
FPSN: HD Mind-Matter World. 
 

BEGINNING: 

 

The air became all mist, turning mountains into seamless pale 

chalk impressions. Their frail contours breached a canvas sky 

airbrushed with splendid oranges and cold morning light. Then 

the heavens broke open and a reverse un-rain rose up from the 

ground and returned to its cloud-home source. 

 

Over the sea the solar sun shone, turning ripples and waves into 

dazzling, monochromatic tessellations of luminous planetoid 

coins. The wild counterglow of dune-plants pressed against the 

heated quartz-jewel sands, their timeless erosion marking the 

passing of eons. 

 

Ocean spume collected around the feldspar as the sea waters 

receded. Over the tree-silhouettes, black smoke hung suspended 

in the air currents: migrating flames ate the land hungrily as 

the coterie watched, spellbound by the display of a raw chaos 

that cannot be mastered. 

 

In the living forests stillness reigned. Prehistoric breezes from 

a before-human past still brushed the canopy-top lazily as they’d 

always done, now and for ever. Emerald Doves, dressed in grey-

feather robes with green metallic sheen, called out from their 

roosts yet a thousand years would pass until anybody heard it. 

 

Burrowing into the soft dark earth, networks of roots made 

secret connections in the underground. Their curiosity revealed 

the calm nature of living things and the quietude of their 

groundedness became the spirit of a shared pantheism. Above on 

the leaf-scattered, blade-carpeted forest floor a boulder 

rested. What was once a mountain would one day become a stone.  

 



Running waters rushed quietly over stony beds at the root of 

the mountain and the near-calm of the crater lakes rippled with 

the presence of wind. A zephyr that would someday tap the 

corners of a tapestry while the sun gazed upon an ancient brick-

and-mortar sanctuary, gently plucked at the saplings by the 

water’s edge.  

 

The wind affected its will upon the land but even-so it abided by 

the universal laws. Some listened to the story of falling leaves 

it told which described how all time would end, but that this 

was only the beginning of something else. Somewhere close by, 

yet on the other side of the galaxy, a flower-pod illustrated 

this, curling open and giving birth to a star. The red supergiant 

was bigger than a planet’s orbit yet was only a dwarf lightseed 

on this world. 

 

On Earth sacred mountains bordered the lowlands. Standing in a 

grassy clearing, the compass-summits tracked the journeys of 

Venus and Jupiter as they traversed the velvet-black veneer of 

space. Heaven shone with the clearest scintillating lights yet 

the fabric of time shimmered with immortal frequencies beyond 

the range of physical sight.  

 

The mind-matter world was of the sharpest definition and the 

spirit of mind became the controller of a virtual soul-vehicle 

which could be augmented to improve the function of its biology. 

In this way an eon passed in a second, yet the second itself took 

a long time to pass. The mind connected to the great expanse 

through a dimensional thought-prism and the vortex of soul fire 

was both the inner and outer world all at once. Suddenly the 

body-barrier was instantly realised for what it was: a momentary 

hesitation between the mind and all of creation. 

 

END 

 


