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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)


- - - -



From the editor: This book contains stories that are part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included after each story just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...
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Introduction

[image: ]




RARE FOR THIS DAY AND age, we have stories that are written from the viewpoint of the most brilliant among us, the savants, the outliers – the Autists. Because the stories needed writing.

This anthology is built in the time frame of the characters, not in its published sequence. The second and third stories were written and published most recently. The oldest stories were first published a couple of years ago.

While these characters have their own stories, they all contributed to other book-series as well. Sorry, it's just the way they came forward to get their stories told. But I've referenced the other series in the Book Universes Notes after each story. And those, in turn, will bring you other book-series those characters were involved in. Just the way these huge universes go...

This book, then allows you to follow these Autists in a format that makes more sense of their own stories in a sequence that's plausible. You follow the trails of a group of genius post-grad students and how they build their lives.

This anthology doesn't mean the stories are over for these characters. You might conclude that this is just the first anthology for them. And you'll also find these stories becoming parts of other anthologies, where these characters assisted in those other stories.

But I hope you have as much fun reading these was it was in bringing them to life. 

Robert C. Worstell

Oct 2020
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The Autists
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BY J. R. KRUZE

​

I 

I THINK DIFFERENT. Always have. It turned out to be a perfect tool for surviving the Human Purge. Or be the weapon that caused it.

Me and my Carol. And the rest of us Autists.

Not that the world ended, or anything. And if you’re an average, run-of-the-mill human, you didn’t notice. Most don’t. Somewhere around 90-95% don’t.

Not that it affected their lives much. They were propped up by the mechanical society they were trained to be part of like cogs in a drive-chain.

I figure at this point that I’m writing for those of you who did see something change, something get better. 

You know who you are. 

Me, I’ve always studied history. Kept my bills paid. Told I was a walking Wikipedia on ancient history. (If they could stand to listen to me. I could be a bit raw, sometimes.)

But it’s modern history that we’re changing. We’re evolving. The trick is learning from the past.

The Purge started after World War II. Most of its first stage ended with the Internet. Definitely by 2050. Between those two points was when the centralized control of the media and our schools started unraveling. But all that new technology set evolution in progress.

The second stage started when we autists became more than 1 percent of the world’s population.

As trans-human beings started showing up more and more, the old ways of viewing us started failing. Because our numbers were increasing and so we asked for the same rights everyone else had. Instead of being treated like a sub-human with an incurable disease.

Humans were evolving, like it or not. From the “wise” sapiens, we have been changing. Improving. But like all our past, it hasn’t been without fighting, scratching, and a fair bit of knuckle-dragging.

Humans were no longer just homo sapiens. Rather it was like the old days of the Neanderthals living down the block from the Sapiens. Dating their sons and daughters. Hanging out, having fun. 

From the 50’s forward, it’s been an increasing scene where a new species has been living among the old, without letting them know it. Because they couldn’t see what they refused to understand.

And all we ever wanted was understanding. 

So those who refused to understand needed to be protected from harming us, protected from themselves.

The wisest among us quit thinking we were a final version of anything in the homo species. And so the name “homo transire” came into being. Apt that it uses a verb instead of a noun form, if you think about it...

We just called ourselves “autists.” A kind of play on words in many ways. But we like to make games out of things. Games are an efficient road to understanding. 

Understanding is a set of stepping stones to evolution. 

Evolution is forever.

Like love, kinda.

​

II

I MET REGGIE AT A DANCE. 

I’d known him for a long time. The correct phrase is “known of him.” 

Sorry. 

I prefer to hug and touch than talk. So writing is a new skill for me. 

And I’m learning so many new skills these days. 

Anyway, Reggie was on edge of the dance floor. And I went up and hugged him.

Almost spilled his fruit punch.

He didn’t say anything, but smiled and hugged me back.

We stood that way for a while. 

A while. 

Then he asked me if I wanted to dance.

I said I did if we could hug meanwhile.

So we hugged and shuffled until the music quit.

He’s a good dancer. 

Then he looked into my eyes and bent down to kiss me on the forehead. 

I got hot in my face. [Blushed?]

And then I took his face in my hands and kissed him on his mouth. 

A long while. 

When I was done, I laughed and ran away toward the girl’s room. 

I looked back, but he was just standing there smiling. 

I felt wet in places I hadn’t before. Something felt right about it.

Like when a quintic equation solves with an actual radical instead of an approximation. 

Beautiful, elegant, exceeding rare.

And this rare, elegant man found me later on the outside steps while I practiced my mini 4x4 Rubik’s cube with my right hand. (Working to get my time down to match my left’s.)

He just sat awhile next to me and didn’t interrupt. Not that he couldn’t, but I was happy just feeling the warmth coming from his thigh. No, we weren’t touching. But he was close, so close.

Beautiful, elegant warmth. Rare.

My face got hot again, and finally I put the 4x4 cube into my backpack and just looked out at the starry sky. 

He started talking about the possibilities of chaos theory refuting the big bang theory and giving us the stars and their infinite, predictable motions. 

I knew he was feeling nervous, so I took the hand he had laying on his thigh, turned it over and held it with my own palm. Both were sweaty. But they felt better together. And our fingers interlocked. 

He stopped talking and we both just looked up at the stars. 

After awhile, I moved right next to him and pulled that arm over my shoulder, then leaned against him with my head on his shoulder. 

We sat for awhile just like this. Quiet. Rare, elegant warmth. 

I could feel his pulse through his thigh and arm. It raced at first, then our pulses matched.

Elegant, beautiful happiness. 

Feeling right. A kind of purplish blue.

​

III

CAROL SAYS I TALK TOO much when I’m nervous. 

But she’s right in so many, many things. I believe her in this one. But I can’t feel myself talking too much. Usually when the other person simply wants to do something else, we quit talking. 

And so I write when I don’t have anyone to talk to. Or when what they call “conversation” doesn’t go anywhere at all but around in inane circles about sports or weather or how-screwed-up-something-is-and-we-can’t-possibly-do-anything-about-it-except-complain.

So mostly, I quit trying to deal with human conversations. And find something I can do to help them, like clear the table and then go and turn on the TV to drown out their noise. 

Nobody watches TV, they just endure it. Helps pass the time.

Like humans don’t enjoy time.

Probably because they don’t understand it. Or even try to understand it. 

Like they have space, time, mass, and energy all defined in terms of each other. So they avoid having an actual workable definition of any of them. And they don’t see that they’ve really defined a system. And systems expand or contract, but never are static. 

Like that committee that decided that in order to make their equations work, light had to be a constant speed all the time. (But it doesn’t - it pulses. Like breathing.)

The universe is alive. You can hear it on a clear night when you look up at the stars. 

The trick is to get your heartbeat to go into sync with it. 

Some call this Zen. Others call it true love. 

Calves match their mother’s heartbeats when they are born, and for a long time afterwards. Human babies and their mom’s do, too. Most mother’s understand the idea.

Not politicians or media, especially not social media. 

Because those ways of thinking don’t try to understand. They only try to depress you. To their level. To get you do do what they want you to. Vote someway or buy something.

Carol was different. Our hearts synced soon after we met. 

And she was the beginning of how I starting to understand this universe for the first time.

For real.

​

IV

REGGIE CAN TALK THE ears off a corn stalk. Gawd that guy likes to talk.

When he can’t talk, he writes.

Me, I like to hug. 

And children. I love children. 

And what most people think are “difficult” math problems. 

They just don’t try to understand what that equation wants. How it smells right when it’s accomplished what it wants. 

So they use math to solve really dumb things like how a rocket jerks in flight. Instead of looking for things that want to fly, they have to build something truly inefficient that makes a big sound and blows up with a louder one. Because they don’t feel when it’s right. When the numbers do what they want.

I moved into Reggie’s apartment after we danced that one time. His room mate swapped apartments with me, since I lived near a bunch of other girls and he was tired of listening to Reggie. (But I don’t think so, it’s probably that he’d rather listen to girls giggle while they co-flirted.)

[Is “co-flirted” a word? Too bad if it’s not. Bag and Cat are now disjointed from mutual proximity.]

So I’d come back in from work to find Reggie tapping out yet another over-long essay on his computer. 

I’d hug him and he’d pause. And his heartbeat would slow to match mine.

Then I’d let him go and move into the kitchenette to make a couple of sandwiches for us. I knew he probably hadn’t eaten. Or he would eat a sandwich I made just to make me happy. 

And he would finish up whatever he was blogging about. I’d have the sandwiches on a plate and a big mug of sweet tea or something cold (or hot, depending on the season) with two straws. Then I’d come out of the kitchen and bring them all out into the great room. (Why people call it a “living” room is non-sequitur. Living is an action. But they sit and watch do-less TV in it, which is couch-potato logic.)

Our big screen was set to a live feed from one of Cal-Tech’s telescopes. (No commercials. No fake news.)

We’d sit and cuddle the night away watching stars without having to be uncomfortable outside. 

Sometimes we’d have sex or make love.

Felt good either way.

​

V

CAROL WAS MY LIVING proof that it wasn’t just me.

And while I had been a few years studying all this stuff to make sense out of it, suddenly I had a new box to think outside of, a new envelope to push. Not that I hadn’t been going that way.

But she was such a good hugger. It took me out of what I was used to. 

Yes, of course that’s scary.

For both of us.

Now I had another problem to solve. A big one. 

You see, people that think different like us are mostly discriminated against. Like sexism or racism. Autism was just another -ism that should be considered as a bad, impolite word - like “a*tistic”.

Just because people think different doesn’t mean they are diseased, or need to be “cured.”

Practically, there’s a much more valid argument that the bulk of humanity needs to be cured of their intolerance. Instead, the most intolerant refuse to understand their own heritage and traditions. They aggregate into cities with other people who think as narrowly as they do. With politicians and corporations who will do anything to get their vote or sell them consumables. 

And that is how homo saps are ending their species. Domestic violence, pollution, racking up credit card debt and student loans.

Cities are a failed theorem. Just because people in a mob think differently. And it’s not a nice different. Nothing you could or should put in an aerosol bottle or carbonated drink and sell.

The solution to the human problem, the homo sap problem, was to think differently, think better. 

Computer design showed us this. Because computers are really dumb. Even the A.I. ones. They only decide based on the garbage you feed them. Good garbage in, good garbage out.

Politics is a dumb computer. It only “solves” things after they go wrong. Bad garbage in, bad garbage out.

That equation means that business will always get their profits before the government can make enough laws to make it unprofitable. And it costs a lot of money into their collective pockets to keep them from regulate against you. 

The trick is always to run underneath their radar. To set up your organization so it doesn’t make any money on paper and doesn’t hurt anyone who would complain about it. (Meanwhile, have a well-paid lobbyist or two on tap.)

And if you can keep an eye on the fads and trends, you can reinvent yourself regularly and disappear from view. 

So I started studying modern culture, and started collecting autists. 

A non-profit foundation took care of support for them, under the progressive idea of doing something to help all these “disadvantaged” people who didn’t fit in. Take the problem off their hands in a “humane” fashion. (Like their old sanitariums.) 

We had some people who wrote for grants from the bleeding hearts for funding. Meanwhile, our  under-radar businesses were making money hand over fist. Learned that from politician-computers.

We also had some people who studied marketing dispassionately and could write effective pitches. Marketing isn’t hard, since it’s all laid out in old texts. Humans haven’t really changed in 10,000 years - or so they say in their texts. The same emotional “buttons” could be pushed today that would make people buy or donate like they always had.

What was changing wasn’t in their books. But we were about to tell them that the change was coming from within. Or maybe we wouldn’t tell them at all. Letting sleeping dogs lay, etc.

​

VI

I REMEMBER OUR FIRST argument. 

Reggie was talking loudly on the phone when I got home and was in the middle of another blog post or a paper or something. And he had the big screen ‘casting news feeds from somewhere. Only thing missing was some talk show on the radio and maybe a laser light show overhead. It was that noisy. The room stank of bad-colored thought.

Reggie was over-saturating his senses to keep him focused on something. 

I came out of the kitchen with our sandwiches just as he threw his phone across the room. Away from me, down the hall toward his bedroom.

Then he cursed. 

And sat and did nothing.

His heart was racing, his breaths ragged. His hands were shaking. 

So I sat quietly on one end of our couch and waited for him to come over.

He didn’t.

He kept typing into his computer. 

I turned the big screen over to the Cal-Tech channel to watch the stars.

After awhile, he noticed. And got up, took the remote, and turned off the TV. 

Then threw the remote down the hallway toward his bedroom.

And went back to his computer and continued typing. 

I sat on my end of the couch and waited.

After awhile, a tear came down my face. And it was hard to breath without sobbing.

So I got up and left. And went to my bedroom. Threw myself down on my bed, grabbed a pillow and cried into it. 

I thought I wasn’t making enough sound for Reggie to hear.

Then I felt the bed move. He was sitting on one corner of it. Turned back toward the door. Like he could leave if he was interrupting something I was doing that was important.

Not touching me. 

But I could feel his warmth. Hear his heartbeat. Smell his thoughts.

When I rolled over, I saw he was looking out the doorway toward the hall. 

We stayed that way for awhile.

And I made my heartbeat match his. It took a while.

When it matched, he looked over at me with a sadness on his face.

“Sorry,” he said.

“Me, too,” I said.

And he laid down next to me, put his arm across my shoulders, across my chest, his head in my hair.

“You smell good,” he said.

“Just for you,” I answered.

And we laid that way for awhile. 

Eventually, I rolled over and pushed up against him, like a pair of spoons. 

And our thoughts smelled the same as we went to sleep like that.

​

VII

IF IT WASN’T FOR CAROL, none of this would have happened. 

She was my sea anchor in the storm. Kept me able to focus on what was needed as I plowed ahead over choppy seas and swells.

Because she was so different than me, but more of the same difference.

We were able to spin off our marketing into a for-profit company of its own (because apparently people don’t believe old books.) 

We found the trick is to have only Autists running things, and find some avid-empaths to act as intermediaries between them and the human freelancers. The people we hired to execute the campaigns we wanted to run. And then pushed these campaigns through social media by buying bot-time and pin-pointed Facebook and AMS ads both as tests and to convert the key buyers in key markets to our line of thinking. Selling what they wanted so they’d buy what they needed.

Discovering avid-empaths was the key. They were also autists, but their skills were from being too empathic. That was almost opposite of most people who were considered “afflicted” with autism. Like most conventional wisdom, 90% or more wrong. It came from considering the arbitrary idea that there was a natural balance to things. If Autists generally had problems communicating socially, then there were people who would be too social and so seem “scatter-brained.” 

Tracking down these people also found that they had trouble keeping jobs. But they could concentrate on the emotional values of anyone and get into instant rapport. So we hired as many as we could find. Perfect match. 

Carol wasn’t empathic, according to the “scientific” definitions. But she could feel. And she had a beautiful mind. One that smelled in colors. Perfect for me. And the reason I could keep going.

Our main campus became a think-tank like no other. Because we attracted the most brilliant, and even a few savants. We also took care of a lot of people no one else wanted to deal with. The ones who never talked, or sometimes got violent. 

The trick in most cases was to get them out of the upsetting environment into somewhere predictable and safe. Our mix of savants and empaths, plus the necessity to survive as a group of humans in an intolerant world kept us going. Made us whole.

Everyone helped out they way they could best. The entire campus became a sort of massively parallel living computer.

All we wanted was to understand others and be understood. 

We succeeded in that, and so almost magnetically attracted more talent from all over the globe.

Eventually, we duplicated the campus exactly in several different places across the U.S. and Canada. And a few countries like Switzerland that had a tradition of protecting individual rights. 

In those countries, you’d see economic revivals a few years after one of our campuses was built and operational. 

We never took any claim for this. We just said we were problem solvers. We “thought so far out of the box that the box doesn’t exist - just the most optimal solution.”

And each campus was left alone, once it got profitable enough to pay its own way and repay its set up costs. And those funds would be earmarked to build another, and so on.

Because the model was a working system. Based on the 5-10% of the most workable truths out there. These were derived from a huge cross-study of our oldest human philosophies. Like that old saying, we studied history in order to not have to repeat it.

The other advantage of keeping the design exactly the same was to enable us to have physical meetings and conferences. Because few of us liked random change. If we could come into a space that was just like the one we had left, we could more quickly settle in and get back to work. As it was, sometimes it took people months to get ready for such a change like traveling.

Our autists who lived in rural areas would remodel their houses following the our designs, like a room or wing of one of our campus buildings for the same reason. So someone who was over-stressed could retire to one of their rural homes as a guest to wind down. 

The trick was to stay out of cities, but on their outskirts. Close enough to be available for consultation, but not close enough to be infected. Or regulated.

Carol brought up the next phase to me, and it took me a long time to get ready for it.

VIII

“WE’RE EXPECTING,” I told Reggie said one night over sandwiches.

“Expecting what?” he asked.

“Our baby,” I answered.

He was quiet after that for awhile. 

And then he saw my worry look. So he hugged me close, closed his eyes and breathed into my hair.

“You bless me,” he finally said.

I looked up at him with teary eyes.

“Are you upset?” he asked.

“No, these are happy thoughts leaking out,” I replied.

He just cuddled me close to me and I could feel his thoughts as they smelled of satisfaction. Even if he thought he couldn’t leak happy thoughts on his own. At least I could.

​

IX

OF COURSE, OUR NEW family meant a lot of changes, a lot of things. Mostly, an idea that had been on my back burners for awhile. 

We’d long taken in families so they could learn to deal with autist children. And sometimes, the child would stay on as staff, and the family would visit from time to time. We usually bought a large lot of land when we built, to keep the campus isolated and secure. So building small visitor cottage-sets wasn’t a big deal. And all this helped with PR as our empaths told us.

So having babies and raising children of our own became a project that gained a lot of interest in our campuses. There was no shortage of volunteers to become nannies and teachers, especially among those who themselves were pregnant. 

Carol finished off or turned over most of her math and programming projects so she could help other women in her condition and also learn the skills of raising an autist child. 

- - - -
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HER NAME WAS BRIDGET. And she was beautiful. Her toothless grin was lop-sided and heart-melting. And that’s the first time I leaked happy thoughts, the first time I saw her smile.

On the other side of this, we worked on long studies into heredity and genomic data sets. Of course, we had to throw most of it out and work with what actually produced results. 

And realized we were creating and responsible for moving the human condition forward, evolving it. Homo transire in the making.

While we Autists all agreed on traditional marriage, we also knew that our best survival route was being able to have the widest possible combinations and mixes of genomes. And that fit in socially with the urban-decayed idea of “sleeping around” and “open relationships.”

All it meant to us is that we had very large families. And that we needed to keep track of daddies and mommies so their babies could grow up to know their best choices of bed-mates.

​

X

SO REGGIE AND I HAVE a dozen now. 

And they are all individuals and unique and beautiful. 

Their thoughts all smell different colors. A rainbow in their classrooms. If you look for it.

Reggie encouraged me to write more, so now I can even do long paragraphs. 

But I like the short ones best. 

Like the punchline of solving an equation.

- - - -
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BRIGITTE IS NOW EXPECTING her first. 

She turned out to be a high-functioning empath. Something Reggie or I never expected from our talents. 

Brigitte also runs her own campus, and we come to visit once a year or sooner. Although I’m going to stay with her before she delivers. She always likes my hugs.

​

XI

I PICKED UP THESE PAPERS just recently to add some last notes.

The grand experiment that Carol and I started a few decades ago has worked wonderfully. 

The cities imploded with crime and taxes, as we predicted. Our solution proved itself when they came asking for our help. Not that they listened much. But if they wanted our loans, there were conditions. 

We run training programs through what they used to call “community colleges.” Those graduates are the executives we then angel-finance to start businesses and provide jobs for their city people. 

Our organization also bought out several hospital chains after they bankrupted. And we provide essential clinic services, as well as doing first aid training and drug-withdrawal services. 

No, we never say that homo sap humans are stupid. They do take longer to train sometimes. And there are huge gaps in what they should already know from their traditions. Their schooling systems failed long ago. And since we are “religious-based” we don’t get a lot of flack from local governments. Especially as we are cleaning up the messes they created. 

In addition to all that, we work to get them to turn their empty city lots into mini-farms, so they aren’t so dependent on corporations to get their food to them. And help them have off-grid backups when their water and power (frequently) fail.

Corporations already know that we can improve their bottom line if they follow our unorthodox advice. They may not understand how we figure things out, but they know our solutions make more money for them. Otherwise, we go to their nearest competitor and help them out instead. 

Most of the big corporations don’t exist anymore. Mostly because they wouldn’t listen. If they are still around, they had Autists running them all along, even if those execs and board members won’t call themselves that. 

I figure that Homo Sap still has a few hundred years left before they cease to exist. But they’ll live in comfort for the rest of their time. We’ll make sure of that.

Because when you work in understanding, then you work with compassion. 

Meaning: we just saved their asses in spite of themselves. For as long as they live.

BOOK UNIVERSE NOTES

AS THESE BOOK SERIES have grown, so has the complexity of interactive characters who appear in later books. This section after each story in this anthology to let you know their earlier books for better understanding and enjoyment.

This was originally a stand-alone book and has become more of a reference point for following books. 

Chapter I

The idea here is that autism, instead of being a disability, is actually a new stage of evolution for humanity. Especially when you consider the savants.

There are a lot of obscure references in this, most of which I won’t touch. 

The Purge itself would be an interesting concept to take up. Seems to be some sort of genetic discrimination movement, a last ditch effort of the Homo Sapiens to preserve their race. 

Neanderthals and H. Sapiens - those were real human races (not just this stuff about skin color or eye-slant bandied about in the last few centuries.)

The vehicle here is writing this as a Romance between two of these evolved beings. That allows this to make a larger statement than some stereo-typical, patronizing movies.

Chapter II

Go ahead look up “quintic equations solving with an actual radical”. It does exist. And how she explains the glandular reactions to kissing.

Then she follows up by having a mini 4x4 Rubic’s cube that she practices solving for speed.

Then drops the point that she thinks in color.

Chapter III

There’s a fun one - light isn’t actually a consistent speed. One of the few TED talks that are actually banned.

Another dig at social media (only causes depression) - while love helps you understand how the universe works.

Chapter IV

She thinks in smells, too.

And considers the idea of couch-potato logic. With some differentiation between having sex and making love.

Chapter V

Here’s the soapbox. Doesn’t mean you can’t look all of these points out and decide for yourself. 

The solution is to have a non-profit foundation take care of all these people that Homo Saps can’t handle.

And that solution is profitable - by assigning people according to their strengths to work on the problems.

Chapter VI

Telepathy has a mental smell to it.

Chapter VII

“Avid empaths” as a concept. Probably exist, but you’d have to look for them.

And the idea that there could be a human form of “massively paralleled” super computer.

Plus the idea (Nap Hill covered this in the sequel to his “Think and Grow Rich”) that thoughts are viral - and if Homo Saps are collecting in cities, then it’s logical to stay on their outskirts to “avoid infection.”

Chapter VIII

Tears can be “happy thoughts.”

Chapter IX

Taking charge of your own evolution as a species by simply mapping genomes and combinations.

Chapter X

Thoughts are visible as colors in a classroom of children.

Chapter XI

The explanation of how modern culture collapsed and was saved - in spite of itself.
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Idylls of a Lazurai
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BY S. H. MARPEL & J. R. Kruze

​

“THE FATE OF THE WORLD is in your hands.”

What a bunch of hogwash.

It wasn’t just one world – it was all of them. And my one pair of hands wasn’t going to cut it. 

So I brought along a couple of buddies of mine. 

Both as arrogant as me, just as self-centered, and we also thought we knew everything. 

Of course, that’s when they handed us our sheepskins and the reins to the multi-verse. 

Helluva learning curve.

Good thing we didn’t take them seriously.

Because only our meta-math minds saved us.

And you, too.

Oh – you thought you were just along for the ride? 

Think again...

​

I

“YOU KEEP BRINGING THAT book of Mucha illustrations over here. The girls up front will start whispering about your fetishes if you don’t leave it back with the Art books instead of here in Math and Science.”

I frowned at Abe. “Like I could care less what some part-time work-study librarian aides think or gossip.”

“You should, Joe. Instead of caressing the paper pages of a long-dead artist, you could be caressing the very live, warm, and soft arms of some young woman who wants your own strong arms around them. Long dead artists and two-dimensional engravings never match the real thing.”

“If she would only agree.” I pointed to the image of a goddess opened in the spread of a large format coffee table edition. “This is the image of the one who’s been haunting my dreams.” 

Peter rolled his eyes. “Here we go again – where you talk about the mysterious locations in the ‘deep library’ where you keep seeing vision of goddesses who lure you deeper – until you wind up lost – and only days later manage to find your ways back”.

I forced myself to quit tracing the tight lines of artwork with my finger and look up at my two friends. Abe, Joe, and me were long past best buddies. 

We’d somehow wound up in the same home class for gifted kids back in high school – the one with the frustrated, but well-meaning teacher who repeated endlessly-torpedoed psychology theories about how Maslow’s hierarchy of wants fit into Stanford-Benet quantifications.

Once we found where hard math met metaphysics, then we were the one doing the torpedoing. Since we cherished the spare time to get all our homework done before the day was over, we sat back in a back corner to quietly discuss things that were more important to us. Far more important than who got who and how far in some back seat, or whether the high-point achiever in whatever seasonally-current sports activity would break some local school record. 

Every once in awhile, that teacher would come over to check our notes to see that we weren’t simply cribbing off each other. So we’d hand over our latest bound, graph-ruled composition notebooks and watch her eyes glaze over in a few minutes. They were similar to Escher prints, only with the formulas and polyhedronal models taking whatever was the easiest route in the available space to express themselves. And quotes would make their way into the leftover spots in between – with no particular relevance to surrounding figures and calculations, except according to us. 

She’d start muttering about the discipline of cogent expression and how proving our work was important to attaining any math position at higher academic positions. And about then our eye-rolling could get particularly offensive at times. When she started to seem like she was getting offended at being talked down to by teen-agers half her age, one of us would pull out a carefully structured math treatise that stayed within the ruled pages of a composition notebook. One where we were working out a math proof for something that was impossible to state in limited 2-dimensional terms. And she’d start smiling again – until she would try to follow that math, where sometimes she’d ask if it was possible to borrow the notebook to compare it with other tenured staff. 

And so we had a lot of notebooks being passed around that were dated where we left off. Those floated around between the great-high muck-a-mucks, who probably used them to get grants or something.  Some of those notebooks were with physics professors, others with the the math-heads (as we called them) and still others were in some other theoretical branch of academic science somewhere. 

The only potential trouble was if they ever got those various notebooks together. Then they might be able to check the dates and find out that these were where the various “proofs” started intersecting with each other. About that time, they’d see that we were probably onto something of a theoretical breakthrough in time-space mechanics. But in the several years we were at our various schoolings, no one ever had. Once we did get two notebooks returned to us at the same time. But since one was in my handwriting and both Joe and Abe had been working in the other, it was unlikely that anyone had tied those together. 

Because our “math” was way out in left field. Where no one ever homered out there. Maybe some high pop flies. Not like any of us were much good at sports – we did OK at the required phys ed classes. Especially at rip-flag football where it was speed and agility over pure brawn. And there wasn’t much brawn I all those skinny squads of geeks.

For any of us, it wasn’t that we weren’t able to physically compete with the jocks. It’s just that we had next to no reason to try. Sports rules were simple. And it was a matter of stamina and basic coordination. But the mind had no challenge, so what they called ADHD was not some lack of concentration, more than the pure inspiration from watching barn swallows fly among the playing field lights  and contrasting those seeming chaotic flight patterns with the tight spiral of a football pass, which then logically led to faster-than-light drive with tesseract-modeled 4D navigation. All this happening in some bliss of inspired thought – as meanwhile people started cheering after some short pass to a tight end who eluded three pursuers only to be clobbered by a fourth. A gain of four to ten yards and making a new first down so they could start all over. And where is the elegance in that?
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