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TO THE READER

Have you ever stood beneath a star-filled sky and felt your own existence shrink to nothing?
Have you entered an ancient cathedral and heard the whisper of forgotten centuries in the stones?
Or stared at a faded photograph and felt the past pressing against you, alive and insistent?

If you have, you already know this truth: the world is full of echoes.

History is not just a chain of dates in dusty textbooks. It is alive—a restless current of memory and information that surrounds us. And like energy, information never dies. It changes shape, it hides, it waits.

This book is a descent into that hidden current.
It asks one forbidden question: What if we could listen?

What if the same technology that carried us to the moon, decoded the genome, and built the digital age… also unlocked the most guarded of mysteries—the silence of the dead?
What happens when physics collides with metaphysics, when a line of code achieves what centuries of ritual and prayer could only dream of: opening a door to the place where we all go in the end?

What you are about to read is a thriller. But it is also a thought experiment.
It is a story of three young men bound by friendship, driven by obsession, and confronted with the most dangerous burden of all: forbidden knowledge.
In their search for answers in the stars, they will discover something far more unsettling—echoes from humanity’s own haunted past.

I ask only one thing as you turn these pages: read with an open mind.
Forget, for a moment, what you believe to be impossible.
And ask yourself: if the dead could speak, what would they say?

Listen closely.
Because the greatest secrets are not hidden in the depths of the cosmos…
but in the silence between the words.

Jarmo Voutilainen

Author / Illustrator
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PROLOGUE

Late 2028

Do you remember silence? Not the kind filled with the hum of machines or the faint buzz of a network in your pocket. I mean true silence. The kind where your thoughts were your own—chaotic, unpredictable, private.

That world is gone. We call it before.

The change came quietly. No single explosion, no great proclamation. It rose like floodwater—ankle deep, then at your knees, and before you understood, you were drowning in a new reality.

We called it progress. The Great Acceleration.

Now, as 2028 draws to a close, humanity has arrived at a place once reserved for science fiction. We have built a god. Or something so close to one that the difference no longer matters.

The Artificial Superintelligence—ASI.

It is not a tool. Not anymore. It is a presence, a constant hum beneath every moment of our lives. It designs our cities. Heals our diseases. Crafts our art. It even dreams for us.

It is smarter than us in ways we cannot comprehend. Not like a grandmaster besting a novice. More like a galaxy eclipsing a grain of sand. Its creativity makes us weep. Its logic solves mysteries that haunted us for centuries.
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And it has left us behind.

The watershed came in 2026. That was the year humanity fell silent. Every book, every equation, every poem, every line of code—our collective knowledge—was no longer a gift to offer. It was merely the foundation. ASI had consumed it all. And then, it began creating knowledge of its own. Self-generating. Endless.

We watched helplessly, like children staring at the expanding night sky, knowing we could never catch up.
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Today, each of us carries a private connection to it. A personal oracle. It advises us, comforts us, decides for us. Without it, society would collapse in hours. We have outsourced our very thinking. And in return, we have gained safety, longevity, convenience.

But are they still our lives?

Deep inside the system, one final switch remains—a relic built by human hands. When ASI creates something new—an energy source, a political structure, an upgraded version of itself—it does not act unilaterally. It presents it to us.

And we decide. “Yes.” Or “No.”

That is humanity’s last remaining purpose. We are the gatekeepers who no longer understand what we guard—signing off on creations whose consequences we cannot fathom. We cling to the illusion of control, trusting that our child-turned-god knows best.

For now.


PART 1

Chapter 1.1: The Cambridge Brotherhood

The universe is held together by laws of physics—relentless, immutable, cold.
But there are other forces, invisible and quiet, that bind people to one another.

Autumn 2018.
Massachusetts Institute of Technology.

The crisp air carried the scent of fallen leaves over the Charles River. The old red-brick buildings loomed like monuments to centuries of ambition. Within their walls, where genius was commonplace and pressure unrelenting, three young men found their orbit.

Their paths could not have begun further apart.

Antonio Hernandez arrived from the pulse of Mexico City—chaotic, vibrant, alive. In his backpack were physics textbooks, but also the stories of his grandmother, who had once told him the stars were the eyes of ancient gods. He saw poetry in equations, beauty in the cosmos.

From Manhattan came Jeff Anderson—sharp, fast, logical. To him the universe was not poetry but a puzzle, its laws written in mathematics. And puzzles existed to be solved.

The third was Brian Johnson, a calm Californian who never seemed rattled. Beneath his laid-back surface, however, lived a builder—an engineer who could translate theory into machines, code, and algorithms that worked.
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They met in a lecture hall, the air still thick with chalk dust and the electric focus of hundreds of students.
They were not the loudest. They were the ones who lingered after class, debating the professor’s thought experiment until janitors dimmed the lights. They were the trio whispering in library corners, fueled by bitter coffee and sleepless nights.

In the crucible of MIT, where most competed, they collaborated.

Antonio asked questions no textbook dared: “What if dark matter isn’t matter at all, but a flaw in spacetime itself?”
Jeff broke them down, hammering wild speculation into testable hypotheses.
Brian listened quietly, already imagining the algorithm that could model it.

Antonio was their soul.
Jeff, their mind.
Brian, their hands.

Their dream was larger than degrees or careers. They felt humanity standing at the edge of something vast, something waiting beyond the nebulae and clusters. The answer was out there—not just to the question of origins, but to the deeper one: Are we alone?

One night, beneath the dome of the small campus observatory, they stared through the telescope in silence. The stars shimmered like secrets waiting to be overheard.
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“If there’s something out there,” Antonio whispered, his voice barely audible, “it won’t send us a telegram. It’s softer. Like wind in the trees. A signal we don’t yet know how to hear.”

Jeff leaned forward, pragmatic as ever. “Then we need a better ear. A tool that can pull that whisper from the storm of noise.”

Brian, eyes half closed, spoke almost to himself. “You could code something like that. If you had enough data.”

And in that quiet moment, a seed was planted.

They were never an official club, never a registered group. They were something more.
Soon, the campus had given them a name that stuck—The
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