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The first step of calculation is simple enough:  Enclosure, the binding of names.


Jeremy Bernoulli.  Myself.  Formerly professor of the Subtle Calculus.


The Blue Boar, Rock Ferry.  1.  A downmarket flea-pit.  I would never have set foot here under happier circumstances.   2.  Mathematically, a set of topographical coordinates, uniquely addressable as a route through the worldtree.   3.  Culinarily, adequate.  Initially, I refused the landlord's offer of extra black pudding and bacon with my breakfast, but my predicament requires sustenance.


Fonte dei Marmi, Tuscany.  Ah, Henrietta!  Though I cannot hope to recreate our fleeting romance through mathematics, I was at least able to consult the coordinates in a world gazetteer pinched from the University library before I fled.


The World.  First postulated by Ahlqvist, but confirmed experimentally by Lester and myself, my calculation must return a new World, unchanged in all respects, save those that I will.  Enough to make a less temperate man than myself (Lester) giddy with power.


Source Circle.  Drawn in chalk in my rented room at the Boar.  Sat here, cross legged like a schoolboy, I note the envelope placed by the bed, containing four crisp twenty-pound notes and a letter of apology to the landlord.  Should the present calculation fail, I will burn the letter.


The ancient Norsemen sang of Yggdrasil, the world tree.  Perhaps they understood the Calculus better than we suspect!  Imagine the tree, seven branches pointing to the seven continents.  Europe then splits off in turn, a country at each branch, one of them our England.  This subdivision continues till it reaches me, Jeremy Bernoulli, a tiny leaf on the tree of the world.


Now for the tricky part.  In my mind, I rip myself from the twig I named the Source Circle,  leaving an unnatural gash, which my calculation smooths over.  I struggle to drag myself up the tree to the Blue Boar, to Rock Ferry, to Merseyside.  At each point, the world is scarred and joined, reminiscent of the action of a zipper.  I proceed via the North West to:


England herself.  Lester may have sweet-talked our corrupt government to post spies at every border of the island, but he has no dominion over my movement up the worldtree itself to Europe!


Now I change direction and descend the tree, breaking the world once more and healing it anew, through Southern Europe, to Italy.  Through Tuscany to Lucca and (so close now) to:


Bagno Flora di Ponente, Fonte dei Marmi.  That stretch of golden sand where Henrietta and I first looked into each others eyes and...


The Target Circle of the same diameter as the Source.  Placed in the exact spot where we watched the sun set over the sea, and the crashing waves pounded in our ears and we...


I attach the name “Jeremy Bernoulli” to this circle.  My mind bursts with mathematical energies and the concentration of holding within it two separate worlds.  I apply the calculation in a sudden release of tension, like an arrow leaping from a taut bow.  


The World changes.


It is raining.  An unspectacular sun shines dimly through the grey.  I sit on cold, wet sand,  my good trousers damp.  In my pockets are those few essentials I've Translated with me: my address book, a wad of Lire, an apple, a comb.  I devour the apple.  I have escaped.

*

From my perspective, the restaurant in Tuscany is frozen in time.  Giuseppe looks over towards our table with concern.  Lester, knife in hand, poised over me (over the snapshot of me in the instant of jumping between worlds).  If I die now, I wonder, what happens to that frozen reality?  


The Subtle Calculus teaches us that time should be seen not as a chain of events, linked together, but rather an infinite set of Chinese boxes stacked one inside the other, forever.  A monad.


I marvel at my young former protegé's power.  To wrap the whole of existence in such a monad!  One that reported on all acts of calculation, filtering for those that involved me.  Sheer genius!  Sheer hubris!


The poor boy wants revenge for some real or imagined slight.  Though I had almost accepted death, when he raised the knife I, in desperation, and in homage to his earlier trick, Enclosed over the World and threw myself into a monad.  Not wrapping reality, as he had demonstrated, but creating an entirely new one.


My exploration of this new reality is brief.  There is nothing in it.  So I create a forest.  Strictly speaking, I cast a calculation from this empty World to a new one that contains a forest.  But here it seems as natural as breathing. Perhaps because there is so much less World to keep in my head!


I meet a duck.  “Quack,” I say, flippantly.


“Hello Jeremy.”


I didn't make the duck.  Which means the laws governing this world are subtle and, worryingly, not within my control.  Apparently they encompass talking waterfowl.


“I'm only a duck,” he says, somewhat disingenuously, “but might I suggest you create a pond?”


I waver.  Every act of creation is a new Chinese box, plunging me ever deeper into this reality.


“Oh, I wouldn't worry.”  The duck flaps his wings breezily.  “You can't get out of a monad anyway.  You know that.”  He has a point.  I create the pond.  


The duck waddles down the bank, then swims happily into its centre.  “Come on in!  The water's lovely.”  The duck ducks.


I sigh, then dive in.

*


The Crystal Sword feels surprisingly comfortable in my hands.  I swing it a few times experimentally.


“So... I got the sword.  What next?  How do I get back?”  I realise I'm ravenous.


The duck snorts.  “I'm only your spirit guide within this reality.”  He starts to waddle away.


I create a fire.  And a spit.  I heft the sword more confidently now.


“Gulp.” says the duck.

*

Fortified, I decide that if I can't return to my old reality, I must bring it instead into the new.  I take the name I'd bound to my World, and place it, still frozen, into the next Chinese box within this monad.  Then, so easily it almost frightens me, I Continue into it.


The World changes.


Giuseppe is signalling to his head waiter.  Lester's knife is raised.  “I'm sorry old man.”


Lester notices the crystal sword and his eyes widen in fear.  The other diners sound agitated, perhaps on the brink of panic.


“Why don't we all sit down,” I say, loudly and as pleasantly as I can, “there's nothing to worry about.”


Lester sits.  The hubbub in the restaurant subsides.  Giuseppe has fainted.  I have no idea what to do next.


Apparently the ghost of the duck has made it over.  “Masterful!”  He beats his wings together in a slow clap.  I sense sarcasm.
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