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  ‘The word is sharper and mightier than the sword, has always been, despite what some might believe. The sword can indeed slice the word into thousands of pieces. However, it is the destiny of all swords that they eventually turn into rust and then into dust. The pieces of the word remain and may one day reassemble into the original word. In fact, they do - in all chronocyclic Universes…’




   




  Kah the Wise




  



  U(ωi (ψj)) + E = 0




   




  Transliteration of glyphs1 engraved on Togxar's sepulchre, containing the ashes of his very last of 47 organic shells




  



  




  ‘... as we have expected and as it happens always - he will now write the book ‘Forgotten Realities’... Indeed, there are no boundaries to our wisdom. These creatures are so predictable and incredibly easy to handle... ’




  




  Preface





  Many of us do not realise that science and fiction are deeply intertwined and to be found literally everywhere. One just needs to have the ‘right’ perspective and mindset to be able to see them.




  Indeed, there might be more science fiction in a bird singing on a tree or a small child playing in the playground, picking his nose to complicate the matters a bit further, than in all those sci-fi books written to date.




  Not to speak of our politicians and those long, hard-to-understand speeches and promises they tend to deliver with that distinct air of condescending confidence of those in possession of power over others (never mind that those ‘others’ are the ones who have elected them). How much science fiction one can only find in their verbal outpourings and empty posturings!




  …Or all those unnatural, throat-clearing, artificial coughs one usually hears in the theatre in the breaks between movements of a concerto - not that there is anything to be coughed out, but they still want to cough it out.




  Let us think for a second of the plethora of physical, chemical and mental processes involved on all levels of matter, forming the above mentioned beings and accompanying their actions - stupid or (other)wise...




  Pure science fiction - if you ask me...




  Now, having read the above, our esteemed reader would probably not want to proceed any further unless we gave him our firm promise that in this book he will find even more true science fiction then he could ever possibly find in ‘real’ life. By the way - what is ‘real’ really?




  So without further ado, let us start with our story telling. See you all at the end, on the other side. We do hope that you will enjoy it. Long live the reader!




  The surgery





  ‘Nurse, I take it that Mr. Johnson has been prepared for the operation?’




  ‘Yes Doctor, the patient’s body temperature has now reached 16 degrees Celsius. The pulse is normal, 5 beats per minute.




  His head is fixed and we have a clear Magnetic Resonance Image of the affected area.’




  ‘Thank you Nurse. I am now injecting 5 milliliters of liquid nano-robots into the opening of his Eustachian tube. I have programmed them to reach the tumour in the patient’s lower brain, dissolve it and form a temporary drainage pipe leading to the Eustachian ingress. Their positional information is derived from the MRI device.




  We'll wait for about 10 minutes for the nano-robots to orientate themselves in the patient's tissue by using MRI’s positional signals and work their way to the tumour, following the path of the vestibular nerve. Some of them will then form multiple drainage micro-funnels between the affected area of the patient's brain and the tube's exit, whilst others will engage in cutting out and dissolving the tumour.




  I have always admired the original idea of their inventor, Dr. Yerinich, that having performed all the tasks assigned, they become inert and are easily excreted from the body.




  This should be a quick and easy one.’ The surgeon looked at the motionless body of the patient and said in a low, soft voice: ‘Don’t you worry Mr. Johnson. Nowadays operations such as this one really are a piece of cake.’




  Nurse, would you please prepare the suction unit, whilst we are waiting...’




  




  The fair




  ‘Mirror mirror on the wall - am I real or have they made it all?’




  A Kah proverb




   




  Peter Johnson walked slowly across the Market Square to the fairgrounds. The fair was an annual event - the talk of the whole village.




   




  For the last three centuries the small settlement on the banks of the river Tonhak thrived, thanks to its agricultural products and trade with the nearest town of Migat, 142 leagues away. The inhabitants of Earth, the descendants of those who had survived the great meteorite shower 4 centuries ago and the subsequent enduring famine, were scattered across the only remaining inhabitable continent. People lived in small self-sufficient communities.




   




  It was not at all clear why the meteorite shower suddenly struck Earth. Some religious fanatics believed that it was God's ire and punishment for all the evil deeds, greed, vanity, ostentation and stupidity of the old humanity - those humans who lived during the era of technology, nowadays referred to as the Grand Past.




   




  Many villagers still had contrivances with dark glass-like flat surfaces, dating back to the days of humanity’s grandeur in their possession. They used to be referred to in some old books as intelligent devices - iDevices for short. Not that there was anything ‘intelligent’ left about them now. Apparently, these objects were once able to communicate over great distances amongst themselves and people using them were able to talk to each other and see images of places far away.




   




  No one knew anymore how all this was possible. Many believed that such miracles had never existed in the first place and were simply the result of someone's wild imagination.




   




  Amongst many other attractions a typical fair could offer, there was a small marquee belonging to a man who commanded the mystical power of being able to take his subjects to distant places... and all this in their dreams.




   




  Having a bit of fun - that’s what fairs are for. This year Peter wanted to try his luck and go to ‘the other side’, as villagers that had already visited the man, called it. He stepped into the tent.




  At the hypnotist’s





  What he saw there was just a modest wooden table and two chairs. A neatly dressed middle-aged man with a pleasant smile on his face was seated in one of the chairs and reading a book - one of those artifacts from the Grand Past. He looked up at Peter, put the book aside and stood up to greet him.




  ‘Hello stranger and welcome to my humble tent. I suppose you have come to me to be sent to the world beyond and above?’




  ‘Well… yes, if you don’t mind’ answered Peter. ‘... and for a job well-done I am prepared to richly reward you’. To emphasise the seriousness of his promise Peter took out a small leather pouch from a pocket and removed several shiny exchange tokens from it.’




  The hypnotist looked down at Peter’s purse.




  ‘Please, be seated. I do not think you need to pay me that much. I am glad to be of service to my brethren and even a quarter-day’s worth amount of exchange tokens would be quite ok with me. You know, I would assist you even if you did not have any exchange tokens with you. I do it often for those with little or no income. Some day their fortunes might improve and perhaps they may remember me. And you are...?’




  ‘Peter is my name.’




  ‘Well Peter, I would like you to sit back and relax... Really relax. Have a very deeeep breath in... and out... in... and out.... You no longer hear the noise from outside... There is no ‘outside’... There are only the two of us in here…




  Now look at me and concentrate your attention on this pendulum. Follow its movement with your eyes. Follow its swing… follow the pendulum…




  You only see the pendulum and hear my voice.




  Follow its movement... follow the pendulum’s movement...




  You are floating in a dark, empty space and there is nothing surrounding you... You are not afraid of it Peter and you feel quite comfortable in it, as this is your ultimate home... Absolute darkness... Now you can see far away in front of you your book Peter. It is slowly coming closer to you. You can reach it with your hands. Take it and hold it - do not let it go.




  You are now at your home, seated in front of the fireplace. You do want to read the book. Open it and read it to me please...’




  




  It is all about good, quality Education. Has always been so in all realms and dimensions…Knowledge is power, as they say...





  ‘And it is at this point that Your Illustrious Majesty’s dream in the dimensional container Rk(5-7) commences. Let us now see how all this is reflected in the non-overlapping container Rm(5-7), where I, Your Majesty’s humblest servant, will be endeavouring to do all necessary corrections - the kind of stuff we Teachers usually do...’




  




  The dream in the dimensional region Rm (5-7)
 





  The heritage of Tedeon





  ‘Any Universe U(ωi(ψ)), represented by its respective Flow in a given dimensional container R(5-7), is just a collection of things good and bad. In fact, it is invariant to the concept of good and bad. It simply is.’




  Commander Lucifer, Redeemer Fleet 




  From a public lecture held by Kah the Wise.




  ‘... and, as all of you probably know, there is an awful lot we owe to our former mentors and benefactors, the Tedeonians. Prior to moving on, they most benevolently shared with us their teachings on morals and of course the theory of proson-based2 non-overlapping Universes in our dimensions 1 to 4.




  They modelled it as a series of cyclical processes taking place in the dimensions 5 to 7, where there exist objects we call ‘bubbles’, for want of a better word. One of their unique properties is that of possessing singularity surfaces delimiting and enclosing them. A hypothetical observer standing on one such surface would be present everywhere on it at the same time, as if it were one geometrical point. Hence one can think of singularity surfaces as of inverted geometrical points. From the ‘inside’ of one such surface, the observer is located in many places at once; from the ‘outside’ - in only one. We and everything else surrounding us are contained on the ‘inside’ of one such bubble-object.




  ‘Bubbles’ are in the permanent process of merging. Upon every merge of two bubbles into one, there is some excess singularity surface tension released in the form of proson waves into the dimensions 1 to 4, our dimensions, the dimensions we exist in, encapsulated by the ensuing new singularity surface.




  Depending on bubbles’ relative sizes, different bubble-merges lead to varying levels of excess singularity surface tension released - and hence to different basic tones of the resulting proson waves in our dimensions 1 to 4.




  Once the number of bubbles in the dimensions 5 to 7 is reduced to one and it can no longer retain the integrity of its singularity surface, such a surface ceases to exist - it ‘bursts’.




  The inverse process now takes place. The entire energy of prosons accumulated in the dimensions 1 to 4 is now transformed into an infinite number of new seed bubbles in the dimensions 5 to 6, at which point a new merge cycle commences.




  Tedeonians were generous by nature and gladly shared their knowledge with those other races in the Universe whom they deemed to be its worthy recipients. This is why, even after their departure from this Flow, we and several other space-faring races still keep and cherish ‘the gifts of Tedeon’.




  Now a few words on… us. We know that proson waves are the building blocks of both what we call ‘matter’ and ‘empty space’. Matter is nothing but a temporary oversupply of proson waves oscillating on the same frequency ωi(ψ), contained in the same dimensional space R. The frequency ωi(ψ) defines not only matter but also the associated specific Flow of causal interactions between material objects and ultimately - it determines the Universe U(ωi(ψ)) related to it. All proson waves oscillating on frequencies other then ωi(ψ) and having phases other than ψ, constitute what we sense as ‘empty space’ or ‘nothing’.




  So my dear fellow Kah, we are nothing else but pure music of this realm U(ωi(ψ)) if I can put it this way.’ said Kah the Wise smiling good-naturedly.




  
Thullods or dimensional stumpoids, story from U(ωi(ψ)) 





  From a public lecture by Togxar, in his 46th existence, held at the Idonesian Academy of Sciences.




  ‘We call all worm-like material objects delimited in dimensions 1 to 4, thullods. They are also referred to by some, as dimensional stumpoids. With respect to an observer moving alongside an imaginary axis depicting the 4th dimension, such objects can be grouped into:




  

    	

      those that no longer exist (full thullods);


    




    	

      those that exist now (partial thullods); and finally,


    




    	

      those still to go through their existence (unfulfilled thullods).


    


  




  Objects belonging to the last group eventually end up as full thullods themselves, equally as complete and ‘old’ as all other full thullods, as our observer progressively moves towards infinity.




  For all things living this means that, relative to the observer, even the unborn newborns of the unborn newborns of tomorrow (unfulfilled thullods) will eventually become ‘equally as dead and old’ as our forefathers that are no longer with us, that are, from our current perspective, full thullods.




  It can be argued that any material object is simultaneously all three of the above, depending on the position of the observer, in relation to the observed object’s thullod.




  All thullods coexist without any mutual interactions with respect to the observer who perceives them as full thullods. Some of them may well interact with respect to another observer who perceives them as partial of unfulfilled thullods.




  So one can readily see that the perceived causality of events in our Flow is just our way of grasping things, whereas, in fact, we and everything around us, seem to be predestined in it. Predetermined thullods lead us by necessity to the concept of a preordained Flow holding them… I hate to use the word ‘preprogrammed’ but some might prefer to use it instead.
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