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TO THE READER

Forget for a moment everything you think you know about the silent, empty cosmos.

Instead, imagine a whisper. A pulse. A rhythm as old as the stars.

It is a signal that should not exist, yet has been recorded from the direction of Andromeda. It is a mysterious geometric pattern traced by the migrating herds of the Serengeti. It is a physical anomaly beneath the Antarctic ice—deeper than humanity has ever reached.

Fragments of truth that science has dismissed as mere coincidence.

The events in this book are fictional. But the puzzle pieces from which it is assembled are real. They are documented and measurable, yet buried in academic journals and data streams—visible to all, understood by none.

In this story, we ask:

What if these anomalies aren’t random? What if they are answers?

And the most unsettling question of all: What if we are not being watched by technology… but by consciousness? What if our actions aren’t being measured by machines, but by morality?

Prepare yourself for a journey that will take you from an orbital space station to the darkest depths of the ocean. This is not just a thriller. This is a key. A chance to see the world differently.

But I must warn you:

Once you hear it—the quiet sound of the cosmic heartbeat behind this story—you will never be able to unhear it. It will echo in your mind.

It will remain in you as truth.

This is not a story about space. This is a story about you. And about the moment the universe chooses to answer.

Welcome aboard,

Jarmo Voutilainen

Author / Illustrator
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PROLOGUE

The Universe

If you look deep enough, reality begins to look back. 

There is a secret hidden in plain sight.
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It’s not inscribed on ancient scrolls or locked in vaults. It’s written in the stars, in atoms, and in your very DNA. It is the fabric of reality we assume we understand.

But we are wrong.

Everything we rely on—matter, time, life—is only surface. A thin veil stretched over an unfathomable depth. 

And that veil is starting to tear.

In our ignorance, we call it the universe.

The Deceptive Majority

Think of everything you see—stars, galaxies, planets. Everything you and I are made of. That’s just 5% of it all. Five percent. A cosmetic rounding error.

The remaining 95% is invisible. Dark matter. Dark energy. Science names it but doesn’t know what it is. It’s treated as void, inert filler.

But what if it’s not empty? What if it thinks?

Exhibit A: The Ghost Connection

There’s a phenomenon in quantum physics. Einstein called it “spooky action at a distance.” Two particles, once linked, remain entangled—forever. Even across the vastness of the universe. Change one, and the other reacts... instantly. Faster than light. According to physics, this is impossible. And yet, it happens.
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Now ask yourself: What if the human mind—consciousness—works the same way? What if your thoughts, fears, and hopes aren’t just electrochemical sparks in the brain? What if they’re signals, truly echoing through space?
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Exhibit B: The Universal Fingerprint

Look at the spiral arm of the Milky Way. Look at the swirl of a hurricane. Look at the shell of a nautilus, the leaf of a fern, your own fingerprint. The same pattern—again and again. A fractal. Galaxy clusters are shaped like neural networks in the human brain. This is no coincidence. It’s a language.

The universe repeats itself. What if it’s not a collection of objects… but a vast, living brain?

The Final Call

And now—it approaches. The Andromeda Galaxy. Headed straight for us. Speed: 110 kilometers per second. The collision isn’t a possibility—it’s inevitable.
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Science calls it a galactic merger. A distant, sterile event billions of years away. But what if it’s something else? What if it’s a test? A final trial?

What if someone—deep within the pulsing core of Andromeda— has already sent a message? Not to ask if we’re ready for war.

But to ask: “Are you ready to understand?”

This is the world you are about to enter. Not empty space, but communicating intelligence. Not a game of chance, but a field of meaning. A world where every heartbeat may be an answer.

And someone—or something—is listening.

 

 

 


PART 1

1.1 Unidentified Object

International Space Station (ISS)
November 5, 2023

Four hundred kilometers above the void, Captain Amanda Reyes forgot to breathe.
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The Earth’s blue crescent curved below her like a sleeping god. Around her, the black velvet of space swallowed all light and sound. And there, in the shadow of the ISS’s massive solar arrays, it waited.

Not a satellite. Not space debris. Not anything that should have been there.

It didn’t spin. It didn’t drift. It just stayed perfectly still, defying every law of orbital mechanics Reyes had studied at university.

Her fingers tightened around the edge of the comm panel. “Houston, this is Alpha Four,” her voice was steady, trained. Inside, her heart pounded. “We have visual contact… with an unregistered object.”

The radio fell silent. The seven-second delay between Earth and space stretched into eternity.

“Alpha-Four, say again,” Houston’s voice crackled from the speaker.

Reyes didn’t respond. Her gaze was locked on the anomaly floating beyond the polycarbonate window. It wasn’t just there. It was watching. She could feel it. Absurd. Illogical. But she felt it in her bones.

Then the instruments came alive. Red numbers flashing. Radiation: 0.3 roentgens. 0.8. 1.2. Impossible. Those levels were lethal. The station’s alarms should’ve been screaming. But there was silence. As if something was suppressing them too.
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Then it moved. Not along an orbital path. Not away. Through. Like a ghost, it passed through the titanium hull of the station as if the structure were made of mist. Physics, as she knew it, simply ceased to exist. Everything she had crammed into her brain at MIT unraveled in an instant.

“Captain! What the hell was that?” Another astronaut—a young Russian cosmonaut—burst into the Cupola module, his face pale.

“Recording?” Reyes whispered.

“Running… but it’s not working! The video feed’s glitching. Something’s jamming the signal.”

And then it came. A voice. Not from the radio. Not from the speakers. But from inside her head.

“Dr. Reyes.”

She froze. The voice was clear. Calm. And utterly alien. But it had spoken inside her mind. Not Captain. Doctor. It knew her former life.

The tablet in front of her flickered to life. A symbol appeared on the black screen. A perfect, symmetrical circle enclosing a complex, fractal pattern. Ancient and mathematically precise. A language.

“We are not your enemies,” the voice continued in her consciousness, gentle yet unwavering.

“We are… invited.”

1.2 Something Else in the Sky

Eielson Air Force Base, Alaska 

November 5, 2023

Major Darnell Brooks stared at the radar console as if it had just lied to him. Six targets had appeared—forming a perfect hexagon, each exactly 847 meters from an imaginary center point. The objects weren’t moving. They were hovering—and they hadn’t existed a second earlier.
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“When did they show up?” he asked the systems specialist.

“Exactly 01:15 UTC, sir. They just… appeared. All at once. No orbital trajectory. No acceleration. No approach. They just... were.”

Brooks glanced at the









[image: ]

















[image: ]
























[image: ]
















[image: ]












OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image4.jpg
(LIRS

]
| _....:..:.






OPS/image2.jpg





OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image8.jpg
” Il//l/l 4
’

\\‘\“
\\\\

!y )
/"
,

S

HHIH )
,HI
é !

\\\\\H\






OPS/CoverDesign.jpg
, THﬁ E
H EARTB EAT OF
ANDROMEDA

Illustrated short story

JARMO VOUTILAINEN





OPS/image3.jpg





OPS/image0.jpg
B

e






OPS/image1.jpg





OPS/image5.jpg





OPS/image7.jpg
o0

g
e

o YD






OPS/image9.jpg





