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Prol ogue: Spin Down

No one saw the first four explosions. Only two people witnessed the fifth
explosion, and it killed one of them

Jack Levinson and Daniel Strock, fellow math teachers at the |ocal high
school

i n Waxahachi e, Texas, always spent their Sunday afternoons bicycling al ong

t he

path of the old, abandoned Superconducting Supercollider main ring. Its sixty
mle circunference surrounded the town, a greater distance than either of the
two friends ever bicycled on any given day. Instead, they liked to drive to

t he

spot on the ring where they had last left off their biking, pedal for a few
mles, and then return to their car. In bits and pieces, they had nade a
habi t

of completely finishing the path of the accelerator every few nonths. Not

t hat

they could see the old collider ring, of course, since, like nost particle
accelerators, it had been built underground. Nor did a track actually run
above

the buried ring. They bicycled upon dry grass that |ooked the same everywhere
around, so that unless you knew the collider was beneath your feet, nothing
in

the way the ground appeared would tell you otherw se.

On this particular Cctober afternoon, shortly after starting their ride, they
stopped for a noment to relieve their thirst. They remai ned straddl ed on
their

bi cycl es. Jack reached down for his canteen, and poured the cool water down
hi s

parched throat. He offered it to Daniel, who shook his head. "I'm busy," he
sai d, checking his compass agai nst a nmap.

"Come on," Jack said, "you'd better take a sip if you don't want to end up
dehydrated. "

Daniel smiled. "Nah, | can take it."

"You say that each and every tine, and |last week | alnbst had to carry you
back

to the car. Here." Jack thrust the canteen at his friend, who took a sip and
tossed it back.

Jack | ooked around. "Wich way now?"

"Well," Daniel said, turning the map around and squinting into the sun, "I

t hi nk

we go -- this way!"

As he spoke the last two words, he junped his feet back onto the pedals and
sped

away from Jack. Jack shook his fist, and al nost |ost his balance getting back
onto the bicycle. Daniel was already thirty feet ahead. Laughing, Jack

shout ed,

"Dam you! You always try to turn this into a race --
A large explosion interrupted him a | oud boom acconpani ed by a blinding

flash

of light. He hit the dirt instantly, his body remenbering the air raid drills
fromel ementary school. Duck and cover, that's what they always said to do. In
a

nonent, the boomturned into the echo of a distant runble, and Jack | ooked



up.
The expl osion had |left a gaping hole in the ground, right where Daniel had
been

pedal i ng. Smoke drifted lazily out of the hole. Daniel and his bike lay off
to

the side, thrown by the force of the explosion. Jack junped off his bike and
ran

over to his friend.

"Daniel!" he screaned, and what he saw shocked him Daniel's body was bruised
and bl eeding all over, and covered with nmetal fragnents. He didn't react to
Jack' s scream

Jack regained control and gently shook Dani el on the shoulder. It was

scor chi ng

hot, and Jack pulled his hand away in searing pain. As he did, pieces of
Daniel's shirt and flesh came with it.

Jack spit on his hand in disgust, and took another | ook at Daniel. His
friend s

head lolled off to one side, and he looked as |linp as a rag doll. He was
dead.

Jack assimlated this informati on as best as he could, and passed out.

#

"Sheriff, M. Levinson has been in a major accident, and | don't want you
getting himall worked up."

"Don't worry, Doc," said Sheriff Bob Kingsley in his natural draw . He fixed
hi s

eyes in a squint and | ooked at the two Ellis County deputies, who nodded in
agreement. The three made a strange picture, standing in the antiseptic white
hospital hallway in uniform Kingsley wore a ten gallon hat over his dark

curly

hair, the one affectation he allowed hinmself. "W just want to ask hima few
guestions.”

Dr. Korn shook his head. "Only one of you. | don't want himto get too
excited."

Ki ngsl ey shrugged and foll owed the doctor into the hospital room He energed
a

few m nutes | ater and headed over to the nurses' station, his deputies in

t ow.

Waiting at the station was Sam Stratton, of the F.B.1. "Wl I|?" he asked
Kingsley, in a clipped voice.

"Well," echoed the sheriff. "M. Levinson saw another hole form"

"That makes five, now And the first direct evidence that the ring is
danger ous.

It was an expl osion, right?"

"Yep, and a pretty nasty one from what Levinson said. He's still shaken up
over

the death of his friend."

Stratton dism ssed Kingsley's concern with a wave of his hand. "OK, Sheriff,
t hanks for your time. I'lIl take over the investigation fromhere and call in
ny

people." He reached for the phone, but Kingsley interceded by grabbing his
arm

"Beggi ng your pardon, M. Stratton, but this is still Ellis County, and the
area
of the collider is still under ny jurisdiction."

Stratton glared at him "W have jurisdiction over federal |and."

Kingsley smled. "Ah, but it ain't federal |and anynore, is it? Hasn't been
for

quite sone tine now "

Stratton pulled his hand out of Kingsley's grip, and brushed it off on his



pants. "Very well, Sheriff. So what do you plan to do?"

"First thing l'mgoing to do is set up police barricades and declare the

gr ound

above the ring off limts. It won't keep out everyone, but it should give us
a

few days of |eeway before the press catches wind of it."

"That's exactly what | was planning to do. | don't see why | shouldn't be the
one to supervise."

"They won't respect your barriers as much as they' Il respect nine, M.
Stratton.

Most of these people have an idea of who | am and trust the Sheriff's
Ofice.

You're just the guy they sent in from Austin."

Stratton squinted at Kingsley. "I can bring in the arny, if necessary."

Ki ngsl ey shot up his eyebrows and frowned. "The arnmy? You don't really want
to

ant agoni ze the townfol k unnecessarily, do you? People don't usually go out to
the collider anyway. What's the point of attracting all that attention?"

Stratton glared at him "I still need to call in some people. Scientists."

Ki ngsl ey shook his head and smiled. "Call in your scientists if you want, M.
Stratton, but 1'mgoing to call in nmine. Probably just as good."

"Yours?" Stratton asked, with the slightest hint of a sneer

"Yep, mine. I'"'mgoing to call in the guy who knows all there is to know about

this accelerator. Got to know hima little over ten years ago, when he first
cane to direct the project. He's back at Harvard now. |f anyone knows what
caused this thing to start burping over the past nmonth, he would." Kingsley
turned to his deputies, and in an even voice, said, "Get ne Roy Schwitters."
#

1. Spin Up

The Superconducting Supercol | ider had been up and running for over a year
now,

and Ray Shwartz still couldn't figure out why they weren't able to get any
dat a.

He squatted in an underground access corridor, next to the main ring, and

i nspected the wall separating the two. The fluorescent light and white walls
made it easy to see, and what Ray found annoyed him There was nothi ng wong
with the wall. It was conpletely whole.

Foot st eps echoed from behind and interrupted him He stood up, pulled down

t he

knot of his tie and nopped his bald head with a handkerchief; despite the air
conditioning systemand its infernal hum Ray still felt hot fromthe Texas
climate. He was nore used to the clinmate of Boston, or Seattle. "Yes?" he
asked,

t urni ng around.

Dr. Julia Kristin Anderson cane around the corner. "Hello, Professor Shwartz
| mean, Ray," she said, and smil ed.

Ray smiled back at her. Kristin had her Ph.D. for a year now, they were nore
col | eagues than teacher and student. And yet she still couldn't break her old
habits of calling him"Professor."

"It's OK, Kristin. At least you didn't call ne 'Director.' Wat's up?"

She squatted down next to the wall that Ray had just exam ned, and checked it
hersel f. "Conpletely intact."

"I thought we m ght have had a resurgence of the fire ants," Ray said, "but I
doubt even they could chew through that." They | aughed for a nonent as
Kristin

stood up, and then Ray continued. "So what news do you have for nme? It's
obviously not a problemw th the ring."



Kristin's face settled into a nore sonmber expression. "l wanted to tell you
this
personal ly."'
"Yes?"
"Apparently, there's nothing wong with either the scintillators or the
conputers. The particle detectors should be working perfectly."

Ray cl osed his eyes and sighed. "Damm. That's what | was afraid of. How many
beanms have we run since the collider becane operational ? Al nost a hundred,

ri ght?"

"Ninety-three, if we include the beans at the beginning that did yield data."
"I't wasn't enough." Ray pulled a sheet of paper out of his pocket. "Dam it,
Kristin, I wish | could figure this out. The SSC was nmy major goal in life. |
know this may sound silly, but it was to be the grand cul mination of the years
I

had spent doi ng physics. By now, we were supposed to have found the Hi ggs
boson

and verified the theory of Grand Unification. Instead, we're getting

She paused.

not hi ng. "

He passed the sheet over to her. "I mean, |ook at that. Everything points to
t he

collider running smoothly." He ticked points off on his fingers. "W're

havi ng

no probl em generating proton beans and anti proton beans in the contai nment
rings; you and | have just ascertained that the ring walls are unharned; and
now

you're telling me that the detectors are fully functional as well."

She studi ed the sheet and nodded. "True."

"Well, then, Dr. Anderson, tell me, what piece of equipnent is

mal f uncti oni ng?

Because | certainly can't figure it out!"

She gl anced around the room "I don't think anything is mal functioning at
all.”

"Nothing at all."

"That's right."

"Then why aren't we getting any data?"

"Professor -- Ray, are you willing to entertain a -- well, listen to a
hunch?"

"Il accept anything at this point."

She smled. "I hope you're telling the truth, because what |'m about to
suggest

sounds totally ludicrous. You ever read any Sherl ock Hol mes?"

Ray nodded. "A long tinme ago."

"My husband just turned nme onto the stories, and they're fascinating. Anyway,
in

one of the Sherlock Hol nes stories, he says, 'Wen you have elimnated the

i mpossi bl e, whatever remains, however inprobable, nust be the truth.'"

"Yes, | renmenber that quote. Soneone had it hanging in his office back at
Harvard. "
Kristin shifted unconfortably. "Well, | was reading that story and had our

problemin the back of nmy m nd when sonething clicked. Assunming all our
equi prent is functioning properly, what do our results tell us?"

"They tell us that Congress will cut our funding next year."
"Seriously."

"Sorry." He sighed. "Although | amserious. If we don't show positive
results,

Congress will take its ten billion dollar loss and | eave Waxahachie with a
bi g

hole in the ground.”

"I know. | remenber the budget fights of the nineties; | alnost had to | eave

graduat e school because of it. But that's not my point."



"OK. You want to know what it means if all our equipnent is functioning
properly."

"Yes."
"Fine.'
corridor

shared with the ring. An old map of the SSC hung there, at eye level, with a
red

X next to the words, "YOU ARE HERE." The overall picture |ooked like two
smal |

circles on top of a larger circle, rem niscent of Mckey Muse's head.
"Here," Ray said, pointing to the two snmall circles, "we're generating

pr ot ons

and antiprotons."

"Right."

"Then we inject theminto the main collider.’
circle.

"Right."

Finally, Ray pointed to a rectangle that bordered the circle on the bottom
" And

here, the detector should see a shower of subatonmic particles when the two
beans

collide. But we don't get that, except for those first few runs."

"No, we don't."

"And you claimthat the equipment isn't at fault. So what do you think is

Ray stood up and wal ked over to the wall opposite the one the

Ray pointed to the |arger

happeni ng?"
Kristin glanced around the room again, |ike she wanted to avoid eye contact.
"Ray, | think the beans are just disappearing sonehow. "

"Di sappearing," he echoed.

"That's right. It would explain why the equi pnent checks out, and why we're
not

seeing any collisions. Before the beans have a chance to collide in the
detector, they -- they go away."

"You're joking, right?" he asked, staring straight at her and frowning.

She gl anced away, and quietly said, "No. |I'mnot."

Ray sat down again. "Kristin, the only reason |I'mnot |aughing in your face
is

because | respect your work too nuch to disnmiss your ideas i mediately. But
you

have to admit that this is a ridiculous thing to suggest."

"I know. | already said that."

"True, you did." He smled. "And, in point of fact, your idea does seemto
fit

the data. Perhaps we ought to investigate it, just so we can elimnate it as
absurd. It's not as if we've got anything else to work on here."

Kristin stood up to | eave. "Thanks, Ray. Wth your pernmission, |I'Il go have
peopl e start noving detectors around the ring. Maybe we'll be able to

| ocal i ze

exactly where those beans are when they vanish."

"Fine, I'lIl authorize it. Just one thing before you go."

She stopped. "Yes?"

"If those beans are disappearing, where are they going?"
She shook her head. "Your guess is as good as mne."

#

2. Spin Down

Roy Schwitters | ooked out over the site of the latest explosion. Wth his
handker chi ef, he nopped his bald head and rubbed the perspiration out of his
beard. The hot sun beat down on him and Sheriff Kingsley, nmaking Roy wi sh he
could return to his air-conditioned office at Harvard. The flat grassl and,



whi ch

stretched all around for nmany mles, had been torn up in this one spot. Dirt
and

nmetal fragnents nixed together, scattered about in a nearly perfect circle,
twenty neters in dianeter.

Roy studied the area for a few mnutes. He wal ked around the circunference of
the debris, occasionally squatting down to pick up a piece of metal or a
handf ul

of sand. When he finished, he brushed off his pants, positioned hinself so

t he

sun shone behind him and turned towards Kingsley.

"You're right," he said. He spoke, as always, in a soft unaccented tenor
nmonotone. "It does | ook |ike there was an expl osion inside the old SSC
tunnel . "

"That's what we figured when we found the first four holes, but we weren't
quite

sure," said Sheriff Kingsley. "Jack Levinson's story confirmed it."

"I see only one problem"” Roy said. "There's nothing we did that woul d cause
expl osions to emanate fromthe tunnel. W never even had a chance to run one
beam " He gazed wistfully around him

"We know, " said Kingsley, "but this was the fifth expl osion, and they've al
only happened only around the ring where you scientists were going to do your

experiments. That's why | called you, Dr. Schwitters; frankly, | was a little
surprised that you were willing to come back, after all that happened. But |
am

grateful . "

Roy wi nced at the nmenories triggered by the sheriff's coments, but he |et

t hem

pass. "Yes, I'mwlling to cone back, anytinme. |'ve already told you that it
can't be the Supercollider doing this; we never even had a chance to turn the
accel erator on."

He wal ked around the debris again, and said, "Perhaps soneone is setting off
bonbs, but | can't think of any rationale for blowi ng up the tunnel. The
project's been long dead for these past ten years; it's not |ike anyone
shoul d

want to sabotage it now You've probably just got some nut whose hobbies

i ncl ude

bl owi ng up out noded scientific equiprment. Maybe anot her Unabonber. | can't
hel p

you there."

"Beggi ng your pardon," Kingsley said, "but aren't you forgetting sonething?
Forensics tells us that they can't find any remmants of a bonmb. No chem cal s,
no

timer, nothing. And the explosions are definitely originating frominside the
tunnel . "

" goo"

"Well, | don't pretend to be a physicist or anything Iike that, but | grew up
here in Waxahachie and | remenber all the hoopla when we got the SSC

wasn' t

al ways happy about it, but | stayed interested, and kept reading up about it,
even after they decided not to use the facility for anything else, like they
were saying they would. One thing | renenber very well was that they seal ed
of f

the tunnel after Congress killed it. So how does this nmad bonber set up his
bonbs?"

Roy thought a nonent. "He probably found a hol e somewhere and crawed in."
"You mean he goes inside? W did a thorough drive around the main ring after
t he

first explosion. Besides the holes that were actually caused by expl osions --
all of which we resealed inmediately -- there aren't any other openings. So



even
if he's as hardy as | am Dr. Schwitters, | ask you again -- how does he get
i nsi de?"

Roy had absolutely no idea what to say. He regarded the sheriff for a nonent,
t hen, wi thout saying a word, he wal ked back to the car

#

3. Spin Up

Kristin ran through the calculations for a fifth tine. It couldn't be right,
she

kept telling herself. There was no way that this could be right. And yet..
She rubbed her bl eary eyes and picked up the phone to call Ray. He answered
curtly. "Hello?"

"Ray, it's Kristin. | think --"

He interrupted her. "Kristin, | don't have time at the monent. Wy don't you

Ray cut hinmself off, and Kristin heard voices in the background. A noment

| ater

he got back on the Iine. "On second thought, why don't you cone to ny
office?"

aick

That was abrupt of him Kristin thought. Something big nust be going down.
She cradl ed the receiver, and nervously anbled over to Ray's office. Her

f oot st eps echoed as she wal ked down the enpty corridor and around the corner
She opened t he door.

Inside, Ray was talking with a dark haired nman in a two piece suit. Kristin's
entrance had interrupted themin what | ooked |ike heated conversation; Ray's
cheeks were flushed and the man | ooked distinctly unconfortable.

"Kristin," Ray said, "lI'd like you to neet Louis Reichen, of the Departnent
of

Energy."

Kristin closed the door behind her and approached Rei chen. He was a small
man,

about the sane height as Kristin, with a tiny nustache that |ooked like a
chocol ate stain, even up close. Kristin sensed trouble. Mst people fromthe
DCE

showed up in plaid shirts and jeans, scientists interested in getting down to
work on some project. This fellow | ooked |Iike a businessman. He shook her
hand

firmy, then turned back to Ray, who sat behind his desk

"As | was saying, Dr. Shwartz, the people back in Washington are getting
restless, and they've sent nme to |l ook into things here."

Ray | ooked at Kristin. "Dr. Anderson, would you please tell M. Reichen the
current status of the SSC?"

Caught off guard, Kristin nmunbled, "Uh, yeah," and then filled Reichen in on
their problenms in getting data. "But | think I've --"

"Thank you, Doctor," Ray interrupted. "Now, M. Reichen. | know this seens
bad,

but we've only been running it for about a year now. There's bound to be
problems until the accel erator has gone through a shakedown phase."

"' Shakedown phase,'" Reichen echoed. "You' ve had ten years to build this

t hi ng,

Dr. Shwartz. Any problens you m ght have had during a 'shakedown phase' nmnust
surely have been foreseen.”

"Not necessarily,"” Ray said. "Wen you' re dealing with an experiment as |arge
as

this, there are bound to be certain unknown factors -- until you actually run
the experiment, that is -- that can't be predicted beforehand."



In fact," Kristin said, "that's exactly how sone of the greatest discoveries

in
sci ence got made. X-rays. \Vul cani zed rubber. The --"
"Yes," interrupted Reichen, "but none of those things cost as nmuch as this

contraption. Dr. Shwartz, do you know what they're calling this -- this
fiasco

in Congress? 'The Ten Billion Dollar Hole in the Ground' is the least of it.
I

woul dn't want to tell you what |'ve heard themcall it in back room

di scussions. "

Rei chen picked up his briefcase. "Don't get me wong. |I'mDOE, | support the
collider, and want to see it working. But ny hands are tied. If you can't
show

me positive results, and denmpnstrate to Congress that this thing is nore than
just a big failure -- well, I'Il have to tell themso, and they'Il kill it."
Ray | ooked at the top of his desk. "Wat if | could show you those 'positive
results' you want ?"

"Welr..."

"Look." Ray consulted a small cal endar at the top of his desk, then glared at
Kristin. He said, "It just so happens that we have a run schedul ed for

t onor r ow.

Why don't you come watch, and you can judge for yourself. | prom se you that
we'll get 'positive results,' as you put it."

Rei chen nodded slowy. "That woul d be acceptable. 1'll |eave the nunber of ny
hotel with the project secretary. | just hope you do have sonething to show
ne."

They wat ched Rei chen | eave the room and as soon as the door closed behind
hi m

Kristin glared back at Ray. "There is no run schedul ed for tonorrow. "

"There is now. "

Kristin sat down. "How are you going to ensure positive results?"

"I"ll go out to the collider and tell it that Congress has ordered it to work
snoot hly tonorrow. " They | aughed. Ray continued, "Hey, it worked for the
space

program once. One nodel of rocket kept failing on the | aunchpad until soneone
from Washington told the chief engineer that it sinply had to work the next
tine

they launched it. The engi neer went out to the rocket and ordered it to work.
And it did." Ray | eaned back in his chair and closed his eyes for a nonent.
"You

had somet hing you wanted to talk to nme about?" he finally asked.

"Ch! As a matter of fact, | do." She snmiled. "And cone to think of it, | do
need

anot her run of the accelerator to test ny idea."

"Whi ch is?" Ray pronpted

"Ah, yes. My idea. Ray, | know what |'m about to propose will sound even nore
far-fetched than the idea of the beans just disappearing, but | think I know
where they're going. And, nore than that, | think I can predict when they'l
vani sh." She | ooked around for a nonent, flustered. "I left my calcul ations
in

nmy office.”

"We'|| get themlater. What's the idea?"

Kristin took a deep breath and let it out slowy. "Do you recall Hugh
Everett's

many-worl ds interpretation of quantum nmechani cs?"

Ray | ooked surprised. "Yes, | do. \Whenever a decision has to be nade, the

uni verse splits into two separate universes. Avoids the thorny problem of the
observer's role, even if it's not as elegant. Although | tend to feel that
Everett's interpretation was rendered noot by John Craner and Shu-Yuan Chu,



in

their transactional interpretation.”

"Moot doesn't mean invalid. Everett's interpretation could still be considered
a

valid one."

"Ch, sure," Ray said, smling, "assum ng you could prove it over all others.
Peopl e have been trying to assert one view of quantum nechani cs over al

ot hers

since the Copenhagen interpretation. But that's the one people seemto accept
the nost."

"Yeah. Well. The thing is, |I've always been unconfortable with that one.
nean,

it's one thing to say that, for a subatomic particle we can't see with the
naked

eye anyway, its spin is undeterm ned until an observer looks at it and it
chooses to be either spin up or spin down."

Ray nodded. "Wavefunction collapse.”

"Yes. But it's quite another thing on a macroscopic scale. Look at
Schr 8di nger's

cat. Does it really nake sense to say that cat isn't alive or dead until you
open the box? | think Everett's interpretation works a |lot better
Schr 8di nger's

cat ends up alive in one universe and dead in another."

"So what does Hugh Everett's thesis have to do with the SSC?"

Kristin | aughed. "Sounds like a riddle. Wll, it's like this. I've always
been

into studying the different interpretations of quantum mechanics, ever since
that first course | took with Doug Strauss. And | must admit that |'ve al ways
been fond of Everett's idea -- can't you imagine what it would be like if
every

possi bl e uni verse that ever could have been was really out there, sonmewhere?"
She waved her hands in the air as if to denobnstrate.

Ray shook his head. "lI've tried to stay firmy planted in this universe."
"Your |loss. Anyway, it always bothered ne that Everett's interpretation

al | owned

for parallel universes, but ones that were inaccessible fromours. | mean,
what's the point of saying an alternate universe exists if you can't get to
it?

It mght as well not exist."

"My point exactly."

"Then somet hing occured to me. | read Everett's original Princeton thesis,
and

noticed that he failed to take into account high energy interactions. | nean,
extremely high energy interactions, on the order of a TeV." She paused.
"Kristin, I'"'mnot sure | see where this is leading. That is, | think | do,
but

-- what exactly are you getting at?"

"I"'mgetting at the fact that at high energies, Everett's theory predicts that
a

guantum mechani cal 'gate' opens up, sinmilar to an Ei nstein-Rosen bridge. For
a

split second, the barrier between different universes m ght be traversed. But
we' ve never been able to create interactions of that magnitude until --"
"Until we built the SSC, " Ray finished for her

"Yes."

"Kristin, that's utterly inpossible."

She felt her face flush. "So was splitting the atom" she retorted.

Ray | aughed. "So it was."

"And | ook where it led us to today. Listen, Ray. You said that we have to do
a



run of the accel erator tonorrow anyway, to satisfy Reichen. Let ne calibrate
t he

detectors to verify ny theory. In the nmeantinme, you can go over ny math and
see

if I mssed anything."

#

4. Spin Down

"I'"ve gone over your math, and can't find anything wong with it," Roy
Schwitters said. "As much as it galls nme to adnmit it, you're right."

Harol d Volin grinned sheepishly, the grin of a small boy caught with his
hands

in the cookie jar. Six weeks ago, Roy had called himin to help figure out

t he

probl em of the SSC expl osions. Now, they sat in a first floor office of the
old

SSC Admini stration building, studying the equations Volin had witten out on
a

chal kboard. The building, along with many others, had been taken over by the
county when the Department of Energy had pulled out, as there was no sense in
letting good office buildings and state of the art conputer equipnment go to
waste. Sheriff Kingsley had sonehow managed to arrange this office for Roy,
nowhere near as luxurious as the office he had occupi ed when he had been
Director, but "good enough for government work," as the sheriff had told him
Roy consi dered Harold for a monent before continuing. Harold was a

t heoretici an,

a good physicist, but with a quirky personality that made himl ook for

sol utions

to problens fromthe strangest angles. His red hair, thick beard, and

i ncongruously high voice fit his personality perfectly. But it was exactly
because of Harold's odd way of |ooking at the world that Ray had called him
in.

And now, here was Harold's solution, too off-the-wall to be considered
seriously, but the only one that fit the data. So far

Roy spoke slowly, unsure of his words. "Your calculations do seemto indicate
t hat someone's running the collider."

Har ol d nodded eagerly, still smling. He tended to speak quickly, with one
wor d

running into another. "The first clue you gave me was the symetric nature of
the explosions. It was exactly what you' d get if an antimatter beam went off

course -- zing! -- and hit the walls of the ring. And given that the magnets
only work at a few degrees Kelvin, any beam sent through at the nmonent woul d
naturally run off course. After all, the magnets aren't operational at the
nmonent . "

Roy gave his friend an incredul ous | ook. "You' re missing the point, Harold.
None

of it is operational. Not the magnets, not the detectors -- and nost of all
not

the injectors! The SSC was never turned on. The project was killed | ong

bef ore

we even got to the stage where we coul d generate one proton-antiproton beam
| et

alone five! | admit that your calculations indicate that the SSC has been
t ur ned
on, but how? If there are in fact antiprotons in the ring, where are they
com ng
fronP"

Harol d eyes twinkled. "That is the big question, isn't it? Not, 'Wo's
runni ng



the collider? but 'Were are the beans conming fron'"
"l don't understand."

Harol d's voice took an a sober tone. "Look, Roy, | know as well as you do
t hat

the SSC isn't operational. There is no way that those beans are being
gener at ed

by our SSC. But maybe -- just maybe -- they're being generated by some ot her
SSC.

"Sone ot her SSC?"

"I n anot her universe."

#

It took all night, but Harold finally convinced Roy of the logic of his

t heory.

It had been difficult, at first, as Roy was a strong supporter of the

st andar d

Copenhagen interpretati on of quantum nechani cs.

But the equations were incontrovertible.

"At least it gets rid of all those bizarre paradoxes,"
Harol d blinked. "Understated, as usual."

"What do you nean?"

"You don't seemto appreciate the nagnitude of what |'ve proven here, Roy.
Ever

since the theory of quantum nechani cs was devel oped, no one has been able to
settle on one interpretation.”

"That's because all were equally valid. Everything we observed fit any

i nterpretation, fromwavefunction coll apse to Bohm s hi dden variabl es. ™"

"But not any nore! Don't you see? This discovery is so inmportant, it'll shake
t he foundations of philosophy as well as physics."

Roy harrunmphed and shook his head. "And it's all due to a killed experiment.
Don't get me wong, Harold, | am happy for you --"

"For us, you mean. It would be indecent not to |ist you as co-author."

Roy sai d.

"Al'l right, for us, then. But it still doesn't change one annoyi ng,
undeni abl e

fact. | was hoping that what we found would indicate a working collider."
"Well, it does, in a sense," Harold said. "It indicates a working SSC in sone

other universe. If it hadn't been killed, it's now about the tinme when we
woul d

have started running the machine. Think of it."

Think of it. A universe where the SSC was never cancel ed. A universe where
sci ence never lost its way, where the governnent and the |ay people
under st ood

the inmportance of this project, appreciated the need for basic research
Perhaps in that universe, the other projects, |ike SETI and the human genone
project, were also going strong. Perhaps in that universe, the space program
hadn't stopped at the nmoon, but was even now noving humanity towards the
stars.

Per haps. ..

"Harold," Roy said softly, "can we use your theory to travel to that other
uni ver se?"

Harol d | ooked wi stful, and shook his head. "I'mafraid that's unlikely. The
energies are just too rmuch. You' d have to be in the path of the beam and

t hat

woul d probably kill you. OF course, we could get a resonance effect going,
but

I"mnot sure how. "

Roy bit his lower lip and nodded. "It was worth asking. Too bad we can't use

your theory to our advantage."

The two men sat in silence for a nonment, and then Harold' s eyes glinted.
"Actually, we can!"

" How?"



"Look," Harold said, "What's the nost expensive part of the SSC?"

"The ring, of course,” Roy replied.

Harol d nodded, excitenment in his eyes. "Yes, the ring. The detectors and even
the conputers are cheap conpared to that. But don't you see? We don't have to
worry about funding the ring anynore!™

"You nmean to say --" Roy began

"I mean to say that someone else in another universe is paying to run the
beans.

We can just set up detectors and piggyback on their experinents, |ike when we
do

experiments on synchrotron radiation. W just have to wait for a crossover,
and

I believe | can cal cul ate when those will occur. And when a beam cones

t hr ough

-- zing! -- and collides with the protons in the surrounding dirt, we take
data."

Roy pressed his fingers together and | eaned back in his chair. "W could
restart

the SSC at a fraction of the original cost,’
in

t he other universe have already built it.
"My point exactly."

Roy picked up the phone to call the Department of Energy.
#

he said, "because the scientists

5. Spin Up

The Reichen run, as Kristin called it, was six weeks in the past. It was al so
the only run of the collider that had actually gone perfectly, ever since

Rei chen threatened to shut them down. Perhaps, Kristin had told Ray jokingly,
t here had been sonething to the idea of ordering the collider to behave
itself.

Since then, they had run the accelerator many nore tinmes, and as always, the
beans kept di sappeari ng.

Kristin and Ray stood on the hot grassy plain, studying the detector that
shoul d

have picked up the beamthey had run earlier today. After half an hour of
exam ni ng the huge boxes filled with plastic scintillator, she turned to Ray
and

sai d, "Now do you believe ny theory?"

Slowy, Ray said, "It does seemto be the only possible answer."

"Only answer, you nean. Ray, you've checked ny cal cul ati ons. You know t hat
I've

predi cted every single beam di sappearance since the Reichen run. Either |I'm
t he

victimof the nost inprobable set of coincidences, or --" She shrugged. "O
['m

right. And | nust be. The data proves it."

Ray nodded. "I guess you're right. Too bad."

"Too bad?" Kristin felt stunned. "Wat do you nean, too bad? W' ve just
denonstrated sonething that will shake the theoretical foundations of physics
as

much as relativity did!"
Ray smiled, bitterly. "Come on, let's walk back to the car."

In the car driving back to Waxahachi e, he continued. "Kristin, | didn't mean
to
belittle your acconplishnment. Your theory will make a mgjor inpact, and you

shoul d be proud of that. But your theory also neans that we're going to have
stop running the collider imediately."
"What ? Why?"



"Because if the beans are being diverted into another universe, who knows
what

damage they're doing there? W're sending antimatter beams into the unknown.
| f

they're interacting with the matter of an alternate Earth..." He trailed off.
Kristin swall owed hard. "I see what you're saying, but | don't think we have
to

worry too rmuch about that."

"Way not? You don't care if we're causing matter- antimatter explosions in
anot her universe?"

"No! It's not that at all. We don't have to worry about the expl osions
hurting

anyone, because for this phenonmenon to be happeni ng, our SSC woul d probably
have

to resonate with another SSC in the other universe. It's inherent in ny

cal cul ations."

Ray nodded. "I see. If that's the case, then our beams woul d be traversing
t he

barri er between universes sinply to go fromour tunnel into theirs."
"Exactly. The beans may be going into another universe, but only if there's
an

SSC ring there." She paused. "An abandoned one, actually."

" Abandoned? How do you know t hat ?"

"Because ot herw se the energies of their beam woul d cause positive feedback
with

ours, and -- and | don't want to think about what that would do to our

uni verses. It mght bring themtogether, or blowthemapart."

Ray sighed. "An abandoned ring. How ironic."

“lronic?"

He was silent as they took a curve. "Louis Reichen called today, from
Washi ngt on. "

"Ch. It's not good news, is it." It was a statenent, not a question

"No, it's not."

"That's why you brought up the idea of shutting down the SSC back there. To
soften the bl ow.'

"Yes. After all, if we're going to have to shut it down anyway, | would
rat her

there be a good reason behind it. And if it was harm ng people in another
uni verse, that would be a good reason. But this -- this is just stalled
budget

talks and political infighting. And we're the ones getting the axe for it."
Kristin didn't want to ask the next question, but needed to know. "How soon?"
"They're giving us half a year to wap up any experinents that we night stil
be

running. | got themto grant us that nuch."

"And then?"

"Unl ess we can think of sone way to get those beans back, that will be the
end

of the SSC. "

They rode the rest of the way back in silence.

#

6. Spin Down

Roy couldn't believe his luck. In only four weeks, they had convinced the DOE
to

reopen the SSC facility. He and Harold stood on the ground above the
under gr ound

ring, watching the last of the scintillator detectors from Fernilab bei ng
install ed.



"Are you sure about this, Harold?"

H s eyes twi nkled. "Very sure, as always. According to my calculations, this
is

the third nost probable spot for the crossovers to occur. And anyway, the
evidence is already all around us." He swept his armaround to indicate the
various holes in the ground, forned by fresh expl osions during the | ast

nont h.

The current detector was being set up on a piece of the ground that was, as

yet,
unscarr ed.
"True," Roy said, "although --"

A far away boominterrupted Roy. Everyone junped, including the people
setting

up the new detector. They continued when the echoes di ed down.

" Har ol d?"

"Sounds like it came fromdetector one. Alittle early, but let's go check it
out."

The two men drove along the circunference of the ring until they found the
fresh

hol e, snoke lazily drifting out of it. They parked a safe distance away and
appr oached on foot.

"Look," Harold said, and whistled.

The hole was right in the center of the surrounding detector, which was
unharned. A blue light indicated that the detector had successfully taken
dat a,

which at this very nonent the conputers back in Waxahachi e woul d be
anal yzi ng.

"I can't believe our luck," Roy said.

#

Over the next few nonths, Roy, Harold, and other physicists gathered in
Waxahachi e, and pored over the accunul ated data fromthe SSC. Once again
Har ol d

and Roy found thenselves in Roy's office, discussing the experinents.

"It | ooks good," Harold told Roy. "W seemto be close to confirm ng the

exi stence of the Hi ggs boson."™ The two scientists tossed the physics back and
forth for a while. The Hi ggs boson, a particle formed only at extrenely high
energies, was the key particle in the Gand Unification Theory. D scovery of
t he

particle would indicate that three of the four fundamental forces -- the
strong,

weak, and el ectromagnetic forces -- were actually aspects of one overal

super force.

"That still omits gravity," Roy pointed out.

"Who cares? If we can get just one nore run out of the other universe's

accel erator, we'll have gotten cl oser than anyone has before. Even Einstein."

Roy nodded. Einstein had spent the |ast years of his life trying to unite
gravity with el ectromagnetism If only he had known that gravity would be the
hardest force to unite of themall.

"The next step would be an accel erator of even higher energies. Probably have
to

build it around the nmoon." Roy sighed, and snmiled. "Too bad we won't be
around

to see it."

Harol d chuckl ed. "Roy, God H nself could appear in front of you with the one
ultimate equation that explains all of physics, and you would shrug and thi nk
about how it would put all of us out of work. Forget about it! W' ve
acconpl i shed what we set out to do. Many-worlds and Grand Unification in one
year, when just a few years ago we thought the SSC was dead."

Roy | aughed. "It's been a long, hard project, Harold. |I'mjust as happy as
you



are, but I'mexhausted fromall the political stuff as well as the physics."

"Well, relax. Just one nore run of the accelerator, and you, ny friend, wll
be

on stage in Stockhol mgetting your Nobel Prize."

#

7. Spin Up

"That's even nore preposterous than your original theory," Ray said. He and
Kristin were eating lunch in the cafeteria. The nood around them was sonber,
and

yet people were still joking here and there.

Kristin nodded. "I don't care. W' ve got less than a nmonth before they cl ose
us

down forever. | think | have a right to request these runs."

"What possible good could it do?"

"What possi bl e harn?"

"Look, Kristin, I'mbusy with a |ot of other things. There's paperwork to do,
there are reporters to talk to --"

"Way won't you let me try this experinent?"

Ray put down his sandwi ch and | ooked straight at his former student. "Because
the truth is, |I don't believe you, Kristin. |'ve been hunoring you about this
alternate universe stuff. And we've got nore inportant things to do in the
final

few days of the SSC than test your theory!"

A few people's heads turned at the sound of Ray's voice, but then they

qui ckl'y

went back to their own conversations. Ray's shouting stung Kristin, but not
nearly as nuch as his words did. It took her a nmonment to find her voice, and

when she did, she spoke softly. "You -- you don't believe nme?"

Ray sighed. "I'msorry for shouting. Look, Kristin, it's not that | don't
t hi nk

you' re doi ng excellent science. And | wasn't about to kick you off the
program

because of your strange ideas. | had a friend once who had sone very weird
i deas

on Grand Unified Field Theory, but he did top-notch science otherw se, so --
It's just that we don't have tine."

Fi ndi ng her courage, Kristin said, "Let ne run it by you one nore tinme, Ray."
Ray turned around to |l ook at the clock on the wall behind him then | ooked
back

at Kristin. "OK one nore tine."

She took a deep breath. "Fine. Let's assune, for the monent, that |I'm w ong,
that 1'mtal king through ny hat. Then you have two choices, either do the runs
I

suggest or do what's scheduled. If you do my experinment, then yes, | adnit,
we

| ose out on whatever data we would have had otherw se. You'd be playing it
saf e,

assum ng that the data we'd be getting in these |ast few weeks woul d have any
value at all.

"But now let's assune that |'mright. Let's assunme that there is another

uni verse, and that our current data does indicate feedback fromthere al ong
an

Ei nstei n-Rosen bridge. In that case, whoever is in that other universe has
been

af fecting the beans by taking data. Which can only mean one thing.

"They're doing the experinments that we're supposed to be doing."

"So why do you want to signal then®"

"Well, for one thing, it would be nice to |l et themknow that their days of



doi ng

sci ence on the cheap are over, wouldn't it?"

Ray shook his head. "I still don't see the point."

"It's obvious, Ray! If we can get a nessage through to them they can get one
through to us. If they've gotten good results, they can share themw th us!
Ve

can present those results to Reichen and maybe, just maybe, Congress won't
shut

us down!"

"But if you're wong, then it would be a conplete waste of tine."

"It's Pascal's wager," Kristin said suddenly.

"What ?"

"Bl ai se Pascal, French mathenatician --
"l know who Pascal is."

"Right. Anyway, he once asked hinmself if it was worth his tine to follow the
church, and he set it up as a bet. If God doesn't exist, and you followthe
church, you end up wasting a little bit of your tine here on Earth. But if
God

does exist, and you ignore the church, the payoff is eternal dammation.”
"Those are...interesting odds."

"So what's it going to be, Ray? Are we going to take the safe and easy path,
and

get some last trickle of data which may be worthless? O will we take the
risk

that we m ght be wasting our time, but with a possible payoff that woul d keep
t he SSC runni ng?"

Ray | ooked around himfor a monent. All these people, the scientists,
techni ci ans, and support staff, about to be put out of work because of a
short

si ghted Congress. Unless..

"What do you want to do?"

Kristin sml ed.

#

8. Spin Down

Harol d handed t he sheet of paper to Roy, who | eaned back in his office chair.
"The beams haven't been regul ar anynore," he said, as Roy studied the data.
"We're not getting 'Zing! Zing!' now, but rather, 'Pop! Pop!'" Harold
denonstrated with his hands his interpretation of zinging and popping, and
Roy

found hinsel f unable to keep from | aughi ng.

But this was a serious matter. "Wthout proper beans, we can't finish the
experinment," he | anented.

"You're telling me?" asked Harold. "W're so close, so very close, and all we
can do is hope that they send us what we need. | have to tell you, it's got
ne

real worried, Roy."

The last tinme Roy had seen his friend so visibly distraught was when the
proton

decay experinents of the 1980's had failed to confirmVolin's personal G and
Uni fication Theory, called SU(5). Its nane had turned out to be as

uni nport ant

as the theory, since it had ended up disproved. Oddly enough, it was that
same

di sproving of the theory that had led to the necessity of the SSC

"Coul d the shorter beans be due to anything specific?" Roy asked.

"If so, it's got me stunped. The beans aren't cutting off the way ny
equat i ons

predict. It's alnost like they're doing it deliberately. But why?"



Roy studied the data again, a listing of the different beamlengths. The
shorter

beamtines did seemfairly self- consistent, as did the | onger ones that were
i nterspersed. But what could it all nmean? He thought for a nonent.

"Harold, let's think this through. If the beans have been comi ng here, then
what's been happening in that other universe?"

Harol d's brow furrowed. "Trick question, right? If the beans are com ng here,
then they're |l eaving there."

"Whi ch neans that they haven't been able to take any data. No beans."

A shocked | ook appeared on Harold's face. "That neans that their experinment,
as

far as they know, is a failure. And - -"

"And their government is probably just as unlikely to fund a failing

experi ment

as our is," Roy concluded for both of them

They were silent for a monent, then Harold said, "They can't. They can't shut
down their collider. W're so close."

"Well, that just may be what they're doing. Unless --
"Unl ess what ?"

"For the past few nonths, |'ve been trying to i magi ne what it would be |ike
for

me to live in that universe. Wat if | had gotten ny collider, and then, just
as

it seems to be working, the beans keep vani shing? What would | do?"

"What you did in this universe. Keep fighting until the bitter end."

"Right. But what if we were the ones | osing beans? | would have called you in
to

exam ne the data, and what woul d you have found?"

It took Harold a few seconds. "The physics of the bridge is the same in

ei t her

uni verse. | could probably have devel oped this theory in the other universe
as

well."

Roy smiled. "Wich nmeans?"

Harol d's eyes it up. "Wich means that they know about us! So if their
col | i der

is in danger of being shut down, they would try to Il et us know about it!" He
snat ched t he paper out of Roy's hands, studied it for a nmoment, and whistl ed.
"It's Morse code. See here, where the data begins to get loopy? It's an
s.os!"

"So what does the rest of the nmessage say?"

"Gve me a mnute. It'll be easier if we use the conputer to graph the pul se
length versus tine..."

It was nore like ten minutes until Harold had conpletely translated the
nessage.

Most of the message confirmed their ideas about the other universe. But it
ended

on a very omi nous note.

Harol d read, "' Shutdown scheduled in few weeks. Mist present data. Do you
have

any?'" He | ooked up at Roy, who rubbed his eyes.

"Well, yeah, we do," Roy said, "but how do we share it with thenP"

Harol d got that twinkle in his eye again.

"You mean, how do we signal them back when we don't have a bean®"

"Yes."

Harol d | aughed. "Easy. Sanme way they signaled us, but in reverse. W set up
t he

detectors to turn on and off very rapidly in Mrse code, so when they send a
beam over to us, they get a staggered di sappearance instead of the usua



‘zing!'

ki nd. Qur comuni cation does depend on their sending us a beam but we can
still

conmuni cate. It's a sinple application of Heisenberg's Uncertainty Principle
and

Bell's Theorem We'|l just need a SQUID."

A Superconducting Quantum Interference Device. Atiny integrated circuit cel
made wi th superconductors, about the size of a transistor. Roy nodded. That
made

sense. They needed to interfere with the quantum nechani cal nature of the
beans,

and both ideas Harold had cited involved quantuminteractions. Bell's

Theor em

in particular, involved the quantum nature of information transfer. "If you
can

figure it out --"

"I can."

"Then let's do it."

#

9. Spin Up

"I don't believe it, sorry," Louis Reichen said.

Kristin junmped up and hit Ray's desk with her fist. "Damm it, Reichen, | ook
at

it! W' ve contacted them They're sharing their data! All we've got to do is
keep the SSC running!"

"Kristin," Ray said quietly.

This was not the way to convince Reichen, Kristin realized. She rmunbl ed an
apol ogy and resunmed her seat.

"Thank you," Reichen said icily. "Now, as | was saying, | do not believe
this."

"So what do you think?" Ray asked.

"Frankly? | think that you and Dr. Anderson are grasping at straws, trying to
cone up with anything to save your pet project."

"You're accusing nme of nmaking this up, aren't you?" Kristin asked.

Rei chen turned to |l ook at her. "Not in so many words, no."

"But you think I'mlying."

Rei chen sighed. "Dr. Anderson, let's say that | do think you' re |lying. Most

likely, I would say that, in desperation, you have cone up with sone schene
Lg;vincing me to keep the collider running. But 1'd rmuch rather not have to
Eﬂih athing in ny report, if you catch ny drift. It wouldn't exactly be to
zgﬁ;fit, and | do have some sympathy for your situation.”

He turned back to Ray. "I'mhere to supervise the shutdown of the SSC. | have
an

order here fromthe DOE that you are to stop running your experinents
i mediately." He took a paper out of his jacket pocket and handed it to Ray.

Ray

took it w thout conmment.

Rei chen stood up. "We'lIl be seeing a | ot of each other over the next few
weeks.

["lI'l try to make the shutdown go as smoothly as possible.” Wth that, Reichen
stornmed out the door.

"He threatened ne. He actually threatened ne."

"l noticed."

"You believe ne, don't you, Ray?"

"I believe you now "



"So what do we do?"

"What do we do?" Ray opened one of his desk drawers and pulled out a piece of
paper, which he passed over to Kristin. She read it and whistl ed.

"Are you serious?" she asked.

"I am"

She waved the paper in Ray's face. "Wiy didn't you show me this before?"

"I just worked out the physics a few days ago. Besides, | didn't think it
woul d

cone to this. | thought that once Reichen saw what we had, he'd naturally Iet
us

continue. "

"But he doesn't believe in the people of the other universe."

"No, so he doesn't believe that they're sharing data with us." Ray took the
paper fromKristin and ran his eyes over it. "I think this nmay be our only
option. We just have to convince our counterparts in the other universe to
cooperate."

"Ray, maybe we shouldn't attenpt this. It sounds too dangerous. Maybe you
wer e

right -- maybe it's tinme to end things, here and now. "

Ray's eyebrows shot up. He stood up, turned around, and wal ked to the w ndow
behind him He stared outside, with his back to Kristin. Wen he next spoke,
it

seened to Kristin that he spoke as much to hinmself as to her

"You know, back when they were about to test the first atom c bonmb, Enrico
Ferm

started taking bets on what the bonmb would do. There was a small possibility,
they said, that the bonb mi ght ignite the atnosphere, and destroy the world
conpletely. If | remenber the story correctly, Ferm took the other side of

t he

bet, figuring that if he lost he wouldn't have to worry about paying up."

"I thought he took the side that the atnosphere would ignite, and that he was
relieved that he had to pay up."

Ray turned to ook at Kristin. "Either way, there conmes a tinme when you have
to

do the experiment, because -- because you just have to." He wal ked back to
hi s

desk, bent over to wite a nmessage, and handed it to Kristin. "Here. Send
this

to them W'Il| schedule it for tonorrow afternoon. Make sure Reichen finds
out

intine to show up. But not in tinme to stop it."

Kristin took the nessage and hurried out.

#

10. Spin Down

Roy Schwitters | ooked at the group of people he had assenbled here on this
enpty

pl ain, for what he hoped would be a historic first. Harold Volin, of course,
who

had figured everything out, down to the last mllisecond; they stood at T

m nus

ten minutes. There were sone of the other scientists recruited to work on the
SSC as wel |, gathered around the makeshift cryonic chanber, half the height of
a

man, which they had managed to construct to contain the SQU D. They had
barely

an inkling of what was about to transpire.

And finally, nostly recovered but still seeming a bit weak, was Jack

Levi nson,



one of the two teachers who had been witness to the explosion that had first
dragged Roy back to the SSC. Levinson kept darting his head around, as if he
expected to see another expl osion any nonent.

O, perhaps, he expected to see his deceased friend Daniel Strock bicycling
over, revealing his death to be a practical joke. Roy shook his head at the
depressing thought, and | ooked away. He didn't nean for today to rmake up for
what Levi nson had gone through, but he felt that the man had just as much

ri ght

to be present as Roy hinself did.

Just then, Harold tapped Roy on the shoul der. "Look," he said, pointing in

t he

direction of the afternoon sun, and away fromthe scientists gathered around
t he

SQUID. Two figures could be seen energing froma car, a good di stance away.
They

began to approach the small group of scientists.

"I was afraid this mght happen,” Roy said. "Let's see what they want."

In less than a minute, the two nmen stopped in front of Roy and Harol d. Roy
recogni zed Sheriff Kingsley, who nodded his head by way of greeting. He

| ooked

distinctly unconfortable, odd for a man who al ways made hinself fit in
anywher e.

"Hello, Sheriff," Roy said. "I don't think |I renenmber your friend's nane." It
was the F.B.1. agent who had tried to coordinate everything at the beginning;
Roy had ignored himin favor of Kingsley, which he was now just beginning to
t hi nk m ght have been a politically bad nove.

"Sam Stratton," the agent said by way of reintroduction. "The sheriff told ne
you woul d be here." Stratton pointed at Kingsley, who | ooked at Roy as if

pl eadi ng for forgiveness.

"What can | do for you, M. Stratton?"

Stratton pulled a paper out of the pocket of his blazer and handed it to Roy.
"You can pick up and leave. I'"'mordering all of you out of this area

i medi ately."

Roy took the paper, smiled, and thrust it back at Stratton w thout reading
it.

"Sorry, no can do."

Ki ngsl ey cleared his throat and spoke up. "Doc Schwitters, be reasonable.
told

this fellow that you would."

Roy shook his head. "Sheriff, we're about to witness sonething very inportant
here. W can't go just yet."

"Listen to me," Stratton said. "lIs it true what Sheriff Kingsley told ne?
Have

you predicted another explosion for this piece of the ring, in just a few

m nut es?"

"Not an expl osi on. A beam"

"Same difference, if | understand what's been going on. You're endangering
yoursel f and everyone el se here! I'mordering all of you to move to a safe

di stance.” He waved the paper in Roy's face.

Roy frowned. "M. Stratton, | --"

"Roy!" Harold interrupted.

"What is it?"

"I think nmy calculations were a little off." He pointed behind Stratton and
Ki ngsl ey. "Look at the SQUI D."

Roy turned towards the nmetal cryonic cannister, which held the SQU D inside.
M

God. "

"lIt's atrick," Stratton said.

Ki ngsl ey turned around, and whistled. "No, it's not."



Slowy, Stratton turned his head around. The air ten feet away fromthem

radi ated with thousands of tiny sparks, as if a thousand tiny thunderstorns
filled the area with lightning. The scenery behind the area wobbled, as if it
was no longer the real three dimensional world, but a painting done upon a
canvas of rubber, stretching in all directions, back and forth. A soft
war bl i ng

noi se slowy increased in vol une.

But what made it nost frightening was that the other scientists were part of
t he

scenery. Their bodies appeared to stretch, as if they were made of water,
with

waves passing through them causing distortions in their shape.

Waves that were heading towards Roy and the others.

Stratton's jaw dropped, and he let the paper fall to his feet. "Wat in God's
name is that?" Stratton excl ai ned

Harol d | ooked at Stratton and smiled inpishly. "Wavefunction coll apse.”

#

11. Spin Up
"They told me you woul d be here,"” Reichen said, the sweat noistening his
nmust ache. "1 demand to know what's goi ng on."

"\What ever do you nean?" asked Ray.

"I mean, here | have been told that you' re running one nore beam against
orders, and you're waiting here for it to pass underneath your feet."
"That's right, M. Reichen," Kristin interjected.

Rei chen swivelled around to face her. "You realize what kind of trouble
you're

in, doctor? You'll never get another penny fromthe DOE. Your career in high
energy physics is over."

Kristin shrugged. "How nel odramatic of you. It was going to be over, anyway,
once you killed the SSC "

"But it's not over, M. Reichen. And you're right where we wanted you."

Rei chen | ooked around nervously. There were a few other scientists, but they
were gathered at a spot a few yards away, chatting among thensel ves.

"Now what's that supposed to nean?"

"It neans," Kristin said, "since you showed us that Mhanmmred woul dn't cone to
the nmountain --"

A loud rumbl e began to shake the earth under their feet, and a sudden w nd
gusted up. Reichen | ooked frightened. Kristin smled.

"We figured we'd bring the nmountain to Mohamed," she fini shed.

The din got |ouder. "Wat the hell's going on?" Reichen roared.

"You didn't believe that the other universe existed," Ray said, as the air
around themfilled up with sparks of light and the scenery began to wobbl e.
"

t hought you night want to tell themthat yourself."

#

12. Spin Sideways

The two universes only coexisted in a small volume, with a radius of about
ten

meters fromwhere the SQU D sat. The rippling, hazy effect continued, making
everyone in the area appear to be subnmerged in lazily noving water. Roy
Schwitters, Harold Volin, Sam Stratton, and Bob Ki ngsl ey found thensel ves

al nost

overl apping with Ray Shwartz, Kristin Anderson, and Louis Reichen. Everyone
in

the two groups backed off slowy fromeach other, and regarded each other for
a



nmonent. To the people in one group, the people in the other group | ooked |ike
phantoms, fading in and out of insubstantiality. Wen the first person spoke,
from Spin Up, her voice sounded distorted to the people from Spin Down. But

t hey

barely noticed, as soneone from Spin Down spoke at exactly the same tinme, and
sai d exactly the same words.

"It's you!" Kristin said to Ray, pointing at Roy.

"It's you!" Harold said to Roy, pointing at Ray.

The two directors approached each other, cautiously. Through hand gestures,

t he

one from Spin Up deferred to the one from Spin Down.

"I"'mRoy Schwitters, director of the SSC. "

"That's funny. |I'm Ray Shwartz, director of the SSC. In nmy universe, | nean."
They smled, and attenpted to shake hands. Their hands passed right through
each

ot her.

Ray | ooked over his shoul der, back at Reichen, who stood goggle-eyed in
shock.

"I think we may have proven our point."

Harol d and Kristin approached each other with simlar caution, and introduced
t hensel ves. Harol d | aughed, and Roy turned to him "Wat's so funny?" he
asked.

"Tal k about your Grand Unification Theories,"” Harold said, and then the

uni ver ses separ at ed.

#

Epi | ogue: Spin Down

Jack Levinson disnounted fromhis bicycle and renoved his hel met. He w ped

t he

sweat fromhis brow, reached for his thernps, and took a |ong drink of coo
water. It was still the dry grassland, and it was still the SSC ring buried
underneath, but it was no |onger the sane.

According to the Morse code conmuni cations, Ray Shwartz and the scientists in
t he other universe had gotten the go-ahead to continue running the SSC. As
Roy

Schwitters and the scientists in this universe gathered data, they would
continue to share it with the other universe.

Meanwhi |l e, both Harold Volin and Kristin Anderson were working on the
possibility of creating a stable bridge between the universes.

But none of it mattered nuch to Jack. His friend Daniel had died. It ended up
not having been in vain, but still, it was all over for him Like it had been
all over for the SSC, just a few years ago

But, Jack noted, with the discovery of the other universe, possibilities had
opened up. There was another SSC, another Schwitters, another --

Per haps there was another Jack in that universe.

O perhaps...perhaps there was another Daniel in that universe, or in another
one. ..

H's heart feeling a little lighter, Jack got back onto his bicycle and headed
hore.

END

(I'f you enjoyed this story, click here to let ne know.)



