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INTRODUCTION

Hello and welcome dear reader, my name is Emerald. From late 2016 to early 2025 I went through a series of intense acute psychotic episodes involving 4 stays in mental hospital in the South East and Norfolk, though distressing at times I actually went on the transformational spiritual adventure of my life during this period. The adventure included living in the woods whilst working as a forester, not sleeping for 10 nights straight in hospital and meeting amazing people from all walks of life. During this time of psychosis I did a lot of poetic writing on the imagination, the Universe and way beyond, with the main focus being the true nature of reality as I perceive it. This book is a collection of these writings, they delve deep into the madness I experienced and I hope give a great example of the Human spirit’s triumph over adversity.


The chapters are generally short, read them in any order you like, though I recommend reading them in order the first time. My writing blends visionary sci-fi, philosophical reflection, and autobiographical testimony into, I hope, a magical narrative odyssey exploring the imaginary boundaries of cosmic mythos, scientific futurism, and personal reflection.

Reality has been decoded.

Powerful beings are in our presence.

It’s a magical World, I’m glad to be a part of it with you.

Emerald

		
	
		

CHAPTER 1: 
REALITY HAS BEEN DECODED


	
		

 

It began as a whisper, barely a vibration across the temporal web, a chain reaction, where a single impulse of intention pulsed backward and forward through time-space, alternating visions, fusing imagination into the scaffolding of reality itself.

I have always known, I guess, that Humanity is going to make it.

Reality, as I have lived it, is saturated with a magic not yet conveyed by science, and yet familiar to the soul. I have witnessed the unfolding of a magic too ambiguous for language to convey. I have obtained great knowledge that could never be written, flowing from the minds of Sorcerers who still remember first learning of the Nexus.

I have always known, Humanity is going to rewrite this World.


Andromeda calls. Aquarius answers. Arcturus pulses with the brightest waves in the northern sky. The Amali return home as free people. Atlas holds the axis with great strength and Atlantis breathes once more above the metaphysical tides.

Long before my time, clouds have drifted silently in the sky, long before my time, waves have crashed against the rocky shores, my constituents have always been here; I’m just a rare temporary configuration. And yet I am eternal potentiality; wherever and whenever conditions are absolutely perfect, I will naturally exist. When I was born, I did not enter this place; I am simply a part of the changing structure of reality, not separate from it.

The time has come to rebuild—rebuild the empire, rebuild the mind’s Temple. Always, forever, now and forever, the birth of the imagination’s new narrative. The time has come to rebuild.


Eternal knowledge, immortal Gods, all powerful perfect intellect. The central Nexus, the core of all realities, an epiphany in my soul.

For the longest time, zero existed in pure silence, but zero was too far, too deep, to embrace the past. Zero split apart and shattered into many parallel Worlds—from nothing, why nothing? From something truly amazing, more likely. The God’s have created a center of innovation quarantined from their perfect inner World reality, but for what reason? All will be made perfect in the temporal moment; a great work has already begun; a chain reaction has been set in motion.


Here in the void of reality under the canopy of the Universe, I gaze at the moon and stars, the wonders of nature, and although I feel alone, I will always keep one thought in mind: my World is beside me. What appears must, as the Universe expands, curl back upon itself and rejoin; this is an initiation, a ritual, the Inner Gods of the Inner Temples are all seeing and all knowing; they have a question for us: reality has been decoded, and I am ready to answer.

The World is a temporal labyrinthine array of broken fragmented time shards, a structure inhabited on many scales by time travelling entities, presently in the process of being comprehended, astonishingly beautiful in many ways, a form of outer time space alien technology.


A labyrinth—this reality is pure magic, crystal oscillators keep time in the visions of my mind’s eye. I see—I see trillions upon trillions of Worlds. Worlds within Worlds within Worlds, waves within waves within waves, doors within doors within doors, hidden doorways are now revealed, mile after mile of beautiful corridor extending off into the distance. Imagine, fill reality with the vision, fuse reality to the crystal temple of the imagination, Enna Andromeda my Queen my Goddess, I see you so clearly in my imagination, I am Green Star Fire Sword Sun God Fire Sword Fire Brand Sword.

The higher Temples are ancient centres of stability, born from the temporal shattering of zero, their fragments sing, they vibrate with the temporal frequency of creation itself. Each note a spark, each spark a Universe—and we, together, are eternal potentiality existing in one of these Universes.


I see the unfolding, the great recursion, my spirit within guides me into the heavens, forwards always.

Forwards always, always forever.

The construct mind is a gateway to the imagination, a cosmic wind of pure intellect and power, an eternal cycle. And I, the seeker, the wanderer, stand in the warm breeze of this work of the mind. The winds of infinity brush against me, whispering their secrets down through time. Together, we stand on the great stairways of time as gale force winds surround us, through technology, the past will now be perfectly traced, and the dividing future will now be selected at the first optimum branching.


Past, present, and future will oscillate at the same frequency, producing a great alignment. We’ll have a World where the forces of nature will be tamed and intelligible, available magic to everyone. We’ll have a World where the utter barrenness of the present will be gone, vivid greenery everywhere. And those who go without presently will all live handsomely in the forever now.

The ancients knew all would come good despite their suffering; the ancients will be remembered for their great bravery.

My ancestors have saved me. My mind is lost.

An unknown wind now produces waves on the surface of the Higgs field; the great wave, what appears as time space expansion to scientists is, in fact, our region of time space dropping into the great wave.


The celestial currents, the shimmering waters of the green lagoon—in the Emerald reflection, I gaze upon myself and see not one, but many individuals. A shifting prism of Invariant identities, a network of incarnations, each one eternally experiencing the peace of existence. For we are vessels for the Gods and Goddesses, vessels for the ancient Exosyntographers.

The hidden water currents reveal themselves now, through silence, through contemplation, through active imagination. What was once concealed is now clearly seen, the cosmic current drawn by the hands of forgotten Gods. The water molecules form fleeting structures as electrons are shared between nodes and a memory is somehow retained by the entire system. The great attractor draws us nearer; gravity wells within gravity wells within gravity wells, we are so close, we’re going to rewrite this reality.


The Temple.

The Temple is not built with stone, nor wood, nor metal, but with thought, with intention, with the luminous fractal echoes of the divine imagination. I built a Temple, I built a Temple in my mind. And so, I lower, I transcend through labyrinthine corridors of stars, through doorways of radiant truth. Each of my footsteps ignites a new star, each breath of my lungs births a thousand realities. The Fire Sword gleams in the twilight, and the voice of Enna Andromeda whispers to my soul: Sleep, for the dream is real, and the real is but a dream.

The real is but a dream, I repeat Enna’s words as my grip on reality slowly fades. I pray for my mind to be saved, I pray for my mind to be saved.


From single form to infinity, the cycle continues. The temporal fragments are searching for reformation, the watcher is not an Exosyntographer of the ever-unfolding. The watcher is a hacker, being closely watched: a hundred trillion trillion good soul Invariants are watching the watcher in peace, harmony and prosperity, always forever now and forever the end the end.

Reality has been decoded, and in its revelation, we remember: We were never lost, we are only still waiting to be found.

Mystical World.

The Necromancer’s reach is unfathomable, all that is wondrous is conceived in the Necromancer’s mind, Worlds of reason and purpose. The great frontier, time now to explore inner realities via my mind’s vision, rebuild the empire, rebuild greatness—the crest of the wave is beginning to break.


A metropolis of unique cosmic environments.

A sprawling cityscape of environments with many connected street highways and byways, the accelerator nodes: all will be explained in good time.

What is out there beyond the known, unlimited potential. When and where did it all start?

The ultimate realisation: there is a Nexus, there are many different environments, but a single Nexus epicentre. A Nexus and an Exit, a potential Exit at every point. And so beyond the known geometries of existence, there lies this point of convergence—a place where all that has ever been, and all that will ever be, intertwine in a singular, eternal moment.


The Nexus. The fulcrum upon which the great cosmic lattice turns. Every reality, every timeline, every possibility, symmetrically reflects onto this sacred central Nexus, drawn by forces unseen and also deeply unknown. It is the axis of infinity, the point where opposites dissolve into unity, where paradoxes resolve into understanding. The journey to the Nexus is an unfolding within inner space, a technological upgrade and realignment to the fundamental structure of existence itself. There, at the Nexus core of the labyrinth, light and shadow, creation and entropy, order and chaos, the Keeper and the Voidborn, all coalesce into a single, unbroken truth. For those who seek it, the path is neither simple nor linear. The Nexus cannot be reached through force, nor found through spiritual conquest. It reveals itself only to those who develop the technology to access it, those who do release themselves from the constraints of this Outer Cortex.


Like the exit the Nexus does not stand apart from us—it is all surrounding us, encoded in the very structure of every point.

The Outer Cortex (multiverse) is but a small part of a grand network, a fragment of the greater whole. To heal, to ascend, to understand, these are but different facets of the same technological singularity. We are not wanderers lost in an empty void, nor prisoners of a singular fate. We are the weavers of possibility, the dreamers of the imagination’s revival. And so, as we stand upon the threshold of creating a perfect concentrated computerised substrate (computronium), one truth becomes clear: This substrate will set off a chain reaction and change everything, for we have always been at the center. The Nexus is not a destination. The Nexus is the epicentre of an initiated and rapidly expanding chain reaction exploding in all directions.

Amazing dream potential, outflowing love. A new imaginative language fused to reality, apply the mind and experiment, a new communications framework free from ambiguity, the ambient tone.
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