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Your BayCon 2012 Crew

BayCon Registration

Welcome aboard BayCon 2012! The whole crew is available online and by mail. Kid-In-Tow memberships
looking forward to seeing you all there! If you’ve already (ages 4-7) are only available at con, so we can get certain
pre-registered, you can stop reading this and relax. If you information needed for the badge. Children 3 years and
haven’t registered, what are you waiting for? Prices will under are free, but need to be with a parent or guardian at
never be lower than they are right now! You can register all times. Please send any Registration questions to reg12(@
online at www.baycon.org (under the Registration tab) baycon.org. See you in May!
or you can fill out and mail in the form handily included in Karl Thiessen, Admin Div. Head
this publication. Youth memberships (ages 8-13) are also Kathleen McDowell, Admin Div. 2nd

Memberships
t

Register online at Www.baycon.org
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The BayCon Fiction Marketplace Presents...

Like Tides Upon the Sea, the Music Never Ends
by K.G. Jewell

Bau’s advisor and his girlfriend both told him he was
crazy to pass up a post-doc at CERN to work a season with
a cruise ship house band, but Bau knew it was the right
choice. His dissertation had burned him out, and he needed
to recharge. Lazzuli Leaks was the best Electronica Band on

the seven seas, and Bau got a charge playing with them.

Besides, as Bau saw it, quantum wave theory and club
electronica weren’t that different. One strove to put on
paper what the other grappled with through instinct: the

eternal, beautiful, harmonic truth of the universe.

He might find that truth just as easily in the club as in the
lab.

That had been the theory, at least. But by the 101st
morning of the six-month season, Bau found the universe’s
beauty obscured by gunk in his eyes and ringing in his
eardrums. The night before, Lazzuli Leaks had been double-
billed with a visiting rocksteady-heavy-metal fusion band
whose audience had almost unanimously ignored the ship’s

no—smoking signs. It'd made for a rough night.

The mid-morning sun leaked around the crew cabin’s
curtains as Bau struggled upright. He wiped his eyes with
a cocktail napkin tucked in his pocket by the rocksteady
band’s organist. It was scrawled with a cabin number—in
lipstick.

On cue, his phone vibrated: a missed call from Rosie.

The band’s other half, Joe, snored in the upper bunk,
still wearing his silver-jumpsuit show duds. Bau pulled on
his shoes and stumbled out onto the warm, humid air of
the cramped crew deck. They were in port somewhere in
Central America. Maybe Belize? Somewhere with a cell

signal, apparently.

The crew lounge offered coffee and the common
bathrooms. Bau headed over, listening to Rosie’s message

enroute.

“Hey good-looking! Exciting news from my last test
series—the CMB was audible at the photon decoupling,
right about 466 and change. That’s right, the universe is
built on a b-flat! Anyways, I’ll be in the lab all day, but I’ll
call later.” Rosie’d taken her CERN Post-Doc, and knew
more about Cosmic Microwave Background than just about

anyone.

Bau missed the giggie she made when she figured out a
difficult equation. He missed the soft touch of her lips. He

missed her.

Returning to the crew deck, coffee in hand, Bau saw Joe
had woken up. He sat out in a lounge chair on the crew
deck, nose in a paperback.

“Do you ever get sick of the tour?” Bau asked.

“Of course I get sick of the tour,” Joe said. “But I never
get sick of the show, and you can’t have one without the
other.”

“True, that.” A show was awesome, but so was Rosie.

Bau contemplated his coffee. A little bitter, it could be
better.

Like his life.

“Hey,” Joe said. “I got a question for you, Mr. Physics

”»

Guy.
“What?” That opening usually led to a conversation about

warp drives and light sabers. Joe read too much science

fiction.

“Light: Wave or Particle?”

Bau rolled his eyes. “Ha.”

“What, you don’t have an opinion?”

“That isn’t a opinion question. It’s both.

“Yeah, that’s what this says. I don’t get it. Explain it,
physics boy.”

“Seriously?You want a lecture on wave-particle duality?”
Bau sipped his drink.

“Just the cocktail party version, so I can use it to pick up

chicks.”
Bau snorted coffee out his nose. Ow.

“Short version—experiments show that sometimes
light acts like a wave and sometimes like a particle. You
remember the double slit experiment in high school

physics? Light interfering with itself?”

“I was busy writing mad riffs in high school--the classes

are hazy”

“Well, the double slit experiment doesn’t support the

particle model, because it would require light to be in two
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places at once—but it doesn’t quite jibe with the wave
model either, because we can measure a photon’s discrete
impact. So we say it’s both a wave and a particle at once.
This is called the Copenhagen Interpretation, because like

tobacco, it tastes funny if you chew on it too hard.”

“Wait, it can’t be a particle because it can’t be in two
places at once? Hasn’t anyone seen Star Trek? Kirk meets

himself in “The Enemy Within.” He’s in two places at once.”

Bau shook his head. He wished he could be in Europe

with Rosie and cruising with the band at the same time.

Sornething clicked in Bau’s head. A particle being in two

places at one time. . . The universe started with a b-flat. . .

“Screw the Copenhagen Interpretation!” Bau grabbed a
notebook from the cabin and started filling it with equations

and notes.

Joe left to work a solo acoustic set on the VIP deck. By
mid-afternoon, Bau’d filled half the notebook. He got a
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granola bar from the crew lounge vending machine and
fired up his laptop. Using the equations, he composed a

masterpiece .

He finished the last line at show time. Lazzuli Leaks had
a gig playing the Beckstead’s 30th anniversary party in the
private function room, and Joe opened with Lazzuli’s classic

“Neutron Sunrise.”

By the third song, Bau was ready. He called for an-all
electronic solo, and played the note of the fabric of the
universe. The audience roared. He took the note and split
it, inverted it, and passed the universe through the slit of the
audience’s passion for his music and the hole in his heart left

by Rosie’s distance.
The show rocked. Music spoke the truth.
And Bau hugged Rosie as the audience cheered.
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