o ﬂldnt;é'le?
pyi’ng on the
ember?  Now:
Ka no time at all
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What's a heefer?one of Take Steps, and things nd
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Mr Roger, sir?

That same boy again. Girls never ask
questions. Roger thought this story would -
bore girls anyway. Something needed to be
done to fix that.

T'wo months?
Well, Hugh, he’d gone one month ahead

. and then waited there another month. That

~ makes two,

~ Hugh fidgeted, obviously unsatisfied but

id to nag a grown-up. He took a breath

his hands burst into motion. :

- Bu . where he came from they were

.lwmg tao and they had lived a month while

Mr Ka was waiting and so it should be only

ne. Shouldn’t it?

: Yes*Hugh but Mr Ka’s trunk would be

going b‘ack to where he started. So no time

at all would pass, don’t you see?

Obviously, Hugh didn’t see. Standing,
~ stunned, silent — somehow, Roger had said
once to Saleem, these kids’s silence is more
silent than ours. It’s unnerving.

; Then what happened to the month those

- other people lived? That's not fair. Hugh
~ waved his fists indignantly.

. Roger scratched his head and pretended

t@be puzzled. I think it’s like a train on a

[ srdmg;"‘he said. When the other train passes

~ they. get 10 go too, afterward.

 Hugh sat down, dubious, and Roger
“resumed the story.




When the time
machine had
disappeared, Mr. Ka
laughed quietly and
rubbed his hands
together. He was very
pleased with himself
Late that evening he
went out for a drink, to
celebrate.

Afterwards, he was
run over by a truck.

They'll think 1 did it
because we lost out to
Sandhill, Mr, Ka said to
himself as he stepped in
front of a ten-wheeler.
Bill will be in the clear.
I hope 1 remember
where I put the key to
the trunk.

But he hadn't re-
membered, of course: it
was in his pocket two
months in the future. So,
back at Sandhill Labs,
Mr. Ka was struggling
anxiously to pry open
the trunk of the time
machine. His face was

dripping with

perspiration  thick as

snot, Whlch made h]S Late that evening he went ot to celebrate
eyes sting,

All at once a fierce pain in the back
caused him to fall, and at that moment the
trunk of the time machine popped open. Mr.
Ka got to his knees, his head throbbing, and
peered into the gloom at the heap of papers
there, covered with his own spidery writing.
Formulas, and little drawings of machine
parts.

Ugh, he muttered. It feels like I've been
run over by a truck.

And he had been, of course.




At that women! the trunk of the time machine popped apen.







One day some weeks later,
as Mr. Ka was boarding the bus for work,
he caught sight of a newspaperheadline.

HEEFER RESEARCH

AUSTIN (AP) -- A breakthrough in heefer technology was
announced here yesterday by officials of Microtics Research.
"There will be some scrambling to catch up now," Microtics
company spokesmen predicted. Citing the work of a team led by
scientist William — conrse
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One day, as Mr. Ka was boarding the bus for work, he caught sight of a
newspaper headline




SN oS
L gk YL
: 5'!23'-.@%‘,}'9\13“&'
Ep'\«:;ode daﬂ' e OF R :
me\e% \ : i Mr Ka looked frantically about for

someone else with a copy of the morning
paper. As he pushed toward the back of the
bus he tried to work out what could have

- gone wrong. Had he left behind something
incriminating perhaps‘? Was there something.
they hadn't told him? Work at Sandhill Labs,

- he found when he arrived there, was at a
complete standstill. Offices were dark, and
in the laboratory everyone was at loose ends..
More than a year of work was lost. Some
people seemed only disappointed; others
were angry or depressed. A cup of coffee
had been spilled. Mr Ka noticed, on some
delicate instruments. One man was working
at a microscope in a corner: every so often
he would kick the lab table and upset
everything, so that he had to start over.

Mr. Ka picked up the telephone, but no
one at Microtics was taking any calls. As the
day wore on. details of the coup began to
come in. But no one seemed to know just
how it had been done. Mr. Ka began to wish
he had not been run over by a truck, just in
case.

The week went by slowlv. The lab
pulled itself together and got its own
machine working. Even with the Microtics
machine first, it was better than nothing.

Mr. Ka kept waiting to hear from Bill,
who had betrayed him somehow. One
morning he woke up with a fearful headache
and a very stlff back. And that was all

You cheated, another boy complained,
by name David. He was upset too. Uneasily
Roger twisted the large knuckle of his
finger. 1 think, he said at last... but did not  far.
go on The silence was becoming
worrisome. The children were looking
cautiously at each other.

Roger started to reply but he didn’t get

It’s an alternate universe, isn’t it?
David was near to tears.
What’s wrong with Mr Ka going on

I'm sorry, Roger said. | didn’t mean to
cheat. What did I do wrong?

A rustling arose, which no doubt had its
deaf counterpart in some disturbance of the
empathy. They weren’t used to this. They
didn’t like winning one — it was unnatural.
David was getting some hostile looks, but he
stood his ground.

Mr Ka doesn’t have to die, he whined.

These kids are getting really good. How
do they make it seem to be whining like
that? Roger was going to be left behind
again, with his clumsy hands. Or maybe 1t

was something else clumsy, some haole
insensitivity.

living? He doesn’t have to be dead. He's
over there — David seemed to mean outside
the library window — and so who cares?
You wasted him. He’s not hurting anyone.

Roger winced.

Is he? Is he?

No, David. But 1t’s too late now, I think.
I'll do better next time.

David sacrificed the obvious rejoinder
and sat down on his mat with a grumpy
plump. The children nodded sagely.

Roger really was sorry. But: it was also a
warning to them. Well, he said at large.
What shall we do?

Nobody knew, of course.
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