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			“Moffett’s combination of harsh realism with visionary zeal addresses contemporary issues and personal struggles with compassion and insight.”

							— Library Journal

 

			 

			“. . . an exceptional sequel to The Ragged World . . . Fine insights on alien/human understanding permeate a compelling, dramatic and realistic story.”

			     				— Bookwatch

 

			 

			“Thanks to some adroitly handled introductory matter, the new book stands on its own as a narrative. More to the point, it breaks new ground in the successful integration of science fiction and the mainstream novel.”

			     			— Gerald Jonas 

						     The New York Times Book Review

 

			 

			“Pam Pruitt is a real person. Her problems are real ones. Moffett’s picture of the Ohio Valley is so lovingly realized that it leaps off the page, dense, pungent, textured. The Hefn are real, and strange.”

			     			— Fantasy & Science Fiction

 

			 

			“Keenly and lovingly observed reality, in place, event, and character, to a degree rarely found in fantasy or SF . . . This is good work.” 

			     			— Suzy McKee Charnas

		


		
		
			[image: ]
		

		


		
 

 

 

			TIME, LIKE AN EVER-ROLLING STREAM

			 A Fairwood Press Book

			June 2026

			Copyright © 1992 by Judith Moffett

 

			All Rights Reserved

 

			No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form 

			or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, 

			recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, 

			without permission in writing from the publisher.

 

			Fairwood Press

			21528 104th Street Court East

			Bonney Lake, WA   98391

			www.fairwoodpress.com

			 

			Cover and book design by Patrick Swenson

			Cover art Getty Images/iStock/hideto111

 

			NO AI TRAINING: 

			Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, 

			any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to 

			generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work 

			for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

 

			ISBN: 978-1-958880-39-5

 

			Fairwood Press Trade Edition: June 2026

			First published by St. Martin’s Press, 1992

 

			Printed in the United States of America

		


		
 

 

 

 

 

 

			Pam’s dedication: For Ronna, who was there the whole time

			Liam’s: For Edward

		


		
 

 

 

			CONTENTS

		


 

 

 

				Prologue	

				A Woman [Which Was] Diseased With an Issue of Blood				

				Who Hath Measured the Waters in 		the Hollow of His Hand? 	

				A House Divided 		

				And Entered Into a Ship	

				Which Have Eyes, and See Not 

				But the Lord Sent Out a Great Wind . . . So That the Ship Was Like to Be Broken						

				Train Up a Child			

				Two Young Roes That Are Twins	

				And the Serpent			

				The Time of His Life			

				A Swarm of Bees and Honey in the Carcase of a Lion				

				Little Children, It Is the Last Time	

				Almost Thou Persuadest Me to Be 		a Christian

				Holy Ground				

				Perfect Love Casteth Out Fear	

				And They Set Him Between the Pillars	

				And the Lord God Answered Job Out 	of the Whirlwind					

				How Shall We Sing the Lord’s Song in a Strange Land?					

				Afterword				

		


		
 

 

 

			ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

		


 

 

 

			The popular old hymns “Peace! Be Still!” and “There Is Power in the Blood,” along with “Blessed Assurance,” can be found in several editions of The Broadman Hymnal, available from The Baptist Sunday School Board of Nashville, Tennessee. Reproduced here by permission.

 

			 The description of how to milk a goat is adapted from The Homesteader’s Handbook to Raising Small Livestock by Jerome D. Belanger (Emmaus, Pennsylvania: Rodale Press, 1974).The description of swarming bees is drawn from Keeping Bees by John Vivian (Williamson Publishing, 1986)

 

			I am grateful to Val Gonzales of the Franklin Institute’s Fels Planetarium, Philadelphia, for the information that the moon will be gibbous on May 11, 2014, and in the last quarter on May 21 of the same year.

 

			Lori Ferguson provided newspaper accounts of the 1974 tornado that devastated Hanover College, using the college library files as well as personal materials.

 

			Dr. Alvin Johnson, Emeritus Professor of Music at the University of Pennsylvania, checked Liam’s setting of Pam’s poem “Stars” for gross errors of notation and composition.  I’m told that Liam has broken the rules in one measure, but he was warned.

 

			I wish to thank Chief Engineer Dennis Shenk of the Delta Queen, for answering my host of questions about navigating a steamboat on the Ohio River.

 

			Very special thanks go to my editor, Gordon Van Gelder, whose fertile imagination and very hard work have helped make this a better book.

 

			All the characters in this work are products of my imagination, save two. Hannah and Orrin Hubbell are modeled upon real people named Anna and Harlan Hubbard, who died in 1986 and 1988, both well up in their eighties. In presenting Orrin and Hannah I have tried to be as faithful to the models as possible, apart from taking the one small liberty of attributing to Hannah Hubbell the journals that Anna Hubbard never kept, but which so many wish she had. To the reader interested in homesteading, I recommend Payne Hollow: Life on the Fringe of Society, by Harlan Hubbard (New York: Eakins Press, 1974), and Harlan Hubbard: Life and Work, by Wendell Berry (Lexington: University Press of Kentucky, 1990.

		


		
 

 

 

			




PROLOGUE

		


 

 

 

			From the November 2026 issue of Time:

 

			. . . Liam O’Hara, 28, the mathematical wizard chiefly responsible for the discovery (see cover), was all of twelve years old in 2010, when the Peach Bottom Nuclear Facility meltdown ousted his family from Main Line Philadelphia. Relocated to Maryland, young Liam attended the College Park Friends School. Three years later, phenomenal aptitude and achievement scores brought him to the attention of the Hefn Humphrey, then recruiting budding math prodigies for the first class of Apprentices at the brand-new Bureau of Temporal Physics, headquartered in Washington. (The BTP has since been moved to Santa Barbara, where the Hefn sleep response to cold weather is not a problem.)

			The first pricklings of the ideas which were to eventuate in the Hot Spot formulas came the following spring. . . .

			If proved “in the field,” as most experts expect them to be, the O’Hara Equations should give quite a boost to the force of the Gaian Mission, whose youthful Missionaries have been at work among us for the past couple of years. Carefully selected, intensively educated by pre-Takeover environmentalist veterans (drawn from the top ranks of such well-credentialed groups as Greenpeace and The Nature Conservancy), rigorously trained in research of human history at the BTP, the Missionaries have been working hard to change the way many people think and feel about Planet Earth.

			Asked to comment on the discoveries, the top Gaians had plenty to say. “We know that all ground is holy ground—in itself, and potentially for people who know how to live upon it appropriately,” says the “gafr” of the San Francisco Mission, Beatrice Trace. “If the O’Hara Equations prove that some ground is ‘holy’ whether anyone lives appropriately on it or not, the implications are just terribly exciting. Because what happens when you put the two things together—when a Hot Spot has been the dwelling place of people who have ‘lived into’ that ground for many years in a deeply interdependent way? Think about it!” Adds Tran Van Ky of the Saigon Mission: “Dy-no-mite!”

			Reactions among other Gaian leaders are more cautious. “This is an exciting development, but it’s important not to let the sexiness and glamour of the ‘holy places’ idea make us lose sight of the homelier truth that all ground is holy ground,” advises Michael Kamante, Chief Steward of the Kikuyu Mission. . . .

			“We’re going to do the calculations for a few obvious potential Hot Spot sites first, check them out,” O’Hara explains. “Lourdes. Stonehenge and Avebury. Delphi. Nazca. Rennes-le-Château. That place in Mexico, I forget its name, where the Virgin has been seen so many times, and another place or two I know about.”

			His reference to the Nazca desert, in Peru, is a reminder that there is another group every bit as excited as the Gaians by the discovery of the O’Hara Equations. This is the remnant of a once-numerous association of amateur archeologists, chiefly British, who call themselves “ley hunters.” Leys are straight lines drawn on the landscape, on which important features such as churches, castles, stone circles, burial grounds, and natural features are precisely aligned. Of prehistoric origin, they are nevertheless found worldwide; the Nazca lines are perhaps the most famous.

			Half a century ago, ley lines briefly appeared in the popular press, as a host of credulous people came forward to claim that certain leys had been seen by psychics to glow with magnetic force, that they were dowsable, that they were part of a global network of power. Inevitably, serious investigation suffered as leys became linked in the public mind with crackpot theories and “New Age” spiritualism.

			O’Hara himself is generous about all this. “I’ve learned a lot about leys since the story of the Equations broke. Some of it sounds pretty mumbo-jumbo, but not all. Maybe some of those New Age types really could see a glow. Many leys radiate out from a central point, usually a hill or a mountain, with a tradition of being a holy place. Lots of aligned churches in England are built on the former sites of pagan temples. Those sites are old—and nobody knows what the leys were there for—nobody! Now we have a tool we can use to find out if primitive peoples, people with a relationship to the landscape we can’t even imagine, may have been sensitive to forces most modern humans can’t sense at all.”

			He looks happy, as well he might. “There may be thousands upon thousands of nodes where the beelines of electromagnetic power intersect—we’re using ‘beelines’ for that and ‘leys’ for the lines on the ground. Now, not counting my chickens or anything yet, but if these equations work out, so we know for sure where some of the Hot Spots are, and if they coincide with the sites of ancient holy places, it’ll be great news, the greatest.”

			Why? The answer reveals O’Hara’s Gaian sympathies. “Well, I don’t want to go too far out on a limb, but if it turns out to be true that prehistoric people could tune in to the Earth’s magnetic currents directly, then I’m betting we can learn to do it too. We’ve got the time transceivers, they’ll help. And who knows what that might lead to, in the way of connecting up to the Earth again?”

			But if ordinary people could sense the nodes and lines, what further use would the Equations be? Wouldn’t the mathematicians’ noses be put out of joint? O’Hara smiles a wide, charming smile. “Finding out how to live here still has to be everybody’s top priority,” he says with obvious sincerity. “No, the really great thing would be if all this math should become completely unnecessary.

 

																	

								  21 December 2026

								  Hurt Hollow, Kentucky

 

			Dear Mathematical Wizard,

 

			Sorry I’ve been out of touch for so long, and especially sorry never to have answered your letter from last summer, which was interesting and amusing and cheered me up at a bad time.

			I want to thank you for hanging on throughout my long silence, and for checking in with my mother every so often. Your messages are always faithfully passed on. She was terribly excited to find you and Humphrey and Bea on the cover of Time, by the way; she bought two copies, one to send me and one to keep for herself. (Shouldn’t they have invited a ley hunter to be in the picture too?) I’m fully expecting to find that cover picture, matted and framed, hanging on the wall of the living room when Humphrey and I go over there for Christmas dinner. Mom continues to think of you as the brass ring on the merry-go-round, that I’m too bonehead stupid and stubborn to grab. “You never had one ounce of sense about that boy, and he’s always been so crazy about you! He’d have married you ten years ago if you’da let him,” etc. etc.

			I haven’t had the heart—or maybe the energy—to tell her different, but one of these days she’s going to pick up a copy of People magazine and get the shock of her life.

			Actually, that’s not true. I am about to give her the shock of her life. Sometime after the holidays are over I’m going to talk to her about Dad; and once that blow has fallen I doubt that even a shot of you emerging from the baths with a beautiful youth on each arm would have much impact. (Even if you make the cover again.)

			I have sometimes pointed out that she’s proceeding from obsolete assumptions, that there’s almost no incentive anymore for young people to rush into matrimony. She argues back that even in her day people didn’t always get married just to start a family, or just to get a break on their income tax, or from fear of getting AIDS, or so the wife could get in on the husband’s health benefits. She says they did it because it was a way for young people to make a public commitment to each other. The implication being that even with no assurance that the Baby Ban will ever be lifted and no legal advantages whatsoever to entice them, serious and decent-minded young people would want to get married anyway.

			I’m afraid of letting her irritate me to the point where I find myself asking just what the Sam Hill was so hot about her marriage that she should feel qualified to take this pious tone with me, so when we get that far I change the subject.

			They managed to get the story pretty accurate, didn’t they? Humphrey sent me an advance copy of the report for Science, as I expect you know. You can imagine how fascinated I was to read about 

 

 

			22 December 2026

			Hurt Hollow

 

			 	 

			The scene: latest in an even stream of quiet evenings before the fire. Solitude, lamplight, my chair dragged close to the logs and flames, here at the end of another long, ferociously satisfying day of plain hard work. The work: chiefly cutting wood, but also feeding and medicating hives, putting cold frames to bed, milking Floria, making cottage cheese. The other does have been dry for a month and Floria’s not far behind them now, but I’m glad she lasted this long. Humphrey would be disappointed not to get his cottage cheese. And I’ve been saving a surprise Christmas present for him too: a hard cheese with a nice rind, painted with beeswax and aged in the springhouse since early fall, before finishing the novel swept all before it and I had no time or energy to undertake extra projects, making cheeses and such.

			I’d let a lot of things slide—including, obviously, keeping this journal current; impossible to manipulate words one way all day and another way all evening, impossible at least for me—while writing my way down the difficult home stretch of the novel, and had gotten way behind in the seasonal chores. The woodpile, even with this mild autumn we’ve been having, was down to practically nothing. So I’ve been cutting wood for three or four hours every day. And I butchered my first goat, something I probably shouldn’t have tried without help—it was hard, bloody, unpleasant work, one chore I never helped Jesse do, so I had to proceed, in a manner of speaking, with a book in one hand and a gun or butcher knife or saw in the other.

			My chosen victim, the male kid, had been destined for this end from birth, of course, but I truly hated to kill him—kept seeing visions of him as a youngster, bouncing around, butting Gloria’s udder, bopbopbop!—but I need meat for the winter and the Hollow doesn’t need another buck yet, Moria’s good for a couple more years anyway, and those who are not prepared to accept the terms of the homesteading life should clear out and make way for others who are. There would be no shortage of takers, after this discovery of Liam’s, if he turns out to be right (which I’ve no doubt he will) and if the Hollow turns out to be a Hot Spot (and how could either of us doubt that?).

			Anyway, it’s done: thirty-one quarts of canned goatmeat down cellar, and a tough, stiff, black-and-white hide stretched on the wall of the studio. Also fried liver for supper several days in a row, with onions and potatoes. After Christmas I’m going to read up on tanning leather and see what might be made out of goathide—moccasins, maybe? Book covers (next year’s Christmas presents)? I saved the hooves (and horns) with some vague notion of boiling them to make glue, another project undertaken, so far as I know, by neither Orrin nor Jesse and another case of book-in-one-hand, etc., but why not? Next year’s Christmas presents for selected friends: small, attractively packaged pots of goatsfoot glue . . . why not? Everybody needs glue.

			Last night after supper I started the letter to Liam. I didn’t get veery far with it. So difficult to know how to put my request. I sat and thought for a long time between sentences, till I began to feel exhausted. Yet tonight I pick up this book and the words tumble out with no effort at all.

			After the long year of solitude, talking to myself has obviously become all too easy.

			Tomorrow I’ll try again. It should go better, now the pump’s been primed.

			 

 

			F

 

			 		My name is Pam Pruitt.

			 		I don’t like to do it.

			 		I’ve never been partial to effin’.

			 		Eff man or eff woman?

			 		Eff intersexed human??

			 		I’d sooner be effed by a Hefn.

 

			If all is proceeding according to plan, Humphrey is in Cincinnati tonight. He flew from Santa Barbara to Washington nine days ago, intending to meet with assorted government officials and spend untold hours with the Hefn Directors at Thingvellir, after a hurried visit in College Park with Carrie and Terry. Humphrey does hate those sessions at Thingvellir. I picture them all gathered together in the round room, fifteen or twenty of them, sitting on proper Hefn chairs drawn into two concentric circles, eyes opaque and beards waggling, bald spots showing here and there in the pelts of those who’ve been on duty the longest, from the anti-hibernation drugs. Occasionally one of them forgets and simulates a human facial expression. . . . H. won’t have enjoyed himself one bit, even though they all kowtow to him now and listen to everything he tells them—this time, I’d guess, that something needs to be done soon about the Baby Ban.

			The last time I was over at Mom’s, she was harping away on The Little Granddaughter theme again. “You were always such a roughneck! Oh, I’d just love to have a cute little girl to fuss over and dress up, etc.” I told her grumpily that I’d never thought much about having a kid anyway, but if the Ban’s lifted and if they let us choose the sex, then I might have one, but it would definitely be a boy. She was hurt, as if I’d said this out of pure contrariness, but I meant it. She’d get more satisfaction out of Liam’s sister Brett, who’s turned into exactly the sort of sour-tempered childless woman I’d have predicted . . . though if the Ban’s lifted soon she’s still got plenty of time to have at least one baby, which I’m sure is all anybody’s going to be allowed at best. I’m also sure Humphrey would prefer for the Gaians to create enough voluntary restraint in enough people so the Hefn didn’t have to manage the situation at all, but there isn’t going to be enough time. Either there’ll be a Hefn-monitored transitional period, or a lot of geriatrics are going to be raising a lot of test-tube babies. Assuming the Mission succeeds at all, on the necessary scale, and humanity doesn’t just follow the dinosaur into oblivion.

			Anyway, after the meetings Humphrey was to take the train as far as Cincinnati. If nothing’s happened to screw up the plan, he should board the steamboat tomorrow morning and be here by 1:30 p.m. or thereabouts on the 24th.

			This afternoon, after cutting and hauling my day’s stint of wood off the hillside, I took a hatchet and scouted around until I found a little cedar, about four feet tall and growing too close to a big pin oak to be likely to get much bigger. It’s standing out in the workshop now in a bucket of water, waiting for Humphrey and Christmas Eve. How happy I was to see Hannah’s little sack of clip-on candle holders when it turned up last spring, when I was moving in; and how carefully I’ve kept track of it ever since, against this very need. Humphrey will love dipping candles and stringing popcorn for the tree—he’s always so delighted by that sort of thing—and I’m looking forward to reliving the Christmases when I did all that with Jesse, when I was back home for the holidays at fifteen and sixteen and seventeen, and had managed to give my parents the slip for an evening.

			At some point while he’s here I’m going to try, one more time, to make Humphrey understand why I left—had to leave—the BTP. Up to now, every time I’ve tried to talk to him about it—Dad’s accident, my panic attacks and subsequent (probably consequent) loss of intuition, the discoveries I started to make with the emergency therapist in California, all that—he just gets wistful and blank. Maybe the Hefn don’t have breakdowns; only what would you call the Mutiny then? Elphi didn’t take up his life as a hob in Yorkshire by choice. Humphrey talks about “the rebellious Hefn” as if they were a fascinating variant on the basic pattern represented by himself; then he’ll allude to difficulties caused by his own obsession with bonding, which from the way he’s always talked about it is clearly disapproved of by the Gafr.

			 I suppose it would be no different for them than for us: a spectrum of normal, abnormal, non-functional. Humphrey’s abnormal; Elphi/Belfrey and the others were non-functional in Hefn terms when they mutinied. Maybe if I drew the analogy like that it would get through to him, finally.

			 As a matter of fact I think Humphrey may experience my leaving the BTP as a violation of our bond. I have become an analog of a rebellious Hefn—alien in a way not covered by the fact of our being, technically, aliens to one another. And I would like to be able to make him understand that it’s nothing to do with him and me. That the curve of my life would have had to break off at some point no matter what, and be reorganized, and that this necessity could have been forecast from the time I was nine at the oldest, which was before the Hefn even came back. But I don’t know if I’ll get through.

			The psychological screening they did for the BTP Apprentices was designed specifically to tag and eliminate people who were unlikely to go the distance; but how are you supposed to get a useful answer if you don’t know the right question to ask?

			 

 

				

										23 December

 

			You can imagine how fascinated I was to read it, the elegance of the calculations and the relevance to me, my life in the here and now.

			You might have wondered what I’ve been doing down here, apart from keeping the place going. Well, I’ve been writing a novel. That’s what the box of pages underneath this letter is: the novel I’ve been writing. Not poetry. Not fiction either, not exactly: a novelization of things that really happened. What things? he asks himself. Ho-ho. I bet it’s about that spring in the Hollow when we were kids.

			Indeed. What else would it be about? Nothing else that important has ever happened to me; but my reasons for writing a novel at all are kind of complicated.

			You know, of course, that this is not even the first novel I ever wrote in Hurt Hollow. Remember how you were always pestering me to let you read the first one? And I never would (and I never will, either!); but I’ll tell you this much: that early effort now strikes me as uncannily like the book in this box. All the same themes and obsessions are already present, and most of the same characters, or versions of them, at their same ages, with the exception (as I’ve had you point out in Chapter 14) of the Liam-character. Yet the first is pure wish-fulfillment fantasy, while this second—

			—is my one-shot all-out effort to recall—and, more to the point, to re-feel—everything that happened as it appeared to me then, during that crucial week in May 2014. It’s all been viewed through a lens which is small, personal, tightly focused upon my fourteen-year-old self; I’ve tried my damnedest to reinvoke my own exact experience of that time, unelaborated by anything I’ve learned or understood since.

			What made me undertake such a project? There were a couple of things.

			After I lost my intuition and couldn’t set coordinates any more, and slunk off home with my tail between my legs to teach math at Scofield, I continued to go through various stages of hell. I probably didn’t let on to you how really bad it got. The therapist I saw a couple of times in Santa Barbara thought I should start seeing somebody when I got back here, and gave me the names of some people in Louisville, but it would have cost a bundle and I didn’t feel up to all the traveling back and forth, and I guess maybe the real truth is that I just didn’t want to do that right then.

			But I was in such terrible shape that I felt like I had to do something. So I read a lot of psych books, and lights started to flash on; and one day I was suddenly struck by a funny notion: that by becoming a sort of time transceiver myself, I could make contact with my own past and recover the memories and feelings that were so hard to get at because they’d been repressed so deeply and so long. It was a powerful metaphor for what I needed to do; I got very excited about it.

			Besides that, I’d always kind of assumed that one day I would write a personal account of that time, putting what happened on the Delta Queen, and here in the Hollow, into the big picture. You can imagine the kind of thing. The book would describe in vivid detail the post-Directive and post-Broadcast resistance movements—people scrambling to change their means of production faster than was strictly possible, and fuller of rage the harder they scrambled and the hungrier they got—Gafr fed up and teetering on the very brink of deciding we could never be made sensible and tractable by any deterrent they could devise—ready to leave for a hundred time-dilated years and return (if they did return) to a planet sterilized of people—and so on and so on. Then with the context established I was going to show how you and I and Humphrey, and the flapping of a butterfly’s wings in Beijing, turned it all around.

			I figured I could write the public book and the therapeutic personal one all at once, and kill two birds with one nonfictional stone; because the one placetime I knew to start looking for answers to questions I’d never before asked out loud was Hurt Hollow in May 2014, where the historical narrative (ley) line and the personal one had intersected.

			Makes sense, right?

			Well, I tried. Many, many false starts later I finally admitted that before I’d be up to making a balanced assessment of what had happened to the human family on a global scale, I was first—and not simultaneously—going to have to work out the meaning and resonance of those global-scale events for and within my own family, my own life. I’d understood by then that trying to write the history of that placetime, even a personalized history, was actually quite an effective way of evading the answers I needed. And once I knew that much, I also knew that my account would have to be cast in the form of a story.

			This was all happening right before Jesse died. I’d been coming down here to the Hollow every few days to take care of things anyway all the time he was sick, so when he died and left the place to me—The Place Where Time Stands Still, as the tour guides tell their “guests”—the next steps seemed natural. I quit my teaching job, took myself to the site where the events I needed to make contact with had occurred, locked the gate behind me, and focused the fixed lens of memory upon May 2014. I was able to set the coordinates precisely.

 

 

			23 December 2026

 

			 	 

			Snow! Whoopee! When I got up this morning the light coming through the big window felt so diffuse and strange I couldn’t imagine what could be going on, till I looked out and saw white everywhere, all the way down to the obsidian expanse of the river. Only half an inch, but the temperature stayed down around 25° all day so it’s all still out there; and when I got through milking, about an hour ago, and came out into the dark, big furry flakes had started sifting down again. The creek has a skin of ice on it, and there’s a rime of ice along the riverbank.

			I don’t suppose it’ll stay below freezing for long, it never does, but what a treat—and so well-timed! I haven’t seen a snowfall since January 2019—in Louisville, back here for Granny’s funeral—and that was just a flurry, enough to powder everybody’s coats and hats at the cemetery and give the dead zoysia grass the look of a blond-haired person going gray. Seven years ago next month. The morning of Dad’s funeral, almost four years to the day after Granny’s, was so freakishly mild nobody was even wearing a coat, which made the occasion feel even more surreal than it did already.

			Hurt Hollow hasn’t had a white Christmas in twenty years; I looked it up. Though five will get you ten that over at Scofield, where they’re presumably enjoying the same weather I am here, Mom’s on the phone with somebody right this minute, complaining about how you used to be able to heat a house by turning a dial, and how the snowplow used to come through and clear the roads so you could ride around in a car in weather like this all warm and comfy, before the Hefn came. She thinks the greenhouse winters a great improvement, like retiring to a milder climate without having to leave home—but I’ll defer to the season and not go on being snarky about Mom.

			Humphrey would love a sleigh ride. We’ll have to go over to Scofield for Christmas dinner anyway. I should be able to fix it up, if the cold weather hangs on another couple of days.

			I wish I could learn to forecast the weather, not just better but at all! I had no idea it was going to snow. Jesse always knew what to expect. Of course, if I end up living here as long as Jesse did . . .

			Weather be damned; how about learning to forecast my life?

			I wrote some more on Liam’s letter last night. It went better, though I still haven’t worked my way round to explaining why I’m sending the novel to him.

			Leafing through it this evening, trying to anticipate Liam’s reactions to various things, I caught myself feeling chagrined about the constricted viewpoint of that wretched young girl, my point-of-view character. It’s hard to tell, from her perspective, what an atmosphere of crisis people were having to live in at that time. I picture Liam shaking his head and musing, in a condescending way, that he hadn’t realized, back then, the extent to which Young Pam couldn’t see past the end of her own self-absorbed fourteen-year-old nose.

			I wouldn’t blame him if he did. By 2014 Liam O’Hara, future public figure, was nowhere near as sunk into himself as I still was. His problems—the meltdown, Jeff’s death—were traumatic, not chronic like mine. By 2014 he’d pretty much come through, and was able to look around and take an interest. Or so I surmise. And I couldn’t. And of course as an Apprentice, a member of a privileged elite, it wasn’t too hard for a kid as quietly desperate as I was then to remain oblivious to the desperations of outsiders. Not my fault; but I do regret it—and also am nervous that Liam will hold it against me or the book, when he reads the book, if he does read it.

			Supposing there’d been no Jesse and no Hurt Hollow, might I have been equally oblivious as a teenager to the fate of the Earth? Because I wasn’t at all. It’s worth asking. I grew up, after all, in a world without Missionaries, Gaian ones at least; but I think my arboreal childhood and natural sympathies—and even, strange to say, my identification with Dad, which has otherwise been the source of so much anguish—would have inclined me to care more about the Earth in any case than about its teeming human population. Just like the Hefn. So I probably would have thrown in my lot with the Hefn if I’d never gone to Washington or Santa Barbara, never known Humphrey or Jesse, or needed them as alternatives to Dad.

			Certainly I had a lot of faith that the Hefn would do what the people had refused to—that they would fix things—that when they got through doing whatever they were doing here, the world would be a better place.

			Now, I think I probably trusted them mostly because they weren’t people.

			Having said all that, it still seems odd that I didn’t wonder more about what they were, in fact, doing. What (for instance) was the importance of the BTP? What were they training Apprentices to operate the time transceivers for? To what end? I never asked. If the Pam of the story strikes me now, at 26, as having been regrettably blank about people’s problems, she also strikes me as being dangerously trusting about the fate of the world (and her own self?) in Hefn hands. Whatever occasional doubts she feels, like after the Delta Queen incident, get pushed conveniently out of consciousness, along with all the other stuff in her life too confusing or painful to confront.

			I dunno. Call it intuition. I felt more at home in an institution run by aliens than I’d ever felt in my own family or school or society, and made my choice accordingly. And every morning since last March, shifting into Post-Pubescent Pam gear, I watched the lens of Reality spin down to one small circle with myself at the center, and felt “the real world” draw away, become an underwater backdrop of incomprehensible sounds and blurry images, from which my personal lens-field of that time felt wholly and hopelessly disconnected.

 

			 	From James Merrill’s Ouija-board book:

 

			 	And the outside-world crayon-book life we led,

			 	White or white-trimmed canary clapboard homes

			 	Set in the rustling shade of monochromes . . .

			 	The Sound’s quick sapphire that each day recurs

			 	Aflock with pouter-pigeon spinnakers

			 	—This outside world, our fictive darkness more

			 	And more belittles to a safety door

			 	Left open onto light. Too small, too far

			 	To help. The blind bright spot of where we are.

 

			Funny (sad too) how Pam-of-the-novel is always trying to see what’s there, in “the outside world,” and constantly failing because of what’s there in her own messed-up head. To save her life, she cannot see out of the blind bright spot of where she is. Working on the book, I often felt just abysmally sad and sorry for that poor, awful kid, so sorry and sad I cried buckets through some parts, as if it were all about somebody else. She blunders around so pitifully, myopic deaf and faintly preposterous, bumping into all the furniture (painfully). How could anybody love such a freak? Then I consider what she was able to do in spite of everything and feel love for her myself. Very confusing. She was both so awful and so brave. I do love her sometimes, but it’s hard to like her much.

			It’s exactly her sort of myopia that explains why the Missionaries all have to be such straight-arrow types, unlike what you might expect in the way of a person with a Vocation—why they couldn’t be self-selected but had to be screened from the general population like the Apprentices and the Engineers, only at an even younger age—why volunteers weren’t taken (and still aren’t, despite the now-complete disappearance of an age-appropriate general public to screen).

			A reminder of this aspect of the present-time world situation arrived today in the form of a Christmas card from Colin Yost, the bright kid who used to bike over from Madison to take my calculus course, that last term I taught at Scofield. He’d scribbled a page of news: graduated early, decided to skip college, going into his father’s hardware business as an accountant, living in Indianapolis. He’d been a Steward since the first months of the mission, but had picked his Ground only after looking around very carefully for almost a year. He enclosed a picture of his last summer’s garden (very pretty) and signed the card “Yours for Gaia, Colin T. Yost, One of the Youngest People Alive.”

			I was much more aware of the aging, vanishing children while living in California, and then at the college, than I tend to be since I came to the Hollow, but Colin’s card made me sit up. At the time he was taking calc with me, Colin was a nominal high-school junior, except the class structure had pretty much broken down. There were only about eighty kids left at Madison High, all sophomores, juniors, and seniors, all taking whatever subjects they liked, meeting at teachers’ homes for small classes, etc. Colin must have been 15 that year—born in 2008, five years before the Broadcast. He really is one of the youngest people in the world.

			It would appear, judging from the card, that in his case the Missionaries did their work well.

			I want to record here my great pleasure in the hard physical labor I’m doing after these many months of brainwork, also in the steady, visible accomplishment, the progress toward (rather belated) preparedness for winter. No wonder whole generations of thinkers found such value and virtue in the doing of these simple life-sustaining tasks, no wonder the Missionaries have derived the idea again and again from their searchings of the human past. Liam’s Equations don’t change any of that; all they do is confirm and amplify something I already knew—or at least “knew”—to be true, and I’m far from the only one. I think Liam’s right: as more and more converts are made and more and more people “live into” their particular places over time, I think our ability to sniff out these Hot Spots will grow and grow, from the vague perception the Hollow tourists used to feel to a clear and undeniable certainty, like a smell or a sound. So that Liam’s Equations and what people experience directly will converge, like the minds of Darwin and Wallace, at the same nodal nexuses, all over the world.

			(I’ve not been troubled at all by insomnia or restlessness, by the way, since I switched to full-time homesteading a week ago. Earlier, at certain phases of the book-writing, sleeping at night became almost impossible; I survived on long naps after lunch, a terrible waste of the short daylight but the only time I ever seemed to feel sleepy.)

			And no wonder the Gaians have targeted our brief, transitional, pastoral/agricultural era as the one we most need to stay in contact with. I believe them when they tell us that even if there were any way for us as a viable species to be hunters and gatherers again, which there certainly will never be, such a life for humans has less to recommend it. And what is small-scale herding and diversified planting, with a little hunting and foraging thrown in, but homesteading—the most wholesome way people have ever devised for living upon the Earth, the happiest balance between nature and culture, the best way to use natural resources without using them up.

			(Answer: Native American and other tribal life, sometimes. Amish farming, virtually always. Maybe the kind of intensive agriculture they practice in China. Those are just the ones I know about, there are probably more.)

			I would have made a great Missionary if I’d been born a little later. Would they have taken me, I wonder? Much less likely that I’d have had to leave the mission field because of having had a breakdown—less likely, I mean, that the traits that make a person a good Missionary would have been lost, as my mathematical intuition was lost; though I’ll never know.

			I’m a hophead. If I hadn’t been an Apprentice then, there would be no Missionaries now.

			I must be as famished for journal-keeping as I am for physical work, judging by the length of this entry and the previous one. Last night, writing hypnotically for hours, I got to bed much later than usual and so woke up later, to be awed and then dazzled by the snow.

			Today’s mail brought an assortment of cards besides the one from Colin—including quite a few for Jesse, a surprising number of people apparently not having heard of his death—and also a letter from the gafr of the Chicago Mission, who wants me to call her to discuss the possibility of setting up Hurt Hollow as a shrine. Not right away, of course—after I leave, or die, or whatever the hell it is I do to vacate the place. She says everyone at the Mission fully expects that the Hollow will turn out to be a Hot Spot, and that there’s a tremendous amount of interest now because they all know it was here that Liam’s mind first started to play with these ideas. She says they could offer a fair price.

			My first reaction was to be indignant. Humphrey knew what he was doing when he closed Hurt Hollow permanently to the public. A Mission gafr, of all people, ought to see the risk of acting like a Hot Spot is holier than any other parcel of ground, even if that’s not the impression the Time article gives.

			My second reaction was less cantankerous. If the Hollow’s a Hot Spot it is a special one. Some kind of museum-type arrangement might eventually be fixed up; though I’ll be damned if I’ll let them call it a shrine. That’s exactly the wrong word, even if I understand why they thought of using it.

			I’ve run out of time and energy to finish Liam’s letter tonight. Tomorrow then, without fail.

			Just stepped outside to check on the snow. Perfectly windless, perfectly still. “Softly, softly, slow and white, the sky is falling through the night . . .” —thick enough so I can’t see the lights from the ridge, let alone over in Indiana. An inch and getting deeper. The tracks I made, coming and going through the day, are muffled, nearly erased. If not a white Christmas, we’re almost sure to have a white Christmas Eve.

			I had an impulse to go down and clear the snow out of the johnboat, but the thought of sullying the newly whitened page of the bluff and riverbank stopped me. Stay put now. Tomorrow I can see to the boats, make sure there’ll be no problem getting over to the landing to collect Humphrey—but what harm can a little snow do? It’s only the unusualness that makes me fuss.

			Remember to shell some corn for the birds tomorrow.

			The snow ticks at the window. The fire flutters and ticks in the fireplace under the copper hood: how many years of winter evenings in this house? The clock ticks on the wall. From the river, not a sound.


			Time, like an ever-rolling stream . . .

 

			 	

			Christmas Eve 2026

 

			 	 

			Everything’s as ready as I can make it, house cleaned, four days of meals planned and partly prepared. The snow’s sagging and settling as the temperature rises—it’s above freezing now, 35° the last time I looked, around ten o’clock—but we had a total of two and a half inches so I think the Hollow should be able to keep its Christmas-card appearance long enough to blandish Humphrey, if the boat’s more or less on time.

			 I cleared the snow out of the johnboat before it could get slushy. Everything’s shipshape.

			 Coming back up the hill, I stopped by the grave markers: Hannah’s and Orrin’s shared stone shaped like a small runestone, with its elf’s cap of snow; beside it, the blank snow covering Jesse’s metal plaque.

			In my album are maybe a dozen pictures of the house—my house—taken from the especially advantageous angle of that site. One picture that somebody gave me, of Hannah and Orrin sitting close together on the hillside, looking shy, the glazed gable of the house sailing behind and above them like a prow through the bare trees and blue sky. One big one Jesse took of Orrin on a cloudy autumn day, standing beside the stone marker he’d made for Hannah and himself, both their names engraved already though only Hannah’s ashes were buried there as yet. A nice one Dad took of Jesse and me together—same view of the house, same runestone now marking both graves—when I was fifteen or sixteen. And one of me there, alone, shot by Ralph on the pale-blue March day I moved in—standing where Orrin had stood, looking not at the grave markers, stone and bronze, but beyond them, up at the house, just as Orrin had done.

			 Each of these pictures was taken at a different season, the weather, presence or absence of foliage, and colors of the ground are different in each; but the house on the bluff sails on exactly the same, through the changeable blue or gray or marbled sky—its gable window flashing the same statement, summer or winter, rain or shine.

			 All of that is why the Gaians want the Hollow for a shrine—if Liam’s right, or maybe even if he’s wrong.

			 I called Mom and told her we wouldn’t be coming over to church tonight or tomorrow. She took it pretty well—said the forecast was calling for fog (!) and she can tell people the weather kept us home. And an hour later, sure enough, a thin mist is rising off the river and the melting snow on the bluffs. I’m telling myself not to start fretting yet. It could stay thin. It could clear up in no time.

			 If Liam were coming, he and I would have our own private Festival of Carols while we decorated the tree. Not much to hope for from Humphrey in that direction.

			Liam . . .

			Arrrrgh.

			But it’s got to be done so quit stalling.

 

 

									     Christmas Eve

 

			This will be the third and final installment of this letter.

			I wanted to add that my false starts on the book did serve one useful purpose: of giving me a new sympathy for how angry and desperate people felt back then, with their social and economic underpinnings all dismantled and the future a big scary blank. I used to believe it bloody well served them right, since they should have cared about the world’s future before the Hefn came to make them act as if they did, instead of greedily building up their own private worlds and families at the larger world’s expense. Now I think that while all that might be true, saying it was their own fault just doesn’t get us very far. When the trauma of the lost future started to wear off, most people weren’t able to feel anything but rage and fear. Then the rage increased relative to the fear as the new state of things took hold, and the Klan capitalized on that, and we were off and running.

			Well. Maybe one day that other account will get written.

			Humphrey should be here soon, unless the fog gets worse and they have to tie up someplace (remember they called that “choking a stump” on the Delta Queen?) I invited him to come for Christmas, as I’m sure he will have told you. I knew you weren’t going to be free, but I did think of asking you too. A few days of Hurt-Hollow-style homesteading and you’d be knocked right off your big-guy-city-slicker high horse, no offense, and happy and relaxed again; it would do you good.

			Imagine if you will the following Work (entitled Evening Routine) in four dimensions and five or more senses:

			Dusk. The heavily swaddled human being comes in from the cold, into the thick smell of soup or porridge from the hob, and the full kettle steaming on the cookstove—lights the lamps—hangs its coat and hat on their pegs and its wet, dirty work clothes on theirs—pours hot water into a wash basin, adding spring water from the bucket with a dipper—stands on a towel to wash itself arm by arm and leg by leg and everything in between—rubs dry with another towel—pulls on clean, dry socks and pants and shirt and sweater—pours out the water and hangs both towels up to dry—settles down to the soup or porridge of the evening, and a good book or a magazine—and, eventually, sleep.

			Something to think about for the future, eh?

			And speaking of the future . . . I’m having a lot of trouble making myself ask you this.

			I guess the best way is just to come out with it. I’m sending you this manuscript because I need your help.

			I already explained about deciding to write the novel in order to get answers to some hard questions. As an experiment in making contact with the past it worked wonderfully well. I saw, more and more plainly as I proceeded, how Jesse and Humphrey were both substitutes for Dad, each being like him in certain ways but also crucially unlike. I saw, or thought I did, that you were wise to Dad from when you first met him. I understood my physical self-hatred and my terror of growing up in the light of the clear and detailed vision of Dad that took shape through the process of writing the book. It was a tremendously therapeutic exercise, very upsetting, very enlightening, ultimately very cathartic, just as I’d hoped when I set out.

			But the book’s finished now. It’s been finished for a long enough time that I honestly feel I’ve understood everything important about what was happening in my family during the time I was growing a woman’s body. And I’ve finally had to acknowledge, with a lot of disappointment, that that must not be all, because the anxiety and dread aren’t gone. There must be something else, and I don’t know what. I don’t know where I’m missing the boat—I don’t know what it is I’m not seeing.

			So I’m writing now to ask a big favor. I’d like you to please read this manuscript and see if you can—well—sense where the ley lines cross. Calculate the location of the invisible nodes, the ones I haven’t been able to find. Or rather, haven’t been able to see; because this story feels complete to me. Whatever the mystery is, I haven’t left it out. I simply can’t see it for looking, and I thought—hoped—that maybe you could.

			I know the Hot Spot stuff will be taking up all your time for a while, and I hate like the dickens to bother you, but there’s nobody else to ask. You’re the only other person who was there the whole time, involved in it all up to the eyeballs, as much as I was. The only one who can speak with corrective authority about this version of what happened, where I got things right and where I overlooked or twisted them. My only Ground-level witness, and therefore the only living human being whose opinion counts.

			There’s another reason, a more embarrassing one. For months now, the whole time I was working on the novel—the whole time I wasn’t keeping in touch!—I’ve been dreaming about you. All sorts of dreams, vivid and often intense. I’m in most of them too. We’re both always about twelve years old, doing all sorts of things that kids do, only in the dreams I’m never myself, I’m always Jeff.

			I don’t have to be a psychiatrist to understand that these dreams suggest I would do well to look more closely at our relationship; but I have looked at it and I just don’t find anything useful.

			However, I can see that my novel resolves all the relationships put into it, except mine-with-Dad, and ours; and that does make me think there’s an answer there someplace, if I could only see the nose in front of my face.

			So if you could possibly do this for me, I’ll appreciate it more than I can say.

			I’d better sign off now, and mount a lookout for Humphrey’s boat. Are you coming out soon to do a Hot Spot check on Hurt Hollow? Let me know. In the meantime, Merry Christmas and Happy 2027, and please give my love to Carrie and everybody the next time you talk to them.							

 

										Pam

 

			P.S. I’ve put some blank pages with specific questions on them between some of the chapters. Please answer those if you can, but don’t feel like I’m trying to direct your responses. You should say anything you like.

 

			THANK GOD THAT’S DONE!

 

			 	 

			The fog’s getting thicker; Humphrey will be late. Too bad.

			I’ve been paging through last month’s Time, with the picture on the front of Liam looking like the cat that swallowed the canary. Months since I looked at a paper or a news show. I don’t seem to have missed much. The Gaians have opened missions in Lima and Athens. The gafr of the New Mexico Mission is a 52-year-old Navajo shaman who was picked to be trained with the kids. Klanspeople tried to firebomb the Baton Rouge Mission but the fire was brought under control by vigilantes. Famines in India and China, massive death tolls. London flooded. World population now at seven billion, expected to drop to six billion by 2034. World temperature up half a degree. All this is predictable stuff. Hot Spots are the big news, but I knew about them.

			 I brooded quite a while over the “Twenty-Five Years Ago in America” photo, an appalling shot of Central Park right after an “AIDS Ain’t Licked Yet” rally. The Lowenfels vaccine had been discovered earlier that year, 2001, and the gay community—a lot of whose members were already HIV positive—was scared it was just going to be abandoned, so they held a lot of big demonstrations like this one: speeches, posters, slogans. And trash—unbelievable heaps and pools of trash. Abandoned placards all over the ground, newspapers blowing, the grass covered with small throw-away items, many of them obviously made of plastic—cups, spoons, big bags, little bags, clear bags, colored bags, wrappers, all sorts of nameless plastic stuff. How could they do that? Gather to support a cause so worthy, and then behave like pigs and wastrels, like criminals, right there on the holiest ground in all of Manhattan? Was it because they might be dying that they didn’t care? Would I?

			I don’t think it was because they were dying. Everybody lived like pigs then. If they held that rally now, Gaians would be there in large numbers manning recycling bins for everything, picking up after the diehard slobs, handing out returnable leaflets, making it easy for people to behave respectfully toward the park and impossible for them to throw stuff around without thinking about what they were doing.

			 A picture worth a thousand words of saying how much things have changed since the Directive spawned the Gaians.

			 Because of me. (Incredible thought.)

			 There’s a review of what sounds like an interesting book, Doppler Effect, by a Yale sociobiologist (retired), Gilly Tatum. His thesis: We know the BTP was established to train the Apprentices to use the transceivers, so we could locate the place in history where humanity crossed the magic line where nature and culture were in balance. The idea was to get us back to that place and keep us there. But it’s natural for all terrestrial life forms, us included, to exploit and multiply and strive for an easier, more comfortable life, out-competing other troupes or packs or tribes along the way if necessary. Like other species, we’re programmed to behave according to the principles of natural selection. The ironic upshot is that in order to live in balance with nature, humanity must cease to be part of nature! He concludes that the history of life on earth is tragic, that the dice of evolution here were loaded and that life contained the seeds of its own ultimate destruction from the very beginning. When the Gafr intervened, the whole biosphere, with us at the helm, was plunging toward self-annihilation. He quotes part of a Lyle Van Outer poem:

 

			 	. . . our DNA impels us to survive

			 	by being avaricious letches, fleecing

			 	competitors and founding dynasties,

			 	same as it ever did; now, overnight,

			 	we’re meant to stop competing, stop increasing,

			 	just override these headstrong helices

			 	three billion years went into getting right!

 

			Van Outer’s point was that it was inhuman to have to make those choices. Then the Gafr came and the choice was taken out of our hands, with almost fatal results. Now the Gaians are taking their turn. I should see if the library has this book, the next time I’m on campus on a non-holiday. 

			Too twitchy to sit longer and it’s like porridge outside. Maybe I’ll split some kindling.

 

			(Midnight.) He finally made it, he’s here. The boat was tied up for hours in the fog. So instead of having the whole afternoon to get used to being together again, and a leisurely evening in which to trim the tree, it was after seven by the time I saw the packet rounding the bend, running lights glittering, and shoved off to meet it. We were both starving when we got back here; my plan of photographing Humphrey by the grave markers—Snow-scape With Hefn, a notable addition to the collection—had to be scuttled. But we were lucky at that. The fog might not have lifted for days.

			 There was a weird moment as he was climbing down from the landing into the johnboat, twinkling and chirruping, and I saw the black case of a time terminal in his hairy hand. Déjà vu doesn’t quite cover what I felt; it was more like Oh. Of course. Of course he would bring a transceiver, taking advantage of this chance to finish what we started here so many years ago. I also felt a little pang at my lost gift for operating a real transceiver. But I owe my being here to that loss. It didn’t hurt much or last long.

			 After supper I melted a tin of beeswax, old comb and cappings hoarded up for this, and we dipped candles and popped corn, and made popcorn strings for the little cedar. Humphrey enjoyed the candle-dipping so much I asked him if this reminded him of some custom from his own past, his home world. I knew it was bad manners to ask; but instead of reprimanding me or not replying he simply said “Yes.”

			 He’s taking his Sleepynot while away from balmy California and is wide awake. He crept out about half an hour ago, thinking me asleep (fat chance), and is probably now either poking around in the goat stable or noshing on cottage cheese in the springhouse. Remembering the pictures in Carrie’s old copy of Jenny Shepherd’s Tomten translation, he said how delightful it would be to play tomten/hob for the snow-swaddled Hollow. The first instance I ever knew of a Hefn charmed by make-believe, but Humphrey is of course not your typical Hefn, as I was observing a couple of days ago in these pages. I wouldn’t be a bit surprised to find him out there, making sure the goats are all tucked up snug.

			I’m sizzling with complicated feelings, better than Sleepynot any day for keeping a body wide awake.

			After Humphrey went out I got out all the presents and arranged them under the tree (snuffed and dark now, but we kept a whole set of candles in reserve for tomorrow): a jar of comb honey, a blackberry cobbler, and for his quincunx a rabbit-skin cover/pouch. And the cheese. And, to take back to Liam, the T-shirt embroidered with the fractal butterfly in yellow, orange, and mauve, my physical therapy through the worst of the novel-writing—and the carbon copy of the novel itself in its box, with the letter on top, wrapped up in hand-stenciled Christmas paper.

			I must try not to be mad or crushed if Liam fails, partly or wholly, to try to do what I’ve asked. (But if he doesn’t it will be, let’s face it, the ultimate rejection. No matter what the reason.)

			Hmm. If I feel like that . . . I could still take the package back from under the tree. Not even Humphrey knows I’ve been writing a book.

			 	I’ve got the rest of the night to make up my mind.

			


		
 

 

 

			A WOMAN [WHICH WAS] DISEASED WITH AN ISSUE OF BLOOD

							—Matthew 9:20

 

 

 

		


			“Humphrey says, we’re leaving in five minutes and are you coming?”

			Pam had been staring dully out the window at the dullish day. She looked around. There in the open doorway of her room stood the cutest boy she had ever known in her life—blond and broad-shouldered and dressed just right, in jeans and a pink sweatshirt with BTP in purple calligraphy woven into the fabric. The pink clashed outrageously with his bristly wheat-straw-colored hair.

			 Pam swallowed and shook her head. “Nope. Tell him I don’t feel very well, but thanks anyway.”

			 At once the pink ducked away and disappeared. She could hear the boy, John Chalmers, pounding down the stairs, yelling “That’s what I toooooold him you’d say!”

			 After a little Pam walked over and closed the door, then crossed to the bed and lay down carefully on her side on top of the spread. She had cramps and felt wretched, but probably wouldn’t have gone to the National Gallery with the others even if she’d been okay. Saturdays were almost her only chance to write, or just be by herself for a while.

			 Though, as it happened, she didn’t especially want to be by herself today.

			 All eight of the other Apprentices at the Bureau of Temporal Physics were boys. Pam was the only girl. She had occasionally wondered whether, if her parents had known that in advance, they would have let her begin the process which had ended with accepting the Hefn’s invitation to live at the Bureau and be educated by them in math and science, even though it was such a tremendous honor and such a great opportunity, and the Apprentices were international mini-celebrities.

			Even people who hated and resented the Hefn—and there were plenty of those—were interested in and curious about the BTP, and especially in the Apprentices. At the time of their selection they’d been featured in magazine articles and TV interviews, and Pam, as the only girl Apprentice, had—in the beginning—come in for a lot of special media attention. Somewhat to her own surprise, she had enjoyed the fuss; but the truth was, the interviewers and photographers hadn’t been given much to work with. Pam wasn’t pretty; her fine brown hair hung straight halfway to her shoulders, and her nose was too big. Nor did she have the kind of “personable” quality that comes across effectively on camera. In her own school, back in Madison, Indiana, she had never been one of the popular ones. There was an oddness about her, a chronic tension.

			From the journalistic point of view, the most interesting thing about Pam was that she was a girl math prodigy; they were pretty rare. (She wrote poems and stories, too, but that was a private business, not for media consumption.) Rareness aside, though, there was nothing much about being a girl math prodigy—or a boy math prodigy, for that matter—which necessarily made good copy.

			The two Apprentices who kept the television people happiest were the lightning calculators, Will Stumpf and Roger Dworkin—especially Will, who could also juggle six bowling pins or balls or beanbags at a time. Calculating (and juggling) had always been good show biz—better prior to the computer era, of course, but quite effective even now. Pam had read a book about it. The knack of doing what Will and Roger did often showed up when the people concerned were very young children, barely able to count, sometimes too young to have learned to write numbers or even read them. In bygone times it was not unusual for such children to be carted around by their parents, much as the little Mozart had been, to give demonstrations of their ability to extract cube roots and factors and work out in their heads, say, the number of seconds in seventy years, seventeen days, and twelve hours (as Will had done on The Today Show: 2,210,500,800, calculated in a minute and a half). The parents would charge admission. One girl in India, Shakuntala Devi, was so tiny that her father used to stand her on a table to do their show. A century or so before that, a little boy called Zerah Colburn had been dragged by an avaricious father on a transatlantic tour that started when Zerah was only six and lasted for years. Pam had shuddered when she read this, nauseated by the desperate helplessness of such a child in such a position.

			 Pam herself was no mental calculator; when she wanted to multiply five digits by five digits, or raise nineteen to the eighth power, she used a mechanical calculator like anybody else (except people like Roger and Will). It was a handicap only on TV for an Apprentice not to be a lightning calculator, since the Hefn regarded the ability to manipulate numbers mentally in the light of a parlor trick. There were computers for that sort of calculating. What the Hefn had sought in their Apprentices—the most important of several essential qualities—was extremely highly developed mathematical intuition.

			 Historically, some calculators had been intuitives and some had not. Pam had learned that while certain of the famous lightning calculators had been mathematical geniuses, like Karl Friedrich Gauss in the nineteenth century and John von Neumann in the twentieth, there were also a fair number of idiots savants on record who were able to do that parlor-trick sort of calculating. The Hefn valued intuition, and chose accordingly.

			 And they chose Pam, whose brain had been dazzled with numbers since she was four years old.

			 Being happy about that—and she was happy, very—didn’t mean there weren’t difficulties. Besides being the only Apprentice who ever got cramps, Pam also seemed to be the only one who didn’t terrifically enjoy living in Washington D.C. The boys all claimed to be crazy about Washington, and were always demonstrating this by dashing
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