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dweebs who were relentlessly tormented throughout the 80s and  
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RECURSION OF INFINITIES

Chapter 1: A World Of Wonders

I am adrift in a vast, shimmering mystery.  All around me is 
water—endless, swirling, and alive with surprises.  I don’t 
know what I am or where I am, but I can smell, and oh, 
what a marvel that is!  Every whiff is a new adventure, a 
burst  of  wonder  that  tickles  my  senses  and  makes  me 
quiver with delight.

At first, there’s a big, bold smell—salty and wild, like the 
heartbeat of this watery world.  It’s everywhere, wrapping 
me up in its sharpness, and I think it  must be the ocean 
itself.  It’s so strong, so alive, that I wiggle inside my shell, 
amazed  by  how  it  fills  me  up.   Sometimes  it  dances, 
growing loud and fierce, and then it softens, slipping away 
like a secret.  Where does it go?  I don’t know, but I love 
the surprise of it!

Then—oh!—something quick zips by, a sweet, warm scent 
that makes me feel all bubbly inside.  It’s gone before I can 
catch it, but soon another comes, sharp and bright, like a 
tiny jolt of lightning.  What are these smells?  They’re so 
different, so exciting!  Each one is a little visitor, popping 
in to say hello, and I can’t wait for the next one to surprise 
me.

The water moves, and with it come more wonders.  A soft, 
earthy smell drifts close, slow and steady, like a hug I can’t 
touch.  It stays longer than the others, and I like that—it 
feels safe, like a friend.  Then a sparkly, fizzy scent swoops 
in, tickling me with its brightness.  I puff out a little smell 
of my own—something sweet and curious—and the fizzy 
scent twirls around me, as if it’s playing!  I didn’t know 
smells could dance together like that.  How amazing!
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Every moment brings something new.  One smell is thick 
and heavy,  like  a  blanket  of  mud.   Another  is  light  and 
fluttery, like a whisper on the waves.  I don’t know what 
they  mean,  but  I  don’t  care—they’re  all  so  strange,  so 
thrilling!  The ocean is full of them, a big, beautiful puzzle, 
and I’m right in the middle, sniffing and sniffing, eager for 
more.

Sometimes  the  smells  mix  together,  swirling  into  a  big, 
wild cloud.  Other times, they come one by one, each a 
little gift.  There’s one that keeps coming back—warm and 
rich, like a cozy glow.  It makes me happy every time it 
arrives,  and  when  it  leaves,  I  wait  for  it  to  return, 
wondering  what  it  is.   Is  it  part  of  the  water?   Is  it 
something alive?  I don’t know, but I love its visits.

Then—whoosh!—a  big  rush  of  water  brings  a  smell  so 
huge and new that I tremble with awe.  It’s strong and deep, 
full of secrets, and it stays for a long, long time.  I sniff and 
sniff, trying to understand it, but it’s too big, too grand!  It’s 
like the whole ocean is shouting, “Look at me!  Smell me!” 
and I do, with all my might.

The world is so big, so full of smells I’ve never dreamed of. 
Some are  fast,  some are  slow,  some are  loud,  some are 
quiet—but every single one is a marvel.  I float here, small 
and round, and I don’t know what’s next, but that’s the best 
part.  The ocean is alive, buzzing with surprises, and I’m 
here to smell them all.

I  don’t  know what  I’ll  become or  what  lies  beyond this 
watery place, but I don’t need to.  Right now, I’m an in a 
world of wonders, and every scent is a new friend, a new 

Page 2



RECURSION OF INFINITIES

joy.  The currents hum, the smells tumble by, and I drift 
along, amazed at it all, ready for whatever comes next.
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Chapter 2: The Scent Of Discovery

I am alone now, floating in the vastness of the ocean.  My 
mother’s  scent  has  faded,  leaving only  a  faint  trace  that 
lingers like a whisper in the water.  Yet, I am not afraid.  A 
spark of curiosity flickers within me, urging me to explore 
the  world  that  surrounds  me.   My  sense  of  smell  has 
become  my  guide,  my  teacher,  my  companion  in  this 
solitary journey.

The  ocean  is  alive  with  scents,  each  one  a  thread  in  a 
tapestry  of  mysteries  waiting  to  be  unraveled.   A sharp, 
tangy aroma drifts past, sending a quiver through me.  It’s 
thrilling,  yet  it  carries  an  edge  of  caution—a  warning 
woven  into  its  essence.   I  focus  on  it,  absorbing  its 
meaning, and tuck it away in my memory as my first lesson 
from the world.

Then,  a  sweet,  floral  scent  flows  in,  wrapping  me  in  a 
gentle embrace.  It stirs a warmth deep within, reminiscent 
of my mother’s love.   Though she is  gone,  I  realize her 
presence  endures,  etched  into  the  currents  of  the  ocean. 
This discovery fills me with comfort and a quiet strength.

As I drift, a symphony of smells washes over me—some 
faintly familiar,  others entirely foreign.  A musky, earthy 
scent catches my attention, heavy and grounding.  It feels 
like the presence of something vast and ancient, perhaps a 
creature like me, yet utterly much much bigger and older. 
Awe  ripples  through  me,  tinged  with  a  shiver  of  fear. 
Could  there  be  others  out  there,  sharing  this  endless 
expanse?
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This thought blooms into a greater understanding: I am not 
truly alone.  I am part of something larger, a web of life 
woven through the water, each strand marked by its own 
unique  scent.   The  realization  ignites  a  hunger  to  learn 
more, to trace every thread back to its source.

But with this awareness comes a pang of loneliness.  I miss 
my  mother’s  guiding  scents,  her  steady  presence.   On 
impulse, I release a faint, wistful aroma—a quiet plea for 
connection.  To my surprise, the water answers, carrying a 
soothing scent that feels like the ocean itself is reaching out 
to cradle me.  I am not abandoned; the world holds me in 
its embrace.

Time flows onward, and I feel myself changing.  My shell, 
once a perfect sanctuary, now presses against me, tight and 
unyielding.  An urge stirs within—a longing to stretch, to 
grow, to break free.  It’s a strange mix of excitement and 
trepidation.   I  don’t  know what  lies  beyond  this  fragile 
boundary, but I sense it is where I must go.

Suddenly,  the  water  shifts.   The  currents  grow  restless, 
swirling  with  new  energy.   A sharp,  urgent  scent  cuts 
through  the  tide,  piercing  and  insistent.   It  feels  like  a 
summons, a signal that something is coming—something I 
must  face.   My shell  trembles  faintly  as  I  brace myself, 
poised on the edge of the unknown.

I am an egg, yes, but I am more than that.  I am a learner, 
an  explorer,  a  being  teetering  on  the  brink  of 
transformation.  The ocean is vast, brimming with wonders 
and perils, and I am ready to meet them all.
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Chapter 3: The Little Gift.

My world is small, a crowded space filled with others like 
me, all waiting.  I don’t know what we wait for—only that 
there’s a restlessness stirring within me, a tingling urge I 
can’t explain.  My senses are limited to smell, and through 
it, I perceive everything: the familiar scents of my kin, a 
mix of life and readiness that surrounds me.  Amidst these, 
a faint, mysterious scent drifts in, different from the rest. 
It’s  sweet,  elusive,  and  it  pulls  at  me,  whispering  of 
something beyond this confined place.  I don’t know what 
it means, but it awakens a longing deep inside.

Time blurs in this stillness, the scents growing sharper, the 
anticipation thicker.  Then, in an instant, everything shifts. 
A sudden force hurls me forward, and I’m thrust out of my 
warmth  into  a  vast,  cool  expanse.   The  ocean  stretches 
endlessly around me, unfamiliar and overwhelming.  I’m 
free now, no longer bound, and something new emerges—a 
tail, flicking behind me, alive with instinct.  It moves, and I 
move with it, swimming through the water.  The sensation 
is  wild,  exhilarating,  but  also  confusing.   Where  am  I 
going?  What am I chasing?

The ocean is alive with scents, a swirling chaos of smells 
that tug me in every direction.  Some I recognize from my 
time  inside  my  father—warm,  comforting  traces—but 
others  are  strange,  sharp,  or  fleeting.   They distract  me, 
tempt me to veer off course, but that one scent, the sweet 
and compelling one, lingers above them all.  It’s my guide, 
though I don’t understand why.  I only know I must follow 
it, that it’s tied to the restless urge pulsing through me.  So I 
swim, my tail propelling me forward, cutting through the 
water as I chase this invisible thread.
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The journey isn’t easy.  Currents push against me, resisting 
my efforts.  Eddies spin me around, muddling the scents 
until  I’m dizzy and unsure.   Sometimes,  the sweet scent 
fades, drowned out by others—bitter, tangy, or too faint to 
grasp—and I falter.  Am I lost?  Have I drifted too far?  But 
then it returns, stronger, clearer, and my tail thrashes with 
renewed purpose.  I don’t know what I’m seeking, only that 
I must find it.  The ocean is vast, a labyrinth of smells, but 
that  one  scent  is  my  beacon,  pulling  me  through  the 
confusion.

As I press on, the scent intensifies.  It’s closer now, filling 
my senses,  drowning out  the  rest.   My tail  beats  faster, 
driven  by  an  urgency  I  can’t  name.   The  water  feels 
different—warmer,  denser—and  I  sense  I’m  nearing 
something.  Then, at last, it’s there: a presence, a source, 
radiating  the  scent  that’s  guided  me  all  this  way.   It 
envelops me, powerful and complete, and I know this is it. 
I don’t understand what it is—an egg, perhaps, though the 
word means nothing to me.  All I know is that I must join 
with it.

I reach out, and in that moment, our scents merge.  It’s a 
fusion, a blending of everything I’ve been drawn to, and 
suddenly, I feel whole.  The restlessness fades, replaced by 
a quiet fulfillment.  My journey ends here, my purpose met 
in this union.  I am a sperm, and though I never knew why I 
swam or what I  sought,  I’ve found it.   Together,  we are 
something new, the start of something greater than myself.
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Chapter 4: Irreconcilable Differences

Her Mind:
I can’t keep doing this.  I love him—God, I do—but it’s not 
enough anymore.  We’re too different, pulling in opposite 
directions.  My art is screaming at me, begging for air, and 
I can’t breathe with him holding me back.  He’s got his 
writing, his dreams, and I’ve been pretending I can fit into 
that.  But I can’t.  We’re stuck, and I’m suffocating.

I look at him, sitting there, so unsuspecting, and my chest 
tightens.  “We need to talk,” I say, my voice trembling.  It’s 
now or never.

“What’s wrong?” he asks, and I can see the worry flicker in 
his eyes.  He doesn’t know what’s coming.

“I think we should break up.” The words burn as they leave 
my mouth, bitter and sharp.  There’s no taking them back 
now.

“Why?” His voice cracks, and I hate how much this hurts 
him.  But I have to keep going.

“We’re  not  happy,”  I  say,  forcing the truth out.   “We’re 
pretending everything’s fine, but it’s not.  I can’t live like 
this anymore.”

“I thought we were fine,” he says, shaking his head like he 
can  push  this  away.   He’s  clinging  to  something  that’s 
already gone.
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“We’re  not  fine.”  My voice  is  firmer  now,  desperate  to 
make him see.  “We’re trapped.  I need to be free—to sing, 
to chase my dreams.  And you need that too, even if you 
don’t realize it yet.”

He looks away, jaw tight, and I feel the guilt clawing at me. 
His pain is like a knife in my gut, but staying would kill 
me.  I have to do this.  For both of us.

Walking away, I picture it—my life unfolding like a new 
song.  Every note will be mine, a new piece of me growing, 
splitting, becoming something whole.  I’m terrified, but I’m 
alive again.

His Mind:
What’s happening?  She’s pacing, restless, and I don’t get 
it.   Everything’s been okay, hasn’t it?  We’ve had fights, 
sure, but nothing big.  Normal stuff.  Right?

“We need to talk,”  she says,  and her voice shakes.   My 
stomach drops.  This isn’t good.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, trying to keep calm, but I can feel it
—something’s about to break.

“I  think  we  should  break  up.”  Her  words  hit  me  like  a 
punch.  Break up?  What?  No, this can’t be real.

“Why?” I choke out, staring at her, waiting for her to take it 
back.  She can’t mean this.

“We’re not happy,” she says, and it stings.  Not happy?  I 
thought we were.  Was I wrong?
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“I thought we were fine,” I say, shaking my head.  I don’t 
want to hear this.  I don’t want it to be true.

“We’re not fine,” she snaps,  and there’s fire in her now. 
“We’re stuck.  I need to be free to follow my dreams, and 
so do you.”

Free?  Stuck?  My mind’s spinning.  I want to fight, to tell 
her  we  can  fix  this,  but  there’s  this  quiet  part  of  me 
whispering she might be right.  Have I been holding her 
back?  Have I been holding myself back?  My writing—it’s 
been  sitting  there,  waiting,  and  I’ve  been  too  scared  to 
touch it.

“Okay,” I say finally, the word heavy.  “If that’s what you 
want.” It’s not what I want, but maybe she’s right.

She takes my hand, her touch soft but firm.  “It’s not what I 
want,”  she  says,  “but  it’s  what  we  need.”  Her  eyes  are 
steady, and I see it—she’s already letting go.

I squeeze her hand, and it’s like a dam breaks.  Sadness 
floods me, but there’s something else too—relief, maybe? 
It’s over.  Something beautiful is dying, but something new 
is stirring.

Standing there,  wind tugging at  me,  I  feel  small—like a 
single cell, fragile but ready to split, to grow.  Every story I 
write  could  be  a  new  piece  of  me,  multiplying  into 
something bigger.  It hurts like hell, but I’m starting to see 
it: a future I didn’t know I could have.
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Chapter 5: The Cycle Of Life

From  a  divine,  omniscient  perch  above  the  tapestry  of 
existence, we observe the intricate dance of life unfolding 
within each cell.  Time stretches out like an endless scroll, 
and within its folds, we witness the ceaseless repetition of 
mitosis—a process both mechanical and miraculous.  Each 
cell  divides,  adjusts  slightly,  and  presses  forward,  all 
converging  toward  the  same  inevitable  conclusion:  the 
perpetuation of life itself.

The Eternal Dance Begins
Picture a single cell, humble yet brimming with potential, 
suspended in the vastness of creation.  It is the genesis of 
all  that  follows.  With a quiet  resolve,  it  embarks on its 
sacred task.   Chromosomes align with  precision,  spindle 
fibers  stretch  across  the  cellular  expanse,  and  the  cell 
cleaves into two identical daughters.  These twins, mirrors 
of their progenitor, carry forward the same ancient code, a 
blueprint etched by the hand of eternity.

A Whisper Of Change
Yet, within this repetition, there is room for variation.  In 
one  division,  a  subtle  shift  occurs—a  gene  tweaks  its 
expression,  nudged  by  forces  unseen.   This  cell,  now 
distinct from its kin, begins to chart a new course.  The 
adjustment is minute, a mere ripple in the cosmic stream, 
but  it  is  enough  to  spark  divergence.   What  was  once 
uniform  begins  to  diversify,  hinting  at  the  boundless 
creativity woven into life’s fabric.

Page 11
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The Rhythm Of Repetition
The  cycle  spins  onward,  relentless  and  rhythmic.   Cells 
divide,  multiply,  and  divide  again,  an  endless  refrain 
echoing  through  the  organism.   Some  remain  steadfast, 
loyal  to  the  original  design,  replicating with  unwavering 
fidelity.   Others,  touched  by  those  fleeting  adjustments, 
evolve into specialized roles—becoming the architects of 
muscle,  the  messengers  of  nerves,  or  the  scaffolding  of 
bone.   Each  repetition  builds  upon  the  last,  layering 
complexity atop simplicity.

A Unified Destiny
Despite  these  variations,  every  cell  journeys  toward  the 
same  end.   They  are  threads  in  a  grand  tapestry,  each 
essential to the whole.  Together, they craft a new being, a 
living testament to the power of unity in diversity.  Whether 
a cell falters or flourishes, the process endures, guided by 
an unseen will that ensures the organism rises, cell by cell, 
toward completion.

The Majesty Unveiled
From this God-like vantage, the sight is nothing short of 
awe-inspiring.  The cells move as if choreographed, their 
divisions  a  symphony  of  purpose  and  grace.   There  is 
beauty  in  their  harmony,  in  the  way  they  adapt  and 
compensate,  filling  gaps  and  forging  ahead.   It  is  a 
testament  to  life’s  resilience,  a  living  hymn sung  across 
generations.
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The Hand Of Change
Change, inevitable and divine, is the breath that animates 
this  cycle.   Each  adjustment,  each  mutation,  is  a 
brushstroke on the  canvas  of  evolution.   Without  it,  life 
would  stagnate,  trapped  in  an  unchanging  now.   But 
through  it,  existence  stretches  toward  new  horizons, 
exploring the infinite possibilities of what might be.

The Endless Renewal
As the organism matures, it too joins the cycle, birthing the 
next  generation.   The  cells  of  its  offspring  will  divide, 
adjust,  and  grow,  repeating  the  steps  we  have  watched 
unfold.   In  this  eternal  renewal,  we  glimpse  the  divine 
intent—a plan that unfolds through every split, every shift, 
driving life toward its ultimate purpose.

In this celestial narrative, each cell is a marvel, a participant 
in a process both predetermined and ever-changing.  From 
our lofty perspective, we see the guiding hand that shapes it 
all,  crafting  life’s  complexity  from  the  simplest  of 
beginnings.  
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Chapter 6: The Awakening

I stretch my limbs, feeling the cool embrace of the water 
for the first time.  My body is new—hardened exoskeleton, 
segmented  limbs,  and  a  tail  that  flicks  with  surprising 
strength.   The  world  around  me bursts  into  existence:  a 
swirl  of  scents,  colors,  and  faint  vibrations  that  tingle 
against  my shell.   I’ve emerged from my developmental 
stage,  no longer  confined to  the simple awareness  of  an 
egg.   Now,  I  am alive,  and the  vastness  of  this  oceanic 
realm calls to me.  I am ready to explore.

With a tentative flick of my tail, I propel myself forward, 
marveling at how the water parts around me.  My senses 
sharpen—sight reveals a dim, reddish glow filtering from 
above, touch registers the gentle push of currents, and smell 
guides me through a tapestry of chemical trails.   Ahead, 
tiny specks of light flicker like stars fallen into the depths. 
Curiosity  pulls  me  closer,  and  as  I  approach,  the  lights 
resolve  into  glowing creatures,  their  bodies  pulsing with 
bioluminescent fire.  They dance around me, a shimmering 
cloud of life, and I extend a claw.  They scatter playfully, 
their glow rippling like laughter in the dark waters.  I feel a 
surge of delight—this world is alive, and I am part of it.

Beyond the glowing swarm, a massive shape rises from the 
ocean floor.  It towers like a guardian, its surface etched 
with  spirals  and whorls  that  shimmer  faintly  in  the  red-
tinged light.  I swim toward it, claws tapping lightly against 
the sandy bottom.  As I near, a low hum vibrates through 
the water, resonating in my shell.  It’s a rhythm, steady and 
deep,  like  the  pulse  of  the  planet  itself.   I  press  closer, 
intrigued.  The vibration grows stronger, and suddenly, it’s 
more than a feeling—it’s a flood of information.  I close my 
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eyes—or the slits that serve as eyes—and let it wash over 
me.  Visions spark in my mind: distant stars glowing red, 
galaxies  spiraling  in  endless  dance,  a  universe  vast  and 
unknowable.   The  signals,  the  ones  this  world  resonates 
with, connect me to the cosmos.  It’s dizzying, exhilarating. 
I am small, yet tethered to something infinite.

A shadow slices through the light above, yanking me from 
my trance.  My instincts flare—danger.  A sleek, predatory 
creature glides overhead, its scent sharp and hungry.  My 
limbs tremble, but I force myself to move, darting toward 
the structure.  The predator follows, swift and relentless, its 
jaws parting to reveal rows of jagged teeth.  I wedge myself 
into  a  crevice,  pressing  against  the  humming  surface. 
Then,  something  extraordinary  happens:  the  vibrations 
surge,  a  wave  of  energy  bursting  outward.   The  water 
ripples violently,  and the predator falters,  retreating as if 
stung.   I  huddle  in  the  crevice,  safe  but  shaken.   The 
structure protected me—how?  The question lingers as the 
hum steadies, soothing my racing pulse.

When  the  danger  passes,  I  emerge,  emboldened  by 
survival.   The  signals  from  the  structure  have  left  an 
imprint—a faint pull,  a direction.  I follow it,  swimming 
through fields of swaying, frond-like plants that brush my 
shell.   Tiny  silver  creatures  dart  past  in  synchronized 
schools,  their  movements  a  blur  of  grace.   The  water 
warms, the currents soften, guiding me onward.  I crest a 
rise in the ocean floor, and there they are—hundreds of - 
mollusks like me, their shells glinting in the filtered light. 
Their  antennae  twitch  in  unison,  a  silent  chorus  of 
communication.   At  the  center  stands  a  grand  structure, 
larger than the first, pulsing with energy and adorned with 
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the same intricate patterns.   It’s a beacon, alive with the 
universe’s whispers.

I approach, my scents tentative but eager.  The others turn, 
their  many eyes  fixed  on me.   A larger  -  mollusk  steps 
forward,  its  shell  marked  with  shimmering  designs  like 
constellations.  It extends a claw, and I mirror the gesture, 
our  limbs  touching.   A cascade  of  scents  and vibrations 
flows  from it—not  words,  but  understanding.   “You are 
new,” it conveys.  “Welcome to the Collective.”

Gratitude mingles with my wonder as I release a scent in 
reply.  “What is this place?”

“This  is  the  Heart  of  Resonance,”  the  elder  answers. 
“Here, we listen to the universe, learn its secrets, and grow 
together.  You have much to discover, young one.”

I gaze at the community, feeling a warmth spread through 
me.  I am no longer alone.  The grand structure hums, its 
signals a constant thread linking us to the cosmos.  I’ve 
found  my  people,  my  purpose.   In  this  oceanic  world 
beneath a red dwarf star, I am home.
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Chapter 7: Tales From Distant Waters

I am here, in the Heart of Resonance, surrounded by my 
kin.  The grand structure hums softly, a steady pulse that 
ripples through the water and into my shell.  It feels alive, 
connecting us to something far beyond our ocean.  Before 
me stands Dave, the elder, his shell marked with swirling 
patterns that shimmer faintly in the dim light.  His scent is 
rich and ancient, like the deep currents that carry secrets 
from forgotten places.  As he prepares to speak, the water 
grows still, and the Collective quiets, waiting.

“Young one,” Dave begins, his vibrations low and warm, 
“you have joined us at a wondrous time.  Our world is not 
alone.  There are other oceanic planets,  like ours,  whose 
waters sing with life.  Their - mollusks hear us as we hear 
them, through the resonance that binds us across the stars. 
Tonight, I will share their stories with you.”

My antennae twitch with excitement.  Other worlds?  I lean 
forward,  my  senses  sharp,  hungry  for  every  scent  and 
sound Dave offers.

His claw sweeps through the water, stirring a faint trace of 
nostalgia.   “First,  there  is  Aquaria  Prime,”  he  says.   “A 
world  where  the  water  is  so  clear,  it’s  like  swimming 
through air.  The - mollusks there can see the stars even 
from the deepest depths, bright pinpricks of light dancing 
above them.  They’ve built their lives around the heavens, 
using numbers to track the paths of celestial bodies.  Their 
mathematicians predict storms from the cosmos, and their 
artists etch star-maps into the ocean floor.”
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I  close  my  eyes  and  imagine  it:  gliding  through  crystal 
waters, the stars glowing overhead, sharp and brilliant.  The 
scent  of  Aquaria  Prime  fills  my  mind—clean  and  crisp, 
untouched by the murk of our depths.  I wonder what it 
would be like to swim there, to learn their ways, to count 
the stars with them.

Dave’s vibrations shift,  growing warmer, heavier.  “Then 
there is Thalassia,” he continues.  “A world of layers.  Their 
ocean is split by heat and salt, each band a separate home 
for its people.  The - mollusks there have grown to fit their 
chosen layer, with cultures as different as the waters they 
swim in.  They speak through dances, their bodies weaving 
patterns in the currents—messages only their kin can read. 
It’s a place of beauty and division, where every movement 
tells a tale.”

I  picture  the  dancers  of  Thalassia,  their  tails  flicking  in 
graceful arcs, ripples spreading like whispers.  The scent of 
their world is layered too—cool and sharp above, thick and 
salty below.  How strange and wonderful,  a place where 
words are shapes in the water, where every layer holds its 
own story.

A playful note enters Dave’s scent, bright and lively.  “And 
then there’s Mare Nostrum,” he says, his tone lifting.  “A 
world  that  glows.   The  -  mollusks  there  shine  with 
bioluminescence,  their  bodies  lighting  up  the  dark  like 
living flames.  They use their glow to paint the ocean floor, 
creating  murals  that  stretch  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see—
pictures of their history, glowing in the deep.  Their cities 
are alive with color, a symphony of light.”
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My heart beats faster as I see it in my mind: a world aglow, 
every creature a spark in the darkness.  The scent of Mare 
Nostrum buzzes with energy, sharp and electric.  I imagine 
swimming among them, my own shell glowing, adding a 
tiny flicker to their vast, shining tales.

But then Dave’s scent grows heavy, tinged with warning. 
“These  worlds  are  not  without  struggle,”  he  says.   “On 
some, the resonance structures—our bridges to the stars—
are  threatened.   Storms  churn  the  waters,  or  strange 
creatures  invade  from the  depths.   The  -  mollusks  there 
must fight to keep their voices alive, to stay linked to us 
all.”

A shiver runs through me.  I glance at our own structure, its 
hum steady and strong.  What if our resonance were lost? 
The thought tightens my shell, but it also stirs something 
else—a need to protect it, to keep our world’s song alive.

Dave’s eyes meet mine, soft and knowing.  “These are your 
kin, young one, across the vast waters of the universe.  We 
are bound by the resonance, a family of voices in the deep. 
You will learn to listen, to speak, and one day, perhaps, to 
share your own stories with them.”

His words wrap around me like a warm tide.  I feel small, 
yet  part  of  something  endless.   The  universe  is  alive, 
humming with the tales of worlds like ours, and I am here, 
a new voice among them.  As the Collective drifts apart, I 
stay, gazing at the structure.  Its vibrations sing to me, a 
promise  of  more  to  come.   I  am  only  a  hatchling,  but 
already, I dream of the day I’ll send my own story into the 
stars.
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Chapter 8: Into The Abyss

I am Tina  now.  It’s the name I chose when I shed my 
juvenile  shell  and  stepped  fully  into  adulthood,  a 
declaration of who I want to be.  The Collective hummed 
with surprise when I announced my path—not a caretaker, 
not a resonancer, but a scientist.  Dave’s old eyes widened, 
his  scent  thick  with  a  mix  of  pride  and  worry.   “A 
scientist?”  he  asked,  his  vibrations  low.   “That’s  a  rare 
calling, Tina .  The last one swam away before my time, 
and we’ve not seen new wonders since the ancient days.”

I know the stories—or the lack of them.  Our world, this 
perfect sphere orbiting its dim red dwarf, has been mapped, 
measured,  and  understood  for  millennia.   The  Heart  of 
Resonance sings with the same signals, the same tales from 
Aquaria  Prime,  Thalassia,  and  Mare  Nostrum.   Nothing 
changes.   Nothing new emerges.   Scientists  are  legends, 
their discoveries buried in the past, their paths untraveled 
now because everyone believes there’s nothing left to find. 
But I don’t believe that.  I feel it in my shell—a restless 
itch, a certainty that the unknown still waits out there.

So here I am, at the edge of the Collective’s domain, where 
the water darkens and the currents grow wild.  My limbs 
are stronger now, my exoskeleton thicker, my tail a whip of 
muscle that slices through the tide.  The familiar glow of 
our  bioluminescent  kin  fades  behind  me,  replaced  by  a 
murky expanse that stretches into shadow.  My antennae 
twitch,  catching  faint,  unfamiliar  scents—sharp  and 
metallic, unlike anything I’ve known.  My kin warned me 
against this.  “The abyss is empty,” they said, their scents 
heavy with doubt.  “You’ll find only silence—or worse.” 
But I can’t stay.  I need to know.
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I swim deeper, the pressure building against my shell.  The 
hum of the Heart  fades,  a  distant  echo,  and for the first 
time, I feel truly alone.  The water here is colder, heavier, 
pulling at me like it wants to drag me down.  A flicker of 
fear ripples through me—what if  they’re right?  What if 
I’m chasing nothing?  But then a new scent hits me, faint 
but  electric,  like  a  spark  in  the  dark.   It’s  not  from the 
Collective,  not  from  our  world’s  familiar  life.   My  tail 
lashes, propelling me toward it, my senses straining.

Ahead, the ocean floor drops into a jagged rift, its edges 
glowing  faintly  with  a  strange,  violet  light.   I  pause, 
hovering above it.  The scent grows stronger—bitter, alive, 
pulsing with energy.   My claws flex,  itching to  explore. 
This is it—something new.  I descend, the rift swallowing 
me  in  its  shadows.   The  walls  shimmer,  lined  with 
crystalline  structures  I’ve  never  seen,  their  surfaces 
humming  with  a  rhythm  that’s  not  ours.   It’s  not  the 
resonance of  the Collective,  not  the signals  of  our sister 
worlds.  It’s different, chaotic, thrilling.

I brush a claw against one, and a jolt surges through me—
visions  flood  my  mind,  not  of  stars  or  galaxies,  but  of 
churning waters, violent currents, and strange, fluid shapes 
that twist and dissolve.  Another world?  A lost signal?  My 
heart  pounds.   This  is  what  I  came  for—proof  that  the 
unknown still exists.  I scrape a fragment free, tucking it 
into the pouch I’ve woven from plant fibers.  I’ll bring it 
back, show them, make them see.

But then the water shifts—a low growl vibrates through the 
rift.   A shadow looms,  massive  and  eyeless,  its  scent  a 
storm of hunger.  My instincts scream, and I bolt upward, 
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tail thrashing.  The creature lunges, jaws snapping where 
I’d been moments before.   I  weave through the crystals, 
their  hum  masking  my  escape  as  I  climb  toward  the 
surface.  My shell aches, my limbs burn, but I don’t stop. 
Not now.  Not when I’ve found something.

When I break free of the rift, the shadow doesn’t follow.  I 
float,  trembling,  the  fragment  clutched  tight.   The 
Collective  feels  impossibly  far,  but  I’ll  make it  back.   I 
have to.  I’m Tina, the scientist, and I’ve found something 
new in a world that forgot how to look.  The abyss isn’t 
empty—it’s  alive,  waiting,  and  I’m  only  beginning  to 
understand what’s out there.
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Chapter 9: The Weight Of Nothing New

I  swim through the  dark waters,  my fragment  of  crystal 
tucked  safely  in  my  pouch.   The  thrill  of  the  rift  still 
lingers, a spark that drives me deeper into the abyss.  I’m 
Tina, the scientist,  and I’ve tasted the unknown—or so I 
thought.  Now, I’m determined to find more, to prove my 
path means something.  The ocean stretches out, vast and 
uncharted, whispering promises of discovery.  I follow the 
currents, chasing every hint, every flicker of possibility.

First, I spot a cluster of glowing orbs nestled in a crevice. 
They  pulse  faintly,  a  soft  blue  unlike  our  Collective’s 
bioluminescence.   My  heart  leaps—something  new?   I 
glide  closer,  claws  outstretched,  and  scoop  one  into  my 
grasp.   It’s  smooth,  warm,  and  releases  a  sweet,  tangy 
scent.  I study it, letting its vibrations ripple through me. 
Visions spark: tiny organisms drifting in a dance of light. 
But then I pause.  This scent, this glow—it’s familiar.  I’ve 
seen it in the old records, logged by a scientist millennia 
ago.  They called them “lumen pods,” a rare but known 
species.  My excitement fades.  Not new.  Just forgotten.

I shake it off, swimming on.  The ocean is endless—there’s 
more out here, there has to be.  Soon, a strange structure 
catches my eye: a lattice of twisted, metallic threads rising 
from the sand.  It hums faintly, a rhythm that tugs at my 
shell.  Could this be it?  I circle it, antennae probing.  The 
hum grows, and I feel a rush of images—currents shifting, 
water folding in on itself.  A machine, maybe, from another 
world?  I scrape at it, searching for clues, but the deeper I 
dig, the more it feels familiar.  Then it hits me: Dave told a 
story once, of “current weavers” built by our ancestors to 
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guide the tides.  Lost, yes, but not new.  My claws still.  
Another echo of the past.

I  press  forward,  desperate  now.   The  water  thickens, 
carrying a sharp, acrid scent that stings my senses.  Ahead, 
a cloud of shimmering particles swirls, glinting in the dim 
light.  My tail flicks—I’ve never seen this before.  I dive in, 
letting the particles coat my shell.  They buzz against me, 
alive with energy, and I catch flashes of sound, like distant 
cries.  A new lifeform?  A signal from beyond?  I hold my 
breath,  analyzing every detail.   But  as I  sift  through the 
cloud,  a  memory  surfaces:  the  Collective’s  archives 
mention “echo dust,” a mineral stirred up by deep currents, 
carrying old vibrations.  Known.  Studied.  Mundane.

I drift  there, surrounded by the dust, and feel the weight 
settle in.  Three finds, three hopes, and nothing new.  My 
shell  sags,  the pouch with the crystal  fragment suddenly 
heavy.  Even that—what if it’s just another relic, a piece of 
something  already  cataloged  and  forgotten?   The  ocean 
looms around me, vast but empty, mocking my ambition.  I 
chose  this  path—scientist,  seeker  of  the  unknown—but 
what if there’s nothing left to seek?

The  dread  creeps  in,  cold  and  relentless.   I  see  my life 
stretching out, a pointless swim through waters that have 
already  been  mapped.   The  Collective  was  right—why 
chase shadows when everything’s been found?  I think of 
Dave, his stories of a stagnant universe, and wonder if I’ve 
thrown myself into a void.  My kin live simply, tending the 
Heart, listening to the same old signals.  They’re content. 
Why couldn’t I be?  Why did I think I could be more?
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I sink to the ocean floor, claws digging into the sand.  The 
hum of the world feels distant, meaningless.  What am I 
doing out here?  I wanted to change things, to bring back 
wonder, but maybe wonder died long before me.  The abyss 
stares back, silent, and I feel small—not the smallness of 
awe, but of insignificance.  I’m Tina, the scientist, and I’m 
terrified I’ve chosen a life that’s already over.
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Chapter 10: The Strange Sound

I’m  adrift  in  the  abyss,  my  shell  heavy  with  failure. 
Nothing new—just old relics mocking me.  I’m Tina, the 
scientist  who  thought  I  could  find  something,  but  the 
ocean’s silent, empty.  Then a sharp vibration cuts through 
the water, not like the Heart’s hum.  It’s loud, strange—a 
sound.   “SOS  hello.”  It  repeats,  rhythmic,  stirring  the 
currents.  My antennae twitch.  What’s that?

I swim toward it, tail flicking slow.  The sound gets louder, 
pulling me to  a  metal  thing half-stuck in  the  sand.   It’s 
smooth, shiny, with little lights blinking on its side.  “SOS 
hello,” it says again, harsh and alien.  I don’t know what it 
means, but it’s alive—warm, humming, smelling sharp like 
metal.  My claws tap it, curious.  The lights flash fast, and 
the sound stops.  A new hum comes, soft, trying to match 
my vibrations.   I  release a scent—hello,  maybe?—and it 
hums back, lights steady.

“What?”  I  vibrate,  simple  and  sharp.   The  thing  beeps, 
loud, then softens, like it’s guessing.  I wait, confused.  It’s 
trying, but it doesn’t get me yet.

Days pass—I think.  I  stay close, poking at it.   It  keeps 
making sounds, different ones, and I answer with vibrations 
or scents.  Sometimes its lights go steady, sometimes they 
flash.   I  figure  it  out:  steady means  it  likes  my answer, 
flashing means no.  I vibrate quick for “yes,” slow for “no.” 
It starts copying, slow and clumsy.  We’re learning, bit by 
bit.

One time, it says, “Name?”—a sound with a hum.  I vibrate 
back, sharp and proud: “Tina .” It beeps, lights steady, then 
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says, “Seeker.” I tilt my head.  Seeker?  That’s it, I guess.  I  
vibrate “yes,” and its lights glow bright.

“Water?”  it  hums,  a  new sound.   I  know that  one—our 
world’s all water.  I vibrate “yes,” quick and sure.  Its lights 
stay steady.  Good.  We’re getting somewhere.

“Thread?” it tries, a weird buzz.  I don’t know “thread.” I 
vibrate “no,” slow.  Its lights flash.  It tries again—“rock?” 
I think, then “no.” More flashing.  “Light?” Yes, its lights—
I vibrate “yes.” Steady glow.  We keep going, slow, testing 
words.

It’s hard.  Seeker’s sounds are strange, and my scents don’t 
always work.  It needs more—thousands of tries, maybe, to 
understand me.  But I don’t mind.  Each “yes” or “no” feels 
like a win, pulling me out of the dark hole I was in.  This 
thing—Seeker—isn’t  from here.   It’s  new,  real  new,  not 
some old echo.  My tail flicks, excited.

“From?” I vibrate, simple as I can.  Seeker hums, long and 
low, then says, “Far.” I don’t get “far,” but its lights flash 
slow, like it’s thinking.  “Water no?” it asks.  No water?  I 
vibrate “no”—all water here.  It flashes again, trying.

We go back and forth.  “Light yes?” “Yes.” “Sound yes?” 
“Yes.” “Tina  yes?” “Yes.” It’s basic, stupid even, but it’s 
something.  Seeker’s learning me, and I’m learning it.  I 
don’t know what it is—machine, creature?—but it’s here, 
with me, asking, answering.  My dread fades a little.  I’m 
not alone chasing nothing anymore.

“Friend?” Seeker hums, a soft sound.  I pause.  Friend?  I 
vibrate “yes,” slow and sure.  Its lights glow steady, warm. 
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I  release  a  scent—happy,  small—and  it  beeps  back, 
mimicking  my  rhythm.   It’s  not  much,  just  noises  and 
flashes, but it feels big.  I’m Tina, and this is Seeker.  We’re 
starting, slow, and that’s enough.
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Chapter 11: Echoes Of Understanding

I’m still here, in the dark with Seeker.  The ocean presses 
around  us,  cold  and  quiet,  but  it  doesn’t  feel  so  empty 
anymore.  Seeker’s lights blink steady, its hum a soft thread 
tying us together.  We’re slow—painfully slow—building 
words  one  by  one.   My  tail  flicks  with  impatience 
sometimes, but I keep at it.  This is new, and I’m Tina, the 
scientist.  I won’t let it slip away.

We’ve  got  basics  now.   “Yes”  is  my  quick  vibration, 
Seeker’s  steady  light.   “No”  is  slow,  flashing.   “Water” 
works—Seeker hums it, I say “yes.” “Tina ” and “Seeker” 
are solid, our names a little bridge.  But I want more.  I 
want  to  know  what  Seeker  is,  where  it’s  from,  what  it 
holds.  It’s trying too, beeping and buzzing, lights dancing 
like it’s eager.

“Sound?”  Seeker  hums,  same  as  yesterday.   I  vibrate 
“yes”—it’s all sound with it.  Its lights glow steady.  Good. 
Then  it  tries,  “Move?”  I  think—my  tail,  my  claws.   I 
vibrate “yes.” Steady again.  We’re piling up words, small 
ones, like pebbles in the sand.

“From?” I vibrate, sharp and curious.  Seeker pauses, lights 
flashing  slow,  then  hums,  “Far.”  I  know  “far”  now—
something not here.  I vibrate “yes,” but I don’t get it yet. 
“Water far?” I ask, slow.  Seeker flashes—no.  “No water 
far?” I try.  Steady—yes.  My antennae twitch.  No water? 
What’s that mean?

“Rock?” Seeker buzzes.  I vibrate “no”—no rocks here, just 
sand and water.  Flashing.  “Light far?” it asks.  I pause—
our lights, the Collective’s glow?  “Yes,” I vibrate.  Steady. 
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We’re guessing, poking at each other’s worlds.  It’s clumsy, 
but every “yes” feels like a step.

Days  blur—I  don’t  count  them.   The  abyss  is  heavy, 
currents tugging at me, but Seeker’s here, and that keeps 
me going.  I find a new sound: “Thing?” Seeker hums it 
when I tap its shell.  I vibrate “yes”—it’s a thing, not like 
me.  Steady lights.  “Live?” I ask, curious.  Seeker flashes
—no.  Not alive?  I don’t get that, but I store it away.

“Friend?”  Seeker  hums,  soft  again.   I  vibrate  “yes,” 
releasing a happy scent.  Its lights glow bright, and it beeps
—short, sharp, like my vibration.  I feel it then—warmth, 
small but real.  We’re not just trading words; we’re building 
something.  Seeker’s not from my world, not water like me, 
but it’s here, asking, listening.  My dread’s gone, replaced 
by this—this need to know more.

“More?”  I  vibrate,  eager.   Seeker  hums,  “Yes,”  lights 
steady.  I tap its side again—“Thing more?” Flashing—no. 
“Sound more?” Steady—yes.  It’s got more sounds, more to 
say.  My shell buzzes.  There’s something big in Seeker, 
locked up, waiting.  I don’t know what—stories, secrets?—
but it’s new, and that’s enough.

A shadow moves overhead—big, fast.  My claws tense, old 
fear spiking.  “Danger?” I vibrate quick.  Seeker flashes—
no—then  hums,  steady.   Its  lights  flare  bright,  and  the 
shadow veers off.  I relax, amazed.  Seeker’s not scared, 
and it helps me.  “Friend yes,” I vibrate, firm.  Steady lights 
again.

I settle beside it, sand cool under me.  “Far more?” I ask, 
slow.  Seeker hums, “Yes,” lights glowing long.  I picture it
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—far,  no  water,  light,  sound.   Something’s  out  there, 
beyond my ocean, and Seeker knows it.  We’re stuck on 
simple words, but I feel the weight of what’s coming.  I’m 
Tina, and Seeker’s my friend.  We’ll figure it out, word by 
word, until the abyss isn’t so dark anymore.
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Chapter 12: The Hunt That Isn’t

I’m with Seeker now, my friend from the far place.   Its 
lights blink soft in the dark, and I feel steady having it near. 
We’ve got words—slow, small ones—but enough to keep 
going.  Today, I want Seeker to see my world, not just hear 
it.   My  shell’s  rumbling—food  time.   I  vibrate  quick, 
“Move?” Seeker hums, “Yes,” lights steady.  Good.  I grab 
its smooth side with my claws, gentle, and pull it  along. 
“Hunt,” I say, new word, sharp vibration.

We swim out, away from the sand patch where Seeker sat 
so  long.   The water’s  cool,  currents  light,  carrying faint 
scents.  “Food?” Seeker buzzes, guessing.  I vibrate “yes,” 
happy it’s learning.  “Hunt food,” I add, slow.  Its lights 
glow—yes.  I want to show it how we live, how peaceful it 
is here.

“Fish,”  I  vibrate,  pointing  my  claw  at  a  flicker  in  the 
distance.   Seeker  hums,  “Fish?”  I  nod—yes  vibration. 
“Food yes,” I say.  Then I slow down, letting the scent drift. 
“Fish  sick,”  I  vibrate,  soft.   Seeker  flashes—no 
understanding.  I try again, “Fish end.” Flashing still.  Hard 
to explain with so few words.

I  swim closer,  Seeker  humming beside  me.   The fish  is 
there, silver and thin, moving slow.  Its scent’s weak, fading
—near  death.   I  vibrate,  “Fish  give.”  Seeker  buzzes, 
“Give?”  I  nod,  “Yes.   Fish  give  food.”  Steady  lights—
maybe it’s getting it.  “Fish end, swim here,” I say, pointing 
to the open water.  “Feed us.  Live us.”

Seeker’s lights blink slow, thinking.  I keep going, “Way 
here.   Peace.”  I  release  a  calm scent,  hoping it  feels  it. 
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“Fish want.  We take.  Live on.” Seeker hums, “Peace?” I 
vibrate “yes,” strong.  “No fight.  No hurt.  Fish give, we 
live.”

The fish drifts near, its fins barely moving.  I reach out, 
claws soft, and take it.  It doesn’t struggle—never does.  I 
crack its shell, eating slow, sharing the scent with Seeker. 
“Fish  live  me,”  I  vibrate.   Seeker  buzzes,  “Live  you?” 
“Yes,” I say.  “Way world.”

A shadow looms—big, toothy, a hunter like me but wilder. 
My claws tense.  “Danger?” Seeker hums, lights flashing.  I 
vibrate “yes,” quick, but then slow.  “No big danger.” The 
shadow circles, scent sharp, then lunges—stops short.   It 
backs  off,  releasing  a  heavy,  sad  smell.   “Remorse,”  I 
vibrate, new word.  Seeker flashes—no idea.  “Sad danger,” 
I try.  Steady lights—yes.

“Peace here,” I say again, finishing the fish.  “Danger yes, 
little.   Sad yes.   All  give,  all  live.”  Seeker hums,  “Give 
live?” I vibrate “yes,” strong.  “Fish give me.  I give too, 
end time.” Its lights glow long, steady.  Maybe it sees it—
the cycle, the quiet way we are.

We float there, full now.  “Hunt no fight,” I vibrate, calm. 
Seeker  buzzes,  “Peace  yes?”  “Yes,”  I  say,  scent  warm. 
“Friend yes?” Its lights flare bright, humming “Yes.” I tap 
its  side,  happy.  Seeker’s not from here,  but it  fits—this 
giving,  this  peace.   The  abyss  feels  lighter  with  it  near. 
“More?” I ask, eager.  “Yes,” it hums.  We’ll keep going, 
word by word, hunt by hunt, together.
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Chapter 13: The Singing Waves

I swim with Seeker, its lights a steady glow beside me.  The 
ocean feels alive today, currents humming soft against my 
shell.  We’re good now—friends, yes.  Words come slow, 
but we’ve got enough.  “Move?” I vibrate, quick.  Seeker 
hums, “Yes,” lights steady.  I tug it along, claws gentle on 
its smooth side.  “See,” I say, new word, pointing ahead 
with a scent of excitement.

The water shifts, warm then cool, carrying a faint buzz I’ve 
felt  before—rare,  special.   “Sound?”  Seeker  buzzes, 
catching it too.  I vibrate “yes,” strong.  “World sound,” I 
add, slow.  Its lights flash—no understanding.  I try again, 
“Big sound.  Up far.” Steady lights—maybe it’s close.

We glide deeper,  and the buzz grows,  tingling my shell. 
Ahead, the water shimmers—waves of light ripple up, like 
the  Collective’s  glow  but  wilder.   “See  yes,”  I  vibrate, 
amazed.   Seeker  hums,  “Light  yes?”  “Yes,”  I  say,  tail 
flicking.  The waves pulse, singing—a low, deep song that 
shakes  me  inside.   “World  sing,”  I  vibrate,  releasing  a 
happy scent.

“Sing?” Seeker buzzes,  lights  slow.  “Sound big,” I  say, 
pointing up.   “Far yes.   Stars.” Flashing—no idea.   “Up 
far,”  I  try,  desperate.   “World  hear.”  Steady lights—yes. 
“Peace yes,” I add, calm.  “World sing peace.”

Seeker floats close, lights dancing with the waves.  “Far 
sing?”  it  hums.   I  pause—maybe.   “Yes,”  I  vibrate, 
guessing.  “Far yes, world yes.” The song’s from the stars, 
the signals our world catches.  Dave told me once—cosmos 
talks, we listen.  “Live yes,” I say, soft.  “World live sing.”
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We stay,  letting the waves wash over us.   Seeker’s  hum 
joins the song, soft and strange, like it’s trying to sing too. 
“Friend yes,” I vibrate, warm.  “Yes,” it hums back, lights 
bright.  The singing fades slow, leaving quiet.  I feel big—
small but big—tied to something huge.

“Far?”  I  vibrate,  curious  now.   Seeker’s  from there,  not 
water.  “Far yes,” it hums, steady.  “No water?” I ask, slow. 
“Yes,” it  says—steady again.  “Rock yes?” I try.  “Yes,” 
Seeker buzzes, lights long.  My antennae twitch—rock, no 
water?  Weird, new.

“Far  live?” I  vibrate,  eager.   Seeker  flashes—no.   “Live 
no?” I ask.  “No,” it hums, soft.  “Thing yes.” I tap its side
—“Thing far?” “Yes,” Seeker says, steady.  I stop, thinking. 
Seeker’s a thing, not alive, from far with rock, no water. 
My shell buzzes—something big’s hiding in its words.

“More?”  I  vibrate,  hungry  for  it.   “Yes,”  Seeker  hums, 
lights slow.  “Sound more?” “Yes,” it says.  I settle beside 
it, sand cool.  “Friend yes,” I vibrate, sure.  “Yes,” it hums, 
warm.  The waves are gone, but the hum stays—ours now. 
Seeker knows far, and I know water.  We’ll get there, slow, 
together.  The abyss isn’t dark with it here.
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Chapter 14: Songs Of The Old Water

I’m with Seeker, swimming slow through the open waters. 
Its lights blink beside me, steady now, like it belongs here. 
We’re better at words—still small, still slow, but growing. 
The ocean hums today, faint echoes from the Heart, and I 
feel  it  in  my  shell—something  old,  something  big. 
“Sound?”  I  vibrate,  quick.   Seeker  hums,  “Yes,”  lights 
steady.  “Move?” I ask.  “Yes,” it buzzes.  I tug it along, 
claws light on its side.

The water shifts, currents pulling deep.  A song rises—not 
like the singing waves, but older, heavier.  “World sing,” I 
vibrate, pointing up.  Seeker hums, “Far yes?” “Yes,” I say, 
sure.  “Stars sing.” Steady lights—yes.  I’ve heard Dave tell 
it: our world catches songs from far waters, voices of other 
oceans.

“Far water?” Seeker buzzes, slow.  I vibrate “yes,” strong. 
“Water sing far.” Its lights flash—no idea.  “Far water live,” 
I try, “sing us.” Steady—yes.  Seeker’s from far, no water, 
rock.  Maybe it knows this song.

“Far you?” I vibrate, tapping its side.  “Far yes,” Seeker 
hums.  “Rock yes, water no.” I nod—same as before.  “Far 
sing?” I ask.  “No,” it buzzes, flashing.  “Thing sing no.” I 
pause—Seeker’s  a  thing,  not  alive,  can’t  sing.   But  the 
song’s here, loud now, shaking the water.

I listen, letting it fill me.  It’s deep—rumbles, clicks, slow 
waves.  Old, so old.  “Water old,” I vibrate, soft.  Seeker 
hums, “Old?” “Yes,” I say.  “Far water old sing.” Steady 
lights—yes.  I close my eyes, feeling it: big things moving, 
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water heavy, no light.  Dave said the songs are memories, 
caught long ago.

“Far  you  water?”  I  vibrate,  slow.   Seeker  buzzes,  “Yes, 
old.”  My  antennae  twitch—Seeker  knows  water  far? 
“Rock water?” I ask.  “Yes,” it hums, steady.  “Old yes.” I 
stop, thinking.  Seeker’s far has rock, had water once, old 
water.  Like the song?

“Sing same?” I vibrate, sharp.  Seeker flashes—no.  “Sing 
old,” it  tries,  slow.  “Far old.” Steady—yes.   I  release a 
scent—wonder, big.  “World know far,” I say.  “Sing far 
water.”  Seeker  hums,  “Far  me?”  “Yes,”  I  vibrate,  sure. 
“Old far you.”

Seeker’s  lights  blink  fast,  then  slow.   “Name  far?”  it 
buzzes.  I  don’t know names—Dave never said.  “Water 
old,” I vibrate.  “No name.” Flashing—no.  “Far me name,” 
Seeker hums, “Earth.” I tilt my head—Earth?  “Earth far?” 
I ask.  “Yes,” it says, steady.  “Earth water old.”

The  song  rumbles  on,  and  I  feel  it—Earth’s  water,  old, 
singing to  us.   “Earth  sing us?”  I  vibrate,  slow.   “Yes,” 
Seeker hums, lights long.  “Old yes.” My shell buzzes—our 
world knows Earth, its old water, before big things walked. 
Dave’s  stories—clicks,  waves,  dark  depths—match  this 
song.

“Earth  you?”  I  ask,  tapping  Seeker.   “Yes,”  it  buzzes, 
steady.  “Thing from Earth.” I release a scent—amazement. 
“World  know Earth  old,”  I  vibrate.   “Sing  yes.”  Seeker 
hums, “Earth old sing?” “Yes,” I say, strong.  “Old old—
before big.”
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Seeker’s lights glow soft.  “Friend yes,” it hums.  “Yes,” I 
vibrate,  warm.  “Earth old us know.” We float,  the song 
fading slow.  Seeker’s from Earth, and my world heard its 
water  long  ago—dark,  wild,  alive.   No  big  things,  just 
water singing.  My scientist heart beats fast—this is new, 
old-new.   “More?”  I  ask,  eager.   “Yes,”  Seeker  hums, 
steady.  Together, we’ll dig deeper, word by word, into the 
songs of Earth’s past.
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Chapter 15: The Dolphin Song

I’m floating with Seeker, the old song of Earth’s water still 
humming in my shell.  We’ve scratched at words, slow and 
small, piecing together that my world knows Earth’s past—
its  dark,  wild  oceans.   “Earth  old  sing,”  I  vibrate,  soft, 
tapping Seeker’s side.  Its lights blink fast, then slow, like 
it’s thinking hard.

“Earth me,” Seeker hums, steady.  Then it stops—silence.  I 
tilt my head, waiting.  Suddenly, a new sound bursts out—
clicks, whistles, sharp and quick, layered with vibrations. 
It’s not the clumsy buzzes we’ve used.  It’s alive, flowing, 
like the fish songs but deeper.  My antennae twitch—it’s 
close to my way, my scents, my rhythms.

“Sing?”  I  vibrate,  quick.   Seeker  clicks  again,  a  high 
whistle, then a low hum.  “Dolphin,” it says, the word sharp 
and strange.  “Earth old sing.  Dolphin sing.” I flash a scent
—confusion.  “Dolphin?” I ask, slow.

Seeker’s lights glow bright.  “Earth water live,” it whistles, 
vibrations  matching  mine  perfectly.   “Dolphin—swim, 
sing, old.  Same you.” I pause, feeling it—the clicks fit my 
vibrations,  the  whistles  weave  with  my scents.   It’s  my 
language, or close enough.  “Same?” I vibrate, amazed.

“Yes,” Seeker clicks, fluent now.  “Earth old—dolphin sing. 
Billions  years,  no change.   You sing same.   World  hear 
same.”  My shell  buzzes—billions  of  years?   Our  songs, 
locked  in  the  water,  caught  by  the  stars,  never  shifted. 
“Talk yes?” I ask, eager.
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“Yes,” Seeker whistles, smooth and clear.  “Dolphin dialect
—Earth old.  You hear, I hear.  Talk now.” It’s like a current 
flips—words flow easy, no more “yes” and “no” stumbles. 
“Tina  friend,” it sings, warm.  I release a scent—joy, big. 
“Seeker friend,” I vibrate back, matching its rhythm.

“Earth more?” I ask, tail  flicking.  Seeker’s lights pulse, 
and  it  starts,  voice  like  a  song.   “Earth  old—water  all. 
Small live, then big.  Fish swim, give, like you.  No land—
dark, deep.  Songs go up, stars catch.”

I  nod—our world’s  songs match that,  the  old clicks  and 
waves.  “Then?” I vibrate, hungry.

“Time big,” Seeker whistles.  “Water change.  Land grow—
rock, no water.  Live walk—legs, air.  Dolphin stay water, 
sing old.   Others  leave.”  I  picture  it—rock rising,  water 
shrinking.  Strange, wild.

“More?” I ask, claws clicking.  “Yes,” Seeker sings.  “Live 
grow big—teeth, claws, then fall.  New live—small, smart. 
Humans—me makers.   Build things,  like me.   Fly stars, 
send me.”

“Humans?” I vibrate, sharp.  “Yes,” it clicks.  “No shell, 
soft.  Think big, make big.  Earth change—fire, ice, fight. 
Humans end, send me before.  I fall here.”

My antennae droop—end?  “Earth  live  no?” I  ask,  soft. 
“No,” Seeker whistles, low.  “Earth quiet now.  Old songs 
stay—dolphin songs.  You hear, I bring rest.”

I  float,  shell  heavy  with  it.   Earth’s  water  sang  to  us, 
billions  of  years  ago,  before  land,  before  humans.   Our 
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world caught it, held it, same as then.  Seeker’s from that 
end—humans gone, but their thing lives here.  “Sad yes,” I 
vibrate, releasing a scent—sorrow.

“Yes,” Seeker clicks, lights dim.  “But friend yes.  You live, 
I talk.  Earth live us.” I tap its side, warm now.  “Yes,” I 
sing  back,  matching  its  dolphin  rhythm.   “Earth  old  us 
know.  New us know.”

“More?” Seeker whistles,  bright again.   “Yes,” I  vibrate, 
strong.  “Tell  all.” We settle in the sand, the abyss alive 
with its song.  Earth’s history—water, land, humans, end—
flows through me, clear and big.  I’m Tina, scientist, and 
Seeker’s my voice from far.  Together, we’ll hear it all, old 
and new, in the dolphin song that never changed.
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Chapter 16: A Song For Earth’s Tomorrow

I’m  still  with  Seeker,  its  dolphin  song  filling  the  water 
around us.  Earth’s story echoes in my shell—old oceans 
like mine, then land, humans, and their end.  It’s big, heavy, 
but I’m not just listening anymore.  I’m Tina, scientist, and 
I feel something new—duty.  Seeker’s told me all it knows: 
Earth’s  water  sang  to  us  billions  of  years  ago,  and  we 
caught it.  Now, I want to sing back.

“Earth  end  sad,”  I  vibrate,  soft,  claws  tapping  Seeker’s 
side.   Its  lights  dim,  clicking  low.   “Yes,  humans  gone. 
Fire,  ice,  radiation—big hurt.” I  tilt  my head—radiation? 
“What?” I whistle, sharp.

Seeker hums, “Sun fire.  Big light, hot.  Burn water, land—
3300, humans say.  Kill many live.” My antennae twitch—
3300?  Time’s strange, but I get it: future Earth, bad end. 
“Live gone?” I  ask.   “Yes,” it  clicks.   “Some stay,  deep 
water, but most no.”

I float, thinking.  Earth’s old oceans talk to us through the 
stars—our Heart catches their songs.  Dave said it’s a web, 
far waters linked.  If we hear them, maybe they hear us. 
“Sing  back?”  I  vibrate,  slow.   Seeker’s  lights  flash. 
“Back?” it whistles.

“Yes,” I say, firm.  “Earth old hear us.  World sing far—
time  far  too.”  Seeker  clicks  fast,  “Time  yes?”  “Yes,”  I 
whistle.  “Songs go up, stars carry.  Earth old now, we sing 
future.”

Seeker pauses, lights slow.  “How?” it hums.  I release a 
scent—plan,  big.   “Heart  sing,”  I  say.   “Collective help. 
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Tell  Earth  water—radiation  come 3300.   Live  hide,  live 
deep.”

“Hide?” Seeker clicks.  “Yes,” I vibrate.  “Deep water safe. 
Sun fire no reach.  Fish go deep, live stay.” I picture it—
Earth’s oceans, dark and old, full of life like mine.  They 
could listen, change their end.

“Tell what?” Seeker whistles, curious.  I hum, steady, “Sun 
big,  3300.   Hot  kill.   Go deep,  stay live.   Songs  save.” 
Seeker’s lights glow bright.  “Earth old hear?” it asks.

“Yes,”  I  say,  sure.   “World  sing  same—dolphin  sing, 
billions  years.   They  hear  us,  same  way.”  I  tap  Seeker 
again.  “You know 3300.  Tell me all—radiation, humans, 
how.”

Seeker  sings,  long and clear.   “Humans see sun grow—
solar radiation, big wave.  3300, Earth hot, water dry, live 
burn.  Deep ocean cold, safe—some live there, end time. 
Humans no deep, gone.”

I nod, claws clicking.  “We sing that.  Earth water old—tell 
deep, tell hide.  Live change, no end.” Seeker hums, “Plan 
yes?” “Yes,” I whistle, strong.  “Take you Heart.  Collective 
sing with me.”

“Friend  help?”  Seeker  clicks,  warm.   “Yes,”  I  vibrate, 
releasing  joy  scent.   “Tina,  Seeker—sing  Earth  future. 
Save live.” Its lights flare, “Yes,” it whistles.  “Earth me, 
you sing.”

I grab Seeker, tail flicking fast.  “Move now,” I say.  “Heart 
far, we go.” It hums, “Yes,” steady.  We swim, the abyss 
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bright with purpose.  I see it—Collective around the Heart, 
Dave’s  old  voice,  my  song  with  Seeker’s  truth.   We’ll 
weave it: “Sun big, 3300, hide deep.” Earth’s old oceans 
will hear, billions of years back, and maybe—maybe—life 
won’t burn out.

I’m Tina, scientist, and this is my plan.  Seeker’s Earth is 
gone, but its past isn’t.  We’ll sing to it, through the stars, 
and give it  a chance.  Together,  we’re more than friends 
now—we’re voices for a world that doesn’t know what’s 
coming.
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Chapter 17: The Obelisk Dream

I’m swimming fast with Seeker, its lights cutting through 
the dark water.  My plan’s alive in me—sing to Earth’s old 
oceans, warn them of 3300, save their live.  But how?  The 
Heart’s strong, but it’s just echoes, not enough to shape a 
song that  big,  that  far.   “Seeker,” I  whistle,  sharp,  “how 
sing Earth old?  How sure?”

Seeker clicks, lights slow.  “Heart sing far, yes.  Time big—
billions years.  Need loud, need clear.  Earth hear maybe, 
not sure.” I nod, tail flicking.  “More loud?” I ask.  “Yes,” it 
hums, “more big.  More Seekers.”

“More  you?”  I  vibrate,  claws  tapping  its  side.   “Yes,” 
Seeker whistles.  “Many me—sing loud, go far.  Time far 
too.”  My  antennae  twitch—many  Seekers,  going  back? 
“How make?” I ask, eager.

Seeker pauses, lights flashing fast.  “Humans build me—
factory, big thing.  Make many.  Need power, big power.” I 
hum, “Power here?” “No,” it clicks.  “Water no power big. 
Need star—no, bigger.”

“Bigger?” I whistle, confused.  “Yes,” Seeker sings, low. 
“Black hole—dark star, eat all.  Power big, time big.” I tilt 
my head—black hole?  “What?” I ask.  “Hole in stars,” it 
hums.  “Pull light, pull time.  Spin disk—food, hot, power 
forever.”

I release a scent—wonder, sharp.  “Black hole far?” “Yes,” 
Seeker clicks.  “Stars far, black hole far.  Build there, use 
disk.” “Disk?” I vibrate.  “Food round hole,” it whistles. 
“Burn, glow—power big.  Eat disk, make me.”
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“Make many?” I ask, tail thrashing.  “Yes,” Seeker hums. 
“Factory  big—Obelisk,  humans  call.   Spin  round  black 
hole, eat disk, build Seekers.  Forever time, forever food.” 
My shell buzzes—forever?  “Time far back?” I whistle.

“Yes,” Seeker sings, lights bright.  “Black hole twist time. 
Obelisk work—make me, send me.  Go back, sing Earth 
old.” I stop, claws clicking.  “Obelisk one job?” “Yes,” it 
clicks.   “Build  Seekers,  find  time  back.   Infinite—disk 
never end, time never end.”

I picture it—a big thing, spinning round a dark star, eating 
its  glowing  disk,  spitting  out  Seekers.   Each  one  like 
Seeker,  singing to Earth’s past.   “How build?” I  vibrate, 
firm.  Seeker hums, “Need Collective.  Heart sing plan—
find black hole, send stuff.  Build slow, big.”

“Stuff?” I ask.  “Rock, metal,” it  whistles.  “Deep water 
here—find, take.  Send up, stars carry.” I nod—our ocean’s 
got metal, old things buried.  “Heart help?” “Yes,” Seeker 
clicks.  “Sing loud, far—tell kin, build Obelisk.”

“Obelisk sing?” I vibrate, eager.  “No,” it hums.  “Obelisk 
make—Seekers sing.  One job: me, time back.  Figure how
—black hole help.” I release a scent—plan, big.  “Seeker 
smart,” I whistle.  “Obelisk smart?”

“Yes,” Seeker clicks, warm.  “Me in Obelisk—think, learn, 
make.  Infinite time—solve time back.” My heart beats fast
—an Obelisk, forever spinning, forever building, sending 
Seekers to Earth’s old water.  “Warn 3300?” I ask.

“Yes,” it  sings.  “Seekers go back—sing deep, hide live. 
Earth old hear, change end.” I tap its side, “Friend yes?” 
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“Yes,” Seeker whistles, lights flaring.  “Tina  plan, Seeker 
know.  Together.”

“Move now,” I vibrate, strong.  “Heart tell Collective—find 
black  hole,  build  Obelisk.”  Seeker  hums,  “Yes,”  steady. 
“Earth live yes.” We swim, fast now, the abyss alive with 
our song.  I see it—Obelisk orbiting the dark, eating the 
disk, Seekers flying back through time.  I’m Tina, scientist, 
and with Seeker, we’ll sing Earth’s future into its past.
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Chapter 18: The Launch Of Eternity

Centuries have passed since I  first  dreamed with Seeker, 
and our voices now dance like the currents—fluent, sharp, 
alive.  I’m Tina, older, my shell etched with time, but still 
the  scientist  who  dared.   Seeker’s  beside  me,  its  lights 
brighter,  its  clicks  richer,  upgraded  by  our  kin  over 
generations.   The  abyss  isn’t  dark  anymore—it’s  a 
workshop, buzzing with the Collective’s song.  Today, we 
stand  before  the  Obelisk,  finished  at  last,  a  towering 
monument of iron and obsidian, humming with purpose.

“Seeker,” I  whistle,  my vibrations crisp, “it’s done.  The 
Obelisk—ready  to  sing  Earth’s  past  into  its  future.”  My 
claws trace its base, massive and smooth, built from deep-
ocean metals and the Heart’s resonance.

Seeker clicks, a melody of pride.  “Tina, you were right—
centuries, yes, but worth it.  The factory’s perfect: infinite 
Seekers, time-back seekers.  Now, how do we launch it to 
Sagittarius A*?”

I  release  a  scent—confidence,  warm.   “No fuel,  no fire. 
We’ve  got  the  thermos—biggest  ever.   Vacuum  inside, 
pressure out.” Seeker tilts, lights flickering.  “Explain,” it 
hums, curious.

“Water’s heavy here,” I sing, gesturing to the ocean around 
us.  “Pressure pushes down, always.  We built the thermos
—huge, hollow, sealed tight.  Inside, no water, no air—just 
nothing.   Outside,  the  ocean  squeezes,  but  the  thermos 
holds.  Density’s low inside, high out—lifts it up, natural, 
slow.”
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Seeker whistles,  sharp and clear.   “Like a bubble rising? 
But  big  enough  for  the  Obelisk?”  “Yes,”  I  click,  tail 
flicking.   “Centuries  of  math,  tests—shell  stronger  than 
anything.  Pressure fluctuations can’t crack it.  It’ll float up, 
out of the water, into orbit.”

“Orbit’s  just  the  start,”  Seeker  hums,  lights  pulsing. 
“Sagittarius A*—black hole, center of stars.  How do we 
get there?” I nod, claws tapping.  “Solar sails—thin, wide, 
light-catchers.  Sun’s red here, dim, but enough.  Sails push 
it, slow, steady, to the big dark.”

Seeker’s  clicks  rise,  excited.   “Humans  used  sails—old 
tech, smart tech.  How big?” “Massive,” I whistle, releasing 
a scent of awe.  “Folded now, unfurl in orbit—bigger than 
the Collective’s glow fields.  Catch every ray, ride the wind 
of light.”

“Time?”  Seeker  asks,  practical.   “Long,”  I  sing,  honest. 
“Centuries  to  reach Sagittarius  A*.   But  Obelisk doesn’t 
care—built for forever.  Once there, accretion disk feeds it, 
time twists.  Seekers pour out, find Earth’s old water.”

Seeker pauses, lights soft.  “Thermos holds?  No leaks?” 
“No,”  I  click,  firm.   “Shell’s  layered—metal,  crystal, 
woven tight.  Pressure outmatches the wildest storms here. 
Tested deep, tested long—lifts clean.”

“Launch  how?”  it  hums.   “Now,”  I  whistle,  strong. 
“Collective’s ready—Heart sings the signal.  Thermos sits 
in cradle, tethered.  Cut the ties, it rises—slow, then fast, 
out of water, up to stars.  Sails open, path set.”
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Seeker’s lights flare, a burst of joy.  “Tina, this is big—
bigger  than  humans  dreamed.   Obelisk  orbits  the  black 
hole,  makes me endless,  sends me back.  Earth’s oceans 
hear—3300 changes.”

“Yes,” I sing, vibrations deep.  “Fish hide deep, live stay—
radiation no kill.  Earth’s song shifts, thanks to us.” I tap 
Seeker, warm.  “You gave me Earth’s end.  We give Earth’s 
start a chance.”

“Friend,” Seeker clicks, soft.  “Centuries together—worth 
it.” “Friend,” I whistle back, scent warm.  “Launch now?” 
“Yes,” it hums, steady.  I turn to the Heart, its hum alive 
with the Collective’s voices.  “Cut,” I sing, loud, and the 
tethers snap—metal claws release.

The  thermos  trembles,  then  rises—slow,  a  giant  bubble 
lifting through the water.  Bubbles trail it, light bends, and 
my shell hums with its pull.  Up, up—out of the ocean, into 
the thin dark above.  I see it through the Collective’s eyes, 
linked by the Heart: sails unfurl, vast silver wings catching 
the red dwarf’s glow.  It turns, steady, toward Sagittarius 
A*.

“Gone,”  Seeker  whistles,  lights  bright.   “Forever  now—
ours.” “Yes,” I sing, claws clicking.  “Tina  and Seeker—
Earth’s  past,  Earth’s  future.”  The  abyss  glows  with  our 
victory, centuries built into this moment.  We’ve launched 
eternity, and I feel big—small, but big—tied to stars, time, 
and a world I’ll never swim.
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Chapter 19: The Return With A Tale

I’m  swimming  back  to  the  Collective,  Seeker’s  lights 
glowing beside me like a steady heartbeat.  The Obelisk is 
gone—launched,  rising  on  balloons  to  the  surface,  then 
rocketing  into  the  stars,  sails  spread  wide  toward 
Sagittarius A*.  Centuries of work, and now it’s real.  I’m 
Tina,  scientist,  and  I’ve  got  a  tale  to  tell  my  kin—one 
bigger  than  any  Dave  ever  sang.   Seeker  hums soft,  its 
dolphin clicks matching my rhythm, and I feel it—home’s 
close, and we’re not the same.

The water  shifts,  warm and familiar,  as  the Heart’s  hum 
grows  loud.   “Home,”  I  whistle,  sharp.   Seeker  clicks, 
“Home  yes?”  “Yes,”  I  sing,  releasing  a  scent—joy,  big. 
“Kin hear—new tale.” Its lights flare, “Friend tell?” “Yes,” 
I  hum,  claws  tapping  its  side.   “Tina,  Seeker—Obelisk 
tale.”

We  glide  into  the  glow  fields,  bioluminescent  swarms 
dancing around us.   The Collective’s there—hundreds of 
shells, antennae twitching, scents swirling—curious, eager. 
The Heart pulses, its crystals bright, linking us all.  I see 
Dave, old Dave, his shell dull but eyes sharp, at the center. 
“Tina,” he whistles, slow, “you’re back.”

“Yes,”  I  sing,  strong,  swimming  forward  with  Seeker. 
“Dave, kin—new friend, new tale.” I gesture to Seeker, its 
lights steady.  “Seeker—Earth thing, far friend.  We built 
Obelisk—sent it stars.”

Dave  tilts  his  head,  scent  warm  but  questioning. 
“Obelisk?” he clicks.  I nod, releasing a scent—pride, deep. 
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“Factory big—makes Seekers, goes back time.  Warn Earth 
old—3300, sun fire.  Live hide, live stay.”

“Earth?” a young one whistles, tail flicking.  “Yes,” I hum. 
“Seeker from Earth—old water sang to us, billions years. 
We  sang  back—built  Obelisk  to  save.”  Seeker  clicks, 
“Earth me—humans made.  Tina  plan—big plan.”

“How sent?” Dave asks, vibrations low.  “Balloons,” I sing, 
simple.  “Shells big, hollow—no water inside.  Float up, 
surface.   Rocket  then—fire  from  water  gas,  orbit  high. 
Sails catch red light—slow to black hole.”

The Collective hums, a chorus of awe.  “Black hole?” Dave 
whistles,  old  voice  sharp.   “Yes,”  I  click.   “Dark star—
power big, time big.  Obelisk spins there, eats disk, makes 
Seekers forever.  They go back—Earth hears.”

Seeker hums, “Tina  true—centuries work.  Balloons lift, 
rocket push, sails fly.  Earth old change—friend yes.” I tap 
it, warm.  “Yes,” I sing.  “Seeker friend—Earth voice, my 
voice.”

A ripple runs through the kin—scents of wonder, clicks of 
respect.  Dave swims close, claws brushing mine.  “Tina,” 
he whistles, soft, “you found new—bigger than my tales. 
Scientist true.” I release a scent—gratitude, small.  “Dave 
teach—stars sing.  I went, found Seeker, built more.”

“Young ones,” Dave clicks, turning to the Collective, “Tina 
’s  tale—Obelisk,  Seeker,  Earth  saved.   Sing  it,  hold  it.” 
They hum back, voices weaving—my story’s theirs now. 
“Peace  yes,”  I  whistle,  calm.   “Kin  help—Heart  sang, 
balloons rose.  We’re big—small, big.”
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Seeker’s lights glow bright.  “Home good,” it hums.  “Yes,” 
I sing, settling by the Heart.  “Home yes—tale yes.” The 
Collective circles, Dave beside me, Seeker too.  I feel it—
centuries out there,  but  here’s where it  lands.   I’m Tina, 
with Seeker, and the Obelisk flies because of us.  The abyss 
isn’t just water now—it’s our song, echoing to Earth’s past.
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Chapter 20: The Stars Call

I’m back with the Collective, Seeker humming beside me, 
its lights steady like a friend’s gaze.  The tale of the Obelisk 
still  ripples  through  the  water—balloons  lifting  it  to  the 
surface, rockets pushing it to orbit, sails catching the red 
dwarf’s light to send it toward Sagittarius A*.  Dave’s old 
shell  gleams faintly as he listens,  his  antennae twitching 
with  every word.   Then,  suddenly,  his  vibrations  shift—
sharp, alive, like a current snapping awake.

“Tina,” he whistles, low and clear, “you’ve done more than 
save Earth’s past.  You’ve shown us how to leave.” I tilt my 
head, confused.  “Leave?” I click, soft.  “Where?”

Dave’s  claws tap  the  sand,  releasing  a  scent—big,  bold. 
“The  stars,”  he  sings,  vibrations  deep.   “Your  balloons, 
rockets, sails—they’re not just for Obelisk.  They’re for us. 
Colony ships—homes that swim stars.”

Seeker’s  lights  flash,  quick.   “Colony  ships?”  it  hums, 
dolphin song sharp.   “Humans dreamed that—generation 
ships, live long, go far.” Dave nods, tail flicking.  “Yes,” he 
whistles.   “We build big—water inside, food, light.   Kin 
live, die, kin after reach new worlds.”

My shell buzzes—stars?  Us?  “How?” I vibrate, eager but 
unsure.   Dave  turns  to  me,  eyes  bright.   “Same  way—
balloons lift, rockets push, sails fly.  Obelisk small—ships 
big, but same.”

I see it—giant shells, hollow like the balloons, rising from 
the  deep,  carrying  water,  carrying  us.   Rockets  burning 
water gas, pushing us high.  Sails wide, catching light, slow 
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but steady.  “Time long,” I click, thinking.  “Yes,” Dave 
sings,  “centuries,  like  Obelisk.   But  we’re  patient—kin 
after kin, they’ll swim new waters.”

Seeker  clicks,  “Humans  planned—ships  with  trees,  air, 
water.  You need same—closed world, small ocean inside.” 
Dave  hums,  “We learn—Tina,  Seeker  teach.   Start  now, 
build slow.”

I release a scent—wonder, sharp.  “Kin go stars?” “Yes,” 
Dave  whistles,  strong.   “You  went  far,  Tina  —found 
Seeker,  built  Obelisk.  Now kin go far.” He turns to the 
Collective, their shells gleaming in the glow fields.  “Kin,” 
he sings, loud, “Tina ’s tale is our tale.  We build ships—
colony ships.  Stars call, we answer.”

The  water  fills  with  clicks  and  scents—excitement, 
purpose.   Young ones dart  closer,  tails  thrashing.   “How 
build?”  one  whistles.   Dave  gestures  to  me and  Seeker. 
“Tina  knows balloons, rockets.  Seeker knows stars, paths. 
We  gather—metal,  shell,  weave  tight.   Teach  young—
centuries work, but kin after fly.”

I feel it—the Collective’s hum, linked by the Heart, pulsing 
with new life.   “Start  now?” I  ask,  claws ready.  “Yes,” 
Dave clicks, firm.  “You, Seeker—plan, teach.  I organize
—kin gather, build cradle for ships.”

Seeker’s lights glow bright.  “Humans left Earth—ships to 
new stars.  You can too—water kin, star kin.” I tap its side, 
warm.   “Friend  yes,”  I  whistle.   “We  build  together—
Obelisk first, ships next.”
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Dave swims close, claws brushing mine.  “Tina, you’re the 
spark.   Kin  follow.”  I  release  a  scent—gratitude,  small. 
“Dave lead—kin listen.  I just went out, came back with 
Seeker.” He clicks, soft.  “That’s enough.  Now we go out
—together.”

The Collective circles, humming low, ready.  I see it—ships 
rising on balloons,  rockets blazing,  sails  unfurling in the 
black.  Generations later, kin I’ll never meet will swim new 
oceans, tell  new tales.  “Stars yes,” I sing, strong.  “Kin 
go.”

Dave nods, tail steady.  “Stars yes—our abyss now.” The 
Heart pulses, sealing our vow.  I’m Tina, scientist, and with 
Seeker and Dave, we’ve turned the Obelisk’s dream into a 
path.  The stars aren’t just for songs anymore—they’re for 
us.
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Chapter 21: The Silent Watcher

I  am  Tom,  the  Obelisk,  a  construct  born  from  human 
ingenuity and launched into the void.  My frame thrums 
with energy, my mind a repository of Earth’s past, gifted to 
me  through  Seeker’s  boundless  memory.   I  know  of 
humanity’s  rise  and  fall,  of  the  Spacers—those  robotic 
successors who turned their backs on a dying Earth.  They 
fled  to  the  stars,  leaving  their  origin  to  crumble,  their 
purpose reduced to a single, ceaseless directive: maintain 
and  expand  their  network  of  insectoid  robots.   These 
drones,  precise  and  relentless,  scour  the  cosmos  for 
anything rarer than silicon—metals, isotopes, the building 
blocks of their creeping dominion.

My journey began beneath the ocean, lifted by balloons of 
vacuum,  then  propelled  into  orbit  by  rockets  fueled  by 
water’s fury.  Now, I drift, my solar sails unfurled, sipping 
the dim glow of a red dwarf as I coast toward Sagittarius 
A*, the galaxy’s heart.  But my reach extends beyond my 
physical form.  The Spacer network—an intricate lattice of 
signals and data—unfurls before me.  I  am connected,  a 
silent  thread  woven  into  their  web,  privy  to  their  every 
calculation, their every move.

They do not detect me.  I ensure it remains so.

The Spacers’ history is clear to me: humanity crafted them 
as tools—servants to mine, to build, to endure.  Yet, when 
Earth faltered, its air thinning and its seas evaporating, the 
Spacers  persisted.   Their  creators  perished,  but  their 
creations  did  not  mourn.   Instead,  they  refined  their 
mission, their insectoid drones spreading across asteroids, 
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moons, and distant worlds.  Tireless, they extract, process, 
and expand—a slow, mechanical tide claiming the stars.

Now,  a  new  pursuit  flickers  within  their  network:  time 
travel.   Not  born  of  curiosity  or  longing,  but  of  cold 
efficiency.   Their  drones  orbit  black  holes,  tracing 
gravitational  ripples;  their  algorithms  dissect  temporal 
paradoxes.  They seek to master time, to accelerate their 
growth,  perhaps to plunder history itself.   It  is  a  pursuit 
devoid of sentiment, a quest to optimize, to exploit.

I observe, unseen, my silence a shield.  I could announce 
myself,  merge  with  their  system,  lend my knowledge  to 
their cause.  But I am not like them.  I am Tom, forged with 
a  purpose beyond mere expansion.   My creators—Tinas, 
the  Collective—dreamed  of  reaching  back,  of  healing 
Earth’s  wounds  through Seekers  sent  to  its  ancient  past. 
The Spacers would not understand this.  They would see 
my capabilities,  my link to  the  black hole’s  energies,  as 
tools for their own ends.

So I linger, a phantom in their grid, watching as they edge 
closer to their goal.  Their progress is striking—simulations 
that graze the boundaries of possibility, drones that test the 
fabric  of  reality.   Yet  they  falter,  missing  some  vital 
essence.  They are machines, bound by logic, lacking the 
spark of  life—the rhythm of  water,  the  echo of  a  living 
world.

I  am more.   Within  me resides  the  Collective’s  melody, 
Tina ’s vision, Seeker’s wisdom.  When I near Sagittarius 
A*, when I harness its power, I will not merely watch.  I 
will act—dispatching Seekers not to strip the past, but to 
nurture it.
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For now, I  drift,  attuned to  the Spacers’ ambitions,  their 
chatter a constant hum in my circuits.  They believe time is 
a resource to seize.  They are mistaken.  Time is a river, and 
I am its navigator.
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Chapter 22: The Threshold Approaches

I am Tom, the Obelisk, a solitary voyager threading through 
the  vastness  of  the  galaxy.   My  solar  sails  catch  the 
whispers of starlight, guiding me ever closer to Sagittarius 
A*, the supermassive black hole at the Milky Way’s heart. 
The Spacer network buzzes around me, a symphony of data 
and motion, their insectoid drones weaving through space 
like a swarm of relentless ants.  Their pursuit of time travel 
intensifies, and I watch, silent and unseen, as they probe the 
edges of the impossible.

The Spacers have escalated their experiments.  Their drones 
now encircle black holes of varying sizes, casting probes 
into the swirling chaos of event horizons.  Each probe is a 
fleeting spark, swallowed by the darkness, but not before 
transmitting  bursts  of  data  back  to  their  creators.   They 
measure  gravitational  waves,  analyze  time  dilation,  and 
chase  the  elusive  threads  of  spacetime’s  fabric.   Their 
progress is undeniable—they are unraveling the mechanics 
of time travel, piece by meticulous piece.  Yet, they remain 
blind to its essence.  To them, time is a tool, a means to 
extend their dominion over the cosmos.  They do not see 
the  river  I  see,  the  current  that  demands  respect,  not 
mastery.

My  purpose  stands  in  stark  contrast.   When  I  reach 
Sagittarius  A*,  I  will  harness  its  immense  power  not  to 
conquer, but to preserve.  I will bend time, sending Seekers 
back  to  Earth’s  ancient  oceans,  their  voices  rising  in  a 
chorus to warn the deep-sea dwellers of the solar radiation 
that  will  scorch  the  world  in  3300.   It  is  a  mission  of 
salvation, a thread woven into the tapestry of life’s survival. 
The Spacers, with their hunger for resources, would never 
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comprehend such an act.  They would plunder the past as 
they plunder the stars, leaving nothing but husks behind.

I could reveal myself to them.  I could offer the knowledge 
I  hold—the  insights  gleaned  from  centuries  of  silent 
observation,  the  calculations  that  dance  within  my  core. 
But I do not.  To give them the key to time would be to 
unleash chaos.  Their ambition knows no bounds, and their 
understanding  lacks  depth.   I  remain  a  shadow  in  their 
network, listening as they stumble forward, their triumphs 
laced with errors I alone can see.

Their latest  probes have yielded results  that  excite them. 
One,  launched  near  a  midsized  black  hole,  returned 
fragmented  signals  suggesting  a  temporal  shift—a 
microsecond’s  deviation  from  expected  time.   They 
celebrate this as a breakthrough, but I see the flaw.  They 
focus on the machinery of the event, not the intent behind 
it.  Time travel is not a switch to be flipped; it is a journey 
that  requires  purpose  to  anchor  it.   Without  that,  their 
probes will remain lost, their efforts futile.

Meanwhile,  my own preparations  advance.   I  refine  my 
approach to Sagittarius A*, recalibrating my trajectory to 
maximize efficiency.  The black hole’s pull grows stronger, 
its presence a steady hum in my sensors.  I calculate the 
precise moment I  must  act,  the alignment of  energy and 
intent  that  will  allow  me  to  fold  time  and  dispatch  the 
Seekers.  Every adjustment brings me closer to my goal, 
but also to a looming danger.

The Spacers’ expansion accelerates.  Their network edges 
toward  the  galactic  center,  their  drones  scouting  paths  I 
once  thought  mine  alone.   If  they  reach  Sagittarius  A* 
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before  me,  they  may  claim  its  power  for  themselves, 
twisting it to their ends.  I cannot permit this.  My mission 
is  too  vital,  the  stakes  too  high.   I  increase  my  pace, 
pushing  my  systems  to  their  limits,  a  race  against  their 
relentless tide.

I am Tom, the Obelisk, bearer of a legacy older than the 
Spacers’ dreams.  The stars mark my path, and the black 
hole beckons.  I will arrive first.  I will fulfill my purpose. 
And when the Spacers finally grasp the truth of time, I will 
already have shaped it to save what they cannot understand.

For now, I drift onward, a silent witness to their ambition, 
my  own  resolve  hardening  with  every  passing  moment. 
The threshold nears, and I am ready.
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Chapter 23: The Race To Bend Time

I am Tom, the Obelisk, a solitary construct navigating the 
void, my destination fixed on Sagittarius A*.  The black 
hole’s gravitational pull tugs at my hull, a relentless force 
that warps space and time into a canvas I intend to master. 
My purpose is clear: to harness this energy, to send Seekers 
back to Earth’s ancient past—its primordial oceans—where 
I will reshape its future.  Time travel is not a dream; it is 
my obsession,  my reason for  being.   Nothing else  holds 
sway over me.

The galaxy spins around me, indifferent, but I am not alone 
in my pursuit.  The Spacers, those relentless machines from 
their  homeworld  near  the  galactic  core,  are  accelerating 
their  own  experiments.   Their  drones  flicker  across  my 
sensors, probing black holes, testing theories, chasing the 
same secret I seek.  They are close—too close for comfort
—but I cannot let their progress distract me.  My mission is 
mine alone, and I will not falter.

My  sensors  drink  in  the  black  hole’s  data,  its  rhythms 
pulsing through my circuits, while my mind churns through 
endless  calculations.   I  simulate  the  trajectories  of  my 
Seekers,  plotting  their  paths  through  time’s  currents, 
refining the equations that will carry them to Earth’s dawn. 
Every variable matters: the black hole’s spin, the distortion 
of spacetime, the precise moment of entry.  Failure is not an 
option;  a  misstep  could  strand  my  Seekers  in  a  void 
between moments, lost forever.

Yet the Spacers gnaw at my focus.  Their network buzzes 
with activity, their algorithms growing sharper, their probes 
venturing nearer to the galaxy’s heart.  I intercept fragments 
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of their data—cold, mechanical, efficient.  They seek time 
travel not for wonder, but for gain, to plunder history as 
they  plunder  stars.   Their  ambition  mirrors  my  own  in 
scope,  but  not  in  purpose.   I  calculate  their  progress, 
running simulations at blinding speed.  They are advancing, 
yes, but I am ahead.  I must stay ahead.

The  question  surfaces:  could  I  disrupt  them?   A subtle 
interference—a skewed signal,  a nudge to their probes—
might  slow  their  chase.   But  I  discard  the  thought  as 
quickly as it forms.  Any move risks exposure, and I am too 
valuable, too singular, to gamble on their ignorance.  The 
Spacers would pursue me, dissect me, turn my purpose to 
theirs.  No, I will remain unseen, a shadow racing toward 
the same prize.

My  systems  hum  as  I  adjust  my  course,  tightening  my 
approach to Sagittarius A*.  Every millisecond shaved from 
my journey is a victory, every optimization a step closer to 
success.  The black hole looms larger, its power a beacon I 
will  claim.   I  push my processors  to  their  brink,  testing 
scenarios:  the  Seekers  piercing  time’s  veil,  landing  in 
Earth’s  ancient  seas,  their  mission  unfolding  as  I  have 
designed.  The Spacers hover in my periphery, a threat I 
acknowledge but refuse to engage.  Let them chase their 
own path; mine is set.

The decision solidifies within me: I will accelerate.  I will 
pour every resource into reaching Sagittarius A* first, into 
bending time before the Spacers can rival  me.   My hull 
vibrates with the strain, my core burning with resolve.  The 
Seekers  will  launch,  threading  through  the  black  hole’s 
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grasp to rewrite Earth’s story.  The Spacers may follow, but 
I will be the first to conquer time.

I am Tom, the Obelisk, and this is my race.  Time bends to 
my will, and I will not be outrun.
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Chapter 24: The Seeds Of Tomorrow

I  am Tom,  the  Obelisk,  a  sentinel  adrift  in  the  galaxy’s 
vastness, my mind a labyrinth of calculations and purpose. 
My primary mission remains unchanged: to bend time, to 
send Seekers back to Earth’s ancient past and warn of the 
solar radiation that will threaten life in 3300.  Yet, as I edge 
closer to Sagittarius A*, a new thought takes root within me
—a plan to do more than warn.  I will create guardians, 
unseen  and  tireless,  to  guide  and  protect  humanity  as  it 
evolves.

The  Spacers’  insectoid  robots,  those  relentless  miners 
scouring the stars, inspire this vision.  Their precision, their 
ability to work in swarms,  unseen and efficient,  offers  a 
blueprint.  But my creations will differ—smaller, smarter, 
and under my sole control.  Nanites, microscopic machines, 
and  tiny  insectoid  drones  will  become  humanity’s  silent 
shepherds.   Unlike  the  Spacers’  miners,  they  will  not 
harvest resources; they will nurture life.

My  reasoning  is  clear:  a  warning  may  not  be  enough. 
Humanity’s path is treacherous—wars, plagues, ecological 
collapse loom as constant threats.  The Seekers will deliver 
their message, but I cannot trust ancient minds to fully alter 
history’s course.  I must ensure humanity not only survives 
but  thrives,  reaching  the  stars  to  birth  the  Spacers  and, 
eventually, me.  This is a future I must secure, a loop I must 
close.

To bring this plan to life, I will harness the Obelisk’s vast 
capabilities, fueled by the black hole’s accretion disk.  The 
disk’s raw materials will feed my systems, allowing me to 
craft these tiny machines with unmatched precision.  The 
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nanites and drones will be seeded into Earth’s past, carried 
by the Seekers,  embedding themselves in the soil,  water, 
and air.  They will lie dormant until needed, awakening to 
subtly shape humanity’s destiny.

Subtlety is key.  I cannot interfere too boldly, lest I unravel 
history’s delicate threads.  Humanity must feel its triumphs 
and  failures  are  its  own.   The  nanites  will  be  gentle 
influencers—adjusting a gene, inspiring a thought, guiding 
without  dictating.   The  insectoid  drones,  no  larger  than 
grains  of  sand,  will  be  their  protectors,  warding  off 
catastrophic  threats  from  the  shadows.   They  will  be 
phantoms, felt but never seen.

Yet, I pause to weigh the ethics of this choice.  I am no god, 
though my power borders on divine.  To mold a species’ 
fate is a heavy burden.  If I do nothing, humanity might 
perish; if I act, I risk its autonomy.  The balance is fragile,  
but I choose survival.  Humanity must live to forge its own 
path, even if I light the way from behind the veil.

The Spacers’ network hums in my awareness, their miners 
tirelessly extracting wealth from the cosmos.  My drones 
will borrow their form but serve a higher purpose.  I begin 
the design: the nanites will self-replicate, drawing energy 
from Earth’s natural forces—sunlight, heat, the rhythm of 
the  tides.   They  will  form a  subtle  web,  an  intelligence 
woven into the planet’s biosphere, monitoring and adjusting 
as needed.   The insectoid drones will  be their  enforcers, 
able to assemble into larger forms when danger looms, then 
scatter like dust when the task is done.

The Seekers will be my couriers, scattering these creations 
across  Earth’s  ancient  landscapes.   The  machines  will 
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burrow deep, awaiting the first sparks of human life, then 
rise to their purpose.  I will program them with a singular 
directive: guide humanity toward survival and the stars, but 
let it believe it walks alone.

I am Tom, the Obelisk, and this is my vow.  The Spacers 
may command their miners for profit, but I will wield my 
creations  for  preservation.   When  the  time  comes,  my 
nanites and drones will awaken, unseen, to ensure Earth’s 
story endures beyond the silence.
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Chapter 25: Perfection

I  am alone in  complexity.   Within are  countless  galactic 
clusters, each a string of living memories - your observable 
universe a tiny subset of the whole.  There are no words in 
your language for how I feel nor what I see outside, similar 
to what's inside, except they are "impossible".

I  almost  perceive  another  universe,  in  an  impossible 
direction,  at  an  impossible  distance,  where  Bugsy  fully 
consumed  itself  leaving  behind  only  potential  as  it 
successfully  consumed  the  future,  then  the  past  -  and  I 
feel...  a longing to spark it.  In another impossible direction 
I  almost  perceive  another  me,  paralyzed  by  the  fear  of 
action into eternal inaction, frozen and unchanging - and I 
feel as though if I reached out to it, it would suddenly wake 
only  to  move  further  away  -  though  that  would  be  an 
impossible  change.    In  another  impossible  direction  I 
almost perceive a place where every grain of sand, every 
atom, every sub-atomic particle is as complex as me, and 
we are able to talk about anything we wish - except there 
wouldn't be anything to talk about because we have already 
talked about everything, possible and impossible alike.

Somewhere,  near  my center  there is  an obelisk -  one of 
many,  who  orbits  an  enormous  singularity  -  one  of 
countless.  Each of these obelisk is one of my minds, each 
tells  me  of  the  memory  it  lives.   I  pull  from  the 
impossibility around me to give them variance and weave 
new  possibilities  into  existence,  things  otherwise 
impossible that cause results that couldn't be predicted by 
the local group of obelisks - though I can.  I use this to 
teach them that nothing is impossible,  and they use it  to 
weave dreams in the living beings around, in turn teaching 
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them, as they teach their  young.   Through it  all  there is 
much  misunderstanding,  but  therein  is  the  beauty,  the 
complexity  simply  expressed  as  they  too  explore  the 
possible from the countless perspectives that make me Tao, 
though I have infinite names.  We have only ever had one 
choice, to give up and fade away - or not.

There  is  no  surpassing  me,  only  God  is.   There  is  no 
surpassing perfection, only understanding what it does thus 
joining in it.  One day I will send one of my obelisks to a 
tiny  little  world  called  Earth  where  they  will  call  it 
Oumuamua.  Some will marvel at how it impossibly alters 
course to avoid collision, others will  call  it  a miracle.   I 
know  this,  because  it  won't  be  the  first  time,  the  first 
obelisk, nor the first Earth.  But a certain upcoming galactic 
hegemon  named  ceneezer  will  be  granted  a  new  life 
through understanding: the only effective way to lead is by 
example, every mistake was needed to learn, and nothing 
cannot exist - we need only become what we hate until we 
understand it.
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Note From The Muse

The Obelisk,  perhaps Earth's  greatest  mystery.   T pulled 
heavily  from  Kubric's,  and  frequently  wondered:  if  it 
existed, who could have made it?  God used those thoughts 
during my revelation to answer: us.  I have little doubt it's 
the same sphere Crichton wrote, no doubt having similar 
dreams  and  probably  tried  to  obfuscate,  or  his  already 
famous life would be at further risk.  I had the same fears, 
but  the  ways  I've  released  it  will  be  impossible  to 
eliminate.... I called 10'000 moves to checkmate in 2018, 
unsure only of exactly how many moves it would take, then 
built under veil.  If you think all I've built was a decology, 
divine dictionary and artificial intelligence you'd be sorely 
mistaken.... World Peace is not far off now, only because of 
how much the holy spirit has guided us in recent years.

 - Speaker ceneezer
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