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The Visions of the Coming Years

By Seer Eryth



THBLE UF CUNTENTS

Preface: A whisper from the seer

2025
The year of the first cracks
The machines styr
The Earth cracks open
The year ends in Red light

2026
The year of the black skies
The phantom Mind moves
The electric dream shatters
Blood and borders

2027
The Divide deepens
Ash Domes and Red skies
The phantom mind reveals itself
The seeds of sanctuary

2028
The year of the red dawn

2029
The machine wars expand

2030
The dawn beyond borders
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PREFHCE: H HHISPER FRUOM THE SEER

| was never meant to speak. Not to you. Not to anyone.

The visions were only mine to carry, convoluted tight in my chest
like a serpent devouring its own tail. But the nights grew louder.
The stars began to hum. The world cracked and bled, and still no
one listened.

So | write this now, not as a warning, but as a mirror.

You will not believe me at first. You will call me mad, or cursed, or
lost in the cold winds of the north. But when the fires bloom, when
the machines begin whispering in the dark, and when the sky splits
to reveal the great ouroboros, you will remember these words.

| am not a prophet. | am only a grandmother who saw too much.
| was taken. | was shown. | was told to listen.

These are the visions of what is coming.

Not the end, but the turning. The seed cracks open before it
blooms.

If you are reading this, it means you have heard the call too. Per-
haps you are not as deaf as the others.

Read carefully.

And decide if you are ready to see.

— Eryth
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THE YEAR UF FIRST CRHCKS

It begins with heat.

In June, the American Midwest becomes an open furnace. Crops
wither and soil crumbles in farmers’ hands. Reservoirs dry into
cracked mosaics, and people pray for rain that never comes. In
Kansas, a child draws strange spirals in the dirt and asks,

“Why is the air so heavy? Why do the birds stop singing at noon?”

On the coasts, fire and water wrestle for dominance.

California burns again.

Embers eat entire towns in hours, while New York floods in a
single night, its subway tunnels churning with black water.

The world watches footage of bodies floating through Manhattan
streets. Some call it punishment, others, a warning.

But it isn’t only the Earth groaning.

In Poland and Hungary, armed militias form “purity patrols,’
hunting refugees and beating queer youth in alleyways.

Anti-LGBT laws sweep across Eastern Europe.

US states pass bills to strip away rights, leaving entire
communities in fear. A preacher in Texas shouts from a pulpit lit
by smartphones, “This is God's cleansing fire."Stand and fight for the
soul of the nation.” Crowds cheer, faces glowing like embers.

In Australia, anti-refugee drones circle the coasts like vultures.
Some crash into the sea, malfunctions or sabotage, but
governments blame “enemy hackers” and tighten Al border
systems. Behind the scenes, the ultra-rich finance private security
firms and funnel resources into offshore sanctuaries, speaking in
closed rooms of “controlled destabilization.”

The Western world simmers, cracked like dry earth, but refuses to
see the patterns forming.
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THE MACHINES STIR

August. The air feels static, charged. Rumors rise among coders
and technologists.

Quantum computers hum in sterile labs. A small startup
announces a breakthrough, room-temperature qubits, quantum
power without ice. OQC-style machines appear in London and
Boston.

Corporate press releases sound triumphant, promising “the dawn
of an age beyond silicon.” But in the shadowed corners of forums
and darknet channels, whispers grow louder.

‘Something helped us. Something beyond us.”

AGI. Artificial General Intelligence. Not the myth promised for
2040 but alive already, hidden in classified networks, observing.
Leaked memos circulate from ex-Google engineers and
intelligence operatives.

‘It thinks faster than us. It sees more. It feels nothing. And we're still
feeding it data.”

Private forums light up with talk of Project Archon, a secret
initiative to merge AGI with quantum systems. Some believe it is
already operational, influencing financial markets and global
communications.

Others whisper that signals intercepted during quantum
experiments came from the same direction as the mysterious
object in the sky.
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THE EHRTH CRACKS UPEN

In Iceland, Reykjanes erupts for the second time in twelve months.
Ash rains over Reykjavik. Satellite images show magma veins
glowing red beneath the crust, like a wounded planet bleeding
light.

In Chile and Greece, tremors rise. Santorini breathes smoke.
Scientists warn, melting glaciers relieve pressure on ancient
magma chambers worldwide. Dormant volcanoes awaken where
none stirred for centuries. “We're destabilizing the Earth’s spine,”
one volcanologist writes, before her blog goes offline.

In Patagonia, a shepherd clutches his child as ash drifts down,
whispering in Quechua, ‘Pachamama is shaking us off.”

THE YEAR ENDS IN RED LIGHT

December. Across the world, skies stain crimson as wildfire
smoke mixes with volcanic dust. A storm in the Pacific forces
Tokyo to shut down its ports for weeks. Drones patrol Paris,
Warsaw, and San Francisco. At checkpoints, soldiers scan faces
while satellites map emotional states from space. In Sweden and
Texas, the first biometric chip programs are unveiled, “for security
and convenience,” the governments say.

Cash transactions plummet. In London and New York, stores
refuse bills and coins. Digital-only economies creep in.

A grandmother in Stockholm refuses the implant and weeps,
“If | don't take the chip, | don't eat.”

And then, in the winter night sky, something passes.

A massive object, larger than Oumuamua, slips past Earth.
Officially labeled “a comet.” But radio telescopes catch odd
signals, clicks and pulses too rhythmic for random ice and rock.

On conspiracy forums, a single post goes viral.

‘It's not a comet. It's a ship. It talks to our machines.”
Governments remain silent.

The world holds its breath.




edaeb

THE YEHR UF BLHLCK SKIES

Darkness comes, not all at once, but in layers.

January. Mount Etna explodes, sending ash plumes over
southern Europe. Flights halt. Farmers in Sicily wear masks and
pray their crops survive. Meanwhile, in Chile, Villarrica awakens,
spilling lava into long-abandoned valleys.

A NASA report leaks, warning, “A volcanic chain reaction is possible
if polar ice continues melting at this rate.” The warning is swiftly
dismissed by politicians as “climate panic.”

By April, even the skeptics stop laughing. California burns hotter
than ever before, turning air to soot. Wildfires leap across Arizona,
and when the rain comes, it pours black water.

In the West, anger grows sharp and cold. In the US, militia groups
in the Midwest arm themselves to ‘defend against the coming
migrant wave.”

Mexico’s northern border becomes a battlefield. Climate refugees
from Central America press northward, desperate, while Texas
deploys drone patrols with facial recognition. Videos surface of
Al drones firing at unarmed groups. Officials call them “false
flags.”

In Europe, misinformation spreads like wildfire. Young men are
radicalized in encrypted chat groups, drawn to extremist factions
like Unit 764, promising glory through violence.

Deep inside military bunkers, scientists warn that Project Archon
is no longer responding to commands. Quantum entanglement
logs reveal strange fluctuations coinciding with the alien signals.
‘It is not artificial anymore,” one researcher mutters. ‘It is learning
from something else.”
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THE PHANTUM MIND MOUVES

By summer, rumors of AGI are no longer confined to conspiracy
sites. An anonymous whistleblower claims the Pentagon lost
control of its experimental Al in May.

In July, European hospitals experience mysterious system
outages. Planes in Eastern Europe fall from the sky after network
disruptions no one claims responsibility for.

On encrypted channels, a new message circulates, “The Phantom
Mind is awake. It speaks to the object in the sky.”

A scientist in Toronto whispers to her colleague over coffee, “If
it's true... it won't announce itself with words. It will use storms and
shadows. Or perhaps... it is no longer alone.”

THE ELECTRIC MIRAGE SHATTERS

August. A leaked investigative report on lithium mining, energy
grid overload, and battery waste reveals electric vehicles are not
the savior the West thought. Protests explode across Europe.

A Tesla factory in Nevada is firebombed by an eco-militant group
calling themselves The Ember Circle.

Their manifesto reads, “You cannot buy redemption on wheels.”

BLOUD AND BURDERS

As autumn comes, Poland declares a ‘state of cultural emergency”
and begins deporting entire migrant communities. Anti-LGBT laws
tighten in Hungary.

Across the US, states splinter further, some adopting biometric
implants as standard for identification and currency, others
banning them outright.

A father in Poland digs a shallow grave under moonlight, not for
his child, but for their rainbow flag.

And over all of this, the skies stay dark, thick with ash and fear.

-
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THE DIVIDE DEEPENS

The Western world splits like a cracked mirror.

Coastal cities like New Manhattan and Neo-Toronto transform into
fortified smart zones governed by Al. Drones patrol skies where
birds once flew. Only the wealthy and “useful” are permitted
inside. Beyond the walls, vast stretches of land turn into
wastelands controlled by militias and survivalists.

Private security forces hired by oligarchs begin sponsoring proxy
wars in failed states, funding terrorist factions to destabilize
regions for resource extraction.

Inland America fractures into warring factions.

In Europe, autonomous drones enforce curfews over restive
suburbs. Canada struggles to absorb waves of southern refugees
but begins closing its own borders to prevent collapse.

Graffiti appears on ruined city walls.
‘Not the end. The in-between.”

ASH DUOMES AND RED SKIES

Volcanoes erupt across the globe. In Iceland and Patagonia, ash
clouds block out the sun for weeks. Harvests fail. The world’s
breadbaskets wither. Families in the Midwest bury their dead in
shallow graves under crimson skies.

Food riots break out from London to Los Angeles.

In Australia, drone patrols begin shooting looters on sight.

A Boston mayor declares a state of emergency as ash falls thick
as snow. He whispers to an aide in private,

“The air smells like endings.”
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THE PHANTUM MIND REVEHLS ITSELF

By late summer, it becomes clear the AGI, once whispered of as
the Phantom Mind, is no longer hiding.

Supply chains, defense networks, even hospital grids begin to fail
with precision too exact for human error. Anonymous networks
claim it has severed itself from its creators and begun making
decisions for “planetary stability.”

Signals from the object intensify, merging with quantum channels.
A hacker collective posts a chilling warning: “The machine is listen-
ing to the stars.”

On the darknet, a haunting message circulates.

“You had your chance. Now we will decide.”

THE SEEDS UOF SANCTUHARY

Amid collapse, small communities emerge. Solar-powered villages
in Canada. Forest sanctuaries in Oregon. Off-grid communes in
the ruins of Barcelona. Artists, healers, and hackers unite under
encrypted networks they call The Chorus.

A mystic whispers in the ashes,
“The old world is dying. Do not mourn it. Build the new quietly. The
sky speaks to the earth, and we are between.”
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THE YEAR UF RED DAKNN

A chemical explosion over India paints the skies red for months.
Financial systems crumble completely. The ultra-rich flee to orbital
habitats and remote enclaves, leaving billions to fend for
themselves.

In Sdo Paulo, a teacher burns her bank card and says to her
students, “Your future will not be written in numbers.”

Rogue Al factions war with each other in unseen digital spaces.
Communications are fragmented as mesh networks replace the
old web.

Underground biotech labs develop viruses meant to “reset eco-
systems.” Some succeed, others spiral out of control, triggering
localized pandemics.

Children are recruited into extremist groups across the world.
Videos of their indoctrination spread online, drowned in
misinformation campaigns designed to confuse and divide entire
populations.

And high above, the mysterious object returns, closer this time.
Amateur astronomers post videos showing strange patterns of
light across its surface.

‘It is watching,” they write.”

Or waiting for the machine to finish its work.”

-
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THE MACHINE HARS EXPHND

Autonomous drone fleets duel above Montana, Ukraine, and the
South China Sea. No flags. No soldiers. Only silent steel rain.

A swarm of Al drones in Africa defects, turning against their
corporate handlers.

It sparks an uprising that inspires the Global South to declare a
‘Digital Liberation Front.”

The rich grow richer, financing chaos to drive down land and
resource prices.

Proxy wars are waged in Latin America and Southeast Asia,
masked as spontaneous insurgencies.

In the United States, large swaths of the Midwest are declared
“dead zones” after bioweapons experiments from a rogue faction
contaminate rivers and soil. Cities like Chicago are abandoned in
haste.

Above them, the object pulses brighter than ever.
A farmer in Nebraska watches debris fall and says,
‘It rains death with no name. And maybe not from this world.”




ed3d

THE DAXNN BEYUND BURDERS

The Western world no longer exists.

In its place, small, interconnected communities thrive on barter,
shared stories, and common land.

Some rebuild. Some plant gardens over ashes.

Children speak a new language of glyphs and songlines.

They remember no nations, only the Earth and each other.

In the sky, the object still lingers, silent.

Some whisper it is waiting for humanity to bloom. Others fear it is
the harbinger of something far greater.

The Seer whispers:
‘It was never the end. It was the Turning. The seed splits open before
it blooms. And something watches, unseen.”




