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	Young Zoloft looked wonderingly into the night sky. "Daddy," he inquired of the man who stood beside him. "What are all the pretty lights for?"


	The man chuckled and looked indulgently at the boy. "Well, son, when I was your age, your grandmother told me this. . ."





		Smitten with his one true love;


		No other could compare.


		Her lovely face he could not have,


		Her substance, less than air!


		In vain pursuit, his life was spent


		In learning what he'd be.


		Look up to see how he lives on;


		His name, his destiny.





	


	Must remember to pick up suit from the cleaner tonight. Perhaps mother will assail me less if I look more presentable than usual. Can't bear the though of yet another awkard dinner, listening to the vapid giggle of one of a string of women she has auditioned for the role of daughter-in-law. What the root of her fixation with grandchildren is will elude me longer than a unified theory! "Leoht," she will pry, afterwards. "What could be so wrong with her? She is lovely, wide hips, good family. She will bear many strong children for you--" I will have to restrain myself from shouting at her. It's as though she had my entire life planned out for me some days!


	Thank goodness for my work, it keeps me sane. There is nothing so beautiful to me as an elegant equation, save perhaps the graceful galaxies that obey its predictions. All reality should be as wonderfully subversive to the laws of mathematics as these lovely celestial bodies. Perhaps if I sent mother out into orbit I could understand her better . . .


	Thankfully, I have a new problem that will keep me occupied all day and give me something to distract myself with through dinner. It is fascinating, really. Our satellites just detected a new radiant body, with a signature of many X-ray and gamma ray photons. It is remarkably close, just a light week beyond the Oort cloud in the direction of Orion. What is remarkable though, is that our satellites have also detected abnormally high levels of radiation with the same signature leaving the earth, with the exact same orientation as this new body! I shall be occupied for weeks, perhaps. There is no excitement like the type of facing a new problem, save perhaps actually discovering the reason for the anomaly.


	Dinner was dreadful, as I feared it would be. The bimbo kept asking about my work. I obligingly explained the most basic of my tasks to her, only to be interrupted by her constant question of, "What's that?" whenever I mentioned the most elementary concept. Were I to simplify even further, she would giggle, "That's neat!", the typical response of the ignorant. Afterwards, mother had the nerve to remark, "Well, what's wrong with her? She was beautiful and smart!" I held my temper well, I think.


	Still no ideas as to the source of the new radiant body. Perhaps it is some macroscopic manifestation of a quantum black hole displaying Hawking radiation, but what would be the cause? Too large and improbable to have arisen from virtual particles, I assume. I need rest.





	Had the strangest dream last night! I was sitting in some sort of theatre, where a ballet was being performed. All the dancers were dressed in either black or white, and they were moving in such a way that the motion of a black one would be symmetrically echoed by a white counterpart, and vice versa. It was quite enchanting in this aspect, somewhat like a k-connected graph. As this was going on, the strange lights began to shift their focus from the stage, and their beams formed a curtain of light that began to receed past the wings. I noticed this phenomenon occuring behind me as well, and found my vision could not penetrate what was now a blinding wall of light. The curtain facing me continued to receed in this manner, until I saw a face emerge from it. It was a woman, looking straight at me with a puzzled expression. I think these little dinner parties of mother's are starting to wear me thin.


	I had a curious thought today: What would life be like in a universe where entropy tended to decrease, if such a thing were even possible? When one considers the function of an organism, it is quickly realized that such a being requires globally increasing entropy in order to exist. Would this reverse-creature, as it were, work to decrease order locally? I should probably leave such concerns to the biologists. Still no clue as to the cause of the radiant body, though it appears to be growing larger. It is such a small disturbance for the amount of energy it is producing, only one-billionth of a solar mass. Such a wonderful mystery! I am certain that I shall solve it, though. I almost feel as though I am destined to realize the cause.


	Mother is planning yet another little soiree, with the neighbour's daughter of all beings! This is rapidly achieving the critical mass of absurdity! I wish that I could simply refuse, but she is so terribly insistent. It seems as though she will never be happy until I am married or dead, and I'm not sure which will come sooner at this rate!


	It is not as though I am directly opposed to marriage, it is just that I want it to be for the correct reason. For my part, I have no intention of reproducing, but shall let my name live on in my work. Any woman I would choose to marry would probably have to enthrall me nearly as much as my work does, just to prevent her presence from becoming a nuisance. I have not met such a woman yet, and those silly trollops mother parades before me all the time are the furthest thing from it. Perhaps such a woman exists only in my dreams.





	I had another strange dream last night. I was a king from a fairytale realm, seeking a suitable bride. Though mother managed to find a multitude of candidates, none of them were at all to my liking. That part is not so strange or dreamlike. In desperation, I proposed that a set of riddles be spread throughout the land. These were of such a nature that she who could answer them would be a worthy bride, and that she would become, without question. The riddles were deceptive in their simplicity: What is the brightest thing? What is the dearest thing? What is the swiftest thing? As was unavoidable, hundreds of silly girls came before me with ridiculous answers, spoken with the self-assurance of the idiot. "The sun, gold, and Pa's nag" was a remarkably common trio of answers. Just as I found myself wearying of the whole ordeal and preparing to take a vow of celibacy, a remarkably beautiful woman presented herself. She answered my riddles flawlessly, "The brightest thing is the union of a particle with its opposite, the dearest thing is a motive in the lap of comfort, the swiftest thing is thought . . ." "But the swiftest thing is light--" I heard myself utter, though I somehow knew she was right. I looked at her closely, relieved to have found a queen at last, only to find that I recognized her. She was the same woman whose face I had seen last night, staring at me so questioningly. Before I could question her further or even embrace her, I was cruelly wrenched out of dreaming by my alarm.


	I found myself wondering about the measurement problem today. Beyond consideration of just a simple particle, what is it that determines my state of being? What has declared that I shall take this form, indeed, who is observing me? For some strange reason, I doubt that merely the sight of my corporeal body that my colleagues see truly counts as being 'observed'. Still no headway regarding the little anomaly, which could have been there all along, just waiting for someone to notice it.





	Last night's dream was the strangest yet. I was in one of those infernal disco halls, bad music, gratitous sexual displays, all the typical garbage. I quickly noticed, however, that the patrons were not drunken humans, but rather characters straight out of the Standard Model. The quarks, most typically, had the habit of going to the bathroom in twos or threes. The electrons were dancing as though no one was watching, and so appeared to be superposed all about the dance floor. Occasionally a group of quarks would go home with an electron for some unspeakable purpose, wantonly bringing more atoms into the world. There were force carriers there too, shoving around anyone they fancied. There were the small but colourful gluons, who were decepitvely strong for their size. I learned this in a most unpleasant manner when I playfully tried to persuade a quark away from her friends to dance with me. I shall not repeat the error. 


	There were photons, of course, and they made up the bulk of the bad taste in the joint. I have seen flashy dressers, but their collective garb was just pushing the boundary of esthetical law-breaking. I then noticed a curious gathering of them near the center of the floor, so thick that I could not see to the other side. I asked a nearby electron if he knew the reason for the gathering. He winked conspiratorily and said he had heard there were a lot of positrons on the far side. Puzzled, I made my way towards the center of the floor, where I saw another electron dancing madly. From the midst of the rowdy photons I saw a tiny, remarkably swift particle emerge, which struck the electron squarely (wherever it was). Its wave function immedately collapsed. Once it had gotten over the shock of this, its eyes lit on something I couldn't see, and it rushed with great momentum, straight at the wall of dancing photons. A moment later, a gamma photon in a hideous polyester shirt rushed past me, nearly knocking me over. 


	I found myself wondering what was so remarkable about the tiny particle I had seen that it could prompt the electron to annihilate itself in such a manner. I resolved to examine one closely. No easy task, as they moved even more rapidly than the boisterous photons around me. Finally I managed to catch one. I found that it was pink, bearing a large a floral motif and a rather large grin. "What in the world are you?" I inquired of it, unable to conceal my astonishment. "I believe you meant WHO am I," it snapped in a squeaky voice. "I can't tell you, for I know little myself. All I do know is, I hear 'I think' often after I'm born. I wonder what that means, 'I think'. Now if you don't mind," it snapped out of its musings abruptly, "I've got somewhere to be." and looked at me expectantly.


	"Oh, right, terribly sorry--" I muttered unthinkingly and released the little thing, probably to send some other electron to its doom. I spent a moment wondering at how obedient I was to the command of the tiny thing before awaking.


	The anomaly is growing ever larger, as are the levels of radiation leaving the earth that would seem to be heading directly for it. I am less bothered by my lack of understanding in the matter than I normally would be. I am somehow secure that in time, I shall become as engrossed in this question as in any of the others I have conquered. Indeed, the most satisfying aspect of this field of work is how one becomes nearly consumed by the problem. Diverted for the day, I have been toying with the idea of a new force carrier particle that may offer a viable solution to the measurement problem. In its interactions with other particles, it has a colour force associated with it, though not the red, blue, and green of the strong force. It necessarily travells faster than light, and this is worrisome. Then again, one must consider that for centuries, only three spatial dimensions were believed to exist.


	It would seem to be a day filled with diversions. At one point I caught myself musing over the woman I have seen in my dreams. I imagined conversing freely with her, asked her in jest what strange world she could be from and what interest she could have in me. Asking such questions of a dream creation--either I have been working too hard or having too many dinners with mother! At first, I wasn't even shocked to find myself supplying answers from her mouth. She was curious about the mere possibility of my existance, she told me, being a creature from a universe where entropy tended to decrease. Though somewhat dim regarding the overall implications of my imaginary conversation, I did immediately realize what that would mean. If 'she' viewed my world as decreasing in entropy, then in a time-symmetrical universe, she would appear exactly the same to me - - a being in a universe apparently comprised of ordinary matter, but collectively moving in the reverse direction through time. I was pleased to find that I could at least spare a laugh over my sorry predicament - - a lonely man in love with ideas, my only worthy mate not merely a woman of dreams, but antimatter! Could I ever somehow consummate this relationship, it would certainly give redoubled meaning to the colloquial expression 'banging'. How splendid it must be to belong to the masses that seem to mate freely and with little thought. That reminds me, I am expected at dinner tonight.


	Dinner was surreal, there is no other way to describe it. The neighbour's daughter was a criminally young and precocious girl, no more than 18 . . . thankfully I shall never be as desperate as mother is apparently becoming. The conversation was atypically provokative. I found myself caught off guard. "Mrs. Araw tells me you are a theoretical physicist. Do you ever consider yourself as an object of study, the way that your person irresistably succumbs to the forces you study?" the girl assailed me. I had to admit that I rarely did, though such a thing would seem to be an obvious consideration for a member of my profession. She pressed further, with the exuberance and assurance of the young, "Then to what end is this endless pursuit of knowledge you engage in, if not to better understand yourself and that which motivates you?" I could only counter, somewhat lamely I felt, "Perhaps it is for the aim of avoiding the entire question of myself, to preserve the illusion of my own free will..." I regretted this admission  the moment I saw a satisfied grin spread across her creaseless face.


	I suprised myself again after dinner. Enduring mother's typical interrogation was as great a feat as ever. "Leoht, you didn't like her either, I don't know what else to do--" I knew that attempting to console her with the futility of the entire 'mating Leoht' project would be fruitless. I'm not even sure why I said, "That's alright, I've been seeing a very nice woman recently--" Needless to say, after the fainting spell passed, she was full of questions. What does she do? "She works in...antimatter." I hastily supplied. Is she nice? When can I meet her? "She's from out-of-town, I don't think she'll be through soon," I admitted truthfully. I agreed that I would inform her the next time my 'ladyfriend' was in town, and wondered what price I would pay for this temporary relief.





	Last night's dream was, at the sake of being repetitive, strange. I found myself wandering through a seeming void, curiously without direction and in all directions at once. From out of nowhere, a stream of tiny pink particles flowed directly towards one of my forms, which straightaway became the only form. For some reason it didn't suprise me to see a similar stream of particles leaving me in all directions. I found my new singular form irresistably following the incoming stream with my mind left only the task of wondering what the source could be, though I already knew it. As the flow (and I assume, my proximity to the source) increased, I began to detect another presence. It was, of course, 'her'. "What is happening?" I silently enquired. The answer I felt vaugely resembled, "We are each experiencing an increase in momentum due to attractive forces, or, you could say we are becoming realized..."


	"Whatever do you mean?" escaped from my mind, against my intention.


	"Newton's Second Law is one of your names for it, I believe. Have you not seen what you shall become? What we shall become? We shall be conserved, but unrecognizeable---"


	In the dream, I understood perfectly, and found myself adding, "Indeed, what better expression of love can there be but to effectively become the object of pursuit, as the mystic who attains enlightenment. We shall define the ecstatic experience..." 


	I sensed the reply almost inherently, "Yes, we are both pursuing the elusive maid you call Science, and shall be united in our common love..." I felt myself agree just as I awoke.


	Found myself unable to accomplish any meaningful work today. It took considerable restraint on my part not to talk to anyone of my nighttime consort. How fitting it would be to have proof that mother's mating scheme had actually driven me to insanity! Unfortunately, it would not be my most brilliant career move. All I can think of is how very much like me this strange woman is, and how strangely compelling she is for it. I think I should schedule a vacation, perhaps it will clear my head somewhat.





	I have opted for a nice two-week lunar vacation, luxury accomodations. Perhaps seeing nothing but the stars for the next fortnight will give me renewed focus. Despite my best efforts, I cannot clear her image from my head, I remain fascinated by the possiblity of her existence. I have a wonderful view of the Milky Way, and the anomaly that I should have concieved of an explanation for. Considering most of its energy is in the X-ray and gamma wavelengths, it must be very bright indeed. Just the visible light it produces makes it nearly as luminous as the moon.


	Though I am fully aware of how ridiculous a hope it is, my only wish now is to touch this woman who has spoken so eloquently to my soul. I am certain that she is real, though my intellect refutes it. I do not care.


	Had another dream last night. I cannot really call it strange, since that is now what is typical of my dreams. So in this most typical of dreams, I managed to secure a laser pistol from a negligent security officer on the ship, to be put to some diabolical use at a later time. I wonder what it was meant to symbolize?


	


	Second day on board, and I am resorting to the surfing the Wash for entertainment and distraction. Against my better judgement, I search for all the information I can find on antimatter. How strange it is that the only way to distract myself from a subject is to study its essence in such detail that the overall picture becomes abstracted. I quickly noticed something that was so painfully obvious I was actually stung--the photons emitted by electron-positron and proton-antiproton annihilation were gamma and X-rays, respectively--nothing new to me, but the realization hit me like a wrecking ball. I heard the voice from my dream echo, "Have you not seen what you shall become? What we shall become? We shall be conserved, but unrecognizeable---". Peering out the viewglass towards the anomaly, I felt the strangest sensation of relief.


	My actions from that point on were fairly autonomic, carried out with a grace that can only come from lack of conscious thought. The few snatches I was aware of, like the feeling of the newly-acquired laser pistol in my hand, the panic in the eyes of the crew, the unbearable anticipation I felt as I watched all passengers and crew flitting away in the life pods--all were characterized by an overwhelming sense of joy. It was a feeling something like the exhiliration of finding an answer to a complex problem after months of hard work, but multiplied by a factor of a hundred. I knew in those last moments what I was meant to be, that I would be remembered forever for my work...I am coming, my love.








	"So THAT'S Leoht?" Zoloft asked in astonishment, his little eyes wide with wonder.


	"That's right, all of his standing mass energy was conserved, converted to the radiant energy that you see now." His father explained. "Now if you look at that constellation over there, right next to it. See the three stars? That's the belt of Orion. Long ago, people used to say that he was placed among the stars by the goddess who loved him when he was accidentally killed. This is what really happened..."





  












































