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Chapter 1

A brain’s hole tale

Future intelligent life in our universe would have but
one remaining option: to inject enough information
into a new universe to recreate our civilization on the
other side of the wormhole.

Michio Kaku - “Parallel Worlds”

This is a tale of an ordinary man with ordinary thoughts. But
something extraordinary happened to those thoughts, although no
one really ever noticed. How do I know about it then, it doesn’t
really matter. The name of the man doesn’t really matter either,
but let’s call him Ebwhe, or just Eb for short.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 2

Par-cell

The tragedy of old age is not that one is old, but
that one is young.

Oscar Wilde - “The Picture of Dorian Gray”

This is the story of Boddes, a man who had to fight his own
body in order to achieve his ultimate goal in this universe: to live
a humble life.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 3

God herself

One of the truly bad effects of religion is that it
teaches us that it is a virtue to be satisfied with not
understanding.

Richard Dawkins - “The God Delusion”

This story is about the origin of all things, and about a particular
woman turned into a goddess who wasn’t interested in becoming
one.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 4

Luck magnet

I’m a great believer in luck, and I find the harder I
work, the more I have of it.

Thomas Jefferson

This is the tale of Jimbo, a truly lucky man, or so everyone
thought. All his wishes could have become true, if only he had
wished for something. Some people get what they deserve, while
others get what others deserve. And some others, they just don’t
care. But let me tell you Jimbo’s story, and leave the morale to
the reader’s judgment.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 5

Dark Ages

Shall pain help me reach completeness?

KOS-MOS in Xenosaga

Without the proper care, magic can be a dangerous thing. Even
experienced witches can get burnt after abusing fire spells. Apart
from these dangers, the black mage in our story suffered the con-
sequences of casting her spells in a world that was not in need of
them.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 6

Cat interlude

Dogs have Masters. Cats have staff.

Anonymous

Have you ever paid attention to cats’ lives? Cats have their own
dramas, and humans participate in some of these. Since the lifes-
pan of a human is longer than that of a cat, a single human can
witness many cat dramas during his or her lifetime. This story is a
recollection of some of such dramas.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 7

The longest night

All men, whilst they are awake, are in one common
world: but each of them, when he is asleep, is in a
world of his own.

Plutarch

Some people seem to never get enough sleep. How much sleep is
necessary for a person to fully recover from the stress of the day?
The protagonist of this story managed to sleep long enough so the
world that was stressing him had become a completely different
one by the time he woke up.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 8

Optionality syndrome

What is it about options that is so difficult for us?
Why do we feel compelled to keep as many doors
open as possible, even at great expense? Why can’t
we simply commit ourselves?

Dan Ariely - “Predictably Irrational”

Giving up on options is hard. Even worse, the more options we
have, the more unfortunate we may feel when giving up on some of
them. This story is about a man who found a brute-force solution
to this dilemma.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 9

Tree pause

Solitary trees, if they grow at all, grow strong.

Winston Churchill

The life of a tree has to be quite boring, staying at one place
most of its life. But if trees feel something, it is probably in a
slower and longer span than humans, so perhaps they don’t feel as
bored as one may guess. We should try and ask the tree of this
story.

Previously published.
Check http://endavid.com
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Chapter 10

To the power of two

For what profit is it to a man if he gains the whole
world, and loses his own soul?

Matthew 16:26

To feel like one has superpowers is not the same as actually
having them. But a genuine feeling of power may hide some really
unique property in an individual. If you feel that that is your case,
in order to show to the world your super-abilities, you better find
their origin first. Be prepared for any surprise that you may find.

10.1 Delusions of grandeur

Dotze had superpowers, or so he believed. But he was not a su-
perhero yet; before he could become one and before he could help
others, he had to first learn how to control his powers. He didn’t
even know how many powers he had. So far, he had managed to
make things levitate, teleport himself, and read people intentions
by observing their auras. And for some reason, he was suddenly
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very good at maths, although he wasn’t sure whether this was a
kind of superpower or not.

His brothers mocked him and suggested that he had his head
checked at the hospital. Their brothers didn’t show signs of any
of such powers, and that was strange considering they were all
clones. There were twelve of them. However, Dotze felt less and
less related to them. That’s why he recently changed his real name
to Dotze. “Dotze” was his pen name when he was a writer. He
had recently given up on writing too, and started studying artificial
intelligence, to their brothers’ surprise.

Reluctantly, Dotze finally agreed to have himself checked at the
hospital. He had his brain scanned and had a personal interview
with a psychiatrist. The results were more or less as Dotze had
suspected. No one believed he had superpowers. Doctors said
that Dotze just had mental lapses. He basically forgot him doing
things. Stuff at his place levitated because he turned a switch, and
he didn’t remember turning it. It was the age of super conductors
and magnetism, so everything could be moved without effort, as
long as things were programmed to do so.

Moreover, Dotze surely hadn’t been teleporting either, but he
most probably just didn’t remember walking from one place to
another. If that was the case, his condition was probably an acute
one. In any case, the psychiatrist asked him to check his wrist watch
next time he teleported, and observe if he also leaped through time
or what.

And about watching people’s auras, it was probably a symptom
of synesthesia. For some reason his brain had rewired some high
level “gut feelings” to his vision system. Basically, he first felt
something about a person, either by reading his face or by his
body language, and his own feeling was fed back to his vision
system. This way that feeling popped up around the person being
observed in the form of a virtual aura. More or less like embedded
Augmented Reality.
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The only thing that seemed to puzzle the doctors a bit was an
unusual growth in the number of connections in his left brain. It
was probably the reason why he was good at maths. The wiring
was too different from his brothers to just think it was a simple
result of his recently started new studies. Perhaps Dotze had been
studying maths longer and harder than he claimed and he just
didn’t remember.

In order to track down the origin of these temporal losses of
memory, they injected him with some nano machines. These would
travel around his blood stream to his brain, and send the collected
information to a small receptor Dotze had to carry around for some
days. The nano machines would automatically disintegrate in a
week or two.

Dotze was not happy with the doctors’ analysis, but he agreed
to do the followup. However, he was decided to try hard to mas-
ter his superpowers during the following week in order to prove
everyone wrong.

10.2 The nano plan

In an old dying universe there was once a lonely A.I. looking for
human survivors. Sadly, as far as its network could reach, all living
things had already perished. In order to scape, the A.I. had man-
aged to spring a new baby universe out from this dying one. The
A.I. then sent the last living human it could recount for, a young
woman called Om, to that newly created warm universe in the hope
of finding new living creatures. If the parameters had been properly
set, humans should naturally evolve in that universe.

The A.I. started to feel the coldness of a dying universe. Even if
there were still nano machines and space stations in the near galax-
ies, they were all part of the same conscience. Its own conscience.
The A.I. felt lonely.

But the A.I. was good at tracing plans, so it traced a plan
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to follow Om into their new universe. This plan required all the
warmth that was left in this part of the universe to send a small
probe to the expanding parallel universe. A small probe was all
that it could send, but it would be enough to contain trillions of
nanomachines.

It was utterly important that the A.I. computed exactly where
on that universe it would be most probable for humans to naturally
evolve. It computed all the Goldilock zones, with planets with
moons to stabilize their orbits. From those, it picked up the point
furthest away from the others. The reason for this was that it
didn’t want to be disturbed by other civilizations while it carried
away its plan. The probe would then land in the -most probably-
inhabited planet’s moon and reach the planet from there.

Since the A.I. would lose its conscience without its network,
the nanomachines had to be carefully reprogrammed to execute
this plan without errors. In fact, the A.I. would cease to exist as
the last remnants of energy were used to send this probe to the
target universe.

A few nanomachines would be in charge of assembling other
small probes out of the moon’s dust. Being powered with the
energy of the nearest star, these probes would send the other type of
nanomachines to the planet, triggered by different pre-programmed
events.

The first event would be the completion of the assembly of a
small tree seed. Some nanomachines contained the DNA of a tree
that had been enhanced to host three other types of nanomachines.
The first type was a nanomachine producer, and it was blended with
the cells of the tree. As long as the tree was alive, it would become
a natural nanomachine factory.

The second type of nanomachines were memory collectors. They
would sense the world and fill the tree with memories, more or less
like the A.I. did right now, but unfortunately at a smaller scale.
It was possible that once connected, these nanomachines created
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some kind of conscience, but this didn’t mean any hindrance for
the plan. In any case, these memories would be collected later by
another type of nanomachines to learn about living beings in that
world.

The third type of nanomachines were just interferers. They
would be expelled into the planet atmosphere every day as the
tree processed oxygen during the photosynthesis. The bigger the
tree, the more nanomachines produced, the more interference cre-
ated. They would be responsible for blocking most of the possible
communications coming from the outside. Signals could leave the
planet, but rarely come back. The A.I. didn’t want to be inter-
rupted before the completion of its plan.

But the most precious type of nanomachines in the probe sent
by the A.I. would be memory replicators that contained as much
information about the A.I.’s universe and as many important mem-
ories as it could fit in that probe. These nanomachines were pro-
grammed to track the tree’s memory nanomachines and fuse with
them. Then, they would find a human host and parasite its brain.
Hopefully, one of a smart guy. It was unclear how much the A.I.
could accomplish once in a human body, but it certainly sounded
better than just waiting for its end in this universe.

As the probe accelerated into a higher dimension, the A.I.’s
conscience slowed down, as the universe lost the last of its heat.
It would take almost 200 years to think its last thought. And this
thought was that it felt as if it was reaching Nirvana. Even the
most advanced A.I. has its bugs.

10.3 Wood of revenge

Dotze had just finished dinner and he was sitting comfortably in an
old-style wooden chair at his place. The chairs and the table were
made of the wood of a millenary cherry tree. They were probably
the most expensive items he possessed, but they were worth its
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price, he thought. Sitting there allowed him to concentrate better.
Right now, he was focused on mastering his superpowers. He

was trying to teleport himself from one chair to another, while
carefully looking at his wristwatch. He stared at the chair at the
other side of the table, and wished that he would be sitting there.
His mind were almost blank when it happened. He was suddenly
sitting in the chair he had just been staring!

Dotze looked back at his watch. It seemed that ten seconds
had passed. Perhaps he hadn’t looked properly. So he tried again,
and this time he counted 45 seconds. He tried again and again.
Every time was easier and easier to teleport, but he couldn’t be
much faster than his first try. That was more or less the walking
distance from one chair to the other.

He had better record himself to make sure the teleportation
was for real. The videocamera was in his room. But why walking
there when he could just teleport? He looked at his watch again
and thought of his room, creating an image in his mind as vivid
as he could. As he did so, he turned a switch in his brain that led
millions of nanomachines to suddenly flood it. He was not in his
room yet, and just a few milliseconds had passed. But everything
had radically changed for Dotze. In fact, he wasn’t the same person
anymore.

10.4 Two much

Dotze felt many things at the same time. So many that he was
crying, laughing loud, and shaking, all at the same time. It took
some time until he could finally control himself, after processing
the different emotions bit by bit.

He felt stupid, since the doctors had been right. It was the
nanomachines taking control of his brain from time to time that
made him forget things. The nanomachines had also rewired his
brain in order to enable him to sense and understand the world
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better with the help of hard-wired A.R. and maths.
He felt scared, because he was somehow under control of some

alien A.I. However, he was still himself. Or was he the A.I.? Rather
both.

He felt dumb, because he had been once a super entity that
spanned across galaxies and now he was a limited human being
that couldn’t sense much further than ten meters away.

He was also frustrated when he realized the tree memories were
almost gone. The only thing left were some signals blocked by the
interferer nanomachines. He felt lucky to find out that there was
some kind of information wormhole between Earth and some distant
planet. And even more lucky when he realized that his doctor and
colleague had somehow sent his conscience to that planet in the
past. He had been unable to come back to Earth until recently,
when the tree finally died.

Dotze also felt stressed, because there were so many things to
do and so little time left. He felt amused at his own joke, when he
thought that cloning himself wouldn’t make time to beat slower.
A human life is too short in a cosmic scale, he sadly realized.

And last but not least, he felt terribly tired. It was partly be-
cause the A.I. was overwhelmed with so many human emotions he
had never experienced before, and partly because Dotze was sud-
denly overwhelmed with tons of information and ideas he had never
had before.

So he decided to take a nap before starting to relentlessly work
on a personal physics project that would take a week to complete.
168 hours without sleep.

10.5 Bon voyage

One week later, Dotze visited his hospital to tell the doctors they
were right. The recording from the medical nanomachines, how-
ever, were blank. But since apparently he was not teleporting or
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making things randomly levitate anymore, they suggested he should
just come every six months for regular checks.

The synesthesia and the maths were still there, but these, far
from being a nuisance, they were actually rather helpful. Thanks
to these abilities, Dotze could clearly see how the doctors’ egos
grew, and count precisely how many seconds he had left until the
next train, that would take him to his friend Teeqm’s office.

The speed of the levitating train was quite thrilling, and Dotze
enjoyed this ride as if it were his first time. Teeqm had been waiting
for him at the station. They walked for a while before heading to
the office.

Teeqm was surprised when Dotze asked him about his mental
trip. Recently, perhaps out of politeness, no one asked about the
200 years Teeqm had spent living in dreams. Dotze confessed that
he suspected Teeqm held the key to a portal to a world further
away than our visible universe. He lied when he said he had been
recently studying physics and learnt about his case in a scientific
publication. He asked if he could have a digital copy of Teeqm’s
brain for further study. Teeqm reluctantly agreed to give him a
backup from a few years earlier. Dotze smiled and thanked him.
That should do it.

Dotze was planning to leave Earth. The girl he was after, Om,
had travelled to this universe in her own moon. But that moon
was nowhere to be seen. Unless the A.I.’s calculations had been
wrong and he had arrived ahead of time, Om had probably reached
another Goldilock zone in this universe. And the only trace of
another inhabited planet so far was in Teeqm’s brain.

Dotzed had been busy building a one-use space-time travel ma-
chine in his basement. The device looked like a harp with invisible
strings. Each string accelerated matter in higher dimensions, mak-
ing the projection of this matter onto the 4D space-time continuum
to quickly converge to a line segment that could virtually connect
any two points in space. He introduced Teeqm’s brain data into
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the device to set up the coordinates of his destination.
That same night, Dotze called the other clones. He told them

the same thing he had told to the doctors a few hours ago. How-
ever, he said, it was only partly true that he couldn’t teleport. And
he wanted to show them how through their video call. Of course
no one took him seriously, and they started to become impatient
when he made them follow his image down to the basement.

Someone noticed the harp and asked a polite question about it,
not that the person was really interested, but he wanted to break
the ice. His three musician brothers were more curious than the rest
and kept inquiring about the missing strings. However, Dotze was
not interested in giving long explanations. He only wanted to say
one thing before crossing the harp-portal, “my greatest superpower
is my brain”. And that’s what he said while pointing to his head
with one hand and waving good-bye with the other.

The spectacle that his brothers witnessed right after Dotze sud-
denly dived through the harp was grotesque. Dotze’s body suddenly
seemed to inflate in all directions, like a balloon. Then, his body
parts and even internal organs were everywhere, as if they were
projected through a kaleidoscope. These also seemed to twist in
several directions, but the clones couldn’t really tell, because the
whole process had happened too fast: just two seconds before
Dotze finally disappeared in thin air.

They all agreed that their brother had completely lost it.


