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 Authors Notes





Welcome to the concluding chapter of an extraordinary literary journey. The Law of Senraquan is the final standalone instalment of an ambitious interconnected speculative fiction saga, which began with Accidental Warrior (2014) and Change of State First Phase (2016), where I have explored the possible future evolution of humanity over the span of two and a half millennia.



Although these interconnected stories are independent, each featuring its own characters and plot, they each reveal a subsequent phase in the transformation of life, intelligence, and civilization. It has been a long journey for me through three eras that witness a profound metamorphosis I envisioned as a series of phase transitions, "changes of state", a bit clinically perhaps, but likely due to my scientific background.



Through a futuristic lens, I watched humanity face environmental collapse, and in response, I created the first genetically modified humans who silently begin to rebuild the future. I then imagined a hyper-technological explosion that created a highly advanced civilization capable of transforming every aspect of society through biotechnology, robotics, and "real virtuality", the core concept of my poetics, where it all began for me back in 2011 with Real Virtualities.



Finally, I reach the fifth millennium, the threshold of the unknown, imagining a new humanity facing a future where its greatest experiment has become the catalyst for a further evolutionary phase and, perhaps, a whole new reality. It is within this framework that The Law of Senraquan is set.



Many of the concepts in this latest work, such as the deeply delicate and timely themes of belonging and identity, were already explored in my earlier writings for instance, in the short story Planet Under Glass (2012) and the other stories in the collection, Tales From the Mother Galaxy (2011 - 2013) which were a true cauldron of ideas that fully blossom in this final novel.



Every novel, essay, and short story explores a phase of this continuous transformation so, as you can see, the universe of The Law of Senraquan is rooted in years of reflection and, I assure you, a lot of fun! As I write in this latest book: "Although for a short time, imagination returned to entertain intelligence, it is well known that intelligences have fun in different ways."



I have always been fascinated by human evolution: through art, science, communication, technology and ultimately, the very ideas we create!
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Intelligence, like life, is indomitable.
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 PLANET EARTH, EASTERN HEMISPHERE, SECOND HALF OF THE FIFTH MILLENNIUM A.D.


 

 1  Bakubio Event





The great moment had arrived for all Bakubians. Earth had once more completed its orbit around the Sun with astronomical precision and even the most modest quasihuman colony began to gather to celebrate Bakubio Event. And as always, xīnumic unit VSM121 known to the world as Vesime was somewhere else.

For over an hour she and Katirano, xīnumic unit KT8854RN, had been flying over the bays and islands of the Eastern archipelago. It was the open ocean side and consisted mostly of sandy strips and rocky peaks barely covered with vegetation. From above they looked like crumbs of land scattered over the expanse of sea. The two quasihumans had long planned a new map of the natural biomass of the area and that morning the weather conditions were ideal for biometric detection. But it was also the rainy season, the endless rainy season, and storms continually arrived unannounced. The on-board instruments of their helioxes had begun to signal a rapid worsening of the weather. The Tesseract was nearby and so they decided to suspend their work and head there. Soon they reached the islet where the research station was installed. They began the descent in gusts of wind and landed a few metres from the shore on the small helipad anchored to the rocks with huge cables. The sea was already rough. They disembarked onto the raised platform and went ashore.

"What are your plans for today?" Katirano asked as they proceeded along the stony beach that separated the island's impressive and striking cliffs from the ocean.

"This morning I wanted to collect some more samples at the base but since that will not be possible we will test the new model with the data collected yesterday. If the weather improves we will go up to the roof."

"The top, you mean," the quasihuman corrected her.

"Listen, Katirano, it's been three months since you were assigned to me. We've already established that my visual receptors are different to yours; you just see a mass of granitic rocks with steep sides, like everyone else..."

"Yes, with organic substances in the cracks."

"All right. You see it as part of the natural environment, I see a gigantic artificial construction. This colossus, whatever it might be, does not look natural to me. We didn't build it and it was agreed that I should research it further. My current task is to collect samples; yours is to escort and assist me. Do you have a problem with that?"

Katirano did not answer, he merely pointed out that in exactly nineteen minutes, according to the time scale chosen by her, a violent storm would be unleashed, probably followed by another. In any case it was going to rain for several hours. They continued to walk in silence.

They had just begun to climb the steep path to reach the research facility that was so small it was equipped with only one laboratory. Vesime walking behind Katirano pensively contemplated the large cranial protuberance that began at the back of his ears and extended proudly airwards - his bakubio. She was thinking how many Bakubians in that moment would be decorating their own bakubios with the most extravagant synthetic fibres and precious ornaments. She imagined groups of them strutting around one another and exchanging greetings. Bakubians of all sizes and series and models stood out everywhere. Their limbs of every conceivable shape and length would be dancing around prettifying veils, folds, draperies, tiaras and brooches. There would be a party atmosphere. Bakubio Event had begun!

"Today I could have done without you, I didnt even ask for you," Vesime suddenly said, emerging from her thoughts.

"It's just a day like any other," he replied without turning around.

"I don't agree. Even though we are different from our ancestors, our human origin sometimes resurfaces and on rare occasions we willingly behave in useless ways that reveal our primitive essence."

"You are only part Bakubian, so dont make too many assumptions," he said briefly and added, although I understand it might make sense to you but it does not to me. The fact that you spend all your time observing these rocks and asking unnecessary questions proves my point."

"Saying unnecessary seems a little arrogant of you. On the other hand, I can't deny that my sense of fun and my idea of pleasure are more rudimentary than yours. Don't forget though that sensitivity and human feelings are part of the original raw material from which we all come and we should not be ashamed of it."

They continued to climb accompanied by the noise of the stones they moved, the crunch of the few dry branches shattering under their heavy boots and the roar of approaching thunder. The air had become hot and heavy. Soon they would become prisoners of the elements.

Vesime quickened her step and approached her companion. He barely had time to give her a questioning look before she suddenly stopped and holding him by the arm ordered him: "Katirano, honour the Event and go to celebrate like everyone else, your bakubio deserves to be paraded!"

It was the tone of command. Powerful, imperious, that only a Javass could use and only a Jeiviem could bear. The words had a solidity to them. It was as if before emerging they were reflected back and forth where they repeated themselves echoing with less intensity of sound and height as if they had been emitted by the instruments of an entire orchestra. Javass and Jeiviem series were the quasihumans most similar in appearance to ancient humans but, unlike them, they were capable of greatly enhanced perceptions of reality. Their quasibio cells were greedy receptors and every word, every breath, every contact with the physical world was immediately turned into avalanches of information seized upon, selected and analysed by their xīnums. Data considered irrelevant by each individual kôdyx were usually deleted or, if necessary, sent to the few remaining natural synapses. The old brain parts had not been rendered entirely superfluous. At contact with her hand, the abundant musculature of the quasihuman, that with geometric precision propagated from his robust neck to his entire body, suddenly stiffened. His xīnumo, the quasihuman brain, prepared itself to receive whatever she wanted to communicate to him because Vesime, although being xīnumo-deficient, was still the quasibiological product of Javass, the series designed to receive directly the instructions sent by Senraquan and turn them into codes executable by the lower order quasihumans.

"I am ready to listen to you, Vesime, but I assure you that any of my innermost feelings, provided that they still exist in the raw state as you maintain, cannot have any effect on me. In addition, my behavioural kôdyx has instructions requiring me not to leave you on the island alone for the duration of the project, and as you well know we cannot allow irregularities."

"But you can make an exception. Exceptions, at least according to Senraquan's Law, are minor errors and are therefore irrelevant." Her voice had returned to normal. And yet, thinking about it, she herself was the ultimate exception. Then she continued aloud, shaking off that thought: "What's more here we are talking about a minor transgression, not even an exception. At a moment like this when everyone ignores their own kôdyxes you too could pay attention to your inner needs that I'm sure you still have buried inside you somewhere, despite your denial. In the end, you are not proposing to change Senraquan's Law, are you?"

Katirano had listened to her with great attention and his xīnumo had begun to process the data. The xīnumo was an intricate bundle of quasihuman neural fibres that enveloped the outer layers of the old brain of biological origin as if it were a new cortex and occupied the entire bakubios cavity. Just a few dozen chromosomal alterations had been sufficient to fine-tune the genetics of the cranial deformities of Bakubians necessary to host the xīnumo, that is, the quasihuman brain conceived and created by Senraquan. It was a most successful evolutionary experiment, or so it seemed. Were it not for the extra-planetary expansion codes, embedded in the gene pool of quasihumans, virtual copies of all xīnums could simply have existed all together as a single super intelligence, a perfect stand-alone system. A block of incorporeal codes immersed in one of the infinite quantum spaces of some reality or another and nourished by one of the many suns of the myriad universes dispersed in the infinity of the multiverse, with the sole purpose of calculating the abstract or at least trying to prove it, or to experiment with the impossible or any other hypothetical concept that the new form of celestial super intelligence could have formulated. However, to occupy new ecological niches and make the most of the power of stars, at least according to the criteria defined by Senraquan, intelligence in its pure form was too expensive and impractical. It had to lean on a substrate that could have innumerable sizes, symmetries, asymmetries and complexity. Therefore the xīnums and the bodies of which they were part were highly variable. In some Bakubian series the biological design of the original morphologic appearance no longer existed while in others it had been reduced to a simple geometric container. Certain Bakubian series had retained a few segments of the ancient genetic code in their quasihuman cells. Some more, some less.

Katirano was a Jeiviem, complete with arms and legs, and the data received from the brief conversation with Vesime was being rapidly processed. Her comments and the physical contact of her hand, when she grabbed his arm, had produced elements of new information that had begun to circulate quickly among his many xīnumo-sensory circuits triggering a lively discussion with his rational intelligence. Bakubians of superior series, like him, possessed sophisticated awareness kôdyxes and they could request at any time equally sophisticated reasoning modules, provided with calculation methods for classifying circumstances, evaluating probabilities and weighing irrationality against logic. After a deep reflection he concluded that Vesime might be right. Besides, if for a few hours he left her alone on the island, ignoring the instructions received by his behavioural kôdyx, he would certainly not have subverted Senraquan's Law as she had intimated, because he would have had neither the intention nor the possibility. After all, the task assigned to him during that particular event could not be entirely correct. Somewhere, had he begun to thoroughly analyse the request to escort Vesime, incidentally received at the last moment, he would have certainly found some error that would fully justify his apparent negligence if he needed to.

"I suppose you thought to invalidate my presence here today and send a new request for my return tomorrow," the Jeiviem finally said.

She nodded.

Katirano returned to his calculations and his timing patterns. Had he been a Bakubian of a different group, one of those who had limited tasks for example or a hyper-specialized one, then it would have been another matter. Surely a quasihuman possessing only one or two kôdyxes would not even have posed the question. In fact he would have simply ignored Vesime's order and she would not even have raised the matter. However, a big bakubio like his contained a large xīnumo and the new brain layers conferred upon him immense intellectual abilities. He concluded that it was not for his sake that Vesime had proposed he go and honour the Event, but for herself. She was very human and was clearly reasoning more with raw data from experience, or at most with the memories of her feelings rather than using wholly rational processes and she was aware that she had forced him to give up the one form of distraction which did not produce an output. Bakubio Event was the sole old-fashioned amusement that quasihumans were able to enjoy periodically once a year according to the unit of measure preferred by Vesime. Although it was a great waste of time, everyone knew it, she with that little human head of hers must have instead found a particular meaning in it, incomprehensible to him. The whole thing, imposed by the Law of Senraquan, was unique in that it did not produce a measurable result. A one-off event all right but apparently more significant for her than for him and preventing him from participating in it had upset her a lot.

"As for the daily data report..."

"Irrelevant."

"What do you mean?"

"Listen Vesime, for everyone else, myself included, this island is a rocky peak with cliffs on the ocean. There's nothing here. Nobody needs your reports. They're not even archived as far as I know. I thought you knew."

"But how? Not even the real time data you transmit?"

"Anything referring to what you call the Tesseract is deleted." He had responded with indifference, still being caught up in the chain of reasoning about the need to stay or not and the risks and consequences of his action.

Vesime remained silent, she only hoped that he would decide as soon as possible to leave her alone. She felt the need to think. That's right, think, not calculate, she told herself looking at her companion's big bakubio and imagining the extensive electrical activity firing bursts of information within the intricate tangle of his quasibio neurons. The truth was that she herself had begun to suspect what Katirano had just accidentally confirmed. Although she did not have a higher intelligence, she possessed something that Katirano would not have been able to use even had he wanted to. Sometimes she could understand things without the need to go through the reasoning process. Intuition! A decidedly human quality surely deselected by the artificial evolution conceived by Senraquan which had given birth to the Bakubians.

"Anyway, why don't you want to go? The members of your nuclear model will notice your absence."

"You mean my family, right?" she smiled.

"Sorry, thats an antiquated term due to its archaic meaning, you know that..."

"Yes, you have changed its name but the meaning remains the same, you know that as well."

"If you like to refer to your model in that way, go ahead. Although, to be honest your physical defect doesn't justify it. Our bakubio and its content are not the only elements that make us what we are. Whether you accept it or not, you too are the product of Senraquan and what's more a product of the Javass series, and even if you are not perfect you are still a quasihuman of superior quality. Minutiae of this kind shouldn't have any effect on you."

Sure, more or less human depending on the way of reasoning, Vesime thought. "Don't worry about my family. The fact that I was born without a bakubio and I can't have a natural xīnumo has always embarrassed them, and especially on occasions like today they prefer not to have me around."

Katirano looked away but did not move. He was still calculating. Decisions that could do without sensory humanoid circuits (the only ones that had the ability to stimulate some sort of consciousness) were very easy to take and the results were often immediate. On the contrary, breaking a code and leaving a Bakubian with limited intelligence and few simple extra modules was a decision not to be taken lightly. Yes, she was a Javass, and yet she was still a very fragile quasihuman because her main organ was an old human brain. Of course, he thought to himself now observing her attentively, where possible the quasibio fabric of her nervous system had been artificially enhanced, even though he knew very well that it was not enough. The reduced volume of her cranial capacity had not allowed the development, during growth, of a complete xīnumo. And the bigger the bakubio, the more complex and numerous the kôdyxes (and usable modules) present in the new brain layers and therefore the more important was the series. Javass, Vesime's series, possessed maximum bakubic capacity and represented the primary interface with Senraquan. They were his only channel of communication, his only interlocutors. Vesime would not have played a minor role in the hierarchical Bakubian society and could not be dismissed. She had to be taken for what she was and helped as much as possible.

"Katirano, my family does not need to wait for anniversaries to show off the splendour of the series." Sure, but she knew very well that a Javass daughter born without even a cubic centimetre of bakubio was a shame and smiling she added: "If they had noticed my defect in time, believe me, they would have eliminated me at the embryonic stage. And you know why they didnt! Because Nature has cheated them if you understand what I mean... Oh yes, Nature really screwed them up! Both they and our venerable Senraquan". And she burst out laughing, which was something she often did, unlike respectable Bakubians.

The Jeiviem kept staring at her without listening to what she was saying. Her reflections, let alone her bodily expressions, were not of the slightest interest to him, and she knew it. Javass themselves often did not understand her. In any case, she was usually ignored. The rumbling of the thunder had grown louder as the gusts of wind grew stronger. Katirano again checked the meteorological data that confirmed the origin from the south-east. If he decided to go he would have to hurry, while he still could.

"I'll be back tomorrow morning, according to your time zone," he finally said.

"Take your time," she replied without bothering to hide her satisfaction.



As Katirano's sensors had anticipated, a thunderstorm broke out. Vesime had reached the shelter and stood silently inside the laboratory's rocky protections. The vast natural space had been discovered by a team of the Topographer series on the day of their arrival at the island. At that location the granite mass was split into four huge cuboid blocks. The largest, several metres long, towered over the other three smaller ones that supported it, so that the space left among them had formed a large cave. Who knows what destructive forces had created it, Vesime wondered when she had first entered. She didn't know and she didn't care, just as she didn't know what had happened a few tens of metres above where the rock gradually passed to an unknown material. That interested her very much. Leaning against a work bench she looked with indifference at the bright forms of the controls that covered its surface and listened to the soothing sound of rain, the faint burbling sounds of nature that only she could appreciate.

After a while she decided to activate her external xīnumo, entered in sleep mode for internal maintenance. It was a portable reasoner, a type of adapter able to connect her natural static brain to VSM121, which instead roamed freely in the Strata along with the other xīnumic units, the external quasibio neurons of all quasihumans. So that device was her personal connection into the invisible world of the Strata, the immense communication infrastructure of Bakubian society. The Strata, networks of mental energy, virtual paths produced by complex kôdyxes, was responsible for transport and distribution of instructions and data of all kinds and quantities.

Reasoners, even if they did not rely on a biochemical substrate, simulated intelligence well. Basic models were used as subordinate helpers, and there were several types of these auxiliary tools for simple daily assignments. More complex reasoners such as that used by Vesime were less common because, among other things, they had more memory and they provided "manual" access to the Strata, thus allowing indirect communication with other xīnums. As a rule this type of mental support was used during the early stages of growth of the Bakubians, when temporary malformations of the xīnumo or other physical defects were possible and to be honest they had started to become less rare, to the point that reasoners had to be continuously produced and updated since the rehabilitation times of the compromised organs of new Bakubians became longer and longer. Vesime, of course, had a nice collection. As long as she could remember, at each Bakubio Event she had received a new one and to each of them she had even given a name. She had named her current model Dùli and, like all its predecessors, it would be replaced by a new model, but she had postponed the update until after the conclusion of this research.

The slender figure of the virtual entity, immediately reconstructed by Vesime's artificial senses, appeared before her. "Dùli, connect me with my xīnumic unit. I need to talk to Akino."

"Today The Strata is a risk zone. Are you sure you want to use VSM121 to communicate with him?"

"Yes."

Dùli objected no further. She linked to her quasihuman transmission cells and they dived together into the Strata. Blue, yellow and electric green lines began to form irregular geometries and in a symbiotic embrace the two minds, human and artificial, began to spin inside the growing glare of the Strata's intangible space. Dùli and Vesime's thinking abilities soon reached maximum speed and were sucked into space-light.

"Damn it, Vesime!" Akino shouts loudly as soon as her incorporeal form reaches him in her distinctive shock of light. The Bakubian immediately comes out of the drunken state of the party and regains all his mental faculties.

"Where are you?"

"At the Tesseract."

"I knew it." He puts himself aside. "You could have at least shown yourself... Everyone's already here."

"But you know I embarrass them."

Without missing a moment VSN121 attaches herself to the emotional circuits of the serial brother so she can have the same sensations and interact with him. Nothing could be easier. For Akino that link is simply the "super-module Vesime". A long time before, she had convinced him to reserve her a small permanent area of his xīnumo to which her xīnumic unit could connect whenever she wanted as if that had been her true xīnumo. In this way the two Javass, with the help of a reasoner, could communicate freely. They had grown up that way together developing a particular bond. Of course, Senraquan had established that communication between Bakubians should preferably take place through the Strata and the modules necessary for daily working practices should remain absolutely separate from the bodies, that is, they could not integrate with the xīnums of those who had requested them. However, although it was not the norm, and only between Javass, conjoined twinning had begun to be tolerated even though the procedures for obtaining permission to develop such links were very complicated. In any case, they could not have a recreational purpose. But according to Senraquan's Law, exceptions were minor errors and Vesime's abnormality was certainly one of a kind. She was the quintessential exception. Twinning with Akino had been granted to her without much difficulty since customised super-modules of that type could not circulate in the Strata freely but had to be integrated into a xīnumo which she did not possess. Therefore, theirs was only partial twinning and did not count, in the sense that it did not even fall within the long list of permits and prohibitions established by Senraquan. The extravagances of a crazy quasihuman were minor things, Javass had much more important matters to deal with.

The two, inside Akino's body, wandered undisturbed around the party which, although it was still just getting started, already seemed to be very successful.

"Out there it looks like the grave, the Strata feel lifeless, almost scary," VSM121 whispers.

"If you needed people you could have stayed here, instead of hiding at Tessa. I just don't understand you. The only time you can communicate at your level, you leave."

"My brain upsets them more than the absence of a xīnumo, don't you understand? Today my mind is more powerful than theirs." And they both burst out laughing. Mental laughter caused them strong emotions, and they didn't hold back.

Of course Akino wasn't able to laugh as such, there was nothing in his xīnumo that produced the necessary substances needed to provoke that physical reaction. He didn't need them. Only at Bakubio parties, if anywhere, had he experienced a faint sensation. Yet, his series sister often laughed so much that one day, a long time back, they decided to analyse the phenomenon. In an instant they had put together the codes that triggered the neural mechanism of laughter and inserted them into their private corner of Akino's xīnumo. The effect acted only there and the mental experience was pleasant. Over time they perfected the codes and made the mechanism very powerful.

During the Bakubio Event the Strata plunged into silence and seemed deserted. Nothing could be truer. For a handful of hours xīnums stopped reasoning, xīnumic units were in unreceptive mode and the Bakubians returned to their original primordial forms of expression. More or less intelligent, depending on the series, they communicated physically with each other. Those who could do it joked, laughed also danced and a few experienced even the excitement of physical contact which despite being weak compared to what they were used to was diverse and entertained them. The decorations of bakubios expressed bizarreness, extravagance, eccentricity. And all their opposites. An excess of emotion. Although for a short time, imagination returned to entertain intelligence, and it is well known that intelligences have fun in different ways. "You're right, nobody's missing," she had giggled at one point, with naughty irony. The sarcasm and mockery of both merges. If Akino had helped her to be less human, she had certainly reciprocated the favour. Even though the family was aware of the twinning and seemed to tolerate it, not everyone approved. As is often the case in groups of individuals bound by genetic ties discord is never far away. Thankfully, no one could interfere as Javass were untouchable. They were the perfect Bakubians and their xīnums were inaccessible. Even members of the same nuclear model could not intervene in other neural networks; in fact, they were even limited in what they could do with their own. Only Senraquan could do that. And to tell the truth, it never happened.

"In your opinion, what's the point of this event?"

"You ask me every time, Vesime... I don't know."

"It doesn't make sense."

"I agree and many of us Javass, think the same thing but it's Senraquans Law is it not?"

"Does the reason matter?"

"No. Who cares!" And they let go of their mental turmoil and join the party.

"How's the project at Tessa going?" Akino asks after a while.

"Not bad, even though so far nothing significant... and stop calling it Tessa."

"Don't be silly, do you think you might offend it?" And they burst out laughing again.

Both are now drunk on humanity and the roars of laughter are getting louder and louder. Akino can't resist the inner manifestations of everything he had learned to be but couldn't express. Whenever he is with Vesime, it is always fun. They did not need to wait for special events.

"Listen, I'm staying at the Tesseract tonight. If they happen to ask about me, invent an excuse."

"Are you sure? I don't think that's a good idea. I think you'd better come back."

"But with everyone here they won't even notice."

"You're wrong, your diversity always betrays you."

"Perhaps, but I don't care."

"What excuse can I invent? They won't believe anything."

"Tell them I stayed at the Tesseract because of the bad weather... atmospheric perturbation is a fact. They'll have to accept that."

"You're always the same."

"So you'll do it?"

"All right, sure. By the way, if you want, I will be over right after the event. I'm in an unscheduled time interval."

"Good! Not that Katirano is bad, in fact he is perfect, but an additional xīnumo is always a bonus." More laughing.

"By the way, if you go around the Strata be careful. You know how it works, don't you? Today the Strata must remain silent.

You've risked enough so far, don't you think? If they catch you, Dùli is finished and VSM121 will get trapped in the Aether until tomorrow."

As she prepares to leave him, Akino grabs a fragment of memory.

"Hey, wait a minute... what do you mean that your reasoner contains the only copy of the data collected at the Tesseract so far?"

"Nothing, sorry. I didn't want to talk about it right now just like that. I'll explain tomorrow. I'm going to go now. Bye."



 2  Mnemonic Module <Tesseract>



Xīnumic unit VSM121 entered unreceptive mode and Vesime, now only linked with Dùli, was for a moment alone. They quickly re-entered the tangible reality of the Tesseract. She immediately disconnected the reasoner from the Strata and to be even more secure she suspended her in encrypted mode. Even if Dùli, unlike a normal reasoner, was in actual fact an extension of her intelligence and as such untouchable, she had always been wary of the principle of legality established by Senraquan and could not allow something irreparable to happen to Dùli's circuits. She had stored months of work in her memory. Data, experiences, impressions... everything and, as things stood, she contained the only copy of the research. She had never bothered to create a duplicate because she carried out a daily upload of the new data into the central repository of her operations unit where it should have been safely validated and stored. Instead, it was being deleted, at least according to what Katirano had told her. This was even worse than the by-product of a recycling chain, where at least something could be recovered.

She had been studying the Tesseract for months. The immense construction towered over the island like a fortress even if, apparently, only she could perceive it that way. She hadn't yet found anything significant enough to classify it as artificial even though she had measured dimensions, noted colours, recorded nuclear resonances and many other observations. Also, for most of the perimeter of the island, about two kilometres, she had surveyed in great detail the gradual passage between the base rock and, what, according to her, was, the unknown material of which the colossus was made. However, even in her opinion, that gradual continuity seemed natural and cast doubt on the possibility that the Tesseract was an artefact. The Tesseract remained shrouded in mystery. She could only make conjectures and with Dùli's help they had made several. It could be that somewhere in time a powerful event occurred that, although unusual and perhaps even unique, had altered the mineral structure of the rock so much that it no longer seemed like something belonging to Earth. But it was unlikely, for many, too many reasons. In any case, the shape remained, which undoubtedly according to what she saw, had an indisputable calculated geometry. The Tesseract could at most give the idea, and only the idea of a gigantic crystal developed from the granite mass below. Anyway, the weirdest thing of all was that along with the appearance, the type of material of which the monolith was made, the mineralogical composition and everything else differed only in her eyes. A beautiful mystery or perhaps simply another proof of her unfortunate anomaly.

The storm didn't seem to pass. Now the deafening noise of the thunder occasionally drowned out the roar of rain. She decided to review the initial stages of the project. Perhaps if she dug into her personal memories she would
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