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* * *

Dr. John Quist
Department of English
Univergity of Arizona
Tucson, Arizona 85721

* * *

Dear Dr. Quig,
*

* *

This office recently obtained information to the effect that you know something about the cause of the
recent disturbances which have been designated asthe " Spinshift Manifestation.” Ordinarily, we do not
follow up such tips -- our office isflooded with letters from self-declared prophets and the like. In fact,
we have taken to following up only the leads we develop ourselves, admitting certain rare exceptions.

An anonymous phone call made from Zurich indicated that you could give us some assistance; the
caler also predicted Phase Two amost to the hour. We cannot ignore such a coincidence, hence, this
|etter.

M ease take the time to send us any information you may have regarding the Spinshift's causdlity, and
forgive usfor disturbing you should it turn out that the call was a hoax and that you know nothing that
would help us.

Thank you.

Cordidly,

* *

Donad Hammond
Spinshift Investigation Bureau
Washington, D.C. 20009

* * *



Donad Hammond
Spinshift Investigation Bureau

* * *

Dear Mr. Hammond,

* * *

I'd like to help, but I'm afraid you just wouldn't believe me.
Sincerely,
John Quist

* * *

Dear Dr. Quig,
*

*

Y our reply leads me to bdlieve that you do indeed know something about the Spinshift, or else you are
attempting to have alittle fun at our expense by perpetuating ahoax. 1'd like to point out two thingsto
you. Thefirg isthat federd pendtiesfor withholding information pertinent to the functioning of this office,
or for providing false information, include fines of between $50,000 and $500,000 and/or prison terms
not to exceed twenty years. We are very anxiousto get any valid information we can, and we are not
above employing alittle intimidation to get it. Until now, none of our leads have worked out; | suspect
thisonewon' either, but | must insst that you give us astraightforward reply. Second, if your story
checks out, you could no doubt sell the book rightsfor several million dollars. After dl, the publicis
amost as anxious to know what caused the Spinshift aswe are.

I'd hate for my next letter to arrive in the hands of afederd investigator.

Sincerely,

Donald Hammond

* * *

Dear Mr. Hammond,

I'm sorry to disgppoint you, but | just teach English. | am not aphysicist. If you want information on
the Spinshift, | suggest you consult thisuniversity's own Dr. Colin Urvater in the physics department. He
isgenerdly recognized asthe nation's foremost authority on the event. Y our |etters are awaste of your
timeand mine.



Sincerely,

John Quist
* * *
* * *
* * *

Dear Mr. Hammond,

| must assume you didn't take my last letter serioudy. Thereisnothing | haven't told you. | smply don't
have the information you want. | have noticed that my house and office are under surveillance 24 hoursa
day, and | assumethat you are behind thisintrusion into my private life. Please cdl off your dogs,; I've
broken no laws.

Sincerely,

John Quist

* * *

Dear Mr. Hammond.

* * *

Thishasredly gonetoo far. Both my home and my office have been broken into and carefully
searched. Nothing was stolen, so | assume it wasthe work of your investigators.

For the sanctity of my home, | will give you what information | have, but as | indicated before, you are
not likely to believe me. My credentias are impeccable, but they arein American literature. Thereisone
person who could confirm my story, but | am certain that no matter how hard you might look for her, you
wouldn't be ableto find her unless she wanted to be found. With her abilities, she could be anywhere.
This|etter probably won't change your mind about anything; Colin Urvater will continueto be hailed as
the chief Spinshift theorist and will continue in the role of unwilling pope for the Church of the Divine
Prankster. | fully expect you to file this as another crackpot | etter.

| am tempted to give you thefactsal a once, but my version of these recent events will seem more
plausbleif | unravd dl of thisgradudly.

A firein the building which houses my department forced me and severd of my colleagues to accept
temporary offices el sewhere on the campus. | arrived at dawn on aMonday morning to inspect the space
| had been assigned: an office in the physics building, which | wasto share with agraduate teaching
assistant (of physics). When | stepped into the room -- the door had been unlocked -- the sun'sfirst
ydlow raysfel through the open blinds. A young woman in blue jeans and alettered T-shirt sood over
an enormous oak desk which was piled with open books. Her shirt read: WOMEN WHO SEEK
EQUALITY LACK IMAGINATION. She smiled and extended her hand.

"Y ou mugt be John Quig," she said.

"Dr. Quist," | corrected.



She grinned wider gtill. "Karen Krishman,”" she said, "or, asyou'reinto titles, Pariah Krishman. That's
pretty much how I'm regarded in the department.”

| nodded absently. The room wasincredible. Bookshelveslined two walls, and volumes of al sizes
were crammed into them every which way or else stacked on the floor near that monolithic desk. Near
the door were asmal, two-drawer desk and an unstable-looking chair, toward which Krishman waved.
My new office. She gpologized for this poor substitute for an office of my own. We chatted about my
research, about the two years work | had lost in thefire. | explained my project, acritique | waswriting
on previous critiques of criticism of Mdville. When | felt she was sufficiently impressed, | told her that
she, too, would have some project of great import to work on someday, as soon as she advanced to my
level of erudition.

And then | attempted to start off my morning by grading afew composition papers a the diminutive
desk.

| sy, attempted. Krishman immediately went back to doing what she must have been doing before |
camein. She moved back and forth from her desk to the bookshelves, pulling volumes out at random, it
seemed, and then thumping them down before her. In the midst of that frenetic activity, | was unableto
concentrate. So | turned around and watched her.

Krishman devoured the pages she held open on the desktop, tracing the margins of each page with a
fingertip and thwapping the page whenever she seemed to find something of vaue. Then, from timeto
time, she scribbled notes onto a pad of yellow paper before reaching for another book. Thisfurious pace
was nerve-racking, like watching amouse that was hyped on amphetamines scrabble madly about its
cage. | gazed at the bookshelves and, for the first time, noted thettitles of the books. Only afew were
what | would expect of a physics student: monographs and texts like Quantum Mechanics or Radio
Spectrometry: A Handbook for Analysis. Among the others were Zen and the Art of Motorcycle
Maintenance, Visonary Aspects of the Peyote Cult, The Crack in the Cosmic Egg, and biographies of
Karl Popper, Karl Marx, and William Carlos Williams.

Ogentatioudy, | cleared my throat.

She kept on working.

| tried again.

Shelooked up from her reading. "Oh," she said. "I hope I'm not distracting you."

"Asamatter of fact..."

"You see now,” shesaid, "why | have an office of my own. | drove the sudents who used to share this
areawith me up thewall. I'm sorry. | just don't know of any other way to work."

A pair of large volumesin front of her caught my eye. One was the Bible and the other, as near as|
could guess, wasthe Vedasin the original Sanskrit. So, naturally, | couldn't resst asking her what she
wasworking on.

She swept afew strings of brown hair out of her eyes and said, "Do you redly want to know?"

"I've never seen such adiverse range of references used for asingle project,” | told her.

"That's because most projects are limited in their scope. I'm trying to assess the fabric of the universe,
and so my sources haveto reflect the nature, well, of everything, of the whole universe.”

| turned my chair around and moved it before her desk. "Fabric of the universe?' | said, just a bit
skeptical.

"Since you teach literature,” shesaid, "I'll start with this." She fetched abook from a stack near the
window. It was Robert Bly's Slegpers Joining Hands. "Have you read it?'

| shook my head. | knew something about Bly, though. He was an aging hippie poet who lived in some
snowy woods somewhere. Wisconsin or Minnesota, | thought.

"Wll, then," Krishman told me, "you ought to read it now. The essay inthemiddle of dl thesefine
poems dedl s with an important archetype, that of the Great Mother. Y ou see, theré'sa great ded of
evidence that the earth was once dominated by matriarchies.”

| must have looked incredulous, because she grabbed two other books, Primacy of the Mother and
The First Sex, and handed them to me.

"Maybe that's the wrong place to start. What do you know about quantum mechanics?'



At thetime, my knowledge of subatomic physicswas limited to knowing that certain particles, quarks,
had taken their name from Joyce's Finnegans Wake. | confessed thisto her, and she reacted by giving
me yet another book to study, an eementary physicstext. | wish | could duplicate the exchange that then
followed, but at that time | only understood part of what shetold me. So | can't recall much of the
discussion verbatim.

She talked about nuclear energy and its evolution. She told me how, just a century ago, the only
energieswe knew of were mechanica, thermd, dectricd, gravitationa, luminous, and chemica. Thelegp
from chemica to atomic energies had been an enormous advancement, but atomic energy was by no
meansthelast frontier for the physicist. Atoms contain substructures, systems of smaler particles, and
each of those particles represents an energy potentia. Now, if such substructures continue to be made of
even smdller structures, then each atom is atremendous potential powerhouse of energy that might be
derived by tapping into quantum mechanica fluctuations. In other words, there exists a zero-point energy
for al matter, the energy that would be freed were the matter totally unmade. Krishman told me that a
cubic centimeter of virtualy any substance represents an energy potentia of 10® ergs. | had to tell her
that | didn't know what an erg was. | felt uncomfortable confessng my ignoranceto her. I'm aHarvard
Ph.D., and shewas, after dl, just amaster's candidate.

Krishman rummaged through the top drawer of her desk and pulled out an eraser, aruler, and severa
handfuls of stubby pencils before she sound what she was after. She tossed me atiny black wooden
cube. "That's one cubic centimeter,” she said. "Trandating thefigure | just gave you into more familiar
terms, the zero-point energy potentia of that cube is equivaent to one hundred billion tons of uranium.
Fissonisteribly inefficient compared to unmaking matter.”

"And getting at this energy, that's your project?’

"Yes. But I'm trying a unique approach.”

"Whichis?'

And she reveded to me the key to her inquiry. Since, in her view, traditional science (shecalled it
male-structured science) didn't offer any answers, she wastrying to approach this problem through what
she called a"gestalt matriarcha mindset,” which was so much gibberish to me. She gave me yet another
book, The Structure of Scientific Revolutions by Thomas S. Kuhn. She explained how science works
likeagairway. That is, science usudly progresses horizontaly, within the accepted paradigms of the era,
expanding on abasic, sound foundation. Then, inevitably, it runsinto some problem that can't be solved
with "norma" science, or eseit hits some snag, some kind of theoretic contradiction. Then, it abandons
the old system, more or less, and adopts anew on in which the problem can be solved. That is, ina
criss, science makes avertica leap. An example of such alegp would be the switch from a Newtonian
base to an Eingteinian one.

"I'm trying to latch onto aprocess of obtaining knowledge whichisrationd, but not logicd. Basicdly,
that's what's wrong with the patriarchy: Too much rigidity and not enough magic or emotion.”

| asked her what she would do with so much energy if she could get &t it.

"I haven't decided,” she grinned. "Buit it would be something spectacular.”

| figured she was either agenius or anut.

The latter possibility seemed likely after | had spoken with Urvater. | had met him in the hallway that
afternoon just as| started out the door of the office.

"Dr. Calin Urvater," heintroduced himsdlf. He was aterribly respectable |ooking gentleman; hishair
was greying, but negt, asmineis, and he had excellent conservative taste in clothes. In fact, our suits
matched. "You're Dr. Quig?'

"John," | said.

"Look," hesaid, "I'm quite sorry about this." He walked me down the hall.

"About the fire, you mean?"'

"Well, that too, certainly. But mostly about where we put you. One of the receptionists assigned you
the space, though | tried to explain to her about Krishman, how it was best to isolate her from the saner
elements of theworld.”

"Sheisabit eccentric,” | observed.



"Eccentric? She's crazy! 1've been working on getting her fired, but the department chairman thinks
she's'indgghtful.’ Hell, she'sacrackpot, aterrible lecturer, and a thresat to the other grad students. | had to
move severa of them out of her office to kegp them from being corrupted.”

And he promised to try to get me moved.

"Even her undergraduate students complain about her,” he told me as we parted. " She can't ever stay
on the subject.”

Near the end of the second day in her office, | decided that Karen Krishman wasindeed off the wall,
especidly after | had watched, for another whole morning, and for most of an afternoon, her frantic
journeysto and from the bookshelves. | had been unable to get anything done at my desk al day, and
that frustrated me increasingly. But toward four o'clock, Krishman stopped working for amoment and
stood over my desk.

"Yes?' | said, looking up.

"Dr. Quigt, | waswondering if you'd be able to help me with something? It's beginning to look as
though | may be called onto the carpet because of my lecture methods.”

"And?'

"Well, you've been teaching for quite afew years, and I'd imagine that quaifies you as something of an
expert.”

Ah, flattery. What could she ask that | could turn down after that?

"Would you St in on my lecturein ten minutes and tell mewhat | ought to change?"

| agreed.

* * *

She began, just asthe last Stragglerstook their seets, with the following:

"1 want to preface what I'm teaching today with something you've dl heard from me before. Thisisa
basic, eementary course, and your text concisaly explains everything you'll need to know in order to pass
the exams. If you have questions about any formulae or concepts, I'm dmost always in my office and
available. The purpose of these lecturesis not to teach you physics, per se, but to teach you that physics,
religion, poetry, history, and the rest of the so-called subjects you are studying here are not separate,
dividable entities. Everything in this universe fitstogether with everything e se, and if you want to bresk
experience down into artificia components, | suggest you transfer to another section.”

And then she was off. That fifty minute lecture sill whirlslike addightful mentd circusasl| try to recall
it. She spoke about the Hindu Genesis, cord atolls, magic, druids, Charles Dickens, Chinese poetry, and
the relationship between science and rdligion. | can't remember aword of what she actudly said, but |
had the impression that ideas, charged with wonder and ddlight, danced forth from her as colors.
Krishman's lecture was a kal eidoscope of sun-yellow, circus-red, apple-green ideas. The world not only
made sense for those fifty minutes, it wasfun aswell.

What surprised me the most -- though it shouldn't have after | had heard the music of her mind -- was
that only five or six of her sudents left when the class was over. These were probably the ones who had
complained to Urvater. The rest of the students stayed behind to ask Krishman questions. This shocked
my sengbilities somewhat, as | was accustomed to seeing students slampede the exits after my own
lectures.

Once again, Krishman'smind wasin flight.

She answered question after question about amyriad of topics. At one point, she began to speak
about black holes and how, to an outside observer, an object faling into one would, a acertain point,
seem to dow down and stop, frozenin time.

A student asked, "How do we know you're not making al thisup?’

She smiled and said, "l didn't, | assure you. But someone did, just as someone made up energy and
aoms™"

"Discovered, you mean," said another sudent.

"No, | mean invented. Actudly, the distinctions between invention and discovery are tenuous, at best.



A physicist named Feinberg, who was dissatisfied with Eingtein's absol ute speed limit, that is, the speed
of light, decided to invent hisway around that little inconvenience and substituted imaginary numbersfor
Eingtein'sred ones. He was thus able to postul ate faster-than-light particles, which he named tachyons.
Four universities are presently building machines which may detect these entities; if they succeed, did
Feinberg discover something that wasthere all dong, or did he cause tachyonsto exist by looking for
them? Remember when Tinkerbell isdying and Peter Pan tdlsthe audience that if they'll only believein
faries, Tinkerbell will live? Same principle. Invention, or discovery, by means of mentally re-ordered
redity.”

"Ridiculous,” said one student.

"Perhaps. But we had named quarks before we found them. We ought to ask: Were quarks around
before we had aname for them? And besides, Tinkerbdll lives, doesn't she?!

Another student, aburly guy in afootbal jersey, raised his hand from the front row.

"Yes" Krishman said.

"Ms. Krishman, how many downs are there in Canadian football?* he asked.

"Threg" shelaughed. "Why?'

"l just wondered if there was anything you didn't know."

"Oh." She sobered some. "Theresahell of alot. Someone whom | admire agreat deal used to talk
often about how important it was to dways be amazed, to admit your ignorance. He dso said that
anyone who could no longer stand 'rapt with wonder' at the world's many mysteries was as good as
dead. | don't suppose any of you know who I'm talking about, do you?'

No one ventured a guess.

"Albert Eingtein,” she said. And with that, Krishman decided to end their discussion. | had never
before seen sudents actually leave alecture hdl reluctantly, but more than afew of them dragged their
feet asthey departed.

| admitted to Krishman that her lecture wasn't half-bad. Actuadly, | knew it wasthe kind of talk every
professor wantsto give at least once: avisonary, spiritua chautauqua, afield trip to see God. But | didn't
tell her that. After dl, | had my Ph.D. from Harvard and, well, | think I've goneinto this once before.
Basicdly, | wasjedous.

| began to attend her lectures regularly and, without telling her about it, | wrote severd lettersto the
head of her department to praise her in spite of her desultory speaking style, or perhaps because of it.
Though | tried to concedl my admiration for her, | believe Krishman must have discovered what | was
doing for her; in everything she did in my presence, she seemed to be trying to express gratitude. She
began to confide in me, to tell me about advances or setbacksin her research. Half thetime, | couldn't
follow what she was talking about, but she spoke so well that | dways listened very carefully,
nonetheless. Anyway, | was certain that because of my patronage, Urvater would fail in his attemptsto
have her dismissed.

And, then, she seemed to blow it dl, to intentiondly give everything up.

Three weeks before find exams, | found anote, written in her dmost illegible script, on my desk. It
read: "Off to see the wizard and sundry Amazons. Please find someone to take my lecture section. |
wouldn't be so irresponsible, except that | fed very closeto finding what | am after. -- KK."

Dr. Urvater was only too happy to take up the challenge of repairing the "damaged minds' that
Krishman had left behind. | attended one of the dry anesthetic |lectures which he delivered to what had
been Krishman'sclass. In trying to describe Urvater's oratorica style, I can think of only onevalid
phrase: Kurtz's last words in Joseph Conrad's "Heart of Darkness," which were, "The horror, the
horror." At the end of the lecture, the students made the kind of rush for the exitsthat | had been
accustomed to in other classes.

Karen Krishman was dismissed in absentia

| received three postcards from her, and they led me to consider how fine aline separated genius and
madness. Thefirgt, with aloca postmark and a picture of a saguaro silhouetted in the sunset, read:
"Searching for aDofla Juana. See Castaneda's works but as you read him, keep in mind the fact that
women aways make better necromancers than men do."



The next card came ten days | ater, from Brazil. The picture was of afierce Jvaro, his spear raised
menacingly. "Guesswhat I'm doing on the Amazon?' shewrote. "They don't redly cut off thelr right
breadt, but they are tough mamas. I'm picking up afew rites of purification.”

The last card was on plain white cardboard. It had been canceled in China, but read: "I'm in Nepa
illegdly. Having awonderful time, wish you were here, etc. | have found the gates to the golden pavilion.
Now if | canjust find ahairpin and pick thelock...."

On the day that | was going to move back into my own reconstructed office, | saw Krishman for what
| assumed would be the last time. | was walking across the parking lot when | happened to glance up and
seethelight wasonin the office,

And, then, | thought | saw Krishman. Her back wasto me, and she sat in what | now know isthe
lotus asana. She appeared to be floating several feet above the floor. Of course, by thetime | had dashed
across the parking lot and up two flights of stairs, | redlized that, no, that couldn't have been what | had
seen. Perhaps she had been sitting on top of that huge desk of hers. | had been up late the night before,
grading comparison/contrast papers. So perhaps the illusion had been brought on by fatigue. By thetime
my hand was on the doorknob, | had caught my breath and convinced myself that what | had seen must
have indeed been Krishman sitting on her desk. That was the only sound explanation | could muster, but
it seemed quite reasonable. | opened the door.

"Wadl, hi," Krishman said. Her aamswere full of books. She was standing in the middle of the room,
where her oak desk used to be. | must have paled a bit, because she asked me, "What's wrong?'

"Where'syour desk?

"Out in the pickup truck, with haf of my books. Why?* And she grinned like a Cheshire cat.

| didn't mention what | had seen. At thetime, | believed that some of her worst traits had rubbed off
on me, that | was going alittle crazy myself. She had cometo retrieve her books and furniture, so |
helped her carry them out to the truck she had borrowed. Neither of us spoke. She seemed very tired,
and | was preoccupied with watching mysdf for further signs of psychoss.

We came back to the office for onelast load, and | picked up the books she had handed to me on
that first day when she had tried to explain zero-point energy to me; they had lain on my desk al that
time. Shetold meto put them down.

"I want you to keep those, and afew othersthat I'll have sent to you.”

"Why?" | said, but she didn't answer. Instead, she set a stack of her scribbled notes on my desk
beside the books.

"Everything essential isright there. Provided | can goad you into looking in the first place, you won't
haveto search asfar asl did. Youll havetolearn to think alittle lessrigidly, alittle more in step with the
moon."

"What are you talking about?" | asked, but she was aready on her way out of the room. A week later,
acourier service delivered about fifty booksto my office. | stacked them, still sedled in their boxes, out
of theway inacorner.

And that was that.

Wéll, not quite.

No one who was awake during the Spinshift, | am sure, will ever forget what they were doing when it
happened. In my case, it was |ate afternoon, close to sunset. | was grading some composition papers and
was about hafway through my second peanut butter sandwich when my head wasfilled with an annoying
buzz and | jolted forward onto my desk. As| peeled the sandwich from my nose, | had astrange
intimation of nauseathat told me, somehow, that what | had just experienced had been no ordinary
earthquake.

Thefdlow who worksin the office across from mine, Wayne Tremblay, appeared in my doorway.
Now, Wayneisapoet, so | wasn't sure how to react when he said, "God is either pissed or having some
funa my expense.”

How does one respond to that? | said what | usually say in response Wayne: "Oh?"

He motioned me into his office and pointed at the orange, western sky.

"| was watching the sunset,” hetold me. "Then there was that tremor. And then... Well, tell meif you



seewhat | see”

"What'sthat?'

"Watch the sun.”

| did.

It wasrising.

Thesunwasrisingin thewest.

| won't detail what followed then, Mr. Hammond. No doubt, you know more about the accusations
that we exchanged with the Soviets, the tense hours when hands were poised above the buttons of
holocaust (forgive meif | sound melodramatic). The papers were never very clearly about why both sides
suddenly calmed down, but | suspect that someone must have pointed out to them that if the other Side
did indeed have the ability to reverse the earth's spin, that an attack might well be suicide; who knows
what other powers the enemy might possess? And you probably know considerably more than | about
most of the religiousrevivas, the mass conversonsto every faith, therise of new churchesthat took
placein Communist sates during those first few months. Then everyonefinally got used to having the sun
risein thewest and set in the east. The world returned to business as usud. Y ou must admit, it's
surprising what we can adjust to.

Something you probably haven't been as close to, however, isthe birth and devel opment of the
Church of the Divine Prankster. AsI'm sure you know, Dr. Urvater, Krishman's nemesisin the physics
department, had been one of the few scientists in the world to offer even aremotely reasonable
explanation for what had happened and how it was that we weren't hurled into space because of our own
momentum. It must have been the only creative thought the man had had in his career, because he
delighted so in speaking about it. The ideawas smple enough. Since molecules congtantly vibrate, the
Spinshift was amatter of every atom in and on the earth vibrating, in unison, in the same direction for a
heartbest or two. That is, al molecules, dueto an incredibly unlikely synchronization of their motions,
moved smultaneoudy in the direction counter to the earth's spin; we survived the event only through the
happy accident that al things happened to change gears at the sametime. It doesn't sound like much of a
theory, but in caseslike this one, you take what you can get.

A televison reporter asked Urvater onceif he meant by dl thisthat the Spinshift wasaflukein the
universal plan, that God was playing a practical joke. Urvater said that, no, the matter was more
complicated than that. But one or two impressionable minds latched on to the reporter's question,
disregarding Urvater'sreply. Since people were ready to buy any ideathat attempted to explain the
Spinshift, Urvater soon had two followings. Thefirst conssted of scientistswho were grateful for an
explanation that at least sounded something like rational science. The second was a cult of crazieswho
wore squirting flowers and joy buzzers asthe inggniaof the Church of the Divine Prankster. The latter
entourage followed him around and caled him their "prophet of pranksterism, message bearer for our
giddy God."

Towhich Urvater would reply, "If you don't buzz off, I'm caling the campus police.”

But they stuck with him, and when he did call the police, the best they could do was cite the cult for
trespass. In aday or s0, Urvater's unwanted followers would be back, and the police had other thingsto
do than chase off harmless, if annoying, worshippers.

The church grew. There was something about its name that appedled to the disoriented, and there
were very few people whom the Spinshift had not disoriented. When the CDP boasted aworld-wide
membership of five hundred thousand, Urvater called an evening press conferencel/lecture and invited
severd well-known theorists to come and help him explain the hard science behind his theory and dispel
the mysticism that had grown up around it. He wanted to be a scientist, not a pope.

It was at that press conference, held in an auditorium on the campus and under heavy security
(intended to keep the Divine Prankster devotees out) that | again saw Karen Krishman. She was wearing
the same T-shirt and jeansthat | had first seen her in, and from her neck there dangled a golden pendant
with unrecogni zable inscriptions. | wondered how she had managed to get in -- passes were specidly
arranged for by the university, and Urvater had personally screened the guest list. | knew held never
knowingly admit Krishman. But | didn't have time to ask her about that, or anything else, for that matter. |



ran into her just before Urvater'sfirst defender began his address, and we exchanged only enough words
to agreeto St together. Her only words to me as she smiled through the first Sx speskerswere: "What
these people need is another good dose of doubt to open up their minds."”

Then Urvater himsdlf stepped on-stage to explicate hisideas. As he began to speak, | noticed
Krishman was shaking violently. She was struggling hard to keep from laughing aloud. And | felt sure,
now, that | had final proof that she had cracked. Eventualy she regained her composure and listened to
the rest of Urvater's proclamation, occasiondly trying unsuccessfully to suppress atitter.

Urvater wound up with these words: "The phenomenon we have caled the Spinshift was the result of
pure chance, and | can say in dl certainty that, due to the tremendous unlikelihood of its ever having
happened in thefirgt place, it will never happen again.”

And Karen Krishman muttered, barely loud enough for meto hear her, ™Y ou wanna bet?"

My head buzzed and | was thrown, as was everyone else in the auditorium, into the seat in front of me.
No onein the building moved or spoke. We were stunned. We al knew what had happened; it had
happened once before. By thetime | stood up to look for Krishman, she was gone. | tried the lobby, the
parking lot, until | reglized that she could be anywhere. Nepa or Brazil, for example.

Or securely ensconced on Mars.

| walked toward my car. | didn't feel too astounded by this second phase of the Spinshift. Y ou get
used to things, you see. And, besides, | had the rare honor of knowing what had caused the earth to
resumeitsold course. As| reached for my car keys, | found, at the bottom of my pocket, atiny black
wooden cube.

| held that cube in my open pam and watched the stars make their gradua westward sweep. | thought
of black holes, Tinkerbell, Canadian football, and little black cubes. Then | remembered the books and
notes that Krishman had give me. | turned toward my office.

And, s0, thereitis. Since then, I've been reading, thinking, and experimenting. | don't know if I'll be
able to overcome my stuffy masculine orientation enough to piece together the clues Krishman left for me.
| believe at least know why she picked me as her apprentice; you see, if | can learn to accept the idea
of matriarchd thought asavita eement to freeing my mind, then anyone can. And I've at least recognized
what an old pedant I've aways been, which isapretty good start. | just may be able to repeat
Krishman's sunt or, perhaps, do something more creetive.

| hopethis satisfies your curiosity enough to keep you out of my office and homein the future.

Cordidly,
John Quist
* * *
* * *
* * *
Dr. Quist,
* * *

Areyou going to give usa straight story or not?
Dondd Hammond

* * *



Dear Mr. Hammond,

* * *

Regarding your inquiries about Dr. John Quigt, | am afraid heisno longer with our faculty. Two weeks
ago, he asked that his classes be assigned to someone e'se, and he disappeared. | wish | could be of
more help. The gentlemen from your Bureau who came here seemed very anxiousto find him.
Unfortunatdy, thisisdl theinformation | have.

Sincerdly,

Hamilton Campbell, Chairman

Department of English

Univergty of Arizona
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