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*Chapter One*






*A.D. 2403*

Due to raging warps and delays on the Z1
flight line, Cree was late getting to Tesseract 7 on one of the
most important days of her life.

When she slid into her boss’s office, she was
taken aback by the luminaries who’d assembled. Ealing was there, of
course, as head of the Continuum Police Force (CPF); along with
Winkel, the president’s security chief; the president herself; and
one of Cree’s fathers, Quentin, who headed the team that had
created the Portal Technology she used in her job.

She hadn’t yet turned her Ear on, so she
didn’t understand when Ealing first told her about the job. He used
the new government language, Hyperspeak, at Orange level, so the
words weren’t just speeded up beyond normal human hearing, but
inverted and twisted, then inverted and twisted again.

“I’m sorry. Could you repeat that, please?”
she said, as she tapped the chip behind her natural ear to activate
her HyperEar.

“Cree, Timor Ray escaped while a marshal and
the arresting officer were escorting him to a prison dimension,”
Ealing said. “Somehow Ray got hold of the marshal’s LQ gun,
crystallized the marshal, took the arresting officer’s Portal Tech
and then took the officer hostage as he fled through the portal. He
later killed the officer and disposed of the body.”

“And he escaped to where?”

“America in the first week of October,
1957.”

The president interrupted. “This is too
important a case to entrust to a rookie.”

“Ma’am, I’m not a rookie,” Cree said. “This
is my third year on the force.”

“Cree’s been twice commended for valor,”

“But she’s never done a Time case alone
before. I want a veteran,” the president said. “I want
Shubert.”

“Shubert is African,” Ealing said. “We can’t
send him without arousing suspicion.”

“Why not?”

“Madame President, you want me to send a
black man back to 1957?” Ealing said.

“Then send Quentin.”

“Quentin is the only surviving member of the
Tech team. We can’t afford to send him,” Ealing said. He turned to
Cree and continued. “We need you to go back to prevent the murder
of the arresting officer and recapture Ray. Quentin will brief you
further after this meeting.”

“Excuse me,” said the president. “Why doesn’t
she just go back to this morning and prevent Timor Ray’s escape? It
seems that would be easier, less dangerous, and cheaper.”

“The murder has already happened in the past,
Ms. President,” Quentin explained. “The only way to prevent it now
is to go back before it happened.”

“We have to try to minimize the damage
already done. Timor Ray is changing history as we speak,” Ealing
said. “I just got a call from my wife.”

“You’re not married,” Cree said.

“You see what I mean? You have to grab Ray as
soon as he arrives and free the other officer. That psycho has
already tried to kill the president, and now he’s killed a
continuum cop. If he gets away, he could find and kill all our
ancestors and who knows what else,” Ealing said. “Dismissed.”

She and Quentin slid out of Ealing’s office
and into Quentin’s, where he used a thought command to call up a
map of Sufficient, Wis., in 1957.

“There are two portals near where the body
was found,” he said. “One here in an agricultural zone, and one
here, near a military base. Timor Ray will know them both.”

“Of course he will.”

“Ray has an LQ gun and the chip to use it and
he has Portal Tech. Whenhe arrives, you’re going to have to be
fast.”

“Yes, Dad.”

“Using the available information, we’ve
determined that $500 of

contemporary currency will be more than
enough for the time you are there. We compiled this list of
appropriate jobs for women in 1957: wife and mother, schoolteacher,
nurse, stewardess, movie star.”

“Movie star.”

“You’re a schoolteacher from New York on
sabbatical. You teach science. This will enable you to speak
credibly about your work in any unavoidable encounters with
contemporary people. Please limit your encounters to those
necessary.”

“Dad, why are you so nervous?”

“Cree, I have complete confidence in you as a
cop. But I argued against assigning you to this. Unfortunately, all
the other officers are on Parallel Probes and can’t be reached.
Well, with the exception of Shubert. Ever since Collin was bounced
we’ve been short.”

“Why? You know I can’t become a Free Traveler
until I complete 10 more—”

“The cop Timor Ray killed, it’s Watt.”

“Oh.”

“I thought I should be the one to tell you.
Shortly after Ray’s escape today, we discovered a story from 1957
about a strangely dressed corpse found in a Wisconsin town. He’s
identified as ‘a drifter’ who may be an escaped mental patient, but
the description matches Watt’s. We don’t know precisely what day he
was killed, due to the primitive forensics of the mid-20th century,
and we can find no other information due to the gaps in the
historical archive. So we want you to go back to a point four days
before the discovery of the body.”

“Check.”

“Will it compromise you, knowing the cop
you’re going to rescueis your former mentor?”

“Mentor” was a nice word for it. Too
nice.

“I’m unflappably professional, as you know,”
Cree said.

*****

Case Log: Time transfer to 1957 achieved
with no problems. All materiels intact. First surveillance pin
planted at arrival portal located near a drive-in cinema outside
Sufficient, Wis. I’m now en route by foot to the town.

The year 1957 was an assault on the senses.
Without any filtering system, simply breathing was a shock. The air
stung and was full of smells: hot asphalt, hay, manure and a whiff
of diesel from a truck that had passed on the highway. It was an
unseasonably warm day and the sun felt like it was burning her
unprotected skin.

Then there were the clothes, an exact replica
of an outfit from a 1957 Vogue, a red and white polka dot dress
with flared skirt, matching jacket, short gloves, purse and shoes.
Underneath she wore garments that resembled medieval torture
instruments, a girdle, pointy bra, panties halfway up her waist,
slip, petticoat, stockings and garters. The garters were a bit of a
problem, as were the high heels, since the town was two miles
away.

After a few steps, Cree kicked off her shoes
and walked in her stocking feet. Ahead, a man was changing the
letters in the drive-in sign, taking down the titles /I Was a
Teenage Werewolf/ and /Rebel Without a Cause/ All the time, she was
recording with the video chip in her HyperEye, trying to accumulate
information for the historical archive to flesh out the films,
books, newspapers and computer records that survived the wars of
the 2020s and the polar reversal of 2031.

When she passed the drive-in, the man waved
as if he knew her. Hesitantly, she waved back.

Every now and then, a car pulled up and a
smiling person offered her a ride, which she would politely and
firmly decline. The less interaction she had here, the better.

But there hadn’t been a visitor in town since
an encyclopedia salesman came through more than a month before, and
there wouldn’t likely be another until hunting season began. A
strange woman dressed like Suzy Parker naturally incited a great
deal of interest, and sent Ed Birney, the youngest police chief
ever in Sufficient County, to the highway to check her out for
himself.

“Where are you heading?” he called out, as
his car pulled up beside her.

“Just to town.”

“Need a lift?”

“No, thank you. This is good exercise.”

“You can’t walk in your stockings on this hot
road. It’s a mile to town. Come on. Get in.”

He was looking at her in a strange way, and
she sensed that if she refused, it would arouse suspicion.
Reluctantly, she got in.








*Chapter Two*


“I’m Ed Birney,” the cop said.

“My name is Cree.”

“Funny name. Cree what?”

“Cree, Smith.”

“Where are you from?”

“New York.”

“Oh. That explains the outfit,” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“Dressed like that, you could be on your way
to some swanky bar.”

“Oh.”

“So what are you doing in Sufficient?”

“I’m interested in your agricultural
products,” she said. “Dairy and edible grains. And of course the
indigenous flora and fauna.”

“Why?”

“I’m a schoolteacher on sabbatical. I teach
science and I’m here to collect samples and do some research.”

“You’re here with your, husband?”

“I’m not married.”

“I’m not married either. I mean, I’m a
widower,” he said. “When did you arrive?”

“Today. Do you know a quality hotel,?”

“You arrived today? What were you doing
walking out on the highway? Oh, I bet you took the bus and got off
in West Sufficient Junction.”

“Right.”

“Common mistake. Wow, that’s a long walk.
Where’s your luggage?”

“It was stolen near New York by juvenile
delinquents,” she said. “Do you know a good hotel in town?”

“A good one? No, but we have the Liberty
Hotel on Main.”

They were in town proper now. A few people
were out on Main Street, a wide avenue that spanned a mile, lined
with one- and two-story buildings, including the hotel.

“Let me go in with you, get you set with
Hughie,” Ed said.

The hotel had a screen door that creaked when
it was opened and snapped shut behind them, shaking loose the dust
from the frame. Behind the hotel desk, a bald man with spectacles
was leafing through a pulpy detective magazine with a scantily clad
woman on the cover. In garish yellow letters, the cover declared,
“The Kremlin’s Secret Weapon.”

“Hi, Hughie.”

“Ed.”

“Got someone from New York,” Ed said. “Give
her the room without the rats and leaky plumbing.”

“The presidential suite.”

“Thanks, Hughie. I’ve gotta go. You call me,
Cree, if you need anything,” Ed said, and left through the creaking
screen door.

“Ten dollars a night, in advance. How long
are you staying?” Hughie asked.

“A week or so.”

“Seventy dollars then.”

Cree pulled out a crisp $500 bill.

Hughie looked at it. “You’re kidding me.”

“Excuse me?”

“You’re paying with a $500 bill?”

“Is that a problem?”

“I don’t keep that kind of change around.
Don’t you have something smaller?”

“No.”

“Well, you can try the bank,” Hughie said.
“Two doors down.”

At the bank, the teller called the manager,
Bobby. He examined the bill closely, then stepped away and made a
phone call, keeping his eyes on her the whole time. Everyone in the
bank, the two tellers and the two other customers, had their eyes
on her, the tall stranger dressed like she was about to meet her
millionaire husband for cocktails on Madison Avenue.

The bank manager returned, smiling. “Ed knows
her,” he said to the
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