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Immortality in Recurrence


When your time comes, you will die. I don't offer a way to avoid that step, for it is quite required. You will die. All things with a start must have an end. You are no exception. You may think your birth, as messy was it was, was the start. But no, long before that, your cells were busy living, growing, and expanding. Your mother worked hard, knowing or not, to enable and empower the process.
Before we even got that far, your father produced the other half of what would become you, and convinced your mother to do what was required to begin the song that would eventually become you.
Before even that, your parents had parents and they had parents in a long line going back to a place, far from here, where we don't even recognize the creatures we came from. We are all the same, you and me, and all of us.
From life came life, and from life will continue life for untold years ahead of us. If we are perhaps luckier than we deserve, we will reach out, and become infinite among the stars. Life will beget life. But even that will draw to an end, eventually.
But we aren't here to talk about them. They can resolve their own philosophical issues without our help.
We need to talk about how you die. How I die. How we all die, in our own time.
When our minds can no longer grasp what is going on, we cease to be. When there is no resumption, we safely call this death, and it's a fine name for it, but it doesn't have to be, and, I will argue, it simply cannot be.
Not out of the kind hand of a benevolent god or spiritual framework, offering succor from the grim reality. We need look no further than the least likely source of mercy. 
Math.
***
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Everything that makes you, you, is comprised of countless little pieces being in just the right place at just the right time. You are a precious lego assembly that will likely never be seen in perfect copy, at least within the scope of this universe.
And isn't that long enough?
For most, it is. For practical work, involving your own efforts, it is. But it isn't the end.
When you end, you gain a wonderful gift, granted to you by your condition.
Patience.
A thousand years. Then a thousand of those, and a thousand of that collection still. You would sooner fall over dead anew than to finish drawing out all the 0s involved in how many years will go by.
But, you're dead. You have little better to do, so sit back, don't be upset, and wait patiently with me. There is better coming.
In that formless nothing, the universe moves past you. You don't get to experience those things, great and small, but that's alright. 
Be still.
The noise of creation itself will quiet, in time. Even it, all of reality as we know it, will find its end. Perhaps romantic, but, in the end, it joins you. Everything is nothing, and you are nothing too.
But nature abhors a vacuum, and from nothing, comes something.
There are many theories of how this could be, from a Great Crunch causing a cosmological reset, to quantum foam percolating at the smallest levels that will, eventually, give rise to a whole new universe. Silence will give way to booming noise.
In that noise, hope. In that noise, a new chance.
The dice are cast.
Mind, the dice are not in your favor, certainly not at first.
The odds of you? They are quite small. You are made of so many different tiny parts in very specific patterns. Those patterns needed other patterns to align just right.
The odds are stacked heavily against you, but you have something this uncaring universe can't take away from you. You're patient, and you can wait.
One universe becomes two, twenty, a million, a thousand more of those. We lose track, but we are patient as the dice tumble and roll around with neither side giving an ounce of empathy for the other.
We will not rely on kindness, but inevitability.
In a sea of universes, some are in the right order, and, in that order, are all the parts that will make you.
You will live again.
It will not be the same, but it will be you, in a way that is more you than anyone else who has claimed to be related to you could hope for. One universe will find you, for you are just a lucky chance, and those dice landed on just the right faces to find you, the stubborn song that got stuck in the mind of a universe, to be hummed once more.
But, you may ask, will this new me even remember me? Will they just be another being that will share some large parts of me? How does that help me?!
Well, to be honest, the odds of an imperfect copy, that does not remember, or only remembers some of you, is far more likely. They will happen more often, and this is just math.
Let's not bemoan it. They're fine, these almost-yous. Let's celebrate that they existed at all, even if we won't ever get to shake their hand.
But, if it's not impossible, it's inevitable. Eventually, you, a new you, will open your eyes with memories of a whole other universe glittering behind your eyes.
Welcome home, you. You've been away. But you're back now, and that's good, even if you must leave again, someday.
It's okay. We're here, and that's what matters.
Oh, I may not be with you, not that time. That's alright. I'm playing the same dice game, waiting for my chance, and even if they did come up, you may never find me.
This is okay too. I'll forgive you if you forgive me in turn.
Eventually, even more improbable things will happen, and we will be side by side. Dear friends? Siblings? Who knows? Certainly not I. I don't claim to see the faces on those dice, just to know that they roll, and they don't show any sign of stopping.
But, we're getting too far, let's pull back.
***
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Back to now. You're reading this, thinking about the words I said. You may be full of questions, and I wouldn't blame you for having them.
How can this future me, separated by more time than I can even imagine, be related in any way that matters?
But, dear reader, they are you. They are you in every way that matters, thinking your thoughts and speaking with your tics and they even have that little thing you do when you think nobody is looking.
They are you.
The question is, will you accept that? It's really up to you, now.
Do you open your arms and greet these future yous? Will they open their eyes, think back on all of you, and smile. Or will they scream in horror, to know that what seemed to be an end has rudely come back into focus? You decide that, right now.
The future you will remember what you decided. It will help form them. Again, not because of some spiritual pull, but because they are you.
How can they help but to remember?
You will get a chance to live a new life. Experience, reach, and savor it, each of them as they flow past. 
There are some religions that speak of a person being a god that has yet to experience all of everything. Perhaps this is true, but I'm not here to speak on spirituality, just hard numbers, and you will, eventually, get a chance to see it all. Close your arms around that infinity and cry out with celebration.
Even if it's a long wait, I promise, it'll be worth it.
But let's turn our head to the side towards those around us. We do not live alone. You have dear friends who come and go. Loved ones who do much the same. They may go first, or you, and you may ask, rightly, how does this help?
Oh, but it does, dear echo, ripple in the unending pool. They will roll the same dice, for they must.
When chance allows it, your life will brush against theirs. Perhaps in friendship, or an enemy, or some new relationship you don't even have a name for. But it will be, and you'll have another chance.
I hope that you'll be happy to see them, to marvel at what chance had in store for them and created to be in your life. Good or bad, it will be something to experience.
|Let them arrive strange. Let them carry new names, new scars.
|Let them not resemble what you lovedâ€”yet still stir something you recall.
|Thatâ€™s how the dice speak: not in mimicry, but in harmony.
There are some that claim this already happens right now, in the universe we live in. I can't prove it, only hope to show that, eventually, it can happen, and so it must, eventually, happen.
The child that speaks beyond their years, and those who seem blessed, and walk through life with a certainty that seems to have no source. How do they always know just what to do? An echo from the past? Conjecture entirely, but isn't that a fun possibility to consider?
You will have your turn, opening your eyes with more wisdom than your years should allow. I ask that you do it with dignity and humility. We'll all roll those dice eventually. Don't make the experience of others any harder than it already is. They will experience it all, in time. No reason to hurry their darkness at your own hands.
These are choices you have to make before you're there. You'll be busy, later, living that different life. They may make a decision that doesn't align with yours.
They may yet do just that. They may have mirrored you perfectly, but, in a different place and situation, differences will rapidly begin to fall into place. That new you may become a very different person, and this is not to be lamented. They have every right to exist, just as you do right now.
You wouldn't want some person to march up to you, raving about your 'old self' from 'beyond time's grasp', would you? Likely not.
If that upsets you
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