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“All the great empires of the future will be emref the mind.”

WINSTON CHURCHILL, 1953

“If you don’t know history, you don’t know anythitg

EDWARD JOHNSTON, 1990

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

ROBERT DONIGER, 1996

INTRODUCTION
Science at the End of the
Century

A hundred years ago, as the nineteenth century tirewclose, scientists around the
world were satisfied that they had arrived at azueate picture of the physical world. As
physicist Alastair Rae put it, “By the end of theeateenth century it seemed that the
basic fundamental principles governing the behavidhe physical universe were
known.™ Indeed, many scientists said that the gtofdphysics was nearly completed: no
big discoveries remained to be made, only detailsfenishing touches.

But late in the final decade, a few curiosities eamlight. Roentgen discovered rays that
passed through flesh; because they were unexpldieechlled them X rays. Two months
later, Henri Becquerel accidentally found thatecpi of uranium ore emitted something



that fogged photographic plates. And the electitom carrier of electricity, was
discovered in 1897.

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

If you were to say to a physicist in 1899 that @99, a hundred years later, moving
images would be transmitted into homes all oventbdd from satellites in the sky; that
bombs of unimaginable power would threaten theispethat antibiotics would abolish
infectious disease but that disease would fighk @t women would have the vote,
and pills to control reproduction; that millionsméople would take to the air every hour
in aircraft capable of taking off and landing witlhtdhuman touch; that you could cross
the Atlantic at two thousand miles an hour; thahbhokind would travel to the moon, and
then lose interest; that microscopes would be tabéee individual atoms; that people
would carry telephones weighing a few ounces, gedls anywhere in the world without
wires; or that most of these miracles dependedewsrtds the size of a postage stamp,
which utilized a new theory called quantum mechanrieif you said all this, the
physicist would almost certainly pronounce you mad.

Most of these developments could not have beenqgbeedin 1899, because prevailing
scientific theory said they were impossible. Andtfee few developments that were not
impossible, such as airplanes, the sheer scalenfdventual use would have defied
comprehension. One might have imagined an airplar®it ten thousand airplanes in
the air at the same time would have been beyondiiima.

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

Now that we stand on the threshold of the twemntst-fientury, the situation is oddly
similar. Once again, physicists believe the physicald has been explained, and that no
further revolutions lie ahead. Because of priotdmg they no longer express this view
publicly, but they think it just the same. Someealiers have even gone so far as to
argue that science as a discipline has finishedat; that there is nothing important left
for science to discover.*

But just as the late nineteenth century gave lohtghat was to come, so the late
twentieth century also provides some clues totieré. One of the most important is the
interest in so-called quantum technology. Thisig#ort on many fronts to create a new
technology that utilizes the fundamental natursutfatomic reality, and it promises to
revolutionize our ideas of what is possible.



Quantum technology flatly contradicts our commomsgeideas of how the world works.
It posits a world where computers operate withaiimd turned on and objects are found
without looking for them. An unimaginably powertdmputer can be built from a single
molecule. Information moves instantly between twonfs, without wires or networks.
Distant objects are examined without any contactn@uters do their calculations in
other universes. And teleportation — “Beam me umtty” — is ordinary and used in
many different ways.

In the 1990s, research in quantum technology begahow results. In 1995, quantum
ultrasecure messages were sent over a distangghohales, suggesting that a quantum
Internet would be built in the coming century. lod.Alamos, physicists measured the
thickness of a human hair using laser light thag never actually shone on the hair, but
only might have been. This bizarre, “counterfactuasult initiated a new field of
interaction-free detection: what has been callewiifhg something without looking.”

And in 1998, quantum teleportation was demonstratelree laboratories around the
world — in Innsbruck, in Rome and at Cal Tech.* Bibist Jeff Kimble, leader of the
Cal Tech team, said that quantum teleportationdcbalapplied to solid objects: “The
guantum state of one entity could be transportexhtgher entity. . . . We think we know
how to do that.”t Kimble stopped well short of sagting they could teleport a human
being, but he imagined that someone might try witracterium.

These quantum curiosities, defying logic and comisemse, have received little

attention from the public, but they will. Accordibg some estimates, by the first decades
of the new century, the majority of physicists arduhe world will work in some aspect
of quantum technology. ¥

It is therefore not surprising that during the m@PB0s, several corporations undertook
guantum research. Fujitsu Quantum Devices waslettad in 1991. IBM formed a
guantum research team in 1993, under pioneer GhBdenett.8 ATT and other
companies soon followed, as did universities sic@a Tech, and government facilities
like Los Alamos. And so did a New Mexico researompany called ITC. Located only
an hour’s drive from Los Alamos, ITC made remarkatitides very early in the decade.
Indeed, it is now clear that ITC was the first camypto have a practical, working
application employing advanced quantum technolog$998.

In retrospect, it was a combination of peculiacemstances — and considerable luck —
that gave ITC the lead in a dramatic new technalddhough the company took the
position that their discoveries were entirely beniteir so-called recovery expedition
showed the dangers only too clearly. Two peopld,dee vanished, and another
suffered serious injuries. Certainly, for the yogngduate students who undertook the
expedition, this new quantum technology, harbirgfeéhe twenty-first century, proved
anything but benign.



A typical episode of private warfare occurred irsZ3Sir Oliver de Vannes, an English
knight of nobility and character, had taken overtitwns of Castelgard and La Roque,
along the Dordogne River. By all accounts, thisrtbared lord” ruled with honest
dignity, and was beloved by the people. In Aprit, liver’'s lands were invaded by a
rampaging company of two thousand brigandes, reteegaights under the command of
Arnaut de Cervole, a defrocked monk known as “theh@riest.” After burning
Castelgard to the ground, Cervole razed the ndddnastery of Sainte-Mére, murdering
monks and destroying the famed water mill on thedbgne. Cervole then pursued Sir
Oliver to the fortress of La Roque, where a teeribattle followed.

Oliver defended his castle with skill and daringn@mporary accounts credit Oliver's
efforts to his military adviser, Edwardus de Johhétle is known of this man, around
whom a Merlin-like mythology grew up: it was saie ¢ould vanish in a flash of light.
The chronicler Audreim says Johnes came from Oxiouti other accounts say he was
Milanese. Since he traveled with a team of yoursistents, he was most likely an
itinerant expert, hiring himself out to whoeverg#&or his services. He was schooled in
the use of gunpowder and artillery, a technology aethat time. . . .

Ultimately, Oliver lost his impregnable castle whespy opened an inside passage,
allowing the Archpriest’s soldiers to enter. Sueirayals were typical of the complex
intrigues of that time.

From The Hundred Years War in France

by M. D. Backes, 1996

CORAZON
“Anyone who is not shocked by quantum theory dadsunderstand it.”

NEILS BOHR, 1927

“Nobody understands quantum theory.”

RICHARD FEYNMAN, 1967

He should never have taken that shortcut.

Dan Baker winced as his new Mercedes S500 sedarcbedwown the dirt road, heading
deeper into the Navajo reservation in northern du& Around them, the landscape was



increasingly desolate: distant red mesas to the #stsdesert stretching away in the west.
They had passed a village half an hour earlier stydnouses, a church and a small
school, huddled against a cliff — but since théeytd seen nothing at all, not even a
fence. Just empty red desert. They hadn’t seemanoar for an hour. Now it was noon,
the sun glaring down at them. Baker, a forty-yddrbuilding contractor in Phoenix, was
beginning to feel uneasy. Especially since his yafearchitect, was one of those artistic
people who wasn'’t practical about things like gad water. His tank was half-empty.
And the car was starting to run hot.

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

Sitting beside him, his wife was bent over the nteging the route with her finger. “It
has to be,” she said. “The guidebook said four srtileyond the Corazdén Canyon
turnoff.”

“But we passed Corazén Canyon twenty minutes agomiist have missed it.”

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

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

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

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

“Weaving.”

“Okay.” He sighed. “A weaving.”

“And no, it's not the same,” she said. “Those Sedsiores carry tourist junk — they’re
acrylic, not wool. | want the weavings that thell esa the reservation. And supposedly
the trading post has an old Sandpainting weaviow fthe twenties, by Hosteen Klah.
And | want it.”

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

They drove on in silence. The road ahead shimmiardt heat, so it looked like a silver
lake. And there were mirages, houses or peoplayrigp on the road, but always when

you came closer, there was nothing there.

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



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

“‘How many more?”

“I don’t know. A few more.”

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

“Ten more minutes,” she said.

“Okay,” he said, “ten minutes.”

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

“Oh my God!” she said. “We hit him!”

“What?”

“We hit that guy.”

“No, we didn’t. We hit a pothole.”

In the rearview mirror, Baker could see the malhstanding at the side of the road. A
figure in brown, rapidly disappearing in the dustucl behind the car as they drove away.

“We couldn’t have hit him,” Baker said. “He’s stdtanding.”
“Dan. We hit him. | saw it.”
“I don’t think so, honey.”

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

“We better go back,” she said.
“Why?”

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



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

“l do.”

“Then let’s go back.”

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

“Dan. | don'’t believe this.”

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

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

:‘Oh Jesus.”

Baker pulled over, and jumped out into the dustidlof his own car. He gasped as he
felt the blast of heat on his face and body. Itnmes120 degrees out here, he thought.

As the dust cleared, he saw the man lying at e @i the road, trying to raise himself
up on his elbow. The guy was shaky, about sevéatging and bearded. His skin was
pale; he didn’'t look Navajo. His brown clothes wéashioned into long robes. Maybe
he’s a priest, Baker thought.

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

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

“Do you want to stand up?” he said. He was relievetto see any blood.

“In a minute.”

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

The man coughed again. Head hanging limply, hedtat the dirt road.

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

“Yeah,” Baker said. The old guy certainly seemetéaonfused. Baker looked around
again: there was nothing but flat desert in akkdliions, stretching away into shimmering

haze.

No car. Nothing.



“How’'d he get out here?” Baker said.
“Come on,” Liz said, “we have to take him to a hitely’

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

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

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

The man lay down on the leather, curling into alfpbsition. Underneath his robes, he
was wearing ordinary clothes: jeans, a checked, $tikes. He closed the door, and Liz
got back in the front seat. Baker hesitated, remgioutside in the heat. How was it
possible the old guy was out here all alone? Wgaalhthose clothes and not sweating?

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

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

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

Baker crossed the road to have a look. He steppedaovery large pothole, considered
showing it to his wife, then decided not to.

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

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

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



Looking closely at the ceramic, he saw the |etf€€ stamped on one edge. And there
was a kind of button, recessed in the side. He wiwhat would happen if he pushed
the button. Standing in the heat, with big boulddraround him, he pushed it.

Nothing happened.

He pushed it again. Again nothing.

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

Baker started the engine. “Gallup it is.”

iBack on the main highway, they made better timagdh®y south to Gallup. The old guy
was still sleeping. Liz looked at him and said, fDa .”

“What?”

“You see his hands?”

“What about them?”

“The fingertips.”

Baker looked away from the road, glanced quickty ime back seat. The old guy’s
fingertips were red to the second knuckle. “So?sHe&nburned.”

“Just on the tips? Why not the whole hand?”
Baker shrugged.

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

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

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

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

He sighed.

The road continued straight ahead.



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

“How are you feeling?” Liz said.

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

“What's your name?” Liz said.

The man blinked at her. “The quondam phone madeama.”

“But what's your name?”

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

Baker said, “He’s rhyming everything.”

She said, “I noticed, Dan.”

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

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

“Quondam phone, makes me roam,

to the place | belong,

old Black Rocky, country byway,

guondam phone, it's on roam.”

“Oh boy,” Baker said.

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

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

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



“A nut by any other name would smell like feet.”
But his wife wouldn’t give up. “Sir? Do you know yoname?”

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

“But, sir—"

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

Bellowing, the old man sang: “To the place | beloolg black magic, it's so tragic,
country foam, makes me groan.” And immediatelystagted to sing it again.

“How much farther?” Liz said.

“Don’'t ask.”

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

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

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

Baker was impressed by the way the orderlies hdritie guy, gently but still firmly,
strapping him down. He was equally impressed byp#ige dark-haired woman in a
white coat who fell into step with them. “I'm BeweiTsosie,” she said, shaking hands
with them. “I'm the physician on call.” She was y&alm, even though the man on the
gurney continued to yell as they wheeled him ih®trauma center. “Quondam phone,
makes me roam. . ..”

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

The old guy sang, “To the plaaaaace | belongggg. .

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

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



“Except when he was sleeping,” Liz said.

“Was he ever unconscious?”

“No.”

“Any nausea, vomiting?”

“No.”

“And you found him where? Out past Corazdén Canyon?”
“About five, ten miles beyond.”

“Not much out there,” she said.

“You know it?” Baker said.

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

They wheeled the old man, still shouting, througtwanging door. Dr. Tsosie said, “If
you’ll wait here, I'll get back to you as soon debw something. It'll probably be a
while. You might want to go get lunch.”

Beverly Tsosie had a staff position at UniversitysHital in Alouquerque, but lately
she’d been coming to Gallup two days a week to itke ker elderly grandmother, and on
those days she worked a shift in the McKinley Trauldmit to make extra money. She
liked McKinley, with its modern exterior painted lild red and cream stripes. The
hospital was really dedicated to the community. Ahd liked Gallup, a smaller town
than Albuquerque, and a place where she felt momdartable with a tribal background.

Most days, the Trauma Unit was pretty quiet. Scattnval of this old man, agitated and
shouting, was causing a lot of commotion. She paishugh the curtains into the
cubicle, where the orderlies had already stripdéthe brown felt robes and removed his
Nikes. But the old man was still struggling, figigithem, so they had to leave him
strapped down. They were cutting his jeans anglidid shirt away.

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

“No,” said one of the orderlies, holding up thersHit's never been sewn together, it's
all one piece of cloth. Weird, the pattern doeBn& up because one side is bigger than
the other. . . .”



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

The man was far too wild. “Not yet. Let’s get anitVeach arm. And go through his
pockets. See if he's got any identification at ilhe doesn’t, take his fingerprints and
fax them to D.C.; maybe he’ll show up on a datallhsee.”

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

Nancy Hood came over and said, “We searched the Dok.”
“And?”

“Nothing helpful. No wallet, no credit cards, noyke The only thing he had on him was
this.” She gave Beverly a folded piece of papdodked like a computer printout, and
showed an odd pattern of dots in a gridlike pattatrthe bottom was written “mon. ste.
mere.”

“ ‘Monstemere?’ Does that mean anything to you?”
Hood shook her head. “You ask me, he’s psychotic.”

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

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

“Order it,” Tsosie said.

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

Dan Baker was restless. Just as he predicted ey to spend hours sitting around the
waiting room of McKinley Hospital. After they gaimch — burritos in red chile sauce
— they had come back to see a policeman in tharmatét, looking over their car,
running his hand along the side door panel. Jeshgénim gave Baker a chill. He
thought of going over to the cop but decided notristead, they returned to the waiting
room. He called his daughter and said they’d b& iatfact, they might not even get to
Phoenix until tomorrow.

And they waited. Finally, around four o’clock, whBaker went to the desk to inquire
about the old man, the woman said, “Are you a inedat



“No, but—"
“Then please wait over there. Doctor will be witbuyshortly.”

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

When somebody finally came to talk to them, it wasre petite doctor, it was the cop.
He was a young policeman in his twenties, in alpgaessed uniform. He had long hair,
and his nametag said JAMES WAUNEKA. Baker wondevedt kind of a name that
was. Hopi or Navajo, probably.

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

Baker glared at his wife, who refused to meet fies &iz said, “Is he going to be all
right?”

“Looks like it, yes.”

“Then we can go?” Baker said.

“Honey,” Liz said, “don’t you want to give him th#ting you found?”

“Oh, yes.” Baker brought out the little ceramic agg1 “I found this, near where he was.”

The cop turned the ceramic over in his hands. “I'T€,said, reading the stamp on the
side. “Where exactly did you find this?”

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

“Anything else?”

“No. That's all.”



“Well, thanks,” Wauneka said, slipping the ceramitis pocket. And then he paused.
“Oh, | almost forgot.” He took a piece of paper otihis pocket and unfolded it carefully.
“We found this in his clothing. | wondered if yoadhever seen it.”

Baker glanced at the paper: a bunch of dots archimggrids. “No,” he said. “I've never
seen it before.”

“You didn’t give it to him?”

“No.”

“Any idea what it might be?”

“No,” Baker said. “No idea at all.”

“Well, I think 1 do,” his wife said.

“You do?” the cop said.

“Yes,” she said. “Do you mind if I, uh . . .” Andhe took the paper from the policeman.
Baker sighed. Now Liz was being the architect, stijog at the paper judiciously, turning
it this way and that, looking at the dots upsidesd@nd sideways. Baker knew why. She
was trying to distract attention from the fact tehé had been wrong, that his car had hit
a pothole, after all, and that they had wasted @levtiay here. She was trying to justify a
waste of time, to somehow give it importance.

“Yes,” she said finally, “I know what it is. It's eéhurch.”

Baker looked at the dots on the paper. He saidat'$ta church?”

“Well, the floor plan for one,” she said. “See? &lerthe long axis of the cross, the

nave. ... See? It's definitely a church, Dan. Amelrest of this image, the squares within
squares, all rectilinear, it looks like . . . yowokv, this might be a monastery.”

The cop said, “A monastery?”

“I think so,” she said. “And what about the labetlee bottom: ‘mon.ste.mere.’ Isn’t
‘mon’ an abbreviation for monastery? | bet it im kelling you, | think this is a

monastery.” She handed the picture back to the cop.

Pointedly, Baker looked at his watch. “We reallpshl be going.”



“Of course,” Wauneka said, taking the hint. He shbands with them. “Thanks for all
your help. Sorry for the delay. Have a pleasapt’tri

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

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

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

His wife smiled.

He drove out of the parking lot, and headed fortig&away.

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

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

“Apparently not. But it's funny. They say they falihim wandering around north of
Corazon Canyon. There’s nothing there for ten mileany direction.”

“SO?”

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

“You think somebody dumped him? Got tired of graamdpabbing the remote?”
“Yeah. That's my guess.”

“And what about his fingers?”



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

“He diabetic?”

“No.”

“Raynaud’s?”

“‘No.”

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

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

“You check him for heavy metals, Bev? Becausedbidd be toxic exposure to heavy
metals. Cadmium, or arsenic. That would explainfithgers, and also his dementia.”

“I drew the samples. But heavy metals go to UNHKlinuquerque. | won't have the
report back for seventy-two hours.”

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

“Nothing. We put a missing persons out on him, eedransmitted his fingerprints to
Washington for a database check, but that coulel aakeek.”

Nieto nodded. “And when he was agitated, babblWgfat'd he say?”

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

“Quondam? Isn’t that Latin?”
She shrugged. “It's a long time since | was in chur

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

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

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



“He wasn’t saying ‘quondam phone,’ “ the kid sdide was saying ‘quantum foam.” *
“What?”

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

They went over to him. Nieto seemed amused. “Andtyxactly, is quantum foam?”
The kid looked at them earnestly, blinking behimgldiasses. “At very small, subatomic
dimensions, the structure of space-time is irregllid not smooth, it's sort of bubbly
and foamy. And because it's way down at the quanéawel, it's called quantum foam.”
“How old are you?” Nieto said.

“Eleven.”

His mother said, “He reads a lot. His father’s as |Alamos.”

Nieto nodded. “And what's the point of this quanttoam, Kevin?”

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

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

“Because he’s a well-known physicist,” Wauneka seaining toward them. He glanced
at a sheet of paper in his hand. “It just cameninhe M.P.D. Joseph A. Traub, seventy-
one years old, materials physicist. Specialisupesconducting metals. Reported missing
by his employer, ITC Research in Black Rock, aronadn today.”

“Black Rock? That's way over near Sandia.” It waseyal hours away, in central New
Mexico. “How the hell did this guy get to Corazéargon in Arizona?”

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

The alarms began to sound.

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

Beverly was already running across the room. Waamak after her. “Turn the head!”
Nieto was saying, coming up to the bed. “Turn BBverly had pulled off the oxygen



mask and was trying to turn the old man’s headhleugtruggled, fighting her, still
gurgling, eyes wide with panic. Wauneka pushed pastgrabbed the old man’s head
with both hands and wrenched hard, twisting himilgdd the side. The man vomited
again; blood sprayed all over the monitors, and ¥Vauneka. “Suction!” Beverly
shouted, pointing to a tube on the wall.

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

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

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

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

Nieto was standing over the bed, holding the padidi®utstretched arms. Wauneka
scrambled back from the bed as Nancy Hood pusheddyethrough; there were people
clustered all around the man now. Wauneka smell#thgp odor and knew the man’s
bowels had released. He suddenly realized the aldwas going to die.

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

Beverly said, “Close the curtain, Jimmy.”

He looked back, and saw the bespectacled kid atmes®om, staring, his mouth open.
Wauneka yanked the drapes shut.

An hour later, an exhausted Beverly Tsosie drojmdhn at a desk in the corner to write
up the case summary. It would have to be unusuahyplete, because the patient had
died. As she thumbed through the chart, Jimmy Weaicame by with a cup of coffee
for her. “Thanks,” she said. “By the way, do yow&ahe phone number for that ITC
company? | have to call them.”

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



Before she could say anything, Wauneka had gotteetaext desk, flipped open his
notepad, and started dialing. He smiled at hereasdited for the call to go through.

“ITC Research.”

He identified himself, then said, “I'm calling aldogour missing employee, Joseph
Traub.”

“One moment please, I'll connect you to our direa@bhuman resources.”

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

She continued to write, not looking up from therthd’'m seeing Granny.”

He gave a little shrug. “Just thought I'd ask,”dzed.

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

“Is that right?”

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

Wauneka grinned. “Well, okay.”

“Okay.”

The phone clicked again and he heard a woman Bljd ‘please, | am putting you
through to our senior vice president, Dr. Gordon.”

“Thank you.” He thought, Senior vice president.
Another click, then a gravelly voice: “This is JoGiordon speaking.”

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

Seen through the picture windows of the ITC confeeeroom, the yellow afternoon sun
gleamed off the five glass and steel laboratorydings of the Black Rock research
complex. In the distance, afternoon thundercloudseviorming over the far desert. But
inside the room, the twelve ITC board members vemeed away from the view. They
were having coffee at a side table, talking to anether while they waited for the



meeting to begin. Board meetings always ran ineonilght, because the ITC president,
Robert Doniger, was a notorious insomniac and heduled them that way. It was a
tribute to Doniger’s brilliance that the board mears) all CEOs and major venture
capitalists, came anyway.

Right now, Doniger had yet to make an appearamten Gordon, Doniger’s burly vice
president, thought he knew why. Still talking ocedl phone, Gordon began to make his
way toward the door. At one time Gordon had beeAiaforce project manager, and he
still had a military bearing. His blue businesg swas freshly pressed, and his black
shoes shone. Holding his cell phone to his easaié “I understand, Officer,” and he
slipped out the door.

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

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

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

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

“Where?”

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

“What do they think he died of?”

“They don’t know. They think massive cardiac arr&it there was a problem with his
fingers. A circulatory problem. They’re going to dn autopsy. It's required by law.”

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



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

“That’s true,” Doniger said coldly. “And you knowhat? There’s fuck all | can do about
it. | feel sorry. Oh me oh my. Send some floweust handle it, okay?”

At moments like this, Gordon would take a deep threand remind himself that Doniger
was no different from most other aggressive youmgepreneurs. He would remind
himself that behind the sarcasm, Doniger was nedngys right. And he would remind
himself that in any case, Doniger had behavedwhigall his life.

Robert Doniger had shown early signs of geniusntakp engineering textbooks while
still in grade school. By the time he was ninecbald fix any electronic appliance — a
radio, or a TV — fiddling with the vacuum tubes amides until he got it working. When
his mother expressed concern that he would elagedumself, he told her, “Don’t be an
idiot.” And when his favorite grandmother died,rg-@yed Doniger informed his mother
that the old lady still owed him twenty-seven ddleand he expected her to make good
on it.

After graduating summa cum laude in physics froanfird at the age of eighteen,
Doniger had gone to Fermilab, near Chicago. Hedajtet six months, telling the director
of the lab that “particle physics is for jerkoff$fe returned to Stanford, where he worked
in what he regarded as a more promising area: sopéucting magnetism.

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

It was at TechGate that Doniger’s harsh managestglet became famous. During
meetings with his scientists, he’d sit in the cortipped precariously back in his chair,
firing off questions. “What about this?” “Why aréiyou doing that?” “What'’s the reason
for this?” If the answer satisfied him, he’'d sayldybe. . . .” That was the highest praise
anyone ever got from Doniger. But if he didn't likee answer — and he usually didn’t
— he’d snarl, “Are you brain-dead?” “Do you aspioebe an idiot?” “Do you want to die
stupid?” “You’re not even a half-wit.” When reaiyynoyed, he threw pencils and
notebooks, and screamed, “Assholes! You're all iuglassholes!”

TechGate employees put up with the tantrums of tBé&éarch Doniger” because he was
a brilliant physicist, better than they were; bessabhe knew the problems his teams were
facing; and because his criticisms were invariaplypoint. Unpleasant as it was, this
stinging style worked; TechGate made remarkablamacks in two years.



In 1984, he sold his company for a hundred miltlofars. That same year, Time
magazine listed him as one of fifty people underabe of twenty-five “who will shape
the rest of the century.” The list also includedl Biates and Steve Jobs.

:‘Goddamn it,” Doniger said, turning to Gordon. “Dbave to do everything myself?
Jesus. Where did they find Traub?”

“In the desert. On the Navajo reservation.”

“Where, exactly?”

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

“All right,” Doniger said. “Then get Baretto fronesurity to drive Traub’s car out to
Corazon, and leave it in the desert. Punctureeaatid walk away.”

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

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

“But we don’t know exactly where—"

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

“That means Baretto plus somebody else knows abaut. . .”

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

There was a short silence. Kramer stared at tloe, ffmwning, clearly still unhappy.

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

“I remember,” Gordon said.

“You were so worried about it,” Doniger said, sniiig. He explained to Kramer:
“Garman was a fat pig. Then he lost a lot of welgdtause his wife put him on a diet.
We leaked that Garman had inoperable cancer armbhpany was going to fold. He
denied it, but nobody believed him, because ofathg he looked. We got the contract. |
sent a big basket of fruit to his wife.” He laugh#&8lut the point is, nobody ever traced
the leak to us. All's fair, Diane. Business is Imesis. Get the goddamn car out in the
desert.”



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

“And then,” Doniger said, “l want to know how thelhTraub got into the transit room in
the first place. Because he’d already made too nrgrg; and he had accumulated too
many transcription defects. He was past his lirt.wasn’'t supposed to make any more
trips. He wasn't cleared for transit. We have aolosecurity around that room. So how'd
he get in?”

“We think he had a maintenance clearance, to worthe machines,” Kramer said. “He
waited until evening, between shifts, and took aimree. But we're checking all that
now.”

“I don’t want you to check it,” Doniger said sartiaally. “I want you to fix it, Diane.”
“We'll fix it, Bob.”

“You better, goddamn it,” Doniger said. “Becausis tompany now faces three
significant problems. And Traub is the least ofnth& he other two are major. Ultra, ultra,
major.”

Doniger had always had a gift for the long viewcBa& 1984, he had sold TechGate
because he foresaw that computer chips were goitigttthe wall.” At the time, this
seemed nonsensical. Computer chips were doublipgwer every eighteen months,
while the cost was halved. But Doniger recognited these advances were made by
cramming components closer and closer togethen@gthip. It couldn’t go on forever.
Eventually, circuits would be so densely packed tihe chips would melt from the heat.
This implied an upper limit on computer power. Dyeri knew that society would
demand ever more raw computational power, but tie'tlsee any way to accomplish it.

Frustrated, he returned to an earlier interesmgnducting magnetism. He started a
second company, Advanced Magnetics, which ownedragpatents essential for the
new Magnetic Resonance Imaging machines that wereng to revolutionize medicine.
Advanced Magnetics was paid a quarter of a miltloHars in royalties for every MRI
machine made. It was “a cash cow,” Doniger once, $and about as interesting as
milking a cow.” Bored and seeking new challengessdid out in 1988. He was then
twenty-eight years old, and worth a billion dollaBsit in his view, he had yet to make
his mark.

The following year, 1989, he started ITC.
One of Doniger’s heroes was the physicist Richayghian. In the early eighties,

Feynman had speculated that it might be possilbeitd a computer using the quantum
attributes of atoms. Theoretically, such a “quanaamputer” would be billions and



billions of times more powerful than any computeeremade. But Feynman’s idea
implied a genuinely new technology — a technoldpt had to be built from scratch, a
technology that changed all the rules. Becausedybould see a practical way to build
a quantum computer, Feynman'’s idea was soon femgott

But not by Doniger.

In 1989, Doniger set out to build the first quantcomputer. The idea was so radical —
and so risky — that he never publicly announcedrttention. He blandly named his new
company ITC, for International Technology CorparatiHe set up his main offices in
Geneva, drawing from the pool of physicists workatCERN.

For several years afterward, nothing was heard fd@miger, or his company. People
assumed he had retired, if they thought of hinllattavas, after all, common for
prominent high-tech entrepreneurs to drop from yiafter they had made their fortunes.

In 1994, Time magazine made a list of twenty-fie@ple under the age of forty who
were shaping our world. Robert Doniger was not agrtbem. No one cared; no one
remembered.

That same year he moved ITC back to the UniteceStatstablishing a laboratory facility
in Black Rock, New Mexico, one hour north of Alb@ggue. A thoughtful observer
might have noticed that he had again moved to atilme with a pool of available
physicists. But there were no observers, thougltfutherwise.

So no one noticed when during the 1990s, ITC gteadily in size. More labs were built
on the New Mexico site; more physicists were hil2dniger’s board of directors grew
from six to twelve. All were CEOs of companies that invested in ITC, or venture
capitalists. All had signed draconian nondiscloageements requiring them to post a
significant personal bond in escrow, to submit fmbygraph test on request, and to allow
ITC to tap their phones without notice. In additi@oniger demanded a minimum
investment of $300 million. That was, he explaiaesgantly, the cost of a seat on the
board. “You want to know what I’'m up to, you waathke a part of what we’re doing
here, it's a third of a billion dollars. Take it lmave it. | don’t give a damn either way.”

But of course he did. ITC had a fearsome burn thg had gone through more than $3

billion in the last nine years. And Doniger knewvis@s going to need more.

“Problem number one,” Doniger said. “Our capitatii@aa. We’ll need another billion
before we see daylight.” He nodded toward the boar. “They won’t come up with it.
| have to get them to approve three new board mesribe

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



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

“What concrete results?”

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

Kramer sucked in her breath. Gordon said, “Bob pifegects are all long-term.”
“One of them must be nearing completion. Say, tbedbgne?”
“It's not. | don’t advise this approach.”

“And | need a victory,” Doniger said. “Professohdston has been out there in France
with his Yalies for three years on our nickel. Wegbt to have something to show for it.”

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

“We have enough of the land.”

“Bob . ..”

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

“Professor Johnston won't like it.”

“I’'m sure Diane can handle Johnston.”

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

He looked back at them over his shoulder and Saust do it!” And then he went into

the room and closed the door.

Gordon walked with Kramer down the corridor. Hagthheels clicked on the floor.
Gordon glanced down and saw that beneath the wergat and corporate black Jil
Sander suit, she was wearing black slingback heelsas the classic Kramer look:
seductive and unattainable at the same time.

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

She nodded. “But not for long. He told me an h@yo.a



Gordon said nothing. He suppressed his irritati@ordon had been with Doniger for
twelve years now, since Advanced Magnetics day$T&t he had run a major industrial
research operation on two continents, employingdsof physicists, chemists,
computer scientists. He’d had to teach himself abaperconducting metals, fractal
compression, quantum qubits, and high-flow ion exge. He’d been up to his neck in
theoretical physicists — the very worst kind — aedl milestones were reached;
development was on schedule; cost overruns werageaile. But despite his success,
Doniger still never really confided in him.

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

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

“I know he’s considered all that. That's the secbigiproblem.”
“Going public?”

“Yes. Having it all come out.”

“He’s not worried?”

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

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

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

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



“Calvin,” she was saying. “It's impossible. It hsbe an artifact.”

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

Chee tapped the keyboard, and now a horizontalapatared on the screen, with five
pale circles inside it. “Okay? This is the palntloé left hand, seen in a midsection cut.”
He turned to Wauneka. “Pretty much what you’d $geu put your hand on a butcher
block and chopped straight down through it.”

“Very nice, Calvin.”
“Well, | want everybody to be clear.”

He turned back to the screen. “Okay, landmarkse Fowuind circles are the five palmar
bones. These things here are tendons going tontpers. Remember, the muscles that
work the hand are mostly in the forearm. Okay. Titide circle is the radial artery,

which brings blood to the hand through the wridta®@ Now, we move outward from the
wrist, in cut sections.” The images changed. The gvrew narrower, and one by one, the
bones pulled apart, like an amoeba dividing. Nogvreéhwere four circles. “Okay. Now
we’re out past the palm, and we see only the fegémall arteries within each finger,
dividing as we go out, getting smaller, but you stlh see them. See, here and here?
Okay. Now moving out toward the fingertips, the bswget larger, that’s the proximal
digit, the knuckle . . . and now . . . watch theeaes, see how they go . . . section by
section . . . and now.”

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

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

Beverly shook her head. “Calvin.”

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

“From old scar tissue,” she said, shaking her h&2alvin, come on. He was seventy-
one years old. Whatever was wrong with his hetanprked for more than seventy years.
Same with his hands. If this arteriole offset wetsially present, his fingers would have
dropped off years ago. But they didn’t. Anywaysthias a new injury; it got worse while
he was in the hospital.”



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

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

“| checked the machine, Bev. It's fine.”

She shrugged. “Sorry, I'm not buying it. You've goproblem somewhere. Look, if
you’re so sure you're right, go down to pathologg @heck the guy out in person.”

“I tried,” Chee said. “The body was already pickgd”
“It was?” Wauneka said. “When?”
“Five o’clock this morning. Somebody from his comgd

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

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

“‘Really? Where?”

“Gallup Mortuary.”

“They cremated him here?” Wauneka said.

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

Beverly Tsosie crossed her arms over her chestlosked at the two men. “There’s
nothing weird,” she said. “His company did it thaly because they could arrange it all
by phone, long-distance. Call the mortuary, thepemver and cremate him. Happens all
the time, especially when there’s no family. Now e crap,” she said, “and call the

repair techs to fix the machine. You have a probhgth your MRl — and that’s all you
have.”

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

“It's about Dr. Traub,” he said.

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



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

“Dr. Traub doesn’'t have any living relatives,” M&amer said. “I doubt anybody here
would want his clothes, or anything. What effectsevwyou speaking of?”

“Well, there was a diagram in his pocket. It lodike a church, or maybe a monastery.”
“Uh-huh.”
“Do you know why he would have a diagram of a moeg®”

“No, | really couldn’t say. To tell the truth, Dfraub got a little strange, the last few
weeks. He was quite depressed, ever since hisdrate Are you sure it's a monastery?”

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

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

“And what about this ceramic thing?”

“Ceramic thing?”

“He had a piece of ceramic. It's about an inch sguand it's stamped ‘ITC.” *
“Oh. Okay. That's no problem.”

“I was wondering what that might be.”

“What that might be? It's an ID tag.”

“It doesn't look like any ID tag | ever saw.”

“It's a new kind. We use them here to get througtusity doors, and so on.”
“You want that back, too?”

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

Jimmy Wauneka hung up the phone and he thoughistsiul

He called Father Grogan, the priest at his locah@e parish, and told him about the
diagram, and the abbreviation at the bottom: menrsdre.



“That would be the Monastery of Sainte-Mere,” hiel ggomptly.
“So it is a monastery?”

“Oh absolutely.”

“Where?”

“I have no idea. It's not a Spanish name. ‘Merd=tiench for ‘Mother.” Saint Mother
means the Virgin Mary. Perhaps it's in Louisiana.”

“How would | locate it?” Wauneka said.

“I have a listing of monasteries here someplacee@&ie an hour or two to dig it up.”

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

Carlos Chavez was the assistant chief of poliggahup, about to retire from the force,
and he had been Jimmy Wauneka'’s adviser from #re 8tow he was sitting back with
his boots up on his desk, listening to Wauneka wittery skeptical look.

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

“So he was dumped. His family pushed him out ofdae”

“No. No living family.”

“Okay, then he drove himself out there.”

“Nobody saw a car.”

“Who'’s nobody?”

“The people who picked him up.”

Chavez sighed. “Did you go out to Corazén Canyamrself, and look for a car?”
Wauneka hesitated. “No.”

“You took somebody’s word for it.”

“Yes. | guess | did.”



“You guess? Meaning a car could still be out tHere.
“Maybe. Yeah.”

“Okay. So what did you do next?”

“I called his company, ITC.”

“And they told you what?”

“They said he was depressed, because his wifeirdd d
“Figures.”

“I don’t know,” Wauneka said. “Because | called #ygartment building where Traub
lived. | talked to the building manager. The wifedla year ago.”

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

“I think | ought to go over and talk to some folitsITC Research.”
“Why? They're two hundred and fifty miles from wieethis guy was found.”
“I know, but—"

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

“Yes....”

“And it's always one of two reasons. Either they\tew Age flakes from Sedona who
come to commune with the eagle god and got sthelt, tar broke down. Or they’re
depressed. One or the other. And this guy was depde’

“So they say. . .."

“Because his wife died. Hey, | believe it.” Carkighed. “Some guys are depressed,
some guys are overjoyed.”

“But there’s unanswered questions,” Wauneka sdiete’s some kind of diagram, and
a ceramic chip—~

“Jimmy. There’s always unanswered questions.” Chaegiinted at him. “What’s going
on? Are you trying to impress that cute little do@t



“What little doctor?”

“You know who | mean.”

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

“She’s right. Drop it.”

“But—"

“Jimmy.” Carlos Chavez shook his head. “Listen t@. @rop it.”

“Okay.”

“I’'m serious.”

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

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

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

A day after that, Father Grogan called him backe'been checking for you,” he said,

“and there is no Monastery of Sainte-Mére, anywliretbe world.”

“Okay,” Wauneka said. “Thanks.” It was what he’@&he=xpecting, anyway. Another
dead end.

“At one time, there was a monastery of that nanterance, but it was burned to the
ground in the fourteenth century. It's just a raow. In fact, it's being excavated by
archaeologists from Yale and the University of Tugle. But | gather there’s not much
there.”

“Uh-huh. . . .” But then he remembered some oftkiegs the old guy had said, before he
died. Some of the nonsense rhymes. “Yale in Frameeno chance.” Something like that.

“Where is it?” he said.

“Somewhere in southwest France, near the Dordogrer.R



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

DORDOGNE

“The glory of the past is an
illusion.

So is the glory of the present.”

EDWARD JOHNSTON

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

Sitting in front alongside the pilot, André Marelughed. “Don’t worry, it's perfectly
safe.” But then, Marek didn’t look like the sortrofan to worry about anything. He was
twenty-nine years old, tall, and very strong; masaippled beneath his T-shirt. Certainly,
you would never think he was an assistant profesfbistory at Yale. Or second in
command of the Dordogne project, which was wheeg there headed now.

“This mist will clear in a minute,” Marek said, sggeng with just a trace of his native
Dutch accent. Kramer knew all about him: a gradoétdtrecht, Marek was one of the
new breed of “experimental” historians, who settoute-create parts of the past, to
experience it firsthand and understand it bettearé¥ was a fanatic about it; he had
learned medieval dress, language and customsaii;detpposedly, he even knew how
to joust. Looking at him, she could believe it.

She said, “I'm surprised Professor Johnston didorhe with us.” Kramer had really
expected to deal with Johnston himself. She wast afl, a high-level executive from the
company that funded their research. Protocol requinat Johnston himself give the tour.
And she had planned to start working on him inhékcopter.

“Unfortunately, Professor Johnston had a prior appwent.”

“Oh?”

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

“| see.” Kramer felt better. Obviously, Johnstongnfirst deal with authorities. The
Dordogne project was entirely dependent on goatiogls with the French government.

She said, “Is there a problem?”

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



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

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

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

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

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

Kramer pointed out the rear window, toward a siatflong silver tube that dangled
beneath the helicopter at the rear. “And what'$tha

“Proton magnetometer.”
“Uh-huh. And it does what?”

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

“Any equipment you'd like that you don’t have?”
Marek smiled. “No, Ms. Kramer. We've gotten eveigthwe asked for, thank you.”

The helicopter had been skimming over the rollingtours of dense forest. But now she
saw outcrops of gray rock, cliff faces that cutossrthe landscape. Marek was giving
what struck her as a practiced guided tour, talkilngost continuously.

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

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

Marek nodded. “This part of southern France isa@frthe most continuously inhabited
places on the planet. Human beings have livedfoer& least four hundred thousand
years. There is a continuous record from Neandemha right up to the present.”



Kramer nodded impatiently. “And where is the prof&she said.
“Coming up.”

The forest ended in scattered farms, open fieldsv Nhey were heading toward a village
atop a hill; she saw a cluster of stone housespwaoads, and the stone tower of a
castle rising into the sky.

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

“Stand by,” the pilot said.

Marek flicked on his equipment. A half dozen lightewed green.

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

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

The Dordogne River twisted in loops like a browalanin the valley it had cut hundreds
of thousands of years before. Even at this eanly ltbere were kayakers paddling along
it.

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

Kramer looked down on a picturesque tourist towthwuaint stone buildings and dark
stone roofs. The narrow, twisting streets were groptourists. The town of Beynac was
built against the cliff face, rising from the rivep to the walls of an old castle.

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

High on a far hill, Kramer saw a second castles tmie built entirely of yellow stone. The
castle was small but beautifully restored, its @¢hcecular towers rising gracefully into
the air, connected by high walls. It, too, had aigutourist town built around its base.

She said, “But this isn’'t our project. . .."
“No,” Marek said. “I'm just showing you the genetayout in this region. All along the

Dordogne, you find these paired, opposing casides.project also involves a pair of
opposing castles, but it's a few miles downstreeamfhere. We’'ll go there now.”



The helicopter banked, heading west over rollilig.hThey left the tourist area behind;
Kramer was pleased to see the land beneath hamastty forest. They passed a small
town called Envaux near the river, and then climbgdhto the hills again. As they came
over one rise, she suddenly saw an open expartdeanéd green field. In the center of
the field were the remains of ruined stone housalis set at odd angles to one another.
This had clearly once been a town, its housesédda¢neath the walls of a castle. But
the walls were just a line of rubble, and nearlthimgy of the castle remained; she saw
only the bases of two round towers and bits of erokall connecting them. Here and
there, white tents had been pitched among the.r8ims saw several dozen people
working there.

“All this was owned by a goat farmer, until thremays ago,” Marek said. “The French
had mostly forgotten about these ruins, which vesergrown by forest. We've been
clearing it away, and doing some rebuilding. Whau gee was once the famous English
stronghold of Castelgard.”

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

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

“Eventually, there will be. Castelgard was a lai@&n in its day, with a very imposing
castle,” Marek said. “But it'll be several yearddre it's restored.”

Kramer was wondering how she would explain thiDémiger. The Dordogne project
was not as far advanced as Doniger had imagirtecoi. It would be extremely difficult
to begin major reconstruction while the site wasst fragmented. And she was certain
Professor Johnston would resist any suggestioedob

Marek was saying, “We’ve set up our headquartetiahfarm over there.” He pointed
to a farmhouse with several stone buildings, nofrtam the ruins. A green tent stood
beside one building. “Want to circle Castelgarddonother look?”

“No,” Kramer said, trying to keep the disappointmeunt of her voice. “Let's move on.”
“Okay, then, we’ll go to the mill.”

The helicopter turned, heading north toward therrifthe land sloped downward, then
flattened along the banks of the Dordogne. Thegsad the river, broad and dark brown,
and came to a heavily wooded island near the fanestBetween the island and the
northern shore was a narrower, rushing stream periiéeen feet wide. And here she
saw ruins of another structure — so ruined, in, fégt it was hard to tell what it once
had been. “And this?” she said, looking down. “W&#tis?”



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

“Nothing’s been rebuilt here at all,” Kramer sa8he sighed.

“No,” Marek said. “But we've been studying it. CatHughes, one of our graduate
students, has investigated it quite extensivehatEChris down there now, with the
Professor.”

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

Now the helicopter left the river behind, and mowedo the flat land to the east. They
passed over a complex of low rectangular wallsblasas dark lines in the slanting
morning light. Kramer guessed that the walls werenore than a few inches high. But it
clearly outlined what looked like a small town.

“And this? Another town?”

“Just about. That's the Monastery of Sainte-Mékdrek said. “One of the wealthiest
and most powerful monasteries in France. It wasdxlito the ground in the fourteenth
century.”

“Lot of digging down there,” Kramer said.
“Yes, it's our most important site.”

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

The helicopter swung away, and approached the tane<liffs on the French side, and a
small town. The helicopter rose up to the top ef¢hffs.

“We come to the fourth and final site,” Marek sdithe fortress above the town of
Bezenac. In the Middle Ages it was called La Rodiithough it's on the French side of
the river, it was actually built by the English, evtvere intent on maintaining a
permanent foothold in French territory. As you ség quite extensive.”

And it was: a huge military complex on top of thi, kvith two sets of concentric walls,
one inside the other, spread out over fifty acé® gave a little sigh of relief. The
fortress of La Roque was in better condition tHandther sites of the project, and it had
more standing walls. It was easier to see whatdedad been.



But it was also crawling with tourists.
“You let the tourists in?” she asked in dismay.

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

“And when will that be?”
“Oh . .. between two and five years from now.”
She said nothing. The helicopter circled and ragher.

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

“No,” Diane Kramer said. “We can go back. I've sesmough.”

Edward Johnston, Regius Professor of History aéYajuinted as the helicopter
thumped by overhead. It was heading south, towamtide, where there was a landing
field. Johnston glanced at his watch and said, $Laintinue, Chris.”

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

Christopher Stewart Hughes was one of Johnstoadugite students. The Professor —
he was invariably known by that name — had fivedgede students working on the site,
as well as two dozen undergraduates who had beeoaraored of him during his
introductory Western Civilization class.

It was easy, Chris thought, to become enamorediaiiEd Johnston. Although well past
sixty, Johnston was broad-shouldered and fit; heada@uickly, giving the impression of
vigor and energy. Tanned, with dark eyes and sadoanner, he often seemed more
like Mephistopheles than a history professor.

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



What made Johnston so beloved by his studentsheasdy he involved himself in their
lives: he fed them at his house once a week; Hestbafter them; if any of them had a
problem with studies, or finances, or family backre, he was always ready to help
solve the difficulty, without ever seeming to doydring at all.

Chris carefully unpacked the metal case at his featoving first a transparent liquid
crystal screen, which he mounted vertically, fdtihinto brackets above the computer.
Then he restarted the computer, so that it wouddgeize the screen.

“I'll just be a few seconds now,” he said. “The &R calibrating.”
Johnston just nodded patiently, and smiled.

Chris was a graduate student in the history oimeeie— a bitterly controversial field —
but he neatly sidestepped the disputes by focusahgn modern science, but on
medieval science and technology. Thus he was becpexipert in techniques of
metallurgy, the manufacture of armor, three-figiojcrotation, the chemistry of tanning,
and a dozen other subjects from the period. Hedkattled to do his doctoral dissertation
on the technology of medieval mills — a fascinatimgich-neglected area.

And his particular interest was, of course, thd ofiSainte-Mére.
Johnston waited calmly.

Chris had been an undergraduate, in his junior, yelaen his parents were killed in an
automobile accident. Chris, an only child, was d¢ai@d; he thought he would drop out
of school. Johnston moved the young student irgdhbuse for three months, and served
as a substitute father for many years afterwardsaty him on everything from settling
his parents’ estate to problems with his girlfriendnd there had been a lot of problems
with girlfriends.

In the aftermath of his parents’ death, Chris haitiegn involved with many women. The
subsequent complexity of his life — dirty looksarseminar from a jilted lover; frantic
midnight calls to his room because of a missedopgewhile he was in bed with someone
else; clandestine hotel-room meetings with an aasoprofessor of philosophy who was
in the midst of a nasty divorce — all this becanierailiar texture to his life. Inevitably
his grades suffered, and then Johnston took hideaspending several evenings talking
things through with him.

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



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

The liquid crystal display showed an outline inghtigreen. Through the transparent
display, they could see the ruins of the mill, wiitle green outline superimposed. This
was the latest method for modeling archaeologitattires. Formerly, they had relied
on ordinary architectural models, made of whitenfoare, cut and assembled by hand.
But the technique was slow, and modifications wbffecult.

These days, all models were made in the compuler miodels could be quickly
assembled, and easily revised. In addition, thieyvald this method for looking at

models in the field. The computer was fed mappeddinates from the ruin; using the
GPS-fixed tripod position, the image that came nph® screen was in exact perspective.

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

“I know it's arisk . . .,” he said.
“No, no,” the Professor said, “I think it makes seri

There were references in the literature to fodifneills, and certainly there were records
of innumerable battles over mills and mill righBaut few fortified mills were actually
known: one in Buerge and another recently discal/asar Montauban, in the next
valley. Most medieval historians believed suchified mill buildings were rare.

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

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

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

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



“Edouard! Edouard!” Francois Bellin grabbed thefBssor by the shoulders, and kissed
him on both cheeks. Bellin was a large, baldingifbexant man. He spoke rapid French.
“My dear friend, it is always too long. You are V@&|

“l am, Frangois,” Johnston said, taking a step demk this effusiveness. Whenever
Bellin was excessively friendly, it meant there vagsroblem ahead. “And you,
Francois?” Johnston said. “How does it go?”

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

“Oh?”

“You know this reporter, from L’'Express—"

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

“But Edouard—"

“| already talked to her on the phone. She’s ontho$e conspiracy people. Capitalism is
bad, all corporations are evil—"

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

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

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

Johnston sighed.

“You know there is a sentiment here that Americd@stroy all culture, having none of
their own. There is trouble with movies and musied there has been discussion of
banning Americans from working on French culturldss Hmm?”

Johnston said, “This is old news.”

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

“They have?”

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

Johnston sighed again.



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

Johnston said, “You brought her personally?”

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

As she climbed out of the car, Chris saw a womaremmid-forties, slender and dark,

her face handsome, with strong features. She whsisin the way of certain mature
European women, conveying a sophisticated, undedssexuality. She appeared dressed
for an expedition, in khaki shirt and pants, strapsind her neck for camera, video and
tape recorder. She carried her notepad in her asustie strode toward them, all business.

But as she came closer, she slowed down.

Delvert extended her hand. “Professor Johnstoressiid, in unaccented English. Her
smile was genuine and warm. “l cannot tell you houch | appreciate your taking the
time to see me.”

“Not at all,” Johnston said, taking her hand in. Ki&ou have come a long way, Miss
Delvert. | am pleased to help you in any way | tan.

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

They walked through the monastery excavationgltd tittle group: the Professor and
Miss Delvert in the front, Bellin and Chris follomg behind, not too close, but still trying
to hear the discussion. Bellin wore a quiet, satisémile; it occurred to Chris that there
was more than one way to deal with a troublesontereuminister.

As for the Professor, his wife had been dead farymears, and although there were
rumors, Chris had never seen him with another worHarnwas fascinated to watch him
now. Johnston did not change his manner; he siggole the reporter his undivided
attention. He conveyed the impression that theewaghing in the world more important
than she was. And Chris had a feeling that Delseytiestions were much less
contentious than she had planned.

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

“Yes, I'm aware of that.”



“Am | correct that ITC sponsors this site?”

“Yes, they do.”

She said, “We have been told they contribute aoniltlollars a year.”
“That’s about right.”

They walked on for a moment. She seemed to begttgifirame her next question
carefully.

“There are some at the newspaper,” she said, “winé that’s a great deal of money to
spend on medieval archaeology.”

“Well, you can tell them at the newspaper,” John&aid, “that it's not. In fact, it's
average for a large site like this. ITC gives us thandred and fifty in direct costs, a
hundred and a quarter in indirect costs paid taitheersity, another eighty in
scholarships, stipends, and travel and living egpsnand fifty for laboratory and
archiving costs.”

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

The Professor appeared not to notice. “Yes, tiseceitainly more,” he said, “but it
doesn’t go to us. The rest is reconstruction dostthe site itself. That is separately
accounted, since as you know, reconstruction @stshared with the French
government.”

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

“Well, we can ask Francois,” Johnston said. “Buréhare twenty-seven archaeological
sites being worked in this corner of France. Thage from the Paleolithic dig that the
University of Zurich is doing with Carnegie-Mellotp, the Roman castrum, the fort, that
the University of Bordeaux is doing with Oxford. & hverage annual cost of these
projects is about half a million dollars a year.”

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

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



“I believe you know what you are doing — | mearyisg,” Bellin said. “Funding varies
from four to six hundred thousand U.S. Scandinasji@ermans and Americans cost
more. Paleolithic costs more. But yes, half a omllcould be an average number.”

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

“Almost none.”

“Almost none? Truly?”

“Their president, Robert Doniger, came out two gesyo. He’s a history buff, and he
was very enthusiastic, like a kid. And ITC sendsca president about once a month.
One is here right now. But by and large, they leavalone.”

“And what do you know about ITC itself?”

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

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

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

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

“No,” Johnston said. “It's the other way aroundCITs making dating equipment for the
same reason ITC funds us — because Bob Donigethsigiastic about history. We're
his hobby.”

“An expensive hobby.”

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

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

“Yes.”

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



Johnston looked directly at her. “You never knows$/Delvert, what someone’s reasons
are.”

Chris thought, He’s suspicious, too.

Delvert seemed to sense it as well, and she imnedglieverted to a more businesslike
manner. “Of course, yes. But | ask this for a reasen’t it true that you do not own the
results of your research? Anything you find, anythyou discover, is owned by ITC.”
“Yes, that’s correct.”

“This doesn’t bother you?”

“If I worked for Microsoft, Bill Gates would own #hresults of my research. Anything |
found and discovered, Bill Gates would own.”

“Yes. But this is hardly the same.”

“Why not? ITC is a technical company, and Doniggrug this fund the way technical
companies do such things. The arrangement doesitiebme. We have the right to
publish our findings — they even pay for publicatio

“After they approve them.”

“Yes. We send our reports to them first. But thaydanever commented.”

“So you see no greater ITC plan behind all thi$® asked.

Johnston said, “Do you?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “That is why | am askiggu. Because of course there are some
extremely puzzling aspects to the behavior of IE@&ompany.”

“What aspects?”

“For example,” she said, “they are one of the werldrgest consumers of xenon.”
“Xenon? You mean the gas?”

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

Johnston shrugged. “They can have all the xenornhggswant. | can’t see how it
concerns me.”

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



“Niobium.” Johnston shook his head. “What’s niobi2im
“It is a metal similar to titanium.”

“What's it used for?”

“Superconducting magnets, and nuclear reactors.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes....”

“So | wonder: Why would a high-technology compargntvso much land?”

“Land?”

“ITC has purchased large land parcels in remotations around the world: the
mountains of Sumatra, northern Cambodia, south&sstan, the jungles of central
Guatemala, the highlands of Peru.”

Johnston frowned. “Are you sure?”

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

“Here?”

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

“Holding companies?” he said.
“That makes it very difficult to trace. WhateverQTs doing, it clearly requires secrecy.

But why would this company fund your research, also buy the land all around the
site?”



“I have no idea,” Johnston said. “Especially siib€ doesn’t own the site itself. You'll
recall they gave the entire area — Castelgard t&aiiere and La Roque — to the
French government last year.”

“Of course. For a tax exemption.”

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

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

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

“My research is just in the car.”

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

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

Chris pressed the button on his radio. “The Profiés®pusy right now. What's it about?”

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

“What? In the desert?”

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

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

He clicked the radio off. Bellin was looking at vatch, clucking again, then looking at
the car, where Johnston and Delvert were stantheg, heads almost touching as they
pored over papers. “I have appointments,” he saidrnfully. “Who knows how long
this will take?”

“I think,” Chris said, “perhaps not long.”
Twenty minutes later, Bellin was driving off withis Delvert at his side, and Chris was

standing with the Professor, waving good-bye. iktrthat went rather well,” Johnston
said.



“What'd she show you?”

“Some land-purchase records, for the area aroured Bet it's not persuasive. Four
parcels were bought by a German investment groaptaihich little is known. Two
parcels were bought by a British attorney who ctaima’s going to retire here; another by
a Dutch banker for his grown daughter; and so on.”

“The British and the Dutch have been buying lanthaPérigord for years,” Chris said.
“It's nothing new.”

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

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

Cautiously, Chris said, “Charming woman.”
“I think,” Johnston said, “that she works too hatder job.”

They got into the rowboat tied up at the river'gedand Chris rowed them across to
Castelgard.

They left the rowboat behind, and began climbingal the top of Castelgard hill. They
saw the first sign of castle walls. On this sidktreat remained of the walls were grassy
embankments that ended in long scars of exposeahbded rock. After six hundred
years, it almost looked like a natural feature. Butas in fact the remains of a wall.

“You know,” the Professor said, “what she reallyedo't like is corporate sponsorship.
But archaeological research has always dependedtside benefactors. A hundred
years ago, the benefactors were all individualsn€gie, Peabody, Stanford. But these
days wealth is corporate, so Nippon TV financesStstine Chapel, British Telecom
finances York, Philips Electronics finances the [boge castrum, and ITC finances us.”

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

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

“Her plane is at Bergerac. She’s scheduled to |¢aigeafternoon at three.”

“I'm sorry about that woman,” Diane Kramer said,emhJohnston came up to join her.
“She’s annoying everybody, but we've been unabléa@nything about her.”



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

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

“She seemed mostly concerned,” Johnston said, ITi@atvas making land purchases in
this area.”

“Land purchases? ITC?” Kramer laughed. “I haveratd that one before. Did she ask
you about niobium and nuclear reactors?”

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

“Nigeria,” Kramer repeated, shaking her head. “@&ard Our niobium comes from
Canada. Niobium’s not exactly a rare metal, yowknob sells for seventy-five dollars a
pound.” She shook her head. “We offered to giveahur of our facility, interview with
our president, bring a photographer, her own egpwaithatever she wants. But no. It's
modern journalism: don't let the facts get in youay.”

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

“My broadsword lesson,” Marek said.

“His broadsword lesson. Yes. | think he shouldaiety do that. It doesn’t sound like
something you can change, like a piano lessorhdmteantime, shall we walk the site
together?”

“Of course,” Johnston said.

Chris’s radio beeped. A voice said, “Chris? It'8ie for you.”

“I'll call her back.”

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

Johnston said quickly, “I usually have Chris witk,no take notes.”

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



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

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

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

“Right,” Chris said.

As Johnston and Kramer began to walk through thesyine sprinted across the field
toward the stone farmhouse that served as thegbrifece.

Just beyond the crumbling walls of Castelgard tae,team had bought a dilapidated
stone storehouse and had rebuilt the roof, andrezpthe stonework. Here they housed
all their electronics, lab equipment and archivahputers. Unprocessed records and
artifacts were spread out on the ground beneatbadlgreen tent adjacent to the
farmhouse.

Chris went into the storehouse, which was one lawgen that they had divided into two.
To the left, Elsie Kastner, the team’s linguist gmdphology expert, sat in her own room,
hunched over parchment documents. Chris ignoredrmwent straight ahead to the
room crammed with electronic equipment. There D&tein, the thin and bespectacled
technical expert on the project, was talking oaleghone.

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

Hastily, Chris rummaged through the equipment enfigsld table, looking for a spare
radio. He didn’t see one; all the charger boxesvesnpty.

“The police department doesn’'t have a scanner?h$tas saying, surprised. “Oh,
you're not at the — well, why don’t you go theredarse the police scanner?”

Chris tapped Stern on the shoulder. He mouthedioRad
Stern nodded and unclipped his own radio from bis BWell yes, the hospital scanner
would be fine. Maybe they will have someone who lealp you. We need twelve-eighty

by ten-twenty-four, saved as a JPEG file. Thentyansmit that to us. . . .”

Chris ran outside, flicking through the channelgtmradio as he went.



From the storehouse door, he could look down dweentire site. He saw Johnston and
Kramer walking along the edge of the plateau owilog the monastery. She had a
notebook open and was showing him something onrpape

And then he found them on channel eight.
“—ignificant acceleration in the pace of researd@hg& was saying.

And the Professor said, “What?”

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

She took a deep breath. “Perhaps | haven't exglainesry well. You are already doing
some reconstruction. What Bob would like to do £ shid, “is to enlarge that to be a full
program of reconstruction.”

“Yes. And that’s impossible.”
“Tell me why.”

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

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

“What?” Johnston said. “The refectory?” The refegtwas the dining room where the
monks took their meals. Johnston pointed downesite, where low walls and
crisscrossing trenches made a confusing patterho*8éid the refectory was next to the
cloister?”

“Well, I—"
“You see? This is exactly my point,” Johnston saitle still aren’t sure where the
refectory is yet. It's only just recently that we started to think it might be next to the

cloister, but we aren’t sure.”

She said irritably, “Professor, academic study gaon indefinitely, but in the real world
of results—"

“I'm all for results,” Johnston said. “But the wieopoint of a dig like this is that we don’t
repeat the mistakes of the past. A hundred yearsaamgarchitect named Viollet-le-Duc



rebuilt monuments all over France. Some he did.\vigelt when he didn’t have enough
information, he just made it up. The buildings wgrg his fantasy.”

“l understand you want to be accurate—"
“If I knew ITC wanted Disneyland, I'd never haveragd.”
“We don’t want Disneyland.”

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

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

“But it can’t be done.”
“We believe it can.”
“How?”

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

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

“And that's all we're asking. Just to rebuild atgar

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

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

Stern shrugged his shoulders. He always feltla bi¢tached from the enthusiasms of the
graduate students around him. The others wereriais) but Stern was trained as a
physicist, and he tended to see things differertéyjust couldn’t get very excited about
finding another medieval hearth, or a few bonemfeoburial site. In any case, Stern had
only taken this job — which required him to run #lectronic equipment, do various
chemical analyses, carbon dating, and so on — teekehis girlfriend, who was
attending summer school in Toulouse. He had baeigued by the idea of quantum
dating, but so far the equipment had failed to work



On the radio, Kramer was saying, “And if you redhrt of the town, then you could
also rebuild part of the outer castle wall, wheilie adjacent to the town. That section
there.” She was pointing to a low, ragged wall iagmorth-south across the site.

The Professor said, “Well, | suppose we could’ . .

“And,” Kramer continued, “you could extend the wilthe south, where it goes into the
woods over there. You could clear the woods, abdile the tower.”

Stern and Chris looked at each other.
“What's she talking about?” Stern said. “What to®er

“Nobody’s even surveyed the woods yet,” Chris sdide were going to clear it at the
end of the summer, and then have it surveyed ifath&

Over the radio, they heard the Professor say, “Yoaposal is very interesting, Ms.
Kramer. Let me discuss it with the others, and Wwe#et again at lunch.”

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

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

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

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

Stern trailed along behind him. Stern didn’t get @uthe lab much, and he seemed to be
enjoying it. “Why are all the trees so small?” lagds

“Because it's a new forest,” Chris said. “Nearliytak forests in the Périgord are less
than a hundred years old. All this land used tclbared, for vineyards.”

“And?”



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

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

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

“Damn.”
“What?” Stern said.

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

They were standing in an area of particularly thicklergrowth, high ferns intermixed
with some kind of thorny vine that scratched athase legs. Stern was wearing trousers,
and he walked forward, saying, “I don’t know, Chits got to be around here. . . .”

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

Chris looked back.
Stern was gone. Vanished.

Chris was standing alone in the woods.

‘.‘David?”

A groan. “Ah . .. damn.”

“What happened?”

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

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

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

“What?”



“Wait a minute.”
“What is it?”
“Just wait, okay?”

Chris saw the underbrush move, the ferns shiftaxkland forth, as Stern headed to the
left. Then Stern spoke. His voice sounded odd. ‘Chjs?”

“What is it?”

“It's a section of wall. Curved.”

“What are you saying?”

“I think I'm standing at the bottom of what was en& round tower, Chris.”

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

:‘Check the computer,” the Professor said. “Seedthave any helicopter survey scans —
infrared or radar — that show a tower. It may alsebe recorded, and we just never paid

attention to it.”

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

“Why late afternoon?”

“Because this limestone holds heat. That's whyctineemen liked it so much here. Even
in winter, a cave in Périgord limestone was terrelegjwarmer than the outside
temperature.”

“So in the afternoon . . .”

“The wall holds heat as the forest cools. And ghlow up on infrared.”

“Even buried?”

Stern shrugged.

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

“Oops. We're in e-mail.”



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

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

Then the image popped up on the screen: a serti®Brranged in a geometric pattern.
They all recognized it at once. It was unquestibntgie Monastery of Sainte-Mere.
Their own site.

In greater detail than their own survey.

Johnston peered at the image. He drummed his Bragethe tabletop. “It's odd,” he said
finally, “that Bellin and Kramer would both just pyen to show up here on the same
day.”

The graduate students looked at each other. “Whdtlsabout it?” Chris said.
“Bellin didn’t ask to meet her. And he always watttsneet sources of funding.”
Chris shrugged. “He seemed very busy.”

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

Katherine Erickson — ash-blond, blue-eyed, andlgiddnned — hung fifty feet in the
air, her face just inches below the broken Gothkiting of the Castelgard chapel. She lay
on her back in a harness and calmly jotted dowashabout the construction above her.

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

So, hands-on it was — hanging way up here. Notgshatminded: Kate had grown up in
Colorado and was an avid climber. She spent eveng&®y climbing the rock cliffs all
around the Dordogne. There was rarely anyone etasd, which was great: at home,
you had to wait in line for the good pitches.

Using her pick, she chipped off a few flakes of tanfrom different areas to take back
for spectroscopic analysis. She dropped each mécodthe rows of plastic containers,
like film containers, that she wore over her shetddand across her chest like a bandolier.



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

She glanced over her shoulder, saw Johnston diotirebelow. “Easy,” she said. Kate
released her lines and slid smoothly to the grolamdling lightly. She brushed strands of
blond hair back from her face. Kate Erickson watsanpretty girl — as her mother, a
homecoming queen at UC, had so often told her —sbethad a fresh, all-American
guality that men found attractive.

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

She unclipped from the harness. “It's the only w@yget this data.”

“If you say so.”

“Seriously,” she said. “If you want an architectunestory of this chapel, then | have to
get up there and take mortar samples. Becausesdtiag's been rebuilt many times —
either because it was badly made and kept faliingn because it was broken in warfare,
from siege engines.”

“Surely sieges,” Johnston said.

“Well, I'm not so sure,” Kate said. “The main cas#itructures — the great hall, the inner
apartments — are solid, but several of the wabs'amwell constructed. In some cases, it
looks like walls were added to make secret passddes castle’s got several. There’s
even one that goes to the kitchen! Whoever madsethbanges must have been pretty
paranoid. And maybe they did it too quickly.” Shped her hands on her shorts. “So.
What've you got to show me?”

Johnston handed her a sheet of paper. It was autenyrintout, a series of dots
arranged in a regular, geometric pattern. “Whdis?’ she said.

“You tell me.”

“It looks like Sainte-Mere.”

“Is it?”

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

She walked out of the chapel, and looked down emtbnastery excavation, about a
mile away in the flats below. It was spread out@dtras clearly as the drawing she held

in her hand.

“Huh.”



“What?”

“There’s features on this drawing that we haventavered yet,” she said. “An apsidal
chapel appended to the church, a second cloisteeinortheast quadrant, and . . . this
looks like a garden, inside the walls. . . . Wheéngou get this picture, anyway?”

The restaurant in Marqueyssac stood on the edgelaiteau, with a view over the entire
Dordogne valley. Kramer looked up from her tabld aas surprised to see the Professor
arriving with both Marek and Chris. She frownede$tad expected to have a private
lunch. She was at a table for two.

They all sat down together, Marek bringing two ch&iom the next table. The Professor
leaned forward and looked at her intently.

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

“The rectory?” She shrugged. “Well, | don’t knowadnh't it in the weekly progress
report? No? Then maybe Dr. Marek mentioned it td'i8ke looked at the solemn faces
staring at her. “Gentlemen, monasteries aren’ttéxaty specialty. | must have heard it
somewhere.”

“And the tower in the woods?”

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

“We checked. It's not.”

The Professor slid the drawing across the tableto“And why does an ITC employee
named Joseph Traub have a drawing of the monasi&ris more complete than our
own?”

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

“From a policeman in Gallup, New Mexico, who is imgksome of the same questions |
am.”

She said nothing. She just stared at him.

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

“Professor, that is absolutely not true. | can esgou—"



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

“Three o’clock.”

“I'm ready to leave now.”

He pushed his chair away from the table.

“But I'm going to New York.”

“Then | think you'd better change your plans andg@dlew Mexico.”
“You'll want to see Bob Doniger, and | don’t knowstschedule. . . .”

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

As the Professor left, Marek said, “I pray God |loakh favor upon your journey and
deliver you safe back.” That was what he alwayd sadeparting friends. It had been a
favorite phrase of the Count Geoffrey de la Toxhsindred years before.

Some thought Marek carried his fascination withghst to the point of obsession. But in
fact it was natural to him: even as a child, Manekl been strongly drawn to the
medieval period, and in many ways he now seeméathtbit it. In a restaurant, he once
told a friend he would not grow a beard becauseg not fashionable at the time.
Astonished, the friend protested, “Of course iisHionable, just look at all the beards
around you.” To which Marek replied, “No, no, | nmeiais not fashionable in my time.”
By which he meant the thirteenth and fourteenthuréss.

Many medieval scholars could read old languagetsMauek could speak them: Middle
English, Old French, Occitan, and Latin. He waseekn the fine points of period dress
and manners. And with his size and athletic prowlesset out to master the martial
skills of the period. After all, he said, it wasime of perpetual war. Already he could
ride the huge Percherons that had been used aedgsir warhorses. And he was
reasonably skilled at jousting, having spent hauagticing with the spinning tournament
dummy called the quintain. Marek was so good witbrgbow that he had begun to
teach the skill to the others. And now he was learto fight with a broadsword.

But his detailed knowledge of the past put him gdult of touch with the present. The
Professor’s sudden departure left everyone onrjedq feeling bereft and uneasy; wild
rumors flew, especially among the undergraduaiés:was pulling its funding. ITC was



turning the project into Medieval Land. ITC haddd somebody in the desert and was in
trouble. Work stopped; people just stood aroundrigl

Marek finally decided he’d better hold a meetingtmelch the rumors, so in the early
afternoon, he called everyone together under tpgi@en tent outside the storehouse.
Marek explained that a dispute had arisen betweeRtofessor and ITC, and the
Professor had gone back to ITC headquarters toitlep. Marek said it was just a
misunderstanding, which would be resolved in adews. He said they would be in
constant touch with the Professor, who had arratgedll them every twelve hours; and
that he expected the Professor to return soonthamgls to be normal once again.

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

One by one, the graduate students decided tolakest of the day off, too. Kate
appeared, with several pounds of metal clankingradder waist, and announced she
was going to climb the cliff behind Gageac. Sheedskhris if he wanted to come with
her (to hold her ropes — she knew he would nevert®| but he said he was going to the
riding stables with Marek. Stern declared he wasrdy to Toulouse for dinner. Rick
Chang headed off to Les Eyzies to visit a colleaauee Paleolithic site. Only Elsie
Kastner, the graphologist, remained behind in tbeebouse, patiently going over
documents. Marek asked if she wanted to come wvinth But she told him, “Don’t be

silly, André,” and kept working.

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

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

Making the quintain had been simple enough; it mash more difficult to get a decent
lance. This was the kind of problem Marek facedragad again in experimental history.
Even the simplest and most common items from tisé\ware impossible to reproduce in
the modern world. Even when money was no objeahkt to the ITC research fund.

In medieval times, tournament lances were turned@od lathes more than eleven feet
long, which was the standard length of a joustargé. But wood lathes of that size
hardly existed anymore. After much searching, Maoekted a specialty woodworking
plant in northern Italy, near the Austrian bordérey were able to turn out lances of pine
to the dimensions he specified, but were astonishéear he wanted an initial order of
twenty. “Lances break,” he told them. “I'll needo& of them.” To deal with splinters, he



fitted a piece of screening to the faceplate adailfall helmet. When he wore this helmet
riding, he drew considerable attention. He lookkd & demented beekeeper.

Eventually, Marek succumbed to modern technologg,tee had his lances turned in
aluminum, by a company that made baseball batsaltiminum lances had better
balance and felt more authentic to him, even thabgk were wrong for the period. And
since splintering was no longer a problem, he cudtiwear a standard riding helmet.

Which was what he was wearing now.

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

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

Training with the quintain was deceptively simplée rider galloped toward the T-bar,
attempting to strike the padded square with theftipis lance. If he succeeded, he set the
T-bar spinning, obliging him to spur his mount plastore the leather bag swung around
and hit him in the head. In the old days, Marekvknie bag had been heavy enough to
knock a young rider from his mount. But Marek médast heavy enough to deliver a
stinging rebuke.

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

“Maybe later,” Chris said, repositioning the T-lf@r the next run.

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

Marek turned his charger, reared, and charged ag#éen he first began, galloping full
tilt toward a foot-square target had seemed abgulitficult. Now he was getting the
hang of it. He generally hit the target four oufigé times.

The horse thundered ahead. He lowered his lance.

“Chris! Hallo!”

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



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

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

As always, he was struck by her beauty, espeaaltiis moment, her blond hair backlit
in the afternoon sun so her perfect complexion seetm glow, setting off her deep violet
eyes. Sophie Rhys-Hampton was the most beautifolamohe had ever met in his life.
And the most intelligent. And the most accomplish®&ad the most seductive.

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

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

Which seemed to have set the tone for their ralatig, he thought ruefully. She looked
at him now and said, “I'm flattered | have thisexff on you, Chris. But | worry for your
safety.” She giggled, and kissed him lightly on theek. “I called you today.”

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

“A crisis? What constitutes an archaeological sfisi

“Oh, you know. Funding hassles.”

“Oh yes. That ITC bunch. From New Mexico.” She madmund like the ends of the
earth. “Do you know, they asked to buy my fathéaisn?”

“Did they?”

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

“Of course.” He smiled at her. “Dinner?”
“Oh, Chris. | can't tonight. But we can ride tommw. Shall we?”
“Of course.”

“In the morning? Ten o’clock?”



“All right,” he said. “I'll see you at ten.”
“I'm not interrupting your work?”

“You know you are.”

“It's quite all right to do it another day.”
“No, no,” he said. “Ten o’clock tomorrow.”
“Done,” she said, with a dazzling smile.

In fact, Sophie Hampton was almost too pretty,flygmre too perfect, her manner too
charming to be quite real. Marek, for one, wasqgstiby her.

But Chris was entranced.

After she rode away, Marek charged by again. Tims Chris got out of the way of the
swinging quintain. When Marek trotted back, he sa@u’re being jerked around, my
friend.”

“Maybe,” Chris said. But the truth was, he didrére.

The next day found Marek at the monastery, helfiil Chang with the excavations

into the catacombs. They had been digging herevéaks now. And it was slow going,
because they kept finding human remains. Whené&egr¢ame upon bones, they stopped
digging with shovels, and switched to trowels amathibrushes.

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

But the human remains they were finding here wemzlng. For one thing, they were
all male; and some of the long bones had evidehbatte injuries. Several of the skulls
showed arrow wounds. That was how most soldierddietiin the fourteenth century,
from arrows. But there was no record of any ba¥er fought at the monastery. At least
none that they knew of.

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

“How is it going?” Marek said.



“Fine, so far.”

“Did you meet with Doniger?”

“Yes. This afternoon.”

“And?”

“I don’t know yet.”

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

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

“How'’s that?”

“l can’t discuss it over the line,” the Professards “But | wanted to tell you: | won't be
calling in the next twelve hours. Probably nottfog next twenty-four hours.”

“Uh-huh. Okay. Everything all right?”

“Everything is fine, André.”

Marek wasn’t so sure. “Do you need aspirin?” Thaswne of their established code
phrases, a way to ask if something was wrong, $e tlae other person couldn’t speak
freely.

“No, no. Not at all.”

“You sound a little detached.”

“Surprised, | would say. But everything'’s fine. I&ast, | think it's fine.” He paused, then,
“And what about the site? What's going on with ybu?

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

“Excellent. Keep up the good work, André. I'll tatikk you in a day or two.”
And he rang off.

Marek clipped the phone back on his belt and fralvi&hat the hell did all that mean?



The helicopter thumped by overhead, its sensordbaeaging beneath. Stern had kept it
for another day, to do morning and afternoon rinesyanted to survey the features that
Kramer had mentioned, to see exactly how much stlaydn an instrument run.

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

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

Of course, Elsie Kastner didn’t answer him. She gasitinued to stare at the document
in front of her. Elsie was a pretty, heavyset woméio was capable of intense
concentration. She sat in this storehouse for hai@sphering the handwriting on
parchments. Her job required her to know not ohé/gix principal languages of
medieval Europe, but also long-forgotten localetitd, slang and abbreviations. Marek
felt lucky to have her, even though she stayedfdtom the rest of the team. And she
could be a little strange at times. He said, “El%ie

She looked up suddenly. “What? Oh, sorry, Andmé.jlst, uh, I mean a little . . .” She
gestured to the parchment in front of her. “Thia tsill from the monastery to a German
count. For putting up his personal retinue forrght: twenty-nine people and thirty-five
horses. That's what this count was taking with thnough the countryside. But it's
written in a combination of Latin and Occitan, ahd handwriting is impossible.”

Elsie picked up the parchment and carried it topi@tography stand in the corner. A
camera was mounted on a four-legged stand abouatitee with strobe lights aiming
from all sides. She set the parchment down, stramgd it, arranged the bar code ID at
the bottom, put a two-inch checkerboard ruler déevrstandardization, and snapped the
picture.

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

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

Marek went over, pressed the button. “David? Itrelfe.”

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

“What've you found?”

“Zip. Nada. Absolutely nothing,” Stern said. “Weetdlked the monastery and we checked

the forest. None of Kramer’s landmarks show up:am8&LS, or on radar, infrared, or
UV. | have no idea how they made these discovéries.



They were galloping full tilt along a grassy ridoeerlooking the river. At least, Sophie
was galloping; Chris bounced and jolted, hangindoorear life. Ordinarily, she never
galloped on their outings together, in deferendeisdesser ability, but today she was

shrieking with delight as she raced headlong adius$elds.

Chris tried to stay with her, praying she wouldpssoon, and finally she did, reining up
her snorting and sweaty black stallion, pattingnitthe neck, waiting for him to catch up.

“Wasn't that exciting?” she said.
“It was,” he said, gasping for breath. “It certgimas that.”
“You did very well, Chris, | must say. Your seaingproving.”

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

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

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

From their present position, they overlooked thiremsite: the ruins of Castelgard, the
monastery, and on the far hill, La Roque. Cloudedaoverhead, moving shadows across
the landscape. The air was warm and soft, andstaquéet, except for the distant rumble
of an automobile.

“Oh, Chris,” she said, and kissed him again. Wiy toroke, she looked away in the
distance, and suddenly waved.

A yellow convertible was winding up the road towd#ném. It was some sort of racing
car, low-slung, its engine growling. A short distaraway, it stopped, and the driver
stood up behind the wheel, sitting on the backefdeat.

“Nigel!” she cried happily.

The man in the car waved back lazily, his handrigaa slow arc.

“Oh Chris, would you be a dear?” Sophie handed<Cthie reins of her horse,

dismounted, and ran down the hill to the car, wistieembraced the driver. The two of
them got in the car. As they drove off, she lookadk at Chris and blew him a kiss.



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

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

The men were constantly getting up from the tablalk on cell phones. The women
were both publicists in the same PR firm; they juesd finished a very big party for
Martha Stewart’s new book. The group’s bustlingseeof their own self-importance
quickly got on Chris’s nerves; and, like many ssstel business people, they tended to
treat academics as if they were slightly retardeable to function in the real world, to
play the real games. Or perhaps, he thought, treyfgund it inexplicable that anyone
would choose an occupation that wouldn’t make tlaemillionaire by age twenty-four.

Yet he had to admit they were perfectly pleasédmaty tere drinking a lot of wine, and
asking a lot of questions about the project. Unioately, they were the usual questions,
the ones tourists always asked: What's so spels@itahat place? How do you know
where to dig? How do you know what to look for? Hogep do you dig and how do you
know when to stop?

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

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

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

“It's very desirable,” Marek said. “In our work,dlreal opportunities arise only when the
world passes an area by. Like Sarlat, for instafbées town.”

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



“But the point,” Kate said, “is that it's an accrdehat this old town exists at all.
Originally, Sarlat was a pilgrimage town that gregvaround a monastery with relics;
eventually it got so big that the monastery lefgking for peace and quiet elsewhere.
Sarlat continued as a prosperous market centéhéddordogne region. But its
importance diminished steadily over the years,iaritle twentieth century, the world
passed Sarlat by. It was so unimportant and patrtiie town didn’t have the money to
rebuild its old sections. The old buildings jusheened standing, with no modern
plumbing and electricity. A lot of them were abandd.”

Kate explained that in the 1950s, the city waslffingoing to tear the old quarter down
and put up modern housing. “André Malraux stoppede convinced the French
government to put aside funds for restoration. Rethppught he was crazy. Now, Sarlat’s
the most accurate medieval town in France, andbtige biggest tourist attractions in
the country.”

“It's nice,” the woman said, vaguely. Suddenly,tbaten returned to the table together,
sat down, and put their phones in their pocketh ait air of finality.

“What happened?” Kate said.

“Market closed,” one explained. “So. You were sgyabout Castelgard. What's so
special about it?”

Marek said, “We were discussing the fact thatrigser been excavated before. But it's
also important to us because Castelgard is a tiyfoiceteenth-century walled town. The
town is older than that, but between 1300 and 106t of its structures were built, or
modified, for greater defense: thicker walls, caride walls, more complicated moats
and gates.”

“This is when? The Dark Ages?” one of the men saadiring wine.
“No,” Marek said. “Technically, it's the High MiddlAges.”

“Not as high as I'm going to be,” the man said. @8wat comes before that, the Low
Middle Ages?”

“That’s right,” Marek said.

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

Starting around 40 B.C., Europe had been ruleddipék The region of France where
they now were, Aquitaine, was originally the Roncafony of Aquitania. All across

Europe, the Romans built roads, supervised traskenaintained law and order. Europe
prospered.



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

“But toward the last millennium — | mean A.D. 1080things began to get better,”
Marek said. “A new organization coalesced that aletbe feudal system — although
back then, people never used that word.”

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

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

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

“What was it, a religious war?”

“No,” Marek said. “Religion had nothing to do wiih Everyone at the time was
Catholic.”

“Really? What about the Protestants?”

“There were no Protestants.”

“Where were they?”

Marek said, “They hadn’t invented themselves yet.”
“Really? Then what was the war about?”

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

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

Marek sighed.



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

Temporal provincials were convinced that the preseas the only time that mattered,
and that anything that had occurred earlier coalddfely ignored. The modern world
was compelling and new, and the past had no bearinty Studying history was as
pointless as learning Morse code, or how to drihe@e-drawn wagon. And the
medieval period — all those knights in clanking arrand ladies in gowns and pointy
hats — was so obviously irrelevant as to be benaatkideration.

Yet the truth was that the modern world was inveémtethe Middle Ages. Everything
from the legal system, to nation-states, to rekamc technology, to the concept of
romantic love had first been established in medigwees. These stockbrokers owed the
very notion of a market economy to the Middle Ag&sd if they didn’t know that, then
they didn’t know the basic facts of who they wakéhy they did what they did. Where
they had come from.

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

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

“Not always,” Marek said. “This was six hundred sgago. It was a completely different
world. The English and French were much closer.tB@er since soldiers from
Normandy conquered England in 1066, all the Engisiility were basically French.
They spoke French, ate French food, followed Frdashions. It wasn't surprising they
owned French territory. Here in the south, they haeld Aquitaine for more than a
century.”

“So? What was the war about? The French decidgdwhaeted it all for themselves?”
“More or less, yes.”

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

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

But she did not return his look. Her attention icasised on her stockbroker friends.

Typical, Chris thought. No matter what they saidymen were only attracted to men with
power and money. Even manic and sleazy men likeethgo.



He found himself studying their watches. Both memenbig, heavy Rolexes, but the
metal watchbands were fitted loosely, so the watdlopped and dangled down their
wrists, like a woman’s bracelet. It was a signmafifference and wealth, a casual
sloppiness that suggested they were permanenthacation. It annoyed him.

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

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

It was a relief when he finally got to his car, alrdve home.
Nigel!

What kind of an idiot had a name like Nigel?

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

That was the team’s signal that a new discoveryldegsh made. They used code words
for all their important transmissions, because tkegw local officials sometimes
monitored them. At other sites, the governmentd@rhsionally sent agents in to
confiscate discoveries at the moment they wereftitsnd, before the researchers had a
chance to document and evaluate them. AlthougFktéiech government had an
enlightened approach to antiquities — in many wastser than Americans — individual
field inspectors were notoriously inconsistent. Aaficourse, there was often some
feeling about foreigners appropriating the nobktdry of France.

Grid four, she knew, was over at the monastery.dgimted whether to stay in the
chapel or to go all the way over there, but finalhye decided to go. The truth was that
much of their daily work was dull and uneventfuh€el all needed the renewed
enthusiasm that came with the excitement of discese

She walked through the ruins of Castelgard towrlikermany others, Kate could rebuild
the ruins in her mind, and see the town whole.|&led Castelgard; this was a no-



nonsense town, conceived and built in time of Wdrad all the straightforward
authenticity that she had found missing in architecschool.

She felt the hot sun on her neck and her legstemht for the hundredth time how glad
she was to be in France, and not sitting in Newdrdaat her cramped little workspace on
the sixth floor of the A & A Building, with big ptare windows overlooking fake-
colonial Davenport College and fake-Gothic Paynatiily Gym. Kate had found
architecture school depressing, she had found tteealhd Architecture Building very
depressing, and she had never regretted her stoitulstory.

Certainly, you couldn’t argue with a summer in $®uh France. She fitted into the team
here at the Dordogne quite well. So far it had bepleasant summer.

Of course, there had been some men to fend offeMiaad made a pass early on, and
then Rick Chang, and soon she would have to dehal®@hris Hughes as well. Chris took
the British girl's rejection hard — he was appakgttie only one in the Périgord who
hadn’t seen it coming — and now he was behavirgdikvounded puppy. He'd been
staring at her last night, during dinner. Men didi@em to realize that rebound behavior
was slightly insulting.

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

And waiting there, smiling at her, was Chris Hughes

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

“Beautiful day,” she heard him say.

“Yes, beautiful.”

“You know, Kate,” he began, “I really enjoyed dimri@st night. | was thinking maybe—

“That’s very flattering, Chris,” she said. “But ahe to be honest with you.”
“Really? About what?”

“I've just broken up with someone.”

“Oh. Uh-huh. .. "

“And | want to take some time off.”



“Oh,” he said. “Sure. | understand. But maybe weldstill—"
She gave him her nicest smile. “I don’t think sshe said.

“Oh. Okay.” She saw that he was starting to pobemhe said, “You know, you’re right.
| really think it's best that we just stay colleagu’

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

The boat touched the far shore.

At the monastery, a large crowd was standing ar@irle top of grid four, looking
down into the excavation pit.

The excavation was a precise square, twenty featsade, going down to a depth of ten
feet. On the north and east sides, the excava#orsihcovered flat sides of stone arches,
which indicated the dig was now within the catacatrocture, beneath the original
monastery. The arches themselves were filled ih salid earth. Last week, they had
dug a trench through the north arch, but it seetoéelad nowhere. Shored up with
timbers, it was now ignored.

Now all the excitement was directed to the eadt,ambere in recent days they had dug
another trench under the arch. Work had been stmause they kept finding human
remains, which Rick Chang identified as the bodiesoldiers.

Looking down, Kate saw that the walls of the trehek collapsed on both sides, the
earth falling inward, covering the trench itselhefe was now a great mound of earth,
like a landslide, blocking further progress, andhesearth collapsed, brownish skulls and
long bones — lots of them — had tumbled out.

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

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

She scrambled down the ladder to the earthen fibtive pit. In the hot midafternoon sun,
she smelled dirt, and the faint odor of organicage©ne of the skulls broke free and
rolled to the ground at her feet. But she didnitcto it; she knew the remains should stay
as they were until Chang removed them.



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

Marek shrugged. “There were battles everywhere niiame interested in that.” He
pointed ahead to the arch, which was without demrarounded and slightly flattened.

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

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

She said, “What are you thinking?”
“I'm thinking we better get in there. Right away.”
“Why?” she said. “What’s the hurry?”

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

“So?”

“Now it's exposed to the air. For the first timenmaybe six hundred years.”
Marek said, “And air has oxygen.”

“You think there’s artifacts in there?”

“I don’t know what'’s in there,” Marek said. “But yacould have considerable damage
within a few hours.” He turned to Chang. “Have vee g snake?”

“No, it's in Toulouse, being repaired.” The snakasma fiber optic cable that could be
hooked to a camera. They used it to view otherwigecessible spaces.

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

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

That wasn’t enough.

She pointed to the skulls. “I know, but if you doything now, you’ll disturb—"



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

Up above, Chris said, “Not me. | think they werst lased here.”

One of the students said, “No, it's over by griceth”

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

“Pushy, pushy.”

“Are you, or not?”

“One minute more.”

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

Marek was saying to the others, “Okay, you pedphant flashlights, | want excavation
packs, portable oxygen, filter headsets, lead |ittessworks — now.”

Through the excitement, Kate continued to eye fiening beneath the arch. The arch
itself looked weak to her, the stones held loosadether. Normally, an arch kept its
shape by the weight of the walls pressing in orctr@er stone, the keystone of the arch.
But here, the whole upper curve above the operoatddust collapse. The landslide of
earth underneath the opening was loose. She wapdisiles break free and trickle down
here and there. It didn’t look good to her.

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

“Who's talking about climbing over? We’'ll lower ydtom above.”

“Me?”

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

“You realize, if we're wrong . . .” She was thinginWe could be buried alive.
“What's this?” Marek said. “Losing your nerve?”

That was all he had to say.



Ten minutes later, she was hanging in midair byettige of the exposed arch. She wore
the excavation backpack, which was fitted with apgen bottle on the back and had two
flashlights dangling like hand grenades from théststraps. She had her filter headset
pushed up on her forehead. Wires ran from the rad#obattery in her pocket. With so
much equipment she felt clunky, uncomfortable. Mat®od above her, holding her
safety line. And down in the pit, Rick and his stats were watching her tensely.

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

“Three more.”

She dropped to hands and knees, giving the mounidilheveight. It held. But she
looked up at the arch uneasily. The keystone wasloling at the edges.

“Everything all right?” Marek called.

“Okay,” she said. “I'll go in now.”

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

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

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

She flicked on her light, turned on her radio, @diltdown her headset so she was

breathing through filters, and crawled throughfibée, into the blackness beyond.

The air was surprisingly cool. The yellow beam ef flashlight played on bare stone
walls, a stone floor. Chang was right: this wasroggace beneath the monastery. And it
seemed to continue for some distance, before niittcallapsed rubble blocked the far
passage. Somehow this chamber had not been filtediwt like the others. She shone
her light up at the roof, trying to see its coratiti She couldn’t really tell. Not great.

She crept forward on hands and knees, then begdestend, sliding a little, down the
dirt toward the ground. Moments later, she wasditaninside the catacombs.

“I'm here.”
It was dark around her, and the air felt wet. Tiveas a dank odor that was unpleasant,

even through the filters. The filters took out leaiet and viruses. At most excavation sites,
no one bothered with masks, but they were requiezd, because plague had come



several times in the fourteenth century, killinthied of the population. Although one
form of the epidemic was originally transmittedibfected rats, another form was
transmitted through the air, through coughs anézeg and so anybody who went into
an old, sealed space had to worry about—

She heard a clattering behind her. She saw Manmekngpthrough the hole above. He
began to slide, so he jumped to the ground. Irsileace afterward, they heard the soft
sounds of pebbles and earth, trickling down the mdou

“You realize,” she said, “we could be buried aliméhere.”

“Always look on the bright side,” Marek said. He wea forward, holding a big
fluorescent light with reflectors. It illuminatedahole section of the room. Now that
they could see clearly, the room appeared disappgly bare. To the left was the stone
sarcophagus of a knight; he was carved in religherlid, which had been removed.
When they looked inside the sarcophagus, it wadyerjpen there was a rough wooden
table leaning against a wall. It was bare. An opamidor going down to their left,
ending in a stone staircase, which led upward irdisappeared in a mound of dirt.
More mounds of earth in this chamber, over to ihlety blocking another passageway,
another arch.

Marek sighed. “All this excitement . . . for nothih

But Kate was still worried about the earth breakkireg and coming into the room. It
made her look closely at the earth mounds to ttg.ri

And that was why she saw it.

“André,” she said. “Come here.”

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

Marek looked over her shoulder. “Very good, verpgd

“Did they have oilcloth then?”

“Oh yes. Oilcloth is a Viking invention, perhapsithi century. Quite common in Europe
by our period. Although | don’t think we have fouadything else in the monastery that's
wrapped in oilcloth.”

He helped her dig. They proceeded cautiously, raitiwg the mound to come down on

them, but soon they had it exposed. It was a rgigaoughly two feet square, wrapped
with oil-soaked string.



“I am guessing it's documents,” Marek said. Higns were twitching in the fluorescent
light, he wanted to open it so badly, but he reastéch himself. “We’ll take it back with

us.”

He slipped it under his arm and headed back tower@ntrance. She gave one last look
at the earth mound, wondering if she had missec#ony. But she hadn’t. She swung
her light away and—

She stopped.

Out of the corner of her eye, she’d caught a glemgflssomething shiny. She turned,
looked again. For a moment, she couldn’t find i, then she did.

It was a small piece of glass, protruding fromehaeth.

“André?” she said. “I think there’s more.”

The glass was thin, and perfectly clear. The edagaurved and smooth, almost modern
in its quality. She brushed the dirt away with fuiegertips and exposed one lens of an
eyeglass.

It was a bifocal lens.

“What is it?” André said, coming back to her.

“You tell me.”

He squinted at it, shone his light very near. Hisefwas so close to the glass, his nose
almost touched it. “Where did you find this?” Haiaded concerned.

“Right here.”

“Lying in the open, just like now?” His voice waenke, almost accusing.

“No, only the edge was exposed. | cleaned it off.”

“‘How?”

“With my finger.”

“So: you are telling me it was partly buried?” Hruaded like he didn’t believe her.

“Hey, what is this?”



“Just answer, please.”

“No, André. It was mostly buried. Everything buatheft edge was buried.”
“I wish you had not touched it.”

“l do, too, if I'd known you were going to act like”

“This must be explained,” he said. “Turn around.”

“What?”

“Turn around.” He took her by the shoulder, turthed roughly, so she was facing away
from him.

“Jesus.” She glanced over her shoulder to see nhaias doing. He held his light very
close to her backpack and moved over the surfaedyslexamining it minutely, then
down to her shorts. “Uh, are you going to tell me—"

“Be quiet, please.”

It was a full minute before he finished. “The loveit zip pocket of your pack is open.
Did you open it?”

“No.”

“Then it has been open all the time? Ever sincepudithe pack on?”
“lguess. . ..”

“Did you brush against the wall at any time?”

“l don’t think so.” She had been careful aboub&cause she hadn’t wanted the wall to
break loose.

“Are you sure?” he said.

“For Christ's sake. No, André, I'm not sure.”

“All right. Now you check me.” He handed her hight, and turned his back to her.
“Check you how?” she said.

“That glass is contamination,” he said. “We havexplain how it got here. Look to see
if any part of my pack is open.”



She looked. Nothing was.

“Did you look carefully?”

“Yes, | looked carefully,” she said, annoyed.
“I think you didn’t take enough time.”
“André. | did.”

Marek stared at the earthen mound in front of themall pebbles trickled down as he
watched. “It could have fallen from one of our pseld then been covered. . . .”

“Yes, | guess it could.”

“If you could clean it with a fingertip, it was noghtly buried. . . .”
“No, no. Very loose.”

“All right. Then somehow, that is the explanation.”

“What is?”

“Somehow, we brought this lens in with us, and whie were working on the oilskin
documents, it fell from the pack, and was covengdilt. Then you saw it, and cleaned it.
It is the only explanation.”

“Okay. . ..”

He took out a camera, photographed the glass dewees from different distances —
very close, then progressively farther back. Ohgntdid he bring out a plastic baggie,
lift the glass carefully with tweezers, and dromib the bag. He brought out a small roll
of bubble wrap, encased the bag, sealed it all tajle, and handed the bundle to her.
“You bring it out. Please be careful.” He seemedenelaxed. He was being nicer to her.

“Okay,” she said. They climbed the dirt slope agamading back outside.

They were greeted by cheers from the undergraduatelshe oilskin package was
handed over to Elsie, who quickly took it backhe farmhouse. Everyone was laughing
and smiling, except Chang and Chris Hughes. They wearing headsets, and had
heard everything inside the cave. They looked gipand upset.

Site contamination was extremely serious, and #ilegnew it. Because it implied sloppy
excavation technique, it called into question atihen legitimate discoveries made by the
team. A typical instance was a minor scandal atHygses the year before.



Les Eyzies was a Paleolithic site, a habitatioaasfy man beneath a cliff ledge. The
archaeologists had been digging at a level thaddiat 320,000 B.P., when one of them
found a half-buried condom. It was still in its @kt wrapper, and nobody thought for a
moment that it belonged at that level. But the fhat it had been found there — half-
buried — suggested that they were not being canefilleir technique. It caused a near
panic among the team, which persisted even affeaduate student was sent back to
Paris in disgrace.

“Where is this glass lens?” Chris said to Marek.
“Kate has it.”

She gave it to Chris. While everyone else was ¢hgehne turned away, unwrapped the
package, and held the baggie up to the light.

“Definitely modern,” he said. He shook his head ajmpily. “I'll check it out. Just make
sure you include it in the site report.”

Marek said he would.

Then Rick Chang turned away and clapped his h&Adlgight, everybody.
Excitement’s over. Back to work!”

In the afternoon, Marek scheduled archery pracilibe. undergraduates were amused by
it, and they never missed a session; recently Katktaken 