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F r i d a y ,  F e b r u a r y  1 0 ,  1 9 9 5 .  5 : 0 0  p . m .

As soon as  I  wa lk  in  the  door ,  my o f f i cemate  Ted s ta r ts  in  on  me.
Again.  "What do you know about  radiat ion equi l ibr ium?" he asks.  

"Nothing. Why?"

"Tha t  f i gu res . "  He  ho lds  up  a  faded  g reen  vo lume.  " I  j us t  found  th i s
insane ly  great  ar t ic le  by  Chandrasekhar  in  the  ?45 Astrophysical
Journal .  A n d  g e t  t h i s ?when I go to check it out, the librarian
tells me I?m the first person to  t a k e  i t  o f f  t h e  s h e l f  s i n c e  1 9 5 5 .
Can you believe that? Nobody reads anymore." He opens the book again.
"Oh, by the way, Chambers was here looking for  you."

I  drop my armload of books on my desk with a thud. Dr. Raymond
Chambers is the chairman of the Physics department,  and a Nobel Pr ize
winner ,  wh ich  even  a t  Berke ley  i s  a  very ,  ve ry  b ig  dea l .  Rumor  has  i t
he?s working on some top secret  government  pro ject  that?s a
shoe-in for a second trip to Sweden .

"Yeah,  he  wants  to  see you in  h is  o f f i ce ,  p ron to .  He sa id  someth ing
about Sara Baxter Clarke. She?s that crackpot from the 50s, right?
The one who died  myster ious ly?"

I  w ince .  "Tha t ?s her. I did my dissertation on her and her
work." I wish I?d brought  another  sweater .  Th is  one has ho les in
both  e lbows.  I?d planned a day in  t h e  l i b r a r y ,  n o t  a  v i s i t  w i t h  t h e
head of the department.

Ted looks a t  me wi th  h is  mouth open.  "Not  many ch ick  sc ient is ts  to
choose from, huh? And you got a post-doc here doing that? Crazy
wor ld . "  He pu ts  h is  book  down and s t re tches .  "Got ta  run .  I ?m a week
behind in my lab work.  Real  sc ience,  you know?"

I  don?t even react. It?s only a month into the term, and he?s
been on my case about  one th ing or  another?being woman, being a
dyke, being close to 30?from day one. He?s a jerk, but I?ve got
other things to worry about. Like Dr. Chambers, and whether I?m
about to lose my job because he found out I?m an expert on a
crackpot.  

Sara Baxter Clarke has been my hero since I  was a kid.  My pop was an
army technic ian.  He worked on radar systems,  and we t raveled a lo t?
six months in Reyk jav ik ,  then  the  nex t  s i x  i n  For t  Lee ,  New Jersey .
Mom always to ld us we were gypsies,  and t r ied to make i t  seem l ike an
adventure.  But  when I  was e ight ,  mom and my brother  Jef f  were k i l led
in  a  bus  acc iden t  on  Guam.  A f te r  tha t  i t  d idn ?t seem l ike an
adventure any more. 

P o p  w a s  a  l o t  b e t t e r  w i t h  r a d a r  t h a n  h e  w a s  w i t h  l i t t l e  g i r l s .  H e



couldn?t q u i t e  f i g u r e  m e  o u t .  I  t h i n k  I  h a d  t o o  m a n y  v a r i a b l e s  f o r
him. When I  was ten, he bought me dresses and dol ls,  and couldn?t
understand why I wanted a stack of  old physics magazines the base
l i b r a r y  w a s  t h r o w i n g  o u t .  I  l i k e d  s c i e n c e .  I t  w a s  a b o u t  t h e  o n l y  t h i n g
that  stayed the same wherever we moved. I  to ld Pop I  wanted to be a
sc ien t i s t  when  I  g rew up ,  bu t  he  sa id  sc ien t i s ts  were  men,  and  I ?d
just ge t  mar r ied .

I  be l i eved  h im,  un t i l  I  d i scove red  Sara  Bax te r  C la rke  i n  one  o f  t hose
old  magaz ines.  She was Br i t ish ,  went  to  MIT,  had her  doctorate  in
t h e o r e t i c a l  p h y s i c s  a t  2 2 .  A t  B e r k e l e y ,  s h e  p u b l i s h e d  t h r e e  b r i l l i a n t
a r t i c les  in  ve ry ,  ve ry  obscure  jou rna ls .  In  1956 ,  she  was  schedu led  to
de l i ve r  a  con t rove rs i a l  f ou r t h  pape r  a t  an  i n te rna t i ona l  phys i cs
conference at Stanford. She was the only woman on the program, and she
was just  28.  

No one knows what was in her last  paper.  The night before she was
supposed to  speak,  her  car  went  out  o f  cont ro l  and p lunged over  a
c l i f f  a t  D e v i l ?s Slide?a remote  s t re tch  o f  coas t  south  o f  San
Francisco. Her body was washed out to sea. The accident rated two
inches  on  the  ins ide  o f  the  paper  the  nex t  day ?right under a headl ine
about some vice raid?but made a small uproar in the physics
wor ld.  None of  her  papers or  notes were ever  found;  her  lab had been
ransacked. The mystery was never solved. 

I  was fasc inated by  the  mystery  o f  her  the  way o ther  k ids  were
intr igued by Amel ia Earhart .  Except  nobody?d ever heard of my hero.
In my imagination, Sara  Bax te r  C la rke  and I  were  very  much a l i ke .  I
s p e n t  a  l o t  o f  d a y s  p r e t e n d i n g  I  w a s  a  s c i e n t i s t  j u s t  l i k e  h e r ,  a n d
e v e n  m o r e  l o n e l y  n i g h t s  t a l k i n g  t o  h e r  u n t i l  I  f e l l  a s l e e p .  

So af ter  a master?s in Phys i c s ,  I  g o t  a  P h . D .  i n  t h e  H i s t o r y  o f
Science?studying her. Maybe if my obsession had been a little
more practical, I  wouldn?t be sitting on a couch outside Dr.
Chambers?s office, picking imaginary  l i n t  o f f  m y  s w e a t e r ,  t r y i n g
to  p re tend  I ?m not panicking. I  t a u g h t  s c i e n c e  i n  a  j u n i o r  h i g h  f o r
a  y e a r .  I f  I  l o s e  t h i s  f e l l o w s h i p ,  I  s u p p o s e  I  c o u l d  d o  t h a t  a g a i n .  I t
?s a depressing thought .

The great man?s secretary finally buzzes me into his office. Dr.
Chambers is a  ba ld ing ,  pouchy man in  an  immacu la te ,  per fec t  su i t .
H i s  o f f i c e  s m e l l s  l i k e  l e m o n  f u r n i t u r e  p o l i s h  a n d  p i p e  t o b a c c o .  I t ?s
wood-paneled, plushly carpeted,  with about an acre of mahogany
desk .  A  copy  o f  my d isser ta t ion  s i t s  on  one corner .  

"Dr.  McCul lough."  He waves me to a chair .  "You seem to be qui te an
exper t  on Sara Baxter  Clarke."

"She was a  br i l l ian t  woman,"  I  say  nervous ly ,  and hope that?s the
right d i r ec t i on  f o r  t he  conve rsa t i on .  

" Indeed.  What do you make of  her last  paper,  the one she never
presented?" He picks up my work and turns to a page marked with a pale
g r e e n  P o s t - I t .  " ?An Argument for  a Pract ical  Tempokinet ics??" He
lights his pipe and looks at me  through the smoke. 

" I ?d certainly love to read it," I say, taking a gamble. I?d



give anything f o r  a  c o p y  o f  t h a t  p a p e r .  I  w a i t  f o r  t h e  i n e v i t a b l e
lecture about wast ing my academic career studying a long-dead
crackpot .

"You would? Do you actual ly bel ieve Clarke had discovered a method for
t ime t rave l?"  he  asks .  "T ime t rave l ,  Dr .  McCul lough?"

I  t ake  a  b igge r  gamb le .  "Yes ,  I  do . "

Then Dr.  Chambers surpr ises me. "So do I .  I?m certain of it. I was
working w i th  her  ass is tant ,  J im Kennedy.  He re t i red a  few months
a f t e r  t h e  a c c i d e n t .  I t ?s taken me forty years to rediscover what
was tragically lost back then."

I  s t a r e  a t  h i m  i n  d i s b e l i e f .  " Y o u ?ve perfected  t ime  t rave l? "

He shakes h is  head.  "Not  per fec ted.  But  I  assure  you,  tempok inet ics  is
a  r e a l i t y . "

Suddenly my knees won?t quite hold me. I sit down in the padded
leather chair nex t  to  h i s  desk  and  s ta re  a t  h im.  "You ?ve actually
done it?"

He nods. "There?s been a great deal of research on tempokinetics
in the last 40 years .  Very  hush-hush,  o f  course.  A lo t  o f  government
money .  Bu t  recen t l y ,  severa l  key  d iscover ies  in  h igh - in tens i t y
g r a v i t a t i o n a l  f i e l d  t h e o r y  h a v e  m a d e  i t  p o s s i b l e  t o  f o r  u s  t o  f i n a l l y
construct  a working tempokinet ic chamber."  

I ?m having a hard time taking this all in. "Why did you want to
see me? "  I  a s k .

He leans against  the corner  o f  h is  desk.  "We need someone to  ta lk  to
Dr .  C la rke . "  

"You mean she?s alive?" My heart skips  severa l  beats .  

He shakes his head. "No." 

"Then??" 

"D r .  McCu l lough ,  I  app roved  your  app l i ca t i on  to  th i s  un ive rs i t y
because you know more about Sara Clarke and her work than anyone else
we?ve found. I?m o f f e r i n g  y o u  a  o n c e  i n  a  l i f e t i m e  o p p o r t u n i t y . "  H e
c l e a r s  h i s  t h r o a t .  " I ?m o f f e r i ng  to  send  you  back  i n  t ime  to  a t t end
the 1956 In ternat ional  Conference for  Exper imenta l  Phys ics .  I  need a
copy of  Clarke?s last paper."

I  j u s t  s t a r e  a t  h i m .  T h i s  f e e l s  l i k e s  s o m e  s o r t  o f  t e s t ,  b u t  I  h a v e  n o
idea  wha t  t he  r i gh t  r esponse  i s .  "Why? "  I  ask  f i na l l y .

"Because our  apparatus works,  but  i t?s not practical," Dr.
Chambers says, tamping h is  p ipe.  "The energy requ i rements  for  the
g rav i ta t i ona l  f i e ld  a re  eno rmous .  The  on l y  ma te r ia l  t ha t ?s even
remote ly  feas ib le  i s  an  i so tope  they ?ve developed up at the Lawrence
lab ,  and  there ?s only enough of it for one round  t r i p .  I  b e l i e v e
Clarke?s missing paper contains the solution to our energy
problem."



A f t e r  a l l  t h e s e  y e a r s ,  i t ?s confusing to hear someone taking Dr.
Clarke?s w o r k  s e r i o u s l y .  I ?m so used to being on the defensive
about her, I don?t know h o w  t o  r e a c t .  I  s l i p  a u t o m a t i c a l l y  i n t o
scient ist  mode?detached and rational.  "Assuming your tempokinetic
chamber  is  operat iona l ,  how do you propose that  I  locate  Dr .  C larke?"  

He  p i cks  up  a  p i ece  o f  s t i f f  i vo r y  pape r  and  hands  i t  t o  me .  "Th i s  i s
my  inv i ta t i on  to  the  open ing  recep t ion  o f  the  con fe rence  F r iday  n igh t ,
a t  t he  S t .  F ranc i s  Ho te l .  Un fo r t una te l y  I  cou ldn ?t attend. I was
back east that week.  Fami ly  mat te rs . "

I  look a t  the engraved paper  in  my hand.  Somewhere in  my f i les  is  a
x e r o x  c o p y  o f  o n e  o f  t h e s e  i n v i t a t i o n s .  I t ?s odd to hold a real
one. "This will get me  i n to  the  pa r t y .  Then  you ?d like me to
introduce myself to Sara Baxter Clarke,  and  ask  her  fo r  a  copy  o f
her unpublished paper?"

" I n  a  nu t she l l .  I  can  g i ve  you  some  cash  t o  he lp ,  e r ,  conv ince  he r  i f
necessary .  Frank ly ,  I  don?t care how you do it. I  want t ha t  pape r ,
Dr. McCullough."

He  l ooks  a  l i t t l e  ag i t a ted  now,  and  the re ?s a shrill undertone to
his voice. I  suspec t  Dr .  Chambers  i s  p lann ing  to  take  c red i t  fo r  wha t
?s in the paper, maybe  even  hop ing  fo r  tha t  second  Nobe l .  I  th ink
fo r  a  m inu te .  D r .  C la rke ?s will left everyth ing to J im Kennedy,  her
ass is tant  and f iancé.  Even i f  Chambers gets  the cred i t ,  maybe there?s
a way to reward the peop le  who actua l ly  d id  the work .  I  make up a
large, random number.

" I  t h i n k  $ 3 0 , 0 0 0  s h o u l d  d o  i t . "  I  c l u t c h  t h e  a r m  o f  t h e  c h a i r  a n d  r u b
my thumb nervously over the smooth polished wood.

Dr .  Chambers  s ta r ts  to  p ro tes t ,  then  jus t  waves  h is  hand .  "F ine .  F ine .
W h a t e v e r  i t  t a k e s .  F u n d i n g  f o r  t h i s  p r o j e c t  i s  n o t  a n  i s s u e .  A s  I
sa id ,  we  on ly  have  enough o f  the  i so tope  to  power  one  t r ip  in to  the
past and back?yours. If you recover  the paper  successfu l ly ,  we?ll be
able to develop the technology for  many, many more excursions. I f
not?" he lets his sentence trail off .

"Other people have t r i e d  t h i s ? "  I  a s k ,  w a r i l y .  I i  o c c u r s  t o  m e  I  m a y
be the gu inea p ig ,  usual ly  an expendable  i tem.

He pauses for a long moment. "No. You?ll be the first. Your
records indicate  you  have  no  fam i l y ,  i s  t ha t  co r rec t? "  

I  nod .  My  fa the r  d ied  two  years  ago ,  and  the  l onges t  re la t i onsh ip  I ?
ve ever had only lasted six months. But Chambers doesn?t strike me
as a liberal. Even if  I  w a s  s t i l l  l i v i n g  w i t h  N a n c y ,  I  d o u b t  i f  h e
wou ld  coun t  he r  as  f am i l y .  " I t ?s a b i g  r i s k .  W h a t  i f  I  d e c l i n e ? "

"Your  pos t -doc  app l i ca t i on  w i l l  be  rev iewed , "  he  sh rugs .  " I ?m sure
you?ll be happy  a t  some o ther  un ivers i ty . "

S o  i t ?s all or nothing. I try to weigh all the variables, make
a reasoned dec i s i on .  Bu t  I  can ?t. I don?t feel like a scientist
right now. I feel like a  t e n  y e a r  o l d  k i d ,  b e i n g  o f f e r e d  t h e  o n l y
t h i n g  I ?ve ever wanted?the chance to meet Sara Baxter Clarke. 



" I ?ll do it," I say .

"Excel lent . "  Chambers swi tches gears,  assuming a br isk,  businessl ike
manner. "You?ll leave a week from today at precisely 6:32 a.m.
You can cannot take  anyth ing?underwear, clothes, shoes, watch?
that was manufactured after 1956. My  s e c r e t a r y  h a s  a  l i s t  o f
ant ique c lo th ing s tores in  the area,  and some fash ion magaz ines o f  the
t imes."  He looks at  my jeans wi th  d is taste.  "P lease choose someth ing
appropr ia te  fo r  the  recep t ion .  Can you  do  any th ing  w i th  your  ha i r? "

M y  h a i r  i s  s h o r t .  N o t h i n g  r a d i c a l ,  n o t  i n  B e r k e l e y  i n  t h e  9 0 s .  I t ?s
more like ea r l y  Bea t les ?what they called a pixie cut when I  was a
l i t t l e  g i r l ?except I was a l w a y s  t o o  t a l l  a n d  g a w k y  t o  b e  a  p i x i e .  I
run my f ingers se l f -consc ious ly  through i t  and shake my head.  

Chambers s ighs and cont inues. "Very wel l .  Now, s ince we have to al low
f o r  t h e  r e t u r n  o f  C l a r k e ?s manuscript, you must take something of
equivalent mass?and a l s o  o f  t h a t  e r a .  I ?ll give you the draft copy
of my own dissertation. You will  be  a l so  be  supp l i ed  w i th  a  d r i ve r
?s license and university faculty card from the  pe r iod ,  a long
wi th  packets  o f  v in tage cur rency.  You?ll retu rn  w i th  the  manuscr ip t
at exact ly 11:37 Monday morning. There wi l l  be no second chance. Do
you understand?"

I  n o d ,  a  l i t t l e  a n n o y e d  a t  h i s  p a t r o n i z i n g  t o n e  o f  v o i c e .  " I f  I  m i s s
t h e  d e a d l i n e ,  I ?ll be stuck in the past forever. Dr. Clarke is
the only other person who could possibly send me home, and she won?t
be around on Monday morning.  Unless??" I let the question hang
in the air.

"Abso lu te ly  no t .  There  is  one immutab le  law o f  tempok inet ics ,  Dr .
McCul lough.  You cannot  change the past .  I  t rust  you?ll remember
tha t?"  he  says ,  s tand ing .

Our  mee t ing  i s  ove r .  I  l eave  h i s  o f f i ce  w i th  the  b igges t  news  o f  my
l i f e .  I  w i s h  I  h a d  s o m e o n e  t o  c a l l  a n d  s h a r e  i t  w i t h .  I ?d settle for
someone to help me  shop  f o r  c l o thes .

F r i d a y ,  F e b r u a r y  1 7 ,  1 9 9 5 .  6 : 2 0  a . m .

The supp ly  c loset  on the ground f loor  o f  LeConte  Hal l  i s  nar row and
d i m l y  l i t ,  f i l l e d  w i t h  b o x e s  o f  r u b b e r  g l o v e s ,  l a b  c o a t s ,  s h o p  t o w e l s .
Unl ike many places on campus, the Physics bui lding hasn?t been
remodeled in the last forty  years .  Th is  has a lways been a  c loset ,
a n d  i t  i s n ?t likely to be occupied at 6:30  on any Fr iday morning.

I  s i t  on  t he  conc re te  f l oo r ,  my  back  aga ins t  a  wa l l ,  d ressed  i n  an
app rop r i a te  pe r i od  cos tume .  I  t h i nk  I  shou ld  f ee l  ne rvous ,  bu t  I  f ee l
oddly  detached.  I  s ip  f rom a cup of  lukewarm 7-11 cof fee and observe.
I  don?t have any r o l e  i n  t h i s  p a r t  o f  t h e  e x p e r i m e n t ?I?m just the
guinea pig. Dr. Chambers?s ass is tan ts  s tep  ca re fu l l y  ove r  my
outs t re tched legs  and  make the  f ina l  ad jus tments  to  the  ba t te ry  o f
apparatus that surrounds me. 

At  exact ly  6:28 by my ant ique Timex, Dr.  Chambers himsel f  appears in
the doorway.  He shows me a th ick  packet  o f  worn b i l ls  and the bu lky ,
rubber -banded  t ypesc r ip t  o f  h i s  d i sse r ta t i on ,  t hen  s l i ps  bo th  o f  t hem
in to  a  ba t te red lea ther  b r ie fcase.  He p laces  the  case on my lap  and



extends h is  hand.  But  when I  reach up to  shake i t ,  he f rowns and takes
t h e  7 - l l  c u p .

"Good luck, Dr.  McCul lough," he says formal ly.  Nothing more. What more
would he say to  a  gu inea p ig? He looks at  h is  watch,  then hands the
cup  t o  a  young  man  i n  a  b l ack  t - sh i r t ,  who  t ypes  i n  one  l as t  l i ne  o f
c o d e ,  t u r n s  o f f  t h e  l i g h t ,  a n d  c l o s e s  t h e  d o o r .

I  s i t  i n  t he  da rk  and  beg in  t o  ge t  t he  w i l l i e s .  No  one  has  eve r  done
t h i s .  I  d o n ?t know if the cool linoleum under my legs is the
last thing I will ever  feel .  Sweat dr ips down between my breasts as
the apparatus begins to hum. There is  a moment of  intense?sensation.
It?s not sound, or vibration, or anything I  c a n  q u a n t i f y .  I t ?s
as if all the fingernails in the world are suddenly raked  down
al l  the blackboards,  and in the same moment oxygen is t ransmuted to
lead .  I  am p ressed  to  the  f l oo r  by  a  mons t rous  fo rce ,  bu t  eve ry  ha i r
on  my  body  i s  e rec t .  Jus t  when  I  f ee l  I  can ?t stand it any more,
the humming stops .

M y  p u l s e  i s  r a c i n g ,  a n d  I  f e e l  d i z z y ,  a  l i t t l e  n a u s e o u s .  I  s i t  f o r  a
minute,  ha l f -expect ing Dr .  Chambers to  come in  and te l l  me the
exper iment  has  fa i led ,  bu t  no  one  comes.  I  t r y  to  s tand ?my right leg
has fallen asleep?and grope for t h e  l i g h t  s w i t c h  n e a r  t h e  d o o r .

I n  t h e  l i g h t  f r o m  t h e  s i n g l e  b u l b ,  I  s e e  t h a t  t h e  a p p a r a t u s  i s  g o n e ,
but  the gray meta l  shelves are s tacked wi th  the same boxes of  g loves
and shop towels .  My leg  a l l  p ins  and need les ,  I  lean aga ins t  a  brown
cardboard box stenci led Bayside Laundry Service,  San Francisco 3,
C a l i f o r n i a .

I t  takes  me a  m inu te  be fo re  I  rea l i ze  wha t ?s odd. Either those are
very old t o w e l s ,  o r  I ?m somewhere pre-ZIP code.  

I  le t  myse l f  ou t  o f  the  c loset ,  and walk  awkward ly  down the empty
hal lway,  my spectator  pumps echoing on the l ino leum. I  search for
f u r t h e r  c o n f i r m a t i o n .  T h e  f i r s t  r o o m  I  p e e r  i n t o  i s  a  l a b ?high
stools in front of black s lab tab les  w i th  bunsen burners ,  g ray
b o x e s  f u l l  o f  d i a l s  a n d  s w i t c h e s .  A  s l i d e  r u l e  a t  e v e r y  s t a t i o n .  

I ?ve made it. 

F r i d a y ,  F e b r u a r y  1 7 ,  1 9 5 6 .  7 : 0 0  a . m .

The campus is  deser ted on th is  dr izz ly  February dawn,  as is  Telegraph
Avenue .  The  s t r ee t l i gh t s  a re  s t i l l  on ?white lights, not yellow
sodium?and through the m i s t  I  c a n  s e e  f a i n t  l i n e s  o f  r e d  a n d  g r e e n
neon on s tores  down the avenue.  I  fee l  l i ke  Marco Po lo  as  I  nav igate
th rough  a  wo r l d  t ha t  i s  bo th  a l i en  and  f am i l i a r .  The  bu i l d i ngs  a re  t he
same,  bu t  the  s to re f ron ts  and  s igns  look  l i ke  s tage  se ts  o r  pho tos
from old L i f e  magazines. 

I t  takes me more than an hour to walk downtown. I  am disor iented by
each  shop  w indow,  each  pass ing  ca r .  I  f ee l  as  i f  I ?m a little drunk,
walking too a t ten t ive ly  th rough the  landscape,  and not  connected to
i t .  M a y b e  i t ?s the co l o r s .  Eve ry th i ng  l ooks  t oo  r ea l .  I  g rew  up  w i t h
gra iny  b lack-and-whi te  TV reruns and 50s techn ico lor  f i lms that  have
faded  ove r  t ime ,  and  i t ?s d i s c o n c e r t i n g  t h a t  t h i s  w o r l d  i s  n o t
ove r l a i d  w i t h  t ha t  p i nk -o range  t i nge .



The warm aromas of  cof fee and bacon lure me into a hole- in- the-wal l
c a f e .  I  o r d e r  t h e  s p e c i a l ?eggs, bacon, hash browns and toast. The
toast comes dripping  w i t h  b u t t e r  a n d  t h e  j e l l y  i s  i n  a  g l a s s  j a r ,
n o t  a  l i t t l e  p l a s t i c  t u b .  W h e n  t h e  b i l l  c o m e s  i t  i s  5 5 ¢ .  I  l e a v e  a
generous dime t ip then catch the yel low F bus and r ide down Shat tuck
Avenue, star ing at  the round-fendered black Chevys and occasional  p ink
S t u d e b a k e r s  t h a t  f i l l  t h e  s t r e e t s .  

The bus is  fu l l  o f  morning commuters?men in dark jackets and hats,
women in d r e s s e s  a n d  h a t s .  I n  m y  t a i l o r e d  s u i t  I  f i t  r i g h t  i n .  I ?m
surprised that no one  looks 50s?retro 50s?the 50s that filtered
down to the 90s. No poodle skirts, no  DA ha i rcu ts .  A l l  the  men
remind me of  my pop.  A man in  a  gray fe l t  hat  has the Chronicle ,  a n d  I
read over  h is  shoulder .  Eisenhower is  consider ing a second term. The
San Francisco pol ice chief  promises a crackdown on v ice.  Peanuts  tops
the comics page and there?s a Rock Hudson movie playing at the Castro
Theatre.  Nothing new there.

As we cross the Bay Br idge I?m amazed at how small San Francisco
looks?the sky l i ne  i s  ca rved  s tone ,  no t  g lass  and  s tee l  t owers .  A
green Muni  s t reetcar  takes me down the middle of  Market  Street  to
P o w e l l .  I  c h e c k  i n t o  t h e  S t .  F r a n c i s ,  t h e  c i t y ?s finest hotel. My
room costs less than I?ve paid for a night  i n  a  M o t e l  6 .

A l l  my  wor ld ly  goods  f i t  on  the  desk top ?Chambers?s manuscript; a
brown l e a t h e r  w a l l e t  w i t h  a  d r i v e r ?s license, a Berkeley faculty
c a r d ,  a n d  t w e n t y - t h r e e  d o l l a r s  i n  s m a l l  b i l l s ;  t h e  i n v i t a t i o n  t o  t h e
recep t ion  ton igh t ;  and  30 ,000  do l la rs  in  banded  s tacks  o f  50 -do l la r
b i l l s .  I  p u l l  t h r e e  b i l l s  o f f  t h e  t o p  o f  o n e  s t a c k  a n d  p u t  t h e  r e s t  i n
the  d rawer ,  under  the  c ream-co lo red  ho te l  s ta t ionery .  I  have  to  ge t
ou t  o f  t h i s  su i t  and  t hese  shoes .

Woolworth?s has a toothbrush and other plastic toiletries, and a
tin "Tom Co rbe t t ,  Space  Cade t "  a la rm c lock .  I  f i nd  a  pa i r  o f  p lea ted
pan ts ,  an  Ox fo rd  c l o th  sh i r t ,  and  woo l  swea te r  a t  t he  C i t y  o f  Pa r i s .
Macy?s Men?s Shop yields a p a i r  o f  " d u n g a r e e s "  a n d  t w o  t - s h i r t s  I
can s leep in?69 cents each. A snippy  c le rk  g i ves  me the  eye  in  the
Boys  depar tmen t ,  so  I  i nven t  a  nephew,  l i t t l e  B i l l y ,  and  buy  h im b lack
baske tba l l  sneakers  tha t  a re  jus t  my  s ize .  

A f te r  a  shower  and  a  change  o f  c lo thes ,  I  t r y  to  co l l ec t  my  though ts ,
b u t  I ?m t o o  k e y e d  u p  t o  s i t  s t i l l .  I n  a  f e w  h o u r s  I ?ll actually be
in the same room as  Sara  Baxter  C larke .  I  can ?t distinguish
between fear and excitement, and spend  the af ternoon wandering
a i m l e s s l y  a r o u n d  t h e  c i t y ,  g a w k i n g  l i k e  a  t o u r i s t .

F r i d a y ,  F e b r u a r y  1 7 ,  1 9 5 6 .  7 : 0 0  p . m .

Back in  my spectator  pumps and my ta i lored navy su i t ,  I  present  mysel f
a t  the  doorway o f  the  recept ion  ba l l room and sur render  my inv i ta t ion .
The tuxedoed young man looks over my shoulder,  as i f  he?s expecting
someone behind me. After  a  moment  he  c lears  h is  th roat .

"And you?re Mrs.??" he asks, looking down at his typewritten
list.

"Dr .  McCu l lough , "  I  say  coo l l y ,  and  g ive  h im an  even  s ta re .  "Mr .



Chambers is  out  of  town.  He asked me to take h is  p lace."

After a moment?s hesitation he nods, and writes my name on a
white card, p i n n i n g  i t  t o  m y  l a p e l  l i k e  a  c o r s a g e .

Ba l l room A is  a  sea o f  g ray  su i ts ,  c rew cu ts ,  bow- t ies  and heavy
black-r immed glasses.  Almost everyone is male,  as I  expected,  and
almost  everyone is  smoking,  which surpr ises me.  Over  in  one corner  is
a  knot  o f  women in  br igh t  cock ta i l  d resses,  each w i th  a  lacquered
f o o t b a l l  h e l m e t  o f  h a i r .  B a r b i e ?s cultural foremothers.

I  accept  a canapé f rom a passing wai ter  and ease my way to the corner .
Which one is  Dr .  Clarke? I  s tand a few feet  back,  scanning nametags.
Mrs. Niels Bohr.  Mrs. Richard Feynman. Mrs. Ernest Lawrence. I  am
impressed by the company I?m in,  and dismayed that none of the women
has a  name of  her  own.  I  smi le  an empty  cockta i l  par ty  smi le  as  I  move
away f rom the wives and scan the room.  Gray su i ts  w i th  a  spr ink l ing  o f
b l u e ,  b u t  a l l  m a l e .  D i d  I  a r r i v e  t o o  e a r l y ?  

I  am l ook ing  f o r  a  sa fe  co rne r ,  one  w i t h  a  l a rge ,  she l t e r i ng  po t t ed
pa lm,  when I  hear  a  b lus te ry  ma le  vo ice  say ,  "So,  Dr .  C la rke .  Try ing
the H.G.  Wel ls  route,  are you? Waste of  the taxpayer?s money, all
that science fiction stuff,  don?t you think?"

A woman?s voice answers. "Not at all. Perhaps I can change your
mind at Monday?s session." I can?t see her y e t ,  b u t  h e r  v o i c e  i s
s m o o t h  a n d  r i c h ,  w i t h  a  b i t  o f  a  l i l t  o r  a  b r o g u e ?one of those vocal
clues that says "I?m not an Amer i can . "  I  s tand  roo ted  to  the
carpet ,  so  awest ruck  I ?m unable to move.  

" J immy ,  w i l l  you  see  i f  t he re ?s more champagne about?" I hear her
ask. I see a  mot ion  in  the  sea o f  g ray  and as ton ish  myse l f  by
f l a g g i n g  a  w a i t e r  a n d  t a k i n g  t w o  s l e n d e r  f l u t e s  f r o m  h i s  t r a y .  I  s t e p
f o r w a r d  i n  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  o f  h e r  v o i c e .  " H e r e  y o u  g o , "  I  s a y ,  t r y i n g  t o
keep my hand from shaking. " I?ve got an e x t r a . "

"How very  resource fu l  o f  you , "  she  laughs .  I  am surp r i sed  tha t  she  i s
a  few inches  shor te r  than me.  I ?d forgotten she?d be about my age.
She takes the glass  and o f fers  me her  o ther  hand.  "Sara Clarke, "  she
says.

"Carol  McCul lough." I  touch her palm. The room seems suddenly br ight
and the vo ices around me fade in to  a  murmur.  I  th ink for  a  moment  that
I ?m demater ia l i z ing  back to  1995,  but  no th ing so  dramat ic  happens.  I?
m just so s t u n n e d  t h a t  I  f o r g e t  t o  b r e a t h e  w h i l e  I  l o o k  a t  h e r .

S ince I  was ten  years  o ld ,  no  mat ter  where  we l i ved,  I  have had a
p i c t u r e  o f  S a r a  B a x t e r  C l a r k e  o v e r  m y  d e s k .  I  c u t  i t  o u t  o f  t h a t  o l d
phys i cs  magaz ine .  I t  i s  g ra iny ,  b lack  and  wh i te ,  t he  on l y  pho to  o f  he r
I ?ve ever found. I n  i t ,  s h e ?s who I  always wanted to be?competent,
serious, every inch a scientist. She wears  a  wh i te  lab  coa t  and  a
pa i r  o f  r im less  g lasses ,  he r  ha i r  pu l l ed  back  f rom he r  f ace .  A  ba ld
man in  an  iden t ica l  lab  coa t  i s  showing  her  a  p iece  o f  equ ipment .
Ne i t he r  o f  t hem i s  sm i l i ng .

I  k n o w  e v e r y  i n c h  o f  t h a t  p i c t u r e  b y  h e a r t .  B u t  I  d i d n ?t know that
her hair was a  coppery  red,  or  that  her  eyes were such a  deep,  c lear
green.  And unt i l  th is  moment ,  i t  had never  occur red to  me tha t  she



could laugh.

The s lender  b lond  man s tand ing  nex t  to  her  in te r rup ts  my rever ie .  " I ?
m Jim Kennedy, Sara?s assistant."

J im  Kennedy .  He r  f i ancé .  I  f ee l  l i ke  t he  cha rac te rs  i n  my  favo r i t e
nove l  a re  a l l  com ing  t o  l i f e ,  one  by  one .  

"You?re not a wife, are you?" he asks .

I  shake my head.  "Post  doc.  I?ve only been at Cal a month."

He smiles. "We?re neighbors, then. What?s your field?"

I  take  a  deep b rea th .  "Tempok ine t i cs .  I ?m a great admirer of Dr.
Clarke?s work."  The b lustery man scowls at  me and leaves in  search of
o ther  prey.  

"Rea l l y? "  Dr .  C la rke  tu rns ,  ra i s ing  one  eyebrow in  su rp r i se .  "We l l
then we should have a chat.  Are you??" She stops in mid-sentence
and swears almost  i naud ib l y .  "Damn .  I t ?s Dr. Wilkins and I must
be pleasant. He?s quite a muckety-muck at the NSF, and I need the
funding. "  She takes a long swal low of  champagne,  dra in ing the crys ta l
f lu te.  "J immy, why don?t you get Dr. McCullough  another  dr ink and
see  i f  you  can  pe rsuade  he r  to  j o in  us  fo r  supper . "

I  s ta r t  to  make a  po l i te  p ro tes t ,  bu t  J immy takes  my e lbow and s teers
me through the crowd to an unoccupied sofa.  Hal f  an hour  la ter  we are
deep in  a d iscussion of  quantum f ie ld  theory when Dr.  Clarke appears
and says,  "Let?s make a  d i s c r e e t  e x i t ,  s h a l l  w e ?  I ?m famished."

L i ke  consp i ra to rs ,  we  s l i p  ou t  a  s i de  doo r  and  down  a  f l i gh t  o f
se rv i ce  s ta i r s .  The  Powe l l  S t ree t  cab le  ca r  takes  us  over  Nob  H i l l
in to  Nor th  Beach,  the I ta l ian sect ion o f  town.  We walk  up Columbus to
one o f  my favor i te  res taurants ?the New Pisa?where I discover that
nothing much has changed in forty  years  excep t  the  p r i ces .

The  wa i te r  b r i ngs  a  ca ra fe  o f  red  w ine  and  a  t r i o  o f  squa t  d r i nk ing
g lasses and we eat  fami ly  s ty le?bowls of pasta with red sauce and
steaming loaves of  c rus ty  gar l i c  b read.  I  am speech less  as  Sara
Bax te r  C la rke  ta lks  abou t  her  work ,  b l i the ly  answer ing  ques t ions  I
have  wan ted  to  ask  my  who le  l i f e .  She  i s  b r i l l i an t ,  f asc ina t i ng .  And
beaut i fu l .  My food d isappears  w i thout  me no t ic ing  a  s ing le  mouth fu l .

O v e r  c o f f e e  a n d  s p u m o n i  s h e  i n s i s t s ,  f o r  t h e  t h i r d  t i m e ,  t h a t  I  c a l l
her  Sara,  and asks me about  my own studies.  I  have to catch mysel f  a
few t imes,  b i t ing back c i ta t ions f rom Stephen Hawking and other  works
that won?t be pub l i shed  fo r  decades .  I t  i s  such  an  engross ing ,
exh i l a ra t i ng  conversa t i on ,  I  can ?t bring myself to shift it to
Chambers?s agenda. We leave when we not ice the restaurant  has no
other customers.

"How about a nightcap?" she suggests when we reach the sidewalk.

"No t  fo r  me , "  J immy begs  o f f .  " I ?ve got an 8:30 symposium tomorrow
morning. But why don?t you two go on ahead. The Paper Doll is
j us t  a round the  corner . "  



Sara g ives h im an odd,  co ld look and shakes her  head.  "Not  funny,
James,"  she says and g lances over  a t  me.  I  shrug noncommit ta l ly .  I t?s
seems they have a  p r i v a t e  j o k e  I ?m not in on.

"Jus t  a  thought , "  he  says ,  then k isses  her  on  the  cheek and leaves.
Sara and I walk down to Vesuvio?s, one of the bars where Kerouac,
Ferlinghetti, and  Ginsberg spawned the Beat Generation. Make that
w i l l  spawn.  I  th ink  we?re a  few months too ear ly .  

Sara  o rders  ano ther  cara fe  o f  raw red  w ine .  I  fee l  shy  a round her ,
i n t i m i d a t e d ,  I  g u e s s .  I ?ve dreamed of meeting her for so long,
and I want her to  l i ke  me.  As  we beg in  to  ta lk ,  we d iscover  how
s imi la r ,  and lone ly ,  our  ch i ldhoods were .  We were ra ised as  on ly
chi ldren. We both begged for chemistry sets we never got.  We were
expected to know how to i ron,  not  know about ions.  Midway through her
second g lass of  wine,  Sara s ighs.

"Oh ,  bugge r  i t  a l l .  No th i ng ?s really changed, you know. It?s
still just sn ickers  and snubs .  I ?m tired of fighting for a seat
in the old boys? club. Monday?s paper represents five years of
hard work, and there aren?t a handful of p e o p l e  a t  t h i s  e n t i r e
conference who?ve had the decency to treat me as anything  bu t  a
joke . "  She squeezes  her  napk in  in to  a  t igh te r  and t igh te r  wad,  and a
tear  t r i ck les  down her  cheek.  "How do you s tand i t ,  Caro l?"  

How  can  I  t e l l  he r?  I ?ve stood it because of you. You?re my hero.
I?ve always asked myself  what Sara Baxter Clarke would do, and
steeled mysel f  to push through. But  now she?s not a hero. She?s
real, this woman across the table from me. This Sara?s not the
invincible, ever-practical scientist I always thought  she was.
She?s as young and as vulnerable as I am.  

I  want  to  ease her  pa in  the way that  she,  as my imaginary  mentor ,  has
always eased mine. I  reach over and put my hand over hers;  she
s t i f fens ,  bu t  she  doesn ?t pull away. Her hand is soft under mine,
and I think of touching her  h a i r ,  g e n t l y  b r u s h i n g  t h e  r e d  t e n d r i l s
o f f  t he  back  o f  he r  neck ,  k i ss i ng  t he  sa l t y  t ea rs  on  he r  cheek .

Maybe I?ve always had a c rush on Sara Baxter  C larke.  But  I  can?t be
falling i n  l ove  w i t h  he r .  She ?s straight. She?s 40 years older
than I am. And in the  back  o f  my  m ind ,  t he  ch i l l i ng  vo i ce  o f
rea l i ty  reminds me that  she?ll also be dead in  two days .  I  can ?t
reconcile that with the v ib ran t  woman s i t t ing  in  th is  smoky Nor th
Beach bar.  I  don?t want to. I drink two more glasses of wine and
hope tha t  w i l l  s i lence  the  vo ice  long  enough fo r  me to  en joy  these  few
moments. 

We a re  s t i l l  t a l k ing ,  ou r  f i nge r t i ps  b rush ing  on  the  sca r red  wooden
tab le top ,  when the  bar tender  announces  las t  ca l l .  "Oh,  b loody  he l l , "
she  says .  " I ?ve been hav ing  such  a  l ove l y  t ime  I ?ve gone and missed
the last ferry. I hope I have  enough for  the cab fare.  My Chevy?s
over in the car park at Berkeley."

"That?s ridiculou s , "  I  h e a r  m y s e l f  s a y .  " I ?ve got a room at the
hotel. Come back  w i th  me  and  ca tch  the  fe r r y  i n  t he  morn ing . "  I t ?s
the wine talking. I don?t know what I?ll do if she says yes. I



want her to say yes so much.  

"No,  I  cou ldn ?t impose. I?ll simply?" she protest s ,  and  then
s tops .  "Oh ,  yes ,  then .  Thank  you .  I t ?s very generous."  

So  he re  we  a re .  A t  2 :00  a .m.  the  ho te l  l obby  i s  p lush  and  u t te r l y
empty .  We r ide  up in  the e levator  in  a  s leepy s i lence that  becomes
awkward as soon as we are alone in the room. I  nervously gather my new
c l o t h e s  o f f  t h e  o n l y  b e d  a n d  g e s t u r e  t o  h e r  t o  s i t  d o w n .  I  p u l l  a
t - s h i r t  o u t  o f  i t s  c r i n k l y  c e l l o p h a n e  w r a p p e r .  " H e r e , "  I  h a n d  i t  t o
h e r .  " I t ?s not elegant, but it?ll have to do as a  n ightgown."

She  looks  a t  t he  t - sh i r t  i n  he r  l ap ,  and  a t  t he  dungarees  and  b lack
sneakers in my arms, an odd expression on her face.  Then she s ighs,  a
deep,  achey sounding s igh.  I t?s the oddest reaction to a t-shirt I
?ve ever heard.

"The Paper  Dol l  would have been a l l  r ight ,  wouldn?t it?" she asks
softly.

Puzz led ,  I  s top  c r ink l ing  the  o ther  ce l lophane wrapper  and lean
aga ins t  t he  d resse r .  " I  guess  so .  I ?ve never been there." She
looks worried, so I keep  t a l k i n g .  " B u t  t h e r e  a r e  a  l o t  o f  p l a c e s  I
haven?t been. I?m new in town.  Just  got  here.  Don?t know anybody
yet, haven?t really gotten around. What kind of  p l a c e  i s  i t ? "

She f reezes  fo r  a  moment ,  then says ,  a lmost  in  a  wh isper ,  " I t ?s a bar
for women."

" O h , "  I  n o d .  " W e l l ,  t h a t ?s okay." Why would Jimmy suggest a gay
bar? It?s  an  odd th ing  to  te l l  your  f iancée.  D id  he  guess  about  me
somehow? Or maybe he just thought we?d be safer there late at
night, since?

My musings?and any other rational thoughts?come to a dead stop
when Sara Baxter  Clarke stands up,  cups my face in both her  hands and
k isses  me gen t l y  on  the  l i ps .  She  pu l l s  away ,  jus t  a  few inches ,  and
looks at  me.

I  can?t believe this is happening. "Aren?t you?isn?t Jimmy??" 

"He?s my dearest chum, and my partner in the lab. But
romantically? No.  Pro tec t ive  camouf lage.  For  bo th  o f  us , "  she
answers,  stroking my face. 

I  don?t know what to do. Every dream I?ve ever had is coming
true tonight. But  how can I  k iss her? How can I  begin someth ing I
know is doomed? She must see the indecision in my face, because she
looks scared,  and s tar ts  to  take a  s tep backwards.  And I  can?t let
her go. Not yet. I put my hand on the back of her  neck  and pu l l
he r  i n to  a  second ,  l onger  k i ss .  

We move to  the  bed a f te r  a  few minu tes .  I  fee l  shy ,  no t  want ing  to
make a wrong move. But she kisses my face, my neck, and pulls me down
onto  her .  We beg in  s lowly ,  caut ious ly  undress ing each o ther .  I  fumble
a t  the  un fami l i a r  ga r te r  be l t s  and  s tock ings ,  and  she  smi les ,  undo ing
the  rubber  c lasps  fo r  me.  Her  s lender  body  i s  pa le  and  f reck led ,  her



breas ts  sma l l  w i th  dus ty  p ink  n ipp les .  

Her  f ingers  gent ly  s t roke my arms,  my th ighs.  When I  hes i tant ly  put  my
mouth on her  breast ,  she moans,  deep in  her  throat ,  and laces her
f ingers through my hair .  Af ter a minute her hands ease my head down
her  body.  The ha i r  be tween her  legs  is  g inger ,  the  ends dark  and wet .
I  t as te  the  sa l t y  musk  o f  he r  when  I  pa r t  he r  l i ps  w i th  my  tongue .  She
moans aga in ,  a lmost  a  growl .  When she comes i t  i s  a  s ing le ,  f ie rce
explos ion.

We f ina l ly  fa l l  in to  an exhausted s leep,  spooned around each o ther ,
b o t h  t - s h i r t s  s t i l l  c r u m p l e d  o n  t h e  f l o o r .

S a t u r d a y ,  F e b r u a r y  1 8 ,  1 9 5 6 .  7 : 0 0  a . m .

L igh t  comes  th rough  a  c rack  in  the  cu r ta ins .  I ?m alone in a strange
bed. I?m sure las t  n ight  was a dream, but  then I  hear  the shower  come
on in  the bathroom. Sara emerges a few minutes la ter ,  towel ing her
hair .  She smi les and leans over me?warm and wet and smelling of
soap.

" I  have to  go, "  she whispers ,  and k isses me.  

I  w a n t  t o  a s k  i f  I ?ll see her again, want to pull her down next
to me and h o l d  h e r  f o r  h o u r s .  B u t  I  j u s t  s t r o k e  h e r  h a i r  a n d  s a y
nothing. 

She  s i t s  on  the  edge  o f  t he  bed .  " I ?ve got an eleven o?clock lab,
and there?s a n o t h e r  d r e a d f u l  c o c k t a i l  t h i n g  a t  S t a n f o r d  t h i s
even ing .  I ?d give it a miss,  but Shockley?s going to be there,
and he?s front runner for the next  Nobel ,  so I  have to make an
appearance. Meet me after?"

"Yes, "  I  say ,  b reath ing aga in .  "Where?"

"Why don?t you take the train down. I?ll pick you up at the
Palo Alto station  a t  ha l f -pas t  seven  and  we can  d r i ve  to  the  coas t
f o r  d i n n e r .  W e a r  t h o s e  n i c e  b l a c k  t r o u s e r s .  I f  i t ?s not too dreary,
we?ll walk on the beach."  

She  p i cks  up  he r  w r i nk led  su i t  f r om the  f l oo r  whe re  i t  l anded  l as t
n ight ,  and gets  dressed.  "Ha l f  pas t  seven,  then?"  she says ,  and k isses
my cheek. The door c l icks shut and she?s gone.

I  l i e  t a n g l e d  i n  t h e  s h e e t s ,  a n d  c u r l  u p  i n t o  t h e  p i l l o w  l i k e  a
contented cat .  I  am almost asleep again when an image intrudes?a
crumpled Chevy on the  rocks be low Devi l?s Slide. It?s like a
fragment of a nightmare, not quite real  i n  t h e  m o r n i n g  l i g h t .  B u t
which dream is real now?

Unt i l  l as t  n igh t ,  par t  o f  what  had  made Sara  Bax ter  C la rke  so
compel l ing was her enigmatic death. Like Amel ia Earhart  or James Dean,
she had been a br i l l ian t  s tar  that  ended so abrupt ly  she became
l e g e n d a r y .  L a r g e r  t h a n  l i f e .  B u t  I  c a n  s t i l l  f e e l  w h e r e  h e r  l i p s
brushed my cheek. Now she?s very much life-size, and  desp i te
Chambers?s warnings, I will do anything to keep her that way .

S a t u r d a y ,  F e b r u a r y  1 8 ,  1 9 5 6 .  7 : 2 0  p . m .



T h e  p l a t f o r m  a t  t h e  P a l o  A l t o  t r a i n  s t a t i o n  i s  c o l d  a n d  w i n d y .  I ?m
glad I ?ve go t  a  sweater ,  bu t  i t  makes  my su i t  jacke t  uncomfor tab ly
t igh t  ac ross  my  shou lders .  I ?ve finished the newspaper and am
reading the train schedule when  Sara comes up behind me.

"Hu l lo  there , "  she says .  She ?s wearing a nubby beige dress under
a dark woo l  coa t  and  looks  qu i te  e legan t .

"H i . "  I  r each  t o  g i ve  he r  a  hug ,  bu t  she  s teps  back .

"Have you gone mad?" she says, scowling. She crosses her arms over her
chest .  "What  on ear th were you th ink ing?"

" S o r r y . "  I ?m not sure what I?ve done. "It?s nice to see yo u , "  I
say  hes i t an t l y .

"Yes,  we l l ,  me too.  But  you can?t just?oh, you know," she says,
waving her hand.

I  don?t, so I shrug. She gives me an annoyed look, then turns
and opens the ca r  door .  I  s tand  on  the  pavement  fo r  a  minu te ,
bew i lde red ,  then  ge t  i n .

Her Chevy feels huge compared to the Toyota I  dr ive at  home, and there
are  no  sea tbe l ts .  We dr ive  in  uncomfor tab le  s i lence  a l l  th rough Pa lo
A l to  and  on to  the  w ind ing ,  two- lane  road  tha t  leads  to  the  coas t .  Our
second date isn?t going w e l l .  

A f te r  abou t  ten  m inu tes ,  I  can ?t stand it any more. "I?m sorry
about the hug. I  g u e s s  i t ?s still a big deal here, huh?"

She  tu rns  he r  head  s l i gh t l y ,  s t i l l  keep ing  he r  eyes  on  t he  road .
"Here?" she asks.  "What  utopia are you f rom, then?"

I  spen t  t he  day  wande r i ng  t he  c i t y  i n  a  k i nd  o f  haze ,  a l t e rna te l y
g iddy in  love and worry ing about  th is  moment .  How can I  te l l  her  where
?when?I?m from? And how much shou ld  I  te l l  her  about  why? I  count  to
th ree ,  and  then  count  aga in  be fo re  I  answer .  "F rom the  fu tu re . "

"Very  funny , "  she  says .  I  can  hear  i n  he r  vo i ce  tha t  she ?s hurt. She
stares s t ra igh t  ahead aga in .

" S a r a ,  I ?m serious. Your work on time travel isn?t just theory.
I?m a post -doc a t  Ca l .  In  1995.  The head o f  the phys ics  depar tment ,
Dr.  Chambers,  sent  me back here to ta lk to you.  He says he worked wi th
you and Jimmy, back before he won the Nobel Prize."

She doesn?t say anything for a minute, then pulls over onto a
wide place at the  s ide  o f  the  road .  She  sw i tches  o f f  the  eng ine  and
turns towards me.

"Ray Chambers? The Nobel Prize? Jimmmy says he can barely do his own
lab  wo rk . "  She  shakes  he r  head ,  t hen  l i gh t s  a  c i ga re t t e ,  f l i c k i ng  t he
match  ou t  the  w indow in to  the  darkness .  "Ray  se t  you  up  fo r  th is ,  d idn
?t he? To get back at  J immy fo r  las t  te rm ?s grade? Well it?s a
terrible joke," she says turn ing away,  "and you are one of  the
crue les t  peop le  I  have ever  met . "



" S a r a ,  i t ?s not a joke. Please believe me." I reach across the
seat to take he r  hand ,  bu t  she  je rks  i t  away .  

I  t ake  a  deep  b rea th ,  t r y i ng  depe ra te l y  t o  t h i nk  o f  some th ing  tha t
w i l l  conv ince  he r .  "Look ,  I  know i t  sounds  c razy ,  bu t  hea r  me  ou t .  I n
September, Modern Physics i s  go ing  to  pub l i sh  an  a r t i c l e  abou t  you  and
your work.  When I  was ten years old?in 1975?I read it sitting on
the back porch of my  f a t h e r ?s quarters at Fort Or d .  T h a t  a r t i c l e
insp i red  me to  go  in to  sc ience.  I  read about  you,  and I  knew when I
g rew up  I  wanted  to  t rave l  th rough t ime. "  

She s tubs  ou t  her  c igare t te .  "Go on . "

So I  te l l  her  a l l  about  my academic career ,  and my "ass ignment"  f rom
Chambers .  She l i s tens wi thout  in ter rupt ing me.  I  can?t see her
expression in the  darkened car.  

A f t e r  I  f i n i s h ,  s h e  s a y s  n o t h i n g ,  t h e n  s i g h s .  " T h i s  i s  r a t h e r  a  l o t  t o
d iges t ,  you know.  But  I  can?t very well believe in my work
without giving your  s tory  some credence,  can I?"  She l ights  another
c iga re t t e ,  t hen  asks  t he  ques t i on  I ?ve been dreading. "So if you?
ve come all this way to offer me an  enormous sum for my paper,
does that mean something happened to i t?or to me?" I s t i l l  c a n ?t see
her face, but her voice is shaking .

I  can?t  d o  i t .  I  c a n ?t tell her. I grope for a convincing lie.
"There was a f i r e .  A  l o t  o f  p a p e r s  w e r e  l o s t .  Y o u r s  i s  t h e  o n e  t h e y
want."

" I ?m not a faculty member at your  Ca l ,  am I? "

"No."

She  takes  a  l ong  d rag  on  he r  c iga re t te ,  t hen  asks ,  so  so f t l y  I  can
bare ly  hear  her ,  "Am I ?? She lets her question trail off and is
silent for a minute,  then  s ighs  aga in .  "No,  I  won ?t ask. I think I
prefer to bumble about like other  morta ls.  You?re a dangerous
woman, Carol McCullough. I?m afraid you can tell me  too many
th ings  I  have  no  r i gh t  t o  know. "  She  reaches  fo r  t he  i gn i t i on  key ,
then s tops .  "There  is  one th ing  I  must  know,  though.  Was las t  n igh t  as
care fu l l y  p lanned as  every th ing  e lse?"

"Jesus ,  no . "  I  reach  over  and  touch  he r  hand .  She  le ts  me  ho ld  i t  t h i s
t ime .  "No ,  I  had  no  i dea .  O the r  t han  f i nd ing  you  a t  t he  recep t i on ,
l as t  n i gh t  had  no th ing  t o  do  w i t h  sc ience . "

To my great  re l ie f ,  she chuck les .  "Wel l ,  perhaps chemis t ry ,  don ?t you
think?" She g lances in  the  rearv iew mi r ro r  then pu l ls  me across  the
wide f ront  seat  and in to  her  arms.  We ho ld  each o ther  in  the darkness
f o r  a  l o n g  t i m e ,  a n d  k i s s  f o r  e v e n  l o n g e r .  H e r  l i p s  t a s t e  f a i n t l y  o f
g i n .

We have a  le isure ly  d inner  a t  a  res taurant  over look ing  the  beach in
Ha l f  Moon Bay.  Fresh f i sh  and a  dry  wh i te  w ine .  I  have the  urge to
te l l  he r  abou t  the  p ic tu re ,  abou t  how impor tan t  she ?s been to me.
But as I start to speak, I  r ea l i ze  she ?s more important to me
now, so I just tell her that. We finish the  meal gazing at each
o the r  as  i f  we  were  o rd ina ry  l ove rs .



Outs ide  the  res tauran t ,  the  sky  i s  c loudy  and  co ld ,  the  b reeze  tangy
wi th  sa l t  and  ke lp .  Sara  pu l l s  o f f  her  h igh  hee ls  and  we wa lk  down a
sandy path,  hold ing hands in  the darkness.  Wi th in minutes we are both
f reez ing .  I  pu l l  he r  to  me and  lean  down to  k i ss  he r  on  the  deser ted
beach. "You know what I?d like," I  s a y ,  o v e r  t h e  r o a r  o f  t h e  s u r f .

"What?" she murmurs into my neck.

" I ?d like to take you dancing."

She shakes her head. "We can?t. Not here. Not now. It?s against
the law, you know. Or perhaps you don?t. But it is, I?m afraid.
And the  po l i ce  have been on  a  rampage in  the  c i t y  la te ly .  One bar  los t
i ts  l icense just  because two men were hold ing hands.  They arrested
both as sexual  vagrants  and for  be ing?oh, what was the phrase?lewd
and dissolute persons."

"Sexual vagrants? That?s out rageous!" 

"Exact ly what the newspapers said.  An outrage to publ ic decency. J immy
knew one of  the poor  chaps.  He was in  Engineer ing at  Stanford,  but
a f te r  h is  name and address  were  pub l ished in  the  paper ,  he  los t  h is
job .  Does  tha t  s t i l l  go  on  where  you ?re from?"

" I  don ?t think so. Maybe in some places. I don?t really know. I
?m afraid I don?t pay any attention to politics. I?ve never
needed to."

Sara  s ighs.  "What  a  wonder fu l  luxury  tha t  must  be,  not  hav ing to  be so
c a r e f u l  a l l  t h e  t i m e . "

" I  g u e s s  s o . "  I  f e e l  a  l i t t l e  g u i l t y  t h a t  i t ?s not something I
worry about. But I  was four years old when Stonewal l  happened. By
the  t ime  I  came ou t ,  i n  co l l ege ,  be ing  gay  was  more  o f  a  l i f es t y le
than  a  pervers ion .  A t  leas t  in  San Franc isco .  

" I t ?s sure a l o t  m o r e  p u b l i c , "  I  s a y  a f t e r  a  m i n u t e .  " L a s t  y e a r  t h e r e
were a  quar ter  o f  a  mi l l ion  peop le  a t  the Gay Pr ide parade.  Danc ing
down Market  S t ree t  and car ry ing  s igns  about  how great  i t  i s  to  be
queer."

"You?re pulling my leg now. Aren?t you?" When I shake my head
she  sm i l es .  "We l l ,  I ?m glad. I?m glad that this witch hunt ends.
And in a few months, when I  get my equipment up and running,
pe rhaps  I  sha l l  t r ave l  t o  dance  a t  you r  pa rade .  Bu t  f o r  t on igh t ,  why
don?t we just go to my house? At least I?ve got a new h i - f i . "

So we head back up the coast .  One advantage to these old cars,  the
f ron t  sea t  i s  as  b ig  as  a  couch ;  we  d r i ve  up  H ighway  1  s i t t i ng  nex t  t o
each  o the r ,  my  a rm res t ing  on  he r  th igh .  The  ocean  i s  a  f l a t ,  b lack
v o i d  o n  o u r  l e f t ,  u n t i l  t h e  r o a d  b e g i n s  t o  c l i m b  a n d  t h e  w a t e r
d isappears  beh ind  jagged  c l i f f s .  On  the  d r i ve r ?s side the road
drops off steeply as we approach Devil?s Slide.

I  f e e l  l i k e  I ?m coming to the scary part of a movie I?ve seen
before. I?m a f ra id  I  know what  happens next .  My r igh t  hand gr ips  the
upho ls tery  and I  b race myse l f  fo r  the  oncoming car  or  the  loose patch
o f  g r a v e l  o r  w h a t e v e r  i t  i s  t h a t  w i l l  s e n d  u s  s k i d d i n g  o f f  t h e  r o a d



and onto the rocks.

But  noth ing happens.  Sara hums as she dr ives,  and I  rea l ize  that
a l t h o u g h  t h i s  i s  t h e  s p o t  I  d r e a d ,  i t  m e a n s  n o t h i n g  t o  h e r .  A t  l e a s t
n o t  t o n i g h t .

A s  t h e  r o a d  l e v e l s  o u t  a g a i n ,  i t  i s  d e s o l a t e ,  w i t h  f e w  s i g n s  o f
c i v i l i z a t i o n .  J u s t  b e y o n d  a  s i g n  t h a t  s a y s  " S h a r p  P a r k "  i s  a  t r a i l e r
camp  w i t h  a  s t r i ng  o f  ba re  l i gh tbu lbs  ou t l i n i ng  i t s  pe r ime te r .  Ac ross
the  road is  a  seedy look ing  roadhouse w i th  a  neon s ign  tha t  b l inks
"Hazel?s." The parking lot is jammed with  ca rs .  Sa tu rday  n igh t  i n
the middle of  nowhere.

We drive another hundred yards when Sara suddenly snaps her f ingers
and does a U-turn.

Please don?t g o  b a c k  t o  t h e  c l i f f s ,  I  b e g  s i l e n t l y .  " W h a t ?s up?" I
ask out l o u d .

"Hazel?s. Jimmy was telling me about it last week. It?s become
a rather gay c l u b ,  a n d  s i n c e  i t ?s over the county line, out here
in the boondocks, he says  any th ing goes.  Inc lud ing danc ing.
B e s i d e s ,  I  t h o u g h t  I  s p o t t e d  h i s  c a r . "

"Are you sure?"

"No,  but  there  aren?t that many ?39 Packards still on the road.
If it isn?t, we?ll just continue on." She pulls into the
parking lot and finds a space at the  back,  between the t rash cans
and the ocean. 

Hazel?s is a noisy, smoky place?a small, single room with a bar
along one s ide ?jammed wall-to-wall with people. Hundreds of
them, mostly men, but more  than a few women.  When I  look c loser ,  I
rea l ize that  some of  the "men"  are actua l ly  women wi th  s l icked-back
h a i r ,  t i e s ,  a n d  s p o r t c o a t s .

We manage to get two beers, and f ind Jimmy on the edge of the dance
f l o o r ?a minuscule square of  l ino leum, not  more than 10 x 10,  where
dozens of  people  are danc ing to  B i l l  Haley & the Comets b last ing f rom
the jukebox. Jimmy?s in a tweed jacket  and ch inos,  h is  arm around the
wa i s t  o f  a  young  La t i no  man  i n  a  t i gh t  wh i t e  t - sh i r t  and  even  t i gh te r
blue jeans. We elbow our way through to them and Sara gives Jimmy a
k i ss  on  the  cheek .  "Hu l l o ,  l ove , "  she  says .

He?s obviously surprised?shocked?to see Sara, but when he sees
me behind her, h e  g r i n s .  " I  t o l d  y o u  s o . "  

"James, you don?t know the half of it," Sara says, smiling, and
puts her arm around me.

We dance for  a  few songs in  the  hot ,  c rowded bar .  I  take o f f  my
jacke t ,  then  my  swea te r ,  d rap ing  them over  the  ra i l i ng  nex t  to  the
b o t t l e s  o f  b e e r .  A f t e r  t h e  n e x t  s o n g  I  r o l l  u p  t h e  s l e e v e s  o f  m y
but ton-down sh i r t .  When J immy of fers  to  buy another  round of  beers ,  I
look at  my watch and shake my head. I t?s midnight, and as much as I
wanted to  dance wi th  Sara,  I  want  to  s leep wi th  her  even more.



"One las t  dance ,  then  le t ?s go, okay?" I ask, shouting to be
heard over the no ise  o f  the  c rowd and  the  jukebox .  " I ?m bushed."

She nods.  Johnny Mathis star ts to s ing,  and we s low dance, our arms
around each other. My eyes are closed and Sara?s head is resting on
my shoulder when  t h e  f i r s t  o f  t h e  c o p s  b u r s t s  t h r o u g h  t h e  f r o n t
door.

Sunday ,  February  19 ,  1956 .  12 :05  a .m.

A smal l  army of uni formed men storms into the bar.  Everywhere around
us people  are  screaming in  pan ic ,  and I?m buffeted by the bodies
running in all d i rec t i ons .  Peop le  nea r  the  back  race  fo r  t he  rea r
door .  A  red- faced ,  heavy-se t  man in  khak i ,  a  go ld  s ta r  on  h is  ches t ,
c l imbs  on to  the  ba r .  "Th is  i s  a  ra id , "  he  shou ts .  He  has  b rough t
repor te rs  w i th  h im,  and f lashbu lbs  sudden ly  i l l umina te  the  s tunned,
ter r i f ied  faces o f  people  who had been s ipp ing the i r  dr inks  moments
before.

Khak i - sh i r t ed  depu t i es ,  n i gh t s t i c ks  i n  hand ,  b l ock  t he  f r on t  doo r .
There are so many uni forms.  At  least  for ty  men ?highway patro l ,
s h e r i f f ?s department, and  even some army MPs?begin to form a
gauntlet leading to the back door, now the  o n l y  e x i t .

J immy grabs my shoulders.  "Dance wi th  Antonio,"  he says urgent ly .  " I?
ve just m e t  h i m ,  b u t  i t ?s our best chance of getting out of  he re .
I ?ll take Sara." 

I  nod and the Lat ino man?s muscular arms are around my waist. He
smiles shyly jus t  as  someone pu l ls  the p lug on the jukebox and
Johnny Mathis  s tops in  mid-croon.  The room is  quiet  for  a moment,  then
the cops beg in  bark ing orders .  We s tand aga ins t  the ra i l ing ,  J immy?s
arm curled protectively around Sara?s shoulders,  Antonio?s around
mine. Other people have done the same thing, but  t he re  a re  no t
enough women, and men who had been dancing now stand apart from each
other ,  look ing  scared.  

The un i forms are l in ing people  up,  herd ing them l ike  sheep toward the
back .  We jo in  the  l i ne  and  inch  fo rward .  The  g la re  o f  head l igh ts
through the hal f -open back door  cuts  through the smoky room l ike the
beam f rom a mov ie  pro jec tor .  There  is  an  icy  dra f t  and I  reach back
fo r  my  swea te r ,  bu t  t he  r a i l i ng  i s  t oo  f a r  away ,  and  t he  c rush  o f
people too sol id  to move any d i rect ion but  forward.  J immy sees me
shiver ing and drapes h is  spor tcoat  over  my shoulders.  

We are  in  l ine  fo r  more  than an  hour ,  as  the  cops  a t  the  back  door
check everyone?s ID. Sara leans against Jimmy?s chest, squeezing
my hand tightly once  or  twice,  when no one?s looking. I am
scared, shaking, but the uniforms seem to  be  le t t ing  most  peop le
go .  Eve ry  few  seconds ,  a  ca r  s ta r t s  up  i n  t he  pa rk ing  l o t ,  and  I  can
hear the crunch of  t i res on gravel  as someone leaves Hazel?s for t he
freedom of the highway. 

As  we  ge t  c lose r  to  the  door ,  I  can  see  a  l i ne  o f  b lack  vans  parked
jus t  ou ts ide ,  r ing ing  the  ex i t .  They are  pane led w i th  wooden benches,
f i l l ed  w i th  the  men who are  no t  go ing  home,  mos t  o f  them s i t t i ng  w i th
their  shoulders sagging. One van holds a few women with crewcuts or
s l i c k e d - b a c k  h a i r ,  w h o  g l a r e  d e f i a n t l y  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t .  



We are ten people back from the door when Jimmy sl ips a key into my
hand and whispers into my ear. "We?ll have to take separate cars.
Drive Sara?s back to the  c i t y  and  we ?ll meet at the lobby bar in
your hotel."
"The bar  wi l l  be c losed,"  I  whisper  back.  "Take my key and meet  me in
the  room.  I ?ll get another a t  t he  desk . "  He  nods  as  I  hand  i t  t o
him.

The cop at  the door  looks a t  Sara?s elegant dress and coat, barely
glances at her outstretched ID, and waves her and Jimmy outside
without a word.  She pauses at  the door and looks back at  me, but  an MP
shakes  h is  head  and  po in ts  to  the  park ing  lo t .  "Now or  never ,  l ady , "
he says,  and Sara and J immy disappear in to the n ight .

I ?m alone. Antonio is a total stranger, but his strong arm is
my only support u n t i l  a  m a n  i n  a  s u i t  p u l l s  h i m  a w a y .  " N i c e  t r y ,
sweet ie , "  the  man says  to  h im.  "Bu t  I ?ve seen you in here before,
dancing with your pansy friends." He turns to  t he  khak i - sh i r t ed
deputy and says, "He?s one of the perverts. Book him." The cop
pu l ls  Anton io?s arm up between his shoulder blades, then cuffs
his hands behind  h i s  b a c k .  " T i m e  f o r  a  l i t t l e  r i d e ,  p r e t t y  b o y , "  h e
gr ins ,  and  d rags  An ton io  ou t  i n to  one  o f  the  b lack  vans .

Wi thou t  t h i nk ing ,  I  t ake  a  s tep  towards  h i s  re t rea t i ng  back .  "No t  so
fast , "  says another  cop,  w i th  acne scars  across both  cheeks.  He looks
at Jimmy?s jacket ,  and down at  my pants and my black basketbal l  shoes
with a sneer.  Then he puts h is hands on my breasts,  groping me. "Loose
o n e s .  N o t  a l l  t i e d  d o w n  l i k e  t h o s e  o t h e r  h e - s h e s .  I  l i k e  t h a t . "  H e
leers and p inches one of  my n ipp les.

I  ye l l  f o r  he lp ,  and  t r y  to  pu l l  away ,  bu t  he  laughs  and  shoves  me up
aga ins t  the  s tack  o f  beer  cases  tha t  l ine  the  back  ha l lway .  He pokes
his  n ights t ick  between my legs.  "So you want  to  be a man,  huh,
butch ie? Wel l  jus t  what  do you th ink  you?ve got in there?" He jerks
his nightstick up in to my crotch so hard tears come to my eyes.  

I  s t a r e  a t  h i m ,  i n  p a i n ,  i n  d i s b e l i e f .  I  a m  t o o  s t u n n e d  t o  m o v e  o r  t o
say anything. He cuffs my hands and pushes me out the back door and
in to  the  van wi th  the  o ther  g la r ing  women.  

Sunday ,  February  19 ,  1956 .  10 :00  a .m.

I  p l ead  gu i l t y  t o  be ing  a  sex  o f fende r ,  and  pay  the  $50  f i ne .  Be ing
arrested can?t ruin my  l i f e .  I  d o n ?t even exist here.  

Sara and Jimmy are wai t ing on a wooden bench outs ide the holding cel l
o f  t he  San  Ma teo  Coun ty  j a i l .  "A re  you  a l l  r i gh t ,  l ove?"  she  asks .  

I  s h r u g .  " I ?m exhausted. I didn?t sleep. There were ten of us in
one cell. The woman next to me?a stone butch??really tough,
Frankie?she had a pompadour?two cops took her down the hall?when
she came back the whole side of  her  face  was  swo l len ,  and  a f te r
tha t  she d idn?t say anything to anyone, but I?m o k a y ,  I  j u s t ?" I
start to shake. Sara takes one arm and Jimmy takes the other,
and  they  wa lk  me  gen t l y  ou t  to  the  pa rk ing  lo t .

The  t h ree  o f  us  s i t  i n  t he  f r on t  sea t  o f  J immy ?s car, and as soon



as we are  ou t  o f  s igh t  o f  the  ja i l ,  Sara  pu ts  her  a rms around me and
holds me, brushing the hair  of f  my forehead. When Jimmy takes the
turnof f  to  the San Mateo br idge,  she says,  "We checked you out  o f  the
h o t e l  t h i s  m o r n i n g .  P r e c i o u s  l i t t l e  t o  c h e c k ,  a c t u a l l y ,  e x c e p t  f o r  t h e
br ie fcase.  Anyway,  I  thought  you?d be more comfortable at  my house.
We need to get you some breakfast and a bed." She kisses me on the
cheek .  " I ?ve told Jimmy everything, by the way."  

I  nod  s leep i l y ,  and  the  nex t  th ing  I  know we ?re standing  on  the  f ron t
steps of a brown shingled cottage and Jimmy?s pulling away. I don?t
think I?m hungry, but Sara makes scrambled eggs and bacon and toast,
and  I  ea t  eve ry  sc rap  o f  i t .  She  runs  a  ho t  ba th ,  g r imac ing  a t  t he
purpling, thumb-shaped bruises on my upper arms, and gently washes my
ha i r  and my back.  When she tucks  me in to  bed,  pu l l ing  a  b lue qu i l t
a round  me ,  and  cu r l s  up  bes ide  me ,  I  s t a r t  t o  c r y .  I  f ee l  so  ba t t e red
and  so  f rag i l e ,  and  I  can ?t remember the last time someone took
care of me th is  way.

Sunday ,  February  19 ,  1956 .  5 :00  p .m.

I  wake  up  to  t he  sound  o f  ra in  and  the  en t i c i ng  sme l l  o f  po t  roas t
bak ing in  the oven.  Sara has la id  out  my jeans and a brown sweater  a t
the  end  o f  t he  bed .  I  pu t  t hem on ,  t hen  pad  ba re foo t  i n to  the  k i t chen .
There are cardboard boxes pi led in one corner,  and Jimmy and Sara are
s i t t i n g  a t  t h e  y e l l o w  f o r m i c a  t a b l e  w i t h  c u p s  o f  t e a ,  t a l k i n g
i n t e n t l y .

"Oh good, you?re awake." She stands and gives me a hug. "There?s
tea in the p o t .  I f  y o u  t h i n k  y o u ?re up to it, Jimmy and I need to
t e l l  y o u  a  f e w  t h i n g s . "

" I ?m a little sore, but I?ll be okay. I?m not crazy about the
50s, though." I pour  f rom the heavy ceramic pot .  The tea is  some
sort  of  Chinese b lend,  f ragrant  and smoky.  "What?s up?"

" F i r s t  a  q u e s t i o n .  I f  m y  p a p e r  i s n ?t entire l y ?complete?could there
possibly be any repercussions for  you?"

I  t h i n k  f o r  a  m i n u t e .  " I  d o n ?t think so. If anyone knew exactly
what was in i t ,  t h e y  w o u l d n ?t have sent me."

" S p l e n d i d .  I n  t h a t  c a s e ,  I ?ve come to a decision." She pats the
battered b rown br ie fcase.  " In  exchange fo r  the  ex t raord inary  wad o f
cash in  here,  we shal l  send back a per fect ly  reasonable sounding
pape r .  Wha t  on l y  t he  t h ree  o f  us  w i l l  know  i s  t ha t  I  have  l e f t  a  f ew
th ings  ou t .  Th is ,  fo r  examp le . "  She  p i cks  up  a  pen ,  sc r ibb les  a
complex series of numbers and symbols on a piece of paper, and hands
i t  t o  m e .

I  s t u d y  i t  f o r  a  m i n u t e .  I t ?s very high-level stuff, but I know
enough p h y s i c s  t o  g e t  t h e  g i s t  o f  i t .  " I f  t h i s  r e a l l y  w o r k s ,  i t ?s
the answer to the  energy  prob lem.  I t ?s exactly the piece  Chambers
needs."

"Ve ry ,  ve ry  good , "  she  says  sm i l i ng .  " I t ?s also the part I will
never give h im . "

I  ra ise one eyebrow.



" I  r e a d  t h e  f i r s t  f e w  c h a p t e r s  o f  h i s  d i s s e r t a t i o n  t h i s  a f t e r n o o n
whi le  you were s leep ing, "  she says,  tapp ing the manuscr ip t  w i th  her
p e n .  " I t ?s a bit uneven ,  a l t hough  pa r t s  o f  i t  a re  qu i t e  good .
Unfor tunate ly ,  the good par ts  were wr i t ten by a graduate student  named
Gi lber t  Young."

I  ra i se  the  o the r  eyebrow.  "Bu t  tha t  paper ?s what Chambers wins the
Nobel f o r . "

"Son o f  a  b i tch . "  J immy s laps  h is  hand down onto  the  tab le .  "G i l  was
work ing  fo r  me  wh i l e  he  f i n i shed  the  l as t  o f  h i s  d i sse r ta t i on .  He  was
a  b r i g h t  g u y ,  o r i g i n a l  r e s e a r c h ,  s o l i d  f u t u r e ?but he started having
these headaches. The tumor  was inoperable,  and he died s ix months
ago. Ray said he?d clean out Gil?s office f o r  m e .  I  j u s t  f i g u r e d  h e
was t ry ing to  get  back on my good s ide. "

"We can?t change what Ray does with Gil?s work. But I won?t
give him my work  to  s tea l  in  the fu ture. "  Sara shoves Chambers?s
manuscript to the  o t h e r  s i d e  o f  t h e  t a b l e .  " O r  n o w .  I ?ve decided
not to present my paper in the  morning."

I  f e e l  v e r y  l i g h t h e a d e d .  I  know she doesn?t give her paper ,  bu t ?
"Why not?" I ask .

"Wh i l e  I  was  read ing  the  manusc r ip t  t h i s  a f te rnoon ,  I  hea rd  tha t  f a t
sher i f f  i n te rv iewed on  the  rad io .  They  a r res ted  90  peop le  a t  Haze l ?s
l as t  n igh t ,  Caro l ,  peop le  l i ke  us .  Peop le  who on ly  wanted  to  dance
wi th each other .  But  he kept  bragging about  how they c leaned out  a
nes t  o f  pe rve r t s .  And  I  r ea l i zed ?in a blinding moment of clarity?
that the university i s  a  b r a n c h  o f  t h e  s t a t e ,  a n d  t h e  s h e r i f f  i s
en fo rc ing  the  s ta te ?s laws. I?m working for people who  b e l i e v e  i t ?
s morally right to abuse you?or me?or Jimmy. And I can?t do
that any more."

"Here ,  here ! "  J immy says ,  smi l ing .  "The  on ly  p rob lem is ,  as  I
e x p l a i n e d  t o  h e r  t h i s  m o r n i n g ,  t h e  a d m i n i s t r a t i o n  i s  l i k e l y  t o  t a k e  a
very  d im v iew o f  be ing  embar rassed in  f ron t  o f  every  major  phys ic is t
i n  the  coun t ry .  No t  to  men t ion  they  fee l  Sara ?s research is
university property." He looks at me and  t a k e s  a  s i p  o f  t e a .  " S o
we dec ided  i t  m igh t  be  bes t  i f  Sara  d isappeared  fo r  a  wh i le . "  

I  s tare  a t  both  o f  them,  my mouth  open.  I  have that  same odd fee l ing
o f  d e j a  v u  t h a t  I  d i d  i n  t h e  c a r  l a s t  n i g h t .  

" I ?ve cleaned everything that?s hers out our office and the
l ab , "  J immy  says .  " I t ?s all in the trunk of my car."

"And  those , "  Sara  says ,  ges tu r ing  to  the  boxes  in  the  co rner ,  "a re
what I  value from my desk and my l ibrary here.  Other than my Nana?s
teapot and  some c lo thes ,  i t ?s all I?ll really need for a while.
Jimmy?s family has a vacat ion home out  in  West  Mar in,  so I  won?t
have to worry about rent?or p r i v a c y . "

I ?m still staring. "What about your career?"

Sara puts down her  teacup wi th a bang and begins pacing the f loor .
"Oh,  bugger my career.  I?m not giving up my  work,  j u s t  t h e



un i ve rs i t y ?and its hypocrisy. If one of my colleagues had a
little fling, noth ing much would come of  i t .  But  as a woman, I?m
supposed to be some sort of  p a r a g o n  o f  u n s u l l i e d  V i c t o r i a n  v i r t u e .
Just by being i n  t h a t  b a r  l a s t  n i g h t ,  I  p u t  m y  ?career? in jeopardy
.  They?d crucify me if they knew who?or what?I am. I don?t want
to live that way any more."  

She br ings  the  teapot  to  the  tab le  and s i ts  down,  pour ing  us  each
ano the r  cup .  "End  o f  t i r ade .  Bu t  t ha t ?s why I had to ask about
your money. I t ?s enough to live on  f o r  a  good  l ong  wh i l e ,  and  to
buy  a l l  t he  equ ipment  I  need .  In  a  few months ,  w i th  a  decen t  l ab ,  I
shou ld  be  th is  c lose , "  she  says ,  ho ld ing  her  thumb and fo re f inger
t o g e t h e r ,  " t o  t i m e  t r a v e l  i n  p r a c t i c e  a s  w e l l  a s  i n  t h e o r y .  A n d  t h a t
d iscovery  w i l l  be  mine ?ours. Not the university?s. Not t he
government?s."

Jimmy nods. "I?ll stay down here and finish this term. That way
I  can keep tabs on th ings and order  equipment  wi thout  arousing
suspic ion."  

"Won?t they come looking for you?" I ask Sara. I feel very
surreal .  Part  of  me has always wanted to know why  th i s  a l l  happened ,
a n d  p a r t  o f  m e  f e e l s  l i k e  I ?m just prompting the part I know
comes next.

" N o t  i f  t h e y  t h i n k  t h e r e ?s no reason to look," Jimmy says.  "We?ll
take my car back to Hazel?s and pick up hers. Devil?s S l i d e  i s
on l y  a  f ew  m i l es  up  t he  road .  I t ?s?" 

" I t ?s a rainy night," I finish. "Treacherous stretch of  highway.
Acc idents  happen there a l l  the t ime.  They?ll find Sara?s car in the
morn ing ,  bu t  no  body.  Washed out  to  sea.  Everyone w i l l  th ink  i t ?s
tragic tha t  s h e  d i e d  s o  y o u n g , "  I  s a y  s o f t l y .  M y  t h r o a t  i s  t i g h t  a n d
I ?m fighting back t e a r s .  " A t  l e a s t  I  a l w a y s  h a v e . "

They both stare at  me. Sara gets up and stands behind me, wrapping her
arms around my shoulders. "So that i s  how i t  happens?" she asks,
hugg ing  me t igh t .  "A l l  a long  you ?ve assumed I?d be dead in the
morning?"

I  n o d .  I  d o n ?t trust my voice enough to say anything.  

To  my  g rea t  su rp r i se ,  she  laughs .  "We l l ,  I ?m not going to be.  One of
the  f i r s t  l essons  you  shou ld  have  l ea rned  as  a  sc ien t i s t  i s  neve r
assume, "  she  says ,  k iss ing  the  top  o f  my head.  "But  what  a  te r r ib le
sec re t  f o r  you  to  have  been  ca r t i ng  abou t .  Thank  you  fo r  no t  te l l i ng
me.  I t  wou ld  have ru ined a  per fec t ly  love ly  weekend.  Now le t?s all
have some supper. We?ve a lot t o  d o  t o n i g h t . "

Monday ,  February  20 ,  1956 .  12 :05  a .m.

"What  on ear th are you doing?" Sara asks,  coming in to the k i tchen and
ta l k ing  a round  the  too thb rush  i n  he r  mou th .  " I t ?s our last night?at
l eas t  f o r  a  wh i l e .  I  was  ra the r  hop ing  you ?d be waiting in bed when
I came out o f  the  ba throom."

" I  w i l l .  Two  more  m inu tes . "  I ?m sitting at the kitchen table,



r o l l i n g  a  b l a n k  s h e e t  o f  p a p e r  i n t o  h e r  t y p e w r i t e r .  I  h a v e n ?t let
myself think about  go ing back in  the morn ing,  about  leav ing Sara,
and I?m delaying our i nev i t ab l e  conve rsa t i on  abou t  i t  f o r  as  l ong  as
I  can.  "Whi le  we were  dr iv ing  back  f rom wreck ing your  car ,  I  had an
idea about how to nai l  Chambers." 

She  takes  the  too thbrush  ou t  o f  her  mouth .  " I t ?s a lovely thought ,
but you know you can?t change anything that happens."

" I  can ?t change t h e  p a s t , "  I  a g r e e .  " B u t  I  can set  a  bomb wi th  a  very
long  fuse .  L i ke  40  yea rs . "

"What?  You look  l i ke  the  ca t  tha t ?s eaten the canary." She sits
down next to me.

" I ?ve retyped the title page to Chambers?s dissertation?with
y o u r  n a m e  o n  i t .  F i r s t  t h i n g  i n  t h e  m o r n i n g ,  I ?m going to rent a
large safe deposi t  box at the Wel ls Fargo Bank downtown, and pay the
rent  in advance.  Somet ime in 1995,  there?ll be a miraculous
discovery of a complete Sara Baxter  Clarke manuscript .  The bomb is
that ,  a f ter  her  t rag ic  death,  the esteemed Dr .  Chambers appears  to
have publ ished i t  under his own name?and won the Nobel Prize  f o r
i t . "

"No, you can?t. It?s not my work either, it?s Gil?s and?" she
s tops  in  mid-sentence,  s ta r ing  a t  me.  "And he  rea l l y  i s  dead.  I  don?t
suppose I  dare g ive a  f ig  about  academic cred i t  anymore,  should  I?"

"I  hope not. Besides, Chambers can?t prove it?s not  yours. What?s he
going to say?Carol McCullough went back to the past and set me
up? He?ll look like a total idiot. Without your formula, all he
?s got is a t ime machine that won?t work. Remember, you never
present your paper. Where I come  f rom i t  may be okay to  be queer ,
b u t  t i m e  t r a v e l  i s  s t i l l  j u s t  s c i e n c e  f i c t i o n . "

She laughs.  "Wel l ,  g iven a  cho ice ,  I  suppose tha t ?s preferable. i s n ?
t it?"

I  nod  and  pu l l  t he  shee t  o f  pape r  ou t  o f  t he  t ypewr i t e r .

"You?re quite a resourceful girl, aren?t you?" Sara says,
smi l i ng .  " I  cou ld  use  an  ass is tan t  l i ke  you . "  Then  he r  sm i le  fades  and
she puts her  hand over  mine.  " I  don?t suppose you?d consider
staying on for a few months and help ing me set  up the lab? I  know
we?ve only known each other for two days.  B u t  t h i s ?I?us? Oh,
dammit, what I?m trying to say is I?m going to miss you."

I  squeeze  he r  hand  i n  r e tu rn ,  and  we  s i t  s i l en t  f o r  a  f ew  m inu tes .  I
don?t know what to say. Or  to  do .  I  don ?t want to go back to my
own t ime.  There?s nothing for me in that life. A dissertation
that I now know isn?t t r ue .  An  o f f i ce  w i th  a  b lack  and  wh i te  pho to
o f  t he  on l y  pe rson  I ?ve ever really loved?who?s sitting next to
me, holding my hand. I c o u l d  s i t  l i k e  t h i s  f o r e v e r .  B u t  c o u l d  I
s t a n d  t o  l i v e  t h e  r e s t  o f  m y  l i f e  i n  t h e  c l o s e t ,  h i d i n g  w h o  I  a m  a n d
who I  l ove?  I ?m used to the 90s?I?ve never done research without
a computer, or cooked much without a microwave. I?m afraid if I



don?t go back tomo r row ,  I ?ll be t r apped  i n  t h i s  r eac t i ona ry  pas t
forever .  

"Sa ra , "  I  ask  f i na l l y .  "A re  you  su re  you r  expe r imen ts  w i l l  wo rk? "

She looks at  me,  her  eyes warm and gent le .  " I f  you?re asking if I
can promise you an escape back to your own t ime someday, the answer is
no .  I  can ?t promise you anything, love. But if you?re asking if
I believe in my work,  t h e n  y e s .  I  d o .  A r e  y o u  t h i n k i n g  o f  s t a y i n g ,
then?"

I  n o d .  " I  w a n t  t o .  I  j u s t  d o n ?t know if I can."

"Because  o f  l as t  n igh t? "  she  asks  so f t l y .

"That?s part of it. I was  ra i sed  i n  a  wo r l d  t ha t ?s so d i f f e r e n t .  I
don?t feel right here. I don?t belong."

She k isses my cheek.  " I  know. But  gypsies never  belong to the p laces
they  t rave l .  They  on ly  be long  to  o ther  gyps ies . "  

My eyes are misty as she takes my hand and leads me to the bedroom. 

Monday ,  February  20 ,  1956 .  11 :30  a .m.

I  p u t  t h e  b a t t e r e d  l e a t h e r  b r i e f c a s e  o n  t h e  f l o o r  o f  t h e  s u p p l y  c l o s e t
in  LeConte  Ha l l  and c lose the  door  beh ind me.  At  11 :37 exact ly ,  I  hear
the  humming s ta r t ,  and  when i t  s tops ,  my shou lders  sag  w i th  re l ie f .
What?s done i s  d o n e ,  a n d  a l l  t h e  d i e s  a r e  c a s t .  I n  P a l o  A l t o  a n
a u d i e n c e  o f  r e s t l e s s  p h y s i c i s t s  i s  w a i t i n g  t o  h e a r  a  p a p e r  t h a t  w i l l
neve r  be  read .  And  i n  Be rke ley ,  f a r  i n  t he  f u tu re ,  an  equa l l y  r es t l ess
p h y s i c i s t  i s  w a i t i n g  f o r  a  m e s s e n g e r  t o  f i n a l l y  d e l i v e r  t h a t  p a p e r .

But the messenger isn?t coming back. And that may be the least  o f
Chambers?s worries. 

Th is  morn ing  I  taped the  key  to  the  sa fe  depos i t  box ?and a l i t t l e
no te  abou t  the  d i sse r ta t i on  i ns ide ?into the 1945 bound volume of
The Astrophysical  Journal .  My of f icemate Ted was outraged that no one
had  checked  i t  ou t  o f  t he  Phys i cs  l i b ra ry  s i nce  1955 .  I ?m hoping he?
ll be even more out raged when he d iscovers the secret  that?s hidden
inside it. 

I  walk out of  LeConte and across campus to the coffee shop where Sara
i s  w a i t i n g  f o r  m e .  I  d o n ?t like the political climate here, but
at l e a s t  I  k n o w  t h a t  i t  w i l l  c h a n g e ,  s l o w l y  b u t  s u r e l y .  B e s i d e s ,  w e
don?t have to s t a y  i n  t h e  5 0 s  a l l  t h e  t i m e ?in a few months, Sara
and I  p lan to  do a  lo t  o f  t rave l ing.  Maybe one day some graduate
s tudent  w i l l  want  to  s tudy  the  myster ious  d isappearance o f  Dr .  Caro l
McCullough. Stranger things have happened.

My only  regret  is  not  being able to see Chambers?s face when he
opens that  br ie fcase and there?s no manuscript. Sara and I decided
that even sending back an incomplete version of  her paper was
dangerous.  I t  would give Chambers enough proof that  h is tempokinet ic
exper iment  worked for  h im to  get  more funding and t ry  again.  So the
on ly  th ing  in  the  case is  an anonymous,  undated postcard  o f  the  St .
Franc is  Hote l  tha t  says :  



"Hav ing  a  wonder fu l  t ime.  Thanks  fo r  the  r ide . "  


