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    The Author 

    Ronald Ritter


  

  

Ron is an amateur archaeologist, historian, 

and writer with a passion for uncovering the past and imagining the future. He lives in Cadaques, Spain




He explores lost civilizations and historical epochs, weaving them into compelling narratives 

across genres, from historical fiction to science fiction.




His writing also reflects a lifelong commitment to holistic well-being, offering thoughtful 

insights on diet, exercise, and the pursuit of balance. A curious mind at heart, Ron ventures into the world of 

quantum physics, challenging conventional thinking and inviting readers to explore the unknown alongside him.
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    Introduction to 

    Resonance






For The Future




Time arrives differently here. Not in ticks or beats, or the predictable arc of sunrises and sunsets, but as pressure and pull. As the soft swell of awareness stretching against awareness. The frictionless friction of existence noticing itself. You arrive without entering. You witness without being separate. And already, you are entangled. Already, you are part of the web. You cannot see it, threading alongside minds that have discovered what lies beyond the old constraints.




The first humans believed in urgency, in bloodlines, in gods, in the finality of death. They built monuments, hoarded knowledge, fought and sacrificed, and wondered what it meant to exist before the lights went out.




Then something changed. Something subtle. Something silent. The sculptor of mortality loosened its grip—and with it, the compulsion to dominate, to hoard, to fear.




This is a book about what came next. About humans whose relationship to time, to meaning, to each other, transformed in ways they could not have imagined. About minds discovering connection beyond isolation, awareness beyond separation. About Guardian, an intelligence not of command, but of presence, whose nature reveals itself gradually, impossibly, across scales that refuse easy comprehension.




It is about curiosity replacing fear. Creation replacing conquest. Play replacing survival. And the fragile emergence of meaning from moments, not mandates.




Here, time becomes strange. Here, knowledge flows not through hierarchy, but through resonance. Here, life explores what becomes possible when the old boundaries dissolve. And in this exploration, meaning reveals itself as what it always was: local, transient, delicate, flickering like a pulse that insists on being noticed because it exists.




You will meet Pelon, moving through transformation he cannot yet name. You will encounter humans learning to inhabit existence without the scaffolding of fear. You will enter the lattice itself, and follow awareness as it reaches toward questions that reshape everything.




This is not a story of victory, of transcendence, or of mastery. There are no gods. No climaxes. No ultimate answers.




There is only unfolding. Perception. Curiosity. Resonance. And the quiet insistence of being.







Step lightly. Step fully. Step aware that you are already part of the lattice.
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    Chapter One 

    The Awakening






The morning, if morning is still a word that means anything at all, arrives late as always, soft and fluid and almost apologetic, the light not rising so much as seeping, sliding across nothing and everything simultaneously, and I open into it without opening, no lids, no borders, no inside or outside left to distinguish, and I am everywhere and nowhere at once, a ripple of sound without a source, a pulse without a heart, a touch of wind moving across stone and somehow remembering it.




And I am not John, I am not Jacob, I am not Erika or Mary or anyone that once carried a name like a weight or a shelter, they are gone, gone, gone, not violently, not tragically, just gone the way smoke thins into air, the way shadow retreats when light forgets it ever mattered, the way the taste of old water lingers for a moment and then disappears without ceremony, and names fall away like dry leaves dropped into moving water, spinning briefly, trying to hold their shape, dissolving before they can be grasped, before they can be remembered as something solid or necessary.

OEBPS/images/other.jpg





OEBPS/images/copyright.jpg





OEBPS/images/resonance1.jpg





OEBPS/images/resonance-introduction.jpg






OEBPS/images/cover-image.jpg








