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# The Akashic White-Out

## Part One. The Seeker

Liam was always the kind of person who made a room feel warmer.

Not because he said the right things or knew how to make an impression — there was just something alive in him, restless and genuine. At any given table he could be both the life of the party and the most attentive listener in the room, and nobody found that contradictory.

The neighborhood where he grew up knew his footsteps. When Liam showed up, people gathered, conversations sparked, someone laughed, someone argued, and everyone drifted home a little different than they'd arrived.

At home there was family, and there was Duke — a young yellow Lab with no pedigree, who greeted Liam at the door like he'd just returned from a round-the-world voyage rather than school.

From his teenage years onward, a question took up residence inside him.

Not one specific question — a whole family of them, living inside him the way tenants live in a large building, making noise, arguing with each other, sometimes keeping him up at night. *What's the point of any of this? What lies behind what we can see? Is there something more than what we can touch?*

He read everything. Buddhist texts sat next to the writings of Christian mystics. Castaneda leaned against Alan Watts. A worn copy of Ramakrishna stood beside his quantum physics notes. His friends laughed good-naturedly but always listened — because Liam had a way of making complicated things interesting even to people who'd never thought about them.

At university he chose philosophy — not because he planned to become a philosopher, but because it was the only place where his questions were considered appropriate.
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## Part Two. The Threshold

In his junior year, Liam had a dream he couldn't shake.

Not because it was frightening or particularly beautiful. It was simply *real* — with that dense, weighted realness that separates ordinary dreams from something else entirely. In the dream, Liam stood in an enormous library with no end. The shelves rose higher than he could see, and on every shelf stood not quite books — something like books, glowing, alive, breathing. And he knew — in the dream knew with absolute certainty — that one of them was written about him.

He woke at four in the morning, sat up, and stared into the dark for a long time.

Duke lifted his head, looked at his owner, and put his muzzle back on his paws — *it's fine, go back to sleep.*

Liam didn't sleep.

He started searching — with the same eager thoroughness he'd always brought to other questions. He read about the Akashic Records — that ancient concept appearing across traditions under different names: universal memory, the subtle plane, the Book of Life. Roughly speaking: information accumulated by a soul, recorded not on paper or a hard drive but in the very fabric of existence. The history of every person — past, present, possible future.

— Do you actually believe in this? — asked his best friend Aaron, when Liam told him over coffee.

— I don't know what I believe, — Liam said honestly. — But I saw something. And I want to understand what.

Aaron nodded. He was used to Liam walking edges that other people only glanced at from a distance.
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## Part Three. The Reading

For the next several months, Liam practiced.

Meditation, breathwork, lucid dreaming. He didn't drop out of school, didn't stop seeing friends, didn't disappear from family — he just started waking an hour earlier every morning and sitting in silence.

And then one day — not suddenly, but gradually, the way dawn happens — something opened.

There were no words adequate to describe it. Not a vision in the cinematic sense, not a voice, not writing on the wall. It was a multidimensional pattern — alive, breathing, infinitely complex. Every thread was simultaneously an event, a feeling, and a meaning. The Records didn't read — they *sounded*, like an enormous choir where every voice sang its own part, all of them together forming something unified and overwhelming.

And then came the images.

In fractions of a second he saw storylines months long — with details so precise they couldn't have been invented. Here he sat at a conference table, the light falling exactly like that, the tie on the man across from him exactly that shade of blue, and Liam felt the familiar burn of ambition rising in him and understood that he was about to say *yes* when he should say *no*. Here — another story, years long: an unfamiliar girl named Jane, a first meeting in some hallway, her laugh, and then the way things would slowly, almost imperceptibly begin to go wrong — and the pain that wouldn't arrive immediately but would accumulate like water behind a dam and one day break through. He saw it all simultaneously and in sequence, as though time had folded into a single point and unfolded again — slowly, frame by frame.

And when his thoughts shifted even slightly — the entire pattern changed, the way a reflection changes in water from the smallest breath of wind. Liam understood immediately: this was not a text you could reread. It was living geometry, and it had to be handled with great care.

He wrote everything he could remember in a thick notebook he kept in his desk drawer. He wrote for a long time — his hand got tired, but he was afraid the images would start fading the way dreams fade.

—-
[image: ]


## Interlude. Grandma's Kitchen

It was one of those days when Liam had gone particularly deep inside himself.

He sat at his grandmother Eleanor's kitchen table, staring at a spot on the wall where the wallpaper had peeled away slightly. His head was full of mental diagrams, images from his practices, questions catching on each other like links in a chain.

Eleanor was kneading dough. She did it the way she'd done it her whole life — calmly, without fuss, with that particular focus that belongs only to people who've long since made peace with their own hands.

— You've gone somewhere again, — she said without turning around.

— Thinking, — Liam answered.

— I can see you're thinking. — She turned the dough, pressed it with her palm. — Eat a piece of pie before it gets cold.

— I'm not hungry.

Eleanor finally turned and looked at him — the long look of someone trying to work something out without using too many words.

— My grandmother used to tell me something, — she said suddenly. — I didn't understand it then. Honestly, I'm still not sure I fully understand it now.

Liam looked up. Eleanor wasn't a person given to long speeches, and that alone made him listen.

— What did she say?

She wiped her hands on a towel and paused — not for effect, but as though she were trying on the words for size.

— She said: spirituality is the kind of thing that can very easily lead you away from love. — Eleanor shrugged. — I didn't understand how that was even possible. How can spirituality lead you away from love? They're the same thing, aren't they?

— And now? — Liam asked quietly.

— Still don't quite get it, — she admitted simply, without embarrassment. — But I feel like she was right. I've known people like that — spiritual, elevated. Everything about the soul, about meaning, about higher things. But around them — it was cold. Like they were already somewhere else a little bit.

She turned back to the dough.

— Have some pie. It's cherry.

Liam took a piece. He chewed slowly, and there was something strange in it — the warmth of the pastry, the smell of cherry, the sound of rain outside — all of it suddenly felt very specific, very real. Almost too real after weeks spent in subtle planes and karmic patterns.

*Spirituality leads you away from love.*

He didn't understand it then. The phrase caught somewhere inside him — like a splinter that doesn't hurt but won't be forgotten. It would wait. Until the right moment.
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## Part Four. The Rewrite

He decided to act.

It seemed logical — if you can see the pit ahead of you, you walk around it. Liam began building his life more carefully, more deliberately, like a man with a map of the terrain that no one else could access.

The first test was work.

The offer came from a prestigious research institute — the very one Liam had talked about since his freshman year. Prestige, money, a name. The dean personally congratulated him. His mother cried. His father shook his hand firmly and said nothing — but it was obvious he was proud.

Liam sat across from the institute's director — a sharp, intelligent older man — and listened to the terms. Everything in him said *yes*. Everything except one thing — that quiet, absolute certainty left over from his reading of the Records. He *knew* where this door led. Not immediately — three years from now, five years from now. He knew it the way you know the taste of a poison you've never tried.

— I'm going to have to decline, — he said.

The director raised an eyebrow.

— You understand that offers
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