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In “Service for the Burial of the Dead,” a young woman mourning her lover comes

upon a surprising funeral guest.

Biblical prophecies turn out to have unexpected meanings as the End Times

approach in “Lost and Found.”

The dangers of ordering merchandise from the back pages of pulp magazines

become apparent in “Mail-Order Clone.”

In “Blued Moon,” a young man uncovers a scientific property of coincidence-and

falls in love.

As a tourist attraction, a total eclipse draws an even wider audience than (almost)

anyone realizes in “And Come from Miles Around.”

In “Samaritan,” an enthusiastic young assistant pastor plunges the entire church
hierarchy into a firestorm of controversy when she brings forward an orangutan to

be baptized.

Parental abuse is all the rage in an institute of higher learning-for those who have

no parents ... and for those who have no children, in “All My Darling Daughters.”
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To Ed Bryant



Time is the fire in which we burn.

—Delmore Schwartz
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While I was writing this story, the one book I could not find was the one
I most needed: the Reverend Dean W. R. Matthews’ book about the Fire
Watch written just after the war called St. Paul’s in Wartime. It was
referred to in every other book I read, and I knew it would have everything
in it that I could not find anywhere else: where they slept in the crypt,
what they had to eat, how long their shifts were, where the stairs to the
roofs were, how the Watch was organized and run.

The book was out of print and not even available at St. Paul’s, though
the lady assured me that it was a “wonderful book.” A friend finally
managed to get hold of it through a London book search service and sent it
to me soon after “Fire Watch” came out.

It is indeed a wonderful book. It has, as I thought, everything I needed
and could not find, but too late. Oddly enough, that’s what this story is
about.



Fire Watch

History hath triumphed over time, which besides it nothing but eternity hath triumphed over.

—SIR WALTER RALEIGH

September 20—Of course the first thing I looked for was the fire
watch stone. And of course it wasn’t there yet. It wasn’t dedicated
until 1951, accompanying speech by the Very Reverend Dean Walter
Matthews, and this is only 1940. I knew that. I went to see the fire
watch stone only yesterday, with some kind of misplaced notion that
seeing the scene of the crime would somehow help. It didn’t.

The only things that would have helped were a crash course in
London during the Blitz and a little more time. I had not gotten
either.

“Traveling in time is not like taking the tube, Mr. Bartholomew,”
the esteemed Dunworthy had said, blinking at me through those
antique spectacles of his. “Either you report on the twentieth or you
don’t go at all.”

“But I'm not ready,” I'd said. “Look, it took me four years to get
ready to travel with St. Paul. St. Paul. Not St. Paul’s. You can’t expect
me to get ready for London in the Blitz in two days.”

“Yes,” Dunworthy had said. “We can.” End of conversation.

“Two days!” I had shouted at my roommate Kivrin. “All because
some computer adds an ’s. And the esteemed Dunworthy doesn’t even
bat an eye when I tell him. ‘Time travel is not like taking the tube,
young man,” he says. ‘I'd suggest you get ready. You're leaving day
after tomorrow.’ The man’s a total incompetent.”

“No,” she said. “He isn’t. He’s the best there is. He wrote the book
on St. Paul’s. Maybe you should listen to what he says.”

I had expected Kivrin to be at least a little sympathetic. She had
been practically hysterical when she got her practicum changed from



fifteenth- to fourteenth-century England, and how did either century
qualify as a practicum? Even counting infectious diseases they
couldn’t have been more than a five. The Blitz is an eight, and St.
Paul’s itself is, with my luck, a ten.

“You think I should go see Dunworthy again?” I said.
“Yes.”

“And then what? I've got two days. I don’t know the money, the
language, the history. Nothing.”

“He’s a good man,” Kivrin said. “I think you’d better listen to him
while you can.” Good old Kivrin. Always the sympathetic ear.

The good man was responsible for my standing just inside the
propped-open west doors, gawking like the country boy I was
supposed to be, looking for a stone that wasn’t there. Thanks to the
good man, I was about as unprepared for my practicum as it was
possible for him to make me.

I couldn’t see more than a few feet into the church. I could see a
candle gleaming feebly a long way off and a closer blur of white
moving toward me. A verger, or possibly the Very Reverend Dean
himself. I pulled out the letter from my clergyman uncle in Wales that
was supposed to gain me access to the dean, and patted my back
pocket to make sure I hadn’t lost the microfiche Oxford English
Dictionary, Revised, with Historical Supplements, I'd smuggled out of the
Bodleian. I couldn’t pull it out in the middle of the conversation, but
with luck I could muddle through the first encounter by context and
look up the words I didn’t know later.

“Are you from the ayarpee?” he said. He was no older than I am, a
head shorter and much thinner. Almost ascetic looking. He reminded
me of Kivrin. He was not wearing white, but clutching it to his chest.
In other circumstances I would have thought it was a pillow. In other
circumstances I would know what was being said to me, but there
had been no time to unlearn sub-Mediterranean Latin and Jewish law
and learn Cockney and air raid procedures. Two days, and the
esteemed Dunworthy, who wanted to talk about the sacred burdens of
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