show me that Chinese boxing?’

“ It'srather difficult.” He passed the concession and pushed open the
outside doors. The newspaper hocker hollered out another headline recap on
the corner. Andy peaked up the sidewalk for strangers and gazed up at the
bright theater marquee. The hocker raised his brows and leaned the paper
toward him. Andy grasped the crisp newspaper in his hands.

“ That'll be anicke.”

Andy handed him the dollar bill John had given him and ninety-five
cents instantly fell in his hand. He retreated across the street near the parked
truck and sat on a bench under the streetlight. He skimmed the loca head-
lines, but a story on page three about Nazi Germany made him cringe. Images
of Hitler back in the theater stirred in his mind.
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Berlin and Soviets M eet

Moscow....During June, The Ger-
man gover nment and the Soviet Union have
been engaged in meetings concer ning trade
and economic issues accor ding to sour ces
within the German Embassy. Thiswas fur-
ther confirmed from the office of the Rus-
sian Commissar for Foreign Trade. Talks
may lead toward a mutual pact.

However, it was lear ned today that Chan-
cellor Hitler in Berchtesgaden has halted a
continuance of further talkswith Moscow. A
sour ce within the German gover nment still
maintainsthat Russian normalization of rela-
tionswith Germany is possible.

Andy set the paper on his lap. Hitler had begun his conquest of
Europe and Poland would fall in September. He stared at the bulbs surround-
ing the Magestic’'s marquee and wondered if he really should let Geiger live.
Gelger’ s surviva from the attack at the fair would allow Hitler, who was
probably hoarding people into death camps at this very moment, to perpetu-
ate hisreign of death and destruction. He tightened his hands around the
page’ s serrated edges and shook his head. Nobody back here could advise
him or show him history’ s change. Even his own rationality was limited be-
cause he did not have al the facts. It al came down to trusting a group of

human descendants on a far way Jovian moon in the future.
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He quickly flipped the pages to the sports section. No pictures were
avallable in this paper, but he did see Joe DiMaggio’'snamein a'Yankee
lineup as well as areflection on Rogers Hornsby' s career for the Cardinals.
He skimmed an article about Joe Louis s knocking out some guy named
Tony Galento in the fourth round last month. Then he turned the pages to the
front block ink headlines. He tapped his finger against his lips and in no way
felt competent to judge history’ s course. Cars occasionally broke the Main
Street stillness. Andy concentrated on the white walls tires hypnotic spin and
prayed he would make the right decision.

The tenseness in his cheek muscles fell flat when he turned the page

again.
Scientist Shot to Death

Cedar Rapids.... Thursday

A scientist from the University of
Chicago was shot to death in Cedar
Rapids Friday night local police said.
Gerald Jenkins, 56, was found in the
front seat of histruck. Jenkins was
fatally wounded from the impact of
asmal caliber bullet in the forehead.
The truck was discovered by a milk-
man on his rounds early Thursday
morning. No motive has been given for
the shooting nor were any valuables,
including Jenkins watch and wallet
taken according to police Sergeant Paul
WEeélles.
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Andy dowly set the paper on the bench and began a methodical pace
up the sidewalk. It all made sense now. Somehow the Moloch got to Jenkins,
and while he had questioned the Seraphs true motives, no doubt remained
that the Moloch were back here. Whatever was in Harper’s Creek was now
back in its owners possession. He jogged across the street and glanced at
the same movie poster of Bob Hope and W.C. Fields. His clammy hands
were clenched tight enough to ache at the knuckles.

Minimal traffic passed on the road and the people strolling the side-
walk looked local, but he was not sure. Every face was strange now. He
thought about the two government agents back at the graduation. Why
should he or Lucy liveif the Moloch future was threatened? Maybe they
killed Jenkins. A man pinching a nubby cigarette butt stepped out of aside
dley. He inhaled quickly as Andy studied his dark eyes and then the guy
hurled the cigarette onto the street. Andy moved laterally toward the light
from Dom’ s barber shop, casting a tapering brightness on the sidewalk.

He accelerated his pace toward the motionless barber pole. Dom
swept the floor near the chairs, but waved Andy inside. “ Well, how’s John
new worker working out?’

Andy straddled the doorway, but scanned down the sidewalk to the
theater. Dom spoke over the jazzy tune on the smal plastic radio. “ Other
than the hogs stench... Well, farm work is tough..”

“ Yeah, especialy when you' re working with Porky.”
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Andy grinned and his eyes followed the various green and white hair
tonic bottles on the marble counter. Then he turned to Dom. “ Anybody else
new herein town?’

“ Going to start a club of new arrivals?’

“ You know there' s been people out on John’s property.”

Dom swept the dark, clipped hair into a large copper dustpan.

“ Y eah, John doesn’t know exactly who's been out there, does he?’

“ Right. Y ou see anybody?’

“ Nope.”

“You sure?’ asked Andy, looking at the radio.

“ You'reway in the middle of lowa, kid. If someone new camein, I'd
know about it.” Andy grimaced at the radio. “ What's the matter, don’t you
like Bennie Goodman? He's from lowa.”

“ You sound like John.”

“ Radio gets good reception. That’s coming from Chicago.”

Andy remembered what the intruders had done to the gym radio.

“ Dom, can | ask you a question?’

“ Shoot.”

Andy checked back to the Magestic. “ Anybody interfering with the
signa on your radio?’

“ What do you mean?’ asked Dom and he fell back into the chair.

“ You mean making it sound kablooey?’

“ Yeah.

Dom opened his eyes and shrugged his shoulders. “ | can’'t say any-
one has messed with my radio.” Andy nodded and again checked the side-
wak. “ What's outside? Y ou girl watching?’
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“ 1 am. Lucy Apel. John wants me to keep an eye on her because-”

“ Of the guys on his property. | getit. | get it. Hobart is not happy
about John hiring you... You want atrim, while you're waiting?’

“ | have to watch the theater.”

“ Wéll, you need atrim.”

Andy stepped fully on the sidewak. “ Thanks, for the offer, Dom.”

Dom picked up the broom again as Andy wandered back to the thea-
ter. Jenkins death confirmed forces were at work back in 1939, but Andy
had no insight as to how he would find those forces or prevent Geiger's
death.

“ Hey, Andy.” Andy turned. Dom leaned on the broom handle. He
raised hisindex finger. “ | just thought of something.”

Andy approached Dom in the cooler night air. “ What do you mean?’

“ Cometo think of it. Dwayne Piltz from the raillroad. | noticed it the
other afternoon when he camein. A bad hum in the radio during the game.”

“ Redlly?’

“ Got worse when he got up to pay and then it went away when he |€ft.
Now, I've known Dwayne dl my life. He worksin therail yard. I'll ask him if
he has anything to do with the railroad that would cause the radio hum.
Could have just been a problem with the electricd line. Why al this talk about
the radio?’

“ Nothing important.” Andy looked back at the theater. “ I'm sure it
was something in the line.”

“ Okay.”

“ Thanks, Dom.” He started down the sidewalk again. “ Remember
that trim.”
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“ 1 will.”

Andy passed the storefront windows. With each passing minute the
Seraphs warnings about the Moloch evolution from humanity frightened him.
What was he up against? He pictured glowing sphere, perhaps a conscious-
ness, capable of infiltrating human bodies. Then he thought about Jenkins
ghot in the head.

The blonde at the ticket window looked up from a hard bound book.
“ You again. Movi€' s been going for half an hour.”

“1 know.”

“ You're the new guy who's a the Apel farm.” She raised her plucked
brows and closed the book. “ Lucy would have been smart to take you to
the movie and not Brucie.”

“ Dwayne Piltz come to the movies tonight?’

She opened a small bottle and painted red polish on her nails. “ Mr.
Piltz works for the railroad... No, Mr. Piltz didn’'t come to the movies to-
night.”

“ Where does he live?’

“ Mr. Riltz. Livesin one of the railroad houses near the station.”

“ Thanks.” Andy nervoudly twisted hislips as he retreated to the
bench. Saying the Moloch consciousness had descended into Dwayne Piltz
was risky and he cautioned himself from trying to read too much into the
problem with Dom’s radio. A truck whooshed down the road as he again sat
on the bench. He positioned his elbows on his knees.

Combating a future evolved human species who utilized energy and
consciousness was nearly overwhelming. He believed the Moloch followed

him back in time and questioned why he and Lucy were still dive. Perhaps
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the Moloch only knew sketchy details about histime travel. They might
merely shadow Lucy to find Geiger, but they were capable of murder and
they must have killed Jenkins.

He stood, balanced his shoe on the bench and took in the fresh, night
arr. The Moloch could reside inside Dwayne Piltz. “ They could be any-

where...”
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As patronstrickled from the nearby theater entrance Andy tarried with a
new sense of urgency in front of an small appliance store window, smattered
with hand written sale banners. Questions about Dwayne Piltz and imagined
thoughts of Jenkins sprawled againgt his truck window, a bullet hole piercing
his skull, would not go away.

“ Andy, over here.”

Andy looked up. Lucy walked alone along the ticket window. He ce-
mented a smile on histired face as he ambled forward. “ How was the
movie?’

“ Redlly funny and good. But guess what | saw?’

Andy guided her onto Main Street. “ What did you see?’ He looked
back toward the theater marquee. “ Where' s Brucie?’

“ He stayed behind with his buddies. He... never mind.” She stopped
in the middle of Main Street. “ They’ re making a movie about... about.”

“ About...”

“ The Wizard of Oz. It'sdue out in August, | think. In color. I'm sure
they said it would be in color!”

“ The Wizard of Oz. I'd like to see that when it comes out.”

“ Me, too. Would you go with us?’ she asked.

“ Sure”
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L ucy popped the passenger door and got inside. Andy took the keys
from his pocket once he wasinside. “ Lucy, do you know Dwayne Piltz?’

“ Mr. Riltz, yes, he works on the railroad. Why?’

Andy opened the door and dlid onto the seat. “ | have reason to think
he might be involved with the men who were watching you.”

“ 1 didn’t see him watching me.”

“ Okay...” He started the truck, but forgot to put his foot on the clutch
and the truck shot back afew feet.

“ Whoa, cowboy!” exclaimed Lucy.

Andy shook his head and they both laughed. * I’m used to an auto-
matic.”

“ A what?’

“ My transmission.”

“1don't getit,” shesad, tilting her head. “ Were you making a joke?’

“ Who me?’ asked Andy, now not sure when automatic transmissions
were routinely manufactured in cars. “ Automatic
transmission,” shesaid. “ That'sfunny.” Andy started the car properly this
time and backed onto Main Street. “ Judy Garland is playing Dorothy. Dad
has the book at home. It was one of the books Mom used to read to us when
we were little.”

Andy checked the mirror back toward the theater lights. He needed
some way to track the Moloch. “ Lucy, where can | get a portable radio?’

“ Probably with the automatic transmission.”

Andy creased hisbrow. “ Oh... well that would be awesome,

wouldn't it?’
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“ Y es, awesome. Where do you get your expressions? Some cars
have radios. Why do you need a portable radio?’ Andy shrugged his shoul-
ders and drove with one hand on the whedl. “ There’' s something | noticed
about you.”

“ What'sthat?’ he asked as he downshifted toward the Higgens's
house.

“I’'m not sure.” Her distant look was disquieting. “ | know you're
from Colorado, but you have knowledge of something else. And | don’t
know what that is.”

“1I'm mysterious, eh?’ he asked as he stopped the truck.

“Very.”

He shut off the engine, they got out, and he rounded the hood. “ And
you'll get to the root of it, won't you, Miss Apel?’

“1will, Mr. Reese,” she said at the front walk. The porch light cast a
thin brightness across the walk and front lawn. “ Electricity... We'll have it
soon. Sort of like Social Security.”

“ Social security?’ He stopped midway up the porch steps.

“ Once you have it, you expect it, you need it, you want more bene-
fits”

“ You'reabright girl. That program will expand.”

“ Not my thoughts. Professor Geiger. He says it’ s the first step to so-
ciaism. Dad, of course, and even Mom, think FDR and the whole thing for
thelr retirement is just peachy. Geiger isafor avoluntary system for retire-

ment.”
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Andy pressed hislips. To hisleft two men walked along Main Street
and glanced at the Higgens house, but kept walking. Lucy now gazed at the
sars. “ Whereis Geiger now?’

“ | assume at his college job.” She continued panning the sky.

“ You know, I’'m amazed how you spouted off the names of those stars and
the distance of Vega. Impressive.”

“ That'swhat | do.”

The front door opened and Mrs. Apel stuck out her head. “ How was
the movie, Lucy?’

“ Great movie, Mom. Y ou were right. Judy Garland isgoing to bein
the Wizard of Oz in August.”

“ Frank Morgan is playing the wizard according to what | read in the
magazines.” Sheturned to Andy. “ Everything ese al right, Andy?’

“ All clear. Y ou want us to come in?’

“ No, enjoy the night. John and | will be out in ten minutes. We want to
hear the end of Jack Benny.”

Andy shrugged his shoulders as the door closed and he sat with Lucy
sat on the steps. Lucy placed her elbows on her elevated knees. “ Professor
Geiger isn't very popular anywhere. Hitler threw him out.”

“ That'saplus.”

“ It is. Movietone showed how Czechoslovakia was dissolved in
March. What' s next?’

Andy was still nervous about tampering with history and letting Hitler
live, but he remembered from the future disks, Hitler would take Poland in
September. “ Hitler wantsit al.”

“ Geiger doesn't think so,” she said.
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“ What do you mean?’

“ He thinks Hitler just wants European dominance.”

“ | don’t know if | agree with that. Everything | know about Hitler
leans itself to world domination and that means America.”

She shook her head. “ In amagazine article | read at the library, Ga-
ger clams Hitler would leave us adone. | think he' sright.”

“ How come you' re not going to college, Lucy?’

“ | want to get ajob in Des Moines. Save some money and maybe find
acollege back east. I'm going to ask people at the fair to suggest a college
and maybe get arecommendation. My grades are good.”

“ | bet they are.” She peered over thetrees. “ Lucy, I'd like to call
Geiger directly.”

“ How?" She pointed skyward. “ What's that rounded area beyond
the swan?’

Andy tilted his head back and focused on the sharp star points
rounded in the dark sky. “ Corona Boredlis, the crown. King Minos of Crete
had a daughter named Ariadne. She was married to Theseus at her birthplace
on the idand of Gnosos. But he deserted her and she later married again to
Liber Bacchus. She took his name, but the crown given to her by Theseus
was transferred into the sky and that is what we see today.”

She stared at Corona Boredlis, but Slowly smiled as she looked into his
eyes. “ | can't believe you know that.”

“ | could be lying.”

“ No, no. You're not lying. | know when somebody is lying. Like Bru-
cie”

“ Brucie?’
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“ | know he's seeing other girls.”

Andy pursed hislips. “ Then why bother with him?’

“ Thisisasmall town.”

Someone jostled the front door and Mrs. Apel’ s laughter rolled onto
the porch. “ He' s so cheap.”

“ Who, Dad?’ asked Lucy.

“ No, Jack Benny. He keeps al his money in this giant vault.”

“ | heard him on another program, maybe it was Fred Allen,” said the
short man with the maroon bow tie. * Jack Benny was held up by robbers.”

“ What happened, Hutch?’ asked Mrs. Apdl.

“ Wéll, the robber sticks agun into hisribs and says, * Y our money or
your lifel” And Jack Benny. Jack Benny pauses and he waits. The robber
gets mad and says. ‘“Well? Jack Benny says with this deadpan delivery.

“ I’'mthinking about it.””

Andy grinned and Lucy produced a big smile as the adults roared.
Even John’ s low-pitched laugh resonated across the porch. “ And that
Maxwell. Did you ever hear acar like that?’ asked John.

“ Never,” said Hutch, wiping his eye.

“ Comeon, Mr. Apdl,” said Mrs. Apd. “ WE'll be here dl night.”

Andy and Lucy started down the walk ahead of the Apels. Mrs. Apel’s
shoes clattered against the walk. * So, the movie was good?’

“ 1 enjoyed it,” said Lucy.

John’s serious countenance contrasted his laughing on the porch.

“ Anything, Andy?’
“ Nothing directly.”

134



The Fitton Chronicles 1939

John thought as he stroked his mustache. “ Why don'’t you ride back
with Lucy and we'll talk when we get home?’
“ It will probably be a smoother ride if you drive, Dad,” said Lucy.

Andy raised his brows. “ Or awesome.”
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A brilliant star dome arched over the silver hued landscape. Andy
leaned against cab’s metal frame and stretched his legs across the truck bed.
The reassuring train whistle resonated somewhere in the night as his voice vi-
brated with the bumps. “ Beautiful night.”

Lucy’s laugh filled the breezy night air and her smile was etched in the
dimlight. “ | say Martians could be up there.”

Andy had just pointed to Mars's present position. “ Or in other
places.”

“ Where were you when they broadcast War of the Worlds?’

“ Who me?’

Lucy looked around the truck bed. “ | don’t see anybody else back
here.”

“ | didn’t hear it.”

“ Congratulations, Andy. You're one of the few people in the US who
didn’t hear it. I'll bet your were at your observatory. Where is it anyway?’

Andy knew his observatory in Colorado, complete with frequency
scanners and computers, was presently a forested mountain top. He quickly
thought of old observatories. “ Mount Wilson.”

“ Where' s that?’

“ Southern California.”
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“ Oh, s0, you're from Colorado, but you work in Southern Califor-
nia?’

“ That sounds good.”

She grinned. “ You ever see any movie stars out there?’

“ They don’t hang around the mountain at night.” The truck turned left
and rocked over therailroad tracks. “ I’'m afraid | work alot. Thistrip out
hereisareal break for me.”

“You get fired?’ she asked.

* No.”

“ Okay,” she said as he leaned back again. “ You just sound like...”

“ Like I’m hiding something.”

She pointed at him. “ Yes, | noticed that from the minute | met you.”

“ Wdl with my sger’'s”

“ | forgot. I'm sorry. Thisis none of my business.”

“ That's okay,” said Andy as car headlights swung around and
skimmed the cornfield behind the truck. The lights dipped at the tracks and
bobbed up. He feared the Moloch and Dwayne Piltz. “ What kind of car
does Dwayne Riltz drive?’

“ Gee, Dad would know that. Do you redlly think he’s involved with
the scratchers?’

“I"m not sure.”

“ | am sorry about your sister.”

“ Shedied of abonedisease... very rare” He glanced over the rolling
silhouetted fields ahead. “ But, she's not suffering now.”

“ 1 know.” Her glassy eyes turned toward the sky again. Tears inched

along her smooth, round cheeks. “ Lifeisso short. |, | want to do some-
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thing. Something important. | can’t tell you what. | fed asthough life istug-
ging a me like an invisble force, pulling me toward something meaningful.
I'vefetit dl my life” The tears kept coming. Andy was not sure how to re-
act. “ Thisthing with the fair. Winning the contest. | fed likeits al part of
what I’'m saying. Y ou know, corresponding with an accomplished man such
as Professor Geiger. Sometimes | think fate is drawing me forward.”

“ Don't ever lose that feeling.”

“ Thank you... | won't...”

“1I"d like to talk to Geiger mysdlf,” said Andy. The car behind seemed
closer.

“ 1I"'m sure once we get to New Y ork you can talk with him at the fair.”

Andy shielded his eyes to the headlights shining through the dust. He
crawled by Lucy and rapped on the cab window. John said something and
pulled off the dirt road. The car was only a few hundred yards away when
John shut off the engine stepped out the door. “ The car?”’

Andy vaulted the truck bed. *“ Yup.”

John whispered in Andy’sear. “ | have aloaded shotgun under the

“ You'd better pay attention if Dwayne Piltz is driving the car.”

“ Dwayne?’ asked John. A black car with a split windshield, headlights
exposed on either side of an elevated hood and a flared chrome radiator grill,
fishtailed down theroad. “ That is Dwayne Riltz's Plymouth!”

“ What?' asked Andy.

“ What's Dwayne got to do with this?” The horn blared, but tapered
away as the car zoomed by. The headlight beams formed a moving mass and
the taillights brightened red as the exhaust stayed in the night air.
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“ Isheout of hismind?’

“ Isn't that Dwayne Piltz?’ called Mrs. Apel from the front sest.

“ Yes, Mavis, Yes, that was Dwayne Piltz. Driving like a maniac.”

John turned back to Andy as Lucy leaned over the truck bed.

“ Now, how did you know that was Dwayne Piltz? And what's he doing out
here at this hour?’

Andy swallowed once. He stared at the gray cornstalks lining the
murky dirt road. “ Dom told me when Dwayne came inside the shop last
week... See, just his presence in the shop caused the radio to buzz and
crackle.”

John wiped his neck with his handkerchief. “ So, what does that have
to with the price of beans?’

“ | think it s related to the people intruding on your property and stalk-
ing Lucy in town.”

“ Dwayne ever bother you, Lucy?’ asked John.

“No, | don't go over to therail yards.”

John stuck his handkerchief into his back pocket. “ What about those
government people? Would they give him some kind of device?’

“ 1 don’'t know,” said Andy.

Dwayne's car turned and disappeared behind more corn.

“ Okay,” said John, “ Let’s get back to the farm.”

Andy held John’s arm as he faced the cab and with his other hand
pointed down the star covered landscape. “ He just turned down there.”

“ | saw that.”

“ Where does that road lead?’ asked Andy.

“ To the creek.”
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“ Something is going on, John. Something none of us truly under-
stand.”

John wiped his mouth and cleared histhroat. “ I’m a practical man. |
don’'t speculate much unless | see something with my own eyes. | saw and
heard men on my property, but I’ ve never seen Dwayne Piltz bother usand |
won't base my judgment on Dom’ s imagination.”

He opened the truck door and closed it quickly. The truck started as
Andy climbed back into the truck bed. As John shifted onto the dirt road,
Lucy’ s wide brown eyes tracked Andy as he sat against the cab. “ Why is
Dwayne PFiltz driving down to the creek at ten-thirty at night?’

“ That is the poignant question of the evening, Miss Apel.”

Andy was not surprised when Lucy wanted to investigate the Dwayne
Piltz' s route toward the Harper’s Creek bridge. Running off in the night with
her would certainly upset John, but Lucy pressured him in the barnyard.
When Mrs. Apd called Lucy from the flickering light around the kitchen
screen door, Andy finally agreed to meet her near the side house in an hor.
He at once regretted the decision as she gleefully headed back to the house,
but like Lucy, his curiosity was insatiable. He could only guess how these
Moloch could inhabit Dwayne Filtz's mind or any human being’ s conscious-
ness. On many levels going down to the creek was a huge risk.

Lucy approached the side house less than an hour later. She wore

overdls and a white sweater and handed him a chunk of corn bread. An unlit
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lantern was in her other hand. Andy ducked out the screen door and closed it
gently. She propped her hand to her ear and smiled as Porky buzzed inside.
“ | thought you might be hungry. It'samile and a half to the creek road.”

“ That's nice of you,” he whispered. “ | see you have alantern.”

“ Matches arein my pocket.” Sheled Andy across the yard toward
the field trail leading away from the barn. “ What do you think it all means?
The sphere and Dwayne Piltz...”

“Wel...”

The side house lights flashed on and with a crash against the door,
Porky, in his red polka dot under shorts and sleeveless undershirt, stumbled
into the yard. Lucy covered her mouth and emitted several quick giggles
when Porky belched louder than a disgruntled cow. Andy grit his teeth and
fell back on the path. Lucy now had both hands over her mouth. Again
Porky burped and retreated into the side house.

“ | thought | would die,” said Lucy, holding her sides as Andy sat up.
She held out her hand and pulled him up on the trall.

“ He'll know I'm gone.”

“ He's still adeep,” said Lucy and they started forward

“ You could get mein trouble.”

“ I like new and exciting things,” she said.

Andy shook his head and followed her as his eyes adjusted to the sur-
rounding darkness. “ I’'m just afraid this Geiger connection is dangerous.”

“ What about Dom and radio buzzes?’

Andy steadied himself on the uneven trail. “ Just a conversation.”

“ That doesn't cut it,” she said as they trekked along soybeans rows.

“ There's something about you.”
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“ Me?’

“Yes, you.”

“ Am | introuble?’ he asked.

“ | haven't decided yet, but don’t worry. Y ou have alikable quality.
And who is JFK?’

“You, Miss Apdl, think too much.”

“ Professor Gelger says thinking is the key ingredient of life.”

Andy pointed to the woods. “ Thistrail leads to that road?’

“ Where Dwayne drove his car at ten-thirty at night. Thiswhole thing is
becoming very strange. That glowing thing in the water.”

“ There'ssomething | didn’t tell you father. What | saw in the paper
tonight.”

“ 1 don’'t understand.” They reached the trail between the tree clumps.
“ Something about the men stalking me?”’

“ No, Jenkins. He was... he was murdered in histruck in Cedar Rep-
ids-”

“ My God!”

“ And the luminous thing wasn’t mentioned. Somebody got to him.”

She gripped hiswrist and stopped him under alow hanging branch.
“ What' s going on here, Andy?’

“ Look thisthing is very complicated.”

“ 1 may be eighteen but | wasn't born yesterday. Who are you?
Really.”

“lamwho | say | am.”
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“ Okay, then what do you know that you're not telling me? | can't be-
lieve they murdered Jenkins for no reason.” She crossed her arms over her
sweater. “ Wdl?’

Andy wanted to tell her everything and his instincts told him she might
redly acceptit. “ Listen, | admit certain weird things are going on here, but
these things started long before | arrived in Hancock.”

“ Oh?’

“ Obvioudy that glowing thing in the river is of great concern to
someone, enough to kill Jenkins. And you have government people watching
you probably because you' ve written to Geiger. And somebody elseis stalk-
ing you.”

“ All mysteries...” They started adong the trail again. “ Now you know
why |I’'m suspicious.”

Andy remained silent down to the creek’s grassy banks. The wispy
willow branches seemed diveinthewind. “ How far?’

“ Another half mile,” she said, wiping her brow and huffing.

“ How come you' re not sweating or breathing heavily?’

“ 1 work out.”

“ Why? You afighter? | get the impression you could have taken Joe
Louis, even without al that fancy fighting.”

“ No, | just keep in shape.”

“ Working will do that for you, but | don’t understand why would
somebody just work out?’

“ Why not?’ he asked as he spotted the outline of a small bridge over

the river and the road continued up a wooded hill on the other side
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“ Paxton’s Bluff. Road narrows up top and eventually becomes a
path. There'sasmall lake up there. Farmers sometimes use it during the dry
weather. And the caves where my brothers and | used to play. A great place
to hide. They used to make moonshine up here during Prohibition.”

“ Caves? Interesting.”

“ | don't know if we should be inside the caves even with the lantern.”

Andy scanned the river for more glowing spheres. “ Are the caverns
deep?”’

“ Not redly. You just keep bumping your head.... But why would
Dwayne drive up here anyway?’

As they crossed the hollow metal surface the stars shone through the
breaks in the silhouetted bridge girders. Once on the dirt road and up the
other side Andy looked over his shoulder at the pewter dabbed slope back to
the Apel farm. The little ridge tapered southward and he hiked the gravel road
reluctantly. The sphere’ s energy might even account for the Moloch ability to
enter the human body. How that related to Dwayne Piltz was unclear.

" Thisis strange.” said Lucy as shetrod next to him. " | just know
Dwayne Filtz as a guy who's dways worked at the railroad yard, but | never
thought he was a nut or anything like that."

Andy nodded, but his eyes were fixed straight up the dimly lit, gravel
road. It was impossible in the starlight to discern any tire treads or anything

unusual. They had killed Jenkins because of the iridescent sphere and now
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Andy and Lucy were charting an unknown course. " Lucy, maybe you
should go back to the farm. | don't know how safeit is up here.”

“ Not in your life. I've never walked away from amystery. Besides,
what are we going to find? A drunk rail road man?’

“ I'm not sure. Where are the caves from here?’

She pointed toward foreboding forest branches lurking ahead.

“ Another few hundred yards and then the road turnsinto atrail.”

“ Okay.” Andy looked back over the silver valley fields. “ | fed like
we're above the world here.”

“ The world of tomorrow?’

“ The theme of the fair. | think Geiger isright,” said Andy. They
headed for thewoods. *“ Dealing with progressisn’t easy.”

“ The Perisphere and the Trylon represent progress.”

“ Y ou mean white dome and the obelisk a the fair... Which oneis
which, Lucy? | get them confused.”

“ The Perisphere is the white ball and the Trylon is aso white and
pointed like the Washington Monument. The Hdliclineis adoping ramp that
connects them both... | can't believe I’'m going there. There’' s an amusement
park with a parachute ride just outside the main grounds. | want to try that
parachute.”

“ You try the parachute.” Andy’s face tightened as their shoes ground
against the gravel near the woods.

“ And | hear thereisafrozen dive girl.”

“ Redlly frozen, en?”’
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Lucy nudged him left at the wooded road where the ridge leveled out.
The crushed stones were replaced by packed dirt, strewn with fallen leaves.
Lucy grabbed hiswrist with both hands. “ Andy.”

“ What isit?’

“ Up there in the bushes.”

A faint glistening point appeared in the brush. At first he feared a Mo-
loch presence, but as he stepped forward, a chrome bumper soon stuck out
of the thicket fifty feet ahead. He motioned Lucy forward and they jogged up
together. Behind the branches, Dwayne's black Plymouth was mostly hidden
by the leaves.

“ Then he must be in the caves,” said Lucy.

“ Maybe.”

The road narrowed at a rusted metal gate. He scrambled under the bar
behind Lucy and they moved paralld to the hilltop on a constricted, well
trodden trail. Everything he had experienced since contacting the Seraphs
now converged into a proliferating fear. The stars seemed to move behind the
tree branches as he scurried up arocky trail toward an overhang and shad-
owed opening in the ledge.

“ There's bats up here,” she said.

Andy grinned. “ The least of our worries.” But his smile dropped
when he noticed aindefinite fuzzy green glow inside the jagged opening
twenty feet above,

“ Jugt like theriver...”

Andy crawled to the opening and stared down the rough, green shad-
owed cave wall. Going back to the farm was the prudent course, but he de-

cided to plod forward. Lucy warned the cave would drip afew feet ahead.
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The air cooled as they descended, but a gentle hum drifted upward as a
deeper emerald sheen covered Lucy’ s round face and dark eyes. The narrow
passageway flared outward. An inner cave brightened enough between the
side boulders for Andy to shield his hand above his eyes. As they rounded
the rocks, several dozen densely packed green spheres, geometricaly per-
fect, floated and rotated slowly fifteen feet up in the dank air.

“ Oh, Lord,” whispered Lucy, her face flat and her eyeslocked. “ Not
of this planet.”

Andy would not tell her thislife form was the eventual human evolu-
tion. The mathematically perfect symmetry was intricate and varied in inten-
gty. “ Not life aswe know it, Lucy.”

The green luminescence dowly revolved as single toward them.

“ Andy!”

He took her hand and backtracked back up the rock-lined passageway.
Severa times she bumped the lantern against the ledge, but the luminous, vi-
brating conglomeration advanced up the cave. Lucy dropped the lantern, but
Andy scooped it up, and they scampered toward stars spanning the cave
opening. They leaped onto the ledge and careened down the rock slope.

Near the woods L ucy clutched his arm. The spheres squeezed through
the opening and rose over the ridge like a quilted hot air balloon. His bones
hummed and rushing air whipped the tree leaves as the mass expanded over
the hill. With the intensity a rocket engine, the cluster shot avay from the hill,
produced a blurred blue streak over the stars and a booming thunder
throughout the valley. Then it was gone.

In the reduced light Lucy released her grip but her mouth hung open.

“ Tdl mewhat it was.”
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Andy pressed hislips. “ It'sgone.”

“ You know. | know you know.”

“ How would | know?’ he said, holding her shoulders. “ Lucy, you
know as much as | do. It had to be another... form of life.”

She panned back to the cave. “ Why is Dwayne's car up here?
Where is he?’

“ Somehow they got to him... entered his body.”

Her teary eyes focused on the sky, but her body shook. “ Thisis aw-

ful!”

“It'sadl right. They’'re gone. They’'re gone | tell you.”

“ Where did they go? Are they coming back? Andy!”

His voice shook as he steered her back to thetrail. * Let’'s get out of
here.”
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The muddied hogs produced a grunting chorus and a deepening
stench percolated into the early morning air as Andy scattered the ripe gar-
bage into the pen. With a magazine tucked under her arm, but her usua vi-
brancy turned abnormally somber, Lucy crossed the yard and the chickens
scattered. Andy vaulted the wood plank fence. “ Lucy...”

“ 1 didn’'t deep. I’'m scared, Andy.”

“ It seems like a dream.”

“ | fed like | have to tell somebody, but... | don't even redlly believeit.
| just pray to God they’re gone.”

“ | think they were scared off or they would have attacked.”

“ They? We have to report this.”

“ Towhom?" Andy looked into her dark eyes and did not know how
to explain what he redlly knew.

“ Andy, we're talking about beings not of thisworld. ”

“ We' d have aWar of the Worlds thing if we report it and we end up
looking like fools. They’re gone.”

She thought for another moment, glanced at the blue sky and raised
her brows. “ Okay, I"'m going to assume what you say istrue. They are gone.
Whatever they were, they’re gone.”
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She walked aong the fence for several minutes, occasionally staring at
the creek hills. When she finaly returned, Andy met her halfway.
“ What's under your arm?’

“ Life magazine. My mother got this from Mrs. Higgens last night.”
She unfolded a glossy black and white cover with red header marked LI FE.
A young woman was dressed as if she were aflight attendant, in a uniform
jacket with embroidered lines at the shoulders and upper lapels. Below her
right lapel was a smple identification badge. Her scarf was furrowed to the
base of her neck and awisp of dark hair flowed out from a rounded flat cap.
A subtle lipstick perfectly traced her wide white smile and her hopeful eyes
gazed skyward. Another red banner at the bottom dated the magazine in
white letters as May 22, 1939. It only cost adime.

Andy ran hisfinger over the little black |etters above the banner in the
lower |eft corner: GIRL GUIDE-WORLD’SFAIR. “ Look at it this
way: We leave tomorrow morning. Then you can be sure we will have left the
Moloch behind.”

“ The Moloch. Why did you call them that?’ asked Lucy.

“ Because... they seem like Moloch... beings. ” He faced her directly.
“ | want you to forget what happened last night.”

“ How can |7’

“ Because there’ s nothing we can do about it. Let’s just concentrate
on going to the fair, meeting Geiger, and having a good time.”

Her eyes softened. “ | suppose you're right, but you know more, |
know you do... Mr. Whalen-”

“ Thefair's presdent?’
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“ Yes, hetold our coordinator, Mr. Davenport, they were sending us a
guide book to the fair, a game and some incidentals, but we never got any of
it.” Her face dill lacked the bubbly innocence. * You called them Moloch
like you knew that was their name.”

“ I’m aways spouting off words,” he answered, but he knew she
sensed something.

“ Like automatic transmission?’

“ Lucy.”

“ And JFK? Spin and hype. How about awesome?’ Andy pressed his
lips as she slowly nodded. “ Promise me one thing, Andrew Reese.”

“ What' s that?’

“ Honor my father’s wish: Keep me safe.”

She now seemed vulnerable. “ That's my job.”

In the yard behind him a pail crashed against the barn. Porky yanked a
fence post, lost his footing and fell back. He landed in the mud around the
pump and his gray work jersey was splattered with splotches. Lucy’s laugh-
ter sputtered as Porky rolled over like a prehistoric behemoth in the dosh.

“ Washtub’s in the side house, Pork.”

“ Stupid pail. | gutta lose some weight.”

Andy grinned, glanced at the magazine again and walked forward.
“You need help, Pork?’

“ | am capable of standing on my own two feet!” He placed his hand
in the mud, but hisleg gave way, and his bulky form dropped. Exploding
mud sprayed his shirt and his pants were fully now immersed in the mush.

Andy grinned, covered his eyes, and laughed. Then he moved with
Lucy toward the pump. Porky sat up and Andy extended his hand, but his
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enormous weight pulled Andy forward. Andy quickly planted his feet in the
mud. Lucy took Porky’s other hand and as they hoisted him up. Mud and
water dripped off his shirt and pants.

“ Stupid, dumb-ass bucket.” He shook his head and mumbled al the
way to the side house.

Andy and Lucy smiled at each other and spoke in unison.
“ Stupid, dumb-ass bucket.”

During the day Andy helped load the truck for the journey east. On the
trip he and Lucy would sit between suitcases and wood crates in the small
truck bed. Severa times during the day Lucy urged him to check the caves.
She feared the Moloch and compared them to birds returning home, but
Andy finally convinced her leaving lowa early tomorrow morning would keep
the incredible events of last night behind them. Lucy sounded more upbeat at
lunch, laughing and talking about the fair.

Around four, Andy was helping Porky lift some machinery in the barn
when a battered black and white sedan move ahead of a spreading dust trail
down the cornfield road. He set the metal on the crate, wiped his brow and
wandered to the barn opening. The sedan skidded in the dirt and Hobart,
wearing a khaki uniform, holster and gun, stepped into the yard. Andy shook
his head, looked toward the farmhouse and squinted. When Hobart marched
to the kitchen screen door Andy drifted across the dirt and waited under the
trees. Porky yelled something from the barn as Lucy briefly appeared be-

tween the open kitchen window curtains.
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Andy’s eyes darted between the window and the screen door. How
would Hobart bout the spheres? Or had they affected him? When John
opened the screen door and spotted Andy, he thought Lucy had broken un-
der the pressure. “ Can wetak to you a minute, Andy?’

“ Sure”

John’s eyes hardened as Andy advanced below the tree branches. He
feared Hobart had found out about the caves last night. John gazed toward
the hills beyond the river and then turned to Andy. “ Andy, Dwayne Riltz's
car was found in the hills across the river.”

“ Foul play?’ asked Andy on the screen door steps.

“ Hobart’ s not sure. Dwayne just |eft his car near the caves and hasn't
reported to the rail yards for three days.”

Andy nodded and stepped into the kitchen. Mrs. Apel brought him a
tall glass of freshly squeezed lemonade. Hobart sat at the kitchen table, held a
tall, water-beaded glass of lemonade and spoke from the side of his mouth.

“ S0, who the hell are you anyway? And don’t give me that gobble-dygook
you gave me in the barber shop.”

Lucy stared at him. “ Andy Reese, | live in Tobin Springs, Colorado.
| went to school Southern California Poly Tech. I’ m an astrophysicist-"

“ Cut the big words, college boy!” He grabbed the table, struggled to
his feet and stomped across the linoleum floor. “ Listen, there’'saman
who'slived here dl hislife missng. Why are you here?’

“ My sgter just died. I'm interested in the fair in New York. | read
Lucy’s essay.”

“ You'd better be telling the truth, Reese or-"

“ Or what?’
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“ Hold it,” said John, stepping between the two men. “ Hobart,
what’s the point of this?’

Lucy’s brow furrowed.

“ He'sadranger in town,” yelled Hobart and he dammed the glass
against the wood table,

“ He' stold you why he's here. So why don't you just run along?”

Hobart looked at Andy and then back at John. “ Would you ask your
house guest here whether he's ever been out to the caves?’

Andy sipped the lemonade and set the glass on the table. “ | know
where the caves are and | was up there last night.”

“ What?" shouted Hobart. “ What? Are you kidding me?’

“ We dl saw Dwayne's Piltz's car head up in that direction when we
were coming back to the farm last night,” said John.

“ Dwayne has been missing for three days!” whined Hobart.

“ Does that make us all responsible for Dwayne disappearing?’ asked
John.

“ | saw the car, but Dwayne wasn't in it,” said Andy.

“ Was he insde the caves?’

“ No. What are you accusing me of ?’

“Wel, 1...”

“ Ligten, I’ ve been through enough losing my sister. | don’t need any-
thing else right now.”

Hobart jabbed hisfinger into the air. “ You be available for question-
ing.”

Andy shook his head at John. “ Sure.”

Hobart nodded to Mrs. Apel and kicked the screen door as he |€ft.
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“ | can't stand that man,” said John and he stepped closer to Andy.
“ You were up a the caves last night?’

“ 1 couldn’'t sleep. | had to figure out why Dwayne Piltz went up there,
Natura curiogity. Is hereally going to question me?’

“ Oh, Hobart has to judtify his position now and then.”

The sedan started outside and the engine noise dowly faded. Andy
pressed hislips. “ If you want me to stay behind | will.”

“ Andy, by the time Hobart calls you in, we'll be halfway to New Jer-

sey.”
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16

“ We have to check the caves again,” Lucy said after supper as they
waked along the weathered gray barn boards.

“ They’re gone. And we can’t let Hobart see us up there. | say we just
get in that truck tomorrow morning and leave.”

“ What if they come back before then?’ Her words were caught be-
tween her quick, short breaths. “ Something from space has landed herein
lowa and we're helplessto stop it.”

“ No, no, it'sokay,” he said, holding her shoulders.

“ How do you know that? Maybe you should start telling me who you
redly are”

He stared at her and pursed hislips. “ Look, Lucy...”

“ Who are you, Andy?’

“ Someone who believesin ayoung lady who wrote a brilliant essay
about the future. Someone who knows the future can be more than just new
inventions... Some one who cares that you're al right.”

She stepped back, but her eyes moved past Andy, to the forested hill
beyond the river bridge’ s rusted girders. “ Geiger... this has to do with Ga-
ger.”

“ Geiger, why would you say that?’
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“1fed it. | can't explain it, but Professor Geiger’s theories are very
important to the future.”

“ How s0?’ asked Andy as they started back along the barn.

“ Social technocracy dictates a human response to technol ogical
achievement. Not to eliminate great progress, but to think about what we are
doing. It'savery ssmple process.”

“ Promise me something, Lucy.”

“ What' s that?’

“ Somehow get to college... go as far as you can.”

With a short puff Lucy exhaled quickly, coming just short of alaugh.
“ Poor girls on the farm are supposed to stay on the farm.”

“ Not you. You're different. Y ou're capable of great things. God has
given you the means and the passion to turn your dreams into redity.”

“ And just find the way to Emerald City?" She smiled and creased her
brow in the drenching, orange sunlight. “ Y ou promised me you’'d go with
us to The Wizard of Oz when it opens later this summer.”

“ Let’'s get to the fair first, meet Geiger and maybe enjoy ourselves.”

She fully smiled as they reached John's packed truck. Her teeth were
white and young, like a new product off the assembly line. “ Thanks.”

“ For what?’ He rested his elbow on the edge of the truck bed.

Her eyesintensfied. * For reassuring me.”

“ 1 just want you to know everything will be dl right.”

“ Somehow you' ve convinced me Andy Reese. | don’t know how,

but you’ ve convinced me.”
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* * %

In the light from three oil lamps the Monopoly board was dotted with
red hotels and smaller green houses. John Apel stretched back in his chair
and laughed. An unlit cigar lay on the red and white tablecloth. Andy leaned
against the kitchen counter and looked over at Ned as he rolled the dice.

“ Thisisn't another Porky story, isit?’

Lucy laughed hard enough to wipe her eyes. “ Itis.”

“ Okay, you said Porky was in town.”

Ned rolled six and landed on the luxury tax between Lucy’s hotels on
Boardwak and Park Place. “ No, he was at the county fair,” said Ned.

“ Andy, you never should have sold her Park Place.”

“ After the horse pull,” said Lucy. “ And no, they didn’t pull him. Men
see how much they can lift.”

“ Lucy, the man isn't even here,” said Mrs. Apel as she s& ablue and
white plate with scenes of old France, stacked with chocolate chip cookies,
onthetable. “ | need some of these for the trip.”

John set the chair upright. “ Every year the men in the county compete
in lifting machinery.” Lucy closed her eyes and laughed as she rolled the
dice..

“ With his bad back?’ asked Andy.

“ Wdll, Porky is getting ready to lift,” said John as Lucy 