I.

Lonely as he was, Harvey didn't begrudge fictitious entities lives more luxury than his current existence. Day in and day out, meanings waxed and waned, leaving they're divine soap-scum in a gigantic lavender ring around the bathtub. At times he nearly understood. These times, however, were always short-lived and the blue gray melancholy of subjunctive worlds would again wash down like the chilling rain. 

After all, how optimistic can one be, when one is all there is? There was nobody else in Harvey's world, and if there were, they certainly weren't real, merely plastic, ethereal entities of his own creation. "Blah," thought Harvey. One and one are one. Suppose there was a school that taught people arithmetic. Suppose also that the addition they taught was mere mythology and the students relented by incessant counting failed to realize the question was the only incorrect solution. It didn't matter to Harvey anyway. He returned to counting the raindrops as they pit-patted on the tin roof and the waterlogged earth about his flat. 

"Will this rain never cease?" asked Harvey. 

In polite response, Harvey lifted his ass a tiny bit and slid from the far right cushion to the far left. 

"It's tough to say, I'd give it some more time," Harvey replied 

Again, he slid to the right cushion of his torn and faded green couch. There was a slight crunching sound as he moved from under its cushion. Slightly exasperated, Harvey scolded himself. 

"What the hell would make you suppose that this monotone symphony will ever stop? I've lived here for more years than I care to remember and not once has anybody paid a visit, nor even walked by for that matter. And not once have I seen a crack in those eternal clouds!" 

One final time Harvey relocated, just to calm himself. 

"Please, Please. I'm every bit as frustrated as I am so don't work myself up... I'm finished with this conversation." 

And that was that, no more talk of rain or others was heard aloud. But if one chose to rest his ear against the creaky wooden floorboards he might have heard the dull thud of anxious memories still treading over the same questions. 

It always rains in the Lexus module. Not one day has passed since the beginning of time that it has not. Harvey doubted that it would ever stop. 

Life here was not wholly unpleasant though. The floor gave a hollow moan that always lead him to guess what mysteries lay below those worn parallels - if one could call the boards parallel. Everything seems crooked, bulging, twisted or otherwise deformed here, one learns to ignore such perceptions. Even now, Harvey paced anxiously along the hollow, skewed floor waiting to see some delusion emerge to keep him preoccupied. As usual, nobody showed up and he was left to his mental ranting that always deepened the erosions in the floorboards. 

At the far end of his living room, his favorite painting was hung with care above the fireplace. He had no clear idea what it depicted but loved the colorful images just the same - most of the time. He lost himself in it for a moment, contemplating the headless figures - very much like his own - lying inert and bloody all over the dry, sunlit grass. The only intact figure among them sat to the right with tears in his eyes, mourning for the others no doubt. There was something odd about his head though. It sat, huge and white, heavily on his neck, totally disproportionate to his body, and a perfect sphere. A line of stitches curved its way around his head, neatly holding together two segments of leather, until it met itself again, forming an eternal seam. Harvey wished he could talk to the boy, if only for a minute. Maybe the stitches held back some severe wound, ah but what a curious way to mend such a cut. And why wasn't it bleeding? He turned quickly, and headed back toward the opposite end of the room, suddenly dissatisfied with its lack of realism. 

The living room was rather plain and uninteresting. It consisted of a boring rectangular area that housed a green couch, a soft chair (of equally poor condition), and a vacuum healer all surrounded by faded floral wallpaper that was also torn in several locations. 

"Oh what am I doing here?" he sighed aloud as he slumped to the floor. 

"Why! Why! Why! And where did I come from? Where am I going, and why is my head pounding?" 

Yes, Harvey was waning now. The feeling of detachment and confusion was driving him down closer and closer to the ground and further and further away from this psychotic reality. For a moment, he almost fought against the unnamable lust and sang an absurd song as he sank deeper beneath the frothy waves.

When all of the bubbles colliding
Crash into the lavender sea
Then bath the now stiffening castle
Only there will you find me.
Cast into the sunset of summers and trees
And of dry and multicolored leaves,
And the fairies and frogs all know whom
The god of fish is nothing new.
Don't worry don't worry
'Bout that aging tale, I forgot it anyway.
I'm going down so call the worms
To aid in my decay.

Harvey wept. 

The tears came in violent draughts that tried to mimic the rain outdoors. He cried not only because of his sadness but also from shame. These tears, he knew, were not a product of 'sadness', the ball-headed boy's eyes had taught him that at least. No, not sadness, there is no real sadness merely self-pity. The sorrow twisted itself into a stringy singularity of a damp blue hue throbbing with the shame of self-pity, never decreasing, only ever increasing, increasing, and increasing... 

"Eternity, Recycle this mirth!" Harvey pleaded. 

Using all the energy in his thin body, he managed to hoist himself as far as his arms and knees and arch his head backward. Looking upward from this infantile position he choked the tears from his throat to offer his cry again. 

"Help me... please." 

Perhaps the sobs shrouded an answer; Harvey didn't think so. After all, he was alone. Forsaken by nobody, he lowered his head and rested it on his forearm. Harvey turned and began to crawl. 

The room was now bulging and seemed so much larger than it had only moments earlier. Harvey crawled desperately for the couch longing every moment to be out to this accused black hole. A river of salt and water beaded and rolled downward toward the pits at either side of the bulging floor. It gathered where the floor met the wall. The house screamed. The floor moaned as it stretched with Harvey's torrents of virtual pain and anguish. The whole of the Lexus module writhed almost like it would re-collapse in on itself. 

Harvey reached out, he failed and found nothing. He nearly toppled sideways as he wiped the flood from his eyes. He reached again, only this time his hand slid skillfully under the left cushion and came to rest on the divine metallic object of his desire. 

The cure emerged from under the cushion, a blade, with a sharp cutting edge. Harvey fell flat, rolled onto his back and raised his left arm towards the ceiling. He took the blade tightly by his right hand- the stronger - and pierced the vacuum wrapped plastic at the biceps, dragging and curving its canyon around the small nozzles almost to his wrist. The wound was very deep indeed. Two smaller - but not shallower - wounds were created, intersecting the larger. The gush of blood replaced the tears as his arms fell to the floor. A god's blade pierced the singularity of sorrow and reality spilled from its spherical confines and continued to diffuse until once again, the floor was flat and the walls strait. 

 II.

What folly bears fruit so hysterical as the laughing and languorous tones of a stormy night? What contradictions die as the adversary is left with rope burnt hands and a mouthful of mud? Water tells these tales with every finite-state blip that explodes on every tin roof - perhaps even the imaginary ones. Had Harvey any model of selflessness, it wouldn't have mattered. The solitary and observant seem particularly to blame for the breakdown of selfless delusions. And what a shame that would be. Why would the knightly, noble, and peace-loving burghers of civilization so anchored to these delusions want to wake up and look deep into a magical mirror or pool and discover that all their deeds are self-serving? Why wouldn't the autonomous automata wish to believe he was something more? Harvey was never tempted to ask such questions. After all, there was nobody else. 

Harvey had escaped the singularity again, by himself, with no help. He was pleased in an underhanded sort of way. Perhaps he had achieved complete autonomy. Albeit a fallacy, it was a thought that always brought a smile to his face, along with a funny urge halfway between head and feet. The three caverns on his slave arm had birthed rivers, rivers that ran down the plastic covering and dripped happily in a steady beat from his fingertips to the floor. Harvey was far from ignorant of his phallus. He had books; books with no title, no authors, no origin, but books nonetheless. He was actually in the midst of writing his own book. Yes, Harvey was far from ignorant; he was, however, far from knowledgeable. But he was unaware of his own mediocrity and was quite happy to know everything, however manic his conclusions were. 

Harvey reached down and touched himself between his legs and realized two things at once. Firstly the flesh of his groin was swelling, and secondly he was daydreaming of a three-breasted beauty he had once read about in a short story entitled "The Breakfast Fork." if he remembered correctly, the ending was quite unnerving; the character, Orlo, jammed a fork through his skull. Harvey pushed the second half of the story from his mind and let Orlo's fantasy lead him down the hall and into the small bathroom at its end. 

Harvey's clothing was already off before he stepped over the threshold and into the bathtub. His penis, purple and sore, stood at attention as it poked through his vacuum-sealed leggings. Pulling the faucet and setting it three-fourths full he laid back and threw his left leg over the edge of the bath. In an instant she was upon him, tendrils caressing him inside and out. For several moments Harvey did nothing but watch the blood from his arm like a lavender fountain, submersed in the bath water. Then, slowly shaking with pleasure he covered himself - face, chest, hair, legs, and penis - with the crimson tide; then he covered his delusion, taking great care with the trio of soft, pink nipples and the subtle curves of her hips and ass. The water was now the hue of love, as warm and wet as the fleshy, phallus-less cleft between her legs. Harvey slid two fingers into the hole under his cock, they may as well been a single probing tentacle for several were already protruding from her mouth and seeking to mingle with the acids of his stomach. Their mouths collided and a life giving fluid dripped down her chin and into his mouth as she sunk further inside. Oh such a mime to be sticking together at the stomach, her nipples leaving his blood in perfect circles on his chest; he slid easily in. Two entities juxtaposed themselves in a seemingly lifeless universe; they slowly merged to form one. Rising and falling with the pulsing waves of the ocean, now faster, now slower consumed by its vast mirth. They existed. Hours may have passed in bliss - heart racing when, in a spurt, his delusion was extinguished. Harvey was left, alone; a smiling thing sprawled in a bathtub with a lavender ring. 

It was only a few minutes before his smile dissipated. He was still bleeding profusely. After all, wounds don't heal by themselves. As he stood, it was obvious he'd lost too much blood; he nearly collapsed! 

"Uh', Harvey moaned to himself. 

Staggering back to the vacuum healer was easier than he expected, but he was overjoyed that he had waited no longer. Harvey walked over and leaned on the rather menacing steal machine at the end of the couch. A moment of awe and respect was given to the engineer of this essential apparatus. Harvey suddenly hoped he would get to meet him. He bit his tongue. 

"Or her, or it, or whatever. Awe forget it!" Harvey commanded himself. 

"Gonna have to make this quick." 

The machine had a rather simple shape and appearance and a rather simple function for that matter. At chest level, a row of five holes were set horizontally; the leftmost one was slightly higher - designed for the arms. On the left hand side from the waist down was a column of six vertical holes - designed for the legs. To the right-hand side of the vertical column was a cubby with three levels that stored a cache of various plastic bladders that fit loosely around any part of the body. And above was set a large red button - to activate the device. There was, of course, a gray hose hanging from the left side for the severe cases, but Harvey rarely had any reason to use it. 

He bend down and picked up the blade he had left lying there and, taking care not to cut flesh this time, skinned the old bladder from his left arm. In a flash, every wound he'd ever received crashed onto the floor, a bloody mess. Harvey only had a second to view his skin as it really was - torn, broken, sore, elbow skinned to the bone, with each imperfection telling a story. Some of these stories were long forgotten, some pushed out of memory for the sake of the Sorrow Singularity. But a few, a few were recorded on the pages he laboriously scribbled in the darkness and the rain. In a moment, a fresh skin was on him - up to his shoulder, nozzles out. With lightening speed they were fitted neatly in the horizontal holes of the apparatus; he pushed the button. 

With a gratifying 'ssssssssp,' Harvey had new skin. It always took several hours to break-in a new bladder. He bent his arm at the elbow twice. Without warning, his knees quivered slightly; A flash of heat took his head into a reddened blackness. 

When Harvey opened his eyes, he was looking at the floor. A welt pained his head and added another blemish to his grotesque face. Years upon melancholy years had contributed to the chaos. Zits, pockmarks, bruises, scrapes, and rashes remained unhealed and unattractive. Harvey had long since disposed of his mirror for he had no use for it. Sometimes, however, he would run his hands across the skin and view himself from across the room with his eyes closed. At the moment though, it seemed like a fickle waste of time, and as soon as he was sure that he would not pass out again, he began the tedious chore of cleaning his abode, and himself. Oh what a mess he had created! Life! Life on the floors of the living room and bathroom, under the couch and everywhere tainted his domicile. Harvey was not resentful, and soon his home was once again clean.

Harvey Slept.

III.

"Greetings Harvey" 

"Hello? I can't see you," he replied. 

"Come closer." Came the voice again. 

Although somewhat wary of what lay at the end of this dark corridor, Harvey trod steadily down the dim and flawless hall and towards the light. "What harm could it do?" he thought. After all, he was only dreaming. 

"What's to loose?" Harvey mumbled - barely audibly. 

"Why, only your mind" said the shape that was now beginning to solidify in front of him. 

"My mind?" 

"Indeed, there is nothing to gain or lose in this realm except the mind." 

"Who are you? And Where am I?" inquired the sedate Harvey. 

"Oh, I'm so sorry for not introducing myself sooner. My name is Leonard, and this is the Corridor of Consciousness. Beyond me lies the Laboratory of Logic and Lunacy." 

By this time, Harvey could see quite clearly the figure standing in front of him. He donned a form fitting blue suit and golden medallion on his left breast. Leonard's hands were tucked neatly behind his back. 

"Shall I… Began Harvey. But a strange tinkling of bells and then a voice muted him. Not Leonard's voice - another, more aged. 

"Mr. Spock" 

"Spock here." Leonard replied to the air. 

"Has our guest arrived?" 

"Indeed, he seems to be in fair shape although his face is pretty fucked up." 

"Fit him with a Brain Retainer and send him in on the double." 

"Aye Aye, sir." 

"Euclid out." 

Leonard redirected his attention to Harvey as soon as he was finished speaking with the apparition named Euclid. 

"You're going to have to wear one of those," Leonard said, waving his head in the general direction of a small shelf containing several colored metal hats. "Just in case." 

Harvey was already beginning to dislike this trek already but concluded that he had nothing better to do with his REM hours than take a voyage into the unknown antipodes of the Mind's Eye. He felt rather bold actually. A lone traveler! Boldly going where no man had been before! He smiled at the thought, Stepped forward and bore a bluish, wire-wound Brain Retainer, and found himself wondering if the apparition Euclid also possessed Leonard's prominent ears. 

"Have you lost your mind?" Harvey asked. 

"That, Harvey, is highly illogical." He unfolded his hands from behind his back and held out a great cortex of purple, beating nerves. "Oh, and by the way, you can call me Mr. Spock." 

Harvey stepped from the Corridor of Consciousness and into the laboratory. The Corridor vanished without a trace and Harvey was left, standing at the perimeter of a great bubble. From the tip of his feet to the far reaches of this vast room, marble tiling lay in perfect settings. The ceiling - vaulted; a respectful tribute to Pi - originated from the floor into a colossal, transparent, semispherical, dome. Within the dome, thousands of odd jellyfish floated this way and that within the room, while a massive lidless eyeball peered down into the laboratory from outside. The Eye had a myriad hyper-textured chords attached to its posterior hemisphere; they jutted out into obscurity - embalmed in a gelatinous goo - around the laboratory. The vista was eerie and Harvey found himself detached, contemplating the overwhelming perception of the eyeball out, looking in. If the floating beasts hadn't partially shrouded the organ, he would have most likely run frantically about in a futile attempt to escape the gaze of this "thing". 

"Harvey of Lexus! Welcome." came a voice on the ground. 

Until this time Harvey had paid very little attention to the creatures on the ground, but the one Mr. Spock had called Euclid was undoubtedly approaching him now. A stout, bearded, old man was gracefully lumbering across the dozen-or-so meters that separated them. He was wearing nothing but a white toga and a golden badge similar to Mr. Spock's. 

"Allow me to introduce myself. I am Euclid, Commander of this Laboratory. I'd also like to introduce you to our most esteemed researchers." 

A row of men clad in contrasting apparel of many different styles and hues arranged themselves into an orderly segment, undoubtedly a tribute to Euclid himself. 

"From left to right we have: Aristotle, Archimedes, Pathagorous, Pascal, Bolyai, Lobachevsky, Einstein, Hilbert, Riemann, Euler, Gauss, Xeno, Cantor, GØdel, Plato, and the great Socrates. Along the bisecting circumference of our laboratory are the less renown brains of note. They are merely faceless drones (autonomous, but drones nonetheless) that perform the work laced with tedium. Together, we are a logical collective and this laboratory - this laboratory, Harvey, is our greatest work. Don't take this the wrong way Harvey, our organization has been along time in its establishment. Indeed for centuries we have fought viciously among ourselves. It was not very long ago that I picked Riemann's eyeball from his socket in a heated dispute over my fifth postulate. I have since conceded the argument and returned Riemann's eyeball." 

"Very gracious of you Euclid." Said a portly Riemann with a grin. 

Euclid nodded and continued to talk. 

"Riemann has been a most essential part of our endeavor Harvey, as you may well have already guessed. The construction of our laboratory would have not been possible without his unique geometry - and indeed not without the insights of the collective. Riemann emerged from the great circle not but 200 years ago to claim his eternal face and name. No doubt more of those faceless automata you see lining the lab will step forth in the future." 

"What happens to them if they never step forward?" inquired a perplexed Harvey 

"Then they are remembered only in the works of others after they're death - us. Ours are the names of those without names and their labors are our plagiarisms." 

"That sucks" said Harvey." 

"Nevertheless, that is the way of things. Everything has its order, motion, validity, even if it isn't as self-evident as I once naively assumed. We all model the ideal Harvey, but the ideal is far from real. Einstein's Deep Thought, along with GØdel's formalization of the Ephemidre's paradox, the Uncertainty Principle, and the Incompleteness Theorem insinuate that the more accurately we model reality the more complex its formalizations become and the more assumptions must be made. We all believe that the only perfect model of reality is reality itself and a formal mathematical representation can only be obtained in an alternate Ideal Reality. We are all Platonists at heart, but even Plato has problems rationalizing it when faced with the monstrosity of the contradictions that appear in the transition from the Ideal, Mathematical World, to the really real world of piss, shit, and steady decay. 

In the mind's eye, as Einstein is remembered for, one can model a heaven with myriad bodies interacting perfectly within the system. This model is indeed the visionaries' terra incognita, but is nevertheless contained. The laws that govern the motion of our example are the Platonists' playgrounds. They can be formalized precisely with many sets of differential equations. This is an ideal system but reality, as we know, cannot be modeled thus without the gift of omnipotence. The creator of a mental system can explain it in its entirety, unfortunately, it seems the only steadfast Platonist is the God-Head and even he may exist in a context that negates this ideology - analogous to our own. We desperately attempt to discover the infinite trivialities of our context and fail. But, like ants consumed with not knowing, we continue masochistically unto our demise - a perfect tragedy. Once real factors outside of an individual's ideal model are applied to the system, its correctness is compromised unless it be known to a larger brain of whom we are but a subset of automata. Its just too baffling to think about, where does the hierarchy of containers end? And where does it begin? 

Harvey's head hurt as it pulsed with non-understanding. If he hadn't been wearing the prescribed headgear, he feared his brains might leak onto the laboratory floor. 

"Your confusing him" said Hilbert "May I?" he asked Euclid. 

"Indeed" came the reply. 

A bearded, healthy man wearing small spectacles, a rimmed hat with a cleft on its summit and tidy suit stepped forward to clarify Euclid's ramblings. Hilbert began. 

"Harvey. I believe Euclid has gotten too far ahead, you see he has yet to explain to you what our laboratory really is and jumped strait towards its implications without offering a good explanation. First things first eh? Axioms before theorems I always say, A good explanation must be therefore logically derived. Our laboratory is not a place of research, it is a vessel of research - the research itself. Our laboratory is a functional model of a Non-Riemannian Great Sphere and thus the event horizon of an artificial singularity." 

"What is a singularity? Harvey interjected. 

"A singularity is a point where space-time reaches infinite convalescence, infinite curvature, and zero volume. And, according to our hypothesis… your residence." 

(Part III unfinished)

IV.

And what does the god of gods do in retrospect of a terra well devised? A grin upon his lips, cackling from within a waxing entity picks up a pen. It's a life spurt he wishes to transcribe. Where do those, most glorious of visions birth; when do they die. Authors forever from the explosion of the universe still leave a sparkle in the eyes of children not yet enlightened unto mortality. Spheres of tantalizing mythology ring youthful past all ages remembered and add to the light entrusted to the eye. Listen to and borrow from the past, be ever perceptive of now and ever diligent the future here to repay. Seize the day! On the morrow maybe, emboldened godhead seeking ethereal retribution, make thee awake a smelly corpse! 

Harvey awoke catching glimpses of a dissolving dream. It always so exasperated him to be unable to remember in full the gossamer images of the brain at rest. But rested and wild with itch he did awake, looking across the room at the old familiar wallpaper flowers. He sat up, half wanting to verify the number of orchids, daisies, roses, and lilacs at 2572, 7527, 1550, and 5293. The desire faded as fast as it had come for he already was quite certain of their quantity. 

A new and more profound desire was impeding in him now. He reached between his legs to grab hold of that desire. In the right cushion of the couch he found it. An immense stack of pages with scribbles colliding in gleeful bliss, running this way and that across the pages, bumping margins emerged as from a chrysalis - a beautiful butterfly. What a smile it brought to his face! Inky paragraphs rammed each other, warping their linear positions. They played optical, texualized, illusions with the eye as the bunched words stared back at him paradoxically (paradoxical because of what they contained) from every sheet. Such ecstasy! The tiny irreproducible lines were so simple and so complex in their bizarre infinity. Their current number was 329. No inch of any page was wasted and the writing was intricate and exotic. Little doodles of odd unrecognizable forms peered about the sides and amongst the text itself. Although amazed at how these little white worlds command a powerful phantom incessantly begging attention, Harvey had other, more important things to attend to - the blank pages. 

Searching further he found his tools, a black, silver-wreathed kit. Inside lived three unique sized fountain pens with an assortment of 12 different heads. The storing paper and pens under the right cushion made a rather uncomfortable lump and crackled whenever he moved but Harvey was unable to sleep unless they where there breathing almost imperceptibly beneath his ear. Standing quickly he moved to retrieve the ink from the Shelve of Infinite Books at near running speed. When he returned he picked a fresh page from the stack and sat, now dipping, now writing, listening to the gentle, divine music of the rain. 

From the moment he sat his pen to the page words came in violent, gentle, rhythmic patterns. A tentacled, bucktoothed, deaf, trench coat attired, parasite went looking to bum a cigarette before finding a host whom he couldn't hear scream. Harvey visited a man living in an eternal cube floating above a limb-laden field whom played a funny game with his feet. A shiny planet evolved whose ruler was a hacking machine and its inhabitants spoke of three masticating heads that devoured twirl-headed children. A two-dimensional man received a wound to the head and broke free of his prison leaving a bloody stickman in the wake of a new existence. Universes' pregnancies burst, birthing worlds that grew and died in the mind of Harvey, etching residual traces of these worlds on page after page in the Lexus Module. Harvey! A god! 

How much time had passed since first he set his pen to the page Harvey could not say, nor did he want to. Slowly he added numbers to the total that now equaled 397. Up until this point he had been pleased with his progress. Things were changing now, whether it be from sleep deprivation or utter loneliness he could not be sure. The pages had life, that was sure and his volume was currently as thick as most of the others on the Shelve of Infinite Books, but where was a single soul to read it? How was he to bind it? When would it be complete? He set his pen to the paper but the words were now absurd and meaningless. The ink swirled incomprehensibly and writhed - a sentient vegetation piercing the brain it once so lovingly caressed. How futile it all was. The toil laid waste to an eternal void in the singular existence of one person boiling, capsizing in a beating brain, forever alone! 

Harvey screamed. 

He pulled his hair and stood, pacing hard. The Lexus Module shook terrible quakes, buzzed unparalleled tremors, hummed low in spite and denial. Reality skewed as it had done so many bitter times before, arching its back until Harvey was left a crying heap on the hump of his floor. He was waning fast now and cried an absurd song as his tears flowed to the corners of his positively curved room watching the face of a ball-headed boy.

Waft, wimple, tack among the trees,
Tie, dry, fists flown fast because
Never painted placid man untied where no one sees
A fitful fainted folly fuzz
That buckled at the knees.

Remember the casting of stone upon stone,
Constructing a pink castle's core
Warped about something we haven't been shown,
Awaiting 'it', but what is unsure -
An enigmatic unknown.

There's something! There's something! My soul canals drain.
The cucumbers have counted forever,
Those quantities now realized in vain
I can't stop the shiver! Oh worthless endeavor!
Oh God won't you call off the rain?

His efforts only compounded his 'sorrow' and he sobbed as the world curved down in the evening and the rain. 

"Eternity! Recycle this mirth!" Harvey pleaded. 

But there was no answer and he didn't bother repeating the plea. Harvey began to crawl. By the time he reached the couch his universe was nearly a half sphere in its mutation. Pages littered the area and he reached under the left cushion for that metallic object that would slice this eternally accursed bubble. Harvey found nothing and reached again, hand probing wildly, but still landed on nothing. The whole of the Lexus Module screamed and still he found nothing. Anguish and despair encapsulating consumed. The floorboards at the peak of the bulging universe popped and snapped, rebounding with fearful force as the giant hole in the floor sucked the world strait. Harvey laid in his tears as a little groan of annoyance sounded as a huge anthropomorphic frog crawled up through the floor and stood towering above Harvey, smoking a cigarette in his worn, fatigue, jacket. 

"Looking for this Harvey?" said the purple spotted frog who was now holding Harvey's blade as he bent low to fit in the room. It's voice echoed deep with a reverberation that shook the tears from his eyes. 

"I was." Stated an aghast Harvey. "Are you a delusion?" 

"No indeed - my ever naïve Harvey - I am your god." Said the bent and ludicrous-grinning frog. "I built your life." 

Harvey didn't know what to say. What could he say? Was he to believe this immense amphibian? 

"I didn't know you existed." 

"Is it really that difficult to ascertain? You still doubt me. You never were really bright. Listen!" 

Harvey sat silent for a moment before a profound realization struck him with the wrath of a war hammer. He held his gushing head, crying from the pain. He knew now that this green thing was indeed god. For sunlight was streaking through the window and bathing his newly acquired head wound. Not the slightest sound of rain could be heard. God snuffed his cigarette out with a huge webbed foot on what remained of Harvey's floor. A god shook his head as he looked down distastefully at the aspiring corpse at his feet. 

There was denial, disbelief, shock, and terrible pain in Harvey as his body neared its final rest. He tilted his disfigured head to the window to watch the glowing orb wash down in countless shimmering beads and flexing in ordered chaos. The endless deluge had ceased just as sure as the rays of a brilliant sun highlighted the life-puddle sputtering from his broken skull. His left eye dripped twice; his right eye, once. Each sack of salt and water contained five sorrows and a single joy. Corpus Harvey released, in a bottom-pitched guttural vibrato - death music. 

"Something important you didn't know,
Of life and the symbol of sorrow,
Something-consuming vortex erodes
If you feed it, it always grows." 

The god said, shaking his head, "You, Harvey, are coming with me." 

Harvey died.

V.

Imagine universes without end. Billions of years pass, reducing galactic clusters to massive, entropic singularities moving away from each other into a void. They then explode! A fiery beginning leaves so much room for the Creator to experiment. As the eons falter, so does the passion for an aging space-time. Like the painting once so brilliant becomes a toil to carve its images on the waning white space, so to the Creator, bored with the canvas, fixes a new one onto a frame and lets the former work pass into an eternal cycle. Oh the multifaceted manifolds of the Creator whose vast matrices' antipodes do form a vision dense undulating queer and forever-lands. 

Harvey awoke, feeling quite well, to the whine of velocity and incremental thumps. He looked down from the pocket of a god at the screaming sidewalk below. The vehicle that the great frog piloted had but one wheel that rotated like a cyclone in a tandem with the frog's massive green feet. The suns shone bright overhead; the world was immense and green highlighted by colors Harvey had never before seen. He touched his head. The wound so mortal only a moment before was now non-existent. 

Shocked, he ran his hands along the contours of his face, viewing himself with the eyes of an external apparition. He saw not a blemish. Perfect pale flesh looked back at him. His hands, arms, chest, and legs were untainted by pock, slash, or scrape. How was this possible? Was he dreaming? No, this god had given him new skin! 

Harvey stretched out his fresh body in the pocket of a huge, purple-spotted frog that was riding a unicycle. 'This is just too fucking weird,' he thought. 

"Ah, you're finally awake." Said the frog. "You never did have exceptional constitution. And your poetry sucks." he said with a wry and wide smile. 

"Where are we going?" Asked Harvey. "And what of my book? It is yet unbound." 

"I'm going to keep the destination a secret as I've only recently created it. I'm afraid, though, you won't be returning to the Lexus Module. I'll see that your book is bound personally; I promise." 

That was enough to appease Harvey. He didn't have a choice anyway. After all, this god had made the world shine and had granted him new skin. There was no need to cogitate deceit. A god could bind a book in gold with but a wiggle of a flipper. Couldn't he? 

He looked around to find this new terra filled with life! Real people walked and rode all about him, engulfed in their own endeavors on the Road of Infinite Agendas. Harvey was amazed and waved to every entity that passed by with zealous enthusiasm. 

"Do you like them?" Asked the frog. "I made them myself." 

"Oh they are beautiful." Replied Harvey with outstretched arms as he soaked up a warm wind through his teeth. 

There were shiny buildings everywhere in smooth, reflective, order. Concrete vessels slithered their way through this throbbing metropolis giving it sentience, life, identity. He thought that these wonders might never end when suddenly they reached their destination. A massive partitioned archway loomed before them; beyond that, a great structure teeming with well-dressed laborers. Above each partition, two lights were set; one read, one green. The green light was illuminated on every arch and a line of people awaited passage though the gateway. 

"This is our target?" 

"Yes it is Harvey, I do hope you enjoy it here. As for me, I've several more errands to run before the day is through." The frog grinned a frightful grin. "Congratulations Harvey! You're a god now." 

Harvey! A god! What was he to do now? What should he create? His head filled gleefully to the brim with anticipations and conceptualizations. Harvey was free to rule countless universes. 

"Yes Harvey, you are free to rule all the universes you can conceive." Said the frog that could obviously hear quite vividly the thoughts he was hatching. "There is but one binding law." 

"What?" Said Harvey, now carefully monitoring his thought. 

"You can create and destroy worlds with omnipowerful autonomy - complete authority. But you must do so within the context I have so lovingly constructed for you." 

Harvey didn't understand. 

"You never were very bright Harvey." 

A god laughed beside himself as his turn at the arch arrived. A crackled voice came hacking through the speaker. 

"Good morning. What can I do for you today?" 

It streamed through the arch rather pleasantly - the voice of a female. 

"Good morning. I have a deposit to make." A god lit a cigarette. 

"How much sir?" Coughed the female arch. 

"Just one Harvey today." 

With that, a transparent cylinder was dropped from the arch into a receptacle. The frog took it out and opened its curved door placing Harvey inside. He tried to ask a question as his prison was placed back into the arch but he knew no one could hear him. The cylinder was tight. 

"Thank you, have a nice day." 

The frog pushed the button. 

There was a whistle of air all around him as he was lifted into a never-ending tube. Pain. The tube that now imprisoned him was lined with hundreds of parallel razor blades. They dug his body to the bone while he slid onward, lubricating the blades with his very fluids. There are no words to describe the sound of a body being sucked among such exacting shards. Turning and twisting and screaming Harvey pleaded. No response came. 

It was not long before Harvey realized the vastly more exquisite nature of the tube. He passed through a warm ring of light and his wounds were healed unto fleshy purple scars. Scars that would be torn open again in the next segment of forever only to be healed again and again et infinite. 

How much time passed? It didn't matter in the grave face of eternity. He was estranged: a gigantic, bulbous, bleeding, and cogitating scar tumbling forward in a solitary slide to forever. 

Harvey thought. 

Lonely as he was, Winston didn't begrudge fictitious entities lives more luxury than his current existence. Day in and day out, meanings waxed and waned, leaving they're divine soap-scum in a gigantic lavender ring around the bathtub. At times he nearly understood. These times, however, were always short-lived and the blue gray melancholy of subjunctive worlds would again wash down like the chilling rain. 

Somewhere fixed on the median of Antamerain Pector and Optimon Pector aside the valley of Lun Pector Major, Winston took the journal and pen from his bag and continued documenting the geography of the Pink Mountains. Far from the haven of Thamski Rom in the Northern Hemisphere, Winston began to loose… 

Harvey existed. 

-An Entity
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