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The darkness enfolded me. It was not a warm embrace at all but had I been back on Earth, it would have sent a shiver down my spine. There was no light just an inky blackness unspoilt by stars, suns and refracted and reflected light. Added to this was the sense of being totally alone, separated from a place I was only becoming to know, and away from two of the first people I might have ever called friends. Q, the enigmatic Q, who thought at my level when its mind was in synch, and Pema who had taught me so much about how to communicate with others. I was way more intelligent than it, but Pema had a different sort of intelligence that I was desperately lacking. I never found out what Pema’s real name was. He had been unnamed when young and after dying suddenly he had taken on an adxorkyan title. I knew that it meant something a bit silly because Dekyi, one of the few Adzorkyans who had a sense of humour had conferred it on Pema.

I probably should backtrack a little in case anyone ever reads this mind journal and wonders what this is all about. Context is everything. You may think that it is almost absurd that Pema had died suddenly and then later had accepted a new name. How could it? When you die, you die. That was my understanding back on Earth. In reality the various religions on Earth concocted all sorts of explanations as to what happened to people who died. None of those religions got it right. All creatures on all planets when they die become tiny little spheroids no bigger than the head of a pin. These contain memories and knowledge which are then lodged in a translucent spheroidal container They are blessed with all sorts of powers should they decide to use them. For instance, they are able to travel through space and time at incredible speed. Rumour had it that it was the knowledge gained that actually powered spheroids, but much simpler forces were at play. Riding solar winds, using the gravitational pull of planets and the inbuilt magnetic qualities of the container allowed spheroids to explore the vastness of the universe.

No matter what planet their juvenile form came from, they could communicate with each other using the language of mathematics. They had been informed that they couldn’t however communicate with juveniles, nor juveniles with them. But the adxorkyans and Pema from Galchrstia in particular had found a way. My role in that was to simply make it work.

The biggest danger that we spheroids faced were black holes, which is where I found myself in now. This was not my first time entering a black hole portal. They were scattered across the universe, lying in wait for the unwary, the result of imploding planets and decaying suns. Tall tales were told of their size and power and the world's that lay beyond, but the truth was at odds with the misconceptions of most, particularly of the very primitive humans on Earth whose minds were easily swayed by things they didn't understand, which, in most cases, was just about everything, especially that which was beyond their narrow field of vision. They had only recently in the universe timeframe come to realise that their planet wasn't flat and that it wasn't the centre of the universe. It was merely just an insignificant planet orbiting around an equally insignificant sun in a far-flung galaxy of little consequence.

When suns died or planets imploded, a small aperture opened in the cosmos and created its own gravitational pull that drew anything nearby into it. Yes, the vortex that was created was quite strong inside that field, but black holes were easily avoided and were entirely predictable. It was only the extremely ignorant or those with a death wish that ventured into that vortex. That being said I was the exception that proved the rule.

Although strictly speaking there is no noise in space because it is a vacuum, the mind plays tricks with human spheroids who are used to hearing sounds all the time back as juveniles on Earth. Logic couldn’t override the sounds I felt I was hearing in this whirling morass of particles. The darkness seemed to amplify them.

"That's why they call them black holes," I mused. 

Back on Earth even the darkest of rooms, I remembered how slivers of light managed to get through. Often from the street lamps light would worm its way in past curtains that didn't quite meet the architrave and sill edges of windows. Ghostly images would appear as my eyes became accustomed to the dark. I remembered dreaming when I was still a juvenile and even in the deepest phases of my sleep, images would appear to bring light into the darkness.

But that was a lifetime ago, literally. My former physical form was just a memory, and now I was a tiny spheroid, wondering if my second chance at life would end shortly. That hard outer casing which protected the inner workings, essentially my brain, was no protection at all from the pale blue luminescent creatures that existed in black holes, that ventured out to feed on the knowledge that we spheroids foraged for across the universe.

I was now trapped in here with them and horrible memories flooded back of being attacked on Earth by one of these beasts one night. It was only through my willpower that I had survived. That same willpower had been the reason that I had escaped from the entrance to a black hole once. However, I was pretty drained of it now and the entrance had been sealed off.

Q had told me that few humans would have survived that first attack, but then again, few humans would have been attacked. Earthlings were one of the most primitive and unintelligent creatures in the universe and Earth wasn't worth the visit for such a light and tasteless meal. I was an exception apparently though. 

My parents and even my teachers used the word weird because they had no other words for a young child that asked questions that Q said that even some of my world's greatest philosophers hadn't thought of. It felt strange in a way that I was now such a tiny organism but one that had instigated havoc in a system that had seemed immune to such things. I was as microscopic in a way as the bacteria that had invaded my eleven-year-old body causing my death. It all depended on your perspective. I saw fellow spheroids as normal size now. As a juvenile human, I barely would have noticed them especially as their camouflage of translucency was almost perfect.

We had a presence however as spheroids. The senses I once had as a human I carried with me except for taste, but even that was stored in my memory. This awareness of presence was like a sixth sense. It was by far the one I used the most. Not only was it useful to know where other spheroids and creatures were across time and space, but it allowed me to rationalise where I was and it gave me a sense of my own existence. Although how long that existence would last could be a moot point.

I looked around and, in the distance, I saw the blue tinges of light and knew that signalled danger. The creatures of this world seemed somehow to fight their way through the enormous pull of the force that drew me into the maw of this new existence. I was weakened, but astute enough to know that there was no way I could reach the edge of the portal I had entered, let alone find a way past the mass of rock that now blocked that exit; so, I accepted my fate whatever that was to be. 

I had lured the blue creatures back into their lair so that the other spheroids, using their magnetic powers, could realign a planet's orbit so that it would be drawn into the black hole. There was nothing to do now. I couldn't time travel inside this vortex and the magnetic energy I used to travel almost instantaneously vast distances was at a low ebb. I let myself free fall through the incredible rapid current of blackness, trusting that my size and translucency would make it difficult for the tentacled predators to notice me.
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Those tentacled destroyers of minds seemed to have less control in this blackhole than I did. Maybe they needed the energy of the blackhole to sustain them. I slowly became aware that the velocity of the vortex had dissipated dramatically. Is that what happened when a portal was closed off? That seemed counterintuitive. Surely the speed should have increased. If indeed the blackhole worked like the nozzle of a vacuum cleaner and there was a blockage, the power intensified to try to remove that blockage. The reverse was happening. Did that mean that the energy blackholes used actually came from the universe outside? 

The tempo of everything slowed down and I surveyed what was around me. You become used to pure darkness. Your other senses kick in when vision is robbed from you. My sensors on the outside of my capsule actually captured sound and for the first time in what seemed years, the silence was broken. How did this sound travel in a void? It wasn’t logical. Maybe this was a place where logic and reasoning didn’t prevail. All communication as a spheroid was done through mindmelding. There were no voices and that was limiting as inflexions couldn’t be added through tones that voices produced. Sarcasm and irony were difficult to convey through the language of mathematics that couldn’t be vocalised. Nor could many emotions and reactions. Such as anger, jealousy, hate, love, compassion and even laughter and amusement. To use some human colloquial idioms, I was now flying blind, but all ears.

Time lost all meaning when you became a spheroid. You didn't measure your actions against a clock as you did on Earth as a juvenile. It had always seemed incongruous that we humans measured time in such a strange way. I could understand why a day was a day. The Earth spun on its axis and one full rotation was a day, but then to chop it up into twenty-four parts and each one of those parts into sixty and then a further sixty before you were allowed to use the decimal system seemed ludicrous and a nightmare for schoolchildren. The same sort of perverse logic was used for a full orbit around the sun as tenuous links were made between weeks, months and days that were out of kilter with a single year. The two former ones were based on gods of dead religions and leaders of dead civilisations. Juvenile Earthlings also believed that distance could be measured in light years. As a spheroid I now found that laughable and a sign of the primitive thinking of humans. They believed that nothing could go faster than the speed of light, and therefore that speed determined a measure of distance. It was plausible enough but it was based on that flawed naïve notion about light. When I travelled for the first time with Pema, light was left behind as if it was a snail racing a cheetah.

In this blackhole, distance and time were incalculable. I had no concept of the initial speed of the vortex. All I knew was that I felt that it had slowed down once the portal had closed. How long and how far I had travelled was hard to assess because I had no reference points. There was no light from stars. The only glow came from any luminous creatures within this space, that I assumed was a tube. For all I knew I may have fallen into a small hole and into a whole new universe rather than a tube. I couldn't see the sides. I had no guidance system or use of echo location to assess my surroundings. I wasn't scared but perhaps more annoyed because I liked to know things and react to them, and in here there was no feedback, no design that was apparent, and too much time to think and reflect on my past. If you don't have any idea of what your future may hold, and are lost in the present, all you have is your past. Even though I had only been on Earth for eleven years, that past could drag me down to the extent that I may become maudlin and melancholy. That's the problem with having an active mind, you can't escape it. If there is nothing happening to think about, your mind will plug those gaps and often with the revisiting of your past. There were only sadness and loneliness in my past and these were going to be the most terrible of travelling companions.

Death was something that I was totally unprepared for. On Earth, people in their sixties died. Death was something for old and wrinkly people. Like most children, I believed myself immortal. I was definitely not risk averse. It was a case of logic versus imagination where logic didn't often win. The imagination rarely threw up negatives so I felt that I could challenge myself to do anything that I chose to do. Bullies would try to pressure me into doing things, but I wouldn't succumb to any physical or verbal intimidation. If I was dared to do something, or told I couldn't do it because I was weak, a girl or not physically capable, I would not rise to their bait. The most powerful word on Earth is no.

My last days were spent isolated in hospital as the epidemic spread. I wasn't scared, nor was I lonely. As an outlier, you learn to tolerate your own company, because that is usually the only company that you have. I always believed that my stay in hospital would be temporary. That proved to be the case, but not in the way I expected it to be. One minute it seemed I was nodding off to sleep and the next I was looking down on the world from above it. It took me a long time to accept that it wasn't all a dream. There were others gathered around me. I felt their presence but found that I was unable to communicate with them. All the usual means were not available to me. It was a very hollow and disconcerting feeling to be disembodied. Elements of my brain were no longer required. I sensed no breathing, no heartbeat, no connection to any limbs. Was I alive or not quite completely dead? Does one's brain continue to work when the rest of the body isn't there? I was weirder out. Like all the other human spheroids, I was in a stupor for a long time. Would I always be eleven years old?

The eyes that were part of the spheroid container gave a false impression of what my size was. Mechanical electronic devices were able to zoom in at high resolution and thus distort perspective. What was unnerving more so was the capacity to see in any direction on any plane.

It took a long time to learn how my "new body" or "no body" as I learned to call it, worked. Controlling it came from my mind. Once I got my head around that I proved to myself that my quick learning abilities had not been left in my old body. The day I willed myself to move, I was over the moon, literally.

There was no pain in my first death and no sense of loss at least from my perspective, just bewilderment. Although waking up to a different existence, I was comforted by some inbuilt understanding that in this phase I would be truly immortal. Where that knowledge came from, I had no idea. I hadn't brought it with me, of that, I was sure. Immortality as a juvenile human was a feeling, yet as a human spheroid, it was a known thing. Perhaps in this outer shell, like the ability to travel, it was pre-set. It was only witnessing the death of the adxorkyan spheroid, Moxenduza, at the hands of those blue beasts, that I began to understand the deception played on all of us and the inkling as to why. Longevity was just an illusion. And that illusion was in place so that we would feel comfortable exploring the universe in a quest for knowledge. My supposition was that we were being farmed for data by beings of another world, another world I had entered and was now trapped in. The luminous blue creatures were merely conduits for the knowledge we possessed. Whatever was in control was likely to be even more unpleasant and a vastly superior being.
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I had been taught that according to science black and white weren't really colours. They were the extreme ends of the absorption of light with black absorbing all colours of the spectrum. Strangely in this black hole, whatever allowed me to see, which weren't eye organs by the way, were showing me various shades of black. This gave a lie to science. Perhaps it also gave a lie to the common perception that black was a symbol of evil, of death, of depression and of fear. To my mind, right now, luminescent blue covered all that. As a spheroid, I didn't fear black in space. It was just the part between planets, suns, asteroids etc. It was my highway. As a juvenile on Earth, I had stared up at the night sky and seen stars, but had wanted to know less about them, but what was in the blackness, the part where I couldn't see anything. My field of vision was as limited as the Earthlings understanding of what the universe was about.

But this place I was in, was unlike the universe I had left. I heard sound in a vacuum. I saw shades of black, but also those shades had a three-dimensional quality about them. I wasn't sure if this was a primeval or an advanced place but it certainly was different; far different to anything that I had ever experienced. My mind was a mix of trepidation and excitement, of wonder and trying to get my head around things. Would I be able to move as I had learned to do as a spheroid in that other world? Were there more dimensions beyond the fourth one of time? Just as I had found that my level of intellect, though very high on Earth was dwarfed by others in the universe, something that I had found difficult to acknowledge, would I be even more of a novice here? However, if whatever had sent its minions, the blue beasts, out into my former world, was seeking knowledge, it seemed that there were things they didn't know but needed to know. Perhaps I had something to offer, to trade with them, even if that trade on my part, was that I needed to be kept alive. All this was supposition, but it was better than thinking of my past, which had been quite dark and unfulfilled.

This was a whole new territory for me. My life has consistently been like that, always being placed in unfamiliar situations, adapting to them, learning from them and being thrust into new ones. However, deep down, I knew this to be different. I had no familiar surroundings, no-one that could support me, could teach me or follow.

I certainly wasn't going to fall into the Fermi Paradox that was doing the rounds on Earth. I knew there was alien life out there. The paradox made a whole lot of assumptions that people swallowed far too readily because it played into their belief that they were the superior life form in the Milky Way galaxy. It said that after the big bang and the creation of galaxies that, even if there were planets similar to Earth that could support organic life, such planets would have created intelligent life which would have been both behind or ahead of the development of human life on Earth. Those ahead would have invented craft to travel to other planets looking for life forms. As no such craft had visited the Earth, or at least documented proof that it had, therefore no such advanced life form existed. Even at the age of ten when I first heard it, I could have driven a truck through the structure of its logic. It relied on the fact that organic life was the only life force; that the climate, atmosphere, gravitational pull and biological life forms of Earth were the only ones capable of supporting life; that Earth had not been visited because no trace could be found by humans that scientists would accept. I remember Pema saying that he as a translucent spheroid the size of a pinhead, had visited it many times as had other spheroids. Humans are so naive as to believe that their own body size is the size of any alien life form. Then there was the method of travel. A large space ship capable of taking a large number of human size figures was what humans were looking as evidence that a visitation had occurred.

Clever alien life looking for kindred spirits would have bypassed Earth deeming humans to be primitive and not signs of intelligent life. The main thing that destroys the paradox is the assumption that alien life forms think as humans do, wish to invade, wish to colonise and are willing to do anything to subjugate other life forms to control them. From my limited experience as a spheroid, I saw no evidence of that in other spheroids or in the juveniles on other planets. The only evil I had come across so far was drifting nearby.

I used Fermi's paradox as a catalyst for my thinking here in this dark place. There would be other life forms. Some would be superior in intellect to me and others inferior. They would probably come in different forms and move and think in different ways. I should not assume that they would do me harm, nor believe their motivations for interactions with me were friendship. I would have to treat each as they came, reserve judgement but above all be wary as there was no backup for me and possibly no escape route. There may be no social framework to try to fit in with. My means of communication by mindmelding may not function, so I would have to adapt. The language of mathematics that spheroids used may not be understood here, and I may not be able to understand what is used here, if anything.

I focused on the darkness around me, trying to take in what its structure was. I'd noticed the shades of black but there was more to it than just colour. Rather than the Euclidean patterns one would expect, the darkness was composed of fractal patterns, infinitely complex and repeating but in different scales and where the small parts not only made up the whole but resembled the whole. This was a darkness I had never experienced. It suggested form, pattern intricate components. It may mean that living creatures existed within these complex structures and co-existed with others, or it may be just my imagination trying to make sense of what I was drifting through.

All of a sudden, I felt a boost of energy. I must have passed through or by some magnetic force. I bid a silent adieu to my blue "friends" who appeared to have lost the ability to control their movement. I headed away from them, not knowing where I was going and what I might come across. It was both terrifying and exciting and I knew that at times, the balance would shift remarkably between the two.

My eyes, such as they were, were far superior to what I had as an Earthling. They may have been organic but seemed to be able to calibrate an image a lot faster and send a far clearer picture to my brain. Nevertheless, I didn't think that the sophistication was enough to see what lay ahead nor for that matter what might be creeping up from behind, below or above. To the best of my knowledge, I as a spheroid had never encountered a situation where the visual sense was so weakened. Of course, I could have lit up the world around me to see where I was going, but I was not completely stupid. The last thing I wanted to do was to attract attention, at least not until I knew I was not going to be someone else's tasty snack.

spheroids contacted each other by posing questions in their mind and this was akin to advertising, for another spheroid who knew the answer or knew of someone who may know the answer was almost obliged to divert from their own path to assist you. The meetings were brief and perfunctory. I tried signalling by placing a question at the forefront of my mind, but received no response. This indicated that there were no other spheroids with range, that any within range were dead, that the atmosphere in this new entity didn't enable thought transference of messages that way, or such messages were being blocked by other creatures. All spelled trouble and increased the sense of isolation.

The biggest danger for me was that whatever lived in this new world had had years to adapt to the living conditions. How many generations had evolved over who knew how long? I remembered the game from my childhood of animal, vegetable or mineral. I was not good at that game and was always sent on an errand when it was played in the classroom. I realised later that I was actually too good for that game. I could argue that almost anything could be classified in at least two of those elements. A cow for instance, although an animal was an herbivore and therefore it always had some vegetable matter in its digestive system somewhere and probably even some soil it had picked up as it grazed.

What if whatever existed here was none of these basic elements or a combination of them, but was something else entirely. Anything was possible and that meant that I had to be open to anything and beware of everything. My limited range of sensory data garnered from my capsule may not be enough. The more I thought about it, the more I worried. As a rational, logical thinker, I had been able to master most of my emotions, particularly fear. It was a reversion back to my primeval roots that I was facing. Fight or flight had risen to the forefront of my thinking and was crowding out the wonder and potential joy of making new discoveries. My only contact with beings from this world was the sense of my mind being leached by the parasitic creatures that had ventured out into my former world. Why had I suddenly categorised everything here as a danger before knowing anything about them. I was succumbing to a core belief of juvenile humans. That was so unlike me. I had learned to master those emotions. I desperately needed a distraction so that I could refocus and reset before I was taken downward in a spiral of depression and aggression. That path was as strong as the vortex of the black hole I had been drawn into. I had no distractions, just the soulless fractal blackness around me.
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The sudden flash of light took me completely by surprise. My eyes were slowly becoming used to the pitch black, but the searing blinding beam put paid to that. It was all enveloping and my tiny organic brain somehow attached to the visual sensors registered pain, immense agony and I feared incalculable damage to my sensors or the neurons that connected them to me. For the first time, the sense of touch seemed to become alive as my capsule vibrated and then remained quivering. My mind was the only control I had. I wryly thought that I'd wanted a distraction but this was not what I had in mind. My capsule didn't respond to any of my thoughts and I felt myself being drawn inexorably along a certain path in the midst of huge column of light. I had attracted something's interest and I hoped it was going to be a pleasant experience. However, I remembered from my childhood being woken up by the lights and noise of garbage trucks and streetsweepers. Perhaps, even though I was so relatively tiny, I was merely identified as just a piece of rubbish. There was nothing I could do but endure this tractor beam for as long as possible. I turned off all sensors and means of movement. I needed to harness whatever power I had stored away and use it at an appropriate time. Now was not that time.

The light was constant. There was no flickering or change in gradient, intensity or colour, but behind that in a very low tone there was a vibration, that followed a recurring pattern. The sound wasn't loud, nor was it monotonic and the repetition of the pattern only occurred after a long period of play followed by a short interval. You could hardly call it music in the true melodic sense of the word, as it was discordant. Human music for the main was based around a western world configuration of twelve notes or semitones. The sound I was hearing was using a lot more. I'd picked up piano and keyboard playing as a juvenile but I was the mechanical sort. There was no passion, creativity and definitely no extemporisation. There was no way I could reproduce the same sound in the same configuration using the primitive human instruments I'd seen back as a child on Earth. It made it all the more strange, as in the vacuum of space, sound isn't meant to be heard, and I was sure that although my sensors on my capsule picked it up, the vocalisation was not being transmitted by radio, x, plasma or gamma rays. I needed to get past the weirdness of that though to focus on the repeated pattern. It was a code of some sort. The language wasn't mathematical in the way spheroids used to communicate. I was trying to unravel a code for a language I didn't know, a language structure that was also unknown and an alphabet structure that could be anything. There was also no context for the vibration-based message. I was at a complete loss, but my mind wouldn't let go. My only means of communication was with mindmelding. Because the universe was soundless and all spheroids used mindmelding, there was nothing in my capsule that I could use to create a vibrating response if I'd known what to say. I couldn't even repeat the pattern aloud to indicate that I heard it. If indeed whatever had created the sound was messaging me, it would have to come up with a different method.

The tune, if you could call it that, was predictable after a while. It went up in pitch almost as if it was going through a range of keys to find one that whatever it was transmitting to would connect to it. It would change tempo possibly for similar reasons. As I was being drawn towards the light, it seemed logical that the message was being sent to me. It was when it split into harmonies that I realised that the sound was not just from one being but from a number of beings. No earth music rules applied. It was what we humans had labelled as white noise. The only thing I knew for sure was that the pattern repeated. Apart from that, I could make no sense of it.

Gradually the blinding light began to dim. The cacophony of the vibrations reached a pitch that my sensors could no longer take on board and
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