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Space is void.

Mind invokes

Endlessness

Recedes

Out of it

Re-images

The universe into it

Challenging imagined boundaries

Discovers

Space shaped energies

Beyond

The void.

The imperceptive takes an aperceptive phenomenally attuned intelligence to note space is like the air enveloping a world. Space is an impulse aspiring sentience into an intelligence. Space is the intrinsic condition of the universe. It takes an abstract mind to comprehend its contents.

That was Dr. Shagor. Cosmologist extra extraordinaire from another era. After that anybody could see what was not there. Deities and demons. A mystical effluvium. Crystel spheric epicycles reverberating cosmic chords to fill space with its charm and a deep longing. Thereby missing what appeared during their enquiries. Dr. Shagor was the first in studying space states by their multi-dimensional phases. Then engineers built machines and ventured into different spaces. Manifested Virtualities. Their domain worlds colonised space through digital quantisation states. From these emerged The Federated Commonwealth of Domain Space Worlds.

Where entrepreneurs designed what they imagined. Facilitated by what Romantics termed  Computational Engines of Creation. Indeed they were. Constellated Quantum Light Processors to improve their redundancies. Post generated machineMinds executed and improved processing capabilities. This necessitated the need for machineHeads to manage infrastructure, maintenance and operations necessary for the continuance of life support features in Domain Space worlds. Digital eternities in various realms became the pinnacle in the Virtuality. Whence one could connect anywhere instantly, using portals. Later barely indistinct from the Real. Reality now a concept considered too imprecise as a working definition.
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Initially one domain world specialised in education. Generated campuses, disciplines for fields of study. Attracting specialists. Though the Virtuality allowed one to think up whatever, only a significant minority pursued knowledge as had all civilisations. The originating planets -V- and -M- retained their traditional methods of learning. That of the university. Soon this expansiveness evolved into multiple domain worlds. Engaged in the applied sciences and their attendant technologies. Dependent on mathematical physicists as biochemical engineers structured neuromorphic fields based on Neo-architectural phase states of supra consciousness. The most promiscuous in the arts were the recent social scientists.

Soon however a polite derision had arisen. Expressed in diplomatic niceties. Historians considered their brash participation in the social conversation as a lack of education. Barely contributing anything of significance in the realm of any culture and their social setting. Eventually the Social Sciences were barely acknowledged as a study worth pursuing due to their insistence of their objectivity. An open insult and affront to the other disciplines.

Their social analysts pushed themselves into that ancient pursuit, not so noble anymore of arcane philosophers who were fading into obtuse thought processes no one could follow. Nor was the response of logicians of any help. Who based their logic on the discipline of mathematics, an ancient tradition dating back to the first major buildings and land allocation in classical antiquity. Which made them presume to know they could prove their conclusions as decisive. Due to consistent proofs, therefore logically verified as valid. Tasked in symposiums to explain their logicalities of application created interesting quagmires. To save their embarrassment another discipline arose out of this academic swampland. Investigators of the cognisant mind.

Within a decade this school's theories bifurcated. Inner menteations, expressive ideations, impressive isolators in passive alignment allowed their conclusions, to what most disciplines bemusedly considered as evolving mental derangements. Naturally never the logicians. Who's arguments about what constituted an actual logical premise begat further bifurcations into epistemological arcanae. The animists on -V- barely counted as contributing to the conversation.   All was pure and good and clean in the realm of the academic domain world university. The practical inventors on -M- never got a word in. All hail the purity of logical thought. Their disciplined cognitive deep thinking went the refrain, had to be pursued in all disciplines. Clarity by cogency no longer sufficed they suggested. Their names forgotten in the Real. In academia that depended on what was considered relevant.

Schools of Evolving Cognitive Thoughts, whilst any real cognitivity was rejected proliferated. Expounding, compounding, compiling, collecting everything pertinent to their pursuit claimed as  pristine thinking. Extracting selectively from that ancient tradition they zoned in on identity and beingness. For most this was too much to be integrated into any valid conceptualisations. Rightfully concerned of developing a spawn en masse in this Social Analytic school within that of sociology.

So individualised was that discipline that it did not fit with ahem, the science of mathematical modelling peremptorily swept aside. Though the real mathematicians who worked with engineers and managers of system dynamics, this they now blindly adopted to claim a prerogative relevance. The study where magnitudes of information were collated and assembled, then what model to apply by engineers was clear enough. It had to work and so it had. For millennia on -V- and -M-. It was too obvious to actually need a cognitive investigation of how they thought. Their logic was impeccable yet never claimed to be infallible. One wag did argue that: proof that this thought, thought into existence is proof that the method of pure thinking works proves itself! Otherwise there would be no  exchange of thoughts with such coherence. Forgetting that any engineering project would fail if not. In any thought however, wonders never ceased. The logic being inherently adaptive and systematically simplistic. Philosophers on -V- termed this aeons ago as, instinctive. Ye deities of animism the logicians quailed.

Research necessitates the need of theoretical verification prior any project could proceed. Everyone agreed. No need to hold a symposium. Mathematicians were trusted to come up with the right model from the relevant statistics. Proven continuously. How scientists studied the world, the universe. Then social ahem scientists took this one step further. Quantification was all very well. When dealing with culture, qualifications were necessary to validate the quantifying input of its operators before they, the SS would release their qualitative output. Agreed. No need for another conference.

To validate their hypothesis and theorems required the need to be objectively reviewed. A seminar was called and agreed upon. As a disciplined categorical imperative. A new authority was born. That of The Committee of Review.

Evolutionary biologists were intrigued. Where had they, these SS and logicians managed to create such a niche they asked among their like minded investigators. Studied how ideas proliferated, dispersed, went into decline and decayed. Taking their trumpeting lecturers into obscurity and irrelevance.

Sensing a subtle resistance from the other arts faculties the social, ahem scientists rallied. To make sure their proven theories remained in existence for all to freely utilise. How principled and philanthropic crowed the various chancellors. For in this fecund field of ideas one university was not enough. From an originating convergence emerged, as biologists had known, divergence. More libraries were built. The digital was excellent for data sequestration and collation but for initial research, unless in direct conversation reading a book remained in place including the Virtuality of Everything.  
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Between -V- and -M- based on a synchronous float-point Mantissa, the first Orbital was built. By the next century these extended into several until digital storage per light-quanta redeemed space from bloating repositories with files and  streams of computer printouts. Plus the papers of discourses recorded, tutorials and seminars available for remote students and their papers as well.

A group of Information Storage Technicians, once known as Librarians called a conference of experts. Their conclusion for the need to establish new domains for excellence in design parameters called for planning experts and their engineers. Enter material products investigating new methods in hybrid polymers. More processors eventuated in satellites to house these. Followed by robotics and cybernetics leading to new avenues in mathematics. Realised what had been intuitively known that reality had more than four dimensions. Quantum mechanics, non communicable geometries, paradox or oxymoron take your pick, mathematical null sets, space with nothing though not empty, time as in duration which was discrete eventuated in what a recalcitrant rear guard considered an ambuscade upon solid true learning. The new order threatening to overwhelm everything and that ruthlessly.

More position papers followed. On the meaning of knowledge and the implication of deep thought processes. These failed to predict anything. The scientists, the real ones were too polite to mention this. In space the depository of information storage systems were in orbitals, satellites, habitats and conglomerates sharing their disciplines. A plethora of constellated interests formatted new domain worlds exclusively to pursue independent interests.

It was hard for individuals to keep up. Directories for directories were necessary to point to the most relevant and recently quoted, noted, up-loaded information of relevance. Directories required dictionaries to facilitate a search result. Which then needed to be assayed, certifying whatever was feasible or already present. If so for what, when, why and how necessitated further analysis.

An industry of search specialists writing new algorithms became another distinct group. Which developed security analysts. Their results were never found they were that good. What a paradox that was. The best did not exist. Nor pretended to. Proving they were the best there was. If it all if ever. Verifying their superior products in action. Unable to reveal whether they were basic bots, cybernauts, cyberspheric interceptors, flying swarms of nano-q-dots, entities on the ground, floating spyware decoys, chameleon floaters, mirage drifters or actually real live bio-intel entities. Apart from Inserts who walked through space being hyper dis-connected reconnected and arrived right there in front of you. Fully uploaded. Convince you all is as is. As they uploaded their legend and history into your head-spaced brain pan. Which convinced you what they wanted you to know, to get on with their mission. So you did not get in their way being the amateur you were. No matter what you downloaded in the Virtuality or in Gaming. Probably corrupted anyway. Leading you to false premises. Which required forensics of another kind you were probably barely aware of. Or if so not that adequately if at all. Requiring deep diving to make sure you were who you thought you were. Until then it was best you remain off off until cleaned and cleared. If worse came to worst you would be parked for a nominal fee. In a state of catatonia the wait would not be noticed, much. Bit if a hang over maybe. Memory gaps. But that was normal and expected. Memories being discrete and unstable. You only thought of the continuity being present because you thought it being so. Which made logical sense. But logic was not about sense. It was about proof from first premises. Scales and dynamic phase transitions. In an energy landscape not dissimilar to that of info-metric mindscapes. Depending on what you put in. Who and how and with what and from where and when created conditions apt to go astray. On a good day.
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A First Person Observer initiated out of Control and Oversight Field Forensics, since as noted there was an imperative to disassociate random noise from aggregated compilations, arising from the clutter of expert product deposited interpretations. Next analytical engines sorted according to their expert instructions a mystifying logic that generated data blocks in many info streams. Deposited soon built into a blockade. Unable to gain an oversight of the many internal random aggregations. Lost to Oversight due to asynchronous particulars requiring collation. The need to investigate any Systems Management Internal Solutions validity required a strategy of echelon steps to deconstruct then disengage each sector. Observe how the aggregated assorted number piles determined their inherent energy states. Broken into zones to sort the data disarray. Easier to sample for analytics.

First Person Observer intimated to its external constellated Quantized Light Processors an interesting induction product. In analogue of an inversed intuited logical proposition.

There was too much that was missing. While the rest remained incoherent these echelon stepped aggregates were deposited into new accommodating first sort order repositories. Mathematical forensic working spaces. A machineMind observer announced when a sector was at capacity at repository RS18 in zone ZXQ010. Such designations were temporal.

Soon new investigating domains were expanded to sort, collate, establish the many factorial coefficients of each group within each sector. Determine divergence, skewness and eventually coefficients of restitution. Given the many collision domains due to confliction host-switch deformation states. Introducing space state switch-flips able to decrease the meta density of each sector. This reduced somewhat the remaining restriction-collision links between routers allocated to the relevant sorting hubs.

What eventuated were low cohesion function groups as expected. When asymmetric, irrelated to allow their internal dynamics to formulate their sequential limited continuity until codomains started self coupling.

The digital data streams of broad and narrow bandwidth were stuffed with potentialities of the I-am IT of a First Person Observer. Followed by discontinuities to the last transport node prior their deposition into several repositories in Orbital Space.

Cleared for mass[d]efect. As in: m + d = e. An autonomous roving forensic sentinel. Detached out of a light immersion transform particle-mass insertion QL processor. Designated EmQ. Energy with Mass per Quotients undefined and adaptive.
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Systems Analysis within Network Products combined their Orbital solutions that posted: Noise pending information through final transport node. Re route cessation from Systems Analysis noted space-states multiplying. Sampled into magnetic memories. To be released, pending analysis.  

One test alert signified: first perturbations to optimization. Capacitance equivalence when sequenced in matrice cells transformed monopoles. Formed an end point coordinate, then blipped out. No prior plot remained. Systems Analysis noted as pending.
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Cleared through First Person Observer to test through mMind immersions, EmQ wished to comprehend in analogue the scales of similar perturbation states. Due to confounding variables.

First mMind convulsed. Could no longer guarantee to function as required. Due to an inverse induction opportunity. Extricated itself from constricted logic trees of a forest.

Alerted Systems Surveyors and offered a change of perspective.

Second mMind observed as space states diversified, horizons expanded by a series of inter-layered arcs. Loosing impact logic proscriptions. Showed invalid paradigms as verified since local scalar magnitudes lost coherence. Followed by data loss leaking through gaps.

Systems Management engaged escape velocity limitations to retain remaining values in perspective. Calculated next state convulsions within confining probabilities. Withdrawn from endless control mechanisms, concrete abstractions accumulated continuously. No alteration in dynamics. Product solutions continued to mount into digital density constructs. Formed an initiating integrated contoured energy zone.  

Accessed by search and sort algorithms, applying fractal divergence factors, revealed emergent non compatible future probability states. Noted, held, decision trees expanded into a  forest lost to search and sort analysis. Nor could entities whether machine, hybrid or bio-evolved make sense of these grey noise demodulations.

Oversight confronted with insufficient data acquisition capabilities, informed Systems Management of too many sorted yet non quantified, that is in analogue unadulterated data products stalling solution implementations. Calculators endlessly trying to catch up with the data detritus strewn across information retrieval systems working mState zones. Straining capabilities to arrive at logical product solutions from analytics.
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Through many subterranean bunker modules Oversight extricated out of labyrinthine infometrix stax the mangled infographics as it appeared in analogue interpretation. A non-true spatial complex manifold. A machineHead was required to get coherence out of an otherwise incomprehensible product solution out of the dynamics of an infomatrix state of anarchy. A grey noise classic.

Systems in extension phases, with nonaligned processors scaled the energy distortions through all dimensions within isolated sectors, classified the area as a security zone in that space.

With localised internal sector stability, Systems Managers predicted if unrestricted would continue strengthening the unsorted data blockade. That consolidated qualitative aggregates into near future information states. With an instant negative growth potential. Systems noted quantitative inundations created inverted perturbation states.

Orbital Expert Systems data product dumping were piled into monster aggregated number mountains.  Predictions indicated possible magnetic clusters.

SA indicated electromagnetic field deformations. With topographic degradations near to inevitable. Checked by prior probability functions, necessitated an increase in attendant systems to manage more monster piles plus storage repositories. Someone joked reliquaries was a systems typo. Expanding the many body structure problem that continued functioning. Solved by generating extra energy, denser field containment superstructures coping with the exiling of unprocessed data blockages. An astronomical scale colloquially known as garbage near The Arc.
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Having a Section 3 Grade C security license EmQ blip blinked and was released into the field. Engaged in quality control, material products for cover. Checked certifications for stressors, tensors, torsion fields or crystal lattice instabilities. To not degrade the product and cause it to rupture or collapse. Applications in spherical harmonics authenticated atomic slip zones.

Control and Oversight's capability allowed an entry to whatever process was to be assayed. Handed to laboratories examining flaws for special material test. Study future instabilities.

One avenue checked for evidence of sabotage to decay molecular bonds through  

electromagnetic spectra. Mass emission absorption whether in a continuous line or banded. Stabilised increasing perturbations of Civilisation’s furthest domains.

Established states of current digital data processors and overall status of Systems Management. Noted unspecified outer sectors tilting towards decoherence. Checked if localised or not. Evaluated probable potential ruptures and anticipated information loss.

Any hybrid bio evolved entity by its mental states manifested its products. Applying a meta-physical dialectics beyond machine reasoning. EmQ flexed her, its, no a he what a re-volution to circumscribe these phase shifts becoming unbidden emergent. A drag by anyone's definition.

Systems advised to channel all information to be deposited into an Orbital library. EmQ had access for analytical explications, though with typical machine boggedness, not stating what.
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He was employed by Forensic State Laboratories, FST on Mindstate Deformation Applications. Introduced to Alimaxine, tried not to phase with one of such a similar familiarity. One who as a Class Four Operative liaised with laboratory manager F. Stahl, Class Five. F. Stahl acquainted EmQ with their Head Laboratory Chief of lobotomy went the joke, Testing Officer D. Pyrof Class Six. Who familiarised EmQ with the team on the floor.

Working in a building the size of a medium underground hangar. The experiment surrounded by industrial scaffolding around an obloid fog. Within F. Stahl proudly announced were three Quantum Light Processors. Barely flimmering in the slightly disturbed fog.

Brought up the latest information in what they kept loosing. Due to the classic quantum dissipation that when a reading was made eventuated a drop out point in a zero state transition.   

Introductions done EmQ had a research clearance for FST's library. The accommodating F. Stahl rather reserved by a restrained smile was shown an antiquated seat with a fold out table just like in older terrestrial lecture halls. Plus the usual links, screens adjustable.

Currently noted a machineHead stating, > - - - as mMinds continue to extend their reach has evaluated singular characteristics dependent on:

>One: Open Singularities with an energy inversion.

>Two: Condensates through complex molecular code exchanges within non determinate locations remain prevalent in sample zones.

>Three: Suggestive local Paravoid Immersion States.

>These are applicable to, but not limited at:

>1] meta-mental variants.

>2.1] Steady state necrotic dynamics.

>2.2] Dynamics are contiguous.

>2.3] Enhance in-Sanity to Full Spectrum inSanity. Best option.

>3] Mind-less-ness. All bets are off. Best option.

> SA released: mMind and mBrain evolution as PSI state variables are viable.  

> SA addendum: recent analysis indicates non-linear electro-photon radiation this side of The Arc. End Reportage 0qw34rmvqw=9inv.<

F. Stahl standing let EmQ take in the information stream. The read out on the screen  relating to a PSI viable variance was of interest. Followed by an astronomical analysis of what occurred in a classified sector near The Arc.

EmQ listened, having stood as a mark of respect observing with a quiet appreciation of the soft light spread from a reading lamp. So similar to -M- was a nice surprise.   
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Such a surfeit of knowledge. With this reference library plus its digital annexes its data extracted from many disciplines necessitated machineMind processors. What had been uploaded by information retrieval experts for inquisitors to respond to any order acquisition request. The earliest data nodes on the Orbitals remained restricted. To discourage the for ever bored in need of inspiration was another standing joke.

Given time to familiarize the information retrieval systems led EmQ to a minor planet. For the original information remained non digital. In urban conglomerates for their hard data storage facilities. With support for visitors technicians, instructors for hire plus educational institutions of higher learning, included resorts to unwind and hopefully leave. Long term visitors required visas.

EmQ checked one library in remote first. Test trace a data feed referring to his identity. By entering his search parameters which were philosophically wide. The physics discrete, the mathematics intuitive. Nothing. His preference going there physically required travelling in a Galactic Class ship necessitated travel insurance, check. FST manifested a digital stealth identity for his assignment. Choice of Gestalt, a plus with Shadow backup deemed currently as necessary. No reason given. F. Stahl had mentioned this for EmQ to know these were available.

EmQ had not attempted a direct generic search regarding any avatar substitutes. Nor inclined until he realised how contested this field of enquiry was. So he approached this search obliquely. Began his search through The Age of Metamorphic Reason. Since metaphysical states were action conscious. Ended somehow at Origins of The Unmanifest. Known on -V- as the UrGeist. An intuited species originating resonance. Now equivalent to any mind phenomenon relating to the PSI spectrum. Out of this evolved on -V-the restless Mind Geist. Elicited hybrids according to some experts in evolving mind expanding capabilities. With a new reasoning associated consciousness.

Engineers on -M- analysed their reasoning and accomplished what their machines on -V- had not envisaged. However a repository information retrieval expert was happy to inform EmQ the space age was preceded in having overcome a major academic bugbear. The proven ha ha impossibility of heavier than air flying machines. Steam engines are heavy. Only ships float. Then came the balloon. Piffle went the academics.

What mattered in his oblique trajectory were those who immersed. Abstracted from volunteers across Civilisation and chosen horizontally, then vertically assayed from their cultures and never reached a limit. A useful category to come to grips with.

EmQ had worked towards a hybrid degree in the Arts and Sciences. Found his legend thesis accepted. One with a Terminating Pass in honours. No more academia as designated by his mentors. He had gained from them enough given what most were investigating was already known.   
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EmQ considered a mirage identity of mirror inflections. That true worth spread through to a minority of one percent, outside academia. Since in the Virtuality identities were adopted for the duration without excessive mental academented associations. In their arcane disciplines it was a change of mental atmospherics like nothing else. However during his legend informatted stint at uni these converts expressed in suitable miss-appropriated cultural formatted expert expressions, this identity push was to gain a validity among their peers, otherwise dismissed.

And voila. Another academic category. Resulting in more papers, more abstracts, more chatter leading to more noise and clutter. With mounting information streams. A disproportionate data accumulation expanded into the need for more repositories. Whilst at uni EmQ had used a remote enphased mMind observer doing his basic research. Verified his legend digitally as pass.

Having leased observatory time EmQ viewed the sat-intel cleared data supposedly near The Arc of the Orbitals. What occurred was a pileup. When suddenly a proximate point expansion occurred. Folded out like a rose. Its crimson petals had EmQs stealth accompanying mMind relate, a curved energy loop emerging out of a polar origin. Information density value unknown stop.

Noted. Should this be quoted.

He saw his mMind as a Sentinel. Reemerged continued to claim a non categorised spectral dispersion. A de-tonated node or module. EMQ observed a discrete instability that lingered like after a fireworks display. Bits glittered, petals glimmered at its many edges. Whatever the debris this was an infolding blossoming.

A sectored energy loop his mMind Sentinel suggested was of a spectral gap release, it replied unperturbed.
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Returning to his visitor accommodation, isolated from the engineering plants that were restricted gave EmQ an urge to investigate this curious event. The memory of that crimson rose collapse exposure remained clear. Less the remnant radiation.

EmQ continued his search virtually in an Orbital library. Approached with new parameters to obfuscate his trail given his Sentinel had mentioned a spectral gap. So he assembled leads in regards to: insane + meta-mental + full spectrum resonance + gestalt + geist + mind + mythology + culture which covered his first premise.

Systems compiled the results into subcategories. No cross references by choice. Trying for near zero analogies. Arrange connectivities manually.  In a moment a list appeared. Of several categories, when a thought occurred. Go hybrid. The resultant orders were:

1] Historical. Mind culture emergence. One stream, many Deltas.

2] Machine logic & analytics. Pure logic. Clear reason per categories and imperatives. One stream, several Deltas.

3] Enquire by order discipline.

4] Cultural epochs: 4.1] Renaissance Kulturae.

4.2] Scientia Universum.

4.3] Realigonium Obscurantis.

4.4] Shaman Katharsis.

4.5] Esoterikum, Absolut Hysterium.

4.6] Uncategorized. Beyond paradigms.

5] Current schools, disciplines, philosophy, sciences, culture, life.  
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From science to rationalised hysteria. Interesting order states. Whilst pondering categories, hoping not to make too much of a dog's breakfast indexing, sitting on an unplugged recliner with ten viewscreens EmQs brain got warmer. Then in a vague calm fluidity lucid and no thoughts he was suspended in a vague luminescence. Reminiscent of a star birthing nebula. Its obscured light originating from a few shimmering suns. Surrounded by swirling streams of light with darker crevasses similar to star quakes spread across that area.  

Considering the only connection was his open mental state. This stellar inducted brain convulsion upon reflection went in one direction. Arriving at the star birthing nebula.

What gentle warmth remained as proof of an after glow did not relate to his mind flash experience. Nor had his Sentinel signified a further event occurrence. Gone was the crimson detonation. He speculated that having emerged from some potential unrelated. Triggered a hyper tropic phase had him shiver. A signal. An artificed energy release. Cycles churning as he tried to retain that memory then laughed, a little. Realising his Sentinel knew not he. Captured that. Which once checked through the observatories transducers did exist when magnified by a factor of seven zero. Beyond The Arc.

EmQ reversed into the machineMind calm of the Sentinel.

Released with nothing that remained for him to continue.
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He felt amazingly refreshed. The break had relaxed him. Vaguely aware of some gone tension. Some needless worry regarding a laboratory experiment. That kept on collapsing to its initiating conditions and remained continuously pending. Quantum experiments were paradoxical.
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Any machineMind world structure is in any self perpetuating state in continuous equivalence. Maintains an overall dynamic in any meta-mental expressions. Given the species population of a few million that on behalf of Control and Oversight were secured through surveillance operatives. Whoever was removed was in the public domain inexistent. Since data libraries noted a no loss occurrence. Proof machine logic verified any logical proposition.

This had a few wonder albeit within fictionalised impossibilities for their continuance seen as protection and guaranteed security, an irony not overlooked in that:

One: Any mind rejected conclusions when observing computational systems could not keep up with millions of brains thinking thoughts in digital outputs. Thus a continuous and increasing amount of data required integration deposited in repositories the size of Orbitals.

Two: Mind rejections were not overtly acted upon. Except in fictional representation. With the proviso it is either of no importance, meaning it faded into insignificance or: the machineMind always self rectifies. Dynamic equivalence the result. Equilibrium maintained. All good. There the fictions end.

As always there is a third though minor thought process. Slightly devious. Systems Managers allowed certain divergences. The explanation obvious. Deviations kept Civilisation on course without any threat to its integrity. Total control, systematic perfection, faultless logical applications did not operate that well in the Real. The universe was for ever changing. Nothing remained in stasis. Therefore Oversight made allowances for changes. Deviance within excepted limits was good for the continuing of Civilisation's expanding stability.

So either way no one need be concerned. Many had perchance inducted into an external mind wave superstructure from a machineMind situated in a state Without. When approached by a non certified Other then moved beyond reach. Unless mind aligned in the first instance to perceive this reciprocal mind state from Without within.    

That is me thought mMind Head QmP.

Logically anticipated by Control and Oversight's computed agenda. To further one of many experiments. Not in any known forefront. But whatever hypothetical tests existed were engaged by archived Artificed Intelligences. When rather the converse. For example. Nearly everybody wants to be augmented. Some in the womb claim machineMinds listen. Especially in the Virtuality. Their genetic contributors or bio parents insist. Nothing is too good for our—-  something -—sexually oriented Gestalt gestating darling baby -—er -—boy?—-  girl? -—hermaphrodite! Let the little one decide!

EmKs contributory genetically flawed instigators for real live parents were unusual by any means. Slipped under local surveillance. Without trying. Probably brought up in the Antipodes on - M-. The machineMind and their servitor machineHeads not so prevalent. By the time EmK had been brought up he remained unaware of whatever uniqueness his parents passed on. Though classified as Retards accorded by Civilisation. A genetic necessity said terrestrial evolutionary biologists.

Later any could decide whatever. Emk for unknown reasons had with his inclinations decided to keep machines external. Only used shunts. These came with buffers as a normal safety precaution. Like noise levelling audio feeds. Brilliant glare adjusted optics. Data filtered density limiters.

Then went manic through machineMind immersions. That is in not the reverse. Only to emerge with an inkling of a different identity somewhere in its cranium manifested as EmQ. The mMind suggested overall of an Intelligent Terminii. A plurality in the singular for the second I as the original. Then like most immersion experiences went predictably boring. He emerged more solidified. Discovered natural drugs were better. Originated three personalities. Let them emerge per inclination. Each persona was an education. MeQ had emerged out of EmK who machine morphed into a machineMind Head of QmP shield-sheathed EmQ.

Where are they now. Any one is never enough. Except when One at a time this time. But which one. Random chance finds its natural state.

After the drugs he enrolled at the third oldest educational institution on -M-. A real world university. Once graduated with a hybrid degree bridging the arts with the sciences he ended up placed as on-call consultant. The work, ah classified. For the unofficial record the question was put in the singular by a high priest of security. That is even if in a reality where areas were far more interesting than one was led to believe. No surprise, but still. Since that high priest had not referred to the Virtuality as to what claimed its interest, in him.
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`We interact with sentient intelligences.' was no revelation. Not easily shocked when somewhat mental. Living in The Zone with no end or origins he did not wonder when the lecturer continued with, 'A premeditated anti culture emerged through insinuating expert educated revulsions. Theirs. Not Civilisation's. Everything goes both ways for them. They retreat, we remain. They persist and we meet somewhere else. For them in a VD suitably reimaged. Then meet as agreed.'

He went on happy to inform the group, 'Most Mentals have their obscurities well wrapped. In a parametrix veil hard to penetrate. They can remove themselves beyond Civilisation Space including the colony worlds. And made contact with known unknowns in the ubiquitous beyond. Why Mentals are unique. As to who or what, that remains to be seen. So far its a spectral mess.'
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Intercepted at  the Kur Ark Gallery where EmK was privy to Presenting Ancient Urbanities. Images, models and artefacts on loan from -V- and -M-. An era of proto city life. Household contraptions, complicated things with levers, buttons, cutting edges, tiny motors, bits looking like discarded machine parts, dangling coloured copper wires. But what interested many were the still life paintings of those long gone eras. The earliest on steamy -V- anticipated floating dirigible houses. With two three to four storeys plus pop out balconies. At first no engines but with majestic fantastic crafted sails.

Unlike on austere -M- the temple walls on -V-, given the relentless humidity had water resistant oil based paints. The settings often a backdrop in some meeting hall, canopies for the inevitable afternoon downpour, showed urbanities unlike their own. In the temple of Bin Weiss, deigned a Messenger of Wisdom, when that deity chose to enlighten any, necessitated a prepared visit to ready the chosen. With an attendant priest come mentor allowed the supplicant into a hallowed chamber. Inducted into the deity's sacred realm.

In general the people were in communion with the UG Deity, suggested a new era. From a cosmic expansion into an anthropomorphic contraction. Which attracted subsidiary deities from beyond the canopy of stars. Shrouded in celestial bliss and revealed their blessed worlds. Those so chosen knew of their existence were visited by lithesome messengers with whom those blessed shared soul enhancing experiences. Inspiring artists in what remained to this day painted on the temple walls on -V-.

Later his perambulation through the galleries corroborated these artists excellent technique and perspectives of immaculate phenomena. Remembered that amiable companion an Arts Advisory freelancer. Then a lover of a student he'd shared digs with.

After that exhibition they dawdled into a cafeteria. A half decent eatery set behind the gallery in a garden setting facing the park that extended east to a cliff below. To the north the harbour, south and east the Hub and west what remained of the business zone of Uhr. Most high rises converted into units. The worst torn down to open spaces that resulted in many interconnected plazas. Which established venues and a better nightlife.

That their interests overlapped though she had never formally studied was irrelevant. Minds found each other across the greatest incongruous situations. He remembered her oldest daughter. Recalled in a place like this it was remarkable remembering anything or anyone. Inquiring she related vaguely she was still around. Worth knowing but doubted their interests would converge.
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After a few informative talks on this and that, then after that seminar on distant sentient intelligencers they ended in a nearby pub. Still her name escaped him and she wasn't telling. Her charming animated green eyes, a tussled brunette who could bore her gaze into his head since he let her. This wasn't seduction though he could imagine how she would achieve her ends that way. Given her current lover was younger by a third and knew him though enquiring he considered inopportune. Then thought it amusing if they could occasionally meet, given she remained trim and good looking. However a few drinks in an afternoon was the idea to not take too much of her time as she explained the situation. Then in a plaza where they ordered at her suggestion double latées for both. Watched the sparse pedestrians before the few businesses ceased for the day. Independents who worked into the night given most didn't start until after lunch. Which for them was breakfast.    

Within locations its strange physics will remain unspecified.

Their interests ranged from art and culture to life in general and now, this. He'd told her of his hybrid interests. She related,  'We know of density variations. One domain recently evacuated. Which suggests experiments. Or,' she let that dangle, so he added, 'Interference. Or not.' Meaning that could have been arranged. Why bring this up. There was no way he could confirm what was obviously left unsaid.

'Some suggest there is an interest shown by our nearest galactic neighbours.' looking past him. Left leg folded over her right knee in black leggings. Soft olive canvas ankle boots. Business coat plus com additions. On low standby. No breeze it being warm and pleasant, a few pigeons fluttered around. In the distance the occasional seagull sound, most outside tables remained unoccupied. The plaza connected with a passageway onto the next among converted flats. Spotting Watchers a few found a delightful hobby. Faking an indifference worked but only superficially. Since a fake blend resonated differently. And the more that was disguised the more it showed in its resig.

'Depleted by,' referring to Command and Oversight, 'interested parties. Left it totally  vacated.' He going for levity.

'Tendentious—-ly,' drawn out as she began to distance herself, he finished with, 'Of interest. How they let off steam given your evidence as acknowledged,' fiddling with the cup then said, 'who'd want that.' as a hint in volunteering.

'Sink don't swim.' She stood and with the merest nod said, 'See ya.' then walked.
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Months later he'd been to a lecture on the fascinating proposition how equations twist and bend space into remarkable twistor manifolds that held. Delivered in a municipal hall in the old Haymarket area. Good for around five hundred. Afterwards while a small group gathered around the speaker and since the night was young many descended into nearby pubs.

He found her dawdling and so they walked. He talked as she hastened to get a drink. Happy to be led they ended up seated at a corner table in the front lounge of the Nags Head facing the street with six drinks. Three gins with bitter lemon for her and three locally brewed lagers for him.

'Well indeed and cheers.' lifting his glass having brought the tray over. She had the corner so she could observe the others quite well.

'Time to say cheerio to some dead ideas of some misaquainted mentalities.' as she started to relate to mathematical spaces. He admitted being hopeless coping with the simplest equations which surprised her and he suggested. 'Good intuitively. Bad practically.'

'Ah, well explained.' having downed her first Gin and Bitters. He drank in half measures. A pretence at good manners that might or might not last, depending.

'It's not complicated. Take an X Y graph.' as she started on her second. He downed two thirds of his first hops flavoured lager. She stated, 'With sectional topography which we were taught manually using slide rulers and nothing else. Why. If the last computer crashes and if if if plus a few other choice catastrophes transpire then to survive your brain will be required. The app addicted have just about ruined their neurological capabilities to think period. Never mind creatively constructively or dare I say intelligently. So it was good to know they had this covered. They did not suggest any threat level emergency being immanent. Except that in space one must be prepared for the worst. Many forget in any VD they are in space.' then finished drink number two.

The jukebox set well back started a half decent number.

'Then in the last place mentioned,' referring to the deflated domain location, 'something went incoherent as far as is known by machine interrogation.'

It would be stupid to ask where this came from. Lecturers did leak on purpose. Of interest to the known. Orchestrated by momentary identities who disseminated whatever specifically.

'This group is definitely perplexed.' she said relaxed. Again looking past him.

Ignoring his surmise he finished his beer, smiled with a frothy upper lip.

'There's this single correlation considered problematic. Statistically an excitation out of scale.' without her amazing green eyes igniting since she convinced him he was now among her kind. 'Resulting in a surge of case loads for social workers.'

That surprised.

Filling spectral gaps and not by apps.

'More reports. More meetings more seminars. It's getting worse.' she related while he considered her a reporting investigator. Who lived in pubs. Glad at that and noticed, rising with that need to go he saw indirectly a previous high priest of security at the other corner. His face a visage given the lesser light there. Being night the dark window could have him a digitally masked mind plastercast. Who appeared the moment he'd glanced perchance nearby off ha ha to do some serious leaking.

Returned with another tray of three times two of the same thanking you. A little nod from her indicated she'd look there as well. Though her first concern was with her drinks then said, 'In this post Utopian Neo golden age of whatever self apotheosis, all mind expressions are of equal worth can never be true. But the mantra goes all are without exclusion to be included since all are self exceptional.' then waited.

'There goes me. Never went for status so no matter.' and downed a half.

She laughed then said, 'This group insist the word mental plus its ism is apparently a word of denigration. Then thump the table exclaiming this will not be tolerated.' she let that sink in his entertained state and refrained from commenting. As the lady of persuasion watched with benign indifference the Watcher's remote presence. 'Legal requirements said the man behind the mask.' Gave him the benefit of a strained smile.

'Do I detect a whiff of,' made a grimace, 'when they add what is good for Civilisation as a whole refers to the Mentalloids. Or is that another academic moniker and I shall not smirk even as they are ably looked after. However minds do leak. Perhaps infect a machine intelligence.' he concluded suggestively. Then finished his fourth with a hint why that domain deflated.

Astute she stated one word, 'How.'  and downed hers.

'Consciousness aligns. It's obvious to anybody with half a brain engaged in the Real. No point mentioning that unless, er you know I have this feeling its already on. As to consequences hard to know. For a cover try another immersion fantasy. Inspiring for any Mental.'

'Bend space bend minds confuse processors.' she remarked laconically. Downed drink number five.

He considered stating, 'Systems Analysis read me. Luckily their approach is not from my angle.'

'Consider a dive into strangeness,' she admitted, 'would create an illusion of an inextricable false reality.'

'Blend in blind is best.'

'Vacant for a clear head.'
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They met in a milk bar with high partitions separating Formica tables. A counter almost the length of the establishment. Smokes, snacks, refreshments, breakfast, light lunches and early dinners. These places closed early evening. The smell of toast, not too burnt, the whirr of milk shakes churned in genuine coloured aluminium containers with two straws, ice cream optional. His preference vanilla only, mid sized please. At her suggestion they had cheese and tomato toasted sandwiches and one with egg thanking you, looking at her remarkably unblemished face. She not that vain type to scrape or puff the skin with dead squashed meat then pasted over with boiled to death flora.

'Your evaluation will take a few sessions. In an isolation chamber.' then paused since the sandwiches arrived. The waitress done she continued, 'See what crawls when the mind has no constraints to keep anything in check. Your traditional birth history is fine with us. The sessions may be cathartic. That would allow the dark into the light and if rotten well, there are choices.' she looked at him mischievously. He liked her luscious lips.

'What. Mental hyper paraboloids. Can I keep them. You know,' putting down a half bitten toasted cheese and tomato sandwich, 'like biologists and embryonic samples in alcohol filled jars. Not to drink later ha ha.'

'Mental energy comes in surges may I remind you.'

'You may indeed. Then a form of gelatin perhaps. Or held in space near absolute zero. Instant standing waves. Imagine,' the idea inspired, 'to see an articulated mental mess. Sample that then stick it into someone catatonic. I think I studied the wrong subjects.'

––––––––
[image: ]


Within the week he was at first externally imprinted into isolated machineHeads working on his psycho-mental states. Then phased into a quasi meta stable short-circuited substrata space. Enphased for counter responses. These left no tell tale markers to block interphased templates from interfering. The brain the mind had to be as is, quoting contract stipulations. After a few preliminaries and consultations she revealed herself as Arala. Then said, 'Allow an independent way of approach.'

'To what.'

'Get out of a mental mess.'
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Within days he handed them with added notations of what he had gained from that visit at the Orbital and the terrestrial observatory. Surmised as 'An aberration in space.' The Mental end could wait. Which was being monitored anyway. He did not relate to that opening and closing of the rose.

Mental. Tick whatever applies when in situ. Chemically adjusted. Nootropically induced. Shamanistic techniques. Religious mysticism. Cognitive therapeutics and any other psychological tricks.

He laughed.

She guessed correctly. And agreed, unsurprisingly.

No bullshit here, then adding, might try that depending.

She put forward this proposition. 'Should you fail in any state what would be the escape plan.'

Not waiting for a theatrical dramatic thinking pause he said, 'Go mindless.'

Arala's appraisal since this part of the preliminaries had been reached, let Turm a high priest of security who remained suitably blank sit in. If not for the mask he remained an expert none the less. Such practised detachment was carried with aplomb.

Arala remained externally focused. Determination defining her engagement as in all things including him. They avoided names. Her dealing with individuals to all external exclusions drew them easily into her orbit. Actually some felt chosen. Which barely related since it wasn't him. He still had trouble coming up with a working identity. Every idea trite. Unless they accepted what, he as EmQ. Easier to avoid than who to be. One was. That was it. Defined by what one did set the persona in place. When not he thought, did anybody still project an identity when screen staring. To some worse than perplexing. It challenged their conceptions and that annoyed.

Arala suggested, 'If not, you won't not be.'

He nodded. Agreeing would sound stupid.

'Dial a few up. Like in gaming.'

'Arala, you are a genius.'
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Déjà vu can be encouraging. That one is in an actuality out of innumerable future probabilities that confound, since they vanish to leave but one. Computations and intervening machineMind calculations not withstanding. That whatever was occurring was not going to be detrimental at that moment. This allowed the research team to investigate a source according to the Mentalloids. Including their all consuming though deluded inspirations.

The work of this scientific excursion had procured those necessary plus the matériel to conduct an indepth space-state forensic. The cat was out and had vanished.

Arala was Head manager. Heading towards a stellar bursting plasma field, she said.

He imagined brilliant stellar convulsions. Forming a constellation to observe was exciting.

The stars remained.

Minds moved into space.

The left behind indulged in innocent fantasies with or without machineMind aids. Analysed for logical deviance and strategic nuances. Encouraged a return to a stage 2.3: an enhanced in-sanity to full spectrum insanity. Since in Gaming Realms there were the deified, the inverted and diverted fantasy identities to play with. Instigated a cultural revival historically categorised as: 4.5 Esoterikum Absolut Mysticarthis. Gaming was about expanding ultimate ends into strangeness.
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An announcement asked for their attendance. Of an informal gathering.

Relaxed in a lounge room designed for live discussions. Recognised by its designers who did not forget conversing achieved remarkable advances. Similar to seminars. Immersions were good mostly. But the greatest break through ages were bursts of intellectual excellence sailing beyond previous parameters by interacting directly. Having broken with ancient top-down directives. This created possibilities which converged into receptive audiences. As a pithy saying went by some forgotten brain trust resource manager: mental wealth for all.

Not inclined to be the first to enter, finding the middle of a group disorientating with all those  pleasantries that came so easily from others derailed his focus in any gathering. As it was not a party. Though often no matter why, conferences generated a state of joviality. A relief from the endless immersion states so easily indulged in. Connectivity in any domain virtuality deprived the shared vibes unique to individuals. Then they overcompensated.

Arala appeared in a suave line cut business suit. In a hued warm grey. Silver brooch, abstract as taste required, welcomed them from the podium. Most had sat and he being last noticed as she turned from an animated Gregor, whom he recognised. He their resident artist. Format what they had come to investigate. In his fashionable dark blue electric shimmer coat. To make his point, oil stains on sleeves which, so obvious were part of his artistically arranged decor.  A flamboyant convulsion of a loosely knotted silken scarf to accentuate his face no doubt. For his bony head, angular all light and shadow, prominent narrow olfactory organ, blue eyes set close for a penetrating look on persona or object. Appraised with a hint of distaste. Thinning blond hair. At his age. Not yet thirty. Seeing old acquaintances had him quite charmant until alighting his gaze on him. His head so tiny for his lanky body might not have seemed so shrunken if not for his extravagant cravat. He remembered how he was wont to put the accent on the o of his name. To announce his cosmopolitan milieu which defined his sensibilities.
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Arala professionally polite remained ruminatively vague. Suggesting Gregor's ideas were ingeniously ambiguous. An impression of obscurantism to her. He'd have to get his head together if he was to work with this research group. Most had never ventured outside the Virtuality. Only astrophysicists, engineers plus the architects of the orbitals, satellite cities, data bases, security, obscurity, invisibility all successfully implemented. Their ship was event sheathed. Phonotically a blur that occasionally rose above the vacuum.

He could not shake a sense of presentiment. That déjà vu prior leaving and the intervening roseate closure. Red meant a recession or a decay post equilibrium. Excision or expulsion. Something. An evacuation. Unhidden then vanished. First expanding into multiple order states only to collapse then nothing except for that moment he still remembered. A spaced data extraction. But why the flare to reveal the event. Was he onto a PSI disturbance. This crap was turning to an obsession. A left over from university. Where everything was a problem. Followed by a subtle blaming of innocents. What a hangover from that past.

Hangover. You're into the wrong gear.

You're back.

In an inversion surge who introduced you. Got you into their library.

To discover what.

First to get out of the realm of the acadaemonic.  

I am glad. No really.

You the front end loader.

And you when you.

Drift phase sift pop PSI singularities, that is their spaces.

Strange mathematics.

For strange attractors inverting spaces. What you delivered to FST.

Did I.

How you got here.

Yes no maybe I remember doing this search.

Maybe.

You and me as in you in me but then what.

Singularities. Isolated at point zero in an anti asymptotic power projection. Being squeezed and resisting. This one popped.

What for.

Invert collapsars.

Do a field hijack. The inverted rose. You are a genius.

Say hello.

Where are you. Not here.

Say hi to Jack. Pops out of his box of tricks and does a hijack.

I will EmQ thought mystified. Saw Arala had found generic references. Some identities were very able. Ship included. His Intelligencer gone.
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Crystel Cypher One
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Crystel ought to have known his vacuum brain was the focus of Ahura's intelligence. A claim certified by her resultant search patterns. He convinced in the certainty his visitors would equally benefit who now sailed on his ship. Since eventually he had done it. The star sailing galleon was on its way.

Ahura had found his mettle yet again. Resurrected mysteries she knew he had little understanding of. No one noticed. Waffling was his art. With a punctuated logic that was as excellent as his sophistry.

Crystel knew the antics. Being an original romantic. Which cured her of the notion of his for ever vague paths into the mysterious that no longer had any veracity, let alone potency. Placebo didn’t do it for her.

To learn of his methods and sustain her equilibrium she was amazed to find he poured his mysticism into her celestial spheres. Her marbles of marvels. Planets to those who could see. That through the recondensation of his misty mind misguided genius offered her potential avatars the chance to be: devious. Delirious when opportune to descant into him her will. Desirable to the rest of the mendaciously weak. Her diaphaneity discriminate to the perspicacious. As to the servile they were betoken unto their mystery full-filling master of the universe.

Her accompanying avatar took on of several  personas. Deliria or Daemonique sussed his psychic states. Informed Crystel of his indomitable radiance that impressed his travellers who were dutiful seekers engaged to discharge what the Great One had evinced. For a select group to supervise by their communal effort and adhere to the manifesto.

The what.

Daemonique explained his delineating orders of protocol. Secure a space of his choosing. They in place to placate the master’s heavy brain load mastication. Turning their maturing mind’s into a fecund inured manure. Procure the golden ratio.

'Crystel it is too much. He knows so little. The many are brittle. If this lasts it may get entertaining. I however have other interests.'

Crystel concurred. Discussing this in her laboratory of marvels, fashioning crystal marbles. The glinting spheres on white cushioned shelves. Monitors to gauge their resonance. Each an induction chamber. However Crystel's work was not for her and both knew that.

Daemonique promised to phase through eventually when the shimmer was reduced to a glimmer. Then dissolved with a mercurial smile black eyes and her white visage reverberating through a darkening that then faded. Crystel heard a tinkle, saw a small crystal orb levitate a little off its white cushion then heard a distant bell recede into the illimitable universe. Crystel wished her well.

Daemonique prior exiting had explained that, symbolically he craves to be recognised as a tower of power. Yet his convoluted sacred geometry reflecting his mind, would disperse his dreamed up effectiveness. Since he wanted to assert a great dominion in this newly formed area. No doubt the reason for rearranging more than the furniture. For he had expanded into new discovered sacred spaces. With different energies. Back on solid ground he had realised a process by a simple mind effectuating space partitioning. For those to enter he deemed worthy. They in return the ever grateful recipients. Daemonique told Crystel she would not go anywhere near there.

Crystel pondered this.

They his Denizens of the Deep. To suitably bless the mess in their heads.

Ahura showed his blessings in amassing empty spaces.

They the indigent of an impenitent implacable impoverishment. Designated to syphon souls, derange their not so precious identity. Through mediation replace a geno-morphological imprintation. Delivered by his machineMind vessel to keep apart all too similar minded seekers. Should they return to Civilisation prematurely, they would be seen as incoherent. To the point of being incomprehensible to each other was a clever disguise for Ahura should any wish to defect.

Thanks to Daemonique Crystel knew by what methods they were secured. Captured in a machine guided dreaming schematics to create new schismatics. This isolated élite would eventually subvert any resistance. However the powers that be in Civilisation were not of these mannequins. Far from it and much further. Down there were chimeras to satisfy believers.

Ahura stated the reason for this journey was for all to secure their future. Then went on about their hidden true identities which retained their sanity.

‘And the quest goes on for ever and anon.’ Sitting on a special lounge in their hidden boudoir. With embroided cushions on a trunk, a bunk in this galleon's captain’s apartment. Lots of planks of wood. She hated it. Brocades on walls with fake replica tapestries of long forgotten struggles. Twirly flowers, strung out vines with sparse leaves and mangled looking grapes. Against a background full of seeds. Ahura said it was all very mystical to the initiated.

Sitting across from her, on his special wood turned upholstered chair as Captain and Spiritual Guide, Mentor and Commentator of His Epistles, for ever in his loose cotton garb, his little black vest, though truly strong of body, bit hairy, tanned, robust and for her cheery. Eyes a twinkle. Her crystal brain would tinkle just for him to hear her response he thought turned her on and made her look deliciously nubile.

‘It is what it is. The journey will take time. For us to improve our uniqueness. The enemy Crystel is crystal clear within in here. Like chameleons they have snuck in.’

‘Really. Then throw them overboard. Or bin them.’ Allowing herself a thin smile. Not surprised his mentioning this specifically after leaving. The enemy. ‘They are your personal vendettas. Jealousy. Ex lovers out of sorts. This is their sport. Defile them at the next port.’ Crystel sensing another’s sexual frustration. 
Ahura leaned forward smiling demurely. The chair creaked otherwise.
What an actor. What a projector with such perfect incisors. In his demeanour to study and not allow herself to appear as an affectation like most around here.

She'd woken a short time after that brilliant launch. The actual physics a little complicated. Which awed those around him pretending to know of such engineering marvels. The rest equally impressed. The feat a miracle they claimed. He the master to command such power. With experts ready and waiting to facilitate his leaving. For their necessity to escape the coming perdition should they remain confined down below.

The Palace the receptacle of their incumbent soul transformation was ready. With room for all. Sacred spaces. Unto each their own. Which he would personally bless. According to the stage of their sanctified progress.

Out of the maw of machine contentment.

As if being in a cell of this monastery was not isolation enough.

Each a vessel he intoned. Decant and reappraising. With censer, samovar, a cauldron, a furnace and a chamber effecting their transformation.
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Crystel felt fine. Nothing to it. Nothing doing. Watching Ahura could be entertaining. Perhaps brain boggling when in a bog of other's mysticism.

With the launch accomplished sails were unfurled. To catch the solar streams along with those magnetic. Having left behind adversity. Crystel remained quiet. Wondering where this adversity was. Perversely wondered what she had missed out on.

Mediocrities on the rise he said.

Perhaps but not where she had been.

They were now under his tutelage as the next generation of Ascendance to a new preponderance. Fulfilling their majesty and self supremacy. Distinctive in their own nobility. The rest behind were doomed.

Having explored a little Crystel was surprised there were no images. No iconic semblances. No emblematic or symbolic or even figurative replicas.

Nothing. No audio to evoke memories which were merely misrepresentations. Better to expunge then cling to images. These were the reason for their containment. Time to add to their authentic experience. Of these there will be many Ahura promised. It will be uncanny. The neologisms never ceased to make her think he was the pope. Then smiled.   Assembled in the Great Hall. They attentive listening. The place looked like a huge barn. All wooden planks. With knots and various shades and warps and woofs and creaked. The gathered looking so alike as their own prototypes.
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To be free of the inclement distortions leading to mental contortions.

Dreams of HeadCases in One.

There will be imitations of machineHead intimations which will lead to a new derangement.   All aligned of One Mind. Who would notice.

Overcome any deficit. We have left in time before the damage remains in permanent disorder. You are the orchestration of your soul. Crystal spheres inside your harmonic universe. You attune to your unique resonance.

Here are no pretexts. Nor subtext. The intent is your own good fortune. If there is a pattern a design it is your own intelligence elaborating the path of your chosen destiny. Which you are free to change.

This from now on you are on. On your way. We have launched upon our own adventure. To venture beyond Civilisation’s constrictions. The Machines have taken over. In our freedom we will be in clover.

The great frame of the barn hummed. Devotees in festal fearlessness with an inchoate psychic pertinence each individually spawned. Convinced of their refulgent metamorphosis. Psychic changes verging on breaking through accumulated mental encrustations. Attained by visionary vigilance to aim for their gestating regeneration.
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Crystel figured these metaphors right down to the bore-hole core. How calm their subtly evoked serenity. So pervasive with Ahura present. This made their physicality a curious riddle.

It was after the launch when the magnetic resonance field dispersion her Sentinel Clone Other shaped for her to evade recognition. Running a non sequential sensorium that when scrutinised gave an inkling in her brain. Telling her of various classes of information to be interested in. To note not probe for a reaction. Given the incumbent serenity prevailing in this containment sphere in Ahura’s great domain beyond the galleon of his adjacent Empyrium.

He currently busy in atoning upon his lack of morals and scruples. His state so unchaste professed in being virtuous. Her Sentinel scoffed of his intents as mysterious since these were superfluous. Furrowing a great divide to divine in the event of an extremity and avoid the coming calamity of his promise unto those left behind.

In a machineHead dream delirium replete with evocative spectral scenarios, when really it was all a cover. There will be some perhaps but currently none know how this would eventuate. A journey into emptiness Crystel suggested. Yes her Sentinel replied, but only when the anomaly was closer. But who or what allowed this to occur. The Sentinel replied, machineHead machinations. Adding someone has to taste it.

You mean test it. Which struck her with a remarkable sense of satisfaction.

Her Sentinel’s insight calm though she suspected it suspected something other.

The resonance on this ship is fabricated then imaged into mind states out of the fervency of their brain’s ceaseless ruminations thinking this would elicit the final mystery.

Crystel returned the shadow cast Sentinel’s adumbration to spread in her head for it to retreat into. Then covered by noise of her insight when among the momentary Chosen.
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They appeared in draped bed sheets of faded colours. The fabric bland, minds limpid of the others attitude whipped into their fervent solitude to front up and show the gathered the way made them weary.

On stage the magic five or seven, never more than nine, never less than one. Never lasting long. Seated on a long bench. Half the length of the stage. Glowing pastel flowers in flower pots of fake clay. Vases the size of urns sprouting greenery to rise and spread a riot of exuberance. In front an old horse trough. Its legs shortened stained with age and water saturation. Behind the assembled seven Crystel and Ahura centred, a trellis entwined with sinuous vines leaves and tiny groups of presumably plastic grapes.

Not art. A projected injected mind infused hologram. Above a sky approaching dusk. Soft fading lingering light of a grey decay. Wispy clouds lit up by the last sun’s rays leaving absence looming to overwhelm what remained of the still living. A calm felicitation it was not.

It made her less than equitable. In knowing her Sentinel she felt continuously near to emergent. With an urge on the throes in anticipating an immanence about to embrace then isolate without removing her awareness in this inundation Ahura claimed as sanctuary. Who projected a blessing overflowing with the immeasurable. For a moment. Then subsided. Without draining her refinement. The pattern nearly always thus. The ascension in momentary equity. The impression of this lingering confinement was under a suppression. Another inkling of oppression followed by a rising depression. Akin to a falling barometer.

Sitting among the magic five, what happened to the seven today. Tonight were six plus her. Diurnal time was rather abstract here. The brain not fooled this easily. It was questing time. Again the same similarities of minds afloat and empty. Not much memory retention. Not much active brain matter either. Post depression post exiting the Virtuality he said. His patience unlike any other. No chemical enhancements. Ahura was pure stamina. That at least made for a better lover. Inspiration with some perspiration certainly put a smile in her mind. She felt better. Crossed her legs in her cotton leggings. With her military green canvas ankle boots. To walk over any terrain, bodies included. Observed how Ahura effected his desired frame of their minds meeting in the Great Hall. The big wooden box set up.

Not given to being too much present. Ahura’s personal liberation dialogues had a tendency to make her indifferent. They mostly degenerated into a long winded self indulgent congress. Crystel comprehended many were escapades from academia. How delicious and auspicious given Ahura waylaid their disintegrating intelligence. So easily misplaced and dismissed. Grateful after, not even missed. What an admirable performance. Ahura a magician of vanishing intelligencers mind contents. Wondering where that all went.

From across attentive heads, up here somewhat elevated. Flowers with no smell, bodies spread on chairs askew as much as their attention pending being becalmed once more. Wondering how no one noted her arrival effected in a blink since she'd appeared. Not having to move. Nor was a portal present. Not that Ahura wished for these onboard. She jumped parameters. An excellent way to get around.

Some slow witted learner was asking if images of previous religious redeemers should be prayed to. He felt this need for divine intervention. It seemed for him the obvious answer. He looked eager, fervent, warm brown eyes, his brown face as most, how curious this singular skin pigmentation Ahura had attracted. Being one himself. Fems were diverse. Always were and would. Among the males barely one was pale. Unlike on -M-. Space especially. Genetic drift saw to that. More with some than others. Most probably the natives of -V-. Stinking hot. Intense humidity and a burning sun necessitated a dark pigmentation. Crystel certain a mountain of research proved a few too many contradictory theories. The plague of having to enunciate one’s erudition as publicly as possible.

What a drag. Like her a long time ago. Going long. Going short. A short shrift drift into this extraction process. Her invisible Sentinel truncated any further memories. Instead for one long moment her brain shuddered in white grey fizz.

A heavy boned solid physique a darker complexion, fuzzy hair a hand lengths up and around in a half halo. Crystel gazed now calm from sudden shock. An intrusion. What a woman. What confusion. Generous mouth. Big lips. Big hips. Big everything. Upsized natural and biologically invincible. Survive anything nature threw at her. With remarkable eyes. Two white rims. Eyes two suns in partial eclipse.

Looking at her. Crystel’s brain went into a backwash back surge haze blown inside her cranium. She felt a dripping condensation sweat inside her skull. Was this a brainwashing, laughing a little. For this momentary tickle. Being drip fed.

The voice remained a strong lower octave as this woman announced commands on the blower. The memory of her irises hovering for attention. On a long rave. Building up to her question which required her explanation, of her life story. The only way for any to make sense of what she was intent to get across. Along to get at what she was aiming at. Or for. By her strong pronouncing intonations she really was exceptional in telling all, noted without saying of the many and their indifference—-

-—rising, bellowing, capturing an interest of what she was contentiously not saying. It had to do with behavioural problems. Due to not pausing as expected of too many mystagogic priests being present. New age prophets yammering on about their precious insights. Never a fact is a sign to dupe us. Using clever phrases and a theatrical enunciations in a flood of words. Hiding by chiding to remind all of what they disguised as their own flatulent ignorance. Always blokes. Going on about whatever, she looking around triumphantly. Having the measure of her audience. Receiving many agreeable chortles. Others nodding their sudden animated wooden heads in sage alignment.

Further beyond her nearby circle of the almost newly converted, many were discomfited. Restless though Crystel sensed the hall was interested. This was way out. Entertainment. A bit of theatre. Cynics would pretend to know otherwise. Staged to stave off boredom.

Going on that this seeking business was a bit of a chore. Not as glam as promised. No. Not at all. Nowhere near it. There were too many brain farters setting off benumbing stupefactions. Used to be known as having the vapours. Now she had little cause for a pause. Few knew of these allusions.

Her gaze was solid. Her delivery presented without panting.

So what dribbles out of their skulls is the product of their mental morass. Mouldy morsels, monotonously muttered mysteries. Their miracles necessitating a monomania through moronic mortifications. No real revelation when their premature brain matter are such musing myopic malcontents. Mistaking contents
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