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Mot scientific experiments "fail" — but theré's more than one measure of success.

Look to!" bel one's handler caled out into the silence of the ringing chamber. "Trebles going.”

Dr. Kip Wolverton, his hands on the sdlly of bell eight'srope, glanced at the other ringers. They stood in
aten-foot-diameter circle, hands on the ropes that hung down from the belfry through holesin the
chamber's ceiling. With faces dert, expressions eager and expectant, their eyes werefixed on old
Caruthers, the tower captain.

"Treblesgone.”
The captain gave anod and the ringers began in sequence to pull their ropes.

Bdl one sounded first. At amere 500 pounds, this bell, the treble, led the rest of the bellsin playing a
descending scale. Every two seconds, eight bells rippled down the scale, over and over, pouring atorrent
of sound out into the English countryside. Each repetition of the scale ended with astrike from the huge
tenor, Great Peter. ThiswasKip'sbell, the lowest-pitched of thering of eight.

The tower trembled under the motion of the bellsin the belfry above. Though Kip couldnt seeit, he
knew his bell: 22 hundredweight, 52-inch diameter with the inscription Vigilate et orate, watch and pray,
engraved onitsrim.
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But these rounds were just awarm up. The captain gave the signd and the band of ringersbegan a
quarter ped of Stedman Triples, permutations of the ringing order of the first seven bells, with Kip'stenor
following each row of changes.

21354768
23145678



32416578

Like clockwork, they worked their ropes, their faces rapt in concentration. But Kip didn't need to
concentrate; hisbell, Great Peter, wasn't involved in the permutations so, even through the roaring of the
bells, hewas able to think and to observe. Vigilate et orate.

He hadn't rung abell in twenty-five years, and he wouldn't be ringing now if one of the band hadn't been
sick. Kip looked up the length of his rope and thought of Mavyn, his boyhood best friend. Twenty-five
years ago, Kip had seen atrickle of red snaking down from the rope hole, striping the yellow hemp and
changing the light blue sally to glistening crimson. Mavyn had been hiding out in the belfry. The bdlswere
st for ringing and something, an accidenta kick perhaps, had set the bell in motion. Theton of iron
swung down and...

Kip blinked his eyes, trying to blot out the event, trying to expunge the image of the bell'sinscription
embossed in reverse on Mavyn's crushed flesh. Even through the harmony of aring of eight in full voice,
he remembered the teller with clapper muffled, tolling fifteen strikes, Mavyn's age, at the funera. For the
first and only time, the teller was not Great Peter but the next heaviest bl in thering.

Poor Mavyn. They'd been aunit: he, Mavyn, and Neville. The Three Musketeers out to conquer the
world. Onefor dl and all for one. Kip smiled, sadly. Mavyn had been dmost ayear older than he, and
Neville haf ayear older than Mavyn. Y oung, opinionated innocents, we were. More like the Three Blind
Mice.

Cocooned in the blanket of sound, Kip reminisced. Mavyn the moderator. With Mavyn gone, the age
difference wastoo large. Kip and Neville had drifted gpart—this despite both going on to get doctorates
intheoretica physcsat the same university.
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Kip looked across the ringing chamber at Audrey. He couldn't help but admire how she handled her bell:
grace, efficiency, degance, beauty—athough no longer ravishing beauty; shed put on someweight in the
last quarter century. He used to think of her as his girl back then. In fact, sheld been the reason held
taken up tower ringing. But held been too shy to ever ask her out. That was when he was fourteen. Kip
smiled. Asheld done frequently so long ago, he gazed at "his girl" handling abell, athough now perhaps
he watched with less lust.

Kip decided that at the end of the pedl, hed make amends for his decades of shyness—meaningless now
asthe damage had long been done. When he was off on a postdoc in America, the country of his
parents birth, he got the letter saying that sheld married Neville. And Kip, possibly from regret, had
chosentoremain snglefor life.

Now, afull professor of physicsat Syracuse University in the States, he was back in England on agrant
to do an experiment on the very edge of physics: an experiment that needed bells—three towers of bells.
It was too bad Neville thought it was nonsense. It would have been great if two of the Three Musketeers
could still conquer the world together—at |east the world of physics.
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In the thunder of the bells both heard and fdlt, Kip turned his mind to the experiment. If it worked, it
would relate the structure of time to processesin the human mind. What more appropriate placeto run it
than among aring of bells sounding in achurch tower?
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About forty-five minutes after it had started, the quarter peal ended with atouch of rounds.
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Old Caruthers motioned that the bells be rung down—ever since Mavyn's death, the bells were not set
ups de-down between ringings. The full-throated striking grew soft as the bells came to their positions
favored by gravity, and findly went Slent.

Fushed from the exertion, Kip coiled hisbell rope and, when his breathing had dowed to normd,
walked over to Audrey. He took a couple of quick swalowsto clear hisears, trying to slence the
phantom bells he'd aways heard after along session of tower ringing. "Can | perhapsinterest youina
milkshake?" he said, hisvoice sounding hollow and empty in the tower.

As she hung up her rope, Audrey laughed. "No. Not amilkshake. But acup of teawould be nice.”
"How 'bout at Beowulfie's?'
"Wonderful."

Kip followed Audrey down the narrow, circular staircase from the ringing chamber to the chapel, and
then outside for the five-minute walk to the coffeehouse. Although it waswarm for early November,
yelow and gold leaves swirled on the sdewak and many inhabitants of the old university town were
aready enshrouded in scarves displaying their college colors.

"I il hear bells" said Audrey asthey walked dong.

"Not phantom bells, | think," said Kip, looking off into the distance. "Tower West isaso rehearsing the
experiment today."

Audrey laughed. "Tower West? Still fighting religion, are you?"

Kip answered serioudy, even though he knew he was being teased. "Not at all. | have three towersto
coordinate. It's much less confusing to call them Tower North, East, and West instead of the Church of
the holy whatever, or Saint what's-his-face."

"Dearest Kip," she said, patting him on thearm. "Don't ever change." She glanced sdeways and
examined him like aspecimen. "Actudly, you haven't changed. Not redly.”

Kip returned the glance. "Neither have you," he said, hoping she couldn't tell hewas giving aritua answer
inlieu of the truth. She wasn't the bright young thing hed cherished in hismemory.

University towns being what they were, everyone knew everything about everyone e'se and Kip had
heard the talk: Audrey's marriage lacked passion. Nevill€sfirgt, and gpparently only, love wastheoretical
physics. It showed clearly on Audrey'sface.

At Beowulfie's, they found atable near the window and ordered tea.



"Y ou know," said Kip, his hands enveloping ahot fragrant cup of Lapsang Suchong, "when we were
teenagers, | dwaysthought of you asmy girl."

Audrey looked down at her cup of Darjeding. "Things might have been very different had you thought to
tell methat at thetime." She looked up, meeting Kip'seyes. "Y our girl? Y ou dwaystook mefor granted,
never asked me out, never even really talked to me.”

Kip averted hiseyes. "'l can't tell you," he said, "how many times I'd fantasi zed about asking you to go to
amoviewith me. But | never could bring mysdlf..." He covered his awkwardness by stirring histea, even
though he drank it black. "I wasamost clinicaly shy," he said softly, asif to himsdf.

"I'm very glad you're back with us now," she said, cheerfully, clearly trying to redirect hismood. “So tell
me. What isthis experiment of yours about?"

"Y ou don't know?'
"No. Nevillethinksit's..." Shebit her lower lip.

"Absolute nonsense,” Kip supplied. "Y es. He's expressed hisviewsto me aswell. Asfar asbelfriesare
concerned, herather thinks| have batsin mine."

"In any casg'—Audrey took asip of her tea—"he's refused to tell me anything about it."

"Well, I'll tdll you." Kip gaveamirthlesssmile. Y oull likely think it nonsense dso. And indeed it might
well be"

Kip picked up the saltshaker. "First the how, and then the why." Plopping it down at the center of the
table, he said, "Thisisour tower, Tower North." He picked up the peppershaker and then snagged
another from an adjacent table.

He st both shakers down, making them into vertices of an equilaterd triangle. "And these are Tower
West and Tower Eagt.”

"Holy whatever and Saint what's-his-face," said Audrey.

"Precisaly. And these are not just any towers. All three have aring of eight bellstuned in D." Kip placed
aforefinger at the center of theimaginary triangle. "And Tuesday, I'll be here—in radio contact with the
three tower captains.” He glanced at Audrey. "Y ou know this much, yes?"

Audrey nodded. "WElI dl beringing aped of Stedman Triples.”

"A synchronized ped," said Kip. "I'll be giving ingtructionsto the individua captainsto speed up or dow
down—to keep them together.”

"| don't think Old Carutherslikesthe idea"
lld]?l

"Even though no one's ever done amullti-tower ring and it will certainly be in the record books'—Audrey
picked up the Tower North salt shaker—"he likes being the captain, likes being in control.”

"Hewill bein control.” Gently, Kip retrieved the shaker and returned it to the table. "He's still tower
captain, but..." Kip laughed. "But, for the day, I'm sort of the tower field marshd." He stared at the
Tower North shaker asif he were contemplating Hamlet's Y orick. "Funny," he said. "Old Caruthers.
Hard to think of him asold. It's been twenty-five years since I'd seen him last. Back then, he was 'Mister



Caruthers, Sr."

"And you were just one of thelittle tower brats." Smiling, Audrey tapped the top of Tower North. "I
never understood why you spent so much time here, consdering your opinions on religion. Playing violin
at Chrigtmas concerts, playing with the youth hand bell choir, tower ringing.”

"I loved the old place," said Kip. "Still do. | redly wanted to be an organi<t, but that would have required
more of achurch afiliation than | waswilling to put up with. Soinsteed, | took up theviolin."

Audrey chuckled. "The devil'singtrument.”
"So I've beentold.”

"Oh, I'mjust teasing you." She smiled, softly. "In fest, if | remember, you amost got aviolin scholarship
to study at the Royal Conservatory.”

"Almog." Kip took asip of histea, lukewarm from neglect. "Physics was my default plan. Had | won the
scholarship, well...I'd intended to become a concert violinist. But of course, you know that."

"l didn't want youtowinit," said Audrey. "l didn't want you to run off to London to study. | would have
missed you terribly."

Kip knew he was blushing and sipped a histeato try to conced it. "Back to the experiment,” he said.
"Thewhy of it."

Audrey crossed her hands on the table and gazed expectantly at him. Shelooked like alittle girl at
school.

Kip knew it would be tricky—explaining the physics without talking down to her, or at least without her
detecting she was being talked down to.

"There areforcesin nature," he said. "Theresthe force of gravity, the elecrowesk force, the strong
nuclear force." Already he could see he was losing her, so he backed up. "The eectroweak force, for
example, iswhy an eectron and proton attract each other. And the strong force iswhat kegps an atomic
nucleusfrom ripping apart.”

Audrey nodded.

"Wethink," said Kip, "that there might be another force."

"Whoiswe?'

"Me

"Oh." Audrey smiled. "All right, then. What would this other force do?"

"We... | think it keepsthe dimensions from ripping apart. It'srelated to entropy and it determinesthe
arrow of time." Despite the baffled look on her face, he plunged ahead. "And since life seemsto violate
the law of increasing entropy, it lookslike thisforceisimportant in living creatures.”

"You do know," said Audrey, "that I've not the vaguest clue what you are talking about?"
"Yes, | know." Kip shrugged. "Sorry."
Audrey gave atight-lipped smile.



"Anyway," said Kip, "an ostillating mass makes gravity waves, and an oscillating charge makes
electromagnetic waves—"

"Y ou mean radio waves?'

"Yes, exactly. And | think oscillating extended compress ble matter makes dimension waves. D-waves, |
cdl them.”

"Oscillating extended compressible matter?' Audrey laughed. "What language isthat, please?’
Kip fet himsdf blush. "I guess| should have just said 'sound wavesin air.'"

"l see" said Audrey, smiling. "And you're looking for D-Waves, which iswhy the bells must be tuned to
thekey of D."

"No. Y ou don't understand. It has nothing to do with..." Then Kip noticed her smile. "Y ou're teasing me
agan, arentyou?'

She nodded.

"Perhaps.”" Kip picked up Tower West. "Perhaps we've taked enough science for the day." He returned
the shaker to its proper table.

AsKip did the other shakerstogether, Audrey put a hand on his. "But you haven't told me," she said,
"what bell ringing hasto do with dl this™

Kip started from her touch and drew back his hand, then extended it and placed it over hers. "Wdll,
heréswhereit gets strange,” he said.

Audrey gave ashort chuckle. "Hereiswhereit gets strange?”

"Okay, more strange.” He took a breath, and plunged on. "I'm trying to establish a standing D-wave
pattern over asmall areain the middle of the triangle defined by the towers.”

"Using tower bdls"
"Unlikely asit seems, yes."

Audrey, gazing down at her tea, tapped the side of her cup and watched wavelets form on the surface of
theliquid. Shelooked up. "Maybe not dl that unlikely,” she said. "I've dwaysfdt that the sound of tower
bellsintheair createsakind of collective consciousnessin those that hear them." Again, shetoyed with
the teacup. "If there is such athing as a collective consciousness, | shouldn't be too surprised if aclever
scientist managed to detect it."

"Caollective consciousness.” Kip played with the words, and then with the idea. "That's wonderful." He
gazed in admiration; Audrey had heard histheory for thefirst time and dready had augmented it.

Feding amost asif he were spesking with a colleague now, Kip went on. " Since the D-waves should
make nodes where living creatures are, in some sense, synchronized and aband of ringers engaged in the
exerciseis about as synchronized asit gets, the ringers should help create a stable resonance pattern.” He
took aquick breath and concluded, "The tenor ringing D at the end of each row of changes should
establish the resonance and the changes themselves, being permutations, should dampen any unwanted
harmonics.”

"Assuming that | understood dl that,” said Audrey, "tell me. What does your experiment actually do?"



"At the center of thetriangle, | hopeto detect avery tiny variation in the flow of time.”

N

"And?' Kip laughed. "And nothing. That's the experiment.”

Audrey seemed disappointed. "I'd have thought thered be something more impressive.”

"Not strange enough, huh?"'

"Well, it'sjust that.. . Perhaps I've just seen too many movies of energetic scientists and big machines.”

"Ah. That remindsme." Kip glanced at hiswatch. "Oh dear! | redly must gpologize, but I've got to run
up to the university to check on anot-so-big machine—my time variation meter. | told my technician I'd
be there ten minutes ago." He waved for the bill and took out hiswallet. "Can | drop you off
somewhere?'

"No, thanks. | think I'll just dawdle here over my teaawhile." She stared at him for amoment. "But you
should go on being the energetic scientidt. It suitsyou.”

Kip pad the bill and, looking back as heleft Beowulfie's, saw Audrey smiling a him. Hefdt fifteen again.

In the Physics Department electronics shop late that afternoon, Kip finished calibrating the time variation
meter. Housed in an auminum tube about four feet long by three quarters of an inch thick, the device had
ahand grip, an on/off switch, and asmall meter cdibrated in nanoseconds. Inside were atomic clocks at
each end, a solid-state memory module, and a cell-tower triangulation module to give position data. The
TVM was designed to measure the difference of time flow between the ends of the device.

Kip lifted the unit at the grip end and, wielding it like a sword, made passesin the air withit.
In mid-pass, the door opened, and Neville ambled into the shop.
"Still aMusketeer, | see," said Neville, acoolness evident in hisvoice.

"Oh." Kip felt both surprised and sheepish, the way he had when, long ago, Neville had found him
playing with atoy he wastoo old for—in Nevilles undterable opinion. Kip placed the TVM onto alab
bench. "Tuesday," hesad, "I'll beusing thisalot. | just wanted to get the fed of it."

"Yes, of courseyou did,” said Neville, displaying thje characteristic disdain that Mavyn had dways
managed to keep in check. "Look," he said from the doorway. "'I'm glad to see you back in England, of
course. But let'stry not to give the university abad name, shall we?!

"Inwhat way?' said Kip, genuingly puzzled. "If the experiment fails, well, it'sjust an experiment that
failed. Most do.”

"But they usudly don't fail in front of mediareporters.” Neville whipped off hisglasses. "This...this
experiment of yours attracts the.press like fliesto treacle.” Helooked off toward awindow, avoiding
Kip'sgaze. "Junk science usudly does," he added, softly.

Kip worked to keep hisvoice cheerful. There was nothing to be gained by losing histemper. "Why are
you S0 set againgt this?' he asked.

"Research money is difficult to come by thesedays," said Neville. "Thereisalot of good science



languishing because more meretricious projects get the funds.”
"Such as one of your own projects, perhaps?’

Nevilleglared.

Kip pointed to the TVM. "Thisisgood science," he said.
"Onemight differ.”

Why?

"For one," said Neville, "your extrgpolation from the Klein-Gordon equation islittle more than
speculation. And there is no way to know if this supposed entropy force could couple to the matter field.
Theeffect, if it exists at al, might be localized to amicron or two and, even then, | can't seethat the
arrow of timewould lose meaning in the localized field." With ashow of ddliberation, Neville put on his
glasses. "But principdly,” he said, glowering behind histhick lenses, "bell ringing, synchronized human
minds—that isnot physics.

"Wdll, damn it, who made you the god of physics?' Kip, annoyed held alowed himself to be goaded,
tried for aveneer of pleasantness. "We differ on this" he said with aforced smile. "But | do thank you for
letting me use the resources of your department.”

"Thank your Nationa Science Foundation." Neville waked to the door. "They've been very generous.”
More forcefully than necessary, he closed the door behind him.

Tuesday morning, after visiting each of the three towers, Kip drove as close as roads alowed to the
geographic center of the triangle. He parked the car on the side of the road, flipped on hisradio
transceiver, and popped it into hisjacket pocket. Then, carrying the TVM, he stepped out onto the
familiar soil—atree-rich hill that was, coincidentally, amere five-minute walk to the house hed grown up
in. HE'd played here asaboy. All the Musketeers had.

Kip repositioned his hands-free headset from around his neck to over his head, then checked hiswatch:
fifteen minutes to ten. The tower captains had been ingtructed to turn on their transceivers at ten,
precisdly.

Whilewaiting for ten o'clock, Kip meandered the gentle woods, the crunch and rustle of the fallen leaves
breaking the sylvan silence as he walked. Despite Nevill€'s forewarning, there were no reporters dogging
his steps; he was quite done.

Then, in the overcast but unseasonably warm morning, he heard the bells of Tower North. The bells, left
down after use, were being rung up to their start positions. A minute later, there was sllence again.

A few seconds before the hour, Kip leaned againgt atree—a very familiar landmark, one heid climbed
repeatedly through the years of his childhood. It looked smaller now.

"Tower North," he said. "Are you there?"
"Yes, Kip, my boy," came Caruthers voice from his headset. "Tower North, ready."
Kip checked the other towers, paused, then said, "Tower North. On my mark, begin rounds...Mark."

"Treblésgoing,” said avoice from the tower. " She's gone.”



A second or so later, Kip heard the joyous cascade of rounds—the repeated descending scale, each
repetition ending with the rich, mellow D from Great Peter.
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Kip brought in the second tower and spent the next few minutes coordinating the two rings of bellsinto
synchronization.

"Tower Eagt," he sad, "try to listen only to the earphones. Y ou're alittle ahead of North."

Finaly, with North and East ringing in unison, Kip brought in Tower West and talked it into synchrony.
Then he listened. The sound was uncanny. With the three towers ringing as one, the chorus of iron came
from no discernable direction—the cry of the bells seemed to radiate from everywhere: the hills, the
trees, from the ground itself.
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"Tower captains,” said Kip. "On my mark, begin the method...Mark."
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The ped of Stedman Triples had begun. If the pedl did not break down, Kip would have over three
hoursto collect data.

Using thetree as ground zero, Kip walked dowly in awidening gyre, sweeping the TVM in horizontal
arcsasif hewerelooking for buried treasure. At firt, Kip kept his eyeslocked on the meter did, eager
to seethefirst success of histheory. But after about an hour, with the pointer stubbornly refusing to
budge from zero, hismind's eye took over; heimagined Neville, not even trying to disguise hisglee at the
failed experiment. Kip tried to convince himself that the dia was but a crude indicator. The important
datawould be recorded in memory. Computer analysiswould build a data map of the region showing the
truesgnd strength at any point to three or four significant figures.

Kip continued his spird until he could just barely hear phase differences between the towers. Then he
turned back, repesting the measurementsin the eerie shadow of directionless sound. If nothing ese, the
smultaneous ped would go into the record books and would certainly get abig write-up in Ringers
World. But that would hardly impress the American Nationa Science Foundation.

After afew minutes where his eyeswere locked on the TVM'scircular did, Kip glanced up. Aheed, he
saw the vaguest hint of acircle or maybe a sphere—an afterimage of the diad, he supposed. Transparent
amog to the point of invisibility, theimage had an ill-defined boundary, which appeared to start about
nine feet above ground leve. Kip moved his head, but the image didn't move. Not an afterimage, but
likely atrick of thelight.

As hewalked toward the ghostly object, he noticed that the ground-zero tree penetrated into it—that is,
if therewasindeed an it. Immersed in the dense tapestry of sound, Kip observed that the object might be
shimmering in synchrony with the tenor bells. He wasn't sure; it took an act of will to even see the sphere
at dl. And sometimesit seemed more pyramidal than sphericd.



Near the base of the tree, Kip, dmost by reflex, reached up with the TVM to touch the object. But there
was nothing to touch, no resistance, only anear-sublimina change of color. Kip froze asthe meter dia
caught hiseye. The pointer, no longer fixed at zero, vibrated across aquarter of itsrange. Kip stood on
tiptoes and raised the tip of the TVM higher into the object. The meter fluctuated wildly, making soft
clicking sounds as the needle pinned itself againgt the stops. Although uncertain of exactly what was
happening, Kip had no doubt that afew feet above his head, something very strange was happening to
time. A wave of satisfaction washed over him; his experiment had succeeded. At the sametime, he
reproached himself for overlooking the third dimension. Of course the effect would be significantly above
ground levd; the bellswere high in towers.

He stuck the TVM in hisbelt like asword and examined the tree for hand and foot holds. Hed climbed
the tree before; he would climb it again. As he began to clamber upward, he smiled. He wastaller now,
but perhaps not aslithe. Although pleased with himsdlf a how easily he climbed, he knew that, unlike
twenty-five years ago, he would fed the aftereffectsthe next day.

Breathing heavily from the exertion as he fought for dtitude, he reminisced—remembering his previous
visitsto the tree. He locked his mind onto one particular arboreal excursion—and noticed he was
gedticulaing and aso moving hislips.

Abruptly, Kip redized he wasn't o much reminiscing as rdiving the experience—the way onewould do
inadream. Finding afamiliar cleft between two branches, Kip wedged himself in. He had to think.

It could just be the hypnotic effect of the bells, but it seemed redl. He experimented again, thistime with
hismind and hiswill.

Likeatrain on atrack, he could will himsdf to roll back in time and relive any portion of hislife. And with
effort, he could liveit dl at once. It was asif dl his past, hisworldline, happened s multaneoudy—like
photos from an album stacked and pressed together.

Hetook refuge in physics. Maybe there was a second dimension of time—time as afunction of time.
Perhaps here in the tree, time was disconnected from space. His theory said it could happen. Maybe he
was experiencing the multi-world formalism of quantum mechanics.

Kip shook his head, struck with the thought that one version of the Christian heaven and the multi-world
formalism might actually describe the same phenomenon. Maybe held been atrifle too uncompromising in
hisview of rdigion—his"fight" as Audrey cdled it; maybe rdigion wasjust a subset of physics.

Methodicdly, in hismind, he moved the lever back—experiencing hislife at an ever earlier
period—sharing his mind with all those other Kips. He wondered about those others, did they too
experience the mind-sharing? Did they think they were perhaps having psychotic episodes? He
remembered that aslate as age twelve, he talked to himse f—another himself.

Kip focused, pulling abruptly back from the brink. Hed felt hisforty-year-old identity weaken and his
eleven- or twelve-year-old self begin to assert control. He shuddered. It had been close. Yes, it might
have been good to go back and rdlive hislife, but he doubted he had the endurance to go through
childhood again.

Tentatively, experimentaly, he let hismind return to the brink and as he did so, noticed his hands. They
were a child's hands—and his clothes were those of ayoung boy: shorts, tee shirt, sneskers. Heinhaed,
sharply—and noticed the smells, delicious smélls: the pleasantly acrid aroma of tree bark, the tang of the
autumn leaves, the sweet fragrance of the grass.

"Kippy," came avoice from below, harmonizing with the ever present bells. "Come down, now. You're



latefor dinner."

Kip garted. One part of hismind experienced shock while another felt he wasin trouble and would redly
catch it when hisfather got home from work. He looked down at his mom, wondering what to say. But
then he noticed the bells.
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They wereringing rounds! The ped had ended and that meant the detached time effect would soon end.
He had to get back to his own time or be trapped here as an eleven-year-old.

"Mom," he cdlled out, hisvoice along-forgotten treble. "'l love you."

Her face, showing a puzzled expression, faded as he struggled forward in time. But now it felt asif he
were running under water; aready, the effect was diminishing. As he pushed ahead againgt an ever
increasing drag, he took some comfort in the notion that if he didn't makeit, held still be ableto live at
norma speed and eventualy get back to where he was. But then, he shuddered with ahorrible thought; if
he didn't get back, hed bein an endlesstimeloop: rdiving hislife to the point of doing the experiment,
then going back and living it again—and again and again. But maybe not! Maybe hed manage to do just
onedifferent thing thistime. That might be al he needed. like bobsin aringing method, it might change
everything. He held firm to that hope as memories of the future faded to memories of memories and then
to dreams.

He fought hisway forward and wondered how old he was. What a stupid thing to wonder. He was
fourteen.

"Hey, Kipper!"

Kip looked down, then hooked hislegs over the limb and swung over, letting hisarms dangle. "Onefor
al," he said, hanging upside down, "and dl for pickles.”

"Geez," said Mavyn, agtride hisbicycle. "Last time | heard you say that, you were eleven.”
Kip chuckled, then grabbed alimb and vaulted to the ground like agymnast.

"Glad | found you," said Mdvyn. "In honor of your not winning your fiddle scholarship, we decided wed
treat you to some goodies at Beowulfie's."

"Hey, that'sredly nest," said Kip. "You and Nev?'

"Yeah. Hisidea" Mavyn pumped his hand brakes, asign he was anxiousto get moving. "He said hell
meet usthere at two. And why I'm glad | found you isbecauseif | hadn't, Neville said I'd have to treat
him."

Kip raised his bicycle upright from the grass and whedled it next to Mavyn's. "I'm glad | didnt winit," he
sad, quietly.

"What?' Mavyn practicaly squesked.
"I've decided | don't redly want to be a concert violinist."

"Geez." Mavyn shook hishead. "Y ou know, Kipper, | don't understand you."



"Yes, | know." Kip shrugged. "Sorry."

"Boy," said Mavyn. "For the last month, you've checked your mailbox ten times aday, and talked usto
death about how you wanted that scholarship more than anything in the universe. And now you say
youreglad." Mavyn gretched hisarmsimploringly to the heavens. "Geez."

"I've decided that scienceis more important to me than playing the violin." Kip mounted hisbicycle but
kept onefoot on the ground. "Anyway, | can play violin asahobby. And | don't think you can bea
scientist as ahobby." He leaned over and glanced at Mavyn'swrist-watch. "Were too early for
Wulfies"

"Okay." Malvyn leaned hisweight on apeda and set off. "L et's go over to the tower."
Kip set off aswell. Y eah. Maybe we can sneak into the belfry and untie abell rope or something.”

Mavyn looked back over hisshoulder. "Not bloody likely!" He pedaled dowly, letting Kip roll up dong
gde. "Last time, my dad caught me. He nearly tore my head off.” Mavin scrunched up his shoulders asif
hewerein pain. "And if he catchesme again, I'm toast.”

"So you've sworn off belfry visits?'

"Not exactly." Mavyn laughed. "I'vejust got to be alittle sneakier about it."
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"Too late, anyway," said Mavyn. "They've sarted ringing."

"Only rounds.”

"You know," said Mavyn as he pedaled steadily on the road into town. "I'm sort of glad you didn't get
the scholarship. Keeps the Musketeers together. And Audrey would have missed you.”

"Redly?How do you know?"

"Shetold me."

Kip pressed down on the handbrakes. "Malv," he called out, "stop for amoment, will you?'

Mavyn cycled in agraceful curve and pulled up next to Kip. "What'swrong?"

"Did sheredly say shed missme?"

"Audrey?Yes. Shedid."

Kip looked down and worked the handbrakes afew times. "Y ou... Y ou know something about girls."
"Yeah, alittle. Why?"

Kip continued working the brakes, but didn't say anything.

Malvyn laughed. "1 know. Y ou want to ask Audrey out, but you're too shy to ask.” He laughed again.
"That'sit, isn't it?"



Kip fdt himsdf blush. He il didn't say anything, but just listened to the bells.
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"L ook, it'snot so hard,” said Madvyn, sounding now like ahelpful older brother. "Just ask her. | bet she's
wanted you to ask her for along time."

"Youthink 0?7
llYall
With ashow of resolve, Kip looked up. "I will ask her,” he said. "I'll do it today."

Malvyn placed ahand on Kip's shoulder. "Believe me, my boy," he said, mimicking Mr. Caruthers voice
and mannerisms, it will changeyour life"

"Changemy life" Kip laughed. "Y eah, right."
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