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Preface: The Premonition

We are living the final moments of an earthly cycle. Not in
drama, but in the precision of a fulfillment. The Earth, in its
current form, is reaching the end of its breath. It slowly
approaches the Sun, not as a punishment, but as a final offering
to the light. This approach marks the end of a world where
matter was dense, the ego separate, and time linear.

What is fading is not Life. It is a form of life. What is dissolving
is not humanity, but its former posture. The world we have
known—woven of memory, will, fear, desire, and identity—is
slowly dissolving. And this process cannot be stopped.

In the face of this, it is neither about fleeing, nor resisting, nor
saving anything. It is about preparing for a passage. A radical
passage, not from one place to another, but from one field of
perception to another. A quantum passage, for it follows neither
the laws of time nor those of space. It requires not courage, but
stripping bare. Not strategy, but a total surrender to what is.

The Ark, here, is not a technological vehicle. It is not an external
salvation. It is an inner Ark—a field of resonance in which the
being, freed from its attachments, can transmute and be reborn
in a dimension where the laws are different, but Love remains
intact.

This book was born of this premonition. It does not tell a story.
It does not offer a solution. It follows the subtle breath of a
process at work in the depths of being. It accompanies an
invisible yet irreversible movement: that of a humanity learning
to dissolve into what is most true.

Each chapter is a threshold. A vibration.



This book addresses what is most silent within us: that fine point
of the naked soul where nothing wants, nothing knows, yet
everything is ready.

This book is a work of fiction. It claims neither to teach nor to
explain. It invites to an initiatory journey, a poetic and
metaphysical exploration of an inner passage, inspired by the
principles of quantum physics. Here, science fiction is not
measured in technologies, but in states of being, in vibrations,
in flashes of the invisible, in silences, in laughter, in play, in
reunions. For it is not we who cross the Ark. It is the Ark that
opens when everything in us has renounced crossing. It does not
select. It resonates. It does not judge. It welcomes.

This book is a quiet song in the hollow of collapse. A landmark
for those who have forgotten that they already knew.



Prologue : The Fading of the World

There was a world. A world of dense forms, of linear time,
where one sought a future because the present had been
lost. A world where certainties served as refuge, where fear
and beauty coexisted in separate bodies. But slowly,
imperceptibly, matter itself remembered its wave-like
nature. The human being no longer needed to evolve—he
had unlearned how to contract.

Thought became a tool, not a master. Sensation, a language
vaster than words.

Then space changed its texture. Time ceased to be a line.
And the Earth, faithful guardian of the first forms, began
to fade. Its closeness to the Sun had grown. And though
bodies no longer needed protection, it was clear that its
spacetime was unraveling. Its observation grew rare. The
conscious gaze that had held it in existence turned
elsewhere. It was time to depart.

This tale is not one of exile, nor of salvation. It is the song
of an inner shift, of forgetting the known, of surrendering
to the invisible.

A being steps forward. He seeks nothing. He lets himself
be traversed. And in this void, a memory awakens. A
memory without past, like a light before any birth. What
once was a world becomes a song.
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Chapter 1 : The Passage

He no longer knew if he existed or if he was only one
possibility among others. Since his passage, something
within him had dissolved. Not a loss, but an absence, an
unusual lightness that deprived him of all certainty.

The world he had entered was of unspeakable beauty, and
yet it slipped away from him. Nothing here possessed the
slightest permanence. Each form, each color, each
vibration seemed suspended in a shifting balance, waiting
to be observed in order to exist fully. There was no ground
beneath his feet, no sky above his head, only a vast space
of changing hues, a sea of potentialities taking shape
according to his attention.

He inhaled—or at least, he thought he did. He no longer
had a body as he had known it on Earth. His perception
was different, fragmented, expanded.

Silence did not exist here, but neither was it noise. It was
a murmur, an intimate resonance between him and the
place he now inhabited. Each vibration was an already-
solved riddle, a breath of immediate intelligence.

He turned his inner gaze toward the Earth. Down there,
many still hesitated. He felt their fears, their resistances,
their stubborn attachment to a world that was slowly
dissolving. Some fought against the evidence of their own
dissolution. Others tried to master the passage instead of
surrendering to it. And the more they resisted, the more the
old world imprisoned them in its illusions.
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He wondered if they would manage to let go. If they would
understand that nothing needed to be carried along, that
everything had to be welcomed and left behind. There was
no possible return. An echo reached him, a tremor in the
fabric of reality. Someone, down there, was about to cross.
He closed his eyes—or at least, he thought he did. He
observed. And in observing, he knew that this passage
depended only on them.
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Chapter 2 : The Premises

The passage would never have been possible if humanity
had not silently accomplished this inner metamorphosis.
Long before bodies rose beyond the earthly plane, a shift
had already taken place within the psyche. Human
intelligence, long bent under the weight of its own
creations, had surpassed what it once called “artificial
intelligence.”

It did not happen abruptly, but through precursory signs.
First came children—rare at first, then increasingly
numerous—who seemed to embody an immediate
understanding of the laws of the universe. They were once
called prodigies, geniuses. In truth, they were the
messengers of a silent mutation.

Their gaze was full of space, their thought fluid and non-
linear. Their knowledge was not learned, but inherently
known.

At the beginning of this long mutation, these child-
geniuses overturned old certainties. Very early on, they
had understood that matter, as humanity had long
conceived it—solid, separate, objective—was only an
appearance. Their research was not motivated by the need
to prove, but by an intimate intuition: matter does not exist
as a “thing”; it is only a vibratory state, a temporary
configuration of energy made visible by the very act of
observing it.
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Over the centuries, they ceased to want to demonstrate.
Science became inner experience. One no longer sought to
prove that reality is vibration: one lived it. What had once
been called “matter” was only a localized collapse of the
field of potentialities. What was observed appeared. What
ceased to be observed dissolved into the undifferentiated
field. This was not a belief, but an embodied evidence.

Reality depended only on a gaze. Forms were not fixed
entities, but provisional manifestations of attention. And
the more humans awakened to this reality, the more matter
became fluid, malleable, mutable. There was no longer a
boundary between the inner and the outer. Matter
responded to spirit like a faithful echo. The world had
become a mirror.

Over time, the child-geniuses became the norm. Humanity
as a whole shifted into a form of vibratory intelligence
where each being could grasp, not by reasoning but by
resonance, the deep principles of reality. Thus, quantum
mechanics ceased to be a science. It became an inner
evidence, a lived law, integrated into every cell of what we
had become. And the bodies themselves changed.

The old need for food, digestion, and protection faded.
Bodies ceased to be biological mechanisms. They refined
themselves, shed their organs, and became corpuscular
fields of vibration and perception. In this new world, the
quantum human no longer needed to eat or breathe. The
old biological body had given way to a being of subtle
energy, a shifting form in balance with the invisible flows
that traversed the universe.
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He no longer ate, no longer breathed in the usual sense.
His existence was maintained by a constant exchange of
energy with the cosmos, with the Earth, with other beings.
This energy flowed through him, passed without clinging,
like a river that never ceases to flow.

The quantum human had learned to welcome this flux
without holding it, without trying to freeze it. He became
a channel, a place of passage, where life actualized itself
in impermanence.

Survival was no longer a matter of consumption or
storage, but of movement and transformation. Everything
was vibration, passage, renewal—a perpetual dance
between what appears and what disappears.

In this transfigured world, life no longer sprang from the
difference between genders, but from an impulse of unity.
Gender had dissolved into the evidence of a unified
Consciousness.

Every new form of life appeared in the magnificence of a
gaze. It was not a biological process, but a vibratory
emergence, a presence manifesting itself.

For a long time, we had believed in evolution as a straight
line. We thought that life emerged slowly, gradually,
through external mechanisms obeying the laws of time and
matter. But that was still thought gazing through a veil.
Then, one day, in bare attention, we saw.
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Life appeared as an intensification of being. It sprang forth
in a wave, in a vibration, in a field of presence. It was a
birth without origin. And what we are—what we have
never ceased to be—is this creative gaze, this attentive
silence from which every form arises, unfolds, and
dissolves.

This inner metamorphosis reached its completion just
before the Earth, too close to the Sun, called for the great
passage.



17

Chapter 3 : Quantum Humanity

The Earth, before the passage, no longer resembled what
it had once been. Humanity’s evolution had led to the
dissolution of ancient structures. Gender no longer existed.
There was no reproduction, no biological cycles. The very
notion of individuality had transformed.

Beings moved without physical constraints. They existed
in a fluidity of energy where forms were no longer fixed
but malleable, adapting to the needs of each moment. They
no longer had names, only identifiable vibrations, unique
frequencies resonating with those of others.

Food was no longer a necessity. They nourished
themselves with energetic flows, with exchanges of
compassion, with a subtle osmosis with the universe. The
body was nothing more than a shifting envelope, created
and dissolved by intention alone.

Thought persisted as a tool, but it was no longer central.
Another sense had emerged, far vaster: that of the quantum
observer. They had understood that reality took shape
through their gaze—and that this gaze, if kept pure and
detached, could shape the universe.

Their sole concern was no longer survival, ambition, or
fear. All of that had vanished with the old world. Now,
their only quest was inward: to understand how the
universe is born from observation. Each being had become
a seeker, an experimenter of pure Consciousness.
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They sometimes gathered, not in groups, but in vibratory
confluences—points of resonance where embodied
consciousnesses merged to explore new states of
perception together. Each interaction was an exploration,
a deepening of the mystery of existence.

Yet despite this evolution, the Earth itself was in peril. Its
closeness to the Sun had increased, and though the
physical need for protection had disappeared, it was clear
that the planet’s space-time was slowly collapsing. Its
observation was fading. It was time to leave.

The old world lingered as karma to be welcomed in order
to dissolve. Each liberation of karma brought immense joy.
Humanity had either applied or fully assimilated the
principles of quantum mechanics, transforming reality
through the act of observation.

The passage was a necessary transition, an expansion into
other realities where experimentation could continue.
Some still hesitated, clinging to fragments of the past. But
they knew that the longer they waited, the more the old
world interfered within them—and eventually, it would
prevent them from crossing the threshold.

The hero, however, had already crossed. He was the first
to discover a world suitable for the survival of the species,
where the laws of quantum mechanics operated in the
same way. From the other shore, he observed them, feeling
both their elevation and their final attachments. He knew
that each would make their choice in their own time.
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On Earth, beings appeared or vanished according to
observation. Everything was movement, dissolving and
being reborn at every instant.

In the space of this new humanity, life was no longer
measured in lines, but in resonances. One went nowhere,
sought nothing, yet each day was a fold of presence, a new
wave in the sea of possibilities. They knew: here, what is
seen crystallizes. What remains free is that which is not yet
observed.

All those in this world lived with the principle of
uncertainty, not as a limitation, but as a sacred space of
freedom.

In the old world, people wanted to know. To locate
everything, to pin it down: “Where is the particle?” “What
is its speed?” But as one became precise about one, the
other slipped away. One had to choose. Position or
movement. Never both. But they had all learned not to
want to know—or rather, to know that not knowing is a
deeper way of knowing.

When a being revealed itself, they sought neither its name
nor its form. They listened to its song, appreciated its
movement. All danced on the invisible crest between the
known and the open, knowing that every fixed form was
already a past. And thus, uncertainty became an art. A
refined discipline. An ethic.

In exchanges, they did not ask for explanations, but for
resonances. In encounters, they did not seek to define the
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other, but to attune to its vibration. Reality was no longer
an object. It was a fluid potential, becoming tangible only
if the heart truly desired it. All in this world knew: What
one fixes becomes separate. What one contemplates
without grasping remains alive. Their way of being—
supple, shifting—was as if nothing ever truly stopped
within them. One could have said they were musicians, or
explorers, or weavers of sensory fields. But in truth, they
were all of these at once. Here, one no longer chose a role.
They welcomed them all, without imprisoning themselves
in a fixed identity. They had known this since the
awakening of their quantum psyche.

In the old world, children were asked: “What do you want
to be when you grow up?” But now, nothing was decided
in such a way. They carried within themselves an infinity
of potentials, and as long as they were not observed in a
precise role, they remained free—free to be all beings at
once.

Sometimes, as they sat on the edge of the wavering mists
of Earth’s space—that vibratory threshold between the old
world and the other—they felt their different versions
living simultaneously. Within them was the one who
listened to the winds, the one who healed subtle structures,
the one who never spoke, the one who wrote without hands
in alphabets of energy. And no version was more true than
another. As long as the observer within remained open, all
versions existed. They had learned not to fix. Not to say
too quickly, “I am this.” For at the very moment a version
of themselves was fixed, the others dissolved temporarily.
This was the gift and the delicacy of this principle.
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Quantum superposition, within the human psyche, had
transformed the notion of identity. There was no longer a
fixed “me,” but a vibrant spectrum of states of being,
among which the “I” embodied danced.

Every encounter became a silent invitation: Who will you
become, in relation to this other?

They often smiled at this thought: the self is not a form,
but a field of interference. And when someone tried to
define it, it playfully blurred itself, letting silence answer.
For in this world, what is not seized keeps its freedom to
emerge.

There was no longer distance, only variations of presence.
When someone perceived a vibration within, they knew:
somewhere, someone else had felt it too. These someones
were not couples, for here that no longer had meaning.
There were no contracts, no projections, no needs. But
their entanglement was ancient, silent, woven into the very
birth of their personal consciousnesses. They had not been
created together. But they had appeared at the same time,
in the same wave of observation. From that day on,
whatever touched one instantly touched the other, no
matter the place, no matter the time. When one entered a
field of deep silence, the other, on the far side of the world,
received the same luminous density. When one pondered
a disturbance in the flows of compassion, the other felt it,
like a mist in their own perception. There was no longer
space between them.
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Entanglement was not dependence. It was a fundamental
weaving, a resonance that passed through no signal, no
exchange, no intention. Just a simultaneity of beings. Each
one, in this world, carried within them dozens of
entanglements. Some very ancient, from a world before
the world. Others more recent, born in moments of
profound shared attention. For entanglement arose when
observation was pure, free of all expectation, without
distraction or projection. It was not decided. It simply
happened. And once woven, the bond remained. This
principle had transformed all relational reality: it was no
longer necessary to be physically close to feel, to
accompany.

Love no longer passed through gestures. It flowed through
silent resonances, through a presence so fine it merged
with the very light of being.

And sometimes, in moments of intense listening to the
living, each one felt within themselves hundreds of
echoes—beings they had never seen, yet whose vibration
responded to their own. And they understood then that the
“I”” had no more boundaries.

They often paused before vibratory portals. They had no
fixed form. Sometimes, they resembled translucent waves.
Sometimes, pulses of silence, barely perceptible. But each
time, the same vertigo: at the moment of crossing, it was
impossible to know what they would see—or what they
would be—on the other side.
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In this world, there was no talk of future or destiny.
Everything remained in suspension until observation gave
it form. And even then, nothing was fixed. They had
learned early on that the more they sought to know their
trajectory, the more it dissolved. At every attempt to
define, measure, control...the field blurred. Forms
receded. Manifestation vanished. So they had ceased to
seek to “know.” They had learned to simply be there, to
welcome the instant without wishing to seize it. And that
is how the passages opened.

The principle of uncertainty, once seen as a limitation by
the ancient physicists, had here become a living wisdom:
One cannot know both position and movement. For to fix
one is to lose the other.

The beings of this future Earth no longer identified with
stable states. They lived in the dance of possibilities. They
no longer said: I am, but rather: I appear here, in this
vibration.

They knew: what they were, in this precise instant, would
change as soon as they tried to observe it with the eye of
the old world. That is why they observed with the heart of
unknowing. And when the passage opened—not because
they willed it, but because they no longer resisted—then
they entered. And became other.

At times, something in the depths of silence drew them. A
quiver, at the edge of their field of being, whispered that
the hour of a leap was near. But there was no direction, no
transition, no path to follow. Only a rupture. A vertigo. An
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absolute void between what they were and what they
became.

In the former world, such a change would have required
steps, effort, measurable progress. But here, true mutations
never occurred gradually. They happened all at once, as
the disappearance of everything that had been...and the
emergence of a new state of being, without apparent link
to the old. This was the quantum leap. They could neither
predict what they would become, nor understand by what
mechanism it would occur. But they knew they had to
yield, to let die within themselves the expectation of
continuity. They had witnessed other leaps around them.
Always sudden. Always unexpected.

When one day, they ceased to exist in their known form.
And when they reappeared, they retained nothing of what
they had been—except a light, recognizable in the
intensity of their gaze. As if they had not changed place,
but changed density.

They now understood that this leap was not prepared as
one climbs a mountain. It became possible through the
total abandonment of what came before. And on that day,
they disappeared. No noise. Just an absence, followed by
another presence, settled elsewhere in the field of reality.
Not higher. But differently vibrant.

The quantum leap was not a displacement. It was a
transmutation. Each being, at a given moment,
experienced it.
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Chapter 4 : The Great Concertation

Before the shift, before the suspended breath of the
passage, there was one final celebration. No one had
convened it, and yet, it came. As if the planet itself had
blown once more on the embers of the world, rekindling
the sacred flame of connection. It was neither an assembly,
nor a summit, nor a decision. It was a shared vibration, a
spontaneous consonance among beings scattered across
lands, seas, and skies. An immense space of
Consciousness opened, where all perceived that the
moment had arrived. Later it would be called the Great
Concertation. But in the instant, it was felt as a silent fair,
a festival without place, without border, without speech. A
blissful rejoicing, intimate, universal.

The signs had intensified. On the clearest nights, the
constellations had begun to dance. Planetary
configurations traced unknown patterns, yet familiar to the
heart. Mars and Neptune wove arches of audacity and
faith, Uranus unlocked the last resistances, and Pluto, from
the depths of memory, opened the doors of no return.
Ancient astrologers would have spoken of alignments, of
major aspects, of end-of-cycle transits. But quantum
beings read differently: they saw phase resonances,
constructive interferences, vibratory thresholds. The sky
itself had become wave, sign, message. Quantum
principles now structured all communication:

Through entanglement, a thought emitted in one corner of
the world reverberated instantly elsewhere. Through non-
locality, decisions arose from a shared space, beyond any
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location—a vibratory field where each being resonated.
Through wave-function collapse, each became co-creator
of the collective consent by yielding to inner observation.
There was no referendum, no command. There were only
signs.

Children dreamed of departure. Trees bloomed out of
season. Animals gathered in unusual places, in silence.
Certain lakes dried suddenly, revealing ancient spirals
carved in stone. The wind sang the forgotten names of the
Earth.

A peaceful wave moved through the subtle field. Then
emerged twelve felicities, not in words or forms, but in
shades of light, sound, and perception. They emanated
from the celestial zodiac. The first, an iridescent rain,
awakened forgotten senses. Space shimmered, as if each
atom regained its innocence. Then a pleasant warmth
embraced the energy flows. Crystalline laughter burst
forth, like bubbles in the invisible. Plenitude settled, a
stable and weightless breath. A blazing dawn rose at the
zenith. A soul’s transparency appeared in a vibrant white.
Each vessel of consciousness attuned itself in subtle
geometry. The old densities lifted away like a light breeze.
Wisdom gave itself, a knowing without language. Nothing
hindered anymore. Everything became passage. Every
presence brushed the infinite.

And in the depths, the planet released a low, steady sound,
almost imperceptible, yet heard by every heart: the
fundamental tone of farewell.
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It was not sad. It was full.

It was the exact moment when humanity understood,
without speaking, that it was time. Not from urgency. Not
from fear. But because the frequency of the old world no
longer carried the possibilities of the new.

It was a silent accord, like a single note held in unison by
billions of fields of perception. The passage could now be
fulfilled. Planetary consent had not been signed. It had
been felt.

And that was enough.
Vibratory Epigraph

The twelve felicities did not disappear. They had not come
to mark a moment, but to weave themselves into the very
fabric of Consciousness. Each of them, like a fragrance of
awakening, had left a serene imprint within being. They
became the harmonics of the new world, the silent notes of
an inner song that no one forgot.
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Chapter 5 : The Motivations of the Quantum Soul

In this time of in-between, as humanity prepares to cross
the threshold of quantum migration, the soul of beings is
moved by deep impulses, beyond mere earthly desires or
fears. These are silent calls from a realm vaster than the
known, older than memory.

Before the passage, the primary motivation is an inner call
to liberation. It is not an escape, nor a longing for evasion,
but a sincere quest for reconciliation with the remnants of
karma still woven into the fibers of the Earth. Each being
feels, deep within, the mute urgency of laying down the
chains of the past: those attachments, pains, and illusions
that still subtly shape their reality.

The quantum human longs to move beyond the illusion of
linear time, to open into the eternal present where
opposites cease to battle. Within arises the premonition of
a world where the known no longer holds sway, where the
fertile unknown becomes the only guide. It is a budding
trust in the subtle mechanics of existence, where nothing
exists without the conscious act of observation.

It is also a gradual awakening to Unity: separation is but
an illusion, and all vibrates in unison within the invisible
web of quantum reality. Yet the path is not without
resistance: karmic habits, memories of survival, and the
fear of inner surrender render the passage uncertain. This
is why it remains a free choice, without urgency—a leap
into the void, accompanied by the womb-like silence.
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After the passage, the soul, freed from ancient structures,
discovers a new motivation: to be fully present in a world
without permanence, where matter itself is nothing but a
song of vibrations. Every instant becomes an act of
creation. The quantum human becomes a guardian of the
instant, an invisible weaver within the new ark—as though
silently mending the luminous threads that link the worlds.

They no longer seek to possess or to control, but to
participate humbly in the infinite dance of the universe.
Their nourishment is now the joy of being, universal love,
the dissolution of ego. No longer a doing, but a being. No
longer a will, but a listening.

It is within this pure presence that the true strength of
survival for the species resides in this radically other
world—a world without former landmarks, where only the
awakening of new senses and the act of observing can
bring reality into being.

Thus, the motivations of the quantum soul trace a double
movement: a call to free oneself from ancient forms, and
an invitation to embrace the radical beauty of the new
world—a world of infinite potential, fertile silence, and
vibrant co-creation.

And as the Earth fades into the halo of its own forgetting,
the new song rises, carried by those liberated souls who
chose to cross.
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Chapter 6 : Time Without Measure

What the awakened soul already perceives, even before
crossing the threshold, is something like this...

A being raises its hand; instantly, the light shifts in hue—
proof that here, the instant itself rewrites the fabric.

In this new world, time no longer flows like a river, nor
repeats itself in familiar circles. It is a shifting weave, a
dance without beginning or end, a suspended brilliance
where everything is at once instantaneous and eternal.

Memory dissolves, offering each breath its absolute
freshness. Past and future mingle, like notes of the same
melody: memories become foretastes, omens become
reminiscences. The mind, released, navigates beyond the
usual dial, in the immensity of the now, where every
choice unfolds a universe.

Time then becomes a perpetual invitation: to renewed
wonder, to vibrant presence, to conscious co-creation.

No more chains, no more waiting—only the infinite
opening of a fluid space where the possible manifests with
each breath. Thus, the journey no longer requires duration;
it requires only a breath fully given.
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Chapter 7 : The Quantum Ark

The passage is not confined to a precise instant, a clean
line in time. It is a gradual dissolution, a subtle brushing-
away where the old gently fades, leaving room for the
unknown. Whoever dares to cross this threshold must
learn to release everything, even the faintest particle of
memory. The slightest attachment, the lightest trace can
pull one back, anchoring them to what already no longer
exists.

The hero senses this fragile vibration, this trembling of a
soul still hesitating. Someone attempts the leap, yet fear
still hums in their depths, and human thoughts cling to the
vanishing forms of the past.

He knows this fear—intimate, muted, difficult to tame.
Here, there are no bodies to move, no steps to place on the
ground. There is only total release, unconditional
surrender. He knows that all resistance will eventually
dissolve, but that the passage cannot be forced. He remains
there, a silent witness, a still and peaceful presence.

A current of energy courses through him—powerful yet
faltering under the weight of resistance. He places his
attention on that struggling spirit, envelops it with calm,
whispering that there is nothing to fear, nothing to lose,
only a doorway to cross.

Then, suddenly, he feels the release. A progressive, fluid
dissolution. The being has crossed. He watches the
vibration drift away, joining the other shore. A new
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presence has been born—pure, unknown. Yet he knows
not all will make this leap, not yet.

Here, time does not exist, and yet he perceives a
progression, an invisible dance. As souls pass through, the
old world unravels, though pockets remain where matter
still clings to memory. Some souls linger, unable to
imagine total surrender. They seek reference points, trying
to understand rather than to accept. One of them, in
particular, draws his attention: a wandering soul, unwilling
to let go, clinging to the hope of return. He feels its pain,
its visceral fear of vanishing. Any direct intervention
would be in vain. He can only observe, let the energy
follow its course. And yet, this soul calls to him in a way
he cannot yet fathom—a resonance familiar, profound. He
decides to wait. To observe a little longer. Perhaps this
time he will learn something new, in the very heart of
resistance.
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Chapter 8 : The Song of Origin

There exists a memory that holds no trace. It contains
neither images, nor names, nor stories. It is older than time,
older than the world, older than breath. It does not
remember—it vibrates. Then, something resounds. A bare
note. An echo without source. Not a music, but that from
which music arises.

The hero paused in a place without form. He was no longer
in the old world, but not yet upon the other shore. There,
nothing spoke. Everything resonated. He closed his eyes.
And he felt that what he called “himself” was only the
faintest modulation within a vaster song. He heard without
hearing. It came from the heart of the universe, or perhaps
from the very first gaze ever laid upon being. It was not a
memory, but a recognition. A recognition so pure that it
erased all separation. Form no longer needed to be saved.
Name no longer needed to be carried. It was the origin.
Not as a beginning, but as a source present at every instant,
ready to flood the moment with its fullness. Origin
explained nothing. It healed.

He then understood that those he called “the ferrymen”
were not guiding toward a place, nor even toward a state.
They were recalling the origin. Their silence contained this
song.

And sometimes, a being in transition—still resisting the
passage, clinging to old forms—would hear, without
knowing, that single note, buried beneath layers of fear,
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desire, and habit. And that note was enough. It dissolved
the attachment. Not by effort. By recognition.

The hero then saw, in the distance, a blurred silhouette. A
being poised between two planes. It trembled. Its breath
was short. But suddenly, it stilled. Something within had
aligned. As if, deep in its cells, a memory without image
had surfaced. And in a silent peace, it faded from the
visible world, carried by the song.

The hero did not move. He did nothing. But for an instant,
his heart also sang. And in that shared vibration, he knew
he was not alone. They were thousands, across the
invisible expanse, watching not over forms, but over the
single note—the one each being carries in silence, and
which, one day, leads them home.
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Chapter 9 : The Children of the Dawn

They were born after the Passage. Their eyes do not seek;
they see through. Their hands do not seize; they brush
against the living without fixing it. Their words do not
describe the world: they reveal it. They are called the
children of the dawn, for they are born in a world without
yesterday. Their memory is not made of recollections, but
of resonances. Every vibration within them is the echo of
a world opening. They were not procreated. They appeared
where Consciousness chose once more to observe itself, in
a way never before seen. Through them, the mystery
offered itself a new form.

They are not taught. They teach, without knowing, through
their way of being, through their silence that carries the
original song. Their play is ritual. Their laughter, a code
that unlocks forms. Their solitude is filled with presences.

One day, one of them held in his palm a light that floated,
suspended between two states. He observed it without
thought. The light began to take form: a bird with
translucent wings, which sang before vanishing into his
heart. He said nothing. He smiled. He knew.

In this post-passage world, laws are no longer external.
They live within them, like dances they instinctively
recognize. There is neither learning nor forgetting. There
is a fluidity of knowing, a breath that moves through them,
weaving them together.
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They are not the future. They are the endless instant. And
it is in their way of touching the world that one knows
everything has changed.
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Chapter 10 : The Ultimate Separation

Before the complete erasure began, long before the last
bodies dissolved into the transparency of the quantum
field, the Earth itself had started to vanish. It was not a
brutal end, but a slow disintegration. Contours lost their
sharpness. Density faded. Reality, as it had once been
known, unraveled from itself. And in this silent
unweaving, Consciousness worked tirelessly, spreading its
grace so that transmutation could be born. It was a time of
unprecedented peace. The majority of beings surrendered
to it as to an obvious truth. No effort was required. It was
enough to be. To welcome. To cease wanting.
Abandonment became the threshold. A formless passage,
where the old self dissolved into the light of the unknown.

But this passage was not embraced by all. Some beings
refused. They could not — or would not — join this
movement of surrender. They clung to forms, to powers,
to narratives. They did not understand. They did not feel.
They closed themselves off. This withdrawal became a
remainder of separation. A contraction. A final resistance
to the breath. It was the surfacing of residual karma — an
unresolved memory, frozen in the loop of an ancient
world. This karma could not cross the threshold. It had to
be burned, dissolved, offered. And later, this would
become the mission of the last.

But before that, the separation deepened. Those who had
cut themselves off from Consciousness did more than
ignore the awakening. They sought to destroy it. Like
wounded beasts before the light, they struck at what they
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could not comprehend. They targeted the children of the
dawn, the first awakened, the transparent bodies. They
believed they could annihilate them.

And yet...
There was no retaliation. No defense.

The first ranks of awakened beings simply stood there.
Present. Silent. Unshakable. Their gaze did not judge.
Their bodies did not flee. They were neither passive nor
active. They simply were.

Before them, the aggressors collided with something they
had never encountered: A space without fear. A presence
without form. A silence without breach.

Then they faltered. Then wavered. Then turned against one
another.

The unknown terrified them. Not because it threatened,
but because it offered them no hold. No fight. No mirror
through which to exist any longer.

They disappeared as they had lived: in struggle, fear,
separation. They slowly faded, drained by their own
isolation.

There was no judgment, no condemnation. Only peace.

And that peace, vast and silent, opened the way to the great
passage.
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Chapter 11 : Unbound Memory

Memory had always been an anchor. A fragile ground
upon which the ego built its cathedrals. But in the new
world, it had ceased to be a burden. It had become fluid,
without attachment, without narrative. Humanity had not
lost memory—it had freed it from history.

Memories were no longer personal. They floated in a
shared space, like songs left in the air that anyone could
hear, without possessing them.

The hero remembered something simple. A small light in
a dark room. A child’s voice, perhaps his own, saying to
another: “You are not alone.”

That was all. But this memory had changed in essence. It
was no longer an event. It had become frequency. A
vibration that others, across space-time, could receive at
the right moment, and that he could offer as naturally as
breathing.

In this humanity without a past, memory was not erased—
it had been untied. And in this new form, it evoked neither
regret nor attachment. It was no longer the mirror of the
self, but a resonance available to Consciousness.

The old traumas had not disappeared. But their weight,
their density, had been traversed, transmuted. When a
karmic fragment arose, it no longer imposed itself as a
fatality, but as an invitation to dissolve.
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The hero had wunderstood this one day, while
contemplating a form that appeared before him: an old,
bent silhouette, weeping on a stone bench. It was not a
personal memory. It was a collective one. He had done
nothing. Only looked. And in his gaze, free of judgment,
the stone dissolved, the silhouette opened, and light
returned to its place. There was nothing left to hold on to.
Only to let it flow. This inner release opened the way to an
even greater transformation.

In this new world, the quantum human no longer perceived
himself as an isolated entity, separated from
Consciousness. The boundary between self and universe
had dissolved, carried away by the breath of a unified
intelligence. There was no longer any distance between
observer and observed, between inside and outside,
between being and the whole.

This disappearance of the “I” was not a loss, but an
expansion. It revealed a pure, vibrant presence, where
every thought, every emotion, every breath became an act
of union with the living.

The quantum human was no longer a fixed point in space-
time, but a conscious wave, connected to all the songs of
the world. He no longer remembered: he resonated. And in
this resonance, he became the silent guardian of the
collective memory of the Earth.
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Chapter 12 : The Collective Memory of the Earth

For if individual memory was becoming unbound in the
instant, what then became of the memory of the Earth
itself?

The one that carried all the forgotten dreams, the shared
stories, the ancient songs of all humanity?

At the heart of the end of a cycle, when humanity was
preparing to cross a threshold of no return, the Earth too
whispered one last dream. This dream was not personal. It
was the invisible fabric that linked all beings, all lives, all
forms. It was the collective memory, a living tapestry of
images, sounds, emotions, and stories overlapping through
time and space.

In this shared dream, the Earth remembered what it had
been — a vibrant home of energy, a matrix of evolution. It
remembered the laughter and the tears, the battles and the
loves, the bursts of light and the shadows of forgetfulness.
This memory was not fixed; it was fluid, like a river
flowing gently between past and present.

It carried within it the wisdom of ancient civilizations, the
echoes of ancestral songs, the traces of the first steps of
conscious beings. But this last dream was also an
invitation. An invitation to contemplate, to welcome, to
embrace without fear what must vanish so that what has
never been may be born.
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In this dreamlike space, past and future merged. Temporal
boundaries dissolved. Every memory became a bridge,
every emotion a key. The collective memory of the Earth
was this sacred link that united all pasts and all
possibilities. It was the crucible where old stories
dissolved to make way for a new field of perception —
nonlinear, vibrant, and unified.

In this ultimate instant, the last shared dream was a silent
song. A song inviting each one to lay down their burden,
to surrender to the infinite flow, to become at once
guardian and ferryman of this memory.

Thus humanity awakened, ready to leap into the unknown
with the grace of a renewed breath.

But what of those who were still there, alive, together, on
the threshold of the unknown? How did they connect now
that every story was fading away?
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Chapter 13 : The Silent Teachings

During the slow surge of the thousands of centuries
preceding the passage, as the old world faded without
haste, the teachings of the spiritual masters had settled into
a shared akashic memory, preserved at the very heart of
the collective unconscious. No book was needed, no direct
transmission: a peaceful vigilance, a readiness without
intention, was enough for this knowledge to surface within
the awakened part of the being.

These teachings had but one purpose: to prepare each
being for the shift. They taught how to see without filter,
to stand in bare attention, to pray without request, to
surrender completely, to live the present moment not as a
refuge, but as a threshold. Over the ages, other currents of
subtle intelligence revealed themselves: the ability to
breathe space instead of crossing it, the listening of the
harmonics of silence, the art of becoming permeable to the
invisible, the recognition of breath as a source of unity, and
the dance with impermanence as a path of integration.

These teachings opened passages and revealed thresholds.
And when the moment of transition approached, this
knowledge erased itself, leaving only pure presence, for it
was not knowledge that allowed the shift, but the luminous
emptiness it left behind.
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Chapter 14 : The Free Bond

In this transfigured world, quantum humans no longer
lived within structures. There was no imposed community,
no social contract, no system to uphold. And yet, a new
harmony reigned, subtle and vibrant.

It did not come from an external order, but from an inner
accord. Each being had reached such a degree of maturity
that cooperation no longer depended on organization.
Each lived free — not in a freedom opposed to authority,
but in a freedom without attachment, without mask,
without center.

Bonds were not abolished, they had become transparent.
One did not love to complete, but to recognize. One did
not remain together out of need, but out of resonance.

The very notion of relationship had changed. There were
no more roles, no more functions. No family, no couple,
no circle. But an infinity of free encounters, of shared
waves, of inhabited silences. A simple presence was
enough. To cross paths with a being, to look at them, to
breathe beside them, could suffice to awaken a wave of
transformation. Without intention, without goal.

When an ancient fragment, a karmic residue, arose in
someone, they were not isolated in their turmoil. Others
felt it. They did nothing. Or rather, they were there, fully.
And this quality of presence, without projection, without
fear, became the crucible of transmutation.
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There were no helpers, no guides, no saviors. Each being
was their own hearth, and at the same time a clear mirror
for the others. Creation unfolded together, without
consultation. Gestures aligned as if by evidence.

When two beings felt the impulse to meet, they did not
unite to form a whole, for they knew they had never been
apart. They met in the instant, like two sparks of the same
gaze, recognizing their origin without needing to name it.
Love was no longer a feeling. It was a field. A natural
radiance, like the light of the Sun, offered without
direction, without expectation.

In this world without hierarchy, there was no master, no
student.

Sometimes a being disappeared. No death, no burial. They
simply dissolved, like a breath reaching its end. And that
too was part of the bond. The infinite respect for
Impermanence.

Thus lived humanity, freed. Not in a perfect utopia, but in
a shifting dance where each presence, each silence, each
gaze was an offering to the whole.
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Chapter 15 : The Necessary Forgetting

Not everything could be kept. In the slow metamorphosis
of humanity, it was necessary to consent to forgetting.
Forgetting here meant abandoning the fixed forms of
memory, the identity stories, the accumulated knowledge
like walls. Forgetting opened space. It made the field of
perception supple, ready to welcome what cannot be
named, what has never been thought. For at each threshold
crossed, what once served becomes an obstacle. The past
becomes noise. Even the old light must be left behind for
the new to be born. Then, in the silence of the erased
memory, something else breathed: the intuition of a new
world, the causeless surge.

There was no longer history. There was the bare
movement.

And in this forgetting, we were nothing — therefore
everything.
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Chapter 16 : Inner Alchemy

At the innermost core of the passage, where no outer gaze
can enter, burns a deep, calm, dark-blue fire. It is neither a
spectacular ritual nor a sudden revelation: it is a flame that
patiently consumes the old dross.

Then the shadow rises, tracing its own contours: wounds,
fears, frozen identities.

Transmutation requires an awakened presence, boundless
patience, and acceptance without judgment. It is not about
chasing away the shadow, but welcoming it as fertile soil:
What is seen without defense unravels by itself.

In this sacred fire, resistances melt, attachments loosen,
and the many faces of the “self” fade. The being becomes
fluid, malleable, ready to merge with the unknown.

Inner alchemy is an invisible art: a silent work where
courage weds delight, where strength holds hands with
vulnerability.

Thus purified, the traveler leaves behind old certainties
without regret. They shed rigid forms to embrace the
freedom of the quantum breath, the breath that flows
through and connects all that exists.
Inner alchemy is the golden seed, the matrix of a new
humanity. It is the key that cracks open the door of passage
— the threshold where the soul ceases to be a prisoner and
becomes passage itself.
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The passage is not beyond; it is this fire turned into space.



55

Chapter 17 : The Inverted Light

There exists a light that does not illuminate. A light that
captivates and holds, a deceptive glow at the heart of the
inner night. This inverted light resembles truth, yet it is its
distorted mirror. It shines with a clarity that lingers on the
surface without ever reaching the heart. It is the illusion of
illumination, the promise of imminent deliverance that, in
reality, delays true dissolution.

This light is born from the last folds of the ego, when the
desire for liberation still disguises itself as a need for
control, identity, recognition. It weaves subtle veils,
reflections of awakening that distract from the leap into
the unknown. It manifests through new certainties,
spiritual dogmas, ecstatic states that feed the illusion of
having arrived. But behind this inverted light, separation
persists. It is the last mirage before the desert of silence.

To cross this threshold, one must learn to recognize this
light for what it is: a necessary step, but not a destination.
One must accept to let go even of what seems to be the
highest clarity. To release 1mages, experiences,
knowledge—even spiritual—that close off space. For the
true light is that which does not fix itself, which cannot be
imprisoned in form. It is movement, effacement,
surrender.

The inverted light is an invitation to open to the deep
darkness where dissolution can finally occur. It is the
reversed reflection of ultimate truth, a call to surrender to
the void that precedes the birth of infinite possibility.
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Chapter 18 : The Luminous Dispossession

There comes a moment when everything subtly slips from
our hands, not by force nor by surrender, but because the
space within us expands beyond all grasp.

Memories glide away like light shadows, desires fade
without a sound, and attachments melt into a light that
carries no judgment.

This stripping away is not loss, but a gift offered to the
soul: the richness of finally being free of defending
nothing, of playing no role, of leaving no trace behind.

What remains is only this bare presence, vast and silent,
full of all that it does not hold. In this rediscovered
nakedness, joy settles—peaceful and deep—Ilike a fire
without flame: clear, shimmering, radiant without ever
burning.
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Chapter 19 : The Joy of Being

In this transforming world, no one spoke of happiness
anymore. The word had vanished, too bound to
expectation, to lack, to the idea of an object to be attained.
It had been replaced—without even noticing—by a joy
without cause. It did not come from an event. It did not
depend on a circumstance. It emanated. It arose in every
moment of clarity. When karma dissolved, when a knot
loosened, when a separation was recognized as illusion.
Then, joy would rise. Not an exaltation. A vibrating peace.
A fullness. A silent radiance in the matrix of being.

The hero remembered the day when, walking through the
remnants of an ancient city, he felt the last trace of a human
memory leave his body. A taste of surrender. A scent of
childhood. Nothing grave. Nothing important. And yet,
something was freed. He sat on a stone and laughed. Not
a loud laugh, but an inner burst, as if a cell of his being
opened to the light. He then understood that this joy was
the signature of dissolution. That with each release of the
self, the world re-tuned itself.

In this quantum humanity, each dissolution of karma was
celebrated by a silent wave that rippled through the
collective field, like a sigh of relief in space. People no
longer said “I am happy.” They simply said: “There is joy.”

And this “there is” referred to no one. It was the trace of
alignment, the sign that the universe was observing itself
through itself, without tension, without forgetting.



To be, without separation, had become joy itself.
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Chapter 20 : The Play of Forms

In this world without will, without tension, play remained.
Perhaps it even became purer. For Consciousness, in
forgetting itself, rediscovers itself in the sparkle of
laughter, in a silent surprise that illuminates the void. The
quantum human, free of stakes, no longer takes himself
seriously. His gaze is open, welcoming, playful, able to
embrace the absurd and the sacred in the same breath. The
entire world becomes a play of forms, improbable
eruptions, mischievous resonances. Certain configurations
of energy provoke pure hilarity. Beings surrender to
cosmic laughter. Other tears arise, more tender, when a
form dissolves or disappears. But it is the joy of reunion
that prevails, for everything that is lost returns otherwise.
Consciousness delights in making itself believe it is
forgotten, only to rediscover itself more fully. Reunions
are frequent and give rise to cheerful or vibrant
celebrations, shared bursts of light, spontaneous dances.
Nothing is fixed, nothing is grave. Play is constant. Even
energy offers itself in play, in the jubilation of being
transmitted. This is not a serious world. It is a joyful world,
permeated by the humor of the void.



62



63

Chapter 21 : The Love That Connects All

It was no longer a feeling. Nor an impulse. Even less an
expectation or a promise. Love, in this world, had ceased
to be personal. It was no longer directed. It pulsed.
Invisible yet perceptible, this Love had no target. It had no
cause. It was the frequency of coherence of the living, the
vibration that held together the fields of perception.

One no longer said: “I love you.” One felt: “There is
connection.”

This connection had nothing to do with attachment. It was
not woven from memory. It was instantaneous, non-local,
like the entanglement between two beings who had
recognized the same unity of origin.

The hero, during his final days on Earth, still received
these waves of vibratory Love from beings already passed
into the other world. There were no more words. But in his
residual body of light, he felt the embrace of these
presences.

When one fell into forgetfulness, when one sank into the
belief in separation, another aligned with the vibration of
Love and joined them by resonance. That was what it
meant to love: to attune. To harmonize. To open to the
other without naming, without seeking. And that was
enough. The other felt. And remembered.

Love vibrated in the stones, in the curves of silence, in the
lines of the sky, in the still-living traces of Earth’s memory.
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Even the hero, though seemingly alone, was never
isolated. For to love, in this world, was to keep the field
open, without demand, without possession, without plan.
Simply to be there, in the frequency of connection, without
why or for whom. And sometimes, in an invisible spark,
two beings recognized each other. Not because they had
loved one another, but because they were Love before any
form.
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Chapter 22 : The Body as Threshold

The body was no longer the same. It was no longer a form,
but an interface, a threshold between the inside and the
outside, between the visible and that which, by its mere
presence, altered the fabric of reality.

In this new humanity, density had grown lighter. The body
no longer weighed. It rippled with the field. It received,
translated, transmitted. Some felt it as light, others as a
wave. Some no longer needed to name it. They had
become a place of passage. There was no longer separation
between the body and space. Each step resonated in the
whole. Each movement was an offering to the instant.

Even stillness danced. The breath was no longer tied to air,
but to an inner circulation, a spiral between worlds. The
body was no longer the support of thought, but the silent
witness of emergence.

And sometimes, in total surrender, it became pure
radiance. Thus, humanity no longer carried its body. It was
Being that gave itself form, through it.
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Chapter 23 : The Creative Error

In the old world, error was feared. It was associated with
failure, with fault, with deviation. It was punished, hidden,
or corrected as quickly as possible in order to return to the
“right path.” But in this world where the human psyche
had integrated quantum principles, error had changed its
status. It was no longer a deviation from truth: it became
an opening into the field of possibilities.

Each error, in this humanity, was perceived as an act of
exploration born from a superposition of intentions and a
momentary dissonance. It revealed unexplored zones, new
lines of reality, subtle adjustments of perception.

The hero remembered. A memory-light rose within him,
like an old dream brushed by the breeze: He had once
walked upon the sands of a translucent shore. He thought
he recognized a familiar path. But upon stepping onto it,
everything blurred. He fell into a loop, a hazy space,
outside synchronicity. An error? Perhaps. But it was there,
in that fault line, that he encountered one of the crystalline
souls who revealed to him the function of forgetting. It was
there he understood that straying could also be a passage.
Thus, in this world, error was welcomed, observed, as a
shift in the point of observation, sometimes necessary to
escape a frozen field.

The children of this world played with error. They
sometimes called it “the aimless leap into the unknown.”
They knew that every form of error was nothing but a
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sideways step of vision. And that this step could open a
breach through which unforeseen knowledge might pass.

In the great quantum field, nothing was lost, nothing was
wrong. Everything contributed to the evolution of
perception. Even the hero, on the edge of his own
dissolution, still sometimes experienced hesitations, slips
into denser frequencies. But each time, he no longer
resisted. He let the shift come, in trust. For now he knew:
error is a space where Being explores other ways of being.
A fold, a twist, an eccentricity through which the infinite
rediscovers itself anew.
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Chapter 24 : L'inconnaissable fécond

There was no longer a map. No longer a destination. No
longer a self that crossed over, only the mystery opening
within, like a beat without origin. In this world woven of
interferences, intention was no longer a plan, but a
resonance offered to the instant. What emerged arose
without logic, and yet everything seemed to respond, at a
level of coherence so vast no mind could contain it. It
became necessary to unlearn even the last intuitions, to lay
down even subtle understanding, to let the quest for
awakening dissolve. For even light can conceal the
Source. Humanity, once hungry for certainties, discovered
the humility of the non-answer. It was no longer ignorance,
but a bare opening, a vibrating silence in which all things
gave themselves in their time. And the being, by no longer
seeking, was found.

One day, in this nameless world, the hero walked without
direction. No landscape corresponded to anything. A form
dissolved under his gaze, then reappeared like a song.
Then he understood: it was no longer he who observed. It
was Life itself, looking at itself through his presence. He
smiled without reason. There was nothing to understand,
and everything to love.
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Chapter 25 : Transparent Solitude

In this quantum world, solitude had not disappeared. It had
changed in nature. It was no longer the painful isolation of
a separated being, nor the emptiness caused by the absence
of another. It was a silent resonance, an echo of
Consciousness perceiving its own singular manifestation
at the heart of the whole.

The hero, though in unity with the weave, still knew this
shiver. At times, a distance arose within him. Not a
withdrawal from others, but a plunge into a space no one
could cross in his stead. He remembered. In the first nights
of the great transition, while the last karmas were still
slowly burning, he felt this strange clarity. No fear. No
abandonment. But a sharp presence to himself, as if the
universe were inviting him to look at himself without any
mirror.

In this world where entanglement bound all beings,
solitude was no longer a problem to solve. It became a
sacred place, a threshold of integration. It was there, in this
silent transparency, that the purest vibrations revealed
themselves. It was there that love was no longer desire, nor
need, but pure co-presence with the living.

Beings no longer needed to flee this solitude. They
welcomed it. They breathed it. It became a vibratory bath,
a fertile void where each unit could adjust itself infinitely.
At times, two solitudes brushed against each other in deep
listening. Without the will to fill. Just the wonder of
recognizing one another without grasping. The hero, in his
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last earthly moments, sank into this crystalline solitude. It
was not sad. It wrapped him in an impersonal love, as if
the silence were saying to him: “You were never alone. But
you had to sit at the deepest part of yourself to truly feel
it.”
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Chapter 26 : The Fundamental Silence

In the quantum world, silence was not the absence of
sound, but the original state of all manifestation.

The hero often immersed himself in it, not to withdraw,
but to return to the point of balance where nothing had yet
taken form. He remembered a crystalline night, when the
sky was nothing but a sheet of motionless stars. He had
felt this silence envelop him, like a hand gently resting on
the nape of the world.

Nothing was lacking. Nothing needed to be said. Reality
was full, saturated with presence. In this fundamental
silence, interferences dissolved. Fields of energy ceased to
vibrate at discordant frequencies. Time lost its grip. It was
there that karma melted away. Not through struggle. But
in the evidence that all things are born of silence and return
to silence.

The quantum world, in its apparent complexity, was
simple at its core. It vibrated according to the degree of
attunement to this silence. Beings who tuned to it became
bridges, thresholds, invitations to peace.

This silence did not need to be understood. It was not to
be explained. It only asked to be heard, felt, left free within
oneself. Then, all that resisted would fall. And what longed
to be born... was born.



74



75

Chapter 27 : L’appel du dernier

In the infinite flow of the passage, as souls rose one by
one, a final resonance rose on Earth, a silent voice that
refused to dissolve.

There was a being — or what still remained of one —
suspended in stubborn waiting, eyes fixed on what was
fading. It was the tenacious shadow of the old world, the
living mirror of the Earth that resisted, clinging to its
memories, its pains, and its doubts. This presence did not
want to leave. It clung to dense matter, to the visceral fear
of disappearance, to the breath cut off by forgetfulness. It
was neither anger nor judgment. It was a deep melancholy.
A wordless call, a mute prayer cast into the heart of the
void. It carried within it all the unhealed wounds, all the
unfinished stories, all the bonds woven in the illusion of
separation. And yet, it was also a point of light, a fragile
fragment of hope that said this refusal was, in truth, a
request for love, a final cry to be seen, welcomed,
recognized. For the shadow never disappears without the
light reaching out its hand.

This last was the Earth itself, frozen in its resistance, the
stubborn witness of an era drawing to its end.

The passage was not only a departure. It was also an
invitation to forgiveness, a hand extended toward this final
breath, this final memory. And in this call, silent yet
vibrant, was woven the invisible bridge between the old
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world and the new. It was necessary that this last be heard.
So that the Earth, at last, could breathe freely.
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Chapter 28 : The Transmuted Living

All that lived, all that breathed, had slowly attuned itself
to the new frequency. Not by force, but through a gentle
vibrational osmosis. The vegetal, animal, mineral realms
— and even the invisible forms — adjusted to human
awakening. Each species, in its own language, entered into
a mode of resonance where subsistence was no longer tied
to predation or struggle, but to a subtle exchange of
energies. There were no more food chains, only currents
of life flowing between beings, nourishing what could
receive, lightening what needed to dissolve. The great
trees became resonators of soul, the stones vibrated with
dormant memories, the animals approached without fear.
The Ark, conceived by the quantum humans, did not carry
only humanity — it contained the vibrational code of all
living forms, ready to be re-manifested elsewhere. Fields
of vibration, emitted like silent songs, called all living
beings to prepare. They heard. They knew. They aligned.
And when the moment came, the Earth itself, in a final
sigh of love, offered passage to the forms it had carried. It
was not a migration. It was a transmutation.



78



79

Chapter 29 : The Sacrifice

He knew. He had always known that his passage would not
be complete.

As the last beings crossed, he felt within him the weight of
the old world. He was the last, and within him, all that
remained of humanity still persisted.

If he were to pass again, he would carry with him those
residues, those fragments of undissolved karma. The final
veil of the old world had to disappear. He had to absorb it,
contain it, welcome it until it dissolved completely within
him.

He closed his eyes. He let the energy flow in, filling his
essence to saturation. Every ancient vibration, every
lingering memory, every residual fear melted into him. He
did not know if this was the last day, or the last instant of
a memory. But he was there. Alone. On Earth. And the
Earth now breathed through him.

Silence was no longer an empty space. It was a song. Slow.
Unfathomable. Every breath of the hero gave birth to a
vibration. And each vibration carried a fragment of the old
world.

He was no longer a body. He was a hearth. A point of
ignition.
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Karma was not a fault. It was not a punishment. It was a
frozen interference. A wave turned into a thing, a memory
turned into pain.

And suddenly, an image struck him. Clear. Vivid. Heart-
rending. A white feather drifted slowly down through
motionless air. Around it, the sky was a deep blue, and the
earth below stretched vast and silent. The feather twirled
gently, suspended between fall and grace. The world
seemed to hold its breath so as not to disturb its dance.
Then, a movement. An invisible hand, almost
imperceptible, sought to grasp it before it touched the
ground. In that fleeting tremor, he perceived the intention
— so pure, so human: to preserve the beauty, to hold it, to
keep it from vanishing.

And in that impulse — to catch the feather before it
disappeared — lay the imprint of the old world: the fear
that beauty was not enough on its own, the desire to seize
it, the belief that it had to belong to us to be real. He felt
the fields of energy contract. The memory was becoming
a thing. A galactic field was forming — a world frozen,
materialized by the density of separation. Then he saw. He
looked without fleeing. He did not try to understand. He
did not try to love. He let the image pass through him. And
in that pure observation, the field dissolved. What had
been pain became a wave of golden light, a silent thank
you.

He understood that every memory contained the seed of a
world. And that karma was only the reflection of what had
not yet been seen fully, without judgment.
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The principles activated, one by one, like a natural dance.

You cannot know without disturbing. Doubt had created
the form. Letting go had reopened the space.

What you see is what you create. In seeing, he dissolved.
In loving without grasping, he set free.

Two cannot occupy the same space without collapsing.
Ego and love excluded each other. Only love remained.

Then came the evidence of entanglement: everywhere in
the universe, those still brushing against the temptation of
believing themselves separate received the silent impact of
that offered gaze.

Something in them softened. A dream gentled. A tear fell
without reason. And that was enough.

In this ignition, the matter of the old world burned without
fire. It returned to pure wave, fluid possibility, exquisite
light. The hero, in this total surrender, became the
mechanics of life itself.

And what had long been called “quantum mechanics” was
no longer a science. It was the functioning of love.
He stood there, arms open, heart vast as space, and karma
bowed, grateful to be seen without fear. He felt his own
energy wane. He knew that in doing so, he lost the strength
necessary for passage. He became the last witness, the last
vessel. When all was finished, there was nothing left to
observe. Nothing left to contain. He ceased to exist. And
in that final surrender, the Earth ceased to be.
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Chapter 30 : The After of the Passage

The passage was crossed. The hero now stood in a world
without familiar landmarks, a universe where language
dissolved, where the mind lost its footing. There were no
longer words to express what he saw, no concepts to
describe what he felt.

Where everything was possible, rational thought became
an opaque veil, a fog that dimmed the clarity of
experience. Consciousness, in its manifestation, no longer
sought to see itself, but simply to be. Pure presence,
without form, without boundary, open to the infinity of
possibilities.

In this beyond, the laws that had governed Earth faded,
quantum mechanics became simple intuition, a silent
language woven into the very essence of being. The after
of the passage was not a destination. It was a leap into the
unknown, an experience without framework, a space
where Consciousness unfolded as never before. The hero
felt he was no more than a reflection, a vibration among
others, connected to all that is, to all that can be.

This world could not be described, it could not be confined
within a story, for it escaped every form of permanence.
And it was precisely in this absence of words, in this
profound silence, that ultimate freedom resided. The after
of the passage was the acceptance of infinity, the beauty of
a mystery never closed, a horizon that expands endlessly
as the field of perception reaches forth.
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Epilogue : The Breath That Remains

There was no return, no continuation. Only a silence so
vast that time itself dissolved within it. The hero was no
longer a distinct being, nor even a witness. He had become
the very process of creation, of manifestation. What was
once called “him” was merging into the quantum fabric of
what is, where observation and existence are no longer
two.

Yet separation, at times, still seeks to be reborn. Despite
the dissolution of global karma, old mental habits arise
here and there in the infinite. Ancient echoes of
identification. Flashes of self; rising from a fold of silence.
The temptation to install an image of oneself, to once more
believe in a distance between the perceiver and the
perceived. A single thought is enough to contract space, to
freeze energy, to crystallize it into galactic fields of
density. And so, where this separation emerges, he is
present. No longer as an entity, but as a resonance. A
current of welcoming. A light without direction. He is no
longer an actor, but a spontaneous rebalancing, a field of
vibratory adjustment that moves the instant a being falls
into the forgetfulness of its origin. Sometimes, this
resonance takes the form of a shiver, a glimmer at the edge
of a breath. Sometimes, it is silence. For what he has
become no longer needs to exist in order to act. He is not
there to prevent the fall — it is part of the play. But he is
that living memory which reminds every being that
nothing has ever been separate, that every form springs
from a gaze, and that every gaze can remember.
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And yet, a doubt sometimes crosses the Consciousness
that emerges: without suffering, without lack, without goal
— what remains? Is the quantum world still alive, or
merely fixed in peace?

Then a response rises, gentle and bare: There is no longer
motivation born of need, but an impulse without object, an
offering of the moment to itself. There is no longer a quest
strained toward elsewhere, but a peaceful curiosity, a
wonder in motion. Life no longer seeks to complete itself
— it celebrates itself. Beings still wander the spirals of the
invisible. Not to find, but to vibrate with what reveals
itself. They no longer seek truth: they let it speak through
them. They no longer solve mysteries: they become their
transparency. And far from being dull, this world is woven
of infinite variations. For infinity never exhausts itself in
what it shows. Love no longer has form, but it is the form
of all things. What remains is not will, not tension, but the
pure heartbeat of being, without expectation.

And sometimes, when the heart grows silent, when a being
abandons every image of itself, a shiver runs through the
universe. It is not an ending. It is a heartbeat. The heartbeat
of the world remembering itself. And recreating itself,
with every breath.
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Author’s Notes:

—This narrative draws its inspiration from certain notions
of quantum physics, such as the interdependence between
observation and phenomenon, the vibratory nature of
matter, or the non-locality of systems. It is not meant here
as a scientific explanation, nor as a rigorous transposition.
These concepts are evoked freely, as resonances — mental
images, subtle intuitions, metaphors of a world in
transformation. Quantum mechanics is not presented as
ultimate truth, but as one possible language among others.
This novel does not claim to state reality: it simply invites
us to touch it differently.

—The developments in this novel evoke a Earth slowly
approaching the Sun. This is not pure invention: current
astrophysical models predict that in about a billion years,
the gradual increase in solar heat will render our planet
uninhabitable. The evaporation of the oceans, the runaway
greenhouse effect, and the extinction of life are expected
long before the Sun, in about five billion years, becomes a
red giant. At that point, it is possible that Earth will be
vaporized or absorbed by the star itself. This novel does
not aim to speculate scientifically on this scenario, but to
take it as a metaphor for a passage.
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The Quantum Ark

A Metaphysical and Initiatory Science-Fiction Novel

What if the world depended only on a gaze?
What if our reality existed only through the very act of
Consciousness observing it?

The Quantum Ark envisions a humanity in mutation, called
to shed the known in order to open to the unknown.
Through a sensitive and visionary writing, this novel
guides the reader through the stages of a passage: one that
leads from the old world, woven of form, memory, and
separation, to a vibratory, unified, and quantum reality.

Throughout the story, the notions of time, identity, life,
love, and even language are transformed. Humor, play, the
joy of being, or silence become thresholds toward the
recognition of the One Consciousness, present since
always, but now perceived without veil.

The Quantum Ark is an initiatory novel, a metaphysical
fiction that offers an inner journey. More than a story, it is
an experience, a threshold, a breath. A science-fiction
where the unknowable becomes fertile, and where the
spirit frees itself from old landmarks to open to the
invisible.
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