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​Introduction
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Every writer leaves a trail behind them—stories scattered across years, magazines, and moments of inspiration. For a long time, mine lived in places like Analog, Electric Spec, and Daily Science Fiction, each one a data point marking where I’d been and what I was learning. Bringing them together now feels like gathering bright traces from across time and finally seeing how they interact with one another.

When I wrote these stories, I was balancing two identities: physicist and storyteller. Some days I was analyzing data; other days I was imagining quantum psychics, grieving scientists, alternate selves, or a mother who would break the laws of time to save her children. I didn’t know it then, but these early pieces were shaping the writer I would become—one who believes science fiction can be rigorous and tender, curious and full of heart.

Quarks are tiny and foundational. Short stories are, too. They’re the smallest building blocks of a writing life—little experiments, little sparks, little quarky packets of possibility. Each one opens a door into a different emotional or scientific landscape. Each one is its own pocket universe.

These stories were first published separately, but together they form a map of the questions that kept tugging at me. What do we owe the people we love? How do we navigate grief, wonder, or the unpredictable ways the universe can surprise us? What happens when physics and feelings collide? If physics asks how the universe works, fiction asks how we make meaning within it.

Quarky Stories: The Collected Reprints, Volume 1 gathers these early universes—quirky, heartfelt, mischievous, and earnest—and offers them to you with gratitude and delight.
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​Anything Would Be Worth It
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I made it through one more morning without any crying or 'crazy incidents'. In the coffee shop's early-afternoon lull, while I was hanging out, reading online high-energy physics articles, there was a commotion in the doorway with a lot of laughing. I heard shushing, and then someone approached my table.

I looked up, and there stood a woman and two beautiful little girls. My heart caved in as I took in their giggly faces.

"Abigail?" The woman's smile was luminous in her round, dark face. "I heard you're a grad student and you do physics tutoring?"  

I'd been kicked out, but that was the least of my worries. 

The woman continued, "I'm Sophia, a new grad student."

"Yeah, I'm Abigail, and I do tutoring," I said, glancing at the girls who were fighting over where to sit. They appeared to be about seven and nine and were dressed in similar all-pink and all-purple outfits, complete with matching barrettes at the end of their frizzy black pigtails. 

A little younger, my daughters had also been in their 'girly' phases. Against my will, my thoughts were drawn back to last fall. 

"Mommy!" my youngest, Emma, screamed from the family room.

"Mommy!" Isabella echoed.

I dropped the dinner preparations in the kitchen and ran to the family room. When I got there, the girls were fighting over costumes and my husband, 

Jacob was just sitting on the couch, grinning, watching them.

I put my hands on my hips. "Please, no screaming in the house, girls.

What's going on in here?" 

Emma's cheeks were flushed, and her fine blond hair stuck out every which way. "Isabella tried to take my silver fairy wings! They're mine! Tell her, Mommy."

Isabella's blue eyes flashed as she shook her head vigorously, throwing her long hair back and forth. "I need the silver wings. The gold ones don't go!" She pointed at her sparkly pink tutu on the floor.

I turned to Jacob, still leaning back on the sofa, sporting his grin. "A little help here?"

He glanced up at me with mischievous green eyes, and a full-fledged smile spread across his face. "Oh, c'mon. They're so cute! Look at them."

I couldn't help smiling back at him. "Agreed-they're adorable. But if someone doesn't finish dinner, we won't be able to eat. And you're on fairy patrol, Jacob, so deal, dude."

He sighed in mock consternation. "Oh, all right." He slipped off the couch onto the floor next to the girls. "The punishment for fairies acting up is the tickle-monster!" He grabbed the girls and started tickling them.

They laughed uncontrollably, but didn't try to get away, I noticed.

I took a step back toward the kitchen.

"Watch out for the tickle-monster, Mommy!" Emma cried out, reaching for my hand.

Jacob crawled toward me. "Yep, look out, Mommy." He pulled me down on the carpet, and three sets of hands started tickling me. I laughed so hard it was hard to breathe.

"Abigail?" a woman said.

Suddenly aware of my surroundings again, I still found it hard to breathe, albeit for the opposite reason. Remembered joy had turned to ashes. My eyes tried to fill with tears, but I blinked them away. No more crying. Last time I'd started crying, I couldn't stop, and I'd ended up in the hospital for three months.

Sophia looked from me to her daughters and back again. "Oh, dear. I hope it's okay that I brought the girls? I didn't think-"

I forced a smile. "It's fine, of course."

"I'm so sorry for your loss, your entire family. I can't imagine. Do you want to talk about it?" she asked. "Didn't it happen about a year ago?"

One year ago, today. But I shook my head. "It happened a year ago, but no, I don't want to talk about it."

"It'll get better," she said. "Just take it one day at a time."

She had no idea what she was talking about-thank God. It was more like one nanosecond at a time. I cleared my throat. "So, you've run into some trouble? You need a tutor?"

The girls had decided on one big chair and were both sitting in it, poking each other.

"Kayla! Brianna!" Sophia said, her good temper beginning to crack. "Girls, please behave."

The older girl got up and whispered something to her mom. 

Sophia said, "Okay, girls. You can explore the coffee shop, but please be quiet while Mommy talks to this nice lady."

They were off in a flash towards the window overlooking the university across the street.

Sophia turned back to me. "What were you saying?"

I was not going to obsess about little girls. I turned my palms up.

"What can I help you with?" 

She frowned. "It's just that grad school is so much more difficult than I was expecting. I feel like I'm not prepared, especially for quantum mechanics. There are these weird interpretations, like the Transactional one with waves that go forward and backwards in time?"

"Yeah. " I nodded.  "You're thinking of the handshake between the retarded and advanced waves. They're supposed to cancel one another out. You're in luck, quantum mechanics was my specialty-"

A strange rocking noise came from the corner of the room by the window. I glanced over and saw the younger girl had climbed up the huge wooden shelf, and it was starting to topple over onto the other girl.

Sophia cried, "Oh, my God!" 

We both jumped up. 

This can not happen again! The next thing I knew, I was standing next to the shelf holding it up against the wall as merchandise showered down on me.

The kid working behind the counter yelled, "Hey! You break it, you buy it! " but made no move to come over and help us.

While ducking down, I thought I saw a woman who looked like me sitting at my table, but when I looked back, she was gone.

"How? What?" Sophia asked. Then she rushed over to us, grabbed her daughter off the shelf, and hugged her. 

I managed to set the shelf upright.

"Kayla, what were you doing? You should know better than to climb furniture!" Sophia bent down and hugged both her daughters at once. "I would just die if anything happened to you two."

Sadly, that probably wasn't true. 

After a few more moments of hugging, Sophia let go of her daughters and stood up. She looked at me. "I don't understand what just happened. But thank you from the bottom of my heart." There was that luminous smile again. "You just appeared next to the shelf. It was like magic."

My mouth fell open. "Wait. You saw me do something like magic?"

Could it be my doctors were wrong, and I wasn't crazy? A tiny seed of hope sprouted in my chest. "I'm not sure what happened. I just knew I couldn't let the girls get hurt. Can you tell me what you saw?"

"I didn't really see anything," she said. "I was looking at my daughters." She shrugged. "I thought you were sitting over there, and then you materialized out of thin air in front of the shelf."

I nodded even though I didn't quite understand. There was something important here, though.

"I hate to think what would have happened...." she said.

"Me, too," I said. 

"Oh dear, Abigail, you're bleeding!" Sophia said.

I reached my hand up to my head. It was wet, and when I held my hand out, it was



























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





