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Dr. Jean Christy Melo Di Donato was a dedicated physician and scientist who appreciated exploring spirituality, esoteric knowledge and self-development. His book, “A Theory of Everything Beyond The Lambda-CDM Model” is a collage of stories lived by him from 2013 to 2025, when he was in self-exiled in a Caribbean Island after he killed a law enforce man during a robbery perpetrated in the North Region of South America. 

Jean Chisty, an Italian-born genius arrived on the Island of Trinidad under the cover of darkness and his conscience weighing heavy with the life he had taken in Venezuela. For the next decade, he lived a solitary existence deep in the untamed wilderness, haunted by the ghosts of his past. Yet, a new obsession slowly consumed him - the relentless pursuit of understanding the very fabric of the universe. Jean Christy became disturbed by the "theory of everything", spending countless hours pondering the mysteries of time, space, and dimensions beyond our own. 

In his isolated cabin, Jean Christy scrawled equations across the walls, his mind racing with ideas both terrifying and exhilarating. He constructed makeshift devices, experimenting with quantum phenomena, trying to pierce the veil between this world and others. His dreams grew increasingly vivid, filled with visions of alternate timelines, parallel realities, and the fundamental structure that underpinned all of existence.

Some nights, he would jolt awake, drenched in sweat, certain he had glimpsed the true nature of the cosmos. Other times, he would laugh uproariously at the absurdity of his experiences, the hilarious twists and turns his mind had conjured.

Through it all, Jean Christy remained driven, unyielding in his pursuit. The murder that had brought him to this island faded into insignificance compared to the epic questions that now troubled him. He was on the precipice of unlocking the secrets of the universe, if only he could make sense of the paradoxes and enigmas that haunted his every waking moment.

Jean Christy found a reason for the bafflingly different speeds of the expanding universe found by science. He said to himself, “we have misunderstood the universe.” This potential for future discoveries, arising from our current misunderstanding of the universe's structure, holds the promise of leading him to a theory of everything, instilling hope and excitement for the future of theoretical physics and cosmology. His mind discovered new properties for the Calabi-Yua manifold geometric structure, the seven fundamental quantum objects, multiple dimensions intertwined and the idea of unifying the four fundamental forces of the physics into a one force operating the multiverse. Nightmares took him from fantasy words that defined principles such as the shifting force that dynamically creates and maintains the multiverse.  

The novel theory of everything was expressed in short mathematical equations such as A=B=C=D and A+B+C+D=1. These were the fundamental equations on which Jean Christy worked oneirically. These equations meant everything in the microscopic or macroscopic world were equal to anything in the multiverse. All was content in the singularities or fractals which are the universe's fundamental states. The rest of the states of the universe are temporarily unstable. So, studying our universe in its current state only provides temporary principles. However, to examine singularity is not just a matter of choice, but a necessity. The fractals assist in understanding the fundamental principles of our reality, which essentially lacks of a Big Bang, gravity, dark matter and dark energy.  

The principles found in this book aim to a theory of everything beyond the Lambda-CDM model and its applications for research, innovation and development. During the previous decade he found love and joy while running away from the paranoia of being a fugitive of the justice for his crime committed in the other side of the ocean. His imaginary wife Isha, also thrills upon reading Jean Christy’s endless tales of cosmic paradoxes and experiences of other worlds.  
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Jean Christy Melo Di Donato arrived on the Island of Trinidad in 2012 under the cover of darkness, and his conscience weighing heavy after he shot and killed a policeman during a robbery perpetrated in the slums of Venezuela. Jean Christy was born in Italy but spent half of his life in Venezuela trafficking drugs, stealing vehicles, and invading homes. The community of bandits and criminals respected him because he lived by the outlaws’ code. Jean Christy always works alone, but that unfortunate day, he was accompanied by “Bachac.” They went to the ghetto and passed by the bar “Bad death” without thinking that those were the last two beers and a few cigarettes they would have in peace for the day. They left the bar and broke into a grocery store for a robbery. Jean Christy put his gun against the head of the owner, and Bachac took the money from the cash register. It was an easy job, but on the run, they encountered a police officer coming down the street trying to reach home. The police officer pulled out his firearm and, pointing towards the thieves, said to the criminals, "Surrender immediately or else." Jean Christy turned around and shot twice. A caliber 0.38 bullet hit the cop about the chest. His blood splashed on the ground and tarnished his blue uniform. He felt down, making a semicircle to the left side. A lot of blood gushed out of his body. He died on the spot. Jean Christy laughs and Bachac repeats several times, “You never miss! The killers stopped a vehicle that was passing by slowly and put the driver out of the car. They drove to the countryside, but Bachac split the money and gave some of the cash to Jean Christy. Bachac was dropped at “Box of blood” where he lived, while Jean Christy got himself lost in the wilderness. An old lady living next door covered the dead body with her brown old blanket. The dead man was identified by his wife and two children, who were waiting for the policeman to arrive home. They were removed from the scene by an African man who was passing by the ghetto. A police vehicle arrived on the crime scene, and the ghetto's main access was cordoned off. A forensic vehicle arrived and took the deceased's body to the mortuary in the capital of the city for an autopsy. Police officers began the hunt for the two men identified by the bartender and the grocery store owner. Bachac was captured alive two hours later due to the betrayal of his landlord, who called the police for him. Bachac threw his revolver in a dirty river passing behind his landlord's house. The search for Bachac’s gun was shortly abandoned because he said to the police that they only had one revolver. He also said that Jean Christy shot and killed the policeman. Jean Christy surrendered to a police station located in the remote countryside seven days after the crime. The paraffin test was negative in both men. Bachac signed a confession and served a sentence of 15 years in prison for complicity in the killing of a policeman and robbery of a grocery store. Bachac died in prison two years later after being stabbed by an inmate who was a Jean Christy fan. Rumors said Bachac was killed because “He talked” to the police. Jean Christy was tortured, but he never talked. His revolver was never found. He was handcuffed and tied high to the cell. A bag was placed on his head. The torturers wrapped a pillow around his back and hit the pillow 30 times twice daily with a baseball bat. His cell was humid permanently due to the mix of urine, human faeces, vomit, food, and water coming from the water torture. Two large scars remain on his forearms to this date. They were caused by his body weight hanging from his handcuffs. The torture broke his mind. He ate stools and played with them at all times. The walls of his cell, like his body, were covered with human fluids and secretions. After Jean Christy verbalized incoherencies, he laughed loudly repeatedly. He mixed the food with his own faeces. His letters floated in the foul waters. After several weeks of agony, Jean Christy was taken to the hospital, where he was declared mentally incompetent and confined to a mental health institution.

After two years of psychiatric therapy, he escaped the psychiatric hospital to never be seen again. Jean Chisty transformed himself into a legend. People said he killed the policeman and never paid for his crimes. They also said that Jean Christy came several times to the ghetto at midnight to visit his mother. Another day, he was driving a stolen car and was the protagonist of several criminal acts in the city. He robbed a financial institution alone and gave a large sum of cash to his mother. He instructed her to spend the cash slowly. Despite those rumors, Jean Christy departed Tucupita in a 14-meter-long boat heading to the Caribbean. He self-exiled and migrated to another country: Trinidad, West Indian. That Saturday, the humid night air hung thick around Jean Chisty as he stepped off the small fishing boat onto the salty sand beach of Trinidad. The name of the island tasted like a great escape, like absolution he didn't deserve. A salty breeze stung his nostrils, a constant reminder of the miles he had crossed for good. Venezuela was once his hunting ground, now a graveyard of shattered dreams and one very dead policeman. He found Joseph waiting in the shadows of a dilapidated shack, a cigarette glowing like a malevolent eye in the darkness. Joseph, the Venezuelan devil whose reputation preceded him like a shroud. "Welcome to paradise, hermano," Joseph said with a gravelly rasped voice that cut through the night. "Hope you brought more than just guilt." Jean Christy spat on the sand. "Guilt doesn't buy food. I brought skills." Joseph chuckled, a dry, humorless sound. "Skills get you killed. Loyalty keeps you alive. You understand this?" "I understand survival," Jean Christy retorted, his hand instinctively moving towards the pistol tucked in his waistband. "Easy, chico." Joseph raised a hand, the cigarette smoke curling around his fingers. "No need for fireworks. We're on the same side now. Or at least, we're aiming for the same pot of gold." He gestured towards the shack. "We have a contact. A local businessman. He needs...persuasion. You're good at persuasion, yes?" Jean Christy followed Joseph into the shack; the smell of stale rum and damp earth filled his lungs. A single bulb illuminated a greasy table where a fat man sweated profusely, his eyes darting nervously. "This is Mr. John," Joseph announced, his tone dripping with false charm. "Mr. John has been... reluctant to invest in our little enterprise." John stammered, "I told you, I don't have the money!" Joseph smiled, showing a predatory flash of teeth. "Everyone has money, Mr. John. It's just a matter of finding it." He turned to Jean Christy. "Show him, hermano. Show him how persuasive we can be." Jean Christy pulled out his pistol, the cold steel a familiar comfort in his hand. He leveled it at John's head. "Where is it?" he asked, his voice devoid of emotion. John's eyes widened, his face turning a shade whiter than the grimy walls. "In the safe! Behind the painting in my office!" "Smart man," Joseph said, clapping Khan on the shoulder. "See? That wasn't so hard, was it?" He turned to Jean Christy. His eyes gleaming. "Go get it. And try not to make too much of a mess. We don't want to attract attention." Jean Christy nodded and disappeared into the night. He found the office easily, the painting of a garish sunset hanging crookedly on the wall. Behind it, a small safe. He punched in the code John had given him, the lock clicking open with a satisfying sound. Inside, stacks of US dollars. Enough to start a new life, enough to bury the ghosts of the old. As he stuffed the money into a bag, he heard a commotion outside. Shouting, gunshots. He crept to the window and peered out. Joseph was on the ground, bleeding, surrounded by men in police uniforms. John stood over him, a triumphant sneer on his face. "You thought you could trick me?" John yelled; his voice surprisingly strong. "I called the police the moment you arrived!" Jean Christy cursed under his breath. He was trapped. He could try to fight his way out, but the odds were stacked against him. Or he could disappear into the jungle, leaving Joseph and John to their fate. He looked at the bag of money in his hands. His ticket to freedom. He thought of the dead policeman in Venezuela, the weight of his conscience. He made his decision. He burst out of the office, firing his pistol. The police scattered, surprised by the sudden attack. He grabbed Joseph and dragged him towards the jungle. "What are you doing?" Joseph gasped, clutching his wound. "Leave me! Save yourself!" "We're in this together, remember?" Jean Christy said, his voice grim. "Loyalty, right?" They disappeared into the dense foliage, the sounds of gunfire fading behind them. Trinidad, the island of escape, had become a battleground. But for Jean Christy, it was a chance for something more. A chance to finally earn the absolution he craved. Jean Christy didn't know where to go, what to do. He was alone in a foreign and broken land. He wandered through the beach, the waves crashing against the shore. He sat down in the sand, staring out at the brown water. He thought about Joseph, about their plan, about their future friendship. They had lost everything. Joseph died, and his body was left on the beach. Jean Christy still has the money. He closed his eyes, and the memories came flooding back. The thrill of the planning, the excitement of the heist, the fear of being caught. It had all been for nothing. He opened his eyes, and the sun began to rise, painting the sky with colors of orange and pink. It was a beautiful sight, but he couldn't appreciate it. He was too broken. He stood up and walked away from the beach. He had to find a way to start over. He had to find a way to live. Jean Christy walked day and night to the East. He hides between the bushes and the beaches. Picking and eating mangoes, bananas, avocados, and Spanish lime from the wilderness. Jean Christy also ate coconut jelly and drank its water. He never stopped walking until he found a remote place where he felt safe to live far away from law enforcement. He arrived in Nariva Swamp with the sunset and felt that he had finally found rest for his search. The wilderness was huge. Thousands of acres of untamed, beautiful forest with tropical weather. The dry season ran from January to May, and the wet season from June to December. The average annual temperature was 26 °C, with a seasonal variation of approximately 2 to 3 centigrade. Mean annual rainfall varies from 2,000 mm to over 2,800 mm in the catchment. Nariva is continually bombarded by a salty iodized breeze gushing from the Atlantic Ocean. Nariva Swamp is bounded by Manzanilla Bay along its western edge. To the south was the Ortoire River, and the extensions to the inland, encompass the Bush Bush Wildlife Sanctuary and parts of the Nariva Windbelt Reserve. Jean Christy built his home from woven swamp reeds and hardened mud, a structure that breathed with the rhythm of the swamp. Nariva Swamp is a permanent brackish lagoon with extensive mangrove swamps. The mean monthly relative humidity was high, around 83%. The mean annual sunshine duration was 7.3 hours a day. The southeastern flank of the Central Range is the source of the 8 rivers that flow into Nariva Swamp. The Nariva Swamp, like other swamps, is exposed to seasonal cycles of flooding and drying. Flooding results from torrential rainfall. Jean Christy picked and ate wild Spanish lime, oranges, avocado, cassava, tomatoes, cherries, guava, banana, sapodilla, and rose apple. He caught fish to eat at the swamp and its rivers. His favorite ones were mountain stream sardine, catfish, and Featherfin sardine. Larger fishes such as Atlantic spadefish, flying-fish, tarpon, herrings, moonfish, and local salmon were caught at the Cocos Bay. He also hunted small animals such as iguanas, wild pigs, wild doves, caimans, anacondas, frogs, birds, common opossums, and West Indian manatees. Numerous fruit trees supported the diet of Jean Christy, and among the characteristic trees of the swamp are mangroves, freshwater marsh, palm swamp, and freshwater swamp woods. Jean Christy explored the five reserve areas located in the periphery of the swamp. He found home. His ideal place to stay as a real outlaw: free, hidden, and happy. He was never found by the police. Living a life filled with nature, a healthy and peaceful environment. He filled his property with monkeys, macaws and other birds, iguanas, snakes, morrocoys, fish ponds, two wild pigs, hens, cockerels, a few goats, and hunting dogs. He also had a cow and an ox named Pepe.  

Jean Christy bought an old Bedford truck and fixed it. He drives the vehicle everywhere, but when he has to go to town, Luck takes him around. That Monday, Jean Christy wanted to go to town, but Luck was not available. He had gone with the truck to the city early in the morning. Jean Christy asked Rony to provide transportation. Rony came driving a white Nissan Wagon with a plate number ending in 2768. This plate number represented number 09 according to the esoteric alphabet. Jean Christy bet on number nine at the Chinese store. Number 09 was drawn, and he made seven thousand dollars from the betting. The connection between the two events, one in the present and one in the future, was improbable. Jean Christy thought that there must be an explanation for the phenomenon. Trinidadians call it “Caprice,” but for Jean Christy, it was a synchronicity. Jean Christy found that synchronicity may occur when a new person or thing, such as a vehicle, rushes into your life suddenly, unexpectedly, unavoidably, and unforgettable. When someone has been absent for a while and is unexpectedly seen or heard again. That is an event in synchronicity. Those events are always accompanied by a strong emotional reaction. This emotional reaction can be joy, happiness, sadness, fear, rejection, hatred, disgust, etc. In other words, likely events are supported by several previous unlikely chains of events. Jean Christy began to study synchronicity and found that they describe circumstances or events that appear related through meaning. He realized that synchronicity is a natural language that uses a particular form of energy, symbols, and rules. This energy and principles can be discovered by studying the behaviour of a lottery system through time. He slowly spent the money he took from John. He got a lottery ball machine containing numbered balls from 01 to 36. He used the numerical features described in the ancient Chinese texts to define the meaning of every number. Number 04 represented “Death Man,” number 36 signified “Donkey,” and so on. Jean Christy studied the individual winning numbers of the lottery in entanglement to his historical events. Jean Christy soon found that people, people’s relationships, dreams, and visual and auditory hallucinations are also considered historical events. Four draws ran every day from Monday to Saturday at 11:00 AM, 1:30 PM, 4:30 PM, and 7:30 PM. The lottery system did not run on religious public holidays. That Sunday, Jean Chisty went to sleep late that night. He felt exhausted from the day's activities with the lottery system. His expectations were beyond natural obsession. He believed he was the King (Number 12) of the wilderness, a lion (Number 08) in the swamp, the shaman (Number 29) and the blind man (Number 34). His heart galloped in an unstoppable stampede. His imagination flew to Mount Olympus. He had found a method to study synchronicity in a control system. He was about to open the door to the operational language of the universe. That Monday, in his return home, Jean Christy met Isha for the first time. The African goddess. Young, sensual, and flawless. Isha and Jean Christy's first encounter was like a mythical experience. He was driving the truck, and she was coming down the hill on foot. He stopped next to her, and their eyes met across the greenish hill. Jean Christy couldn't help but approach Isha, feeling a magnetic pull towards her. "Hi, I'm Jean Christy," he said nervously, a smile playing on his lips. In that moment, they both knew there was something special between them. Isha's heart skipped a beat as she looked into Jean Christy's eyes. "I'm Isha," she replied with a shy smile. He offered her a ride on the truck, and she accepted without hesitation. As they talked, they discovered they had so much in common and felt a connection unlike anything they had ever experienced before. It was as if they had known each other forever. They went together to the nearest minimart and ate ice cream together. They had a pleasant conversation, and upon dropping her back home, he handed a bar of chocolate to her. He asked Isha if they would see each other again. Isha said, “Yes, we will see each other again soon.” Jean Christy went home with a flame burning in his chest. He was also thinking of number 07, known as the perfect number. For him, number 07 announced to him the perfect day to meet Isha, his future wife. Their love blossomed quickly, and before they knew it, they were exchanging vows in front of their friends and her family. Isha and Jean Christy's love story was a testament to the power of destiny and love at first sight. Their unusual friendship, forged amidst the whispering reeds and shimmering waters, blossomed into a partnership that
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