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Carl put the call through just as | was packing up for the day. " She says she's some kind of physicigt,” he
sad, and dthough | rarely took calsfrom the public, | jumped on thisone.

"Dr. D'Amato?"' she asked.
IIYS?I

"| saw you on televison last week—on that cable talk show. Y ou said you had apassion for physics.”
Her voice had a breathy elegance.

"True," | said. Forensic science was my profession, but cutting edge physics was my love. Too bad there
wasn't away to nab rapist murderers with spectral traces. "And you're aphysicist?' | asked.

"Ohyes, sorry," shesaid. "'l should introduce myself. I'm Lauren Goldring. Do you know my work?'

"Ahm..." Thenamedid sound familiar. | ran though the Rolodex in my head, though these days my
computer was becoming more reliable than my brain. "Yed" | sngpped my fingers. Y ou had an article in
Sientific American last month about some Hubble data.”

"That'sright," shesaid, and | could hear her relax just abit. "L ook, I'm calling you about my
husband—he's disappeared. | haven't heard from him in two days.”

"Oh," I said. "Wdll that's realy not my department. | can connect you to—" "No, please," shesad. "It's
not what you think. I'm sure his disappearance has something to do with hiswork. He'saphysicist, too."

Forty minutes later | wasin my car on my way to her house, when | should have been home with apizza
and the cat. No contest: aphysicist in distress alwayswins.

Her Bronxville address wasn't too far from minein Y onkers.
"Dr. D'’Amato?" She opened the door.
| nodded. "Phil."

"Thank you so much for coming,” she said, and ushered mein. Her eyeslooked red, like she suffered
from dlergies or had been crying. But few people have dlergiesin March.

The house had aquiet appealing beauty. Asdid she.

"I know the usual expectationsin thesethings," she said. "He has another woman, weve been fighting.
And I'm sure that most women whose vanished husbands have been having affairs are quick to profess
their certainty that that's not what'sgoing onin their cases.”

| smiled. "OK, I'mwilling to start with the assumption that your caseis different. Tell me how."

"Would you like adrink, somewine?' Shewalked over to a cabinet, must've been turn of the century.



"Just ginger de, if you haveit,” | said, leaning back in the plush Morris chair shed shown meinto.

She returned with the ginger de, and some sort of sparkling water for herself. "Well, as| told you on the
phone, lanand | are physicisss—"

"Ishislast name Goldring, like yours?'
Lauren nodded. "And, well, I'm sure this has something to do with his project.”
"Y ou two don't do the same work?" | asked.

"No," shesad. "My aredsthe cosmos at large—big bang theory, black-holesin space, the big picture.
lan'swas, is, on the other end of the spectrum. Literdly. His area's quantum mechanics.” She sarted to
sob.

"It'sOK," | said. | got up and put my hand on her shoulder.

"No," shesaid. "It isn't OK. Quantum mechanics could be frustrating, | know, but not that bad. Why am
| using the past tensefor lan?”

"Y ou think some harm's cometo him?”
"l don't know," her lips quivered. She did know, or thought she knew.

"And you fed this has something to do with hiswork with tiny particles? Was he exposed to dangerous
radiation?'

"No," shesad. "That's not it. He was working on something caled quantum signaling. He dwaystold me
everything about hiswork—and | told him everything about mine—we had that kind of relationship. And
then afew months ago, he suddenly got silent. At first | thought maybe he was having an effar—"

And the thought popped into my head: if | had awoman with your class, an affair with someone ese
would bethelast thing on my mind.

"But then | redlized it was deeper than that. It was something, something that frightened him, in hiswork.
Something that | think he wanted to shield me from.”

"I'm pretty much of an amiable amateur when it comes to quantum mechanics,” | said, "but | know
something about it. Suppose you tel medl you know about lan' swork, and why it could be dangerous.”

What |, in fact, fully grasped about quantum mechanics | could write on apostcard to my sister in Boston
and it would likely fit. It had to do with light and particles so smdl that they were often indistinguishable in
their behavior, and proneto paradox at every turn. A particularly vexing aspect that even Eingtein and his
colleaguestried to tackle in the 1930s involved two particles that at first collided and then traveled a
sublight speedsin opposite directions. would observation of one have an instantaneous effect on the
other? Did the two particles, having once collided, now exist ever after in some sort of mysterious
relationship or field, abond between them so potent that just to measure one was to influence the other,
regardless of how far away? Einstein wondered about thisin athought experiment. Did interaction of
subatomic particlestie ther futures together forever, even if one stayed on Earth and the other wound up
beyond Pluto? Real experimentsin the 1960s and after suggested that's just what was happening, at least
inlocal areas, and this supported Helsenberg's and Bohr's classic " Copenhagen™ interpretation that
quantum mechanics was some kind of mindover-matter desl—that just looking at aquantum or tiny



particle, maybe even thinking about it, could affect not only it but related particles. Einstein would've
preferred to find another cause—non-mental—for such phenomena. But that could lead to an
interpretation of quantum mechanics as faster-than-light action—the particle on Earth somehow sent an
ingtant signd to the particle in gpace—which of course ran counter to Einstein'sreltivity theories.

Wéll, | guessthat would fill more than your average postcard. Thetruth is, blood and semen and DNA
evidence were alot easer to make sense of than quantum mechanics, which was one reason that kind of
esoteric science was just a hobby with me. Of course, one way that QM had it over forensicsisthat it
rarely had to do with dead bodies. But Lauren Goldring was wanting to tell me that maybeit did in at
least one case, her hushand's.

"lan was part of asmal group of physicists working to demonstrate that QM was evidence of
fagter-than-light travel, time travel, maybe both,” she said.

"Not aproduct of the mind?" | asked.
"No," shesad, "not asin thetraditiond interpretation.”
"But doesn't fagter-than-light travel contradict Eingtein?’ | asked.

"Not necessarily," Lauren said. "It seemsto contradict the Smplest interpretations, but there may be
someloopholes.”

"Goon," | sad.

"Well, theresalot of disagreement even among the small group of people lan was working with. Some
think the data supports both faster-than-light and timetravel. Othersare surethat timetrave is
impossible even though—

"Y ou're not saying that you think some crazy envious scientist killed him?* | asked.
"No," Lauren said. "It's much deeper than that.”
A favorite phrase of hers. "I don't understand,” | said.

"Wdl, Stephen Hawking, for one, saysthat athough the equations suggest thet time travel might be
possible on the quantum level, the Universe wouldn't let this happen. . ." She paused and looked at me.
"Y ou've heard about Hawking'swork in this area?'

"I know about Hawking in generd,” | said. "I'm not that much of an amateur. But not about hiswork in
timetrave."

"You're very unusud for aforensic scientist,” she said, with an admiring edge | very much liked.
"Anyway, Hawking thinks that whatever quantum mechanics may permit, the Universe just won't alow
time travel —becausetheleve of paradox time travel would creste would just unravel thewhole
Universe”

"You mean likeif | could get amessage back to JFK that he would be killed, and he believed me and
acted upon that information and didn't go to Dalas and wasn't killed, thiswould create aworld inwhich |
would grow up with no knowledge that JFK had ever been killed, which would mean | would have no
motive to send the message that saved JFK, but if | didn't send that message then JFK would be
killed—"

"That'sit,” Lauren said. "Except on the quantum level you might achieve that paradox by sending back



information just afew secondsin time—say, in the form of acommand that would shut down the
generaing circuit and prevent the information from being sent in the first place—"

"l see" | said.

"And, well, because thingslike that, if they could happen, if they happened dl thetime, would lead to a
congtantly remade, inside-out, salf-effacing universe. Hawking promulgated his “Chronology Protection
Conjecture —the Universe protects the exigting time line, whatever the theoretica possibilities of time
trave."

"How does your husband fit into this?" | asked.

"He wasworking on adevice, an experiment, to disprove Hawking's conjecture,” she said. "He was
trying to create aloca wormhole with tempord effects.”

"And you think he somehow disgppeared into this?' Jeez, this was beginning to sound like abad episode
of "Star Trek." But she seemed rationd, everything she'd outlined made sense, and something in her
manner continued to compel my attention.

"I don't know," shelooked like she was close to tears again.

"All right," | said. "Hereéswhat | think we should do. I'm going to call in lan's disgppearanceto afriend in
the department. He's a precinct captain, and helll take this serioudy. Hell contact al the airports, get
lan's picture out to cops on the beat—"

"But | don't think—"

"I know," | said. "Y ou've got agut fedling that something more profound is going on. And maybe you're
right. But we've got to cover al the bases.”

"OK," shesaid quietly, and | noticed that her lipswere quivering again.

"Will you bedl right tonight? I'll be back to you tomorrow morning.” | took her hand.
"l guess 0," she said huskily, and squeezed my hand.

| didn't fed likeletting go, but | did.

The newsthe next morning wasterrible. | don't care what the shrinks say: flat-out confirmed deathis
aways worse than ambiguous unresolved disappearance.

| couldn't bring myself to just cal her on the phone. | drove to her home, hoping shewasin.
She opened the door. | tried to keep a calm face, but I'm not that good an actor.

She understood immediately. "Oh no!™ she cried out. She staggered and collgpsed in my arms. "Please
no."

"I'msorry,” | said, and touched her hair. | felt like kissing her forehead, but didn't. | hardly knew her, yet
| felt very closeto her, apart of her world. "They found him afew hours ago near Columbia Universty.
Looks like another stupid, sensdaless, goddamned random drive-by shooting. That's the kind of world we
livein." I didn't know whether thiswould in any way lessen her pain. At least his degth had nothing to do
with hiswork.



"No, not random,” she said, sobbing. "Not random.”

"OK," | said, "you need to ret, I'm going to call someone over hereto give you asedative. I'll stay with
you till then."

The medic was over in fifteen minutes. He gave her ashot, and she was adeep afew minutes|ater. "Not
random. Not random,”" she mumbled.

| called the Captain, and asked if he could send auniform over to stay with Lauren for the afternoon. He
wasn't happy—nhis people were overworked, like everyone—but he owed me. Many'sthetime I'd saved
his butt with some piece of evidence I'd uncovered in the back of an orifice.

| dropped by the autopsy. Nothing unusud there. Three bullets from a chesp punk's gun, one shattered
the heart, did al the damage, 1an Goldring's dead. No sign of radiation damage, no strange chemistry in
the body. No possible connection that | could see to anything Lauren had told me. Still, the coroner was
afriend, | explained to him that the victim was the husband of afriend, and asked if he could run any and
every concelvabletest at hisdisposd to determineif there was anything different about this corpse. He
sad sure. | knew he wouldn't find anything, though.

| went back to my office. | thought of calling Lauren and telling her about the autopsy, but sheld be better
off if | let her rest. | wastired of looking at dead bodies. | turned on my computer and looked &t its
screen ingtead. | was on afew physicslists on the Internet. | logged on and did some reading about
Hawking and his chronology protection conjecture.

"Lady physicist on the phonefor you again,” Carl called out. It was late afternoon aready. | logged off
and rubbed my eyes.

"Hi," Lauren said.
"You OK?' | asked.

"Yeah," shesaid. "l just got off the phone with one of the other researchersin lan'sgroup, and | think I've
got part of thisfigured out." She sounded |ess tentative than yesterday—Ilike she was indeed more on top
of what was actually going on, or thought she was—but more worried.

| started to tell her, asgently as| could, about the autopsy.

"Doesn't matter," sheinterrupted me. "I mean, | don't think the way that lan waskilled has any relevance
tothis. It'sthefact that he was killed that counts—the reason he waskilled."

The reason—everyone wants reasonsin thisirrational society. Sciencein the laboratory dealswith
reason. In the outsde world, you're lucky if you can find areason. "I know it'spainful,” | said. "But lan's
death had no reason—hiskiller waslikely just ahigh-flying kid with agun. Happensal thetime. lan was
just inthewrong place. A random victim in the murder |ottery.”

"No, not random," Lauren said. Sheld said the same thing thismorning. | could hear her starting to sob
agan.

"Look, Phil," she continued. "I really think I'm close to understanding this. I'm going to make afew more
cdls I, uh, we hardly know each other, but | fed good talking this out with you. Our conversation last

night helped mealot. Can| call you back in an hour? Or maybe—I don't know, if you're not busy
tonight—could you come over again?"

Shedidn't haveto ask twice. "I'll seeyou a seven. I'll dso bring some food in case you're hungry—you



haveto eat."

| knew even before | drove up that something waswrong. | guess my eyes, after al these years of
looking around crime scenes, are especidly senstive to the week flicker of police lights on the evening
sky a adistance. Theflicker ill turnsmy stomach.

"What's going on here?" | got out of my car, Chinesefood in hand, and asked the uniform.
"Who the hdl areyou?' hereplied. | fumbled for my ID.

"He's OK," Janny Murphy, the uniform who'd come to stay with Lauren in the afternoon, walked over.
"He'sforenscs”

The food dropped from my hand when | saw the expression on her face. Brown moo-shoo pork juice
dribbled down the driveway.

"It'scrazy," Janny said. "Doc saysit's lessthan one in ten thousand. Some rare alergy to the shot the
medic gave her. It wasn't hisfault. It somehow brings out an asthma attack hours later. Fifty percent
fatdity."

"And Lauren—Dr. Goldring—wasin the unlucky part of the curve.”

Janny nodded.

"l don't believethis™" | said, shaking my head.

"I know," Janny said. "Helluva coincidence. Physicist and hiswife, a'so aphyscig, both dying like that.”
"Maybeit'snot acoincidence," | said.

"What do you mean?’ Janny said. "'l don't know what | mean,” | said. "Is Lauren—is the body—still
here?1'd like to have alook at her."

"Help yoursdf," Janny gestured inside the house.

| can't say Lauren looked at peace in death. | could almost still see her lips quivering, straining to tell me
something, though they were as sealed as the deadest night now. | had an urgeto kiss her face. I'd
known her dl of two days, wanted as many timesto kiss her. Now | never would.

| was aware of Janny standing beside me.
"I'm going homenow," | said.

"Sure," Janny said. "The captain says held like to talk to you tomorrow morning. Just to wrap thiswhole
mess up. Bad karma.”

Y eah, karma, likein Fritz Capras Tao of Physics. Likein two entities crossing each other's paths and
then never more touching each other's destinies. Like me and this soul with the soft, <till lips. Except | had
no power to influence Lauren, to make things better for her any more. And thetruth is, | hadn't done
much for her when shewasdive.



| wasawake al night. | logged on to afew more fringy physics listswith my computer and did more
reading. Findly it waslight outside. | thought about caling Stephen Hawking. He was where? Cdifornia?
Cambridge, England? | wasn't sure. | knew he'd be ableto talk to meif I could reach him—I'd seena
video of him talking through a specia device—but held probably think | was crazy when | told him what
| had to say. So | called Jack Donovan instead. He was another friend who owed me. | had lots of
friendslikethat in the city. Jack was a science reporter for Newsday, and 1'd come through for him with
off-the-record background on murder investigationsin my bailiwick lots of times. | hoped held come
through for me now. | was starting to get worried. He had lots of connectionsin the field—he could talk
to scientissswho'd shy away from me, my being in the department and all.

It was seven in the morning. | expected to get his answering machine, but | got him. | told him my story.

"OK," hesaid. "Why don't you go see the captain at the precinct, and then come over to see me? I'll do
some checking around in the meantime.”

| did what Jack said. | kept strictly to the facts with the captain—no suppositions, no chronological or
any other protection schemes—and hetook it al in with his cusomary frown. "Damn shame," he
muttered. "Nicelady like that. They oughtatake that sedative off the market. Damn drug companies are

too greedy.”
"Right," | said.
"You look exhausted,” he said. "Y ou oughta take the rest of the day off. "

"Moreor lesswhat | had in mind," | said, and left for Jack's.

| thought my office was high-tech, but Jack's Hempstead newsroom |ooked like something well into the
next century. Computer screens everywhere you looked, sounds of modems chirping on and off like the
patter of tiny raindrops.

Jack looked concerned. ™Y ou're not going to like this," he said.
"What dseisnew?' | sad. "Try me."

"Widl, you wereright about my having better entree to these physiciststhan you. | did alot of checking,”
Jack said. "There were sx people working actively in conjunction with lan on this project. A few more,
of coursg, if you take into account the usua complement of graduate student assistants. But outside of
that, the project was sealed up pretty tightly—not by the government or any agency, but by the
researchers themsalves. Sometimes they do that when the research getsredly flaky—Ilike they don't want
anyone to know what they're redlly doing until they're sure they have areliable effect. Y ou wouldn't
believe some of the wild things people have been getting into in the past few years—especidly the
physicisss—now that they have the Internet to yammer at each other.”

"I'mtired, Jack. Please get to the point.”

"W, four of the seven—that includes lan Goldring—are now dead. One had a heart attack—the day
after hisdoctor told him his cholesterol wasin the bottom 10 percent. | guessthat's not so strange.
Another fell off hisroof—he was cleaning out his gutters—and severed his carotid artery on asharp
piece of flagstone that was sticking up on hiswak. He bled to death before anyone found him. Another
was struck by acar—DOA. And then theré'slan. | could write astory on this even without your
conjecture—"



"Pleasedon't,” | said.
"It'saweird Stuation, al right. Four out of seven dying like that—and aso Goldring'swife."
"How are the spouses of the other fatalities?' | asked.

"All OK," Jack said. "But none are physicists. None knew anything at al about their husbands work—all
of the dead were men. Lauren Goldring isthe only one who had any ideawhat her husband was up to."

"Shewasn't sure” | said. "But | think shefigured it out just before she died.”

"Maybethey al picked up somevirus at a conference they attended—something which threw off their
sense of balance, caused their heart rate to speed up,”" Sam Abrahmson, Jack’s editor, strolled by and
jumped in. Clearly held been listening on the periphery of our conversation. "That could explain thetwo
accidents and the heart attack,” he added. "Maybe even the sedative death.”

"But not the drive-by shooting of Goldring,” | said.

"No," Abrahmson admitted. "But it could be an interesting story anyway. Think about it," he said to Jack
and gtrolled away.

| looked at Jack. "Please, I'm begging you. If I'm right—"
"It'slikely something completdly different,” Jack said. "Some completely different hidden variable.”

Hidden variables. I'd been reading about them all night. "What about the other three? Have you been
ableto get in touch with them?' | asked.

"Nope," Jack said. "Hays and Strauss refused to talk to me about it. Both had their secretariestell me
they were aware of some of the deaths, had decided not to do any more work on the local wormhole
project, had no plansto publish what they'd already done, didn't want to talk to me about it or hear from
me again. Each claimed to beinvolved now in something completely different.”

"Doesthat sound to you like the usual behavior of research scientists?" | asked.

"No," Jack said. "The ones | know eat up publicity, and they'd hang on to a project like thisfor decades,
like adog worrying abone."

| nodded. "And thethird physicist?"
"Fenwick? She'sin asmdl plane somewherein the outback of Austrdia | couldn't reech her at dl."

"Cal meimmediatdy if you hear the plane crashes” | said. | redly meant "when" not "if," but | didn't want
Jack to think | was even morefar gonethan | was. "Please try to hold off on any story for now,” | said
and madeto leave.

"I'll dowhat | can,” Jack said. "Try to get somerest. | think there's something going on here dl right, but
not what you think."

The drive back to Westchester was harrowing. Two cars nearly sideswiped me, and one big-ass truck
stopped so suddenly in front of methat | had dl | could do to swerve out of crashing into it and
becoming an instant Long Idand Expressway pancake.



Let'ssay the QM time-travel people wereright. Particles are able to influence each other traveling away
from each other at huge distances, because they're actudly traveling back in timeto an earlier position
when they were inimmediate physical contact. So timetravel on the quantum mechanical level is
possible—technicdly.

But let's say Hawking was d o right. The Universe can't dlow time travel—for to do so would unrave its
very being. So it protectsitself from dissemination of information backwardsin time.

That wouldn't be so crazy. People are saying the Universe can be considered one huge organism—a
Gaawrit large. Makes sense then, that this organism, like al other organisms, would have tendenciesto
act on behdf of itsown surviva—would act to prevent itsdissolution viatime travel.

But how would such protection expressitself? A physcist figures out away of cregting aloca wormhole
that can send some information back in time—back to his earlier salf and equipment—in some
non-blatantly paradoxical way. It doesn't shut off the circuit that sent it. So thisinformationisin fact sent
and in fact received—by the scientist. But the Universe can't dlow that information transfer to stand. So
what happens?

Hawking saysthe Universgsfirst line of defenseisto create energy disturbances severe enough at the
mouths of the wormhole to destroy it and itstime-channdling ability. OK. But let's say the phydcistis
smart or lucky enough to create awormhol e that can withstand these sl f-disruptive forces? What does
the Universe do then?

Maybe it makes the scientist forget thisinformation. Maybe causes aminor stroke in the scientist'sbrain.
Maybe causes the equipment to irreparably bresk down. Maybe the lucky physicist isredly unlucky.
Maybe this aready happened lots of times.

But what happens when a group of scientists around the world who achieve thistimetravel transfer reach
acritica mass—amassthat will soon publishitsfindings, and make them known, irrevocably, to the
world?

Jeez!—I jammed the hed of my hand into my car horn and swerved. The damn V olkswagen driver must
be drunk out of hismind

So what happens when this group of scientists getsinformation from its own future? Has proof of time
travel, information that can't be? The Universe regulates itself, policesitstimeline, in amore drastic way.
All existence is equilibrium—astronger threat to existence evokes astronger reaction. A fresk fatal
accident. A sudden massive heart attack. Another no-motive, drive-by shooting that the Universe aready
dishes out to al too many people in this haplessworld of ours. Except in this case, the Universe's motive
isquite clear and strong: it must protect its chronology, conserve its current existence.

Maybe this aready happened too. How many physicists on the cutting edges of this science died too
young in recent years? Jeez, here was astory for Jack dl right.

But why Lauren? Why did she haveto die?

Maybe because the Universe's protection level went beyond just those who received illicit future
information. Maybe it extended to those who understood just what it was doing, just-

Whamp! Something big had smashed into therear of my car, and | was skidding way out of control
towards the edge of the Throgs Neck Bridge, towards where some workers had removed the barriersto
fix some corrosion or something. | was strangely calm, aboveit dl. | told myself to go easy onthe
brakes, but my leg clamped down anyway and my speed increased. | wrenched my wheel around, but al



that did was spin me into a backward skid off the bridge. My car sailed way the hell out over the
black-and-blue Long Idand Sound.

Theway down took along time. They'd say | was overwrought, overtired, that | lost control. But | knew
the truth, knew exactly why thiswas happening. | knew too much, just like Lauren.

Or maybe there was away out, aweird little corner of my brain piped up.
Maybe| didn't know the truth. Maybe | was wrong.

Maybeif | could convince mysdlf of that, the Universe wouldn't have to protect itself from me. Maybe it
would give me a second chance.

My car hit the water.

| was il dive.

| was apretty fair svimmer.

If only I could force myself never to think of certain things, maybe | had a shot.
Maybe the deaths of the physicists were coincidenta after all. . . .

| lost consciousnessthinking no, | couldn't just forget what | dready knew sowell. . . . How could | will
mysdlf not to think of that very thing | wastrying to will mysdlf not to think abouit . . . that blared in my
mind now like abroken car horn. . .. But if | died, what | knew wouldn't matter anymore. . . .

| awoke fighting sheets.. . . of water. No, these were too white. Maybe hospita sheets. Y eah, white
hospitdl sheets. They smelled like that too.

| opened my eyes. Hospital rooms were hell—I knew better than most the truth of that—but thiswas just
ahospital room. | was sure of that. | wasdive.

And | remembered everything. With aspasm that both energized and frightened me, | redlized that |
recalled everything I'd been thinking about the Universe and its protective clutch... .

But | wasdill dive,
So maybe my reasoning was not completely right.
"Dr. D'Amato," afemae voice, soft but very much in command, said to me. "Good to see you awake."

"Good to be awake, Nurse, ah, Johnson.” | squinted a her name tag, then her face. "Uhm, what's my
dtuation? How long have | been here?’

Shelooked &t the chart next to my bed. "Just aday and ahalf," she said. "They fished you out of the
Sound. Y ou were suffering from shock. Here," she gave me acup of water. "Now that you're awake,
you can teke these ordly.” She gave methree pills, and turned off the intravenousthat I'd just redized
was attached to me. She disconnected the tubing from my vein.

| held the pillsin my hand. | thought about the Universe again. | envisoned it, rightly or wrongly, asa
persona antagonist now. Let'ssay | was right about the reach of its chronology protection after al? Let's
say it had spared mein the water, because | was on the verge of willing mysdlf to forget? Let's say it had



alowed me to get medicine and nutrition intravenoudy, while | was unconscious, because while | was
unconscious | posed no threat? But |et's say now that | was awake, and remembered, it would

"Dr. D'’Amato. Areyou falling back adegp on me?' She smiled. "Come on now, be agood boy and take
your pills”

They burned in my pam. Maybe they were poison. Maybe something | had alethd allergy to. Like
Lauren. "No," | said. "I'm OK, now, redlly. | don't need them." | put the pills on the table, and swung my
legs out of bed.

"l don't believethis," Johnson said. "It's true—you doctors make the worst god-awful patients. Y ou just
stay put now—hear me?" She gave me alook of exasperation and stalked out the door, likely to get the
resident on duty, or, who knew, security.

| looked around for my clothes. They were on achair, adried out crumpled mess. They stank of oil and
sdtwater. At least my wallet was ill inside my jacket pocket, money damp but intact. Good to see there
was il some honesty eft in thistown.

| dressed quickly and opened the door. The corridor was clear. Goddamn it, | could leave if | wanted to.
| was a patient, not a prisoner.

At least insofar as the hospital was concerned. Asfor thelarger relm of being, | couldn't say any more.

| took acab straight home.

The most important new piece of evidence—to thiswhole case, aswell asto me personally—wasthat |
was dive. Thismeant that my assessment of the Universe's vindictiveness was missing something. Or
maybe the Universe was just aless effective n of forendc scientists than quantum physicistssand
their knowing wives.

| called Jack to seeif there was anything new.
"Oh, just asecond please," the Newsday receptionist said. | didn't like the tone of her voice.

"Hello, can | help you?' Thiswasaman'svoice, but not Jack’'s. He sounded familiar but | couldn't place
him.

"Yes, I'm Dr. Phil D'’Amato of NYPD Forensics caling Jack Donovan.”
Silence. Then, "Hélo, Phil. I'm Sam Abrahmson. Y ou ill in the hospita ?"
Right. Abrahmson. That wasthe voice. "No. I'm out. Where's Jack?"

Abrahmson cleared histhroat. "He was killed with Dave Strauss this morning. He'd talked Straussinto
going public with this, Strauss supported your story. He'd picked Strauss up at his summer cottagein
Ellenville—Strauss had been hiding out there—and was driving him back to the city. They got blown off
asmall bridge. Fresk accident.”

"No freakin' accident,” | said. "Y ou know that aswell as| do." Another particle who'd danced this sick
quantum twist with me. Another particle dead. But this one was completely my fault—I'd brought Jack
intothis

"I don't know what | know," Abrahmson said. "Except that &t this point the story’s on hold. Until we find



out more."
| was glad to hear he sounded scared. "That'sagood idea,” | said. "I'll be back to you."

"Take care of yoursdf," Abrahmson said. "God knows what that subatomic radiation can do to the body
and mind. Or maybeit'sdl just coincidence. God only knows. Take care of yoursdlf."

"Right." Subatomic radiation. Abrahmson's latest culprit. First it was avirus, now it wasradiation. I'd said
the same stupid thing to Lauren, hadn't I”? People like to latch on to something they know when faced
with something they don't know—especidly something that kills some physicists here, areporter there,
who knew who el se? But radiation had nothing to do with this. Stopping it would take alot more than
lead shields.

| tracked down Richard Hays. | was beginning to get afurther inkling of what might be going on, and |
needed to talk it out with one of the principas. One of the last remaining principas. It could save both
our lives.

| used my NY PD clout to intimidate enough secretaries and ass stants toget directly through to him.

"Look, | don't careif you're the bleeding head of the FBI," he said. He was British. "I'm going to talk to
you about thisjust once, now, and then never again.”

"Thank you, Doctor. So please tell me what you think is happening here. Then I'll tell you what | know,
or think I know."

"What's happening isthis," Hays said. "l was working on a project with my colleagues. That'strue. But |
cameto redlize the project was a deadend—that the phenomenawe were investigating weren't red. So |
ceased my involvement in that research. | have no intention of ever picking up that research again—of
ever publishing about it, or even talking about it, except to indicate that it was awaste of time. I'd
strongly advise you to do the same."

| had no idea how hetalked ordinarily, but hiswords on the phone sounded like each had been chosen
with the utmost care. "Why do | fed like you're reading from a script, Dr. Hays?'

"| assureyou everything I'm saying isred. Asyou no doubt dready have evidence of yourself,” Hays
sad.

"Now you look," | raised my voice. "Y ou can't just sweep thisunder therug. If the Universeisat work
herein someway, you think you can just avoid it by pretending you don't know about it? The Universe
would know about your pretense too—it's after al still part of the Universe. And word of thiswill get out
anyway—someone will sooner or later publish something. If you want to live, you've got to face this, find
out what's realy happening here, and—"

"| believe you are serioudy mistaken, my friend. And that, I'm afraid, concludes our interview, now and
forever." He hung up.

| held on to the disconnected phone, which beeped like asedl, for along time. | redlized that the left Sde
of my body hurt, from my chest up through my shoulder and down my arm. The pain had comeon, |
thought, at the end of my futile lecture to Hays. Right when I'd talked about publishing. Maybe publishing
was the key—maybe talk about dissemination of thisinformation, as opposed to just thinking about it, is
what triggered the Universe's backlash. But | wasaso surel wasright in what I'd said to Hays about the
need to confront this, about not running away. . .

| put the phone back in its receiver and lay down. | was bonetired. Maybe | was getting a heart attack,



maybe | wasn't. Maybe | was still in shock from my dip in the Sound. | couldnt fight thisall on my own
much longer.

The phonerang. | fumbled with the receiver. How long had | been deeping?"Hello?"

"Dr. D'’Amato?’ afemae voice, maybe Lauren's, maybe Nurse Johnson's. No, someone else.
"y e

"I'm Jennifer Fenwick."

Fenwick, Fenwick—yes, Jennifer Fenwick, the last quantum physicist on this project. I'd wheedled her
number from Abrahmson's secretary and left amessage for her in Austrdia—the girl at the hotel wasn't
sureif sheld aready left. "Dr. Fenwick, I'm glad you cdled. I, uhm, had someideas | wanted to talk to
you about—regarding the quantum signaling project.” | wasn't sure how much she knew, and didn't want
to scare her off.

Shelaughed, oddly. "Wéll, I'm wide open for ideas. I'll take help wherever | can get it. I'm the only damn
person left dive from our research group.”

"Only person?' So she knew—apparently morethan 1.

| looked at the clock. It was tomorrow morning aready—I'd dept right through the afternoon and night.
Good thing I'd called my office and gotten the week off, the absurd part of me that kept track of such
trivianoted.

"Richard Hays committed suicide last night," Fenwick's voice cracked. "Heleft anote saying he couldn't
pull it off any longer—couldn't surmount the paradox of deliberately not thinking of something—couldn't
overcome hislifelong urge as ascientist to tell the world what held discovered. Hed prepared a paper
for publication—begged hiswifeto have it published posthumoudy if he didn't makeit. | spoketo her
thismorning. | told her to destroy it. And the note too. Fortunately for her, she had no ideawheat the
paper was about. She's asmple woman—Richard didn't many her for her brains.”

"l seg" | said dowly. "Where are you now?"
"I'min New York," shesad. "l wanted to come home—I didn't want to diein Austraia."

"Look, youredill dive" | said. "That meansyou've till got achance. How about meeting me for
lunch"—I looked at the clock again—"in about an hour. The Trattoriall Bambino on 12th Street in the
Villageisgood. Asfar as| know, no one there has died from the food as yet." How | could bring myself
to make acrack likethat at atime likethis, | didn't know.

"OK," Fenwick said.

She waswaiting for me when | arrived. On the way down, I'd fantasized that she'd look just like Lauren.
But in fact she looked alittle older and wiser. And even more frightened.

"All right," | said after weld ordered and gotten rid of the waiter. "Hereswhat | havein mind. You tdl me
asaphysicist where thismight not add up. First, everyone who's attempted to publish something about
your work hasdied.”



Jennifer nodded. "1 spoke to Lauren Goldring the afternoon she died. She told me she was going to the
press.”

| Sghed. "I didn't know that—~but it supports my point. In fact, the two times| even toyed with going
public about this, | had fleeting interviews with death. Thefirgt timein the water, the second with some
sort of pre-heart attack, I'm sure.”

Jennifer nodded again. " Same for me. Wheder wrote about cosmic censorship. Maybe he was on to the
samething asHawking."

"All right, so what doesthat tell us?' | said. "Even thinking about publishing thisis dangerous. But
gpparently it's not acapita offense—knowing about thisisinitsef not fatd. Were dill dive. It'sasif the
Universe dlows private, crackpot knowledge in this area—'cause no one takes crackpots serioudy, even
scientific ones. It'sthe danger of public dissemination that draws the response—the threeat of an
objectively accepted scientific theory. Our private knowledge isn't the real problem here. Communication
is. The definite intention to publish. That'swhat killsyou. Y eah, cosmic censorship isagood way of

putting it."
"OK," Jennifer said.

"OK," | said. "But it'saso clear that we can't just ignore this—can't expect to suppressit in our minds.
Not having any particular plan to publish won't be enough to save us—not in the long run. Sooner or later
after adark slent night we'd get the urge to shout it out. It's human nature. It'sinside of us. Hayss suicide
provesit—his note spdlsit out. Y ou can't just not think of something. Y ou can't just will anideainto
oblivion. It's self-defeating. It makes you want to get up on the rooftop and scream it to the world even
more—like arepressed love.”

"Agreed," Jennifer said. "So what do we do, then?"

"Wadl, we can't go public with this story, and we can't will ourselvesto forget it. But maybe therésathird
way. Herédswhat | wasthinking. | cantel you—in strict confidence—that we sometimesdo thisin
forensics." | lowered my voice. "Let's say we have someone who waskilled in a certain way, but we
don't want the murderer to know that we know how the murder took place. We just deliberately at first
publicly interpret the evidence in adifferent way—after al, there's usualy more than one traumathat can
result in agiven fata injury to abody —more than one plausible explanation of how someonewaskilled.
Slipped and hit your head on arock, or someone hit you on the head with arock—sometimes there's not
much difference between the results of thetwo.”

"The Universeis murderous,; dl right, | can seethat, but | don't see how what you're saying would work
inour gtuation," Jennifer sad.

"Wll, youtdl me" | said. "Y our group thinksit built awormhole that alows sgnaling through time. But
couldn't you find another phenomenon to attribute those effectsto? After dl, we only havetimetravel on
the brain because of H. G. Wdlsand hisliterary offspring. Let's say Wells had never written The Time
Machine? Let's say science fiction had taken adifferent turn? Then your group would likely have come
up with another explanation for your findings. And you can do this now anyway!" | took asip of wine
and redized | felt pretty good. "Y ou can publish an article on your work, and attribute your findingsto
something other than time travel. Indicate they're some sort of other physica effect. Come up with the
equivaent of afdse phlogiston theory, an attractive bogus conception for thistiny diver of subatomic
phenomena, to account for thetimetravel effects. Thetruthis, few if any serious scientists actualy believe
that timetravel is possible anyway, right? Mot think it's just science fiction, nothing else. Who would
have reason to suspect atimetrave effect here unless you specificdly caled attention to it?”



Jennifer consdered. "The graduate research assistants worked only on the data acquisition level. Only the
project principals, the seven of us," she caught her breath, winced—"only the seven of usknew thiswas
about time travel. No one else. Ours were supposedly the best mindsin thisarea. Lot of good it did us."

"I know," | tried to be asreassuring as | could. "But then without that time travel labd, dl you'vegot is
another of ahundred little experimentsin this area per year—jeez, | checked the literature, there are alot
more than that—and your study would likely get lost in the wash. That should shut the Universe up. That
should keep it safe from time travel—send the scientific community off on thewrong track, in adifferent
direction—maybe not send them off in any direction at al. Could you do that?"

Jennifer Spped her wine dowly. Her glass was shaking. Her lips clung to the rim. She was no doubt
thinking that her life depended on what she decided to do now She was probably right. Mine too.

"Exotic matter iswhat makesthe effect possible,” she said at |ast. "Exotic matter kegps the wormhole
open long enough. No one knows much about how it works—in fact, asfar as| know, our group
crested thiskind of exotic matter, in which wesk forces are suspended, for the first timein our project. |
guess| could make a case that apeculiar property of this exotic matter isthat it creates effects that mimic
timetravel in artificid wormholes—I could make a persuasve argument that we didn't redly seetime
travel through that wormhole at dl, what we have instead isareversal of processesto earlier slageswhen
they come in contact with our exotic matter, no signaing from the future. Y ou know—uwe thought the
glasswas hdf full, but it wasredly haf empty.”

"No," | said. "That's ill not going far enough. Y ou've got to be more daring in your deception—come up
with something that doesn't invoketimetravel a dl, even in the negative. Publishing a paper with results
that are explicitly said not to demondrate timetravel is akin to someone the police never heard of coming
into the station and saying he didn't do it—that only arouses our suspicion. I'm sorry to be so blunt,
Jennifer. But you've got to do more. Can't you come up with some effects of exotic matter that have
nothing to do with timetravel a al?"

Shedrained her wine glassand put it down, neither haf full nor haf empty. Completely empty. "This goes
againg everything in my lifeand training asa scientist,” she said. "'I'm supposed to pursue the truth,
wherever it takesme."

"Right," | said. "And how much truth will you be able to pursue when you're like Hays and Strauss and
the others?'

"Einge n said the Universe wasn't mdicious,” shesaid. "Thisisunbdievable”

"Maybe Eingtein was saying the glasswas half empty when he knew it was haf full. Maybe he knew just
what he was doing—knew which side his bread was buttered—maybe he wanted to live past middle

age”

"God Almighty!" She dammed her hand on the table. Glassesrattled. "Couldn't | just swear before you
and the Universe never to publish anything about this? Wouldn't that be enough?”

"Maybe, maybenot," | said. "From the Universe's point of view, your publishing a paper that explicitly
attributes the effects to something other than time travel seems much safer—to you aswell asthe
Universe. Let's say you change your mind, years from now, and try to publish a paper that saysyou
succeeded with timetravel after al. Y ou'd already be on record in the literature as attributing those
effects to something € se—you'd be much lesslikely to be believed then. Safer for the Universe. Safer for
you. A paper with afdselead isnot only our best bet now, it's an insurance palicy for our future.”

Jennifer nodded, very dowly. "I guess| could come up with something—some phenomenon unrelated to



time travel—unsuggestive of it. The connection of quantum effects to human thought has dways had greeat
gpped, and even though | persondly never saw much more than wishful thinking in that direction.”

"That'sbetter,” | said quietly.
"But how can we be sure no one e se will want to look into these effects?" Jennifer asked.

| shrugged. "Guarantees of anything are beyond usin this situation. The best we can hopefor are
probabilities—that's how the QM realm operates anyway, isn't it—likelihoods of our success, statisticsin
favor of our surviva. Asfor your effects, well, effects don't have much impact outside of a supportive
context of theory. Psalm 51 says 'Cleanse me with hyssop and | shall be clean’ —the penicillin mold was
firdt identified on apiece of decayed hyssop by a Swedish chemist—but none of thisled to antibiotics
until sporesfrom amold landed in Fleming's petrie dish, and he placed them in the right scientific
perspective. Scientists thought they had evidence of spontaneous generation of maggotsin old meset, until
they learned how maggots make love. Astronomers saw lots of evidence for aluminiferous ether, until
Micheson-Morley decisvely proved that wrong. Y ou're working on the cutting edge of physicswith
your wormholes. No one knows what to expect—you said it yourself—yours were the best mindsin this
area. You can create the context. No one's | eft to contradict you. Let'sfaceit, if you word your paper
properly, it will likely go unnaticed. But if not, it will point peoplein the wrong direction—and once
pointed that way, away from time travel, the world could take years, decades, longer, to look at time
travel asared scientific possibility again. The history of scienceisfilled with wrong glittering paths,
tenacioudy taken and defended. That's the path of lifefor us. I'm not happy about it, but thereitis.”

Our food arrived. Jennifer looked away from me, and down at her ved.

| hadn't completely won her over yet. But she'd stopped objecting. | understood how shefelt. To
theoretical scientists, pursuit of truth was sometimes more important than lifeitself. Maybe that'swhy |
went into flesh-andblood forensics. | pushed on. "Thetruth is, weve al been getting dong quite well
without time travel anyway—it could wreak far more havoc in everyone's lives than nuclear weapons
ever did. The Universe may not be wrong here."

She looked up a me.

"It'sdl uptoyou now,” | said. "I'm not aphysicidt. | can't pull thisoff. | can take care of the genera
media, but not the scientific journds." | thought about Abrahmson at Newsday. He hadn't aclue which
way was up in thisthing. Hed just as soon believe this nightmare was all coincidence—the ever popular
placeholder for things people didn't want to understand. | could easily pitchit to himin that way.

She gave me awesk amile. "OK, I'll try it. I'll write the article with the menta spin on the exotic effects.
Physics Review D was given some generd info that we were doing something on exotic matter, and is
waiting for our report. It have maximum impact on other physicisisthere. The human mind in control of
matter will be catnip for alot of them anyway."

"Good," | smiled back. | knew she meant it. | knew because | suddenly felt very hungry, and dug into my
own ved withazest | hadn't felt for anything in awhile. It tasted grest.

Two particles of humanity had connected again. Maybe thistime the relationship would go somewhere,

It occurred to me, as| took Jennifer's hand and squeezed it with relief, that maybe thiswas just what the
Universe had wanted al dong.

Asthey say in the Department, an ongoing string of degthsis apoor way to keep a secret.



