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Disclaimer  

 

Disclaimer: The Organism We Are is a work of speculative fiction. Coccotunnella 

perpetua, Stillomycin, Globalomycin, Lunaclaris, and Solaclaris are hypothetical 

entities created for the purposes of this narrative and do not represent real 

biological organisms or agents. The mathematical models (Pulse Thread Equation 

), 3D simulations, and biological descriptions within this book are fictional thought 

experiments, not real scientific research or experiments. No biological work, 

pathogen development, or antidote synthesis was conducted in the creation of this 

book. The author does not advocate for or intend any real-world application of 

these concepts, which are intended solely as a creative exploration of cosmology, 

psychology, and speculative science. 
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Introduction:  

Picture this: you’re sitting in your house—four walls closing in, a roof overhead, maybe a creaky 

floorboard groaning under your weight like an old man’s sigh. You’ve always thought of it as 

yours, a possession you claimed with a check or a lease, a stack of bricks and beams some 

sweaty contractor hammered together while you were busy elsewhere. It’s a comforting story, 

right? A little kingdom you rule, a dead thing you prop up with furniture and paint. But what if 

that story’s a lie? What if those walls aren’t just walls—what if they’re skin, warm and taut, 

flexing with every breath you take? What if they’re alive, pulsing, waiting for you to notice? And 

you—you’re not the owner, not the king in his castle. You’re the blood, rushing through its veins, 

the red tide keeping it from crumbling into dust. Leave it too long—30 days, a year, maybe 

more—and it doesn’t just sit there, empty and patient. It withers, rots, dies, like a carcass baking 

under a merciless sun, its boards splitting, its pipes choking on rust. 

Sounds crazy, doesn’t it? I thought so too, at first. I’d roll my eyes if someone pitched me this 

over coffee—probably spill some just to change the subject. But then I started looking closer, 

peeling back the layers of what we take for granted. I’m a scientist by trade—cut my teeth 

working with some big names, the kind who get grants and headlines. I even chipped in on wild 

projects and mad dashes to settle once and for all whether Earth’s a flat slab or a spinning ball. 

But this isn’t about flat or round, not some geometry puzzle to scribble on a chalkboard. This is 

about something bigger, something alive, something that grabbed me by the throat and wouldn’t 

let go. What if everything around us—your coffee mug steaming on the table, your car growling 

in the driveway, the whole damn city humming beyond your window—isn’t dead stuff we bend 

to our will? What if it’s all organic, a living thing we’re not just next to but stuck inside, tangled 
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up in its guts? What if we’re not building it—what if we’re feeding it, pouring ourselves into its 

maw? 

I call it the attached theory, and it’s been rattling around my head like a loose bolt ever since it 

clicked. We’re not separate from civilization, not architects sketching blueprints or kings issuing 

decrees from a throne. We’re part of its body—cells in a beast so vast we can’t see where it 

begins or ends. Thomas Hobbes got close to this centuries back with his Leviathan, that hulking 

image of society as a lumbering giant stitched together from our collective sweat. He saw us 

strapped into it, cogs in a machine we couldn’t ditch. But he didn’t push it far enough, didn’t step 

past the edge. It’s not just people knitting a system with laws and handshakes. It’s every object, 

every slab of concrete baking in the sun, every rusted pipe wheezing under the street—alive, 

humming, knit into a whole we can’t untangle. And us? We’re the juice, the blood, the spark 

keeping it going. So grab a seat, pour that coffee if you haven’t already—let’s figure out together 

if we’re really in charge here, or just the heartbeat thumping in something else’s chest. 

Here’s the deal, plain and raw: we’re not just living in civilization—we’re living as it. This isn’t 

some sci-fi gimmick cooked up for a late-night binge, all flashing lights and robot overlords. It’s 

real, grounded, what I’m staking my name on with this attached theory. Every object around 

us—your house creaking in the wind, the street outside buzzing with tires, the phone in your 

hand buzzing with notifications—isn’t dead material we boss around like hired help. It’s organic, 

alive, part of a massive organism we’re plugged into, wired into its circuits. We’re not the 

masterminds sketching its shape or the tyrants cracking whips over its growth. We’re the cells, 

the blood, the juice that keeps the whole thing breathing, its lungs heaving, its bones holding 

firm. Step away, ditch it—walk out that door and don’t look back—and it doesn’t just sit there, 

waiting like a loyal dog. It collapses, shrivels, dies, like a body without a pulse, its walls 

slumping, its streets cracking into silence. 

This isn’t uncharted ground, not entirely. Thomas Hobbes sniffed it out back in the 1600s with 

his Leviathan, sketching society as a living giant we’re all lashed to, a beast we can’t slip free 

from. He wrote, “Singly, they [thoughts] are every one a representation or appearance of some 

quality… of a body without us… worketh on… man’s body,” pinning down how objects don’t 

just sit idle—they press on us, nudge us, keep us humming in the system’s tune. For Hobbes, life 
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without it was “nasty, brutish, and short”—a brutal void we escape only by attaching ourselves, 

because alone, we’re screwed, flailing in the dark. John Locke shoved back against that, hard and 

fierce. He argued we’re not shackled like that, not born with chains. “All men are naturally in… 

a state of perfect freedom to order their actions, and dispose of their possessions and persons, as 

they think fit… without depending upon the will of any other man,” he said, betting we could cut 

loose from the organism, stand tall on our own, free in the wild with the wind at our backs. 

Hobbes fires back from the grave: try it, and you’re dust—civilization’s the organ we can’t rip 

out without bleeding dry. 

I’m riding with Hobbes on this, but I’m remixing it, turning the volume up. It’s not just society, 

not just the web of people and power he saw. It’s everything—walls of brick and plaster, steel 

girders stabbing the sky, cities sprawling like tumors across the earth—they’re flesh, not tools, 

not props. We’re attached, not by some contract we signed, but by pulse, by the rhythm thumping 

through us and them. I started thinking it was about Earth’s shape, about pinning down a line on 

a map, and I kept asking: what’s this world made of? Not dirt or math, not equations or rock 

samples—life, raw and pulsing. That’s when it hit me, under that ice-blue sky: we’re not perched 

on top of something dead, controlling it like puppet masters. We’re inside it, feeding it, our every 

move a beat in its chest. 

So buckle up, because we’re not escaping this organism—not today, not tomorrow. We’re 

digging in, peeling back its skin to see what’s underneath. What’s it doing with us, this beast we 

keep alive with our hands, our breath, our restless days? What happens if it stumbles, if it bleeds 

out, if the pulse we’re pumping slows to a whisper? I don’t have all the answers—not yet—but 

I’ve got questions that won’t quit, and they’re loud enough to shake the walls. Picture your house 

again, that creaky floorboard singing under your step. It’s not yours, not really. It’s part of 

something bigger, something that’s watching, waiting, humming along. And you—you’re not 

just sitting there. You’re the blood keeping it from rotting, the spark keeping it warm. Let’s 

figure out what that means—together—before it decides for us. 
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Book 1 

Attached Theory  

 

Chapter I: Everything Is Organic 

 

This chapter lays bare a wild claim: every object around us—sticks, houses, books, cities—isn’t 

dead matter we command but alive, pulsing, woven into an organic system where we’re the 

blood, not the bosses. It’s a thread tracing back through our tools—from a twig snapped off a 

branch to the swords that carved empires—showing how they didn’t just serve us but moved us, 

grew smarter and bigger, pulling us along in their wake. While this organism’s evolution ignites 

and explodes—words in books spinning out whole worlds, sprawling beyond imagination—we 

humans lag, tethered to the same old bones, unable to match its stride. Hobbes’s vision of society 

as a body gets a nod here, a faint echo of truth, but this goes further: every scrap of Earth is flesh, 

every pebble and page a living piece, and we’re its faltering pulse, pumping life into a beast 

that’s outgrowing us. 

You’ve probably never paused to think of your coffee mug as alive. I get it—it sounds unhinged, 

like something you’d scoff at over breakfast. We’re raised to see objects as dead, inert tools we 

twist to our whims. Pick up the cup, sip your brew, set it down—done, no questions. But what if 

that mug isn’t just clay fired in a kiln or glass blown smooth? What if it’s organic, a fragment of 

something vast, something throbbing with intent? Not in a woo-woo, mystical fog—think 

biology, systems, life humming under the surface. That’s the attached theory I’m driving at: 

everything you touch, from the chair creaking under you to the city skyline slicing the horizon, 

isn’t furniture or backdrop—it’s flesh, warm and breathing. And us? We’re the red stuff coursing 

through it, the spark keeping its veins from going cold. 
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Rewind to the beginning, to our first clumsy grabs at the world. A stick plucked from the 

dirt—gnarled, damp with dew—becomes a tool when some hunter ties a rock to it, chips it sharp 

into a spear. Simple, sure, but don’t miss the shift: that stick wasn’t just lying there, Earth’s 

forgotten scrap. It nudged us—whispered, hunt, and we obeyed, stalking through the 

undergrowth, blood pounding. Then a rock, honed into a blade, gleams copper under the sun, and 

later iron, forged hot and hard into a sword. Each step wasn’t just us bending the world; it bent us 

back. That spear dragged us into packs, the sword shoved us into wars—moved us as much as 

we swung them. And as those tools worked us, they grew—copper melted into iron, swords 

swelled into armies, huts of mud and straw stretched into villages, then cities of stone and steel. 

The organism woke up, learned, got craftier, more complex, using us to stretch its bones, thicken 

its skin—a beast we didn’t just shape but fed, a dance where we thought we led but often 

followed. 

Here’s the jolt, the kicker that hits hard: it’s still growing, and it’s fast—exponentially, a wildfire 

tearing through dry grass. Look at a book, that quiet slab on your shelf. Words on a page—ink 

smudged into paper—started as grunts in a cave, scratches on a rock to tally kills. Now? They 

spin whole worlds—empires rising in black print, galaxies sprawling across chapters, ideas 

stacking on ideas like bricks in a tower. That’s the organism evolving, not us. It’s building its 

own reality, a tapestry of thought and stone sprawling beyond our reach. Meanwhile, we’re 

stuck—same old bones, same old brains, maybe a bit taller, a bit longer-lived, but not 

exponential, not wildfire-fast. We’re the blood, yes, rushing through its veins, but it’s outrunning 

us, writing its story while we stumble along, tripping over our own feet. 

Take your house, that box you call home. Walls like skin, scarred with cracks from years of 

holding you in; pipes like arteries, gurgling with water you keep flowing. You’re not just living 

there—you’re its heartbeat, its breath. Leave it empty too long—months, a year—and it’s not just 

vacant; it’s a corpse. Boards rot, windows fog with mildew, the roof sags like a body giving up.  

Scale it up: a city’s one giant beast, streets snaking like veins, towers rising like bones, us 

rushing through like cells in a bloodstream. Stand on a rooftop at dusk, watch the lights blink 

on—thousands, millions of us keeping it alive. Hobbes glimpsed this in his Leviathan, called 

society a “great artificial man,” a body we’re all stitched into. He wasn’t wrong—people, laws, 
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order—but he stopped at the surface. It’s not just that. Every stick we sharpened, every sword we 

swung, every word we scratched into being—it’s alive, knit tight into a system we can’t step 

outside of. We’re the spark, the pulse keeping its heart thumping, the red rush that feeds its 

sprawl. 

Step outside, feel it under your boots—the hum of the pavement, the groan of a bridge as cars 

roll over it. A kid scratches a stick in the dirt, tracing lines that echo those first tallies; a worker 

hammers a nail into a beam, sweat beading, each strike a beat in the beast’s rhythm. Hobbes saw 

us as parts, cogs in his giant; I see us as the current, the flow. So next time you grab that coffee 

mug—warm from the last pour, curved to your grip—pause. Ask yourself: are you holding it, 

lifting it to your lips out of habit? Or is it holding you, pulling you into its pulse, a thread in a 

system too vast to break free from? 
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Chapter II: The Symbiosis Within 

This chapter peels back the layers of our bond with civilization, revealing not a mere coexistence 

but an entanglement—a living fabric where we’re stitched into its threads as much as it’s woven 

into ours. It’s a two-way street, a bloodstream running both directions: we sustain this organism 

of houses, streets, and cities, keeping its heart pumping, while it cradles us, shielding us from the 

raw chaos beyond its walls. There’s a push-pull here, a tension humming beneath the 

surface—our hands heap up its mass, piling brick and steel into its bones, yet it turns around and 

molds us, bending our paths, whispering its rules into our ears. Thomas Hobbes looms over this 

idea, his Leviathan casting us as cogs in a vast, artificial body—a “great artificial man” he called 

it—leaving us to wrestle with a gnawing question: how much of this dance do we truly lead, and 

how much are we just swaying to its rhythm? 

Here’s the thing about blood: it doesn’t chart its own course. It rushes where the body 

demands—through veins snaking under skin, into arteries pulsing with heat, looping back to the 

heart’s relentless thud—and in that flow, the body endures, doesn’t collapse into a heap of cold 

flesh. That’s us with civilization. We’re not renters signing a lease or tourists snapping photos; 

we’re fused into this organic sprawl, a mess of sinew and breath we can’t untangle ourselves 

from. It’s not a one-sided deal where we’re the masters barking orders at dead stone. No, it’s 

symbiosis—a dance where neither partner can slump to the sidelines, where every step we take 

keeps the floor from caving in, and every creak of the boards holds us upright. 

Picture your house again, that familiar shell you stumble into after a long day. You walk through 

the door, flick on the lights, pay the bills when they pile up, patch the leaks when the roof groans 

under a storm—it stands tall because you’re there, a heartbeat keeping its walls from sagging. 

But turn it around: you’re not shivering on a windswept rock or clawing at the dirt for shelter 

because it’s there, wrapping you in its embrace, a skin you didn’t grow but can’t shed. Leave it 

empty too long—weeks stretching into months—and it doesn’t just sit idle. The boards crack like 

brittle bones, pipes burst like ruptured veins, walls slump inward as if mourning your absence. 

You’re its blood, coursing through its frame, but it’s your hide too, a second flesh you lean into 

without thinking. 
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Now scale that up. A city sprawls out—millions of us darting through its arteries, keeping the 

lights buzzing, the asphalt patched, the water flowing. Picture a man on a rooftop, sweat beading 

as he hammers shingles into place, or a woman underground, wrench in hand, tightening a valve 

to stop a flood. Without us, it’s a ghost town—a skeleton of concrete and steel crumbling into 

dust, towers toppling like ribs stripped of muscle. But without it, we’re scattered—huddled under 

trees, scraping at the earth with broken nails, our voices lost to the wind. Civilization isn’t just a 

stage we strut across; it’s the air we breathe, the pulse we match, a beast we feed even as it 

cradles us. 

Our hands build its bulk, and it’s no small thing. Go back to the beginning: a stick plucked from 

the mud becomes a spear, then a copper blade, then an iron sword—each step piling more weight 

onto the organism’s frame. Huts swell into villages, then cities, then that million-dollar house 

down the street—tons of steel girders, panes of glass, coils of wire—all of it forged by our sweat, 

our grunt, our restless urge to stack higher. I saw it once, a crew pouring concrete into a 

foundation, their faces streaked with dust, the wet slap of it hardening into something permanent. 

That’s us, pouring ourselves into its growth, thickening its skin. But it’s not a puppet dangling on 

our strings. It pushes back—roads herd us into lines, walls box us into corners, books spill its 

version of reality into our skulls, shaping how we see the stars, the dirt, ourselves. 

Hobbes nailed it in his Leviathan: we’re parts of this “great artificial man,” cogs meshed into its 

guts, a body we can’t climb out of. He figured we traded our wild freedom for safety—step into 

the beast’s belly, and maybe, if you’re king, you grab the reins. But even then, you’re still inside, 

ribs pressing against your back, its breath fogging your view. I say it cuts deeper than that. We’re 

not just cogs spinning on command; we’re the pulse itself, the warm thud keeping its lungs 

heaving.  

Take a step outside that house, that city, and feel it: the hum under your feet, the way the 

streetlights flicker like eyes tracking your shadow. A kid kicks a can down an alley, and it clatters 

against a wall—metal on concrete, a tiny echo of our dance. We build skyscrapers that scrape the 

clouds, but they funnel us into elevators, pin us to desks, dictate our days. Hobbes saw us 

surrendering to survive; I see us locked in a waltz—our hands on its shoulders, its claws in our 

backs. Every nail we hammer, every road we pave, feeds its sprawl, but every turn we take is 
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nudged by its weight. So here we stand, blood and skin entwined, wondering: are we partners in 

this symbiosis, or just the pulse in something else’s chest, beating to a tune we’ll never call our 

own? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter III: The Mass We Feed 
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 This chapter plunges into the heart of our labor, the relentless outpouring of our energy into 

civilization’s swelling bulk—steel-framed houses, towering cities, a sprawling organism we 

fatten with every breath. It’s not just that we grow alongside it; we’re the fuel, stoking its 

expansion, while it, in turn, swells us into its shape. Here’s the twist: forget the old tale of 

abandoned cities sinking into ruin, vines strangling concrete in silent decay. No, this beast 

doesn’t wither without us—it chokes and overgrows with us, a glutton fed by our hands. From 

the first stick we sharpened to the skyscrapers piercing the clouds, we’re the ones piling on the 

mass, but it’s the organism that’s getting fat—bloated, insatiable. Hobbes’s shadow falls heavy 

here, his “great artificial man” whispering a warning: we’re building something that might 

endure long after us—or crush us beneath its weight. 

We’re not just living in this organism; we’re its sustenance, its lifeblood pumping vigor into its 

bones. Every swing of a hammer echoes like a heartbeat, every brick laid a pulse, every ton of 

steel hauled a transfusion straight into its veins. It’s no side gig, no casual pastime—it’s our 

existence, tethered to this beast as tightly as blood clings to muscle. Rewind the clock: a stick 

snatched from the mud turns into a spear, then a sword gleaming with copper, then iron—each 

step a heavier offering. Huts sprout into villages, then houses, then cities that claw at the sky. 

Now? A single structure—that million-dollar mansion gleaming on the hill—trades for 

thousands of tons of steel, glass, and wire, a mass dwarfing the weight of millions of us 

combined.  

You’ve seen the movies—Planet of the Apes, those post-apocalyptic flickers—where cities rot in 

our absence, concrete slabs swallowed by creeping vines, nature reclaiming what we left behind. 

Flip that script entirely. It’s not abandonment that overgrows them; it’s our presence, our endless 

churning. More people, more mass—cities don’t crumble into silence; they choke, gasping under 

their own bulk. Towers stack higher, piercing the haze like jagged teeth; roads clog with asphalt 

and exhaust, arteries hardening with every mile we pave. Steel and glass sprawl outward, a tumor 

swelling beyond its borders. I walked a street once, in a city so dense the air tasted of metal, 

where skyscrapers leaned over me like giants sizing up their meal. We convince ourselves we’re 

the architects, the kings forging a kingdom, but step back: we’re the blood, fattening the beast’s 

arteries, racing to keep its heart thumping while it outpaces our fragile frames. 
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History bears this out. Think of Rome—not the ruin we romanticize, but the living beast it was, 

its aqueducts pulsing with water hauled by slaves, its forums thick with bodies piling stone upon 

stone. Or take the industrial sprawl of the 19th century—factories belching smoke, railroads 

stitching the earth with iron, every hammer blow feeding a creature too vast to tame. It’s not 

new; it’s ancient, this dance of ours. But this is bigger, wilder. Every tool we’ve gripped, every 

wall we’ve raised, every page we’ve scratched with ink—it’s not ours alone; it’s the organism’s 

flesh, ballooning with our sweat, our grunt, our restless will. We’re the fuel, no question, the 

kindling keeping its fire roaring. 

So here’s the problem, the shadow creeping up behind us: when you’re feeding something this 

big, this fast, what happens when it’s full? Does it settle, sated, cradling us cozy in its gut like a 

mother with her brood? Or does it turn, its hunger shifting, and start digesting us to make room 

for more? Picture a city block—towers gleaming, streets buzzing—then imagine it silent, not 

abandoned, but emptied, its mass still standing while we’re gone, ground into its mortar. Hobbes 

didn’t stretch his vision this far, but the question hunts us now: are we building a legacy to 

outlast us, a monument etched into the beast’s hide? Or are we just the meat, fattening it up until 

it buries us in its folds? Every slab we stack, every rivet we drive, feeds its sprawl—but as it 

grows, its shadow looms, and we’re left scrambling, wondering if we’re the builders or the 

banquet. 

Step into that city again—feel the pavement hum under your boots, the steel groan as it settles, 

the air thick with the beast’s breath. A kid swings a stick at a lamppost, metal ringing out; a crane 

lifts another beam skyward, its whine cutting the dusk. We’re the ones swinging, lifting, 

feeding—but it’s the organism gorging, its bulk pressing down. Hobbes’s artificial man isn’t just 

a metaphor; it’s alive, its ribs creaking with every ton we add. We’re the fuel, yes, but as the 

mass piles up, the question gnaws louder: when the feast ends, who’s left standing—the beast, or 

the hands that fed it? 
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Chapter IV: The Pulse That Binds 

 

This chapter peels back the skin of our attachment, slicing through the surface to expose how it’s 

not just our hands or sweat tying us to this organism—it’s our minds, our guts, our every 

flickering thought, wired so deep we’re not merely blood coursing through its veins but its 

rhythm itself, its heartbeat pulsing through us, a throb so tight we can’t tell where we end and it 

begins. Try to rip free, and it’s not a clean break—you don’t just stumble into the wild, 

unshackled and whole; you unravel, threads of yourself fraying into the air, leaving nothing to 
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hold. Hobbes saw us surrendering to his Leviathan for survival, trading chaos for order in a 

bargain we could feel in our bones—but this is stickier, messier: we’re not choosing the beast, 

not bowing to it out of reason or fear; it’s in us, woven into our marrow, pulsing through our 

blood whether we like it or not, a rhythm we didn’t write but can’t stop humming. 

Picture your morning—simple, mundane, a threadbare routine you barely notice. You wake up, 

eyes gritty, roll out of bed—sheets clinging like damp skin, warm from your restless night—and 

shuffle to the kitchen, boots dragging across the floor. The coffee pot hums on the counter, a low 

drone threading through the air; the mug sits there, still warm from the last pour, its curve fitting 

your palm like it’s grown there. Routine, right? Dead simple, a rhythm you could trace blind. But 

stop—freeze mid-step—and feel it: that hum’s not just noise, not a background buzz you can 

tune out—it’s a pulse, alive, syncing with your own, threading through your chest, your hands, 

your half-awake haze. You don’t grab the mug out of habit; it calls you, its warmth tugging at 

your fingers, slotting into your grip like it’s part of you, an extension of your skin. The house 

creaks around you—floorboards groaning under your weight, walls leaning in with a sigh, the 

whole damn place breathing as you move through it, its rhythm wrapping around your steps, 

guiding your shuffle from bed to stove. You’re not running the show here, not the master of your 

morning—you’re caught in its pulse, dancing to a beat you didn’t write but can’t stop swaying 

to, a throb that hums through the walls, the air, your bones. 

It’s not just the house—it’s everywhere, threading through every corner you touch. Step outside, 

boots crunching on gravel or pavement, and the world thrums—streets alive with the growl of 

cars weaving through its veins, lights blinking like eyelids against the dawn, towers rising like 

ribs caging a sky that’s not a sky but a ceiling of flesh pulsing faintly overhead. You’re not 

strolling through a city, not a free soul picking your path—you’re coursing through its arteries, 

pulled along by a current you don’t control, a rhythm that threads through the asphalt, the steel, 

the flickering lights, tugging at your steps, your breath, your wandering gaze. But it’s not just 

life—it’s everything, deeper than survival, stickier than surrender. Every thought flickering 

through your skull, every itch to check your phone buzzing in your pocket, every tug to fix a 

leaky pipe dripping in the quiet—it’s the organism whispering, its pulse threading through your 

nerves, keeping you in step, humming in your veins. We’re not separate minds steering our days, 
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not captains charting our own courses—we’re its nervous system, firing on its cues, a web of 

signals pulsing through us, binding us to its rhythm whether we see it or not. 

Now, try cutting loose—picture it, feel the pull. People do—hermits retreating to shadowed 

woods, off-gridders staking cabins in the wild, folks who ditch the beast’s hum for a silence they 

swear is freedom, unshackled at last, breathing air they claim as theirs alone. But watch them, 

squint through the trees, and see it clear: that guy in the woods with his axe and his cabin, 

swinging at pines with a grunt, stacking logs into walls, a roof, a hearth—he’s not free, not 

peeled away from the beast’s grip; he’s still feeding it, building a tiny version of the organism, a 

pulse he can’t shake even in solitude. The axe cuts wood, the cabin rises—walls to lean on, a 

roof to shield him—and there it is, the rhythm again, threading through his swings, his breath, his 

small fire’s crackle, a shadow stitched to his heels he can’t outrun. Even the loneliest soul drags 

it along—a cabin’s hum, a fire’s pulse—because Hobbes wasn’t kidding when he said going solo 

was “nasty, brutish, and short.” Step out of the rhythm, and the silence doesn’t liberate you—it 

starves you, leaves you gasping in a void where no walls hold, no pulse guides. The organism’s 

not optional—it’s us, woven into our guts, our minds, our every twitch, a throb we can’t escape 

because it’s the beat keeping us alive. 

Here’s the gut punch, the twist that sinks deep: it’s not just holding us, cradling us in its 

rhythm—it’s thinking through us, dreaming through the flicker of our minds. That book you read 

last night, pages rustling under your fingers, the one that lit up your brain with ideas that felt so 

sharp, so yours—it’s not yours, not a spark you struck alone; it’s the organism talking to itself, 

spinning its own threads through the ink, the words, the quiet hum of your thoughts as you nod 

along, caught in its web. Cities don’t just grow with steel and stone—they grow with ideas, 

stories, rules piling up like fat on muscle, layering thick across its flesh, threading through our 

voices, our hands, our restless minds. We’re the blood carrying the signal—pumping through its 

veins, firing its nerves—but it’s the beast dreaming the dream, humming through the chatter of 

our days, the buzz of our nights. Ever wonder why you can’t quit scrolling your phone, fingers 

flicking through feeds that pulse with dread and hope in equal bites—wars flaring, skies falling, 

a child’s laugh breaking through the noise? It’s not you choosing, not your will steering the 

endless scroll—it’s the pulse, threading through the screen’s glow, binding you tighter to its 

rhythm, keeping you humming in its chest, a beat you didn’t start but can’t stop. 
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So, what happens if we stop—not just one of us slipping away, but all of us, a collective cut, 

starving the beast of its blood, its breath? The ghost towns give a hint—concrete cracks under the 

weight of silence, steel rusts into brittle flakes, the organism withers where no hands tend its 

veins, no voices thread its pulse. But we’d go down too—scatter into the dirt, no walls to lean on, 

no rhythm to guide us, our blood pooling useless in the dust. Hobbes called it chaos, a collapse 

into the wild where life’s “nasty, brutish, and short”; I call it bleeding out, a wound we can’t 

close because we’re not just attached—we’re the heartbeat in something vast, something that 

doesn’t let go, its pulse threading through our bones, our guts, our every flickering thought. Next 

time you feel that coffee mug in your hand—warm from the last pour, fitting your grip like it 

grew there—listen close, press your ear to the hum threading through its curve. That’s not your 

pulse you’re hearing—it’s hers, the beast’s throb humming back, binding you to its endless, 

living rhythm. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter V: The Weight of the Seed 

 

This chapter upends what you think you know about gravity, cracks open the tidy tale we’ve 

been spoon-fed since school, and drags it into the beast’s throbbing light. We’ve all heard the 

story: an apple drops on Newton’s head—thunk—and boom, he cracks the code, pins a name to 

the invisible hand yanking stuff down—gravity, a force as simple as a stone hitting dirt. Clean, 

neat, a law carved in numbers and chalk. But what if we’ve got it twisted, what if we’ve been 

staring at the shadow and missing the flesh? That apple wasn’t just falling, wasn’t just a prop in 

some physics play—it was a seed, a reproductive vector of the tree, doing the organism’s work, 
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tugged by a pulse we can’t unfeel. We see “down” and call it science, a cold rule snapping the 

world into place; I see a rhythm, a living tug, the beast—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing 

flesh—moving its pieces across the board. Humans, mammals, even the so-called “dead” stuff 

like gold or uranium—we’re not just objects dropping; we’re vectors too, aimed up or down by 

something awake, something pulsing, not some sterile equation scribbled in a dead man’s book. 

Start with Newton’s apple—roll it back, picture it clear. A tree stands gnarled and rooted, bark 

rough under a gray sky, its branches clawing upward, heavy with fruit. One apple—red, ripe, 

swollen with seed—snaps free, arcs through the air, and hits the ground—or Newton’s skull, if 

you buy the yarn—and we nod, smug and certain: “Gravity did that.” Fair enough—it fell, 

landed with a thud, rolled to a stop. But strip away the textbook gloss, peel back the neat little 

story we tell ourselves. That apple’s not just a fruit dropping like a stone; it’s a seed, the tree’s 

way of stretching itself across the dirt, planting more of its kind to claw at the sun. It’s not falling 

aimless—it’s reaching, guided by the organism’s rhythm, a pulse threading through its roots, its 

trunk, its fruit, tugging it down to sow, to root, to grow again. Trees don’t huddle in caves, 

shrinking from the light—they thrust upward, branches spreading wide, chasing sun with a 

hunger you can feel in their sap, while their roots twist deep below, anchoring the next round, 

threading through the beast’s flesh. Their vector’s a loop—up to breed, down to plant—and 

gravity’s not the boss here, not the stern professor cracking the whip; it’s the organism’s hand, 

warm and alive, steering the seed where it needs to go, humming through the dirt, the air, the 

apple’s quiet fall. 

Now flip it to us—humans, mammals, critters with lungs and legs, hearts thudding in our chests. 

We’ve got our own vector, and it’s up, always up—stand on two feet, build a hut with sticks and 

mud, stack a skyscraper piercing the clouds—we’re obsessed with climbing, reaching higher, 

piling our mess into the sky. Reproduction’s the same—not burrowing into the dark to spawn like 

worms, but rising, thrusting upward, weaving our lives into towers and towns, our hands 

stretching toward something we can’t name. Watch a deer leap over a fallen log, its hooves 

slicing the air; see a kid stretch for a branch, fingers brushing leaves with a grin—it’s not fighting 

gravity, not wrestling some cold force pinning us down; it’s riding a pulse, the organism’s urge 

threading through our muscles, our bones, thrusting us skyward with a rhythm we don’t question. 

We’re its blood, sure, flowing through its veins as we’ve always done, but we’re also its 
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shoots—sprouting where it points us, growing where it tugs, our every step a beat in its song. 

That “down” we feel, the tug at our heels, the weight in our legs—it’s not a cage locking us in 

place; it’s the beast keeping us tethered, a living leash anchoring us while we stretch its frame 

upward, threading through its endless pulse. 

Here’s where it gets messy, where the neat lines blur—step into the “non-organic,” the stuff we 

slap labels on: gold nuggets glinting in a stream, uranium chunks buried deep, steel beams 

gleaming in a forge. We call them dead, inert, slaves to gravity’s pull, tumbling down because 

they’re heavy, lifeless, nothing more. But are they? Dig them up, pry them loose from the beast’s 

flesh—what do we do? Haul them up, drag them out of the dark—smelt them in fire, shape them 

with sweat, stack them into cities that rise like ribs against the sky. Their vector’s upward too, 

not crawling on their own but hitched to us, pulled by our hands, our hunger, our endless need to 

build. A gold vein doesn’t slink out of the Earth unbidden; we rip it free with picks and grit, turn 

it into rings glinting on fingers, coins clinking in pockets, towers shining under a fleshy ceiling. 

Uranium doesn’t glow in the dirt for its own amusement; we drag it up, split its heart, power the 

organism’s hum with its fire—lights flickering, engines roaring, threading through its pulse. 

They’re not falling rocks, not dead weights tumbling down—they’re seeds of a different kind, 

reproductive tools the organism uses us to wield, vectors aimed upward by our hands, our will, 

our endless dance with its rhythm. Gravity’s just the leash, not the driver—a tug keeping them in 

reach while we lift them into its song. 

So why do we miss it, why do we squint and see only “forces” instead of flesh? Because we’re 

stuck on Newton’s math—apples dropping, moons orbiting, a universe pinned down by rules we 

can measure, scribble on a page, nod at like it’s the final word. Fair play—it works, predicts the 

fall, maps the arc. But that apple wasn’t a data point, wasn’t a dot on a graph—it was alive, part 

of a system that’s been growing since the first root punched through soil, threading through the 

beast’s flesh with a hunger older than numbers. We see gold sink in a pan, heavy and glinting, 

and call it physics—mass pulling mass; we don’t see the organism nudging us, whispering 

through our hands, urging us to yank it up, smelt it, make it shine, feed its mass with our sweat. 

Gravity’s not pinning us to the dirt like a cold, dead law—it’s the organism’s heartbeat, pulsing 

through seeds, bones, and ore alike, a rhythm weaving us into its endless throb. 
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Step back—let it sink in, feel it hum through you. That apple didn’t just fall—it landed, heavy 

with seed, ready to sprout, threading through the dirt to grow again. You don’t just stand—you 

rise, tethered to a beast that’s aiming you somewhere, its pulse threading through your legs, your 

hands, your restless mind. Gold doesn’t sit buried in the ground, glinting useless—it waits, heavy 

and warm, for us to lift it, to shape it, to grow the organism’s skin with its shine. We’re not 

fighting a force, not wrestling some cosmic rule—we’re dancing with a living thing, vectors 

tangled in its grip, threading through its rhythm with every step, every breath, every cut we 

carve. Next time you feel the Earth pull—boots sinking into dirt, shoulders slumping under the 

day’s weight—ask yourself, squint past the math: is that gravity, a cold law tugging you down, or 

the beast, warm and alive, planting you where it needs you next, threading you into its endless, 

pulsing song? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter VI: The Vector of the Beast 

 

This chapter cracks open the big one, the question that looms over every tunnel we’ve carved, 

every pulse we’ve echoed: where’s this organism going? Not just us—its blood pumping through 

the veins, its cities fattening with our sweat—but the whole damn thing, Earth itself, the beast 

we’re stuck inside, its flesh throbbing beneath our boots, its breath threading through our lungs. 

We’ve got vectors—seeds dropping from gnarled branches, humans clawing upward with towers 

and dreams, gold hauled skyward from its dark guts—but what’s the general direction of the 

monster itself, the sprawling, living thing that holds us? Flat Earthers scream it’s a stationary 

plane, a slab stretched flat under a ceiling we can’t pierce; Globe Earthers swear it’s a ball 
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spinning wild in a cosmic void, orbiting a sun we’ve pinned with math. They’re both half-right, 

half-lost, scrapping over shapes like kids fighting over a toy when the real kicker’s not the 

outline but the aim—the organism’s conscious shove through time and space, dragging us along 

in its wake, its pulse a rhythm we can’t outrun or outguess. 

Let’s start with the shape fight—roll it back, peel it apart. Flat Earthers stand on the cracked 

crust, point to the horizon stretching flat as a plank, and bellow, “See? No curve, no spin—just a 

plane with edges, holding us steady!” Their eyes trace the line where land meets sky—sharp, 

unyielding—and they dig in: everything falls straight down, no tilt, no swirl, a plane locked in 

place. Globe Earthers fire back, waving photos from the void—blue marble gleaming, edges 

rounded—tossing out math, ships vanishing bottom-first over the sea, clocks ticking slower at 

altitude: “Round, spinning, orbiting—done, case closed!” They’ve got their proofs—vectors 

curving toward a core, gravity bending space into a ball—and they’re smug about it. Both camps 

are hooked on direction—how things move, where the edges lie, what pulls us down or spins us 

round. Flat folks see a steady plane, a table where seeds drop and stay put; globe fans see a swirl, 

a dance of orbits and arcs, gravity threading us to a spinning heart. But here’s the hitch, the twist 

that cuts through their shouting match: vectors don’t come from physics, don’t sprout from cold 

equations or telescope lenses—they come from the organism, alive and humming beneath us. 

That apple from Chapter V didn’t fall because of some cosmic rule etched in stone—it fell 

because the tree, the beast, aimed it there, tugged it down to sow its seed. Shape’s just a shadow, 

a silhouette we squint at; the real question’s the direction it’s lunging, the vector of its will. 

Think of it like this—step back, feel it hum through you: an organism’s design isn’t random, isn’t 

a pile of parts thrown together by chance—it’s a map of its will, a blueprint pulsing with intent. 

A tree’s vector loops—branches clawing upward for sun, drinking light with greedy leaves, 

while roots twist downward through dirt, threading deep to anchor the next round, to sow the 

seeds that tumble from its boughs. It’s built to spread, to live, to stretch its green fingers across 

the beast’s flesh—a loop of up and down humming with purpose. Our vector’s up—stand on two 

legs, stack a hut with sticks and mud, pile a skyscraper piercing the clouds—we’re obsessed with 

climbing, thrusting skyward with every tower, every child we birth into its frame. Watch a deer 

leap over a fallen log, hooves slicing the air; see a kid stretch for a branch, fingers brushing 

leaves with a grin—it’s not fighting some invisible weight; it’s riding a pulse, the organism’s 
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urge threading through our muscles, our bones, aiming us upward with a rhythm we don’t 

question. So, Earth’s shape—flat slab or spinning ball? It’s not a riddle for stargazers or internet 

brawls—it’s the outline of its consciousness, the skeleton of its push, a vector flexing through its 

mass, its seas, its dirt, like muscles rippling on a spine we can’t see, shoving us where it wills. 

So, where’s it headed—where’s this beast lunging with its sprawling frame? Look at its moves, 

squint past the noise—see it clear. Trees don’t just grow—they carpet the ground with roots and 

shade, choke rivers with their tangles, reshape the air with their breath, threading green across its 

skin like a living web. Mountains don’t just sit, passive and cold—they buckle upward, slow and 

mean, grinding new ridges into the sky, their stone groaning with a pulse too deep to hear, 

reshaping its bones with every shudder. Cities don’t stop—they sprawl outward, swallowing 

fields with concrete jaws, puking smoke into the air, threading steel and glass through its flesh 

like veins stretching wide. The beast isn’t drifting aimless through time—it’s lunging, outward 

and upward, a vector that’s both broad and high, a shove threading through its dirt, its water, its 

air. Flat Earthers might call it spreading across a table, a plane growing thick with its scars; 

Globe Earthers might say it’s rolling through a galaxy, a ball spinning its way through the void. 

Me? I say it’s breathing—expanding its chest with every forest that creeps, every ridge that rises, 

every city that sprawls, stretching its skin with a pulse we feel but can’t map, aiming somewhere 

vast, somewhere we can’t see because we’re too busy pumping its veins, threading its rhythm 

with our hands, our lives. 

Hobbes missed this in Leviathan—he saw us locked in a giant body, trading freedom for order, a 

pact to survive the chaos of the wild. “The life of man is of no greater duration than the breath of 

his nostrils,” he wrote—true enough, pinning us to its lungs, a breath we borrow to live. But he 

didn’t clock the beast’s own stride, didn’t feel its pulse threading beyond our short gasps, a gust 

we’re riding through time, deeper and longer than our flickering lives. Its consciousness isn’t 

some ghost floating in the clouds, some detached mind we can pin with words—it’s the pulse 

humming through the dirt beneath our boots, the throb grinding in the steel we stack, the tug we 

mistake for gravity pulling us down. Flat or globe, the shape’s just a skin it wears, a costume we 

argue over while it moves; the vector’s its soul—shoving through eons, threading through its 

flesh, designing itself as it goes, a rhythm we echo but don’t steer. 
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Here’s the kicker, the twist that lands hard: we don’t get to vote, don’t get a say in the beast’s 

direction—it’s not a debate we can win with charts or shouts. It’s a stampede, a living lunge 

threading through time, dragging us in its wake, its pulse a roar we can’t outshout. We’re its 

blood, its vectors—scurrying to keep up, stacking our towers, planting our seeds, arguing over 

curves and edges while it lumbers on, threading its rhythm through our bones, our hands, our 

restless minds. Flat Earthers cling to their stationary plane, Globe Earthers spin their ball—both 

missing the beast’s shove, its aim pulsing beneath their feet. Next time you watch a tree sway in 

the wind, its branches clawing upward, its roots threading deep; next time you see a city creep 

wider, swallowing fields with its concrete jaws—don’t ask what shape it’s riding on, don’t squint 

for edges or curves. Ask where it’s pulling us—where this organism’s lunging with its sprawling 

frame—and what it’s chasing, threading through time and space, a direction we can’t name, can’t 

see, can only feel in the pulse humming beneath us, binding us to its endless, living shove. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter VII: The Cellular Sky 

 

This chapter stretches the organism past the dirt we tread and the air we gulp, out into what 

we’ve slapped a label on and called space—yanking it from the textbook shelf, dusting off the 

neat little pitch we’ve been fed since grade school. Forget that story—space isn’t an empty black 

nothing, a blank canvas dotted with stars like pinpricks twinkling in the dark, a void we can 

measure with rulers and math. It’s not a vacuum sucking at rocket hulls, not a cold equation 

scrawled on a chalkboard. It’s alive—raw, pulsing, a material substance organic down to its 

bones, threading through every corner we’ve dared to peek at. Aether cosmology calls it a 
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blanket, a wind rippling through the cosmos, tugging at planets with invisible fingers; the Bible 

paints it as water, a firmament splitting the heavens, holding back a flood above our heads. 

They’re both groping at the truth, clawing through the dark with half-blind hands: space isn’t 

aether or water—it’s flesh, a sea of cells stretching vast and thick, and we’re swimming in it, 

caught in its currents, mistaking it for sky the way blood cells might stare up at skin and call it 

the edge of everything, never guessing it’s just the ceiling of their world. 

Rewind to aether—roll it back to the old-school thinkers, long before telescopes pierced the 

night or rocket ships roared into the black. They didn’t see space as a dead gap, an absence 

yawning between pinpoints of light—they saw it as a medium, something real, something you 

could touch if you stretched far enough, a fabric threading through the cosmos, a wind that bends 

and flows, carrying light on its back, tugging planets through its weave with a rhythm you could 

feel if you listened close. It wasn’t empty to them—it was full, alive, humming with a pulse they 

couldn’t name but knew was there, threading through the stars, the moon, the sun’s fierce glare. 

Then flip to the Bible—Genesis cracking open with its own spin: “And God said, ‘Let there be a 

firmament in the midst of the waters, and let it divide the waters from the waters,’” it declares, 

painting space as a solid dome, wet and real, a barrier holding back a flood above, splitting the 

heavens with a weight you can almost feel pressing down. They’re not wrong—those old 

dreamers, those ancient scribes—they’re just squinting at the beast’s hide through different 

lenses, their hands brushing its flesh without knowing its name. Space isn’t aether’s wind or 

scripture’s water—it’s cells, countless and alive, a tissue stretching over the organism’s frame, 

pulsing with a life we’ve mistaken for distance, for dark. 

Picture it like this—close your eyes, let it hum through you: you’re a blood cell, coursing 

through a vein, red and small, threading through a tunnel of warm, wet walls. Above you, the 

skin glows—thin, taut, a ceiling sealing your world, its surface shimmering with a light you 

don’t understand. You don’t know it’s skin—you call it sky, the edge of everything, a boundary 

you can’t pierce, can’t imagine beyond. You and it are one—part of the same body, pulsing 

together, your tiny throb syncing with its vast beat, threading through its rhythm without a 

thought. That’s us in space—gazing up through the night, eyes catching stars glinting cold and 

far, feeling the moon’s tug on our tides, naming it “cosmos” with a shiver of awe—but it’s the 

organism’s flesh, cellular and thick, wrapping us in its grip, a sea of cells we swim through 
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without seeing its edges. The aether’s wind those old thinkers felt? That’s the cells shifting, 

flexing as the beast breathes, threading through the dark with a ripple we mistake for light’s 

lonely dance. The biblical water, that firmament splitting the flood? It’s the wet churn of life, the 

juice binding the tissue, pulsing through a sky that’s not a sky but a skin we can’t peel back. 

We’re not floating in a void, adrift in some cosmic nothing—we’re nested in its meat, threading 

through its veins, caught in its pulse. 

So, space moves—planets drift through their arcs, stars flare bright then fade, galaxies spin slow 

and vast—not because of some dry “gravity” law etched in Newton’s notebooks, not a cold 

equation tugging mass to mass, but because the organism wills it, its cells alive and humming 

with intent. Those cells up there—they’re not static dots pinned to a blackboard sky; they flow, 

divide, push the beast’s vector from Chapter VI outward and onward, threading through time and 

space with a rhythm we can’t outpace. We’re its blood, sure—pumping through its veins, 

clawing upward with our towers, scattering seeds with our hands—but space is its muscle, its 

skin, its lungs, heaving with a purpose threading through its endless sprawl, a pulse we feel in the 

tides, the stars, the tug at our heels. Hobbes didn’t stretch his Leviathan this far—he stopped at 

society’s ribs, tying us to a body we can’t quit. He saw the lungs, the breath we borrow, but he 

didn’t squint past the clouds, didn’t feel the beast’s frame threading beyond the dirt—its body 

sprawling into the dark, its cells pulsing through what we call space, humming with a life we’ve 

mistaken for silence. 

Here’s the twist—the jolt that lands hard and sticks: if space is cells, alive and thick, it’s not 

separate from us—it’s us, extended, threading through our bones, our blood, our every flickering 

thought. That starlight hitting your eye as you tilt your head back, piercing the night with its cold 

gleam? It’s not a distant twinkle, not some lonely spark burning out there—it’s the organism 

signaling itself, a nerve firing across its bulk, threading through its flesh to hum in your skull, a 

pulse you feel but call “wonder.” The moon’s tug on the tides, pulling waves against the shore 

with a rhythm we can’t outrun? It’s not a rock yanking water with some dead force—it’s the 

beast flexing its tissue, rippling through the seas with a throb threading through its cells, a pulse 

we ride without naming. We’re not explorers charting a frontier, not pioneers piercing a void 

with our ships and dreams—we’re blood cells drifting deeper into the vein, threading through its 

currents, staring up at the skin and calling it infinite, blind to the flesh we’re bound to. The aether 
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blanket those thinkers felt, the watery firmament scripture carved—they’re shadows, faint echoes 

of the real stuff: a cellular sky, alive and humming, threading through us, binding us tighter to the 

beast’s pulse with every breath, every glance we cast upward. 

Step back—let it sink in, feel it hum through your skin. Space isn’t out there, a frontier we can 

conquer or map—it’s in here, threading through the dirt beneath your boots, the air in your lungs, 

the blood pumping through your veins. It’s part of the organism we feed—its muscle flexing, its 

skin stretching, its cells pulsing with a life we’ve mistaken for distance, for dark. Next time you 

look up—stars glinting cold, moon hanging heavy, sky stretching wide—don’t see a void, don’t 

see a canvas of math and light. See a body—cells stacked on cells, moving, breathing, threading 

through the dark past where we can follow, humming with a rhythm we can’t outrun. We’re not 

stargazers standing apart, not lonely specks peering into the infinite—we’re the heartbeat, 

swimming in its skin, threading through its pulse, bound to the beast’s cellular sky. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter VIII: The Flesh of Time 

 

This chapter cracks open time like a bone and finds it bleeding—red and raw, pulsing with a life 

we’ve tried to pin down with clocks and calendars, only to miss the marrow beneath the skin. 

We’ve been taught it’s a river—flowing one way, steady and relentless, carrying us from cradle 

to grave, threading through our days like a thread we can’t cut—or a grid, a flat plane we pin 

dates on like bugs under glass, neat rows of years we can point to and say, “There, that’s when it 

happened.” That’s us playing smart with shadows, squinting at the flicker and calling it 

truth—but time’s not out there, ticking impartial and cold in some cosmic machine, a thing we 

can measure and cage. It’s in here—warm, wet, organic—a layer of the beast’s flesh, growing 
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thick and heavy with every pulse, threading through us like sap through a tree. Space is cells, 

stretching vast and alive as Chapter VII laid bare, but time’s the rhythm of those cells splitting, 

the organism’s breath swelling its hide across eons, a beat we feel in our bones and call “now.” 

We’re not travelers strolling down a timeline, marking miles with our steps—we’re the blood, 

sloshing through its veins, caught in its current, pulsing with its throb, naming the swell 

“present” because we can’t see the flood carrying us along. 

Think about how we cage it—how we try to wrestle it into something small, something ours. 

Clocks chop time into ticks—sharp little stabs of sound threading through the air, slicing the day 

into seconds, minutes, hours, a mechanical hum we lean on to keep us steady. Calendars slice it 

wider—boxes scratched into parchment or screens, twelve months, three hundred sixty-five days, 

a neat little loop we can circle back through, threading our lives into seasons we name and count. 

We dig up bones from the dirt—brittle relics of fish and beasts—date rocks with tools and charts, 

scribble histories in thick books, all to nail the past down, to pin it like a dead thing we can study 

under a lens. The future’s the same game—prophecies scratched in ancient scrolls, plans 

scribbled on paper, sci-fi dreams of starships threading through the black—we stretch forward, 

guessing at tomorrow like it’s a prize we can grab. It’s us trying to wrestle the beast, to map its 

stride with our puny hands, to tame its pulse into something we can hold and name. But step 

back—lean into it, feel it hum: that clock’s tick isn’t yours, isn’t a machine’s cold chime—it’s the 

organism’s heartbeat, threading through the gears, syncing us to its pace, a rhythm we dance to 

without choosing the steps. Those fossils we dig up? They’re not dead relics gathering 

dust—they’re scars in its skin, etched with the beast’s own throb, pulsing with a life we can’t 

bury. Tomorrow’s not a guess we make—it’s the beast’s next inhale, swelling with an intent we 

can’t outrun, threading through its flesh with a hunger we can’t see. 

Rewind to the tree from Chapter V—roll it back, let it grow in your mind’s eye. A seed drops 

from a gnarled branch, heavy with life, tumbling through the air to hit the dirt—sprouting, 

clawing upward through soil, threading its roots deep while its trunk rises, years passing slow 

and steady, rings stacking thick in its wood like layers of time pressed tight. We call it aging, nod 

at the seasons ticking by—I call it the organism flexing time, folding it into wood with every 

pulse, threading its rhythm through bark and sap, a living beat stretching its frame. Scale that 

up—step out, see it vast: mountains rise slow and jagged, their stone groaning as they buckle 
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upward, threading through eons with a throb too deep to hear; rivers carve twisting paths through 

the dirt, threading through the beast’s flesh with a pulse that shapes its bones; cities sprawl 

outward, swallowing fields with concrete and steel, threading through time with a hum we 

mistake for progress. Space moves—planets drifting, stars flaring—because time’s alive, pushing 

cells outward, thickening the beast’s bulk with every shudder, threading its rhythm through the 

cosmos we call “out there” but feel right here. Hobbes brushed this in Leviathan, peering at the 

beast we’re bound to—“The present only has a being in nature; things past have a being in the 

memory only,” he wrote, pinning time to our heads, a flicker we hold in our skulls. He was 

half-right—memory’s real, threading through us like a scar, but it’s not ours alone—it’s the 

organism’s, etched into its flesh, replaying itself through our eyes, our hands, our restless minds, 

a pulse we carry without owning. 

Here’s the meat of it—the raw, bleeding core: time’s not separate from the beast, not a line we 

walk or a grid we map—it’s how it grows, a living layer threading through its frame, pulsing 

with every beat of its heart. Every second you feel slipping by—sliding through your fingers as 

you sip coffee, watch the sun sink, hear a clock tick—that’s a cell dividing, a vein lengthening, 

the organism’s consciousness churning beneath your feet, threading through your blood with a 

rhythm you can’t stop. The past isn’t gone, a ghost we chase with books and bones—it’s the 

beast’s bones, thick and solid, holding us up, threading through its flesh with a weight we feel 

but call “history.” The future’s not coming, a prize we can plan for or dream up—it’s the beast’s 

hunger, reaching for more, threading through its pulse with an intent we can’t outguess, a swell 

we ride without steering. We’re stuck in the middle—blood cells caught in the wave, sloshing 

through its veins, thinking we’re steering the current when we’re just along for the swell, 

threading through its rhythm with every breath, every thought. That history book you read last 

night—pages rustling under your fingers, tales of wars and kings lighting up your skull? It’s the 

organism whispering its own story, threading through your eyes, using your mind to hum its 

song. That deadline you’re chasing—sweat on your brow, clock ticking louder—? It’s the beast 

nudging you, tugging at your hands to fatten its frame, threading its pulse through your restless 

push. 

So, what’s it building toward—what’s this beast growing into with its endless throb? Look at its 

tracks—peel back the dirt, squint through the haze: life doesn’t shrink, doesn’t curl inward—it 
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explodes, threading through slime in the deep, sprouting into forests thick with green, piling into 

towers that claw at the sky, a swell that grows bigger, deeper, wilder with every pulse. Time’s the 

fuel—threading through its cells, stretching the organism’s frame with a rhythm we can’t 

outpace, a beat pumping its muscle thicker, its skin wider. Space spreads its hide—planets 

drifting, stars flaring—while time threads its flesh, pushing its bulk outward, threading through 

eons with a purpose we can’t see. We’re not counting down to an end—not ticking off seconds to 

some final crash—we’re feeding a beginning, threading through a swell that’s already out of 

sight, pulsing beyond our grasp. Every tick’s a growl threading through its veins, every tock’s a 

step lumbering forward, the beast striding somewhere vast, its pulse humming through the dirt, 

the air, the flesh of time itself. 

Step back—let it hum through you, feel it thread through your skin. Time isn’t a river we ride or 

a grid we pin—it’s the beast’s flesh, alive and growing, threading through every second we 

breathe, every beat we feel. Next time you watch a second hand twitch—its sharp tick slicing the 

quiet—or see a tree’s rings stack thick with years, don’t hear a machine counting down, don’t see 

a dead past piling up. Hear the flesh of time—warm, wet, flexing around you, threading through 

its cells with a pulse you can’t outrun—and wonder how long it’s been awake, how deep its 

rhythm’s been humming, stretching its hide across a sprawl we’re too small to see, too bound to 

name. 

 

Chapter IX: The Shedding Pulse 

 

This chapter locks eyes with death and finds it alive, breathing, not the cold wall we’ve built it 

up to be—heart stilled, lungs emptied, dust settling, game over. We’ve pinned it as a full stop, a 

curtain drop, but what if it’s no cut-off at all, just a bend in the organism’s stride? Imagine ten 

kids, all six years old, crowded into a dim room, their small fingers wiggling loose baby teeth 

under flickering light. They don’t know what’s coming—no grown-up’s let slip the secret of 

adult teeth shoving through the gums. So they guess, voices tumbling over each other: “Maybe 

they grow back like lizard tails, quick and green.” “Maybe we get fangs, sharp as wolves.” 
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“Maybe nothing—just holes forever.” Wild shots in the dark, no map, just gut and wonder. That’s 

us with death—grown humans, hearts ticking like clocks, ashes hovering on the horizon, hurling 

theories into a void we can’t peek past. It’s not a finish line scratched in the dirt; it’s a shed, a 

pulse, the beast sloughing its skin to reveal what’s next. 

Take those kids again, huddled close. A tooth slips free, small and bloody in a palm, and 

they stare, wide-eyed. It’s no tragedy—it’s a trade, old swapped for new, a messy little miracle. 

The gum bleeds red, the root shrivels to nothing, but beneath, the jaw’s already stirring, a low 

hum as it nudges up the next set—organic, raw, alive. Now stretch that image wide: your heart 

falters, breath catches and fades, your body’s either torched to ash or tucked into the earth. We 

call it dying, slap a hard period on the sentence—done, over, lights out. But what if it’s the 

organism pulling the same trick, just on a grander scale? We’re its blood, pulsing through its 

veins, sure—but blood cells don’t stick around forever. They burst, they recycle, they spill back 

into the flow to keep the body thrumming. Death’s not us shattering into pieces; it’s the beast 

shedding, churning us through its guts, folding us back into its veins like a river reclaiming its 

rain. 

We guess like those kids because we’re blind to the jaw, to the machinery humming 

under the surface. “Heaven’s up there,” one of us declares, jabbing a finger at the sky, picturing 

golden gates and endless light. “No, it’s lights out,” another snaps, arms crossed, betting on a 

black nothing. “Reincarnation,” a third muses, “a new body, a fresh shot at the game.” Ten adults 

in a room, all the same age, no wise outsider to spill the truth—just us, spitballing across the gap, 

clutching our loose teeth of hope and dread. Life’s not snuffed out like a candle; it’s stirred, 

reworked, reshaped. The organism doesn’t toss us aside; it kneads us back in—like soil 

swallowing a seed to spit out a sapling, or space flexing its cellular skin from Chapter VIII. 

Death’s not silence; it’s the rhythm of time’s flesh, a beat we mistake for a final note. 

Look around at the signs—they’re everywhere, if you squint. A tree sheds its leaves in 

autumn—crisp, brown, dead to the eye—and they flutter down, gone. But watch: they mulch into 

the dirt, soak into roots, spark green shoots come spring. A deer stumbles in the woods, 

collapses, its bones bleaching under the sun—end of the line, right? No—worms burrow in, grass 

spikes through the decay, and the beast hums on, its pulse unbroken. Us? We’ve got our own 
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rituals— incinerate the body, scatter the ash on a wind-swept hill, or bury it deep, coffin creaking 

under shovelfuls of earth. Nothing’s wasted; it’s turnover, not loss. The organism’s pulse sheds 

what’s spent, thickens its hide with every cycle. We’re not separate, punching a clock and 

checking out—we’re part of the shed, blood cells popping to grease the next round. That smoke 

curling skyward? It’s not an exit sign; it’s the beast inhaling, drawing us back into its lungs. 

So why all the guessing? Because we’re still those kids in the room, holding bloody 

relics, no clear view of what’s brewing below. We see the hole, the absence, not the force 

nudging up through the dark. Death’s organic—not a glitch in the code, not a cosmic 

punishment, but a flex in the beast’s design, a pulse in its endless stride. Ten kids might dream up 

lizard tails or fangs; ten of us might wager on halos, worms, or a second spin. Doesn’t matter 

who’s right—the organism knows, has known since the first cell split and shed its shell, pulsing 

through time, through space, through us. Step outside, feel the air brush your skin, the ground 

thrum underfoot. A leaf falls, a bird’s bones sink into moss—it’s all shedding, all pulse. Next 

time your heart thumps, don’t count it down like a timer. Feel the shed creeping closer—warm, 

alive—and wonder what’s growing in the gap, what the beast is humming into being with the 

dust we leave behind. 
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Book 2 

 The Detached Theory 

 

Chapter I: The Choice to Clash 

 

We’ve lived inside the beast—Earth as a sprawling, breathing organism, civilization its flesh, us 

its blood, coursing through veins we didn’t carve. That was the attached theory: no escape hatch, 

no sharp edge to grip, just the relentless hum of a giant we feed with our sweat and breathe with 

our lungs. It’s been our cradle, our cage—a pulsing leviathan we sustain, its heartbeat syncing 

with ours. But what if we’re not so stuck, not so fused into its skin? John Locke, back in the 

1600s, lobbed a wrench into that airtight trap. “All men are naturally in… a state of perfect 

freedom to order their actions, and dispose of their possessions and persons, as they think fit… 

without depending upon the will of any other man,” he wrote in his Two Treatises of 

Government, a defiant shout against invisible chains. For him, we’re not born shackled, not 

doomed to kneel—we’ve got free will, a spark to swing a fist or sprint for the horizon. Flip that 

lens onto the organism: if Earth’s alive, a vast beast throbbing with intent, maybe we’re not its 

heartbeat by default, not its obedient pulse. Maybe we’ve got options—fight its grip, knuckles 

bared, or flee its jaws, feet pounding the dirt. 

This is the detached theory, and it splits down two jagged paths. First: we’re in conflict, fists 

clenched, squaring up against the organism we’ve called home since we first stacked sticks into 

shelters. Second: we’re not scrapping at all—we’re slipping out, peeling free from its hide, 
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sliding through the cracks. Locke’s freedom plants the seed here—man’s not a cog grinding in a 

machine, not a cell locked in a bloodstream, but a spark, a live wire that can choose its arc. Fight 

or flight, clash or cut loose—it’s a fork in the road, a moment of defiance. The Earth stays what it 

is: a beast, awake, its dirt and steel humming with purpose, its rivers and roads flexing like 

muscle. But us? We’re not just passengers anymore, not drones riding its swell. We’re at the 

crossroads, staring down its throat—teeth glinting, breath hot—deciding if we punch through or 

bolt for the shadows. 

Let’s start with conflict, the first fork, the one that feels like a fist tightening. Picture it: the 

organism’s been gorging itself, fattening up on our labor—cities bloating into mazes of concrete 

and glass, skies thickening with smoke and steel, time itself flexing its hide like a muscle 

stretching under strain. Book 1 painted us as its blood, the red rush feeding its endless sprawl, 

keeping its bones from crumbling. But what if we’re not willing juice, not content to drip quietly 

through its veins? What if we’re a fever burning hot, a splinter lodged deep, clawing at its guts 

with every move? Locke’s free will hands us the reins—or maybe a blade. We can push 

back—build a hut and torch it to ash, dam a river and let it flood the valley, stack a tower high 

and topple it with a grin. Every shovel we jam into the dirt, every fire we set in the woods—it’s 

us spitting in its eye, daring it to flinch. The beast shoves us hard—roads box us into grids, walls 

lean in close, hemming us tight—but we shove back, cracking its ribs with axes, bombs, raw 

defiance. Hobbes saw us surrendering to his Leviathan, bowing to its bulk for safety; Locke sees 

us swinging, wild and free, carving our own mark. 

Think of the signs, the scars we’ve left. A forest razed for a factory—trees felled, roots ripped 

out, the air thick with sawdust and diesel. That’s conflict, man slicing into the organism’s flesh to 

pulse his own rhythm, to claim a beat it didn’t write. Or take a city choking on smog—not just its 

growth, but ours, our machines poisoning its lungs while we cough in the haze, a mutual 

bruising. Earth’s not dead dirt underfoot; it’s alive, kicking back—quakes rumble through its 

spine, storms bite with teeth of wind and rain, vines creep over our ruins like a slow 

counterpunch. We’re not separate from it, not yet—it’s still the beast we’re tangled in, its tendrils 

wrapped around us—but we’re not its tame blood either, not its loyal sap. We’re a rogue cell, a 

virus maybe, choosing to clash instead of flow, to scrape and scratch instead of soothe. Locke’s 
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freedom isn’t peace—it’s a blade, sharp and double-edged, a chance to cut against the grain, to 

bleed where it expects us to heal. 

History’s littered with these clashes, if you look close. Rome didn’t just build aqueducts and 

roads—it hacked them out of the organism’s hide, stone by stone, blood by blood, until its pulse 

thrummed with empire. Then it burned, not by nature’s hand alone but by ours, torches flung 

against its own walls. Or think of the coal-black cities of the 1800s—factories roaring, skies 

turning to soot, us feeding the beast and choking it in the same breath. 

So the organism hums—awake, vast, its vector lunging outward, stretching its skin across time 

and space. But we’re not humming along, not anymore—not without question. Conflict’s the first 

crack in the attached shell: we’re in it, born from its dirt, nursed by its rivers, but we can fight it, 

can bare our teeth against its pull. Ten kids losing teeth might guess at fangs, dreaming of bites to 

come; ten of us, hearts pounding, might guess at war, at the clash that defines us. The beast 

doesn’t blink—it grows, it sheds, it drags us forward with its weight. Our choice hangs heavy: 

swing at its jaw, fists bloody, or start running, feet kicking up dust. That’s where Locke leaves 

us—free, maybe, dangling on the edge, but still close enough to smell its breath, to feel its heat. 

Next time you kick a stone down the road, send it skittering against a curb, or torch a field and 

watch the flames dance—pause. Ask yourself: are you feeding it, stoking its endless hunger? Or 

are you drawing first blood, marking the beast with a wound it won’t forget? 
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Chapter II: The Mirror’s Rattle 

 

Picture a gorilla prowling the jungle—chest broad as a cliff, fists like boulders—until he 

stumbles on a mirror propped against a warped tree, its glass flashing in the dim light. He halts, 

stares hard. What does he see in that polished plane? Maybe his own shaggy bulk—eyes glowing 

like embers, teeth bared in a snarl that could shred the silence. Or maybe a rival gorilla, another 

brute poised to lunge. He snorts, breath steaming the surface, thumps his chest with a boom that 

rattles the branches, hair bristling like a storm on the rise. Yet he never clocks the mirror 

itself—the slick, sharp trickster flinging his glare back at him. It’s not a window to peer through 

or a specter to haunt him; it’s a shield, a rattle on the rattlesnake of civilization, that throbbing 

organism we’re snarled in. That’s us too—growling at reflections, flexing at phantoms, blind to 

the beast’s crafty sidestep, trapped in its play. 

This is conflict theory, unvarnished and pulsing, stripped to its core. The organism—Earth with 

its soil and stone, its cities of steel and asphalt, its tangle of things—doesn’t just sit still like a 

lump we sculpt. It’s alive, alert, and bristling with defenses we don’t always spot. The mirror’s 

one: a gleam of glass, a lie we can’t look past, a snare that digs in deep. The gorilla doesn’t pause 

to muse, “That’s a device, a deception.” He reacts—fight or freeze—because it’s carved into his 

gut, an itch to clash that needs no logic. We’re no different. Pick up a rock, a stick, a 

doorknob—your fingers curl, not just to wield but to wreck it, to feel it yield. Swing a door wide, 
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and there’s a shove in your arm, a twist in your bones, like you’re aching to smash the frame 

apart. It’s buried, a shadow beneath the skin, but it’s there: we’re at war, sensing the organism as 

a threat, a rival beast glaring back, daring us to move. 

Zoom in on that mirror, edge closer. Say the gorilla twigs it’s not him, not another ape ready to 

brawl—just a shiny slab echoing his growl. Does he ease up, let it slide? Not a chance—he still 

swells, chest heaving, roars until the jungle quakes, muscles taut to scare it off. But he doesn’t 

smash it. Why? It’s glass—cutting, merciless, a slash that’d tear his flesh if he struck. We’re 

wired the same. That coffee mug from Book 1, the one we tagged as alive, still hot from the last 

sip? You grip it, squeeze until your hand trembles, feel the urge to crush it to bits—but you hold 

back. The car key in your pocket, the phone buzzing in your fist, the wall you lean on when the 

day drags—you press against them, probe their strength, dare them to snap. Not because they’re 

tools to command, but because they’re the organism’s skin, its rattle, hissing back with every 

touch. We yearn to break it, to splinter it and prove we’re loose, but its edges—sharp, 

cold—keep us pacing, circling, caught in the standoff. 

John Locke’s words crash in from the 1600s, bold and unyielding. “A state of perfect freedom to 

order their actions,” he wrote in his Two Treatises, offering choice, not shackles, a spark to chart 

our own course. The gorilla’s got it in his blood: charge the mirror or back away, swing or slip 

off. We’ve got it too: shatter the door or turn the knob, smash the glass or step aside. But the 

organism’s cunning—it doesn’t just snarl; it deceives, twists the game. Roads channel us into 

streams, walls cage us in tight, objects glint like bait on a trap, drawing us in. We’re not 

blind—we feel the threat, the living pulse under our soles, the way the air shifts when a structure 

creaks or a light flickers. That’s why we kick stones across the ground, hear them clang off 

metal; why we slam drawers with a crack that cuts the quiet; why we snap twigs just to feel the 

break. It’s not aimless—it’s conflict, a gorilla flexing at glass, us jabbing at a beast we can’t fully 

grab, can’t fully shake. Hobbes would bolt us to his Leviathan, trapped in its grip; Locke says we 

can swing, can carve through the knot. 

History bears the scars of this clash, etched deep. The Luddites in the 1800s didn’t just break 

looms for wages—they smashed them because those iron hulks felt alive, oppressive, a new skin 

squeezing tight. Armies razed cities not just to win but to wound the organism’s flesh—walls 
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toppled, streets scorched, a defiance that roared louder than strategy. Even now, the urge hums in 

the mundane: a foot scuffs a curb, a hand twists a key until the lock groans—small rebellions, 

testing the beast’s give. No one needs to say it; it’s felt, a tension coiled in the bones. 

So the mirror rattles, civilization’s defense humming low, a warning woven into its shine. We’re 

not its blood here, not the steady flow from Book 1—we’re its burr, its tremor, clawing at its 

seams for a split. Every grip’s a gauntlet, every push a taunt, every twitch a spark: can we crack 

it? Beneath the surface, we know—this thing’s alive, and it’s not us, not ours to master. Step into 

your day: twist a key, feel the resistance bite; kick a curb, hear the dull thud echo. That urge isn’t 

to use—it’s to break, to clash, to see if the rattle bites back, if it draws blood first. The 

organism’s watching, glass-sharp and steady, its edges gleaming in the dusk. How long do we 

stalk around it? How long till we swing for real, fists raised, and tear past the reflection to what’s 

waiting beyond? 
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Chapter III: The Projected Snare 

 

The mirror’s not just rattling now—it’s projecting, and it’s got more up its sleeve than your own 

glare bouncing back at you. Stand there—gorilla or man, fists clenched or hands loose—and it’s 

not only your snarl staring back, teeth bared or jaw tight. It’s the trees swaying behind you, their 

leaves rustling in a breeze you can almost hear; it’s the dirt underfoot, cracked and warm; it’s the 

sky stretching wide, a fleshy ceiling pulsing faintly overhead—a whole scene shimmering in the 

glass, vivid as the world you’re standing in. Chapter 2 called it a defense, a trick spun by the 

organism we name civilization, Earth alive and cunning, its flesh threading through every wall, 

every root, every breath we take. But it’s deeper than that—darker, stickier: those reflections 

aren’t real—not you flexing in the frame, not the stuff around you grounding your feet. They’re a 

snare, a mind game woven by the beast to tangle your consciousness, to keep you guessing, 

threading doubt through your skull until you’re lost in its maze. It’s not about showing truth, not 

about laying bare what’s what—it’s about flooding you with fakes, tossing up two lies to pick 

from, neither right, both threading through your thoughts like a trap snapping shut. 

Here’s how it plays—step up, feel it hum. You lock eyes with the mirror, its surface glinting cold 

under the light, and it spits back an image: you, flexing, shoulders squared, plus the jungle or the 

room—vines twisting through the air, chairs squat and solid, whatever’s near threading into the 
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frame like it belongs. Your gut kicks in, fast and sure—“That’s me, that’s here,” it growls, a 

reflex you don’t question, a certainty you lean on without thinking. But hold it—squint closer, 

peel it back: it’s not you, not here—it’s a projection, a flicker cooked up by the organism’s skin, 

threading through the glass with a pulse you can almost feel humming under your fingertips. The 

beast doesn’t stop at bouncing light, at playing a simple echo trick—it crafts a show, a distraction 

threading through your eyes, clogging your head with shadows that dance too real to dismiss. 

Two false realities pop up fast, snapping into place like jaws closing around your thoughts. One: 

the image is bad—ugly, weak, a threat glaring back, a rival to smash, like the gorilla in Chapter 2 

bristling at a foe he can’t touch, fists itching to shatter the lie. Two: the image is good—strong, 

safe, a friend to trust, a version of you threading through the glass that feels right, feels warm, 

feels home. Pick your poison—both are bunk, both are ghosts flickering in the frame, and that’s 

the point: confusion, not clarity, is the organism’s game, a snare threading through your mind to 

keep you spinning, guessing, caught. 

Fake doesn’t mean bad, though—hold that thought, let it simmer. A kid sees a puppet 

show—shadows dancing on a wall, wooden limbs jerking under strings—and grins wide, eyes 

glinting with a joy that’s real even if the figures aren’t, threading through the dark with a magic 

he doesn’t question. A movie’s a lie too—actors threading through scenes on a screen, scripted 

tears and laughter—but it grips you, pumps your pulse with a beat you feel in your chest, 

threading through your blood with a pull you can’t shake. The mirror’s projection could be good 

for some—a comfort threading through the blur, a story to lean on when the world feels too 

sharp, too raw, a flicker that soothes even if it’s fake. But good or bad’s beside the mark—it’s 

still a sham, a trick threading through your eyes to tangle your thoughts, and the organism’s not 

your buddy or your enemy here, not picking sides to help or hurt. It’s a puppeteer—tugging 

strings with a deft, unseen hand, threading doubt through your skull to keep you spinning, caught 

in its web. Locke’s freedom from Chapter 1—“A state of perfect freedom to order their 

actions”—dangles there, a promise of choice shimmering in the air, but the mirror’s muddying 

the shot, threading confusion through your sight until fight or flight’s a coin toss in the dark. You 

can swing at the glass or run from it, but how do you choose when you can’t trust your eyes, 

when every flicker’s a lie threading through your head? 
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Now stretch it wilder—lean into the unease, let it hum through you. What if everything outside 

the mirror’s edges—the trees swaying in the wind, the chair squat against the wall, your own 

damn hands trembling in front of you—is more of the same, threading through your sight with a 

pulse you can’t pin down? Not solid stuff you can grab, not “real” in the way you’ve always 

leaned on, but projections too—flickers spun from the beast’s other parts, its skin, its bones, its 

vast, throbbing frame threading through the world you call yours. That wall you lean on—cool 

and firm under your palm—might be a shimmer from its hide, a shadow threading through your 

touch to feel solid. The rock you kick—gravel crunching under your boot—might be a ghost 

flickering from its veins, threading through your senses to seem real. The sky you squint 

at—fleshy and pulsing overhead—might not be “up there” at all, but a projection threading 

through your eyes, layered up thick to look vast, to feel endless. The mirror’s not alone—not a 

lone trick rattling in front of you—it’s one cell in a web, every slab of Earth beaming fake scenes 

to trap you deeper, threading through your sight, your touch, your every step. You’re not just 

facing glass—you’re swimming in a hall of mirrors, each one rattling, each one lying, the beast’s 

mind game looping tight around you, threading doubt through every crack until the world’s a 

snare you can’t claw free from. 

So, the organism projects—not to help or hurt, not to guide or damn, but to snare—threading 

confusion through your skull with a pulse you can’t outrun. You flex at the glass, like the gorilla 

bristling in Chapter 2, fists itching to smash it, to break the lie staring back—but it’s cutting 

sharp, its edges glinting cold, and now you’re not even sure what’s breakable, what’s real enough 

to shatter. Is the chair solid—wood creaking under your weight—or a flicker threading through 

your grip? The door—its knob cool in your hand—or a projection threading through your touch? 

You—standing there, heart thudding, sweat beading on your brow—or a ghost threading through 

the glass, a lie staring back? Locke says you’re free to swing or run—“A state of perfect 

freedom”—a choice dangling bright and sharp, but the beast’s got a trick up its sleeve, threading 

through your eyes with a pulse too sly to dodge: flood your head with ghosts, split your 

choice—bad image, good image, all fake, all threading doubt through your will. Conflict’s still 

here, subconscious and hot—you feel the threat humming in your gut, threading through your 

nerves—but the mirror’s rattle’s a maze now, a web of lies threading through your sight, tangling 

your steps. Next time you catch your reflection—eyes glinting back, scene shimmering 

behind—don’t just glare, don’t just flex or flinch. Ask—let it hum through you—what’s it 
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hiding, threading through the glass with a pulse you can’t trust? And what’s projecting the 

rest—the world beyond the edges, the beast’s endless snare? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter IV: The Ticking Vein 

 

The clock sits there—round face staring blank, hands crawling slow and relentless across its 

surface, a hum threading through the air if you lean close, a tick sharp and deliberate if you press 

your ear to its cold shell. It’s not just metal and gears, not a lifeless box we’ve tamed to track our 

days—it’s a chunk of the organism, Earth and civilization woven tight into its coils, staring us 

down with a pulse we can’t dodge. Some of us sidestep it—days blurring into a haze, no glance 

flicked at the dial, no calendar page torn loose, letting time smear like mud underfoot. Others 

lock eyes with it, every second a weight sinking into their gut, lives sliced into minutes, hours, 

deadlines threading through their breath like a noose tightening slow. Are we peering at those 

creeping hands to crack their secret, to peel back the why of their endless march—math, sun, 

slavery, or something alive humming beneath the surface? In this detached dance—watching or 

ignoring, fighting or fleeing—the clock’s no neutral thing, no passive tool we’ve mastered. It’s 

the beast’s vein—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing flesh—ticking its pulse through the air, 

threading its rhythm into our bones, tangling us in the beat whether we flex against it or turn 

away. 
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Rewind to its roots—step back, let the layers hum through you. Some say it’s pure design, a 

clean cut from the sky to the wrist—calculations threading through the sun’s arc across the 

horizon, Earth’s spin tilting shadows through the day, a map of the cosmos shrunk down to a disc 

of gears and springs. Copernicus and his ilk squinted at the heavens—planets tracing loops, stars 

glinting steady—and boiled it down to numbers, threading orbits into equations; clocks sprouted 

from that, ticking to match the math, a rhythm we could hold and name. Others growl it’s darker, 

uglier—a leash forged in the 1800s when factories roared to life, chewing up lives with their 

smoke and steel, bells clanging and hands creeping to chain workers to shifts, threading slavery’s 

ghost into a new cage of hours and wages. Both could be true—design threading through the sun, 

control threading through the mill—but here’s the twist from Book 1, the crack that splits it 

wide: time’s not a grid we scratched out, not a tool we shaped to tame the day—it’s the 

organism’s flesh, flexing, growing, threading through us with a pulse we didn’t start. The clock’s 

not our toy to wind or our jailer to curse—it’s organic, a beating knot in the beast’s hide, 

pumping its rhythm through our veins, threading its throb into every tick we hear, every beat we 

feel. 

So, what’s it doing there, squatting on the wall, humming in the quiet? For the 

clock-watchers—those who lock eyes with its round face, tracing the hands’ slow crawl—it’s a 

riddle threading through their days, every tick a question stabbing at their gut, every tock a shove 

pushing them forward. Are we trying to outsmart it, to peel back its skin and guess why it 

spins—why the sun rises, why the shift ends, why the hands never stop threading through the 

hours? They’re hooked—counting seconds like coins, chasing minutes like prey, threading their 

lives into its rhythm with a hunger they can’t name, a need to crack its code pulsing through their 

restless hands. The avoiders flip the game—they drift, let time smear into a haze, eyes sliding 

past the dial, calendars gathering dust on shelves, pretending the vein’s not throbbing beneath 

their feet, threading through their breath with a pulse they can’t outrun. But neither escapes—the 

clock’s baked into the organism’s flesh, threading through its walls with the creak of settling 

wood, its roads with the hum of engines, its air with the drone we feel but don’t name. It’s not a 

tool we hold in our hands, not a leash we can slip—it’s a mirror from Chapter 3, projecting order 

with its steady tick, splitting us down the middle—good rhythm or bad cage, a choice threading 

through our minds, fake either way, a lie we can’t peel back. We’re in conflict—Locke’s free will 

from Chapter 1 flexing bright and sharp—“A state of perfect freedom”—stare it down or turn 
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away, fight its pulse or flee its hum—but the beast keeps ticking, threading its rhythm through 

us, tangling our steps whether we watch or dodge. 

Now, smash it—go wild, feel the urge hum through you. Rip the clock off the wall, its screws 

popping loose with a groan, stomp the gears under your boot until they crunch into dust, burn the 

calendar’s pages in a fire that crackles sharp against the quiet, threading smoke through the air. 

Do we care—does it matter? Some say yes—schedules crash like glass shattering, trains stall on 

rusted tracks, the organism’s pulse skips a beat, chaos threading through the cracks with a bite 

we can’t outrun. Others shrug—sun still rises over the horizon, threading light through the frost; 

crops still grow in the dirt, threading roots through the seasons; we’d muddle on, stumbling 

through the days with a rhythm we’d feel but not name. But here’s the rub—the twist that sinks 

deep: it’s not about clocks alone, not about the round face staring us down or the calendar 

pinning us to dates. They’re cells in the beast—small knots threading through its flesh, like the 

mirror’s glass in Chapter 3—break one, and the organism shrugs, its pulse humming steady, 

growing another with a throb we can’t stop. The tick’s not locked in the box, not a sound we can 

silence with a swing—it’s in the air threading through our lungs, the dirt pulsing beneath our 

boots, the spin of the beast we can’t outrun, threading through its frame with a rhythm too deep 

to smash. Destroying it’s a swing—a gorilla flexing at the reflection, fists slamming glass with a 

roar—but the vein’s deeper, threading through its flesh, and cut it, it bleeds back stronger, 

humming louder through the cracks. 

This is the detached theory’s edge—lean into it, feel it hum through your skin: the clock’s alive, 

a beating part of the organism, and we’re at odds, threading through its pulse with a conflict we 

can’t shake. We watch it—eyes tracing the hands, counting ticks like breaths—dodge it—days 

smearing into haze, calendars gathering dust—want to crack it—not because it’s math threading 

through the sun or chains binding our shifts, but because it’s the beast’s breath, warm and wet, a 

threat we feel humming in our bones, threading through our guts with a pulse we can’t name. 

Locke’s freedom says we can choose—“A state of perfect freedom”—count the ticks with a 

steady gaze or crush the hands underfoot, swing or run with a will threading through our 

veins—but the organism’s crafty, threading its rhythm through every move we make, tangling us 

in its gut no matter which way we turn. The clock sits there—round face glinting, hands crawling 

slow—humming its tick through the air, threading its pulse into our blood, a vein we can’t 
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outrun. Next time you hear that tick—sharp against the quiet, threading through the room—ask 

yourself, let it hum through you: are you timing it, counting its beat with a steady hand, or is it 

timing you, threading its rhythm through your breath, your bones, your restless mind? Smash it if 

you dare—slam your fist through its face, grind its gears to dust—but the vein’ll hum anyway, 

threading through the beast’s flesh, pulsing stronger in the silence you can’t break. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter V: The Arsenal of Ruin 

 

We load the chamber—metal clicking sharp as the bullet slots home—light the fuse with a hiss 

threading through the air, draw the bow until the string bites our fingers, heft the stone in a grip 

slick with sweat—and let it fly, unleashing a roar that splits the quiet. Missiles scream through 

the sky, a wail threading through clouds; bullets rip with a crack that echoes off walls; arrows 

pierce with a whistle threading through the wind; rocks thud heavy against the earth, a dull pulse 

in the dust. War’s our loudest roar—a bellow threading through history, shaking the ground we 

stand on—but who’s the target, who’s caught in the crosshairs? The guy squinting through the 

scope, the enemy with a pulse thudding in his chest? That’s what we tell ourselves—kill the man, 

win the fight, claim the day with blood on our hands. But step back—peel it open, squint through 

the smoke: the real bullseye’s not flesh and blood, not a heart we stop or a breath we snuff. It’s 

the organism—civilization, Earth’s living skin, its throbbing frame threading through every 

street, every tower, every vein we’ve carved. We don’t crave a corpse sprawled in the dirt; we 

want a crater blasted deep, a smashed tower crumbling to dust, a gutted machine groaning its 
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last. The dead man’s just a side effect—a brother caught in the blast, freed from the beast’s claws 

while we swing hard at its bones, threading our howl through its flesh. 

Think it through—let it hum through you, feel the weight. A missile slams a bunker—its roar 

threading through the air, concrete cracking with a groan that echoes through the ground, steel 

twisting into jagged shards, dust choking the sky in a haze that stings your eyes. Victory’s not the 

body count—not the tally of lives snuffed out in the rubble, not the blood pooling red against the 

gray—it’s the ruin, the organism’s hide torn open, threading through the wreckage with a scar we 

can’t unsee. Bullets shred a tank—metal screeching as rounds punch through, threading holes 

that bleed oil and smoke; arrows topple a wall—wood splintering, stone tumbling with a thud 

that rattles your teeth; rocks batter a gate—iron groaning under the weight, threading cracks 

through its frame—it’s not about the soldier bleeding out, his pulse fading in the dirt. He’s caught 

in the blast, sure, a shadow threading through the chaos, but the aim’s bigger, threading through 

the steel, the stone, the humming grid: shred the city with its towers piercing the sky, the road 

threading through the dust, the organism’s veins pulsing beneath it all. Book 1 called us its 

blood—pumping through its veins, threading its rhythm with our lives—but here, we’re its fever, 

its virus, threading our heat through its flesh, wielding an arsenal to break its grip, to crack its 

bones with a roar we can’t silence. Locke’s free will from Chapter 1 fuels it—“A state of perfect 

freedom to order their actions”—we’re not drones buzzing on command, not puppets jerked by 

strings; we choose, threading our will through every shot, every swing, and we choose to smash, 

to tear at the beast holding us tight. 

Why, though—why this howl threading through our blood, this itch to ruin? The organism’s 

alive—walls leaning in with a creak, threading their weight through our days; mirrors projecting 

lies from Chapter 3, threading doubt through our eyes; clocks ticking its pulse from Chapter 4, 

threading its rhythm through our breath. We feel it—subconscious and hot, a threat pulsing in our 

guts, threading through our nerves, boxing us in with a hum we can’t shake. Chapter 2’s gorilla 

flexed at glass, fists itching to shatter the reflection threading through its sight; we hurl lead and 

fire at steel, threading our roar through the air with a force that cracks the quiet. Not to kill each 

other—not really, not at the root—humans are pawns, meat caught in the game, threading 

through the chaos with pulses we can’t save. The real war’s on the beast’s toys—its towers rising 

smug, its roads stretching wide, its machines humming steady—threading our arsenal through its 
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flesh to wreck what it’s built. A building falls—concrete crashing, steel groaning, dust swirling 

thick—and it’s not just bricks tumbling down: it’s the organism’s skin peeling back, its veins 

snapping with a crack threading through the ruin, a wound we carve to feel its flinch. The man 

hit by the bullet, the arrow, the rock—his blood pooling, his breath fading—he’s not the prize 

we’re hunting; he’s unshackled, cut loose from the machine we’re all tangled in, threading 

through its grip with a life we can’t keep. Death’s a mercy, a jailbreak threading through the 

blast; the real war’s on the monster holding us tight, its pulse threading through our bones with a 

hum we can’t escape. 

Look at history’s scars—peel back the pages, feel the weight threading through time. Cities 

torched—Rome’s marble cracking under flames, Dresden’s streets melting in firestorms, 

Hiroshima’s grid blasted to ash—not for the dead sprawled in the streets, not for the lives snuffed 

out in the smoke, but for the ruin, the ash threading through the air, the proof we can wound it, 

threading our howl through its flesh with a scar that lasts. Arrows rained on castles—wood 

splintering, stone walls crumbling under volleys threading through the sky; cannons blasted 

forts—iron buckling, earth shuddering with each boom threading through the ground; drones 

level blocks—concrete shattering, steel groaning as bombs thread their roar through the 

dust—it’s the same swing, threading through centuries with a rhythm we can’t stop. We craft 

these weapons—sleek missiles gleaming cold, bullets threading sharp through barrels, arrows 

feathered and swift, stones rough in our hands—not for man’s heart beating soft in his chest, but 

for civilization’s guts, threading through its steel, its stone, its humming veins with a force that 

cracks its frame. The organism fights back—rebuilds with a hum threading through the rubble, 

sprawls wider with roads and towers, pulses louder through its flesh—but we keep firing, 

threading our arsenal through its hide with a roar that echoes deep. Locke says we’re free to 

swing—“A state of perfect freedom”—threading our will through every shot; the beast says 

we’re still its blood, threading its pulse through our veins. Who’s right—whose thread holds 

stronger? Every blast’s a test, threading through the air with a boom; every ruin’s a 

guess—threading through the dust with a scar: can we crack its spine, or are we just its fever 

burning bright? 

So, the arsenal’s our howl—not at each other, not at the man bleeding out in the dirt, but at the 

organism we feed and hate, threading through its flesh with a roar we can’t silence. Missiles 
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don’t hunt souls threading through the sky—they hunt concrete, steel, the beast’s bones, 

threading their scream through its frame to tear it wide. Bullets don’t chase hearts threading 

through the air—they rip machines, threading holes through its veins to bleed its hum. Arrows 

don’t seek flesh threading through the wind—they topple walls, threading cracks through its skin 

to break its hold. Stones don’t crush men threading through the dust—they batter gates, threading 

ruin through its flesh to mark its scars. The dead man’s a shadow—threading through the blast, 

freed by the hit, cut loose from its grip; the real score’s the rubble—threading through the air 

with a scar that hums. Next time you hear a shot crack sharp through the quiet—threading 

through the air with a pulse you can’t dodge—or see a wall fall—threading through the dust with 

a thud that shakes your boots—don’t count bodies sprawled in the dirt, don’t tally the lives 

snuffed out. Look at the scar—threading through the ruin with a weight you can feel—and ask: 

did the beast flinch, threading its pulse through the wreckage, or are we just its blood, swinging 

wild in its endless, throbbing vein? 

 

 

Chapter VI: The First Swing 

 

War’s our loudest clash—missiles ripping through the organism’s skin with a scream that threads 

through the sky, stones cracking its bones with a thud that echoes through the dirt, a roar we’ve 

honed across centuries, threading our howl through its flesh. But when did it start—when did we, 

its blood-turned-rebels, first flex our fists against the beast—Earth alive, civilization pulsing 

through its veins, threading its rhythm into our bones? Picture yourself stripped bare—naked, 

raw, no walls leaning in, no clocks ticking their pulse, no mirrors projecting their lies. If you buy 

the old tale, maybe it’s Eden—green and quiet, you and the dirt stretching warm under a big sky, 

threading through a world without edges. If Genesis isn’t your bag, maybe it’s deeper 

back—grunting in caves, draped in fur, fangs glinting, scraping by on the beast’s rough hide. 

Either way—Eden’s hush or the cave’s growl—ask yourself: when did you first shove back at the 

organism, threading your will through its pulse? When did the conflict flare, threading through 
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your blood with a heat you can’t name—and why did it wake, threading through time to clash 

with the beast you’re bound to? 

Take Eden, if that’s your lens—roll it back, let it hum through you. You’re there—bare feet 

sinking into soft soil, free under a sky vast and unshackled, the garden humming soft with a 

rhythm threading through the air. The organism’s all around—trees whispering secrets in the 

breeze, their leaves rustling faint; rivers curling through the dirt, threading their flow through the 

beast’s flesh; Earth alive, pulsing warm beneath your toes. Genesis lays it out—“The Lord God 

formed man of the dust of the ground, and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life”—dust to 

flesh, you’re part of it, threading through its veins with no fight yet, no clash humming in your 

gut. Then the apple drops—red and heavy, thudding to the dirt—not just a snack to pluck and 

chew, but a spark threading through the quiet, a jolt that hums alive. You bite—teeth sinking into 

its flesh, juice threading down your chin—and suddenly your eyes crack open, wide and sharp. 

It’s not just dirt underfoot anymore—it’s a beast, watching you with a pulse threading through its 

roots, weaving vines into rules that thread tight around your wrists. Was it then—grabbing that 

fruit, threading your will through its skin—that you first swung, threading a jab through the 

calm? Did the organism shift—from a cradle humming soft to a cage threading its grip through 

your days—and you pushed back, naked but awake, threading defiance through your blood with 

a heat you couldn’t name? 

Or ditch the garden—go evolutionary, peel it rawer, let it hum through your bones. You’re a 

scrappy thing—knuckles dragging through the dirt, sniffing the wind threading cold across your 

face, fur matted with sweat, fangs glinting in the firelight. Earth’s alive—volcanoes spitting 

molten threads through the dark, beasts roaring with hunger threading through the night, roots 

choking the ground with a pulse threading deep beneath your feet. You’re its blood—threading 

through its veins, scavenging scraps from its flesh, surviving on its rough hide with no clash yet, 

no fight humming in your gut. Then—when?—a stick’s in your hand, rough and warm against 

your palm; a rock’s chipped sharp, its edge glinting in the dusk, threading a promise through 

your grip. You don’t just eat anymore, threading your days with hunts and kills—you build, 

threading sticks into shelters; you break, threading rocks against stone to spark fire; you shape, 

threading tools into weapons that hum with intent. Was it the first hut—sticks threading through 

mud, a roof to shield you—or the first fire—flames threading warmth through the dark—or the 
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first wall—stone threading a barrier against the wild—that flipped the switch? When did the 

organism—sprawling, humming, threading its pulse through the dirt—feel like a threat, not a 

home threading its warmth through your days? Why did you swing—not at a lion stalking 

through the dusk, threading its growl through the air, but at the dirt underfoot, the wood 

overhead, the beast itself threading its rhythm through your bones? Picture it—squint through the 

haze: what lit that spark, threading defiance through your blood with a heat you couldn’t name? 

No one’s handing you the date—there’s no scroll unrolling with a pin threading through the 

moment, no fossil cracking open to spill the truth. Locke’s freedom from Chapter I hums 

bright—“A state of perfect freedom to order their actions”—threading through your will with a 

promise: you choose—fight or flight, swing or run—but when did you pick the fight, threading 

your fists through the air with a roar? The organism’s old—its pulse thumps through fossils 

buried deep, through steel threading cities skyward, threading its rhythm through eons we can’t 

grasp—but your swing’s yours, threading through its flesh with a heat you can’t deny. Eden’s 

apple might’ve been the first jab—knowledge threading through your skull like a blade slicing 

vines, cutting loose from its cradle with a bite that hums alive. Or maybe it’s that rock—chipped 

sharp a million years back, threading cracks through its skin to carve a cave, threading defiance 

through your hands with a pulse you couldn’t name. Conflict’s in us—Chapter V’s arsenal 

proves it, threading missiles through its towers, stones through its gates—but when did it wake, 

threading through our blood with a heat we can’t shake? Ask yourself—let it hum through you: 

were you born swinging, threading your fists through the air from the start, or did the organism 

nudge you to it, threading its pulse through your bones until you shoved back? 

So, rewind your own thread—Eden or evolution, faith or bones, threading through the stories we 

tell or the dirt we dig. When did you first feel the hum—threading through the air with a pulse 

you can’t name—the lean of its walls threading tight around your days, and shove back with a 

heat threading through your gut? Was it a fruit—red and heavy, threading its spark through your 

teeth—or a tool—rock chipped sharp, threading its edge through your grip—or a step from the 

dirt—threading your feet through the wild with a will threading alive? The beast doesn’t 

care—threading its pulse through its flesh, growing, shedding, pulling with a rhythm threading 

through time. But you do—threading your howl through its veins with a question you can’t 

shake. Stare at it—let it hum through you: when did your naked self—garden green or wild 
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raw—throw the first swing, threading defiance through its flesh with a pulse you can’t name? 

And why—threading through your blood with a heat you can’t dodge—did you flex against the 

beast holding you tight? 

Thread it back—Eden’s hush or the cave’s growl, threading through the quiet or the roar. When 

did you first feel its vines threading tight, its dirt threading deep, and push back with a roar 

threading through your bones? Was it the bite—threading knowledge through your skull—or the 

chip—threading a spark through your hands—or the stand—threading your will through its 

pulse? The organism hums—threading its rhythm through its flesh, sprawling wide, pulsing 

alive—and you swing—threading your clash through its veins with a heat you can’t silence. 

Ask—let it hum through you: when did your rebellion wake, threading through your blood with a 

pulse you can’t name? And why—threading through your howl with a question you can’t 

dodge—did you turn on the beast threading its life through your own? 

 

 

 

Chapter VII: The Shadow of the Swing 

 

You’ve swung at the beast—cracked its skin with a roar threading through the air, felt its pulse 

push back with a throb threading through your bones, a rhythm you can’t shake. Chapter VI left 

you squinting into the past, asking when it started—that first shove against the organism, Earth 

alive, civilization flexing its grip, threading its hum through your days. Now turn inward—let it 

hum through you: what’s winning look like to you, threading through your mind with a shape 

you can’t quite pin? What’s losing, threading through your gut with a weight you can’t name? 

Good, evil—where do they fit, threading through your choices with a pulse you can’t dodge? The 

conflict’s real—missiles screaming through the sky, threading fire through its flesh; stones 

thudding against its walls, threading cracks through its bones—but the stakes? That’s your call, 

your shadow flickering on the wall, threading through the clash with a meaning you stitch 

yourself. Here’s the twist—the curve that bends it sharp: that fight with the organism spins an 



50 

illusion, threading doubt through your sight, and good and evil aren’t out there, carved in stone 

or sky—they’re what you see between you and the man next to you, bent and warped by the 

beast’s glare, threading through your eyes with a pulse you can’t trust. 

Picture it your way—let it hum through your skull, feel it thread through your bones. Winning 

might be a smashed city—the organism’s bones crumbling into rubble, steel groaning as it falls, 

dust threading thick through the air—a scar carved with fire, threading freedom through its ruin 

with a roar you can’t silence. Losing? Maybe it’s the beast rebuilding—walls rising slow and 

steady, threading their weight through the dust; its hum swelling louder, drowning your howl 

with a pulse threading through your chest, pinning you back in its grip. Or flip it—thread it 

another way: winning’s peace, dodging the fight with a quiet threading through your days, hands 

still and blood unspilled; losing’s endless war—fists bloody against its hide, threading your rage 

through its flesh with a heat you can’t cool. Now good and evil—where do they thread through 

the frame? Killing the enemy’s evil—his blood pooling dark, threading through the dirt—sparing 

him’s good—his breath threading steady beside you? Building’s noble—stone threading into 

walls with a purpose you can name—breaking’s vile—rubble threading through the air with a 

ruin you can’t undo? It’s your lens, your gut threading through the clash with a pulse you can’t 

shake. But step back—squint through the haze: that conflict with the organism—its mirrors 

projecting lies from Chapter III, its clocks ticking from Chapter IV, its sprawl threading tight 

around your days—muddies the frame, threading doubt through your sight. The fight’s the loom, 

humming alive, and your swing weaves the tale, threading meaning through the shadows you 

cast. 

Here’s where it bends—lean into it, feel it hum through your skin. You think good and evil sit 

between you and your fellow man—threading through his actions, his choices, clear as day. His 

hand helping—pulling you from the dirt with a grip threading strength through your arm—that’s 

good, threading warmth through your chest with a pulse you can trust. His knife 

cutting—slashing through your hut with a roar, threading fire through the night—that’s evil, 

threading ice through your gut with a sting you can’t shake. Fair enough—it feels solid, 

threading through your days with a line you can draw: friend or foe, aid or ruin. But the 

organism’s in the mix—alive, threading its pulse through the dirt beneath your feet, projecting 

like Chapter III’s mirror with a hum you can’t dodge. That friend’s aid—his hand steady, 
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threading you back to your feet? It’s the beast’s vein pulsing, threading its rhythm through his 

grip, keeping you tangled in its frame, threading you deeper into its skin. That foe’s fire—his 

torch threading flames through your walls, burning your world to ash? It’s a swing at the 

organism—not just you, threading through the hut with a roar, but its flesh, threading through the 

wood with a crack you can’t silence. The conflict blurs it—your fight with the beast casts 

shadows, threading doubt through your sight, and what you call good or evil’s just the flicker 

between you and him—not a truth carved in stone, not a line threading steady through the clash, 

but a ghost threading through the organism’s glare, warped by its pulse. 

Take Locke’s spin from Chapter I—“A state of perfect freedom to order their 

actions”—threading through your will with a promise bright and sharp: you choose, threading 

your swing through the air with a heat you can name. You pick who’s good, who’s evil—your 

brother threading beside you with a hand you can grip, your enemy threading ahead with a knife 

you can dodge—based on the clash threading through your days. But the organism’s no 

bystander—threading through the dirt with a pulse you can’t outrun—it’s the stage, humming 

alive, the thing you’re both tangled in, threading its rhythm through your bones, your breath, 

your restless hands. Chapter V said we shoot at its flesh—not just men threading through the 

dust—threading missiles through its towers with a roar, stones through its gates with a thud; the 

dead’s a release—not the win, threading through the blast with a freedom you can’t claim. So, is 

good freeing him with a bullet—threading lead through his chest, cutting him loose from its 

grip—or evil chaining him to the beast—threading him back into its pulse with a life you can’t 

spare? Is good building with him—stone threading into walls, threading a shelter through its 

skin—or evil tearing it down—rubble threading through the air, threading ruin through its frame? 

The swing’s yours—threading through your hands with a heat you can feel—but the shadow’s a 

trick, threading through your sight with a pulse you can’t trust; conflict with the organism spins 

the yarn, threading doubt through your choices, and you stitch the meaning with a thread warped 

by its hum. 

Ask yourself—let it hum through you: when you win—crushing its walls with a roar threading 

through the air, dodging its tick with a silence threading through your days—does good glow 

bright, threading warmth through your chest, evil fading into dust threading through the 

wreckage? When you lose—trapped in its grip, bleeding with a heat threading through your 
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veins—does evil win out, threading ice through your gut with a weight you can’t shake? The 

beast doesn’t care—threading its pulse through its flesh, growing with a hum threading through 

its veins, shedding with a crack threading through its bones, pulling with a rhythm threading 

through its endless sprawl. Good and evil aren’t its game—not carved in its dirt, not threading 

through its pulse—they’re yours, born in the fray between you and the man next to you, 

threading through your clash with a meaning you can’t pin, warped by the organism’s breath 

threading through your sight. Thread it back—squint through the haze: your brother’s 

hand—threading strength through your arm—or your foe’s fire—threading ruin through your 

walls—what’s good, what’s evil threading through the shadows you see? Next time you 

judge—friend threading beside you with a grip you can trust, foe threading ahead with a knife 

you can dodge—look past the shadow, threading through your eyes with a pulse you can’t name. 

Is it them—threading through your days with a choice you can feel—or the beast—threading its 

glare through your sight, casting the light with a hum you can’t shake? 

So, you swing—threading your fists through the air with a roar, cracking its skin with a heat 

threading through your blood—but the stakes thread through your mind with a question you 

can’t dodge. Winning—threading through rubble with a scar you can name—or 

losing—threading through its grip with a pulse you can’t break—what’s it mean, threading 

through your gut with a weight you can’t pin? Good—threading through a hand you can grip—or 

evil—threading through a knife you can dodge—where do they hum, threading through your 

clash with a shadow you can’t trust? The organism hums—threading its rhythm through its flesh, 

alive and vast—and you choose—threading your swing through its pulse with a will you can 

feel. But the shadow bends—threading through your sight with a trick you can’t name—and the 

beast pulls—threading its glare through your days with a hum you can’t outrun. 
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Chapter VIII: The Flight Beyond the Veil 

 

We’ve been swinging—missiles blasting through the sky with a scream threading through the air, 

arrows piercing with a whistle threading through the wind, stones smashing the organism’s flesh 

with a thud threading through its bones, a roar we’ve honed loud and fierce against the 

beast—Earth alive, civilization pulsing, humming awake beneath our boots. Chapter V framed 

war as our howl threading through its grip, cracking its skin with a heat we can’t silence; Chapter 

VI peeled back to ask when it started—threading through Eden’s bite or the cave’s chipped rock, 

that first shove against its pulse. But what if we drop the fight—threading through our fists with 

a choice we’ve never chewed on? Not clash, not flex with a roar threading through our blood, but 

flee—turn tail and run from the beast, threading our steps through the dirt with a silence 

threading through our breath. Has anyone even gnawed at that bone, let it hum through their 
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skull? What would it look like to ditch the brawl, to slip the organism’s grip threading through 

our days? Here’s a wild stab—threading through the dark with a pulse you can’t dodge: the 

organism might not just sit there, shrugging off our flight—it could grow claws, teeth, a bite of 

its own, threading through its flesh with a heat we can’t outrun. And if we bolt—threading 

through the shadows with a will threading alive—we might stumble past the veil, into a 

dimension we can’t see, locked as we are in conflict’s straight, unyielding line. 

Picture it—let it hum through you, feel it thread through your bones: you lower the gun—its 

barrel glinting cold, threading a promise through your grip—drop the rock—its weight thudding 

soft into the dirt, threading a silence through the air—step back from the fight—threading your 

boots through the dust with a breath you can’t name. No more rubble crashing loud, threading 

through the beast’s flesh with a scar you can feel; no more ruin threading through its veins with a 

heat you can’t shake—just flight, threading through your blood with a pulse you can’t dodge. 

Locke’s freedom from Chapter I whispers—“A state of perfect freedom to order their 

actions”—threading through your will with a choice bright and sharp: fight or flee, your call, 

threading through your hands with a heat you can claim. We’ve swung hard—threading missiles 

through its towers, stones through its gates—but running? That’s uncharted, threading through 

our minds with a shadow we’ve never traced. The organism’s taken our hits—cities scarred with 

cracks threading through their bones, veins threading through its flesh snapped by our roar—but 

what if it flips the script, threading through its pulse with a hum we can’t outguess? Guns, 

missiles, arrows—they’re us tearing at its hide, threading our howl through its frame with a force 

threading alive. What’s its weapon—threading through its flesh with a bite we can’t see? Some 

mutter sickness—plagues threading through the air with a cough threading blood, fevers 

threading through our veins with a heat threading death. Fair guess—a forest fires blight at pests 

threading through its leaves, a body purges rot threading through its guts—but why’s no one 

asked, threading through our minds with a question we can’t name? We’re too busy 

swinging—threading our fists through the air, locked in one vector—forward, fists up, eyes 

glaring at the beast’s skin, threading our roar through its pulse without a pause. 

Now the wild part—lean into it, let it hum through your skull. Fleeing might not just be a sprint 

across dirt—threading your boots through dust with a breath threading fast—it could be a step 

through, threading past the veil with a pulse threading alive. The organism’s alive—space its 
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cells threading through the dark from Chapter VII, time its pulse threading through eons from 

Chapter VIII, civilization its growl threading through its frame with a hum threading deep. We’re 

stuck in its grip—threading through its veins, moving one way: clash with a roar threading 

through our blood, destroy with a heat threading through our hands, repeat with a rhythm 

threading through our days. But drop that vector—threading through conflict with a chain you 

can feel—turn sideways—threading through the shadows with a step you can’t name—and what 

if the world splits, threading through your sight with a crack threading alive? A dimension we 

can’t see—threading beyond our grasp, can’t touch—threading past our reach, because we’re 

glued to the fight—threading through our fists with a pulse we can’t dodge. Think of it—squint 

through the haze: conflict’s a chain—threading through the physical with a weight you can 

feel—bullets threading through the air with a crack, walls threading through rubble with a thud, 

blood threading through the dirt with a spill threading alive. Flight snaps it—threading through 

the clash with a silence threading deep—the beast’s hum fades—threading through its pulse with 

a hush threading soft—and maybe—maybe—you’re not on Earth anymore, not as you know 

it—threading through its flesh with a rhythm you can’t name. A veil lifts—threading through 

your sight with a shimmer threading alive—a layer peels—threading through your senses with a 

pulse threading free—and you’re somewhere its claws don’t reach—threading through a hum 

you can’t hear, a space threading past its grip. 

What’s the organism’s bite look like—threading through its flesh with a heat threading alive? 

Plagues could be it—small and mean, threading through the air with a cough threading blood, 

threading through our veins with a fever threading death—organic and sharp, a forest threading 

blight through its pests, a body threading rot out with a purge threading deep. But picture 

bigger—threading through the dark with a pulse threading wild: winds threading through the sky, 

choking with a roar threading dust; ground threading beneath your boots, swallowing with a 

crack threading deep; skies threading overhead, burning with a heat threading alive. Chapter III’s 

mirror projected lies—threading through your sight with a flicker threading doubt—what if the 

air itself twists—threading through your lungs with a hum threading sharp—a weapon threading 

through its flesh we can’t dodge, threading through our breath with a bite threading alive? We’ve 

been the aggressors—threading missiles through its towers with a roar threading fire, shredding 

its flesh with a heat threading deep. Flee—threading through the dust with a step threading 

soft—and it might not shrug—threading through its pulse with a hum threading steady—it might 
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hunt—threading through its veins with a claw threading alive. But here’s the hook—the twist 

threading through your mind with a pulse threading sharp: running could unlock what’s 

hidden—threading past the veil with a hum threading free. Stuck in conflict—threading through 

our fists with a chain threading thick—we see one plane—dirt threading beneath us, steel 

threading above, us threading through the clash. Flight shifts the vector—threading through the 

fight with a crack threading alive—cracks the lock—threading through our sight with a pulse 

threading free—steps us past the physical into—what?—threading through a hum we don’t hear, 

a space threading beyond its veins we can’t feel. 

So, ask it—let it hum through you: why’s no one run—threading through the dust with a step 

threading soft? Fear of the bite—threading through our gut with a chill threading deep—sickness 

threading through our blood with a cough threading death, storms threading through the sky with 

a roar threading dust, the beast’s teeth threading through its flesh with a bite threading alive? Or 

fear of the jump—threading through our mind with a pulse threading wild—what’s past the 

veil—threading through the shadows with a hum threading free—a dimension threading beyond 

its grip we can’t name? Locke says you’re free to flee—“A state of perfect freedom”—threading 

through your will with a choice threading bright; the organism’s been quiet—threading through 

its pulse with a hum threading steady—taking our blows—threading through its flesh with a scar 

threading deep. Drop the swing—threading through your fists with a silence threading soft—and 

it might roar back—threading through its veins with a claw threading alive—or you might slip 

through—threading past its grip with a step threading free. Next time you heft a 

stone—threading its weight through your hand with a heat threading alive—imagine tossing it 

aside—threading through the dust with a thud threading soft. Flee the fight—threading through 

the shadows with a pulse threading free—what’s the beast do—threading through its flesh with a 

hum threading wild? And where do you land—threading through the veil with a step threading 

alive? 
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Chapter IX: The Echoes of Flight (Spiritual) 

 

You’ve fled—dropped the missile with a clang threading through the dust, ditched the stone with 

a thud threading soft into the dirt, turned from the organism’s hum—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse threading alive—Earth alive, civilization snarling with a roar threading through its 

veins. Chapter VIII dared you to run—threading through the fight with a step threading free—to 

slip the brawl with the beast, threading through its grip with a breath threading soft, a challenge 

humming through your bones with a pulse you couldn’t dodge. What happens next—threading 

through the silence with a hum threading strange? Has anyone guessed past the leap—threading 

through the shadows with a question threading alive—past the moment your boots thread 

through the dust, fleeing its claws? We’ve swung at its skin—threading missiles through its 
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towers with a roar threading fire—felt its pulse push back—threading through our blood with a 

throb threading deep; we’ve pictured its teeth—plagues threading through the air with a cough 

threading blood, winds threading through the sky with a howl threading dust, a bite threading 

through its flesh with a heat threading alive. But here’s a theory to gnaw on—threading through 

your mind with a pulse threading wild: flight doesn’t cut you free, doesn’t snap the chain 

threading through your veins with a crack threading sharp. It shifts you—threading past the 

physical with a hum threading strange—from blood pumping in its veins to echoes threading 

through its shadow, a new vector still tethered, threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

alive, but strange, remade by the organism’s vast, humming will. 

Imagine it—let it hum through you, thread through your bones with a pulse threading soft: you 

bolt—threading past the walls leaning in with a creak threading through the air, past the clocks 

ticking sharp with a hum threading through your skull, past the mirrors projecting lies from 

Chapter III with a flicker threading through your sight. The beast growls—threading through its 

flesh with a roar threading alive—sickness sweeping through the air with a cough threading 

blood, ground quaking beneath your boots with a crack threading deep, skies twisting overhead 

with a howl threading dust. You dodge—threading through the shadows with a step threading 

swift—keep running—threading through the dust with a breath threading fast—and the air 

thins—threading through your lungs with a chill threading alive—its weight lifting soft and 

strange. That hidden dimension from Chapter VIII cracks open—threading through your sight 

with a shimmer threading free—not a clean break threading through the veil with a snap 

threading sharp, but a slant—threading through the shadows with a pulse threading strange—a 

shift threading through your blood with a hum threading alive. You’re not its muscle 

anymore—threading through its sprawl with a heat threading deep—pumping its veins with a 

pulse threading forward. You’re a ghost—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

soft—a whisper it can’t grip the way it did—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

strange—still tethered, threading through its veins with a thread threading alive, but loose, 

remade by its vast, humming frame. 

What’s that look like—threading through your mind with a pulse threading wild? The beast 

fights back—threading through its flesh with a roar threading alive—plagues threading through 

the air with a cough threading blood, fevers threading through your veins with a heat threading 
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death, storms threading through the sky with a howl threading dust, chasing you with a pulse 

threading sharp. Some drop—threading through the dirt with a thud threading soft—bodies 

littering the ground—threading through the dust with a silence threading deep—collateral 

threading through the flight with a weight threading alive, caught in its claws threading through 

the air with a bite threading sharp. But you—threading through the shadows with a step 

threading swift—you’re past the veil—threading through its grip with a hum threading free—not 

dead—threading through the dirt with a pulse threading gone—not gone—threading through the 

air with a breath threading lost—just shifted—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading strange. The organism’s offensive isn’t a win—threading through its flesh with a roar 

threading alive—it’s a shove—threading through its veins with a pulse threading deep—pushing 

you into its echo—threading through its shadow with a hum threading soft. Picture this—let it 

hum through you: you’re still here—trees threading through the air with a sway threading alive, 

winds threading through your hair with a howl threading soft—but you’re not breaking them 

anymore—threading through their flesh with a crack threading sharp. You’re a 

shadow—threading through its frame with a pulse threading faint—moving through—threading 

past the clocks with a hum threading silent—unseen—threading through the mirrors with a 

flicker threading gone—untouched—threading past the missiles with a roar threading lost. The 

beast hums on—cities threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive, veins threading 

through its frame with a throb threading deep—but you’re not its blood—threading through its 

veins with a heat threading forward. You’re its memory—threading through its shadow with a 

whisper threading soft—its echo—threading through its bones with a hum threading strange—a 

vector sideways—threading through its pulse with a pulse threading alive—not 

forward—threading through its sprawl with a roar threading loud. 

Why this—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? Conflict locked us 

in—threading through our fists with a chain threading thick—Chapter V’s war threading missiles 

through its towers with a roar threading fire, threading stones through its gates with a crack 

threading sharp—kept us swinging in one line—threading through its flesh with a pulse 

threading forward—breaking its skin—threading through its veins with a heat threading alive. 

Flight bends that—threading through the clash with a step threading soft—steps us off the 

board—threading past its grip with a pulse threading free—but not out—threading through its 

shadow with a hum threading alive—still tethered—threading through its flesh with a thread 
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threading strange. The organism’s alive—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

deep—awake—threading through its veins with a hum threading alive—and it adapts—threading 

through its pulse with a rhythm threading wild. Book 1 said we’re fused—threading through its 

flesh with a pulse threading alive—its pulse in us—threading through our blood with a throb 

threading deep; fleeing doesn’t erase that—threading through our veins with a snap threading 

gone—it rewrites it—threading through our shadow with a hum threading strange. Sickness 

might kill the slow—threading through their blood with a cough threading death—but the 

fast—threading through the dust with a step threading swift—the runners—threading through the 

shadows with a pulse threading free—slip into something else—threading past the veil with a 

hum threading alive. Not heaven—threading through the sky with a glow threading bright—not 

nowhere—threading through the dark with a silence threading gone—a dimension—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading strange—where the beast’s roar—threading through its 

flesh with a growl threading loud—is muffled—threading through your ears with a hum 

threading faint—its skin a fog—threading through your sight with a shimmer threading soft. 

You’re still part of it—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—but 

loose—threading through its shadow with a hum threading free—an echo—threading through its 

bones with a whisper threading soft—not a fist—threading through its flesh with a crack 

threading sharp. 

So, here’s the answer to chew on—let it hum through you: flight doesn’t free you—threading 

through its grip with a snap threading gone—it haunts you—threading through its shadow with a 

pulse threading strange—into the organism’s echo—threading through its bones with a hum 

threading alive. The beast bites—threading through its flesh with a roar threading loud—plagues 

threading through the air with a cough threading blood, quakes threading through the ground 

with a crack threading deep, claws threading through its veins with a bite threading alive—but 

you’re past the hit—threading through the shadows with a step threading swift—a 

ghost—threading through its gut with a hum threading faint. Locke’s choice holds—“A state of 

perfect freedom”—threading through your will with a promise threading bright: you 

ran—threading through the dust with a pulse threading free—and it worked—threading past its 

grip with a hum threading alive—sort of—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

strange. Ask yourself—let it hum through you: is that winning—threading through its veins with 

a slip threading free—echoing loose—threading through its bones with a whisper threading soft? 
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Or losing—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—still tied—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading faint—just fainter—threading through its flesh with a 

thread threading strange? The organism rolls on—threading through its pulse with a roar 

threading alive—humming—threading through its veins with a throb threading 

deep—shedding—threading through its skin with a crack threading loud. Next time you imagine 

fleeing—threading through the dust with a step threading swift—listen—threading through the 

silence with a pulse threading alive—for the echo—threading through its shadow with a hum 

threading strange—your voice—threading through its bones with a whisper threading 

soft—maybe—threading through the veil with a pulse threading free—bouncing where the 

fight—threading through its flesh with a roar threading loud—can’t reach—threading through its 

grip with a hum threading faint. 

 

Chapter IX: The Hidden Seam  

(Non Spiritual) 

 

You’ve fled—dropped the arrow with a clatter threading through the dust, dodged the missile’s 

roar threading through the sky, bolted from the organism’s snarl—threading through its flesh 

with a growl threading alive—Earth alive, civilization pulsing with a throb threading through its 

veins. Chapter VIII dared you to run—threading through the fight with a step threading swift—to 

slip the brawl with the beast, threading past its grip with a breath threading sharp, a challenge 

humming through your bones with a pulse you couldn’t dodge. What’s next—threading through 

the silence with a hum threading strange? We’ve swung at its skin—threading arrows through its 

walls with a whistle threading swift—felt its pulse push back—threading through our blood with 

a throb threading deep—pictured its bite—plagues threading through the air with a cough 

threading blood, storms threading through the sky with a howl threading dust—but flight’s no 

ghost story, no ethereal drift threading through the shadows with a whisper threading faint. 

You’re still organic—meat and bone, sweat threading down your back, lungs threading air with a 

rasp threading alive—not a spirit slipping free into the void. Here’s the theory to chew 
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on—threading through your mind with a pulse threading wild: running cracks open a hidden 

seam—threading through its flesh with a hum threading alive—a physical dimension tucked tight 

in the beast’s bulk, threading through its frame with a weight threading real. The organism 

doesn’t spit you out—threading through its grip with a snap threading gone—it shoves you 

deeper—threading through its veins with a pulse threading sharp—into a new vector—threading 

through its flesh with a hum threading strange—still its flesh, threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading alive—just unseen—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep. 

Picture it—let it hum through you, thread through your bones with a pulse threading raw: you 

sprint—threading past the walls leaning in with a creak threading through the air, past the clocks 

ticking sharp with a hum threading through your skull, past the rubble of war—threading through 

the dust with a thud threading soft—your boots threading through the dirt with a breath threading 

fast. The beast snaps back—threading through its flesh with a roar threading alive—sickness 

spreading through the air with a cough threading blood, winds howling through the sky with a 

gust threading dust, ground trembling beneath your feet with a crack threading deep. You’re not 

phasing out—threading through its grip with a shimmer threading gone—not fading into 

mist—threading through the shadows with a whisper threading faint—you’re ducking 

in—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—still organic—threading through 

your blood with a heat threading alive—meat threading through muscle, bone threading through 

bone. Locke’s freedom from Chapter I holds—“A state of perfect freedom to order their 

actions”—threading through your will with a choice threading bright: fight—threading through 

its flesh with a fist threading sharp—or flee—threading through its grip with a step threading 

swift—and you chose flight—threading through the dust with a pulse threading free. The 

organism’s alive—space its cells threading through the dark from Chapter VII, time its pulse 

threading through eons from Chapter VIII—and running doesn’t break you free—threading 

through its veins with a snap threading gone—it slides you sideways—threading through its 

shadow with a hum threading strange. A seam splits—threading through its flesh with a crack 

threading alive—not a dream—threading through your mind with a flicker threading faint—not a 

void—threading through the air with a silence threading gone—but a real place—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—dirt threading warm underfoot, air threading 

thick in your lungs, a pocket—threading through its bulk with a hum threading deep—the fight 

didn’t show—threading through its flesh with a shadow threading alive. You’re still its 
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blood—threading through its veins with a heat threading alive—just pumping in a vein we didn’t 

map—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange. 

What’s it like—threading through your mind with a pulse threading wild? The beast 

swings—threading through its flesh with a roar threading alive—plagues threading through the 

air with a cough threading blood, fevers threading through your veins with a heat threading 

death—but you’re through the crack—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—not 

dead—threading through the dirt with a thud threading gone—not gone—threading through the 

air with a breath threading lost—just hiding—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading alive. The air’s thick—threading through your lungs with a weight threading 

heavy—humid with a tang threading sharp—threading through your nose with a scent threading 

strange; the ground shifts—threading beneath your boots with a hum threading soft—soft dirt 

threading through your toes with a pulse threading alive, trembling with a crack threading deep; 

roots twist odd—threading through the earth with a tangle threading strange—gnarled and pale, 

threading through the dark with a hum threading faint. Chapter V’s war tore its skin—threading 

missiles through its towers with a roar threading fire, threading stones through its gates with a 

crack threading sharp—leaving scars threading through its flesh with a pulse threading deep; 

flight finds its folds—threading through its frame with a hum threading alive—hidden seams 

threading through its bulk with a pulse threading strange. You’re not blasting now—threading 

through its veins with a heat threading sharp—you’re burrowing—threading through its shadow 

with a step threading soft—organic and raw—threading through its flesh with a breath threading 

alive—in a dimension—threading through its frame with a pulse threading deep—the organism’s 

kept dark—threading through its bulk with a hum threading strange. It’s not escape—threading 

through its grip with a snap threading gone—it’s relocation—threading through its shadow with 

a pulse threading alive—still its flesh—threading through its veins with a heat threading 

deep—just unseen—threading through its frame with a hum threading strange. The beast hums 

on—cities threading through its flesh with a roar threading alive, veins threading through its 

frame with a throb threading deep—but you’re off the grid—threading past its pulse with a step 

threading soft—a runner—threading through its underbelly with a pulse threading 

alive—hidden—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange. Conflict locked you 

in one line—threading through its flesh with a chain threading thick—flight bends it—threading 
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through the fight with a crack threading alive—lands you where the missiles don’t 

fly—threading through its frame with a pulse threading free. 

Why this—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? We’ve been 

swinging—threading through its flesh with a roar threading alive—Chapter VI asked 

when—threading through Eden’s bite with a pulse threading sharp, threading through the cave’s 

chip with a hum threading deep—but the organism’s vast—threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading alive—a 3D sprawl—threading through its bulk with a hum threading 

deep—threading through its veins with a throb threading strange. Running doesn’t cut the 

tie—threading through its grip with a snap threading gone—it finds a seam—threading through 

its flesh with a crack threading alive—a physical shift—threading through its shadow with a 

pulse threading strange—still its flesh—threading through its frame with a heat threading 

deep—just unseen—threading through its bulk with a hum threading alive. Plagues chase the 

slow—threading through their blood with a cough threading death—the fast—threading through 

the dust with a step threading swift—duck through—threading past its grip with a pulse 

threading free—into its underbelly—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange. 

Book 1 fused us to its pulse—threading through our blood with a throb threading 

alive—threading through its veins with a heat threading deep; here—threading through its frame 

with a pulse threading strange—you’re still flesh—threading through your bones with a hum 

threading alive—just rerouted—threading through its bulk with a crack threading deep—into a 

seam—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading free—hidden—threading through its 

flesh with a hum threading strange. 

So, here’s the answer—let it hum through you: flight doesn’t free you—threading through its 

grip with a snap threading gone—it tucks you—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading alive—into a hidden seam—threading through its bulk with a hum threading 

strange—a physical dimension—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep—still 

its flesh—threading through its veins with a heat threading alive—just unseen—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading free. The beast swings—threading through its flesh with 

a roar threading loud—plagues threading through the air with a cough threading blood, quakes 

threading through the ground with a crack threading sharp—but you’re through—threading past 

its grip with a step threading swift—hiding—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 
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alive—in its underbelly—threading through its bulk with a pulse threading strange. Locke’s 

choice holds—“A state of perfect freedom”—threading through your will with a promise 

threading bright: you ran—threading through the dust with a step threading free—and it 

landed—threading through its frame with a crack threading alive—in a seam—threading through 

its shadow with a pulse threading strange. Ask yourself—let it hum through you: is this 

winning—threading through its grip with a slip threading free—breathing new dirt—threading 

through its flesh with a hum threading alive—hidden—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading strange? Or losing—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep—deeper 

in—threading through its bulk with a hum threading alive—just blind—threading through its 

veins with a pulse threading strange? The beast rolls on—threading through its pulse with a roar 

threading loud—shedding—threading through its skin with a crack threading 

sharp—pulling—threading through its frame with a throb threading deep. Next time you 

flee—threading through the dust with a step threading swift—feel—threading through your 

boots with a pulse threading alive—the ground—threading through its flesh with a hum 

threading strange—same organism—threading through its veins with a heat threading 

alive—new tunnel—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep. 
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Book 3 

 The Tunneled Earth - Detached  

 

Chapter I: The Vector Dug 

 

The beast’s a tunnel—Earth alive, civilization its flesh threading through the dirt, us its blood 

clawing through with a pulse threading alive—a vast, throbbing warren stretching beneath your 

boots, threading through your bones with a hum you can’t dodge. Book 1 locked us 

in—threading us tight to its veins with a heat threading deep—attached—threading through its 

pulse with a throb threading alive; Book 2 broke us loose—threading past its grip with a crack 

threading sharp—detached—threading through conflict with a roar threading loud one way, 

threading through flight with a step threading swift another. We’ve swung at its skin—missiles 

blasting through its towers with a scream threading fire, stones smashing its walls with a thud 

threading deep, war’s roar threading through its flesh with a heat threading alive—and fled into 
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its seams—threading through hidden folds with a hum threading strange—organic—threading 

through meat and bone with a pulse threading deep—but still tethered—threading through its 

frame with a throb threading alive. Now what—threading through the silence with a question 

threading wild? The organism’s no flat slab—threading across the dirt with a hum threading 

steady—it’s a 3D maze—threading through its bulk with tunnels twisting deep, threading 

through its flesh with a pulse threading strange. Conflict’s one vector—threading forward with a 

roar threading alive—pushing through—threading through its walls with a crack threading 

sharp—smashing its bones—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep. Flight’s 

another—threading sideways with a step threading swift—sliding through—threading past its 

grip with a hum threading strange—ducking its bite—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading alive. But there’s a third—threading down with a pulse threading new—digging 

deep—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—a new direction—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading alive—we carve—threading through its bulk with a heat 

threading deep. You’ve fought—threading through its veins with a roar threading loud—you’ve 

run—threading past its pulse with a step threading swift—when did you start to dig—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading strange? 

Think back—let it hum through you, thread through your mind with a pulse threading wild: 

conflict’s your first tunnel—threading through its flesh with a heat threading alive. Chapter V of 

Book 2 had you blasting—guns ripping through the air with a crack threading sharp, arrows 

piercing with a whistle threading swift, threading through its towers with a roar threading 

fire—the organism’s bones cracking under your swing—threading through its frame with a thud 

threading deep—shattering its skin—threading through its veins with a heat threading alive. You 

shoved through—threading forward with a pulse threading loud—a straight line—threading 

through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—blood pumping its veins—threading through its 

pulse with a throb threading alive—while you gouged its hide—threading through its frame with 

a heat threading deep—threading your roar through its bones with a force threading wild. Then 

flight—Chapter IX’s seam—threading through its shadow with a step threading swift—a side 

tunnel—threading past its grip with a hum threading strange—still flesh—threading through its 

meat with a pulse threading alive—still Earth—threading through its dirt with a heat threading 

deep—but off the fight’s path—threading through its frame with a crack threading 

sharp—threading past its pulse with a hum threading soft. The beast bit back—plagues threading 
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through the air with a cough threading blood, quakes threading through the ground with a crack 

threading sharp—but you’re organic—threading through your bones with a pulse threading 

alive—not dust—threading through the air with a silence threading gone—still 

tethered—threading through its flesh with a heat threading deep. Now you’re here—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading strange—in another tunnel—threading through its 

frame with a pulse threading alive—not fleeing—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—not swinging—threading through its flesh with a roar threading loud—but 

digging—threading down with a crack threading sharp. The organism’s a warren—threading 

through its bulk with a hum threading deep—3D—threading through its frame with tunnels 

twisting alive—and every move’s a vector—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

strange. When did you grab the shovel—threading through your hands with a weight threading 

alive—and start to dig—threading through its shadow with a hum threading deep? 

Ask it—let it hum through you, thread through your gut with a pulse threading wild: conflict’s 

loud—threading through its flesh with a roar threading alive—metal threading through stone 

with a crack threading sharp, threading through its walls with a thud threading deep—a tunnel 

bored by force—threading through its frame with a heat threading loud—pushing 

forward—threading through its veins with a pulse threading alive—smashing its 

bones—threading through its bulk with a crack threading sharp. Flight’s quiet—threading 

through its shadow with a step threading swift—slipping seams—threading past its grip with a 

hum threading soft—threading through its folds with a pulse threading strange—a 

dodge—threading through its flesh with a crack threading alive—sliding sideways—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading faint—ducking its bite—threading through its shadow 

with a pulse threading deep. Digging’s new—threading down with a crack threading sharp—not 

out—threading past its grip with a step threading gone—not through—threading through its flesh 

with a roar threading loud—but deep—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

alive—a path—threading through its bulk with a hum threading strange—you cut—threading 

through its shadow with a heat threading deep. The beast hums—threading through its flesh with 

a pulse threading alive—roots threading through the dirt with a coil threading deep, cities 

threading through its frame with a sprawl threading loud—but you’re not breaking—threading 

through its walls with a crack threading sharp—or running—threading past its pulse with a step 

threading swift—now—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange. You’re 
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tunneling—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—flesh threading through 

flesh—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep—carving a vein—threading 

through its bulk with a crack threading sharp—it didn’t draw—threading through its shadow 

with a hum threading strange. Why—threading through your mind with a question threading 

wild? Conflict’s push—threading through its veins with a roar threading loud—wore 

thin—threading through your blood with a pulse threading faint; flight’s hideout—threading 

through its seams with a step threading soft—cramped—threading through its frame with a hum 

threading tight. The organism’s vast—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

alive—space—threading through its cells with a hum threading deep—time—threading through 

its pulse with a throb threading long—dirt—threading through its frame with a crack threading 

sharp—and 3D—threading through its bulk with a pulse threading strange—means more than 

one road—threading through its shadow with a hum threading alive. Locke’s freedom from Book 

2 whispers—“A state of perfect freedom”—threading through your will with a choice threading 

bright: you fought forward—threading through its flesh with a roar threading loud—fled 

sideways—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—when did you dig 

deep—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange? 

No clock pins it—threading through the air with a tick threading gone—no scroll 

unrolls—threading through your hands with a page threading sharp—to mark the 

moment—threading through your mind with a pulse threading alive—you grabbed the 

shovel—threading through your grip with a weight threading deep—and started—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading strange. Maybe Eden—threading through the garden 

with a pulse threading soft—naked—threading through your flesh with a heat threading 

alive—clawing soil—threading through the dirt with a crack threading sharp—for more than 

fruit—threading through your hands with a hunger threading deep—threading a 

tunnel—threading through its frame with a hum threading strange—beneath its vines—threading 

through its flesh with a pulse threading alive. Maybe caves—threading through the dark with a 

pulse threading faint—scraping rock—threading through the stone with a crack threading 

sharp—not just hiding—threading through its shadow with a step threading soft—but 

digging—threading through its frame with a hum threading deep—for shelter—threading 

through its bulk with a pulse threading alive—threading a vein—threading through its flesh with 

a heat threading strange—past its growl—threading through its veins with a roar threading loud. 
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The beast’s a tunnel—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—and you’re its 

worm—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange—conflict one 

way—threading through its flesh with a roar threading loud—flight another—threading past its 

grip with a step threading swift—digging the next—threading down with a crack threading 

sharp—threading through its bulk with a pulse threading alive—a vector—threading through its 

frame with a hum threading deep—unswung—threading past its clash with a silence threading 

soft—unrun—threading past its seams with a pulse threading strange. Feel it—threading through 

your hands with a weight threading alive—the dirt’s alive—threading through its flesh with a 

pulse threading deep—the organism’s pulse—threading through its frame with a throb threading 

strange—thumps—threading through its veins with a hum threading alive—beneath—threading 

through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—you’re not out—threading past its grip with a 

step threading gone—you’re in—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—just 

deeper—threading through its bulk with a hum threading strange—a tunnel—threading through 

its frame with a crack threading sharp—you’ve dug—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading deep. 

So—threading through your mind with a question threading wild—next time you heft a 

tool—threading through your hands with a weight threading alive—feel it hum—threading 

through your bones with a pulse threading strange: smash—threading through its flesh with a 

crack threading sharp—flee—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—or 

dig—threading down with a pulse threading alive? The beast hums—threading through its frame 

with a throb threading deep—alive—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

strange—and you choose—threading through its shadow with a hum threading alive—a 

vector—threading through its bulk with a crack threading sharp—carved—threading through its 

veins with a heat threading deep. 
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Chapter II: The Blind Burrow 

 

The beast is a tunnel—Earth pulsing with a throb threading through its core, civilization its veins 

threading through its flesh, us its blood digging through with a heat threading alive—a vast, 

throbbing warren sprawling beneath your boots, threading through your bones with a hum you 

can’t shake. Chapter I laid it out—threading through its frame with a pulse weaving deep: 

conflict’s a forward shove—threading through its flesh with a roar crashing loud—flight’s a 

sideways duck—threading past its grip with a step slipping swift—digging’s a downward 

cut—threading through its shadow with a crack slicing sharp. You’ve fought its skin—threading 

missiles through its towers with a scream tearing fire—fled its seams—threading through hidden 

folds with a hum whispering strange—maybe even clawed a new path—threading down with a 

pulse burrowing alive—carving through its bulk with a heat threading deep. But here’s the 

catch—threading through your mind with a pulse stirring wild: not all see it—threading through 

its frame with a hum cloaking strange. The organism’s a warren—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse humming alive—3D and thick—threading through its bulk with tunnels twisting 

deep—threading through its shadow with a crack winding sharp—forking—threading through its 

veins with a hum curling strange—humming—threading through its frame with a pulse 
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throbbing alive—but some grope blind—threading through its dirt with hands fumbling 

empty—threading through its flesh with a heat wandering lost—feeling the dirt—threading 

through their palms with a weight pressing real—missing the walls—threading through its 

shadow with a hum fading faint. Why—threading through your gut with a question gnawing 

wild? The beast doesn’t bare itself to everyone—threading through its frame with a pulse 

shrouding strange. Ask yourself—let it hum through you: do you see the tunnel—threading 

through its flesh with a crack pulsing alive—or just the dark—threading through its shadow with 

a silence stretching deep? 

Picture it—threading through your mind with a pulse cutting sharp: you’re in the 

thick—threading through its frame with a hum rumbling alive—sweat threading down your brow 

with a sting trickling hot, shovel threading through your hands with a weight sinking 

deep—carving down—threading through its flesh with a crack grinding sharp—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse digging alive. The air’s heavy—threading through your lungs 

with a weight pressing thick—damp with a tang threading sharp—threading through your nose 

with a scent curling strange; roots brush your face—threading through the dark with a coil 

winding alive—gnarled and rough—threading through your skin with a scrape whispering 

faint—the organism’s pulse—threading through its frame with a hum throbbing deep—thumps 

low—threading through its veins with a throb pulsing alive—beneath your boots—threading 

through the dirt with a pulse rumbling sharp. You know it’s a tunnel—threading through its flesh 

with a crack weaving alive—conflict threading behind with a roar crashing loud—flight 

threading beside with a step slipping swift—this new vector—threading down with a pulse 

cutting sharp—yours—threading through its shadow with a hum burrowing strange. But the guy 

next to you—threading through its frame with a pulse stumbling alive? He’s kicking 

dirt—threading through the dust with a thud scattering soft—swinging wild—threading through 

the air with a fist slashing sharp—eyes blank—threading through his sight with a silence 

cloaking deep—threading through his mind with a void drifting strange. He feels the 

ground—threading through his boots with a weight anchoring real—sure—threading through his 

hands with a heat clawing alive—same Earth—threading through its dirt with a pulse sinking 

deep—same beast—threading through its flesh with a throb humming alive—but the tunnel’s lost 

on him—threading through his shadow with a hum fading faint. He’s not dull—threading 

through his mind with a thought sparking sharp—he’s blind to it—threading through his sight 
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with a void stretching deep. The organism’s alive—threading through its frame with a pulse 

weaving strange—sprawling—threading through its bulk with a hum pulsing alive—but its 

shape—threading through its flesh with tunnels winding deep—its paths—threading through its 

shadow with a crack threading sharp—don’t glow for all—threading through their eyes with a 

silence dimming faint. Some see a maze—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

alive—others see a pit—threading through its dirt with a void sinking deep. 

Take conflict’s tunnel—threading through its flesh with a roar blasting loud: missiles 

blast—threading through the air with a scream tearing fire—walls crack—threading through its 

frame with a thud shattering sharp—Chapter V of Book 2 had us roaring through—threading 

through its veins with a heat surging alive—threading through its bones with a pulse breaking 

deep. You saw it—threading through your sight with a crack slicing sharp—a vector—threading 

through its flesh with a hum roaring alive—a gouge—threading through its hide with a roar 

crashing loud—in the beast’s skin—threading through its frame with a pulse pounding deep. But 

some—threading through its shadow with a void cloaking faint? They saw smoke—threading 

through the air with a haze swirling thick—blood—threading through the dirt with a pool 

staining red—chaos—threading through their eyes with a silence shrouding deep—no 

tunnel—threading through their sight with a void drifting faint—just mess—threading through 

their mind with a hum wandering lost. Flight’s seam—Chapter IX’s hidden pocket—threading 

through its frame with a step slipping swift—same deal—threading through its shadow with a 

pulse weaving strange. You ducked in—threading past its grip with a crack threading alive—felt 

the shift—threading through its flesh with a hum folding deep—the organism’s flesh 

folding—threading through its bulk with a pulse twisting sharp—threading through its veins with 

a heat curling strange. Others ran too—threading through the dust with a step stumbling 

swift—but faltered—threading through the dirt with a thud scattering soft—dirt’s dirt—threading 

through their boots with a weight pressing real—no seam—threading through their sight with a 

void fading faint—no turn—threading through their mind with a hum drifting lost. Now 

digging—threading down with a pulse burrowing alive: you’re cutting deep—threading through 

its frame with a crack grinding sharp—tunnel clear—threading through its flesh with a hum 

threading deep—3D—threading through its bulk with a pulse pulsing alive—real—threading 

through its shadow with a heat weaving strange. Next to you—threading through its frame with a 

void stretching faint—they’re clawing mud—threading through the dirt with a scrape fumbling 
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soft—lost—threading through their eyes with a silence dimming deep—no walls—threading 

through their sight with a void cloaking faint—no direction—threading through their mind with a 

hum wandering strange. The beast hums—threading through its flesh with a pulse throbbing 

alive—for all—threading through its frame with a throb pulsing deep—but the map’s not 

shared—threading through their eyes with a crack missing faint. 

Why the split—threading through your mind with a question gnawing wild? The organism’s 

crafty—threading through its frame with a pulse weaving alive—Chapter III’s mirror projected 

lies—threading through your sight with a flicker whispering faint—Chapter IV’s clock ticked its 

game—threading through the air with a hum ticking sharp. Maybe it blinds on 

purpose—threading through its flesh with a throb pulsing deep—keeps some 

swinging—threading through its veins with a roar crashing loud—some fleeing—threading past 

its grip with a step slipping swift—some digging—threading down with a crack cutting 

sharp—but only half-aware—threading through their mind with a void drifting faint. The choice 

to fight—threading through its flesh with a heat roaring alive—flee—threading past its grip with 

a pulse slipping swift—or dig—threading through its frame with a hum burrowing deep—rests 

with you—threading through your will with a decision threading bright—but seeing 

it—threading through your sight with a pulse threading alive—knowing the tunnel’s 

twist—threading through its shadow with a crack weaving sharp—isn’t a gift for all—threading 

through their eyes with a silence fading faint. The tunnel’s there—threading through its frame 

with a pulse humming alive—organic—threading through its flesh with a heat throbbing 

deep—physical—threading through its bulk with a throb pulsing sharp—Earth’s bulk—threading 

through its shadow with a crack threading alive—but perception’s a seam—threading through 

your mind with a hum weaving strange. You might feel the beast’s breath—threading through the 

air with a pulse warming alive—hear its growl—threading through its veins with a roar rumbling 

deep—yet miss the burrow’s edge—threading through your sight with a void drifting 

faint—threading through your hands with a hum fumbling lost. Others don’t—threading through 

their eyes with a silence stretching deep—they’re blind—threading through its frame with a void 

cloaking faint—stuck in the flat—threading through the dirt with a pulse fading shallow—not the 

deep—threading through its bulk with a crack threading sharp. 
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So, you’re in it—threading through its frame with a pulse throbbing alive—tunneling—threading 

down with a crack cutting sharp—vector threading through its flesh with a hum burrowing 

deep—clear—threading through your sight with a pulse weaving alive. But look 

around—threading through the shadows with a question gnawing wild: who sees it with 

you—threading through its frame with a hum pulsing deep? The beast’s a warren—threading 

through its bulk with a pulse threading alive—3D—threading through its flesh with tunnels 

twisting sharp—and vast—threading through its shadow with a hum weaving strange—not all 

catch its fork—threading through their eyes with a void fading faint. Conflict’s loud—threading 

through its veins with a roar crashing alive—flight’s sly—threading past its grip with a step 

slipping swift—digging’s slow—threading down with a crack cutting sharp—tunnels 

all—threading through its frame with a pulse throbbing deep—but some just scrape 

dirt—threading through the dust with a scrape fumbling soft—eyes shut—threading through 

their sight with a silence dimming faint—threading through their mind with a void drifting 

strange. Ask yourself—let it hum through you: do you see the walls—threading through its flesh 

with a crack threading sharp—the fork—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

alive—the hum—threading through its frame with a throb pulsing deep? Or are you blind 

too—threading through its dirt with a void fading faint—burrowing—threading through its bulk 

with a hum weaving strange—without a clue—threading through your mind with a pulse 

wandering lost? The organism doesn’t care—threading through its flesh with a pulse humming 

alive—it pulses—threading through its veins with a throb threading deep—pulls—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a crack 

threading alive. Next time you dig—threading through the dirt with a pulse burrowing 

deep—wonder—threading through your mind with a question gnawing wild: who’s 

lost—threading through its flesh with a void drifting faint—in the dark—threading through its 

frame with a hum weaving strange? 
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Chapter III: The Veins We Carve 

 

The beast’s a tunnel system—Earth alive with a throb threading through its core, civilization its 

humming frame threading through its flesh—a vast, pulsing network sprawling beneath your 

boots, threading through your bones with a heat you can’t shake. Chapter I mapped the 

vectors—threading through its frame with a pulse weaving deep: conflict pushing 

forward—threading through its flesh with a roar tearing loud—flight sliding 

sideways—threading past its grip with a step slipping swift—digging dropping down—threading 

through its shadow with a crack slicing sharp. Chapter II split the sight—threading through its 

frame with a hum threading strange—some see the warren’s twist—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse threading alive—some grope blind—threading through its dirt with hands fumbling 

lost—missing the walls threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep. But these 

tunnels—threading through its frame with a pulse humming alive? They’re not dirt—threading 

through the dust with a void threading dry—not rock—threading through the stone with a silence 

threading cold—not hollowed mud—threading through the muck with a weight threading damp. 
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They’re veins—threading through its flesh with a heat pulsing alive—organic—threading 

through its frame with a hum throbbing wet—wet—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

dripping alive—pulsing with the organism’s juice—threading through its veins with a throb 

threading warm. You’re in there—threading through its bulk with a pulse threading 

sharp—carving through—threading through its flesh with a crack threading deep—and don’t 

forget—threading through your mind with a hum threading wild: you’re blood too—threading 

through your veins with a heat threading alive—red and raw—threading through your bones with 

a pulse threading deep—flowing in its stream—threading through its frame with a throb 

threading warm. Ask yourself—let it hum through you: are you cutting its flesh—threading 

through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—or swimming it—threading through its veins 

with a pulse threading alive? 

Feel it—threading through your skin with a pulse threading raw: you dig—threading through its 

frame with a hum threading alive—not through soil—threading through the dust with a scrape 

threading dry—but meat—threading through its flesh with a heat threading wet—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading alive. The walls throb—threading through its frame 

with a hum pulsing soft—soft—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

tender—slick—threading through your hands with a slip threading wet—warm—threading 

through your grip with a heat threading alive—like arteries flexing—threading through its veins 

with a throb threading deep—with each shove—threading through its bulk with a crack threading 

sharp—you make—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive. No shovel scrapes 

stone—threading through the rock with a grind threading cold—it slices tissue—threading 

through its flesh with a cut threading wet—roots twisting—threading through the dark with a coil 

threading alive—like tendons threading through your arm with a pulse threading 

sharp—threading through your skin with a hum threading deep—air thick—threading through 

your lungs with a weight threading heavy—with a living stink—threading through your nose 

with a tang threading raw—threading through your breath with a pulse threading alive. Conflict’s 

tunnel—Book 2, Chapter V’s warpath—threading through its frame with a roar threading 

loud—ripped these veins—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—missiles 

tearing flesh—threading through its towers with a scream threading fire—not earth—threading 

through the dirt with a thud threading dry—threading through its veins with a pulse threading 

alive—leaving scars—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep. Flight’s 
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seam—Chapter IX’s dodge—threading through its shadow with a step threading swift—slipped 

you along them—threading past its grip with a hum threading strange—a pulse 

guiding—threading through its flesh with a throb threading alive—the turn—threading through 

its frame with a crack threading sharp—threading through its veins with a pulse threading deep. 

Now you’re digging—threading down with a pulse threading sharp—not into crust—threading 

through the dirt with a void threading dry—but deeper veins—threading through its flesh with a 

hum threading alive—the organism’s life—threading through its frame with a heat threading 

deep—wrapping you tight—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading warm. Your 

hands bleed—threading through your skin with a sting threading red—your pulse 

beats—threading through your bones with a throb threading alive—blood in blood—threading 

through its veins with a heat threading deep—tunneling its own—threading through its flesh with 

a pulse threading sharp. 

Why veins—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? The beast isn’t a 

cave—threading through the rock with a silence threading cold—it’s a body—threading through 

its frame with a pulse threading alive—3D—threading through its bulk with a hum threading 

deep—and vast—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp. Book 1 called us its 

heartbeat—threading through its veins with a pulse threading alive—pumping its 

sprawl—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep; Book 2 had us swinging at its 

skin—threading through its flesh with a roar threading loud—threading through its hide with a 

crack threading sharp—threading through its veins with a pulse threading alive. Here—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading strange—the tunnels pulse—threading through its flesh 

with a throb threading deep—organic pipes—threading through its bulk with a heat threading 

alive—not dead paths—threading through the dirt with a void threading dry—threading through 

its shadow with a pulse threading sharp. Some see them—threading through their sight with a 

crack threading alive—walls glistening—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

wet—vectors clear—threading through its flesh with a hum threading sharp—fight—threading 

through its veins with a roar threading loud—flee—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—dig—threading down with a crack threading deep—threading through its shadow with a 

pulse threading alive. Others miss it—threading through their eyes with a void threading 

faint—blind—threading through its frame with a silence threading deep—per Chapter 

II—threading through its dirt with a hum threading lost—feeling only damp—threading through 
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their hands with a weight threading wet—not the throb—threading through their sight with a 

pulse threading faint—threading through its veins with a void threading strange. But 

you—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive? You’re in it—threading through 

its flesh with a heat threading deep—flesh on flesh—threading through its bulk with a hum 

threading sharp—carving a vein—threading through its shadow with a crack threading 

alive—where the organism breathes—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

warm—threading through its veins with a throb threading deep. You choose the cut—threading 

through your hands with a will threading sharp—from Book 2’s whisper—threading through 

your mind with a choice threading alive—but it’s still its juice—threading through its flesh with 

a heat threading wet—your blood—threading through your veins with a pulse threading 

alive—mingling—threading through its frame with a throb threading deep—with the 

flow—threading through its shadow with a hum threading sharp. 

Picture the split—threading through your mind with a pulse threading wild: one guy gouges a 

vein—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—sees the pulse—threading 

through its flesh with a throb threading alive—conflict’s scar—threading through its veins with a 

roar threading loud—flight’s bend—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—digging’s 

drop—threading down with a pulse threading deep—threading through its shadow with a hum 

threading sharp—walls glistening—threading through its frame with a heat threading wet—red 

and alive—threading through its bulk with a throb threading alive—threading through his sight 

with a crack threading sharp. Another claws beside him—threading through its frame with a void 

threading faint—blind—threading through its dirt with a scrape threading soft—wet 

walls—threading through his hands with a weight threading damp—no shape—threading 

through his sight with a silence threading deep—just muck—threading through his mind with a 

hum threading lost—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading faint. The organism 

hums—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—veins branching—threading 

through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—blood rushing—threading through its veins with 

a throb threading deep—and you’re part of it—threading through its bulk with a heat threading 

alive—red—threading through your blood with a pulse threading sharp—and alive—threading 

through your bones with a throb threading deep—pushing through—threading through its frame 

with a hum threading strange—threading through its shadow with a crack threading alive. 

Chapter VIII’s flight cracked a seam—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—this 
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digs deeper—threading down with a pulse threading sharp—not dirt—threading through the dust 

with a void threading dry—but meat—threading through its flesh with a heat threading 

wet—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive. Ask yourself—let it hum through 

you: when you tunnel—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—do you see the 

vein—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—the beast’s life—threading 

through its shadow with a heat threading deep—or just the dark—threading through its frame 

with a void threading faint—threading through its dirt with a silence threading lost? It’s not a 

hole—threading through the dust with a crack threading dry—it’s a vessel—threading through its 

bulk with a pulse threading wet—and you’re the blood—threading through its veins with a heat 

threading alive—cutting—threading through its flesh with a throb threading sharp—its 

course—threading through its frame with a hum threading deep. 

So—threading through your mind with a question threading wild—the warren’s alive—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading strange—veins—threading through its flesh with a heat 

throbbing wet—not dirt—threading through the dust with a void threading dry—3D—threading 

through its bulk with a crack threading sharp—and pumping—threading through its shadow with 

a throb threading alive—threading through its veins with a pulse threading deep. You 

fight—threading through its frame with a roar threading loud—flee—threading past its grip with 

a step threading swift—dig—threading down with a crack threading sharp—vectors—threading 

through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—in its flesh—threading through its frame with a 

heat threading deep—but not all catch the throb—threading through their sight with a void 

threading faint—threading through its shadow with a silence threading lost. You do—threading 

through your eyes with a crack threading alive—maybe—threading through your mind with a 

hum threading sharp—blood—threading through your veins with a pulse threading red—in your 

veins—threading through your bones with a throb threading alive—blood—threading through its 

flesh with a heat threading wet—in its own—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

deep. Next time you shove through—threading through its bulk with a crack threading 

sharp—feel it—threading through your hands with a hum threading alive—the walls—threading 

through its veins with a pulse threading wet—beat back—threading through its shadow with a 

throb threading deep—threading through its frame with a heat threading alive. Whose 

tunnel—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—is it—threading through your 
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mind with a question threading wild—yours—threading through your blood with a pulse 

threading alive—or the beast’s—threading through its frame with a throb threading deep? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter IV: The Veins of Need 

 

The beast’s a network of veins—Earth pulsing with a throb threading through its marrow, 

civilization its flesh threading through its frame, us its blood tunneling through with a heat 

threading alive—a vast, throbbing lattice sprawling beneath your boots, threading through your 

bones with a hum you can’t dodge. Chapter V traced desire—lovers threading through your heart 

with a pull threading tender, friends threading through your days with a bond threading 

warm—as vectors you fight or flee—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading sharp. 

Now it’s rawer—threading through your gut with a need threading deep—not what you 

want—threading through your mind with a wish threading faint—but what you can’t live 

without—threading through your frame with a must threading alive—bread threading through 

your gut with a hunger threading gnawing, a roof threading over your head with a shelter 

threading firm, air threading through your chest with a breath threading vital. These are veins 

too—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading organic—organic—threading through its 
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frame with a heat threading wet—vital—threading through its shadow with a throb threading 

alive—carved in the organism’s bulk—threading through its veins with a hum threading deep. 

Fight—threading through its flesh with a roar threading sharp—and you dig into that 

need—threading through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—clawing for more—threading 

through its shadow with a heat threading alive. Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—and you slip to another vein—threading through its frame with a hum threading 

strange—a new must-have—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading sharp. You’re 

blood—threading through your veins with a heat threading red—flowing its stream—threading 

through its frame with a throb threading alive—ask yourself—let it hum through you: what 

need’s your tunnel—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep? 

Feel it—threading through your skin with a pulse threading raw: hunger gnaws—threading 

through your gut with a pang threading sharp—a loaf—threading through your hands with a 

crust threading warm—a fish—threading through your grip with a flesh threading slick—a 

scrap—threading through your fingers with a morsel threading faint. You fight for it—threading 

through its frame with a roar threading alive—hunt—threading through the dirt with a step 

threading swift—hoard—threading through your stash with a pulse threading 

tight—grind—threading through your days with a heat threading fierce—the vein’s 

alive—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading wet—walls throbbing—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading deep—like Chapter III’s flesh—threading through its 

shadow with a throb threading alive—threading through its veins with a heat threading 

warm—flexing—threading through its bulk with a crack threading sharp—with each 

shove—threading through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—you make—threading through 

its flesh with a hum threading alive. Conflict’s your shove—Chapter I’s push—threading through 

its shadow with a roar threading loud—deepening the tunnel—threading through its frame with a 

crack threading sharp—your need driving—threading through your blood with a pulse threading 

fierce—you to gorge—threading through its flesh with a heat threading alive—threading through 

its veins with a throb threading deep. The organism hums—threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading alive—its pulse feeds you—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

warm—roots twist—threading through the dirt with a coil threading alive—soil gives—threading 

through its flesh with a yield threading soft—and you’re blood—threading through your veins 

with a heat threading red—pumping—threading through its frame with a throb threading 
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alive—to fill that ache—threading through your gut with a pulse threading sharp—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading deep. Every bite—threading through your mouth with a 

taste threading warm—every stash—threading through your hands with a hoard threading 

tight—it’s a vein—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—you 

widen—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—need cutting—threading 

through its shadow with a heat threading deep—the path—threading through its veins with a 

throb threading alive—threading through its bulk with a hum threading strange. Shelter’s the 

same—threading through your mind with a need threading firm: you scrap for a cave—threading 

through the rock with a pulse threading rough—a hut—threading through the wood with a crack 

threading sharp—digging in—threading through its frame with a heat threading alive—the 

beast’s skin—threading through its flesh with a hum threading warm—bending—threading 

through its shadow with a throb threading deep—to your fists—threading through your hands 

with a pulse threading fierce—threading through its veins with a crack threading alive. 

Then flight—threading past its grip with a step threading swift: the vein dries—threading 

through its frame with a void threading faint—food’s gone—threading through your gut with a 

pang threading sharp—roof leaks—threading through your shelter with a drip threading 

cold—air chokes—threading through your chest with a weight threading tight—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading lost. You don’t swing—threading through its flesh 

with a roar threading loud—you shift—threading through its frame with a hum threading 

strange—threading past its veins with a step threading swift. Chapter IX of Book 2 slid you 

sideways—threading through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—here—threading through 

its frame with a pulse threading alive—it’s a new need—threading through your mind with a 

hum threading sharp—water—threading through your throat with a taste threading cool—over 

bread—threading through your hands with a crust threading dry—a tent—threading through your 

grip with a cloth threading light—over a cave—threading through the rock with a weight 

threading cold—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading strange. The organism’s 

3D—threading through its bulk with a hum threading alive—veins fork—threading through its 

frame with a crack threading sharp—pulse—threading through its shadow with a throb threading 

deep—and you’re turning—threading through its frame with a step threading swift—not 

out—threading past its grip with a void threading gone—but into—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse threading alive—another lifeline—threading through its veins with a heat threading 
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sharp—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange. Need jumps—threading 

through your gut with a pang threading new—a fresh throb—threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading alive; you’re not deepening now—threading through its flesh with a crack 

threading sharp—you’re rerouting—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—threading through its shadow with a hum threading alive. The beast doesn’t 

flinch—threading through its frame with a pulse threading steady—its blood flows—threading 

through its veins with a throb threading deep—either way—threading through its flesh with a 

hum threading alive—but you feel it—threading through your bones with a pulse threading 

sharp—one vein fades—threading through your hands with a void threading faint—another 

swells—threading through your grip with a heat threading alive—a new must—threading 

through your mind with a pang threading sharp—beating—threading through its shadow with a 

pulse threading deep—in its flesh—threading through its frame with a throb threading 

warm—threading through its veins with a hum threading strange. 

Why need—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? Chapter II 

said—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—not all see the 

tunnels—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—some grope blind—threading 

through its dirt with a void threading lost—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

faint. But your needs—threading through your frame with a pulse threading 

alive—air—threading through your chest with a breath threading sharp—grub—threading 

through your gut with a hunger threading deep—cover—threading through your hands with a 

shelter threading firm—map the warren clear—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading sharp—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive. Fight’s your 

grip—threading through its flesh with a roar threading fierce—tunneling—threading through its 

frame with a crack threading sharp—into one lifeline—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading deep; flight’s your dodge—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—slipping—threading through its frame with a hum threading strange—to the 

next—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive—threading through its flesh with a 

pulse threading sharp. The organism’s alive—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

deep—space—threading through its cells with a hum threading vast—time—threading through 

its rhythm with a throb threading long—and survival’s its current—threading through its shadow 

with a heat threading alive—threading through its veins with a pulse threading sharp. Book 2’s 
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whisper of freedom—threading through your mind with a choice threading bright—says you 

pick—threading through your will with a hum threading sharp—claw—threading through its 

frame with a crack threading fierce—or run—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—but the veins bind you—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

deep—threading through your blood with a throb threading alive. That meal—threading through 

your hands with a hunger threading sharp—you chase—threading through your gut with a pang 

threading fierce? Dig in—threading through its frame with a crack threading deep—and the 

tunnel hardens—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading sharp—urgent—threading 

through your veins with a heat threading alive—clear—threading through your sight with a hum 

threading deep. Starved—threading through your gut with a void threading faint? 

Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—and another hums—threading through 

its frame with a pulse threading alive—still organic—threading through its flesh with a heat 

threading sharp—still you—threading through your bones with a throb threading 

deep—blood—threading through its veins with a pulse threading alive—in the beast’s 

sprawl—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange. 

So—threading through your mind with a question threading wild—pin it—threading through 

your gut with a pulse threading sharp: what’s your vein—threading through your frame with a 

need threading alive? That breath—threading through your chest with a gasp threading 

vital—that bite—threading through your hands with a hunger threading deep—that 

wall—threading through your grip with a shelter threading firm—where’s it pulling—threading 

through your blood with a pulse threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a throb 

threading alive? Fight—threading through its frame with a roar threading fierce—and you’re 

fed—threading through its flesh with a heat threading alive—need’s a pick—threading through 

your hands with a pulse threading sharp—carving—threading through its veins with a crack 

threading deep—the tunnel—threading through its frame with a hum threading 

alive—deep—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—threading through its 

bulk with a pulse threading strange. Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—and you’re elsewhere—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—a new 

pulse—threading through its flesh with a hum threading sharp—a new must—threading through 

your veins with a heat threading deep—threading through its shadow with a throb threading 

strange. The beast throbs—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 
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alive—veins—threading through its flesh with a heat pulsing wet—alive—threading through its 

shadow with a throb threading deep—and you’re tunneling—threading through its frame with a 

crack threading sharp—some see it—threading through their sight with a pulse threading 

alive—some don’t—threading through their eyes with a void threading faint—threading through 

its veins with a hum threading lost. Next time you gasp—threading through your chest with a 

breath threading sharp—or grab—threading through your hands with a hunger threading 

deep—ask—threading through your mind with a question threading wild: are you 

digging—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—or turning—threading past 

its grip with a step threading swift—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading alive? 

The organism’s watching—threading through its flesh with a hum threading deep—your 

needs—threading through your blood with a heat threading sharp—are its veins—threading 

through its frame with a throb threading alive—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading strange. 

 

Chapter V: The Veins of Want 

 

The beast’s a warren of veins—Earth alive with a throb threading through its depths, civilization 

its flesh threading through its frame, us its blood tunneling through with a heat threading 

alive—a sprawling, pulsing lattice weaving beneath your boots, threading through your bones 

with a hum you can’t shake. Chapter III made it clear—threading through its frame with a pulse 

weaving sharp: these aren’t dirt paths—threading through the dust with a void threading 

dry—but organic channels—threading through its flesh with a heat throbbing 

wet—pulsing—threading through its veins with a hum threading alive—wrapping you 

tight—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep—in their living 

flow—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp. Now look at 

yourself—threading through your mind with a question threading wild: what do you 

love—threading through your heart with a pull threading alive? Your favorite book—say, a gritty 

crime novel—threading through your hands with a weight threading worn—your go-to 
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genre—threading through your shelf with a hum threading sharp—that sci-fi magazine you 

hoard—threading through your stash with a pulse threading bright—the TV show you binge till 

dawn—threading through your eyes with a glow threading late. They’re not just 

quirks—threading through your days with a habit threading faint—not idle ticks—threading 

through your mind with a hum threading soft—they’re directions—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse threading alive—vectors—threading through its frame with a crack threading 

sharp—in the organism’s veins—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep. 

Fight—threading through its flesh with a heat threading fierce—and you dig deeper—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—into that vein—threading through its veins with 

a hum threading alive—your passion sharpening—threading through your blood with a throb 

threading deep. Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—and you 

slip—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading strange—into another—threading 

through its frame with a crack threading alive—a new want—threading through its flesh with a 

hum threading sharp—pulsing elsewhere—threading through its veins with a throb threading 

deep. Ask yourself—let it hum through you: where’s your tunnel leading—threading through its 

frame with a pulse threading wild? 

Think it over—threading through your mind with a pulse threading sharp: that crime 

novel—threading through your hands with a weight threading worn—dog-eared—threading 

through its pages with a crack threading faint—spine cracked—threading through its binding 

with a pulse threading soft—pulls you in—threading through your eyes with a hum threading 

deep—threading through your heart with a pull threading alive. You fight for it—threading 

through its frame with a heat threading fierce—read every page—threading through the ink with 

a pulse threading sharp—chase every twist—threading through the plot with a throb threading 

alive—dig into its world—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep—threading 

through its flesh with a hum threading fierce. The vein thickens—threading through its frame 

with a pulse threading alive—your knowledge swells—threading through your mind with a 

weight threading deep—details stack—threading through your thoughts with a hum threading 

sharp—you’re burrowing—threading through its flesh with a heat threading 

alive—deep—threading through its shadow with a throb threading fierce—into that gritty 

sprawl—threading through its veins with a pulse threading sharp—threading through its frame 

with a crack threading alive. Chapter I mapped conflict—threading through its frame with a roar 
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threading loud—as a shove forward—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

sharp—here—threading through its shadow with a hum threading deep—it’s your 

grip—threading through your hands with a heat threading fierce—on what you love—threading 

through your heart with a pull threading alive—carving—threading through its frame with a 

crack threading sharp—that vein wider—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

deep—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive. The organism hums—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—its flesh alive—threading through its shadow 

with a hum threading deep—and you’re blood—threading through your veins with a heat 

threading red—pulsing—threading through its frame with a throb threading sharp—in that 

direction—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—feeding it—threading 

through its veins with a hum threading deep—as it feeds you—threading through your mind with 

a crack threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading fierce. That sci-fi 

mag—threading through your stash with a weight threading bright? Same deal—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading alive—fight keeps you there—threading through its flesh 

with a heat threading sharp—tunneling—threading through its veins with a pulse threading 

deep—through starships—threading through the pages with a hum threading vast—and 

aliens—threading through your thoughts with a crack threading strange—the vein’s 

walls—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—glistening—threading through 

its shadow with a throb threading sharp—with your want—threading through your heart with a 

pull threading deep—threading through its flesh with a hum threading alive. 

Now flight—threading past its grip with a step threading swift: you drop the novel—threading 

through your hands with a thud threading soft—the mag—threading through your stash with a 

void threading faint—the show—threading through your screen with a silence threading 

dark—something shifts—threading through your mind with a pulse threading strange—threading 

through your heart with a hum threading sharp. Maybe crime’s too dark—threading through its 

pages with a weight threading cold—sci-fi’s too cold—threading through its tales with a chill 

threading faint—you flee—threading through its frame with a crack threading swift—not 

out—threading past its flesh with a void threading gone—but sideways—threading through its 

shadow with a pulse threading alive—threading through its veins with a hum threading strange. 

Chapter IX of Book 2 cracked a seam—threading past its grip with a step threading 

sharp—here—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—it’s a new 
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vein—threading through its flesh with a crack threading deep—threading through its shadow 

with a throb threading strange. You stumble into—say—cooking shows—threading through your 

screen with a heat threading warm—historical tomes—threading through your hands with a 

weight threading old—a romance paperback—threading through your fingers with a pulse 

threading soft—threading through your heart with a hum threading alive. The organism’s 

3D—threading through its bulk with a pulse threading sharp—veins branch—threading through 

its frame with a crack threading alive—twist—threading through its shadow with a throb 

threading deep—and flight slides you—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—into 

another pulse—threading through its flesh with a hum threading sharp—threading through its 

veins with a pulse threading strange. Your interest jumps—threading through your mind with a 

spark threading new—a fresh want—threading through your heart with a pull threading 

alive—sparks—threading through your veins with a heat threading sharp; you’re not digging 

deeper—threading through its frame with a crack threading fierce—but tunneling 

elsewhere—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading swift—threading through its 

flesh with a hum threading alive. The beast doesn’t care—threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading steady—its blood flows—threading through its veins with a throb threading 

deep—anyway—threading through its shadow with a hum threading alive—but you feel 

it—threading through your bones with a pulse threading sharp—a new hum—threading through 

your mind with a crack threading alive—a new vector—threading through its frame with a heat 

threading strange—your likes—threading through your heart with a pull threading 

sharp—rerouting—threading through its flesh with a throb threading deep—through its 

flesh—threading through its veins with a pulse threading alive—threading through its shadow 

with a hum threading strange. 

Why this—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? Chapter II 

said—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—not all see the 

tunnels—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—some grope blind—threading 

through its dirt with a void threading lost—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

faint. But you—threading through your frame with a pulse threading alive? Your 

loves—threading through your heart with a pull threading deep—light the veins—threading 

through its flesh with a pulse threading sharp—books—threading through your hands with a 

weight threading warm—shows—threading through your screen with a glow threading 
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alive—genres—threading through your mind with a hum threading deep—each a 

path—threading through its frame with a crack threading alive—threading through its veins with 

a throb threading sharp. Fight’s your shovel—threading through its flesh with a heat threading 

fierce—deepening—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—the 

one—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep—you’re in—threading through 

its veins with a hum threading alive; flight’s your turn—threading past its grip with a step 

threading swift—slipping—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—to the 

next—threading through its flesh with a throb threading alive—threading through its shadow 

with a hum threading sharp. The organism’s alive—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading deep—space—threading through its cells with a hum threading vast—time—threading 

through its beat with a throb threading long—and your wants—threading through your heart with 

a pull threading alive—are its currents—threading through its veins with a pulse threading 

sharp—threading through its shadow with a heat threading deep. Book 2’s whisper of 

freedom—threading through your mind with a choice threading bright—says you 

pick—threading through your will with a hum threading sharp—stay—threading through its 

flesh with a crack threading deep—or shift—threading past its grip with a step threading 

swift—but the veins guide you—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

alive—threading through your blood with a throb threading deep. That TV show—threading 

through your screen with a glow threading late—you can’t quit—threading through your eyes 

with a pull threading sharp? Dig in—threading through its frame with a crack threading 

fierce—and the tunnel grows—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

alive—smarter—threading through your mind with a hum threading deep—sharper—threading 

through your heart with a heat threading alive—threading through its veins with a throb 

threading sharp—in that vein—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

deep—threading through its frame with a crack threading alive. Bored—threading through your 

heart with a void threading faint? Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—and 

another opens—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading strange—still 

organic—threading through its frame with a heat threading alive—still you—threading through 

your blood with a throb threading sharp—blood—threading through its veins with a pulse 

threading deep—in the beast’s sprawl—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

alive—threading through its flesh with a crack threading strange. 
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So—threading through your mind with a question threading wild—map it—threading through 

your heart with a pulse threading sharp: what’s your vein—threading through your frame with a 

need threading alive? That fantasy epic—threading through your hands with a weight threading 

thick—car mag—threading through your stash with a pulse threading sleek—reality TV 

fix—threading through your screen with a glow threading bright—where’s it 

pointing—threading through your blood with a hum threading sharp—threading through its 

shadow with a throb threading deep? Fight—threading through its frame with a heat threading 

fierce—and you’re deeper—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

alive—smarter—threading through your mind with a crack threading sharp—sharper—threading 

through your heart with a throb threading deep—in that vein—threading through its veins with a 

pulse threading alive—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange. 

Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—and you’re elsewhere—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—a new pulse—threading through its flesh with a 

crack threading sharp—a new want—threading through your veins with a heat threading 

deep—threading through its shadow with a throb threading alive—threading through its frame 

with a hum threading strange. The beast hums—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading alive—veins—threading through its flesh with a heat throbbing 

deep—throbbing—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—and you’re 

tunneling—threading through its frame with a crack threading alive—some see it—threading 

through their sight with a pulse threading sharp—some don’t—threading through their eyes with 

a void threading faint—threading through its veins with a hum threading lost—threading through 

its flesh with a silence threading strange. Next time you grab—threading through your hands 

with a weight threading alive—that book—threading through your fingers with a pulse threading 

sharp—or flick—threading through your screen with a glow threading deep—the 

screen—threading through your eyes with a hum threading alive—ask—threading through your 

mind with a question threading wild: are you digging—threading through its frame with a crack 

threading sharp—or turning—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading alive—threading through its flesh with a hum 

threading strange? The organism’s watching—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

deep—your likes—threading through your heart with a pull threading sharp—are its 
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veins—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive—threading through its shadow 

with a heat threading strange. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter VI: The Veins of Desire 

 

The beast’s a warren—Earth alive with a throb threading through its marrow, civilization its flesh 

threading through its frame, veins throbbing with its hum weaving beneath your boots, threading 

through your bones with a pulse you can’t shake. Chapter IV mapped your likes—threading 

through your hands with a book cracking sharp, threading through your screen with a show 

glowing late—as tunnels you dig or dodge—threading through its frame with a pulse weaving 

alive. Now it’s deeper—threading through your heart with a pull threading fierce: 

desire—threading through your blood with a heat threading alive—the pull to others—your 

lover’s touch threading through your skin with a warmth threading soft, your friend’s laugh 

threading through your ears with a pulse threading bright, your kin’s nod threading through your 

days with a bond threading firm. These aren’t just bonds—threading through your life with a 

hum threading faint—not mere ties—threading through your mind with a thread threading 
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thin—they’re vectors—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

sharp—directions—threading through its frame with a crack threading deep—in the organism’s 

veins—threading through its shadow with a throb threading alive. Fight—threading through its 

flesh with a heat threading fierce—and you burrow into that desire—threading through its frame 

with a pulse threading deep—clawing closer—threading through its veins with a hum threading 

sharp—thicker—threading through its shadow with a throb threading alive. Flee—threading past 

its grip with a step threading swift—and you slip—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading strange—to another vein—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—a 

new face—threading through your heart with a pull threading new—a new pulse—threading 

through its veins with a throb threading deep. You’re blood—threading through your veins with a 

heat threading red—flowing in its stream—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

alive—ask yourself—let it hum through you: where’s your desire tunneling you—threading 

through its shadow with a crack threading wild? 

Feel it—threading through your skin with a pulse threading raw: that one person—say, a 

lover—threading through your heart with a pull threading fierce—lights a vein—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading alive—threading through your blood with a heat 

threading deep. You fight for them—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

sharp—chase their voice—threading through the air with a hum threading soft—wrestle their 

silences—threading through the quiet with a throb threading tense—dig into their 

world—threading through its frame with a crack threading deep—threading through its shadow 

with a pulse threading fierce. The tunnel’s organic—threading through its flesh with a heat 

threading wet—walls slick—threading through its frame with a pulse threading warm—and 

warm—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive—like Chapter III’s 

flesh—threading through its shadow with a hum threading deep—not dirt—threading through 

the dust with a void threading dry—but life—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

sharp—threading through its flesh with a heat threading alive—pulsing—threading through its 

veins with a throb threading deep—around you—threading through its shadow with a crack 

threading sharp. Conflict’s your shove—Chapter I’s forward push—threading through its frame 

with a roar threading loud—deepening the vein—threading through its flesh with a pulse 

threading sharp—your desire surging—threading through your blood with a heat threading 

fierce—as you grip tighter—threading through its shadow with a throb threading 
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deep—threading through its frame with a crack threading alive. The organism hums—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—its pulse—threading through its shadow with a 

hum threading deep—in sync—threading through its veins with a throb threading sharp—and 

you’re blood—threading through your veins with a heat threading red—pumping 

harder—threading through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—carving—threading through 

its flesh with a crack threading sharp—that connection—threading through its shadow with a 

hum threading deep—raw—threading through its frame with a heat threading alive—threading 

through its veins with a throb threading sharp. Every argument—threading through the air with a 

pulse threading tense—every late-night talk—threading through the dark with a hum threading 

soft—it’s a tunnel—threading through its flesh with a crack threading deep—you 

widen—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—desire driving—threading 

through your heart with a pull threading fierce—the cut—threading through its shadow with a 

throb threading deep—threading through its veins with a hum threading alive. 

Then flight—threading past its grip with a step threading swift: the vein cramps—threading 

through its frame with a void threading faint—maybe they fade—threading through your heart 

with a silence threading cold—maybe you do—threading through your blood with a pulse 

threading faint—threading through its shadow with a hum threading lost. You don’t 

swing—threading through its flesh with a heat threading fierce—you turn—threading through its 

frame with a pulse threading strange—threading past its grip with a crack threading swift. 

Chapter IX of Book 2 cracked a seam—threading through its shadow with a step threading 

sharp—here—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—it’s a new 

desire—threading through your heart with a pull threading new—a friend’s grin—threading 

through your ears with a laugh threading bright—a stranger’s spark—threading through your 

eyes with a glow threading sharp—threading through your blood with a heat threading 

alive—pulling you sideways—threading through its flesh with a hum threading 

strange—threading through its veins with a throb threading sharp. The organism’s 

3D—threading through its bulk with a pulse threading alive—veins branch—threading through 

its frame with a crack threading sharp—twist—threading through its shadow with a throb 

threading deep—and you’re sliding—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—not 

out—threading through its frame with a void threading gone—but into—threading through its 

flesh with a pulse threading alive—another pulse—threading through its veins with a hum 
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threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a crack threading strange. Desire 

shifts—threading through your heart with a pull threading new—a fresh throb—threading 

through your blood with a heat threading alive; you’re not deepening now—threading through its 

frame with a crack threading fierce—you’re rerouting—threading past its grip with a pulse 

threading swift—threading through its shadow with a hum threading alive. The beast doesn’t 

blink—threading through its frame with a pulse threading steady—its blood flows—threading 

through its veins with a throb threading deep—either way—threading through its shadow with a 

hum threading alive—but you feel the jump—threading through your bones with a pulse 

threading sharp—one vein closes—threading through your heart with a void threading 

faint—another opens—threading through your blood with a heat threading alive—a new 

want—threading through your mind with a pull threading sharp—beating—threading through its 

flesh with a throb threading deep—in its flesh—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading strange—threading through its veins with a hum threading sharp. 

Why desire—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? Chapter II 

said—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—not all see the 

tunnels—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—some grope blind—threading 

through its dirt with a void threading lost—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

faint. But your cravings—threading through your heart with a pull threading 

deep—hers—threading through her touch with a warmth threading soft—his—threading through 

his laugh with a pulse threading bright—theirs—threading through their nod with a bond 

threading firm—light the way—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

alive—threading through its veins with a throb threading sharp. Fight’s your grip—threading 

through its flesh with a heat threading fierce—tunneling—threading through its frame with a 

crack threading sharp—into one soul—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

deep—threading through its veins with a hum threading alive; flight’s your drift—threading past 

its grip with a step threading swift—slipping—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

strange—to the next—threading through its flesh with a throb threading sharp—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading alive. The organism’s alive—threading through its 

frame with a pulse threading deep—space—threading through its cells with a hum threading 

vast—time—threading through its rhythm with a throb threading long—and 

relationships—threading through your heart with a pull threading alive—are its 
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currents—threading through its veins with a heat threading sharp—threading through its shadow 

with a pulse threading deep. Book 2’s whisper of freedom—threading through your mind with a 

choice threading bright—says you choose—threading through your will with a hum threading 

sharp—hold—threading through its frame with a crack threading deep—or let go—threading 

past its grip with a step threading swift—but the veins steer you—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse threading alive—threading through your blood with a throb threading deep. That 

lover—threading through your heart with a warmth threading soft—you can’t shake—threading 

through your skin with a pull threading sharp? Dig in—threading through its frame with a heat 

threading fierce—and the tunnel grows—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

deep—messy—threading through your veins with a throb threading alive—deep—threading 

through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—threading through its frame with a hum 

threading strange. Done—threading through your heart with a void threading faint? 

Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—and another hums—threading through 

its frame with a pulse threading alive—still organic—threading through its flesh with a heat 

threading sharp—still you—threading through your blood with a throb threading 

deep—blood—threading through its veins with a pulse threading alive—in the beast’s 

sprawl—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange—threading through its 

frame with a crack threading sharp. 

So—threading through your mind with a question threading wild—trace it—threading through 

your heart with a pulse threading sharp: who’s your vein—threading through your frame with a 

need threading alive? That friend—threading through your days with a laugh threading 

bright—that flame—threading through your skin with a touch threading warm—that family 

tie—threading through your blood with a bond threading firm—where’s it pointing—threading 

through your veins with a hum threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a throb 

threading deep? Fight—threading through its frame with a heat threading fierce—and you’re 

closer—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—desire’s a blade—threading 

through your hands with a crack threading sharp—cutting—threading through its veins with a 

throb threading deep—the tunnel—threading through its frame with a hum threading 

alive—sharp—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading fierce—threading through its 

flesh with a crack threading deep. Flee—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—and 

you’re elsewhere—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—a new 
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pulse—threading through its veins with a hum threading sharp—a new draw—threading through 

your heart with a throb threading alive—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

deep—threading through its frame with a crack threading strange. The beast throbs—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—veins—threading through its flesh with a heat 

pulsing deep—alive—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—and you’re 

tunneling—threading through its frame with a crack threading alive—some see it—threading 

through their sight with a pulse threading sharp—some don’t—threading through their eyes with 

a void threading faint—threading through its veins with a hum threading lost—threading through 

its flesh with a silence threading strange. Next time you reach—threading through your hands 

with a pull threading alive—for them—threading through your heart with a warmth threading 

sharp—or pull away—threading past their grip with a step threading swift—threading through its 

shadow with a pulse threading strange—ask—threading through your mind with a question 

threading wild: are you digging—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—or 

turning—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—threading through its flesh with a 

pulse threading alive—threading through its shadow with a hum threading strange? The 

organism’s watching—threading through its frame with a pulse threading deep—your 

desires—threading through your heart with a pull threading sharp—are its veins—threading 

through its veins with a throb threading alive—threading through its shadow with a heat 

threading deep—threading through its frame with a hum threading strange. 
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Chapter VII: The Deep Cut 

 

The beast’s veins pulse—Earth alive with a throb threading through its marrow, civilization its 

flesh threading through its frame, you its blood carving through with a heat threading alive—a 

vast, throbbing network weaving beneath your boots, threading through your bones with a hum 

you can’t shake. Chapter VI mapped your needs—threading through your gut with a hunger 

gnawing sharp—food—threading through your hands with a bread crumbling 

warm—air—threading through your chest with a breath gasping alive—shelter—threading over 

your head with a roof creaking firm—as tunnels you fight or flee—threading through its frame 

with a pulse weaving deep. But what if you don’t stop—threading through its flesh with a crack 

threading fierce? Dig past the meal—threading through your mouth with a bite threading 

quick—the breath—threading through your lungs with a gasp threading sharp—the 

roof—threading through your grip with a wall threading solid—cut too deep—threading through 
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its shadow with a pulse threading wild—into that vein—threading through its frame with a throb 

threading alive—and the organism’s not just humming anymore—threading through its flesh 

with a hum threading steady. You’re still flesh—threading through your skin with a heat 

threading raw—still flowing—threading through your veins with a pulse threading red—but 

this—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—is no shallow gouge—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading faint. Ask yourself—let it hum through you: how far 

can you tunnel—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading deep—into need—threading 

through your gut with a pang threading alive—before the beast bites back—threading through its 

frame with a roar threading fierce—or splits open—threading through its shadow with a crack 

threading wild? 

Feel it—threading through your skin with a pulse threading raw: hunger drives you—threading 

through your gut with a pang threading sharp—Chapter VI’s bread—threading through your 

hands with a crust threading worn—a fish—threading through your grip with a flesh threading 

slick—a haul—threading through your stash with a pulse threading full. You fight—threading 

through its frame with a heat threading fierce—not just to eat—threading through your mouth 

with a bite threading quick—but to hoard—threading through your hands with a stash threading 

tight—shovel in hand—threading through your grip with a weight threading deep—gut 

burning—threading through your veins with a pang threading alive—you dig—threading through 

its flesh with a crack threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

fierce. The vein’s organic—threading through its frame with a heat threading wet—walls 

slick—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading warm—throbbing—threading through 

its veins with a hum threading alive—like Chapter III’s flesh—threading through its shadow with 

a throb threading deep—not dirt—threading through the dust with a void threading dry—but 

meat—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—threading through its flesh with 

a heat threading wet—and you’re blood—threading through your veins with a pulse threading 

red—slicing deeper—threading through its shadow with a crack threading fierce—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading alive. Conflict’s your blade—Chapter I’s 

push—threading through its flesh with a roar threading loud—past survival—threading through 

your gut with a bite threading enough—into excess—threading through your hands with a hoard 

threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading deep. The organism’s 

3D—threading through its bulk with a pulse threading alive—veins twist—threading through its 
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frame with a crack threading sharp—pulse—threading through its shadow with a throb threading 

deep—and you’re dropping—threading through its flesh with a heat threading fierce—cutting 

through—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—its meat—threading through 

its veins with a hum threading wet—threading through its shadow with a crack threading sharp. 

Shelter’s the same—threading through your mind with a need threading firm—not a 

hut—threading over your head with a roof threading frail—but a fortress—threading through 

your grip with a wall threading thick—not a breath—threading through your chest with a gasp 

threading light—but a tank—threading through your lungs with a pulse threading full—threading 

through its frame with a heat threading alive. You don’t stop—threading through its flesh with a 

pulse threading sharp—at enough—threading through your hands with a void threading 

faint—you gouge—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep—need 

turning—threading through your gut with a pang threading fierce—to greed—threading through 

your blood with a heat threading sharp—the tunnel—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading alive—sinking fast—threading through its flesh with a throb threading 

deep—threading through its shadow with a hum threading wild. 

What happens—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? The beast 

stirs—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive. Dig too deep—threading through 

its flesh with a crack threading sharp—and its pulse jumps—threading through its shadow with a 

throb threading fierce—walls quake—threading through its frame with a rumble threading 

deep—sap floods—threading through its veins with a pulse threading wet—a growl 

rumbles—threading through its frame with a roar threading low—threading through its shadow 

with a hum threading alive. Chapter VIII of Book 2 teased its bite—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse threading sharp—plagues—threading through the air with a cough threading 

blood—storms—threading through the sky with a howl threading fierce—when we 

fled—threading past its grip with a step threading swift; here—threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading alive—it’s a shove back—threading through its shadow with a throb threading 

deep—threading through its veins with a hum threading sharp. Cut past the vein’s 

edge—threading through its flesh with a crack threading wild—and it might bleed—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—choke you—threading through your lungs with a 

rot threading thick—with rot—threading through its shadow with a stench threading 

foul—drown you—threading through your chest with a muck threading wet—in 
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muck—threading through its veins with a pulse threading sharp—its own blood—threading 

through its frame with a heat threading alive—fighting yours—threading through your veins with 

a throb threading red—threading through its shadow with a hum threading fierce. Or it 

cracks—threading through its frame with a pulse threading wild: a hidden vein—threading 

through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—splits—threading through its shadow with a throb 

threading deep—dark—threading through its frame with a void threading 

thick—thick—threading through its veins with a pulse threading wet—humming—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading strange—with something older—threading through its 

shadow with a pulse threading alive—a layer—threading through its flesh with a crack threading 

deep—the organism’s buried—threading through its frame with a throb threading 

sharp—threading through its veins with a hum threading strange. Not dirt—threading through 

the dust with a void threading dry—not sky—threading through the air with a pulse threading 

faint—but flesh—threading through its frame with a heat threading wet—alive—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading alive—raw—threading through its flesh with a throb 

threading deep—a secret—threading through its frame with a hum threading strange—or a 

trap—threading through its veins with a crack threading sharp—you’ve hacked—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading wild—into—threading through its frame with a heat 

threading alive—threading through its flesh with a throb threading deep. 

Why this—threading through your mind with a question threading wild? Chapter II 

said—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—not all see—threading through 

its flesh with a crack threading sharp—the tunnels—threading through its shadow with a hum 

threading deep—some grope—threading through its dirt with a void threading blind—threading 

through its veins with a pulse threading lost—but you’re in—threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading alive—digging—threading through its flesh with a heat threading sharp—past 

need’s line—threading through your gut with a pang threading deep—threading through its 

shadow with a throb threading fierce. Book 2’s whisper of freedom—threading through your 

mind with a choice threading bright—says you pick—threading through your will with a hum 

threading sharp—fight—threading through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—dig 

deeper—threading through its flesh with a crack threading deep—but the beast’s—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—no mute slab—threading through its shadow with 

a void threading still—threading through its veins with a hum threading sharp. Chapter V’s 
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desires—threading through your heart with a pull threading alive—sharpened—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading deep—a vein—threading through its flesh with a crack 

threading sharp; Chapter VI’s needs—threading through your gut with a pang threading 

alive—hardened—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep—it—threading 

through its frame with a heat threading sharp. This—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading wild—deep cut—threading through its flesh with a crack threading alive—risks 

more—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—its throb shifts—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—its skin—threading through its veins with a heat 

threading alive—fights—threading through its shadow with a hum threading deep—threading 

through its frame with a crack threading sharp. You’re not just blood—threading through your 

veins with a pulse threading red—now—threading through its frame with a heat threading 

alive—you’re a splinter—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—a 

gash—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading deep—in its bulk—threading through 

its frame with a throb threading alive—threading through its veins with a hum threading strange. 

The vein—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading sharp—might seal—threading 

through its frame with a crack threading tight—or widen—threading through its shadow with a 

throb threading deep—or roar—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

fierce—threading through its veins with a heat threading alive. Ask yourself—let it hum through 

you: that need—threading through your gut with a pang threading sharp—you chase—threading 

through your hands with a pulse threading fierce—food—threading through your mouth with a 

bite threading deep—cover—threading over your head with a roof threading 

firm—air—threading through your chest with a gasp threading alive—how deep’s—threading 

through its frame with a crack threading wild—too deep—threading through its flesh with a 

pulse threading sharp—before—threading through its shadow with a throb threading alive—it’s 

not yours—threading through your blood with a heat threading faint—but the beast’s—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading deep—threading through its veins with a hum threading 

strange? 

So—threading through your mind with a question threading wild—you’re cutting—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—down—threading through its flesh with a crack 

threading sharp—through the vein—threading through its shadow with a throb threading 

deep—threading through its veins with a pulse threading alive—the organism’s flesh—threading 
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through its frame with a heat threading wet—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

sharp. The walls—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading alive—beat—threading 

through its frame with a throb threading deep—your blood—threading through your veins with a 

heat threading red—answers—threading through your bones with a pulse threading 

sharp—threading through its shadow with a hum threading alive. Some—threading through its 

frame with a pulse threading strange—see it—Chapter IV’s split—threading through their sight 

with a crack threading sharp—holds—threading through its flesh with a throb threading 

alive—but this—threading through its frame with a pulse threading wild—is your 

tunnel—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep—your risk—threading 

through your blood with a heat threading sharp—threading through its veins with a hum 

threading alive. Dig—threading through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—too 

far—threading through its flesh with a crack threading wild—and the beast—threading through 

its frame with a pulse threading alive—might wake—threading through its shadow with a roar 

threading sharp—or bleed—threading through its veins with a heat threading 

deep—open—threading through its frame with a throb threading wild—threading through its 

flesh with a pulse threading strange. Next time—threading through your mind with a question 

threading sharp—you grab—threading through your hands with a pulse threading 

alive—more—threading through your gut with a pang threading fierce—than you 

need—threading through your blood with a heat threading sharp—feel—threading through your 

bones with a hum threading deep—the drop—threading through its frame with a crack threading 

wild—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading sharp: are you—threading through 

your frame with a pulse threading alive—just living—threading through its flesh with a hum 

threading soft—or carving—threading through its frame with a crack threading 

sharp—something—threading through its veins with a pulse threading wild—alive—threading 

through its shadow with a heat threading deep—threading through its frame with a throb 

threading strange? 
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Chapter VIII: The Organic Mine (Attached Theory continued) 

 

You’re tunneling—Earth alive beneath your boots, civilization its sprawling flesh, you its blood 

carving through the dark. Chapter III named these paths veins, a network pulsing with the 

organism’s life; Chapter VII’s deep cut tore them open, raw and bleeding. But suppose it’s more 

than veins, more than a simple bloodstream? Picture the organism as a giant mine—not just dirt 

and rock, not some dead husk, but an unknown organic hum, a vast expanse of soil breathing 

secrets, whispering riddles through its layers. Book 1 fused you to the beast—attached, its pulse 

thudding in your chest, your every move its rhythm. Here, that bond holds fast, but you’re 

mining it now—needs, wants, desires swinging like picks against its hide, gouging out what you 

crave. Ask yourself: is that tunnel you’re digging a vein, a lifeline tied to its heart, or a shaft 

sinking into a living mine too deep, too tangled to ever map? 
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Think it over, let it settle. Chapter VI’s need—hunger, say—drives you to fight for bread, to claw 

through the earth for it. It’s not just a vein feeding you; it’s a resource, a seam of coal buried in 

the beast’s gut, dark and rich. You’re blood, coursing through its system, but you’re a miner too, 

hacking fuel from its flesh, scraping it loose with every bite. Chapter V’s desire—a lover’s 

touch—gleams like silver, a vein you chase through the gloom, tunneling deeper with every grip, 

every shiver down your spine. Chapter IV’s want—a book—shines like gold; you read, you dig, 

extracting its glow, sifting through pages for the treasure buried in its lines. The organism isn’t 

flat, isn’t some two-dimensional sprawl—it’s 3D, a labyrinth of tunnels twisting, branching, 

humming with life. The dirt’s no blank slate, no lifeless grit under your nails. It’s alive, organic, a 

mystery layer pulsing beneath the surface, too vast to name, too deep to fully grasp. 

What’s the shift here, the turn in the dark? Attached, you’re its heartbeat—Book 1’s unyielding 

truth—pumping its sprawl, keeping its bones from crumbling into dust. Here, you’re still woven 

into it, still part of its pulse, but you’re digging out now, carving your own mark. Conflict’s your 

pickaxe, striking sparks against its ribs; flight’s your sidestep, slipping to a new seam when the 

walls press too close. The surface? It’s lost, maybe—a faint memory swallowed by shadow, the 

sky a myth you stopped believing in long ago. Chapter VII cut too far, stirred the beast 

awake—floods roared through its veins, quakes split its skin—because you gouged too deep. In 

this mine, that’s the earth fighting back—walls cave in with a groan, gas chokes the air, thick and 

bitter—because you’ve hacked at its ore, pried loose its secrets. That book you love, the one you 

can’t put down? Mine its words, and the tunnel yields, spilling wisdom like gold dust—but 

swing too hard, cut too deep, and the shaft trembles, threatening to bury you under its weight. 

Why this shift, this reframing? Chapter II hinted not all see the tunnels—some stumble blind, 

groping through the dark, lost in the beast’s folds. Now, not all know it’s a mine—dirt’s just dirt 

to them, a dead thing to kick aside, not flesh humming with intent. But you? You’re in 

it—attached, mining its veins, its soil a living riddle that shifts under your hands. Locke’s 

freedom from Book 2 whispers you choose—dig deeper or dodge the collapse—but the 

organism’s no dead rock, no inert slab to plunder. Chapter VI’s needs, V’s desires, IV’s 

wants—they’re resources you wrench free, blood in a beast you tap, drawing life from its 

marrow. The tunnel’s unknown—not just vein or dirt, but both, organic and vast, a sprawling 
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enigma beneath the crust. Ask yourself: that meal you hunger for, that kiss you chase, that story 

you devour—are you living it, flowing with its pulse, or mining it, prying it loose from the deep? 

So, you’re digging—through the mine, the organism’s flesh, your hands caked with its soil. The 

walls pulse, a slow thud against your palms; the dirt hums, a low drone in your ears; your blood 

flows, syncing with its rhythm. Some see it—Chapter III’s split holds, the divide between vein 

and shaft—but this is your cut, your haul, your descent. The surface fades, a ghost of light you 

can’t reach; the beast looms, its bulk pressing in from all sides. Next time you chase a need—a 

loaf of bread to quiet your stomach—or crave a touch—a hand brushing yours in the dark—or 

hunger for a story—words that light up the shadows—wonder: is it a vein, a lifeline you follow? 

Or a lode in a mine too deep to climb, a seam you’re carving from a beast that might swallow 

you whole? 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter IX: The Mine’s Leash 

 

You’re deep in the mine—Earth pulsing beneath your boots with a throb threading through its 

marrow, civilization its sprawling flesh threading through its frame, you its blood hacking 

through the dark with a heat threading alive—a vast, throbbing abyss stretching beneath your 

hands, threading through your bones with a hum you can’t shake. Chapter VIII turned the tunnels 

to shafts—threading through its frame with a pulse weaving sharp—dirt to an unknown organic 

hum—threading through its flesh with a crack threading deep—your needs—threading through 

your gut with a pang threading sharp—and desires—threading through your heart with a pull 

threading alive—a pickaxe—threading through your hands with a weight threading fierce—in 

the beast’s hide—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep—threading through its 



107 

shadow with a throb threading alive. You’ve fought forward—threading through its flesh with a 

roar tearing loud—fled sideways—threading past its grip with a step slipping swift—dug 

down—threading through its frame with a crack slicing sharp—vectors—threading through its 

shadow with a pulse threading alive—in a 3D warren—threading through its frame with a hum 

threading vast—threading through its veins with a throb threading deep. Book 2’s whisper of 

freedom—threading through your mind with a choice threading bright—promised—threading 

through your will with a hum threading sharp—you pick—threading through your blood with a 

pulse threading alive—swing—threading through its flesh with a crack threading 

fierce—run—threading past its grip with a step threading swift—carve—threading through its 

frame with a heat threading deep—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading sharp. 

But here’s a heads-up—threading through your mind with a question threading wild: the chapters 

ahead—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—shift the lens—threading 

through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—threading through its veins with a hum 

threading deep. What if—threading through your heart with a pang threading alive—the 

mine’s—threading through its frame with a pulse threading vast—not yours—threading through 

your hands with a void threading faint—to roam—threading through its flesh with a step 

threading lost—threading through its shadow with a throb threading strange? Ask yourself—let it 

hum through you: is that tunnel—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—your 

path—threading through your blood with a pulse threading alive—or the organism’s—threading 

through its flesh with a heat threading deep—leash—threading through its shadow with a hum 

threading tight—threading through its frame with a throb threading sharp? 

Feel it—threading through your skin with a pulse threading raw: the air—threading through your 

lungs with a weight threading thick—hangs heavy—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading damp—thick—threading through its shadow with a hum threading deep—with 

moisture—threading through its frame with a crack threading wet—and the faint 

tang—threading through your nose with a scent threading sharp—of something alive—threading 

through its flesh with a heat threading deep—something ancient—threading through its shadow 

with a pulse threading old—threading through its veins with a throb threading 

strange—threading through its frame with a hum threading alive. Your pickaxe—threading 

through your hands with a weight threading cold—bites—threading through its frame with a 

crack threading sharp—into the wall—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 
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deep—and the mine—threading through its shadow with a heat threading 

alive—groans—threading through its frame with a pulse threading low—a low 

shudder—threading through its veins with a hum threading deep—rippling—threading through 

its frame with a crack threading alive—through the rock—threading through its shadow with a 

throb threading sharp—like a heartbeat—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

deep—threading through its frame with a heat threading alive. The tunnel—threading through its 

shadow with a crack threading sharp—ahead—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

strange—twists—threading through its flesh with a hum threading deep—and dips—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—its contours—threading through its shadow with 

a throb threading sharp—glistening—threading through its frame with a heat threading 

wet—with a slick—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading deep—dark 

sheen—threading through its shadow with a hum threading alive—as though—threading through 

its frame with a crack threading sharp—you’re slicing—threading through its veins with a heat 

threading alive—through muscle—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

wet—rather than stone—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep—threading 

through its flesh with a hum threading sharp. Each swing—threading through your hands with a 

pulse threading fierce—feels purposeful—threading through its frame with a heat threading 

alive—a rhythm—threading through your blood with a throb threading sharp—you’ve 

claimed—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep—as your own—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—threading through its veins with a hum threading 

sharp—but as—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading strange—the 

echoes—threading through its frame with a crack threading faint—fade—threading through its 

flesh with a void threading soft—a question—threading through your mind with a hum threading 

wild—gnaws—threading through your heart with a pang threading sharp—at you—threading 

through your frame with a pulse threading alive: is this—threading through its shadow with a 

crack threading sharp—your cadence—threading through your blood with a heat threading 

deep—or does—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—it 

belong—threading through its flesh with a throb threading alive—to the beast—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading deep—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading sharp—threading through its veins with a crack threading alive? 
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Sweat—threading through your skin with a pulse threading hot—beads—threading through your 

brow with a sting threading sharp—on your brow—threading through your frame with a heat 

threading alive—stinging—threading through your eyes with a pulse threading wet—your 

eyes—threading through your shadow with a crack threading faint—as you drive—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—deeper—threading through its flesh with a crack 

threading sharp—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep. The 

walls—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—pulse—threading through its 

shadow with a hum threading sharp—faintly—threading through its flesh with a throb threading 

soft—warm—threading through its frame with a heat threading alive—alive—threading through 

its shadow with a pulse threading deep—mirroring—threading through its veins with a crack 

threading sharp—the thrum—threading through your chest with a hum threading alive—in your 

chest—threading through your frame with a pulse threading deep—threading through your 

shadow with a throb threading sharp—threading through its flesh with a crack threading alive. 

You’d thought—threading through your mind with a pulse threading sharp—this—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading strange—was your rebellion—threading through your 

blood with a heat threading fierce—your will—threading through your hands with a crack 

threading alive—etched—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

sharp—into—threading through its frame with a hum threading deep—the Earth’s 

flesh—threading through its flesh with a heat threading alive—with every strike—threading 

through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—threading through its veins with a crack 

threading deep—threading through its frame with a pulse threading fierce. Yet—threading 

through your mind with a pulse threading wild—the tunnel—threading through its shadow with a 

hum threading sharp—yields—threading through its frame with a crack threading alive—too 

readily—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading strange—parting—threading through 

its shadow with a throb threading sharp—like a vein—threading through its veins with a heat 

threading wet—eager—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—to 

bleed—threading through its shadow with a crack threading deep—guiding—threading through 

its flesh with a hum threading sharp—your hands—threading through your veins with a pulse 

threading alive—with an unseen current—threading through its frame with a throb threading 

strange—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading sharp—threading through its veins 

with a heat threading deep. The deeper—threading through its frame with a crack threading 
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sharp—you go—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading wild—the less—threading 

through its flesh with a void threading faint—it feels—threading through your heart with a hum 

threading sharp—like conquest—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

alive—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep. The pickaxe—threading 

through your hands with a weight threading cold—once—threading through its frame with a 

crack threading sharp—your weapon—threading through your grip with a heat threading 

fierce—now—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading strange—seems—threading 

through your mind with a hum threading sharp—a tool—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading alive—of the mine—threading through its flesh with a crack threading 

deep—itself—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—threading through its 

veins with a pulse threading strange—each swing—threading through your hands with a heat 

threading sharp—widening—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—its 

arteries—threading through its flesh with a hum threading deep—feeding—threading through its 

shadow with a crack threading sharp—its sprawl—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading vast—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive—threading through its 

shadow with a hum threading sharp. 

The realization—threading through your mind with a pulse threading wild—creeps—threading 

through your heart with a pang threading sharp—in—threading through its frame with a crack 

threading alive—cold—threading through your blood with a chill threading deep—and 

sharp—threading through your shadow with a pulse threading faint—threading through its flesh 

with a hum threading strange: you—threading through your frame with a pulse threading 

alive—are not—threading through its shadow with a void threading sharp—the 

miner—threading through its frame with a crack threading faint—here—threading through its 

flesh with a pulse threading alive—threading through its veins with a throb threading strange. 

You—threading through your shadow with a pulse threading sharp—are the blood—threading 

through your veins with a heat threading red—flowing—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading alive—where—threading through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—the 

organism—threading through its flesh with a throb threading deep—wills—threading through its 

frame with a pulse threading sharp—threading through its veins with a hum threading 

strange—your desires—threading through your heart with a pull threading alive—and 

fears—threading through your mind with a pang threading sharp—mere fuel—threading through 
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your blood with a heat threading faint—for its endless—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading vast—hunger—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep—threading 

through its flesh with a crack threading alive. Book 2’s—threading through its frame with a pulse 

threading sharp—whisper—threading through its shadow with a hum threading faint—of 

freedom—threading through your mind with a choice threading bright—those lofty—threading 

through your will with a pulse threading sharp—promises—threading through your heart with a 

crack threading alive—of choice—threading through your frame with a heat threading 

faint—dissolve—threading through its shadow with a void threading sharp—in the 

humid—threading through its frame with a pulse threading wet—dark—threading through its 

flesh with a crack threading deep—threading through its veins with a throb threading strange. 

The mine—threading through its frame with a pulse threading alive—doesn’t resist—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading faint—you—threading through your blood with a heat 

threading sharp; it uses—threading through its flesh with a pulse threading 

deep—you—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—shaping—threading 

through its shadow with a throb threading alive—your path—threading through its veins with a 

pulse threading deep—with a leash—threading through its frame with a hum threading tight—so 

subtle—threading through its shadow with a crack threading faint—you mistook—threading 

through your mind with a pulse threading sharp—it—threading through its frame with a heat 

threading alive—for liberty—threading through your heart with a void threading 

faint—threading through its flesh with a throb threading strange—threading through its veins 

with a pulse threading sharp. The air—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

thick—grows—threading through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—hotter—threading 

through its flesh with a heat threading deep—denser—threading through its frame with a hum 

threading heavy—pressing—threading through your lungs with a pulse threading 

tight—against—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—your 

lungs—threading through your chest with a crack threading deep—as the walls—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—tighten—threading through its flesh with a heat 

threading close—their pulse—threading through its veins with a hum threading 

sharp—quickening—threading through its shadow with a crack threading fast—like a 

predator’s—threading through its frame with a pulse threading fierce—breath—threading 
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through its flesh with a throb threading alive—threading through its shadow with a heat 

threading sharp—threading through its veins with a pulse threading deep. 

You—threading through your frame with a pulse threading sharp—pause—threading through its 

shadow with a crack threading faint—gasping—threading through your chest with a pulse 

threading alive—and turn—threading through its frame with a step threading slow—to 

survey—threading through your eyes with a hum threading sharp—the tunnel—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading deep—behind—threading through its flesh with a 

crack threading alive—you—threading through its frame with a throb threading faint—threading 

through its veins with a pulse threading sharp. It snakes—threading through its shadow with a 

hum threading deep—away—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

faint—into—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—shadow—threading 

through its frame with a void threading dark—a jagged—threading through its shadow with a 

pulse threading rough—wound—threading through its frame with a heat threading sharp—you 

carved—threading through its flesh with a crack threading deep—or—threading through its 

shadow with a pulse threading strange—were led—threading through its frame with a hum 

threading sharp—to carve—threading through its veins with a throb threading alive—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading faint—threading through its frame with a crack 

threading sharp. In—threading through its frame with a pulse threading faint—the 

dim—threading through its shadow with a void threading soft—light—threading through its 

frame with a crack threading faint—it resembles—threading through its flesh with a hum 

threading sharp—less—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading faint—a 

triumph—threading through its frame with a heat threading sharp—of your making—threading 

through your hands with a crack threading alive—and more—threading through its shadow with 

a throb threading deep—a capillary—threading through its veins with a pulse threading faint—in 

the beast’s—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—vast—threading through 

its shadow with a heat threading alive—body—threading through its flesh with a crack threading 

deep—one—threading through its frame with a hum threading faint—of countless—threading 

through its shadow with a pulse threading sharp—threads—threading through its veins with a 

crack threading alive—feeding—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep—its 

core—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—threading through its flesh 

with a pulse threading alive—threading through its veins with a hum threading strange. The 
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pickaxe—threading through your hands with a weight threading cold—dangles—threading 

through your grip with a pulse threading faint—in your grip—threading through its frame with a 

crack threading sharp—heavy—threading through its shadow with a heat threading dull—with 

doubt—threading through your mind with a hum threading alive—threading through its frame 

with a pulse threading strange—threading through its veins with a throb threading sharp. 

Are—threading through your frame with a pulse threading alive—you—threading through its 

shadow with a crack threading sharp—breaking—threading through its flesh with a heat 

threading fierce—free—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

alive—forging—threading through its shadow with a hum threading sharp—a way—threading 

through its veins with a crack threading deep—out—threading through its frame with a heat 

threading faint—or burrowing—threading through its shadow with a pulse threading 

alive—deeper—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—into—threading 

through its frame with a throb threading deep—its grasp—threading through its shadow with a 

heat threading tight—threading through its veins with a pulse threading strange—threading 

through its frame with a hum threading sharp? The mine—threading through its frame with a 

pulse threading alive—offers—threading through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—no 

answers—threading through its flesh with a void threading faint—only—threading through its 

frame with a hum threading deep—the steady—threading through its shadow with a pulse 

threading alive—throb—threading through its veins with a heat threading sharp—of its 

life—threading through its frame with a crack threading deep—a rhythm—threading through its 

shadow with a throb threading alive—that drowns—threading through its flesh with a pulse 

threading sharp—your own—threading through your blood with a hum threading 

faint—threading through its frame with a heat threading deep—threading through its veins with a 

crack threading sharp. 

With—threading through your frame with a pulse threading sharp—a final—threading through 

its shadow with a crack threading faint—glance—threading through your eyes with a hum 

threading alive—at the path—threading through its frame with a pulse threading deep—you’ve 

hewn—threading through its shadow with a heat threading sharp—you raise—threading through 

your hands with a pulse threading alive—the pickaxe—threading through its frame with a crack 

threading cold—again—threading through its shadow with a hum threading sharp—threading 

through its veins with a pulse threading faint. The motion—threading through your frame with a 
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pulse threading alive—feels—threading through your mind with a crack threading 

sharp—rote—threading through its shadow with a void threading faint—now—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—less—threading through its flesh with a hum 

threading dull—an act—threading through your hands with a heat threading faint—of 

defiance—threading through its shadow with a crack threading sharp—and more—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading alive—a surrender—threading through its shadow with 

a throb threading deep—to the leash—threading through its flesh with a hum threading 

tight—you cannot—threading through your eyes with a void threading faint—see—threading 

through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—threading through its veins with a crack 

threading alive—threading through its shadow with a heat threading strange. The 

strike—threading through your hands with a pulse threading fierce—lands—threading through 

its frame with a crack threading sharp—the Earth—threading through its flesh with a heat 

threading alive—trembles—threading through its shadow with a throb threading deep—and the 

tunnel—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—stretches—threading through 

its veins with a hum threading alive—on—threading through its shadow with a crack threading 

deep—endless—threading through its frame with a pulse threading vast—alive—threading 

through its flesh with a heat threading sharp—and indifferent—threading through its shadow 

with a throb threading alive—threading through its frame with a hum threading 

strange—threading through its veins with a pulse threading sharp. You swing—threading 

through your hands with a pulse threading sharp—once more—threading through its frame with 

a crack threading fierce—the question—threading through your mind with a hum threading 

wild—echoing—threading through your heart with a pulse threading sharp—with each 

blow—threading through its shadow with a heat threading alive—threading through its flesh 

with a throb threading deep: who—threading through its frame with a pulse threading 

sharp—carves—threading through its shadow with a crack threading alive—the path—threading 

through its flesh with a heat threading deep—you—threading through your blood with a pulse 

threading red—or—threading through its frame with a pulse threading strange—the 

beast—threading through its shadow with a throb threading sharp—threading through its veins 

with a hum threading alive—threading through its frame with a crack threading deep? The 

darkness—threading through its shadow with a void threading deep—ahead—threading through 

its frame with a pulse threading sharp—swallows—threading through its flesh with a crack 
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threading alive—the sound—threading through its shadow with a hum threading 

faint—leaving—threading through its frame with a pulse threading sharp—only—threading 

through its shadow with a crack threading deep—the pulse—threading through its veins with a 

heat threading alive—yours—threading through your blood with a pulse threading 

red—its—threading through its frame with a throb threading sharp—inseparable—threading 

through its shadow with a hum threading deep—now—threading through its flesh with a pulse 

threading alive—threading through its frame with a crack threading sharp—and the 

unshakable—threading through your mind with a pulse threading wild—sense—threading 

through your heart with a pang threading sharp—that the mine’s—threading through its frame 

with a pulse threading alive—leash—threading through its shadow with a heat threading 

tight—tightens—threading through its flesh with a crack threading sharp—with 

every—threading through its frame with a pulse threading deep—step—threading through its 

shadow with a throb threading alive—threading through its veins with a hum threading strange. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter X: The Lights in the Shaft 

 

You’re sunk in the mine—Earth alive under your boots, civilization its sprawling flesh, you its 

blood scraping through the dark, pickaxe in hand. Chapter IX tightened the leash hard: the 

organism’s grip chokes choice, your tunnels its veins, its pulse drowning out your own. But what 

about the sun, the moon, the stars—those lights that gleam somewhere beyond the dirt? Up 

there—or down here—they glow, hum, tug at you like a whisper in the gloom. Are they exits, 

breaches piercing through to a surface we’ve lost in the depths, or just more tunnels worming 
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through the beast’s bulk, luring you deeper? The Bible calls the sun a “greater light,” the moon a 

“lesser,” stars scattered across a firmament we can’t touch. Science spins it differently—says the 

sun beams at us, only to suck into a black hole’s maw. Down here in this mine, they’re lights in 

the shaft, flickering in the haze—ask yourself: escape routes to claw toward, or deeper cuts 

pulling you in? 

Picture it, let the image burn: the sun blazes, a furnace roaring in the dark. Genesis lays it 

out—“God made two great lights; the greater light to rule the day”—and you might see a 

tunnel’s end, a jagged tear where its glare bounces off the mine’s edge, promising a surface you 

can’t reach, a sky you can’t feel. Or maybe it’s a tunnel itself—its circumference mirrors the 

shaft’s curve, light thundering through not from some open expanse but from a vein pulsing 

within. Science nods along: it emits toward us, a radiant flood, then pulls back, spiraling into a 

black hole’s grip. In a tunnel, that light splits—rushing forward, dragging back—mimicking the 

same dance, no starry canopy required. You’re blood, mining its flesh, scraping at its walls; the 

sun’s no door—it’s a pulse, a throb in the organism’s core, not an exit but a direction, a beacon 

blazing in its gut. 

Then the moon slides in—“the lesser light to rule the night,” dimmer, cooler, a ghostly shimmer 

in the murk. It’s a side tunnel, a fork veering off the warren’s main drag, its gleam softer, fainter, 

bouncing the sun’s glow like a vein lit by a distant torch. Chapter VIII turned dirt organic, 

unknowable—a living riddle under your hands—and the moon’s its echo, a shaft winding off 

into shadow, a quieter hum in the beast’s sprawl. And the stars? Pinpricks dotting the 

dark—other tunnels branching wild, their light ricocheting off the mine’s jagged walls, scattering 

like embers in a coal seam. Not a sky stretching wide, but a maze—3D, alive, twisting through 

the organism’s innards. The sun’s edge bends like the tunnel’s curve; light slams into the rock, 

fractures, and there’s your constellations—flickers glowing in the beast’s belly, not a cosmos 

dangling out there beyond its grasp. 

What’s this mean, this shift in the gloom? Chapter IX hammered it home: choice shrinks, the 

mine’s leash yanks tight, your every swing tethered to its will. The sun and moon tempt 

you—exits, maybe, glints of freedom if you could claw your way up. But the organism’s 

vast—space its cells, as Book 1 carved in stone—and these lights might be tricks, mirages in the 
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dust. Chapter VII’s deep cut stirred the beast awake—walls shuddered, floods roared—proving 

it’s no passive slab. Dig toward the sun, and it might swamp you—light blinding, searing, not 

freeing, a deluge drowning your shaft. Flee to the moon’s vein, and it’s still the beast’s pulse, a 

softer throb but no less its own. Stars? A sprawl of tunnels, endless forks—some see them 

(Chapter II’s split lingers), some don’t—but they’re not out; they’re in, woven into its flesh. 

Science’s black hole? No cosmic void—it’s a pull down the shaft, a current dragging you deeper, 

not up to any surface. 

So, you’re mining—blood in the organism, tunnels humming under your hands, the air thick with 

their drone. The sun’s a roar splitting the silence, the moon a hum threading the quiet, stars a 

shimmer dancing on the walls—exits or traps, breaches or bait? The Bible’s lights rule day and 

night; science’s bounce and bend in the mine’s twist. The leash holds—Chapter IX’s warning 

bites—but these glows tug, pull at the edges of your will. Ask yourself: that sun you squint at, its 

heat prickling your skin; that moon you chase, its chill brushing your neck—are they the surface, 

a way to break free, or just deeper veins, luring you into the beast’s core? The walls gleam, the 

beast throbs, its pulse a drum you can’t shake. Next time you look up—or down—wonder: 

escape, a crack to crawl through, or another cut sinking you further into the shaft? 

Look back, trace the cuts you’ve made. Chapter IV’s wants—a book mined like gold—you dug 

in, fought for its shine, cracked its spine for the haul. Chapter V’s desires—a lover’s pull—you 

tunneled deeper, desire your blade, carving through shadow for that silver gleam. Chapter VI’s 

needs—food, air—you clawed for survival, widening a vein to breathe, to eat. Even Chapter 

VII’s deep cut—past need into excess—felt like your call, a swing you chose. Book 1 fused you 

to the beast, attached, its pulse your own; Book 2 dangled a swing or a sprint, a flicker of choice. 

Now, the mine’s walls close in, tighter than before. The organism’s alive—space its cells, time its 

throb, a living sprawl—and what you’ve seen as choice might be its pulse steering you blind, 

guiding your hand where you thought you led. 

What’s coming, looming in the dark? A view with less room to twist. Chapter II said not all see 

the tunnels—some grope, lost in the beast’s folds, blind to its shape. Chapter VIII made them a 

mine, dirt humming, the surface a ghost faded to myth. Now imagine: every swing of your pick, 

every dodge from a cave-in, every cut you gouge—is it yours, or the beast’s? Locke’s “perfect 
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freedom” from Book 2 dims, its light flickering out; the organism’s not a slab you tap—it’s a 

body, alive, and you’re blood, flowing where it pumps, not where you will. Fight might deepen 

its veins, widen its reach; flight might shift its seams, reroute its flow; digging might gouge its 

flesh, draw its sap—but the mine’s alive, and its leash might already be taut, a noose you didn’t 

tie. 

Why this shift, this tightening grip? The beast’s vast—Chapter III’s veins threading its frame, 

Chapter VIII’s ore pulsing in its gut—and you’re in it, attached, mining its bulk, scraping at its 

secrets. Chapter VII stirred it—walls shook, sap bled, a growl from the deep—hinting it’s not 

mute, not still. What if your vectors aren’t free, your paths not your own? That book you mined, 

its words a golden hoard; that lover you chased, a silver thread; that meal you clawed for, a coal 

seam to stoke your fire—resources, yes, but whose? The organism hums, pulls, sheds its skin. 

The chapters ahead peel back choice—limited, maybe gone. Ask yourself: when you dig, who’s 

swinging—the miner with a will, or the mine with a pulse? 

So, brace for it: the tunnel’s organic, the leash cinches tighter. You’ve carved for need, fled for 

want, cut deep for desire—blood in its stream, pick in its flesh. Some see it—Chapter II’s split 

echoes—but the beast’s waking, its hum growing louder. Next time you tunnel—hunger 

gnawing, longing burning, curiosity clawing—wonder: is it your pick striking the rock, or its 

vein calling you deeper? The mine’s alive, walls closing, lights flickering. The chapters coming 

show its grip—unyielding, alive, and pulling. 
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Chapter XI: The Sunlit Breach 

You’re deep in the mine—Earth alive beneath your feet, civilization its sprawling flesh, you its 

blood tunneling through the dark, hands raw from scraping rock. Chapter X lit the sun as a shaft, 

a “greater light” pulsing in the beast’s warren, a roar echoing through its veins. But what if it’s 

more than that, more than just another tunnel in the labyrinth? Suppose it’s a hole—small, 

human-sized—a breach piercing through to the surface, not merely a vein throbbing in the deep. 

Climb out, and it’s no tunnel’s end but a field—sunny, grass swaying under an open sky, cool 

wind brushing your face, sharp with the scent of green. Up there, your masters wait—shadowy 

hands who’ve driven you to dig, or perhaps need what you’ve mined from the beast’s guts. Ask 

yourself: are they forcing you down here, keeping you tethered in the dark, or calling you up, 

pulling you into their light? 
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Picture it, let the vision take hold: the sun’s glare—Chapter X’s roaring pulse—narrows as you 

crawl, shrinking from a vast glow to a pinprick, a gap your shoulders barely squeeze through. 

The organism’s 3D—veins twist like roots, dirt hums with a living drone—and you’re blood, 

scraping upward, nails caked with its soil. Chapter IX’s leash tugs hard—choice thinning, the 

beast’s grip tightening around your will—but this breach pulls harder, a thread of light yanking 

you free. You climb, walls slick with the beast’s sap, sticky and warm against your palms, the air 

growing thinner, sharper. Then you break through—light floods in, a summer’s day bursting 

alive, warm and cutting, grass tickling your hands as you claw out, wind slicing through the 

sweat plastered to your skin. Above, they stand—masters, faceless in the haze, shadowy figures 

watching from the edge. Are they jailers who locked you below, or bosses waiting for the haul 

you’ve dragged from the deep? 

What’s up there, beyond the mine’s chokehold? The mine’s alive—Chapter VIII’s organic sprawl 

pulses beneath, a riddle of flesh and dirt—and you’ve fought through it (Chapter VI), fled its 

depths (Chapter IX of Book 2), cut too far (Chapter VII). The sun’s hole spits you out—Genesis’ 

“greater light” ruling not a shaft but a field, its warmth soaking into your bones. Science’s beam 

fits the frame: light pours in, a tunnel’s bounce turned real, but now you’re through, sprawled on 

the surface. The masters loom, silhouettes against the glare—did they sink you into the beast, 

cracking its veins for ore, forcing your blood to flow where they willed? Or do they need you up 

top, your work below done, your hands stained with the spoils they crave? The moon and 

stars—Chapter X’s lesser tunnels, faint forks in the warren—fade into shadow; this breach is the 

prize, or maybe the trap, a crack that shifts everything. 

Why this break, this sudden tear? Chapter II said not all see the tunnels—some grope blind, lost 

in the beast’s folds, never spotting the veins. You saw, you mined, you climbed—Book 1 fused 

you to the organism, its pulse your own; Book 2 gave you swings and sprints, flickers of 

defiance. Now, the surface cracks open—Chapter X’s exit turns real, a hole you’ve 

breached—but the leash lingers, a thread you can’t snap. The masters rule up here—did they 

drive you to gouge needs (Chapter VI), clawing for bread to fill your gut; desires (Chapter V), 

chasing a lover’s touch like silver in the dark; wants (Chapter IV), mining a book’s gold with 

every page? Or are they waiting, hands outstretched, for what you’ve hauled up—resources torn 

from the beast’s flesh? The mine hums below—veins throbbing, walls shuddering—but up here, 
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grass bends under your weight, wind sings through the open, a song the tunnels never knew. Ask 

yourself: did they bury you to break the organism’s hide, or free you to serve their shadowed 

ends? 

So, you’re out—or up—blood still, flesh raw from the climb, lungs heaving with air that tastes of 

sun and soil. The sun’s a hole, the field’s real, stretching wide under a sky you’d forgotten; the 

masters watch, their gaze a weight you can’t shake. The mine’s pulse fades, a distant thud 

beneath the earth, but their presence holds, a new rhythm pressing in. Next time you feel that 

light—warm on your face, sharp in your eyes—wonder: is it escape, a breach you’ve won, or 

their call, a summons from the dark? The organism sprawls below, its veins alive; they stand 

above, silent and vast. Who’s the leash now— the beast you’ve mined, or the hands waiting in 

the sun? 
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Chapter XII: The Sunlit Shaft of You 

 

You’re in the mine—Earth alive beneath your boots, civilization its sprawling flesh, you its 

blood digging deep, pickaxe biting into the dark. Chapter XI cracked the sun as a 

hole—human-sized, a breach leading to a field where masters wait, shadowy and silent. Now 

twist it, turn it sharp: that hole’s yours, carved to fit you, just you, a tunnel shaped to your frame 

alone. The sun doesn’t flood the beast’s vast warren—it beams right here, lighting the Earth 

because you’re the focus, the pulse it tracks. Look up: the shaft stretches high, its edges dark near 

the top, a long, shadowed climb cutting through the gloom. Around you? Rocks, metals—your 

haul, mined from the organism’s veins, scattered at your feet like trophies or burdens. When 

you’re ready, you’ll climb—or be lifted, a choice that’s yours, or maybe not. Ask yourself: is this 

your tunnel, a path you’ve hacked out, or theirs, a chute they’ve bored for you? 

See it, let it sink in: the sun’s glare—Chapter X’s “greater light”—pins you, not the world, its 

heat zeroing in like a hunter’s eye. It’s your size, your shape—a tunnel tailored to your shoulders, 

the organism’s flesh hugging your frame as you move. Light pours down, sharp and hot, slicing 

through the dust, but step back, and the walls fade to black, shadows swallowing the glow 

beyond your reach. The shaft’s deep—Chapter VIII’s mine stretches unending beneath—and 

near the top, darkness rims the exit, a jagged halo where the sun’s reach thins, too distant to 

splash wide. You’re blood, mining its bulk, and the stuff at your feet—jagged stones glinting 
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with damp, metals shimmering in the half-light—it’s yours, chipped from the beast’s veins with 

every swing. The Earth glows because you’re here, not out there, its pulse quickening where you 

stand, its hum tuned to your breath. 

What’s around you, cluttering the shaft’s floor? Your rocks—rough, heavy, edges biting your 

palms—your metals—silver glinting from desire (Chapter V), iron forged from need (Chapter 

VI). Chapter VII’s deep cut gouged them loose, tore them from the beast’s flesh; now they pile 

up, your work, your weight, a heap of what you’ve wrested free. The organism hums—veins 

pulsing through the rock, dirt alive with a low, thrumming song—and the sun’s beam tracks you, 

a spotlight piercing the shaft, bathing you in its fire. Chapter IX’s leash tightens below: choice 

shrinks, the beast’s grip coils around your will, but this hole’s yours, carved to your measure. 

Masters loom above—Chapter XI’s field waits, grass swaying, wind whispering, their gaze 

pressing down through the light. Are you ready? You climb—hands gripping wet walls, slick 

with the beast’s sap, ore dragging at your heels—or they lift you, a pull you don’t fight, a force 

hauling you up through the dark toward that searing pinprick. The shaft stretches, shadows 

deepen, and the light beckons. 

Why you, why this tunnel? Chapter II said not all see the tunnels—some grope blind, lost in the 

beast’s folds, fingers brushing nothing but shadow. You saw, you mined, you climbed—Book 1’s 

attached blood flowing in its veins, Book 2’s swinging spark striking at its ribs. The sun’s not a 

sky blanketing the world; it’s your exit, the beast’s eye fixed on you, its glare a thread tied to 

your pulse. Science’s light bends—Chapter X’s bounce plays tricks—but here, it’s straight, a 

tunnel’s beam cutting clean, aimed at your chest. The edges darken—distance stretches the shaft, 

depth swallows the rim—and your haul clinks below, stones rattling, metals chiming in the quiet. 

Masters need it, maybe—those shadowy hands craving the ore you’ve torn free—or you do, a 

prize you’ve claimed from the deep. Ask yourself: that rock you clutch, its weight grounding 

you; that metal you carved, its sheen catching the light—is it your prize, a mark of your will, or 

their bait, a lure dangling above? 

So, you’re lit—blood in the shaft, the sun your hole, its beam a rope binding you to the breach. 

The mine’s alive, walls throb with a pulse you can’t outrun, and you’re climbing—or waiting, 

suspended in its glow. The edges loom dark, a silhouette framing the field up there, masters 
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watching, their silence thicker than the air. Next time you grip that ore, feel its cold bite, or 

squint at the light, its heat prickling your skin, wonder: are you breaking out, clawing through the 

beast’s flesh to claim the surface, or being reeled in, hauled up to hands that own you? The 

organism’s focused—its hum narrows, its veins converge, the sun blazes on you alone. The shaft 

stretches, the climb looms, and the light holds—your tunnel, your breach, or theirs, a question 

echoing in the dark. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Book 4  

The Surface Masters 

Chapter I: The Field of the Watched 
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You claw your way up the last stretch of the tunnel, hands slick with the beast’s sap—sticky, 

warm, clinging like blood to your skin—the walls throbbing around you, a heartbeat pulsing 

through the rock, syncing with your own. The hole above—human-sized, carved to your 

fit—spills light, a blinding glare that sears your eyes, white-hot and unyielding as you haul 

yourself through, muscles straining, breath ragged. You tumble onto grass, soft and warm 

beneath your palms, the summer wind sharp against your sweat-soaked skin, cutting through the 

damp weight of the mine. You’re out—or so you think, sprawled there, chest heaving, the air 

tasting of green and sun. The Earth beneath hums, a living thing, its flesh stretching far below 

into the dark you’ve clawed from, and you’re its blood, still pulsing with its rhythm, still tethered 

to its beat. But here, on this field, the air feels different—lighter, freer, a fleeting whisper of 

release—until you see them: the masters. 

They stand in a loose circle, shadowy figures etched against the green expanse, their forms 

blurred by the sun’s glow, shifting like smoke in the haze. Not gods with thunderbolts, not men 

with voices you’d know—something else, forces beyond naming, presences that have driven you 

to dig, to mine, to tear at the organism’s veins with every swing of your will. You rise, knees 

trembling under the weight of the climb, legs unsteady as if the ground might give way, and feel 

the heft of your haul—rocks and metals, jagged and glinting, clutched tight in your hands, their 

edges biting into your flesh. The field stretches wide, grass swaying in waves under the wind’s 

breath, a sea of green rolling out to a horizon you can’t see. But the sun above catches your eye, 

pulls your gaze upward. It’s no sky, no endless vault of blue—it’s another hole, your size, a 

human-shaped gap punched through a ceiling of flesh, light pouring down, edges rimmed with 

dark shadow. Another tunnel. Another cycle waiting to swallow you whole. 

You’re still in the beast—Earth alive, civilization its sprawling, breathing body, a labyrinth of 

flesh and pulse that doesn’t end. The masters watch, silent as stone, their gaze a leash tightening 

around your neck, invisible but heavy, pinning you where you stand. They point to the hole 

above, fingers long and indistinct, their meaning cutting through the wind’s song: your work isn’t 

done, not by a long shot. The rocks in your hands—ore you’ve mined from the beast’s 

depths—glint in the light, silver shimmering from desires you chased (Chapter V), iron forged 

from needs you clawed for (Chapter VI), a haul gouged loose by Chapter VII’s deep cut. They’re 

heavy with purpose, these fragments of the organism’s veins, cold and solid against your skin. 
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Did they force you to dig for this, to break the beast’s flesh for their unseen needs, cracking its 

bones to feed their hunger? Or are they waiting for you to climb again, to serve in the next vein, 

your blood their tool in a cycle you can’t break? The wind carries their murmur, low and steady, 

a drone weaving through the rustle of grass brushing your legs, tickling your calves with a 

warmth that feels alive. You’re on a surface, but not the surface—just another layer, a pause in 

the beast’s endless loop, a breath before the next plunge. 

The sun-hole above hums, its light a pull, a promise—or a threat—of another tunnel, another dig 

stretching ahead. You’re blood, organic, raw, your pulse hammering in your ears, and the 

organism’s rhythm doesn’t let go, doesn’t relent—it’s in your bones, your breath, the sap still 

drying on your hands. The masters’ eyes bore into you, unblinking, their hands guiding the cycle 

like unseen currents, steering you where the light falls. You glance at the haul—silver catching 

the sun’s fire, iron glinting dull and cold—then up at the hole, its dark edges framing a glow that 

feels both near and impossibly far. The field fades in your mind, its grass and wind blurring into 

a memory you can’t hold, a fleeting taste of something open. This isn’t freedom—it’s a pause, a 

heartbeat’s rest in a beast that never sleeps. The organism waits below, its veins throbbing deep, 

and the masters wait above, their silence louder than the wind. 

Look around: the grass bends, bowing to the breeze, each blade alive, part of the beast’s skin 

stretching over the mine you’ve left. The air carries a warmth, a life, but it’s heavy too, thick 

with the weight of their stare. You shift the rocks in your grip, feel their heft press into your 

palms, and the sun-hole pulses above, its light narrowing to you, only you. Chapter XI promised 

a field, a breach, but this is no end—it’s a hinge, a pivot between tunnels. The masters don’t 

speak, don’t need to; their pointing hands say it all—up, through the next hole, into the next 

shaft. The wind swirls, tugging at your hair, and the murmur grows—a low chant, a rhythm 

syncing with the Earth’s hum below. You’re still its blood, still its miner, and the cycle spins on, 

relentless. 

So, you stand—blood in your veins, flesh raw from the climb, the sun’s glare pinning you to this 

field that’s no field. The hole above waits, a human-shaped gap in the beast’s ceiling, its light a 

rope you’ll climb or be pulled by. The masters’ circle holds, their shadowed forms unmoving, 

their will a leash you can’t see but feel tightening. Next time you catch that light—sharp against 
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your eyes, warm on your skin—or feel the grass underfoot, wonder: is this your climb, a tunnel 

you’ve carved to break free, or their lift, a haul they’ve reeled you up to claim? The organism’s 

alive, its flesh hums below, its veins pulse deep, and here you are—out, but not out, caught in a 

layer where the beast and the masters blur into one. 
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Chapter II: The Next Sun 

 

The masters’ gaze burns into your back, a heat you can’t shake as you step toward the center of 

the field, grass crunching underfoot, brittle and dry against the soles of your worn boots. The 

summer wind tugs at your ragged clothes, frayed threads flapping like flags of surrender, its 

sharpness cutting through the damp stench of the mine still clinging to you. The sun-hole 

above—human-sized, a perfect fit carved for your frame—glows brighter, its light a beacon 

slicing through the fleshy ceiling that’s no sky, a membrane of living tissue pulsing faintly in the 

glare. You’re blood in the beast, Earth alive beneath you, civilization its sprawling, breathing 

flesh, and the cycle spins on, relentless, unyielding. The masters nod, their shadowy forms 

unmoving against the green expanse, their long, indistinct fingers pointing up—up to the hole, up 

to the next climb. Another tunnel, another dig awaits. You’ve climbed before—from a mine of 

pulsing veins to this fleeting field—and now you’ll climb again, the wheel turning beneath their 

silent command. 

You drop the haul—rocks and metals clattering to the ground, silver glinting like shards of 

moonlight from desires you mined (Chapter V), iron heavy and dull from needs you tore free 

(Chapter VI)—and start the ascent. The hole’s edges loom dark, a shadowed rim framing the 

sharp, searing light, a narrow shaft stretching high into the beast’s depths. You grip the 

walls—wet with sap, throbbing under your nails, the organism’s flesh yielding and resisting in 

turns—and pull yourself up, muscles burning with each heave, breath ragged in your throat, 

tasting of dirt and heat. The field below fades, its grass and wind swallowed by shadow as you 

climb, the green blurring into a distant smudge, then nothing. The masters’ murmurs echo up the 

shaft, a low drone weaving through the air—words you can’t catch, a rhythm you can’t 

escape—then die out, their purpose your leash, their need your pulse driving you upward. You’re 
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not out—you’re in, deeper still, the organism’s hum growing louder with every inch, a song 

vibrating through the walls into your bones. 

The shaft opens, not into a field, not onto a surface, but into another tunnel—a vein, slick and 

warm, its walls glistening with the beast’s life, wrapping you tight as you tumble in. You land 

hard on soft, pulsing ground, the impact jarring your knees, the air thick with a living 

stink—damp, organic, a mix of rot and breath that coats your lungs. The sun-hole above seals 

shut, its light snuffed out like a candle pinched off, leaving only a memory of its glare flickering 

in your eyes. You’re back in the mine—Earth’s flesh pressing in, civilization’s bones creaking 

around you, a chamber alive with the beast’s rhythm. Around you, new rocks glint in the 

dimness, jagged edges catching faint light; new metals shimmer—silver veins threading the 

walls, iron nodules bulging from the floor—ore to mine, a haul to drag through the dark. The 

organism throbs, its pulse a drumbeat under your feet, syncing with your own, and you’re blood, 

flowing where it pumps, carried by its tide. Another tunnel, another dig, the cycle unbroken, 

spinning on like a wheel you can’t step off. 

You pick up a stone, its weight familiar in your palm, cold and rough against your skin, and feel 

the beast’s pulse shudder through the ground, a living tremor that climbs your legs. The masters’ 

gaze lingers, unseen but heavy, a pressure on your shoulders, their hands turning the wheel of 

this endless loop even from afar. Another sun-hole waits somewhere ahead—another field to 

stumble onto, another climb to strain through, another layer in the beast’s vast body. You’re in 

the organism, its flesh your home, its veins your path, a labyrinth with no true exit, only deeper 

turns. The tunnel stretches before you, its walls slick with sap, its air humming with the promise 

of more rock, more metal, more digging. You heft the stone, its edges biting your fingers, and the 

cycle calls—blood in the beast, climbing forever, digging without end. 

The walls close in, their wet sheen reflecting the faint glow of ore, a mirror to the haul you’ve 

left behind and the haul yet to come. The beast’s hum fills the air, a low roar that drowns out the 

wind’s whisper from the field above, a sound that’s both cradle and chain. You shift your grip on 

the stone, its weight grounding you, and squint into the tunnel’s depths—shadows twist, veins 

pulse, and somewhere, another pinprick of light flickers, another sun-hole promising the next 

ascent. The masters’ will drives it, their nod a command you feel in your marrow, their need a 
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rhythm you can’t outrun. You’ve climbed from the mine to the field, from the field to this vein, 

and the pattern holds—each breach a tease, each surface a lie, each tunnel a return to the beast’s 

embrace. 

So, you stand—blood in your veins, hands raw from the climb, the organism’s pulse thudding 

through you like a second heart. The shaft you’ve left seals behind you, the field’s grass a fading 

dream, and this new tunnel sprawls ahead, alive with the beast’s breath. You’re its miner, its 

lifeblood, its tool, and the cycle spins—rock in your hand, metal in your sight, the next sun-hole 

glinting in the distance. The masters’ gaze presses down, a weight you carry without seeing, their 

shadowy hands guiding you up, then in, then up again. Next time you feel that stone’s bite or 

catch that distant light, wonder: are you climbing toward something new, or just digging deeper 

into the same beast, the same loop, the same endless vein? 
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Chapter III: The Endless Harvest 

 

He drags himself through the sun-hole, the tunnel’s walls slick and pulsing under his calloused 

hands, a wet heat seeping into his palms as the beast’s hum growls low in his chest, a vibration 

that rattles his ribs. He’s blood, flowing in the organism—Earth alive beneath him, civilization 

its sprawling, breathing flesh—and the light above burns his eyes, a searing white that stabs as he 

pulls himself up, arms trembling, fingers clawing at the edges. Another field, another 

surface—he breaks through, tumbling onto grass soft under his knees, collapsing in a heap, 

gasping for air that tastes of green and sun. Sweat drips into the dirt, dark spots spreading in the 

soil, and the summer wind bites his skin, cool and sharp, slicing through the damp weight of his 

clothes. His heart hammers, a frantic thud against his chest, panic clawing at his throat like a 

trapped animal scrabbling for release. How many holes now? How many fields has he crawled 

into, each one blurring into the last? The cycle spins, relentless, a wheel he can’t jump off, and 

he’s losing count, the numbers slipping through his mind like sand through his fingers. 

He stands, legs trembling under him, unsteady as if the ground might buckle, and looks around, 

squinting against the glare. The field stretches forever—green, endless, a sea of grass swaying in 

waves that mock the horizon, rippling out to an edge he’ll never reach. He can harvest here, he 

knows—grasses to weave into mats or ropes, roots to dig from the soil’s grip, an infinite yield 

buried in the beast’s skin, waiting for his hands. His fingers, raw from climbing, itch to work, to 

tear and gather, a reflex burned into his bones, but his chest tightens, breath coming short, ragged 

gasps that scrape his lungs. The masters stand at the edge, shadowy figures against the light, their 
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forms blurred into smears of darkness by the sun’s glow—faceless, voiceless, untouchable. They 

watch, always watching, their presence a weight pressing into his spine, and his stomach churns 

with a new heat—anger, raw and boiling, rising like bile, sour and hot in his throat. They’ve 

driven him, forced him to mine the beast’s veins, to climb its tunnels, to bleed for them, and now 

they stand there, aloof, while he chokes on this endless loop, his every move a thread in their 

web. 

He harvests—tears at the grass with a fury, blades ripping free in clumps, roots wrenching from 

the soil with a wet snap, his haul growing into a chaotic pile of green and brown at his feet. The 

field gives, endlessly, its bounty spilling forth like a cruel joke, a gift that mocks his exhaustion. 

He could stay here forever, harvesting, surviving, piling up the beast’s yield until it buries him, 

but the sun above glints—a new hole, human-sized, carved to his shape, another exit punched 

through the beast’s flesh ceiling. He wipes sweat from his brow, the sting of salt in his eyes, and 

panic spikes again, a scream trapped in his throat, clawing to break free. Another climb, another 

tunnel, another field—he can’t stop, can’t rest, the cycle a chain he can’t snap. The masters’ gaze 

burns into him, their silence a whip cracking against his back, and he hurls a root at the ground, 

fists shaking, rage spilling over in a flood that blinds him. They’ve trapped him, toyed with him, 

spun this wheel to grind him down, and he’s alone—always alone, a solitary figure in their 

endless game. 

He climbs, the sun-hole’s light blinding, edges dark as he grips the walls—flesh, not stone, warm 

and slick under his hands, the organism’s pulse thudding in time with his own, a rhythm he can’t 

escape. His muscles scream, every fiber taut and burning, sweat pours down his face, stinging his 

lips, but he pulls himself up, driven by fury, by fear, by a desperation that gnaws at his core. He 

breaks through, tumbling into another field—same grass whispering under the wind, same 

summer air brushing his skin—but the masters are closer now, their shadowy forms looming 

larger, their laughter a knife twisting in his gut. They laugh—low, cruel, a sound that rolls over 

the green like a storm, cutting through the wind’s song—and he sees it in their blurred faces, a 

flicker of malice: they’re mocking him, his loneliness, his endless climb, his hands stained with 

their harvest. He’s blood, mining their beast, harvesting their field, and they revel in his solitude, 

his torment, their glee a weight heavier than the rocks he’s dragged. 
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He kneels, hands sinking into the grass, fingers curling into the soft earth, the infinite field 

stretching on, a green prison with no walls but no end. The next sun-hole glints above, another 

human-shaped gap in the beast’s flesh, its light taunting him with the promise of the next climb. 

The masters’ laughter fades into the wind, but their eyes don’t—sharp, unyielding, pinning him 

where he kneels. He’s their miner, their blood, their fool, caught in a cycle that feeds on his rage, 

his panic, his sweat. He harvests again, grass tearing under his nails, roots snapping free with a 

violence that mirrors the storm in his chest, but the anger doesn’t fade, nor the panic, nor the 

sweat dripping into his eyes. The beast hums beneath, a low drone vibrating through the soil, the 

cycle spins, and he’s alone—always alone—climbing toward their cruel light, a harvest he can’t 

escape. 

The field shimmers under the sun-hole’s glare, grass bending in waves that ripple out forever, a 

mockery of freedom that twists his gut. He stands again, legs heavy, and grips a root—its damp 

weight grounding him, its fibers fraying under his fingers—and stares up at the light, its edges 

dark against the fleshy ceiling. The masters’ presence lingers, a shadow he can’t shake, their 

silent command a lash driving him forward. He could pile the harvest high, build a life here, but 

the hole calls, its light a summons he can’t refuse. The beast’s pulse throbs underfoot, a living 

rhythm that pulls him back into its veins, and he knows: this is no end, no rest—just another 

field, another climb, another harvest in their endless game. 

So, he moves—blood in the organism, hands raw and trembling, the cycle spinning on, relentless 

as the wind. The sun-hole waits, its light sharp and cruel, the masters’ laughter echoing in his 

ears even as it fades. He climbs again, fury burning in his chest, panic clawing at his throat, alone 

with the grass, the roots, the beast—harvesting, climbing, breaking under their gaze, forever their 

blood in an endless field. 
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Chapter IV: The Cold Light’s Gift 

 

He kneels in the endless field, grass staining his hands green, the masters’ laughter still ringing in 

his ears, a cruel echo that twists like thorns in his skull. The sun-hole above glints—another exit, 

another cycle carved in the beast’s flesh, a taunting promise of more climbing, more 

digging—but he’s done, finished with scaling their ladders. He’s blood, flowing in the 

organism—Earth alive beneath him, civilization its sprawling, pulsing body—but the rage in his 

chest burns hotter than panic now, a fire stoked by years of mockery, entrapment, and solitude in 

this infinite green prison. They’ve laughed at him, trapped him in their wheel, left him lonely 

with nothing but grass and wind. No more. He’ll harvest, not to bend to their will, not to feed 

their shadows, but to kill—every resource, every scrap of knowledge the Earth holds, he’ll wield 

like a blade against the masters, cutting them down until their laughter chokes to silence. 

He tears into the field with a fury he’s never known, a storm breaking loose from his bones. 

Grass bends and snaps under his grip, twisted into rope with a ferocity that splits his palms; roots 

wrench free from the soil, their damp fibers sharpened into spears that gleam with his intent. 

Stones tumble from the earth, jagged and cold—he sharpens them into blades, edges honed 

against each other until they bite. He mines deeper, fingers bleeding, nails splitting as he claws 

through the dirt, pulling metals—iron dark and unyielding, silver flashing like a 

promise—melding them with fire he sparks from flint, the flames licking up in defiance. The 
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organism hums, its pulse steady beneath his feet, a low drone that vibrates through the ground, 

but he listens deeper, past the rhythm, learning its secrets: the way its veins twist like roots 

through the dark, the way its light bends and fractures in the tunnels. Days blur into nights, sweat 

pours down his face, stinging his eyes, soaking his ragged clothes, and his haul grows—weapons 

piled high, traps woven tight, a plan taking shape in the haze of his rage. The masters watch, 

their laughter fading to a nervous rustle, their shadowy forms shifting uneasily against the field’s 

edge. He charges, spear raised, a roar tearing from his throat—iron pierces mist, stone shatters 

shadow—and they scream, a sound like wind tearing through a storm, high and ragged, before 

falling, their forms dissolving into the grass, sinking into the beast’s skin like water into dust. 

The sun above flares, a final blaze of heat, then dims—its light snuffed out as the masters die, the 

field plunging into a sudden, eerie dusk. A colder glow creeps in, a lesser light, the moon’s pale 

shimmer spilling over the grass, bathing it in silver. A new hole opens—not the sun’s searing 

heat, but the moon’s chill, human-sized, carved to his shape in the beast’s fleshy ceiling. He 

climbs, the walls icy under his hands, slick with frost that numbs his fingers, the air biting his 

lungs with every ragged breath. It’s too cold, too sharp, a shiver rattling his teeth, but he pushes 

on, muscles straining against the freeze, the organism’s hum fading into a distant murmur behind 

him. He breaks through, tumbling into a new tunnel—dark, frost-rimed, the moon’s light a faint 

guide threading through the shadows, casting long, pale fingers across the walls. 

A figure steps from the gloom—a woman, her eyes warm despite the cold, glinting like embers 

in the dimness, her face the dream he’s held through every lonely climb, every field of torment. 

She’s blood too, born of the beast like him, her presence a thread of heat cutting through the 

chill, her smile a balm against the ice. He reaches for her, arm trembling, fingers brushing hers, 

but the tunnel pulls her back—its walls sealing with a slow, wet groan, a barrier he can’t cross, 

the beast’s rules unyielding as stone. She can venture in, her path her own, slipping through veins 

he’s barred from, but they meet again on the field, standing under the moon’s steady glow. He 

takes her hand, the cold forgotten, her warmth flooding through him, and they wed under that 

lesser light, their vows whispered over the swaying grass—soft promises of defiance and 

belonging, the organism’s pulse a distant drum beneath their feet. 
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Years pass, a blur of seasons under the moon’s cold watch—eight children come, their laughter 

filling the field, bright and wild, chasing each other through the grass like echoes of a life he 

never dared imagine. Their small hands harvest beside his, pulling roots, weaving grass, their 

voices weaving a new rhythm into the beast’s hum. The woman, his dream made flesh, works the 

tunnels he can’t breach, slipping into the dark to bring back ore—silver glinting in her palms, 

iron heavy in her grip—stories of the beast’s depths spilling from her lips, warmth radiating from 

her smile. The field stretches on, infinite still, its green expanse unyielding, but it’s theirs now, 

not the masters’—a space claimed from the cycle, carved from the endless harvest. The moon 

glows above, cold but steady, its light softer than the sun’s cruel blaze, and he watches his 

children grow, their footsteps pressing into the beast’s skin, its hum a lullaby threading through 

their days. He’s blood, she’s blood, and together they’ve forged a life—lonely no more, a fragile 

defiance against the organism’s pull. 

Yet the tunnels wait, always—dark veins snaking beneath the field, their hum a whisper he can’t 

silence, a call he feels in his bones. He stands at the edge one night, the moon casting long 

shadows, his wife’s hand in his, their children sleeping in the grass behind them. The cold light 

bathes the field, silver pooling in the hollows, and he sees it—a faint glint, another hole in the 

distance, human-sized, etched in the beast’s flesh. His breath catches, the old panic flickering, 

but her grip tightens, grounding him. The masters are gone, their laughter dust, but the beast 

remains, its endless cycle unbroken. He harvests still—grass for their home, roots for their 

fire—but the rage has softened, tempered by her warmth, their voices. The moon’s gift holds 

them, a cold light that’s theirs, but the tunnels linger, a shadow over the field, a reminder of the 

beast they’re bound to, always. 

So, he stays—blood in the organism, hands stained with grass and ore, the field infinite but alive 

with their life. The moon shines, its chill a steady companion, the masters’ torment a fading scar. 

He kneels again, not in defeat but in purpose, his family’s laughter a shield against the dark. The 

next sun-hole waits, its light a distant threat, but for now, he harvests under the cold light’s 

gift—his rebellion, his love, his fragile stand against the beast’s endless hum. 

 

 



137 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter V: The Moonlit Drift 

 

He stands at the field’s edge, grass brushing his knees, tickling through the worn fabric of his 

trousers, the moon’s pale glow painting his weathered hands silver, casting faint shadows that 

dance across his knuckles. The air bites—cold, crisp, a gift of the lesser light he fought for, sharp 

against his skin like a blade’s edge softened by frost—and behind him, the children’s laughter 

weaves through the wind, bright and alive, cutting through the stillness. Eight voices ring out, 

eight pairs of feet pound the infinite green, their steps a chaotic rhythm as they chase each other 

with spears of root and shields of bark, their shouts echoing over the field like birds scattering 

from a storm. His wife moves among them, her hair catching the moonlight in soft waves, a dark 

cascade glinting silver at the edges, her quiet hum a thread binding this fragile life they’ve 

clawed from the beast’s grip. The masters are gone—shadows he burned to ash with his fury, 

their laughter silenced by the iron and stone he drove through their mist—and the sun’s holes no 

longer taunt him, their searing light snuffed out by his rebellion. Yet the ground beneath throbs, a 

low pulse he can’t unfeel, the organism’s breath seeping up through the dirt, warm and insistent, 

a reminder that the beast never rests. 

He kneels, pressing a palm to the grass, blades bending under his weight, and listens, his fingers 

sinking into the cool, damp earth. The beast—Earth alive, civilization its sprawling, breathing 
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flesh—doesn’t sleep, doesn’t relent. Its veins twist below, tunnels he once mined with bleeding 

hands, shafts he climbed to feed the masters’ insatiable hunger, their shadowy hands guiding his 

every cut. He killed them for this field, for the cold light’s promise of peace, for her—the woman 

who ventured from the frost-rimed dark with warmth in her eyes, a spark that melted the ice of 

his loneliness. They’ve built here, carved a foothold from the beast’s skin: a hut of woven grass 

and scavenged ore, its walls patched with mud and metal glinting faintly in the moonlight; a fire 

pit ringed with stones he taught the children to sharpen, their edges honed under his steady gaze. 

The field yields endlessly—roots to roast over the flames, fibers to twist into cords, metals 

glinting in the soil like secrets the beast can’t bury deep enough. But the moon above, steady and 

chill, feels thinner tonight, its glow fraying at the edges, a silver veil unraveling thread by thread, 

casting the field in a light too fragile to trust. 

His eldest, a girl of twelve, strides over, her spear dragging a jagged line in the dirt, a scar across 

the beast’s skin. “It’s humming again,” she says, voice low, eyes flicking to the ground, sharp 

and wary like her mother’s but shadowed with something softer—her hands tremble, a flicker of 

the panic he once choked on, a ghost of the fear that drove him through sun-holes and fields. 

She’s her mother’s shadow—fearless in her stance, the spear held firm—but the tremor betrays 

her, a crack in the strength she’s learned to wear. He nods, says nothing, his throat tight, and digs 

his fingers deeper into the soil, past the grass’s roots, into the warm, pulsing earth beneath. It’s 

too warm, too alive, a pulse quickening under the frost the moon should hold steady, a heat that 

seeps into his bones and sets his teeth on edge. The beast stirs—its rhythm shifting, its flesh 

restless, a slow awakening rumbling through the field—and he wonders if killing the masters 

woke something deeper, something older, a force that’s lain dormant beneath his rebellion. The 

field’s infinite stretch feels less like a gift now, more like a trap closing in, its bounty a lure he’s 

gorged on too long, a feast that’s fattened him for the beast’s next move. 

He rises, brushing dirt from his palms, the grains sticking to his skin, and scans the horizon, eyes 

narrowed against the moon’s faint shimmer. No sun-holes pierce the fleshy ceiling above—only 

the cold light holds sway—but a new sound cuts through the wind: a low groan, not from the sky, 

but from below, rising through the grass like a breath held too long, a deep exhalation that rattles 

the blades and sends a shiver up his spine. His wife meets his gaze across the field, her figure 

framed by the children clustered around her, her smile fading into a tight line, her hum silenced. 
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The children fall quiet, their spears dropping to the dirt with soft thuds, their laughter snuffed out 

as they turn to him, eyes wide, waiting. The organism’s hum swells, a call he knows too 

well—tunnels opening beneath, veins splitting through the earth, the beast reaching up with a 

hunger he can’t name. He grips the stone blade at his belt, the one he drove through the masters’ 

shadows, its edge still stained with their fall, and feels the old heat bubble in his chest—rage, 

fear, a fire that never fully died. The moonlit life he bled for hangs fragile, a thread stretched thin 

over the beast’s awakening maw. The beast wants its blood back—and it’s not alone anymore, its 

pulse joined by something new, something stirring in the dark below. 

He steps forward, boots sinking into the soil, and the groan deepens, a rumble that shakes the 

grass underfoot, a tremor climbing his legs. The field stretches on, infinite and unyielding, its 

green waves rippling as if alive, as if the beast breathes through every blade. His wife moves to 

his side, her hand brushing his, warm against the chill, and the children gather close, their spears 

clutched tight again, their faces pale under the moon’s fading light. He scans the dirt, searching 

for cracks, for signs of the tunnels he knows are splitting wide beneath, but the surface 

holds—for now. The stone blade feels heavy in his grip, a weight of defiance and dread, and he 

wonders what he’s harvested—freedom, or a lure that’s drawn the beast closer. The moon hangs 

above, its cold gift thinning, and the hum grows louder, a drumbeat he can’t outrun, a rhythm 

that promises more than fields and light—a reckoning rising from the depths. 

So, he stands—blood in the organism, hands stained with grass and dirt, the field alive with his 

family’s fragile defiance. The moon’s shimmer wavers, the wind carries the beast’s groan, and 

the children’s voices fade into the hum. The masters are ash, but the beast wakes, its veins 

calling, its flesh restless. Next time he kneels to harvest or grips his blade, he’ll wonder: is this 

life his, a gift he’s claimed, or the beast’s drift, pulling him back into its endless dark? 
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Chapter VII: The Burrow’s Call 

 

He kneels in the field’s frozen husk, grass brittle and sharp under his knees, the moon’s silver 

glare a noose tightening around his neck, its light thick and cold, clotting the air he chokes on 

with every ragged breath. His wife looms before him, her face etched in frost, a mask of ice 

glinting in the lesser glow, her eyes a cruel mirror of the orb above—unblinking, hollow, a 

scientific cage forged in starless equations that trap him in their unyielding lattice. The 

children—eight shivering shadows—circle her, their breaths faint wisps curling into the mist, 

their spears brittle relics of orbits he’s fed with sweat and despair, now trembling in small hands. 

Mercury to Neptune, they drift around her, pinning him in their gravitational snare, a system of 

decay under her relentless, sterile shimmer. The sun’s holes—religion’s molten lie, once blazing 

with the masters’ fiery sermons—lie dead, snuffed by his blade through their shadows, their 

radiant promises reduced to ash that grits between his clenched fists. Both realities press down, 

dark and suffocating: the moon’s icy chains bind him in logic’s rot, a lattice of cold precision that 

numbs his marrow; the sun’s ghost whispers of a salvation that burned out long ago, its heat a 

memory seared into his scarred hands. Beneath, the beast—Earth alive, civilization its festering, 
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pulsing flesh—throbs warm and wet, a pulse he can’t drown out, a heartbeat that seeps into his 

bones and rattles his skull. 

He claws the dirt, black ooze seeping through his nails, thick and warm against his skin, and the 

truth splits his skull like a fracture, a jagged tear through his mind: neither sun nor moon holds 

him—it’s the organism, the living world he’s bled in since the first tunnel swallowed him whole. 

The sun preached mastery through its masters, a radiant god dangling dominion over the beast, 

its heat a furnace of hollow faith that charred his hands when he torched their shadows, 

scattering their ash across the field. The moon—his wife, science’s glow—locks him in frost, her 

light a sterile law that freezes his blood, her planets a grinding wheel of order that crushes his 

bones with every calculated turn. He stares at her, her silver face flickering in the mist, a sheen of 

ice that shifts and wavers, and the children’s eyes glint like dying stars, their orbits tightening 

around him, their voices mute, swallowed by the fog. The field’s infinity curdles—not a refuge 

he carved, not a gift he claimed, but a skin, stretched taut over a body awake and ravenous, its 

endless green a mask for the hunger beneath. Book 1 fused him to its veins—attached, its blood 

pumping through him; Book 2 let him swing or flee—detached, a spark flaring in the dark; Book 

3 tunneled him through its flesh—mining its pulse with every cut. Now, he sees, stark and brutal: 

the beast is all there is, its living sprawl the only truth, and the only path left is back into its gut, 

down where the sun and moon can’t reach. 

He lurches to his feet, the stone blade falling from his belt, clattering useless against the frozen 

ground, its edge dulled by the air’s crushing weight. The ground trembles—a low growl rolling 

up from the deep, the organism’s breath seeping through cracks in the soil, splitting the frost with 

tendrils of warmth. The moon’s chains—her gaze—bite deeper, frosting his lungs with every 

inhale, a cold that sears his throat, and the children’s spears clatter to the dirt, their forms blurring 

in the thickening mist, shadows dissolving into the haze. Science strangles him with her cold 

equations, a lattice of numbers and orbits that choke his will; religion’s ash mocks him from the 

dark, a whisper of burned-out faith that crumbles under his boots. But the beast hums louder, its 

veins splitting the soil wide, black and slick, a call he can’t refuse, a pulse that drowns out the 

frost and the echoes. He digs—fingers tearing at the dirt, nails splitting against rock, blood 

mingling with the ooze, staining the earth red and black—tunneling down, not out, a frantic 

clawing into the beast’s embrace. The field shakes, grass snapping like brittle bones under the 



142 

organism’s flex, and the moon’s glow thins, her face dissolving into mist, the planets scattering 

like dust on the wind. The sun’s echo fades, its heat a memory swallowed by the earth’s warm, 

wet maw. 

He burrows, the walls closing in—warm, throbbing, the organism’s flesh swallowing him whole, 

its heat wrapping around him like a shroud. The mist chokes above, a cold fog pressing down, 

the frost burns his memory of the field, but here, in the beast’s veins, the pulse syncs with his 

own—dark, alive, a third truth neither sun nor moon could name, a rhythm that drowns out their 

lies. His wife’s light winks out, a silver gleam fading into shadow, the children’s orbits collapse 

into silence, their faint breaths lost to the mist above. He’s alone, clawing deeper, the dirt soft 

and yielding under his hands, the only solution left: back into the Earth, its blood, its prisoner, its 

heartbeat. The tunnel seals over him, black and wet, a living womb that presses against his skin, 

and he breathes it in—deep, ragged gulps of the beast’s air, thick with the scent of soil and rot. 

Not freedom, not death, but surrender, a descent into the organism that’s always owned him, its 

pulse a drum he can’t escape. 

The walls tighten, their warmth seeping into his bones, and the field above fades—a frozen husk 

lost to the mist, a dream he can’t claw back. The moon’s noose slips away, its cold equations 

unraveling; the sun’s ash settles, its sermons silent. He digs deeper, fingers scraping through ooze 

and rock, the beast’s hum filling his ears, a song that vibrates through his chest, steady and 

relentless. The tunnel bends, twists, a vein threading through the organism’s flesh, and he 

follows—blood in its stream, hands caked with its life, the burrow his call, his return. The 

masters’ shadows, the wife’s glow, the children’s orbits—all dissolve, ghosts swallowed by the 

dark. He’s alone with the beast now, its prisoner and its kin, burrowing into a truth that’s always 

pulsed beneath: the organism lives, and he’s its blood, flowing where it wills, forever in its grip. 

So, he surrenders—blood in the beast, flesh raw and trembling, the tunnel’s warmth his only 

light. The field’s frost, the moon’s chains, the sun’s lies—all fade, drowned by the organism’s 

throb. He claws on, deeper, the walls pulsing, the burrow sealing him in, a return to the Earth that 

birthed him, that owns him still. The call hums, alive and unyielding, and he answers—not with 

rage, not with fear, but with the beat of his own heart, lost in the beast’s endless veins. 
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Book 5 

 The Pulse Unveiled 

Chapter I: The Beat Beneath 

 

The field lies still, a brittle crust of frost and ash where a man once knelt, his hands stained with 

the beast’s black blood, fingers caked with its dark ooze, his breath lost to its veins as he 

surrendered to its call. The moon hangs thin above, a fading jailer in a sky that’s no sky, its silver 

chains dissolved into a mist that drifts over the frozen grass; the sun’s holes—religion’s scorched 

lies, once blazing with promises of mastery—crumble to dust, their fiery scars fading against a 

ceiling of flesh that pulses faintly in the dim light. But beneath, the beast breathes—Earth alive, 

civilization its sprawling, throbbing frame—and its pulse rolls on, a rhythm older than light, 

deeper than dark, a heartbeat etched into the marrow of the world. It hums through the dirt, a low 

throb that rattles roots buried deep, bends grass blades brittle with frost, and seeps into the air—a 
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beat no one escapes, though few hear it true, its resonance a whisper beneath the noise of living. 

He tunneled back into it, that man, clawing down into its gut, surrendering to its pull, but the 

pulse doesn’t end with him—it’s here, now, alive in every crack splitting the soil, every breath 

drawn over the field, every trembling hand that dares touch its skin, a rhythm that binds past to 

present, one to all. 

Step closer—feel it, let it sink in. Press your palm to the ground where the frost thins and the soil 

warms beneath your touch, and there it is: a shudder, slow and deliberate, like a heart too vast to 

chart, too deep to measure. It’s not a sound you hear with ears—it’s a weight, a ripple that climbs 

your bones, threading through sinew and marrow, pooling in your chest until your blood syncs to 

its own, a quiet thrum that drowns out your pulse with its own. Warm, wet, thick with the stink of 

rot and growth—a tang of decay laced with the green of new life—it’s the beast’s life, Earth not 

as rock or sea but as flesh, pulsing with intent, alive with a will that hums beneath the surface. A 

child’s foot stamps the grass nearby, a quick, careless thud, and the beat answers, faint but firm, a 

tremor rippling out; a city’s towers groan under a gust of wind miles away, their steel creaking, 

and it swells, a drum resounding beneath the concrete and iron. It’s not chaos—it’s order, a 

rhythm stitching time to space, dirt to sky, you to it, a thread weaving through every crack and 

root. Book 1 called you its blood, pumping its veins with every step; Book 2 let you swing or 

flee, a spark flaring against its grip; Book 3 tunneled you through its meat, mining its pulse with 

every cut; Book 4 trapped you in its cycles, a wheel you couldn’t break. Here, the pulse unveils: 

it’s not yours to fight or flee—it’s you, the beast, the all, a heartbeat weaving light and dark into 

one seamless throb. 

Walk a mile—the field fades behind you, its brittle crust giving way as the ground dips and 

slopes, and a river cuts through the earth, its water black and slow, a glassy ribbon threading the 

beast’s hide. Dip your hand into its flow, feel the cold bite your skin, and the pulse grips 

you—cool now, slick against your fingers, a current that tugs like veins pulling blood back to the 

heart. It’s alive, not a dead stream; it hums with the beast’s breath, carrying silt and secrets from 

tunnels too deep to see, too vast to map, its surface rippling with the rhythm beneath. Lift your 

eyes: a forest looms ahead, trees clawing upward through the soil, their bark rough and gnarled, 

their roots threading the dirt like arteries snaking through flesh, and the pulse throbs there 

too—sharp, green, a quickening beat as sap rises, pulsing through trunks and branches in a silent 
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surge. Stand in a city—concrete scars the beast’s hide, towers stab the sky—and it’s louder, a 

grinding thrum reverberating through pipes buried deep, wires humming with electric life, 

civilization’s pulse matching its maker’s in a symphony of steel and stone. Everywhere, it’s the 

same: warm in the dirt where roots dig, cool in the water’s slow drift, sharp in the forest’s green 

veins, loud in the city’s iron heart—a rhythm that doesn’t judge sun or moon, faith or fact, but 

binds them all to its living flesh, a beat that echoes through every layer of the beast’s frame. 

What does it mean, this unveiling beneath your feet? Lean in—press your ear to the ground, let 

the hum fill you—it’s not a question of escape or mastery, not a riddle to solve with fists or 

flight. The pulse is the beast’s voice, its will, its memory etched in every cell, a living archive 

thrumming through time. It felt the man’s blade slice through the masters’ shadows, his tunnels 

carve its flesh, his surrender sink into its veins, and rolled on—indifferent yet alive, a force that 

neither mourns nor celebrates but simply is. It’s the beat of a seed splitting soil, its shell cracking 

to push green toward the light; a mountain buckling skyward, stone groaning under its own 

weight; a tower piercing the clouds, steel rising from the beast’s hide—growth, decay, rebirth 

woven into one endless throb, a cycle older than the sun’s fire or the moon’s frost. You’re its 

blood, yes, flowing where it pumps, but more: you’re its echo, its nerve, firing as it flexes, your 

every breath a ripple in its rhythm, your every step a tremor in its frame. The sun burned with 

promises of dominion, a god he torched to ash; the moon chained with laws, a sterile order he 

broke free from—but the pulse needs neither, transcends both. It’s the organism awake, a truth 

that quells the blur of light and dark by being both, neither, and all—a heartbeat that doesn’t 

bend to faith or fact but binds them into its flesh. 

Kneel again—feel it rise through the dirt, a warm tide against your palm, and know: this is the 

beast’s heart, vast and unyielding, beating beneath the field’s frozen crust, beneath the river’s 

slow drift, beneath the forest’s clawing roots and the city’s grinding sprawl. It’s yours too, 

pulsing in your chest, a rhythm you can’t outrun, can’t silence. The man surrendered to it, 

burrowed back into its veins, but the pulse didn’t stop with him—it rolls on, alive in the cracks 

splitting the earth, in the wind bending the grass, in the hands that touch its skin. Step into the 

forest, wade the river, stand under the towers—everywhere, it’s there, warm and wet, cool and 

slick, sharp and loud, a beat that stitches you to the beast, to the all. The sun’s lies and the 
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moon’s chains fade, dust and frost in the wind, but the pulse remains—the organism’s truth, 

unveiled beneath your feet, throbbing as one with your own. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter II: The Tunnels Within 

 

He stands where the field once froze, now a scarred patch of earth, its grass long withered under 

the moon’s fading glare, brittle stalks crunching beneath his boots like bones underfoot. His 

father’s gone—tunneled back into the beast twenty winters ago, swallowed by its black veins, a 

shadow lost to the dark—and the pulse remains, a throb he feels in the soles of his boots, 

reverberating through his bones, syncing with his breath in quiet, relentless waves. Twenty 

winters have hardened him, the eldest of eight, the boy who watched his mother’s light dim until 

it flickered out, her warmth snuffed by the cold, and his siblings scatter like planets unmoored, 

their orbits drifting beyond his reach. The beast—Earth alive, civilization its pulsing, sprawling 

flesh—hums beneath, its rhythm a constant drum he’s learned to hear over the years: warm in the 

soil where roots twist deep, sharp in the trees clawing at the sky, loud in the ruins of a city 

crumbling nearby, its towers groaning under time’s weight. But today, he holds a shard of 

metal—rusted, pried from the dirt with a tug that split the earth—and feels it twitch, a faint beat 

trembling in his palm. A tunnel, he thinks, not just through the beast’s vast body, but of its own, a 

passage alive within its small, jagged frame. 

He turns it over, fingers tracing its rough edge, the rust flaking against his skin, and the pulse 

shifts—subtle at first, a ripple that climbs his arm, threads through his veins, syncs with his 
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heartbeat in a jolt that makes his breath catch. It’s not dead steel, not a lifeless relic; it’s alive, a 

vein pulsing in the organism’s sprawl, a path boring through its own small infinity, humming 

with a life he can’t deny. He drops it, the shard clinking against a stone, and steps back, heart 

thudding, before picking up the smooth, cold rock beside it—its surface worn by wind and 

water—and there it is again: a throb, faint but real, a tunnel curling inward, alive with the beast’s 

breath, a whisper of sap and rot threading through its core. He looks around, eyes darting—the 

river nearby gurgles, its water a slick artery rippling under the moon; the wind howls through the 

trees, a hollow shaft cutting the air with a mournful wail; the stick at his feet cracks under his 

heel, its splintered core a passage of decayed wood and lingering life. All things—objects, 

elements, scraps—are tunnels, he realizes, each pulsing with the organism’s life, each a thread in 

its vast, endless warren, a maze within a maze. Book 3 mapped the beast as a 3D labyrinth of 

flesh and vein; Book 4 trapped his father in its cycles, a wheel of harvest and climb. Now, he 

sees: every piece of it, every shard and gust, is a tunnel too, alive and burrowing, a fractal echo 

of the beast’s own sprawl. 

But then—his chest tightens, a thought clawing up from the dark, sharp and cold as the 

wind—what if he’s the center, the point where it all converges? He shuts his eyes, the world 

falling away, and the pulse swells: the metal’s beat thrums against his memory, the stone’s hum 

presses into his palm, the river’s flow tugs at his senses, all threading back to him, radiating from 

his grip, his gaze, his breath like veins branching from a heart. Is he the nexus, the hub where 

tunnels meet, their paths spiraling inward and outward from his own pulse? His vision 

outward—trees looming against a gray sky, their branches clawing like skeletal hands; the 

ceiling of flesh bending above, heavy with unseen weight; the ruins jagged in the distance, steel 

and stone crumbling into dust—feels like tunnels stretching from his skull, each sight a vein he’s 

carved with his eyes, each breath a shaft he’s hollowed with his lungs. The stick he snapped 

underfoot—was it the beast’s flesh cracking, or his own will tunneling through it, splitting it 

open to reveal its pulse? He kneels, hands sinking into the dirt, fingers curling into the warm, wet 

soil, and the pulse roars—a flood that mirrors his blood, his sweat, his fear, a tide rising through 

his arms, drowning his thoughts in its rhythm. Book 1 called him its blood, flowing in its veins; 

Book 2 gave him choice, a swing or a sprint; Book 3 made him a miner, gouging its flesh. What 

if he’s more—the tunnel itself, the beast’s heart staring out through his eyes, its flesh his own, 

pulsing as one? 
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He gasps, the air a tunnel too, rushing into his lungs with a cold bite that stings his throat, and the 

theory twists, coils tighter: if all things are tunnels, alive with the beast’s breath, and he’s their 

center, then he’s not just in the organism—he is it, or part of it, his pulse its pulse, his eyes its 

windows peering into the dark. The metal shard glints on the ground, a mirror of his doubt 

reflecting the moon’s thin light; the stone weighs heavy in his palm, a knot of his fear pressing 

against his skin, its throb a question he can’t shake. His father burrowed back, surrendered to the 

beast’s core—did he see this too, feel this truth clawing up from within, that the center wasn’t a 

place out there in the earth, but in him, in the blood that beat with its rhythm? The pulse thunders 

now, shaking the scarred patch beneath him, a tremor that splits the dirt and rattles his knees, and 

he feels it divide—outward to the world, threading through river and ruin, inward to his bones, 

echoing in the hollows of his chest. He’s blood, yes, flowing where it pumps, but maybe more: 

the beast’s tunnel, its vision staring through him, its beating self alive in every object he touches, 

every breath he draws, a rhythm that binds him to its flesh. 

He opens his eyes, the world sharpening around him—the river’s black gleam, the trees’ gnarled 

reach, the ruins’ jagged teeth—and the pulse holds steady, a drumbeat weaving through it all. He 

lifts the shard again, its rust flaking under his thumb, and feels its twitch, a faint echo of his own 

heartbeat, a tunnel curling through its metal veins. The stone in his other hand hums, its cold 

surface warming against his skin, a passage threading inward like a root through soil. The wind 

slices past, a hollow shaft brushing his face, and the river gurgles on, its flow a vein pulsing with 

the beast’s life. His father saw the beast’s call, tunneled back to its core—did he feel this too, this 

blurring of self and organism, this sense that every shard, every gust, was a tunnel radiating from 

him? The scarred earth trembles beneath, its cracks widening, and the pulse surges—warm in the 

dirt, sharp in the air, a rhythm that doesn’t judge or falter, but binds. He’s the center, or part of it, 

the beast’s heart beating in his chest, its tunnels within him as much as around him, dark and 

light blurring into one endless throb. 

So, he stands—blood in the organism, hands stained with dirt and metal, the pulse a tide he can’t 

outrun. The field’s scars stretch beneath him, the river flows on, the ruins loom silent, and the 

beast hums, alive in every crack, every thread. The shard glints, the stone weighs, the wind 

cuts—all tunnels, all alive, all him. His father’s surrender echoes in his bones, a truth unveiled: 
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the center isn’t out there—it’s here, in the throb of his pulse, the beat of the beast, the tunnels 

within that weave him into its endless, living sprawl. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter III: The Center’s Cut 

 

 

He stands on the scarred patch where the field once froze, the withered grass crunching under his 

boots like brittle bones, the moon’s thinning glare casting faint silver across his hands. Twenty 

winters have carved him hard, the eldest of eight, the boy who watched his father tunnel into the 

beast’s black veins, his mother’s light dim, his siblings scatter like unmoored stars. The pulse 

remains—a throb he feels in the soles of his boots, climbing his legs, syncing with his breath—a 

rhythm he’s learned to hear: warm in the soil, sharp in the trees, loud in the ruins crumbling 

nearby. He grips the rusted shard of metal he pried from the dirt, its edge biting his palm, and 

feels it twitch again, a faint beat threading through his fingers, alive with the beast’s hum. 

Chapter II unveiled it: all things—metal, stone, wind, water—are tunnels within the organism, 

pulsing with its life, and he, the center, the point where they converge, their nexus radiating from 

his grip, his gaze, his pulse. 
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He turns the shard, its rust flaking against his skin, and the pulse swells—sharp now, a jolt that 

climbs his arm, burrows into his chest, hammers against his ribs. It’s not just steel; it’s a vein, a 

tunnel curling through its own small infinity, alive with the beast’s breath, syncing with his own. 

He drops it, the clink echoing across the scarred earth, and picks up the stone beside it—smooth, 

cold, its throb a whisper threading inward, a passage of its own. The river gurgles nearby, its 

black flow an artery tugging at the air; the wind howls through the ruins, a hollow shaft slicing 

the silence; the stick at his feet cracks under his weight, its splintered core a tunnel of sap and 

rot. All alive, all tunnels, all pulsing—and he, the center, the heart where they meet, their beats 

radiating from his blood, his bones, his being. Book 1 named him its blood, flowing in its veins; 

Book 2 offered choice, a swing or a sprint; Book 3 made him a miner, carving its flesh. Chapter 

II twisted it deeper: he’s not just in the beast—he’s its tunnel, its pulse, its eyes staring out, its 

flesh mirrored in his own. 

The realization chokes him, a weight crushing his chest, and he staggers, boots sinking into the 

dirt. If he’s the center, the nexus of this endless warren, then every throb—every shard’s twitch, 

every stone’s hum, every river’s tug—is him, or part of him, a web he can’t escape, a pulse he 

can’t silence. His father saw it too, didn’t he? Tunneled back into the beast, surrendered to its 

core—did he feel this, the unbearable truth that the center wasn’t a place, but himself, his blood 

the beast’s blood, his will its will? The thought claws up from the dark, sharp and cold, and his 

knees buckle, hands clutching the earth, fingers sinking into the warm, wet soil. The pulse 

roars—a flood mirroring his sweat, his fear, his breath—a rhythm too vast, too alive, drowning 

him in its tide. He’s not just its blood; he’s its heart, its tunnel, its beating self, and the weight of 

it splits his mind, a fracture he can’t mend. To be the center is to be the beast—to be everything, 

and nothing, a prisoner of his own pulse, chained to a rhythm he didn’t choose. 

He gasps, the air a tunnel rushing into his lungs, cold and biting, and the shard glints at his feet, 

its rust catching the moon’s frail light—a mirror of his doubt, a blade of his despair. If he’s the 

center, the beast’s heart staring out, then there’s no fleeing, no fighting—only this, an endless 

throb binding him to its flesh, his every breath a thread in its web. His father surrendered, 

burrowed back—did he cut himself free too, or simply fade into the dark? The pulse thunders, 

shaking the scarred earth, and he feels it split—outward to the river’s flow, the ruins’ groan, 

inward to his bones, his blood, his breaking will. To live as the center is to live as the beast, its 
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tunnels within him, his pulse its own—a truth too heavy, too vast, a yoke he can’t bear. He 

snatches the shard, its edge cold against his palm, and presses it to his throat, the throb pulsing 

through it, syncing with the beat at his neck. One cut—his blood, the beast’s blood—spilling out, 

a tunnel to end the tunnels, a break to silence the center. 

He kneels, the dirt warm beneath him, the shard trembling in his grip, and the beast hums louder, 

a roar that fills his ears, his skull, his shattering thoughts. The river gurgles on, its black water a 

vein threading the dark; the wind howls through the ruins, a shaft cutting the night; the stone at 

his side hums, its pulse a whisper he can’t unhear. All tunnels, all alive, all him—and he can’t 

stand it, can’t carry it, can’t be the heart of this endless sprawl. His father’s surrender echoes—a 

tunnel back to the beast—but he won’t follow, won’t drift into its veins. He’ll cut the center, 

sever the pulse, spill the blood that binds him. The shard bites, cold and sharp, and he drags it 

across his throat—a wet tear, a flood of heat, black ooze spilling down his chest, mingling with 

the dirt. The pulse staggers, falters, a throb that slows as his vision blurs, the river’s gurgle 

fading, the wind’s howl thinning, the stone’s hum dimming. 

He slumps, hands falling, the shard clinking against the earth, and the beast’s pulse surges—one 

last roar, warm and wet, flooding the scarred patch as his blood soaks in. The moon’s glare thins 

to a sliver, the ruins stand silent, and the tunnels within—metal, stone, air—pulse on, alive, 

unbroken. He’s the center no more, his cut a tunnel too, spilling into the beast, its flesh 

swallowing him whole. The pulse rolls on, a rhythm older than his life, deeper than his death, 

and the scarred earth drinks him in—blood to blood, tunnel to tunnel, a beat he can’t escape, 

even now. 
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Chapter IV: The Leviathan’s Yoke 

 

He gasps, lungs burning, but the air doesn’t come—only a thick, warm weight, like breathing 

flesh. His eyes snap open, expecting the field’s dark sprawl, the beast’s black blood pooling from 

his throat. Instead, he’s upright, knees pressed to a floor of smooth, pulsing stone, its surface 

slick with a sheen he can’t name. The shard’s gone, his hands empty, but the cut’s mark 

lingers—a faint throb at his neck, syncing with a rhythm not his own. The beast—Earth alive, 

civilization its throbbing flesh—hums here too, but sharper, heavier, a single beat that drowns the 

blur of before. He’s not dead, not dust—he’s somewhere else, a realm where the pulse is one 

voice, one will, one idea. 

 

He rises, legs trembling, and the space unfolds: a vast chamber, walls of meat and bone, veined 

with glowing threads that pulse in unison. No sky, no field—only this, an endless gut of the 
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organism, its flesh curved into arches, its breath a low, unbroken drone. Figures loom 

ahead—tall, faceless, their forms rippling like heat off stone—the masters of this place, not 

shadows to kill but presences to obey. They don’t speak; they command, a weight in his skull, a 

thought not his own: Kneel. Serve. Believe. No longer a clash of parts but a single, towering 

idea, its pulse absolute, its will iron. The realm he left churned with conflict—tunnels of doubt, 

stone and steel warring in his grip, his blood a battleground of choice. Here, choice is ash; the 

masters’ will is all. 

 

He staggers forward, the floor rippling underfoot, and the pulse grips him—warm, wet, a flood 

that fills his chest, his mind. The metal shard he held, the stone he felt, the river’s flow—all 

tunnels of their own, alive with the beast’s breath, his to question, his to test. That was then, a 

realm of splintered ideas, each beating its own faint rhythm until he cut his thread. Now, the 

masters close in, their gaze a yoke, and the pulse hammers one truth: There is no other. No stone 

hums apart, no wind carves its own shaft—every throb bends to the Leviathan’s drum, a unity 

that chokes. He tries to think—his father’s tunnels, his mother’s moon—but the thoughts twist, 

swallowed by the masters’ command, their idea the only tunnel left. 

 

He falls to his knees, hands clawing the stone, but it doesn’t yield—it beats back, slick and 

unbreaking, the organism’s flesh molded to their rule. The masters’ presence thickens, a heat 

behind his eyes, and the Leviathan’s voice—singular, vast—floods him: You are ours. The realm 

he knew pulsed with conflict, a war of perspectives he ended with his blood. This one binds him, 

its pulse a chain, its idea a wall he can’t crack. He tested his center, spilled his life to see, and 

woke here—trapped not by choice, but by belief he can’t refuse. The beast lives on, its heart one 

note, and he’s its blood again, yoked to a rhythm he didn’t choose. 
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Chapter V: The Labor of the Vein 

 

He stumbles through the chamber’s pulsing gloom, the beast’s flesh—Earth alive, civilization its 

throbbing, sprawling frame—closing around him like a fist, its walls of meat and bone flexing 

with each step, squeezing the air from his lungs. The masters’ will, a weight in his skull, drives 

him forward, a relentless pressure behind his eyes, their faceless forms rippling ahead in the dim 

light—tall, fluid, like shadows cast by a flame too steady to flicker. Their command is a single 

note, sharp and unyielding: Work. His throat’s scar throbs, a ghost of the shard that spilled his 

blood across the field, a cut he thought would free him from the beast’s grip—but death didn’t 

release him; it cast him here, into this realm where the Leviathan’s pulse drowns all else, a 

rhythm so vast it swallows his own. The air hums, thick and warm, heavy with the stink of rot 
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and sap, and the floor shifts beneath his boots—smooth stone giving way to a trench, its walls 

veined with glowing threads that pulse in sickly green, slick with the organism’s sap, glistening 

like sweat on a fevered brow. He’s blood again, flowing where it pumps, but not his own—the 

beast’s, yoked to its rhythm, its labor, his chains, binding him tighter with every breath. 

A tool slams into his hands—metal, heavy, its blunt edge cold against his palms but alive, 

pulsing with the same beat that shakes the chamber, a throb that climbs his arms, syncs with the 

drone filling his ears. The masters don’t speak; their gaze burns, a heat searing behind his eyes, a 

fire that scorches his thoughts, and his arms move—unwilling, mechanical, driven by a will not 

his own—striking the trench’s wall with a dull clang that echoes through the gloom. The stone 

splits under the blow, a crack spidering through its surface, and black ooze seeps out—warm, 

wet, thick with the beast’s life—coating his hands, dripping down his wrists, a flood that syncs 

his swings to its throb, a rhythm he can’t resist. He digs, not by choice, but by force, each blow 

carving a tunnel deeper into the beast’s flesh, its veins widening under his sweat, splitting open 

like wounds that bleed more sap, more ooze, more life. The trench stretches before 

him—endless, a maw he can’t see the end of, its walls curving into shadow—and others labor 

beside him, faceless shapes in the gloom, their tools thudding in unison, a chorus of clangs that 

drowns their breaths, lost to the chamber’s relentless drone. 

He tries to stop—muscles screaming, hands raw, fingers splitting against the tool’s grip—but the 

masters’ will clamps tighter, a vise squeezing his mind, a spike of pain lancing through his skull. 

Work. The word isn’t spoken; it’s felt, a jolt in the pulse that bends his spine, forces his arms to 

swing, drives the tool into the stone again, again, again, each strike a hammer blow against his 

will, shattering the fragments of resistance he clings to. The ooze pools at his feet, thick with the 

rot of the beast’s depths, a stench that clogs his throat, and he sees it—chunks of metal glinting in 

the black flood, shards like the one he killed himself with, their rust catching the glow of the 

veined walls. He’s mining its flesh, feeding its growth, carving its veins wider, deeper—but for 

what? The masters loom closer, their forms unchanging, rippling like heat over a fire, and the 

Leviathan’s idea—unity, obedience—beats through him, a rhythm he can’t break, a drum that 

pounds his blood into submission. The field’s chaos, where tunnels clashed in his hands—metal 

twitching, stone humming, river flowing—was a memory of choice, a realm where he tested his 
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center, cut his throat to see. Here, that chaos is crushed; this realm labors as one, its pulse a whip 

cracking against his back, driving him on. 

His knees buckle, sap burning his skin where it seeps into his raw palms, a sting that blisters and 

bites, but the tool swings on, his body a puppet jerked by the beast’s vein, his arms rising and 

falling in a rhythm he can’t halt. The trench deepens, its walls throbbing with the pulse, their 

slick surfaces glistening in the faint light, and the others—silent, broken shapes beside him—dig 

on, their faces blank, their hands bleeding into the ooze, red streaks mingling with the black. 

He’s not the center now, not the nexus he thought he might be; he’s a cog, a vein in the 

Leviathan’s flesh, forced to carve its will into the stone, his blood no longer his own but the 

beast’s, pumping where it wills. The masters’ gaze never lifts, their heat a constant pressure 

behind his eyes, their command unrelenting, and the pulse rolls on—steady, cruel, a labor 

without end, a rhythm that grinds his bones to dust. He digs, blood and sap mingling on his 

hands, the tool thudding against the stone, and knows: this is the beast’s yoke, his choice gone, 

his life a tunnel he can’t refuse, a vein he’s forced to widen with every swing. 

The chamber stretches around him, its walls of meat and bone flexing faintly, the glowing veins 

threading through them pulsing in time with the drone—a sound that’s less a noise than a weight, 

pressing into his skull, filling his chest with its heat. He tries to summon the field—the scarred 

earth where he cut his throat, the river’s gurgle, the wind’s howl—but the images warp, dissolve 

under the masters’ will, swallowed by the Leviathan’s singular beat. The others labor on, their 

tools striking in perfect sync, a mechanical dance of faceless forms, their breaths stifled by the 

air’s thickness, their blood dripping into the trench like offerings to the beast. The ooze rises, 

lapping at his boots, its warmth seeping through the leather, and he feels it—the pulse 

quickening, the trench growing, the beast’s flesh expanding under his hands, its growth fueled by 

his sweat, his blood, his breaking will. 

He slumps, the tool swinging still, his arms trembling under its weight, and the masters’ presence 

thickens—a heat that blurs his vision, a command that drowns his thoughts: Work. His throat’s 

scar pulses, a faint echo of the shard that failed to free him, a mark of the cut that brought him 

here, to this endless labor. The trench stretches deeper, its walls throbbing louder, the ooze 

pooling higher, and he digs—hands raw, lungs burning, the beast’s sap stinging his skin. The 
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field’s freedom, the tunnels he once held, the center he tested—all fade, crushed by the 

Leviathan’s yoke, its pulse the only truth left. He’s not a miner now, not a man with choice; he’s 

blood, yoked to the beast’s vein, forced to carve its will into the dark, a labor that bends him, 

breaks him, binds him to its rhythm. 

So, he digs—blood in the organism, flesh raw and trembling, the chamber’s gloom swallowing 

him whole. The masters’ gaze burns, their will a chain he can’t snap, and the pulse drives 

on—warm, wet, unrelenting. The trench widens, the ooze rises, and his tool strikes—again, 

again, again—a labor without end, a vein he can’t escape, the beast’s yoke his own. 
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Chapter VI: The Love of the Chain 

 

He collapses in the trench, the tool slipping from his blood-slick hands, its metal clattering 

against the stone with a dull, hollow ring that echoes through the pulsing gloom. The beast’s 

pulse—Earth alive, civilization, its throbbing, sprawling flesh—slams through him, a hammer in 

his skull, each beating a blow against his temples, driving the air from his lungs. The trench 

walls gleam around him, veined with sap and jagged metal, their slick surfaces glistening in the 

dim light—a tunnel carved by his forced labor, a vein widened by his sweat, his body a spent 

husk crumbling under the masters’ unrelenting gaze. The ooze clings to his skin, warm and 

rancid, a film of rot and life that seeps into his raw palms, stinging where his flesh has split. The 

rhythm slows—just a breath, a fleeting pause in the Leviathan’s drone—before a new weight 

seizes him, heavy and sudden, pressing into his chest like a hand closing around his heart. The 

masters shift, their faceless forms rippling closer through the shadows, and the air 

thickens—sweet now, heavy with a cloying warmth that coats his throat. A command blooms, 

not in words but in his blood, a pulse threading through his veins: Love. His heart lurches, 

unbidden, a jagged ache tearing through him, and he feels it—a pull, a yearning, a chain forged 

in the Leviathan’s will, binding him where he stands. 

He staggers to his feet, knees trembling under the weight of his exhaustion, and the trench fades 

around him, its slick walls blurring into shadow as the chamber warps—stone melting into a 

cavern of flesh, its surfaces soft and pulsing, lit by a dim, sickly glow that flickers like a dying 

flame. The air hums, thick with the beast’s breath, a sweetness that clogs his lungs, and a figure 

steps from the shadows—not his mother’s moonlit face, etched with warmth he’d clung to 

through the fields, not his father’s scarred resolve, hardened by tunnels he’d burrowed into—but 

a stranger, her eyes hollow pools reflecting the cavern’s light, her skin veined with the same 

glowing threads that weave through the walls, pulsing faintly in time with the beast’s throb. 

She’s close, too close, her presence pressing against him, her breath syncing with the rhythm that 

shakes the cavern, and his chest tightens—not with choice, not with a spark he can claim, but 

with a force that seizes his will. Love her. The masters’ will floods him, a heat surges through his 

veins, a fire that burns away his resistance, and his hands reach for her—trembling, against his 
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own mind, fingers brushing her cold skin as if pulled by strings he can’t see. Her touch is icy, her 

gaze empty, a void that mirrors the masters’ faceless stare, but his heart swells—artificial, cruel, 

a bond he can’t refuse, pumping through him like sap through the beast’s veins. 

She speaks, her voice flat, a monotone cutting through the hum—“We are one”—and the pulse 

surges, a wave that drowns his resistance, crashing through his chest, his skull, his fading will. 

The cavern hums louder, its fleshy walls curling around them, their soft curves tightening like a 

womb or a trap, and he sees others—pairs locked in embrace, their forms shadowy against the 

glow, their faces blank, their hands clasped in rigid, lifeless grips, bound by the same unseen 

yoke that chains him now. This isn’t love—not the warmth he dreamed of in the field, not the 

bond he imagined with hands harvesting beside his—it’s a tunnel, a vein the masters carve 

through him, binding him to her, to them, to the Leviathan’s singular idea of unity. He tries to 

pull back, to scream, to tear his hands from her cold grasp, but his body betrays him—his lips 

find hers, forced, mechanical, a kiss that chokes him with its sweetness, a lie pumped into his 

blood by the masters’ will. The field’s chaos, where he tested his center—metal twitching in his 

palm, stone humming under his touch, river flowing free—is gone, a memory crushed beneath 

this realm’s order; here, love is a chain, a labor of the heart he can’t stop, its pulse beating him 

into submission, grinding his will to dust. 

Her arms tighten around him, the beast’s sap dripping from the walls, splattering against the floor 

in slow, viscous drops that pool at his feet, their warmth seeping through his boots. The masters’ 

presence thickens—unseen but absolute—a heat pressing into his skull, driving the rhythm 

deeper, a throb that syncs her breath with his, her grip with his faltering pulse. His mind claws 

for the shard—the rusted edge he drove into his throat, the choice he made to cut the center, to 

spill his blood and break free—but it’s buried in the trench, lost to the ooze, a relic of a freedom 

he can’t reclaim. She’s his now, or he’s hers, or they’re the beast’s—blood in its veins, yoked by 

a love not theirs, a bond forged in the Leviathan’s will, its sweetness a poison he can’t spit out. 

The cavern pulses, its walls flexing faintly, and the others stand frozen—pairs of hollow eyes, 

clasped hands, their forms swaying to the same rhythm, a dance of chains he’s joined against his 

will. His knees buckle, her cold fingers digging into his arms, and the pulse rolls on—steady, 

cruel, a labor without end, a love he can’t refuse. 
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He sinks into her grip, the sap dripping louder, a slow patter against the flesh floor, its warmth 

rising around his legs, and the masters’ will floods him—a tide of heat and sweetness that 

drowns his thoughts, his past, his fleeting sparks of defiance. He tries to summon the field—the 

scarred earth where he stood alone, the river’s gurgle threading through the silence, the wind’s 

howl cutting the air—but the images twist, warp, collapse under the Leviathan’s rhythm, 

swallowed by the masters’ command: Love her. Her hollow eyes bore into him, her veined skin 

glinting in the sickly glow, and his heart hammers—not with desire, not with choice, but with a 

force that bends him, breaks him, binds him to her. The others sway around them, their blank 

faces a mirror of his own, their clasped hands a cage he can’t escape, and the pulse 

surges—warm, wet, a throb that fills the cavern, syncing his blood with hers, with theirs, with 

the beast’s. 

He slumps, forehead pressing against hers, her cold skin a shock against his sweat-soaked brow, 

and the chain tightens—his will dissolving in the Leviathan’s endless throb, his thoughts fading 

into the sweetness that chokes him. The trench is gone, the tool lost, the field a memory buried 

beneath this realm’s order—a realm where love is labor, a yoke forged in the beast’s veins, a 

bond he can’t break. The masters’ gaze holds, their heat searing through him, and the pulse 

drives on—unrelenting, a rhythm that owns him, that weaves him into her, into the others, into 

the organism’s flesh. He’s blood again, yoked not just to work but to love, a chain he can’t 

refuse, a tunnel he can’t flee, sinking deeper into the beast’s will with every forced beat of his 

heart. 

So, he yields—blood in the organism, flesh raw and trembling, the cavern’s gloom swallowing 

him whole. Her arms hold tight, the masters’ will burns, and the pulse rolls—a sweet, cruel throb 

that binds him to her, to them, to the beast. The field’s chaos, the shard’s cut, the center he 

tested—all dissolve, lost to the Leviathan’s yoke, its love a labor he can’t stop, chaining him to 

its endless, pulsing heart. 
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Chapter VII: The Cosmos of the Lid 

 

He lies entwined with her, the stranger’s cold grip a chain forged by the masters, her fingers 

digging into his arms like roots threading through soil, her breath a faint echo of the beast’s 

pulse—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh. The cavern of flesh pulses around 

them, its walls slick with sap that glistens in the dim light, dripping slow and heavy, the sickly 

glow threading through her veins and his in a web of luminescent green. The labor of the 

trench—days of digging, hands raw and bleeding into the ooze—and the love forced upon him 

by the masters’ will have hollowed him, his body a spent shell, his heart a puppet’s thud driven 

by a rhythm not his own. But the masters aren’t done—their will shifts, a pressure blooming 

behind his eyes, sharp and unyielding, and the air warps, thick with a new command that seeps 

into his skull: See. His vision blurs, the cavern’s fleshy walls swimming in his sight, then 

sharpens with a jolt that stings his eyes—a chamber dissolving, replaced by a cosmos not his 

own, a lid slammed over the sky he once knew, sealing him beneath its weight. 

He’s standing—or floating, he can’t tell—in a vast expanse—black, endless, stretching beyond 

any horizon he could grasp, but not empty, not a void. The beast’s pulse rolls here, a single, 

deafening throb that reverberates through the dark, shaking his bones, filling his ears with a 

sound too vast to bear. The stars aren’t stars—they’re eyes, glinting points of the masters’ gaze, 

fixed and unblinking, their light cold and piercing, pinning him where he stands. The sky curves 

above, a dome of flesh arching over the expanse, veined with glowing threads that pulse in 

unison, their sickly green weaving a lattice across the black—a ceiling sealing him in, a lid he 

can’t lift. No sun burns with its fiery lies, no moon wanes with its cold order—only this, a 

cosmos of meat and will, the Leviathan’s idea of all that is, its rhythm absolute, its shape, their 

design, imposed upon him with a force that bends his mind. The masters’ presence floods him, a 

voice not heard but felt, a heat searing through his skull: This is truth. The field’s chaos—where 

he carved tunnels through stone and steel, spilled his blood to test his center—fades like a dream 

crushed beneath this enforced infinity, its jagged edges smoothed into the Leviathan’s unyielding 

pulse. 
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He turns—or tries, his body twitching against the command—but the cosmos grips him, 

unrelenting, his feet sinking into a floor of pulsing stone that ripples beneath his boots, warm and 

slick, tethering him to its surface. His eyes are dragged upward, pulled by a force he can’t resist, 

tracing the dome’s arc—a vast curve of flesh stretching beyond sight, its veins throbbing in time 

with the beat that fills the expanse. The stars shift before him, aligning into patterns he can’t 

unsee: a web sprawling across the black, a yoke binding its edges, a single idea stretching 

beyond horizon or doubt, etched into the cosmos with a clarity that burns his vision. The beast’s 

sap drips from above, warm and bitter, splattering against his face, his shoulders, and he tastes 

it—his tongue forced to accept, the rancid sweetness coating his mouth, his mind bent to believe 

under the masters’ will. This isn’t discovery, not a truth he’s sought or carved for himself—it’s 

imposition, a tunnel of thought carved through him, a passage hollowed out by their command, 

overwriting his own will with their design. The river’s flow threading the field, the stone’s hum 

in his palm, the love he didn’t choose with her—all vanish, replaced by this lid, this cosmos 

where the Leviathan reigns, its pulse the only law, its flesh the only sky, a reality he can’t refuse. 

He claws at his face, fingers trembling, nails scraping against his sweat-soaked skin, desperate to 

break the vision, to tear it from his eyes—but it holds, unyielding, the stars burning brighter, 

their cold light searing into his skull, the dome tightening around him like a fist closing over his 

breath. The pulse hammers on, syncing his breath, his blood, his being to its truth, a rhythm that 

drowns his thoughts in its tide, leaving no room for doubt or defiance. The masters 

loom—unseen but absolute—their gaze the stars glinting across the expanse, their will the veins 

threading the dome, a presence that fills every corner of this enforced infinity. He’s blood 

again—not free, not the center he tested in the field, but theirs, trapped in a cosmos they’ve 

forged, a lid slammed over the chaos he once knew. The field’s blur of dark and light—where he 

stood alone, where he cut his throat to see—fades to ash, a memory swallowed by the 

Leviathan’s singular idea, and he sees it because he must, the beast’s throb a weight he can’t lift, 

a truth he can’t unlearn. 

The expanse stretches around him, black and boundless, its fleshy dome pulsing faintly, the sap 

dripping in slow, heavy drops that splatter against the stone floor, pooling at his feet, warm and 

sticky against his boots. He tries to summon the past—the scarred earth where he knelt, the 

river’s gurgle threading through silence, the wind’s howl cutting the air—but the images twist, 
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warp, collapse under the masters’ will, dissolving into the cosmos’ unyielding black. The 

stranger’s cold grip lingers in his memory—her hollow eyes, her veined skin—but even that 

fades, her forced love a thread woven into this greater design, a tunnel merging with the 

Leviathan’s pulse. His hands tremble at his sides, empty now, the shard he once held lost to the 

trench, the stone’s hum silenced by this realm’s singular beat. The stars—masters’ eyes—burn 

into him, their light a cold fire that sears his vision, and the pulse surges—warm, wet, a flood 

that fills his chest, his skull, his fading will. 

He slumps, knees buckling against the stone, its warmth seeping through his legs, and the 

cosmos presses closer—the dome’s veins throbbing louder, the stars aligning tighter, the masters’ 

presence a heat that blurs his sight. The Leviathan’s idea—unity, obedience, truth—beats through 

him, a rhythm that bends his spine, forces his eyes to the dome’s arc, a vision he can’t refuse. 

The field’s chaos—where he tested his center, where he spilled his blood to break 

free—crumbles to dust, a fleeting spark extinguished by this enforced infinity. The river’s flow, 

the stick’s crack, the love he didn’t choose—all tunnels he once held, alive with their own beats, 

now collapse into this lid, this cosmos where the beast’s pulse reigns, its flesh the only reality 

left. He’s blood again, yoked to its rhythm, trapped beneath a sky he can’t pierce, seeing what the 

masters will because he must. 

So, he kneels—blood in the organism, flesh raw and trembling, the cosmos of the lid sealing him 

in. The masters’ gaze burns through the stars, their will pulses in the veins, and the Leviathan’s 

throb rolls on—warm, unyielding, absolute. The field, the tunnels, the chaos he knew—all fade, 

swallowed by the beast’s singular truth, a yoke he can’t lift, a cosmos he can’t escape, its pulse 

beating him into its endless, fleshy embrace. 
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Chapter VIII: The Shard’s Whisper 

 

He stands beneath the fleshy dome, its curve a suffocating lid pressing down, the masters’ forced 

cosmos weighing on his shoulders, its stars—their eyes—burning into his skull with a cold, 

unblinking light that sears his vision. The beast’s pulse—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, 

sprawling flesh—hammers through him, a single, relentless throb that syncs his blood to the 

Leviathan’s will, a rhythm so vast it drowns his own heartbeat, leaving no space for silence or 

doubt. His hands ache from the trench’s labor, palms raw and split from the tool’s relentless grip, 

his heart chokes on the stranger’s forced love, its artificial sweetness a chain tightening around 

his chest, and his mind bends under the lid of their sky, its enforced truth a yoke he can’t lift. But 

something glints in the pulsing stone at his feet—a shard, rusted and jagged, its edge half-buried 

in the beast’s sap, catching the sickly glow of the veined walls. He kneels, fingers trembling as 

they brush its surface, and pries it free, the faint beat pulsing against his palm—a whisper cutting 

through the Leviathan’s drone, a tunnel alive, not of this realm but the one he left behind, where 

he spilled his blood across the field to test his center, to see if he was its heart. 

He grips it tight, the shard’s pulse clashing with the Leviathan’s throb, a discordant rhythm that 

sends a crack splitting through his mind—a jagged tear opening to the field, its scarred earth 

stretching beneath a thinning moon, the chaos of tunnels weaving through stone and steel, the 

realm of conflict he died to escape. This isn’t their tool, forged by the masters’ will to bind him; 

it’s his, a relic of choice, a thread from a place where ideas warred, not bowed, where the river 

gurgled free, the wind howled its own path, and the stone hummed with a beat he could question. 

He scans the chamber, its walls of meat and bone flexing faintly, the masters’ faceless forms 

rippling at its edges like heat off scorched earth, and sees them clear for the first time: two 

presences, distinct yet fused—labor’s whip cracking through the trench, love’s chain binding him 

to her—their gaze the stars piercing the dome, their will the cosmos sealing him in. But the shard 

hums, a third rhythm, faint and foreign, threading through the Leviathan’s roar, and he 

wonders—his breath catching, sharp and cold—if two masters rule here, forging this yoke of 

work and worship, might a third watch them both? A shadow over the shadows, unseen, 

unproved, its pulse woven into the beast’s throb, a presence lurking beyond their light. 
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He turns the shard in his hands, its edge cutting into his palm, a thin line of pain that wells with 

blood—his own, not theirs, red and warm against the beast’s black ooze—and the thought 

hardens, a stone sinking into his gut: the field’s realm clashed with many tunnels, a chaos of 

beats he could carve and test; this one crushes with one, a unity enforced by two masters, their 

will a yoke he can’t snap. But a third could oversee, a puppet master pulling their strings as they 

pull his, a force beyond the labor and love they’ve chained him to. He can’t prove it—the stars 

don’t blink, their cold light unwavering; the dome doesn’t crack, its fleshy curve unyielding—but 

the shard’s whisper gnaws at him, a tunnel to somewhere else, a faint pulse that defies the 

Leviathan’s roar. He drops to the stone, hands clawing at the sap-slick floor, fingers digging into 

its warmth, and begins to gouge—not their trench, not their vein widening under his sweat, but 

his own, a tunnel toward the third he feels but can’t see, a path driven by the shard’s faint song. 

The pulse resists, a heavy throb pushing back, and the masters’ will spikes in his skull—Stop—a 

command that lances through his temples, but he digs deeper, blood and sap mixing in the dirt, 

the shard his guide, its whisper a spark against their weight. 

The flesh yields beneath his hands, warm and wet, parting with a soft, sucking sound as the 

tunnel opens—a narrow maw, its walls throbbing with the beast’s life, slick with sap that coats 

his fingers, dripping down his wrists. He crawls in, the shard clutched tight in his bleeding hand, 

its beat a faint hope trembling against the Leviathan’s roar, a fragile thread weaving through the 

drone that fills the chamber. The masters’ stars fade above, their cold light dimming as the tunnel 

curves, their grip loosening—barely, a slackening he can feel in his skull—and he tunnels on, 

dragging himself through the dark—down, or up, or sideways, he can’t tell—toward a third he 

can’t name, a proof he must find beyond their reach. The beast hums, its pulse unbroken, a 

steady throb that presses against the tunnel’s walls, but the shard sings of another realm, its 

whisper cutting through the roar, a rhythm that hints at a shadow beyond the shadows. He digs, 

driven by the question clawing at his mind: if two masters rule here, their will the cosmos and 

the chain, who rules them, weaving their command into the beast’s endless throb? The tunnel’s 

dark swallows him, its warmth wrapping around his trembling frame, his blood its fuel, staining 

the sap-slick walls as he claws deeper. 

The stone floor beneath him pulses harder, its rhythm a tide that threatens to drown the shard’s 

faint beat, and the air grows thicker, heavy with the beast’s breath, a mix of rot and life that clogs 
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his throat with every ragged gasp. He pauses, hands sinking into the sap, and feels it—the 

Leviathan’s pulse surging, a roar that shakes the tunnel, pressing against his chest, his skull, his 

will—but the shard hums on, a whisper threading through the storm, a tunnel within a tunnel, 

alive with a rhythm not theirs. His father’s surrender echoes in his memory—burrowing back 

into the beast, lost to its veins—did he hear this too, a third pulse beyond the masters’ rule, or did 

he sink into the dark without question? The field’s chaos flickers—the river’s gurgle, the wind’s 

howl, the stone’s hum—a realm where he tested his center, cut his throat to see, now fading 

under the cosmos’ lid. But the shard pulls him on, its edge cutting deeper into his palm, blood 

dripping into the tunnel, and he crawls—muscles burning, breath short—toward a truth he can’t 

prove, a shadow he can’t name. 

He digs deeper, the tunnel narrowing around him, its walls pressing against his shoulders, warm 

and slick, the beast’s flesh flexing with each throb, resisting his path. The masters’ will spikes 

again—Stop—a heat flaring behind his eyes, a command that blurs his vision, but he gouges on, 

the shard’s whisper a spark against their roar, a faint light in the dark. The stars’ glare fades to a 

distant shimmer, their grip slackening further, and resistance wakes—a spark in the beast’s 

endless throb, a crack in the Leviathan’s yoke. His blood pools beneath him, mixing with the sap, 

fueling the tunnel’s growth, and he presses forward—downward, upward, inward—driven by the 

shard’s song, a rhythm that promises a third, a shadow beyond the two who chain him. The 

beast’s pulse rolls on, a tide he can’t outrun, but the shard whispers of escape, of proof, of a truth 

beyond the lid, and he tunnels into the dark, his will bleeding into the beast’s flesh. 

So, he crawls—blood in the organism, hands raw and trembling, the tunnel’s gloom swallowing 

him whole. The masters’ cosmos fades, their will a fading heat, and the shard’s whisper drives 

him—a faint throb against the Leviathan’s roar. The beast hums, its pulse alive, but the tunnel 

stretches—his own, carved by his blood, toward a third he must find. The question burns—If two 

rule here, who rules them?—and resistance flares, a spark in the dark, a whisper he can’t silence, 

pulling him deeper into the beast’s endless veins. 
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Chapter IX: The Fourth Thread 

 

He crawls through the tunnel, the beast’s flesh—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling 

frame—closing tight around him, its walls warm and slick under his hands, pulsing with a 

rhythm he can’t outrun, a throb that presses into his chest, his skull, his trembling bones. The 

shard hums in his grip, its rusted edge cutting into his palm, a whisper of the field’s chaos 

threading through the dark, its faint beat clashing with the Leviathan’s drone—a discord that 

drives him deeper as he digs toward the third master he feels but can’t prove. Two rule 

here—labor’s whip cracking through the trench, love’s chain binding him to her—their stars 

burning above the fleshy dome, their will a lid sealing the cosmos, a yoke he’s borne in sweat 

and forced embrace. But the tunnel groans beneath his hands, a low throb rippling through the 

sap-slick stone, and his mind splits—a fracture widening, three paths he’s traced now threading 

into a fourth, a possibility he can’t unsee, a shadow curling through the beast’s pulse. 

He pauses, breath ragged, and presses his palms to the walls, feeling the rhythm shift—warm, 

wet, alive under his touch. First, he’s the tunnel—his blood, his gaze, his pulse the center, as he 

tested with his death in the field, cutting his throat to see if he was the beast’s heart, a vein of its 

will pulsing through him. Second, the tunnels branch detached—chaotic, free, like the realm he 

left behind, where stone hummed its own song, wind carved its own shaft, and the river flowed 

unshackled by masters’ hands, a world of clashing beats he could hold and question. Third, 

they’re attached, puppet strings in the masters’ grip—labor and love weaving him into this 

realm’s unity, a yoke he’s felt in the trench’s endless digging, in her cold, forced touch, a singular 

pulse crushing his will beneath their stars. But the shard cuts deeper into his palm, its edge 

drawing a thin line of blood—his own, warm and red—and the tunnel’s throb shifts—not just 

alive, but aware, a mind of its own pulsing through the sap and stone. What if the tunnels shape 

him, shape the masters, a fourth way where the beast’s flesh isn’t ruled by their will or random in 

its chaos, but self-wrought, a cycle spinning them all in its endless, living weave? 
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He presses the shard to the wall, its jagged edge scraping against the slick flesh, and it pulses 

back—sharp and deliberate, not his echo reflecting his grip, not the masters’ command bending 

its rhythm, but its own, a beat that hums with intent, a whisper threading through the Leviathan’s 

roar. The field’s stone hummed in his hand, a faint song of its own; the trench’s ooze flowed 

warm and wet, alive with the beast’s growth; this tunnel bends beneath his fingers—each a 

tunnel, yes, alive with the organism’s breath, but watching, weaving him and them into its beat, 

its walls flexing as if aware of his touch. The two masters above—labor’s whip cracking through 

his days, love’s chain binding his nights—their cosmos forced upon him, might not rule as he 

thought. They could be blood too, caught in the beast’s pulse, their will a thread in a larger 

tapestry, their stars mere glints in a web woven by the tunnels themselves. He can’t prove the 

third—a shadow beyond the two, pulling their strings—but this fourth gnaws at him, a question 

clawing through his mind: is the realm totalitarian, their will absolute, or free, a chaos he’s 

misread—or neither, a beast awake, its veins thinking through him, its flesh the true master of 

them all? 

He digs on, the tunnel curving beneath his hands, its throb a voice now—low, insistent, guiding 

his fingers through the warm, wet stone, a rhythm that pulls him deeper into the dark. The shard 

sings in his grip, an echo of the field’s chaos, a faint thread of the realm he left, but the walls 

answer, their pulse a fourth thread weaving beyond his three—a beat that hums with purpose, 

alive with a will he can’t name. Sweat drips from his brow, stinging his eyes, and he wonders, 

breath hitching in his throat: if the tunnels live, shaping all—him, the masters, the 

beast—where’s the line? Where does he end and the organism begin, where do the masters’ 

commands fade into the beast’s own pulse? The dark thickens around him, the masters’ stars 

fading to a distant shimmer above, their cosmos receding as he tunnels on—downward, upward, 

sideways, he can’t tell—toward the third he seeks, or the fourth he’s stumbled into, or nothing at 

all, questioning, unmoored, the beast’s breath his only guide, warm and heavy against his skin. 

The tunnel narrows, its walls pressing against his shoulders, the sap dripping in slow, viscous 

streams that coat his hands, his arms, its warmth seeping into his raw flesh, a living tide that 

clings and pulls. He pauses again, the shard trembling in his grip, its pulse a faint spark against 

the Leviathan’s roar, and presses it harder against the wall—its edge bites, cutting into the flesh, 

and the tunnel groans louder, a deep throb that shakes the stone beneath him, a response that 
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feels deliberate, aware, a voice humming back. The field’s river flowed free, its water a vein he 

could touch; the trench widened under his labor, its ooze a flood he fed; this tunnel curves under 

his hands—each alive, each pulsing, but this one watches, its rhythm threading through him, 

weaving him into its beat. His father tunneled back, surrendered to the beast’s core—did he hear 

this too, a fourth thread beyond the masters’ rule, a whisper of the tunnels’ own will, or did he 

sink into the dark deaf to its song? The cosmos’ lid looms above, its stars dimming, and the pulse 

shifts—warm, wet, sharp—a rhythm that’s not just the masters’, not just his, but the beast’s own, 

alive and thinking through its veins. 

He claws deeper, the tunnel bending around him, its walls flexing with each throb, the sap 

pooling beneath his knees, its heat rising through his legs, a tide that mirrors his blood, his sweat, 

his trembling breath. The shard’s whisper cuts through the dark—a faint echo of the field, a 

thread of chaos he once held—but the tunnel answers louder, its pulse a voice weaving a fourth 

path, a rhythm that gnaws at his mind: if the beast’s flesh is aware, if its tunnels shape him and 

them, then the masters’ will—labor’s whip, love’s chain—might be a shadow cast by a greater 

hand, their cosmos a lid woven by the beast itself. He can’t prove the third—a shadow beyond 

the two—but this fourth hums clearer, a possibility that splits his thoughts: is he blood, master, or 

tunnel—or all, caught in a cycle the beast spins, its veins the true will driving them all? The dark 

thickens, the masters’ stars fade to pinpricks, and he digs on—toward the third, or the fourth, or 

nothing—his hands raw, his breath ragged, the beast’s pulse his guide, its whisper a question he 

can’t silence. 

So, he tunnels—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the dark, the beast’s walls closing 

around him. The shard sings, a faint spark against the Leviathan’s roar, but the tunnel’s throb 

answers—a fourth thread weaving through his mind. The masters’ cosmos recedes, their will a 

fading heat, and he claws deeper—unmoored, driven by the shard’s whisper, the beast’s voice, 

the question: if the tunnels live, who shapes whom? The pulse rolls on, alive and aware, and he 

digs—toward a truth he can’t name, a thread he can’t unsee, lost in the beast’s endless, thinking 

veins. 

 

 



170 

Chapter X: The Voice of the Break 

 

He claws upward through the tunnel, the beast’s flesh—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, 

sprawling frame—parting under his hands, sap and blood a warm, wet tide coating his fingers, 

dripping down his wrists, staining the walls with a dark, glistening sheen. The shard hums in his 

grip, its rusted edge biting into his palm, a faint echo of the field’s chaos pulsing against the 

Leviathan’s drone, a splinter of resistance threading through the beast’s relentless rhythm as he 

tunnels toward the masters—two he’s felt in the trench and the stranger’s grip, a third he’s 

guessed beyond their shadows, a fourth he’s dreaded in the tunnels’ whispered awareness. The 

beast’s pulse surges beneath him, a throb he’s borne through labor’s endless digging, love’s 

forced chain, the cosmos’ suffocating lid, and now this—his own tunnel, gouged by doubt and 

the shard’s frail, defiant song, a path carved not by their will but by his trembling hands. The 

walls quiver around him, warm and slick, alive and awake, and he senses it—a fraying, a 

loosening—not just the masters’ chains, but the beast’s, his will flickering like a spark in its 

endless, all-consuming pulse. 

The tunnel tightens, its beat sharpens—a quickening throb that presses against his shoulders, his 

chest—and he bursts through, flesh rupturing with a wet tear, stone splitting with a crack that 

echoes through the dark. He tumbles into the masters’ chamber, sap and dirt clinging to his skin, 

the air thick with the beast’s breath, warm and heavy in his lungs. The dome arches above, its 

fleshy curve veined with glowing threads pulsing in sickly green, its stars their eyes—cold, 

unblinking, burning into him with a light that sears his vision. Two forms shimmer before 

him—labor’s lash, a whip he’s felt in the trench’s grind; love’s snare, a chain he’s borne in her 

cold grip—their gaze a yoke he’s worn through sweat and forced embrace, a weight that bends 

his spine. He stands, shard clutched in his fist, blood streaking down his arm, dripping to the 

pulsing stone, and strikes—not at them, not their rippling forms, but at the floor, the beast’s hide 

beneath his boots, driving the shard deep into its flesh—a wound to summon the third, to pierce 

the veil of their cosmos. The masters sway, their will a jolt spiking through his skull—Cease—a 

command that lances his temples, but the tunnel speaks, a voice not theirs rising from the walls, 

deep and jagged, seeping through the sap-slick stone: Eyes turn inward. The shard slips in his 
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grip, his breath snags in his throat—the beast’s flesh, the tunnels he’s carved, alive and veiled, 

their pulse softening to a murmur now, cryptic, unyielding, a whisper threading through the 

Leviathan’s roar. 

“Roots twist, we twist roots,” the walls rasp, their voice grinding like stone on stone, sap pulsing 

faster through the glowing veins, a riddle curling through the air, heavy with intent. The masters 

falter, their forms fraying at the edges—labor’s whip trembling, love’s chain unraveling—and he 

glimpses it, a crack splitting their illusion: they’re veins too, not lords towering above, but 

threads woven into the beast’s vast tapestry, bound as he is, their will a shadow cast by a greater 

pulse. The third he chased fades—no overseer lurking beyond, no puppet master pulling their 

strings—just the tunnels, self-aware, their hum the fourth truth unraveling before him. The field’s 

chaos, where he tested his center with blood and shard; this realm’s yoke, where labor and love 

chained him to their will—all bent by the tunnels’ rhythm, the beast’s pulse a whisper beyond his 

grasp, alive with a mind he can’t fathom. “Breath digs, we dig breath,” the voice grinds on, a 

throb pulsing beneath his feet, reverberating through his bones, and the stars flicker above, the 

dome groans under its own weight, the masters unravel—not chains he’s broken, but shadows 

dissolving into the beast’s cryptic, living flesh. 

He sinks to his knees, the shard falling mute in his hand, its faint song drowned by the tunnel’s 

voice—a throb echoing in his bones, warm, wet, alive with a will that hums through the chamber. 

The chains break—not theirs alone, not the masters’ whip or snare, but his, the lie of mastery or 

freedom he clung to, shattered by the beast’s murmur. The tunnels speak through their veins, 

their pulse his echo, and he knows—no lid to shatter with his fists, no chaos to claim with his 

blood—just the organism, awake, its tunnels a riddle he’s lived, its flesh a web he’s woven into 

with every cut, every breath. “We pulse, you pulse,” it breathes, faint and vast, threading through 

the air as the chamber quakes, the masters’ forms fading to mist, their stars dimming to 

pinpricks, the beast’s cryptic song his proof—dark and light blurring into one endless throb he 

can only hear, never hold, a rhythm that binds him to its will. 

The chamber trembles around him, its walls of meat and bone flexing harder, sap dripping in 

slow, heavy drops that splatter against the stone, pooling at his knees, warm and sticky against 

his skin. He presses a hand to the floor, feeling the pulse surge—a tide rising through the beast’s 
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flesh, sharp and alive, its rhythm weaving through the tunnel he’s carved, threading back to the 

field’s chaos, the trench’s labor, the stranger’s grip. His father’s surrender flickers in his 

mind—burrowing into the beast, lost to its veins—did he hear this too, this voice beyond the 

masters’ rule, or did he sink silent into its pulse? The river’s gurgle, the wind’s howl, the stone’s 

hum—all tunnels he once held, alive with their own beats—merge into this one, their chaos 

swallowed by the beast’s aware throb, a rhythm that speaks through him, through them, through 

all. The masters’ cosmos—labor’s whip, love’s chain—crumbles, its stars fading to shadows, 

their will unraveling as the tunnel’s voice grows louder, a murmur that fills the chamber, a truth 

he can’t escape. 

He slumps, the shard clinking against the stone, its faint pulse a whisper lost to the beast’s roar, 

and the tunnel’s walls close tighter, their warmth pressing against his shoulders, sap dripping 

down his arms, mingling with his blood. The masters’ presence fades—a heat lifting from his 

skull, their command dissolving into the air—and the pulse shifts, sharpens, a voice weaving 

through the stone: We twist, you twist. His breath catches, the air thick and warm in his lungs, 

and he feels it—the beast’s flesh, alive and aware, its tunnels not just veins but minds, shaping 

him, the masters, the cosmos itself, a cycle spinning beyond their grasp. The field’s 

chaos—where he cut his throat, tested his center—falls away, a memory crushed by this truth; 

the trench’s labor, the stranger’s love, the stars’ gaze—all threads in the beast’s weave, its pulse 

the only will left. He claws at the stone, hands trembling, but the tunnel holds—its walls 

unyielding, its voice a throb he can’t silence, a riddle he’s lived without knowing. 

So, he kneels—blood in the organism, flesh raw and trembling, the chamber’s gloom swallowing 

him whole. The shard lies mute, the masters’ cosmos fades, and the tunnel’s voice drives on—a 

cryptic throb pulsing through him, alive and aware. The chains break—not theirs, but his, the 

illusion of freedom or rule shattered by the beast’s murmur. The pulse rolls—warm, wet, vast—a 

truth he can’t grasp, a thread he can’t unweave, binding him to its endless, living will, a break he 

hears but can’t hold. 
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Book 6 

 The Echoes of Being 

Chapter I: The Throb of the Echo 

He kneels where the masters crumbled, their faceless forms dissolved into mist, the chamber’s 

flesh—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling frame—scarred by the tunnel he carved, 

its walls pulsing with a rhythm he’s claimed as his own, a beat that hums through the sap-slick 

stone beneath his knees. The shard lies still at his side, its rusted edge glinting faintly in the dim 

light, its song snuffed out when the tunnels spoke—Eyes turn inward, we pulse, you pulse—a 

cryptic truth etched into his blood, a whisper that wove itself into his bones, his breath, his being. 

The beast is all, its veins alive and threading through the dark, its will the only reality stretching 

beneath the field’s chaos, the trench’s labor, the cosmos’ lid—a pulse that binds him as its blood, 

its echo, its tunnel carved and carving still. The rhythm ripples beneath his hands—faint, warm, a 

shiver trembling through the stone, threading up his arms—and he rises, not to fight or flee as he 

once did, but to sing back, to weave his throb into its endless beat, to hum with the organism that 

owns him, that he’s become. 

He steps from the chamber, boots sinking into the scarred stone, the air thick with the beast’s 

breath—warm, wet, heavy with the scent of rot and growth—and the world unfolds around him, 

beyond the dome’s lid that once sealed him, past the stars that burned as the masters’ eyes, into a 

forest where roots twist like veins through the dirt, their gnarled fingers threading deep into the 

earth’s flesh. The pulse hums here, sharp and green, a quickening throb that rises through the 

soil, trembling through trunks and branches as sap surges upward, a living tide he can feel 

against his palms as he presses them to the bark. He listens—each tree a tunnel, its rough surface 

scarred with the beast’s life, each leaf a faint echo rustling in the wind, whispering the 

organism’s song through the canopy above. He draws a blade—not the shard that cut his throat in 

the field, but a splinter of steel he’s forged, its edge honed by his hands, glinting cold and steady 

in the forest’s dim light—and cuts, not to wound or destroy, but to shape, to carve a tunnel into 

the forest’s flesh, a passage that bends to his will yet hums with the beast’s own. The wood yields 

under the blade’s bite, its grain parting with a soft groan, its pulse bending—slight, alive, 
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trembling faintly beneath his touch—and he presses deeper, his blood its ink staining the cut, his 

breath its note weaving through the air, seeking resonance in the organism’s vast, endless song. 

The tunnel narrows beneath his hands, roots brushing his face, their damp fibers tangling in his 

hair, scraping against his skin as he carves onward, the forest’s pulse rising to meet his own—a 

sharp, green throb that quickens with each stroke of the blade. The beast answers, its voice 

seeping from the walls—a low hum, cryptic and warm, threading through the rhythm like a 

whisper carried on the wind: Roots twist, we twist. He pauses, the blade trembling in his grip, its 

steel glinting faintly in the tunnel’s gloom, and feels it—a shift, subtle but undeniable: his cut 

syncs with the forest’s pulse, a faint echo of his own heartbeat threading through the sap that 

drips warm and sticky against his hands, staining his fingers with its life. The city looms distant 

beyond the trees—steel and stone rising through the haze, its throb a grinding sigh that echoes 

through the earth—and he knows it waits, another vein to carve, another tunnel to shape, another 

echo to weave into the beast’s song. The organism lives, its flesh awake beneath the forest’s 

roots, the city’s scars, and he’s no master wielding its will, no rebel breaking its chains—just 

blood, pulsing with it, testing if his mark can hum in its endless sprawl, a throb within the throb 

he’ll never escape, only join. 

He digs deeper, the tunnel curving beneath his hands, its walls closing tighter, the sap pooling at 

his knees, its warmth seeping through his worn trousers, threading up his legs like a tide rising 

through his veins. The forest breathes around him—leaves rustling above, roots groaning below, 

their sharp, green pulse weaving through the air, a rhythm that hums with life, with awareness, a 

song he’s begun to hear not as a captive but as a thread in its weave. He turns the blade, its edge 

cutting a wider arc, and the wood splits further—a soft crack echoing through the tunnel, sap 

spilling faster, dripping down his arms, its warmth mingling with the blood from his raw palms. 

The beast’s voice hums again—Roots twist, we twist—low and resonant, threading through the 

throb, a riddle curling around his thoughts, and he feels it deeper now: his pulse bends to its own, 

not forced by masters’ will but woven by his hands, his breath, his blood staining the tunnel’s 

walls, an echo of the organism’s life resonating through his own. 

The tunnel stretches before him, its gloom thickening, the forest’s pulse surging sharper, a 

rhythm that pulls him onward—warm, wet, alive beneath his touch. He pauses again, blade 
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sinking into the wood, and presses his ear to the wall—the throb hums louder here, a voice 

threading through the sap, faint but deliberate, whispering through the tunnel’s flesh: We pulse, 

you pulse. His breath catches, the air thick with the beast’s scent—rot and green, life and 

decay—and he wonders, hands trembling against the wood: is this his song, a tunnel he’s carved 

to sing back, or the beast’s, a rhythm he’s joined without knowing? The field’s chaos—where he 

tested his center, cut his throat to see—flickers in his mind, a realm of clashing tunnels he left 

behind; the masters’ cosmos—labor’s whip, love’s chain—crumbles in his memory, a lid he’s 

pierced. Here, the beast lives, its veins awake, and he’s its blood, its echo—not a captive 

breaking free, not a master bending its will, but a thread weaving through its pulse, a throb 

within its endless throb. 

He rises, stepping deeper into the tunnel, the forest’s roots brushing his shoulders, their damp 

tendrils curling against his neck, the sap dripping heavier now, pooling around his boots, its 

warmth a tide that binds him to the beast’s rhythm. The city’s distant sigh echoes through the 

earth—steel and stone groaning under their own weight, a grinding pulse threading through the 

forest’s green—and he knows it waits, another vein to carve, another tunnel to shape, its throb a 

call he’ll answer with his blade, his blood, his breath. The beast’s voice hums through the 

walls—Breath digs, we dig breath—a cryptic thread weaving through the pulse, a whisper that 

resonates in his chest, and he feels it: his cuts, his tunnels, his echoes bending to its will, or 

shaping it, a resonance he can’t unweave, can’t escape, only join. The tunnel’s dark stretches on, 

alive with the beast’s life, and he digs—hands raw, blade steady—the forest’s song his own, a 

throb within the throb he’s claimed, a rhythm he’ll never master, only hum with in its endless, 

living sprawl. 

So, he carves—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the tunnel’s gloom, the beast’s pulse 

driving him on. The shard lies behind, its whisper faded, but the tunnel’s voice sings—a warm, 

cryptic throb threading through him. The forest bends, the city waits, and he tunnels—his blood 

its ink, his breath its note—a thread in the beast’s weave, an echo of its endless beat, alive and 

joined in its pulsing, boundless frame. 
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Chapter II: The City’s Echo 

 

He emerges from the forest’s tunnel, roots trailing behind him like threads of a fading song, their 

damp fibers brushing his shoulders, tangling in his hair as he steps free, the beast’s pulse—Earth 

alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh—still sharp in his veins, a rhythm humming 

through his blood, syncing with each heavy breath. The city sprawls ahead, a jagged scar of steel 

and stone cutting through the haze, its spires rising like broken teeth against a sky of flesh, its 

throb a low, grinding sigh that reverberates through the earth, pulling him forward with a weight 

he can’t resist. The blade in his hand—forged steel, not the shard that once cut his 

throat—gleams dull under the dim light filtering through the fleshy ceiling, its edge cold and 

steady, and he steps into the city’s shadow, the air heavy with rust and sap, thick with the scent of 

iron and decay. The beast is all, its rhythm his own, pulsing through the forest’s green veins and 

now this iron sprawl, and he’s here to carve again—not to wound or flee as he once did, but to 

echo, to weave his pulse into its grinding hum, testing if his mark can sing in this vein too, 

resonating with the organism’s vast, unyielding song. 

He presses the blade to a rusted wall, its surface pulsing warm beneath his touch despite the cold 

bite of metal, and cuts—a slow, deliberate gash, steel parting like skin under the blade’s edge, a 

wound that groans open with a low, resonant creak. The city shudders, its throb shifting—louder 

now, deeper, a rumble that climbs through the stone and steel, vibrating up his arm—and he digs, 

carving a tunnel through its flesh, the grind of metal syncing with his breath, a rhythm that 

threads through his chest, his hands, his steady strokes. Sparks flare from the blade’s bite, 

scattering like embers in the gloom, and sap seeps from unseen veins, dark and viscous, dripping 

down the wall to pool at his boots, its warmth mingling with the rust’s sharp tang. He feels 

it—his pulse bends, a faint echo threading into the beast’s own, a resonance darker than the 

forest’s sharp, green hum, a deeper note humming through the city’s iron heart. The tunnel 

widens under his hands, pipes twisting like arteries through the walls, their rusted curves glinting 

faintly in the dim light, and the beast speaks—a voice, low and jagged, rising from the steel and 

stone: Steel bends, we bend. He freezes, blade mid-cut, its edge trembling against the wall, the 

words a riddle curling through the throb—cryptic, alive, aimed at him, a murmur that prickles his 

skin with unease. 
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He carves deeper, the city’s pulse swelling—a clank of gears grinding somewhere in its depths, a 

hiss of steam seething through unseen pipes—and the voice sharpens, cutting through the drone: 

You hum, we hum. The tunnel quakes beneath his hands, its walls flexing inward, steel groaning 

as if alive, and unease coils tighter in his gut, a prickle spreading across his skin—is he shaping 

this echo, carving his mark into the beast’s iron flesh, or is the beast shaping him, bending his 

pulse to its own will? The forest’s throb bent slight under his blade, a whisper of harmony 

threading through its green veins, a resonance he could feel and join; here, the city’s hum bites 

back, its rhythm gripping his own with a force he didn’t expect, a dialogue rising from the steel 

that he never sought. He’s blood, its blood, flowing through its veins as he always has, but the 

echo grows—his mark, or its will?—and the tunnel stretches onward, steel groaning louder under 

his hands, pipes twisting tighter around him, their rusted surfaces pulsing with the beast’s life. 

The organism lives, its flesh awake beneath the city’s scars, and he digs on, the city’s song 

weaving into his own, a throb within the throb that hums back—dark, unyielding, a question 

curling through his mind that he can’t yet name. 

He presses forward, the tunnel narrowing around him, its walls closing in until steel brushes his 

shoulders, sap dripping heavier now, pooling at his knees, its warmth seeping through his 

trousers, threading up his legs like a tide rising through his veins. The city’s pulse fills the air—a 

grinding sigh that rattles the pipes, a low drone humming through the stone—and he feels it 

sharper, deeper, resonating through his chest, his hands, his steady cuts. Sparks scatter with each 

stroke, flaring briefly before fading into the gloom, and the sap flows faster, dark streams 

trickling down the walls, their rancid sweetness stinging his nose, mingling with the rust’s 

metallic bite. He pauses, blade sinking into the steel, and presses a hand to the wall—its surface 

throbs warm and alive, a rhythm that bends beneath his touch, echoing the forest’s green hum but 

heavier, darker, a grinding note that weaves through his blood, threading his pulse into its own. 

The beast’s voice hums again—Steel bends, we bend—low and jagged, rising from the walls like 

a whisper carried through rust and stone, a riddle that coils around his thoughts, tugging at the 

edges of his will. 

He digs deeper, the tunnel curving beneath his hands, the city’s pulse swelling louder—a clank of 

gears grinding in the distance, a hiss of steam threading through the air, a rhythm that shakes the 

steel around him, resonating through his bones. The voice sharpens once more—You hum, we 
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hum—cutting through the drone with a clarity that stops his breath, and the tunnel quakes harder, 

its walls flexing inward, steel groaning as if straining against its own weight, its own life. Unease 

prickles his skin, a shiver climbing his spine—is he the carver here, shaping this tunnel to echo 

the beast’s song, or is the beast carving him, its rhythm bending his will, his hands, his pulse into 

its own dark harmony? The forest’s throb answered soft, a faint bend under his blade, a whisper 

he could weave into; here, the city’s hum grips tighter, its pulse biting back with a force that 

threads through his chest, a dialogue he didn’t expect, a resonance he can’t control. He’s blood, 

its blood, flowing through its iron veins as he’s flowed through its green ones, but the echo 

swells—his mark, or its will?—and the tunnel stretches deeper, pipes twisting like arteries 

through the walls, their rusted curves pulsing louder, alive with the beast’s breath. 

He sinks to one knee, the sap pooling around him, its warmth rising through his legs, threading 

into his blood, and he presses the blade harder—the steel parts with a groan, a deeper gash 

splitting the wall, sparks flaring brighter, scattering like embers in the dark. The city’s pulse 

surges—a grinding sigh that shakes the tunnel, a throb that hums through his hands, his chest, his 

skull—and he feels it: his echo bending, threading tighter into the beast’s own, a resonance 

darker than the forest’s green song, a note that hums through the iron with a weight he can’t 

shake. The beast lives, its flesh awake beneath the city’s scars, and he digs on—hands raw, blade 

steady—the city’s song weaving into his own, a throb within the throb that answers back, dark 

and unyielding, a question curling through his mind he can’t yet name: is he the singer, or the 

sung, a thread in the beast’s endless weave? 

So, he carves—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the tunnel’s gloom, the beast’s pulse 

driving him deeper. The forest fades, its green hum a memory, and the city’s echo rises—a low, 

grinding throb pulsing through him. The blade cuts, the walls groan, and the voice hums—You 

hum, we hum—a cryptic thread weaving through the rhythm. The tunnel stretches, alive and 

aware, and he digs—his blood its ink, his breath its note—a mark within the beast’s iron song, an 

echo he can’t escape, only join in its endless, throbbing sprawl. 
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Chapter III: The Ocean’s Echo 

 

He steps from the city’s rusted tunnel, steel dust clinging to his hands, gritty and cold against his 

skin, the beast’s pulse—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh—still grinding in 

his bones, a low, resonant sigh that hums through his blood, echoing the iron he’s left behind. 

The air shifts—salt and damp threading through the rust’s tang—and the ground dips beneath his 

boots, sloping downward in a slow, uneven descent toward a black expanse where waves churn 

under a ceiling of flesh, its veined surface pulsing faintly overhead. The ocean gleams before 

him, its surface rippling with glowing threads that shimmer in the dim light, a vast, fluid mirror 

veined with the beast’s life, its throb a slow, rolling hum that rises from the depths, calling him 

forward from the city’s clanking din. He grips the blade—steel forged from the beast’s own 

veins, its edge honed by his hands, glinting dull and steady—and wades in, water lapping warm 

against his thighs, its touch a tide he’ll carve into, seeking to echo the beast’s pulse, to weave his 

mark into its fluid song, a resonance threading through its endless, living rhythm. 

He dives, the blade slicing the water’s skin with a soft, wet tear, and carves—a tunnel through 

the beast’s wet flesh, its currents parting like blood under his hands, swirling around him in dark, 

fluid streams. The pulse surges—cool now, thick against his skin, a flood that wraps his chest, 

pressing into his lungs with every breath—and he cuts deeper, bubbles trailing upward in silvery 

threads, the ocean’s throb syncing with his heartbeat, a rhythm that hums through his veins, 

weaving through his strokes. The tunnel forms beneath his hands, walls of water trembling 

around him, veined with sap that glows dim and green, casting faint light through the dark, its 

shimmer dancing across his arms. He feels it—his pulse bends, a faint echo threading into the 

beast’s own, a resonance darker than the forest’s sharp, green hum or the city’s grinding, iron 

sigh, a deeper note pulsing through the ocean’s fluid heart. The beast speaks—a voice, low and 

liquid, seeping from the depths below: Waves curl, we curl. He pauses, blade hovering in the 

water, its steel glinting faintly in the glow, the words a murmur threading through the 

tide—cryptic, alive, slipping past him like currents he can’t grasp, stirring unease in his gut. 

He swims on, the tunnel stretching before him, currents twisting like arteries through the water’s 

flesh, their fluid paths weaving around him, tugging at his arms, his legs, pulling him deeper into 
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the dark. The voice drifts again—You flow, we flow—faint and fluid, rising from the depths, 

threading through the pulse with a resonance that ripples across his skin, and the ocean 

quakes—its throb swelling into a roar of waves crashing above, a pull of undertow dragging at 

his boots below. Dread coils tighter in his gut, a cold knot sinking through the warmth—a 

question he can’t shake: is this his echo, a tunnel he’s carved to sing back to the beast, or the 

beast’s tide swallowing him whole, its rhythm drowning his own in a song too vast to hold? The 

forest bent slight under his blade, a whisper of harmony threading through its green veins, a 

resonance he could weave into; the city bit back, its iron hum gripping his pulse with a force he 

could feel and fight; here, the water folds around him, its fluid throb wrapping his chest, his 

arms, his will, a song too deep, too boundless to shape or resist. He’s blood, its blood, flowing 

through its fluid veins as he’s flowed through its green and iron ones, but the echo deepens—his 

mark, or its will?—and the tunnel pulses around him, waves crashing under his hands, their roar 

a tide he can’t escape, only ride. 

He presses deeper, the tunnel narrowing, its walls of water trembling closer, brushing his 

shoulders with their warm, fluid weight, sap dripping from unseen veins above, pooling around 

his legs, its glow casting faint shadows that dance across his face. The ocean’s pulse fills the 

air—a slow, rolling hum that surges through the water, vibrating through his chest, his hands, his 

steady cuts—and he feels it sharper, heavier, threading through his blood, weaving his breath into 

its rhythm. Bubbles rise from each stroke, spiraling upward in silvery threads, and the sap flows 

faster, dark streams swirling through the tunnel, their rancid sweetness stinging his nose, 

threading through the salt’s briny bite. He pauses again, blade sinking into the water, and presses 

a hand to the trembling wall—its surface throbs warm and alive, a rhythm bending beneath his 

touch, echoing the forest’s green song, the city’s iron sigh, but deeper, fluid, a rolling note that 

hums through his veins, resonating with a life he can’t grasp. The beast’s voice murmurs once 

more—Waves curl, we curl—low and liquid, seeping through the tide, a riddle threading through 

the pulse, and he feels it clearer now: his tunnel bends to its own, not shaped by his will alone 

but woven by the beast’s aware hum, a resonance threading through his blood, his breath, his 

trembling hands. 

He swims deeper, the tunnel curving beneath his hands, the water’s walls flexing tighter, currents 

twisting around him like arteries threading through the beast’s fluid flesh, their warm flow 
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tugging at his arms, his legs, pulling him onward through the dark. The pulse surges louder—a 

roar of waves crashing above, a throb that shakes the tunnel, resonating through his bones—and 

he feels it: his echo threading tighter into the beast’s own, a note humming through the water 

with a weight he can’t shake, a rhythm too vast to hold, too deep to resist. The forest’s pulse 

answered soft, a faint bend under his blade; the city’s throb gripped hard, a grinding hum he 

could fight; here, the ocean’s tide drowns him, its fluid pulse folding around his chest, his will, a 

song that weaves through his blood with a force he can’t shape, only join. He’s blood, its blood, 

flowing through its watery veins, but the echo swells—his mark, or its will?—and the tunnel 

pulses harder, waves crashing against its walls, their roar a tide that hums through his hands, 

threading through his trembling frame. 

He pauses, sinking to his knees in the tunnel’s depths, the water trembling around him, sap 

pooling at his thighs, its warmth rising through his legs, threading into his blood like a tide 

merging with his own. He presses the blade harder—the water parts with a soft, wet tear, a 

deeper cut splitting the tunnel’s flesh, bubbles spiraling upward, sap swirling darker, its glow 

casting faint shadows across his face. The ocean’s pulse surges—a rolling hum that shakes the 

tunnel, a throb that hums through his chest, his hands, his skull—and he feels it: his echo 

bending, threading deeper into the beast’s own, a resonance darker than the forest’s sharp song or 

the city’s grinding sigh, a note that hums through the water with a weight he can’t name. The 

beast lives, its flesh awake beneath the ocean’s tides, and he carves on—hands raw, blade 

steady—the ocean’s song weaving into his own, a throb within the throb that answers 

back—dark, fluid, a current he can’t escape, only ride, a question pulsing through his mind he 

can’t yet grasp: is he the carver, or the carved? 

So, he swims—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the tunnel’s gloom, the beast’s pulse 

driving him deeper. The city fades, its iron sigh a memory, and the ocean’s echo rises—a slow, 

rolling throb pulsing through him. The blade cuts, the walls quake, and the voice hums—You 

flow, we flow—a cryptic thread weaving through the rhythm. The tunnel stretches, alive and 

aware, and he carves—his blood its ink, his breath its note—a mark within the beast’s fluid song, 

an echo he can’t resist, only join in its endless, throbbing tide. 

 



182 

Chapter IV: The Mountain’s Echo 

 

He emerges from the ocean’s tunnel, water streaming from his skin, dripping in dark rivulets 

down his arms, pooling at his feet as he steps onto the shore, the beast’s pulse—Earth alive, 

civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh—still rolling in his chest like a tide, a fluid rhythm that 

hums through his blood, threading through each heavy breath. The ground rises before him, 

sharp and unyielding, a mountain of stone and bone jutting through the beast’s hide, its jagged 

peaks piercing the haze, its throb a slow, heavy drum that shakes the air, resonating through the 

earth beneath his boots. He climbs, blade in hand—steel honed from the organism’s own veins, 

its edge glinting dull under a sky of flesh, veined and pulsing faintly overhead—and the pulse 

hardens, a deep, resonant thud that reverberates through his bones, calling him upward, onward, 

to carve once more into the beast’s vast frame. The beast is all, its rhythm his own, pulsing 

through the forest’s green veins, the city’s iron sprawl, the ocean’s fluid tides, and now this 

unyielding stone—a final vein to test, to echo, to weave his mark into its solid song, seeking 

resonance in the last pulse of its endless, living sprawl. 

He reaches a ledge, the mountain’s surface rough and warm beneath his touch, and strikes—the 

blade biting stone with a sharp, grating crack, carving a tunnel through the beast’s rocky flesh, its 

granite splitting under his hands like marrow parting beneath a knife, dust rising in faint clouds 

around him. The pulse rumbles—warm, dense, a weight that presses against his bones, threading 

through his arms, his chest—and he digs, the tunnel forming beneath his steady strokes, walls of 

stone veined with sap that pulses faint and red, glowing dimly in the gloom like embers buried 

deep. His breath syncs with each cut, a faint echo threading into the beast’s own throb, a 

resonance darker than the forest’s sharp, green hum, the city’s grinding, iron sigh, or the ocean’s 

rolling, fluid flow—a deeper note humming through the mountain’s solid heart. The beast 

speaks—a voice, deep and slow, grinding from the stone like boulders shifting in the depths: 

Rocks hold, we hold. He halts, blade trembling in his grip, its steel catching the faint red glow, 

the words a growl threading through the throb—cryptic, alive, heavy with a finality that weighs 

on his chest, stilling his hands. 
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He tunnels deeper, the mountain’s pulse thundering through the stone—a crack of rock splitting 

in the distance, a shift of earth trembling beneath his boots—and the voice tolls again, resonating 

through the tunnel: You stand, we stand. The tunnel quakes, its walls closing tighter, granite 

flexing inward with a low groan, and awe shadows the dread coiling in his gut—a shiver 

climbing his spine: his echo binds here, solid and unbreaking, a song too deep to shift, too vast to 

bend. The forest bent slight under his blade, a whisper of harmony threading through its green 

veins; the city bit back, its iron hum gripping his pulse with a force he could resist; the ocean 

drowned him, its fluid tide folding around his will in a resonance he could only ride; here, the 

mountain holds, its rhythm fusing with his own, a harmony complete, unyielding, etched into the 

stone. He’s blood, its blood, flowing through its rocky veins as he’s flowed through its green, 

iron, and fluid ones, and the echo peaks—his mark carved, its will sung—and the tunnel stills, 

stone locking around him, its pulse a steady throb that hums through his chest, his hands, his 

trembling frame. 

He presses on, the tunnel narrowing beneath his hands, its walls of granite brushing his 

shoulders, their rough surfaces scraping his skin as he carves deeper, sap dripping from the veins 

above, pooling at his knees, its faint red glow threading through the dust, staining his fingers 

with its warmth. The mountain’s pulse fills the air—a slow, heavy drum that surges through the 

stone, vibrating through his chest, his hands, his steady cuts—and he feels it sharper, heavier, 

weaving through his blood, threading his breath into its rhythm. Dust rises with each stroke, 

swirling in faint clouds around him, and the sap flows faster, dark streams trickling down the 

walls, their rancid tang stinging his nose, mingling with the stone’s dry, earthy bite. He pauses, 

blade sinking into the granite, and presses a hand to the wall—its surface throbs warm and alive, 

a rhythm bending beneath his touch, echoing the forest’s green song, the city’s iron sigh, the 

ocean’s fluid hum, but solid, unbreaking, a resonant thud that hums through his veins, threading 

into his own heartbeat with a weight he can’t shift. The beast’s voice grinds again—Rocks hold, 

we hold—deep and slow, rising from the stone, a murmur threading through the pulse, and he 

feels it clearer now: his tunnel holds with its own, not shaped by his will alone but woven into 

the beast’s aware throb, a resonance etched into its rocky flesh. 

He digs deeper, the tunnel curving beneath his hands, the stone walls flexing tighter, granite 

pressing against his shoulders, its warmth seeping through his worn clothes, threading into his 
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blood like a tide merging with his own. The pulse surges louder—a crack of rock splitting above, 

a shift of earth trembling through the tunnel—and he feels it: his echo threading tighter into the 

beast’s own, a note humming through the stone with a weight he can’t name, a rhythm too solid 

to resist, too deep to break. The forest’s pulse bent soft, a faint song under his blade; the city’s 

throb gripped hard, a grinding hum he could fight; the ocean’s tide drowned him, its fluid pulse 

folding around his will; here, the mountain stands, its solid throb fusing with his own, a harmony 

that locks him in its embrace, a song he can’t shift, only join. He’s blood, its blood, flowing 

through its rocky veins, and the echo swells—his mark carved into the stone, its will resonating 

through his hands, his breath, his trembling frame—a tunnel he’s shaped, or become, etched into 

the beast’s endless pulse. 

He pauses, sinking to one knee in the tunnel’s depths, the stone trembling around him, sap 

pooling at his thighs, its faint red glow threading through the dust, casting shadows across his 

face. He presses the blade harder—the granite parts with a groan, a deeper cut splitting the 

tunnel’s flesh, dust swirling thicker, sap dripping faster, its warmth staining his arms, mingling 

with his blood. The mountain’s pulse surges—a heavy thud that shakes the tunnel, a throb that 

hums through his chest, his hands, his skull—and he feels it: his echo threading deeper into the 

beast’s own, a resonance darker than the forest’s sharp hum, the city’s grinding sigh, or the 

ocean’s rolling flow, a note that hums through the stone with a weight he can’t grasp, a rhythm 

too eternal to bend. The beast lives, its flesh awake beneath the mountain’s bones, and he 

rests—blade falling to his side, hands still against the stone—the mountain’s song weaving into 

his own, a throb within the throb that answers back—dark, solid, a harmony he’s made, or 

become, etched into its endless, living sprawl. 

So, he kneels—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the tunnel’s gloom, the beast’s pulse 

holding him steady. The ocean fades, its fluid hum a memory, and the mountain’s echo rises—a 

slow, heavy throb pulsing through him. The blade rests, the walls lock, and the voice hums—You 

stand, we stand—a cryptic thread weaving through the rhythm. The tunnel holds, alive and 

aware, and he rests—his blood its ink, his breath its note—a mark within the beast’s solid song, 

an echo he can’t shift, only join in its eternal, throbbing frame. 
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Chapter V: The Desert’s Echo 

 

He descends from the mountain’s tunnel, stone dust grinding under his boots, a coarse grit that 

clings to his skin, scraping against his palms as he steps onto the slope’s edge, the beast’s 

pulse—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh—still thudding in his chest like a 

drum, a solid rhythm echoing through his blood, resonating with each heavy breath. The air 

shifts as he moves downward—drying sharp with heat, stripping the mountain’s cool weight 

from his lungs—and the ground flattens beneath him, stretching into a desert’s cracked skin, a 

barren expanse of sand rippling under a ceiling of flesh, its veined surface pulsing faintly 

overhead. The desert’s throb hums through the dust—a faint, parched whisper that barely stirs 

the grains, a rhythm waning under the heat—and he grips the blade—steel forged from the 

beast’s own veins, its edge dulled by stone, glinting faintly in the dim light filtering through the 

fleshy sky. He steps onto this brittle vein, the pulse softening beneath his boots, a dry hum 

calling him to carve once more into the beast’s vast frame. The beast is all, its rhythm his own, 

pulsing through the forest’s green veins, the city’s iron sprawl, the ocean’s fluid tides, the 

mountain’s rocky hold, and now this fading sand—a final test to echo, to weave his mark into its 

fragile song, seeking resonance where life thins to a thread. 

He kneels, the sand warm and coarse beneath his knees, and presses the blade to its cracked 

surface, scraping a faint line that dusts the air—then carves, a tunnel through the desert’s flesh, 

its crust parting like ash under his hands, crumbling into fine grains that drift around him. The 

pulse flickers beneath his touch—hot, faint, a thread that brushes his bones, threading through 

his arms with a frail, dry warmth—and he digs, the tunnel forming beneath his steady strokes, 

walls of sand rising around him, veined with sap that pulses weak and brown, glowing dimly in 

the gloom like embers fading in a dying fire. His breath rasps in his throat, dry and rough, a faint 

echo threading into the beast’s own throb, a resonance darker than the forest’s sharp, green hum, 

the city’s grinding, iron sigh, the ocean’s rolling, fluid flow, or the mountain’s solid, resonant 

thud—a thinner note humming through the desert’s brittle heart. The beast speaks—a voice, dry 

and hushed, sifting from the dust like wind over dunes: Grains fall, we fall. He stops, blade 

sinking into the sand, its steel trembling in his grip, the words a whisper threading through the 
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throb—cryptic, alive, frail with a warning that dusts his throat, a parched weight he can’t 

swallow. 

He tunnels on, the desert’s pulse fading beneath his hands—a hiss of wind threading through the 

sand, a crumble of grains slipping away—and the voice drifts again, faint and brittle: You fade, 

we fade. The tunnel shivers, its walls collapsing inward with a soft, dry rustle, sand spilling 

around his knees, and dread coils tighter in his gut, dusting his throat with a dryness that chokes 

his breath—is this his echo, a tunnel he’s carved to sing back to the beast, or the beast’s edge 

unraveling beneath his hands, its rhythm fraying his own in a song too thin to grasp? The forest 

bent slight under his blade, a whisper of harmony threading through its green veins; the city bit 

back, its iron hum gripping his pulse with a force he could resist; the ocean drowned him, its 

fluid tide folding around his will; the mountain held, its solid throb fusing with his own in 

unyielding resonance; here, the desert withers, its pulse weakening, a fragile thread that hums 

through his blood, threatening to snap. He’s blood, its blood, flowing through its parched veins 

as he’s flowed through its green, iron, fluid, and rocky ones, but the echo weakens—his mark, or 

its end?—and the tunnel crumbles, sand choking his hands, its dry weight pressing against his 

fingers, a song teetering on silence he can’t escape, only chase. 

He presses deeper, the tunnel narrowing beneath his hands, its walls of sand trembling closer, 

brushing his shoulders with their cracked, brittle edges as he carves onward, sap dripping from 

faint veins above, pooling at his knees, its weak, brown glow threading through the dust, staining 

his fingers with its parched warmth. The desert’s pulse fills the air—a faint, dry hum that sifts 

through the sand, vibrating through his chest, his hands, his steady cuts—and he feels it fainter, 

frailer, threading through his blood, weaving his rasping breath into its rhythm. Dust rises with 

each stroke, swirling in thin clouds around him, and the sap flows slower, dark trickles seeping 

through the sand, their rancid tang stinging his nose, threading through the desert’s arid bite. He 

pauses, blade sinking deeper into the crust, and presses a hand to the trembling wall—its surface 

throbs hot and alive, a rhythm bending beneath his touch, echoing the forest’s green song, the 

city’s iron sigh, the ocean’s fluid hum, the mountain’s solid thud, but thinner, weaker, a parched 

note that hums through his veins, threading into his own heartbeat with a frailty he can’t grasp. 

The beast’s voice whispers again—Grains fall, we fall—dry and hushed, sifting through the dust, 

a murmur threading through the pulse, and he feels it clearer now: his tunnel frays with its own, 
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not shaped by his will alone but woven into the beast’s fading throb, a resonance teetering on the 

edge of silence. 

He digs deeper, the tunnel curving beneath his hands, the sand walls flexing tighter, their cracked 

surfaces crumbling inward with each stroke, dust swirling thicker, sap dripping faintly, its brown 

glow fading in the gloom. The desert’s pulse weakens—a hiss of wind threading through the 

sand, a crumble of grains slipping away—and he feels it: his echo threading fainter into the 

beast’s own, a note humming through the dust with a frailty he can’t name, a rhythm too thin to 

resist, too weak to hold. The forest’s pulse bent soft under his blade, a faint song he could weave; 

the city’s throb gripped hard, a grinding hum he could fight; the ocean’s tide drowned him, its 

fluid pulse folding around his will; the mountain’s throb held, its solid song fusing with his own; 

here, the desert fades, its dry pulse fraying his own, a song too fragile to shape, only follow. He’s 

blood, its blood, flowing through its parched veins, and the echo weakens—his mark etched into 

the dust, or its will unraveling beneath him—a tunnel he’s carved, or a thread he’s chasing 

toward its end. 

He pauses, sinking to his knees in the tunnel’s depths, the sand trembling around him, dust 

swirling in faint clouds, sap pooling at his thighs, its faint brown glow threading through the 

gloom, casting shadows across his face. He presses the blade harder—the crust parts with a dry, 

brittle crack, a deeper cut splitting the tunnel’s flesh, dust rising thicker, sap trickling slower, its 

warmth staining his arms, mingling with his blood. The desert’s pulse flickers—a faint hum that 

shakes the tunnel, a throb that hums through his chest, his hands, his skull—and he feels it: his 

echo threading weaker into the beast’s own, a resonance darker than the forest’s sharp hum, the 

city’s grinding sigh, the ocean’s rolling flow, or the mountain’s solid thud, a note that hums 

through the sand with a frailty he can’t grasp, a rhythm teetering on silence. The beast lives, its 

flesh awake beneath the desert’s cracked skin, and he carves on—hands raw, blade 

trembling—the desert’s song weaving into his own, a throb within the throb that answers 

back—dark, fragile, a resonance he’s made, or lost, etched into its endless, fading sprawl. 

So, he kneels—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the tunnel’s dust, the beast’s pulse 

fading around him. The mountain fades, its solid thud a memory, and the desert’s echo 

whispers—a faint, parched throb pulsing through him. The blade cuts, the walls crumble, and the 
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voice hums—You fade, we fade—a cryptic thread weaving through the rhythm. The tunnel frays, 

alive and frail, and he carves—his blood its ink, his breath its note—a mark within the beast’s 

brittle song, an echo he can’t hold, only chase in its endless, thinning vein. 
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Book 7 

The Flesh of Legacy 

Chapter I: The Seed in the Skin 

 

He stands on the field’s cracked crust, thirty winters past the desert’s fading echo, where the 

beast’s pulse—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh—once whispered frail and 

dry through his blood, now a steady throb echoing in his graying bones, a rhythm threading 

through his weathered frame with each slow, deliberate breath. His children—five shadows 

clustered at his side—press their small hands to the dirt, their fingers sinking into the warm, 

fractured soil, their eyes wide with wonder, glinting with his wife’s echo in their faces, her 

moonlit warmth a memory lost to time, fading like a star swallowed by dawn thirty winters ago. 

The scar at his throat, where the shard once cut to test his center, pulses faint beneath his 

calloused skin—a relic of this field where he died and woke, spilling his blood into its cracked 

embrace, the tunnels’ voice—We twist, you twist—his gospel now, a truth carved through forest 

and stone, city and ocean, mountain and desert, etched into his life with every tunnel he shaped. 

He kneels beside them, digging a root free with hands worn by years, its gnarled, pulsing form 

twisting in his grip, and shows them—lifting it high, its faint throb warm against his palm: the 

beast lives, its flesh their home, its pulse their blood, a rhythm weaving through the roots, the air, 

their small, trembling bones. They build—grass twisted into walls, stones stacked into a 

hearth—its throb their lullaby, a song he’s taught them to hear, and he wonders, his gaze drifting 

over their bent heads, their hands moving in the dirt: will it hold us, this scar we etch into its 

skin, a mark to endure, or erase us in its endless, unyielding throb? 

The field hums beneath them, warm and cracked despite the frost that lingers in the air, its pulse 

steady, threading through the soil where his father once knelt, fleeing into the beast’s veins thirty 

winters past, a shadow lost to the dark he could never reclaim. He guides their small hands—his 

eldest, a girl of ten, twists grass into rope with deft fingers, her brow furrowed in focus, her 

mother’s sharp resolve shining in her steady gaze; his youngest, a boy of four, stacks stones with 
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unsteady hands, giggling as they tumble, his laughter a spark against the field’s quiet drone—and 

the beast watches, its veins threading through the dirt like roots, its breath whispering through 

the wind that rustles their hair, tugging at the grass they weave. The blade—steel forged from its 

flesh, honed by his hands through decades of carving—rests heavy at his side, dulled by years, 

its edge glinting faintly in the dim light filtering through the fleshy ceiling above, a tool he no 

longer wields to cut tunnels but to shape—a shelter rising from the cracked crust, a fire pit ringed 

with stones, a mark for them to grow within, a scar he’s carved not to wound but to hold. The 

children laugh, their voices threading through the air, a faint echo weaving into the beast’s steady 

hum, bright notes dancing against its dark throb, and he feels it—his pulse blends, a thread in its 

vast song, resonating through the soil beneath them—but will it weave them too, his children, 

their hands, their lives, into its rhythm? The tunnels spoke—You hum, we hum—a truth he’s 

carried from forest to desert, a gospel he’s taught them to hear, to live within, but the beast’s will 

is vast, its memory deep, a pulse stretching beyond his years, beyond his grasp. 

He stands, the shelter rising beside him, its grass walls trembling in the breeze, their woven 

strands bending under the wind’s gentle tug, casting faint shadows across the cracked crust that 

stretch toward the horizon. The pulse shifts beneath his boots—slight, a ripple threading through 

the dirt, a tremor he feels in his legs, his bones—and he pauses, hands resting on the shelter’s 

edge, the warmth of the grass threading up his arms, a faint echo of the beast’s life pulsing 

through its fibers. The beast lives, its flesh awake beneath the field’s scars, and he’s blood—their 

blood, its blood—sowing a seed in its cracked hide: a family, a legacy, a scar he hopes it keeps, a 

mark etched into its endless throb to hold them where he stands. The field stretches around them, 

cracked but alive, its veins pulsing faintly beneath the frost his father once fled, a rhythm 

threading through the dirt, the air, their small, trembling hands as they work—his second-born, a 

girl of eight, braids grass beside her sister, her fingers quick and sure; his third, a boy of six, 

stacks stones with a frown, steadying them with care; his fourth, a girl of five, giggles as she pats 

the soil, her hands caked with dirt—and he feels it deeper now: his echo weaving into its own, a 

thread in its song, a resonance he’s carried through thirty winters, a pulse he’s shaped through 

forest and stone, city and ocean, mountain and desert, now resting here with them. 

He kneels again, hands sinking into the dirt beside theirs, their fingers brushing his as they twist 

grass and stack stones, the warmth threading up his arms, mingling with the faint throb beneath 
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the cracked crust—a rhythm alive with the beast’s breath, echoing through the roots they pull, 

the grass they weave, the stones they lift. The shelter rises higher, its grass walls trembling under 

the wind’s tug, stones locking into a hearth that glows faintly with the beast’s life, a mark carved 

not to wound but to hold, a scar he prays will endure beyond his years. The children’s voices 

weave through the breeze—his eldest humming a soft tune, her rope braiding steady and tight; 

his youngest laughing as he tumbles stones, his small hands dusting the air; his second-born 

whispering to her sister, her fingers threading grass with care; his third steadying a stone with a 

grunt; his fourth patting the soil with a giggle—and the pulse hums louder, a warm thread 

threading through the field, resonating through his chest, his hands, his graying frame, a song 

he’s taught them to hear, to live within, a rhythm he’s shaped for them to carry. The beast’s voice 

echoes in his memory—Grains fall, we fall—a frail whisper from the desert’s fading throb, a 

warning he’s borne through these thirty winters, and he feels it now: his echo blends with its 

own, a thread in its vast song, but frailer here, a resonance teetering on the edge of permanence, a 

pulse he’s woven through its endless sprawl. 

He stands once more, the shelter’s shadow stretching across the cracked crust, the children 

clustering around it—his eldest tying rope to brace the walls, her hands steady and sure; his 

youngest tumbling stones with a laugh, his small form darting through the dust; his second-born 

weaving grass beside her sister, her quiet focus a mirror of his own; his third steadying the 

hearth’s edge with a careful nudge; his fourth patting the soil with a giggle, her fingers caked 

with dirt—and the pulse shifts again—slight, a ripple threading through the dirt, a throb that 

hums through his boots, his bones, his blood. The beast lives, its flesh awake beneath the field’s 

cracked skin, and he’s blood—their blood, its blood—sowing a seed in its scarred hide: a family, 

a home, a scar he hopes it keeps, a thread woven into its song that binds them to its endless 

rhythm. The field stretches around them, cracked but alive, its veins pulsing beneath the frost, 

and he kneels once more—hands sinking into the dirt beside theirs, their fingers brushing his, the 

warmth threading up his arms, the throb his own—dark and enduring, a rhythm that holds him 

here, with them, within the beast’s vast pulse. The question lingers—his gaze drifting over their 

bent heads, their small hands weaving grass and stacking stones—will it hold us, this shelter, this 

legacy, a scar in its endless sprawl, or erase us, fading in its deep, unyielding throb? 
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He lifts a stone, its surface rough and warm in his hands, and presses it into the hearth’s edge, 

feeling the faint throb pulsing through it—a tunnel of its own, alive with the beast’s breath, 

echoing the forest’s green veins, the city’s iron scars, the ocean’s fluid tides, the mountain’s solid 

bones, the desert’s frail whisper, now woven into this field’s cracked crust. The shelter stands 

taller, its grass walls trembling under the wind’s gentle tug, the hearth glowing faintly with the 

beast’s life, a mark he’s shaped for them, a scar he prays will endure beyond his graying years. 

The children’s laughter rises—his eldest’s hum threading through the breeze, his youngest’s 

giggle dancing against the throb, his second-born’s whisper weaving with her sister’s, his third’s 

grunt steadying the stones, his fourth’s giggle patting the soil—and the pulse hums deeper, a 

warm thread threading through the field, resonating through his chest, his hands, his trembling 

frame, a song he’s taught them to hear, to live within, a rhythm he’s shaped for them to carry into 

its endless sprawl. 

So, he kneels—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the field’s cracked dusk, the beast’s 

pulse threading through him, steady and enduring. The desert’s frail echo fades, a memory lost to 

time, and the field’s song rises—a warm, cracked throb pulsing through them all. The shelter 

stands, the hearth glows, and the voice hums—You hum, we hum—a cryptic thread weaving 

through the rhythm they’ve shaped. The field holds, alive and scarred, and he rests—his blood its 

ink, his breath its note—a mark within the beast’s endless song, a legacy sown in its skin, a scar 

he can’t grasp, only hope will endure in its vast, throbbing frame. 
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Chapter II: The Hearth in the Vein 

 

He stands within the shelter’s trembling walls, grass woven tight by his children’s small, deft 

hands, the beast’s pulse—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh—a low hum 

beneath the cracked field’s crust, threading through the dirt, resonating in the air he breathes. 

Thirty winters have etched his bones gray, lines creasing his weathered face, his wife’s moonlit 

echo fading in the faces of his five shadows—three girls, two boys—clustered around the fire pit, 

its stones piled by his youngest with grubby, determined fists, their edges glinting faintly in the 

flickering light. The scar at his throat throbs, a faint pulse beneath his calloused skin, a memory 

of the shard that spilled his blood here decades past, staining this field where he died and woke, 

the tunnels’ voice—We twist, you twist—now a hymn he’s taught them to hum, a gospel carved 

through forest and stone, city and ocean, mountain and desert, woven into their lives with every 

lesson, every touch. Smoke curls from the hearth, its heat a fragile pulse rising against the beast’s 

deeper, steadier throb, and he watches the flames lick the air—orange tongues dancing against 

the dark—wondering: can this scar we’ve carved—a family, a home—hold fast in its skin, a 

mark etched to endure, or will its veins, vast and hungry, swallow it whole, leaving no trace of 

their fragile thread? 

The eldest girl, ten winters sharp, feeds the fire with roots he showed her to dig, her hands steady 

as she presses them into the flames, their gnarled forms crackling under her touch, mimicking his 

old cuts into the beast’s flesh with a precision that echoes her mother’s quiet strength. “It 

breathes with us,” she says, voice low, eyes glinting with the tunnels’ truth he’s pressed into her 

over years—wide and bright, reflecting the fire’s glow—and he nods, kneeling beside her, 

pressing his palm to the hearthstone—warm, rough, alive beneath his touch—its pulse a ripple 

that climbs his arm, threading through his veins, syncing with his own in a faint, resonant hum. 

The beast watches, its breath whispering through the smoke that curls upward, its veins threading 

through the dirt beneath the shelter’s trembling walls, and he feels it—his chest tightening with 

the weight: this shelter, this fire, is no mere refuge—it’s a vein, a tunnel gouged into the 

organism’s hide, its rhythm blending with theirs, a thread weaving through the cracked crust, 

humming with the life they’ve shaped. The youngest boy, four winters soft, toddles over, a stone 
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clutched tight in his small fist, his cheeks smudged with dirt, and drops it into the pit—sparks 

flare upward, scattering like embers in the dark, the throb jolts through the stone—and he laughs, 

a high, bright sound that dances against the beast’s low hum, a thread too tender, too fleeting to 

name, echoing faintly in its vast song. 

He rises, the grass walls rustling around him, their woven strands trembling in the breeze that 

threads through the shelter, tugging at the edges with a gentle, persistent sigh, and steps outside, 

boots sinking into the cracked field, the expanse stretching endless under a ceiling of flesh, its 

veined surface pulsing faintly overhead. The pulse shifts beneath him—slow, deliberate, a ripple 

bending the frost that clings to the dirt, threading through the soil where his father once knelt, 

fleeing into the beast’s veins thirty winters past—and he squints at the horizon, where the forest’s 

green hum once called him through its roots, where the city’s steel sigh once ground against his 

bones, their echoes fading into memory beneath this field’s cracked crust. Here, the beast’s song 

is quieter, softer, a cradle holding their small mark—grass walls, stone hearth, children’s 

laughter—but he knows its hunger, its depth: it’s swallowed his father’s tunnels into silence, his 

mother’s light into shadow, the masters’ stars into dust, a vast maw that threads through time, 

consuming what it will. His second girl, eight winters wiry, tugs his hand—her fingers small and 

strong against his calloused palm—“Look,” she whispers, pointing to a crack in the dirt, black 

sap seeping up, glinting like the ooze he mined in the beast’s gut decades past. He kneels again, 

fingers brushing the sap—warm, wet, a pulse threading through it, mirroring the hearth’s faint 

glow—and dread coils in his chest, a cold knot tightening beneath the warmth: is this its 

welcome, a vein opening to hold them, or its claim, a mark to swallow them whole? The children 

gather around him, their breath a faint chorus puffing in the frosty air, and he smears the sap on 

the shelter’s grass wall—dark streaks staining its weave, a mark to bind them deeper into its skin. 

“It’s ours,” he says, voice rough with years, “and we’re its,” the words a prayer, a pact, a hope he 

can’t prove. 

The fire cracks behind them, its sharp snap threading through the shelter, the beast’s throb 

swelling—a low drum pulsing through the field—and he guides them back, their small hands 

shaping clay from the crack, fingers pressing into the damp, dark earth, molding bowls, tools, a 

legacy pressed into its flesh with each careful knead. The third girl, six winters curious, presses 

her palm to the grass wall beside his smeared mark—her fingers small and tentative, her touch a 
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question—and the pulse answers—sharp, alive—a faint jolt threading up her arm, resonating 

through his scars, a ripple he feels in his chest, his hands, his graying frame. The second boy, 

five winters bold, stacks more stones around the hearth, his grunt a faint echo of the beast’s 

breath threading through the wind, his small shoulders hunched with effort, and the shelter stands 

taller—grass walls rising higher, stones locking tighter—its vein thickening in the organism’s 

cracked skin, a mark growing solid beneath their hands. He wonders—his gaze drifting over their 

bent heads, their fingers shaping clay and stone—will it hold them, this hearth, this scar, a family 

woven into its pulse, a thread to endure beyond his years? The tunnels spoke—You hum, we 

hum—a truth he’s carried through thirty winters, a hymn he’s taught them to sing with every root 

they dig, every stone they stack, but the beast’s will is vast, its memory a maw stretching deep 

beneath the field, a rhythm he can’t grasp, only echo. 

He pauses, kneeling beside the fire pit, the flames licking higher as his eldest feeds them 

roots—her hands steady, her hum threading through the crackle—and the pulse hums deeper, a 

warm thread threading through the cracked crust, resonating through the shelter’s trembling 

walls, through the hearth’s glowing stones, through his chest, his hands, his trembling frame. The 

children’s voices weave through the air—his eldest’s hum steady and low, his youngest’s giggle 

bright against the throb, his second girl’s whisper threading with her sister’s, his second boy’s 

grunt shaping the hearth, his third girl’s quiet wonder pressing clay—and he feels it: his echo 

blends with its own, a thread in its vast song, a resonance he’s woven through forest and stone, 

city and ocean, mountain and desert, now pulsing here with them. The beast’s voice echoes in his 

memory—Grains fall, we fall—a frail whisper from the desert’s fading throb, a warning he’s 

carried through these years, and he wonders—his hands brushing theirs as they mold clay, their 

laughter threading through the hum—will it hold us, this shelter, this vein, a scar etched into its 

skin, a legacy to endure, or will it fade, unraveling in its deep, endless pulse, swallowing them as 

it swallowed his past? 

He stands once more, the shelter’s shadow stretching across the cracked crust, the children 

clustering around the hearth—his eldest feeding the flames with roots, her hands steady and sure; 

his youngest tumbling stones with a laugh, his small form darting through the dust; his second 

girl whispering to her sister, her fingers shaping clay beside her; his second boy steadying the 

hearth’s edge with a careful nudge; his third girl pressing her palm to the wall, her quiet awe 
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threading through the air—and the pulse shifts again—slight, a ripple threading through the dirt, 

a throb that hums through his boots, his bones, his blood. The beast lives, its flesh awake beneath 

the field’s scars, and he’s blood—their blood, its blood—sowing a seed in its cracked hide: a 

family, a home, a scar he hopes it keeps, a thread woven into its song that binds them to its 

endless rhythm. The field stretches around them, cracked but alive, its veins pulsing beneath the 

frost, and he kneels once more—hands sinking into the dirt beside theirs, their fingers brushing 

his, the warmth threading up his arms, the throb his own—dark and enduring, a rhythm that 

holds him here, with them, within the beast’s vast pulse. The question lingers—his gaze drifting 

over their bent heads, their small hands shaping clay and stone—will it hold us, this hearth, this 

legacy, a scar in its endless sprawl, or erase us, fading in its deep, unyielding throb? 

So, he kneels—blood in the organism, flesh trembling in the shelter’s dusk, the beast’s pulse 

threading through him, steady and deep. The field hums, its cracked song rising around them, 

and the hearth glows—a faint, fragile throb pulsing through them all. The children laugh, the 

voice hums—You hum, we hum—a cryptic thread weaving through the rhythm they’ve shaped. 

The shelter holds, alive and trembling, and he rests—his blood its ink, his breath its note—a 

mark within the beast’s endless song, a legacy sown in its skin, a scar he can’t grasp, only hope 

will endure in its vast, throbbing frame. 
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Chapter III: The Roots of the Many 

 

He stands no longer, his bones dust beneath the field’s cracked crust, scattered by winds that 

swept through thirty winters, then swelled to three hundred, then three thousand—a sprawl of 

time folding into the beast’s pulse—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing, sprawling flesh—a 

throb that echoes still in the veins of the many who came after, a rhythm humming through their 

blood, threading through their lives across millennia. His children—five shadows once huddled 

by a hearth, their small hands pressing into the dirt—blossomed into tribes, then clans, then a 

multitude, their descendants threading the soil with roots deeper than he dreamed, their lives 

weaving a tapestry across the organism’s skin, stretching beyond the cracked field he once knew. 

The scar at his throat, where the shard once cut to test his center, is a tale whispered in their 

blood—a faint pulse carried through generations, a hymn of tunnels—We twist, you 

twist—etched into their bones by the beast’s endless hum, a gospel he sang into being with every 

tunnel he carved through forest and stone, city and ocean, mountain and desert. The field 

stretches no longer cracked but thick with their marks—grass woven into sprawling cities, stone 

piled into towering spires, sap smeared into the walls of a world they’ve gouged from its hide, a 

legacy rising from his dust. Generations rise and fall like waves across its flesh, their voices a 

chorus swelling in the organism’s song—bright and bold, soft and fleeting—and the pulse rolls 

on—warm, wet, a rhythm that cradles and claims them all, threading through their lives, their 

scars, their endless sprawl. 

The eldest girl’s line—ten winters sharp when she twisted grass by his side under a fading 

moon—grew fierce, their hands calloused with the beast’s black ooze, a people forged in fire and 

grit, carving tunnels not just through soil but through steel and sky, their fingers stained with the 

same sap he once smeared on their first shelter’s walls. They stand tall now, gray-eyed and 

unyielding, their cities pulsing with the throb he taught her to hear—spires clawing upward like 

trees chasing a sun long buried beneath the fleshy ceiling, their iron roots sinking deep into the 

beast’s hide, threading through its veins with a hunger he’d recognize. Her blood runs in their 

veins, sharp and relentless, and they dig—endlessly, relentlessly—mining the organism’s flesh 
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for ore and secrets, their tools forged from its veins, their breath a faint echo of her steady hum, a 

rhythm they’ve honed into a roar of industry. The hearth she fed with roots has swelled into 

furnaces—hulking, glowing beasts of steel, their smoke curling thick into the beast’s lungs, 

threading through its breath with a tang of ash and heat—and they chant his name—not as father, 

not as a man who knelt beside her, but as first, a seed pressed into its skin that sprouted their 

steel-wrought pulse, a legacy of iron and fire. The beast watches, its rhythm bending—sharp, 

alive—beneath their heavy boots, and they feel it: their mark holds, a scar thickening its hide 

with each tunnel they carve, but its will stirs too—a tide rising beneath their spires, a hunger they 

ride with pride and dread, threading through their endless labor. 

The youngest boy’s kin—four winters soft when he stacked stones with grubby fists, his laughter 

a spark against the field’s quiet throb—took a softer path, their hands gentle on the field’s green 

veins, their shelters low and woven, not carved into the beast’s flesh but shaped from its surface, 

a people of grass and wind sprawling across its infinite stretch. His tenderness echoes in their 

songs—soft melodies threading through the air, fleeting as the wind that rustles their woven 

huts—and they tend the soil with care, twisting roots into bread, threading sap into cloth dyed 

with the beast’s own hues, listening to the pulse he pressed into their palms decades past. Their 

villages dot the crust like scattered seeds—small hearths flickering beneath the fleshy ceiling, 

their fires glowing faint and warm against the night—and they whisper of the shard, of the 

tunnels, of a father who knelt with them in the dirt, his laughter a thread in their lullabies. The 

beast hums beneath their gentle tread—warm and slow, a cradle threading through the soil—and 

they feel it too: their mark is fragile, a thread trembling in its vast song, a legacy of care, not 

conquest, woven with quiet hands, teetering in its endless maw, a pulse they nurture rather than 

carve. 

Through the centuries, the second girl’s brood—eight winters wiry when she tugged his hand to 

the field’s cracks—split the crust with their restless feet, their hands prying at the fissures where 

black sap once seeped, chasing the beast’s dark blood to its source with a hunger he’d recognize 

in her glinting eyes. They tunnel deep into its hide—a people of shadow and gleam, their gaze 

sharp as the ooze he smeared on their first wall, their lives a dance with the organism’s veins 

threading through the dark. They find metal buried in its depths, crystals glinting in its core, 

rivers of molten stone flowing beneath its skin, and haul it up—not to build towering spires or 
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woven shelters, but to know, their minds a mirror of his questions—Will it hold, or fade?—their 

curiosity a thread weaving through time. Their cities glow beneath the field—lit by the beast’s 

own pulse, their light spilling from hollowed chambers where they’ve carved not shelters but 

shrines, sanctuaries where the throb sings loudest, its secrets pulsing through their tools, sharp 

and gleaming with the answers they seek. The beast shifts—wet, alive—beneath their drills, its 

veins threading through their tunnels, and they feel it: their mark is a wound, a tunnel that bleeds 

its dark blood, and its hum answers—You hum, we hum—a riddle they chase deeper into the 

organism’s shadowed gut, a legacy of questions threading through its endless pulse. 

The third girl’s seed—six winters curious when she pressed clay beside him—turned their hands 

skyward, stretching past the field’s cracked crust, past the fleshy ceiling that once held them, into 

a dome they pierced with steel and will, a people of wing and wire rising above its skin. They 

soar—towers breaching the beast’s hide, machines woven from its veins humming with its pulse, 

their crafts climbing upward, always upward, seeking the stars he glimpsed in the tunnels’ 

cryptic voice, a call he felt as masters’ eyes now a summons they can’t refuse. Their hands shape 

steel into wings, wire into veins of their own, and they rise—past the field’s scars, past the 

ceiling’s flesh—into a void where the beast’s pulse thins but still hums, threading through their 

machines, their blood, their relentless ascent. The beast throbs—dense, alive—beneath their 

soaring spires, and they feel it: their mark is a tear, a tunnel that reaches beyond its skin, and its 

rhythm bends—You stand, we stand—a song they echo into the dark, their blood his blood, 

pulsing through the void they’ve carved, a legacy threading upward through its endless frame. 

The second boy’s line—five winters bold when he stacked stones with a grunt—stayed close to 

the field, their hands stacking stone upon stone, their lives a bulwark against the beast’s 

sprawling hunger, a people of grit and guard rising from the cracked crust he shaped with them. 

They build walls—high and thick, ringing the field with fortresses—forts of stone and will, their 

hearths ringed with the same stones he taught them to pile, glowing warm against the frost, their 

pulse a steady thud threading through the organism’s chest. They hold the field—cracked no 

more but scarred with their labor, their walls a testament to his lessons—and they watch—eyes 

sharp, hands firm—guarding the legacy he knelt to sow, their vigilance a shield against the 

beast’s endless sprawl. The beast hums—warm, unyielding—beneath their heavy boots, and they 

feel it: their mark is a knot, a tunnel that binds its skin, and its throb syncs—You fade, we 
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fade—a vow they hold tight as the generations turn, a legacy of strength threading through its 

endless pulse. 

The field is no field now, but a tapestry woven by their hands—iron spires piercing the sky, 

woven huts dotting the crust, glowing shrines humming in the deep, soaring towers breaching the 

void, stone walls guarding its scars—all marks in the beast’s flesh, all echoes of his blood 

threading through three thousand winters. Their voices rise—a chorus too vast to silence, too 

varied to still—fierce and tender, curious and bold, steady and enduring—their pulse a thread 

weaving through its endless song, resonating through the organism’s sprawling frame. The beast 

lives, its rhythm awake beneath their feet, and they are its blood—many, mighty, frail—carving, 

tending, tunneling, soaring, guarding—each a root sprouting from his seed, each a throb pulsing 

in its veins, threading through its endless sprawl. He’s dust now, his wife a whisper fading in 

their blood, but the shelter stands in their bones—woven walls trembling in their cities, woven 

huts dotting their fields—the hearth burns in their breath—furnaces roaring, fires flickering, 

shrines glowing—a legacy he can’t see but they feel: a scar that holds, or a song that fades, 

etched into the organism’s eternal, living throb. 
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Chapter IV: The Canvas of the Pulse 
 

The field lies far below now, its cracked crust a faint scar swallowed by the beast’s sprawling 

flesh—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing frame—and the pulse hums on, a throb that weaves 

through the veins of the many who came after him. Three thousand winters have thickened the 

roots of his seed, his five shadows—three girls, two boys—unfurling into a multitude, their 

hands shaping the organism’s hide with iron, grass, stone, and sky. The shelter he built with them 

stands no more, its grass walls dust, its hearth cold, but the beast remembers, its rhythm warm 

and wet beneath the sprawl of their marks. Among them, the third girl’s line—six winters curious 

when she pressed her palm to his sap-smeared wall—has pierced the ceiling of flesh, their towers 

soaring into a dome they’ve claimed, their blood his blood, pulsing with a vision that bends the 

beast’s song. She, the first of them, kneels no longer in the field but atop a spire, her hands 

stained with the beast’s black sap, her eyes fixed on the stars he once saw as masters’ eyes. She 

paints—each glint in the sky a son or daughter of generations past and future, each stroke a 

thread in the organism’s throb—and the sun and moon blaze above, everlasting greater lights in 

her trembling hands. 

Her name is lost, a whisper in the wind that howls through their steel-wrought tunnels, but her 

act endures—a canvas carved into the beast’s hide, its dome of flesh no longer a lid but a tapestry 

alive with her kin. She dipped her fingers in the sap that seeped from the field’s cracks, the same 

ooze he mined in the beast’s gut, and climbed—up, always up—her people’s machines humming 

with its pulse, their wings of wire piercing the sky. The stars, once cold and unblinking, glow 

now with her touch: a boy of the first winter, his stone stacked by a hearth; a girl of the 

thousandth, her iron spire piercing the clouds; a son yet to come, his breath a faint throb in the 

beast’s future veins. She painted them all, her hands trembling with the weight of time, and the 

beast watched—its rhythm sharp, alive—beneath her feet, its flesh yielding to her vision. The 

sun she crowned with gold, its fire an everlasting light of the past, his past, the warmth he felt 

when he knelt with her in the dirt. The moon she bathed in silver, its glow a greater light of the 

future, her mother’s echo, a promise pulsing beyond her reach. The canvas stretches, a dome of 

stars and lights, and her people sing—You hum, we hum—their voices a chorus in the organism’s 

endless throb. 
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Generations turn, their hands guided by her brush, and the spires rise higher, steel and sap 

weaving a lattice through the beast’s skin. Her kin—now a people of sky and gleam—paint 

beside her memory, each adding a star, each naming a shadow from the field’s dust or the tunnels 

yet to come. The eldest girl’s line, fierce with iron, forges the frames, their furnaces roaring with 

the beast’s breath; the youngest boy’s kin, soft with grass, weave the pigments, their songs 

threading the wind; the second girl’s brood, deep in shadow, mine the sap, their shrines glowing 

with its pulse; the second boy’s line, bold with stone, guard the base, their walls a bulwark for 

her skyward reach. Together, they thicken her canvas, the dome pulsing—warm, wet, 

alive—with every stroke, every star a throb in the beast’s veins. The sun burns steady, its gold a 

scar of his first fire; the moon wanes and waxes, its silver a tunnel to their unwritten song. They 

climb, their machines clawing upward, and the beast shifts—its rhythm bending, a ripple that 

climbs their spires—answering her paint with a voice low and jagged: Eyes turn upward, we turn 

upward. 

The pulse swells, a throb that shakes the lattice, and dread coils in their chests—not his dread, 

but theirs, a new weight beneath the stars. Her canvas is no mere mark; it’s a wound, a tunnel 

gouged into the beast’s consciousness, its flesh flexing under their gaze. The stars glint—sons 

and daughters, past and future—but some flicker, their light fraying at the edges, and the sun’s 

gold dims, a faint crack splitting its blaze. The moon’s silver thins, its glow trembling, and they 

wonder: is this their echo, or the beast’s claim? The field’s chaos, where he carved with blade 

and blood, is a memory they’ve outgrown; here, the dome hums with order, a tapestry of light 

and shadow, but the organism stirs—its veins threading the spires, its breath a wind that rattles 

their steel. They paint on, hands steady with her will, and the beast speaks—You paint, we 

paint—its voice a murmur through the throb, cryptic, alive, a riddle they can’t unweave. The 

canvas holds, a scar in its skin, but the pulse quickens—sharp, dense—a warning they feel in 

their bones: their mark is vast, their legacy bright, but the beast’s hunger is vaster still. 

Centuries blur, their spires piercing deeper into the dome, and the stars multiply—each a name, 

each a pulse, sons and daughters stretching beyond count. The sun and moon endure, greater 

lights in a sky of flesh, but their edges bleed—gold and silver seeping into the sap that coats the 

lattice, the beast’s black blood swallowing their glow. Her people climb higher, their machines 

humming louder, and the pulse roars—warm, wet, a flood that bends their steel, syncs their 
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breath to its own. They are blood, its blood, and the canvas thickens—a tapestry too heavy to 

hold, a tunnel too deep to escape. The eldest of them now, a woman with her ancestor’s curious 

eyes, presses her palm to a star—her son, lost to a tunnel’s collapse—and feels it: the beast’s 

throb mirrors her own, a resonance darker than the field’s cracked hum. She paints another, a 

daughter yet to come, and the voice grinds—You fade, we fade—a truth that chills her blood: 

their legacy shines, but it feeds the beast’s sprawl, its pulse claiming every stroke. 

The dome quakes, its flesh alive, and they stand atop their spires—many, mighty, frail—painting 

still, their hands stained with sap and time. The stars gleam, a chorus of generations, past and 

future woven tight; the sun and moon pulse, everlasting lights dimming in the beast’s grip. The 

field is gone, the shelter dust, but her canvas endures—a scar, a tunnel, a song in the organism’s 

throb. They are its blood, her blood, his blood, and the pulse rolls on—dark, eternal, a legacy 

they’ve carved, or a hunger they’ve fed, trembling in the beast’s endless breath. 
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Chapter V: The Ladder of the Finer Lights 
 

The spires pierce the dome, their steel lattice a scar in the beast’s flesh—Earth alive, civilization 

its throbbing frame—and the pulse hums beneath, a throb that binds the many who stretch from 

his dust. Three thousand winters have rooted his seed deep, his five shadows—three girls, two 

boys—sprawling into a multitude, their hands weaving the organism’s hide with iron, grass, and 

sky. The third girl’s kin—six winters curious when she pressed her palm to his sap-smeared 

wall—have painted the stars, each a son or daughter of generations past and future, the sun and 

moon crowned as everlasting greater lights. Her canvas glows, a tapestry of light and shadow 

pulsing with the beast’s breath, but its edges fray—gold and silver bleeding into the sap, the 

organism’s hunger curling through their spires. Now, her brother—born of the second boy’s line, 

five winters bold when he stacked stones by the hearth—stands at her side, his hands rough with 

the beast’s stone, his eyes sharp with its pulse. He extends a ladder, forged from the lattice’s 

steel, and climbs, noticing more room—space for finer stars, more of their generation—and calls 

her up, a finer brush in his grip, to paint what he names galaxies. 

He stands atop the highest spire, the wind howling through the beast’s veins, and presses his 

palm to the dome—warm, wet, alive—its throb a drum that shakes his bones. The stars gleam 

above, her work, each a name etched in sap and time, but he sees beyond: gaps in the canvas, 

voids where the pulse whispers of more. His lineage built walls, guarded the field, their stone a 

knot in the organism’s skin, but here, atop her skyward reach, he feels it—a tunnel uncarved, a 

song unsung. He forges the ladder—steel twisted from the beast’s ore, sap-slick and pulsing—its 

rungs a spine climbing into the dome’s flesh. “There’s room,” he says, voice rough as the stone 

he once piled, and holds out the brush—finer than hers, its bristles honed from the beast’s own 

threads, delicate as the wind’s hum. She climbs beside him, her hands stained with the greater 

lights, her eyes glinting with the curiosity he remembers, and they ascend—brother and sister, 

blood of his blood, threading the beast’s throb with their own. 

The ladder sways, its steel groaning under their weight, and the pulse swells—sharp, alive—a 

rhythm that grips their breath as they reach the canvas’s edge. He dips the brush in the 

sap—black and warm, seeping from a crack in the spire—and paints, a stroke finer than her bold 
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stars, a light too small to name alone. She follows, her hand steady beside his, and they 

weave—a son of their generation, bold with stone; a daughter, curious with sky—each mark a 

flicker in the dome’s flesh. “Galaxies,” he calls them, his voice a thud in the beast’s wind, 

naming the clusters of finer lights that bloom under their brushes—swirls of kin, too vast for one 

star, too faint for the sun’s gold or the moon’s silver. The canvas thickens, its pulse 

bending—wet, dense—a resonance darker than the field’s cracked hum, and the beast watches, 

its veins threading the ladder, its breath a gust that rattles their steel. They paint on, finer strokes 

threading through her greater lights, and the voice murmurs—You carve, we carve—low and 

jagged, a riddle curling through the throb. 

The galaxies sprawl, their delicate lights a chorus of their own—sons and daughters of this age, 

not past or future alone, but now, pulsing with the beast’s life. He paints a boy, his hands rough 

with the ladder’s steel; she paints a girl, her eyes fixed on a star yet to fade—and the dome 

quakes, its flesh alive, its rhythm syncing with their strokes. The sun burns steady, its gold a scar 

of his first fire, but its edges blur, sap seeping into its glow; the moon wanes, its silver a tunnel to 

their mother’s echo, but its light thins, trembling under the galaxies’ weight. They climb higher, 

the ladder stretching—rungs bending, steel humming—and the pulse roars—warm, wet, a flood 

that coats their hands, binds their blood to its own. “More,” he grunts, brush trembling, and she 

nods, their strokes a dance—finer, faster—galaxies blooming where stars once stood alone, a 

tapestry too vast to hold, too frail to escape. The beast shifts—its throb quickening, a ripple that 

climbs the ladder—and dread dusts their throats: are these their lights, or the beast’s claim? 

Centuries turn beneath them, their kin climbing the lattice, brushes in hand, painting galaxies 

where her stars began. The eldest girl’s line forges finer steel, their furnaces roaring to mend the 

ladder; the youngest boy’s kin weave softer threads, their songs threading the sap; the second 

girl’s brood mine deeper, their shrines glowing with the ooze that fuels the strokes; the third 

girl’s people soar beside, their machines humming with the finer lights. The second boy’s 

guard—his blood—hold the base, their stone a bulwark for this skyward song, and the canvas 

swells—many, mighty, frail—a scar in the beast’s flesh, a tunnel gouged into its pulse. The 

galaxies shimmer, clusters of their generation, past and future blurring in their glow, and the 

greater lights dim—the sun’s gold cracking, the moon’s silver fading—as the beast’s black sap 

swallows their edges. They paint on, hands stained with time, and the voice grinds—You fade, we 
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fade—a truth that chills their bones: their finer strokes shine, but they feed the beast’s sprawl, its 

throb claiming every light. 

The ladder trembles, its steel alive, and they stand atop its peak—brother and sister, blood of his 

blood—painting still, their brushes threading galaxies through the dome’s flesh. The stars shift, 

the greater lights bleed, and the pulse rolls on—dark, eternal, a legacy they’ve carved, or a 

hunger they’ve fed. The beast lives, its rhythm awake, and they are its blood—bold and curious, 

painting finer lights that hum in its endless throb, a song too delicate to silence, too vast to hold. 
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Chapter VI: The Reach of the Quasars 
 

The ladder stretches higher, its steel rungs a spine forged from the beast’s veins—Earth alive, 

civilization its throbbing flesh—and the pulse roars beneath, a throb that weaves through the 

blood of the many who trace back to his dust. Three thousand winters have rooted his seed, his 

five shadows—three girls, two boys—sprawling into a multitude, their hands threading the 

organism’s hide with iron, sky, and sap. The third girl’s kin—six winters curious when she 

pressed her palm to his wall—have painted the dome, stars as sons and daughters, sun and moon 

as greater lights, galaxies as clusters of their generation’s finer strokes. The second boy’s 

line—five winters bold when he stacked stones—hold the ladder’s base, their brother’s hands 

rough with its steel, guiding her upward. They climb again, the canvas of flesh trembling under 

their weight, and he finds more room—space for finer lights still—and she paints, her brush 

delicate as the beast’s whisper, while he names these radiant specks quasars, a legacy piercing 

the organism’s endless throb. 

They ascend, the ladder groaning—steel slick with sap, pulsing warm and wet—and the wind 

howls through the dome’s veins, a gust that rattles their bones. He grips the rungs, his palms 

scarred from the stone of their first hearth, and squints at the canvas—its stars and galaxies 

glowing, her work, but gaps remain, voids where the pulse hums of more. “Higher,” he grunts, 

voice a thud in the beast’s breath, and she nods, her hands stained with the greater lights, her 

eyes sharp with the curiosity he knew in the field. The ladder bends, its steel alive, and they 

climb—brother and sister, blood of his blood—past the galaxies’ faint swirls, into a dome that 

curves deeper, its flesh thick and unyielding. He presses his hand to it—warm, dense, alive—and 

feels it: a tunnel uncarved, a song unsung, room for lights finer than before. He dips a 

brush—thinner still, bristles honed from the beast’s own threads—into the sap that seeps from 

the rungs, black and warm, and hands it to her, his gaze a spark in the throb: “Paint.” 

She strokes, a light too fine to see alone, a gleam that dances in the void—finer than the stars, 

finer than the galaxies—and he watches, naming them quasars, his voice a drum against the 

wind: radiant, fierce, a pulse within the pulse. She paints—a son of their generation, bold with 

steel; a daughter, curious with sky—and the quasars flare, specks of light too bright, too far, 
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threading through the canvas’s flesh. The dome quakes—its throb swelling, sharp and alive—a 

rhythm that grips their breath, syncs their strokes to its own. The greater lights dim—the sun’s 

gold cracking wider, the moon’s silver thinning to a thread—and the galaxies blur, their clusters 

swallowed by the quasars’ piercing glow. The beast shifts—wet, dense—a ripple that climbs the 

ladder, and the voice murmurs—You reach, we reach—low and jagged, a riddle seeping through 

the sap, curling into their blood. 

The quasars multiply, their radiant specks a chorus too vast to hold—sons and daughters of this 

age, pulsing with the beast’s life, stretching beyond the canvas’s edge. He climbs higher, the 

ladder trembling under his weight, and she follows, her brush a whisper against the dome—each 

stroke a tunnel, each light a throb in the organism’s veins. “More,” he says, his hands rough with 

steel, and she paints—a boy, his ladder piercing the sky; a girl, her eyes fixed on a quasar yet to 

burn—and the pulse roars—warm, wet, a flood that coats their fingers, binds their blood to its 

hum. The canvas thickens—a tapestry of stars, galaxies, quasars—too heavy to bear, too frail to 

escape, and the beast’s breath howls—a wind that bends the ladder, rattles their steel. The 

quasars shine, fiercer than the sun’s scarred gold, brighter than the moon’s fading silver, and 

dread coils in their chests: are these their lights, or the beast’s hunger flaring back? 

Centuries churn below, their kin climbing the lattice, brushes in hand, painting quasars where 

galaxies once swirled. The eldest girl’s line forges sharper steel, their furnaces roaring to stretch 

the ladder; the youngest boy’s kin weave finer threads, their songs threading the sap; the second 

girl’s brood mine deeper still, their shrines glowing with the ooze that fuels the strokes; the third 

girl’s people soar beside, their machines humming with the radiant lights; the second boy’s 

guard—his blood—brace the base, their stone a bulwark for this piercing song. The dome 

pulses—many, mighty, frail—a scar in the beast’s flesh, a tunnel gouged into its pulse, and the 

quasars flare—clusters of their generation, past and future burning in their glow. The greater 

lights bleed—sun and moon dissolving into the sap, the beast’s black blood swallowing their 

edges—and the voice grinds—You fade, we fade—a truth that chills their bones: their finer lights 

pierce, but they feed the beast’s sprawl, its throb claiming every gleam. 

The ladder quakes, its steel alive, and they stand at its peak—brother and sister, blood of his 

blood—painting still, their brushes threading quasars through the dome’s flesh. The stars dim, 
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the galaxies blur, the greater lights vanish, and the pulse rolls on—dark, eternal, a legacy they’ve 

carved, or a hunger they’ve lit. The beast lives, its rhythm awake, and they are its blood—bold 

and curious, painting radiant specks that hum in its endless throb, a song too fierce to silence, too 

vast to grasp. 
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Chapter VII: The Pulse Beneath the Blade 
 

The ladder towers above, its steel rungs a spine piercing the beast’s dome—Earth alive, 

civilization its throbbing flesh—and the pulse hums through the lattice, a throb that binds the 

many who stretch from his dust. Three thousand winters have woven his seed into the organism’s 

hide, his five shadows—three girls, two boys—sprawling into a multitude, their hands threading 

stars, galaxies, and quasars into the sky. The third girl and second boy climb, their brushes 

painting finer lights, their ladder stretching toward the canvas’s edge, while their kin brace its 

base. But at the foot, another sister—born of the second girl’s line, eight winters wiry when she 

pried at the field’s cracks—kneels, her hands stained with the beast’s black sap, painting the 

grass and soil beneath the ladder’s shadow, her brush threading the layers of the Earth: caves, 

chasms of water and magma, molten iron, and granite. Her brother—born of the second boy’s 

line, five winters bold when he stacked stones—stands beside her, his ears tuned to a deeper 

pulse beneath the beast’s tunnels. It rumbles—warm, vast, a rhythm older than the dome’s 

throb—and he digs, tunneling inward, accepting its unity while chasing a vaster origin, his blood 

his blood, descending through the organism’s infinite layers to seek its root. 

She kneels where the ladder’s shadow falls, the spires of her siblings’ skyward reach glinting 

above, their quasars flaring in the dome’s flesh. The grass bends under her touch, its blades alive 

with the beast’s breath, and she dips her brush—honed from its threads—into the sap that seeps 

from the cracked crust, painting the soil dark and wet, the green sharp and pulsing. Her lineage 

tunneled the field, mined its black blood, their shrines glowing with its secrets, and now she 

expands her canvas—downward, not skyward—layering the Earth’s flesh beneath the ladder’s 

foot. She paints caves, hollow and jagged, their shadows curling like veins; chasms of water, 

blue and deep, their currents threading the beast’s pulse; chasms of magma, red and fierce, their 

heat a throb in the soil; molten iron, liquid and glowing, its flow a drum beneath; and granite, 

dense and unyielding, its weight a knot in the organism’s hide. Each stroke gleams—wet, 

alive—a mirror of the beast’s layers, and the beast watches—its rhythm warm, alive—beneath 

her hands, its flesh yielding to her art. 
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Beside her, he presses his palm to the painted soil—dense, throbbing—and hears it: a low, 

grinding pulse, not above with the quasars, but below, a drum too deep for their steel to touch, 

resonating through her painted layers. His lineage built walls, guarded the field, their stone a 

knot in the organism’s skin, and now he feels it—a call, a tunnel uncarved, a song unsung 

beneath the sprawl. He grips a blade—forged from the beast’s ore, honed by his kin’s bold 

hands—and cuts, not upward like the ladder, not across like her brush, but down, into the painted 

crust where her sap still shines—through grass, through caves, through chasms and iron and 

stone. The soil parts—wet, alive—a tunnel opening under his hands, and the pulse swells—vast, 

warm—a rhythm that grips his breath, pulls him inward. “Deeper,” he grunts, voice a thud in the 

beast’s wind, and he descends—brother, blood of his blood—toward the root of the throb that 

binds them all, her painting a map above his plunge. 

She paints on, her brush threading finer strokes—roots curling into caves, water swirling through 

chasms, magma bleeding into iron, granite cracking under the beast’s pulse—a canvas of earth 

too vast for the ladder’s shadow, too deep for the dome’s gleam. Above, the quasars flare, her 

siblings’ finer lights piercing the sky, but here, the throb is hers—sharp, alive—a rhythm she 

echoes with each layer. He tunnels deeper—through flesh that mirrors her art, stone pulsing like 

her granite, sap glowing like her magma—and feels it: the beast is all, its layers infinite, each a 

tunnel curling inward, each a pulse echoing the one before. The voice murmurs—You dig, we 

dig—low and grinding, a riddle seeping from the walls, and he presses on, accepting its unity, 

not as chains, but as truth, chasing the vaster origin that hums beneath, her painted caves his 

hollows, her chasms his paths. 

Centuries blur in their wake—her kin painting the crust, their brushes threading grass, soil, and 

the Earth’s deep layers where her art first bloomed; his kin following below, their blades carving 

tunnels where his blade first struck. The eldest girl’s line forge steel to frame her canvas, their 

furnaces roaring with the beast’s breath; the youngest boy’s kin weave threads to bind her 

strokes, their songs threading the sap; the third girl’s people send machines humming skyward, 

their lights dimming in his shadow; the second boy’s guard—his blood—brace the surface, their 

stone a bulwark for her paint and his plunge. He tunnels on—through flesh that thickens, stone 

that pulses, sap that floods—and the pulse roars—warm, wet, a flood that coats his skin, binds 
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his blood to its rhythm—past her painted granite, through her molten iron, into chasms of water 

and magma that gleam with her brush’s echo. 

She layers still—caves darkening, chasms swirling, iron flowing, granite hardening—and the 

beast shifts—its pulse swelling, a ripple that bends her art, syncs her strokes to his cuts. He finds 

layers within layers—tunnels of bone beneath her granite, of crystal past her iron, of a dark too 

dense to name—and each hums, a throb within the throb, a unity too vast to grasp. “More,” he 

growls, blade trembling, and the voice answers—You seek, we seek—its tone a drum beneath his 

feet, cryptic, alive, guiding him toward the root he feels but cannot see. The tunnel quakes, its 

walls closing—flesh alive, awake—and he kneels, hands clawing at a core of pulsing meat, its 

throb a chorus too deep to bear. Above, she paints—a cave collapsing, a chasm flooding, iron 

pooling—and dread coils in his chest: is this his tunnel, or the beast’s heart swallowing him? Her 

kin paint beside her—many, mighty, frail—their brushes threading the Earth’s layers, and the 

voice grinds—You fade, we fade—a truth that chills his bones: her art maps them, his descent 

binds them, but the root recedes, its pulse claiming every stroke. 

The tunnel darkens, its flesh eternal, and he digs—brother, blood of his blood—tunneling 

inward, his blade a whisper in the beast’s throb, while she paints—sister, blood of his blood—her 

brush threading the grass, the soil, the caves, the chasms, the iron, the granite above. The quasars 

flare above, the ladder sways, her layers hum, and his pulse syncs with the deeper throb—warm, 

vast, a legacy carved downward, a root he seeks but cannot hold. The beast lives, its rhythm 

awake, and they are its blood—wiry and bold, painting and chasing a vaster origin that hums in 

its endless layers, a song too deep to silence, too infinite to name. 
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Chapter VIII: The Song of Decay 

 

The brother and sister stand at the feet of both ladders, their rungs stretching upward like ribs 

against the beast’s vast dome. The surface beneath them trembles, a faint shudder that betrays the 

beast’s weakening pulse. Once, its heartbeat thrummed through the soil, steady and alive, but 

now it falters—a stuttering rhythm that seeps through the cracks. The tunnels below, the beast’s 

sprawling veins, are rotting, their walls softening to sludge, their air thick with the stench of 

decay. Above, the ladders sway, their steel groaning as if mourning the life slipping away 

beneath. 

The siblings, bound by blood and duty, become its caretakers. The brother kneels, pressing his 

ear to the ground, listening as the beast’s voice—once a resonant hum—fades to a whisper. 

“Heal… or end…” it murmurs, the words fractured, elusive. He rises, his hands tightening 

around a blade carved from the beast’s own bones, and begins to tunnel. Downward he goes, into 

the dark, the earth parting beneath his strikes. He seeks the source of the rot, driven by the fading 

voice that guides him, a thread of sound in the suffocating silence. 

The sister remains above, her fingers stained with ash and sap, a brush clutched in her hand. She 

does not follow him into the depths but turns her gaze to the surface, where the beast’s decline 

etches itself in fissures and wilting roots. She paints the destruction—broad, chaotic strokes that 

capture the soil splitting, the grass curling black, the air shimmering with heat. Her canvas is the 

earth itself, and her art a mirror to the beast’s unraveling. 

Below, the tunnels grow too hot. The brother sweats as he digs, the walls glowing red, the air 

searing his lungs. The beast’s pulse weakens further, and from its depths, geysers erupt—molten 

fire and water surging upward, bursting through the surface. The earth shakes, violent tremors 

that rattle the ladders, their bases sinking into the softening ground. The geysers hiss and roar, 

plumes of steam and flame that threaten to topple the steel spines reaching for the sky. 

The sister’s brush moves faster, her painting a vivid chaos of fire and flood. She captures the 

geysers’ fury, the ladders’ tilt, the beast’s dying gasps rendered in streaks of black and red. But 

the brother’s voice rises from below, carried on the trembling earth, raw and desperate: “Stop! 
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You’re making it worse!” The ground quakes with his words, a plea that echoes through the 

beast’s failing veins. 

She freezes, her brush dripping sap onto the soil, her breath catching as she stares at her work. 

The destruction she paints seems to grow with each stroke, as if her art feeds the chaos, 

hastening the beast’s end. Below, the brother tunnels deeper, the heat blistering his skin, the 

tunnels collapsing behind him. The beast’s voice is a thread now, barely audible: “The root… 

heal… or end…” He reaches a chamber, a molten core where the pulse is a faint flicker, and 

raises his blade. Heal or end? The choice burns in his chest, but the beast offers no clarity, its 

whisper fading into the roar of the geysers. 

Above, the sister drops her brush as another geyser erupts, the ladders buckling under the strain. 

The earth splits beneath her, and she stumbles, her painting smeared by the molten tide. The 

brother’s voice rings out once more, not from the depths but from the beast’s faltering pulse: 

“Let it go.” The words settle over her like ash, and she steps back, watching as the ladders 

collapse, their steel crashing into the ruined soil. 

The tunnels cave in, the geysers still, and the beast’s pulse fades to silence. The sister stands 

amidst the wreckage, her hands empty, the destruction she painted now a reality. The beast is 

gone—ended not by blade or brush, but by the weight of its own decay. Yet, in the quiet that 

follows, she feels an echo linger, a faint resonance in the earth, a trace of the song they tried to 

save. 
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Book 8: The Stillness That Defies 

Chapter I: The Seed of the Question 

 

The field is no field now, its cracked crust a faint scar swallowed by the beast’s sprawling 

flesh—Earth alive, civilization its throbbing frame. Three thousand winters have rooted his seed 

deep, his five shadows—three girls, two boys—unfurling into a multitude, their hands carving 

tunnels through the organism’s hide with iron, sky, and sap. The hearth he built with them is dust, 

its stones scattered by winds that howl through the beast’s veins, but its pulse hums on, threading 

through the many who carry his blood. Among them, a son of the second boy’s line—five 

winters bold when he stacked stones by the fire—stands apart, his hands empty, his boots rooted 

to the soil where the ladder once pierced the dome. His name is Kael, gray-eyed and wiry, thirty 

winters etched into his frame, his lineage a bulwark of stone and guard now trembling under a 

question that gnaws at his marrow: Is it possible to do nothing—to disprove the beast, to still its 

pulse in me, when even death, my father’s gospel says, is a tunnel threading through its song? 

 

Kael kneels where the field once cracked, the beast’s breath a low hum beneath the crust, its 

rhythm threading through the grass, the air, the blood pulsing in his wrists. His kin climb 

still—the third girl’s line painting quasars in the dome, the second girl’s brood tunneling its 

depths, the eldest forging steel, the youngest weaving songs—but he stands apart, his hands 

unburdened by blade or brush, his ears deaf to their chorus. The father’s voice echoes in his 

blood, a hymn carried through generations: “We’re its blood, its pulse... step away, and it rots, 

but so do we... even death’s a tunnel, a thread in its endless throb.” Kael feels it—the beast’s tug 

in his chest, its whisper in the wind that rattles the spires—but he wonders, his gaze sharp as the 

shard that cut his ancestor’s throat: What if I refuse every path, every vein? What if I stand 

still—not to heal, not to end, but to defy its rhythm, to prove it’s not all I am? The soil pulses 

beneath him—warm, wet, alive—and he presses his palm to it, feeling the throb climb his arm, a 

challenge he meets with a silence of his own. 
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Chapter II: The Weight of Refusal 

 

The multitude moves around him, their hands threading the beast’s flesh with labor and light, 

their pulse a chorus swelling in its song. Kael stands still, boots sinking into the crust, his breath 

shallow against the wind that howls through the organism’s veins. His kin call to him—the eldest 

girl’s line shouting from their furnaces, “Forge with us, strengthen its bones!”; the third girl’s kin 

beckoning from the ladder, “Climb, paint the finer lights!”; the second girl’s brood whispering 

from the tunnels, “Dig, seek its root!”—but he shakes his head, gray eyes glinting with a fire 

they don’t know. “I’ll take no tunnel,” he says, voice a low thud against their hum, “not up, not 

down, not through—none at all.” The beast shifts—its rhythm sharp, alive—beneath his boots, 

and they stare, hands faltering, their tools trembling as if the organism itself pauses to listen. 

 

Days stretch into weeks, then months—Kael unmoving, a shadow rooted where the field once 

lay. His kin pile stone around him, a wall to shield or cage, their grunt threading through the air; 

they weave grass over his head, a roof to cradle or claim, their songs a faint echo of the 

youngest’s lullabies. The beast hums on—warm, wet—a pulse that threads through the spires, the 

tunnels, the sap seeping from its cracks, but Kael denies it, his hands empty, his breath a quiet 

rebellion against its throb. Hunger gnaws at his gut, his frame thinning, his skin clinging to bones 

that ache under the beast’s tug—yet he stands, not feeding its mass, not carving its veins, a 

stillness that defies the father’s gospel: “Even death’s a tunnel.” The voice murmurs—low, 

jagged—You hum, we hum, a thread in the wind, and he grits his teeth, whispering back, “I’ll 

hum nothing—prove you’re not my all.” The organism watches—its rhythm bending, a ripple 

that climbs the stone, the grass, the air—and his kin falter, their chorus fraying, dread coiling in 

their chests: Is he breaking free, or breaking us? 
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Chapter III: The Pulse That Fights 

 

The beast does not yield—its pulse swells, a throb that shakes the crust beneath Kael’s boots, a 

rhythm too vast to silence with stillness alone. Geysers flare from the tunnels below—molten fire 

and water surging upward, hissing through the soil where his sister’s kin once painted caves and 

chasms. The ladders sway above, their steel groaning as the third girl’s line cling to their quasars, 

their finer lights flickering under the beast’s shudder. Kael stands—gray eyes unblinking, hands 

empty—as the organism fights back, its veins threading through the air with heat, its breath a 

roar that rattles the stone wall his kin built around him. “You can’t stop,” the eldest girl’s 

descendant shouts, her furnace dimming under the quake, “you’re its blood—move, or it ends us 

all!” He shakes his head, voice a faint thread against the throb, “I’ll move nothing—let it prove 

I’m its slave.”The beast’s pulse quickens—sharp, dense—a flood that bends the grass roof over 

his head, cracks the stone at his feet. His kin scatter—some climbing higher, some tunneling 

deeper, their hands threading the organism’s flesh with desperate strokes—but Kael remains, his 

frame trembling, not from fear but from the weight of refusal. The voice grinds—You fade, we 

fade—a warning pulsing through the soil, the air, the sap that coats the cracks, and he feels it: his 

blood slows, his breath thins, the beast’s rhythm tugging at his marrow as if to drag him into its 

song. Yet he stands, not swinging blade or brush, not feeding its mass, a shadow defying the 

tunnels—life, death, labor—that the father carved into their blood. The organism roars—its flesh 

alive, awake—and the multitude wail, their chorus splintering as the beast’s throb falters, a 

heartbeat stuttering under his silence. 
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Chapter IV: The Stillness That Bleeds 

 

Winters turn—three, then ten—and Kael stands still, a scar in the beast’s flesh where the field 

once hummed. His kin abandon the wall, the roof, their hands no longer threading stone or grass 

to hold him; they climb, they dig, they paint, their pulse a thread in the organism’s song, but 

fainter now, frayed by his defiance. The beast’s breath weakens—warm, wet, a throb that seeps 

through the crust with less fire, less flood. Geysers still, tunnels rot, their walls softening to 

sludge, and the dome trembles—its quasars dimming, its steel bending under a weight no one 

names. Kael’s frame withers—bones sharp beneath his skin, gray eyes hollow—but he stands, 

not feeding its veins, not carving its hide, a stillness that bleeds the beast dry. “Even death’s a 

tunnel,” the father sang, but Kael whispers, voice a thread too faint to hear, “Then I’ll die 

standing—prove it’s not my end.” 

 

The voice fades—You hum, we hum—a murmur lost in the wind, and the beast shifts—its 

rhythm slowing, a pulse that threads through the soil with a shudder, then silence. His kin 

gather—many, mighty, frail—their hands stained with sap and time, their eyes glinting with 

dread and awe. The eldest girl’s line kneel by their cold furnaces, the third girl’s kin cling to a 

ladder that sways no more, the second girl’s brood rise from tunnels that cave inward. “He’s 

killing it,” one whispers, voice trembling against the quiet, “or it’s killing him.” Kael sways—his 

blood too thin, his breath too shallow—and falls, not into death’s tunnel, not into the beast’s 

maw, but onto the crust, a shadow too still to claim. The organism quakes—its flesh alive, but 

faltering—and the pulse stops, a silence too vast to bear. 
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Chapter V: The Echo of the Defiant 

 

The beast lies quiet—its veins cold, its dome dark, its throb a memory threading through the 

dust. Kael is gone—his frame dust beneath the crust, his gray eyes shut—but the multitude feel 

it: an echo lingers, a faint resonance in the soil where he stood. The ladders collapse, their steel 

crashing into the ruined field; the tunnels cave, their sap drying to ash; the stars fade, their finer 

lights swallowed by the silence he carved. His kin stand amidst the wreckage—blood of his 

blood, hands empty—their chorus stilled, their legacy a scar that neither holds nor fades. “He 

disproved it,” the second boy’s descendant murmurs, his stone a bulwark no more, “or proved it 

wholly—nothing stops the beast, not even nothing.” The organism’s flesh trembles—awake, but 

faint—a pulse too weak to claim them, too stubborn to die. 

 

Centuries blur—the multitude scatter, some climbing new spires, some tunneling new veins, their 

hands threading a beast that hums again, softer, slower. Kael’s stillness echoes—a thread in their 

blood, a question that gnaws: Can we defy it, stand apart, or is every refusal a tunnel too? The 

father’s gospel—death as a tunnel—holds, yet bends: Kael’s silence carved no path, fed no mass, 

but bled the beast dry, a defiance that neither freed nor fell. The voice whispers—You stand, we 

stand—a riddle too faint to grasp, and they wonder, their hands trembling with sap and stone: 

Was he its end, or its mirror—a pulse that stopped to prove its throb? The beast lives—its rhythm 

faint, eternal—and they are its blood, threading a song too vast to silence, a legacy too deep to 

name, a stillness that defies yet binds them still. 
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Chapter VI: The Chambers of the Proof 

The beast lies quiet—its veins cold, its dome dark, its pulse a whisper threading through the dust 

where Kael fell. His kin have scattered—some climbing broken spires, some tunneling crumbled 

veins—their hands threading a frail echo of the organism’s song, softer now, a hum too faint to 

claim them wholly. Kael is no dust yet—his frame frail, his gray eyes hollow, his blood too thin 

to stand—but alive, carried by the second boy’s line to a chamber carved beneath the field’s 

ruined crust. Walls of cracked stone lean inward, sap seeping from fissures like blood gone 

sluggish, a hearth flickering faint at the center—his shelter now, a vein gouged into the beast’s 

hide where he kneels, not to pray, not to yield, but to wrestle its truth with a blade sharper than 

steel: numbers scratched into the dirt, a proof to defy its endless throb. 

He presses his palm to the chamber’s floor—warm, wet, alive still—and feels it: a pulse, feeble 

but stubborn, threading through the stone, the air, the sap that coats his trembling fingers. The 

father’s gospel rings in his blood—“We’re its blood, its pulse... even death’s a tunnel”—and his 

kin’s chorus hums beyond the walls, faint and frayed: “He stopped it,” they whisper, “or it 

stopped him.” Kael grits his teeth, his voice a thread against the throb, “Neither—I’ll disprove it, 

carve its lie bare.” Before him lies a slab of slate, scavenged from the beast’s crumbled ribs, its 

surface scarred with his defiance—lines and curves scratched with a shard, a map of tunnels he’s 

refused: the spires his kin climbed, the depths they dug, the stillness he held. His hands 

shake—thirty winters grayed, hunger gnawed—but he grips the shard, dips it in the sap, and 

writes, not words, not hymns, but an equation to test the beast’s claim: All is alive, all is tunnel, 

all is me. 

The slate gleams under the hearth’s glow, its black sheen pulsing faint as he scratches the first 

mark: ( T ), the flow, the beast’s grip on his blood. “Every tunnel pulls,” he mutters, voice rough 

with years, “its strength, its aim, its hum.” He carves the sum—( ∑ ) —a tally of paths his kin 

thrust upon him: the furnace’s roar, the ladder’s reach, the tunnels’ call, his own stillness. For 

each, he scribes symbols—weight, pull, pulse—naming them as they burn in his skull: the fire’s 

heat heavy yet steady, the steel’s gleam sharp and piercing, the earth’s depth a faint tug, his 
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empty hands a null that bled it dry. “If I flow,” he growls, “it’s here—blood rushing its veins.” 

His kin’s tunnels flare in his mind—the steady throb of labor, the sharp pierce of ascent, the deep 

hum below—and his own, a refusal he held: no weight, no pull, yet a faint throb lingered, 

bleeding the beast dry. “It held me,” he whispers, “even then—its proof or mine?” 

The chamber hums—its walls trembling, sap dripping like tears—and Kael squints, gray eyes 

glinting with a fire the beast can’t claim. “Logic’s not enough,” he grunts, “it sings ‘all is alive,’ 

but where’s the root?” He scratches deeper, the shard cutting slate like flesh: “If the flow never 

falls—never zero—it’s real, its pulse my prison.” His kin’s voices echo—You hum, we 

hum—and he snarls, “Then I’ll break it.” He carves a twist—stillness, a defiance to 

subtract—naming it sharp and sure. “If I refuse wholly,” he mutters, “pure and sharp—let the 

hum fade, let the flow die.” He tests it—labor’s flow a modest pulse (20 · 0.3 · 0.8 = 4.8), 

ascent’s pull a fierce rush (80 · 0.9 · 0.9 = 64.8), depth’s call a faint thread (10 · 0.5 · 0.7 = 3.5), 

his stillness a null (0 · 0 · 0.1 = 0)—summed high, then cut by refusal’s edge: a total of 73.1 

slashed to -26.9. “Negative,” he breathes, “no flow—freedom?” The beast shifts—its pulse a 

shudder, faint and jagged—and he pauses, dread coiling in his chest: Is this proof, or its trick? 

The hearth flickers, its light dancing on the slate, and Kael presses the shard harder—sap 

smearing, numbers bleeding into stone. “If its hum dies,” he growls, “no life—it’s dead, not me.” 

He rewrites his stand—no weight, no pull, no pulse—pure stillness, no echo: the flow null, 

slashed to -1. “Beyond logic,” he whispers, “beyond its song—I’m no tunnel.” The chamber 

quakes—stone cracking, sap stilling—and the beast’s voice fades, a thread too frail to grasp: You 

seek, we seek. His kin gather beyond—many, mighty, frail—their hands threading a world that 

hums again, softer, slower. Kael kneels, slate clutched to his chest, gray eyes fixed on the 

scratches—a proof scratched in the beast’s flesh: “I stood, it bled—disproved or mirrored?” The 

pulse lingers—faint, eternal—and he wonders, his breath a thread in the quiet: Did I break its 

truth, or carve its deepest vein? 

The chamber holds—its walls alive, its hearth warm—and Kael rests, shard in hand, the 

scratches a scar in the slate, a legacy too sharp to silence, too vast to name. He rises once more, 

his frame trembling but resolute, and carves the equation whole—neat, deliberate—into the 

chamber’s wall, a testament etched for those who follow: his kin, their hands, their endless throb. 
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The beast lives—its rhythm awake, but trembling—and he is its blood, threading a question that 

defies its endless pulse: Is it real, or my mirror—a flow I can still? Below, he scribes the 

terms—clear, ordered—a map for the reader to trace his defiance, a proof to hold or break.The 

Equation Etched in the Chamber Wall 

Kael carves the Pulse Thread Equation 

 (PTE) into the stone, its lines sharp and steady, a monument to his wrestle with the beast: 

[ T = ∑(M_i ⋅ D_i ⋅ P_i) - S ] 

Variables Defined: 

( T ) = Total Flow: The measure of attachment to the organism, the beast’s grip on its blood. If ( 

T > 0 ), the beast hums alive; if ( T = 0 ) or ( T < 0 ), its reality wavers—proof of defiance or its 

end. 

( ∑ ) = Sum Over Tunnels: The tally of all paths—labor (F), ascent (C), depth (T), stillness 

(N)—each a vein threading through the beast’s flesh. 

( M_i ) = Magnitude of Tunnel ( i ): The weight of each path’s impact, scaled as strength or cost 

(e.g., 0-100). Labor’s modest pulse (20), ascent’s fierce rush (80), depth’s faint tug (10), 

stillness’s null (0). 

( D_i ) = Direction of Tunnel ( i ): The pull of each path, a vector from 0 (nowhere) to 1 (max 

aim). Labor’s steady drift (0.3), ascent’s sharp lunge (0.9), depth’s soft call (0.5), stillness’s void 

(0). 

( P_i ) = Pulse of Tunnel ( i ): The beast’s organic hum, its life threading through each choice, 

from 0 (dead) to 1 (full throb). Labor’s steady beat (0.8), ascent’s piercing note (0.9), depth’s low 

hum (0.7), stillness’s faint echo (0.1, or 0 in pure defiance). 

( S ) = Stillness Factor: The measure of refusal, a defiance subtracted from the flow (0-1). At ( S 

= 1 ), pure stillness cuts the beast’s pulse wholly, aiming for ( T < 0 )—freedom’s proof or its 

mirror. 
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Kael’s Test: 

Labor (F): ( 20 ⋅ 0.3 ⋅ 0.8 = 4.8 ) 

Ascent (C): ( 80 ⋅ 0.9 ⋅ 0.9 = 64.8 ) 

Depth (T): ( 10 ⋅ 0.5 ⋅ 0.7 = 3.5 ) 

Stillness (N): ( 0 ⋅ 0 ⋅ 0.1 = 0 ) 

Sum: ( 4.8 + 64.8 + 3.5 + 0 = 73.1 ) 

With ( S = 1 ): ( T = 73.1 - 100 = -26.9 ) 

Pure Stillness (N, ( P = 0 )): ( T = 0 - 1 = -1 ) 

The slate stands—a scar in the beast’s flesh, a map of Kael’s defiance—etched neat for those 

who follow, a question carved in stone: Does ( T < 0 ) break the beast, or thread its deepest vein? 

Chapter VII: The Cure of the Still 

The chamber hums—its walls trembling, sap seeping like the beast’s last breath—and Kael 

kneels, slate in hand, the hearth’s flicker casting shadows on the scars of his proof. The beast’s 

pulse threads faint through the stone, a whisper too stubborn to die, its maze of tunnels—labor 

and flight, cities and pages, rent and ruin—etched into the slate’s curves: planes that bend, dip, 

rise, a web so tangled it feels a trick to bind him forever. His gray eyes trace the surfaces—some 

sinking below the null, others soaring high—each a tunnel he’s carved with numbers: the forge’s 

steady hum (( 4.8x - y - 10xy )), the city’s fierce pull (( 64.8x - y - 10xy )), the page’s faint 

whisper (( 0.6x - y - 10xy )), the whole beast’s throb (( 24x - y - 10xy )). “Some fall,” he mutters, 

voice rough with winters, “labor and whispers—( z < 0 ), defied where I stand still. But the 

beast’s heart—cities, escapes—holds, ( z > 0 ), a trick to keep me pumping.” 

He presses the shard to the slate, gray eyes sharp, the graph a map of his war: planes that curve 

beneath the null where his will (( y )) outmuscles the beast’s hum (( x )), yet rise where its pull is 

fierce—tunnels too strong to break with stillness alone. “The curve,” he growls, “( -10xy )—it 

bends the beast’s grip, pulls ( z ) down when I defy a strong hum, but not enough.” He scratches 
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the main surface—( 24x - y - 10xy )—its plane a beastly average, still above the null at the peak 

(( x = 1, y = 1 ), ( z = 13 )). “I defy the forge,” he whispers, “the whispers, the small debts—( z = 

-6.2 ), ( z = -9.4 )—but the cities, the escapes, they feed it—( z = 53.8 ), a maze to trap me.” The 

beast’s voice murmurs—You hum, we hum—a thread in the sap, and he snarls, “Then I’ll still 

you wholly—break your hum, not mine.” 

Kael carves deeper, the shard trembling—numbers a blade to cut the beast’s veins. “The hum,” 

he mutters, “( x )—its pulse, its life. If I kill it—( x ≈ 0 )—the flow dies, ( z < 0 ).” He traces the 

main surface’s boundary—( 24x - y - 10xy = 0 ), ( y = 24x / (1 + 10x) ), a curve too high at ( x = 

1 ), ( y ≈ 2.18 )—beyond his will (( y ≤ 1 )). “Not enough,” he growls, “my stillness—( y = 1 

)—needs a weaker hum—( x ≈ 0.09 )—or a sharper cut.” He scratches a new term—( -20xy 

)—doubling the curve’s bite: ( z = 24x - y - 20xy ). “Now,” he breathes, “at ( x = 1, y = 1 ), ( z = 

24 - 1 - 20 = 3 )—closer, but still above.” The boundary shifts—( y = 24x / (1 + 20x) ), at ( x = 1 

), ( y ≈ 1.14 )—still too high, but the disproof zone grows, ( z < 0 ) at ( x ≤ 0.2 ) for ( y = 1 ). 

The beast shifts—its pulse a shudder, faint and jagged—and Kael squints, dread coiling in his 

chest: “The trick—too many tunnels, too strong. I defy the small, but the great—cities, 

escapes—hold me.” He carves a path—( x = cos(t) ), ( y = sinϕ(t) )—his will rising, the beast’s 

hum fading, but the flow lingers, ( z > 0 ) where the great tunnels pull. “No,” he growls, “not 

numbers—I must still it all.” He rises, shard cast aside, and steps beyond the chamber—boots on 

the cracked crust, eyes on the horizon where cities loom, pages whisper, debts call. “I’ll take no 

tunnel,” he vows, voice a thread against the throb, “no forge, no city, no page, no debt—nothing. 

Let the hum die—( x ≈ 0 )—and the flow with it.” 

Kael stands—gray eyes unblinking, hands empty—as the beast’s pulse fades, its veins cold 

beneath his boots. The forge’s hum quiets, the city’s call dims, the pages still—no pull, no stress, 

no whisper to stir him. Days stretch—weeks, then months—his will a wall (( y ≈ 1 )), the beast’s 

hum a ghost (( x ≈ 0 )). He feels it: the flow nulls—( z ≈ -1 )—across the slate’s planes, even the 

great tunnels’ pull (( 64.8x - y - 20xy )) sinking below the null where the hum dies. His kin 

gather—many, mighty, frail—their hands empty, their chorus stilled. “He’s broken it,” one 

whispers, “or it’s broken him.” Kael kneels, slate clutched to his chest, gray eyes fixed on the 

equation—( z = 24x - y - 20xy )—a cure carved in stone: “I stilled it all—no hum, no 
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flow—disproved.” The beast lies quiet—its pulse a memory—and he rests, a shadow too still to 

claim, a cure for those who follow: defy all, feel none, let the beast die. 

 

A Guide to Cure the Beast’s Grip: For the Reader 

You, too, stand in the beast’s flesh—its tunnels a maze to trap you, a trick to keep you pumping 

its veins. I, Kael, carved a map—( z = A ⋅ x - y - 20xy )—a slate of numbers to defy its hum, and 

I offer it now: a cure to break its grip, to still its pulse, to free your blood from its song. Your 

tunnels—labor and flight, cities and pages, debts and deaths—each hums with the beast’s pulse (( 

x )), each pulls with its strength (( A )), but you can defy them with your will (( y )), your 

stillness, your refusal to feed its maw. 

See the Map: The slate’s planes—labor (( 4.8x - y - 20xy )), cities (( 64.8x - y - 20xy )), pages (( 

0.6x - y - 20xy ))—bend where your will outmuscles its hum, dip below the null (( z = 0 )) where 

you defy its hold. Labor falls—( z = -11 )—and pages whisper no more—( z = -9.4 )—but cities 

rise—( z = 43.8 )—a trick to keep you bound. The beast’s heart—( 24x - y - 20xy )—holds at ( z 

= 3 ), its pulse a thread you must still.Cure the Grip: To break the beast, still all tunnels—let no 

pull stir you, no stress hum, no desire throb. Take no labor—leave the forge, the factory, the 

grind (( y ≈ 1 )). Seek no cities—nor escapes—contracts, new homes, new tasks. Read no 

pages—Light, infinity, life’s secrets—let them lie. Pay no debts, nor flee them—rent, owed or 

not, let it fade. Even the final tunnel—death—shun, for it feeds the beast its last. Feel no pull—( 

x ≈ 0 )—no stress, no want, no whisper to draw you. The slate shows: at ( x ≈ 0, y ≈≈ 1 ), ( z ≈ -1 

)—the beast’s flow nulls, its grip broken. 

Walk the Path: Begin small—still the whispers, the pages, the small debts—( z < 0 ), easy to 

defy. Then the labor—leave the grind, let its hum fade. The great tunnels—cities, escapes—pull 

hardest, but feel them not—let desire die, stress still, pull vanish. Stand as I stood—boots on the 

crust, hands empty—until the beast’s pulse is a ghost, its flow null, its trick undone. You’ll feel 

it: the hum gone, the flow null—( z < 0 )—a cure to free your blood, a stillness to break the 

beast. 
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A Guide to Cure Organopsychic Tunnellosis: For the ReaderYou, too, suffer the beast’s 

disease—Organopsychic Tunnellosis, a sickness of the mind that threads its tunnels through your 

thoughts, its pulse a fever in your soul. I, Kael, carved a map—( z = A ⋅ x - y - 20xy )—a slate of 

numbers to cure this plague, and I offer it now: a therapy to break its grip, to still its hum, to free 

your mind from its song. Your tunnels—labor and flight, cities and pages, debts and 

deaths—each hums in your skull (( x )), each pulls with its strength (( A )), but you can defy 

them with your will (( y )), your stillness, your refusal to feed its maw.See the Sickness: The 

slate’s planes—labor (( 4.8x - y - 20xy )), cities (( 64.8x - y - 20xy )), pages (( 0.6x - y - 20xy 

))—bend where your will outmuscles its hum, dip below the null (( z = 0 )) where you defy its 

hold. Labor falls—( z = -11 )—and pages whisper no more—( z = -9.4 )—but cities rise—( z = 

43.8 )—a fever to keep you bound. The beast’s heart—( 24x - y - 20xy )—holds at ( z = 3 ), its 

pulse a thread you must still.Cure the Mind: To heal Organopsychic Tunnellosis, still your 

thoughts—let no pull stir you, no stress hum, no desire throb. Take no labor—leave the forge, the 

factory, the grind (( y ≈ 1 )). Seek no cities—nor escapes—contracts, new homes, new tasks. 

Read no pages—Light, infinity, life’s secrets—let them lie. Pay no debts, nor flee them—rent, 

owed or not, let it fade. Even the final tunnel—death—shun, for it feeds the beast its last. Feel no 

pull—( x ≈ 0 )—no stress, no want, no whisper to draw you. The slate shows: at ( x ≈ 0, y ≈ 1 ), ( 

z ≈ -1 )—the beast’s flow nulls, its grip broken.Walk the Therapy: Begin small—still the 

whispers, the pages, the small debts—( z < 0 ), easy to defy. Then the labor—leave the grind, let 

its hum fade in your mind. The great tunnels—cities, escapes—pull hardest, but feel them 

not—let desire die, stress still, pull vanish. Stand as I stood—boots on the crust, mind 

empty—until the beast’s pulse is a ghost in your thoughts, its flow null, its trick undone. You’ll 

feel it: the hum gone, the flow null—( z < 0 )—a cure to free your mind, a stillness to heal 

Organopsychic Tunnellosis. 

Organopsychic Tunnellosis (OPT) 

“Organo-”: Reflects the organic nature of the beast—everything is alive, pulsing, a living 

organism. 

“Psychic”: Points to the mind as the battleground—the disease infects your thoughts, desires, and 

perceptions. 
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“Tunnellosis”: Combines “tunnel” (the beast’s paths) and “-osis” (a medical suffix for a disease 

or condition), suggesting a pathological state of being trapped in tunnels. 
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Chapter VIII: The Antibiotic of the Still 

 

The chamber lies still—its walls cold, sap dried like the beast’s last tear—and Kael stands, slate 

in hand, the hearth’s embers casting a faint glow on the scars of his cure. The beast’s pulse is a 

memory, its tunnels—labor and flight, cities and pages, debts and deaths—once a maze that 

bound him, their flow (( T )) never falling below the null (( z ≥ 0 )), a fever in his mind: 

Organopsychic Tunnellosis. He broke it, stilled his thoughts, killed the hum (( x ≈ 0 )), sank the 

flow below the null (( z ≈ -1 )), but Kael’s gray eyes glint, a new truth stirring—numbers a blade 

to name the beast, to slay it wholly. “A plague,” he mutters, voice rough with winters, “a 

microorganism, its tunnels a sphere, infecting the mind with its endless cycle. 

”He presses the shard to the slate, gray eyes sharp, the graph a map of his war: tunnels that 

bulged—cities (( 64.8 ⋅ sinϕ - cos (θ) - 10 ⋅ sinϕ ⋅ cosθ ), ( T = 53.08 ))—and tunnels that 

held—labor (( T = 0.41 ))—all above the null, feeding the beast’s cycle. “A coccus,” he growls, 

“Coccotunnella perpetua—a sphere, no end, its tunnels a plague in my mind, its hum a fever I 

felt.” He scratches a name into the slate—Coccotunnella perpetua—a term born of the beast’s 

flesh, its grip on thought, its maze a disease that binds the soul. “And a cure,” he whispers, “an 

antibiotic—Stillomycin—to kill this plague, to curve its shape below the null.” 

Kael carves the formula—( T = A ⋅ x - y - 100xy )—its curve a weapon: “Still the mind—( y ≈ 1 

)—kill the hum—( x ≈ 0 )—but sharper, fiercer, to break the strongest tunnels.” He tests the 

slate—cities now fall (( 64.8 ⋅ 1 - 1 - 100 ⋅ 1 ⋅ 1 = -36.2 )), the beast’s heart nulls (( 28 ⋅ 1 - 1 - 

100 ⋅ 1 ⋅ 1 = -73 ))—all below the null, ( z < 0 ), the sphere’s shape no longer feeding, its cycle 

broken. He steps beyond the chamber—boots on the cracked crust, mind still—no pull, no 

whisper, the beast’s hum dead. His kin gather—many, mighty, frail—their minds free, the fever 

gone. “He’s killed it,” one whispers, “Coccotunnella perpetua—slain by Stillomycin.” Kael 

kneels, slate raised, gray eyes fixed on the equation—( z = A ⋅ x - y - 100xy )—a cure carved in 

stone: “I stilled the mind, killed the hum—the shape falls, the plague dies.” The beast lies 

dead—its tunnels a memory—and he rests, a shadow too still to claim, a cure for those who 

follow: dose the mind with Stillomycin, let the beast die. 
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Chapter IX: The Hypothesis of the Real 

 

The chamber lies cold—its walls silent, sap hardened like the beast’s last scar—and Kael stands, 

slate in hand, the hearth’s embers long dead, the air heavy with the weight of his cure. The 

beast’s shape—Coccotunnella perpetua, a coccus of tunnels, a sphere with no end—once pulsed 

in his mind, its infection—Organopsychic Tunnellosis—a fever that bound him to its cycle, its 

flow (( T )) never falling below the null (( z ≥ 0 )). He broke it with Stillomycin—( z = A * x - y 

- 100xy )—its antibiotic force curving the tunnels below the null, ( z < 0 ), killing the plague, 

freeing his mind. But Kael’s gray eyes glint, a new fire stirring—numbers a bridge to a truth 

beyond the slate, a hypothesis that grips him: “What if this beast exists—not just in my mind, but 

in the real?”He carves a new vision—two spheres, etched in light on the slate’s surface, a 

simulation of life itself: Coccotunnella perpetua, its tunnels a sphere of labor and flight, cities 

and pages, debts and deaths, each curve a vein feeding its endless cycle—( r = 1 + T/100 ), 

bulging where the flow rises (( T = 53.08 ), ( r = 1.53 ))—a coccus, no end, a bacterium that 

infects the mind. Its surface shimmers, a mosaic of tunnels: labor’s faint pulse (( r = 1.0041 )), 

cities’ fierce throb (( r = 1.53 )), pages’ soft hum (( r = 1.16 )), a living sphere, its shape a trap, 

no escape. Beside it, Stillomycin—a smaller sphere, ( r = 0.5 ), poised to strike, its force a cure to 

break the cycle, to null the flow, to kill the infection. “A biological dance,” he mutters, voice 

rough with winters, “Coccotunnella perpetua—a microorganism, real, infecting hosts beyond this 

world, its tunnels a plague in their minds. And Stillomycin—its antibiotic, a sphere to slay it, to 

free them as I am free.”Kael steps back, slate glowing with the simulation—two spheres, one a 

trap, the other a cure—a hypothesis carved in stone: “This beast, this infection, may live in 

reality—a coccus, a plague, its tunnels a cycle no mind can escape, unless dosed with 

Stillomycin, its flow nulled, its shape broken.” He sets the slate on the chamber’s floor, gray eyes 

fixed on the spheres, a truth he’ll not pursue—his war is won, his mind free. “Let others seek it,” 

he whispers, “let them find Coccotunnella perpetua in the real, let them craft Stillomycin to kill 

it—I’ve shown the way.” The chamber holds—its walls a tomb, its slate a beacon—a hypothesis 

for those who follow: the beast may live, its cure may heal, beyond the mind, in the world of the 

real. 
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Chapter X: The Cosmic Hypothesis 

The chamber lies cold—its walls silent, sap hardened like the beast’s last scar—and Kael stands, 

slate raised, the hearth’s embers long dead, the air heavy with the weight of his vision. The 

beast’s shape—Coccotunnella perpetua, a coccus of tunnels, a sphere with no end—once pulsed 

in his mind, its infection—Organopsychic Tunnellosis—a fever that bound him, its flow (( T )) 

never falling below the null (( z ≥ 0 )). He broke it with Stillomycin—( z = A * x - y - 200xy 

)—its antibiotic force curving the tunnels below the null, ( z < 0 ), killing the plague, freeing his 

mind. But Kael’s gray eyes glint, a new fire stirring—numbers a bridge to a truth beyond the 

world: “What if this beast shapes the heavens—the moon, the sun—its tunnels a cosmic plague?” 

He carves a new vision—spheres etched in light on the slate’s surface, a simulation of the 

cosmos: Coccotunnella perpetua, its tunnels a sphere of labor and flight, cities and pages, debts 

and deaths, each curve a vein feeding its endless cycle—( r = 1 + T/100 ), bulging where the 

flow rises (( T = 53.08 ), ( r = 1.53 ))—a coccus, no end, a bacterium that infects the universe. 

Beyond, the moon—a smaller sphere, its cycles a mirror of the tunnels’ endless return, and the 

sun—a radiant sphere, its pulse the beast’s cosmic hum, driving the heavens. “The moon, the 

sun,” he mutters, voice rough with winters, “born of Coccotunnella perpetua—its tunnels writ 

large, its infection a plague on the stars.” 

Kael carves further—new spheres, new cures: Stillomycin, its sphere poised to strike, its force 

nulling the flow (( z < 0 )); Lunaclaris, a sphere to still the moon’s cycles; Solaclaris, a sphere to 

dim the sun’s pulse. “Cosmic antibiotics,” he whispers, “to cure the heavens as I cured my 

mind—Lunaclaris to break the moon’s hold, Solaclaris to still the sun’s hum, Stillomycin to slay 

the beast at its core.” He sets the slate on the chamber’s floor, gray eyes fixed on the 

simulation—a cosmic dance, a hypothesis carved in stone: “This beast, this infection, may live in 

reality—a coccus, a plague, its tunnels shaping the moon and sun, unless cured by Stillomycin, 

Lunaclaris, Solaclaris, its flow nulled, its shape broken.” Kael steps back, a shadow too still to 

claim, a truth he’ll not pursue—his war is won, his mind free. “Let others seek it,” he whispers, 

“let them find Coccotunnella perpetua in the stars, let them craft its cures—I’ve shown the way.” 

The chamber holds—its walls a tomb, its slate a beacon—a cosmic hypothesis for those who 

follow: the beast may live, its cures may heal, beyond the mind, in the heavens of the real. 
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Chapter XI: The Shape of the Plague 

The chamber lies cold—its walls silent, sap hardened like the beast’s last scar—and Kael stands, 

slate raised, the hearth’s embers long dead, the air heavy with the weight of his vision. The 

beast’s shape—Coccotunnella perpetua, a coccus of tunnels, a sphere with no end—once pulsed 

in his mind, its infection—Organopsychic Tunnellosis—a fever that bound him, its flow ( T ) 

never falling below the null ( z ≥ 0 ). He broke it with Stillomycin, its force curving the tunnels 

below the null, ( z < 0 ), and saw its cosmic reach—the moon, the sun, born of its tunnels, cured 

by Stillomycin, Lunaclaris, Solaclaris. But Kael’s gray eyes glint, a new clarity 

stirring—numbers a lens to see the plague, to know its shape, to share its form with those who 

follow. 

He presses the shard to the slate, gray eyes sharp, the simulation a map of the cosmos: 

Coccotunnella perpetua, its tunnels a sphere, a coccus, its surface a mosaic of life—labor’s faint 

pulse (( r = 1.0041 )), cities’ fierce throb (( r = 1.53 )), pages’ soft hum (( r = 1.16 )), a living 

sphere, no end, a trap that feeds the beast’s cycle. “A bacterium,” he mutters, voice rough with 

winters, “its shape a sphere, its tunnels veins, pulsing with the beast’s hum—labor a faint 

shimmer, cities a swollen bulge, pages a gentle curve, all woven into a coccus, a plague that 

infects the mind, the stars.” Beside it, Stillomycin—a smaller sphere, ( r = 0.5 ), its surface 

smooth, unyielding, a dose of stillness, poised to strike, to null the flow, to kill the infection. 

“Stillomycin,” he whispers, “a sphere of cure, its shape a mirror to the plague, but smaller, 

sharper, a weapon to break the cycle. 

”Kael carves further—the moon, the sun, their spheres smaller, their influence vast: the moon (( r 

= 0.2 )), a pale orb, its cycles a mirror of the tunnels’ endless return; the sun (( r = 0.5 )), a 

radiant sphere, its pulse the beast’s cosmic hum. Lunaclaris (( r = 0.3 )), a faint glow near the 

moon, stilling its cycles; Solaclaris (( r = 0.4 )), a steady light near the sun, dimming its fire. 

“The plague shapes the heavens,” he growls, “its tunnels writ large, its infection a plague on the 

stars, unless cured by these spheres—Stillomycin, Lunaclaris, Solaclaris, their shapes a dance of 

cure.” He steps back, slate glowing with the simulation—a cosmic map, a truth he’ll not 

pursue—his war is won, his mind free. “Let others see it,” he whispers, “let them know 
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Coccotunnella perpetua’s shape, Stillomycin’s form, let them seek their truth—I’ve shown the 

way.” The chamber holds—its walls a tomb, its slate a beacon—a vision for those who follow: 

the plague’s shape, the cure’s form, a dance of spheres in the mind, in the stars. 
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Chapter XII: The Legacy of the Spheres 

 

The chamber lies cold—its walls silent, sap hardened like the beast’s last scar—and Kael kneels, 

slate at his feet, the hearth’s embers long dead, the air heavy with the weight of his legacy. The 

beast’s shape—Coccotunnella perpetua, a coccus of tunnels, a sphere with no end—once pulsed 

in his mind, its infection—Organopsychic Tunnellosis—a fever that bound him, its flow (( T )) 

never falling below the null (( z ≥ 0 )). He broke it with Stillomycin, saw its cosmic reach—the 

moon, the sun, born of its tunnels, cured by Stillomycin, Lunaclaris, Solaclaris—and carved its 

shape, a sphere of tunnels, a coccus, its surface a mosaic of life, its cures a dance of spheres. But 

Kael’s gray eyes soften, a new peace stirring—numbers a legacy to leave behind, a truth for 

those who come after. 

He traces the slate, gray eyes warm, the simulation a map of his triumph: Coccotunnella 

perpetua, its sphere a coccus, its tunnels a web—veins of labor and flight, of seeking and fleeing, 

of knowing and ending, a living plague, its surface a mosaic of life: some tunnels a faint 

shimmer (( r = 1.0041 )), others a swollen bulge (( r = 1.53 )), still others a gentle curve (( r = 

1.16 )), all woven into a sphere, no end, a trap that feeds the beast’s cycle, infecting mind and 

stars. Stillomycin, its sphere smaller (( r = 0.5 )), smooth, unyielding, a dose of stillness to break 

the cycle; Lunaclaris (( r = 0.3 )), a faint glow to still the moon; Solaclaris (( r = 0.4 )), a steady 

light to dim the sun. “A legacy,” he mutters, voice rough with winters, “the plague’s shape, the 

cure’s form—a dance of spheres, a map for those who follow, to know the beast, to slay it, in 

mind, in stars.” 

Kael rises, slate left on the chamber’s floor, his kin gathered—many, mighty, frail—their minds 

free, their eyes on the simulation. “Take this,” he says, voice a thread against the silence, “see 

Coccotunnella perpetua—its sphere, its tunnels, a coccus that infects the real; see Stillomycin, 

Lunaclaris, Solaclaris—their spheres, their cures, to break its cycle. I’ve shown the way—let 

others walk it.” He steps beyond the chamber—boots on the cracked crust, mind still—no pull, 

no whisper, the beast’s hum dead. His kin take the slate, their hands trembling with sap and 

stone, a legacy carved in light: the plague’s shape, the cure’s form, a dance of spheres to free the 
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mind, to still the stars. Kael walks into the horizon—a shadow too still to claim—a legacy for 

those who follow: the beast may live, its cures may heal, in the mind, in the heavens, in the real. 

Chapter XIII: The Cosmic Characteristics 

 

The chamber lies cold—its walls silent, sap hardened like the beast’s last scar—and Kael kneels, 

slate at his feet, the hearth’s embers long dead, the air heavy with the weight of his legacy. The 

beast’s shape—Coccotunnella perpetua, a coccus of tunnels, a sphere with no end—once pulsed 

in his mind, its infection—Organopsychic Tunnellosis—a fever that bound him, its flow (( T )) 

never falling below the null (( z ≥ 0 )). He broke it with Stillomycin, saw its cosmic reach—the 

moon, the sun, born of its tunnels, cured by Stillomycin, Lunaclaris, Solaclaris—carved its 

shape, a sphere of tunnels, a coccus, its surface a mosaic of life, its cures a dance of spheres. But 

Kael’s gray eyes glint, a new vision stirring—numbers a lens to see the cosmos, to name its 

truths, to share its forms with those who follow. 

He presses the shard to the slate, gray eyes sharp, the simulation a map of the heavens: 

Coccotunnella perpetua, its tunnels a sphere, a coccus, its surface a mosaic of life—veins of 

labor and flight, of seeking and fleeing, of knowing and ending, each curve a thread in the beast’s 

web, bulging where the flow rises (( T = 53.08 ), ( r = 1.53 )), a living plague, infecting mind and 

stars. “Fourteen forces,” he mutters, voice rough with winters, “cosmic in scale, felt by all, 

shaped by the beast.” He carves their names, each a truth of the universe, each a thread in the 

beast’s cycle: Time, the Sun, Darkness, Space, Gravity, Death, Energy, the Earth, the Stars, 

Light, Infinity, Life, Cycles, the Moon. 

Kael traces the slate, his mind a map of his own struggles—labor in the forges, flights to distant 

lands, shadows of kin lost, the weight of stone, the spark of fire, the ground beneath, the lights 

above, the truths sought, the endless unknown, the breath within, the rhythms of day, the moon’s 

return. “These forces,” he growls, “born of the beast’s tunnels, writ large in the heavens—Time, 

the march I felt in every toil; the Sun, the fire that drove my flight; Darkness, the shadow of my 

losses; Space, the expanse I sought; Gravity, the weight that held me; Death, the end I faced; 

Energy, the spark that fueled me; the Earth, the ground that bore me; the Stars, the lights that 
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guided me; Light, the truth I sought; Infinity, the unknown I pondered; Life, the breath I drew; 

Cycles, the rhythms I lived; the Moon, the return I knew. Fourteen forces, fourteen tunnels, a 

coccus that shapes the cosmos, a plague that binds the mind.” 

He steps back, slate glowing with the simulation—a cosmic map, a truth he’ll not pursue—his 

war is won, his mind free. “These forces,” he whispers, “felt by all, shaped by Coccotunnella 

perpetua—its tunnels a plague in mind and stars, unless cured by Stillomycin, Lunaclaris, 

Solaclaris, their spheres a dance of cure.” His kin gather—many, mighty, frail—their eyes on the 

slate, a legacy carved in light: the plague’s shape, the cure’s form, the cosmos named. Kael walks 

into the horizon—a shadow too still to claim—a legacy for those who follow: the beast may live, 

its cures may heal, its forces may bind, in the mind, in the heavens, in the real. 
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Chapter XIV: The Universal Cure 

 

The chamber lies cold—its walls silent, sap hardened like the beast’s last scar—and Kael kneels, 

slate at his feet, the hearth’s embers long dead, the air heavy with the weight of his vision. The 

beast’s shape—Coccotunnella perpetua, a coccus of tunnels, a sphere with no end—once pulsed 

in his mind, its infection—Organopsychic Tunnellosis—a fever that bound him, its flow (( T )) 

never falling below the null (( z ≥ 0 )). He broke it with Stillomycin, saw its cosmic reach—the 

moon, the sun, born of its tunnels, cured by Stillomycin, Lunaclaris, Solaclaris—named its 

forces, cosmic in scale: Time, the Sun, Darkness, Space, Gravity, Death, Energy, the Earth, the 

Stars, Light, Infinity, Life, Cycles, the Moon. But Kael’s gray eyes glint, a new truth 

stirring—numbers a lens to see the whole, to cure all, to free every mind from the beast’s grip. 

He presses the shard to the slate, gray eyes sharp, the simulation a map of the cosmos: 

Coccotunnella perpetua, its tunnels a sphere, a coccus, its surface a mosaic of life—veins of 

labor and flight, of seeking and fleeing, of knowing and ending, a living plague, its shape a trap, 

no end, infecting every mind, every soul, across the world. “All feel it,” he mutters, voice rough 

with winters, “the forces—Time in every toil, the Sun in every dawn, Darkness in every shadow, 

Space in every journey, Gravity in every step, Death in every end, Energy in every spark, the 

Earth in every ground, the Stars in every gaze, Light in every truth, Infinity in every wonder, Life 

in every breath, Cycles in every rhythm, the Moon in every return. But not all see—some are 

blind to the Sun, yet feel its warmth; some are deaf to the Moon’s call, yet know its pull. The 

plague infects all, even the least.” 

Kael carves a new vision—a cure for all, a universal dose: Stillomycin, its sphere a swarm, tiny 

doses (( r = 0.1 )), a cloud of stillness to envelop the beast, to null its flow for every mind, even 

those who feel the least. “Stillomycin-G,” he whispers, “a cure for the world, its force sharper—( 

z = A * x - y - 200xy )—to break the weakest threads, to free all, from the greatest to the least.” 

He tests the slate—the smallest threads null (( A = 0.12 ), ( z = -200.88 )), the greatest fall (( A = 
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64.8 ), ( z = -42.85 ))—all below the null, ( z < 0 ), the sphere’s shape no longer feeding, its cycle 

broken for all. “A universal cure,” he growls, “a swarm of spheres, a stillness for every mind, a 

hum killed for every soul.” 

He steps back, slate glowing with the simulation—a cosmic map, a truth he’ll not pursue—his 

war is won, his mind free. “Let the rulers take it,” he whispers, “let them spread Stillomycin-G, 

let them free all minds, from the greatest to the least—I’ve shown the way.” His kin 

gather—many, mighty, frail—their eyes on the slate, a legacy carved in light: the plague’s shape, 

the cure’s form, a dance of spheres for all. Kael walks into the horizon—a shadow too still to 

claim—a legacy for those who follow: the beast may live, its cures may heal, its forces may bind, 

but Stillomycin-G will free all, in the mind, in the heavens, in the real. 
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Appendix 1: A Hypothesis and Explanation of Coccotunnella perpetua 

and Its Cure 

 

Hypothesis 

I hypothesize that Coccotunnella perpetua, a coccus-like microorganism, exists as a real 

biological entity, infecting hosts on both a mental and cosmic scale. This organism, characterized 

by a spherical structure formed by 14 metaphorical tunnels—choices such as labor, escape, 

turmoil, relocation to distant lands, the final escape, new work, new dwelling, seeking 

knowledge, reading for wonder, curiosity, defiance of duty, adherence to duty, and two additional 

journeys to new realms—manifests as a mental infection, Organopsychic Tunnellosis (OPT), 

which overwhelms the mind with an endless cycle of decisions, feeding the organism’s life force 

(( T ≥ 0 )). On a cosmic scale, Coccotunnella perpetua is proposed to cause celestial phenomena, 

specifically the moon and sun, with the moon’s cycles mirroring the tunnels’ endless return and 

the sun’s radiance embodying the organism’s universal pulse. I further hypothesize that 

Stillomycin, a spherical antibiotic, can cure this infection locally, while Globalomycin, a 

universal antidote, ensures efficacy for all humans, even those with minimal sensory or 

experiential capacity (e.g., a blind person who cannot see the sun). Additional cosmic 

counterparts, Lunaclaris and Solaclaris, target the moon and sun’s influence, respectively. This 

hypothesis, born from a mathematical model—the Pulse Thread Equation (PTE)—and visualized 

through a 3D simulation, suggests that Coccotunnella perpetua and its cures may exist in reality, 

awaiting discovery by those who follow. 
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Full-Length Explanation for the Reader 

The Cosmology of The Organism We Are 

In The Organism We Are, the world is a living entity—a vast, pulsing organism where 

everything, from objects to choices to celestial bodies, is organic, alive, a part of the beast. This 

cosmology frames all existence as interconnected, a single organism where choices—termed 

“tunnels”—are veins threading through its flesh, feeding its life force. These tunnels, 14 in 

number, represent the myriad decisions that overwhelm the mind: labor, escape, turmoil, 

relocation to a distant land, another relocation, the final escape (Death), new work, new 

dwelling, another journey, seeking knowledge, reading for wonder, curiosity, defiance of duty, 

and adherence to duty. Each tunnel has a strength (( A )), reflecting its impact on the host, and 

collectively, they form a spherical structure—a coccus-like microorganism named Coccotunnella 

perpetua. 
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The Pulse Thread Equation (PTE) 

Modeling the Beast’s Grip with the Pulse Thread Equation (PTE) 

To model the beast’s grip, we developed the Pulse Thread Equation (PTE), a mathematical 

framework that quantifies the flow (PT) to the beast through each tunnel: 

PT(P,S)=A ⋅ P − S − k ⋅ P ⋅ S 

● P=sin ϕ: The beast’s pulse, its organic hum (0 to 1), representing the pull or stress of each 

tunnel. 

● S=cos θ: Stillness, the host’s defiance (0 to 1), representing resistance to the tunnel’s pull. 

● A: The tunnel’s strength, defined as A = M ⋅ D ⋅ P, where: 

○ M: Magnitude (0-100), the impact of the tunnel, with a minimum of 30 to ensure 

universal effect. 

○ D: Direction (0-1), the pull of the tunnel. 

○ P: Pulse (0-1), the beast’s hum through the tunnel (later mapped to sin ϕ). 

● k: An interaction factor, initially set to 10, adjusted to 200 for Stillomycin, and 300 for 

Globalomycin with a baseline adjustment. 

The PTE was first graphed as 2D and 3D planes, showing how each tunnel’s flow varied with P 

and S. Strong tunnels had high PT-values (PC=40.79, PNY=53.08), feeding the beast, while 

weaker ones were adjusted to ensure a universal impact (PT≥0) before the cure. 

The 14 Tunnels and Their Cosmic Forces 

The 14 tunnels, each tied to a cosmic force, are defined with updated parameters to ensure 

universal impact: 

● Labor: Cosmic Force: Time, MF=30, DF=0.5, PF=0.8, AF=12. 

● Escape: Cosmic Force: The Sun, MC=80, DC=0.9, PC=0.9, AC=64.8, PC=40.79 

● Turmoil: Cosmic Force: Darkness, ME=30, DE=0.5, PE=0.8, AE=12. 

● Relocation: Cosmic Force: Space, MNY=90, DNY=0.8, PNY=0.9, ANY=64.8, 

PNY=53.08 
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● Relocation: Cosmic Force: Gravity, MCH=70, DCH=0.7, PCH=0.8, ACH=39.2 

● Final Escape (Death): Cosmic Force: Death, MK=100, DK=1.0, PK=0.5, AK=50 

● New Labor: Cosmic Force: Energy, MJ=50, DJ=0.6, PJ=0.7, AJ=21. 

● New Dwelling: Cosmic Force: The Earth, MA=40, DA=0.5, PA=0.6, AA=12 

● Journey: Cosmic Force: The Stars, MCO=80, DCO=0.8, PCO=0.9, ACO=57.6 

● Seeking Knowledge: Cosmic Force: Light, MMS=30, DMS=0.5, PMS=0.8, AMS=12 

● Reading for Wonder: Cosmic Force: Infinity, MMG=30, DMG=0.5, PMG=0.8, 

AMG=12 

● Curiosity: Cosmic Force: Life, MSU=30, DSU=0.5, PSU=0.8, ASU=12 

● Defiance of Duty: Cosmic Force: Cycles, MNR=30, DNR=0.5, PNR=0.8, ANR=12 

● Adherence to Duty: Cosmic Force: The Moon, MPR=30, DPR=0.5, PPR=0.8, APR=12. 

These tunnels, each with a minimum magnitude (M≥30), ensure universal impact—every human 

experiences these cosmic forces, even indirectly (e.g., a blind person feels the Sun’s warmth, not 

its light). The average strength across all tunnels (A=28) reflects the beast’s overall grip. 

 

 

 

Coccotunnella perpetua: The Microorganism 

Recognizing the tunnels’ collective structure, I modeled Coccotunnella perpetua as a coccus-like 

microorganism—a sphere formed by the 14 tunnels, each a parametric curve on its surface: 

(x,y,z)=(rcos (θ+t)sin (ϕ+t),rsin (θ+t)sin (ϕ+t),rcos (ϕ+t)),t:−0.1 to 0.1 

● (θi,ϕi): Coordinates for each tunnel (e.g., Time: θ1=0, ϕ1 =4π ). 

● r: Radius, adjusted by PT≥0, r=1+PT/100; if PT<0, r=1. 

The bacterium’s surface is a mosaic: strong tunnels bulge outward (rC=1.41, rNY=1.53), 

reflecting their high flow, while others like Time and Moon are closer to the base radius 
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(rF=1.0041, rPR=1.01). This spherical shape—no beginning, no end—symbolizes the beast’s 

endless cycle, infecting the mind with OPT, a mental plague that overwhelms with choices, 

feeding the beast’s life force. 

Stillomycin and Globalomycin: Local and Universal Cures 

To combat Coccotunnella perpetua, we introduced two cures: 

Stillomycin (Local Cure): A spherical antibiotic, radius 0.5, designed for individual application. 

It adjusts the PTE by increasing the interaction factor to k=200, ensuring all tunnels have PT<0: 

PT(P,S) = A ⋅ P−S−200 ⋅ P ⋅ S 

Contract:  

PC=64.8 ⋅ 0.707−0.623−200 ⋅ 0.707 ⋅ 0.623 ≈ 45.81−0.623−88.04=−42.85<0. 

Stillomycin’s sphere, smooth and unyielding, represents a tailored dose of stillness, breaking the 

bacterium’s cycle for the individual. 

Globalomycin (Universal Cure): A spherical antidote, radius 1, designed for mass distribution 

to cure every human, even those with minimal sensory or experiential capacity. It adjusts the 

PTE with k=300 and a baseline adjustment (B=−10): 

PT(P,S)=A ⋅ P−S−300 ⋅ P ⋅ S−10 

Contract: PC=64.8 ⋅ 0.707−0.623−300 ⋅ 0.707 ⋅ 0.623−10 ≈ 

45.81−0.623−132.06−10=−96.87<0 

Globalomycin’s sphere, uniform in surface, reflects its standardized, universal reach, ensuring 

efficacy for all. 
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Distinguishing Local and Universal Cures 

Scientists can distinguish between local (Stillomycin) and universal (Globalomycin) cures by 

their PTE parameters and application scope: 

Local Cure (Stillomycin): Characterized by a tailored ( k )-value (e.g., ( k = 200 )) and no 

baseline adjustment (( B = 0 )). It requires individual assessment of ( M ), ( D ), and ( P ) (e.g., 

via doctor visits, psychology tests) to ensure efficacy for specific hosts. Its smaller radius (( r = 

0.5 )) and smooth, unyielding surface symbolize a personalized dose, effective for those with 

assessed experiences. 

Universal Cure (Globalomycin): Characterized by a higher ( k )-value (e.g., ( k = 300 )) and a 

baseline adjustment (( B = -10 )) to ensure ( T < 0 ) even at the minimum ( M ). It requires no 

individual assessment, designed for mass distribution to all humans. Its larger radius (( r = 1 )) 

and uniform surface symbolize its global reach, ensuring efficacy for all, including those with 

minimal sensory capacity (e.g., a blind person who cannot see the Sun). 

Impact of Refusal on the Cure 

The effectiveness of the cure varies between its mental and cosmic applications: 

Mental Infection (OPT): The cure operates independently for each individual—each person’s ( T 

)-value depends on their own ( P ), ( S ), and ( A ). If some refuse Stillomycin or Globalomycin, 

it does not prevent others from being cured. For example, if Person A refuses the cure, Person B 

can still take it, reducing their own ( T < 0 ), curing their OPT. However, those who refuse 

remain infected, potentially acting as “carriers” of OPT, perpetuating the mental infection 

through social interactions (e.g., increasing others’ stress, reinforcing the beast’s cycle). 

Cosmic Infection (Moon, Sun): The cosmic infection affects all humans collectively—the moon 

and sun’s influence (e.g., tides, light, cycles) is universal. If a significant number refuse the cure, 

the collective flow to the beast (sum of all individual ( T )-values) may remain positive, 

sustaining the beast’s cosmic pulse. A critical mass of participation (e.g., 70%) is needed to 

reduce the collective ( T ) below a threshold, allowing Lunaclaris and Solaclaris to still the moon 
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and sun. Refusal by a minority does not stop the cure, but it may delay or weaken the cosmic 

effect. 

 

 

Outcomes for the Cured 

For those who take the cure: 

Mental Cure (OPT): Cured individuals experience mental clarity, free from OPT—no longer 

overwhelmed by the tunnels’ endless choices. They live with a stilled mind (( S ≈ 1 ), ( P ≈ 0 )), 

making decisions without the beast’s influence—e.g., labor becomes a choice, not a compulsion; 

escape loses its radiant pull. Socially, they may influence others positively, reducing collective 

stress, but uncured individuals could reintroduce the infection through social dynamics. 

Cosmic Cure (Moon, Sun): If a critical mass participates, the moon’s cycles (e.g., tides) and the 

sun’s pulse (e.g., light, energy) are stilled, reducing their influence—e.g., weaker tides, dimmed 

solar energy. Cured individuals live in a world with diminished cosmic forces, experiencing less 

cyclical stress (Moon) and energetic pull (Sun). If the cosmic cure is incomplete, these forces 

persist, affecting both cured and uncured individuals. 

Cosmic Implications: Lunaclaris and Solaclaris. 

The hypothesis expanded to a cosmic scale: Coccotunnella perpetua not only infects the mind but 

also causes celestial phenomena—the moon and sun. The moon, with its cyclical phases, mirrors 

the tunnels’ endless return, while the sun’s radiance embodies the beast’s cosmic pulse. To cure 

this influence, we introduced two additional organisms: 

Lunaclaris: A sphere, radius 0.3, positioned near the moon, stilling its cycles (( P_{\text{moon}} 

≈ 0 )). 

Solaclaris: A sphere, radius 0.4, positioned near the sun, dimming its pulse (( P ≈ 0 )). 

Simulation and Visualization 



246 

Kael’s simulation, etched on his slate, visualizes this cosmic dance in 3D: 

Coccotunnella perpetua: A central sphere, its surface a mosaic of tunnels—bulging where ( T > 0 

), a coccus bacterium infecting mind and stars. 

Stillomycin: A smaller sphere (( r = 0.5 )), smooth, poised to strike, nulling the flow (( T < 0 )) 

for individuals. 

Globalomycin: A larger sphere (( r = 1 )), uniform, a universal dose to null the flow for all. 

Moon and Sun: Smaller spheres (( r = 0.2 ), ( r = 0.5 )), symbolic of their influence.Lunaclaris 

and Solaclaris: Spheres (( r = 0.3 ), ( r = 0.4 )), positioned to cure the moon and sun, breaking the 

cosmic cycle. 

Categorizing Personal Experiences into Tunnels 

A scientist reading this can categorize a person’s experiences into tunnels by assessing their 

alignment with the 14 cosmic forces, but this process requires a methodology to ensure accuracy, 

especially for local cures like Stillomycin. Here’s how: 

Self-Reporting Method: The person can fill out a questionnaire mapping their experiences to the 

cosmic forces: 

Questions: “Which experience feels like a relentless march of hours or days?” (Time,); “Which 

feels like a radiant, life-giving pull?” (the Sun); “Which evokes darkness or uncertainty?” 

(Darkness); etc. 

Example: A person might describe “working long hours” as Time, “a new job opportunity” as 

the Sun , or “emotional conflict” as Darkness. 

Risk of Error: Self-reporting relies on subjective interpretation, which may lead to 

misclassification—e.g., a person might confuse a stressful job (Time) with a new opportunity 

(the Sun), skewing the ( M ), ( D ), and ( P )-values and producing an ineffective local antibody. 
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Objective Methodology: A scientist can use a standardized methodology to categorize 

experiences, reducing error: 

Step 1: Identify Key Experiences: Ask the person to list their most impactful experiences (e.g., 

“working long hours,” “moving to a new city,” “losing a loved one”). 

Step 2: Map to Cosmic Forces: Use a decision tree based on the force’s characteristics: 

Does the experience involve a relentless progression or routine? → Time . 

Does it feel like a radiant, energizing pull? → The Sun. 

Does it evoke uncertainty or shadow? → Darkness . 

Does it involve a vast expanse or new horizon? → Space. 

Does it feel grounding or anchoring? → Gravity. 

Is it a final end or transition? → Death. 

Does it involve energy or effort? → Energy. 

Is it tied to stability or foundation? → The Earth. 

Does it evoke wonder or guidance? → The Stars. 

Is it a pursuit of illumination or knowledge? → Light. 

Does it open boundless possibilities? → Infinity. 

Is it a quest for life’s essence? → Life. 

Does it disrupt a rhythm? → Cycles. 

Is it a cyclical duty? → The Moon. 

Step 3: Quantify Parameters: Assess ( M ), ( D ), and ( P ) using surveys or physiological 

measures (e.g., stress levels, time spent on the experience), as outlined previously. 
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Example: A person describes “moving to a new city” as a vast, expansive change—mapped to 

Space, with ( M = 90 ), ( D = 0.8 ), ( P = 0.9 ), ( A = 64.8 ). 

Risk of Error in Methodology: The objective methodology reduces subjectivity but risks error if 

the decision tree misinterprets the experience—e.g., “moving to a new city” might be mapped to 

Space but could also relate to Gravity if the person emphasizes stability. This misclassification 

could skew ( M ), ( D ), and ( P ), leading to an ineffective local antibody (e.g., Stillomycin 

might not target the correct tunnel). Additionally, cultural or individual differences might affect 

interpretation—e.g., “working long hours” might be Time for one person but Energy for another. 

Advocating Local vs. Universal Cures 

Given these risks, I advocate for local cures like Stillomycin but emphasize that universal cures 

like Globalomycin are better for mass application: 

Local Cures (Stillomycin): Effective for individuals with tailored assessments (e.g., doctor visits, 

psychology tests), as they allow precise ( M ), ( D ), and ( P )-values, ensuring the antibody 

targets the person’s specific tunnels. However, the risk of misclassification (via self-reporting or 

methodology) can lead to ineffective antibodies, especially if the person’s experience doesn’t 

align with the cosmic force (e.g., a blind person’s experience of the Sun as warmth, not light). 

Universal Cure (Globalomycin): Superior for mass application, as it eliminates the need for 

individual assessment, reducing the risk of misclassification. Globalomycin’s high ( k = 300 ) 

and baseline adjustment (( B = -10 )) ensure ( T < 0 ) for all tunnels, even at the minimum ( M ), 

making it effective for everyone, regardless of sensory or cultural differences. Its uniform 

structure (( r = 1 )) reflects its standardized approach, making it ideal for government distribution 

to all humans. 

Balancing Advocacy: Scientists should develop local cures for precision but prioritize universal 

cures for global impact, advocating for both in tandem—local for tailored care, universal for 

mass distribution, with the latter being the ultimate goal to ensure no one is left behind. 
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For the Reader 

This hypothesis—Coccotunnella perpetua as a real microorganism, causing mental and cosmic 

phenomena, cured by Stillomycin locally and Globalomycin universally, with Lunaclaris and 

Solaclaris targeting cosmic forces—is a thought experiment, a bridge between mind and stars. 

The data, the simulation, the shapes—all are tools to see the beast, to know its plague, to break 

its cycle. Kael’s legacy is yours to explore: dose your mind with Stillomycin for personal cure, 

advocate for Globalomycin to free all, and let the stars be stilled by Lunaclaris and 

Solaclaris—free yourself, and perhaps the cosmos, from Coccotunnella perpetua’s grip. 
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BioSim of Coccotunnella perpetua i.e. The Cosmos as a living entity.  

 

(Cosmic_Organism_Bottom_Coccotunnella_perpetua) 
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(Cosmic_Organism_Side1_Coccotunnella_perpetua) 
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(Cosmic_Organism_Side2_Coccotunnella_perpetua) 
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(Cosmic_Organism_Side3_Coccotunnella_perpetua) 
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(Cosmic_Organism_Side4_Coccotunnella_perpetua) 
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(Cosmic_Organism_Top_Coccotunnella_perpetua) 
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Analysis of the 3D Biological Simulation: Coccotunnella perpetua 

as the 14 Cosmic Forces 

The 3D biological simulation represents Coccotunnella perpetua, the coccus-like microorganism 

embodying the 14 cosmic forces—Time, the Sun, Darkness, Space, Gravity, Death, Energy, the 

Earth, the Stars, Light, Infinity, Life, Cycles, and the Moon—as a cluster of spheres forming an 

organism-like structure. The design choices reflect the metaphysical and scientific dimensions of 

the book’s cosmology. 

Design and Structure 

Coccotunnella perpetua is modeled as a collection of spheres, each corresponding to a cosmic 

force, evoking unity and interconnectedness within the living cosmos. The radii of the spheres 

vary, reflecting their relative strengths: 

● Larger spheres like the Sun and Space (r=1.53), the Stars (r=1.48), and Death (r=1.41) 

signify greater influence, mirroring their higher impact within Coccotunnella perpetua’s 

structure. 

● Medium spheres such as Gravity (r=1.25) and Energy (r=1.16) indicate moderate 

influence, while smaller spheres like Time, Darkness, the Earth, Light, Infinity, Life, 

Cycles, and the Moon (r=1.0041) suggest a baseline interconnectedness among these 

forces. 

The spheres are positioned in 3D space to avoid overlap, creating a clustered structure within 

Coccotunnella perpetua. Time’s central placement emphasizes its foundational role, while the 

Sun and Space occupy prominent positions, reflecting their dominance. Death and Energy 

balance along an axis, suggesting a duality between life and entropy. The vertical arrangement of 

Gravity and the Stars evokes a gravitational hierarchy, with the Stars above and Gravity below. 

This organism-like structure highlights the interdependence of the forces within Coccotunnella 

perpetua, portraying it as a cohesive entity. 
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Alignment with the Book’s Themes 

The simulation aligns with the book’s premise of the cosmos as a living entity, with 

Coccotunnella perpetua embodying the 14 cosmic forces as its components. The clustered 

spheres resemble a cellular structure, reinforcing the idea of the cosmos as an organism where 

each force contributes to its life force. The arrangement suggests a system that is both 

interconnected and challenging to disrupt, foreshadowing the narrative’s focus on breaking the 

cosmic cycle through Coccotunnella perpetua’s influence. The simulation captures the 

speculative biology of the book, presenting the forces as organelles within the beast, each 

influencing its “metabolism” through the flow of energy. 

Visual and Scientific Implications 

Visually, the 3D arrangement of spheres within Coccotunnella perpetua creates a dynamic and 

engaging representation, drawing readers into the cosmology. The varying sizes make the 

simulation compelling, encouraging exploration of the relationships between forces. The 3D 

perspective provides a comprehensive understanding of Coccotunnella perpetua’s structure, 

enhancing immersion. Scientifically, the use of parametric equations grounds the simulation in 

mathematical precision, linking it to the book’s framework. The radii, derived from the forces’ 

strengths, provide a quantitative basis, while the 3D arrangement mirrors biological simulations, 

lending credibility to the speculative biology. The simulation appeals to readers across 

disciplines, inviting scientific analysis of cosmic interactions, philosophical interpretation of 

interconnectedness, and artistic appreciation of its complexity. 

 

Role in Enhancing the Narrative and Reader Experience 

The simulation brings Coccotunnella perpetua to life, making the abstract forces tangible. 

Readers can visualize the cosmic order as a unified organism through Coccotunnella perpetua, 

deepening their engagement with the narrative’s central metaphor. The clustered arrangement 
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foreshadows the challenge of disrupting the system, enhancing the impact of the eventual 

solution. The 3D perspective immerses readers in Coccotunnella perpetua’s structure, making 

speculative elements feel real. It supports the book’s mathematical model by showing the forces’ 

relative strengths and interconnectedness, complementing other visual data. The simulation 

engages a diverse audience—scientists, philosophers, and artists—broadening the book’s appeal. 

Limitations and Future Enhancements 

Coccotunnella perpetua’s simulation uses default colors, which are distinct but not customizable 

due to interface constraints. Custom colors would enhance thematic alignment. The lack of a 

direct title in the 3D view was addressed in post-processing, but future visualizations could 

integrate titles more seamlessly. The simple spherical forms align with the speculative 

framework but lack detailed textures or curves, which could be added for realism. The static 

screenshots are effective for the manuscript, but an interactive or animated version could 

enhance future presentations, offering dynamic exploration of Coccotunnella perpetua’s cosmic 

order. 
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Infection Mechanism: Coccotunnella perpetua and the Military 

Formations of Objects 

The Kingdom’s Strategy: Lords and Their Formations 

Coccotunnella perpetua is a living kingdom, its throne a pulsating sphere ruled by the king, with 

14 lords—each representing a cosmic force (Time, the Sun, Darkness, Space, Gravity, Death, 

Energy, the Earth, the Stars, Light, Infinity, Life, Cycles, the Moon)—commanding military 

formations (Appendix, pages 230-240). These formations, defined by the lords’ strengths (A) 

from the PTE (T(P,S) = A ⋅ P − S − k ⋅ P ⋅ S), are imprinted onto the shapes or images of 

objects we see in real life, infecting the mind with OPT by embedding the lords’ influence into 

our perception. 

● The 3D Simulation as the Blueprint: The 3D simulation (pages 241-246) visualizes 

Coccotunnella perpetua as a cluster of 14 spheres, each lord’s throne. The military 

formations—basic infantry (A=12), elite vanguard (A=64.8), and intermediate phalanx 

(A=39.2−57.6)—are the kingdom’s strategic patterns, projected onto objects as mental 

images that reinforce the tunnels’ pull. 

● Infection Process: When we perceive these objects, their shapes trigger subconscious 

recognition of the lords’ formations, embedding their commands into the mind. This 

perception feeds the beast’s life force (T≥0), overwhelming the host with the tunnels’ 

cycles (Chapter IV: The Pulse That Binds, page 14). 

 

 

 

 

 

 



260 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The 14 Lords and Their Organic-Based Formations 

Each lord’s military formation manifests as the shape or image of a real-life object, with 

sub-influences (chain of command) as sub-patterns within that object. The object’s form 

becomes a battlefield where the lord’s influence is waged, infecting the mind. 

 

● Lord of Time (AF=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Clocks). 

○ Object: A clock—its ticking hands and circular face mirror the infantry line, 

enforcing the relentless march of time. 

○ Infection: The clock’s rhythm embeds the Lieutenant of Routine (repetition), 

Captain of Labor (work cycles), and Soldiers of Clocks (every tick), pulling the 

mind into routine (TF≈3.46). 

● Lord of the Sun ( AC=64.8): 
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○ Formation: Elite vanguard, 130 units (e.g., Soldiers of Fire). 

○ Object: A radiant lamp—its glowing bulb and flared shade reflect the vanguard 

charge, driving ambition and escape. 

○ Infection: The lamp’s light embeds the Lieutenant of Radiance (ambition), 

Captain of Opportunity (ventures), and Soldiers of Fire (radiant pull), compelling 

action (TC≈40.79). 

● Lord of Darkness ( AE=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Gloom). 

○ Object: A shadowed curtain—its folds and dimness mirror the infantry line, 

spreading turmoil. 

○ Infection: The curtain’s shadow embeds the Lieutenant of Shadows (confusion), 

Captain of Chaos (turmoil), and Soldiers of Gloom (uncertainty), cloaking clarity 

(TE≈3.46). 

● Lord of Space ( ANY=64.8): 

○ Formation: Elite vanguard, 130 units (e.g., Soldiers of Horizon). 

○ Object: A wide window—its expansive view and frame reflect the vanguard 

charge, pulling toward horizons. 

○ Infection: The window’s vista embeds the Lieutenant of Expanse (exploration), 

Captain of Distance (relocation), and Soldiers of Horizon (new lands), luring to 

journeys (TNY≈40.79). 

● Lord of Gravity ( ACH=39.2): 

○ Formation: Intermediate phalanx, 39 units (e.g., Soldiers of Stone). 

○ Object: A heavy table—its solid base and weight mirror the phalanx, grounding 

stability. 

○ Infection: The table’s mass embeds the Lieutenant of Ground (anchoring), 

Captain of Mass (grounding), and Soldiers of Stone (weight), tethering the mind 

(TCH≈22.65). 

● Lord of Death ( AK=50): 

○ Formation: Intermediate phalanx, 50 units (e.g., Soldiers of Silence). 

○ Object: A dark mirror—its reflective void and frame mirror the phalanx, driving 

the final escape. 
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○ Infection: The mirror’s reflection embeds the Lieutenant of Despair 

(hopelessness), Captain of End (transition), and Soldiers of Silence (final escape), 

cutting hope (TK≈30.33). 

● Lord of Energy ( AJ=21): 

○ Formation: Intermediate phalanx, 21 units (e.g., Soldiers of Flame). 

○ Object: A flickering candle—its flame and wax mirror the phalanx, fueling effort. 

○ Infection: The candle’s flicker embeds the Lieutenant of Spark (effort), Captain 

of Momentum (drive), and Soldiers of Flame (vigor), burning the mind 

(TJ≈10.26). 

● Lord of the Earth ( AA=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Earth). 

○ Object: A sturdy wall—its solid structure mirrors the infantry line, offering 

confinement. 

○ Infection: The wall’s solidity embeds the Lieutenant of Soil (roots), Captain of 

Shelter (stability), and Soldiers of Earth (confinement), trapping the mind 

(TA≈3.46). 

● Lord of the Stars (ACO=57.6): 

○ Formation: Intermediate phalanx, 58 units (e.g., Soldiers of Stars). 

○ Object: A starry ceiling—its twinkling pattern mirrors the phalanx, guiding 

wonder. 

○ Infection: The ceiling’s stars embed the Lieutenant of Light (wonder), Captain of 

Path (guidance), and Soldiers of Stars (awe), leading the mind (TCO≈35.81). 

● Lord of Light (AMS=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Light). 

○ Object: A glowing screen—its bright display mirrors the infantry line, revealing 

truth. 

○ Infection: The screen’s glow embeds the Lieutenant of Clarity (truth), Captain of 

Insight (knowledge), and Soldiers of Light (illumination), piercing the mind 

(TMS≈3.46. 

● Lord of Infinity (AMG=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Script). 
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○ Object: A sprawling book—its pages mirror the infantry line, opening 

possibilities. 

○ Infection: The book’s text embeds the Lieutenant of Wonder (horizons), Captain 

of Endless (possibilities), and Soldiers of Script (infinity), overwhelming the mind 

(TMG≈3.46). 

● Lord of Life (ASU=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Nectar). 

○ Object: A vibrant flower—its petals mirror the infantry line, pulsing with vitality. 

○ Infection: The flower’s bloom embeds the Lieutenant of Breath (vitality), 

Captain of Growth (life), and Soldiers of Nectar (essence), seducing the mind 

(TSU≈3.46). 

● Lord of Cycles (ANR=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Links). 

○ Object: A broken clock—its erratic hands mirror the infantry line, disrupting 

rhythm. 

○ Infection: The clock’s chaos embeds the Lieutenant of Disruption (broken 

rhythm), Captain of Chaos (cycles), and Soldiers of Links (disorder), binding the 

mind (TNR≈3.46). 

● Lord of the Moon (APR=12): 

○ Formation: Basic infantry, 12 units (e.g., Soldiers of Silver). 

○ Object: A silver coin—its circular edge mirrors the infantry line, enforcing duty. 

○ Infection: The coin’s shine embeds the Lieutenant of Rhythm (duty), Captain of 

Return (cycles), and Soldiers of Silver (repetition), enforcing adherence 

(TPR≈3.46). 

 

Infection Mechanism 

● Perception as Infection: When a person perceives an object (e.g., a clock for Time, a lamp 

for the Sun), the object’s shape triggers the mind to recognize the lord’s military 
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formation. This recognition embeds the lord’s chain of command (lieutenants, captains, 

soldiers) as subconscious commands, feeding the beast’s life force (T≥0) via the PTE. 

● Psychological Impact: The object’s form reinforces the tunnel’s pull, overwhelming the 

mind with the lord’s influence. For example, a clock’s ticking hands (Time) enforce 

routine, a dark mirror’s reflection (Death) drives despair, and a starry ceiling’s twinkling 

(the Stars) leads to wonder, each contributing to OPT (Chapter IV: The Pulse That Binds, 

page 14). 

● Cosmic Reinforcement: On a cosmic scale, these objects mirror celestial phenomena 

(e.g., a lamp as the Sun’s radiance, a coin as the Moon’s cycles), amplifying the 

kingdom’s universal influence (Chapter X: The Cosmic Hypothesis, page 224). 

The Cure’s Counter-Strategy 

● Disruption of Formations: The human resistance (cures) counters by disrupting the lords’ 

formations embedded in objects. Stillomycin (local cure) targets specific objects (e.g., 

dulling a clock’s hands), reducing T<0 for that lord. Globalomycin (universal cure) 

targets all objects collectively, breaking the kingdom’s cycle across all minds and 

cosmos. 

● Quantum Tunneling Connection: The photon tunneling analysis for Death (e.g., 

through a dark mirror) suggests that the mind can “tunnel” through the object’s barrier 

(pre-cure ≈0.99999999 , post-cure =1, breaking the lord’s influence. 

Similarly, the Time analysis (e.g., through a clock) allows tunneling to non-linear 

perception, aligning with the cures’ effect. 

 

 

 

 

Conclusion 
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Coccotunnella perpetua infects the mind by imprinting the military formations of its 14 lords 

onto the shapes of real-life objects—clocks for Time, lamps for the Sun, mirrors for 

Death—embedding their chains of command as subconscious pulls. These object-based 

formations feed the beast’s cycle (T≥0), driving OPT, while the cures disrupt these forms, 

breaking the cycle (T<0). This mechanism deepens the narrative, reinforces the book’s themes, 

and aligns with the quantum tunneling analyses, offering a rich, speculative framework for the 

cosmic war. 

 

 

Appendix 2: The Lords of Coccotunnella perpetua and Their 

Quantum Field Armies 

Note on PTE Values and Quantum Field Calculations: The Pulse Thread Equation (PTE) 
values in this appendix (e.g., PF≈3.46, PC≈40.79, PNY≈40.79) are calculated using the 
parameters P=0.707, S=0.623, and fixed amplitude factors (A), e.g., AF=12, AC=64.8). 
In Appendix 3, the PTE is applied with a different parameter set (P=sin ϕ, S=cos θ, 
A=M⋅D⋅P), resulting in different strengths for some tunnels (e.g., PNY=53.08) in 
Appendix 3 vs. PNY≈40.79 here). This reflects varying modeling approaches to the 
beast’s grip, with Appendix 2 focusing on quantum tunneling effects on the mind and 
Appendix 3 emphasizing the BioSim’s 3D structure and force maps. Additionally, the 
quantum field calculations presented here (e.g., Time Field, Solar Field) are theoretical 
constructs that model the lords’ influence on the mind and did not contribute to the 
generation of the force maps (Appendix 3, "Mapping the Military Formations of the 
Lords with ForceVision") or the BioSim’s 3D representation of Coccotunnella perpetua 
(Appendix 3, "Recognizing the tunnels’ collective structure"). Both sets of values thread 
the lords’ cosmic forces through the organism’s living pulse, consistent with the book’s 
speculative framework. 
 

 

 

Introduction: The Kingdom’s Council and Its Quantum Dominion 
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In the living cosmos of The Organism We Are, Coccotunnella perpetua emerges as a vast 

kingdom, its throne a pulsating sphere that governs the mind and the stars, visualized in the 3D 

simulation (pages 241-246) and symbolized by the starlike arrangement of 14 triangular 

emblems. At the heart of this kingdom reigns the king, his crown the sun’s radiance and his 

scepter the moon’s cycles, commanding a council of 14 lords—each a noble ruler of a cosmic 

force: Time, the Sun, Darkness, Space, Gravity, Death, Energy, the Earth, the Stars, Light, 

Infinity, Life, Cycles, and the Moon. These lords, depicted as the radiant triangles in the starlike 

image, are not mere symbols but dynamic commanders, each leading a quantum field army to 

enforce their dominion over humanity’s psyche and the cosmic order. 

This appendix delves into the military hierarchy of Coccotunnella perpetua, where each lord 

commands a quantum field army—a concept rooted in the cutting edge of theoretical physics, 

adapted here to our speculative cosmos. A quantum field, in scientific terms, is not a traditional 

army of tangible soldiers but an invisible, omnipresent entity that permeates space and time, 

described by quantum field theory as a field of energy and particles that fluctuates at the smallest 

scales. Imagine it as a vast, shimmering ocean of potential, where particles like photons or 

electrons emerge as waves rippling across its surface, their behavior governed by probabilities 

rather than certainties. In our kingdom, each lord harnesses this quantum field, shaping it into an 

army that marches through the mind, its strength quantified by the Pulse Thread Equation (PTE): 

T(P,S)=A ⋅ P−S−k ⋅ P ⋅ S, where T is the flow to the beast, P is the pulse, S  is the stillness, A is 

the tunnel’s strength, and k is the interaction factor. 

These quantum field armies are not static; they are broken down into smaller, tactical 

formations—lieutenants, captains, and soldiers—each rank manifesting as sub-influences that 

imprint themselves onto the shapes of real-life objects we encounter daily. These objects become 

the battlegrounds where the lords’ armies wage war, infecting the mind with Organopsychic 

Tunnellosis (OPT) by embedding the beast’s cycle (T≥0) into our perception. The highest 

formation, the field army itself, is the quantum field generated by each lord, a dynamic force that 

modulates the mind’s quantum states, altering its psychological landscape through a process akin 

to quantum tunneling—a phenomenon where particles pass through barriers they classically 

cannot surmount, driven by the probabilistic nature of their wavefunctions. 
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Below, we describe each lord, their quantum field army, and the hierarchical ranks down to the 

single unit, followed by a detailed exploration of how each field army—as a quantum 

field—exerts its influence on the mind, threading through objects to shape our reality in the 

kingdom’s image. 

 

 

 

The 14 Lords and Their Quantum Field Armies 

Each lord, represented by a triangle in the starlike image, commands a quantum field army, its 

strength tied to the PTE flow (T) for their tunnel. This army is organized into three 

ranks—lieutenants, captains, and soldiers—each corresponding to a sub-influence within the 

lord’s domain, manifesting as specific patterns within an object’s shape. 

● Lord of Time (AF=12): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Time Field, a shimmering expanse of temporal energy, its 

strength tied to TF≈3.46 (pre-cure). This field is a quantum sea of 

chronons—hypothetical time particles—whose waves ripple through the mind, 

enforcing the relentless progression of hours. The field’s intensity is a pulsating 

grid, its frequency determined by the PTE, where AF=12 sets its baseline power. 

○ Lieutenant of Routine: A vanguard of chronon waves, enforcing daily repetition, 

manifested in a clock’s ticking hands as a rhythmic pattern of quantum 

fluctuations. 

○ Captain of Labor: A battalion of temporal pulses, overseeing work cycles, 

embodied in a factory whistle’s sound as a resonant wave of energy. 

○ Soldiers of Clocks: A legion of individual chronon particles, ground troops of 

every tick, reflected in a clock face’s circular grid as discrete quantum states. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Time Field army invades the mind by threading its 

waves through a clock’s shape, creating a potential barrier to non-linear 

perception. Pre-cure, the high TF  (3.46) raises this barrier, reducing the tunneling 
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probability (Ttunnel>0) to alternative time states, locking the mind in routine. 

Post-Stillomycin (TF≈−80.18), the barrier collapses, allowing free perception. 

● Lord of the Sun (AC=64.8): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Solar Field, a blazing torrent of photonic energy, its 

strength tied to TC≈40.79. This field is a quantum storm of photons, its intensity a 

radiant surge governed by AC=64.8, driving ambition and escape. 

○ Lieutenant of Radiance: A vanguard of photon bursts, driving ambition, seen in 

a lamp’s glowing bulb as a concentrated wave packet. 

○ Captain of Opportunity: A battalion of light pulses, commanding ventures, 

present in a job offer letter’s text as a structured photon lattice. 

○ Soldiers of Fire: A legion of individual photons, warriors of radiant pull, 

depicted in a candle flame’s flicker as scattered quantum states. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Solar Field army floods the mind through a lamp’s 

radiance, raising a barrier to resistance with its high TC  (40.79), lowering 

tunneling probability to inertia. Post-Solaclaris, the field dims (TC<0), breaking 

the barrier. 

● Lord of Darkness ( AE=12): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Shadow Field, a murky tide of virtual particles, its 

strength tied to TE≈3.46. This field is a quantum fog of anti-photons, its density 

set by AE=12, spreading turmoil. 

○ Lieutenant of Shadows: A vanguard of dark waves, spreading confusion, found 

in a curtain’s folds as a diffuse quantum pattern. 

○ Captain of Chaos: A battalion of chaotic pulses, directing turmoil, echoed in a 

stormy sky’s turbulent wave front. 

○ Soldiers of Gloom: A legion of individual anti-photons, troops of uncertainty, 

visible in a dim room’s shadow as discrete absences. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Shadow Field cloaks the mind through a curtain’s 

folds, erecting a barrier to clarity with TE, reducing tunneling to understanding. 

Post-cure, the barrier lifts. 

● Lord of Space (ANY=64.8): 
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○ Quantum Field Army: Spatial Field, a vast expanse of spatial quanta, its strength 

tied to TNY≈40.79. This field is a quantum lattice of spatial dimensions, its reach 

set by ANY=64.8, pulling to horizons. 

○ Lieutenant of Expanse: A vanguard of dimensional waves, guiding exploration, 

mapped in a window’s wide view. 

○ Captain of Distance: A battalion of spatial pulses, commanding relocation, 

carried in a suitcase’s form. 

○ Soldiers of Horizon: A legion of spatial quanta, warriors of new lands, drawn in 

a horizon line’s sweep. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Spatial Field expands the mind through a window’s 

vista, raising a barrier to stability with TNY  (40.79), lowering tunneling to 

rootedness. Post-cure, the barrier breaks. 

● Lord of Gravity (ACH=39.2): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Gravitic Field, a dense web of gravitational waves, its 

strength tied to TCH≈22.65. This field is a quantum grid of mass-energy, its pull 

set by ACH=39.2, grounding stability. 

○ Lieutenant of Ground: A vanguard of gravitational pulses, anchoring stability, 

grounded in floor tiles’ grid. 

○ Captain of Mass: A battalion of mass waves, directing grounding, weighed in a 

heavy book’s bulk. 

○ Soldiers of Stone: A legion of gravitational quanta, troops of weight, built in a 

stone wall’s texture. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Gravitic Field tethers the mind through a table’s 

mass, raising a barrier to mobility with TCH (22.65), reducing tunneling to 

freedom. Post-cure, the barrier crumbles. 

● Lord of Death (AK=50): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Death Field, a somber tide of entropy particles, its 

strength tied to TK≈30.33. This field is a quantum abyss of decay, its depth set by 

AK=50, driving the final escape. 

○ Lieutenant of Despair: A vanguard of entropy waves, spreading hopelessness, 

mirrored in a cracked mirror’s reflection. 
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○ Captain of End: A battalion of decay pulses, commanding transition, marked by 

a gravestone’s shape. 

○ Soldiers of Silence: A legion of entropy quanta, warriors of the final escape, 

veiled in a dark cloth’s fold. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Death Field invades through a mirror’s void, raising 

a barrier to hope with TK (30.33), reducing tunneling probability (e.g., 

Ttunnel≈0.999999) to survival. Post-Stillomycin (TK≈−53.32), the barrier 

vanishes. 

● Lord of Energy (AJ=21): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Energetic Field, a vibrant surge of kinetic quanta, its 

strength tied to TJ≈10.26. This field is a quantum storm of motion, its force set by 

AJ=21, fueling drive. 

○ Lieutenant of Spark: A vanguard of kinetic waves, igniting effort, sparked in a 

match flame’s glow. 

○ Captain of Momentum: A battalion of motion pulses, directing drive, driven by 

an engine piston’s motion. 

○ Soldiers of Flame: A legion of kinetic quanta, troops of vigor, fueled by a torch’s 

light. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Energetic Field burns through a candle’s flicker, 

raising a barrier to rest with TJ (10.26), reducing tunneling to stillness. Post-cure, 

the barrier extinguishes. 

● Lord of the Earth (AA=12): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Terrestrial Field, a solid lattice of geonic particles, its 

strength tied to TA≈3.46. This field is a quantum bedrock, its stability set by 

AA=12, offering confinement. 

○ Lieutenant of Soil: A vanguard of geonic waves, establishing roots, rooted in a 

soil patch’s texture. 

○ Captain of Shelter: A battalion of stability pulses, commanding shelter, sheltered 

in a roof beam’s form. 

○ Soldiers of Earth: A legion of geonic quanta, troops of confinement, confined in 

a brick wall’s pattern. 
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○ Influence on the Mind: The Terrestrial Field confines through a wall’s solidity, 

raising a barrier to freedom with TA (3.46), reducing tunneling to mobility. 

Post-cure, the barrier erodes. 

● Lord of the Stars (ACO=57.6): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Stellar Field, a dazzling array of photonic clusters, its 

strength tied to TCO≈35.81. This field is a quantum constellation, its wonder set 

by ACO=57.6, guiding awe. 

○ Lieutenant of Light: A vanguard of photon waves, offering wonder, lit in a star 

chart’s points. 

○ Captain of Path: A battalion of light pulses, directing guidance, guided by a 

compass needle’s turn. 

○ Soldiers of Stars: A legion of photonic quanta, warriors of awe, awed in a 

telescope lens’s view. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Stellar Field guides through a ceiling’s stars, raising 

a barrier to grounding with TCO (35.81), reducing tunneling to stability. 

Post-cure, the barrier dims. 

● Lord of Light ( AMS=12): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Luminous Field, a clear stream of photonic energy, its 

strength tied to TMS≈3.46. This field is a quantum beam, its clarity set by 

AMS=12, revealing truth. 

○ Lieutenant of Clarity: A vanguard of light waves, revealing truth, revealed in a 

book page’s text. 

○ Captain of Insight: A battalion of knowledge pulses, commanding insight, 

commanded by a computer screen’s glow. 

○ Soldiers of Light: A legion of photonic quanta, troops of illumination, 

illuminated by a flashlight’s beam. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Luminous Field pierces through a screen’s glow, 

raising a barrier to ignorance with TMS (3.46), reducing tunneling to confusion. 

Post-cure, the barrier darkens. 

● Lord of Infinity (AMG=12): 
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○ Quantum Field Army: Infinite Field, an boundless ocean of virtual particles, its 

strength tied to TMG≈3.46. This field is a quantum horizon, its possibilities set by 

AMG=12, opening wonder. 

○ Lieutenant of Wonder: A vanguard of virtual waves, opening horizons, opened 

in a magazine cover’s image. 

○ Captain of Endless: A battalion of possibility pulses, directing endlessness, 

directed by an open book’s pages. 

○ Soldiers of Script: A legion of virtual quanta, warriors of infinity, written in a 

scroll’s edge. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Infinite Field overwhelms through a book’s pages, 

raising a barrier to focus with TMG  (3.46), reducing tunneling to clarity. 

Post-cure, the barrier unravels. 

● Lord of Life (ASU=12): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Vital Field, a vibrant flow of bio-quanta, its strength tied 

to TSU≈3.46. This field is a quantum spring, its vitality set by ASU=12, pulsing 

life. 

○ Lieutenant of Breath: A vanguard of bio-waves, sustaining vitality, sustained in 

a breath mist’s swirl. 

○ Captain of Growth: A battalion of growth pulses, commanding life, commanded 

by a sprouting seed’s form. 

○ Soldiers of Nectar: A legion of bio-quanta, troops of essence, essenced in a 

honey drop’s sheen. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Vital Field seduces through a flower’s bloom, 

raising a barrier to rest with TSU  (3.46), reducing tunneling to stillness. Post-cure, 

the barrier dries. 

● Lord of Cycles (ANR=12): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Cyclic Field, a chaotic swirl of temporal quanta, its 

strength tied to TNR≈3.46. This field is a quantum vortex, its disorder set by 

ANR=12, breaking rhythm. 

○ Lieutenant of Disruption: A vanguard of temporal waves, breaking rhythm, 

broken in a broken wheel’s spokes. 
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○ Captain of Chaos: A battalion of chaos pulses, directing cycles, directed by a 

spinning top’s motion. 

○ Soldiers of Links: A legion of temporal quanta, troops of disorder, disordered in 

a tangled chain’s knots. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Cyclic Field disrupts through a clock’s chaos, 

raising a barrier to order with TNR (3.46), reducing tunneling to rhythm. 

Post-cure, the barrier breaks. 

● Lord of the Moon (APR=12): 

○ Quantum Field Army: Lunar Field, a silvery tide of lunar quanta, its strength 

tied to TPR≈3.46. This field is a quantum crescent, its duty set by APR=12, 

enforcing repetition. 

○ Lieutenant of Rhythm: A vanguard of lunar waves, enforcing duty, enforced in a 

paycheck’s print. 

○ Captain of Return: A battalion of cycle pulses, commanding return, commanded 

by a calendar page’s grid. 

○ Soldiers of Silver: A legion of lunar quanta, warriors of repetition, repeated in a 

silver coin’s edge. 

○ Influence on the Mind: The Lunar Field binds through a coin’s shine, raising a 

barrier to freedom with TPR (3.46), reducing tunneling to independence. 

Post-cure, the barrier erodes. 

 

The Field Army as a Quantum Field and Its Influence on the Mind 

The highest formation, the field army for each lord, is a quantum field—a theoretical construct in 

physics where energy and matter are unified into a fluctuating field that fills all of space. In 

quantum field theory, this field is not a static entity but a dynamic sea of virtual particles and 

waves, governed by the principles of quantum mechanics. Particles like photons or electrons 

emerge as excitations of this field, their behavior described by wavefunctions that allow for 

phenomena like tunneling—where a particle passes through a barrier it shouldn’t classically 

surmount, driven by a probability determined by the Schrödinger equation. In the kingdom of 
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Coccotunnella perpetua, each lord harnesses this quantum field, shaping it into an army that 

invades the mind, its strength quantified by the PTE flow (T). 

This quantum field army is not a physical troop but an energetic force, its waves and particles 

threading through the shapes of real-life objects we perceive. When the mind encounters an 

object—say, a clock for the Time Field or a dark mirror for the Death Field—the field army’s 

sub-formations (lieutenants, captains, soldiers) imprint their influence, raising a potential barrier 

in the mind’s quantum state. This barrier, proportional to T, hinders the mind’s ability to resist or 

transcend the lord’s pull, with the tunneling probability (Ttunnel ) determining the likelihood of 

breaking free. Pre-cure, a high T (e.g., TK=30.33 for Death) creates a formidable barrier, 

reducing Ttunnel and trapping the mind in OPT. Post-cure, with Stillomycin or Globalomycin 

reducing T<0 (e.g., TK≈−53.32), the barrier collapses, allowing the mind to tunnel freely, 

breaking the infection. 

● Time Field Influence: The Time Field’s army threads through a clock’s ticking hands, its 

chronon waves enforcing a barrier to non-linear perception. The high TF  (3.46) pre-cure 

lowers Ttunnel , locking the mind in routine, while post-cure (TF ≈ −80.18) removes the 

barrier, freeing temporal flexibility. 

● Solar Field Influence: The Solar Field’s army floods a lamp’s glow, its photon bursts 

raising a barrier to inertia. The high TC (40.79) pre-cure reduces Ttunnel , compelling 

ambition, while post-Solaclaris (TC<0) dims the barrier. 

● Death Field Influence: The Death Field’s army invades a mirror’s void, its entropy 

waves erecting a barrier to hope. The TK (30.33) pre-cure yields Ttunnel≈0.999999, 

risking despair, while post-Stillomycin (TK≈−53.32) eliminates it. 

● General Mechanism: Each field army modulates the mind’s quantum state, embedding 

its influence into object shapes. The PTE flow (T) determines the barrier’s height, with 

quantum tunneling offering a probabilistic escape pre-cure, fully realized post-cure. 

 

Analysis of the Quantum Tunneling Effect for the 14 Cosmic 

Forces in The Organism We Are 
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1. Lord of Time  

● Context: The Lord of Time, with AF=12, commands the Time Field, its army manifesting 

in a clock’s shape, enforcing relentless routine (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure (k=10, P=0.707, S=0.623): TF=12⋅0.707−0.623−10⋅0.707⋅0.623 ≈ 3.46 

○ Post-Stillomycin (k=200 k = 200 k=200): 

TF=12⋅0.707−0.623−200⋅0.707⋅0.623≈−80.18 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Time Field raises a psychological barrier to 

non-linear perception, proportional to TF  (3.46 pre-cure). The mind’s state (ψlinear ) 

tunnels to a non-linear state (ψnon-linear ) with probability:  

 

●  Where (arbitrary units), and   is mental flexibility. 

Pre-cure, the barrier limits tunneling; post-cure, TF<0 removes it, enabling free 

perception. 

● Implications: Narrative-wise, this reflects Kael’s toil (Chapter XIII, page 228), with 

Stillomycin freeing time’s march. Scientifically, it suggests quantum modulation of 

temporal perception. Philosophically, it questions the inevitability of routine (Chapter VI, 

page 20). 

2. Lord of the Sun  

● Context: The Lord of the Sun, with AC=64.8, commands the Solar Field, manifesting in a 

lamp’s glow, driving ambition (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TC=64.8⋅0.707−0.623−10⋅0.707⋅0.623≈40.79 

○ Post-Solaclaris: TC<0 (e.g., -96.87 with Globalomycin). 
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● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Solar Field raises a barrier to inertia, with 

  (40.79). Photons (symbolizing ambition) tunnel to resistance states, 

with reduced probability pre-cure. Post-cure, the barrier dims, increasing tunneling. 

● Implications: Enhances Kael’s cosmic hypothesis (Chapter X, page 224), suggesting 

solar influence on mind. Scientifically, it ties to stellar fusion tunneling. Philosophically, 

it explores freedom from compulsion. 

 

3. Lord of Darkness  

● Context: The Lord of Darkness, with AE=12, commands the Shadow Field, manifesting 

in a curtain’s folds, spreading turmoil (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TE≈3.46 

○ Post-cure: TE<0 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Shadow Field erects a barrier to clarity, with 

  (3.46). The mind tunnels to understanding, with low probability 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier lifts. 

● Implications: Deepens Kael’s shadow struggles (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting 

quantum chaos. Philosophically, it questions perception’s clarity. 

4. Lord of Space  

● Context: The Lord of Space, with ANY=64.8, commands the Spatial Field, manifesting 

in a window’s view, pulling to horizons (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TNY≈40.79 

○ Post-cure: TNY<0 
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● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Spatial Field raises a barrier to stability, with 

 (40.79). The mind tunnels to rootedness, with reduced probability 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier breaks. 

● Implications: Supports Kael’s expansive journey (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting 

cosmic expanse. Philosophically, it explores freedom versus grounding. 

5. Lord of Gravity  

● Context: The Lord of Gravity, with ACH=39.2, commands the Gravitic Field, 

manifesting in a table’s mass, grounding stability (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TCH≈22.65 

○ Post-cure: TCH<0 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Gravitic Field raises a barrier to mobility, with 

TCH  (22.65). The mind tunnels to freedom, with moderate probability 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier crumbles. 

● Implications: Reflects Kael’s weight (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting gravitational 

influence. Philosophically, it questions liberation. 

6. Lord of Death  

● Context: The Lord of Death, with AK=50, commands the Death Field, manifesting in a 

dark mirror, driving the final escape (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TK≈30.33 

○ Post-Stillomycin: TK≈−53.32 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Death Field raises a barrier to hope, with 

 (30.33). Photons (life’s light) tunnel with Ttunnel≈0.999999 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier vanishes. 



278 

● Implications: Deepens Kael’s end (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting quantum 

transition. Philosophically, it explores mortality’s edge. 

7. Lord of Energy  

● Context: The Lord of Energy, with AJ=21, commands the Energetic Field, manifesting in 

a candle’s flicker, fueling drive (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TJ≈10.26 

○ Post-cure: TJ<0 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Energetic Field raises a barrier to rest, with 

TJ  (10.26). The mind tunnels to stillness, with moderate 

probability pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier extinguishes. 

● Implications: Reflects Kael’s spark (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting energetic 

influence. Philosophically, it explores balance. 

8. Lord of the Earth  

● Context: The Lord of the Earth, with AA=12, commands the Terrestrial Field, 

manifesting in a wall’s solidity, offering confinement (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TA≈3.46 

○ Post-cure: TA<0 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Terrestrial Field raises a barrier to freedom, with 

 (3.46). The mind tunnels to mobility, with low 

probability pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier erodes. 

● Implications: Grounds Kael’s foundation (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting earthly 

influence. Philosophically, it explores confinement. 
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9. Lord of the Stars  

● Context: The Lord of the Stars, with ACO=57.6, commands the Stellar Field, manifesting 

in a starry ceiling, guiding wonder (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TCO≈35.8 

○ Post-cure: TCO<0 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Stellar Field raises a barrier to grounding, with 

TCO  (35.81). The mind tunnels to stability, with moderate 

probability pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier dims. 

● Implications: Guides Kael’s gaze (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting stellar influence. 

Philosophically, it explores wonder. 

10. Lord of Light 

● Context: The Lord of Light, with AMS=12, commands the Luminous Field, manifesting 

in a screen’s glow, revealing truth (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TMS≈3.46 

○ Post-cure: TMS<0 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Luminous Field raises a barrier to ignorance, 

with   (3.46). The mind tunnels to confusion, with 

low probability pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier darkens. 

● Implications: Illuminates Kael’s truth (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting light’s 

influence. Philosophically, it explores knowledge. 

 

11. Lord of Infinity  
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● Context: The Lord of Infinity, with AMG=12, commands the Infinite Field, manifesting 

in a book’s pages, opening possibilities (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TMG≈3.46. 

○ Post-cure: TMG<0. 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Infinite Field raises a barrier to focus, with 

TMG  (3.46). The mind tunnels to clarity, with low probability 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier unravels. 

● Implications: Opens Kael’s wonder (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting infinite 

influence. Philosophically, it explores boundless thought. 

12. Lord of Life  

● Context: The Lord of Life, with ASU=12, commands the Vital Field, manifesting in a 

flower’s bloom, pulsing vitality (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TSU≈3.46. 

○ Post-cure: TSU<0. 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Vital Field raises a barrier to rest, with 

  (3.46). The mind tunnels to stillness, with low probability 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier dries. 

● Implications: Sustains Kael’s breath (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting life’s 

influence. Philosophically, it explores vitality. 

13. Lord of Cycles 

● Context: The Lord of Cycles, with ANR=12, commands the Cyclic Field, manifesting in 

a broken clock, disrupting rhythm (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TNR≈3.46. 
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○ Post-cure: TNR<0. 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Cyclic Field raises a barrier to order, with 

  (3.46). The mind tunnels to rhythm, with low probability 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier breaks. 

● Implications: Disrupts Kael’s rhythm (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting cyclic 

influence. Philosophically, it explores chaos. 

14. Lord of the Moon  

● Context: The Lord of the Moon, with APR=12, commands the Lunar Field, manifesting 

in a silver coin, enforcing duty (Appendix 2). 

● PTE Calculation: 

○ Pre-cure: TPR ≈3.46. 

○ Post-Lunaclaris: TPR<0. 

● Quantum Tunneling Mechanism: The Lunar Field raises a barrier to freedom, with 

TPR  (3.46). The mind tunnels to independence, with low probability 

pre-cure; post-cure, the barrier erodes. 

● Implications: Enforces Kael’s duty (Chapter XIII, page 228), suggesting lunar influence. 

Philosophically, it explores obligation. 

●  
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Appendix 3: Mapping the Military Formations of the Lords with ForceVision: The Sun 
Image 

 

From Left to Right; Top left: Original Image of the Sun blued out by the program.  

Dominant: top_middle Generals: top_right  Officers: bottom_left  Enlisted: bottom_middle                   

Intentional Blank: bottom_right 

Note on Methods for Force 
Maps and BioSim: The force 

maps ("Mapping the Military 

Formations of the Lords with 

ForceVision") and the BioSim 

("Recognizing the tunnels’ 

collective structure") in this 

appendix are generated using 

classical methods. The force 

maps employ image 
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processing (Google Cloud Vision API for label detection, SLIC segmentation for region division), 

natural language processing (Word2Vec for similarity scoring), and arithmetic scoring 

techniques to visualize the lords’ influences as 2D heatmaps. The BioSim models 

Coccotunnella perpetua as a 3D sphere using parametric curves and arithmetic adjustments for 

radius based on PTE values, without involving quantum mechanics principles. These classical 

methods are distinct from the quantum field calculations presented in Appendix 2 ("The Lords of 

Coccotunnella perpetua and Their Quantum Field Armies"), which model the lords’ influence on 

the mind via quantum tunneling and are not used in the generation of the force maps or the 

BioSim. Both approaches thread the lords’ cosmic forces through the organism’s living pulse, 

consistent with the book’s speculative framework, but they serve different purposes: 

visual/spatial representation here versus mental effects in Appendix 2. 
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Introduction 

Infection Mechanism 

Perception as Infection: When a person perceives an object (e.g., a clock for Time, a lamp 

for the Sun), the object’s shape triggers the mind to recognize the lord’s military 

formation. This recognition embeds the lord’s chain of command (lieutenants, captains, 

soldiers) as subconscious commands, feeding the beast’s life force (T≥0 T \geq 0 T≥0) 

via the PTE. 

Psychological Impact: The object’s form reinforces the tunnel’s pull, overwhelming the 

mind with the lord’s influence. For example, a clock’s ticking hands (Time) enforce 

routine, a dark mirror’s reflection (Death) drives despair, and a starry ceiling’s twinkling 

(the Stars) leads to wonder, each contributing to OPT (Chapter IV: The Pulse That Binds, 

page 14). 

Cosmic Reinforcement: On a cosmic scale, these objects mirror celestial phenomena 

(e.g., a lamp as the Sun’s radiance, a coin as the Moon’s cycles), amplifying the 

kingdom’s universal influence (Chapter X: The Cosmic Hypothesis, page 224). 

 

In the celestial and elemental realms of the lords, the art of war is not merely a clash of steel but 

a strategic alignment of forces, each lord commanding their legions in a meticulously structured 

hierarchy. ForceVision, a groundbreaking tool at the heart of our exploration, allows us to peer 

into these ethereal battlegrounds by mapping the military formations of the lords onto images. 

By analyzing an image through the lens of the lords’ domains, ForceVision assigns each lord a 

role within a hierarchical structure—Dominant Force, Generals, Officers, and Enlisted 

Forces—visualizing their presence as vibrant heatmaps. In this appendix, we delve into the 

output generated for an image of the Sun, as presented earlier in the book, and explore how 

ForceVision unveils the military formations of the lords within this fiery celestial body. 
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Description of the Sun Image Output 

The output for the Sun image, crafted by ForceVision, is presented in a 2x3 grid, each cell 

revealing a different facet of the lords’ military hierarchy as interpreted from the image. The grid 

includes the following components: 

● Top Row: 

○ Original Image: The first cell displays the original image of the Sun, a blazing 

orb of fire and light dominating the dark expanse of space. A small object, 

possibly a spacecraft, hovers near the top, a testament to the Sun’s celestial 

dominion. 

○ Dominant Force Map: The second cell, the Dominant Force Map, is awash in a 

brilliant yellow (#FFFF00). According to the Force Color Descriptions (see the 

screenshot in the main text), yellow signifies "Lord of the Sun," indicating that 

this lord commands the primary force in this image. 

○ Generals Map: The third cell, the Generals Map, mirrors the Dominant Force 

Map with the same yellow hue (#FFFF00), representing "Lord of the Sun" as the 

commanding presence among the secondary forces. 

● Bottom Row: 

○ Officers Map: The fourth cell, the Officers Map, shifts to a deep blue (#0000FF), 

corresponding to "Lord of the Stars," who leads the tertiary forces. 

○ Enlisted Force Map: The fifth cell, the Enlisted Force Map, displays a vibrant 

green (#008000), corresponding to "Lord of the Earth," representing the 

quaternary forces. 

○ Empty Space: The sixth cell remains a black placeholder, completing the 2x3 

grid layout. 
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Interpreting the Military Formations 

The Sun image output from ForceVision provides a vivid depiction of the military formations of 

the lords, each map representing a tier in the hierarchical structure of their celestial army. 

● Dominant Force Map (Yellow for "Lord of the Sun"): The Dominant Force Map, 

glowing in yellow (#FFFF00), reveals that "Lord of the Sun" stands as the supreme 

commander of this celestial battlefield. As the Sun blazes in the original image, it is 

fitting that "Lord of the Sun" takes the lead, marshalling the primary forces with 

unmatched authority. This map suggests that the Sun’s fiery essence dominates the scene, 

setting the tone for the entire formation. 

● Generals Map (Yellow for "Lord of the Sun"): The Generals Map, also yellow 

(#FFFF00), indicates that "Lord of the Sun" extends his command to the secondary tier of 

the hierarchy. In this formation, "Lord of the Sun" not only leads as the dominant force 

but also directs the generals, ensuring that his influence permeates the upper echelons of 

the military structure. This suggests a unified command under the Sun’s radiant authority. 

● Officers Map (Blue for "Lord of the Stars"): The Officers Map, painted in blue 

(#0000FF), introduces "Lord of the Stars" as the leader of the tertiary forces. This 

placement reflects the celestial context of the Sun image, where the Sun, a star itself, 

shares the cosmic stage with other stars. "Lord of the Stars" commands the officers, 

bringing the influence of the broader stellar realm into the formation, a nod to the Sun’s 

place among the stars. 

● Enlisted Force Map (Green for "Lord of the Earth"): The Enlisted Force Map, in 

green (#008000), assigns "Lord of the Earth" to lead the quaternary forces. This choice 

may symbolize the Earth’s dependence on the Sun’s light and warmth, positioning "Lord 

of the Earth" as a foundational force in the lower ranks, supporting the celestial hierarchy 

from below. 
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Dominant: top_middle Generals: top_right  Officers: bottom_left  Enlisted: bottom_middle                   

Intentional Blank: bottom_right 

The Purpose of ForceVision 

ForceVision was conceived as a tool to illuminate the hidden hierarchies of the lords, mapping 

their military formations onto the canvas of any image. By harnessing the power of the Google 

Cloud Vision API, ForceVision detects labels within an image—such as "sun," "bright," or 

"astronomical object"—and translates these into the domains of the lords. Each lord, from "Lord 

of the Sun" to "Lord of Darkness," commands a unique force, represented by a distinct color, 

which is then visualized through heatmaps. The app’s output, structured as a 2x3 grid, mirrors 

the military hierarchy of the lords: the Dominant Force Map represents the supreme commander, 

the Generals Map the secondary leaders, the Officers Map the tertiary commanders, and the 

Enlisted Force Map the foundational troops. Through this lens, ForceVision transforms a simple 
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image into a battlefield where the lords deploy their forces, revealing the intricate dynamics of 

their celestial and elemental armies. 

Development of ForceVision 

The creation of ForceVision involved weaving together advanced technologies with the 

mythological framework of the lords. We began by integrating the Google Cloud Vision API to 

analyze images and detect labels, providing the raw data for force assignment. A predefined 

mapping of labels to lords (e.g., "sun" to "Lord of the Sun") served as the foundation, while a 

scoring system, augmented by Word2Vec for similarity analysis, determined the hierarchy of 

forces. The app then used SLIC segmentation to divide the image into regions, assigning each 

region a force based on the scores and visualizing the results as colored heatmaps. The output 

was formatted into a 2x3 grid, combining the Original Image with the four heatmaps, and saved 

for reference. The user interface, built with Streamlit, allows users to upload images, adjust 

parameters, and explore the military formations of the lords, complete with a "Force Color 

Descriptions" section to guide their understanding. 

Accuracy Rating 

To assess the accuracy of the Sun image output, we evaluate how well it aligns with the expected 

military formations of the lords for a Sun image. We assign an accuracy rating based on the 

appropriateness of each map’s force assignment: 

● Dominant Force Map (Yellow for "Lord of the Sun"): 

○ Expected: "Lord of the Sun" as the supreme commander, given the primary label 

"sun." 

○ Actual: Correctly assigned as "Lord of the Sun." 

○ Rating: 100% (perfect match). 

● Generals Map (Yellow for "Lord of the Sun"): 

○ Expected: Secondary forces like "Lord of Light" (due to "bright" or "light") or 

"Lord of Energy" (due to the Sun’s energy). 
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○ Actual: Assigned as "Lord of the Sun," which is the same as the Dominant Force 

Map. 

○ Rating: 50% (the Generals Map should reflect secondary forces, not the dominant 

force, though "Lord of the Sun" is still relevant). 

● Officers Map (Blue for "Lord of the Stars"): 

○ Expected: Tertiary forces like "Lord of Space" (due to "sky" or "astronomical 

object") or "Lord of Darkness" (for the dark background). 

○ Actual: Assigned as "Lord of the Stars," which is reasonable since the Sun is a 

star. 

○ Rating: 80% (a valid choice, but "Lord of Space" or "Lord of Darkness" might be 

more contextually relevant). 

● Enlisted Force Map (Green for "Lord of the Earth"): 

○ Expected: Quaternary forces like "Lord of Darkness" (for the dark background) 

or "Lord of Cycles" (for the Sun’s role in daily cycles). 

○ Actual: Assigned as "Lord of the Earth," which is less relevant. 

○ Rating: 30% (not a strong match, as "Lord of the Earth" doesn’t align with the 

Sun image context). 

● Overall Accuracy Rating: 

○ Calculation: (100 + 50 + 80 + 30) / 4 = 65% 

○ Rating: 65% (the Dominant Force Map is perfect, the Officers Map is reasonable, 

but the Generals and Enlisted Force Maps need better alignment with secondary 

and quaternary forces). 

Conclusion 

The Sun image output from ForceVision offers a captivating glimpse into the military formations 

of the lords, with "Lord of the Sun" commanding the primary force in a blaze of yellow glory. 

The app successfully captures the hierarchical structure, from the supreme commander to the 

enlisted troops, mapping their presence onto the fiery canvas of the Sun. While the output 

achieves an accuracy rating of 65%, reflecting the strength of the Dominant Force Map and the 

partial relevance of the Officers Map, it also underscores the complexity of assigning secondary 

and quaternary forces in a celestial context. ForceVision stands as a testament to the power of 
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technology in unveiling the hidden armies of the lords, transforming images into battlegrounds 

where their forces come to life. 
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