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Description:

Follow a journey through multiple dimensions of space and time, exploring the cosmos and the psyche. Together with his companion and tutor, a being from a parallel universe, the solipsist discovers the intricacies of life, thought, and spirituality on a quest for truth, which ultimately leads to eternity.

Andrew Barber has intermingled many life experiences into science fiction, humor, art, poetry, drama, fantasy, philosophy, psychology, cosmology, and prophecy while also mixing past history, present reality, and future possibilities. Throughout the protagonist’s adventures, discoveries, dreams, and misfortunes, the reader witnesses how each event contributes to more knowledge, insight, and foresight. Join him in various exploits, explorations, encounters, relationships, opportunities, struggles, and decisions; then judge for yourself the reasonability and ethicality of his reactions, analyses, penchants, beliefs, and directives. As an observer, the reader watches the narrator grow in faith, mature in knowledge and ability, and learn critical life lessons. His experience blends into a picture of becoming both for himself and for the solipsist who mentors him. 
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INSIDE LOOK

CHRONICLES

After begging him for a decade the solipsist finally gave me the grand tour of his neighborhood. The most exciting event was crossing the event horizon when SS slammed the ship into time reverse; still it ejected us faster than we entered enabling us to escape unharmed to the other side. There were multicolored wave patterns; it was a splendid and brilliant presentation which remains engraved in my memory.

His was a loosely-wound spiraling galaxy like mine, though it rotated in the opposite direction of the Milky Way. There was a black hole in the center through which I would return. He lived in a binary system of twin stars with umpteen planets and satellites crossing paths but never colliding thanks to the perfectly balanced and complementary gravitational forces extant in that system. Everything in the zone was arranged with meticulous order seemingly in conformance to physical laws dissimilar to my native space. I debated if it was his or mine which was the prototype universe. Or maybe we lived in a binary universe, because each black hole opened into its contemporary at matching planes of linear time.

I spent forty-nine amazing days in his domain; it was the best excursion of them all. His people were shapeshifters but their normal appearance was a bronze biped (SS continually assumed human form in my world so it came as a surprise to me his actual appearance). His parent planet, which I can neither pronounce nor spell, was completely covered by an ocean. Apparently, a gigennium ago hydrocarbons trapped deadly gases delivering a severe ice age. The enlarging planet shed its coat and shifted orbit similar to a river changing course, causing the ice to thaw emanating into a worldwide flood. The waters picked up alkalis and salts from the soil and there you go, one humongous sea. Periodic rainfall kept the water level constant each year. Insofar as there were twelve moons pulling on the ocean, occasional waves would transverse the entire circumference some as tall as a soccer field is long. Not surprisingly, surfing was the most popular interregional competitive sport. 
I recalled our trip to Earth’s past when it was covered with water. I wondered if someday his would see the uplift of mountains, the seepage of water into the fractures and fissures, and the dispersion of land masses and elements. Oddly, the possibility never dawned on him until that moment. It annoyed him temporarily as if my world was more advanced somehow; though it quickly became clear (at least to me) that his was way more progressive, sophisticated, and modernized. However, their physical laws, shouldn’t they obey the same rules, constants, and processes? Not necessarily.
Of the moons in this planetary complex SS lived on the largest and twelfth, called November. I was befuddled that these moons translated into names of months in my culture and were comparable in size to planets in my solar system. Although the mother planet orbited farthest from its sun it migrated near the neighboring sun. Combined with an axis of five-degree tilt ten seasons were conveyed each year, which was about 435 days approximately 33.3 hours per day. November’s spin and orbit helped maintain a steady climate during the day except for brief, seasonal weather switches more pronounced than those on Earth. In daylight it was very bright and at nighttime it was dimly lit (unless you were on the shady side of the moon, then you had to stay indoors if you didn’t want to become an ice cube). 
Upon arrival, the ship orbited November once while SS reported his return and transmitted the abridged version of his findings (withholding particulars like bringing a passenger). The moon was earthlike with polar ice caps and a confluence of watercourses. SS brought me to the outskirts of an upper-middleclass hamlet, a community of ranch-style haciendas. His compound was situated in the center of a square mile or so of property. He informed that he lived alone, deliberately keeping distance between him and his neighbors. His was a relatively modest house given his status, except for the underground garage where he parked the ship complete with retracting camouflaged double roofs. It was virtually indistinguishable from the sky. He also owned a nifty transport that rendered shuttling between moons and planets nothing more than a leisurely drive across town. Oddly, the shape and appearance of his shuttlecraft was not unlike magazine cutouts of finned automobiles that my grandfather showed me from a scrapbook he assembled as a boy. We relaxed on the back porch which overlooked an eerie ammonia lake where I dozed off in an easy chair. I awoke wrapped in a fur blanket SS had draped over me. You wouldn’t believe the radiant sunrise which occurred twice the following morning. 
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