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John Smith stepped up to the laboratory door and hesitated a moment before knocking. He could hear two people laughing inside, a woman and a man. But neither seemed like the voice that had granted him entrance, the other night on the phone, to the mystery that lie beyond this door. He rapped on it boldly and cocked his best reporter’s grin – a flag flung by the First Amendment. “Like it or not, the truth will out!” it said. But he would be surprised.


“Mr. Smith, I presume” said the woman who pulled open the door. 


“John Smith” he replied, firmly shaking her outstretched hand. “The Times”.


“John Smith” she mimicked, holding his gaze with an amused glint. “What a profound affinity with parsimony your parents must have had.” He blinked. “Kind of like Occam’s over there” she added, as if no points had been scored. 


“Ocky is fine with me” said the man, as he stepped up to shake John’s hand. 


John gave him a kindly smile and said “Otherwise, I guess, people get to asking you for a shave, eh?”


Ocky beamed at him, impressed with a reporter who knew enough to pun off Occam’s Razor. 


The woman frowned and said “I am Dr. Rission, and this is Dr. Laem.”


“That’s L-A-E-M” Ocky said, rolling his eyes at the necessary self-defense. “And Occam has two C’s” John nodded, smiled, and pulled out his pen and pad.


“Dr. Autospinnen is not here at the moment” said Dr. Rission, “although we got the message that she’d called for you to come. Frankly, I’m a bit surprised that she would do such a thing. There are certainly academic venues more appropriate for posting developments in our work. She really hasn’t been herself lately…” This last was almost an aside, and she clamped into silence, appalled at having exposed herself  to The Press. 


“What Dee means” said Ocky “is the Good Professor has been much caught up in her work of late.”


Clearly not caring to be paraphrased, Dee cut in: “That’s ‘Dee’ as in D-period. And Rission is R-I-S-S-I-O-N.”


“But Diredre, my dear” teased Ocky, as John Smith dutifully scribbled, “wouldn’t ‘D-period’ be ‘Duh’?”


“What do you think, Mr. Smith? Do you think a man who goes by ‘Ock’ ought to be telling others what name they should use?”


“‘D-period’ it is” said John amicably. “And your degrees are in…?”


“I have a Ph.D. in Quantum Physics from Berkeley/Livermore” she said, “and Dr, Laem has his in Biology from Cornell”.


“Actually” Dr. Laem put in, “my degree is in Neurobiology and Behavior.”


“Impressive” John said. Self-inflated, he thought. But the voice on the phone had been different. “And you two are Professor Autospinnen’s collaborators?”


“Yes” said Dr. Rission.


“Well, we’re the post-docs” said Ocky. Dee gave him a sharp look, so he added “That is, Dr. Autospinnen is the P.I. on the grant. That’s ‘Principal Investigator’”.


Dee kept her lips pressed tightly together.


“She’s a genius, she really is!” Ocky blurted, a bit out of nowhere. “Truly one of a kind!”


“She has developed some truly remarkable theories” Dee conceded, as if pressed. “Our work here has genuinely broken new ground.” Her invigorated certainty narrowed her gaze. “Which is why your presence is a bit of a mystery, Mr. Smith. She’s been holding off even submitting a Short Communication to Theoretical Physics or the Quarterly Review – Why she would want to talk with a reporter…?”


John had started to roam the lab, and even Ocky felt a little nervous. 


“Its just that she hasn’t briefed us on what she was planning to tell you” he said. 


“She did say she would meet me here today” said John, approaching the large white Chamber that, aside from some specimen bottles and few small animal cages, was the central feature of the lab. 


Dee and Ocky exchanged looks. Clearly they felt out of the loop. John pretended not to notice and started acting the reporter in earnest. 


“The little that Dr. Autospinnen did say on the phone about her work was very intriguing” he said, examining some cryptic dials embedded in the Chamber’s wall. “Something about a ‘time machine’?” He swung to face them when he reached the sci-fi phrase, carefully watching their faces.


“I’m surprised she used that term” said Ocky. “She hates the presumptions it sets up in people’s minds.”


“Well” said Dee  “she wouldn’t use it to a learned’ audience - at least not without visible scare quotes. But perhaps she felt it was necessary to grab the distracted attention of the Press.”


John looked directly at her and smiled. “It certainly did get my attention” he said. “But the only reason my editor allowed me to follow up on such an. . . unusual lead was because Dr. Autospinnen does not otherwise have a reputation as a crank.”


Ocky looked startled and Dee angry. “NSF is not generally in the habit of granting 4.5 million over three years to a crank!” she said, but regretted it as soon as she saw him writing it down.


“Have you ever met the Doctor?” asked Occam.


“No, I’ve only spoken with her on the phone” John replied.


“She is a giant.” Ock said.


“Both figuratively and literally” Dierdre added. “She stands over six feet tall.”


“A commanding presence!” urged Ocky. “Statuesque!”  


“Really quite formidable” nodded Dee.


“And her understanding of time…” Ock was at a loss. 


“. . .Is not our place to explain!” D. reminded him pointedly and, turning to John Smith, said “The Doctor should be the one to discuss her theories with you.”


“They are clearly more than just theories” Ocky grumbled, but then he shut up.


“So, Dr. Autospinnen’s is an applied science?” asked the reporter, reaching out to touch the white wall of the Chamber.


Both Dee and Ocky flinched when his hand made contact. Then Ocky began to chatter. “Well, we’ll leave that for the Good Doctor, shall we - since you say she’ll be coming in today. But Dierdre and I can certainly expound on the concept of time, can’t we Dee? We are well versed in the topic. Shall I begin? 

Time is the herb that cures all diseases.











- Ben Franklin.”


“A little game we play” said Dee to John. “Personally, I’ve grown weary of wondering if Franklin was aiming for drolly ironic or patiently optimistic. If the former, surely Emmerson was more on mark with 

The surest poison. . ..”


“Wasn’t Ben Franklin also the one who said 

Time is money ?”











offered John, leaving the shark cage behind.


“Oh dear, here we go” grinned Dee, eyeing Ocky. 


“That is the most meaningless…!” Ocky hrumphed. “The most inane…! Its not even about time. Its a about avarice and - and human institutions. Its about distraction from the truth. About being trapped in a life that is dictated by ‘the arbitrary and outward signs’…”

Dee recited: “

The shadow of the dial, the striking of the clock - these are but the arbitrary and outward signs, 

the measure of time, but not Time itself. Time is the life of the soul.











- Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.”


John knew he would like that one, later when he could think about it, away from the glare of these two glittering intellects. Meanwhile, he went back to reporting.


“So, you two have made a study of aphorisms on time?” he asked.


“More like a hobby really” said Ocky, remembering that he liked this reporter with a mind. 


“You consider such an avocation frivolous?” queried D.


“On the contrary - “ John began. 


“Time wasted, perhaps?” she went on, setting herself up. 

“False slave to false delight ?











 - Shakespeare, The Rape of Lucrece.”


John just let the line echo on in his brain. 


Then, genuinely sad, Ocky said 

“As if you could kill time without injuring eternity.












- Henry David Thoreau.”


For a long moment, they coincided in privacy.

“I have wasted time”
John said quietly, 

“and now doth time waste me.










- Richard the Second.” 


Dierdre’s eyebrows rose. “Well, Occam, it appears that our colleague from the Fourth Estate has literary aspirations!”


“Not really” lied Mr. Smith, “just a lifelong fondness for Shakespeare”.


“There are just so many great ones!” raved Ocky. “Like: 

A river without banks.











- Marc Chagall. Perfect!”


“Dr. Autospinnen wouldn’t call that perfect” noted Dee.


“I don’t mean perfect science. I mean a perfect image” said Ocky, peeved. “The artist traffics in imagery, after all --.”


“Yes, and you are a sucker for those magical blues of his, aren’t you?” she teased him fondly. “No - for perfect words, you have to look to a writer.

Time, the endless idiot











- Carson Mc Cullers. Now that’s perfect.”


John knew they were well rehearsed, so he took his time. The pause was effective. 
. . .by Time’s fell hand defaced, the rich proud cost of outward buried age…”

The post-docs blinked. “When I’m looking for perfect words, my first stop is always The Sonnets.”


They each gave it its due. 


“Although sometimes,” Ocky continued happily “even the Common Man can come up with a corker. Like the English proverb: 

The file that wears and makes no noise.












Positively creepy!”


But Dierdre had been dredging for a Sonnet. 

“Time,”

she intoned,

“blunt thou the lions’ claws, and make the earth devour her own sweet brood. . .








- Sonnet 19. You can keep the peasants, I’m sticking with The Bard.” 


This time John was ready. “

. . . and waste huge stones with little water drops. . .”











he said. “The Rape, again, I believe.” 


It was clear he had succeeded in cruising their school, and they both had to nod in acknowledgment. Ock was self-satisfied, proud of his new friend, and Dierdre, all of a sudden, found him attractive. For the first time, she softened.

“The days come and go”

she said

“like muffled and veiled figures, sent from a distant friendly party, 

and if we do not use the gifts they bring, they carry them, as silently, away.











That’s Emmerson as well. . .”


Just then, the rear door to the lab slammed open. All three of them jumped and oriented. The girl, about eleven, had a wildness in her eye.


“There was a young lady named Bright” she exclaimed,


“Who could travel much faster than light


   She started one day


   In the relative way


   And came back on the previous night!”


Ocky’s face was aglow; Dee’s, a cold crust over molten hostility.


“Alice” she hissed “you are not to treat the laboratory as if it were a playground. If you insist on spending time 

underfoot… ”


Alice looked directly at her and said  “- Anonymous”.


“Oh leave her alone, Dee” reprimanded Ocky. “She’s been given Carte Blanc and you know it -- ”


“A typed note” quibbled Dee.


“Signed” said Occam. “Plus, she knows the door codes.” Then he lowered his voice a bit. “Besides, remember what the note said about 

the rough torrent of occasion. . .”


 “Henry the Fourth, Act 4, Scene 1” brandished the girl, strangely resentful. 


“Yes, and what about that quote!” snapped Dee, not letting it go. “Also highly suspect I’d say, given Dr. Autospinnen’s avowed attitude toward the metaphor of flow -- ”


“As you are perfectly aware, there is plenty of precedent for the Professor’s use of poetic license” chided Ock, annoyed.


“Don’t worry about me, Ocky” said Alice. “As I know, all too well, ‘

we are subject, all, to envious and calumniating Time…’”

She stuck out her tongue at Dee. But then she looked bored and said  “Troilus and Cressida, Act 3, Scene 3.”


John stepped up, contravening any further squabbling, and extended his hand. “John Smith” he said. “The Times.”


Alice peered at him.

“. . . they are a changin’.”











she said, finally, and walked away from his hand. 


Nonetheless, curious about ‘Carte Blanc’, his question followed her. “Are you related to Dr. Autospinnen?”


“To the power of negative one-quarter, precisely” laughed Alice, her eyes ablaze. 


Precocious showoff, wondered John, or genuinely mad? His instincts said the latter, so he backed off a bit. She frightened him a little.


“The child has talked nothing but gibberish” grumbled Dee “since she showed up on our doorstep, claiming clearance, a day or two ago --”


“Its not complete gibberish” defended Ocky, uneasily. “After all, the ‘quarter-power scaling rule’ is relevant to the Professor’s experiments. . .”


D.’s look shut him up again, but John Smith was right there, probing.


“Scaling rule?” he asked, looking to each in turn. Only Alice met his gaze. Then she crossed her eyes.


“All right” he said. “Then what’s wrong with the ‘metaphor of flow’?”


“It’s a perfectly good metaphor” said Alice “its just that it applies to space, not time.”


Dee actually growled softly, deep in her throat. But Ocky couldn’t resist joining in: “As the Professor always says, ‘the more entranced the chorus, the more entrenched the mores!’”


“I don’t understand” said John.


“According to conventional wisdom,” lectured Alice, pantomiming as she spoke, “time creeps, it flies, it tramples. Its a passage, a river, a winged chariot, that carries or drives or drags us from was to will be. But all such metaphorical movements are changes in space, not time. Point A to Point B, a destined trajectory, a path from beginning to end - all ways of traversing space. Time, on the other hand, doesn’t go anywhere. It is all wheres, all ways. It fills an organism’s space. And when it changes, it does not transverse, it spins!”


“I really must intercede!” said D., fiercely “You should not be allowed to speak for the Professor!”


“And why not?” asked Alice, rising to her full four feet. “I know as much about Time as she did - does - did. More even!” But by then she was arguing with herself, and she wandered, mumbling, away. 


“What you may know, or not know, is irrelevant!” Dee was imperious. “The point is, Dr. Autospinnen must be the one in control of her ideas. It’s her decision what to expose, and when, and how - not some child’s…”


But no one was listening. Alice was far away, Ocky was looking troubled, and John was staring, his mouth agape, at the muttering child.


“Ocky” he said, “When was the last time you saw Dr. Autospinnen?”


Ock stalled, then looked furtive when he said. “Three days ago.”


“And when did you first meet Alice?”


“Two days ago” Ock said softly, then added “- but it was the weekend!” as if that explained things. Realizing it fell short, he rattled on “You know, when people -- come. And -- go. . .”


But John was already closing the distance between himself and Alice. She felt him coming and turned. He stopped, but looked right at her and said “Why the past tense, Alice?”


She gave him a contemptuous look. “You think you’re so clever, don’t you? Solved a riddle, resolved a rebus! A regular Sherlock-fucking-Holmes! But your solution is a trivial one. You’ve been set up, chump - suckered by the prevailing analogy…”


“I was talking about Dr. --” 


“I know exactly what you were talking about!” she screamed.



“Backward, flow backward, O tide of the years!



  I am so weary of toil and of tears –



  Toil without recompense, tears all in vain!


 
  Take them and give me my childhood again. 











- Elizabeth Akers Allen. Sap! Clap! Trap!”


John took a step back.


“After all your nodding and note-taking, you’re still thinking about time in stupid, banal ways. You think the ol’ lady stepped into her magic machine, here, and got transported back to her pig-tailed self of yesteryear, don’t you? You see her as some kind of anachronistic pilgrim, sojourning back through her life, through the miracle of science. But if you’d listened to a word I said, you’d know that ‘time-travel’ is an oxymoron! You’re so mired in spatial metaphors you forget to imagine rate! Rhythm! Synchrony! Temporal parameters, a dimension of their own . . .”


John looked so genuinely baffled, that Alice sighed. “Let me just say, Mr. Smith,” she concluded “for the record, that Dr. Autospinnen was never the child that you see before you – before now. I was never even me, before now. . .!” A look of profound sadness overtook her, and she said no more. 


Ocky and Dee were huddled together, some distance away. John turned to beseech them, but for once they were silent. So he straightened his shoulders and turned back to the girl. She was smiling now, a crafty manic smile that fretted him more than her tears, but gave him a foil to resist. 


“So who - or what - were you, before now?” he asked. 


She tipped an imaginary top-hat and said “Things just haven’t been the same since I quarreled with Time, you know, accused by the Queen of murdering him with my song.” She tossed her braids defiantly. “That was last March, right about the time the dumb bunny went mad. . .”


John Smith frowned. 


“Alice in Wonderland?” she mocked him. “Lewis Carroll? The Tea Party? I thought you had literary pretensions…?”


Somewhat abashed, he nonetheless rallied.

“Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides”











said the reporter. “King Lear, Act 1, Scene 1.”


“March” confirmed an elderly voice. “That’s when we built the Chamber.”


All eyes turned to the tiny old woman who stood at the door at the rear of the lab, this time opened silently. She smiled at the general company.


“Let me introduce myself” she said. “I’m Dorothy, a -- friend of the Professor’s.”


“Where have you been?!” insisted Alice, running toward her.


“Alice my dear. . .” said the old lady, kindly. Then she took a stand. “It was the weekend. I simply refused to spend it indoors. I’ve just too few of them left --”


Alice whimpered and buried herself in Dorothy’s inample bosom. Their hug earned them the temporary respite of respect. But curiosity is an irrepressible pest.


“So” said John Smith “you two know one another --”


Dorothy gave him a prolonged assay over her glasses. Then she grinned and said “So, you’re here to learn about Dr. Autospinnen’s work in Time. You will be glad to know that I am authorized - or rather, we are”, smiling at Alice, “to present the theory to you.” 


D. could not keep quiet. “Authorized by whom?” she demanded.


“Dierdre, dear” said the old scholar, “the doctor deliberately kept you and Occam in the dark about her most recent experiment so as to decrease the risk of incriminating you with its potential consequences. She has done all she can to assure that your names will be distanced from any superficial scandal, while firmly remaining associated, throughout  posterity, with the design and implementation of the break-through technology involved.”


The post-doc gaped, and Dorothy, amused at how a mouthful of just the right words could shut her down, turned back to John Smith. 


 “The essential concept of the theory” she said “was captured nicely in a poem by Rabindranath Tagore: 
The butterfly counts not months, but moments - and has time enough.”


She paused, but the room just waited for her to go on.


“A cat” she went on “lives about three times as long as a mouse. Its heart beats a third as fast.”


Ocky wiggled and chimed in “In fact, on average, all species that have hearts each seem to get about the same number of heartbeats to a lifetime - roughly a billion - regardless of their size!"


“There is a scaling law”, Dorothy continued, and Ock grew still, “one of the few real ‘laws’ in Biology, that relates metabolism to mass. A cat 10 times as massive as a mouse can’t burn 10 times the fuel - it would boil in its own juice. This is because, although the cat’s volume is 10 times that of the mouse, its surface area is only about 2.5 times as big. The critter has either got to evolve some elaborate mechanisms to cool or radiate that heat, or scale back its production so that its surface area is sufficient to do the job. Much to nearly everyone’s surprise, there’s a statistical regularity that more or less predicts the change in metabolic rate as mass is increased. Its a nonlinear equation, which mathematically amounts to mass raised to a fractional power - specifically some permutation of a quarter power. Thus the ‘quarter-scaling rule’.”


“Koslowski & Weiner 1998, called it a ‘statistical illusion’” smirked a smug D.


“Tell that to Buttons!” chuckled Occam.


For the first time, John missed a cue. “Fractional power--” he quoted, scribbling away, struggling to understand how a billion heartbeats linked to break-through technology.


“All this has been known since the 1930’s” continued the Doctor. “What we have done is found the right metaphor, and turned it into a machine.” Dorothy thumbed at the large white Chamber behind her. 


This time he asked the right question. “What metaphor is that?” 


“Spin!” said all four in chorus.


“Every creature” said Dorothy “is as much defined by its time as by its shape and size. And each can be said to have a certain cumulative periodicity --”


“You mean like a ‘biorhythm’?” John asked.


“Not exactly. Biorhythm is about earthlings’ relationship to the sun. But Spin is about an organism’s relationship to time itself. Time is not monolithic, unidimensional, a singular totality. It is not the one theater in which we all play – it is different for every actor.”

“Time

has no existence”

Alice said dreamily

“except in the momentary avatars of individual people.













- William Faulkner.”


But John was shaking his head. For the first time since he’d arrived, he wondered if the trip may not have been worth his while. Dorothy could see she was losing him, so she tried again.


“Each animal lives at a certain pace: its breathing rate, its gait, its heartbeat, all obvious indicators. The whale rocks in a great slow arc, the finch in rapid iteration. And this pace, as it recurs - as the animal conducts the circuition of its life - has a rhythm to it, a reverberation, that is, in fact, species-specific. The ebb and flow of ions, the crank of organelles, the pump and gyre of the bodily machinery, following its DNA specs - these and more create the anti-entropy event that we call Spin. It is an emergent property, an isochronic pulse that rises up out of the vast congregation of metabolic processes, and sweeps through the creature’s mass like a tornado of infinitesimal tornados. An organism, like any machine, has a thrum! And it is with this thrum, this Spin, that our machine can resonate and, within constraints, alter. With its fine-turned electro-magnetic fields, its dense oxygen bath, implemented algorithms in a host of patented gizmos” (a grin at the post-docs) - “we have actually been able to shift the pace - change time – in a handful of living specimens….” 


Dorothy had led them, as she talked, to gather at the animal cages, ready for the denouement.


 “Our first subject was Buttons, the cat.” She pointed at one of the cages. “We accelerated her Spin, according to the quarter scaling rule, and here are the results.”


John peered into the cage she indicated, stood up, and blinked.


“Let me get this straight” he said, patently skeptical. “You put a cat into that machine of yours and out came three mice?”


“And get this!” nodded Ocky eagerly “They’re blind!”


“They appear to have problems with depth perception” corrected Dorothy.


“They just don’t know how to see as mice --” whispered Alice.


John was shaking his head. “I don’t believe it” he said.


“We didn’t think that you would” said Dorothy. “Or the grub we spun into ants, or the tortoise into geckos. Even though we kept meticulous records, and even though Dierdre can fill a wall-sized white board with the relevant quantum equations, we knew that anyone who couldn’t be convinced by the numbers would never be convinced by the livestock - despite some interesting behavioral and neurological peculiarities.”


“Ever see an ant splayed and humping along the ground?” giggled Ocky. “Or a lizard trying to duck into its shell?”


“You’re the biologist!” Alice turned on him. “Have you no compassion?!” rocking him back. 


Dorothy ignored them both and resumed her tale. “So, we took a chance, using Occam’s best guess from the paleontological literature and the largest, slowest bird we could find – a turkey vulture. We knew that if we could produce viable creatures that did not otherwise exist in the world today, you would have to, at least, listen.”


She had moved them - a mesmerized amoeba - to the specimen bottles. 


“They didn’t survive very long” said Ock, his voice sonorous and low  “but for ‘one brief shining moment’ they were back.”


Dierdre finally caved and joined in. “We don’t know if it was the air, or the water, or the food, or just the angry fates, appalled at our temerity --”


“They were wrenched, forced, squeezed into being!” said Alice darkly. “So far out of their time they couldn’t breathe…”


John stared at the creatures in the jars. He recognized the three toes, the foreshortened forelimbs, the reptilian features that were yet not quite reptilian. But, although he tried and tried, he could not bring himself to say the word - “Di--? Di--?”


“Terraparaptors is the closest thing from the fossil record” Dorothy said. “Quite remarkable really. . .”


He turned to the post-docs, but they could only nod and grin; she wondering why the hell they hadn’t published it, he why they didn’t reproduce it. 


John didn’t want to believe it. But he knew he did. He just couldn’t quite comprehend --


“And then” said Alice, pausing for effect “-- there’s us.”


“What do you mean?!” asked Ocky sharply, a last ditch effort at denial. He’d been beating back the truth, somewhere in his mind, ever since Alice’s “did”.


“On Friday evening, after you two had left for the day” said Dorothy slowly, “Dr. Autospinnen called Mr. Smith, inviting him to come today -- and then she stepped into the Chamber.”


“No!” shrieked Dee, who had managed, ‘til that moment, to keep it from herself.


John, in the fragile clarity just beyond stunned, looked at Alice, and then at Dorothy. His next question had nothing to do with being a reporter. “You said earlier that you had ‘too few weekends left’. Was there something specific. . .?”


Dorothy gave him a grateful shrug and said “It’s true, I wouldn’t mind going on 

ahead of Father Time, with a scythe of my own!”












Her grin was wry. “H. G. Wells.”


John tried to mirror her courage, but the pathos made his eyes cave in on his smile.


Alice could only howl: 

“The time is out of joint!”

“For some reason” said John, turning to Alice, with nothing to offer but sincerity, “I have always found comfort in the line that Time 

has a wallet at his back, wherein he puts alms for oblivion. . .”


That he, too, could quote Troilus and Cressida, somehow, even more than the line itself, knocked her down an orbit or two. But unready to admit it, she continued, almost as if he hadn’t said a thing. 


“But, unlike that damned Danish wimp” she growled, “I am not to be given the opportunity, however unpalatable, to put the matter right.”


“So, the process is – irreversible?” asked John.


“Not necessarily” said Occam, breaking from his daze. “Although we’d first have to find a way to resonate the multiple spins. Then we could, at least in theory, synchronously slow each of them, both of them, it, down...”


“But spins diverge immediately, following bifurcation” said Dierdre, frightened and hiding in her erudition, “and they soon become as idiosyncratic as those of, say, normal siblings.” Then a small fist of ambition took hold. “But I suppose” she ventured, hesitantly, “if we could, as Occam suggests, construct a resonator -- then maybe we could even combine spins that had never been one before!”


“Think of the possibilities!” said Ocky.


“Are you two completely insane?!” screamed Alice. “You talk as if you expect this to continue! Achtung!! The doc called in our Mr. Smith, here, to prevent exactly that. Look at me!!! I am a ‘Bene Gesserit abomination’, straight out of Herbert’s Dune - brought into the world fully sapient, ready-packed with the remnants of a middle-aged woman’s obsessed and demoralized mind. At this age” she said, looking down at her body “I should be the rosy-cheeked cup of abundant possibilities, every event ripe with opportunity, and every opportunity a dream waiting to come true. But instead” she sneered  in disgust “I’m Rice’s prepubescent vampire, infantile but deprived of innocence, burdened with sins not my own. And as for Dorothy…!” she choked at the thought.


John, by now a believer, was trying to find them a way out. “Bizarre, burdensome - without a doubt!” he said earnestly to the child. “But as an opportunity – its utterly unique!” She peeked at him with the faintest glimmer of hope. But then he blew it. “You said so yourself, you know more about time than even the doctor did. Perhaps with Dorothy’s help --”


Alice bolted and Dorothy shook her head. “The doctor was wrong about you, as well” she said. “She was sure you’d denounce the technology, once you learned what it could do.”


Her disappointment stung. “I do!” he protested “I do. But surely even the doctor wouldn’t recommend that I go so far as to denounce science itself?”


Dorothy only shrugged and sighed:

“  . . . condemned to repeat it    ”


“Oh right!” squawked Alice, bug-eyed and bent, “like Santayana’s Life of Reason is going to get through to him!” She was up on the table now, crouched between the cages and the jars. “You heard him - he wants me to grow up to be a scientist!! And why not?! Just think of the mentors I’ve known!” She stood up and bowed to each in turn. “Dr. D. Rission, whose admirable precision has less to do with seeking truth than paranoid competition! Or Dr. Ock Laem, whose endearing enthusiasm soothingly oversimplifies and thrillingly misrepresents!” Her face darkened.  “Or perhaps I’m to take Dr. Autospinnen, herself, as my role model? Dr. Autospinnen, compulsively thrusting a monstrosity of self-absorption into the wider world. Who, instead of abandoning them, sought redemption through a witness to her crimes. And, in the end, driven by her need to be believed, had her demons build a machine for converting brilliance into lunacy and death. Lunacy and death….”


 The others had reared back, mouths hanging open. But Dorothy stepped toward Alice and held out her hand. “Eugene O’ Neil” she said “called age and time 

timidities of thought.”











Alice stopped and stared. “So you see, my dear, your sympathy for me, and even your fear for yourself, only loiters, preterlapsed.” She gently took Alice’s hand. “Its an indulgence, like self-pity, that retards. Apace is always best.” 


As Alice climbed down, she was lifted by admiration, but her horizon still looked black.  


“It seems to me” said the old woman, directly eye to eye “that the most courageous thing one can do, in any life, is to allow your avatar its Spin. Mortality, a disjointed mind - only when they cease to matter, do they gain the continuity they crave.”


They stood face to face for a moment, then smiled the self-same smile.


“Alright.” said Dorothy, and turning to the others: “As of now, this lab is officially closed. Ocky, Dee, if either of you have any personal items you’d like to collect before you go, now is the time.”


After a blank pause, the post-docs obeyed, Ocky grumbling under his breath, Dee utterly bemused. 


“Shall I collect the files?” Alice asked Dorothy with a smile.


“By all means!” said the old lady, grinning back.


Alice found a dolly and started loading notebooks and printouts and discs and Xeroxed journal articles into a tipsy pile. Meanwhile, Dorothy watched the others take their leave. 


Dee looked devastated, clutching her pile of paraphernalia tightly to her chest. She shuffled toward the door, and then turned to look at the others, the room, one more time. From the depths of her shock and dismay came one more quote. 

“A storm in which we are all lost”










she choked - but couldn’t remember William C. Williams.


Dorothy put a gentle hand on her shoulder. “You are young, my dear. You have plenty of time to make your mark. Your capacity for clear, concentrated thought is a valuable commodity. You will do just fine. Remember, as Francis Bacon said, time is
the author of authors.









 Just take some care as to how your life shall writ the events of today.”


“But why did she do it?!” wailed a petulant Ocky.


“So you and I could talk?” asked Alice softly, wheeling past Dorothy with the loaded dolly.


Dorothy’s chuckle replied: ‘You may have a point!’


But Ocky was still whining. “I mean, she ruined everything! It was all going so well, and then she had to pull this stunt. It was unethical! Unprofessional! And she knew perfectly well she would never get away with it. She deliberately threw it all away - for all of us!”


Even Dorothy was at a loss as to how to respond to this tirade. But then Ock proffered a quote:. 

“Ha ha! Keep time; how sour sweet music is, when time is broke and no proportion kept! 

So it is in the music of men’s lives.













- Richard the Second.” 


To Dorothy, his bitterness only made him seem more ridiculous. But it also reminded her of just how young he was.


“Giddy when its good, whiney when its not” she scolded, shaking her head. “It seems to me, child, that you’ve given over far too much control to circumstance!”


KABLOOM! Alice dumped her entire load onto the Chamber’s floor. Ocky startled, but did not take his eyes off Dorothy, who smiled. 


“Maybe if you mantra’d the Americanism:” she said 

“Time is something we ain’t got nothing but.

   Time is something we ain’t got nothing but  --











you might get past reacting and on to acting, eh?”


He gave her a tentative grin.


“Curiosity is your treasure, Occam” she said “But if you spend it on acquisition, I promise you’ll use it up. Only by investing it in seeking, will your coffers be ever full.”


The hoaky truth ushered them out the door, and both Dorothy and Alice sighed when it closed behind them. Then Alice struck a match and lit a small, much-scribbled-in spiral notebook while Dorothy watched the flame.


“Do you think this could have been the reason, without her quite knowing it, that the professor always demanded that no notes ever leave the lab?” Asked Alice, as she gently laid the flaming notebook on the heap of files. She went to look for more.


“Well, as you know,” pondered Dorothy “she did check into the University’s insurance on the lab. And, if you think back, it was she that insisted on it being housed in a stand-alone building…”


John just stood and stared at them, as if from a great distance. 

“Time is the fire in which we burn”

quoted Alice solemnly, as she tossed more notes on the flame. Then the glint in her eye came through.


“But who the hell is Delmore Schwartz?” giggled Dorothy. “I’d rather cite the Star Trek movie. Dr. Zoren said it with such feeling - do you remember how it made just Picard crumble?”


The affection between them was palpable, and John was actually jealous. But also a bit appalled. 

We ripe and ripe, and rot and rot, and thereby hangs a tale
he misquoted to himself, but did not repeat it aloud. Instead, he roused himself and tried to prove he understood.


 “Maybe if the doctor had been able to keep the faith, all this might never have happened” he suggested, with little certainty. 

To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under heaven.














- Ecclesiastes 3:1.” 


Alice didn’t disagree. But for herself, a different epitaph seemed more fitting.

“Both in thought and in feeling, even though time be real, 

to realize the unimportance of time is the gate of wisdom.













– Bertrand Russel.”


Dorothy nodded at her proudly. But then she turned back to John Smith. “The truly amazing thing” she said “ is how these very different quotes can ALL ring true!” When she saw him realize it, she went on. “In religion - like in journalism, and even in science - truth lies in how you look, not where or at what.” 


John was gratifyingly unnerved, if still a trifle dubious. Figuring that was the best she could expect, she shook his hand goodbye. “Thank you, Mr. Smith, for coming. All we ask is that you think a bit before you commit to paper.” 


And the newspaper man, temporarily without words, was out the door - uncertain still, with all his facts, of whether he yet knew the truth.


Dorothy and Alice hugged once more. It was as if they couldn’t get close enough. And as that thought passed through both their minds, they backed off, for the first time embarrassed. 


“Do you think Occam and Dierdre will realize that we altered the machine?” Alice asked, changing the subject.


“Eventually” Dorothy nodded, watching Alice skitter away. “Once they’ve had a chance to get over the shock of losing their jobs and really stop to think. After all, you and I may have the combined mass of that giant Autospinnen, but our hearts still beat at a human rate.”


Alice raised one skeptical eyebrow, but then smiled. A sad smile, nonetheless.


“I don’t even think they noticed the new set of controls on the inside of the Chamber” Dorothy went on, distracted.


“Or the new reversal switch?” jibed Alice, not without malice, from across the room.


Dorothy gave her her first stern look. “You know we can’t go back, Alice. We’ve already changed too much. She was mad to even put it in. It is nothing but a hollow taunt--”


“I know” said Alice, softly, closing the Chamber door. 

“But the scent of roses will hang around it still”










“The broken vase of Thomas Moore--” she half apologized. And then started to tiptoe, as if around the shards…


“Are you ready?” said Dorothy at the controls. “I’ve set the oxygen to flood the Chamber fifteen  minutes from now.” 


“That ought to make for a hell of a boom!” ginned Alice, the manic glint returned.


“My last chance to have an impact on the scientific community…” Dorothy chuckled, a little hollowly. She had meant it as a quip, but it only left them even more distressed.

 
They busied themselves in silence. Both knew their final chore – collect the animal cages, leave the specimen bottles. But each was thinking hard about the other.


Alice wanted desperately to find a tolerable view from Dorothy’s perspective. Finally it came to her – a continuity from one life to the next. 

“The moving image of eternity”












she offered, with love “– Plato.”


Dorothy was grateful for the effort, but she was genuinely more concerned about the girl than she was about herself. She wanted to help make the years ahead a blessing, instead of a curse. “Madness is becoming detached from truth” she said. “When Seneca wrote

Time discovered truth











he may have had two meanings in mind. The simpler is ‘wait, and it shall be revealed unto you’. The more subtle, and the one I recommend for you, for us, is that time was the first to discover truth – invented it, more like. Invented a way – the way – for truth to be revealed. Let your body have its truth, Alice – and take power from the paradox known only, perhaps, to you and me, that truth outside of time does not exist.”


And in the larger sphere of a secret shared, the two, together, left the lab behind.


Some minutes passed.


The rear door creaked open, two figures slid in, and one held it all the way shut. They spoke in whispers, even though they knew no one could hear.


“I can’t believe they left the dinosaurs!” said Ocky, hushed but appalled. “It’s a desecration…!”


Dee had headed straight for the controls. “John was right!” she exclaimed, softly. “He said she’d need to feed the fire, and sure enough, the oxygen was set to flood!”


Dierdre turned everything off while Occam gingerly tried the Chamber’s handle. Not too hot, he pulled it open, and a nasty but listless cloud of foul grey smoke drifted out from the smoldering files. 


“Let me scatter them” he said, pulling out a handkerchief to cover his mouth, “then you can turn on the fans.” 


Soon it was clear enough in the Chamber that both could enter to inspect the state of their data. Most of it had been on disk, and this looked entirely ruined. Some of the paper notes had survived, but not many. To reconstruct all that had been lost was, at best, a daunting, and at worst, as seemed most likely, an impossible task. Especially since, as they both knew, the mastermind behind the machine was now recalcitrant, terminal, and mad. They looked at one another with hopelessness, when a sudden noise outside made them leap together. They rushed, as one, to close the Chamber door, and then stood, close in the dark.


Dierdre could hear their hearts thumping, but the pathos only made her despair. She simply could not see how they would go on --

Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow. . .









       she murmured, less with Hamlet’s scorn than with a frail emptiness.


Just as desperately lost, Occam’s response was more affirming, even if it did rely on the profundity of death. He took her into his arms and said, in a voice deeper than his own,

…if it be not now, yet it will come:

the readiness is all.


As he leaned in to kiss her, he felt her fixate, arrested by a thought. So he, too, paused.


“Perhaps they’re right, and we shouldn’t be doing this--” she barely whispered.


Misunderstanding her, he urged “But no one will know!”


“No, I mean the work – perhaps we have no right…”


“What – trying to 

look into the seeds of time --?











       he asked, invoking the Weird Sisters in spite of himself. “Is needing to know such a terrible sin?”


“Its not the knowing,” she said “it’s the doing. It is the chosen act that is the sin…”


“ – or the salvation…” 


And as they embraced, they fell back, in the darkened room, against the reversal controls. Both were so aswirl in the moment, eyes tightly closed, all opposition rapproched, that neither realized the machine in which they were enclosed was now on. And as they spun together, an all-devouring homogeneity spread from their singularity - an expanding sphere of synchrony that soon enveloped the campus, the town, the solar system, until all of time, rolling . . . slowed . . . and stilled. 
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