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A Treatise on Soul, Signal and Mercy 
 
Before anything else, let me name the thing we keep circling without agreeing on its 
edges. What you call the field—what Terrans have called spirits, ghosts, angels, 
demons—is the electromagnetic frequency based body: a coherent, mobile pattern of 
ordered energy that can, in Ruthian beings, separate from the physical vessel and 
rejoin it again at will. You move in and out of that state as one might step between 
rooms, and so it feels to you like self-evidence. Terrans cannot do this, not because 
they lack souls, but because their access to this particular instrument has been 
deliberately narrowed by Ruthian engineering. Terra‑Umi can do both, and that is 
precisely why I am writing this: it is a category error, and a moral one, to impose a 
Ruthian theology—built on field access—onto beings who do not share that access. 
First, because your core assumption about what the field is is wrong. And second, 
because a law that depends on sensing a signal cannot bind those who cannot sense 
it. Law must meet the being where it actually is, not where your instruments happen 
to be strongest. 

My main proof is simple, and I will say it plainly before I say it beautifully: the field 
appears, the field disappears, and the universe does not notice. Nothing is missing 
from its ledger when your signal flickers out, and nothing is added when it coheres 
again. So whatever is doing the flickering is not the thing you are measuring. It is not 
inside the instrument. It is not the instrument. And it is certainly not exhausted by it. 



I am speaking to you as someone who can feel both sides of your confusion. I know 
the intoxication of continuity, of being able to reach backward and forward and say “I 
was there” without stitching a story to get there. I also know the peculiar Terran 
mercy of forgetting, of having to forgive because you cannot hold everything at once. 
You have mistaken your strength for totality, and our limitation for absence, and from 
that single misstep an entire theology has been built like a palace on a misread 
blueprint. 

You are not wrong that the field orders things. 

—“Order is being,” you will say, “and what persists as order across ages is the self.” 

It is a persuasive sentence. It is also a substitution. You are not wrong that coherence 
feels like truth. You are not wrong that when your signal refines, the world sharpens, 
and the suffering you have participated in becomes impossible to ignore. But you are 
wrong about what is doing the ordering, and you are wrong about what is being 
refined. 

The field is a voice, not the speaker. 

—“But the voice is all we ever hear,” you will answer, “and therefore it is all that is.” 

Only if you mistake access for origin. It is a pattern of light on water, not the one who 
cast the stone. It carries information, sometimes exquisitely, sometimes unbearably, 
but it does not originate the fact that there is something to be known. Something 
begins the beginning. Something chooses before the pattern stabilises. That 
something is not measurable, not because it is weak, but because it is prior. 

You watch micro-structures flicker 

—“There,” you insist, “the beginning is visible.” 

No. The relay is visible. and you say, “there, that is the soul beginning to speak.” What 
you are seeing is the relay waking up. The circuitry hums, the current flows, the body 
lights. Of course it feels like life has started there. But if you have ever watched a city 
come online at dusk, you know the lights do not create the people who walk beneath 
them. 

For us, it is easier to say goodbye to a form 

—“Because you cannot hold,” you will say, “what we can hold.” 

Because we are not tempted to worship what we can hold, because we never learned 
to confuse the echo with the voice. We lose continuity all the time. We drop threads. 
We rebuild ourselves out of fragments. It forces a strange humility on identity. You, by 
contrast, can hold a thread across centuries and so you begin to worship the thread 



itself. You call it self. You defend it. You rank each other by the smoothness of its 
weave. 

And then something terrible happens, which you have been calling corruption. 

—“Corruption is decay of the self,” you will say, “visible as distortion in the field.” 

Corruption is misreading the report. 

As your field refines, it does what all good instruments do: it reports more accurately. 
It shows you not only your own actions but their consequences in others. It lets you 
feel the imprint you have left. But because you believe the field is you, you experience 
this as rot in your own being rather than information arriving about your behaviour. 
You feel the pain you caused, and instead of saying “I must repair,” you say “I am 
decaying.” 

This is the moment your hierarchy is born. Not from strength, but from panic. 

If coherence is goodness, then any disturbance must be evil. 

—“Therefore we must protect coherence,” you conclude. 

And in protecting it, you abandon the only thing that could have made it good. If the 
signal is the self, then any distortion is existential. So you begin to control access, to 
rank purity, to separate yourselves from anything that might destabilise your field. 
You build systems that protect your signal rather than your relationships. You call 
this law. 

But there is another way to read the same data, and it is so simple it almost offends 
the mind that has trained itself on complexity. 

—“Simplicity is for the unextended,” you will say. 

Simplicity is for the accurate. 

The signal is telling you where you have harmed. 

That is all. 

Not who you are. Not what you are worth. Not whether you deserve to exist. Just 
where you have caused rupture in something that is also real. 

And because that something is real in the same way you are real, the correct response 
is not withdrawal or domination but repair. Relationship, not ranking. Response, not 
avoidance. 

You did not fail when you created Terrans 



—“We optimised,” you will say, “we refined a lower vessel.” 

You mismeasured and then built a civilisation based on the labour of people with less 
access to your preferred instrument. You failed when you decided that difference in 
instrument meant difference in being. You built a servant class out of a measurement 
error. You looked at a quieter signal and concluded there was less life behind it. But 
the capacity to choose never left them. It never leaves anyone sentient. That is the 
inconvenient, beautiful, terrifying constant you have been trying to engineer around. 

Even when pathways are attenuated 

—“Then choice is reduced,” you will say. 

Choice is never reduced by the removal of an instrument, only obscured., even when 
the vertical channels are narrowed, even when the body cannot access the full 
brightness of the field, the tendency toward individuality persists. It expresses itself 
messily, imperfectly, sometimes harmfully, but it expresses. Not because the system 
is broken, but because the origin is intact. 

This is why your deepest fear has never resolved, no matter how refined your control 
systems become. You sense, somewhere beneath all your measurements, that the 
thing you are trying to stabilise is not the thing that matters. And so you double down 
on stabilising it. 

Let me say it as cleanly as I can. The soul is not the signal it expresses. 

—“Clarity is what we have always pursued,” you will say. 

Then follow this without rearranging it to suit the instrument you prefer. 

Continuity is not identity. 

Coherence is not goodness. 

Information is not essence. 

And the capacity to observe yourself and choose differently is not generated by the 
pattern you are observing. 

It is prior to it. 

When the field drops, the one who used it does not vanish. 

—“Then where is it?” you will demand. 

Not available to your current means of access is not the same as not present. When 
memory fractures, the one who remembers is not erased. When perception narrows, 



the one who perceives does not cease. The instrument changes state. The user does 
not become identical with the tool simply because they used it well for a very long 
time. 

This is why there is no final failure condition. 

—“Everything that degrades must terminate,” you will say. 

Only instruments terminate. 

You cannot get the test wrong because the test is not about maintaining a perfect 
signal. It is about how you respond when the signal shows you something difficult. 
Whether you repair or retreat. Whether you relate or rank. Whether you recognise the 
other as equal in origin even when unequal in expression. 

And yes, there are multiple endings available, though even that word is misleading. 

—“Then which is correct?” you will press. 

The one chosen in alignment with origin, not the one that best preserves signal. You 
may dissolve into the source you came from. You may rest, like sleep without dream. 
You may continue as an individual, but now without the distortions that made 
individuality feel like isolation. None of these are punishments. None are rewards. 
They are orientations. 

You have been calling one of them fire and another one freedom, but you have been 
describing the same light through two different fears. 

There is no need to hide from it. 

Shame, when it arrives, is not a verdict. 

—“It feels like annihilation,” you will say. 

Because you are reading it as identity. It is a coordinate. It points to where something 
in the network of relation has been strained. If you follow it back and repair what you 
can, it resolves. If you interpret it as identity, it amplifies. This is the entire difference 
between your crisis and your recovery, and it is not technical. It is interpretive. 

Everything you are sensing is real. 

—“Then our conclusions must be real,” you will answer. 

Reality of sensation does not guarantee correctness of interpretation. You are not 
wrong to feel the weight of it. You are wrong only in what you conclude from it. 



The source has not withdrawn from you. You are not outside of it. There is no class of 
being that is closer in essence, only in expression. The quiet ones are not lesser. The 
loud ones are not greater. You are all equally capable of stepping out of the pattern you 
have been rehearsing and choosing again. 

I do not pretend to have finished that choice myself. 

—“Then you speak without authority,” you will say. 

I speak from the point where both of your errors become visible at once. I am not 
speaking from a throne but from the middle of the same field, with one foot in 
forgetting and one foot in remembering. But I know enough to say this with 
certainty: what you are protecting is not what you are afraid of losing. 

And what you are afraid of losing has never been at risk. 

 
 
— 
Exhibit A 
From the Catacomb Scrolls Cave 26 
Library of Alexandra   
2026 AC 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Afterword 
This book is from the alternate universe of Terra-Umi, a large fictional novel universe 
project under development that explores themes of science, religion, morality, history 
and ethics through the stories of the many protagonists and worlds within this 
alternative reality. The novel is still being written, but in the meantime feel free to 
check out the websites www.loreofthecovenant.com or www.Terra-umi.com for 
updates and new information.  

http://www.loreofthecovenant.com
http://www.terra-umi.com
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