KRI STI NE KATHRYN RUSCH
W THOUT END

THE SUN, HIGH IN THE HOT August afternoon, sent short shadows across the
neatly

trimmed grass. A small clunp of people huddled in a semcircle, close but not
touching. The coffin, in the center, sat on a platformcovering the enpty

hol e.

Dyl an placed a rose on the black | acquer surface, and stepped back. A nonent,
frozen in tine and space.

A hand clutched his shoulder. Firmgrip, nmeant as reassurance. He turned. Ross
nodded to him nouth a thin |ine.

"She was a good wonan," Ross whi spered.

Dyl an nodded. The mni ster was speaking, but he didn't care about the words,
even though the rest of the group strained forward.

"She woul d have found this silly," Dylan said, and then stopped. Ross's
expression had changed from one of synpathy to something el se --confusion.

Di sapproval ?. Dylan didn't know, and didn't really want to find out. Cutside
he

was calm Inside he felt fragile, as if his entire body was formed of the

t hi nnest crystal. One wong | ook, a novenent, a shadow on the grass, would
shatter himinto a thousand pieces.

A thousand pi eces. Shards, scattered on the kitchen floor. Geneva, crouched
over

them |ike a cat about to pounce. Look, Dylan, she said. To us, a glass
shattered forever. But to the universe, possibilities. A thousand
possibilities.

He stared at the black box. He could picture Geneva inside as she had | ooked
t he

ni ght before: black hair cascading on the satin; skin too white; eyes cl osed
in

imtation sleep. Geneva had never been so still.

He wondered what she would say if she stood beside him her hand Iight on his
arm the sumer sun kissing her hair.

For just a nonment, trapped in space and tine.

Stars tw nkl ed over the ocean. Dyl an stood on the danp sand, Geneva beside
hi m

her hand wapped in his and tucked in his pocket -- the only warmthing on the
chilly beach. Cccasionally the wind would brash a strand of her hair across
hi s

face. She would push at her hair angrily, but he |iked the touch, the faint
shanmpoo snell of her.

She was staring at the waves, a frown touching the comers of her nouth. "Hear
it?" she asked.

He |istened and heard nothi ng except the pul se of the ocean, powerful,



t hrobbing, a pulse that had nore life than he did. "Hear what?"
"The waves."

In her pause, he listened to them crash against the sand, the heart of the
pul se.

"It's so redundant," she said.

"What is?" He turned, his attention fully on her. She | ooked |ike a clothed
Venus, rising out of the sand, hair wrapped around her, eyes sparkling wth
unearthly light.

"Sound is a wave, a wave is sound. We stand here and listen to nature's
redundance and call it beautiful."

He | eaned into her, feeling her solidness, her warnmth. "It is beautiful."

She grinned at him "It's inspiring," she said, and pulled her hand out of his
pocket. She wal ked down to the edge where the Pacific met the Oregon coast. He
didn't nove, but watched her instead, w shing he could paint. She | ooked so
power ful standing there, one small wonan facing an ocean, against a backdrop
of

stars.

He went through her papers for the university, separating theminto piles with
equations and piles without. The cat sat on the piles w thout, watching the
proceeding with a sol ermmness that suited the occasion

Dyl an' s knowl edge of physics and astronony came from Geneva. He had had three
semesters in college, a series called Physics for Poets (hardly any
equat i ons),

and by the time he nmet her, nost of his know edge was out of date.

(I'f you knew so little about wormen, Geneva once said, |I'd be explaining to you
what nmy clitoris is.)

H s specialty was phil osophy, not so much of the religious type, even though
he

could get lost in Mddle Ages nonkish romanticism but nore a political strip:
Descartes, Locke, Hegel, and John Stuart MII. He liked to ponder unanswerabl e
guestions. He had net Ceneva that way -- one afternoon, wind off the I|ake,
Wsconsin in the sumer, sitting on the Union Terrace, soaking up the rays and
pretending to study. Only he wasn't even pretendi ng, he was arguing basic
freshman phil osophy: if a tree falls in the forest, and no one hears it, does
it

make a sound? Geneva had been passing at the tinme -- all legs and tan and too
big gl asses on a too snall nose.

O course, she said, because it makes a di sturbance and the di sturbance nakes
a
wave, and that wave i s sound.

He didn't remenber what he said in response. Sonething intriguing enough to
nmake

her sit and argue until the sunset turned the | ake gol den, and the nobsquitos
had

driven the other students away.

From that nmoment on, he and Geneva al ways tal ked that way. The phil osophy of



physi cs. The physics of phil osophy. He got the education w thout the equations
and she, she felt free enough to explore the imagi native side of her science--
the tiny particles no one could see, the unified theories, the strings binding
the universe.

There's somet hing out there, Dylan, she would say, and it's nore than we are.

He knew that, as he held her papers, in her sunlit office just past their den
In her crabbed witing, on those dot-matrix conputer sheets, was the secret to
sormet hi ng.

If he could touch that, he could touch her. And if he could touch her, he
m ght
be able to hold her.

For ever.

The canpus bar was full of people inmpossibly young. Dyl an grabbed his frosty
nmug

of beer and sat across from Ross, watching the people intermngle. A different
university, a different tine. Now the students wore their hair short, and the
prof essors wore theirs long. Dylan sipped, let the foamcatch himfull on his
upper lip, and let the sound of co-mngled voices and too | oud rmusic wash over
hi m

"I worry about you," Ross said. H s beer was dark and warm Its col or matched
the tweed bl end of his blazer. "You' ve | ocked yourself up in that house, and
haven't gone anywhere in weeks. You don't have to get her papers in order
before

the end of the term Dylan. The departnent just wants themon file."

Dyl an shook his head. He wasn't always working. Sometines he wandered from
room

to room touching her clothes, the small scul pture she had brought back from
Africa, the pieces of Inuit-carved whal e bone they had found in Al aska. "Il
get it done," he said.
"That's not the point."
f oam

sl opped out. He | eaned forward, and woul d probably have touched Dylan's armif
Dyl an had been the kind of man who pernmitted it. "She's dead, Dylan. She's
gone.

She was a spectacul ar worman, but now you have to get used to living wthout
her."

Ross pushed his beer aside, ignhoring it as a bit of

Dyl an stared at Ross's hand, outstretched on the scarred wooden table. "But
what

if sheisn't really dead? | can feel her sonetimes, Ross, as close to ne as
you

are."

"That's part of grievings" Ross said. "You're in the habit of feeling her
presence. It's like a ghost linmb. You know it was there; you know what it felt
like, and you can't believe it's gone."

"No." Dylan's fingers were frozen to the side of the mug. He pulled them away.
"She was working on space-tinme equations, did you know t hat?"

Ross renoved his hand fromthe tabletop, the odd expression -- the one Dyl an
had



seen at the funeral -- back on his face. "Of course | knew that. W have to
report on her research twice a term™

"She said she was close to sonmething. That we thought about time wong. That
we

were | ooki ng for begi nnings and endi ngs, and they weren't inportant-- and
possi bly not even probable. She said we were limted by the way we think
Ross. "

"I't's not a new area," Ross said. A cocktail waitress went by, her tray | oaded
wi th heavy beer nugs. Patrons ducked and slipped into each other to stay out

of

her way. "We've been exploring space-tinme since Einstein. Geneva was goi ng
over

very ol d ground. The departnent was going to re-exam ne her position if she
hadn't taken a new angie this term"

"Her angle was new." Dylan w ped his hands on his jeans. "It was new fromthe
begi nni ng. She said the problemwas not in the physical world, but in the way
our mnds understood it. She said --"

"I know what she said." Ross's voice was gentle. "It's not physics, Dylan
It's

phi | osophy. "

Dylan's entire body tensed. "I didn't change her, Ross. She was thinking this

way when we met, when she was an undergraduate. She said that our limtations
limted the way we | ooked at the universe, and she's right. You know she's
right."

"W al ready know about space-tine," Ross said. "About the |ack of beginnings
and

the I ack of endings. W know all that --"

"But we still think in linear terns. If we truly understood relativity, tine
woul d be all encompassing. W woul d experience everything at once."

"Dyl an," Ross said, his voice soft. "Linear time keeps us sane."

"No," Dylan said. "That's why anci ent maps had dragons on them and why no one
beli eved that the world was round. Why Galileo got inprisoned for show ng the
uni verse didn't work the way the church wanted it to. You all got upset at her
because she was showi ng you that your minds were as narrow as the ancients',
that you have your theories of everything and think you can understand it all,
when you don't take into account your own beings. She is doing physics, Ross.
You're just too blind to see it."

Dyl an stood up. The conversation around himhad stopped, and tile
short - haired
t 0oo-young students were staring at him Ross was |ooking at his hands.

Dyl an waited, breathing heavily, a pressure inside his chest that he had never
felt before. Ross finally |ooked up, his round face enpty of all enotion. "The
anger," he said. "It's part of grieving too."

They first tried it in her dormroom shutters closed on the only w ndow,
lights

off so that the posters of Einstein were hidden, so that only the
glowin-the-dark stars on the ceiling remained. They crowded, side by side, on
her narrow bed, after renoving their clothes in the dark. He could snell her



musk, feel the warnth of her, but as he leaned into her body, she noved away.
"We can't touch," she said. "Defeats the purpose.”

So they lay there, staring up at the bright pink and green stars. And she
began
speaki ng softly, her voice no nore than a murmur in his ear

She told himwhat she liked to do with him how he tasted, how soft his nouth
was, how sensitive his ear. She worked her way down his body, never touching
him only talking to him until he thought he could wait no |longer. And then
she

was on top of him wet already, nipples hard, and within a few seconds, they
had

worked their way to mutual orgasm--the best he had ever had.

She rol |l ed back beside him and sighed. "Intellectual foreplay," she said. "It
really works."

GHOST LI MB. Fromthe nmonent Ross nmentioned it, Dylan felt not one but dozens
of

ghost linmbs throughout the house. Here, in the bedroom done in designer pink
by

the previous owner (all we need is a big bow on the bed, and it'll be perfect
for eight-year-old girls, Geneva said). Something they were going to renode
when the money all owed. The small side room well heated, well lit, filled
with

boxes and scraps of Christmas w apping: he saw babies in there. First the
little

boy, cherubic face puckered in sleep. Then a little girl, all w de-eyed and
exploring, CGeneva in the raw. Future ghosts, possibilities |opped off with the
branch that was CGeneva.

One night he woke in the dark, confident that he had just m ssed her. Her
scent

lingered; the energy of her presence electrified the space. He knew, just a
nmonent before, that she had been there -- Geneva, alive, bright, and dancing
with ideas.

He got up and went into the living room The cat followed him sleepy and
dazed.

Toget her they stared out the wide living roomw ndow at the street. A long
streetlight illumnated a patch of concrete. The light's reflection nade the
nei ghbori ng homes | ook gray and indistinct. Ghost homes, full of
possibilities.

The cat got bored and |l eapt fromthe sill, but when Dyl an cl osed his eyes, he
could still see her, outlined in red shadow agai nst his eyelids. Even though
she

was alive, noving, and breathing, the cat too | eft ghosts.

It flashed across his nmind, then, the possibility -- and as quickly as it
appeared, it was gone. But he knew it was there. He knew he would find it, and
then he would no | onger be al one, anong the ghosts.

"Dammit. The little shit!" Geneva's voice rose on the last syllable, so Dylan
knew she wasn't upset, just inconvenienced. He canme out of his office to find
her standing by the front door, hands agai nst her hips. "Cat's out,"she said.



He gl anced out the door. The cat sat on the porch huddl ed agai nst the rain,
acting as if the world had betrayed her by getting her wet. He picked her up
and

carried her inside, closing the door with his foot.

CGeneva reached beyond himand | ocked the bolt.
"There's no need," he said. "Door's closed."

Ceneva grinned at him He dropped the cat and she scanpered into the |iving
room pausing at the end of the couch to dean the vile wetness off her fur

"Little shit," Geneva said again. She was staring at the cat fondly. "She
figured out the door. |I came out here in time to see her grasp the knob in
bot h

paws and turn."

"Cats can't do that," he said.

"No. Dogs can't. Cats think differently." She kissed himlightly on the nose.
"I magi ne, being trapped by your mental abilities. A cat can get out of a
man- made trap. A dog can't."

Then she smled as if she had solved the riddl e of the universe, went back
into
her office, and cl osed the door.

He had chal k on his hands. Facing all those clean, bright students, he felt
runpl ed and old. Mdst of them sat before himbecause his el ective brought them
three credits. Only a handful liked to grasp the el enental questions as mnuch
as

he did. He rubbed his hands together, saw chalk notes drift in the fluorescent
light.

"The Deists believed in a clocknaker god," he said, |eaning against the netal
lip of the blackboard. "A god who invented the world, then sat back and
wat ched

it play, like a great ticking clock. Jefferson believed in Deism Some say
t hat

was why he becane a great political philosopher-- he believed that God no
| onger

intervened in his creation, so the creation had to govern itself."

Dyl an paused, renenbering CGeneva's face when he had di scussed this with her
SO

many years ago. None of the students had her sharpness, her quick fascination
with things of the nind. He waited for sonmeone to raise a hand, to ask why

t hose

who believed in God the cl ockmaker didn't believe in predetermnation, but no
one asked. He couldn't go into his |long explanation w thout pronpting, and he
didn't feel like pronpting hinself.

He waved a hand, al npbst said, "Never mind," but didn't. "Read chapters
thirteen

and fourteen," he said to those blank faces, "and wite me a paper about the
contradictions in Deistic philosophy.”

"By tonorrow?" soneone asked.

"Four pages," he said tiredly. "I"'mletting you out early." They | ooked at him



as if he had betrayed them "You can do four pages. It's not the great
Anerican
novel . "

He grabbed his books and I et hinmself out of the room The hallway was quiet.
It

snelled faintly of processed air, and | ooked cleaner than it did when filled
with students. Down the stairs, he heard a door slam A nmonent later, a wonman
appeared on the staircase.

She was tiny, blonde, her hair wapped around her skull Iike a turban. When
she
| ooked up, he recognized her. Hollings, from psychol ogy.

"What are you pondering so seriously?" she asked.

He studied her for a mnute, then decided to answer truthfully. "If God were a
wat chmaker, like the Deists believed, and if he abandoned his watch, which
t hey

did not believe, wouldn't that | eave a vacuun? Wul dn't that vacuum have to be
filled?"

Her mouth opened slightly, revealing an even row of perfect white teeth. Then
she closed it again. "A watchmaker makes a watch and gives it to soneone el se.
Presumably the watch owner naintains the watch."

"That assunes a |lot of watches -- and a | ot of watchmakers."

"Indeed it does." She smiled and wal ked away.

He wat ched her go, wondering if the exchange had happened or if he had
i magi ned

it. He thought no one besides Geneva would engage in flip phil osophies.

Per haps he was wrong.
Per haps he had been wrong about a | ot of things.

They lay on their backs on the public dock. Below them Devil's Lake |apped at
the wood, trying to reach them In the distance, they could hear the ocean
shushing its way to shore. The Oregon night was cool, not cold, and they used
each other for warnth.

Above them in the Perseids, nmeteors showered at the rate of one per mnute.
Dyl an oooed hi s appreciation, but Geneva renmai ned unusually silent. She
snuggl ed

cl oser and slipped her hand in his. It was thinner than it used to be. He
coul d

feel the delicate bones in her palm

"I wonder," she said, "if that's going on inside of ne."

He tensed. She didn't tal k about the cancer much, and when she did, it often
presaged a deep depression. "You wonder if what's going on inside of you?"

"If somewhere, deep down, two tiny beings are lying on the equivalent of a
dock
on the equivalent of a |lake, watching cells die."

"We're watching history," he said. "The cells are dying inside you now "



"But who knows how long it takes the message to reach those two tiny beings on
the | ake equivalent? If the sun died now, we wouldn't know for another eight
mnutes. So to us, the sun would still be alive, even though it was dead."

Her words sent a shudder through him He inmagined hinself, talking to her
listening to her response, even though she was al ready dead.

"We think about it wong, you know," she said, breaking into his reverie. She
was alive and breathing, and snuggl ed agai nst him He woul d know when she
di ed.

"Thi nk about what w ong?"

"Time. W act as if it noves in a linear fashion, straight fromhere on as if
not hi ng woul d change. But our menories change. The fact that we have nenories
means that tine is not linear. String theory postul ates twenty-five

di mensi ons,

and we can barely handle the three we see. W're |like cats and dogs and
doors. "

"And if we could think in tinme that wasn't |linear, how would it be?"

He coul d feel her shrug, sharp shoul der bones noving against his ribcage. "I
don't know. Maybe we woul d experience everything at once. Al our life, from
birth to death, would be in our nmnds at the same time. Only we wouldn't | ook
at

it as aline. W look at it like a pond, full of everything, full of us."

Her words washed over himlike a wave, like tiny particles he could barely
feel.
"Ceneva." He kept his voice quiet, like the |apping of the water against the

dock. "What are you sayi ng?"

She sat up then, blocking his view of the neteor showers, her face nore alive
than it had been in weeks. "I'msaying don't nmourn for ne. Mourning is a
function of linear time."

"Ceneva," he said with a resolution he didn't feel. "You're not going to die.'
"Exactly," she said, and rested her head on his chest.

He pul |l ed open the heavy oak doors and went inside. The chancel snelled
vaguel y

of candl e wax and pi ne branches, even though it wasn't Christmas. A red carpet
ran down the aisles between the heavy brown pews. The altar stood at the front
like a small fortress. He hadn't been inside a church since he was a teenager
and inside this one now, he felt small, as if that former self renmained,
wai ti ng

for a noment |ike this.

A ghost 1inb.

He smiled just alittle, half afraid that the nminister would find him and

or der

himout. He sat in a back pew and stared at the altar, hoping the words woul d
cone back to him He ran through the rituals in his mnd. Standing up for the
openi ng hymm, watching the choir process, listening to the readings, singing
nmore hymms, and then the offering --and the nmusic. . . . as it was in the
begi nni ngi s now and ever shall beworld without end.Amren. Amen.



Wrld without end. He picked up a hymmal, stuck in the back of the pew, and

t hunbed through it. They listed the Doxol ogy, but not the year it was witten,
nor the text it was witten from Surely it didn't have the meaning that he
interpreted. Wien it came to the church, the hymm probably neant |ife ever
after. Not time wthout end. Not beginnings w thout endings, endings w thout
begi nni ngs. Not non-linear tine.

He stood. He had never been in this church before, of that he was certain. So
t he ghost linb he brought with himapplied to the Presbyterian church in

W sconsin, the one in which he was rai sed, where they too sang t he Doxol ogy,
where a red carpet ran down the aisle, where the altar rose like a fortress.

Then a menory canme, as dear and fresh as a drop of spring water. He coul dn't
have been nore than eight, sitting beside his father on Christms Eve,

i stening

to the way that God had sent his only son to earth, to have himdie for our
si ns.

And why, Dylan asked, if God had a son, why didn't God have a father

Because God is the father, his father replied. And no matter how nuch probing
Dyl an did, he couldn't get at a better answer

The begi nnings of a phil osopher -- the search for the deeper meani ngs. Not
bei ng

satisfied with the pat, the quick, the easy answer. That path had | ed hi m away
fromthe church, away, even, from God, and into Geneva, whom he felt
under st ood

the nysteries of the universe.

He woul dn't find Geneva here. She felt that the church destroyed t hought. He
didn't know why he had come |looking in the first place.

Bare feet on the deck, cat behind her, hat tipped down over her eyes. Geneva
wasn't noving. Geneva, frozen in sunlight.

"How d it go?" he asked.

The cat leapt off the chair, robbed her soft fur against his |egs, demandi ng
attention. He crouched and scratched her back, all the while watching CGeneva.
"They inprisoned Copenicus," she said, not nmoving. "Newton too. They kicked
Ei nstein out of Gernany, and nmade Socrates drink hem ock."

"It didn't go well, then," he said, sitting on the deck chair beside her

She tilted her hat up, revealing her green eyes. They shone in the sun

" Depends

on your point of view If they accepted me, | probably wasn't on enough of an
edge. "

He didn't know how to respond. He was secretly relieved that she hadn't gotten
the post-doc. MT was an excellent school, and an even better research
facility,

but she woul d have been in Boston, and he would have been in O egon. Together
only on breaks and during term s end.

"Did you ever think of working on your theories on your own time?" he asked.



"And give those stupid comittees the pap that they want ?" She sat up then
and

whi pped her hat off her head, letting her black hair cascade around her
shoul ders. "You ever think of beconming a Baptist?"

"Ceneva, it's not the same."

"It is too the sane. People become arbiters of thought. In your area, the
church

still holds. In mne, it's the universities. This is an accepted area of
research. That is not. Scientists are children, Dylan, little precious
chil dren,

who | ook at the world as if it is brand new -because it is brand new to them
And they ask silly questions, and expect cosmic answers, and when the answers
don't come, they go searching. And if they can't ask the silly questions, if

they get slapped every tine they do, their searches get smaller, their

di scoveries get smaller, and the world beconmes a ridicul ous, narrow place."

She pl opped her hat back on her head, swung her tanned | egs off the deck chair

and stood up. "I can make you come w t hout even touching you. Just the power
of

our m nds, working together. Imagine if the right conbination of m nds,
wor ki ng

toget her, break through the boundaries that hold us in our place in the

uni verse. W night be able to see the Big Bang at the sane nonent we see the
uni verse's end. We mght be able to see the noment of our birth, this nonent,
and every other monent of our lives. W would live differently. W would be
different -- nore than human, maybe even better than human.™”

Her cheeks were flushed. He wanted to touch her, but he knew better

"It's steamengine tinme, that's all it is," she said. "A handful of m nds,
wor ki ng toget her, change our perception of the world. Does a tree falling

unobserved in the forest make a sound? Only if we believe that a tree is a
tree,

the ground is the ground, and a sound a vibration. Only if we believe

t oget her. "

"And soneone who doesn't believe gets denied a post-doc," he said.
"It's the twentieth century equival ent of being forced to drink hem ock,"” she
said, and flounced into the house.

He hadn't turned on a light yet. Dylan sat in the dark, watching the fuzzy
grayness slip over the entire living room The cat slept on a conmer of the
couch. Geneva's papers were piled on the coffee table, on the end tables, in
t he

coner. He had been sitting in the dark too rmuch, thinking perhaps that was
when

her ghost would arrive.

A light flipped on in the kitchen and he junped.
"Jesus Christ, don't you use |ights anynore?"

Ross. Ross had let hinmself in the back door. Dylan took a deep breath to ease
t he pounding of his heart. He reached up and flicked on a table |anp.

"In here," he said.



Ross cane through the dining roomdoor, and stared at the living room The cat
curled into a tighter ball, hiding her eyes fromthe |ight.

"W need to get you out of here," he said. "How about a novie?"

Dyl an shook his head. He didn't need distractions now. He felt |ike he was
Z?Lge. Her papers held little illum nating, but his nenories--they were like a
j?gsaw puzzle, |eaving gaps, creating bits of a picture. As if she had given
?hg]ansmer out of order, and he had to piece it together. Al one.

"COkay," Ross said, slunping into the sofa. "How about a beer?"

The cat sat up and | ooked at Ross, then junped off the couch. Dylan w shed he
coul d be as rude.

"I want to be alone, right now " he said.

"You' ve been al one since the end of August. Lock yourself up in here long
enough, and you'll never get over her."

"I don't want to get over her," Dyl an said.

Ross shrugged. "Wong choice of words. You got your own life, and the | ast
t hi ng
CGeneva woul d have done was to want you to stop |iving because of her."

"I"'mstill living," Dylan said. "lI'mstill thinking."

"Not good enough." Ross stood, grabbed Dyl an's coat off the back of a chair,
and
held it out.

Dyl an | ooked at it and sighed. Then he rubbed a hand over his face. "Sit
down, "
he sai d.

Ross sat, still holding Dylan's coat. He rested on the edge of the couch, as
i f
he were about to junp up at any point.

"When Ceneva and | went to Al aska, some friends of ours took us to a glacier.
xﬁnt up in the nountains, saw this fantastic lake, filled with ice bergs, and
?;e edge of the lake, the tip of the glacier. A boat took us right there, and
zﬁuld see geol ogic history being nmade."

"I remenber,"” Ross said. His tone was dry--get to the point, Dylan -and he
clutched the coat tighter. "You told ne when you got back."

"But | didn't tell you about the exhibit. One of those nuseumthings, where

t hey

showed you how the glacier has traveled in the | ast hundred years or so. It
receded so much that the point where we stood at the edge of the |ake had been
gl acier only 150 years before. That sucker was noving fast. CGeneva stayed

i nside, where it was warm but | went back out, and put ny feet where that

gl aci er had been a hundred years ago. And if | closed ny eyes, | could fee



it.

| knew what it was like in the past; it was as if it was still there, only
hal f

a step away, and | could get to it, if I took the right step.”

Ross | eaned back on the couch, the coat covering himlike a blanket. "Wen
Gary

died," he said, "I used to go in his bedroom and pick up one of those nodels
he

worked so hard on. And if | held it just right, at the right time of night, I
could feel his little warm hand under mine. Dinah would just watch me, she

woul dn't say anything and | used to think she was jealous -- Gary shows up for
Ross, but not ne kinda thing. But she was worried about |osing me too. She was
afraid | would never cone out of it. | still nmiss him Dylan. | see another
man

with a six-year-old boy and it knocks the wind out of ne. But | survived, and
I
nmoved on, and we have Linny now, and she's precious too."

"You're telling me this is another phase?"

"No." Ross was twi sting the coat sleeve in his hands. "I'mtelling you
finally

know how she felt. Dylan, give yourself a chance to heal. Geneva w Il always
be

part of your past, but not part of your future."

"What makes you so sure,"” Dylan asked, "that they're all that different ?"
GENEVA RESTED on her stomach, knees bent, feet crossed at the ankles. She held
a

bl ade of grass between her fingers, and occasionally she would blow on it,
trying to make a sound. The sunmmer sun was hot, and the hum dity was high
Wsconsin in the sumer. Dylan couldn't wait to | eave.

"Did you know that Mdrnmons marry not just for life, but for all eternity?"

"You saying we should incorporate that into our vows ?" Dylan rolled on his
back, feeling the grass tickle his shoul ders.

"I wonder if we won't be doing that already."” She put her thunmbs to her nouth,

a
bl ade of grass stretched between them As she blew, it made a weak raspberry
sound. "I mean, if you |l ook at an event like you | ook at a pebble, falling
into

a pond, the action will create ripples that will stretch out fromthe pebble.

Each event has its own ripple, independent of another ripple --
"Unl ess they collide,"” Dylan said with a |eer

"Unl ess they collide," she repeated, ignoring his neaning. "But who is to say
Fhat once a pebble gets dropped, you can't go back to the sane spot and watch
ggt dropped over and over again. You can in video tape, why not in |ife?"
"Because life doesn't have rewind and fast forward," he said.

"Who says? Tinme is just perception, Dylan."

He rolled to his side, kissed her bare shoul der, and draped an arm across her



back. From his perspective, the blade of grass between her fingers |ooked
ragged

and danmp. "So you're saying you mght perceive that you' re marrying me for
eternity, and | might perceive that |I'mmarrying you for Wdnesday. So |I could
turn around and marry someone el se for Thursday -- "

"Only if you get a divorce first." She threw away the bl ade of grass.
"Legalities, renenmber? Ot her people's perceptions.”

-- and you would still think you're married to ne forever, right?"
"I think | heard about a court case like that,"
into

him Her hair snelled of the sun. He ki ssed her crown.

she said, |eaning her head

She turned, so that she was pressed flush against him warm skin against his.
"But when you say you'll love nme for eternity, you mean it, right?"

He leaned in, his face al nost touching hers. He couldn't imagine life w thout

her. "When | say I'Il love you forever," he said, "I nean it with all ny
heart."
The dean's office was on the second floor of Erskine Hall, where the senior

prof essors resided. Dylan used to aspire to wal king that staircase every day.
Then he woul d have had tenure, been able to stay in Oregon until he retired.
He

used to imagi ne that he and Geneva woul d buy a beach house. They would work in
the city, then drive the hour to the beach each weekend. They would sit
out si de,

on a piece of driftwood, staring at the point where the sky nmet the ocean
CGeneva woul d contenpl ate the universe, and Dyl an woul d contenpl ate her.

Dreanms. Even dreanms were ghost |inbs. Mpnents, frozen in tinme and space

He wal ked down the narrow corridors, past the rows of cranmmed offices, filled
with too many books and stacks of student papers. The dean's office was a
little

larger, and it had a reception area, usually staffed by upperclassnmen. This
time, though, the receptionist was gone.

He knocked on the gray nmetal door. "Nick?"
"Come on in, Dylan, and cl ose the door."

Dyl an did as he was asked, and sat on the ancient uphol stered chair in front

of

Ni ck's desk. Students probably felt like they'd walked in hell's anteroom when
they came here. Everything was decorated early '70s, in browns and burnt

or ange.

Nick was a white-haired man in his late fifties, face florid with too nuch
f ood

and stress. "l'msorry about Geneva," he said. "She had spirit. | never
expect ed

to outlive soneone |ike her."

Dyl an made hinself smile. "My nother said she was like a flare, brief but
beautiful ."

"You don't believe that," N ck said.



Dyl an took a deep breath. "You didn't call ne in here to tal k about Geneva."

"Actually, | did. Indirectly.” N ck stood up, and shoved his hands in his
pockets, stretching out his pants like a clown's, and making his potbelly poo
out. Ceneva used to call him Chuckles when he did that, a comment made all the
better by the fact that the gesture nmeant Nick was going to say sonething
difficult. "Wbrd is that you' ve been acting a bit erratic lately. Letting

cl asses out early, missing nmeetings, spouting spontaneous philosophy in the
hall's."

"Doesn't sound like the crime of the century,” Dylan said, then bit his |lip.
Def ensive. He couldn't get defensive.

"No, and it's not even all that unusual --except for you, Dylan. You were

al ways

consistent and quiet. |I'm not saying you're doing anything wong, but your
wife

just died. | wanted you to take the termoff, but you insisted on working, and

I'"mnot sure that was such a good idea."
Dyl an stared at himfor a nmoment, uncertain how to respond.

It begins with little conplaints, Geneva once told him Mybe your clothes are
a

l[ittle unusual, or you don't conduct class according to the right nethods.
Then,

one day, you wake up and find you' ve been inprisoned for your beliefs.

He opened his nouth, closed it again, and thought. The cl asses meant not hing
this term The students, nerely full-sized rem nders of how nuch time had
passed

since he had sat in their chairs, since he had net Ceneva.

"You're right," he said. "I think |I should take a | eave of absence, maybe cone
back next fall term™

Ni ck turned, pulled his hands out of his pockets, and frowned. Obviously he
hadn't expected Dyl an to acquiesce so easily. "Sure it won't | eave you al one
t oo

much?"

Dyl an smiled and shrugged. "lI'mnot sure |I'mreally alone now," he said.

Toward the end, she had shrunk to half her size, her skin so translucent, he
could see her veins. The hospital room had deep blue walls, a bed with
restraints on it, and a television perched in the comer. The restraints were
down, the television off, and the wi ndow open, casting sunlight against the
awf ul bl ue.

Dyl an sat beside the bed every day, fromthe nmonment visiting hours began unti
t he nonent they ended. At noon on August 23rd, she opened her eyes and found
his. Her gaze was clear for the first tinme in three days, for the first tine
since he had brought her to the hospital

"Dyl an?" Her voice was no nore than a rasp

He took her too-small hand. It no longer fit just right in his. "I'mhere,
Geneva. "



"You know those two tiny beings on the | ake equival ent?" Each word was an
effort. He |l eaned forward so that he could hear her. Her grip was tight in
hi s.

"I think in about eight mnutes, they' re going to see a supernova."

She cl osed her eyes. He couldn't hear her breathing. He pushed the nurse cal
button, once, tw ce, then three tines.

The grip in his hand tightened. Geneva was |looking at him a small snmile on
her
face. "Don't nmourn, Dylan," she said. "Forever, remenber?"

"I remenber,"” he said, but by that time, she had | oosened her grip on his
hand.

The nurses canme in, with their equi pnent and needl es, pushing him aside. He
wat ched as they checked her, as they | ooked under her closed eyelids, and felt
for her pulse. One of themturned to him and shook her head. He shoved his
hands in his pockets and wal ked out of the room a nmuch poorer man than he had
been when he entered.

On Al Hallow s Eve, he packed his car to the light of the single streetlight.
During the afternoon, he had taken the cat over to Ross's, explaining that he
was going on a short trip, and wasn't sure when he woul d be back. He waited
until dark, packed the car, and headed west.

He had awakened with the idea, the jigsaw puzzle conplete in his nmnd. He knew
how to find her, and how they could be together, forever, as she had said. As
he

drove over the Coast Range, the puzzle becane clearer; the answer seened

ri ght.

Steam engi ne tine, she had said. But who woul d have thought that a phil osophy
prof essor would be the first to ride the rails?

CGeneva had. She knew t hat phil osophers were used to broad concepts of the
m nd.

He pulled into the public beach at Lincoln CGty, grabbed a bl anket and a

cool er

fromthe back of the car, and wal ked to the | oose sand. He was careful to sit
on

a driftwood | og, untouched by high tide.

CGeneva called the point where the sea nmet the sky infinity. In the dark, it
seened even nore vast than it did in the day. He put the blanket on the sand,
set the cooler to the side, and | eaned on the driftwood | og.

He managed to arrive on the dark side of the nmoon. The night sky was full of
stars, points of light, points of history. To their friends, these stars could
be dead, but to him they lived, and tw nkled, and smiled for one | ast show
Hs

m nd coul d grasp each point of light, see it for what it was, and for its
pattern, feel the backdrop of bl ackness against it and beyond.

The ocean spoke to himin its constant roar, and beneath it, he heard CGeneva's
voi ce tal ki ng about sound and waves, waves and sound. Inspiting, she had said,
and so it was.

The edge of the universe was just beyond his imaginati on. The whol e uni verse
was
within his grasp. He didn't want to see the big bang or the end of everything.



He didn't want to see all of time, nor all of time and space. Only those
poi nt s

of light that were Geneva, fromher birth to her death and back again. He

want ed

to hold all of those points in his mnd at the sane time, to be lying with her
on the dock at the same tine he sat here alone, to be holding her hand in the
hospital while they played at intellectual foreplay in her dorm He wanted his
mnd to be Iike the sky, holding history, the future, and infinity at the sane
tine.

Geneva.

She was out there, in time and space, each nonment of her existence a nonent
for

himto hold.

He cast his mind into the inky blackness --

-- and felt the barriers break



