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Forever thanks to my first reader:

Mihailov Diana,

my younger sister, whose words gave me

confidence and whose desire to discover the future within 

the universe of "Revival" convinced me to continue.


 

 

 

Instead of a preface...

 

 

 

Writing a novel (especially for a beginner) might seem straightforward at first if you have imagination. You can maintain this feeling for a few dozen pages. Then… things start to get complicated. You realize that it’s not enough to simply put down on paper what’s in your mind. You need separate character sheets (it would be unpleasant if, every few dozen pages, the hero or heroine suddenly had a different eye color, lost weight, or gained weight). As the story branches out, characters form connections, influence each other, and come to life—sometimes forcing the author to take a different path than originally planned. And the author is subject to mistakes, forgetfulness, and changes. However, none of these “imperfections” should reach the reader. Because the reader desires a seamless story—one that raises questions, allows them to identify more or less with the characters, develop preferences or antipathies, experience joy and sadness, interact naturally, and get lost in a new universe. The author bears full responsibility for the communion between reader and what has been offered. Therefore, imagination alone is not enough. It must be woven together with hard work, manuscripts, revisions, the ability to let go of certain ideas (no matter how brilliant they seemed at one point), and… friends. Perhaps they are, in fact, the most important. They can help you “steal” a head start, receive feedback as a “reader,” and correct things before it’s too late. I wholeheartedly thank those who stood by me, dedicating their time to read and reread (sometimes too many times) passages or forms far from the final version. Their opinions have been immensely helpful. Without them, perhaps this novel would not have been written, the characters would not have come to life, and an entire universe might have vanished prematurely.

I would like to convey a heartfelt message to all those who deemed it worthwhile to try reading this book: if you have a passion and feel that you can do something beyond the omnipresent daily routine, follow your dream, and don’t give up regardless of the difficulties. It’s worth it. Because most of the time, the journey itself is the true experience, the real gain. And life should always mean more.

I wish you all enjoyable reading, with the hope that in the end, you’ll feel the same joy I felt personally when I finished a book that touched my soul. And if along the way, you discover any ‘imperfections,’ I apologize… I’m just a beginner with a vivid imagination.

If you feel the need to share your thoughts, I eagerly await you on the blog dedicated to this new universe: www.historia-universalis.eu.

 

Dearly, from the heart,

the author.

 

~


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“There is no perfect plan. Not when life is involved, regardless of its form. The unknown is an integral part of change; without it, everything would be petrified, timeless—a perpetual slumber. The concept of failure is merely a fragile representation of change, a human flaw. Failure does not exist. The only universal constant is change. We can strive to comprehend it, even though we will never fully succeed.” 

Equations - The End of Analysis – 2390


Chapter I

- Why not? -

 

 

 

"Strange species, humanity."

excerpt from "The Secret History"

"

Thudor lay stretched out, hands behind his head, gazing out of the open window in front of the bed at the swiftly moving clouds. Occasionally, depending on how the wind blew, some raindrops managed to enter the house. It didn’t bother him. He thought it would be an interesting Wednesday. Or perhaps just another day like many others that had passed, devoid of any meaning to him. It was already four o’clock.

He got up from bed, turned on the laptop, and set about making his coffee. He wanted to read the message he had received just a few hours ago once more… He knew it would take a few minutes before he could actually open his email. He felt a tacit connection between him and the laptop: he allowed it to start up slowly… about ten minutes for its “siesta,” while it would continue to do its job for another day. It was nearly fourteen years old now… long past its youth. They had survived together through many things. He paused to look out the window, paying attention to the coffee pot so it wouldn’t catch fire.

He wasn’t at all pleased about having to go outside in such weather. The incessant drizzle that had been falling for hours seemed to whisper to him to calmly go about… whatever he intended not to do. Simultaneously, somewhere deep within his consciousness, the same thought kept resurfacing, refusing to leave him in peace—the offer he had received. It sounded peculiar, vague. “We are seeking individuals between 30 and 40 years old, open-minded, stress-resistant to the limit, with exceptional negotiation, organizational, and communication skills, unencumbered by existing commitments, who accept that reality is an illusion.” Various emotions and ideas swirled within him… What did they mean by “illusion”? He was a science fiction enthusiast, and that wasn’t the issue. But to state something like that in an advertisement… things didn’t quite add up. He chuckled to himself. Of course, the part about exceptional skills hadn’t particularly caught his attention; his brain seemed to consider him capable. And the lack of commitments… it almost felt like a personal affront, even though it was undeniably true in his case. He sighed, amused yet tinged with sadness and regret… he had been certain from the moment he read the announcement that he would accept the invitation. Not because he harbored grand illusions about landing a job or because he particularly desired employment, but rather out of curiosity—to see what such a message might conceal. Or perhaps it was a way to coax himself out of the house. Sometimes he wondered if he suffered from bipolar disorder. Of course, he entertained such questions only because the answer was evident… at least to him. In a somewhat masochistic manner, he enjoyed playing with his own mind. Or perhaps, unconsciously, he attempted to substitute himself for friends.

Years ago, the lyrics of a song had etched themselves into his mind: “I am my own best friend,” or something along those lines. Over time, he began to wonder if they had been written for him. Again, he reminded himself that, no, they hadn’t been dedicated to him. He felt compelled to add such clarifications to his own thoughts, as if someone were listening, and his mind—or a part of it—deemed it better not to leave certain things unexplained. No, he didn’t have any psychological issues. It was perfectly normal.

He chuckled. Even though not loudly, it sounded quite odd in the silence of the house. Except for the noise from the laptop’s cooler, which couldn’t be ignored, and a few birds just beginning their day, it was quiet. Probably for another fifteen minutes, until the true urban jungle would come alive in all its splendor. Yes, it had been over an hour since he woke up, and not a single siren had been heard. Curious. He smiled.

His remaining friends, few in number and mostly kept in touch via phone, kept telling him he spent too much time alone.

Almost every morning, he had a moment when he paused for a few minutes and looked out the window. He was fortunate to see, from the tenth floor, an extensive portion of Bucharest, covering many buildings. And if the pollution wasn’t too heavy and the sky was clear, he could even glimpse the mountains. Each time, he felt that out of the tens of thousands of people under his gaze, indirectly, at that very moment, most were even more withdrawn than he was. Perhaps the majority deluded themselves with the idea of having friends—people they could rely on, no matter what. Until reality might put them in a situation where it revealed just how alone they truly were. And then, they would collapse. Because they didn’t even have themselves. Such thoughts brought him back to the present. This thoughts didn’t seem amusing at all. Quite the opposite. It was as if an unseen, melancholic mist rose from all sides, content to remain motionless, awaiting its inevitable, far-from-innocent victims.

He had only an hour left to reach the meeting. Still, at seven in the morning, it seemed like a somewhat dubious choice for an interview. If he usually researched information about potential employers, wasting time on various social networks to learn this or that, and tried to fine-tune his behavior or knowledge to present himself favorably to the interviewer, now he had been clearly instructed not to prepare anything. Just to show up. In fact, quite precisely, for a first interview…

Without much enthusiasm, he put on the rest of his clothes, glanced in the mirror once more—not because he genuinely had an issue with his hair, which, despite being cut short, managed to look disheveled, or with the mismatched colors of his shirt and pants, or the fact that his socks had different shades.

He checked if he had his keys, phone, and documents. Automatisms. He closed the door behind him. He paused, wondering whether to take the elevator or use the stairs. Considering that getting stuck would be a terribly ill-timed event, and statistics told him there was about a 2% chance of that happening, the elevator wasn’t a great option. Besides, he always preferred to walk down the stairs but take the elevator up—for reasons he couldn’t quite fathom, perhaps some subconscious trickery convincing him he was getting exercise…

Not for the first time, he thought that visiting a psychologist wouldn’t be a bad idea. He smiled. It wouldn’t happen… at least not in the near future. There was another reason he preferred to take the stairs. He enjoyed observing what was happening in the building, what had appeared, what had disappeared… a limited way of gauging the pulse of his neighbors. He thought about American movies, where when someone moved into a neighborhood, they received pastries from their neighbors. The reality here was a bit different… Americans and their movies, which had imprinted themselves on generations. On the other hand… most of the time, those smiling, well-intentioned neighbors from the movies either turned into vicious criminals chasing you to maim you, or they themselves were found in a dumpster… or more. Yes, that didn’t happen here. Everyone went about their own lives. With minimal interference. And Thudor found this kind of neighborliness suited him just fine.

He glanced at a calendar in passing, surprisingly up-to-date. Someone had deemed it useful for everyone to know the current date. Commendable civic awareness… Three days remained until December 1st, the grand national day. There was a certain collective melancholy… it fell on a Sunday. So… a day off was lost. A significant disappointment… He smiled.

Thirty-six years since the revolution. It felt like all those years had been squandered, passing without bringing significant changes, at least not for the better. News, discussions, images flashed through his mind… he pondered how Romanians had capitalized, sold out, deceived and been deceived, liked it, and still liked it. It was one of the constant wonders he felt. How was it possible for a people who had managed, for nearly two thousand years, to preserve their language, traditions, and distinct traits despite being constantly surrounded and belittled by nearly every neighboring nation, to now do so with their heads so bent? He set aside his semi-patriotic thoughts. They didn’t put him in the best mental state for an interview.

He refocused on reality… as it was. Somehow, the stairwell walls resembled pages of history… from childish scribbles to intricate drawings, you could read along the floors: “long live freedom,” “down with communism,” “we want meritocracy,” “where are you, Vlad the Impaler, my lord?,” “look at the sky,” “PSD-PNL, the same mess,” “wear your mask,” “get vaccinated,” “we’re tired of the pandemic,” “war with the Americans! Let’s surrender,” all mixed with “no smoking” signs and various phallic art pieces. He preferred the optimistic ones… “it’ll be fine when we’re no longer around,” “stupidity doesn’t hurt,” or one of the oldest: “We love you, Michael Jackson.” Each time, he wondered how old the person who had found such fervor—enough to declare it on the wall—must have been, and how many years he had now… probably one of the portly individuals he occasionally crossed paths with. It seemed like everyone had gone astray. Or perhaps they were all normal and well-adjusted, unlike him.

He had barely opened the door to the building when a gust of almost freezing rain-laden wind hit him… a perfect Wednesday. He pulled his hood tighter over his head and continued on his way. The same car noises, impatient drivers, machinery. A cacophony that seemed to emphasize how busy and rushed everyone was, along with some inept John Does, trying to demonstrate their indispensability and responsibility.

Like dizzy ants. As often happened when his thoughts attempted to detach from reality, the image of an anthill came to him. An aerial view. He tried to visualize himself from some balcony: a man hurrying somewhere, narrowly avoiding collisions with other hurried individuals… he climbed higher and looked down at himself, now just a dot among others… higher still, until the buildings became dots… then the dots turned into cities… the Earth became a dot, and so on. Each time, he tried to go as far as possible, but stopped when he no longer knew what the imagined dot represented…

A few children’s voices, discordant due to their exuberant cheerfulness, pulled him back to the dreary reality surrounding him. He passed by one of the small playgrounds that had sprung up between the buildings in recent years. He glanced at the nearly deserted play area due to the weather. Somehow, his attention was drawn to a boy, probably around ten years old. The boy sat on one of the colorful benches, so useless in blue, yellow, and red, reminiscent of the colors of the Romanian flag. He had positioned himself at the very end, seemingly wanting to occupy as little space as possible. All he did was watch the other children closely, bundled up in raincoats, hats, and thick rain gear. Unconsciously, Thudor slowed his pace to study the scene more closely. There was something in the boy’s eyes, the way he observed things… it wasn’t sadness, nor anger… probably he had himself worn the same expression just a few minutes earlier. He was dressed fairly neatly and didn’t seem to mind the rain. He simply let it flow over his hair and face… However, his gestures conveyed a sense of… awkwardness… as if his place there was somehow uncertain. He thought that if he hadn’t had just a few minutes to reach the interview, he would have certainly stopped. He did this routinely when encountering people who caught his attention. Rarely, he did engage in conversation with them. Sometimes, he received profound life lessons from homeless people whom no one paid any attention to. He had come to understand that behind each of them lay true stories, always powerful dramas. He once met a former European weightlifting champion who advised him to start each day with a few exercises in front of the wide-open window after making his bed. He followed that advice. It felt good to think that he had already solved a small problem, that before anything else, he could check off a box on his personal to-do list.

Returning to his thoughts about what was about to happen, he hoped to see that boy around the area again and perhaps strike up a conversation with him.

He arrived at the designated building… no surprise, the same worn architectural facade, with offices on the ground floor and apartments above, having undergone an exterior renovation long forgotten. He buzzed the intercom, the door opened. He entered, and a presentable young lady (as expected…) gestured for him to follow her without saying a word. They walked through a corridor, arriving at what looked like an office… or perhaps more like an interrogation room from movies.

While disappearing behind a somewhat oddly placed solid door, she said to him, “Could you wait a few minutes?”

Thudor realized he hadn’t even introduced himself… but he thought, “Well, that’s their business.”

Once again, he noted that politeness was a forgotten trend, a fashion that had passed. Glancing around the office where he was received, he found it surprisingly meager: a plain desk, a single chair (he wondered if it was odd, but who knows, maybe everyone here kept their own chair…), white walls, wooden floor, and… no artificial light source. Fortunately, a large window without curtains allowed some natural light to spill in, through which you could see an area from which… the trash should have been collected, probably several days ago. Other than that… nothing. He assumed it wouldn’t have been the best idea to leave it open. Logically, perhaps people here had short work hours, and darkness didn’t catch up with them. And if it did, they took time off…

“Hello, Thudor,” she said. “I’m glad you responded to our request to meet.” The woman’s voice was decisive, yet it didn’t make him feel inferior, although she made him startle slightly. He hadn’t even realized she had entered. Somewhere in his mind, he noted that at least the doors were definitely very silent…

“Hello,” he replied. “It seems we know each other, and as a small clarification, I didn’t notice receiving any request. I responded to a job posting…” (as the words left his mouth, his inner thoughts diverged… 'seems like I might have been a bit ironic I don’t know when I’ll manage to unlearn this way of speaking. It’s not exactly the best way to introduce yourself to someone… or improve your chances of getting hired').

A smile appeared on the young woman’s face, and then, looking directly into his eyes, she spoke in a manner that seemed friendly, “We’ll have time to get to know each other. For now, I’d like to begin the interview. First and foremost, I hope you took our announcement seriously. Therefore, I’ll explain the first stage, and you’ll tell me whether or not you want to proceed. If you have any doubts, it’s better to say goodbye now.”

“Seriously? I’ve been here for five minutes, and you’re already hinting at saying goodbye? Of course I want to start. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have bothered coming here. As for parting ways, I don’t think that’s likely—”

“Please, follow me.” She immediately turned and entered the door where she had initially disappeared.

Thudor followed her, albeit reluctantly.

Once in the new room, she continued, “I’ll ask you to take a seat. For the next hour, I’d like you to stay in this room and do nothing. Or do whatever you wish. The choice is yours. I should mention that you’ll remain in darkness, and no external noises will be heard. This room has some… properties. Any noises you make will be absorbed by about 99%. For example, if you were to throw this table against the wall, you wouldn’t hear anything—”

Thudor abruptly interrupted her, revealing a trace of irritation in his expression, “Should I be scared? I admit it’s the strangest interview I’ve ever been to. But I’m looking forward to some quiet reflection… And what if I decide to leave?”

“It’s enough that you want to, and there won’t be any problem.”

“Very well—” Before he could ask what she meant by “it’s enough to want,” darkness enveloped him. A kind of darkness he wasn’t accustomed to. Normally, darkness meant at least some faint lights, shadows, distant lanterns…

Apparently, this room wasn’t the type where any light from outside would seep through. This darkness was more like an absence of light. It felt as if he were blind (with a hood over his head, in the dead of night, without the moon…).

He hadn’t even finished pondering all the questions, the potential ironies related to what was happening… apparently, the people here wasted no time whatsoever… Still, already seated, he began tapping his fingers on the table (he thought that perhaps he needed to hear or feel something more familiar…). It seemed the young lady, who still hadn’t introduced herself, wasn’t joking. It was quite odd to tap his fingers on a table, feel it, and hear nothing… “Okay,” he thought… maybe with a slightly thinner voice than he’d like, “even though only I could hear it in my own mind, let’s not panic”.

He considered giving a status update on the current situation: “So, I’m blind and deaf. Alone. In a dark room… or maybe not; perhaps it was lit, but being blind, he had no way of knowing… or maybe blind people still perceive differences in light intensity… I’ll find out later, after the interview, or whatever was happening to him will end. Why had I come here, anyway? Actually… what if I’d stayed home? Very likely, I’d be in a similar situation… just on my back, at home. What would be the charm in that?”

He snapped back to reality. He recalled a detail from the brief briefing: the experience was supposed to last only an hour. He thought about getting up and taking a few steps, but stopped himself just in time: under these dubious circumstances, he realized it would be wiser to stay in the chair. How long could an hour be? He fell back into his own imaginary discussions, “If I stop and think for a moment, why would I believe it’s only an hour? Maybe I’ll be stuck here forever… well, eternity is a bit exaggerated; I’d die of thirst before going crazy… or if I go insane, I wouldn’t be thirsty anymore… but I’d still physically collapse. What does ‘collapse’ even mean? I don’t even know what it would be like… I’ve never lost my mind. No matter how much pressure I’ve been under, I’ve managed. Yes. I’ve always intuited what needed to be done. Losing my mind doesn’t make sense. Fear doesn’t make sense. Running away doesn’t make sense… unless, perhaps, you’re being chased by a tiger… I’ve navigated through all sorts of situations, some quite incredible for most normal people, without losing it. Staying normal. Or at least, that’s what I consider myself… although not all my acquaintances would agree… actually, I know for sure that some would strongly disagree. And yes… to preempt a thought that’s about to come: it’s normal to talk to yourself in your mind. Everyone does it. And if not… well, then they probably should.”

He couldn’t help but smile. On one hand, because he had taken seriously what he was told—that he would only need to stay for an hour—and on the other hand, because only a few minutes had passed, and he was already contemplating eternity… He had learned long ago that time could become relative, depending on the perspective from which you tried to view it. He had mentally trained a kind of metronome, which, after years of adjustments and verifications, he knew he could rely on without any issues, especially for limited periods of minutes or a few hours. Only four minutes had passed.

He was aware that he would likely stay for a limited time. And surely panic wouldn’t do him any good. He began to calm down, focusing on his heartbeat, which he recognized as stronger than ever, as if somewhere nearby, someone was beating a drum… He felt how, instinctively, his body and mind were responding to external stimuli, or rather, their absence… he avoided the thought.

He believed a little trick was needed. He mentally evoked his favorite meditation spot: in the middle of an endless expanse of water, on a marble circle about twenty meters in diameter, fifteen centimeters above the water, surrounded by columns, no roof, everything white, a comfortable leather sofa, and that was it. Water, sky, and something to sit on… he had never understood why he had chosen the columns or whether they could serve any purpose. Somehow, initially, they had appeared as a natural element in what he considered his personal inner retreat. Probably, without them, the place would have seemed too desolate.

Long ago, many years had passed, and he felt the need to imagine a mental retreat zone, free from other thoughts. As if he had created a forbidden area for anything that could disturb his decisions. He used it primarily for two purposes: to calm down when his thoughts became too chaotic and he needed to make objective decisions, and the second purpose was discovered by accident: he noticed that once he reached that area, if he wished, he could almost immediately fall asleep. Especially the latter approach worked wonderfully… but, at least for now, he considered it unnecessary. The ideal place to reflect on past decisions, both good and bad. Occasionally, he also brought… guests. His past self, or his future or present self—friends with whom he had interesting discussions and sought advice. He assumed a psychologist would have plenty to say about it. The reality was that such discussions had always helped him; however, he preferred to keep their existence to himself.

 Once, he had tried to talk about this with the person he thought would be by his side for life. Then, during almost every argument, Indra used his moment of sincerity to suggest that he had mental health issues. He felt it was pointless to tell her that more or less no one was completely healthy. From time to time, long after they were no longer together, he invited her to a small imaginary discussion… Coincidentally, he brought her along when he needed to search for problems where there are none.… and even though she was purely imaginary, he could always count on “her professionalism”.

He was sure if he were to see himself, he would have a broad smile on his face. He didn’t know how he was supposed to react in this situation, but he didn’t believe that they were simply trying to offer him an hour of relaxation. Their problem. Or hers. A fleeting thought crossed his mind about how little he knew about the people for whom he was giving this atypical interview… For now, he considered that he only needed to try to remain relaxed, to ignore the strange place he had ended up in, and to have some discussions in his head. Imagined or not, it might help to combat the feeling of loneliness.

And the metronome informed him that only ten minutes had passed.

Regardless of what was expected of him, he told himself that he would try to remain as calm as possible, to keep a smile on his face (the idea that he might be filmed had crossed his mind) so as not to give them any satisfaction regarding this room they were probably proud of. And then he would see what would happen next. Good or bad, he had a plan. And if the mental image he had created hadn’t flickered, he would probably have followed his plan exactly. He felt that something had changed. And this definitely didn’t give him a sense of tranquility. Because even though he knew he was in his own mind, the feeling that what he saw/imagined no longer depended on him wasn’t helpful. And it didn’t seem to be one of the sadistic games he sometimes subjected himself to just to test his emotions. He tried to figure out what didn’t seem right. Quite quickly, he began to notice a few small differences: everything had become clearer. As if the marble, the columns, and even the sky, the water had become much more real, more solid. If he lost sight of the fact that he was sitting in a soundproof room… he tried to remember… 99%, he would definitely have stood up to check. Aware, rather implacably, a strange feeling of panic/unease began to rise in Thudor. And the stars, whose existence he hadn’t even thought about until now and which weren’t part of his usual landscape, arranged themselves in a way that certainly didn’t seem familiar (although his astronomical knowledge was limited to the arrangement of the Big and Little Dipper…), didn’t help him at all. In principle, everything he had planned a few moments earlier to get through a wretched hour waiting for the next stage of the interview was rapidly disappearing. The changes definitely exceeded… normality. It wasn’t amusing. He assumed that… it was expected that things wouldn’t be so easy. He considered that either his level of meditation had suddenly improved considerably, or something he didn’t yet understand was happening. What truly unsettled him wasn’t the feeling of… being a stranger, of mild panic growing… given the situation, that wasn’t surprising. No. The truth was that it made no sense for the projection of his own relaxation space to become, obviously improved, more… pronounced… almost as if it were… material. A thought crossed his mind: “Even I, with all my naivety, and why not admit it, with a glimmer of hope, can’t convince myself of the first version. Almost fear overwhelms me completely.

"

"Strange species, humanity."

excerpt from "The Secret History" – the end

 

~


	Chapter II

- Meetings -

 

 

 

“It is and and has been, unknown omnipresence. The hope.

Lost without it, the only essence. The hope.

Light in darkness, unclear indifference. The hope.

We were empty, too late answers, nothingness. Hopeless"

excerpt from "Songs of Darkness"

 

As was customary, each time they approached a new species, after each completed their own analyses, they gathered their spirits at the central point. To get as close as possible to the decision-making impact, each projected themselves in the appearance of various members of the indigenous species, choosing combinations of individual details gathered during the probing period, highlighting both what they instinctively felt matched their own personality and what they would consider trustworthy in the identified representative. Everything unfolded naturally, without conscious choices.

It was the moment of initiation. This time, the chosen humanoid seemed like they would be able to be brought before them.

Together, they spoke: “Born from Light, created from Nothingness. The Universe is the Temple, and we are the Architects. We build according to the laws in, from, and for which we exist. We are not Everything; we aspire to become Part.”

After a moment of silence, during which their connections stabilized, The Elder One transmitted, “Grand Architects. Here we are together. For the first time since we became aware, we return to an unborn counterpart: Terra. Not to observe its creation, as we might have thought, but to decide once again whether those who use it are also those who will shape it. As each of you has sensed, we have encountered a species we cannot classify. They call themselves Homo Sapiens, Humans, Humanoids. All ways of understanding their intentions have been surpassed. They are everything and nothing. Almost truth, yet unable to grasp it. United yet separate. Darkness and light. I await your thoughts.”

The Touched One, who had taken on the appearance of an old man with a white beard and graying hair, continued, “If Terra had not been within our view, we would not have paid attention to such a… young species. In the previous Observation, we assisted and guided them back to their normal path. However, the flashes that came from there are undoubtedly powerful. Not so much in Intensity as in Range and Hope. Therefore, for the second time, we shall apply Postulate I: “Diversity is a creative act. Only it determines destiny."

The Unseen One, whispered as a thought, “ We never thought we would apply it in the same place.”

The Unified One, raised his right hand. With a slight tilt of the head he received the word.

After a moment of silence, he transmitted, “It is what it is. We apply the appropriate postulate. Wherever is necessary.”

The Soulful One continued, “The Unseen One has given us purpose through postulates. If Terra’s counterpart was not born in the past, so be it.”

The Sentient One added, “The met conditions are clear.”

The Reborn One, with a samurai bun and white hair, took over, “So be it. They will choose their own fate.”

The Elder One, with a slight inclination, spoke in conclusion, “Let us proceed to the next step.. The human is closely connected to us. Only and through this event they have earned the right to choose.”

Around them, darkness began to shift. An endless expanse of water appeared. White columns and a marble circle that seemed to float on gentle waves. A white couch, and on it, a person. The eleven stood in a semicircle, facing the human and observing. The silence was not oppressive; rather, it signaled a kind of accommodation. The human looked increasingly astonished. The Architects allowed everything to proceed naturally, allowing the connections to become strong enough for dialogue.

The Elder One spoke, seeming to address the man, “You probably don’t understand what’s happening. You’ve arrived here. We don’t know what will follow, but certainly, your world, as you’ve seen it until now, will no longer be the same for you. We will answer any questions you ask, but time, as you know it, is limited. The connection that has been established is not eternal. We await your inquiries.”

 

…Thudor hadn’t expected this. Under no circumstances would he have thought that it would encounter in his dream, well... other people. Certainly not to encounter them in a dream, because there was no other way to describe them… other people. Perhaps the effect of withdrawal had been sleep, and now he sat with his head on the table, drooling and snoring. Well… he knew he wasn’t drooling, and he didn’t usually snore. But he couldn’t resist creating a humorous mental image to counteract the strange mood that had taken hold of him. It had no effect, though. Somehow, there was no trace of amusement.

He felt... his mind... strange. He told himself that regardless of what was happening, he needed to be very careful. Often, answers lay in details. A thought crossed his mind… at least reading so many detective novels had some use.

He focused. Became much more… mentat. “Dune” was one of his favorite novels. He had borrowed many ideas from it, trying to apply them in everyday life. Looking now, if he thought about it more… it seemed increasingly unlikely that those who seemed to expect something from him were… human. At least not normal ones. He remembered the announcement and the part about reality being an illusion. Now, though… it was as if he was beginning to feel that metaphors weren’t just present… At the end of the day, it wouldn’t be the first time he imagined such conversations, but now it didn’t seem to come from his own mind.

What did the bearded man say? That they wait for him to put questions? He knew that he had been, even though it didn’t seem like he had moved his lips, the words had come directly into his brain… Filled with waves of ideas, words, a general cacophony as if every thought he had ever had was now trying to make space, words like magic, extraterrestrials, paranoia, death, extrasensory… and somewhat inappropriately, the image of the secretary who had received him, all seemed to try to cover up what was happening.

Another thought… “Well… I need to work on the mentat part.

Like a panic attack… That comparison produced a small smile inside him. He had been through that too many times before, so he knew how to handle it. That simple realization changed both his physical and intellectual approach. Silence automatically settled in. After all, why not move forward? He was in a black room, sleeping, it didn’t matter much. It was his mind. He could decide for himself what to say and what not to say, so he could go with the flow and see what happened next… Somehow, his own voice sounded much calmer than he would have thought possible, he said “ Where am I?”

“In same place.”

The response came very promptly. Thus, Thudor continued to ask short questions, receiving answers accordingly.“When?”

“At the same time…”

“Why?”

“Because it was decided so…”

“By whom?”

“By you…”

“For how long?”

“For the same time…”

“Are you real?”

“As real as you…”

“Where am I?”

“In the same place…”

Clearly, he wasn’t getting very far. He wondered if it might be best to wait a little longer. He smiled to himself again, as if patience were his strong suit. He realized he probably hadn’t asked the right questions. He needed to do a brief and rapid introspection… so, in a way, he was in his own mind; probably that was the reason why… those in front of him didn’t need to move their lips to speak to him. Clearly, there were more… multiple entities; otherwise, it would have been quite odd and not very logical for them to appear in multiple forms. Although unlikely, the thought crossed his mind that they probably weren’t from around here. The fact that they were talking to him meant it was their choice to be this way. But, for reasons known only to them, they believed he had something to do with… initiating this… discussion? He needed to ask the right questions… he felt like he was going in circles. An idea came to him… so he posed the next question, curious and somewhat apprehensive for the answer: “What has the human race done to upset you?”

Certainly, something has touched. The response didn’t come as quickly as before, and the feeling of surprise he felt certainly didn’t come from him (anyway, the feeling that all of this might be normal was far-fetched…). And that, was a truly interesting clue. It meant that, in his mind or not, telepathic or not, somehow he could sense them beyond the words they transmitted.

After that small hesitation, he received the thought “An interesting question… and unexpected. But a correct one. The kind of irritation you perceive doesn’t characterize us. But we’ll clarify it soon. In our physical form, we are what you would call planets. We have existed in this universe since its early days. Our purpose is to correct misguided paths.”

Thudor insisted, “Like our civilization?”

Once again, there was a hesitation before the response came, “Not… exactly. There are many like us, but few have consciousness. We don’t know exactly how it awakens within us, but we know it’s closely related to what lives on us. Regardless of the physical forms our inhabitants take, we perceive them as colors. We can do that only after becoming conscious. The closer the entire spectrum they form approaches white, the greater the chance of awakening. The closer the result is to black, the smaller the chances… leading to Loss. When we encounter the source of life near potential counterparts, we, the Awakened, gather and observe carefully. If things tend toward white, we wait. If they tend toward black, we intervene.”

Pause. Thudor tried to understand the implications of the information he had just received. He attempted to filter out the magic, death, and other elements, focusing on the extraterrestrials. Was he talking to planets? Were humans mere colors? Counterparts, loss… What did they mean by “stopping” them? That part didn’t sit well with him… “Could you clarify what you mean by ‘stopping’? Whom, exactly, would you like to stop?”

“You must understand that what we’re trying to convey to you may not be exactly what reaches you. We have studied you humans. We’ve tried, and continue to try, to understand. However, you are… very different from anything we’ve encountered before. We’ll attempt to answer your questions in terms that your mind can adjust to, as accurately as possible.”

Thudor wasn’t sure from which one the response came.

“By ‘stopping,’ we mean that if your race poses a threat to the birth of consciousness in our potential counterparts, you have chosen the wrong path. Your race should, I believe the most accurate word is: be exterminated. This way, we will allow the birth of a new race that chooses the path toward whiteness.”

The one who transmitted the last message, was somehow perceived as the Soulful One. The unwavering tone in which the words were spoken did nothing to ease Thudor’s apprehension. He felt like he wanted to say… something, anything. He thought that if someone saw him right now, he’d look like a fish out of water… He opened his mouth, then closed it again. Opened, closed. It occurred to him that either he had gone mad, or they had gone mad. Not only was he talking to planets, but these were planets that, as far as he understood, were contemplating… exterminating humanity. That is, all humans. Humanity. And the way they said it had an air of… implacability. They certainly weren’t speaking in metaphors. And yet… somewhere he thought he heard an “if”… that was something he could grasp. “Wait a moment. And if,”—he said, trying to emphasize the word that allowed for more diverse interpretations,—“if you still want to ‘stop’ us, what’s the point of this conversation now?” He wasn’t sure if he imagined it or truly sensed a flicker in the scenery… the stars. Somehow, depending on the clarity of the words, they seemed to become more or less distinct.

“When we are born, each of us has a law, a postulate imprinted in our consciousness. The first one we received states: ‘Diversity is a creative act. Only it determines destiny.’ It has been applied only once before. We decided that you fit within it.”

Thudor found it difficult to follow the condensed, meaningful flow of information… not at all uplifting, in general. He felt increasingly… bewildered. Planets with consciousness and… postulates. The idea of extermination… “Could you be a bit clearer? What connection does what you’re saying have with our extermination? Surely we’re not the species with the largest number of individuals, or what kind of diversity are you referring to?”

“You’re starting to understand. We don’t mean your numbers or appearance. As I mentioned before, we perceive you as what you would call colors, much like you would look at a rainbow or an aurora borealis. The combination of your colors represents the species’ color. By diversity, we mean that the transitions from white to black. In your species’ case, fluctuate in a way we haven’t encountered before. Dense. Varied. Nonuniform. Chaotic. Therefore, we cannot apply other postulates. We cannot choose. You’ve come so close to black that we were ready to stop you. Then you shifted toward white at a pace that made us prepare for our counterpart. You had both white and black almost simultaneously. I repeat: we’ve never encountered anything like this. You are Diversity. We cannot make the correct decision.”

“So you cannot exterminate us?”

“Actually, we can, but we cannot make that decision at this moment.”

“Well, first of all, I’m glad —and, somewhat, that was true; the idea of being exterminated didn’t appeal to him— so what will you do?”

“You’re asking the wrong questions. We will do what is decided.”

Seemingly a bit more confident, the man asked a new question, “And will this decision come out of nowhere?”

Thudor could imagine how the smile had reappeared on his lips, even though he was aware that it was probably silly in the current situation. But… actually it didn’t even matter what his face looked like… for real.

“No. The postulate is very clear: only diversity chooses its destiny.”

“So, you’ll wait until humanity chooses a clear path…”

“No. We cannot risk an approach to black from which there is no return. We cannot make the decision. But the decision must be made now. Diversity will provide it.”

Thudor was beginning to feel like he was playing a mime game, and the problem was… he had never been a fan of these games. Who or what was this diversity… He felt like he was going in circles… again. “I don’t understand.”

“Most of the time, the species’ spectrum is determined by the combination of individual spectra. You, the one who is connected to us, represent diversity in itself. You come closest to the spectrum we’ve seen in your species. You are the Diversity that will decide.”

The man’s mind entered a kind of loop… “I am the Diversity that will decide. I am the Diversity that will decide. I am the Diversity that will decide.” He repeated the same thing, even emphasizing different words. And he didn’t think he wanted to understand what he had heard. It was like a downright crazy dream. He remembered that this might be how Alice felt in Wonderland when she first met the Queen… He involuntarily shook his head, trying to maintain focus. Did he have to decide the extermination of humanity??? It was a bit much. Then he remembered one detail… “Wait, now? They clearly said: now.”

The entire landscape began to tremble. The stars seemed to fade away. Thudor observed how those in front of him, or rather their images, were gradually dimming, like characters in a poorly performed play. Somehow, he thought he heard something, like a fading last thought.

“Our ‘now’ is not your ‘now.’”

He felt completely bewildered, not that he had felt too sure until now. “Our ‘now,’ my ‘now’?” He had received an answer to a question he didn’t think he had asked… or had he? Quite abruptly, he felt torn from the scene. Along with… the characters, and here he noted, somewhere in the background, an observation: it seemed that those there saw themselves as twelve, while he had only counted eleven. Then the stars vanished, followed by the entire scene.

He opened his eyes, with the feeling that he had just closed them. For a brief moment, the darkness in the room remained. Just before he could question the entire experience, he began to distinguish shadows, or rather a shadow, and he heard other sounds besides his heartbeat. Right in front of him, or perhaps she had been there all along, the young lady who had invited him, so courteous… asked “Hello, are you feeling well?”

“If I’m feeling well? Wait a moment, why wouldn’t I feel well? I’ve had a bit of relaxation, haven’t I? I might add that it’s an interesting room. Can I stay for another round?”

He wanted to appear relaxed and amusing, but his voice hadn’t sounded that way at all. Rather like someone whose mind was lost, who had awakened from a dream too abruptly. He told himself that, after all, the young lady couldn’t have known about his encounter. Or could she? Before saying anything else, he looked at her intently. He had always lived with the impression that he could read people’s thoughts by looking into their eyes. He was aware that this impression, like many others, could only be real in his mind. And if his face resembled even slightly the way the words had sounded… he might seem a bit… crazy. But her eyes… looked at him just as directly. Not unpleasantly, but rather familiarly. As if there were a connection between them that he should have known about. Whenever he had this feeling, sooner or later he ended up forming friendships. And yet… that didn’t mean they were already friends… He persisted with a somewhat aggressive approach, “So, would I have reasons not to be relaxed?” 

He sensed a slight hesitation…

“I suppose you know better. Thank you for your cooperation. I believe we’ll meet again soon… And yes, I think you have reasons not to be too relaxed.”

The invitation, not so much the spoken words as the fact that she had shown him the door, “quite elegantly,” he thought, seemed like a kind of farewell, without too many words. He was puzzled: “Really? No other explanation?” He spoke aloud, “I think I still deserve a few more parting words.”

“You’ll have them…”

As she said this, they had already reached the exit. Thudor almost regretted not choosing an approach like… “You know, girl what happened to me?” Maybe he would have received a glass of water. Now that he thought about it, he realized he was indeed thirsty. Very thirsty. Something made him serious and attentive again… he felt that, perhaps once more, only in his imagination, something had changed in her expression. And he didn’t think it was something pleasant. “Could it have been sadness? Quite strange, and rather odd. Not that this whole interview thing was too close to normal…” In front of the entrance door to the building, he turned around once more, ready to say whatever came to mind, or at least to ask for a glass of water, “I hope—”

“—And I hope too. Please don’t forget: no matter what you believe, you have friends who will stand by you.”

Then the door began to close, almost near Thudor’s face. If he were the type to curse, this would certainly be an opportune moment to let the words flow. But he disliked foul language. After a hesitation, still amazed at how the door had almost closed, he decided it wasn’t necessary to prolong the embarrassing situation any further. 

He turned his face toward the crowded sidewalk, filled with noise, cars, rain, wind… at least now he appreciated the drops… of water… not exactly drinkable, flowing around. He wondered if he would look strange with his tongue sticking out. Probably. He tried to make sense of what had happened. But his mind perceived only an infernal noise, an impact, fragments of reality that didn’t seem to fit together, the sensation of flying, screams, silence, and unbearable pain throughout his body… Heat, tearing… amazement.
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Chapter III

- Shadows -

 

 

 

"Introduction"

excerpt from "The Secret History"

"

For those wondering when the zero moment was, the answer is simple: it is unknown. Perhaps this very moment is it, one equal to zero, or maybe it was the contact with the Ancients/Eternal Ones/Great Architects/Awakened, or much further back. It doesn’t really matter. The words you will read in this manuscript exist for those who seek to understand or assign other meanings, as a gift from those like them, who once were and are no more. Regardless of the moment when you read these lines, there is one thing you must not forget: everything can be an illusion. Everything can be interpretation. Each person decides their own reality. This history is written not to forget, if it was known, to discover if it wasn’t, and perhaps most importantly, because its author chose to write it.

"

"Introduction"

excerpt from "The Secret History" - end

 

"Moment One - Unmodified" - brief presentation

excerpt from "The Secret History"

"

If, by absurdity, a Homo Sapiens were to enter this place, they would find themselves in a 100% acoustically isolated space, without the slightest source of light, at an absolute zero temperature. The place where the Oldowans retreated, perhaps better known as Neutrinos. The names, neither the old nor the most recent, belong to them. Only descriptions marked by sapiens… Although the data about how they appeared, how they transformed, and how much they influenced Earth’s history, how they ended, what they attempted to do, and some of their ways of interacting with human evolution, were far too little known compared to actual history, there are still records. Even if it was much too late, they found their rightful place in history. In the second universe they inhabited, shaped like a cone with a height and base diameter equal to pi meters, their population reached a fixed number of 11,456,345,288 individuals. The most interesting aspects of their existence, both in preneutrino physical form and after transformation, as it is known, were their minds, for which the emergence of a question meant finding the answer through a system of matrices, nodes, and matrix grids, the lack of creative capacity, and the ability to manipulate dark matter. Initially. But at some point in their history, they managed to “upload” their spirit into modified neutrinos. Although, physically, those neutrinos could not leave the cone space, due to external modifications to the inhabited universe’s structure, they found methods to project their thoughts and influence certain categories of humans, gaining limited control over them, causing them to act as if they were doing so of their own will. Without humans being aware of this aspect. But there were consequences.

"

"Moment One - Unmodified"

brief presentation – end of excerpt

 

„Hopes” -  adapted reconstruction

excerpt from "The Secret History"

"

In absolute darkness, there was a harsh discordant mixture of voices. The state of ecstasy brought by the proximity to the goal of their new existence was doubled by the unequivocal involvement in human existence, the direct interaction with their physical universe. As always, the first N managed to silence every mind, invoking Silence Matrix.

N1:observation event-product return-Eternals-chosen new-human-contacted

The uproar began to grow noticeably.

N2:silence

The re-evocation of Silence Matrix, which had become fundamental after adapting to the new universe, invoked by one of the former planners, had an immediate effect. Now they were ready to listen to the series of statements indirectly announced by N1. At least until requests for answers or agreement, there should be no interruptions. As soon as the crowd was prepared again, N1 resumed the transmission.

N1:observation memory-moment-belief rise-origins achievement-transcendence-energy-original moment-seven-Eternals connection-the-Nameless-One.

The thought of the lost and uninvited one in their new universe, but especially the possibility of nothingness, made them all withdraw further. Interest in the cessation of life had not been of particular importance before contact with the Eternal Ones. It was what it was, the normal course of existence. The approach had changed radically with the emergence of concepts of eternal life, boundless knowledge, elevation to another level, transition to the new physical state, and the promise behind the planners. Nothingness had become the main fear.

N1:observation evocation-memory-knowledge failure-achievement-goal grasp-current-universe

N1:observation advantages-personal-minds distant-travels human-minds-penetration human-minds modifications

N1:observation closure-unhappiness remaining-mistake-irreparable

N1:observation Eternals-intention-repetition rebirth-soul-Earth neutrinos-journey-free-whole-universe

N1:observation consequence-action-Eternals reduction-pattern-time-neutrinos alignment-time-human modification-irreversible

N1:takeover N3 update-ongoing-plan

All minds directed their attention to the indicated one..

N3:observation assumption-purpose-awakening-spirit-Earth involvement-consciousness new-level entire-population-souls-existing total-unification-result new-consciousness-Earth

N3:observation existence-process similar-new-previous result-Eternals

N3:observation Eternals-surveillance-process purpose-direction-wrong path-native-populations new-action-possible-necessary extermination-existing-populations-Earth recovery-awaiting new-species resumption-process-awakening

N3:observation new-species belief-plan-wrong Eternals-evidence avoidance-extermination-initial

N3:observation presentation-plan-now determination-Eternals human-species-wrong path-intervention-Eternals extermination-humans

N3:observation Eternals-use-waves-distrino neutrinos-redirection-waves self-use union-souls-neutrino waves-distrino simulation-awakening consciousness-Earth acquisition-original-energy

N3:observation neutrino-population acquisition-freedom individual-choice departure-Universe

N3:question trust-plan-presented

By using the word “question” at the beginning of the last address, N3 had requested each individual to express an immediate point of view. From all minds, a unanimous confirmation of trust in all statements made by N3 was heard, with the word “agreement”.

N3:observation prior-existence lack-of-trust plan-stage-new-evolution

N3:question voices-present-confidence-lack

N3 clearly referred to the fact that last time they attempted this plan, there were doubts, resulting in clear opposition regarding its implementation. These doubts came from a faction of the population, with the Nameless One as their main representative. The outcome was that instead of the accepted finality, they ended up in this new, enclosed universe. Although, at least apparently, none of the former opponents were among those who entered the con (the enclosed space), N3 wanted to be sure that such ideas hadn’t resurfaced among the current population.

N3:taking over N2

N2, one of the first to speak, scanned the mass of consciousness for any signs of misalignment that could cause disruptions. All four former planners consistently practiced this type of probing from the beginning of the meeting. The combined results should have eliminated any unknowns and identified any deviations. Finding no traces, N2 prepared to insist on the idea, in case there was a hidden consciousness that needed to be brought to the surface.

N2:observation memory-Nameless-One support-awakening-original-consciousness impossibility-motivation-new-existence-self-species

N2:observation elapsed-time-accelerated initial-moment-rebirth-neutrinos time-passage-present permissiveness-understanding-acceptability-predictability numerous-mysteries-universes

N2:observation uselessness-knowledge lack-option-merge-universes question

N2:observation undefined-time acceptance-unwanted-universes limited-question

N2:observation personal-unique-opinion-Nameless-One unique-solution-change question

This time, the specification “question” was used at the end of the message. Everyone knew that an immediate answer was not required. It could give rise to personal questions after the meeting ended, or it was just a way for the person who used this positioning to emphasize that they were about to raise an issue they considered very important and required increased attention.

N2:observation Nameless-One consideration-alignment-white-energy learning-abandonment-inherent-threads

N2:observation righteousness-Nameless-One question

N2:observation faith-Nameless-One result-failure disappearance-loss-oblivion-void

N2:observation neutrino survival-preparation-perfection-truth question

N2:observation faith-plan-perfection final-choice-correct-future

He allowed several moments to pass, ensuring that the series of recent messages, not at all coincidental, had reached each of those listening. When he received confirmation, he scanned the entire population again. No flinching, no disturbance. Just as it should be. He continued.

N2:observation determination-Eternals faith-necessity-human-species-elimination

N2:observation utilization-Eternals utilization-Terra utilization-humans touch-goal-neutrinos

N2:observation correct-plan-unfolding chosen-human eliminated lost-void

N2 projected into everyone’s minds what represented the beginning of the new plan, the zero moment of the step toward perfection: images from human minds at the scene. Initially, an ordinary street bustling with human society—cars, people, rain, wind. Glints of a person emerging from typical cover. Then a powerful explosion. Bodies, cars, objects flying, burning in all directions, screams of horror and pain. Strident noises from machinery controlled by homo sapiens performing various roles. Focus on different parts of human bodies that until recently were part of the Chosen. Although what they saw was quite challenging to understand for most neutrinos, even those who already had solid experience with the human universe due to frequent contact couldn’t interpret everything in detail. The message, however, was quite clear regarding what had happened to the designated target.

N2 resumed the transmission. The purpose of the presentation had been achieved.

N2:observation individual-tasks-assigned necessity-outcome-plan-Eternals-conviction humans-black-inclination-balance-conviction extended-term-preservation-conviction

N2:observation total-participation now-moment

From somewhere, N2 perceived a thought: “Our now is not your now.” Surprised, N2 immediately contacted the other three. They all heard the same message, and it was likely that other participants did too. They needed to trace this thread back to its origin and prevent uncontrolled propagation. They quickly identified the source.

N2:question N4 clarification-observation

N4, the one who voiced the thought, spoke clearly.

N4:observation distant-memory-ignorance-source-preceding-ascension-correlation-now moment

N4:observation need-clarification now-unaccelerated-time time-reference-humans now

N5:observation uselessness-observation-evidence

N1 N2 N3 and N5 exchanged a few thoughts. Something troubled them about this observation. Without knowing exactly what it was, they sensed that N4’s thought, although rare, hinted at some discovery from their physical past. Unlike most of the time, it showed that N4’s intellectual activity hadn’t ceased entirely. Even through seemingly nonsensical interventions, it suggested that remnants of their past still existed. The four quickly agreed: it didn’t matter. The source was unimportant—a sad failure, an exception to their previous ascension. Things were set in motion.

N1:observation determination-clarification individual-task-transmission

N1:question meeting-conclusion

N5:agreement

Unanimously, the entire neutrino society responded in the same way.

Gradually, each mind detached itself, and the well-known general turmoil resumed its place. Each closed itself off as much as it could…

"

"Hopes"

adapted reconstruction - end of excerpt

 

~


	Chapter IV

- Chances -

 

 

 

"If I were to be reborn, able to choose forgetfulness, 

It wouldn't even cross my mind to wipe out parts, 

Pain, tears, horror, or regrets they all exist, 

Received in my soul with joy. That's what I am."

excerpt from "Songs of Darkness"

 

Thudor woke up screaming. With all his might. From pain, from fear… but… why was he screaming? Somehow, his body and thoughts seemed to signal that he had to. As if it were something natural—a continuation, as though he had awakened from a dream and wanted to quickly go back to continue it. But in reverse. Now, he felt… not quite in reality. Disconcerting.

Something wasn’t right. He needed to gather himself. Anchors. Anything he considered supportive. He began to sift through his recent memories, trying to pinpoint the issue… or if there was one.

“So, I was leaving the interview, and I received a door—both physically and metaphorically—right in the face. A young lady who seemed apologetic, the sensation that I wanted to swear like a sailor. Ah, now I understand why I still feel like screaming. Explosion, screams… total surrealism. It could be an explanation. Although… wait a moment. Everything I considered certain just seconds ago should now be questioned. I was too convinced that I clearly remembered something I noticed out of the corner of my eye, peripherally. But the information is too rich in visual and auditory details. I could swear I smell burning… actually, a mix of materials, smoke. Hmm. That makes them more like a dream than memories. Memories aren’t usually this vivid. Funny.

Let check something… more challenging… what did I eat two days ago? Let’s say… for lunch. No… too easy. I usually don’t eat anything during the week around that time. Three days ago… because it was Sunday, so I don’t have clear hours… as if I do otherwise. 

I need to focus. And yet… it’s not exactly comical. Well… I hadn’t thought it would be.

Strange. This morning, precisely at five thirteen, because I clearly remember the kitchen clock… is it normal to have breakfast at that hour? Well… that’s a question for another time… so, I made an omelette with whatever I found in the fridge… more precisely, two eggs—one beaten directly in the pan, the other left whole. In the end, I chopped up an onion, not too finely, into slices… amusing… something in my head insists it was twenty-four, seriously… so, sheep cheese… quite fatty… oh… and I thought to put it on top at the end, so it wouldn’t melt and ruin my combination… wouldn’t be the first time…

Okay. Suspicious. I know myself pretty well. Things don’t usually work like this in my mind. It would have taken me just a few minutes to be almost certain how many eggs I used. Not because I necessarily have memory problems, although… there’s a possibility, I can’t deny that, but because I would have questioned every idea… but what if there were three eggs… because that would normally be my choice, yes… I know two would be healthier, and I distinctly remember that’s what I did, but statistically, I’d use three, so… surely I didn’t force my memories to say what I wanted rather than what happened?

Yeah, that would be the dilemma.

But now… the memory was vivid and clear. I almost saw myself making the omelette… as if I were right there. This time, the clarity of the memory leaves no room for statistics. I don’t know what to say. Well, maybe I do. It’s one of those real dreams, as I like to call them. Everything seems to happen, as if I woke up… until I find something that… is too… not how it should be. Yet, every time I reach this point, either I wake up for real, or everything suddenly changes. And nothing seems to change. Damn it.

Actually, I don’t feel upset. Maybe I should. But… it’s something new. I’m definitely smiling in my sleep. On the other hand, I’ve had even stranger dreams. Anyway, I’ll wake up at some point.”

Thudor continued to try to understand, but he had calmed down. He chose to believe that the information about the explosion was true. If his mind offered him this scenario… why not. However, because he didn’t feel pain now, it didn’t make sense to behave as if he had actually gone through it. He thought that if the dream truly wanted to make him scream in pain… it should have worked more carefully on the scenario.

He smiled. Whatever part of his mind dealt with this aspect of sleep was probably defective. He had never managed to induce a nightmare. Sometimes, when he heard his friends talk about waking up screaming, drenched in fear, he wondered what it would be like… and maybe it sounded masochistic, but he would have liked to experience something similar from time to time. But… no. Any problem, threat, no matter how destructive or terrible it appeared in his mind… was still his mind. And this idea had always led him to find solutions, to adapt… and not to slip into the nightmare realm.

His thoughts returned to the conversation with the Elders. During the time spent with them, it seemed they spoke directly into his brain. Now, he thought it was quite unreal. If… in fact, he was still asleep. He was still in his bed, about to open his eyes and look out the window as a new morning approached… like all the others. Without the Elders, the interview, the secretary, the explosion, well... just another dream. Another interesting scenario. It was a possibility. However… it was better to go with the idea that this was reality and that, at least for now, he needed to understand what
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