
The Crawl 


The thick slow amber of time enfolded him. He had been hunting, nose to moss and leaf, 

paws to branch and dirt. Hunting and stalking, the soft musk of deer a vapor threaded 

through the menagerie of the forest. He felt the tingling and tried to run but it oozed and 

enclosed him. The Crawl. His limbs stiffened and groaned, his back arched and turned 

as moss and lichen blanketed him. How long would it be? How long this time as day 

faded to night and the moon wheeled through the sky? 

  One day as a pool of sun poured across his flank, the dark amber of time melted 

and he was free. The hunt continued but he noticed something was different about the 

forest but something was different in his mind and brain. 

   The engine worked on the principal of bending spacetime, nudging the curvature 

of the non-relativistic background condensate rather strongly to establish movement 

away from the center of mass. When it was used close to a massive object like a moon or 

a planet it left behind a wake of ripples and distortions that had some unanticipated 

consequences. Some of the distortions on the periphery propagated outward across the 

superfluid on the surface of the planet while the center held fast like a storm on a gas 

giant. When anything passed through these anomalies their substance was altered to 

match the condensate of the surrounding area, as had happened with the long extinct 

panthera, long in tooth and claw hunting through the forest millennia after the ship had 

come and gone. The proximity to the sun and the drag of the moon also had their effect 

and when these ripples passed through the mammalian neocortex they altered neural 

pathways. Some of these new connections inspired poets and scientists who were 



already walking the forested paths of the mind and struggling to connect a tapestry of 

ideas into a more lucid pattern. 

 Ten thousand years after the big cat had it's rendezvous with the gravitational 

slag, a smaller biped named Daniel was trudging through the woods nearby. His 

scrawny ancestors had somehow survived on wit and wonder amidst thousand pound 

predators and herds of ten thousand pound prey. He enjoyed his regular walks in the 

now docile forests of the Pacific Northwest, sometimes hiking along the ancient deer 

trails or bushwhacking his way through brush and bramble. This day in late summer he 

stumbled across the fading storm front of the background condensate of quantum 

turbulence. Luckily the Crawl was weak causing his neural activity to slow and instead of 

merging with the moss and stone he entered a trance. Not only did his mind settle 

deeper into the forest he glimpsed the bygone cat and the echo of the ship that had 

landed there millennia ago. In that moment he glimpsed something else, something 

more modern and elusive. It was another kind of intelligence emerging in the nooks and 

crannies of the world and it was made of countless sentient molecules that had spread 

throughout the entire biosphere. Further investigation was necessary.


