JACK McDEVI TT - Standard Candl es

The observatory was warmin the mst. Light spilled out of the adm nistrative
wi ndows on the second floor, and played against the nmoving trees at the edge
of

the parking |ot.

Carlisle was driving too fast, kicking up gravel, alternately flooring and
rel easing the pedal. He was inpatient with the long uphill clinb. The w pers
sl oshed back and forth, and the branches shut off the sky.

There woul d be a short staff tonight, because of the overcast. But he didn't
care about view ng conditions: the Andromeda gal axy coul d have been bl azi ng
over head, flooding the nountains with light, an d he woul d not have been nore
excit ed.

H s printouts had worked their way out of his inside jacket pocket. He pushed
t hem back down, affectionately. The nunbers were gorgeous, and they fl owed
t hrough him and warned him M/ God, how he | oved blue stars.

The road went up and up, and at |ast he bounced out of the forest and rolled
into the parking lot. He jerked to a stop beside Boddi ker's van and was out of
the car, not caring about the cold drizzle, not stopping to | ock up. He

cl i nbed

the three concrete stairs at the front of the building, caught his breath, and
went inside.

Toni Linden was standing by the coffee machine. He waved the printout at her
and
said "I've got it -- "and kept going.

Lowent hal was not in his office, so Carlisle went hunting for himand found
hi m

down in the | ower level control room arguing wth Boddi ker. Boddiker's thin
features were in their negative node, and the little red spot that always
showed

up on his crinkled skull when he got excited was gl owi ng. H s voice was high
and

he was jabbing his index finger at the Director. Carlisle didn't know what it
was about, and didn't care. He did not back out of the roomas a respectful
young postdoc should have, didn't even wait for themto recognize him but
simply excused hinself and shoul dered into the conversation. "I think we've
got

a new standard candl e,"” he said.

Judy had al so been part of that night. He'd known her only three weeks, but he
had already fallen victimto every famliar romantic synptom his voice

bet rayed

himin her presence, she conpletely dom nated his thoughts, and the know edge
that she was seeing other nmen drove himw |l d. He had even cone to accept the

i nprobabl e noti on that a hi gher power had designed events to bring them
together. Al he needed to do was find a way to hold onto her

Even now, fifteen years later, she could jack up his pulse. He'd been right:
Judy Bol li nger had been worth any effort. Unfortunately, he had only recently
cone to understand what that really meant.

She had bl ue eyes that he could never quite see the bottomof. A trimjogger's
body. And a snile that was once again troubling his nights. Carlisle,



r et ur ni ng

to the observatory for the last time, considered the varieties of that
r esonant

gaze.

In their early days, she had worn her auburn hair short. Judy was about

aver age

size, but because Carlisle was tall she had to reach for him and she had a
trick of standing on her toes, stretching toward hi mand hol di ng her nmouth up
to

be ki ssed, funneling everything she had into her I|ips.

On that night of nights, when he had so much to celebrate, he had hesitated to
call her. It was, after all, late on a weekday evening, and he was stil
treating her carefully, anxious to do nothing that m ght damage the

rel ati onship. Don't be overeager. Patience counts, whether one is neasuring

t he

di stances between stars. O pursuing a beautiful wonan.

But it was an opportunity to inpress her.
He had used the phone in the conference center

"Hugh?" She sounded pl eased to hear his voice, and his spirits soared.

"I"mat Kitchener,"'
been sel f-inportant.

he said. "Things are happening." Hi s tone had undoubtedly

But she chose not to notice. "What is it?"
"Judy, 1've had a maj or breakthrough. |1've found a standard candle."

"Are you sure?" She had sounded delighted, as if she knew what a standard
candl e
was.

"I thought we might celebrate.™

"I"'mon nmy way. Wit for ne.
And she was gone before he could explain he was thinking about Saturday.

He parked in the slot marked DI RECTOR, got his enpty cartons out of the trunk
and paused before letting hinself into the building. The nountaintop was
still.

He had stood out here that night, watching her lights come up the access road.
(The road was dark now, cold and untravel ed, save for the contractors who cane
in the daylight to renove everything that was of value.) Her white two-door
Ford

cane out of the trees right there, and she'd parked over by the reserved
spaces,

under the security lights at the supply entrance.

The security lights were out now. For good. The Foundati on had started cl osing
down Kitchener's operations two years ago. Miuch of the action had gone to the
sout hern hem sphere, where there was less light and pollution and a richer
field

for investigation. Carlisle supported the action, had even di ssuaded Lowent ha
from canpai gni ng agai nst the vote



But it had cost him Mny of his old acquai ntances, sone whom he'd counted as
friends, no longer talked to him Furthernore, he woul d be going back to the
classroom Hi s dreans of greatness were probably over

He unl ocked the door, let hinmself in, and turned the lights on. The well in
whi ch the eighty-inch Cassegrain reflector had rested was shadowy and col d.

"How far can you see with it?" she had asked. She was wearing a yell ow sweater
t hrown over her shoulders. Odd that, after so | ong he woul d renenber the
detail s.

It was a naive question. "To the edge of the universe," he'd answered. That
was

not quite true, of course. They could see as far as the Red Linmt, which was
t he

farthest point fromwhich light has had tinme to reach Earth since the

creation.

He had supervi sed the renoval of the tel escope only the week before. It was on
its way to Kitt Peak, where it would become a backup

Judy had stood beside him in this doorway, barely rising to his shoul der. But
her physical presence had been overpoweri ng.

She taught history at Franklin H gh School, which was now a shopping center
She

knew dammed little science, and | ess cosnol ogy, but she seened perpetually
interested in what Carlisle was doing. Her father was a policeman, and she was
a

product of public schools and state universities, not blessed with l[ife's
advant ages as he had been. She tal ked about wanting to wite the definitive
history of the McCarthy era. Everything hadn't come out yet, she'd said. Hs
links with Hoover. Deals with N xon. During all the years he knew her, she was
gathering materials, and planning the book. Sonetines she read extracts to
hi m

Carlisle, who had always found the social sciences boring, got caught up in

t he

narrative. He was often appalled that government officials could have acted
with

such perfidy, and she told himnore than once that she | oved hi m because he
had

retained the ability to be outraged. "Don't ever lose it,"'

she war ned.

They were wat chi ng Boddi ker, who was in the observer's cage. "He's our cluster
specialist. What they're doing nowis hoping the sky will clear. It won't. But
if it does, they'll take pictures toward the galactic interior, so they can
conpare optical results with x-rays. Over there is the imging center."
Babbl e,

babble. He winced nowto think of it, but it all seemed to charm her, and
she' d

squeezed hi s hand when she thought no one was | ooking.

Lowent hal was gone a long time. Carlisle wasn't worried: he knew he was right;
he had checked his results carefully. So he suggested they go cel ebrate.

"Isn't that bad |uck? Before you get confirmation?"
"Maybe. But in the nmeantinme, | get an evening with you. Wrth whatever comnes

of
it."



They took both cars and went down the nountain to Spike's. Spike's was a quiet
bar back in the trees off Cbservatory Road, about a mile fromthe foot of the

mountain. It was favored by the staff at Kitchener and the science departnment

at

UEl because managenent catered to them hosted their frequent cel ebrations and
parties, and nade it a point to treat themlike VIP s.

That evening had been their first tine there together. They'd found a corner
table and ordered drinks and sat in the glow of a small candle in a gl ass

di sh.

Soft nusic flowed across the room Carlisle had realized howlittle he knew
about her, and how fascinated he was by even the trivia of her life. Wat had
she been like in high school? What were her interests? Wat sort of honme life
did she cone fron? How did she really feel about hinf

It was the happiest night of his Iife. He was with her, a cosnol ogi cal gol den
age was approaching and he was | ooking forward to his career as a giant. By

t he

end of the century he expected to rank with Hubble and Sandage and Penrose.
Thi s

was a period utterly unique in the history of the world. A small group of nen
and worren, for the first time properly armed with instrumentation and theory,
were trying to make sense of the universe, how big it was, how old, whether

t he

expansi on was as precisely balanced as it appeared, and why that should be so.
How gal axi es forned. Whether strings existed. Wiy there was synmetry. It was a
glorious time, and Carlisle was already part of it.

And he intended to nake that journey with this magnificent creature at his
si de.

She had | ooked at himwi th undi sgui sed pl easure. Now, he understood how easily
she was reading him

| like being with you, her eyes said. But she asked, "Wat's a standard
candl e?"

The wax candl e burned cheerily on the table top. "If you took twenty of these
out of a box, each one would probably put out nore or |ess the same anmount of
light. So if we saw one on a rooftop, we could figure out how far away it is
by

nmeasuring how dimthe |ight has beconme. That's a standard candle. It's a |ight
source that always radiates at the sanme level of intensity. We call it

absol ute

l um nosity. \Whenever you see it, you can get a decent range estimate." He
stopped and sipped his drink. "Cepheid variables are standard candl es. You can
al ways figure out how far they are. But they aren't bright enough. W can only
see themon local rooftops. What we need is sonething that's visible in the
next

town. O across the country."

"The blue stars,"” she said, alnost breathless, as if she'd been running.

"Yes. The brightest blue stars in a gal axy al ways have essentially the sane
absol ute magni tude. So we now have an intergal actic yardstick."

"I thought you could already nmeasure distances with red shifts."

"Alittle bit," he said. "The redder the shift, the further the object. But



t he
nmet hod' s i nexact." He | ooked at her across the rimof his glass. "They're
subject to too nmany interpretations.”

The candl e glowed in her eyes. "Congratul ati ons, Hugh."

Later, toward the end of the evening, he called the observatory. "Your nunbers
seemto work," Lowenthal told him

Carlisle could still see the tel ephone, a big old-fashioned rotary wall nodel
could hear the soft tinkle of a piano solo; could snmell warm wax on the stil
air. Judy sat angled in his direction, watching, her eyes |ocked on him

wai ting

for a sign.

"Thanks," he said into the phone.
He | ooked at her. Thunbs up

Carlisle had al ways been sonmething of a Puritan. But that night a different
set

of universal |laws were in place. He bought a round of drinks for a group of
strangers at the next table, puzzled themby toasting "candl es everywhere,"
enbraced Judy, and threw a twenty-dollar tip onto the table.

They drove to her apartnment, Carlisle |eading the way. (No sly suggestions
about

| eaving one car in the lot; he would never have been so obvious.) But it
hadn' t

mattered. At her doorway, she had slipped into his arns, and he becane

i ntensely

aware of the pressure of her left breast. The other was al so engaged with him
but Carlisle had found that the sensation was nore intimte, nore intense,
when

he concentrated on one at a tine.

She had nmoved against him subtly, and invited himin, so to speak. And it was
over for Carlisle. He remenbered her lips, the line of her jaw, her breathing
the sound of the wind in the trees.

She did not draw away. Not then, nor for many years.

Next day, during the |late afternoon, Lowenthal called and asked himto cone
out

to Kitchener. The Director's voice was sonber, and Carlisle knew there was
troubl e. Neverthel ess, he hadn't pressed; he was a drift in a euphoric state
and

not hi ng coul d shake him He put the call out of his mnd and conpleted his
cl asses for the day. Then, after a deliberately casual neal, he had driven
back

up the nountain.

"You do seemto be correct,"” Lowenthal assured him By then, he had been
director at Kitchener nore than ten years. He was | ean and poli shed,
self-effacing and emnently well-nmannered, a rare breed anong the pushy egos
who

dom nated the field. "The blue stars work. Unfortunately, we're |late. Sandage
and Tammann got there first. It's even been published. Damed thing' s been on

ny
desk for three days. | saw it this morning."



Carlisle recalled staring out across the nmountaintop. And he renenbered what
Lowent hal had said next, would always renenber it: "Don't worry. It's bad

[ uck.

But you'll be back. You're too good not to be back."

How can you sit there and tell me that the universe has no edge?"

He | oved those early evenings, when her nysteries were still newto him
deeper
and darker than the spaces between the gal axies. And far nore enticing.

They becane Friday-night regulars at Spike's, and went to the novies and shows
on Saturday. Carlisle floated through his days with a warm sense of

wel | - bei ng,

anxi ous only to get to the weekend.

She invited himto Franklin to address her U. S. history classes on how
scientific progress since the turn of the century had influenced the course of
events. Since Carlisle wasn't entirely clear on the course of events, he
needed

help fromher. But they pulled it off together, tal king about atom bonbs and
conput ers and gas engi nes and the glee with which nany of the churches had
enbraced the Bi g Bang.

They had net at the Kane Planetarium where Carlisle had been a parttine

| ecturer. She'd been at their Star of Bethlehem program had sat off to his
fight with a man who'd | ooked |like a football player. After the show, she'd
asked a couple of questions, and then drifted away with her conpani on. He saw
her several times after that. She was alone or with girl friends in subsequent
visits, and they had al ways exchanged a few remarks on the presentation. It

t ook

a while before he got up the nerve to invite her to dinner

On the evening after the history class, he had taken another major step

f or war d.

She' d been happy with his performance, and he saw a wi ndow of opportunity.
"Maybe Everett was right," he said, nysteriously.

She frowned between pieces of beef. "Wo's Everett?"

"An astronomer. He suggested there might be a universe for every possibility.
A

pl ace where every wave function is realized. If an event is possible,
sonewher e

it happens.”

That got her attention. "That's science fiction," she said. But he could see
that the notion appeal ed to her

"It's only an idea." He |ooked at her, and then blurted the thought that had
crossed his mnd, even though he knew it was not prudent. That it night scare
her off. "If there's anything to it, somewhere out there, you and | are
wear i ng

each other's rings."

It was an electric thrust. An uncharacteristically daring nove

She held himin suspense nmonmentarily. And squeezed his hand.



Sonmewhere out there, you and | are wearing each other's rings.

She said yes a few nonths later, and they went to a little Unitarian church on
a

Massachusetts hilltop, where the only religious synbol was a stylized carbon
atom Judy's famly, who were Catholic, were visibly displeased, and suspected
t he arrangenent had sonething to do with Carlisle. But it was Judy's idea
Carlisle didn't care, had no strong religious views one way or another, and
woul d have married her in a Fiji Island ceremony if she had asked.

H s bride had been so taken by the notion of an infinite nunber of Judys and
Hughs living subtly different |ives beyond the stars, beyond our stars, she
had

said, that she wote the idea into the cerenmony: It may be that there are

pl aces

where your eyes are gray, or where no one here would recognize my nane. But
wherever we live, if we have nmet, | |ove you. The wave function can break in
no

ot her direction.

They exchanged rings engraved with infinity, the nmathematical synbol for
infinity.

And if Allan Sandage and Gustav Tammann had beaten himto the blue stars, it
didn't matter.

One of the great questions of the era was whether the universe was expandi ng
in

a uniformmanner in all directions. O whether the superclusters were so
massi ve

that they skewed expansion and created an inbal ance. Prelinmnary results
suggested that the MIky Way had been drawn off its natural course, and was
falling into the Virgo Supercluster. Was that actually happening? If so, how
fast was it noving? Could they devise a nethod to nmeasure the Virgo effect?
Carlisle took charge of the Kitchener team and they began assenbling data.

He virtually noved into the observatory. Lowenthal encouraged him and nmade it
clear that Carlisle could expect future high-profile assignhments. "It's just a
matter of time before you nake your mark," he said. "I want to be sure you're
in

a position to take full advantage of the opportunities.” And when Carlisle

t hanked him the old man grinned. "Establish your reputation,” he said. "Wen
you' ve done that, you can thank me in public."

The issue proved inordinately difficult to settle. It remai ns unanswer ed.

He used the cartons to push the door open. There wasn't nmuch left in his
of fice.

He hadn't taken down his pictures. Carlisle standing beside Brent Tully at the
Kona Conference, Carlisle shaking hands with John Schwarz at Cal Tech, Carlisle
eating lunch with Allan Sandage in New York. An aerial photo of Kitchener
beneath a full noon. A col or enhancenent of the Horsehead Nebula. A stylized
rendering of an H R di agram

And of course his favorite picture of Judy, posed agai nst an om nous sky at
Cape

Hatteras. He had taken it down at the tine of the breakup, and then put it
back

a few nonths later.



He found ol d notebooks in the bottom of the I ower right-hand desk drawer. They
were spiral-bound, yellowed, tattered. Dated frombefore the arrival of his
PC.

He slipped off the fat rubber bands, sat on the edge of the desk, and thunbed
t hr ough t hem

They made pai nful reading: his conments and observations were pedestrian. Wth
t he advant age of hindsight, he could see his lintations quite clearly. Hugh
Carlisle's prinme talent seemed to be recogni zi ng the obvi ous.

He flipped through his rol odex. He had never purged the thing, and there were
nanes of people who had Iong since retired or died. And nanes he coul dn't
renmenber. He dropped it into one of his boxes.

During the early years of their marriage, they'd gone to a lot of live

t heater.

In fact, they had seen CGeorge Washington Slept Here on their second date.
Later,

Judy would insist that it was his reaction to that romantic conmedy that had
pi qued her interest in him

But their working hours never blended. After he becanme permanently attached to
t he observatory staff, he worked primarily at night. He'd get honme as Judy was
getting ready to |l eave for school. But they tried to nake time for coffee.
"What's going on up on the mountain?" she would ask

"We're counting globular clusters again, but what we'd really like to know --"

"Yes?"

-- |I's why the universe is so honogeneous. "
"How do you mnean?"

"Way is it so balanced? How does it happen that mcrowaves arrive from
opposite

sides of the sky, fromplaces that could never, in the entire history of the
cosnos, have had any contact with each other, or any influence over each

ot her,

and the microwaves are identical ?"

She | oved these vaguely mad notions. "I don't follow What else could the
uni verse |l ook like? Are you suggesting all the stars should be in the southern
sky? And nothing in the north?"

It was hard to explain. Alot of it was hard to explain. And it didn't help
that, within his owm limtations, he didn't quite grasp the finer points that
Zel dovi ch and Stei nhardt were maki ng.

He was often too busy, or too tired, to try to lay it out for her
Qccasional |y,

he wondered whet her he shouldn't have married a fellow professional. Like
Harrigan. O Chol ka. An image of the energetic Russian rose before his eyes.
Now

t here was soneone he could really have tal ked to.

Judy enjoyed the intimacy of evenings out, together anmong strangers as she
l'i ked
to put it. He tried to conply, even though the weight of his own



responsibilities increased after he becane departnment chairman, and then
assistant to the Director at Kitchener. Neverthel ess, he did not conplain, and
in fact hid his feelings rather well.

He wasn't sure where things had begun to go wong. Judy understood what drove
him knew he needed to put his name to a discovery, to find a Carlisle Effect,
or formulate Carlisle's Theorem She also understood that it was a conpul sion
not fostered exclusively by vanity, but by a genuine desire to nmake a
contribution, to be at the focal point when they broke through into one of
nature's secrets.

But she did not understand that he saw his time running out. It wasn't that he
was getting chronologically old, but he knew that talent, genius, if it was
present, manifests itself early. He had begun to fear that he was only a

nmedi ocrity, someone to hold the reins for Achilles. Wen he tried to explain,

she assured himthat everything would be okay. You're having a brilliant
career.
And, Whatever happens, | |ove you.

In tinme, the enphasis changed. You're a Type A personality, Hugh. Type A s get
ulcers. Die young. You need to take sone tine off.

Eventual | y, she began to spend time with her friends, and they trooped off
occasionally for evenings on the town. She always invited him "If you can
nmake

it," she would say. O, "If you think you m ght enjoy this --"

And there was Wade Popper, the superstring theorist. Popper made no effort to
di sgui se his interest in Judy. They began neeting out on the jog path. And
havi ng | unches together. Only friends, her deneanor assured him But Popper's
i ntentions were transparent.

She had read his disconfort and discontinued the tete-a-tete. The incident

| eft

a dead spot, a neutral zone between them an area that he was never after able
to penetrate.

"What does inflation nmean?" The subject had conme up at about the tinme of
Lowenthal 's retirenment. The Kitchener teamwas working full tine trying to
det erm ne how rmuch dark matter would be required to make inflation theory
wor k.

The answer: a |lot. Maybe ninety percent of all the matter in the universe
woul d

have to be dark. And Judy had asked about it during one of his rare evenings
at

horre.

"It neans that the universe, in its early expansion, exceeded the speed of
l'i ght

"But that's inpossible, right?"
"Not necessarily."

Her eyes flashed. "Sonmetinmes | think you guys just nake up the rules as you go
al ong. "

"Sonmetines we do." It was a little exasperating, |like teaching Cosnol ogy 101
She knew just enough to get everything confused. "The trick is to construct an



expl anati on, sonetinmes any explanation, that fits the observations."

He | ooked out through his w ndows, down at the treetops, and tried to listen
to
his own words. What had they sounded |like to her?

He Iifted the last of his books into a box, sealed it, and put it aside. He
t ook

his CD player down off the shelf. The filing cabinet yielded folders filled
with

papers he hadn't | ooked at in years.

Gradual 'y, her questions had beconme | ess frequent. Conditions at the high
school

were deteriorating, and she becane absorbed in her own problems. But in '86
she

was voted Teacher of the Year, and they celebrated with a party at the

Radi sson

Carlisle enjoyed parties. The people at Kitchener and in the science
depart ment

threw themregularly. Threw them in fact, with such energy that they were
barred fromthe | ocal Holiday Inn

A substantial crowd showed up for this one. Modst of Carlisle's colleagues
cane.

And a small arny of Judy's friends. More than he knew she had. There were even
a

coupl e of reporters, and a del egation of her students. And although Carlisle
was

pl eased to see his wife get the attention, it hurt to realize that the press
had

never cone for him

Judy gl owed that night. She kept himon her arm and introduced himto
everyone

who cane within their orbit. She glowed, like in the old days. My husband the
cosnol ogi st. And he realized that night that his marriage had undergone sone
fundanment al cheni cal change

The evening was still bright and clear in his nmenory. She had drifted through
the cel ebration, dancing with everyone, |aughing, maybe drinking a little too
much. Sone of the nmen, sone of his friends and sone of hers, |ooked at her
with

such undi sgui sed abandon that he was shocked. Carlisle was not ordinarily a
possessi ve man, and he felt no reason to doubt her, but the sight of all that
mal e interest elicited a tw nge even now.

Across the years, her eyes cut himlike distant stars.

Hs old electric razor (which he'd thought |ost) was tucked away in the top of
a

closet. He'd always nade a point of |ooking bright and polished before
starting

hone in the norning. It still worked.

Lowent hal had been wong. Carlisle never did come back, never again approached
a

br eakt hrough. He was a nethodical investigator, persistent and precise. He did
not make m stakes, but that is a clerical virtue. The hard reality was that he



| acked the vision of a Zwi cky or a Weeler. He was good on the follow up
effort,

perform ng the detailed analysis to determ ne whether soneone else's
brilliance

coincided with the way nature really worked. Wile the |ong hunt for the val ue
of the Hubble Constant went on, and the debates over cosnic bubbles and
macrostructure heated up, Carlisle was always a step behind.

In the spring of 1987, Judy's father died and she received a surprisingly

| arge

i nheritance. They used sonme of the nobney to buy a tinme-share at Cape Hatteras.
The house was big, with broad decks, and ocean views on both sides. It had a
fireplace and a jacuzzi, and it was a damed good place to work. One does not
need a tel escope to do cosnol ogy, he was fond of telling the postdocs. It is
essentially an exercise of the imagination. And nowhere else did he feel so
free, so unleashed, as in the big rug-covered living room with the fire at
hi s

back, and the stars floating on the Atlantic.

Judy preferred to prow the shops and beaches. One day, she returned with a
surprise. "I wanted you to neet Giff," she said. He was average-| ooki ng,
beginning to gray, a few years older than Carlisle. Dunmpy. "He owns the Gol den
Coin." An antique shop, it turned out.

Carlisle shook the man's hand, and made the appropriate small talk. Good to
neet

you. Mist be consi derabl e business for antiques in a place like this. (Judy
had

bought a finely-worked tray, which she said dated fromthe 1920's.) He was
congeni al enough, but slowwtted.

"Giff says there's a concert tonight. By Prelude.”

"Who the hell is Prelude?" He kept his tone light. Jaunty. He knew she didn't
expect recognition fromhim It was part of the gane they played with each
ot her.

"A string quartet," she said. "Hugh, why don't we go? It would be very nice.
It's outdoors.”

He woul d not usually be averse to a string quartet, but he hated to | ose one
ﬁfs few evenings on the Quter Banks. "Sure," he said bleakly. (It occurred to
hi m now, dropping his paper weight and his desk lanp into the packi ng box,
Lzaanuld like very nuch to recapture that night, recapture her, and have it
?leo again.)

She had responded as he knew she woul d, allowed her eyes to close nonentarily,
had turned to Gill. "I'd better pass.”

"Nonsense. "
horre.

Maybe Giff would like to go --"

Carlisle was aggressively generous. "No reason for you to stay

Fool that | am

Not that Judy woul d have been tenpted to cheat. But he knew he had sent the
wWrong nessage.



He seal ed the boxes and carried them one by one down the stairs and out to his
car. The wind was picking up and, despite the clear skies, rain was in the
air.

Lightning flickered to the west. He counted off the seconds until he heard the
runbl e. Seven mles.

Sonet hi ng about Hatteras had always stirred Carlisle's anmbitions. And his

di scontent. "I need to get away fromhere," he told her, tw years after Giff
and his antique shop had passed into oblivion. He was pushed back into a

| eat her

arnchair, watching sheets of rain pour into the Atlantic. "No, not here, but
fromKitchener. UEI. It's tine to go, to nove on."

She was standi ng near the wi ndows, |ooking out. Judy |oved terrible weather
She

cane alive when the wind blew and the sky rolled, as if the electricity fl owed
into her. Arms fol ded, she had been weaving gently to the rhythnms of the
storm

But he saw her shoul ders tighten. "Why?" she asked. "Lowenthal w |l be
retiring

soon. You'll be in line for his job."

"I don't want his job. Judy, |'ve been here too long already. |I'mgetting the
wrong kind of reputation. If I'mever going to break out, | have to do it
now. "

"You have a good reputation.” She neant it. And he did. He could expect to get
the directorship, and possibly even the astronony chair at the University.

"That's not what | want."
"What do you want?" Her voice was soft, but he felt the undercurrent.

"Judy, I'mpart of the cleanup crew. Sonebody somewhere has a good idea. The
superclusters are really pancakes, and they're stacked in layers. Hugh, check
it

out. The voids between the gal axies are really vast bubbles, and the gal axies
are out on the rins. Hugh, what about that? There are people like ne in every
maj or observatory in the world. Martin at Pal omar. Babcock at MDonal d.

Ler onda

at Mauna Kea. Dureyvich at Zel enchukskaya. Flunkies. People who get to bring
t he

cof fee while things happen.”

She | ooked at him and the air thickened. "lI'msorry you feel that way."
How many tines had he tried to explain it to her? "Judy, | mght be able to
connect with Schramm at Fermi. They're |ooking for sonmebody. | net himl ast
year

and | think I rmade a good inpression.”
Her eyes clouded. "Wen would you want to go?"
"The job's open now. "

"Hugh, | can't just pick up in the mddle of Novenber and wal k out. | could
| eave at the end of the year."

The rain slid down the wi ndows. After a while she rose and cane over and sat



across fromhim on the sofa. There had been a tine when she would have tried
sex, to ease the nonent, put the decision off until they had both had tinme to
thi nk. Prevent anyone's position from hardening. But they knew each other too
wel | now.

In the end, she encouraged himto try for what he wanted. He had, but the
appoi nt nent went el sewhere.

The evening finally cane when she asked himto sit down, when her gaze dropped
to the carpet and her voice turned especially gentle.

He took it well. Don't nmake a scene. Don't enbarrass yourself. He understood
quite suddenly, quite painfully, that he did not want to |l ose her, and that to
react badly was to throw away what ever chance he mi ght have. He was wong, of
course. But the nonent passed, fled, was |ong gone before he realized his

m st ake.

He dropped the last box into his trunk, banged it shut, and went back inside
to
rumoff the Iights.

The universe was filled with Iight: whol e squadrons of suns nearby, creany
galactic swirls floating beyond the Local G oup, flickering pinpoints deep in
the abyss. Fromthe tine Hubble discovered, in 1923, that there were other

gal axi es beyond the M1 ky Way, that there appeared to be no end to them
astrononers had argued over distances and neasurenents.

Sonet hing nore than Carlisle's blue stars was needed. Sonmething on a
qualitatively different scale.

And while he and a host of others thought it over, Sandage and Tanmann

pr oposed

the Type | supernova. It was visible at enornobus range, and it had a
reasonabl y

consi stent absolute |lumnosity. The downsi de was that you had to find one. But
it was a nmethod with prom se.

Now t hat soneone el se had thought of it, it seemed obvious. Carlisle sighed.

He stared at the enpty well that had housed the Cassegrain, and coul d al nost
feel her standing beside him

Her departure was followed quickly by divorce papers. She assured him she
woul d

harbor no bitterness, and she did indeed | ook unhappy. But she rejected his

| ast

mnute attenpt to salvage the marriage. He was stunned. Carlisle had believed
that, when the nonent canme, she would draw back

He reacted by throwing hinmself into a new project. Teans from several research
centers were making a coordinated effort to map a sixty-degree wedge of the
uni verse, out to about three hundred mllion light years. That target area
woul d

| ater be extended, but Carlisle set up and personally |led the Kitchener group

During that period, while he categorized gal axi es, and recorded their
positions,

he waited for her to come back. The |ong days passed, and he gradually
adj usted

to his new exi stence. She was after all not the only woman in the world.



Meanwhi | e, the various teans involved in the mapping project were counting
nor e

gal axi es than theory allowed. By a factor of two or three. On a cold February
night in 1990 he had poured hinself some hot chocol ate, and sat down with his
assistants. They'd gone over all the nodels, and could not explain their
results.

Why ?

Construct an expl anation, any explanation, that fits the observations. Easy to
say.

He threw the switches, and the building went dark. There nust have been a tine
when he shoul d have seen what was happeni ng, when he could still have acted
before they were flung apart |ike bodies with reversed gravities. God hel p
hi m

but even now, with the benefit of all this hindsight, redial not know what he
coul d have done differently.

He stepped out into the noonlight, closed the door behind him and | ocked it.
The nmetal felt hard and col d.

The wi nd bl ew across the nountaintop. Carlisle started down the steps when he
noticed that a black car had pulled in behind his. He stared, trying to see
who

was in it. A couple of kids, maybe. Planning to park

The driver's door was open. The interior |ight blinked on, and Judy stood
before

hi m

She was radiant. Lovely. But visibly reluctant.

"Hel l o, Hugh."

She came around to the front of his car and stopped. Hope rose in Carlisle's
breast. And resentnent. And a flood of other emptions. "Judy," he said, "what

are you doi ng here? How did you know |I'd be here?"

She smled. "Last day before they shut it down. Were el se would Hugh Carlisle
be?"

He stared at her. "I'd given up on you."

"As well you should." She glanced at the observatory. "It hurts to see it I|ike
this. That surprises you, doesn't it?"

"Yes," he said. "I thought you'd come to resent it."

"It was part of you. Part of us." She shrugged. "I'msorry to see it go." "I'm
gl ad you cane."

"Thanks. So am|. But don't get she wong idea. | just wanted to be here. At

t he

end. "

H s voice had grown thick. He thought about the infinity synbol on his ring.
(He'd stopped wearing it about three years before she left, because he'd
gai ned



wei ght and it no |longer fit.)
"Spi ke's has closed down too. But 1'd like to buy you a drink. Sonmewhere."
She pursed her lips. And smled again. "1'd like that."

Sonmewhere every possibility occurs. He might indeed be one of a near-infinite

nunber of Hugh Carlisles. And nost of them were standing alone in this parking
| ot.

But Carlisle was in the right universe.
The stars were warm and bright and went on forever
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