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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.
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I Follow the Bear
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The shaman of my tribe, a man of power, straddles the shoulder of the fallen mammoth, one leg slung on either shaggy side. The hair on the shaman’s legs is as dark and coarse as the hair on the mammoth’s side.


I stand at the outer edge of the circle of hunters that surrounds the fallen beast. I am young; I have only ten winters. I stand behind my father and the grass all around us is trampled and bloody from the long battle.


The shaman raises his knife over the throat of the mammoth. The black stone blade glitters in the sun. With a steady hand, he plunges the knife into the throat of the beast. The blood that spills over his hands steams in the cold air and the shaman calls out in a voice of power. He says that the hunt was good, that the beast fought well, that the tribe will waste nothing of the mammoth’s body and bone. He calls out to the spirit of the beast.


The mist that rises from the flowing blood swirls in a cloud above the shaman’s head. The cloud darkens and forms a shape—the shape of a mammoth standing tall in the bloody grass.


The gray shadow of a mammoth raises his head and stamps his shadow feet and becomes more real, more solid. He glares at the shaman with eyes that glisten like the stone of the blade. The beast shakes his tusks and glares at the hunters who surround him. My father stands between me and the spirit, and his broad shoulders protect me.


The shaman reaches out to the spirit and catches hold of his shadowy trunk. The shaman says in the Old Tongue, the language used to speak to spirits, “You are a good spirit. You will come and be one with my people. You will nourish us and make us strong. We must have your spirit, your strength…”


Does the shaman grow larger in the afternoon sun? Does he grow as the spirit dwindles? I cannot say. The misty spirit changes and flows as the shaman speaks. “You will make us strong,” the shaman says, and the spirit becomes more like a shadow or a cloud of mist. The wind puffs through the body and tatters the legs and the spirit is gone. So it always is, after a hunt. The spirit of the hunted beast makes the people strong. So it has always been.


I am young; only ten winters. I have not yet hunted alone and I have not taken a spirit of my own. This day, watching the shaman, I know that I must hunt soon. I must hunt for my own spirit and my true name.


My people make camp by the edge of the meadow. This night, when the moon rises full and round over the meadow, I sleep at my mother’s side. And I dream a vision of power.


A shaggy, gray-muzzled she-bear leans over me in this vision. Her great head blocks out the moon. She shakes her head at me and speaks to me in the Old Tongue. “Follow me, little one,” she says to me, and she grins. “You are no more than a bite for me, but I need you. Follow me.” She is a trickster spirit, this bear. “Follow me,” she says and tosses her head as if she is laughing. Her eyes are bright and wise.


I awaken then, just as the full moon is setting. I sit by the coals of the fire and watch the embers flicker. I wait for dawn.


I tell my father what I have dreamed and I tell him that I must hunt to find my name. He nods—yes, it is time for me to hunt alone. I have been a child long enough.


We go to the shaman and he studies me with his dark eyes. The shaman is an old man by the counting of my people; he is nearly forty winters old, and few live through forty winters. He is a wise man with much power. “Was it a true dream?” he asks.


“I could feel her warm breath on my face,” I say. “It was true.”


“The bear is a strong spirit,” he says. “You must be strong as well.” And he tells me to go and hunt well.


I will come back with a name and a spirit—or I will not come back. Sometimes, those who go hunting do not return. Sometimes, they do not hunt well and the beasts take their bodies and worry their bones. Sometimes, they hunt well, but they fear the spirit of the beast. Then, the spirit can take the hunter, just as the hunter can take the spirit. The hunter can make the spirit strong, can feed the hazy beast and make it powerful. Then the spirit roams the world, peering out through the eyes of the hunter.


“Do not fear the spirits,” my father tells me. “Find a spirit to make you strong.”


I take my best spear and my father gives me his stone knife. And he watches me walk away across the meadow, away from the camp of my people. I go to hunt.


I follow the edge of the meadow to the place where a stream crosses the grass. I follow the water away from the meadow, into a ravine where broad-leafed trees shut out the sun. The air smells of dark earth and water and beasts.


On a branch that dangles over the water, I see a strand of gray hair. In the stream, a rock has been shifted—as if by a powerful paw. A cave bear, searching for food after its winter sleep, has passed this way.


I am alert now—awake as my father has taught me to be. I see each mark that the bear’s claws have left in the dark earth, each branch that the beast has pushed aside. The scent grows stronger and in a patch of bushes by the side of the stream I see movement.


The bear does not look up from the bushes—with lips and paws, she is plucking berries. Her muzzle is stained red from their juices.


We will be evenly matched, this bear and I. She is young; her head is only a few hand spans higher than my own.


I step closer to her, watching the powerful movements of her paws as she plucks the berries. The bear has an unpredictable spirit. A hunter cannot know what a bear may do. But she has a strong spirit. I would be proud to take the spirit of the bear.


She looks up from the bushes; she looks into my eyes. And I know that she has chosen me, just as I have chosen her. And the air around her becomes suddenly alive—shimmering in the sunlight, just as the air above a fire may suddenly shimmer. She stares at me through the dancing air. And then she is gone. Gone like the spirit of the mammoth.


I step toward the dancing air, careful of the magic it contains, holding my spear ready to meet the bear.


I step into the dancing air.


And the world goes away.


I open my eyes, but a darkness lies over my mind. The world is a shimmering gray, filled with edges.


Edges—I have visited the granite mountains where rocks have fallen in knife-edged sheets as long as I am tall. But the world where I awaken is all edges. Flatness meets flatness in stiff lines.


I cannot move. My arms and legs are stiff and dead. I blink, but I cannot move. The flatness beside me is marked by lines and as I watch, a piece of the flatness shifts.


The woman who steps into my room has eyes and skin the color of the sky at night and hair the color of the dark earth. Such a strange woman. She is not like my people, not like my people at all. Her eyes are not protected by brow ridges; her forehead is high and her nose is sharp. She has so little hair on her arms that her skin seems smooth.


A man is with her, but I watch the woman who has such strange, dark skin. In the shimmering gray world of edges, these people move like shadows. What is this world? A place of spirits? A vision of truth? I move now—very slowly, lifting my head to watch these people. When the woman speaks, her voice is soft and her words run together, sounding more like the babbling of water over stone than the language of a people. She speaks to the man and as I listen, I can hear pauses and noises like words in the babble.


She looks at me and points to herself. I catch at the lilting flow of words. What does she want, this woman of the spirit world? With an awkward tongue, I try to repeat some of the sounds. “Amanda,” I say. But the sounds are strange and do not feel complete. Again, I say, “Amanda,” and I look at her eyes—the color of the sky at night—and I add the word from my language that means darkness. “Amanda–dark,” I say slowly.


I lift my hand carefully to point to myself and I say my child-name, the name which must serve me until the spirit gives me another. Amanda–dark starts to repeat the sounds, tripping and stumbling like a child learning to talk. She stops, starts again, then shakes her head. “Sam,” she says, pointing at me. “Sam.”


“Sam,” I say softly. Is this to be my name? Did the spirit bring me here to give me my new name?


Amanda–dark turns to speak to the man who stands beside her and I study his face for the first time. His hair is the color of river mud; his skin is pale. His eyes are restless. My tribe once killed a mother saber-toothed cat near her den and the eyes of this man look like the eyes of her kittens. Shifting and cold. “Roy Morgan,” says Amanda–dark.


I repeat the sounds, but I do not change this name to improve its sound. This cat-eyed man is not friendly. I do not trust him.


“Sam,” says the man. Then in a babble of words, “Sam, the last of the Neanderthals.” Then he laughs, a hollow, empty sound like the wind in the mountains. When he laughs, I watch the face of Amanda–dark change, closing in on itself, her mouth tightening and her eyes growing darker.


I cannot hold my head up any longer. My eyes close against the shimmering gray world of edges and I sleep.


The air is warm, like the air on a sunny day. I can smell the sweet scent of fruit. I can hear the sound of flowing water.


I open my eyes to the world of edges. The world is white and the darkness is gone from my mind. My body feels stiff, but I can move.


Water flows—from a hole in one flatness to a white bowl. Though the water flows and flows, the bowl does not overflow.


A basket—like the baskets my mother weaves from river reeds—sits on the ground by the flatness marked with lines. The basket is filled with fruit.


I sit up slowly, looking behind me and to each side. All around are the white flatnesses. I keep one flatness to my back as I move to the basket of fruit.


I have never seen fruit like this before. I crouch beside the basket, my back against the flatness. The world is silent, except for the babble of the water and the sound of my breathing.


I eat the sweet fruit and drink of the flowing water and nothing harms me. This world is bounded by four flatnesses and though I push on the flatness where Amanda–dark entered, it does not move.


I call out, “Amanda–dark!” I hear my own voice, but no answer. “Amanda–dark!” Nothing.


I am patient. I will wait to learn why the spirits have brought me to this world of edges. I will wait. I eat, I wash, and I wait. Soon, I sleep again.


I cannot count the times that I sleep and wake. Many times. Sometimes, my sleep is heavy and dreamless and the air carries a strange scent. Then I wake to a new basket of fruit or other strange foods: meat that has been cooked in a fire, vegetables that I have never seen, nuts and grains.


Each time I awaken, I call out to Amanda–dark though she never answers. I call out in the Old Tongue to the spirit of the bear. I call out, but no one answers. I wait; I am patient.


But I wonder: has the spirit who brought me to this place forgotten me?


I fast—waiting for guidance. I leave the basket of fruit, nuts and grains. I sleep and I wake and I call out to Amanda–dark. I sleep and I wake and I do not eat. I sleep and I wake.


And at last, when I call out to Amanda–dark, the flatness marked with lines shifts and Amanda–dark is there. She is tall; her dark curly hair is touched with strands of gray. “Hello, Sam,” she says, and I recognize the name she has given me: Sam.


“Amanda–dark,” I say, and I wait without moving.


The gap in the white flatness closes behind her. She looks back quickly and frowns. Then she chooses a round, red fruit from the basket, and holds it out to me. “Apple,” she says. “Eat this apple, Sam.”


I take the fruit from her hand. “Apple,” I say and she nods her head. I choose a yellow fruit from the basket and give it to Amanda–dark. “Apple,” I say.


She shakes her head, but takes the fruit. “Pear,” she says. “This is a pear.” And she bites the yellow fruit and says, “Eat.”


Amanda–dark teaches me sounds that are words: apple, pear, orange, banana, water, drink, eat, wall, door, floor. Many words. She laughs when I call the floor a wall, but I learn.


Then she stands and moves toward the flatness that is a door. “Amanda–dark,” I say, but I do not know how to ask her not to go.


She touches my hand and I know that she will come back. “Good-bye, Sam,” she says. She steps through the door and she is gone.


I push against the door after she has gone and it does not move for me. But I am happy. Amanda–dark will come back.


Amanda–dark comes to me most times that I awaken, and she teaches me words. Language lesson, she calls what she does.


Language lesson: hello, good-bye, yes, no, bread, meat, nut, you, me, sleep, wake. I learn.


She brings me fruit and food and other things and I learn. Language lesson: cup, blanket, pillow, hard, soft, please, thank you. Amanda–dark is slow and careful; she uses the words in groups that she calls sentences and I start to understand this babbling language.


Language lesson: over, under, here, there, more, less, now, later, happy, sad, stop, go, going, gone… Yes, I learn. The clock (round white face like the moon) moves its hands (black sticks, but hands are also fingers and palm) to mark the time (time is now, is then, is tomorrow). Sometimes, Amanda–dark is sad when she comes in the door, but she laughs when she teaches me.


Amanda–dark brings me meat, but the meat has no strength in it. I do not hunt for my food and the meat has no spirit. I try to tell this to Amanda–dark, but she does not understand. I do not have the words. And the four walls mark the edges of this world.


“I am going now,” she says at the end of each lesson. And at the gap in the flatness (the door in the wall, I know now) she says, “Good-bye, Sam.”


And once, I say, right after her, “I am going now?” And when she looks surprised, I add, “Please?”


“No, Sam,” she says. “No, you can’t go.” And I do not have the words to ask her more. At the door, she says, “Good-bye,” and her dark eyes are sad.


Amanda–dark brings some things that she calls picture books—with bright pictures and dark squiggles that she says are words. Language lesson: friend, touch, hurt, I want, I need, I am … you are. So many words and sentences and I can almost talk to Amanda–dark about all the important things. Almost.


I am weak from the spiritless meat and fruit. I need to hunt to be strong. I try to tell Amanda–dark. I ask her, “Where is the cave bear?” But the words for cave bear are not her words and she does not understand. I draw a picture on a page and point to it. “Where is she?”


“The cave bear,” Amanda–dark says. “She is out in the valley.”


“Out,” I say, repeating the simplest of the words. “I need to go out.”


“No, Sam,” she says. “You can’t go out. Roy Morgan wouldn’t let you.” She hesitates and one dark hand tugs at the fingers of the other. Amanda–dark is not happy. “Roy Morgan wouldn’t like it if he knew I were here.”


“Who is Roy Morgan?” I ask.


“Roy Morgan,” she says, and she speaks the name as if it were a word of power. “Roy Morgan started the Project.”


I do not understand. “I need to go out,” I say, but Amanda–dark does not speak. Her face is tired and lined and I wonder how old she is. Old enough to hunt; old enough to have children. “You are my friend, Amanda–dark,” I say, trying to ease the lines in her face. “You gave me my name. I hunted the bear to find my name.”


A few of the lines in her face smooth. “It was my father’s name,” she says, and I wonder about Amanda–dark’s father; perhaps he was a shaman; certainly, a man of power. “What is the name you call me?” she asks.


“Amanda of the darkness,” I say. “Your eyes are dark. Like night.” When I look in her eyes, I can see the darkness of night and the dire-wolves are howling.


“I still don’t understand about the bear and your name,” she is saying. “Why were you hunting the bear?”


One of my rough hands grips the other. I fear she will never understand. I do not know the words. “I hunted,” I say. “A man who hunts …” I hesitate.


“A hunter,” she suggests.


“A hunter takes his name from the beast,” I say. “The beast gives the name. You must know that.”


“Sam, I don’t think you understand. I’m no hunter. I’ve never taken a name from a beast,” she says. “I’m just a city kid grown up and working on Roy Morgan’s Project and understanding it only part of the time. I’m not a hunter.”


Her eyes are dark and now I understand why. She has no name but the name I have given her. No spirit makes her strong. I take her hand in mine. She gave me my name, but she has none of her own.


She will not understand—not just because I cannot find the words, but because she does not have the words. She will never understand.


“You must hunt,” I say. “You cannot live on dead meat.” But even as I speak, I doubt my words. These people are different; perhaps they do live on dead meat. I long for the day that the spirits will send me home to my own people.


I say, “I will be sad to leave you when I go back to my people, Amanda–dark. But I will be glad to hunt again.”


Her eyes grow darker. “Sam, I don’t think … I thought you knew that…” She stops and her eyes are wide and sad. “Your people are gone.”


“Gone where?”


“Your people are dead,” she says, laying a hand on my shoulder. “Long dead, long gone.”


Maybe I do not understand. Where could my tribe have gone? But I think I do understand.


The room is emptier at night after that.


A few days after I had asked about the cave bear, Amanda–dark brings a strange woman to see me. This woman’s eyes are pale, rimmed with pink, and I can almost see through her skin. When her pale, pink-rimmed eyes look at me, I think that she can see through me.


“Sam, this is Cynthia,” Amanda–dark says. Her voice is soft and her hands tug at each other. “She works on the Project, too.”


“What she means is—I am the other half of the Project,” Cynthia says. Her voice is like the falling of snow on ice fields—soft and cold. “Amanda is the past; I am the future.”


“She wanted to meet you,” Amanda–dark begins again.


“Not quite true,” the pale woman says. “I said that I would meet him. Not quite the same.”


I look to Amanda–dark, hoping that she will explain. But Amanda–dark is watching the pale woman, her dark eyes wide and her lower lip caught in her teeth.


“Amanda is afraid of me, Sam,” the cold woman says in her snowdrift voice. “You see, she knows that I have killed people. No one else knows that for sure.”


“Not killed people,” Amanda–dark mutters. “Not really killed. Just …”


The woman laughs like icicles falling from a tree to shatter on the frozen ground. “I let my mother drive away when I knew that her car would crash because of her faulty brakes and burn because of a faulty gas tank, and I let her drive away. I was five and I knew, but I did not stop her. I let my father die. I knew that he would, and I could have told him ten years before. He died when I was fifteen, died of a brain tumor that could have been removed—if anyone had known it was there. I knew, and I could have told him, but I didn’t. He didn’t like me, didn’t like me any more than my mother liked me. Neither of them liked me and both of them died.” She stands, her hands relaxed at her sides, her face as pale as the white walls. “There were others,” she says, and she glances at Amanda–dark. “Amanda knows.”


“I wouldn’t know if I could help it,” Amanda–dark says. “I don’t want to know.”


“You don’t want to know the past; I don’t want to know the future,” Cynthia says. “But it makes no difference what we want. Just like it makes no difference what Sam wants. What happens, happens.” She looks at me sharply and again I feel clear, transparent as a stream melting from snow. “You will go out, Sam,” she says to me. “You’ll go out, but you won’t like it when you do.”


“Don’t tell him that,” Amanda–dark says. Her hands are in fists at her sides. “Don’t say …”


“I’ll say as I please,” the pale woman says sharply. “And I’ll never tell you if what I say is true. I have a part in your future, Amanda, and in yours, Sam—but I won’t tell you what it is.” She smiles, watching Amanda–dark. “You don’t like me, either.”


“No,” says Amanda–dark softly. “I don’t like you.”


The pale woman turns toward the door. She turns back to say to me, “I’ll see you again, Sam.” Then she steps through the door and Amanda–dark follows.


Amanda–dark returns alone.


“She said that I would go out,” I say to Amanda–dark. “When will I go?”


Amanda–dark looks sad and puzzled and rubs one of her long-fingered hands with the other. “You can’t go out, Sam. Roy Morgan would …” She stops. “I shouldn’t even be here. Roy Morgan wouldn’t like it. But I had to. I felt responsible for you.” She stops at the word that I do not know.


“Why?” I ask, wanting her to keep talking, keep explaining so that I will understand a few words. Just a few words I can think about in the night and try to understand.


“I brought you here,” she says. “You got in the way of the field. Roy Morgan wanted the bear. You must have rushed into the field right after I focused on the bear.” She shakes her head. “Why did you do that? You ended up on the floor of the reception chamber, knocked out by the tranquilizer we had gassed in for the bear. And I ended up responsible for you.” She is shaking her head. “I brought you here.”


She does not say good-bye; she leaves without looking back and I do not try to stop her.


That night, I lie awake and think about Amanda–dark and the words she has said. Roy Morgan would not like me to go out, but what does Roy Morgan matter? And she brought me here; Amanda–dark brought me. I am puzzled. Who brought me—Amanda–dark or the she-bear spirit?


The next day, Amanda–dark does not come. I eat from the basket of fruit and wonder when she will come again.


After three days, she comes, and still her eyes are dark and sad when she looks at me. “Amanda–dark,” I say. “I am glad you are here.”


“Come on, Sam,” she says. “You come with me. Cynthia said you’d go out and you will.” She takes my hand in her warm, dark hand and leads me through the door.


I follow Amanda–dark through long, white rooms… (“Corridors,” she tells me. “Or else, hallways.” I am still learning.) Through hallways, then. I follow her, and she talks, using words I do not know. “It’s a holiday,” she says. “Just a skeleton crew. Roy Morgan …” She hesitates. “Roy Morgan gave everyone a day off. Cynthia’s still here. She and I are always here. We’ve really got nowhere else to go.”


She takes me through another door into a room where a dire-wolf lies on the floor behind a wire wall. The dire-wolf looks up and I stop in the doorway. “It’s all right,” Amanda–dark says. “He’s tame. Besides, he’s in a cage.”


I have seen dire-wolves pull down the camels of the plains, ripping at the grazers’ legs and dodging kicks. I have heard the packs howling in the darkness, as if they waited just beyond the fire’s rim. I see the moonlight of forgotten nights in this beast’s eyes and I stop in the doorway.


“This is Lobo,” Amanda–dark says. She reaches through the wire to scratch the beast’s head. “He was the first I brought back.” The animal whines deep in his throat and moonlit memories fade from his eyes. It is not a wolf now, but some other animal she pets. The light in its eyes is a mad one—a blend of moonlight and the glow of the lights in the room.


“He’s a good wolf, aren’t you, Lobo?” Amanda–dark says.


“Not good,” I say, and Amanda–dark watches me, studying my face. “It is …” I hesitate. I do not have the words to name the light that has entered the dire-wolf’s eyes. Some tomorrow, some future time, I know that Amanda–dark will reach down to scratch the beast’s ears and his past will rise up and Lobo will meet her hand with his teeth. Unable to finish, I shrug.


Amanda–dark frowns without understanding. She turns away from the wolf and touches a switch and does things that I do not know how to describe on a part of the wall that has many clock faces, though they do not seem to tell the time.


A part of the wall has come alive with colors that move. Amanda–dark points to the moving colors. “I wanted you to see this, Sam,” she says. “This is Roy Morgan’s world.”


As I look, I see shapes in the colored lines. I see a hazy view of a world I know.


The dark spots on the green fields are camels and swine, grazing on the tall grass of the valley floor. I can see a small stream snaking around the edge of the meadow. Behind the beasts, a great rocky slope rises into mountains. This is a rich valley, one that could support a large tribe. I am looking down, as if from a mountain.


“This is the world that Roy Morgan is building,” Amanda–dark says. “This is the Project. You’re a part of it and I’m a part of it.”


“Where are the people?” I ask.


Amanda–dark frowns. “You’re the only person who belongs in this world of Roy Morgan’s. The only one.”


She touches the switch and the picture of the valley goes away, leaving a gray patch of wall in a world with edges. Amanda–dark takes my hand and leads me to another door.


And the wind from beyond the door carries strange scents and echoing sounds. She steps through the door and I follow.


I have stood on the edge of a mountain chasm. I stood by my father and tossed a rock into the space. The rock fell and bounced from the walls of the canyon, fell and bounced, carrying its echoes with it, fell and bounced until I could no longer hear it, but I knew that far below, the rock still fell. I have stood on the edge of a chasm where the wind carried the echoes of the river that flowed far below.


Amanda–dark and I stand on a gray walkway. The ceiling vaults high above us. Below us, no river flows.


I have no words to say what lies beneath us. Words bounce away from this place, as a rock bounces from the walls of a canyon, and I can only hear the echoes. This place is a gray canyon filled with shadows and echoes.


Amanda–dark grips the cold, metal bar that separates us from the canyon–room. Her teeth have caught her lower lip; her eyes dart here and there, studying the shadows. A man who owns a fine stone knife might look at it so; a woman with a child may have that look when she lifts it to suck.


“This is what brought you here, Sam,” she says.


“You brought me here, Amanda–dark,” I say. She gave me my name. She and the bear led me to this place.


“I am part of this,” she says. “Just a part. Roy Morgan built it. He used his father’s money and his own imagination.” She stops for a moment then. “He isn’t a bad man, Sam. He really isn’t. He has big dreams and big fears. He makes rules because he is afraid. Sometimes, I think he is afraid of me.”


Amanda–dark has a strong spirit; sometimes I can see it in her eyes. Roy Morgan does well to fear her.


“That’s my post,” she says. She points to a shadowy corner and I peer toward it. “I focus the machine,” she says. “Before I came, they never knew what they would bring back from the past. A clump of dirt, a rock, nothing at all. Then Roy Morgan found a skinny black teenager who had a strange talent. She didn’t see the future, not this one. She saw the past, sort of. Hold up a card and she could tell you what card you held up last week. Take her to an old house and she could tell you about the family that lived there a hundred years ago. Or about the Indians that used to camp on the same spot. She knew things that she shouldn’t about people and places, mostly long dead. Not a very useful talent—unless you’re into blackmail, and when you’re weak and black and a woman, blackmail isn’t the smartest thing to try.” Her hands are gripping the railing. “Not a very useful talent, but Roy Morgan found a use for me. He needed someone to focus on what used to be.” She keeps looking toward the shadowy corner that is her post. “And now he’s found another one he can use.”


“Cynthia,” I say.


She continues as if she has not heard me. “Cynthia sees the future and Roy Morgan is experimenting with throwing things into the future. I don’t like that. I don’t like the future. It scares me.”


I am watching the floor of the canyon-room and I see a movement. A woman in a white coat. I point to her just as she looks up at us. It is Cynthia, and her eyes are filled with knowledge of the time ahead.


“I’ll be here, Amanda,” Cynthia calls up to us. Her words are thin, distorted by echoes. “When you need me, I’m here.”


Amanda–dark frowns.


“What does she mean?” I ask. “Why would you need her?”


Amanda–dark watches Cynthia move away into the shadows. “She says that I will need her soon. She says that today I will come running to her for help.” Amanda–dark shakes her head. “I don’t need her. I don’t even like her.” She shakes her head again and turns to me. “Do you understand all that I have been telling you, Sam? I never know how much you understand.”


“Some,” I say. “Not all.”


“You’re my friend, Sam. I’m sorry I brought you here, but at the same time, I’m glad. I don’t have many friends,” she says. She takes my hand in hers.


“We are friends,” I say.


She hesitates. “I don’t know what I can do for you, Sam. I can’t send you home.”


“Take me out,” I say. I wave my hand at the flat walls and the hard corners all around us. “Take me to hunt. I need to hunt.”


She shakes her head quickly, frowning. Then she squeezes my hand gently. “I will try. I don’t know what I can do, but I will try.”


I follow her back along the corridor from which we have come.


My room is dark when we step through the door, and the air holds a different scent. I stand between Amanda–dark and the strange scent. Amanda–dark switches on the light, and I stand between her and Roy Morgan. Roy Morgan is smiling; his eyes are cold. “Hello, Amanda,” he says.


My back is to Amanda–dark. I cannot see her face. But her voice is thin and tense. “Hello. I didn’t think…” Her voice trails off into silence.


Not quite silence. I can hear Amanda–dark breathing. I am tense, ready—as if for a hunt.


“You’ve been watching me,” she says softly.


“I’m always watching. Surely you didn’t think you were fooling me,” Roy Morgan says. “I’ve been following Sam’s progress with great interest. I decided to let the language lessons continue, but now that you want to try to help him out, plan some great escape, maybe …”


“I didn’t think it mattered to you,” she says. I want to turn around to comfort her, but I must face the danger. I must face Roy Morgan.


“It mattered that you were breaking the rules,” he says. His voice is harsh. “You were breaking my rules and that matters very much. Of course, I’ll have to take you off the Project now. You will have to leave.”


I hear Amanda–dark breathe in sharply and I know that Roy Morgan hears her because he stops talking. I think of Amanda–dark’s face when she was looking down at the Project. She belongs here. She said that she had nowhere else to go.


Roy Morgan is smiling. “You didn’t think you were indispensable, did you? No one is indispensable.”


“How can you run the Project without me?”


“The focus is changing,” he says. “I am looking forward now, not back. We have what we wanted from the past.”


“You’re trying to scare me,” she says. “You can’t do without me.”


“You have it wrong,” he says. “No one else has the money or the desire to build a facility like this one. You’ll never be able to duplicate this, and you’ll never find a place to use your talent again.” His smile broadens. “But you’ll have to try.”


I hear Amanda–dark’s breath come and go quickly. “You came alone.”


“Why not? You wouldn’t hurt me, since someday I might relent.”


“Sam,” she says suddenly. I tense, ready to attack this smiling man. “Just keep him here. Don’t let him follow me.”


I hear the door open and close behind me. Roy Morgan takes a step toward it, and I step to block his path. “You are not going,” I say, and my voice is a growl.


“Now, Sam,” he says. “Amanda can’t go anywhere anyway.” He waits a moment, but I do not move. He takes a step back. “And she won’t be back. You can be sure of that. I don’t know where she thinks she’s running to.”


I know where she is running. She is running to where Cynthia waits by the machine that can throw things into the future. She is running to the shadowy cavern that is the Project, seeking help from the woman she does not like.


“Cynthia warned me that I’d have to watch her,” Roy Morgan says. “She said Amanda could not be trusted. She was right.”


Amanda–dark is running to an enemy for help and I can do nothing to stop her. I stand between Roy Morgan and the door.


“So she trained you to be a bodyguard,” he says. He is watching the door.


I do not know the last word, but I do not like the way he says it. “I am Amanda–dark’s friend,” I say. “She will be back.”


He laughs, shaking his head. I do not like the sound of his laugh. It reminds me of the howling of wolves outside the circle of firelight. “You’re a loyal friend,” he says, “but maybe a foolish one.”


I stand between him and the door and I watch the clock mark the passage of ten minutes, twenty minutes, half an hour. I do not speak to Roy Morgan. Roy Morgan speaks to me, but I do not reply. I am thinking of Amanda–dark. I am wondering when I will see her again. “I think we’re stalemated, Sam,” Roy Morgan says. “You might as well let me leave. Amanda’s gone.”
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