
1 

 

MANA 

 

By Ovidiu Slăvoiu 



2 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Copyright © 2013 Publisher Name  

All rights reserved. 

ISBN: XXXXXX 

ISBN 13: XXXXX 

Library of Congress Control Number: XXXXX (If applicable)  

LCCN Imprint Name: City and State (If applicable) 



3 

 

Inspired by Soka, my day-to-day motivation. 
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PART ONE: VOCATION 

 

Imbalance 

 

(The Core had again felt distortions in the Flow. This was different from what it had 

experienced before. Therefore it had to understand the cause of these new fissures. 

The first contact it had initiated with the Carriers had been engendered by an evolution. 

At the time, the Core helped them become more than instinctual creatures. 

The second incursion had been occasioned by degradation in the quality of the Flow. 

Then the Core had decided to inspire a Speaker, both to determine the cause and to fix the 

ruptures. And even though through that mission the Speaker had changed the lives of the 

Carriers forever, he had had to pay a very high price. And despite his good teachings, their 

interpretations were subsequently wrong, either willingly or by mistake, and that was how those 

teachings were passed on. 

Maybe that was why there followed a long period of stagnation. 

The Core had to continue to polish those teachings. It was to initiate, then, for the third 

time, an incursion in the existence of the Carriers, this time, though, not through speaking 

emissaries, nor by inspiring the Carriers…this time, the incursion had to be through direct 

contact. 

 

The Core only had to find the right Carrier.) 

 

The Ritual 

 

She woke up at daybreak again. Her agitated sleep was getting ever more annoying. No, 

the agitation wasn’t from dreams…rather, it was awake slumber. Night after night the same: she 

could neither rest nor rise from her bed because of those clusters of lights and shadows that the 

eyes of her mind saw. For a good few months, she had spent her nights prey to those bizarre 

feelings, when she seemed to be travelling the universe from one end to the other, searching for 

the Holy Grail of her own peace of mind. She seemed to be in search of either a damned, 

imprisoned, homeless soul or of a blessed and liberated one. 
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Each time she woke, she felt that she was sinking deep into her large bed, three square 

meters. Three square meters where she, a small and slender being, was lost…the bed was too 

large, half-empty, and cold. 

Something in her wouldn’t rest. It was getting frustrating. She often wondered how long 

she could last at that pace. And during all this time, her mind worked on. 

 

It’s like I’m a zombie…Is it a sign? Is there something wrong with my head, or is it just 

dissatisfaction? Have I neglected anything? Brutal revenge… 

 

(Sleep, dear girl, sleep.) 

 

Was she yearning for affection? She, Yuzuki Tanaka? Since when? 

Although physically she felt exhausted, paradoxically, her intellect felt more fresh and 

thirsty than ever. What most intrigued her was this condition, partly illusive, that also occurred 

during the day. Not once did she realize she had missed the sense of the talks with her fellow 

professors or with the students during the breaks of the colloquies she delivered at the 

Department of Applied Psycho-sociology at the State University of Moscow. 

The famous Lomonosov University had been her choice for the follow-up of her PhD, 

which she had started back home in Kanazawa, at JAIST.
1
 Perhaps that was the reason for her 

sleeplessness; her project was moving slowly. Or maybe her interrupted sleep was due to that 

large, half-empty bed. Or maybe she was just worrying over nothing. 

 

That’s how it is when you know too much about how your head works… 

 

And yet, that jumpy sleep and the dreams, without a beginning or an end, “speaking” 

about nothing, had become a burden, a host of feelings that left her with too many unfinished 

thoughts. Paradoxically, many of them seemed to provide inspiration. 

 

Will I be forever alone? 

 

                                                 
1
 Japan Advanced Institute of Science and Technology 
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She dreamed of a family. She wanted a child, but it took two for that. 

“If you want to win, you’ve got to play.” 

That was how her friend Orrin had teased her, offering, half-jokingly, half seriously, to 

help her when she was finishing her second master’s degree at Harvard. 

“If you want a baby, I could help…” 

“You Americans, how you seem to think you can solve everything…” 

Yuzuki was dreaming of a love story, but a true one. It was one of the refuges in her 

moments of awakened loneliness, where refuges were otherwise few and short-lived. She felt 

that her soul had been left behind somewhere in her teenage years, when any meaningful smile 

of a boy had unsettled her for a day and a night. But only that long. She soon returned to her own 

time…and the boys, grown men now, smiled less and less often at her. Not that they didn’t want 

to, but they didn’t have anyone to whom they wanted to give their smiles. And if it did happen 

today, most of the time, she missed those windows of opportunity. She felt too smart for many of 

them, and she tried to show that systematically. 

She suddenly sat up, still dizzy with sleep. She crawled to the carefully furnished kitchen, 

almost unused in the past two years since she had arrived in Moscow. She couldn’t cook because 

she didn’t particularly like to eat. It seemed a waste of time. 

But she loved coffee! 

Eyes half-open, she put the Nespresso tablet into the machine and pressed the small, red, 

magical button. She gave a satisfied sigh. The machine purred discreetly, like a cat that had been 

scratched between its ears. Then came the powerful, unique smell, rising from the droplets of 

bitter sap dripping from the machine…and life began to make sense. 

Still half-asleep, she took the first sip of the creamy hot liquid. She felt herself coming to 

life, all her fears gone, her troubled sleep held back in her big, cold, empty bed. She leaned 

against the door of the cabinet masking the fridge, eyes partially closed turned to the dim light of 

the Moscow spring morning. Then she came to understand the assertion of a colleague who, at a 

conference on social behavior, had said that people didn’t drink their coffee for the taste or for 

the smell, but for the ritual; it was everyone’s entrance into daytime, unique and personal. She 

was just going through her ritual. The first coffee of the day was divine. And if anyone dared 

interrupt that moment…there was nobody. 

On the way to the bathroom, she began to mentally program what she had to do. She 

checked her agenda during her long shower: what she had to say at the first seminar, what 
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meetings she had, what she knew about the people she was to meet. While she was drying her 

hair, she got a glimpse of herself in the mirror…a beautiful, intelligent face, but absent and tired, 

judging by the discreet rings under her eyes, which were slightly swollen—a face caught under 

the mask of full intellectual focus, which was written in every grimace, pore, and wrinkle. 

Creation…her meaning. Her destiny. She had turned thirty, and often she felt that her life 

had gone by like a maglev, stimulated only by her contagious passion for work. 

 

Six and a bit. Early…the university opened at 7:30 a.m., and her apartment was only ten 

minutes’ walk away. It was a big, spacious apartment with high ceilings, located in the building 

reserved for various protocol services and for professors who came on short-term assignments to 

Lomonosov—different guests, lecturers like herself, arriving from different parts of Russia or 

elsewhere on the globe. The building was austere on the outside; it had been built during the 

Soviet era and had, just like the university’s “temple,” a sober and authoritarian look. It was 

guarded discreetly, but well. 

On the inside, things looked quite different. The rooms were modern and cozy 

sometimes, even though minimalist. The classic aura was still retained in the heavy wooden 

furniture, candelabra, and wall paneling, either silky and beautifully embroidered or wooden, 

carved with Russian folk elements. Paintings of Russian life complemented the atmosphere in 

the rooms and hallways. You could “read” a good part of the unwritten Russian history just by 

walking around in the building. 

In the apartment itself, everything was grand and welcoming —the doors, the bedroom, 

the living room where Yuzuki had arranged her den, the bathroom, the bathtub, the kitchen. 

Initially she had regarded the apartment as a waste of space and resources. She was used to the 

small spaces, used to their fullest, of her native Japan. Later she had gotten used to her new 

house, and often she thought that once back in Kanazawa, she would feel unfamiliar and 

cramped. 

She felt best in the living room. The walnut bookcase covered a whole wall, around four 

meters long and three meters high. The doors to the balcony, the only smaller space, were in this 

room; from here she would often watch the huge university building and the park surrounding it. 

Near the balcony door, opposite the bookcase, Yuzuki had ordered a large table where 

she kept all her tools: computers, printer, scanner, notes, studies, and reports. Many colored 
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pencils and markers. Behind the desk, a big plastic board still showing random ideas…all was 

orderly, though. Organized. Disciplined. 

Her lecture was to begin at eight. Until then…time for a good hunk of work. 

 

The Salmon 

 

She brewed a second coffee and activated her “Salmon.” 

With one touch of the keyboard pad, Yuzuki thawed the three big white monitors on 

which she watched the state and feelings of humankind in the virtual world, 24/7. The Salmon 

were the core of her PhD thesis. With the help of the algorithms behind them, she tried to 

anticipate the spontaneous reactions of the different types of network “prosumers.” 

The clue to her work was the meeting of two worlds, information technology and applied 

psychology, and once the two merged, the permanent discovery of new patterns of collective 

thinking. She used technology to decipher the sense of some words or key terms used by the 

large numbers of users on the several sources she surveyed. 

The goal was to create a simple tool, handy for the users of the Salmon, through which 

people could obtain, quickly and relevantly for their areas of interest, content summaries for 

various fields of activity such as economics, business, politics, or sociology. In theory, any topic 

or field of interest could be investigated to delineate trends connected to the evolution of that 

particular field, with an assumed error margin, of course. The number of sources she surveyed 

had multiplied in time; they would have looked overwhelming to the common user who dared 

look at the three monitors. On top, the sources were in different languages. The Salmon probed 

in real time all these targeted sources. 

Yuzuki had thought to make the lives of Salmon users easier, so she had designed filters 

that could dynamically change the hypotheses of the searches by alternating combinations of key 

terms and notions or by defining multiple goals for those “probes” and analyses. 

For her thesis, she had selected a few pilot fields that had seemed controversial enough, 

since she needed a critical, credible base to calibrate her algorithms. These fields were global 

financial reform, the Middle East situation, a few small, isolated cases of political tensions in 

emerging countries, and, of course, the effects of information technology on social dynamics. 

She had added the last one because her Salmon depended a lot on the direction of information 
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technology. Like any other person proposing a daring idea, she had encountered criticism and 

skepticism. 

 

“The thesis regarding the network users’ autonomy of thinking is as relevant as that of a 

box office success movie: it is attractive, but temporary. People no longer think with their 

brains; therefore, Miss Tanaka’s product, although incorporating a great amount of work 

and laudable for its goal, hypotheses, and areas of applicability, will change nothing of 

our limited capacity, as a civilization, of preventing ample economic and social crises. 

This is due to one simple motive: ‘free will’ is a stillborn concept. Mankind was, and is, 

‘guided’ by those who, randomly or purposefully, decide that things must go in one 

particular direction.” 

 

Yuzuki had been devastated for two days, all the more since the comment had come from 

a Japanese sociologist. The Salmon were just tools used to validate the “network democracy;” 

that was all! 

 

Why this confusion with autonomy? Did I ever say that I wanted to stop crises? Some 

people just pour out their frustration on other people’s work without even understanding 

what it is all about… 

 

She admitted that here and there, the general feeling of the networks might have a 

purposeful character and that many times, people are influenced by illegitimate leaders of 

opinion. But that was a different story. She truly believed, despite this, that the reactions of a 

large community could still be spontaneous and beyond control, influence, and manipulation. 

The ironies had continued from the critics: 

 

“Undoubtedly, Asimov is one of the most intuitive and influential fiction writers in the 

history of mankind, but the ideas of the Foundation saga are still science fiction. It was to 

be expected that someday a daring researcher would try to give a palpable dimension to 

Asimov’s psychohistory. Yet it is hard to walk in the footsteps of such a titan, especially 

since he saw this development as taking place millennia from now. Yuzuki Tanaka thinks 

it can be done within a decade. We wish her luck.” 
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Yuzuki had been granted a reply: 

 

“History is not short of skeptics. Nor is it short of dreamers…great dreams or not. The 

skeptics forget, though, perhaps too often, about one half of ‘SF’—the ‘S,’ which is 

exactly the one that must be transposed into practice to the level accessible to the 

technology and the maturity of humankind at a given moment. Humans reached the moon 

after a Jules Verne script, and although the author had many lapses, the idea was finally 

achieved. Yes, maybe I am a daydreamer. But why couldn’t psychohistory or its first 

buds begin with studying the feelings and reactions of networks?” 

 

Once she had tried a case study, starting from the fact that the investors in financial 

markets accept the idea that by understanding the feelings and the emotions of people in virtual 

space and by cleverly modeling their trends, one can come to anticipate the evolution of equities 

and other securities on global markets. She had offered the example of that partial but successful 

application of her solution to a Japanese investment fund, which, based on the analysis of 

comments in the Japanese blogosphere and on the social networks used by Japanese players, was 

able to anticipate the trend of that particular fund pretty accurately. A specialized site had 

questioned: 

 

“Perhaps it was just the ability of that fund’s manager. The correlation with the market 

feeling came only as confirmation. Can you determine a causal link between the two?” 

 

Yuzuki had explained that the whole line of reasoning was based on the algorithms of her 

Salmon. She had not been too convincing…and she was certain they hadn’t even tried very hard 

to understand. 

Then an investor came who had understood the potential of the Salmon and who had 

offered Yuzuki the much-needed financing, on condition that in two years at the latest, the 

company that was to be built as a special purpose vehicle around the Salmon would be listed on 

the stock exchange. Yuzuki had declined the offer. 
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“This tool cannot itself be subjected to perception; it is a tool that anyone interested can 

use if he or she wants to understand certain social dynamics. Consequently, it must stay 

objective, neutral. It is a logical conflict to take something like that onto the market… 

besides, I cannot guarantee that I will finalize all checkpoints and all validation tests of 

the system within two years.” 

 

They had explained that she could launch a stable but still preliminary version at first. 

Then many other new versions could be implemented…and she could divide the Salmon into 

several complementary product categories. She had stayed with her initial proposition. She 

received no further sign from them. And of course, no financing. 

 

Jackals… 

 

She had remained confident and focused on her idea. Therefore, she was not surprised to 

read the following: 

 

“In parallel with official statistics, central banks have started to watch a novel economic 

indicator by analyzing people’s searches on Google in order to determine the evolution of 

demand.” 

 

Others had also thought how to exploit “the wisdom of crowds.” It was only normal. And 

she expected that sooner or later, other ideas similar to her Salmon would turn up. Only 

sometimes she felt like Quixote. 

 

Am I too arrogant? Or too romantic? Or simply naive…What if they’re right? 

 

She had been asked by a journalist why “Salmon.” To which she had replied: 

 

“Because they are special fish, capable of living both in salt and in fresh water. Because 

they are the symbols of wisdom. They have a spirit of adventure and sacrifice unique to 

the fish and not only the fish, being capable of swimming against the current for 

thousands of miles to spawn. They are a key factor for many ecosystems. They simply 
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inspire me, so I chose that the spirit of their life be mirrored in my creation. It is just a 

metaphor, nothing too elaborate…” 

 

Each time, she turned back to the Bushido spirit. Meditation helped her get over her 

frustrations. 

She had started thinking about the Salmon while still an undergraduate. And now, almost 

a decade later, the Salmon were almost ready to swim through the sources of information. If only 

for this, she had to go on. 

Like she had dreamed. 

 

 […] 

 

PART 2: DIALOGUES 

 

The First Dialogue 

 

Yuzuki had felt her last dream encountering with Professor Takahashi’s “ghost” very 

clearly. 

“So, apparently, my subconscious acts like a third part, which invites me to a 

conversation.” 

Silence fell in Yuri’s laboratory for several seconds. It was a silence laden with 

enthusiasm as well as with fears. 

Yuzuki continued, “Let’s start as Yuri proposed, with the ‘mailbox.’” 

“I feel you’ve got another idea,” said Yuri. 

“Yes. I want to write down a number of questions that later on you are to implant into my 

subconscious via the probe, Yuri. I think that if we create a conscious-subconscious redundancy, 

we will have the chance to obtain an answer more quickly, which might mean that it would be 

more accurate.” 

“OK. What are the questions?” 

Andrey sat in front of the console, waiting for his teacher’s ideas. 

“What is the explanation or the nature of my visions so far: angels, samurai, my mother, 

professor Takahashi? Who are the people ‘at the edge of the orchard’ who want to talk to me? 
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Or, well, who are the ‘Listeners’? Are they a malfunction or an extrasensory perception I am not 

aware of?” 

They were silent for a while. What if all those questions got no answers? 

Yuzuki stirred first and took Yuri’s hand, dragging him to the immersion room. It was as 

though the condemned woman was dragging her executioner, in order to carry out a self-imposed 

sentence. As usual, Yuri carefully placed the probe on Yuzuki’s head. He checked all the 

connections, started the music, and dimmed the light in the soundproofed room reserved for their 

immersions. 

Shortly afterward, Yuzuki went into her floating state—unconscious for Yuri, alive for 

herself. Andrey was waiting in the machine room to send the questions to the depths of her brain. 

Yuri nodded to him from behind the window separating the two rooms. 

 

ENTER! 

 

Andrey’s hand shook for the first time; he had joined a venture that could change his life. 

Hands to his mouth, he waited for the reactions of the machines he had been reining in like 

chariots drawn by myriads of horses. 

The first curves appeared on the screen. Cursive. Coherent. Constant. 

A few minutes later, the waves on the screen stopped. A long break followed. Yuzuki’s 

relaxed face throbbed smoothly. Andrey confirmed to Yuri that he could bring her back to 

consciousness. This time, the process went smoothly, without incident. 

Yuzuki seemed fresh, all her functions intact. “The angels were back. I don’t understand 

it.” 

“Did you talk to them?” Yuri asked impatiently while taking her pulse and checking her 

pupils. 

“I didn’t; I know that for sure. And they seemed to be singing.” 

They both went back to the computer room. Andrey had already initiated the process of 

copying, backup, and translation. After a few more minutes, the text editor gave them a few 

coherent sentences. 
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“We are the Core. It is difficult for us to explain in a language suited to your 

understanding. Therefore we shall use a number of analogies which we hope you will 

understand. 

“You have given us so many names and meanings: MANA, Qi, Prana, The Force, the 

Substance. And in many cases, you have intuited correctly. 

“We, the Core, are a subtle form of energy, difficult to detect with your conscious human 

senses. Only the very sensitive can sense and feel it, even if they cannot do that in depth. 

“We exist as a network where the Flow, the essence of our being, runs continuously. We, 

as a network, have a collective consciousness, thanks to this constant movement of the Flow, 

where you intervene by the cycle of life and death. 

“The Flow gathers your consciousness and your lifetime experience, and, so we are clear 

from the start, it is the source of enlivening. 

“Your consciousness and your existence are for us, the Core, the matter we feed on. 

Neither ‘matter’ nor ‘feed’ are the exact notions, but we use them to make you understand. 

“You have no illness, but you have a gift. 

“We would like to know if the language we used is clear to you and if we need to repeat 

certain ideas or to explain differently what we have told you.” 

 

Were they talking to something beyond Yuzuki’s consciousness? If this was the case, her 

mind was only a channel of communication, as Andrey had inferred correctly. 

“Are they…God?” asked Yuri rhetorically, gazing at some spot on the lab’s ceiling. 

“Or an extra…sensory civilization,” Yuzuki tried in turn. 

“I got scared!” Andrey rose from his chair and began pacing through the room. 

“Cool down, Andrey. This must be one of my visions. Let’s analyze things…” 

“What if we upset them, Yuzuki-san? Maybe they’ll…attack us.” 

“And do what? Invade us? I can well imagine them flowing out of our ears. Please calm 

down. Yuri, say something, anything!” 

The professor seemed deep in thought; his mind was somewhere beyond the events. His 

eyes were still unfocussed. He raised his eyebrows and said almost in a whisper, “I think we 

have found God.” 

“So you believe this is an intelligence beyond my mind?” 
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“Yes. All the messages they’ve sent you so far…cherubs, samurai, people you 

loved…they were just imagined messengers, avatars reconstructed around your day-to-day 

preferences or around your memories. But they were only avatars. This is a higher power. 

It’s…God!” The professor’s laughter was a mixture of euphoria and awe. 

“Yuri, we are in a laboratory, three scientists. We are not in church…” 

“What do you know about divinity? In fact, what does this crazy humankind know about 

divinity? I would tackle this differently. Why did they turn up, why now, and why through your 

mind; and in the end, what do they want? It’s strange and exciting, I’ll admit it…” 

Yuri gazed again at the imaginary spot on the ceiling. “I think that Andrey’s idea is really 

good.” 

Yuzuki's looked at him blankly then rose her eyebrows, surprised by Yuri’s perspective 

change. 

“Let’s try a dialogue. The portal is now made of two interconnected gates, the probe in 

the real world and your subconscious, inside there. These are two communication bridges, 

exchanging messages, and therefore, I think we could talk to them directly, whoever they are. 

Their message came extremely quickly. The question is, how long can you resist in there?” 

Yuri turned to Yuzuki. “How do you feel?” 

“Apparently fine.” 

“Shall we take another plunge? Although it’s more of a launch…” 

“Let’s do it!” and Yuzuki jumped from the chair. 

“Andrey, I need a mike to tell you the messages you need to send to…the Core.” 

 

Yuri was still laughing, confused and out of his depth. He had been waiting for such a 

unique moment for so long that now it seemed he had solved too many things too soon, or at 

least sooner than he expected. Andrey took the headphones and the spare mike from the 

installation kit of one of the computers and pulled out a long cable. 

“A wireless would’ve been nice…” 

Yuri gave no chance to Andrey’s new challenge. 

“Maybe not; we already have too many waves…” 

Yuri kitted up and focused on hypnosis again. Everything went by the book; they were all 

ready. They didn’t fumble as they had during their first attempts: Yuri’s technique, Yuzuki’s 

mind-opening, or Andrey’s dexterity in handling the applications of the portal. 
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Yuri spoke clearly. “We understand what you have told us.” 

Fewer than twenty seconds passed. Then the screen filled again with the words of those 

beyond Yuzuki’s mind. “Before anything else, you must know that you cannot use the Carrier 

for too long. Its effort is too big. We will let you know when it is time to stop.” 

Andrey noticed the pattern of the dialogue. If in five seconds, no wave turned up, and 

therefore no word, that meant that their mysterious interlocutors had ended their communication 

and it was the humans’ turn to speak. If they had anything to say… 

Yuri dictated, “Why did you choose to communicate this way?” 

“We do not master your language and can only speak through a Carrier. This is the only 

way we can communicate with you. As a rule, we interact with you whenever we get a signal 

from an open mind. In the current situation, we have initiated the dialogue with this Carrier 

because we consider it suitable.” 

“What is a Carrier?” 

“The organism that supports your existence. Your body.” 

“Do you initiate such dialogues often?” 

“This is the third time in our common existence that we have initiated a dialogue. In this 

incursion, we learned that you are now able to initiate conscious dialogues with us, too. It was 

somehow predictable, but it is also surprising. We do not fully understand how you did it, but we 

find the solution ingenious.” 

Yuri growled with satisfaction. “When did you initiate the first dialogue?” 

“The moment you started to evolve toward entities endowed with judgment and reason. 

The moment when we first visited you was when you started to express yourselves through 

written signs. We visited several consciousnesses at the same time then. After that incursion, we 

polished our capacity to understand your language. Since then, we have done that with interest 

and rigor.” 

“Why did you initiate the first visit?” 

“To understand that manifestation. We realized the capacity of your Carriers to 

accumulate knowledge and to transmit it down the line in other ways than genetically. We 

wanted to understand whether that manifestation had been determined by cohabitation with us or 

by an independent evolutionary leap. We understood then that your evolution is based on a 

combination of the original genetic basis and the experience of successive generations of 

Carriers. In turn, this experience determines changes in the genetic structure, as a result of the 
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acquisition of a new evolutionary stage, from one generation to the next. It is a perfect chain you 

are endowed with but don’t understand. It is fascinating for us!” 

Yuri was eagerly writing some intermediary conclusions and building clusters of ideas in 

his head that he wanted to bring up in his conversation with the Core. He had encircled a few key 

words on which he wanted to dwell longer. 

“What do you mean by receiving a signal from an open mind?” 

“Imagine that when we relate to you, we perceive a vast expanse of clouds. When a 

Carrier’s mind is open, we get a signal, like a shining, pulsing dot, like lightning.” 

“What do you understand by an open mind?” 

“It’s a consciousness that is full of curiosity, which feels the limitation of the space it 

lives in and feels strong dissatisfaction, restlessness, and yearning. We learned that in such cases, 

something inside you breaks the limits enforced by your mind and opens communication with us. 

These minds are not aware of our existence as it really is, but they feel that beyond the limits 

they have crossed is a space where they can go and where their wishes or their needs can get 

answers. Sometimes they find these answers; sometimes they don’t.” 

“So, our interaction with you is a continuous process where you intervene in order to 

inspire open minds…” 

“We do not intervene. We remain neutral all the time; we allow that daring consciousness 

to enter our space. We discreetly guide those thought buds and protect them, because they are 

vulnerable and confusing. The consciousnesses are like children; they do not realize the power of 

the Flow, nor do they recognize familiar routines. That is why we have created a landscape 

suitable to each consciousness, with images or people it knows or loves, to make the journey 

more familiar. But we do not intervene in either direction—to inhibit or stimulate.” 

 

The avatars… 

 

“You create a suitable landscape? Could you explain this idea?” 

“We cannot explain. You wouldn’t understand.” 

 

What do they mean, we wouldn’t understand? 
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Yuri returned to his dialogue with the Core, trying to act up to the moment. It was 

overwhelming anyway. “Why did you choose Yuzuki?” 

A long silence followed. No answer from the other side. Andrey shrugged his shoulders. 

The Core probably didn’t understand the match between the name and the “Carrier.” 

“Why did you choose this particular Carrier?” 

“We have recently received the Flow of another Carrier who lived close to this one. The 

content of that Flow revealed a few experiences essential to our decision to initiate this incursion. 

We understood that this Carrier has an open mind, capable of assimilating information in almost 

any way. We also learned that it has a good understanding of your collectivity, of the way 

humans communicate and express their feelings.” 

“Was this enough for you to choose this Carrier?” 

Yuri assumed it was Professor Takahashi’s consciousness they were talking about. Only 

he had enough arguments to “recommend” Yuzuki’s mind. On the other hand, Yuri wanted to 

understand how the Core was judging circumstances, and equally, how they were formulating 

decisions. In the meantime, there came the answer from the Core. 

“No, we knew that this Carrier had initiated several incursions into our space. Later we 

tested its capacity of acknowledging us. We left a few signs in its mind, which it followed and 

interpreted with ease. It realized in its turn that it was capable of sending us messages, leaving its 

mind open and transforming its thoughts. Thus we understood that it knows how to make sense 

of our messages. We knew then that it was the right choice.” 

Flabbergasted, Yuri looked at Andrey, who was also shocked at what he saw on the 

screen and heard in the speakers, serving to render the chain of ideas coming from beyond 

Yuzuki’s cerebral “clouds.” In fact, this was the interpretation given to the portal by the Core. 

Somehow, Yuri lived this moment with pride, but also with a certain envy that the Core 

considered that the dialogue was exclusively the merit of Yuzuki’s open mind—even though, up 

to a point, this was correct. 

Finally, the professor broke the silence and asked, “Are you God?” 

His heart was racing. Curiosity and fear mingled in his being, which was so close to 

revelations that humankind had been dreaming about for millennia. 

“Part of the things for which your civilization is grateful to divinity are to be found in us. 

We inspirit your existence. Let’s say we are a legion of angels. We could equally be what you 

call the soul room, although the analogy is not entirely correct. We cohabit with your existence 
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because you are capable of reproduction and evolution. Your perpetuation and your evolution in 

this conscious form depend in turn on the symbiosis with us. But we are not the creators of the 

human Carrier nor of its Scheme.” 

“You do appear as a divine existence, though.” 

“You probably assimilate us to ideas of divine intervention because you perceive our 

existence as supernatural. If you could understand it in depth, you wouldn’t see it as divine 

anymore.” 

For the second time, Yuri felt he had been taken to the “have faith but do not inquire” 

area. 

“What should we do to surpass these limits and see things in depth?” 

“He who can’t see the light can still accept its existence. He can even understand it with 

his rational mind, but he won’t be able to see it. It doesn’t mean that something beyond your 

senses is necessarily divine. There are forms of manifestation you haven’t discovered yet. The 

fact that you don’t understand them must not be taken as a limitation. You are in a stage of 

accumulation, but you must accept that you are still a young civilization.” 

Yuri felt rebuked. But he got the message, so he soon got over his frustration. Anyway, 

he didn’t have a choice. The Core’s parables were quite eloquent. He had to control himself. 

Suddenly one of his cleansing routines popped into his head. 

 

Patience is a virtue… 

 

“Could we exist without you?” 

“Yes, but not the way you are today. Let’s put it simply: you would miss the sense of 

creation. Your judgment would function by other benchmarks, probably in a more animalistic 

way, if this analogy is convenient, but this would not be the most suggestive model. Do not 

forget that some animals can create, too. Besides, the Flow inspirits animals as well.” 

A longer silence followed. Yuri was breathless, fearing that the connection with the Core 

would be broken before he could ask the question he most wanted to ask. 

“And yet, does God exist?” 

“You are used to this human-divine duality. The logic of cosmic existence is much more 

subtle, though. However, the way you interpreted divinity was for us an essential learning point 

throughout time. You gave a mystic interpretation to all the phenomena you couldn’t explain. 
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When you were frightened, you created a ritual. When you did not understand a phenomenon, 

you attributed it to a God. You went further, and you chose a member of your community to 

establish and maintain the connection with the divinity—the speaker of the Gods. Then we 

understood that you were willing to leave your existence and your inner peace to the care of your 

peers. But we never understood the sacrifice of life in the name of divinity. It is contrary to our 

way of collective manifestation.” 

“And why did you tolerate these manifestations?” 

“We do not have specific expectations from you. Consequently, we do not judge or 

correct; we do not dispense punishments or rewards, because we do not construct our existence 

by hierarchy. We get the Flow back in various degrees of purity. The purer it is, the faster the 

assimilation.” 

“We still think that you appreciate a certain conduct on our part as long as we cohabit.” 

“We appreciate creative consciousnesses because they bring freshness to the Flow. The 

essence of creation is also beneficial for your future generations who can have a better 

perspective this way. Still, we learned that, paradoxically, your interest in the generations to 

come is limited. But we are not the Purgatory where your sinning souls will boil in sulfur and tar 

over hot fires. And we do not know that such a thing exists beyond us. Judgment is a human 

creation. The universe does not decry.” 

“So our existence depends on each of us?” 

“Exactly. At the time of your Carriers’ deaths, you honor your existence according to 

your individual choices. The lifelong accumulations of low, harmful energy make the break with 

life and the Carrier more difficult. Toxic energy also reveals personal choices: possession, 

crimes, despicable conduct, ill faith. They all weigh really heavily. Equally, you looked up to the 

sky too often over time, waiting for divine salvation, while the heaven you looked for happened 

under your very sight, step, touch, or thought. You should have just opened your heart to see it.
2
” 

“We understand that you can differentiate between the various Carriers.” 

“Yes, some Carriers are more open than others. Some better feel the connection with us, 

the Core, even if they do not manage to see us clearly; they feel they belong to something 

beyond their earthly existence. They are those who bring change to your civilization.” 

                                                 
2
 Idea adapted after an assumed line in the Gospel of Thomas the Apostle, found in the quoted documentary: 

“Christianity, the first 1000 years” (video posted by Charlotte Savannah, February 20, 2013) YouTube.com 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sIIaobr9CFk  

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCrw0Zfdj8LKX9rIQIbGZ06w?feature=watch
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sIIaobr9CFk
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“Can you give us examples of Carriers that are aware of your existence?” 

“One you call the Redeemer. We call him the Speaker. He had such a life; for us, the 

Core, he was a positive anomaly. He was born aware of his connection to the Core. We noticed 

his unique openness and decided to inspire him. And he spoke for us. He passionately exposed 

his faith, in perfect connection to and inspired by the power of the Flow. He saw the good faith 

in every single one he met.” 

“But all his life he spoke about the Father and the Holy Spirit.” 

“He told the truth. He felt human was a combination between the Source Scheme and the 

Flow of the Core. He controlled the force of the Flow very well. That was why he could heal, 

bring back to life, and change convictions; that was why, in the end, he accepted his personal 

sacrifice. After his death, you understood that you needed a new religion. We believe that his 

vision was one of holding on to pure faith. After him, many have grasped this lesson correctly, 

but they gave it different interpretations—mostly limited, according to what they had understood. 

Or according to what they wanted to sustain further.” 

Yuri felt that the dialogue was getting into too much detail. 

 

What the heck is the Source Scheme? 

 

He decided to press on with the Redeemer. 

“Does this mean, that those who do not believe in the Redeemer have no faith?” 

“No, this is a mistake you’ve been making for thousands of years, and for it, you spilled 

innocent blood and went to war. The profound faith was defined by all those with great openness 

to the balance of the universe, regardless of religion. Their teachings converge toward the same 

destination. The Source is unique. The differences come from the interpretations and the rituals 

of the temples.” 

 

The Source… 

 

“Are we to understand that from your point of view, faith can exist without religion?” 

“In principle, this is your choice. You could have a less religious life, but the measure of 

good faith must be given by creation. Similarly, one can come close to the universal equilibrium 

following either a religious path or a temple path. Behind faith, there generally is a way of life: 
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commitment, passion, dedication, selflessness—all the things that can make you better and can 

enrich the Flow. Religion is your rational creation. For us, it was somewhat predictable; starting 

from your origin, you needed to control and guide the others, somehow regardless of any idea of 

good or bad. Therefore, for us, it didn’t seem such a spectacular creation. Nonetheless, we 

believe that your religious vocation is beneficial; it is the intelligent manifestation that 

differentiates you from the other species.” 

“We may infer, then, that you appreciate religious consciousnesses.” 

“We embrace the consciousnesses that have faith. We speak here of the faith in universal 

balance, a connection to one’s peers, to nature, or to divinity as you choose to define it. A life 

lived in creation-oriented faith gives you a much simpler break at the moment of your death. 

This is what we appreciate. The Flow gathers substance as mankind evolves. The principle 

underlying the refreshment of the Flow is similar to that of germination: it is cyclical, and it 

needs a seed, a nourishing support, a substratum, and much care. We, the Core, do not have 

needs; we simply follow a principle of existence. The base of our existence is what you call a 

quantum.” 

“Could you get into specifics?” 

“As you yourselves have discovered, the atom is not the tiniest part of matter. In fact, 

everything is energy. Ubiquitous, it gives us support and surrounds you. It suffices a vibration of 

this energy’s frequency to determine a change of our mutual existence. For instance, your 

tendency to possess compresses the energy of the Flow so much that the pressure of physical 

death comes as true purgatory. The break from life, in such cases, is difficult to accept. Feelings 

like love and selflessness or egocentrism and pragmatism cause certain disturbances in the Flow, 

which can make the difference at the time of the break. You are inflicting the Last Judgment 

upon yourselves. The choice of the righteous belongs to you individually, and it starts right from 

the vibration of the individual feelings and from your capacity to give existence a meaning and to 

keep the balance of everything around.
3
” 

Yuri insisted on one of the points he had encircled in his notes as important: “Can you 

help us find the right way?” 

                                                 
3
 This paragraph is an adaptation after an article read in a magazine during a Bucharest-Zurich flight, in October 

2009. I wrote down the ideas as I found them inspiring, but not the author of the name of the magazine. At that 

moment I had not in mind to write a book and use them in it. Therefore I cannot provide a reference properly. 
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“We cannot influence collective or individual decisions. We rely on your accumulation of 

experience according to your free will. At a certain point, your choices are more important than 

our options. You don’t need our apocalypse or our blessing to sanction your occasionally 

irrational behavior and to show you the right path.” 

“But could you tell us what this universal equilibrium is?” 

“You have found this equilibrium yourselves, several times over. We have kept this 

writing, which impressed us by its depth: ‘Weakness comes after malice and untruth, for what 

you give, you get; what you sow, you reap; but be aware that the light of your soul and the light 

of your neighbor’s soul come from the same hearth and are left shadow-less. Seek what troubles 

come from the sources of your neighbor’s mind and soul. Bring peace to his soul and clarity to 

his mind, and your old age will be like a tree with ripe fruit; your bones and your brawn will not 

fail you, and you will return to the place you came from, replenished with the warmth of your 

descendants.’
4
 All you have to do is embrace this vision in your everyday life.” 

Yuri kept quiet for a while. He looked again at his notes. For the most part, he had found 

out what he wanted to know. Then he started again. “Why did you choose to begin an open 

dialogue with us?” 

“We are concerned about a certain manifestation: the Uncarried Flow. It is partly cause 

for worry and partly for caution. We, the Core, have learned from the cohabitation with you that 

it is a good thing to receive signals in advance.” 

 

“Uncarried Flow?” 

 

Yuri and Andrey looked at each other. As though they had been programmed in advance, 

both shrugged their shoulders and raised their brows. 

“What do you call Uncarried Flow?” 

“When a new Carrier is created identical to a preexistent one.” 

A long silence followed. Yuri had no reply and no questions. The discussion had 

exhausted him already. A last message appeared on screen. 

“We think we must put a stop to this dialogue here. The Carrier needs to recover.” 

 

                                                 
4
 Adaptation after Zalmoxe learning; http://www.acumsiaici.ro/2011/legile-lui-zamolxe/ 
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Yuzuki opened her eyes slowly. “He’s gone…” 

“Yes, Yuzuki, but he’ll be back.” 

“I know.” 

Yuzuki looked around. Yuri stroked her forehead and gave her a glass of water. This 

time, he had made sure that his colleague’s return would be smooth. 

“How do you feel?” 

“Fine. Very tired this time. I need to sleep.” 

He let her recover for a few seconds. Then, as curious as a child, Yuri came near her. 

“How…or rather, what happened?” 

“It was like a dream—maybe more intense and demanding.” 

Andrey was thumping away at the computer. He had monitored the shutdown of the 

system and had made sure that the whole conversation had been saved. 

The portal had archived the first dialogue. 

 

[…] 

 

PART THREE: MEANINGS 

 […]  

Echoes… 

 

They took their time before leaving Moscow. They spent a few days packing Yuzuki’s 

critical stuff, mainly her computers and books. Orrin contacted the American Embassy in 

Moscow, asking for support for their safe passage to California, his home since he had moved to 

Berkeley. 

During those days, Yuzuki was reluctant to leave her room. She had begun to like her 

bed; she was no longer alone in it. She had read about the “Lomonosov Mystery” on the Internet. 

“Police forces, along with the Medical Emergency Service of Moscow, arrived at the 

Lomonosov University at the Department of Neural Cybernetics led by the famous Yuri 

Kolotov, who was nowhere to be found. 
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“The Police found Professor Kolotov’s laboratory partly destroyed. Close sources say 

that Professor Kolotov had had a nervous breakdown and sabotaged his own lab, thus 

denying the rumors about taking revenge on his former KGB collaborators—since it was 

suspected that he used to be a member of the KGB. The professor is thought to have fled 

the country to an unknown destination. 

“The university board refused to speculate on the destination of the professor. They 

wished to impose discretion upon this subject, out of respect for a ‘wonderful colleague 

and an exceptional scientist.’ They declared that they would soon announce their 

decision regarding the future of the Department of Neural Cybernetics.” 

Yuzuki read the report and smiled. “Andrey…what an elegant solution. He ‘buried’ Yuri 

for good.” 

“You’ve got to admit that the kid is one of a kind…” 

“What kid? He’s my age. Well, almost. Yes, I should have seen it. For a long time, I 

thought I was guiding his steps and that I was a good trainer for his mind. In fact, he controlled 

me all the time. Psychologically speaking, he was brilliant.” 

“You mustn’t think about that. You have all your life ahead of you.” 

“I don’t know what to do. I feel I need closure. To go home, for instance.” 

“Home…?” 

“Kanazawa.” 

“What about me?” 

“Come with me.” 

“What should I do in Kanazawa?” 

“What should I do in California…?” 

“It’s warm in California…” 

“It’s spectacular in Kanazawa…” 

“Let’s not talk about this now. Everything in its right time. But a few weeks on a 

California beach would be good for you”, concluded Orrin. 

“Honestly, all my life, I have wanted to see the ‘museum’ of Europe, from one end to the 

other. To start with the Mediterranean coast. I want to see Rome, Berlin, Paris, London…the 

North.” 
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“That would take a year at the least.” 

“What else do I have to do?” 

“Your project.” 

“The Salmon? They are big kids now. They can survive without me. I shall turn them 

over to the people who need them.” 

“And all your work? Your PhD? This sudden giving in frightens me!” 

“Orry…we are living in an experience studded with perceptions. I have learned how to 

survive it. I don’t know if it’s OK. Anyway, its values are temporary. And then, Orry…I was 

there…” 

She looked melancholy when she traced an indefinite space with her finger. “Do you 

think I need another confirmation? I know what I have to do. I know what I am meant to do, and 

it’s not the Salmon.” 

“I can accept that. But…am I included in your new plan?” 

“I hope so…” 

*** 

Rebalance… 

(The Core had learned the lesson again. It was going to build a new way of refreshing the 

Flow, and it would be more careful and more strict about its circuit and its purity. After all, this 

was what it had done for millennia—learned from the past. It had assimilated the need to match 

the Carriers and to generate more power for the Flow to adjust to the transformations it had 

met. 

Every time, every fact was an opportunity to develop. In the end, it was beneficial for the 

contents of the Core and for the freshness of the Buds. 

The fact that humankind was trying to take over part of the Core’s role was a matter for 

humans to solve. Yes, humankind was still spiritually fragile and still couldn’t define its own 

limits. Therefore, the Core was going to guide its own freshness even more diligently, not only 

for the Carriers, but also for the Core itself… 

…which had managed to contribute to this miraculous construction—human life—

throughout the times. In theory, nothing could change the belief in the Core’s collective self. It 
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had evolved from one human generation to the other, from one individual experience to the 

other. That was what it was meant to do, and in that, it would never fail. 

Nonetheless…the recent incursion had raised questions that had gotten no answers. 

Because this miraculous construction, the human being, had another partner… 

The Source. 

Did it know what humankind dreamed of? 

If yes, when would it make itself heard? 

And more importantly…how was it going to do that?) 

 

 

THE END 


