
A ll  You Zombies  by Robert A . Heinlein.

2217 T ime Zone V  (EST ) 7 Nov. 1970-NT C- "Pop's  P lac e": I was  pol is hing a brandy s ni fter when the Unmarried Mother c ame in. I noted the time-10: 17 P . M. zone five, or eas tern time, November 7th, 1970. T emporal  agents  always  notic e time and date; we mus t.

T he Unmarried Mother was  a man twenty-five years  old, no tal ler than I am, c hi ldis h features  and a touc hy temper. I didn't l ike his  looks  - I never had - but he was  a lad I was  here to rec rui t, he was  my boy. I gave him  my bes t barkeep's  s m i le.

Maybe I'm  too c ri tic al . He was n't s wis h; his  nic kname c ame from what he always  s aid when s ome nos y type as ked him  his  l ine: "I'm  an unmarried mother. If he fel t les s  than murderous  he would add: "at four c ents  a word. I wri te c onfes s ion s tories . If he fel t nas ty, he would wai t for s omebody to make s omething of i t.
He had a lethal  s tyle of infighting, l ike a female c op - reas on I wanted him . Not the only one.

He had a load on, and his  fac e s howed that he des pis ed people more than us ual . S i lently I poured a double s hot of Old Underwear and left the bottle. He drank i t, poured another.

I wiped the bar top. How's  the "Unmarried Mother" rac ket? His  fingers  tightened on the glas s  and he s eemed about to throw i t at me; I fel t for the s ap under the bar. In temporal  manipulation you try to figure everything, but there are s o many fac tors  that you never take needles s  ris ks .

I s aw him  relax that tiny amount they teac h you to watc h for in the Bureau's  training s c hool . Sorry, " I s aid. J us t as king, "How's  bus ines s ? " Make i t "How's  the weather? He looked s our. Bus ines s  is  okay. I wri te "em, they print "em, I eat. I poured mys el f one, leaned toward him . Matter of fac t, " I s aid, "you wri te a nic e
s tic k - I've s ampled a few.

You have an amazingly s ure touc h with the woman's  angle. It was  a s l ip I had to ris k; he never admitted what pen-names  he us ed. But he was  boi led enough to pic k up only the las t: "'W oman's  angle!  "" he repeated with a s nort. Yeah, I know the woman's  angle. I s hould. "So? I s aid doubtful ly. S is ters ? "No. You
wouldn't bel ieve me i f I told you. "Now, now, " I ans wered m i ldly, "bartenders  and ps yc hiatris ts  learn that nothing is  s tranger than truth.

W hy, s on, i f you heard the s tories  I do-wel l , you'd make yours el f ric h. Inc redible. "You don't know what "inc redible" means !  " "So? Nothing as tonis hes  me. I've always  heard wors e. He s norted again. W ant to bet the res t of the bottle? "I'l l  bet a ful l  bottle. I plac ed one on the bar. "W el l -" I s ignaled my other bartender to
handle the trade. W e were at the far end, a s ingle-s tool  s pac e that I kept private by loading the bar top by i t wi th jars  of pic kled eggs  and other c lutter. A  few were at the other end watc hing the fights  and s omebody was  playing the juke box-private as  a bed where we were.

"Okay, " he began, "to s tart wi th, I'm  a bas tard. "No dis tinc tion around here, " I s aid. "I mean i t, " he s napped. My parents  weren't married. "S ti l l  no dis tinc tion, " I ins is ted. Nei ther were m ine. "W hen-" He s topped, gave me the fi rs t warm look I ever s aw on him . You mean that? "I do. A  one-hundred-perc ent bas tard. In
fac t, " I added, "no one in my fam i ly ever marries . A l l  bas tards . "Oh, that. I s howed i t to him . It jus t looks  l ike a wedding ring; I wear i t to keep women off. It is  an antique I bought in 1985 from a fel low operative - he had fetc hed i t from pre-Chris tian Crete. T he W orm Ouroboros ... the W orld Snake that eats  i ts  own tai l ,
forever wi thout end. A  s ymbol of the Great Paradox. He barely glanc ed at i t. i f you're real ly a bas tard, you know how i t feels . W hen I was  a l i ttle girl -"

"W ups !  " I s aid. Did I hear you c orrec tly? "'W ho's  tel l ing this  s tory? W hen I was  a l i ttle girl -Look, ever hear of Chris tine J orgens on? Or Roberta Cowel l? "Uh, s ex-c hange c as es ? You're trying to tel l  me-" "Don't interrupt or s welp me, I won't talk. I was  a foundl ing, left at an orphanage in Cleveland in 1945 when I was  a
month old. W hen I was  a l i ttle girl , I envied kids  wi th parents . T hen, when I learned about s ex-and, bel ieve me, Pop, you learn fas t in an orphanage-"

"I know " "-I made a s olemn vow that any kid of m ine would have both a pop and a mom. It kept me "pure, " qui te a feat in that vic ini ty - I had to learn to fight to manage i t. T hen I got older and real ized I s tood darn l i ttle c hanc e of getting married - for the s ame reas on I hadn't been adopted --. He s c owled. I was  hors e-
fac ed and buc k-toothed, flat-c hes ted and s traight-haired.

"You don't look any wors e than I do. "W ho c ares  how a barkeep looks ? Or a wri ter? But peaple wanting to adopt pic k l i ttle blue-eyed golden-haired moron. Later on, the boys  want bulging breas ts , a c ute fac e, and an Oh-you-wonderful-male manner. He s hrugged. I c ouldn't c ompete.

So I dec ided to join the W . E . N. C. H. E . S . Eh? "W omen's  Emergenc y National  Corps , Hos pi tal i ty &  Entertainment Sec tion, what they now c al l  "Spac e Angels '-Auxi l iary Nurs ing Group, Extraterres trial  Legions . I knew both terms , onc e I had them c hronized. W e us e s ti l l  a thi rd name, i t's  that el i te m i l i tary s ervic e
c orps : W omen's  Hos pi tal i ty Order Reforti fying &  Enc ouraging Spac emen. Voc abulary s hi ft is  the wors t hurdle in time-jumps  - did you know that "s ervic e s tation" onc e frac tions ? Onc e on an as s ignment in the Churc hi l l  E ra, a woman s aid to me, "Meet me at the s ervic e s tation next door - whic h is  not what i t s ounds ; a
s ervic e s tation" (then) wouldn't have a bed in i t.

He went on: "It was  when they fi rs t admitted you c an't s end men into s pac e for months  and years  and not rel ieve the tens ion. You remember how the wows ers  s c reamed? - that improved my c hanc e, s inc e volunteers  were s c arc e. A  gal  had to be res pec table, preferably vi rgin (they l iked to train them from s c ratc h),
above average mental ly, and s table emotional ly. But mos t volunteers  were old hookers , or neurotic s  who would c rac k up ten days  off Earth. So I didn't need looks ; i f they ac c epted me, they would fix my buc k teeth, put a wave in my hair, teac h me to walk and danc e and how to l is ten to a man pleas ingly, and
everything els e - plus  training for the prime duties .

T hey would even us e plas tic  s urgery i f i t would help - nothing too good for our Boys . "Bes t yet, they made s ure you didn't get pregnant during your enl is tment - and you were almos t c ertain to marry at the end of your hi tc h. Same way today, A . N. G. E . L. S . marry s pac ers  - they talk the language. "W hen I was  eighteen I
was  plac ed as  a `mother's  helper'. T his  fam i ly s imply wanted a c heap s ervant, but I didn't m ind as  I c ouldn't enl is t ti l l  I was  twenty-one. I did hous ework and went to night s c hool  - pretending to c ontinue my high s c hool  typing and s horthand but going to a c harm c las s  ins tead, to better my c hanc es  for enl is tment.

"T hen I met this  c i ty s l ic ker wi th his  hundred-dol lar bi l ls . He s c owled. T he no-good ac tual ly did have a wad of hundred-dol lar bi l ls . He s howed me one night, told me to help mys el f. "But I didn't. I l iked him . He was  the fi rs t man I ever met who was  nic e to me without trying games  with me. I qui t night s c hool  to s ee
him oftener. It was  the happies t time of my l i fe. "T hen one night in the park the games  began. He s topped. I s aid, "And then? "And then nothing!  I never s aw him  again. He walked me home and told me he loved me-and kis s ed me good-night and never c ame bac k. He looked grim . If I c ould find him , I'd ki l l  him !  "

"W el l , " I s ympathized, "I know how you feel . But ki l l ing him-jus t for doing what c omes  natural ly - hmm... Did you s truggle? "Huh? W hat's  that got to do with i t? "Quite a bi t. Maybe he des erves  a c ouple of broken arms  for running out on you, but-" "He des erves  wors e than that!  W ait ti l l  you hear. Somehow I kept anyone
from s us pec ting and dec ided i t was  al l  for the bes t. I hadn't real ly loved him  and probably would never love anybody-and I was  more eager to join the W . E . N. C. H. E . S . than ever. I was n't dis qual i fied, they didn't ins is t on vi rgins .

I c heered up. "It was n't unti l  my s kirts  got tight that I real ized. "P regnant? "He had me higher 'n a ki te!  T hos e s kinfl ints  I l ived with ignored i t as  long as  I c ould work-then kic ked me out, and the orphanage wouldn't take me bac k. I landed in a c hari ty ward s urrounded by other big bel l ies  and trotted bedpans  unti l  my
time c ame. "One night I found mys el f on an operating table, wi th a nurs e s aying, "Relax. Now breathe deeply. "

I woke up in bed, numb from the c hes t down. My s urgeon c ame in. "How do you feel? " he s ays  c heerful ly.

"Like a mummy. "Natural ly. You're wrapped l ike one and ful l  of dope to keep you numb. You'l l  get wel l -but a Ces arean is n't a hangnai l . "

"Ces arean" I s aid. "Doc  - did I los e the baby? "

"Oh, no. Your baby's  fine. "

"Oh. Boy or girl? "

"A  heal thy l i ttle girt. Five pounds , three ounc es . "

I relaxed. It's  s omething, to have made a baby. I told mys el f I would go s omewhere and tac k "Mrs . " on my name and let the kid think her papa was  dead -no orphanage for my kid!  But the s urgeon was  talking. "T el l  me, uh-" He avoided my name. "did you ever think your glandular s etup was  odd? "

I s aid, "Huh? Of c ours e not. W hat are you driving at? "

He hes i tated. "I'l l  give you this  in one dos e, then a hypo to let you s leep off your j i tters . You'l l  have "em. "

"'W hy? I demanded.

"Ever hear of that Sc ottis h phys ic ian who was  female unti l  s he was  thirty five? -then had s urgery and bec ame legal ly and medic al ly a man? Got married. A l l  okay. "

'W hat's  that got to do with me? "

'T hat's  what I'm  s aying. You're a man. "

I tried to s i t up. "W hat? "

"T ake i t eas y. W hen I opened you, I found a mes s . I s ent for the Chief of Surgery whi le I got the baby out, then we held a c ons ul tation wi th you on the table and worked for hours  to s alvage what we c ould. You had two ful l  s ets  of organs , both immature, but wi th the female s et wel l  enough developed for you to have a
baby. T hey c ould never be any us e to you again, s o we took them out and rearranged things  s o that you c an develop properly as  a man.

He put a hand on me. "Don't worry. You're young, your bones  wi l l  readjus t, we'l l  watc h your glandular balanc e - and make a fine young man out of you. "

I s tarted to c ry. "W hat about my baby? "

"W el l , you c an't nurs e her, you haven't m i lk enough for a ki tten. If I were you, I wouldn't s ee her-put her up for adoption. "

"No!  "

He s hrugged. "T he c hoic e is  yours ; you're her mother - wel l , her parent. But don't worry now; we'l l  get you wel l  fi rs t."

Next day they let me s ee the kid and I s aw her dai ly - trying to get us ed to her. I had never s een a brand-new baby and had no idea how awful  they look - my daughter looked l ike an orange monkey. My feel ings  c hanged to c old determ ination to do right by her.

But four weeks  later that didn't mean anything. "Eh? "She was  s natc hed. "'Snatc hed? T he Unmarried Mother almos t knoc ked over the bottle we had bet. K idnapped - s tolen from the hos pi tal  nurs ery!  " He breathed hard. How's  that for taking the las t a man's  got to l ive for? "A  bad deal , " I agreed. Let's  pour you another.
No c lues ? "Nothing the pol ic e c ould trac e.

Somebody c ame to s ee her, c laimed to be her unc le. W hi le the nurs e had her bac k turned, he walked out wi th her. "Des c ription? "J us t a man, wi th a fac e-s haped fac e, l ike yours  or m ine. He frowned. I think i t was  the baby's  father. T he nurs e s wore i t was  an older man but he probably us ed makeup. W ho els e would
s wipe my baby? Chi ldles s  women pul l  s uc h s tunts  - but whoever heard of a man doing i t?

"W hat happened to you then? "E leven more months  of that grim  plac e and three operations . In four months  I s tarted to grow a beard; before I was  out I was  s having regularly... and no longer doubted that I was  male. He grinned wryly. I was  s taring down nurs es  nec kl ines .

"W el l , " I s aid, "s eems  to me you c ame through okay. Here you are, a normal man, making good money, no real  troubles . And the l i fe of a female is  not an eas y one. He glared at me. A  lot you know about i t!  "

"So?

"Ever hear the expres s ion 'a ruined woman'?"

"Mmm, years  ago. Does n't mean muc h today. "

I was  as  ruined as  a woman c an be; that bum real ly ruined me - I was  no longer a woman... and I didn't know how to be a man. "T akes  getting us ed to, I s uppos e. "You have no idea. I don't mean learning how to dres s , or not walking into the wrong res t room; I learned thos e in the hos pi tal . But how c ould I l ive? W hat
job c ould I get? Hel l , I c ouldn't even drive a c ar. I didn't know a trade; I c ouldn't do manual labor-too muc h s c ar tis s ue, too tender.

I hated him  for having ruined me for the W . E . N. C. H. E . S ., too, but I didn't know how muc h unti l  I tried to join the Spac e Corps  ins tead. One look at my bel ly and I was  marked unfi t for m i l i tary s ervic e. T he medic al  offic er s pent time on me jus t from c urios i ty; he had read about my c as e. So I c hanged my name and
c ame to New York. I got by as  a fry c ook, then rented a typewri ter and s et mys el f up as  a publ ic  s tenographer - what a laugh!

In four months  I typed four letters  and one manus c ript. T he manus c ript was  for Real  Li fe T ales  and a was te of paper, but the goof who wrote i t s old i t. W hic h gave me an idea; I bought a s tac k of c onfes s ion magazines  and s tudied them. He looked c ynic al . Now you know how I get the authentic  woman's  angle on an
unmarried-mother s tory... through the only vers ion I haven't s old - the true one. Do I win the bottle? I pus hed i t toward him . I was  ups et mys el f, but there was  work to do. I s aid, "Son, you s ti l l  want to lay hands  on that s o-and-s o? His  eyes  l ighted up-a feral  gleam. "Hold i t!  " I s aid. You wouldn't ki l l  him?

He c huc kled nas ti ly. "T ry me."

"T ake i t eas y. I know more about i t than you think I do. I c an help you. I know where he is . He reac hed ac ros s  the bar. "W here is  he?"

I s aid s oftly, "Let go my s hirt, s onny-or you'l l  land in the al ley and we'l l  tel l  the c ops  you fainted." I s howed him  the s ap.

He let go. "Sorry. But where is  he?" He looked at me. "And how do you know s o muc h?" "A l l  in good time. T here are rec ords  - hos pi tal  rec ords , orphanage rec ords , medic al  rec ords . T he matron of your orphanage was  Mrs . Fetherage - right? She was  fol lowed by Mrs . Gruens tein - right? Your name, as  a girl , was  'J ane'
- right? And you didn't tel l  me any of this  - right?"

I had him  baffled and a bi t s c ared. "W hat's  this ? You trying to make trouble for me?"

"No indeed. I've your wel fare at heart. I c an put this  c harac ter in your lap. You do to him  as  you s ee fi t - and I guarantee that you'l l  get away with i t. But I don't think you'l l  ki l l  him . You'd be nuts  to - and you aren't nuts . Not qui te."

He brus hed i t as ide. "Cut the nois e. W here is  he?"

I poured him  a s hort one; he was  drunk, but anger was  offs etting i t. "Not s o fas t. I do s omething for you - you do s omething for me."

"Uh... what?"

"You don't l ike your work. W hat would you s ay to high pay, s teady work, unl im ited expens e ac c ount, your own bos s  on the job, and lots  of variety and adventure? He s tared. I'd s ay, "Get thos e goddam reindeer off my roof!  "



"Shove i t, Pop - there's  no s uc h job."

"Okay, put i t this  way: I hand him  to you, you s ettle wi th him , then try my job. If i t's  not al l  I c laim  - wel l , I c an't hold you."

He was  wavering; the las t drink did i t "W hen d'yuh d'l iver "im? he s aid thic kly.

He s hoved out his  hand. It's  a deal !  "

"If i t's  a deal-right now!  " I nodded to my as s is tant to watc h both ends , noted the time - 2300 - s tarted to duc k through the gate under the bar - when the juke box blared out: "I'm  My Own Grandpaw!  " T he s ervic e man had orders  to load i t wi th Americ ana and c las s ic s  bec aus e I c ouldn't s tomac h the "mus ic " of 1970,
but I hadn't known that tape was  in i t.

I c al led out, "Shut that off!  Give the c us tomer his  money bac k." I added, "S toreroom, bac k in a moment, " and headed there wi th my Unmarried Mother fol lowing. It was  down the pas s age ac ros s  from the johns , a s teel  door to whic h no one but my day manager and mys el f had a key; ins ide was  a door to an inner room
to whic h only I had a key.

W e went there. He looked bleari ly around at windowles s  wal ls . "W here is  he?"

Right away. I opened a c as e, the only thing in the room; i t was  a U. S . F. F. Coordinates  T rans former Field K i t, s eries  1992, Mod. II - a beauty, no moving parts , weight twenty-three ki los  ful ly c harged, and s haped to pas s  as  a s ui tc as e. I had adjus ted i t prec is ely earl ier that day; al l  I had to do was  to s hake out the
metal  net whic h l im i ts  the trans formation field. W hic h I did.

"W hat's  that?" he demanded.

"T ime mac hine, " I s aid and tos s ed the net over us .

"Hey!  " he yel led and s tepped bac k. T here is  a tec hnique to this ; the net has  to be thrown s o that the s ubjec t wi l l  ins tinc tively s tep bac k onto the metal  mes h, then you c los e the net wi th both of you ins ide c ompletely-els e you m ight leave s hoe s oles  behind or a piec e of foot, or s c oop up a s l ic e of floor. But that's  al l
the s ki l l  i t takes . Some agents  c on a s ubjec t into the net; I tel l  the truth and us e that ins tant of utter as tonis hment to fl ip the s witc h. W hic h I did.

1030-V I-3 Apri l  1963 - Cleveland, Ohio-Apex B ldg.: "Hey!  " he repeated. T ake this  damn thing off!  " "Sorry, " I apologized and did s o, s tuffed the net into the c as e, c los ed i t. You s aid you wanted to find him . "But - you s aid that was  a time mac hine!  " I pointed out a window. Does  that look l ike November? Or New York?
W hi le he was  gawking at new buds  and s pring weather, I reopened the c as e, took out a pac ket of hundred-dol lar bi l ls , c hec ked that the numbers  and s ignatures  were c ompatible wi th 1963.

T he T emporal  Bureau does n't c are how muc h you s pend (i t c os ts  nothing) but they don't l ike unnec es s ary anac hronis ms . T oo many m is takes , and a general  c ourt-martial  wi l l  exi le you for a year in a nas ty period, s ay 1974 with i ts  s tric t rationing and forc ed labor. I never make s uc h m is takes ; the money was  okay. He
turned around and s aid, "W hat happened? "He's  here. Go outs ide and take him . Here's  expens e money. I s hoved i t at him  and added, "Settle him , then I'l l  pic k you up. Hundred-dol lar bi l ls  have a hypnotic  effec t on a pers on not us ed to them. He was  thumbing them unbel ievingly as  I eas ed him  into the hal l , loc ked
him out. T he next jump was  eas y, a s mal l  s hi ft in era.

7100-V I-10 Marc h 1964 - Cleveland-Apex B ldg.: T here was  a notic e under the door s aying that my leas e expired next week; otherwis e the room looked as  i t had a moment before. Outs ide, trees  were bare and s now threatened; I hurried, s topping only for c ontemporary money and a c oat, hat, and topc oat I had left
there when I leas ed the room. I hi red a c ar, went to the hos pi tal . It took twenty m inutes  to bore the nurs ery attendant to the point where I c ould s wipe the baby without being notic ed. W e went bac k to the Apex Bui lding. T his  dial  s etting was  more involved, as  the bui lding did not yet exis t in 1945. But I had
prec alc ulated i t.

0100-V I-20 Sept. 1945 - Cleveland-Skyview Motel :: Field ki t, baby, and I arrived in a motel  outs ide town. Earl ier I had regis tered as  "Gregory J ohns on, W arren, Ohio, " s o we arrived in a room with c urtains  c los ed, windows  loc ked, and doors  bol ted, and the floor c leared to al low for waver as  the mac hine hunts . You
c an get a nas ty bruis e from a c hair where i t s houldn't be - not the c hair, of c ours e, but bac klas h from the field. No trouble. J ane was  s leeping s oundly; I c arried her out, put her in a groc ery box on the s eat of a c ar I had provided earl ier, drove to the orphanage, put her on the s teps , drove two bloc ks  to a "s ervic e
s tation" (the petroleum-produc ts  s ort) and phoned the orphanage, drove bac k in time to s ee them taking the box ins ide, kept going and abandoned the c ar near the motel  - walked to i t and jumped forward to the Apex Bui lding in 1963.

2200-V I-24 Apri l  1963 - Cleveland-Apex B ldg.: I had c ut the time rather fine - temporal  ac c urac y depends  on s pan, exc ept on return to zero. If I had i t right, J ane was  dis c overing, out in the park this  balmy s pring night, that s he was n't qui te as  nic e a girl  as  s he had thought., I grabbed a taxi  to the home of thos e
s kinfl ints , had the hac kie wai t around a c omer whi le I lurked in s hadows .

P res ently I s potted them down the s treet, arms  around eac h other. He took her up on the porc h and made a long job of kis s ing her good-night-longer than I thought. T hen s he went in and he c ame down the walk, turned away. I s l id into s tep and hooked an arm in his . T hat's  al l , s on, " I announc ed quietly. I'm  bac k to
pic k you up. "You!  " He gas ped and c aught his  breath. "Me. Now you know who he is  - and after you think i t over you'l l  know who you are... and i f you think hard enough, you'l l  figure out who the baby is ... and who I am. He didn't ans wer, he was  badly s haken. It's  a s hoc k to have i t proved to you that you c an't res is t
s educ ing yours el f. I took him  to the Apex Bui lding and we jumped again.

2300-V III, 12 Aug. 1985-Sub Roc kies  Bas e: I woke the duty s ergeant, s howed my I. D., told the s ergeant to bed my c ompanion down with a happy pi l l  and rec rui t him  in the moming. T he s ergeant looked s our, but rank is  rank, regardles s  of era; he did what I s aid-thinking, no doubt, that the next time we met he m ight
be the c olonel  and I the s ergeant. W hic h c an happen in our c orps . W hat name? he as ked. I wrote i t out. He rais ed his  eyebrows . Like s o, eh? Hmm-" "You jus t do your job, Sergeant. I turned to my c ompanion. "Son, your troubles  are over. You're about to s tart the bes t job a man ever held-and you'l l  do wel l . I know.
"T hat you wi l l !  " agreed the s ergeant. Look at me - born in 1917-s ti l l  around, s ti l l  young, s ti l l  enjoying l i fe. I went bac k to the jump room, s et everything on pres elec ted zero.

2301-V -7 Nov. 1970-NYC -"Pop's  P lac e": I c ame out of the s toreroom c arrying a fi fth of Drambuie to ac c ount for the m inute I had been gone. My as s is tant was  arguing with the c us tomer who had been playing "I'm  My Own Grand-paw!  " I s aid, "Oh, let him  play i t, then unplug i t. I was  very ti red. It's  rough, but s omebody
mus t do i t, and i t's  very hard to rec rui t anyone in the later years , s inc e the Mis take of 1972. Can you think of a better s ourc e than to pic k people al l  fouled up where they are and give them wel l -paid, interes ting (even though dangerous ) work in a nec es s ary c aus e? Everybody knows  now why the Fizzle W ar of 1963
fizzled.

T he bomb with New York's  number on i t didn't go off, a hundred other things  didn't go as  planned-al l  arranged by the l ikes  of me. But not the Mis take of "72; that one is  not our faul t-and c an't be undone; there's  no paradox to res olve. A  thing ei ther is , or i t is n't, now and forever amen. But there won't be another l ike i t;
an order dated "1992" takes  prec edenc e any year. I c los ed five m inutes  early, leaving a letter in the c as h regis ter tel l ing my day manager that I was  ac c epting his  offer to buy me out, to s ee my lawyer as  I was  leaving on a long vac ation. T he Bureau m ight or m ight not pic k up his  payments , but they want things  left
tidy. I went to the room in the bac k of the s toreroom and forward to 1993.

2200-V II- 12 J an 1993-Sub Roc kies  Annex-HQ T emporal  DOL: I c hec ked in wi th the duty offic er and went to my quarters , intending to s leep for a week. I had fetc hed the bottle we bet (after al l , I won i t) and took a drink before I wrote my report. It tas ted foul , and I wondered why I had ever l iked Old Underwear. But i t
was  better than nothing; I don't l ike to be c old s ober, I think too muc h. But I don't real ly hi t the bottle ei ther; other people have s nakes -I have people. I dic tated my report; forty rec rui tments  al l  okayed by the Ps yc h Bureau - c ounting my own, whic h I knew would be okayed. I was  here, was n't I? T hen I taped a reques t for
as s ignment to operations ; I was  s ic k of rec rui ting. I dropped both in the s lot and headed for bed.

My eye fel l  on "T he By-Laws  of T ime, " over my bed:

Never Do Yes terday W hat Should Be Done T omorrow. If at Las t You Do Suc c eed, Never T ry Again. A  S ti tc h in T ime Saves  Nine B i l l ion. A  Paradox May Be Paradoc tored. It Is  Earl ier W hen You T hink. Anc es tors  A re J us t People. Even J ove Nods .

T hey didn't ins pire me the way they had when I was  a rec rui t; thi rty s ubjec tive-years  of time-jumping wears  you down. I undres s ed, and when I got down to the hide I looked at my bel ly. A  Ces arean leaves  a big s c ar, but I'm  s o hairy now that I don't notic e i t unles s  I look for i t. T hen I glanc ed at the ring on my finger.
T he Snake T hat Eats  Its  Own T ai l , Forever and Ever. I know where I c ame from - but where did al l  you zombies  c ome from? I fel t a headac he c oming on, but a headac he powder is  one thing I do not take. I did onc e - and you al l  went away. So I c rawled into bed and whis tled out the l ight. You aren't real ly there at al l .
T here is n't anybody but me - J ane - here alone in the dark. I m is s  you dreadful ly!


