THE FEYNMAN SALTATION
Charles Sheffield

The wormin the apple; the crab in the walnut. Colin Trantham was adding fine black bristlesto the
crab’ sjointed legs when the nurse cdlled him into the office.

He glanced at hiswatch as he entered. “An hour and a quarter the first time. Forty minutes the second.
Now he seesmein nine minutes. Areyou trying to tell me something?”

The nurse did not reply, and Dr. James Wollaston, a pudgy fifty-year-old with asmall mouth and the face
of apetulant baby, did not smile. He gestured to achair, and waited until Trantham was seated on the
other sde of his desk.

“Let me dispose of the main point, then we can chat.” Wollaston wastotally lacking in bedside manner,
which was one of the reasonsthat Colin Trantham liked him. “We have one more test result to come, but
there slittle doubt asto what it will show. Y ou have atumor in your left occipita lobe. That' sthe bad
news. The good newsisthat it’s quite operable.”

“Quite?’

“Sorry. Completely operable. We should get thewholething.” He stared at Trantham. “Y ou don’t seem
surprised by this”

Colin pushed the drawing across the table: the beautifully detailed little crab, Sitting in one end of the
shelled walnut. “I’'m not anidiot. I’ ve been reading and thinking cancer for weeks. | supposeit’stoo
much to hope it might be benign?’

“I’'m afraid so. It ismalignant. But it appearsto be primary Ste. There are no other sgns of tumors
anywherein your body.”

“Wonderful. So | only have canceronce .” Trantham folded the drawing and tucked it away in his jacket
breast pocket. “Am | supposed to be pleased?’

Wollaston did not answer. He was consulting a desk calendar and comparing it with atyped sheet.
“Friday isthe twenty-third. | would like you in the night before, so we can operate early.”

“| was supposed to go to Toronto thisweekend. | have to sign a contract for a set of interior murals.”
“Pogtponeit.”
“Good. | was afraid you' d say cancel.”

“Postponeit for four weeks.” Wollaston was pulling another folder from the sde drawer of hisdesk. “I
propose to get you Hugo Hemdey. He and | have already talked. He' s the best surgeon east of the
Rockies, but he has hislittle ways. HE |l want to know every symptom you' ve had from day one before
he'll pick up ascapd. How' sthe headache?



The neurologist’s cdm was damping Colin’sinterna hysteria. “ About the same. Worgt in the morning.”

“That istypica. Y our first symptom was colored lights across your field of vison, sixty-three days ago.
Describethat tome. . .”

The muffled thump on the door was perfunctory, arelic of the days when Colin Trantham had alive-in
girlfriend. dulia Trantham entered with a case in one hand and aloaded paper bag held to her chest with
the other, pushing the door open with her foot and backing through.

“Grab thisbefore | dropit.” She turned and nodded down at the bag. “Bought it before | thought to ask.
Y ou alowed to drink?’

“I didn’'t ask, ether.” Colin examined the label on the bottle. “Moving up in theworld. You don't get a
Grands Echézeaux of thisvintage for lessthan sixty bucks.”

“ Seventy-two plustax. When did you memorize the wine catal og?’

“I'’'m feding bright these days. When aman knows heisto be hanged in afortnight, it concentrates his
mind wonderfully.”

“No pointsfor that. Everybody quotes Johnson.” Julia Trantham pulled the cork and sniffed it, while her
brother was reaching up into the cabinet for two eight-ounce glasses.

“You'relate.” Colin Trantham placed the thin-slemmed gobl ets on the table and watched as Julia
poured, athin stream of dark red wine. Hissster’ sface was calm, but the tremor in her hand was not.
“The plane was on time. Y ou went to see Wollaston, didn’t you, before you came here?’

“Y ou'retoo smart for your own good. | did.”
“What did you find out?’

Julia Trantham took a deep breath. Colin had dways been able to see through her lies; it would be a
mistaketo try one now. “It'saglioblastoma. A neurogliacel tumor. And it's Type Four. Which means—

“I know what it means. As malignant asyou can get.”

Colin Trantham picked up hisglass, emptied it in four gulps, and walked over to stand &t the sink and
gtare out of the kitchen window. “ Chrigt. Y ou still have the knack of getting the truth out of people, don’t
you? | had my little interview with Dr. Hemdey, but he didn’t get as honest as that. He talkedprocedure .
Day after tomorrow he saws open my skull, digsin between the hemispheres, and cuts out alump of my
brain ashig asatennis bdl. Locd anesthetic—he wants me conscious while he operates.”

“Probably wants you to hold tools for him. Like helping to change acar tire. Sounds minor.”
“Minor forhim . He gets five thousand bucks for amorning’ swork. And it’ s nothis brain.”
“Minor operation equals operation on somebody else.”

“One point for that. Wish it weren'tmy brain, ether. It'smy second favorite organ.”

“No points—that’sWoody AlleninSeeper . You'reall quotestoday.”



Colin Trantham sat down dowly at the kitchen table. “I’'m trying, Julia. It'sjust not . . . easy.”

The casud brother-sister jousting shattered and fell away from between them like abrittle screen. Julia
Trantham dropped into the seat opposite. “I know, Calin. It'snot easy. It'sawful. My fault. I’'m not
hendling thiswell.”

“Not your fault. Everybody’s. Mine too, same problem. Y ou go through life, build your socia responses.
Then you get aSituation they just don't cover. Who wantsto talk aboutdying, for Christ’s sake?” There
was along slence, but the tenson was gone. Colin Trantham stared at his older sster’ sfamiliar face,
unseen for haf ayear. “I'm scared, dulie. | lieawake at night, and | think, | won’t make old bones.”

Little brother, hurt and crying. We' re grown-ups now. We haven’ thugged in twenty years. “ Socid
responses. I’ m supposed to say, don't be scared, Cal, you'll befine. But while | say it I'm thinking,
you' re scared, no shit? Of course you're scared. Me, I'd be petrified. |am petrified.”

“Will you stay until the operation’ sover?’

“I wasplanning to. If it’sdl right with you, I’ [l hang around until you' re out of the hospitd. Writeup a
paper on extinct invertebratesthat I’ ve had in the mill for awhile.” She poured again into both glasses,
emptying the bottle. “ Any girlfriend that | need to know about, before | embarrass her by my drying

panty-hose?’

“Rachd. Just anow-and-again thing.” Colin Trantham picked up the empty bottle and Stared at the layer
of sediment |&ft in the bottom, divining hisfuture. “ Should we have decanted it? | hardly tasted thet first
glass. I'll try to Sip it thistime with due reverence.” The raw emotion was fading, the fence of casua
responses moving back into position. “No problem with Rachdl. If shefindsyou herewith me 'l just
pretend you're my Sster.”

The waiting room was empty. Julia dithered on the threshold, possessed by conflicting desires. She
wanted news, as soon as it was available. She aso wanted a cigarette, more than she had ever wanted
one, but smoking was forbidden anywhere in the hospital.

Dr. Wallaston solved her problem before she could. He gpproached aong the corridor behind her and
gpoke at once: “Good news. It went aswell asit possibly could go.”

The nicotine urge was blotted out by arush of relief.

“Minimum timein the operating room,” the neurologist went on. “No complications.” He actualy
summoned a smile. “ Sedated now, but he wanted you to see this. He said that you would know exactly
what it means”

He held out apiece of paper about five inches square. At its center, in blueink, alittle figure of a
hedgehog leered out at Julia, cheeks bulging. She could fed her own cheeksburning. “That's
me—according to Calin. Private family joke.”

“Drawnrightafter the operation, when Hemdey was testing motor skills. Astonishing, | thought.”
“Canl seehim?

“If you wish, athough he might not recognize you a the moment. He should be deeping. Also”—a
second of hestation, picking words carefully—" | would appreciate afew minutes of your time. Perhapsa



glassof wine, after what | know has been atrying day for you. Thisis'—Julia sensed another infinitesmal
pause—* primarily medical matters. | need to talk to you about your brother.”

How could she refuse? Waking to the wine bar, Juliaredized that he had talked her out of seeing Colin,
without seeming to do so. Typica James Wollaston, according to Colin. Gruff, sometimes grumpy; but
[mart.

His eyeswere on her asthey settled in on the round cushioned stools across afake hogshead table, and
shetook out and lit acigarette.

“How many of thoseaday?’

“Fiveor sx.” Juliatook one puff and laid down the burning cigarette in the ashtray. “Except I'm like
every other person who smokes five—a pack lasts me aday and ahalf.”

“You'regoing to regret it. It'smurder on your skin. Another ten yearsand you'll look like a prune.”
“Skin?1 thought you were going to tell me about my heart and lungs.”
“For maximum effect, you haveto hit whereit's least expected. Y ou ought to giveit up.”

“I wasgoing to. | really was. But you know what happened? Since Mother died, Colinand | have called
each other every week.”

“Sunday midday.”
“That’ sright. How' d you know?’
“I' know alot about you and Colin.”

“Then you know Colin’s not one for overstatement. He hadn’t said aword about . . . al this. When the
evidencewasin, he hit mewithit dl at once. It floored me. I’ d got up that morning determined that | was
through, that wasit for cigarettes. I’ d just thrown a near-full pack away.” She laughed shakily. “Looks
likel picked ahdl of aday to quit smoking.”

“That' sfromAirplane . No points, | think your brother would say.”
“My God. You realy do know alot about us.”

“When it was clear to me that Colin might have a serious problem, | put him through my biggest battery
of tests, checking hismemory and hisreflexes and hislogica processes. We dso went over dl his
background. Asaresult | know agreat deal about you, too, your background, what you do.” He
paused. “1 even understood about the hedgehog, though it didn’t seem the best time and place to mention
it. Anyway, how’ sthe paeontology business?”’

“Just scratching out aliving. Sorry. Programmed response. In avery interesting state. Y ou see, every few
yearsthere’ samgjor upheava—facts, or theories. New radioactive dating, punctuated equilibrium,
Cretaceous extinctions, mitochondria DNA tracking, the reinterpretation of the Burgess Shae. Wdll, it
seemswerein for another one. A biggie”

“So | have heard.”
“Y ou have? Wdl, not from Calin, that' sfor sure.”

“True. | read it”



“Fossils bore him Hiff. He says thatMegatherium was an Irish woman mathematician.”
A moment’ sthought. “Meg O Theorem?’

“That'sher. Hewas dl set to be amathematician or aphyscist himself, till the drawing and painting bug
took hold. He' sthe talented one, you know—I’ m just the one who wrote papers and stayed in college
forever. Anyway, first he started to paint in the evenings, and then—" She stopped, drew breath, and
shook her head. “ Sorry, doctor. I’ m babbling. Nerves. Y ou wanted to talk.”

“I do. But | liketo listen, too—unlessyou'rein abig hurry?’
“Nothing in theworld to do but St here and listen.”

Wollaston nodded. The wine had arrived and he was frowning at thelabel. “I hopethisis't too
lowbrow. It's certainly not one of thegrandcrus that you and your brother liketo sample. It sanaive
domestic burgundy without any breeding, but | think you' | be amused—"

“—Dy its presumption. No points. But | get onefor finishing theline.”

“I need practice, or I'll never be amatch for the two of you.” He poured the first splash of wine, and in
that instant seemed to become a younger and more vulnerable person. “ A successful operation. That was
thefirst stage. It isnow behind us. Did your brother discuss with you what might happen next?’

Juliashook her head. Colin had not raised the subject, nor had she. Somehow it had not seemed
ggnificant before the operation. “ Chemotherapy?’

“Not with the conventiond anti-metabolites. They have difficulty crossing the blood-brain barrier. The
normal next step would be radiation. But aglioblastomaisfiercely maignant. Bad odds. | want to try
something that | hope will be alot better. However, | wanted to obtain your reaction before | discussed it
with Colin.” Another pause, words chosen carefully. Julianodded her interna approva. A good, cautious
doctor. “I"d like to put him onto an experimenta protocol,” continued Wollaston. “ An implanted
drug-release device indgde the brain itsdf, with acompletely new drug, avariable ddivery rate, and an
internal monitor sengitive enough to respond to salected ambient neurotranamitter leves. It' stiny, and
there will be no need to reopen the skull to ingtdl it.”

Hewas not looking at her. Why not?“Priceisn’'t anissue, Dr. Wollaston, unlessit’ s out of thisworld.
We have insurance and money. What are the side effects?’

“No consgtent patterns. Thisistoo new. And the implant would be done free, since your brother would
be part of acontrolled experiment. But”—the kicker, hereit came, hewasfindly looking into her
eyes—“Colin would haveto fly to Europeto get it. Y ou see, it snot yet FDA approved.”

“He d havetostay there? ”

His surprise was comicdl. “ Stay there? Of course not. He could fly over one night, have the implant
performed the next day, and as soon as the surgeon there approved his release he' d turn right around
and come back. But I'’m not sure how Colin will react to theidea. What do you think? It' s doesn’'t have
FDA approvd, you see, so—"

“I don't think.l know . Colin doesn’t give atinker’ s damn about the FDA. He' |l doit.” Julia stubbed out
her cigarette, which had burned its whole length unnoticed in the ashtray. “ Of course he'll doit. Colin
wantstolive”

Shetook afirst sip of wine, then two big gulps. “What next?’



“On medica matters? Nothing. I’'m done. Morewine. Relax. Y our turn to talk.” Hewas smiling again. “I
hope you don’'t haveto run off right away.” Juliawas staring dl around her. Hissmile vanished. “Do
you?’

Juliawas still scanning the wine bar. “Where are dl the waiters? Y ou know, | didn't eat onething al day.
I”m absolutely famished. How do you order food in this place?’

Walking back to Colin’ s gpartment through the mellow April evening, Julia Trantham wasfilled with guilt.
Ten hours ago amaignant tumor the size and shape of a Bartlett pear had been removed from the brain
of her brother. He waslying unconscious, gravely ill. Whileshe. . .

For the past three hours she had managed to forget Colin’s condition—and in the company of James
Wollaston she had enjoyed hersdf hugely.

Concorde, Heathrow to Dulles; seventy thousand feet, supersonic over open ocean.

Colin Trantham sat brooding in aleft-side window seat, staring out at blue-black sky and sunlit cloud
tops.

The plane was half-empty, with no one between him and the aide. Occasiond curious looks from flight
attendants and other passengers did not bother him. He was beyond that, accepting their Saresas
normdl, just as he accepted the head bandages and bristly sprouting hair. If his appearance were enough
to stir curiosity, what would people say if they knew what satinside his head?

Maybe they would be as unimpressed as he had been. Colin had been shown the device beforeits
insertion, and seen nothing to suggest its powers. aswollen iridescent disk no bigger than hisfingernal,
surrounded by the hollow legs of sensors and drug ddlivery system. Super-beetle. An unlikely candidate
to be hissavior. Hefdt nothing, but according to the London doctorsit had set to work at once. The
battle was going on now. Deep within his skull, bloated with dow poison, the scarab was stinging the
crab’ smicrostasesin slent conflict.

And the chance that it would succeed? No one would give him odds. Bad sign.
“ Make a note of thoughts that strike you as unusual.”

Wollaston, on their last meeting before Colin flew to England, had maintained hisimperturbability. “We
can watch your stomach at work, or your gall bladder. But you' re the only one who knows how normally
your brainisfunctioning. Record your dreams.”

“Mydreams? Doctor Wollaston, even before | got sick, my dreams never made much sense.”

“They don’t have to. Remember what Havelock Ellis said: ‘ Dreams are real whilethey last; can we say
more of life? | want to know about them.”

Colin was beginning to agree. Dreams and life, life and dreams; he had fdlt like telling Wollaston thet his
wholelife had become one waking dream, on that morning when a headache came and grew and would
not go. Since then nothing had been redl. The pain had gone with the operation, but in its place was a
continuous foreboding.Never glad confidentmorning again . He did not recall area dream of any kind
since the operation. And he did not want to write notes on his condition; he wanted it never to have

happened.



Theflight attendant had paused by Colin’srow of seats and was staring at him questioningly. He did not
want to talk to her; to avoid it he stared again out of the window. The sun wasvisblein the dark sky,
farther toward the rear of the plane. At Mach Two they were outpacing it. Time was running backwards.
Call back yesterday, bid timereturn .

Colin shivered at adow stir of movement, deep within his brain. Something there was waking from long
deep. He sared straight at the sun. His pupils contracted, his hands relaxed. Fully awake, he began to
dream.

| was standing on a flat shore, watching the sea. Or maybe | was sitting,l can’t tell because | had
no sense of feeling of legs and arms. | just knewl was there. Enjoying the sunshine on my
bareback, feeling good. Morethan good, absolutely terrific. Cold, perfect day, | could feel the
bloodrunning in my veins. Something must have died a mile or so offshore, ormaybe it was a
school of fish, because thousands of flying things wereswooping and turning and settling. |
decided | would swim out there andsee for myself . ..

Julia Trantham looked up from the third sheet. “ Doesit just go on likethisfor dl the rest? Because if it
does, | can't help. It's not specific enough.”

“I know.” Wollaston nodded. “I1t would have been nice if you could have said, hey, that' swhere we
spent my fourteenth summer. But | didn’t expect it would ring any particular bells. Keep reading, if you
would—I want you to have the context for something else.”

“And | thought you asked me herefor dinner.”

Hedid not reply. She went on in silence until she reached the last page, then looked up with raised
eyebrows. “ So7’

Hetook four pages of 20" x 14" unlined paper from afolder and did them acrossthe table. “ Colin found
what he had written as unsatisfactory as you do. He says he' san artist, not awriter. Pictures, not words.
What do you make of these?’

The drawings were sepiaink on white background. Julia glanced for afew seconds at the first couple of
sheets and put them aside, but the other two occupied her for along time. James Wollaston watched her
closdly but did not spesk or move.

“If youtdl methesearedl Calin's, I'll have to accept that they are.” She tapped the first two pages,
spread out on the table of Wollaston’ s dining room. “But these ones sure don't look likeit.”

“Why not?’

“Not detailed enough.” She picked up one of the sheets. “When you ask Colin to draw something, he
drawsitexactly . It's not that he lacks imagination, but he never cheats. Once he' s seen it, he can draw
it. And he seesmorethanyouor |.”

“Hedidn’t see these. He dreamed them.”

“Y ou'rethe one who' s been telling me that dreams are as red as anything else. Anyway, compare the
first two pages with the others. These must be birds, because they’ re flying. But they’ re cartoon birds,
vague wings and bodies and heads, dmost as though Colin didn’t care what they looked like. And now
look at these other two, thetidal shellfish and crabs and worms. Precise. Every joint and every hair
drawn in. Seethis? It sPecten jacobaeus —a scallop. Look at the eyes on the fringed mantle. Y ou
could use it asatextbook illugtration. That’s Colin’ s trademark. Same with the two lugworms. Y ou can



tell they’re different species. But thosefirst two pages arejustwrong .” She paused. “You don't seeit,
doyou?’

“I can’'t argue with you.” Wollaston stared at the pages as though he were seeing them for the firgt time.
He had taken off histie and draped it over achair back, and now he picked it up and rolled it around his
fore-fingers.

“But you don't likeit,” said Julia, “what | said about the firgt two sheets?’

“I donot.”

“It'sabad 9gn?’

“I don't know. | know it' s not agood sign. In Colin's Situation the best change in behavior isno change.”
“Do you think it's coming back?’

“I’d loveto say, no, of course not. But | don’t know. God, | hate to keep saying it to you. | don’t know,
| don’t know. But it’ sthe truth.” He came closer, hdf a step nearer than convention permitted. “ Julia, |
wishl could say something more definite. It could be the treatment—new drug, new protocol, new
delivery sysem.”

“But you don't think it is”

“I think these drawings may be the effects of the treatment.” He did the sheets back into the folder. “But
they’ re not the whole story. | go more by look and sound and sense. My gut fed saysit’s something
more than sde effects. | think Colin has problems. How long are you staying?’

“I’ve been wondering. | could stay the whole summer. It' slateto doit, but if | moved fast | could even
make part of next year asabbatical. Should 17’

She was tense, hearing the question behind the question, not sure she wanted to hear the answer.

“I think you should.” James Wollaston |ooked more miserable than an objective physician had aright to
look. “I think you should stay, until—Well, stay aslong asyou can.”

The northern bedroom of the ground-floor apartment had been converted to astudio, its bare expanse of
window looking out onto a paved courtyard where weeds pushed up between cracked stones. The
studio lay at the end of acorridor, far from the entrance to the gpartment. Julia stood and listened as she
came through the front door.

Totd slence. That was odd. For the past three months her arrival had aways produced acal of “Hi!”
and aquick gppearance in the kitchen to discuss dinner plans. He must be redlly deep into hiswork.

She dipped off her shoes and stole aong the corridor.

Colinwasin the studio, standing at the easdl with hisback haf-turned to her. Hewasworking in acrylics,
and she saw avivid flash of colors on the big board. She studied him as she came in. The hair on the
back of hishead had regrown completely, it must be two inches long now; but he wasterribly thin, just
gaunt bones, and the skin on histemple had apale, tranducent look. She saw that the food on the tray
table beyond the easdl was untouched. He must have eaten nothing since she left, over ten hours ago.



qu?!

He did not seem to hear. He was painting furioudy, brush strokes as rapid and sure asthey had ever
been. She came to his shoulder to examine the picture, but before she reached the easel she glanced up
at hisface. Hisgray eyeswere unnaturaly bright, and there was asmile of exquisite pleasure on his gaunt
face. But it was not for Julia. He did not know that she wasthere. He was smiling away into some private
Space.

“Colin!” Shetouched hisarm, suddenly frightened. The brushstrokes fatered, the moving hand dowed.
He blinked, frowned, and turned toward her.

“Julie—" hesaid. “I"m through one barrier. It' swonderful, but now there’ s another. Bigger. | can't seea
way past it yet.” Hishand jerked up and down, aquick chopping movement with the paintbrush. “Likea
wall. If | canjust get through thisone. . .”

The expression of ecstasy was replaced by surprise. He swayed and groaned, hislips drawing back from
histeeth. Juliasaw hisgums, pae and bloodless, and the veinlesswhite of hiseyes. The brush fdll to the
floor. She grabbed for hisarm, but before she could catch him he had crumpled forward, pawing at the
painting and easd before faling heavily on top of them.

“| don’'t carewhat you tell Colin. | want your prognosis, no matter how bad it looks.”

It was long after working hours. Julia Trantham was Sitting at one end of the uncomfortable vinyl-covered
couch in the doctor’ s reception room. Her face was as pale as her brother’ s had been, twenty-four hours
ealier.

“ At the moment Colin doesn’t want to hear anything. Doesn’'t seem to care. That' s not as unusual asyou
might think.” Wollaston had been standing, but now he cameto Sit next to her. “ People hide from bad
news.”

“Anditis bad news. lsn't it?’

“It'svery bad. And it’snot asurprise.” He sighed and leaned his head back on the smooth yellow
seatback. At dinner he had switched to martinisinstead of the usua wine. Julia could see the difference.
He was more ta kative than usua, and he needed her to be an audience.

“| wonder what it will be like ahundred years from now,” he went on. “The physicianswill look back
and think we were like medieval barbers, trying to practice medicine without the tools. All the cancer
treatments except surgery are based on the same principle: do something that killsthe patient, and hope it
killsthe cancer abit faster. The anti-metabolite drugs—like the onesin Colin’ simplant—kill cancer cells
when the cdls divide. But afew resistant ones survive, and they go on and multiply. I've seenit a
thousand times. Y ou start chemotherapy, and &t first the patient does well, wonderfully well. Then over
themonths. . . the dip back starts.”

“That’ swhat’ s happened to Colin—even with this new experimentd treatment?’

He was nodding, eyes closed and the back of hishead till against the couch. “Experimenta trestments
arelikelotteries. Y ou haveto play to win. But you don’t win very often.” He reached out blind and
groped for her hand. “1’m sorry, Julia. W€ re not winning. It sback. Growingfast . | can’t believe the
changesincethelast CAT scan.”

“How long, Jm?’
“I don't know. Pretty quick. Colin can come out of the hospita if he wantsto; keeping himinwon't help.



A hospice might be better. A day or two, afew weeks, amonth. Nobody knows.”
“And there’ s no other treatment you can try?’

He said nothing. Julia stared across at the wall, where Wollaston had hung one of Colin’s post-operative
drawings, alightning sketch of haf adozen linesthat was clearly apicture of some kind of bird feeding
her chick, the beak insde thelittle one s gaping bill and halfway down itsthroat.

“When did Colin draw the picture on the wdl there?’

“ About two weeks ago.” Wollaston stirred. “It' swonderful, isn't it? Have you seen all the others—the
ones he' sdone since the operation?’

“I haven't seen any. It'sahabit we got into years ago. | wouldn't look at Colin’s work when he was
getting ready for ashow or addivery until the end, then I’ d give him my opinion of thewholething. He
didn’'t likemein hisstudio.”

“Maybeit’sjust aswell. Some of the recent ones have been.. . . strange.”
“Y ou mean he slosing histechnique? God, to Colin that would be worse than dying.”

“No. Thetechnique isterrific. But the animas don’t look right. For instance, he drew apair of sedls. But
their flippers were toodevel oped, too much like real legs. And there was one of a zebra, except it wasn't
quite azebra, morelike afunny okapi. | wondered at first if the pictures could tell me something about
what’ sgoing onin Colin’s head, but they haven't. I'd say he sfeding strange, so he sdrawing strange.”
He patted her hand. “1 know, Julia, ‘ Colin drawsjust what he sees,” don’t say it.”

“Red legs, you say? And there swing claws on that bird, that’swhat’ s odd. But it’ s not a baby
hoactzin.”

The hand was pulled from his. There was arapid movement of the couch next to him. Wollaston opened
hiseyes. “ ulia?’

But shewas no longer by hisside. Shewas over a thewall, gazing with total concentration at Colin’s
drawing. When she turned, her mouth was an open o of confusion and surmise.

“Therethey are.” Julia Trantham patted a stack of papers, boards and canvases. They werein
Wollaston' s office, with the big wooden desk swept clear and the table lamp on its highest setting. “ Every
onewe could find. But instead of grouping according to medium and size, the way you usualy would,
I’ve rearranged them to chronological order. There are eighty-nine pictures here, al signed and dated.
Thetop oneisthefirst drawing that Colin made when he was flying back from England. Thelast oneis
the painting he was working on in his studio when he passed out. | want you to look through the whole
stack before you say anything.”

“If you say 0.” James Wollaston was humoring her, knowing she had been under terrible stressfor
months. It was close to midnight, and they had spent the last hour collecting Colin Trantham'’ s pictures,
pulling them from medica records and gpartment and studio. Juliawould not tell him what game she was
playing, but he could seethat to her it wasfar more than agame. He started carefully through the heap:
pen and ink drawings, charcoa sketches, oils and acrylics and pencils.

“Wdl?" Juliawastoo impatient to wait for him to finish. She was staring a him expectantly, dthough he
was on only the tenth picture.

“Did he aways draw nothing but nature scenes?’ said Wollaston. “ Just plants and animas?” Hewas



gtaring at sheet after sheet.

“Moadly. Calinisatop biologicd illugtrator. Why?’

“Youinsgt he drew from life, from what he had seen. But in these pictures that doesn’t seem to betrue.”
“Why not?’ Julia pounced on him with the question.

“Weéll, | recognize thefirst drawings, and they’ reterrific. But this’—he held out the board he was
examining—"it lookswrong.”

“It'snot wrong. That’ sCastor oidinae— arodent, asort of beaver. Keep going. What' sthat one?’

“Damned if | know. Like across between ahorse and adog—as though Colin started by drawing a
horse' s head, then when he got to the body and legs he changed hismind.”

“Y ou wereright about the horse. That’ sHyracotherium . To the life.Keep going .”

But Wollaston had paused. “Are you sure? It looks strange to me, and | have a pretty good grounding in
comparative anatomy.”

“I’'m sureyou do.” Juliatook a painting from the stack. They were less than hafway through the heap.
Her hands were trembling. “ Currentanatomy, Jm. But | specidize inpaleo -anatomy. Colin has been
drawing red plantsand animas. The only thing is, some of them are extinct. Castoroidinae was agiant
beaver, big as a bear. It was around during the Pleistocene. Hyracotherium' s aforerunner of the horse; it
flourished during the Lower Eocene, forty or fifty million years ago. These pictures are consistent with our
best understanding of their anatomy based on the fossil record.”

She was shaking, but Wollaston did not share her excitement. “I’ll take your word for it, Julia. But | want
to point out that none of thisistoo surprisng, given your own interests and the work you do.”

“That'snot truel” Juliafumbled out acigarette, lit it, and inhaled hard enough to shrive the bottom of her
lungs. “It' smore than surprising, it’ sastonishing . | told you the first time we had a drink together, what |
do bores Calin stiff. He doesn’t know beans about it and he doesn’t care. There' sno way he got these
drawings from me. And do you redlize that these pictures are inrever se chronological order? Fossl
dating isatricky business, I'm the first to admit that; but in this set, the more recently Colin did them, the
older the forms represented.”

“What are yousaying, Julia?’ The concern in Wollaston's voice was for Sster more than brother. “If
you' resuggesting . . . what it sounds like you' re suggesting, then it's nonsense. And there’ s a perfectly
rationd explanation.”

“Likewhat?’

He reached forward, removed the cigarette from her fingers, and stubbed it out. “ Julia, the longer you
study the human brain, the more astonishing it seems. Y ou say that what you do bores Colin. Probably
true. But do you think that means he didn’t even hear you, when you talked and talked pa eontology dl
these years? Do you think he never picked up one of your books? They’ re scattered al over the
gpartment, I’ ve seen them there myself. It's no wonder you recognize what Colin has been painting
because you put dl thoseideasinto his headyourself .

“I didn’t, Jm. | know | didn’t. And here€ swhy.” She was turning the stack, moving down towards the
bottom. “Now we re beyond the KIT barrie—the time of the Late Cretaceous extinction. Seethis?’



The painting was in subdued oils, browns and ochers and dark greens, crowded with detail. The
viewpoint was low to the ground, peering up through a screen of ferns. In the clearing beyond the leafy
cover crouched three scaly animdss, staring at a group of four others advancing from the left. The sun was
low, cadting long shadows to the right, and there was ahint of morning ground mist il present to soften
outlines

“Saurischians. Coelurosaurs, I’ d say, and not very big ones.” Julia pointed to the three animasin the
foreground. “ The pictures we were looking at before were dl Tertiary or later. But everything beyond
that is Cretaceous orearlier . I'd place this one as middle Jurassic, ahundred and sixty million years ago.
No birds, no flowering plants. | know those three animals—but the four behind them are completely new
to me. I’ ve never seen anything likethem. If | had to guess |’ d say they’ reaform of small hadrosaur,
some unknown midget relative of Orthomerus . That flat hulk, way over in the background, is probably a
crocodile. But look &t the detail on the codlurosaurs, Jm. | couldn’t have told Colin al that—I couldn’t
even haveimagined it. Look at the scales and wrinkles and pleats in the mouth pouch, look at the eyes
and the saw-toothed brow ridges—I’ ve never seen those on any illustration, anywhere. The vegetation
fits, too, dl gymnosperms, cycads and ginkgos and conifers.”

James Wollaston laughed, but there was no suggestion from his face that he found anything funny. He
was sure that Julia Trantham was practicing her own form of denid, of redlity avoidance. “Jdulia, if you
cameinto seemeasapatient and said al that, I d refer you for immediate testing. Listen to yourself!”

But she had moved to thefina drawing, smeared where Colin Trantham had fallen on top of it beforeit
wasdry. “Andthisisearlier yet.” She wastalking quietly, and not to Wollaston. He stared at her
hopelesdy.

“Something likeRutiodon, one of the phytosaurs. But adifferent jaw. And thereontheleft is
Desmatosuchus, one of the aétosaurs. | don't recognize that other one, but it has mammdian
characterigtics.” Shelooked up. “My God, we must be back near the beginning of the Triassic. Over two
hundred million years. These are thecodonts, the original dinosaur root stock. He's jumping further and
further! Jm, I’'m scared.”

He reached out for her, and she clung to him and buried her face in hisjacket. But her wordswere
perfectly clear: “First thing in the morning, I’ ve got to see Calin.”

What James Wollaston had heard with incredulity, Colin Trantham listened to with aremote and dreamy
interest. Juliahad taken onelook a him, and known that no matter what the neurologist might say Colin
would never be leaving the hospital. It was not the 1V’ s, or the bluish pallor of hisface. It was something
else, animpa pable smdl inthe air of the room that made her 1ook at her brother and see the skulll
beneath the skin.

Whatever it was, he seemed obliviousto it. He was grinning, staring a her and beyond her, hisfacefilled
with the same ecstasy that she had seen in the studio. His conversation faded in and out, at one moment
perfectly rationd, the next jumping off in somewild direction.

“Very interesting. Theimplant and the drugs, of course, that’' swhat’ sdoing it. Hasto be.” From histone
he might have been talking of atreatment gpplied to some casua acquaintance. “Did you know, Julia, if |
wereabird I’d be in much better shape than | am now? Good old Hemdley operated on me, and he got
most of it. But he must have missed alittle bit—a bit too much for the implant to handle. Poor little
scarab, can't beat the crab. But if I’ d been abird, they could have cut away the whole of both cerebral



hemispheres, and I’ d be as good as ever. Or nearly as good. Wouldn't know how to build anest, of
course, but who needsthat?’

And then suddenly he was laughing, agasping laugh that racked his chest and shook the tubes leading
into hisfleshlessarms.

“Colinl” Thefear that curiosity had held at bay came flooding back, and Juliawasterrified. “I’ll get the
nurse”

“I'mfine.” He stopped the strained laughter as quickly as he had tarted it and his face went calm.
“Better than fine. But I’ m arobot now. |, Robot.”
Shestared a him in horror, convinced that thefinal disintegration of mind was at hand.

“Y ou know what | mean, Julie.” Now he sounded rational but impatient. “Don’t go stupid on me.
Remember what Feynman said, in physics you can look on any positron as an eectron that’ straveling
backward intime. Y ou tel me I’ ve been jumping backward—"

“Jm saysthat's nonsense. He says I’ m talking through my hat.”
“Im?’
“Dr. Wollaston.”

“Soit'sdim, isit. And how long has that been going on?” He narrowed his eyes and peered up at her
dyly”Well, you tell Jm that | agree with you. I’m going backwards, and | can proveit. And according to
Feynman that meansthe eectronsin my brain are positrons. I’ ve got apositronic brain . Get it?” He
laughed again, dapping his skinny hands on the bedshests. “Positronic brain. I'm arobot!”

“Colin, I'm getting the nurse. Right now.” Juliahad aready pressed the button, but no one had appeared.
“Inaminute. And you knowhow | can proveit?| can proveit because | fed absolutely wonderful;’

Hisface had filled again with that strange bliss. He reached out and held her hand. “Remember how it felt
when you were four years old, and you woke up in the morning, and you knew it was your birthday?
That’show it used to be, dl thetimefor dl of us. But ontogeny recapitulates phylogeny: immature forms
pass through the evolutionary stages of their ancestors. And that appliestofeelings aswell as bodies.
Little kidsfed theway dl the animasused to fed, along time ago. That' stheway | an when I’ m there.
Fantastic, marvelous. And the further | go, the better it gets. Y ou looked a my pictures. If I ve been
going back, how far did | get?’

Julia hesitated. She wastorn. Half of her wanted to believe her brother, to see more of those marveloudy
detailed drawings and to analyze them. The other half told her she was dealing with amind aready
hopelesdy twisted by disease.

“Your last picture shows the period of the earliest dinosaurs. They're dl thecodonts, nothing that most
people would recognize. Thefossl record is very spotty there. We don’t know nearly as much about
themaswe' d liketo.”

“And what would be next—going backward, | mean?’

“The Permian. No dinosaurs. And at thisend of the Permian, over ninety percent of dl the life-formson
earth died off. We don’'t know why.”



Hewas nodding. “The barrier. | canfed it, you know, when I’'m trying to jump. | went through one,
when al the dinosaurs died off. Thisoneishigger. I ve been trying to fight my way through. I'm nearly
there, but it’ staking every bit of energy | have.”

“Caol, anything that tires you or upsetsyou isbad . Y ou need rest. Why are you climbing imaginary
wdls?

“You don’'t know thefeding. If | could jump al the way back, right to thefirst spark of life, | bet the
intengity of lifeforce and joy would be just about too much to stand. I’ m going there, Julie. Acrossthe
barrier, into the Permian, al the way to the beginning. And I’m never coming back.Never .”

Asthough on cue, the thin body arched up from the bed, armsflailing. The mouth widened to arictus of
infernal torment and breath came hoarse and loud. Julia cried out, just as the nurse appeared. Wollaston
was right behind her.

“Grand ma.” He was bending over Colin, grabbing at arubber spatulaand pushing it into the mouth just
asthe teeth clenched down. “Hold this, nurse, we don’'t want him swallowing histongue.”

But the spasm ended as quickly asit had started. Colin Trantham lay totally at ease, his breeth dow and
easy. Hisface smoothed, and the fixed grin faded. In its place came alook of infinite calm and blissful

peace.

“Dr. Wollaston!” The nurse was watching the monitors, her hand on Cohn’ s pulse. “Dr. Wollaston, we
have arrhythmia. Becoming fainter.”

Wollaston had the hypodermic with its six-inch needle in his hand, the syringe ready filled. It was poised
above Colin Trantham' s chest when he caught Julia seye.

She shook her head. “No, Jm. Please. Not for one month more pain.”
He hesitated, finally nodded, and stepped away from the bed.

“Dr. Wollaston.” The nurselooked up, sensing that she had missed something important but not sure
what. Shewas till holding Colin Trantham’swrigt. “1 can’'t help him. He' sgoing, doctor. HE sgoing.”

Julia Trantham moved to grip her brother’ s other hand in both of hers.

“Heis"shesaid. “He sgoing.” She leaned forward, to stare down into open eyes that <till sparkled with
asurprised joy. “He sgoing. And I’ d give anything to know where.”



