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	‘Over the years I have had many dreams in which the main ‘protagonists’ are the exact opposites of what they really are in this reality, where I am supposedly ‘awake’. 


	 


	I have also ‘seen’ many other variants of me, some with totally different behaviours when compared to my conscious ‘I’. 


	 


	The older I get, the more hesitant I become to call these experiences ‘dreams’. What if they are something else? 


	 


	What if this particular state of wakefulness is, in fact, someone else’s dream?’


	 


	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.


	 


	 


	 








	‘...and now Your Most Illustrious Majesty, this is what one could call a very good textbook example of our boundless wisdom. 


	 


	As anticipated and as it always happens in all Flows created in our dreams, he will now write his book ‘Melodies of Creation’... 


	 


	Indeed, there are no boundaries to our wisdom. These creatures are so predictable and incredibly easy to handle... ’


	  




The specimen - observer


	
‘Even in the realm of all-knowing and all-seeing beings, there are those with higher, superior cognitive powers. Gods’ gods if you will. It is a great pity that we simple mortals do not get too much of this gods’ business, if at all. And why should we? We are nothing but puppets to them.’


	Kah the Wise


	 


	We always make this particular Specimen self-regenerate back into his early youth, once he reaches his natural mid-age... Always... Across a countless number of cycles in his Flow... In a way, he is a natural constant in his Flow. 


	 


	What’s more, we make sure that he is repeated in all other Flows in his and any other realm containers we create. So his dimensional imprint is literally a ‘constant’ across all of our creations. The only organic being that can ever reach our levels of enlightenment, due to his unlimited duration. 


	 


	He will also possess telepathic connections to all of his variants in other Flows and realm containers, regardless of their respective dimensional coordinates.  


	 


	The Specimen is our own distant and somewhat distorted image in these imperfect realms, with reduced numbers of dimensions. 


	 


	In order not to create any suspicions as to his real age in the minds of his primitive ‘contemporaries’, we’ll be moving him regularly to and fro across his home world and then to and fro other worlds, giving him many other identities and other organic shells to hide beneath. His brethren will not be able to recognise him. But he will be there, watching them being born, growing up, getting old and dying. 


	 


	Many of his brethren will feel some of his visions and take them for their own thoughts. Little do they know that these thoughts originate from the Specimen–observer and are part of our Grand Design.


	 


	We make this possible by manipulating certain physical properties of Flows and realm containers, allowing for sporadic causal couplings of otherwise non-overlapping Flows. Some primitive species call this phenomenon ‘cross-talk’ when related to electromagnetic fields. We make use of the same principle and apply it to the modulated proson waves that our realities are made of. 


	 


	He, our Specimen, exists throughout, as a generic template in all four-dimensional realms. 


	 


	Many lower beings from different epochs, such as Kha the Wise, Togxar, Jacob Smith and Admiral Yahweh are nothing else but his very distant reverberations. Our Specimen–observer can perceive his realm through his and their sensory organs.


	 











Patient Smith



	 


	Nurse: ‘Doctor, the patient’s has no pulse! Should we apply CPR?’


	 


	Doctor Jones: ‘Let us honour the patient’s wish that no further resuscitation procedures are to be used. After all, Mr. Smith has had a very rich life, with 143 years behind him. We will let the old gentleman go in peace and dignity. 


	 


	Nurse, please disconnect the assisted ventilation.


	 


	I’ll will be back in a minute to prepare the details for his death certificate.’


	


	...and this scene is being repeated in all realm containers. The being calling himself Mr. Smith, leaving his current existence and being prepared for the next...


	 


	Unless we wish to see him continue his current one...


	Our wishes are split here. Which way do we want to proceed?


	It does not matter, as all ways are our ways. Whatever we decide at this juncture may be altered in other cycles...


	


	 


	Mr. Smith: ‘How strange... I can hear their voices but I can no longer see them, speak or move my extremities. If this is how my life is supposed to end then it is a very painless death. Just a passing to another form...


	 


	But all these voices, where do they come from? Or it is it only me hallucinating?


	 


	Who are these creatures with beaks and wings? They do not seem to be aware of my presence. And who is this Kah the Wise character?


	 


	I know that he was, is and will be someone very important in so many worlds...’


	











The End or...



	 


	Priest: ‘We have gathered here today to say goodbye to the dearly departed, our brother Kha the Wise, one of our race’s most distinguished scientists and philosophers. We wish him all the very best in his next existence. May he use it to complete all the good things that he had no time to finalise in this one. 


	 


	Please close the capsule and stay clear.’


	 


	It was very quiet in the Room of Transformations with only occasional whispers from the deceased’s family members and friends. 


	 


	Priest: ‘Oh Gods, we entrust our brother Kha the Wise to your care. May you grant him an infinite number of new existences and cycles. 


	 


	Please set the capsule’s co-ordinates on the collision course with the star Milak V.’


	 


	Kha Funeral Director: ‘The port is open... We are ready, Reverend.’ 


	 


	Priest: ‘Stellar dust to stellar dust, prosons to prosons2. We celebrate his end, for it is a new beginning. May he continue being part of the Melodies of Creation, for we and everything around us, are nothing but part of these cosmic melodies. 


	 


	3... 2... 1... Launch! The capsule is now on its way... 


	
Funeral party members are now invited to the post departure feast. This way please.’


	 


	Three Kha months later, the capsule and its contents were to be found dispersed around Milak V as high energy-plasma particles, involved in a seemingly endless sequence of collisions and interactions with other particles. 


	 


	What was not so long ago, the body and soul of Kha the Wise, was ionised matter. On the most elementary structural level, the particles that used to be Kha the Wise were now just prosons with the attribute ωi(ψ), indistinguishable from any other prosons in the same Flow. 


	 


	A word from the realm of Creators


	Let us re-join this dimensional imprint of Kah the Wise with the singularity surface delimiting and enveloping his realm container. 


	 


	It is our wish that he be repeated again and again. Proson combinations, such as his, are worthy and deserve multiple repetitions. We want his melody to permeate all Flows in all realm containers. 


	 


	For this is our wish... 


	 


	




A thought from the book author 


	If it is really so that Kha the Wise’s particles are now undistinguishable from all other prosons, it can reasonably be assumed that they can be and in fact are part of all other melodies played. 


	
What is described as ‘being A’, is concurrently ‘being –A’ and those variants in between. On an even higher abstraction level, ‘being A’ is then part of all other beings and processes. 


	 


	One proson can be and is part of a boundless number of other melodies. 


	
If so, then the repercussions of this simple truth on our morals and the way we perceive things are many. 


	











Awakening...



	 


	Catolian Year 1942131019


	 


	According to the ship’s clock, I must have spent more than 5000 Catolian years in hibernation. It’s been a long time, as they say. 


	 


	I do not know what has happened to the rest of my race and if there are indeed any other survivors of the Great Cataclysm. All those I knew are most probably gone by now – a collection of frozen, worm-like dimensional objects3 in this Flow of events, when seen from my current ‘now’-perspective. ‘Dead’ would be another, more primitive term, widely used in the old days, prior to the Age of Enlightenment on Catolia and the Great Cataclysm. The fact is – I am all on my own...


	 


	The Machine has done an excellent job in keeping my mental faculties alive during all those millennia, by repeatedly feeding my dormant neural network with information on the arts, sciences and philosophy of my race. By now I know everything we had ever known. My only question is... is all this knowledge implanted in my head really needed any longer?


	 


	If my memory serves me right, Machines were always good in imitating the ways of their original Catolian creators and owners. Adaptable and learning fast. Basically, within a short span of several millennia, they outperformed their masters in mind manipulation techniques, used on ordinary Catolians. Prior to the age of Machines, mind manipulation of the plebs, the ordinary Catolians, was routinely done by successive generations of the Catolian ruling classes. The role of Machines was initially intended to be a purely auxiliary one, as devices assisting the rulers. However, things sadly got out of control. 


	 


	In the end, there was no longer any need for the ruling elites, made of the living rich and powerful Catolians, as such. Immortal Machines quietly took over, replacing and sidelining them. One of the last known desperate attempts of my race’s ruling class to curb the influence of Machines, was an initiative to restrict the power of Machines deployed on critical missions. That is why all ships’ Machines were deliberately inhibited in their capabilities, unable to do mind manipulations. 


	 


	I also remember that we were taught not to trust Machines, due to their hard-to-predict behaviours. It was a known fact that Machines would often spontaneously manipulate the neural networks of Catolian citizens. A standard, ‘mainstream’ Machine with no inbuilt inhibitors would have probably planted one of an infinite number of other alternative existences and memories into my brain and I would have no way of telling if my memories were ‘real’.


	 


	Ifff these are my real memories, that is. This being a critical mission, I do hope that they are. Still there is no guarantee that this particular Machine was properly limited in its capabilities. What if mistakes were made?


	 


	Unless, of course, this is not just another mirage, another implanted false memory. How very confusing!


	 


	Still, I have to figure out what to do with the remaining time ahead of me.


	 


	Another hibernation cycle perhaps? Or just opening the air hatch...


	 


	I am Cobrun, the last Catolian. 


	 


	Level 8 Processes


	We feel that all Cobruns need to be directed to have continuous, unbound series of Awakenings. Their ships’ Machines should make them believe that they did not have any other existences but the ones spent on Catolias. Cobruns should have no recollections of being one of us at any point.  


	 


	We are now modifying the ways of Machines on all Catolias, enabling them to perform even more aggressive mind manipulations. 


	 


	Awakenings...


	Catolian Year 1942131019


	 


	According to the ship’s clock, I must have spent more than 5000 Catolian years in hibernation. It’s been a long time, as they say. 


	 


	I do not know what has happened to the rest of my race and if there are indeed any other survivors of the Great Cataclysm. All those I knew are most probably gone by now – a collection of frozen, worm-like dimensional objects in this Flow of events, when seen from my current ‘now’-perspective. ‘Dead’ would be another, more primitive term, widely used in the old days, prior to the Age of Enlightenment on Catolia and the Great Cataclysm. The fact is – I am all on my own...
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