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         I couldn’t take it any more and I blew up at her. 



The end.








Okay, there was a bit more to it than that, maybe. I’ll back up a little bit. Please be patient, I’m a little scatterbrained today.



See, every once in a while I fly off the handle. I think I have everything under my control and I’m just sizzling along and perfectly collected, then one little thing happens and it all goes to crap and the shit flies all over the place.



Like the time I was at a conference of astro-engineers, and we were discussing the problem of orbital junk. Every time we launch something up there, little bits of scrap wind up circling the Earth as well, and with all the tens of thousands of launches and old retired satellites, it’s becoming hazardous to launch anything new. 



I had a scheme for a machine that would gather up as much stuff as it could and deorbit it - send it splashing down into the Pacific somewhere. All my notes were ready for my presentation, and as I was walking towards the podium to give my presentation on it, I heard the previous speaker, Dr. Moyong, giving a talk on how her mechanism pushes the stuff away, sending it into the sun… what a waste! I got so upset that I tripped over a chair leg and fell over flat and my notes went all over the place and I lost my temper as I snatched at everything to grab it back together… and between one thing and another I didn’t give my presentation that day.



But I didn’t let it rest there; I persevered, and while others followed Dr. Moyong’s scheme, I founded a consortium that went with my concept. My probes did an admirable job in gathering the junk, but often, just as they were about to deorbit the mess, along would come one of her probes and just blast mine out and away from Earth, and each time I just about hit the ceiling. I spent a lot of time shouting at her on the phone, but nothing ever disturbed that serene smile of hers.



Well, it turned out that my gathering technology can be scaled up to asteroids, which bear plenty of precious metals, so that was a big feather in my cap. My program was bringing billions of dollars in resources down to Earth, even as Dr. Moyong was sending her own probes beyond the solar system. Both she and I were getting on in years, so it was a good thing that life extension tech was developed then, so we could keep on hating each other a while longer.



And decades passed, and then centuries, and then millennia. I’d gotten all the planets in the solar system corralled and turned into a huge sphere, a Dyson sphere, to collect all the light from the sun. With that massive energy, I was calculating how to alter the cosmological constants of the universe itself. I was determined to solve the ultimate problem - the eventual dispersal of the universe into useless cold matter, often called the Heat Death scenario, everything spread so thin as to be useless for life. Moyong sought to press outward, beyond extradimensional limits, but her efforts couldn’t match mine, and soon I lost track of her for good.



My continued experiments with gravitational reframing took millions of years to bear fruit, but eventually I was able to halt the Diaspora of the stars, and reverse the trend of universal expansion, and in billions of years… by then I was something to behold. I had grown wildly, expanding my body with recovered material, assimilating planets, stars and whole galaxies into my personal being, meticulously recording every scrap of data I could recover while doing my best to compress the incoming matter to its ultimate limit. Slowly I reeled the entire cosmos in around me, even as the material at my core, compressed beyond the limits of physical law, started to break down.



And as I reached out and gathered to my bosom the last specks of dust that once lay at the edges of existence, somewhere deep in my unfathomable bulk comprised of all the matter in the universe, there was a *pop* and a ripple throughout my bulk, and from some fold beyond spacetime came Moyong’s voice.



“Loosen up, willya?”



Then I lost it. I’d had it all…



And now it exploded at the speed of light.
      

      
   