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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 is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...

      

    


- - - -
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"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...
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"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?

Meanwhile, any verbal comparison of their choice of plays to Sun Tzu's Art of War just made everyone else on the team irritated. And next, you'd have odd materials find their way into your helmet – so you would need to then clean out before you could put that fouled bucket on your head again.
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