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There is no difference between Time 
and any of the three dimensions of Space, 

except that our consciousness moves along it.

H. G. Wells, The Time Machine
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CHAPTER 1

There was a loud rapping on my office door, before 
it was thrust open by a white-knuckled fist clutching 

a crumpled roll of paper. The fist, followed by the wide 
scarlet face and squat body of Caleb Winter, proceeded to 
shove the paper to within three inches of my face. Only 
three letters were visible on the curved surface: “NSF”. 

“What the hell is this?” he growled. 
“Your laundry list?” I asked innocently. I knew exactly 

what it was, but I wasn’t going to make it easy for him. 
Caleb might be the Department Chairman, but he’s a mi-
sogynistic fool. We’ve had a long rocky history during the 
thirty years both of us have taught in Garriston U’s Physics 
Department, Caleb coming the year after I did. That first 
meeting he attended, so cocky and full of himself—the 
one where he looked me up and down before directing me 
to go get him a cup of coffee: cream, no sugar—convinced 
me he was not worth listening to. And I’m pleased to say 
I never have. 

Caleb waved the paper like a flag before my eyes. It was, 
of course, my latest grant proposal sent just yesterday to the 
National Science Foundation. As per Caleb’s instructions, 
he has to be copied on every piece of correspondence.

“I’ve had about as much as I can take, Margaret. Your 
last proposal was bad enough—with all those loony ideas 
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on how the future affects the past as much as the past af-
fects the future. I mean, I gave you the benefit of the doubt, 
because, after all, physics doesn’t actually rule out time 
going both ways. For particles, that is. But for people?” He 
laughed. 

I didn’t bother answering. It was a terrific idea that the 
NSF had rejected. No one thinks outside the box anymore. 

 Caleb slapped the proposal down onto the desk. As the 
paper unrolled its first line came into sight: “A Proposed 
Mechanism for Time Travel in the Macroworld, by 
Margaret Braverman.”

 “Do you honestly expect them to give you money for 
this?” he demanded. 

 Probably not, but I wouldn’t tell him that. “Did you 
read it?” I asked, instead.

“As much as I care to.” 
 “As I suspected,” I said. 
“A Mechanism for Time Travel” had already been 

thirty years in the making, involving deep meditation on 
the nature of space-time that I wouldn’t expect Caleb to 
comprehend…. 

 Of course, it has always been one of the curiosities of 
Maxwell’s equations—the inspiration for Einstein’s Special 
Relativity—that there are two different solutions for the 
calculation of an electromagnetic field. One describes a 
wave moving out from a particle into the future. The other 
describes an equal but opposite wave from the future back 
toward the particle. Physicists have always discarded the 
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latter as being meaningless, like negative age or minus dis-
tance. But what if they were real—physical waves traveling 
back in time from the future?

“You’re giving the Department a bad name,” Caleb was 
saying. He must have given me a whole lecture, most of 
which I missed. 

 I looked up briefly as he glowered in my face. “All you 
want, Caleb, is the status quo—tiny little nano-increments 
of knowledge proving things we already know. Someone 
has to think big.”

“That’s your problem, Margaret. You’re always coming 
up with these huge theories without any underlying foun-
dation. If it weren’t for the reputation of this department 
I wouldn’t even mention it. Just let you send it in and deal 
with it yourself when it’s rejected.”

“I assure you that this time it won’t be rejected,” I re-
plied with a certainty I didn’t feel. 

 For a moment he looked flustered. “Who would be 
crazy enough to allocate money for this…?” All of a sudden, 
he gave me a knowing smirk. “…Not that old friend of 
yours we drummed out of academia and was lucky to score 
a spot at NSF?” Caleb grabbed the proposal back, leafed 
backwards to the last page, where he ran a stubby finger 
down to the bottom. “Ha!” he said, looking up. “cc: Frank 
Mermonstein.”

“Leave Frank out of this,” I cried out, surprising myself 
with my vehemence. “He was the only one in this godfor-
saken place who ever believed in me. I decided after Frank 
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left to copy him on all my new work, and he could read it 
or not, just as he wished. For all I know, he may be throw-
ing it in the trash can, but I’ve been sending it to him ever 
since.” 

“Right,” Caleb said, dumping the packet back onto my 
desk and stalking out. 

I sighed in the privacy of my office. Ah, Frank, lovely 
old Frank. I hadn’t talked to him in years. Six foot one but 
so skinny the wind might have blown him away. Frank, 
who wore aviator glasses when everyone else was wearing 
wire rims, and corduroys when the whole world was wear-
ing jeans, his hair short in the sixties, with sideburns in 
the eighties. Frank, who bucked all the trends. Frank, who 
never said a bad word about anybody, but got booted out, 
just as Caleb had said, when all he did was seek the truth. 
Ah, Frank. It was such a long time ago.

I glanced at my watch: almost three. Office hours were 
scheduled for one to three, but surely no one would be 
coming today. In fact, I couldn’t remember the last time 
a student had shown up during my office hours. After 
thirty years of the same routine, I was tired, and I guessed 
it showed in my lectures. The last set of student evaluations 
had been pretty awful. “Phoning it in,” I remember was 
one of the comments. “Doesn’t seem to like students,” said 
another. 

I set aside the journal article I had been trying to read, 
got up and turned over the sign on my door from “Come 
in” to “Back tomorrow.” I needed some air. And maybe I’d 
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check in on my grad assistant at the lab. Not that Morgan 
needed much supervision; she was a real self-starter, prob-
ably more competent at setting up experiments than I 
was. My strength had never been hands-on anyway. My 
strength, if I have any, is Theory.

I took the stairs going down, because the tiny banged-
up elevator in McArthur Hall was on the bum again, and 
at three o’clock, it didn’t look like anyone would be by to 
fix it that day. 

McArthur is one of the original buildings on campus. 
From the outside it has that old college feel, built of blocks 
of red brick with a host of architectural details: cupola, 
clock tower, and spires all dating back to the Thirties 
when the university was first founded. That’s all well and 
good from the outside; it reinforces the traditional image 
of learned solemnity. But the inside is exactly what you’d 
expect in a structure eighty years old and largely neglect-
ed: stone steps worn concave by generations of adolescent 
feet; wooden railings polished to high luster by thousands 
upon thousands of soft young hands. A number of those 
adolescent legs raced past me now, with a wave and a smile, 
taking two steps at a time. As for my sexagenarian pair, 
they would have preferred the elevator, but going down 
three flights is better than going up. As for going back up, 
I figured I’d worry about that tomorrow. 

The side door resisted but finally flung itself open when 
I put my whole body into it. Outside, the air felt fresh 
and warm for April, everywhere foliage unfurling with 
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the energy and passion of youth. I exited the older part 
of campus, all collegiate brick and stone, and strolled past 
the Psychology Building, a long line of curved cement like 
some ungodly beached whale, built in the sixties when 
severe modern was all the rage. Then the Business build-
ing came into view, in the usual style of nineties steel and 
glass, and, beyond that loomed the new arena, a huge shiny 
monstrosity built in the early ’00s when the university was 
flush with Wall Street alumni dollars. Ultimately, after 
generations of building the mode of the day, campus had 
become this riotous mosaic of styles, each building a mirror 
of the fashion and funds available at the time it was built, 
a history of the school as it ricocheted from Louis Kahn 
to Sarinaan to Frank Zwart and back again. A master plan 
there wasn’t.

Students cut past me, impatient to get to wherever they 
were going; others clustered in the middle of the sidewalk, 
blocking foot traffic. Laughing, talking, shouting, dressed 
in high heels or flip-flops, tight skirts or baggy basket-
ball shorts, black, white, tan, yellow, jabbering into their 
iPhones in English or Chinese or Spanish, they seemed as 
polyglot as the architecture. 

On the far side of campus, I finally reached the science 
building, a late-seventies Carter-era marvel considered an 
architectural wonder at the time: hermetically sealed to 
retain the heat, with a shell of brushed steel and dark glass 
and windows that didn’t open, its architects had apparently 
overlooked one thing—ventilation. It was sealed, all right. 
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I sometimes wonder whether someone was making an ar-
chitectural statement on how we scientists seal ourselves 
off from the world…. Anyway, then there were four years 
of renovation with all the banging, the sawing, the dust 
and demolition. Thank God that’s over.

Now, as I pulled at the heavy door, there was the sound 
of heavy suction, then all of a sudden, something like the 
pop of a vacuum-sealed can. Still sealed after all that effort. 
I crossed the marble antechamber to the bank of elevators 
and pushed seven. 

As I entered the lab I could see Morgan, dainty brow 
puckered in concentration, straight black hair pulled 
behind her ears except for one lone strand dangling in her 
face, busy tweaking something in the wiring of our experi-
mental set-up. On the work bench before her was arranged 
a Rube Goldberg array of equipment: lasers, prisms, split-
ters, fiber-optic cables. 

Now for the past few years we’d been trying to prove 
the existence of a bizarre quantum feature called entan-
glement, and this would finally be the test. Entanglement, 
as I explain to my students, is the strange phenomenon in 
which two or more particles become so deeply linked that 
they share the same existence. Once photons—the fun-
damental units of light—have interacted, they can affect 
each other no matter how far apart in time or space they 
go. If you measure one, it has an immediate effect on the 
other no matter how far apart they are now. 

Einstein called this “spooky action at a distance” and 
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called it impossible, because for it to happen, he said, the 
particles would have to be communicating instantaneous-
ly—in other words, faster than the speed of light. And that 
can’t happen according to Relativity Theory. A paradox, 
yet….all the evidence supports it. So does Entanglement 
exist? That’s what we’re still trying to prove.

“Hi Dr. B,” my assistant called out without looking 
up. Morgan Wong seems to know things without seeing 
them, something I can’t quite explain but have no reason 
to complain about. She runs the whole lab—the equip-
ment, the experiments, the subjects, all done smoothly, ex-
pertly, with geeky self-assuredness and American can-do 
spirit. She was brought up in Milwaukee, I think, despite 
the Asian surname. 

Morgan came to me almost four years ago when she 
was still an undergraduate. She said she’d heard great 
things about my reputation and entreated me to be her 
thesis advisor. I never did find out who had said all those 
great things about me, but I was flattered, of course. After 
all, I wasn’t exactly a household name. So I said yes, and 
that was probably the best decision I ever made. Morgan 
is a jewel.

On the table in front of her, a laser was poised to send 
its beam to a crystal, which would split each individual 
photon into two and send each on a different route. But 
the twin photons, coming as they have from a single beam, 
are what we call “entangled.” If I measure them both at the 
end of the experiment, they should look exactly the same. 



A9B

                                                                       THE MINDTRAVELER 

If they don’t, physics as we know it may be wrong. Or, 
always a possibility, we just screwed up. 

 Morgan looked psyched. She put on her safety glasses 
and handed me mine.

I strapped on the glasses. “Okay, then.” 
“Cross your fingers,” Morgan said before throwing the 

switch.
A brilliant beam shot out of the laser, split at the crys-

tal and traversed the apparatus. The detector whirred into 
place. A digital camera clicked. The detector whirred again, 
and the camera clicked again, capturing whatever was on 
the detector’s screen. Click, click, click, click. 

 “Okay, shut it off,” I shouted, finally, over the noise of 
the equipment. “Let’s see what happened.”

As Morgan powered down the equipment, I sat down 
at the computer to pull up the results. The screen changed 
to show a series of graphs. The photon on the right, re-
corded on a detector that slid back and forth between two 
positions, showed alternating patterns: one of scattered 
dots, and one of light and dark rings. By all rights, this 
photon should force its twin to behave exactly the same. 
On the left, however, there was only a pattern of light and 
dark rings. 

 I shook my head in amazement, still staring at the 
screen. “I don’t get it. The photons are entangled. The two 
patterns should be the same.”

I took a look around for Morgan and noticed that she 
was back at the worktable with screwdriver in hand. I 
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figured she was betting it to be a mechanical failure, since 
you can’t fix Reality with a screwdriver. I’d just let her mess 
with the equipment awhile. Morgan would find the prob-
lem if anyone could. 

Experimental misfires weren’t unusual for me. Things 
mostly go wrong before they go right. What you need to 
do is not let the bad stuff stop you in your tracks. Fix it 
and try it again. And again and again. Make that finger in 
your eye prove itself to you before you give up. If you truly 
believe in something, do it—over and over, if necessary—
because the next time it just might come out right.

I grew up on Long Island, a so-so girl in a so-so house 
on a so-so lot in a so-so town. My father worked in the 
City. My mother was a teacher. I thought my brother, two 
years older, got all the attention. Bill, apparently, felt that 
I did. 

My parents worked hard at what they did, so that Bill 
and I wouldn’t have to. They put us both through school, 
asking only that we get summer jobs. How they managed 
two Ivy League schools between us, plus law school for 
him and grad school for me, all told, fourteen years, all 
but two overlapping, I don’t know. Young and stupid as we 
were, neither of us realized how good we had it then.

We had a dumb dog, Frisky. Part husky, part poodle, 
part lab, and part fish, she was forever jumping into the 
neighbor’s swimming pool, but never able to haul herself 
out. At least six times a year, the neighbor called us on the 
phone to come rescue our dog. We tried asking Mr. Wilson 
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to fence in the pool, but he told us instead we should lock 
up our dog. We tried confining her, securing all the doors 
so she couldn’t get out of the house, but Frisky was an 
escape artist, materializing, Houdini-like, out of nowhere 
onto someone’s lawn. 

At one point, I tried to teach her how to climb a step-
ladder, figuring that if she ever got herself into trouble 
she’d at least be able to generalize this behavior to the 
little ladder on the side of the pool. But, alas, no. One day 
she managed to get outside without anyone knowing it, on 
a day when the neighbor was away. When I came home 
from school—very late, because I stopped to gab with a 
buddy after chess club and then missed the last bus—the 
dog wasn’t there at all. The most likely place, I figured, was 
that damned pool. I ran three houses down and there she 
was, floating belly-up in the water, black lips stiffened into 
a wide rictus that seemed to jeer, “Nyah,nyah,nyah. Got 
out of the house without your knowing.” 

We had a little ceremony and buried Frisky in the back 
yard, under the old peach tree. Bill played Puff the Magic 
Dragon on his guitar, as the rest of us took turns shoveling 
dirt on top of the corpse. She had a good life, we all said. 
She went the way she would have wanted to go. Of course, 
that was all bunk. We were just covering up our own sad-
ness and guilt. Frisky never wanted to go at all. She never 
planned this to be her exit. It wasn’t a suicide. That dumb 
dog just jumped into the pool as she always did, for the 
sheer joy of it, never considering, despite the dozens of 
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times she tried that same stunt, that she’d never be able 
to pull herself out. You never know, she probably thought. 
The next time it just might come out right….

 I was suddenly aware of Morgan pumping the screw-
driver in triumph. “Faulty wiring,” she exulted. “Back on 
line in a jiffy.” What did I tell you? 

 “Okay,” I said as we donned our safety glasses not long 
after. ”Let’s try this bugger again.”

Morgan threw the switch. Again, a brilliant beam shot 
out of the laser, split at the crystal and traversed the appa-
ratus to each detector. Whir. Click. Whir. Click.

I swiveled back to the computer screen. As before, one 
side showed that same pattern of dots, alternating with 
another of light and dark rings. This time, however, the 
other side showed those same two alternating patterns, 
back and forth, in tandem with its twin.

“Yes!” Morgan, looking over my shoulder, cried. 
“Entanglement exists!”

◊
By seven I was walking toward my Honda in the parking 
lot behind the science building. The wind had picked up, 
not unusual in Central New Jersey for April, and, though 
it had already turned dark, there was still plenty of light 
and activity. A stream of youngsters burst forth from the 
dining hall, laughing, from there budding off into small-
er and smaller cohorts, some heading toward dormitories, 
others to night classes, concerts, or lectures. Lights glit-
tered from the university center and the library; the arena 
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beckoned with spotlights, and a lacework of street lamps 
crisscrossed the campus. Night or not, it was brighter than 
day.

I clicked the remote to open the car door, lowering my 
computer bag onto the passenger seat before sinking down 
behind the wheel. The experiment’s success had lifted my 
spirits, but already I felt tired again. Did it matter what we 
discovered if I had no one to share it with? 

 I drove slowly through the dark windy streets for the 
two miles it took to reach my house, a small, dark green, 
Mission-style building; the kind they first put up in the 
Mission district of San Francisco but through some 
roundabout way ended up on a quiet street on the other 
side of the country. The house has thick masonry walls, 
arched windows with a low-pitched roof. The front door 
leads you right into the living room, as if to say, what you 
see is what you get. In fact, like me, my house has never 
tried to be anything but what it is. Inside is just the same 
as the outside: arched windows, plastered ceilings with ex-
posed wooden beams. At one time I had been gung-ho 
about furnishing it with trestle tables and heavy wooden 
furniture, filling its decorative niches with ceramic pots, 
and covering four-poster beds with western-motif throws, 
but all that stopped twenty-five years ago. Or maybe it was 
twenty-four, I don’t remember exactly; I stopped counting 
when I stopped caring. And I stopped caring, I guess, right 
after Frank left.

So now, as I entered the front door, everything was like 
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a time capsule from a quarter of a century ago—still the 
same arched windows and plastered ceilings with exposed 
wooden beams. Still the trestle tables, the ceramic tchotch-
kas in the decorative niches. But, a quarter of a century 
ago, I entered to a home filled with warmth and happiness; 
now all there was to greet me was a sad, dusty house. 

I lowered my computer bag to the floor, hung up my 
coat in the hall closet, and slipped off my shoes. In my 
stockinged feet I traversed the long hallway that led to 
the kitchen, and opened the old built-in cabinet I kept the 
liquor in. The Jack Daniels was low; I had better replace it 
by tomorrow, I thought, because it wasn’t going to hold out 
after tonight. I pulled out the bottle, got a glass from the 
cabinet over the microwave, threw in a few ice cubes from 
the freezer, and poured the contents in. Then I shuffled 
back into the living room, plunked myself down on the 
torn sofa and put my feet up on the old dented coffee table. 
And there I sat for the next two hours in a fog of memory 
and self-recrimination.

I could picture the first party I gave in this very living 
room. It was just after I’d bought the place, so it must have 
been sometime in ’86 or ‘87. I had put twenty down on a 
mortgage of a hundred thousand—laughable really that 
this house ever cost a hundred and twenty thousand—
but that was in the days just before the market spiked up 
and made it all but impossible, even in a backwater col-
lege town, for a professor to own her own home. My par-
ents, God rest their souls, supplied fifteen of the twenty 
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thousand for the down payment and told me to forget 
about paying it back. Of course, I protested that I couldn’t 
possibly take it; they had scrimped and saved for most of 
their lives to put my brother and me through college, and 
they were sure to need it for themselves in the years ahead. 
But all they said was they had enough for the years ahead, 
thank you very much, and, anyway, what else would they 
do with it that could bring them greater happiness? So I 
took it. And it really did seem to bring them happiness. 
I’d have them over for a deli lunch or Dad would help 
me plant the garden—nothing too special, really, just some 
hours together away from the hot city streets. At any rate, 
it turned out that they didn’t have so many years ahead…. 
Hard to believe I was older now than my mother was then, 
I reflected, taking a long slow slug of Jack Daniels. 

Anyway, that was how I got the house. Once I had it, 
I decided that I wanted to give that housewarming party 
and to invite the whole department. 

I stole a look at my watch, which informed me that it 
was way past dinnertime, maybe even time to stop drink-
ing and go to bed, but all that accomplished was to get me 
to stand up, go back into the kitchen and upend the rest of 
the bottle into my glass. I rinsed out the bottle in the sink 
and stuck it in the blue box for recycling. Then I staggered 
back into the living room and picked up where I had left 
off.

It proved to be your usual university shindig: not a lot 
in the decoration department, but with a groaning table 



A16B

 Bonnie Rozanski

of good food and the island in the kitchen doubling as a 
makeshift bar. Naturally, there were people wandering all 
over the house; parking themselves in front of the book-
shelf to browse my undergraduate copies of Bettelheim, 
Bertrand Russell or the collected plays of Ionesco. There 
were the typical polemics over string theory and Ronald 
Reagan, layered over the clink of ice cubes and the ripple of 
laughter, none of it in any way different from the drunken 
arguments at the annual Christmas parties at Dr. Joliet’s, 
that stodgy old guy who was chairman of the Physics 
Department at the time. “Dr.” Joliet, he insisted we call 
him, even though all the rest of us professors were on a 
first-name basis. 

Hard to believe that Joliet himself has been dead for 
twenty years, I thought, taking another slug. I remember 
Frank made a pot of something. I can’t say what, exactly. 
Maybe chili, because it was pungent and with such a fiery 
kick that all the guests kept doggedly at quenching the 
flame with a constant slosh of martinis, shaken not stirred, 
as I remember, by the self-appointed bartender, Caleb. 

I lit the fireplace with some old alder logs I had found 
behind the house, but they were damp from the last rain 
and didn’t catch right away. Frank wanted to help, offering 
me an unsolicited lesson on how you construct a teepee 
with kindling, but, of course, I had to do it myself, the 
end result being that we had as much smoke as heat for 
an hour or more. When the logs finally caught, though, it 
was with a heat so intense that the flame had a blue center. 
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Then, with only the small imposition of feeding logs to the 
beast I had created, the fireplace popped and crackled all 
night, scenting the room with the smell of a fir forest. It 
was glorious.

Of course, there was the incident where Caleb got 
drunk on his own martinis and made that sloppy, boorish 
pass at me; in the days when both of us were young and 
Caleb still thought of me as someone to make a pass at….I 
smiled ruefully into my drink…. And how Frank skillfully 
pulled him off me and walked him back to the living room 
to dose him with coffee. I never really thanked him for 
that, by the way. Or any of those other things. Any number 
of things I should have done but didn’t.

I upended the glass to my lips, waiting for the last little 
legs of bourbon to dribble down the sides into my wait-
ing mouth. Then I stood up as best I could and carried 
the glass off to the kitchen sink. Dinner seemed an after-
thought by now, so I staggered upstairs to bed.
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